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To the Ttfader.

This Figure^ that thou here fecftput.

It was lot%t,Tit\Q Shak^ejfeare CMU
Wherein the ^ramerh^a a ftrife

\Wth Js(aturei to out-doe the Life :

O, could he but have drawn his ^i^

As well in ^rafay ashe has hit

His Face 5 the Trim would then furpafle

All, that waseverwrit in ^rafSe.

But fince he cznnotyReader, look

Not on hisTi3ure, but his ^00^



M*^ W I L L I A M
SHAKESPEARS

Comedies^ Hiftories, and Tragedies.

Publiihed according to the true Original Copies*

The third Imprejjion.

And unto this Imprcffion is added feven Playcs, never

before Printed in Folio.

Pericles Prince of Tyre.

The LondonTrodigaU.

The Hiftory oiThomas \J' Cromwell.

Sir John Oldcaftle Lord Cohham.
The Puritan fFidow.

A Tork'Shire Tragedy.

The Tragedy of Locrine.

L0J{J>O!SC^^ Printed for P. f. i6d4.





To the moft Noble and Incomparable pair ofBrethren,

WILLIAM Earl of Temiro^e, &c. Lord Chamberlain to the
J^in^s moH Excellent ^^ajejlte i

And PHILIP Earl o£Montgomery, &c. Gentleman to His c5V/4-

jeUies Bed-Chambcr. Both Knights of the moft Noble Order of

the Garter , and our lingular good Lords.

Right Honourable,

Hiljl vjejludy to be thankfulin our particu-

lar:^for theman']favours vje have received

fromyour LLy we arejaln ufon the illfor-

tuney to mingle two the moft diverfe things that can

heyjeary andrashneffe in the enterprife^ andfear of
thefuccef^e.For^when wevalue theplacesyour H.H.
fuftain^ we cannot but know their dignity greater^

than todefcendto the reading of thefe trifles : and^

while we name them trifles ^ we have deprivd our

felvesofthe defenceofour Dedication. Butfinceyour
L.L. have beenpleasdto think thefe triflesfomething

heretoforey andhaveprofecutedboth them^ andtheir
Authour livings withfomuchfavour : we hope^{that

they out'livinghim^ andhenot having thefate^ com^

man withfome^ to be Executor to hisown writings)

you will ufe thefame indulgence toward themj you

have done unto their parent. There is a great diffe*

renccy whetherany Book choofe hisTatronesy orfind

them : This hath done both. For^fo much wereyour
L. L. likings ofthe feveralparts , when they were
aded, asbefore they werepublishedytheFolume askd
to he yours. We have hut coUeBedthem , anddone an

A 2 office



The Epiftlc Dedicatory.

office to the dead:^ to procure his Orphanesy Gura-

dians ; ^without ambition either offeIf-profit^orfame-

only to keep the memory of fo worth') a Friend and

Fe/loiv alive ^ as was our Shakefpeare^ by humble

offer ofhis Playes, to your mofl Noble Tatronage.

Wherein:, as wehavejufily obferved^ no man to come

nearyour L. L. but with a kindof religiom addrefs\

it hath been the height ofour care^ who are theTre-

fenters ^ to make theTrefent worthy ofyour H. H.
by the Terfe&ion, But:, therewe mufl alfocrave our

abilities to be confidered^ my Lords. fVe cannot goe

beyondour ownpowers. Countrey hands reachjorth
Milk:, CreamyFruits^ orwhat they have : andmany
Nations (we haveheard) that hadnotGummes and
Incenfcp obtained their requeHs with a leavened

Cakcy It was no fault to approach their godsy by

whatmeans they could'. Aridthe mofl^theugh mean-

eft ofthingsyaremadeprecious^ when they are dedica-

tedtoTemples. In thatname thereforeywemoflhum-
bly confecrate to your H. H. thefe remains ofyour
fervant Shakefpeare ; that what delight is in them^

may be everyour L. L. the reputation his ^ and the

faults oursJfany be committedby apairfo carefulto
shew theirgratitude both to the Uving:,andthe dead,

asis H
Your Lordships moft bounden"

yohn HemingC:,

Henry Condell.

m



To the great variety oj Readers.

^^^^Rom the moft able :^ to him that can but

fpelL There you are number d,We
had rather you were weighed. Efpe

cially, when the fate of all Books de-

3ends upon your capacities: and not of your

leads alone , but ofyour Purfes. V Veil, it is

now publick, and you will fland for your privi-

ledges, we know : to ready and cenjure. Doe fo,

but buy itfirH'^ that doth beftcommend a Book,

the Stationerjayes. Then,how odde foeveryour

brains be, or your wifdomes, make your filience

the fame, and fpare not. ludge your fix-penny

worth, your shillings worthy your five shillings

worth at a time, or higher, fo you rife to thejuft

rates,and welcome. But, whateveryou do,B//7,

Cenfure will not drive a Trade , nor make the

Jack goe. And though you be a Magiftrate of

ff^it , and fit on the Stage 2X. Black-Fryers^ or

the Cock'pit^ to arraign Tlayes daily,know, thefe

Tlayeshave had their trial already,and floodout

all Appeals; and do now come forth quitted ra-

ther by a Decree of Court , then any purchas d
Letters ofCommendation.

It had been a thing, weconfeffe, worthy to

have beenwifhed, that the u^///^(?rhimfelfhad
livd to have fet forth 5 andoverfeen his own
Writings}^ But finceit hath beenordain'd other-

wife



To the great variety ofReaders.

wife, and he by death departed from that right,

we pray you do not envy his Friends , the office

oftheir care , and pain , to have colleded and

pubHfh'd them ; & fo to have pubHsh'd them, as

where (before) you were abusd with divers

floIn:^'mdijiirreftittous Copies^ maimed and de-

formed by the frauds& ftealths ofinjurious /;;?-

poftorsj that expos'd them : even thofe, arenow
offer d to your view cured, and perfe6t oftheir

limbs'^ and all the reft, abfolute in their numbers

as he conceived them. JVho:^ as he was a happy

imitator oiNature:, was a moft gentle expre^er

ofit. His mind and hand went together : And
what he thought, he uttered with that eafinefs,

that we have (carce received from him a blot in

his Papers. But it is not our Trovince^ who only

gather his Works j and give them you to praife

him. It is yours that read him. And there we
hope, to your divers capacities, you will find e-

nough, both to draw,and hold you : for his wit

can no more lie hid,then it could be loft. Read
him, therefore ; and again,& again : And ifthen
you do not like him, furely youare in fome ma- fk
nifeft danger, not to underftand him. And fowe i

leave you toother of his /r/V^^j, who, ifyou ^
need,can be your guides: ifyou need them not,

you can lead your felves,and others. And fuch

Readers we wish him.

J.Heminge. H.Condell.



An Epitaph
On the admirable Dramatick Toety

IVILHAM SHAKESTEARE.

|Hat need ta"^ Shakeffeare{ox\\\s)\ono\xidL

bones 3

The labour ofan Age , in piled (tones

,

Or that his hallowed Reliques (hould be hid

Under a Starre-ypointing "Pyramid}

Dear Son oi Memory-^ great Heir oiFame^

What need'ft thoufuch dull vvitnefle ofthy

Name ?

Thou in our wonder and aftonishment

Haft: built thy felfa laft:ing CMonument

,

For whil'ft: to th^'shame of flow-endeavouring

Art

Thy eafie numbers flow, and that each part

,

Hath from the leaves ofthy unvalued Book,
Thofe Delphkk Lines with deep Impreflion

took

Then thou our fancy ofher felfbereaving,

Dofl: make us CMarble with too much con-

ceiving,

And fo Sepulcher*d\Vi fuch pomp doft: lie

,

That Kings for fuch aTomb would wish to die



upon the Lines and Life ofthe Famous Scenic

k

'P^if/ cJ¥r. VV.Sliakefpeare.

pHofe hands , which you fo clapt , goe now
and wring

You Britaines brave ; for done are Shake-

fpeares dayes

:

His dayes are done,that made thed^mtyTlayes^
Which made the Globe ofHeavn and Earth

to ring.

Dry'd is that Fein, dry disthcThefpian Spring,

Turn'd all to tears , and Thoebm Clouds his

Rayes:

That Corps, that Coffinnow beftick thofe Bays,

Which crown d himPoet firfl:,then Poets King,

IfTragedies might any Prologue have,

All thofe he made , would fcarce make one to

this

:

VV hereF^;;7<f,now thathegone is tothe Grave,
(Deaths publick Tyring-houfe) theNuncim is.

For though his iLine of Lifewent foon about,
The Life yet of his Lines (hall never out.

Hugh Holland.



71/^Works ^/William Shakcfpcare^containrng

all his Comediesy Hiftories^ andTragedies

:

TrueIJ Jet forth according to their

firft Original.

The names ofthe principal zA^ors in all

thefe Tlayes.

IIL Shakejpeare. \SamuelGilburne.

Rich. Burbage.

John Hemmings.

AuguHine Thillips.

J^ilUam Kemp.

Thomas Toope.

George Bryan.

Henry CondelL

J^ilUam Slye.

Richard Cowlj.

lohn Lowine.

Samuel Crofje.

Alexander CooL

Robert Armin.

William filer.

Nathan Field,

lohn Underwood.

Nicholas Tooley.

William Eccleftone^

lofeph Taylor.

Robert Benfield.

Robert Gouge.

KichardKobinfon.

lohn Shanke.

lohn Kice.



A Catalogue ofallthe Comedies ^ Hijlories^ and
Tragedies containedin this Book.

He Tempeft. iThe life of/^ing Henry 5.

The two Gentlemen of,The firft part of Aing
Verona. \ Henry the 6.

The Meriy Wives ofThe fecondpart of King
Windfor,

Meafure for Meafure.

The Comedy ofErrors.

Much a do aboutNothing The Tragedy of Richard
Loves Labour^'s loft. the 3.

Midfummer nightsDream The famous Hiftory of

Henry the 6.

The third part of Aing
Henry the 6.

The Merchant ofVenice.
As you like it.

The taming ofa Shrew.
AlFs well that ends well.

Twelfe night, or whatyou
The WintersTale. [will.

Hiftories.

The life& death ofK.7^/^.
The life and death ofKing

Richardthe 2.

The life and death ofKing
Henry the 4.

The fecond part of King
Henry the 4.

Henry the 8.

Tragedies.

Troylus and Crefjida.

The Tragedy of Coriola-

nus.

Titus oAndronicm.

Romeo and Juliet,

^imon oi^iAthens.

The Tragedy ofJul. Ccej.

TheTragedy ofMacbeth.
The Tragedy of Hamlet.
The Tragedy ofK. Lear.
The Moor of Venice.

Anthony andi Cleopatra.

The Tragedy of Cymbe-
line.



To the Memory of the deceafed Authour
Mr. William Shakespeare.

Hakefpeare^ at length thy pious Fellows gtve

The IVorldthy JVorks: thy PForks.hy whichmt-live

Thy Tomb,^y6)' ^^mcmuft: when thatOionc u rent

(iAndTime diffohes thy Stratford ^JHonument y

Here we alive shallview thee ftilL This Book,

When BrafsandMarblejade^, shallmake thee look

Fresh to all <L4ges : when Tofieritie

Shall loathewhat^s new'o think all is prodigie

That is not ShakefpearV ; evry Line^ each l^erfe

Here shall revive^ redeem theefrom thy Herfe.

NorFirCy nor cankring Age^ as Nafo faid^

Ofhisy thy wit-fraught Book shallonce invade.

Nor shallI e""re believe^ or think thee dead

(Though mijl) untilour bankrout Stage befped

(Jmpoffible) withfome newftrain f out-do

TaJJions ^/ Juliet^ and her Kom^Oy
Or tillIbear aScene more nobly takcy

Thanwhen thy haljefwordparlyingYcomznsfpake
Till thefcy till any ofthy Volumes reH
Shall with morefirey morefeeling be exprefly

BeJurey our Shakefpeare, thou canft never die^

But crowned with Lawrelly live eternally.

b L. Digges.



upon the Effigies ofmy worthy Friend, the Au-
thour Mr. WShakefpearey and his fVorks.

(PeBatoT:^ this Lifes Shadow is ; tojee

The truer Image and a livelier he

Turn Reader, But:, obferve his Comick vain^

Laugh-, andproceednext to a Tragickjtrain^

Then weep}, So when thoufind'ft two contrariesy

Two different panionsfrom thy raptfoul rifc:,

Say^ {who alone effeBfuch wonders could)

Rare Shakefpeare to the life thou doH behold.

To the CMemory ofMr.VV. Shakefpeare.

|E wonder {Shakefpeare) that thou went'ft fo

> foon

From the Worlds-Stage, to the Graves-Tyring-
room.

IVc thought thee dead,but this thy Printed worth.
Tells thy Spedators, thatthou went'ft but forth
To enter with applaufe. An ^Bors Art,
Can dye, and live, to aB a fecond Part.
That^s but an Exit ofMortality ;
This, a Re-entrance to a Tlaudite. ^

7 cJ^. T



To the Memory ofmy beloved the Authour
Mr. William Shakespeare;

And what he hath left us.

llpO draw no envy (Shakefpeare)^/^ /^jName,
Am Ithus ample to thy Book, and Fame :

IVhile Iconfeffe thy writings to befuch^

zAs neither Man, norMufe canpraife too much.

^Tis truey and all mensfuffrage. But thefeivayes

IVere not the paths 1meant unto thy praife

:

For feelkft Ignorance on thefe may light ^

IPhichy when it founds at beft^hut eechoes rights

Or blindAffcdciony which doth nere advance

The truth, butgropes^^andurgeth allby chance;

Or crafty mahce^ might pretendthispraife^

And think to ruine^ where it feem^dto raife.

Thefe are^ asfomeinfamousBaud^orlVhore, [more^.

Shouldpraife aMatron. PFhat could hurt her

But thou artprooje againft them ^ andindeed
aAbove thrill fortune ofthem y or the need.

/therefore will begin. Soul ofthe Age

!

The applaufe ! deligjot ! the wonder ofourStage

.

<JM) Shakefpeare rife ; I will not lodgee the by

Chaucer, or Spenfer^ or bid Beaumont lie

<Alittlefurthery to make thee a room

:

Thou art a Monument without aTomb

,

(lAndart alive ffilly while thy Book doth livcy

Andwe have wits to read-, andpraije to give.

b 2 That



That Inot mix theefo:> my brain excufe$\

Im'ean withgreats but difproportiorid Mufes

:

For if Ithought myjudgement were ofyears ,

Ishouldcommit theejurely with thy Peers

,

aAndtell howfar thoudidfi our Lily out-shine;,

Or [porting Kid, <^rMarlowV mighty Line,

/indthough thouhadflfmalllj^tmt^Iefs Greek,.

From thence to honour thee-, Iwould not feek

For names; but callforth thuniring ^fchylus^

Euripides, (^WSophocles to uS:,

PaccLiviuSj Accius, him ^/Cordova dead:,

To live again^ to hear thy Buskin treads

(iAndshake a Stage: Or:,when thy Socks were on:,

Leave thee alonefor the comparifon

Of all:, that infolent Greece, or haughty Rome
Sent forth:, or.finee didfrom their ashes come.

Triumph:, my Britain^ thou haft one to shoWy

To whom allScenes ^/Europe homage owe.

He was not ofan age^ butfor alltime I

zAndallthe ^^hiks^fiillwere in their prime

^

When likeApollo he cameforth to warm
Our eatS:, or like a Mercury to charm

!

Nature her felfwasproud ofhis defignes

,

yindjoy'dto wear the dreffing ofhis Lines/
fFhich were fo richlyfpun:, andwovenfofit ^

zAs:, fmccy shewillvouchfafe no other wit.

The merry Grccky tart Ariftophanes,
Neat Terence^ witty Plautus,now notpleafe;

But



But antiquated:, and defer ted lie

zjis they were not ^/Natures family.

Tetmuft J not glveNatuYc all: Thy Art,

dMy gentle Shakefpeare muH enjoy a 'part.

For though the Poet^'j* matter Nature be:,

His Art dothgive the Fashion. And:, that he^

PFho cafls to write a living lincj, muHfweat ;,

{Such as thine are) andfirIke the fecond heat

^pon the Mufes zAnvlle : turn thefame
.

!/,

U
[AndhimfelfWith It) that he thinks toframe ;

rfor the Lawrel:, he may gain a fcorn^

For agood Poet^'j' made;, as well as born,

^ndfuch wert thou. Look how the Fathersface

Lives In his Iffuc:, evenfo the race

0/Shakefpear smlnd^andmanners brightly shines

In his well torned^ and truefiledlines

:

In each ofwhich^ hefeems to shake a Lance y

<iAs brandisht at the eyes ^/Ignorance.

Sweet Swan ^/Avon! what a fight It were
To fee thee in our wateryet appear ^

Andmake thofeflightsupon the Banks ^/Thames,
That fo did take EHza, and our lames

!

Butflay 5 Ifee thee In the Hemifphere

<iAdvancd:, and made a Conftellation there !

Shineforth^ thou Starre of Poets, andwith rage^

Or Influence:, chide 'y orchear the drooping Stage^,

Which^ftnce thyflightfrom hence:, hath mourridlike

Anddefpairsday^butfor thyVolumois light.[nlght,

b 5 Ben. Johnson.



Onuwrthy Afr. Shakespeare,
and his Poems.

Mmdrc(icd:ing ages paft, whofe clear

^^ And equalfarface can make things appear

DiftantaThoufand years, and reprefent

Them in their lively coloursjufl: extent.

To out-run ba/iy Time:, retrive the Fates

^

Rowle back the Heavensoh\o\Y opethe IronGates

OiT>eath and Lethe:, where (conrufed) lie

Great heaps ofruinous Mortality.

In that deep duskie dungeon todifcern

A Royal Gho^ from Churles\ By art to learn

The Phyfiognomie offliades, and give

Them fuddain birth, wondring how oft they live.

What ftory coldly tells, what Toets fain

At fecond hand, and pi&ure without braia

Senfelefle and fouleleffe shows. To give a Stage

(Ample and true with life) voice, adion, age^

As Tlatds year, and new Scene ofthe world

Them unto us, or us to them had hurl'd.

To raife our 2inc\entSoveraignes from their Herfe

Make Kings his Subjects, by exchanging verfe

Enlive their pale trunks, that the prefent age

Joyes in their /^j, and trembles at their rage:

Yet fo to temper /?/^^c?;^ ^ that our ears

Take pleafure in their pain ; And eyes in tears

Both weep and fmile, fearful at plots fo fad

,

Then



Then laughing at our fear; abus d, and glad

To be abus d, affeded with that truth

V Vhich we perceive \sfalfe'^ pleas d in that ruth

At which we ftart; and by elaborate play

Tortur'd and tickled; by acrab-like way

Time paft made paftime, and in ugly fort

Difgorging up his ravaine for our fpoft

V Vhile the Tkheian Imp from lotty throne,

Creates and rules a world:, and works upon

Mankind by fecret engines ; Now to move
A chilhng fity^y then a rigorous love:

To ftrikc up and ftroak down, hothjoy ^wA ire;

To fleer th'affe&ions}, and by heavenly fire

Mould us anew. Stoln from our felves

This and much more which cannot be expreft.

But by himfelfy his tongueand hisown brefty \brain

Was Shakefpeares freehold, which his cunning
Improv d by favour ofthe nine-fold train.

The Buskin d A/^/^, the Comick .^^^;;;, the grand

And lowder tone o^Clio^ nimble hand

,

And nimbler foot ofthe melodious fairy

The Silver voiced Lady; the moft fair

Calliope^ whofe fpeaking filence daunts.

And she whofe praife the heavenly body chaunts.

Thefejointly woo'd him^ envying one another
g(Obey d by all as Spoufe^ but lov d as brother)

And wrought a curious robe offable grave

,

Frefh green, and pleafant yellow, red moft brave.

And



And conftant blew, rich purplcguiltlefs white.

The lowly RulTet, and the Scarlet bright;

Branch't and embroydered like the painted Spring

Each leafe match'd with a Flower,and each firing

Of golden wire, each line offilk; there run

Itdlian works whofe thred the Sifters fpun;

And there did fing, or feem to fing, the choice

Birds of a foreign note and various voice.

Here hangs a mojky Rock; there playes a faire

But chiding Fountain purled : Not the aire:.

Nor Cloudsy nor Thunder^ but were living drawn
Not out ofcommon Tiffany or Lawn.
But fine materials, which the CMuJes know
And onelyknow the Countries where they grow.
Now when they couldno longer him enjoy

In mortalgarments -pent; Death may deflroy

They fay his body^ but his Verfe shall li've

Andmore then Nature takesy our hands shallgive.

InaleJfeWoXnmtybutmoreftrongly bound [^crownd

Shaktfpc^VQ shall breathe andfpeak:, with Laurel
Which never fades. Fed with Ambrofian meat
In a well-lined veil:ure rich and neat [it.

So with thisRobe they cloathehimy bidhim wear
For time shallneverftain^ nor envy tear it.

The friendly admirer of his

Endowments,

J. CM. S



I

THE

TEMPEST.
JUm Trimus, Scena Trima,

A temfefttious aoife of Thu^ider and Lightning heard :

Enter Ship-majier , and a, Botefwaln.

LM-tfier.

Ote-fwain.

Botef. Here Maftcr : What ckcrc ?

Mafl. Good : Speak to th' Mariners

:

fall too't, yarely, or wc run our fclves a-

grourtd ,beftirre, bcRirrc, Exit.

Enter Mariners.

Botef. Hey my hearts, cheercly, checrety my hearts:

yare, yare: Take in the top-fail : Tend to th'Mafteis

whittle : Blow till thou burft thy wind, if room enough.

Enter Atonfo^ Setajilan, Anthonlo^ FerdinaHdOf

CoHzala^ and others.

AloH. Good Bote-fwain have care : where's the Ma-
tter? Play the men,

Botef. 1 pray now keep below.

Anth. Where is the Mutter, Bofon ?

Botef. Doe you not hear him ? you marre our labour,

Keep your Cabms : you doc alTift the ftotm.

Gon^., Nay, good be patient.

Botef, When the Sea is : hence, what cares thefc roa-

rers for the name of King .<* to Cabine ; fileiu:e : trouble

us not.

Genz.. Good,yct remember whom thou haft aboard.

Botef. None that I more love then my felf. You arc

a Counfellour,if youcan command thcfe Elements to fi-

lcnce,and work the peace of the prefcnt, we will not

hand a rope more, ufc your authority : If you cannot,

give -thanks you have liv'd fo Jong, and make your felf

ready in your Cabine for the mifchance of the hour, if it

fo hap. Chccrcly good hearts : out of our way I fay.

Exit.

<jon. I have great comfort from this fellow ; me thinks

he hath no drowning mark Upon him , Jiis <ompIexion

is perfevt Gallows : ftand faft good Fate to his hanging,

make the rope of his dettiny our Cable, for our own
doth little advantage : Ifhe be not born tobc hang'd^ our

cafe isiniferabie. Exit.

i Enter Botefwain.

Botef. Down with the top-Maft : yare, lower, lovVcr,

bring her to Try with Main-courle. A plague—-~~.
t/f cry within. Snter Sebafilan, Anthomo (fr Gonx^alo.

upon this howling : they arc lowdcr then the weather
,

or our office : yet again ? What do you here ? Shall we
give o'rc and drown, have you a mind to fink ?

Seba\. A pox o' your throat, you bawling, blafphc-
mous, incharitable Dog.

Botef. Work you then.

Anth. Hang cur, hang.yoii whorefon infolcnt Noyfc-
maker ; we arc lefTe afraid to be drown'd then thou art.

^on^. Tie warrant him for drowning , though the
Ship were no ftrongcr then a Nut-fliell, and as leaky as
an unftanched wench,

Botef Lay her a hold , a hold, fet her two courfes off
to Ssa again, lay her oft*.

Enter Mariners wet.

Mar. All Joft, to prayers, to prayers, all loft.

Botef. What muft our mouths be cold ?

Gon. The King, and Ptince, at prayer$,iet's aflift them,
for our cafe is as theirs.

Schaf. I'm out ofpatience.
An. Wcarc meerly cheated of our lives by drunkards,

This wide-chopt-rafcall, would thou miobt'il lie drown-
ing the wattling often Tides.

Gonxu Hct'l be hang'd yet.

Though every drop of water fware agjinft it.

And gape at wid'tt to glut him. A confufed noyfe w'ahln.

Mercy on us.

Wc fplit, wc fplit. Farewell my wife, and children

,

Farewell brother ; wc. fplitywc folit, we fplic.

Anth. Let's all fink with King.

Set). Let's take leave of him. Exit.

G»n.c. Now would I give a ihoufand furlongs of S«i

for an Actc of barren ground : Long heath , Brown
firrs, any thing j the wills above be done, but I would fain

die a dry death*

Scena Secunda.

€nter Proffcro andAIiranda.

Mlra. If by your An (my dcarcft father) you hate

Put the wild waters in this Rorc •; allay them j

The skic it fecms would pour down ftinking pitch

,

But that the Sea,rD£auiting to ch'wclkuu check,

Dattics the fire out. Oh / I h»*« fuflfcred

With thofc that I faw tuffer : A brave Veflel

A (Who
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(Who had no doubc feme noble creature in her)

Daili'd all to pieces : Oh the cry did knock

Againft my very heart : poor fouls, they pcridi'd.

Had I been any God of power, 1 would

Have funk the Sea within the Earth, or ere

It fhould the good Ship fo have fwallow'd, and

The fraughting Souls within her.

Prof. Be colic ftcd.

No more amazement : Tell your piteous hcavt.

There's no harm done.

Mira. O wo, the day.

Prof. No harm.

I have done nothing, but In care of thee

(Of thee my dear one ; thee my daughter) who

Arc ignorant Ofwhat thou art, nought knowing

Of whence I am : nor that I am more better

Then Proffero^ Matter ofa full poor cell.

And thy no greater Father.

miira. More to know
Did never meddle with my thoughts.

Prof. 'Tistime

I fliould inform thee farther : Lend thy hand

And pluck my Magick garment from me : So,

Lye there my Art : wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort,

The direfull fpeftacic of tbe wrack, which touch'd

The very virtue of compafljon in tliee ,

I have with fuch compalTion in mine Art

So fafely ordered, that there is no foul.

No not fo much perdition as an hair

Betide to any creature in the veflcll

Which thou heard'ft cry , which thou faw'ft fink :

Sit down, for thoumuft now know farther.

Mira. You have often

Begun to tell me what I am, but ftopt.

And left me to thebootleffelnquifition.

Concluding, ftay : not yet.

Prof. The hour's now come

,

The very minute bids thee ope t Vine ear.

Obey, and be attentive. Cinft thou remember

A time before wc came unto this Cell ?

I doe not think thou canft, for then thou was't not

Out three years old.

Mira. Certainly Sir,l can.

Prof. By what ? by any other houfe ; or pcrfon ?

Of any thing the Image, tell me, that

Hath kept with thy remembrance.

Mtra. 'Tis farre off.

And rather like a dream, then an affurance

That my remembrance warrants : Had I not

Four, or five women once, that tended me ?

Prof: Thou hadft ; and more Miranda : But how is it

That this lives in thy mind ? What feelt thou clfe

In the dark backward'and Abyfme of Time?
If thou remcmbreft ought ere thou cam'ft here.

How thou cam'ft here thoumay'ft.

Mira. But ihatl doe not.

Prof. Twelve year fince (^Mirania) twelve year fince,

Thy Father was the Duke of Millaiity and

A Prince of Power.

Mira. Sir,are not you my Father ?

Prof. Thy Mother was^ piece of virtue, and

She faid thou wait my Daughter ; and thy Father

Was Duke of MilUin^ and bis onely heir

:

And Princefle ; no worfe Iffucd,

Mira. O the heavens

,

What foUiglay had we, that we came from thence ?

Or bleffed, was': we did .?

^rof. Both, both my Girl.

By foul play (as thou fayeft) were wc heaved thenee.
But blefledlyholp hither.

Mira. O my heart bleeds

To think o'th' tecne that I have turn'd you to,

Which iifrom my remembrance ; pleafe yoo, farther

;

Prof U'j Brother and thy Uncle, call'd Anthexlli
I pray thee mark me,that a Brother fliould

Be fo perfidious : he, whom next thy felf

Ofall the world I lov*d,and to him put

Thcmannage ofmy ftatc, as at that time.

Through all the fignories it was the firft.

And Profpero the prime Duke, being fo reputed

In dignity ; and for the Liberall Arts,

Without a parallell ; thofe being all my rtudy.

The Government I cafl upon my Brother,

And to my ftate grew ftranger, beino tranfportcd

And rapt m fecret ftudics, thy falfe Uncle

(Doeft thou attend ?

)

Mira. Sir, moft heedfully.

Prof. Being once perfedled how to grant fuits,

How to deny them : whom t'advancc, and whom
To trafli for over-topping ; new created

The creatures that were mine, I fay, or chang'd 'cm.

Or elfe new form'd'cm ; having both the key,

Of Officer, and office, fet all hearts o'tli ftate

To what tune pleas'd his car, that now he was
The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunck,
And fuck't my verdure out on't : Thou attcnd'il not?

tMira. O good Sir, I doe.

Prof. I pray thee mark me :

I thus neglefting worldly ends, all dedicated

To dofenelTe, and the bettering ofmy mind
With that, which but by bemg retired

Ore-priz'd al! popular rate : in njy falfe Brother

Awak'd an fiviU nature,and my truft.

Like a good parent, did beget of him
A falfliood in it's contrary, as great

As my truft was, which had indeed no limit

«

A confidence fans bound. He being thus Lorded
Not onely with what my revenue yielded,

But what my power might clfe exa^. Like one ,
Who having into truth, by telling of it.

Made fuch a finncr of his Memory
To credit his own lie, he did believe

He was indeed the Duke, out o'th' Subftiturion

And executing th' outward face of Royalty

With all picrogative : hence his Ambition growing

:

Do'rt thou hear ?

Mira. Your talc, Sir, would cure deafneffe.

Prof. To have no Schreen between this part he plaid.

And him he plaid it for, he needs will be

Abfolute Mil/aitty Me (poor man) my Library

Was Dukcdome large enough .' of temporall royalties

He thinks me now incapable. Confederates

(So drie he was for Sway) with King of NapUs
To give him annuall tribute, doe him homage

,

Subjeft bis Coronet to his Crown, and bend

The Dukcdome yet unbowed (alafs poor Millain)

To much ignoble ftooping.

Mira. Oh the Heavens.

Prof. Mark his conditbn, and th'cvfint, then tell me

If this might be a Brother.

Mira. I ftiould fin

To think but Nobly ofmy Grand-mother,
Good
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Good wombcs have born bad Ions,

Pro. Now the condition.

This King of Naples being an Enemy
To me inveterate, hearkens my brothers fuit,

Which was, That he in lieu o'th'premifes,

Of homage, and 1 know not how much Tribute,

Should prcfently extirpate me and mine

OutofthcDukcdome, and confer fair MitUin

With all the honours, on my brother : Whereon

A treacherous Army levied, one mid-night

Fated toth' purpofe, did Anthonlo open

The gates of/!////<«»», and iih' dead ofdarkncffc

The MmiftcfS for ih' purpofe hurried thence

Me, and thy crying felf.

Mir. Alack, for pity :

I not rcmembringhow i cri'd out then

Will cry it oVe again : it is a hint

That wrings mine eyes too'i*

Pro. Hear a little further.

And then I'fc bring thee to the prcfent bufineffc

Which now's upon's without the which, this itory

Were moft impertinent.

Mir. Wherefore did they not

That hour deft loy us?

Pro. Well demanded, wench .•

My talc provokes that quertion : Dear, they durft not.

So dear the love my people bore nie : nor fet

A mark To bloody on the bufincffc ; but

With colours fairer, painted their foul ends.

In few, they hurried us aboard a Bark,

Bore us fomc Leagues to Sea, where they prepared

A rotten carkaffe ofa Butt, not rigg'd.

Nor tackle, nor fail, nor maft, the very rats

Inftinftively have quit it : There they hoift us

To cry to th" Sea, that roar'd to us ; to figh

To th'Winds, whofe pity fighingback again

Did us but loving wrong.

Mir. Alack, what trouble

Was I then to you ?

Pro. 0,a Cherubin

Thou was't that did preferve me ; Thou didft fmile

,

Infufed with a fortitude from heaven,

When I have deck't the Sea with drops full fait

,

Under my burthen groan'd, which tais'dm mc
An undergoing (lomack, to bear up

Againft what fliould enfue.

Mir. How came we afliorc ,'

Vro. By providence divine.

Some food, we had, and fomc frefli water, that

A noble NtMolltan Gonx,aloy

Out.of his Charity, (who being then appointed

Matter of this dcfign) did give us, with

Rich garments, linncns, fluffs, and neceffarics

Which fincc havf ftecdcd much, fo of his gentlcneffc

Knpwing I lov'd my Books,hcfurni{hd me
From mine own Library, with volumes, that

I prize above my Dukedome.,

Mir. Would I might

But ever fee that roan.

Pro. Nowlarifc,
Sit flill, and hear the laft of out Sea-forrow

:

Here in this Ifland wearriv'd, and here

Have I, thy School-maftcr, made thee more profit

Then other Princeffc can, that have more time

For vainer hours ; and Tutors, not fo carcfull.

yW/r. Heavens thank you foi't.And now I pray you Sir,

[

For ftill 'tis beating in my mind ; your rca;on

For raifing this Sea-florin ?

Pro. Know thus far fonh
j

•By accident moft ftrange, bountifull FortMnt

(Now my dear Lady) hath mine enemies

Brought to this fliorc : And by my prefcicncc

I find my Zenith doth depend upon
A mofl aufpitious ftar, whofe influence

Ifnow I court not, butomk, my fortunes

Will ever after droop : Hereceafc morcqueflion^
Thou art inclin'd to flcep: 'tis a good dulneffc.

And give it way : I know thou canfl not chul*e ;

Come away, Servant, come
i lam ready now.

Approach my Ariel. Come. Enter Artel.
Arl. Ail hail, great Matter, grave Sir hail 1 come

To anfwer thy befl plcafure ; be it to fly,

To fwim, to dive into the fire .• to ride

On the curi'd clowds : to thy ftrong bidding, task

Ar'iely and alibis Quality.

Pro. Hafl thou. Spirit,

Perfotm'd to point, the Tempeft that I bad thee.

Ar. To every Article.

I boarded the Kings fliip : now on the Beak,
Now in the Wafte, the Deck, in every Cabin

,

I flam'd amazement, fometimes I'ld divide

And burn in many places ; on the top-maft

,

The Yards and Bore-fprit, would I flame diflinflly

,

Then meet, and joyn. Joves Lightning, the precurfcrs

'th dreadfull Thunder-claps more momentaric
And fight out-running were not ; the fire and cracks

Offulphurous roaring, the mott mighty Neptune
Seem to befiege, and make his bold waves tremble.

Yea, his dead Trident fliake.

'Fro. My brave Spirit,

Who was fo firm,fo conflant,that this coyl

Would not infc£l his reafon .?

Ar. Not a foul

But felt a Feaver ofthe madde, and plaid

Some tricks of defperation ; all but Mariners

Plung'd in the foan.ing bryne, and quit the veflcll

;

Then all a fire with me the Kings fon Ferdinand

With hair up-flaring (then like reeds, not hair)

Was the firft man that leapt ; cri'd hell is empty.

And all the Devils are here.

Pro. Why that's my fpirit

:

But was not this nigh more ?

Ar. Clofc l)y, my Mafler.

Pro. But are they {tArlel) fafe ?

Ar. Not a hair perifhcd :

On their fuflainmg garments not a blemifli,

But freflier then before : and as thou badft me.

In troops I haue difpcrs'd them 'bout the Ifle :

Tire Kings fon have I landed by himlelf,

Whom I left cooling of the Aire with fighs,

In an odde Angle of the Ifle, and fitting,

His arms in this fad knot.

Pro. Of the Kings fliip.

The Marinci-s, fay how thou haft difpos'd.

And all the reft o'ch' Fleet .?

Ar. Safely in harbour

Is the Kings flVip, in the deep Nook, where once

Thou caU'dft me up at midnight to fetch dew

From the ftill-vext Bermoothes^ there fliec's hid

;

The Mariners all under hatches flowed

,

Who, with a Chann joyn'd to their fuffcred labour

1 have left afleep : and for the reft o'th'Flect
'^

^ I Which
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(VVhichI difpcrs'd) they all have met again,
j

Atid are upon the Mediterranean Flote

Bound fadly home for Naflesy

Suppofing that they faw the Kings (hip wrackt,

And his great perfon perifb.

Tro. yfr/f/, thy charge

Exaftly is pciform'd ; but there's more work .•

What is the time o'th' day ?

Ar. Paftthemid feafon.

Pro. At leaft two Glafles .- the time 'twixt fix anJ now

Muft by us both be fpent moft precioufly.

Ar. Is there more toyl ? Since thou doft give me pains,

Let me remember thee what thou haft promis'd,

Which is not yet perfonn'd mc.

Pro. How now ? moodic ?

Which is't thou canft demand ?

Ar. My Liberty.

Pro. Before the time be out ? no more

:

Ar. I prethee

,

Remember I have done thee worthy fervicc.

Told thee no lyes, made thee no miftakings, ferv'd

Without or grudge, or grumblings ; thou didft promife

To bate me a full year.

Pro. Do'ft thou forget

From what a torment I did free thee" ? Ar. No.

Pro. Thou do'lh & thinkeft it much to tread the Ooze

Of the fait deep
;

To run upon the iharp wind of the North,

To doe me bufmcfle in the veines o* th' earth

When it is bak'd with froft.

tAr. I doc not Sir.

Pro. Thoulieft, malignant Thing : haft thou forgot

The fowl Witch Sjcorax, who with Age and Envy

Was grown into a Hoop ? haft thou forgot her ?

(i/fr.NoSir.

Tro. Thou haft ; where was (he born?fpcak : tell me :

Ar. Sir, in Argier.

Pro. Oh, was ftie fo : I muft

Once in a monctli recount what thou haft bin

,

Which thou forgctft. This damn'd Witch Sycorax

For mifchicfs manifold, and forcerics terrible

To enter humane hearin", from Argier

Thou krwjw'tt was banilh'd : for one thing (he did

They would not take her life : Is not this true ? -.^r. I Sir.

Pro. This blew ey'd hag, was hither brought with

And here was left by th' Saylors;thou my flave, ( child,

As thou rcport'rt thy felf, was then her fervant,

And, for thou waft a Spirit too delicate

To a£k her earthy and abhord commands

,

Refufing her grand hefts, ftic did confine thce^

By help of her more potent miniftcrs,

And in her moft unmittigablc rage,

Into a cloven Pyne ; within which rift

Tmpi ifon'd, thou did'ft painfully remain

A dozen years : within which fpace (he di'd.

And left thee there : Where thou didft vent thy groans

As faft as Milj-whr els ftrike : Then was this Ifland

(Save for the Sun that he did littour here.

A ftckelld whelp, hag-born) not honout'd with

A humane ftiapc.

Ar. Yes : Caliban her fon.

Por. Dull thing, I fay fo: he, that Caliban

Whom now I keep in fervice,thou beft know'ft

What torment I did find thee in ; thy groans

Did make Woolvcs howl, and pencaacc the brcafts

Of ever-angry Bcaics ; it was a to.ment

To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax

Could not again undoe : it was mine Art,

When I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made gape

The Pyne, and let thee out.

Ar. I thank thee Mafter.

Pro. Ifthoumoremurmur'ft, Iwill rend an Oak
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till

Thou haft howl'd away twelve winters.

liAr. Pardon, Mafter.

I will be corrcfpondent to command
And doe my fpriting gently.

Pro. Do fo : ana after two dayes

I will difchargc thee.

e//r. That's my noble Mafter:

What fnall I doe ?' fay what ? what (hall I doc ?

Pro. Go make thy felf like to a Nymph o'ch'Sea,

Be fubje(5t to no fight but thine, and mine : invifibte

To every cyc-ball elfe : go take this ftiapc

And hither come in't

With diligence.

:gO hence

lE.xtt.

Pro. Awake, dear heart awake, thou hail flcpt well,

Awake.

tj^.ar., The flrangeneffe of your ftory, put
Hcavineffe in me.

Pre. Shake it off: Come on,
We'll vifit Caliban^ my flave, who never

Yields us kind anfwcr.

ij^lr. "Tis a villain Sir, I doe not love to look on.
Pro. But as 'tis

We cannot mifle him : he do's make our fire,

Fetch in our wood, and ferves Offices

That profit us : What hoa : flave ! Caliban :

Thou Earth thou .• fpeak.

Cal, within. There's wood enough v/ithin.

Pro. Come forth I fay, there's other bufineftc for thee

:

Come thou Tortoys, when .? Enter Ariel likj a mater-

Fine apparition : my quaint Arlel^ Nympk.
Heark in thine ear.

Ar. My Lord, it fhall be done. Exit.

Pro. Thou poifonous flave, got by the Devil Himfclf

Upon rfiy wicked Dam ; come forth. Enter dtllban.

Cal. As wicked dew, as ere my Mother brufli'd

With Ravens feather from unwholfomc Fen
,

Drop on you both : A South-weft blow on ycc.

And blifter you all o'le.

Pro. For this be furc, to night thou ftialt have cramps,]

Side-ftitches, that fliall pen thy breath tip. Urchins

Shall for that vaft of night, that they may work.

All excrcife on thee .- thou flialt be pinch'd

As thick as honny-combe, each pinch more flinging

Then Bees that madt'cm.

Gal. I muft cat my dinner

:

This Ifland's mine by Sycorax my Mother

,

Which thou tak'ft from me : when thou cam'ft fiift

Thou ftroak'ft me, & made much of mcrwould'ft give mc
Water with berries in't : and tench me how
To name the bigger Light, and how the Icfte,

Thatburn by day and night : and then I loved thee.

And ftiewcd thee all the qualities o'ch' Iflc,

Thefrefli Springs, Brine-pits; barren place and fertill
,

Culs'd be I that I did fo .• All the Cbarmes

Oi Sycorax : To3(ls, Beetles, Bats light on you

:

For I am all the Subjefb that you have

,

Which fiiftvN-asmine own King: and here you fty-me

In this hard Rock, whiles you doe keep from ire

The reft o'th' Ifland.

Tro
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Pro. Thou moft lying flavc,

Whoiwftripcs may move, noikindncs : I have us'd thee

(Filch as chou art) with humane care, and lodg'd thcc

In mine own Ceil, till thou didft (eek to violate

The honour ofmy childc.

Cat. Oh ho, oh ho, would't had been done

:

Thou didft prevent me, I had pcopcl'd elfc

This Ifle with Cal'thans.

Mir. Abhorred Slave,

Which anv print of goodnefs will not take.

Being capable of all ill : I pittyed thee,

Took pains to make theefpeak, taught thee each hour

One thing or other : when thou didft not (Savage)

Know tliine own meaning ; but wouldft gabble, like

A thing moft brutifti, I cndow'd thy purpofes .

With words that made them kno'Afn : But thy vild race

( Tho thou didft learn) had that int't, which good natures

Could not abide to be with; therefore wa'ft thou

Defervcdly confin'd into this Rock, whohadft

Dcferv'd more then a prifon.

Cat. You taught me Language, and my profit on't

Is, Iknow how to curfc: the red-plaguc rid you

For learning me your language.

Pro. Hag-feed hence

:

Fetch us in Fewel , and be quick thou'rt bcft

To anfwcr other bufineffc : ihrug'ft thou ( Malice )

If thou ncgled'ft, or dott unwillingly

What I command, lie rack thee with old cramp'
j,

Fill all thy bones with Aches, make thee rorc,

That bcafts fliall tremble at thy dyn.

Cat. No, 'pray thee.

I muft obey, his Art is of fuch pow'r.

It would con troll my Dam's god SttehoSy

And make a vaffaile of him.

Pro. So flavc, hence.

Enter PerdtMnd and Ariel , Itrvtjthte play'iHg &fn£$ng.
Ariel's Song. Come unto thefe yellow faadty

and then take hands :

Curt^jiedvchcnjoH have^andkj^
the wild WAV's whifl

:

fott it featljr here and there, andftvect Sfrights heair

the burthen. Burthen difpcrfcdly.

Harkj, harkj, bough-warvgh : the watch-Dogs barl^

botigh-wawgh.

Ar. Hark.)harkjtl hear thefirain offirfitting Chantic/ere^
cry cockadldte-dowe.

Fer. Where fliould this Mufick befl'th aircpr th'carth?

It founds no more : and furc it waits upon
Some god 'oth' Hand, fitting on a bank

,

Weeping again the King my Fathers wrack.

This Mufick crept by mc upon the Waters

,

Allaying both their fury, and my paflion

With it's fweet ayre : thence I have follow'd It

(Or it hath drawn me rather) but 'tis gone.

No, it begins again.

Ariel's Song. Fnilfadtmfive thy Father lies
,

Of his bones are Corrall made

:

Thofe are pearl's that were bis eyeSy

Nothing of him that doth fade^

But dothfufcr a Sea-chatige

Into fomething rich, andflrange .•

Sea.Nimphs hourly ring his kjitll.

Burthen : ding dong.
tJark, now I hear them , ding-dong belt.

Fer. The Ditty do's remember my drown'd father ,
This is no mortal bufincffe, nor no found

That the caith owes : I hear it now above mc.
Pro. The fringed Curtains of thine eye advance.

And fay what thou fcc'ft yond.

Mira. What is't a fpirit ?

Lord, how it look's about : Believe me fir,

Itcarriesa brave forme. But 'tisa fpirit.

Pro. No wench, it cats, and flceps,and hath fuch fenfcj

As we have ; fuch. This Gallant which thou fccft

Was in the wrack : and but hcc's fomething ftain'd.

With grief (that's beauties canker) thou might'ft call him
A goodly pcrfon : he hath loft his fcllowcs,

And ftraycs about to finde'em

Wr. I might call him

A thing divine, for nothing natural

I ever faw fo Noble.

Pro. If goes on I fee

As my foul prompts it : Spirit, fine fpirit, Tie free thcc

Within twodaycsfor this.

Fer. Moft fure the god delTe

On whom thefe ayrcs attend, Vouchfafc my pray'r

May knoWjif you remain upon this ifland.

And that you will fomc good inftruftbn give

How / may bear me here ; my prime rcqucft

(Which I do laft pronounce) is (O you wonder^

If you be Maid, or no ?

Oair. No wonder fir,

But certainly a Maid.

Fer. My Language ? Heavens

:

I am the bcft of them that fpcak this fpeech.

Were I but where 'tis fpoken.

Pro. How ? the heft ?

What wer't thou if the King o[Naples heard thee?

Fer. A finglc thing, as I am now, that wonders

To hear Thcc fpcak of TSjrrff/« : he do's hcnc mc.

And that he do's, I weep : my felf am Naples,

Who, with mine eyes (never fince at cbbe) beheld

The King ny Father wrack't.

Afir. Alack, for mercy;

Fer, Yes faith, and all his Lords, the Duke oiMillain

And his brave fon, being twain.

Tro. ThcDukeof/^«//^/»

And his more braver daughter,couId controll thcc.

If now 'twere fit to do't : At the firft fight

They have chang'd eyes : Dilicatc Ariel,

He fct thee free for this. A word good Sir

,

I fear you have dodc your felf fome wrong : A word,

Mir. Why (peaks my father fo urgently ? This

Is the third man that ere I faw : the firft

That ere I figh'd for : pitty move my father

To be endin'd my way.

Fer. O, if a Virgin,

And your affcftion not gone forth , He make you

The Queen of Naples.

Pro. Soft Sir, one word more.

They arc both in cithers pow'rs : But this fwiftbufinefs

I muft uneafie make, leaft too light winning

Make the prize light. One word more« I charge thcc

That thou attend mc : Thou do'ft here ufurpe

The name thou ow'ft not, and haft put thy felf

Upon this Ifland, as afpye, to win it

Prom me, the Lord on't

Fer. No, 3$ I am a man.

Mir. Thcr's nothing ill, can dwell in fuch a Tempi*.

If the ill-fpirit ha^ fo fair a houfe.

Good things will ftrive to dwell witb't.

Pro. Follow mc.

A ? Tr*/-
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Prof. S,ieak not you for him : he's a Tiaicour : comc>

rie manacle .thy neck and fecc together:

,Sca water flialtthou drink : thy fpod fhall be

The frefh-brook Mufsles, wicher'd roots, and husks

Wherein the Acorn cradled. Follow.

Fer. No

,

I will lefift fuch entertainment, till

Mine enemy ha's more paw'r.

He Hrarves^aHd is charmidfrom moving.

Mlra. O dear Father;

Make not too rafli a triall of him, for

He's gentle, and not fearfull.

T>rof. What I fay ,

My foot my Tutor ? Put thy fword up Traitour,

Who makes a flicw, but dar'li not ftrike : thy confcience

I? poffeft with, guilt : Come from thy ward,

For I can hear difartn thee with this Hick

,

And make thy weapon drop,

Mir. Befeech you Tather.

Pro, Hence : hang not on my gannents,

Mir. Sir, have pity,

rie be his furety.

Pro. Silence : One word more

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate ihcc : What,

An advocate for an Importer ? Hufh :

Thou tSink'rt tliere is no more fuch fliapes as he ,

( Having feen but him and (^allbatt : ) Foolilli wench,

To th' nioft of men, this is a Caliban
,

And they to him are Angels.

Mir. My affeflions

Arc then moft humble : I have no ambition

To fee a goodlier man.

Pro. Come on, obey :

Thy Nerves are in their infancy, again

,

And have no vigour in them,

Fer, So they are .*

My fpirits, as in a dream, are all bound up :

My Fathers lofle, the weak nefs which I feel

,

The wrack of all my friends, nor this mans threats

,

To whom lam fubdu'd, are but light to me

,

Might I but through my prifon once a day

Behold this Maid : all corners elfe o'th' Eartli

Let liberty make ule of : fpacc enough

Have I in fuch a prifon.

Pro. It works ; Come on.

Thou haft done well, fine Ariell: follow me.

Hark what thou elfe flialt doe me.

Mir. Be of comfort

,

My Father's of a better nature (Sir)

Th'cn he appears by fpccch : this is unwonted

Which nowcamc from him.

Pro. Thou flialt be as free

AsniDuntain-wmds,but thenexaftly doc

All points of my command.

Ar. To th' fyllable.

Pro. Come follow t fpcak not for him. Exeunt.

(t4Bm Secundm, Seem Trima.

Enttr Alonfo^ Sebafilan, Anthonio, Conx^do^ Adrian,

Francifco, and others.

GoKz,. Befeech you Sir, be merry : you have caufe,

( So have we all) ofjoy ; for our cf:apc

Is much beyond our loflc ; our hint of woe
Is common, every day, fome Sailors Wife,
The Maftcrs of fome Merchant, and the Merchant
Have juft our Theam of woe : But for the miracle,

(I mean our prefervation) few in millions

Can fpcak like us : then wifely ^good Sir) wcloh
Our forrow, with our comfort.

Alonf, Prethee peace.

Seb. :He receives coitifort like cold porredoc.

Ant. The Vifitor will not give him o'le fo.

Seb. Look, he's winding up the Watch of his wit.

By and by it will flrikc.

^on. Sir.

Seb. On : TelJ.

Gon. When every grief is entertain'd,

That's offer'd comes to th' entertainer.

Seb. AdoHor.
Gon. Dolour comes to him indeed, you have fpokcn

truer then you purpos'd,

Seb. You have taken it wifelier then I meant you
fliould.

Con, Therefore my Lord.

Jnt. Fie, vvhat a fpend-thrift is he cf his tongue.

J/on. I prethee fpare.

Gon. Wdl, I have done : But yet

Seb. He will be talking.

Ant. Which,of he, or Adrian, for a good wager,

Firtt begins to crow ?

Seb. The old Cock.

Anr, The Cockrell.

Seb. Done : The yvager ?

Ant. A laughter.

Seb, A match.

Adr. Though this Idand fccm to be defeit.

Seb, Ha, ha, ha.

Ant, So : you'r paid.

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almofl: inaccedlble.

Seb. Yet.

Adr, Yet.

Alt. He could not mifs'c.

Adr, It mult needs be of fubtle, tender, and delicate

temperance.

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench.

Seb. I, and a fubtle, as he moft learnedly delivct'd.

Adr. The aire breathes upon us here moft fwectly.

Seb. As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones.

Ant. Or, as 'twere perfum'd by a Fen.

^on. Here is every thing advantageous to life.

Ant. True, fave means to liye.

Seb. Of that there's none, or little.

Gon. How lufti and lufty the graffc looks .?

How green ?

Ant. The ground indeed is tavC'ny.

Seb. With an eye ofgreert in't.

Ant. He mifTcsnot much.

Seb. No : he doth but miftake the truth totally.

gon. But the rarity of it is, which is indeed almoft

beyond credit.

Seb. As many voucht rarities are.

Gon. That our Garments being (as they were) drcncht

in the Sea, hold ndtwithftanding their frcHinefre and

glofTes, being rather new dy'd then ftain'd with fait

water.

Ant. If but one of his pockets could fpcak, would it

not fay he lies .'

Seb. Lor very falfely pocket up his report.

Con.



The Tempeft,

Gon, Mcthinks our garments are now as frdh as when
j
The fault's your own.

we put them on firft in Affrick, at the marriage of the

Kings fair daughter Clarlbelio the King oiTunit.

Seb. 'Twas a fwect marriage, and we profper well in

our return.

Adr'i. TuvU was never grac'd before with fuch a Pa-

ragon to their Queen,

Gon. Notiincc Widow Dliot time,

Ant. Widow ? a pox o' that : how came that Widow
in ? Widow D'do

!

Seb. What if he had faid Widower Eneas too /

Good Lord, how you take it ?

Adri. Widow 1>id(i faid you ? You ttiakc mc ftudy

of that : She was oiCanhagCy not oiTunii.

Gon. This Tunis Sir was Carthage.

tAdrl. Carthage ? Gon. I aflurc you Carthage.

Ant. His word is more then the miraculous Harp,

Seb. He hath rais'd the wall, and houfes too.

Ant. What impofliblc matter will he makewfie next?

Seb. I think he will carry this Ifland home in his

pocket, and give it his fon for an Apple.

Ant. And fowing the kernels of it in the Sea, bring

forth more Iflands,

Gon. r. Ant. Why in good time.

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments feem

now as frefh as when we were at Tunis at the marriage

of your daughter, who is now Queen.

Ant. And the rareft that ere came there.

Seb. Bate (I bcfeech you) Widow Dida.

Ant. O Widow DjVo? I, Widow Dido.

Gon. Is not my Doublet Sir as frefliasthcfirftday I

wore it ? I mean in a fort.

Ant. That fort was well fifh'd for.

^on. When I vvorc it at your daughters marriage.

Alon. You cram thefe words into mine ears, againft

the ftomack of my fenfe : would I had never

Married my daughter there : For comming thence

My fon is loft^ and (in my rate) flie too.

Who is fo farfrom /r<»// removed

,

I ne're again fhall fee her : O thou mine heir

Of Kfafles and of Mfllainj what ftrangc fifti

Hath made his mal on thcc ?

Fran. Sir he may live.

I faw him beat the furges under him,
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water

Whofcenmity he flung alidc : and brefted

The furgemort fvvoln that met him : his bold head

'Bove the contentious waves he kept and oared.

Himfelf with, his goodarmesin lufty ftroke

To th'lTiorc ; that ore his wave-worn bafis bowed
As ftooping to relieve him : I not doubt
He came alive to Land,

Alon. Noi'no, he's gone.

Seb. Sir you may thank your felf for this great loffe

,

That would not blcffe our Europe with your daughter,

But rather lofc her to an Affrican.

Where (he at leaft, is bamlVd from your eye

,

Who hath caufc to wet the grief on't.

,
Aloft. Prethee peace.

Seb. You werckneel'd tooj and importun'd otherwife

By all of us : and the fair foul her felf

Waigh'd between loathneffe, and obedience, at

Which end o'ch beam (houid bow : we have loft your

I fear for ever : Millaln and JVaffes hsve (fo",

Mo Widows lathcm of this bufinelTc making.
Then wc bring men to comfort them

:

A/on. So is the dcer'ft o'th* loflc.

Gon. My Lord Sebaftian,

The tmth you fpcak doth lack fome gentlcncne
And time to fpeak it in .- you rub the fore

,

When ycu ftiould bring the plaifter.

Seb. Very well. Ant. And moft Chirurgeonly.
Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good Sir

,
When you are cloudy.

Seb. Foul weather ? ^.w. Very foul
Goti. Had 1 plantation of this Iflc my Lord.
Ant. He'd fow't with Ncttle-fced.

Seb. Or Docks, or Mallows.

Gon. And were the King on't, what would I doe ?
Seb. Scape being drunk, for want of Wine.
Gon. I'th' Commonwealth I would (by contrarits)

Execute all things : For no kind of Traffick

Would I admit : No name of Magiftrate :

Letters (honld not be known .• Riches, poverty,

And ufc of lervice, none : Contrad, S.ucccfiion

,

Born, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none ;

No ufe of Mecall, Corn, or Wine, or Oyl

:

No occupatioti, all men idle, all

:

And women too, but mnocent and pure

;

No. Soveraignty.

Sfb. Yet he would be King on't.

Ant. The latter end of his Common-wealth forgets

the beginning.

Gon. All things in common Nature Ihould produce
Without fweat or endeavour : Trcafon, fellony.

Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or need of any Engine
Would I not have : but Nature ftiould bring forth

Of it's own kind, all foyzon, all abundance

To feed my innocent people.

Seb. No marrying *mong his Subjefb f

Ant. None (man) all idle; Whores and Knaves,
Gon. I would with fuch perfection ijovern Sir :

T* excell the Golden Age.

Seb. 'Save his Majefty. A>it^ Long live GtnicaJo.

Gm. Anddocyou markcme,Sir ? (me,

Alon. Prethee no more : thou dos't talk nothing to

Gon. I doc well believe your HighncflV, and did it

to minifter occafion to thefe Gentlemen, who are of fuch

fenfible and nimble Lungs, that they aiwayes ufc to laugh

at nothing,

e///(f. 'Twas you we laugh'd at.

Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling am nothing

to you : fo you may continue, and laugh at nothiogftill.

Ant. What a blow was there given f

Seb. And it had not fain flat-long.

Gen. You arc Gentlemen of a brave metal : you would

lift the Moon out of her fphere, if ftie would continue in

it five weeks without changing.

Enter Ariell flaying folemn Mufick^

Seb. "Vft would fo, and then go a Bat-fowling.

Ant. Nay good my Lord, be not angry.

Gon. No I warrant you, I will not adventure my dif-

crction fo weakly : Will you laugh mc aflcep, for I am

very hea\r?.

Ant. Gofleepand hear us.

Alon. What, all fo foon afleep ? I wifti mine eyes

Would (with themfclvcs) ftiutup my thoughts,

\ find they arc inclin'd to doc fo.

Stb. Pleafc you Sir,

Doc not omit the heavy offer of it .•

It fcldome vifits forrow, when it doth, it is a Comforter

Aat.
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Ant We twa my Lord, vAiill guard your perfon,

While you, take your reft, and watch your lafcty.

Alon. Thank you : Wondrous heavy.

Sth. What a Jhange drowhnefCe poffeffes them ?

Ant. Jt 'v> the quahty o' th' Clymate.

Stb. Why.
Doth It not then our eye-lids finkc ? I finde

Not my (elf difpos'd to fleep :

Ant. Nor 1 , my [pirits arc nimble

;

They fell together ail, as by conf g t

They dropt, as by a Thunder-ttroke : what might

:

Wonhy SebaJH^tn ? O, what might .? no more

And yet, me thinks I lee it in thy face,

What chou lliould'rt be : th' occafion fpcak's thee, and

My ftrong imagination fee's a Crown
Dropping upon^ thy head.

Seb, What ? art thou waking ?

Ant. Do you not hear mc fpeak ?

Seh. I do, and furcly

It is a flecpy Language, and thou fpeak'ft

Out of thy fleep : What is it thou didft fay ?

This IS a ftrangc rcpofc, to be aflcep

With eyes wide open : Handing, fpcaking, moving :

And yet fo fali afleep.

Ant. \Aoh\z SebafllaHy

Thou Ict'ft thy fortune fleep : die rather : wink'ft

Whiles thou art waking.

Seb. Thou do'It fnore diftinftly,

There's meaning in thy fnores.

Ant. J am more ferious then my cuftome : you

Muft be fo too, if heed mc : which to doc,

Trebbles thee o're,

Seb. Well ; 1 am ftanding water.

Ant. Tie teach you how to flow.

Seb. Do fo : to cbbe,

Hereditary Sloth infttufts mc.
Ant. O!
If you but knew how you the purpofe cherifli

Whiles thus you mock it : how in (tripping it

You more inveft it : ebbing men, indeed

(Moft often) doe fo near the bottom run
By their own fear, or floth.

Seb. Prethee fay on,

The fetting ofthine eye, and cheek proclaim

A matter from thee : and a birth, indeed.

Which throwes theemudi to yield.

Ant. Thus Sir .•

Although this Lord of weak remembrance ; this

Who Ihall be of as little memory
When he is carth'd, hath herealmoft perfwaded

(For, he's a Spirit of pcrfwafion,onely

Profcflcs to perfwade) the King his fon's aiivc

,

'Tis as impolTible that he's undrown'd,
As he that flecps here, fv;im$.

Seb. I have no hope.
That he's undrown'd.

Ant. Ojout ofthatnohopc.
What great hope have you ? No hope that way : Is
Another way,lb high a hope, that even
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond.
But doubt difcovery there. Will you grant with me

' That Ferdtnattd is drown'd ?

Seb. He's gone.

Ant. Then tell me who's the next heir oi Naples ?

Seb. Claribell.

Ant. She that is Queen oi Tunis : (he that dwells

I Ten leagues beyond mans life : flic that from N'cip/es

Can have no note, unlcflc the Sun were po.'t

:

The Man i'th Moon's too flow,till new-born chinncs

Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom
We all were fea-fwallow'd, though fomc caii again-.

And by that deftiny to perform an a£\j

Whereof, what's paft in prologue ; what to come
In yours, and my difchaige.

Seb. What ftufFe is this ?How fay you ?

'Tis true, my brother's daughter's Queen oiTunU^
So is flie heir oi Naples., 'twixt which Regions

Thei c is fome fpace.

^nt. A fpace. whofc ev'ry cubit

Seems to cry out, how lliall that Clarlbell

Meafurc us back by Naples ? keep in Tunh-.

And let Scbafiian wake. Say, this were death

That now hath fciz'd them, why they were rio wovfc

Then now they arc : There be that can rule Naples

As well as he that flecps : Lords, that can prate

As amply, and unnecelfarily

As this Cfonz^alo : I my felf could make
A Chough of as deep chat : O, that you bore

The mind that I do ; what a fltcp were this

For your advancement .'Doe you underftand me ?

Seb. Me thinks I doe.

%/4nt. And how do's your content

Tender your own good fortune >

Stb. I remember

You did fupplant your Brother Profpero.

Ant. True

:

And look how' well my Garments fit upon me,

Much fcatcr then before : My Brother's fcrvants

Were then my fellows, now they are my men,

Seb. But for your confcience.

e/^/«r. I Sir : where lies that ? If 'twere a kybe

Twould put mc to my flipper .- But I feel not

This Deity in my bofome : Twenty confciences

That ftantj 'twixt mc, and Mltlalny candied be they

,

And melt ere they moleft : Here lies your Brother

,

No better then the earth he lies upon

,

If he were that which now he's like (that's dead)

Whom I with this obedient ftcel (three inches of it)

Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you doing thus

,

To the perpetual! wink for aye might put

This ancient morfell : this Sir Prudence, who

Should not upbraid our courfe : for all the rell

They'l take fuggeftion, as a Cat laps milk ,

Thcy'l tell the clock j to any bulinefle that

We fay befits the hour.

Seb. Thy cafe, dear Friend

Shall be my prcfident : As thou got'ft MlUaln ,

rie come by Naples : Draw thy fword, one flrokc

Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paycll

,

And I the King fliall love thee.

uint. Draw together

:

And when I rear my hand, doe you the like

To fall it on Gonzah.

Seb. O, but one word,

Enter Ariell with Mufick^ani Song,

Ariel. My Mafter through his Art forefecs the danger

That you (his friend) are in, and fends me forth

(For dfe his projedl dies) to keep them living.

Sings in Gons^alo'} ear.

ivhile you here io [noarlng lie
y

Open-efd Cenfplracie

His time doth take ;
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If of Lifeym ktep n care.

Shake offlnmber and beware,

Awaks^i amake.

Ant. Then Iccusbochbcfudden,

Gon. Now, good Angels prcfcrvc the King.

Alo. Why how now hoa;awakc?wby are you drawn?

Wherefore this ghaftly looking ?

Gon. What's the matter ?

Seb. Whiles we ftood here fccuring your rcpofe,

(Even now) we heard a hollow burft of bellowing

Like B'jIIs, or rather Lyons, did't not wake you ?

It ftrook mine car moft terribly.

Alo. I heard nothing.

t/(nt. O, 'twas a din to fr/git a Monfter's car ;

To make an earthquake : fure it was the roare

Of a whole herd of Lyons,

Alo. Hiard you this <jj«s<i/a?

Gon. Upon mine honour, Sir, I heard a humming,

(And that a ftrangc one too) which did awake me :

I iTiak'd you Sir, and cri'd ; as mine eyes open'd,

I faw their weapons drawn : there was a noyfc >

That's vciily : 'tis bcft weftand upon our guard ;

Or that we quit this place : let's draw our weapons.

Alo. Lead off this giound,and let's make further fearch

For my poor fon.

Gon. Heavens keep him from thefc Beafts

:

For he is fure i'th Ifland.

Alo. Lead away,

Ar. ?rafifero^m.^ Lord,(liallknow what I have done.

So (King) go fafely on to feek thy Son. Exennt.

Scena Secunda,

8nter Caliban, m!th a burthen of wood (a noyft

of Thunder heard.)

C^l. All the infe£lions that the Sun fucks up

From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Proffer fall, and make him
By ynch-meal a difeafe : his Spirits hear me

,

And yet I needs muft curfe. But they '1 not pinch,

Fright me with Urchin-flicwes, pitch me i'th mire,

Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the dark

Out ofmy way>unleffe he bid'em; but

For every trifle,are the y fct upon me,

Sometime like Apes, that nioc and chatter at me.
And after bite me : then like Hcdg-hogs, which
Lie tumbling in my barefoot way, and mount
Their pricks atmyfoot-fall : fometimcam I

All wound with Adders, who with cloven tongues

Do hifle me into madneffc ; Lo, now Lo, Enter.

Here comes a Spirit of his, and to torment me, Trlnculo,

For bringing wood in flowly : Tie fall flat,

Perchance he will not mind me.
Tri. Here's neither burti, nor (lirub to bear off any

weather at all: and another ftorm brewing , I hear it

fing *ith wind : yond fame black cloud
,
yond huge

one, looks like a foul bumbard that would llied his

Jiquor ; if it fliould thunder, as it did before , I know
not where to hide my head : yond fame cloud cannot
chufeLut fail by pailefiills. What have vve here, a man,
or a fil'h ? dead or alive > a fidi, he fmells like a filTi : a

very ancient and fil^-likc fmcll : a kind of, not of the

neweft poor John : a (trange fifli : v»crc i m enftami
now (as once 1 was) and had but this filh painccd*^; not
a holy-day fod there but would give a piece of filwcr ;

there, would this monftcr, make a man : any ftranct
beaft there, makes a man . when they will not give a
doit to relieve a lame Beggar, they will lay out ten to fee
a dead Indian : Lcg'd like a man ; and his Fins like

Armes ; warm o' my troth : I doe now let loofc my o-
pinion ; hold it no longer ; this is no filTi, b-Jt an Iflan-
der, that hath lately fuffcrcd by a Thunderbolt ; Alafj
the ftorm is come again : my bcft way is to creep un
derhis Gaberdine.- there is no other fticltcr hereabout
Mifery acquaints a man with ftrangc bedfellows : I will

here mrowd till th: dicgs of theftonn be paft.

Snttr Stephana fining.

Ste.I fhall no moretofea to feajnre fhalll d)e afhorc.

This is a very fcurvy tune to fing at a mans
Funerall : well, here's my comfort, Drlnl^s.

Sings. The Mafler^fhe Srechher^ the Boat.f-aaincjr /;
The Gunner^ and his Mate,
Lov'd Mall, Meg, and Marriatt, and LMargert^
But none of us car'd for Kate,
For/he had a tongue with a tang

,

tVould cry to a Sailourgo hang :

She lov'd not the favour of Tar nor ofPitch,

Vet a Taylor mightfcratch her where ere (he did itch.

Then to Sea Bojs^ and let her go hamr.

This is a fcurvy tune too .•

But here's my comfort. drinlej.

CaU Doe not tonnent me : oh,

Ste. What's the matter.?

Have we Devils here ?
'

Do you put tricks upon's with Salvages, andMcnoflnde?
ha ? I have not fcap'd drowning, to be afcard nowcf
your four legs .• for it hath bin faid : as proper a man as

ever went on four legs, cannot make him give ground .-

and it ihall be faid fo againj while Stephana breathes at

noftrib.

Cal. The Spirit torments me .-oh.

Ste. This is fomc monfter of the Ifle, with four legs .•

who hath got (as I take it) an ague : where the Devil

lliould he learn our language ? I will give him foine re-

lief if it be but for that : if I can recover him, and keep

him tame , and get to Naples with him, he's a Pie-

lent for any Emperour that ever trod on Neats-Lca-

thcr,

Cal. Doc not torment me 'prethee; I'le faring my
wood home fafter,

Ste. He's in his fit now; and do's not talk after the

wifert : he fliall tafte of my Bottle: if he have never

drunk Wine afore, it will go near to remove his Fit :

if I can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take

too much for him ; he ftiall pay for him that hath him
,

and that foundly,

Cal, Thou dolt me yet but little hu;t ; thou wilt anon,

t know it by thy trembling : Now Trofper vtorks upon

thee.

Ste. Come on your wayes : open your mouth : here

is that which will give language to you Cat ; open youi

mouth ; this will (Viake your ftiakmg, I an tell you, and

that foundly : you cannot tell who's your fiiend ; open

vour chaps again.

Tri. I ("hould know that voyce :

It ftiould be,
'

But/
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But he is drown'd ; and thcfc are Divils ; O defend

me.

Ste. Four legs and two voyccs ; a moft delicate

Monfter : his forward voyce now is to fpeak of his

friend ; his backward voyce, i« to utter foul fpecchcs,

and xo dctraft : if all the Wine in my Bottle will recover

him, I will help his A^uc: Come: Amen, I will poure

fome in thy other mouth.

TV/. Stephana.

Ste, Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy, mercy :

This is a Devil and no Monfter : I will leave him, I have

no long Spoon,

Tri. Stephana :i£ thou beeft 5r#pA4«tf, touch me, and

fpeak to mc : foir 1 am Trlnc»lo ; be not afeard, thy good

friend Trincub,

Ste. If thou becft Trineuto: comt forth : /'le pull thee

by the leffer legs : if any be Tr.inculo'% legs thefc arc

they : Thou art very TrincuU indeed : how cam'ft thou

to be the fiege of this Moon-calf? Can he vent Tr»«.

eu/o's!

Tri. t took him to be kill'd with a thunder-ftroke;but

art thou not drown'd Stephjino : I hope now thou art not

drown'd : Is the ftorm over-blown ? I hid me under the

dtad Moon-Calfes Gaberdine, for fear of the Storm :

And art thou living Stephana ? O Stephana^ two Nta.

polltanes fcap'd ?

Ste. 'Prcthee doe not. turn me about, myftomackis

not conflanc.

Cal. Thefe be fine things, and if they be not fprights r

that's a brave god, and bears Celeftiall liquor : I will

kneel to him.

Ste. How did'ft thou fcape ?

How cam'ft thou hither ?

Swear by this Bottle how thou cam'ft hither : I efcap'd

upon a But of Sack, which the Saylors heaved o're-

board , by this Bottle which I made of the Bark of

a Tree , with mine own hands , fmce I was caft a-

iTiorc.

Cal, V\t fwear upon that Bottle, to be thy true Sub-

jeft, for the liquor is not earthly.

Ste. Here : fwear then how thou efcap'dft.

Tri. Swom afhore (man^ like a Duck j I can fwim like

a Duck i'le be fwom.
Ste. Here, kiffe the Book.

Though thou canft fwim like a Duck, thou art made like

a Goofe.

Tri. O Stephana^ has't any more of this ?

Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rock by

th'Sea fide, where my wine is hid :

How now Moon-Calf, how do's thine Ague .?

Cal. Has'c thou not dropt from heaven ?

Ste. Out o'th Moon 1 doe affure thee. I was the Man
ith* Moon when time was.

Cal. I hnve feen thee in her :and I doe adore thee :

My Mifti-effe flicw'd me thec,and thy Dog, and thy Bufh.

Ste. Come fwear to that : kiffe the Book : I will fur-

nifli it anon with the new contents : Swear.

Tri, By this good light, this is a very (hallow Mon-
fter : I afeard of him ? a very ftiallow Monfter

:

The Man ith' Moon ?

A moft poor credulous Monfter

:

Well drawn Monfter, in good footh.

C/il. rie fhew the every fertill ynch o'th' Ifle rand

I wiUkifTc thy foot : I pvethec be my god.

Tri. By this light, a moft perfidious, and drunken

Monfter, whcn's god's aftefp hec'U rob his Bottle.

Cal. ric kiffe thy foot. I'le fwear mji fclf thy Subjett.
Ste- Come on then : down and fwear.

Tri, I ftiall laugh my felfto death at this puppy-head-
ed Monfter : a moft fcurvic Monfter : I could find in my
heart to beat him.

Ste. Come, kiffe.

Tri. But that the poor Monftcr'sin drink :

An abhominable Monfter.

Cal I'le fticw thee the beft Springs : Tie pluck thee
Berries: I'le fifli for (hec ;and get thee wood enough.
A plague upon the Tyrant that I ferve

;

^

I'k bear him no more Sticks, but follow thee, thou won-
drous man.

TV/. A moft ridiculous Monfter, to make a wonder of
a poor drunkard.

C'fl. I prcthee let me bring thee where Crabs grow

;

and I with my long nayles will dig thee pig-nuts ; Ihow
thee a Jay's neft,and inftnift thee how to fnarc the nim-
ble ^flarmazct : I'le bring thee to cluftring Philbirts, and
fometimes I'le get thee young Scamcls from the Rock :

Wilt thou go with me ?

Cal. I prethee now lead the way without any more
talking. Trincuh^ the King, and all cur company clfc

being drownd, we will inherit here : Here ; bear my
Bottle : Fellow Trinculo

; we'll fill him by and by a-

gain

:

Calibanfngs irtin^nly.

Farewell Mafter ; farewell, farewell.

Tri, A howling Monfter .• a drunken Monfter.
Cal. No mare dams I'le makefar fijhf
Nor fetch in firings at requiring^

Nor fcrape trenchering, nor wa(h dijhy

Ban' han'y Cacal^ban

Has a new Mafier^getanew Man^
Freedome, high-day, high-day frecdome, freedome high-
day frecdome.

Ste. O brave Monfter, lead the way, Exemt.

(lABus Tertiuf, Seem Trima,

Snter Ferdinand (hearing a Log.)

Per. There be fome fports are painfull;and their labour

Delight in them fet off .• Some kinds of bafeneffc

Are nobly undergon ; and moft poor matters

Point to rich ends : this my mean Task

Would be as heavy to me, as odious, but

The Miftreffe which I fervc, quick?ns what's dead,

And makes my labours pleafures : O ftie is

Ten times more gentle, then her Father's crabbed
;

And he's compo'd of harfhneffe, I muft remove

Some thoufands of thefe Logs ; and pile them up,

Upon a fore injunftion ; my fweet Miftrcfic

Weeps when ftie fees me woik, and fays, fuch bafcneffe

Had never like Executor .- 1 forget

:

But thefe fweet thoughts, doe even refrcfti my labours,

Moft bufie leaft, when I doe it. Enter Miranda

Mir. Alafs, now pray you. andProfpera.

Work not fo hard : I would the lightning had

Burnt up thofe Logs that thou art enpyncd to pile

:

Pray fet it down, and reft you • vihen this burns

Twill weep for having weaned you: my Father

Is hard at ftudy, pray now reft your feJf,

Hcs
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Hee's fafefor thcfc chrcc hours.

Fer. OmoftdearMiftrcffc,

The Sun will fet before I (hall dircharge

What I niuft ftrive to doe.

iMer. If you'lfit down
ric bear your Logs the while : pray give me that,

rie carry it to the pile.

Fer. No precious Creature

,

I had rather crack my (inews, break my back
,

Then you fhould fuch difiionor undcrgoe,

While I fit lazy by.

Mir. It would become me.

As well as it do's you ; and I (hould do it

With much more eafe : for my good will is to it

,

And yours it is againft.

Pro. Poor worm thou art infcftcd,

This vifitation fliews it,

Mir. You look wearily.

Fer. No, noble Miftrefs, 'tis frefli morning with me.

When you are by at night : I do bcfcech you

Chiefly, that I might fet it in my prayer^

What is your name?
Mir. Miranda. OmyFathcrj

I have broke your heft to fay fo.

Fer. Adm'ir'd Mira»da

y

Indeed the top of Admirationj wortfi

What's dearcrt to the world : full many a Lady

I have ey'd with beft regard, and many a time

Th'hamiony of their tongues hath into bondage

Brought my too diligent ear : for fcvetal virtues

Have I lik'd fcveral women, never any

With fo full foul, but fome defcft in her

Did quarrell with the nobleft grace fhe ow'd.

And put it to the foyl. But you, O you.

So pcrfeft, and fo pcerleffc, arc created

Of every Creatures beft.

Mir. I doe not know
One of my fcx ; no womans face remember ,

Save from my glaffe, mine own : Nor have I feen

More that I may call men, then you good friend ,

And my dear Father how features arc abroad

I am skillcffe of; but my modefty

(The Jewell in my dower) I would not wifli

Any Companion in the world but you

:

Nor can imagination form afhapc,

Bcfides your felf, to like of: but I prattle

Something too wildcly, and my Fathers precepts

I tlierein doc forget.

Fer. I am, in my condition

A Prince {(jiiiranda) I doc think a King
(I would not fo),and would no more endure

Thiswoodden flavery, then to fuffer

The flefh-flic blow my mouth .-hear my foul fpeak.

The very inftant chat I faw you did

My heart flic to your fervice, there refidcs

To make me flave to it, anJ for your fake

Am I this patient Log-man.
Mtr. Do you love mc .'

Fer^ O heaven ; O earth, bear witneflc to this found,

And CTown what I profeffc with kind event
If I fpcak true : if hollowly, invert

What beft IS beaded mc, to mifchief:!,

Beyond all limit of what elfc i'ch' world
Do loyc, prize, honour you.

Mir. lam a fool

To weep at what I am glad of.

'ot

Tro, Fair encounter

Of two moft rare aftcdlions : heavens rain grace
On that which breeds betwcen'cm.

For. Wherefore weep you f

Mir. At mine iinworthineffc that dare not offer

What I defire to give, and much Icffc take

Whatlfhall die to want: But this is trifling
,

And all the more it fcekt to hide it felf

,

The bigger bulk it fhcws. Hence baflifull cunning,
And prompt mc plain and holy innocence.

I am your wife if you will marry me
;

If not, rie die your maid : to be your fellow

You may dcnic me ; but I1e be your fervant

Whether you will or no.

Fer. MyMiftrc(rc(dearcfl)

And I thus humble ever.

Mir. My Husband then ?

Fer. J, with a heart fo willing

As bondage ere of frecdome : here's my hand.
Mir. And mine, with my heart in't ; and now fartwell

Till half an hour hence.

Fer. A thoufand, thoufand. BxiMut.
Pro. So glad of this as they I annot be.

Who arc furpriz'd with all ; but my rejoycing

At nothing can be more : I'lc to my book,

For yet ere fuppcr time muft I perform
Much bufincflc appertaining. Exit

Enter ^aHhaftf Stepha»ty and Trincnlti,

Ste. Tell not mc, when the But is out we will drink

water, not a drop, before ; therefore beat up, and boord
'cm Servant Monfter, drink to me.

Trin. Servant Monfler ? the folly of this Iland, they

fay there's but five upon this Iflc ; we are three of them,

if th'other two be brain'd like us, the State totters.

Ste. Drink fervant Monftcr when I bid thee, thy eyes

arc almoft fet in thy heart.

Trin. Where iTiould they be fet clfe ? he were a brave

Monftcr indeed if they were fet in his tail.

Ste. My man-Monfter hath drown'd his tongue in

Sack : for my part the Sea cannot drown me, I fwam etc

I could recover the fliorc , five and thirty Leagues, off

and on, by this light thou flialt be my Lieutenant Mon-
ftcr, or my Standard.

Tritt. Your Lieutenant if you lift, hec's no ftandard.

Ste. Wce'I not run Monficur Monftcr.

Trin. Nor go neither : but you'l lyc like dogs, and yet

fay nothing neither.

Ste. Moon-alf, fpcak once in thy life, if thou bceft a

good Moon-calf.

Cal. How docs thy honour ? Let mc liA thy fli'joc

:

rie not fcrve him, he is not valiant.

Trin. Thou licft moft ignorant Monftcr, I am in cafe

to juftlc a Conftablc .- why, thou debofti'd Fifti thou, was

there ever man a Coward, that hath drimk fo much Sack

as I today ? wilt thou tell mc a irranftrous lyc, being but

half a Fifti and half a Monftcr f

Cat. Loc, hosv he mocks mc, wilt thou let lum my
Lord ?

Tr.m
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Trlti. Lord, quoih he ? that a Monfter fhould be fuch

a Naturall ?

Cal. Loc, loe again : bite him to death I prethcc.

Ste. Trinculo^ keep a good tongue in your head ; If

you prove a mutineer, the next Tree : the poorMonftct's

my fubjcfl, and he (hall not fuffer indignity.

Cal. I thank my noble Lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd

once again to hearken to the fuit I made to thee ?

Ste. Marry will I: kneel and repeat it,

I will ftand, and fo (hall Trlnculo.

Enter Anetllnvifihle.

Cal. As I told thte before, I am fubj:ft to a Tyrant,

A Sorcerer that by his cunning hath cheated me
Ofthe Ifland.

Ar'telt. Thou lyeft.

Cfl. Thou lye(l, thou jefting Monkey thou

:

I would my valiant Mafter would deftroy thee ;

I doe not lye.

Ste. Trinculcij if you trouble him any more in's tale,

By this hand, I will fupplant fome of your teeth.

7V/», Why, I faid nothing.

See. Mum clien^and no more: proceed.

^al. I fay by Sorcery he got this Iflc

From me, he got it. If thy Greatneffe will

Revenge it on him, (for I know thou dar'ft)

But this thing dare not.

Ste. That's mort certain.

Cal. Thou flialt be Lord of it, and Tie ferv: thee.

Ste. How now (hall this be conipaft ?

Canft thou bring me to the party ?

Cal. Yea, yea, my Lord, I'lc yield him thee aflecp,

Where thou maifj knock a najl into his head.

jiriell. Thou licft, thou canft not.

Cal. What a py'deNinnic's this ? Thou fcurvy patch :

I doe bcftech thy Grcatncffc give him blows

^

And take his Bottle froin him : When that's gonr.

He (hall drink nought but brine, for Tie not ihcw him,

Where the quick Freflies are.

Ste. Trtnculo^ run into no further danger .-

Interrupt the Monfter one word further , and by this

hand. Tie turn my mercy out o' doors, and make a Stock-

fi(h of thee.

Trtn. Why, what did I ? I did nothing :

rie go no further off.

Ste. Didft thou not fay he lyed :

Ar'iell. Thou lyeft.

Ste. Doe 1 fo } Take you that

,

As you like this, give me the lye another time.

Trtn. I did not give the lye; Out o'your vvics and
hearing too?

A pox o' your Bottle, this can Sack and drinking doe :

A murrain on your Monfter, and the Deyil take your
fingers.

Cal. Ha, ha, ha.

Ste, Now forward with your Tale : prcthec ftand

further off.

Cal. Beat him enough : after a little time

I'le beat him too.

Ste. Stand further : Come proceed,

Cal. Why, as I told thee, 'tis a cuftomc with him
I'th afternoon to flecp : there thou maift brain him

,

Having firft feiz'd his Books : Or with a Log
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a Stake,

Or cut his wczand with thy Knife. Remember,
Firft to po(re(re his Books ; for without them (

Hce's but a Sot, as I am ; nor hath not
One Spirit to command: they all doe hate him
As rootedly as I. Burn but his Books,
He ha's brave Utenfils (for fo he calls them)
Which when he has a houfe, hee'ideck withall.
And that moft deeply to confider, \%

The beauty of his Daughter: he himfelf
Calls her a non-parcil : I never faw a woman
But onely Syeerax my Dam, and (he ;

But (he as far furpaffeth Sjcorax
As great'ft dos leaft.

Ste. Is it fo brave a Lafs ?

C^/. I Lord O^c will become thy bed, I warrant.
And bring thee forth brave brood.

^r.. Monfter, I will kill this man : his Daughter and
I will be King and Q.>een, favcour Graces :andVr/W/.-
/oandthyfeIf(haJlbeVice.roye$:

Doft thou like the plot Trinculo f

Trtn. Excellent.

5« Give me thy hand, I am forry I beat thee

:

But while thou hv'ft keep a good tongue in thy head
Cal. Within this half hour will he be aftecp

Wilt thou deftroy iiim then .? .

Ste. I on mine honour.

Ariell. This will I tell my Mafter.
Cal Thou mak'ft me merry : I am" full of plcafure

Let us be jocond. Will you troul the Catch
You taught me but whilearc ?

Ste. At thy rcqucft Monfter, I will doereafon
And reafon t Come on TrincHh^ let us (\v\<y.

'

Sing/.

FloHt'em and cont'em : and skprvt'enty and Rom'em.
Thought is free.

Cal. Thai's not the tunc.

tAriellplayes the tune on a Tahor and 'Pipe
Ste. What is this fame ?

Trin. This is the tunc of our Catch, plaid bv the oi-
aure of No-body. .^

Ste. /f thou bccft a n.an, fliew thy fdf in thy likencfs :

If thou bcift a devil, tak't as thou li(K

Trin. O forgive me my fin,.

Ste. He that dies pays all debts : I defie thee,

Mercy upon us.

Cal, Art thou afftard ?

Ste. No Moiiftcr, not I.

Cal. Be not afFcard, the Ifle is full ofnoyfcs,

Sounds, and fweet aires, that give delight and'hurt not:
Sometimes a thoufand twangling Inftrumcnts

Will hum about mine ears .- and fomctimes voyccs.

That if I then had wak'd after long fleep.

Will make me fleep again ; and then in dreaming

The clouds me thought would open, and (hew richc4

Ready to drop upon me, that when I wak'd

I cri'd to drtam again.

Ste. This will prove a brave Kingdome to me,

Where I (hall have my mufick for nothing.

Cal. When Pro/^^ro is deftroy 'd.

Ste. That (hall be by and by

:

I remember the ftory.

Trin. The found is going away.

Let's follow it,and after doe our work.

Ste. Lead Monfter^

Wce'l follow : I would I could fee his Tabdrer.

He layes it on.

Trin. Wilt come ?

ric follow Stsphanit. Ekeunt^

SceniX
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Scena Tenia.

Enter Atonfa^ ScbalUa;:^ Anthotilo^ Gonz^ala^

Adrian^ Franctfco ^ (^c.

Gen. By *r takin, I can go no further, Sir,

My old bones ake : here's a maze trod indeed

Through forth-rights and Meanders : by your patience,

I needs mutt reft itie.

a/^/o. Old Lord, I cannot blame thee,

Who am my felfe attach'd with wearineffe

To th'dullingofmy fpirits : fit down, and reft :

Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it

No longer for my flatterers : he is drownd

Whom thus we (tray to find, and the Sea mocks

Our fruftratc fearch on land : well : let him go.

e^int. I am i ight glad, that he's fo out of hope ••

Doe not for one repulfc forgo the purpofe

That you refolv'd t'effcil:.

Scb. The nexc advantage will we take throughly,

Ant. Let It be to night

,

For now they are opprefs'd with travcll, they

Will nor, nor cannot ufe fuch vigilance

As when they are frcfli.

Solemn and firatige Muftck^and Crofter on the top(tt}vi.

fible.) Enter feverallfiranpefhapes^hrlngitig in a Bin.

kjt;and dnncc about It wuhgentle afiions offatuta-

tiotts^C^ inviting the King^&c.to eeit.fhey depart.

Seb. I fay to night : no more.

Al. What harmnny is this ? my good friends, hark.

^on. Marvellous fweet Mufick.

Alo. Give us kind keepers, heavens: what were thefe*

Seb. A living Drollery : now I will believe

That there are Unicorns : that in Arabia
There is one Tree, the PhcEnix throne, one Phoenix

Ac this hour reigning there.

Ant. rie believe both :

And what do's elfe want credit, come tome

,

And ric be fworn 'tis tine : Travelloursne're did lye,

Though fools ac home condemn 'cm.

Gon. If in Naples

I fhould report this now, would they believe ndc .?

If I fhould fay I faw fuch Iflanders.

(For certcs, thefe arc people of the Ifland)

Who though they areof monftrous (Tiape, yet note

Their manners are more gentle, kind then of

Our humane generation you (hall find

Many, nay almoft any.

Pro. Hoticft Lord,

Thou haft (aid well • for Come of you there prefent

,

Arc worfe then Devils.

Ata_ I cannot too much mufe

Such fhapcs, fuch •^cfturc, and fuch found cxprelTing

(Although they want the ufe of tongue) a kind

Of excellent dumb difcourfc.

Pro. Praife in departing.

Fra. They vanifh'd ftrangely.

Scb. No matter, fincc (mickss.

They have left their Viands behind } for we have fto-

Wilt pleafe you tafte of what is here .?

Alo. Not I. (Boyes
Con^. Faith Sir, you need not fear : when we were

Who would believe that there vuere Mountayncers,
Dew-lapt, like Bulls, whofe throats had hanging at'cm

Wallets of flefl? ? or that there were fuch men

Whole heads lioodin their breafts ? w^hich now wc find
Each putter out of five for one, will bring us

Good warrant of.

ty4'lo. I will ftand to, and feed.

Although my laft, no matter, fincc 1 feel

The bert is paft : brother, my Lord, the Duke,
Stand too, and doe as we.

Thunder and Lightning. Enter Ariel/ (1,1^ a Har.

ff) claps his wings upon the Tableland vfith

a

ejuemt device the Bantjuet vanifhes.

(t/^r. You arc three men of fin, whorn dcfiiny

That hath to inftiument this lower world
,

And what is in't ; the never furfeiced Sea
,

Hath caus'd to belch up you ; and on this Ifland
,

Where man doth not inhabit, vou 'mongft men.
Being moft unfit to live : I have made you mad

;

And even with fuch like valour, men hang, and drown
Their proper felves : you fools, I and my feilowj

Arc miniftersof Fate, the Elements

Of whom your fwords are cempcr'd, may as well

Wound the loud winds, or wuh bemockt-at-Subs

Kill the ftill clofing waters, as diminifti

One dowlc that's in my plumbe : My fellow miniftcrj

Arc like-in vulnei able .- if you could hurt

,

Your fwords are now toomalfie for your ftrenoths .

And will not be uplifted • but remember

(For that's my bufinefTe to you) that you three

From Millain did fupplant good Profpero
,

Expos'd unto the Sea (A^hichhath rcquit it)

Him, and his innocent child : for which foul deed,

The Powers, delaying (not forgetting) have

Inccns'd the Seas, and Shores
;
yea, all the Creatures

Againft your peace : Thee of thy Son, Alonfo.

They have bereft ; and doe pronounce by mc
Lingring perdition (worfe then any death

Can be at once) ftiall ftep by ftep attend

You, and your waycs, whofe wraths to guard you from,

Which here, in this moft defolatelfle, elfe falls

Upon your heads, is nothing but hearts- 'borrow,

And a dear life enfuing.

He vanijhes in Thunder : then (to foft (^Muftck^.)

Enter the (hapes again., and dance (with mofkj and

mowes) and carrying out the Table.

Pro. Bravely the figure of this Harpy., haft thou

Perform'd (my Ariel) a grace it had devouring .

Of my inftnidbon, haft thou nothing bated

In what thou had'ft tofay • fo with good life

And obfcrvation ftrange, my meaner minifters

Their fcverall kinds have done r my high charmes work.

And thtfc (mine enemies) arc all k^J^up

In their diftradtions they now are in my power

;

And in thefe fits, I leave them, while I vint

Young Ferdinand [wham they fuppofc isdrown'd)

And his, and mine Icv'd darling.

Gon. I'th name of fomcthing holy Sir, why ftand you

In this ftrange ftare ?

Alo. O, it is monftrous: monftrous .'

Me thought the billows fpoke, and told me of ir.

The winds did fing it to me : and the Thunder

(That deep and dresdfull Organ-pipe) pionoiinc'd

The name of Profper : it did bale my Trcfpiflt,

Therefore my Son i'th Ooze is bedded ; and

rie feek him deeper then c'lc plummet founded

,

And with him there lie muddrd. Exit.

Seb. But one fiend at a time,

rie fight their Legions o'rc

B nA^t.
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Ant. I'le be thy fccond. Sxemt.

Gon. All three of them are defperate : their great guilt

(Like yoylon given to work a great time after)

Now gin's to bite the fpirits ; 1 doe befecch you

(That arc of fuppJer joynts) follow them fwiftly,

And hinder them from what this cxtafic

May now provoke them to.

Ai. Follow, r pray you. Exeunt mna.

Enter Profftroy Ferdinand, and Miranda,

Pro. If I have tooaufterely punilTi'd you,

Your compenfation makes amends, for I

Have given you here, a third of mine own life ,

Or that for which 1 11ve : who once again

I tender to thy hand : All thy vexations

Were but my trtalls of thy love, and thou

Haft ftrangely itood the rclt : here, afore heaven

I ratifie this my rich gift : O Ferdinand ,

t)o not. fiiiilc at me, that I boaft her off.

For thou llialt find flic will out-ftrip allpr^jfc

And make it hale, behind her,

Fer. I doc believe ic

Againft an Oracle.

Pro. Then, as my gucft, and thine owi\ accpiimion

Worthily purchas'd, take my daughter ••

If thou do'ft break her Virgin-knot, before

All fanftimonious ceremonies may

With full and holy right be minilhcd ,

No fweetafperfionfliall the heavens let fall

To make this Contrafl: grow ; but barren hate,

Sower-cy'd difdain,and difcord fliall beftrew

The union of your bed, with weeds fo loathly

That you fliall hate it both : Therefore take heed.

As Hymens Lamps fliall light you.

Fer. As I hope

For quiet dayes, fair Iflue, and long life.

With furh love, as 'tis now the murkieft den

,

The moft opportune place, the ftrong'ft fuggeftion,

Our worfcr Genitu an, rfiall never melt

Mine honour into luft, to take avway

The edge of that dayes celebration.

When I fliall think, or Phadta fteeds arc foundcrd.

Or night kept chain'd below.

Pro. Fairly fpoke

;

Sit then, and talk with her, flic is thine own

;

What Ar'ie/i', myinduftriousfcrvant Ariel. Enter Ariel.

Art. What would my potent matter ? here I am.

Pro. Thou, and thy meaner fellows, your laft fervice

Did worthily perform: and I muftufe you

In fuch another trick : go bring the rabble

(O're whom I give thee power) here, to this place

:

Incite them ro quick motion, for 1 muft

Beflow upon the eyes of this young couple

Some vanity of mine Art i ii is my proraife ,

And they cxpcft it from nic.

Art. Preiently ?

Pro. I .• with a twincke.

i
Ari. Before you can fay come, and go.

And breathe twice ; and cry, fo, fo .:

Each one tripping on his Toe,

Will be here with mop, and mowe.

Doe you love uie Mafter ? no ?

Pro. Dearly, my delicate -<^r;V// : doc not approach

Till thou do'ft hear me call.

iAri. Well: I conceive.. Exit.
Pro. Look thou be true : doe not give dalliance

Too niuch the raign : the ftrongcft oathes, arc ftraw

To th'fire ith'blood : be more abftemious ,

Or elfc good night your vow.

Fer. I warrant you. Sir ,.

The white cold virgin Snow, upon my heart

Abates the ardour of my Liver,

T>ro. Well.

Now come my Ariell, bring a Corolary,

Rather then want a fpirit,appear,3nd pertly. Soft Mufek^
No tongue : all eyes : be filent. £ mer Iris.

Ir. Ceres., moft bounteous Lady, the rich Leas

Of Wheat, Rye, Barley, Fetches, Oats, and Pcafe ;

Thy Turpby Mountains, where live nibling Sheep ,

And flat Medes thetch'd with Stover, them to keep

:

Thy banks with pioned, and twilled brims

,

Which fpungy April, at thy heft betrims
;

To make cold Nymphs chaft crowns ; and thy broom-

Whofe fliadow the difmifled Batchclor loves , (groves

;

Being lalfe-lofn : thy polc-clipt vineyard :

And thy Sea-marge fteril, and rocky-hard.

Where thou thy felfdo'fl aire, the Queen o'th Skie,

Whofe watry Arch, and mcffcnger,am I,

Bids thee leave thcfe,and with her foveraign grace, Jnno

Here on this graffc-piotj in this very place (Jlefcends.

To come,and fport : here Peacocks flye amain :

Approach, rich Ceres, her to entenain. Enter Ceres.

Cer. Hail, many coloured Meflenger, that ne're

Do'ft difobey the wife o£ Jupiter

:

Who, with thy faffron wings, upon my flowers

DifFufeft hony drops, refrefliing fliowres

,

And with each end of thy blew bow do'ft crown

My bosky acres, and my unflirub'd downc.

Rich fcarph to my proud earth: why hath thy Queen
Sumnionome hither, to this lliort grafs'd Green ?

Ir. A contrad of tiucLove, to celebrate.

And fome donation freely to cftatc

On the blcfs'd Lovers.

Ccr. Tell me heavenly Bow,

li Venus or her Son, as thou do'ftknow

,

Doe now attend the Queen ? fincc they did plot

The means, that dusky Dis, my daughter got ;

Her, and her blind Rjyesfcandal'd company ,

I have forfwom.

Ir. Ofherfociety

Be not afraid : I met her deity

Cutting the clouds towards Taphos : and her Son

Dove-diawn with her : here thought they to have done

Some wanton charm, upon this man and maid

,

Whofe vows are, t'nat no bed-right fliall be paid

Till Hymens Torch be lighted : but in vain,

Cflfrfr^'s hot Minion is rcturn'd again ,

Her wafpifli headed Son, has broke his arrows.

Swears he will flioot no more, but play with Sparrovrs,

And be a boy right out.

Cer. Higheft Queen of State ,

Great Juno comes, I know her by her gate.

Ju. How do's my bounteous After ? go with me

To blefle this twain, that they may profperous be,

And honor'd in their iflue.
^

They Si»£.

Ju. Henonr, riches, marriage, hlefsing,

hong continuance, and encreafing.

Hourlyjoyes, be liill upon jou,

Ju/fo
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JunoJinfs her blejftngs on jou.

Earths increafe, and fo^z.on plenty

y

BjtrnXy and ^ar»erSy never entity.

Vinesy with clufiriw bunches growing ,

PlantSy with goodly burthen bowing :

Spring come toyon at the farthefiy

Jn the very end of Harve^.

Scarcity and want (hall(hunyou ,

Ceres.blefsing fo is on you.

Per. This is a tnoii majcftick vifion^ and

Harmonious charmingly : may I be bold

To think thcfcfpirits ?

Pro. Spirits, which by mine Art

I have from all their confines call'd toena(5l

My prefent fancies.

Per. Let me live here ever.

So rare a wondred father, and a wife ,

Makes this place Paradifc*

Pro. Sweet now, filcncc :

Juno and Cerfs whifpcr ferioufly ,

There's fomething clfc to doe : huHi, and be mute

Or elfc our fpcll is marr'd.

Juno and Ceres whifferyandfend Iris on employment.

Ir. You Nymphs cal'd Nayades of the windring brooks

With your fcdg'd crowns, and ever- harmlcffe looks,

Leave your crifp channells,and on this green-land

Anfwcr your fuinmons, Juno do's command
Come temperate Njmphsy and help to celebrate

A Contradl of true Love : be not too late.

Enter certain Nymphs.
You Sun-burn'd Sicklemcnof Auguft weary.

Come hither from the furrow, and be merry,

Make holly-day : your Rye-llraw Hats put on.

And thefe fre(h Nymplis encounter every one

In Country footing.

Enter certain 'Reapers (properly habited:) they jeynwtth

the Nymphs in agraceful dancCytowards the end where-

ofy Profpero fiarts fuddenly andfpeal^y after which to

afirange hollow and confufed noyfcythey heavily vanifh.

Pro. I had foigot that foul confpiracy

Of the bcaft Calllban, and his confederates

Againlt my life : the minute of their plot

Is almoftcome ; Well done, avoid : no more.

Per. This is ftrange : your Father's in fome pafllon

That works him ftrongly.

Mir. Never till this day
Saw I him touch'd with anger, fo diftemperM.

Tro. You doc look Cmy Sou) in a mov'd fort.

As if you were difmaid : oe cheerfull Sir,

Our Revells now are ended : Thefe our a£lors,

( As I foretold you ) were all Spirits, and
Are melted into aire, into thin aire ,

And like the bafeleffc fabrick of their vifion.

The Clowd-capt Towers, the gorgeous Pallace*,

The folemn Temples, the great Globe it felf.

Yea all which it inherit, (hall diffolve,

And like this infubftantiall Pageant faded

Leave not a rack behind : we arc fuch ftufFe

As dreames are made on : and our little life

Is rounded with a fleep : Sir, I am vext.

Bear with my weaknefle, my old brain is troubled

:

Be not difturb'd with my infirmity.

Ifyou be pleas'd; retire into my Cell,

And there rcpofc ; a turn or two Tie walk
To ftill my beating mind.

Per. Mir. We wilh your peace. £x!f.

Pro. Come with a thought ; 1 diank thee Ariell : come.

Enter Ariell.

-Art. Tby thoughts I cleave to, what's thy pleafurc ?
Pro. Spirit : we muft prepare to meet with Calibdn,
Ari. I my Commander, when I prcfcntcd Certt

f thought to have told thee of ir, but I fcar'd

Lcaft i might anger thee.

Pro. Say again, where didft thou leave thefe va riots?

^r. I told you Sir, they were red-hot with diinking.
So full of valour, that they fmote the aire

For breathing in their faces : beat the ground
For killing of their feet j yet alwaycs bending
Towards their projeft : theni beat my Tobor,
At which like unback't Colts they prickt their cares,

Advanc'd their eye-lids, lifted up their nofcs

As they fmelt muftck, fo I charm'd their cares

That Calf-like, they my lowing follow'd, through

Tooth'd briars, fliarp firres, pricking gofle,and thorns,

Which entred their frail fhins : at laft I left them
I'th' filthy mantled pool beyond your Cell

,

There dancing up to th' chins, that the foul Lake
O'rc-ftunck their feet.

Pro. This was well done (my bird)

Thy fliape invifiblc retain thou ftill

:

The trumpery in my houfe, go bring it hither

For ftale to catch thefe thceves. oAriell. I go, I go. Exit.

Pro. A devil, a born-devil, on whofe nature

Nurture can never ftick : on whom my pains

Humanely taken, all, all loll, quite \cA\,

And, as with age, hu body uglier grows

,

So his mind cankers .• I will plague them all.

Even to roaring : Come, hang on them this line.

Snter jirielly loaden withglitlering apparelly (frc. Enter

Caliban^ StephanOy and Trinomloy all wet.

Cal. Pray, you tread foftly, that the blind Mole may
not hear a foot fall : we now are near his Cell. (Fairy,

Ste. Monfter, your Fairy,which you fay is a hannleflc

Has done little better then plaid the Jack with us.

Trin. Monfter, I doe fmcU all.horfe-piffe, at which

My nofc is in great indignation.

Ste. So is mine. Doc you hear Monfter : If I Ihould

Take a difpleafure againft you : Look you.

Trin. Thou wert but a loft Monfter.

C^l. Good my Lord, give me thy favour ftil ,

Be patient, for the prize I'le bring thee to

Shall hood-wink this mifchancc : -therefore fpeak foftly.

All's hu(ht as midnight yet.

Trin. I, but to lofc our Bottles in the Poolc.

Ste. There is not onely dilgracc and diihonour in

that (Monfter) but an infinite lofle.

Trin. That's more to me then my wetting •

Yet this is your harmleflc Fairy, Monfter.

Ste. I will fetch off"my Bottle,

Though I be o'rc eares for my labour.

Cal. Prethee (my King) be quiet. Seeft thou here

This is the mouth o'th Cell : no noife, and enter :

Doe that good mifchief, which may make this Ifland

Thine own for ever, and I thy Calika»

For aye thy foot-lickcr.

Ste. Give me thy hand,

I doe begin to have bloody thoughts.

Trin. O King StephanOyO Peer : O worthy Stepham^

Look what a vwrdrobe here is for thee.

(^at. Let it alone thou fool, it is but trafh.

Tri. Oh, ho, Monfter : we know what belongs to a

frippery, O King Sttfh*no.

B 8 Ste.
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Ste. Put off that gown (Trineu/o) by this hand I'ic I

have that gown.

Tri. Thy grace (liall have it. (mean

Cw/. The dropfic drown this fool , what doe you

To doat thus on fuch luggage ? let's alone

And doc the murther firft : if he awake ,

From toe to crown hee'l fill our skins with pinches

,

Make us ftrange ftuffe.

Ste. Be you quiet (Monfter) Miftris line , is not this

my Jerkin ? now is the Jevkni under the line : now Jer-

kin you are like to lofe your hair,and prove a bald Jerkin.

Tnn.DoCy doe ; we ikal by line and level, and'c like

your grace,
,

Ste. I thank thee for that jefi : here's a garment for t ;

Wit fhall not go unrewjrdcd while I am King of this

Country : Steal by line and levell, is an excellent paffe of

pate : there's another garment for't.

Tri. Monfter, come put Ionic Lime upon your fingei-$,

and away with the rcll.

Cal. I will have none on't : we (hM lofe our time.

And all be turn'd to Bainacles, or to Apes

With forchea<ls villanous low,

Ste. Mon(ttr, lay to your fingers ; help to bear this

away, where my hogdiead of wine is, or I'lc turn you

out ofmy Kingdome : go to, carry this,

Tri. And this.

Ste. I, and this.

Anojfe of Hmtirs heard. Enter divers fpirits infhnpe

of DogSy and Hounds, hunting them abotU : Prt^

fper and Ariell fetting them on.

Pro, Hey Mountain^ hey.

Ari, Silver : there it goes, Silver.

Pro. Fury, Fury : there Tyrant, there : hark, hark.

Go, charge my Goblins that they grind their joynts

With dry Convulfions, (horienup their finews

With aged Cramps, and more pinch-fpotted make them,

Then iPard, or Cat o' Mountain.

jfri. Hark, they rore.

Pro. Let them be hunred foundly : Ac this hour

Lies at my mercy all mine enemies

:

Shortly fhallall my labours end, and thou

Shalt have the aire at freedome : for a little

Follow, and doc me fervice. Exeunt.

JUus Quintm. Scena Trima,

Enter Profpero (in his Magic^.'Rohes) and Ariell.

Tro. Now do's my Projeft gather to a head :

My charmes crack not •• my fpirits obey, and time

Goes upright with his carnage : how's the day ?

e//r. On the fixth hour,at which timc,my Lor4

You fa id our work ihould ceafe.

Tro. I did fay fo,

When fiift I rais'd the Tempeft ; fay my fpirit,

How fares the King, and's foUowcts ?

Ar. Confin'd together

In the fame faHiion, as you gave in charge

,

Juft as you left tlieni,all prifoners Sir

In the Line-grove which >*cather-fends your Cell,

They cannot bud^ge till you rcleafe : The King,

His Brother, and yours, abide all three diftrad"icdi

And the remainder mourning over them.

Brim full of forrow, and difmay : but chiefly

Him that you term*d,S;r, the good old Lord Gtnt,«loy

His tears run down his beard like winters drops

From caves of reeds : your charm loftrongly works'em

That ifyou now beheld thcra, your affections

Would become tender.

Pro. Do'fl thou think fo, fpirit ?

Ar. Mine would, Sir, were I humane.
Pro. And mine flitll.

Haft thou (which arc but aire) a touch, a feeling

Of their afflictions, and fhall not my felf

,

One of their kind, that rcllifh all as iharply

Paffion as they, be kindlier mov'd then thou art ?

Though with their high wrongs I am ftrook to th'quick,

Yet, with my nobler rcafon, againft my fury

Doe I take part : the rarer action is

In virtue, then in vengeance : they, being penitent,

Thefole drift ofmy purpofe doth extend

Not a frown further : Go, relcafe them Ariell.^

My Charmes Tie break, their fenfes I'le reftore

,

And they niall be themfelves.

Ar. rie fetch thim. Sir. Sxit.

Pro. Ye Elves of Hills, Brooks, ftanding-Lakcs and
And ye, that on the Sands with princlefs foot (Groves,

Doc chafe the ebbing Neptune^ and doe flic him
When he comes back : you demy-Puppets, that

By Moon-lliinc doe the green fowre Ringlets make.

Whereofthe Ewe not bites : and you, whofc paftimc

Is to make midnight-Mulhromes, that rcjoycc

To hear the folcmn Curfewe, by whofeaid

(Weak Mafters though ye be) I have bedimn'd

The noon-tide Sun, all'd forth the mutinous winds.

And 'twixt the green Sea, aad the azur'd vault

Set roaring war : To the dread ratling Thunder
Have I given fire, and rifted Jov's flout Okc
With his own Bolt. The ftrongbafs'd promontory

Havel made rhake, and by the fpurs pluck'tup

The Pine, and Cedar. Graves at my command
Have wak'd their flecpers, op'd, and let'em forth

By my fb potent Art. But this rough Magick

I here abjure : and when I have rcquir'd

Some heavenly Mufick (which even now I doe)

To work mine end upon their fences, that

This airy charm is for, I'le break my ftaffe.

Bury it certain fadomes in the earth.

And deeper then did ever Plummet found

I'le drown my Book. Solemn Mujick..

Here enters Ariel before: Then Alonfo with a frautick^

geffure, attended by (jonK>alo. Sebaflian and Anthe-

nio tn likj manner attended by Adrian and Francifco.

They all enter the circle which Profpero had made,

and there fland charmed : which Profpero abferving^

fpeakj.

A folemn Aire, and the beft comforter

,

To an unfetlcd fancy. Cure thy brains

(Now ufeleffe) boil within thy skull : there fland,

For you are Spell-ftopt.

Holy (jonx^aloy Honourable man,
Mineeyes,cven fociablcto the ("hew of thine.

Fall, fellowly drops .• The charm diffolves apace,

And as the morning fteals upon the night

(Melting the darkneffe) fo their rifing fenfes

Begin to chace the ignorant fumes that mantis

Their clearer rcafon. O good Gonx^aloy

My true preferver, and a loyall Sir

To him thou follow'ft ; I will pay thy graces

Home both in word, and deed : Mo(t cruelly

Didftj
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Didft chou Alonfa^uk me, and my daughter.-

Thy Brother was a furthcrcr in the adr.

Thou art pinch'd for't now Sebajlian. Flerti, and blood,

You, Brother mine, thaccntcrtain'd ambition,

Expeird remorfc,and nature, whom, with Sebafiian

(Whofe inward pinches therefore arc moft ftrong)

Would here have kill'd your King • I Aoz foi^ivc thee,

Unnacurall though thou art : their underftanding

Begins to fwell, and the approaching tide

Will fliortly fill the reafonable (horc

That now lies foul and muddy : not one of them

That yet looks on me, or would know me : t/f^ifHy

Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell,

I will difcafe me, and my felf prefent

As I wasCometime LMUUtM : quickly fpiric,

Tliou ftialt ere long be free.

Ar'telljlfigt^ and helps to attire hitf>.

ffhere the Bee fuckj^ there fuck, ',

/>» a Covflip dell, I He.

There I crorich when Ottlet do cry^

On the Bats hack^l doe jlie

after Summer merrilj/.

Merrily^ merrily^ (hall I live tior*^

Under the Blojfom that hangs on the Bow.
Pro. Why that's my dainty Arlell: I (hall miffe thee,

But yet thou i>i ilc have frecdome : fo, fo, fo.

To the Kings Ship, in vifible as thou art

,

There rtiak thou find the Mariners afleep

Under the Hatches : the Mafter and the Boat-fwain
Being awake, enforce them to this place ;

And prefently, I prethee.

Art, I drink the aire before me , and return

Or ere your pulfe twice beat. Exit.
Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement

Inhabits here .- fome heavenly power guide us

Out of this fcarfull Countrcy.
Pro. Behold Sir King

The wronged Duke of M'xllaln.^ Proffere :

For more affuranee that a Hving Prince

Do's now fpcak to thee, I embrace thy body.
And to thee, and thy Company, I bid

A hearty welcome,

Alo. Where thou bc'ft he or no

,

Or forne inchanted trifle to abufe me,
'As late I have becn)I not know : thy Pulfe

Beats as of fleHi, and blood : and fince I faw thee,

Th' affliction of my mind amends, with vyhich

I feara madneffe held me : this muft crave

'And if this be at all) a moft ftwnge ftory.

Thy Dukedome I refign, and doe entreat

Thou pardon me my wrongs : but how (hoxsU] Pro/^ero

Be living, and be here ?

'Pro. Fuft, noble friend.

Let me embrace thine age, whofc honour cannot
Be mcafur'd, orcottfin'd.

^on. Whether this be.

Or be not, I'lc not fwear.

Pro. You doc yet taftc

Some fubtilcics o*th' IJltey that will not let you

Believe things certain • Welcome, my friends all.

But you, my brace of Lords, were I fo minded
I here could pluck his Highnefle frown upon you
And juftifie you Traitourtt at this time

I will tell no talcs.

Seh. The devil fpcaks in him i

Pro. No.

[

For you (molt wicked bu) whoni:o call Biocher

Would even infcdl my mouth, I doe forgive

Thy rankcft fault :alt of them : ind require

My Dukedom of thee, which, perforce I know
Thou mud reftorc.

eyflo. If thou beeft Profpero,

Give us particulars of thy prefervation,

How thou haft metus'here. who three hours fincc

Were wrackt upon this ftiorc ? where I havf loU

(How fharp the point of this remembrance 15)

My dear Son Ferdinand.

Pro. I am woe for't, Sir.

Alo. Irreparable IS the loflc, and patience
Saycs, it is paft her cure.

Pro. I rather think

You have not fought her help, of whofe foft grace
For the like loffe, I have her foveraign ajd

,

And reft my felf content,

<!At*. You the like loffe }

Pro. As great to me, as late, and infupponable
To make the dear loffc, have I means much weaker
Then you may call to comfort you ; for I

Have loft my daughter,

Ali). A daughter }

Oh heavens, that they were living both in Naples
The King and Queen there, that they were, I wilh
My felfc were muddcd in that oo-zy bed
Whtre my Son lies : when did you lofe yourdauohter ?

Pro. In thislaftTempert. 1 perceive thcfc Lords
At this encounter doe fo much admire.

That they devour their reason, and fcarce think
Their eye doe offices of truch •• their words
Are naturall breath : but hov/focver you hate
Been juftled from your fenc«s, know for certain

That I am Profpero., and that very Duke
Which was thiuft forth of Millaln., who moft ftranpely

Upon this fhore (where you were wrack't) was landed
To be the Lord on't : no more yet of thi»,

For 'tis a Chronicle of day by day.

Not a relation for a break-faft, nor

Befitting this firft meeting : Welconie, Sir;

This Cell's my Court : here have I few attendants,

And Subjeib iKine abroad : pray you look in :

My Dukedome fince you have given me aoain,

I will requite you with as good a thing.

At leaft bring forth a wonder, to content ye

As much, as me my Duktdome.

Here P rofpero difcovirs Ferdinand and Miranda^
playing at Chejfe.

Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me falfc.

Fer. No my deareft love,

I would not for tlw world. (wrangle,

Mir. Yes, for a fcore of Kingdomes
,
you ftiould

And I would call it fair play.

Alo. If this ptDve

A vjfion of the Ifland, one dear Soo

Shall I twice lofc.

Sth. A moft high miracle.

Fer. Though the Seas threaten they are tnercifull,

I have curs'd them without caufe.

tyflo. Novp all the blefl^ngs

Of a glad father, compaflc thee about

:

Arife, and fay how thou cam'ft here.

Mir. O wonder .'

How many goodly creatures are there here t

Hov» beauteous mankind is } O brave new world

B J
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Thet has fuch people in't.

Pre. 'Tis new to thee. (play ?

^lo. What is this Maid, with whom thou was'tat

Your eld'ft acquaintance cannot be three houres :

Is flie the goddeffe that hath feve'rd us.

And brought us thus together ?

Fer. Sir, (he is mortall

;

But by immonall providence, flie's mine ;

I chofc her when I could not ask my Father

For hisadvifc : nor thought I had one .-She

Is Daughter to this famous Duke of Mill^tn,

Of whom, fo often I have heard renoun.

But never faw before : of whom I have

Receiv'd a fecond life ; and fecond Father

This Lady makes him to me.

Ala, I am hers.

B'lt O, how odly will it found, that I

Muft ask my child forgiveneffe f

*Pro. There Sir flop.

Let us not burthen our remembrances, with

A hcavineffe that's gone.

Go». I have inly wept,

Or rhould have fpoke ere this ; look down you gods

x^nd on this couple drop a blcffed crown ;

For it is ycu that have chalk'd forth the way

Which brought us hither.

Ala. I fay Amen, Genx^lo.

Gon. Was M'llUin thruft from MUU'im, that his ifluc

Should become Kings of Naples ; O rejoycc

Beyond a common ;oy, and fet itdown
With gold on lafting Pillars : In one voyage

Did Ctarihell her Husband find at 7«»^,

And Ferd'watti her Brother, found a Wife,

Where he himfclf was loft : Proffero his Dukedonie

In a poor Jjle : and all of us, our (elves.

When no man was his own.

Alo, Give me your hands j

Let grief and forrowftill embrace his heart,

That doth not wifh you joy.

Gon. Bcitfo, Amen.
Enter t/frtell^ with the LMaTter and Boatfwaln

amax.eilj folloming.
°

'<

look Sir, look, hear is more of us /

1 prophcfi'd, if a Gallows were on Land
This fellow could not drown ; Now btafphemy.

That fweai *ft grace ore-board, not an oath onlhore.

Haft thou no mouth by Land ?

What is the newes "i

Boat. The bcft ncwes is, that we have fafe found

Our King and company : The next : our Ship,

Which but three glaflcs fince, we gave out fplit.

Is tyte, and yare, and bravely rig'd^ as when
We fiift put out to Sea.

Ar. Sir, all this fervice

Have I done fince I went.

Pro. My trickfey fpirit.

aIo. Thefe arc not naturall events, they ftrengthen

From ftrange to ftranger : fay,.how came you hither ?

Bot. If I did think, Sir, I were well awake,

rid ftrive to tell you : we were dead of fleep,

I
And (how wc know not) all dapt under hatches,

" Where, but even now, with ftrange and feverall noifes

Of roring, (hreeking, howling, gingling chains,

And moe diverfity of founds, all horrible.

We were awak'd t ftraight way at liberty ;

Where we, in all our trim, freftily beheld

Our roy all, good, and gallant Ship : our Mafter

Capring to eye her : on a trice, fo pleafe you,

Even in a dream, were we divided from them,

And were brought moping hither,

^r. Was't well done ?

Fro. Bravely (my diligence) thou (Kalt bcfree.

Ar. This is as ftrange a Maze, as c're men trod

And there is in this buhneffe, more then nature

Was ever conduft of : fomc Oracle

Muft reftifie our knowledge.

*Pro. Sir, my Liege,

Doc not infeft your mind, with beating on
The ftran^nclfe of this bufineffe, at pickt feizure

^Which Ihall be ftiortly fingle) Tie rcfulve you,

(Which to you ftiall feem probable) of every

Thefe happen'd accidents: till when, be cheerftill

And think ofeach thing well : Come hither fpirit
,

Set Caliban^ and his companions fac

:

Untyc the Spell : How fares my gracious Sir ?

There are yet mifling of yourCompany
Some few oddeLads, that you remember not.

Enter Ariell^drlvlngin Caliban^ Stephano, and
Trinculoy in theirfloln Apparell.

Ste. Every man Ihifi for all the reft, and let

No man uke care for him fclf ; for all is

But fortune : Coragio Bully-Montter, Coragto.

7ri. If thefe be true fpies which I wear in my head,
Here'sa goodly fight.

Cal. O Setebos, thefe be brave fpirits indeed

;

How fine my Mafter is ? I am afraid

He willchaftifcnje.

Seb. Ha, ha

:

What things are thefe my Lord Anthonie ?
Will money by 'em ?

Ant. Very like : one of them

Is a plain Fifh, and no doubt marketable,

Tro. Mark but the badges of thefe men, my Lords

,

Then fay if they be true : This miftiapcn knave

;

His Mother was a Witch, and one fo ttronsj

That could controul the Moon j make flowcs, and eb's,

And deal in her command, without her power;

Thefe three have robb'd me, and this demy-devil
;

(For he's a baftard one) had plotted with them

To take my life : two of thefe Fellows, you

Muft know, and own, this Thing of darkneflc, I

Acknowledge mine.

fal. I iTiall bcpincht to death.

Alo. Is not this Stephana^ my drunken Butler ?

Seb. He is drunk now

:

Where had he Wine ?

Alon. And TrinefUo is reeling ripe : where ftiould they

Find this grand Liquor that hatifi gilded 'em?

How cam'ft thou in this pickle ?

Tri. I have been in fbch a pickle fince I faw you laft.

That 1 fear me will never out of my bones :

I ftiall not fear flic-blowing.

Seb. Why how now Stephana ?

Ste. O touch me not, I am not Steph^nOybat a Cramp.
Pro. You'ld be King o' th' I/ley Sirrha ?

Ste. I ftiould have been a fore one then.

Alo. 'Tii a ftrange thing as e're I look'd on.

Pro. He is as dilproportion'd in his manners

As in his Ihape : Go Sirrha, to my Cell,

Take with you your Companions: as you look

To have my pardon, trim it handfomly.

Co/. I that I will : and Tie be wife hereafter.

And
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And fcek for giacc : what a thrice double Afle

Was I to take this drunkard for a god ?

And wordiip this dull fool ?

7»r». Go to, away. (found it.

jilo. Hence , and befiov* your luggage wlicre you

Seh. Or ftole it rather.

Pro. Sir, I invite your Highneffeand your train.

To n.y poor Cell : where you (hall take your reft

For this one night, which part of it , lie waftc

Witli fuch dilcourfe,as I no: doubt, ftiall make it

Goc quick away : The ftory of my life.

And the particular accidents, gone by

Since 1 came to this Iflc : And in the mome
lie bring you to your fliip,and fo to Naples.

Where I have hope to fee the Nuptials

Of thefc our dcar-bclov'd, folemnizcd,

And thence retire me to my Aflllai/t^ where

Every third thought Ihall be my grarc.

^la, I long

To hcartlie ftory of your life ; which muft
Take the car ftrangely.

Pro, lie deliver all.

And promife you calmc Seas, aufpicious galo.

And fail, fo expeditious, that ftiall catch

Your Royal fleet far off: My -4nV/ (Chick)
That is thy charge : then to the Elements

Be free, and fare thou well : plcafc you draw near.

Exeunt omnei.

EPILOGUE
Ipoken by Troffer.

NOw now my (^harm i are nil ore-thronn^

And what flretigth I have's mine ow»y

fvhich is moR faint. : mrv 'tis true

I wuil be here confind hy you^

Or fent to Naples •• Let me not

Since I have my Dnksdome got
,

,And pardon d the deceiver, dwell

In this hare I(land , l>y yourfpell ,

But releafe me from my bands

tvith the help ofjour good hands :

Gentle breath ofyours , my Sailes

MuH- fill or elfe my projeB failes ,

fVhich was to pleafe : Now I want

Spirits to enforce : Arts to enchant
,

And my ending is defpatre,

Vnle^ I be relievd by prayer
,

ff^hich pierces fo y that It ajjaults

tjliercyit felfy and frees allfaults.

As you from cr imes would pardon"d be ,

Let your Indulgencefet mefree. Exit.

The Scene an , an un-inhabited Ifland.

t^ames ofthe zABors,

ALonfo, Ktn^ of Naples.

Sebafialn his brother.

'Projoero , the rigat Dukf of dt'tllain.

Anthonio his Brother , the ufurping Duke of Mi/lain,

Ferdinand , Son to the King ofT^aples,

Gonz,alo , an honeft old Counfellor.

Adrian J and Francifco , Lords.

Caliban , a Salvage and deformed Slave,

Trinculo , a lefier.

Stephanc , a dntnkfn Bntltr,

I

Uliafier cf a Ship

Boat-Swain.

Marriners.

Afiranda daughter to TrofperCt

Ariel , an ayrie Spirit.

trig.

Ceres

luno, ^ Spirits.

NympKs\
Reapers.

FINIS
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THE
Two Gentlemen of Verona.

dA&us Trimufy Scena Trima,

VdUntnte^ ProthetUy and Speed.

VaUnt'iKe.

Eafe to perfwade, my loving Prttheus ;

Home-keeping youih, have ever homely wits>

Wer't noc afFc<5lion chaines thy tender days,

To tlie ivvect glances ofthy honouv'd Love,
I rather would entreat thy company,
To fee the wonders of the world abroad

,

Then (living dully fluggardiz'd at home)
Wear out thy youth with Hiapelefs idlenefs.

But fince thou lov'rt ; love Hill, and thrive therein

,

Even as I would, when I to love begin.

Pro. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet F'alentire Sid\m.

Think on thy Trotheus, when thou ( haply) feeft

Some rare note-worthy objeft in thy travaile.

Widi me partaker in thy happinefs,
When thoudo'ft meet good hap ; and in thy danger,
(if ever danger do environ thee)

Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers

,

For 1 will be thy Bfad's-manj yalenthie.
Val, And on a Love-book pray for thy fuccefs?

Pre. Upon fome book I love, lie pray for thee.

VaI. That's on fome fhallow Story of deep lore,

How young Ltanitr croll the Hellespont.

Pro. That's a deep Story of a deeper love.

For he was more then over-(hoos in love.

Val. 'Tis true
; for you are over-boots in love,

And yet you never fwom the HelleffoHt.

Pro. Over the Boots ? nay give me not the Boots,
Fat. No, 1 will not ; for it boots thee not
fro. What?
P^al. To be in love, where fcore is bought with groans;

Coy lookes, wjth heart-fore fighes: one fading moments
With twenty watchfull, weary, tedious nights : (mirth,
[f hnply won, perhaps a haplcfs gain :

If loll, why then a grievous labour won ;

How ever, but a folly bought with wit.
Or clfc a wit, by folly vanquilhed.

Pro. So, by your circumftance, you call mc fool.

So, by your circumrtance, I fear you'l prove.

'Tis love you cavil at, I am not Love.

Love is your Maftcr, for he Maftersyou
;

And he chat is fo yoked by a fool,

Mcthinks fhould not be Cronicled for wife.

Pro. Yet Writci-s fay ; as in the fweetert Bud,
The eating Canker dwcls ; fo eating Love
Inhabits in the fineft wits of all.

Val. And Wiiters fay; as the moH forward Bud

l^al.

Pro.

Fal.

Is eaten by the Canker ere it blow.

Even fo by Love, the young and tender wit
Is turn'd to folly, blafting in the Bud,
Loofing his verdure, even in the prime.
And all the fair effecl^ offuture hopes.

But wherefore wafte I time to counfail thee

Thatare a Votary to fond defire ?

Once more adieu : my Father at the Road
Expcfls my coming, there to fee me fhip'd.

fro. And thither will I bring thee ValeKtine.

f^al. Sweet frotheus , no : Now let us take our leave
At MilWin let mc hear from thee by Letters

Of thy fuccels in love ; and what news elfe

Betideth here in abfence of thy Friend

:

And I likewife will vifit thee with mine.
Pre. All happinefs bechance to thee in MiUaln.
^d. As much to you at home : and fo farewell. Exit
Pro. He after honour huntSi I after Love

;

He leaves his friends todignific them more ;

I love my fcif , my friends, and all for love :

rhou "^ul'ia , thou haft nietamorphos'd me :

Made me neglcft my ftudics, lofe my time ;

War with good counfail ; fet the world at nought

;

Made wit with mufing, weak ; heart fick with thought.

Sp. Sir ProtheHs : 'fave you : faw you my Mafter ?

Pro. But now he parted hence to embarke for M'lUain.

Sp. Twenty to one then , he is fliip d already,

And I havcplaidthsfheepin lofing him.

Pro. Indeed a fhccp doth very often ftray

,

And if the Shepheard be awhile away.

Sp. You conclude that my Mafter is a Shepheard then,

and I a fliecp?

Pre. I doe.

Sp. Why then my homes arc his homes , whether I

wake or fleep.

Pro. A filly anfwer,and fitting well a fheep.

Sp. This proves mc flill a fheep.

Pro. True ; and thy Maftcr a Ihepheard.

Sp. Nay, that I can deny by a circumftancc.

Pro. It fliall go hard but He prove it by another.

Sp. The Shepheard fecks the fheep , and not the

Sheep the Hiepheard ; but I feek my Maftcr , and my
Mafter fecks not me : therefore I am no fliccp.

Pro. The Sheep for Fodder follow the Shepheard , tiic

Shepheard for food follow'snotthe Sheeprthou for wages,

foUowcft thy Mafter, thy Maftcr for wages fellow's not

thee : therefore thou art a fheep.

Sp. Such a nother proof wiill make me cry Baa.

Pro. But doft thou hear .• gav'ft thou niy Letter to

Jvl'lA >

Sp. I
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Sf. J Sir : 1 ( a Icrt-Muuon ) gave your Letter co her

(a lac'd Mutton,) and fhc( a lac'd Mucton ) gave me (a

loft-Mucton) no;hingformy labour.

T>9. Heic's too fmall a Pafture for fuch ftorc of Mut-

tons.

Sf. If the ground be over-charg'd , you were bcft

(tick her.

Pro. Nay in that you are aftray : 'twere bcft pound

you.

Sp. Nay Sir,Iefs then a pound fhall fervc mc for carry-

ing your letter.

Pro. You miflake ; I mean the Pound, a Pinfold.

Sf. From a pound to a pin ? fold it over and over,

'Tis three fold too little for carry ing a letter to your Lover.

Pro. But what faid ftic ?

Sf. I.

Pro. Nod-I, why that's Noddy.

Sf. You rriltook, Sir, I faid Hic did nod:

And you ask me if (he did nod, and I faid I.

Pro. And that fct together, is noddy,

Sp. Now you have taken the paines to fct It together

,

take it for your paines.

Pro. No, no, you fliall have it for bearing the Letter.

Sf. Well, I perceive I niuft be fain to bear with you.

Pro. Why fir, how do you bear with me ?

Sf. Marry fir, the Letter very orderly.

Having nothing but the word noddy for my paines.

Pro. Bcfhrew nie, but you have a quick wit.

Sp. And yet it cannot overtake your flow purfe.

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief; what

faid fhe?

Sp. Open your purfe , that the money and the matter

may be both delivered.

Pro. Well fir : here is for your paines: what faid (he ?

Sp. Truly fir, I think you'l hardly win her.

Pro. Why? could' It thou perceive fo much from het.?

Sp. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from her

;

No, not fo much as a Ducket for delivering your letter:

And being fo hard to me, that brought your minde

;

I fear (hee'l prove as hard to you in telling her minde.

Give her no token but ftoncs, for fliee's as hard as fteel.

Pro. What faid (he, nothing ?

Sf. No, not fo much as take this for thy paines: (me;

To tcftifie your bounty, I thank you, you have Tcltern'd

In requital whereof, hcnccfortn carry your letter your

felf ; And fo fir, He commend you to my Maltcr,

Pro. Co, go, be gone, to fave your (nip from wrack,

Which cannot perifli having thee aboard.

Being deftin'd to a dryer death on (Tiore

:

I nf.uft go fend fome better MelTenger,

I fear my Julia would not deign my lines,

Receiving them from fuch a worthlefs poft, gxit.

Scena Secwida,

Enter Jnlla and Lncetta,

Jul. But fay Lueetta (^novj are wc alone)

Would'ft thou then counfail me to fall in love ?

Luc. I Madam, fo you ftumble not unheedfuliy.

Jul. Of all the fairc refort of Gentlemen,
That every clay with par'lc encounter me.

In thy opinion which is woithieltlovc ?

Luc. Plcafc you repeat their name$,Ilefhc-/v my mind,
According to my (hallow fimpie skill.

Ju. What thinkd thou of the fair Sir Sgiamoer f

Luc. As of a Knight, wcIUfpoken,neat,4nd fine
;

But were I you , he never fhouJd be mine.

7«. What think'(i thou of the rich Mercatio t

Lu. Well of his wealth ; but of himfclf, fo, io.

Jii. What think'ft thou of the gentle Protheiu }

Lh. Lord, Lord : to fee what folly rai^ncs in us.

"ju. How now ? what means this piTion at his name?
Lh. Pardon dear Madam, 'tisapatfing lliam*,

That I (unworthy body as I am)
Should ccnfurc thus on lovely Gentlemen.

lu. Why not on Proihem., as of all the reft ?

Lu. Then thus : of n.any good, I think him bcft.

/«. Your reafon?

Lu. I have no other bur a womans reafon.

I think him fo, bccaufe I think him fo.

Ih. And would'ft thou have mc caft my love on him '

Lu. I : if you thought your love not caft away.

/«. Why he,of allthe reft, hath never niov'd me,

Lu. Yet he, of all the re(t, I think bcft loves ye.

Im. His little fpeaking (hews his love but fmall,

Lu. Fire thats clofeft kept, burns moft of all.

Im. They do not love, that do not (hew their lov;.

Ku. Oh, they love Icaft,that let men know their iovf,

/«, I would I knew his minde,

Lu. Perufe this Paper Madam.
lu. To lulla : fay, from whom ?

lu. That the Contents will (hew.

lu. Say, fay : who gave it thee ?

Lw.Sir yaltntines Page: & fent I think from Pro:neus.

He would have given it you, but I being in the way,

Did in your name receive it : pardon the fault I pray^

lu. Now (by my modefty) a goodly Broker

:

Dare you prefume to harbour wanton lines ?

To whifperand confpire againft my youth?

Now truft me, 'tis an oflice of great worth
j

And you an officer fit for the place.

There : take the Paper : fee it be return'd,

Or elfe return no more into my fight.

Lu. To plead for love, deferves m.orc fee then hate.

lu. Will ye be gone .?

Lu. That you may ruminate. £.v;r.

lu. And yet I would I had orc-look'd the Letter

;

It were a fhame to call her back again,

A nd pray her to a fault, for which I chid her.

What 'fool is ftie, that knows I am a Maid,

And would not force the letter to my view ?

Since Maids in modefty, fay No to that

,

Which they would have the profFerer conftiue,!.

Fie, fie *, hew way-ward is this foolilhlove;

That (like a tefty Babe) will fcratch the Nurfc,

And prefcntly, all humbled, kiflc the Rod ?

Howchurliftily I chid LucetM hence.

When willingly I would have had her here?

How angcrly I taught my brow to frown.

When inward joy enfoic'd my heart to fmile >

My penance is, to call LucettA back.

And ask rcmidion for my folly paft.

What hoe : Lucetta.

Lh. What would your Ladiflupf

lu. Is't near dinner time ?

Lu. I would it were.

That you might kill your ftomack on your meat,
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And no: upon your Maid.

Ju. What is't chat you.

Took up fo gingerly ?

Lti. Nothing.

J». Why did"ft thou ftoop then ?

Lu. To take a Paper up , that I let fall.

J«. And is that Paper nothing ?

Lu. Nothing Concerning me.

Ju, Then let it lye , for thofe that it concerns.

Lu. Madam, it will not lye where it concerns,

Unlefs it have a falfe interpreter.

Jm, Some Love of yours hath writ to you in Rime.

Lh. That I might fing it (Madam) to a tune

:

Give a note, your Ladilhip can fct.

Ju. As little by fuch toy's, as may be poflible :

Belt fing it to the tune oiLight O Love.,

Lu, Itis too heavy for fo light a tunc.

J». Heavy .? belike it hath fomc burthen then ?

Lu. I : and melodious were it, would you fing ic.

Ju. And why not you ?

Lh. I cannot reach fo high.

Jh. Lets fee your fong :

How now Minion ?

Lu. Keep tune there (till, fo you will fing it out

:

And yet mcthinks I do not like this tunc.

lu. You do not ?

Lu. No (Madam) 'tis too fhaip,

lu. You (Minion) arr too fawcic.

Lu. Nay, now you are too flat

;

And marre the concord , with too harfli a dcfcant

:

There wanteth but a Mean to fill your Song.

lu. The Mean is drown'd with your unruly bafc,

Lu- Indeed I bid thcc bafc for Protheta.

lu. This babble fiiall not hcneeforth trouble me ;

Here is a coilc with proteftation :

Goe, get you gone: and let the Papers lye:

You would be fingring them to anger me.

Lu. She makes it ftrangc,but (he would be bcft pieas'd

To be fo angred with another Letter. Exet.
lu. Nay, would I were fo angred with the fame

;

Oh hatefull hands, to tear fuch loving words

;

Injurious Wafps, to feed on fuch fwcct honey,

And kill the Bees that yield it, with your icings

;

He kifs each fcveral Paper for amends

:

Look, here is writ,kinde luUa : unkinde /«//W,

As in revenge of thy ingratitude,

I throw thy name againlt the bruzing fiones,

Trampling contcmptuoufly on thy difdain.

And here is writ, Love-moundtd Protheus.

Poor wounded name : my bofome, as a bed.

Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly heal'd

;

And thus I fcarch it with a fovcraign kiflfe.

But twice, or thrice,, was Protheiu written down

:

Be calm (good winde) blow not a word away.

Till I have found each letter in the Letter,

Except mine own name : That fome whirlc-wind bear

Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging Rock

,

And throw it thence into the ra-'in" Sea.

Loc, here m one line is his name twice writ

:

Poorforlome Pretbeui^^ajfionate Trotheui :

To the fivcet luUa: that lie tear away :

And yet I will not , fith fo prctily

He couples ir, to his complaining names

;

Thus will I fold them, one upon another

;

Now kifs, cmbracc,contend,do what you will. Enter.

Lu, Madam : dinner is read
j , and your father ftayes.

lu. Well, let us goe.

Lu. What,fliall thefc Papers lie, like tell-tales here?

lu. If you refpcd them ; bcft to take them up.

Lu. Nay, I was taken up, for laying them down..

Yet here they fliall not lye for catching cold.

lu. I fee you have a month's mind to them.

Lu. I (Madam) you may fay what fights you fee

;

I fee things too,alchough you judge I wink,

lu. Come, come, wilt plcafe you goe ? Exeunt.

Enter Antonio Panthm and Protheus.

Ant. Tell me Panthion^ what fad talk was that

,

Wherewith my brother held you in the Cloyftcr ?
Pan. Twas of his Nephew Prothew^ your fonne,
Ant. Why ? what of him ?

Pan. He wondred that your Lordfiiip

Would fuffer him to fpend his youth at home,
While other men of {lender reputation

Put forth their Sonn's, to feek preferment out.

Some to the warres,to try their fortune there j
Some to difcover Iflands farre away :

Some, to the ftudious Univerficies.

For any,or for all thele exercifcs.

He faid, thnProthetu, your fon, was meet j
And did requcft mc to importune you
To let him fpend his time no more at home ;

Which would be great impeachment to his age,

In having known no travail in his youth.

Ant. Nor need "ft thou much importune me to that

Whereon, this moneth I have been hammering.
I haveconfidcr'd well, his lofsof time.

And now he cannot be a perfeft man.
Not being tried, nor tutor'd in the world :

Experience is by induftry atchicv'd.

And perfedled by the fwift courfe of time:

Then tell me, whither were I bcft to fend him.?

Pan. I think your Lordfhip is not ignorant

How his Companion, youtWull Falentiney

Attends the Empcrour in his Royal Court.

Ant. I know it well. (thither,

Pan. 'Twere good , I think, your Lordfliip fent him
There fhall he pra<Stife Tilts and Turnaments

;

Hear fweet difcouifc, conveife with Noblemen,

And be in eye ofevery excrcife

Worthy his youth and noblenefs of birth.

tAnt. I like thy counfail : well haft thou advis'd :

And that thou maift perceive how well I like it

,

The execution of it mall make known
j

Even with the fpeedieft expedition,

I will difpatch him to the Emperours Court.

Pan. To morrow, may it plcafe you, Don Alphonfo^

With other Gentlemen ofgood efteem

Are journeying to falute the Emperour,'

And to commend their fervice to his will.

Ant. Good company : with them (hall Protheus goe

:

And in good time,now will we break with him. Enter.

Pro. Sweet Love, fweet lines, fweet life, {^ro.

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart

,

Here is her oath for love, her honours pawn

:
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chat our Fathers would applaud our Loves

To fcal our happinefs with their confents.

Oh heavenly 'julia.

Ant. How now? What Letter arc you reading there ?

7>rff. May't pleafe your Lordfhip, 'tis a word or two

Of commendations fcnt from Valentiut
;

Delivci'd by a friend, that came from him.

Ant, Lend me the Letter : Let mc fee what news.

.. Pro, There isno news (my Lord) but that he writes

How happily he lives , how well faelov'd*

And daily giaccd by the Emperour

;

Wifhing me with him, partner of his fortime.

Ant, And bow (tana you affected to his wifli ?

Pro, As one relying on your Lordlliips will

,

And not depending on his friendly wi(h.

^nt. My will is fometh'mg forted with hw tvifli

:

Mufe not that I thus fuddenly proceed

;

For what I will, I will, and there's an end ;

1 am refolv'd that thou fhalt fpcnd fometimc

With Valtntlm in the.Emperours Court

:

What maintenance he from his friends recciv's.

Like cxhibuion thou fhalt have from mc.

To morrow be in readinefle to go,

Excufe it not : for 1 am peremptory.

Pro, My Lord I cannot be fo foon provided

,

Pleafe you deliberate a day or two.

Ant. Look what thou want'ft fliall be fent after thee

:

No more of flay : to morrow thou niuft go

;

Come on Pantmon
;
you (hall be imploy'd

,

To ha(ten on his expedition.

Pro, Thus have I (hunn'd the fire for fear of burning.

And drench'd mc in the Sea, where I am drown'd,

I fear'd to fhew my father Julia'j Letter,

Leaft he fhould take exceptions to my Lore,

And with the vantage of mine own excufe

Hath he excepted moft againft my Love,

Oh, how this fpving of love rcfcmbleth

The uncertain glory of an Aprill day.

Which now fhews all the beauty of the Sun,

And by and by a cloud takes all away, Entir.

'Pan. Sir Prothettt^ your father call's for you,

He is in hafte , therefore I pray you go.

Pro. Why this it is: my heart accords thereto,

And yet a thoufand times it anfwei's no.

Exeuttt, Flnli.

Enter VaUntint^Sfeed^ Silvia.

Spetd. Sir, your Glove.

P'alen, Not mine : my Gloves are on,

Sf. Why then this may be yours : for this is but one.
yal. Ha ? Let mc fee : I, give it me, it's mine :

Sweet ornament, that decks a thing divine

,

Ah Silvia^ Silvia.

Speed. Madam Silvia ; Madam Silvia.
Val. How now Sirrah ?

Sp, She is not within hearing Sir.

Vul. Why (ir,who bad you call her ?

Sp. Your worlliip (ir, or elfe I miftook,
f^al. Well ; you'l ftill be too forward.

Sp. And yet I was lalt chidden foi ncing coo liow.

yal. Go to fir, tejl me: .do you know Madam Silvia ?

Sp. She that your worlhip loves?

l^at. Why, how know you that I am in love ?

Sp. Marry by thcfc fpccial marks : (ir(t,you have

Icarn'd ( like fir />rof%r«* ) to wreath your armcs like a

Maic-content r to relifh a Love-Song , fikea Robinrfed-

bread ; to waike alone like one that had the Peftilencc ;

to figh like a Schoole-boy that had loft his A. B. C.to
weep like a young Wench that had lo(t her Grandarti : to

faft like one that takes dyet : to watch like one that fears

robbing : to (peak puling like a Beggcr at HallowmalTc :

You were wont when you laughed to crow like a Cock

:

when you walk'd ; to walk like one of the Lions r when
you fafted,itwas prefcntly after dinner: when you look't

fadly , it was for want of money : And now you arc Ms-
tamorphos'd with a Miftrcffe, that when I look on you, I

can hardly think vou my Mafter.

Vdl. Kk all thcfc things pcrcei v'd in me ?

Sp. They are all percclv'd without ye,

Val. Without mc ? they cannot,

Sp. Without you? nay, that's certain r for without

you weie fo fimple , none elfe would : but you are fo

without thefe follies, that thcfc follies arc within yoii,3nd

fhine through you like the w.iter in an Urinal : that not

an eye that fees ycu, but is a Phyfician to Comment on
your Malady.

(^al. But tell me t doft thou know my Lady Olivia}

Sp. She that you eaie on <o, as (he (its at fupper ?

f^aJ. Haft thou oGfcrv'd that ? even (he I mean,
Sp. Why fir, I know her not.

f^al, DoH thou know her by g«zing on her , and yet

know'(t her not f

Sp. Is ("he not hard favoui'd fir ?

f^al. Not fo fair (boy ) as well favour "d.

Sp. Sir, I know that well cnoagh.

f^al. What doft thou know ?

Sp. That (he is not fo fair, as (ot you) well favout'd ?

yal, I mean that her beauty is exquifitc.

But her favour infinite.

Sp. That's becaufe the oncis painted , andtheothei

out of all count.

raJ. How psiinted .' and how out of count >

Sp. Marry fir, fo painted to make her fair, that no

man counts of her beauty.

f«/. How dkem'ft choume? I account of her beauty.

Sp, You never faw her iincc fhe wis deform*d.

f^al. How long hath fhc been deform'd f

Sp. Ever fince you lov'd her.

l^al. I have lov'd her ever fince I favv her

,

Andftillireeherteautifull.

Sp. If you love her, you cannot fee her.

Fal. Why?
Sp. Becaufe Love is blinde : O that you had mine

eyes , or your own eyes had the lights they were wont

to have , when you chid at Sir Prtthens , for going un.

gartet'd.

rw. What (hould I fee then }

Sp. Your own prefent folly , and her pafttng dcfor-

mitic : for he, being in love, could not fee to garter his

Hofe ; and you , being in love, cannot fee to pot en youi

Hofc.

fal. Belike (Boy )then you arc in Iovc,for laft morning

You could not fee to wipe my (hooes.

Sp. True fir , I was in love with my bed , I thank

you, you fwing'd inc for my love , which makes me the

boidnj
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bolder to chide you for yours.

f^al. In conclufion I Hand affcftcd to her

:

Sp. I would you were fct , fo your affeflion would

ceafe,

V/tl. Lafl night Hie cnjoyn'd me,

To write fomc lines to one me loves.

5j». And have you.

ral. I have.

•S";*. Are they not lamely writ ?

Val. No ( Boy ) but as well as I can do them :

Peacei here me comes.

Sf. Oh excellent Motion ; Oh exceeding Puppet

:

Now will he interpret to her.

t^al. Madam and Miftris, a thoufand good morrowes.

Sp. Oh, 'give yc-good-ev'n : here's a million of man-

ners.

SH. Sir Valentine^ and fervant,to you two thoufand,

Sil. He Oiould g ve her incereft : and (he gives it him.

f^al. As you injoyn'd me ; I have writ your Letter

Unto the fecrct, namelefs friend of yours:

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in

,

But my duty to your Ladiftiip.

5/7.1 thank you(gcntlefervant)'tisvcry Clerkly done.

F^/, Now truft me (Madam) it came hardly off:

For being ignorant to whom it goes,

I writ at random very doubtfully.

Sll. Perchance you think too much of fo much pains >

l^al. No (Madam,) fo it fteed you, I will write

(Plcafe you command) a thoufand times as much:

And yet/'

Sil. A pretty, period : well : I guefs the fequcll

;

And yet I will not name it : and yet I care not.

And yet, take this again : and yet I thank you

:

Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more.

Sp. And yet you will : and yet, another yet.

Val, What means your Ladifhip ?

Do you not like it ?

Sil. Yes, yes.- the lines arc very quaintly writ,

But (fince unwillingly) take ihem again.

Nay, take them.

y'al. Madam, they are for you.

Sil. I, I : you writ them Sir at my requert

,

But I will none of them : they are for you :

I would have had them writ more movingly :

Val. Pleafe you, He write ycur LadiQiip another.

Sil. And wlwn it's writ : for my fake read it over

,

And if It pleafe you, fo : if not, why fo.

yal. If it pleafe me (Madam?) what then ?

Sll. Why if it pleafe you, take it for your labour

;

And fo good morrow fcrvant. Exit.

Sp. Oh Jeft unfeen : infcrutible, invifible,

Asa nofe on a mans facc,or a Weathercock on a Steeple:

My Mafter fues to her : and (he hath taught her Sutor,

He being her Pupil, to become her Tutour.

Oh excellent devife, was there ever heard a better ?

That my Mafter being Scribe

,

To himfelf ftiould write the Letter ?

Val. How now fir?

What arc you rcafoning with your felf ?

Sp. Nay, I was riming: 'tis you that have the reafon,

Val. To do what?

Sp. To be a fpokes-man from Madam Silvia.

Val. Tb whom ?

Sp. To your felf: why, (lie woe's you by a figure.

Val^ What figure ?

Sp', By a Letter, I ftiould fay.

Val. Why fhc hath not writ to me ?

Sp. What need fhe.

When (he hath made you write to your felf ?

Why, do you not perceive the jeft ?

Val. No, believe mc.
Sp. No believing you indeed Sir :

But did you perceive her cameft ?

Val. S\\z gave me none, except an angry word.

Sp. Why (he hath given you a Letter.

Val. That's the Letter I writ to her friend.

Sp. And that Letter hath (he deli ver'd,Jic there's an end.

Val, I would it were no worfe.

Sp. lit warrant you 'tis as well

:

For often have you writ to her : and (he in mode(^y
,

Or elfe for want of idle time, could not again reply.

Or fearing elfe fome melTengcr, that might her mind dif-

cover

Her felf hath caught licrLovc himfelf to write unto her

All tliis I fpeak in Print, for in Print I found it. (Lover

Why mufe you fir, 'tis dinnertime.

Val. Ihavcdin'd.

Sp. I, but hearken fir : though the Cameleon Love can

feed on the aire , I am one that am nourilh'd by my vi-

(ftuals ; and would fain have meat : oh be not like your

Miftrcfs, be moved, be moved. ExtHnt.

Seem Secunda.

Snttr ProthetUf Jullay 'Jpanthitn.

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia,

Jul. I mu(t where is no remedy.

Pro. When polTibly I can, I will return.

Jul. Ifyou turn not; you will return the fooncr:

Keep this remembrance for thy Julians fake.

Pro. Why then wec'l make exchange

;

Here, take you this.

Jul. And feal this bargain with a holy ki(re.

Pro. Here is my hand, for my true con(iancie

:

And when that hour ore-flips me in the day.

Wherein I figh not (Julia) for thy fake,

The next cnfuing hour, fome foul mifchance

Torment me for my Lovi s forgetfulnefs

:

My father ftayes my coining : anfwer not:

The Tide is now ; nay, not th y tide of tears,

That tide will (lay me longer then I (hould,

Juiia farewell : what, gone without a word ?

f , fo true love (hould do : it cannot fpeak

,

For truth hath better Atzds than words to grace it.

Pan. Sir Prothttu., you arc (laid for.

Pro. Goc, I come, I come

:

Alas, this parting (Irikespoor Lovers dumb.
Exeunt.

Scena Tenia,

Enter Launce^ Panthien.

Launce. Nay , 'twill be this hour ere I have done

weeping : all the kind of thee Lamces have this very

fault : 1 have rccci v'd my proportion , like the prodigious

fonne,
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Son, and am going with Sir Protheus to the Iinpcrialls
j

Court : I think Crab my Dog, be the fowrcft natured

Dog that lives : My Mother weeping : my Father wail-

ing : my Sifter crying : our Maid howling : our Cat

wringing her hands, and all our houfc in a great perple-

xity, yet did not this cruell-hcartcd Curre flied one tear

:

he is aftonc, a very pibblc-ftone, and has no more pity

in him then a Dog : a Jew would have wept to have fccn

our parting : why my Orandam having no cycs,Iook you,

wept her felf blind at my parting : nay, Tie ihow you the

manner of it. This iTiooe is my father : no, this left Hiooc

is my father ; no, no, this left fiiooe is my mother : nay,

that cannot be fo neither; yes : it is fo, it is fo; it hath the

worfer fole : thii .liooe with the hole in it, is my mother :

and this my father: a vcng'ancc on't , there 'tis: Now fir,

this ftafFe is my fitter : for look you , fhc is as white as a

lilly , and as fmall as a wand : this hat is Nan our maid :

I am the dog ; no, tht dog is himfclf , and I am the dog

:

oh , the dog is me , and I am my fclf : I fo , fo : now
come I to my Fa thcr ; Father , your bleffing : now
iTiouId not the fliooc fpcak a word for weeping

:

now fliould I kiflc my Father ; well , he weeps en :

Now come \ to my Modier : Oh that fhe could fpcak

now , like a woulrt-woman : well > I kifle her : why
there 'tis ; here's my mothers breath up and down :

Now come I to my filler ; marke the moan fliemakes:

now the doggc all this while rtieds not a tear : nor

fpeakcs a word : but fee how I lay the duft with my
tears. •

Tanth. Launce^ away, away : a Board thy Matters is

(liip'd , and thou art to pott after with oars ; what's the

matter? why. ;vYcep'ft thou man ? away affc, you'l loofe

ihc Tide , ifybu tarry any longer.

Lamt. It is no matter if the.tidc were lort,for it is the

unkindcft Tide , that ever any man tyde.

Panth. What's the unkindeft tide ?

Lau. Why, he that's tide here, Crab my dog.

Pa». Tut man : I mean thoul't loofe the floud , and
in loofihg the flood, loofc thy voysgc, and in loofing thy

,'oyage , loofe thy matter , nnd ii\ loofing thy Matter

,

loofe thy fcrvice, and in loofihg thy fervicc :———why
doft thou ftop my mouth ?

Lau». For fear thou fliould'tt loofe thy tongue.

Panth. Where ttiould I loofe my tongue ?

Laun. In thy Talc.

PaKth, In thy Taile.

LauH. Loofe the Tydc, and the voyage, and the Ma-
tter, and the Service, and the tide : why man if the River
were drie, I am able to fill it with my tears : if the wind
were down , I could diive the boat with my fighes.

Paitth. Come : come away man , I was fcnt to call

thee.

Lau. Sir : call me what thou dar'ft.

Pan. Wilt thou go.

Lau. Well, I will go. Exeunt,

Seem Quma.

Enter J^ahntlne^ Silvia^ Thurlo^ SpcedyD/^e^ Prothetu.

Sll. Servant.

J^al. Mifiris.

Sp. Matter, Sir Thurio frowns on you.

yal. I boy it's for love.

5^. Not of you.

Val. Ofmy Mittris then.

Sp. Twcre good you knockt him.
Sit. Servant, yor are fad,

P^al. Indeed, Madam, I fecm fo.

Thu. Seem you that you arc not i

Val. Hap'lyldo.
Thft, So do Counterfeits,

^al. So do you.

Thu. What fcem I that lam not ?

Val, Wife.

Thu. What inftancc ofthccontrary ?

Val. Your folly.

Thu, And how quoat you my folly ?

Val, I quoat it in your Jerkcn.

Thn, My Jerken is a doublet.

Val. Well then, He double your folly.

Thtt. How ?

Sll. What, angry , Sir Thurio..^ do you change colouri"

Val, Give him leave ,Madam,he is a kindof C<t»»f//V«.

Thu. That hath more inindc to feed on your blcud

,

tbcn liyc in your aire.

Val. You have faid Sir.

Thu. I Sir, and done too for this timC'

Val, I know it well fir,you alwayes end ere you begin.

S'U. A fine volly of word$,gcntlcmc,& quickly fliot off.

Val. 'Tis indeed. Madam, we thanK the giver.

SH. Who is that Servant ?

Val, Your felf (fweei Lady) for you gave the fire.

Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your Ladittiips looks

,

And fpends what he borrows kindly in your company.

Thu. Sir, if you fpend word for word witl» me, I llull

make your wit bankrupt.

Val\ know it well fir,you have an Exchequer ofword»,

And I think, no other treafure to give your followers

:

For it appears by their bare Liveries

That they live by your bare words.

ril. No more, gentlemen, no more :
'

Here comes my father.

DnkS' Now, daughter, Silvia^ you are hard befct.

Sir Valentine^ your father is in good iicalth.

What fay you to a Letter from yourfriends

Of much good news ?

Val. My Lord I will he thankfull,

To any mettenger from thence.

Buke. Know you Bon Antomo
,
your Countriman f

Vdl. I, my good Lord, I know the Gentleman

To be ofworth, and worthy cftimation.

And not without defert fo well reputed.

Buke. hath Ik not a Son }

Val. I my good Lord, a Son ; that well deferves

The honoor, and regard of fiich a father.

Bukj. You know him well .'

Val, I knew him as my felf: for from our Infancie

We have conveift, and fpent air heuw together,

And though my fclf have been an idle Trcwant,

Omitting the fvvcct benefit of time

To clothe mine age with Angel-likeperfcrtion

;

Yet hath Sir Prothetu (for that's his name)

Made ufc, and fair advantage cf his daycs:

His years but young, but his experience old

:

His head unmellowed, but his judgement ripe;

And in a word (for far bchindehis worth

Comes all the praifcsthati now befbw.)
^

C He
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He is compleat in feature, and in iniride,

With all good grace, to grace a Gentleman,

Duk. Bcflirew mc fir, but if he make this good

He is as worthy for an Emprefs love

,

As meet to bean Emperours Councellor :

Well, Sir : this gentleman is come to me.

With Commendation from great Potentates,

And here he means to fpcnd his time a while,

I think 'tis no welcome news to you.

Val. Should I have wifli'd a thing, it had been he.

Dnk.. Welcome him then according to his worth

:

Silvia^ I fpeak to you, and you Sir Thario^

For Valent'we^ I need not cite him to it,

I will fend him hither to you prefcntly.

Fal. This is the gentleman I told your Ladiftiip

Had come along with me, but that his Miftrefs

Did hold his eyes, lockt in her Chriftal boks,

SH. Belike that now jlie hath enfnnchis'd them

Upon fome other pawne for fealtyi

Val. Nay furc, I think (he holds them prifoners ftiU.

Sil. Nay then he (hould be blind, and being blind

How cou'd he fee his way to feck out you ?

Val. Why Lady, Love hath twenty pair of eyes,

ThH. Tlicy fay that love hath not an eye at all.

f^al. To fee fuch Lovers, Thurlo^ as your fclf,

Upon a homely objedl love can wink. Enter.

> «7. H 1 ve done, have donerherc comes the gentleman.

yal. Welcome, deer ProthcHt : Miftris, I bcfeech you
Confirm this welcome, with fome fpccial favour,

Sil. His Worth is warrant for his welcome hither.

If this be he you oft have wilh'd to hear from.

Fal, Miftris, it is : fwcet Lady, entertain him
To be my fcllow-fervant to your Ladifliip.

Sil. Too low a Miftris for fo high a fervant.

Pro. Not fojfwect Lady, but too, mean a fervant,

To have a look of fuch a worthy Miftris.

l^al. Leave off difcourfe of difabilitie

:

Sweet Lady, enrertain him for your fervant.

Pro. My dutic will I boaft of, nothing elfe.

S:l. And dutic never yet did want his meed.

Servant, you arc welcome to a worthlefs Miftris.

Pro. rie die on him that faies fo but your fclf.

Sil. That you are welcome ?

J'ro. Thatyouarcworthlefs. (you.

Thur. Madam, my Lord your father would fpeak with

Sil. I wait upon his pkafure : Come Sir Thario^

Go with me : once more, new fervant welcome;
rie leave you to confer of home affairs,

When you have done , we look to heat from you.

Pro. Wee'l both attend upon your Ladiftiip.

T'^al. Now tell me how do all from whence you came ?

Pro. Your friends are well , and have them much com-

^d/. And how do yours? (mended
Pro. I left them all in health.

Val. How does your Lady ? and how thrives your love?

Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you,

I know you joy not in a Lovc-difcourfc,

Val. I PrethetUy but that life is alter'd now,
I have done penance for contemning Love,

Wr.ofe high cmperious thoughts have punifti'd mc
with bitter fafts, with penetentiall groans.

With nightly tears, and daily heart-fore fig hes,

For in revenge of my contempt of love.

Love hath chac'd flecp from my enthralled eyes.

And made them watchers of mine own hearts forrow.

O gentle Protheta^ Lov's a raigh.y Lord,

And hath fo humbled me, as I confefs

There is no woe to his corredtion.

Nor to his fcrvice, no fuch joy on earth

:

Now, no difcourfe, except it be oflove :

Now can I break my faft, dine, fup, and deep,
Upon the very naked name of love.

Tro. Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye •

Was this the Idoll, that you worftiip fo ?
Val. Even She ; and is ftie not a heavenly Saint ?

Pro. No
.;
But iTic is an earthly Paragon.

Vat. CaU her divine. ' ^

Pro. I will not flatter her.

Val. O flatter mc : for love delights in praife.
Pr». When I was fick, you gave me bitter pills,

And I muft minifter the like to you.
Val. Then fpeak the truth by her, if not divine

Yet let her be a principalitie,

Sovcraigne to all the Creatures on the earth.
Pro. Except my Miftris.

Val. Sweet t except not any,
Except thou wilt except agajnft my Love.

Pro. Have I not reafon to prefer mine own ?

Vol. And I will help thee to prefer her too

;

She (hall be dignified with this high honour.
To bear my Ladies train, Icaft the bafe eaith
Should from her vefture chance to fteale a kifs.

And of fo great a favour growingproud,
Difdain to root the Summcr-fwelling flower.

And make rough Winter evcrlaftingly.

Pro. Why Valentine^ what Bragadifm is this ?

Val. Pardon rat(^Prothetts)z\\l can is nothing
;

To her, whofe worth makes other worthies nothing

;

She is alone.

Pro. Then let her alone.

Val. Not for the world ; why man , flie is mine own.
And I as rich in having fuch a Jewell

As twenty Seas, if all their fand were pcarle.

The water Neflar, and the Rock pure gold.

Forgive me, that I do not dream on thee,

Becaufe thou fecft me doat upon my love

:

My foolifti Rivall that her father likes

(Onely for his poffcffions arc fo huge)

Is gone with her along, and 1 muft after,

For Love (thouknow'ft) is fullof jealoufie.

Pro. But flic loves you ? (hour,

Val. I, and we are bctroathed : nay more,our marriage

With all the cunning manner of our night

Dctermin'doff : how I muft cUimbe her window.
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means

Plotted, and 'greed on for my happinefs.

Good PretheuSyOQ with me to my chamber.

In thefc affaires to aid mc with thy counfcl.

Pro. Go on before : I fhall enquire you forth

:

I muft unto the Road, to dif-cmbarqoe

Somcncceffaries ; that I needs muft ufc,

And then I'le prefcntly attend you.

Val, Will you make hafte ?

Pro. I will.

Even as one heat, another heat expels.

Or as one nail by ftrength drives out another .*

So the remembrance ofmy fomier Lore
Is by a new objeft quite forgotten

,

Is it mine theri, or Valeatifie ans priik ?

Her true perfe6tion, or my falfe tranfgrcflion ?

That makes me rcafonlefs, to reafon thus ?

She is fair : andfo is fttlia thaci love,

(The
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(That I did love, for now my love is thaw'

Which like a waxen Image 'gainft a fire

Bears no imprelTion of the thing it was.)

Me thinks my zeal to f^alentine is cold.

And that I love him not as I was wont

:

O, but I love his Lady too- too much.

And that's the rcafon I love him fo little.

How flialll doat on her with more advice.

That thus without advice begin to love her

Tis but her pi6lurc I have yet beheld.

And that hath dazd'd fomy rcafons light

:

But when I look on her pcrfeftions

,

There is no reafon, but I fliall be bliode.

If I can check my erring love, I will

;

If not, to compafs her I'lc ufe my skill.

d.

Exit.

Scena Quarta,

Enter Sfeed and LauHce.

Speed. Lauwe, by mine honcfty welcome to Padua.

Laun. Foi fvvcav not thy feif, fwect youth, for I am
not welcome. I reckon this alwaics, that a man is never

undone till he be hang'd , nor never welcome to a place,

till fome certain fliot be paid , and the Hoftcfs fay wel-

come.

Sfeed. Comc-on you mad-cap : Tie to the Alc-houfe

with you prefently ; where , for one fhot of five pence

,

thou fhalt have five thoufand welcomes : But firha , how

did thy Mafter part with Madam lulla ?

Lati. Marry after they doas'd in eameft, they parted

very fairly in jeft.

Sf. But fliall flie marry him ?

hau. No.

Sf. How then .? fliall he marry he ?

Lau. No, neither.

5/>. What, are they broken ?

Lau. No ; they are both as whole as a fifl*.

5/>, Why then, how ftands the matter with them .?

Lan. Many thus, when it ftands well with him , it

ftands well with her.

5p. What an afle art thou, I undcrfland thee not.

Lau. What a block art thou, that thou can'ft not .?

My ftaffeunderftandsme.

Sf. What thou fai'ft?

Lau. I, and what I do too : look thcc , I'le but kan
,

and my ftafifc underfiands me.

Sf. It ftands under thee indeed.

hau. Why, ftand-under : and undctftand is all one.

Sf. But tell me true, wil't be a match ?

Lau. Ask my dog , if he fay I : it will : if he fay

no, it will: if he make histailc and fay nothing, it

will,

Sf, The condufion is then, that it will.

Lau. Thou flialt never get fuch a fecret froni me, but

by a parable.

Sf. 'Tis well that I get it fo : but Lrf«»ff, how fai'ft

thou that my mafter isbccome a notable Lover ?

Lau. 1 never knew him otherwifc,

Sf. Then how?
Lau. A notable Lubber : as thoa reponcft him to

be.

Sf. Why, thou wtionon Allc , inou uultaK'lt mc.

Lau. VVhy Foolc , I meant not thee , I meant not

thy Mafter.

Sf. I tell thcc, my mafter, is become a hot Lover.

Lau. Why I tell thee, I care noi,chough he burn him.
fclf in Love. Ifthou wilt go with mc to the Alehoufc
fo, if not, thou art an Hebrew , a Jew^ and not worth the
name of a Chriftian.

Sf. Why ?

Lau. Becaufe thou bft not fo much charity in thee as

to go to the Ale with a Chriftian : Wilt iliou go ?

Sf. At thy feryice.

Exeum.

Scenn Sexta.

tnter Trothetufolw.

Pro. To leave my lulU ; fliall I be forfworn *

To love fair Silvia % fliall I be forfworn ?

To wrong my friend, I fliall be much foffwom.
And ev'n that Power which gave me fiift iiiy oath
Provokes mc to this three-fold perjury.

Love bad me fwcar, and Love bids me for-fwcar

;

fwect fuggefting Love, if thou haft fin'd,

Teach me ( thy tempted fubjedt ) to cxcufe it.

At firft I did adore a twinkling Star ,

But now I worfliip a celeftial Sun :

Un-heedful vows may hccdfully be broken,
And he wants wit, that wants refolvcd will.

To learn his wit, t'exchange the bad for better;

Fie, fie unrevercnd tongue to call her bad,

Whofe foveraignty fo oft thou haft preferd.

With twenty thoufand foul-confirming oaths;

1 cannot leave to love, and yet I do ;

But there I leave to love, where I ftiould love.

lulial lootcyZTidyaleHtinel loofe,

If I keep them, I needs muft lofemy felf

:

If I loofe them, thus findc I but their lofs.

For Valentine my felf: for lulia, Silvia.

I to my felf am dearer then a friend.

For Love is ftill moft prctiouS in it felf,

And Silvia (wi.tnefs heaven that made her fair)

Shews /«//4 but a fwarthy Ethiopc.

I will forget that lulia is alive,

Remcmbring that my love to her is dead.

And Falentine I'le hold an Enemie,

Aiming at Sitviazsziwtttzx friend.

I cannot now prove conftant to my felf.

Without fome trcchery us'd to yalmtine.

This night he meaneth with a corded-ladder

To climte celcftiaJ Silvia's chamber windoWj

My felf in councel his competitor.

Now prefently lie give her father notice

Of their difguifing and pretended flight

:

Who (all inrag'd) will banifli falentiae -.

For Thurio lie intends fliall wed his daughter,

But Valentint being gone. Tie quickly crofs

By fome flie trick, blunt Thurio's dull proceeding.

Love lend me wings, to make my purpofc fwift.

As thou liaft lent mc wit to plot his drift.

Exit.
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Scena Septima.

Enter Julia and Lucetta.

Jul. Counfcl, Lucetta, gentle girl afflft me,

And even in kind love, I doe conjure thee.

Who art the Table wherein all my thoughts

Are vifibly Chara6"lcr'd,and Engrav'd,

To Icfibn me, and tell me fome good mean.

How with my honour I may undertake

A journey to my loving Trotheus.

Luc. Alafs, the way is wearifome and long.

Jul. A true devoted Pilgrim is not weary

To meafure Kingdomes with his feeble ftcps.

Much lefle fhall iTie that hath loves wings to flie.

And when the flight is made to one fo dear.

Of fuch divine perfeAions as Sir Protheus,

Luc. Better forbear till Protheus make return.

Jul. Ohjknow'ft thou not,his looks are ray fouls food?

Pity the dearth that I have pined in,

By longing for that food fo long a time.

Didft thou but know the tnchly touch of Love,

Thou would'ft as foon go kindle fire with fnow

As feck to quench the fire of Love with words.

Luc. I doe not fcek to quench your Loves hot fire
,

But qualifie the fires extrcam rage,

Lcaft it fhould burn above the bounds of reafon.

/«/. The more thou dam' ft it up, the more ic burns

;

Tlie Current that with gentle murmur glides

(Thou know'ft) being ftop'd, impatiently doth rage :

But when his fair courfe is not hindered.

He makes fwect mufick withth'enameld ftones,

Giving a gentle kiffeto every fedge

He overtaketh in his pilgrimage.

And fo by many winding nooks he ftrayes

With willing fport to the wild Ocean,

Then let me go,and hinder no: my courfe:

rie be as patient as a gentle ftream,

And make a pafticnc of each weary ftep,

Til] the laftftcp have brought me to my Love,

And there Tie reft, as after much turmoil

A bleffed foul doth in ElUium.

Luc. But in what habit will you go along ?

lul. Not like a woman, for I would prevcnc

T he loofe encounters of lafcivious men :

Gentle Lucetta., fit me with fuch weeds

As may befeem fome well reputed Page.

Luc. Why then your Ladiihip muft cut your hair.

lul. No girl, i'le knit it up in filken firings,

With twenty od-conceited true-love knots

:

To be fantaftick, may become a youth

Of greater time then I (hall (how to be. Cches ?

Luc. What fadnon (Madam) (hall I make your bree-

lul. That fits as well, as tell me (good my Lord)

What compafTe will you wear your Farthingale .?

Why even whatfafhion thou beft likes {Lucetta.)

Luc. You muft needs have them with a cod-piccc (Ma-
lul. Oiit,out, (Lucetta) that will be ill-favord. (dam
Luc. A round hofe (Madaoi) now's not worth a pin

Unlcflc you have a cod-piece toftick pins on.

lul. Lucetta., as thou lov'ft me let me have.

VVhat thou think'ft meet, and is molt mannerly.

But tell me (wench) how will the world repute me
For undertaking fo unftaid a journey ?

I fear mc it will make me fcandaliz'd.

Luc. If y6u thmk fo, then ftay a: home and "o no:.
lul. Nay, that I will not.

Luc. Then never dream on Infamy, but "o

:

If Protheus like your journey when you come
No matter who's difplcas'd when you are "one :

I fear me he wilifcarcc be pleas'd vvithall."

lul. That is the leaft {Lacetta) of my fear :

A thoufand oathes, an Ocean of his tears

And inftancesas infinite of Love,

Warrant me welcome to my Protheus.

Luc. All thefc arc fervants to deceitfull men.
lul. Bafe men, that ufe them to fo bafe effeft •

But truer ftars did govern Protheus birth
,

His words are bonds, his oathes are oracles.

His love fincere, his thoughts immaculate

His tears pure mcffengers, fent from his heart.

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from earth.

Luc. Pray heaven he prove fo when you come to him,
lul. Now, as thou lov'ft me, do him not that wrong,

To bear a hard opinion of his truth

;

"

Oncly deferve my love, by loving him
,

And prefently go with me to my chamber
To take a note of what I ftand in need of.

To furniih me upon my longing journey :

All that is mine I leave at thy difpofe
,

My goods, my Lands, my reputation
,

OneJy in lieu thereof, difpatch me hence

:

Come ; anfwer not : but to it prefently

,

I am impatient of my carriance.

ExtHHt.

aAUus Tertius. Scena Trima,

Enter Duke, Thur'io, ProtheuS-, Valenttfit^

Lattnce, Speed.

Dukj. Sir Thurio, give us leave (I pray) awhile.

We have fome fccrets to confer about.

Now tell me Protheus, whats your will with me ?

Tro. My gracious Lord, that which I would difcoycr,

The law of fricndfhip bids me to conceal,

But when J call to mind your gracioui favours

Done to me (undeferving as I am)
My duty pricks me on to utter that

Which clfe no worldly good iliould draw from me :

Know (worthy Prince) Sir yalenttne my friend

This night intends to ftcal away your daughter :

My felf am one made privy to the plot.

I know you have dctermin'dto bellow her

On Thurlo, whom your gentle daughter hates

;

And (hould (he thus be ftoln away from you

,

It would be much vexation to your age.

Thus (for my duties fake) I rather chofe

To croffc my friend in his intended drift,

Then (by concealing it) heap on your head

A pack of forrows, which would prefTc you down
(Being unprepared) to your tiraelcffe grave.

Duk. Protheus, I thank thee for thine honcft care,

Which to requite, comir.and me while 1 live.

This love of theirs, my lelf have often feen,

Happly when they have judg'd me faft afleep,

And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid

Sir
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Sir f^alnntinf her company, and my Courc.

But fearing Icaft my jealous aime might errc i

And fo (unworthily; difgrace the man

(A raflineffc that I ever yet have fliun'd)

I gave him gentle looks, thereby to find

That which thy felf hart now difdos'd to me.

And thou ojailt perceive my fear of this.

Knowing that tender youth is foon fuggeftcd,

I nightly lodge her in an upper Tower

,

The key whereof my felf have ever kept

:

And thence (Tie cannot be convey'd away.

Pro. Know (noble Lord) they have devis'd a mean

How he her Chamber window will afcend.

And with a Corded Ladder fetch her down

:

For which, the youthfull Lover now is gone,

And this way comes he with it prcfently.

Where (if it pleafe you) you may intercept him.

But (good my Lordj doc it fo cunningly

That my difcovery be not aiincd at

:

For, love of you, not hate unto iny friend,

Hath made me publiflier of this pretence.

Duke. Upon mine honour, he fha 11 neverknow

That I had any light from thee of this,

Pr«.Adiew,niy Lord,Sir Vatentlne is comming.£j»wr.

Dtik^. Sir V'aUntitu^ whether away fo fart ?

fa. Pleafe it your Grace, there is a Mclfengcr

That rtayes to bear my Letters to my fiiends

,

And I am going to deliver them.

Did^. Be they of much import ?

VmI. The tenure of them doth but figniHe

My health, and happy being at your Court.

Dukj. Nay then no matter : ftay with me awhile,

I am to break with thee of fome amirs

That touch me near : wherein thou muft be fccret

'Tis not unknown so thee, that I have fought

To match my friend Sir Thnrt9, to my daughter.

F'al. I know it well (uiy Lord) and lure the Match

Were rich and honourable : belides, the gentleman

Is full of Virtue, Bounty, Worth, and Qualities

Bcfoeming fuch a Wife, as your fair daughter

:

Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him ?

Dftkj No, truft me. She is peeviui, fullcn, ftoward.

Proud, difobedient, ftubbom, lacking duty.

Neither regarding that flie is my child.

Nor fearing me, as if I were her Father

:

And may I fay to thee, this pride of hers

(Upon advice) hath drawn my love from her.

And where I thought the remnant of mine age

Should have been cherilK'd by her child-like duty,

I now am full rcfolv'd to take a wife

,

And turn her out to who will take her in :

Then let her beauty be her wedding Dowre :

For me and my poffdfions (he eftecms not.

yal. What would your Grace have me to doe in this?

Duk^ There is a Lady in Vereua here

Whom I aflfe£t : but ftie is nice, and coy.

And nought eftecms my aged eloquence.

Now therefore would 1 have thee to my Tutor

(For long agone I have forgot to court

;

Be/idcs the falhion of the time is chang'd)

How, and which way I may beftow my fclf

To be regarded in her fun-bright eye.

rW, Win her with gifts, if ftie rcfpe£l not words,

Dumb Jewels often in their (ilcnt kind

More then quick words, doe move a womans mind.

Dnkj But flie did fcorn a prefent that I fcnt her,

I

yal, A woinan lomuimcs iconii what m-it convenes

Send her another : ncv:r give her o're, Coct.

For fcorn at fiift makes afccr-Jove the more.

If rhe do frown, 'tis not in hate of you,

But rather to beget more love in you.

If flie doe chide, 'tis not to have you gone.

For why, the fools are mad, if left alone.

Take no rcpulfe,wliatcver (lie doch fay.

For, get you gone, flic doth not mean away.

Flatter, and praifc, commend, extol! their graces :

Though ne'refo black, fay they have Angels faca,

Ihatinan that hath a tongue, I fay is no man.
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman.

Dukj But flic I mean, is promis'd by her friends

Unto a youthfull Gentleman of worth.

And kept fevercly from rcfort of men.
That no man hath acccfle by day to lier.

yat. Why then I would relort to her bv night.

Dukj I, but the doors be hckt, .nnd keys kept fafe,

That no man hath rccoiufe to her by night.

yat. What lets but one may entei at htr Window f

Dak,. Her Chamber is aloft far from the ground,

And built fo ^Klvin^, that one cannot climbc it

Without appaient hazard of his life.

y^l. Why then a Ladder quaintly made ofCords

To cart up, with a pir of anchoring hooks.

Would ferve to fcale another Hero'% Tower,
So bold Leander would adventure it.

Dak,. Now as thou art a Gentleman of blood

Advile me, where I may have fuch a Ladder.

ya/t When wouU you ufe it ? pray fir, tell me that.

DmI^. This very night ; for Love is like a child

That longs for every thing that he can come by.

rW/.By fevcn a clock, i'le get you fuch a Ladder.

Dfikj But hark thee .'I will go to her alone.

How flialll belt convey the Ladder thither ?

yal. It will be light (my Loid) tha: you may bear it

Under a Cloak, that is of any length.

Dul^. A Cloak as long as thine will ferve the turn ?

y^l, I my good Lord.

Dnkj Then let me fee thy Clo.ik,

ric get me one of fuch another length.

y^l. Why any Cloak will ferve the turn (my Lord)

Dukj How lliall I falhion me to wear a Cloak .'

I pray thee let me feel thy Cloak upon me.

What Letter is this fame.? what's here .> to Silvia ?

And here an Engine fitformy p oceeding,

ric be fo bold to break the feal for once.

Mj thanghts do hathitr with mi Silvia nightly

^

^ndjlaves they aretomt^ thai fend them Hj' ng.

Oh^ ccnUthtir Mafler come^ andgo at lightly^

Himfelf would lodge^ where [fenfetejfe the) *rt lji*g.

My Herald Thoughts^ in thy pure bofome reft-them^

fVhile I (their King) that th'itlier them imfirtune.

Do ettrfe thegrace thdt withfuchgrace hath blejt thtmy

Btcanft myfilfe doe want my /ervsMs fortuM.

feur/e myfelf,for they arefent hy me^

That theyJhoHld harbour where their Lord would be.

What's hcr« ? Silvia ? thij night I will ii^ranchife thee.

'Tis fo r and here's the Laddei for the puipofe.

Why Phaeton (for thou art Afertfs fon)

Wilt thou afpirc to guide the heavenly Cat ?

And with thy darmg folly burn the world ?

Wilt thou reach ftars, bccaufe they flnnc on tbce ?

C / Co
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<o bafc Intruder, over-weening Slave,

Bcftovw thy fawning fmiles on equall maces,

^nd think my patience, (more then thy defert)

Is priviledgc for thy departure hence.

Thank me for this, more then for all the favours

Which (all«:oomuch) I have bellowed on thee.

But if thou linger in my Territories

Longer then fwifteft expedition

VVilJ give thee time to leave our royal! Court,

By heaven, my wrath fhall far exceed the love

I ever bore my daughter, or thy fclf.

Be gone, I will not hedr thy vain cxcufe ,

But as thou lov'ft thy life, make fpccd from hence. Exit.

V^al. And why not death, rather then living torment?

To die, is to be banilTit from my felf

,

And Silvia is my felf : banilTi'd from her

is felf from felf. A deadly baniOimcnt

:

What light is light, if Silvia be not feen ?

What joy is joy, xl Silvia be not by ?

llnlcfleit be to think that flic is by.

And feed upon the^fhadow of pcrfeflion.

Except T be by 'iilvia in the night.

There is nomufick in tiie N ghtingale.

llnleffe 1 look on Silvia in the day.

There is no day for mc to look upon,

Siie is my effence,and I leave to be ;

If I be not by her fair influence

Fofter'd, ilUimin'd, chcrifli'd, kept alive.

I flie not death, to flie his deadly doom.

Tarry I here, I but attend on death.

But flic I^hence, I flie away from life. Enttr Pro. and

fro. Run (boy) run, run, and feck him out. Lams.
Lau, Soa-hough, Soa-hough——

-

Pro. What feeft thou ?

Lau. Him we go to find

,

There's not an hair on 's head, but 'tis a ValentiHt,

fro. Valentine ?

Fa. No.
Pro. Who then ? his Spirit ?

Fa. Neither.

Pro. What then?

Fa. Nothing.

Lau. XTan nothing fpeak ? Mafter, fliall I ftrikc ,'

Pro. Whom would'ft thou ftrike ?

Lau. Nothing.

Pro. Villain, forbear,

Lau. Why Sir, Tie ftrike nothing: I pray you.

Pro. Sirrha, I fay forbear ? friend Falentlne,zvjotd.

Fa, My Earccs are ftopt,and cannot hear good news.

So much of bad already hath pofleft than.

Pro. Then in dumb filence will I bury mine j

For they art harfh, untuneable, and bad.

Fa. Is Silvia dead ?

Pro. No, Falentine.

Fa, No Falentine indeed, for facred Silvia^

Hath flie forfworn mc ?

Pro. No Falentine.

Fa. No Falentine^\{ Silvia have forfwom me.

What is your newes ?

Z/4«.Sir,there is a proclamation that you are vaniflied.

Tro. That thou art banifli'd : oh that's the newes

,

From hence, from Silvia^ and from me thy friend.

Fa. Oh, I have fed upon this woe already.

And now excefle of it will make me furfet.

Doth Sil-Oia know that I am banifli'd ?

Prf. I, I : antjihe hath offer v'd to the doom

(Which untcvcrll ftands in efFeilual) force)

A Sea of melting pearl, which fomc call teares.

Thofe at her Fathers churlilh feet flie tendred

,

With them upon her knees, her humble felf,

Wringing her hands, whofe whitenefle fo became them,
As ifbut now they waxed pale for woe

:

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up.
Sad fighs, deep groans, nor filver-fliedding teares

Could penetrate her uncompalTionate Sire

;

But Falentine., if he be tane, muft die.

Befidcs, her incercclfion chafd him fo,

When flie for thy repeal Wasfuppliant,

That to clofcprifon he commanded her.

With many bitter threats of biding there.

Fal. No more : unlcfsthe next word that thou fpeaVft
Have fome malignant power upon my life :

If fo : I pray thee breathe it in mine ear.

As ending Anthemc of my endlefle dolour.

Pro. Ccafe to lament for that thou canft not help,

And ftudy help for that which thou lamcnt'ft.

Time is the Nurfe, and breeder of all good
;

Here if thou flay, thou canft not fee thy love :

Befides, thy flaying will abridge thy life :

Hope is a lovers ttaffc, walk hence with that

And manage it, againftdefpai ring thoughts:
Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence,

Which, being writ to me, fliall be dcliver'd

Even in the milk-white bofome of thy love.

The time now fervcs not to expoflulate

,

Come, rie convey thee through the City-gate,

And ere I part With thee, confer at large

Of all that may concern thy love-affairs

:

As thou lov'ft Silvia (though not for thy felf)

Regard thy danger, and along with me.

Fa. I pray thee Launce^^v^d. if thou feeft my Boy
Bid him make hafte, and meet me at thee North-gate,

Pro. Co firtha, find him out : Come Valentine.

Fa. Oh -my dear Silvia , haplcfle Falentine. Exeunt.

Launce. I am but a fool, look you, and yet I have the

wit to think my Mafter is a kind of a knave : but that's

all one, if he be but one knave : He lives not now that

knows me to be in love, yet I am in love, but a Teem
of horfc fliall not pluck that from me : nor who 'tis 1 love;

and yet 'tis a woman ; but what woman, I.will not tell

my felf: and yet 'tis a Milkmaid : yet 'tis not a maid

:

for flie hath had GofTips: yct'tis a maid, for flie is her

Matters maid, and fervcs for wages. She hath more qua-

lities then a Watei-Spaniell, which is much in a bare

Chriftian, Here is the Cate-log of her Condition, Infri-

mis. She can fetch and carry : why a horfe can doe no
more; nay, a horfc cannot fetch, but onely carry, there-

fore is flic better then a Jade. Item. She can milk,

look you, a fwect virtue in a maid with clean hands.

Enter Speed.

Speed. How now Signior Launce ? what newes with

your Mafteifliip ?

La. With iny Maftcrflijp ? why, it is at Sea .•

Sp. Well, your old vice ftill : milhke the word : what

newes then in your paper ?

La. Theblack'ft hcwcs that ever thou heard 'ft.

Sp. Why man ? how black ?

La, Why, as black as Ink.

Sp. Let me read them f

La. Fie on thee Jolt-head, thou canft not read.

Sp. Thou lieft : I can.

La. I will try thee : tell mc this : who begot thee ?
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Sf. Marry, the fon of my Grand-father.

Sf. Oh illitcrace loytcrcr ; it was the fon ofthy

Grand-mother: this proves that thou can'ft not read.

Sp. Come foolc, come : try me in thy paper.

La. There : and S. Nicholas be thy fpccd.

Sp. Imprimis (he can milk.

La. I that (he can.

Sf. Item, (Tie brews good Ale.

La. And thereof comes the proverb: ( hlejpng ofyour

fican, yoit hrewgooi Ale.)

Sp. Item, (he can fowe.

La. Tliat's as much as to fay ( Canfhefo )

Sp. Item, (he can knit.

La. What need a man care for a ftock with a wench,

When (he can knit him a ftock ?

Sp. Item, (he can wa(h and fcourc.

La. A fpecial vcrtue : for then (he need not to be

wafh'd and fcowi'd.

Sp. Item (he can fpin.

La. Then may I fee the world on wheels , when (he

can fpin for her living.

Sp. Item, (he hath many namelefs vertues.

La. That's as much as to fay Baflard-vertues : that

indeed know not their fathers , and therefore have no

names.

Sp. Here follows her vices.

La. Clofe at the heels of her vertues :

Sp. Item, (he is not to be falling in rcfpeft of her

breath.

La. Well, that fault may be mended with a breakfafl:

read on.

Sp. Item, (he hath a fwect mouth.

Sp. That makes amends for her fowrc breath,

Sp. Item, (he doth talke in her fleep.

La, It's no matter for that; fo (ne fleep not in hei

talke.

Sp. Item, (he is flow in words.

La. Oh villanie .' that fct down among her vices /

To be flow in words is a womans oncly vertuc

:

Ipray the out with't,and place it for her chief yertue.

Sp. Item, (he is proud.

La. Out with that too

:

It was Sves le^acie, and cannot be tane from her,

S^p. Item, (he hath no teeth
,

La. I care not for that neither , becaufe Hove crtjfis.

Sp, Item, (he is curft.

La. Well : the bcft is, (he hath no teeth to bite.

Sp. Item, (he will often praife her liquor.

La. If her licyjor be good ; (he fhall : if (he will not

,

I will ; for good things fhould be praifcd.

Sp. Item, (he is too liberal!.

La. Of her tongue (he cannot ; for that's writ down
(he is flow of I of herpurfc, flic fhall not , for that I'le

keep (hut : Now , of another thing (he may , and that

cannot I help. Well, proceed.

Sp. Item , (he hath more hairs then wit , and more
faults then hairs, and more wealth then faults.

La. Stop there : I'le have her : flic was mine, and not

mine twice, or thrice in that Article: rehearfc that once
more.

Sp. Item,flic hath more hair then wit.

La. More haire then wit : it may be I'le prove it : The
cover of the fait , hides the fait , and therefore it is more
then the fait ; the haire that covers the wit , is more
then the wit : for the greater hides the kffc : What's
nest ?

Sp. And more faults then haws.

La. That's monlhous ; oh that that were out.

Sp. And more wealth then faults.

La. Why that word makes the faults gracious

:

Well, rie have her : and if it be a match , as nothing is

impolfiblc.

Sp. What then f

L,a. Why then, will I tell tbee, that thy Matter ftaics

for thee at the North-gait.

Sp. Forme?
La. For thee? I, who art thou? he hath ftaid for a bet-

ter man then thee.

Sp. And mufl I go to him ?

La. Thou muft run to him; for thou haft ftaid folong

that going will fcarce fcrvc the turn.

Sp. Why did'li not tell mc fooner ? 'pox on yout love

Letters,

La. Now will he be fwing'd for reading my Letter

;

An unmannerly flave,that will thruft himfelf into fecrets:

I'le after to rcjoy cc in the boyes corre(Elion. Exeunt

Scena Secuuda,

Enter Duke^ Thurioy Protheta.

Dm. Sir Thurioy fear not, but that flxe will love you
Now Valentine is banilh'd from her (ighc.

Th. Since his exile (he hath difpis'd me moft,

Forfworn my company, , and rail'd at me.
That I am defperate of obtaining her;

Dm. This weak imprc(rc of love, is as a figure

Trenched in ice, which with an houn heat

Diffolves to water, and doth loofehis forme.

A little ticne will melt her frozen thoughts.

And worthlefs Valentine (hall be forgot.

How now Sir Prothetu., is your countrcyman

( According to our Proclamation ) gone ?

Pro. Gon, my good Lord.

Dm. My daughter takes his going heavily ?

Pro. A little time (my Lord) will kill that grief.

Dm. So I believe : but TbMrio thinks not fo

:

ProthcMs; the good conceit I hold of thee,

(For thou haft (hown fome (igne of good dcfcrt)

Makes me the better to confer with thee.

Tro. Longer then I prove loyal to your Grace

,

Let me not live, to look upon your G race.

Dm. Thou know'ft how willingly, I v»ould efFeifl

The match between (wTburio and my daughter ?

Trc. I do my Lord.

Dm. And alfo I do think, thou art not ignorant

How (he oppofes her againft my will ?

Pro. She did my Lord, when Valentine was here.

Dm. I, and perverfly, (he perfevcres fo

:

What Blight we do to make the girl foKct

The Love oiVaieMtiney and love Sir Thnri* ?

Pre. The bcfi way is to flander ValeutiMty

With falfehood, cowarditc, and poor dcfccnt :

Three things, that women highly hold in hate.

Dm. I, but ftie'll think, that it isfpokcn in hate.

Pre. I, if his enemy deliver it.

Therefore it muft with circuniftancc be fpoken

By one, whome (he eftecms as his friend.

Dm. Then vou muft undertake to flander him.
'

Pro.
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Pro. And ihac (my Loid) I fhall be loath to do.

'Tis an ill office for a Gentleman,

Elpecially againft his very friend,

1)11. Where voiir good word cannot advantage him

,

Your flandcr never can endammage him

;

Therefore the office is indifferent:

Being increated to it by your friend.

?ro. You haveprevail'd (my Lord) if I can do it

By ought that I can fpeak in his difpraife,

She fhall not long continue love to him :

But fay,this weed her love from Valentine^

It follows not that flie will love fir Thur'io.

Th. Therefore as you unwinde her love from him ;

Leaft it fhould ravel, and be good to none,

You muft provide to bottomc it on me :

Which muft be done, by"praifing me as much

As you in worth difpraife fir Falentine.

1>({. And Prothens^v^c dare truft you in thiskinde,

Becaufcweknow (on J^alent'iHcs report)

You are already loves firm votary,

And cannot foone rcvo!t,and change your minde.

Upon this warrant, fliall you havcaccefs,

Where you, with SHv'ia may confer at large.

For fire is lumpifh, heavy, melancholly,

And (for your friends fake) will be glad of you ;

Where you may temper her, by your pcrfwafion,

To hate yoimg yalentttte^znd love my friend.

Pro. As much as I can do, I will eftedl ;

But you fir Thur'io, arc not fiiarp enough

:

You muft lay Lime, to tangle her dcfires

By wailfull Sonnet5,whofc compofcd Rimes

Should be full fraughtwith ferviceable vows.

Dm. I, much is the force of heaven-bred Paefie,

Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty

You facrificc your tears, your fighes, your heart r

Write till your ink bedry; and with your tears

Moift it again : and frame fome feeling line,

That iT.ay difcoverfuch integrity :

For OrpheM Lute was ftrung with Poets finews,

Whofe golden touch could foften fteeleand ftones;

Make Tygcrs tame, and huge Leviathans

Forlakc unfounded deeps, and dance on Sands,

lAfter your dire-lamenting Elegies,

Vifit by night your Ladies chamber-windo^v

With tome fweet confort ; To their Inflruments

I line a deploring dump .• the nights dead filencc

Will well become fuch fweet complaining grievance

:

This, or elfc nothing, will inherit her.

Dh. This difcipline, fliews thou haft been in love.

Th. And thy advice, this night, I'lc put in praftile

:

Therefore fweet Prcthem., my direftion-giver,

Let us into the City prefently

To fort fome Gentlemen, well skiPd in Mufick.

I have a Sonnet, that will ferve the turn
'

To give the on-fct to thy good advice.

Du. About it Gentlemen.

Tro. We'll wait upon your Grace,till after Supper,

And afterward determine our proceedings.

Du. Even now about it, I will pardon you, Exennt.

JSius Quartus. Scena Trima,

Enter ValeKtifity Speede^ aui certain Ont-Uws.

J. OtK-l. Fellows, ftand faft : I fee a partengcr.

2. 0«f. If therebeten,fhrinknot, but down wjth'cm.

J, 0«/. Stand fir, and throw us that you have about'ye.

If not :'wc'll make you fir, and rifle you.

Sp. Sir. we are undone,; thefearc the Villains

That all the Travellers do fear fo much.

l^al. My friends.

1. Out. That's not fo, fir : we arc your enemies,

2. Out, Peace : we'll hear him.

3. Out. I by my beard will we : for he is a proper man,
yal. Then know that I have little to lofe

;

A man I am, crofs'd with adverfitie :

My riches, arc thefe poor habiliments.

Of which, if you ftiould here disfurnifli me,

You take the funi and fubftancethat I have.

2. Out. Whither travel you ?

f^al. To Verona.

1 . Out. Whence came you ?

Val. From MillaiH.

?. Out. Have you long fojourn'd there ? (ftaid,

V'til. Some fixteen moneths , and longer might have

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me.

1. Out. What, were you banifh'd thence?

Val. I was.

2. Out. For what offence ?

yal. For that which now torments me to rehearfe

;

I kil'd a man, whofe death I much repent

,

But yet I flew him manfully in fight,

Withoutfalfe vantage, or bafe treachery.

1, Out. Why nerc repent it, if it were done fo

;

But vvcrc you banifh'd for fo fmalla fault ?

Val. I was, and held me glad offuch z, doom.

2. Out. Have vou the tongues.?

Vat. My youthfull travel, therein made me happy.

Or elfc often hid been mifcrable.

I. Out. By the bare fcalpc of ^«^« Afltfii fat Fryer,

I his fellow were a King, for our wild fartion,

1. Out. We'll have him : Sirs, a word.

Sp. Matter, be one of them

:

It's an honourable kind of thievery.

Val. Peace villain.

2. Out. Tell us this : have you any things to taketo?

Val. Nothing but my fortune,

3. Out. Know then, that fome of us arc Gentlemen,

Such as the furie of ungovern'd youth

rhruft from the company of awfull men.

My felf was from Verona baniflicd.

For praftifing to ftcal away a Lady,

An heir, and Ncice allide unto the Doke.

2. Out. And I from (JMautua, for a gentleman,

Who, in my moode,! fiab'd unto the heart,

1, Out. And I, for fuch like petty crimes as thefe.

But to the purpofc : for we cite our faults.

That they may hold cxcus'd our lawlefs lives

;

And partly feeing you are beautifi'dc

With goodly fliape ; and by your own report,

A Linguifl', and a man of fuch perfection,

As we do in our quality much want.

2. Out. Indeed becaufe you are a banifli'd man,

There, above the reft, we parley to you

:

Arc you content to be our "eneral ?

To make a vertue of nccemtie.

And live as we do in the wildemefs ?

J. 0«f. What fai'ft thou? wilt thou be of our confort.?

Say I, and be the captain of Ua all

:

We'll do thee homage,and be rul'd by thee,

Love thee as our Commander, and our King.

Lfil
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I. Out. But if thou fcome oui curtcht, thou dycll.

a! Out. Thou (halt not live, to brag what wc have of.

Val. I take your ofFer,and will live with you, fet'd.

Provided that you do no outrages

On filly womcn,or poor paffengcrs.

3. Out. No, we deteft fuch vile bafe praflifcs.

Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our Crewcs,

And (hew thee all the Treafure wc have got

;

Which, with our felvcs, all reft at thy difpofc. Exeunt

Scena Secunda,

Enter Protheus ^ Tkurioyjuiia ^ HofiyMuftlan^Sllvia.

Pre. Already have I been falfe to Valentlttty

And now I muft be as unjuft toThurio^

Under the colour of commending him,

I have accefs my own love to prefer.

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy,

To be corrupted with my worth lefs gifts

;

When I pcorcft true loyaltie to her.

She twits me with my falfehood to my friend ;

When to her beauty I commend my vowes,

She bids me think how I have been forfworn

In breaking faith with
J«//<», whom I lov'd ;

And notwithllanding all her fuddain quips,

The leaft whereof would quell a lovers hope

:

Yet (Spatiicl-hke) the more flie fpurns my love.

The more it grows, fjwncth on her ftill

;

But here comes Thurlo ; now mult wc to her window,

And give fome evening Mufick to her ear.

Th. How now, fir Trothew, are you crept before us ?

*Pro, I gentle Thurio, for you know that love

Will creep in fetvicc, where it cannot go.

Thu, I, but I hope, Sir, thac you love not here.

^ro. Sir, but I dp : orelfc I would be hence.

Thu. VJhom^Sllvla}

Pre. I, Silvia, for your fake.

Thu. I thank you for your own: Now Gentlemen
Let's turn ; and too it luftily a while.

Ho. Now, my young guefl; me thinks you'r aJlychoUy:

I pray you what isit ?

J«. Marry Cniine HoJ{) becaufc I cannot be merry.

Ho. Come, we'l have you merry: I'Jc bring you where

you fliall hear Mufick , and fee the Gentleman that you

askd for.

J«. But I (hall hear him fpeak.

Ho. I that you (hall.

Ju. That wiU be Mufick.

Ho. Haik, hark.

Ju. Is he among thefe ?

Ho. I : but peace, let's hear'em.

Song, fVho is SllvU ? nhat is fhe i

That all our Swains commend, her ?

Hoty, fair, and vflfe is (he.

The heavenfuch grace did lend her,

that (he might admired be.

Is[ke kjnde as fhe tsfalr f

For beatttf lives wlthkjndne^,
Lorve doth to her tj's repair^

To help him ofhis bllndne^

:

tAnd hetng helf'd, inhabits there.

Then to Silvia, let usfng^
That Silvia is excell'ijig

;

She excels each mortal thing
Upon the dullearth dwelUhg,

To her let m Garlands bring.

Ho. How now ? are you fadder then you were before;
How do you, man? the Mufick likes you nor,

Ju. You mirtake : the Mufinan likes me not.
Hd. Why, my pretty youth ?

Ju. He plaies faUe (fatlier.)

Ho. How, out of tune on the fttings >

/«. Not fo: but yet

Sofallctbat he grieves my very hcart-flrings.

Ho. You have a quick ear, (heart:
iu, I, I would I were deaf : it makes me have a flow
Ho. I perceive you delight not in Mufick,
lu. Not a whit, when it/ars fo.

Ho. Hark what fine change is in the Mufick,

/«. 1 : that change is the fpight.

Ho. You would have them alwaies play but one thin<».

Ih. I would alwaies have one play but one thing.
But Ho(t, doth this Sir Protheus, that we talke on,
Often refort unto this Gentlewoman ?

Ho. I tell you what Launct his man told mc,
He lov d her out of all nick.

lu. Where is Launce f

Ho. Gone to feck his dog, which to morrow, by his

Matters command , he muft carry for a prefent to his

Lady.

/», Peace, ftand afide, the company parts.

Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not I will fo plead.

That you (hall fay, my cunning drift excels.

Th. Where meet we ?

Pro. At Sainr (jregorles well.

Th. Farewell.

Pro. Madam : good ?v'n to your Ladiihtp.

Sll. I thank you for your Mufick (Gentlemen)

Who is that that fpake ?

Pro. One (Lady) if you knew his pure hearts truth.

You would quickly Jeatn to know him by his voice.

Sll. Sir Protheut.

Pro. Sir Protheus (gentle Lady) and your Scnant.

Sll. What's your will?

Pro. That 1 may compafs ycur?.

sit. You have your wilh : my will is ever this,

That prcfently you hie you home to bed :

Thou fubtile, perjui 'd, falfe, difloyal man :

Think*(t thou I am fo (hallow, lo conccitlefs,

To be feduced by thy flattery.

That has't deceivd fo many with thy vows t

Return , return, and make thy love amends

:

For me (by this pale queen of night I fwear)

I am fo far from granting thy requeft.

That I defpife thee, for tny wrongful! fuit j

And by and by intend to chide my fclf.

Even for this time I fpend in talking to thee.

Pro. I grant (fweei love) that I did lote a Lady,

But (he is dead.

/«. Twere falfe, if I (hould fpcak it

;

For I am furc (he is not buried.

Sll. Say that (he be : yet Valeutliie thy friend

Survives ; to whom (thy felf ar: witnds)

I am betroth'd ; and art thou notalham'd

To wrong him, with thy imponunacy ?

Pro.
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7'ro. I likewifc hear chat J^alentine is dead.

Sil. And fo fuppofe am I ; for in his grave

Aflure thy fclf, my love is buried.

Pro. Sweet Lady, let me rake it from the earth.

Sit. Go to thy Ladies grave and call her thence,

Or at the leaft,, in hers, fepulchrc thine.

/«/. He heard not that.

Pra^ Madam : if your heart be fo obdurate

:

Vouchfafe me yet your Pi6"lure for my love,

The Piifturc that is hanging in your chamber

:

To that riefpeak, to that I'le figh and weep:

For fmce thcfubllanceof your perfc(St felf

Is dfe devoted, I am but a fhadow ;

And to your (hado\A), will I make tnie love.

/«/. If 'twere a fubftance you would fure deceive it,

And make it but a fhadow, as I am.
' SU. I am very loath to be your Idol Sir;

But, fincc your falfehood fhall become you well

To worfhip fhadows, and adore falfe fhapes,

Send to me in the morning, and Tie fend it

:

And fo, good reft,

Tro. As wretches have ore-night

That wait for execution in the morne. Exeunt.

lul. Hojt,m\\ you go ?

Ho. Byniyhallidom'e, I was faft afleep.

/«/. Pray you where lies Sir Prathem ?

Ho, Marry at my houfe :

Truft mc, I think 'tis almolt day.

lul. Not fo ; but it hath been the longeft night

That ere I watch'd, and the moft heavieft. Exemt.

Scena Tenia.

Snter EgUmore^ Silvia.

Ev. This IS the hour that Madam Silvia

Entreated me to call, and know her mindc :

That's fome great matter (he'ld employ mc in.

Madam, Madam.
SU. Who calls ?

Eg. Your fervant. and your friend
;

One that attends your Ladilhips command.

Sil. Sir Eglamore^ a thoufand times good morrow,

Sg. As many (worthy Lady) to your felf ;

According to your Ladilhips impoff,

I am thus early come, to know what fervice.

It is your plcafure to command me in.

Sil. Oh Eglamore^ thou art a Gentleman :

Think not I flatter ( for I fwcar I do not)

Valiant, wife, remorfc-fuU, well aceompliili'd.

Thou art not ignorant what dear good will

( bear unto the banifli'd Valentine :

Nor how my father would enforce me marry

Vain Thttrio (whom my very foul abhor'd)

Thy fclf liall lov'd, and I have heard thee fay

No grief did come fo near thy heart,

As when thy Lady, and thy true-love di'de,

Upon whofe Grave thou vow'dft pure chaftitie ;

Sir Eglamore : I would to Valentine

To Mantua., where I hear, he makes aboad ;

And for the wayes are dangerous to pafs

,

I do defire thy worthy company.

Upon whofe faith and honour, I repofc.

Urge not my fathers anger (Eglamore)

But think upon my grief ( a Ladies grief)

And on the juftice of my flying hence,

To keep me from a mofl unholy match,

Which heaven and fomme ftill rewards witli plagues.

I do defire thee, even from a heart

As full of forrows, as the Sea of fands,

To bear mc company and go with me

:

If not, to hide what I havefaid to thee,

That I may venture to depart alone.

Eg. Madam, I pitty much your grievances,

Which, fincc I know they vertuouf^ are plac'd
,

I give confent to go along with you.

Wreaking as little what bctideth me.
As much, I wifli all good befortune you.

When will you go ?

SU. This evening coming.

Eg. Where ftiall I meet you ?

SU. At Frier Patricks Cell,

V>^here I intend holy confcffion.

Eg. 1 will not fail your Ladifliip

:

Good morrow (gentle Lady.)

Sil. Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamore. Exeunt.

Scena Quarta,

Enter Launee^ Prothetu^ lulla^ Silvia.

Lau. When a mans fervant fhall play the Cur with

him ( look you ) it goes hard : one that I brought up of

a puppy : one that I lav'd from drowning, when three or

four of his blinde brothers and fifters went to it : I have

taught him ( even as one would fay precifcly , thus 1

' would teach a dog ) I was lent to deliver him , as a prc-

fent to Miliris Silvia , from my Maftcr ; and I came no
fooncr into tbe dyning-chamber , but he fteps me to her

Trencher , and ftcals her Capons-kg : O , 'tis a foulc

thing , when a Cur cannot keep himfclf in all compa-

nies : 1 would have ( as one Hiould fay ) one that takes up-

on him to be a dog indeed , to be, as it were , a dog at all

things. If I had not had more wit then he , take a fault

upon me chat he did , I think verily he had been hang'd

for't : fure as I live he bad fufFct'd for'c : you rtialj judge

;

He thrufts me himfclf into the compny of three or

four gentleman-like-dogs , under the Dukes table : he

had not been there ( bleffe the marke ) a piffing while, but

all the chamber fmelt him : out with the dog ( faies one

)

what cur is that ( faies another) whip him out ( faics the

third) hang him up ( faies the Duke, ) 1 having been ac-

quainted with the fmell before, knew it was Crab ; and

goes me to the fellow that whips the doggcs •. friend

(
quoth I ) you mean to whip the dog : I marry do I

( quoth he ) you do him the more wrong ( quoth I ) 'twas

I did the thing you wot of : he makes me no more adoc,

but whips me out of the chamber: how many Mafters

would do this for his fervant ? nay, I'le be fworne I have

fat in the flocks for puddings he hath ftoln , othcrwifc

he had been executed : I have flood on the Pillorie for

Gccfc he hath kil'd, ocherwife he had fuffercd for't : thou

think'ft not of this now : nay, I remember the trick you

ferv'd me , when I took my leave of Madam Silvia : did

notl
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noc I bid che ftfU maike mc , and do as I do ; when did'ft

thou fee me heave up my leg, and make water againft a

Gcntlewomans farthingale ; did'ft chou e\er Ice me doc

fuch a trick f

Pro. Sebafiian i» thy name: I like thee well.

And will imploy thee in feme fcrvice prefcncly.

J«. In what you pleafc, I'le do Sir what I can.

Pro. I hope thou wilt.

How now you whor-fon pezant.

Where have you been thcfc two d«ye$ loyteting }

La. Marry Sir, I carrticd Miftrii SHvU the dog you

bad mc.

'Pro. And what faycs fhe to my little Jewel ?

La. Marry fhc faycs your dog was a cur, and tells you

currifti thanks is good enough for fuch a prcfcnr.

Pro. But flic recciv'd my dog ?

La, No indeed flic did not j

Here have I brought him back aga^n.

Pro. What, did'rt thou offer her thisfrom me ?

La. I Sir, the other Squirrill was ftoln from me
By the hangmans boy in tiie market place,

And then I offcr'd her mine own , who is a dog

As big as ten of yours, and therefore the gift the greater,

fre. Go, get the hence, and find my dog again,

Or nc're return again into my fight.

Away , I fa) : ftayeH thou to vex mc here ;

A flave, that fiill an end, turn's mc to fliaine. Exit.

Sebafiian^ I have entertained thee.

Partly that I have need of fuch a youth

,

That can withfomc difcrccion do my bufinefs :

For 'tis no tiiifting to yond foolirti Lowt i

But chiefly, for thy face, and thy behaviour,

Which (if my Augury deceive me not)

Witnefs gooti bringing up, fortune, and truth :

Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thcc.

Goprcfentlyand take this Ring with thee,

Deliver it to Madam Silvia ;

She lov'd me well, deliver'd it to nie.

J«/. It feems you lov'd not her, to leave her token :

She is dead belike ?

Pro. Not fo : I think flie lives.

J«/. Alas.

Pro. Why do'ft thou cry alas ?

7«/. I cannot choofc butpittyher.

Pro. Wherefore fliould'ft ihou piity her ?

"jnl. Becaufc, methinks that flie lov'd you as well

As you do love your Lady Si/via :

She dreams on him, that has forgot her love

;

You doat on her, that cares not for your love.

'Tis pitty Love fliould be fo contrary ;

And thinking on it, rhakcs me cry alas.

Pro. Well ; give her that Ring, and thercwithall

This Letter : that's her chamber : Tell my Lady,

I claim the promife for her heavenly Pidure

:

Your Mcflage done, hyc home unto my chamber.

Where thou flialt find mc fad, and folitaric. Exit.

JhI. How many women would do fuch a meflagc i

Alas poor Prothem, thou haft entertajn'd

A Fox, to be the Shcpheard of thy Lambs

;

Alas, poor fool, why do I pitty him
That with his very heart defpifeth me ?

Becaufc he loves her, he defpifeth me,
Bccaufe I love him, I muft pitty him.

This Ring I gave him, when he parted from mc,
To bind him to remember my good will

:

And now I am (unhappy Mcffengcr)

To plead for that, which 1 would not obtain •

To carry that, which I would have rcfus'd
;

To praifc his faith which I would havedifp'raii'd.

I am my Mafters true confirmed love,

But cannot be true fervant to my Maftcr,

Unlcfs Iprove falfc traitor to my felf.

Yet will I wooc for him, but yet fo coldly, Enter
As (heaven it knows) I would not have him fpecd. 5//t//«
Gentlewoman, good day : I pray you be my mean
To bring me where to fpcak with Madam Silvia,

Si/. What would you wich her, if that I be fl\e ?

5«A If y<^" be iTic, I do intrcat your patience
To hear me fpcak the mcffage I am fcnt on.

Sil, From whom ?

Jul. From my Maflcr, Sir Prothew^ Madam.
Sil. Oh : he fends you for a Pitlurc /

J«. I, Madam.
Sit. Urfulay bring ray Pifturc thcic,

Go, give your Maftcr this: cell him from mc.
One J«//<<, that his changing thoughts forgot.

Would better fit his Chamber , then this Sladow.

Jh. Madam, pleafe you pcrufc this Letter j

Pardon me (Madam) I have unadvis'd

Deliver'd you a paper that I fliould not

;

This is the Letter to your Ladifliip.

Sil. I pray tiiec Jet me look on that again.

Iff. It may not he : good Madam pardon me.

Sil. There, hold r

I will not look upon your Mafters lines :

I know they arc ftuft with proteftations

,

And full of new-found oaths, which he will break

As cafie as I do tear his paper.

lu. Madam, he fends your Ladifhip this Ring.

Si. The more fliame for him, that he fends it mc

;

For I have heard him fay a dioufand times,

His lulia gave it him, at his departure :

Though his falfc finger have prophan'd the Ring,

Mine fliaJl not do hii lulia fo much wrong.

/«. She thanks you.

Si. What fai'ft thou ?

/it. I rhank you Madam, that you teni^cr her

:

Poor Gentlewoman, my Mafter wrongs her much.

Si. Do'ft thou know her ?

/u. Almoft as well as I do know my felf.

To think upon her woes, I do proteft

That I have wept a hundred feveral times.

Si. Belike flie thinks that Prothcus hath forfook her?

Ih. I think flie doth : and that's her caufc of forrow.

Si. Is flie not pafling fair ?

lu. She hath been faiier( Madam) then flic is,

When flic did think my Maftcr lov'd her well;

She, in my judgement, was as fair as you.

But fince flic did neglecft her looking glafs.

And threw her Sun-expelling Mafque away.

The air hath ftarv'd the rofes in her cheeks

;

And pinch'd the liIly-tin£lurcof her face

That now fhe is become as black as I.

Sil. How tall was ftie ?

Im. About my ftature : for at Tentecefty

When all our Pageants ofdelight were plaid.

Our youth got me to play the womans pan.

And I was trim'd in Madam Iana's gown.

Which fcrved me as fit, by all mens judgements,

As if the garment had been made for mc

:

Therefore I know flic is about my height;

And at that time I made her weep agood.
For
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For I did play a lamentable pare. \

(Madam) 'cwas tArUint., paflloning

For Thefetu perjury, and unjuft fligh:

;

which 1 Co lively a6tcd with my teavs

:

That my poor Millris moved there withall.

Wept bitterly : and would I might be dead,

If I in thought felt not her very forrow.

SU. She is beholding to ihce (gentle youth)

,A!as,.(poorLady) defolate, and left

;

I weep my feif to think upon thy words :

Here youth : there is a purfe ; I give thee this

For thy fwcciMiftfis take, becaufe thou lov'ft her.

Farewell. £xlt.

Jffl. And flie iTiall thank you for't, if ere you know

A vettuous gentlewoman, mildc, and beautifull. (her.

I hope my Matters fuit will be but cold.

Since flic rcfpefts my Miftris love fo muth.

Alas, how love can trifle with it fclf

:

Here is herPiaucc: let me fee, I think

If I had fuch a Tyre, this face of mine

Were full as lovely as is this of hers

;

And yet the Palntcrflattei'd bev a little,

Unlefs I flatter with my fclf too much.

Her hair is Abnrne^ mine is pevfcft YeUtvf
;

if that be all the diffcrcncein his love ,

rie get me fuch a colour'd Perriwig

:

Her eyes are giey as grafs, and fo are mine :

I, but her forc-head'j low, and mine's as h-gh :

What fliould it be that he rcfpefts in her,

But I can make refpeftive in my fclf.

If this fond love, were not a blinded god ?

Come lliadow, come, and take this fliadowup.

For 'tis thy tivall : O thou fenfelefs forme.

Thou (halt be worfhip'd, kjfs'd, lov'd, and adol-'d

;

And were there fenfe in this Idolatry,

My fubftance fliould be ftatue in thy ftcad.

ric ufe thee kindly, for thy miftris fake

That us'd mc fo, : or elfc by Jwf, I vow.

I fliould have fcratch'd out your unfeeingeycs

;

To make my Matter out of love with thee. Exit.

ojnus Qumtus* Seem Trima.

Enter EglAmorty Sihia.

Egi The Sun begins to guild the Weftern skic ,

And now it is about the very hour

That SUvla^ at Fryer Patricks Cell fliould meet me,

She will not fail ; for Lovers break not hours,

Unlefs it be to come before their time,

So much they fpur their expedition.

Sec where flie comes : Lady a happy evening.

Sli. Amen, Amen : go on (good Egtamore)

0ti: at the Pottern by the Abbey wall

;

I fear I am attended by fomc Spies.

Sgl. Fear not : the Forreft is not three leagues off.

If we recover that, we are fure enough. Exeunt

.

Scena Secmda,

Enter Thnrio, PrathetUy Julia, Dukj.

Th. Sir 'Frftthew, what fayes Silvia to my fuit ?

Pro. Oh Sir, I find her milder then ihc was.

And yet flie takes exceptions at your pcrfon.

Ttiu. What ? that my leg is too long ?

Pro. No, that itis too little. (der.

Thu. I'le wear a Boot, to make it fomewhat roun
Pro. But love will not be fpurr'd to what it loath 's.

Thit . What fayes flie to my face ?

Pro. S he fayes it is a fair one.

T&«, Nay then the wonton lies : my face is black.

Pro. But Pearl's are fair ; and the old faying is,

Black men are Pearl's, in beauteous Ladies eyes.

Thu. 'Tis true, fuch Pearl's as put d it Ladieseyes.

For I had rather wink, then look on them.

Thit. How likes flic my difcourfe ?

Pro. Ill, when they talkc of war.

But well, when I difcourfe of love and peace.

Jul. But better indeed, when you hold your peace.

Thft. What fayes flie to my valour .'

<Pr». Oh Sir, flic makes no doubt of that.

Jul. She needs not, when flie knowcs it covsardizc.

Thu. What fayes flie to my birth ?

Pro. That you are well deriv'd.

Jul. True : from a Gentleman to a fool.

Thu. Confiders flie my poflcflTions .'

Pro. Oh I : and pieties them.
T/ju. Wherefore?

Ju. That fuch an Afs fliould owe them.
Pro. That they are out by Lcafc,

Ju. Here comes the Duke,

*Dm. How now CnProtheui ; hownow Thuritf
Which of you fay faw Sir Eglamore of late ?

Thu. Not I.

Pro. NotL
Du. Saw you my daughter .?

Pro. Neither.

Du. Why then

She's fled unto the pe2ant, T^'alentine ;

And Eglamore is in hercompanic.

'Tis true : for Frier Laureiece met them both

As he, in penance wander'd through the Forreft ;

Him he knew well : and gueft that it was flic

,

But beino mask'd, he was not fure of it.

Befides fne did intend Confeflion,

At Patricks Cell this even, and there flie was not.

Thefe likelihoods confirm her flight from hence

;

Therefore I pray you ftand not to difcourfe

,

But mount you prefcntly ; and meet with mc
Upon the riling ofthe Mountain foot

That leads toward Mantua, whither they are fled

:

Difpatch(fweet Gentlemen) and follow mc.

Thu. Why this it is, to be a peevifti Girl,

That flies her fortune where it follows her

:

ric after ; more to be revcng'd on Eglamore^

Then for the love of reck-lefs Silvia.

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia's love

Then hate oi Eglamore that goes with her.

Ju. And I will follow, more to crofs that love

Then hate for Silvia, that is gone for love, Extmt.

Scena Tenia*

Silvia, Out-lawet.

I, Out, Come, come be patient.

Wei
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We muft bring you to our Capcain.

S'tl. A thoufand more mil'chanccs then this one

Have Icarn'd me how to brook this patiently.

2 Out. Come, bring her away.

I Out. Where is the Gentleman that was with her.

3 Out. Being nimble footed, he hath ouc-run u$.

But Moyfes and Valerius follow him :

Go thou thither to the Weft end of the Wood,

There is oar Captain : wee'l follow him that's fled,

Tlic thicket isbcfct, he cannot fcape.

I Out. Come, I murt bring you to our Captaio$,Cave,

Fear not : he bears an honourable mind

,

And will notufe a woman lawlefly,

Sil. O Valtntine : this I endure for thee.

Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter FdUfttlne., PretheuSy Silvia^ JulU, Dukf.

Thurloy Out-lawe}.

Val. Hv>w ufc doth breed a habit in a man ?

This Hiadowy Dcfart, unfrequented woods,

I better brook then flourifhing peopled rowncs ;

Here can I fit alone, unfeen of any.

And to the Nightingales complaining Notes ;

Tunc my diftreffcs, and record my woes.

thou that doft inhabit in my breft,

Leave not the Manfion fo long Tcnantleffc,

Left growing ruinous, the building fall

,

And leave no memory of what it was,

Repair mc with thy prefcncc, Silvia :

Thou Gentle Nymph, chcrifli thy forlorn Swain.

What hallowing, and what ftirrc is this to day ?

Thefe are my mates, that make their wills their Law,

Have fome unhappy paffenger in chafe ;

They love mc well, yet I have much to doc

To keep them from uncivil outrages.

Withdraw thee Valentine : who's this comes here ?

Pra. Madam, this fervicc I have done for you,

(Though you refpeft not ought yourfcrvant doth)

To hazard life, and refcue you from him,

That would have forc'd your honour and your love,

Vouchfafe me for my meed, but one fair look :

(A fmaller boon than this I cannot beg.

And lefTe than this I am furc you cannot give,)

Val. How like a dream is this ? I fee and hear :

Love, lend me patience to forbear awhile.

Sll. O miferable unhappy that I am.

Pro. Unhappy were you (Madam) ere I came :

But by my comming I have made you happy.

Sll. By thy approach thou mak'ft me moft unhappy.

/«. And m.c, when he approacheth to your prefcncc.

Sil. Had I been feized by a hungry Lion,

1 would have been a breakfaft to the Beaft,

Rather than have falfc Prethetu refcue me

:

heaven be judge how I love Valentine^

Whofe life's as tender to mc as my foul

,

And full as much (for more there cannot be)

1 doe deteftfaifc perjur'd Pretheus :

Therefore be gone, folicit mc no more.

Fro. What dangerous aftion, ftood it next to death,

Would I not undergo for one c»lmc look :

Oh, 'tis the ctirfc in Love, and ftill approv'd.

When women cannot love, where they're bcloy d.

Sil. When Pretheus cannot love, where he's belov'd
Read oyir Iulia'% heart, (thy firft bcft Love;
For whofe dear fake thou did(} then rend thy faith

Into a thoufanJ oathcs ; and all thofe oathes,

Defccnded into perjury to deceive mc

,

Thou haft no faith left now, unlciTe thou'dft two,
And that's far worfe than tionc: better have none
Then plurallfaith,which is too much by one :

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend.

Pro. In love.

Who I efpefls friend?

Sil. kWmtnhii Prothem.

Pro. Nay, if the gentle fpirit of movin(» words
Can noway change you to a milder form

;

rie move you like a Soldier, at armcs end.

And love you 'gainft the nature of love : force yc.

Sil. Oh heaven.

Pro. ric force thee yield to my defirc.

Val. Ruffian let go that rude uncivil touch
,

Thou fi iend of an ill fafhion.

Pro. VtilemiHe!
Val. Thou common friend,that's without faith or love.

For fuch is a friend now : Though treacherous man,
Thou haft bcguil'd my hopes ; nought but mine eye
Could have perfwaded me : now I dare not fay

I have one friend alive j thou would'ft difprovc m«:
Who ftiould be trufted now, when one* right hand
Is perjured to the bofome ? Pretheusy

I am forry I muft never truft thee more.
But count the world a ftranger for thy fake

:

The private wound is decpcft : oh time, moft accurft :

'Mongft all foes, that a friend fliould be the worft ?

Pre. My ftiamc and guilt confounds me

:

Forgive me Valentitie : ifhearty forrow
Be a fuflicient Ranfome for offence

,

I tendct't here : I doc as truly fufFcr

,

Ase'reldid commit.

Val. Then am I paid :

And once again, I doc receive thee honeft ;

Who by repcnuncc is not fatisfied.

Is nor of heaven,nor earth ; for thefe are pleas'd i

By Penitence th'Etcrnal's wrath's appcas'd:

And that my love may appear plain and free

,

All that was mine in Silvia, I give thee.

/«. Oh mc unhappy.

Pro. Look to the Boy.

Val. Why, Boy?
Why Wag : how now? what's the matter ? look up : fpcak.

/«.Ogood Sir,try Maftcrcharg'd mc to deliver a Ring
to Madam Silvia -.vihkh (out of my neglc(5V) was never

Pro. Where is that Ring, Boy? (done,

/«. Here 'tis: this is it.

Tro. How ? let me fee.

Why this is the Ring I gave to /»//<».

lu. Oh, cry youircrcy fir, I have miftook :

This is the Ring you fcnt to Silvia.

Pro. But how cam'ft thou by this Rmg ? at my depart

I gave this unto lu/ia.

fu. And fulia her fcif did give it me.

And /ulia her felf hath brought it hither.

Pre. How ? lulia ?

/*. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oathes,

Aiul enccrtaind'em deeply in her hcait.

How oft haft thou with perjury cleft the root >

Oh Pr«r/;f«/, let this habit make thee blulli.

D B-
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B: thou adiam'd that I have took upon mf,

Such an immoded layraent : if fiiame Uvc

In a dif^uife of love ?

Ic isthcleflerblocmodcfty finds,

Women to change their fliapcs, than men their minds.

Ti'o. Than men their minds .? 'tis truc,oh h£aven,'A;crc

Man but ccnftant, he were pcrfeft ; that one errour

Fills him with faults : makes him run through all th'fins
;

Inconftancy falls off ere it begins

:

What is in Silvia shcQ., but I may fpie

More frefli in Julias with a conftant eye ?

P^al. Come, come : a hand from either :

Let me be blcll to make this happy clofc :

'Twerc pity two fuch friends lliould be long foes.

Pro. Bear witnefle (heaven) I have my wiHi for ever.

IhI. And I mine.

Ont-l. A prize, a prize, a prize.

Val. Forbear, forbear I fay : it is my Lord the DnJ^e.

Your grace is welcome to a man difgrac'd,

Banillied yalcnttne.

Dukj, Sir Valentine ?

Thu. Yonder i% Silvia : and Silvia's mine.

Val. Thitrio give back ; or dfe imbracc thy death :

Comenot within themcafure ofmy wrath :

Doe not name Silvia thine : if once again,

Verona iTiall not hold thee : here fhc (lands.

Take but poflcffion of her, with a Touch

:

I dare thee, but to breathe upon my Love.

Thur. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I

:

I hold him but a fool that will endanger

His body, for a Girl that loves him not-

:

I claim her not, and therefore fhe is thine.

Duk^. The more degenerate and bafc arc thou,

To iiwke fuch means for her as thou haft done,

Andleavc her on fuch flight conditions.

I

Now, by the honour of my Anceftry,
I doc applaud thy fpiric Valentine^

And think thee worthy of an EmprefTe love :

Know then, I here forget all former griefs

,

Cancel! all grudge, repeal the home again.
Plead a new ftatc in thy arrival'd merit.
To which I thus fubfcribe .• Sir Valentinty
Thou art a Gentleman and well derived.
Take thou thy Silvia,ior thou haft dcfcrv'd her.

Val. I thank your grace, the gift hath made me bap.
I now bcfecch you (for your Daughters fake) (py ;

To grant one Boon that I fhall aske of you.
Duke. I grant it for thine own what ere it be.

Val. Thcfe banifh'dmcn, that I have kept withalJ,
Are men cndu'd with worthy qualities

:

Forgivethem what they have committed here,

And let thtm be recall'd from their exile :

They arc reform'd, civil, fuU ofgood.
And fit for great imployment (worthy Lord.)

Duk,. Thou haft prevail'd, I pardon them and thee .•

Difpofe of them, as thou know'ft their defcrts.

Come, let us go^ we will include all jarrs.

With Triumphs, Mirth, and all folemnity.

Val. And as we walkalong, I dare be bold

With our difcourfcjto make your grace to fmile.

What think you of this Fnge (my Lord ? )
Dm^, I think the Boy hath grace in him, he bluftics.

Val. I warrant you (my Lord) more grace then Boy.
Duk, What mean you by that faying ?

Val. Pleafe you, I'lc tell you as we paflfe along

,

That you willw'onder what liachfortuned :

ComcPror^fw, 'tis your penance but to hear

The ftory of your Loves difcovered.

That done, our day of marriage fhall be yours

,

One feaft, one houfe, one mutuall happineffc. E.veunt.

The Names of the Adours.

Duke : Father to Silvia.

Valentine.')^, ^ ,

Prothtus. V ''^" ^'"^^^^^'''

i^nthonio : Father to Protheus.

Thurio : afoolifh rivallto Valentine.

Eglamore: Agentfor Silvia, in her efcafe.

Ho
ft, inhere lulia lodges.

Ottt-la'jves Tfith Valentine.

Speed : \^clol»nifhfervant to Valentine.

Launce, the like to Protheus,

Panthion : fervant to t^ntonio.

lulia ; belo'ved ofProtheus.

Silvia : beloved ofValentine.

Lucetta : VVaittng-Tfoman to Julia.

FINIS.
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THE
Merry Wives of Windsor.

tAUus Trimus, Scena Trma.

Enter Jttfiice Shal/an>, Slender^ Sir Hugh Evans^ Ma-
fterPage^ Fatflafe, B/irdolpfr, Njm, Pijioll^ Anns

Page^ Miflrejfe Ford^ Mlfireft Page^ Simple,

ShaltoTv.

Ir Hugh, pcrfwadc me not : I v^ill make a Star-

Chamber matter of it, if he were twenty Sir

John FrtlFiaffesy he fhall no: abufc 'Egbert

Shallow, Efquire. (Coiim,
In the County of C7/ffcf/?<rr,Juftic5 of Peacciand

I (Coufin Slender) and CuJi-alorHm.

I, and Rato-lotum too ; and a Gentleman bom (Nfa-

fter Parfon) who writes himfelf Armlgero,, in any Bill,

Warrant, Quittance, or Obligation, ^rmlgero.
Shnl, I that I do, and have done any tiiM thcfe three

hundred yeares.

SleH. All his Siicccffors (gone before him) have don't:

and all his Anceftors (that come after him) may: they

may give the dozen white Luces in their Coat.

Shal. It is an old Coat.

Evans, The dozen white Lowfcs doe become an old

Coat well : it agrees wdl paffant : it is a familiar bcaft to

man, and fignifiesLove.

Shal. The Luce is the frelh-fifti, the falt-fifli, is an
old Coat.

Slen. I may quarter (Coz.)

ShM. You may, by marrying.

Evans. It is marrying indeed, if he quarter it.

Shal. Not a whit.

Evans. Yes per-lady : if he has a quarter ofyour Coat,
there is but three 5kirts for your fclf, in my fimple conje-

ftures : but that 1$ all one : if Sir John Faljlaffe have

committed difparagements iinto you, I am of the Church
and will be glad to doe my benevolence, to make atone-

ments and coinpreniifes between you.

Shal. The Council ftiall bear it, it is a Riot.

Dvan. It is not meet the Council hear of a Riot : there

is no fear of Got in a Riot: The Council (look you)

ftiall defirc to hear the fear of Got , and not to hear a

Riot : take you viza-mcnts in that.

Shal. Ha ; o' my life, if I were youftg again, the

fword (Tiould end it.

Evans. It is petter that friends is the fword, and end
it : and there is alfo another device in my piain, which
peradventure prings good difcretions with it. There is

Anne Page, which is daughter to Maftcr Thtmas Page,

^'hi(^h is pretty virginity.

Slen. Miftteffe ^ff/*f Page i (he has brown hait, and
fpeaks like a woman.

Evans. It is that ferry perfon for all the orld,as juft a s

yo« will defire, and fevcn hundred pounds of monies and
goldjSc filver, is her Grand-fire upon his dcaths-bcd, (Goj
deliver to a joyful Rcfurrcilions)give,vvhcn ftic is able to
overtake Icventeen years old. It were a good motion, if

wc leave our pribbles and prabblcs, and dcfire a marriage
between Matter Abraham, and Miftreflc Anne Page.

Slen. Did her Grand-fire leave her fevcn hundred
pound ?

Evans. I, and her Father is make her a petter penny.
Slen. I know the young Gentlewoman, ftic has "ood

gifts.
"

Evans. Seven Ijundred pounds, and polfibility h "oot
gifts.

='

5A/f/.Well let us fee honeft Mr. Page:\s Faljiafe there.?

Svans. Shall I tell you a lie .? I doe defpiie a liar, as I

doe dcfpife one diat i$falfe,oras I dcfpifeone that is not
true : the Knight Sir John is there, and I befcech you be
ruled by your well-willers : I will peat the door for Ma-
fter Page. What hoa ? Got blelTc your houfe here.

Mr. Page. Who's there ?

Evans. Here is got's plefling and your fviend,and Ju-
ftice Shallow, and here's young Mafter Slender -.thai

peradventurcs rhajitell you another talc, if matters <»tow

to your likings.
°

Mr. Page. I am glad to fee your Worfiiips wcK : I

thank yoa for my Venifon, Maltcr Shallow.

Shal. HilUrPage, I am glad to fee you : much good
doe It your good heart I I with'd your Venifon better,):

was ill kiird .- how dodi good Miftreffe Page}ind I thank
you alwayes with my heart, la : with my heart.

CJJfr. Page Sir, I thank you.

Shal, Sir, I thank you : by yea and no 1 doe.

M. 7age. I am glad to fee you good Ma/ler Slender.

Slen. How do's your fallow Greyhound, Sir, I heard

fay he was out-run on Cctfale.

M. T>a: It could not be j'udg'd fir.

Slen. You'll not confcffe, you'll not confcflc.

Shal, That he will not, 'tis your fault, 'tis your fault:

'cisa good dog.

M.Page. A Cur fir.

Shal. Sir, he's a good Dog, and a fait Dog, can there

be more faid ? he is good,and fair. Is Sir John Falftafe

here ?

M. Page. Sir, he is within ;and I would I could doc

a good office between you.

Evan. It isfpokc as a Chriftians ought to fpcak,

Shal. He hath wrong'd me (Mafter Page^
(JU. Page. Sir, be doth in lome fort confcffe it. i



40 The merry fVizes oj VVindlor.

Shal. If ic be confelfed, ic is no: redreffed ; is noc thatj

fo ( M. Pxgc> ) he hath wrong'd me^ indeed he hath, ar

X word he haih : believe me, Robert Shalhrt Bquiic,

faith he is wron«'d.

tJMa. Ph. Here comes Sir John,

Fal. Now, Mkfter ShalloTs>, you'll complain of mc to

the King ?

Shai'. Knigh:
,
you have beaten my men, kill'd my

Deer, and bio c open my Lodge.

"jFrf/, But not kifs'd your Keepers Daughter ?

Sh.ll. Tut a pin : this ilial! be anfwet'd.

Frf/. I \A;illanfwcr it itraight,! have done alhhis

:

That is now anfwet'd

.?/j,?/. The Council fhall know this :
_ {

Fal. 'Twere better for you if it were known in coun-

1

fell : you'll bclaugh'd at.

evans. Paucaver!;a ;' (S'ujohfi) good worts.

f*?/. Good wons ? good Cabbadge ; SltynUr^ I broke

your head r.what matter have you againli mc ?

Shn. Many Sir, I have matter in my bend againflyoii,

and agairift your Cony-catching Rafcals, Bardolph
^

Njm, and P'lfloU.

Bar. You Banhtiyy Cheefc.

Slin. I, it is no njatrer.

Plfl. How now, Mepholtophiltis ?

Slen. 1, it is no matter.

iV^w.Slice,! [^^ypauca^pauca -. Sliccjthat'smy humor.

SUn. Where's SimpU my man ? can you tell,Coufin?

£v<T»j.Peace I pray you : now Ic: us undetftand ; there

is three Umpires in tliisjTiattcr, as I underlland ; that is,

Mafter P^i^e (fidelicct Maftcr Page) and there is my fcif,

(fidcliccc my fclf) and the three party is (laftly, and fi-

nally) mine Hoft of the Gatcr.

M. Pa. We;three to hear it,and end it between them.

Evan. Ferry goo't, I will make a prief of it in my
Note-book, and we will afterwards ovkc upon the caufc,

with as sreat difcrcctly as wc can.

Fal. Yifioll. 3

Pifi. He heares with cares.

Evan. The Teviland his Tam, v\hat phrafe is this

he heares with ear ? why it isafi:'c<i\ations.

Fal. Pifttll., did you pick M. Slenders purfe ?

Shu. I, by thefe gloves did he, or I would I might ne-

ver come in mine own great chamber again elfe, of feven

Sroats in Mill-fixpcnccs, and two Edward Shovelboards,

that coft me two iTiiiling and two pence a piece> of Tead

Miller : by thefe gloves.

Fal. Is this true Pijloll ?

Evan. No, it is falfe, if it is a pick- purfe.

Pift. Ha, thou Mountain Forreigner: Sir John, and

Matter mine, I combate challenge of thisLatine Bilboe

:

wordof denyall-in thy labras here; word of denial!,

froth, and fcum thou lyeft.

Sleti. By thefe gloves, then 'twas he.

Ny?ft. Be avis'd fir, and pafTc good humours : I will

fay marry trap with you, if you run the nut-hooks hu-

mour on mc, that is the very note of it.

Slen. By this Hat, then he in the red face had it : for

though I cannot remember what I did when you made

mc diunk , yet I am no: altogether an Affe.

Fal. What fay you Scarlet and lohn ?

Bar. Why fir(for my part) I fay the Gentleman had

drunk himfeif out of his five fcntences.

Evans. It is his five fences : fie, what the ignorance is.

Bar. And being fap, fir, was ( as they fay ) calliccr'd :

and fo condiifions pafi the Car cites.

Slen. I,yoli fpake in Latine then too : but 'tis no mat-
ter : I'Je ne'rc be drunk whil'tt I live again, but in honcff,

civil godly company for this trick: If I be drunk, I'lc

be drunk with thofeihat have the fear of God, and hot
wi:h drunken knaves.

Evan. Sogot-udge m.c, that is a virtuous mind.
Fal. You hear all thefe matters dcny'd, Gentlemen

you hear it.

M. Page. Nay daughter carry the Wine in , wec'll

drink within.

Slen. Oh heaven .• This is MifiicfiTc Amie Pat^e.

M, Page. How now MitticfTefar*/ .?

Fal. Mittrcfic Ford.^ by my troth you arc very well

met r by your leave good Miftreflc.

M. Page. Wifc,bid thefe Gentlemen welcome : come,
|wc have a hot Venifon Patty to dinner ; Come gentle-

}mcn,I hope we iliall drink down all unkindncfle.

Slen. I had rather then forty fhiliings I had my book
of Songs and Sonnets here : How now Simple., where
have you been ? I mutt wait on my.felf, mufti ? you iiavc

not the book of Riddles about you, have you f

Sim. Book of Riddles, why did you not lend it to

Alice Short-cakj upon Alhallowmas latt ; a fortnight a-

fore Michaelmas.

Shal. Come Coz, come Coz, we flay for you : a word
with you Coz : marry this, Coz : there is as 'cwere a ten-

der, a kind of tender, made a far off by Sir Hugh here :

doc you underttand me ?

Slen. I Sir, you iTiall find mc icafonable ; if itbefo,

I fliall doe that is reafon.

Shal. Nay, but underttand mc.

Slen. Sol doe Sir.

Evan. Give ear to his motions-, (M.5/fW^r)I will

defcription the matter to you, if you be capacity of it.

Slen. Nay, I will doc as my Coufin Shallow faycs : T

pray you pardon me, he's a juttice of Peace in his Coun-

crcy, finiple though I ttand here.

Evan. But that is not the qticftion : the quettion is

concerning your marriage.

Shal. I, there's the point Sir.

EvaH. Marry is it : the very point of it, to }A.An.Page.

Slen. Why if it be fo ; I will marry her upon any tea-

fonable demands.

Eva. But can you affection the 'o-man, let us com-

mand to know that of your mouth, or of your lips: for

divers Philofophers hold, that the lips isparcellof the

mouth : therefore precifely, can you marry your good will

to the maid ?

Shal. Coufin Abraham Slender., can you love her ?

Slen. I hope fir, I will doe as it fhali become one that

would doe reafon.

Evan. Nay got's Lords and his Ladies, you mutt fpeak

pofTitable, if you can carry-her yourdcfircs towards hcK

Shal. That you mutt

:

Will you (upon good dowry) marry her ?

Slen. I will doe a greater thing then tlrat, upon your

requcft (Coufin) in any reafon.

jArf/.Nay, conceive me,conceivc me,(fwect Coz:)what

I doe is to pleafure you (Coz) c.-,n you love the Maid ?

Slen. I willmarry her (Sir) at your rcqueft ; but if there

be no great love in the beginning ,
yet Heaven may dc-

creafe it upon better acquaintance, when we are marryed,

and, have more occafion to know one another: I hope

upon familiarity will grow more content : but if you fay

marry, her, 1 will many her, that 1 am freely diffolved,

and dittblutely.

Evan
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¥.van. It IS a ferry difcrcdon anfwer rfaveche fall is

inth'ord difTolutely : the ore is (according 10 our mean-

ing) rcfolutcly : his meaning is good.

Sh. I, I think my Coufin meant well,

SI. I, or clfc 1 would I might be hang' (la.)

Sh. Here comes fair Miltrelfc AnM ; would I were

young for your fake, Miftreffc Anne.

An. The dinncL- is on ihc Table, my Father dcfires

your Worlhips Company.

Sh. I will wait on him,(faicM ftrcfle-^ff^O (Grace.

Evan. Od's plelTecI will : 1 will not be abfcnce at the

An. Wil't pleafe your Worfhip to come in, Sir ?

SI. No, I thank you forfooth heartily ; I am very vvcll.

An. The Dinner attends you fir.

SI. I am not a-hungry, I thank you forfooth : 20

Sirrha, for all you arc my man, go vvait upon my Coufin

Shallow : a Juftice of Peace fomccime may be beholding

to his friend fori man ; I keep but three men and a lioy

ycc, lillmy Mother be dead : but what though, ya I hve

a poor Gentleman born.

An. I may no: go in without your Worlhip ; they

will not fit till you eomc.

SI. I'faitb, I'le eat nothing:! thank you as much as

though I did.

Jin, I pray you fir walk in.

SI. I had rather walk here (I thank you) I bruiz'd

my Ihin th'other day, with playing at Sword and Dag-
ger with a Maftcrof Fence (three veneysforadifli of

iiew'd Prunes) and by my troth, I cannot abide the fmell

of hot meat fincc. Why doe your dogs bark fo } be there

Bears ith'Town?

An. I think there arc. Sir, I heard them ulk'd of.

5/. I love the fport well, but I lliall as foon quarrellat

ic as any man 'wiEngland : you arc afiaid if you fee the

Bear loofe, are you not ?

An. I indeed Sir.

SI. That's meat and drink to me now ; I have feen

Sack^rfon loofe twenty times, and have taken him by the

Chain : but (I warrant you) the women have fo cri'd and
(hreektat it, that it part: But women indeed cannot a-

bide'em, they are very ill-favour'd rough things.

M,Pa,Comz gentle M.Slender., come: we ftay for you.

SI. I'le cat nothing I thank you Sir.

M. Pa. By Cock and Pyc you fliaJI not choofc Sir

:

come, come.

SI. Nay, pray you lead the way.

M.Pa, Come on Sir.

SI. Miftreffc Anne, your fdf fliall go firft.

.An. Not I Sir, pray you keep on.

SI. Truly I will not go firft : truly-la : I will not doe

you chat wrong.

An. Tpvayyoii Sir.

SI. I'le \?thev be unmannerly then troublcfome : you

doc your fclf wrong indeed-la. Extitnt.

Seem Secunda,

Enter Svans and Simple.

Evan. Go your wayesand ask ofDo£bor Caim houfe,

which is the way.and there dwells one Miftielfc Quickjjy

which is in the manner of hisNurfc; or his dry-Niirrr;ov

his Cook ,orhisLaundty;bi$ WiflKi, and his Ringrr.

Sim. Well Sir.

Evans. Nay, it is pcttcryct: give her this letter ; for

it is a ' Oman that altogechcrs acquaintance with Miftreft

fage ; and fhe Letter is to dcfirc, and require her to fo-

licite your Mafters dcfires to Miftrels Annt Page • I pray

you be gone : I will make an end of my diniwr ; there's

Pippins and Chcefe to come. Exeunt.

Scena Tenia.

Enter Falftaffe, Hojf, Bardolfe, Njm. Tifioll. Page.

Pal. Mine Hoft of the Garter .'

Ho. What fayes my Bully Rook ? fpeak Schollarly,
and wifely.

Fal. Tiuly mine Hoft ; I muft turn away fomc of my
followers.

Ho. Difcard, (Bully Htrcnlei) cafiieer; let them wag;
trot, 1 10:.

Fal. I fit at ten pounds a week.
Ho. Thou'rt an Empcrour {Cafar^Ktlfar and fhae-

»uar) I will entertain Bardolfe . he will draw, he will

tap,faid I Well ( Bully HeHor f)
Fa. Doe fo (good mine Hofi.)
Ho, I have fpoke, let him follow .- let me fee thcc

froth and live : I am at a word : follow.

Tal. Bardolfe follow him, a Tafjier is a good trade :

an old Cloakc makes a new Jerkin ; a withet'd Serving-
man, a fiefh Tapflery go, adieu.

Ba. It is a life that I have defir'd : I will thrive.

Pift.O bafe hungarian wight:wilt thou the Spigot weild
/V/.He was gotten in drink:i$ not the humor conceited.

Ba. I am glad I am fo acquit of this Tindcrbox : his

Thefts were too open ; his filching was like an umkilftili

Singer, he kept not time.

Nl. The good humour is to fteal at a minutes reft.

Pift. Convey, the wife it call : Steal? fob : a fico for

the phrafc.

ta. Well firs, I am almoft out at hceb.

Pift. Why then let Kibes enfue.

fa/.There is no rcmcdy.-I muft conicatch,! muft ftiift.

Pift, Young Ravens muft have food.

Tal. Which of you know Fori of this Town ?

Pift. I ken the wight, he is offubltance good.

fal. My honeft Lads, I will tell you what I am about.

Pift. Two yards and more.

fal. No quips now Piftoll : ( Indeed I am in the

Waftc two yards about : but I am now about no wafte, I

am about thrift : ) briefly, I doc mean to make love to

Fordsmk : I fpie cntenainment in her; ftic difcourfes:

ihe carves : flie gives the leere of inviuticn : Icancon-

ftrue the aflion of her familiar ftile,and the hardcft voice

of her behaviour (to be englilli'd right) is, / am iir J*hn
Falftafes.

Pift. He hath ftudied her will ; and tunOated her

will •• out of honcfty intoEnglilh.

Ni. The Anchor is deep .- will that humour paflc ?

Fal. Now, the report goes, flic has all the rule of her

Husbands Purfe .• he hath a legend of Angels.

pin-. As many devils entertain • and to her Boy fay I.

Nl .The humor rifes .• it is good: humor me the Angels.

Fal. I have writ me here a Letter to hcr;ind here ano-

ther to Pages wife, who even now gave me good eyes

too ; examin'dmy partswith moft |udicious iliiadifome-

iimes the beam of het view, guided my foot : fomctimeJ

my portly belly. D ? Pll
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Pijl. Then did the Sim on Dung-hill ihinc.

jV;. I thank thee for that humour.

Fal. Ollic did fo courfe o'rc my exteriouri with fcch

a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye, did fcem

to fcorcb me up like a bin:ning-gla{rc : here's another

Letter to her : She bears the Purfe too .• She is a Region

in Guiana : all gold and bounty : I will be Cheaters to

them both, and theyfliallbe Exchequers to me: they

(hall be my Eaft and Weft-Indies, and I will trade to

them both : Go, bear thou this Letter to Miftreffc Page
;

and thou thisw Miftrcfle Fori : wc will thrive (.Lads) we

will thrive.

P!ft. Shall I Sir Pandarns of Tro^ become

,

And by my fide wear Steel ? then Lucifer take all.

Ni. I will run no bafe humour : here take this humour-

Letter ; I wifl keep the haviourof reputation.

Fat. Hold Siriha, bear you thcfe Letters rightly,

Sail like my Pinnace to thcfe golden iTiores.

Rogues, hence, avauncjvanifb like hail-ftones; go,

Trudge
; plod away oth* boof,feek (lielter, pack :

Faljlajfe will learn the honour of the age,

French^thrift, you Rogues, my felf, and skirted T^^r.

Pifi. Let Vultures gripe thy guts ; for gourd , and

Fullam holds:& high and low beguiles the rich and poor,

TefterTJc have in Pouch when thou (halt lack,

Bafe Phrygian Turk.

Ni. 1 have operations.

Which be humouis of revenge.

Pifi, Wilt thou revenge ?

Ni. By Welkin and her Star.

Pifi, With wit, or ftecl *

Ni. With both the humours, I

:

I will difcuflc the hilmour of this Love to Ferd,
PiSt. And I to Page fliall eke unfold

How Falfiafe (Varlct vile)

His Dove will prove ; his gold will hold.

And his foft couch defile.

Ni. My humour fliall not cool : I wil incenfe Ferd to

deal with poyfon : I willpofieflc him with yellownefle,

for the revolt of mine is dangerous : that is my true hu-

mour.

Pilt. Thou art the Mars of MaU-conients: I fecond

ihce .• troop on. Exeunt.

a grcen-a

Scena Quarta,

Enter Mlfirefe Qulckjy^ Simple^ John ^ughi Do^or
Caius^ Fentott.

Qu. VJhit^John'Rffghj^ I pray thee go to thcCafe-
ment, and fee if you can fee my Maftcr, Mafter Do^or
Caius commmg : if he doe (I'faith) and find any body in

the houfc, here will be an old ablifing of Cods patience,
and the Kings Englifli.

%S' riegowateh.
Qit. Go, and we'll have a poffet for't foon at night,

(in faith) at the latter end ofa Sea-coale fire : An honcft,
wil!ing,,kind fellow, as ever lervant fliall come in houfe
withall : and I warrant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed-
bate: his worft fault is, that he is given to prayer ;beis
fomethjng peevifli that way : but no body but has his

fault : but let that paflie. Trrr Simple you fay your
name is.

L

Si. I, for fault ofa better.

Qu. And Mafter S/ender's your Mafter ?

Si. I foriooth,

^«. Doe's he not wear a great round Beard, like a
Ghvers pairing-knife ?

Si. No forfooth : he hath but a little wee-face ; with a

littleyellow Beard : a Cain.colour'd Beard.

^«. Afoftly-fprited man, is he not ?

St. I forfooth : but he is as tall a man of his hands, as

any is between this and his head t he hath fought with a

Warrener.
°

Qu, How fay you : oh,Ifl\ould rememberWm : doe's

he not hold up his head (as it were?) and ftrut in his gate?

Si. Yes indeed doe's he.

Qm. Well, heaven fend ^ene Page no worfe fortune

:

Tell Mafter Parfon Evanr , I will doe what I can for

your Mafter : tAKte is a good girl, and I wifti

Ru. Out alals : here comes my Mafter.

Qu. Wc fliall all be flient: Run in here, good young
man : go into this Clofet : he will not ftay long :what
John P-Hghj ? lohn : what lohn I fay ? go lohn^ go en-
quire for my Mafter, I doubt he be not well, that he comes
not home : i^and drane^ downe^ adowne'a^ &c.)

Ca. Vat isyoufing?! doe not like dcs toy cs: pray
you go and vetch in my Clofet, unboytecn vcrd ; a Bos,
a grccn-a Box : doc intend vat I fpcak ?

Box.

Qu, I forfooth i'le fetch ic you

!

I am glad he went not in himfcif : if he had found the

young man, he would have been horn mad.

Ca, Fe,fe^fCjfey moifoi^ il fait for ehando, le man
voi a le. Court lagrand affaires.

Qu Is it this sir?

Ca. Oujy mette le au nson pockety de-peech quitkjj :

Vere is dat knave Rugby ?

Qu, What lehn Rugby ^ hhn }

%^. Here Sir.

Ca. "^oMZxz hhn Rugbyy and you zrt lack.Rugby :

Come, take-a your Rapier, and come after my heel to the

Court.

Ru. 'Tisrcady fir, here in the Porch.

Ca. By my trot I tarry too long : od's-me : queayje

oublie : dere is fomc Simples in my Clofet, dat I will not

for the varld I fliall leave behind.

j2«.Ay-me,he'll find theyoungman therc,and be mad.
Ca. O Diabley Diable : vat is in my Clofet ?

Villanic, La-roon : Rugby, my Rapier,

Qu. Good Mafter be content.

{a. Wherefore fliould I be content-a ?

Qu. The young man is an honeft man,

Ca. What fliall de honeft man doe in my Clofet : derc

is no honeft man dat fliall come in my Clofet.

Qu. I befeech you be not fo flegmatick : hear the

truth of it. He came of an errand to voiiiom Parjm
Hugh.

Ca. Veil.

Si. I forfoothjto defirc her to—~—
Qu. Peace, T pray you.

Ca. Peacc-a-your-tongue, fpeak-a your Tale.

Si. To defirc this honeft Gentlewoman Tyour Maid)

to fpeak a good word to Miftreffe jinnePage^tormj

Mafter in the way of marriage.

Qu. This is all indecd-la :but i'le ne'repuc my finger

in the fire and need not.

Ca. Sir Hugh fcnd-a-you ? ^"gf'Jt baliowmefomc
r Paper : tarry you a littell-a-while.
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Qui. 1 am glad he is lb quite : if he had been throu^li-

ly moved, yo'u'llicnild have heard him fo loud,and fo mc-

lancholly : but notwithftanding man, I'ledoforyour

Mafter what good 1 can : and the very yea,and the no is,

the French Doftor my Mafter, (I may call him my Ma-
tter , looke you , for I keep his houfe ; and I wafh, rini^,

brew, bake , fcoute, drcfs meat and diink, make the beds,

and do all my fclf.)

Sim. 'Tis a great charge to come under one bodies

hand.

Qui. Arc you a-vls'd o'lhat ? yon fhall find it a great

charge : and to be up early, and down late : but notwith-

ftanding, (to tell y<?.u in your car, I would have no woids

of it ) my Mafter himfelf is in love with Miftris eyi'/tue

Page : but notwithftanding that I know iiw mind,that'i

neither here nor there.

Cai. You,Jack'Napc : givic 'a thi? Letter to Sir Hu^h.
by gar it is a iTiallenge : 1 will cut his troat in dc Parke,

and I will teach a fairvy Jack-a.nape Prictt to meddle,or

m?ke :— you may be gone : it is not good you tarry here :

by gar I will cut all his two ftones : by -jar > he ftiall not

have a ftonc to trow at his dog.

Qui. Alas : he fpcaks but for his friend.

C,:i, It is no matter's Tcr dat : doe not you tcll-a-mc

dat I ftiall have Attne Tage for my felf .? by gar , I vill

kill de Jack-Pricft : and 1 have appointed mine Hoft of

dc Jartecr to meafurc our weapon : by gar, 1 will my felf

h? ve Anne Vage.

Qui. Sir, the maid loves you, and all ftiall be well:We
muft give folks leave to prate ; what the good-jer.

Cal. Rugby ^ come to the Court with mc : by gar , i£

I have not Anne Page , I ftiall turn your head out of my
door : follow my heels, Rughy.

Qni. You (hall have v/««?*fools head of your own

:

No, 1 know Ant mind for that : that never a woman in

fviniifor knows moreoiAm mind then I do, nor can do
more then I do with her, I thank heaven.

Pent on. Who's within there, hoa ?

Qj\. Who's there j I troa ? Come near the houfe I

piay you.

Fen, How now (good woman) how doft thou ?

J^;. The better that it plcafes your good Worfhip
to aske ?

Fen, What news * how do's pretty Miftris Anne ?

Qmi. In truth Sir, and ftie is pretty, and honctt , and

gentle , and one that is your friend, I can tell you that by

the way, I praile heaven for it,

f^w.Shail I do any good thinkft ihoupftiall I not loofc

•my fuit ?

QhI. Troth Sit , all is in his hinds above : but not-

withftanding ( Mafter Fenton ) I'ie be fwornc on a book

flie loves you : have not your Worfliip a watt above

your eye ?

Fen. Yes marry have I, what of that ?

jQ^i. Well, thereby hanfs a tale : good faith,it is fuch

another /VW« ; ( but ( I deteft ) an honcft maid as ever

oroke bread : wc had an hours ta Ike of that wart; I

(hall never laugh but in that maids company : but : (in-

deed ) ftie is given too much to Allicholly and mufing

,

cut for you-—»well—go to—-
Fen. Well : I (hall lee her to day : hold,thcre*s money

for thee : Let mc have thy voycc in my behalf: if thou

fceft her before mc, commend me.

i^««*. Will I ? . Ifaich that we will:And I will tell your

Woiihip more of the Wart, the next tinjc we have con-

fidence, and ofother wooers.

Fen. Well, farewell, I am in great hafte now.
Qui. Farewell to your Worlhip : tiuly an honcft Gen-

tleman : .but eAnne loves him not r for I know tyfnt
minde as well 25 anotlicr tloc's : out upon't : what have I

forgot ? Ejfif^

(lABhs Secundm, Scena Trima.

Enter M'tflrU Page.,Miflrii Ford., Mafter Page^Mafttr
Ftrd, Piftol, NI»f,Qu,ckJjy Hiit, Shalloip.

M'lf. Page. What, have I fcap'd Love-Ietters In the

holly-day time of my beauty , and am I now a fubjcft for

chcin f let me fee ?

Ask^me no reafon nhjUove jou
, for though love ufe

reafonfor hfi preciftan^ he admits him nctfornifConnfei'

lor:)/OH are not fcung^no more am I:go to then^here'sftm -

pathjuyou are merry,fo am I: ha^ha^hen there's morefim.
pathy.-yoit love Saekj^fo do I : vrouldyoM defire betterJim'

fathy? Letitfuffice thee (Miftris Page) at the leaft ifthe

Love ofa Souldier canfnffceythat I love thee;/ vill notfay
pity mey 'tit not a Sonldier-likj thrafeybat Ifay^ love mi:

By me, thine own trne Knighty by day or night :

Or any kjnd of light^ vcitb all his mighty

For thee to fight. John Falftafe.

What a Herod of Jury is this ? O wicked,wicked world

:

One that is well nigli worn to pieces with age.

To fnow himfelf a young Gallant ? what unwayed
Behaviour hath this Flemifti drunkardpickt

(I'th* devils name ) out of my converfation , that darcJ

in this manner aflay me ? why , he hath not been thrice

in my Company : what fliould I fay to him ? I was then

frugall of my mirth : ( heaven forgive me : ) why I'le

exhibit a Bill in the Parliament for the putting down
of men : how (hall I be rcvcng'd on him ? for reveng'd I

will be ? as furc as his guts are made of puddings.

Mif. Ford. Miftris Page , truft me, I was going to

your houfe.

Mif. Page. And truft me , I w4s coming to you : you

look very ill.

Mif. Ford. Nay, I'lc ncre believe that; I have to (hew

to the contrary.

Mif, Page. 'Faith but you do in my minde.

Mif. Ford. Well : I do then~! yet 1 fay , I could (hew

you to the contrary : O Miftris Page, give me fome coun-

(cll.

Mif. Pagt. What's the matter, woman ?

Mif. Ford. O woman : if it were not for one trifling

refpcft, I could come to fuch honour.

Mif. Page. Hang the trifle (woman) take the honour:

what is it : diTpencc. with trifles : what is it ?

Mif. Ford. If I would but go to hell, for an Ctcrnall

moment, or lb: I could be knighted.

Mif. Page. What thou lieft ? Sir Alice Ford ? thefe

Knights will hack, and fo thou fliouldil not altar thear.

tide of thy Gentry.

Mif. Ford. Wc burn day-light, here, read , read :

perceive how I might be knighted , I (hall think the

worfc of fat men , as long as I ha ve an eye to make difft-

rence of mens liking ; and yet he would not fwearc .-

praife
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praife womcns iiioddly : ai\d gave luch orderly and wel-

behaved rcproot'c co alluncomdincfs, that I would have

fworn his difpofiuon would have gone to the truth of

his words : but they do no more adhere and keep place

together , then the hundred Pfa'Ims to the tune of Green-

flcevcs : What tempeft (I troa) threw this Whale, (with

fo many Tuns of oyle in hfs belly ) a'flioar at JVlndfor ?

How (Tiali I he revenged on him ? I think the bcft way

were to entertaia him with hope , till the wicked fire of

lufl: have melted him in hisowngreacc : Did you ever

hear the like ?

Mif. Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name of

Pttge aftd Ford dift'ei-s.-to thy great comfort in this myftery

of ill opinions, here's the twin-brother of thy Letter

:

but let thine inherit firll , for I proteft mine never fliall :

I warrant he hath a thoufand of thefc Letters , writ with

blank-fcace for different names ( fue more : ) and thcfe

are of thefccond edition:he will print them out of doubt:

for he cares not what he puts into the prcffc , when he

would put us two : I had rather be a Giantcffe, and lye

under Mount Pelion : Well, I will find you twenty lafci-

vious Turtles ereonechali man.

Mif. Fori. Why this is the very fame : the very hand:

the very words : wliat doth he think of us ?

Mif. Page. Nay I know not: it makes me almoft rea-

dy to wrangle with noine own honefty: I'lc entertain

my fcJc like one that I am not acquainted withall : for

fure unlefle hr know fome drain in me , that I know
not my felf, he would never haveboorded me in this

fury,

Mif. Ford. Boording, call you it ? Tie be fure to keep

him above dcdc.

M'lf. Page. So will I : if he come under my hatches

,

ric never to Sea again : Let's be reveng'd on him, let's

appoint him a meeting : give him a (how of comfort in

his Suic, and lead him on with a fine baited delay, till he

luth pawn'd his horfes to mine Heft of the Garter.

Mif. Ford. Nay, I will confent to aft any villany a-

gainft him , that may not fully the charineffe ofour ho-

ncfty : oh that my husband faw this Letter : it would give

eternal food to his jealoufie.

Mif. Page. Why look where he comes : and my good

man too : hee's as farre from jealoufie (as lam from gi-

ving him caufc , and that (I hope) is an unmeafurable di-

ftance.

Mif. Fori. You are the happier woman.

tMif.Page. Let's confult together againft this greafic

Knight: Comehic/ier.

Fori. Well : I hope, it be not fo.

PlSt, Hope is a curtall-dog in fome affairs

:

Sir John affcits thy wife.

Fori. Why fir, thy wife is not young.

PiH:. He woo's both high and low,both rich and poor,

both young and oldjone with another (For</) he loves thy

Galiy-mawfry (F«r<f) perpend.

Fori. Love my wife ?

PiHr. With liver burning hot r prevent

:

Or go thou like Sir t/iHeou with

Ring-wood at thy heels : O, odious is the name.

Fori. What name Sir ?

Pin. The horn I fay : Farewell

:

Take heed, have open eye , for thieves do foot by night.

Take heed, ere fummer comes, or Cuckoo-birds do fing.

Away fir Corporall Nim :

Believe it {Page) he fpeaks fence.

Fori. I will be patient : I will find out this,

Nim. And this iitrue : I like not the humour of lyin":

he hath wronged me in fome humours : I ("houldhavc

borne the humour'd Letter to her : but 1 liave a fword :

and it (hall bite upon my nccefflty : he loves your wife ;

There'sthe lliort, and the long : My name is Corporal!

Nim: I fpeak it,and 1 avouch,'tis true : my name is Nim:
and Falflaffie loves your wife: adieu, i love not the hu-
mour of bread and cheefe : adieu.

Page, ihe humour of it ( quotb'a ? ) here's a afcUow
fi ights Englilh out of his wits.

Fori. I will feek out Falfiajfe.

Tage. I never heard fach a drawling affceling rcuc.
Fori, If I do find it : well.

Page. I will not believe liich a (Catalan , though the

Prieft o'th'Town commended him for a true man.
Fori. 'Twasa good fenfible fellow : well.

Pai^e. How now Meg ?

Mif. Page. Whither gocyou {^eorge} ) hark you,

Mif. Fori. How now(fweet FraffkJ why art thou mc-
lanchoUy .?

Fori. I melancholty ? I am not mcIanchoUy :

Get you home, goe.

Mif. Fori. Faith,tbou haft fome crochets in thy head.

Now : will you go, L^ijiris Page.

Mif. Page. Have with you: you'U come to dinner

George f Look who comes yonder : ihalhall be our MeT-
fenger to this paltry Knight.

Mif. Ford. Truft me, I thought on her : (hec'II fit it,

Mif. Page. You arc come to fee my daughter tAnne ?

Qui. I torfooth ; and I pray how do's good Miftrcfs

t/inne ?

Mif. Page. Goe in with us and fee : wc have an hours

talke with you.

Page. How now Mafter Fori.

Fori. You heard what this knave told me,did you notr

Page. Yes, and you heard what the other told me f

Ford. Do you think there is truth in them .?

Page. Hang'em flavcs : I do not think the Knight

would offer it, But thefe that accufc him in his injtent to-

wards our wives , are a yoak of his difcarded men ; ve-

ry rogues, now they be out of fcrvice.

Ford. Were they his men >

Page. Marry were they.

Ford. I like it never the better for that.

Do's he lye at the Garter ?

Page. I matry do's he : if he fliould intend this voy-

age toward my wife , I would turn her loofc to him ; and

what he gets more ofher , thenfliarpe words, letitiyc

on my head.

Ford. 1 do not mifdoubt my wife : bur I would be

loath to turn them together : a man may be too confi-

dent : I would have nothing lye on my head : 1 cannot

bcthusfatisfied.

Page. Look where ray ranting-Hoft of the Gartct

comes : there is either liquor in his pate, or money in his

purfe , when he lookes fo merrily : How now mine

Hoft.?

Hofi. How now Bully-Rooke : thou'rt a Gentleman

Cavalerio Juftice,! fay,

Shal. I follow, ( mineHoft ) I follow : Good-even,

and twenty (good Mafter Page) Matter F4ff,will you go

with us ; we have fport in hand,

Hofi. Tell him Cavalerio-Juftice : tell him Bully-

Rook,

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought, between Sir

Hugh the Welch-Prieft,and Calm the French Doftor.

Fori. Good
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Ford. Uood mine Holi o di'Gauer: a word wuli you

Hofi. Wha: faifl thou, uiy Bully-Rook ?

Shal. W.Jl yon go with us to behold it ? My mcriy

Hoit hatli had the intafuring of their weapons ; and ( I

think) hath appointed them contrary places : for (believe

mc)l hcarthe Parfon isnojcllcr: haik, Iwilltcllyou

what our fport Hiail be.

Hofi. Haft thou no fuit againft my Knight ? my gucft-

Cayaleir?

Shal. None, I proteft : but Tie give you a pottle of

burn'd Sack, to give mc recourfe to him, and tell him my
name is Brosm: onely for a jcft.

Ho^. My hand, (' Dully : ) thou flialt have egrefs and

rcgrcfs
, ( faid I well ? ) and thy name fliali be Brtom.

It is a merry Knight; will you go An-heirs ?

Sh*l. Have with you mine Hoft.

Tage. I have heard the French-man hath good skill

in his Rapier.

Shal. Tut fir : I could have told you more : Inthcfe

limes you ftartdon diftancc: your Paffes, Stoccado's, and

I know not what 'tis the heart ( Maftcr Page ) 'tis here,

'tis here : I have feen the time, with my iong-fword
,

I would have made you four tall fcllowcs skip like

Rats.

//fli?. Here boys , here : Hiall wc wag ?

Pagf. Have with you : I had rather hear them fcold

,

then fight.

Ford. Though Page be a fccure foole , and fiands fo

fiimly on his wives fralky ;
yet,I cannoc put-off my o-

pinibn fo cafily : fhe was in his company at Pages houfc :

and what they made there, I know not. Well, 1 will look

furtlier into't, and I have a difguifc , to found Falfiaffe;

if I find her honeft, 1 lofe not my labour : if fhc be other-

wife, 'tis labour well bellowed.

Exeunt:

Scena Secunda,

Enter Falffaft, Pljlol, Robiity Qs*'ckJ/t Bardolfe,

Ford.

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny.

/-'//?. Why then the worlds mine Oyftcr,which I, with

fword will open.

Fal. Not a penny: I have been content ^ Sir ) yoa
Ihould lay my countenance to pawn : I have grated up-

on my good friends for three Rcprecvs for you , and
your Coach-fellow Nim; or elfe you had look'd through
the grate , like a Gcmcny of Baboons : I am danin'd in

bell, for fwearing to Gentlemen my friends
, you were

good Souldicrs , and tall-fellows. And when Miftreffe

Briget loft the handle of her Fan, I took't upon mine ho-
nour thou hadft it nor.

Piif. Didft thou not ftiarc ? hadft thou no: fifteen

pence ?

Fal. Rafon, you rogue, reafon : think'ft thou I'le en-
danger my foul

, gratis ? at a word, hang no more about
mc, I am no gibbet for you : go , a lliort knife, and a

throng, to your Mannor of Ptckj-batch : go , you'll not
bear a Letter for me you rogue ? you ftand upon your
honour : why, ( thou unconfinabic bafenefs ) it is as much
as I can do to keep the term of my honour precifc : I,

I , I my fclffomctimes, leaving the fear of heaven on

the left hand , and hiding iiijnc honour in my ncccucy >

am fain to ihufflc : to hedge , and to lurch , and yet, you
Rogue, will cnfconce your rags

; your Cat-a-Moun-
tain-lookcs

,
your red-lattice phrales, and your told-

bcating-oaths, under tlie nickcrof your honour f you will

no: do it ? you ?

Piit. I do relent: what would thou more ofman?
"Ko^- Sir, here's a woman would fpcak with you.

Fal. Let her approach.

^i. Give your worfliipgood morrow.
Fal. Good-iTiorrow, goou-wifc,

Qiei. No: fo and'c plcafc your worDiip.

Fal. Good maid then.

J^w/. ric be fworn,

As my mother was the fitft hour I was bom.
Fal. I do believe the fwcarcr ; what with me:

S^i. SlwU I vouchfafc your worftiip a woid , or

two ?

Fal. Two thoufand ^ fair woman ) and I'le vouchfafe

thee the healing.

Qui, There is one Miftiefs Ford
y (Sir) I pray come a

little nearer this waycs : I my fclf dwell with M. Dodloi

Coins,

Fal, Well, on ; Miftrefs Ford, you fay.

^!. Your worfhip fayes very true; I pray your wor-
ftiip come a little nearer this wayes.

Fal. I warrant thee, no body hears : mine own peo-

ple, mine own people.

Qjil. Are tlicy io ? heaven blcfs them, and make them
his fervants.

Fal, Well; MiftrefsFW, wha: of her ?

Out, Why, Sir ; fliec's a good creature ; lord, lord

,

yourWorfliip's a wanton : well, heaven forgive you,and

all of us, I pray .

Fal, Miftreft fflr</; come, Miftrefs F*r</.

j^«/. Marry this is the lliort , and the long of it : you

have brought her into fuch a Canaries, as 'tis wonder-

full : the. beft Courtier of them all (when the Court lay

at fVindfor ) could never have broguh: her to fuch a Ca-

nary : yet there has been Knights ,.and Lords, and Gen-

tlemen , with their Coaches ; I warrant you Coach after

Coach, letter after letter, gift after gift,fmelhn§ fo fwcet-

ly ; all musk , and fo ruftiling. I warrant you , in filk

and gold, and in fuchalligant tcrmes, and in luchwine

and fugar of the beft , ana the faireft , that would have

won any womans hean : and I warrant you they could

never get an eye-wink of her : I had my fclf twenty

Angels given mc this morning, but I defie all Angels (m
any fuch fort,as they fay) but in the way of honcft y : and

I warrant you, they could never get her fo much as fip

on a cup with the proudrft of them all, and yet there has

been Earls : nay , ( which is mor.* ) Pentionets, but I

warrant you all is one with her.

Fal. But what fayes iTie to me ? bebiicfmygoodllifc-

Mercurjr.

Qui Marry , flie hath rccciv'd your Letter: for the

which ftie thanks you a thoufand times; and llie gives

youtonotifie, that her husband will be abfcrrcc from h.s

houfe, between ten and eleven.

Fal. Ten, and eleven,

j2ut, I, forfooth : and then you may come and fee the

pifturc (ftie fayes) that you wo: of: Mafter F»r4 her huf-

band will be from home : alas , the fwect \voo»an leads

an ill life with him : hec'sa very jealoufie-man; ihec leads

a very frampold life with him, (good heart.}

Fal. Ten, and eleven.

Womati
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Woman, commend me co her, I will no: fail her.

Qiti. Why, you lay well : But I have another mcffcn-

gcr to your worlliip : M/(ircfs Page hath her hearty com-

mendations to you too : and let mc tell you in your ear

,

flice's as fartuous a civil modeft wife, and one (I tell you)

that will not mifle you morning nor evening prayer , as

any is in fvindfor , who ere be the other : and llie bad me

tell your woilhip, that her husband is feldome from

home, but flie hopes there will come a time. I never knew

a woman fo doat upon a man ; furely I think you have

charmes, la : yes in truth.

Fal. Not I, r allure thee ; fetting the attraftion ofmy
good parts afide, I have no other charmes.

Qni. Blc/Iing on your heart for't.

Fal. But I pray thee tcll mc this : has Torii wife, and

Pa^es wife acquainted each other, how they love me ?

Qui. That were a jeft indeed : they have not fo little

grace I hope, that were a trick indeed : But Miftiis?-«^f

would dcfire you to fend her your little Page of all ioves

:

her husband has a marvellous infeftion to the little Page:

and truly Mafter Page is an honeft man : never a wife in

ffindfor leads a better life then fhe do's : doe what (he

will, fay what flie will, take all, pay all , go to bed when

rhe lift, rife when fhe lift, all is as fhe will : and truly fhe

deferves it ; for if there be a kind woman in JVlndfor, fhe

is one : you muft fend her your Page, no rcmedie.

Fal. Why, I will.

Qttl. Nay , but do fo then , and look yon , he may
come and go between you both : and in any cafe have

a nay-word, that you may know one anothers mind, and

the Boy never need to underftand any thing; for 'tis not

good that children fhould know any wickcdnefs : old

folks you know , have diferetion , as they fay, and know
the world.

Fal. Fare thec-welljCommend me to them both; there's

my pinfe , I am yet thy debtcr : Boy, go along with this

woma n, this news diftrafts mc,

Tift. This Punck is one of Cgptds Carriers,

Clap on more fails, purfuc : up with your fights f

Give fire : flie is my prize, or Ocean whelm them all.

Fal. Saitt chou fo (old Jack^^o thy waycs : Tie make
more of thy old body then I have done ; will they yet

look after thee? wilt thou after the expence of fo much
money , be now a gainer? good body, I thank thee ; let

them fay 'tis grofsly done , fo it be fairly done , no mat-

ter.

Bar. Sir Ji>A», there's one Mafter Broom below would

fain fpeak with you , and be acquainted with you ; and
liath fent your worlhip a mornings draught of Sack.

Fal. Broom is his name ?

Bait. I Sir.

Fal. Call him in : fuch Broomesa.re welcome to mc,
that oic'flows fuch liquor : ah , ah , Miftrcfs Ford and
Miftrefs Page, have I encompaffed you ? go to^via.

Ford. "Blefs you fir.

Fal. And you fir : would you fpeak with mc ?

Ford. I make bold, to prefie, with fo little preparation

upon you.

Fal. You'r welcome , what's your will ? give us leave

Drawer.

Fori. Sir, I am a Gentleman that have fpent much, my
name is Broom.

F*l. Good Mafter Broom^\ dcfire more acquaintance

of you.

Ford. Good Sir "john , I fuc for yours : not to charge

you , for I muft let you underftand , I thmk my felf in

better plight for a Lender , then you are : the which hath
fomcthing emboldned me to this unfeafon'd intnifion :

for they fay , ifmoney goe before , all waycs doc lye o-

pen.

Fal. Money is a good Souldier ( Sir ) and will on.
Ford. Troth , and 1 have a bag of money here trou-

bles me : if you will help to bear it (Sir JoA»)takc all, or
halfe, for eafing mc of the carriage.

Fal, Sir, 1 know not how I may defer vc to be your
Porter.

Ford. I will tell you fir , if you will -give me the hear-

ing.

Fal. Speak (good Mafter Broim) I fhall be glad to be

your fervant.

Ford. Sir^I hear you arc a Scholler : (I will be brief

with you) and you have been a man longlcnown to me

,

though I had never fo good means as dcfire , to make my
felf acquainted with you. I ihall difcoverathing to you,

wherein I muft very much lay open mine own imperfe-

(ftion : but (good Sir John) as you have one eye upon my
follies , as you hear them unfolded , turn another into

the Rcgiftcr of your own, that I may pafle with a re-

proof the caficr , fith you your felfknow how cafis it is to

to be fuch an offender.

Fal. Very well Sir, proceed.

Ford. There is a Gentlewoman m this Town , her

husbands name is Ford,

Fal. Well Sir.

Ford. I have long lov'd her, and I protcft to you , be-

ftowed much on her: followed her with a doating obfcr-

vancc : Ingros'd opportunities to meet her : fcc'd every

flight occafion that could but nigardly give me fight of

her r notonely bought many prefents to give her, but have

given largely tomany » to know what Ihe would have gi-

ven : briefcly,! havcpurfu'd her,as Love hath purfued me,
which hath been on the wing of all occafions : but what-

focver I have merited , either in my minde , or in my
means , meed I am furc I have received none , unlefs ex-

perience be a Jewel , that I have purchafed at an infinite

rate, and that hath taught me to fay this.

" Love like *> (hadow fiies^ wheKfuhJiauce Lave purfues-,

'' Tttr[mng that thatfins , and flying what furfues.

Fal. Have you rcceiv'd no promifc of fatisfaflion at

her hands ?

Ford. Never.

Fal. Have you impoi'tun'd her to fuch a purpofc ?

Ford. Never.

Fal, Of what quality was your love then ?

Ford. Like a fair houfc,built on another mans ground,

fo that I have loft my edifice , by miftaking the place

,

where I ereftcd it.

Fat. To •^hix purpofc have you unfolded this to me ?

Ford. When I have told you that, I have told you all

:

Some fay , that though fhe appear honett to ine
, yet in

other places (he enlargeth her mirth fo far , that there is

(hrewd conftruftion made ofher. Now ( Sir "john) here

is the heart of my purpofe : you are a Gentleman of ex-

cellent breeding, admirable difcourfe , of great admit-

tance, authentick in your place and perfon, generally

allow'd for your many war-like , courc-like, and learned

preparations.

Fal. OSir.

Ford. Believe it , for yoU know it : thete is money
,

fpcnd itjfpendit, fpcnd more; fpend all I have; oiiely
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"ivc me fo much ot your time in exchange of it , as to lay

an amiable fiege to the hontfty of this Ftrds '^\ic : ufc

yout Art of wooing; win her toconfcnt to you: if any

man may ,
you may as foon as any.

Fal. Would it apply well to the vchemcncy of your af-

fcftion that I fhould win what you would enjoy ? Mc-

chinks you prefcribc to your lelf very prcpoftcroullly.

Ford. O, uniierihnd my drift : (lie dvvcis fo fecurcly

on the excellency of her honour, that the folly of my foul

dares not prefcnt it fclf ; as (\\t is too bright to be look'tl

againft. Now, could I come to her with any dctc<ftion

in my hand ; my defires had inftanec and argument to

commend theniielvcs, I could drive her then from tlie

ward of her purity , her reputation , her marriage-vow,

and a thoufand other lier defences , which now arc too-

toollrongly cmbattaikd againft nx: ; wliat fay you too'c,

Sir John
Fal. Maftcr Broom , I will firfl make bold with your

money: next give me your hand : and Iaft,as I am a Gen-

tleman, you lliall, if you will, enjoy Fords m(c.

Ford. Ogood Sir.

Fal. I fay you fhall.

Ford. Want no money (Sir John) you fhal! want none.

Fal. Want no MiftrejS Ford^Mafter Broorn) you fliall

wan: none : I iliall be with her ( I may tell you ) by her

own appointment , even as you came into me , hci afTi-

ftant, or go-between
,

parted from me : I fay I fhall be

with her between ten and eleven : for at that time the ;ea-

lious-rafcally-knave her husband will be forth : come you

to me at night, you (hall know I fpecd.

Ford. lambldl in your acquaintance : do you know
Ford Sir ?

Fal. Hang him ( poor.Cuckoldly knave) I know him

not : yet I wrong him to call him poor: They fay the

jealous wittolly-knave hath maffcs of money , for the

which his wife fecms to me wcll-favour'd. I will ufc her

as the key of the Cuckold-rogues Coffer , and there's my
harvcft-home.

Ford. I would you knew For</,fir,that you might avoid

him, if you fawhim,
Fal. Hang him, mccbanicall-falt-butter rogue ; I will

ftare him out of his wits : I will awe him with my cud.

gell : it Oiall hang like a Meteor o're the Cuckolds horns:

Mafter Broom ^ thou /halt know, I will predominate o-

ver the pezant , and thou fhalt lye with his wife. Come
to me foon at night : Ford's a knave , and I will aggra-

vate his ftilc : thou ( Mafter Broom ) (halt know him for

knave, and Cuckold. Come to me foon at night Exit.

Ford. Whatadamn'd Epicurian-Ilafcall isthis ? my
heart is ready to crack with impatience : who fa ics this

is improvident jealoufie ? my wife hath fent to him , the

hour is fixt , the match is made : would any man have

thought this? fee the hell of having a falfe woman : my
bed {hall be abus'd , my Coffers ranfack'd , my reputati-

on gnawn at , and I rtiall not onely receive this villanous

wrong, but ftand under the adoption of abhominablc

termcs : and by him that does me this wrong: Termes,
names : Amalmon founds well : Lucifer^wcM : Barbafon^

well : yet they arc Devils additions , the names offiends:

But Cuckold , Wittoll, Cuckold? the Devill himfclf,

hath not fuch a name. Pa^^e is an Affe, a fccurc Affe ; he

will trufl his wife , he will not be jealous : I will rather

truft a Fleml>ig\N\i\\ my butter, Parfon Hu^h the IVtlch-

man with my Chcefe, an Irifh-man with my Aqua-vitx-

bottlc , or a Thief to walkc my ambling gelding , than

my wife with her fclf. Then flae plots, then fhc rumi-

nates, then Ihe dcvifcs : antl what they think in their

hearts they may eft'eft; they will break their hearts but

they willcffcft. Heaven bcprais'd for my jealoufir: ele-

ven o'clock the hour, I will prevent this, detcd my
wife, be reveng'd on Falfiaffe^ and laugh at Page, I will

about it , better three hours too foon , then .1 mmute too

late : fic,fie,fie : Cuckold,Cuckold,Cuckold. Exit.

Scena Tertia^

ehter Cliffy ^"ih^ ^f"^^"^* Sltuder, Pagf, ffcfi.

Caltu. 'jack^Rugbj.

Rug. Sir.

CaiHs. Vat is dc clock, J<»filo

Rug. Tis part the hour (Sir) that Sir H*rfA promis'd

to meet;

Cai. By gar, he hasfave hisfoul,dat hcis no-comc:

he has pray iis Pible well, dat he is no come : by gar

(Jack_Rugby) he is dead already, if he become.

Rug. He is wife Sir : he knew your worship would

kill him if he came,

Cai. By gar, de herring is no dcad,fo as I vill kill him:

take your Rapier
; ( Jack^) I viU ull you how I vill kill

him.

Rug. Alas fir, I cannot fence.

Cai. Villany, take your Rapier.

"Ksg. Forbear : here's company.

Hofi. •Blefsthee,bully.Doaor.

Shal. 'Save you Mr. Doftor Caitu.

Pfgt. Now good Mr. Do6lor.

Slcn. 'G ive you good-monow,fir.

Caiui. Vat be all you one, two, tree, four , come for

Hofi. To fee thee fight, to fee thee foigne, to lee thee

traverfe , to fee thee here , to fee tbcc there , to fee ihce

paffe thy punfto, thy ftock, thy reverfc, thy diftancc, thy

montant : Is he dead,my Ethiopian? Is he dcad,my Fran-

cifco? ha Bully? what fayesmy Ejcnlafim>m^GaUeH^tr\y

heart of Elder? ha ? is he dead huUy-Stale ? is he dead f

^ai. By gar, he is de Coward-Jack-Prieft of de vorld:

he is not fliow his face.

Hofi. Thou art a Cafhlion-king-UrinaU : Ht[lor of

^reece (my boy.)

Cat. I pray you bear witncflc , that me have flay

,

fix or fevcn , two tree houres for him , and he is no-

come.

Shil. He is the wifcr man (Mr. Do£lor ) he is a curcr

of fouls, and you a cuter of bodies : if you fliould fight,

you go againrt the hair of your profcffions : is it not true,

Marter Page ?

Page. Mafter Shallow, you have your fclf been a great

fighter, though now a man of peace.

Shal. Body-kins Mr. Page , though I now be old
,

and of peace; ifl feeafwoid out,niy finger itches to make

one : though we are Juftices , and Doftors^ and Church-

men (Mr. Page) we have fome fait of our youth in us, v«

ate the fons of women (Mr. Tage.)

Page. 'TIS znizMr. Shallow.

Shal. It will be found fo,(Mr. Page) Mr. DoAor C*.

w , I am come to fetch you home : I am fworn of tlie

peace : you have fhew'd your felf a wife PhyHciau , and

fir Hugh hath ihown himfclf a wile and patient Church-

man : you muft go with mc, Mr. Doflor.

Hofi.
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Holt. Pardon, Guert-Juftice ; a Mounfcur Mockwa-

tcr.

Cai. Mock-water ? vat isdat?

Hoft. Mock-water, in our Englifli tongue is Valour

(Bully.)

Cat. By gar , then I have as much Mock-water as dc

Englifliman : fcuivy-Jack-dog-Pricft : by gar, me vill cut

his ears.

Heit. He will Cbpper-daw thee tightly (Bully.)

(^a{. Clappcr-de-claw ? vat isdat?

HoFl. That is, he will make thee amends.

Cat. By gar , mc do look he Hiall clapper-de-daw me,

for by-gar, mc vill have it.

Hoif. And 1 will provoke him to't, or let him wag.

Cat. Me tanck you for dat.

HoSt. And moreover, (Bully) but firft, Mr. Gutft
,

And Mr. P^ff,and eek Cavalerio Slender, go you through

the Town to Vrogmore^

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he .?

HoFt. He is there,fee what humour he is in : and I will

bring the Doftor ahout the Fields : will it do well ?

5*4/. Wcwilldoic.

All. Adieu ,
good Mr. Doftor,

Cal. By gar , mc vill kill dc Prieft, for he fpeak for a

Jack-an-Apc to uitine Page.

Hoft. Lethimdi tflicaththy impatience : throw cold

water on thy Chollcr : goe about the fields with me

through Frogmore^l will bring thee where Miftris ey^nue

Page is,3t a Farme-houfe a Feafting : and thou llialt wooc

her : Cride-game, fajd ,1 well ?

Cal. By-gar , me danck you vor dat ^ by gar I love

you : and I fliall procure 'a you de good Guell : de Earl,

de Knight , de Lords, de Gentlemen, my patients,

Ho^. For the which, I will be thy adverfary toward

Anne Page : fa id I well ?

Cat. By-gar,'tisgoDd: vellfaid.

Ho^. Lctus wag then.

Come at my heels, Jack^%i}ghjf.

Exeunt.

(iJEius Tertim^ Scena Trima.

Enter Svanj^Stmple, Page, Shallotv,Sle>ider^Hofi,CaiHS,

Rughj.

Evans, I pray you now
,
good Mafter Slenders, fer-

ving-mari, and friend Simple by your name ; which way

have you bok'd for Maftcr C4/«j, that calls himfelf Do-
aor of Phifick.

Sim. Marry Sir, the pitty-wary , the Park-ward ; c-

very way : old tvindfor way , and every way but the

Town way.

Evan. I moft fehemcntly dcfire you, you will alfo

look that way.

Sim. I will fir.

Evan, 'Plefs my foul : how full of ClioUars I am, and

trempling of minde : I fliall be glad if he have deceived

mc : how inclancholics I am ? I will knog his Urinallsa-

bout his knaves cofiard , when I have good opportunities

for the orkcrTlels my foul: To fljallaw Rivers to whafe

falls , melodious Birdsjtngs MadrigaHs : There ivill we

make our Peds of %efes : and a tboufand fragrant topes,

Tojhallow,'y\.ztc<j on me,I have j. great difpolition to cry.

Melodious birdsJing Afadrigall

:

—ffhen as Ifat in Pa-
hilon : and a thou/and vagramPcJies. To jhallow , ^c,

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way. Sir Hugh.
Ev. Hee's welcome : To fhallow Rivers, to whefefals -.

Heaven profper the right : what weapons is he ?

Sim. No weapons. Sir : there comes my Mafter , Mr.
shallow ; and another Gentleman ; from Frogmore^ over

the ftile, this way.

Evan. Pray you give mc my gown , or clfe keep i t in

your armes. Enter tAll.

Shal. How now Mafter Parfon ? good morrow good
Sir Hugh : keep a gamcfter from the dice , and a good
Student from his book, and it is wonderfull.

Slen. Ah fwcet Anne Page.

1>age. ' Save you good Sir Hugh.
Evan. 'Plefs you from his mercy-fakcj all of you.

Shal. What ? the Sword, and the word ?

Do you fiudy them both, Mr. Parfon >

'Page. And youthfull ftill , in your doublet and hofc
,

this raw-rumatick day ?

Evan. There is rcafons, and caufes for it.

Page. We are come to you : to do a good office , Mr.
Parfon.

Evan. Fery well : what is it .'

Page, Yonder is a moft reverend Gcntleman;who(be-

likcj having received wrong by fome perfon , is at moft

odds with his own gravity and patience, that ever you

faw.

Shal. I have lived fourfcore years; and upward: I

never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learning, fo

wide of his own refpccft.

Evan. What is he ?

Page. I think you know him : Mr. Dodlor Cains the

renowned French Phifitian,

Evan. Got's-will,and hispaflion of my heart: I had

as lief you would tell mc of a mefs of porrcdgc.

Page. Why.?
Evan, He has no more knowledge in Hihcrates and

Galen , and he is a knave befidcs : a cowardly knave , as

you would defirc to be acquainted withall.

Page. I warrant you, hee's the man fliould fight with

him,

Slen. O fweet Anne Page. Enter Caius.

Shal, It appears fo by his weapons : keep them a-

fundcr : here comes Doftor Ca'itts.

Page, Nay good Mr. Parfon, keep in your weapon.

Shal. So do you, good Mr. Doftor.

Hoji. Difarm them , and let them queftion : let them

keep their limbs whole, and hack our Englifli.

Cai. I pray you let-a-me fpeak a word with your ear

;

wherefore vill you not meet-a me ?

Evan. Pray youufe your patience in good time.

Cai. By-gar, you are de Coward : dc Jack dog : John

Ape.

Evan. Pray you let us not be laughing-ftocks to other

mens humours : I defire you in friendftiip, and I will one

way or other make you amends : I will knog your Urinal

about your knavesCogs-combc.

Cai. 'Z>'ialfle,Jack.Rugh,mincHoJl de Jarteer, have

I net (lay for him , to kill him ? have I not at de place I

did appoint ?

Evan. As I am a Ghriftians-foul « now look you

:

thisisxhc place appointed , Tie be judgement by mine

Hojiofthe Garter.

Hofi. Peace , I fay , Gallia , and Gaul, French, and

fVelch, Soul-Curer, and Body.Curcr.
Cai
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Ca. I, dac is very good, excellant.

HoJ}. Peace, I fay .' hear mine Hoil of the Garter,

Am 1 politick ? am I fubcle ?an I a Machivcll ?

Shall I loofemy DoaorfNo, he gives me the Potions

and the Motions. Shall I loofc my ParfonPmy Prieft?my

Sir Hugh ? No, he gives me the Proverbs, and the No-

verbs. Give me thy hand (Geleftial) fo: Boyts of Art,

I have deceiv'd you both : I have dircilied you to wrong

places: your hearts are mighty, your skins arc whole, and

let burn'd Sack be the ifllie : come, lay their fwords to

pawn : Follow me. Lad of peace, follow, follow, follow.

5/W.Truft me,a mad Hoft : follow Centlemcn,follow.

S!e». Oimtt Anne Page.

Cai Ha' do I perceive dat ? Have you make-a-de-fot

of us, ha, ha ?

Evan. This is well, he has made us his vlowting-ftog

:

I defirc y6u that we may be friends : and let us knogour

Drains together to be revenge on this fame fcall fcurvy-

cogning-companion the Hoft of the Garter.

"Cal. .By gar, with all my heart : he promife to bring

me where is Anne Page : by gar he deceive me too.

Evan. Well, 1 will fmite his noddles: pray you follow.

Scena Secwjda.

Mifi, Page, Robin, Ford, Page, Shallow, Slender^

Hofi, Evans, Caiut.

^
Mlfi. Page. Nay keep your way (little Gallant) you

were wont to be a Follower, but now you arc a Leader :

whether had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your ma-

ficrs heels .?

Rob. I had rather (forfooth) go before you like a man,

then follow him like a dwarfc. (Courtier.

Ml.Pa. O you arc a flattering boy,now I fee you'l be a

Ford. Well met Mifticflc Page, whether go you.

Ml. Page, Truly Sir, to fee your wife, is ilic at home ?

Ford. T,and as idle as fhc may hang together for want

of company : I think if your husbands were dead, you

two would marry.

cJW//". Pag. Be fure of that^'two other husbands.

Ford. Where had you this pretty weather-cock ?

(JH.Page. I cannot tell what (the dickens) his name

is my husband had him ofjwhat do you call your Knights

Rolr. Sir lohn FalUaffe. (namc,firrha ?

M.Pa. Hc,he, I can never hit on's name ; there is fuch

a league between my goodman. and he : is your Wife at

Fort/. Indeed fhe is. (home indeed ?

M. Pa. By your leave fir, I am fick till I fee her.

Ford. Has Page any brainsfHath he any eyes ? Hath he

any thinking ? Suretiicy flcep, he hath no ufe of them :

why this boy will carry a Letter twenty mile as cafie,as

a Canon will (hoot point-blanck twelve fcore : he pie-

ces out his wives inclination : he gives her folly, motion

and advantage: and now Hie's going to my wife,and Fal.

ftajfes boy with her : A man may hear this fhower fing

in the wind ; and Falflaffes boy with her : good plots,

they are laid, and our revolted wives fhare damnation

together. Well, I will take him , then torture my wife,

pluck the borrowed vail of modcfty from the fo fecm-

ing Mi(h P'tge, divulge Page himfclf for a fecure and

wilful! A&eon, and to ihcfc violent proceedings all my
neighbours lliall cry ainic. The clock gives me my Qu,

and my aiTurance bids me fearch, there I Aiill find f«/.

fiafe : I ihall be rather ptaifed for this, then mock'd, for

it isaspolfitivc,as the earth is firm, thai"F<«/y?<ij^f i$ there:

J will go,

Sha/. Page, &c. Well met Mr. Ford.

Ford. Truft me, a good knot : I have good cheer at

home, and 1 pray you all go with me.

Sha/. I muft cxcufc my fclf Mr. Ford.

Slen, And fo mu(t I Sir

,

We have appointed to dine withMiftrclTc Anne^
And I would not break with her for more money
Then I'ic fpcak of.

Sbal. Wc have lingcr'd about a match between Annt
Page, and ray Coufin Slender, and this day wc (hall have

our anfwer.

Slender. I hope I have your good will father Page.

Page. You have Mr. Slender, I (land wholly for you,

but my wife (Matter Doftor) is for you altogether.

Cat. I be-gar, and dc Maid is lovc-a-me : my nurfti-

a-Qiiickly tell me fo mufh;

nofi. What fay you to young M. Fenton ? He capers,

he dances, he has eyes of youth : he writes vcrfes, he

fpeaks holliday, he fmels April and May,he will carry't,

he will carry't, 'tis in his buttons, he will carry't.

Page. Not by my confenti pronrifcyou. The Gentle-

man is of no having, he kept company with the wild

Prince, and Point:, : he is of toohigh a Region, he knows
too much : no, he fliall not knit a knot in his fortunes

,

witi) the finger of my fubftance : if he take her, let him

uke hcrfimply : the wealth I have waits on my confcnt,

andmyconfentgoes not that way.
Ford. I bcfeech you heartily, fomc of you go home

with mc to dinner : Ixfides your cheer you Hiall have

fporr, I will Oiew you a Monlter : Mr. Doctor, you fliall

go, fo fhall you Mr. Page, and you Sir Hugh,
Shal. Well, fare you well

:

Wc fhall have the freer wooing at Mr. Pages.

Cai. Go home lohn Rughy,\ come anon.

Hofi. Farewell my hearts, I will to my honeft Knight

Valfiajfe, and drink Canary with him,

I'ord. I think I (hall drink in Pipe-wine firft with

liim, ric make him dance. Will you go, Gentles ?

All. Have with you, to fee this Mondcr. Exeuvt.

Scena Tertia»

Enter Miftrejfe Vord, CMlfirejfe Page, Servants, Robin,

falflaffe. Ford, Page, Cains, Evans.

cZi'tf. Ford. What John, what Robert.

Mlf. Page. Quickly, quickly : Is the Buck-basket-

—

Mlf. Ford. I warrant. What Robl/t I fay.

Mlf. Page. Gome, come, come.

Mlf. Ford. Here, fet it down.

Mlf. Pa. Give your men the charge, we miift he brief,

M.Ford. Marry ssI told yon before (J*^« and Rotert)

be ready here Iwrd-by in the Drtw-houfc,and when I fud-

dcnly call you, come forth, and (withmit any paufe, or

ftagserin") take this basket on your iTioiilders : th«tdonr,

trud"c with it in all hade, and carry it aiming the Whit-

ftcrs in "Doichet Mead, and there empty it in the muddy

ditch, clofc by the Thamrs fide.

M.Page. You will doe it.? (diieftion,

M. lord. I ha told them over and over, they UcV no

E Be
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Be gone^ and come when you arc call'd.

Mlf.Page. Here comes little Kff*/«. (with you?

Afif. Ford. How now my Eyas-Musker, what news.

JRolr. My M.Slr Johf) is come m at your back door

TMift. F»r<i,) and rcqucfts your company.

Mif.Pa. You little J«ck.a.lenc, have you biti true to us?

Rol. I, i'lc be fwoin .• my Matter knows not of your

being here : and hath thrcatned to put me intoeverla-

fling libeicy, if I tell you of it: for he fwcarsbc'ltum

me away,

Mif. Page. Thou'rt a good boy : this fecrecy of thine

rtiall be a Taylor to thee, and fliall make thee a new dou.

blet and hofc. Tie go hide me.

Mif. FtrJ. Doc fo : go tell thy Maftcr, I am alone

:

Mi^rciXe P^gty remember you your Qu.

Mif. P^gf. I warrant thce,if I doe not aft it,hiflcme.

Mif. FtrH. Go to then : we'I ufc this unwholfomc hu-

midity , this groffc-watry Pumpion j we'I teach him to

know Turtks from Jayes. Enter Tal.

Fal. Have I caught thee, my lieavcniy Jewel! ? Why
now let me die, for I have liv'd long enough : This is the

period of my ambition .• O this b!cfl*ed hour.

Aijf.Ford. Ofweet Sir John.

Fill. Miftrcffc Ferd^ I cannot cog, I cannot prate

(Mirtrcffe Tord) now lliall I fin in my wifii ; I would thy

Husband were dead, I'le fpcak it before the beft Lord, I

would make thee my Lady.

Mif. Fori. I your Lady Sir lahn} Alafs, I Ihould be

a pittifull Lady.

Fal. Let the Court of France fliew me fuch another :

I fee how thine eye would emulate the Diamond ; Thou
haft the right arched-beauty of the brow, that becomes

the Ship-tyre, the Tyre-valiant, or any Tire of Venetian

admittance.

Mif, Ford. A plain Kcrchiffe, Sir Ithn

My brows become nothing clfe,nor that well neither.

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to fay fo : thou would'ft make

an abfolute Courtier, and the firm fixurc of thy foot

would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in a fcmi-

circled Farthingale. I fee what thou wert if Fortune thy

foeweienot, Nature thy friend ; Come, thou canft not

hide it.

Mif. Ford. Belierc me, there's no fuch thing in me.

Ffil. What made me love rhce ? Let that perfwade

thee. There's fomcrtiing extraordinary in thee : Come, I

cannot cog, and fay thou art this and that, like a many
ofthefelifping Haw-thoin buds, that come like women
in mens apparell, and fmell like Bucklets-berry in fiir-

plingtime .• I cannot, but I love thee, none but thcc ; and
thou deferv'ft. it.

Mi.For.Do not betray me Sir,I fear you lo\t}A.Page.

Fal. Thou might'tt as well fay, I love to walk by the

Counter Gate, which is as hatcfull to me, as the reek of

a Lime-kill.

(JMif. Ford. Well heaven knowes how I love you
,

and you fliall one day find it.

Fal. Keep in that mind, I'le deferve it.

Mif. Ford. Nay, Imuft tellyoUjfoyoudoe, orelfel

could not be in that mind. fvithin.

Roh. Miftreffc Fori^ Miftreffe Fordy here'* Miftreffe

page at tlie door, fwearing, and blowing, and looking

wildely , and would needs fpeak with you prefently.

Fal. She lliall not fee me, I will enfconce me behind

the Arras.

M.Ferd. Pray you doe fo,{he's a very tatling woman.

What's the matter ? how now ? Emer Mif.Page.

Mif. Page. OMiftrelfe For</,what have you done ?

You'r rtiam'd, y'arc overthrown, y'arc undone for ever.
M. Ford. What's the matter^ good Miftreffc Pagt ?
M.Page.O welJ-a-day,Miftrcfs F<Tr«/,having an honeft

man to your husband, to give him fuch caufc of fufpition.

Mif. Vtrd. What caufc of fufpition ?

Mif. Page. What caufeof fufpition? Out upon you

:

How am I noiftook in you f

Mif.Ftrd. Why (alas) What's the matter ?

Mif. Page. Your husbands comming hither (woman)
with all the Officers in mndfor^ to fearch for a Gentle-
man, that hefaycsjj here now in the houfc;by your
confcnt to take an ill advantage of his abfcncc : you are
undone.

Mif. Fori. Tis not fo, I hope.

M'if, Tage. Pray heaven it be not fo,thai you have
fuch a tran here : but 'tis moft ceruin your husband's

comming,wiih half;f;W/#r at his hecls,to fearch for fuch

a one, I come before to tcli y»u : If you know your felf

dear, why I am glad of it ; but if you have a friend here,

convey, convey him out. Be not amaz'd, call all your
fenfes to you, defend your reputation, or bid farewell to

your good life for ever.

Mif. Ford. What fliall I doe ? There is a Gentleman
my dear friend : and I fesr not mine own fliamc fc much,
as his perill. I had rather then a thoa&nd pound he weire

out of the houfc.

Mif. Page. For fliame, never ftand (you had rather,

and you had rather
: ) your husband's here at hand, be-

think you of fome conveyance : in the houfc you cannot

hide him. Oh, how have you dcceiv'd me ? Look, here

is a basket, if he be of any reafonabic ftatnre, he may
creep in here, and throw foul linnen upon him, as if it

were going to bucking : Or it is whiting time, fend him by

your two men to D/jrcAw-Meadc,

Afif. Ford.Ht'i too big to go tn there : what fliall I do ?

Fal. Let me fee't, let me fcc't, O let me fee't

:

I'le in, i'le in : Follow your friends counfell, I'le in.

Mtf. Page. What Sir "john Faljlafe^ ate ihefe your

Letters Knight f

Fal. I love thee, help me away : kt me creep in here :

i'le never—

—

Mlf.Page. Help to cover your Maflcr(boy:) Call

your men (MiftrelTc Ford) You diffembling Knight.

Mif. Ford. What Jfl^w, Rodert , John ; Go take up

thefe doathes here, quickly: Where's the Cowlc-ftaflFc ?

Look how you drumble ? Carry them to the Landreffe in

Batchet-Mtzd : quickly, come.

Ford. 'Pray you come near .• ifI fufpeft without caufe,

Why then make fport at mc, then let me be your jeft,

I deferve it ; How now ? Whether bear you d:i$ ?

Ser. TothcLandrefle forfooth .?

Mijf. Ford. Why, what have you to doe whether they

bear it ? You were beft meddle with buck-wafliing.

Ford. Buck?I would I could wafli my felfofthe Buck:

buck , buck, buck, I buck : I warrant you Buck, and of the

fcafon too ; it fliall appear.

Gentlemen, I have dream'd to night , I'le tell you my
dream : here, here, here be my keycs, afcend wy

Chambers, fearch', feek, find out: I'le warrant me'U

unkenncU the Fox. Let me ftop this way fiift : fo, now

uncapc.

Page. Good Mafter Foriyhc contented

:

You wron^ your felf too much.

Ford. Tnic (Maft«r Page) up Gentlemen : you fliall

fee fport anon : follow me Gentlemen,
Ev.i.t.
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Evan. This is ferry fancafticall humours and jeabufics.

Caltu. By qar, 'cis no-:hc falhiou of France ; it is not

jealous in France. rxennt.

Pa^f. Nay follow him (Gentlemen) fee tlic iiiu; of

his fcacrh.

M!f. P^lc. Is there not a double excellency in this ?

M:f. ford. I know not which pleafcs me better, that

iny Husband is deceived, or Sn- /»/;».

M'sf. P^ge. What a taking was he in, when your hus-

ba nd ask't who was in the basket ?

Mif. Ford. I am half afraid he will have need of wa-

filing : fo throwing him into the water will doc him a be-

nefit.

M!f. Page. Hang hira didioncft rafcall : I Would all

of the fame^(hnin, were in the fame diftrcflc.

Mlf. Ford. I tliink my husband hath fomc fpeciall

fufpiticn of Talftufe's being here: I never faw him fo

gronfc inhisjealoufie'tillnow,

Mif. Page. I will lay a plot to try that , and we will

yet have more tricks with Falfiaffe : his diflblute difeafc

will fcarcc obey this medicine.

Mif. Ford. Shall we fend that foolifh Carrion, Mift.

Ouickjy to him, and cxcufe his throwing into the water,

and give him another hope, to betray him to another pu-

niiliment ?

Mif. Tage. Wc'l doe it : let him be fent for to mor-

row by eight a clock to haveamcnds. Enter t/iU.

Ford. I cannot find him : may be the knave bragg'd

of that he could not compaffc.

Mif.Ptg'. Heard you that?

Mif. Ford. You ufc mc well, Maft. F»r</ .> doe you ?

lord. I, I, I doe fo.

Mif.Page.\\i3.scn make you better tlicn your thoughts.

Ford. Amen.

Mi. P<tge. You doc your fclf mighty wrong(M. lord)

Ford. 1, 1 : 1 mift bear it.

Ev.an If there be any pody in the houfe, and in the

diambers, and in the coifcrs, and in the prclfcs : heaven

forgive my fins.

Caius. By gar, nor I too : there is no-bodies.

Prf^f.Fic,fie,M.F9r</,arc you not alTiam'd?What fpirit,

what devil fuggcfts this imagination ? I would not ha

your diftcmper in this kind,for the wealth of^^/W/«r caflU

Vord. 'Tis my fault (M.Prt^ir) I fufFer for it,

Evan. You fuffcr for a pad confciencc : your wife is

as honcft a o'mans, as I will defires among five thoufand,

and five hundred too,

(^'a't. By gar, Ifee'cisan honcft woman.

Vord. Well, 1 promis'd you a dinner : come,come,walk

in the Park, I pray you pardon mc:I will hereafter make

known to you why I have done this. Come wife, come

YiW.P^tge^l pray you pardolimc. Pray hartly pardon me.

/'4^ If.Let's go in Gcntlcmen,but (truft mc) we'l mock
him : 1 doc invite you to morrow morniDg to my houfe

to brcakfaft ; after we'll a Birding together, I have a fine

H:\wk for the buili. Shall it be fo

:

Ford, htiy thing.

Ev. If there is one, I lliall make two in the Company.
Cat. If there be one or two, I iTiall makc-a the turd.

Ford. Pray yougo, M. Prf^f.

Evan. I pray you now remembrance to morrow on
the lowftc knave, mine Hoft.

Qai. Dat is good by gar, with all my heart.

Evan. A lowfie knayc, to have his gibes, and his

mockeries,

I

Extnnt.

Scena Quarta,

Enter Tenton^ Anne Page., Shalloi*^ '^lender^

Qniclijy^ Pagty Mif. Page.

Fen. I fee I cannot get thy Fathers love,

Therefore no more, turn me to hini (fweet Nan.)
Anne. Alafs, how then ?

Fen. Why thou muft be thy felf.

He dothobjeft, I am too great of birth,

And that my (tate being gall'd with my expcncc

,

I feck to heal it onely by his wealth,

Befidcs thefe, other barrs he layes before me.

My Riots paft, my wild Societies,

And tells me 'tis a thing impoffiblc

I fliould love thee, but as a property.

Anne. May be he tells you true.

Fen. No, heaven fo fpced me in my time to come

,

Albeit I will confcfle, thy Fathers wealth

Was the firft motive that I woo'd the ( Anne : )

Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more value

Then ftaiiips in Gold, or fummesin fcaled bags

:

And 'tis the very riches of thy felf,

That now I aim at.

Aft, Gentle M. VentoMy

Yet feck my Fathct^ love, (till feek it fir

,

Ifoportunity andhumbleft fuit

Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither.

Shal. Break their talk Miftreflc Qjtickjj^

My Kinfman fliall fpeak for himfclf.

S/en. I'lc make a fhaftor a bolt on't, 'd'slid 'tis but

Shal. Be not difmaid, (venturing.

Slen. No,flicftiallnotdifmay me:

I care not for that, but I arn affeard.

^fi. Hark ^c^.Stender would fpeak a word with you.

An. I come to him. This is my Fathers choice •

O, what a world of vilde ill-favour'd faults

Looks handfome in three hundred pounds a year?

^k;. And how do's good Maftcr Venton >

Pray you a word with you.

shal. She's comming : to herCoz.

O boy, thou hadft a F.nhcr.

Slen, I had a Father (M. An^ my Uncle cnn tell you

good jeftsof him : pray you Unclc,tell M.<*».thc jcft how
my Father ftolc two Geefe out of a Pen, go->d Unckle.

Shal. Miftreffc Anne., my Coufin loves yoq.

Slen. I that I doe,as well as I love any woman in Glo.

ceSlerfhire,

Shal. He will maintain you like a Gentlewoman.

Slea. I that I will, come cut and long-tail, under the

degree of a Squire.

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds

Jointure,

Anne. Good Maftcr ^/W/oWjla him woocfor liim-

fclf.

Shal. Marry I thank you for it : I thank yon for that;

good comfort : fhe calls you (Coz) Tie leave you.

Anne. Now Mafler Slender.

Slen. Now good Miftrefh Anne.

Anne, What is your will .'

Slen. My will ? Od's-heart-Iings, that's a pretty jeft

indeed : I ne're made my Will yet, ( I tlrnk Heaven •.)l

am not fuch a fickly creatiuc ; I give Heaven praifc.

E 2 Annt.
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Anne. I mean (M, Slender) what would you with me?

SUh. Truly, for mine own pare, I would lictle orno-

• thing with you : your Father and my Uncle hath made

j
motions; if it be my luck, fo : if not happy man be his

dole, they can tell you how things go, better then I can :

you may ask your Father, here he comes.

Page. Now Matter 5/e»(/frjLove him daughter jiitne.

Why how now ? What do'sMiRctTenttn here ?

You wrong me Sir, thus ftill to haunt my houfe.

1 told you Sir, my daughter is difpos'd of.

Fen. Nay Maftcr Page^ be not impatient.

Mif.P^gf.Good Maftcr FentoK^ come not to my child

Tage. She is no match for you.

Fen. Sir, will you hear me ?

Page. No, good Mafter Benton.

Come Maftcr Shallow : Come Son Slender, in

;

Knowing my mind, you wrong mc, Mafter FeiitOH.

Out. Speak to Miftris Page.

Fen. Good Miftris Page^ for that I love your daughter

In fueh a righteous fafliion as I doe

,

Perforce, againft all checks, rebukes, and manners,

J muft advance the colours ofmy love

,

And not retire. Let mc have your good will.

^;ine. Good Mother, doe not marry me to yon fool.

Mif. Page. I mean it not, I feek you a better huf-

band.

jQ«/. That's my Mafter, Mafter Do6lor.

u^nne. Alafs I had rather be fet quick i'th earth

,

And bowl'd to death with Turnips.

Mif. Page. Come, trouble not your fcif good Maftcr

Fenton, I will not be your friend, nor enemy

:

My daughter will, I qucllion how ftac loves you.

And as I find her, fo am I affefted ;

Till then,farewell Sir, ftie muft needs go in ,

Her Father will be angry.

Fen. Farewell gentle Miftris : farewell N'dit.

<^«/.This is my doing now:Nay,faid I,willyou caft a-

way your child on a Fool, and a Phyfician ?

Look on Maftcr Tenten^ this is my doing.

Fen. I thank thee : and I pray thee once to night

,

Give my fweet Nan this Ring:thcrc's for thy pains. Exit.

QmI. Now heaven fend thee good fortune, a kind

heart he hath : a woman would run through fire and wa*

ter for fuch a kind heart. But yct,I would my Maftcr had

Miftris Anne^ or I would Maftcr Slender had her : or (in

footh) I would Maftcr Fenton had her ; I will do what I

can for them all three, for fo I have promis'd, and Tie be

as good asmy word, but fpecioufly for Mafter Fenton.

Weli,l muft of another errand to Sir John Talfiaffe £xom

my two Miftrcffcs : what a bcaft am 1 to flack it. Exit.

Scena Qwnta.

Enter Falfiaffe, Bardalfe^QMtckJjy Ferd.

Fal. Bardolfel fay.

Bar. Here Sir.

Pal. Go, fetch me a quart of Sack ,
pit a toft in't.

Have I IJv'd to be carried in a Basket liKc a barrow of

butchers Oftall ; and to be thrown in the Thames? Weil,

blind bitches Puppies, fifteen i'th litter : and you may
know by my fizc, that I have a kind of alacrity in fink-

ing : if the bottom vvxrc as deep as hell, I fhould down.
I had been drown'd, but that the fliore was (helvy and
ftialiow : a death that I abhorre : for the water fwells a

man ; and what a thing fliould I have been, when I

had been fwcli'd ? I ftiould haye been a Mountain of
Mummy.

Bar. Here's Miftris QKtckJy Sir, to fpeak with you.
Pal. Come, let me pourc in fom Sack to the Thames

water : for my belly's as cold asif Ihadfwallow'dfnow-
ballSjfor pills to cool the reins. Call her in.

5<:r. Come in woman. Enter jQuickJj
Qiu. By your leave : I cry you mercy ?

Give your woriliip good morrow.
Pat. Take away thefe Cliallices

:

Go, brew me a pottle of Sack finely.

Band. With EggcJ, Sir.?

Fdl. Simple of it felf: I'lc no Pullct-Sperme in my
brc\^vage. How now ?

J^«».Marry Sir,I come to yourworfhip from lAuFerd.
Fal. Mlflrk Ford ? 1 have had Ford enough : I was

thrown into the Ford ; I have my belly full of Ford.
:^«».Alafs the day (good-heart) that was not her fault

:

ftic do'sfo take on with her men ; they miftook their e-

«^'on. (promife.

Fat. So did I mine, to build upon a foolifti Womans
Qttf. Well, Ihe laments fir for it, that it would yem

V.our heart to fee it : her husband goes this morning a

birding ; ftie delircs you once more to come to her, be-

tween eight and nine : I muft arry her word quickly

,

{he'll make you amends I warrant you.

Pal. Well, I will vifit her, tell her fo ,• and bid her

think what a man is; Let her confider his frailty, and

then judge ofmy merit.

Qui. I will tell her.

Pal. Doe fo. Between nine and ten faift thou f

Qni. Eight and nine Sir.

Pal. Well, be gone : I will not miffe her.

^«/. Peace be with you Sir. Exit.

Pat. I marvell I hear not of Mafter Broom : he fcnt

me word to ftay within : I like his money well.

Oh, here he comes. Enter Ford.

Vord. Blcffc you Sir,

¥al. Now Maftcr Braomy you come to know what

hath paft between me and Vrrds wife.

Vord. That indeed (Sir John) is my bufineflc.

Vat. Mafter Braom I will not lie to you,

I was at her houfe the hour fhe appointed mc.

Vord. And fpcd you Sir ?

Vat. Very ill-favpur'dly Maftcr Broom.

Ferd. How Sir, did flic change her determination ?

Vat. No (lA.Broom) but the peaking Comutoher huC-

band {yi.Broont) dweliitig in a continuall latum ofjelou-

fic, comes mc in the inftant of our encounter, after we had

cmbrac'd,kb'd,proteftcd,& (as it were)fpoke the prologue

of our Comedy : and at his heels, a rabble oT his compa

nions, thither provoked and inftigatcd by his diftempcr,

and (forfboth) to fearch his houfe for his wives love.

Vord. What .? While you were there ?

Vat. While I was there.

F<»r</,And did he fearch for you,8: could not find you?

Val. You fhall hear. As good luck would have it,comes

in one Miftris Page^^wes intelligence oiVords approach:

if I be ferv'd fuch a another trick , I'lc hate my brains

tane out and butter'd , and give them to a dog for a ^ ,^

New-years gift. The rogues flighted me into the river i and in her invention, and FWx v/ives diftra^ion, they

with as little remorfe,as they would have drown'd a I convcy'd me into a Buck-basket,

Vord.
J
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f»ri. A Buck-basket f

Val. Yea : a Buck-basket : ram'd me in with foul

Shirts and Smocks, Socks, foul Stockings, greafic Map-

kins, that ^Mafter Broom) there was the ranked coui-

' pound of villanous fmell, that ever offended noftrill.

fori. And how long lay you there

;

¥d. Nay, you fhall hear (Mafter Srtom) what I

have fuffered, to bring this woman to evil, for your

good : Bein^ thus cram'd in the basket, a couple of fords

Knaves, his hindcs were call'd forth by their Miftus, to

carry me in the name of foul Cloathcs to 'Datcheulane

:

they took mc on their fhouldcrs : met the jealous Knave

their -'Waftcr in the door; who ask'd them once or twice

what they had in their Basket ? I cjuak'd for fear, Icaft

the Lunatick Knave, would have fearch'd it i but Fate

(ordaining he fliould be a Cuckold) held his hand: well,

on went he for a fearch , and away went I for foul

Cloathcs: But mark the fcquell (Salter Broom) I fuffer.

ed the pangs of three feverall deaths : firft, an intollera-

ble fright, to be dctcfted with ajealons rotten Bell-wea>

ther : next, to be compafs'd like a good Bilbo in the cir,

cunifcience of a Pcck> hilt to point, heel to head. And
then to be ftopt in like a ftrong diftillation with flink-

ing.CIoathcs, that fretted in their own greafc : thinlc of

that, a.man of my Kidney ; think of that that ama£fub-

jcdT: CO heat as Butter : a man of continuall diflblution,

and thaw .• it was a miracle to fcape fuffocation. And in

the height of this Bath (when I was more then halfe

ftew'd in greafe (like a Dutch-difh) to be thrown into

the Thames, and cool'd, glowing hot, in that fergelike

a Hoife(l)oe ; think of that : hifluig hot, think of that

(/T/after Broom.")

Tord. In good fadncffe Sir, I am forry, that for my
fake you have fuftercd all this. My fuit then isdefperate

;

You'll undevtakc her no more ?

Fal. Rafter Broom : I will be thrown into Etna, as

I have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus ; her

husband is this morning gone a birding : I have received

from her another ambame of meeting: 'twixt eight and
nine is the hour (i^/after Breont,)

Ford. 'Tis part eight already Sir.

Fal. Is it ? I will then addreUc mc to my appointment

:

Come to mc at your convenient leifurc, and you fliall

know howl fpeed; and the condufion fliall be crowned
with your enjoying her .• adiew, you fliall have her

( cJWallcr Broom) A/after Broom
^ you fliall cuckold

Ford. Exit.

Ford. Hum : ha ? is this a vifion ? is this a dream ?

doe I flecp ? MaRcr Ford awake, awake Rafter Ford

;

there's a hole made in you beft coat ( Rafter Ford : ) this

'tis to be married ; this 'tis co have Linnce and Buck-

baskets : Well, I will proclaim my felf what 1 am : I

will now take the Lcacher :he is at my houfc : he cannot

fcape me: 'tis impoffiblehclTiouId:he cannot creep into

a halfc-penny purfe, nor into a Pepper-box .• But leafl

the Devil that guides him, fliould aide him, I v\'ill fearch

impodible places : though what I am, I cannot avoid

;

yet to be what I would not, fliall not make me tame : If I

have horns, to make one mad, let the proverbc go with

me, ric be horn-irad.

Exeunt.

qJcIus QuartuL Scena Trima,

Enter CUi/lru Pti^e, QulckJy,fylHlam^ Ev4n$.

iMi/. Page. Is he at M. Fordt already think'ft thou ?

^i. Sure he is by thisi or will be prefently ; but tru-

ly he is very couragious mad, about his throwing into the
water, /l/iftris F»r/i defircs you to come fuddenly.

Mif. Prige. rie be with her by and by : I'lc but brino

my young man here co Schoolc : look where his >l/aflcr

comes, 'tis a playing day I fee : how now Sir Hugh^ no
Schoolc to day i

£'Z//».No:Mafler Slender is let the Boyes leave to pby.
Qjti. 'Blefling of his heart,

Mif. Page. Sir Hughy my Husband fayes my Son
profits nothing in the world at his Book .• I pray you
askc him fome queftions in his Accidence.

Eva. Come hither William ; hold up your head; come.

Mif. Page. Come firrha ; hold up your head \ anfwer
your Mafler, be not afraid.

Evan, fyjlliamy how many Numbers is in Nouns ?

n^ill. Two,
Qui. Truly, I thought there had been one Number

more, becaufe they fay od's-Nowns.

Evan. Peace, your tatlings. What is (Fair) fvilliam ?

H^ll. Pulcher.

Qni. Poulcats ? there arc fairer things then Poulats,

fure.

Evan. You are a very (implicity o'man : I pray you
peace. What is {Lapis) mlUam ?

fVill. A Stone.

Evan. And what is a Stone ( ffilliam ? )
mil. A Peeble.

Evan. No ; it is Lapis : I pray you remembor in your

prain.

mV/. Lapif.

Svan. That is a good miliam : what is hcifyilliam)

that do's lend Articles.

H^tll. Articles are borrowed of the Pronoun ; and be

thus declined, Singulariter nominativo^ hie, hac, hoc.

Eva. Neminativo hig, hag, hog : pray you mark

:

Genitive hujut : Well, what is your yiccnfative cafe.

fVill. Accufative hinc.

Evan. I pray you have your remembrance (child) Ac-
CHfat'ivOy king, hang, hog

£va. Leave your prabbks (o'man) What is the Fgca

tive cafe ( William ? )

will. O, rocativo, O
Evan. Remember fVelHam, Ftcativey is caret.

Qni. And that's a good root.

Qni. O'man, forbear.

Mif. Page. Peace.

Evan. What is your Genit ivt cafe plurall (Pyiltiamf)

mil. Genitive cafe ?

Evan. I.

will, genitive horum, harum, horum.

Qui. 'Vengeance- of Ginyes cafe; fie onher;ncter

name her (child) ifflie be a whore.

Eva. For fliamc o'man.

Qui. You doc ill to teach the child fuch words r he

teaches him to hie, and to hac ; which they'll doc fart

enough of thcmfelvcs, and to call bonim ; fie upon you.

E 5
Sva.

Hang-hog, is Latine for Bacon, I warrant you.
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Evan. 0'imn,art thou Lunatics ? Haft thou no un-

dcrftandings for thy Cafes, and the numbers ofthe Gen-

ders? Thouartasfoolilh Chriflian creatures as 1 would

defiles.

Mif. Vuge. Prcthee hold thy peace.

Evan. Shew mc now Qlltllam) fome dedenfions of

your Pronouns.

fvill. Forfooth, I have forgot,

Eva. It is Qui, <pie^ qaoi ; if you forget your 5.«/«,

your Q^ts^ and your Qtttds^ you muft be preechcs .• Go
your y/ayc$ and pla.y,go^

M.Pa. He is a better SchoIIar then I thought he was.

Eva. He is a ^ood fprag-m i-moiy : Farewell M.Va.

Mff. Page. Adieu good S'wHugh.

Get you home boy, Comt we ftay too long. Exeunt.

Scena Secunda,

Enter Faljiafe. Mif. Fefd, Mlf. Page, Servants^ Ford,

Pagfy CaltUf Evjtns, Shailow.

Fal. M'ifirls Ford^ yonr forrow hath eaten up my fuf-

ferance ; I fee you arc obfcquious in your love, and I pro-

feflcrcguitall to a hairs breadth, not onely Miftris Ford^

in the fimplc office of love, but in all the accouftremcnt,

complement, and ceremony of it : but are you fure of

your husband now ?

M\(. Ford. He's a birding (fwcet fir JoA».)

Mif. Ptge. What hoa, golfip Ford : what hoa.

Afif. Ford. Step into th'chamber. Sir John. Enter,

Mtf. Page. How now (fweet heart) who's at home
befides your felf ?

Mif. Ford. Why none but mine own people.

Mif. Page. Inrfeed ?

M'if. Ford. No certainly : fpeak louder.

Ml{. Page. Truly, I am fo glad you have no body here.

Mif. Ford. Why?
Mif. 'Page. Why woman, your husband is in his old

lines again : he fo takes on yonder with my husband, fo

rails agait)lt all married mankind ; fo curfes a!! Eves
daughters, of what complexion foever ; and fo buffets

hin>fclf on the foreheacf : crying peerc-our, peere-out

,

that any madncflfe I ever yet beheld, feem'd but tame-

nefTe, civility, and patience to this his difkmper he is in

now ; lam glad the fat Knight is not here.

Mif Ford, Why do's he talk of him?
M'lf.Page. Ofnone but him, and fwears he was car-

ried out the laft time he fearch'd for him, in a Basket

:

Piotcfts to my husband he is now here, and hath drawn
him and the refl of their company from their fport, to

make another experiment of his fufpition j But I am glad

the Knight is not here ; now he fhal! fee his own foole-

Mif. Ford. How near is he Miftris Page ?

Mlf.Page.Uzxd by,at ftrcecs end,he will be here anon.

Mtf. Ford. I am Undone, the Knight is here.

Mtf.Page. Why then you arc utterly (Jiam'd, and he's

but a dead man. What a woman arc you ? away with

him, away with him : Better fliame then murther.

Mif. Ford. Which way fhould he go ? Hew fliould

I bcftow him f Shall I put him into the basket again ?

Fal. No, i'lc come no more i'ch Basket

;

Enter.

May I not go out ere he corac ?

Mif.Page.Ahis : three of Matter forrf/ brothers watch
the door with Pilblls, that none (hall iffue out .• other-
wife you might flip away ere he came : But what make
you here ?

Fai. What flhall I do ? Tie creep up into the chimney,

C^lf. Ford. There they alwaycs ufe to difcharge their

Birding-pieces : creep into the Kill-hole.

Fal. Where is it?

U^lf. Ford. He will feck there on my word : Neither
Prcffc, Coffer, Cheft, Trunk, Well, Vault., but he hath
an abflraft for the remembrance of fuch places, and goes

to them by his Note : There is no hiding you in°the

houfe.

Fal. rte go out th^n.

Mif. Ford. Ifyou go out in your own fcmblance, you
die Sir J<»A»,unlefre you go out difguis'd. How might we
difguife him ?

Mif. Page. Alafs-the-day I know not, there is no wo-
mans Gown big enough for him : otheiwife he might put

on a Hat, a Muffler, a KerchifFe, andfo efcape.

Fal. Good hearts devifc fomcthing : any extremity,

rather then a mlfchief.

Mif.Ford, My Maids Aunt, the fat woman oi Brain-
ford, has a Gown above.

Mtf. Page. On my word it will fervehim: (he's as

big as he is rand there's her thrum'd Hat, and her Muffler

too : run up Sir "John.

(.Mif Ford. Go, go, fweet Sir John : Mifir'ts Page
and I will look fome linnen for your head.

Mif. Page. Quick
,
quick , we'll come dreffe you

ftraight : put on the Gown the while. Exit.

Mif. Ford. I \vouId my husband would meet him in

this fhape .• he cannot abide the old woman of Brain-'

ford : he fwears fhe^ a Witch, forbad her my houfc, and

hath threatiied to beat her.

Mif. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husbands cud-

gell : and the devil guide his cudgcU afterwards.

CMif. ford. But is my Husband comming ?

Mif. Page. I in good fadnefTc is he, and talks of the

Basket too, howfoever he hath had intelligence.

Mif. Ford. We'll try that ; for Tie appoint iny men I

to carry the basket again, to meet him at the door with

it, as they did laft time.

Mif. Page. Nay, but he'll be here prefently : let's go

dreffe liim like the Witch of Bralnford.

Mif, Ford, Vk firft direft my men, what they ITiall

doe with the Basket : Go up, I'le bring linnen for him

ftraight.

Mif. Page. Hang liim dilhoneftVarkt,

We cannot mifufe him enough

:

We'll leave a proofby that which we will doe,

Wiyes may, be merry, and yet honeft too :

We doc not aft, that often jeft and laugh,

'Tis old^ but crue, ftill Swine eats all the draugh.

Mif. Ford. Go Sirs, take the Basket again on yonr

ftiouldErs : your Mafter is hard at door : if he bid you fee

it down,-obcy him : quickly, difpatch. Enter Scr.

1 Ser. Come, come, take it Up.

2 Ser. Pray heaven it be not full of the Knight again,

I Ser. I hope not, I had as liefc beat fo much Lead.

Ford, I, but if it prove true(Mafier Page) have you any

way then to unfool me again ? Set down the Basket

villain : fomebody call my wife r Youth in a Basket

Oh you Pandetly Rafcalls, there's a knot : a ging,a pack,

a confpiracy againft me : Now fhall the devil be lliam'd.

What Wife I fay : Come, come forth : behold what ho-

neft
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ncli. cloches you fend for to bleaching,

Pagt. Why, this palTcs Mr. Ford : you arc not to go

look any longcr,you muft bcpinnion'd.

Evans. Why, this is Lunaticks : this is mad as a njad

dog,

Shp.l. Indeed M. TvrA., this is not well indeed.

Fori. So fay I too fir, come hither Miftris Fori^ Mi-

lb is ForAy the honcft woman, the modeft wife, the vertu-

ous cicacuje , that hath the jealous fool to her husband :

I fufpeft without caufe(Miftiis)do I ?

Mif.Fori. Heavcnbemy witncfs youdo, ifyoufu-

fpcft me in any difbonefty.

Ford. Well laid brazen-face, hold it ou: : Come forth

firrah.

Pt^e. This paffes,

Mif.Ford. Are you not an7am'd,let the doathcs aione.

Ford. I fliall find you anon.

Evans. 'Tis unreafonable; will you uke up yout wives

doathcs? Come, away.
Ford. Empty the basket I fay,

Mif. Ford. Why man, why ?

Ford. Mafter /'/Jfif, as I am a man, there was one con-

vey'd out ofmy houfc yerterday in this basket : why may
not he be there again ? in my houfe I am fare he is : my
intelligence is true , my jealoufic is rcafonabic

,
pluck me

out all the iinncn.

Mlf. Ford. If you find a man there , he fhall die a

Fleas death.

Page, Here's no man

.

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well Mr. Ford : This

wrongs you,

Evan. M.Ford^'^on muft pray,and not follow the ima-

ginations of your own heart : this is jealoufies.

Ford. Well, bee's hot here I feek for,

Pfge. No, nor no where elfe but in your brain.

Ford. Help to fearch my houfe this one time: if I find

not what I feek , fhew no colour of my extremity : Let

me for ever be your Table-fpoit : Let them fay of me as

jealous as Ford , that fcarch'd a hollow Wall-nut for his

Wives Lemman. Satisfie me once morc,oncc more fearch

with, me.

Mif. Ford. What hoa (Miftris Page ) come you and
the old Woman down : my husband will come into the

Chamber.

Ford. Old woman? what old woman's that?

Mif. Ford. Why it is my Maids Aunt oiBrainford.
Ford. A Witch, a Quean , an old cozening Quean :

Have I not forbid her my houfe ? She comes of errands

do's flic? Wcare fimple men, we do not know what's

brought to pafs under the profelTion of Fortune-telling.

She works by Charmes , by Spels, by th'Figure , and fuch

dawbry , as this is , beyond our Element : we know no-
thing. Come down you Witch , you Hag you , come
down I fay.

Mif. Ferd. Nay, good fweet husband
,
good Gentle-

men, let him not ftrike the old Woman

.

Enter Fal.

Mif. Page, Come Mother Prat , Come give me your
hand.

Ford, rie Prat her : Out of my door you Witch, you
Hag, you Baggage,you PouIcat,you Runnion,out,out: Tie
conjure you, I'le Fortunc-tell you. 8xit Fal,

Mlj. Page hxt you not afliam'd ?

I think you have kiU'd the poor svoman,
Mif. Ford. Nay he will do it , 'tis a goodly credit

for you.

Ford. Hang her Witch.

Evans. By yea, and no, 1 thmk the o'man is a Wuch
indeed:! like not when a o'man has i gteatprard; I fpic a

great pcard under his Muffler.

Ford. Will you follow Gentlemen, I beCccch you fol-

low : fee but the iffuc ofmy jealoufic : If I cry out thus

upon no trail, never truft rac when I open again.

Page. Let's obey his humour a little further •

ComeGentlemcn, Exeunt.

Mif. Page. Truft me he beat him moft pi;iful|y.

Mif. Ford. Nay by th'Mafs that he did not : he beat

him moft unpitifully, me thought,

Mifi. Page. I'le have the cudgell hallow'd , and hung
o'rc the Altar, it hath done meritorious fcrvice.

Mi/i. Ford. What think you ? May we with the war-

rant of woman-hood , and the witncfsof a goodconfci-

encc, purfue him with any further revenge ?

M.Page. The fpirit of wantonncffe is fure fcar'd out

of him , if the Devil have him not infce- fimple, with fine

and recovery, he will never, I think, in the wayof wafte,

attempt us again.

MiJ}, Ford, Shall we tell our husbands how we have

fervcd him?

Mifl. Page. Yes, by all meansrif it be but to fcrape the

figures out of your husbands brain : if they can find in

their hearts, the poor unvcrtuous fat Knightftiallbeany

further afflificd, we two will ftill be the mimftcrs.

Mifi.Ford. I'le warrant they'l have him publickly

fliam'd , and me thinks there would be no period to the

jeft, ftiould he not be publickly fiiam'd.

Mijl. Page. Come to the Forge with it,then ftiape it

:

I would not have things coole, Extmm.

Scena Tenia.

Enter HoU and Bardolfe.

Bar. Sir, the Germnne defires to have three of your

horfes : the Duke himfclf will be tomorrow at Court, and

they are going to meet him.

HoH. What Duke ftiould that be comes fo fccretly ?

I hear not of him in the Court : let roe fpcak with the

Gentlemen, they fpcak Englifli.

Bar. Sir? I'Je call them to you.

HoFt. They fliall have my horfes , but I'lenake them

pay : I'le fawee them , they have had my houfes a week at

command ; I have turn'd away my other gucfls, they muft

come off, rie fawce thetn, come. Exeunt.

Scena Quarta,

Enter Page^ Ford^MiJirisPage, Mifiru Fard^

Mi Evans.

Evant. 'Tis one of the bcft difcietions of a o'oun as

ever I did look upon.

Page. And dicl he fend you both thefc Letters at an in-

ftant .«•

Mifi. Page. Within a Quarter of an hour.

Ford. Pardon me (wife) henceforth do whjtthou wile

I rather will fufpctft the Sun with gold.

Then thee with wantonncfs : Now doth thy honor ft*nd

(In
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(In him that was of late an Hcrctick)

As firm of faith,

Pft^f. 'Tis well, 'tis well, no more :

Be notextream in fubmifTion, as in offence
,

But let our plot go forward : Let our Wives
Yet once again (to make us publick foort)

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow,

Where we may take him, and difgrace him for it.

Tord, There is no better way then that they fpokc of.

Page. How ? to fend him word they'll meet him in the

Park at midnight ? Fie, fie, he'll never come.

"Evan. You fay he hath been thrown into the River:

and has been grievoufly peaten,as an old o'man : me
thinks there fhould be terrours in him, that he (liould not

come : Me thinks his flefh is punifh'd, he fliall have no
defires.

Page. So think I too.

M.TordXisv'xk but how you'll nfc him when he comes.

And let us two devife to bring him thither.

M. T*age. There is an old tale goes, that Heme the

Hunter (fometimc a Keeper here in JVlitdfor Forrefi)

!

Doth all the Winter time at flill of midnight

Walk round about an Oakc, with great ragg'd horns,

And there he blafis the tree, and takes the Cartel,

And makes milch-kine yield blood, and fiiakesachain

In a moft hideous anddreadfull manner.

You have heard of fuch a fpirit, and well you know
The fupcrfHtious idle-headed-£/(/

Receiv'd,and did deliver to our age

This tale of Heme the Hunter for a truth.

Ptge. Why yet there want not many that doe fear

In deep of night to walk by this Hemes Oakc :

But what of this ?

Mlf. Ford. Marry this isour device,

That lalFlaffe at that Oake fliall meet with us.

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but hc'l come,

And in this (hape when you have brought him thither.

What fhall be done with him ? What is your plot ?

M.Page. That likewife have we thought upon, and
Nan Page (my daughter) and my little Son, (thus

:

And three or four moie of their growth, we'ldrefle

Like UrchinSjOuphes, and Fairies, oreen and white,

With rounds of waxen Tapers on tneir heads.

And Rattles in their hands ; upon a fudden.
As F<j/i?<?jf(f, fhe,and I, are newly niet.

Let them tVom forth a Saw-pit rufli at once

With feme diffufcd fong : Upon their fight

Wc two,in great amazednefle will flie .•

Then let them all encircle him about

,

And Fairy-like to pinch the unclean Knight

;

And aske him why that hour of Fairy Revell,

In their fo facred paths, he dares to tread

In fliapc prophane.

'Bord. And till he tell the truth.

Let the fuppofed Fairies pinch him found.
And bum him with their Tapers.

M. Pa. The truth being known

,

We'll all prefent our felvcs ; dif-hoin the fpirit

,

And mock him home to JVlndfer,

Terd. The Children muft

Bepra£lis'd well to this, or they'll ne're doc't.

Evan. I will teach the children their behaviours : and
I will be like a Jack-a-napss alfo, to burn the Knight
with my Tabcr.

Ford. That will be excellent,

rie go buy them vizards.

Miji. Page^ My Nau fliall be the Qiteen of all the

Fairies, finely attired in a robe of white.

Page. That filk would I go buy, and in that time

fhall M. Slender fteal my JVanavay,
And marry her at Eaton: go, fend to Falfiaffe ftraight.

¥ord. Nay, Tie to him again in name of Broowy
He'll tell me all his purpofe : furc he'J come.

Mi. Pa. Fear not you that : Go get us properties

And tricking for your Fairies.

Evan}. Let us about it

,

1^ is admirable pleafures, and ferry honeft knaveries.

Afif.
Page. Go AfiJ}. Fordy

Send quickly to Sir Johny to know his mind :

Tie to theDoitor, he hath my good will.

And none but he to marry with Nan Page

:

That Slender (though well landed) is an Ideot

:

And he, my Husband be(l of all affc6l$ .•

The Doftor is well moneyed, and his friends

Potent at Court : he, none but he fhall have her

,

Though twenty thoufand worthier come to crave her.

Exit.

Scena Qumta»

Enter Hoji^ SimplCy Falflafe, BardelfeyEvauSy

CaitUy Qutckjj.

Uofi. What would'ft thou have ? (Boor) what J (chick

$kin)fpeak, breathejdifcuITc : brief,fliort,cpick,fnap.

Sim. Marry fir, I come to fpeak with Sir John FaJ.

ftajfeirom "M.. Slender.

Hofi. There's his Chamber, his Houfe, hisCaftIc,hi$

Standing-bed and Truckle-bed : 'tis painted about with

the ftory of the Prodigall,frc{h and new ; go, knock and

Call: he'll fpeak like an Anthropophagmian unto chce:

Knock I fay.

Sim. There's an old woman, a fat woman' gone up

into his Chamber: Tie be fo bold as ftay fir till fiie

come down : I come to fpeak with her indeed.

Hoil. Ha ? a fat woman ? The Knight may be robb'd:

ric call, Bully-Knight, Buliy-Sir "john : fpeak from thy

Lungs Military : Art thou there f It is thine Hoft, thine

Ephefian calls.

Fal. How now, mine Hoft ?

Hoft. Here's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the comming

down of thy fat woman : Let her defcend (Bully) let

her defcend r my Chambers are honourable : Fie, priva-

cy ? Fie.

Fal. There was (mine Hoft) an old fat woman even

now with me, but flic's gone.

Sim. Pray you fir , was't not the wife woman of

Brainfsrd ?

Fal. I marry v^-as it (Muftel-fliell) what would you

with her ?

Sim. My Mafter (Sir) my Mafter Slender fcnt to her,

feeing her go through the ftreets, to know (Sir) whether

one N/w (Sir) that beguiled him of a chain, had the

chain, or no.

Fat. I fpake with the old woman about It.

Sim. And what fayes flie, I pray Sir ?

Fal. Marry flie fayes, that the very fame man that be-

guil'd Mafter Slender oih\s Chain,cozen'd him of it.

Simp. I would I could have fpoken with the woman
her
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her fclfe, I had other things to have fpokcn with her too,

from him.

Fal. What arc they > let us know.

Haft. I, come : quick.

Fal. 1 may not conceal them (fir.)

Hoft. Conceal them, or thou di'lh

Sim. Why fir , they were nothing but about Miftris

^nne Page , to know if it were my Mafters fortune to

have her or no.

Fal. 'Tis, 'tis his fortune.

Sim. What Sir.

Fal. To have her , or no : go ; fay the woman toW

me fo.

Sim. May 1 be bold to fay fo (n ?

Fal. I fir : like who more bold.

Sim. I thank your worfhip : I (hall make my maflcr

glad with thcfe tidings.

Hoft, Thou arc darkly : thou art elarkly ( Sir JaA«)

was there a wife woman with thee ?

Fal, I, that there was ( mine Hoft ) one that hath

taught me more wit, then ever I icarn'd before in my life:

and I paid nothing for ic neither , but was paid for my
learning. Enter Bardolph.

Bar. Out alas (fir) cozonagc : meer cozenage,

Hoft. Where be my horfcs ? fpcak well of them var-

letto.

Bar. Run away with the cozeners : for fo fooh as I

came beyond Eaton y they threw me of from bchindc

one of them in a flow of mvrc ; and fct fpurres , and

away ; like three Germanc-Des'ili ; three Doftor Fau-

ifufes.

Hoft. They arc gone but to meet the Duke ( villaine )

do not fay they be fled : (jermitnet are honcft men.

Enter Evans.

Evan. Where is mine Hoft ?

Hoft. What is the matter fir ?

Evan. Have a care of your entertainments: there is a

friend of minecome to town, tells me there is three Co-

zen-Jennans, that hascozcn'd all the Hoftj oi Readint-pi

Maidenhead ; of Cole-Broekj , of horfes and money : I

tell you for good wil ( look you ) you are wife, and full

of gibes, and vlouting-ftocks : and 'tis not convenient

you fhould be cozoned.Eare you well. Exit. Enter Cairn.

Cat. Vit'ismm Hoft dejarteer }

Hoft. Hcre(Mafter Do(5lor) in perplexity and doubt-

full dcleroma,

fai. I cannot tell vat is dat : but it is tcll-a-me,dat you

make a grand preparation for a Duke de Jamany -. by my
trot : dox is no Duke dat the Court is know, to come : I

tell you for good will : adieu. ExU.
Hoft. Huy and cry ( villane ) goc : aflifi me Knight , I

am undone : flye,run : hu and cry (villaine) I am undone

Exit.

Fal. I would all the world might be cozen'd , for I

have been cozened and beaten too: if it fliouldcomc to

the car of the Coujt , how I have been transform'd ; and
how my transformation hath been wafli'd and cudgeJ'd

,

they would melt me out of my fat, drop by drop , and li-

quor Fifliermens boots with me : I warrant they would
whip me with their fine wits, till I were as creft-fain as

a dri'd Pear : I never profper'd , fincc I forfwore my felf

at Pnmero ; well, if my wind were but long enoujh ; I

would repent : Now ? whence come you ?

Enter Quickjy.

Qui. From the two parties forfooth.

Fal. The Dcvill take one party , and his Dam the

other : and fo they Hiall be both oeftow d ; 1 have fuffet'd
more for their fakes ; more than the villanous inconflan
cy ofmans difpofition is able to bear.

Q^i. And have not they fuflfci'd ? Ycf, I warrant

,

fpecioufly one of then; Mi(hi$F«ri(good heart) is beaun
black and blew , that you cannot fee a white fpot about
her.

Fal. What tell'ft tho« me of black and blew? I was
beaten my felf into all the colours of the Raio-bow ; and
I was like to be apprehended for the Witch of Brainford,
but that myadmirabic dexterity of wit,my counterfeiting

tkea(5lion of an old Woman deliver'dme, the Knave
Conftable had fet me ith* Stocks, ith' common Stocks for

a Witch.

Qifi. Sir, let me fpcak with you in your Chamber

,

you Ihall hear how things go , and ( I warrant ) to your

content : here is a letter will fay fomcwhat .- (good hearts)

what a-do here is to bring you together ? Sure one of

you do's not (etvc heaven well, that you are fo crofs'd,

Fal. Come up into my Clumber. Exetutt.

Scena Sexta»

Enter Ftntan, Heft.

H*ft. Matter Fenton , ulke not to me, my tninde is

heavy : I will give over all.

Fen. Yet hear me fpcak : aflifl roc in my purpofe.

And (asIamaGantlcman) I'lc give thee.

A hundred pound in gold, more then your lofs.

Hoft. I will hear you ( Mafter Fenton ) and I will ( at

the leaft) keep your counfell.

Fen. From time to time, I hare acquainted you

With the dear love I bear to fair tAnne Page^

Who, mutually, hath anfwci'd my affcflion,

( So far forth, as her felf might be her chufer )

Even to my wi(h ; I have a letter from her

Of fuch contents, as you will wonder at;

The mirth whereof, fo larded with my matter.

That neither fingly can be manifefted

Without the fhew of both : fat Sir J«A« Falftaffe

Hath a great Scene ; the image of the jcit

rie fhew you here at large (hark good mine Hoft )

To night at Hemes Oke, juft 'twixc twelve and one,

Muft my fweet Nan prclenc the Fan ie Q;ieen :

The purpofe why, is here : in which difguifc

, While other jcfts are fomething rank on foot ,

Her father hath commanded her to ^\p

Away with Slender ^ and with him at Eat»n

Immediately to marry : She hath confcnted : Now Sir,

Her mother, (even ftrong againlt that match

And firme for Doftor Caitei) hath appointed

That he Ihall likcwifc (huffle her away,

While other fports art tasking of their mindes,

And at the Deanry, where a Prieft attends

Straight marry her: to this her Mothers plot

She (feemingly obedient) likcwife hath

Made promife to the Do^or : Now, thus it refts,

Her father means fiicfhall be all in white ;

And in that habit, when 5/r«(/<rr fees his time

To take her by the hand, and bid her go.

She lliall go with him : her Mother hath intended

(The better to devote her to the Dodor 4

For thev muA all be niask'd and vuardcd)
' That
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That quaint m gieen, (he tViall be loofc enroab'd,

With Ribands-pendant, flaring 'bout her head ;

And when the Doiftor fpicshis vantage ripe.

To pinch her by the hand, and on that token.

The maid bath given confcnt to go with him.

f/tfif. Which means (he to deceive .? Father , oi- Mo-

ther ?

Fen. Both (my good Hoft) to go along with me.

And here it rcfls, that you'i procure the Vicar

To Hay for me at Church, 'twixt twelve and one.

And in the lawful! nameof manying.

To give our hearts united ceremony.

Htlt. Well, husband your device ; I'le to the Vicar,

Bring you the Maid, ) on fhailnotlack aPritft.

Fen. So ftiall I evermore be bound to thee

;

Befides, 1 'le make a prefent recompcnce. Exeunt.

^Bhs Quintusy Scena Tr'ma.

Enter Falftaffe^ Qi"ckjjt <*'iiFori.

Fal. Prethcenomore pratling : go,rie hold,tlus is the

child time: I hope good luck licsinodde numbers, A-
way,go, they fay there is Divinity in odde numbers, ei-

ther in Nativity, chance, or death : away.

Qhi. rie provide you a chain, and I'lc do what I can

to ga you a pair of horns.

Fal. h>fi^'>j I fay, time wears, hold up your head and

mince. How nowM. Broom ? Maftcr .Brooiw, the mat-

ter will be known to night , or never. Be you in the

Paike about midnight , at Htfr««-Oake , and you fliall

fee wonders.

Fori. Went you not to her yefterday (Sir) as you told

me you had appoimtcd ?

Fal. I went to her ( Mafler Broom) as you fee, like a

poor- old-man , But I came from her (^Mal\zi Broom)
like a poor-old-woman ; that fame Knave ( fori her liui-

band) hath the fineft mad Devil ofjcaloufie in him (Ma-

fter Broom) that ever govern'd Frenzie. I will td! you,

he beat mc grievoufly , in the fhapc of a woman : ( for in

the fhapc of a man (Matter Broom) Ifearnot Goliah

with a Weavers beam ,
(becaufc I know alfo , life is a

Shuttle) I am in hafte, go along with me , Tie tell you all

(Mafter Broom:") fincc I pluck: Geefe, plaid Trewant
and whipt Top , I knew not what 'twas to be beaten , till

lately. Follow me Tie tell you ftrange things of this

Kna vefor</, on whom to night I will be tevenged, and I

will deliver his wife into your hand. Follow, ftrange

things in hand (Maftcr Broom) follow. Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Page^ Shallow Slender.

Page. Come , come : wee'll couch i'th Caftle-ditch

,

till we fee the light of our Fairies. Remember fon Slender,
my daughter.

Slen. I forfooth , I have fpoke with her , and we have
a nay-word how to know one another. I come to her
in white , and cry Mam ; flie cryes Budget , and by that

we know one another.

Shal. That's good too : but what needs either your

Mum i or her Budget ? The white will decipher her well

enough. It hath ftruck ten a'clock.

Page. The night is dark , Light ahd Spirits will be-

come it well : Heaven profper our fport. No man means

evill but the Devill, and we fliall know him by his horns.

Let's away : follow me. Exeunt.

Scena Tenia.

!Enter MlSt. P^ge^ Mill. Vori^ Cam,

Afifi. Page.Mx. Doftor,my daughter is in green,when

you'fee your time, uke her by the hand, away with her

to the Deanry , and difpatch it quickly : goe before into

the Park : we two muft go together.

Cai. I know vat I have to do- adieu. Exit.

Mif. P^ge. Fare you well (fir) my husband will not re-

joyce fo much at the zhakoiFalJiaffe, as he will chafe at

the Do6lors marrying my daughter: But 'tis no matter;

better a little chiding , then a great deal of heart-break.

Mif. Ford. Where is Nan now .? and her troop of

Fairies ? and the Welch Devil Heme.
M'tfJPage. They are all couch'd in a pit hard by Hemes

Oak, with obfcut'd Lights; which at the very inttant

of Falfiaff'es and our meeting, chey will at oncc dilplay to

the niohc.

MtJ. Ford. That cannot choofe but amaie him.

Mtft.Page. If he be no: amaz'd he willb; tnocit'd : If

he be amaz'd, he will be mock'd.

Mif. Ford. Wee'll betray him finely,

Mif. Page, Againft fuch Lewdftcrs,and their Lechery,

Thofc that betray them do no trechery.

LMif, Ford. TIic hour drawes on : to the Oak, to the

Oakc. Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Evans and Falrlei.

Evans. Trib,trib, Fairies : Comc,and remember your

parts : be pold ( 1 pray you ) follow me into the pit , and

when I give the waich-'ords : do as I bid you : come,

come, trib, aib, Exeunt.

Scena Quinta^

Enter Paljlaffe, Miftrls 'Page^ MiftrU Ford^ Svans^

t/inne Page, Fairies, Page, Ford, Quickly

Slender^ EentoOj Caitu^ PlftoU,

Fal. The wlndfor Bell hath ftruck twelve : the Mi-

nute drawes on : Now the hot-bloudied-god aflift me :

Remember Jove, thou waft a Bull for thy Europa , Love

fet on thy horns. O powerfuU Love , that in fome re-

fpevSis makes a Beaft a Man : in feme other, a Man,a Beaft.

You were alfo (Jupiter) a Swan, for the love of Leda : O
omnipo-
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omnipotent Love , how ncre the Ood drew to the com-
plexion of a Oodfe : a fault done fnft in the forme of a

Beaft, ( O Jove, a bcaftiy Ciult: ) and then another fault,

in the fnublance of a Fowle, ihinlcon't (Jove) a fov/Ie-

fault. When gods have hot backs , what fhall poor
men doe ? Forme, I am here a iVtMdfor Stag, aoj the

fattett ( I think) i'th Forreft. Send mc a coolc tut-timc

( Jove ) or who can blame me topiflfc my Tallow? Who
comes here ? my Doc ?

M. Ford. Sir Jahn > Artthouihcrc(myDccr?)

My male-Deer?

Fal. My Doc with the black Scut ? Let tlie tkic

rain Potatoes : let it thunder , to the tunc of Green-

flccves , hail-kiffingComfitir, andfntm Eringoes: Let

there come a tempeft of provocation , I will ihckcr mc
here.

M.Ftrd, Miftris P*^» i5Comewithme(fweetheart.)

Fai. Divide me like a Brib'd-Buck, each a Haunch :

I will keep my fides to my felf , my flioulders for the

fellow of this walke ; and my horhei I bequeath your

husbands. Am I a Woodman, ha ? Speak I like Heme
the Hunter ? Why, now is Cupid a child of Gjnfcicnce,

he makes rcftitution. As I am a true fpirit,welcomc.

M. Page. Alas, what noyfe ?

M.Ford. Heaven forgive our fihi.

Fal. What fliould this be ?

M. Fird. M. Page, Away, away.

F4I. I think the Devil will not have me Shmn'd,

Leaft the Oyle that's in me ftiould fet hcU on fire

;

He would never clfe crofs me thus.

Enter Falriei,

Qui. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white,

You Moon-fhine Revellers, and Hudes ofnight.

You Oiphan heirs of fixed deftiny

,

Attend your office, and your c|uality.

Crier Hob-goblin, make the Fairy Oycs.

Pin. Elves, lift your names : Silence you airy toycs.

Cricket, to t^'lndjcr Chiirncys (halt thou leap

:

Where fires thou find'rt unrak'd , and Hearths unfwept

,

There pinch the Maids as blue as Bilbery,

Our radiant Qtjeea hates Sluts and fluttcry.

Fal. They are Fairies,hethat fpeaks to them (lial! die.

rit wifkk and couch : No man their works muft eye,

Ev. Where's Bede}QQ you,and where you find a Maid
That ere ftieflcep has thrice her prayers faid,

Raife up the Or«ns of her fantafie

,

Sleep Hie as fonna as carelefs infancy.

But thofc as fleep and think not on their fins,

Pinch _them,armes, legs, backs, (houlders, fides and (hins.

Qui. About, about:

Search ffindftr Caftle (Elves) wiihin, and out.

Strew good luck (Ouphes) on every facrcd room j

That it may (land till the perpetuall doome,
In ftate as wholfomc,as in ftatc 'tis fit

,

Worthy the Owner, and the Owner it.

The fevcral Chairs of Order, lookc you fco^lre.

With Joyce of Balme ; and every precious flowre

,

Each fair In(talnient , Coat and fev'ral Creft,

With loyal Blazon evermore be bleft.

And Nightly-medow-FairieS, lookc you fing

Like to the Garttr.Compifs in a Ring,
Th* exprelTurc that it bears : Green let it be,

More fertile.freOi then all the field to fee

:

And, Heiiy Stit Qui Mal.y-Panfi^ write

In Emroid-iufFes, Flowers, purple, blue, and white.

Like Saphire^>carle,and rich Embtoiderie,

Buckled below fair Knight-hoods bcndin* knee
;

Fairies ufcElowers for their Chara6l:rie,

Away, difperfe : But till 'cii one a clock.

Our dance ofcullomc round about the Okc
Of Heme the Hunter, Ictus not forget.

Ev. Pray you lock hand in hand,your felvu in order fetr

And twenty Glow-worms fhall our Lant-homs be
To guide our Meafurcronnd abaut the tree.

But flay, I fmell a man of middle earth.

Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welch Fairie,
Left he transforme me to a pcece of Cheefc.

*Pift. Vilde worm, thou waft orc*look'd even in tliy

birth.

Qiti. With trialUfirc touch me his finger end :

If he be chafte, U.c flame will back defcend
And turn him to no pain : but if he ftanj

It is the flefti of a corrupted heart.

T'if. A trialJ, come.

Evans. Come, will this wood take fire ?

Fal. Oh, oh, oh.

Qui. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in defire.

About him (Fairies) fing a fcomfuU Rime,
And as you trip, ftill pinch him to your time.

The Song.

Fie OH /infuSpkauta/ie: Fie en Lull and LitXttrie j

Lujt ii but a bloudj fire^ kjnilid with unchait dtjire.

Fed in heart whofe flama affire^

As thoughts do blow them higher and higher.

PiHch him (Fairies) mutually: finch himfor hi* fiHatiie.

Pinch him^ and burn him^ and turn him .^cntttt^

Till Candles^nd Star.light^ and Afoon.Jbinebe out.

Page. Nay do not flye, I think I have watcht you

now : Will none but Heme the Hunter fervc ycur

turn?

M. Page. I pray you come, hold up the jeft no higher.

Now (good Sir John) how like you fvinifor Wives ?

See you thefe husbands? Do not thcfe fair Okcs

Become the Forreft better then the Town ?

Ford. Now Sir» who's a Cuckold now ? |

Mr, 5rww,frf^<7iP/a KnavCjaCuckoldly Knave,

Here are his horns Mafter Broom :

And Mafter Broom , he hath enjoyed nothing of Fords,

but his beck-basket, his Cudgcll , and tA'cnty pounds of

money , which muft be paid to Mr, Broom ^\\ii horfcs aie

arrefted for it,M. Broom.

M. Ford, Sir John,wt: have had ill lock : we could ne-

ver meet : I will never take you for my Love again , but

I will alwayes count you my Deer.

Fat. I do begin to perceive that I am made an AflV.

Ford. J , and an Oxc to : boih the proofcs arc ex-

tant.

Fal. And thefc are not Fairies j

I was three or four times In the thought they were no;

Fairies , and yat the guiltincfs of my mindc , the fodain

furprirc of my powers , drove the grofsnelTc of th.: fo{^

pcry into a received belief, indcfpight of the teeth of all

rime and reafon , that they were Fairies. Sec now ho-.v

wit may be made a Jack-a-Lent , wiien 'tis upon ill im-

ployment.

Evan. Sir John Faljlufe , ferve Got , and leave your

dcfircs, and Fxiries will not pinfcyou.

Ford. Well faid Fairy Hugh.

Evas. And kavc you your jealouzics too , I pray

you.
Ford
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Ford. I Will never inif^ruit my wife again, till thoiurc

able to WOC5C hjr in go^jd Eagllfh.

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the Sunnc and dri'J ir,

chac it wants matter co prevent fo gioffe oie-reaching as

(bis ? Am I ridden wuh a Welch Goat too ? Shall I have

a Coxccombc of Frizc ? 'Tis time I were choak'd with a

piece of toafted Chcefc.

Evans. Secfc is not gocd co give putter ;
your pdly is

all putter.

fttl. Secfc and Putter ? Have I liv'J to ftand at the

taunt of one that makes Fritters o( E»giijh? This is e-

nough to be tht decay of Luft and late-walking rhrotigh

the Realm,

Mlfl.Page. Why Sir John^ do you chink , though we

would have thmft vcrtuc out of our hearts by the head

and (houlders, and have given our felvc's without fcruple

to Hell , that ever the Devil could have made you our de-

light ?

Vord. What, a Hodge'pudding? A bag of Flax ?

Mift. Page. A pufc man ?

I^age. Old, eoldjwithei'd, and of intollerable entrails ?

ford. And one that is as llanderous as Sachan ?

P'fge. And as poor as J»^.
Ford. And as wicked as his wife?

Evan. And given to Fornications,and to Tavevns,and

Sack, and Wine, and Mctheglin, and to dnnkings , and

fwcarings, and ftaring ? Fribbles and prabblcs ?

Val. Well, I am your Theame : you have the ftart of

me, I am dejefted : I am not able to anfwcr the Welch

Flannel, Ignoi-anceic fclf is a Plummet ore me, ufeme as

you will.

Ford. Marry fir , wee'l bring yoB to fVinifor to one

Mt. Broome y that you have cozon'd ofmoney, to whom
you lliould have been a Pander : over and above that you

have fufFcr'd, I think, co repay that money will be a bi-

ting affliction.

Page. Ycc be checrefuU Knight, thou {hale cat a Poffec

to night at my houfe , where I will defirc thee to laugh at

my vvife, that now laughes at thee ; Tell her Mr. Slender

hath married her daughter.

Mifl. Page. Doftors doubt that {

If u4ii»e Page be my daughter, flic is ( by this ) DotSlor

Cajui wife.

Enter Slender.

Slen. Whoa hoe, hoe. Father Page.

Pag, Son? How now? Hownowfon,
Have you difpatch'd ?

Slen. Difpatch'd? He make the beft in Gloprjhire

know on'c : would I were hang'd la,elfe.

Page. Of what, fon ?

Slen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry Miftris Anne Good husband, let us every one go home,

P<«g"f, and fhee's a great lubberly Boy. If it had not been And laugh thisfport ore by a countrey fire,

ith' Church, I would havefwing'd him,or he fhould have Sir John ind all.

fwing'd mec. If I did not think it had been Anne Vord. Let ic be fo ( Sir John :

)

^"^f, would I might never flir, and 'tis a Poft-maftcrs ToMafter-Sraoaj? yau ycc iTiall hold your word,

Boy.
I

For he, to night, fball lye with Miftris Fjrd. Exeunt.

Page. Upon my life then, you took the wrong..

S/en. What need you tell me thac.^ 1 thmk fo, when
I cook a Boy for a Girle : ^f I had been married to him,

( for all he was in wonans apparel ) I would noc have had

him.

P^^^e. Why, chis is your own folly.

Did not I cell you how you lliould know my daughter
By her garments?

Slen. I went to her in green , and crycd Mum , and
flic cry'd Budget, as Anne znd I hadappomted, and yet

it was not Anfte^ but a Poft-mafters Boy.
Mt/f. Page. Good George be not angry,! knew of your

purpolc : turn'd my daughter into white, and indeed flic

is now with the Doflor at the Deanry,and there married.
Enter Cajm.

Caj. Ver is Miftris Paj-u: by gar I am cozoned , I ha
married one Garfoon, i Boc ; oon Pcfanr,by gar. A Boy,
It is not An Page^hy gar, I am cozoned,

(J^. Pa. Why ? did you take her in white f

Caj. I be gar,and 'tis a Boy : be gar,IleraifealUr/W-

for.

Ford. This is ftrangc: Who hath got the right Anne ?

Tage. My heart miigivcs me, here comes M. Fentou.

How now M. Fenton ?

An. Pardon good father, good my mother pardon.
P'tge. Now Miftris

:

How chance you went not with M. Slender ?

Mi. Pa. Why went you not with Mr. Doitor Maid ?

Fen. You doairazeher: hear the truth of ic.

You would have married her moft (liamefully.

Where chere was no proportion held in love

:

The truth is, fhe and I ( long fincc contrafted )
Are now fo fure that nothing can diffolvc us

:

Th'ofFence is holy that (he hath committed.

And this deceit lofcs the name of craft.

Of difobcdience, or unduteous title.

Since therein fhe doth evicate and (hun
A thoufand irreligious curfcd houres

Which forced marriage would have brought upon her.

Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy :

In Love, the heavens themfelves do guide the ftatc.

Money buyes Lands,and wives are fold by fate.

Fal. I am glad, though you have tanea fpccial ftand

to ftrike at me, chat your Arrow hath glanc'd.

P<jg-f. Weil, whac remedy ? Fenton, heaven give thee

joy, whac cannot be efchew'd, muft be embrac'd.

Fal. When night-dogs lunne , all forts of Deere are

chac'd.

Ml. Pa. Well, I will mufe no further : M. Fenttm^

Heaven give you many, many merry dayes

:
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MEASURE
For Meafure

Q^&ns Vrimii^s, Sc^na Vrima,

Enter Dnk^^ Efcaltu, Lords.

Duke.

Scaltu.

Efca. My Lord.

JDwj^.Of governmenc,the properties to (infold,

Would feem in me t'affefl fpccch and difcoucfc.

Since I am put to know, that your own Science

Exceeds (in that) the lifts of ail advice

My ftrength can give you : Then no more remains

But that, to your fufficicncy, as your worth is able.

And let them work: The nature of our people,

Our Cities inftitutiens, and the Tearms

For Common Juftice , y'are as pregnant in

As Art, and pra<Sife hath enriched any

That we remember: There is our Commiflion,

From which, we would not have you warp ; call hither,

I fay, bid come before us Argelo:

What figure of us think you, he will bear.

For you mutt know , wc have with fpeciall foul

Ele(ftcd him our abfence to fupply

;

Lent him our terror, dreft him with our love,

And given his Deputation all the Organs

Of our own power : what think you of it ?

Efc. If any in yie»na be of worth

Toundergoe fuch ample graee and honour.

It is Lord Attgtlo.

Enler Angela.

Duke. Look where he comes.
Aug, Alwayes obedient to your Graces will,

I come to know your Graces pleafurc.

*D:(kS' Angela :

There is a kinde of Charafler in thy life.

That to th'obferver, doth thy hiftory

Fully unfold : Thy felf and thy belongings

Arc not thine own fo proper, as to waOe
Thy fcif upon t!iy vcrtues ; they on thee

:

Heaven doth with as, as wc with Torches do,
Not light them for thcmfelvcs : For if our vcrtues

Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike

As if we had them not : Spirits are no: finely touch'd

,

But to fine ifluas : nor Nature never lends
The fmallctt fcruple of her excellence.

But like a thrifty goddelfe , flic determines
Her fcIf the glory of a creditour.

Both thanks and ufe ; but I do bend my fpeech

To one that can my part in him advcttifc ;

Hold therefore Angela :

In our remove, be thou at full, our felf:

Mortality and Mercy in rie>t»A
Live in thy tongue and heart : Old E/ioIm
Though fird in queftion, is ihy fccondary.
Take thy Commilfion.

^»g. Now good my Loxd
Let there be fomc more tcft, made of my mettle,
Before fo noble and fo great a figure

Be fiampt upon it.

Djik. No more evafion

:

We have with a leaven'd, and prepared choyce
Proceeded to you j therefore take your honours

:

Our bafte from hence is of fo quick condition.
That it prefers it felf, and leaves unqucftion'd

Matters of needfuU value : We (inU write to you
As time, and our conccmings ihall importune,
How it goes with us , and do look to know
Whir doth befall you here. So fare you well

:

To th'hopcfull execution do 1 leave you,
Of your Commiilion.

Aug. Yet give leave ( my Lord, )
That we may bting you fomething on the way.

Duke. My haftc may not admit ir.

Nor need you ( on mine honour ) have to do
With any fcruple : your fcopc is as mine own.
So to inforce , or qualifie the Laws,
As to your foul fecms good : Give me your hand.
He privily away : I love the people.
But do not like to (iagc me to their eyes:

Though it do well, 1 do not rcllifh well

Their loud applaufc, and aves vehement

:

Nor do I think the man of Ofe difcrciion

That do's atfeil ii. Once more fare you well.

Aug. The heavens give fafety to your purpofes.

Efc. Lead forth and bring you bcick in happineffe.

Pwi^f. I thank you, fare you well. £.v/f.

Efc. I fluU defire you. Sir, to give me leave

To have free fpccch with you ; and it concerns mc
To jock into the bottomc of my place:

A power I have, but of what ftrength and nature,

I am not yet inllruded.

Aug. 'Tii fo with me : Let us with-draw together,

And wc may foon our fatisfadion have

Touching that point.

Eff. lie wait upon your honour.

Extmm.

F StdMM
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Saena fecunda.

Enter Lttcio, and two other Gemltmen.

Lhc. IftheDLike,wichtheothcr Dukes, come not to

compofiiion with the King of H»»gKrj , why then all the

Dukes fall upon the King.

1 Ge»t. Heaven grant us its peace, but not the King of

Huu^aries.

2 Gtnt. Amen.
Luc. Thou condud'ft like the San£l;imonious Pyrat,

that went to Sea with the ten Commandemems , but

fcrap'd one out of the Table.

a Cm. Thon (halt not ftealc ?

Luc/. I, that he raz'd.

1 Gm. Why ? 'twas a Commandement to command
the Captain and all the reft from their functions : they

put forth to ftealc : There's not a Souldiet of us all , that

in the thankfgiving before meat , do rellilh tbc petition

well that prays for peace.

a Gent. I never heard any Souldier diflike if.

Luc. I believe thee : for I think thou never wai'i

where Grace W.1S faid.

2 Ge;tt. No? a dozen times at Icaft.

t Ge»t. What? in meeter?
Luc. In any proportion, or in any language.

1 Gent. I chink, or in any Religion.

Luc. I, why not ? Grace, is, Grace, defpight ofallcon-

troverfie : as for example ; Thou thy felf art a wicked
villain, defpight of all Grace.

1 Gent. Well : there went but a pairc of (heers be-
tween us.

Lhc. I grant : as there may between the Lifls and
the Velvet. Thcu art the Lift.

» Gt>n. And thou the Velvet ; thou art good Velvet

;

thou'rt a three pil'd-piece I warrant thee : I had as liefc

be a Lift of an Englifli Kerfey.as be pil'd, as thou art pil'd,

for a French Velvet. Do I fpeak feelingly now ?

Lkc. I think thou doft : and indeed with moft pain-

full feeling of thy fpeech : I will, out of thine own con-
felTion, learn to begin thy health ; but whilft I live, for-

get to drink after thee.

1 Gent. I think I have done my fcif wfong, have I not ?

2 Gent. Yes, that thou hjft ; whetbei: thou art tainted,

or free. Enter Bawd.
Luc. Behold,behold,whereMidam Mitigation covc^zi.

I have parchis'd as many difeafes under her Roofc,
As come to -

2 Gent. To what I pray ?

Luf. Judge.

2 Gent. To three thoufand Doflours. a year.

* (jem. I, and more.
Luc. A French crown more.
I Gent. Thou art alwajes figuring difeafes in me jbut

thou art full of errour, I am found.
Luc. Nay, not ( as one would fay ) healthy : but fo

fouod^ as things that are hollow ; thy bones are hollow

;

Impiety has made a feaft of thee.
j

1 Cent. How now, which of your hips has the rnoft

profound Sciatica?

"^awd. Well, well: There's one yonder arrefted, and
carried to prifon, was worth five thoufand of you all.

2 Gent. Who's that I prethee ?

"Bawd. Mirry fir, that's C/WiV, Signior C/Ww.

1 Gent. Claudia to prifon ? 'tis njpt fo.

Batvd. Nay, but I know 'tisfo: 1 faw him arrefted
;

faw him carried away : and which is more, within thele

three dayes his head to be chopt ofF."

Lie. But, after all this fooling, I would not have it fo :

Art thou fure of this ?

^md. I am too fure of it: and it is for getting Ma-
dam futlicta with child.

Luc. Believe me this miy be : he promifed to meet
oie two hours fince, and he was ever precifc in promife-

kecplng.

2 Genti Befides you know , it draws fomcthing neere

to the fpeech we had to fuch a purpofe.

1 Gent. But moft of all agreeing with the Proclamation.

Lhc. Away, let's go learn the truth of ir. Exeunt,

Btijfd. ThuSjWhat with the war; what with the fwear,

what with the gallowes , and what with poverty, I am
cuftome-ihrunke . How now ? what's the newes with

you? Enter dome.
Clovt, Yonder man is carried to prifon.

Saw. Well : what has he done ?

Clorv. A woman.
Baw. But what's his offence ?

Oow. Groping for Trowts, in a peculiar River.

Baw. What ? is tiicrc a Maid with child by faim ?

Clow, No : but there's a woman with Maid by him

«

you have not heard of the Proclamation, have you ?

Baw. What Proclamation, man ?

Clm. All houfcs in the Suburbes of Vienna muft be

pluck'd down.
Baw. And what fhall become of thofe in the Citie ?

ClovD. They fhall ftand for feed : they had gone down
too, but that a wife Burger put in for them.

Baw. But fliall all out houfes of rcfort in the Suburbes

be puH'd down ?

Clow. To the ground Miftris.

Baw. Why here's a change indeed in the Common-
wealth : what fliall become of me ?

Clow. Come : feare riot you : good Counfellours lack

no Clients : though you change your place , you need not

change your Trade: He be your Tapfter nill;courage,there

will be pitty taken on you ;
you that have worn your eyes

almoft out in the fcrvice, you will be corfidered.

"Bawd. What's to do hsre^Thomas Tapjler ? let's with-

draw.

C/ow. Here comes Signicr CUudio^ led by the Provoft

Exeunt.to prifon : and there's Madam JrMet.

Sc^na tenia.

Enter Prov9fi,Clatidio,Jul!etyOffc;r5yLmOya»d irvo Ge^it.

Cla. Fellow, why doft thou iliow me thus to th'world ?

Beare me to prifon, where I am committed.

Pro. I do it not in cvill difpofition,

But from Angela by fpeciall clinrge.

Clou. Thus can the demy-god ( Authority )

Make us pay down, for our otFence, by waight

The words of heaven ; on whom it will, it will.

On whom it will not ( fo ) yet ftill ti? juft. ( ftraint.

Luc. Why how now Claudia ? whence comes this re-

Clau. Fro.m too-much liberty, ( my Lucio ) liberty.

As furfet is the father of much faft.

So every fcope by the immoderate ufe

Turnes to rettraint : our Natures do purfue

lik:
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Like Rats that ravin down their proper Banc,

A thifHy cvill , and when wc drink, we die.

Luc. If I could fpeik fo wifely, under an arrcft, 1

would fend for certain of my Creditors : and yet;, to fay

the truth , I had as liefe have the foppery of freedome,

as the mortality of imprifonmcnt : what's thy oftencc,

CUudlo ? ,, rf ^ •

Cla. Whit ( but to fpeak of ) would offend agame.

Luc. What is't murder ?

Cla. No.

Luc. Lechery ?

Cla. Call it fo.

Pro. Away, fir, you muft go.

Cla. One word , good friend

:

Lttcw, a word with you.

Luc. A hundred

:

If they'l do you any good : Is Lechery fo look'd after ?

Cla. Thus ftands it with me : upon a true contrail

1 oot poffcflton of Julietta's bed,

You know the Lady , (he is faft my wife.

Save that we do the denunciation lack

Of outward Order. This we came not to,

Only for propagation of a Dowre
Remaining in the Coffer of her friends,

From whom we thought it meet to hide our Love

Till Time had made them for us. But it chances

The flealth of our moft mutuall entertainment

With Chara(Ser too groffe , is writ m Julltt,

Luc With Childc, perhaps ?

Cla. Unhappily , even fo.

And the new Deputy , now for the Duke,

Whether it be the fault and glimpfc of newncffe.

Or whether that the body publique, be

A horfe whereon the Governour doth ride,

Who newly in the feat , that it may know

He can command ; lets it Hrait fcei the {pur

:

Whether the tyranny be in his place,

Or in his eminence that fils it up

I ftaggcr in : But this new Governour

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties

Which have ( like unfcowr'd Armour ) hung by th'wall

So long, that nineteen Zodiacks have gone round,

And none of them been worn ; and for a name

Now puts the drowfie and negleded Aft

JFreflily on me :

'tis furcly for a name.

Luc. I warrant it is : and thy bead ftands fo tickle on

thy Ihoulders , that a Milk-maid, if (he be in love, may
figh it oflF : Send after the Duke and appeale to him.

Cla. I have done fo,but he's not to be found.

I prethce( Lucio ) do me this kindc fcrvice

:

This day, my fifter ftiould the Cloyfler enter.

And there receive her approbation.

Acquaint her with the danger of my ftate.

Implore her, in my voyce, that (he make friends

To the ftrift Deputy: bid her felf aflay him,

I have great hope in that : for in her youth

There is a prone and fpeechlcfle Dialed,

Such as move men : befide flie hath profperou?Art
When (he will play with reafon, and difcourfe.

And well fhe can petfwade.

Luc. I pray fhe may ; as well for the encouragement
of the like , which elfc would ftand, upon grievous impo-
fition : as for the enjoying of thy life, who I would be for-

ty (hould be thus fooliflily loft , at a game of Tick-tack

:

He to her.

Cla. I thank you good friend Liuif.

Luc. Within two houres.

Cla. Come Officer, away. Exeunt.

Scana Quarta.

Enter Duke and Frier Thomas.

Dukf' No : holy Father, throw away that thought,

Believe not that the dribbling dart of love

Can pierce a complcat bofome : why, I defirc thee

To give me fecrct harbour, hath a purpofc

More grave and wrinkled, than the aimes and ends

Of burning youth.

Fri. May your Grace fpeak of ir.

Duke. My holy fir, none better knows than you

How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd

And held in idle price, to haunt affemblies

Where youth and coft, and witlefle bravery keeps.

1 have delivered to Lord u4»gelo

( A man of ftrifture and firme abftincncc )

My abfolute power , and place here in f^iema,

And he fuppofes me travail'd to Poland,

( For fo I have fircw'd it in the common care )

And fo it is recciv'd : Now ( pious fir

)

You will demand of me, why I do this.

Fri. Gladly, my Lord.

Duke. We have ftria Statutes, and moft biting Laws,

( The ncedfull bits and curbs for head-rtrong weeds,

)

Which for this fourteen years, we have let ftip,

Even like an ore-grown Lyon in a Cave

That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond Fathers,

Having bound up the thrcatning twigs of Birch,

Only to Hick it in their childrens fight,

For crrour, not to ufe : in time the rod

More mock 'd than fear'd: fo our Decrees,

Dead to infliftion, to themfclves are dead,

And liberty plucks Julike by the nofe j

The Baby beats the Nurfe, and quite athwart

Goes all decorum.

Fri. It refted in your Grace

To unloofe this tydc-up Juftice, when you pleas 'd

:

And it in you more dreadfull would have fccm'd

Than in Lord Angih.

Duke. I do feare, too dreadfull

:

Sith 'twas my fault to give the people fcope,

'Twould be my tyranny to ftrikc and gall them,

For what I bid them do : For we bid this be done

When cvill deeds have their permifTive pafTc,

And not the puniftiment : therefore indeed ( my father

)

I hive on Angela impos'd the office.

Who may in th'ambufh of my name, ftrikc home,

And yet, my nature never in the fight

To do in flander : And to behold bis fway

I will, as 'twere a brother of your Order,

Vifit both Prince and people : Therefore I prethcc

I

Supply me with the habit , and infttud me
How I may formally in perfon bearc

Like a true Fr«r •• Moe reafons for thisaftioo

At your more leifure, (hall I render you

;

Only this one : Lord Angelo is precife.

Stands at a guard with Envic : fcarcc confeflcs

That his blood flowes : or that his appetite

Is more to bread than ftone : hence ftiall we fee

j
Ifpower change purpofc; what our Sccmcrs be. Exeunt.

I F 1 Scfna
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Sc^na Q^'mta.

Emer Ifdl/ell, a»d Franeifca a Nun.

/fa. And have you Nuns no farther privilcdges ?

NUn. Are noc thefe large enough ?

jfa. Yes truly ; I fpeak not as defuing more,

But rather wiAiing a more Rrift reliraint

Upon the Silkrhood, the Votarifts of Saint Part.

Lvclo vrthm.

Lac. HoJ ? peace be in this place.

]fa. Who's that which cals ?

Nm. It is a mans voyce, gentle IfMa^
Turn you the key, and know his bufincfTc of him

;

You may ) I may not : you arc yet unfworn :

When you have vow'd, you mult not fpeak with men,

But in the prefence of the Priorefe ;

Thenif you fpeak, you muft not (hew your face

;

Or if you (hew your face, you muft not fpeak :

He cals again: I pray you anfwerhim.

Jfa. Peace and piofpcrity : who is'c that cals ?

Luc. Haile Virgin, ( if you be ) as thofe dieck-Rofes

Prociaime you are no lefle : can you fo ftecd me,

As bring me to the fight of JfuMa,

A novice of thi? place, and the faire Sifter

To her unhappy brother Claudia f

Jfa. Why her unhappy brother ? Let me aske,

The rather for I now muft make you know

I am that Ifahelta, and his Sifter.

£w. Gentle and faire : your brother kindly greets you
;

Noc to'be weary with you ; he's in prifon.

Jfa. Woe me j for what ?

Lmc. For that, which if my felf might be his Judge,

He (Thould receive his punifhmcntin tbankes:

He bath got his friend with Childc.

Jfa. Sir, make me net your ftory.

Luc. 'Tis true ;I would nor,though 'tis my familiar fiD,

WUb Maids to feetn the Lapwing, and to jeft

Tongue, farrefrom heart : play with all Virgins To :

I hold you as a thing en-skied and fainted.

By your renouncement , an immortall fpirit

And to be talk'd with in finceriry,

As with aSainr.

Jfa. You do blafphcmc the good, in mocking me.

Luc. Do not believe it : fewnefle, and truth ; lis thus

Your brother and his Lover have imbrac'd
;

As thofc that feed , grow full : as bloftbming Time '

That from the fecjnefte, the bare fallow brings

To teeming foyfon : even fo her plenteous wombe
EXprelfeth his full Tilth and Husbandry.

Jfa. Some one with child by him ? my Cofcn JuUct ?

Luc. Is ftic your Cofen ?

Jfa. Adoptedly , as fchooj-maids change their names

By vaine, though apt affciVion.

Luc. She it is.

Jfa. Let him marry her.

Luc. This is the point.

The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hence
;

Bore many Gentlemen ( my felf being one )

In hand, and hope of adlion : but we do leune.

By thofe that know the very Nerves of State,

His giving-our, were of an Infinite diftancc

From his true mean;; dcfigne : upon his place.

( And with fiill line of his authority )

Governs Lord Angela', A man, whofc blood

Is very fnow-broih : one, who never feels

The wanton ftings, and motions of the fenfe

;

Bui doth rebate, and blunt his naturall edge

With profits of the minde : Study, and faft.

He (to give feare toufe, and liberty,

Which Jiave, for long, nin-by the hideous Law,

As Mycc by Lyons ) hath pickt out an a6t,

j
Under whofe heavy (cnfe, your brothers life

Fals into forfeit : he arrefts him on it,

I And follows clofe the rigour of the Statute

To make him an example : all hope is gone,

Unleffe you have the grace, by your faire prayer

To foften jingelo: And that's my piih of bufincffe

*Twixt you, and your poor brother.

J[a. Doth he fo,

Seek his life?

Lhc. Has cenfur'd him already,

And as I heare, the Provoft hath a warrant

For's execution.

Jfa. Alas : what poor

Abilitie's in me , to do him good ?

Lhc. Affay the power you have.

Jfa. My power ? alas, 1 doubt.

Lhc. Our doubts are traytors

And makes us lofc the good we oft might win,

By fearing to attempt : Go to Lord Angtlo^

And let him learn to know, when Maidens fuc

Men give like gods : but when they weep and kneel,

AH their petitions, are as truly theirs

As they themfclves would owe them.

Jfa. He fee what I an do.

Luc. But fpeedily.

Jfa. I will about it ftrak

;

No longer flaying, but to give the Mother

Notice of my affaire : I humbly thank you

:

Commend me to my brother : foon at nighc

He fend him ceruin word of my fuccelfe.

Lhc. I take my leave of yon.

Jfa. Good fir, adieu. Exeunt.

($^clm Secundus, Scaem Vrima.

Enter A»geU^ Efcalfu,iiitdfervatitSt Juflice.

Aug. We muft not make a fear-crow of the Law,
Setting it up to feare the Birds of prey,

And lee it keep one ftiapc, till cuflorae make i:

Their Pcarcb, and not their terrour.

Efc. I, but yet

Lee us be keen, and rather cut a little

Than fall, and bruife to death ; alas, this Gentleman
Whom I would fave, had a uioft noble father,

Lee but your honour know
( Whom I believe to be moft ftrait in vertue )

That in the working of your own afFe<ftions,

Had Time co-heard with Place, or place with wiftiing,

Or that the rcfolute ailing of our blood

Could havcattain'd th'effc6l of your own purpofe,

Whether you bad not fometime in your life

Err'd in this point, which now you cenfure him.
And pull'd the Law upon you.

Aug. 'Tis one thing to be tempted ( Efcalus )

Another
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Another thing to fall : I not deny

The Jury puffing on rtit prifoners life

May in the f/vorn-twalve have a thecf, or two

GuiUier than him they try ; vvhn's open made to Jufiice,

That Jufticeceize? ; What knoiv? the Laws

That (hceve>' do paffc on thcevcs ? 'Tis very pregnant,

The jewel that wc findc, we Hoop, and take't,

Becaufe we fee it ; but what we do not fee,
]

We tread upon, and never think of it.
1

Yon may not fo extenuate his offence,

Fot I have had fuch faults ; but rather tell mc
When I, that cenfurc him , do fo offend.

Let mine own Judgcinent pattern out my death.

And nothing come in partiall. Sir, he muft die.

Enter Provofl.

Efc. Be it as your wifdome vvill.

Ang. Where is the Provofl f

Pro. Here if it like your Honour.

Ang. See that Clandlo

Be executed by nine torrorrow morning.

Bring him his Confcflbr, let him be prcpai'J;

For that's the utmoft of his Pilgrimage.

Efc. Well : heaven forgive him ; and forgive us all :

Some rife by finnc , and form bj verttte fall :

Some Run from brakes of fee, and anfwer none,

And fome condemned for a f lult alone.

Enter Elborv^ Froth, ClowieyOffcers.

Eib. Come, bring them away : if thcfn be good people

in aCommon-weale, that do nothing but ufe their a-

bufes in common houfes, I know no law : bring thctn a-

way.

Aug. How now fir, whai'j your name ? And what's

the matter ?

Elb. If it pieafe your honour, I am the poor Dukes

Conttable, and my name is Elbow ; I do leane upon Ju-

ftice fif , and do bring in here before your good honour,

two notbrious Benefadtors.

Aug. Benefaitors ? Well : What Benefaftors arc they ?

Are they not Malefaftors ?

Elb. If it pieafe your honour , I know not well vvhat

ihey are : But precifc villaines they are, that I am fure of,

and voyd of all prophanation in the world , that good

Chriftians ought to have.

Efc. This comes off well : here's a wife Officer.

Aug. Go to : What quality are they of ? Elbow is

your name ?

Why do'll thou not fpeak Elbow ?

Clo. He cannot fir: he's out at Elbow.

Ang. What arc you fir ?

Elb. He fir , a Tapper fir t parccll Biwd : one that

fcrves a bad woman ! whofe houfc fir was ( as they fay )

plucktdovvn in the Suburbs : and now (Tie profcffes a

hot-houfe ; which, I think is a very ill houfc too.

Efc. How know you that ?

Elb. My wife Sir , whom I deleft before hejven and

your honour.

Efc. How ? thy wife ?

Elb. I Sir : whom I thank heaven is an honeft wo-
man.

EfcA. Do'ft thou detert her therefore?

Elb. I fay fir, I will deccft my fcltalfo, as well as fHc

that this houfe, \i it be not a Biwds houfe, it is pitty of her

life, for it is a naughty houfe.

Efca. How do'it thou know that,Conftable ?

Ellf. Marry fir, by my wife, who, if fhe had been a wo-
man Cardinally given, might have been accus'd in forni-

cation, adultery, and all unclc^nncrtc there.

Efc. By the vvomans means ?

Elb. I (!r,by Mi(irisOz/«>-<iff»r means: but ai fhefpit

in his face, fo me dcfi'd him.

Clo. Sir, if it pieafe )our honour, this is not fo.

Elb. Prove i t before thefe Vatlcts here, thou honoura-
ble man, prove it.

Efc. Do you hear how he mifplace* ?

C/». Sir, (lic came in great with child ; and longing

( faving your honors reverence ) for Hew *d Prcwynes ; fir,

we had but two in the houfe , which at that very inftanc

cimedooci, as it were in a fruit diOi,(a dilli of fome three

y>encc
j your honours have fcen fuch difhcs ) they arc not

China-difiies, but very good difhes,

Efc. Go too, go too ; no matter for the difh fir.

Clo. No indeed fir not of a pin ; you arc therein in the
right

: bur, to the point : as I fay, ihis Mirtris£/^.being
( as I fay ) with child, and being great bellied, and longing
( as I faid) for Prewynes : and having no more in ihi! difli

(as I (aid ) Marter Froth here, this very man, having eaten

the reft (as I faid ) and (as I fay ) paying for rhem very ho-
neftly: for, as you know Maftcrfrw/;, I could not give

you three pence agiin.

Fro. No indeed.

Clo. Very well : you being then (if you be remembrcd)
cracking the ftoncs of thefotdaid Prcwyns.

Fro. I.fol did indeed.

Clo. Why , very well : I ttilinfj you then (if you be
reaicmbred ) thit fuch a one, and fuel) ^one, wete paft

cure of the thing you wot ol, unlcirc they kept very good
dyer, as I told you.

fr*. All this is true.

C/». Why very well then.

Efc. Come : you arc a tedious fool : to the purpofc

:

what Was done toElboms wife, that he hath caufc to com-
plain of? Come me to what was rione to her.

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that ycu

Efc. No fir, nor I me,in it not.

Clo. Sir, but you jTiall come to it , by your Honours
leave! And I befeech you , Ipok into Miftcr Froth here

fir, a nun of four-fcorc pound a year ; whofe Farher

dyed at Hallowmas : Was'c not at HiHowmas Mailer

Froth f

Fro. AlI-hallond-Eve.

Qo, Why very well : I hope here Sc truths : he Sir,

fitting (as I fay ) m a lower ChiirCj Sif,'iwas in the bunch

of Grape?, wnere indeed you have a delight to fit , have

you not ?

Fro. I have fo, becaufe it is an open room , and good

for Winter.

(Clo. Why very well then : I hope here be truth?,

Ang. This will laft out a night in Rnffitt,

When nights are longeft there : He take my leave,

And leave you to the hearing of the caufci

Hoping you'l find good caufe ro whip tlicm all. ExU%

Efc. I think no Icffe : good morrow to your LbrdiViip-

Now fir, coftie on : What w»s dene to Elboitt >vifc,once

more?
Ch. Once fir ? there was nothint; <lonc to her once.

Elb. I befeech you fir , ask him what this man did to

my Wife.

Clo. I befeech your honour, aik me.

Efc. Well fir, what did this Gentleman to her?

Clo. I befeech you fir, look in this Gemkmans face

:

good Mailer Froth look upc^n his honour j 'f is foe agood

purpofc ; doth your hotKiur mafk his face ?
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Sfc. I fir, very vvell.

Clo. Nay, I b.-feech youmarkeit well.

£/c., Wdl.Idoefo.
Clo, Doth your honour fee any hirme in his face"?

Efc Why no.

Clo. He be fuppos'd upon abooke, his face is the worH

thing about him : good then : if his ftce be the worft

thing about him, how could M^lier Froth dot thcConlh-

bles wile any harme? I would know that of your ho-

nour.

Efc. He's in the right CConftable) what fay youxo it ?

Ell>. Firfi, and it like you, the houfeis a refpc6led

lioufej next, this is a refpeiSled fellow ; and his Miftris

IS a refpeftid woman.
Clo. By this hand fir, his wife is 3 more rcfpeftcd pcr-

fon then any -of us all.

_
Elbf Varlet, thou lyeft ; thou lyeft wicked Varlet : the

time isyec to come that fliee was ever refpe£led with

man, woman, or childc.

Clo. Sir, (he was refpedled with him before he marri-

ed With her.

Efc. Which is the wifer here
j Jufllce., or Imqtiltj ? Is

this true?

Elb. O thou Cjytiffc : O thou Varlet : O thou wic-

ked Hamlbul ; I refpedled with her, before I was married

to her ? If ever I was refpefted with her, or (he with me,
let not your Worlhip thinke me the poore Dukes Offi-

cer : prove this, thou wicked Hamibdy or He have mine
action of battery on thee.

Efc. If he tooke you a box 'oth'eare , jou might have
your adion of flander too.

'ElL Marry I thinke your good Wordiip for it : what
is't your Worfliips pleafure I Ihall doe with this wicked
Caytiffi ?

^ Efc. Truely Olficer, beciufe he hath fome oflfenccs in

him, thatthou wouldlt difcover, if thou couldl^ let him
continue in bis courfes, till thou know'rt what they arc.

Elb. Marry I rhanka your Worlhip for it : Thou feeR

thou wicked Varle: now, what's come upon thee. Thoa
art to continue now thou Varlet, thou art to continue.

Efc. Where were you borne, friend ?

Froth. Here in l^'iema. Sir.

Efc. Arc you of fourefcore pounds a ycare ?

Froth. Ye?, and't plesfe you (ir.

Efc. So : what trade are you of, fir ?

Clo. A Tap(}er, a poore Widdowcs Taplter.

Efc. Your Millris name .>

Clo. lA\[\iisOvcr-d«n.

Efc. Hath (lie had any more then one husband ?

CU. Nine, fir : Ov^r-u/ff^ by the hft.

Efe. Nine ? coxe hither to me, Mafier Froth ; Mafier
Frothy I would not have you acquainted with TaplJers

;

they will draw you Mailer fmA,and you will hang them

:

get you gone, and let me heare no more of you.

Fro. I thanke your Worlhip : for mine owne parr, I

never come into any roome in a Tap-houfe , but I am
drawne in.

Efc. Well : no more cf it M^fter Froth : farewell :

Come you hither to me, M. Tapper : what's your na-Tie

M.Tapfter?

Clo. Pompey.

Efc. Wbatelfe?
Clo. Bum, Sir.

Bfc. Troth, and your Bum is the greateft thing about

you , fo that in the b;aillic(l fenfe
,
you are Pompey the

great; Pompty, youare partly a Bawd, Pompey ; howfoc-

ver you'colour it'being a Tap(ter, are you not ? come, tell

me true, ir (hall be the better for you.

Clo. Truely fir, 1 am a poore fellow that would live.

Efc. Hovv would you live Pompey ? by being a liawd ?

Ahat doc you thinke of the Trade Pompey ? is u a lawfull

Trade ?

Clo. Ifthe Law would allow it, fir.

Efe. But the Law will not allow it tompty;!\oi it (hall

not be allowed in VUmn.
Clo. Do's yout Worfliip meant to geld andfplayall

the youth in the Citie?

Efc. No, Pompey.

Clo- Truely Sir , in my poore opinion they will too't

then: if your Worlhip will take order for the Drabs and

Knaves, you need not to feare the Bawds.

Efc. There are pretty orders beginning I can tell you

:

It is but heading and hanging.

Clo. If you head and hang all that offend that way but

for ten ycare together; you'll be glad to give out a Com-
miflTion for more heads : if this Law hold in fieittut ten

yeares, He rent the fairelthoufe in it afccr threepence a

Bay : if you live to fee this come co pa£fe, fay Pomfey told

you fo.

Efc. Thanke you good Pompey ; and in requitall of

your Prophefie, harkeyou: I advifeyou lee me not finde

you before me 3g.une upon any complaint whatfcever:

no, not for dwelling where you doe : if I doe Pompey, I

ihall beat you to your Tent , and prove a (hrcwd Cafar to

you : in plaine dealing Pow/x/, Ifliall have you whipt ; fo

for this time, Pompey, h:e you well.

Clo. I thanke your Worfhip for your good counfell;

but I (hall follow it as the flelh and fortune Hiall better

determine. Whip me ? no, no, let Carman whip his Jade,

The valiant heart's not whipr out of his Trade. Exit.

Efc. Come hither to me. Matter Elbav : come hither

Malier Conftable : how long have you been in this place

ofConftable?

Elb. Seven yeare and a halfe fir.

Efc. I thought by the readineffe in the office, you had

continued in it fome time : you fay feaven yeares toge-

ther.

Elb. And a halfe fir.

Efc. Alas, it hath be:n greic paines to you : they doe

you wrong to put you fo oft upon'c. Are there not men
in your Ward fufiicient to ferve it ?

Elb. 'Faith fir, few of any wit in fuch matters : as they

arechofen, they are glad to choo(c me for them; I doe it

I
for fome peece ofmoney, and goe through with all.

Efc. Looke you bring me in the names of fome fixe

or feven, the moft fufticient of your Parilh.

Elb. To your Worfliips houfe fir ?

Efc, To my houfe : fare you well : what's a clocke>

thinke you ? '

Jufl. Eleven, fir.

Efc. I pray you goe Iiome to dinner with me.

pijh I humbly thanke you.

Efe. It grieves me for the death of Clmtdlo,

But there's no remedy.

fn(t. Lord Angela Is fevere.

Efc. Itis but needful!.

Mercy is not it felfe, that oft lookes fo,

Pardon is ftill the nurfe of fecond woe:

But yet, poore Claitdio ; there is no remedy.

Come Sir. Exeunt.

ScAKtl
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Selena Secmda.

Enter Provofit Servant.

Ser. Hee's hciring of aCiufe; be will come ftraighr,

rietell him of you.

Pro. Pray you do; He know
His plcafurc, may be he will relent ; alas

He hath but as offended in a dream.

All Seftj, all Ages fmack of this vice, and he

To dye fort't .'

Enter Angela.

Arg. Now, what's the matter Provofl ?

Pro. Is it your will Cldudio fliill dye to morrow ?

Ang. Did not I tell thee yea i hadli thou not order ?

Why do'ft thou ask again ?

pro. Lett I might be too rafti

:

Under your good corrc6Hon, I have feen

When after execution, Judgement hath

Repented ore his doom.

A»g. Go to : let that be.mine.

Do you your office, or give up your Place,

And you ihall well be fpar'd.

, Pro. I crave your Honors pardon

:

What Hull be done fir, with the groaning Juliet ?

Shees very neer her houre.

Ang. Difpofe of her

To fome more fitter place / and that with fpeed.

Ser. Here is the fifter of the man condemn'd,

Dcfircs acccfle to you.

Ang. Hath he a fifler ?

Pro. I my good Lord, a very vcrtuous maid.

And to be iliortly of a Sifter-hood,

If not already.

Aug. Well: let her be admlcted.

See you the Forniatreffc be remov'd.

Let her have ncedfull, but not lavifli means,
There fhall be order for'r.

Enter Lucio, And Ifahelltt.

Pro. 'Save your Honor,

%^»g. Stay a little while: y'are welcome : what's your

Ifab, lam a wofull Sutor to your Honor, ( will ?

'Pleafe but your Honor hear me.
Ang, Well: what's your fuirc?

Jfab. There is a vice that moft I do abhorre,

And moft defire (hould meet the blow ofjuftice

;

For which I would not plead, but that I muft.

For which I muft not plead, but that I am
At warre, twixt will, and will not.

Ang. Well : the matter ?

Ifab. I have a brother is condemn'd to dye,

1 do bcfeech you let it be his fault.

And not my brother.

Pro. Heaven give thee moving graces.

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the aiSor of it,

Why every fault's condemn'd ere it be done :

Mine were the very Cipher of a Function

To fine the faults, whofe fine ftands in record.

And let go by the A6tor.

Ifab. Oh juft , but fevere law

:

I had a brother then ; heaven keep your honor.

Lmc. Give 't not ere fo : to him again, entreat him.
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown,
You are too cold : if you fliould need a pin.

You could not with mote tame a tongue dcfirc it

:

To him, I fay.

Ifab. Muft he needs dye ?

Aug. Maiden, no remedy.
Ifab. Yes : I do think that you might pardon him.

And neither heaven, nor man grieve at the mercy.
Ang. I will not do't.

Ifab. But can you if you would ?

Aug. Look what 1 will net, that I cannot do.

Ifab. But might you do't and do the world no wrong
If fo your heart were touch'd with that remorfe,

As mine is to him ?

Ang. Hee's fentenc'd, tis too late.

Lac, You are too cold.

Ifab. Too late ? why fo : 1 that do fpcak a word,

May call it back again : well, believe this

No ceremony that to great ones longs,

Not the Kings Crown; nor the deputed fword.

The Marllials Truncheon, nor the Judges Robe
Become them with one half fogood agtacc

As mercy does : If he had been as you, and you as he,

you would have dipt like him, but he like you

Would not have been fo (lern.

Aug- Pray you be gone.

Ifab. I would ro heaven I had your potency.

And you were Ifabell: Hiould it then be thus i

No : I would tell what 'twere to be a judge,

And what aprifoner.

Luc. I touch him : there's the vcine.

Ang, Your brother is a forfeit of the Law,
And you but walie your words.

Ifab. Alas, alas

:

Why all the fouls that were, were forfeit once.

And he that might the vantage bell have took.

Found out the remedy : how would you be.

If he, which is the top of judgement, fhould

But judge you, as you are ? Oh, think on that,

And mercy then will breathe within your lips

Like man new made.

Ang. B: you content, ( faire Maid )

It is the Law, not I, condemn your brtnher.

Were he niy kinfman, brother, or my fon

;

It rtiould be thus with him ; he muft dye to morrow.

Ifab. To morro.v ? oh, that's luddcn,

Sparc him, fpare him :

Hee's not prepat'd for death ; even for our kirchins

We kill the fowle of feafon : fhall we fervc heaven

With leflcrefpefi then we do minifter

Toourgroflc-felvcs ?good,good my Lord.bethink you ;

Who is' it that hath di*d for this orfencc ?

fhere's many have committed it.

Lhc. I , well faid.

Ang. The Liw hath not been de3d,though it hath flept

Thofe many had not dar'd to do that evil

Ifthefirft, that did th'Edi^ infringe

Hadanfwet'd for his deed. Now 'tis awake.

Takes note of what is done, and like a Prophet

Looks in aglaCfethat fhews what future evils

Either now, or by remifsnefs, new concciv'd.

And fo in progrefs to be hatch'd, and born,

Are now to have no fucceflivc degrees.

But here they live to end.

Ifab. Yet ftiow fome pitty.

Ang. 1 ihcw i t moft of all , when I (hew Juftlre

;

For then I pitty thofe I do not know,

Whicbadifmis'd ofience would after gaule
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And do hJm tight , tbac anfwering one foul wcong

Lives not to act anocher. Be facisfied

;

Your Brother dies to morrow ; be content.

/fd. So you (nuit be the finft thit gives this fentence,

And he, thaifuffcrs: Oh, it is excellent

To hive aGiaDts ftrength : but it is tyrannous

To ufcii like a Glint.

_
Lhc. That's vvsll fiid,

Jfai. Could great men thunder

As Jtn/e himfdf do's, Jcvf would neie be quFcr,

For every pelting peuy Ofticcr

Would ufc hishciven for thunder;

Nothing but thunder : Mercifoll heaven,

Thou rather with thy iliarp and fulphurous bolt

Spiitrt the un-wedgable and gnarled Okc,

Then the foft Mertill : O But man 1 proud man /

Drefl in a little brief authority.

Molt ignorant of what he's molt alTut'd,

( His glalfie Eflence) like an angry Ape
Playes fuch phantaiiique tricks before high heaven.

As makes the Angels weep : who with our fpJeens

Would all tbexfelves laugh mottall.

Ltfc'i. Ob, to him, to hita wcncb : be will rclenr,

He's comming : I perceive'r.

Pr9. Pray heaven fhc win hitn.

Jfah. "We cannot wdgh our brother with our fclf,

Great men may je/t with Saints : tij wit in tbcm,

But in the lelle fool prophanation.

Lac. Thou'rc i 'right (Gir'c) morco'ihat

Ifai. That io tie Captain's but a cbollerick word,

Which in the Souldier is flat blafphemy.

Luc. Art advif'd o'that ? more on't.

^"l. Why do you put thefefayings upon me ?

If<il>. Becaufe Authority, though it crre like others,

Hath yet a kind of medicine in it felf

That skins the vice o'th top
5
go to your bofom.

Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth know
Thai's like m^ brothers fault : if it confefle

A natural] guiltinefle, fuch as is his,

Let it not found a thought upon your tongue

Againft my brothers life.

^i^- She fpeaks, and 'tis fuch fence

That.myicnce breeds m:h it ; fare you well.

Jfai>. Gentle my Lord, turn back.

yin^. I will bethink me : come again to morrow.

JfaA. Hark, how He bribe you : good my Lord turn

yina. How ? bribe ir.c ? ( back.

/fa. I, with fuch gifts that heaven fball fharc with you.

Luc, You had mat'd all elfe.

/fd>. Not with fond Sickles of the tcfled-gold,

Or Hones, whofe rate are cither rich, or poore

As fancy values them : but with ciue prayers,

TbTi fliall be up at heaven, and enter there

Ere Sunne rife: praycrs^from prefervcd fouls.

From fjftiog Miid?, whofe minds are dedicate

To nothing («mporall.

>^«j. Well : come to me to morrow.

Luc Go to: 'tis well ; away.

J/alr. Heaven keep your honor fafc.

y^n^. Amen.
For I am that way going to lemptadon.

Where prayers croU'e.

if;tl). At what houre to morrow.

Shall I attend your Lordftiip ?

y^Kg. At any time 'forc-noone.

//ail. 'Save your Honor. ExeuM,

ying. From thee : even from thy vertue.

What s this ? What's this ? is this her fault, or mine ?

The Tempter, or the Tempted, who fins moft ? ha ?

Not (he J nor dot h fbe tempi i but it is I,

Thar, lying by the Violet in the Sunne,
Do as the Carrion do's , not as the flowre.

Corrupt with verruous Seafon : Can it be,

I

That Modefty may more betray our fence

Thcnwomans lightnc{re?havingW3fte ground enough.
Shall we defire to raze theSanihiiry
And pitch our evils there > oh fie, fie, fie

:

What doft thou ? or what art thou Angelc ?

Doft thou defire her fowly, for thofe things

That make her good ? oh, let her brother live

:

Thccves for their robbery have authority,

When Judges tteal thcmielves : what .' do I love her.

That I de/&& to hear her fpeak again ?

And feaft upon her eyes ? what is*t I dream on ?

Oh canning enemy, that to catch a Saint,

With Saints doft bait thy hook: m6A dangerous
Is that temptation , that doth goad us on
To fin, in loving verrue : never could the Strumpet
With all her double vigor. Art, and Nature

Once ftir my temper : out this venuous Maid
Subdues me quite : Even till now
When men were fond, I fmild, and wondred how. Exit,

Severn Tenia.

Enter Duke, and Provofl.

Du^. Haile to you, Pmoft, fo I think you are.

Pre. I am the Provoft : what's your will, °ood Frier

;

Duk: Bound by ray charity, and my blcft order

;

I come to vi/it the afBided fpirits

Here in the prifon : do me the common right

To let rac fee them : and to make me know
The nature of their crimes, that I may miniller

To them accordingly.

Pre. I would do more then tbat,if more were necdMl.

Emtr Juliet,

Look here comes one: a Gentlewoman of mine.

Who falling in the flaws of her own yoinh,

Hath blifterd her report : She is with child.

And he that got ir, fenrcne'd : a yong man.

More fit to do another foch offence,

Then dye foi this.

Duk^ When muft be dye ?

Pro. As I do think to morrow,

I have provided for you, flay a while

And you (ball be conduced.

Duk.' Repent you ( fairc one) of the fin you carry ?

Jul. I do ; and bear the (hame moft patiently.

Z>«.lle teach you bow you fball araign your confcience,

And try your penitence, if it be found,

Or hollowly put on.

Jul. He gladly Icarne.

Duk. Love you the man that wrong'd you ?

Jut. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong'd him,

Vuk- So then it fccms your moft offcnccfuU aft

Was mutually committed.

Jul. Mutually.

Vuk. Then was your fin of heavier kind than his.

Jul. I do confclfe it, and repent it ( Father.

)

_^__„_^ D«^jjTis|
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Dukj 'Tis mccc To ( daughter) but lea/l vou do repent

As that the fmne hath brought you to this mame,

Which forrow is alwaycj toward our felves, not heavenj

Showing we would not fpare heaven, as wc love it,

But as we Rand in feire.

Jul. I do repent me, as it is m evlll,

And take the fhame with joy.

Duk: There rc(i

:

Your partner ( as I heare ) muft dye to morrow,
And lam going With inftruition to him:
Grsce go with you, "Sewdicite. £*/>.

fnl. Murt dye to morrow ? oh injurious love

That refpirs oic a life, whofe very comfort

Is Hill a dying horror.

Pro. Tis piity of him. Exettnt.

Saem Quarta.

Enter Angth.

An. When I would pray, and think, I think, and pray

To fcverall fubjcdts : heaven hath my empty words,

Whiift my Invention, hearing not my Tongue,

Anchors on IfubeU: heaven in my mouth.

As if I did but only chew his narric,

And in my heart the ftrong and fwelling evIU

Of my conception : the Itate whereon I ftudied

I> like a good thing, being cfcen read

Gtownefeard, and tedious : yej, my Gravity

Wherein ( let no man hcare me ) I take pride.

Could I, with bootc, change for an idle plume ;

Which the ayre beats for vaine : oh place / oh form .' \

How often doli thou with thy cafe , thy habit

Wrench awe from fools, and tye the wil'er fouls

To thy falfe feeming ? Blood, thou art blood.

Let's write good Angell on the Devills home,
'Tis not the devills Creft : how now ? who's there ?

Enter Servant.

Ser. One Ifahellt a filter, defires accefie to you,

Jlng. Teach her the way : oh, heavens

Why doe's my blood thus mufier to my heartj

Making both it unable for it fclf.

And difpoflelTing all my other parts

Of neccOary fitnefie ?

So play the foolifh throngs with one that fwounds,

Come all to help him, and fo (top the ayrc

By which he ftiould rewve : and even fo

The general fubjeft to a wcl-wifht King

Qiiit their own part, and in obfequious fondncfle

Crowd to his prcfencc, where their untaught love

Mult needs api->care offence : how now fairc Maid ?

Enter IfabeUa.

Ifa. I am come to know your pleafure. ( me,
An. That you might know it,would much belter pleafe

Then to demand what 'tis .-your brother cannot live.

Jfa. Even fo : heaven keep your Honor.

An. Yet may he live a while : and it may be
As long as you, or I : yet he mult dye.

Ifab. Under your Sentence ?

jixg. Yci.

I[Ab. Wnen, I befeech you > ihu in his Reprieve

( Longer, or Oiorier ) he may be lb htted
That, his foul licken not.

Aug. Ha ? he, thefc filthy vices : It were as good

To pardon him, that hath from nature ftolnc
A man already made, as to remit

Their fawcy fwcetneffc, that do coyne heavens Ima«»e
In ftamps that are forbid t 'tis all as cafic,

"

Falfely to take away a life true made.
As to put mettle in reflrained mcanJ
To make a falfe one.

Jfsb, 'Tis fccdown fo in heaven, but not in earth.
Aug, Say you fo : then I rtiall pcze you quickly.

Whicn had you rather, that the molt ;ult Law
Now took your brothers life, and to redeem him
Give up your body to fuch fwect undcanncfle.
As Hie that be hath ftaind ?

Ifah. Sir, believe this,

I had rather give my body, than my foul.

Ang. I talk not of your foul : our compel'd (inaes
Stand more for number, than for accompt.

Ifab. How fay you ?

Ang. Nay He not warrant that : for I can fpcak
Againit the thing I fay : Aofwcr to this-,

I ( now the voyce of the recorded Law )
Pronounce a fentence on your brothers life,

Might there not be a charity in finne,

To fave this brothers life ?

Ifiib. Pleafe you to do't.

He take it as a perill to my fouf.

It is iio finne at all, but charity.

Atrg. Pleaf'd^ou to do't, at perill of your foul

Were equall poize of iinne,and chanty.

Ifah. Tnat I do beg his life, if it be finne

Heaven let me beare it ; you granting of my fuir.

If that be finne. He make it my Morne-praycr,
To have it added to the faults of mine,

And nothing of your anfwcr.

Ang. Nay, but hear me.
Your fence purfues not mine : cither you arc ignorant.

Or feem fo crafty ; and that's not good.

Ifab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good.
But gracioufly to know I am no better.

Ang. Thus wifdome wifhes to appear moft bright.

When it doth tax it fclf: As thefc black Mafqiics

Proclaime an en-(liield beauty ten nmcs louder

Than beauty could difplaycd : But mark me.
To be received plain. He fpcak more grofl'c

:

Your brother is to dye.

Ifdb. So.

Aug. And his offence is fo, as ic appeared
Accountant to the Law, upon that painc.

Iftib. True.

Ang. Admit no other way to fave his life

( Asli'ubfcribenot that, nor any other,

But in the lolle of queftion ) that you, his Siiter,

Finding your felf dcfit'd of fuch a pcrfon.

Whole credit with the Judge, or own great place,

Could fetch your brother from the Mannadcs
Of the all-buildit\g Law : and that there were
No earthly mean to fave him, but that cither

You mult lay down the treafurcs of your body.

To this fuppofed, orclfetolct himfulfcr:

Whit would you do?

Ifab. As much for my poor Brother, as my felf

;

rhjtis:were I under the tearmcs of death,

Th'impreflionof keen whips, I'ld wear as Rubies,

And (trip my felf to death, as to a bed.

That longing have been fwk for , ere I'ld yccU

My body up to lliamc.

Aat. Then
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yixg. Then muft your brother dye.

Jfa. And 'twer the cheaper way :

Beuer it were a brother di'd at once,

Then that a filter by redeeming hitn

Should dye for ever.

ying. Were not you then as cruell as the sentence,

That you have flander'd fo ?

Jfa. Ignominy in ranfome, and free pardon

Arc of two houfcs : lawfull mercy,

Is nothing kin to foul redemption.

u4»g. You feem'd of late to make the Law a tyrint,

And rather prov'd the Aiding of your brother

A merriment, than a vice.

Jfa. Oh pardon me my Lord, it oft fals out

To have, what we would have.

We fpeak not what we mean ;

I fomething do excufe the thing I hate,

For Ins advantage that I clearly love.

t^»£. We are all fraile.

Jfa. Etfe let my brother dye.

If not a fcodary but only he

Owe, and fucceed thy weakneffe.

j4»g. Nay,women arc fraile too.

Jfa. I, as the glaffes where they view themlelves,

Which arc as eafie broke as they make formes

:

Women? Help heaven ; men their creation marre

In profiting by them : Nay, call us ten times fraile.

For we are foft, as our complexions are,

And credulous to falfe prints.

^«g. I think ic well

:

And from this teftimony of your own fex

( Since I fuppofe we are made to be no ftronger

Then faults may (hake our frames ) let me be bold ;

I do arreft your words ; Be thai you arc.

That is a woman ; if you be more, you'i none.

If you be one ( as you are weltcxprell

By all cxtcrnan wanants ) fhew it now.

By pwtung on the deftio*d Livery.

Jfa. I have no tongue but one ; gentle my Lord,

Let me entreat you fpeak the former language.

jing. Plainly conceive I love you.

Jfa. My brother did love J«/j>f.

And you ttll me that he Hiall dye for'r.

^ng. He (hall not Jfahell if you give me love.

Jfa. 1 know your vertue hath a licence in't,

Which feems a little fouler than it is,

To pluck on others.

^isg. Believe me on mine Honor,

My words cxpreffe my purpofe.

Jfa. Ha ? Little honor, to be much believ'd,

And moll pernitious purpofe: Seeming, feeming.

I will proclaimc thee Angela^ look for'c.

Signeme a prcfenc pardon for my brother,

Orwithanout-flretcfatthroatelletell the world aloud

What man thou art.

j4vg. Who will believe ihes . Jfaiell

}

My unfoild name, th'aultercneffe of my life.

My vouch againft you, and my place i'tb State,

Will fo your accufation over-weigh,

That you fhall ftifle in your own report.

And fmcll of calumny. I have begun.

And now I give my fenfuall race, the reirie^

Fie thy confeat to my Ibarp appetite.

Lay by ill nicety, and prolixious blufties

That banifii what they fue for : Redeem thy brother.

By yeelding up thy body to my will,

Or elfc he muft not only dye the death.

But thy unkindneffe (hall bis death draw out

To lingring fufferancc: Anfwer me to morrow.

Or by the affeaion that now guides me raoft,

He prove a Tyrant to him. As for you.

Say what you can , my falfe, ore-weighs your true; Exh,

Jfa. To whom fliould 1 complain ? Did I tell this.

Who would believe me ? O perilous mouthes

That bear in them, one and the felf-fame tongue.

Either of condemnation, or approofe.

Bidding the Law make curtfie to their will.

Hooking both right and wrong to th'appetite,

To follow as it draws, lie to my brother.

Though he hath falne by prompture of the blood,

Y« hath he in him fuch a mind of Honor,

That had he twenty heads to tender down

On twenty bloody blocks, hee'ldyceld them up.

Before his fifter (hould her body Itoop

To fuch abhord pollution.

Then Jfalvll live chafte, and brother dye

;

" More than cur Brother, is our Chafthy.

He tell him yet of AKgeU's requelt.

And fit his mind to death, for his fouls reft. Exu.

<^Bm 'Tertm:, Sc^na Trima.

Enter Duke^ Claudio^ and Provefl.

T>h\. So then you hope of pardon from lord Angtlo ?

Clau. The miferable have no other medicine

But only hope : I'have tope to live, and am prepat*d to

dye.

DnkC' Be abfolute for death : either death or life

Shall thereby be the fweeter. Reafon thus with life

:

If I do loofe thee , I do loofe a thing

That none but fools would keep : a breath thou arr.

Servile to all the skyie-influences,

That doft this habitation where thou keepft

Hourely affliit: Mcerely,thoa art deaths foof.

For him thou labounl by thy flight to Ihun,

And yet runft toward him liill. Tiiou art not noble.

For all th'accommodations that thou bearft.

Are nurft by bafeneffe : Thou'rt by no means valiant,

For thou doft fcare the foft and tender fork

Of a poor worm : thy beft of reft is fleep.

And that thoo oft provoakft, yet grofleiy fearft

Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thy felf.

For thou exifts on many a thoufand graincs

That ifluc out of duft. Happy thou art nor.

For what thou haft tior, ftill thou ftriv'ft to get.

And what thou haft, forgetft- Thou art notcerain.

For thy complexion fhiftsto ftrange effects.

After the Moone : ifthou art rich, thou'rt poor,

For like an AlTe, Whofe back with Ingots bowcs |

Thou bcarft thy heavy riches but a journey.

And death unloads thee ; Friend haft thou none.

For thine own bowels which do call thee, fire

The meere effufion of thy proper loyncs.

Do curfe the Gout, Sarpego, and the Rhcume
For ending thee no fooner. Thou baft not youth, nor age

But as it were an after-dinners deep

Dreaming on both, for all thy bleffed youth

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the dmes
Of palfied-Eld : and when thou art old, and rich

Thou
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Thou hilt neither heat, affeaion, limb, nor beaucy

To make thy riches pleafant : what's yet in this

That bears the name of life ? Yet in this life

Lye hid raoe thoufand deaths ;
yet death wc feare

That makes thcfe oddes, all even.

Ciau. I humbly thank you.

To.fue to live, I find I feck to dye,

And fceking death, find life : Let it come on.

Enter JfaheUn.

/fab. What hoa ? Peace here ; Grace, and good cora-

''

Pro. Who's there ? Come in, the wi(h defetvcs a wel-

come.

Duk: Dear fir, ere long He vifit you again.

Cla. Mort holy fir , 1 thank you.

Ifa. My bufincfle is a word or two with C/Wia.

Pro, And very welcome : look Signior , here's your

fifter.

Dakj. Provoft, a word with you.

Pro. As many as you pleafe.

Di4k_. Bring them to fpeak, where I may be conceal d,

yec hear them. Extunt.

Cla. Now fifter, what's the comfort ?

Ifa. Why,
As all comforts are : moll good, moft good indeed,

Lord Angela having affaires to heaven

Intends you for his fwift Ambaffador,

Where you (hall be an everhfting Leiger

;

Therefore your bed appointment make with fpeed,

To Morrow you fct on.

CUh. Is there no remedy ?

Ifa. None but fuch remedy, as to favc a head

To cleave a heart in twaine

:

Cla. But is there any ?

Ifa. Yes brother, you may live

;

There is a devillifh mercy in the Judge,

If you'l implore it, that will freeyout life,

But fetter you till death.

Cla. Perpetuall durance .'

Ifa. I jurt, perpecuall durance, a rcftraine

Through all the worlds vaftidity you had

"To a determined fcope.

Clau. But in what nature?

Jfah. In fuch a one , as you confenting tob't.

Would bark your honor from that trunk you bear,

And leave you naked.

CUh. Let me know the point.

Jfa. Oh, I do feare thee Clandlo, and I quake,

Lcall thou a fcavorous life (houldlt entertain,

And fix or fcven wiiuers more refpeft

j

Than a pcrpetuall honor. Dar'll thou dye ?

The fence of death is moft in apprehenfion,

And the poor Beetle that we tread upon

In corporall ftifferancc, finds a pang as great.

As when a Giant dyes.

Cla. Why give you me this fhame ?

Think you I can a rcfolution fetch

From flowry tendernclfe? Iflmuftdye,
I will encounter darknefie as a bride.

And hugge it in mine armcs.

Ifa. there fpake my brother : there my fathers grave

Did utter forth a voyce. Yes, thou muft dye

:

Thou art coo noble, to confetve a life

In bafe appliinces. This outward fainted Deputy,
Whofe fetied vifage, and deliberate word
Nips youih i'th head, and follies doth emmew

As Falcon doch the fowlc : is yet a dcvill :

His filch within being call, he would appear

A pond as deep as hell.

CU. The Princely, jingelof

Ifa. Oh 'tis the cunning Livery of helf.

The damned body to invell , and cover

In Princely gardes ; doft thou think Qasd'n,
If I would yeeld him my virginity

Thou might 'il be freed ?

Cla. Oh heavens, it cannot be.

Ifa. Yes, he would giv't thee ; from this rankc offence

So reoffend him rtill. This night's the time
That I rtiould do what I abhorrc to name.
Or elfe thou dieft to morrow,

Cla. Thou (halt not do't.

Ifa. O, were it but my life,

I'lc throw it down for your deliverance

As frankly as 3 pin.

C/au. Thanks dear Ifaietl.

Ifa. Be ready Claudio^ for your death to morrow.
Clau. Yes. Has he affedtions in him.

That thus can make him bite the Law by th'nofe,

When he would force it ? fure it is no linne.

Or of the deadly feven it is the lead,

Ifa. Whkh is the leart ?

Clau. If it were damnable, he being fo wife,

Why would he for the momentany trvck

Be psrdurably fin'de ? Oh Ifahell.

Ifa. What fayes my brother >

Cla, Death is a fearful! thing.

Ifa. And fhamed life, a hatcfull.

Cla. I, but to dye, and go wc know not where.

To lye in cold obflrudion, and to rot.

This fcnfible warme motion, to become
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted fpiric

To bathe in fiery floods, or to relidc

In thrilling region of thick-ribbed Ice,

To be imprifon'd in the vicwleffe windcs

And blown with reflleffc violence round about

The pendant world : or to be worfe than worft

Of thofc, that lawlefl'e and incertain thought.

Imagine howIin° , 'tis coo horrible.

The wearieft, and moft loathed worldly life

That Age, Ache, penury, and imprifonmenc

dn lay on nature , is a Paradife

To what we feare of death.

Ifa. Alas, alas.

Cla. Sweet Sifter, let me live.

What finne you do, to fave a brothers life,

Nature difpenfes with the deed fo farrc.

That it becomes a vertue.

Ifa. Oh you beaft I

Oh faiihleffe Coward .' oh dilhoneft wretch,

Wilt thou b: made a man , out of my vice ?

Is't not a kindofinceft, to take life

From thine own fillers (hame ? What fhould I think,

Heaven fliield : my Mother plaid my Father faiie

;

For fuch a warped flip of wildemcire

Nere iffu'd from his blood. Take my defiance.

Dye, peri(h : Might but my bending down
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it (hould proceed.

He pray a thoufand prayers for thy death j

No word to fave thee.

Cla. Nay bear me IfabtU.

Ifa. Oh, fie, fie, fie.

Thy finn's not accidcntall, but a Trade

;

Mercy
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Mercy to thee would prove it felf a B»wd,

Tis beft that thou dieli quickly.

eta. Oh bear me Ifabctta. Dukefiefs w.

Dtik. Vouchfafe a word, yong fifter, but one word,

Jfa. Whit is your Will?

DmL. Might you difpcnfewitb your leifure, I would

by artdby have fome fpecch with you : the latisfaftion I

would require, is likewife your own benefit.

Jfa. I hive no fuperfluous leifure , my ftay muft be

flolen out of other affaires : but 1 will attend you a while.

D«/^. Son, I have over-heard what hath paft between

you and your fifter. Angela had never the purpofe to cor-

rupt her ; only he hath made an alTay of her vertue, to

pra(Slifc his judgement with the difpofuion of natures.

She (having the truth of honor inber) bath made him

that gracious deniall, which he is moft glad to receive : I

am Confeirorto^*fg^/o, and I know this to be true, there-

fore prepare your felf to death : do not fatisfie your re-

folution with hopes that are fallible, to morrow you mull

dye, go to your knees, and make ready.

Cla. Let me ask my fifter pardon , I am fo out of love

with life, that I will fue to be rid of it. Exit.

Dfik: Hold you there: farewell: Provofl, a word with

you.

i»r». What's your will (father?)

Duk^ That now you are come, you will be gone : leave

me a while with the Maid, my mind promifes with my
habit, noloffc fliall touch her by my company.

Pro. In good fime. Exit.

Bkk. The hand that hath made you faire , hath made
you good : the goodnefle that is cheap iri beauty, makes
beauty brief in goodnefle ; but grace being the foul of

your complexion , fliall keep the body of it ever faire

:

the afljuk that Angelo bath made to you , Fortune hath

convai'd to my underftinding ; and but that frailty hath

examples for his falling, I ftiould wonder at A»gele : how
will you do to content this Subflitute , and to fave your

brother?

Ifah. I amnowgoing to refolve him : I had rather my
brother dye by the Law , than my fonne fhould be un-

lawfully born. But (oh) how much is the good Duke
deceiv'd in Angela .• if ever he return, and I can fpeak

to him, I will open my lips in vaine, or difcovcr his go-

1

vernment.

Dm^. That (hall not be rtluch amifle: yet as the mat-
ter now ftands, he will avoyd your accufation : he made
triall of you only. 'Therefore faften your.eareonmyad-
vifings, to the love I have in doing good j a remedy pre-

fents it felf. I do make my, fdf bcleeve ihit you may
moft uptighteoufly do'ja poor wronged Lady a merited

benefit : redeem your brother from the angry Law- do

noftaine to your own graciousperfon, and much pleafe

theabfentDuke, \f peradventure he flull ever returne to

have hearing of this buiinefle.

I(ab. Let me hear youfpcAk farther ; I havefpirit to

do any thiog thn appears not foule in the truth of my
fpirit.

Duke. Vertue is bold , and goodneffe never fearfull

:

Have you not heard fpea^ of Mariana the fifter of Fre-

derlcke the great Souldier, who mifcartied at Sea?

Iflb. I have heard of the Lady, and good words went
with her name.'

Dui^. She ftiould this A>igelo have married ; was afii-

anced to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed : baween
which time of the contract, and limit of the folemnity,

her brother Fredericks was wrackt at Sea , having in that

peri>hed veffell, the dowry of his filter
: but mark how

heavily this befell to the poor Gentlewoman, there flie

loft a noble and renowned btoiher , in his love toward
her, ever mcft kind and naturall : v^ith him the portion

and fincw of her fortune, her marriage dowry : with

both, her combynate-husband , this well fccming An-
gela.

Ifch. Can this be fo ? did Angelo fo leave her ?

^itk; Left her in her teares,and dried not one ofthem
with his comfort t fwalbwed his vows whole, pretending

in her,difcoveriesof diftionor: in few words beflow'd her

on her own lamentation, which fhc yet weirs for his fake

:

and he, a marble to her cares, is waflicd with them but

relents nor.

Ifab. What a merit were it in death to take this poor

maid from the world? what corruption in this life, that

it will let this man live ? But how out of this can fhc a-

vaile?

*I>Hk^ It is a rupture that you may eafily heal : and the

cure ot it not only faves your brother , but keeps you
from diflionor in doing it.

lf»b. Shew me how (
good father.

)

Duk^ This forenamed Maid hath yet in her the con-

tinuance of her firft affection : his un;uft unkindnefle

( thnt in all rcafon ihould have quenched her love) hath

( like an imj^diment in the Current ) made it more vio-

lent and unruly : Go you to Angela , anfwer his requi-

ring with a plaulible obedience , agree with his demands
to the point : only referre your felfe to this advantage;

firft, that your ftay with him may not be long : that the

time may have all fhadow ,and filcnce in it : and the place

anfwer to convenience : this being granted in courfe,

and now follows all : we ftiall advife this wronged Maid
to ftecd up your appointment , go in your place : if the

encounter acknowledge it felfe hereafter , it may com-
pell him to her recompence ; and here , by this is your

brother faved , your honor untainted , the poor Mari*.
ita advantaged, and the corrupt Deputy fcaled. The Maid
will 1 frame, and make fit for his attempt : if you think!

well to carry this as you may , the doublenefl"e of the be-

nefit defends the deceit from reproofe. What think you

of it?

Ifai. The image of it gives me content already, and I

truli it will grow to a moft profperous perfc(5lion.

Difk: It lyes much in your holding up : hafte you fpee-

di!y to Angela , if for this night he intreat you to his bed,

give himpromifeoffatisfaftion : I will prefently to St,

Ldki't tiiere at the moated-Grange refides this dej'eded

A/<ir»4»4; at that place call upon me, and difpatch with

Angela, that it may be quickly.

jfi. 1 thank you for this comfort ; fare you well good

father. Exit.

Enter Elhotv, Clownet Oncers.

El. Nay, ifthercbcno remedy for it, but that you

will needs buy and fell men and women like beafts , we
ftiall have all the world drihk brown and white baflard.

Dnk; Oh heavens, what ftuffe is here f

Clew. 'Twas never merry world fince of two ufuries

the merrieft was put downe, and the worfer allow'd by

order of Law; a fut'd gowne to keep him warme ; and

fur'd with Fox and Lamb-skins too, to fignifie, that craft

being richer than innocency, ftands for the facing,

£/^w. Come your way Sir ; 'blefle you good father

Frier.

Dukj. And you good braher father : what offence bath

this man made you, Sir ?

Elb. Marrv
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Elixf. Marry fir, he hath offended the Law ; and Sir,

we cake him to be a Tlieefe too fir : for we have found

upon hitn Sir, a ftrange Pick-lock, which we have fcnc to

the Deputy.

Dui-. Fye, firrah, a Bawd, a wicked bawd.

The cvill that thou ciufcft to be done,

That is thy means to live. Do thou hue think

What 'lis to cram a maw, or cloath a back

From fuch a filthy vice : fay co thv felf.

From their abominable arid beaftly touches

1 drink , I eac away my fclf, and live :

Can(i thou believe thy living is a life.

So lUnkingly depending? Go mend, go mend,

do. Indeed, it do's Itink in fome fort, Sit

:

But yet Sir I would prove———
Duk^ Nay, if the deviJl have given thee proofes for fin

Thou wilt prove bis. Take bim to priTon Oflicer

»

Correaion, and inOru6tion muft both work

Ere this rude beall will profit.

Eli. He muft before the Deputy Sir , he ha's given

him warning : the Deputy cannot abide a Whore-ma-

fter : if he be a Whore-monger, and comes before him,

be were as good goc a mile on bis errand.

Duk: That we were all , as fome would feem to be

tree from our faults, as faults from fccming free.

Enter liHcio.

Elk His neck will come to your waft, a Cord fir.

CU. I fpY comfort, I cry baile : Here's a Gentleman,

and a friend of mine.

l,fic. How now noble Potupey ? What, at the wheels

of Cafdir ? Arc thou led in triumph ? What is there none

of PlgmttUens Images newly made woman to be had now,

for putting the hand in the pock£t,and extra£ting clutch'd?

What reply ? He ? What faift thou co this Tune, Mat-

ter, and Method ? Is't not drown'd i'th laft raine ? Ha ?

What faift tlx)u Trot ? Is the world as it, was Man ?

Which is the way ? Is it fad , and few words ? Or how ?

The trick of it ?

Dfik. Still thos, and thus : ftill worfe ?

Lac. How dc:.h my dear Morfell ? thy Miftris ? Pro-

cures ihe ftill ? Ha ?

CU. Troth fir, fliehach eaten up all her Beefe, and (he

is her felf in the tub.

Luc. Why 'tis good : It is the right of it : it muft be

fo, Hver your fr.^Oi Whore , and your poudet'd Baud, an

unHiun'd co.ifequcnce , it muft be fo. Art going to pri-

fon Famply ?

Clo. Ves faith fir.

Luc. Why 'tis not amiffe Pompty : farewell : go fay

I fcnt thee thither: for debt Pompiy i Or how ?

Elb. For being a baud, for being a baud.

Lw. Well, then imprifon him : If imprifonment be

the due of a baud, why 'tis his right. Baud is he doubt-

leffe, and of antiquity too : Baud born. Farewell good

Pompfj : Commend me to the prifon Pompey , you will

turn good husband now Pampey , you will keep the

houfe.

Clo. I hope Sir, your good Worfhip will be my baile ?

Lhc. No indeed will 1 not Pompey., it is not the wear

:

I will pray ( Pompty ) to encreife your bondage if you take

it not patiently : Why, your mettle is the more : Adieu
rrufty Pompey.

BlclTc you Friar.

Vuk^. And you.

Luc. Do's Bridget paint ftill , Pompey ? Ha?
Eli. Come your wayes fir, come.

pu You Will not bjiie me then Sir ?

Luf. Then Pompej, nor now : what niws abroad Fri-
er i What news?

EU>. Come your wayes fir, come.

Lhc. Go to kennell ( Pompty ) go

!

Exeunt,
What news Fryer of the Duke?

Dnke. I know none : can you tell me of any ?

Luc. Some fay he is with the Emperour of Rujfu t

other fome, he is in RotKS : but where is he think you ?

Dnh^. I know not where : but whcrcfocvcr « I wifli

him well.

Luc. It was a mad foncanicalt trick of him to Heal

from the State, and ufurp the beggery he was never

born to : Lord A»gct« Dukes it well ia his abfcnce : he
puts cransgrefTion too't.

Duke. He do's well in*c.

Lmc. A little more lenitie to Lechery would do no
harm in him : Something too crabbed that way. Fryer.

Duke. It is too generjil a vice,ind fcvcrity muft cure it.

Luc. Yes in good foot h, the vice is of a great kindred ;

it is well allied, but it is impolTible to exiirp it quite.

Frier, till citing and drinking be put down. They fay

this j4ngeto was not made by Man and Woman , after

this down-right way of Creation : is it true , think

you?

Duk^ How fhould he be made then ?

Luc. Some report , a Sea-miid fpawn'd him. Some,
that he was begot between two Stock-fiflies. But it is

certain, t hi c when he makes water, his Urine is con-
gealed ice, that I know to be true; and be is a motion
generative, that's infallible.

Di*k^ You arc plejfant fir, and fpeak apac^.

Luc. Why, what a ruthlcffc thing is this in him, for

the rebellion of a Cod-piece, to take away the life of a

man ? Would the Duke that is abfent have done this ?

Ere he would have hang'd a man for the getting a hun-

dred Bjftards , he would have paid for the Nurfing a

thoufand. He had foTic feeling of the fport , he knew
the fetvice, and that inilruded him lo mercy.

Duk^ 1 never heard the abfent Dokt much dctc^d
for Women, be was not eaclin'd that way.

Luc. Oh, Sir, you are decciv'd.

Tiuk; Tis not poflTibie.

Lw. Who, not the Duke ? Ye?, your beggar of fifty

:

and his ufe was, to put a ducket in her CUck-dilh ; the

Duke had Crochets in him. He would be drunk too,

that let me inform you.

Duk: You do him vvfong, furely.

Luc. Sir, I was an inward of his : a fhye fellow was
the Duke , and I believe I know the caufc of his witb>

drawing.

Dukf. What ( I prethee ) might be the caufe ?

Luc. No, pjrdon : 'Tis a fecrec muii be lockt with-

tn the teeth and the lips : but this I can let you under-

hand, the greater file of the fubje^ held the Duke to be
wife.

'Dukz W'^e ? Why no queflion but he was.

Lmc. a very fuperficiall, ignorant, unweigbing fiellow.

D«fl^. Either this is envy in you, folly, or miftAii^j
The very ftream of his life , and the btifincfTe he hath

helmed, muft upon a warranted need, give him abetter

proclamation. Let him be but teiUmooied in his own
bringings fonh , and he fhall appear to the envious, a

Scholler, a Statefman, and a Souldier : therefofc you fpeak

Doskilfully : or, if your knowledge be more , it is muc&
datkned in your malice.

G Luc.
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arc decelv'd in me
chou tell if CtttHtilo

with a Tun-difh

:

Luc, Sir, I know him, and 1 love him.

Duk^ Love tal\is with better knowled^je, and Icnow-

edgc with dear love.

Uic. Come Sir, I know what I know.

"Daki I can hardly believe that , fince you know not^

what you fpeak. But if ever the Duke rcturne (as our

prayers arc he may ) let me defirc you to make your an-

fwer before him : if it be honeft you hive fpoke ,
you

h;ive courage to maintain it j I am bound to .call upon

you, and 1 pray you your name?
Luc. Sir my name is Lucie, well known to the Duke.

Diil{. He niali know you better Sir, if I may live to

report you.

Lnc. I feue you not.

Dul^. O, you hope the Duke will returne no more :

or you imagine me too unhurtfuU an oppoficc : but indeed

I can do you little harme : You'll for-fweat this a-

gain ?

Ltie. He be hing'd firft : Thou
Friar. But no more of this. Cinft

dye to morrow, or no?

IM^ Why {hould he dye Sir ?

'Lttc. Why ? Fo: filling a boctl

I would the Duke we talke ofwercrcturn'd again : this

ungenitur'J Agent will un-people the Province with

Continency. Sparrows mull not build in his hoiife-eeves,

becaufe they are lecherous : The Duke yec would hjve

dark <^tzA^ darkly anfwered , he would never bring them

to light : would he were return'J. Marry this C/W/V
is condem.ned for untrulfing. Farewell good Friar, I

pretbcc pray for me : The Duke ( 1 fay to thee againe

)

would eat Mutton on Fridayes. He's now pjft it, ye;

( and I fay to thee) he would mouth with a beggar, though

Hie fmclt brown-bread and Garlick : fay that 1 faid fo :

Farewell. Exit.

Dnke. No might, nor greatpefle in mortality

Can ccnfurefcipe : Back-wounding calumny
The whitert vcrtue flrikes. What King fo ftrong.

Can tye the gall up in the flanderous tongue?

But who comes here ?

Emtr EfcalMy Provofl, and 3/md.

Efc. Go , away with her to prifon.

BAud. Good my Lord be good to me ,
your Honor is

accounted a iritfrcifuli man : good my Lord.

Efc, Double, and trcbblc admonition, and fliil forfck

in the fame kind ? This would make mercy fwear and

play the Tyrant.

Pre. A B,iud of eleven years continuance , may it

ple.'.fe your Honor.

BitHd. My Lordjthis I'^one Lucr's information againft

me , Miflris Kaie Keep-dorvfie was with child by htm
in the Dukes time , he promts'd hcc marriage : his

Child is a year and a quarter old come Philip ina Jacob ;

I have kept it my felf ; and fee how he goes about co

abufe me.

F.fca. That fellow is a fellow of much Licenfe : Let

him be c.iU'd before us. Away with her to prifon : Go
to, no more words. Provofi, my Brother Angilo will not

be jlter'd, Chp.dlo m.uft dye to morrow : Let him be fur-,

nifli'd.with Divines, and hn-e all charitable preparat'ton.

If .my brother wrought by my piety , it fiiould not be fo

with him.

Pa, So.pleafe you, this Friar hath been with him, and
advised him for th'entertainment of death.

T.fcfl. GooiVevcn , good father.

Dnk^. Biiflc, and goodneifc o.i you.

E/frf. Of whence are you?

Du](^. Nocof this Country, though my charice is now
to life it for my time : 1 am a brother

Of gr.icious Order, late come from the Sea,

In /'peciall bufinclVe from his Holine^e.

E(c». Wtiat ncvvcs abroad i*ch World ?

T>Hk^ None , but that there is fo great a Feavor on
goodneflc, that thediifolution of it mull cure ir. Novel-
ty is only in requeft , and it is as dangerous ro be aged
in any kind of courfe, as it is vertuous to be conltant

in any undertaking. There is fcarce truth enough alive to

mski Societies fecure, but Security enough lomakcFcl-
lowHiips accurft. Much ui>on this riddle runs th'e wif-

domeof the world : Thisncwes is old enough, yet it is

every daycs newcs, 1 pray you Sir, of wh.\i difpofition

was the Duke ?
|

Efcas One, that above alt other nrife>',

Contended efpecially to know himfelf.

D«4: What pleafure was he given to ?

Efc*. Rather rejoycing to fee another merry, than
merry at any thing which ptofcd to make him rejoyce.

A Gentleman of all tcTiperance. But leave him to his

events, with a prayer they may prove profperous ; and
lee me defire to know , how you find CUudio prepar'd ?

lam. made to undetlhnd, that you have lent himvifita-

tion.

T)ttk^ He profcffcs to have received no finider meafure
from his Judge, but moll willingly humbles himfelf to
the determination of Jufticc : yet had he framed to him-
felf (by the inllruftion of his frailty) many deceiving

promifes of life, which I ( by my good leifure ) have dif-

credited to him, and now is he refolv'd to dye.

£/m. You hive paid the heavens your Funftion,' and
the prifoner the very debt of your Calling. I have la-

boui'd for the poor Gentleman, to the extreme!! fliore

of my moderty, but my Brother-Juftice have I found fo

feverL', that he hath forc'd me to tell him, he is indeed

JuMice.

Dit\. If his own life,

Anfwer the (Iraitncfle of his proceeding.

It fhall become him well : wherein if he chance to failc,

he hath fentenc'd himfelf.

Ef. I am going to viht tlie prifoner,Fjre you well. Exit.
\

Dtcl^. Peace be with you.

He who the fword of Heaven will beare,

Should be as holy, as fevere

:

Pattern in himfelf to know,
Grace to ftand , and Vertue go

:

More, nor leffe to others pacing.

Then by felf-offences weighmg.
Shame to him, whofecruell /Inking,

Kils for faults of his own liking :

Twice trebble Qiame on Angela,

To weed my vice , and let his grow.

Oh, what may Man within him hide,

ThoDgh Ansel I on the outward fide ?

How may likenelTc made in crimes.

Making pra(Sife on the Times,
To draw with idle Spiders firings

Moft ponderous and fnbfiantiall things?

Craft againft vice , I muft apply.

With Angela to night fliall lye

His old betroatbed ( but defpifed
:

)

So difguife ftiall by th'difguifed

Pay with falfliood, falfe cxading.

And performe an old contradHng. ExU.
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Q_Jclu^s Quartfis^ Sc^na ^rima.

Enttr Mariana, and Bej /?»gi«£.

Sono. Take , ah tak« thefe lift atvay^

that (» ffttettj r*tre fsrftvarny

jind ihofc eyes : the break, of day

lights that do mifiud the Aiorn ;

Sat mj kljftt bring again , kriag again.

Seals tfUve, htttftal'd i» vain, feal'd i» vat».

Enter Duke.

Mari. Brcik off thy fong.and haltc thcc quick awjy

Here comes a man of comfort, whofv; advKc

Hath oftci Itill'd my brawling difcontent.

I cry you mercy, Sir, and well could wiih

You had not found mc here fo muficali.

Let me excufe mc , and believe me fo.

My mirth ic much difpleaf'd, but pleaf'd my wo. I

Daki 'Tis good : thoi^h Mufick oft hath fuch a charm I

To make bad, good ; and good provoke to harm.

I pray you tell mc, hith any body enquir'd for me here

to day ? much upon this time have 1 promif'd here to

meer.

Mari. You havc not been enquir'd after : I have fac

here all day.

Enttr IfateU,

DmI(. I do conlUntly believe you : thcdme is come

even now. I fli all crave your forbearance a little, may be

I will call upon you inon for fomc advantage to your

Mari. Good Fryer, I know you do, and liavc found ir.

DHk> Take then this your companion by iht hind,

Who hath a ftory ready for your care

:

I (hall attend your leifurt , but make hafe

The vaporous night approichei.

Mari. Wilt pleafe you walk afide? Exit.

Dak,' Oh Place, and greitnef? : millions of falfe eyes

Are (luck upon thee j volumes of report

Run with tnefe falfe, and moft contrarious QijeOs
|

Upon thy doings : thoufjnd efcapes of wit

M.ike thee the father of their idle dream.

And rack thee in their fancic":. Welcome, how agreed ?

Enter A'fariatia, aad IfahtB.

Ifa. She'll take the cntcrprize uj-ion hcr,f.iil»cr,

If you advife it.

Dak. It is not my confent,

But my entreaty too.

Ifa. Little have yon to fay

When you depart from him, but foft and low,

Remember now my brother.

Mar. Feare me not.

Dak^ Nor gentle daughter, feare you not at all

:

He is your husband on a pre-contract

:

To bring you thus together 'tis no finnc,

Sith that the Juftice of your title to him
Doth flourifh the cicceir. Come, let us go,
Our Corn's to reap, for yec our Tithes to fow. Exeunt.

lelf.

Exit.Mari. I am alwsycs bound to you.

Dnk^ \ci'j wcU met, and well come

:

Whit is the newcs from this good Dcputv ?

Ift. He hath a Garden circummur'd with Brick,

Whofc weftern fide is with a Vineyard back'c

;

I And to [hat Vineyard is a planched gate,

That makes his •pcning with this bigger Key

;

I
This other doth command a little door,

\ Which from the Vineyard to the Garden leads,

I

There have I made my promife, upon the

Heavy middle of the night, to call upon him.

Duk: But ilull you on your knowledge find this way ?

Jft. I have tanc a due and wary note upon't,

With whifpering, and moft guilty diligence,

In aAion all of precept , he did lliow me
The way twice ore.

Duke. Are there bo other tokens

Between you'greed, concerning her obfervance i*

) Jfa. No: none but only a repair ith'dark,

j
And that I havepolVcrt him , my moll Iby

Cxn be but brief : for I havc made him know,
1 have a Servant comes with me along.

That (lays upon me , whofe perfwalion ij,

I come about my brother,

Duk: '^'^ wc^* ^of** "P*
I havc not yet made known to Mariana.

Enter Mariana.

A word of this : what hoa , within ; come forth,

I pray you be acquainted with this Maid,
She comes to do you good.

l(a. I do de(irc thelike.

Dnk^ Do you pcrfwade your fclf that I refpccl you ?

Sccena Secmida.

Enter Provofl^ and Clown,

Pro. Come hither furha ; can you cut off a mans h;ad ?

Cle. It the man be a Bachelor Sir, I can :

But if he be a married man, tie's his wives head.

And 1 can never cut oft-" a vvomans head.

Pro. Come fir, leave me your fnatches, and yeeld me
a direct aniwer. To morrow morning are to dye Cla»-

dio, and BarnArdini : here is in our prifon a common exe-

cutioner, who in his office lacks a helper, if you will take

it on you to alFid him, it fhall redeem you from your

Gyves : if not, you iTiall have your full time of imprifon-

ment, and your (.Iclivcrancc with an unpitiicd whipping

;

for you have be;n a notorious baud.

Clo. Sir, I have been an unJawfull baud , time out of

mind , but yet I will be concent to be a lawfull hangman :

I would be glad to receive fome inftru^lion from my fel-

low partner.

Pre. What hoa, Akherfon : Where's jlbhtrfon there ?

Enter yibhorfon.

jibhoi Do you call fir ?

Pr: Sirrha, here's a fellow »»i1I help you to morrow
in your execution : if you think it meet, com^xxiid with

him by the year, and let him abide here with you, if nor,

ufe him for the prefent , and difmiffe him , he cannot

plead his eflimation with you : he hath been a Baud.

Abho. A Baud Sir ? he upon him, he will difcredit our

myilery.

Pre. Go too Sir
, you waigh equally ; a feather will

turn the Scale. Exit.

Clo, Pray fir, by your good favour : for fiirelyfir, a

good favour you have , but that you have a hanging look

:

Do you call (ir
,
your occupation a Myflery *

G a Aiba, 1
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Abho. I, Sir, a Mynery.

Clo. Painting Sir, I have heard fay, is a Mynery : and

your Whores (ir, being members of my occupation , u-

fmg painting, do prove my Occupation, a Myftcry : but

what Myftcry there should be in hanging, if I (houW be

hang'd, I cannot imagine.

Abbo. Sir, it is a Myftc^.
Cle. Proofe.

Abhe. Every true mans apparell fits your Thcef«.

Cb. If it be too little for your Theefe, your true man

thinks it big enough. If it be too big for your Theefe,

your Theefe thinkcs it little enough : So every true mans

apparell fits your Theefe.

Enter Provoft.

Pre, Are you agreed ?

Clo. Sir, I will ferve him : For I do find your Hang-

man is a more penitent Trade than your Baud : he doth

oftner ask forgiveneffe.

Pro. You firrha , provide your Block and your Axe

to morrow, foure a clock.

Abho. Come on ( Baud ) I will inftruft thee in my
Trade : follow.

Clo. I do defireto learne fir: and I hope, if you have

But he mull dye to morrow ?

Pro. None Sir , none.

Duk^ As ncer the dawning Provo/l, as it U,

You (hall hear more ere Morning.

Pro. Happily.

You fometning know : yet I believe there comes
No countermand : no fuch example have we:
Befides , upon the very dege of Juftice,

Lord Angelo bath to the publikc eare,

Profeft the contrary.

Ewer 4 Mtfftnger.

Duk. This is his Lorck man.
Pro, And here comes Ciaudio's pjrdon.

^fjf. My Lord hath lent you this note.

And by mc this further charge :

That you fwerve not from the fmalleft Article of it,

Neither in time, matter, or other circumftance.

Good morrow : for as I take it, it is almoft day.

Pro. I fliall obey him.

DHk; This is his Pardon purchas'd by fuch finne,

For which the Pardoner himfelf is in

:

Hence hath offence his quick celerity,

When It is born in high Authority.

occafion to ufe me for your own tutne , you (ball find When Vice makes Mercy ; Mercy's fo extended,

me y'arc. For truly Sir , for your kindnciTc, I owe you a

good turnc. Exit.

Pro. Call hither Bar»ardi»e and (^laud'te :

Th'one has my pitty ; not a ;ot the other,

Being a Murtherer, though he were my brother.

Enter CUudlo.

Look, here's the Warrant Clandlo, for thy death,

*Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow

Thou muft be made immortall. Where's Barnardine ?

Cla. As fall lock'd up in fleep, as guiltleffe labour,

When ic lyes Ihrkely in the Travellers bones.

He will not awake.

Pro. Who can do good on him ?

Well, go, prepare your felf. But hark, whar noifc?

Heaven give your fpirits comfort : by, and by,

I hope it is fome pardon, or reprieve

For the moll gentle Cltadlo. Welcome father.

Enter Dakj.

1>Hke. The beft, and wholfomft fpirits of the night,

Invellop you, good Provofi : who call'd hereof late i

Pro. Now fmce the Curphew rung.

Dnk; Not Ifabell.

Pro. No.
Dnke. They will then er't be long.

Pro. What comfort is for Claudia f

Duke. There's fome in hope.

'Pro. It is a bitter Deputy.

Duk. Not fo, not fo: his life is paralel'd

Even with the flroke and line of his great JuHice :

He doth with holy abliinence fubdue

That in himfelf, which he fpurrcs on his power
Toqualifie in others : were he meil'd with that

Which he correds, then were he tyrannous.

But this being fo , he's jull. Now are they come.
This is a gentle Provo(i, fildome when
The Heeled Gaoler is the friend of men

:

How now? what noife?That fpirit's poffcft with haftc.

That wounds th'unfifting Poflern with thefe ftrokes.

Pro. There he mull (lay untill the Officer

Arife to let him in : he is call'd up.

Duk^. Have you no countermand for Qattdio yet ?

That for the faults love, is th'offender friended.

Now Sir , what newes ?

Pro. I told you :

Lord Angelo{ he-like ) thinking me remiffe

In mine Office, awakens me
With this unwonted putting on , methinks ftrangely :

For he hath not us'd it before.

Dnk. Pray yoji let's hear.

The Letter.

fyhatfeever Jieu may hear to the contrary^ let Ctaudio be exe-

cuted by four ofthectock^y and in the afternoont 'Barnar-

dine : For my better fatisfaEiion, let rm have Cltudio's

headfent mi b^ five. Let thii be duely performed with «
' thought that more depends on it , than rte vmfl yet deliver.

Thus faile »ot to do jenr office , oiyoU will anftver, it at your

periS,

What fay you to this Sir ?

Duke. What is that Barnardine^ who is to be execu-

ted in th'afternoone ?

Pro. A Bohemian born : But here nurll up and bred.
One that is a prifoner nine years bid.

Duk; How came it, that the abfent EKike had not either

deliver'd him to his liberty , or executed him ? I have
heard it was ever his manner to do fo.

Pro. His friends Hill wrought Reprieves for him :

And indeed his ii&. till now in the government of Lord
Angela, came not to an undoubtful! proof.

Duk^ It is now apparent ?

Pro. Moll manifell, and not denied by himfelf.

Df^ Hath he born himfelf penitently inptifon ?

How feems he to be touch 'd?

Pro. A man that apprehends death no more dreadfully,

but as a drunken Ocep, careleffe, wreaklelfe, and feare-

lelfeof what's pall, prefent, or to come : infenlibleof

mortality, and defperately mortall.

Duk,. He wants advice.

Pro. He Will hear none : he hathcvermote had the li-

berty of the prifon : give him leave to el'cape hence , he
would not. Drunk many times a day, if not many dayes
entirely drunk. We have very oft awak'd him, as if to
carry him to execution, and (hew'd him a fccmin" War-
rant for ic , ic hath not moved him ac all.^ ^4f

.

T
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Dukj More of him anon : There is written in your

brow Prm/ofi , honefty and conftancy ; if 1 reade it not

truly, my ancient skill beguiles me : but in the boldnefTe

of my cunning, I will Uy my felf in hazard: C/aadio,

whom here you have warrant to execute , is no greater

forfeit to the Law, than Angela who hath fentcnc'd him.

To make you underftand ims in a manifefted effed, I

crave but four daycs refpit : for the which, you are to do

me both a prefent, and a dangerous courtefic.

Pro. Pray Sir, in what ?

D«i^. In the delaying death.

Pro. Alack , how may I do it ? Having the hour li-

mited, and an expreflc command, under penalty, to de-

liver his head in the view of jingelo t I may niake my

cafe as Clmdio'sy to croffe this in the fmalleft.

Dak' By the vow of mine Order, 1 watranc you,

If my inftruftions may be your guide,

Let this Btirnardlne be this morning executed.

And his head born to A>fgela.

Pro. Angelo hath feen them both.

And will difcover the favour.

Duk. Oh , death's a great difguifer , and you may

adde to it ; Shave the head, and tye the beard, and fay it

wasthcdefirc of the penitent to be fo bar'de before his

death { you know the courfe is common. If anything

fall to you upon this, more than thanks and good for-

lune, by the Saint whom I profcflc, I will plead againft

it with my life.

Pro. Pardon me, good father, it is againft my oath.

Dui^ Were you fworn to the Duke, or to the Depu-

ty?

Pro. To him, and to his Subftitutes.

Vuk. You will think you have made no offence , if

ihcDukc avouch the jufticecf your dealing ?

Pro. But what likelihood is in that ?

Dt^ Not a refemblance, but a certainty ; yet fince

I fee you fearfull, that neither my coate, integrity, nor

perfwafioD, can with cafe attempt you, I will go further

Over-dotis own houfe , for here be many of her old
Cuftomers. Firft , here's young Mr. Rap , he's in for a

commodity of brown paper, and old Ginger, nioefcorc
and fcvcnteen pounds , of which he made five Mirks
rcadv money: marry then , Ginger was not much in rc-

queu , for the old Women were all dead. Then is there
here one W.Cufer, at the fuit of Maf^er TAr«^/'i7^ the
Mercer, for (ome four fuits of Peach-colour'd Satten,
which now peaches him a beggar. Then hjve wc here,
young DiK,y, and young WLi.Duf-vaWt and lAt.CvpperfpKre,

and Maflcr Starve Laekey the Rapier and dagger maoyind
young Drof-htlre that kild lufty PudAlug , and Mr. Forth-
light the Tiltcr, and brave Mr. Shooty the great TiiveUer,
and Wilde Halfe ^tf»w«hJt ftabb'd Pots , md I think for-

ty more , ail great doers in our Trade, and aie nnw for
the Lords fake.

Etaer Abh»rfon.

Ahbo. Sirrba, brmg "Batnardine hither.

Clo. Mafter Bamardine, you mufl rife and be hang'd,"

Maftcr 'Barnardire.

t/ibh. What hoa Barturdiia.

Barnardinc within.

Bar. A pox o'your throats i who makes that noyfc
there? What are you?

Clo. Your friend Sir, the Hangman :

You muft be fo good Sir to rife, and be put to death.

Bar. Away you Rogue, away, I am ficepy.

Aih. Tell him he mufl awake.
And that quickly too,

Clo. Pray MiRet BamarMiu, awake till you ate eacu-
ted , and fleep afterwards.

Atk Go in to him, and fetch him out.

Clo. He is coming Sir , he is coming
Straw rusDe.

Efittr *Bartiard'int.

Ahh. Ij the Axe upon the Block, Sinha ?

Clo. Very ready Sir.

Bar. How nOfi Athorfont

I bear bis

than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you. look you I What's the newes with you?

Sir, here is the hand and Seale of the Duke: you know

the Chara^er I doubt not, and the Signet is not ftrange

to you.

Pro. I know them both.

Dul(j The Contents of this, ij the return of the Duke j

you (hall anon over-readc it at your pleafure : where you

fhall find within thcfe two daycs, he will be here. This

isathingthat^r^#/<j knows not, for he this very day re-

ceives Letters of flrange tenor, perchance of the Dukes

death, perchance entering jnio fome Monattery , but by

chance nothing of what is writ. Look, th'unfolding

Starre calls up the Shcpheard
; put not your felf into

amazement, how thefe things Chould be • all difficulties

are but eafie when they are known. Call your executio-

ner, and off with Barnardinet head : I will give him a pre-

fent rtirift, and advife him for a better place. Yet you

areamazd, but this fhall abfolutely refolve you : Come
away ,- it is almoin clear dawn. Exit.

Scana 'Tenia.

Enttt Clown.

Ch. I am as well acquainted here, as 1 was in our

houfe of profelTion : one would

^bh. Truly Sir , I would defne you to dap into your

prayers : for look you, the Warrant's come.

Bar. You "Rogue, I have been drinking all night,

I am not fitted foi^.

Clo. Oh, the better Sir : for be that drinks all night

and is hanged betimes in the morning, mayflecp the

founder all the next day.

Enter 'Dul^e.

Abb. Look you Sir , here comes your ghoftly father

:

do we jc(t now think you ?

Dul^. Sir , induced by my charity , and hearing how
haftily you are to depart, 1 am come to advife you, com-

fort you, and pray with you.

"Bar. Friar, not I : T have been drinking hard all nighr,

and I will have more time to prepare me, or they fhall

beat out my brains with billets : I will not confcnt to

dye this day, that's certain.

*Dul(^ Oh ftr, you muft t and therefore I befcccb yen

look forward on the journey you fhall go.

Bar. I fwear 1 will not dye to day for any mans per-

fwafion.

Z>(4^ But hear you

:

Bar. Not a word : if yf5u have any thing to fay to me,

come to my Ward : for i hence will not I to day.

Exi:.

think it were Miarisl "Duk: Unfit to live, or dye : oh gravel! Heart,

1
Gj hUcf
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Afrer him ( Fellows ) bring him co the block.

Pro. Now fir, how do you finde ihe prifoner ?

Dnl(. A creature unpre-pai'd, unmeec for death,

And CO tranfporc him in the miiide he is.

Were dammble.
Pro. Here in the prifon, fither.

There died this morning of a cruell Feaver,

One Rago^lnc ., a mort notorious Pirate,

A m^n o[ Claudia's yens : his beard, and head

Jurt of colour. Whic if we do omit

This Reprobate, till he were well cnclin'd.

And fitisfie the Deputy with the vifagc

Of RagoxMie , more like to Claitdio ?

D'4k(- Oh, 'lis an accident that heaven provides :

Difpatch it prefently, the houre draws on
Prcfixc by j4ngeh .• See this be done.

And fent according to command, whiles I

Perfwade this rnde wretch willingly to dye.

Pro. This fliall be done (
good father ) prefently

:

But Barnarditie muft dye this afternoone,

And how fliall we continue CUudin^

To fave me from the danger that might come.

If he were known alive?

Duk^ Let this be done.

Put them in fecret holdtf,both Barnardlni and Claudia,

Ere twice the Sun hath made his journall greeting

To yond generation , you fhall findc

Your fafety manifcfted.

Pro. I am your free dependant. Exit.

1>»k: Qmck.difpatch, and fend the head lo j^ngeto.

Now will 1 write Letters to Aagelo,

( The Prevof} he fliall bear them ) whofe contents

Shall witnefTe to him I am ncctathome:

And that by great injunftions I am bound

To enter publickly : him He defirc

To meet me at the confccrated Fount,

J

A League below the City : and from thence.

By cold gradation, and weale-ballanc'd forme,

We fliill proceed with .Angela.

Enter Provoft.

Pro. Here is the head, He carry it my fclf.

^Duk- Convenient is it : Make a fwift return,

For 1 would commune with you of fuch things.

That want no eare but yours.

Pro. He make all fpeed. Exit.

If*bell within.

Jfa. Peace hoa, be here.

"Dul^. The tongue of Ifa^ell. She's come to know,
If yet her brothers pardon be come hither

:

But I will keep her ignorant of her good,

To make her heavenly comforts of dcfpaire.

When it is leaft expefted.

Enter Ifabclla.

Ifn. Hoa, by your leave.

Duk. Good morning to you,faire, and gracious daugh-

ter.

Ifa. The better given me by fo holy a man.
Hath yet the Deputy fent my brothers pardon?

Duk^. He hath releaf'd him, tfttbtll^ from the world.

His head is off, and fent to Angela.

Jfa. Nay, but it is not fo.

Duk^ It is no other.

Shew your wifdome daughter in your clofe patience.

Jfa. Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes.

Dukt. You fhall not be admitted to his fight.

Jfti. Unhappy Claudia, wretched Jfakell.

Injurious world, m£)ft damned Angtlo.

Duk^ This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot.

Forbear it therefore, give your caufe to heaven,

Mark what I fay, which you fhall find

By every fillable a faithfuU verity.

The Duke comes home to morrow : nay dry your eyes,

One of our Covent , and his Confcflbr

Gives me this inftancc : Already he hath carried

Notice to Efcxltu and Afgeh,
Who do piepare to meet him at the gates, ( dome,
There to give up their power : if you can pace your wif-

In that good path that I would wifh it go.

And you fliall have your bofome on this wretch,

Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart.

And generall Honor.

Jfa. I am dirc6led by you.

Dnl(^ This Letter then to Friar Peter give,

'Tis that he fent me of the Dukes return :

Say, by this token , I defire his company
At Mariana's houfe to night. Her caufe, and yours

He perfc<5l him withall, and he fliall bring you
Before the Duke ; and to the head ol Angela
Accufc him iiomc and home. For my poor felf,

I am combined by a facred Vow,
And fliall beabfcnr. Wend you with this Letter

:

Command thcfe fretting waters from your eyes

With a light heart ; trufl nor my holy Order
If I pervert your courfe : who's here ?

Enter Luci*

Lhc. Good 'even

;

Fryer, where 's the Provoft ?

Buke. Not within Sir.

Luc. Oh picuy Jfaiella, lam pale at mine heart, to

fee thine eyes fo red : thou muft be patient ; I am faine

to dine and fup with water and bran : I dare not for my
head fill my belly. One fruicfull Meale would fet me
too'c : but they fay the Duke will be here to Morrow.
By my troth Jfaiell I lov'd thy brother, if the old fan-

taflicall Duke of dark corners bad been at home, he had
lived.

Duke. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholding to

your rcporrs, but the beft is, he lives not in them.

Luc. Friar, thou knoweft not the Duke fo well as I

do : he's a better woodman than thou tak'ft him for.
i

Dulie. Well: you'll anfwer this one day. Fare yc well.
|

Lkc. Nay tarry. He go along with thee.

I can tell thee pretty tales of the Duke.

Duke. You have told me too many of bim already fir,

if they be true : if not true, none were enough.

Luc I was once before him for getting a Wench with

child.

Duk^ Did yoafuch a thing ?

Luc. Yes marry did I ; but I was Ciin to forfwear it,

They would elfe have married me to the rotten Medlcr.

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honefl, reft you

well.

Luc. By my troth He go with thee to the lanes end :

if baudy talk offend you, we'll have very little of it : nay

Friar I am a kinde of a Burre, I fhall flick. Exeunt.

Selena Quarta,

Enter Angeloy aed Efcaltu.

Efc. Every Letter he hath writ, hath difvouch'd other.
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Ang. In riioft uneven and diftraded manocr, h'lj ani-

ons (hew much like to madndTe ,
pray heaven his wjf-

dome be noc tainted : and why meet him at the gates and

deliver our authorities there?

Efc I gueffe nor.

j4fig. And why fhould we proclaim it in an hourc

before ms cntring, that if any crave redreffe of injufiice,

they (hould cxhibite their petitions in the ftreet ?

Efc. He fhews his rcafon for that : to have a difparch

of Complaincs , and to deliver us from devices hereafter,

which fhall then have no power to fland againft us.

Ang. Well : I befeech you lot it be proclainvd be-

times I'th mome, lie call you at your houfe : give notice

to fuch men of fott and fuit as are to meet him.

Efc. I fliall fir: fare you well. txit.

Axg. Good night.

This deed unfhapes me quite, maVcs me unpregnant

And dull lo all proceedings. A deflourcd Maide,

And by an eminent Body , that enforc'd

The Lawagainft it ? But that her tender fhime

Will nor proclaim againft her Maiden lode,

How might fhe tongue me ? yet reafon dares her no.

For my Authority beats of a credent bulk.

That no partiaibr fcandall once can touch

But if confounds the breather. He (hould have liv'd,

Save that his riotous youth with dangerous fcnfc.

Might in the times to come have ta'ne revenge

By fo receiving a difhonour'd life.

With ran(omcof fuch fhamc : would yet he had liv'd.

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot.

Nothing goes right, we would, and we would not. Exit.

Scicna Qninta.

Enter Duke and Fryer Pettr.

Vukj Thefe Letters at fit time deliver mc.
Tlie ?[ovoL\ knows our purpofe and our plot,
The matter being afoot, keep your inftrudion,
And hold you ever to our fpeciall drift.
Though fometimcs you do blench from this to that
As caufc doth minir^er : Go call at Flavia's houfe,
And tell him where I rtay : give the like notice
To Valeucnu, Rowland^ and to Craffut,
And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate

:

But fend me Flavltu firft.

Peter. It (hall be fpeeded well.

Enter J^arritu,

Duke. I thank thee ramus, thou haft made good ha(i.
Come, we will walk

: There's other of our friends
Will greet us here anon : my gentle rarrius. Exeunt.

Sc^na Sexta.

If<tb. To fpeak fo indircdtly I am loath,
I would fay the truth , bur to accufe him fo
That IS your part, yec lam advis'd to do it.
He fays, to vaile full purpofe.

Afir. Be rul'd by him.

]f». Befidcs , he tels me , that if peridventorc

He fpcjk agjinft mc on the adverfe fjde.

I fhould not think it ftrangc, for 'tis a Pbyfick

That's bitter, to fweet end.

fwrr Peter.

Mar. I would Fryer Peter.--^

Jfjb. Oh peace, the Fryer is come.

Peter. Comc I have found you out a (land mofl fit,

Where you may have fuch vantage on the Duke
He fhail not pafTe you :

Twice have the Trumpets founded.

The generous and graveft Citizens

Have hem the gates, and very ncer upon
The Dulte is entring

:

Therefore hence away. Exeunt.

Obelus Quinm^ Selena ^rima.

Enter Duke, Varrlui^ Lords, Angela, Efcalus, Luc'ie,

Citicens *t ftveraU d«on.

Duke. My very worthy Cofen, fairly met.
Out old and faithfull friend, we arc glad to fee you.

Aug. Efc. Happy return be to your Royail Grace.
Duke. Many and heariy thinkings hz to you both

;

We have made enquiry of you, and we hear

Such goodneffe of your Jufiice, that our foul

Cannot but yeeld you forth lopubiikc thanks

Forerunning more requital].

Ang. You make my bonds flill greater.

Du. Oh your defert fpeaks loud, and 1 (hould wioog
To lock it in the wards cf covert bofome
When it defetves with Characters of BrafTe

A forted refidence 'gainfl the tooth of time,

And razure of oblivion : Give me your hand
And let the fubieft fee, to make them know
That outward curtcfies would fain proclaim

Favours that keep within: Come Efca!u4,

You muft walk by us on our other hand:
And good fupporters are you.

Enter Peter and IftJxUi.

Peter. Now is your time

Speak loud, and kneel before him.

Ifah. Juftice , O Royail Duke, vaile your regard
Upon a wrong'd ( I would faine have faid a Maid )
Oh worthy Prince difhonoor not your eye
By throwing it on any other obje^.
Till you have heard me, in my true complaint.
And given me Juftice, Juflice, Juftice, Jul^ice.

Duke. Relate your wrongs

;

In what, by whom ? be brief:

Here is Lord Angela fhall give you JuIKce»
Reveal your felf to him.

Ifah. Oh worthy Duke,
You bid me (eek redemption of the Devill,

Hear me your felf : for that which I mu(l fpeak
Muft either punifh me , not being bclicv'd.

Or wring redreffe from you :

Hear mc : oh hear me, here.

Ang. My Lord, her wits, I f-are me, arc not firaj

:

She hath been a fuitor to mc, for her brother
Cut ofT by courfe of Julticc.

Jfalf. By courfe of Juflicc.'

Ang. And (lie will fpeak mofl bitterly.^ /fat. Moft
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Jftl>. Moft ftrange : but yet moft truly will 1 fpeak,

That j^ftgelos forfwornc, is it not lUange?
That An^do% a murtherer, is't not ftrangc?

That Angela is an adulterous theefe,

An hypocrite, a virgin violator.

Is it not ftrange ? and ftrange ?

D/f. Nay it is ten times ftrange ?

//j. It is not truer he is Angela,

Than this is all as true, as it Is ftrange

;

Nay it is ten tinies true, for truth is truth

To th'end of reckoning.

Du. Away with her : poor foul

She fpeaks this, in th'inhrmiry of fenfe.

l^ab. Oh Prince , I conjure thee , as thou belecv'fl

There is another comfort, than this world,

That thou negleft me not , with that opinion

That 1 am touch'd with madnefle : make not impolTible

That which but fcems unlike, 'tis not impofTible

But one , the wickedft Caitiffe on the ground

May feem as ftiie, as grave, as juft, as abfolutc :

As Angela^ even fo may Angela

In all. his dreftingSjCaradls, titles, formes.

Be an arch-villaine : Believe ir, royall Prince,

If he be lefTe, he's nothing, but he's more,

Had I more name for Badnefle.

Du. By mine honefty

If fhe be mad, as I believe no other.

Her madnefTe hath the oddcft frame of fenfe,

Such a dependency of thing on thing

As ere I heard in madnelTc.

Ifah. O gracious Duke
Harp not on that ; nor do not banifh reafon,

For inequality, but lee your reafon ferve

To make the truth appear, where it feems hid.

And hide the falfe fcems true.

Duke. Many that are not mad
Have fure more lack of reafon :

What would you fay?

Jfak I am the fifter of one Claudio,

Condemn'd upon the aft of Fornication

To lofc his head , condemn'd by Angdo:
I, ( in probation of a Siftcrhood )

Was fenc to by my brother ; one LmcIo

As then the Meffengcr.

Luc, That's I, and't like yourGtarc :

I came to her from Claudio, and defir'd her

To try her gracious fortune with Lord Axgelo .•

For her poor brothers pardon.

J^ab. Thai's he indeed.

Da. You were not bid to fpeak.

Luc. No, my good Lord,

Nor wifh'd to hold my peace.

Du. I wifti you now then,

Pray you take note of it : and when you have

A bufineffe for you felf : pray heaven you then
Be perfect.

Luc. 1 warrant your honour.

Dm. The warrant's for your felf : take heed to'r.

Jfab. This Gentleman told fomething of my Tafe.

Luc. Right.

Du. It may be right, bur you are i'th wrong
To fpeak before your time, proceed.

Ifob. I went

To this pernicious Caitiff Deputy.
Du. Thai's fomewhat madly fpoken.

Jfab. Pardon ir.

The phrafe is to the matter.

Du. Mended again : the matter : proceed.

Ifab. In brief, tofet the needleffe by :

How I perfwaded, how 1 praid, and kneel'd,

How he refeld me, and how I rcplidc

( For this was of much length ) the vilde condufion

I now begin with griefe and (hame to utter.

He would nor, but by gift of my chafle body
To his concupifcible intemperate luft

Releafe my brother ; and after much debatemenr,

My fiftctly remorfe, confutes mine honour.

And I did yeeld to him : But the next morne betimes,

His purpofe furfctting, he fends a warrant

For my poor brothers head.

Du. This is moft likely.

Jfab. Oh that it were as like as it is true. ( fpeak'ft,

Ptt.By heaven(fond wretch)ihouknow'ft not what thou
Or elfe thou art fuborn'd againft his honour
In hatefull praflife : firft his Integrity

Stands without blemifli : next it imports no reafon,

That with fuch vehemency he (hould purfuc

Faults proper to himfelf : if he had fo offended

He would have weigh'd thy brother by himfelf,

And not have cut him off: fome one hath fet you on

:

Confeffe the truth, and fay by whofe advice,

Thou cam ft here to complain.

Ifab. And is this all ?

Then oh you bleffed Minifters above.

Keep mc in patience, and with ripened time

Unfold the evill which is here wrapt up

In countenance : heaven fliield your Grace from wo.
As I thus wrong'd , hence unbelieved go.

Du. I know you'ld fain be gone : An Officer

:

To prifon with her : Shall we thus permit

A blafting and a fcandalous breath to fall,

On him fo neer us ? This needs muft be a praflife j

Who knew of your intent and coming hither ?

Jfab. One that I would were here, fry^r Lodowlck,.

'Du. A ghoftly Father belike

:

Who knows that LodomickJ
Luc. My Lord, 1 know him, 'tis a medling Fryer,

I do not like the man : had he been Lay, my Lord,

For certain words he fpake againft your Grace
In your retirement, I had fwing'd him foundly.

Du. Words againft me ? this 'a good Fryer belike

And to fet on this wretched woman here

Againft our Subftitute : Let this Fryer be found.

Luc. But yefternight my Lord, ftie and that Fryer

I faw them at the prifon : a fawcy Fryer,

A very fcurvy fellow.

Peter. Bleffed be your RoyiU Grace :

I have ftood by my Lord, and I have heard

Your Royal! eare abus'd : firft hath this woman
Moft wrongfully accus'd your Subftitute,

Who is as free from touch, or foyle with her

As fhc from one ungot.

Du. We did believe no leffe.

Know you that Fryer LodoKick^w^vih Oie fpeaks of ?

Peter. I know him for a man Divine and holy,

Not fcurvy , nor a temporary medler

As he's reporred by this Gentleman

:

And on my truft, a man that never yet

Did ( as he vouches) mifreport your Grace.

Luc. My Lord, moft villanoufly, believe it.

Peter. Well : he in time may come to dear himfelf
j

But at this inflanc he is Tick , my Lord

:

Of
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Of a (Uange Fcaver : upon his meer requcft

Being come to knowledge^ that there was complaint

Intended againft Lord Jnieio , came I hither

To fpcak as from his mouth , what be doth know

Is true and falfc : and what be wiih bis oaih

And all probation will make up full cleare

Whenfoever he is convented : Firft, for ibis woman.

To juftific this worchy Nobleman,

So vulgarly and pcrfonally accus'd,

Het (hall you bear difproved to her eyes»

Till (he her lelf confcfle if.

Duke. Good Fryer let's hear it

:

Do you not (mile at this, Lord Atgelo t

Oh heaven , the vanity of wretched fools.

Give us fome feats , Come Cofen Angela^

In this He be impartial! : be you Judge

Of your own Caulfe: Is this the Witncffe Fryer?

Enter Maria/ta>

Firft , let her fliew her face, and afccr fpcak.

Mar. Pardon my Lord, I will not (hew my face

Untill my husband bid me.

Z)«j^f. Whar, are you married ?

M<>T. No, my Lord.

Dukt' Are you a Maid ?

Mar. No, my Lord.

Dnke. A VViddow then ?

Mar. Neither my Lord,

Duke. Why arc you nothing then : neither Maid, Wid-

dow, nor Wife ?

Lhc. My Lord, (he may be a Punk : for many of

them, are neither Maid, Widdow, nor Wife.

Duks- Silence that fellow : I would he had fome caufe

CO prarcle for himfelf.

Lw. Well my Lord.

Mar. My Lord, I do oonit^t I nere was tnariied,

And I confe(re befides , I am no Maid,

I have known my husband , yet my husband

Knowcs not that ever he knew me.

Luc. He was drunk then, my Lord, it can be no better.

Duk. For the benefit of filcnce,would thou were fo too.

Luc. Well my Lord.

Vu. This is no Witnelfe for Lord Angela.

Mar. Now I come to't, my Lord.

She that accufcs him of Fornication,

In felf-fame manner doth accufe my husband.

And charges him, my Lord, with fuch a time,

When He depofe I bad him in mine Arraes

With all theffeft of Love.

Ang. Charges (he moe than me ?

Mar. Not that I know.
Du, No ? you fay your husband.

Mar. Why juft my Lord, and that is Angela,

Who thinks he knows, that he neere knew my body.
But knows, he thinks, that he knows Jfabels.

Ang. This is a ftrange abufe : Let's fee thy face.

Mar. My husband bids me, now I will unmask.
This is that face, thou cruell Aigdo
Which once thou fworft, was worth the looking on

:

This is the hand, which with a vow'd contract

Was fjfl belockt in thine : This is the body
That took away the match from IfaM,
And did fupply thee at thy Garden-houfc
In her Imogin'd perfon.

Dtt. Know you this woman ?

Lhc. Carnally (lie fays.

Da. Sirrha , do more.

Luc. Enough my Lord.

Arg. My Lord, I muft confcfTe, I know this woman.
And five years (ince there was fome fpccch of marnage
Betwixt my felf and her : which was broke off,

Partly for that her promts*d proportions

Came (hort of Compolition : but in chief
j

For that her reputation was dif-valued

In levity : Since which time of five years

I never fpake with her,faw her, nor beard from bet

Upon my faith and honour.

Mar. Noble Prince,

As there comes light from heaven,and words from breath,

As there is fenfc tn truth , and truth in vcrtuc,

I am affianced this mans wife, as ftrongly

As words could make up Vowes : And my good Lord,
But Tuefday night laft gonc,in's Garden-hwifc

He knew me as a wife. As this is true.

Let me in fafety raife me from my knees.

Or elfe for ever be confixed here

A Marble Monumenr.
Ang. I did but fmile till now.

Now, good my Lord- give me the fcope of Jufticc,

My patience here is touch 'd : I do perceive

Thefe poor informall women, are no more
But mrfruments of fome more mightier member
That fets them on. Let me have way, my Lord,

To finde this praftife our.

Duke. I, with my hcarr,

And punifh them to your height of plcafure.

Thou foolifli Fryer, andthoa pernicious woman
Compaft with her that's gone : think 'ft thou thy oath5,

Though they would fwear down each particular Sawr,

Were teftimonies 'gainft his worth, and aedit

That's feald in approbation ? you. Lord Efcaltuy

Sit with my Cofen, lend him your kinde pains

To finde out this abufe , whence 'tis derivd.

There is another Fryer that fet them on,

Let him be fent for.

Prter. Would be were here, my Lord, for be indeed

Hath fct the women on to this complaint

;

Your Provoft knows the place where he abides.

And he may fetch him.

Duke. Go, do it inftantly:

And you my Noble and well-warranted Cofen

Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth,

Do with your injuries as fecms you beft

In any chaftifement ; I for a while

Will leave you ; but ftirre not you till you have

Well determio'd upon thefe Slanderers. ^ Exit,

Efe. My Lord, wce'll do it throughly : Signior LkU,

did not you fay, you knew that Fryer LadoaUk. to be a

difhoneft perfon ?

Luc. CucuSm fioH facit Manachum , honcft in nothing

but in his Cloaths, and one that hath fpokc moft villa-

nous fpeeches of the Duke.

Efc. We (hall intreat you to abide here till be come,

and inforce them againft him : we (hall finde this Fryer a

notable fellow.

Luc. As any in yitmia on my word.

Efca. Call that fame /faMhcre onceagaine, T would

fpeak with her : pray you , my Lord , give me leave to

quel^ion, you ftiall fee how He handle her.

Luc. Not better than he, by her own report.

Efca. Say you ?

Luc. Marry Sir, I think, if you handled bcr privately

She
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She fhould fooner confeffc, perchance publikely {he'll b(

afKam'd.

Enter Duke, Provoft, Jfahlla.

Efc. I will go darkly to work with her.

Luc. Thai's the way : for women are light at mid-
night.

Efc. Come on Miflris, here's a Gentlewoman Denies
all that you have faid.

Luc. My Lord, here comes the Rafcall I fpoke of,

Here with the Provofl.

Efc. In very good time : fpeak coi you to him, till we
call upon you.

Lhc. Mum.
Efc. Come fir, did you fee thefe women on to flander

Lord Angela ? they have confes'd you did.

1)uke. 'Tisfalfe.

I Efc. How ? know you where you are ?

Vake. Refpc6l to your great place ; and let the Devill

Be fometime honour'd, for his burning throne.

Where is the Duke ? 'tis he fhould hear me fpeak.

Efc. The Duke's in us : and we will hear you fpeak,

Look you fpeak juftly.

'Duke- Boldly at leaft. But oh poor fouls.

Come you to feck the Lamb here of the Fox ?

Good night to your redrefle : is the Duke gone ?

Then is your caufe gone too : The Duke's unjuft.

Thus to retort your manifefi appeale.

And put your tryall in the villaincs mouth,
Which here you come to accufe.

Luc. This is the Rafcall : this is he I fpoke of.

^Efc. Why thou unrcverend and unhallowed Fryer

:

Is'c not enough thou halt fuborn'd thefe women.
To accufe this worthy man ? but in foul mouth.
And in the witneffe of his proper eare,

To call himvillaine; and then to glance from him.
To thDuke himfelf, to tax him withlnjulh'ce?

Take him heftcej toth'rackwith him : we'll towze you

Joynt by joynt, but we will know his purpofe:

WhatPnnjuft?

Duke. Be not fo hot : the Duke dare
No more ftretch this finger of mine, than he
Dare rack his own : his Subjed am I not,

Nor here Provincial! : My bufincfle in this State

Made me a Icokcr on here in Vienna^

Where I have feen corruption boyl and bubble,
Till it ore-run the Stew: Laws for all faults.

But faults fo countenanc'd, that the flrong Statutes

Stand like the forfeits in a Barbers fliop,

As much in mock , as mark.

Efc. Slander to th'Stare

:

Away with him to prifon.

Aug. What can you vouch againft him Signior Lucio ?

Is this the man thar you did tell us of >

Lmc. 'Tis he, my Lord : come hither goodman bald-

pate, do you know me ?

Duke. I remember you fir by the found of your voyce,
' met you at the prifon in the abfence of the Duke ?

much more, much worfe.

Luc. Oh thou damnable fellow : did not I pluck thee

by the nofe, for thy fpeeches ?

Duke. I proteft, 1 love the Duke as I love my fclf.

u4ng. Hark how the villaine would clofe now , after

his treafonable abufes.

Efc Such a fellow is not to be talk'd withall : Away
with him to prifon : Where is the Provoft ? away with

him to prifon : lay bolts enough upon him : let him fpeak

no more : away with thofe Giglets too , and with the o-

ther confederate companion.

"Duke. Stay fir, Ihy a while.

jlng. What, refifts he ? help him Lnele.

Luc. Come fir, come fir, come fir : foh fir, why you
baldpated lying Rafcall : you mult be hooded muft you ?

Hiow your knaves vifage with a pox to you : ftiow your

rticcp-biting face , and be hang'd an houre : wilt not

ofF?

Duke. Thou art the firit knave that ere mad'ft a Duke.j

FirlJ Provoft , let me bayle thefe gentle three :

j

Sneak not away fir , for the Fryer and you,

Mult have a word anon : lay hold on him.

Luc. This may prove worfe than hanging.

Duke. What you have fpoke, I pardon : fit you down.
We'll borrow place of him j Sir, by your leave

:

Ha'lt thou or word or wit, or impudence.
That yet can do thee office .> If thou ha'ft.

Rely upon it , till my tale be heard.

And hold no longer our.

Ang. Oh my dread Lord.
I ftiould be guiltier than my guiltinelTe,

To think I can be undifcernable.

When I perceive your Grace , like power Divine,

Hath look'd upon my paflcs. Then good Prince,

No longer Seflion hold upon my fliame.

But let ray tryall be mine own Confefiion :

Immediate fentence then, and fequent death.

Is all the grace I beg.

Duke. Come hither Mariana,

Say : was't thou ever contracted to this woman ?

Aug. I was my Lord.

Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her inftantly.

Do you the office ( Fryer ) which confutnmate.

Return him here again : go with him Provoft. Exit,

Efc. My Lord, I am more amaz'd at his difhonor,

Than at the ftrangeneffe of ir.

Duke. Come hither Ifabelf

Your Fryer is now your Prince : As I was then

Advcrtifing, and holy to your bufinefTe,

( Not changing heart with habit) I am ftill,

Atturnied at your fervice.

Jfah. Oh give me pardon

That I, your vaffaile, have imploy'd and pain'd.

Your unknown Soveraignty.

Dnke. You are pardon'd Ifaheh

And now dear Maid , be you as free to us.

Your brothers death, I know, fits at your heart

:

And you may marvaile, why I obfcur'd my felf.

Luc. Oh,di(/ you fo? and do you remember what you Labouring to fave his life ; and would not rather

faid of the Duke ?

Duke. Moft notedly fir ?

Luc. Do you fo fir : And was the Duke a flefh-mon-

ger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to

bc>

Dnke. Yon muft ( fir ) change perfons with me. ere you

make that my report : you indeed fpoke fo of him, and

JMake rafh remonftrance of my hidden power,

Then let him fo be loft : Oh moft kinde Maid,
It was the fwift celerity of his death,

Which I did think with flower foot came on,

Thatbrain'd my purpofe : but peace be with him.
That life is better life paft fearing death,

Then that which lives to feare : make it your comfort,

Sol
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So happy is your Brother.
„ „ n.

Enter A»gtlo,Mart>i, Peter, Provoft.

Ifa. I do my Lord.

Duke. For this new-married man, approaching here,

Whofc fait imagination yet hath wrong'd

Your well defended honour -, you muft pardon

For Marianas fake : But as he adjudg'd your Brother,

Being criminall, in double violation

Of facred chaftitie, and of promife-breach,

Thereon dependant for your brothers life,

The very mercy of the Law cryes out

Moft audible , even from his proper tongue,

An Jngelo for Claudia, death for death

:

Hafte ftilt payes halie, and leafnre anfwers leafure;

Like doth quit like, and Meaff4re Hill for Meafure :

Then yineelo thy fault's thus manifeftcd

:

Which though thou wouldft deny , denyes thee vantage.

We do condemn thee to the very Block

Where Claadio ftoop'd to death, and with like halle.

Away with him.

Mar. Oh my moft gracious Lord,

I hope you will not mock me with a husband ?

Duke. It is your husband mock'd you with a husband,

Confenting to the fafe-guard of your honour,

1 thought your marriage fit : elfe Imputation,

For that he knew you, might reproach youfy<^'

And choak your good to come : for his pofleflions,

Although by confifcation they are ours

;

We do cnftate, and widdow you withall.

To buy you a better husband.

Mar. Oh my dear Lord,

I crave no other, nor no better man.

Duk;. Never crave him , we arc definitive

Mar. Gentle my Liege.

Dtike. You dobut lofe your labour.

Away with him to death : Now fir, to you.

Mar. Oh my good Lord, fweet Jfahet, tikt my pirt,

Lend me your knees, and all my life to come,

lie lend you all my life to do you fervice.

Duke. Againft all fenfc you do importune her,

Should (Vie kneel down, in mercy of this fail.

Her brothers ghoft his paved bed would break,

And take her hence in horror.

Mar. Ifabel t

Sweet Jfaiel, do yet but kneel by me,
Hold up your hands, fay nothing : Tie fpeak all.

They fay belt men are moulded out of faults.

And for the moft, become much more the better

For being a little bad : So may my husband.

Oh JfaM: will you not lend a knee ?

Duke. He dyes for Claudia's death.

lfal>. Mofl bounteous Sir.

Look, if it pleafe you , on this man condemn'd,
As if my brother liv'd : I partly think,

I

A due fincerity governed his deeds.

Till he did look on mc : Since it is fo.

Let him not dye : my brother had but Juftice,

In that he did the thing for which he di*d.

For Angela^ his aft did not ore-take his bad intent,
And muft be buried but as an intent

That periHi'd by the way : thoughts are no fubjefts

Inrents, but meerely thoughts.

I
Mar. Meerely my Lord.

Duke. Your fuit's unprofitable : ftand up I fay

:

I have bethought me of another fault.

Provofl , how came it Claudia wzs beheaded

At an unufuall houre ?

Pro. It was commanded fo.

Duk- Had you a fpeciall warrant for the deed ?

Pro. No my gooa Lord, it was by private meflage.

Duke. For which I do difchirgc you of your om ce,

Give up your keys,

Pro. Pardon mc, Noble Lord.
I thought it was a fault, but knew it nor,

^et did repent me after more advice.

For teftimony whereof, one in the prifon

That fiiould by private order clfc have d/d,

I have referv'd alive.

Duke. What's he ?

Pro. His name is 'Barnardine.

Duke. I wouldft thou hadfl done fo by ^audla:
Go fetch him hither, let me look upon him-

Efc. I am forty, one fo learned, and fo wife

As you, Lord Angela, have Hill appear 'd.

Should flip fo grofly, both in the heat of blood

And lack of temper 'd judgement afterward.

Anf. I am forty, that fuch forrow I procure.

And fo deep flicks it in my penitent heart.

That I crave death mote willingly than mercy,

'Tis my deferving, and I do intreat it.

Enter "Barnardine and Provofi, Claudia, fulielia.

Duke. Which is that Barnardine ?

Pro. This my Lord.

Duke. There was a Fryer told mc of this man,
Sirrha, thou art faid to have aflubborn foul.

That apprehends no further than this world,

And fquar'fi thy life according : Thou'rt condemn'd,
But for thofe earthly faults, I quit them all,

I pray thee take this mercy to provide

For better times to come : Fryer, advife him,

I leave him to your hand. What muffled fellow's that ?

Pro. This is another prifoner that I fav'd.

Who fhould have dy'd when Claudia lofl his head.

As like almoft to Claudia, as himfelf.

Duke. If he be like your brother, for his fake

Is iie pardon*d, and for your lovely fake

Give me your hand, and fay you will be mine,

He IS my brother too : But fitter time for that

:

By this Lord Angela perceives hee's fsfi:,

Metbinks I fee a quickning in his eye:

Well Angela, your evill quits you well.

Look that you love your wife : her worth, worth yours.

I finde an apt remifTion in my felf

:

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon,

You firrha, that knew mc for a fool, a Coward,

One ail of Luxurie, an AfTe, a mad man :

Wherein have I fo deferv'd of you

That you extoll me thus?

Luc. 'Faith my Lord , I fpoke it but according to the

trick : if you will hang me for it , you may : but 1 had ra-

ther it would pleafe you, I might be whipt.

Duke. Whipt fir(t fir, and hang'd after.

Proclaime it Pravafl round about the City

:

If any woman wrong'd by this lew'd fellow

( As I have heard him fwear himfelf there's one

Whom he begot with childe ) let her appear.

And he fhall marry her : the nuptiall finifh'd,

Let him be whip'd and hang'd.

Luc. I befccch your Highncflc, do not marry me to a

Whore : your Highncffe faid even now , I made you a

Duke, good my Lord do not recompence me, in maldng

me a Cuckold.

Ditke. Upon
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"Duke. Upon mine honor thou (halt marry her

;

Thy (landers I forgive, and therewithal!

Remit thy other forfeits: take him toprifon.

And fee our pleafure herein executed.

Luc. Marrying a punk my Lord, is prefling to death,

Whipping and hanging.

Duk: Slandering a Prince deferves it.

She ClitHdin that you wrong'd , look you reftore.

Joy to you Mariana, love her Angela :

I haveconfes'd her , and I know her vertue.

Thanks good friend, Efcaltuy for thy much goodnefle,

There's more behind that is more gratulate,

Thanks Provoft for thy care , and fccrecy.

We fhall imploy thee in a worthier place.

Forgive him Augeh, that brought you home
The head of R«goz.lne for Clattdio's,

Th'ofFence pardons it felf. Dear JfttbeU^

I have a motipn much imports your good,

Whereto if you'll a willing eare incline

;

What's mine is yours , and what is yours is mine.

So bring us to our Pallace, where wee'll fhow
What's yet behiod, that's meet you all fhould know.

7be Seme Vientid,

Names of all the Aftors.

f^mcenm : the Duke.

Angeht the Depmj.

Efcalta, an ancteet Lord.

Claudia, afoung Centlem«tu

Lncio^ afrntaftlque.

2. Other like Gentlemen,

Provofi,

Thomas. 7 . ^ •

Peter. y ^''""-

Elbow, a fimnle Conftable.

Froth, a ftel'P) Centlemon,

Clorvxe.

Abhorfon, an Executioner.

Barnardine , a dlffolute prifoner.

If«belia, fifter to Claudio.

Miirtana, betrothed to Angela.

Juliet , beloved of Claudio.

Francifca, a Nun.

Miftrii Over-don , a Baiad.

FINIS.
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The Comedie of Errors

(^&m Trimus^ Saena Trima.

Enter the Duke of Ephefw, with the Merchant of Syracitfa^

Jaylor , and other attendants.

Merchant.

Roceed Sallnus to procure my fall.

And by the doom of death end woes and all.

Duke. Merchant of SWacufa, plead no more.

I am not partial] to infringe our Lawcs ;

The enmitie and difcord which of late

Sprung from the rancorous outtage of your Duke,

To Merchants our well-dealing Countrimen,

Who wanting gilders to redeem their lives.

Have feal d his rigorous ftatutes with their blouds,

Excludes all pitty from our threatening looks

:

For fince the mortall and intefline Jarres

Twixt thy feditious Countrimen and us,

It hath in folemn Synods been decreed,

Both b^ the Siracufians and our felves,

T'admit no traffick to our adverfe Towns

:

Nay more , if any born at E^hefw

Be feen at any Siracttfitm Marts and Faires

:

Again , if any Siracufian born

Come to the Bay of Efhefus, he dies

:

His goods confifcate to t he Dukes difpofe,

llnlerte a thoufand marks be levied

To quit the penalty, and ranfom him :

Thy fubRance valued at the higheft rate,

Cannot amount unto a hundred Marks,

Therefore by Law thou art condemn'd to die.

Mer. Yet this my comfort,when your words are done,

My woes end likewife with the evening Sunne.

Duk: Well Siracujtan ;iiy in brief the caufe

"Why ihou depattedft from thy native home ?

And for what caufe thou cam'ft to Ephefus ?

Mer. A heavier task could not have been impos'd,

Then Itofpcak my grief unfpeakable:

Yet that the world may witneffe, that my end

Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence.

He utter what my forrow gives me leave.

In Syracufa was I born , and wed
Unto a woman , happy but for me

;

And by me too, had not our hap been bad r

With her I liv'd in joy, our wealth increaft

By profpcroiis voyages I often made
To Efidamlum, till ray facJlors death

:

And he great ftore of goods at random leaving.

Drew me from klnde cmbracements ofmy fpoufe
;

From whom my abfence was not fix moneths old.

Before her fclf ( almoft at fainting under

The pleafing puniOiment that women bear

)

Had made provifion for her following me.
And foon, and fafc arrived where I was

:

There had the' not been long, but fhc becameA joytuU mother of two goodly fonnes

:

And, which was ftrange, the one fo like « he other,
As could not be diHinguilh'd but by names.
That very hour , and in the felf-famc Inne,
A poor mean woman was delivered
Of fuch a burthen, Male-twins both alike:
1 hole, for their parents were exceeding pottf,
I bought, and brought up to attend my fonnes.
My wife, not meanly proud of two fuch boy*.
Made daily motions for our home return :

unwilling I agreed, alas, too foon we came aboord.
A league from Epidamium had we fayld
Before the alwayes windc -obeying deep
Gave any tragick Inftance of our H'arm:
But longer did we nor retain much hope;
hor what obfcured light the heavens didgranr,
Uid bat convey unto our fearfull minds
A doubtfull warrant of immediate death-
Which though my felf would gladly have Imbrac'd,
Yet the incellant weeping of my wife
Weeping before for what ftie faw mtlfl come.
And pitteous plainings of the prety babes
That mourn'd for faftiion, ignorant what to fear,
Forstiiie to feck delays for them and me.
And this K was : ( for other means was none )The Sailors fought for fafcty by our boate,
And left the Ship then finking-ripe to us.
My wife, raorccarefull for the latter born
Had fattened him unto a fmalj fparc Maft,'
Such as Sea-faring men provide forflorms'r
To him one of the other twins was bound
Whil'rt I had been like heedful! of the other.
The children thus difpos'd, my wife and 1,
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was flxr,

Faflnedour felves at either end the MafT,
And floating fltaight , obedient to the ftreame.
Was carried towards CcrUth, as we thougtir.
At length the Sunne gazing upon the earth,
Difperft thofe vapours that oriFended us

,

And by the benefit of his witli'd Ijohc
The Seas wax calme, and wc difcovercd
Two Ships from farre, making amain to uS ;

Of Corimh that
, of Efidanrus this •

But ere they came , oh Jet me fay no' triore,
Gather the fecjuell by that went before.

Duke. Nay forward old man, do notbrak offfo,

H For
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For we may pitty , though not patdon thee.

Menh. Oh had the gods dohe fo, 1 bad not now

Worthily tearm'd the n mercileffe to us

:

For ere the Ships could meet by twice five leagues,

We were cncountred by a mighty rock,

Which being violently born up upon,

Our helpfuU Ship was fplitted in the midft ;

So that in this unjuft divorce of us.

Fortune had left to both of us alike,

What to delight in , what to forrow for,

Her part, poor foul, feeming as burdened.

With leflfer weight, but not with lefler woe.

Was carried with more fpeed before the windc,

And in our fight they three were taken up

By FiOiermen of Corinth , as we thought.

At length another Ship had feiz'd on us,

And knowingwhom it was their hap to fave.

Cave helpful! welcome to their Shipwrackt gucfls,

And would have reft the Fifhcrs of their prey.

Had not their Bark been very flow of fail

;

And therefore homeward did they bend their courfe

Thus have you heard me fever *d from my bliffe.

That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd.

To tell fad flories of my own miftiaps.

Dttke. And for the fakes of them thou forroweft for,

Do me the favour to dilate at full.

What hath bcfaln of them and thee till now.

Merch. My yongeft boy, and yet my eldeft care.

At eighteen years became inquifuive

After his brother ; and importun'd me
That his attendant, ( for his cafe was like.

Reft of his brother, but retain d his name,

)

Might bear him company in the queft of him

:

Whom whil'ft I laboured of a love to fee,

I hazarded the lolfe of whom I lov'd.

FiveSommers have I fpenc in fartheft Greenef

Roming clean through the bounds oiAfta^

And coaQing homeward, came to Ephcftu :

Hopeleffe to finde, yet loath to leave unfoughc

Or that, or any place that harbours men :

But here mufl end the ftory of my life,

And happy were I in my timely death.

Could all my iravells warrant me they live.

Duk. Hapleffe Egeon whom the fates have markt

To bear th'cxtremitie of dire mifhap :

Now truft me, were it not againft our Lawes,

Againfl my Crowne, my oath , my dignity.

Which Princes would, they may not difanull.

My foulfliould fue as advocate for thee:

But though thou art adjudged to the death.

And parted fentence may not be recal'd

But to our honours great difparagement

:

Yet will I favour thee in what I can.

Therefore Merchant, He limit thee this day

To feek thy help by bcnefictall help,

Try all the friends thou haft in Ephefutj

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the fumme.

And live : if no, then thou arc doom'd to die :

jaylor take him to thy cuftodie.

Jaylor. I will my Lord.

Merch. Hopeleffe and helplefle doih Egeon wend,
But to procraftinate his livcleffe end. Exeum.

Enter Amlfholisy EroteSy a Merchant^ ondDromh.

Mer. Therefore give out you are of Efidamiuwt
Left that your goods coo foon be confifcate:

This very day a Sjracufan Merchant
Is apprehended for arrivall here,

And not being able to buy out his life.

According to the ftatute of the Town,
Dies ere the weary Sunne fet in the Weft ;

There is your money that I had to keep.

Am. Go bear it to the Cencaure, where we hoft.

And ftay there Dromio, till I come to thee
j

Till that He view the manners of the Town,
Within this hour it will be dinnertime:

Pcrufe the traders, gaze upon the buildings.

And then return and flecp within mine Inne,

For with long travailc I am fliffe and weary.

Get thee away.

Dro. Many a man would take you at your word.

And go indeed , having fo good a means.

Exit Dromio,

Am, a crufty villain C\t , that very oft,

When I am dull with care and melanchoUy,

Lightens my humor with his merry jefts

:

What, will you walk with me about the Town,
And then go to the Innc and dine with me ?

E. Mer. I am invited fir to certain Merchants,

Of whom I hope to make much benefit

:

I crave your pardon , foon at five a clock,

Pleafe you, He meet with you upon the Marr,

And afterward conforr you till bed time

:

My prefent bufineffe cals me from you now.
Ant. Farewell till then : I will go loofe my life.

And wander up and down to view the Citie.

£. Mer. Sir I commend you to your own content.

Exemt.
Ant. He that commends me to my own content.

Commends me to the thing I cannot get

:

I to the world am like a drop of water,

rhac in the Ocean feeks anocher drop.

Who falling there co finde his fellow forch,

( Unfecn, inquifuive ) confounds himfelf,

So I, to finde a Mother and a Brother,

Inqucft of him( unhappie) loofe my felf.

Enter "Dromio of Bphefut,

Here comes the almanack of my true date:

what now ? How chance thou art returnM fo foon,

EDro. Return'd fo foon, rather approachc coo late

:

The Capon bumes, the Pig fals from the fpit

;

The clock hath ftruckcn twelve upon the bell

:

My Mifiris made it one upon my cheek

:

She is fo hot becaufe the meat is cold

:

The meat is cold becaufe you come not home

;

You come not home, becaufe you have noftomack:

You have no ftomack, having broke your faft

:

But we that know what 'tis to faft and pray.

Are penitent for your default to day.

t^nt. Stop in your winde fir, tell me this I pray,

Where have you left cbe money thac I gave you ?

£. "Dro. Oh ? fix pence that I had a wenfday laft.

To pay the Sadler for my Miftris crupper

:

The Sadler had it Sir, I kept it not.

Ant. I am not in a fportive humor now

:

Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ?

We being ftrangers here, how dar'ft thou trurt

So great a cha^e from thine own cuftodie.

E. Dro. I pray you jeft fir as you fit at dinner

:

I from my Miftris come to you in poft

:

If I return I fliall be poft indeed.

Fori
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For iVic will fcoure your fault upon my pite

:

Methinks your maw, like mInc,(houId be your cook.

And ftrikc you home without a meffenger.

Alt. Come Dromlofomt, thefe jefts are out of feafon,

Refcrve them till a merrier houtc than thi?

.

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee?

£. Dro. To me fir ? why you give no gold to me ?

Am, Come on fir knave, havt done your foolininefs,

And tell me how thou haft difpof'd thy charge.

£. Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the Mart

Home to your houfe, ( the Phanlx fir ) to dinner

;

My Mifirisand her fifler ft lies for you.

Ant. Now a!! I am a Chriftian anfwer me,

In what fafe place you have beftow'd my money

:

Or I fh ail break that mefry fconce of youtj

That ftands on tricks, when I am undifpos'd :

Where is the thoufand Marks thou hadft of me ?

E. Dro. I have forae marks of yours upon my pate

:

Some of my Mifttis marks upon my fhoulders

:

But not a thoufand marks between you both.

If I fhould pay your worfhip ihofe again,

Perchance you will not bear them patiently.

Ant. Thy Miftris marks ? what miftris flavc haft thou ?

E. Dro. Your worftiips wife,my miftris at the Pha/iix ;

She that doth faft till you come home to dinner

:

And prays that you will hie you home to dinner.

Aat. What wilt thou flout me thus unto cnyface

Being forbid ? There take you that fir knave.

E.Dro. What mean you fir, for God fake hold your

Nay, and you will not fir. He take my heels. ( hands

:

Exit Dromio Ep.

Ant. Upon my life by fome device or other,

The villain is ore-wrought of all my money.

They fay this Town is full of cofenage :

As nimble Juglcrs that deceive the eye :

Dark-working Sorcerers ihat change the minde i

Soul-killing Witches, that deforme the body

:

Difguifed Cheaters, prating Mountebanks -,

And many fuch like liberties of finne •

If it prove fo , I will be gone the fooncf :

Ileto theCentaure to go fcek this Have,

I greatly fcare my money is not fafe.

Exit

^clus Secmda, '

Enter Adriana, wife to Antipholis Sereptuiy

with Luciana her Sijler.

Adr. Neither my husband northcflave return'd,

That in fuch hafte I fent to fcek his Mafter ?

Sure Lucia»a it is two a clock.

Luc. Perhaps fome Merchant hath invitsd him.
And from the Mart he's fomewhere gone to dinner

:

Good Sifter, Let us dine, and never fret

;

A man is Mifter of his libertie ;

Time is their Mafter, and when they fee time,
They'll go or come; if fo, be patient Sifter.

Adr. Why fhould their libertie than ours be more ?

Luc. Becaufc their bufinefle ftill lyes out adore.

Adr. Look when I ferve him fo, he takes it ill.

Luc. Oh, know he is the bridle of your will.

Adr. There's none but afles will be bridled fo.

Luc. Why, headftrong liberty is laftit with woe

:

There's nothing fituate under heavens eye,
But hath his bound in earth, in fea, in skie.

The beafts, the fifties, and the winged fowles
Are their males fubjefts, and at their controulcs

:

Man more divine, the Mafter of all thefe,

Lord of the wide world, and wide watry few,
Indued with intelle<auall fence and foul,

Of more prchcmincnce than fifh and fowle.
Arc mafters to their females, and their Lords :

Then let your will attend on their accords.

Adri. This fervitude makes you to keep unwed.
Lnci. Not this but troubles of the marriage bed.

Adr. But were you wedded,you would bear fome fway.

Luc. Ere I learn love, lie praf^ife to obey.

Adr. How if your husband ftart fome other where?
Luc. Till he come home again , I would forbcarc.

Adr. Patience unmov'd, no marvell though (he patifc.

They can be meek , that have no other caufe

:

A wretched foul bruis'd with adverfitie,

We bid be quiet when we hear it crie.

But were we burdned with like waight of pain.

As much, or more, we fhould our felves complain:

So thou that haft no unkinde mate to grieve thee,

With urging hclplefte patience would relieve me;
But if thou live to fee like right bereft.

This fool-beg'd patience in thee will be left.

Luci. Well, I will marry one day but to trie:

Here comes your man, now is your husband nie.

Enter Dromio Efh.

Air. Say,is yoiir rardie mafter now at hand ?

E. Dro. Nay he's at two hands with me, and that my
two eares can witneflc.

Adr. Say, didft thou fpeakwith him ? knowft thou

his minde ?

£. Dro. I, T, he told his minde upoii mine eare,

Beftirew his hand, I fcarce could undcrftand it.

Luc Spake he fo doubtfully, thou couldft not feel

his meaning.

E.Dro. Nay, he ftruck fo plainly, 1 could too well

feel his blows; and withall fo doubtfully, that 1 could

fcarce undetftand them.

Adri. But fay, I prethce, is becoming home ?

It feems he hath great care to pleafe his wife.

£. Dro. Why Miftreffe, fure my Mafter is horn mad.

Adri. Horn mad, thou villain ?

E. 'Dro. 1 mean not Cuckold-mad,

But fure he is ftark mad :

When I defir'd him to come home to dinner

;

He ask'd me for a loco. marks in gold :

Tis dinner time, quoth I : my.gold, quoth he :

Your meat doth burn, quoth I : my gold, quoth her

Will you come.quoth f : my gold, quoth he

;

Where is the thoufand marks fgave thee villain ?

The Pigge, quoth I, is burn'd: my gold, quoth he :

My miftreffe, fir, quoth I : hang up thy miftfeffc ;

I know not thy milUelTcjOut on my miftrcfTc.

Luc. Quoth who?

£. Dro. Quoth my Mafter, I know.quoth be, no houfe,

no wife, no miftrelTe : fo that my arrant due unto my

tongue, I thank him, I bare home upon my fhoulders:

for in conclufion, he did beat mc there.

Adr. Go back again thou flavc , and fetch him home.

Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home ?

For Gods fake fend fome other meffenger.

H » Adri. Back
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Mri. Back (lave, or I will break ihy pate acroffe.

Dro. And he will blelTe that croiTe with other beating

:

Between you, I fhall have a holy head.

Mrl. Hence prating pefanc, fetch thy maftcrhome.

Dro. Am I fo round with you, as you wuh me,

That like a foot-ball you do fpurn me thus

:

You fpurn me hence, and he will fourn me hither.

If I laft in this fervicc, you muft cafe nie m leather. Exit.

Lucl. Fie how impatience lowrethin your face

:

Mri. His company muftdo his minions grace,

Whil'ft I at home ftarve for a merry look :

Hath homely age th'alluring beauty took

From my poor check ? then he haih wafted it.

Are my dilcourfes dull? Barren my wit,

If voluble and (harp difcourfe be mar'd,

Unkindneffe blots ic more than marble hard.

Do their gay veftments his aflfcftions batte ?

That's not my fault, he's mafter of my ftate.

Whar ruines are in me that can be found.

By him not ruin'd ? Then is he the ground

Of my defeatures. My decayed faire,

A funny look of his, would foon repaire.

But ( too unruly Deer,) he breaks the pale.

And feeds from home ;
poor I am but his ftale.

Lucl. Self-harming jealoufie, fie beat it hence.

Ad. Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs difpence :

I know his eye doih homage other-where,

Or elfe, what lets it but he would be here ?

Sifter, you know he promifed me a chain.

Would that alone, alone he would detain.

So he would keep faire quarter wuh his bed.-

I fee the Jewel beft enamaled

Will lofe his beanty : yet the gold bides ftill

That others touch, and often touching will

:

Since that my beauty cannot pleafe his eie,

He weep ( what's left ) away and weeping die.

Luc. How many fond fools ferve mad Jeiloufie ?

Exam.
Enter AfitifholU Erotes.

^Ant. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up

Safe at the Cemmr^ and the heedfiill (lave

Is wanJred forth in care to feek me out

By computation and mine hofts report.

I could not fpeak with Dromio, fince at firft

I fent him from the Mart : fee here he comes.

Enter 'Dromio Stracufan.

How now fir, is your merry humor alter 'd ?

As you love flroaks, fo jeft with me again :

You know no ^emaur ? you receiv'd no gold ?

Your miftris fent to have me home to dinner ?

My houfe was at the PhxKix f Waft thou mad.
That thus fo madly thou didft anfwer me ?

S. Dro, What anfwer fir ? when fpake I fuch a word ?

E. Ant. Evennow,even here,not half an houre fince.

S. Dro. I did not fee you fince you fent me hence

Home to the Centaur with the gold you gave me ?

Ant. Villain, thou didft deny the golds leceit.

And toldftme of a Miftris, and a dinner.

For which I hope thou feltft I was difpleas'd.

5. Dro. I am glad to fee you in this mercy veine,

What means this j'eft, I pray you Mafter tell me ?

Ant. Yea,do'ft thou jeer and flowt me in the teeth ?

Tbinkft, thou I jeftPhold, take thou that, & that. Beats Dro.

S. Dro. Hold fir,for Gods fake, now your jeft is earneft.

Upon what bargain do you give it me ?

Antlfh. Becaufe that I familiarly fometimes

Do ufe you for my fool, and chat with you,

Your fawcineflc will jeft upon my love,

And make a Common of my ferious houres.

When the Sunne fliines, let fcolifti gnats make fport,

But creep in crannies, when he hides his beames

;

If you will jeft with me, know my afped,

And faftiion your demeanor to my looks,

Or I will beat this method in your fconce.

S. Dro. Sconce all you it ? fo you would leave batte-

ring, I had rather have it a head , and you ufe thefe blows

long ^ I muft get a fconce for my head , and Infconce it

too, or clfc 1 ftiall feek my wit in my fKoulders, but I pray

fir.why am I beaten ?

Ant. Doft thou not know ?

5. Dro, Nothing fir, but that I am bcatetJ.

Ant. Shall I tell you why ?

S. Dro. I fir, and wherefore ; for they fay , every why
hath a wherefore.

Am. Why firft for flouting me, and then wherefore,

for urging it the fecond time to me.

S.Dro. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of
feafon, when in the why and the wherefore , is neither

rime nor reafon. Well fir, I thank you.

Ant. Thank me fir, for what ?

S. Dro. Marry fir, for this foraething that you gave me
for nothing.

Ant, He make you amends next, to give you nothing
for fomething. But fay fir, is it dinner time ?

S. Dro. No fir, 1 think the meat wants that I have.

Am. In good time fir, what's that i

S.Dro. Bafting.

Ant. Well fir, then 'twill be dry.

S. T)ro. If it be fir, I pray you eat not cf it.

Ant. Your reafon ?

S. 'Dro. Left it make you chollcrick, and purchafe me
another dry bafting.

Ant. Well fir , learn to jeft in good time, there's a

time for all things.

S. Dro. I durft have denied that before you were fo

choUerick.

Ami. By what rule fir ?

S. Dro. Marry fir, by a rule as plain as the plain bald

pate of Father time himfelf.

Ant. Let's hear ir.

S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his hairc

that grows bald by nature.

Ant. May he not do it by fine and recovery?

S.Dro. Yes, to pay a fine for a perewig, and recover

the loft haire of another man.

Ant. Why, is Time fuch a niggard of haire, being( as

it is) fo plentifull an excrement ?

S. Dro. Becaufe it is a blefting that he beftows on
beafts, and what he hath fcanted them in haire, he hath

given them in wit.

Ant. Why , but there's many a man hath more haire

than wit.

S. Dro, Not a man of thofe but he hath the wit to lofe

his haire.

Ant. Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain dea-

lers without wit.

S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the fooner loft
; yet he loo-

feth it in a kindof jollitie.

Ant. For what reafon ?

S. Dro. For two, and found ones too.

An. Nay

J
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An. Nay not found ones I pray you.

S. Dri. Sure ones then.

An. Nay, nor furc in a thing falling.

S. Dro. Certain ones then.

An. Name them.
, , , j

S. Dro. The one to fave the money that he fpends in

trying : the other, that at dinner they (hould not dtop in

his porrage.

An. You would all this time have provd, there is no

time for all things.

S.Dro. Marry and did fu: namely, no time to reco-

ver hairc lofl by Nature.

An. But your rcafon was not fubftantiall , why there

is no time to recover.

S. Dro. Thus I mead it : Time himfelf is bald ,
and

therefore to the worlds end, will have bald followers.

An. I knew 'twould be a bald conduTion : but foft,

who wafts us yonder ?

Eittcr Adrlann and Luciana.

Adri. I, I, Antipholu, look ftrangc and frowne.

Some other Miflrefle hath fome fweet afpcfts

:

I am not Adrlana, nor thy wife.

The tune was once, when thou un-urg'd wouldft vow,

That never words were mufick to thine eare.

That never objeft pleafing in thine eye,

That never touch well welcome to thy hand
;

That never meat fweet-fivout'd in thy taRc ;

Unleffe I fpake, or look'd, or touch'd or carv'd to thee.

How comes it now, ( my Husband ) oh how comes it.

That thou art then eftranged from thy felf ?

Thy felf I call it, being ftrange to mc

:

That undividable Incorporate

Am better than thy deer felfs berterparr.

Ah do not tear away thy felf from me ;

For know my love : as calie maift thou fall

A drop of water in the breaking gulfe,

And take unmingled thence that drop again

Without addition or diminifhing.

As take from me thy felf, and not me too.

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick,

Shouldfl thou hear I were licencious .*

And that this body confecrate to thee,

Hy Ruffian Luft fliould be contaminate?

Wculdfl thou not fpit at me, and fpurn at me,
And hurl the name of husband in my face.

And tear the (tain'd skin of my Harlot brow.
And from my falfehand cue the wedding ring.

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ?

I know thoii canlt, and therefore fee thou do it.

I am poffelt with an adulterate blot,

I

My bloud is mingled with the crime of luft :

For if we two be one,and thou play falfc,

I do digeft the poyfon of my flefli,

Being (trumpeted by thy contagion.

Keep then faire league and truce with thy true bed,
I live difhin'd , thou undifhonoured.

Amip. Plead you to me faire dame ? I know you not
In Ephefia I am but two houres old,
As ftrange unto your town, as to your talk.

Who every word by all my wic being fcan'd.
Wants wit in all, one word to underfland.
Luct. Fie brother, how the world is chang'd with you

When were you wont toufc my filler thus?
She fcnt for you by Dromia home to dinner.

Ant. By Dromlo T 'Drom. By me.

Adr. By thee, and thus thou didft return from him.

That he did buffet thee, and in his blows.

Denied my houfe for his, mc for his wife.

Ant. Did you converfe fir with this Gentlewoman

:

What is thecourfeand drift of youf compaft ?

5. Dre. I fir ? I never faw her till this time.

Am. Villain thou lieft, for even her very words,

Didft thou deliver to me on the Mart.

S. Dro. I never fpakc with her in all my life.

A/a. How can (he thus then call us by our names ?

UnleCTe it be by infpiration.

Adr. How ill agrees it with yourgravitie.

To counterfeit thus grofely with your (lave.

Abetting him to thwart me in my moode ;

Be it my wrong, you arc from me exempt,

But wrong not that wrong with a morccontempc.

Cornel will faften on this fleeve of thine:

Thou arc an Eime, my husband, I a Vine

:

Whofe weakncfle married to thy flrongcr flare.

Makes me with thy flrcngth to communicate :

If ought poffeffe thee from mc, it is droffe,

Ufurping Ivie, Brier, or idle Moffc,

Who all for want of pruning, with intrufion,

Infeft thy Sap, and live on thy confufion.

Am. To mc (he fpcaks , (he moves mc foe her

theame

;

What, was I married to her in my dreame ?

Or flccp I now, and think I hear all this?
'

What error drives our eyes and cares amilTe f

Untill I know this furc unccrtaintie,

lie entertain the free'd fallacie.

Luc. Dromlo^Go bid the fervants fpred for dinner.

5. Dro. Oh for my beads, I crolTe mefora finner.

This is the fairy land, oh fpite offpights,

We talk with Goblins, Qwles and Elves Sprights

;

If we obey them not, this will infue

:

They 'I fuck our breath, or pinch as black and blew.

Luc. Why prai'ft thou to thy felf,

Dromio, thou Drormoi fnaile, thou flug, thou for,

S. Dro. I am transformed Mafler, am I not ?

Am. 1 think thou art in minde, and fo am I.

S. Dro. Nay Mafler, both in minde, and m my ftiapc.

Air. Thou hafl thine own forme.

5- Dro. No, I am an Ape.

Luc. If thou art chang'd to ought, 'tis to an Affc.

S. Dro. 'lis true (he rides me, and Hong forgraHe.

'Tis fo, I am an Alfe, elfe It could ncva be.

But I fhould know her as well as fhe knows mc.

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool,

To^ut the finger in the eye and weep

;

Whil'fl man and mafter laughs my woes to fcorn s

Come fir to dinner, ^«otw keep the gate

:

Husband He dine above with you to day.

And fhrive you of a thoufand idle pranks :

Sirra, if any ask you for your Ma(kr,
Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter

:

Comefifler, Drvmto fUy the Porter well.

Am. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell *

Sleeping or waking, triad or well advil 'd

Known untothefe, and to my felf difjguif'd I

lie Cay as they fay, and perfcvcr fo

And in this mift at all acfventures go.

S. Dro. Mafler, fhall I be Porter at the gate

»

Adr. 1, and let none enter, Icafl 1 break your pate.

Luci. Come, come, Amiphelu^ wcdinc loo late.

H J
Atft
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ABhs Tertins, Sc^na Trima.

Enter Am'ifholn of EfhefM , h^ man Dromlo, Angdo tht

Coldfmithy and Bakhat.ar the Merchant.

E. /^»f. Good fignior J^^gehyoa mua excufe us all.

My wife is flirewifh when I keep noc houres,

Say that I lingerd with you at your (hop

To fee the making of her Carkaner,

And that to morrow you will bring it home.

But here's avillainc that would face me down

He met me on the Mart, and that 1 beat him,

Andcharg'd him with a thoufand marks in gold.

And that I did deny my wife and houfe

;

Thou drunkard thou, what didft thou mean by this ?

£. Dro. Say what you will fir, but I know what I know,

That you beat meat the Mart I have your hand to (how ;

If t he ski n were parchmcc,& the blows you gave were ink,

Your hand- writing would tell you what I think.

E. Ant 1 think thou art an aflc.

£ . Dro. Marry fo it doth appear

By the wrongs I fuffer , and the blows I bear

:

I fhould kick being kickt, and being at thatpaffe,

You would keep from my heels, and beware of an affe.

£. An. Y'are fad fignior 'Balthax.ar, pray God our cheer

May anfwer my good will, and your good welcom here,

BalA hold your dainties cheap fir,&: your welcom deer.

£. Am. Oht^gmoi Balthaz^ar^ either at flefh or filli.

A table full of welcome, makes fcarce one dainty diQi.

Bal. Good meat fir is common thit every churle affords.

Ant. And welcome more common, for that's nothing

but words.

"Bal. Small cheere and great welcome, makes a mer-

ry feaft.

Ant. I, to a niggardly HoR, and more fpating gueft

:

Ructhoughmycatesbemean, takethem ingoodparr,

Better cheere may you have, but not with better hart.

But foft, my door is lockt ; go bid them let us in.

E.Dro. Maud, Brlget., Mariat^tCijly, Gillian, Own.

S. Dro. Mome, Malt-horfe, Capon, Coxcombe, Idi-

ot, Patch.

Either get thee from the door j or fit down at the hatch

:

Dofl thou conjure for wenches,that thou calft for fuch fiore,

VVhcn one is one too many, go get thee from the doore.

E.Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my Maikr

ftays in the ftreer.

S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, left he

catch cold on's feet.

E.Ant. Who talks within there ? hoa, open the door.

S. Dro. Right fir , lie tell you when, and you'll tell

me wherefore.

tAnt. Wherefore ? for my dinner : I have not din'd to

day.

S. Dro. Nor to day here you muft not, come again

when you may.

Ant. What art ihou that keep'ft me out from the

houfe I owe ?

S. Dro. The Porter for this time Sir, and my name is

Drtmtio.

£. Dro. O villaine , thou hafl ftolne both mine office

and my name.

The one nc're got me credit, the other mickle blame :

If thou hadn bid Dromio to day in my place.

Thou wouldft have chang'd thy face for a name, or ihy

name for an affe.

Enter Luce»

Lue. What a coile is there Dromio ? who arc thofc

at the gate?

E.Dro. Let my Mafier in Luce,

Luc. Faith no, he comes too late , and fo tell your

Mafier.

£. Dro. O Lord 1 muft laugh, have at you with a Pro-

verb.

Shall I fet in my ftaffe.

Luc. Have at you with another, that's when? canyon

tell?

S.Dro, If thy name be called Lacf, Lx^thou haft an-

fwet'd him well.

Ant. Do you hear you minion ,
you'll let us in I

hope?

Luce. I thought to have askt you.

S. Dro. And you faid no.

£. Dro. So come help , well ftruck , there was blow

for blow.

Ant. Thou baggage let me in.

Luce. Can you tell for whofe fake ?

E. Dram. Mailer, knock the door hard.

Luc. Let him knock till it ake.

Alt. You'll cry for this minion, if I beat the door

down.

Lite. Whar needs all that , and a paire of flocks in the

Town ?

Snter Adrtana.

Adr. Who is that at the door that keeps all this nolfc ?

S.Dro. By my troth your Town is troubled with. un-

ruly boys.

Anti^ hit you there Wife ? you might have come
before.

Adr. Your wife fir knave? go get you from the door.

£. Dro. If you went in paine Mafter, this knave would

go fore.

Angela. Here is neither cheer fir, nor welcome, we
would faine have either.

Baltz,. In debating which was beft , we /hall part

with neither.

£. The. They ftand at the Door, Mafter, bid them

we come hither.

Am. There is fomething in the winde , that we can-

not get in.

E.Dro. You would fay fo Mafter, if your garments

were thin.

Your cake here is warme within : you ftand here in the

cold.

It would make a man as mad as a Buck to be fo oought

and fold.

Ant. Go fetch me fomething, He break ope the gate.

S. Dro. Break any breaking here , and He break your

knaves pate.

£. Dro. A man may break a word with you fir , and

words are but winde ;

I and break it in your face, fo he break it not behinde.

S. Dro. It fccms thou wani'ft breaking, out upon thee

hinde.

£. Dro. Heer's too much, out upon thee, I priy thee let

me in.

S.'Dro. IjWhenfowles have no feathers and fifti have

no fin.

Ant. Well, He break in : go borrow me a crow.

£. Dro. A crow without feather, Mafter mean you fo

;

For
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For a fifh wichouc a fin, there's a fowlc without a feather,

If a crow help us in firra, wec'll pluck a crow together.

jitit. Go, gee thee gon, fetch me an iron Crow.

'BM. Have patience fir, oh let it not be fo,

Herein you warre agamft your reputation,

And draw within the compaffe of fufpeft

Th' unviolated honour of your wife.

Once thi5 your long experience of your wifdomc,

Her fober vertue, years and modeliy,

Plead on your part fomc caufe'to you unknown
;

And doubt not fir , but (lie will well cxcufe

Why at this time the doors are made againft you.

Be riil'd by me , depart in panencc.

And let us to the Tyger all to dinner,

And about evening come your fclf alone,

To know the rcifon of this Grange reftramt :

If by ftrong hand you offer to break in

Now in the ftirring paffage of the day_,

A vulgar comment will be made of it

;

And that fuppofcd by the common rowt

Againft your yet ungalled eRimation.

That may with foule intrufion enter in.

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ;

For flander lives upon fucceflion
;

For ever houf'd, where it once gets portcflion.

Ant. You have prevail'd, I will depart in quiet,

And in defpight of mirth mean to be merry :

I know a wench of excellent difcourfe,'

Pretty and wuty ; wilde, and yet too gentle ;

There will we dine : this woman that I mean

My wife ( but I proteft without defert

)

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withall

:

To her will we to dinner, get you home

And ferch the chaine, by this I know 'tis made,

Bring it I pray you to the Porpe»tine,

For there's thehoufe: That chain I will beftow

( Be it for nothing but to fpighc my wife)

Upon my hofleffe there, good fir make hafte :

Since mine own doors refufe to entercain me.

He knock elfe-where,to fee if they'll difdain me.

Aug. He meet you at that place fome houre fir hence,

Am. Do fo, this jeft fhall coft me fome expence.

Exeunt

Enter Luclarta , with AntlpholU of Slracufa.

Julia. And may it be that you have quite forgot

A husbands office ? fhall Antipholis

Even in the fpring of Love, thy Love-fprings rot ?

Shall love in buildings grow fo ruinate ?

If you did wed my fitter for her wealth,

Then for her wealths-lake ufe her with more kindneffe:

Or if you like elfewhere, do it by ftealth,

Muffle your falfc love with fome fhew of blindneffe

:

Let not my fifter reade it in your eye :

Be not thy tongue thy own (hames Orator

:

Look fwcet,(peak fairc, become difloyaltie:

Apparell vice like vertues harbenger

:

Beare a faire prefence, though your heart be tainted,

Teach finne the carriage of a holy Samt,

Be fecret falfe : what need flie be acquainted ?

What fimple thiefe brags of his own attainc ?

'Tis double wrong to truant with your bed.

And let her reade it in thy looks at boord :

Shame hath a baftard fame, well mannaged,
III deeds are doubled with an cvill word:
Alas- poor women, make us not beleevc

( Being compafl of credit ) that you love us.

Though others have the armc, fhew us the flccvc

:

Wc in your motion t utnc ; and you may n:K>ve us.

Then gentle brother get you in again
;

Comfort my fificr,chcere her, call her wife

;

'Tis holy fport to be a little vain,

When the fweet breath of flattery conquers fltife.

S. eyfnt. Sweet Miflris : what your name is clfe I

know not

;

Nor by what wonder you do bit of mine

:

Lefle in your knowledge , and your grace you Ihow not,

Then our earths wonder, more tiian earth divine.

Teach me deerc creature how lo think and fpeak :

Lay open to my earthy groffc conceit:

Smotbredin errors, feeble, Ihaddow, weak.
The foulded meaning of your words deceit

;

Againft my fouls pure truth, why labour you.

To make it wander in an unknown field ?

Are you a god ? would you create me new ?

Transforme me then, and to your powrc He yeeld^

But if that I am I, then well I know,
Your weeping fifier is no wile of mine.

Nor to her bed a homage do I owe

:

Far more, far more, to you do I decline :

Oh traine me not fweet Mcrmaidc with thy note

To drown me in thy fillers floud of teares

:

Sing Siren for thy fclf, and 1 will dote :

Spred ore the filver waves thy golden haires

;

And as a bed He take thee, and there lie:

And in that glorious fuppofition think.

He guns by death, that hath fuch means to die :

Let Love, being light, be drowned if ilic finke.

Luc. What are you mad, that you do reafon fo ?

Am. Not mad, but mated, how I do not know.
Luc. It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye.

Am. For gazing on your beames, faire Sun being by.

Luc. Gaze when you fhould, and that will clccrc yout

fight.

Am. As good to wink fweet love, as look on night.

Luc. Why call you me love ? call my fiflcr lo.

Am. Thy fillers fifler.

Luc. That'smy fitter.

Am. No : it is thy felf,mine own felfs better part

:

Mine eyes cleere eye, my decre hearts dearer heart,

My food, my fortune, and my fweet hopes aime

;

My folc earths heaven, and my heavens claime.

Luc, All this my fifler is, or elfe (hould be.

Am. Call thy fclf filler fweet, for I am thee :

Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life

;

Thou had no husband yet, nor 1 no wife ;

Give me thy hand.

Luc. Oh fofc fir, hold you ftill

:

He fetch my filler to get her good wilL

Enter Dromio, Siracujuu

Am. Why how now Dromio , where run'ft thou fo

fad.

S. Dro. Do you know me fir ? Am I Dromio ? Am I

your man ? Am 1 my felf ?

I
Am. Thou art Drow/tf, thou arc my man, thou art

thy felft

'Dro. I am an afie , I am a womans nun, and befides

my felf.

Ant. What womans man ? and how befides thy

felf?

Dro. Marry fir, befides my felf, I am due to a woman :

One that claimes me, one that haunts me , ooc that wiU

have me.
yf-f. Wh*t
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u4>it. Whjtdiimelaycs ftie to thee ?

Dro. Marry fir , fuch cUime as you would lay to your

horfe, and fhe would have me as a beaft ; not that 1 be-

ing a beaft (he would have me, buf thatftie being a ve-

ry beaftly creature lays ciaime to me.

j4nt. What is fhe ?

Dro. A very reverent body : I fuch a one , as a man

may not fpeak of, without he fay fir reverence i I have

but Jeanc luck in the match , and yet is (he a wondrous

fat marriage.

Ami. How doft rhou mean a fat marriage ?

Dro. Marry fir,(he's the Kitchin wench,and all grcafe,

and I know not what ufe to put her too, but to make a

Lamp of her , and run from her by her own light. I

warrant, her ragges and the Tallow in them, will burne

a PoUnd Winter : If fhe lives till doomcfday, (he'l burne

a week longer than the whole Woild.

Ant. What complexion is fhe of ?

Dro, Swart like my fhooc, but her face nothing like

fo cleane kept : for why ? fhe fweates a man may goe o-

ver-fhoocs in the grime of it.

Ant. That's a fault that water will mend.

Dro. No fir, "tis in punt , No»hs flood could not

do it.

Ant. What's her name ?

Dro. NellSh : .but her name is iJiree quarters, that's

an Ell and three quarters, will not meafureher from hip

to hip.

Ant. Then fhe beares feme bredtb ?

Dro. No longer from head to foot,

ro hip : fhe is fpheticall like a globe : 1

Countries in her.

A>it. In what part of her body flands Ireland?

Drt. Marry fir in her butiockes , I found it out by

the bogges.

Ant. V^btXS ScotUnd ?

Dro. I found it by the barrennelTe, hard m the palme

of the hand.

Ant. Where France f

Dro. In her forehead
,

warre sgainft het haire.

Ant. Where England ?

Dro. I look'd for the chalky Cliffes, but I could find

no whitenelTe in them. But I guetfe, ic ftood m her chin

by the fait rheume that ran between fr.J'jff, and it.

Ant. Where Sfaine ?

Dro. Faith I faw it not : but I felt it hot in her breath.

Ant. Where Amenca^Kht Indies ?

T)ro. Ohfir,uponher nofe, all ore embellifhed with

Rubies, Carbuncles, Saphires, declining their rich Af-

pe£l: to the hot breath of Spaine , wno fent whole At-

madoes ofCarrafls to beballaft at her nofe.

Ant. Where ftood "Belgia, the Netherlands ?

Dro. Oh fir , I did not look fo low. To conclctde,

then from hip

could find out

arm'd and reverted , making

this drudge or Diviner layd ciaime to me, call'd me
Dremio, fwore I was afTur'd to her , told me what privic

1 marks 1 had about me, as the marks of my fhoulder,

the Mole in my neck , the great Wart, on my left arme,

that I amaz'd ran from her as a Witch. And I chink, if

my brefl had not been made of faith , and my heart of

fleel, fhe had transform'd me to a Curtail dog, and made
me ticrni'th wheel.

Ant. Go hie thee prefently, poft to the rode,

And if the winde blow any way from fhore,

I will not harbour in this Town to night.

If any Bark put forth, come to the Mart,

Where I will walk till thou return to me

:

Jf every one knows us , and we know none,
Tis time I think to trudge, pack, and be gone.
Dro. As from a Bear a man would run for life,

So flie I from her that would be my wife. Exit.
e/int. There's none but witches do inhabite here.

And therefore 'us hie time that I were hence :

She that doth call me husband, even my foul
Doth for a wife abhorre. But her faire fif^er

Pofidi with fuch a gentle foveraigne grace.
Of fuch inchanting prefcnce and difcourfe,
Hath almcftmademe Traytor to my felf:

But leaft my felf be guilty to felf-wrong,

Ucftop mineeares againft the Mermaids fong.

Ewer Angela Mih the Chain.

'^»g' M. Antifhalts.
Ant. I that's my name.
Ang. I know it well fir, loe here's the Chain,

1 thought to have tane you at the Porpemincy
The Chain unfinifht made me ftay thus long.
Am. What is your will that I fhal! do with this ?

Ant, What pleafe your felf fir : I have made it for
you.

Ant. Made it for me fir .' Ibefpokeit nor.

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twen tie times you
have :

Go home with it, and pleafe your Wife withall.

And foon at fupper time He vifit you.
And then receive my money for the Chain.

Ant. I pray you fir receive themoney now.
For fear you ne're fee Chain, nor money more.

Ang. You are a merry man fir, fare you well. Exit.
Ant. What I Aiould think of this, I cannot tell :

But this I think, there's no man is fo vain,

That would refufe fo faire an offer 'd Chain.
I fee a man here needs not live by (hifts.

When in the ftieets he meets fuch Golden gifts:

He to the Mart, and therefor Dromlo (tay,

If any Ship put out, then ftraic away. Exit.

Q^dus QHartm. Sc^na ^rima.

Enter a Merchaett Goldfmith, and an Offcer.

Mer. You know fincePentecoft thefumisdue,

And fince I have not much importun'd you.

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound

To Perfia, and want Gilders for my voyage

:

Therefore make prefent farisfaftion.

Or He attach you by this Officer.

Gold. Even juft the fum that I do owe toyou»

Is growing to me by Amipholi^y

And in the inftant that i met with you,

He had of me a Chain : at five a clock

I fhall receive the money for the fame

:

Pleafeth you wilk with me down to his houfe,

I will difcharge m,y bond, and thank you too.

Enter Amipholis Ephef. Dromiofrom the CoimizcOM*

Off. That labour may you fave : See where he <»mes.

Ant. While I go to the Goldfmiths honfe, go thou

And



The Comedy of Errors. 9¥
And buy a ropes end , chat will I beftow

Among my wife , and their confederates,

For locking me out of my doors bv day :

But fofc I fee the Goldfmith ;
get thee gone.

Buy thou a rope and bring it home to me.

Dro, I buy a ihoufand pound a yeare, I buy a rope.

Exit Dromio.

Eph. Ant. A man is well holpup that trufts to you,

1 promifed your prcfcnce, and the Chain,

But neither Chain nor Goldfmith came to me:

Belike you thought our love would lift too long

If it were chain'd together : and therefore came not.

Gold. Saving your merry humor, here's the note

How much your Chain weighs to the utmofl Raccat,

The fineneffe of the Gold, and chargcfull fafhion,

Which doth amount to three odde Duckets more

Then I ftand debted to this Gentleman,

I pray you fee him prefenrly difcharg'd,

For he is bound to Sea, and fhys but for it.

Am. I am not furmfh'd with the prefcnt money:

Befides 1 have fome buflncrte in the Town,

Good Sieniof take the ftranger to my houfe.

And witn you take the Chain, and bid my wife

Disburfe the fumme, on the rcceit thereof.

Perchance I will be there as foon as you.

Cold. Then you will bring the Chain to her yout

fclf.

Am. No , bear it with you , Icaft I come not time

enough.

Gold. Well fir , 1 will ? Have you the Chan about

you ?

Ant. And if I have not fir, I hope you have

:

Or elfe you may return without your money.

Gold. Nay come I pray you fir, give me the Chain:

Both winde and tide ftays for the GencJeman,

And I to blame have held him here too long.

A»t. Good Lord, you ufe this dalliance to excufe

Your breach of promife to the Porpentlnuj

I fhould have chid you for not bringing it,

But like a fhrew you firft begin to brawle.

Mer. The houre ftcals on, I pray you fir difpatch.

Gold. You hear how he importunes me, the Chain :

Att. Why give it to my wife, and fetch your money.

Gold. Come, come, you know I gave it you even now
Either fend the Chain, or fend me oy fome token.

Ant. Fie, now you run this humor out of breath.

Come Where's the Chain, I pray you let me fee it.

Mer. My bufineffe cannot brook this dalliance.

Good fir fay, whc'r you'l anfwer me, or no

:

If not, He leave him to the Officer.

A»t. I anfwer you ? Why fhould I anfwer you?
Gold. The money that you owe me for the Chain.

Am. I owe you none till I receive the Chain.

Gold. You know I gave it you half an houre fince.

Ant. You gave me none , you wrong me much to

fay fo.

Gold. You wrong me fir in denying it

:

Confider how it ftands upon my credit.

Mer. Well Officer, arreft him at my fuite,

Ojfi. I do , and charge you in the Dukes njrne to o-
bey me.

Gold. This touches mc in reputation.

Either confent to pay the fum for mc,
Or I attach you by this Officer,

A»t. Confent to pay that I never had :

Arreft me foolilh fellow if thou dar'ft.

Gold. Here is thy fee, arreft him, Officer

I would not fpare my brother in this cafe.

If he fhould fcorn me fo apparantly.

Ojji. I do arreft you fir, you hear the fuite.

Ant. I do obey thee, till I give thee baile.

But firrah you Hiall buy this fport as deer.

As all the metull in your fhop will anfwer.

Gold. Sir, fir, I fhall have Law in Ephtfuit

To your notorious ftiamc. 1 doubt it not.

Enter DroTTjio S$ra. from the 'Btjt

Dro, Mafter, there's a Bark o( Epidamitm,
That ftays but till her Owner comes aboord.

Then fir fhe bears away. Our fraughtagc fir,

1 have convey 'd aboord, and I have brought

The Oylc, the "Salfamum, and Aqua-virz.

The Ship is in her trim , the merry winde
Blows fairc from land : they ftay for nought at all,

But for their Owner, Mifler, and your felf.

Ant. How now I a Madman .' Why thou pcevifh (hcep,

Vfhit Sh\f oi Epidamium ftays for me ?

S. Dro. A Ship you fcnt mc to, to hier waftage.

Ant. Thou drunken flave, 1 fent thee for a rope,

And told thee to what purpofe and what end.

S. Dro. You fent me for a ropes end as foon.

You fent me to the Bay fir , for a Bark.

Ant. I will debate this matter at mote leifore.

And teach your eares to lift me with more heed :

To Adrian* Villain hie thee Sraight

:

Give her this key , and tell her in the Desk
That's covcr'd o're with Turkilh Tapiftry,

There is a purfe of Duckets, let her fend it:

Tell her, I am arrefted in the ftreet.

And that (hill baile me : hie thee flave, begone,
On Officer to prifon , till It come. Exam.

S. Dro. To Adriand, that is where we din'd,

Where *DawfjH(l did claime me for bet husband.

She is too big I hope for me to compalTe,

Thither Imult , although againft my will

:

For fervants muft their Maftcrs minds fulfill; Exu.

Enter Adrtona and Luciano.

Adri. Ah LucianAy did he tempt thec fo,

Might'ftthou perceive aufteerely inhiscyc,

That he did plead in earneft, yea or no :

Look'd he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ?

What obfervation mad'ft thou in this cafe ?

Of his hearts Meteors tilting in his face?

Lue. Firft he denied you had in him no right.

Adr, He meant he did me none : the moct my fpight.

Ltic» Then fwore he that he was a-ftrai^et here.

Adr. And true he fwore , thoqgh yet forfworne he

were.

Luc. Then pleaded I for you,

Adr. And what faid he?

Luc. That love I beg"'d for you, he begg'd of me.

Adr. With what perlwafion did he tempt thy love ?

Ltie. With words, that in an honcft fuit might move.

Firft, he did praifemybeiutie, then my fpccdi.

Adr. Did'lt fpeak him faire ?

Luc. Have patience I befcech.

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not hold meftill.

My tongue, though not my heart, ftisU have his will.

He is deformed , crooked, old and fere,

Ill-fac*d, worfe bodied, (hipclcflc every where:

Vicious, ungentle, foolifli, blunt, unkinde,

$t^tnt»
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Stigmaticall in making, worfc the minde.

Lu(, Who would be jealous then of fuch a one ?

Noevillloft is wail'd, when iiis gone.

Mr, Ah but I think him better than I fay :

And yet would herein others eyes were worfe

:

Far from herneftthe Lapwing ayes away;

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do curfe.

Enttr S' Dromlo.

Dro. Here, go : the desk, rhepurfe, fweet now make

bafle.

Loc. How haft thou loft thy breath ?

S. Dro. By running faft.

Mr. Where is thy Mafler Dror»io ? Is he well ?

S. Dro. No, he's in Tartar Umbo, worfe than hell

:

A devill in anevcrlafting garment hath him
;

One whofc hard heart is button'd up with fteel

:

AFeind, aFairie, pittilefle and ruffe:

A Wolfe, my worfe, a fellow all in buffe,

A back friend, a (houldcr- clapper, one that countermands

The paJTages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands

:

A hound that runs Counter, and yet draws drifoot well,

One that before the Judgement carries poor fouis to hell.

jiir. Why man, what is the matter ?

5. Dro. I do not know the matter , he is rcfted on the

cafe.

jiidr. What is he arrefled ? rell me at whofc fuite?

S. Dre. I know not at whofc fuite he is arrefted, well

;

but he's in a fuite of buffe which refted him,ihat I can tell

:

Will you fend him Miftris redemption, the money in his

desk?

e/fdr. Go fetch it Sifter : this I wonder at.

Exit LucUnA.

That he unknown to rac ftiould be in debt

:

Tell me, was be areflcd on a band ?

S. Dro. Not on a band, but on a ftronger thing

:

A chain, a chain, do you not hear it ring ?

jidr'iit. What , the chain ?

S. Dro. No, no, the bell, -t's time that I were gone :

It was two ere I left him, and now the clock flrikes one.

Jld'. The hours come back / that did I never hear.

5. Drt. Oh yes, if any hour meet a Sergeant, a turns

back for very fear.

Adri. As if time were in debt : how fondly do'ft ihou

reafon?

S.Dro. Thneisavcrybankrour, and owes more than

he's worth to fcafon.

Nay, he's a theef too : have you not heard men fay,

That time comes ftealing on by night and day ?

If I be in debt and thefr, and a Sergeant in the way,

Hath be not reafon to turn back an hour in a day >

Enter LttciMa.

Luc. Go Dromiof there's the money, bear itftraight,

And bring thy Mafter home immediately.

Come fiftcr, I am preft down with conceit

:

G>nceic , my comfort and my injurie. Exit.

Erter Amifholu SiracufAn,

An. S. There's not a man I meet but doth falute me,

As if I were their well acquainted friend.

And every one doth call me by my name

:

Some tender money to me , forae invite me

;

Some other give mc thanks for kindneffes j

Some offer me Commodities to buy.

Even now a tailor call'd mc in his ftiop.

And ftiow'd mc Silks that he had bought foimc.
And therewithal! took meafuie of my body.
Sure thefe are but imaginary wiles,

And Lapland Sorcerers inbabitc here.

Enter Drew to, Sir.

S. Dre. Mafter, here's the gold you fent me for : what
have you got the piaurc ol old Adam new apparel'd ?

Ant. What gold is this ? What Adam do'ft thou
mean?

S. Dro. Not that yidam that kept the Paradife : but
rhat y^dam that keeps the prifon ; he that goes in the
calVes-skin, that was kil'd for the Prodigal! : be that
came behinde you fir, like an evill Angel, and bid youfor-
fake your liberty.

Ant. I underftand thee not.
^•Dro. No ? vvhy 'tis a plain cafe: be that went like

a Bafe Vide in a cafe of leather : the man fir, that when
Gentlemen are tired gives them a fob , and refts ihem:
he fir, that takes pitty on decayed men, and gives them
fuits of durance : he that fcts up his reft to do more ex-
ploits with his Mace, than a Moris Pike.

^nt. What .' thou mean'ft an Officer?
S. Dre. I Sir, the Serjeant of the Band : he that brii^

any man to anfwer it that breaks his Band : one that
thinks a man alwayes going to bed, and faith , God eive
you good reft.

*"

Ant. Well fir, there reft in your foolery

:

Is there any Ship puts forth to night ? may we be gone ?
S. Dro, Why fir, I brought you word anhourefincc

that the Bark Expedition put forth to night , and then,
were you hindred by the Serjeant to tarry for the JIoj
DiUj

; Here arc the angels that you fent for to deliver
you.

-yint. The fellow. is diftrad, and fo am I,

And here we wander in illufions

:

Some blefled poWer deliver us from hence.

Enter A Curtiz^tm.

Cur. Well met, well mer, Mi(\eT Ant'iphelut
I fee fir, you have found the Goldfmiih now:
Is that the Chain you promis'd me to day ?

Ant. Sathanavoide,! charge thee tempt me not,
S.Dro. Mafter, is this Uiiii'iS Saihanf
-^nt. It is the devill.

S. 'Dro. Nay, fhe is worfe, ftic is the devils dam :

And here ftic comes in the habit of a light wench, and
thereof comes that the wenches fay God dam me. That's
as much to fay, God make me a light wench : It is writ-
ten, they appeare to men like angels of light, light is an
efreft of fire, and fire will burnc : er£o, light wenches will

iurncjcome not neere her.

Ctir. Your man and you are marveilous merry fir.

Will yon go with me, wce'U mend our dinner here ?

S. Dre. Mafter, if you do, expcA fpoon-meate, or be-
fpeak a long fpoon.

Ant. Why Dromio f

S- Dromio. Marry he muft have a long fpoon thatmuft
eat with the devill.

Ant. Avoid then fiend, what tel'ft thou me of fup-

Thou art
, ( as you are all, ) a forcereffe ? ( ping ?

I conjure thee to leave me, and be gon.

Cur. Give mc the ring of mine you had at dinner.
Or for my Diamond the chain you promis'd.
And He begpn fir , and not trouble you.

S. Dro. Some devils tsk but the parings of ones naile,

a
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aru(h, a haire, a drop of bloud, a pm, a nar a cherry-

aone- bucfhe more covecous, wofild have a chain: Ma-

Hertc wife, and if you give ic hcr.thc dcvill will fhakc bee

Chain, and fright us with u.
. ^, •

Cur. I pray you fir, n:y Ring, or elfe the Cham,

I hope you do not me in to cheat me fo?

Ar>t! Avant thou witch : Come T)romio !ct u? go.

5 Dro. Flie pride fays the Pea-cock, Miftris that

you know.
, ., .. .

£*''"''•

Cur. Now out of doubt Amipholu is mad,

Elfe would he never fo demean himfcif,

A Ring he hath of mine worth fortie Duckets,

And for the fame he promis'd me a Chains

Both one and other he denies me now

:

The reafon that I gather he is mad,

( Befides this prefcnc inftance of his rage,

)

Is a mad tale he told today at dinner.

Of his own doors being fliuc againft his entrance.

Belike his wife acquainted with his fits.

On purpofe IViut the doors againft his way.

My way is now to hie home to his houfc.

And tell his wife ihat being Lunatick,

He rufh'd into my houfe, and took perforce

My Ring away. Thiscourfe I fitteft choofe.

For forty Duckets is too much to loofe. Exit.

Enter Ant'ipholus Efhef. mth a Jaylor.

j4n. Fear me not man, I will not break away,

He give thee ere I leave thee fo much money

To warrant thee as I am refted for.

My wife is in a wayward mood to day.

And will not lightly trufl the Meflcnger,

That I fhould be attach'd in Evhefus,

I tell you 'twill found hardily inner eares.

Enter Drontio Eph. mth a ropes end.

Here comes my Man, I think he brings the money.

How now fir ? Have you that I feni you for ?

£. Dro. Here's that I warrant you will pay them all.

Anti. But Where's the Money ?

E. Dro. Why fir, I gave the Money for the Rope.

Ant. Five hundred Duckets villain for a rope?

£. Dro. lie fetvc you fir five hundred at the rate.

Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ?

E.Dro. To a ropes end fir, and to that end ami re-

uirn'd.

Ant. And to that end fir, I will welcome you.

C^u Good fir be paticnr.

£. Drt. Nay 'tis for me to be patient, I am in advcr-

fiiic.

O^. Good now hold thy tongue.

£ • Dro. Nay, rather perfwade him to hold his hands.
Ami. Thou whorfon fenfelefle Villain.

£. T)ro. I would I were fenfelefle fir, that I might not
feel your blows.

A»ti. -Thou art fenfible in nothing but blows , and
fo is an Afle.

E.Dro. lam an Affe indeed, you may prove it by
my long esres. I have fcrved him from the hour of my
Nativitie to this infiant , and have nothing at his hands
for my fervice but blows. When I am cold , he heats
me With beating ; when I am warme , he cools me with
beating

; I am wak'd with it when I lleep , rais'd with
It when 1 fit , driven out of doors with ic when I go
from home , wclcom'd home with it when I return, nay

I bear It on my (houlders , a* a beggar woont her brat,
and I think when he hath ianri'd me, I (hall bcggc with
K from door to door.

Enter Adriuna, Ltic'ttina , Courtiz^M^ and a SchttU'

mafier , cJled Pinch.

ty€nt. Come go along, my wife is commits yon-
der.

E.Dro. Miftris refplee finem, rcipc&, your end, orri-
thcr the prophefie like thp Parrot, beware the ropes end.

Anti. Wilt thou flili taike ? Beats Drv.
Cur. How fay you now ? Is not your husband mad ?

Adrl. His incivility confirmcs no lefle :

Good Dodlor Pinch, you are a Conjurer,
Eftablifh him in his true fence againe.

And I will pleafe you what you will demand.
Luc. Alas how fiery and how (harp he looks.

Cur. Mark, how he trembles in his extafie.

Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your
puke.

'

Aw. there is my hand, and let it feel your care.

Pinch. I (Charge thee Sathan, hous'd within this man
To yeeld pofleflion to my holy prayers.

And fo thy fiateof darkncflfehie thee (Iraighr,

I conjure thee by all the Saints in heaven.
Ant. Peacedoting wizard, peace; lam not mad,
Adr. Oh that thou wet't nor, poor diflreffed foul-
Ant. You Minion you , are thefeyour Cuftomcrs?

Did this companion with the faffron face
Rcvcll and feaft it at my houfe to day,
Whirft upon me the guiltie doors were fhur.
And I denied to enter in my houfe.

Adr. O husband, God doth know you din'd at borne,
Where would you hadremaind untill this time.
Free from thefe (landers, and this openfhame.

Anc. Din'd at home > Thou Villain, what fayert
thou?

'

Dro. Sir footh to fay, you did not dine at home.
^»t. Were not my doors lockt up, and I (hut out ?

Dra. Perdie , your doors were lockt , and you (hut
out.

Anti. And did not fhe her felf revile me there ?

Dro. Sans Fable, fhe her felf revil'd you there.
Ant. Did not her Kitchen raaide raile, taunt, and

fcorne me ?

Dro. C'ertis flie did, the Kitchen veftall fcorn'd you

:

Ant. And did not I in rage depart from thence?
Dro. In vcritie you did, my bones bear witncfTe,

That (ince have felt the vigor of his rage.

Air. It's good to fmooth him in thefe contraries *

Pinch. Itisnofhame, the fellow finds his vcinc.

And ycelding to him, humors well his frcnfie.

Ant. Thou halt fuborn'd the Goldfmith to irrcft

me.

Adr. Alas, I fent you Money to redeem you.
By Dromio here, who came.in haft for it.

Dro, Money by me ? Heart and good will you might.
Bat furely Maffer not a ragge of Money.

Ant. Wcntft not thou to her for a purfc of Duck"ets ?

Adri. He came to me and I deliver'd it.

L»ci. And I am witnefTc with her that (he did

:

Dro. God and the Ropc-makcr bear me witncfTe,

That I was fcnt for nothing but a rope.

Pinch. Miltris, both Man and Mafic: is pcffcft,

I know it by their pale and deadly looks.

ThcY



They mufl be bound and hid in fomc dark room. I

Jni. Say wherefore didft thou lock me forch to day,
!

And why doft thou deny the bag of gold ?

JJr. I did not gentle husband lock thee forth.

Drp. And gentle M. I receiv'd no gold :

But I confeffe fir, that we were lock'd oar.

j
Mr. Diflembling Villain, thou fpeak'ft falfe in boih.

Ant. Diffembling harlot, thou art falfe in ail,

And art confederate with a damned pack.

To make a loathfome abjeft fcorn of me

:

But with thefe nails He pluck out thefe falfe eyes,

That would behold in me this fhamcfull fport.

Enter three or fonre, andofer to binds him:

He {hives,

Adr. Oh binde him , bindc him, let him not come

neer me.

Pinch. More company, the fiend is flrong within him.

Lkc. Aye me poor man, how pale and wan he looks.

A»t. What,will you murther me, thou Jaylor thou ?

I am thy prifoner , wilt thou fuffer them to make a ref-

cue>

Offi. Mafters let him go : he is my prifoner, and you

fliill not have him.

Pinch. Go binde this man, for he is frantick too.

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevifh Officer ?

Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man
Do outrage and difplcafure to himfelf ?

Ojfi. He is my prifoner, if 1 let him go.

The debt he owes will be requir'd of me.

Adr. I will difcharge thee ere I go from thee,

Bear me forthwith unto his Creditor,

And knowing how the debt grows I will pay it.

Good Mafter Doftor fee him fafe convey 'd

Home to my houfc, oh moft unhappy day.

Ant. Oh moft unhappy ftrumper.

Dro. Mafter, I am here entred in bond for you.

Ant. Out on thee Villain, wherefore doft thou mad
me ?

Bro. Will you be bound for nothing, be mad good

mafter, cry the devill.

Luc, God help poor fouls, how idlely do they

talk.

Adr. Go bear him hence, fifter go you with me

:

Say now , whofe fuite is he arrefted at ?

Exeunt. Manet Offic. Adri. Luci. CourtizAM.

Of. One Angela i Goldfmith, do you know him?

Adr. I know the man : what is the fumrae he owes ?

Off. Two hundred Duckets.

Adr. Say, how grows it due.

Off. Due for a Chain your husband had of him.

Adr. He did befpeak a Chain for me, but had it not.

Cour. When as your husband all in rage to day

Came to my houfe , and took away my Ring,

The Ring I faw upon his finger now.

Straight after did I meet him with a Chain,

Adr. It may be fo, but I did never fee ir.

Come Jaylor, bring me where the Goldfmithi?,

I long to know the truth hereof at large.

Enter Antipheli^ Slracufjan with hia Rapier dratvny

I

and Dromto Strac.

' Luc. God for thy mercy, they are loofe again.

Adr. And come with naked fwords.

Lei's call more help to have them bound again.

Rh» all out.

Off. Away, they'l kill us.

Exeunt omnes-, asfaft as may be , frighted.

S, Ant, I fee thefe Witches are affraid of (words.

S. Dro. She that would be your wife, now ran from

you.

Ant. Come to the Centiure, fetch our fluffc from

thence

:

I long that we were fafe and found aboord.

Dro. Faith ftay here this night , they will furcly do

us no harm : you faw they fpakc us faire ,
give us gold :

me thinks they are fuch a gentle Nation, that but for

the Mountain of mad flefh that claims mariage of me,

I could finde in my heart to ftay here ftill , and turn

Wirch.

Ant. I will not ftay to night for all the Town,
Therefore away, to get our ftufte aboord. Exeunt.

(tActus Quintm, Scana Vrima,

Enter the Merchant and the CoUfmith.

Cold. lam forty Sir that I have hindred you,

But I proteft he had the Chain of me.
Though moft diftioneftly he did deny it.

Mer. How is the man efteem'd here in the Citie ?

Cold. Of very reverent reputation fir.

Of credit infinite, highly bclov'd.

Second to none that lives here in the Citie

:

His word might bear ray wealth at any time.

Mer. Speak foftly, yonder as I think he walks.

Enter AntipholtJ and Dromio again.

Cold, 'Tisfo: and that {elf-chain about his neck,

Which he forfwore ( moft monftroufly ) to have.

Good fir draw neer to me. He fpeak to him :

Signior Antipho/u , I wonder much
That you would put me to this ftiame and trouble.

And not without fome fcandall to your felf.

With circamftancc and oaths, fo to deny

This chain, which now you wear fo openly,

Befide the charge, the fhame, imprifonmenr,

You have done wrong to this my honeft friend.

Who but for flaying on our Controverfie,

Had hoifted fail , and put to fea to day :

This chain you had of me, can you deny it
'.

Ant. I think I had, 1 never did deny it.

Mer. Yes that you did fir, and forfwore it too.

Ant. Who heard me to deny it or forfweare it ?

Mer. Thefe cares of mine thou knowft did hear thee :

Fie on thee wretch, 'tis pitty that thou liv'ft

To walk where any honeft men refort.

Ant. Thou art a Villain to impeach me thus,

He prove mine honour , and mine honefty

Ag?inft thee prefently , if thou dar'ft ftand :

Mer. I dare and do defie thee for a villain.

They dratf. E*>ftr Adriana, Lftciana, Courtecan, and others.

Adr. Hold, hurt him not for Gods fake, he is mad.
Some get within him , take his fword away

:

Binde Dromio too, and bear them to my houfe.

S. Dro. Run mafter run, for Gods fake take a houfe,

This is fome Priorie. in, or we arc fpoyl'd.

ExtHHt to the Priorie.

Enter
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Emer Lady Abbe^e.

Abb. Be quiet people , wherefore throng you hither ?

Air. To fetch my poor diftra^lcd husband hence;

Let us come in, that we may bind him Wt,

And bear him home for his recovery.

Goli. I knew he was not in his pcrfcfl "Vvit*.

Mer, I am forry now that 1 did draw on him.

Ab. How long hath this poflelTion held the man ?

Air. This week he hath been heavy,fowcr, fad.

And much nuich dififercnc from the man he was:

But till this afternoon his paflion

Nc're brake into cxtremicy of rage.

Ab. Hath he not loft much wealtli by wrack at Sea

,

Buried fome dear friend, hath not eife his eye

Stray'd his affection in unlawful! love ,

A (in prevailing much in youthful men

,

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazmg.

Which of thefe forrows is he fubjca to ?

Adr. To none of thefe except it be the Jaft

,

Namely, fome love that drew him oft from home.

Ab. You fhould for that have reprehended him.

Ad. Why fo I did.

^h. I, but not rough enough.

Ad. Ax roughly as my modefty would le: roe,

Ab. Haply in private.

Ad. And inaffembiiestoo,

Ab. I, but not enough.

Ad. It was thecopie of our conference.

In bed he flept not for my urging it.

At board he fed not for my urging it

:

Alone, It was the fubjedt of my Theam:
in company I often glanced ir

Still did I tell him, it was vildeand bad.

Ab. And thereofcame it that the man was mad.

The venomous clamours ofa jealous woman ,

Poyfonsmore deadly then a mad dogs tooth.

It feems his fleeps were hindred by thy railing,

And thereof comes it that liis head is light.

Thou fai ft his meat was fawc'd with thy upbraidings,

Unquiet meals makes ill digeftions,

Thcicof the raging fire of feavcrbrcd ,

And what's a Feaver but a fit of MadnciTc >

Thou fay 'ft his fports were hindred by thy brawles.

Sweet recreation ban'd,what doth cniic

But muddy and dull mclanchoUy ,

Kinfman to grim and comfortleffe dcfpair.

And at her heels a huge infectious troop

Of pale diftcmpcratuics, and foes to life f

In food, in fport, and life-piefcrving tcft

To be difturb'd, would mad or manorbeaft :

The confequcncc is then, thy jealous fits

Have fcat'd thy Husband from the ufeof wits.

hue. She never reprehended him but mildely.

When he demean 'd himfelfrough, tude, and wildcly.

Why hear you thofe rebukes, and anfwer not ?

^d. She did betray me to my own reproof.

Good people enter and lay hold on him.

Ab. No, not a creature enters in my houfe.

I
Ad. Then let your fervants bring my husband forth,

Ab. Neither : he took this place for fanftuary.

And it fhall priviledge him from your hands.

Till I liave brought him to his wits again.

Or lofe my labour in aflaying it.

Ad, I will attend my Husband, be bis Nuifc*

Diet his (icknfrtc, for it is my Office,

And will have no Attourney Ixit myfelf,

And therefore let me have him home vwtth me.

Ab. Be patient, fori will not let him ftiac.

Till I have us'd thcapprovcd means I have.

With wholfomc Sirrup, Drugs, and holy Pia|«is.

To make of him a formal man again

:

It is a branch andparcellofmineoadi,

A charitable duty of my order.

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me.

Ad. I will not hence, and leave my Huiband here

:

And ill It doth bcfeein your holineffe

To fepaiatc the Husband and the Wife.

Ab. Be quiet and depart, thou ftialt not have htm.

Lhc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignitr.

Ad. Come go, I will fall proftrate at hisfecr.

And never rife untill my tears and prayers

Have won his Grace to come in perfon hither,

And take perforce my husband from the Abfcrfle. Exetfut

Enter Merchant and Goldfmith.

Mer. By this I thmk the Dial! pomts at five

:

Anon I 'me furc the Duke himfelf in perfon

Comes this way to the Melancholly vale

;

The place of death and forry execution,

Behind the ditches ofthe Abbey here.

Cold. Upon what caufc ?

Mer. To fee a reverend Syracufiun Mercliant

,

Who put unluckily into this Bay
Againft the Lawes and Statutes of this Town,
Beheaded publickly for hisoftcnce.

Gild. See where they come, we will behold his death.

Enter Adriana and Ljuio.

Luc. Kneel to the Duke before he pafTe the Abbey.

Enter the Duke of Ephefui, and the M*reh»m »f Syra-

cuse bareheaded^ rvirh the Headfm-in^ and

other Offieert.

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publickly,

If any friend will pay the fumme for bim,

He (hall not die, Co much we tender him.

Enter Adriana.

Adr. Juftice moft facred Duke againft the Abfccfle.

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend Lady,

It cannot be that ftie hath done thee wrong.

Ad. May it plcafe yoarGrace^Anripho/it my husband,

Whom I made Lord of me, and all I had,

(At your impotent Letters) this ill day,

A moft outragious fit of madncftctook him.

That defp'rately he hurried through theftrcer,

With him his bondman, all as mad as he,

Doing difplcafure to the Citizens

,

By ruming in their houfcs : beating thence

Rings, Jewels, any thing his rage did like.

Once did I get him bound,and fcnt him home,

Whil'ft to take order for the wrongs I v»ene.

That here and there his fiiry had committetf,

Anon, I wot not, by what ftrong cfcape

He broke from thole that had the guard of him

,

And with his mad attendant and hitnfetf.

Each one with irefull pailion, with drawn SwotxJs

Met us again,and madly bent on us,

Chac'd us away : till raifing of moreaid,

Wc came again to bind them : then they (^^

Into this Abbey, whether we purfii'd them.

And here the Abbcflc ftuitsthe gates on ut,

And will not fuffer I's to fetch him out.

Nor fend him forth that we may bear him thence.

I
Therefore
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Therefore moft giacious Duke with thy command,

Let him be broughc forth , and borne hence for help.

Duke. Long fince thy husband ferv'd me in my Wars,

And I to rhce mgag'd a Princes word.

When thoudid'ft make him mafter of thy bed
,

To do him all the grace and good I could.

Go feme of you knock at the Abbey gate,

And bid the Lady Abbefscome to me :

r will determine this before 1 flir.

Enter a Mefeng^er.

Mejf. O Mifl tis, M iftris, fh ifc and fave your feif,

My Mafter and his man are both broke ioofc.

Beaten the Maids a-row, and bound the Doftor,

Whofe beard they have fing'd off with brands of fire,

And ever as it blaz'd, they threw on him

Great pails ofpudled myre to quench the hair
;

My Mr. preaclies patience to him, and the while

His man with ScilTofs nicks him like a fool

:

And fure(un!efs you fend fome other prefent help)

Between them they will kill the Conjurer.

yid. ' Peace foof, thy Mafter and his man are here,

And that is falfc thou doft report to us.

Mejf. Mifl:ris,upon mylife I tell you true,

I have not breath'd almoll fince I did fee it.

He cryes for you, and vows if he can take you.

To fcorch your face, and to disfigure youi

Crj vtthifi.

Hark, hark, I hear him Mifltris: flie, be gone.

1>!tkf. Come, ftand by me, fear nothing : guard with

Halberds.

tAd. Ay mc, it is my husband : witnefs you.

That he is borne about invifible

,

Even now we hous'd him in the Abbey here.

And now hee's there, part thought of humane reafoh.

Enter B. jintlphoJUy and E. 7)romio ofEphefus.

f.-.^w^.Jufiice moft gracious Duke,oh grant me Jufticc,

Even For the fervice that long (incc I did thee.

When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took

Deep skars to fave thy life ; even for the bloud

That then I loft for thee, now grant mc Juftice.

Mer. Fat, Unlefs the fear of death doth make mc
dote, I fee my fon ^/itipkclis and Dromlo.

E.Ant. Juftice ( fweet Prince ) againft that woman
She whom thou gav'ft to me to be my wife

;

(there

:

That hath abufed' and diftionoured me,

Even in the ftrengthand height of injury :

Beyond imagination is the wrong
That She this day hath fhamelefs thrown on me.
"^ Diikj. Difcover how, and thou fiialt find mcjuft.

E.Ant, This day (great Duke) fhe fhut the ooots up-
on me.

Whilft Hie with Harlots feafted in my houfe,

1)ukj. A grievous fault : fay vyoman didft thou fo ?

Ad. No,ray good Lord. My felf, he, and my Sifter,

To day did dine together : fo befall my foul.

As this is falfe he burthens me withall.

Luc, Ne're may I look on day, nor flcep on night,

But (he tells to your Highnefs fimple truth.

^old. O pcrjur'd woman .' They are both forfworn,

In this the Mad man juftly chargeth them.

S.Ant. My Liege, I amadvifed what I fay,

Neither difiurb'd with the effe<*tof Wine,
Nor heady-rafh proYok''d with raging ire.

Albeit my wrongs might make one wifermad.

This woman iock'd mc out this day from dinner

;

That Goldfmith there, were he not pack'd with her.

Could witnefs it : for he was with me then,

Who parted with me to go fetch a Chain,
Promifing to bring it to the Porpentine,

Where Balthaz,ar and I did dine together.

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither,

I Went to fcek him. In the ftreet I met him,
And in his company that Gentleman.

There did this pcrjur'd Goldfmith fwear me down*
That I this day from him receiv'd the Chain,
Which God he knows, I faw not. For the which,
He did arreft me with an Officer.

I did obey, and fent my Pcfant home
For certain Duckets: he with none retum'd.

Then fairly I befpoke the Officer
i

To go in perfon with mc to my houfe.

By'tfi'way , we met my wife, her fitter and a rabble more
Of vildc Confederates: Along with them
They brought one P'lMch^ a hungry lean-fac'd Villain j

A meer Anatomy, a Mountebank,
A thred-bare Jugler, and a Fortune-teller,

A needy-hollow-cy'd-ftiarp-looking-wretch

;

A living dead man. This pernicious flavc,

Forfooth took on him as a Conjurer

:

And gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulfe.

And with no-face (as t'were) out-facing me,
Cryes out, I was pofleft. Then altogether

They fell upon mc, bound mc, bore mc thence.

And in a dark and dankifh vault at home
There left me and my man, both bound together,

Till gnawing with niy teeth my bonds afunder,

I gain'd my frcedome ; and immediately

Ran hither to your Grace, whom I befeech

To give me ample fatisfaftion

For thefc deep fhames, and great indignities.

^old. My Lord, in truth, thus far I witnefs with him ;

That he din'd not at home, but was Iock'd out.

Dukj. But had he fuch a Chain of thee, or no .>

Go/d. He had my Lord, and when he ran in here,

Thefe people faw the Chain about his neck.

Mer. Befides, I will be fworn thefe cars ofmine.

Heard you confefs you' had the Chain of him j

After vou firf! forfwore it oh the Mart,
And thereupon,! drew my fword on you :

And then you fled into this Abbey here,

From whence I think you are come by miracle.

E.Ant. I never came within thefe Abbey walls,

Nor ever didft thou draw thy fword on mc

:

I never faw the Chain, fo help me heaven :

And this is falfeyou burthen mc withall.

Duke. Why what an intricate impeach is this .?

I think you all have drunk of Circes Cup

:

If here you hous'd him, here he would have been,

If he were mad he would not plead fo coldly

:

You fay he din'd athome, the Goldfraith here

Denies that faying. Sirra, what fay you ?

E.Dro, Sir he din'd with her there, at the Porpen-

tine.

Cur. He did, and frotumy finger fnatch't that King.

S. Ant. 'Tis true (my Liege) this Ring I had of her.

Duke. Saw'ft thou him enter at the Abbey here ?

'

C*^r. As furc(my Liege)as I d,o fee your Grace.

Duke. Why this is ftrange : Goe call the Abbcfls hi-

ther.

I think you are all mated, or ftark mad.
Ex'it.
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Enter one to the Ahbefe.

la. Moft mighty Duke, vouchfifc mc fpcakc a word :

Haply 1 fee a friend will fave my life,

AikI pay chc fummc that niay deliver me.

T>^ikf- Speak freely Sjiracu/aa what thou wilt.

Fath. h not your name fir call'd Antifholis ?

And is not that your bond man Dromlo ?

£. Dro. Within this hour I was his bondman fir,

Bu: he I thank him gnaw'd in two my cords,

Now am I Dromloy and his man unbound.

Path. I am fure both of you remember me.

Dro. Our felves we doc remember fir by you j

For lately wc were bound as you are now.

You arc not Pinches Patient, are you Sir ?

Father. Why look you ftrange on me .' you know me
well.

E.Ant, I never fawvou in my life till now.

Fa. Oh / grief hath chang'd mc fince you faw mc laft,

And carefull hours with times deformed hand.

Have written ftrange defeatures in my face :

But lellmc yet, doft thou not know my voyce?

Ant. Neither.

f4f. Dromlo^ nor thou.

1>ro. No truft mc fir, nor I.

Fat. I am fure thou doft ?

E. Dromio. I fir, but I am fure I doc not, and whatfo-

cver a man denies, you are now bound to believe him,

fat. Not know my voyce .'oh times extremity,

Haft thou fo crack'd and fplittcd my poor tongue

In feven fhort yearcs, that here my onely Son

Knowcs not my feeble Key of untun'd cares ?

Though now this grained face of mine be hid

In fap-confuming Winters drizled fnow.

And all the Conduits of my blood froze up :

Yet hath my night of life fome memory :

My wafting lamps fome fading glimmer left

;

My dull deaf cares a little ufe to hear

:

All thcfe old wiinefl"es,I cannot erre.

Tell me, thou art my Son Ant'iphol'is.

Ant. I never faw my Father in my life.

Fa. But feven yeares fince, in ^/r/rr*/-* Boy,

Thou know'ft wc parted, but perhaps my Son,

Thou Oiam'ft to acknowledge me in mifery.

Ant. The Duke, and all that know mc in the City,

Can witneffe wich me that it is not fo.

I nc're faw Sjtracnfa in my life.

Duke. I tell thee Sjr.icufan., twenty yearcs

Have I been Patron to Ant'iphol'is
,

During which time he nc're faw Syracufa :

I fee thy age and dangers make thee dote.

Enter the Abixffe vlth Antipholij Sjracufan^

and Dromio Sirac,

Ahbe^e. Moft mighty Duke , behold a man much
wrong 'd.

All rather to fee them.
AJr. I fee two husbands, or oVine eyes deceive me.
Duke. One ofdicfc men isgenitu to the other

:

And fo of thefe which is the naturall man
,

And which thcfpirit ? who deciphers them .'

S. Dromio. \ Sir «m Dromio., command him away.
E. Dro. I Sir am Dromio., pray let me flay.

S.Ant. £gfo« art thou not ?or elfc hisgholK

S. Drom. Oh my old Mafter, who hath bound hwn
here ?

Ahlf. Who ever bound him, I will loofc hi» bonds.

And gam a husband by his liberty :

Speak old Egean., if thoubcMt the man
That had'fta Wife once call'd JEmilia,

That bore thee at a burthen two fair Sons ?

Oh if thon bc'ft the fame Efeon, fpcak :

And fpcak unto the fame &mtUa.
Duke. Why here begin this Morning ftory right

;

Thcfe two Antipholit^ thcic two fo like,

And thofe two Dromio'Sy one in femblance

:

Befides her ur^ng of her wrack at Sea,

Thcfe are the Parents to thcfe children.

Which acddentally arc met together.

Fat. If I dream not, thou art JEmiliHy

If thou art Hie, tell mc, where is that Son
That floated with thee on the fatal! raftc.

Aill. By men o( Efidamium, he, and I,

And the twin JDr»»f/o,all were taken up;

But by and by, rude Fiflicrmcn of (^orlntb

By force took Dromio and ray Son from them.

And me they left with thofe oiEpidaminm.

What then became of them I cannot tell,

I, to this fortune that you fee me in.

Duie. Alntipholis thou cam'ftfrom Corinth fiift

S. Ant. No fir, not I, I came from Sjracufe.

Duke. Stay, ftand apart, I know not which isv»hich.

E. Ant. I came from Corinth my moft gracious Lord,

E. Dro. And I with him.

E. Ant. Brought to this Town by that moft famous

Warriour,

Duke Menaphon. your moft renowned Uncle.

Adr. Which of you two did dine with mcto day?

S. Ant. I, gentle Miftris.

Adr. And arc not you my husband <•

E. Ant. No, I fay nay to that.

S. Ant. And fo doe I, yet did ftic call me fo

:

And this fair Gentlcvvon/an here

Did call me Brother. What I told you then,

I hope I fhall have leifure to make good,

If this be not a dream I fee and hear.

Goldfmith. That is the Chain Sir, which you had of

mc.

S. Ant. I think it be Sir, I deny it not.

E. Ant. And you fir for this Chain arreftcd me.

Cold, I think I did Sir, I deny it not.

Adr. Kent you money Sir to be your baylc

By Dromio., but I think he brought it not.

E. Dro, No, none by mc.
'

S. Ant. This purfc of Duckets I rccciv'd from you.

And Dromio my man did bring thcin me

:

I fee wc ftill did meet each otheit man.

And I was une for him, and he for me.

And thereupon thcfe errours arc arofe.

E. Ant. Thefe Duckets pawn I for my Father here.

Duk^. It fliall not need, thy Father hath his life.

Cur. Sir, Imuft have that Diamond from you.

E. Ant. There take it, and much thanks for my good

cheer.

Ahb. Renowned Duke, vonchfafe to take the pains

To go with us into the Abbey here.

And hear at large difcourfed all our fortunes.

And all that arc aflcmbled in this place :

That by this fimpathized one dayc* error

,

Ha.ve fuffcred wrong. Go, keep us company.

I 3 And
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And Mve (hallnuke full facisfaflion.

Thirty three yearcs have I been gone in travell

Of you my Sons, and till this prefcnthour

My heavy burthens are delivered:

The Duke my Husband, and my children both ,

And you the Kalendcrs of their Nativity,

Go to a Goflips fcaft,and go with me.

After fo long grief fuch Nativity.

Dukj. With all iny heart Tie Goflip at this feaft.

Exeunt omnes. Mamtt the two Dromio's and

two Brothers.

S. Dro. Mart, fliall I fetch your ftuffe from fhipboord?

E,y4».Droml»,whzz{\\iffeoimnc haft thou imbark'd.

S' Dro. Your goods that lay at hoft fir in the Centaur.

S.^nt. He fpcaks to mc, I am your Mafter Dromlo.

Come go with us, wc'l look to that anon.
Embrace thy Brother there, rcjoycc with him. Exit.
S.Dro. There is a fat friend at your Maftcrs houfe.

That kitchin'd me for you to day at dinner

:

She now {hall be my fifter, not my wife.

£. D. Me thinks you are my glafle, and not my bro-
I fee by you, I am a fweet-fac'd youth, (thcr :

Will you walk in to fee their Goffipping >

S. Dro. Not I Sir, you are my Elder.

E. Dro. That's a queftion, howfhall I try ir.

S. Dro. Wc'l draw Cuts for the Signioruy, till then,
lead thou firft.

E.Dro. Nay then thus:

We came into the world like Brother and Brother

:

And now let's go hand in hand, not one before another.

Exeufa,

FINIS
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Much adoe about Nothing.

^Uui Trimus. Scena Trima.

Enter Lconato Governonr of Meffint^ Innogen his

wifcy Hero hit Daughter, and Beatrice his

Neece^ with <f CMe^euger.

Leonato.

Learn in this Lertcr, that Dou Peter of tAr-

ragon comes this night to Mefflna.

Meff. He is very near by this : he was not

three Leagues offwhen I left him.

Leon. How many Gentlemen have you loft in this

a(5lion ?

Mef. But few ofany fort, and none of name.

Leon. A vidlory is twice it felf, when the atchiever

brings home full numbers : I find here that Don Peter

hath bcftowed much honour on a young Florentine called

CUudio.

Mef. Much dcferv'd on his parr, and equally remem-

brcd by Don Pedro, he hath born himfelf beyond the

promife of his age, doing in the figure of a Lamb the

feacs ofa Lion,hc hath indeed better bettered expcflation,

then you muft expedt of me to tell you how.

Leo. He hath an Uncle here in Mejjtna will be very

much glad of it.

Mef. I have already delivered him Letters, and there

appears much joy in him, even fo much, that joy could

not rtiew it felf modeft enough, without a badge of bit-

terneffe.

Leo. Did he break out into leares ?

Mef. In great mcafure.

Leo. A kmd overflow of kindneffe : there are no fa-

ces truer, then thofe that are fo wafh'd, how much better

is it to weep at joy, then to joy at weeping ?

Bjeat. I pray you,is Signior MouHtanto rctiirn*d from
the Warrs, or no >

Mef. I know none of that name,Lady,thcre was none
fuch in the Army of any fort.

Leo. What is he that you ask for Necce ?

Hero. My Coufin means S,\^mox Benedick^oi Padua.

Mef. O he's rctum'd, and as pleafant as ever he was.

Beat. He fet up his Bills here in Meffma, and chal-

Icng'd Cupid at the Flight: and my Uncles fool reading

the Challenge, lubfcrib dfor Cupid, and challcng'd him
at the Burbolt. I ^ray you, how nany hath he kill'd and
eaten in thefe Warrs ? But how many hath he kill'd ?

for indeed, I promis'd to eat all of his killing.

Letn. 'Faith Necce, you taxc Signior BtHtdick. too
much, but he'l meet with you, I doubt it nor.

Mtf. He hath done good fervicc Lady,in thofe wars.

Beat. You had mufty vi6tuall, and he hach holp to

cat It •• he's a very -valiant Trencher-man , he hath an
txcellcnt ftomach.

Mef. And a good Soldier too Lady,
Beat. And a good Soldier to a Lad/. But what ij he

to a Lord ?

Mef. A Lord to a Lord, a Man to a Man, ftuft with
all honourable virtues.

Beat. It is fo indeed, he is no lefTc then a ftuft man s

but for the ftuffing well, we are all mortall.

Leon. You muft not (fir) miftake my Neece. there is a
kind of merry War betwixt Signior Benedick^znA her :

they never meet, but there is a skirmifti of wit between
them.

Seat. Alafs, he gets nothing by that. In our laft con-
flict, four of his five wits went halting off, and now is the
whole man govern'd with one : fo that if he have wit
enough to keep himfelf warm, let him bear it for a dif-
ference between himfelfand his horfe. For it is all the
wealth that he hath left, to be known a reafonable crea-
ture. Who is his Companion now ? He hath every
moneth a newfworn Brother.

Mef. Is'tpoffible?

Beat.Wtry eafily polTible : he wears his faith but as the
faniionofhishat,it ever changes with the next block.

Mef. I fee (Lady) the Gentleman is not in your books.
Beat. No, and he were, I would bum myftudy. But

I pray you who is his Companion.? Is there no young
fquarer now. that will make a voyage with him to the
Devil ?

Mef He is moft in the company of the tight nobic
Clandto.

Beat. O Lord, he will hang upon him like a difeafe :

he is fooner caught then the Peftilcnce,and the uker runs
prcfcntly mad. God help the noble ^/aW/V, if he have
caught the Benedick.^ it will coft him a tliouDmd pound
ere it be cur'd.

Mef. I will hold friends with you Lady.
Beat. Doe good friend.

Leo. You'l ne'rc run mad Neece.
Beat. No,not till a hot January.

Mef Don Pedro is approach'd.

EnttrJ^on *pedro, flauiio. Benedick^ Ba/tku^rt
and John the Bafiard.

Pedro. Good Signior Leonat; you are come to meet

your trouble : the faftiion of the world is to avoid coft,

and you encounter it.

Leon. Never came trouble to my houfe in the likenefs

of your Grace : for, trouble being gone, comfort ftiouJd

remain : but when you depart from mc, forroW abidc^

and happinefte takes his leave.
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Pedro. You embrace your charge more willingly : 1

chink this is your daughter.

Leo, Her Mo cher hath many times toJdnSe fo.

Ben. Were you in doubt, that you askther?

Leo, Signior Benedick., no , for then were you a

Child.

Pedro. You have it full Beacdickj, we may gueffe by

this, what you are, being aman, truly the Lady fathers

her felf : be happy, Lady, for you are like an honourable

father,

Beit. If Signior Leonato be her Father, fhe would not

have his head on her (boulders for all Aff;^/(«, as like

him as fhe is.

Beat. I wonder that you will ftiU be talkiog, Signior

Benedtckj,x\o body marks you,

Bea. What my dear Lady Difdain ) are youyet li-

ving ?

Beat. Is it poffible Difdain (hould die, whilaflic hath

fuch meet food to feed it, as Signior Benedick, ? Courte-

fie it felf rauft convert to Difdain, if you come in her

prefence.

Bette. Then isCourtcfic a turn-coat, but it is certain

I am loved of all Ladies,onely you excepted : and I would

I could find in my heart that I had not an hard hean,for

truly I love none.

Beat. A dear happineffe to women, they would elfe

have been troubled with a pernicious Sutor, I thank God
and my cold blood, 1 am of your humour for that, I had

rather hear my Dog bark at a Crowj then a man fwear

he loves me.

Ben. God keep yourLadi(Kip ftiU in that mfnd,fo

fome Gentleman or other (hall fcapc a PredeftinatC

fcracht face.

Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe, and 'twere

fuch a face as yours were.

Ben. Well you arc a rareParrat-teachcr.

Beat. A Bird ofmy tongue, is better then a Beaft of

yours.

Ben, I would my horfe had the fpeed ofyour tongue,

and fo good a contmucr: but keep your way a God's

name, I have done.

Beat. You aiwayes end with a Jade's trick, I know
you of old.

Pedro. This is the fumme of all : Leettato , Signior

^laudio^ and Signior Benedicks ; my dear friend Leona.

to hath invited you all, I tell you we (hall ftay here, at

the leaft a moneth, and he heartily prays fome occafion

may detain us longer : I dare fwear he is no hypocrite,

but prays from his heart.

Leon. If you fwear, my Lord, y«u fliall notfcefor-

fworn, let me bid you welcome, iny Lord, being reconci-

led to the Prince your Brother ; I owe you all duty.

JoA». I thank you, I am not of many .words, but!

thank you.

Leon. Pleafe it your Grace lead on ?

Pedro. Your hand Leonato, we will go together.

Exeunt. Manet Benedick^and Claudia,

Clan. Benedick^ didft thou note the daughter of Sig-

nior Leonato ?

Ben. I noted her not, but 1 look'd on her.

Clau. h flie not a modeft young Lady ?

Ben. Doe you queftion me as an honeft man fliould

doe, for my hmplc true judgement ? or would you have

me fpeak after my cuftome, as be-ng a profefled tyrant to

their fex ?

Clan, No, 1 prcthee fpeak in fober judgement.
Ben. Why Ifaich methmksfhe's tool6wfor an high

praife, too brown for a fair praife, and too little for a
great praife, onely this commendation I can afford her
that were Ihe other then (Tie is, fhe were unhandfomc
and being no other but as fhe is, I doe not like her.

Cl^u. Thou think'ft 1 am m fpprt, I pray thee tell me
truly how thou lik'ft her.

Ben. Would you buy her, that ycu enquire after her ?

Clan. Can the world buy fuch a Jewell ?

Ben. Yea, and a cafe to put it into, buc fpeak you this
with a fad brow > Or doe you play the flouting Jack, to
tell us Cupid is a good Hare- finder, and Vulcan a rare
Carpenter: Come, in what Key (hall a man take you to
go in the Song.

Clan. In mine eye, (he is the fweeteft Lady that ever
I lookt on.

Ben. I can fee yet without Speftacles, and I fee no
fuch matter : there's her Cofin , and flie were not poffeft

with a fury, exceeds her at much in beauty, as the fiift

of May doth the laft of December : but I hope you have
no intent to turn husband 'have you ?

Clan. I would fcarce truft my felf, though I had fwom
the contrary, if Hero would be my wife.

Ben. Is't come to this .? in faith hath not the world
one man, but he will wear his cap with fufpicion ? (hall I

never fee a Batchellor of threefcore again ? goe to
Ifaith, and thou wilt needs thruft thy neck into a yoke,
wear the print of it, and figh away Sundays : look, Don
Pedro is returned to feck you.

Enter Don Pedro, John the Ballard.

Pedr. What fecret hath held you here, that you fol-

lowed nor to Leonato ?

Bened. I would your Grace would conftrain me to

cell.

Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance.

Ben. You hear. Count C/xW/», I can be fecret as a

dumb man, I would have you think fo (but on my alle-

giance, mark you this, on my allegiance) he is in love,

with whom ? now that is your Graces part : mark
how fhorthiS anfwer is ^ with Heroy Leonato's ftiort

Daughter.

Clan. If this were fo, fo were it uttered.

Ben. Likt the old Tale, my Lord, it is not fo, nor
'twas not fo : but indeed, God forbid it fhould be fo.

Clan. Ifmy palfion change not fhortly, God forbid

it fhould be otherwife.

Pedro. Amen, if you love her, for the Lady is very

well worthy.

Clan. You fpeak this to fetch me in, my Lord.

Pedro. By my troth I fpeak my thought.

Clan. And in faith, my Lord, I fpoke mine.

Ben, And by my two faiths and troths, my Lord, I

fpeak mine,

Clau. That I love her, I feel.

Ped. That flic is worthy, I know.

Ben. That I neither feel how (he fbould be lo-

ved , nor know how fhe fhoUld be vyorthy , is the

opinion that fire cannot melt out otme, I will die in it at

the ftake.

Ped. Thou waft ever an obftinate Heretick in the de-

fpjght of beauty.

Clan, And never could maintain his part, but in the

force of his will.

Ben
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Bene. Thac a woman conceived me, I thank her : chat

fhc brought mc iijp, I likewifc give her moft hinnblc

thanks : but that I will have a rcchate winded in my
forchtad , or hang my bugle in an invifiblc baldrick , all

women fhall pardon me ; bccaufc I will not doc them the

wrong to milhuft any , I will doc my fclf the right to

trufl none : and the fine is, ( for the which I may goc the

fTncr ) I will live a Batchelor.

Pedro. I Oiall fee thcc ere I die, look pie with lOve.

Be/!e. With anger , with ficknclTe, or with hunger
,

my Lord , not with love : prove that ever I loofe more

bloud with love, then I will get again with drinking.,

pick out mine eyes with a Ballet-makers penn , and

hang me up at the door of a brothcl-houfe for the figne

of blind Cupid.

Pedro. Well, if ever thou do'ft fall from this faith,

thou wilt prove a notable argument.

Bene.U I do, hang mc in a bottle like a Cat, and fhooi

at mc, and he that hit's mc, let him be clapt on the flioul-

per, and call'd Adam.
Pedro. Weill as the time fliall try : In time the favage

Bull doth bear theyoak.

Bene. The favage biJl may , but if ever the fenfible

BencdickJsczY it ,
pluck off the bulls horns , and fet them

in my forehead , and let me be vjldely painted , and in

r\ich gicat LcttcrsTis they write, Here is good liorfe to

hire : let them fignific under my figne, Here you may fee

Benedicks the married man.

Clau. Ift(his fliould ever happen, thou wouldft be

horn mad.

Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not fpent all his Quiver in

Venice, thou wilt quake for this fhortly.

Be>7e. I look for an earth quake too then

.

Pedro. Well
,
you will temporize with the hours , in

the mean time, good Signior Betiedick^y repair to Lfu-

KMto's , cOinmcna mc to him , and tell him I will not fail

him at fuppcr , for indeed he bath made great prepara-

tion.

Bene. I have almoft matter enough in me for fuch an

Embaflage, and fo I commit you.

C/au. To the tuition of God. Frommyhoufe, if I

had it.

Pedro. The fixth of /w/^-.Your loving friend,5r»f(//Vi^.

Bene. Nay mock not, mock not ;tlic body of your

difcourfe is fomctimc guarded with fragments , and the

guards arc but flightly baftcd on neither : c'rc you flout

old ends any further , examine your confcicnce, and i'o I

leave you. Sxir.

Clau. My Liege
,
your Highncfs now may do mc

good.

Pedro. My love is thine to teach, teach it but how,
And thou ftiait fee how apt it is to learn

Any hard Lcflon, that may do theegood.

Clau. Hath Leomito any fon my Lord ?

Pedro. No child but HerOy (he's his oncly heir.

Dofl thou affc(^ her, Claudio ?

C^au. O my Lord,

When you went onward on this ended aftion,

1 look'd upon her with a fouldicrs eye.

That lik'd, but had a rougher thsk in hand,
Than to drive liking to the name of love :

But now I am return'd, and that war-thoughts

Have left their places vacant : in their rooms
Come thronged foft and delicate dcfires.

All prompting mc how fair young Hero is,

Saying I lik'd her ere I went to wars.

Pedrt. Thou wilt be like a lover prcfently,

And tire the hearer with a book of words:
If thou doft love fair //^rtf, chcrifh It,

And I will break witii her : wart not to this end,

That thou bcganft to twift fo fine a ftory ?

C/au. How fwectly do you nunirter to love^

That know lovesgriefby his complexion .'

But left my liking might too fodain fccm,

I would have falv'd it with a longer creatifc.

Pedrj. What need the bridge much broader then the

The fai reft grant m the ncccinty

:

(floud/

Look what will fcrvc, is fit : 'tis once, thou lovcft,

And I will fit thee with the remedy,

I know wc ftiall have revelling to night,

I will affumc thy part in fomc difgmfe.

And tell fair Hero I am CUmdioy

And in her bofomc I'lc undafp my heart.

And take her hearing prifoncr with the force

And ftrong incountcr ofmy amorous ulc ;

Then after , to her father will I break.

And the condufion is, flic fhalt be thine,

In pradifcletusputitprefently. Exeunt,

Enter LeonAto and an old many brother f Letnato.

Leo. How now brother, where is my cofcnyour fon ;

hath he provided this mufick ?

Old. He is very bufic about it, but brother , I can tell

you news that you yet drcam'd not of.

Leo. Are they good ?

Old. Ax the event ftamps them, but they have a good

cover : they (Tiew well outward : the Prince and Count

Claudio walking in a thick pleached alley in my orchard,

were thus over-heard by a man ofmine : the Prince dif-

covered to Claudio that he loved my neece your daugh-

ter, and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance,

and he found her accordant , he meant to take the

prefent time by the top , and inftantly brcake with you

of it.

Let. Hath the fellow any wit.that told you this ?

Old. A good (harp fellow , 1 will fend for him , and

queftion him your fclf.

Leo. No, no : we will hold it as a dream,till it appear

it fclf: but I will acquaint my daughter with all , that (he

may be the better prepared for anfwer , if peradventure

this be true : go you and tell her of it : cofins, you know

what you have to do , O I cry you mercy friend
, go you

with me and I willufe your skill
,
good cofin have a care

this bulie time. Exeunt.

Enter Sir lohn the Bajlard, and Conrade hts companitn.

Con. What the good year my Lord, why arc you thus

outof meafurefad ?

/obn. There is no meafure in the occafion that breeds

,

therefore the fadncfs is without limit.

Con. Youfliould hear rcafon.

hhn. And when I have heard it, what blciTmg bring-

ethit?

Con. If not a prefent remedy, yet a patient fufterance.

John. I wonder that thou(bcing,as thou fairt thou art,

born under Saturn ) goe(^ about to apply a monall mc-

decinc to a mortifying mifchief: I cannot hide what I

am : I murt be fad when I have caufc, and fmilc at no

mans je(H ; cat when I have ftomach , and wait for no

mansleifutc : fleepwhen I amdrowTie, and tend on no

mans bufincfs ; laugh when I am merry, and claw no man

io his humour.

Con. Yea, but you muft not makethe full (howof thit

till you may doc it without controllmcnt ,
you have of

''
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l4te ftood out againft your brochcr , and he hath tane

you newly into his grace , where it is iiiiponible you

fliould take root, but by the fair weather that you make

your (elf , it is necdfull that you fiame the feafon for your

own harvcft.

John. I had rather be a canker in a hec?ge,thcn a rofe

in his grace, and it better fits my bloud to be difdain'd of

an,then to fafhion a carriage to rob bye from any: in this

( though 1 cannot be faid to be a flattering honeft man )

itmuft not be denied but I am a plain dealing villain , I

am trufted with a muffell , and infvaBchifcd with a clog,

therefore I have decreed, not to fing in my cage ; if I had

my mouth , I would bite : if 1 had my liberty,! would do

my liking : in the mean time , let me be that I am , and

feck not to alter mc.

Cmr. Can you make no ufe of your difcontcnt ?

John. I will make all ufe of it, for I ufe it onely.

Who comes here ? what news Borachio.

Enter Borathlt.

Bora. I came yonder from a great fupper , the Prince

your brother is royally entertained hyLeonato^ind I can

give you intelligence of an intended marriage.

John. Will it fcrve for any Modell to build mifchiefe

on ? What is he for a foole that betroth's himfelf to un-

unquietnefs?

Bor. Marry it is your brothers right hand.

John. Who, themoftexquifitc C/<i«<f<V?

Bor. Even he.

Jthn. A proper S(]uier,and who,and who, which way
looks he ?

Bor. Marry on Hera^ the daughter and Heir of Leo-

nAto.

Jthn. A very forward March-chick , how come you

to this ?

Bcr. Being entertain'd for a perfumer , as I was fmoa-

Vmg a mufty room , comes me the Prince and CUuiio^

hand in hand in fad conference : I whipt behind the Ar-

ras, and there heard it agreed upon,that the Prince fhould

wooc //^'ro for himfelf , and having obcain'd her, give

her to Count Claudlo.

John. Come, come, let us thither, this may provefood

to my difpkafure , that young ftart-up haih all the glory

ofmy overthrow : if I can crofl'c him any way , I blefle

my felf every way
;
you are both furc , and will a/fift

mc ?

Conr. To the death my Lord.

Jthn. Let us to the great fupper , their cheer is the

greater that I fubducd, would the Cook were ofmy mind:

(liall we go prove what's to be done ?

Bor. We'll wait upon your Lordiliip.

Exeunt,

Pedro. AUm Secunduf,

Exeunt. /K-

CUu. Benedict^ dl^j,^ f,^ ^,y fj^^^ his daughter,
nior Leonato f ^ j l- r

«> >

Ben. I noted her not, I

CUu.h Ihe not a modt^lohn here at fupper ?
Ben, Doe you queftion i.

doe for my fimple true judjcntleman looks , I never can
me fpcak aficrmycuaome,as.d ,n hourafter.
"^"^^'^^

'ly difpofition.

Bear. Hewcrc an excellent man that wcic made jufl in

the mid-way between him and Bc/jcd'uk^f., the one is too

like an imageand faies nothing, and the other too hkc

my Ladies cldcft fon, evermore tading.

Leon. Thcivhalf S\gi\\ot Benedick^s toiinguc in Count
lohn! mouth , and halfc Count lohns mclancholly in Sig-

nior Benedick^s face .

Beat, With a good Icggc and a good foot unckle, and

money enough in his purl'e , fuch a man would win any

woman in the world, if he could get her good will.

Leon. By my troth Neece , thou wilt never get thee a

husband, if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tongue.

Brot. Infaith flie'stoocurft.

Beat. Too curft is more then curft, I fhall leffen Cods
fending that way : for it is faid , God fends a curft Cow
fhort horns, but to a Cow too curft he fends none.

Leon. So, by being too cutft, God will fend no

horns.

Beat. Juft, if he fend mc no husband , for the which

blclfing, 1 am at him upon my knees every morning and

evening : Lord, I could not endure a husband with a beard

on his face, I had rather lie in the woollen.

Leina. You may light upon a husband that hath no

beard.

Beat. What fhould I doe with him ? dreffe him in

my apparell, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman? he

that hath a beard, is more then a youth : and he that hath

no beard ts Icffe then a man : and he that is more then a

youth, IS not for me : and he that is lefs then a man, I am
not for him : therefore I will even take fix pence in e*r-

ncft of the Bearhcrd and lead his Apes into hell.

Leon. Well then, go you into hell.

Beat. No, but to the gate, and there w»ll the Devill

meet' mc like an old Cuckold with horns on his head
,

and fay, get you to heaven Beatrice^ get you to heaven

,

here's no place for you maids, fo deliver I up my Apes

,

and away to Saint Peter : for the heavens , he Inews me
where the Batehellers fit , and there live we as merry as

the day is long.

Brot. Well neece , I truft you will be rul'd by your fa-

ther.

Beat. Yes faith , it is my cofens duty to make curifie,

and fay , a$ it pleafe you : but yet for all that cofin , let

him be a handfonie fellow , or elie make another curtfie

,

and fay, father, as it plcafesmc.

Leon. Well neece,! hope to fee you one day fitted with

a husband.

Beat, Not till Cod make men offome other mcttall

then earth , would it not grieve a woman to be overma-

ftred with a piece of valiant duft > to make account of

her life to a clod of cold wayward mark .? no uncle , I'lc

none : Adams fons are brethren , and truly I hold it a fin

to match in my kinred.

Leon, Daughter , remember what I told you , if the

Prince do folicit you in that kind ,
you know your an-

fwer.

Beat. The fault will be in the mufick, cofin , if you

be not woo'd in good time : if the Prince be too impor-

cant,teil him there is meafure in every thing, and fo dance

out the anfwer,for hear me H^rc, wooing, wedding, and

repenting , is as a Scotch jiggCj a meafure, and a cinque-

pace : the firft fuit is hot and hafty like a Scotch jiggc

( and full as fantafticall ) the wedding mannerly modeft,

(as a meafure)fullof ftatcand anchentry, and then comes

repentance , and with his bad legs falls into the cinque-

pace fafter andfafter,tillhc finks into his grave.
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(i^duch adoe about nothing. 105

Leon. Cofin you apprehend paffing (hrcwdly.

Beatrice. I have a good eye uncle, 1 can fee a Church

by day light.

Leon. The revellers are cntring brother , make good

room.

Enter Prince^Pedro^ Claudia, BenedickSy '*"' ^'*^-

thai.ar.^or dnmb ']ohn^Maskjrs with a, dr/tm.

Pedro. Lady, will you v\'alkc about with your friend ?

Hero. So you walk foftly , and look fwectly , and fay

nothing, I am yours for the walke, and efpecially when I

walkcaway.

Pedro. With me in your company.

Here. I may fay fo when I plcafe.

Pedro. And when pleafe you to fay fo ?

Hero. When I like your favour, for God defend the

Lute fhould be like the cafe.

'Pedro. My vifor is Philtmons roofe, within the houfe

is love.

Hero. Why then your vifor Ihould be tbatcht.

Pedro. Speak low if you fpcak Love.

Bene. Well, I would you did like me.

CMask_. So would not I for your own fake, for I have

many ill qualities.

Bene. Which is one?

UMask^. 1 fay my prayers aloud.

Bene. I love you the better,thc hearersmay cry Amen.
<J^as. God match me with a good dancer.

Batth. Amen.
Mas, And God keep him out of my fight when the

the dance is done : anfwer Clerk.

Balth. No more words, the Clerk is anfwcred.

Urfula, 1 know you well enough
, you are Signior An-

thottio.

cAnth. At a word , I am nor.

ZJrfula. I know you by the wagllng ofyour head.

^nth. To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

Urfu. You could never doe him fo ill well , unlefs you
were the very man : here's his dry hand up and down

,

you are he, you arc he.

Anth. At a word, I am not.

Vrftfla. Come , come, doc yon think I doe not know
you by your excellent wit ? can vertuc hide It fclfc ? goe
CO, mumme, you are he, graces will appear, and there's

an end.

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you fo ?

Bent, No, you (hall pardon me-

Beat. Nor will you tell me who you are ?

Bene. Not now.
Beat. That I wasdifdainfull, and that I hadmygood

wit out of the hundred merry tales: well,this was Signior
Benedickj that fa id fo.

Bene. What's he ?

Beat. I am fure yoU know him well enough.
Bent. Not I, believe me.
Beat. Did he never make you laugh ?

Bene. I pray you what is he ?

Beat. Why is the Princes jcfter, a very dull foole,
onely his gift is, in devifing impolTible flanders , none
but Libertines delight in him , and the commendation is

not in his wit , but in his villany , for he both pleafeth

men and angers them , and then they laugh at him , and
beat him ; I am fure he is in the Fleet , I would he had
boarded me.

Bene. When I know.thc Gentleman, I'lc tell him what
you fay.

^

Beat. Doe , doc, hcc'l but break a comprifon or two
on me, which peradventur ( not markt , or not laugh'd
at ) ftrikeshim intomelaneholly, and then thcrc'sa Par-
tridge wing faved , for the foole will cat no fupper that
nighr. We muft follow the Leader*.

Bene. In every good thing.

Bea. Nay, if they lead to any ill , 1 will IcaTCthem
at the next turning. MxejtHt.

Miijick^ for the dance.

John. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath
withdrawn her father to break with him about it ; the

Ladies follow her, and but one \ifor temains.

Bora. And that is Clandio, I know him by his bca.

ring.

John. Are no: you Signior Benedickj f

Clau. You know mc well, I am he.

John. Signior, you are very near my brother in his

love, he isenamor'd on//rrff, I pray youdilTwade him
from her, fhe is no etyiall for his birth ; you may do the

part ofaa honeft man in it*

Clau. How know you he loves her ?

John. I heard him fwear his affc(^ion*

Bora. So did I to» , and he fworc he would marry her

tonight.

loh. Come, let us to ihe banquet. Exit. manet.Clau.

Clau. Thus anfwer I in name ofBenedlckey

But hear this ill news with the eats of Claudio:

'Tis certain fo, the Prince woo's for himfclf :

Friendfhipisconflant in all other things.

Save in the Office and affairs of love :

Therefore all hearts in love ufe their own tongues,

Let every eye negotiate for it felfc»

And truft no Agent : for beauty is a witch
,

Againft whofe charmes, faith mclteth into blood :

This is an accident of hourly proofc.

Which I miftrufted not. Farewell therefore Htro.

Enter Benedickj

Bene. Count Claudio^

Clau. Yea the fame.

Bene. Come, will you go with me .'

Clau. Whither ?

Bene. Even to the next Willow , about your own bu-

fineffe, Count. What fafhion will you were the Garland

off? About your neck, like an Ufurers chain ? Or under

your armc , like a Lieutenants fcarfe ? You muft wear it

one way, for the Prince hath got your Hero.

(^Itu, I wifli himjoy of her,

Btne. Why that's fpoken like an honeft Droyier, fo

they fell Bullocks : but did you think the Prince would

have ferved you thus >

CI"'*. 1 pray you leave me.

Bene. Ho no.' you ftrikc like the blind-man, 'twas the

boy that ftole your meat, and you '11 beat the poft.

Clau. If it will not be, rie leave you. Exit.

Bene Alas poor hurt foul, now will he creep into

fcdges : but that my Lady Beatrice (Tiould know mc, and

not know me : the Princes fool / Ha ? it may be I goe

under that title , bccaufe I am merry : yet but fo I am

apt to do my fclf wrong : I am not fo reputed , it 1$ the

bafc ( though bitter ) difpofition of Btatrict , that puts

the word into her perfon, and fo gives mc out : well, ile

be revenged as I may.

Enter the Prince.

Pedro. Now Signior, Where's the Count, did you fee
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a transgreflion ? the

Bene. Tioth my Lord, I have played the part of Lady

Fame , I found him here as melancholly as a Lodge in a

Warren , I told him,and I think, told him true, that your

grace had got the will of this young Lady , and 1 oifered

him my company to a willow tree, either to make him a

garland , as being forfakcn , or to bmd him a rod, a$ be-

ing worthy to be whipt.

Pedro. To be whipt,what's his fault ?

Bene. The flat tranf"rc(Tion of a School-boy , who

being over-joyed with finding a birds ncft , (hews it his

companion, and hefteals it.

Pedro. Wilt thou make a truft
,

tranfgrefiTion is in the dealer.

Bene. Yet it had not been amifs the rod had been

made,and the garland too, for the garland he might have

worn himfelf , and the rod he might have beftowcd on

you, who (as I take it) have floln his birds neft.

Pedro. I will but teach them to fing , and rcftore them

to the owner.

Bene. If their finging anfwcr your faying,by my faith

you fay honeftly.

'Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrell to you , the

Gentleman that danc'd with her , told her fhc is much

wrong'd by you.

Bene. O fhe mifus'd me part the indurance of a block

:

an oake but with one green leaf on it, would have an-

fwered her : my very vifor began to affume life, and fcold

with her : fhe told me , not thinking I had been my
felf , that I was the Princes Jefter , and that I was duller

then a great thaw, hudlingjeftupon jeft ; withfuchim-

polTible conveianee upon me , that I flood like a man at a

mark , with a whole army fhooting at me : fhc fpeaks

poyniards , and every word ftabs me : if her breath were

as terrible as terminations, there were no living near

her , fhe would infeft to the north ftar : I would not

marry her , though (he were indowed with all that yidam

had left him before he tranfgreft , fhc would have made

Hercules have turnd fpit ,
yea, and have cleft his club to

make the fire too : come , talk not of her , you iliall find

her in the infernall Ate in good apparell. I would to God
feme fcholler would con)Ure her, for certainly while fhe

is here,a man may live as quiet in hel!,as in a fanfhiary,

and people fin upon purpofe , becaufe they would goe

thither, fo indeed all difquiet , horror , and perturbation

follows her.

Enter Claudio, and BeatriceyLeonatOy Hero.

Pedra. Look here fhc comes.

Bene. Will your Grace command meanyfervicc to

the worlds end ? I will go on the flightcft errand now
to the Antipodes that you can dcvife to fend me on ; I

will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the furtheO; inch

ofAfia : bring you the length oiPreftcr Johns foot : fetch

you a hair off the great Chams beard : doe you any em-

baffage to the Pigmies, rather then hold three words

conference with this Harpy : you have no employment

for me ?

Pedro. None, but to defire your good company.

Bene. O God fir, heres a difh I lovt not, I cannot in-

dure this Ladies tongue. Exit.

Pedro. Come Lady , come, you have loft the heart of

Signior Bemdickj.

Beat. Indeed my Lord, he lent it me a while, and I

gave him ufe for it , a double heart for a finglc one marry

once before he won it of of mc , with falfc dice, therefore

your Grace may well fay I have loft k.

Pedro. You have put him down Lady
,
you have put

him down.
Beat. So I would not he fhould do me, my Lord, left I

fhould prove the mother of fools: I have brought Count
CUudlo^ whom you fent me to feck.

Pedro. Why now now Count, wherefore are you fad ?

Clan. Not fad my Lord.

Pedro. How then? fick.?

Claa. Neither, my Lord.

Beat. The Count is neither fad, nor fick , nor merry,
nor well : but civill Count, civillas an Orange,and fome-
thing ofa jealous complexion.

Pedro. Ifaith Lady , I think your blazon to be true
,

though I befworn , if he belo, his conceit is falfc :

here Claadlo , I have wooed in thy name , and fair Hero I

is won , I have broke with her father, and his good will

obtained , name the day of marriage, and God give thee

ioy.

LeonA. Count, take of me my daughter , and with her

my fortunes : his grace hath made the match,and all grace

fay. Amen to it.

Beat. Speak Count, 'tis your Qji.

Clau. Silence istheperfe«fteft Heralt of joy, I were

but little happy if I could fay , how much ? Lady, as you

are mine , I am yours, I give away my felfefor you,and

doat upon the exchange.

Beat. Speak cofin , or ( if you cannot ) ftop his mouth
with a kifs, and let not him fpeak neither.

Pedro. Infaith Lady you have a merry heart.

Beat. Yea my Lord I thank it, poore foole it keeps

on the windy fide of care , my cofin tells him inbsearc

that he is in my heart.

Clau. And fo ftie doth cofin.

Beat. Good Lord for alliance : thus goes every one to

the world but I, and I am fun-burn'd, 1 may fit in a cor-

ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband.

Pedro. Lady Beatrice., I will get you one.

Beat. I would rather have one of your fathersgctting:

hath your Grace ne're a brother like you ? your father

got excellent husbands , if a maid could come by them.

Tr'ince. Will you have me ? Lady.

Beat. No, my Lord , unleflc I might have another for

working-dayes
, your Grace is too coftly to wear every

day : But I befeech your Grace pardon mc , I vras born

to fpeak .ill mirth, and no matter.

Prince. Your filence moft ofVcnds mc , and to be mer-

ry , belt becomes you, for out of queftion ,
you were born

in a merry hour.

Beat. No fure my Lord , my mother cryed , but then

there was a ftar danc'd, and under that I was borncrcofins

God give you joy.

Leona. Ncecc,will you look to thofc things I told you

of?

Beat. I cry you mercy Uncle , by your Graces pardon.

Exit Beatrice.

Prince. By my troth a plcafant fpirited Lady.

Leon. There's little of the melanchoHy clement in her

my Lord , fhe is never fad , but when flic flccps, and not

ever fad then : for I have heard my daughter fay.(he hath

often dreamt of unbappinefs, and wak't her felf with

laughing.

Pedro. She cannot indure to hear tell of a husband.

Leon. O, by i\o means , flie mocks all her wooers out

of fuit.

Prince. She were an esccllent wife for Benedick^.

Leona. Olord, my Lord, if they were but a week mar
ried.
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married, ;hcy would talk cliemfdvts mad,

Frlnce. Count Claitdify when mean you togoc to

Church ?

Ciau. To morrow my Lord , Time goes on crutches

,

till love have all his ncci.

Lcotttt. Not tillmonday , my dear fon, which is hence

a juft feven night , and a time too brief too , to have all

things anfvver mind.

Prlncf. Come ,
you fhakc the head at fo long a brea-

thing , but I warrant thee C/4«^/'o, thetimcfhallnotgo

duJiy by us , I will in the j»rrr;«, undeitake one oi Her-

cules laboursjwhich is,to bring Signior Be/iedickjind the

Lady Beatrice into a mountain of affection, th* one with

th'other, I would fain have it a match , and I doubt not

but to fafhion it , if you three will but miniftcr fuch a(li-

ftance as I fhall give you direction.

Leona. My Lord, I am for you, though it coft me ten

nights watchings.

C/an. And I my Lord,

Prin. And you too gentle Here.

Her*. I will do any modeft office, my Lord , to help

my cofin to a good husband.

Prin, And Benedickt is not the unhopefulleft husband

that I know : thus farrc can I praife him, he is of a noble

ftrain, of approved valour,and confirm'dhonefty. I will

teach you how to humour your cofin , that fhe fhall fall

in love with Beneiickj^ and I , with your two helps, will

fo praftifc on Benedick^-, that in dcfpite of his quick wit,

and his cjueafic ftomack,he fhall fall in love with Beatrice:

Kvjc can do this, Cupid is no longer an Archer, his glory

fhallbcours, for we are the onely love-gods, go with mc,

and I will tell you my drift. Exeunt,

Enter John and Borachio.

Joh It is fo,ihe Count CUhdio (hzW marry the daugh-

ter of Leonato.

Bora. Yea my Lord, but I can crofs if.

Jeha. Any bar , any crofs , any impediment, will be

medicinabletome, I am fick indifplcafure tohim, and

whatfoever comes athwart his afFedlion, ranges evenly

with mine, how canft thou crofs this marriage ?

Bar. Not honcftly my Lord , but fo covertly , that no
diflionefty ftiall appear in me.

JoA, Shew me briefly how,

Bor. I think 1 told your Lordfhip a year fince , how
much I am in the favour of Margaret^ the waiting gen-

tlewoman to Hero,

"John. I remember.

Bor. I can at any unfeafonable inftant of the night,ap-

point her to look out at her Ladies chamber window,

'John. What life is in that , to be the death of this

marria"c,?

Bor. The poyfon of that lies In you totemptr, goe

you to the Prince your brother, fparc not to tell him,that

he hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned
Ciaudlo^ whofe eftimaiion do you mightily hold up , to a

contaminated ftalc, fuch a one as Hero.

John. What proofe fhall I make of that ?

Bor. Proofe enough , to mifufe the Prince , to vex

(^laudio, to undoe Hero^ and kill Leonato , look you for

any other iflfue ?

John. Onely to dcfpite them , I will endeavour any
thing.

Bor. Goe then, find me a meethoure , to drav» on
Pedro and the Count CIahHo alone, tell them that you

knowtkat Hero loves me, intend a kind of zeal both

to the Prince and Ctaudio (as m a love of your brothers

honor who hath made this match ) and his friends rcpu
tation

,
who is thus like to bccofcn'd with the femblancc

of a maid,that you have difcovcrd thus : they will fcarce-
Iv believe this without triall : offer them inftanccs which
Hull bear no lelTe likelihood, than to fee me at her cham-
bcr window , hear me call Margaret., Hero ; hat Mar-
gtret tcnne mc CUudia., and bring them to fee this, the
very night before the intended wedding , for m the
meantime, I will falhion the natter, that //«-»ftuli
be abfent , and there fhall appear fuch fcemmg tniths of
Herat difloyalty, that jealoufic fhall be call'daffurancc,
and all the preparation overthrown.

Joh, Grow this to what adverfc illuc it can, I will put
It m pra^ife : be cunning in the working this, and thy
fee is a thoufand ducats.

Bor. Be thou confiant in the accufation, and my
cunning fhall not fhamc mc.

lohn. 1 will prefently goe leam their day of mtrri-
'6«- Exit.

Enter Btnedic\e aloH.

Bene. Boy.

Boy. Signior.

Bene, la my chamber window lies a book , bring it

hither to me in the orchard.

Boy. I am here already fir. Exit.
Bene. I know that, but I would have thee hence , and

here again. I doe much wonder , that one man feeing
how much another man is a fool , when he dedicates his

behaviours to love , will after he hath laught at fuch
fhallow follies in others , become the argument of his

own fcome, by falling in love,and fuch a man is C/auJio,
I have known when there was no mufick with him but
the drum and the fife , and now had he rather hear the
taber and the pipe : I have known when he would have
walkt ten mile a foot, to fee a good armor, and now will

he lie ten nights awake carving the fafliion of a n ew dub-
let : he was wont to l))eak plain, and to the purpoie ( like

an honefl man and a fouldicr)and now is he turn'd ortho-

graphy , his words are a very fantaftical banquet , )uftfo

many Grange difhcs: may I be fo converted, and fee with
thefe eyes.? I cannot tell, I think not : Iwill not be

fwom , but love may transform me to an oyfter, bur I le

take my oath on it , till he have made an oyfter of mc,he
fhall never make me fuch a fool : one woman is fair

,
yet

1 am well ; another is wife
,
yet 1 am well : another vcr-

tuous
, yet 1 am well : but till all graces be in one woman,

one woman fhall not come in my grace : rich flic (hall

be, that's certain: wife, or Tie none ; vcrtuous , orl'lc

never cheapon herrfair , or I'le never look on her .-rnildc,

or come not near mc : Noble , or not for an Angell : of

good difcourfe : an excellent Mufiiian , and her hair fhall

be of what colour it pleafe Gc>d , hah .' the Prince and
Monficur Love, I wtll hide me in the Arbor.

Enter Prinety Leonato, Ctaudloy and latk^ tVdfm.

Prince. Come, ftiall we hear his this mufick }

Claud, Yeamy good Lord : how flillthcevthittg is,

As hufht on purpofc to grace harmony.

Prince. See you wlicrc Benedickj hath hid hbttfcif?

Clau. O very well my Lord : the mufick ended,

We'll fit the kid-fox with a penny wonh.
Printr. Omc Bafthaxutr, we'll h«r that fang again.

Baith. O good my Lordi laxe not fo bad a Toycr,

To flandcr mufick any more then once.
Pnwee.
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Prince. Ic is the wicnefs ftill of excellency.

To put a ftrangc face on his own perfeftion,

I pray thee fing, and let me wooe no more.

Balth. Becaufc you talk af wooing, 1 will fing.

Since many a wooer doth commence his fuit.

To her he thinks not worthy, yet he woo's,

Yet will he fwear he loves.

Prince. Nay pray thee come,

Or if tliou wilt hold longer aigumcnr.

Doe it in notes.

Balth. Note this before my notes.

There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting.

Tritiee. Why thefe are very crotchets that he fpcaks,

Note notes forfooth, and nothing.

Bene. Nowdivineairc, now is his foul ravifh't , is it

not ftrange that ftieeps guts fhould hale fouls out of

mens bodies ? well , a home for my money when all'J

done.

The SoT\g.

Sigh MO more La^es^pgh no morCy

t3ieti were deceivers ever
,

Onefoot in Sea, and one on jhore^

To one thing conjtant never :

Thenfgh not fo, but let them goe^

oyfnd he joh blith and bonny^

Converting allyour founds of woe
,

Into hey nony^ nony.

Sing no more ditties^fing no more^

Of dumpsfo dull and heavy.

Thefraud ofmen were ever fo^

Since fummerfir^ woi leavy-,

Thenfigh notfoj^c.

Trince. By my troth a good fong.

Balth. And an ill finger my Lord.

Prince. Ha, no, no 'faith, thou fing'ft well enough for

a (hift.

Bene. And he had been a dog that fliould have howl'd

thus, they would have hang'd him , and I pray God his

bad voyce bode no mifchief , I had as lieve have heard

the night-raven , come what plague could have come af-

ter it.

Prince. Yea marry, doft thou bear Balthax.ar? I pray

thee get us fome excellent mufick : for to morrow night

we would have it at the Lady Heroes chamber window.

Balth. The beft I can my lord. Sxit. Balthazar.

Prince. Doe fo, farewell. Come hither LeonatOy what

was it you told me of to day , that your Niece Beatrice

was in love withSignior Benedlcke >

C^att. O I, ftalke on, ftalke on, the foul fits. I did ne-

ver think that Lady would have loved any man.

Leon. No, nor I neither, but moft wonderfull, that flie

fhould fo doat on Signior Benedicks » whom (he hath in

all outward behaviours feemed ever to abhor.

Bene. Is't polfible, fits the wind in that corner ?

Leon.By my troth my lord, I cannot tell what to think

of it, but that flie loves him with an inraged afFcftion,

it is part the infinite of thought.

Prince. May be (he doch but councerfeit.

Claud. Faith like enough.

Z-««. O God.' counterfeit? there was never counter-

feit ofpaffion, camefonecr dielifeof paflion asfticdif-

covers it.

Prince. Why what effe^s of palTion (hews (he .?

Claud. Bait the hook well , the fifh will bite.

Leon. What eife(5h my Lord f (he will fit you
, you

heard my daughter tell you how.

Claud. She did indeed.

Prin. How, how I pray you t you amaze mc, I would
have thought herfpirithad been invincible againft all

affaults of afteflion.

Leo I would have fworne it had , my lord , efpccially

againft Benedickj.

Bene. I ftiould think this a gull , but that the white-

bearded fellow fpeaks it : knavery cannot fure hide him-

felf in fuch reveicncc.

(^laud. He hath tanfi th' infeftion, hold it up.

Prince. Hath (he made her affeftion known to Be-
nedickj ?

Leonato. No , and fwcars flie never will , that's her

torment.

^laud. 'Tis tme indeed, fo your daughter fayes : fliall

I, fayes fhe , that have fooft encountrcd him with fcorn
,

write to him that I love him ?

Leo. This faies (he now when flic is beginning to

write to him, for fliee'll be up twenty times a night , and

there will flie fit in her fmock , till ftie have writ a flicei

ofpaper t my daughter tells us all.

Cla. Now you talk of a flieet of paper , I remember

a pretty jeft your daughter told us of.

Leon. O when flie had writ it , and reading it over

,

flie found BcncdickjAnd iSf<irn« between the meet

Clau. That.

Leon. O flie tore the letter into a thoufand halfpence,

raild at her feif , that flie fliould be fo immodeft, to write

to one that fhe knew would flout her : I meafutc him

,

faies flie , by my own fpirit, for I flioUld flout him if he

writ to me, yea chough I love him, I fliould.

Clau. Then down upon her knees flie falls , Weeps

,

fobs, beats her heart, tears her hair j pray's, curfesj O
fweet BenedickSi God give me patience.

Leon. She doth indeed , my daughter faies (o, and the

extafie hath fo much overborn her , that my daughter is

fometime afeard fhe will doe a defperate out-rage to her

felf,itis very true.

Prince. It were good that Benedtcke knew of it by

fome other, if flie will not difcover it.

Clau, To what end ? he would but make a fport of it,

and torment the poor Lady worfe.

Prin. And he fliould , it were an alms to hang him,

flic's an excellent fweet Lady , and (out of all fufpition,)

flie is vertuous.

Clau. And flie is exceeding wife!

Prin. In every thing, but in loving Benedickj,

Leon. O my lord , wifdomeand bloud combating in

fo tender a body , we have ten proofs to one , that bloud

hath the viftory, I am forry for her, as I have juft caufe,

being her Uncle,andher Guardian.

Prince. I would flie had beftowcd this dotage on mc,

I would have daft all other relpe(5ts , and made her half

my felf : I pray you tell Benedicks of it , and hear what

he will fay.

LeoH. Were it good think you ?

Cla. Hero thinks furely flie will die, for flie faies fhe

will die , if he love her not , and flie will die ere fhe

make her love known, and fhe will die if he wooe her,

athcr then fhe will bate one breath of her accuflomcd

crofsnefs.

Prin. She doth well, if flie fliould make tender of her

love ,—.^
'(
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love, 'cis very poITiblc he'll fcorn u , fot-thc man ( »s you

know all ) hath a contemptible fpirit.

CUh. He is a very proper man.

Prin. He hath indeed a good outward happineffc,

C/an. 'Fore God, and m my mind vcrv wife.

Pri;). He doth indeed (hew fome fparks that arc like

wic.

LeoH. And I take him to be valiant,

Prin. As He^or, I alfure you, and in the managing of

quarrels you may fee he is wife , for either he avoids thejn

with great difcrction, or undertakes them with a Chri-

ftianlike fear.

Leon, If he do fear God, a muftneceflarjly keep peace,

if he break the peace , he ought to enter into a quarrcll

with fear and trembling.

Prin. And fo will he do, for the man doth fear Cod,

howfoever it feems not in him, by fome large jeafts he

will make ; well I am forry for youx niece, (liajl we goe

fee Benedlcli^fZnd tell him of her love ?

{^laud. Never tell him i my Lord, let her wear h out

with good counfell.

Leon. Nay that's impoflible , (he may wear her heart

out firft,

Prin. Well, we will hear further of it by your daugh-

ter, let it coole the while, 1 love Bencdick^vKW , and 1

could wifh he would modeftly examine himfelf, to fee

how much he is unworthy to,have fogood a Lady.

Leon. My Lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready.

Clatt. If he do not doat on her upon this, I will never

truft my expedlation.

Prin. Let there be the fame Net fpred for her,and that

muft your daughter and her gentlewoman carry : the

fport will be, when they hold one an opinion of anothers

dotage, and no fuch matter, that's the Scene that I would

fee, which will be meerly a dumb (hew: let us fend her

to call him into dinner. Exeunt,

Ben. This can be no trick, the conference was fadly

)orne, they have the truth of this from Hero , they feem

to pity the Lady : it feems her aflfcftions have the fiill

Jcnt : love me ? why it muft be requited : I hear how I

amcenfur'd, they fay 1 will bear my felf proudly , IF I

jerceive the love come from her : they fay too, that (he

will rather die than give any fign of aftc6kion : 1 did ne-

ver think to marry , I muft not feem proud, happy are

they that hear their detraftions, and can put them to

mending : they fay the Lady is fair , 'tis a truth , I can

bear them witnelTe : and vertuous , 'tis fo , I cannot re-

prove it : and wife, but for loving me , by my troth it is

no addition to het wit, nor no great argument of her

folly ; for I will be horribly in love with her,! may chance

have fome odde quirks and remains of wit broken on

me , becaufe I have rail'd fo long againft marriage : but

doth not the appetite alter ? a man loves the meat in

his youth , that he cannot indure in his age. Shall quips

and fentcnces , and thefe paper bullets of the brain awe

a man from the career of his humour ? No , the world

muft be peopled. When I faid I would die a hatrhelor , 1

did not think I iTiouId live till I were married : here comes

Beatrice : by this day, (he's a fair Lady, I doc fpie fome

marks of love in her.

Enter Beatrice.

Beat. Againft ray will I am fcnt to bid you come into

dinner.

Ben. Fair Beetrice, I thank you for your pains.

Beat. I took no more pains for thoft thanks, then you
take pains to thank me ; if it had been painfull I would
not have come.

*

Ben. You ukc pleafufe then in the mcfTagc.

Beat. Yea juft fo much asyou may take upon a knives
point, and choakadaw withall: you have no ftomach
Signior,f«re you well, £jp^-^

Ben. Ha, againft my will I am fent to bid you come
in to dinner : there's a double meaning in that : J took
no more pains for thofe thanks, then you took pains to
thank me, that's as much as to fay, any pains that I uke
for you is as calie as thanks: if I do not uke pity of her
I am a villain , if I do not love her I am a Jew I will

goegetherpiaurc. *
£;f,f

J&us Tertius,

Enter Hero and two Gentlemen^ Margarety and Urfula.

Hero. Good Margaret run thee to the parlour.
There (lialt thou (ind my Co(in Beatrice
Propofing with the Prince and Claudlo,
Whifper her car, and tell her I and Urfula
Walk in the Orchard, and our whole difcourfe
Is all of her, fay that thou over-heardftus.
And bid her fteal into the pleached bower.
Where hony-fuckles ripened by the fun
Forbid the fun toenter : like favourites,

Ma<fe proud by Princes, that advance their pride
Againft that power that bred it , there will (h; hPdc her,
To liften to our purpofe, this is thy Office

,

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

Marg. He make her come I warrant prefently. Exit.
Hero. Now Urfula^ when Beatrice doth come ,

As we do trace this alley up and down

,

Our talk muft onely be of Benedlck^^

When I do name him, let it be thy part

,

To praife him more then ever Man oid merit

,

Vfy talk to thee muft be how Benedick^

Is (ick in love with Beatrice : of this matter,

Is little Cupids crafty arrow made
,

That onely wounds by hear-fay : now begin ,

Enter Beatrice,

For look where Beatrice like a Lapwing runs

Clofc by the ground, to hear our conference.

Urf. The pleafant'ft angling is tofee the &h
Cut with her golden oatsthe (ilver ftream.

And greedily devout the treacherous bait ••

So angle we for Beatrice , who even now.
Is couched in the woodbine coverture.

Fear you not my part of the Dialogue.

Her. Then goe we near her that her ear lofc nothing,

Of the falfc fweet bait that we lay for it

:

No tiucly Urfula, (he is too difdainfull

,

I know her fpirits arc as coy and wild

,

As Haggcrdsof the rock.

ZJrf. But arc you fure.

That Benediek^\osc% Beatrice io intirely ?

Her. So faycs the Prince, and my new trothed Lord.

Urf. And did they bid you tell her of it. Madam ?

Her. They did intreac me to acquaint her oi it

,

But I perfwaded them, if they lov'd Beuedl(k.%
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To wirti him wraftle with afFe(5tion ,

And never to let Bedtrice know of it,

Urf. Why did you fo, doth not the Gentleman

Deferve as full, as fortunate a bed

,

As ever Beatrice rtiali couch upon ?

Hero. OGod of love .' I know he doth deferve,

Asm"uch asmay be yielded to a man

:

But nature never fram'd a womans heart.

Of prouder ftuflfe then that of Beatrice :

Difdain and Scoin rvde fparkling in her eye,

Mif-priz ng what they look on, and her wic

Values it felf fo highly, rhat to her

All matter elfe feems weak : fhe cannot love

,

Nor take no fhapcnor projefl ofafFcdlion ;

'he is fo felfindeaied.

Uyf. Sure I think fo

,

And therefore certainly it were not good

She knew his love, left fhe make fport at it.

Hero. Why you fpcak truth, 1 never yet faw man.

How wife, how noble, young, how rarely featut'd.

But the would fpell him backward : if fairfac'd

,

She would fwear thegentleman fliould be her fiftcr

:

If black, why Nature drawing of an antick.

Made a foul blot .• if tall, a launcc ill-headed

:

If low, an agot very vildly cut

:

If fpeaking, why a vane blown with all winds

,

If filent, why a block moved with none.

So turnes fhe every man the wrong fide out.

And never gives to truth and Vertue,that

Which fimpleneffc and merit purchafcth.

Urf. Sure, furCjfuch carping is not commendable.

Hero. No, not to befo odde, and from all fafhions,

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable.

But who dare tell her fo.' if I fliould fpeak.

She would mock me into aire, O flie would laugh me
Out ofmy felf, preffe me to death with wit.

Therefore let Be»editkJ\kc covered fire

,

Confume away in fighs, wafte inwardly :

It were a bitter death, to die with mocks

,

Which is as bad as die with tickling,

Urf. Yet tell her of it, hear what (he will fay.

Her. No, rather I will goe to Benedick^.

And counfail him to fight againft his paiTion
,

And truly He devife fome honcft flandeis

,

To ftain my cofin with : one doth not know,
How much an ill word may impoifon liking,

Urf. O doe not io your cofin fuch a wrong.
She cannot be fo much without true judgemenr

,

Having fo fwift and excellent a wit

As flie is priz'd to have, as to refufe

So rare a Gentleman as Hgnior Beneiickj

Her. He is the only man of Tialy
,

Alwaies excepted, my dear Clandio.

Urf. I pray you be not angry with me, Madam,
Speaking my fancy : Signicr Benedlck.y

Forfliape, for bearing argument and valour.

Goes formoft in report through Italy.

Her. Indeed he hath an excellent good name.

Vff. His excellence did earn it ere he had it

:

When are you married Madam ?

Her. Why every day to morrow, come goe in
,

lie fhewthee fome attires, and have thy counfell,

Which is the bcft to fumilli me to morrow.

Urf, She's tane I warrant you,
VVe have caught her Madam ?

Hero. If it prove fo, then loving goes by hap%

Some Cupids kills with arrows, fome with traps. Exit.

BeiU. What fire is in mine ears ? can this be true ?

Stand I condcmn'd for pride and fcorn fo much ?

Contempt, farewell, and maiden pride, adieu.

No glory lives behind the back of fuch,

And Benedick^, love on, I will requite thee.

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand :

Ifthou dos't love, my kindnefle fliall incite thee

To bind our loves up in a holy band.

For others fay thou doft deferve, and I

Believe it better then reportingly. Exit.

Enter Prince yClaudio, Benedicks aid Leonato.

Prince. I doc but ftay till your marriage be confum
mate, and then I go toward Arragen.

Clau, ric bring you thither my Lord, if you'l vouch-
fafe me.

Prin. Nay, that would be as great a foil in the new
gloffe of your marriage, as to fhew a child his new coat

and forbid him to wear it , I will onely be bold with

Benedick.^ for his company ; for from the orown of his

head, to the folc of his foot, he is all mirth, he hath twice

or thrice cut C«/)/rf/ bow-ftring, and the little hang-man
dare not flioot at him, be hith a heart as found as a bell,

and the tongue is the clapper, for what his heart chinks,

his tongue fpeaks.

Ben. Gallants, I am not as I have bin.

Leo. So fay I ; methinks you are fadder.

CI"!*. I hope he be in love.

Prin, Hang him truant y there's no ttuc drop of bloud

in him to be truly toucht with love, if he be fad,he wants

money.

Ben. I have the tooth-ach.

Prin. Draw it,

Ben. Hang it.

Clau. You muft hang it firfl , and draw it afterwards.

Prin. What ? figh for the tooth-ach,

Leon. Where is but a humour or a worm.
Ben. Well, every one cannot maftcr a grief, but he

that has it.

CUu. Yet fay I, he is in love,

Pnn. There is no appearance of fancie in him, unleffc

it be a fency that he hath to ftrange difgmfes, as to be a

Dutchman to day, a Frenchman to morrow : unleffc he

have a fancy to this foolery , as it appears he hath , he

is no fool for fancy , as you would have it to appear

he is.

Clan. If he be not in love with fome woman, there is

no believing old fignes , a bruflics his hat a mornings ;

What fliould that bode ?

Trin. Hath any man fcen him at the Barbers ?

Clau. No , but the Barbers man hath been feen with

him, and the old ornament of his cheek hath already

ftuft tennis balls.

Leon. Indeed he looks younger than he did, by the loffe

ofa beard.

Prin. Nay a rubs himfelf with Civit , can you fmell

him out by that ?

Clau. That's as much as to fay , the fweet youth's in

love.

Prin. The greateft note of it is his melancholy.

Clau. And when was he wont to wafli his face,'

Prin. Yea, or to paint himfelf ? for the which I hear

what they fay of him,

Clau. Nay, but his jefting fpirit , which is now crept

into a lute-ftring, and now govern'd by ftops.

Pt'incr.
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*Prtp. Indeed that lelk a heavy talc for hioi ; conclude,

he is in love.

Clan. Nay, but I know who loves him.

Prln. That wouid I know too , I warrant one that

knows him not^

Clau. Yes , and his ill conditions, and in defpight of

all, dies for him.

Prin. She fliall be buried with her face upwards.

Ben. Yes is diis no charm for the tooth-ake > old fig-

nior, walk afide with me , I have ftudied eight or nine

wife words to fpeak to you, which thefc hobby borfcs

muft not hear.

Prin. For my life to break with him about Beatrice.

Clau. 'Tis even (OyHero and OUargaret have by this

played their parts with BeatricSyZnd then the two Bears

will not bite one another when they meet.

Enter John the Baftard.

Biifl, My Lord and brother, God fave you,

Prin. Good den brother.

BaFt. If your leifure ferv'd, I would fpeak with you.

Prin. In private ?

Baft. If it pleafe you , yet Count C/audio may hear,

for what I would fpeak of,concerns him.

Prin. What's the matter >

Bait, Means your Lordfhip to be married to mor-

row i

Prin. You know he docs.

Baft. I know not that when he knows what I know.

Clan. If there be any impediment, I pray you difco-

vcr it.

Bajf. You may think I love you not , let that appear

hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now will ma-
nifcft, for my brother (I think, he holds you well, and in

dcarnefle of heart ) hath holpe to efFc6l your enfumg
marriage : furcly fute ill fpenc, and labour ill bcftowed.

Prin. Why, what's the matter ?

Bafl. I came hither to tell you , and circumftances

flioitncd, (for flic hath been too long a talking of ) the

Lady is difloyal.

Clan. Who.' Hero!
Bc.H-. Even {he, Leouato's Hero, your Hero y every

mans Hero.

Clau. Difloyal?

Baft. The word is too good to paint out her wicked-

nefle , I could fay flie were worfc , think you of a worfc

title, and I will fit her to it : wonder not tili further war-

rant : goe but with me to night, you fliall fee her cham-
ber window cntrcd, even the night before her wedding
day, if you love her , then to morrow wed her: but it

would better fit your honour to change your mind.
Claa. May this be fo ?

Prin. I will not think it.

Baft. If you dare not truft that you fee, confeffenot

that you know : if you will follow me, I will fliew you

enough, and when you have feen more , and heard more,

proceed accordingly.

Clau. If I fee any thing tonight, why I fhould not

marry her to morrow in the congregation, wherel fliould

wed, there will I fhame her.

Pr'tn. And as I wooed for thee to obuin her , I will

join with thee to difgrace her.

Ba(t. I will difparagc her no farther , till you are my
witncfles , bear it coldly but till night , and let the iffue

fhcw it felf.

Prin. O day untowardly turned ?

CUu. O mifchiefflrangely thwarting/
Baft. O plague right well prevented .' fo will you fay,

when you havcfeen ihc fcqucle. ExtuM.
Enter Dogbery and his comfartner mth the vatch.
Dag. Are you good men and trae?

P^erg. Yea
, or elfe it were pity but they /hould fufFcr

falvation body and foul.

Dog. Nay, that were a punifhment too good for them,
if they Hiould have any allegiance in them, being chofcn
for the Princes watch,

f^erg. Well, giye them their charg, tveighbour Dog.
bery.

Dog. Firft, who think you the moft dcfartlcfle man to
be Conftable .?

>yatch. I. Hugh Ote-cakj fir, or George StA-ctle, for
they can write and reade.

Dog. Come hither neighbour Sea-coale , God hath
bleft you with a good name •• to be a well-favoured man,
is the gift of fortune , but to write and read, comes by
Nature.

Watch. 2. Both which Mafter Conftable
Dog. You have : I knew it would be your anfwcr :

well, for your favour fir, why,give God thanks, and make
no boaftof it, andfor your writing and reading, let that

appear when there is no need of fuch vanity ; yoa are

thought here to be the moft fenffeflc and fit man for the

Conftable of the watch: therefore bear you the Ian-

thorn : this is your chaiec : You fhall comprehend all

vagrom men, you arc to bid any man ftand in the Princes

name.

Watch. 1. How ifa will not ftand f

Dog. Why then take no note of him , but let him
go, and prefently call the reft of the Watch together, and
thank God you are riddc of a knave.

^erg. If he will not ftand when he is bidden , he is

none of the Princes fubjedts.

Dog. True, and they are to meddle with none but the

Princes fubjcfls : you fhall alfo make no noife in the

ftreets : for, for the Watch to babble and talk , is moft

tollcrablc, and not to be indured.

Watch. We will rather flcep then talk , we know
what belongs to a Watch,

Dog. Why you fpeak like an ancient and moft quiet

watchman, for I cannot fee how fteeping fhould offend .•

only have a care that your bills be not ftoln •• well, you

are to call at all the Ale-houfcs , and bid them that are

drunk get them to bed.

Watch. How ifthey will not >

Dog. Why then let them alone till they are fobcr, if

they make you not then the better anfwer
,
you iray fay,

they are not the men you took thero for.

Watch. Well fir.

Dog. If you meet a thief, you inay fufpedl him j by

vertue of your office, robe notrueiran: and for fuch

kind of men , the lefle you meddle or make with thciii

,

why the more is for your honcfty.

Watch. If we know him to be a thief, (hall we not

lay hands on him ?

Dog, Tr^ly by your office you may , but I think they

that touch pitch will be dcfil'd: the moft peaceable way

for you , if you do take a thief, is , to let him fncw him-

felf what he is, and ftcal out of his company.

Verg. You have bin alwaies call'd a incrcifulf man

partner.

Dog. Tniely I would not hang a dog by my win,rnuch

more a man wno hath any honefty in him
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l^crges. If you hear a Child cry in-the night, youmuft

call :o the Nurfc,aad bid her flill it.

yyatch. How if the Nurfe be afiecp and will not hear

us ?

1>og. Why then depart in peace, and let the Child

wake her with crying, for the Ewe that vvill not hear her

Lamb when it baes, will never anfwer a Calf when it

bleats.

Fergcs, 'Tis very true.

Dog. This is the end of the charge : you Confiable arc

to prefent the Princes own perfon, if you meet the Prince

in the night, vou may ftay him.

Vtrges- Nay birlady that I think. a cannot.

Dog. Five (hillings to one on't with any man that

knows the Statutes, he may ftay him , marry not without

the Prince be willmg,for indeed the Watch ought toof-

fend no man, and it is an offence to ftay a man againfl

his will.

Verges. Birlady I think it be fo.

Dog. Ha, ah ha, well mafters good night, and there be

any matter of weight chances, call up me, keep your fel-

lows counfells, and your own, and good nighr, come

neighbour.

tVtttch. Wei! mafters, we hear our charge, let us go

fit here upon the Church bench till two, and then all to

bed.

"Dog. One word more, honeft neighbours. I pray you

watch about Signior Leonatoes doox^ior x.\\t wedding be-

ing there to morrow, there is a great coil to night, adicw,

be vigilant I beCeech you. Exeunt.

Enter Borachto and ConrAdc.

Bor. What, (^onrade >

fVatch. Peace, ftir not.

Bor. Conrade I fay.

Cen. Here man, I am at thy elbow.

Bor. Mafs and my elbow itcht, I thougne there would

a fcabbe follow.

Con. I will owe thee an anfwer for that, and now for-

ward with thy tale.

Bor. Stand thee clofe then under this Pent-houfe, for

it drizles rain, and I will, like a true drunkard, utter all

to thee.

fVatch. Some treafon mafters, yet ftand clofe.

Bor. Therefore know, I have earned of Don John a

thoufand Ducates.

Co». Is it poffible that any villany ftiould be fo dear ?

Bor. Thou Ihould'ft rather aske if it were pofliblc any
villany fliould be fo rich ? for when rich villains have
need of poor ones, poor ones may make what price they

will.

Con. I wonder at it.

Bor. That fticws thou art unconfirm'd, thou knoweft
that the faftiion of a doublet, or a bat, or a doake, is no-
thing to a man.

Con. Yes, it is apparel!.

Bor. I mean the fafhion.

Con. Yes the faftiion is the fafhion.

Bor. Tufti, I may as well fay the fool's the fool, but

feeft thou not what a deformed thief this faftiion is?

ivatch. I know that deformed, a has been a vile thief

this feven yeares, a goes up and down like a Gentleman :

I remember his name.

Bor. Did 'ft thou not hear feme body ?

Con. No, 'twas the vane on the houfe.
Bor. Seeft thou not (I fay) what a deformed thief

this faftiion is, how giddily a turns about all the Hot-

bloods, between fourteen and fivcnnd thirty, fomctimcs

faftiioning them like Pharaoes foldicrs in the rechie

painting,fomtimes like god Bell's priefts in the old Church
window, fometime like the fha ven Hercitles'm the fmircht

worm-eaten tapeftry, where his cod-piece fcems asnialfie

as his club.

Con. All this I fee, and fee that the faftiion wears out

more apparell then the man ; but art not thou thy felfgid-

die with the faftiion too, that thou haftftiifted oue of thy

tale into telling me of the faftiion ?

Bor. Not fo neither, but know that I have to night

wooed Margaret the Lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the

name oi Here ; ftic leans nie out at her miftris chamber
window, bids me a thoufand times good night : I tell this

tale vildly : I fhould fiift tell thee how the Prince Clau^
dlo and my Mafter planted, aad placed, and poffeflcd by
my Mafter Don John , faw a far off in the Orchard this

amiable encounter.

Con. And thought thy Margaret was Hero ?

Bor. Two of them did, the Prince and Claudlo^hm
the devil my Mafter knew fhe was Margaret.,iTid partly

by hisoathes, which firft poffcft them, partly by the dark
night which did deceive them, but chiefly, by my villa-

ny, which did confirm any (lander that Don John htid

made, away went CUndio enraged, fwore he would meet
her as he was appointed next morning at the Temple, and
there, before the whole Congregation ftiame her with
what he faw o're night, and fend her home again without
a Husband.

fVatch, I, We charge you in the Princes name ftand.

fVatch. a. Call up the right mafter Conftablc, we have
here recovered the moft dangerous piece of lechery that

ever was known in a Common-wealth.

fVatch. I. And one Deformed is one of thein,Iknow
him, a wcares a lock,

Cen. Mafters, mafters.

fVatch. 2. You'll be made bring Deformed forth I

warrant you.

Con. Mafters, never fpcak, we charge you, let us obey

you to go with us.

Bor. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, being

taken up of thefe mens bills.

Cen. A commodity in queftion I warrant you, come
wee'll obey you. Exeunt.

Enter Hero and Margaret^ and Vrfuta.

Here. Good Vrfuia wake my Coufin Leatrice^ and
defire her to rife.

Vrfie. I will Lady.

Here. And bid her come hither.

Vrf. Well.

t.Mar. Troth, I think your other rebato were better

Hero. No pray thee good Meg Tie wear this.

Mar. By my troth's not fo good, and I warrant your

Coufin will fay fo.

Hero. My Coufin 's a fool, and thou art another, i'le

wear none but this.

Mar. I like the new tire within excellently, if the

hair were a thought browner: and your Gown's a moft

rare faftiion ifaidi, I faw the Dutchcffe of MlUalns
Gown that they praife fo.

Hero. O that exceeds they fay.

Mar. By my troth's but a Night-Gown in refpeft of

yours, cloth a gold and cuts, and lac'd with filver, fet with

pearls down-fleeves, fide-fleeves, and skins, round, un-

dcrborn with a blewifti tinfel, but for a fine qucint grate

full and excellent faftiion, yours is worth ten on't.

Here.
'
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Hero. God give mc joy to wear it, for my heart js ex-

ceeding hcavic,

CHarg. 'Twill \x. heavier foon , by the weight of

a man.

Hero. Fie upon thee, art not afham'd?

Marg. Of what Lady? offpeaking honourably? is

not marriage honourable in a beggar ? is not your Lord

iionourablc without mariiagc? I think you would have

mc fay, faviiig your reverence a husband : and bad think-

ing do not wicft true fpcaking , lie offend no body , is

there any harm in the heavier for a husband ? none I

think, and it be the right husband , and the right wife
,

othcrwifc 'tis light and not heavy, ask my Lady Beatrice

elfe, here (he conies,

^nttr Beatrice,

Hero. Good morrow Coze.

Heat, Good morrow fwect Hera.

Here, Why how now f do you fpcak in the fick tunc ?

Beat. I am out of all other tunc me thinks.

A'far. Claps into Light a love > ( chat goes without a

burden, ) do you fmg it and He dance it.

Beat. Ye light alove with your heels, then if your

husband have ftablfs enough
,

you'll look he fhall lack

no barnes.

Mar. O illegitimate conftru£tion .' I fcorn that with

my heels.

Beat. Tis almoft five a clock cofin, 'tis time you were

ready, by my troth I am exceeding ill, hey ho.

Mar, For a hauk, a horfe, or a husband ?

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H.

(J^ar. Well, and you be not tutn'd Turk , there's no
more failing by the (iarre.

Beat, What means the fool trow?

Mar, Nothing I, but God fend every one their hearts

de/ire.

Hero. Thcfe gloves the Count fent mc , they are an
excellent perfume.

Beat. I am ftuft cofin, I cannot fmell.

(Jl^ar. A maid and ftufc / there's a goodly catching

of cold.

Beat. O God help me, God help me ^ how long have
you profcft apprehenfion ?

Mar. Ever fincc you left it , doth not my wit become

me rarely ?

Beat. It is not fcen enough , you fliould wear it in

your cap, by my troth I am fick.

Mar. Get you feme of this diftill'd eardutu benediEiw

and lay it to your heart, it is the onely thing for a cjualm.

Hero. There thou prickft her with a thmell.

Beat. BenediBui , why henedlEliu f you have fome

moral in this benediBtu.

Mar. Moral ? no by my troth, I have no moral mean-

ing , I meant plam holy thiflcl
,
you may think per-

chance that I think you arc in love, nay birlady I am not

fuch a fool to ihink what I lift , nor I lift not to think

what I can, ncr indeed I cannot think, if I would think

my heart out of thinking , that you arc in love , or that

you will be in love, or that you can be in love : yet Bene-

dick^ was fuch another, and now is he become a man , he

I'wore lie would never marry, and yet now in defpight of

his heart he eates his meat without grudging, and how you

may be converted I know not , but me thinks you look

with your eyes as other women do.

\ Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps.

<JHar. Not a falfe gallop.

Ejiter Urfiila.

Urf. Madam, withdraw, the Prince, the Count , fig.

nior Benedick^, Don JtfA»,and alhhe gallantsof the town
are conoeto fetch you to Church.

Hero. Help to drcfTe me good coic , good Me^^ good

Enter Leonata , and the ConftaHe aad
the Headborotigh.

LeoMto, What would you with mc, honcft neigh-
bour ?

Confl. Dog. Marry fir I wouJd have fomc confidence

with you, that decerns you nearly.

Leon. Brief I pray you, for you fee it is a bufie time

with mc.

CinH. Dog. Marry this it is fir.

Headb. Yes m truth it is fir.

Leon. What is it my good friends?

Conjt. Dog, Goodman Verges fir fpcaks a little of the

matter, an old man fir, and his wits are not fo blunt, as,

God help, I would dcfire they were, but infaith honcft as

the skm between his browes.

Headb. Yes I thank God , I am as honeft as any man
living, that IS an old man, and no honeftcr then I.

ConFt. Dog. Comparifons arc odorous, palabras,

neighbour Verges.

Leon. Neighbours, you are t«diotw.

Confl. Dog. It picafes your worfhip to fay fo , but wc
arc the popr Dukes Officers, but truly for mme own part,

if I were as tedious asa King , I could find in my heart to

beftow it all of your woifhip.

Leon. All thy tcdioufneitc on me, ah *

Conft. Dog. Yea, and 'twere a thoufand times more
than 'tis, for I hear as good exclamation on your Worlhip
as of any man in the City , and though I be but a poor

man, I am glad to hear it.

Headb. And fo am I.

Leon. I would fain know what you have to fay.

Headb. Marry fir our watch to night , excepting your

worfhips piefence, have tanca couple of as arrant knaves,

as any in MclTma.

Cenjl. Dog, A good old man fir, he will be talking as

they fay, when the age is in the wit is out, God help us,

it is a world to fee : well faid yfaith neighbour F'ergtt^

well, God's a good man , and two men rides an horfe

one miift ride behind , an honcft foul yfaith fir , by my
troth he is, as ever broke bread , bur God is to be wor-

ftiipt, all men arc not alike, alas good neighbour.

Leon. Indeed neighbour he comes too (nort ofyou.

Confi. Dog. Gifts that God gives.

Leon. 1 muft leave you.

Conft. Dog. One word fir , our watch fir have indeed

comprehended two afpitious perfons, and we would have

them this morning examined before your worftiip.

Leon. Take their ex minarion your felf , and bring it

me, I am now in great hafte, as may appear unto you.

Conft, It fhall be fuffigance. [eJttt.

Leon. Dnnk fomc wine ereyougoe: fare you well.

A/eJi. My Lord, they ftay for you to give your daugh-

ter to her husband.

Leon, lie wait upon them. 1 am ready.

Dogh. Goe good prtner, goe get you to FrttcieSet.

cWr, bid him bring his pen and inkhom lo the Ctjalc

:

we are now to examine thofemcn.

yerges. And wc muft doc it wilcly,

DoHfh. Wc will fparc for no wit I warrant you

bur's
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here's chat fliall drive fome of them to a non-come , on-

ly gee the learned writer to fet down our excommunica-

tion, and meec me at the JailCi Exeunt.

ABui Quartus-

Enter Prince^ Baflard^ Leonato^ Frier, Claudio, Bene-

dick^ Hero, and Beatrice.

Leon. Come Frier Traneu, be brief, onely to the plain

form of marriage , and you fhall recount their particular

duties afterwards.

Fran. You come hither my Lord to marry this Lady.

CUu. No.
heoH. To be married to her , Frier, you come to mar.

rie her,

Frlir. Lady ,
you come hither to be married to this

Count.

Hero, I doe.

Frier. If cither of you knowany inward impediment

v;hy you fhould not be conjoined , 1 charge you on your

fouls to utter It.

Clau, Know you any, Hcrtyf

Hero, None my Lord.

Frier. Know you any. Count ?

Leon. I dare make his anfwer, None,

Clau. O what men dare do .' what men may do .' what

men daily do .'

Ben. How now .' interjeftions ? why then > fome be

of laughing, as ha, ha, he.

Clau. Stand thee by Frier : father, by your leave,

Will you with free and unconftraincd foul

Give me this maid your daughter ?

Leon, As freely fon as God did give her me.

CUh. And what have I to give you back, whofe wortb

May counterpoifethis rich and precious gift ?

Prln, Nothing, unlefle you render hei- again.

Cl<*t*. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble tbankfulnefs

:

There Leonato, take her back again

,

Give not this rotten Orange to your friend ,

She's but the fign and femblance of her honour ••

Bthold how like a maid fhe blufhcs here

!

what authority and flicw of truth

Can cunning fm cover it felfwithall

Comes not that bloud, as modefl evidence

,

To witneflTe fimplc Vertue ? would you no: fwcar

Ail you that fee her, that (he were a maid,
By thcfe exteriour £hews ? But llie is none

:

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed .•

Her hluHi isguiltinefle, hot modcftie.

Leon. What do you mean my Lord ?

Clau. Not to be married

,

Noc f;nit my foul to an approved wanton.
Leon. Dear my Lord, if you in your own proofc ,

Have vanquilht the rcfiftance of your youth

,

And made defeat of her virginity. ( ber

;

Clau. I know what you would fay : if I have known
You will fay, fhe did imbrace me as a husband

,

And to extenuate the forehand fin : No Leonato ,

1 never tempted her with word too large.

But as a brother to hisfifter, fhewed
Bafhfullfincerity and convely love.

Hero, And feem'd I ever otherwife to you ?

Clau. Out on thee fccming, i will write againft it,

You feem to me zs Diana in her Orb ,

As chart as is the bud ere it be blown

:

But yon are more intemperate in your bloud
,

Than ^f»w,or tliofe pampered animals,

That rage in favage fenfuality.

Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth fpeak fo wide ?

Leon. Sweet Prince why fpeak not you ?

Prln. What (hould I fpeak ?

I ftand dilhonout'd that have gone about

,

To link my dear friend to a common ftale.

Leon. Are thefe things fpoken, or do I but dream ?

Baft. Sir, they arc fpoken, and thcfe things are true.

Ben. This looks not like a nuptial.

Hero. True .' O God .'

Clau. Leonato, ftand I here ?

Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother ?

Is this face Heroes} are our eyes our own ?

Leon. All this is fo, but what of this my Lord ?

Clau. Let me but move one queftion to your daughter,

And by that fatherly anH kindly power.

That you have in her, bid her anfwer truly.

Leon. I charge thee to do as thou art my child.

Here. O God defend me, how am I befety

What kind ofcatechizing call you this?

Leon. To make you anfwer truly to your name.

Hero, Is it not Hero ? who can blot that name
With any juft reproach ?

Clan, Marry that can Hero
,

Hero it felf can blot out Heroes vertue.

What man was he, talkt with you yeftcrnight.

Out at your window betwixt twelve and one ?

Now if you are a maid anfwer to this.

Hero. I talkt with no man at that hour my Lord.

Prln. Why then you are no maiden. Leonato^

lamforry you moft hear .• upon mine honour.

My felf, my brother, and this grieved Counc
Did fee her, hear her, at that hour laft night

,

Talk with a ruffian at her chamber window,
Who hath indeed moft like a liberal villain

Confeft the vile encounters they have had

A thoufan d times in feeret.

"John. Fie, fie, they are not to be named my Lord,

Not to be fpoken of

,

There is notchaftity enough in language.

Without offence to utter them : thus pretty Lady
I am forry for thy much mifgovernment.

flaud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadft thou beea

If half thy outward graces had been placed

About thy thoughts and counfels of thy heart ?

But fare thee well, moft foul, moft fair, farewell

Thou pure impiety, and impious purity,

For thee He lock up all the gates of Love,

And on my eye-lids ftiall Conje(Slure hang.

To turn all beauty into thoughts ofharm

,

And never fhall it more be gracious.

Leon. Hath no mans dagger here a point for me ?

Beat. Why how now cohn, wherefore fink you down?

Bafl. Come, let us go : thefe things come thus to light,

Smother her fpiritsup.

Ben. How doth the Lady ?

Beat. Dead I think, help uncle ,

Hert, Why Hero^ Uncle, Signior Benedlck^Vrkr,

Leon. O Fate / take not away thy heavy hand.

Death is the faireft cover for her fliame

That may be wiftit for.

Beat. How)
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Beat. Hownowcofin Hero .'

fri. Have comfort Lady.

Lto. DoR thou look up f

Fri. Ycj, wherefore (lioiild flic not >

Leo. Wherefore ? Why doth not every earthly thing

Cry Aiaine upon her ? Could flic here denic

The fiory that is printed in her bloud ?

Do not live Hero, do not ope thine eyes

:

For did I think thou would'ft not quickly die
,

Thought I thy fpirirs were Rrongcr then thy Ihame's

My feJf would on the rearward of reproaches

Stnkcat thy life. Gricv'd 1, 1 had but one ?

Chid I, for that at frugall Natures frame f

One too much by thee : why had I one ?

^yVhy ever was't thou lovely in my eyes f

Why had I not with charitable hand

Took up a beggar's iffuc at my gate's,

Who fmcered thus, and mii"cl with ihfamie,

I might have faid, no part of it is mine ;

This fliamc derive's it fcif from unknown loins,

But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd;

And mine that I was proud on, mine fo much,

That I my felf, was to my fclf not mine :

Valcwing of her, why fhc, O fhcisfarn

Into a pit of Ink, that the wide fca

Hath drops too few to wafh her clean again,

And fait too little, which may feafon give

To her foul tainted flelli.

Ben. Sir, fir , be patient : for my part , I amfo attired

in wonder, I know not what to fay.

Bear. O on my foul my cofin is belied.

Ben. Lady, were you her bedfellow laft night ?

Bea. No truly: not,although untiU laft night,

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.

Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd , O ttiat is flronger made
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron.

Would the Prince lie, and Claudia would he lie

Who loT'd her fo, that fpeaking of her foulnels,

Wafh'd It with tears? Hence from her, let her die.

Iri. Hear me a little, for I have onely been filcnt fo

long, and given wav unto thiscourfe of fortune, by no-

ting of the Lady, I have mark'd

A thoufand blulliing apparitions.

To ftart into her face, a thoufand innocent lliame's,

In Angel whitcncfs bearavvay thofc bluftics,

And in her eye there hath appcar'd a fire

To burn the errors that thcfe Princes hold

Againfl her maiden truth. Call me a fool,

Trufi not my reading, nor my obfcrvations,

Which with cxperimcntall fcal doth warrant

The tenure of my book : truft not my age,

My reverence, calling, nor dignity.

If this fwcet Lady he not guiltlcfs here.

Under fomc bitinc error.

Leon. Friar, it cannot be :

Thou fecft that all the Grace that fhe hath left.

Is, that (\-iC will not addc to her damnation
A fin of perjury, rtie not denies it

:

Why feck'ft thou then to cover with excufc.

That which appears in proper nakcdnefs ?

Fri. Lady, what man is he you arc accus'd of ?

Herf. They know that do accufc me , I know none :

If I know more of any man alive

Then that which maiden modcfty doth warrant,

Let all my fins lack mercy. O my Father,

Prove you that any man with meconvcrft.

At hour's unmeet, or that 1 yeftcrn gut

Mamtajn'd the change of words witn any creature

Rcfufc me, hate me, torture mc to death.

Fri. There is fome ftrangc mifprlfion in the Prince.
Ben. Two of them have the very bent of Iwnor,

And if their wifdom's be mifled in this

:

The prai^ifc of it lives in John the bafiard,

Whofefpirits toiJe in frame of viUanics.

Lton. 1 know not.: if they fpeak but truth of her,

Thefc hands Hull tear her : If they wrong her honor,
The proudcft of them fha4l well hear it.

Time hath not yet fo dried this bloud of mine.

Nor age fo eat up my invention,

Nor fortune made fuch havock of my means.

Nor my bad life reft me fo much of friends,

But they fhall findc, awak'd in fuch a kinde,

Bothftrength oflimbe,andpolicieof mmdc,
Ability in means, and choifc of friends,

To quit mc of them throughly.

fri. Paufc a while.

And let my counfell fway you in this cafe.

Your daughter here the Princcfs (left for dead)

Let her a while be fecrctly kept in,

And publilh u, that fhe is dead indeed

:

Maintain a mourning oftentation.

And on your Families old monument,
Hang mouinfull Epiuph's, and do all rites,

Tliat appertain unto a buriall.

Lfo/i. What flull become of this? What will this do ?

Fri. Marry this well carried, fhall on her behalfe.

Change flander to rcmorfc, that is fome good:

But not for that dream I on this Atangc courfe*

But on this travail look for greater birth

;

She dying, as it muft be fo maintain'd,

Upon the inftant that llic was accus'd.

Shall be lamented, pitticd, and cxcus'd

Of every hearer : for it fo falls out

,

That what we have, we prize not to the worth,.

Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and loft.

Why then we rack the value, then wc findc

The vertue that poflclTion would not fhew us

Whiles it was ourS; fo will it fare with C/nnJi* :

When he fhall hear fhe dyed upon his words,

Th' Idea of her life (hall fwectly creep

Into his fludy of imagination.

\nd every lovely Organ of her life.

Shall comeapparel'd in more precious habit:

More moving, delicate, and full of life.

Into the eye and profpc(fl of his foul

Than when flie liv'd indeed : then fliall he mourn.

If ever Love had intcreft in his Liver,

And wilh he had not fo accufed her

:

No, though he thought his accufation true :

Let this be fo, and doubcnot but fuccefs

Willfalhion the event in better fliapc

Then I can lay it down in likelihood.

But if all aim but this be Jevcl'd falfc,

The fuppofition of the Ladies death,

Will quench the wonder of her infamy.

And if It fort not well, you may conceal her.

As beft befits her wounded reputation.

In fome rcclufivc and religious life,

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds and injuries.

Beit. Signior Leonatt, let the Fncr advifc you.

And thouch you know my inwardnefs and love

Is very much unto the Piincc and CUnJt»,
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Yet, by mine honor, I will deal in this.

As fccictiy and juftly, as your foul

Should with your body.

Leon. Being that I flow in grief.

The rmallcft twine may lead mc.

Frier. Tis well confcnted, prefently away.

For to fhange fores, (trangely they ftrain the cure.

Come Lady, die to live, this wedding day

Pcihaps is but prolong'd,have patience & endure. Extt.

Ber.e. Lady Beatrice.^ have you wept all this while ?

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer.

Bene. I will notdefirc that.

Beat{ You have no reafon, I doc it freely.

Bene. Surely I do believe your fair cofin is wrong'd.

Beat. Ah , how much might the man dcferve of me
that would right her /

Bene. Is there any way to fhcw fuch friendship?

Beat A very even way, but no fuch friend.

Bene. May a man doe it ?

Be/tt. It is a mans office, but not yours.

Bene: I do love nothing in the world fo well as you, 5$

nor that ftrangc ?

Bent. As Hrangeas thethinglknownot , it were as

poflible for mc to fay, I loved nothing fo well as you , but

believe me not , and yet I lie not, I confefs nothing , nor
i deny nothing, I am forry for my cofin.

Bene. By my fword BeatUce thou lov'ft me.
Beat. Do not fwear by it and eat it.

Bene. I will fwear by it that you love me , and I will

make him eat it that faies I love not you.

Beat. Will you not eat your word .?

Bene. With no fawcc that can be dcyifcd to it, I pro-

tcft I love thee.

Beat. Why then God forgive me.

^ene. What offence fweet Btntrlct >

Beat. You have flayed me in a happy hour, I wasa-
bout to protcrt I loved you.

Bene. And do it with all thy heart.

Beat. I love you with fo much ofmy heart , thatiione

is left toprotcft.

Bene. Come, bid me doc any thing for thee.

Beat., Kill Clauilo.

Bene. Ha, not for the wide world.

Beat. You kill mc to dcnie, farewell.

bent. Tarry fwect Beatrice.

Beat. I am gone, though I am here, there is no love in

you, nay 1 pray you let me go.

Bene. Beatrice.

Beat. Infaith I will go.

Bine. We'll be friends firft.

Beat. You dare eaficr be friends with mc , than fight

with mine enemy.

Bene. Is C/-««<//* thine enemy ?

Beat. Is a not approved in the height a villain , that

hath flandcred, fcoined, difhonouredmy kinfwoman ? O
that I were a man .' what , bear her in hand untill they

come to take hands , and then with publick accufation,

uncovered flandcr, unmittigated rancour ? O God that I

were a man? 1 would cat his heart in the market-place.

^ene. Hearmc Beatrice.

Beat. Talke with a man out at a window , a proper

faying.

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice.

Beat. Sweet Hero , (he is wrong'd , (he is flandcred
,

file is undone.

Bent. Bett ?

Beat. Princes and Counties! fuiely a princely tcfti-

mony, a goodly Count-Comfc6V,a fwcct Gallant furciy
,

that I were a man for his fake .' or that I had any

friend would be a man for my fake.' But manhood is melt-

ed intocurtefics, valour into complement , and men are

onely turned into tongue , and trim ones too : he is now
as valiant as Hercules., that onely tells a Iie,and fwears i: :

1 cannot be a man with wifliing, therefore 1 will die a

woman with grieving.

Bene. Tarry good Beatrice., by this hand I love thee.

Beat. Ufc it for my love fomc other way theu (wear-

ing by it.

Bene. Think you in your foul the Count Claudto hath

wrono'd Hero?
Beat. Yea, as fure as I have a thought, or a foul.

Bene. Enough . I am engag'd, I will challenge him, I

will kifs your hand, and fo leave you : by this hand Clau-

dto fhall render me dear account : as you hear of me , fo

think of me : go comfort your cofin , I muft fay (he is

dead, and fo farewell. Exeunt.

Enter the Confiahles, Borachio, jnd the Tovtt

Clerl^ iH gowns.

Keeper. Is our whole diflfembly appeard ?

Cowley. O a (toole and cufhion for the Sexton.

Sexton. Which be the Malcfaftors?

Andrew. Marry that am I, and my partner,

Comley. Nay, ^that's certain, we have the exhibition

to examine.

Sexton. But which arc the offenders that arc to be ex-

amined, let them come before Mafter Condable.

Kemp. Yea marry , let them come b:fore mc, what is

your name friend ?

Ber. Borachio,

Kentf. Pray write down -BoMfA/tf. Yours firra.

Conr. I am a Gentleman fir,and m^mmz'is (^onrade.

Keep. Write down Mafter gentleman Conrade : mai-

fters , do you ferve God : maifters, it is proved already

that you are little better then falfe knaves, and it will go

near to be thought fo fliorily , how anfwcr you for your

felves ?

C'»r. Marry fir, we fay we are none*

Kemp. A marvellous witty fellow I affure yon , but I

will go about with him : come you hither firra , a word

in your ear fir, I fay to you, it is thought you are faJfc

knaves.

JBor. Sir, I fay to you, we are none,

Kemp. Wcll,ftand afide, 'fore God they are both in a

tale : have you writ down that they arc none >

Sext. Mafter Conftabic , you go not the way to exa-

mine
, you muft call forth the watch that are their ac-

cusers.

Ker/fp. Yea marry , that's the efteft way, let the watch

come forth : maftcrs, I charge you in the Princes name ,

accufe thefe men.

IVatch I. This manfaid fir, that Don John the Prin-

ces brother was a villain.

Kemp. Write down. Prince John a vilain : why this

is flat perjury, to call a Princes brother villain.

^cr.Mafter Conftable.

Kemp. Play ihce fellow peace,! do not like thy look, I

promifc thee.

Sexton, What heard you him fay elfe *

IVatch 2. Marry that he had received a thoufand Du-

kats of Don John , for the accufmg the Lady Hero wron-

fully, KeiT^p.^
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Kemf. Flat Burglaric as ever wascommKCcd.

ConJL Yea by ch'manc that it is.

Sexi on Wha c c i fr fcl low ?

yyutch. 1. And that Count Claudia did mean upon

his words , todifgracc Hero before the whole aflembly

,

and not marry her.

Kemp. O villain .' thou wile be condcmn'd. into ever-

lafting redemption for this.

Sexton. Whateifc?

iVMch. This 1$ all.

Sexton. And this is more mancrs then you can deny,

Prince John is this morning [ecrctly ftoln away : Hero

was in this manner accus'd , in this very manner tcfus'd,

and upon the gficf of this fodainly died : Mafter Con-
ftablc , let thefcmen be bound , and brought to LeonatOy

I will goe before , and Hiew him their examination.

Co^. Come, let them be opmion'd.

Sexr. Let them be in the hands of Coxeomh^

Kent. Gods my life, wherc'ithe Sexton ? let him write

down the Princes Officers Coxcomb : come, bind them

;

tliou naughty varlcc.

Conlej. Away, you are an afTc, you are an aflV.

Kemf. Doft thou not fufpedt my plaec ? doft thou not

fufpcft my years ? O that he were here ro write me
down an aflc .' but mafters, rcmanbcr that I am an afle :

though it be not written down, yet forget not that I am
an affe : No thou villain , thou art full of piety as ftiall

be prov'd upon thee by good witneffc, I am a wife fellow,

and which is more, an officer, and which is more, a !ioufc-

holdcr, and which is more, as pretty a piece offlcOi asa-

ny in MclTma, and one that knows the Law, goe to, and
a rich fellow enough, goto, and a fellow that hath had
lofTes, and one that hath two gowns « and every thing

handfomc about him,bring him away : O that I had been

writ down an affe .' Exit

AUus Quintus*

Enter Leonato and hit brother.

Brother. If you goe on thus, you will kill your felf,

And 'tis not wifdome thus to fecond grief

,

Againft your felf.

Leon. I pray theeceafe thy counfcll.

Which falls into mine ears as profitlefs.

As water in a ficve : give not me counfellj

Nor let no comfort elfc delight ni;ne ear

,

But fuch a one wliofc wrongs doth futc with mine.
Bring me a father that fo lov'd his childe,

Whofe joy of her is over-whelm*d like mine.
And bid him fpeak of patience.

Meafurc his woe the length and breadth ofmine

,

And let it anfwer every (train for ftram,
As thus for thus, and fuch a grieffor fuch,

In every lineament, branch,(hapc, and forme :

Jf fuch a one will fmile and ftroke his beard.

And hallow, wag, cry hem, when he (hould groan.
Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune drunk,

With-candlewartcrs : bring him yet to me.
And I of him will gatl»er patience :

But there is no fuch man, for brother, men
Can counfcll , and give comfort to that grief.

Which they thcmfclvcsnot feel, but tafting it,

Their counfcll turns to palFion, which before

Would give prcccptiall medicine to rage.

Fetter flrong madneffc in a filktn thred,

Charme ache withayrc,and agonie with words.

No, no, 'tis all men's office, to fpeaK patience

To thofe that wring under the load offorrow:
But no mans vertue norfufficicncie

To be fo moral, when he fhall endure

The like himfelf: therefore give me nocounfaile.

My griefs cry louder then ad vertifement.

^rof^.Thcrein do men from children notlting differ.

Leo, I pray thee peace, I will be flcih and bloud,

For there was never yet Philofophcr,

That could endure the tooth-ake patiently.

How ever they have writ theflile of gods.

And made a pulh at chance and fuffcrancc.

Broth. Yet bend not all the harme upon your felf,

Make thofe that do offend you fuffer too.

Leon. There thou fpcak'ft ieafon,nay I will dofo,

My foul doth tell me. Hero is belied.

And that ("hall Claudia know, fo fhall the Prince,

And all of them chat thus dilhonour her.

Enter Prince and Clandio.

Bret. Here comes the Prince md ClaMdiohidWj.
Prln. Good den, good den.

Clan. Good day to both of you.

Leon. Hear you my Lords ?

Prln. We have fomc haftc Leonato.

LeoiSomc haflemy Lord .' well,farc you well my Lord,

Are you fo haHy now } well, all is one.

Prln. Nay, doe not quarrell with us, good old man.
Brot. If he could right himfelf with cjuarrelling.

Some of us would lie k)w.

Clan. Who wrongs him ?

Leon. Marry thou deft wrong me, thou difTetnblet thou

:

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy fword,

I fear thee not.

Clau. Marry bcfTircwmy hand,

If it fliould give youragefuch caufc of fear,

Infaith my hand meant nothing to my fword.

Leo. Tufh, tufh, ma n, never fleer and jcfl at me,

I fpeak not like a dotard, nor a fool.

As under pnviledge of age to brag,

What 1 have done being young, or what would doc.

Were I not old : know Claudia to thy head,

Thou hafl fo wrong'd my innocent Child and me,

That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by.

And with grey hairs and bruife of many dayes,

Doe challenge thee to triall of a man,

I fay thou haft beli'd mine innocent Child.

Thy (lander hath gone through and through her heart.

And (he lies buried with her anccftors :

O in a rombe where never fcandall flepc.

Save this of hers, fram'd by thy yillany

Clan. My villany ?

Leon. Thine Claudlo, thine I fay.

Prln. You fay not right old man.

Leon. My Lord, my Lord,

rie prove it on his body if he dare,

Defpight his nice fence, and his aftive praftice.

His May of youth, and bloom of luftyhood.

Clan. Away, I will not have to doe with y.Tii.

Lea. Canft thoufo daffc mc ? thou haft killd my child.

If thou kin'ft roe boy, thou (halt kill a man.

Bra. He fhall kill two of us, and men indeed.

But that's no matter, let him kill one firfl :

Win
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Win me and wear nie, let him anfwcr me ,

Come follow me boy, come fir boy • come follow me

Sir boy, I'lc wnip you from your foyning fence.

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.

Leon. Brother.

Bro. Content your felfe,God knowsl lov'd my neece;

And fhe is dead, flandei'd to death by villains.

That dare as well anfwer a man indeed

As I dare take a ferpent by the tongue.

Boyes, apes, braggarts. Jacks, milk-fops.

Leon, Brother Anihony.

Bret. Hold you content, what man? 1 know them,yea

And what they wey, even to theutmoft fcruplc,

Scambling, out-facing, fartiion-mongring boyes,

That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave, and flandcr,

Co antickly and fhow outward hidioufnefs,

And fpeak of halfe a dozen dangerous words,

I

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durft,

[And this is all.

Leon. Bux brother uinthony.

Ant: Come, 'tis no matter ,

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this.

Pri. Gentlemen botb,we will not wake your patience,

My heart is forry for your daughters death :

But on my honour fhe was charg'd with nothing

But was true, and very full of pioofe.

Leon. My Lord, my Lord.

Prince. I will not hear you.

Enter Benedickf.

Leon. No/ comcbrothcr, away, I will be heard.

Exeunt awhoy

Bro. And fhall, or fome of us will fmart for it.

Prin. See, fee, here comes the man he went to feck.

Clau^ Now Signior, what news ?

Ben. Good day my Lord :

Prin. Welcome Signior
,
you are almoft come to part

almofl a fray.

Clau. We had like to have had our two nofes fnapt

offwith two old men without teeth.

Prin. Leonato and his brother,what think'ft thou.? had

we fought , 1 doubt we fhould have been too young for

them.

Ben. In falfe quarrel! there is no true valour , I came
to feck you both.

Clau. We have been up and down to feek thee , for

we are high proofe melancholly , and would fain have it

beaten away, wilt thou ufe thy wit ?

Ben. It is in my fcabberd, fhall I draw it ?

Prin. Doeft thou wear thy wit by thy fide ?

Clau. Never any did fo, though very many have been

befide their wit, I will bid thee draw , as we do themin-
(trells draw to pleafure us.

Prin. As I am an honeft man he looks pale , art thou

fick, or angry >

Clau. What .' courage man : what though care kil'd a

cat, thou haft mettle enough to kill care.

Ben. Sir, I fhall meet your wit in the carcre , and
you charge it againft me , I pray you choofe another

fubjea.

Clau. Nay then give him another ftaffe , this lafl was

broke crofs.

Prin. By this light,he changes more and more, I think

he be angry indeed.

CIah. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.

Ben. Shall I fpeak a word in your ear ?

Clau. God blcfs me from a challenge.

Ben. You arc a villain , I jef^not,! will make it good
how you date , with what you dare, and when you dare :

do me right, or I willproteft your cowardife: you have

kiird a fwectLady, and her death ftiall fall heavy on
you, let me hear from you.

Clau. Well , I will meet you , fp I may have good

chear.

Prin. What, a feafl ?

Glau. I faith I thank him , he hath bid me to calves

heads ahd a Capon , the which if I do not carve moft cu-

rioufly, fay my knife's naught , rtiall I not findc a wood-
cock too ?

Ben. Sir, your wit ambles well, goes eafily.

Prin. I'le tdl thee how Jf4rnffprais'd thy wit the

other day : I faid thou hadft a fine witrtrue faies fhe,a fine

little one : no faid I , a great wit : right faies fhe, a great

grofs one : nay faid I, a good wit : juft faid fhe , it hurts

no body : nay faid I , the gentleman is wife : certain faid

fhe, a wife gentleman : nay faid I, he hath the tongues

:

that I believe (aid fhe , for he fworc a thing to me on
munday night , which he forfwore on tuefday morning

:

there's a aouble tongue , there's two tongues: thus did

fheean houre together tranf-fhape thy particular ver-

tues
,
yet at laft fne concluded with a figh , thou waft the

proprcft man in Italy.

Clau. For the which fhe wept heartily, and faid fhec

cai'd not.

Prin. Yea that fhe did, but yet for all that, and if ftic

did not hate him deadly, fhe would love him dearly , the

old man's daughter told us all.

^lau. All, all, and moreover , God faw him when he

was hid inthe garden.

Pr'in. But when fhall we fet the falvage Bulls homes
on the fenfible Benedlck^s head ?

Clau. Yea and text under-neath , heere dwells Bene-

dick^the married man.

Bene. Fare you well. Boy, you know my rnindc,! will

leave you now to your go(Tcp-like humor, you breake

jefts as braggards do their blades , which God be thank-

ed hurt not: my Lord, for your many courtefies I thank

you, I muft difcontinue your company
,
your brother

the Baftard is fled from Mejfina : you have among you

,

kiird a fwect and innocent Lady : for my Lord Lack-

beard there , he and I fhall meet , and till then peace be

with him.

'Prin. He is in earneft.

Clau. In moft profound earneft, and Tie warrant you,

for the love of Beatrice.

Prin. And hath challeng'd thee.

Cl'iu. Moft finceerly.

Prin. What a pretty thing man is, when he goes in his

doublet and hofe, and leaves oft his wit.

Enter Coftfiable^ CouJiabUy and Sorachio.

Clau. He is then a Giant to an Ape,but then is an Ape

a Doftor to fuch a man.

Prin. Butfoftyou, let me fee,pluck up my heart, and

be fad, did he not fay my brother was fled ?

Confl. Come you fir, if juftice cannot tame you, fhe

fhall ne're weigh more reafons in her ballancc, nay, and

you be a curftng hypocrite once, you muft be lookt to.

Prin. How now, two of my brothers men bound ? Bo-

rachio one.

Clau. Harken after their ofFence my Lord.

Pr;».Officers, what offence have ihefe men done:

Can. Marrie

I

m
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Conji, Marry fir, they have commuted falfc report,

moreover they have fpoken uncruths , fecondaiily they

arc flanders , fixt and laflly , they have belyed a Lady,

thirdly, they have verified unjuA things, and to conclude

they aie lying knaves.

Pr'tn. Fiifllask thee what they have done , thirdly

I ask thee what's their offence , fixt and laftly why they

arc committed , and to conclude , what you lay to their

charge.

Claii. Rightly reafoned, and in his own divifion, and

by my troth there's one meaning well ftited.

Prin. Whom have you offended maiftcrs, that you are

thus bound to your anfwer ? this learned Conftable is too

cunning to be underftood,what's your offence ?

Bor. Sweet Prince , let me go no farther to mine an-

fwer : do you hear me , and let this Count kill mc : I

have deceived even your very eyes : what your wif-

domes could not difcover , thcfc fliallow foolts have

brought to light , who in the night overheard mc confef-

fing to this man, how Don John your brother incenfed

mc to flandcr the Lady Heroy how you were brought into

the Orchard, and fawmc court M/trgaret in Hero's gar-

ments , how you difgrac'd her when you fhould marry

her : my villanic they have upon record, which I had ra-

ther fcal with my death , then repeat over to my (hamc :

the Lady is dead upon mine and my mafters falfe accu-

fation : and briefly , 1 dcfire nothing but the reward of

a villain.

Prince. Run$ not this fpcech like iron through your

bloud >

Clan. I have diunk poifon whiles heutter'd it.

Prin, But did my Brother fet thee on to this ?

Bor, Yea, and paid mc rich for the practice of it.

Prin, He is compos'd of treachery.

And fled he is upon this villany.

Cl^H. Sweet Hcroy now thy image doth appear

In the rare femblance that I lov'd it hrft.

Confl. Come, bring away the plainiiffcs , by this time

our Sexton hath informed Signior Leonato of the matter

:

andmaifters, do not forge: to fpecifie when time and
place ("hall ferve,that I am an Afs.

Con, 2. Here , here comes maiftcr Signior LeonMo
^

and the Sexton too.

Enter Leonato.

Leon Which is the villain ? let me fee his eyes,

That when I note another man like him,

I may avoid him twhich of thcfe is he f

Bor, If you would know your wrongcr,Iook on mc.
Leon. Art thou,art thou the flave that with thy breath

haft kild mine innocent childe ?

Bor. Yea, even I alonCi

Leon. No, not fo villain, thou beli'ft thy fdfe,

Hereftand a pair of honourable men,
A third is fled that had a hand in it

:

I thank you Princes for my daughters death

,

[Record ic with your high and worthy deeds ,

'Twas bravely done ; if y ou bethink you of it.

CUh, I know not how to pray your patience.

Yet I muft fpcak, choofe your revenge your fclfe,

Impofe me to what penance your invention

Can lay upon my fin, yet finn'd I not,

But in miftaking.

Pri/j. By my foul nor I

,

And yet to fatisfic this good old man,

1 would bend under my heavy waighr,

That hee'l enjoyn me too.

Leon. I cannot bid your daughter lire,

That were impofTiblc ; but I pray you both.

Poffefs the people in Me'fjin* here,

How innocent rtie died, and if your loTC

Can labour ought in fad invention,

Hang her an epiuph upoh her tombe.

Arid fing it to her oones, fing it to night

:

To morrow morning come you to my houfc.

And fincc you could not be my fon in law.

Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a daughter,

Almoft the copieof my childe that's dead.

And fhc alone is heir to both ofus,

Give her the right you fliould havegiv'n her cofin,

And fo dies my revenge,

Clau. O noble fir/

Your ovcrkindnefs doth wrino tears from mc,
I do embrace your offer, and difpoCc

For henceforth of poor Qlaudio.

Leon. To morrow then I will expe«fl your coming

;

To night I take my leave : this naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret^
Who I believe was packt in all this wrong.
Hired to it by your brother.

Bor. No by my foul ftie was not.

Nor knew not what fhe did when rtie fpokc to me.

But alwaycs hath been juft and vertuous,

In any thing that I do know by her.

Confl. Moreover fir, which indeed is not under white

and black , this plaintiffc here , the offender did call mc
affe, I befeech you let it be remembrcd in his punifh-

ment , and alfo the watch heard them ulke of one Defor-

med, they fay he wears a key in his car and a lock hang-

ing by It, and borrows money in Gods name , the which

he hath us'd fo long,and never paied, that now men grow

hard-hearted and will lend nothing for Gods fake : pray

you examine him upon that point.

Leon. I thank thcc for thy care and honeft pains.

Confl. Yourworfliip fpcaks like a moft thaiikfull and

reverend youth, and I praife God for you.

Leon. There's for thy pains.

Confl. God fa ve the foundation.

Leon. Gocjl difcharge thee of thy prifoncr, and I

thank thee.

Confl. I leave an arrant knave with your worfhip,

which I bcfeech your worfhip to corrcft your felfc , for

the example of others : God keepe your worfliip, I

wilTi your worfliip well , God rertorc you to health ,

I humbly give you leave to depart , and if a merry meet-

ing may be wifli'd, God prohibite it : come neighbour.

Leon. Untill to morrow morning, Lords, farewell.

Exeunt,

Brot. Farewell my Lords, wc look for you lomor-

row.

Prin. Wc will not fail.

Clau. To niglit I'le mourn v»ith Hero.

Leon. Bring you thcfc fellows on , wee'l talKe with

Margaret , how her acquaintance grew with this lewd

fellow.

ExrufJ.

Enter Benedicl^and Margaret.

Beit. Pray thee fwcet Miftrifs (.Margaret ,
dcfcnrc

well at my hands, by helping mc to the fpcech ofiJw-

Mar.W,n
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CMar. Will you then wiitc me a Sonnet in praife of

my beauty ?

Ben. In fo high a ftile Margaret.,x\at no man living

fliall come over it, for in moft comely truth thou defer-

vcft it.

CM^r. To have no man come over me , why , (hall I

alwaycs keep below flans ?

Ben. Thy vvit is as quick as the grey-hounds mouth,

it catches.

Mar. And yours, as blunt as the Fencers foils , which

hit, but hurt not.

Ben. A moft manly wit Margaret , it will not hurt a

woman : and fo I pray thee call Beatrice , I give thee the

bucklers.

Mar. Give us the fwoids, we have buckleisof out

own.

Ben. If you ufe them Margaret
,
you muft put in the

pikes with a vice, and they are dangtious weapons for

Maids.

I

Mar. Well , I will call Beatrice to you , who 1 think

hath legs. Exit Margaret

.

Ben. And therefore will corrvr. The god of love that

fits above , and knows me, and knows mc how pittifull I

deferve ; I mean in finging , but in loving, Leandcr the

good fwimmer , Troilous the fiifl imployer of panders
,

and a whole booke full of thefe quondam carpet-mon-

gers , whofe names yet run fmoothly m the even rode of

ablankverfe, why they were never fo truely turned o-

ver as my poor felf in lovermarry I cannot (hew it in rime,

I have tried, I can Hnde out no rime to Ladie but badie,

an mnocents rime : forfcorne , home, a hard rime : for

fchool, fool, a babling rime : very ominous endings,noj I

was not born under a riming Planet, fori cannot wooe
in fcftivall tearms

:

Exter Eestrice.

Sweet Beatrice wouid'ft thou come when I cali'd thee ?

Beat. Yea Sigmor, and depait when you bid mc,
Ben. Oftay but till then.

Beat. Then, is fpoken : fare you well now,andyct ere

I go, let me go with that I came , which is . with know-
ing what hath part between you and Claudia.

Ben. Onely foulc words , and thereupon I will kiflc

thee.

Beat. Foul words and foule winde, and foulc winde
is but foul breath , and foul breath is noifome, therefore

I will depart unkift.

Ben. Thou haft frighted the word out of his right

fence, fo forcible is thy wit , but I muft tell thee plainly

,

Claudlo undergoes my challenge, and cither I muft fhort-

ly hear from him , or 1 will fubfcribe him a coward , and

1 pray thee now tell me , for which of my bad parts didft

thou hi ft fall in love with me.?

Beat. For them all together, which maintain'd fo po-

litick a ftate of evill , that they will not admit any good
part to intermingle with^hero : but-for which o£ mygood
parts did you firft fufFcr love for me ?

Ben, Suffer love .' a good cpithite, I do fuffer love in-

deed, for I love thee againftmy will.

Beat. Infpight of your heart I chink, alafs poor heart,

i f you fpight it for my fake, I will fpigbt it for yours , for

I will never love that which my friend hates.

Bened. Thou and I are too wife to wooe peaceably.

Beat. It appears not in this confeffion, there's not one
wife man among twenty that will praife himfelf.

BtH. An old , an old mftance Beatrice , that liv'd in

the time of good neighbours, if a man do noteredtin

this age his own tombe ere he dies , he lliall live no lon-

ger in monuments , then the Bells ring, and the Widow
weeps.

Beat. And how long is that think you ?

Ben. Qucftion, why an hour in clamour and a quar-

ter in thewme, therefore is it moft expedient for the wifc,

if Don worme ( his confcience ) finde no impgdiment to

the contrary, tobic the trumpet of his own yertucs , as

I am to my felf fo much for praifiug my felf, who I my
felf will bear witnefs is piaifc worthy , and now tell me
how doth your cofin f

Beat. Very ill,

Beu. And how do you ?

Beat. Very ill too.

Enter VrfuU.

Ben. Serve Cod,Iove me,and mend , there will I leave

you too,for here comes one in hafte.

Urf. Madam you muft come to your Uncklc, yondcrs

old coileat home , it is proved my Lady Hero hath been

falfly accus'd , the "Prince and Claudia mightily abufed

,

and Don John is the author of all , who is fled and gone

:

will you come prcfently f

Beat. Will you go hear this news Sigmor ?

Ben. I will live m thy heart , die in thy lap ; and be

buriedin thy eyes; and moreover, 1 will goe with thee

to tbylinckles. Exeunt.

Enter Claudia. Priuce^ and three or four with Tapers.

Clau. Is this the monument of Leonato >

Lord. It is my Lord. Epitaph.

Doneto death hy fl,anderou4 tonguety

yVat the Hero that here lies

Death inguerdon of her wrongs.

Gives herfame which never dies :

So the life that died with /hame.

Lives in death wuhghrioiu fame.

Hang thou there upon the toml/e,

Pratjing her when I am dombe.

Clau. Now mufick found and fing your folemne hymne.

Song,

Pardon goddejl of the night

,

Thofe thatflew thy virgin knight^

For the which withfongs of woe^

Round about her tombe theygoe •

Midnight ajjiji our moan ,

Help us tojtgh andgorau.

Heavily., heavily.

Gravesyawn and yieldyour dead.

Till death be uttered^

HeavenlyyheaverJy..
(this right.

Le. Now unto thy bones good night, yearly will I do

Prin. Good morrow mafters, put your Torches out.

The wolves have preyed, and look, the gentle day

Befoi e the wheels of Phmbuiy round about

Dapples the drowfir Eafi with fpots of grey :

Thanks to you all, and leave us, fare you well.

CUu. Good morrow rruftcrs , each his feverall way

Prln. Come Ictus hence, and put on other wecds;

And then to Leonato's we will go.

Clau. And Hymen now with luckier iffuc fpccd ;

Then I
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Then chis tor whom wc rendrcd up this woe Exeunt.

Enter Leonato^Bcn.Marg.Urf.Otd nutn^Fner^Herf,

Frier. Did I not tell you fhc was Innocent >

Leon. So arc the Prince and C/audio whoaccus'd her.

Upon the errour that you heard debated.

But Margaret was in fomc fault for this

;

Although againfl her will aS it appears
,

In the true courfe of all the qucftipn.

OU. Well, I am glad that all things fort fo well.

Ben. And frt am 1, being elfc by faith enforc'd.

To call young Clauiio to a reckoning for it.

LeoH^ Well daughter, and young Gentlewomen all

,

Withdraw into a Chamber by your (elves

,

And wheh 1 fend for you, come hither mask'd :

The Prince and Claudia promis'd by this hour

To vifit me, you know your office Brother

,

YoO muft be father to your Brothers daughter

,

And give her to young Claudia. Exeunt Ladies.

Old. Which I will doe with confirm d countenance.

Ben. Frier, I mufl; intreat your pains, I think.

trier. To doc what Signior >

Ben. To bind mc, or undoe me, one of them ;

Signior Leonato, truth it is good Signior
,

Your Neece regard-s me with an eye of favour.

Old. Thac eye my daughter lent her, 'tis mod true.

Ben. And Fdoe with an eye of Jove requite her.

Leon. The fight whereof I think you had from me

,

From Claitdio ind the Prince^ but what's your will?

Ben. Your anfwer fir is Enigmatical

,

But for my will, my will is, your good wnll

Mayftand with ours, this day to be conjoyn'd,

I'th ftate of iionourabic marriage

,

In which good I (liall dcfire your help,

Leon, My heart is with your liking.

Frier. Ajid my help.

Enter Prince and Claudia with attendauts.

Pritt. Good morrow to this fair affcmbly.

Leon. Good morrow Prince^ good morrow Claudioy

We here attend you, arc you yet deiermin'd,

To day to marry with my brothers daughter ?

Clau. He hold my mind were flie an Ethiope.

Leon. Call her forth brcthcr , heres the Frier ready.

Trin.Good morrow Benedickj^vih'^ what's the matter?

That you have fuch a February face ,

So fullof froft,of ftorm, and cloudincfle.

Clau. I think he thinks upon the favage bull

:

Tufh,fear not man, we'll tip thy homes with gold,

And fo all Europe Qiall rejoyce at thee.

As once Eurofa did at lufty Jove ,

When he would play the noble bcaft in love.

Ben. Bull Jovir fir, had an amiable low,

And fome fuch ftrange bull leapt your fathers Co'A.',

And got a Calf in that fame noble feat

,

Much like to you, for you have juft his bleat.

Enter brothery Hero^Beatrlce, MargaretyUrfuUi
Qlau. For this I owe you: here comes other recknings.

Which is the Lady I muft feize upon >

Leon. This fame is flic, and I doe give you her.

CUu. Why then (lie's mine, fweet let mc fee your face.

Leon. Ko that you (Tiall not, till you take her hand,
Before this Frier, and fwear to marry her.

CIau. Give me your hand before this holy Frier,

I am your husband if you like of mc.
Hero. A nd when I liv'd I was your other wife,

And when you lov'd, you were my other husbaad.
Clau. Another Hero >

Itera. Nothing certainer.

One Hero dicd.ixjt I doc live.

And furcly as I live, I am a maid.

Prin. The former Hero, Hero that is de«d.

Leon, She died my Lord,but whiles her (lander liv'd.

trier. All this amazement an i qualifie,

When after that the holy rites a re ended,

rie tcll-thcc largely of fair Heroe't death

:

Mean time lee wonder fcem familiar,

And tothcchap{>elllet us prcfcntly.

Ben, Soft and fair Frier, which is Beatrice ?

Beat. I anfwer to that name, what is your will ?

Ben. Doe not you love me ?

Beat. Why, no ipoie then rcafon.

5f«.Why then vour Unclc,and the Prince^ & CUudiay

have been deceived, they fworeyou did.

Beat. Doc not you love me ?

Ben. Troth no, no more then reafon.

Beat. Why then my Cofin Margaret znd Urfmla

Are much dcceiv'd,for they did fwear you did.

Ben. They fwore you were almoft fick for me.

Beat. They fwore you were wcll-nye dead for me
Ben. 'Tis no ihatter, then you do not love me i

Beat. No truly, but in friendly recompeiicc.

Lean. Come Cofin, I am furc you love the gendamn*
Clau. And I'le be fworn upon't that he loves her,

For here's a paper written in his hand,

A halting fonnet of his own pure brain,

Fafhioned to Beatrice,

Hero, And here's another,

Writ in thy cofins hand, ftoln from her pecker.

Containing hcraffeilion unto Bei^dickj

Ben. A miracle, here's our own hands againfl our

hearts: come 1 will havcthcc,but by this light I takethcc

for pitty.

Beat, I would not dcnie you , bat by this good day, I

yield upon great perfwafian, and partly to fave your life,

for as I tola, you were in a confumption.

Leon, Peace, I^will ftop your mouth.

Prin, How doft thou Bencdick^r^nt married man.>

Bett, ric tell thee what Priricc : a Colledgc of witty-

crackers cannot flout me out of my humour, doft thou

think I care for a Satyrc or an Epigram ? no, if a nun
will be beaten with brains , a fliall wear nothing hand,

fome about him : in brief, fince I do purpofeio marry, I

will think nothing to any purpofe that the world can fay

againft it : and therefore never flout at mc,for what I have

faidagainft itrfor man is agiddy rhing,and thisismy con-

clufion : for thy pittClaudlo, I did tnink to have beaten

thee , but in that thou art like to Dc my kinfman, li ve un-

brujs 'd, andiove my cofin.

CUu. I had well hoped thou would'ft have denied Sea.

trice that I might have cudgel'd thee out of thy fingle life,

to make thee a double dealer , which out of queft ion thou

wilt be, if my Cofin doc not looke exceeding narrowly

to thee.

Ben. Come , come , we are friends, let's have a dance

ere we arc married , that wc may lighten our own hearts

,

and our wives heels.

Lean. We'll have dancing afterwards.

Ben. Firftjofmy word, therefore play HTufick. Prmer,

thou art fad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife , there is no

ftafFe mote reverend then one tipt vpith ham. Euter Mef.

Afefen. My Lord, your brother Jahu is one in flight.

And brought with anned men back to AieffinM.

Ben. tliink not on him till to morrrow, I'ie derifc

thcc brave puniflimcnts for him : ftrike up Pipers. Damte.

L FINIS.\
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Loves Labours loft.

aAUus Trimui. Scena T^rtma.

Enter Ferdinand King of Navarre , Blron , Longavile^

ani Dnmaine.

FerJmand.

Et Fame, that all hunt after in their lives,

Live regiftred upon our braien Tombcs,

And then gfacc us in the difgrace of death ^

When fpight of cormorant devouring Time,

Th'endeavour of this prefent breath may buy

That honour which rfvailbatc hisSythcs keen edge,

And make us heires of allecernitie.

Therefore brave Conquerors (for fo you are)

1 hat warre againft your own affeflions,

And the huge Army of the worlds defires

;

Our late Edi(ft fhalt ftrongly ftand in force

,

Navarre fhall be the wonder of the world.

Our Court Oiall be. a little Academy

,

Still and contciTiplative in living Art.

You three, B irony Dumaine^ and Longavile^

Have fworn for three years tearm to live with me,

My fellow Schollers, and to keep thofe ftatutes

That are recorded in this (cedulc here.

Your oathes ate part, and now fubfcribc your names

:

That his own hand may ftiike his honour down
,

That violates the fmalleft branch herein :

If you are arm'd to doe, as fworn to doe

,

Subfciibe to your deep oathes, and keep them too.

Long. I am refolv'd, 'tis but a three years faft ;

The mind (hall banquet, though the boay pine

,

Fat paunches have lean pates : and dainty bits

Make rich the ribs, but bankcrout the wits.

Dum. My loving Lord, Dumaine is mortified

,

The grorter manner of thefc worlds delights

,

He throws upon the groffe worlds baferflaves:

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die >

With all thcfe living in Philofophy.

BiroH. I can but fay their proteftation over ,

So much ( dear Liege) I have already fworn
,

That is, to live and ftudy here three years.

But there are other ftria obfervances :

As not to fee a woman in that tearm
,

Which I hope well is not enrolled there.

And one day in a week to touch no food

:

And but one meal on every day befide

:

The which I hope is not enrolled there.

And then to flcep but three hours in the nighr,

And not be feen to wink of all the day.

When I was wont to think no haim all night

,

And make a daik night too of half the day

:

Which I hope well is not enrolled there.

O, thcfe are barren tasks, too hard to keep.

Not to fee Ladies, ftudy,faft, not fleep.

Ferd. Your oath is paft to paffe away from thefe.

BiroM. Let me fay no my Liege, and if you pleafc,

I onely fwore to ftudy with your Grace

,

And rtay here in your Court for three years fpace.

Long. You fwore to that Birotiy and to the reft.

Bir. By yea and nay fir, then I fwore in jeft.

What is the end of ftudy, let me know ?

Ferd. Why that to know which clfc we flioujd not

know. (fenfc.

Bir. Things hid and bard (you mean ) from common
Ferd; I, that is ftudies god-like reconipence.

Bir. Come on then, I will (wear to ftudy fo,

To know the thing I am forbid to know

:

As thus, to (tudy whcie I well may dine,

When I to faft cxpicfly am forbid.

Or fludy whereto meetfome Miftreffe fine,

When Miflreflcs from common fenfe are hid.

Or naving Iworn too harfl a keeping oatn.

Study to break it, and not break my troth.

If ftudies gain be thus, and this be fo,

Study knows that which yet it doth not know ,

Swear me to this, and I will nc're fay no.

Ferd. Thefe be the flops that hinder fludy quite,

'

And train our intellcfts to vain delight.

Bir. Why ? all delights are vain, and that moft vain.

Which with pain purchased, doth inherit pain,

As painfully to poar upon a book

,

To feek the light of truth, while truth the while

Doth falfly blind the eye-fight of his look

:

Light feeking light, doth light beguile :

So ere you find where light in daikneffc lies.

Your light growesdark by lofing of your eyes.

Study me how to pleafe the eye indeed

,

By fixing it upon a fairer eye

,

Who dazling fo, that eye mall be his heed.

And give him light that it was blinded by.

Study is like the heavens glorious Sunne ,

That will not be deep fearch'd with fawcy looJcs;

Small have continual plodders ever wonne,

Save bafe authority from others Books.

Thefe earthly Godfathersof heavens lights.

That give a name to every fixed ftanc.

Have no more profit of their fhining nights.

Then thofe that walk, and wot not what they are.

Too much to know, is to know nought but fame :

And every Godfather can give a name.

Ferd. How well he's read, to icafon againft reading.

Dum.
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Dum. Piocecded well, to flop all good proceeding.

Long. He weeds the Com ^ and ftill lets giow the

weeding.

Bir. The Spring is near, when Green Gcefc arc a

breeding.

Dum. How follows that ?

Bir. Fit in his place and time.

Dnm. In reafon nothing,

Bir. Something then in rime.

Lo»g. BiroH is like an envious fncaping Froft
,

That bites the firft born Infants of the Spring.

Bir. Well, fay I am, why fliould proud Summer boaft.

Before the Birds have any caufe to fing .'

Why fhould I joy in any abortive birth f

At Chriftmas I no more dcfire a Rofc,

Than wifli a Snow in LMtiys new fanglcd fliows

!

But like of each thing that in feafon grows.

So yoD to fludy now it is too late.

That were to dimbe ore the houfe t' unlock the gate.

Ferd. Well, fit yon out : goe home Btron : adue.

Bir. No my good Lord, I have fworn to ftay with you.

And though I have for barbarifme fpoke more

,

Then for that Angel knowledge you can fay

,

Yet confidcni Tic Keep what I have fwore
,

And bide the pcnnancc of each three years day.

Give me the Paper, let mc read the fame.

And to the flrifl'ft decrees Tie write my name.

Ftri. How well this yielding refcues thee from fhamc.

Bir. Item^ That no woman fhall come within a mile

of my Court.

Hath this been proclaimed ?

Long. Four da yes agoe.

Bir. Let's fee the penalty.

On pain of looling her tongue.

Who devis'd this penalty ?

Long. Marry that did \.

Bir. Sweet Lord, and why?
Long. To fright them hence with that dread penalty.-

A dangerous Law againft gentility.

Item , If any man bcfcen co talk with a woman with

in the tcarm of three years , he Hiall endure fuch

publick ftiame as the reft of the Court fliall poffibly

dcvifc.

Bir. This article my Liege your fclf muft break

,

For well you know here comes in Embaflic

The French Kings daughter, with your fclf to fpeak
;

A Maid of Grace and compleat Majcfty

,

About furrender up of Atjuitaiae

To her decrepit, fick, and bed-rid Father.

Therefore this Article is made in vain

,

Or vainly comes the admired Punccffe hither.

Ferd. What fay you Lords ?

Why, this was quite forgot.

Bir. So fludy evermore is ovctfliot,

While it doth ftudy to have what it would ,

It doth forget to do the thing it fliouId :

And when it hath the thing it hunieth moft

,

*Tis won as Towns with fire ; fo won. fo loft,

Ferd. We muft of force difpence with this Decree ,
She muft lie here on mcer ncceflity.

Bir. NccelTity will make us all forfworn
Tkrcc thoufand times within this three years fpace :

For every man with his affefls is born

,

Not by might maftered, but by fpecial grace.

If I break faith, this word ftiall break for mc,
I am forfworn on meer necellitic.

So to the Laws at large I write my name.
And he that breaks them in the leaft degree

Stands in attainder of eternal fhamc.

Suggeftions are to others as tome :

But I believe although I feem fo lorh

,

I am the laft that will laft keep his oath.

But is there no quick recreation granted ?

Ferd. I that there is, our Court you know is haunted
With a conceited Travellor oi Spain,

A man in all the world new faftilon planted,

That hach a mint ofphrafes in his brain :

One, whom the mufick of his own vain tongue.

Doth ravilh like inchanting harmony

:

A man of complements, whom right and wrong
Have chofe as umpire of their mutinie.

This child of fancic, that Armada hight.

For interim to our ftudics ftiall relate

,

In high-born words the worth of many a Knight .*

From tawny Stain loft in the worlds debate.

How you delight my Lords, I know not I.

But I proteft 1 love to hear him lie
,

And I will ufe him for my Minftrdfie.

Bir. Armado is a moft illuftrious wighr,

A man of fire, new words, Faftiions own Knight,

Long, ^oftttrd the fwain, and he fhall be our fport)

And fo to ftudie, three years is but ftiort.

Enter a Con.fta^le with Coilard with a Letter.

Conif. Which is the Dukes own perfon.

Bir. This fellow, What would'ft ?

Coij, I my felf reprehend his own perfon, for lam his

Graces Thatborough . But I would fee his own perfon in

flefii and bloud.

Bir. This is he.

Co)t. Signior Arme, Arme commends you t

There's villany abroad,this letter will tell you more.

C/aw. Sir, the Contempts thereof arc as touching

me.

Ferd. A Letter frorti the magnificent Arnnio.
Bir. How low focvcr the matter, 1 hope in God for

high words.

Long. A high hope for a low heaven, God grant us pa-

tience.

Bir, To hcar,or forbear hearing.

Long. To hear meekly fir, and to laugh moderately

,

or to forbear both.

Bir. Well fir, be it as the ftile fliall give us caufe to

climb in the merrinefle.

C/»w.The matter is to me fir,as concerning Ja^jHttietta.

The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner.

Bir. In what manner ?

CUrv. In manner and form , following fir all thofe

three. I was feen with her in the Mannor houfe , fitting

with her upon the Forme, and taken following her into

the Parke : which put together , is in manner and form

following. Now fir, for the Manner; is the manner

of a man to fpeak to a Woman ; for the Forme in fooK

forme.

Bir. For the following fir.

C/ow. As it ftiall follow in my correction , and God
defend the right.

Ferd. Will yoU hear this Letter with attention ?

Bir. As we would hear an Oracle.

Clfw. Such is the fiinplicity of man to hearken after

thcflcfti.

L » Ferd.
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Ferd.GReat Deputy, the fVetkjm yicegereitt , and

[ole dominator o/Navarrc , my[outs earths

God , afia bodies foPrlng Patron :

Cofi. Not a word of Coward yet.

ferd. So it i-s.

Coft. Ic may be fo : but if he fay it is fo , he is in tel-

fing true : but fo.

Ferd. Peace^

Clew. Be to me, and every man that dares not fight.

Ferd. No jpordsy

Clow. Of other mens fecrers I befeech you.

Ferd. So it is^hedeged withfable coloured melaitchollj,

I did commend the black, oppreffmg humour to the moft

Ferd, Sir 1 will pronounce your fentcnce : You (hall

faft a week with Branneand Water.

Clown. I had rather pray a Moneth with Mutton and
Porridge.

Ferd. And Don Armado fliall be your Keeper.

My Lord Biron^ fee him dehver'd ore

,

Andgoe we Lords to put in praftite that.

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworn. Exeunt,
Bir. He lay my head to any good mans Hat,

Thefe oathes and Lawes will prove an idle fcorn.

Sirra, come on.

QlowM. I fufFer for the truth fir : for true it is , I was

taken with Jacjuenettay and JatjuenettM is a true Giiic

,

vholefame ?hyJick,of thy health-giving ayre : And 04 /and therefore welcome the fowre cupof profperity: affli-

ama Gentleman^ betook.myfelf to walk^: the time kvhen>

about thejixt hour, when Beafts mofl grafe , Birds beB

peclct and menfit down to that nonrifhruent which is cal-

led Supper : So much for the time ivhen. Now for the

ground which ? which /mean I wallet upoHy it isycltpedy

Thj Parks. 7"^'" f"^ '^^ P^"" ^^ere , where I mean I

did encounter that obfcent and m^fi prepofterous event

that drawethfrom my[now white Pen the Eben-coloured

Iuk.y which here thou vieweft y beholdefl,furvayejiyor

feefi. But to the place where : itftandeth North North-

Eafi and l>y EaB from the Weji corner tf thy curious

knotted Garden. There did Ifee that lowfpirited Swain,

that bafe Minow of thy mirth, (Clown. Me ? ) that un-

letteredfm^ll-kjiorping fouly ( Clow. Mc ? ) that (hallow

vajial (Clow. Still me ? ^ which as I remember, higbt Co-
ftard,(C/tfjr. O me ')forted and contorted contrary to thy

efiablifhed proclaimed EdlEl df Continent Canon : which
withy O withy but with this I paffion tefaywherewith :

Clown. With a Wench.
Ferd. with a child of our Grandmother Eve, a female;

OTy for thy mere underfiandingya woman ; himy I (at my e-

ver ejieemed duty prickj me on) havefent to thee , to re.

ceive the meed ofpunifhment by the fweet Graces Officer

Ant)iony Dull, a man of good repute y carriage, bearing
y

and ejtimation.

Ant. Me, an't fhall pleafe you ? I am Anthony Dull.

Ferd. For Jaquenetca (fo is the weaker vejfel called)

which I apprehended with the aforefaid SwatUy Ikjfp her

as n veffell of thy Laws fury, and (hall at the leaft of thy

fweet notice, bring her to trial. Thine in all complements

of devoted and heart-burning heat of duty^

Don Adriana dc Armado

Bir. This is not fo well a I looked for, but the beft

that ever I heard.

Ferd. I the beft for the worft. But firra, What fay you
to this ?

Clown. Sir 1 confeffe the Wench,
Ferd. Did you hear the Proclamation ?

Clown. I do eonfeflcmuchofthe hearing it, but little

of the marking of it.

Teri. It was proclaimed a years imprifonment to be

taken with a Wench.
Clown. I was taken with none fir, I was taken with a

Damofell.

Ferd. Well, it was proclaimed Damofell.
Cto, This was no Damofel neither fir, fhe was a Virgin.
Ferd. It isfo varied too,for it was proclaimed Virgin.

Clown. If it were, I deny her Virginity : I was taken
with a Maid,

Ferd. This Maid will not ferve your turn fir,

pown. This Maid will ferve my turn fir.

ftion may one day fmile again, and untill then fit down
forrow.

Enter Armado tt Braggart, and Moth his Page.

Brag. Boy, What fign is it when a man of great fpirit

grows melancholy?

Boy. A great fign fir, that he will look fad.

Brag. "Why ? fadneffe is one and the fclf-fame thing,

dear Imp.

Boy. No, no, O Lord fir, no,

Brag. How canft thou part fadnelTc and melancholy,

my tender Juvenal >

Boy. By a familiar dcmonftration of the working, my
tough Signior,

Brag. Why tough Signior ? Why tough Signior ?

Boy. Why tendtr Juvenal} Why tender Jtwenal!

Brag. I fpoke it tender Juvenaly as a congruent epithe-

ton, appertaining to thy young dayfs, which we may no-

minate tertder.

Boy. And I tough Signior , as an appertincnt title to

your old lime, which we may name tough.

Brag. Pretty and apt.

Boy. How mean you fir, I pretty i and my faying apt ?

or I apt, and my faying pretty ?

Berag. Thou pretty, becaufe little.

Boy. Little pretty, t>ecaufc little : wherefore apt f

Brag. And therefore apt, becaufe quick.

Boy. Speak you this in my praife Mafter?

Brag. In thy condigne praife.

Boy. I will praife an Eclc with the fame praife.

Brag. What ? that an Eele is ingenuous.

Biiy. That an Eele is quick.

Brag. I doe lay thou art quick in anfwers. Thou
heat'ft my bloud.

Boy. I aih infwer'd fir.

Brag. I love not to be croft.

Boy. He fpcaks the clean contrary, croffes love not him.

Brag. I have promis'd to ftudy 3 years wich the Duke,

Boy. You may doc it in an hour fir.

Brag. ImpoMible.

Boy. How many is one thrice told ?

Brag.l am ill at reckoning ,it fits the fpirit ofa Tapfter.

Boy. You are a Gentleman and a Gamcfter fir.

Brag. I confeffe both , they are both the varnifK of

a compleat man.

Boy. Then I am fure you know how much the groffe

fumme of deuf-afe amounts to.

Brag, h doth amount to one more then two.

Boy. Which the bafe vulgar call three. ^Br^. True.

Boy. Why fir is this fuch a piece of fludy ? Now here's

three ftudied, ere you'll thrice wink, and how cafie it is

to put years to the word three , and fludy three years in

two words, the dancing horfe will tell you.

Brag. A
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Brag. A moft fine figure.

Boj. To prove you a Cypher.

Brag. I will hereupon confefTe lam in love and as

it is bafc for a Souldicr to love : fo am I in love with a

bafc Wench, If drawing my fword againft the humour

of affcdtion , would deliver me fiom the feprobate

tiiought of it, I would take Dcfirc prifoner,anH ranfome

liim to any French Courtier for a new dcvis'd courtefic.

I think fcorn to figh, nic thinks I (hould oui-fweai

Cufli. Comfort me Boy, What great mm have been in

love ?

Boy. Hercules^ Maftcr.

Brag. Mort fwcet Herculos : more authority dear

Boy, name more ; and fweetmy child, let them ixmen
ofgood repute and carriage.

Boy. Sampfo»,M^cr^fi was a man of good carriage,

great carriage • for he carried the Tov^rn CaC€s on he
back like a Porter ; and he was io kxye.

Brag. O wclL-knic 5rfw^/ff»,ftrong-joyntcd Samffo»;
I doe excel! thee in my Rapter, as much as thou didft mc
in carrying Gates, I am in love too. Who was Samffcns
Love iny dear Moth ?

Boy. A woman, Mafter.

Brag. Of what complexion ?

Bay. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or one
of the four.

Brag, Tell rhe precifely of what complexion ?

Boy. Of the Sca-water Green fir.

Brag. Is that one of the four complexions ?

Boy, As I have read fir, and the beft of them too.

Brag, Green indeed is the colour of Lovers : but to

have a Love of that colour, mc thii\ks Sawffon had fmall

rcafon for it. He Purely aft'cdcd her for her wit.

Boy. It was fo fir, for fhc had a green wit.

Brag. My Love is moft immaculate white and red.

Boy. Moft immaculate thoughts Mafter, arc mask'd
Under fuch colours.

Brag. Define, define, well educated infant.

Boy, My Fathers wit, and my Mothers tongue affift

me.

Brag. Sweet invocation ofa child, moft pretty and
pathcticall.

Boy. If Hie be made of white and red,

Her faults will nc'rc be known

:

For blullung cliccks by faults are bred.

And fcares by pale white fliown :

Then if flic fear, or be to blame,

By this you Hiall not know.
For ft ill her checks poflefle the fame.

Which native ftie doth owe :

A dangerous rime Mafter againft the reafon of white

and red.

Brag. Is there not a Ballet Boy, of the King and the

Beggar ?

Boy. The world was very guilty of fuch a Ballet, fomc

three ages fincc, but I think now 'tis not to be found : or

if it were, it would neither ferve for the writing, nor the

tunc.

Brag. I will have that fubje£l newly writ o're, that I

may example my digreffion by forae mighty prefident.

Boy, I doe love that Countrey Girl that I took in the

Parke with the rationall Hind Cojhri : (he defcrves

well.

Boy. To be whip'd : and ye: a better Love then my
Mafter.

Brttg. Sing Boy, my fpirit growes heavy in love.

1^5

Boy. And that's great marvell, loymg a light Wenih
Brag. I fay fing.

Boy. Forbear till this company be p*ft.

Snter Cl«m»y C»nJ}ahle^ aud lVtr.ch.

Ctnfl. Sjr, the Duk«s pleafure is, that you keep CoftAri
fafc, and you muft let him take no dehglit, n6r no pen.
nance, but he muft faft thtee dayes a week : for this

Damfcll,! muftkecp her at the Park, ftjc is allow'd for
the Day-Woman. Fare ycju well. £^,7

Brag. I doc betray my felf with blufliing : Maid.
LMald. Man,
Brag. I will vifit ihee at the Lodge.
CMaid. That's here by.

Brag. I know where it is fituate,

Afaii. Lord how wife you arc .'

Brag. I will fell thee wonders,

Matd. With that face ?

Brtg, I love tliee.

Maid. So I heard you fay.

Brag. And fo farewell.

Maid. Fair weather after you.

Come Jaquenttta^ away. Extunt.
Brag. Villain, thou fhaft faft for thy offences ere thou

be pardoned.

Clo. Well fir, I hope when I doe it, I fliall doe it en
a full ftomacke.

^r^g. Thou ftialt be heavily punifticd.

Clo. I am more bound to you then vour fellows, for

they are but lightly rewarded,

CoH, Takeaway this Villain, fhut him up.

Boy. Come you tranfgrelTing flave, away,
Ctiw. Let mcno: be pent up fir, I will be faft being

loofe.

Boy. No fir, that were faft and loofe : thou flult to

prifon.

Clow. Well, ifever I do fee the merry dayes of dcfo-

lation that I have fecn,fomc Hull fee. .

Boy. Wliat fliall fome fee ?

Cltw. Nay nothing, Mafter Mo^h, but what thev

look upon. It is not for prifoners to be filent in their

words, and therefore I will fay nothing : I thank God, 1

have as little patience as another man, and therefore I

can be quiet. Eieit.

Brag. I doe aftefl the very ground ( which is bafc )

where her fhooe( which isbafcr) guided by her foot

(which is bafeft) doth tread. I ftiall be forfworn (which

is a great argument of falfhood) if I love. And how can

that be true love, which is falfly attempted ? Love is a fa-

miliar. Love is a Devil. There is no evil Angcll but

Love, yet Sampf»n was fo tempted, and he had an excel,

lent ftrength : Yet was Solomon fo fcduced, and be had

a very good wit. Cupidf Bucfhaft is too hard for Her.

cules Club,and therefore too much oddes for a Spanidrdt

Rapier : The firft and fecond caufe will not fcrve mv
turn : the PaJJudo he refpefts not, the Daelh he regards

not ; his difgrace is to be called Boy, but his glory is to

fubduemen. Adieu Valour, ruft Rapier, bee ftill Dnim,

for your manager is in love
;
yea, he loveih. Affift mf

fome extemporall god of Rime, for I am furr I ftial! turn

Sonnet. Devifc Wit, write Pen, for I am for whole vo-

lumes in Folio.

fiittt uiHrn Primi.

jtnm
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(lABm Secundm,

Enttr the Princejfe of FrancCy with three attending

Ladies^ and three Lords.

Boyet. Now Madam fummon up your dcarcft fpirits,

Conficfci whom the King your Father fends :

To whom he fends, and what's his EmbaiTic.

Your fclf, held precious in the worlds cfteem,

To parlee with the folc inhcritour

Of all perfeftions that a man may owe,

Matchlcflc Navarre : the plea ofno lefle weight

Than ^tjuitalny a Dowry for a Queen.

Be now as prodigall of all dear grace,

As Nature was in making Graces dear

,

When fhe did ftarve the generall world befide.

And prodigally gave them all to you.

Pri/>. Good L. Boj/ety my beauty though but mean,

Needs not the painted flourifh of your praife

:

Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye,

fsjot uttered bybafcfalc of Chapmens tongues;

am leffe proud to hear you tell my worth,

T hen you much willing to be counted wife.

In fpending thus your wit in praife of mine.

But now to task the lasker; good Beyety

You arc not ignorant, all-telling fame

Doth noyfeabroad Navarre hath made a vow
,

Till painfull ftudy fhall out-wear three yeares.

No "woman may approach his filent Court

:

Therefore to's feemethita needfull courfe,

Before we enter his forbidden Gates

,

To know his pleafure, and in that bchalfe

Bold of your worthinefTe, we fingle you.

As our beft moving fair Soliciter

:

Tell him the Daughter of theKmg of Fr4«ff,

On ferious bufineffe, craving quick difpatchj

Importunes perfonajl conference with his Grace.

Haft, fignifie fo much, while we attend.

Like humble vifag'd Sutors his high will.

Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. Exit,
'Prin. All pride is willing pride, and your's is fo

:

Who arc the Votaries my loving Lords, that arc vow-
fellows with this virtuous Dukc ?

Lor. Longavite is one.

'

Pri». Know you the man ?

X Lad. I knew him Madam at a Marriage Fcaft,

Between L. ?*r/^orr,and the beauteous heir

Of Jaijues Faulconbridge folemniicd.

In Normandy faw I this Longavile^

A man of foveraign parts he is efteem'd :

Well fitted in the Arts, glorious in Armes:
Nothing becomes him ill that he would well.

The onely foul ofhis fair virtues gloffe,

(If virtues gloffe will ftain with any foil,)

Is a {harp wit match'd with too blunt a will

:

Whofe edge hath power to cut, whofe will ftill Tails,

It rtiould none fpare that come within his power.

Prift. Some merry mocking Lord, is't fo >

Lad. I. They fay fomoftjthatmoft his humours know.
Tr'in. Such ftiort iiv'd wits doc wfitber as they grow.

Who are the reft ?

i.Lad.l\\t young JD««<»iw,a well accomplifti'd youth,

Of all that Virtue love, for Virtue loved.

Moft power to doc moft harm, ieall knowin" ill ;

For he hath wit to make an ill ftiape good,
"

And (hape to win grace though he had no wit.
I faw him at the Duke tAl^n't-ees once.

And much too little of that good I faw,

Is my report to his great worthincffc.

Rofa. Another of thefe Students at that time.
Was there with him, as I have heard a truth.

Birone they call him bur, a merrier man.
Within the limit of bccomming mirth,
I never fpcnt an hours talk withall.

His eye begets occafion for wit

,

For every objeft that the one doth catch.

The other turns to a mirth-moving jcft.

Which his fair tongue (conceits Expofitor)

Delivers in fuch apt and gracious words,

That aged cares play Trewant a: his Tales,

And younger hearings are quite ravifhed.

So fweet and voluble is hisdifcourfe.

Prin. God bleffe my Ladies, arc they all in lovc .?

That every one her own hath garniflied.

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife.

Ma. Here comes Boyet,

Enter Boyet.

Prin. Now, what admittance Lord?
Boyet. Navarre hid notice of your fair approach;

And he and his Competitors in oath.

Were all addreft to meet you gentle Lady
Before I came : Marry thus I have learnr.

He rather means to lodge you in the field.

Like one that comes hereto befiege his Court,

Than feck a difpenfation for his oath .-

To let you enter his unpeopled houfe.

Enter Navar^Longaviley D^tmain, and Birone.

Here comes Navarre.

Nov. Fair Princefle,wclcome to the Court of Navar.
Prin. Fair I give you back again , and welcome I

have not yet : the roof of this Court is too high to be

yours, and welcome to the wide fields, too bafe to be

mine.

Nttv. You (hall be welcome Madam to my Court.

Prin. I will be welcome then, Conduft me thither.

Na. Hear me dear Lady, I have fworn an oath.

Prin, Our Lady help my Lord, he'll be forfworn.

Nav. Not for the world,fair Madam, by my' will.

Prin. Why, will ftiall break it will, and nothing elfe.

1\av. Your Ladifhip is ignorant what it is.

Prin. Were my Lord fo,his ignorance were wife^

Where now his knowledge muft prove ignorance.

I hear your Grace hath fworn out Houfe-keeping :

'Tis deadly fin to keep that oath my Lord ,

And fin to break it

:

But pardon me, I am too fudden bold.

To teach a Teacher ill befcemeth me.

Vouchfafe to read the purpofc of my comming,

And fuddenly refolve mc in my fuit.

Nav, Madam,! will, if fuddenly I may.

^rin. You will the fooner that I were away.

For you'll prove perjur'd ifyou make mc flay.

Bir. Did not I dancewith you in Brabant once ?

Ko(a. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ?

Bir
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Blr. I know you did,

%ofa. How needlcfs was it then to ask the quefiion f

Bir. You muft not be fo quick.

Rof, ' fis long of you that fpiir me with fuch queftions.

Blr. Your wit's too hot, it fpecds too fafl: , 'twill tire.

%£['* Not till It leave the Rider in the mirc.

Bir. What time a day ?

Rofa. The hourc that fools fliould ask.

Bir. Now fair befoll your hiask.

Rofa. Fair falls the face it covers,

Bir. And fend you many lovers.

Rofa. Amen, fo you be none.

Bir. Nay then will I be gone.

fer. Madam, your father here doth intimate.

The paimentof a hundred thoufand Crowns,

Being but th'onc half of an intire fum,

Disburfcd by my father in his warrs.

But fay that he, or we, as neither have

Receiv'd that fum
; yet there remains unpaid

A hundred thoufand more : infurety of the vvhichj

One part oi-Atjuitain is bound to us.

Although not valued to the moneys worth.

If then the King your father will rcftore

But that one half which is unfaiisfied.

We will give up our right in sAtjulta'tn^

And hold fair frienddiip with his Majefty

:

But that it fccms he httlc purpofeth,

For here he doth demand to have repaid.

An hundred thoufand Crowns, and not demands

One paiment of a hundred thoufand Crowns,
To have his title live in z/fquitaln.

Winch we much rather had depart withall.

And have the money by our father lent,

Then AtjHtta'iHy fo guelded as it is.

Dear Princefs, were not his requefts fo far

From rcafons yielding, your fair felf fhould make
A yielding 'gainft fome rcafonin my breft,

And go well fatisficd to France again.

Frin. You do the King my Father too much wrong,

And wrong the reputation of your name,
In fo unfeeming to confefs rcceit

Of that which hath fo faithfully been paid.

Fer. I doe pfoteft 1 never heard of it,

And if you prove it, I'lc repay it back,

Oryieldup e/^^«/rdi«.

Pri». We arrcft your word":

Beyet, you can produce acquittances

For fuch a fum, from fpeciall OfficcrJ,

of Charts his Father.

Fer. Satisficme fo.

Bojet. So pleafe your Grace, the packet is not comc
Where that and other fpccialties are bound.

To morrow you fhall have a fight of them.

Fer. It rfiall fuffice me ; at which cnterview.

All liberall reafon would I yield unto

:

Mean time, receive fuch welcome at my hand.
As Honor, without breach of Honor may
Make tender of, to thy true worthineft.

You may not come fair Princefs in my gates.

But here without youfhall beforeceiv'u,

As you fhall deem your felf lodg'd in my hean.

Though fo deni'd farther harbour in my houfe

:

Your own good thoughts excufc me,and farewell,

To morrow we fhall vifit you again.

Prltt. Sweet health and fair defircs confort your grate.

Fer. Thy own wiftijWilh I thee, in every place. ^Sxit.

Boj. I.ady, I will commend yoo to my own hean.
La. Ro. Pray you doc my commendauons

,

I would be glad to fee it.

Boy. I would you heard it grone.

La. %9. Is the foul fick ?

Boy. Sick arthc heart.

La.Ro. Alack let it bloud.

Boy. Would that doc it good .'

I
La. Ro. My Phifick fayes I.

Boy.WiW you ptick't with your eye.

La. Ro. No foyniy with my knife

.

Boy. Now God fare thy life.

La. Ro. And yours from long liriflg.

Bir. I cannot ftay thanksgiving. Exit.

Enter Duntaiiiet

Dum. Sir^ prayyoua word .-what Lady is that fame?

Boj. The heir oi Alanfon^ Rafaline her name.

1>um. A gallant Lady,Moi(rvfier fare you well. Exit.

Enter Longavire.

Long. T befcech you a word : what is fhe in the white?

Boy.K woman fometimes, if you faw her in the light.

Long. Perchance light in the light : I defirc her name.
"Boy. She hath but one for her fclf<

To dcfire that were a rtiame.

Lcn, Pray you fir, whole daughter .>

Boy. Her mothers, I have heard.

Lon. GodsblefTing a your bctrd.

Boy. Good fir be not offended.

She is an heir diFaulconhriigi.

Long. Nay, my choller is ended

:

She is a moft fweet Lady. Exit Ling.

Boy. Not unlike fir, that may be.

Enter Biront.

Bir. What's her name in the Cap.
' Boy. JTd/Afr/wby good hap.

Bir. Is (he wedded, or no.

Boy. To her will fir, or fo.

Bxr. You arc welcome fir, adieu.

Boy. Farewell to me fir, and welcome to you. Exit.

La.Ma. That laft is Birone^\.\\z merry mad-cap Lord.

Not a word with him, but a jeft.

B oy. And every jeft but a word.

Pri. It was well done of you to take him at his word.

Boy. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord.

Lai. Ma. Two hot SheepsMary ;

And wherefore rot Ships ? O'P^
Boy. No fhcep(fwcei Lamb) unlefTe we feed on your

La. You fheep and I pafture : fhall that finifh the jcft?

Boj. So you grant paflure for me.

La. Not fo gentle bcaft.

My Lips are no Common though feverall they be.

Boy. Belonging to whom,

i

La. To my fortunes and me,

Prin. Goodwits will be jangling, but gentles agree.

This civil war of wits were much better ufed

On Navarre and his book-men, for here 'tis abufcd.

Boy. If my obfcrvation (which very feldomc lyes

By the hearts ftill rhetorick, difdofed wnth eyes)

Deceive roe not now, Navarre is infefted.

Prin. With what ?

Boy. With that which we Loven intitfe aflfe^ed.

PriH. Your reafon.

Boy. Why all his his behaviourt doe make their retire.

To the court of his eye, peeping thorcn^h dtfvt.

\ His heart like an Agot with your print impreffed.
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Proud with his forme, m his eye pride expreffcd

:

His tongue all impatient to fpeak and not fee.

Did ftumble with hafte in his eye-fight to be

,

i

AH fenfes to that fence did make their repair,

To feel onely looking on faireft of fair :

Me thought all his fences were lock'd in his eye.

As Jewels in Chriftall for fome Prince to buy: (glaft,

Who tendring their own worth from whence they were

Did point out to buy them along as you paft.

His faces own margent did coat fuch amazes.

That all eyes faw his eyes inchanied with gazes.

rie give you Aqultainy and all that is his.

And you give him for my fake, but one loving kifs.

Prin. Come to our Pavillion, Bojet is difpofed.

Boy. But to fpeak that in words , which tiis eye hath

I onely have made a moutn of his eye, (difdos'd,

By adding a tongue, which I know will not lye.

Lnd. Ra. Thou art an old Love, monger, and fpeakeft

skillfully.

Lad. Ma. He is Cupls Grandfather, and learns news

of him.

Lad. 2. Then was Ventw like her mother , for her fa-

ther is but grim.

Boy. Doc you hear my mad wenches ?

Lnd. I. No.
Boy. What then, doe you fee ?

Lid. 2.1, our way to be gone.

Boy. You are too hard for me. Exeant crmes.

AHus Tenia.

E/ittr BrAggartj andBof.

Song.

Brag, Warble childe , make pafTionatC my fcnfc of
hearing.

Boy. Concolinell..—.—
Brag. Sweet Ayer , goe tendemeffc of years : rake

this Key , give enlargement to the fwain , bring him fe-

ftinatly hither: I muft imploy him in a letter to my
Love.

Bey. Will you win youc love with a French braule ?
Brag, How meaneft thou,brauling in French ?

Boy. No my compleat matter, but to jiggeofFa tune
at the tongues end , canary to it with the feet, humour
it with turning up your eye : figh a note and fing a note,
fometime through the throat : if you fwallowed love
with finging , love fometime through thenofe,as if you
fnuft up love by fmeliing love , with your hat pcnthoufe-
like o're the fhop of your eyes , with your armcs croft on
your thinbelly doublet ( like a Rabbet on a fpit) or your
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting,
and keep not too long in one tune , but a fnip and away :

thefc are complements , thefe are humours , thefc betray
nice wenches that would be betraid without thefc , and
make them men ofnote : do you note men that moft are
afrefted to thefe ?

Brag. How haft thou purchafed this experience ?
Boy. By my pen of obfervation.
Brag. But O, but O,
Boy. The Hobby-horfe is fovoot.

Brag. Call'ft thou my love Hobby-horfe,
Boy. No Mafter, the Hobby-horfe is but a Colt , and

your Love perhaps, a Hackny

:

But have you forgot your Love ? I

Brag. Almoft I had.

Boy. Negligent ftudcnt, learn her by heart.

Brag.. By heart, and in heart boy.

Boy. And out of heart Mafter ; all thofe three I will
prove.

Brag^ What wilt thou prove ?

Boy, A man, if I live (and this)by, in, and without,
upon the inftant : by hcan you love her , becaufe your
heart cannot come by her: in hean you love her, becaufe

your heart is in love with her : and cut of heart you love
her, being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her.

Brag. I am all thefe three.

Bay. And three times as much more , and yet nothing
at all.

Brag. Fetch hither the Swain , he muft carry me a
letter.

Boy. A meffage well iimpathiz'd, a Horfe to be embaC
fadourfor an Afs.

Brag. Ha, ha. What faycft thou }

Boy. Marry fir, you muft fend the A(s upon the Horfe,
for he is very flow gated : but I goe.

Brag. The way is but ftiort, away,
Boy. As fwift as Lead fir.

Brag. Thy meaning pretty ingenious , is not Leada
mettall heavy, dull, and (low ?

Boy. Mimme honeft Mafter, or rather Mafter no.
Brag. I fay Lead is flow.

Boy. You are too fwifc fir to fay fo.

Is that Lead flow which is fir'd from a Gun ?

Brag. Sweet fmoak of Rhetonck,
He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet that's he:

1 fliootc thee at the Swain.

Boy. Thump then, and I flee. £'*iV.

Brag. A moft acute Juvenal, voluble and free ofgrace.

By thy favour fweet Welkin, 1 muft fieh in thy face,

Moft rude melancholly. Valour gives the place.

My Herald Isreturn'd.

^nter Tage^ and Clowu.

Pag. A wonder MaftCT, here's a Cci?^r4 broken in

fhin.

tArm. Some enigma, fometiddle, no X.f/wo^ be-

gin.

Clow. No egitla, no riddle , no Leiweyy no falve , in

the male fir. O fir,Plantan, a plain Plantan : no Lstrvoy^

no Lenvoy^ or Salvefir, but Plantan.

tArm. By vertue thou inforceft laughter , thy filly

thought, my fpleen, the heaving of my lungs provokes me
to ridiculous fmiling : O pardon me my ftarres, doth the

inconfiderate xaktjahe for Z.fwo;', and the world 2/f«-

voy for z falve ?

Pag. Doc the wife think them other, is not Lenvoy

ta falve. (?'*»"»

uirm. No Page, it is an epilogue or difcourfe to make
Some obfcurc precedence that hath tofore been fain.

Now will I begin your morral , and do you follow with

my Lenvoy.

The Fox, the Ape, and the Humble-bee,

Were ftill at odds, being but three.

Pag. Untill the Goofe came out ofdoor.

Staying the odds by adding four.

A good L^sw/jCnding in the Goofe : would ycu de-

fire more ?

I
Clo. The Boy hath fold him a bargain, a Goofe, that's

flat
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Sir, your penny-worth is good, and your Coofc be fat.

To fell a bargain well is as cimning asfaftas loofc:

Let me fee a fat Lenvoy^ I that's a fat Goofe.

Armn. Come hither, come hither:

How did this argument begin ?

2oj, By faying tha a Ctf/?<ir(/wasbrokcnift aftiia.

Then cal'd you for a Lertvoy,

Clow. True, and I for a Plantan !

Thus came yourargumcnt in:

Then the Boyes fat Lenvof , the Goofe that you bought,

And he ended the market,

Armat But tcU mc : How was there a Co/fard broken

in a rtiin ?

T^g. 1 will tell you fencibly,

Clov. Thou haft no feeling of it Afoth,

I will fpeak that Lttrvoy.

I Cofiari, running out, that was fafely within,

Fell over the threihould , and bfokc my Ihin.

ft/^r/». We will talk no more of this matter.

Clow. Till there be rhore matter in the {bin.

%Arm. Sirra Co/?/»r</, Twill infranchife thee.

Clorv. O, marry me to one Trancis^ I fmcll fome Lcn.
z/<y,fome Goofe in this.

Arm. By my fwect foul, I mean, fetting thcc at liber-

ty. Enfreedoming thy perfon ; thouwert Immured » re-

ftrained, captivated, bound.

Clow. True, true, and now you will be my purgation,

and let me loofe.

Arm. I give thee thy libcrty,fet thee from durance,and
in lieu thereof , impofe on thee nothing but this : Bear
this fignificant to the countrcy Maid Jaquenetta : there

is remuneration , for the bcft ward of mine honors, is re-

warding my dependants. Mothy follow.—.- Exit.
Pag, Like the fequcU \.

Signior Co/?4r</ adieu.

Clow. My fweet ounce of mans flefli,niy in-cony Jew:
Now will I look to his remuneration.

Remuneration, O, that's the Latine word for three-far-

things : There farthings remuneration , What's the price

of this ynde? t. de.no, I'legive you a remuneration:Why?
It carries it's remuneration: Why ? It is a fairer name then

a French-Crown. I will never buy and fell out of this

word.

Enter Blrone.

B'tr. O my good knave C^4r</, exceedingly well met.
Clow. Pray you fir,Howmuch Carnation Ribbon may

a man buy for a remuneration ?

Blr. What is a remuneration >

Coft. Mzrxv fir, half penny farthing.

Bir. O, Why then three farthings wonh of Silk.

Cojf. I thank your woT(bip,God be wyyou.
Blr. O ftay flave, I mull employ thee :

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave.
Doe one thing for me that I Ihall intrcat.

Clow. When would you have it done fir ?

•Sir. O this after-noon.

Clow. Well, I will do it fir : Fare you well.

Bir. O thou knoweft not what it is.

Clow. I (liall know fir, when I have done it.

Bir. Why vi!lain,thou muft know it firft.

Clow. I will come to yourwordiipto morrow morning.
Bj'r. It muft be done thisaftcr-noon,

Hark flave. it isbutthii:
|

The Prmcefs comes to hunt here in the Park,
j

And in her train there is a gentle Lady

:

When tongues fpeak fweetly, then they name her name
And Rffaline they call her, ask for her .-

And to her white hand fee thou doc commend
This feal'd up counlell. There's thy guerdon : goe.

Clo. Guerdon, O fweet Guerdon, better then rcm^jnc-

ration , a lea venpence-farthing better: mofi fweet gucr-

don. I Will do It iir in print : guerdon, remuneration.

Exit.
Bir. O .' and I forfooth in love,

I that have been loves whip ?

A very beadle toa humcrous figh : A Crittck.

Nay a night-watch Conftabie.

A dominicring pedant o'rc tht Boy,

Then whom no morull fo magnificent

,

This wimpled, whyning, purblind wiiward Boy,
This fignior Junios gyant dwarfc, don Cufld^

Regent of Lovc-rimes,Lord of folded trmes,

Th'annointed foveraign of fighes and groans

:

Liedgeof all loyterers, and malecontents

:

Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpeeccs.

Sole Emperator and great generall

Of trotting Parrators ( O my little heart.)

And I to be a Corporall of his field,

And wear his colours like a Tumblers hoope ?

What ? I love .' I fue J I feek a wife

,

A woman, that is like a Germane Clock,

Still a repairing: ever out of frame.

And never going aright, being but a Watch :

But being watch'd, that it may ftill go right.

Nay to be perjur'd, which is worft of all

:

And among three, to love the worft of all, ,

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow.

With two pitch balls ftuck in her face for eyes.

I, and by heaven, one that will do the deed.

Though eyirgtu were her Eunuch and her guard.

And I to figh for her .' to watch for her .'

To pray for her, go to : it is a plague

That Cufid will impofe for my negleil.

Of his almighty dreadfull little might.

Well, I will love, write, figh, pray, fue, and groan,

Some men muft love my Lady, and [omcJean.

<iAUh5 Quarms,

Enter the Princely a Forrefitr^ her Lgiits,

and her Lords.

Prin. Was that the King that fpur'd his horfc fo hard,

Againft the fteep unnfing of the hill ?

Boy. I know not, but I think it was not he.

Prin. Who e're a was,a Ihew'd a mounting minde :

Well Lords, to day we fhall have ourdifpatch.

On Saterday we will return to Frdiiee.

Then Vtrrefler my friend. Where is the Bufh

That we muft ftand and play the murtherer in ?

For . Hereby upon the edge of yonder Coppice.

A Stand where you may make theftircft flioote.

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that fhoof.

And thereupon thou fpeak'ft the faireft ftiooic.

Tor. Pardon me, tor I meant not fo.

Prin. What,wbat ? Firftpraifcme,then again lay nn.

I
O ftiort hv'd pride. Not fair? alack for woe.
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Tor. Yes Madam, fair.

Prin. Nay, never paint me now.
Where fair is not, praife cannot mend the brow.

Here (good my glafs; take this for telling true :

Fair paiment for foul words, is more then due.

For. Nothing but fair is that \Vhich you inherit.

Prin. See, fee, my beauty will be fav'd by merit.

O herefie in fair, fit for thefe dayes, ,

A giving hand, though fou],fhall have the praife.

But cotjie, the Bow : Now Mercy goes to kill.

And Hiooting well, is then accounted ill

:

Thus will I fave my credit in the flioote.

Not wounding, pitty would not let me do't

:

If wounding, then it was to ftiew my skill.

That more for praife, then purpofe meant to kill

And outof queftion, fo it isfometimes

:

Glory grows guilty of detcfted crimes.

When for Fames fake, to praife an outward part,

We bend to that, the working of the heart.

As I for praife alone now feck to fpill

The poor Dears bloud, that my heart means no ill.

Boy. Doe not curft wives hold that felf-foveraignty

Onely for praife fake, when they ftrivc to be

Lords o're their Lords ?

PriK. Onely for praife, and praife we may afford.

To any Lady that fubdues a Lord.

Enter Clown,

Bof, Here comes a member of the common-wealth.

Cb. God dig-you-denall, pray you which is the head

Lady?
Prin. Thou flialt know hcr,fcllow,by the reft that have

no heads.

Clo. Which is the grcateft Lady, the higheft ?

Prin. The thickcft, and the talleft,

Clo. The thickeft, and the talleft : it is fo,truth is truth.

And your wafie Miftris, were asflenderas my wit.

One a thefe maids girdles for your wafte ftiould be fit.

Are not you the chief woman ? You are the thickeft here.

Prin. What's your will fir ? What's your will ?

Clow. I have a Letter from Mojnficur Birone^

To one Lady Rofaliney

Prin. O thy letter, thy letter : He's a good friend of

Stand a fide good bearer. (mine.

Bojet^ you can carve,

Breakup this Capon.
Boy. I am bound to ferve.

This Letter is miftook : it importeth none here

:

It is writ to Ja<jHcnetta.

Prin. We will read it, I fwear.

Break the neckof the Wax,and everyone give car,

Bijet regis.

RY heaven , that thou art fair , is moft infallible : true

that thou art beatcous : truth it felf that thou art

lovely : more fairer then fair, beautifull then beautious,

truer then truth it felf ; have comiferation on thy heroi-

call VaffalJ, The magnanimous and moft illuftrate King
Cophetua fet eye upon the pernicious and indubitate Beg-
ger Zenelophon : and he it was that might rightly fay ,

Keniy vidi, vici : Which to Anatomize in the vulgar, O
bafc and obfcure vulgar 3 videlicet^ He came, Saw, and 0-

vercamc : he came one; fee two; overcame three.

Who came? the King. Why did ht come ? to fee. Why

did he fee ? to overcome. To whom came he ? to the

Begger, What faw he ? the Bcgger. Who overcame
he? the Begger. The condufion is vif^ory : Onwhofe
fide ? the Kings : the captive is inrich'd : On whofc fide?

the Beggcrs. The cataftrophe is a Nuptiall : On whofe
fide ? the Kings : no,on both in one, or one in both. I am
the King (for fofiandsthe comparifon) thou the Beg-

ger, for fo witnefieth thy lowlinefs. Shall I command
thy love .? I may. Shall I enforce thy love .? I could.

Shall I mtreat thy love .? I will. What, (halt thou ex-

change for rags s roabs : for tittles.' titles : for thy felfc?

me. Thus expefting thy reply, Iprophanemy lips on
thy foot , my eyes on thy picture , and my heart on thy

every part.

Thine in the ieareji dejlgne ofinduflryy

Don Adriana de Arnado.

Thus doft thou hear the Nemean Lion roar,

Gainft thee thou Lamb, that ftandeft as his prey:

Submiffive fall his princely feet before.

And he from forrage will incline to play.

But ifthouflrive (poor foul) what art thou then ?

Food for his rage, repafture for his den.

Prin. What plume of feather is he that indited this

Letter? What vain? What Weathercock.? Did you ever

hear better ?

Boy. I am much deceived, but I remember the ftilc.

Prin. Elfe your memory is bad,going o're it ere while,

J?«i;',*rhis Armado is a5c<»«/«r<i thatkeeps here incourtj

A Phantafmc , a Monarcho , and one that makes fport

To the Prince and his Book-mates.

Trin. Thou fellow, a word.

Who gave thee this Letter ?

Clo. I told you, my Lord.

Prin. To whom fhould'ft thou give it >

Clow. From my Lord to my Lady.

Pr'tn. From which Lord, to which Lady i"

Clow. From my Lord Berown^ a good mafter of mine,

Toa Lady of France^ that he call'd Rofaline.

Pn^. Thou haft miftaken hisletter.Come Lords away.

Here fwcet, put up this, 'twill be thine another day.

Exeunt.

Boy. Whoistheftiooicr.? whois the fliootcr ?

%ofa. Shall I teach you to know.

Boy. I my continent of beauty.

Rofa. Why fhe that bears the Bow. Finely put off.

Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marry.

Hang me by the neck , if horns taht year mifcarry

.

Finely put on.

Rofa. Well then, I am the fliooter.

Boy. And who is your Dear ?

Rofa. Ifwe choofe by horns ,
your felfcome not near.

Finely put on indeed.

Mari. You flill wrangle with her BoyetyZuA fhe ftrikcs

at the brow.

Boy. But (hehcr felf is hit lower;

Have I hit her now.

%efa. Shall I come upon thee with an old faying, that

was a i-nan when King Pippin of Jr<i«« wasa litUe boy,

as touching the hit ir.

Boy. So J may anfwcr thee with one as old, that was

a Woman when Qufen ^uixsvcr dBrittaiuviisaUuk

vwch,as touching the hit Jt,

'Rofa.
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Rofa. Thou canft not hit it, hit it, hit it,

Thou canft not hie it my good man.

Bo^. I cannot, cannot, cannot

:

And I cannot, another can. Exit.

do. By my troth moft plcafant, how both did fit it.

(JMtir. A mark marvellous well fhot , for they both

did hit.

Bot. A mark , O mark but that mark : a mark fayes

my Lady.

Let the mark have a prick in't, to meat at, if it may be.

Mar. Wide a'th bow hand, ifaith your hand is out.

Clo. Indeed a'muft (hoot nearer, or hce'l nc'rc hit the

clout.

Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand is

in.

Ct». Then will flic get the upflaoot by cleaving the
"

Pin

(J\^ar. Come, come, you talk greafily
,
your lips grow

fouJe.

Ch. She's too bard for you at pricks, fir, challenge her

to boulc.

Boy. I fear wo much rubbing : good night my good

Owle.

Ch. By my font a Swain, a moft fimplc Clown.

Lord, Lord/ how the Ladies and I have put him down.

O my troth moft fweet jefts , moft incony vulgar wit.

When it comes io fmoothly off, fo obfceenely , as it were,

fo fit,

ArmdAo ath to fide, O a moft dainty man.

To fee him walk before a Lady, and to bear her Fan.

To fee him kifs his hand, and how moft fwectly a will

fwear :

And his Page at other fide , that handfull of wit)

Ah heavens, it is a mofl patheticall nit.

Sowla,Sowla. Mxcnnt.

Shov»t within.

fnter Dull. HoUfernes^thc Pedaut^and Ndthaulct.

i His intelleft is not rcpleniOicd , he is onely an animal ,

onely fcnfiblc in the duller parts : and fuch barren plants
are fet before us , that we tliankfull ihouJd be : which we
taftc and feeling , are for thofe parts that do frutflific mus
more then he.

For as it would ill become mc to be vainj indifcreet , or
a foole

;

So were there a patch fet on Learning
, to fee him in a

Schoole.

But emne bene fay I , being of an old Fathers minde,
Many can btook the weather , that love not the wind.

DhI. You two arc book-men : Can you tell by your
wit. What was a month old at C4««x birth, that's not
five weeks old as yet ?

Hoi, Diil'ijima goodman Dull , DifUjima goodman
DhU.

liHll. VJ\\n is d!n!n>ta?

Nath. A title to Phebt, to Lmm^ to the Moon.
Hot. The Moon was a month old when Adam was no

more. (fcore.

And wrought not to five-weeks when he came to five-

Th'allufion holds in the Exchange.

£u{. 'Ti$ true indeed , the Collufion holds in the Ex-

change.

Hoi. Cod comfort thy capaci:y , I fay th'allufion holds

in the. Exchange.

DhI. And I fay the pollufion holds in the Exchange .•

for the Moon is never but a month old : and I fay bc-

fide that, 'twas a Pricket that the Princcfs kild.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel^ will you hear an extemporall

Epitaph on the death of the Dear , and to humour

the ignorant call'd the Dear, the Princeffe kill'd a Pric-

ket,

Nath, Ptrge good }Ai({ev Hol0fer»es,perge,Co it ftiall

pleafeyou to abrogate fcurrility.

Hoi. I will fomething effed the letter, for it argues

facility.

Nath. Very reverent fport truely, and done in the

tcftimony of a good confciencc.

Fed. The Dear was ( as you know ) fanguis in bloud,

ripe as a Pomwater , who now hangeth like a Jewell in

the car of Ca/o the sky : the weikcn the heaven , and a-

non falicth like a Crab on the face of Terra, the foylc,thc

land, the earth.

Cnrat:Nath.'X\\i\^ Mafter HoloferHcs^ihe epythitcs are

fweetly varied like a fchoUcr at the leaft : but fir I affure

ye. It W.1S a Buck of the firft head.

Ho[. S i r "Klatfjdniel, haud credo.

lint. 'Twas not a baud credo ^ 'twas a Pricket,

Hoi, Moft barbarous intimation : yet a kind of anfi-

nuation, as it were inv]a^ in way of explication/«*f'f : as

it were replication, or rather oflentare, to fliow as it wcrs
'
is inclination after hisundrefled, unpollifTTtd, uneduca-

ted, unpiuned, untrained, or rather unlettered, or rathe-

eft unconfirmed faftiion , to infert again my haud credo

for a Deer.

I>til. I foid the Deer was not a haud credo , 'twas a

Pricket.

Hoi. Twice fod fimplicity , bii coUm \ O thou mon-
fter ignorance, how deformed doeft thou look ?

Nath. Sir he hath never fed on the dainties that are

bred in a book.

He hath not eat paper as it were :

He hath not diunk ink.

The fra'tsfull Prince^ pearfl a/idpricks

a pretty plealtiig Pricks' ,

Some fay a Sore, but not afore

^

till now made fore vfith footing.

The Dogs did yell, pi4t ell to Sore
^

then Sorelljumps from thicket :

Or Pricket-fore, or eife Sorell,

thepeoplefaU a hooting.

If Sore be fore, then ell to Sore^

ma)(es fifty foresO forell

:

Of one fore I an hundred make

by adding but one mote L,

Nath. A rare talent.

Dul. If a talent be a claw , look how he claws him

v^ith a talent.

Nath. This is a gift that I have fimjple r fimple, a fool-

ifti extravagant fpirit , full of formes, figures , ft)ape$,ob-

jcfts. Ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolutions. Thefe

arc begot in the ventricle of memory , nourifht in the

wombc of primater , and delivered upon the mellowing

of occafion : but the gift is good in thofe in whom it is

acute, and I am thankfull for it.

Hoi. Sir , I praife the Lord for you , and fo may my

parifhioners , for their Sonnsare well tutor'd by you,

and their Daughters profit very greatly nnder you : you

are a good member of the common-wealth.

Nath. Ml h/rtule , Iftheir Sonns be ingenuous.thcy

ftiall
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fhill wantnoinftrudVion : If their Daughters be capable,

I will put it to them. But VW{*f'%t qm fauea Uafuitur, a

foul Feminine faluteth us.

Enter Ja^uenett* and the Chvn.

Jtt]ut. God give you good morrow Mafter PArfon.

Ndtb. Mafter Parfoti^ejuiftferjone} And if one (hould

be peift, Which is the one >

do. Marry Mafter Schoolmaftcr, he chat is likcft to

a hogftieaci.

N4th. Of perfing a Hogfhead, a good clufter of conceit

in a turphofEarth,fireenougbfora Flint, Pearlc enough

for a Swine : 'tis pretty, it is well.

J-*^«.
Good Mafter Parfon be fo good as readme this

goe my fweet , deliver this Paper into the hand of the

King, It may concern much : Aay not thy complement, I

forgive thy duty, adieu.

MaU, Good CoftAri goc with rac ;

Sir God fave your life.

^e/?. Have with thee my girlc. Exit.

Hel. Sir you have done this in the fear ofGod very

religioufly : and as a certain father faith .

Pei. Sir, tell not me of the father, J doe fearcouloura,

ble colours. But to return to the Verfes, did they pleafe

you Sir Nathaniel?

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen.

Peda. I doe dine to day at the fathers of a certain Pu-
pill of mine , where if (being repaft) itfliall pleafe you to

gratifie the table with a grace, I will on my priviledge I

Letter , it was given me by CoHard , and fent me from have with the parents of the forefaid Child and Pupill

,

D^» e^rw<ifAe : I befecch you read it.

Nath. Fatifte frecorgtlida^ ^uando
,
Jiecus omtiefub

umira, rnmlnat^ and fo forth. Ah good old Matituan^ I

may fpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice ,
Vene-

chi^venAchea^qu't non te vlde^ i non tepiaech. Old Man-

t»any old MAntuAn. Who underftandeth thee not, ut re

folia mlfa. Under pardon fir , What are the contents?

or rather as Horace faies in his , What / my foul verfes.

Hoi. I fir, and very learned.

Nath. Let me hear a ftaffe , a ftanza , a vetfe, Lege

domine.

If Love make me forfworn, how fliall I fwear to love ?

Ah,rtever faith could hold,if notto beauye vowed.

Though to my felfe forfworn,to thee I'le faithfuU prove,

i hofc thoughts to me were Okes , to thee like Ofiers

bowed.

Study his byas leaves, and makes his book thine eyes.

Where all thofe pleafurcs live , that art would compre-

hend.

If knowledge be the maiJ{, toknow.thec fhall fuffice.

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee commend.

All ignorant that foul, that fees thee without wonder.

Which is to me fome praife, that 1 thy parts admire

;

Thy eye foves lightning bears , thy voyce his dreadful!

thunder.

Which not to anger bent, is mufick, and fweet fire.

Celcftiall as thou art, Oh pardon love this wrong,

That fings heavens praife, with fuch an earthly tongue.

Tedre. You find nor the apoftraphes , and fomifsthe

accent. Let me fupervife the cangenct.

NAth. Here are onely numbers ratified , but for the

elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of pocfie cAret : O-
vld'iM Nafo was the man. And why indeed Nafo , but

for fmelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy.? the

jerks of invention imitary is nothing : So doth the

Hound his mafter , the Ape his keeper, the tyred Horfe

his rider : But Dampfella Virgin, Was this direfted to

you.?

Ja^ue. I fir, from one Mounfieur Birone , one of the

ftrange Queens Lords. ^
Nath. I will overglance the fuperfcript.

To thefnow-tvhite hAnd ofthe mofl heautletti Lady,'Ro-

faline. I will look again on the intelleft of the Letter, for

the nomiiution of the party written to the pcrfon written

unto.

Tour Ladifhip'tnalldeftredemflojimenty Birone.

Per. Sir Hotofernes,i\{\s Berewn is one ofthe Votaries

with the King , and here he hath framed a Letter to a fe-

quent of the ftranger Q^jeens : which accidentally, or

by the way of progreflion , hath mifcarned. Trip and

undertake your hien venuto , where I will prove thofe

Verfes to be very unlearned , neither favouring of Poe-
try, Wit or Invention. I befeech your Society.

NAth. And thank you too : for fociety (faith the text)

is the happinefs of life.

Peda. And cettes the text moft infallibly concludes it.

Sir I doc invite you too, you lliall not fay me my.paMca
verba.

Away , the gentles are at their game , and we will to our
recreation.

Exeunx.

Enter Btrpne with a Paper in his handy alone.

Biro. The King he is hunting the Dear,
lam courfing my felf.

They have pitcht a Toyle , I am toyling in a pitch
,

pitch that defiles; defile, a foul word : Well, fet thee

down forrow ; for fo they fay the fool faid ,and fo lay

I , and I thee fool : Well proved wit. By the Lord this

Love IS as mad as Ajax , it kills ftiecp , it kills me, I a

flieep : Well proved again a my fide. I will not love,

I if I doe , hang me : ifaith Iwill not. O but her eye: by
this lighr , but for her eye, I would not love her ; yes,for

hct.to her eyes. Well, I doc nothing in the world but lye

and lye in my throat. By heaven I doe love, and irhath

taught me to Rime , and to be mallicholly .- and here is

part of my Rime, and here my mallicholly. Well, fhe

hath one a'my Sonnets already , the Clown bore it , the

Foole fent it , and the Lady hath it : fweet Clown, fweet-

er Foole, fweeteft Lady. By the world , I would not care

a pin, if the other three were in. Here comes one with a

The King entreth.

paper, God give him grace to groan.

Hefiands afde.

King. Ay me.

Bir. Shot by heaven : proceed fweet CuplJ, thou haft

thumpt him with thy Birdoolt under the left pap: in faith

fccrets.

King. So fweet a kifs the golden Sun gives not.

To thofe frcfh morning drops upon the Rofc,

As thy eye beams when their frefti Rayes havefmot

The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows.

Nor uiines thefilver Moon onehalfc fobright,

Through the tranfparentbofome of the deep,

Asdoththy face through tears of mine give light:

Thou fliin'ft in every tear that I doe weep,

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee,

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe.

Doe but behold the tears that fwell in me.

And they thy glory through my grief will Ihew
But
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But doe no: love thy fclf,tlien thou wile keep

My tears for glaffes, and ftill make mc weep.

O Queen of Queens^ how far doft thou exccll,

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortall tell.

How fhall fhc know my griefs ? Tie drop the paper.

Sweet leaves ftiadc folly. Who is he comes here?

Snter Ltngav'tU. The King fleps afide.

What .' Longtvvllel and reading : liftcn ear.

BiT. Now in thy likeneffconc more fool appears.

Long. Ay mc, I amforfworn.

Btr. Why he comes in like a perjur'd, wearing papers.

Long. In love Ihope, fweet fcllowfhip in (Tiame.

B\r. One drunkard loves another of the name.

L»«. Am I the firft that have been perjur'd fo? (know,

Blr. I could put thee in comfort ; no: by two, that I

Thou makeft the tnumphry, the corner cap of focicty.

The fliape of Loves Tiburn, that hangs up fimplicity.

Lon. I fear thefe flubborn lines lack power to move.

O fweet Marta.^ Emprcflc of iny love

,

Thefe numbers will I tear, and write in profe.

Bir. O / Rimes are guards on wanton Cufidthoic,

Disfigure not his Shop.

Lon. This fame fhall go. He readi the Sonnet.

Did not the heavenly Rhetanck. of thme eye^

'Camfl- whom the world cannot hold argument.

Per[trade my heart to thufalfe perjury >

yows for theehrokj deferve not pantfhment

A IVoman I forf\»ore.,bHt 1 vill prove^

Thou being a Goddepe, I far[wore not thee.

t_Mj ^ow MfOA earthy^ ihon a heavenly Ltve.

Thy grace bemggam'd^ cnrei all dtfgrace in me.

Vowei are but breathy and breath a vapour n
Then thou fair Sun, vfhich on my earth doeR fhtne^

Exhal'fl- thu vapour.vow, in thee it u :

If brokjn then, it k no fault of mine •

Jf by me brokj, what fool u not fo rtife^

To looft an oath, to win a Paradife >

Bit. This IS the liver vein, which makes flefka deity.

A green Goofe, a GoddefTe, pure, pure Idolatry.

God amend us, God amend, we arc much out o'th' v»ay.

Enter Dumaine.

Lon. By whom fhall I fend this .' ( Company > ) Stay.

Bir. All hid, all hid, an old infant play,

Like a demy God, here C\: I in the sky,

And wretched fools fecrets heedfully o'rc eye.

More Sacks to th^ Mill .' O heavens I have my wifh,

Dumain transform'd ; four Woodcocks in a difh.

Dum. O moft divine Kate.

Biro. O moft prophane coxcombc.

Dum. By heaven the wonder of a mortall eye.

Bir. By earth fhe is not : corporall, there you lye.

Dum. Her Amber ha;rs for fowl hath Amber coted.

Bir. An Amber coloured Raven was well noted.

Dum. Asupright as the Cedar.

Bir. Stoop I fay, her (houldcr is with child.

Dutn. As fair as day,

Bir. I as fome dayes, but then no fun muft fhine.

Dum. O that I had my wifh ?

Long. And I had mine.

Km. And mine too, good Lord.

Bir. Amen, fo I had mine. Is not that a good word ?

Dum. I would forget her, but a Feaver (he

Raigns in my bloud, and will remcmbred be.

Bir. A Faver in your bloud ! why then incifion

M3
Would let her out in Sawcers, fweet mifprifion,

Dum. Once nnore I le read the Ode that I have writ
Bir. Once more I'le mark how Love can vary Wit.

'

Dumain rtais his Sonnet.

On a day, alack, the day :

Line, whofe Month is every May
,

Spi'd a hloffomepajftng fair^

Playing in tht wanton aire :

Through the l^elvet, leavs tht wind^

All unfeen, can pajiagefnd.

That the Lover fck^t* death^

f^ifh'dhimfelfthe heaVeni breath,

yfire [ejuoth he) thy cheekj to blow^

Aire, vould I might triumphfo.
But alack^ my hand u fworn,

Ne're to pluck^theefrom thy tbrtne

:

Vow alack^for youth unmeet,

Touthfo apt to pluck, afweet.

Doe not call it fin in me,
7 hat I am forfworn fort hee.

Thou for whom Jove would fwettr
,

Juno but an JEthiop were,

yind deny himfelf for Jove,

Turning mortallfor thy Love.

This will I fend, and fomethiT\g elfc more plain,

That fhall exprcfTe my true-loves faftingpain,

would the King, Birone, ind Longaviltj

Were Level's too, ill to example ill.

Would from my fore-head wipe a perjur'd note

:

For none offerid, what all alike doc dote.

Lon. Dumain, thy Love is far from charity.

That in Loves grief defir'ft focicty r

You may look pale, but I fhould blufh I know.

To be o're-heard, and taken napping fo.

King. Come fir, you blufh : as his, your cafe is fuch.

You chide at him, offending twice as much.

You doe not love Maria, LongaviUy

Did never Sonnet for her fake compile ;

Nor never lay his wreathed armes athwart

His loving bofome, to keep down his heart.

1 had been clofely llirowded in this bufh.

And markt you both, and for you both did bhifh,

I heard your guilty Rimes, obferv'd your fafhion ;

Saw (ighs reek from you, noted well your paflion.

Ay me, fayes one .'O Jove, the other cries
.'

Her hairs were Gold, Cnftall the others eyes.

You would for Paradife break faith and troth.

And Jne for your Love would infringe an oath.

What will Btrone fay when that he fhall hear

A faith infringed, which fuch zeal did fwear.

How will he fcorn ? how will he fpend his wit f

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it f

For all the wealth that ever I did fee,

I would not have him know fo much by me.

Bir. Now ftcp I forth to whip hypocn/ie.

Ah good my Liege, I pray thee pardon me.

Good heart. What grace haft thou thus to reprove

Thefe wormcs for loving, that are moft in love ?

Your eyes doc make no couches in your tears.

There is no certain PrmcefTc that appears.

You'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hatefull thing:

Tufti, none but Minftrells like of Sonnetting.

But a re you not afham'd .' nay, are you not
' M AD
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All three of you, to be thus much o're fliot ?

You found his Moth, the King your Moth did fee :

But I a Beam doc find in each of thiee,

O what a Scene of foorry have I feen,

Of fighs, of groans, of forrow, and of teen

:

me, with what ftrift patience have I [at,

To fee a Kvng transformed to a Gnat ?

To fee great Hercules whipping a Giggc,

And profound Solomon tuning a Jygge ?

And Neftor play at pufb-pin with the Boyes,

And (^ritickXymon laugh at idle toyes.

Where lies thy grief? O tell mc good 7)»maiM.

And gentle LongaviUy where lies thy pain ?

And where my Lieges ? all about the breaft.

A Candle hoa /

K\». Too bitter is thy jcft,

Are we betrayed thus to thy over-view ?

Blr. Not you by mc,but I betrayed to you.

1 that am honeft. 1 that hold it fin

To break the yowl am engaged in :

1 am betray'd by keeping company

With men, hkemen of ftrange inconflancy.

When fhall you fee mc write a thing in rime ?

Or groan for Joan ? or fpend a minutes time.

In pruning mc? when fliall you hear that I will praifc a

hand, a foot , a face, an eye : a gate , a ftate , a brow , a

breaft, a wafte, a legge, a limme.

Kin. Soft, whither away fo faft ?

A true man, or a thief, that gallops fo.

Bir. I port from Love, good Lover let mc go.

Enter Jdtjuenetta^ and Clown,

Ja^ue. God blcffe the King.

Kin. What Prefent haft thou there ?

Clo. Some certain treafon.

Kin. What makes treafon here ?

Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir.

Kin. If it marre nothing neither,

The treafon and you go in peace together,

Jrfg-wf. I befeech your Grace let this Letter be read,

Our perfon mifdoubts it : it v»as treafon he faid.

Kin. B'trone, read it over. He reads the Letter.

Where hadft thou it,

Jiftjue. OiCeflard.

Ktn. Where hadft thou it ?

CoH-. Of Dun Qy^^dramadit, Dun Adramadlo.

Kin. How now, what mean you f why doft thou tear

it?

Bir. A toy my Liege, a toy : your grace needs nor

fear it.

Long. It did move him to palfion, and therefore let's

hear it,

Dum. It is Birones writing, and here is his name.

Blr. Ah you whorcfon loggerhead, you were born to

doe me fliame,

Bir. Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confeffe, I confeffe.

King. What?
Bir. That you three fools lackt me fool, to make up

the mefle.

He, he, and you : and you my Liege, and I,

Are pick-purfes in Love, and we deferve to dye.

O difmiffc this audience, and I fhall tell you more,

Dum. Now the number is even.

Bir. True, true, we are four : will thcfe Turtles be

gone ?

Kin. Hence firs, away. Exit.

Clt. Walk afide the true folk, and let the traytors ftay

.

Bir. Sweet Lords, fwcct Lovers, O let us embrace-
As true we are as flefh and bloud can be.

The Sea will ebbc and flow, heaven will fhew his face •

Young bloud doth not obey an old decree.

We cannot croffe the caufe why we were born :

Therefore of all hands muft wcbeforfworn.
King. What did thcfe rent lines flicw fomc Jove of

thine ? (Tiofai
Bir. Did they, quoth you ? Who fees the heavenly

That (like a rude and favagc man oUnde.)
At the firft opening of the gorgeous Eaft

Bowes not his vaffall head, andftrooken blind
Kifles the bafeground with obedient breaft ?

What peremptory Eagle-fighted eye

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow
That is not blinded by her Majcfty ?

Kin. What zeal, what fury hath infpir'd thee now .?

My Love (her Miftris) is a gracious Moon,
She (an attending Starrc) fcarce fecn a light.

Bir. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Birone.
O, but for my Love, day would turn tonight
Ofall complexions the cul'd foveraigntyi

Doe meet as at a Fair in her fair cheek,

Where feverall Worthies make one dignity.

Where nothing wants, that want it felf doth feck.

Lend me the flourilhof all gentle tongues,

Fie painted Rhctorick, O ftic needs it not.

To things of iale, a fellers praife belongs

:

She pa'fles praifc, then praifc too (hort doth blot.

A withered Hcrmite, five fcore winters worn
Might fhake off fifty, looking in her eye .

Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if new born.

And gives the Cmtch the Cradles infancy^

O tis the Sun that maketh all things fliine.

Kin. By heaven, thy Love is black as Ebony,
Bir. Is Ebony like her ? O word divine >

A Wife of fuch Wood were felicity.

O who can give an oath > where is a book ?

That I may fwear beauty doth beauty Jack,

If that fhe learn not of her eye to look :

No face is fair that is not full fo black.

Kin. O paradoxe, black as the badge of hell,
'

The hue of Dungeons, and the School of Night

:

And beauties creft becomes the heavens well,

Bir. Devils fooncft tempt rcfembling fpirits of light.

0,if in black my Ladies browcs be deckt.

It mourns, that painting an ufurping hair

Should ravifti dotcrs with a falfe afpeft

:

And therefore is fhc born to make black fair.

Her favour turns the faftiion of the dayes.

For native blood iscountcd painting now

:

And therefore red that would avoid difpraife

,

Paints it felf black, to imitate her brow.

Dum. To look like her are Chimney-fweepcrs black,

L»n. And finceher time, are Colliers counted bright.

King. And /Ejhiops of their fwcet complexion crack,

Dum. Dark needs no Candles now, fordark is light.

Bir. Your Miftreffes dare never come in rain,

For fear their Colours Jhould be wafht away.

Kin. 'Twere good yours did :for fir to tell you plain,

rie find a fairer foce not waflittoday,

Bir. Vic prove her fair, or talk till dooms-day here.

Kin. No Devil will fright thee then fo muchasftie.

Dum. I never knew man hold vile ftufFe fo dear.

Lon. Look, here's thy love, my foot and her face fee,

Bir. O if the ftrects were paved with thine eyes,

Her
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Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread.

"Dum. O vile, then as flic goes what upward lycs ?

The ftiect fliculd fee as fhc walk'd over head.

Kin, But what of this, arc we not all in love ?

B'lr. Nothing fo fmc, and thcicby all forfworn.

Kin. Then leave this chat,and good Birone now prove

Our loving lawful), and our faith not torn.

SD«/w. I marry therc,foine flattery for this evill.

Long. O fomc authority how to proceed,

Some tricks, fomc quillets, how to cheat the devill.

Dum. SoiTTC (alve forperjury.

Blr. O 'tis more then need.

Have at you then affe6lions,mcn at armes,

Confider what you fiift did fwear unto :

To faft, to ftudy, and to fee no woman :

Flat treafon 'gainft the Kingly (late of youth.

Say, Can you faft? your ftomacks arc too young:
And abftinence ingenders maladies.

And where that you have vow'd to ftudy (Lords)

In that each of you have forfworn his Book.

Can you ftill dream and pore, and thereon look ?

For when would you, my Lord,or you,

Have found thcground of ftudies excellence,

Without the beauty of a womans face

;

From womens eyes this Doftrine I derive,

They are the Ground, the Books, the Academs,
From whence doth fpimg the iiue Promethean fire.

Why, univerfallplodding,poyfonsup

Thcnimble fpirits in the arteries,

As motion and longaftion tires

The finnowy vigour of the traveller.

Now for not looking on a womans face.

You have in that forfworn the ufe of eyes :

And ftudy too^ the caufer of your vow.
For where is any Author in the world.

Teaches fuch beauty as a womans eye :

Learning is but an adjunft to our fclf.

And whcie we are, our learning likcwifc is.

Then when our felves we fee in Ladies eyes,

Doe we not likewifc fee our leirning there ?

O, we have made a Vow to ftudy. Lords,

And in that vow we have forfworn our Books

:

For when would you (my Liege) or you, or you ?

In Leaden contemplation have found out

Such fiery Numbers as the prompting eyes

Of beauties tutors have inrich'd you with :

Other flow Artsintirely keep the biam :

And therefore finding barren praftizevs,

Scarce fliew a harvcft of their heavy toylc.

But Lovefirft learned in a Ladies eyes,

Livesnot alone immured in the brain

:

But with the motion of all elements,

Courfes as fwifc as thought in every power.
Arid gives to every power a double power.

Above their funflions and their offices.

It adds a precious feeing to the eye :

A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind.

A Lovers ear will hear the lowcft found.

When the fufpicious head of theft is ftopt.

Loves feeling is more foft and fenfible,

Then arc the tender horns of Cockled Snayles.

Loves tongue proves dainty Bacchm^ gtofs in tafte,

For Valour, is not Love a Hercules ?

Still climing trees in the Hefperides.

Subtill as a Sphinx, as fwect and muficall,

As bright j4folio's Lute, ftrung with his hair.

hn'6 when Love fpeaks, the voycc of all the gods.

Make heaven drowfie with thchatniony.

Never durft Poet touch a pen to write,

Untill his Ink were temprcd with Loves fights:

O then his lines would ravifli favageears

;

And plant in Tyrants milde humility.

From womens eyes this doftrine I derive :

They fparkle ftill the r\ohtPemetheJn fire.

They arc the Books, the Arts, the Academes,

That fticw, Contain, and nourifli all the world:

Fife none at all in ought proves excellent

:

Then fools you were thefe women to forfwear:

Or keeping what is fworn, you will prove fools.

For wifdoms fake, ( a word that all men love )

Or for Lpvcs fake, a word that loves all men

:

Or for Mens fake, the author of thefe Women

:

Or Womens fake, by whom we men are men,

Let us once loofc our oaths,to find our feWes,

Or elfe wc loofc our felves, to keep our oath«

:

It is religion to be thus forfworn.

For Charity it felf fulfills the Law

;

And who can fever love from Charity ?

Kin. Saint Cupid then, and Souldieis to the field.

Blr. Advance your ftandards, and upon them Lords :

Pell, mell, down with them : but be fiift advis'd,

In conflift that you get the Sun of them.

Lou. Now to plain dealing, Lay thefe glozes by.

Shall we refolve to woe thefe gitls of France ?

Kin. And win them too; therefore let us devifc.

Some entertainment for them at their Tents.

Blr. Firft from the Park let us conduft them thither

,

Then homeward every man attach the hand

Of his fair Miftrefs: in the afternoon

Wc will with fomc ftrange paftimc folace them

:

Such as the fliortnefs of the time can ftiapc,

For Revels, Dances, Masks and merry hours,

Fore-run fair Love, ftrcwing her way with flowers.

Kin. Away,away , no time flwU be omitted.

That will be time, and may by us be fitted.

Blr. Alone, alone fowed Cockell,i-cap'd no Corn,

And Juftice alwayes whirls in equallineafure r

Light Wenches may prove plagues to men forfworn.

If fo, our Copper buycs no better treafure.

Exeunt.

aJUus Quartus,

Enter the Pedant^ CurMte, And Dull.

Ped. Satuijuid fujflcit.

Cur. I praife god for you fir, your reafons at dinner
j

have been ftiarp and fententioiis: pleafant without fcur-

rillity, witty without aflPeflation , audacious without im-

pudency,lcarned without opinion, and ftrange without

herefie : 1 did conveife this f¥«»</*«
day with a compa-

nion of the Kings who is intituled, nominated or called,

Don i^drlano de tylrmttho.

Ped. T^ovi hominem tdntjuim ff. His humour islotty,

his difcourfe peremptory ; his tongue filed, his eye am-

bitlous; hisgatemajefticall, and his generall behaviour

vaili, ridiculous, and thrafonicall. He istoopickcd,

too fpiucc , too affefted,^ too odde, as it were, too pere-

grinate, as I may call it.

^
^^^^
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Curat. A moft finguiar and choife Epithet

,

Draws out hit Table book^.

Ped. He draweth out the thrcdofhis verbofity, fi-

ner then the flapic of his argument. I abhor fuch pha-

naticall phantafims , fuch infociable and point devife

companions, fuch rackers of ortagraphy,asto fpcak dout

fine, when he fhould fay doubt ; dct,\Ajhcnhc fliould pro-

nounce debt ; d e b t, not dct : he depcth a Calfe, Caufe

:

halfe, haufe :. neighbour vacatur ncbour; neigh abrc-

viated nc : this is abhominable , -which wc would call

abominable : it infmuateth me of infamy : nc iHteUlgls

dominty to make frantick, lunatick ?

Cura. Lam deo^befte'iHtelligo.

Peda. Berne boon for boon prefctan , a Ultfc fcarch

,

'twill ferve.

Enter Braggart^ Boy.

Curat, y'ides.ne qHUvenit ?

Peda. y"tdeo,(ir gaudeo.

Brag, Chirra.

Peda. Quare Chirra, not Sirra ?

Brag. Men of peace well incouncred.

feda. Moft military fir, falutation.

Boy. They have been at a great feaft of Languages,

and ftole the fcraps.

Clow. O they have liv'd long on the almes-basket of

words, I marvell thy Mafter hath not eaten thee for a

wordj for thou art not fo long by the head as honorifica-

bilitudinitatibus : Thou art eafier fwallowed then a flap-

dragon.

Page. Peace, the peale begins.

Brag. Monfieur, are you not lettered ?

Tage. Yes, yes, he teaches boyes the Horn-book

:

What is Ab fpeld backward with the horne on his head .'

Peda. Ba, pMericia with a horn added.

Pag. Ba moft filly Sheep , with a horn : you hear his

learnmg.

Ped. Qu'is quisy thou Confonant ?

Pag. The laft of the five Vowels, ifYou repeat them,

or the fifth if I.

Ped. I will repeat them : a c I.

Pag. The Shecpj the other two concludes it o u.

Brag. Now by the fait wave of the mediteraneum , a

fweet tutcb, a quick venew of wit, (nip fnap
,
quick and

home, it rejoyceth my intelle£l, true wit.

Page. Offered by a child to an old man : which is

wit-old.

Ped. What is the figure ? What is the figure ?

Page. Homes.
Ped. Thou difputes't like an Infant : goe, whip thy

Gigge.

Pag. Lend me your Horn to make one , and I will

whip about your infamy Mnum c'lta a gigge of a Cuckolds

hornc.

Clojvtt. And I had but one penny in the world , thou

fhouldft have it to buy Ginger-bread : Hold, there is the

ver^ Remuneration! had of thy mafter, thou halfpenny
purfe of wit, thou Pidgeon-eggeof difcretion. O, and the

heavens were fo pleafed, that thou wert but my Baftard
;

What a joyfull father wouldft thou make me ? Goe to,

thou haft It ad dungil, at the fingers ends, as they fay.

Ped. Oh, I fmell falfe Lziinc^dunghtKox unguem.
Brag, jirtf-man preambulat^ we will be fingled from

the barbarous. Doe you not educate youth at the Charge-
houfe on the top of the Mountain ?

Ped. Or Mons the hill.

Brag. At your fweet picafure, for the Mountain.
Ped. I doe fans ejuefl'ion.

Britg. Sir, it is the Kmgs moft fweet pleafurc and af-

fcdion , to congratulate the Princeffe at her Pavilion, m
the poflerlors of this day , which the rude multitude call

the after-noon,

Ped. The pofierior of the day, moft generous fir, is lia-

ble, congruent , and meafurable for the after-noon : the

word is well culd, choice, fweet, and apt I doe aftiire you
fir, I do affure.

Brag. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my fa-

miliarj I doe affure ye very good friend : for what is in-

ward between us, let it paffe. I doc befeech thee , remcm.
bcrthy curtefie. I befeech thceapparell thy head : and
among other importunate and moftfcrious dcfignes , and
ofgreat import indeed too : but let that pafle , for I muft
tell thee it will pleafe his Grace ( by the world ) fome-
time to lean upon my poor fhoulder , and with his royal

finger thus dally with my excrement, with my muftachio;

but , fweet heart, let that paffe. By the world I recount

no fable , fome certain fpecial honours it pleafeih his

Greatncffe to impart to Armado a Souldier, a man of

travel!, that hath feen the world .• but let that paffe;

the very all of all is : but, fweet heart , I doe implore fe-

crecy , that the King would have me prefent the Prin-
ceffe ( fwcet chuck ) with fome delightfull oftentation

,

or ftiow , or pageant , or antick > or fire-work ; Now,
undctftanding tnat the Curate and your fweet felf are

good at fuch eruptions , and fodain breaking out of

mirth (as it were ; I have acquainted you withall, to the

end to crave your affiftance.

Ped. Sir
, you fliall prefent before her the Nine Wor-

thies. SiiHoitfernes , as concerning fome entertainment
of time , fome fhow in the pofterior of this day , to be

rendred by our affiftants at the Kings command : and
this moft gallant , illuftrate and learned Gentleman, be-

fore the Princeffe : I fay none fo fit as to prefent the

Nine Worthies.

Cur/ft. Where will you find men worthy enough to

prefent them ?

Ped. Jofua, your felf : my felf, and this gallant gen-

tleman jHdM Machabeus , this Swain ( bccaufe of his

great limmc or joint) fhall paffe Pomptj the great , the

Page Htrcules.

Brag. Pardon fir, error: he is not quantity enough

for that Worthies thumb , he is not fo big as the end of

his Club.

Peda. Shall I have audience .? he fhall prefent Her-
cules in minority : \\\s enter and ex'itihzW be ftrangling

a Snake ; and 1 will have an Apology for that purpofe.

Pag. An excellent device .• fo if any of the audience

hifs, you may cry. Well done W^ff«/f/, now thou ciuftieft

the Snake ; that is the way to make an offence gracious,

though few have the grace to do it.

Brag. For the reft of the Worthies ?

Ped. I will play three my felf,

Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman.

^rag. Shall I tell you a thing?

Ped. We attend.

Brag. We will have, if this fadge not, an Antique, 1

befeech you follow.

Ped. Via good-man Dull , thou haft fpoken no word

ail this while.

Dull. Nor underftood none neither fir.

Ped. Alonej we will employ thee.

Dull. He make one in a dance, orfo-- or will play

on
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on the taber co chc Wonhies, and lee them dance the hey,

?id. Moft Z)«//, honeft Dnllyio cur fpoi t away. Exit,

Enter Prince^ ^ and LadUsx

Pr'tn, Sweet heaits, we fliall be rich ere wc depart,

If fairings come thus plentifully in.

A Lady wal'd about with Diamonds : look you, what ]

have from the King,

Kof4. Madam, came nothing elfe alofig with that ?

Pr'ui. Nothing but this: ycs,a$much love in Rime,
As would be cram'd up in a rticct of paper

,

Writ on both fides the leaf, niargcnt and all,

That he was fain ro feal on Cupids name,

Roja. That was the way to make his god-head wax,
For he hath been five thoufand yeais a boy.

Kath. I, and a fhrewd unhappy gallows tooj

Refa. You'll neVc be friends with him,a kild your fifter.

Kath. He made her meIancholly,fad and heavy,

And fo (he died : had flic been light like you
,

Of fuch a merry nimble ftirring fpirit.

She might have been a Grandam ere (lie died.

And fo may you : For a light heart lives long.

Rofa. What's your dark meaning moufc of this light

word >

Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark.

Rofa, We need more light to find your meaning out.

Kat. You'll mar the light by taking it in fnuffc :

Theiefoic I'le darkly end the aigument,

Rof. Look what you doe, you doc it ftill i'th dark.

Kut. So doe not you, for you are a light Wench.
Rof. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light.

Km. You weigh me not,0 that's you care not for me.

Rof. Great reafon : for part care, is QUI paftcurc.

Prin. Well bandied both, a fet of wit well played.

But RofalinCy you have a favour too ?

Whofentit? and what is it?

Rof. 1 would you knew.
And if my face were but as fair as yours.

My favour were as great, be witners this.

Nay, I have Verfcs too, I thank Birone,

The numbers true, and were the numbring too,

I were thcfaireft goddcfson the ground.

I nm compar'd to twenty thoufand faires.

O he harh drawn my pifture in his letter.

Pn'n. Any thing like ?

Rof. Much in the letters, nothing in the praife.

Prii, Beauteous as Ink : a good conclufion.

Kat. Fair as a text B. in a Copy book.

Raf. Ware penfils. How ? let mc not die yo\it debtor,

My red Dominicall, my golden letter.

O that your face were full of Oes.

Prin. A pox of that jeft, and I beflirew all (lirows

:

But Katharine, what was fent to you
From fa i r Ditmain ?

Kath, Madam, this Glove.

Prin. Did he not fend you tw/ain ?

Kath. Yes Madam : and moreover^

Some thoufand Verfcs of a faithfull Loyer
A huge tranflation of hypocrifie,

Vildly compil'd, profound fimplicity.

Mar. This, and thefc Pearls, to me fent Longavlle.

The Letter is too long by halfe a mile.

Prin. I think no lefs : Doft thou not wiHi in heart

The Chain were longer, and the Letter Ihort ?

Mar. I, or I would thcfe hands might never part. '

Prin; Wc arc wife girls, to mock out Lovers fo. ' <

Rof. They arc worfe fools to purchafc mocking fo.

That fame Biront I'le torture ere I goe.

that I knew he were but in by th'week,

How 1 Would make him favm, and beg, and feek
And wait the feafon, and obfcrve the times.

And fpend hisprodigall wits in bootlefs rime%
And Ihape his fervice all to my bchcfls,

And make him proud to make me proud with ;cfl$.

So pcrtaunt like would I o'refway his ftate,

That he Ihould be my fool, and I hii fate.

Prin. None are fo furcly caught,when they arecatch'd,
As wit turn'd fool t folly in wifdom hatch'd,

^^ach wifdoms warrant, and the help of School,

And wits own grace to grace a learned Fool t

Rof. The bloud of youth burns not in fuch excefs,

As gravities revolt to wantonnefs.

Mar. Folly in fools bears not fo ftrangc a note,

As fool'ry in the Wife, when wit doth dote

:

Since all the power thereof it doth apply,

To prove by Wit, worth in fimplicity.

Enter Boiet.

Prin. Here comes Bojtt, and mirth in his face.

Boj. O, I am ftab'd with laughter,Where'$ her Grace?
Prin, Thy news Boyet f

Boy. Prepare Madam, prepare.

Arme Wenches armc, incounters mounted are

Againft your Peace, Love doth approach, difguis'd

:

Armed in arguments, you'll befurpris'd.

Mufter your Wits, ftand in your own defence.

Or hide your heads like Cowards, and flyc hence*

Prin. Saint Denni*., to S. Cufid : What arc they

That chargcth their breath againfl us > Say fcout,fay,

Bojf. Under the cook rtiadc of a Syccamore,

1 thought to dofe mine eyesfome halfe an houtc;

When loc to interrupt my purpos'd reft,

Toward that fhade I might behold addred

The King and his companions : warily

I ftolc into a neighbour thicket by^

And over-heard, what you (hall over-hear

:

That by and by difguis'd they will be here.

Their Herald is a pretty knavilh Page,

That well by heart hath con'd hisembaffage,

Aflion and accent did they teach him there

Thus muft thou fpcak, and thus thy body bear.

And ever and anon they made a doubt,

P cl'ence majefticall would put him out

:

For,quoth the King, an Angell fhalt thou fee:

Yet fear not thou,Dut fpcak audacioufly.

The Boy reply'd, an Angell is not evill .*

I fhould havefcard her, had fhe been a devill.

With that all laugh'd,and clap'd him on the fhoulder.

Making the bold wag by their pralfes bolder.

One rub'd his elbow thus, and fleer'd, and fworc,

A better fpecch was never fpoke before.

Another with his finger, and his thumb.

Cry 'd via, we will doo't,come what will come.

The third he caperd and cryed. All goes wxll.

The fourth tum'd on the toe, and down he fell

:

With that they all did tumble on the ground.

With fuch a zealous laughter, fo profound)

That in thisfplccn ridiculous, appears,

To check their folly paflions, folcmn tears.

Prin. But wha t, but what, come they to vifit us ?
"

Boy. 1 hey doe, they doc ; and arcapparel'd thus,

Like Mufcovittty ot Ruffiansy and I gueft.

Their purpofc is to parlce, court, and dance,

M J And
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And every one his Love-fea: will advance

Unto his feveial Miftrefle : Which they'll Know
By favours fcveral, which tfiey did beftow.

Pun. And will they fo? the Gallants (liall be task:

:

For Ladies ; wc will every one be maskt

:

And not a manofchem fhall have the grace

Defpight of fuce, to fee a Ladies face.

Hold Rofd'ine^ this Favour thou fhalt wear,

And then the King will court thee for his Dear :

Hold, take thou this my fweet, and give me thine

»

So (hall Btron take me for Rofallne.

And change your Favours too, fo Hiall your Loves

Wooe contrary, deceiv'd by thefe removes.

Rof. Come on then, wear the favours moft in fight.

Kath. But in this changing, What is your intent ?

Pr'in. ,rhe effefl of my jntent is to crofle theirs:

They doe it but in mocking merrimenr

,

And mock for mock is onely my intent.

Their feveral counfels they unbofomc fhall

To Loves miftook, and fo be mockt withal!

:

Upon the next occafion that me meet

With Vifagcs difplayed to taike and greet.

Rof. But fhall wc dance, if they defire us to 't ?

Pr'in. No, to the death wc will not move a foot,

Nor to their pen'd fpeech render we no grace:

But while 'tis fpoke, each turn away her face.

Boj. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart,

And quite divorce his memory from his part.

TriH. Therefore I doc it, and I make no doubt,

The reft will ne're come in, if he be out.

There's nofuch fport, asfport by fp6rt orethrown :

To make theiis ours, and ours none but our own

;

So fhall we ftay mocking entendedgamc.

And they well mockt, depart away with fliame. Sound
Boj, The Trumpet founds , be maski , the maskers

come.

Enter BUckmoors with mujick,^ the Boy w'lth afpeech^
and the rej} of the Lords difguifed.

*Pfg. A/l hai[e,the rlchefi Beauties on the earth'.

Bir. Beauties no richer then rich TafFata.

Ptg. A hoiJ pareelI of the faired dames that ever
turn'd their backj to mertall viewes.

The Ladies turn their back to him.
Bir. Their eyes villain, their eyes,

Pag. That ever tarn'd their eyes to mortal! viewes.

Out.

Bir. Tilie, out indeed.

Pag. Out ofyour favours heavenly fflrit ^vouohfof

e

Not to behold.

Bir. Once to behold, rogue,

Pag. Once to behold with jonr Sunne beamed eyes^

JVith your Sunne beamed eyes.

Bir, They will not anfwcr to that Epithite

,

You were bed call it Daughter-beamed eyes.

Pag. They doc not mark me, and that brings mc out.

Btr. Is this your perfeftneffe } begone you rogue.

Rof. What would thefe ftrangers ?

Know their minds Bojet.

If they do fpeak our language , 'tis our will

That fome pkinman recount their purpofes.

Know what they would ?

Boj. What would you with the Princes ?

Btr. Nothing but peace, and gentle vifuation.

Rof. What would they, fay they ?

Boy. Nothing but peace, and gentle vifitation.

Rof. Why that they have, and bid them fo be gone.
Boy. She fayes you have it, and you may be gore.

Kin, Say to her we haue meafur'd many miles,

To tread a Meafure with you on the grafle.

Boy. They fay that they have meafut'd many a mile,

To tread a Meafure with you on this grafle.

Rof. It isnot fo. Ask them how many inches

Is in one mile ? If they have meafur'd many.
The meafure then of one is eafily told.

Boy. If to come hither, you have meafur'd miles.

And many miles : the Princefle bids you tell,

How many mches doth fiUup one mile?

Bir, Tell her we meafure them by weary fteps.

Boy, She hears her fclf.

Rof, How many weary fteps

Of many weary miles you have ore- gone,

Are numbred in the traveil of one mile .?

B;V. We number nothing that wc fpend for you,

Our duty is fo rich, fo infinite.

That we may doc it ftill without accompt.

Vouchfafe to fhew the funfhinc of your face.

That we (like favages) may worftiip it.

'Kof. My face is but a Moon and clouded too.

Kin. Bleffed are clouds, to doe as fuch clouds doe.

Vouchfafe bright Moon on thefe thy ftarres toftiine,

(Thofc clouds removed) upon our watery eync,

Kof, O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter.

Thou now requefts but Moonftiine in the water,

Xi». Then in our meafure, vouchfafe but one change:

Thou bidft me beg, this begging is not ftrange.

Rof. Play muhck then : nay you muft doe it foon.

Not yet no dance: thus change I like the Moon.
Kin. Will you not dance ; How come you thus e-

ftranged ?

Rof, You took the Moon at full , but now flic's

changed ?

Kin. Yet ftill ftie is the Moon, and I the Man.

%of. The mufick playcs, vouchfafe fome motion to it

:

Our cares vouchfafe it.

Kin, But your legges ftiould doe it.

%of. Since you are ftrangers, and come here by chance,

We'll not be nice, take hands, we will not dance.

Kin. Why take you hands then/

Rof. Onely to part friends.

Curtfie fweet hearts, and fo the Meafure ends.

Kin. More meafure of this meafure; be not nice.

Rof. We can afford no moreat fuch a price.

Kin. Prife your fclves then : what buyes your company?

Rof. Your abfence onely.

Kin, That can never be.

%of. Then cannot we be bought : and fo adieu^

Twice to your Vifor , and half once to you.

Kin, If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat.

Rof, In private then.

Kin, I am bcft pleas'd with that.

Bir, White handed Miftris, one fweet word with thee.

Prin. Hony, and Milk , and Suger : there is three.

Bir. Nay then two treyes, and if you grow fo nice

Metheglinr, Wort, and Malmfey ; well run dice:

There's half a dozen fweets.

Prin. Seventh fweet adue,{ince you can cog.

lie play no more with you.

Bir. One word in fecret.

*prln. Let it not be fweet.

Bir. Thou griev'ft my gall.

Prin.

I
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Prin. Gall , bictci.

Blr. Tlicrefoic mcec.

Dh. Will you vouchfafc with mc to change a word ?

Mar. Name ic.

Dum. Fairc Lacly :

A'fir. Say you io ? Fair Lord
;

Take you that for your fan Lady.

Dum. I'lcalc it you,

A< much ill piivatc, and lie bid adieu.

A{'ir. What, was your vizard made without a conguc?

Long. I know the rcafon Lady why you ask.

Mar. O for your rcafoji, quickly fir, I long.

Long. You have a double tongue within your mask.

And would afford my fpecchlcfle vizard half.

M<fr, Veale quoth the Dutch-man : is no: Vcalc a

Calfe ?

Long. A Calf fair Lady?

CMar. No, i fair Lord Calf.

I^ong. Let's part the word.

M,ir. No, Ik not be your half ^

Take all and wean it, it may prove an Oxe.

Long. Look how you But to your felf m thcfc ftiarp

mocks.

Will you give honis chaft Lady ? Doc not fo.

Mar, Then die a Calf before your horncs doc grow.

Long. One word in private with you cicl die.

Mar. Bleat fofdy tlicn, the Butcher hears you cry.

Boy. The tongues ofmockingwenchcsarcaskeen

As is the Razors edge, invifible

:

Cutting a fmailer hair then may be fecn

,

Above the fcnfc of fence fo fenfible

:

Scemcth their conference, their conceits have wings.

Fleeter tlicn arrows, bullets, wind, thought, fwifter things.

Rof. Not one word more my maids , break off, break

off.

Blr. By heaven, all dry beaten with pure fcoffc.

Kla. Fare-well madde Wenches
,
you have finiplc

wits. Exeunt.

Prin. Twenty adieus my frozen Mufcovites.

Are thefc the breed of wits (o wondied at ?

Boy. Tapers they are, with your fwect breath's puft

out.

Rof. Welt-liking wits they have,groffc, groffc, fat,fat.

Prin. O poverty in wit. Kingly poor flout.

Will tlicy not, (think you ) hang themfclves to night ?

Or ever but in vizards llicw their faces :

This pert Blrtne was out of count'nancc quite.

Rof. O .' They were all in lamentable cafes.

The Kmg was weeping ripe for a good word,

Prin. B trout did fwear himfelf out of all fuitc.

Mar. Dttmaine was at my (ervice , and his [word

:

No point
( quoth I : ) my fcrvant flraight was mute.

K.u. Lord Longaulle fa id 1 came ore his heart

:

And trow you what he call'd me ?

Trln. Qualm perhaps.

K.n, Yes in good faith.

Pritt. Goe fickneffe as thou art.

T^y". Wtll, better wits have worn plain flatutccaps,

But will yoi) hear ; the King is my love fworn.

Prin. And quick Birone hath phghted fairhto mc.
Kat. And Longavlle was for my fcrvicc born.

M^r. Dumaine is mine as lute as bark on tree.

Boy. Madam,and pretty minrefl'csgive eare,

Immediately tiiey will again be here

In their own dupes ; for it can never be
>

They will difgeft this harfli indignity.

I

Prin. Will they return }

Boy. They will,thcy will, God know«,

And leap for joy, though they arc lame with btcwn:
Therefore change Favours, and when they repair

,

Blow hkefweet Rofcs, io this fummcr aire.

Prin. How blow ? how blow ? Speak to be unJer-
ftood.

Boy, Fair Ladies mask:, arc Rofcs in their bud

:

Dilmaskt, their damaskt fweet commixture (hown
,

Are Angels viilin^ clouds, or Rofes blown.

Prin. A vaunt perplexity: What (hall we do

,

If they return in their own fhapes to wooc .'

Roj, Good Madam, if by me you II be advis'J,

Let's mock them ftill as well known asdilguis'd

:

Let us complain to them what fools were here
,

Difguis'd like Mufcovites in (hapeleffc gear

;

And wonder what they were, and to what end

Their (hallow Ihowes, and prologue vildcly pen d,

And their rough urriagcfo ridiculous ,

Should be prcfented at our Tent to us.

Boy. Ladies, withdraw: tlie gallants arc at hand.

Prin, Whip to our Tents, as Rocs rum ore the Land.

Extunt.

Enter the King and the refi.

King, Fair fir, God fave you. Where's the PuncclTe ?

Boy, Gone to her Tent.

lealc it

'

PleaJc it your Majefty command mc any fervicc to her ?

King. That die vouchfafc me audicncefor one word.

Boy. I wiU, and fowill Hie, I know my Lord. Exit,

Blr. This fellow picks up wit as Pigeons pcafe,

And utters it again, when '^ove doth pleafc.

He is Wits Pcdler, and raailcs his Wares
At Wakes, and WafTels, Meetings, Markets, Faires

:

And we that fell by grofTc , the Lord doth know.
Have not the grace to giacc it with fuch fliow.

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his fleevc:

Had he bin Adam , he had tempted Eve.

He can carve too, and lifpc r Why this is lie

,

That kin away his hand m courtcfie.

This is the Ape of Fornine, Monfieur the nice.

That when he playes at Tables, chides the Dice

In honourable tearmcS: Nay he can fing

A mean moft meanly, and in Ufliering

Mend him who can : the Ladies call him fweet:

The fiaiics as he treads on them kiffc his feet.

This is the flower that fmilrs on every one

,

To (hew his teeth as white as Whale his bone.

And confciences that will not die in debt.

Pay hinithe duty of hony.tongued5<»;r«.

Kin. A hlifter on his fweet tongue with my heart

,

That put Armadoes Page out of his part.

Enter Ladies.

Blr. Sec where it comes. Behaviour what wertthou.

Till thismad-inan ihew'd thee ? And what art thou now ?

Kin. All hailc fweet madam, and fair time of day.

Prin. Fair in all Haile is foule, as I conceive.

Km. Conffme my fpccchts better if you may.

Prin. Then wiHi me better, I will give you ieatCi

Kin. We came to vifit you, and purpofc no\t

To lead you to our Court, vouchfafc it then.

Prin. This field ihall hold tTK,r<nd fo hold your tow:

Nor God, nor I, delights in perjut'd men.

Kin. Rebuke ine not for that which you provoke:

The
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The vcrtueof your €ye muft break my oaih.

Pr. You nickname venue : vice you fhould have (poke

For vcrtues office never breaks men's troth.

Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure

As the uufuUied Lilly , I proteft

,

A world of torments chough I ftiould endure ,

I would not to be your houfesgueft :

So much 1 hate a breaking caufe to be

Of heavenly oathe?, vow'd with integrity.

Kin. O you have li'v'd In defolation here,

Unfeerv, unvifited, much to our fhame.

Prin. Not fo my Lord, jt is not fo 1 fwear,

Wc have had paftimeshere, and pieafant game,

A me(Te of Ruffians left us but of late.

Kin. How Madam ? Ruffians?

Prin. I in truth, my Lord.

Trim gallants, full of Courtfhip and of flate.

T^f. Madam fpeak true. It is not fo my Lord :

My Lady ( ro the manner of the dayes

)

In curtelie gives undeferving praife.

We four indeed confronted were with four

In Ruffian habit : Here they ftaycd an hour,

And talk'd apace : and in that hour (my Lord)

They did not bleffe us with one happy word.

I dare not call them fools ; but I thmk.
When they are thirfty, fools would fain have drink,

Bir. This jeft is dry to me. Fair, gentle, fweet.

Your Wit makes wife things foolilh, when we greet

With eyes beft feeing, heavens fiery eye

,

By light we lole light : your capacity

Is of tliat nature, that to your huge (tore

Wife things feemfoolifh, and rich things but poor.

Rof. This proves you wife and rich : for in my eye

—

Bir. I am a fool, and full of poverty.

Rof. But that you take what doth lo you belong,

It were a fault to fnatch words from my tongue.

Btr. O, I am yours and all that I poffeflc.

Rof, All the fool mine.

Bir. I cannot give you lefle.

Rof. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore ?

Bir. Where? when? What Vizard?

Why demand you this ?

Rof. There, then, that vizard, that fuperfluous eafe.

That hid the worfe, and Ihew'd the better face.

Kia. We are defcricd
,

They'l mock us now down right.

"DmI^. Let us confe(Tc and turn it to a jef^.

PriH. Amaz'd my Lord ? Why looks your Highneffe

fadde ?

R>f. Help hold his brows* he'll fwound: why look you

pale ?

Sea-fick 1 think, commlng from Mufcovy.
Bir. Thus pour the fiarres down plagues for perjury.

Can any face of braffe hold longer oui ?

Here fjand I, Lady, dart thy skill at me,
Bruife me with Icorn, confound me with a flout,

Thrult thy (harp wit quite through my ignorance;

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit .•

And I will wifh thee never more to dance

,

Nor never more in Rulfian habit waite.

O .' never will I tvuft to fpeeches pen'd,

Nor to the motion of a Schoole-boyes tongue.

Nor never come in vizards to my friend ,

Nor wooe in rime like a blind-harpers fong

,

TafFata phrafes, filkcn tcarms precifc

,

Thrce-pil'd Hyperboles, fpruce affcftion

;

Figures pedanticall, thefe fummcr flyes

,

Have blown me fullof maggot oRcntation,

I doe forfwear them, and I here protefl
,

By this, white Glove (how white the hand.Cod knows)
Henceforth my wooing mind (hall be exprcft

In ruffct yeas, and honeft kerfie noes.

And to begin Wench, fo God help me law

My love to thee is found, /«/>/ crack or flaw.

Rof. Sans, Sam
J
I pray you.

Bir. Yet 1 have a trick

Of the old rage : bear with me, I am fick.

He leave it by degrees r both, let us fee.

Write Lord have mercy on us., on thofc three

They are infeifted, in their hearts it lies

:

They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes

:

Thefe Lords are vifited, you are not free

:

For the Lords tokens on you both I fee.

Prin. No, they are free that gave thefe tokens to us.

Bir. Our ftates are forfeit, feek not to undoe us.

Roj. It is not fo ; for how can this be true
,

That you ftand forfeit, being thofe that fue.

Bir. Peace, for I will not have to doe with you,

%of. Nor ("hall not, if I doe as I intend.

Btr. Speak for your felves, my wit is at an end.

King. Teach us fweet Madam, for our rudetranfgref-

fion, fome fair cxcufe.

Prin. The fa i reft is confcfTion.

Were you not here but even now difguis'd ?

Kin. Madam, I was.

Prin. And were you well advis'd .'

Kin. 1 was, fair Madam.

Prin. When you then were here
,

What did you whifper in your Ladies ear ,'

Kin. That more then all the world 1 did refpc£l her.

Prin. When fhc fliall challenge this
,
you will rejeft

her.

Kin. Upon mine honour no.

Prm. Peace, peace, forbear :

Your oath once broke, you force not to forfwear.

Kin. Defpife me when I break this oath of mine.

Pfin. I will, and therefore keep it. RofMine.,

What did the Ruffian whifper in your ear ?

Rof. Madam, he fwore that he did hold me dear

As precious eye-fight, and did value me
Above this World : adding there moreover

,

That he would Wed me, or clfe die my Lover.

Prin. God give thee joy of him .• the Noble Lord

Moft honourably doth uphold his word.

Kin. What mean you Madam ?

By my life, my troth.

I never fwore this Lady fuch an oath.

Rof. By heaven you did ; and to confirm it plain,

You gave me this : But take it fir again.

Kin. My faith and this, to th' PrincefTe I did give,

I knew her by this Jewell on her flceve.

Prm. Pardon me fir, this Jewell did fhe wear.

And Lord Birone (I thank him) is my dear.

What .? Will you have me, or your Pearle again ?

Bir. Neither of either, I remit both twain.

I fee the trick on't -• Here was a confent,

Knowing aforehand of our merriment,

Todafh It like a Chriflma? Comedy.

Some carry-tale, fome pleafe-man, fome flight Zany,

Some mumble-news, fome trenchcr-knight, fome Dick

That fnules his cheeke in years, and knows the trick

To make my Lady laugh, when ftie's difpos'd.

Told

i
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Told our intents before : which once difclos'd,

The Ladies did change Favours, and then we

Following the fignes, woo'd but the figii of flic.

Now to our perjury, to addc more terror,

Wc arc again forfworn in vvdland error.

Much upon this it is : and might not you

Forc(klI our fport, to imke us thus untrue ?

Doe Jiot you know my Ladies foot by'ch fquicr ?

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ?

And fland between her back fir, and the fire,

Holding a trencher, jcfting merrily f

You put our Page out : goe, you are allow'd

Die when you will, a fmock Hiall be your (hrow'd.

You leer upon mc, do you ? There's an eye

Wounds like a Leaden fword.

Boy. Full merrily hath this brave manager , this car-

rccrc becnc runnc.

Sir. Loc,hc is tilting ftraight. Peace, I have done.

Enter Clown.

Welcome pure wit, thou prat'ft a fair fray.

CU. O Lord fir, they would kno.
Whether the three Worthies fhall come in, or no.

Bir. What, arc there but three ?

Clo. No fir, but it is vara fine.

For every one purfcnts three.

•B"". And three times thrice is nine.

Clo. Not fo fir, under corrc(£^ion fir,I hope it is not fo.

You cannot beg us fir,I can affurc you fir, wc know what
we know : I hope three times thrice fir.

Btr. h not nine.

Clo, Under concision fir, wc know whcre-untlll it

doth amount.

Blr. By Jove, I alwayes took three threes for nine.

C/o, O Lord fir , it were pitty you (hould get your li-

ving by reckoning fir.

Sir. How much is it ?

^lo. O Lord fir, the partiesthemfelves, the a£lor$ fir

will fhew where-untili it doth amount : for mine own
part, I am (as they fay,but to perfect one man in one poor

man) Pompion the great fir.

Blr. Art thou one of the Worthies ?

Clo. It plcafed them to think me worthy ofPompey the

great : for mine own part , I knovt not the degree of the

Worthy, but 1 am to ftand for him.

Bir. Goe, bid them prepare. Exic.

Clo, We will turn it finely off fir , we will taKe fomc

care.

King. Blrone, they will iViame us :

Let them not approach.

Bir, We are fliamc-proofe my Lord : and 'tis fomc

policy , to have one (hew worfe then the King and his

company.

Kin. I fay they (hall not come.

Prin. Nay my good Lord, let me ore mle you now

;

That fport bcfl plcafes, that doth Icaft know how.

Where Zeal (hives to content, and the contents

Dies, in the Zeal of that which it prefents :

I heir form confounded, makes molt form in mirth,

When great things labouring perifli in their birth.

Blr. A right defcription of our fport my Lord.

Enter Br<*ggtirt,

Brttg. Anointed , I implore fo much cxpencc of thy

royall fweet breath, as will utter a brace of woidi.
Prin, Doth this man fct ve God f

Blr, Why ask you ?

Prin. He fpeak's not like a man ofGod's making.
Br*g, That's all one my fair fweet honey Monarch:

For 1 protelt , the Schoolmafter is exceeding fanuftkall

:

Too too vain, too too vain. But we will put it ( as they

fay ) to Fortnna delagHsr. I wilh you tl<e peace of muid
moH royall cupplemcnt.

King. Here is like to be a good prefencc of Worthies
;

He piefents HeSlor of Troy, the Swam Pompey tltcgrcat

,

the Parifli Curate AtexAnder^.^rmadtes Pigc Hereules,

the Pedant Indas Machdetu ; And if thefe four Wor-
thies in their firli fhcw thrive , ihcfe four will change

habits, and prcfent the other five.

Blr. There is five in the firft rt»cw.

Kin. You are deceived, 'tis not fo.

Bir. The Pedant, the Braggart^ihc Hedge- Prieft, the

Fool, and the boy.

A bare throw at Novum, and the whole world again,

Cannot prich out five fuch, take each one in's vain.

Kin, The (hip ts under fail,and here (he comet amain.

Enter Pompey.

Clo. I Ptrnpe} am.

Boy. You lye, you are not he,

Clo. I Ptmpey am.

Boy. With Libbards head on knee.

Bir. Well fa id old mocker,

1 muft needs be friends with thee.

J Pompey am, Pompeyfnrnam'd the big.

Dm. Tne great.

^lo. It is great fir : Pompey furnatrfdrhe great.

That oft In field, mth Targe and Shield.

did make mjfoe tofweat :

And travelling along thts coafi,/ here am come ty cbMttet,

And lay my Armes before the legs of thisfweet La^ if

Trance.

If your Ladifiiip would fay thanks Pompey , I had done.

Prin, Great thanks great Pompey.

Clo. 'Tis not fo much worth : but I hope I was perfed.

I made a little fault in great.

Blr, My ha: to a half-ptnny , Pompey proves the beft

Worthy.
Enter Cttrate, for Alexander,

Curat. H'hen In the world I ilv'd , I wm the worlds

Commander.

By eajt, yyejl. North, and South, I fpread my conquer.

1 10^ might :

My SchutchloK plain declares that I am Al-fandtr.

Biy. Your nofe faies no, you are not

;

For It (tands too right.

Blr, Your nofe fmels no, in ihismoA tender Imelling

Knight.

Prin. The Conqueror is difmaid :

Proceed good Alexandtr.

Cur. when in the world I lived, J wot the mrldt

Commander
Boy. Moft tnic, 'tis light : you were fo %/itlfamder.

Blr. T>ompey the great.

Clo. Your fetvant and ^»/?rfr<i.

Blr. Take av^ay the Conquerer, take away Allfamirr.

rio, O fir, you have overthrown Allfander the con-

queror : you will be fcrap-douiofthep«»med cloth for
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chis : your Lion that holds his Pollax fitting on a clofc

ftool, vjin be given to Ajax. He will be. the ninth wor-

!thy. A Conqueror, and afraid to fpeak? Run away

[
for (hame AHfatsder. There an't (hall pkafc you : a fool-

fh mildc man, an honcft man,look you, and foon daflu'd.

He is a marvellous good neighbour infooth, and a very

good Bowler : but for AHfander^'shs you fee, how 'tis a

little ore-parted. But there arc Worthies a coming, will

fpeak their minde in fome other fort.

Clo. Stand afidc good Pompey. ExltCU.

Enter Pedantfor Judof, and the Btj for Hercates.

Fed. Great Hercnles is prefented by this Imp

,

Whofc Clubkil'd Cerherm that three-headed Cannty

And when he was a babe, a child, a Airimp,

Thus did he ftrangle Serpents in bis Maniu :

Quomam^ he fcemeth in minority

,

Ergo^ I come with this Apology.

Keep fome ftate in thy Exits arid vanirh. Exit B»y.

Fed. Jndzslam.
Dum. A Judas ?

Fed. Not Ifcarlotjtr.

Judas I am yellffed Metchabem^
Dum. Judoi Machabem <^hpt) is plain Judas.

B'tr. A kiding traitor. How arcthou prov'd JWi«^?

Fed. Judoi I am.

Dum. The more fhame for yonjudai.
Fed. What mean you fir ?

Boy. To make Judas hang himfelf.

Fed. Begin fir, you are my elder.

sir. Well follow'd,/W«« was hang'd on an Elder.

Ted. I will not be put out of countenance.

Bir. Becaafe thou haft no face.

Fed. What is this.

Bojr. A Cittern head.

'Dum. The head of a bodkin.

Bir, A deaths face in a ring.

Lo». The face of an old Roman coyn, fcarce fcen.

Boy. The pummell oSCafars Faulchion,

Dum, The carv'd-bone face on a Flask.

Bir. Saint Georges half Cheek in a brooch, "^

Dum. I, and in a brooch of Lead.

Bir. I, and worn in the cap of a Tooth-drawer.

And now forward , forwe have put thee in countenance.

Fed. You have put me out of countenance.

Bir. Falfe, we have given thee faces.

Fed. But you havcoutfac'd them all,

Bir, And thou wer'ta Lion, we woi.d do fo.

Boy. Therefore as he is an Afs, let him goe;

And fo adieu fweet lude. Nay, why doft thou ftay ?

Dum. For the latter end of his name.

Bir. For the oAJfeto the lude : give it him. lud-oi a-

way.

Fed. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble.

Boy. A light for monfieur Judat , itgrowes dark, he

may ftumble.

Frin. Alas poor LMachabem , how hath he been

baited.

Enter Braggart.

Bir. Hide thy head iAchilles^ heic comzs He^or in

Armes.

Dum. Though my mocks come home bymc, I will

now be merry.

King, JJeElor was but a Troyan in refpeft ofthis.

Boy, But this is Htiior ?

Km. I think Hector was not fo clean timber'd,

Lon. His leg is too big for Heilor,

Dnm. More Calf ceitain.

Boy. No ; he is heft indued with the fmall.

Btr. This can'ot be HeElor.

Dum. He's a god or a Painter, for he makes faces.

Brag. The Armifotsnt lMxts, of Launces the al-

mighty., gave HeHor agift,
Dum. A gilt Nutmeg,

Bir. A Lemmon.
Lon. Stuck with Cloves.

Duah No cloven.

Brag. The Armlfeter^ Mars , of Launces the aU
mighty., Gave HeBor a gift.fhe heir ofllUon

;

A manfo breathed., that certain he wouldfight :yea

From morn till nighty out of his Pavillion.

I am that Flower.

Dum. That Minr.

Long. That CuUambine.
Brag. Sweet Lord Longavlie rein thy tongue.

Lon. I muft rather give it the rein : for it runns a-

gainft HeElor.

Dum, I,and H(p£?tfr'iaGrey-hoimd.

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten,

Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried:

But I will forward with my device

;

Sweet Royalty bcftow on me the Sence of hearing.

Bironejleptforth.

Trin, Speak brave Heffor, weare much delighted.

Brag, I doe adore thy fweet Graces flipper.

Boy, Loves here by the foot.

Dum. He may not by the yard.

Brag, This HeBor farfurmounted Hannlball,

Thepdrty isgone

,

Clo. FcWovi HeBory ftieisgone; fticistwo months

on her way.

Brag, What mcaneft thou ?

Claw. Faith unlefs you play the honeft Troyan , th(

poor Wepch is aft away : (he's quick, the child brags in

her belly already : 'tis yours.

Brag, boft thou infamonize me among Potentates?

Thou ilhalt die,

Clo. Then fhall HeBor be whipt for laquenetta that

is quick by him, and hang'd for 'pomfey^ that is dead by

him,

'Dum. Moft rare Pompey.
Boy. Renowned 'Pomfey.

Bir. Greater then great, great, great, great Pomfey

Pompey the huge.

Dum. HeBor trtmhla.

Bir. Pompey is moved, more Atces, more Atccs ftir

them, or ftir them on,

Dum. HeBor will challcng him.

Bir. I, if a have no morcmansbloudin's belly , then

will fup a Flea

.

Brag. By the Nonh-pole I doe challenge thee.

C/o. I will not fight with a pole like a Northern man;

I'le flafli, I'le do it by the fword : I pray you let me bor-

row my Armes again.

Dum. Room for the incenfed Woithies,

Clo. I'le doe it in my fhirt.

Dum. Moft refolute 'Pi'w^'7.

Pag. Mafter, let me take you a button hole lower

Do you not fee Fempey is uncafing for the combat :
what

mean
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mean you f you will lofc your reputation.

Sr/i^. Gent/cmcn and Souldicrs pardw me, I willcot

combatc in my flitrt.

D«. You may not deny it, Pompe^ teth made the

chalhngc.

Bra^. Swe« bloods, I both may, and vrilK

Bir. What rcafon have yoO for't ?

Sra. The naked truth of it ij, I have no Shirt,

I go woolward for penance.

JBoy. True, and it wis enjoyned him in Rtme for

want of Linnen : fiiicc when, I'lc be fworn he wore nonc^

but a Dillidout oiJaqttenettaet^^nA that he weares next

his heart for a favour.

Enttr a Mejfenger^ Mtnftar Marcadt,

Mar. God favc you Madam.

PnH. Welcome Marcade^XMX. that thou interruptcft

our merriment.

Marc, lam forry Madam, for the ncwcsl bringii

heavy in my tongue. The King your Father.

Prin. Dead for my life.

Mar. Even fo : My tale is told.

Bir. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud.

Bra. For mine own part, I breathe free breath
:
I

have fccn the day of wrong, through the little bole of dif-

crction, and I wjllright my felf like a Souldier.

Exturtt kvorthtes.

Kin. How fare's your Majefty ?

Pr'iu. Boyet prepare, I will away to night.

Kin. Madam not fo,l doc bcfccch you ftay.

Pr'iH. Prepare I fay. I thank you gracious Lords

For all your fair cndcaTours and entreats :

Out of a new fad-foul, that you vouchfafc,

In your rich wifcdomcto excufeor hide.

The libcrall oppofition of our fpirits,

If over-boldly we have born our felvcJ,

In the converfc of breath (your jrentleneflc

W as guilty of it,) Farewell worthy Lord :

An heavy heart beats not an humble tongue,

Excufc mc fo, comming fo iliort of thanks,

For my great fuit fo eafily obtain'd.

Kin, The cxtteam parts of time, extreamly forms
Allcaufcstothepurpofc of his fpecd ;

And ofcen at his very loofe decides

That, which long procclTe of time could not atbhtate.

And though the mourning brow of progeny
Forbid the fmiling courtclic of Love

:

The holy fuit which fain it would convince.

Yet fince Love's argument was firft on foot,

Let not the cloud of forrow juftle it

From what it purpofed : fince to wail friends loft,

Is not by much fo wholfome profitable.

As to rejoycc at friends but newly found.
Prin. I underftand you not, my griefs are double.

Blr. Hoheft plain words, beft pierce the cares of grief

And by thcfe badges underftand the King,
For your fair fakes have wc neglc£kcd time,
Play'd foul play with our oathcs : your beauty Ladies

Hath much deformed us, fafhioning our humours
Even to the oppofcd end of ouv intents.

And what in us hath fcem'd ridiculous.-

As Love is full of unbefitting flrains

,

All vvanton as a child, skipping and vain.
Form'd by the eye, and therefore like the eye.
Full of ftraying fhapes, of habits, and of formes,

Varying in fubjcfts a$ the eye doth rowl,

To every varied objccl in his glance t

Which parry-coated, prefcnce of loofe Love
Put on by us, if in your heavenly eyes,

Have misbecom'd ouroathes and gravities,

Thofc heavenly eyes that look into thefc faults,

Suggdkd us to make : therefore Ladies

Our love being yours, the errour that Love makes
;

Is likewifc yours. We to our felves prove falfe,

By being once falfe, for ever to be true

To thcfe that make us both, fair Ladies you,

And even that falfiiood in it felf t fin

,

I

Thus purifies it felf, and turns to grace.
|

Prm, We have receiv'd your Letters, full of Lote t 1

Your Favours, the AmbalTadours of Love.

And in our maiden council rated them

At courtfhip, pleafant jeft, and courtefic,

Asbumbaft, and as lining to the time: i

But more devout then ihciic are our rcfpefts
j

Have wc not been, and therefore met your lotes

In their own fadiion, like a merriment.

Du. Our Letters Madam, fhcw'd much more then jeft,

L'tg. So did our looks.

RtU. Wc did not coate them fo,

KiH^. Now at the laccft minute of the houfj

Grant us your loTes,

Prin. A time me thinks too fhort.

To make a world-with-out end bargain in -,

No, no, my Lord, your Grace i* perjur'd nuch)

Full ofdear guiltincflc, and therefore this :

If for my Love (as there is no fuch caufc)

You will doe ought, this fhall you doc for mc,

Your oath I will not truft : but go with fpeed

To fome forlorn and naked Hermitage,

Remote from all the plealutes of the world ••

There ftay,untill the twelve Ccleftiall Sign$

Have brought about their annuall reckoning.

If thisauflere infociablc life

,

Change not your ofter made in heat ofblood

:

If frorts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin v»eed»

Nip not the gaudy blolToms ofyour Love,

But that it bear this triall, and laft love

:

Then at the ciipi ration of the year,

Come challenoe me, cbalknge by thefe defcrts

,

And by this Virgin palme, now kilfine thine,

I will be thine t and till that infhnt mut

My wofull felf up in a mourning houfe,

Raining the teares of lamentation.

For the remembrance of my Fathers death.

If this thou doc deny, let oOt hands part.

Neither intitied in the others heart.

Kffg. If this, or more then this, I would deny^

To flatter up thele povwers of mine with refl.

The fudden hand of death ciofe up mine eye

:

Hence everthen,my heart is in thy breaft.

Bir. And what to me my Love ? and what to me ?

lijf. You muft be purged too, your fins arc rack'd*

You are attaint with fault and perjury :

Therefore if you my favour mean to get,

A twelve-month fhall you fpend, and never reft.

But feck the weary beds of people fick.

'Dum. But what to me my love .' but what to me >

Kat. A wife.' a beard, fair health, and honerty ;

With three-fold love, I wilTi you all thefe three.

DMm. O (hall I fay , I thank you gentle wife ?

KMt. Not fo my Lord, a tw>eIv^month and a day,
'

rie
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ric ivark no words that fmooth-fac'd wooers fay.

Come when the King doth to my Lady come :

Then if 1 have much Jove, lie give you fomc.

Dt^m. rie fci-ve thee true and faithfnlly till then.

Kath. Yctfwearnot, leaft ye bcforfwom agen.

Long, What fays Maria >

Mari. At the twelve-inoneths end.

Tie change my bJack Gown, for a faithfull friend.

Son. I'lc ftay with patience : but the time is long.

Marl. The liktr you, few taller arc fo young.

B'lr. Studies my Lady ? Milhcffe, look on me,

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye :

What humble luit attends thy anfwcr there,

Impofe fome fervicc on me for my Love.

Rofa, Oft have I heard of you my Lord BlrmCy

Before \ faw you : and the worlds large tongue

Proclain^s you for a man rcplcat wich mocks,

Full of compavifons, and wounding flouts,

Which you on all eltates wiU execute.

That lie within the mercy of your wit

,

,

To weed this Wormwood from yoUrfruitfull brain
, j

And theicwitliall to win me, ifyou plcafe.

Without the which lam not to be won
; \

You lliall this twelve-moneth terra from day to day,, \

Vifit the fpcechleCfc fick, and (Hll converfc

With groaning wretches : and your task fhall be.

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit.

To enforce this pained impotent to fmile.

Blr. To move wild laughter in the throat ofdeath ?

It cannot be, it is impoffible.

Mirth cannnot move a foul in agony,

V.afa. Why that's the way to choke a gibing fpirir,

Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace,

Wliich ITiallow laughing hearers give to fools :

A jcfts profperity, lies in the ear

Of him that hears it, never in the tongue

Of him that makes it .- then, if fickly ears,
^ !

Deaft wich tlie clamours of their own dear groans, '

\

Will hear your idle fcorns ; continue then, '

And I will have you, and that fault withall.

But if they will not, throw away that fpirit,

And I fhall find you empty of that fault.

Right joy full of your reformation,

Blr, A twelve-moneth ? Well .• befall what will befall.

I'lc jcft a twelve-moneth in an Hofpitall.

Prln. I, fwect my Lord, and fo I take my leave.

King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way.

Bir Our wooing doth not end like an old Play

:

Jack hath not Jill : thefc Ladies councfie

Might well have made our fport a Comedy.

K'tKg. Come Sir, it wants a twelve-moneth and a day,

And then 'twill end,

Blr, That's too long for a Play.

Enter Braggart.'

Brag. Sweet Majefty vouchfafc me.

Prln. Was not that HeElor ?

Dum. The worthy Knight of Troy.

Br^g. I vvillkiffe thy Royall finger, and take leave,

lama Votary, I have vow'd to Jaqmnetta to hold the

Plough for her fwect love three yearcs. But moft efteem-

ed oreatnefle, will vou hear the Dialogue that the two

Learned men have compiled, in praife of the Owle and

theCuckowr' It fhould have followed in the end of our

fhew.

Kin. Call them forth quickly, we will doc foe.

Brag. Holla, Approach.

Enter alt.

This fide is Hiemty Winter,

This Fer, the Spring : the one maintained by the Owle,

The other by the Cuckow.

F'fTy begin.

The Song,

fVhen Da/iespledy and violets blev>
,

jiniCuckorv-buds ofjellorv hne .•

A»d Lady.Smockj allftlver white^

Dee paint the Medowes with delight
y

The Cftckjwthen on everyTree^

Meckj married men^for thusjings Af,

Cuckow.

^uckorv., Cuctsjate : O word of fear^

Vnpleajing to a married ear.

When Shepheards pipe on Oaten Straws,

And merry Larkj ^re Ploughmens Clocks :

when Turtles tread^ and 'Ropkj and Dawsy
And Maidens bleach theirfummer Smockj:

The (^uckpw then on every Tree

Mocks mar/ied men ',for thusjings he^

Cuckow.

Cuckow, ^uckpw : O word offear y

Unpleapng to a married ear.

Winter.

when Iftckjes hang by the wall,

z/fnd Dick.the Shepheard blows his nail
;

And Tom bears Logs into the Hally

And Milk^comesfrozjCn home in pail :

when blood is nipt, and wayes be foul

y

Then nightlyJings the Staring Owle

'

Tu-whit to-who,

A merry note,

whilegreajie Jone doth kefithepot.

when all aloud the Wind doth bloWy

And cojjing drownes the Parfons Saw ;

And Birds fit brooding in the SnoWy

And Marrians No/e lookj red and raw

:

when roafted Crabs hlffe in the bowly

Then nightlyfings thejiarlng Owle ,

Ttt-whlt to-who .'

A merry note,

while greajie Jonc doth kjd the pot.

Brag. The words oi Mercury

y

Are harfti after the Songs of Apollo:

You that way ; wc this way.
Exeunt omnts.
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A Midfummers nights Dream.

(tJUtis Trimus.

Enter Thefensj Htppalita^ with others,

Thefeus.

Ow fair Hippo/ita, oiirnuptiall hour

Drawcs on apace : four happy dayfs bring in

Anotlicf Moon : but oh, me thinks, how (low

This old Moon wanes ? She lingers my detircs

Like to a Step-damc or a Dowager,
Long withering out a young mans rcYCnuc.

Hip, Four dayes will quickly ftcep thcmfehcs in nights,

Four nights will quickly dicam away the time :

An() then the Moon, like toa filver bow,

Now bent in heaven, rtiall behold the night

Of our foleninities.

The, Go Phlhjirttte,

Scirrc up the n/fthemafi youth to merriments,

Awake the pert and nimble fpitit of mirth.

Turn melancholly forth to Funerals :

The palccompaoion is not for our pomp.
Hippolltay I woo'd thee with my fword.

And won thy love, doing thee injuries .•

But I will wed thee in another key,

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling.

Enter Egeus and his daughter Hermia, Lyfundery

ani Demetritu.

Ege, Flappy be Thefeui^ our renowned Duke.
The. Thanks good Egetu : what's the ncwes with thee.'

Ege. Full of vexation, come I, with complaint
Againft my child, my daughter Hermia.

St4Hd forth Demetrlm.

My Noble Lord,

This man hath my confent to marry her.

Standforth Ljfander.

And my gracious Duke,
This hath bewitch'd the bofome ofmy child i

Thou, thou lyfander., thou haft given her rimes,

And interchang'd love-tokens with my child

:

Thou haft by Moon-light at her window fung.

With faining voyce, vcrfes of faininglovc,

And ftoln the imprellion of herfantafie.

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gaV/des, conceits.

Knacks, trifles, Nofcgayes, fwcet meats (mefTcngert

Offtrong prevailment in unhardned youth)
With cunning haft thou fiich'd my dai^hteu heart,

Turn'd her obedience (which is due to me)
To ftubborn harflineftc. And my gracious Duke,
Beit foflie will not here before your Grace,
Confent to marry with Demetritu

,

I beg the ancient priviledgc oi Athens^
As fhc is mine, I may difpofe of her

;

Which ftiali be either to this Gentleman

,

Or to her death, according to our Law,
Immediately provided in iliat cafe.

The. What fay you Hermiaf beadvis'd fair Maid.
To you your Father ftiould be as a God ;

One that compos'd your beauties ; yea, and one
To whom you arc but as a form in wax
By him imprinted : and within his power.
To leave the figure, or disfigure it

:

Demetrius is a worthy Gentleman.

Her. So is lyfander.

The. In himfclf he is.

But in this kind, wanting your Fathers voyce

The other muft be held the worthier.

Her. I would my Father look'd but with my eyes.

The. Rather your eyes muft with his judgement look

Her. I doe entreat your Grace to pardon mc,

I know not by what power I am made bold.

Nor how it may concern my modefty

In fuch a prcfencc here to plead my thoughts

:

But 1 bcfeech your Grace, that I may know
The worftthat may befall me in this cafe,

If I refufe to wed Demetriiu.

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure

For ever the fociety of men.

Therefore fair Hermia qucftion your defires,

Know ofyour youth, examine well your blood.

Whether (if you yield not to your Fathers choyce)

You can endure the livery of a Niinnc,

For aye to be inftiadyCloiftcr mew'd.

To live a barren fiftcr all your life.

Chanting faint bymnel to the cold fruitlefTe Moon,

Thrice blcflcd they that maftcr fo their blood.

To undergo fuch maiden pilgrimage.

Buteinhlier happy isthe Rofc diftill'd.

Then that which withering on the virgin thorn

Growes, lives, and dies, m fingle bleffsdneflc.

N Btr.
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Her. So will I grow, fo live, fo die my Lord,

Ere 1 will yield my virgin Patent up

Unto his Lordfliip, to whpfe unwimed yoafc.

My foul confents not to give foveraigncy.

77jf, Take time to-paufc,and by the next new Moon

,

The fealing day betwixt ray Love and me

,

For cvcriaftihg bond offellowfliip

.

Upon that day either prepare to die.

For difobedience to your Fathers will.

Or elfeto vitA Demetrius is\\t^o\x\iy

Or on Dlanaes Altar to proteft

For aye , auftcrity and fingie life.

Dem. Relent fwcet Herm'ia^ and Lyfaniery yield

Thy crazed title to my certain right.

Lyf. You have her Fathers love, Demetrius :

Let me have Hermimes : doc you marry him.

Sgeus. Scornfull Lyfauder : true, he hath my Love

;

And what is mine, my love fliall render him.

And {he is mine, and all my right of her

I doe eftate unto Demetrlttt.

Ljf, I am my Lord, as well dcriv'd as he,

As well poffeft : my love is more then his

:

My fortunes every way as fairly ranck'd

(If not with vantage) as Demetrlm :

And (which is more then all thefc boafls can be)

I am belov'd of beauteous Hermla,

Why {hould not I then profeaite my right ?

Demetrlm^ Tie avouch it to his head

,

Made love to Neiars Daughter, Helena
,

And won her foul : and flie (fweet Lady) dotes.

Devoutly dotes, dotes in Idolatry,

Upon this fpotted and inconftant man.

The. I muft confeflfe, that I have heard fo much,

And with Demetrius thought to have fpoke thereof :

.

But being over-full of fclf-aifairs,

My mind did lofe it. But Demetrius come,

And come Egeui^ you ftiall go with me,

I have feme private fchooling for you both.

For you fair Hermla,\o6k you arme your felf

,

To fit your fancies to your Fathers will

;

Or elfe the Law of Athens yields you up

(Which by no means we may extenuate)

To death, or to a vow of fingic life.

Come my H«ppo//f<j, what cheer my Love ?

Demetrius and Egetts go along
:,

I muft employ you in fome bufincfle

Againft our nuptialls, and conferre with you

Offomcthing, nearly that concerns your fclves.

Ege. With duty and defirc we follow you. Exemt.
Manet Ljifander and. Hermla.

Lyf. How now my Love ? Why is your cheek fo pale?

How chance the Rofcs there doc fade fofaft ?

Her. Belike for want of rain, which I could well

Bctccm them, from the tcmpeft of mine eyes,

Lyf. Hermla^ for ought that ever I could read.

Could ever hear by Tale or Hiftory,

The courfe of true love never did run fmooth.
But either it was different in blood.

Her. O crofle / too high to be enthrall'd to love. ,

Lyf. Or elfe mifgrafFed, in refpeft of yeares.

Her. O fpight / too old to be engag'd to young.

Lyf. Or elfe it flood upon the choife of merit.

Her. O hell / to choofe love by anothers eye.

Lyf. Or if there were a fimpatny in choife,

Wai , death, or fickneffe, did lay fiege to it j

Making it momentary, as a found

:

Swift as a fliadow, rtiortas any dream,

Brief as the lightning in the collied night.

That (in a fpleen) unfolds both heaven and earth ;

And ere a man hath power to fay, behold.

The jawes of darkneue to devoure it up

:

So quick bright things come to confufion.

Her. If then true Lovers have been ever croft j

It ftands as an Edift in deftiny

:

Then let us teach our triall patience,

Becaufc it is a cuftomary croffe

,

As due to love, as thoughts, and drcamcs,andfighs,

Wifhes and teares, poor Fancies followers.

Lyf. A good perfwafion ; therefore hear me Hermia^

1 have a Widow Aunt, a Dowager,

Of great revenue, and fhe hath no Child :

From Athens is her houfe remov'd fevcn leagues,

And (he refpefts me as her onely Son :

There gentle Hermi\ may I marry thee.

And to that place, the fliarp Athenian Law
Cannot purfue us. Ifthoulov'ftme, then

Steal forth thy Fathers houfe to morrow night

:

And in the Wood, a league without the Town,
(Where I did meet thee once with Helena,

To doe obfcrvance for a morn of May)
There will I ftay for thee.

Her. My good Lyfander^

I fwear to thee, by Cupid's ftrongeft bow,

By his beft arrow with the golden head.

By the fimplicity of Venus Doves,

By that which knitteth fouls, and profpers love,

And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Q,ueen,

When the falfe Troyan under fail wasfeen.

By all the vowes that ever men have broke,

(In number more then ever women fpoke)

In that fame placethou ha ft appointed me.

To morrow tmly will I meet with thee.

Lyf» Keep promife Love : look here comes Helena,

Enter Helena.

Her. God fpeed fair H>/^»<«, whither away ?

Het. Call you me fair ? that fair again unfay,

Demetrius loves you fair : O happy fair /

Your eyes are load-ftarrcs, and your tongues fwcct ayrc

More tuneable then Larke to Shepheards ear.

When Wheat is green, when Haw-thorn Buds appear,

Sickneffc is catching : O were favour fo.

Your words I'de catch, fair Hermla ere I go,

My ear Ihould catch your voyce, my eye, your eye,

My tongue rtiould catch your tongues fweet melody.

Were the "Worldmmz, Demetrius being bated.

The reft Tie give to be to you tranflated.

O teach me how you looks and with what art

You fway the motion of Demetrius heart.

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves meftil!.

Hel. O that your frowns would teach my fmiles fuch

Her. I give him curfes, yet he gives me love. (skill.

Hel. O that my prayers could fuch affe6lion miovc.

Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me.

Hel. The more I love, the more he hatcth me.

Her. His folly Helena is none of mine. (mine.

Hel. None but your beauty, would that fault were

Her. Take comfort : he no more fhall fee my face,

Lyfander and my felf will flie this place.

Before the time I did Lyfander ite^

Seem'd Athens like a Paradifc to me.
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O [hen, what graces in my Love do dwell,

That he hath turn'd a heaven into Hell ?

Ljf. Helen^ to you our minds we will unfold,

To morrow night when Phoebe doth behold.

Her filvcr vifage, in the wa«y glaffc.

Decking with liquid pearl, the bladedgraffc

(A time that Lovers flights doth ftill conceal)

Through yithens gate, have we dcvis'd to tteal.

Her, And in the wood, where often you and I,

Upon fainr Primrofe beds, were wont to lie.

Emptying our bofomes, of their counfcil fweld ;

There my Lyfander^znd my felf ftiall meet,

And thence from yithetis turn away our eyes

To feck new friends and ftiangc companions.

Farewell fwcet play-fellow, pray thou for us.

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrlut.

Keep word Lyfa»der^v^e. muft ftarvc our fight,

From lovers food, till morrow deep midnight.

Exit Hemint.

Lyf. I will my Hermta. Helena adieu,

As you on him, Demetrius dotes on you.

Exit Lyfander.

Hel. How happy fome,o're otherfomecan be ?

Through Athens I am thought as fair asftie.

But what of that ? Demetritu thinks not fo :

He will not know, what all, but he doth know.
And as he erres, doting on Hermlaes eyes

;

So I, admiring of his qualities :

Things bafe and vilde,holding no quantity,

Love can tranfpofe to forme and dignity

,

Lovc looks not witli the eyes, but with the minde.

And therefore is wing'd Cufld painted blind.

Nov bath loves mind of any judgement taftc

:

Wings and no eyes, figure, unheedy haftc.

And therefore is Love faid to be a childc,

Bccaufe in choifc he often is bcguil'd.

As waggilli boyes themfclvcs in gameforfwear

;

So the boy Lovc is perjur'd every where.

For ere Demetritu lookt on Hermiaes cync.

He hail'd down oathcs that he was onely mine,

And when this Hail fome heat from Hermta felt.

So he diffolv'd, and ftiowres of oathes did melt.

I will qo tell him of fair Hermiaes flisiht

:

Theii to the Wood will he to morrow night,

Purfuc her ; and for his intelligence.

If I have thanks, it is a dear expence

:

But herein mean I to enrich my pain

,

To have his fight thither, and back again. Exit,

Enter Quince the Carpenter , Snug the Joyner^ Bottom

the PVeaver, Flute the Bellows-mender^ Snowt the

linker^ and Starveling the Taylor,

Qu. Isallour company here?

Bot. You were beft to call them generally , man by

man, according to the fcrip.

Qh. Here is the fcrowle of every mans name, which

is thought fit through all Athens^ to play in our Entei-

lude before the Duke and the Dutcheffc, on his wedding
day at night.

Bot. Firft, good Peter Quince., fay what the Play

treats on : then read the names of the Actors : and fo

grow on to a point.

Qh. Marry our Play is the moft lamentable Comedy,
and moft crucll death of Pyriimns and Thisbj.

Bot. A very good piece o( work I affuic you, and a

jtncrry. Now good Peter Quince^ call forth yout A€kol*
by the fcrowle. Mafters fprcad your fclvej.

Quince. Anfwer as I call you. Nick_ Bottom the
Weaver.

Bottom. Ready : name what part I am for, and pro-
eced.

Quince . You MV^. Bottom arc fct down for Pyra.
mus,

Bot. What is 'Pyramtu, a lover, or a tyrant ?

Quince. A LoYcr that kills himfelf moft galllantly for
lovc.

Bot. That will askc fome tcares in the true perfonn-
ing of it : if I doc it, let the audience look to their eyes ;

I will moveftormes; I will condole in fome mcafure.

To the reft yet, my chief humour is for a tyrant. I could

play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a Cat in,to make all

fplit the raging Rocks, and fhivering fhocks (hall break

the locks of prifon gates, and Phibbiu carre ftiall fhine

from farre, and make and marrc the foolifti Fates. This
was lofty. Now name the reft of the Players. This

is Ercles vein, a tyrants vein : a lover i$ more condo<
ling.

Quin. Francis Flute the Bellows-mender.

Flu. Here Peter Quince.

Qu. You muft take Thisbie on you.

Flu, What is Thisbie^ a wandring Knight >

Qu. It is the Lady that Pyramus muft love.

Flu. Nay faith , let not me play a woman, I have a

Beard comming.

Qu. That's all one, you fhall play it in a Maske, and

you may fpcak as fmall as you will.

Bot, And I may hide my face, let me play Thisbie

too ; rie fpeak in a monftrous little voyce^Thifne^ Thlf-

»?, ah Pyramus my lover dear, thy Thtibit dear, and

Lady dear.

Quin. No no, you muft play Pyramus ; and Flute

you Thisbie.

Bot, Well, proceed.

Qu. Robin Starvelings the Taylor.

Star. Here Peter Quince.

Quince, Ti^bin Starvelings you nuift play Thisbies

Mpther ?

Tom Snowt, the Tinker.

Snowt, Here Peter Quince.

Qu, You /'/r^OTKf father ; my felf, Thisbies hihct

;

Snug the Joyner, you the Lyons part ; and I hope there

is a Play fitted.

Snug. Have you the Lyons part written ? pray you if

it be, give it me, for I am flow of ftudy.

Qu. You may doc it extempore^ for it is nothing but

roaring

Bot. Let me play the Lyon too, T will roar that , I

will doe any mans heart good to hear me. I will roar,

that I will make the Duke fay, Let him roarc again, let

him roare again.

Qu. If you ftiould doc it too tcnibly, you vwnuld

fright the Dutcheffe and the Ladies, thai they would

llirike, and that were enough to hang us all.

All. That would hang us every mothers fon.

Bottome. I grant you friends , if that you ftvxild

^ht the Ladies out of their Wits , they would

have no more difcretion but to lung us : but I will ag-

gravate my voyce fo, that I will roare you as gcntJy

as any fucking Dove ; I will roare and 'twere any

Nightingale.

Quinee.^<M can play no part but Pyramus, CorPyr*-

N a mm\

flight
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vtsij is :i fwcct-fac'd rnan,a pvoper man as one fliall fee

in a fummers day ; a nioft lovely Gentlcman-l ike-man,

therefore you inuft needs play Pyramus.

Bot, Well, I vvill Undertake it. What Beard were I

beft to play h in ?

Qnln. Why, what you will.

B'ot. I will difcharge it , in either your ftraw-colour

beard, your orange tawny beard, your purple in grain

beard, or your French-crown colour'd beard, your per-

fcf^ yellow.

QMin, Some of your French-Crowns have no hair

at all, and then you will play bare-fac'd. Butmafters here

are your parts, and I am to entreat you, requeft you, and

dcfire you, to con them by to morrow night •• and meet

mc in the palace wood, a mile without the Town, by

Moon-light, there wc will rchearfe : for if we meet in the

City, we fhallbe dog'd with company, and our devices

known. In the mean time, I will draw a Bill of proper-

ties, fuch as our Play wants. I pray you fail me not.

JBot. Wc will meet, and there we may rehearfe more

obfccncly and courageoufly. Take pain, be pcrfcft, adieu.

Qttln. At the Dukes oak we meet.

Bet. Enough, hold or cut bow-ftrings. Extunt.

JBm Secmdm,

Enter a FairIf at one doer^ and Robin Good-

ftllojv At another.

Rob. How now fpirit, whether wander you f

Fai. Over hill, over dale, through buHijthrough briar,

Overpark. over pale, through flood, through fire,

I doc wander every wherc,fwiftcr then the Moons fphcrc;

And I fcrvc the Fairy Qjicen, to dew her orbs upon the

The Cowflips tall, her pcnfioners be, (g''Sfn.

In their gold coats: fpotsyoufee,

Thofe be Rubies, Fairy favors.

In thofe freckles, live their favors,

I muft go feck fome dew drops here.

And hang a pearl in every cowflips ear.

Farewell thou Lob of fpirits, Tie be gon.
Our Qiieen and all her Elves come here anon.

Rob. The Kingdoth keep his Revels here to night.

Take heed the Queen come not withjn his fight,

VoxOberon is palling fell and vvrath,

Becaufe that flie,as her attendant, hath

A lovely boy floln from an Indian King,
She never had fo fweeta changeling,

And jealous Oberon would have the child

Knight of this train, to trace the Forrefls wild.

But llie (pcr-force) with-holds the loved boy.
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy.

And now they never meet in grove, or green.

By fountain clear, orfpanglcd (kr-light flicen.

But they doc rquare,that all their Elves for fear

Creep inroAcorn cups and hide them there.

Fat. Either f miftake your fliape and making quite,

Or clfe you are that flirew'd and knaviflifpiri:

Caird Robin Good-fellow. Are you not he.

That flight the maidens of the Villagree,

Skim milk, and fometimes labour in the Quern,
Andboorleflc make the breathleffe hyfwife chern.
And fometime make the drink to bear no barme.

Miflead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm
Thofe that Hobgoblin call you, and fweet PhcI^^

You doe their work, and they lliall have good luck.

Are not you he >

%ob. Thou fpeak'fl aright

;

I am that merry wanderer of the night :

I jeft to Oberon^ and make him fmile.

When I a fat and Bean-fed Hotfe beguile,

Neighing in likeneffc like a filly foal.

And fometimes lurk I in a Goflips bole,

In very likeneffc of a roafted crab

:

And when (he drinks, againfl: her lips I bob,

And on her withered dewlop poure the Ale.

The wifeft Aunt telling the faddeft talc.

Sometime for three-foot ftool, miftaketh mc.

Then flip I from her bum, down topples ("he,

And tailour cries, and falls into a coffe.

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and lofFe,

And waxen in their mirth, andneeze, and fwear,

A merrier hour was never waflcd there.

But room Fairy, here comes Oberon.

FaI. And here my Miftrcflc :

Would that we were gone.

Enter King of Fairiej at vne door with his traln^ and

the Queen at another mth hers.

Ob. Ill met by Moon-light

,

Proud Titania.

Qm, What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy skip hence.

I have forfworn his bed and company.

Ob. Tarry rafli Wanton,am not I thy Lord ?

Qu. Then I muft be thy Lady : but I know
When thoU waft ftoln away from Fairy Land,

And in the fliape oiCcrln^ fate all day

,

Playing on pipes of Corn, and verfing love

To amorous Phllllda. Why art thou here

Come from the fartheft fteep of India ?

But that forfooth the bouncMi» Amaz^on

Your buskin'd Miftreflc, and your Warriour love
,

To Thefetu muft be Wedded, and you come,

To give their bed joy and profperity.

Ob. How canft thou thus for fliani'e,T)'f/r«/<»,

Glance at my credit, with Hippolka}

Knowing I know thy love to Thefeut >

Didft thou not lead him through the glimmering night

From Peregenia, whom he raviflied ?

And make him with fair Eagles break his faith

With Ariadne, and Antlofa ?

Qm. Thefc are the forgeries of jealoufie.

And never fince the middle Summers fpring

Met we on hill, in dale, forrcft, or mead,

By paved fountain, or by rufliie brook.

Or in the beached margent of thefea,

To dance our ringlets to the whiftling wind.

But with thy brawles thou haft difturo'd our fport.

Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain.

As in revenge, have fucK'd up from the fea

Contagious fogges : Which failing in the Land.

Hath every petty River made fo proud.

That they have over-born their Continents.

The Oxe hath therefore ftrctch'd his yoak in vain.

The Ploughmanloft hisfweat, and the green Corn

Hath rotted, ere his youth attain d a beard •

The fold ftands empty in the drowned field.

And Crows are fatted with the murrion flock,

The
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Pbc n)ne mensmorriJ is fild up with mud.

And thequeintMarcain the wanton green,

For lack of crcad arc undiftinguKhablc.

The humane mortals wan: their winter here,

No njoht is now with hymn or caroll bleft ;

Therefore the Moon (the governefs of flouds)

Pale in her anger, wafhcs alt the air

;

That Rhcumttick difcafcs do abound.

And thorough this diftemperatuie , we fee,

The feafons alter ; hoary-hcadcd foifts

Fall in the frerti lap of the crimfon. Rofe,

And on old Hj/ems chin and Icic crown.

An odorous Chaplet of (wect Summer buds

Is as in mockry fet. The fpring, the Summer,

Thechildmg Autumn, angry Winter change

Their wonted Liveries, arid the amazed world,

By their incrcafe, now knovus not which is which

:

And this fame progeny of evills comes

From our debate, from our drffeniion.

We arc their parents and originall.

O^. Do you amend it then, it lies in you.

Why (hould Tit'ama crofs her Oberon >

I do but beg a little changeling boy.

To be my Henchman.

Qh. Set your heart at reft.

The Fairy lanc| buyesnot the cluld ofme.

His mother was a Votrefs ofmy Order,

And in the fpiced Indian air, by night

Full often fhc hath goffipt by my fide,

And fat with me on Neftuxes yellow fands,

Marking th*embarkcd traders of the floud,

When we laught to fee the fails conceive.

And grow big bellied with the wanton winde :

Which Qie with pretty and with fwimming gate,

Following ( her womb then rich with my young fquire)

Would imitate, and fail upon the Land,
To fetch me trifles and return again,

As from a voyage, rich with merchandize.

Butllie being mortallofthat boy did dye.

And for her fake I do rear up her boy.

And for her fake I will not part with hira.

Oh. How long within this wood intend you flay f

Qm. Perchance till after Tbefeus wedding day.

If you will patiently dance in our Round,
And fee our Moon-light revels, go with us ;

If not, fhunme and Iwillfpare your haunts.

Ob. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee.

Qm. Not for thy Fairy Kingdome. Fairies away

:

Wc fhall chide down right, if I longer ftay. Exeunt.

Ob. Well, go thy way : thou fhalt not from this grove,

Till I torment thee for this injury.

My gentle /'«f^come hither ; thou remembreft
Since I fat upon a promontory.

And heard a Mcar-maid on a Dolphins back.

Uttering fuch dulcet and harmonious breath.

That the rude fea grew civill at her fong.

And certain ftars ftiot madly from their Shpears,

To hear the Sea-maids mufick.

Ph. I remember.

Ob. That very time I fay (but thou could'ft not)

Flyinp between the cold Moon and the eaith,

CnpUiW arm'd ; a certain aim he took

At a fair Veftall, throned by the Weft,
And loos'd his love-ftuft fmartly from his bow.
As it fliould pierce a hundred thoufand hearts,

But I might fee yowg^CufUs ficiy flufc

Quench in the cha/t bcamsof the watry Moon
And the imperiall Votrefs paffcd on,

In maiden meditation, fancy-free.

Yet mSTk'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell.

It fell upon a little weftem flower r

Before, milk-white : now purple with loves wound.
And maidens all it. Love in idlenefs.

Fetch me that flower ; the herb I fliew'd thee once,

Thejuycc of it, on flceping eye-lidj laid.

Will mak a man or woman madly doat

Upon the next live creature that it fees.

Fetch me this herb, and be tlwu here again,

Ere the Ltvuithan can fwim a league.

Ph. rie put a girdle about the eanh in forty minute*.

Exit.

Ob. Having once this juyce,

I'le watch Titaniay when fhe is a flcep,

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes

:

The next thing when fhe waking looks upon,

(Be it on L^on, bear, or Wolfe, or Bull,

On mcdling Monkey, or on bufie Ape)
She (hall purfuc it, with the foul of love.

And ere I take this charm off from hci fight,

(As 1 can takci: with another herb)

rie make her render up her Page to mc.

But who comes here ? 1 am invifible.

And I will over-hear their conference.

Enttr DtmetrtHty Htltna fallowing hitt,

Dem. I love thee nor, therefore purfue me not,

Where is Lifantler, and fair Hermia >

The one I'c ftay, the other ftayeth me.

Thou told'ftmc they were ttoln into this wood ;

And here am I, and wood within this wood,

Bccaufe I cannot meet my Hermi a.

Hence get the gone, and follow me no more.

Hel. You draw me, you hard-heaned Adamant,

But yet you draw not Iron, for my heart

Is true as fteel. Leave your power to draw.

And I fhall have no power to follow you.

'Dem. Do I entice you ? do I fpeak you fair .»

Or rather do I not in plaineft truth,

Tell you I do not, nor I cannot love you ?

Hel. And even for that do I love thee the more

;

I am your fpaniell, and DemetritUy

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you*

Ufe me but as your fpaniell ; fpurn me, ftrikc me«

Negleft me, loicme; oncly give me leave

(Unworthy as I am) to follow you.

What worfer place can I beg in your love,

( And yet a place of high icfpci^ with me)

Then to be ufed as you do your dog ?

Dem. Tempt not too much the hatted ofmy fpint,

For I am fick when I do look on thee.

Hel. And I am fick when I look not on you.

Dem. You do impeach your modcfty too much,

To leave the City, and commit your fell

Into the hands of one that loves you not.

To truft the opportunity of night.

And the ill counfellofa defert place.

With the rich worth of your virginity.

Hel. Your virtue is my pnvilcdge: for that

It is not night when I do fee your face.

Therefore I think I am not in the night,

Nor doth this wooti lack worlds of company,

N ;
^"
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For you in my rcfpcft arc all the world.

Then how can i; be faid I am alone.

When all che world is here to look on mc ?

Dem. I'lc run from thee, and hide me in the"brakes,

And leave thee to the mercy of wllde beafts.

Hel. The wildeft bath not fuch a heart as you
;

Run when you will, the ftory (hall be chang'd :

yifolio flies, and Daphne holds the chafe

;

The Dovcpurfues the Griffin, the mildc Hinde

Makes fpeed to catch the Tygcr, Bootlefs fpecd.

When cowaidifc purfues,and valour flies.

Dem. I will not ftay thy tjueftions,Iet me go

;

Or if thou follow me, do not believe.

But I (liall do thee mifcbief in the wood,

Hel. T, in the Temple, in the Town, and Field.

You do mc niifchief. Fye Demetriwj

Your wrongs do feta fcandall on my fex

:

We cannot fight for loVc, as men may do

;

We Qiould be vvoo'd, and were not made to wooe.

[ follow thee, and make a heaven of hell.

To die upon the hand I love fo well. Ejfit.

Ok Fare thee well Nymph, ere he do leave this grdye.

Thou {halt fly him, and he (hall feek thy love.

Ha(t thou the flower there ? Welcome wanderer.

Enter Puck..

Ph. I, there it is.

Ob. I pray thee give it me.

I know a bank where the wilde time blows,

Where the Oxflips and the nodding Violet grows,

Quite over-cannoped with lufcious woodbine,

With fwcet musk rofes, and with Edantine,

There flccps Titanla^ fometime of the night,

Lul'd in thefc flowers, with dances and delight

:

And there thc.fnakc throws her enammel'dskin,

Weed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in.

And with the juyccof this Tie ftrcak her eyes,

And make her full of hatefull fantalies.

Take thou fome of it, and feek through this grove

;

A fweet Athenian Lady is in love

With a difdainfull youth : annoint his eyes,

But do it when the next thing he cfpies.

May be the Lady. Thou (halt know the man,
By the t/fthetnan garments he hath on.

Efteft it with fome care, that he may prove

More fond on her, then (he upon her love

;

And look thou meet me, ere the firft Cock crow.

Pu. Fear not my Lord, yourfervant (hall do fo. Exit.

Enter Queen of Fa'tries^with her train.

Q». Come, now a Roundell, and a Fairy fong

:

Then for the third part of a minute hence.

Some to kill Kankers in the musk rofe buds.

Some war with Rercmifc, for their leathern wings.

To make my fmall Elves coats, and fome keep back

The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders

At our qucint fpirits : Sing me now afleep,

Then to your offices, and let me reft.

Fairies Sing.

Toufpotted Snakes with douhte tongue^

Thorny Hedgehoggs he notfeeUy
Nevfts and ilind ivormes do no rrrong^

Come not near our Fairy Queen.
Philomele with melcdie.

Sing tttj/our fweet Lullaby,

LuUay lulUy lullaby, lulU lulla, lullaby

Never harm, norjpell, nor charm.

Come our lovely Lady nye,

Segood night with Lullaby.

2. Fairy.

Weaving Spiders come not here.

Hence you long leg'i Spinners, hence .'

Beetles black^approach not near :

fVarme nor Snayle do no ojfence,

Philomele with melody, &c.
I . Fairy.

Henet away^ now all is well •

One aloofe,flaid Centinell.

Enter Oberoa.

Ob. What thou feeft when thou doft wake,

Db it for thy true love take:

Love and langui(hfor his fake.

Be it Ounce, or Cat, or Bear,

Pard, or Boar, with briftled hair,

In thy eye that (hall appear.

When thou wak'ft, it is thy dear,

Wake when fome vile thing is near.

Enter Lyfander and Hermia.

Lyf. Fair love, you faint with wandring in the woods;

And to fpeak troth, I have forgot our way :

We'll reft us Hermia, if you think it good,

And tarry for the comfort of the day.

Her. Be it fo Lyfander : finde you out a bed.

For I upon this bank will reft my head.

Lyf. One tutfe fliall ferve as pillow for us both.

One heart, one bed, two bofomes, and one troth.

Her. Nay good Lyfander^ior my fake,my dear,

Lie further o{Fyet,do not lie fo near.

Lyf. O take the fence fweet, of my innocence.

Love takes the meaning, in loves conference,

I mean that my heart unto yours is knit,

So that but one heart can you make of it.

Two bofomes interchanged with an oath,

So then two bofomes, and a (ingle troth.

Then by your (idc, no bed-room me deny.

For lying fo, Hermia, I do not lye.

Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily t

Now much bc(hrew my manners, and my pride.

If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander lied.

But gentle friend, for love and curtelic

Lie further off in humane modefty.

Such reparation, as may well be faid.

Becomes a vertuousbatchelor,and a maid.

So far be diftant, and. good night fweet friend:

rhy love ne'rc alter- till thy fweet life end.

Lyf. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, fay I,

And then end life , when I end loyalty

:

Here is my bed, flecp give thee all his reft.

Her. With half that wifh ,the wifhers eyes be preft.

enter Pnc^, TheyfUep.

Ph. Through the Forreft have I gone,

But Athenian finde I none,

'

On whofc eyes I might approve

This flowers force in ftirring love.

Night and filence: who is here ?

Weeds of t^tbens he doth wear

:

This is he (my matter faid)

Defpifed the t^thenian maid

:

And here the maiden fleeping found,

'On
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On the dank and durty ground.

Pretty foul, flie <iarft not lie

Near this lack-love, this kill-curtefie.

Churle upon the eyes 1 throw

All the power this charm doth owe

:

When thou wak'ft, let love forbid

Sleep his feat on thy cyc-lid.

So awake when I am gone :

For I muft now to Ohcren.

Enter 'Demttrlw ani Helena running.

Exit.

Hel. Say, though thou kill me, fweet liemetrlM.

T)e. I charge thee hence, and do not haunt mc thus.

Hel. O wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not fo.

2)f. Stay on thy perill, I alone will go.
_

Exit Demetrltu.

Hel, O I am out of breath, in this fond chace

,

The more my prayer, the Icflcr is my grace

,

Happy is Hermla , wherelocre flie lies

:

For mc hath bleffcd and attractive eyes.

How came her eyes fo bright ? Not with fait tears.

If fo, my eyes arc ofner waflit then hers.

No, no, I am as ugly as a Bear.

For beafls that meet me, runive away for fear,

Therefore no marvaile,though Demetrlm
Do, as a monfter, fly my prefencc thu?.

What wicked and diffembling olaffe of mine.

Made mc compare with Hermtas fphcry eyne ?

But who is here ? Lyfander on the ground :

Dead or afleep f I fee no bloud, no wound,
LyfAttder^ if yon live, good fir, awake.

Lyf. And run through fire I will for thy fwcct fake. .

Tranfparent Helena^ nature here (hews art.

That through thy bofome makes me fee thy heart,

Where Dtmetrlw ? oh how fit a word
Is that vile name, to pcrifii on my fword ?

Hel. Do not fay fo Lyfander^ fay not fo

:

What though he love your Hermla ? Lord,what though ?

Yet Hermia ftill loves you, then be content

,

Lyf. Content with Hermla ? No, I do repent

The tedious minutes I with her have fpent. ^

.

Not Hermlay but Helena now I love

:

Who will not change a Raven for a Dove ?

The will ofman is by his reafon fway'd :

And reafon faycs you are the worthier Maid.
Things growing are not ripe untill their fcafon

:

So I bcin| young, till now ripe not to reafon

,

And touching now the point of humane skill,

Reafon becomes the Marfliall to my will

,

And leads me to your eyes, where I orelook
Loves ftorics, written in Loves richeft book.

Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery bom? ?;

When at your h»nds did I deferve this fcorn ? -T

Ift not enough, ift not enough, young man , •

That I did never, no nor never can ,

Deferve a fweet look from Demetrlm eye,

But you muft flout my infufficiency ?

Good troth you do mc wrong (good footh you do)
In fuch difdainfuU manner, me to wooe.
But fare you well : perforce I muft confeffc,

I thought you Lord of more true gentlencffc.

Oh, that a Lady of one man refus'd

,

Should of another therefore be abus'd. £.v/V.

Ltf. She fees not Hermla flecp thou there,

Anc[ never maSft thou come Lyfander near:

For as a furfeit of the fweetcft thine »

The deepeft loathing to a ftomach brings

:

Or as the hercfics that men do leave

,

Are hated moft of thofe that did deceive :

So thou,my furfeit, aivd my hercfie,

Ofall be hated: but the moft ofme 1

And all my powers addreffc your love and might.
To honour Helen^ and to be her Knight. Exit.

Htr. Help mc Lyfandery help mc, do thy bcft.

To pluck this crawling fcrpent from my breft.

Aye me, for pitty, what a dream was here ?

Lyfander look, how I do quake with fear

:

Me-thought a ferpent eat my heart away,
And yet fate fmiling at his ctucll prey.

Lyfander
J
what remo v'd ? Lyfander^ Lord

,

What out of hearing, gone ? No found, no word ?

Alack where arc you ? fpeak and if you hear :

Speak ofall loves : I fwound almoft with fear.

No, then I well perceive you arc not nyc ,

Either death or you lie find immediately. Exit.

A9us Tertius,

Enter the Clewnet.

Bot. Arc we allmet ?

Qnln. Par, pat, and here's a marvailous convenient

place for our rehearfall. This green plot (hall be our

ftagc, this hautbom brake our tyring houfc , and we will

do it in aftion, as we will do it before the Duke.

Bet. Peter Quince ? .

Peter. What faift thou, bully Btttome ;

Bot. There are things in this Comedy oiPlramm and

Thlsby^ that will never pleafe. Firft,P/r4w«; muft draw

a fword to kill himfelf .• which the Ladies cannot abide.

How anfwer you that ?
"

SnoHt. Berlaken, a parlous fear.

Star. I believe we muft leave the killing out, when all

is done.

Bot. Not a whit , I have a device to make all well.

Write me a Prologue , and let the Prologue fcem to (ay,

we will do no harm without fvvords , and that Pjramus

is notkiU'd indeed .• and for the more better atortnce,

cell them, that I Pyramtts am not Pjramtis , but Bnttme

the Weaver ; this will put them out of fear.

QuIh. Well, we will have fuch a Prologue , and it

rhaUbe written in eight and fix. \

Bot. No, make it two more , let it be written in eight

and eight.

SnoMt. Will not the Ladies be afcar'd ofthe Lion f

Star. I fear it, I promife you.

Bot. Maiftersjvou ought to confidcr with your felves,

to bringin ( God fliield us ) a Lion among Ladies, is a

moft dreadful thing. For there is not a more fearful wild

fowlc then your Lyon living : and we ought to look

to it.

Snout.

a Lion.

Bet. Nay, you muft name his name, and half his f»ce

muft be fcen through the Lions neck, and he himfelf

muft fpeak through . faying thus, or to thcCuneOefcA:

Ladies , or fair Ladies, I would wiih you , or I would

rcqucft

Therefore another Prologue muft tell he Is not
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requeft you, or I would entreat you , not to fear ,
not to

tremble .- my life for yours. If you think I come hither

as a Lion, it were pitty of my life. No , I am no fuch

'

thin?, I am a man as other men arc ; and there indeed

let him name his name , and tell him plainly he is Sntsg

the Joiner.

Quince. Well, it fhall be fo ; bit there is two hard

things, that is, to bring the Moon-lioht into a cham-

ber : for you know, Pjramm and Thisbj meet by Moon-

light.

Snug. Doth the Moon-lhine that night we play our

Play f

Bot. A Calender, a Calender, look in the Almanack,

find- out Moon-fhine, find out Moon-ftiine,

Enttr Puckj

Qtuft. Yes, it doth (hine that night.

Bot. Why then may you leave a cafement of the great

chamber window (where we play ) open, and the Moon
may (hinc in at the cafement.

Q». I, or elfe one muft come in with a bufli of thorns

and a lanthorn, and fay he comes to disfigure, or to pre-

fcnt thepeifon of Moon-fhine. Then there is another

thing , we muft have a wall in the great Chamber ; for

Piramtu and Tb'tsi>ji ( faycs che ftory ) did talk through

rhc chink of a wall.

Snug. You can never bring in a wall. What fay you

Bottame >

Bot. Some man or other muft prcfent wall , and let

him have fome Plafter , or fome Lome , or fomc rouoh-

caft about him , to fignific wall ; or let him hold his fin-

gers thus t and through that cranny , (hall Pyramtity and

Thlsby whifper,

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, fit down

every mothers Con , and rehearfe your parts. Pjrctmtu^

you Degin ; when you have fpoken your fpcech , enter

into that Brake , and fo every one according to his cue.

Enter Robin.

Rob. What hempen home-fpuns ha«e we fwaggerin:

here,

So near the Cradle of rhe Fairy Qneen .>

What, a Play toward .? He be an auditor .•

An A(£tor too perhaps, if I fee caufe.

Qit. Speak P/rrfwwa : TAii^ji ftand forth.

Pir, Thlsby^ the flowers of odious favors fweet.

Quin. Odours, odours.

Pir. Odours favors fweet.

So hath thy breath, my deareft Thlsby dear.

But hark, a voice : ftay thou but here a while

,

And by and by I will to thee appear. Ex*f P'r.

Puck^. A ftranger Pyramuiy then ere plaid here.

Thifb. Muft I fpeak now >

Pet. I marry muft you. For you muft underftand he

goes but to fee a noife that he heard , and is to come a-

gain.
_

Ths. Moft radiant Plramus^ moft Lilly white of hue.

Of colour like the red rofe on triumphant Dryer,

Moft brisky Juvcnall, and eke moft lovely Jew,
As true as trueft horfe, that yet would never tire,

lie meet thee Piramtu, at Ninnies tomb.
Pet. Ninsts tomb, man : why , you muft not fpeak

that yet ; chat you anfwer to Piramus : you fpeak all

your part at once, cues and all. Piramus enter , your cue

ispaft; it is never tire.

Thlsb. O , as true as trueft horfe , that yet would ne-

ver tire :

Pir. If I were fair, Thisbj I were onely thine.

Pet. O monftrous. O ftrange. We are hanted
; pray

mafters, flie mafters, help.

Tht Ciervns all Exemt.
Phc^. He follow you. He lead you about a Round,

Through bogge , through bn(h , through brake , through
Sometime a horfe He be, fomctimcs a hound : (bryer

,

A hogge,a headleffe Bear, (ometimea fire.

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and rore, and burne.

Like horfe, hound, hog. Bear, fire, at every turn. Exit.

Enttr Piramut v'ltb the A^e head.

Bot. Why do they nin away > This is 3 knavery of

them to make me afeard. Enter Sueut.

Sn. O Botttme^ thou art chang'd } What do I fee on

thee?

Bot. What do you fee ? Youfeean Affe-head ofyour

own, do you ?

Enter Peter Qjtince.

Pet. Bleffe thee Botteme^ blefle diee ; thou art tranf-

latcd. Exit.

Bot. I fee their knavery : this is to make an affccfme,

to fright me if they could ; but I will not ttirre from

this place , do what they can. I will walk up and down
here, and will fing that they (hall here 1 am not afraid

The Woofcll cock, fo black of hew.

With Orengc-tawny bill.

The Throftle, with nis note fo true.

The Wren and little quill.

Tlta. What Angell wakes me from my flowry bed ?

Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow , and the Lark,

The plainfong Cuckow gray ;

Whofe note full many a man doth mark.

And dares not anfwer, nay.

For indeed,who would fct his wit to fofooIi(h a bird?

Who would give a bird the lye, though he cry Cuckow,

never fo ?

Tita. I pray thee gentle mortall, (ing again

,

Mine ear is much enamored of thy note

;

On che firft view to fay, to fwear I love thee.

So is mine eye enthrj^lcd to chy ftiapc.

And chy fair vertues force (perforce) doch move me.

Bot. Me-chinks maiftrefle ,
you (hould have little rea-

fon for that ; and yet to fay the truth , reafon and love

keep little company together, now-adayes. The more the

pity , that fome honcft neighbours will not make them

friends. Nay, I can gleek upon occafion.

Tjta. Thou art as wife as thou art beautifull.

Bet. Not fo neither : but if I had wit enough to get

out of this wood , I have enough to ferve mine own
cum.

Tyta. Out of this wood , do not defire to go.

Thou (hair remain here, whether thou wilt or no.

I am a fpirit ofno common rate

:

The Summer ftill doth tend upon my ftatc.

And I do love thee ; therefore goc with me

,

He give thee Fairies to attend on thee

;

And they ftiall fetch thee Jewels from the dtt^ ,

And fing, while thou on prefled flowers doth (leep ;

And I will purge thy mortal groffeneffe fo.

That chow (halt like an airy fpirit go.

Enter Peafe-blof^ome , Cobweb^ Moth , Mvflari-

feed.^ and fonr Fairies.

Fair. Ready ; and I, and I, and I, Where (hall we go?

Tit. Be.
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Ttta. Be kind and courteous to tbis Gcntlanan.

Hop in his walks, andgambolc in his eyes

,

Feed him with Apricocks, and Dewberries,

With pui-plc Grapes, green Figs, and Mulberries,

The honie-bags ftealfrom the humble Bees,

And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighcs.

And light them at the fiery-GJow-wormescyes,

To have my love to bed, and toarifc

:

And pluck the wings from painted Butterflies

,

To fan "the Moon-beames from his flecping eyes.

Nod to him Elves, and doc him courtefies.

i.Fai. Hail mortall, hail.

z.Fa't. Hail.

?, Tal. Hail.

Bot. I cry your worfiiips mercy heartily , I befcech

your worfhips name.

Cob, Cobweb.

Bot.. Tfhail dcfirc you of more acquaintance, good

Mafter Cobrveb :if I cut my finger,! fliall make bold with

you.

Your name honcft Gentleman ?

Peaf. Peafe.bloJfom,

Bot. I pray you commend me to Miftrcffe Squafh^

your Mother, and to Maftcr P^<«/V<'(/ your Father. Good

Matter Peafe-blefomyKhiW defirc ot you more acquain-

tance too. Your name I befcech you fir ?

Mnf. MuFiard-feei

.

Bot. Good MiRcv Muflard-feed ; I know your pati-

ence well : that fame cowardly gyant-likc Oxe-becf liath

devoured many a Gentleman of your houfe. I promife

you, your kincued hath made my eyes water ere now. I

dcfire your more acquaintance, good Matter Mnjiard-

feed.

Tita. Come v?ait upon him, lead him to my bower.

The Moon me thinks, looks with a watry eye,

And when (lie weeps, weep every little flower.

Lamenting fomc enforced chattity.

Tyc up my Lovers tongue, bring him filently. Exit,

Enter King ^f Fairies^ folus.

Ob. I wonder 'liTltanta be awak't

:

Then what it was that next came in her eye,

Which (he mutt dote on, in extremity.

Enter Puckj
Here comes my mcflenger : how now mad fpirit.

What night-rule now about this haunted Grove ?
Puck^. My Miftreffc with a monftcr is in love,

Near to her dofe and confecrated bower.
While (Tie was in her du/1 and fleeping hourc,
A ctewof patchc?, rude Mechanicals,
That work for bread upon t/ithenlan ttalJs,

Were met together to rchearfe a Play,

Intended for great Thefeut nuptiall day :

The fhalloweft thick-skin of that barren fort,

Who PjrAmm prefented, in their fporc

,

Forfook his Scene, and cntred in a brake.
When I did him at this advantage uke.
An AfTcsnple I fixed on his head.
Anon his Thnble mutt be anfwered

,
And forth my Mimmick comes : when they him fpie , ,

As wild-Gcefe, that the creeping Fowler eye.
Or rufl'ed-patcd choughs, many in fort

(Rifino and cawing at the Guns rcpoit)
Sever thcmfelves,and madly fweep theskyc

:

So at his fight, away his fellows flie,

And at our ftamp, here o're and o'rc one falb
;

He murthcr cries, and help from tAthtns calls.

Their fenfe thus weak, Icil with their feats thus ftrong,
Made fenfelcffc things begin to doe them wrong.
For briars and thorns at their apparcll fnatch.

Some flceves, fome hats, from yicldcrs all things catch,
I led them on in tbis diftraftcd fear.

And left fwcct Pyramns tranflatcd there :

When in that moment (fo it came to paffe)

Tltania wak't , and ftraight way lov'd an Aflc.

Ob. This falls out better then I could devife :

But hatt thou yet tatcht the t/fthenlnHt eyes,

With the love juyce as I did bid thee doc ?

%Sk- I took him flecping (that is finiflit too)

And the Athtnlan'VJomzn by his fide.

That when he wak't, of force (he muft be ey'd.

Enter Demetrliu and Hermla.

Ob. Stand ciofe, this is the fame Athenldn.

Rob. This is the woman, but not this the man,
Dem. O vv'hy rebuke you him that loves you fo ?

Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe.

Her. Now I but chide, but I (hould ufe thee worfc.

For thou (I fear) haft given me caufe to curfc.

Ifthou haft flain Lyfander in his Hcep.

Being o're ftioocs in blood, plunge in the deep, and kill

me too

:

The Sun was not fo true unto die day.

As he to me. Would he havettollenaway.

From fleeping Hermla? I'le believe as foon

This whole earth may be bord, and that the Moon
May through the Center creep, and fo difpleafe

Her brothers noon-tide, with th' Antlfadts,

It cannot be but thou haft murdred him,

So fliould a murtherer look, fo dead,fo grim.

"Dem. So (hould the murderer look, and To fhould I,

Pierft through the heart with your fteam cruelty :

Yet you the murderer looks at bright as clear,

•As yonder Ventu in her glimmering fpheare.

Her. What's this to my Lyfander ? where is he ?

Ah good Demetrlusy wilt thou give him me ?

Dem. Ide rather give his carkalTe to my hounds.

Her. Out dogjout cur, thou driv'ft me paft the bounds

Of maidens patience. Hatt thou flain him then >

Henceforth be never numbred among men.

Oh, once tell true, and even for my fake,

Durft thou a lookt upon him, being awake ?

And hatt thou kill'd him fleeping ? O brave tutch:

Could not a worm, an Adder doc fo much f

An Adder did it : for with doubler tongue

Then thine (thou fcrpcnt) never Adder ftung,

Dem. You fpcnd your pattion on a mifpris'd mood

,

lam not guilty oiLjfAnders blood

:

Nor is he dead for ought that I can tell.

Her. I pray thee tell me then that he is well.

Dem. And if I could, what fliould I get therefore.'

Her. A priviledgc, never to fee mc more

;

And from thy hated prefcncc part I : fee mc no more

Whether he be dead or no, Extt.

Dem. There is no following her in this fierce rein.

Here therefore for a while I will remain.

So forrows htavinefl'e doth heavier grow

For debt that bankrout flip dothforrov« ov»e,

Which now in fome flight meafure it will pay»
If
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Jii for his tender here I make fome flay. Lie down,

', Ob. What haft thou done ? Thou haft miftaken quite

And laid the love juyce on fome true-loves fight

:

Of thy mifprifion, muft perforce enfue

Some true love turn'd, and not afajfc turn'd true.

%ob. Then fate. o're-ruIes,that one man holding troth,

A million fail, confounding oath on oath.

Ob. About the woo(jf, go fwifter then the wind,

And Helena of AtheHS look thou find.

All fancy-fick fhe is, and pale of ehecr.

With fighsof love, that cofts the frefti bloud dear.

By fome illufion fee thou bring her here,

i'le charm his eyes againft (he doth appear,

"B^b. I go, I go, look how I go,

Swiftet then arrow from the Tartars bow. Exit.

Ob. Flower of this purple die.

Hit with Cupids archery.

Sink in apple of his eye

,

When his love he doth efpy,

Let her fhmeas glorioufly

As the l^enus oftheskie.

When thou wak'ft if (he be by

Beg of her for remedy.

Enter Puckj

Pnck,. Captain of our Fairy band,

Helena is here at hand.

And the youth, miftook by me,

Pleading for a Lovers fee.

Shall we rhcir fond Pageant fee ?

Lord, what fools thcfe mortalls be .'

Ob. Stand afide : the noyfe they make,

Will caufe Demetrlffs to awake.

Puck^. Thci\ will two at once wooe one.

That muft needs be fport alone

:

And thofe things doe beft plcafe me

,

That befall prepofteroufly.

Snter Lyfander ani Helena.

Lyf. Why fhould you think that I ftiould wooe in

Scorn and defifion never comes in tcarcs

:

(fcorn ?

Look when I vow I weep, and vowes fo born

,

In their nativity all truth appears.

How can thefe things in me feem fcorn to you .?

Bearing the badge of faith to prove them true.

Hel. You doe advance your cunning more and morc>
When truth kills truth, O dcvililh holy fray /

Thefe vowes are Hermiaes. Will you give her o'rc ?

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh.
Your vowes to her and me, (put in two fcales)

Will even weigh, and both as light as talcs.

Lyf. I had no judgement, when to her I fwore.
Hel. Nor none in my mind, now you give her o're.

Ljf:Demetrius loves her , and he loves not you. Avra,

Dem. O i?f/f»,godde{rc, nymph, perfeft, divine.
To what ? my love, Uiall I compare thine eyne,
Chriftall is muddy, O how ripe in ftiow.

Thy lips, thofe killing cherries, tempting grow /

That pure congealed white, high Taurm fnow,
Fann'd with the Eaftcrn wind, turns to a Crow,
When thou hold'ft up thy hand. O let me kiffe

This Princefle of pure white, this feal of blilTe.

Hel. O fpigbt .' O hell 1 1 fee you are all bent
To fet againft mc, for your merriment

:

If you were civil, and knew courtefie.

You would not doe mc thus much injury.

Can you not hate me, as I know you doe

,

But you muft joyn in fouls to mock me too ? "

If you arc men, as men you are in (ihow.

You would not ufc a gentle Lady fo .?

To vow, and fwear, and fuperpraife my parts.

When I am fure you hate me with your hearts.

You both are Rivals, and love Hermia,
And now both Rivals, to mock Helena.
A trim exploit, a manly enterprizc.

To conjure tearesup in a poor maids eyes.

With your derifion ; none of noble fort.

Would fo offend a Virgin, and extort

A poor fouls patience, all to make you fport.

Lyf, You arc unkind Demetrim ; be not fo,

For you love Hermia ; this youknow I know

;

And here with all good will, with all my heart,

In Hermiaes love I yield you up my part

;

And yours of Helena^ to mc bequeath.

Whom I doe love, and will doe to my death.

Hel. Never did mockers wafte more idle breath.

Dem. Lyfandery keep thy Hermia^ I will none :

If e're I lov'd her, all that love is gone.

My heart to her, but as gucft-wife fojoum'd.

And now to Helen it is home return'd.

There to remain.

Lyf. It is not fo.

Dem. Difparage not the faith thou doft not know.
Left to thy pcrill thou abide it dear.

Look where thyLove comes, yonder is thy dear.

Enter Hermia.

Her. Dark night,that from the eye his funftion takes

The car more quick ofapprehenfion makes,

Wherein it doth impair the feeing fcnfe

,

It pays the hearing double rccompence.

Thou art not by mine eye, Lyfander found.

Mine ear (I thank it) brooghtme to that found.

But why unkindly didft thou leave me fo ? (to go ?

Lyfan. Why ftiould heftay whom Love doth prefle

Her, What love could prefle Lyfander from my fide ?

Lyf, Lyfanders love (that would not let him bide)

Fair Helena^ who moreengilds the night.

Then all yon fiery oes, and eyes of light.

Why feek'tt thou me ? Could not this make thee know,
The hate I bare thee, made me leave thee fo ?

Her. You fpcak not as you think ; it cannot be.

Hel, Loe, ftie is one of this confederacy.

Now I perceive they have conjoyn'd all three >

Tofafhion this falfe fport infpight of me.

Injurious Hermia^ moft ungratefull maid.

Have you confpir'd, have you with thefe contriv'd

To bait me, with this foul derifion .'

Is all the counfcll that we two have fhar'd,

The fifters vowes, the houres that we have fpent.

When we have chid the hafty footed time.

For parting us; 0,and is all forgot?

All fchool-dayes friendlhip, child-hoods innocence .?

VJt^Hermiay like two Artificiall gods,

Have with our needles, created both one flower.

Both on one fampler, fitting on one culhion ;

Both warbling of one fong, both in one key

;

As if our hands, our fides, voyces,and minds

Had been incorporate. So we grew together

,

Like to a double cherry, feeming parted,

But a union in partition.

Two

t
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Two lovely berries molded on one ftcm,

So with two fecming bodies, but one heart,

Two of the firft life, coats m Heraldry,

Due but to one, and crowned with one creft.
'

And will you rent our ancient love afunder.

To joyn with men in fcorning your poor friend ?

It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly.

Our fcx as well as I may chide you for it.

Though I alone doc feel the injury.

Her. I art amazed at your paffionatc words

,

I fcorn you not ; it feems that you fcom mc.

Hel. Have you not fct Ljfdnder, as in fcorn

To follow mc, and praife my eyes and face?

And made your other love, Demetriut

(Who even but now did fpurn me with his foot)

To call me goddeffc, nymph, divine, and rare.

Precious, celeftiall ? Wherefore fpeaks he this

To her he hates t And wherefore doth LjfAiidtr

Deny your love (fo rich viiithin his foul)

And tender me (torfooth) afFedion,

But by your fetting on, by your confent?

What though I be not fo in grace as you.

So hung upon with love, fo fortunate f

(But niiferablc moft, to love unlov'd)

This you (liould pity rather thendefpifc.

Her. I underftand not what you mean by this.

Hel. I, doe, perffivcr, counterfeit fad looks,

Make mouthes upon mc when I turn my back.

Wink each at other, hold the fweet jcft up

:

Thisfport well carried, ftiall be chronicled.

Ifyou have any pitty,grace, or manners.

You would not mike me fuch an argument

:

But fare ye well, 'tis partly mineoWn fault.

Which death or abfence (oon (hall remedy.

Lj/f. Stay gentle Helena^ hear my excufe,

My love, my foul, fair Helena,

Hel. O excellent
.'

Her. Sweet, doc not fcom her fo.

Dem. If fhc cannot entreat, 1 can compelJ,

Ljf. Thou canft compell no more then fhc entreat.

Thy threats have no more ftrength dicn hcr weak praift.

Helen, I love thee, by my life I doe

;

I fwear by that whicn I will lofe for thee.

To prove hira falfc that fayes I love ihec not.

Dem. I fay, 1 love thee more then he can doe.

Lyf. If thou fay fo, withdraw and prove it too.

Dem. Qtiick, come.

Her. LyfAtiier, whereto tends all this ?

Ljf. Away, you Ethiofe.

Dem. No, no. Sir, fccm to break loofc ;

Take on as you would follow.

But yet come not : you are a tame man, go.

Lyf. Hang off thou cat, thou but ; vile thing let loofc.

Or I will rtiakc thee from melike.afcrpent.

Her. Why arc you grown fo rutie ?

What change is this,fwect'Love ?

Lyf. Thy love ? out tawny Tatt/I^, out

;

Out loathed medicine ; O hated poyfon hence.

Her. Doc you not jcft ?

Hel. Yes footii, and fo doe you.

Lyf. Dentetrl$u,l will keep my word with thee.

Dem. I would I had your bond : for I perceive

A weak Bond holds you ; I'lc not truft your word.

Z,;^. What, fhould 1 hurt her, ftrikc her, kill her dead ?

Although I hate her, I'lc not harm her fo.

Her. What, can you doc megreajcr harm then hate?

Hate me, wherefore .' O mc, what ncwes my Love f
Am not I Hermia ? are not you Lyftuder J
I am as fair now,as I was ere while.

Since night you lov'd mc ; yet fince night you left mc.
Why then you left mc (Q the Gods forbid)

Inearncft, (Tialllfay ?

Lyf. I, by my life;

And never did cicfirc to fee thee more.

Therefore be out of hope, of qucO ion, of doubt,

Be ceruin, nothing truer : 'tis no jcft.

That I doe hate thee, and love Helen*.

Her. O me, you jugler, you cankcr-blolTomc,

You thief of love ; wfut hare you come by night.

And ftoln my lores heart from nim?
Hel. Fine ifaith

:

Have you no modefty, no maiden fhame^

No touch of badifulnefle ? What will you tear

Impatient anfwers from my gentle tongue )

Fie, fie, you counterfeit, you puppet, you.

Her. Puppet ? why fo ? I, that way goes the game.

Now I perceive that me hath made compare

Between our ftature$,flie hath urg'd hcr height.

And with her perfonage, hcr tall pcrfonage.

Her height (forfooth) fhehath prevail'd with him.

And arc you grown fo high in hisefteem,

Bccaufe I am fo dwarfilh, and fo low ?

How low am I, thou painted May-pole > S peak.

How low am I ? I am not yet fo low

,

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes,

Hel. I pray you though you mock me, gentlemen

,

Let her not hurt me, I was never curft

:

I have no gift at all in flirewiflincflTe ;

I am a right maid for my cowardizc ;

Let her not ftrikc me : you perhaps may think,

Bccaufe ftie is fomething lovrcr inen my fclf

,

Tliat I can match her.

Her, Lower ? hark again.

Hel: Good Hermia, doc not be fo bitter with mc,

I evermore did love you Hermia,

Did ever keep your counfells, ncrer wronged you,

Save that in love unto Demetriut,

I told him of your ftealth unto this Wood.
He followed you, for love I followed hira.

But he hath chid mc hence, and thrcatned mc
To ftrikc me, fpurn me, nay, to kill mc too

;

And now, fo you will let me quiet goi,

To tAthens will I bear my folly ^ck,

And follow you no funhcr. Let me go.

You fee how /implc, and hovr fond I am.

,

Her. Why get you gone : who is't that hinders you ?

Hel. A foolifh heart, that I leave here behind.

Her. What, with Lyfatder ?

Hel. With Demetritu.

Lyf. Be notafiaid,ftie ftiall not Harm tfite W//r*».

Dem. Norir,ftieftiall not, thoi^h you take her pan.

Hel. O, when (he's angry, ftic is keen and ftuewd,

She was a vixen when ftie went to fchoolc.

And though ftie be but little ftie is fierce.

Her. Little again ? nothing but low and littfc?

Why will you fuffer hcr to flout mc thttf ?

Let me come to her.

Lyf. Get you gone yoadwarff.

You »»/«/'ww,of hindringknot-graffe made,

You Bead, you Acorn.

Dem. YouarecooofHcious,

In hcr behalf that fcoms your ferricej.
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Lee her alone, fpeak not of Helena^

Take not her part. For if thou doft intend

Never fo little fhew of love to her,

Thou (ball abide rt.

Ljf. Now (he holds .rrc not.

Now follow if thou dai'ft, to try whofe right,

Of thine or mine is mo(l \w Helena.

Dem, Follow ? Nay, I'ic oo with thee cheek by jovvle.

Exit LyfanAer and 'Demetriiu.

Htr. You Miitris, all this coyl is long of you.

Nay, go not back.

Hel. I will not cruft you I,

Nor longer fliay iii yourcurft compahy.

Your hands then mine are quicker for a fray,

My kgs arc longer though to run away.
,
Exeunt.

Enter Oheron and Packj

Ob. This is thy negligence, (till thou miflak'ft.

Or elfe commi«'(l thy knaveries willingly,

Ttekj Believe me, King of fliadows, I miftook.

Did not you tell mc, I fliould know the man,

By the Athenian garments he hath on ?

And fo far blamelelfe proves my enterprize.

That I have nointcd an tAthenlan's eyes,

And fo far am I glad, it fo did fort.

As this their jangling I eflecm a fport.

Ob. Thou feeft thcfe Lovers feek a place to fight,

Hie therefore %obiny overcaft the night,

The ftarry Welkin covet thou anon.

With drooping fogge as black as Acherop.,

And lead thefe tcfty Rivals fo aftray,

As one come not within anothers way.

Like to Ljifanier^ fometime frame thy tongue,

Then (tirre Demttrim up with bitter wrong ;

And fometime rail thou like Demetrius ;

And from each other look thou lead them thus.

Till o*re their browes, death-counterfeiting flecp

With leaden legs, and Battie-wings doth creep

;

(Then au(h this hearbeimo Ljfanders eye,

Whofe liquor hath this virtuous property,

To take from thence all errour, with his might,

And make his eye-balls rowl with wonted (ighc

When they next waAc, all this dcrifion

Shall fetma dream, and fruitlelTe vi(ion.

And back to Athens (Kail the Lovers wend
With league, whofe date till death (hall neva end.

Whiles I in this affaire doe thee imply
,

rie to my Queen, and beg her Indian Boy ;

And then I will her charmed eye relcafc

From monftcrs view, and all things (hall be peace.

Puckj My Fairy Lord, tbismuft be done with halte,

For nights-(wift Dragonscut the Clouds full &ft,

And yonder (hines i/€uroras harbinger ;

At whofe approch Ghofts wandring here and there.

Troop home to Church-yards ; damned fpirits all

,

That in croffc-wayes and floods have butiall,

Already to their wormy beds are gone.

For fear lea(t day (hould look their (hames upon.

They wilfully exile themfelvcs from light.

And muft for aye confort with black-brov»d night.

Ob. But we are fpirits of another fort

:

I with the morning love have oft made fpon.
And like a Forreftcr, the groves may tread.

Even till the Eaftern gate all fiery red.

Opening on NeptunCy with fair ble{red beames.

Turns into yellow goid, his (ialt green ftreames.

But notwirhftandino ha(te, make no delay :

We may cfFcft this bufinelTe, yet ere day.

Puck^ Up and down, up and down, I will lead them
up and down : I am fear'd in field and town. Gahlln lead
them up and down : here comes one.

Enter Lyfatider

Lyf. Where art thou, proud Demetrliu ?

Speak thou now.
i Rob. Here villain, drawn and ready. Where art thou?

Lyf. I will be with thee ftraight.

'Kzb. Follow mc then to plainer ground.
Snter Demetrim.

T)em. Lyfander, fpeak again
;

Thou runaway, rhou coward, art thou fled ?

Speak in fomc bu(h r Where doft thou hide thy head ?

Rob. Thou coward, art thou beggin" to the ftars

Telling the bu(hes that thou look'ft for Wars
And wilt not come ? Come recreant, come thou child

rie whip thee with a rod. He is defil'd -

That drawes a fword on thee.

Dem. Yea, art thou there >

7?^.Followmy voyce,wec'J try no manhood here,£.«-*V.

Lyf. He goes before me, and ftill dares me on,
When I come where he calls me, then he's gone.
The villain is much lighter heel'd then I

:

I followed faff, but faftcr he did flye
; fhiftlng places.

That fain am I in dark uneven way,
And here will reft me. Come thou gentle day : lie down.
For if but once thou (hew mc thy gray light.

Tie find Demetrius.,znA revenge this fpight.

Enter %obln and Demetrius.

Rob. Ho, ho, ho, coward, why com ft thou not .'

Dem. Abide me, if thou dar'(l. For well I wot.

Thou runn'ft before me, (hifting every place.

And dar'ft not (bnd, nor look me in the face.

Where art thou ?

Rob. Come hither, I am here.

Dent. Nay then thou mock'ft me ; thou (halt buy this

If ever I thy face by day-light fee. (dear,

Now go thy way : faintnefic conftraineth me.
To meafure out my length on this cold bed.

By dayes approach look to be vificcd.

Enter Helena,

Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night.

Abate thy houres, (hine comforts from the Eaft,

That I may back to Athens by day-light.

From thefe that ray poor company detcft.

And (]eep that fometimcs (huts up forrows eye.

Steal mca while from mine own company. Sleep.

Rob. Yet but three ? Come one more,

Two of both kindcs make up four.

Here (he conies, curft and fad,

Cupid is a knavilh lad.

Thus to make poor females mad.

Enter Herm'ia.

Sfr. Never fo weary, never fo in vToe,

Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briars,

I can no funher crawl, no further go J

My legs can keep no pace with my dcfircs.

Here will 1 reft me till the break of day.

Heavens (hield Lyfander, if they mean a fray.

Rob. On the ground Qeep found,

rie apply your eye, gentle lover, remedy.

When thou wak'ft, thou rak'ft

True delight in the fight of thy former Ladies eye,

And

I
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And the Countrey Proverb known

,

Thatevcry man (nould take his own ,

tn your waking fhall be fhown.

jack, ftiall have J///,
naught rtiall go ill

,

The man Hiall have his Mare again, and all (hall be well.

They (Itefttll the t/iB.

dAUus Quartus.

Enter Queen of FAtries y and Clown y and FaineSyand

(he King tchind them.

T'ltn. Comr, fit thee down upon this flowiy bc«^

While I thy arniable checks do coy,

Andftick musk rofes in thy fleck fmooth head,

And kifs thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.

Clorv. Where's Peafe Blojfome ?

Peafe. Ready.

po. Scratch my head, Peafe.Blo^ome.'WhzK's Moun-

fieur Colirveb.

^ob. Ready.

Cto. MounficurCs^wf^jgoodMounfieurget your wea-

pons in your hand , and kill me a red hipt humble-Bcc

on the top of a thiftle; and good Mounficur bring me

the hony bag. Doc not fret your felf too much in the

aclion, Mounficur ; and good Mounficur have a care the

hony bag break not, I would be loth to have you over-

flown with a hony-bag fignior. Where's Mounficur

Muftnrdfeed?

Muf. Ready

, Clo. Give me your newfe, Mounficur Afujlard,

Pray you leave your curtefie good Mounfieur.

Afuf. What's your will?

C/a. Nothing good Mounfieur , but to help Cavalero

Ctf^wf^ to fcratch. I muft to the Barbers Mounfieur, for

me thinks I am marvellous hairy about the face. And I

am fuch a tender affc, if my hair do but tickle me, I muft

fcratch.

Tlta. What, wilt thoo hear fome miifick , my fweet

love ?

Ch. I have a reafonable good ear in mufick. Let us

have the tonges and the bones.

MKjick.TongSy Rfirall Mufickj

Tlta. Or fay fweet Love, what thou defireft to eat.

Clo. Trudy a peck of Provender ; I would munch

your good diy Oats. Me thinks I have a great defire

to a bottle of hay : good hay , fweet hay hath no fel-

low..

Tita. I have a venturous Fairy,

That (hall feck the Squirrels hoard,

And fetch thee new Nuts.

Clo, I had rather have a handfull or two of dried peafe.

But I pray you let none of your people ftir me , I have

an expofition of deep come upon me.

Tlta. Sleep thou , and I will winde thee in my arms,

Fairies be gone, and be alwayes away.
So doth the woodbine, the fweet Honifuckle,

Gently emwift ; the female Ivy fo

Enrings the barky fingers of the Elmc,

howl lov« thee ! how I dole on thee?

Enter Robin GoodfetloWy and Obertn.

Ob. Welcome good Robin •

Seefl thou thisfweerfieht ?

Her dotage now 1 do begin to pitty.

For meeting her of late behind the wood,

Seeking fweet favors for this hatefull foolc,

1 did upbraid hcr,and fall out with her.

For flic his haiiy temples then had rounded.

With coronet of frefli and fragrant flowers.

And that fame dew which fometimc on the buds,

Was wont to fwell like round and orient pearls

;

Stood now within the pretty flouriets eyes.

Like tears that did their own difgrace bewaiJe.

When I had at my pleafure taunted her,

And (he in milde tcarms beg'd my patience,

I then did ask of her , her changeling childe.

Which ftraight (he gave me, and her Fairy fent

To bear him to my Bower in Fairy Land.

And now I have the Boy, 1 will undoc

This hatefull imperfeftionofher eyes,

And gentle Puck^y take this transformed fcaipe,

From off the head of this Athenian fwam ;

That he awaking when the other doc.

May all to Aihem back again repair.

And think no more of this nights accidents,

But as the fierce vexation of a dream.

But firft I will releafc the Fairy Queen.

Be thou AS thourvafl wont to be;

See Of thou y*aTl wont to fee.

Dians bud, or Ci/pids floivery

Hathfuchforce and bUJftd power.

Now my Tltanla wake you my fweet Queen.

Tita. My Oberon , what vifions ha vc I feen !

Mc-thought I was enamoured of an AlTe.

Ob. There lyes your love.

Tita. How came thcfe things to pafs ?

Oh how mine eyes doe loath this yifage now !

Ob. Silence a while. Robin take off his head

:

Titaniay mufick call, and ftrike more dead

Then common fleep ; of all thcfe find the fenfe.

Tlta. Mufick, ho mufick, fuch as charmcth fleep.

MufckfitH.
Rob. When thou awak'fi , with thine own fools eyes

peep. (nw

Ob. Sound mufick ; come my Queen, take hand with

And rock the ground whereon thefe flcepers be.

Now thou and I are new in amity.

And will to morrow midnight, folcmnly

Dance in Duke Thefettt houfe triumphantly,

And blcfs it to all fair poiierity.

There fhall thefe paircs of faithfull Lovers be

Wedded, with ThefetUy all in jollity.

Rob. Fair King attend, and mark .

1 doc hear the morning Laik

Ob. Then my Queen in filencefad.

Trip wc after the nights (hade ;

We the Globe can compafs foon,

Swifter then the wandrir\g Moon.
Tlta. Come my Lord, and in our flight.

Tell me how it came this night,

That I flecping here was found,

Sletftrs lleftii.

O With
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With ihefe morwls on the ground. Sxennt.

IVinde Horns.

Enter Thefew, Eg'tftt, fTippolita and all his train.

The/. Go one of you, finde ou: the Forreftcr,

For now our obfervation is pcrform'd ;

And fmcc vmc have chc vaward of the day,

My Lovcfhall hear the mufick of my hounds.

Uncouple in the VVcfttm valley, let them go

;

Difpatch 1 fay, and finde the Forreftcr.

We will fair Queen, up to the Mountains top,

And mark the muficall confufton

Of hounds and eccho in conjun6lion.

Hip. I was with Hervules and Cadmm once,

When in a wood of Greet they bayed the Bear

With \\oMnd%oi Sparta ; never did I hear

Such gallant chiding. For befidcs the groTCS,

The skies, the fountains, every region near,

Seem'd all one mutuall cry. I never heard

So muficall a difcord, fuch fweet thunder.

Thef. My hounds arc bred out oi^tSpartan kind,

So flew'd, fo fanded, and their heads are hung

With cais that fwecp away the morning dew.

Crook-kneed, and dcw-lapt, like Theffalian Buls,

Slow in purfuit, but match'd in mouth like bels,

Each under each. A cry more tuneable

Was never hollawed to, norchcer'd with horn,

In Crett^ in Sparta, nor in Thefalj ;

Judge when you hear. Butfoft, whatnimphs are thefc ?

Egit. My Lord, this is my daughter here adcep,

And this Ljifander, this Demetrius is.

This Helena, old Nedars Helena,

I wonder of this being here togcrher,

Thef. No doubt they rofeup early, to obfervc

The right ofMay ; and hearing our intent.

Came here in grace of our folemnity.

But fpcak Egtus, is not this the day

That Hermia fliould give anfwer of her choice ?

Ega. It is my Lord.

Thef. Goc bid the huntf-men wake them with their

horns.

Horns and they vfakj.

Shout within, they allfiart up.

Thef. Good morrow friends : Saint f^alentine is part,

Begin thefe wood-birds but to couple now >

Ljf, Pardon my Lord.

Thef. I pray you alt ftand up,

I ktiow you two are Rivill enemies.

How comes thus gentle concord in the world,

That hatred is fo far from jcaloufie.

To fleep by hate, and fear no enmity,

Lyf. My Lord, I rtiali reply amazedly,

Half fleep, half waking. But as yet, Ifwear,

I cannot truly fay how I came here.

But as I think (for truly would I fpcak)

And now I do bethmk me, fo it is

;

I came with Hermia hither. Our intent

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be

Without the perill of the Athenian Law.

£/<. Enough, enough, my Lord : you ha,vc enough

;

I beg the Law, the Law, upon his head :

They would have ftoln away, they would "DemetritUy

Thereby to have defeated you and me

:

You of your wife, and me of my confent

;

Of my confent, that fhc (hould be your wife,

Dem. My Lord, fair Helen told me of their ftcalth,

Of this their purpofc hither, to this wood,

And 1 in fury hither followed them
;

Fair Helena, in fancy followed me.

But my good Lord, 1 wot not by what power,

(But by fomc power it is) my love

To Hermia (melted as the fnow)

Seems to me now as the remembrance ofan idle gaudc.

Which in my childhood I did doat upon :

And all the faith, the vertueofmy heart,

The objeft and the pleafurc of mine eye,

Is onely Helena. To her, my Lord,

Was I betroth'd, ere I fee Hermia,

But like a ficknefle did I loath this food

:

'

But as in health, come to my natural! tafte,

Now do I wifli it, love it, long for it,

And will for evermore be true to it.

Thef. Fair Lovers, you arc fortunately met

;

Of this difcourfc we fhall hear more anon.

Egaut, I will over-bear your will

;

For in the Ternple, by and by With us,

Thefe couples uiall eternally be knit.

And for the morning now is fomething worn,

Our purpos'd hunting (Tiall be fct afide.

Away, with us to Athens ; three and three.

We'll holda feaft in great folemnity.

Come Hlppolita. Exit Dtekj and Lords

Dem. Thefe things feem fmall and undiftinguifhable,

Like far off mountains turned into Clouds.

Her. Me-thinks I fee thefe things with parted eye,

When every thing feems double.

Hel. So me-thinks

:

And I have found Demetrius, like a jewell,

Mine own, and not mine own.

Dem. It feems to me,

That we fleep, we dream. Do not you think.

The Duke was here, and bid us follow him ?

Her. Yea, and my Father.

Hel. And Hippolita.

Ljf. And he bid us follow to the Temple.

Dem. Why then we are awake ; lets follow him, and

by the way lee us recount our dreams.

Bottome fVakes. Exit Lovers.

Ch, When my cue comes, call me, and I will anfwer.

My next is, moft fair Piremtts, Hey ho , Peter Quince ?

Flute the Bellowcs-mcnder ? Snout the Tinker ? Starv-

ling ? Gods my life ! Stoln hence, and left me afleep : I

have had a moft rare vifion. I had a dream
,
pafi the wit

of man, to fay, what dream it was. Man is but an Affe,

if he goe about to expound this dream. Me-thought I

was , there is no man can tell what. Me-thought I was,

and me-thought I had. But man is but a patch'd foole,

if he will offer to fayjWhat me-thought I had. The eye of

man hath not heard, the car ofmanhathnot feen, mans

hand is not able to taftc, his tongue to conceive , nor his

heart to report, what my dream was. I will get Peter

Quince to write a ballet of thisdrcam , it fhall be called

Bottomes Dream, becaufe it hath no bottome ; and I will

fing it in the latter end of a play, before the Duke. Per-

adventure, to make it the more gracious , I fhall fing it

at her death. Exit.

Enter Qnince, Tlute^Thishfy SnoHt^andStarvling.

Qui. Have you fent to Bottemes houfc ? Is he come

home yet ?

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is tranf-

ported.

Thif If
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Thisb. Ifbecomenoc, then the play is mar'd. It goes

forward, doch it?
•

i ^
Quln . It is not po/Tiblc : you have not a man m all >f

-

thens. able to difcharge Piramuj but he.

This. No , he hath fimply the bed wit of any handy-

craft man in Athens.

Quln. Yea, and the bcft perfon too , and he is a very

Paramour, for a fwcet voice.

This. You muft fay , Paragon. A Paramour is (God

blcfTc u$) a thing of naught.

Enter Snug the Joiner.

Snug. Mafters , the Duke is coming from the Tern-

pie, and there is two or three Lords and Ladies more

married. If our fpott had gone forward, wc had all been

made men.

This. O fwect bully Bottomt : thus hath he loft fix-

pence a day, during his life ; he could not have fcapcd ffx-
i

pence a day. And the Duke had not given him fixpence

a day for playing Piramus, lie be hang'd. He would have

dcferved it. Sixpence a day in Pirarftits, or nothing.

Enter Bottome.

Bot. Where arc thefe Lads ? Where are thcfe hearts i"

Qnin. Botteme, O moft couragious day ! O moft hap-

py hour

!

Bot. Mafters, I am co difcourfe wonders; but ask me

not what, for if I tell you, I am no true tyithenian. I

will tell you every thing as it fell out.

J2«»». Let us hear, fweet Bottome.

Bot. Not a word of me : all that I will tell you, is, that

the Duke hath dined. Get your apparell together, good

ftnngs to your beards, new ribbands to your pumps, meet

prefcntly at the Palace , every man look ore his Part

:

for the ftioit and the long is , our Play is preferred : In

any cafe let Thisby have clean linnen : and let not him

chat playes the Lion, pare his nailcs , for they ftiall hang

out for the Lion's claws. And moft dear Ad^ors , eat no

Onions, nor G a rlick ; for we arc to utter fweet breath,

and I do not doubt to hear them fay , it is a fwect Come-
dy. No more words.- away, goc away.

ExtUHt.

ABm Quintus*

Enter Thefetu^ Hlfpoiitu^ ^g'**f ""^ his Lords.

Hip. 'Tis ftrange ray Thefeus^thn thcfe lovers fpcak of

The/. More ftrange then true. 1 never may believe

Thefe antick fables, nor thefe Fairy toyes

,

Lovers and mad men, have fuch feething braines,

Such ftiaping phantafics, that apprehend more

Then coolc veafon ever comprehends.

The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet,

Arc of imagination all compad.
One fees more devils then vaft hell can hold ;

That is the mad-man. The Lover, all as frantick ,

Sees Helens beauty in a brow of Sg^pt.

The Poets eye in a fine frenzy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven.

And as imagination bodies forth the forms of things

Unknown : the Poets pen turns them to fhapes,

And gives to aire nothing, a ball habitation

,

And a name. Such tricks hath ftrong imagination.

That if K would but apprehend fome joy.

It comprehends fome bringcrof that joy.

Or in the night, imagining fome fear

How eafie is a bufli fuppos'd a Bear?

Hip. But all the ftory of the night told over

,

And all their minds ttansfigur'd fo together

,

More witnefleth than fancies images

,

And grows to fomething of great conftancy ;

But bowfoever, ftrange, and admirable.

Entir Lovers^ Ljf/inder , TJemetrita, Hermiay

and Helena.

Thef. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth .•

Joy, gentle friends, joy, and frcfti dayes of Love

Accompany your hearts.

Ljf. More then to us ,

Wait in your royal walks, your boord, you bed.

Thef. Come now , what masks, what dances (hall we
have.

To wear away this long age of three houres

:

Between our after fuppcr, and bed-time ?

Where is our ufual manager of mirth ?

What Revels are in hand ? Is there no play

,

To eafc the angui(h of a torturing hour ?

Call Egtm.
Egaus. Here mighty Thefens.

Thef. Say , what abridgement have you for this c-

vening ?

What mask > What mufick ? How ftial! we beguile

The lazy time, if not with fome delight ?

Eg. There is a brief how many fports are rife :

Make choice of which your Highnefle will fee firft.

Ly[, The battcll wjih the Centaurs to be fung

By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harp.

Thef. We'll none of that. That have I told my love

In glory of my kinfman Hercules.

Lyf. The not of (he tip(ie Bachauats ,

Tearing the Thiafian fingci in their rage ?

Thef. That is an old device, and it was plaid

When I from Thihes came laft a Conqueror

,

Lyf. The thrice three Mufes , mourning for the death

ofLcarnfng, late deceaft inbcggcry,

Thef. That is fome Satyr keen and criticall,

Not fortmg with a nuptial ceremony.

Lyf. A tedious brief Scene of fonn^Piramm ,

And his love Thishy ; very tragicall miith,

Thef, Merry and tragical ? Tedious, and brief.' That

is, hot ico, and wondrous ftrange fnow. How ftiall we

find the concord of this difcord ?

Eg. A Play there is my Lord, fome ten words long,

Which is as brief, •^% I have known a Play {

But by ten words, my Lord, it is too long

;

Which makes it tedious. For in all the Play»

There is not one word apt, one Player fitted.

And tragicall my noble Lord it is:

For Piramtis therein doth kill himfelf.

Which when I fawrehcarft, I muftconfefTc,

Made mine eyes water: but more merry teats.

The palTion of loud laughter never ftied.

Thef. What arc they that do play it ?

Eg. Hard handed men, that woik in Athens here,

Which never labour'd in their minds till now

;

And now have toiled their unbreathcd memories

With this fame Play, againft your Nuptials

Thef. And we will hear it. ... i

o 2 ^PhL\
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Phil. No,my noble Lord, ic is not for you. I have heard

It ovei, and it is nothing, nothing in the world ;

Unlcflc you can find fport in their intents,

E«reamly ftretcht,and cond with cruell pain.

To doe you fervice. »

Thtf. I will hear that play. For never any thing,

Can be amifs, when fimplenefs and duty tender it.

Go bring them in, and take your places, Ladies.

Hif. 1 love not to fee wretchednefs o'rccharged

;

And duty in his fervice pcritliing.

Teef. Why gentle fweet, you fhallfeeno fuch thing.

Hif. Hefayes, they can do nothing in this kind.

Thef. The kinder we,to give them thanks for nothing:

Our fport Hiall be, to take what they miftake

;

And what poor duty cannot do, noble rcfpeft

Takes it in might, not merrit.

Where I have come, great Clcarks have purpofed

To greet me with premeditated welcomes;

Where I havcfcen them ftiiver and look pale,

Make periods in the midft of fentences,

Throttle their praftiz'd accent in their fears.

And in con dufion, dumbly have broke off.

Not paying me a welcome. Trufl me fweet,

Out of this filence yet, 1 pickt a welcome

:

And in themodcfty offearfull duty,

1 read as much , as from the ratling tongue

Of faucy and audacious eloquence.

Love therefore, and tong-tidc fimpUcity,

In leaft, fpeak moft,to my capacity.

Ega. So pieafe your Crace,thc Prologue is addreft.

X>«i^. Let him approach. Flor.Tram.

Enter Pretegue. Quince.

Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will.

That you fhould think, we come not to oftend,

But with good will. To fhewour fimple skill,

That is the tuic beginning of cur end.

Confider then, we come but in defpight.

We do not come as minding to content you,

Our true intent is. Ail for your delight,

We are not here. That you fhould here repent you

,

The A(ftors are at hand ; and by their (how.

You fhail know all, that you arc like to know.

Thrf. This fellow doth not ftand upon points,

£.//. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt: he

knows not the ftop. A good motall my Lord. It is not
enough to fpeak, but to fpeak true.

Hip. Indeed he hath plaid on bis Prologue, like a

child on the Recorder, a found , but not in government.

Thef. His fpeech was like a tangled chain : nothing
impaired, but alldifordered. Who is the ne«.>

Tawfer with a Trumpet beforethem.

Enter Pyramtu^ and Thishj^ fVall^Moorj-fhine^and Lyon.
Pro. Gentles, perchance you wonder at thisfhow.

But wonder on, till truth make all things plain.

This nun is Piramiti., if you would know;
This beauteous Lady, Thisby is certain.

This man with lyme and rough-caft, doth prefcnt

Wall, the vile wall, which did thcfe lovers funder

:

And through walls chink
( poor fouls ) they arc content

To whifper. At the which, let no man wonder.
This man wnthLanthorn, dog, and bufh of thorn,
Prcfcntcrh moon-fhine. For if you will know.
By moon-fliine did thefe Lovers think no fcom
To meet at Ninus toomb, there, there to wooe :

Thisgn'zly beaft /which Lyon hight by name)
The trufty Thishjfy coming nrft by night.

Did fcare away, or rather did afitright

:

And as flie fled, her mantle Hie did fall

;

Which Lyon vile with bloudy mouth did Ilaia.

Anon comes 'Pirawus.^ fweet youth and tall.

And finds his gentle TA/i^w Mantle flain ;

Whereat, with blade, with Moudy blameful! blade,

He bravely broach'd his boiling bloudy breaft.

And Thishj., tarrying in the Mulberry (hade.

His dagger drew, and died. For all the reft.

Let !-;«'«, Moo»-(hine.fVall^ and Lovers twain.

At large difcourfe, while here they do remain*

Exit all hut Wall.

Thtf. I wonder if the Lion be to fpeak,

Dem. No wonder, my Lord : one Lion may , when
nwny AfTcs doe.

Exit Lian^ Thiiby.^ and Moon-fhine.

Wall. In this fame interlude, it doth befall,

That I, one Snowt (by name) prefent a wall

:

And fuch a wall,as I would have you think.

That had in it a crannied hole or clunk

:

Through which the Lovers, Piramm and ThUby
Did whifper often, very fecretly.

This loam, this rough-calt and this (tone doth (hew.
That I am that fame Wall ; the tnith it fo.

And this the cranny is, right and finiller,

Through wnich the fcarfull Lovers are to whifper.

Thef. Would you dcfire Lime and Hair to fpeak bet-

ter ?

Dem. It is the wittieft partition that ever I heard di-

fcouTred,my Lord.

Thef. Piramm draws near the Wall, filence.

Ent^ Pyramtu,

Pyr. O grim look'd night, O night with hue fo black,

O night, which ever art, when day isnot

:

night, O night, alack, alack, alack,

1 fear my Thisbies promife is forgot.

And thou O wall, thou fweet and lovely wail.

That (lands between her fathers ground and mine.

Thou wall, O wall, O fweet and lovely wall.

Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyne.

Thanks curteous vwll. Jme (hield thee well for this.

But what fee I ? No Thisby do I fee.

O wicked wall, through whom 1 fee no blifs,

Curft be thy ftones for thus deceiving me.

Thef. The wall roe-thinks being ienfible , (hould curfe

again.

Pyr. No in truth (ir, he fhould nor. Deceiving raf.

Is Thisbies cue ; fhe is to enter, and I am to fpy

Her through the wall. You (hall fee it will fall

Etiter Thisbie.

Pat as I told you
; yonder (he comes.

Thif. O wall, full often haft thou heard my moans.

For parting my fair/'^r/r«;«/,andme.

My cherry lips have often kift thy ftones

;

Thy ftones with Lime and Hair knit up in thee.

Pyr. I hear a voyce ; now will I to the chink.

To fpy and I can fee my Thiibies face. Thifby ?

Thif. My love thou art, my Love I think.

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy Lovers grace.

And like Limander am I trufty ftill.

Thif. And like Helen till the Fates me kill.

Pyr. Not Shafalus to ProeruiyVas fo true,

Tbif. As Shafalfu to Procrusi I to you.

fyr.
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Plr O kifle mc through the hole of this vile wall.

Thlib. I kilTe the walls hole, not your lips at all.

Pir. Wiit thou at Ninnies tomb me« mc ftraight

way ? 11,
Thiih. Tide life, tide deaths I come without delay.

yyAll. Thus have I iV-»lh my part d'lfchargcd fo ;

And being done, thus ;r<i//away doth go. Exit Clotr.

Dui. Now 1$ the inorall down between the two

Neighbours.

Dem. No remedy my Lord, when Walls arc fo wilful,

to hear without warning.

Dut. This is the fillicft (luffe that ere ! heard.

Duk,. The beft in this kind are but ihadowes , and the

worn are no worfe if imagination amend themv

Dut. It muft be your imagination thcn,and not theirs.

Dui, If we imagine no woric of them then they of

themfelves , they may pafle for excellent men. Here

comes two noble hearts, in a Man and a Lion.

Enter Li9n , ani Moon-fhlnty

Von. You Ladies, you (whofe gentle hearts do fear

The finalleft monftrousmoufe that creeps on floore)

May now perchance, both quake and tremble here.

When Lion rough in wildcft rage doth roarc.

Then know that I, one Snug the Joiner am

A Lion fell, nor elfe no Lions damme

:

For iff fliould as Lion come in ftnfe

Into this place, 'twere pitty of my life.

Duk.. A very gtntle beafl, and of a good confcience.

Dem. The very bcft at a beaft,my Lord ,
that ere I faw,

Lif. This Lion is a very Fox for his valor.

Duk. True, and a Goofe for his difcrction.

Dem. Not fo my Lord : for his valour cannot carry

hisdifcretion, and the Fox carries the Goofe.

Duk.. His difcrction I am fure cannot carry his valor i

for the Goofe carries not the Fox. It is well t leave it to

hisdifcretion, and let us hearken to the Moon.

Maon. This Lanthorn doth the horned Moon pre-

fent.

Dem. He fhould have worn the homes on his head.

Duk, He is no crekent , and his homes are invifible,

within the circumference.

Moon. This laiuhorne doth the horned Moon prcfent

:

My felf, the man I'th Moon doth fcem to be.

Duk,. This is the grcatefl error of all the reft ; the man
fViould be put into the Lanthornc. How is it elfc the man

til Moon >

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle.

For you. fee, it is already in fnuffc.

Due I am weary of this Moon ; would he would

change.

Duk. It appears by his fmail light of difcrction , that

he is in the wane : but yet in courtefic, inallrcalon, we

muft ftay the time.

Ljif. Proceed Moon,
Moon. All that I have to fay , is to tell you , that the

Lanthornc is the Moon ; I, the man in the Moon ; this

thorn bufh, my thorn bufh ; and this dog, my dog.

Dim. Why all thefe fhould be in the Lanthornc : for

they are in the Moon. But filence, here comes Thisbj.

Enttr Thisbj.

Thif. This is old Ninnies tomb : where is my love?

LioM. Oh.
The Lion roareSy Thisbj/ runs off.

Dem Well roat'd Lion.

Duk, Well run r/j//^^.

Dut. Well flionc Moon.
Truly the Moon rtiincs with a good grace.

Dukj Well mouz'd Lion.

Dem. And then came Piramiu.

L/f. And fo the Lion vanifht.

Enter Pirgmtti.

Pir, Sweet Moon, I thank the for thy funny beam*,

I thank thee Moon, for fhining now fo bright

:

For by thy gracious, golden, glittering ftrcams

,

I truft to talk of trucft Thisbies fight.

But ftay : O fpight ! but mark, peer Knight

,

What dreadful dole is here?

Eyes doc you fee • How can it be I

O dainty Duck: ODcer

»

Thy mantle good ; what Daind with bloud 1

Approach you Furies fell

:

X) Fates • come, come : Cut thrcd and thrum,

Quaile, crufh, conclude, and quell.

Dnkj This paflTion, and the death of a dear fnend,

Would goe near to make a man look fad.

Dm. Befhrcw my heart, but I pity the man.

Pir. O wherefore Nature, did'ft thou Lion* frame }

Since Lion vild hath here dcflour'd my Deer :

Which is : no, no, which was the faireft Dame
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik"d, that look'd with cheer.

Come tears, confound : Out fwoTd,and wound
The pap of Piramm

:

I, that left pap, where heart doth hop?

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus.

Nowam I dead, now am I fled, my foul is in the sky,

Tongue lofe thy light, Moon take thy flight

,

Now, die, die, die, die, die.

Dem. No die, but an ace for him: for he is bur one.

Ljf. Leffe then an ace man. For he is dead , he is no-

thing.

Dnk. With the help of a Surgeon, he might yet reeo-

ver ,and prove an AfTe.

Dut. How chance the Moon-fhinc is gone before ?

Thisbj comes back, and finds her Lover.

Enter Thisbj.

Duk, She will find him by ftarre-light.

Here fhc comes, and her pafTion ends the play.

Dut. Methinks llic fhould not ufe a long one forfuch

a Piramm : I hope flic will be brief.

Dem. A Moth will turn the ballance, which Piramm,
which Thisby is the better. (^Vf*-

Ljf. She hath fpied him already , with thofe fweet

"Dem. And thus (he means, videlicet.

Thisb. Adecpmy Love ? What, dead my Dove ?

O PtrAmm arife

:

Speak, fpcak. Quite dumb ? Dead, dead .' A tomb
Muft cover my fweet eyes.

Thefe Lilly Lips, this cherry nofe

,

Thefe yellow CowQip checks

Arc gone, arc gone : Lovers make mone:
His eyes were green as Leeks.

O fiftcrs tliree, come come to me.

With hands as pale as Milk,

Lay them in gore, fince you have fbore

With fhecrcs, this thrcd of filk.

Tongue not a word : Come trufty fword ;

Come blade ; my breft imbrue

:

O ?
And
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hwA farewell friends, iVniThlshy ends;
j

Adieu, adieu, adieu.

Duk, Moon-(hine and Lion arclefc lo bury the dead.

!

Dtm. I, and Wall too.

Bot. No, I affure you , the wall is down , that parted

their Fathers. Will it plcafe you to fee the Epilogue, or

to hear a Bergomask dance, between two of our coni-

pany ?

Duk.. No Epilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs

no cxcijfe. Never excufe ; for. when the Players ate all

dead, there need rtone to be blamed. Marry , if he that

wiit It had plaid Piramtftj and hung himfelf in 7 hishet

garter , it- would have been a fine Tragedy : and fo it is

cruely, and very notably difcharg'd. But come, your

Burgomask ; let your Epilogue alone.

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve.

Loveis to bed, 'tis almoft Fairy time.

I fear we fhall out-fleep the comtning raom,

As much as we this night have ovcr-watcht.

This palpable groffe play hath well beguil'd

The heavy gate of night. Sweet friends to bed.

A fortnight hold we this folemnity»

In nightly Revels ; and new joUity. Exeunt.

Enter Pnck^.

Puek^. Now the hungry Lions roars

,

And the Wolf beholds the Moon

:

Whilefl the heavy ploughman fnores.

All with weary task fore-done.

Now the wafled brands do glow

,

Whil'fl the fcritch-owle, fcritching loud.

Puts the wretch that lies in woe,

In remembrance of a (hrowd.

Now it is the time of night,

That the graves, all gaping wide,

Every one lets forth his fpright

,

In the Church-way paths to glide.

And we Fairies, that do run,

By the triple Hecates team

,

From the prefence ofthe Sun

,

Following darkneffe like a dream ,

Now are frolick ; not a Moufc

Shall difturb this hallowed houfe,

I am fent with broom before,

To fweep the dull behind the door,

E»ter King and. Queen ofFairiet with their tritln.

Oh. Through the houfe give glimmering light,

By the dead and drowfie fire,

Every Elfc and fairy fpright ,

Hop as light as bird from brier

,

And this Ditty after me, fing and dance it tiippingly.

Tlta. Firft rchearfe this fong by roate

,

To each word a warbling note.

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace,

Will wc fing and bleffe this place.

The Song.

Ts^ow antUl the breaks of day ,

Through this houfe each Fairy firay^

To the beft Bride-bed, vplllwe
,

ivhlch by us fhall blefSed be
;

^nd the if^ue there create
,

Ever fhall be fortunate

:

So /hall all the couplet three
,

Ever true in loving be :

u4nd the blots In Natures hand :

Shall not In their ljjuefla»d ,

Never mole^ harelip^ nor fcarre.

Nor mark^prodiglous,fuch oi are

Defplfed In Nativity
,

Shall upon their children be.

ivlth this field dew confecrate
,

Every Fairy take hi^ gate.

And each feveral shamber blejfe
,

Through this Pallace with feeet peace
,

Ever (hall in fafety refi ,

uind the owner of it hlefi.

Trip away, makj no Hay
;

Meet me all by break, "f day.

Robin. Ifwefliadows have offended,

Think but (this and all is mended)
That you have but flumbred here.

While thefc vifions did appear .

And this weak and idle theam ,

No more yielding but a dream,

Gentles, do not reprehend.

Ifyou pardon, we will mend.

And As I am honeft Puck^ ,

Ifwe have unearned luck
,

Now to fcape the Serpents tongue,

We will make amends ere long

:

Elfe the Puck^a lyar call.

So good night unto you ail.

Give me yourhands, if wcbe friends.

And "Kobln fhall reftore amends.

FINIS.
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The Merchant of Venice.

d^&us "Primus,

Enter t/fnth»>iio. Solarino, ani Salanio.

j4nth.

L

N footh I know not why I am fo fad,

Ic wearies me : you fay it wearies you ;

But how I caught it,found it,ovcame by it,

W hat ftuff 'tis made oftwhereof it js bom,

I am to learn : and fuch a Want-wit fadnefs makes of me,

That I have much adoe to know my felf.

Sal. Your mind is toding on the Ocean,

There where your Argofies with portly fail

Like Signiorsand rich Burgers onthefloud.

Or as It were the Pageants of the fea,

Do over-peer the petty Traffickers

That curtfie to them, do them reverence,

As they flye by them with their woven wings.

Sola. Behcve me fir, had I fuch venture forth,

The better part of my affeiflions would

Be with my hopes abroad. I fliould beftill

Plucking thegrafs to know where fits the winde.

Peering m Maps for ports, and peers, and rodcs:

And every object that might mike me fear

Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt

Would make me fad.

Sal. My wind cooling my broth.

Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought

What harm a winde too great might do at fea.

I fliould not fee the fandy hour-glafs run.

But I fhould think of fliallows, and of flats,

And fee my wealthy a/ZWrrw docks infand,

Vailing her high top lower then her ribs

To kifs her biiriall ; fliould I go to Church
And fee the holy edifice of ftone,

And not bethink me ftraight of dangerous rocks,

Which toiichmg but my gentle Vcflels fide

Would fcattcr all her fpiccs on the ftream,

Enrobe the roring waters with my filks.

And in a word, but even now worth this.

And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought
To think on this, and Hiall I lack the thought

1 hat fuch a thing bcchanc'd would make me fad .?

But tell not me, I know Authonio
Is fad to think upon his merchandize.

Anth. Behcve me no, I thank my fortune for it.

My ventures are not in one bottome trufted,

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole cftate

Upon the fortune of this prefent year

:

Therefore my merchandize makes mc not [ad :

Sola. Why then you are in love.

ylnth. Fie, fie.

Sola. Not in love neither .' then let us fay you arc fad

Becaufe you are not merry ; and 'twere as eafic

For you to laugh and leap, and fay you arc merty

Becaufe you arc not fad. Now by two-headed J'^rwr,

Nature hath fram'd rtrange fellows in her time :

Some that will evermore peep tbrough their eyes.

And laugh like Parrats at a bag-pipcr.

And other of fuch vincger afpcft,

That they'll not fhew their teeth in way of fmile,

Though Niflor fwcar the jeft be laughable.

Enter Baffamo, Lorenfo^ ani CrjtUno,

Sola. Here comes Bafanit^

Your moft noble Kinfman,

Cratiuno, and Lorenfo. Fare ye well,

Wc leave you now with better company.

Sala. I would have ftaid till I had made you merry,

Ifworthier friends had not prevented me,

Anth. Your worth is very dear m my regard.

I take it your own bufinefs calls on you.

And you embrace th'occafion to depart.

Sat. Good morrow my good Lords. (when '

Bajf, Good figniors both , when fball we laugh ? fay.

You grow exceeding ftrange : muft it be fo .?

Sal. We'll make our Icifurcs to attend on yours.

Exeunt Salarino^ and Sotanio.

Lord. My Lord Bjjfaniofince you ha ve found Afithauit

We two will leave you, but at dinner time

I pray you have in minde where wc muft meet,

B^, I will not fail you.

^rat. You look not well Signior Anthonlo^

You have too much rcfpefl upon the world :

They loofe it that do buy it with much care.

Believe me you are mar vclloufly chang'd.

Anth. I hold the world but as the world, CratUot,

A ftagc, where every man muft play a part.

And mine a fad one.

Grati. Let me play the fool.

With mirth and laughter : let old wrincl«s come.

And let my Liver rather heat with wine.

Then my heat cool with mortifying groans.

Why fhould a man whofc bloud is warm within.

Sit like his Grandfue, cut in Alablafter f

Sleep when he wakes f and creep into the Jtundies.

8y
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By being pccvifh } I rcll thee ^huAntkomCy

I Jove thee, and it is my love that fpcaljs :

Thetc arc a loi t of men, whofe vifagcs

Do cream and mantle like a ftanding pond,

And do a wiilfuU ftilncfs entertain,

With purpofc to be dreft in an opinion

Of wifdome, gravity, profound conceit.

As whoHioLild fay,l am fir an Oracle,

And when I ope my lips, let no dog bark.

my Anthonio, I do know of thefe

That therefore onely are reputed wife,

For faying nothing ; when I am very fure

If they (houldfpcak, would almoft damme thofe ears

Which hearing them would call their brothers fools

:

I'lc tell thee more of this another time.

But fifh not with this mclancholly bait

For this fool Gudgion, this opinion

:

Come good Lorcnz^o^ fare yee well a while,

I'lc end my exhortation after dinner.

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner time.

1 muft be one of thefe fame dumb wife men.

For Grat'iano never let's me fpeak.

(jrtt. Well, keep me company but two years mo,

Thou {halt not know the found of thine own tongue.

Anth. Fare you well, I'le grow a talker for this gear.

Gra. Thanks ifaith , for filencc is onely commendable

In a neats tongue dri'd, and a maid not vendible Exit.

Anth. It is that any thing now.

Baff. ^ratiano fpeaks an infinite deal of nothing,more

then any man in all Venice, his reafons are two grains

of wheat hid in two buThells of chaff : you fhall feck all

day ere you finde them , and when you have them, they

are not worth the fcarch.

Anth. Well : tell me now, what Lady is the fame

To whom you fwore a fecret Pilgrimage

That you to day promis'd to tell me of ?

BaJJ . 'Tis not unknown to you Antbomo
How much I have difabled mine eftatc,

By fomething fhcwing a more fwelling port

Then my faint means would grant continuance r

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd

From fuch a noble rate, but my chief care

Is to come fairly off from the great debts

Wherein my time fomething too prodigal!

Hith left me gag'd : to you Anthonlo

I ow the moft in money, and in love.

And from your love I have a warranty

To unburthen all my plots and purpofes.

How to get dear of all the debts I owe,

Anth, I pray you good Bajfanlo let meknow it.

And if it rtands as you your felf ftill doe,

Within the eye of honor, be affur'd

My purfe, my perfon, my extreameft means
Lye all unlock'd to your occafions,

Bdjf. In my fchoolc dayes , when I had loft one fhafr,

I (hot his fellow of thefelf fame flight

The fclf fame way, with more advifed watch

To finde the other forth, and by adventuring both,

I oft found both. I urge this child-hood proofe,

Becaufc what follows is pure innocence.

I owyou much, and like a willfull youth,

That which I owe is loft: but if youpleafe

To (hoot another arrow that felf way
Which you did ftioot the firft, I do not doubt,

As I will watch the aim : Or to finde both,

Or bring your latter hazard back again.

And thankfully reft dcbter for the fiift.

Anth. You know me well, and herein fpend but time
To wind about my love with circumftance

And out of doubt you do tome more wrong
In friaking queftion of my uttcrmoft,

Than if you had made wafte of all I have :

Then do but fay to me what ftlould I do
That in your knowledge may by me be done,
And I am preft unto it : therefore fpeak.

Baff. In Belmont is a Lady richly left.

And Ihe is fair, and fairer then that word.
Of wondrous venues : fometimes from her eyes,

I did receive fair fpeechlefs meffages :

Her name is Tenia, nothing undervalu'd
To Cate'i daughter, Bruttu Portia -.

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth.
For the four wind es blow in from every coaft
Renowned futors, and her funny locks

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece.

Which makes her feat of Btlmont Cholchas ftrond,
And many Jafoms come in queft of her.

Omy Anthomo, had I but the means
To hold a rivall place with one of them,
I have a minde prefages me fuch thrift,

That I fhould queftionlefs be fortunate.

Anth. Thou know'ft that all my fortunes are at fea

Neither have I mony, nor commodity
To raife a prcfent fum, therefore go forth

Try what my credit can in Vtnice doe,

That fhall be rack'd even to the uttermoft.

To furnilh thee to Btlmont to fair Portia.

Go prefently enquire, and fo will I

Where money is,and I no queftion make
To have it of my truft, or for my fake. Exeunt.

Enter T>ortia with her waiting vjoman Nerljfa.

Porti. By my troth, Ntrijfa, my little body is weary
of this great world.

Ner. You would be, fweet Madam , if your miferies

were in the fame abundance as your good fortunes are :

and yet for ought I fee , they are as fick that furfet with

too much, as they that ftarvc with nothing ; it is no fmall

happinefs therefore to be feated in the mean , fupcrflui-

ty comes fooner by white hairs, but competency lives

longer.

For. Good fentences,and well pronounc'd.

Ner. They would be better if well followed.

For. If to do were as eafie as to know what were good
to do , Chappels had been Churches , and poor mens
cottages Princes Pallaces : it is a good Divine that fol-

lowes his own inftru(5tions ; I can eaficr teach twenty

what were good to be done , then be one of the twenty

to follow mine own teaching: the brain may devifelawes

for the bloud , but a hot temper leaps o*rc a cold decree,

fuch a hare is Madneffe the youth, to skip o'rc the mcft-ies

of good counfell the Cripple ; but this reafon is not in

faftiion to choofe mc a husband : O me , the word

choofe , I may neither choofe whom I would , nor refufe

whom I diftikc , fo is the will of a living daughter curb'd

by thee will of a dead father : is it not hard Nerifa, ihzt

I cannot choofe one, nor refufe none?

Ner. Your father was ever vertuous , and holy hien

at their death have good infpirations, therefore the lot-

tery that he hath devifcd in thefe three chefts of Gold,

Silver , and Lead , whereof who choofes his meaning,

choofes
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choofcs you , will no doubt never be chofen by any ughc-

ly, but one who you fliall rightly love : but what warmth

is there in your afFcftion towarcfs any of thefe Princely

futets that are already come ?

For. I pray thee over-name them, and as thou namcft

them, I will defcribe them , and according corny defcri-

pcion, Icvcll at my affection.

Ner. Fiid there is the Neapolitaji Prince,

Tor. I that's a colt indeed , for he doth oothiitg but

calk of his horfe , and he malces it -a great approprifluon

to his owne good parts that he can fhew himfflf : I

am much afraid my Lady his mother plaid falfc wilh

Smith..

Ner. Then is there the County Palcntine.

Tor. He doth nothing but frown ( aS who fliould fay

and you will not have nic, choof^ : he hears merry talcs

and fmiitt not, I fear he will prove the weeping Philo-

fopher when he grows old, being fo full of unmannerly

fadnefs in his youth.) I had rather to be married to a

deaths head with a bone in his mouth , then to either of

thefe : God defend mt from thcfc two.

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord , Mounlieur

LeBoan ?

Tor. Cod made him , and therefore let him pafs for a

man, in truth I know it is finnc to be a mocker , but he

!

why he hath a horfe better then the Neapolitans, a bet-

ter bad habit of frowning then the Coont Palcntine , he

is every man in no man, a ifaTaffellfing, hcfaJsftraight

a capring, he will fence with his own ftiadow. If I (hould

marry him, I (liould marry twenty husbands : if he would

defpife me, I would forgive him, for ifhe love mc to mad-
nefs, I fhould never requite him.

Ner. What fay you then to ^Mtonhrlige^ the young

Baron of England ?

For, You know T fay nothing to him , for he under-

ftands not me,nor I him : he hath neither Latine^French,

nor Italian^ and you wili come into the Court and fweai

chat I have a poor penny-worth in the Snglifh: he is a

proper mans piflure , but alas who can convcrfe with a

dumb fliow f how odiy he is fuited , I think he bought

his doublet in Italjf his round hofe in France , his bonnet

in Germany^ and his behaviour every where.

Ner. What think you of the other Lord his neigh-

bour ?

For. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him , for

he borrowed a box of the ear of the EHgU(hman., and
fwore he would pay him again when he v*as able, I

think the Trenchmdn became his furcty , and feald under
for another,

Ner. How like you the young (Jermaln the Duke of

5/r.f9»/Vr Nephew ?

Ftr. Very vildcly in the morning when he is fober

,

and moft vildcly in the afternoon when he is drui^k :

when he is bcft, he is a little worfe then a man, and when
h? is worft, he is little better then a beaft : and the worft

fall that ever fell, I hope I fliall make (hift to go without
him.

Ner. Ifhe fliouId offer to choofe, and choofe the righr

Casket
, you fliouId refufe to perform your Fathers will

,

if you fhould refufe to accept him.
For. Therefore for fear of the worft , I pray thee fet

a deep glafs of Rennifli-wine on the contrary Casket

,

for if the devill be within, and the tempution without,
I know he will choofe it. I will do any thing Ntrifa
ere I will be married to a fpungc.

Ner. You need not fear Lady the having any of thcfc

Lords, they have acquainted mc with cheir detetminati-

ons, which is indeed to return to their home, and to trou-

ble you with no more fuit , unlcfs you may be won by
fomc other fort then your Fathers impoficion , depending

on the Caskets.

For. If I live to be as old as SitiUa , I will dye as

chafte as Diana : unleffe I be obuined by the manner
of my Fathers will : I am glad this parcell of wooers

arefo icafonable , for there is not one among them but

[ doat on his very abfcnce : and wiflitheina fairc dc-

parture,

Ner. Doc you not remember Lady in your Fa-

thers time , a VeuetUa , a SchoHcr and a Souldier that

came hiiher in company of the Marqucffe of U^ouafor.
ral ?

T>»r. Yes, yes, it was Bajfanio , as I think, fo was

hecali'd.

Ntr. True Madam , he of all the men that ever my
foo<ifh eyeslook'd upon, was the beft deferving a faire

Iidy,

For. I remember him well, and I remember him Wor-

thy of thy praife.

Entet A Serving'tntv.

Ser. The four ftrangers feck you Madam to take their

leave : and there is a fore-runner come from a fife,

the Prmce of Morocco., who biin^s word the Prince h:$

Mafterwill be here to night.

For. If I could bid the fife welcome with fo gcod hcaic

as I can bid the other four farewell , I fhould be glad of

his approach : if he have the condition of a Saint y and

the complexion ofa devill , I had rather he fhould fhnve

me then wive me. Come Nerljfa^ firra go before; whiles

we fhut the gate upon one wooer , another knocks at the

door. Extnnt.

Enter Bajfamo rtith Shjtockjhe Jf»,

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats, well.

Bajf. 1 ftr, for three months.

Shy. For three monchsj well,

Balf, For the which, as I told you,

^Htbomo fhall be bound.

Shy. Anthonlo ihall become boiind, well.

Baf. May you ftcd me ? Will you pleafurcoie?

Shall 1 know your anfwer.

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats for three mooths,

And yinthono bound.

BitJJ. Your anfwer to that.

Shy. Anthonlo is a good man.

Bdjf. Hav: you hcaid any imputation to the con-

trary.

Shy. No, no, no, no : my meaning in faying he is a

good man, is to have you underfiand mr that he is fufli.

cicnt , yet his means arc in fuppofition : he hath an Argo-

fie bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies. I under-

hand moreover upon the Ryalto , he hath a third at Me-

xico, a fourth for £/»f/^»^, and other ventures he hath

fquandred abioad, bwt ihips are but boords , Sailers btit

men , there be land rats , and water rats , water thecvcs,

and land theeves, I mean Pyrats; and then there is the

perrillof waters, windcs, and rocks: the roan is notwith-

ftanding fufficient,thicc thoufand Ducats, I think I auj
take his bond,

Bajf. Be alTurcd you may.
7«r.
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Tew. I will be affured I may : and that I may be af-

fured , I will bethink mc , may I fpeak with t/f/itho-

tito,

Bfiff. If it picafe you to dine with us.

Jfw. Yes , to fmell pork , to eat of the habitation

which your Prophet the Nazarite conjured the devill in-

to: \ will buy with you, fell with you , talk with you,

walk with you , and fo following : but 1 will not cat with

you, drink with you, nor pray with you.

What news on the Ryalto, who is be comes here ?

Enter ^Hthonio.

BajJ. This is fignior ^nthouio.

Jew. How like a fawiung publican he looks.

I hate him,for he is a Chriftian :

But more, for that in low fimplicity

He lends out money gratis, and brings down

The rate of ufancehcre withus in Ftnice^

If I can catch him once upon the hip,

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.

He hates our facied Nation, and he lailes

Even there where Merchants moft do congregate

On me, my baigaiirs, and my wcll-worne thuft,

Which he calls intereft : Curled be my Tnbc

If I forgive him.

BajJ. Sk^/ock,, do you hear.

Shjf. I am debating of my prcfent ftore,

And by the near guefs of my memory

I cannot irflantly raife up the grofs

Of full three thoufand Ducats : what of that?

Tubulin, wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe

Will furnifh me ; but foft, how many months

Do you defire ? Reft yoil fair good (ignior.

Your woilTiip was the lafl man in our mouth's.

u4nth. i'A/tff/^ albeit I neither lend nor boriow

By taking, nor by giving of cxcefs,

Yet to fupplv the ripe wants of my friend,

Vk break a cuftome : is he yet poffeft

How much he v/ould ?

Shy. 1, 1, three thoufand Ducats.

jifith. And for three month's.

Shji. I had forgot, three months, you told me fo.

Well then, your bond : but let me fee, but hear you,

Me thoughts you faid, you neither lend nor borrow

Upon advantage.

u4nth. I donevcrufeir.

Shy. When Jacob graz'd bis Uncle Labatis flieep.

This j/jcei from our holy ^bramvi'is

( As his wife mother wrought in his behalf)

The third poffeffer, 1, he was the third,

iyfnth. And what of him, did he take intereft f

Shy. No, not take intereft, not asyou would fay

Directly intereft, mark what Jucob did,

When Layamt\A lumfelf werecomprimyz'd

That all the eanelings which were ftrcak'd and pied

Should fall as Jacobs hicr, the Ewes being ranck,

In end of Autumn turned to the Ram's,

And when the work of generation was.

Between thefe woolly breedeis in the a£^,

The skilfull fhepheard pil'd me certain v/ands,

And in the doing of the deed of kinde.

He fluck them up before the fulfome Ewes,

Who then conceiving, did in yeanmgtime
Fall patty-colour'd Iambs, and thofe were Jacobs.

This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft i

And thrift is blefling if men ftcal it not.

.Anth. This was a venture fir that lacoh fcrv'd for,

A thing not in his power to bung to pafs.

But fway'd and fafhion'd by the hand of heaven.

Was this inserted to make intereft good ?

Or isyour gold and Silver Ewes and Rams.?

Shy. I cannot tell, I make it breed as faft,

But note me fignior.

^nth. Mark you this 5<?/7"i«»/V,

The devill can cite Scripture for his purpofe.

An evill foul producing holy witnefs,

is like a villain with a fmiiing check,

A goodly apple rotten at the heart.

what a goodly outfide falfchood hath.

Shy. Three thoufand Ducats, 'tis a good round fummc.

Three months from twelve, then let mc fee the rate.

^vth Weil Shylock.., ftiall we be beholding to you /

Shy. Signior u^nthonio^ many a time and oft

In xhe Ryalto you have rated me
About my moneys and my ufances

:

Sell! have I boine it with a patient ftirug,

(For fufFerance is the badge of all our Tribe)

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog,

And fpit upon my Jcwifti gaberdine.

And all for ufe of that which is mine own.

Well then, it now appears you need my help

:

Go to then, you come to me, and you fay,

Shylock^^ we would have moneys, you fay fo:

You that did void your rheume upon my bcaid.

And foot mc as you fpurn a ftranger cur

Over your threftiold, moneys is your fuit.

What (hould I fay to you ? Should I notfay.

Hath a dog money ? is it poftible

A curre ftiould lend three thoufand Ducats? or

Shall I bend low, and in a bond-mans key

With bated breath, and whifpnng humblenefs.

Say this : Fair fir, you fpet on me on Wcdnefday laft j

You fpuin'd me fuch a day ; another time

You caird me dog : and for tliefe curiefies

I'Je lend you thus much moneys.

yinth. I am as like to call thee fo again.

To fpet on thee again, to fpurn thee too.

If thou wilt lend this mcney, lend it not

As to thy friend} for when did friendfliip take

A breed of barren mettall of his friend ?

But lend it rather to thine enemy.

Who if he break, thou maift with better face

Exaftthe penalties.

Shy. Why look you how you ftorm,

1 would be fiiends with you, and have your love.

Forget the fhames that you have ftain'd me with.

Supply your prefcnt wants, and take no doit

Of ufance for my monies, and you'l not hear me.

This is kinde I offer.

Bejf. This were kindnefs.

Shy. This kindnefs will I ftiow,

Go with me to a Notary, fcal me there

Your fingie bond , and in a merry fport

If you repay me not on fuch a day.

In fuch a place, fuch fum or fums as are

Expreft in the condition, let the forfeit

Be nominated foranequall pound

Of your fair flefti, to be cut off and taken

in what part of your body it pleafeth me.

yinth. Content in faith, I'le feal to fuch a bond,

And fay there is much kindnefs in the Jew.

Xaf. You
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BajJ. You fhall not fcal co fuch a bond forme,

rie rather dwell in my neccffity.

Arith. Why fear not man, I will not forfeit it,

Witlim thefe two months, that's a month before

This bond expiref , I do cxpe6l return

Of thrice three times the valUe of this bond.

Shy. O father Abram, what thefe Chriftians are,

Whole own hard dealing teaches them fufpcdt '

The thoughts of others : Pray you tell me this.

If he fhould break his day, what flrould I gain
By the ex36\ion of the forfeiture?

A pound of mans flcfh taken from a man,
Is not fo cnimablc, profitable ncichcr

As flcfh of Muttons, Beefs, or Goats. I fay

To buy his favour, I extend this friendlhip,

if he will take it, fo: if not adieu.

And for my love I pray you wrong me not.

Anth. Yes Sh/li>c\, I will feal unto this bond.

Shj/. Then meet me forthwith at the Notaries,

Give him direflion for this merry bond,

And I will go and purfc the Ducats firaight:

Sec to my houfe left in the feaifuil guard

Of an unthrifty knave : and prefently

rie be with you. Exit.

Anth. Hyc thee gentle Jew. This Hebrew will turn

Chnftian, he grows kind.

Baf] . I like not fair tearms, and a villains mind.
yinth. Come on, in this there can be no difmay.

My Ship's come home a month before the day,

Extknt.

dAUus Secundm.

Morocchlut » ttvnj Moor all whit e^ a»d three or

four fotl»v>ers accordinghy with Portia^

Nerrlfaitndtheir train.

Flo. Cornets,

Mor. Miflikc me not for my complexion.

The fhadowed livery of the burnifh'd fun.

To wiiom I am a neighbour, and near bred.

Bring me the fairefl creature Northward born,

Where PAflJ^MX fire fcarcc thawes the yficles.

And let Us make incifion for your love.

To prove whofe bloud is reddeft, his or mine.
I tell the Lady this afpe£^ ofmine
Hath feaid the valiant, (by my love I fwear)

The beft regarded Virgins of our Clyme
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue,

Except to Ileal your thoughts my gentle Queen.
T>or. In terms of choice I am not foly led

By nice dircdion of a maidens eyes

:

Befides, the lottry ofmy deftiny

Bars mc the right of voluntary chufing

:

But if my father had not fcanted me.
And hedg'd me by his wit to yield my fclf

His wife, who wins mc by that means I told you.

Your fclf (renowned Prince) then ftood as fair

As any commer I have look'd on yet

For my afFc6lion.

Mot. Even for that I thank you,

Tlierefore I pray you lead me to the Caskets

To try my fortune: BytliisSymiwr

That flew the Sophy, and a Pcrfian Prince,

That won three fields of SuitAn SolymMn^

I would o're-ftarc theftemeft eyes that look r

Out-brave the heart moft daring on the earth

:

Pluck the young fucking Cubs from the ftiec Bear,
Yea, mock the Lion when he roars for prey

To win the Lady. But aiaithc while^

\i Hercules and Ljchat play at dice

Which is the better man, the greater throw
May turn by fortune from tlie weaker hand :

So is t/ilcides beaten by his rage.

And fo may I, blind fortune leading me,
Mifs that which one unworthier may atuin,

And dye with grieving.

Por. You muft take your chance,

And either not attempt to choofe at all,

Or fwear before you choofe, if you choofe wrong
Never to fpcak to Lady afterward

In way of marriage, therefore be advis'd.

Mor. Nor will not, come bring me unto my chance.

Por. Firft forward to the temple, after dinner

Your hazard fhall be made.

Mar. Good fortune then. Cornets.

To make me blcft or curfed'ft amortgd men. Exeunt.

Enter Clown alone,

Cit. Certainly , my confcience will ferye me to run

from this Jew my Maftcr : the fiend is at mine elbow
,

and attempts me, faying to me, J»^, Launcelet 79^,good

Launcelet , or good "job , or good Launcelet Job , ufc

your legs, take the ftart , run away : my confcience fayes

no; take heed honeft Z.4«/«f?/ff , take heed honeft Job,

or as afore-faid honeft Launcelet Job , doe not runne,

tcornc running with thy heeles; well, the moft couragi-

ous fiend bidsmc pack, fia fayes the fiend , away fayes

the fiend , for the heavens roufe up a brave minde fayes

the fiend, and runne ; well, my confcience hanging about

the neck of my heart , fayes very wifely to me : my ho-

neft friend Launcelet i being an honeft mans fon , or ra-

ther an honeft womans fonne , for indeed my father did

fomethingfmack, fomethinggrow too ; he had a kind of

tafte; well.my confcience faies Launcelet budge not,budge

fayes the fiend, budge not fayes my confcience, conscience

fay I you counfell well, fiend fay 1 you counfell well,

to be rul'd by my confcience I fhould ftay with the Jew
myMafter, who (God blcftc the mark ) isa kinde of

devill ; and to run away from the Jew I ftiould be ruled

by the fiend,who faving your reverence is the devill him-

felf : certainly the Jew is the very devill incarnation f

and in my confcience , my confcience is a kindcof hard

confcience , to offer to councell me to ftay with the Jew;

the fiend gives the more friendly counfell : I will runne

fiend, my hftcles are at your commandement, I will

runne.

Enter old Cobbowith a Ba,kjt.

^ob. Mafter youngoman, y ou I pray you, which is the

way to Mafter Jewes ?

Laun. O heavens, this i$ my true begotten Father,who

being more then fand-blind, high graveil blind, knows

me not, I wiJI try confufions with him.

^ob. Mafter young Gentleman, I pray you which is

the way to Mafter Jewes.

Laun, Turn upon your right hand at the nexi turn-

ing
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ning , . but at the next turning of all on your left ; marry

at the very next turning, turn of no hand, but turn down

indireilly to the 'Jems houfe.

Cob. Be Gods foniies 'twill be a hard way to hit , can

you tell me whether one haunceUt that dwells with him,

dwell with him or no,

Laun. Talk you of yong Maftcr Lauuctlet, mark me

now, now will I raifeihe waters; ulkyouof yongMa-

flcr Launccht

}

god. No Mafter fir , but a poor mans fon , his father

though I fay't is an honcft exceeding poor.man , and

God be thanked well to live.

Laft». Well, let his Father be what a will, wc talk of

yong Mafter Lauficelet.

Cob. Your worlhips friend and Launceltt.

Lauu. But I pray you ergo old man,er^fl I befeech you,

ulk you ofyong Mafter Lnuntelet.

<joh. Oi Launcelett ant pleafc your mafterfhip.

Latin. Ergo Mafter Launcelet^XAk not ofmafter Laur..

celet Father,for the yong gentleman according to fates and

dcftjnies, andfuchoddefayings, the fitters three, and fuch

branches of learning , is indeed deceafed , or as you

would fay in plain tearracsi gone to heaven,

Goh. Marry God forbid , the boy was the very ftaffe

ofmy age, my very prop,

Latta. Do I look like a cudgell or a hoYelUpoft,a ftaff

or a prop : do you know me Father.

Gob. Alack the day , I know you not young Gentle-

man , but I pray you tell me,is my boy,God reft his foul,

alive or dead.

LauH, Do you not know me Father,

(job. Alack fir I am fand blind, I know you not.

Laun. Nay , indeed if you had your eyes you might

failc of the knowing me : it is a wife Father that knowcs

his own child. Well, old man,I will tell you news of your

fonne , give me your' blclTing , truth will come to light

,

murder cannot be hid long, a mans fonne may, but iathe

end truth will not.

gob. Pray you fir ftand up , I am fure you arc not

LauftceUt my hoy

.

Laun.Viiy you let's have no more fooling aboutit,bu:

give me your blclTing: I am LatmceUt your boy that was,

your fon that is, your child thatflrall be.

Cob. I cannot think you arc my fon.

LdMn. 1 know not what I (Iiall think of that : but I am
LitUHcelet the Jewes man , and I am fure Margery your

wife is my mother.

Gob Her name is Margery indeed , I'le be fwom if

thou be LaunceUt^ thou art mine own flefli and bloud :

Lord wovfhipt might he be , what a beard haft thou got

;

thou haft got more hair on thy chin , then Dobbin my
philhorfe has on his taile.

Laun. It fhould feem then that Dobbins taile growcs

backward. I am fure he had more hair of his tail then 1

have onmy face wheni laftfaw him.

Gob. Lord how art thou chang'd : how doft thou and

thy Mafter agree, I have brought him a prefent ; how
grce you now ?

Ltinn, Well, well, but for mine own part , as I have

fe: up my reft to run away,fo I will not reft till I have run

fome ground; my Mafter's a very Jew, give him a pre-

fent, give him a halter, I am famifht in his fervice. You
may tell every finger 1 have with my ribs : father I am
glad you arc come

,
give me your prefent to one Mafter

Bajfamo , who indeed gives rare new Liveries , if I ierve

not him, I will itinn asfarre as God has any ground. O

rare fortune , here comes the man , to him Father , for I

am a Jew if I fervc the Jew any longer.

Stiter Bajfttnio mth a follower or tvto.

Bdjf. You may do fo , but let it be fo hafted that fup-

per be ready actne fartheft by fiveof the clock : fee thefe

Letters delivered , put the Liveries to making , and defire

Gratiano to come anon to my lodging.

Lam, To him Father.

Gob. God blefs your worfhip.

Baf. Gramercy, woul'd thou ought with me.

Gob. Here's my fon fir, a poor boy.

LauM. Not a poor boy fir , but the rich Jews man that

would fir as my Father ftiall fpecifie.

Gob. He hath a great infciftion fir, as one would fay

to ferve.

LaHff. Indeed the fhort and the long is , I ferve the

Jew, and have a defire as my Father fhall fpecifie.

Cob. His Mafter and he ( favin your wor/hips reve-

rence) are fcarcecatercofins.

Lautt. To be brief, the very truth isf that the Jew
having done me wrong, doth cau{e me as my Father being

I hope an old man fhall frutifie unto you.

Cob. I have here a difh of Doves that I would beftow

upon your worfhip, and my fuit is.

Laun. In very brief, the fuit is impertinent to my
felf , as your worfhip fhall know by this honeft old man,

and though I fay it , though old man yet poor man my
Father.

Bajf. One fpeak for both , what Would you ?

Lah». Serve you fir.

Gob. This is the very defeft of the matter fir.

Bajf. I know thee well, thou haft obtain'd thy fuit,

Shjlockj.\\y Mafter fpoke with me this day.

And hath prefer'd thee, if it be preferment

To leave a rich Jews fervice, to become

The follower of fo poor a Gentleman.

Ch. The old proverb is very well parted ietween my
Mafter Shylock^znA you fir, you have the grace of God
C\r, and he hath enough.

Bajf. Thou fpeak'ft it well ; go Father with thy fonne.

Take leave of thy old Mafter, and enquire

My lodging out, give hira a Livery

More garded then his fellows : fee it done.

Po. Father in, I cannot get a fervice, no, I have ne'rc

a tongue in my head well : if any man in Italy have a

fairer table which doth offer to fwear upon a book • I

fhall have good fortune; go too, here's a fimple line of

life, here's a fmall trifle of wives, alas, fifteen wives is

nothing, a leaven widdowes and nine maids is a fimple

coming in for one man, and then to fcape drowning

thrice, and to be in pcrill of my life with the edge of a

featherbed , here are hmple fcapes : well if Fortune be a

woman , fhe's a good wench for this gere : Father come,

i'le take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling.

Exit Clown.

Bajf. I pray thee good Leoaardo think on this,

Thefe things being bought and orderly beftowcd

Return in baftc, for I do feaft to night

My bcft cftcem'd acquaintance, hie thee gone.

Leon. My bcft et\.deavours (hall be done herein.

£xit Ltonato.

Enter CratUtto.

Cra. Where's your Mafter.

Le»H.
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Leoit. Yonder fir he walks.

Cra, Signior B/^tvtlo.

Baf, Gratlano.

Gra. I have a fuit to you,

Baf. You have obtain'd it.

Gra. Youmuft not deny me, I niuftgo with you ro

Belmont.

Baf. Why then you muft : but hear thee Grauono^

Thou art too wild, too rude, ai\d bold of voyce.

Parts that become thee happily enough,

And in fuch eyes as ouis appear not faults

;

But where tbey arc not known, why there they rtiow

Something too liberal], pray thee take pain

To allay with fome cold drops of modefty

Thy skipping fpirit, lead through thy wild behaviour

I be mifconfterd in the place I go to.

And lofe my hopes.

Gra. Signior B/tjfamOy hear me.

If I doc not put on a fober habit.

Talk with refpcft, and fwear but now and then,

Weai prayer-books (n my pocket, look demurely.

Nay more, while Grace is faying, hood mine eyes

Thus with my hat, and figh and fay Amen,
Ufc all the oofervance of civility.

Like one well lludiedin a fadollenc

To plcafc his Grandam, never truft me more.

Baf. Well, we fliall fee your bearing.

Gra. Nay but I barreto night, you fhall not gage mc
By what we doc tonight.

Baf, No that were pity.

I would entreat you rather to put on
Your boldeft fuit of mirth, for we have friends

That purpofc merriment : but fare you well,

I have fome bufinefTe.

Gra. And I muft to hortnxj) and the red,

But we will vifit you at fupper time. Extant.

Enter Jejftca and the Ctawn.

Jtf I am forry thou wilt leave my Father fo,

Our houfc is hell, and thou a devil

Did'ft rob it of fome tafte of tcdioufneffc ;

But fare thee well, there is a Ducat for thee.

And Lancclety foon at fupper fhak thou fee

Lore»K», who is thy Mafters gucft.

Give him this Letter, doe it fccretly.

And fo farewell : I would not have my Father

See me talk with thee.

C/a, Adieu, teares exhibit my tongue, nioft beautifull

Pagan, moft fweet Jew, if a Chriftian did not play the

knave and get thee, I am mnch deceived ; but adieu, thefc

foolifh drops doe fomewhat drown my manly fpirit

:

adieu. Exit.

Jtf. Farewell good Lancelet.

Alack, what hainous fin is it in me
To be alhamed to be my Fathers child.

But though I am a daughter to his blood,

I am not to his manners : O Loreux,o
,

If thou keep promife I (hall end this ftrifc,

Become a Chriftian, and thy loving Wife.

Enter ^ratUno,LereHZ.Oy Salarino^and Solama.

Lt. Nay, we will flinke away in fupper time,

Difcuife us at my lodging, and return all in an hour.

Gra. We have not made good preparation.

Sal. We have not fpoke us yet of Torch-bearers.

Sol. 'Tis vile unlcfle it may be quaintly ordered.

And better in my mind not undertook.

Lor. ' Tis now but four a clock, we have two hoorj
To furnidi us ; friend Laneelet what's the newest

Enter Laneelet -mlth a Letter.

Lan. And it (hall picafe you to break up this, it flull

fccm to fignific..

Lo. I know the hand, in faith 'tis' a fair hand,
And whiter then the paper it writ on

,

I the fair hand that writ.

Gra. Lovc-newes in faith.

La. By your leave fir.

Lor. Whether gocft thou ?

Lt. Marry to bid my old Mafter the few to fup to

night with my new Mafter the Chriftian.

Lor. Hold here, \A\^t this, tell gentle Jeffua
I will not fail her, fpeak it privately

:

Go Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this Ma»ke to

night?

I am provided of a Torch-bearer, Exit Clown,
Sal. I marry, i'lc begone about it ftraight.

Sol. And To will I.

Lor. Meet me and Gratiano at CratUwoi lodging

Some hour hence.

Sal. 'Tis good we doe fo. Exit.
Gra. Was not that Letter from fair Jejftca f

Lo. I muft ncedstell tbeeall. fliehath dire&ed
How I fhall take her from her Fathers houfe,

What gold and jewels (he is fiimiftit with,

What Pages fuit ftie hath in readinelTe :

If c'rc theJfw her Father come to heaven

,

It will be for his gentle daughteVs fake ;

And never dare misfortune croffe her foot,

Unleffe ftic doe it under this excufe.

That ftie is ilTuc to a faithleffe Jew :

Come go with me, pcrufe this as thou goeft,

Fair JefficM ftiall be my Torch-bearer. ^itit-

Snter Jrw, and his man that was the Clown.

Jew. Well, thou ftialt fee, thy eyes fhall be thy judge,

The difference of old Shylockj and Baffanio ;

What Jeffiea^ thou fhak not gurmandiie

As thou haft done with me : what Jeffita t

And neep, and fnore, rend apparell out.

Why Jf^Mlfay.
Clo. Why Jejfica.

Shj. Who bids thee call? I doe not bid thee call.

Clo. Yourworftiip was wont to tell mt
I could doe nothing without bidding.

Snter Jejfica.

Jef Call you ? what is your will f

Shy. I am bid forth to fupper JeJ/lcd,

There are my Keyes; but wherefore ft^ould I go f

I am not bid for love, they flatter me,

But yet rie go in hate, to feed upon

Thcprodigall Chriftian. Jefiica mygirle,

Look to my houfc, I am right loath togo.

There is fome ill a brewing towards my reft,

For I did dream of money bags to night.

Clo. I befeech you fir go, my young Mafter

Doth expeft your reproach.

Shj. So doc I his.

Cl». And they haveconfpired together,! vnll not fty

you ftiall fee a Maske, but if you doc, then it vws not for

nothing that my nofe fell a bleeding on bhck Monday

p Uft
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laft, ai fix a clock ith' morning, falling cut that year on

A(}»wedncfday was four year in th'afternoon,

Shji. What are their masks ? hear you me fefsica^

Lock up my doores, and when you hear the Drum

And the vile fquealing of the wry-ncckt Fife,

C amber not you up to the Cafements then.

Nor thruft your head into the publickftrcet

To gaze on Chriftian fools with varnifht faces

:

But (lop my houfes eares, I mean my Cafemencs,

Let not the found of fhallow foppery enter

My fober houfe. By I^cobs ftaffc I fwear

,

I have no minde of feafting forth to night

:

But I will go ; go you before me firrah

,

Say I will come.

C/<»f. I will go before fir.

Miftreffe look out at window for ail this

;

There will come a Chriftian by,

Will be worth a Jew's eye,

Sh^. What faycs thai fool of Hagart ofF-fpring?

ha.

lef. His words were farewell miftris, nothing elfe.

Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder :

Snail-flow in profit, but fleeps by day

More then the wild-cat : drones hive not with me,

Therefore I part with him, and part with him

To one that I would have him help to waftc

His borrowed purfe. Well lefslca go in,

Perhaps I will return immediately
;

Doe as I bid you, (hut doors after you, faft bind, faft

finde ,

A proverbc never ffalc in thrifty minde. Exit.

lef. Farewell, and ifmy fortune be not cro(T,

I have a Father, you a Daughter loft. Exit.

Enter the Maskers^ Cratlano aui Satlno,

Gra. This is the penthoufe under which LoretiM

Defired us to make a ftand.

Sal. His hour is almoft paft.

Gra. And it is marvell he out-dwells his hour,

For lovers ever run before the clock.

Sal. O ten times fafter rentu Pigeons flie

To fteal loves bonds new made, then they are wont

To keep obliged faith unforfeited.

, Gra. That ever holds, who rifeth from a feaft

With that keen appetite that he fits down ?

Where is the Horfe that doth untread again

His tedious meafures with the unbated fire

That he did pace them fir/l ? all things that are

,

Are with more fpitit chafed then enjoy'd.

How lik a younger or a prodigall

Theskarfed barkeputs from her native bay,

Hugg'd and embraced by the fttumpet winder

How like a prodigall (he doth return

With over-withei'd ribs and ragged failes,

Lean, rent, and begger'dby the ftrumpet winde ?

Enter Lorenx^o,

SaliMo. Here comes Lorenzo ^ more of this hereaF«

ter.

Lorett. Sweet friends, your patience for my long a-

bode.

Not I, bat my affaires have made you wait :

When you (hall pleafc to play the thieves for Wives
rie watch as long for you then : approach

Here dwells my Father Jew. Hoa, who's within f

Jefsica above.

lef. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty.

Albeit I'le fwear that I doe know your tongue.

Lor. Lore7ix.o^ and thy Love.

lef. Lorenzo certain, and my love indeed.

For who love 1 fo much f and now who knows
But you Lorenx.0^ whether I am yours?

Lo. Heaven and thy thoughts arc witnefs that thou art.

lef. Here, catch this casket, it is wonh the pains,

I am glad 'tis night, you doe not look on me.

For I am much a{ham'd of my exchange :

But love is blind, and lovers cannot fee

The pretty follies that rhemfelves commit.

For if they could, C«/>/<i himfelf would blu(h

To fee me thus tranformcd to a boy.

Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my torch-bearer.

lef. What, muft I hold a Candle to my (hame ?

They in themfelvesgoodfooth are too too light.

Why, 'tis an office of difcovery. Love

,

And I (hould bcobfcur'd.

Lor. So you are fwcet.

Even in the lovely gamilh of a boy : but comc at once,

For the clofe night doth play the run-away,

And we are ftaid for at Bajfanlo'siaXk.

Itf. I will make faft the doors and guild my felf

With fome more Ducats, and be with you ftraight.

Gra. Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Jew.
Lor. Be(hrew me but I love her heartily.

For (he is wife, if I can judge of her.

And fair (he is, ifthat mine eyes be true,

And true (he is, as (he hath prov'd her felf r

And therefore like her felf, wife, fair, and true ,

Shall (he be placed in my conftant foul.

Enter lefslca.

What, art thou come ? on gentlemen,away.

Our masking mates by this time for us ftay..

Enter ^uthonlo.

Exit.

^nt. Who's there?

Gra. Signior jiuthonlo.

Ant. Fie, fie, Gratlano^ where are all the reft ?

*Tis nine a clock, our friends all ftay for you.

No maske to night, the wind is come about,

Bajfanlo prefently will go aboord,

I have fent twenty out to feck for you.

Gra. I am glad on't, I defire no more delight

Then to be under fail, and gone to night. Exeunt.

Enter Portia wlthMorrochoy and both their trains.

?er. Go, draw afide the curtains, and difcover

The feverall Caskets to this noble Prince

:

Now make your choyfe.

Mor. The fiift of gold, who this infcription btares.

Who choofeth me, (hall gain what men defire,

Thefeeond (ilver, which this promifc carries.

Who choofeth roe, fhall get as much as he dcferves.

This third, duO lead, with warning all as blunt.

Who choofeth me, muft give and hazard ail he hath.

How (hall I know if I doe choofe the right ?

For.

A
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7>(»r. The one of them contains my pifture Prince,

If you choofe that, then I am yours withall.

Mat. Some God dircift my judgement, let mc fee
,

I will furvcy the infcriptions, back again :

What fayes this leaden casket ?

Who choofeth mc, muft give and hazard all he haih.

Muft give, for what > for lead >

This casket threatens men that hazard all,

Doe it in hope of fair advantages

:

A golden mind ftoops not to fhowes of drofle

,

rie then nor give nor hazard ought for lead.

What fayes the Silver with her virgin hue ?

Who choofeth mc, Oiall get as much as he deferves.

As much as he dererves, paufe there Morocht,

And weigh thy value with an even hand.

If thoii beeft rated by thy eftimation

Thoudoft defervc enough, and yet enough

May not extend fo far as to the Lady :

And yet to beafcard of my defer ving.

Were but a weak difabling of my felf.

As much as Idefervej why that's the Lady.

1 doe in birth delervc her, and in fortunes.

In graces, and in qualities of breeding :

But more then thcfc, :n love I doe defervc.

What if I ftray'd no farther, but choofe here ?

Let's lee once more this faying grav'd in gold.

Who choofeth mc, fhall gain what many men dcfire :

Why that's the Lady, all the world dcfircs her :

Fi om the four corners of the earth they come

To kilTe this flirinc, this mortall breathing Saint.

The Hircanian dcfcrts, and the vaft wildcs

Of wide Arabia are as through fa res now
For Princes to come view fair Portia,

The watery Kingdome, whofe ambitious head

Spets in the face of heaven, is no bane

To (top the forrain fpirits, but they comc

As o're a Brook to fee fair Port in.

One of thefe three contains her heavenly piiflurc.

Is't like that Lead contains her ? 'twere damnation

To think fo bafe a thought, it were too groffc '

To rib her fearcloth in the obfcure grave

:

Or fliatl I think in Silver fhe's immur'd

Being ten time undervalued to tri'd gold ;

Ofinfull thought, never foricha Jem
Was fet in worfe then gold ! They have in England

A Coin that bcarcsthe figure of an Angell
r-

DO
Stampt in gold, but that's infculpt upon

:

But here an Angell in a golden Bed
Lies all within. Deliver me the Key ;

Here doe I choofe, and thrive! as I may.

For. There take it Prince, and if ray form lie there

Then I am yours.

Mor, O hell ! what have wchcre,a carrioh death

,

Within whofe empty eye there is a written fcrowl

;

jlllthat glinrers is n»t gold
,

Often hAVeytH heard that told ;

LManjia man his life hath fold
But my oHtfide to behold ;

Cuilded timber doe wormes infold :

Had you been as wife as bold,

ToMng lalimbs^ in judgement oldy

Tour anjver had not been infcreld J

FartjOM well^yoHrfnit is cold
,

Mfr. Cold indeed, and labour loft.

Then farewell heat, and welcome froft :

Portia adieu, I have too griev'd a heart

To take a tedious leave : thus loofers part. Exit.
for. A gentle riddance : draw the curuins, go •

Let all of his complexion choofe mc fo. Sxeunr.

Enter Salar'int and Sotanit.

Flo. Cornets.

Sal. Why man I faw Baffanio under fail

,

With him is Gratiano 2one along ;

And in their fhip I am furc Lorent.o is not.

Sol. The villain fevo with outcries lais'd the Duke,
Who went with him to fearch Bajfanio's (\\\^.

Sal, He comes too late, the ftiip was under fail

;

But there the Duke was given to underRand

That in a Gondiltwac feen together

Lorenx.9 and his amorous Jejftca.

^eMcSyAnthonio certified the Duke
They were not with Baffanio in his On'if.

Sol. I never heard a pafTion fo confus'd,

So ftrange, outragious, and fo variable.

As the dog few did utter in the fti eets

;

My Daughter, O my Ducats, O my Daughter,

Fed with a Chriftian, O my Chriftian Ducats •

JufticCy the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter
;

A fealcd bag, two fealed hags of Ducats,

Of double Ducats, ftoln from me by my Daughter,

And Jewels, two rich and precious Stones,

Stoln by my Daughter : juftice, find the G irl,

She hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats.

Sat, Why all the Boycs in l^enice (ollovi him ,

Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats,

Sol. Let good ey^nthonio look he keep his day

Or he (liall pay for this.

Sal. Marry well remembred,

I reafon'd with a Frenchman yefterday,

Who told me, in the narrow feas that part

The French and Englifh, there mifcarricd

A veffcllof our counciey richly fraught .•

I thought upon Anthonio when he told me,

And wifht in filencc chac it were not his.

Sol. You were belt to tell Anthonio what you fieary

Yet doc not fuddenly, for it may grieve htm.

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth,

I faw Bajfanio and Anthonio^iZy

Biff'anio told him he would make fame fpeed

Of his return : he anfwercd, doe not fo.

Slubber not bufineffefor my fake Bafanio^

But ftay the very riping of the time.

And for the Jew's bond which he hath of me,

Let it not enter in youo mind of love:

Be merry, and employ yourchicfeft thoughts

To courtlhip, and fuch fair oftentsof love

As fhall conveniently becoine you there ;

And even there his eye being big with tears

,

I urning his face, he put hu hand behind him

,

And with affciflion wondrous fenliblc

He wrung B/iff'anio'% hand, and I'o they parted.

Sal. I think he only loves the world for him*

I pray thee let uS go and find him out

And quicken his embraced hcavrnefTe

With foinc delight or other.

Sa/. Doe wc fo. Extdm.

Enter Nerifa and a Servittr.

N'er. Quick, cjuick I pray thee,draw the certain flrait,

P 2 The
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The Prince of Arragon hach tane hisoacb,

And comes to his election prcfenily.

£ntet Arrngon^ h'ts Irtun^ aniPottia.

Fltr, Corntts.

Ttr. Behold there ftand che caskets noble Prince,

If you choofc that \whcrein I am contain'd.

Straight rt^»ll our nuptial! rights be folemniz'd :

But if thou fail, without more fpeech my Lord,

You muft be gone from hence immediately,

Ar. I am cnjoyn'd by oath to obferve three things

;

Firft, never to unfold to any one

Which casket 'twas I chofe, next, if I fail

Of the right casket, never m my life

To wooc a Maid in way of marriage ;

Laftly, if I doe fail in fortune of my choyfe,

Immediately to leave you, and be gone.

Pot. To thefe injunftions every one doth fwear

That comes to hazard for my wortnlefle felfc.

Ar. And fo have I addreftme, fortune now
To my hearts hope : gold, filver, and bafe lead.

Who choofcth me, muft give and hazard all he hath.

You iTiall look fairer ere I give or hazard.

What fayes the golden cheft, ha, let me fee :

Who choofeth fne, fhallgam what many men dcfirc :

What many men dcfire,that many may be meant

By the fool multitude that choofe by ftjow.

Not learning more then the fond eye doth teach.

Which payesnot to th interior, but like the Martlet

Builds in the weatheron the outward wall.

Even in the force and rode of cafualty

.

I will not choofe what many men denre,

Becaufe I will not jump with common fpirits.

And rank mc with the barbarous multitudes.

Why then to thee thou Silver treafurehoufc.

Tell mc once more, what title thou doft bear ;

Who choofcth me, (ha 11 get as much as he deferves

:

And well faid too, for who (hall go about

To cozen fortune, and be honourable

Without the ftamp of merit, let none prefumc

To wearanundcferved dignity :

that e(tates, degrees, and o(fices.

Were not deriv'd corruptly, and that clear honour
Were purchaft by the merit of the wearer ;

How many then fhould cover that (tand bare ?

How many be commanded that command ?

How much low pleafantry would then be gleaned

From the true feed of honour ? And how much honour
Pickt from the chaffe and ruine of the times.

To be new vamifht : Well, but to my choyfe.

Who choofeth me, (hall get as much as he deferves.

1 willaflume defcrt ; give me a key for this.

And mftanily unlock my fortunes here.

P»r. Too long a paufc for that which you find there.

jir. What s here, the portrait ofa blinking idiot
Prefcnting me a fcedule, I will read it

:

How much unlike art thou to Portia ?

How much unlike my hopes and my defervings ?

Who choofeth me, (hall have as much as he deferves.

Did I deferve no more then a fools head ?

Is that my prize ? are my deferts no better ?

Po. To offend and judge arc diftinft offices,

And ofoppofcd natures.

Ar. What » here ?

The fire feaveii times tried tbit^

Sexven times tried thAtjud^eme»t is^

That did never ehtofe amifs,

Serae there he that jhadows kS(^e^

Such h*ve but afhadowes hlljfe :

There te fools alive I wis

Silver'd o're^ and fo was this :

Taks T^'hat Wifepn will to hd^
I will ever beyour head .•

St be gonefir.^pu are[fed.

Ar. Still more fool I (hall appear

By the time I linger here,

With one fools head I came to wooc,

But I go away with two.

Sweet adieu. Tie keep my oath,

Patiently to bear my wroath.

Por. Thus hath the candle fing'd the moth

:

O thefe deliberate fools when they do choofe.

They have the wifdome by their wit to loofe.

Ner. The ancient faying is po hcrefie,

Hanging and wiving goes by dcftiny.

Pw. Come draw the curtain Nerrijfa.

Enter M^engtr.
Mef. Where is my Lady ?

Por. Here, what would my Lord ?

Mef. Madam , there is a- lighted at youv gate
A young Venetian, one that comes before

To fignifie th'approaching of his Lord,
From whom he wingeth feD(ible regieets

;

To wit (befides commends and courteous breach)
Gifts of rich value ; yet I have not feen
So likely an Ambaffadour of love,

A day in April never came fo fweec

To (now how co(tly Summer was at hand
,

As this fore- fpurrer comes before his Lord.
Por. No more I pray thee, I am half a fcard

Thou wilt fay anon he is fomc kin to thee.

Thou fpend'ftfuch high-day wit in prailing him •

Come come Nerrijfa^ for I long to fee

Quick C"?^^' Ppfti tJiat comes fo mannerly.
Ner. Bajfanit Lord, love if thy will it be. ExtHHt.

AUhs Tertius*

Enter Selanio and Sal/trino.

Sot^ Now, what newes on the Ryalto ?

Sal. Why yet it lives there unchcckt, that ^»^Atf»t»

hath a (hip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow Scas;the

Goodwins I think they call the place, a very dangerous
flat, and fatall, where the carcaffes of many a tall fliip

lie buried, as they fay, if my gofllps report be an honed
woman of her word.

Sol, I would (he were as lying a gofllip in that, as ever

knapt Ginger, or made her neighbours believe (he wept
for the death of a third husband : but it is true, without

any flips of prolixity, or crolling the plain high-way of

talk, that the good e^«rA*»/o, the honeft Antho. O chat

I.had a title good enough to keep his name company i

Sal. Come, the full flop.

Sot. Ha, what fayefl thou, why the end is, lie hath
loft a (hip.

Sal.
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Sal. Iv^ould it might prove the end of hisloflcs.

Sol. Let me fay Amen becimcs, lead the Dcvd eroffe

my prayer, for here be comes in the likcneffe of a Jew.

WQVttiavtShjlockji^hax.x\tvKS among the Merchants?

Enter Shyloeks.

Shy. You knc^w, none fo wcU, none fo well as you, of

my daughters flight.

Sat.lhii's certain, I for my part knew tho Tailor that

made the wings ftic flcwwithaU.

Sol. And Shlacke for his own part knew the bird

wasfledg'd, and then it is the complexion of them all ro

leave the Dam.
Shy. Sheisdamn'dforit.

Sal. That's certain, ifthe devil may be her Judge,

Shy. My own flelh and blood ro rcbeil.

Sot. Out upon it otd carrion>Tebelb it at thefc yearcs.

Shy. I fay my Daughter is my flclh and blood.

Sal, There is more difference between thy flelh and

hers, then between Jet and Ivory, more between your

bloods,thcn there i» between red wine and rhennifli : but

tell us, doc you hear whether Aatbonio have bad any

lofleat fcaorno?

Shy. There I have another bad match, a banktout, a

prodigall, who dare fcarcclhcw his head on the Ryalta,

a beggar that was us'd to come fo fmug upon the Mart:

let him look to his bond, he waswont to call me Ufurer,

let hhn look to his boitd, he was vront to lend money for

a Chriftian cur^e, let hitn look to his bond.

Sal. Why I am furc if he forfeit , thou wilt not take

htsflefli, what's that good for p

Shs. To bait filh withall, if it wll feed nothbg clfe,

it will feed my revengCi he hath difgrac'd me, and hin-

drcd me halfe a million, laught at my lofles, mockt at my
gains, fcorned my Nation, thwarted my bargains, cool-

ed my friends, heated mine enemies, and what's the rea-

fon ? I am a Jew : Hath not a Jew eyes ? hath not a Jew
hands, organs, dimentions, fenfes,affcAions, paflions ?

fed with the fame food, hurt with the fame weapons, fub-

jeft to the lame difeafes,healed by the fame mean$,warm-
ed and cooled by the fame Winter and Summer as a
Chriflianis? if you prick us, doc we not bleed? if you
tickle us, doe we not laugh ? ifyou poyfon us, doe we not
die > and if you wrong us, {hall we not revenge ? if we
are like you in the reft, we will refcmble you in that. If

a Jew wrong a Chriftian, what is his humility, revenge ?

If a Chriftian wrong a Jew, what Ihould his fufFcrancc

be by a Chriftian example ? why revenge. The villany

you teach me I will execute, and it (hall go hard but I will

better the inftruAion,

Enter a mAtifrom Anthonio.
Gentlemen, my Mafter Anthonio is at his houfe, and

defires to fpcjk with you both.

Sal. We have been up and down to feck him.

Enter Tttl/all.

Sot. Here comes another of the uibe, a third annoc
be matcht, unleflc the devil himfclf turn Jew.

Exeunt Gentlemen.
Shy. How now Tul^ally what ncwes from Gtnowa ?

haft thou found my daughter ?

Tni. I often came where I did bear ofher, but can-
not find her.

Shy. Why there, there, there, there, a Diamond
gone coft me two thoufand Ducats in Tranckford, the

curfc never fell upon out Nation till now, I never felt it

till now, two thoufand Ducats in that, and other pteci-

ous, precious jewels : I would my daughtex v»«te dead at
my foot , and the jewels in her care : would (he vvere
hcaift at my foot» and the Ducats in her Coffin : no
newes of them, why fo ? and I know not how much
is fpenr in the fearch : why then lofle upon ioffc, the thief
gone withfo much, and fo much to find the thief and
no fatisf«(5lion,no revenge, nor no ill luck ftirring, but
what lights a my fliouldcrs, no figb but a my breaiSung,
no teare* but a my fhedding.

Tui. Yes, other men have ill luck too , Anthonio u 1
heard in (jenowa.

Shj. What, what, what, ill luck, 111 hick.

Tmi. Hath an Argofiecaft away comming ttomTfl.
fotis.

Shy. I thank God, I thank Cod, if it tiue, is ic true?
Tm. I fpokc with fome of the Saylersthat efcaped the

wrack.

Shy. I thank thee good Tuball
^ good newes, good

newcs : ha, ha, here in Gemwa.
Tu. Your daughter fpent in Centjra, as I beard, one

night fourlcore Ducats.

Shy. Thou fiick'ft a Dagger in roe, I (hall never fee
my gold again, fourfcore Ducats at a fitting, fourfcott

Ducats*.

Tu. There came divera of t/fnthemo'a Creditors in

my company to f^emce, thatfwur hecaniux cfaoofe but
break.

Shy. I am very glad of it,rie pliguc him, lie tortufe

him, I am glad of it.

Tui. C^e-of them (hewed me a Ring that he had of
your Daughter for a Monkie.

Sfy. Out upon her, thou tortured me Tuial/f it was
my Turkis, I had it of Leah when 1 was a BatcheJor : I

would not have given itfora wildernefTeof Monkics.
Tut. But jiatbovia is ccruinly undone.

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very tiuc, go T«^a//, fee

me an Olhcer, befpeak )iim s fortnight before, I will

have the heart of him if he forfeit, for were he ought of
Venicey I an make what merchandize I will : go TtAtdl^

and meet meat oar Synagogue, go good TMail^uoax
Synagogue Tubalt. Exeunt.
Snter BajSamo^ Porti^y GratianOy and all their train.

Por. I pray you tarry, paufe a day or two
Before you hazard ; forin choofing wrong
I lofc your company ; therefore forbear a while.

There's fomething tells me (but k is not love)

I would not lofe you, and yoil know your fel/,

Hate counfclls not in fuch a quality ;

But loaft you fhould notundcrftand me well,

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought;

I would detain you here fomemonethortwo
Before you venture for me. I could teach you

How to choofe right, but then I am forfwom j

So will I never be, fo may you milTe me,

But if you doe, you'll make me wilh a (in.

That I had been forfworn ; Befhrew your eyes.

They have o're-lookt me and divided me.

One half ofme is yours, the othtr halfc

Mine own I would fay .- but Hrft mine, then youn^

And foalt yours.; O thcfc naughty times

Put bars between the owners and their tights.

And fo though yours, not yours (prove it fo)

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I.

I fpeak loo long, but 'tis to peize the time,

Toich it, and draw it out m length.

To ftay youfrom ele&iop.
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Baf. Let mc choofe,

For as I am, I live upon the rack.

Par. Upon the rack Bafam'o, then confeffe

What crcafon there is mingled with your love.

B/if. None but chat ugly treafon ofmiftrufl.

Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love :

There may as well be amity and life,

Tween fnow and fire, as treafon and my love,

Por. I, but I fear you fpeak upon the rack,

Where men enforced do fpeak any thing.

JJrt/. Promife me life, and I'le confeflc the truth.

Por, Welltlien, confeflc and live.

Baf. Confeflc and love

Had been the veryfummeof my confeflion:

happy torment, when my torturer

Doth teach me anfwcts for deliverance

:

But let me to my fortune and the caskets.

Por, Awaythen,Iamlockt in one of them,

Ifyou doe love me, you will find me out.

Nerrijfa and the reft, ftand all aloof,

Let mufick found while he doth make hischoyce,

Then if he loofe he makes a Swan-like end.

Fading in mufick. That the comparifon

May fland mote proper, my eye fliall be the ftrcam

And watry death-bed for him : he may win

,

And what is mufick then ? Then mufick is

Even as the flourifh , when true fubjeiSs bowc

Tb a new crowned Monarch : Such it is.

As are thofc dulcet founds in break of day,

That creep into the dreaming bride-grooms ear.

And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes

With no leflc prefence, but with much more love

Then young >^/c;</f/, when he did redeem

The Virgm-tribute, paid by howling Troy

To the Sca-monfier : I ftand for facrificc.

The reft aloof are thcDardanian wives

:

With bleared vifages comeforthto view

The iflue of th' exploit • Go HerculeSy

Live thou, I live,with much much more difmay

1 view the fight, than thou thatmak'ft the fray.

Here Mufick^.

ji Song tht whllfi Baflanio comments on the

^askjts to hlmfelf.

Tell me where ufancle bred.

Or in the hearty or in the head :

How hegoty how nourished.

It is engendred in the eyesy

tvithgaz.ingfedyand Fancie diety

In the cradle w here it lies :

Let us all ring Tancles kndl.
rie begin it.

Dingy doagyhelly

All. Dingy dongy Bell.

Baf. So may the outward fhowes be Icaft themfelvcs,

The world is ftill dcceiv'd with ornament.

In Law what Plea fo tainted and corrupt

,

But being feafon'd with a gracious voyce,

Obfcures the /how of evil ? In Religion,

What damned crrour, but fomc fober brow
Will blcflc it, and approve it with a text.

Hiding the groflcneflc with fair ornament

:

There is no vice fo fimple, but a0^umes

Some mark of virtue on his outward parts;

Replitj reflie.

How many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfe

Asftayresof fandjWear yet upon their chins

The beards oi Hercules and frowning CM/srs ?

Who inward fearcht, have livers white as milk,

And thefe aflume but valours excrement.

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty,

And you fliallfec 'tispurchaft by the weight

,

Which therein works a miracle in nature.

Make them lightcft that wear moft of it :

So are thofc crifped fnakic golden locks

Which makes fuch wanton gambols with the winde
Upon fuppofed fairnefle, often known
To be the dowrie of a fecond head

,

The fcuU that bred them in the Sepulcher.

Thus ornament is Uit the guilded ftiore

To a moft dangerous fca : the beautious fcarfe

Vailing an Indian beauty : In a word,

The feeming truth which cunning times put on
To intrap the wifeft. Therefore thou gaudy gold.

Hard food for Midas y I will none of thee,

Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge

'Twcen man and man : but thou, thou meager lead.

Which rather threatncft than doft promife ought

,

Thy paleneflc moves mc more than eloquence

,

And here choofe I, joy be the confequence.

Par. How all the other paifions fleet to ayre
,

Asdoubtfull thoughts, and rafli embrac'd defpaii

!

And (huddring fear, and green-eyed jcaloufie.

love be moderate, allay thy extafie.

In meafure rain thy joy, fcant this exceflc,

1 feel too much thy blcifing, make it Icflc

,

For fear I furfet.

Baf. What find I here ?

Fair Portias counterfeit. What demy god
Hath come fo near creation > move thefe eyes ?

Or whether riding on the bals of mine
Seem they in motion.? Here are fever'd lips

Parted with fugar breath, fofweet a barre

Should funder fuch fweet friends: here in her haires

The Painter playes the Spider and hath woven
A golden mefli t'intrap the hearts of men
Fafter then Gnats in Cobwebs : but her eyes,

How could he fee to doe them ? having made one,

Mc thinks itftiould have power to fteal both his

And leave it felfe unfurnifln ; Yet look how far

The fubftance of my praifc doth wrong this (hadow

Inunderpnfing, fofar this fhadow

Doth limp behind the fubftance. Here's the fcrowle

,

The continent, and fummary of my fortune.

Ten that ehoofe not l>y the view.

Chance as fair, and choofe as true.

Since thisfortunefalls toyoHy

Be content, andfeek^no new.

Ifyou be wellpleufed with this.

And holdyour fortune for yonr bltjfcy

Turn you where your Lady Is,

And claim her with a loving kjjfe,

A gentle fcrowle ; Fair Lady, by your leave,

I come by note to give, and to rcceife,

Like one of two contending in a prize

That thinks he hath done well in peoples eye? :

Hearing applaufe and univerfall (hout.

Giddy in fpirit, ftill gazing in a doubt

Whether thofc peales of praife be his or no.

So
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So thrice fair Lady (land I even (b,

As doubtfull whether what I fee be true

,

Untillconfirin'd, fign'd, ratified by you.

Por, You fee my Lord Bafanio where I ftand

)

Such as I am ; though for my fe!f alone

I would no: be ambitious in my wilh
,

To wifli my fejf much better, yet for you,

I would be trebled twenty times my felf,

A thoufand times more fair, ten thoufand times

More rich, that to ftand high in your account

,

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends
,

Exceed account : but the full fummcof me
Is fummcofnothing : which totermc in grofTe,

Is an unlcfloned Girl,unfchool'd,urtpra6liz'd

:

Happy is this, (he is not yet fo old

But rfiemay learn .- happier then in this

She is not bread fo dull but ftic can learn ;

Happieft of all is, that her gentle fpirit

Commits it feif to yours to be direfted

,

As from her Lord, her Governour, her King,

My feif, and what is mine, to you and yours

Is now converted. But now I was the Lord

OfthisfairMan(ion,Mafterofmy Servants,

Queen o'rc my felf, and even now : but now
This Houfe, thefe Servants, and this fame my felf

Arc youts, my Lord, I give them with this Ring^

Which when you part from, loofcor give awaV)
Let it prefage the mine of your love,

And be my vantage to exclaim on you.

Bdf, Madam, you have bereft me of all words,

Oncly my blood fpeaks to you in my veins

,

And there is fuch confufion in my powers,

As after fome oration fairly fpoke

By a beloved Prince, there doth appear

Among the buzzing picafed multitude,

Where every fomething being blent together,

Turns to a wild ofnothing, iave ofjoy

Expreft,and notcxprcft: but when this Ring
Parts from this finger, then pans life from hence,

then be bold to fay BaJJamo's dead.

Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is now our time

That have flood by and fcen our wiflies profper.

To cry good joy, good joy my Lord and Lady.

Gra. My Lord BujfamOy and my gentle Lady,
1 wi(h you all the joy that you can wifh

;

For I am furc you can wifh none from me ;

And when your honours mean to folemnizc

The bargain of your faith : I doc befeech you

Even at that time I may be married too.

Baf, With all my heart, fo thou canft get a Wife.

Gra. I thank yout Lordfhip, yoiX have got mc one.

My eyes my Lord can look as fwift as yours

:

You faw the Miftris, I beheld the Maid

:

You lov'd, I lov'd for intermiffion,

No more pertains to me my Lord than you

;

Your fortune ftood upon the caskets there.

And fo did mine too, as the matter falls

:

For wooing heat untill I fweat again,

Andfwearingtillmy very rough was dry

With oathes of Iotc, at laft, if promife laft,

I got a promife of this fair one here

To have her love s provided that your fortune

Atchiev'd herMiftrcffc.

Por. h this tnie Nerrljfa.

K^er. Madam it is fo,fo you ftand pleas'd witliall.

Baf. And doc you Grattano mean good faith?

Gra. Yes faith my Lord.

Baf. Our feaftftiall be much honoured in your mar-
riage.

Gra. We'll play with them, the firft boy for a thou-

fand Ducats.

Ncr. What and ftake down ?

Gra. No, we fhall nc'rc win at that fport, and (lake

down.

But who comes here ? Lortn3:,o and hislnfidell?

What and my old Venetian friend Saleria ?

Eater LoreHX,^, JeJJica, and SaUrio

Baf. Ltre»z,o and Salerio, welcome hither.

If that the youth of my new intereft here

Have power to bid you welcome : by yout leave

I bid my very friends and Countrimen

Sweet Portia welcome.

Tor. So doe I my Lord, they arc intirely welcome.

Lor. I thank your honour ; for my part my Lord,
My purpofe was not to have feen you here.

But meeting with Salerio by the way,

Hee did intreat me part all faying nay

To come with him along.

Sal. I did my Lord.

And have reafonfor it, Signior Anthomo
Commends him to you.

Baf. Ere I ope this Letter

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth.

Sal. Not fick my Lord, unlelTc it be in mind.

Nor well, unleflc in mind .• his Letter there

Will (hew you his eftatc.

Ofens the Letter.

Gra. Nerrljfa^ cheer yond ftranger,bid her welcome
Your hand Salerioy what's the aewes from yemce ?

How doth that royall Merchant good tyinthoaiOf

I know he will be glad of our fuccefTe,

We are the Jafotts^ we have won the fleece.

Sal. I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft

Por. There are fome (hrewd contents in yond fame
Paper

,

That fteals the colour from Ba(!amo'$ check.

Some dear friend dead, elfe nothing in the world

Could turn fo much the conftitution

Of any conftant man. What worfe and worfe ?

With leave Bajjanio I am half your felf,

And muft freely have the halfc of any thing

That this fame paper brings you.

Baf. O fweet Portia,

Here are a few of theunpleafant'ft words

That ever blotted paper. Gentle Lady,

When I did firft impart my love to you,

I freely told you all the wealth I had

Ran in my veins : I was a Gentleman,

And then I told you true : and yet dear Lady,

Rating my felf at nothing, you (hall fee

How much I was a Braggart, when I told you

My ftate was nothing,! (hould then have told yoo

That I was worfe then nothing .- for indeed

I have ingag'd my felf to a dear friend,

Ingag'd my friend to his mecr enemy

To feed my meanes. Here is a Letter Lady,

The paper as the body of my friend

,

And every word in it a gaping wound

IfTuing life blood. Bui is it true Saltrio ?

Hath
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Hath all his vcnoires fail'd • what not one hi: !

From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England

,

From, Lishon, Barbarj, and India,

And ncnonc VelTell fcapethe drcadfull touch

Of Merchant-marring Rocks?

Sal. Not onf my Lord.

Befides,it {hould appear, that if he had

The prcfcnt money to difchargc the Jew,

He would not take it : never did I ftnow

A creature that did bear the fhape of man

So keen and greedy to confound a man.

He plies the Duke at morning and at night,

And doth impeach the freedomc of the ftate

Iftheydeny nim juftice. Twenty Merchants,

The Duke himfclf,and the Magnificocs

Of gteateft port have all pcrfwadcd with him,

But none can drive him from the envious plea

Of forfeiture of juftice, and his bond.

Jef. When I was with him, 1 have heard him fwcar

ToTHballinA to Chtis, hisCountnmen,

That he would rather have Antbo)tio% flcfh,

Then twenty times the value of the fummc

That he did owe him : and I know my Lord

,

If law, authority, and power deny not

,

It will go hard with poor Anthemo.

Pot. Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble?

S<7/. The deareft friend to me, the kindeft man,

The beft condition'd, and unwearied fpirit

In doing courtefies : and one in whom

The ancient Romane honour more appcarcs

Then any that drawes breath in Italy.

Par. What fumme owes he the Jew ?

Baf. For me three thoufand Ducats.

For. What, no more ?

Pay him fix thoufand, and deface the bond :

Double fix thoufand, and then treble that.

Before a friend of thisdefcription

Shall lofc a hair through my Balfanlo's fault.

Firft go with me to Church, and call me wife,

And then away to Venice to your friend :

For never (hall you lie by Port'nf% fide

With an unquiet foul. You fhallhavc gold

To pay the petty debt twenty times over.

When it is paid, bring your true friend along,

My maid Nerrljfa, and my felfmean time

Will live as Maids and Widows ; come away,

For you (hall hence upon your wedding day :

Bid your friends welcome, (how a merry cheer >

Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear.

But let me hear the Letter of your friend.

Sweet Baff3n\o,myPj'ips have all mifcarrredymy Cre-

dltorsgrow cruell, my estate is very low, my bond to the

Jew is forfeft,(^fiece in paying it,it U impossible IjhouU
live, all debts are cleared between you and /, ifI might

fee yast at mj death : notwithftandtng ufeyourpleafure,if

jour love dot not perfwadeyoH to ceme, let not my Letter.

For. Clove ! difpatch all bufinelTe and be gone.

Baf. Since I have your good leave to go away,

I will make haftc ; but till I come again

,

No bed (hall c're be guilty of my ftay,

Norreft beinterpofer'twixt us twain. Exeunt.
Enter the Jew. and Solanio^ and Anthonio

,

and the Jaylor.

Jew. Jaylor, look to him, tell not me of mercy,

This is the fool that lends out money gratis.

Jaylor, look to him.

ny^nt. Hear me ^ttgooAShylochj.

Jew. ric have my bond, fpeak not againft my bond,

1 have fworn an oath that I will have my bond :

Tbou cali'dft: me dog before thou hadft acaufc,

Butfincc I am a dog, beware my phangs

,

The Duke (hall grant me juftice : I doe wonder
Thou naughty Jaylor, that thou art fo fond

To come abroad with him at his requeft,

tAnt. I pray thee hear mc fpeak.

Jew. ric have my bond, I will not hear thee fpeak,

rie have my bond, and therefore fpeak no more,

rie not be made a foft and dull-ey'd fool.

To (hake the head, relent, and figh,and yield

To Chriftian interccflburs : follow not,

rie have no fpeaking, I will have my bofnd. £jr/f. Jew.
Sit. It is the moft impenetrable currc

That ever kept with men.

Ant. Let him alone,

ric follow him no more with bootleffe prayers

:

He feeksmy life, his reafon well I know

;

I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures

Many that have at times made mone to me,

Therefore he hates me.

Sol. I am furc the Duke will never grant this Eotfci-

ture to hold.

An. The Duke cannot deny the courfs of law

;

For the commodity that ftrangers have

With us in Venice^ if it be denied,

Will much impeach the juftice of the State,

Since that the trade and profit of the City

Confifteth of all Nations. Therefore go,

Thefe griefs and loffes have fo bated mc,

That I (hall hardly fpare a pound of flcfli

To morrow to my bloody Creditor.

Well Jaylor, on, pray God Bajfanio come

To fee mc pay his debt, and then I care not. Exeunt,

Snter Portia, Nerrijfa, Loreitz,o, Jejftca, a man of

Portiaes.

Lor. Madam, although I fpeak it in your prcfencc

,

You have a noble and a true conceit

Ofgod-like amity, which appears moft ftrongly

In bearing thus the abfcncc of your Lord.

But ifyou knew to whom you (hew this honour
,

How true a Gentleman you fend relief.

How dear a lover of my Lord your Husband,

I know you would be prouder of thework
TTien cuftomary bounty can enforce you.

Por. I never did repent for doing good.

Nor (hall not now : for in companions

That doc converfe and wafte the time together,

Whofe foules doe bear an equal yoke of love,

There muft be needs a like proportion

Of lineaments, of manners and of fpirit

,

Which makes me think that this Anthonia

Being the bofome lover ofmy Lord,

Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo,

How little is the coft I have bcftowed

In pufchafing the fcmblance of my foul.

From out the ftate of hellifh cruelty.

This comes too near the praifing ofmy felf.

Therefore no more of it : here other things,

LoreHx,o,l commit into your hands,

I

The
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The husbandry and manage of my houfc,

Untillmy Lords iccurn ; for mine own part

1 have toward heaven breath'd a fccret vow,

To live in prayer and contemplation,

Onely attended by Ntrrijfa here,

Untili her husband and my Lords return :

There isa monaftcry twomilcs off,

And there we will abide, 1 doc dcfire you

Not to deny this impofuion.

The which my love and fomc ncceffity

Now layes upon you.

Lor. Madam, with all my heart,

I fhall obey you in all fair commands.

Par. My people doe already know my tnindc,

And will acknowledge you and Jefsica

In place of Lord Btijfa/i'io and my felf.

So fare you well till we fhall meet again.

Lor, Fair thoughts and happy houres attend on you.

lef. I wifli your Ladifliip all hearts content.

For, I thank you for your wifh, and am wellpleas'd

To Willi it back on you : fare you well lefstea. Exeunt,

Now Bdtlchaz,ar,is I have ever found thee honeft truCj

So let me find thee ftill : take this fame Letter,

And ufe thou all the endeavour of a man.
In fpeed to //<««?«<«, fee thou render this.

Into my Coufin's hand, Dociar BelUria ,

And look what notes and garments he doth give theei

Bring than I pray thee with imagin'd fpced

Unto the Tranc£V, to the common Ferric

Which trades to l^tnlce ; waflc no time in words

,

But get thee gone, I fhall be there before thee.

Bal. Madam, 1 go with all conrenient fpced.

Pa, Gjmc on JVerrifa^ I have work in hand

That you yet know not of, we'll fee our husbands

Before they think of us ?

Ncr, Shall they fee us ?

Par, They fhall Nerrifa : but in fuch a habit,

That they fhall think we arc accomplifhed

With that we lack ; Tie hold thee any wager

When we arc both accoutred like young men,
rie prove the prettier fellow of the two,

And wear my Dagger with the braver grace,

And fpeak between the change of man and boy

,

With a reed voyce, and turn two mincing fteps

Into a manly (Iride, and fpeak of frayes

Like a fine bragging youth : and tcU quaint lies

How honourable Ladies fought my love.

Which I denying, they fell fick and died.

I could not doe withall : then I'le repent

,

And Willi for all that, that I had not kill'd them ;

And twenty of thefe puny liesl'le tell

Thatmcn fhall fwearl have difcontinucd fchoolc

Above a iwelvemoncth : I have within my mindc

A thoufand raw tricks of thefe bragging Jacks,

Which I will pra6lice.

JVer. Why, (hall we turn to men ?

Par, Fie, what a qucft ion's that,

If thou wert near a leud interpreter ?

But comc,ric tell thee all my whole device

When I aminmy Coach,which ftayes for us

At the Parke Gate ; and therefore haftc away.
For we muft meafurc twenty miles to day, Erckitt.

Ettttr Clown and leftica.

CloTifn, Yescruly ; for!ookyou,thefinsof the Father

are to belaid upon the children, therefore I promifeyou
I fear you, I was alwayes plain with you, and fo now I

fpeak my agiution of the matter : therefore be of good
cheer, for truly I think you are damn'd, there is but one
hope in it that can doe you any good, and that is but k
kind of baftard hope neither.

Iff. And what hope is that I pray thee .'

Clttf. Marry you may partly hope that your father
got you not, that you are not the Jew's Daughter.

lef. That were a kind of bafiard hope indeed, fo the
fins ofmy Mother (hould be vifitcd upon me.

Clovf, Truly then I fear you are damned bothby Fa-
ther and Mother, thus when I fhun Sc'ilU your Father I

fall into CA<tn^(/// your Mother ; well, you are gone both
wayes.

lef. I fhall be faved by my Husbnd, he bath made
me a Chriftian.

Clorv. Truly the more to blame he, we were Chrifli-

ans enow before, e'ne as many as could well live one by
another : this making of Chriftians will raife rhe price of
Hogs, if we grow all to be Porke-eaters, we fhall not
fhortly have arafhcron the coalcs for money.

Enter LareHz.9,

I'le tell my Husband LAnceltt what you fay, here
he comes

Lor, I fhall grow jealous of you (hortly Lttnrtlet^ if

you thus get my Wife into corners ?

/f/Nay you need not fear us Lorenz.a
, Lanceltt and

I are out, he tells me flatly there is no mercy for me in

heaven, becaufc I am a Jewes daughter : and he fayes

you are no good member of the common-wealth, for in

converting jewcs to Chriftians, you raifc the price of

Porke.

Lor. I flnall infwer that better to the Common-wealth
than you can the getting up of the Negroes belly ; the

Moore is with Childe by you Ltcncelet,

Clow. It is much that the Moore fhould be more then

reafon: but if fhc be leffe then an honeft woman, (he is

indeed more then I took her for.

Lor. How every fool can play npon the word, I think

the be(t grace of wit will fhortly turn into filence , and
difcourfe grow commendable in none onely but Parrao:

go in firra, bid them prepare for dinner ?

Chr». That is done fir, they have allftomacks ?

Lor, Goodly Lord, what a wit-fnapper arc you, then

bid them prepare dinner.

Clovf, That is done too fir, onely cover is the word.

Lor, Will you cover than fir.'

Clavt, Not fo (ir neither, I know my duty.

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion, vvilt thou

(hew the whole wealth of thy wit in. an inftant ; 1 pray

thee undcrftand a plain man in his plain meaning : go

to thy fellows, bid them cover the table, ferve in the meat

and we wiil come in to dinner.

Clow. For the table fir, it fhall be fcrv'd in, for the

meat fir, it (hall be covered, for your comming in to din-

ner fir, why let it be as humours and conceits fhall go-

vern. Exit Clawm.

Lor. O dear difcretion, howhis woidsarefiited^

The fool hath planted in his memory

An Army ofgood words, and I doc know

A many fools thatftand in better place,

Gamiltit like him, that for a trickfic word

Defic the matter : how checr'ft thou "jefic^

And now good fweet fay thy opinion,
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How doft thou like the Lord Bafanlo'i wife ?

Jef. Part all cxprefltng, it is very txicet

The Lord BaJ!amo live an upright life

For having fiich a blefTing in his Lady,

He findes the joycs of heaven here on earth,

And if on earth he doe not mean it, it

Is rcafon he fhould never come to heaven ?

Why, if two godsftiould play fome heavenly match,

And on the wager lay two earthly women.

And Portia one ; there muft be fomething elfc

Pawn'd with the other, for the poor rude world

Hath not her fellow.

Lo. Even fucti a husband

Haft thou of me, as Oie is for a wife.

Jef. Nay, but askc my opinion too of that ?

Lor. I will anon,firftlet us go todinner ?

Jef. Nay, let me praife you while I have a (lomack ?

Lor, No pray thee, let it ferve for table talke,

Then howrom crc thou fpeak'ft 'mong other things,

I Oialt digeft it ?

Jef. WelijI'lefet you forth. Exennt.

ABm Quarm,

Enter the DiikSy the Magn'ificoes^Anthonio^ B^anioy

and Gratiano.

D«i^, What, is t/f»thonla here?

^Ht. Ready, fo pleafe your grace ?

Du. I am forry for thee, thou art come to anfwer

A ftony adverfary, an inhumane wretch,

Uncapablc of pitty, void, and empty

From any drammc of mercy.

Ant^ I have heaid

Your grace hath tane great pains to qualiHe

His rigorous courfe : but fince he ftands obdurate.

And that no lawfull means can carry mc
Out of his envies reach, I doc oppofe

My patience to his fury, and am arm'd

To fuffer with a quietneffe of fpiric,

The very tiranny and rage of his.

'Du. Go one and call the Jew into the Court.

Sal. He is ready at the door, he comes my Lord.

Enter Shylockj,

Du. Make room, and let him ftand before our face.

Shj/lockjy the world thinks, and I think fo too.

That thou but lead'ft this fartiion of thy malice

To the la ft hour of aft, and then 'tis thought

Thou'lt fliew thy mercy and remorfe more ftrange,

Than is thy ftrange apparent cruelty,

And where thou now exaft'ft the penalty,

Which is a pound of this poor Merchant's flefti.

Thou wilt not onely loofe the forfeiture

,

But touch'd with humane gentleneffe and love.

Forgive a moiety of thcprincipall,

Glancing an eye of pitty on his lofles

That have of late fo hudled on his back.

Enow to preffc a royall Merchant down ;

And pluck commiferation of his ftate

From bralTie bofomcs, and rough hearts of flint.

From ftubborn Turks and Tartcrs never traind

To offiees of tender courtefie.

We all expeft a gentle anfwer Jew ?

Jew. I have pofleft your grace of what I purpofe,

And by our holy Sabbath have I fworn

To have the due and forfeit ofmy bond.

If you deny it, let the danger light

Upon your Charter, and your Cities frecdome.

You'll aske me why I rather choofe to have

A weight of carrion fleni,then to receive

Three thoufand Ducats ? I'le not anfwer that

:

But fay it is my humour ; Is it anlwcred ?

What ifmy houfe be troubled with a Rat,

And I be pleas'd to give ten thoufand Ducats

To have it bain'd ? What, arc you anfwcr'd yet ?

Some men there arc love not a gaping Pigge

:

Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat :

And others, when the Bag-pipe fines i'th' nofe,

Cannot contain their Urine foraffcition.

Matters of paflRon fwaycs it to the mood
Of what it likes or loathes, now for your anfwer •

As there is no firm rcafon to be rendrtd

Why he cannot abide a gaping Pigge ?

Why he a harmleffc neceflary Cat ?

Why he a woollen Bag- pipe : but of force

Muft yield to fuch inevitable ftiame.

As to offend himfclf being offended .•

So can I give no rcafon, nor I will not.

More then a lodg'd bate, and a certain loathing

I bear AnthoniOy that I follow thus

A loofing fuit againft him ? Arc you anfwcred >

Baf. This is no anfwer thou unfeeling man.
To excufc the current ofthy cruelty.

Jew. I am not bound to pleafe thee with my anfwer.

Baf Doe all men kill the thing they doe not love?

Jew. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ?

Baf. Every offence is not a hate at firft.

Jew. What, would'ft thou have a Serpent fting thee

twice ?

Ant. I prayyoUthink youqueftion with a Jew :

You may as well go ftand upon the beach,

And bid the main flood be at his ufuall height,

Or even as well ufe qucftion with the Wolfe,
The Ewe bleat for the Lamb: when you behold.

You may as well forbid the Mountain Pines

To wagge their high tops, and to make no noife

When they are fretted with the gufts of heaven

:

You may as well doe any thing inoft hard

,

As feek to foften that, than which what harder >

His Jewifli heart. Therefore I doe befecch you

Make no more offers, ufe no farther meanes

,

But with all briefaod plain conveniency

Let me have judgement, and theJew his will.

Baf. For thy three thoufand Ducats here is fix.

Jew. If every Ducat in fix thoufand Ducats

Were in fix parts, and every part a Ducat,

I would not draw them, I would have my bond ?

Du. How ftialtthou hope for mercy, rendring none?

Jew. What judgement mall I dread doing no wrong?

You have among you many a purchas'd flave.

Which like your Affes, and your Dogs and Mules,

You ufe in abjeftaftd mflavifh part,

Becaufe you bought them. Shall I fay to you.

Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ?

Why fweat they under burthens ? Let their beds

Be made as foft as youn : and let their pallats

B efcafon'd with fuch Viands : you will anfwer
'

The
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The flaves arc ours. So doc I anfwer you.

The pound of flc/Vi which I demand of him

Is dearly bought, 'cis minf, and I v/iU have it.

I f yovi deny me, fie upon your Law,

There is no force in tlie decrees of Venice
;

I ftand for judgcmcnr,anfwer, fhall I have it?

D«. Upon my power I may difmiffethis Courf,

Unleffe BetUrlo a learned Doftor,

Whom I have fen: for to determine this,

Come here to day.

Sal My Lord, here flayes without

A MefTcngcr with Letters from the Doflorj

New come from Padua.

Dh. Bring us the Letters, Call the Meffcngf rs.

B^f. Good, cheer (5^«/^/!o«/«.'Whatman,couragcyct

:

The Jew fhall have my flelh, blood, bones, and all.

Ere thou fhalt loofe £01 me one drop of blood.

Ant. I am a tainted Weather of the flock,

Meeteftfor death, the weakeft kind offruic

Drops earliefl to the ground, To let me ;

You cannot better be employ 'd Baffaniff^

Then to live ftill, and write mine Epitaph.

Enter Neriff/i.

Dm. Came you from Padnadom BelUrlo >

Ner. From both.

My Lord BelUrio greets your Grace.

Baf. Why doft thou whet thy knife fo earncftly?

Jew. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrout there.

(jra. Not on thy foale, but on thy foul harfh Jew,

Thou mak'ft thy knife keen : but no mtetall can
,

No, not the hangmans Axe bear half tlie kecnneffc

Of thy fliarp envy. Can no piayers pierce thee ?

lew. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make.
Gra. O be tliou danin'd inexorable dog

,

And for thy life let juftice beaccus'd .•

Thou aliroftmak'ft me waver in my faith
;

To hold opinion with Vythagorai^

That fouls of animals infufe themfclves

.Into the trunks of men. Thy currifh fpii i:

Govcrn'd a Woolf, who hang'd for humane flaughter,

Even from the Gallows did hisfell foul fleet
;

And whiTft thou layeft I'n thy unhallowed Damme,
Infus'd it fclfin thee : For thy defires

Are Woolvifh, btoody, derv'd, andi-avenous.

I(v>. Till thou canft rail the feal from off my bond :

Thou but offcnd'ft thy Lungs to fpeal fo loud:

Repair thy wit good youth, or it will fall

To endlelic ruinc. I Hand here for Law.

T>H. This Letter from Bellar 10 doth commend
A young and Learned Do6tor in our Court

;

Wheieis he ?

Ner. Hcattendeth here hard by

To know your anfwer, whether you'll admit him.

Dm. With all my heart. Some three or four of you
Go give him courteous conduA to this place.

Mean time the Court fliall hear Bcllario's Letter.

^VOur Grace fhall under/land, that at the receit ofyour
Letter I am very Jick^: but in the inilant that your

fnffff^^c came^ m lovingvifitation was rvith me ayoung
DoBor of%ome^ his name is Bzkhihr : / acijuainted

himfvith the Cafe in controverfie^ hetveeenthe len nnd

Anthonio the Merchant : iVe txrn'd »re many Boek_s to.

gether : he is furnifted vith my opinion^ which bettered
I

with his OTVii learnings the grcAtmjfe whereof I cannot
\

enough commend, tomes with him at my import unitj t»

fill upyour Graces recjuefiinmyjlead. 1 hefeech you lit

his tack ofyeares he no impediment to let him lackji re-
Verend eflimatton -.for I never kjievf fo young tt body ttith

Jo old a head, I leave him to yonr gracious acceptance

whoft tri4ll(hatl better publifh his cemmendaiien.

Enter Portia for Balthafar

Du. You hear the learn 'd Bellario what hewritef
And here (I take it) is the Doftor come.
Give me your hand : Came you fiom old Bellario }

For. I did my Lord.

Du. Yoo arc welcome : rake your place

;

Are you acquainted with the difference

That holds thisprefcnt queftion in the Court.
Por. lam informed throughly of the Cafe.

Which is the Merchant here ? and which the Jew >

Du. Anthonio and old Shylockf, both ftand forth.

Por. Is your name Shylockj.

lew. Shylockj is my name.

Por, Of a fti^ange nature is the futc you follow

,

Yet in fuch rule, that the Venetian Law
Cannot impugne yotias you doe proceed.

You fland within his danger, doe you not ?

yint, I, fo he fayes.

Por. Doe you confeflc the bond?
yln. I doe.

Por. Then mufl the Jew be mercifull.

lew. On what compulfion muft I ? Tell me that.

Por. The quality oi" mercy is not ftrain'd,

Itdioppeth as the gentle rain from heaven
Upon the place beneath. It is twice bleft,

It bleffethhim that gives, and him that takes,

'Tis mightiefl in the mightiefl, it becomes

Thcthroned Monarch better than hisCrowrt,

His Scepter (Tiewes the force of tcmporall power.
The attribute to awe and Majefty,

Wherein doth fit the dread and fearof Kings:

But mercy is above this fceptrcd fway,

It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings,

It is an attribute to God himfelf

;

And earthly power doth then fhcw likeft Gods
When mercy feafons Juflicc. Therefore Jcv^
Though Juflice be thy plea, confider this.

That in the courfeof jufUce, noneofus
Should fee falvation : we doc pray for mercy

,

And that fame prayer, doth teach us ail to render

The deeds of mercy. I have fpokc thus much
To mitigate the jufticc oftliy plea :

Which if thou follow, this ftrift coorfe of Venice

Mufl needs give fentenceagainft the Merchant there.

Shy. My deeds upon my head, I crave the Law,
The penalty and forfeit of my bond,

Por. Is he not able to difcharge the money ?

Baf. Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court

,

Yea, twice the fumme, if that will not fuifice,

I will be bound to pay it ten timeso're.

On forfeit of rty hands, my head, my heart :

If this will not fuffice, it mufl appear

That malice hearts down truth. And I befecch yoO

Wrcft once the Lawi to your authority.

To doe a great right, doe a little wrong.

And curbc this cniell devil of his will.

For. It muft not be, there is no power in fem'ct

Can alter a decree eftablifhed ;

Twill be recorded for a Prefidenr,

And
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And many an errour by the fame example ;

Will lu/h into the ftate : It cannot be.

lew. A Daniel come to judgement, yea a Daniel.

O vMife young Judge, how doe I honour thcc.

Por. I pray you look upon the bond.

lew. Here 'tismoft reverend Do<ftor, here it is.

Por. Shjlockc, thet-'s thrice thy money offered thee.

Shj. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven ••

Shall I lay perjury upon my Soul ?

No not for Venice.

Por. Why this bond is forfeit,

And lawfully by this the Jew may claime

A pound of flerti, to be by him cut off

Neareft the Merchants heart ; be merciful!,

Take thrice thy money, bid me tear the bond.

lew. When it is paid according to the tenure.

It doth appear youare a worthy Judge

:

You know the Law, your expofition

Hath been moft found. I charge yoii by the Law

,

Whereof you are a wcll-deferving pillar,

Proceed to judgement : By my foul I fwear,

There is no power in the tongue of man

To alter me : I ftay here on ray bond.

An. Moft heartily I doe befeech the Court

To give the judgement.

Per. Why then thus it is :

You muft prepare your bofome for his knife.

lew. O noble Judge, O excellent youi^man.

Por: For the intent and purpofe oftheXaw

Hath full relation to the penalty.

Which here appeareth due upon the bond.

lew. 'Tis very true : O wife and upright Judge,

How much more elder art thou then thy looks ?

Por. Therefore lay bare your bofome.

lew. I, his breft,

So fayes the bond, doth itnot rroble Judge ?

Neareft his heart, thofe are the very words.

'Por. Icisfo: Arc there balance here to weigh the

flcth?

lew. I have them ready.

Por. Have by fomc Surgeon,5Ar/sfi^ on your charge

To ftop his wounds, leaft he fliould bleed to death.

lew. It is notnominated in the bond ?

Per. It is not fo cxpreft : but what of that ?

'Twere good you doe fo much for charity.

lew. I cannot find it, 'tis not in the bond.

Por. Come Merchant, have you any thing to fay >

Ant. But little :I am arm'dand well prepar'd.

Give me your hand Bajfanioy fare you well.

Grieve not that I am fain to this for you

:

For herein fortune ftiewes her felf more kind

Then is his cuftome. It is ftill her ufc

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth,

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow

An age of poverty. From which lingring penance

Offuch a mifery, doth (lie cut me off:

Commend me to your honourable Wife,
Tell her theproccfle of Anthenio'smd t

Say how I lov'd you ; fpeak me fair in death

:

And when the tale is told, bid her be judge.

Whether Bajfanio had not once a Love :

Repent not you that you (hall lofe your friend

,

And he repents not that he paycs your debt.

For ifthe Jew doe cut but deep enough ,

ric pay it inftantly, with all my heart.

Baf. Anthonio^ I am married to a wifc.

Which is as dear to me as life it felf.

But life it felf, my wife and all the world,

Are not with me eftecm'd above thy life.

I would lofe all, Ifacrjficc them all

Here to this devil, to deliver you.

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for that

,

If (Tie were by to hear you make the offer.

Gra. \ have a Wife whom I proteft I love,

I would fhc were in heaven, fo me could

Intrcat fome power to change this currifti Jew.

Nir. 'Tis well you offer it behind her back,

The wifh would make elfc an unquiet houfe. (ter

lew. Thefe be the Chriftian husbands : I have a daugh-

Would any of theftock oiBarrabas

Had been her husband, rather then a Chriftian.

We trifle time,l pray thee purfuc fentence.

Por. A pound of that fame Merchants flelh is thine,

The Court awards it, and the law doth give it.

lew. Moft rightfull Judge.

Por, And you rauft cut this flefli from off his breaft,

The Law allows it, and the Court awards it.

lew. Moft learned Judge,a fentence, come prepare.

Por. Tarry a little, there isfomething elfc.

This bond doth give thee here no jot of bloud.

The words exprefly are a pound of flelh :

Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound offlcfh,

But in the cutting it, if thou doft flied

One drop of Chriftian blood, thy landsand goods

Are by the Lawes of femce connfcatc

Unto the State oiVenice.

Gra. O up right Judge.

Mark Jew,O learned Judge.

Shy. Is that the law?

Por. Thy felf (halt fee the Aft :

For as thou urgeft juftice,be affur'd

Thou fhalt have juftice more then thoudefireft.

Gra. Gleamed Judge, mark Jew, a learned Judge.

lew. I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice.

And let the Chriftian go.

Baf. Here is the money.
For. Soft, the Jew fhall have all juftice, foft, nohafte,

He ftiall have nothing but the penalty.

Gra. O Jew, an upright Judge, a learned Judge.

Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flefh t

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou leffe nor more

But juft a pound of fle/h : if thou tak'ft more

Or leffe then a juft pound, be it fo much
As makes it light or heavy in the fubftance.

Or the divifion ofthe twentieth part

Of one poor fctuple, nay if the fcalc doe tura

But in the eftimacion ofa hair ,

Thou dicft, and all thy ^oods arc confifcatc.

Gra. A hcond 'Darnel^» Daniel JeWf
Now infidell I have thee on the hip.

Por. Why doth the Jew paufe, uke thy forfeiture.

Skjf. Give me my principall, and let me go.

Baf. I have it ready for thee, here it is.

Per. He hath refus'd it in the open Court,

He fhall have meerly juftice and his bond.

Gra. A Daniel ftill fay I, a fecond Daniel^

I thank thee Jew for teaching me that word.
Shy. Shall I not have barely my principall ?

Per. Thou ftialt have nothing but the forfeiture,

To be taken fo at thy perill Jew.
Shy. Why then the Devil give him good of it

:

rie ftay no longer queftion.

Per,
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Por. Tarry Jew,
The Law hath yet anocher hold on you.

It IS cna6lc(i m the Lawcs of Venice,

If ic be proved againft an Alien,

That by direct, or indiredt atccmpts

JHc feck the life of any Citizen,

(The party 'gainft the which he doth contrive,

Shall feizc one halFhis goods, the other half

Comes to the privy Coffer of the State ,

And the offenders life lies m the mercy

Of the Duke onely, gainft all other voyce.

In which predicament 1 fay thou ftandft :

For it appeares by manifcft proceeding

,

That indireftly, and diredtly too

Thou had contriv'd againft the very life

Of the defendant : and thou haft incurr'd

The danger formerly by me rchcaift.

Down therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke.

Gra. Beg that thou maift have leave to hang thy felf,

And yet thy wealth being forfeit to theftate
,

Thou haft not left the value of a cord
,

Therefore thou muft beKang'd at the ftates charge.

Duk^ That thou fhalt fee the difference of our fpirit,

I pardon thee thy life before thou aske it :

For half thy wealth, it is Anthomo'%
;

The other halfe comes to the genera 11 flaic.

Which humblenefle may drive unto a fine.

Pir. I,for the ftate, not for Anthomo.

Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that

,

You take my houfc, when you doc take the prop

That doth fuftam my houfc you take my life

When you doe take the meanes whereby I live.

Ptr What mercy can you render him Anthonio }

Gra. A Halter Gratis^ nothing clfc for Gods fake.

Ant. So pleafe my Lord the Duke, and all the Court

To quit the fine for one half of h'ls good*,

I am content :fo he will let me have

The other halfe in ufe, to render it

Upon his death, unto the Gentlanati

That lately (tole his daughter.

Two things provided more, that for this favour

He pvcfcntly become a Chriflian :

The other, that he doc record a gift

Here in the Court of all he dies polTcft

Unto hfs Son Lorenz^o., and his Daughter.

Dnk_. He fhall doc this, or clfc I doc recant

The pardon that I late pronounced here.

Par. Art thou contented Jew ? what doft thou fay ?

Shj. I am content.

Por. Clarke, draw a dad of gift.

Shy. I pray you give mc leave to go from hcDce ,

I am not well, fend the deed after mc.

And I will fign it.

Dnk^. Get thee gone, but doe it.

Gra. In Chriftning thou ftialt have two Godfatheis,

Had I been Judge, thou fhouldft have had ten more.

To bring thee to the Galbvvi, not to the Font. Exit.

Duk^. Sir, I entreat you with me home to dinner.

Per. I humbly doc dcfuc your Grace of pardon,

I muft away this night toward Pddua ,

And it is meet I prcfently let forth.

Duk^. I am forry tlwt youv leifure ferves you not :

Anthonio gratifie this Gentleman
,

For in my mind, you are much bound to him.

Exit Duk* ^"d his train.

Bajf. Moll worthy Gentleman, I and my friend

Have by your wifedomc fcwen thif d»y accjuitted

Of grievous- penal tics, ir» lieu whereof

Three thoufand DucatS due unto the Jew
We freely cope your courteous pajns withall.

Ant. And ftand indebted over and above

In love and fervice to you evermore.

Por. He IS well paid that is well fatisficd

,

And I delivering you, am fatisficd.

And therein doc account my felf well paid.

My fBind was never yet more mercinary.

I pray you know me when we meet again,

I wifh you well, «nd fo I take my leave.

BaJf. Dear fir, of force I muft attempt you further
,

Take fome remembrance of us as a tribute.

Not as a fee • grant me two things, I pray you

Not to deny me, and to pardon me.

Per. You preffe me far, and therefore I will yield
t

Give mc yoilr Gloves, I'le wear them for your fake,

And for your love Tic take this Ring from you.

Doe not draw back your hand, lie take no more,

And you in love fhall not deny me this .*

Baf. This Ring good fir, alafs it is a trifle,

I will not fhame my felf to give you this.

Por. I will have nothing elfe but onely this.

And now mc thinks I have a mind to it.

B/if. 1 here's more depends on this then on the value,

The deareft Ring in l^eince will I give you,

And find it out by proclamation,

Onely for this I pray you pardon me.

7or I fee fir you are libcrall m offers,

You taught mc firft to beg, and now me thinks

You teach me how a beggar fhould be anfwer'd.

Baf. Good fir, this Ring was given me by my Wife,

And when fhe put I'c on,fhc made me vow

That I fhould neither fell, nor give, nor lofe it.

Por, That fcufe ferves many men to favc tkcir gifts,

And if your Wife be not a mad woman.

And know how well I have deferv'd this Ring

,

She would not hold out enemy for ever

For giving it to me : well, peace be with you. Exeunt.

Ant. My Lord Ba/fdmo, let htm have the Ring,

Let his dcfcrvmgs and my love withal)

Be valued againft your Wives commandement.

Bjff. Go Gratisno^ run and overtake him.

Give him the Ring, and bring him if thou canft

Unto Anthonio'% houfc, away, make haftc. Exit Crdti.

Come, you and I will thither prcfently
,

And in the morning early will we both

Fhc toward Belmont, cowe tyinthtmt. Exeunt.

Enter Portia and Nerriff^a.

Por. Enquire the Jews houfc out,givehim thii deed,

And let him fign it, we'll away to night

,

And be a day before our Husbands home •

This deed will be well welcome to Lortm.».

Enter Gratiano.

Gra. Fair fir, you are well o'retanc :

My Lord Sajfanio upon more advice.

Hath fent you here this Ring, and doth intceai

Your. company at dinner.

Ptr. That cannot be ;

His Ring I doc accept mof< thankfully,

And fo I pray you tell him : fuithermorc,

I pray you fhew my youth old Shyltck^i houfc,

Grati. That will 1 doe.

Ner. Sir, 1 would fpeak with you ;
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I'lc fee if I can gee my. Husbands Ring

Which I did make him fwearto keep for ever.

/'or.Thou maift I warran:, we Ihall have old fwearing

That they did give the Rings away co men

;

But we'll out-face them, and out-fwear them too :

Away, make hafte, thou know'ft where I will tarry.

Ner. Come good fir, will you (hew me to this houfc.

ExttiKt.

ABm Quinm,

Enter Lorenx.0 and Jejftea.

Lor. The Moon fliines bright. In fuch a night as this,

When the fweet wind did gently kifle the trees

,

And they did make no noyfe : in fuch a night

Trtylus me thinks mounted the Troyan wall,

And figh'd his foul toward the Grecian tents

Where C'refed lay that night

Jef. In fuch a night.

Did Thiib'te fearfully o'rc-trip the dew.

And few the Lyons fliadow ere himfelf,

And ran difmayed away.

Ltren. In fuch a night

Stood D'tdo with a Willow in her hand

Upon the wild Sea banks, and waft her Love

To come again to Carthage.

Jef. In fuch a night

tJHedea gathered the inchamed herbs

That did renew old Efon.

Loren. In fuch a night

Did Jefiica fteal from the wealthy Jew

,

And with an Unthrif: Love did run from f^eniee
,

As far as Belmont.

Jef. In fuch a night.

Did young Lorent.0 fwear he lov'd her well,

Stealing her foul with many vowcs of faith
,

And ncVe a true one.

Laren. In fuch a night

Did pretty leffica (like a little ihrow)
Slander her Love, and he forgave it her.

itf. I would out-night you did no body come .*

But hark, I hear the footing of a man.

Enter Meffenger.
Lor. Who comes fo faft ift filencc of the night ?

Mef. A friend. (friend?

Loren. A friend, what friend, yourname I pray you
Mef. Stephana is my name, and I bring word

My MiftrcfTe will before the break of day
Be here at Belment^ (he doth ftray about
By holy crofTes,where flie kneels and prayes
For happy wedlock houres.

Loren. Who comes with her ?

Mef. None but a holy Hermit and her maid

,

I pray you is my Mafter yet rctum'd ?

Loren. He is not, nor we have not heard from him,
But go we in I pray thee lefjicay

And ccremonioufly let us prepare
Some vvclcome for the Miftrcflcofthe houfc.

Enter Clown.

C/ow. Sola, fola : wo ha ho, fola, fola.

Loren. Who calls?

C/o.Sola, did you fee M. Lorenx^o^ and Mrs. LorenK,ti^

Lor. Leave hollowing man, here. (fola, fola.

C/». Sola, where, where ?

Lor. Here.?

C/o. Tell him there's a Poft come from my Mafter,

with his horn full of good newes, my Maftcr will be here

ere morning fweet love.

Loren. Let's in, and there expert their comming.

And yet no matter .' why fhould we go in ?

My friend Stephana fignific pray you

Within the houfc, yourMiftreffc is at hand
,

And bring your niufick forth into the aire.

How fweet the Moon-light fleeps upon this bank,

Here will we fit, and let the founds of Mufick

Creep in our cares ; foft ftilnelTe, and the night

Become the tutches of fweet harmony :

Sit lefficuy looke how the floor of heaven

Is thick inlaycd with patterns of bright gold.

There's not the fmallcft orbe which thou bchold'ft

But in his motion like an Angel fings

,

Still quiring to the young eyed Cherubims

;

Such harmony is in immortall fouls,

But whilft this muddy vefture of decay

Doth grody dofc in it, we cannot hear it

:

Come hoe, and wake Diana with a hymne,

With fwecteft tutches pierce your MiftrcfTe eare

,

And draw her home with Mufick.

lef. I am never merry when I hear fweet Mufick.

Play Mnftck^

Lor. The reafon is, your fpirits are attentive

:

For doe but note a wild and wanton herd

Or race of youthfuU and unhandled colts.

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud,

Which is the hot condition of their blood.

If they but hear perchance a trumpet found.

Or any ayre of Mufick touch their eares.

You (hall perceive them make a mutuall (^and.

Their favage eyes turn'd to a modcft gaze

By the fweet power of mufick •• theremrethe Poet

Did fain that Orpheus drew teares, ftorics, and floods.

Since naught fo rfodcifh, hard, and full of rage,

But mufick for the time doth change his nature ;

The man that hath no Mufick in himfelf.

Nor is not moved with Ctfticord of fweet founds

,

Is fit for treafont, ftratagcms, and fpoyles,

The motions of his fpirit are dull as nighr.

And his afFc6lion$ darke as Ertbnsy

Let no fuch man be trulted : marke the Mufick^

Enter Pertia and Nerrljfa.

Tor. That light we fee is burning in my hall

:

How farre that little candle throws his beames

,

So (hines a good deed in a naughty world. ( die ?

Ner. When the Moon /hone, we did not fee the can-
Por. So doth the greater glory d im the IcfTe,

A fubftitute (hines brightly as a King
Untill a King be by, and then his (tate

Empties it felf,asdoth an inland brook
Into the main of waters : mufick, hark. Mt^ck^

Ner. Ic is your mufick Madam of the houfc.

Per. Nothing is good I fee without refpetJl,

Me thinks it founds much fweetcr then by day ?

tier. Silence beftowes that virtue on it Madam

,

yor. The Crow doth fing as fwcetly as the Larke

When
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When neithcris attended : and I think

ThcNightingaleif fKe fbould fingbyday
When every Gooie is cackling, would be thought

No better a Mufician then the Wren ?

How many things by fcafon, feafon'dare.

To their right praife, and true perfeftion :

Peace, how the Moon fleeos with Endimion,

And would not be awak'o.

Mujick^ceafet.

Lor. That is the voyce ,

O; I am much deceiv'd otPortia.

Por. He knows mc as the blind man knows the Cuc-
kow by the bad voyce.

Lor, Dear Lady welcome home.
Por. We have been praying for our husbands welfare,

Which fpeed we hope the better for our words

,

Are they rcturn'd ?

Lor, Madam, they are not yet :

But there is come a Meffcngcr before

To fignifie their comming.

Por. Coin Nerrljfa y

Give order to my fervants, that they ukc
No note at all of our being abfent hence,

Nor you Loren^o^ J'Jpi^'t nor you.

A Tucket fouttij.

Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his Trumpet,
We are no tell-tales Madam^ fear you not.

Por. This nightmc thinks is but the day-ltght fick

,

It looks a little paler, 'tis a day :

Such as the day is, when the Sun is hid.

SnterBajfamOy Anthow'o, Gnaiano^aiti tbtlr

Followe/t,

Baf. We fliould hold day with the Antipodes
Ifyou would waike in abfence of the Sun.

Por. Lee me give light, but let me not be light,

For a light Wife doth make a heavy Husband ,

And never be Baffamo fo from me

,

But God Cart all : you are welcome home itty Lord.

Baf. I thank you Madam, give welcome to my friend.

This is the man, this is ^nthome^
To whom I am fo infinitely bound.

Por. You ^ould in all fence be much bound to him,
For as I hear he was much bound fox you.

Aht, No more then I am well acquitted of.

Per. Sir
J
you are very welcome to our houfe ?

Itmuft appear in other wayes then words.
Therefore I fcant this breathing courtefie.

^ra. By yonder Moon I fwear you doe me wrong,
Infaith I gave it to the Judges Clerk,

Would he were gelt that had it for my part

,

Since you doe take it, Love, fo much at heart.

Por, A quarrell hoc already, what's the matter f
Cra. Ab9Ut • hoop ofGold, a paltry Ring

That flie did give mc, whofe Poefie was
For all the world like Cutlers Poctric

Upon a Knife ; LoDe nu^ and leave mt net.

Ner. What talke you of the Poefie or the value

:

You fwore to me when I did give it you.

That you would wear it till the hour <if dcath^

And that hfhouldlie with you in your grave.

Though not forme, yet for your vchemcnt.oathcs.

You Ihould have been refpeclive and have kept it.

Gave it a Judges Clerk : but well I know
The Clerk will ne're wear hair oa's face that had it.

GrA. Hewill, aad ifhelive to be a man.
ATifr. If, if a woman live to be a man.

Gra. Now by this hand I gave it to a youth,

A kind of boy, a little fcrubbed boy,

No higher then thy fclf, the Judges Clerk,

A prating boy that begg'd it as a Fee

,

I could not for my heart deny it him.

Por. You were too blame, I muft be plain with you.

To part fo nightly with your wives firft gift,

A thing (hick on with oathes upon your nnger.

And fo riveted with faith unto your flerti.

I gave my Love a Ring, and made him fwear

^fever to part with it, and here he ftands :

I dare be fwom to him, he would not leave it,

Nor pluck itfrom his finger, for the wealth

Thar the world maders. Now in faith Gratiano^

You give your wife too unkind a caufe of grief.

And twere to me I (hould be mad at it.

B»f. Why I were beft to cut my left hand off.

And fwear I loft the Ring defending it.

Gra. My Lord BaJJanlo gave his Ring away
Unto the Judge that begg'd it, and indeed

Deferv'd it too : and then the boy his Clerk

That took fome pains in writing, he begg'd mine

,

And neither man nor mafter would uke ought

But the two Rings.

Por. What R ing gave you my Lord ?

Not that, I hope,whicn you receiv'd of mc.

Baf. If I could adde a lye unto a fiult,

I would deny it : but you fee my finger

Hath not the Ring upon it, it is gone.

Por. And even fo void is your falfc heart of truth.

By heaven I will ne're come in your bed

Untilllfee the Ring.

Net. Nor I in yours, till I again fee mine.

Baf. S^KX. Portia^

If you did know to whom I gave the Ring ,

If you did know for whom I gave the Ring,

And would conceive for what I gave the Ring,

And how unwillingly I left the Ring,

When nought would be accepted but the Rtng,

You would abate the ftrengch of your difpleafure ?

Por. If yoa had known the virtue of the Ring ,

Or half her worthioclTc that gave the Ring,

Or your own honour to conuin the Rit\g,

You would not then have parted with the Rinj

:

What man is there fo much unreafoiuble.

If you had pleas'd to have defended it

With any tearmes of Zeale : wanted the modcfty

To urge the thing held as a ceremony :

Nerrifia teaches me what to believe

,

rie die for't, but fome Woman had the Ring ?

Baf. No by mine honour Madam, by my foul

No woman had it, buta civil Doftor,

Which did reflife three ihoufand Ducats of mc.

And bt^'d the Ring ; the which I did deny him.

And fuKr'd him to go difpleas'd away :

Even he that had held up the very life

Ofmy dear fciend. What (hould I fay,f*»cet Lady ?

I vns inforc'd to fend it after him,

I was befet with (haoie and courtefie.

My honour would not let ingratitude

So much befmtar it. Pardon me geod Lady,

And by thefe blcCTed Candles of the night

,

Had you been, thtre, I think you would have begg'd

The king o£mc, to give thee worthy Doi^or
ft.
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Par. Let not that Do<5lor e le come near my houfe,

Since he hath got the Jewell that I loved,

And that which you did fwcar to keep for me,

I will become as liberall as you,

ric uoc d<ny him any thing I have ,

No, not my body, nor my husbands bed :

Know him I fhall, I am well fuic of it.

Lie not a night from home. Watch me like Argm ,

If you doe nor, if I be left alone,

Now by mine honour which is yet mine own,

rie have the Doi^or for my bedfellow.

Nir. Ahd I his Clerk : therefore be well advis'd

How you doe leave me to mine own prote(flion.

Gra. Well, doe you fo : let not me take him then ,

For if I doe,ric marre the young Clerks pen.

Ant. I am th' unliappy fubje(fl of thefc quarrells.

Ptr. Sir,grieve not you.

You are welcome notwithftandtng,

Bxf. /'»rf/^,foigive me this enforced wrong,

And in the hearing of thcfcuiany friends

I fwear to thee, even by thine own fiir cyc»

Wherein I fee myfelf.

Por. Maik you but that >

In both mine eyes he doubly fees bimfelf

:

In each eye one, fwcar by your double felf.

And there's an oath of crcdic.

Baf. Nay, but hear me.

Pardon this fault, and by my foul I fwear

I never more will break an oath with thee,

j4»th. I once did lend my body for thy wealth
,

Which but for him that had your husbands Ring

Had quite mifcarried. I dare be bound again,

My foul upon the forfeit, that your Lord

Will never more break faith advifedly.

Por. Then you ftiall be his furety : give him ihi«

,

And bid him keep it better then the other.

Ant. Here Lord Bajfania, fwear to keep this Ring.

E-k/. By heaven it is the fame I gave the Dodtor.

Por. I had it of him : pardon BsjfMnit^

For by this Ring the Do(flor lay with me.

Ner. And pardon me my gentle GratiAna^

For that fame fctubbed boy the Do(5tor°s Clerk

In lieu of this, laft night did lie with me.

^ra. Why this is like the mending of highwayes

In Summer, where the wayes are fair enough

:

W hat, arc we Cuckolds etc we have defer v'd it ?

Per. Speak not fo grolfely, you arc all amaz'd
;

Here is a Letter, read it at your leifuie

,

It comes from PaAua from Btlltrio.

There you fliall find that Portia was the Doftor

,

Ntrrijfit there her Clerk. Ltrenx,o here

Shall witneffe I fet forth as foon as you.

And but even now return 'd : I have not yet

Entred my houfe. ./inthonio you are welcome,

And I have better newres in ftorefor you

Than you expcft : unfeale this Letter foon.

There you (hall find three of your Aigofics

Arc riehly come to harbour fuddenly.

You flull not know by what fttange accident

I chanced on this Letter.

.Anth. I am dumbe.

Bdf, Were you the Do(flor, and I knew you not ?

Gr/a.Were you the Clerk,that is to make me Cuckold?

Ntr. I, but the Clerk that never meancs to doc it,

Unleffe he live untill he be a man.

Bdf. (Sweet Doftor) you Ilia II be my bedfellow.

When I am abfent, then lie with my wife,

yiitt, (Sweet Lady) you have given me life and living;

For here I read for certain that my (hips

Are fafely come to Rhodes.

Por, How now Lere»z.o >

My Clerk hath fome good comforts too for you,

N'tr. I, and I'lc give them him without a fee.

There doe I give to you and JtJJlca

From the rich Jew, a fpeciall deed ofgift

After his death, ofall he dies po{rers*d of.

Ltrtn. Fair Ladies you drop Manna in the wa/
Of ftarTcd people,

Por. It IS almoft morning,
And yet I am furc you are not fatisfied

Of thcte events at full. Let us go in.

And charge us there upon interrogatories.

And we will anfwer ail things faithfully.

Cra. Let it be fo, the fiift interrogatory

That my Nerriffa fhall be fworn on, is,

Whether till the next night fhe had rather ftay,

Or go to bed, now being two hours to day,

But were the day come, if fhould wifli it dark.

Till I were couching with the Do(ftors Clerk.

Well, while! live, I'le fear no other thing

So fore, as keeping fafe Nerrijfats Ring.
Exeunt,

F I N I S.
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As you like it.

aJUus Trtmios. Scena ^r'tma.

Enter Orlando anil Aiixm,

Orlando,

S I remember Addnty it was upon chis faHiion

bequeathed mc by will, btita poor thoufand

Crowns, and as thou faift, charged my bro-

ther on his blclftng to breed me well ;and

tiicrc begins my fadnefTe : My brother laquts he keeps

at fchoole, and report fpeaks goldenly of his profit: for

my part, he keeps me ruftically at home, or(tofpeak

more properly) ftayes me here at home unkept : for call

you that Keeping for a gontleman of my birth, that dif*

fers not from the ftalling of an Oxe ? bis horfes arc bred

b«;tter, for bcfides that tney arc fair with their feeding,

they are taught their maruiage, and to that end Riders

dearly hir'd .• but 1 (his brother) gain nothing under him
but growth, for the which his Animals on his dunghills

arc as much bound to him as I ; bcfidcs this nothing that

he fo plentifully gives me, the fomerhing that nature gave

me, his countenance feems to take from mc .• he lets me
feed with his Hindes, barres mc the place of a brother,and

as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my edu-

cation. This is It Adam that grieves me, and the fpirit

of my Father, which I think is within me, begins to mu-

tiny againft this fervitudc. I will no longer endure it,

though yet I know no wife remedy how to avoid it.

Enter Oliver.

Adam. Yonder comes my Matter, your brother.

Grlax. Go apart Adam, and thou flialt hear how he

will fhake me up.

Oli. Now Sir, what make you here ;

Orla. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing.

Oil. What marrc you then fir?

Orla. Marry fir,! am helping you to marrc that which

God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours with idlc-

neffe.

Oli. Marry (n be better employed, and be naught a

while.

Orla. Shall I keep your hogs, and cat huskes with

them ? what prodigall portion have I fpent, that I fliould

come to fuch penury >

Oh. Know you where you are fir?

Orla. O fir, very well: here in your Orchard.
Oil. Know you before home fir ?

Orla. I, better then him I am before, knowei mc : I

know you arc my eldeft brother, and in the gentle con-

dition of blood you fhould fo know mc : the courtcfie of

nations allowes you my better, in that you are the firft

born, but the fame tradition takes not away my blood,

were there twenty brothers betwixt us : l have as much

of my father in mc, as you ; albeit I confdTe your coir-

ming before me is nearer to his reverence.

Oil. What Boy, (this.

Orta. Come, come elder brother, you are too young m
Oil. Wilt thou lay hands on me villain r

Orla. lam no villain: I am the youngeft Son of fir

Rowland di Royes: he was my father, and he is thrice a

villain that fayesfuch a father begot villains : wcrt thou

not my brother, I would not take this hand from thy

throat, tin this other had puU'd out thy tongue, for fay-

ing fo, thou haft rail'd on thy felf.

Adam. Sweet Mafter be patient, for your Fathers re-

membrance, be at accord.

Oil. Let me go I fay.

Orla. I will not till 1 plcafe .• you fhall hcirme : my fa-

ther tharg'd you in his will to give mc good education .•

you have traind me up like a pezant, obfcuring and hi-

ding from mcallgentlen»n-hkc qualities: the fpirkofmy
father growcj ftrong in me, and I will no longer endure
It : therefore allow me fuch exercifcs as may become a

gentleman, or give me the poor allottery my father left me
by teftamcnt, with that I will go buy my fortunes.

Oil. And what wilt thou doe ? beg when that is fpent?

Well fir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with

you : you (hall have feme part of your will, I pray you
leave me.

Orla. I Will no further offend you, then becomes me
for my good.

OH. Get you with him, you old dogge.

Adam, Isolddoggc my reward: moft true, I have loft

my teeth in your fervice : God be with my old mafter, he

would not have fpoke fuch a word. £.>clt Orl. J^d.
Oil. Is it even fo, begin you to grow upon me > I will

phyfick your rankncfie, and yet give no thoufand crowns

neither • holla Dennis.

Enter Dennis.

Den. Calls your worfhip.

Oli. Was not charles the Duke's Wraftler here to

fpeak with me ?

Den. So pleafc you, he is here at the door, and im-

portunes acceffe to you.

Oli. Call him in : 'twill be a good way : and tomor-

row thcwtaftling is.

Enter charlit

,

Chr,r. Good morrow to your worfhip.

0/1. Good Mounficur Charles : what's the new newes

at the new Court ?

char. There's no nev»es at the Court fir, but the old

newes : that is, the old Duke is banished by his youn-

ger brother the new Duke , and three or four loving

n
J

Lords
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Lords have put thcmfdves into a voluntary exile vvith

him, whofe Lands and revenues enrich the new Duke

,

therefore he gives them good leave to wander.

Oil. Can you tell if %o[al,Kii the Dukes daughterbc

banifhed wich her Father ?

Cha. O no ; for the Dukes Daughter her Coulin lo

loves her, being ever from their Cradles bred together,

that (he v/ould have followed their exile, or have died to

nay behind her ; (lie is at the Court, and no leffc bdoved

of her Uncle, then his own Daughter, and never two

Ladies loved as they doe.

Oil. Where will the old Duke live ?

Chit. They fay he is already in the Forreft of .^rden,

and a many merry men with him j and there they live

like the old %phin Hood, of England • they fay many

young Gentlemen flock to him everyday, and fleet the

time carelefly as they did in the golden world.

Oli. What, ycu wraftle to morrow before the new

Duke?
Chari. Marry doc I fir : and I came to acquaint you

with a matter : 1 am givcn,fir,fecretly to underfland, that

your younger brother Orlauda hath a difpofition to come

in difguis'd againfl me to try a fall : to morrow, fir, I

wraftle for my credit, and he that cfcapes mc without

feme broken limbc, (hall acquit him well : your brother

is but young and tender, and for your love I would be

loth to foyle him, as I muft for mine own honour if he

come in : therefore out of my love to you, I came hither

to acquaint you withall, that eitl^eryou might ftay him

from his intendment, or brook fuch difgraccwell a$he

ftiall run into, in that it is a thing of his own fcarch,

and altogether againfl my will.

OH. il^harlejy I thank thee for thy love to me, which

thou fhalt findlwill moft kindly requite: I had my
felf notice of my Brothers purpofe herein, and have by

under-hand mcancs laboured to dilTwadc him from it

;

but he is refolute. I tell the Char/es, It is the ftubbornefl

young fellow of Francf^ full of ambition, an envious

emulator of every mans good parts,a fecret and villanous

contriver againft me his naturall brother : therefore ufc

thy difcretion,! had as Hef thou didft break his neck

as his finger. And thou wert beft look too't; for if thou

daft him any flight difgrace, or if he doe not mightily

grace himfelf on thee, he will prafticc againft thee by

ipoyfon, to entrap thee by (omc treacherous device, and
never leave thee till he hath tanc thy life by fomc indireft

meanes or other.- for I affure thcc > (and almofl with
tcarcs 1 fpeak it) thete is not one fo young, and fo vil-

lanous this day living. I fpeak but brotherly of him

,

but fhould I anatomize him to thee , as he is, I muft
blufh, and weep , and thou muft look pale and won-
der.

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : if he

come to morrow. Tie give him his payment : ifever he

go alone again. Tie never vvraftlc for prize more : and fo

God keep your wotftiip. Exit.
OH. Farewell good Charles. Now will I ftirre this

Gameftet .• I hope I fliall fee an end of him, for my foul

(yet I know not why) hates nothing more then he : yet

he'sgentle,neverfchoordand yet learned, full of noble
device , of all forts enchantingly beloved , and indeed
fo much in the heart of the world, and cfpccially of my
own people, who bcft know him, that I am altogether

mifpiifcd : but it fliall not be fo long, thirwraftlcr ftiall

clear all : nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy thi-

ther, which now I'lc go about. £xh.

Scena Secunda.

Enter T(ofallHi , and Ce/ia.

C*l. I pray thee Rgfalind, fweet my Coz, be merry.

Rof. Dear Celia ; .1 ftiow more mirth then I am mi-

ftrelTc of, and would you yet were merrier: unleflc you

could teach mc to forget a baniflicd father, you muft not

learn mc how to remember my extraordinary plea-

fure.

CeJ. Herein I fee thou lov'ft me not with the full

waighc that I love thee ; if my Uncle thy banifhed father

had baniflied thy Uncle the Duke my Fatlicr , fo thou

hadft been ftill with me, I could have taught my love

to take thy father for mine ; fo wouldft thou, if the truth

of thy love to me wae fo rightcoufly temper'd, as mine is

to thee.

Ref. Well, I will forget the condition of my eltate,

to rejoyce in yours.

Cel. You know my Father hath no child but I, nor

none is like to have , and truly when he dies, thou ftialt

be his heir > for what he hath taken away from thy fa-

ther perforce, T will render thee again in affe(f\ion:by

mine honour I will, and when I break that oath, let me

turn monftcr : therefore my fweet "j^o/if, my dear Ko/ehe

merry.

Rof. From henceforth I will, Co7, and devifc fports

:

let me fee, what think you of fallin^ in love?

Ctl. Marry I prethee doe, to maKe fport withall : but

love no man in good earncft, nor no further in fport nei-

ther, then with fafety of a pure blufli, thou maitt in ho-

nour come oft again.

Ref. What fhall be our fport then ?

Cel. Let us fit

from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be bcftow-

ed equally.

Rof. I would we could doc fo : for her benefits are

mightily mifpliced,and the bountifull blind womaxi doth

moft miftake in her gifts to women.

Ce/. 'Tis true, for thofc that ftie makes fair, fhe fcarcc

makes honcft, and thofc that ftic makes honeft,ftio makes

vejy ill-favourcdly.

Rof. Nay now thou goeft from Fortunes Office to Na-

tures : Fortune reigns in gifts of the World, not in the

lineaments of Nature.

Effter Chrvfi.

Ctl. No ; when Nature hath made fair a crcature,may

flic not by Fortune fall into the fire ? though Nature hath

given us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune fent in

this fool to cut off this argument ?

"Kpf, Indeed Fortune is there too hard for Nature,

when Fortune makes Natures natural], the cutter off of

Natures wit.

Cel. Pcradventute this is not Fortunes work neither,

but Natures, who perceiving our naturall wits too dull

to reafon of fuch goddcflcs, hath fent this Naturall for

our whetftone : for alwayes the dulneflc of the fool, is

the whetftone of the wits. How now Wit, whether wan-

dcr you ?

C/ow. Miftreflc, you muft come away to your father,

Cel. Were you made the Meffcngcr ?

C/i?.No by mine honour,but 1 was bid to come for you.

Hof.

and mock the good houfwife Fortune

1



(tAi you like tt. 187

Ti^f. Wheic learned you thacoath foole?

Clo. Of a ceriam Knighi, thac fwore by his Honour

they were good Pancakes , and Twoieby his Honour the

Muftard was naught: Now I'lc (land to it, the Pancakes

wtre naught, and the MuAard was good , and yet was

not the Knight forfworn.

Ctl. How prove you that in the great heap of your

knowledge ?

Rif. I marry, now unmuzzle your wifdome.

Clo. Stand you both forth now : ftroke your chinnes,

and fwear by your beards chat lama knave.

Cel. By our beards ( if we had them ) thou art.

Clo. By my knavery (if I had it) then J were : but if

you fwcav by that that is not ,
you arc not forfworn : no

more was this Knight fwearing by his Honour, for he ne-

ver had any ; or if he had, he had fworn it away, before

ever he faw thofe Pancakes, or that Muftatd.

Cel. Prethee, who is't that thou means't ?

Clo. One that old Fredrlckjjo\ix Father loves.

Rof. My Fathers love is enough to honour him enough;

fpeak no more of him, you'll be whipt for taxation , one

of chefe daycs.

Clo. The more pity that foolcs may not fpeak wifely,

what Wife men do foolidily.

Cel. By my troth thou faieft true : For, fince the little

wit chit foolcs have was filenced , the liule foolery that

wife men have makes a great fhew j Here comes Moun-

fieur L< Btu.

Enter Le Ben.

Rof, With his mouth full of news.

C<^. Which he will put on us , as Pigeons feed their

young.

Rolf. Then (hall wc be nevw-cramM.

Cel. All thi better: we fliall be the more marketable.

BitM-joHr Mounjieur It Btu, what ncwcs >

Le Ben. Fair Princefs,

You have loft much fport.

Cel. Sport : of what colour >

Le B(H. What colour Madam.? How flialllanfwer

yoir?

Rof. As wit and fortune will.

C/o. Or as the deftinies decrees,

Ce/. Well faid, that was laid on with a trowel).

Clo. Nay, if 1 keep not my rank.

Rpf. Thou loofeft thy old fmell.

Le Ben. You amaze me Ladies ; I would have told

you of good wraftling, which you have loft the fight of.

Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the Wraftling.

Le Beu. I will tell you the beginning : and if it pleafe

your LadiQiips, you may fee the end , for the beft is yet

to doe, and here where you are , they arc coraing toper-

form ic,

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried,

Z,e Beu. There comes an old man , and his three fons.

Cel. 1 could match this beginning with an old tale.

Le Beit, Three proper young mcn,of excellent growth

and prcfence.

Rof. With bils on their necks: Be it known unto all

men by thefe prcfents.

Le Ren. The eldeft of the threc,wraftlcd vMith Charles

the Dukes Wraftlcr , which Charles in a moment threw

him , and broke three of his ribbeS , that tlicre is little

hope of life in him : So he fcrv'd the fecond , and fo the

third : yonder they lye, the poor old rnan their Father,

aking fuch pitifull dole over ihcm > that all the behoU

deis take his part with weeping.

Rof Alas.

C/o. But what is the fportMounfieur, that the Ladies
have loft >

Le Beu. Why this that I fpeak of,

Cto. Thus men may grow wifcr every day. It is the

fiift time that ever 1 heard breaking of nbbes wasfport
for Ladies.

C'el. Or I, I promife thee.

Rof, But is there any elfc longs to fee this broken Mu.
fick in his fides ? Is there yet another doats upon rib-

breaking } Shall wc fee this wraftling Cofm ?

Le Bex. You muft if you ftay here , for here is the

place appointed for wraftling , and they are ready to per-

form it.

Cel. Yonder fure they are coming. Let us now ftay

and fee it.

rlturijh. Enter T)uks-, Lorit^ OrUndo^ Charles

and jiitendants

Dnk.. Come on, fince the youth will not be entratcd,

His own pcrillon his forwardneffe.

Rof Is yonder the man f

Le Beu. Even he, Madam.
Cel. Alas, he is too young : yet he lookes fuccefsfully.

Ditl^ How now daughter, and Cofin :

Arc you crept hither to fee the wraftling.'

Rof. 1 my Liege, fo pleafe you give us leave.

Dm. You will take httle delight in it, I can tell you,

there is fuch odds ia the man : In pity of the challengers

youth , I would fain diffwade him , but he will not be

entreated. Speak to him Ladies, fee if you can move
him.

Cel. Call him hither good Mounfieur Le Beu,

Duk., Do fo : I'ie not be by.

Le Ben. Mounfieur the Challenger, the Piinceflc calls

for you.

OrU. I attend them with all refpeil and duty.

"Rof. Young man , have you chaUcng'd Charles the

Wraftlcr f

Orl. No fair PrinccflTc : he is the gcnerall challenger

,

I come but asothcij doe, fo try with him the ftrcngth of

my youth.

Cel. Young Gentleman
,
your fpirits are too bold for

your years : you have feen crucll proofe of this mans

ftrcngth , if you faw your fdfe with your eyes , oi knew
your felfc with your judgement , the fear of your adven-

ture would counfcU you to a more equall enterprife. Wc
pray you for your own fake to embrace your own faferj',

and give over this attempt.

Rof. Do young Sir,your reputation Ihall not therefore

be mifprifed : wc will make it our fuit to the Duke, that

the wraftling might not go forward.

Orl. I bcfeech you
,

punifti mc not with your hard

thoughts , wherein I confeftc mc much guilty to deny fo

fair and excellent Ladies any thing. But let your fair

eyes, and gentle willies go with mctomy triall ; where-

in if I be foil'd , there is but one Aiam'd that was never

gracious: if kil'd , but one dead that is willing to be fo : I

fhall doc my friends no Wrong , for 1 have none to la-

ment me ; tJie world no injury, for in it I have nothing

:

onely in the world I fill up a place , which may be better

fupplyed, when I have made it empty.

Rof The little ftrcngth that 1 have, I v/oulditwerc

with you.
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Cel. And mine Co cek-out hers.

Rof. Fare you well : pray heaven I be deceiv'd in you,

CeL. Your hearts dcfires be with you.

Char, Come, where is this young gaJIant, that jsfo

dcfirous to lye with his mother earth?

Orla. Ready ftr, but his will hath in it a more modeft

working.

Duk. You rhall try but one fall.

Chur, No I warrant your Grace you fhall not entreat

him CO a fecond , that have fo mightily pcrfwadcd him

from a firf}.

Orla. You mean to mock me after : you fhould not

have mockt before : but come your wayes.

Ro^. Now Hercules^ be thy fpeed young man,

Cel. I would I were invifible, to catch the ftrong fel-

low by the leg. Thej fVraflU.

Rof. Oh excellent young man.

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can Cell who

fhould down. Shont.

Dak,. No more, no more.

Orla. Yet I befcech your Grace, I am not yet well

breath'd.

Duk^. How do'ft thou Charles >

Le Beu. He cannot fpeak my Lord.

Dukj Bear him away :

What isthy name young man >

OrI. Orlando my Liege, the youngeft fon of &r Row-

landde Boj/es.

Duk^. I would thou had'ft been fon to fomc man clfe,

The world cfteem'd thy father honourable.

But I did find him ftill mine enemy :

Thou fhould'ft have better plcas'd me with this deed,

Had'ft thou defcended from another houfc :

But fare thee wcllj thou art a gallant youth,

I would thou had'ft told me of another Father.

Exit Dnkj.

Cel. Were I my Father (Coze) would I do this?

Orl. I am more proud to be Sir Rowlands fon,

His youngcft fon, and would not change that calling

To be adopted heir to Fredrick^.

Ref. My Father loy'd Sir Rowland as his foul,

And all the world was of my Fathers minde.

Had I before known this young man his fon,

I fhould have given him tears unto entreaties.

Ere he (hould thus have ventur'd.

Cel. Gentle Cofin,

Let usgo thank him. and encourage him 5

My Fathers rough and envious difpofition

Sticks me at heart : Sir, you have well defcrv'd,

If you do keep your promifes in love.

But juftly as you have exceeded all in promife,

Your Miftris fhall be happy.

Rof. Gentleman,

Wear this for me : one out of fuits with fortune.

That could give more, but that her hand lacks means.

Shall we go Coze ?

Cel. I : fare you well fair Centlemin,

Orla. Cat! I not fay, I thank you ? My better parts

Arc all thrown down, and that which here ftands up

Isbutaquintine, a meet livcleffe block.

Rof. He calls us back : my pride fell with my fonunes

I'lc ask him what he would : Did you call Sir?

Sir, you have wraftled well, and overthrown

More then your enemies.

Cel. Will you go Coze ?

Rof. Have with you : fare you well. Exit.

Or.What paflion hangs thefe waights upon my tongue?

Lcannoc fpeak to her, yet (he uig'd conference.

Enter Le Ben.

poor Orlando \ thou art overthrown

Or Charles, or fomething weaker mafters fhec.

Le Beu. Good fir, I do in friendfhip couhfcll you
To leave this place ; Albeit you have defei-v'd

High commendation, trtje applaufe, and love;

Yet fuch is now the Dukes condition.

That hemlfconfters all that you have done :

The Duke is humorous, what he is indeed

More fuits you to conceive, then I to fpeak of.

Orl. I thank you fir ; and piay you tell me this^

Which of the two was daughter to the Duke,
That here was at the Wraftling f

Le Beu. Neither hisdaughter,if we judge by manners,

•But yet indeed the taller is his daughter

,

The other is daughter to the banifii'd Duke,
And here detain'd by her ufurping Uncle

To keep his daughter company , whofe loves

Are dearer then the naturall bond of Sifters:

But I can tell you, that of late this Duke
Hath tancdifpleafure 'eainft his gentle Ncice,

Grounded upon no other argument.

But thatthe people praife her for her vertues,

And pitty her, for her good fathers fake ;

And on my life hit malice "gainft the Lady
Will fuddenly break forth; Sir, fare you well.

Hereafter in a better world then this,

1 fliall defire more love and knowledge of you.

Orl. I reft much bounden to you : fare you welli

Thus muft I from the fmokc into the fmothcr,

From tyrant Duke, unto a tyrant Brother,

But heavenly Rofalim. Exit,

Scena Tenia.

Enter Celia^ and Rofaline.

Cel. Why Cofin, why Rofaim : Ctifld have mercy,
Not a word ?

Rof, Not one to throw at a dog.

Cel. No , my words are too precious to be caft away
upon curres, throw fomc of then at me j come, lame mc
with reafons.

Rof. Then there were two Cofins laid up , when the

one fhould be lam'd with reafons , and the other mad
without any.

fd. But 1$ all this for your Father .?

Rof. No, fome of it is formy childes Father : Oh how
fiill of briers is this working day world.

Cel. They arc but burs, Cofin, thrown upon thee in

holiday foolery, if we walk not in the trodden paths,
our very pctti-coats will catch them.

Rof. 1 could (hake them off my coat, thefe burs arc in
my heart.

Cel. Hem them away.

Rof. I would try if I could cry hem, and have him.
Cel. Come, come, wraftle with thy afFcftions.

%of. O they take the part ofa better wraftler then my
fclf.

'

Ctl, O , a good wi(h upon you : you will try in time

m
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in dcfpight of a fall : but turning chefcjells out of fervicc,

fet us talk in good earneft : 1$ K pofliblc on fuch a fud-

dcn, you lliould fall into fo ftrange a liking with old Sir

'R^yrlattds youngcft Con ?

Rof. The Duke my Father lov'd his Father dearly.

^el. Doth it therefore enfue that you fliould love his

Son dearly? By this kinde of chafe, I fhould hate him,

for my father hated his father dearly
; yet Lhatc not

Orlando.

%of. No faith, hate him not for my fake.

Cel. Why fliould I not? doth not he defcrve well ?

Enttr 7}iikf voith Lords.

Rof. Let me love him for that, and doc you love him

Becaufc I doe. Look, here comes the Duke.

(^tl. With his eyes full of anger.

Dtikj Miftris, difpatch you with your fafcft hafte.

And get you from our Court.

Ttjf. Me Uncle

!

Dai, YouCofin,

Within thefe ten dayes if that thou bccft found

So near our publick Court as twenty miles,

Thou dicftforit.

Rof. I doc bcfccch your Grace.

Let mc the knowledge of my fault bear with mc

:

If with my felf I hold intelligence.

Or have acquaintance with mine own defires.

If that I do not dream, or be not franflck,

(As I do tiuft I am not) then dear Unkle,

Never fo much as in a thought unborne,

Did I offend yourHighncflc.

Duk. Thus do all Traitors,

If their purgation did confift in words,

They are a5 innocent as grace it felf;

Let it fufficc thee that I trtift thee not,

Rof. Yet your miftruft cannot make mc a Traitor

;

Tell me whereon the likelihood depends >

Duk^. Thou art thy Fathers daughter, there's enough,

Rof. So was I when your highpcfs took his Dukedome,
So was I when your highncffe banifii'd him

;

Trcafon is not inherited my Lord,

Or if we did derive it from our friends,

What's that to me, my Father was no Traitour

:

Then good my Liege, miftakc me not fo much.

To think my poverty is treacherous,

Cel. Dear Soveraign hear mc fpeak.

Dukj I Cf//<r, wcftaid her for your fake,

Elfc had flic with her Father rang'd along.

Ccl. I did not then intreat to have her ftiy.

It was your pleafure, and your own remorfe,

I was too young that time to value her,

But now I know her : if flie be a Traitour,

Why foam I ; we ftill have flept together,

K.ofe at an inftant, learn'd, plaid, eat together.

And whcrcfocrc we went, like Iitno's Swans,

Still we went coupled and infcparable.

Duk^ She is too fubtile for thee , and her fmoothncfs

Her very filcncc and her patience,

Speak to the people, and they pitty her

:

Thou art a foole, flic robs thee of thy name

,

And thou wilt fliow more bright , and feem xnoic vertu-

Whcn (he is gone : then open not thy lips, (ous

Firm, and irrevocable is my doombc,
Which J have paft upon her, flic is banifti'd.

Cel. Pronounce that fcntence then on mc my Licgc

,

I cannot live out of her company.

Dukj You arc a foole : you Neicc provide your felf,

If you out-flay the time, upon mine honour.

And in the greatneflc of my word you dye.

Exit Duke^ ^e.
Cel. O my poor RofaUnt^ whither wilt thou go ?

Wilt thou change father ? I will give thee mine

:

I chaise thee be not thou more griev'd then I am.

Rof. 1 have more caufe.

Cel. Thou hafl not Colin,

Prethee be chcercful! ; know'ft thou not the Duke
Hath banifli'd mc his daughter?

Rof. That he hath not.

Cel. No, hath not ? Rofallnc lacks then the bvc
Which tcachcth thcc that tliM and lam one.

Shall we be fundrcd .' AmH we part fwcct girle ?

No, let my Father feck another heir ;

Therefore devife with mc bow we may Aye,

Whither to go, and what to bear with u^

And do not feeK to take your charge upon you.

To bear your griefs your felf, and leave me out

:

For by this heaven ( now as our Corrowes pale
;

)

Say what thou anfl:, Tie go along with thee.

Rof. Why, v»hiiher fliall we go ?

Ctl. To feek my Unkle in the Forreft oiArien.

Rof. Alas, what danger will it be to us,

(Maids as we are) to travcll forth fo far f

Beauty provoketh thceves fooner then gold.

C'l. rie put my felf in poor and mean attire.

And with a kind of umber fmutch my face.

The like do you, fo fliall we paffe along,

And never flir aflailants.

Rof. Were it not better,

Becaufe that I am more then common tall,

That I did fuit me ail points like a man,

A gallant curtelax upon my thigh,

A bore-fpcar in my hand, and in my heart

Lye there what hidden womansfear there will,

We'll have a fwafliingand a marfliall ou'Jide,

As many other macniih cowards have.

That do outface it with their femUanecs.

Cel. What fliall I call thee when thou art a man ?

t^f. rie have no worfe a name then leva own Paje,

And therefore look you call mc Canlmtiy

But what will you be call'd ?

Ctl. Something that hath a reference to my ftiie

;

No longer CWw, but t/illtnM.

%pf. But Cofin, what if we aflaid to ftcal

The clownifli Foole out of your Fatbcn Court

:

Would he not be a comfort to our tra:vell f

Cel. He'll go along o'rc the vvide world with me,

Leave me alone to wooc him ; Let's away

And get our Jewels and our wealth together

;

Devife the fittcft time, and fafefl way

To hide us from purfuit that will be made

After my flight : now go we in content

To liberty and not to baniflimcnt. Extuat

aJBus Secmduu Scena Trima,

Enttr Dnkf Stmor : Amjens^ 4ni two tr tbric Lnit
t'tkj Forrejiers.

Duk^. Sen. Now my Coe-matef, Jnd brother in exile

:

Hath not old cuftome made this life more fweet
Then
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Then that of paitvted pomp ? Arc no: ihefc woods

More free 'from perill tlicn the envious Court?

Hcfe feel wc not the penalty of ^iant^

The fcafons*4iffctence,as the Icicphangc

And churlifh- chiding of the winters vvindc,

Which vfhen it baits and blowes upon my body

Even tin I flirink wijh cold, I fmilc, and fay

(This is no flattery ; thefc are couoftllori

That feelingly pcrfwadc mc what I am

:

Sweet are the ufcfrrf adverfity

Which like the toad,ougly andvcneitroui,

Wears yet a precious Jewell in his head :

And this our life cxernpt from publick haunt,

Findcs tongues in trees, books in the running bfdoks,

Sermons in ftoneS,and good in every thing.

Amen. I would not change it, happy is your Grace

That can tranflate the ftubbornncffe of fortune

Into fo quiet and fo fwect a ftile.

Duk^Sen. Come, fliall we go aftd kill us ifcnifon .'

And yet it ifks mc the poordapied fooles

Bcmg native Burgers of this defert City,

Should intheir own confines with forked heads

Have their round haunches goard.

I . Lord, Indeed my Lord

The melanchoUy Ja^nes grieves at that,

And in that kihde fwcars you do more ufurp

Then doth your brother that hith banifh'd you

:

To day my Lord of Am'itnSy and my felf,

Did fteal behind him as he lay along

Under an oak, whofe antlck roop peeps out

Upon the brook that brawls along this wood,

To the which place a poor fequeftrcd Stag

That from the hunters aim had tane a hurt,

Did come to languifli; and indeed my Lord
The wretched animall heav'd forth fuch groanJ

That their difchargedid ftretch his leathern coat

Almoft to burfting, and the big round tears

Cours'd one another down his innocent-nofc

In pitteous chafe : and thus the hairy foolc,

Much maiked of the mclancholly ladftes^

Stood on th'cxtreameft verge of the fwift brook,

Augmenting it with tears,

Duk^-Sen. But what faid Ia<ju*s ?

Did he not moraliiethisfpe^aclc ?

I. Lord, O yes, intoathoufand fimilie*.

Firft,for his weeping into the needlcffe ftream ;

Poor Decr,quoth he, thou mak'ft a teftament

As worldlings doe, giving thy fum of more

To that which had too much : thenljeino alone.

Left aftd abandoned of ha velvet friend

;

'Tis right, quoth he, thus ffeifcry dothjaf

t

The Fiux ofCompany : anon a cafdeffc Heard

Full of thcpafture, juitifsalongby hitn

And never flayes to g?ect him : I ,
qUolh /-«f«W,

Sweep on, you fat ana grcazy Citizens,

'Tis juft the fafhion ,; wherefore do you look

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ?

Thus moft invc£livcly he piercetb through

The body of the Cguntry, City, Court,

Yea , and this our life, fwearing that wc
Are mccr ufurpers, tyrants, and whats worfc,

To fright the Animals, and to kill them up

In their alTign'd and native dwelling plate,

'Dn.Sen.hnd did you leave him in this conKftiplation?

't.Lord. We did my Lord, weeping and coiumcnting

Upon the fobbing Dca-

Du. Sen. Show mc the place,

I love to cope him in thefc fullcn fits,

For then he's full ofmatter.

2. Lor. rie bring you to him ftraight.

-1

'Exeunt.

Scena Secmida,

Snter JDuks "'^^ Lords

Duki.. Can it be polTible that no man faw them ?

I: cannot be, feme villains of my Court

Are of confent and fufferancc in this.

1. Lordy I cannot hear of any that did fee her,

The Ladies, her attendants of her chamber.

Saw her abed, and in the morning early,

They found che bed untreafur'd of their Miftiis.

i.L»r. My Lord, the roynirti Clown, at whom fo oft,

Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alfo milling :

Hifferia^ the Princcflc Gentlewoman,

Confertes that fhc fccretly ore-heard

Your daughter and her Cofin much commend
The parts and graces of the Wraftler

That did but lately foile the fynowy CA^r/«,

And flic believes where ever thcySre gone

That youth is furcly in their company.

Dukj Send to his brother, Tetch that gallant hicheti

If he be abfent, bring his Brother to me.

rie make him finde him : do this fuddenly

;

And let not fearch and inqilifition quaile,

To bring again thefe fooliHi runawayes. Exeunt.

Scena Tenia,

Enter Orlando^ and Adatn.

Orl. Who's there .?

Ad. What my young m^ftcr, oh my gentle mafter,

Oh my fvyeet mafter,O you memory
Of old Sir Rowland? Why, what make you here f

Why are you vertuous ? Why do people love you ?

And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant ?

Why would you be lb fond to overcome

The bonny prifer of the humorous Duke ?

Your praife is come too fwiftly home before you.

Know you not Mafter, to fome kind of men,
Their graces ferve them but as enemies.

No tnore do yours : your vertues gentle Mafter

Arc fanftified and holy traitours to you

:

Oh what a world is this,when what is comely

Envenoms him that bears it ?

Orl. Why, what's the matter >

tAd. O unhappy youth.

Come not within thefc doors : within this roofe.

The enemy of all your graces lives.

Your brother, no, no brother, yet the fon

(Yet not the fon, I will not call him ton)

Of him I was about to call his Father,

Hath heard yourpraifes, and this night he means,

To burn the lodging where you ufe to Jye,

And you within it : if he fail of thac

He
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He will have ochcr means to cut you off

;

I overheard him : and his praftifcs :

This is no place, this houfe is but a butchery •

Abhor it , fear it^ do not enter it.

OrI. Why whither AAam would'ft thou have me go ?

Ada. No matter whither, for you come not here,

Orl. What , wouJd'ft thon have mc go and beg my
Or with a bafc and boiftrous Sword enforce (food,

A thccviHi living on the common rode ?

This I muft do, or know not what to do

:

Yet this I will not do,do how I can:

I rather will fubjedl me to the malice

Of a diverted bloud, and bloudy brother.

Ai». But do not fo : I have five hundred Crowns,

The thrifty hirel favcd under you father.

Which I did ftore to be my fofterNurfe,

When fcrviccfliould in my old limbs lie laiticj

And unregarded age in corners thrown.

Take that, and he that doth the Ravens feed.

Yea providently caters for the Sparrow,

Be comfort to my age : here is the gold.

All this I give you, let mc be your fervant,

Tiiough I look old, yet I am ftrong and lufty

;

For in my youth I never did apply

Hot and rebellious liquors in my bloud.

Nor did not with unbadifuU forhcad wooc,

The means of wcakncffe and debility,

Therefore my age is as a lufty winter,

Frofty but^tindly ; let me go with yoii,

rie do the fcrvice of a younger man
In all your bufincircand neccffitics.

Orl. Oh good old man, how well in thecappcars

The conftant fervice of the antick world,

When fcrvice fweat for duty, not for meed

;

Thou art not for the fafhion of thcfe times.

Where none will fweat, but for promotion,

And having. that,do choak their fervice up.

Even with the having, it is not fo with thee

:

But poor old man, thou prun'ft a rotten tree.

That cannot fo much as a bloffome yield.

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry

:

But come thy wayes, we'll go along together,

And ere wc have thy youthful! wages fpent.

We'll light upon fomc fetled low content.

Aia. Matter go on, and I will follow thec

To the laftgafp with truth and loyalty.

From fevcnty years, till now almoft fourfcore

Here liv'd I, but now live here no more.

At fevcnteen years, many their fortunes feck,

But at fourfcore, it is too late a week,

Yet fortune cannot vecompencc mc better

Then to dye Well, atid not my Matters debter. Sxtmt.

Seem Quarta,

Enter Rofaltnc for ^animed, Celin for Alitna^

ani Clowfi^ alias ToHchdonc.

Rof. O Jafiter, how merry are my fpirits <

Clo. I care not for my fpirits , ifmy Icggi

weary.

;ges were not

Ref. I could findc in my heart to difgracc my mans
apparcll , and to cry like a woman : but I muft comfort

the weaker vcflcll, as doublet and hofc ought to (how it

felf couragious to a pcttycoat ; therefore courage
, good

Aliena.

Cet. I pray you bear with me , I can gocno fur-

ther.

Clo. For my part , I had rather bear with you , then
bear you : yet I ftiould bear no croffe if I did bear yofl,

for I think you have no money in your purfe.

Rof. Well, this is the Forrcft of Arien.
Clo. I , now am I in Arien , the more foole I, when I

was at home I was io a better place , but Travellers muft
be content.

'

Enter Coriuy and Sllvlm.

Rof. I, be fo good Touchfiene : look you who comes
here, a young man and an old in folcnin talk.

Cor. That is the way to make hcrfcorn you ftill.

Sil. O Cor'iHy that tnou knew'ft how I do love her.

Cor. I partly gueffe : for I have lov'd ere now.
S'll. No Corin^ being old, thou can'ft not gueifci

Though in thy youth thou waft as true a lover
As ever figh'cfupon a midnight pillow

:

But if thy love were ere like to mine.
As Cure I think did never man love fo

:

How many anions moft ridiculous.

Haft thou been drawn to by thy fantafie f

Cor. Into a thoufand that I have forgotten.

Sil. Oh thou didft then never love fo heartily,

If thou rcmembreft not the flighteft folly,

That ever love did nake thee run into,

Thou haft not lov'd.

Or if thou haft not fate as I do now.
Wearying thy hearer in thy Miftris praife,

Thou haft not lov'd.

Or if thou haft not broke from company,
Abruptly as my pafiTton now makes mc.
Thou haft not lov'd.

'Phehsy Pfjehe, Phebe. Exeunt,

Rof. Alas poor Shephcard! fearching of their wound,
1 have by hard adventure found mine own.

Clo. And I mine : I remember when I was in love , I

broke my fword upon a ftone , and bid him take that for

coming a nights to Jane Smile and I remember the kif-

fing of her batlet, and the Cowcs dugs that her pretty

chopt hands had milk'd ; and I remember the wooing
of a peafcod inftead of her, from whom I took two cods,

and giving her them again , faid with weeping tears

,

wear thefe for my fake : we that arc true Lovers, run into

ftrangc capers ; but as all is mortall in nature, fo is all na-

ture in love, mortall in folly.

%of. Thou fpeak'ft wifcr then thou art ware of.

Clo. Nay, I ftiall ne're beware ofmine own wit, till

I break my ftiins againft it.

Rof. love^ lovey this Shepheards pallton

Ii much upon my faftiion.

Clc. And mine , but it growes fomcthing ftalc with

mc.

Cel. I pray you,one of you queftion yon'd man,
If he for gold will give us any food,

I faint almoft to death. I

Clo. Holla ; you Clown.
|

%sf Peace fool, he's not thy kinfman.
'

Cor. Who calls ?

Clo. Your betters Sir.

Cor. El£c are they very wretched.
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%of Peace I fay ; good cYcn to you friend.

Cor And CO you gentle Sir, and to you all.

'Kzf I prethec,Shepbeard,if that love or gold

Can in this Dcfcrt place buy entertainment,

Bring us where we may reft ourfelves, and feed :

Here's a young Maid with travell much oppreffcd.

And faints for fuccour.

Cer. Fair fir, I pitty her,

And wifh for her fake more then for mine own,

My fortunes were more able to relieve her

:

But I am fhepheard to another man,

And do not fheer the Fleeces that I graze

:

My maflcr istf churiiflidifporuion.

And little wreaks to finde the way to heaven

By doing deeds of hofpitality.

Befides his Coat, his Flocks, and bounds of feed

Arc now on fale, and at our fheep-foat now
By rcafon of his abfencc there is nothing

That you will feed on : but what is, come fee,

And in my voyce moft welcome fhall yoU be.

Rof. What is he that (hall buy his flock and pafture ?

Cor. That ^ourfg Swain that you faw here but crc-

while.

That little cares for buying any thlr^.

Rof. I pray thee, if it ftand with honefty.

Buy thou the Cottage, and the pafture, and the flock,

And thou fhaJt have to pay for it ofus.

Cel. And we^A/ill mend thy wages:

I like this place, and willingly coula

Waftc my time in it.

(^or. Affuredly the thing is to be fold :

Go with me, if you like upon report,

The foile, the profit, and this kindc of life,

I will your very faithful I Feeder be.

And buy it with your gold right fuddcnly. E.xeuttt.

Scena Quinta.

Enter^ Amyem., JkqueSy and others.

Song.

Under thegreentvood tree^

who loves to lye with me,

A/id turn hu merry Note,

unto thefrveet Birds throte :

Come hither, come hither, come hither :

Here [hall he fee no enemy.

But IVlnter and rough WeAther,

Jaij. More, more, I prethee more.

Amy. It will make you melancholly Mounfieur laques.

lacj. I thank it : More, I prethee more,

I can fuck melancholly out of a fong.

As a Weazc! fucks eggs : More, I prethee more.

Amy. My voyce is ragged , I know I cannot plcafc

you,

Iacj. I do not defire you to pleafe me,
I do defire you tofing:

Come, more, another ftanzo : Call you'cm ftanzo's ?

^my. What you will Mounfieur laques.

laq. Nay , I care not for their names , they own me
nothing. Will you fing.

Amy. More at yourrequeft, then to plcafc my felf

lai]. Well then, if ever I thank any man , I'le thank

you : but that they call complement is like th'cncounter

of two dog-Apcs. And when a man thanks me heartily,

methinks I have given him a penny , and he renders rac

the beggarly thanks. Come fing , and you chat will not,

hold your tongues.

Amy. Well, I'le end the fong. Sirs, cover the while,

the Duke will drink under this tree ; he hath been all this

day to look you.

laq. And I have been all this day to avoid him :

He is too difputeable for my company

:

I think of as many matters as he, but I give

Heaven thanks, and make no bo?ft of them.

Come, warble, come.

Son». Altogether here,

who doth amhtton Jh»tt,

and loves to live I'th SttMy

Seekjng thefood he eats,

^nd fleas'd with what he gets :

Come hither, come hither, come hither.

Here (hall he fee, /to enemy.

But winter^aKd rough Weather.

laq. Tie give you a verfe to this note.

That I made yefterday in dcfpight ofmy.invention,
tAmy. And rie fing it.

lae^. Thus it goes.

If It dee come to pajl.

That any man turn Affe:

Leaving hu wealth and eafe,

%Afiuhhorn will to fltafe,

Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame :

HerefhaU he fee,grcffefooles as he.

And if he will come to me.

Amy. What's that Ducdame ?

laq. *Tis a Greek invocation , to call fools into a cir-

dc, ric go flecp if I can : if I cannot, I'le railc againft all

the firft bom of Egypt,

fiAmy. And I'le go fcek the Duke,

His banket is prepat'd. Exeunt.

Scena Sexta.

Enter Orlando, and Adam,
Adam, Dear Maflcr, I can go nofunher;
I dye for food. Here lye I down.

And meafure out my grave. Farewell kindc mafter,

Orl. Why how now Adam ? No greater heart in thee •

Live a little, comfort a little, cheer thy felf a little.

If this uncouth Forreft y icld any thing favage,

1 will either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee :

Thy conceit is nearer death, then thy powers.

For my fake be comfortable , hold death a white

At the armcs end: I will here be with thee pvefently.

And ifI bring thee not fomething to eat,

I will give thee leave to dye : but if thou dicft

Before I come, thou art a mocker of my labour.

Well faid, thou look'ft cheerely,

And I'le be with thee quickly : yet thou Heft

In the bleak aire. Come I will bear thee

To fome ftielter, and thou (halt not dye

For lack ofa dinner.

If there liveany thing in this Defert.

Cheerely good ^A-^am. Exeunt.

Scena
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Scena Seftima,

I

Enttr Duke Sen. and Lord^ like out-larves.

Dm. Sen. I think he be transfbim'd into a bcatt,

For I can nowhere findc him, like a man.

1 , Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence,

Here was he merry, hearing of a Song,

Du. Sen. If he coinpaft of jarics, grow Muficall,

We /hall have fliortly difcord in the Spheres

:

Go feck him, tell him I would fpeak with him.

Enter Ja^ues.

r. Lord, He faves my labour by his own approach.

Dh. Sen. Why hownow Monficur, what a life is this

Tliat your poor friends muft wooe your company,
What, you look merrily.

Jaij. A fool, a fool : I met a fool i'ch Forreft ,

A motley fool ( a mifcrable world : )
As I doe live by food, I met a fool

,

Who laid him down, and bask'd him in the Sun,

And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good termes.

In good fet termes, and yet a motley fool.

Good morrow fool ( quoth I : ) no Sir, quoth he.

Call me not fool, till heaven hath fent me fortune.

And then he drew a Diall from his poake

,

And looking on it, with lack-Iuftre eye,

Sayes, very wifely, it is ten a clock :

Thus we may fee (quoth he) how the world wagges

:

Tisbut but anhourago,fincc itwasniile.

And after one hour more, 'twill be eleven.

And fo from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe.

And then from hour to hour, we rot, and ror.

And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear

The motley fool, thus morall on the time.

My Lungs began to crow like Chanridccre,

That Fools (liould be fo deep contemplative :

And I did laugh, fans intermiffioa

An hour by his Diall. Oh noble fool,

A worthy fool : Motley's the onely wear.

t)u. Sen. What fool is this ?

Jtf(j. O worthy fool : one that hath been a Courtier

And faycs, if Ladies be young, and fair.

They have the gift to know it : and in his brain,

Which is as dry as the remainder bisket

After a voyage : He hatli ftrange places cram'd

Wiih obfervation,the which he vents

In mangled formes, O that I were a fool

,

I am ambitious for a motley coat.

Dh. Sen, Thou flialt have one.

Jatj. It is my onely fuite,

Provided that you weed your better judgements

Of all opinion that growcs rank in them,

That I am wife. I muft have liberty

Withal!, as large a Charter as the windc.

To blow on whom I plcafe, for fo fools have :

And they that arc moftgaulcd with my foUy,

They moR mufi laugli : And why fir mu(t they fo ?

The why is plain, as way to Pariln Church

:

He, that a fool doth very wifely hit.

Doth very fooliilily, although he fmart

Seem fenfeleflc ofthe bob. If not

,

The Wife-man's folly isanatomii'd

Even by the fquandrmg glances of a fool.

Invert me in the motley : Give mc leave

To fpeak my mindc, and I will through

C leanfe the foul bodyofth'infeftcd world.
If they will patiently receive my medicine.

Du. Sen. Fie on thee, I can tell what thou wouldft do
J*q. What, for a Counter, would I doe, but good ?
Dh. Sen. Moft mifchicvous foul fin, in chiding fin

:

For thou thy felf haft been a Libcnine,

Aj fenfuallasthc bruitifh fting it felf.

And all th'imboflcd fores, and headed evils.

That thou with liccnfc of free foot haft caught,

Would'ft thou difgor^e into the genera II world.

Jaq. Why whocriesout on pride

,

That can therein tax any private party :

Doth it not flow as hugely at the Sea,

Till that the weary very meancs doc cbbc.

What woman in the City doc I name.
When that I fay the City woman bcares

The coft of Princes on unworthy ftioulders ?

Who can come iniand fay that I mean her.

When fuch a one as ftie, fuch is her neighbour ?

Or what is he of bafeft funftion.

That fayes his bravery is not on my coft.

Thinking that I mean him, but therein fuits

His folly to the mettle of my fpeech.

There then, how then, what then, let me fee wherein

My tongue hath wrong'd him : ifit doe himright,

Then he hath vtrong'd himfelf : if he be free.

Why then my taxing like a wiW-goofe flies

Undaim'd ofany man. But who comes here ?

Ekter Orlando.

OrI. Forbear, and eat no more.

Jaif. Why I have cat none yet.

Orl. Nor ftialt not, till nccedity be ferv'd.

J^t]. Of what kinde ftiould this Cock come of?
Dm. Sen, Art thou thus bolden'd man by thy diftrefs?

Or elfe a rude defpifer of oood manneis.

That in civility thou fecm'ft fo empty ?

Orl. Youtouch'd my vein at nrft,the thorny point
Of bare diflreffe, that hath tane from mc the ftiew

Of fmooth civility: yet am I in-land bred.

And know fome nunure : But forbear, I fay.

He dies that touches any of this fruit

,

Till I, and my affairesare anfwered.

Jaq. And you will not be anfwer'd with rcafon»

I muft die.

Dh. Sen. What would you have ?

Your gentlenefle fliall force, more then your force

Move us to gentleneffe.

Orl. I almoft die for food, and let me have it.

Dh. Sen. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table

Orl. Speak you fo gently ? Pardon me, I pray you,

I thought that all things had been favage here,

And therefore pat I on the countenance

Of ftcrn commaiid'ment. But what e're you arc

That in this defart inaccefllble,

Under the ftiade of mclancholly boughs.

Loofe, and neglcft the creeping hoiircs of time

:

Ifever you have look'd on better dayes:

Ifever been where bells have knoH'd to Church :

If ever fate at any good mans fcaft :

If ever from your eye-lids wip'd a tear.

And know what 'tis to pitty, and be pittied ,

Let gentleneffe my ftrong enforcement be.

In ihc which hope, I bufli, and hide my S\Tord.

R Duks.
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Du, Sen. True is it, thai we have fecn better dayes,

And have with holy bell bin knowld to Chinch,

And fat ac good mens feafl>,and wip'd our eyes

Of diops, that facrcd pitty hath cngendred -

And therefore fit you dovyn in gentlcnelTc,

And take upoli comriiand, what help we have

That to'your wanting may be minilhed,

Orl. Then but forbear your food a little while

,

Whiicj (like a Doe) I go to finde my Fawn ,

And give it food. There is an old poor man
,

Who after mc" hath many aweary ftep

Limpt in pure love : till he be fiift fuffic'd,

Opprell With two weak evils, age, and hunger

,

1 will not touch a bit,

Dh. Sen. Go find him out,
,

And we will nothing wafte till you return.

Orl. I thank ye, and be blelt for your good comfort.

Dm. Sen. Thou fecit, we are nor all alone unhappy :

Fhis wide and univerfall Theater

Prefcnts more wofull Pageants then the Scene

Wlieiein we play in.

Ja. All the world's a ftage,

And all the men and women, meerly Players

;

They have their Exits and their EntranccSj

And one man in his time playes many parts

,

His Adls being fevcn ages. At firft the Infanr,

Mewling, and puking in the Nurfes aimes.

Then, the whining Schooie-boy with hisSatchcU
,

Andfhining morning face, ciccpi-nglikcSnaile

Unwillingly to Schools. And then the Lover,

Sighing like Furnace, with a wofuU Ballad

Made to his MidrefTe eye-brow. Then a Soldier,

Full of (hangc oathes, and bearded like the Pard,

Jealous in honour, fuddcn, and quick in quarrell,

Seeking the bubble Reputation,

Even in the Canons mouth. And then, the Juftice

In fair round belly, with good Capon lin'd,

With eyes fevere,and beard of fomiall cut,

Full of wife fawes, and modem infbnccs,

And fo he playes his part. The fixt age fhifts

Into the lean and flipper'd Pantaloone,

With fpe£lacleson nofe, and pouch on fide

;

His youthfullhofc well fav'd, a world too wide

For his flirunk fliank, and his big manly voyce.

Turning again toward childirti trebble pipes,

And whiftlcs in his found. Laft Scene of all,

That ends this ftrange eventfuUhiflory
,

Is fecond cliildifhncflc, and meer oblivion,

-Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fans every thing.

Enter Orlando mth Adam.
Du. Sen. Welcome : fet down your venerable bur^

then, and let him feed.

Orl. T thank you mofl for him.

dd' So had you need,

I fcarcecan fpeak to thank you for my felf,

Du. Sen. Welcome, fall too : I will not trouble you,

As yet to qucftion you about your fortunes

:

Gi>(c UJ fome mufiek, and good Coufin, fing.

Song.

Blow^f>lov7^thcHWinter w'lnde ^

"fhoH art not fo h Kk.i»dr, as manf ingratitude ;

Tf)ji tooth Is not fo kjen, becaufethou art notfee/if

j4lthough thj hreath be rude.

Heigh hoofing heigh ho^unto the green hotly^

Mcjifriendship is faining ; x»oJi Loving meerfolly ;

The heigh ha., the holly^

This Life is mofi jolljfy

Friex,ej friez^e^ those bitter skje^ that doji not bitefo nioh

as benefitsforget .-

Though thou the waters warjie^ thyfting is not fojharp^
as friend remembred not

,

Heigh hoofing ^c.

Du. Seu. If that you were the good Sir Rowlands fon,

As you have whifpet'd faithfully you were.

And as mine eye doth his effigies witnefle

,

Moft truly limn'd, and living in your face,

Be truly welcome hither : I am the Duke ,~

That lov'd your Father : the Refidue of your fortune,

Go to my Cave, and tell me. Good old man
,

Thou art right welcome, as thy Mafter is :

Support him by the arme : give me your hand,

And let mc aU your fortunes underHand. Exeunt.

ABus Tertius, Scena Trtma*

Enter D(ik.e, Lords y and Oliver.

Du. Not fee him fince ? Sir, fir, that cannot be :

But were I not the better part made mercy,

I fhould not fee an abfcnt argument

Of my revenoe, thou prefent : but look to k.

Find out thy orother vvherefoc're he is, .

Seek him with Candle : bring him dead, or living

Within this twelvemoneth, or turn thou no more
To fcek a living in our Territory.

Thy Lands and all things that thou doft call thine,

Worth feizure, doe we feize into our hands.

Till thou canft quit thee by thy brothers mouth

,

Of what we think againft thee.

01. Oh that your Highneffe knew my heart in this :

I never lov'd my brother in my life.

Dukf. More villain thou. Well, pufli him out of doors

And let my Officers of fuch a nature

Make an extent upon his Houfeand Lands

:

Doe this expediently, and turn him going. Exeunt

Seem SecMjda,

Enter Orlando.
Orl. Hang there my verfe, in witneffc of my love,

And thou thrice crowned Q^ieen of night farvey

With thy chafte eye, from thy pale fphere above
Thy Huntrcflcname, that my full life doth fway.
O Fofalind, thefe Trees fliall be my Books,
And in their barks my thoughts I'le chara£>er,

[

That every eye, which in this Forrcft looks,

I
Shall fee thy virtue witneft every where.

Run, run Orlande^ca.r\e on every Tree ,

The fair, the chafte, and unexpreffive fhe. Exlr.

Enter Cerin and Clown.
Co.And how like you this Shepherds life M.Touch/lone?

Clo
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Clov. Truly Shcpheard , in icfpeit of it felf, it is a

good life t but in lefpeft thac it is a Shephcards life>it is

naught. In refpcft that it is folitary, 1 Jikc it very- well :

but in rcfpcdt tliat it is private, it is a very .vild life. Now
in lefpcdt It is in the fields, it plcafcth mc well : bat in

rcfpeCl it is no: in the Court, it is tedious. As it is a fpaic

life (look you) it fits my humour well: but as there is no

more plenty in it, it goes much agailUt niy ftomack. Has't

any Philofophyin thee Shcpheard ?

Cer. NoniQfe, bucthati knpwtbe more oncficlccns,

the worfe at cafe he is : and that he that wants money,
ineanes, and content, is without fhvcc good fricnds.That

the property of rain is to wet, and fire to burn : That
good paliure makes fat fhcep : and that a great caufc of

the niglit, is lack of the Sun : Tliat he that hath learned

no wit by Nature, nor Art, may complain of good bree-

ding, or comes of a very dull kindred.

. Clo. Such a one is a natural! Plulofophcr.

Was't ever in Court Shcpheard ?
Cor. No truly.

Clo. Then thou art damn'd.
Cor. Nay, I hope.

Ch, Truly thou art damn'd, like an ill roaftcd Egge,
all on one fide.

Cor. For not being at Court ? your rcafon.

Cl(f. Why, if thou never was't at Court» thou never

faw'rt good manners ; if thou nevct faw'ft good manners,
then thy manners muft be wicked ; and wickedncffcisfin,

and fin is damnation : Thou art in a parlous ftate, Shcp-
heard.

Cor. Not a whit Touchjlene : thofe that have good
manners at the Court, areas ridiculous in theCountrey,
as the behaviour of the Countrey is moft mockableat the

Court, You told jne, you falutc not at the Court, but

you kifle your hands ; that courtefic would be uncleanly

if Courtiers were Shephcards.
C/o. Inftancc, briefly : come, inftancc.

Car. Why we arc ftill handling out Ewes, and their

Pels you know arc greafie.

Cfo. Why, doe not your Courtiers hands fweat ? and
is not the greafc of Mutton aswholfomc asthefwcatofa
man ? Shallow, (hallow: A better inftancc I fay : Come :

Or. Sefidcs, our hands arc hard.

Ch. Your lips will feel them the fooncr.Shallow agen:

a more founder inftancc, come.
Cor. And they are often tarr'd over,with the furgery

of our Slicep : and would you have us kiffc Tarre ? The
Courtiers hands are perfumed with Civet.

C/o. Moft ftiallow iTun : Thou wormes-mcat in re-

(^z£i of a good piece of flcfti indeed : learn of the wife

and perpend : Civet is of a bafer birth then Tarrc ;the

very uncleanly flux of a Cat. Mend the inftancc Shcpr

head.

Cir. You have too Courtly a wie for me,^^e reft.

Ch. Wilt thou reft damn'd ? God help thee ftiallow

man : God make incifion in thee, thou art raw.

Cor, Sir, I am a true Labourer, I earn that I cat ; get

that I wear; owe no man hate, envy no mans happi-

ncrte ; glad ofother mens good, content with my harme ;

and the "reatcft ofmy pride, is to fee my Ewes graze,

and my Lambs fuck.

Clo. That IS another fimple fin in you, to btiog the

Ewes and the Rammcs together, and to offer to get your
living, by the copulation of Cattell, to be a Bawd to a

^11-weather, and to betray a ftice-Lamb of a twelve-

moncth to a crookcd-pated old Cuckoldly Ramrac, out

.

of all rcafonabic match. J f thou bc'ft not damnd for this,

the devil himfdf win have no Shcpbcardj ; lannotfcc
how thou ftiouldft fcape.

Cor. Here comes Mr. Gammed, aiy new MiftrefTcs
Brother.

Enter Rofatiui.

Kof. From theeajl to vtfttrn Inie^

no jnoel is like Rofalntde^

Her verth helng mounted en the windty

through all the fVorld hearts Rejalindt
AH the PlEiures falrefi Linde^

art iut tUek^ to Rofallnde :

Let HO face be k^ept in mlndcy

but the taofifair IRifallnde.

Clo. ricrimc vou fo, eight yeares together ; dinners,

and fuppers, and flceping houres excepted : it is the right

Butter-womens rank to Market.

Rof. Out Foole.

Cte. Forataftc.

Jf a Hart doe lack^a Hiude.
Let hlmfeekjMt Rofallnde t

Ifthe Cat will after ktnde^

fa hefure will Rofalindt

:

fVimcr Garments mnji belindt,

fo mujijlender Rofallnde :

They that reap mufi fheafe and hlnde,

then to Cart with RofaHmde.

Sveeteii meat hathfovtrejl rinde^

fuch a nut is Rofallnde.

He thatfweeteH raft ifillfindey

mujl jlnde Loves fricko ^"^ fLofaltnde,

This is the very falfe gallop of VerfeS, why doe you infcA
your felf with them?

Rof. Peace you dull fool, T found them on a tree.

Clo. Truly the tree yields bad fruit.

Rof. ricgraffe it with you, and then I fliall grafFc it

with a Mcdlcr ; then it will be the carlieft fruit i'th coun-
trey : for you*] be rotten e're you be half ripc,^nd that's

the right virtue of the Mcdier.
Clo. You have faid : but whether wifely or no, let the

Forrefl judge.

Snter Celiawith a pyrltir.f^

Rof. Peace, here comes my fifter reading, fland *M(.
Cel. JVhjjhould this Defart be^

for it is unpecpltd ? Mot :

Tongs rie hang en every tree,

that (hall civilfayiugs (hoe.

Seme, bow brief the Life of wan .

runs his erring pilgrimage ,

That the firetching tfafpaity

buckles in bisfummc efagt.

Some ofvielatei vewes ,

'tmxt thefonts offriend, andfneed^
Bni upon thefairefi bowes ,

or at everyfentenct end ;

tVill I Kofalinda write
,

teaching all that readtte kjiev

This auintepence of cvtrjfprite^

Beavenvouldin little (hov.

Therefore kenen Nature cbau^i
,

thai one body (hould be fUl'd.

tyitb all Oracts wide tnUr^d^
ntiitrt freftntlj difiitrd

R 2 Helen]
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Helen'/ chetk^s^bu: not bis httrt,

Clcopacra'j MajeiJj :

Atcalanca'j better part ;

[aJ. Lucrctiaes Modefly.

Thus Rofalindc of many parts

^

bj Heavenlj Sjned Tvas devu'Jy

Of maxyfacesy ej/es^ and hearts ,

to have the touches dearefiprt^'d.

Heaven weutdtbatjhe thefejiifts fpoaldhavt,

and I to live and die herflave.

Ref O moft gentle Jupiter, what tedious homily of

Love have you vs'caried your Parifhioners withall, and

never crVd, Have patience good people.

Cei. How now ] back friends: Shepheard go off a

little : go with him firrah.

C/o. Come Shepheard, let us make an honourable re-

treat, though not with bag and baggage, yet with fcrip

and fcrippa^e, £xit.

Cel. Didft thou hear thefc Vcrfes >

Rof. O yes, I heard them all, and more too , for fomc

of them had in them more feet then the Vcrfes w/ould

bear.

Cel. That's no matter : the feet might bear the Verfes.

Rof. I, but tlie feet were lame, and could not bear

themfelvcs without the verfe, and therefore ftood lamely

in the vcrfc.

Cel. But didft thou hear without wondring, how thy

name Hiould be hang'd and carved upon thefc trees ?

Rof, I was fcven of the nine daycs out of wonder, be-

fore you cajne : for look here what I found on a Palme

tree ; J was never fo berim'd fince Pythagoras time that

I was an Irifh Rat, which I can hardly remember.

Cel. Tro you, who hath done this ?

Rof. Is it a man ?

Cel, And a chain that you once wore, about his neck

:

change your colour ?

Rof. I picthee who ?

Cel, O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends to

meet ; but Mountains may be rcmov'd with Earthquakes,

and fo encounter.

Rof. Nay, but who is it ?

Cel. Is It polTible ?

Rof Nay, I prcthce now, with moft petitionary vehe-

mence, tell me who it is.

Cel. O wonderful), wonderful!, and moft wonderfull

wonderful!, and yet again wonderfull, and after that out

of all hooping.

Rof, Good my completion, doft thou think though

I am caparifon'd like a man, I have a doublet and a hofe

in my difpofition ? One inch of delay more, is a South-

fea of difcovery. I prethee tell mc,who is it quickly, and

fpcak apace : I would thou couldft ftammer, that thou

might'ft powre this conceal'd man out of thy mouth, as

Wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle : either too

much at once, or none at all. I prethee take the Corke
out of thy mouth, that I may drink thy tidings.

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly.

'Ksf. Is he ofGods making ? What manner ofman ?

Is his head worth a hat ? or his chin worth a beard }

Cel, Nay, he hath but a little beard.

%of. Why God will fend more, if the man will be

thankful! ; let me ftay the growth of his beard, if thou

delay me not the knowledge of his chin.

Cel. It is young Orlando^ that tript up the Wraftlers

heeles, and your heart, both in an inftant.

%of. Nay, but the Devil take mocking ; fpcak fad

brow, and true maid :

Cel, rfaith (Coz) 'tis he.

Rof. Orlando?
Cel. Orlando.

"Rof. Alafs thcday,what fhall I doe with my doublet

and hofe > What did he when thou faw'ft him ? What
faid he ? How look'd he ? Wherein went he.> What makes

he here ? Did he ask for mc ? Where remains he ? How
parted he with thee ? And when flialt thou fee him a-

gain .? Anfwerme in one word.

Cel. You muft borrow mc Gargantuas mouth firft :

'tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages fize : to

fay I and no, to thefe particulars, is more then to anfwer
in a Catcchifme.

Rof. But doth he know that I am in this Forreft,and

in mans apparel! .' Looks he as frclhly, as he did the day

he Wraftled ?

Cel. It is as cafie to count Atomcs as to rcfolve the

propofitions ofa Lover : but take a tafte of my finding

him, and relifh it with good obfervance. I found him

under a tree like a dropp'd Acorn.

Rof. It may well be call'd Joves tree, when it drops

forth fuch fruit.

Cel. Give mc audience, good Madam.
Rof. Proceed.

Cel. There lay he ftretch'd along like a Wounded
knight.

Ref Though it be pitty to fee fuch a fight ; it well be-

comes the ground.

Cel. Cry holla, to the tongue, I prethee : it curyettes

unfeafonably. He was furnifh'd like a Hunter.

Ref. O ominous, he comes to kill my Hart.

Cel. I would fing my fong without a burthen, thou

bring'ft me out of tune.

Rof. Doe you notknow I am a woman, when I think,

I muft fpcak : fweet, fay on.

Enter Orlando and Jaqstet.

Cel. You bririgme ont. Soft, comes he not near ?

Rof. 'Tjs he, fling by, and note him.

Jaq. I thank you for your company ; but^ood faith,!

had lief have been ray felf alone.

Orl. And fo had I : but yet for falhion fake

I thank you too, for yourfociety.

Jaq. God buy you, let's meet as little as we can.

Orl. I doedeiirc wc may be better ftrangers.

"jatj. I pray you marrc no more trees with Writing

Lovc-fongs in their barkcs.

0> I. I pray you marrc no more ofmy verfes with rea-

ding them ilUfavourcdly.

Jaej. Rofalinde is your lovcs name ?

Orl. Ycs,Juft.

J«q. I doe not like her name.

Orl. There was no thought of picafing you when (he

was chriften'd.

Ja^. Whaiftature is Hie of ?

Orl. Juft as high as my heart.

Jtf.You arc full of pretty anfwcrs:havc you not bin ac-

quainted with goldfmiths wives,& cond them out of rings.

Orl. Not fo : but I anfwer you right painted cloach^

from whence you have (ludied your cpeftions.

Jaij. You have a nimblcwit ; I think 'twas made of

Attalanta'thttles. Will you fit down with me, and we
two will railc againft our MifircfTc the world , and all

our mifcry.

Orl. 1 will chide no breather in fhe world but my felf

againft
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againd whom I know no faults,

Ja^. The worft fault you have, is to be in love.

Orl. Tis a fault I will not change for your bell virtue :

I am weary of you.

Ja<}. By my troth, I was fccking for a Fool, when I

found you.

Or/. He i? drown'd in the brook, look but in, and

you Oiall fee him.

Ja^. There Ifliajl fee mine own figure.

Or/. Which I take to be either a Fool, or a Cipher.

Jatj. rie tarry no longer with you, farewell good fig-

nior Love.

Or/. I am glad of your departure : Adieu good Mon-

fieur MelanchoUy.

Rof. I will fpeak to him like a fawcie Lacky, and un-

derthat habit play the knave with him: doc you hear

Or/. Very well, what would you ? (Forrcftcr.

R«f. I pray you, what i'ft a clock ?

Or/. You fhouldaske me what time o* day : there's no

clock in the Forreft.

Rof. Then there ii no true Lover in the Forreft, clfe

fighing every minute , and groaning every hour would

detcdl the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock.

Orl. And why not the fwifc foot of time > Had not

that bin as proper ?

Rof. By no meanes fir ; Time travels in divers places,

with divers pcrfons : Tie tell you who Time ambles with-

all, who Time trots withall, who time gallops withall,and

who he (hnds ftill withall.

Orl. I prethee, whom doth he trot withall ?

Rof. Marry he trots hard with a young maid,betwecn

the contrail of her marriage,and the day it is folemniz'd :

if the interim be but a fennight, Times pace is fo hard,

that it fccmsthe length of feven year.

Orl. Who ambles time withall?

Rof. With a Prieft that lacks Latine, nnd a rich man
that hath not the Gowte : for the one flceps cafily be-

caufe he cannot Rudy , and the other lives merrily, be-

caufe he feels no pain : the one lacking the burthen of

lean and waftefull Learning ; the other knowing no bur-

then of heavy tedious penury. Thefc time ambles with-

all.

Or/. Whom doth he gallop withall ?

Rof. With a thief to the gallows : for though he go

as foftly as foot can fall , he thinks hirafelf too foon

there.

Orl. Whom fiayesit fliU withall ?

Rof. With Lawyers in the vacation : for they fleep be-

tween Terme and Termc, and then they perceive not

how time moves.

Or/. Where dwell you pretty youth ?

Rof. With this Shcpheardefle my fiftcr : nerc in the

skirts of the Forreft , like Fringe upon a Petticoat.

Or/. Are you native of this place ?

Rof. As the Cony that you fee dwell where flie is

kindled.

Or/. Your accent is fomething finer, than you could

purchafe in fo removed a dwelling.

Rof. I have bin told fo of many : but indeed, an old

religious Unckle of mine taught me to fpeak, who was in

his youth an inland man, one that knew Courtfhip too

well : for there he fell in love, I have heard him read ma-
ny Leftures againft it, I thank Cod, I am not a Wo-
man to be touch'd with fo many giddy offences as he

hath generally tax'd their whole fex withall.

Or/. Can you remember any of the principal evils,

that he laid to the charge ofwomen f

Rof. There were none principal 1, they were all like one
another, as half-pence are, every ones fault fcemin^mon-
flrous, till his fellow- fault came to match it.

Or/. I prethee recount fome of them.

%ef. No : I will not caft away my phylick, bot on
thofe that are fick. There is a man haunts the Forreft

that abufes our young plants with carving Sifffa/ind on
their barkesjhangs Odes upon Hawthorns,and Elegies on
brambles ; all (forlooth) deifying the name o{ Rofa/lni.

If I could meet that Fancy-inongcr , I would give him
fome good counfell, for he fccms to have the Qiiotidian
of Love upon him.

Or/. I am he that is fo Lovc-flwk'd ; I pray you tell

me your remedy.

Rof. There IS none of my Unckles markes upon you:
he taught mc how to know a man in love : in which c»2c

of rurtics, I am furc you are not prifoner.

Or/. What were his markes /

Rof. A lean cheek, which you have not : i bkw eye
and funken, which you have not ; an unqueftioiuble fpi-

rit, which you have not : a beard negleaed, which you
have not : (but I pardon you for that, for fimply your ha-

ving no beard, is a younger brothers revenue) then your
hole ftiould be ungartei'd, your bonnet unbarxded, your

fleeve unbutton'd, your (hijoe unti'd, and every thing

about you denionftrating a careleffe defolation : but you
arenofuch man, you are rather a point device in your

accouftrcmcnts, as loving your felf, thanfccming theLo-
vcr of any other. (i Love.

Or/. Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe

R»f. Me believe it ? You may as foon make her that

yo« Lov e believe it, which I warrant llie is apter to doc,

than to confcrtc fhe do's : that is one of the point*, in the

which women ftill give the lye to their confciences. But

in good footh, are you he that hangs the verfes on the

Tiees, wheiein Rofalind is fo admired ?

Or/. I fwear to thee youth, by the white hand olRe.
fallnd I am he, t'hat unfortunate he.

"Rof. But arc you fo much in love as your rimes fpeak?

Or/, Neither rime nor reafon can cxpreffc how much.

Rof, Love is meerly a madneffe , and I tell you, de-

fervcs as well adarkehoufe, and a whip, as mad men doc:

and the reafon why they arc not fo punifh'd and cured, »
that the Lunacy is fo ordinary, that the whippets are in

love too : yetl profcffe curing it by counfell.

Or/. Did you ever cure any fo ?

Rof. Yes one, and in this manner. Hcc was to imagine

me his Love, his Miftrefle : and I fet him every day to

wooe me. At which time would I,bcingbut a moonifti

youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing, and

liking, proud, fantafticall, apifhi <'hallow,inconftant,ftjll

of teareSjfull of fmiles \ for every, paffion fomething, and
for no paflion truly any thing, as boyes and women are

for the moft part cattel of this colour : would now like

him, now loathe him: then entertain him, then forfwcar

him : now weep for him , then fpit at him ; that I drive

my Suitor from his mad humour of love, to a living hu-

mour ofmadnede, which wis to forfwcar the full ftream

of the world, and to live in a nook meerly Monaftick

:

and thus I cur'd him, and this way will 1 take upon mc to

walh your Liver asclcer as a (ound iheeps heart, that

there ftiall not be one fpot oflove in't.

Orl. I would not be cur'd, youth.

Rof. I would cure you, if you would -but call mc R*f'-

liitd^ and come every day to my Coat, and wooe mc,

R 3
Or/.
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OrUn. Now by chc faith of my love, I will jTell me
where u is.

Rof. Go with me to it, and I'lc (hew it you : and by^

the way, you (hall tell me, where in the Fort eft you live

:

Will you go ?

Or{. With aH my heart, good youth.

Rcf. Nay, you muft call me 'K^fallKil : Come fiftet

will you go ? Exeunt

.

Scena Tertia,

Snter Claw/t, Audreyy Ani JatjHes.

CU. Come apace good Audrey^ I will fetch up your

Goatcs, Audrey: and now Audrey am I the man yet ?

Doth my fimplc feature content you ?

Aud. Yan- fcatures,Lord warrant us : what features?

Cle. lam here with thee, and thy Goats, as the mott

capricious Poethoneft Or/V was among the Gothcs.

, J«^. O knowledge ill inhabited, worfc then Jove ina

thacch'd houfe.

do. When a mans verfes cannot be underftood, nor

a mans good wit feconded with the forward childe, un-

derftending : it ftrlkes a man more dead then a great

reckoniiigina little room.- truly, I would the Gods had

made the Poeiicail.

Aud. I Aot not know what Poeticall is : is it honeft

in deed and word : is it a true thing ?

Cli. No truly .• for the trueft Poetry is the moft fain-

j, and Lovers arc given to Poetry : and what they

fwear in Poetry, may be faid as Loveis, they doe feign.

Aud. Doc you wi(h then that the Gods had made me
Poeticall ?

< lo. I doe tmly : for thou fwear'ft to me thou art ho-

neft : Now ifthou wert a Poet, I might have fomc hope

thou didft feign.

Aud. Would you not have me honefl ?

Clo. No tmly, unlefTc thou wert hard-favouv'd : for

honefty coupled to beauty , is to have Hony a fawce to

Sugar.

"jaq. A matcriall foole.

And. Well, I am not fair, and therefore I pray the

Gods make me honeft.

Clo. Truly,and to caft away honefty upon a foul flut,

were to put good meat into an unclean difh.

Aud. I am not a flut, though I thank the Gods I am
foul.

cUi Well, praifed be the Gods, for thy fouleneffc ;

fluttiftinefle may come hereafter. But be it, as it may be,

I will marry thee rand to that end, I have been wath Sir

Oliver Mar-texty the Vicar of the next Village,who hath

prcmis'd to meet me in this place of the Forrcft,and to

couple us.

Jrf^. I would fain fee this meeting,

Aud.- Well, the Gods give us joy.

Clo. Amen. A man may if he were of a fearful! heart,

ftagger in this atteinpt .• for here we have no Temple
but the Wood : no affembly but Hom-beafts. But vr\\it

though ? Courage, As homes arc odious, they aienecef-

fary. It is faid, many a man knowes no end of his goods;

right: Many a man has good Horns, and knowes no end

of them. Well, that is the dowry of his wife, 'tis none
of his own getting ; homes, even fo poor men alone

:

No, no, the nobleft Deer liach them as huge as the Raf-

call : 1$ the fingle man therefore blefled ? No, as a wall'd

Town is more worthier then a village, fo is the forehead

of a married man, more honourable then the bare brow

of a Bacchellour : and by how much defence is better then

no skill, by fo much is a horn more precious then to

watit.

Enter Sir Oliver M*r.text.

Here comes Sir Oliver : Sir Oliver Mar-text joa are well

met. Will you difptch us here under this tree, or (hall

we go with you to your Chappcll >

Ol, Is there none here to give the woman ?

C/#. I will not take her on gift ofany man.

01. Truly flie muft be given, or the marriage is na
lawfull.

Jm/j. Proceed, proceed : I'le give her.

Cla. Good evcn,good M. what ye call't : how doe you

Sir, you are very well met : godild you for your laft com-

pany, 1 am very glad to fee you, even a toy in hand here

Sir : Nay, pray bccovcrVi.

Jaq. Will you be married, Motley ?

Clo. AstheOxc hath hisbow fir, the horfe his curb,

and the Falkon his bells, fo man hath his defire, and as

Pigeons bill, fo wedlock would be nibling.

Jatf. And will you (being a man of your breeding) be

married under a bufti like a beggar ? Get you to Church,

and have a good Prieft that can tell you what marriage

is : this fellow will but joyn you together, as they joyn

Wainfcot, then one of you will prove a fhrunk pannell,

and like green timber, warpe, warpe.

Clo. 1 am not in the minde, but I were better to be

manied ofhim then of another, for he is not like to mar-

ry me well : and not being well married, it will be a good

excufefor me hereafter to leave my wife.

Jaq. Go thou with me.

And let me couni'eil thee.

Clo. Come fweet Audrey^

We muft be married, or we muft live in bawdrey

:

Farewell goodM Oliver : Not O fweet Oliver, O bravt

Oliver \c3yc me not behind thee: But windc away t be

gone I lay, I will not to wedding with thee.

Ol. 'lis no matter ; ne're a fanufticall kntve of them

all fliall {lout me out of my calling, Exennt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Refallnd and Cella.

Rof. Never ulk to me,I will weep.

Cel. Doe I prethec, but yet liave the grace to confidcr.

that tearcs doe not become a man.

Rof. But have I not aufe to weep?
Cel. As good caufc Jts one would defire,

Therefore weep.

Rof. His very hair

Is of the diflembling colour.

Cel.. Something browner then Judm^s:
Marry his kifles are Judai's own children.

Rof. I'faithhishairis ofa good colour.

Cel. An excellent colour

:

Your Cheffenut was ever the onely colour :

%of. And his kiffing is as full of fandity.

As the touch of holy bread

.

Cel.
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(^el. He hath boughca pair of chad \\^i oi Diana : a

Nun of winters fifterhood kifo not more religiouflje
,

the very ice of chaOiry is in them.

Roj. But why did he fwear he would come this mor-

ning, and comes not ?

Cel. Nay certainly, there is no truth in him.

R'f. Do yon think fo ?

C'l- Yes, I think he is not a pick purfe , nor a horfe-

(Icaler , but for liis verity in love, I do think hiinas con-

cave as a covered goblet , or a Worme-eaten nut.

Rof. Not true in love ?

Cel. Yes, when he is in, but I think Jie is not in.

Rcf. You have heard him fwear downright he was.

Cet. Was, is not is : bcfidcs, the oath of a Lover is no
ftronger then the word of aTapfter , they are both the

confirmer of falfe reckonings , he attends nercin thefor-

rcft on the Duke yourfither.

Rof. I metthe Duke yefterday, and had much quefti-

on with him ; he askt me of what parentage I was; I told

him ofas good as he, fo he iangh'dand let me "o. But

what talk woof Fathers, when there is fuch a man as

Orlando >

Cel. Othat'sa brave iiian,he writes brave vcrfes,fpeaks

brave vv-ords , fwears brave baths , and breaks them
bravely, quite travers athwart the heart of his lover, as a

puifny Tilter , that fpurres his horfe but on one fide

,

breaks his ftaffc like a noble goofe ; but all's brave that

youth mounts, and folly guides : who comes here .'

Enter Coriit.

CeriH. Mtftrefsand Mafter, you have enquired.

After the Shepheard thatcomplaind of love.

Whom you faw fitting by me on the TurfFe,

Praifing the proud difdainfull Shcpheardefs

That was his Miftrefs.

Cel. Well : and what of him ?

Cor. If you will fee a pageant trueJy plaid

Between the pale compledtion of true Love,
And the red glow of fcorn and proud difdain,

Go hence a little and I fhallconduft you,
If you will mark it.

Rof. O come, let us remove,
The fight of Lovers feedeth thofc tn love

;

Bring us to this fight, and you (hall fay

He prove a bufic a£tor m their play. Exeunt.

Seem Qu'mta.

Enter SUv'ims and 'Phehe.

Sit. Sweet Phehe do not fcorn me,do not^Pbeitf
Say that you love me not, but fay not fo
In bitteinefs ; the common executioner,

Whofe heart th'accuHom'd fight of death makes haid.
Falls not th e axe upon the humbled neck.
But firft begs pardon : will you ftemcr be
Then he tliai dies and lives by bloudy drops ?

Enter Rofallnd, Celia^ and Cerin,
Phe. I would not be thy executioner,

I flie thee, for I would not injure thee:
Thou telft me there is murther in mine eye,
*Tis pretty fure, and very probable.

That eyes that arc the frail'li,and foftcll things.

Who mut their coward gates on atomycs,

Should be called tyrants, butcheis,muriherers.

Now I do frown on thee with all iny hean,

And ifmine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee

:

Now counterfeit to fwound, why now fall down,
Or if thou can'ft not, oh for fliamc, for (hame.

Lye not, to fay mine eyes arc murtherers:

Now (hew the wound mine eye hath made in thee,

Scratch thte but with a pin, and ilierc remains

Some fear of it : Lean but upon a i:u(h.

The Cicatrice and capable imprc(rurc

Thy Palme fome moment keeps : but now mine eyes

Which I have darted at thee, hun thee not.

Nor lam fure there is no force in eyes

That can do hurt.

Sil. Odcii'phebe^

Ifever f as that ever may be near )

You met in fome frc(h cheek the power of fancic.

Then (hall you know the wounds invi(ible

That Loves keen arrows make.

Phe. But till that time

Come not thou near me : and when that time comes,

Afflifl me witij thy mocks, pitty me not.

As till that time I (hall not pitty thee.

Rof, And why I pray you? who might be your mother
That you infult, exult, and all at once

Over the wretched ? what though you have no beauty

As by my faith, I fee no more in you

Then without Candle may go dark to bed :

Mu(t you be therefore prouaand pittilefs ?

Why what means this t why do you look on me ?

I fee no more in you then in the ordinary

Of natures fale-work ? 'ods my little life,-

I think (he means to tangle mine eyes too

:

No faith, proud Millrefs, hope not after it,

'Tis not you inkie browes,your black filk hair.

Your bugle eye-balls, nor your check ofcream

That can cntame my fpirits to your vi/orfhip.

You fooli(h Shepheard, wherefore do you follow her

Like foggy South, puffing with windcand lam,

You are a thoufand times a propcrer man
Then (he a woman. 'Tis fuch fooles as you

That makes the world full of ill-favour'd children

:

'Tis not her glafs, but you that flatters her.

And out of you (he fees her felf more proper

Then any any of her lineaments can fliowher:

But Mi(tris, know your felf, down on yout knees

And thank heaven, (afting for a good mans love

;

For I muft tell you friendly in your ear
,

Sell when you can, you are not for all markets

:

Cry the man mercy, love him, take hit o(Fer

,

Foul is moft foul, being foule to be a fcofFcr.

So take her to thec,Shepheard,fare you well.

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year together,

I had rather hear you chide then this man wooc.

"Kof. He's fal'n in love with your foulnefs, and (he'll

Fall in love with my anger. If it be (o, as fa(l

As (he anfwers thee with frowning looks, I'lcfauce

Her with bitter words : why look you fo upon me ?

Phe. For no ill will 1 bar you.

"R^f. I pray you do not fall m love with me.

For 1 am falfer then vowes made in wine

:

! Befides, I like you not : if you vwiU kiv>w my houfe^

'Tis at the tuft of Olives, here hard by

:

Will you go Sifter ? Shepheard ply her hard

:

Come
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Come Sifter, Shepherdcfs, look on him belter

And be not prouil, though all the world could fee.

None could be fo abus'd in fight as he.

Come to our flock. Exit.

Phe. Deed Shepheai-d, now I finde thy faw of might,

Who ever lov'd, that iov'd not atfirft fight ?

SU. Swtct Pheire.

Phe. Hah : what fayeft thou SUvlm }

Sll. Sweet ?Af^tf,pitty mc.

Phe. Why i am forry for chec, gentle S'ltvlut.

Sll, Where ever forrow is, relief would be :

Ifyou do forrow at my grief in love,

By giving love your forrow, and my grief

Were both exccrmiti'd.

Phe. Thou baft my love, is not that neighbourly ?

Sil. I wonld have you,

Phe. Why that were covctoufnefs:

Sllvitu ; the time was, that I hated thee;

And yet it is not, that I bear thee love,

But fince that thou canft talk of love fo well.

Thy company, which earft was Jrkcfometome

I will endure ; and Tie employ thee too

:

But do not look for further recompence.

Then thine own gladncfs, that tbon art employed.

sll. So holy, and fo perfcft is my love.

And fuch a poverty of grace.

That I fhall think it a moft plentious crop

To glean the broken ears after the man
That the main harvcft reaps : loofe now and then

A fcattcred fmilc, and that Tie livcupon. (white ?

Phe. Know' ft thou the youth that fpoke to me yere-

Sll. Not very well, but I have met him oft.

And )ie hath bought the Cottage and the bounds,
That the old Caritt once was Mafter of.

Phe. Think not I love him, though I ask for him,
'Tisbut a peevifti boy, yet he talks well,

But what care I for wo«Js ? yet words io well.

When he that fpeaksthem pleafes thofc that hear

:

It is a pretty youth, not very pretty.

But fure he s proud, and yet his pride becomes him ;

He'llmakea proper man : the beft thing in him
Is his complexion : and faftcr then his tongue

Did make oftcnce, his eye did heal it up

:

He is not very tall, yet for his years he's uU

:

His l^ is biit fofo, and yet 'tis well

:

There was a pretty rednefs in his lip,

A little riper, and more lufty red

Then that ihix'd in his cheek : 'twas juft die d iffcrcnce

Betwixt the conftant red, and mingled Damask.
There be fome woreen,5»Vw«f, had they matk'd h.ii)

In parcels as I did, would have gone near
To fall in love with him : but for my part

I love him not, nor hate him not : and yet

I have more caufe ro hate him then to love him.
For what had beto doto chide at me ?

He faid mine eyes were black and my hair blackj

And now lam remcmbred, fcom'd at me

:

I marvell why lanfwer'd not again,

But that'sall one : omiiancc is no quittance:

rk write lotvima very unting Letter,

And thou {halt bear it, wilt xhoM^iltnm ?
Sll. Phhe, with all my heart.

Phe. I'lc write it ftraight:

The matter's io my headi and in my heart,

I will be bitter with him, and jafling flKjrt

;

Gowithmc,5ji/M«f. Exeunt,

aJ&HS Quartm, Scena Trima.

Enter Rofallnde^ mid Cella^^ and Jatjues,

Jatf. I prethcc,prcity youth, let mc be bc«cr acquaint-

ed with thee.

Rof. They fay you are amelancholly fellow.

Jatj. I am fo : I do love it better then laughing.

Rof. Thofethatare in extremity of either, are abomi-
nable fellows , and betray therafelves to every modern
cenfure, worfe then drunkards.

Ja^. Why, 'tis good to be fad and fay nodiing.

Rof. Why then 'tis good to be a poft.

Jaq. I have neither the Schollers melancholly, which
is emulation : nor the Mufitians , which is fantafticall

;

nor the Courtiers, which is proud: nor the Souldiers

,

which is ambitious : nor the Lawyers, which is politick:

nor the Ladies , which is nice : nor the Lovers , which
isallthefe: but it is a melanchollyof mine own , com-
pounded of many fimples, extracted from many objefls,

and indeed the fundrie contemplations of travells , in

which my often rumination , wraps me in a moft humo-
rous fadnefs.

Rof. A Traveller : by my fiaith you have great rcafon
to be fad : I fear you have fold your own Lands , to fee

other mens; then to have fcen much,and to have nothing
is to have rich eyes and poor hands.

J«f. Yes, I have gain'd my experience.

Enter Orlando.

Rof. And your experience makes you fad : I had rather

have a foolc to make me merry , then experience to make
me fad, and to traveUfor it too.

Orl. Good day, and happinefs, dear Rofallnde.

Jatj. Nay then God buy you , and you ulk in blank
verfc. Exit.

Rof. Farewell Mounfieur Traveller : look you lifp,

and wear ftrange fuits ; difablc all the benefits of your
own Countrie: be out oflove with your nativity , and al-

moft chide God for making you that countenance you arej

or I will fcarcc think you havefwam in a Gundcllo.Why
how now Orlando, where have you bin all this while? you
a lover ? and you ferve me fuch another trick , never
come in my fight more.

Orl. My fair Rofallndey I come within an hour ofmy
promifc.

Rof. Bieakanhourspromifeinlovc? he that will di-
vide a minute into a thoufand parts,and break but a part
of the th9ufand part of a minute m the affairs of love,

it may be faid of him that Cupid'nzth clapt him oth'

flioulder , but I'lc warrant him heart hole.

Orl, Pardon me dear Rofallnde.

Rof. Nay, and you be fo tardy , come nomore in my
fight, I had as lief be woo'd ofa Snaile,

Orl. Ofa Snaile?

Rof. I, of a Snaile: for though he comes ftowly , he
carries his houfc on his head : a better joynture I think
then you make a woman : bcfidcs, he brings his deftiny
with him.

Orl. What's that ?

%Sf' Why horns : which fuch as you are fa in to be be-
holding to your wives forcbut he come armed in his for-

tune, and prevents the ftander of his wife.

J Orl. Vertue
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Orl. Veruic is no lioin-makct : and my Rofdlinde is

vertuouJ,

T?*/". And lam your ^«/4/iW?,

Cet. It plcafcs him :o call you fo : but he hath a Rofa-

Itndc ofa better leer then you.

Rof. Come, wooe mc, wooc , mc :for now I am in a

holy-day humour , and like enoi^h to confcnt : What
would you fay to me now , and I were your very , tcry 1

Rofallnde ?

Orl. I would kifs before I fpokc.

"Ksf. Nay, you were better fpcak firft, and when you

were gravel'd , for lack of matter, you might take occa^

fion to kifs : vciy good Orators when they aie out , they

will fpit , and for lovers , lacking (God warn us) matter,

the cleanlicft fhift is to kits.

Orl. How if the kifs be deni'd ?

Rof. Then flieputs you to cnueaty , and there begins

new matter.

Orl. Who could be oflt j being before his beloved

Miftns ?

Rof. Marry that ftiould you if I were your Miftris, or

I (hould think my honefty ranker then my wit,

Orl. Whatjof myfuit?

Rof. Not out of your apparell , aiid yet out of your

fuit.

Am not I your RofAlinie >

Orl. I take fomc joy to fay you are , becaufe I would

be talking of her.

Rof. Well, in het perfon, I fay I will not have you,

Orl. Then in mine own perfon, I doe.

Rof. No faith , die by Attorney : the poor world is

almoft fix thoufand years old , and in all this time there

was not any man dyed in his own perfon (^videlicet) in

a love caufe : Trolltu had his braui dalh'd out with a

Grecian club , yet he did what he could to die before,

and he is one ofthe patterns of love. Leander^ he would
have liv'd many a fair year, though Hero had turn'd

Nun ; if it had not been for a hot Midfummer-night, for

( good youth ) he went but forth to wafli in the Hdlc-
fponr, and being taken with the cramp,wai droun'd, and
the foolifh Chroniclers of that age, found it was Hero of

Seftos, But thcfe are all lies , men have died from time to

time, and wormcs have eaten them, but not for love.

Orl. I would not have my right ^tf/<«/«Wf,ofthi$'mind,

for Iproteft her frown might kill me.
' Rof. By this hand,it will not kill aflie : but come,now
I will be your "Rofalinde in a more comming-on difpofi-

tion : and ask mc what you will, I will grant it.

Orl. Then love me, Rofallnde.

Rof. Yes faith will I , Ftidaycs and Saturdayes , and
all

Orl. And wilt thou have mcf
7^. I, and twenty fuch.

Orl. What faycft thou i

Rof. Are you not good?
Orl. I hope fo.

'R.ofaUHd. Why then , can one defire too much of
a good thing : Come fitter

,
you fhall be the Pticfl, and

marry us : give me your hand Orlandfi What doe you
fayfiftcr?

'

Orl. Pray thee marry us.

Cel. I cannot fay the words.

Rof. You muft begin, will you 0r/4«<fc.

CeJ. Go too: will you Or/-«Wa, have to wife this Jfo-

Jallude ?

Orl. I wil.

'Rof. But when?
Orl, Why now, as faft as fiie can marry u$.

Rof, Then you mult fay , 1 talte thee Rofalinit (or

wife,

Orl. I take thee Rofaltnde for vi\ic.

Rof. I might ask you for your Commiffion,

But I do take thee Orlando for my husband : there's a

girlc goes before the Pricft , and cerainly a Wofnans
thought runs before hcra(5\ions,

Orl. So do all thoughts, they are wing'd.

Rof. Now tell me liowlong you would have her, after

you have pofleft her i

Orl, For ever, and a day.

"Rsf. Say a day,without the ever •. No,iu) Orlaadt^ncn

are Aprill when they wooc , December when they wed

:

Maids are May when they are maids , but the sky chan-

ges when they are wives : I will be more jealous of thee,

then a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen , more cla-

morous then a Parrat againft rain , more new-fangled

then an ape, more ^iddy in mydeiirei, then a monkey:
I will weep for nothing,like JDiana in the Founuin, and
I will doe that when you are difpos'd to be merry : I

will laugh like a Hyen , and that when thou art inclin'd

fofleep.

Orl. But will my Rofallnde do fo }

Rof. By my life, (he will do as I do.

Orl. O but file is wife.

Rof. Or elfe (he could not have the wit to do this : the

wifer, the waywarder : make the doorcs upon a womans
wit, and it will out at the cafement : (hut that, and 'twill

out at thckcy-hole : ftop that, 'twill flie with the linoak

out at the chimney.

Orl. A man that had a wife with fuch a wit, he might
fay, wit whether wilt ?

Rof. Nay, you might keep that check for it , till you
met your wives wit going to your neighbours bed,

Orl. And what wit could wit have to cxcufe that .>

Rof. Marry to fay, (he came to feek you therc^ou (hall

never take her without het anfwer , unlefs you take her

without her tongue : O that woman that cannot make her

fauJt her husbands occa(ion, let her never nurfe her childe

her felf, for (he will breed it like a foole.

Orl. For thefe two hcMtis.,RofaUnde^l will leave thee.

%of. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours,

Orl, I muft attend the Duke at dinner, by two a clock

I will be with thee again.

Rof. I, go your waycs
,
go your wayes : I knew what

you would prove, my friends told mc as much, and I

thought no lefs: that flattering tongue of yours wonne
me : 'ris but one caft away, and fo cotne death : two o'

clock is your hourc.

Orl. I ivieet RefaJiiide.

"Rif. By my troth , and in good eameft, and foGod
mend me , and by all pretty oathes that are not dan-

gerous, ifyou break one jot of your promife , or come one

minute bchindc your bouxe , I will think you the mo(t

patheticall break-prom ifc, and the moff hollow lover,

and the moft unworthy of her you call "Kifallnd , that

may be chofcn out of the groflc band of the unftith-

full : therefore beware my ccndure , and keep your pro-

mife.

Orl. With no lefs religion ^ then if thou wot ixtdecd

my R ffallnds : iaxdieu.

Rof Well,Time is the okfJuftice that examines all fuch

ofEenders, and let time try > adieu. Exit.

Ctl. You have fimply miCus'd our fcx in your love-

prate :
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prate : we muft have your doublet and hole pluckt over

your head , and ihew the world what the bira hath done

to her own neft.

Rof. O co2, coz, C02 : my pretty little coz , that thou

did'ft know how niany fathome deep I am in love : but

it cannot be founded : my afteiflion hath an unknown

bottome, like the Bay of Porcugail.

Celi Or rather bottomelelfe , ihatasfaftas youpoure,

afFc(5lion in, it runs our*

Rof. No, that fame wicke.i Baftard of rV»w, that was

begot of thought, conceiv'd of fpleen , and borne of

madnefs , that blind rafcally boy, that abufes every ones

eyes, becaufc his own are out, let him be judge , how

deep I am in love : Tie tell thee Atlena^ I cannot be out

of the fight of Or//iW<»: I'legofinde a lliadow, and figh

till he come.

Cel. And I'le flfcp. Exeunt.

Scena Secmda,

Enter J'tquts Mud Lordsy Forrefieri,

"jxq. Which is he that killed the Deer?

Lord, Sir, it was I.

Jaq. Let's prefent him to the Duke like a Roman Con-
querour, and it would do well to fet the Deers horns up-

on his head, for a branch of Viftory ; have you no fong

Forrefter for this purpofe f

Lord- Yes Sir.

Jrf^. Sing it : 'tis no matter how it be in tune , fo it

make noyfe enough.

Mufick, Song.

what fhall he have that kjl'd the Deer >

His Leather skjn^and horns to rocar :

Then fing him home, the refi fhall hear this bur-

^ Take thou no [corn to wear the horn, (jhert;

Itwo-sacrefiercthottrvaflhorn^

Thy fathers father wore (f

,

t/fnd thyfather bare it.

The horn, the horn, the luflj horn.

Is not It thing to laugh to fcorn. Exeunt.

Scena T'ertia,

Enter Rofalinde and CeliM.

Rof. How fay you now, is it not part two a clock ?

And here much Orlando.

Cel. I warrant you with pure love,and troubled brain.

Enter Silvim.

He hath t'ane his bow and arrows, and is gone forth

To deep : look who comes here.

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth,

My gentle Phebe, bid me give you this

:

I knew not the contents, but as I guefs

i
By the (iern brow, and wafpifh aftion

Which (he did ufe, as fhe vvas writing of it,

It bears an angry tenure ; pardon me,

I am but asa guiltlcfs meffcngcr.

Rof. Patience her felf would ftartle at this letter.

And play the fwaggerer, bear this, bear all

:

She laies I am not fair, that I lack manners.

She calls mc proud, and that flie could not love me
Were man as rare as Phenix : 'od'» my will.

Her love is not the Hare that I did hunt.

Why writes flie fo to me ? well Shcpheard, well,

This is a Letter of your own device.

Sil. No, I proteft, I know not the contents,

'Phebe did write it*

Rof Come, come, you are a foole.

And tum'd into the extremity of love.

I faw licr hand, (he has a leathern hand,

A free-flpne coloured hand : I verily did think

That her old gloves were one, but 'twas her hands

:

She has a hufwifes hand, but that's no matter

:

I fay (he never did invent this letter.

This is a mans invention, and his hand.

si/. Sure it is herS;

Rof. Why, 'tis a boyfterous and a cruell rtile,

A ftile for challengers : why, (he defies me,

Like Turk to Chriftian : womens gentle brain

Could not drop forth fuch giant rude invention,

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their cffeft

Then in their countenance: will you hear the letter ?

Si/' So pleafe you, for I never heard it yet

:

Yet heard too much oi Thebes crueltie.

Rof. She Phebes me : mark how the tyrant writes.

Read. Art thougod, tofhepheard tarnd }

That a maidens heart hath burn'd ?

Can a woman ra il thus.

Si/, Call you this railmg ?

Rof. Read. ffA/, thy godhead /aid aptrr,

fVar'ft thou with a womans heart ?

Did you ever hear fuch railing?

whiles the eye ofman didweoe me.

That could do no vengeance to me.

Meaning me a beaft.

Ifthefcorn ofyour bright cine

Have fewer to raife fuch love in mine,

jilack^i i" f^e, whatfirange ejfeEi

fVould they work-in mild afpeEi ?

yyhilesyou chid me, I did Ieve.

How then mightyour prayers move f

He that brings this Iwe to thee
,

Little kjtowes this love in me :

And by himfeal up thy minde,

whether that thy youth and kjnde

will thefaithfull ofer take

Of me, and all that I can make.

Or etfe by him my love deny,

zyind then Vleftudy how to dy.

Sil. Call you this chiding i

Cel. Alas poor Shepheard,

Rof. Doe you pitty him ? No , he deferves no pitty

wilt thou love fuch a woman ? what to make thee an in-

ftrument, and play falfe ftrings upon thee ? not to be en

dur'd. Well, go your way to her ; ( for I fee Love hath

made thee a tame fnake) and fay thijtoher ; That ifihe

love me, I charge her to love thee : if Hie will not , I will

never have her , unlefs thou entreat for her : if you be a

true lover, hence, and not a wqtd ; for here comes more

company. Exit. Si/.

Enter Oliver.

know)

Ollv. Good morrow, fair ones: pray you, f if you

Wherein the Purlews of this Forreli ftands.
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A fliccp-coac, fcnc'd about withOlivc-trecJ.

Ctl. Wf ft of this place down in the neighbour bottomc

The rank of Ozicis, by the muimcring ftrcam

Lcfc on your right hand, bung you to the place :

But at this hour the houfc doth keep itfclfc,

There's none within.

OH. If that air eye may profit by a tongue,

Then ^ould I know you by dcfcripcion,

Such garments, and fuch years: the boy is fair,

Of female favour, and bcftowcshimfcif

Like a ripe fiitcr : But the woman low

And browner then her brother : arc not you

The owner of the houfc I did enquire for ?

Cel. It is no boaft, being ask'd, to fay we arc.

Oil, Orlando doth commend him to you both,

And to that youth he calls his "B^fali/tJe,

He fends this bloudy napkin ; arc you he ?

"Fyof, I am : what mult we underftand by this ?

Oil. Some ofmy Ihame, if you will know of mc
What man I am, and how, and why, and where

This handkercher was ihin'd.

Ce/. Ipray you tell it,

O/i. When laft the young Orlanio parted from you,

He left a promifc to return again

Within an hourc, and pacing through the Forrcft,

Chewing the food of fwcet and bitter fancic,

Loe what befell : he threw his eye afidc,

And mark what objeftdid prcfcnc it felf

Under an old Oak, whofe bows were mofs'd with age,

And high top bald with drie antiquity :

A wretched ragged man, ore-grown with hair

Lay flceping on his back ; about his neck

A green and guilded fnake had wicath'd it felf,

Who with her head, nimble in threats approach'd

The opening of his mouth ; but fuddcnly

Seeing Orlando^ it unlmk'd it fdf.

And with indented glides, did flip away
Into a bufh, under whofe bufhes fliadc

A Lionefs, with udders all drawn drie,

Lay cowching head on ground, with catlike watch

When that thcfleeping man fhould ftir ; fot 'tis

The royalldifpofition of that bead

To prey on nothing, that doth feem as dead :

This feen, Orlando did approach the man.

And found it was his brother, his elder brother.

Cel. O I have heard him fpeak of that fame brother,

And he did render him the mofl unnatural]

That liv'd amongft men.
Oli. And well he might fo doc,

For well I know he wasunnatuiall.

Tt^. But to Orlando : did he leave him thcrt

Food to the fuck'd and hungry Lionefs ?

OH. Twice did he turn his back and purpos'd fo :

But kindncls, nobler ever then revenge.

And nature ftronger then his juft occafion,

Made him give battle to the Lionefs:

Who quickly fell before him, inv\hich hurtling

From miferable flumbcr I awaked.
Cct. Are you his brother >

Ref, Was't you he refcu'd ?

Cel. Was't you that did fo oft contrive to kill him?
OH. Twas I : hit 'tis not I : I do not lliame

To tell you what I was, lince my convcrfion

So fweetly taftcs, being the thing I am.
Rof. But for the bloudy napkin .?

Oil. By and by

:

When from the firfi to laft betwixt us two.

Tears our recountmcnts had moft kindly bath'd,

As how I came into that Ddarc place.

In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke,

Who gave me frefti array, and entertainment.

Committing me unto my brothers loyc,

Who led meinftantly unto his Cave,

There ftript himfclf, and here upon hisarmc

The Lionefs had torn fome flelh away,

Which all this while had bled ; and nov* he fainted,

And cri'd in fainting upon Rofalinde,

Brief, I recovcr'd him, bound up his wound,
And after fomc fmall fpace, being ftrong at l>cart.

He fcnt me hither, ftrangcr as I am
To tell this, that you might excufc

His broken promifc, and to give this napkin
Died in his bloud, unto the Shephcard youth.

That he in fportdoth call his "Ksf"Hade.

Cel. Why how now Gammed., fwcet GanirHed.

Oli. Many will fwoon when they do \noV. on bloud.

Cel. There is no more in it ; Cofcn Gammed.
Oli. Look, he recovers.

Rof. I would I were at hoine.

Cel. We'll lead you thither:

I pray you take him by the arme.

Oli. Be of good cheer, youth : you a man f

You lack a mans heart.

Rof. I do fo, I confcfs it

:

Ah, fura , a body would think this was well counterfeit-

ed, I pray you tell your brother how well I counterfeited:

heigh-ho.

Oli. This was not counterfeit , there is too great te

ftimony in your complexion , that it was palTion of car-

neft.

Rof. Counterfeit, I aflure you.

OH. Well then , take a good heart , and counterfeit

to be a man.

Ref. So I do : but Ifaith, I ftiould have been a woman
by right.

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler: pray you draw
homewards : good fir, go with us.

OH. That will I : for I muft bear anfwer back

How you excufc my brother, Rofalinde.

Rof, I ftiall devife fomcthing:but I pray you commend
my counterfeiting to him : will you goc >

Exeunt.

(lAUm QutntHs, Scena Trima.

Enter Clown and tyfudr'te,

(^le. We fhall finde a time Auirie
, patience gentle

Audrie.

And. Faith the Ptieft was good enough , for all the

old gcntlemans faying.

Clo. A moft wicked Sir Oliver , Audrie , a moft vile

Mar-text. But Audrie, there is a youth here in the Fot-

reft layes claim to you. I

a^W. I , I know who 'tis : he hath no intercft in me

in the world : here comes the man you mean.

Enter fViUiam,

Clt. It is meat and drink to mc to fee Clown , by

m
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my troth , we chat have good wits, have much to anfwcr

foi' : we Hiall be flouting : we cannot hold.

W7/. Good cv'n fyiudrey.

And, God ye good ev'n ivUlittm.

Will, And good cv'n to you Sir.

Clo. Good cv'n gentle friend. Cover thy head, cover

thy head : Nay prcchce be covcr'd. How old are you

Friend ?

will. Five and twenty Sir.

Clo. A ripe age : is thy name fVillUmf

jvill. fyilllam^fir.

Clo. A fair name. Was't born i'ch Forrcft here ?

yyill. I fir, I thank God.

Clo. Thank God : A good anfwcr

:

Art rich ?

fVill. 'Faith fir, fo, fo.

Clo. So,fo, is good, very goodj very excellent good:

and yet it is not, it is but fo, fo ;

Art thou wife ?

will. I fir, I have a pretty wir.

Clo. Why, thou fayeft well.l do now remember a fay-

ing : The foole doth think he is wife , but the wifeman

knowes himfclf to be a Foole. The Heathen Philofo-

pher, when he had a dcfire to eat a Grape , would open

bis lips when he put it into his mouth , meaning there-

by , that Grapes were made to cat, and lips to open.

You do love this maid?

mil. I do fir.

Clo. Give me your hand : Art thou Learned ?

mil. No fir.

Clo, Then learn this of me. To have, is to have For

it is a figure in Rhetorick , that drink being powr'd out

of a cup into a glafs, by filling the one, doth empty the

other. For all ycfur Writers do confent , that t^fe is he r

now you are not iffe^ for I am he.

mil. Which he fir?

Clo. He fir , that mufl marry this woman : Therefore

you Cloyvn , abandon : which is in the vufgar , leave the

focictie : which in the boorirti , is company , of this fe-

male: which in the common is woman : which together,

is, abandon the fociety of this Female, or Clown thou

petidieft : or to thy better undcrftanding , dycli ; or

(to wit) I kill thee, make thee away, tranflate thy life in-

to death , thy liberty into bondage : I will deal in poy-

fon with thee, or in baftinado, or in fteel : I will bandy

with thee in faftion , I will ore-run thee with policy : I

will kill thee a hundred and fifty wayes, therefore trem-

ble and depart.

And. Do good milllim.

mill. God red you merry fir. £xit.

Enter Corin.

(^or. Our Mafter and MiftrefTe feeks you : come away,

I away.

Clo. Trip Audrey^ trip Andrej^ I attend}

I attend, Extunt.

Scena Secmda,

Enter Orlando and Oliver.

Orl. Is't polfiblc , that on fo little acquaintance you

ihouki like her ? that,but feeing, you (hould love her ?

I.

And loving wooe ? and wooing, (he ihould grant ? And
will you pcrfevere to enjoy her ?

01. Neither call the giddinclTeof it in queftion ; the

poverty of her, the fmall acquaintance « my fudden woo-

ing, nor fudden confcnting : but lay with mc,I love Alie-

tia : fay with her, that fhc loves me ; confent with both,

that we may enjoy each other : it fhall be to your good :

formy fathers houfc,and all the revenue, that was old Sii

Rowlands^m\\\ cftate upon you , and here live and die a

Shepheatd.

Enter Refalind.

Orl. You have my confent.

Let your wedding be to morrow : thither will I

Invite the Duke, and all's contented followeis:

Go you, and prepare Aliena ; for look you

,

Here comes my Rof/tlinde.

Rof. God fave you brother,

Orl, And you fairfifier,

Rof. Ohmy doLx Orlando y how it grieves me to fee

thee wear thy heart in a fcatfe

Orl. It is my armc,

Rof. I thought my heart had been wounded with the

dawes ofa Lion.

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a Lady.

Rof Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited to

found, when he fhew'd me your handkercher ?

Orl, I and greater wonders then that.

Rof, O, I know where you are : nay, 'tis true : there

was never any thing fo fudden , but the fight of two

Rammcs, and Ce/ars Thrafonicall brag, ofj I came,faw,

and overcame. For your brother, and my filter, no foon

cr met , but they look'd : no fooner look'd , but they

lov'd; no fooner lov'd, but they figh'd : no fooncrfigh'd,

but they ask'd one another the reafon : no fooner knew

the reafon, but they fought the remedy: and in thefc

degrees, have they made a pair of ftaires to marriage,

which they will climbe incontinent , or elfe be inconti-

nent before marriage ; they arc in the very wrath of

love , and they will together. Clubbes cannot part

them,

Orl. They ftiall be married to morrow : and I will

bid the Duke to theNuptiall. But O, how bitter a thing

it is , to look into happinefs through another mans eyes:

by fo much the more (hall I to morrow be at the height

of heart heavinefs , by how much I fliall think my bro-

ther happy, in having what he wifhes for.

"Rof. Why then to morrow, I cannot ferve your turh

for Rofalinde}

Orl. Icanlive no longer by thinking.

Rof. I will weary you then no longer with idle talk-

ing. Know ofme then ( for now I {peak tofomc pur-

pofe ) that I know you arc a Gentleman ofgood conceit

1 fpeak not this, that you iTiould bear a good opinion

of my knowledge : infomuch (I fay) I know youare :nei-

ther do I labour for a greater cftecm then may in fome

little meafure draw a oelief from you, to do yourfelf

good , and not to grace me. Believe then , if youpleafe,

that I can doe ftrangc things : I have fincc I was three

year old converft with a Magitian, mofl profound in

his heart, and yet not damnable. Ifyou do love Refallnde

fo near the heart, as yourgeflure cries it out: when your

brother marries e/f/»V»<i,you fhall marry her. I know in-

to what ftraights of fortune fhe is driven, and it is not

impoffible tome, if it appear not inconvenient to you,

to
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to let her before your eyes to morrow, humane as (he is,

and without any danger.

Orl. Speak'H thou in fober meanings?

Rg/. By my life I doc, which I tender dearly, though

I fay I am a Magician : Therefore put you in your beft

aray , bid your friends : for if you will be married to

morrow, you fliall : and to Rifalitid if you will.

Enter Silvius aniPhebe.

Look, here comes a Lover of mine, and a Lover of hers

Pht. Youth, you have done me much ungentlcncfTc,

To rticw the" Letter that I writ to you.

Raf. ] care not if I have : it is my ftudy

To fccm dcfpightfuiland ungentle to you

:

You are there followed by a faithfull Shepheard,

Look upon him, love him : he worfliipsyou.

Phe, Good Shepheard,tcll this youth what 'tis to love.

Sll. It is to be made all of fighcs and tcares

,

And fo am I for Pheh.

Phe. Atidlior Gammed.
Or. And I for Rofahnd.

Rof, And I for no woman.
Sil. It is to be all made of faith and fervicc ,

And fo am I for Phebe.

Phe. And I for Ganlmed.

Or. And I for Rofallnd.

Rof, And I for no woman,
Sll, It is to be all made of fantafie

,

All made of padion, and all made of wifhes ,

All adoration, duty and obfervance.

All humblenc(re,all patience, and impatience,

All purity, all triall, all obfervance

:

And fo am I for Phehe.

Phe. And fo am I for Gammed,
Or. And fo am I foT Rofdi»d.

'Rof. And fo am I for no woman.
Phe. Ifthis be fo, why blame you me to love you ?

Sit, If this befo, why blame you me to love you ?

Or. If this be fo, why blame yoU me to love you ?

Rof. Why doc you fpcaktoo ? Why blame you me
to love you ?

Orl. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear.

Rof. Pray you no more of this't's HJ^c the howling of

Irifli Wolves aga intt the Moon : I will help you if I can

:

I would love you if I could : To morrow meet me alto-

gether : I will marry you, if ever I many Woman, and

ric be married to morrow: I will fatisne you, if ever I

fatisfi'd man, and you (hall be married tomorrow. I will

content you, if what pleafes you contents you, and you

fliall be iTiarried to mortow : As you love "X^^llftd meet,

as you love Phehe meet,andas I love no woman Tie meet:

fo fare you well, I have left you commands*

Sll. I'le not fail, ifI live.

Phe. Nor I.

Orl. Nor I. JExemitt.

Scena Tertia,

Enter Clown and jiudrtj»

do. To morrow is the joy full day, t/itfdrej to mor-

row will we be married,

^tt. I doe dcfire it withall my hean : and I hope it is

no difhoneft delire, to deiire to be a woman of the world?

Here come two of the banilh'd Dukes Pages.

Eftter two fages.

1, Pa. Well met honcft Gentleman.
Clo. By my troth well met : come, fit, fit, and a fong
2. Pa. Wcare for you, fit i'th middle.

i.Pa. Shall we cbp into't roundly, without hauking,

or fpitting, or faying we are hoarfc, which are tht oncly

prologues to a bad voice,

1. Pa. I'faith, i'faith, and both In nmc, like two Jip-
fies on a horfc.

Song.

It was a Lovery and his LaRe^
fVltha heji, and a Ac, and a hey ntnlne^

That o're thegreen cornfield did faffe^

In the farina time ; the onety pretty rang time,

ivben Birds doejing^ hey ding a dlng^ dtng.

Sweet Lovers love thefprlng.

And therefore take theprejent tlm«y

tVith a hey^ and a ho^ and a hey nonlno^

For love is crowned with the prlrae.

Infprlng tl?>u, &t.

Between the acres of the Rie^

fVtth a heyy aud a hoy and a hey nonlno .•

Thefe pretty Countrcy folkj would lle^

In the fprlng tlmCy &e.

The Carroll they began that hottrey

H'ttha heyy and a hoy a»du heyuonlne^
How that a life was but a tlowrty

In thefprlng tlmcy &e,

Clc.Tm\y young Gentlemcn,though there was no great

matter in the ditty, yet the note was very untunable.

I .
Pa. You are dccci v'd Sir, we keep time, we loft not

our time.

Clo. By my troth yes: I count it but time loft to bear
fuch a fooli(h fong. God buy you, and God mend your
voyas. Come .Audrey, Extmit.

Scena Quarta,

Enter Dukj Senlcry AmyenSy JaijueSyOrlando ,

Ollvety Cella.

Dm. Sen. Doft thou believe OrUndoy that the boy

Can doe all this that he hath promifed ?

Or. I fometimcs doc believe, and fometimes doe noti

Aj thofe that fear they hope, and know they fear.

Enter RofallndCy SllvluSy and Phebe.

Rof. Patience once morc,whilcs our compad is utg'd

:

You fay, if I bring in your RofallndCy

You will beftow her on Orlando here ? (her.

DuSen. That would I, had I Kingdomes to give with

%of.lix\d you fay you will have her,when I bring her?

Or. That would I, were I of all Kingdomes King

Rof. You fay, you'l marry me, if I be willing.

Phe. That will I,lTiould I die the hour after.

Rof, But if you doc reftrfe to marry mc»

You'l give your felf to this moll faithfiil! Shepheard.

Phe. So is the bargain.

Rof. You fay that you'l have Phehe if flie wilL

Sll. Though to luvc her and death, were both ooe

tiling.

S «<.
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Rof. I have promis'd to make all this rnaccer even :

Keep youyourword,ODukc,togive your Daughter

,

You youi?,Or/<«»</», to' receive his Daughter

:

Keep you your wordyPAr^f^that you'l many me.

Or elfc refufing me to wed th s Shepheard :

Keep your v/ordj^/Zf/w/jthat you'l marry her.

If ihz refufc me, and from hence I go

To make thcfe doubts all even. Exit Rof. andCella.

Du. Sen. I doe remetnbcr in this Shepheard boy
,

Some lively touches of my daughters favour.

Or. My Lord, the fiift timethati ever fawhim,

Me thought he was a brother to your daughter

:

But my good Lord, this Boy is Forreft born
>

And hath bin tutor'd in the rudiments

Of many df fperatt ftudies, by his Unckle

,

Who he reports to be a great Magician.

Enter Clovtn and Audrej.

Obfcuredin the circle of this Forreft.

y<»^.There is fure another flood to-^ard,and thefe cou-

ples are commiug to the Arke, Here comes a pair of very

rtrange beads, which in all tongues, are call'd Fooles.

do. Salutation and greeting to you ail.

Jat]. Good my Lord, bid him welcome : This is the

Motley-minded Gentleman, that I have fo often met in

the Forreft : he hath bin a Courtier he fweares.

do. Ifany man doubt that, let him put me to my pur-

1

gation,! have trod a meafurCi I have flattred a Ladyi I

have bin politick with my frrend, fmooth'with mine ene-

my, I have undone three Tailors,! have had four cjuarrels,

and like to ha ve fought one,

J<(^.
And how was that tane up ?

Clo. Faith wc met, and found the quarrell was upon

the fevenih caufe.

Jaf. How the fcvcnth caufe ? Good my Lord, like this

fellow,

Dh. Sen. I like him very well.

Clo. God'ild you fir, I defirc you of the like : I preffe

in here, fir,amongrt the reH of the Countrey copulatives

to fwcar, and to forfwear, according as marriage bindes

and blood breakes : a poor virgin, fir, an ill-fa vour'd

thing, fir, but mine own, a pooi humour of mine, fir, to

take that that no man elfe will : rich honefly dwells like

amifer, fir, in a poor houfc,as your Pearl in your Oy-
fter.

Dtt.Sen. By my faith he is very fwift,and fententious.

Cli. According to the fooles bolt, fir, and fuch dulcet

difeafcs.

Jaij. But for the feventh caufe : How did you findc

the quarrell on the feavcnth caufe ?

C/o. Upon a lye feven times removed : (bear your bo-

dy more feeming Audr^) as thus fir : I did diflike the cut

of a ccrtani Courtiers beard: he fcnt me word, If I faid

his beard Wis not cut well, he was in the minde it was:

this is call'd the retort courteous. If I fent him word a-

gain it was well cut, he would fend me word he cut it to

pleafehimfelf? thi^ is call'd the quip modcft. If again, it

was not well cut, hedifahledmy judgement :thi$ is call'd

the reply churlifh. If again it was not well cut, hewould
anfwerl fpake not tiuc .-this is call'd the reproof valiant.

If again it was not well cut, he woold fay, I lie: this is

call'd the counter-check quan-elfome :and Co to the liecir-

cumftantiall, and the lie diicd>.

Jaq. And how oft did you fay his beard was not well

cut ?

Clo. I duift go no further then the lye circumftantiall

:

nor he duift not give me the lyc diredt : and lo we mea-
fuc'd fwords,and parted

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of

the lye.

Clo. O fir, we quarrell in print, by the book : as you

have books for good manners : I will name you the de-

grees. The firrt , the Retort courteous : the fecond, the

Quip modeft : the third, the Reply churlidi : the fourth,

the Reproof valiant : the fifth , the Countercheck quar-

rdfome : the fixth , the Lye with circumftance ; the

feventh, the Lye direft : all thefe you may avoid, but the

Lyedireft : and you may avoid that too, with an If. I

knew when feven Juftices could not take up a Quarrell,

but when the parties were met thcmfelves, one of them
thought but of an If ; as. If you faid fo, then 1 faid fo :

and they fhook hands, and fwore brothers. Your If is

the onely peace-maker : much virtue in If.

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow my Lord ? He's as good
at any thing, and yet a fool.

Du.Sen. He ufes his folly hke a ftalking-horfe, and
under theprefentation of that he (hoots his wit.

EHter Hjmen^ Rofalitidy and Celia.

Still MuftcK.
Hymen. Then is there mh th tn heaven

,

fyhen earthly things made even

tittone together.

Good Duke receive thy daughter^

Hjmei: from heaven brought hcr^

Tea brought her hither.

That thoH mlghtfi joyn her hand with his^

fVhofe heart within his hofome Is,

Rof. To you I give my felf, for I am yours.

Or. To you I give my felf, for I am yours.

Dtt.Se. If there be truth in fight,you are my daughter.

Or. Ifthere be truth in fight, you are my %ofallnd.
/'Af.Iffight and Ihape be true,why then my love adieu,

Rof. rie have no Father, if you be not he

;

rie have no Husband, if you be not he :

Nor ne're wed woman, if you be not (he.

Hy. Peace hoa : I bar confufion,

*Tis I muft make conclufion

Of thefe moft ft range events

:

Here's eight that muft take hands.

To joyn in Hymens bands.

If truth holds true contents.

You and and you, no croffe fhall part ;

You and you, are heart in heart

;

You, to his love muft accord.

Or have a Woman to your Lord.

You and you, arc fure together.

As the Winter to foul weather

:

Whiles a Wedlock Hymn we fing ,

Feed your felves with queftioning :

That reafon, wonder may diminiln

How thus we met, and thefe things finilli.

Song.

fVeddlng Is great J'unos crown
,

O blejfed bond tfboard atiA bed :

'Tls Hymen peoples every town^

High wedlock^then be honoured :

Honour^ high honour and renown

To Hymeny God ofevery Tortn.

Dm. Sen. Omy dear Niece, welcome thou art to me,

Even daughter welcome, in no leffe degree.

Phe.
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Pht. I will not cat my woid, now thou ate mine,

Thy faith, my fancy tothcc doth combine.

Enter fecind Brother.

a . Bro. Let me ha vc aud icncc for a word or two :

I am the fccond fon of old Sir Rorvland^

That bring thefc tidings to this fair alTcmbly.

Duk^e Trederkk. hearing how that every day.

Men ofgteat worth reforted to this Foricft,

Addiefl a ir.ighty power which were on foot

In his own conduit, purpofely to take

His brother here, and put him to the ("word :

And to the skirts of this wilde Wood he came ;

Where, meeting with an old religious man.

After fome qucftion with him, was converted

Both from his entcrprize, and froni the world :

His crown bequeathing to his banifh'd Brother,

And all their Lands reftoi'dto him again

That were with himexil'd. This to be true,

I doe engage my life.

DH^Sen. Welcome young man.*

Thouoffer'rt fairly to thy brothers wedding :

To one his lands wich.heid,and to the other

A land it felfe at large, a potent Dukedome.

Firrt, in this Forreft, let us doe thofe ends

That here were wdl begun, and well begot :

And after, every of this happy number

That have cndur'd (brew'daayes and nights with us,

Shall fharc the good of our returned fortune.

According to the meafure of their ftates.

Mean time, forget this niw.fain dignity,

And fall into our Ruff ick Revelry :

Play Mufick, and you Bridesand Bride-grooms all,

With meafure heap'd in joy, to th* Meafurcs fall.

J«^. Sir, by your patience : If I heard you rightly,

7 he Duke hath put on a religious life.

And thrown intoncgle£t the pompous Court,

i.Bro. He hath.

Jatj. To him will I : out of thcfe convertitei.

There is much matter to be heard, and Icarn'd .-

You to your fonner Honour, I bccjucathe

Your patience, and your virtue well dcferves it.

You to a love, that your true faith doth merit

:

You to your land, and love, and great allies

:

You to a long, and well-defei vea bed :

And you to wrangling, for thy loving voyage

Is but for two moneths vi6>uall'd : So to your pleafurcs

,

I am for other, then for dancing meafurcs.

Dk. Sen. Stay, y<rfl«?/,rtay.

Jiej. To fee no partime, I : what you would have ,

rie flay to know, at your abandon'dcave. Exit
Dm. Sen. Proceed, proceeds we will begin thcfe rights,

As we doe truH, thcy'l end in true delights.

'Ksf.h is not the fafhion to fee the Lady the Epilogue:

but It ii no more unhandfome, then to fee the Lord the

Prologue. Ifitbctrue, that good wine needs no buHi,

'tis true, that a good Play needs no Epilogue. Yet to

good wine they doufe good bufhes : and good Playcs

prove the better by the help ofgood Epilogues : What a

cafe am I in theti, that am neither a good Epilogue, nor

cannot infinuate with you in the behalf of a good Play ?

I am not furnifh'd like a Beggar, therefore to beg will

not become mee. My way is to conjure you, and I le be-

gin with the Women. I charge you (O women) for the

love you bear to men, to like as much of this Play, as

pleafcsyou : And I charge you (O men) for the love

you bear to women (-as I perceive by your fimpring,none

of you hates them) that between you, and the women, the

Play may pleafc.' If I were a Woman, I would kiffc as

many of you as had beards that pleas'd me, complexions

that lik'd me, and breaths that I defi'd not : And I am
fure,as many as have good bcaid$,or good faccs,or fweet

breaths, will for my kind offer, when I make curi'fie, bid

me farewell. Extuvt.

FINIS

S i The

./
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The Taming of the Shrew.

(lABus ^rimm. Scena Trhna*

Enter Beggar and HoJ}e[?f, Chr'ijiofhcro Slj.

Bfggnr.

Le phecze you infaith.

He/}. A pair oF Stocks you Rogue.

Beg. Y'are a baggage, the Siiej arc no

Rogues. Look in the Chronicles, we came

in wich Richard Concjaerouf -. therefore Paucas faLU.

6ris, let the world fl i\t : SefTa.

Hoft. You will not pay for the glaffesyou have burft?

Beg. No, not a denicre : go by S. Jeronimj, gpyo thy

cnid bed, and warm thee.

Hoft. Iknow my remedy, I rauft go' feiiclf the Hcad-

boroug!'.

Beg. Third, or fourth, or fift Bofpugh, I'le anfwer

him by Law; I'le not budge ah inchlJboy : Let him come,

and kindly. Falls afleep.

ty'ind horns. Enter 4 Lord,from hunt'ing^ynith h'ls.tfaln:

La.- Huiufman, I charge ihec, tender well my houjQfJs,

Biach A-ferrlman., the poor. Curre is iinboft
,

And couple C/owi/fr wich the decp-mpuch'd'Brach,

Saw'fl thnu not boy how Stiver inade'itgood

At the hedc^e corner, in the coldeft fault

,

I wonU! not lofe the dog for twenty ppuncf.

sflun. Why Belmirt is as gpod as he, ipy Lord ,

He cried upon it at themeerelllofle,

And twice to daypick'd out the duUertTcnc

;

Trult me, I take him for the better dog.

Lord. Thou art a {qqI^M Eccho were as fleet-,

I would eflecm him worth a dozen fuch

:

But fup them well, and look unto them all

,

Tomorrow I iinend to hunt again.-

Hull. I will my Lord.

Lord. What's here? one dead, or drunk .> Sec doth

he breathe ?

2. Hu». He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm'd

with Ale, this were a bed but cold to deep fo foundly

.

Lord. O mondious beafj, how Jikc a Twine he lies.

Grim death, how foul and iQathfome is thine image '

Sirs, I>^ill prai'tifcon tli-s drunken- man..

What think you, if he were convey'd to bed
,

Wrap'd in fweet cloathcs : Rings put upon his fingers

:

A mod delicious banqtict by his bed
,

And brave attendants near him when he wakes,

Would not theRcggar then forget himrelf.>

i.Uu^^ Believe me, Lord, I think he cannot choofe.

z. Httr.lt would fccm ftrangeunto him when he wak'd.

Lord. Even as a flatt'ring dream, or worthlefs fancy.

Then take him up, and riilnage well the jeft :

Carry him gently to my faireft Chamber,
And hang it round with all my wanton piflurcs:

Balm his foul head in warm diftilled waters,

And burn fweet Wood to make tlie Lodging fweet

:

Procure nie Mufick ready when he wakes.

To make a dulcecand a heavenly found :

And if he chance to fpeak, be ready-ftraighc

(And with a low fubmiflive reverence)

Say, what is it your Honour will command :

Let one atterid him with a filver Bafon
Full of Rofc-watcr,and btftrew'd with Flowers,

Another bear the Ewer : the third a Diaper,

And fay, wik plcafc your Lordfhip cool yout hands.

Some one be ready with a coftly luit

,

And nske him what apparell he will wear:

Another.tcll him of his Hounds and Hoife,
' And that hiS Lady mouins at his difeafc,

Perfwade him that he hath bin Lunatick,

And when he fayes he is, fay that he dicamcs

For he is nothing but a mighty Lord :

This doe, and doe itkindlyj gentle firs.

It will be pafi/mc palfing excellent.

If it be husbandad with modefty.

I .Huh. My Lord, I warrant you we will play our part.

As hefl-iall think by our true diligence

He is no leflfc then what we fay he is.

lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him,

And each one to his office when he vvakes.

Sokud Tramftti.

Sirrah, go fee what Trumpet 'tis that founds,

Bclikcfome Noble Gentleman that meanes
(Travelling fomc journey) to repofe hifnfelf here.

Enter Servlngman.
How now ? who is it ?

Ser. An't pleafe your Honour, Players

That offer fervicc to your Lordfhip.

Enter Plajers.

Lord. Bid them come near : t

Now fellows, you are welcome.

PU. Wc thank your Honour.
Lor . Doe you. intend to flay with me to night ?

'i-.Phi. So pleafe your Lorddiip to accept our duty.

Lord: With all my heart. This fellow I remember,

Since once he plaid a Farmer's cldeft Ton,
' Fwas where you woo'd the Gentlewoman fo well:

I have forgot your name : but furc that part

Was
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Was aptly fitted, and mcuraliy pttform'd

Sim. Ithiuk \w2sSoto thac your Honour mcancs.

Lord. 'Tisvery true, thou didH itcxcclleiu:

Well you are come to rac in happy titne.

The rather for I have fomc fport in hand,

Wherein your cunning canatTift me much.

Thcie is a Lord will hear you play tonight

;

But I am doubtfiill of your inodeflics.

Lead (ovcr-cying of hjs odde behaviour.

For yet his Honournever heard a Play)

You hreak into fome merry palTion,

And fo offend him •• for 1 tell yoa firs,

ifyou lliould fmiic, he ^rowcs impatient.

P/a. Fear not ray Lord, wc can contain out felves

,

Were he the vecicftantick in the world.

Lord. Go firra, take them to the Buttery,

And give them fiiendiy welcome every one.

Let them want nothing that my houfc affords.

Exit one Tvith the VUytrs.

Sirra go you to Baitholmcxp my Page,

And fee him drcft in all fuits like a Lady :

That done, conduit him to the Drunkards chamber

,

And callhim Madam, doe him obcifancc

:

Tell him from me (as he will win my love)

He hear himfelf with honourable a6lion

Such as he hath obfciv'd in noble Ladies

Unto their Lords, by them acconipliftied ,

Such duty to the Drunkard let him doc :

With fofc low tongue, and lowly courtefie.

And fay : What js't your Honour will command ,

Wherein your Lady, and your humble Wife

,

May Oiew her duty, and make known her love.

And then with kind en^bracemcnts, tempting kifles,

And with dsclming head into his bofomc

Bid him filed tearcs, as being over-joyed

To fee her noble Lord rellor'd to health,

Whofortliisfcvenycares hath efteemed him

No better then a poor and loatlifome beggar

:

And if the boy have not a womans gift

To rain a fliowcr of commanded teares,

An Onion will doe Well for fuch a lliifc,

Which in a Napkin (being dole convey 'd)

Shsll in defpight enforce a watvy eye r

Sec thisdifpatch'd with all the haft thou canft.

Anon Vk give thee more infttudlions.

Exit 4 Serv'tngm^n.

I know the boy wiH well ufurpc the grace,

Voyce, gate, and acStion of a Gentlewoman.
I Ion" to hear him call ih? Driinkard, Husband,

And how my men will ftay themfelves from laughter
,

When they doe homage to thisfimple pcafant

,

ric in tocounfe'.l them': haply my pretence

May well abate the over-merty fpleen
,

Which othcrwife would grow into cxtieamcs.

Enter- aloft the Drunl^ard with attendants,fome with ap-

jxtret^Bafon c}- Ewer^dr other atipurrenances^c)- Lord.

Beg. For Gods faice a pot of I mall Ale.

I ..SVr.Wil't picafe your Lordftiip drink a cup of fack.

2.Ser. Wil't picafe your Honour taftc of dicfe Con-
fcrvcs >

^. Ser. Wlwt raiment will your Honour wear to day.

BefT, I am Chriilophero Slie, call not me Honour nor

Lordfiiip : I nc're drank f.ick in my life : and if you give

me any Confervcs, give me Confer ves of Beef : pe'rc ask

me what raiment I'le wear, for I have no more Doublets

then Backs : no more Stockings then Legges : nor no
more Shooes then Feet, nay fometimes more Feet then

Shooes, or fuch Shooes as my Toes look through the over.'

leather.

Lor. Heaven ccafe this idle humour in your Honour.

Oh that a mighty man of fuch dcfcent

,

Offuch poffeirions, and fo h'gh eftecm,

Should be infufcd with fo foul a fpirit.

jy^-^.What,would you make me mad ? Am not I Chri-

ftophera Slic, old Slit's fon of Burton-heath., by birth a

Pcdler,by education a Card-maker, by tranfmuudon a

Bcar-heard,and now by prefcnc profcffion a Tinker. Ask
Afarrian Hackft the fat Ale-wife of fvincoty if fhe know
mc not : if fhe fay 1 am not xiv.d. on the fcorefor ftiecre

Alcfcore me up for the lyingft knave in Chriftendomc.

What 1 am not beftraught : here's

t . Man. Oh this it is that makes your Lady mourn.

2. Man. Oh this IS it that makes your fcrvants drtxjp.

Lord. Hence comes ic that your kindred fliuns your

As beaten hence by your ft range Lunacy. (houfe.

Oh Noble Lord, bethink thee of thy binh,

Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniftimentj

And banifli hence the abjedl lowly dreamcs

:

Look how thy fcrvants doe attend on the^

Each in his office ready at thy beck.

Wilt thou have Mufick ? Hcaik, yifolle playcs, Mujtcl^.

And twenty caged Nightingales do fing.

Or wilt thou fleep ? We'l have thee to a Couch,
Softer and fwecter then the luftfull bed

On purpofe trimm'd up for Semiraatis.

Say thou wilt walk: we will beftrow the ground.

Or wilt thou ride ? thy horfcs fhall be trapp'd.

Their harnelfe ftudded all with Gold and Pearl.

Doft thou love hawking .' t!iou haft Hawkes will foare

Above the morning Larke. Or wilt thou hunt

,

Thy Hounds fliall make the Welkin anfwer them,
Ana fetch fiirillecciioes from the iiolloweartli.

I , Man. Say thou vvik courfe, thy Gray-hounds are as

As breathed Stags : I, fleeter then the Roc. (fwif:

i.M. Doft thou love pi(ftures?wc will fetch thee ftraight

ayfdonis painted by a running brook,

And Citherea all in fcdges hid
,

Which fcein to move, and wanton with her breath,

Even as the waving fcdges play with winde.

Lord. We'l fliew thee Je, as flie was a Maid,
And how flie was beguiled and furpriz'd,

As lively painted, as the deed was done.

3. Man. Or Daphne roming through a thorny wood,
Scratching het Legs, that one ftiall fwcar flic bleeds.

And at that fight flialll"ad Apollo weep,

So workmanly the blood and teares arc drawn.
Lord. Thou art a Lord, and nothing but a Lord :

Thou Uzd a Lady far more beautifull

,

Then any woman in this waining age.

I .Man. And till the tearcsthat fhe huh ftied for thee.

Like envious flouds,o'rc-run her lovely face.

She was the faiiefl Creature in the world ,

And yet fhe is infcriourto none.

Beg. Am 1 1: Lord,and have I fuch a Lady?

Or doc I dream? or have I dream' d till now ?

I doe not fleep : 1 fee, 1 hear, I fpcak

:

T fmcll fwect favours, and I feel lofttbings:

Upon my life I am a Lord indeed
,

And not a Tinker, nor Chnflophero Slit.

Well, bring our Lady hither to our fight.

And once again a pot o'th' fmalleft Ale.

S ? i.Mmm
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2. Man. Wil'i pleafe your MightinefTc to wa{h your

hands ?

Oh how we joy to fee your wits reftot'd,

Oh that once more you knew but wliat you are ••

Thefe fifteen yearcs you have bin in a dream.

Or when you wak'd, fo waVd as if youflept.

Se^. Thcfc fifteen yearcs, by my fay, a goodly nap.

But did I never fpcak of all that time ?

1 . Matt. Oh yes,my Lord, but very idle wordSj

For though you lay here in this goodly chamber

,

Yet would you fay, ye were beaten out of door,

And rail upon the Hoftcffe of the Houfc,

And fay you would prefcnt her at the Leet

,

Becaufe (he brought Stone-Jugs, and no fcal'd quarts

:

Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hackef,

Be^: I, the womans maid ofthe houfe.

3./W4. Why fir,you know no houfc,notnp fuch maid,

Nor no fuch men as you have veckon'd up,

As Stephen Slie, and old John Napsoi Greece j

And Peter TurfhyZnd Henry Plmftrtielly

And twenty more fuch names and men as thefc,

Which never were, nor no man ever faw.

Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends.

All. Amen.

€nttr Lady with Attendants.

Beg. I thank thee, thou (halt not lofe by it.

Lady. How fates my noble Lord ?

Beg. Marry I fare well, for here is cheer enough.

Where is my Wife?
La. Here noble Lord, what is thy will with her ?

Beg. Are you my Wife,and will not call me Husband?

My men (hould call me Lord, I am your good-man.

La.Hy Husband and my Lord,my Lord and Husband,

I am your Wife in all obedience.

Beg. 1 know it well, what muft I call her ?

Lord. Madam.
Beg. jilce Madam, or Jons Madam ?

Lord, Madam, and nothing elfc,fo Lords call Ladies,

Beg. Madam Wife, they fay that I have dreani'd

,

And flept about (omc fifteen yearor more.

Lady. I, and the time feems thirty unto me,
Being all this time abandoned from your bed.

Beg. 'Tis much, fcrvants leave rtie and her alone .•

Madam undrcfle you, and come now to bed.

La. Thrice noble Lord, let me entreat of you
To pardon me yet fora night or two

:

Or if notfo,untilUhcSun befet.

For your Phyficians have expreffely charg'd,

In petill to incurve your former malady.

That 1 ihould yet abfent me from your bed :

I hope this reafon (tands for my cxcufe.

Beg. I, it (lands fo that I may hardly tarry fo long

:

But I would be loth to fall intomy dreames again : J will

therefore tarry in defpight of the fle(h and the blood.

Enter a t^effenger.

Mef. Your Honours Players hearing your amendment.

Are come to play a pleafant Comedy,
For fo your Doftours hold it very meet

,

Seeing too much fadneffe hath congeal'd your blood.

And melancholly is the Nurfc of frenzy

,

Therefore they thought it good you hear a Play

,

And frame your mind to mirth and merriment

,

Which barres a thoufand harmes, and lengthens life.

Beg. Marry I will, let them play, it is not a Comen-

ty, a Chriftmas gambold, or a tumbling trick ?

Lady. No my good Lord, it is more pleafing ftufFc.

Beg. What, houfhold ftufFe ?

Lady. It is a kind of hi(tory.

Beg. Well,wc'lfce't:

Come Madam Wife, fit by my fide.

And let the world flip, we (hall ne're be younger.

Flourifh. Enter Lucentio^ and bis man Trmio,
Luc. Tranio^ fince for the great dcfirc I had

To fee izixPadua^ nurfery of Arts,

I am arriv'd for fiuitfull Lumbardyy
The pleafant garden o(°Kit Italyy

And by my fathers love and leave am arm'd

With his good will,and thy good company.

My trufty fcrvant well approv'd in all.

Here let us breathe, and happly inftitute

A courfe of Learning) and ingenious ftudies.

Ptfa renowned for grave Citizens

Gave me my being, and my father firit

A Merchant ofgreat Traffick through the world.*

Flncentio's come of the Bentivoliiy

Vincentio's fon, brought up in Ilorence^

It /hall become to ferve all hopes conceiv'd

To deck bis fortune with his virtuous deeds

:

And therefore, Tranloy for the time I ftudy.

Virtue and that part of Philofophy

Will I apply, that treats of happine(re.

By virtue Specially to be atchiev'd.

Tell me thy minde, for I have Pifa left

,

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves

A (hallow plafh, to plunge him in the deep.

And with fatiety feeks co quench histhirft.

Tra. Me PardonatOy gentle mafter mine

:

I am in all aftcfled as your felf

,

Clad that you thus continue your rcfolve,

To fuck the fweets of fweet Philofophy.

Onely (good ma(tcr) while we doc admire

This virtue, and this moral! difciplinc

,

Let's be no Stoicks, nor no flocks I pray

;

Or fo devote to Ar'iftoiles checks ,

As Ovid beanout-caft quiteabjur'd :

Balke Logick with acquaintance that you have.

And practice Rhetorick in your common talke,

Mufick and Poefie ufe, to quicken you

,

The Mathematicks,and rhe Metaphyficks,

Fall to them as you find your ftomack ferves you

:

No profit growcs, where is no pleafure tanc

:

In brief fir, ftudy what you mofl a (Fef^.

Luc. Gra mercies Tranioy welldoft thouadvife,

If Biondello thou wert come a(h6re.

We could at once put us in readineffe.

And take a Lodging fit to entertain

Such friends (as time) in /'^k/w;? (hall beget.

But flay a while, what company is this ?

Tra. Mafter feme (hew to welcome us to Town.

Enter Baftijia with his two daughters, Katheriuaand

Bianca, Gremie a Fantahwne^ Hortenfo a Suifor

to Bianca, Lucen. Tranie^Jfand hy.

Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther

,

For how I firmly am refolv'd you know :

That is, not to bcftow my youngeft daughter.

Before I have a husband for the elder:

If either of you both love KatherinUy
Becaufe
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B<rcaiifc I know yeu well, and love you well,

Leave rtia 11 you have ro com t hcrat youi picafure.

Gre. To cart her rather. She's coo toughfor me,

There, cherc Hortentlo^ will you any Wife ?

Kac. 1 pray you fir, is it your w II

To make a Italt ofme among'ftthofc maceis }

Hor. Mates maicJ, liow mean you that ?

No mates for you,

Unlcffe you were ofgcntler milder mould.

K^t. I'faiih fir, you fliall never need Co fear,

I-wis it is not halfe way to her heart

:

But if it were, doubt not,her care ftiallbe.

To combe your noddle witli a three-legg'd ftoolc,

And paint your face, and ufc you like a foole.

Hor. From allfuch devils, good Lord deliver us,

Gre. And me too, good Lord.

Tra. HulL'd mailkr, hercs tome good paftimc toward,

That wench is ftaik mad or wondcrfull frovvard,

Lhc. But in the otheis filcnce do I fee,

Maids mildc behaviour and lobdetie.

Peace Tranlo.

Tra. Well faid Mairter, mum, and gaze your fill.

Bap. Gentlemen, that I may foon make good

What I have fa id , Bianca get you in,

And let it not difpicalc thee, good Biancay

For I will love thee ne'ie the Icffe my girlc.

Kdt. A pretty peat, it is bcft put finger in the eye,

and (he knew why.

B'tAu. Sitter content you, in ray difcontent.

Sir, to your pleafurc humbly 1 fublci ibc

:

My books and indriimcnts fiiall be my company.

On them to look, and praiitifc by my felf.

Luc. Heark TViiw/^, thou maifl hear A//«frv.ifpeak.

Hor. Signior Baptijfa, will you be I'o ftrange.

Sorry am I that our good will efFe(5ls

Blanca'ie^vkf.

Cre. Why will you mew her up
(Signior Bap'tifia) for this fiend of hcli.

And make her bear the penance of her tongue ?

Bap. Gentlemen content ye : I ara rcfolv'd:

Go in Bianca,

And for I know fhe taketh moft delight

In Mufick. Inftiuments, and Poetry,

Schoolemaifters will 1 keep within mv houfe.

Fit to inftruft her youth. If you Hortemlo-^

Orfignior Gremio you know any fuch,

Prcfcrre them hither : for to cunning men,
r will be very kinde and liberal),

To mineown children, in good bringing up.

And fo farewell : Katherina you may ftay.

For I have more to commune with Bianca, Exit.

Kat. Why, and I truft I may go too, mcy \ not ?

Wh.it fhall 1 be appointed houres, as though
(Belike) I knew not what to take.

And what to leave ? Ha, Exit.

Gre. You may go to the dcvi's (lam: youir gifts are fo

good , here's none will hold you : Our love is not fo

great Herte»tio, but wc may blow oUr nails together, and
fed it fairly out. Our cake's dow on both fides. Fare-

well : yet for the love I bear my fwcct Bia>j(a , if I tan
by any means light on a fit man to teach her that wherein
(he delights, I will wifh him to her father.

ffor. So will I Signior C7rrw/> : but a word I pray:
Though the nature of our quarrell yet never • brook'd
parlee, know now upon advice, it toucheth us both : tliat

we may yet again have acccflc to our fair Miftris, and

be happy rivals in Bid»ca's love^ co labour and cifcdl one

thing fpccially.

^re. What's that I pray f

Ifor. Marry fir, to get a husband for hct fitter,

Gru. A husband : a devill,

Hor. I fay a husband.

Gre. I fay a devill : Thmk'ft thou, HorteMtlo^ though

her father be very rich, any nianiifo very a foolccobc

inarried to hell ?

Hi>r. Tufh Gremio; thougl) it pafle your patience and
mine to endure her lewd alarums , why man , there be

good fellowcs in the world,and a man could light on them,

Would take her with all faults, and money enough.

Gre. I cannot tell : but I had as lief take her dowry
with this condition ; To be whipt at the high croffe every

morning,

Hor, Faitli (as you fay) there's fmall choice in rotten

apples : come , fince this bar in law makes us fiiends , it

mall be fo forth friendly maintain'd , till by helping

Baptifla's eldcft daughter to a husband, we fet his young
eft free for a husband , and then have too't afrefli : Sweet

Bianca , happy man be his dole : he that lunnes faftcft

,

gets the Ring : How fay you fignior Gremio ?

Grem. 1 amagreed,and would I had given him the beft

horfc in Padua to begin his wooing that would through-

ly wooe Iicr, wed her, and bed her, and rid the houfe of
her. Come on.

Exeunt ambo. Aianet Tranlo and LnctHclo.

Tra. I pray fir tell me, is it podiblc

That love fhould on a ludden take fuch hold.

Luc. Oh Tranlo^ till I found it to be tme,
I never thought itpolTibleor likely.

But fee, while idely I flood looking on,

I found the cfFeftofLovc in idlcneffe.

And now in plainneffctoconfeflc to thee

That art to me as fecrct and as dear

As Anfia to the Qiiecn oi Carthage was

:

Tranlo I burn, I pine, I perilTi Tramoy
If I atchievc not this youngmodefl girlc :

Councellmc Trafilo^iox 1 know thou can'ft

:

Affift me Tranlo^ for I know thou wilt.

Tra. Matter, it is no time to chide you now.
AfFe6lion is not rated from the lieart

:

If love touch'd you, nought remains but fo,

Reiimtte captutn ^uam ijueas minima.

Luc. Gramercics Lad : go forward, this contents.

The reft will comfort, for thy counfel's found.

Tra. Maftcr, you look'd fo longly on the maid
Peihaps you matk'd not what's the pith of all.

Lhc. Oh yes, I favv fwcet beauty in her face.

Such as the daughter of ^genor had.

That made great Jof^ to humble him to her hancf,

When with his knees he kift iVz Cretan ftrond,

Tr*. Siw you no more ? mark'd you not how her fifter.

Began to fcold, and raife up fuch a ftorm .'

That mortall eais might hardly endure the cfin,

Luc. Tranlo^ \ faw hercorrall lips to move i

And with her breath fhe did perfume the aire,

Sacred and fweet wasall I faw in her.

Tra. Nay, then 'tis time to (tir him from his trance:

; I pray awake fir : if you love the Maid

;

I Bend thoughts and wits to atchieve her. Thus it fhnds

;

Her eldefl filter is fo curftand fhrew'd.

That till the father rid his hands ofher,

Mafler, your love mufl live a maid at home.
And therefore has he dofely meu'd her up,

Becaufe



2a The Taming ofthe Shrefp.

Becaufc Oie will no: beamioy'd with futcs.

Luc. Ah Tranio^ what a cruell Fathers he

:

But art thou not advis'd, he took fomecarc

To get her cunning Schoolcmarterstoinftrudt her.

Trn, I marry am I fir, and now'cis plotted.

hue. I have it Tran'io.

Trt. Maifter, for my hand.

Both our inventions meet and jump in one.

Lhc. Tell me thine firft.

Tra. You will befchoolc-itiairter.

And undertake the teaching of the maid:

Tliat's your device.

Luc. It is: May it be done?

Tra. Not pofiTiblc: for who lliall bear your part,

And be lu Padua here l^iKcentio's fon.

Keep houfe , and ply his book, welcome his fricndes,

Vifit his Countreymen, and banquet them ?

Luc. Bn^a^ content thee : for I have it full.

We have no: yet been feen in any houfc,

Nor can we be diftinguilli'd by our faces,

For man or mailkr: then it follows thus ;

Thou {halt be maifter, Tj-wwo in my fted

:

Keep houfc, and port, and fervants, as I fliould,

I will feme other be, lome Flurcnt'iKe^

Some NectpoHtan, or meaner man o^Pifa,

'Tis hatcii'd, and (liall he fo : Tranlo at once

Uncafe thee : take my colour'd hat and cloak,

When Btondello comes, he waits on thee.

But I will charm him firft to keep his tongue.

Tra. So had you need :

In brief Sir, fidiu your pleafiurc is.

And I am tycd to be obedient.

For fc) your father charg'd me at our parting :

Be (erviceable to my fon
(
quotii he)

Although I think 'twas in another fence,

I am content co be Lucent io^

Bccaufe fo well I love Lucentio.

Luc. Trattia be fojbecaufe Lucentio loves,

And let me be a Have, t'atchieve that maid,

Whofe fuddcn fight hath thral'd my wounded eye.

Enter Btondello.

Here comes the rogue. Sirra, where have you been ?

Bion. Where have I been ? Nay bow now, where are

you? Maiitcr, ha's my fellow Tramo ftol'n your cloatheS}

or you ftol'n his, or both ? Pray what's the news f

Luc. Sirrah come hither, 'tis no timcto jeft.

And therefore frame your manners to the time.

Your fellow Tranlo here to favc my life

,

Puts my appareil, and my count'nanccon.

And I for my cfcape have put on his

:

For in a quarxcll fince I came afhore,

I kill'd a man, and fear I am defcried

:

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes

:

While I make way from hence to fave uiy life

:

You underftand mc ?

Bion I fir, ne'rc a whit.

Luc. And not a jot oiTranlo in your mouth,

Tramo ischang'd into Lucentio.

Blon. The better for him, would I were fo too.

I Tra. So would I, 'faith boy, to have the next wirti af-

I ter , thai Lucentio indeed had Ba^tlfitCs youngeft daugh-

I ter. But firra , not for my fake, but your maifters, I ad-
'

yife you ufe your manners difcrcetly in all kind of com-

panies: When I am alone, why then I am Tranlo : but in

all places el fc, yourmailter Lucentio.

Luc. Tranlo let's go :

One thing more rcfh, that thy felf execute.

To make one 'mongthefc wooers : if thou ask me why,
Sufficeth my reafons are both good and weighty,

Exeunt. The Presenters aboveffeahj.

I . fJMan. My Lord you nod ,
you do not mind the

play.

Beg. Yes by Saint Anne do I , a good matter furely :

Comes there any more of i t ?

Lad. My Lord, 'tis but begun.

Beg. 'Tisa very excellent piece of work. Madam
Lady : would 'twere done. Theyfit and marke.

Enter Pttrucbto^ and his man Grumio.
Pet. F'erona, for for a while I take my leave,

To fee my friends in Padua ; but of all

My beft beloved and approued friend

Hortentlo : and I trow this is the houfe

;

Here firra Grumio^ knoik I fay.

Gru. Knock fir ? whom fhould I knock ? Is there any
man ha's rcbus'd your vvorfhip ?

Pet. Villain I fay, knock me here foundly.

Gru. Knock you here fir ? Why fir, what ami fir,

that I fhould knock you here fir ?

Pet. Villain I fay knock me at this gate.

And rap mc well, or Tie knock your knaves pate.

Gru. My Maifter is growh quarrclfomc :

I fliould knock you firft,

And then I know after, who comes by the worft.

Pet. Will it not be?

Faith firra, and you'll not knock, Tie ring it,

ric try how you can 5«/, F<j, and fing it.

He rings him by the ears.

<jru. Help miftris help, my maifter is mad.
Pet. Now knock when I bid you : firra villain.

Enter Hortentlo

Hor. Hownow, what's the matter? My old friend

Grumio , and my good friend Tetruchle ? How do you
all at Verona ?

Tet. ^\°^x\\Q\ Hortentlo
.^ come you to part the fray ?

Contuttl le core bene trovatto., may I fay,

Hor. Alia nofira cafa ben venuto mutto honorato Ji-
gulor mlo Petruchlo.

Rife Grumio^ we will compound this quarrell.

Gru. Nay 'tis no matter fir, what he leges in Latine.

If this be not a lawfull caufe for me to leave his feivice ,

look you fir: He bid mc knock him, and rap him found
ly fir. Well , was it fit for a fcrvan: to ufe his matter fo,

being perhaps ( for ought I fee ) two and thirty, a peep
out ? Whom would to God I had well knock': at firfl,

then had not Grumio come by thewprft.

Pet. A fcnceleflc villain : good Hortentlo

^

I bad the rafcall knock upon your ?ate

,

And could not get him for my heart to do it.

Gru. Knock at ihcgate? O heavens : fpeak younot
thefe words plain? Sirra, Knock mehcre : rap me here:

knock me well , and knock mc foundly ? And come you
now with knocking at the gate ?.

Ptt. Sirra, be gone, or talk not I advife you.

Hor. Petruchio patience, I am ^rumio's^kdof.
Why this a heavy chance 'twixt him and you,

Your ancient trufty plcafanifervant Grum'to:

Andtellmenow(fwcct friend) what happy oale

Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona f

Pet. Such wind asfcatters young men through the world.

To
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To feck their fortunes farther than at home.

Where fmall experience growcs but in a few.

Sipnior Hortentlo, thus it flands with me,

fyfntonlo my father is dcccafl,

And I have thruft my fclf into this maze,

Happily to wive and thrive, as befl I may :

Crowns in my purfe I have, and goods at home,

A n<l fo am come abroad to fee the world.

Hor. Petruchloj fhall I then coine roundly to thee,

And wifh thcc toja flircw'd ill-favour'd wife ?

Thou'dft thank mc but a little for my councell:

And yet I'le promifc thee fhe fhall be rich,

And very rich : but th'arttoo much my fricncJ,

And rie not wifh thee to her.

Pet. Signioi- Hortentio^ 'twixt fuch friends as wc,

Few words fuflice : and therefore, if thou know
One riche nough to be Petruchio's wife

:

(As wealth is burthen ofmy wooing dance)

Be fhe as foul as was Florentiut Love,

As old as Sibell^ as curft and flircw'd

As Socrates Znfitippe^ or a worfe

:

S!ic moves me not, or not removes at Fcafl

Affedlions edge in time. Were fhe as rough

As are the fwclling Adrtatick, fcas.

I come to wive it wealthily in Padut •

If wcalthily,thcn happily m Padna.

Gth. Nay look you fir , he tells you flatly what his

mindeis : why give him Gold enough , and marry him

to a Puppet or an Agkt babie,or an old trot withnc'rc a

tooth in her head , though fhe have as many difeafes as

two and fifty horfcs. Why nothing comes amifs,fo mo-
ney c^mcs withall.

Hor. Petruchio/mct we are ftcpt thus far in,

I vvill continue that I broach'd in jcft,

lean Tetruchio help thee to a wife

With wealth enough, and young and bcautious.

Brought up as bett becomes a Gentlewoman,

Her oncly fault, and that is fault enough,

Is, that me is intollcrable curft.

And Hirew'd ,and froward,fo beyond all ir.eafurc,

That were my flate far worfer then it is,

1 would not wed her for a mine of Gold.

Pet. Hortentio peace : thou know'll not golds effcft,

Tell me her fathers name, and 'tis enough;

For I will boord her, though flic chide as loud

As thunder, when the clouds in Autumnc crack.

Hor. Hci father is Baptifin Minola^

An affable and courteous Gentleman,

Her name is Katherinn Mlnola^

Renown'd in Padua for her fcolding tongue.

Pet. I know hei father, though I know not hcf.

And he knew my dcccafed father well

:

I will not fleep Horte»tto till I fee her.

And therefore let me be thus bold with you,

To give you over at this fii ft encounter,

Unlefs you will accompany me tliither.

Gru. I pray you fir let him go while the humour lafts.

A my word and (he knew him as well as I do , fhe would

think fcolding would doe little good upon him. She

may perhaps call him lialf a fcore Knaves , or fo : Why
that's nothing ; and he begin once, he'll railcin his rope

tricks, ric tell you what fir , and fire ftand him but a

little, he will throw a figure in her fece, and fo disfigure

her with ir, that ftie ft-iall have no more eyes to fee with-

all then a Cat: you know him not fir.

Hir. Tarry Petruchio^ I inuft go with thee,

For in Baptiji»s keep niy treafureis

:

He liath the Jewell cfmy life in hold,

Hisyoungcft daughter, bcautifull Blanca^

And her with-holds he from me. Other more
Sutcis to her,and rivals in my Love:
Suppofing it a thing impoflible,

For thofe defe(5ls I have before rehearft,

That ever Katherine will be woo'd :

Therefore thisordcr hath Baptljlaizn^y

That none ftiall have accefs unto Bianc^y

Till Katherme the Curft,havc got a husband.

Grn. Katherlne the curft,

A title for a maid, of all titles the worft.

Hor. Now fliall my friend Petruchio do me grace,

And offer me disguis'd in fobcr robes,

To old Baptlfta as a fchoolc-mafter.

Well feen in Mufick, to inftruft Bianca^

That fo I may by this device at leaft

Have leave and leifure to make love to her,

And unfufpeftcd court her by her fclf.

Enter (jremlo andLucerttle difghlfed
Gru. Here's no knavery. Set, to beguile the old folks

how the young folks lay their heads together. Mai-
ftcr, maifter,Iook about you: Whogoes there? ha.

Hor. Peace Grumio, i: is the riyall of my Love.
Petruchio ftand by a while.

^ru. A proper flripling, and an amorous,
Grt. O very well, I have pcrus'd the note.

Heark you fir, lie have them very fairly bound.
All books of Love, fee that at any hand.

And fee you read no other Led^ures to her;

You underftand me. over and bcfidc

Signior Baptijlas Liberality

Tie mend it with a Largefs. Take your paper too.

And let me have them very well pcrfiim'cf.

For (he is fweetcr then perfume it felf

To whom they go to : what will you read to her ?

Luc, What ere I read to her,r/c plead for you.

As for my Patron, ftand you fo ^flur'd
;

As firmly as your fclf were ftill in place.

Yea and perhaps with more fucccfsfull words

Then you ; unlcftc you were afchollerfir.

Gre. Oh this learning, what a thing it is.

Gru. Oh this Woodcock, what an AITe it is.

Pet. Peace firra.

Hor. Gru. mum : God fave you f\oii\\nxGremi».

Gre. And you arc well met, Signior Hortentio.

Trow you whither I am going ? To B-tptiJfa Mino/a)

I proinis'd to enquire carefully

About a fchoolen after for the fair Blanca^

And by good fortune I have lighted well

On this young man : For- learning and behaviour

Fit for her turn, well read in Poetry

A nd other books, good onrs, I warrant ye.

Hot. 'Tis well : and I have m;t a Gentleman
Hath piomis't me to help one to another,

A fineMufitian to inftrud> our Miftris,

So ("hall I no whit be bchmdc in duty

To fair Biaitcay(v> beloved of me.

Gre. Beloved of me, and that my deeds ("hall prove.

Gru. And thathisbags fhall prove.

Hor. Grem'iOy 'tis now no time to vent our love,

Liften to me,3nd ifyoufpcakmc fair,

rie tell you news indifferent good for either.

Here IS a Gentleman whom by chance I met
Upon



21 + 7 l:e Naming of the ShreT»,

Upon agreement from us to his liking,

Will unHcvcake to wooe cuvft Katerlne^

Yea and to many her, if her dowry plcafc,

Cre. So faid, fo done; is well

:

HortCKtia,hiivc you told him all her faults ?

Pc:. I know flic is an iikfcmc brawling fcold:

Ifthat be all, Maifters,! hearno harm.

Gre. No, (arftme fo, friend > What Countreyman ?

I'et. Born in f^enaa, old Butonia's fon

!

My father dead, my fortune lives for mc,

And I do hope, good dayes and long,to fee.

Gre. Oh fir, fuch a life with fuch a wife, were ftrangc

:

But ifyou have a ftomack, too't a Gods name,

Youfhall have mc airilhng you in all.

But will you wooe this Wilde-cat ?

Pet, Will I live ?

Gru. Will he wooe her ? I : or I'lc hang Iier,

Per. Why came 1 hither, but to that intent?

Think you a little dinnccan daunt mine ears?

Have I not in my time heard Lions roar ?

Have I not heard thefea, puft up with winds.

Rage like an angry Boar, chafed with fwcat ?

Have I not heard great Ordnance in the field ?

AndheavcnsArtiliry thunder in theskies?

Have I not in a pitched bittlc heard

Loud larums, neighing fteeds, and trumpets dangue ?

And do you tell me of a womans tongue?

That gives not half [o great a blow to hear,

As will a Chefs-nut in a Farmers fire.

Tufh, tulli, fear boyes with bugs.

Gru, Forhefeaisnonc.

Gre. Hortentio haik

:

This Gentleman is happily arriv'd,

My minde prcfumcs for his own good, and yourj.

Htn, I promis'd we would be Contributors,

And bear liis charge of wooing whatfoever.

Gre. And fowe will, provided that he win her,

Gru. I would 1 were as furc ofa good dinner.

Enter Tranio hravt^ and Biondello,

Tra. Gentlemen God fave you. If I may be bold,
Tell mel befeecli you, wliich isthe readieft-way

To the hoiifc of Signior Baptlfia Mlnota }

B'to. Heiliat ha's the two fair daughters : is'theyou
mean ?

Tra. Even he Biondello,

Cre. Hcark you fir, you mean not her to

Tra, Perhaps him and her, what have you to do ?

Pet. Not her that chides fir, at any hand I pray.
Tra. I love no chidcrsfir: Biondello^kt'saiWiy.

Luc. Weil begun Tranio.

Hor. Sir, a word cre you go

:

Are you a futor to the Maid you talk of, yea or no ?

Tra. And if I be, Sir, is it any offence ?

(jre. No; ifwithout more words you will get you hcncc.
Tra. Why fir, I pray arc not the ftreets as free

For me, as for you ?

(jre. But fo is not Oiee.

Tra. Forwhatreafonlbefecchyou.
Gr*'. For this reafon if you*] know,

That fhe's the choice love of SigniorC>rfw/<».

Hor. That file's the chofcn of Signior Hortentio.
Tra. Softly my Maifters : If you be Gentlemen

Do me this tight : hear me with patience.

Baptijl.t is a noble Gentleman,

To whom ray Father 'is not all unknown,

And were his daughter fairer then ftie is.

She may more Tutors have, and mc for one.

Fin Ledaes daughter had a thoufandwooets,

Then well may one more fair Biattca have,

And fo (lie (hall. Lucemio (hall make one,

Though Paris came, in hope to fpccd alone.

Cre. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us all.

Lu. Sir, give him head, I know he'll prove a Jade.

Pec, Hortentio, to what end are all thefe words?
Hor, Sir, let me be fo bold, as to ask you.

Did you yet ever fee Baptijla's daughter ?

Tra. No firi but heai I do that he hath two:
The one, as famous for a fcolding tongue.

As is the other, for beauteous modefty.

Pet. Sir, fir, the fiift's for me, let her go by.

^re. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules^

And let it be more then Alcidcs twelve.

Pet. Sir,under{tand youthisof me Cinfootb)

The youngeli daughter, whom you hearken for.

Her father keeps fiom all acccfs of futors,

And will not promife her to any man,
Untill the elder fifler firft be wed.

The younger then is free, and not before.

Tra, If ft be fo fir, that you ate tlie man
Muft (teed us alf^and me amongH the reft :

And if you break the ice, and do thisfcek,

Atchievc the elder : fet the younger free,

For our accefs, whofe hap mall be to have h:r,

Will not fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate.

Hor. Sit youfay well, and well you do conceive,

And fince do you piofefs to be a futor.

You muft as we do, gratific this Gcntlen»an,

To whom we all reft generally beholding.

Tra, Sir, I fhall not be flack, in figne whcrof,

Pleafc ye we may contrive this afternoon.

And quaff carowfes to ourMiftreCs health.

And do as advcrfarics do in law.

Strive mightily, but cat and drink as friends.

Grit, Bio/}. O e:<cellent motion : fellowes let's begone.

Hor. The morion's good indeed, and be u fo,

Petritchioy I (hall be your Ben venuto. Exeunt.

Enter Katerine and Blanca.
Bian. Good (iflcr wrong me not,nor wrong your fcl4

7 o make a bondmaid and aflavc ofmc

;

That i difdain: but for thefe other goods,

Unbind my hands, I'lc pull them offmy fclf,

Yea all my raiment, to my petticoat.

Or what you will command mc,will 1 do.

So well I know my duty to my dders.

Kat, Of all thy futers here I charge thee tell

whom thou lov'ft bcft; fee thou diffenible not.

hian. Believe me fifler, of all tlie men alive,

I never yet beheld that fpeciall face,

WhichI could fancie, more then any other.

Kat. Minion thou lyeft,Is't not Hortentio >

Bian. li you affc£t him filler, here I fwear
I'le plead for you my felf,but you (hall have him.

Kat. Oh then belike you fancy riches more.
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. '

Bian. Is it for him you envy me fo ?

Nay then you jcft,and now I well perceive
You have but jefted with me all this while ;

I prethee, fifter Kaxe.,\m\\z my hands.

Kat, Ifthatbe jeft,thenallthereft wasfo.5fn'i^«*fr.

Enter
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Enter bAftiJla.

Bap. Why how now Dame , whence ?,rowts this in-

folence ?

Bianc* Rind aficic, poorgirleilic weeps

:

(Jo ply thy Needl:, mctidlc not with her.

Tor 111 me thou Hilding of a dcvehdi fpirir,

Wliy do'ft thou wrong her, that did nc're wrong chec ?

When did fhe ciofs thee with a bitter word ?

Kat. Her filence flouts me, and I'le be rcvcng'd,

Files after Eiinca.

Bnp. What in my fight? ^m^m get thee in. Exit

Kat, What will you notfuftcrmc: Nay I fee

She is your trcafure, llic muft have a husband,

I muft dance barefoot on her wedding day.

And for youi love to her, lead Apes in hell.

Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep.

Till lean finde occafion of revenge.

Baf. Was ever Gentleman thus gricv'd as I ?

But who comes here.

Enter Cremio, Lucentig, in the habit of a mean ma»y

Petruchio with Tranio , with hii boy

hearing a Lute and Buokj.

Gre. Good morrow neighbour Baptifla.

Bap. Good morrow neighbour CremioiGod faveyou

Gentlemen.

Pet. And you good fir : pray have you not a daughter,

call'd iC/»ffr/»<», fair and vcrtuous?

Bap. I have a daughter fir, call'd Katerlva,

Gre. You are too blunt, go to it orderly.

Pet. You wionq mc fi?nior Cremif. give me leave,

lam a Gentleman of r'^r««4 firi

That hearing of her beauty, and her wic,

Her affability and bafhfull modclty

:

Her, wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour,

Am bold to flicw my felf a forward gueft

Within your houfe, to make mine eye the vvitnefs

Of that rcpoit, which I fo oft have heard.

And for an entrance to my entertainment,

I do piefcnt you with a man of mine
Cunning in Mufick, and the Mailiematicks,

To infhurt her fully in thofc fciences,

Whereof I know fhc is not ignorant:

Accept of him,ordfc you do me wrong.

His name is L/V/o, born in Mantua.
Bap. Y'are welcome fir, and he for your good fake.

Rut for my daughter Katerina., this I know.

She is not for your turn, the morc's my grief.

Pet. I fee you do not mean to part with her.

Or clfe you like not ofmy company.
Bap. Midake me not, I fpeak but what I finde,

Whence are you fir ? What may 1 call your name.

Pet. Petruchit is my name, iy4ntonio'i fon,

A man well known throughout all Italy.

Bap. I know him well : you are welcome for his fake.

Gre. Saving your tale Tetruchio^l pray let us that arc

poor petitioncis fpeak too .? Baccare^ you arc marvailous

forward.

Pit. Oh, Pardon me fignior Gremiot I would fain be

doing.

Gre. I doubt it not fir. But you will curfc

Your wooing neighbours : this is a gift

Very gratefull, I amfurc of it, to exprefs
The likekindnefs my felf, that have been
More kindly beholding to you then any :

Free leave give unto this young Scholler,that hath

Been long ftudying at Rhemes^ as cunning

In Greek, Laiine, and other Languages,

As the other in Mufick and Mathematicki

:

HiS name is ^amhlo : pray accept hisfcrvicc.

Eap. A thoufand thanks fignior Gremio

:

Welcome good Cambio. But gentle fir,

Me thinks you walk like aftranger.

May I be fo bold, to know the caufcofyour coming?

Tra. Pardon me,fir, the boldncfs is mine own,

That being a llranger in this City here.

Do ma)ie my felf a fuiftor to your daughter.

Unto Sianca^ fair and vcrtuous

:

Nor is your firm refolvc unkno'Arn to me,

In the preferment of the eldefl fifler.

This liberty is all that I requeft,

That upon knowledge ofmy parentage,

I may have welcome 'mong'ft thcreft that wooc,

And freeaccefs and favour as the reft.

And toward the education of your daughters,

I here beftowa finiple inftrument.

And this fmall packet of Greek and Latinc books,

If you accept them, then their worth is great

:

Bap. Lncentio ii your name: of whencelptay.

Tra. Of Pifa fir, fon to yinfentio.

Bap. A mighty man o^Plfa by report,

I know him well : you are very welcome fir :

Take you the Lute, and you t!ie fet of books,

You fliall go fee your pupils prefently.

Holla, within.

Enter a Servant,

Sirrah, lead thefc Gentlemen

To my two daughters, and then tell them both

Thcfe arc their Tutors, bid them ufe them vvclJ,

We will go walk a little in the Orchard,

And then to dinner : you arc paffing welcome.

And fol pray youall to think your fclves.

Pet. Sign'ior Baptijla,m^ bufinefsaskcthhafte,

And every day I cannot come to wooe,

Yow know my father well, and in him me.

Left folic heir to all his Lands and goods,

Which I have bettered rather tlien decreaft.

Then tell me, if I get your daughteis love,

What dowry fhall 1 have with her to wife.

Bap. After my death, tlicone halfe of my Lands,

And in poflcffion twenty thoufand Crowns.

Pet. And for that dowry, Tie allure her of

Her widdow.hood,bc it thatfhefurvivcme.

In all my Lands and Leafeswhatfocver,

Let fpecialities be therefore drawn between us,

1 hat covenants may be kept on cither hand.

Bap. I, wheii the fpecial thing is well obtain'd.

That is, her love : for that is all in all.

Pet. Why that is nothing: for I tell you father,

I am as peremptory as flic proud minded :

And where two raging fires meet together

They do confume the thing that feeds their furie.

Though little fire growes great with little windc.

Yet extream gufts will blow out fire and all

:

So I to her, and fo flic yields to me,

For I am rough, and wooe not like a babe.

Bap. Well maift ihou wooe, and happy be thy fpecd :

But be thou arm'd for fomeunh.irpy words.

Pet. I,to the pioofe,asMountiinsare for windes,

That ftiakc not, thougli they blow perpetually.

Enter Horttntlo with his ntad hrokf.
Bap.
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Bap. How now my friend, why doft thou look fo pale?

Her. For fear, I promife you. If I look pale.

Bap. What, will my daughter provca good Mufitiar?

Hor, 1 think flic'll fooner pro^ea fouldier.

Iron may hold with her, but never Lutes.

Bap. Why then thou can'ft not break her to the Lute?

Her. Why no, for fhe hath broke the Lute to nie:

I did but tell her fhe miftook her frets.

And bow'd her hs^nd to teach her fingering,

When (with a moift impatient develilh fpirit)

Frets call you thcfe ? (quoih llie) I'le fume with them

:

And with that word ("he ttruck me on the head.

And thorugh the inftiument my pate made way,

And there I ftood amazed for a while.

As on a Pillory, looking through the Lute,

While flie did call me Rafcall, Fidler,

And twangling Ja<k, with twenty fuch vildc rearms,

As had fhe ftudied to mifufe me fo.

Pet. Now by the world, it is a lufty Wench,
I love her ten times more then ere I did,

Oh how I long to have fome chat with her.

Bap. Well go with me,and be not fo difcomfited.

Proceed in prai^ife with my younger daughter.

She's apt to learn, and thankful! for good turns:

Signior Petruch'io\ will you gowith us,

Or fhall I fend my daughter Kate to you.

Exit, Mantt Petruch'te.

Pet. I pray you do, I attend her here.

And wooe her with fome fpirit when Hie comes.

Say that flie raile, why then I'le tell her plain.

She fings as fwectly as a Nightingale

:

Say that fhe ft own, I'le fay ftie looks as clear

As morning Rofes newly wafh'd with dew

:

Say (he be mute, and will not fpeak a word.
Then I'le commend her volubility.

And fay Oie uttcreth piercing eloquence

:

If fhe do bid rac pack, I'le give her thanks,

As though (he bid me ftay by her a week

:

If fhe deny to wed, I'le crave the day
Wiien I fhall ask the banes, and when be married.

But here (he comes, and now Petrnchlo fpeak.

Enter Keterina.

Good morrow Katt^ for that's your name I hear.

Km. Well have you heard , but fomediing hard of
hearing.

They call me Katerlite, that do talk of me.
Pet. You lye infaich, for you arc call'd plain Kate,

And bony Kate, and fomecimes Kate the curft :

But Kate, theprettieft Kate in Chriftendome,
Kateoi Kate-ha\],fT\j fuper-dainty Kate,
For dainties are all Kates, and therefore Kate
Take this of me, Kate of my confolation.

Hearing thy mildnefs prais'd in every Town,
Thy vcrtucs fpoke of, and thy beauty founded.
Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs,
My felfam mov'd to wooc thee for my wife.

Kat, Mov'd , in good time , let him that mov'd you
hither.

Remove you hence : I knevs you at the firft

You were a moveable.

Pet. Why, what's a moveabk ?

Kat. A joyn'd (loole.

Pet, Thou haft hit it : come (it on me.
Kat. AfTes arc made to bear, and fo arc you.

^.

Pet. Women are made to bear , and fo are you.

Kat. ^o fuch Jade fir as yoUj ifme you mean.

Pet. Alas good Kate, I will not burthen thee.

For knowing thee to be but young and light.

Kat. Too light for fuch a fwain as you to catch,

And yet as heavy asoiy waight fhould be.

Pet. Should be, (hould : buzze.

Kat. Well cane, and like a buzzard.

Pet. Oh flow-wing'd Turtlc,flbal! a buzzard take thcc?

Kat. I, for a Turtle, as he takes a buzzard.

Pet. Come , come you Wafpc , I'faith you are too
angry

Kat. If I bewafpifh, 'beft beware my fling.

Pet. My remedy is then to pluck it out.

Kat. I, If the foolc could finde it where it lies.

Pet. Who knowcs not where a Wafpc docs wear his
fting? in histaile,

Kat. In his tongue?

Pet. Whofe tongue.

Kat. Yours if you talk of talcs, and fo fare well.

Pet. What with my tongue in your tailc.

Nay, come agiin, good Katt^l irm Gsntkman,
^/jr. That I'le trie. fhe firlkjs him
Pet. I fwear I'le cuffe you, if you (trike again.
Kat. So may you loofe your arrfies.

If youllrike me, you arc no Gentleman,
And if no gentleman, why then no armcs.

Pet. A Herald Kate} Oh put me in thy books.
Kat. What is your Crtft, a Coxcombe ?

Pet. A comblclt Cock, fo Kate will be my Hen.
Kat. No Cock of mine, you oow too like a craven.
*Pet. Nay come Kate ; come

; you muft not look fo
fowre.

Kat. It is my fafhion when I fee a Crab.
Pet. Why here's no crab , and therefore look not

fowre.

Kat. There i;, there is.

Pet^ Then fliew it me.
Kat. Had I a gla fsi I would.

Pet . Wha t, you man m y fa ce.

Kat. Wellaim'd of fuch a yoilngone.
Pet. Now by S. George lam too young for you.
Kat. Yet you are wicher'd.

Pet. 'Tis with cares.

Kat I care not.

Pet. Nay hear you Kate. Infooth you fcape not fo.
Kat. I chafe you if I tarry ; Let mejo.
Pet. No, not a whit, I finde you paffing gentle :

Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and fujlen,
And now I finde report a very liar.

For thou artpleafant,gamefome, pafHng Couneous,
But flow in fpeech,yet fwect as fpring time flowers.
Thou can'ft not frown, thou can'ft not look a fance.
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will.

Nor haft thou pleafurc to be crofs in ulk

;

But thou with mildnefs entcrtain'ft thy wooers,
With gentle conference, foft,and afeble.
Why docs the world report that Kat£<ioth limp ?

Oh fland'rous world : Kate like the hazle twi"
Is ftraight,and flendcr,and as brown in hue
As hazic nuts, and fvveetcrthen the kemek

:

Oh let me fee thee walk : thou doft not halt.

Kat. Go foole, and whom thou kecp'ft command.
Pet. Did ever Diaa fo become a Gro?e,

As Kate this chamber with her princely oate
;

O be thou Diati, and let her be Aote,

And
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And chen let Kti%e be chaftc, and DUn fportfuU,

Kate. Where did you ftudy all cliis goodly fpecch ?

Pet. his extempore, (tommy mother wit,

Kate. A wftcy mother, witkfl'c cKe her fon.

Pet. Am I not wife?

Kxie. Yes, keep you watme.

Pet. Mnrry fo I mean fweet K^therlne in thy bed

:

And therefore fetcing aU this chat afidc.

Thus in plain termcs : your father hatli confcntcH

That you rtiall be my wife ; your dowry greed on.

And will you, mil you, I will marry you.

Now Katey I am a husband for your turn ,

For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty,

'I hy beauty that doth make mc like tliec well,

Thou muft be married to no man but mc.

Enter Baptijiay Crcmloy TrAyno.

For lam he am born to tame you Kate,

And bring you from a wild Kat eo a Kate

Conformable as otiier houlTiold Kates

:

Here comes your father, never make dcniail,

I muft, and will have Katherine to my wife, (daughter?

Bap. NowSignior Petruchio, howfpecd you with my
Pee, How but well fir ? how but well ?

It were impolfible I (houtd fpeed amide. (dumps ?

Bap. Why how now daughter Katherint, in your

Kat. Call you me daughter ? now I promifc you

You have fhew'da tender fatherly regard,

To wifli me wed to one ha Ife Luna tick,

A mad-cap ruffian, and a fwearjng Jack ,

That thinks with oaches to face the matter out.

Pet. Father, 'tis thus, your felf and all the world

Tiiat talk'dof her, have talk'd amilTc of her :

If fhe be curd, ic is for policy,

For flic's not frowaid,but models as the Dove,
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn :

For patience fhe will prove a fccond Grij?ely

And Roman Ltfcrece iox Uti chaftity-:

And to conclude, wc have greed fo well together,

That upon Sunday is the wedding day,

Kat. ric fee thee hang'd on Sunday firft. (firft.

Gre. Hark PetTuchlo, (he faycs fht'U fee thee liang'd

Tr/i.\s this your fpecdingfnay then good night our part.

Pet. Be patient gentlemen, I choofc her for my felf,

If (he and 1 be plcas'd, what's that to you ?

'Tis bargain'd 'twixt us twain being alonc»

That ([\z Hiall ftill be curft in company.
I tell you 'tis incredible to believe

How much (he loves me : oh the kindcft Katt
,

She hung about my neck, and kilTe on kiffc

She vi'd fo faft, protefting oath on oath,

That in a twink ihc won me to her love.

Oh you are novices, 'tis a world to fee

How tame when men and women are alone

,

A mcacock wretch can make the curftcftlhrtW:

Give mc thy hand Katc^ I will unto Venice

To buy apparcll 'gainlt the wedding day ;

Provide the feaft father, and bid the guefts,

I will be furc my Katherine (hall be hnc.
Bap. I know not what to fay, but give me your hands,

God fend you joy, Petruchlo, 'tis a match.
Gre. Tra. Amen fay wc, wc will be witneffcs.

T>tt. Father, and Wife, and Gcndemcn adieu,

I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace,

iWc will have rings, and tilings, and fine aray

,

And klflfc me Kate, wc will be iiurried a Sunday.

£xlt PetrMchle, and KathtruK.
Gre. Was ever match clapt up fo fuddcnly }

Bap. Faith Gcntleanen now I play a mcrchana parr,

And venture madly on a dcfperate Mart.

Tra. 'Twasa commodity lay fretting by you,
'Twill bring you gain, or pcrilh on the Teas.

Bap. The gain I fcek, is quiet me the match.

Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch ;

But now Baptijla, to your younger daughter.

Now is the day wc long have looked for,

I am your neighbour, and was fuiter firft.

Tra. And I am one that love Blanca more
Then words can witneffe, or your thoughts can gueffe ,

Gre. Youngling, thou canft not love fo dear as I

;

Tra, Gray-beard thy love doth freeze,

Gre. But thine doth fry.

Skipper ftand back, 'tis a« that nouriflietb.

Tra. But youth in Ladies eyes chat flourilhctb.

Bap. Content you gentlemen, I will compound this

'Tis deeds mull win the prize, and he of both (ftrifc,

That can alTuic my daughter greatcft dower,
Shall have Bianca's love.

Say S gnior Cremlo, what can you affurc her }

Gre. Firft,asyouknow,my houfe v«;ithin the City
Is richly fumilhed with plate and gold,

Rafons and Ewers to lave her dainty hands

:

My Hangings allof 7*jntf»Tapcftry :

In Ivory Coffers I have ftuft my Ciowns

:

In Cyprelft Chclh my Arms Counterpoints

;

Coftly apparcll. Tents, and Canopies,

Fine Linncn. Turky Cufluons boll with Pearl,

Vallens of Venice Gold, in needle-work

;

Pewter and Braffe, and all things that belongs

To houfe or houfc-kecping : thenar my Farme

I have a hundred milch-kine to the Pailc,

Six fcore fat Oxen (landing in my Sulls

;

And all things anfwcrable to this ponion.

My felf am (Iruck in ycaresi muft confelfe.

And if I die to morrow this is heis
,

If whil'ft I live (he will be onely mine.

Tra. That onely came well in : fir, lift to mc,
I am my Fathers Heir and onely Son,

If I may have your daughter to my Wife,

I'le leave her Houfes three or four as good

Within rich Plfa Walls, as any one

Old Signior Gremlo has in PadtM,

Bcfidcs, two thoufand Duckets by the year

Of fruitfull Land, all which (hall be her Joynter
What, have I pincht you Signior Gremlo }

Gre. Two thoufand Duckets by the year of Laud ,

My Land amounts not to fo much in all

:

That fhe (hall have, bcfides an Argofie

That now is lying in Marfellis roade ;

What, have 1 choak't you with an Argofie ?

Tra. Gremlo, 'Tis known my Father hath no ItfTc

Then three great Argofies, bcfidcs two GalliafTes

And twelve tite Gallics, thefe I will alTurc her.

And twice as m'lch what e'rc thou otfct'ft next.

Gre. Nay, I have olfer'd all, I have no more.

And (he can have no more dicn all I have ,

If you like mc, the fhall have me and mine,

Tra. Why then the Maid is mine from all the world

By your firm promife, Grem'te is out-vied.

Bap. I muft confcfTc your oft'er is th: beft,

I
And let your Father make her the alTurance,

T She
I
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She is your own, dfe you muft pardon mc:

If you iTiould die before h«n,where's her dower ?

Tra. That's but a ca vill : he is old, I young,

Gre. And inay not young inen die as well as old ?

Baf. Well gencletnen, 1 am thus rcfolv'd,

On funday next, you know
My daughter Katherlfie is to be married

:

Now on the Sunday following, fliall Blattca

Be Bride to you, if you make this alfurancc ;

If nor, to Signior Gremio

:

And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. £xtt.

Grt. Adieu good neighbour: now I fear thee not:

Sirra, young Gameftcr, your Father were a fool

To give thee all, and in his wainingage

Set foot under thy table; tut, a toy.

An old Italian fox is not fo kind my boy. £x\t,

Tra, A vengeance on your crafty withered hide.

Yet I have fac 'a it wich a card often :

Tisin my head todoemy maflergood :

I fee no reafon but fuppos'd Lttcentlo

Muft get a fatlier, call'd fuppos'd t^ineentlo^

And that's a wonder : fathers commonly
Doe get their children : but in this cafe of wooing

,

A child (halt get a fire, if I fail not ofmy cimning. Exit.

z/^&Hf Tertius*

Enter LucenttOj Hortentie^ and Bianca.

Luc. Fidler forbear, you grow too forward fir,

Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment

Her fifter Katherlne wclcom'd you withall >

Hort. But wrangling pedant, this is

The patroneffe of heavenly harmony :

That give me leave to have prerogative,

And when in Mtifick we have fpent an hour,

Your Lc(fluie fiiall have Icifurc for as much.

Luc. Pccpoficrous Afl'e that never read fo far
,

To know the caufe why mufick wasordain'd :

Was it not to refrelli the mind of man
After bisfiudies, or bis ufuafl pain?

Then give mc leave to read Philofophy

,

And while I paufe, ferve in your harmony.

Hort. Sirra, I will not bear thefe braves of thine.

Blan. Why gentlemen, you doc me double wrong

,

To firive for that which refteth in my choyce •

I am no breeching fchollar in the fchooles,

I'lenotbeticd tohcUr, nor pomted times.

But learn my Lefions as I pleafe myfelfe,

And to cut off" all ftrifc : here fit we down,

Take you your inftrUment, play you the whiles,

His Leisure will be done c'rc you have tun'd.

Hort. You'll leive his Leisure wlicn I am in tune?

Luc. That will be never, tune your infltument.

Blan. Where left we la ft ?

Lhc. Hcfe Madam : Hlc that Slmoisjtlc efi Sigela tel.

Ins^hicfleterat frlaml r/fia cdfafenis.

Blan. Conrterthem.

Lttc. Hie Hat, as I told you bcforc,5/«!»».f, I amLw-
centio, file efi, (on unto Vlncentlo oi Pifa, Sigela tel-

Itts, difguifed thus to get your love, hiefitterAty and that

Lucent lo that comes a wooing,Pn<</wi',is my man Tranioy

reglay bearing my poi't, celfa fenlsy that wc might beguile

the old Pantaloune.

Hort. Madam, my mrtiuments 'in tunc.

Bmh. Let's hear, oh fie, the treble jarrcs.

Luc. Spit in the hole man, and tuncagainc.

Blan. Nowlctmcfceifl canconfter it. Htc that)f-

molsy I know you not, hie efi figela tetluSy I truft you no:

hicfieteratprlamly take heed he hear us not, regiay pre-

fumc not, celfafenlsy dcfpair not.

Hcrt. Madam, 'tis now in tunc.

Luc. All but the bafc.

Hort. The bafc is right, 'tis the bafe knave that jars.

Luc. How fiery and froward our Pedant is,

Now for my life that knave doth court my love,

PedafcuUy Vk. watch you better yet :

In time I may believe, yet I miftruf^.

Blan. Miftruft it not, for fure tji£acldes

Was .4jax, call'd fofrom his Grandfather.

Hort, I muft believe my Mafter,elfe I promife you,

I (hould be arguing ftill upon that doubt,

But let it reft, now Lttlo to you

:

Good mafter take it not unkindly pray

That I have been thus pleafant with yon both.

Blan. You may go walk, and give me leave a while,

My Lcffons make not mufick in three parts.

Luc. Are you foformall fir, well I muft wait

And watch wichall, for but I bedeceiv'd,

Our fine Mufician growcth amorous.

Her. Madam, before you touch the inftrument

,

To Itarn the order of my fingering ,

I muft begin with rudiments of Art,

To teach you gamoth in a briefer fort

,

More pleafant, pithy, and effe(£luall.

Then hath been taught by any of my trade,

And there it is in writing fairly drawn.

Blan. Why, I am paft my gamoth long ago.

Hor. Yet read the gamoth of Hortenflo.

B ion. Gamoth I am , the ground of ail accord

:

jire, to plead Hortenjlo's palfion :

Beeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord

Cfaut, that loves m€ with all affeftion

:

Dfel re, one ClifFe, two notes have I,

Elantiy ftiow pitty or i die.

Call you this gamoth ? tut I like it not.

Old fafiiions pleafe me beft, I am not fo nice

To change true rules for old mvcntions.

Enter a Meff'enger,

Nickj Miftreffe, your Father prayes you leave youi

And help to drcffe your fifters Chamber up, (books.

You know to morrow is the wedding day.

Bian. Farewell fwcet Ma fters Both, I mitft begone.

Lmc. Faith Miftrefle then I have no caufe to flay.

Her. But I have caufe to pry into this pedant,

Mc thinks he looks asthough he were in love :

Yet if thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble

To caft thy wandiing eyes on every Rale

:

Seize thee that Lift, if once I find thee ran^'ng,

Hortenjlo will be quit with thee by changing. Bxit.

Enter BaptlUa, (Jremio, Tranio, Kafberinf, Blanco^

and others, attendants.

Bap. Signior Lucentlo, this the pointed day

That Katherlne ir\<\ Petruehie fhould be married.

And yet we hear not of our Son in Law :

What will be faid, what mockery wilHt be ?

To want the Bridc-groom when the Prieft attends

Tofpeak the ceremoniall rites of marriage ?

What fayes Lucent io to tbisfhamc of ours ?

No
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Kate. No Hiamc but mine, I mult toiiooch be foic'c

To give my hand oppos'd againft my heart

UiHo a iii]<i.brain rudes 'y, full of fplecii »

VViio woo'd in liaftc, and meancs to wed at Icifurc:

1 told you I, he was a fi-antick foot,

Hiding his bluer jefts in bJunt behaviour,

And to be noted for a merry man ;

He'll wooe a choufand, point the day of marriage

,

Make friends, invite, yes and proclaim the banes,

Yet never mcanesto wed where he hath woo'd ;

Now mull the world point at poor Katherlne^

And fay, loe, there is mad Petruch'io's wife ,

If It would pleafehim come and marry her,

Tra. Patience good Katherine ma Baptijfa too ^

Upon my life Petrnchlo meanes but well,

VVhat ever fortune fbycs him from his word,

rhoiigh he be blant, I know him piling wife,

Though he be merry, yet withall be*s honeft.

Kate. Wo\i\d Katkerlne had never fecn him though.

Exit •ufetf'tng,

Bap. Co girl, I cannot blame thee now to weep.

For fuch an injury would vex a faint.

Much more a fhrew of thy impatient humour.

Enter Blondello.

Bion. Mailer, mafter, newcs, and fuch ncwesasyou
never heard of.

Baf. Is it new and old too ? how may that be ?

Bio. Why, is it not newes to hear of Petrnchio's com-
Baj). Is become ? fndng?
Bio. Why no fir.

Baf. What then ?

Bio. He isconiming.

Baf. When will he be here?

Bio. When he Hands where I am, and fees you there.

Tra. But fay, what to thy old newes f

Bio. Why Peiruchio is comming,in a new hat and an
oldjetkio, a pair of old breeches thrice turn'd ; a pa ire

of boots that have been candlccafes 1 one buckled, an-
other lac'd : an old rufty fword tane out of the Town
Armory, with a broken hilt, and chapleflTe : with two
broken points : h s horle hip'd with an old mothy (ad-

die , the ftjrrops of no kindred : bcfidepofllft with the

glandci s, and like to mofe in the chine, troubled with the

Lampafle, infcifled with the fafhions, full of Wmdeoalls,
fped with Spavins, raied with the Yellowes, paft cure

of the Fives , ftaik fpoyl'd with the Staggers , begnawn
with the Bots, Waid in the back, and (houlder-lhotten,

ncer leg'd before, and withahalfe check: Bit , and a

headflall of Hiccps leather, which being reft ain'd to

keep him from ftumbling , hath been often burft , and
now repaired with knots: one girth fix times picc'd.and
a v^omans Crupper of velure, which hath two letters for
her name, fairly fct down in ftuds , and here and there
picc'd with packthred.

Bap. Who ccmes with him ?

Bio. Oh lit, lus Lacky , for all the world Caparifon'd
like the horfc : with a linncn ftock on one leg , and a
kerfcy boot-hofc on the other

, garticd with a red and
blew lift ; an old Irat , and »he humour of forty fancies
pi ickt up in't for a feather : a monftcr, a very monftcr in
apprell, and not like a Chri/tian foo:-boy,or gcntlcmans
Lackey.

Tra. Tis fome oddc humor pi icks him to this faOiion,
Yet oftentimes lie goes but meanapparcl'd.

Bap. lam glad he's come, howfoever he comes.
Bion. Why fir, he comes not.

Bap. Did,'Jt thou not (ay he coines ?

Bion. Whoj^that that Tetrnchlo cainc }

Bap. Ijthat Petruchio came.

Bion. No fir,l fay his horfe comes with him on his back.

Bap. Why that's all one.

Bioit. Nay by ^.Jamj^l hold you a penny,a borfcand
a man is inert then one and yet not many.

Enter Petruchio^ and (jrumio.

Pet. Come, where be thci'cgallamSjwho's at home?
Bap. You are welcome fir.

Pet. And yet I come not well.

Bap. And yet you halt not.

Tra. Not fo well aparcli'd as I wilTi you were.
Pet. Were it better I (hould rulli in thus

:

But where is Kate } vshere is my lovely Bride ?
How does my father ? gentles inethinks you fiown,
And wherefore gaze this goodly company,
As if they faw fome wondrous monument.
Some Comet, or fome Uivifuall prodig ?

Bap. Why fir, you know this is your wedding day

:

Firft were we fad, fearing you would not come.
Now ladder that you conne unprovided

:

Fie, doff this habit, iliamc to your eftatc,

Aney.foicroour (olemnc fcHivall.

Tra. And tell us what occafion of import
Hath all fo long dctam'd you from your wife.

And fent you hither lo unlike your fcif?

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and hatfh to hear,

Sufficeth I am come to keep my word.
Though m (ome prt enforced to digreflc,

Which at irvjrc leifuiel will fo excu'e.

As you ihall well be (atisfied withall.

But v»hcie is Katef 1 ftay too long from her.

The morning weais, 'tis time jwe were at Church.
Tra. See not your Bride in thefc unievetentiobes,

Go to my chamber, put on clothes ofmine.
Pet. Not I, believe me, thus lie vifit he .

Bap, But thus I null you will not marry her.

Pet.Good footh even thus.-thercfore ha done with words.
To me (he's married, not unco my clothes

:

Could 1 repair what Ihe willwear in me.
As I could change thele poor accoutrements,

'Twerc well for Kare^ and better for my lelf.

But what a foolc am I to chat with you.
When 1 (liould bid good mor ow to my Bride ?

And leal the title with a lov<ly kilTe. Exit
Tra. He hath fome meaning in his mad attire,

We will perfwade him be it poffir>le.

To put on better eiche go to Church.
Bap. I 'Ic after him, and fee the event of this. Exit.
Tra. But fir, Love concerneth us to addc

Her fatheis liking, which to biing to palfc

As before I imparted to your woilhip,
lam to get a man what e re he be,

It skills not much, we'll fit him 'oourtum,
And he (hall be f^incentio of Pifa^

And make alTurance here in PaduM
Of "reater fummes then 1 have promtfcJ,

So mall you quietly enjoy your hope.

And marry fweet Bianca with confent.

Luc. Were it not that my fellow* fchoolcimfter

Doth watch Biancaet fteps fo narrowly

:

'Twere good me thinks to ftcal our marnage.
Which once perform'di let all the world fa.y no,
I'le keep mine own dcfpight of all the world.

Tra. That by d^recs we mean to look into,

T a And
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And watch our vantage in chis burmefle,

We'll over-reach the gray-beard Gremio
,

The narrovAi prying father Mlmla^
The quaint Mufician, amorous i/f/V,

All for my maftcr's fake Lucentio.

Enter Gremio,

Signior Gremio, came you from the Church ?

Gre. As willingly as e're I came from fchoole.

Tra.KwA. is the Bride & Bride-groom comming home?

Gre. A Bridegroom fay you? 'tis a groom indeed,

A grumbling groom, and that the girlftiall find.

Tra. Curfter then fhe, why 'tis impolTiblc.

Gre. Why he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend.

Tra. Why fhe'sa devil, a devil, the devils damme.

Gre. Tuir, (lie's a Lamb, a Dove, a fool co him :

I'le tell you (ir Lucentio •: when the Pricft

Should aske \iKAtherine iliould he his wife,

I, by gogs woons quoth he, and fwore fo loud
,

That all amai'd the Prieft let fall the bookj

And as he ftoop'd again to taku it up
,

This mad,brain'd bride-groom took him fuch a cuffe
,

That down fell Prieft and book, and book and Pricft
,

Now take them up(c|uoth he) if any lift.

Tra. What fa id the Wench when he rofe up again ">

Gre. Trembled and fhook : for why, he (tamp'd and

fwore.

As if the Vicar meant to cozen him

:

But after many ceremonies done.

He calls for wine, a health quoth he, as if

He had been aboard carowztng to his Mates

After a ftorme
; quaft off the Mufcadcll,

And threw the Sops all in the Sexton's face :

Having no other reafon, but that his beard

Grew thin and hungerly, and fcem'd to aske

His fops as he was drinking : This done, he tOQk

The Bride about the neck, an*ci kift her lips

With fuch a clamorous fmack, that at the parting

All the church did eccho : and I feeing this,

Came thence for very Ihame, and after me,

I know the rout is comming ; fuch a mad marriage

Never was before: hark, hark, 1 hear the mmlhels play

Mujick^ plajes.

Enter Petrnehio, Kate, Bianca, tlortenjio, Baptifta.

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your

1 know you think to dine with me to day, (pains,

And have prcpat'd great ftore of wedding cheer

,

But fo it is, my bafte doth call me hence,

And therefore here I mean to take my leave.

Bap. Is't poflible you will away to nighl?
Pet. I muft away today before night come.

Make it no wonder : if you knew my bufineffe,

You would intrcat me rather go then ftay :

And honeft company, I thank you all.

That have beheld me give away my felf

To this moft patient fwcetand virtuous wife
,

Dine with my father, diink a health to me,
For I muft hence, and farewell to you all.

Tra. Let us intrfeat you ftay till after dinner.

Pet. It may not be.

Gre. Let me intreat you.

Pet. It caniKit be.

7<r-«r. Let me intreat you,
P(t. I am content.

Kat. Are you content to ftay ?

Pee. 1 am content you fhall entreat me ftay

,

But yet not ftay, entreat me how you can.

Kate. Now if you love mc ftay.

Pet. Grumio, my horfc;

Gru. I fir, they be ready, the Oates have eaten the

horfes.

Knte. Nay then.

Doe what thou canfi, I will not go to day
,

No, nor to morrow, not till I pleafe my felf,

The door is open fir, there lies your way
,

You may be jogging whiles your boots are green ;

For me, I'le not be gone till I pleafe my felf,

'Tis like you'll prove a jolly furly groom,

That take it on you at the firft fo roundly.

Tet. O Kate content thee, prethee be not anory.

Kat, 1 will be angry, what haft thou to doe .*

Father, be quiet, he ftiall ftay my Icifurc,

Gre. 1 marry fir, now it begins co work.

Kat. Gentlemen, forward to the Bridall dinner.

I fee a woman may be made a fool

If (he had not a fpirit to refift.

Pet. They fhall go forwaid Kate at thy command,
Obey the Bride you that attend on her.

Go to the feaft, rcvell and domineer ;

Carowfefull nicafurc to her maiden-head

,

Be mad and merry, or go hang your felves:

But for my bonny Kate, flie muft with mc

;

Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor ftare, nor fret ,
I will be maftcr of what is mine own,
She is my goods, my chattels, ihc is my houfe,

My houftiold-ftuffc, my field, my barn.

My horfe, my oxe; my affe, my any thing,

And here flic ftands, touch her who ever dare,

rie bring minea(flion on theprondeft he
,

That Itops my way in Padua : Grumio
Draw forth thy weapon, we are befct with thieves,

Refcue thy Miftrefle if thou be a man :

Fcarnot fwrct wcnch.they fliall not touch thee Kate
,

ric buckler thee againft a Million, Exeunt P.Ka.
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. (in".

Gre. Went they not quickly, 1 fliould die with lau<»li-

Tra. Of all mad matches never was the like.

hue. MiftrelTe, what's your opinion of your fifter .?

Bidn. That being mad her felf, ftie's madly mated.

Gre. I warrant him Petruchio is Kated.

Bap. Neighbours and fricnds,though Bride and Bride-

For to fupply the places at the table, (groom wants

You know there wants no junkets at the feaft r Lncen.
ti», you fhall fupply the Bridegrooms place,

Antl let Bianca take her fifters room.

Tra. Shall fweet Bianva prailife how to bride it ?

Sap, She iT^all Lucentio : come gentlemen let's go.

Enter Grumio. Exeunt.
Gru. Fie, fie on all tired Jades, on all mad Mafters,

and all foul wayes : was ever man fo beaten ? wai ever

man fo laide? was ever man fo weary ? I am fent befoic

to make a fire , and they are comming after to warme
them : now were I not a little pot, and foon hotimy very

lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the roof of

my mouth, my heart in my belly, ere 1 jliould come by a

fire to thaw me ; but I with blowing the fire fhall warme
my felf : for confidcring the weather, a taller man then I

will take cold: Holla, hoa Curtis.

Enter Cttrtis.

Curt, Who is it that calls fo coldly ?

Gru. A piece of Ice : if thou doubt it, thou maift

Aide from my flioulder to my hede , with no

"•eater
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greater a run, but my head and my neck, A fire good Cur-

tu.

Cur. Is my Maftcrand his wife comming S'ww/* ?

Gru. OhI,C«rr^,I;and chcrcfoic fire, fire, caft on

no water.

C<^r, Is flie fo hot a ftuew as (he's rep6rted,

6>«. She was good Curtis before this froft : but thou

know'lt wmter tames man, woman,and bcaft : for it hatli

ram'd my old niaftcr, and my new miAreffc.and my felf,

fellow Curtii.

Cur. Away you three-inch fool, I am no bcaft.

Gru. Am I but three inches ? Why thy horn is a foot,

andfo longaml at theleaft. But wilt thou make a fire,

or (Tiall I complain on thee to our Mifhelfe, whofchand

(flic being now at hand) thou llialt foon feel, to thy cold

comfort , for being flow in tliy hot ofiicc.

Cur. I prethee good Crumioy tell me, how goes the

world ?

Gru. A cold world Curtit in cve:ry office but thine,and

therefore fire :doe thy duty, and have thy duty, for my
mafterand miftrcfleare almoft frozen todcath.

Ctir. There's fire ready, and therefore good Grumlo

the ncwes.

Gru. Why Jack boy, ho boy, and as much newes as

thou wilt.

Cur. Come, you are fofuU ofconicatching.

Gru. Why therefore fire, for I have caught extreme

cold. Where's the Cook , is fupper ready , the houfe

trimm'd, rufhcs (trcw'd, cobwebs fwept, the fcrving-men

in their new fultian, their v.!)ite ftockings, and every offi-

cer his wedding garment on ? Be the Jacks fair within,

the Jills fair withpuc, Carpets laid, and every thing m
order }

r«r. All ready .-.and therefore I pray thee what newes?
Gru. Frrrt know my horfc is .tired , my mafter and

miftrcflc fain out.

Cur. How?
Gru. Out of their faddles into the dirt, and thereby

hangs a taJe.

Cur. Let's lia'tgood Grumif.
Gru. Lend thine car.

Cur. Here.

Gru. There.

Cur. This 'tis to feele a tale, not to hcar.a tale.

Gru. And therefore 'tis cal'd a fenfiblc tale : and tms
CuflFe was but to knock at youreacc, and bcfecchlift

niiigrnow I begin, Inprimis wc camcdown afoulc hillj

my Mafter riding bchinde my Mifticfs.

Cur. Both ofone liorfe >

Gru. What's that to thee ?.

Cur. Why a horfe.

Gru. Tell thoir the tale : but liadft thou not croft me.
thouHiouIdft have heard how her horfe fell, and flic un-
der her. horfe : thou fliouldfl have heard in how mtery a

plAcc, how flic was bemoil'd, lioW he left her with the

horfe upon her, how he beat mc bccaufe her horfe Rum-
bled, how flie waded through the dirt to pluck him off
mc : how he fwore, how flie pray 'd, that neverpray'd be-
fore: how I cri'J, how the horfcs ran away, how her
bridle was burft : how I lofl my crupper, with many
things of worthy memory, whidi now fliall die in Qbli-

vion, and choii retum nnexperienc'd to thy crave.
Cir. By rl)is reckoning he is more flirevv than flic.

Gru. I,andthattl)ou and thcproudeflof youallfliall
find when he comes home. But what talk I of this ? Call
forth Nathamel^Jcftph, Ni'chol.v.PhlUp.iyalcery Su-

^^erfof and the rcfl : let their heads be (lickly comb'd,their
blew coats brufli'd, antj their garteisofan iodiffcrent

knit, let them curtfie witfi their left legs, and notprcfume
to touch a hairof my ma/his horfc tail, (ill they kifle 1

their hands. Ate they all ready ?

Cur. They are.

Gru. Call them foi th.

Cur. Doe you hear ho ? you muft meet my maAcrto
countenance my miflrcffc.

Cjru. Why iTic hath a face of her own.
Cur. Who kriov;csiiot that f

Gru. Thou it fecms that calls for company to counte-

nance her

Cur. I call them forth to credit her.

Enter four or five fervingmen

(jru. Why flie comes to borrow nothing of them,

Nat. Welcome home Grumla
Phil. How now Grumio.

Jof. What Grumio.

Nick^. Follow Cjrum'io.

NAth. Hcwnowold lad.

Gru. Welcome you : how now you : what you : fel-

low you : and thus much for greeting. Now my fpruce

companions, is all ready, and all things neat }

Nat. All things are ready, how near isourmafter .>

Gru. E'ne at hand, alighted by this : and therefore be

not Cocks paflion filcnce, 1 hear my Maflcr.

Enter Petruthlo and Kate.

Pet. Where be thefe knaves ? What no man at doo-

to hold my flirrop,nor to take my horfe ? Where is T^a-

thanie.', Gregory^ Phil'tf,

AUSer. J-lcrc, here fir, here fir.

^et. Here fir, here fir, here fir, here fir.

You loggerhcaded and.unpolliflit grooms :

What? no attendance ? no regard? no duty ?

Where is the foolifh knave I fent before ?

Gru. Here fir, as foolifli as I was before.

Pet. You pezantjfwain, you horfon malt-horfe drudge,

Did 1 not bid thee meet mc in the Parke,

And bring along the rafcall knaves with thee >

Gru. Nathaniels coat fir was not fully made

,

And Gairiel's pumps were all unpink't I'th heel

:

There was np Link to colour Peter's liat.

And IValter'i dagger was not come from flicathing :

There were none fine, but ^iam^ ^"f'y 3nd Gregory^

The reft were ragged, old, and beggerly,

Yet as they are, they come to meet you.

Pe/. Go rafcalls, go and fetch my fupper in. ExSer.
Where is the hfe that late I led .'

Where are thofc ? Sit down Kate.

And welcome. Soud,foiid, foud,foiHf.

Enter fervants with fupper.

Why when I fay > Nay good fwcct Kate be merry.

Off with iny boots, you rogues ; you villains, when >

ft was theFrlar of Ordersgray ,

As keforth vfalked en his vf^j.

Out you rogue, you pluck my foot awry ,

Talte tliat, and mend the plucking of cIk other.

Be merry Kate : Sonte water here : what hoa.

Enter one vitjb water,

Where's my Spaniel Tn'ilui ? Sirra,get you hence.

And bid my Coufin F(rr</r.»<»n</come nither:

One Kate that you mufl kiffe, and be acquainted with

Where are my flippers.' flu 11 1 have feme water ?

Come Kate and warti,and welcome heartily r

You horfon villain will you let it fall ?

3
Kate
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Kate. Patience I pray you, 'twas a faulc unwilUnj.

Pet. A horfon bcetlc-ncadcd fiap-car'd knave ;

Come Kate fit down, I knovw you have a (lomack.

Will you give thanks, fwcet Kute, or clfe fhall I ?

What's this, Mutton }

I Ser. I

Pet . Who brought u ?

Ser. T.

Pet. n is burnt, and fo is all the meat •

What dogs arc thefe ? where is the ra(call Cook >

How durft you villains bring it from the drctfcr.

And ferve it thus to me that love it not ?

lhere,take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all

:

You hccdlclTe jolt-heads, and unnianner'd flaves.

What, doc you grumble ? Tie he with you ftraighc

Kate I pray you Husband be not fo difquict,

The meat was well, if you were fo contented.

Pet . 1 tell thee Ktite, 'twas burnt and dried awayj

And I expreffely am forbid to touch it

:

For It engenders choller, planteth anger, '

And better 'twere that both of us did faft.

Since of our felvcs,our felvesare choUcrick
,

Then feed it with fuch over-rofted flc(h

:

Be patient, to morrow'c fhall be mended.

And for this night wc'l faft for company.

Come 1 will bring thcc to thy Bridall Chamber. Exeunt.

Enter Servants feverally,

Nai h. Peter
.^
didft ever fee the like .>

Peter. He kills her in her own humour.

Cru. Where is he ?

Enter Curtis a Servant.

Cur. In her Chamber, making a fermon of ccnuinen-

cy to her, and rails^nd fwcares, and rates, that fhc(pcor

foul) knows not which way to ftand,tD look, to fpeak>

and fits as one new rifen frojn a dream. Away, away,for

he is commmg hither.

Enter Petrnchit.

Pet. Thus have 1 politickly begun my reign,

And 'tis my hope to end fucceffcfully :

My Faulcon now is (harp, and palTing empty,

And till Ihc ftoop, (he muft i\otbe full gorg'd

,

For then Hie never looks upon her lure.

Another way I have to man my Haggard,

To make her come, and know her Keepers call

:

That is, to watch her, as we watch thefe Kites,

That bait, and beat, and will not be obedient

:

She cat no meat to day, nor none fliall eat.

Laft night (he flept not, nor to night (hall no: :

As with the meat, fome undefervecf fault

rie find about the making of the bed.

And here Tie fliiig the pillow, there the boulfter.

This way the Coverlet, another way the Sheets

:

I, and amid this hurly I intend.

That all is done in reverend care ofher

,

And in conclu(ion,(hc fhall watch all night,

And if (he chance to nod. Tie raile and brawlc,

And with the clamour keep her ftill awake :

This is a way to kill a Wife with kindncfTe,

And thus rie curbc her mad and head-ftrong humour.

He that knowes better how to tame a (hrcw,

Now let him fpeak, 'tis charity to (hew. Exit,

Enter Tran'to and Hortenfo.

Trtt. Is*t polTible friend Lj/fs, that MiftrclTc 5jW<«
Doth fancy any other but Lucsuflo,

I tell you dr, fhe bcarcsrae fair in hand.

Htr. Sir, to fatisfie you in what I have faid,

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.

Enter Bianca.

Luc. Now Miftreffc, profit you in what you read >

Blan. What Maffer read you firf^, refolve me that }

Luc. 1 read, that I profcffe the art to love.

Bian. And may you prove fir m3(tet of your ait.

Lmt. While you fwcet dear prove miltrcfTe of my
heart.

Titr. Qiiick procecders marry, now tell me I pray,

youthat duift fwearthac your itiiftrcfTe Bianc* \o\'Amc

in the World fo well as Lucent i».

Tra. Ohdcfpightfull Love, unconftant woman kind,

1 tell thee Lijie this is wonderfull.

Hor. Miitake no more, lam not Llff^

Nor a Miifician as I feem to be
,

But one that fcorn to live in this difguifc.

For fuch a one as leaves a Gentleman,

And makes a God of fuch a Cullion ;

Know fir, that 1 am call'd tJcrttnJio.

Tr*. Signior Hirtenfio, I have often heard

Of your entire 3^z&iic>n to Bianca.,

And fince mine eyes are witncfTe of her lightneflc,

I will wifh you, if you be fo contented
,

Forfwcar Bia»ca.,2n<i her love for ever.

Hor. See how they kiflTcand court : Signior Ltsctnt'to^

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow
Never to wooe her more,'bur doe forfwcar hcr,

As one unworthy all the former favours

That I have fondly flatter 'd her withall.

Tra. And here I take the like unfained oath.

Never to marry with her, though (he would intrcat.

Fie on her, fee how beafiiy (he doth court him.

Her. Would all the world but he had quite forfworn

For me, that I may furcly keep mine oath.

I will be married roa wealthy Widow,
Ere three dayes paffe, which hath as long lov'd me,

Asl have lov'd this proud difdamfilU Haggard
,

And fo farewell Signior Lucentio,

Kindncffc in women, not their beauteous looks

Shall win my love, and fo I take my leave,

In refoIutior>,as 1 fwore before.

Tr4. Miftreffc if/'/i«c4,blefre you with fuch grace,

As longeth to a Lovcis blclTcd cafe

:

Nay, I have tane you napping gentle Love,

And have forfworn you with Hortenfo.

Bian. Tranio you jeft,but have you both forfworn nric?

Tra. MifticfTe we have.

Luc. Then we are rid of Lljto.

Tra. I'faith he'll have a lufly Widow now

,

That (hall be woo'd, and wedded in a day,

Bian. God give him joy.

Tra. I, and he'll tame her,

BUh. He fayes fo Tranio.

Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming fchoole.

Bian. The taming fchoole : what is there fuch a place?

Tra. ItniftielTe, and Petruchle is the maftcr.

That tcachcth tricks eleven and twenty long,

To tame a fhrew, and charine her chattering tongue.

Enter Siondelto.

Bion, Oh maimer, mafter, I have watcht fo long,

That I am dog-weaiy,but at laft I fpied

An ancient Angel comining down the hill

,

Will ferve the turn.

Tra. What is he Bloniello.

Bio. Maltei", a Marcantant, or a pedant,
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I know noc what, butformall in apparcll.

In gate and countenance furly fikc a father.

Lttc. And what of him Iranlo ?

Tra. If he be credulous, and truft my talc,

ric make him glad to feem n»centio^

And give aflurance to Baftlfla Mlnola

As if he were the right Fincentlo.

Take me your love, and then let me alone.

Enter a Pedant.

Ped. God fave you fir.

Tra. And you fir, you are welcome.

Traveil you far on, or arc you at the farthefl ?

Ped. Sir, at the farthelt for a week or two,

But ciien up farther, and as far as Rome,

And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me life.

Tra. What Countrcyman I pray ?

Ped. OiMautpta.

Tra. OiMantua Sir, marry God forbid,

And come to Padua, careleflc of your life ?

Ped^ My life fir ? how I pray ? for chat goes hard.

Tra, Tis death for any one in Mantua

To come to Padua, know you not the caufe ?

Your rhips are ftaidat Venice, and the Duke

For private quairell 'twixt your Duke and him.

Hath publifli'd and proclaim'd it openly

:

Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come.

Yon might have heard it elfe proclaim'd about.

Ped. Alas fir, it is worfefor me then fo,

For I have bills for money by exdiangc

From Florence, and muft here deliver them.

Tra. Well fir, to do you cuitefie,

This will I do, and this I will advifeyou.

Firrt tell me, have you ever been at Pifa ?

Ptd, I fir, In Pifa have I often been,

Pifa renowned for grave Citizens.

Tra. Among them know you one f^iucentlo }

Ped I know him not, but I have beard of him

:

A Merchant of incomparable wealth.

Tra. He is my father fir» and footh to fay,

In count'rance fomewhatdoth refemblc you.

Eton. As much as an apple doth an oyftcr, and all one.

Tra. To fave yout life in this extremity.

This favour will I do you for his fake,

And think it not the worft of all your fortunes

That you are like to Sir P^ittcentio.

His name and credit fhall you undertake.

And in my houfe you fliall be friendly lod^'d,

Look that you take upon you as you flioulcl,

You underftand me fir : fo (hall you flay

Till you have done yonr bufinclfe in the City :

If this be court'fie fir, accept of it.

Ped. Oh fir I do, and v»ill repute you ever

The patron of my life and liberty.

Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good.

This by the way I let you underlland.

My father is here looK'd for every day.

To pafle affurance of a dowre in maniage

'Twixt me, and one Baptljiaj daughter here :

In allthefe circumftances I'le inflriift you,

Go with me fit to doath you as becomes you. Exeunt.

^Bm Quartm, Scena Trima.

Enter Katherlna and Grumle.

Cru. No,noforfooth I dare not for my lite.

Kat. The more my wrong, the more hii fpite appear*.

What, did he marry me to famifli me ?

Beggcrs that come unto my fathers door.

Upon entreaty have a piefent almes.

If not, elfcwhere they meet with charity :

But I, who never knew how to intrcat,

Nornevct needed that I Oiould intrcat,

Am ftarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of flecp :

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed.

And that which fpights me more then all thcfc wants,

He does it under name of perfed love:

As who would fay, if f (Kould deep or eat

'Twere deadly ficknefle, or elfe prefcnt death.

I prethee go, and get me fome i epaft,

I care not what, (o it be wholfomc food.

^ru. What fay you to a Neats foot ?

Kat. 'Tis pafling good, I prethee let mc haye it,

Cru. I fear it is too phlegmatick a meat.

How fay you to a fat Tripe finely broil'd ?

Kat. I like it well, good Grumlo fetch it me,

Cru. I cannot tell, I fear 'tis chollerjck.

What fay you to a piece of Beefand Muftard ?

Kat, A difli that I do love to feed upon.

Gru. I, but theMufiard is too hot a little.

Kat. Why then the Beef, and let the Muftard reft.

Gru. Nay then I will not, yon ftiaU have the Muftard,

Or elfe you get no Beef of Grumio.

Kat. Then both or one, or any thing thou wilt.

Gru. Why then the Muftard without the Be«f,

Kat. Go get the gone, thou falfe deluding flavc.

Beats bim.

That feed'ft me with the very name ofmeat,

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you

That triumph thus upon my mifery

:

Go get thee gone, I fay.

Enter Petrucbio, and Hortentui with meat.

Pet. How fares my Kate., what fwceting, all amort ?

Hor. Miftris, what cheer?

Kat. Faith as cold as can be.

Pet, Pluck up thy fpirits, look cheerfully upon t«e.

Here Love, thou fcc'ft how diligent I am.

To dreffe thy meat my fcif, and bring it thee.

I am fure, fwcet Kate., this kindncfic merits thankj.

What, not a word ? Nay then, thou lov'fi it not

:

And all my pains is fortcd to no proof.

Here takeaway the difh.

Kat. I pray you let it ftand.

Pet. The poorcft fervice is repaid with thanks,

And fofliall mine before you touch the meat.

Kate. I thank you fir.

'

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie you are too blame:

Come Miftris Kate., I'le bear you company.

Pet. Eat it up all Horteutia^ if thou loveft me

:

Much good doit unto thy gentle heart

;

Kate eat apcc ; and now my hony Love,

Will we return unto thy fathers houfe,

And revellit as bravely as the beft,

With filken coats and caps, and golden Rin"S,

With RufFs and Cuffs, and Fardino;ales,andthbgS

:

With Scarffs, and Fanns,and douSle change ofbtav'ry,

With Amber Bracelets, Beads, and all this knav'ry.

With haft thou dln'd ? The Tailor ttaies thy leafure.

To deck thy body with his ruffling treafure.

Enter Toiler.

Come
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Come Tailor, let us fee tbefe ornaments.

Enter Haherdafher.

Lay forth the gown. What news with you (n ?

Ffl. Here is the cap ycurworfhipdid befpcak.

Fet, Why this was moulded on a porrenger,

A Velvet difh : Fie, fie 'tis lewd and filthy,

Why 'tis a cockle ora wainut-rhcli,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a babies cap:

Away with it, come let me have a bigger,

Kat. I'lc have no bigger, this doth fit the time,

And Gentlewomen were fuch caps as thefe.

Pet. When you are gentle, you (hall have one too,

And not till then.

Hor. That will not be in hafte.

Kat. Why fir, I truft 1 may have leave to fpcak.

And fpeak I will. I amnochilde, no babe.

Your betters have endur'd me , fay my minde,

And if you cannot, bcft you ftop your ears.

My tongue will tell theangerof my heart,

Orelfe my heart conceiling it will break,

And rather then it fhall^ I will be free.

Even to theuttetmoft as I pleafe in words.

Pet. Why ihou fai'ft true, it is a paltry cap,

A cullard cofFen, a bauble, a ftlken pye,

I love thee well m that thou lik'll it not.

Km. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap.

And it I will have, or 1 will have none.

Pet. Thy gown, why I :come Tailor let us fee r,

mercy God, what masking ftufle is here ?

What .? this a fleeve ? 'tis like a demi-canncn,

What, up and down carv'd like an apple-Tart ?

Here fnip, and nip, and cut, and (lifh and tlafh,

Like to a Cenfor in a barbers fhop

:

Why what a devils name Tailor call'ft thou this ?

Hor, I fee fhe's like to have neither cap nor gown.

Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well.

According to the fafliion, and the time.

Pet. Marry and did : but if you be remcmbred,

1 did not bid you mar it to the time.

Co hop me over every kennell home.

For you (hall hop withoiu my cuftomefir:

rie none of it : hence, make your bert of it.

Kat. 1 never law a better fafhion'd gown,

More qucint, more plcafing, nor more commendable :

Belike you mean to make a puppet of me.

Pet. Why true, he means to make a puppet of thee.

Tai. She fayes your Worfhip means to make a puppet

of her.

Pet. Oh moft monflrous arrogance:

Thou lyefl-, thou thred, thou thimble,

liiou yard, three quarters, half yard, quarter, nail.

Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou winter cricket thou :

Brav'd in mine own boufe with a skein of thred :

Away thou Rag, thou quantity, thou remnant.

Or 1 fliall fo be-meet thee with thy yard.

As thou iTialt think on prating whil'/t thou livft:

I tell thee I, that thou haft mar'd her gown.

Tall. Your worfhip isdeceiv'd, the gown is made

Juftas my Mafler had direflion :

(?;-««»/« gave order how it fhould be done.

Gru. I gave him noorder,] gave him the fluff.

Tall. But how did you defire it fhould be made ?

Gru. Marry fir with needle and thred.

Tall. But did you not rcqueft to have it Cut ?

Qru. Thou haft fac'd many things.

7'all. I have.

Gru. Face not me : chou haft brav'd many mcn,brave
not me ; I will neither be fac'd nor brav'd.I fay unto thee

I bid thy mafter cut out the gown , but I did not bid
him cut it to pieces. Ergo thou lieft.

Tai. Why here is the note of the faftiion to tcftific.

Pet. Read it.

Gru. The note lyes in's throat if he fay I [aid fo.

Tall. Imprimis, a loofe bodied gown.
Gru. Mafter, if ever I faid loofe-bodicdgown

, fow
me in theskirtsof it , and beat me to death with a bot-
tome of brown thred : I faid a gown.

Pet. Proceed.

Tai. With a fmall compft cape.

Gru. I confefle the cape.

Tai. With a trunk flcevc.

Gru. I confeffe two flecves.

Ta:. The flecves curioufly cut.

Pet. I there's the villany.

Gru. Error i'ch bill fir, error i'th bill ? I commanded
the ftcevcs fhould be cut out, and fow'd up again, and
that rie prove uponthcc , though thy little finger be ar-

med in a tliimble.

Tall. This is true that I fay , and I had thee in place

where, thou ftiouldft know it.

Gru. I am for thee ftraight : take thou the bill, give

me thy meet-yard, and fpare not me.

Mor. God-a-mercy Grumio , then he fhall have no
odd's.

Pet. Well fir in brief the gown is not for ine,

Gru. You are i'th right fir, 'tis for my miftris.

Vet. Gotakeit upuntothy maftcrs ufe.

Gru. Villain, not for thy life : Take up my Miftrefle

gown for thy maftersufe.

Pet. Why fir, what's your conceit in that ?

Gru. Oh fir, the conceit is deeper then you think for

:

Takcupmy Miftris gown unto his maftersufe.

Oh fie, he, fie.

Pet. Hortentlo^ fay thou wilt fee the Tailor paid :

Go take it hence, begone, and fay no more.

I-for. Tailor, Tie pay thee for thy gown to morrow,
Take no unkmdneffe of his hafty words

;

Away I fay, commend me to thy Mafier. Exit. Tall.

Pet. Well, come my Kate, we will unto your fathers

,

Even in thefe honeft mean habiliments:

Our purfes Oiall be proud, our garments poor

:

For 'tis the mindc that makes the body rich.

And as the Sun breaks through the darkcft clouds,

So honor peereth in the meancft habit.

What is the Jay more precious then the Lark,

Bccaufe his feathers are more beautifull?

Or is the Adder better then the Eele,

Becaufe his painted skin contents the eye ?

Oh no, good Kate : neither art thou the worfe

For this poor furniture, and mean array.

If thou accounted'ft it fhame, lay it on me,

And therefore frolick, we wil\ hence forthwith :

To fcaft and fport us at thy fathers houfe.

Go call my men, and let us ftraight to him.

And bring our horfes unto Long-lane end,
|

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot.
,

Let's fee, I think 'tis now fome feaven a clock.

And wen we may come there by dinner time.

Kat. Idareaffure you fir, 'tis almoft two.

And 'twill be fupper time ere yon come there.

Pet. It fhall be feven ere 1 go to horfe :

Look what I fpcak, or do, or think to do.

You
I
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You arc ftill crofling it ; (\ii let'c alone,

I will not go to day, and ere I doc,

I (Viall be what a clock I fay 1: IS,

Hor. Why fo.-chis gallant will command the fun.

Enter Tramo,a>id the Pedant drefi t'lks V'ineentio.

Tra, Sirs, this is the houfe,plcafc it you that I call.

Pei. J what dfe, and but I be deceived ,

Signior BajKt'ila may remember me
Near twency yea res ago m ^e»9n.

Tta. Where we were Lodgers, at the Pegafus :

' ris well, and hold your own in any cafe

j With fuch aufterity as longcth to a Father.

Enter Bitndelle.

Vcd. I warrant you : but fir here comes your boy,

'Twere good he were fchool'd.

Tra. Fear you 00c hun : ftiva Blonieth ,

Now doe your duty throughly I ad vife you

;

Imagine 'cwerc the right kincentio.

Bion. Tut, fear not me.

Tra. But haft thou done thy errand to Baptijfa }

Bion. I told him that your father was in (^emee ,

And that you look'tfor him in Padua.
Tra. 1 hat's a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink,

Here comes Bapjifia : fet your countenance (w'.

Enter Baptijln and Lucent'io • and Tedant booted

and bear-headed.

Tra. Signior BaptiBayoii are happily met

:

Sir, this IS the gentleman I told you of,

I pray youftand good father to me now.
Give me Bianca for my patrimony.

Ped. Soft fon : fir by your leave, having come to Padua
To gather in fonie debts, my fon Luce/ttio

Made me acquainted with a weighty caufc

Of love between your daughter and himfclf r

And for the good report I hear ofyou

,

Arid for the love he bcareth to your daughter.
And fhe to hini ; to ftay hiin not too long,

1 am content in a good fathers care
To have himmatclir,and if you plcafeto like

No worfe then I fir upon fome agreement.
Me fhall you findc moft ready and moft willing

Vyith one confent to have her fo bellowed :

For curious I cannot be with you
Signior Baptljfa^oi whom I hear fo well.

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay ,

YourplaihnclTe and your fhortneffe pteafc me well:

Right true it is, yoUr fon Lucentlo here
Doth love mv daughter, and Oie loveth him,

'

Or both d.ffcmblc deeply their affcelions

:

And therefore if you fay no more then this

,

That like a Father you wiUdcal with him,
And paffe my daughter a fuflficient dowre.
The match is made, and all is done,
Your fon fhall have my daughter with confcpt.

Tra. 1 thank you fir, wiierc then doc youkjiow bett

Wc bcaffied, and fuch aflurjnce tane.
As rtiail with cither parts agreetHeiitiland.

Bap. Not in my houfe Lucentlo^ for you know
Pitchers have fares, and I have many fctvants,
Befides old Gremlo is harkning ftill.

And haply vvc might be interrupted.

Tra. Then at my lodging, and it like you fir

There doth my father he : and there thisnighc

We'll pafle the bufinefTc privately and well

:

Send for your daughter by your fervant here
,

My Boy fhall fetch the Scrivener prcfcntly.

The worft is this, that atfo (lender wammg,
Ycu arc like to have a thin and flender pittance.

Bap. It likes we welJ

:

Car»bio hie you home, and bid Bianca make her ready

ftraight:

And if you will tell what hath hapncd,

LMCentit's Father is arriv'd in Padua^

And how (he's like to be Lucentiu's wife.

Bion. I pray the gods ihc may with all my heart.

Exit.

Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone.

Enter T>eter.

Signior Baptifla^ fhall I lead the way,

Wc come, one mefTc is like to be youi cheer.

Come fir, wc will bener it in Pifa.

Bap. I follow you. Exentit.

Enter Lucentle^ and Biondeth.

Bion. Cambio.

Lue. Whatfaift thou Biondelh }

Biond. You faw my Mafter wink and laugh upon you.

Luc, Biondelloy what of that ?

Biond. Faith nothing: but has left mc here behind
to expound the meaning, or morall of his figns and to-

kens.

Luc. I pray the moralize them.

Biond. Then thus: Baptifla is fafe talking with the de.

ceiving Father of a deceitful! Son,

Luc. And what of hiin ?

Bion, His daughter is to be brought by you to the fup.

per.

Luc. And then ?

Bion. The old Prieft at Saint Ltd^t'i Church is at your

command at all hourcs.

Luc. And what of all this?

Bion. I cannot tell, except they arc bufied about a

countefeit affurance : take you afluranceof her. Cumpri-
vtlegio ad Imprimendum folum, to th' Church take the

Prieft, Clarke, and fomtfuificienthoneft witnefics:

Ifthis be not that you look for, I have no more to fay.

But bid £/<»»ff<» farewell/or ever and a day.

Luc. Hcar'ft thou Biondello.

Bion. I cannot tarry : I knew a wench married in an
afternoon as flic went to the Garden for Parfeky to

ftiiffea Ra bit, and fo may you fir : and fo adieu fir , my
Mafter ha th appointed me to go to Saint Lukj'ito bid

the Pricft be icady to come againft you come with your

appendix. Exit.

Luc. I may and will, if (He be fo contented :

She will be pleas'd, then wherefore fhould I doubt

:

1

Hap what hap may, I'lc roundly go about her :
j

It (hall go hard if Cambit go without her. Exit.

Enter Petruthio, Kate., Htrtenjie.

Pet. Come on a Godsname, once more toward ou

Fathers.

Good Lord how bright and goodly fhincs the Moon :

Kate. The Moon , the Sun : it is not Moon light

now.

Pet. I fay jt is the Moon that fhincs fobngbt.

Kat. I know u is the Sun that fhincs fo biight.

Pet. Now by my Mothcn Son, and that's my felf.
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h fliall be moon, or ftar, or what 1 lift,

Or ere I journey to your fathers houfe :

Go on, and fccch our horfes back again.

Ever more croft and croft, nothing but croft,

ffor. Say as he fayes, or wc fhall never go,

Kat. Forward I pray, fince we have cpme fo farre,

And be it moon, or fun, or what you pleafe

:

And if you pleafe to all it a rulli Candle,

Hence forth I vow it fhall be fo for me.

Pet. I fay it is the Moon,
Kat. 1 know it is the Moon.
Pec. Nay then you lye : it is the bleffed Sun.

Kat. Then God be blcft, it is the bleffed Sun,

But fun it is not, when you fay it is not.

And the Moon changes even as your minde

:

What you will have it nam'd, even that it is.

And fo It fhall be fofor Katheritte.

Hor. Petruchio, go thy waycs, the field is won.

Pet. WelljforwarJ, forward,ihus the bowle ftiould run,

And not unluckily againft the Bias

:

But foft. Company is comming here.

Enter Vtncentlo.

Good morrow gentle Miftris, where away :

Tell me fweet Kate^ and tell me truly too.

Haft thou beheld a frcilier Gentlewoman

:

Such war of white and red within her checks

:

What ftarrs do fpangle heaven with fuch beauty.

As thofe two eyes become that heavenly face?

Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee

:

Sweet Kate embrace her for her beauties fake.

Hor. A will make the man mad to make a woman of

him.

Kat. Young budding Virgin,rair,a!nd freftijand fweet,

Whicher away, or where is tliy aboad ?

Happy the Parents of fo fair a childc ;

Happier the man whom favourable ftars

Alots thee for his lovely bedfellow.

Pet, Why how now Kate^ I hope thou art not mad.

This is a man,old,wrinckled, faded, withercct^

And not a Maiden, as thou fai'ft he is.

Kat. Pardon old father my miftaking eyes.

That have been fo bcdazlcd with the fun,

That every thing I look on fcemeth green ;

Now 1 perceive thou art a reverend Father:

Pardon 1 pray thee for my mad miftaking.

Pet. Do good old grandfire, and withall make known
Which way thou tra velleft, if along with us,

We fhall be joyfull of thy company.

P^iH. Fair Sir> and you my merry Miftris,

That with your ftrange encounter much amas'd me:
My name is call'd yincentlo^ my dwelling Pifa^

And bound I am to Padna^ there to viftt

A fon of mine, which long I have not feen.

Pet. What is his name ?

f^i». Lucentioy gentle fir.

Pet, Happily met, the happier for thy fon

:

And now by Law, as well as reverent age,

I may mtitle thee my loving father

;

The fifter to my wife, this Gentlewoman,
Thy Son by this hath married : wonder not.

Nor be not grieved, fhe is ofgood efteem.

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth

;

Befide, fo qualified, as may befeem

The Spoufe of any noble Gentleman :

Let mc embrace with old yiMcentioy

And wander we to fee thy honeft fon.

Who will of ihy arrivall be full joyous,

y'm. But is this true, or is it clfc your pleafure,

Likeprefent travellers to break a jeft

Upon the company you overtake.?

Hor. I doartlirc thee father fo it is.

Pet. Come go along and fee the truth hereof.

For our firft merriment hath made thee jealous. Exeunt.

Hor. Well Petruchioy this has put me in heart

:

Have to my Widdow, if fhc be froward,

Then haft thou taught Hortentlo to be untoward. Exit

Enter Blondelloy Lifcentic and Blanca^ Gremto

is out before.

Bten. Softly and fwiftly fir, for the Prieft is ready.

Ltic. I flye Biondelh , but they may chance to need

thee at home, therefore leave us. Exit.l

Blon. Nay faith, I'le fee the Church a your back, and

then come back to my miftris as foon as I can.

Cre. I matvaile Cambio comes not all this while.

Enter PetrHchlo^ Kate^ yincentioy Crumio

with Attendants.-

Pet. Sir hcrcs the door, this is Lncentlo's houfe,

My Fathers bears more toward the Market- place,

Thither muft I, and here I leave you fir.

yin. You fhall not choofe but drink before you go,

I think I ftiall command your welcome here ?

And by all likelihood fome cheer is toward. Knoc^
^re. They're bufic within,you were beft knock louder.

Pedant loekj out of the tulndow.

Ped. What's he that knocks as he would beat down the

gate ?

yin. Is Signior Lucentlo within fir ?

Ped. He's within fir, but not to be fpoken withalJ.

Fin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or

two to make merry withall.

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to youj felf , he ftiall

I need none as long a* I live.

Pet. Nay , I told you your fon was well beloved in

Padna : doe you hear fir , to leave frivolous circum-

ftanccs , I pray you tell fignior Lucentlo that his Father

is come from Pifa^ and is here at the door to [peak with

him.

Ted. Thou lieft, his Father is come from Padua, and
here Jooking out at the window.

yin. Art thou his faiher ?

Ped. I fir, fohis mother fayes, if I may believe her.

Pet. Why how now gentleman : why this is flat kna-
very to take upon you another mans name.

Ted. Lay hands on the villain, I believe he means to

cozen fome body in this City under my countenance.

Enter BlondeSo.

Blon. I have feen them in the Church together, God
fcnd'em good {hipping : but who is here ? mine old Ma-
tter Vincentla : now we are undone and brouj^ht to no-
thing.

Fin. Come hither crackhemp.

Bion. I hope I may choofe Sir.

^/'w.Come hither you rogue,what ha ve you forgot me?
Blon, Forgot you, no fir : I could not forget you , for

I never faw you before in all my life.

Fin. What, you notorious villam , did'ft thou never

fee thy Matters father, Vlncentlo I

Bion.
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Bion. What my old worniipfull olci mader ? yes mar-

1 y fir, fee where he looks out of the window.

V;« Is'tfo indeed? He beats B.onddlo.

Blon. Help, help, help, here's a mad man will mur-

thcrme. „ -n

/'r^rf. Help, fon, help fighior5-«w</?4

Pet. Prcthec Kate let's liand ahde and fee the end of

(hiscontroverfie.

Enter Pedant mthfervttMs^ Baftijta, Trttnlc.

Tr*, Sir, what are you that offer to beat my fer-

vant ? r L •

Vln. What am I fir : nay what are you fir : oh immor-

tall God's : oh fine villain, a filkcn doublet, a velvet

hofe,a fcarlet cloak, and a copatam hat : oh 1 am undone,

I am undone: while 1 play the good husband at home,

my fon and my fervant fpcnd all at the Univcrfity.

Tra. how now, v/hat's the matter ?

Bttf, What is the inan lunatick ?

Tra. Sir, you fecm a fobcr ancient Gentleman by

your habit; but your words fhcw you a mad man
: why

fir , what concerns it you , if I wear Pcarle and gold : I

thank myjood father, I am able to maintain it.

Vtn. Thy father • oh villain , he is a Sail-maker in

Bergame.

Bap. You miftake fir, you miftake fir, pray what doe

you think is his name ?

yitt. His name, as if I knew not his name : I have

brought him up ever fince he was three years old , and

his name is Tranla.

Ped. Away, away mad aflc, his name is Lucentio^znd

he is mine onely fon and heir to the Lands of me fignior

f^incentio.

yin. iMeentia ! oh he hath murthcred his Marter ; lay

hold on him I charge you in the Dukes name ; oh my
fonne, my fonnc: tell inc thou villain , where is my fon

Lucentto >

Tra. Call forth an officer : Carry this mad knave to

the Jayle : father Baftift*^ I charge you fee that he be

forth comming.
y^in. Carry me to the Jayle ?

Gre. Stay officer, he fliall not goto prifon.

Bap, Talk not fignior Grtmio : I fay be (liall go to

prifon.

Gre. Take heed fignior 5<»^fi/f<t, Icafl you be cont-

carch'd in this bufincftc : I dare fwear this is the right

Vittcentlo.

Ped. Swear if thou dar'ft.

Gre. Nay, 1 dare not fwear it.

Tra, Then thou wert beft fay that I am not Litcen-

tio.

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be fignior Lucentle.

Bap, Away with the dotard, to the Jayle with him.
Enter Bitndelhy Lueetitlt^ and Bianca.

Tin. thus (h-angers may be hal'd and abus'd : oh mon-
ftrous villain.

Bton. Oh we are fpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny him,
forfwcar him, or eife we are all undone.
Exit Biondelh, Tranio, and Pedant Oifaft at maj be.

Luc. Pardon fweet father.

yin. Lives my fweet fon ?

Bian. Pardon dear father.

Bap. How haft thou offended, vvhere is Lncentio.
Lhc. Here's Lvofntioy right fon to the right KtH-

centlo.

That have by marriage made thy daughter mine.

While counteifcit fuppofes blcei'd thine cine.

Gre. Here's packing with a witneffe to deceive us all.

yin. Where is that damned villain Tranio^

That fac'd and brav'd mc in this matter fo ?

Bap. Why, tell mc ifnot this my Cambie t

Bian, Cambio is chang'd into Luceittio.

Luc. Love wrought thefe miracles. Bianetft love

Made mc exchange my ftatc with Tranlo^

While he did bear my countenance in the to'ATJj

And happily I have arriv'd at laft

Unto the wilTied haven of my blilfe :

What Ttanlo did, my fclf cnforft him to

;

Then pardon him fweet Father for my fake.

y'ln. I'le flit the villainsnofe that would hayefcnt fne

to the Jayle.

Bap, But do yon hear fir, have you married my daugh-
ter without asking my good will

:

y'ltu Fear not BaptlftayWc will content you
, goto:

but I will in, to be rcveng'd oiv this vilbin. ffyit.

Bap. And I to found the depth of this knavery. Exit.

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy father v^ill not frown

Exeunt,

Gre. My cake is dogh, but I'le in among the reft,

Outof hope of all, but my fhate of the fcaft.

Kat. Husband let's follow, to fee the end of this adoe.

Pet. Firft kifsme iCrfff,and wcwill,

Kat. What in the midli of the ftreet ?

Pet, What art thouafham'dofme.?

Kat. No fir, God forbid,butafham'dtokif$.

Pet. Why then let's home again : Come firra let's

away.

Kat, Nay, I will give the a kifs , now pray thee Love
ftay.

Pet, h not this well ? come my fweet Kate.

Better once then never, for never too late. Exennt.

JBus Quimtis,

Enter Baptifia.,yincentiofiremioythe Pedant.,Lucenti»y

and Bianca^Tranii^Blondclto^Grumioyand IVU.
dew : The Serving men tfiih Tranio

bringing in a banquet.

Luc. At laft though long, our jarring notes agree,

And time it is when raging war is come,

Tofmile atfcapcsand perils overblown :

My fair Binnca bid my father welcome,

While I with felfc famr kindnefTe welcome thine

:

Brother Petruchio^fiRer Katherina,

And thou Hortentio with thy loving Vyiddano :

Fcaft with the beft, and welcome to my houfc,

My Banquet is to clofc our ftomaclis up

• After our great good cheer : pray you fit down.

For now we fit to chat as well as eat.

Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat.

Bap. Padua affords this kindiieffcjfon Petruchio.

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kindc.

Hor. For both our fakes I would that word were true.

Pet. Now for my life Hortentio fats his Widdow.
Hor. Then never ttuit mc if I be afcard.

Ptt. You are very fcncible , and yet yuu milfc my
fence

:

I mean Hortentio is afcard of you,
'

trii\
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IVid. He that is giddy thinks the world turns round.

Pet. Roundly rcplycd.

Kat. Miftris, how mean you that ?

,. fVld. Thus I conceive by him.

Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortetitlo that?

Har. My Widdow fayes, thus rtie conceives her tale.

Pet. Very well mended : kiffe him for that
,
good

Widdow;
Kat, He that is giddy thinks the worid turns round.

I pray you tell me what you meant by that,

iVid, Your husband being troubled with a flirew,

Meafurcs my husbands forrow by his woe

:

And now you know my meaning.

Kat. A very mean meaning.

tvid. Right, I mean you.

Kat. And I am mean indeed, refpefting you.

Pet, To her Kate.

Hor. To her py'tddov^.

Pet. A hundred marks, my ^^ff do put het down.
Hor. That's my ofnce.

fet. Spoke like an Officer ; ha to thee lad.

Drttikj to ffortent to.

Bap. How likes Grem'io thefe quick witted folks ?

^re. Believe me fir, they But togcthe r well

:

Bian. Head, and but an hafty witty body.

Would fay your Head and But were head and horn.

yin. I Mifiris Bride, hath that awakened you ?

Bian. I , but not frighted mc, therefore Tlcilcep a-

gam.
Pet. Nay that you ftiall not fince you have begun

:

Have at you for a better jeft or two.

Btart. Am I your Bird, I mean to fliift my bufli,

And then perfue me as you draw your Bow,
You are welcome all. Exit Bianca.

Pet. She hath prevented mc, here fignior Tranioy
This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her not.
Therefore a health to all that ihot and mift.

Tra. Oh fir, Luceutio flipt me like his Cray-hound,
Which runns himfclf, and catches for his Maftcr.

Pet. A good fwift fimile,but fomcthingcurrilTi.

Tra. 'Tis well fir, that you hunted for your felf

:

'Tis thought your Deer does hold you at a bay.

Bap. Oh,oh 'petrnchisy Tran'io bits you now.,
Lhc. I thank thee for that gird good Tranio^
Hor. Confeflfe, confeffe, hath he not hit you here?
Tet. A has atittle gall'd mc I confcflc

:

And as the Jeft did glance away from me,
'Tis ten to one it maim'dyou too, out-right.

Bap. Now in good fadncffc ion Petmchit,
I think thou haft the verieft fiirew of all.

Pet. Well, I fay no : and thercforrfor afiurance,

Let's each one fend unto his wife.

And he whofe wife is moft obedient.

To come at firft when he doth fend for her.

Shall win the wager which we will propofc.

Hor. Content, what's the wager ?

Lhc. Twenty Crowns.
Pet. Twenty Crowns.

I'lc venture fo much of my Hawk or Hound,
But twenty times fomuch upon my Wife.

Luc. A hundred then.

Her, Content.

Pet. A match, 'tis done.
Hor. Who lliall begin?
Luc. That will I.

Go Biofidello, bid your Miftris come to mc:

Ex in.• Bton. I goe.

Bap. Son, I'le be your half, Bianca comes.

Lhc. I'le have no halves : I'le bear it all my fcU",

Enter Btonitllo,

How now, whatnewes.'

Blon. Sir, my Miftris fends you word
That (he is bufie, and cannot come.

Pet. How i ftie's bufie, and cannot come : b Aax a&
anfwer ?

Cre. I, and a ktnde one too

:

Pray God fir your wife fend you not a worfc
Pet. I hope better.

Hor. Siwxa. BlondtUoy goandintreat my wife tocome
to me forthwith. Exit B loadeSo.

Pet. Oh ho, intrcat her, nay then (he rauft needs
come.

Hor. I am afraid fir, do what youcao.
Enter BiondtUo.

Yours will not be entreated : Now, wherc's my wife ?

BloH. fhe fayes you have fomc goodly Jeft^inhaad,

She will not come : ftie bids you come to her.

Pet- Worfe and worfc. Are will not come ;

Oh vilde, intollcvablc, not to be indur'd i

Sirra Grnmio, go to your Miftris,

Say I command her to come to me, £mlt.
Hor. I know her anfwer.

Pet. What?
Her. She will not.

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end.

Enter Katherina.

Bap. Now by my hoUidam here comes Katherin/s,

Kat. What is your will fir, that you fend for mc •?

Pet. Where is your fifter, and Hortentlo's wife ?

Kat, They fit conferring by the Parlor fire.

Pet. Go fetch thein hither, ifthey deny to come,

Swinge a.e them foundiy forth unto their husbauds:

Away I fay, and bring them hither ftralght.

Lmc, Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder.

Hor, And fo it is : I wonder what it boads, .

Pet. Marry peace it boads, and love, and quiet lifC;

An awfull rule, and right fupremacy:

And to be ihoi t, what not, that's fweet and happy.

Bap.^ovi fait befall thee good Petrnchlo
j

The wager thou haft won, and I will adde

Unto their lolfes twenty thorfand Crowns,
Another dowry to another daughter.

For ftie is chang'd as ftie had never been.

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet.

And ftiow morefigne of her obedience.

Her new built vcrcue and obedience.

Enter Kate^ Bianca^ and widdow.

Sec where (lie comes,and brings your froward Wives
As prifoners to her womaiily perfwafion

:

Katherine, that Cap ofyours becomes you not,

off with that bablc, and through it underfoot.

fyld. Lord let me never have a caufe to figh.

Till I be brought to fuch a filly paffe,

Bian. Fiewhat a foolilli duty call you this ? I

Luc. I would your duty were as foolilTi too:

The wifdome of your duty,fair Bianca,

Hath coft me five hundred Crowns fince fupper time.

Bian, The more foole you for laying on my duty.

PitSatherlve-,1 chatg'e thee tell thefe hcadftrong wo-
men, what duty they owe to their Lords and husbands.

ivid. Coma,
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IVU. Come, come, you're mocking : wcwiil have no

telling..

Pet. Come on I fay, and firft begin with her.

fVld. ShcHiallnot.

Pet. I fay (Vic fliall, and firft begin withher^

Kat. Fi'e, fie, unknit that thrcatning unkinde brow,

And dart not fcornfuU glances from thofe eyes,

To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy govemour.

It blots thy beauty, as frorts bite the meads,

Confounds thy fame, whirle-vAinds fhakcfair buds,

And in no fence is meet or amiable.

A womanmov*d,is like a fountain troubled,

Muddy, ill fecming, thick, bereft of beauty,

And while it isfo, none fodric orthirfty

Will dain to fip, or touch one drop of it.

Thy husband is thy Lord, thy life, thy keeper.

Thy head, thy fovcraign : One that cares for thee.

And for thy maintenance. Commits his body

To painfull labour, both by fea and land :

To watch the night in ftomrs, the day in cold,

Whiril thou ly'lt warmc at home, fecurc and fafc.

And craves no other tribute at thy hands.

But love, fair looks, and true obedience i

Too little payment for fo great a debt.

Such duty as the Subjeft owes the Princ^

Even fuch a woman oweth to her husband

:

And when flie*« froward, pecvilh, fullen, fowre.

And not obedient to his honcft will,

What is (he but a foulc contending Rebcll,

And graceleffc traitour to her loving Lord ?
J

I am a(ham*d that women are fo fimple, *

To offer warrc where they fhould kneel for peace :

Or feck for rule» fuprcmacy,and fway.

When they arc bound to fcrve, love, and obey.
Why are our bodies foft,and weak, and fmooth.
Unapt to toyl and trouble in the world

,

But that our fofc conditions, and our hearts

,

Should well agree with our aternall parts ?

Come, come, you froward unable wormei

,

My mind hath been as big as one of youi^
My heart is great, ray rcafon haply more.
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown s

But ndw I fee our Launces are but ftrawcs

:

Our ftrcngth as weak, our weakncflc pa(^ compare,
That fecming to be moft, which wc indeed Icaftare,

Then vale your ftomacks, for it is no boot

,

And place your hands below your husbands foot

:

In token of which duty, if he pleafe ,
My hand is ready, may it doe him eafe.

tet. Why there's a wench : Come on , and kiffc me
Kate.

Lmc. Well go thy wayes, old Lad, for thou flialt ha't.

P^i/t. 'Tisagood hearing, when children are toward.
Luc. But a hardi hearing, when women are froward.
Pet. Come Kate, we'll to bed

,

We three are married, but you two arc fped,

'Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white

,

And being a winner, God give you good night.

Exit Petruchio.
Hortenf. Now go thy waycs, thou haft tam'd a curft

Shrow.

tuc. 'Tis a wonder, by yoUrleave,(he will be um'd fo.

FINIS

All's
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All's well that ends well.

^Bm T^rimm. Scena Trlma*

Enter You»€ Bertram Count af^offiU'ion^hls Motherland

Helena, Lord Lafew, nil In blacky.

Mot her

.

N delivering my fon from mc, I bury a fecond

husband.

Rof.hnd ingoing Madam, wcepo'rcmy

Father's death anew; but I muft attend his

Majeftics command, to whom I am novw in Ward, ever-

more in fubjcftion.

Laf. You ftiall find of the King a husband, Madam,

you fir a father. He that fo generally is at all times good,

muft of neceffity hold his virtue to you, whofe worthi-

nelTe would ftirre it up where it wantedj rather then lack

it where there is fuch abundance.

Mo. What hope is there of his Majeftics amendment?

Laf. He hath abandon'd his Pbificians,Madam,under

whofe pra(ftifes he hath perfecuted time with hope, and

finds no other advantage in the proccffe, but onely the

lofing of hope by time.

Mo. This young Centlewom;in had a Father, O that

had ! how fad a paffage *cis, whofe ski'll was almoftas

great as his honclty, had it ftrctch'd fo far, would have

made nature immortall, and death ftiould have play for

lackofworl<. Would, for the Kings fake,hee were li-

ving, I ihink It would be the death of the Kings difeafe.

Ltrf. How cail'd you the man you fpeak of Madam ?

t^o. He was famous fiv,in h/s profefTion, and it was

his great light to be fo : Gerard de Narbon.

Laf. He was excellent indeed, Madam, the King very

lately fpokc of him admiringly, and moumingly : he was

^kilfull enough to have liv'd ftill, if knowledge couki be

fee up againft mortallitie.

Rof, What isit( my good Lord ) the King languifties

of ?

Laf. AFiftula my Lord.

R»f. I beard not of it before.

laf. I would it were not notorious. Was this Gen-
tlewoman the Daughter of Gerard de Narbon p

Mo, His fole child my Lord, and bequeathed to my
over-looking.I have thofe hopes of her good,that her edu-

cation proraifes her difpomions fhe inherits, which
makes fair gifts fairer: for where an unclean mind car-

ries vertuous qualities, there commendations go with

pittv, tiieyare vertucs and traitors too : in her they are

the better for their fimplencfle ; ftie derives herhoneftie

and atchieves hergoodnefle.

Lafew, Your commendations,Madam, get from he

teares.

Mo. *Tis the bcft brine a Maiden can feafon herpraife

in. The remembrance of her Father never approaches

her heart, but the tiranny of her forrows takes all liveli

hood from her check. No more of this Htleua., go to, no
more, leaft it be rather thought you afFc(5> a forrow, then

to have

Hel. I doe affefl a Torrow indeed, but I have ic too.

L^, Moderate lamentations is the right of the dead,
cxcemve grief the enemy to the living.

Mc. If the living be enemy to the grief, the cxccffe

makes it foon mortall.

Rof. Madam, I defire your holy wiflies.

Laf. How underftand wc that ?

Mo. Be thou blelt Bertram, and fuccecd thy Father
In manners as in fiiapc : thy blood and virtue

Contend for Empire in thee,and thy goodncflc
Share with thy birth-right. Love all, truft a few,
Doe wrong to none : be able for thine enemy
Rather in power then ufe : and keep thy fiiend

Under thy own lifcs key. Be checkt for tilence,

But never tax'd for fpeech. What heaven more will.

That thee may fumi(h,and my prayers pluck down,
Fallon thy hand. Farewell my Lord,

'Tis an unfeafon'd Courtier, good my Lord,
Advife him.

Laf. He annot want the bcft.

That (hall attend his love.

Mo. Heaven blefte him : Farewell Bertram. Exit.
Rof. The bcft wifties that can be forg'd in your

thoughts be fcrvants to you : be comfortable to my mo-
ther, your miftrerte, and make much of her.

Laf. Farewell pretty Lady, you muft hold the credit

of your Father.

Hel. O were that all, I think not on my Father,

And thefe orcat tears grace his remembrance more
Then thofe 1 (hcd for him.What was he like,>

I have forgot him. My imagination

Carries no favour in't but Be> trains,

I am undone, there is no living, none,
If Bertram be away. 'Twerc all one.

That I ftiould love a bright pauicular ftarre.

And think to wed it, he is fo above mc
In his bright radiencc and collatcrall light,

Muft
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M /tl be toiiUorietl, noiin Jus fpheie ;

Tb'iimbition lu my love clius plagues it felf;

I lie Hindcilu: would Ik maccil by ch; Lion

Mud die for love. Twos pretty, though a plague

To Fee him every hour fit and draw

His arched anows, his hawlcing eye, his curies

In our hearts table; heart too capable

Of every line onr! trick of his fwect favour..

But now lie's gone, and my idolatrous fancy

Ml ft lanihfic liis llclick. Who coincs here .'

£n!er ParoUts.

One that goes with him; I love him for hisfake,

And yet 1 know him a notorious Lia
,

Think him a great way fool, folcly a coward,

Yet thcfe fixt eviJs fit. fo fit in him.

That they take place, when Virtues fteely hones

Looks bleak i'di cold wind : withall, full oft wc fee.

Cold wifedomc waiting on fuperfluoos folly.

Par. Save you fair Q^jcen.

Hel. And you Monarch,

Tar. No.

Hel. And no.

Par. Arc you meditating on virginity ?

ffel, I: you have fome (tain of fouldicr in you : Lee

inc aske you a qucftion. Man is enemy to virginity, how
may we harrocado it againft him ?

Tar. Keep him out.

Hel. But he affailes, and our virginity though valiant,

in the defence yet is weak : unfold us fojne warlike refi-

nance.

Par. There is none: Man fetting down before you,

will undermine you, and blow you up.

Hel. BIcfTe our poor Virginity from Undermincrs,

and blowcis up. Is there no Military policy how Vir-

gins might blow up men ?

Par. Virginity being llown down, Man wiJi quickli-

cr be blown up ; marry in blowing him down again, with

the breach your fclvcs made, you lofc your City. It is not

politick, in the common-wcalih of Nature, to preferve

virginity. Lofle.of Virginity, is rationall encieafe, and
there was never virgin got, till vivgiuity was fiift loft.

That you were made of,is inettall to make Virgins. Vir-

ginity, by being once loft, may be ten times found :by

being ever kept, it is ever loft ; 'tis too cold a companion

:

awjv wlth't.

Hel. I will ftmd for't a little, though therefore I die

a Vi*gin.

Par. There's little can be faid in'r, 'tis againft the rule

of Nature. To fpcak on the part of virginity, is toac-
cufc your Mothers : which is moft infallible difobcdicnce.

He that hangs himfelf is a Virgin : Virginity murthcrs
it Cclf, and fhould be buried in high-wayes out of all

fanfUficd limit, asadefperatc OfFcndrcffc againft Na-
ture. Virginity breeds mites, much like a Checfe, con-
fumes It felfe to the very pairing, and fodics with feed-

ing his own ftomack. Befidcs, Virginity is peeviflj

,

proud, idle , made of fclf-lovc, which is the moft
inhabited fin in the Cannon. Keep it noc , you can-
not choofe but loofe by't. Out with'c : within ten yeares

it will make it felf two, which is a goodly increafc
,

and the principall it felf not much the worfc. Away
with't.

Hel. How might one doe fir , to loofe it to ha own
liking/
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I

Pur. Let melee. Marty ili, to like hun that nc'rc it

I likes. Tisa commoditic will lofc the glofTc with lying.

I
The longer kept, the leffc worth: Off with't while 'tis

jycndible. Anfwer the time of requeft. Virginity like

ian olde Courtier, weares her cap out of fafhion, richly

futed, but unfuuble, juft like the brooch and the tooth*

pick, which were not now : your Date is better in yoUf

Pye and your Porrcdge, then in your cheek : and your
virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our French
withcr'd Pcares; it loob ill, it ea« drily,marry 'tis a vn^
thcr'd Pear : it was formerly better, marry yet 'u«» vn-
thcr'd Pear. Will you aqy thing with it t

Hel. Not my virginity yet

:

There fhall your Maftcr have a thoufand Iotci,

A mother, and a miftreflc , and a friend ,

A Phoenix, Captain, and an enemy,

A guide, a goddcffe, and a foveraign,

A Counfellor, a TraitrefTe, and a Dear

:

His humblert ambition, proud humility

:

His jarring, concord t and his difcord, dulcet:

His faith, his fweet difafter : with a world
Of pretty fond adoptious chriftendomcs

That blinking Cupid golfips. Now (hall he:
I know not what he fhall, God fend him well.

The Court's a learning
f
Jace,and he is one.

Par. What one ifaith ?

Hel. That I wiih well, 'tis pitty.

Par. What's pitty ?

Hel.. That wilhing well had not a body in't ,

Which might be felt, that wc poorer born,

Whofe baferftarrcs doc fhut them up in wifhcs.

Might with cffc6ls of them follow our friends.

And fliew what we alone muft think, which never

Returns us tluinks.

Enter Tags.

Page. Monfieur Parolles^

My Lord calls for you.

Par. Little Wf//f« farewell, if I can remember thee,

I will think of thee at Court.

Hel. Monfieur Parolles, you were bom under a cha-

ritable ftarre.

Par. Under Mars I.

Hel. I cfpecially think under Mart.
Par. Why under Mars ?

Hel. The waters hath fo kept you under, that you muft

needs be born under Mars.
Par. When he was predominant.

Htl, When he was rctrogadel think rather.

Par. Why think you fo ?

Hel. You go fo much backward when you fight.

Par. That's for advantage.

Hel. So is running away.
When fear propofesfafety:

But the compofition that your valour and fear makes in

you, is a virtue of a good wing, and I like the wear

well.

Paroll. I am fo fiill of bufineffes, T annot anfwcT

thee acutely : I will return pcrfeA Courtier , in the

which my inftniftion ft\ali fervc to naturaliTx: thee , fo:

thou wilt be capable of the Courtiers 'counfcll,ai«fun-

derftand what advice fhall thnift upon thee, clfc thou

dieft in thine unthankfulneffe, and thine ignorance makes

thee away, farewell : When thou haft Ichurc, lay thy

prayers : when thou haft none, remember thy Friends

V 2
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Get thee a good husband,, and ufe him as he ufes thee:

So farewell. Exit.

Tlel. Our remedies oft in ourfeltes doc lie,

Which v\c afcribe to heaven.:jhe fated skic

Gives iis free fcope, onely doth backward pull

Out flowdefignsj when we ourfclvcs are dull.

What power is it, which mounts iny lovefo hie.

That makes me fee and cannot feed mine eye >

The migbtic(t fpace in fortune. Nature brings

To joyn Uke,tikes j and kiCfe like native things.

Iinpollible be ftrange attempts to thofc

That weigh their pains in fence, and doc fuppofc

What hath been, cannot be. Who ever ftrove

To fliew her merir, that did milTc her love ?

(The Kings difeafe) my projc(5l may de&ive me.

But my intents are fixt, and will not leave me. Exit.

flourijh Cornets-.

Eater the King of i'rance with Lettetf^ a»i

divers Attendants.

King, ThsFJarentl/tesind Se/ieys are by th' caves,

Have fought with equal) foitune, and continue

A braving warrc.

1. Lo. g. So 'tis reported fit.

Kin. Nay 'tis moft crediblf, we here receive it,

A certainty vouch'd from our Coufin yiufiria^

With caution, tliat the Florentine will moye us

For fpeedy aide: wherein our deared f iend

Pitjudicates the bufine{re,and wonld feem

To have us make dcniall.

X.L.G. His love and wifedomc

Approv'd fo CO your Ma/eily, may plead

For ampleft credcnce.

Kin, He hath arm'd our anfwer

,

And Florence is deni'd before he come?

:

Yet for our Gentlemen thatnican to fee

The Tttfcan fcrvice, freely have they leave

To ftand on either part.

2. Lo. E. It may well ferve

A nuifcry to oirrGcntry, who are fick

For breathing, and exploit.

King. What's he comes here?

Enter Bertram, Lafew and Parclles.

I, Lo. G. It 'tis the Count %ojJilHen, my good Lord,
"^onrto Bertram.

King. Youthythou bear'ft thy Fathers face,

Frank Natutc rather curious then in hafte.

Hath well compos'd thee .• Thy Fathers morall parts

Maifl thou inlierit too : welcome to Paris.

Ber, My thanks and duty are your Majefties.

Kin. I would I had that corporall foundneffe now

-

As when thy father, and my felfe, in friendlhip

Firft tri'd our fouldierfhip : he did look farrc

Into the fetviccofthe time, and was
Difcipled of the braveft. He lafled long.

But on us both did haggj(h Age fteal on

,

And wore us out of aft : It much repaires me
To talkc of yourgood father; in his youth
He had the wit, which I can well obferve
To day in our young Lords : but they may jeft

Till their own fcorn return to them unnoted.
Ere they can hide their levity in honour

:

So like a Courtier, contempt nor bittemeffe

Were in hispiide, or Ihaipncffe, if they were.

His equall had awak'd them, and his honour

Clock to it felf, knew the true minute whctx

Exception bid him fpeak,andat this time

His tongue obey 'd his hand. Who were below him,
Heus'd as creatures ofanother place,

And bow'd bis eminent- top to their low ranks

,

Making them proud of his humility.

In their poor prajfe he humbled : Such a man
Might be a copy to thcfc younger times j

Which followed well, would dcmonftrate them novv
But goers backward.

Ber. His good vcmembrance. Sir,

Lies I ichcr in your thoughts, then on his tombe

:

So in approofe lives not his Epitaph,

As in your royall fpeech.

King. Would 1 were with him : he would alwaies fay,

(Me thinks I hear him now) his plaufive words
He fattcr'd not in cares, bat grafted them
To grow there and to bear : Let me not live,

This his good melancholly oft began

On thie CataftrOphe and nedof paftime

When it was out : Let me not live (quoth he)

After my flame lacks oyle, to be the fnufFc

Of younger fpirtts, whofe apprchcnfive fenfcs

All but ncwthinos dildain ; whofe judgementsare

Mcetfathcrs of their garments : whofe conftancies

Expire before their fartiions : this he wilh'd.

I after him, doe after him wifli too

:

(SinceI,nor wax,iior honic can bring home,^
I quickly were diflblved from my hive.

To give fome Labourers room.

t.L.E. You're loved Sir,

They that leaft lend it you, fhall lack you firft.

King. I fill a place I know't, how long ift, County
Since the Phyfician at your fithersdied ?

He was muchfam'd.

Ser. Some fix moneths fincemy. Lord,

Kin, If he were living, I would try him ye^
Lend mc an arme : the reft have worn me out

With fcverall applications : Nature and fickneffe

Debate it at their Icifure. Welcome Count,
My fon's no dearitr.

Btr. Thank your Majefty. Eifk,

tloHyific

Enter Counteffe, Steward., and Clown,

Com. I will npw hear, what fay you of this Gentlewo-
man.

St. Madam , the care I have had to even your con-
tent,! wifli might be found in the Kalendcr of my paft

endeavours, for then we wound our modefty, and make
foule the clearneffe of our defervings, when of our felvcs

we publiih them,

Cou. What do's this knave here ? Get you gone firra

:

the complaints I have heard of you, I doe not all believe,

'tis my flowneffc that I doe not : for I know you lack not!
folly to commit them, and have ability enough to make'
fuch knaveries yours,

Clo. 'lis not unknown to you Madam, I am a poor
fellow.

Cou. Well fir.

Clo. No Madam,
'Tis not fo well that I am poor, though many

of
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of the rich are damn'd, but if I have your Ladyfhipsgood

will CO go the world , Isbell the woman and 1 will do as

wc may.

CouH. Wilt thou needs be a beggar >

Clo. 1 do beg your good will in this cafe.

Coun. What cafe?

Clo. In Isheli cafe and nnine own ; fcrvice is no heri-

tage , and I flunk I fhall never have the blcfTing of God,

(ill I have t(Tuea by body , for they fay Barnsarc blef-

fings.

Ceu. Tel! me thy reafon why thou wilt Marry ?

Clo. My poor body Madam requires it, 1 am driven on

by the flelh , and he muft needs goe thac the dcvill

drives.

Con. Is this all your worHiips reafon ?

Clo. Faith Madam I have other holy icafons, fuchas

they are.

Cou. May the world know them ?

C/i». I have bcen(Madam)a wicked creaturc,as you and

all flcfli and bloud are , and indeed I do marry that I

may repent.

Com. Thy marriage fooner then thy wickednefs.

Clo. I am out a friends, Madam , and I hope to have

friends for my wives fake.

CoH. Such friends are thine enemies knave.

Clo. Y'arc fliallow Madam, in great friends, for the

knaves come to do that for me which I am a weary of :

he that cats my Land, fpares my tcame, and gives me
leave to Innc the crop : if I be his Cuckold , he's my
drudge ; he that comforts my wife, is thecherifherof my
flcfli and blond ; he that cheriOicth my flefh and bloud,

loves my flefh and blotid ; he that loves my flefh and

bloud is my friend ; ergo , he that kiffes my wife is niy

friend : if men could be contented to be what they arc,

there were no fear m maniage ; for young Charhon i\\t

Puritan, and old P«7/rf»* the Papift , howfomecrc their

hearts arc fevcr'd in Religion,, their heads arc both one,

they may joule horns together like any Dear I'th Heard.

Con. Thou wilt ever be a foule mouth'd and calumni-

Dus knave.

Clo. A prophet, I Madam , and 1 fpeak the truth the

next way , for I the Ballad will repeat , which men full

true Hiall (inde
, your marriage comes by deftiny

,
your

Cuckow fings by kinde.

Cott. Get you gone fir^ Pie talke with you more anon.

Stew. May it plea fe you. Madam, that he bid Helle»

come to you, of her I am to fpeak.

Cou. Sirrah tell my Gentlewoman I would fpeak with

her, Hellenl mean.

Clo. Was this fair face the ciufc, quoth (he,

Why the Grecians facked Troy}

Foiul done, done fond, was this King Prism's joy}

With that file Tighcd as (lie ftood, bn
And gave this fentencc then , among nine bad if one be

good , among nine bad if one be good , there's yet one

good in ten.-

Cou. What , one good in ten ? you corrupt the fong

firra,

I Clo. Oncgood woman in tcn,Madam,which is thcpu-

tifying a'th long : would Got! would fervc the world fo

all the year , we'd findc no fault with the tithe woman
;if I were the Parfon , one in ten quoth a ? and we might

;

have a good woman born but o're every blazing ftarrc, or

at an earthquake, 'twould mend the Lottery well , a man
may draw his heart out ere a pluck one.

^oH.You'l be gone Cn kna vc,and do as I command you.>

C/o. That man that fliould De at a womans coir»nand,

and get no hurt done, though honcfty be no Puritan, yet

it will do no hurt ; it will wear the Surplis of humility

over the black Gown of a big heart : 1 am going forfootb,

the bufinefj is for Hellen to come hither.

Exit

Com. Well now.

Stew. I know (Madam) you love your Gentlewoman
intircly.

CoH. Faith I do : her Father bequeath'd her to me, and

(lie her fclf without other advantage , may lawfully make
title to as much love as fhe findcs , there is more owing

her then is pid , and more (hall be paid her then (he'll

demand.

Stew. Madam , I was very late more near her then 1

think (he wifh'd me: alone ihe was , and did commu-
nicate to her fclfe her own words to her own cars : fhe

thought, I dare vow for her, they touch'd not anyftran

ger fence: her matter was, (he loved your Son : Fortune

fhe faid was no goddefs, that had put fuch difference be-

twixt their two eftates : Love no god , that would not

extend his migbc oneiy i where qualities were levell

:

Queen of Virgins, that would fuffer her poor Knight

furpris'd without tcfcue in the firft affault or ranfome

afterward : This fhe delivered in the moft bitter touch

of forrow that c'rc I heard Virgin exclaim in , which I

held my duty fpecdily to acquaint you withall : fithence

in thcjofle that may happen , it concerns you fomcthing

to know it.

C»««. You have difcharg'd this honcfly i keep it to

your felfe ; many likelihoods inform'd me of this teforc,

which hung fo tottring-in the balbnce , thatj could ne-

ver believe nor mifdoubt : pray you leave me , ftall this

in your bofome, and I thank you for your honcflcare :

I will fpeak with you further anon. -

Exit SttwMrd.

Enter HtUtH.

Old Can. Even fo it was with me when I was young :

If ever we are natures thefe areouis, this th»m
Doth to our Rofc of youth rightly belong :

Our bloud to us, this to our bloud is born.

It is the fliow and feale of natures truth.

Where loves ftrongpafTion is imprell in youth ,

By our remembrances of dayes foigonc.

Such were our faults, or then wc thought them none:

Her eye is fick on't, ! obferve her now.
Htt. What is your plcafure. Madam >

Ol. Cott, You know, //f i!?rw, I am a mother to you.

Hel. Mine honourable Miflris.

01. Com. Nay a mother, why not a mother? when I

fed mother,

Methought you fawa ferpent, what's in moth«rj

7 hat yoti Hart at it > I fay 1 am your mother,

And put you in the Catalogue of thofe

That were enwombed m ne ; 'ts often feeft

Adoption ftrivcs with nature, and choife breeds

A native flip tousfiom forrainc feeds:

You ne'reoppreft tne with a mothersgroan.

Yet I cxprcfs to you a mothers care :

(Gods mercy maiden)do'$ it curd thy bloud

To fay I am thy mother > what's the matter.

That thisdiftempered mcfTcnger of wet,

V J Th«
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The many colour'd' Iris rounds thine eye?

-_- Why, that you are my daughter >

Hel. That lam not.

Ol. Con. I fay I am your Mother.

Hel. Pardon Madam,

The Cwax.,%iffitU«n cannot be my brother

;

I am from huinble, he from honoured name

:

No note upon my Parents, his all lioble.

My Mafter, my dear Lord he is, and I

His fciVant live, and will his yaffalldic

:

He muft not be my brother.

, Ol. Com. Nor I your Mother..
'

Htl. Yow are my mother Madam, would you were

So that my Lord your Son were not my brother,

Indeed my mother,or were you both our mothers,

I care no more for, then I do for heaven,

Sol were nothis fifter,cantjno other,

But I Your daughter, he muft be my brother.

Ol.Cou. Yes HelUn, you might be my daughter in law,

God (hield you mean it not, daughter and mother

So ftriveupon your pulfe; what pale agen .'

Myfear hath atch'd your fondnefs 1 now I fee

Themiftrieofyourlovelinefs,andfiude

Your fait tears head, now to all fence 'ris grofs

:

You love my fon, invention is afliam'd

'Againft the proclamation of thy paflTion

To fay thou doft not : therefore tell me true,

But tell me then 'tis fo, for look, thy cheeks

Confcfs it 'tone to th'othcr, and thine eyes

Sec It is fo grofsty ihown in thy behaviour,

That in their kinde, they fpcak it, onely fin

And hellilh obftinacy tye thy tongue

That truth fhould be fufpeited, fpcak, is't fo ?

If it be fo, you have wound a goodly clew:

If it be not,forfwear'c : how ere I charge thee,

As heaven Ihall work in me for mine availe

To tell me truly.

Hel. Good Madam pardon me.

{"on. Do you love my Son ?

Hel. Yout pardon noble Miftris.

Cou. Love you my Son ?

Hel. Do not you love him Madam ?

Cou. Go not about ; my love hath in't a bond .

Whereof the world takes note : Come,comc, difclofc

The Itate of your affc^ion, for your pafljons

Have to the full appeach'd.

Hel. Then Lconfefs

Here on my knee, before high heavens and you»
That before you, and next unto high heaven, I love your

Sonne

:

My friends were poor but honcft,fo's my love

:

Be not offended, for i: hurts not him
That he is lov'd of me ; I follow him not

By any token of preliiniptuous fuit.

Nor would I have him, till I do deferve him,

Yet never know how that defert fhould be

:

I know I love in vain, ftrivcagainft hope :

Yet in this captiou$,and inteniblcSive

( ftill pour in the wateis of my love.

And lacknot to loofe ftill ; thus Mian like

Religious in mme error, I adore

Th Sun that looks upon his worftiippcr.

But knows of him no no more. My dcareft Madamj
Let not your hate mcounter with my love

Por loving where you do ; but ifyour felf,.

Whofe aged honpur cites a, vcrtuous youth.

Did ever, m lo u uc a flame of loving,

Wilh ehaftlyi and love dearly, that^your Di'an

Was both hcr-felfand love. O then give pnty

To her whofe ftittc is fuch, that cannot thoofe

But lend and give where fhe is fure to loofe. ;

That feeksnot to findcthat,fcarch implies.

But riddle likcj lives fwectiy where fhe dies.

CoH. Had you not lately an intcnt,-fpeak truly.

To go to Paris f

Hel. Madam I had.

Com. Wherefore? tell true.

Hel. I will tell tiue, by grace it felf I fwear:

You know my Father left me fome prcfcriptionS

Of rare and prov'd cfFe<5ts, futh as his reading

And manifeft experience, had colledted

'

For generall foveraignty : and chat he will'd me
In hecdfull'ft refervation tobcftow them,

Asnotes, whofe faculties incluftye were,

More then they were in note : Amongft the reft.

There is a remedy, approv'd, fet down.
To cure the defperate languiQiings whereof

The King is render'd loft."

Cou. This was your motive for Paris^ was it, fpcak ?

Hel, My Lord, your fon, made me to think' of this

;

ElkParis, and the medicine, and the King,
Had from the converfation ofmy thoughts,

Happily been abfentihen.

Com. But think you Hellen.,

If you ftiould tender your fuppofcd aidj

He would receive it f He and bis phyficians

Arc of one minde, He, that they cannot help him:

They, that they cannot help: how fhall they credit

A poor unlearned Virgin, when the Schooles

Embowel'd of their do«5liine, have left off

The danger to it felf.

Hel. Tharc's fomething in't

More then my Fathers skill, which was ^he great'ft

Of his profcinon, that his good receipt,
"

Shall for my legacy be fanaified

Byth'luckieft ftars in heaven, and would your honour

But give mc leave to fuccefs, I'de venture

The well loft life of mine, on his Graces cure.

By fuch a day and.houre.

Com. Do'ft'thou believ't ?

Htl. I Madam knowingly.

Com. Why, Hellen^ihou ftialt have my leave and love,

Means and attendants, and my loving greetings

To thofe ofmine in Court, I'le ftay at home
And pray Gods blefTirg unto thy attempt

:

Be gone to morrow, and be fure of this;

VVhat i can help thee to, thou fhait not mifs. ,, Exeunt.

aJ&Uf Secufidus*

Enter thelCing with diverspung Lords^takjng leavefor

the Florentine tvarre : Count "K^e^jind

Parolles. Florijh Cornets.

King. Farewell young Lords, thcfe warlike principles

Donot throw from you ; and you my Lords farewell:

Share the advice betwixt you, if both gain, all

Thegift doth ftretch it felf as 'cis receiv'd.

And is enough fof both.

Lord.G. 'Tis our hope fir,

After
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After well einred fouldieis, to return

And findc your gvacc in hcaitli.

King. No> no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart

Will not confcs he owes the inallady

That doth my life beficge : farewell young Lords,

Whether I live or die, be you the fons

Of worthy French men r let higher Italf

(Thofe bated that inherit but the fall

Of the laft Monarchy) fee that yoii come

Not to wooe honour, but to wed it, when

The bravcft queftion (hrinks : findc what you feck,

That fame may cry you loud : I fay farewell.

L.G. Health at your bidding ferveyourMajefty.

King. Thofe girls of Italy, take heed of them,

They fay our French, lack langua« to deny

If they demand : beware of being Captives

Before you ferve.

Bo. Our hearts receive your warnings.

King. Farewell, come hither tome. ("*•

1

.

Lo. (7. Oh my fweet Lord that you will ftay behind

Par. 'Tis not his fault, the fpark.

2 . Lo. E, Oh 'tis brave warrs.

Par. Moft admirable, I have feen thofe warrs.

Roftlt. I am commanded here, and kept a coylc with,

Too young, and the next year, and 'tis too early.

Par. And thy mindc (tand too'tboy,

Steale away bravely.

Roftl. I fliall flay here the forchoifc to 4 fmock,

Creeking my fliooes on the plain Mafonry,

Till honour be bought up, and no fword woine

But one to dance with : by heaven, I'le (lealeaway.

T. Lo. G. There's honour in the theft.

Par. Commit it Count.

z.Lo.E. lam your acceffary, and fo farewell.

Rof. I grow to you, and our paning is a tonur'd body.

x.Lo.G. Farewell Captain,

2. Lo. E. Sweet Monfieur ParoUes.

Tar. Noble fltrots ; my fword and yours arc kinne,

^ood fpatksand luftrous, a word good mettalls. You

diall findc in the Regiment of Sfimii one Captain Sfu-

rio his Cicatrice, with an Emblem of war here on his fini-

fter cheek ; it was this very fword entrcnch'd it : fay to

him I live, and obferve his reports of me.

L. G. We riiall noble Captain.

Par. Mars doat on you for his novicc$,whac will ye do?

Rof. Stay : the King.

Par. Ufe a more fpacious ceremony to the Noble

Lords, you have reftrain'd your felf within theLitt of too

cold an adieu : be more rxpreffive to them ; for they wear

themfclves in the cap of the time,there do muftcr true gate;

eat, fpcak , and more under the influence of the moft

receiv'ij (tarre , and though the devill lead the measure

,

fuch arc to be followed : after them , and take a moiedi-

latcd farewell.

Ro{f. And I will do fo.

Par. Worthy fellows, and like to prove moftfincwie

fword-men. Exeunt.

Enter Laftw.

L. Laf. Pardon my Lord for me and for my tidings.

King. J'le fee thee to Hand up. (pardon,

L.Laf. Then here's a man Hands that hath brought his

I would you had kncel'd my Lord to ask mc mercy,

And that at my bidding you could fo ftand up.

King I would 1 had, fo I had broke thy pate

And aik't thee mercy for't.

Laf. Goodfaith a-crof$, but my good Lord 'tij thia,

Will you be cur'd of your infiiinity ?

King. No.

Laf] O will you eat no grapes my royall fox ?

Yes but you will, my noblegrapcs, and if

My royall fox could reach them : i have feen a medicine

That's able to breath life into a ftone.

Quicken a rock, and make you dance Canary

With fprightly fire and motion, whofcfimple couch

Is powerful! to araife King Pippeit, nay
To give great Charlema'tn a pen in's hand
And write to hei a love-line.

Kin. What her is this ?

L<^. Whydoftorfhe: my Lord, there's one artiv'd,

If you will fee her : now by my faith and honour,

If fcrioufly I may convoy my thoughts

In this my light deliverance, I have fpoke

With one, that in her fex, her years, profcflTlon,

Wifdomeand conflancy, hath amaz'd me more

Then I dare blame my wcakncfs : will you fee her ?

For that is her demand, and know her bufinefs ?

That done, laugh well at me.

Kin. Now good Lafew.
Bring in the admiration, that we withtliec

May fpend our wonder too, or take of thine

By wondringhow thou took'k it.

Laf. Nay, rie fit you.

And not be all day neither.

Kin. Thus he his fpeciall nothing ever prologues.

Li^. Nay, come your wayes.

Enter HtUtn.

Kin. This hafte hath wings indeed,

Laf. Nay, come your wayes.

This is his Majefty, fay your minde to him,

A traitor you dolooke Iikc, but fuch traitors

His Majefty fcldome fears, I am Crtjftds Uncle,

That dare leave two together, fare you well. £xh,
Kin. Now fairone, do's your bufinefs follow us ?

Hel. I my good Lord.

Gerard it Narhon was my father.

In what he did profefs, well found.

King. I knew him.

Hel. The rather will I fparc my praifes towards bimi
Knowing him is enough : on's bed ofdeath.

Many receits he gave me, namely one.

Which as thcdeareft iffue of his pradife

And of his old experience, th'onely darling.

He bad me ftoreup, as a triple eye.

Safer then mine own two : moir dear I have fo,

And hearing your high Majd^y istouch'd

With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour

Of my dear fathers gift, ftands chief i n power

;

I come to tender it, and my appliance.

With all bound humblenefs.

King, We thank you maiden,

But may not be fo credulous of cure,

When our moft learned Do<ilors leave us, and
The Congregated Colledge have concluded.

That labouring art can never ranfome nature

From heriinaydibleeftate: I fay memuft not

So ftain our judgement, or corrupt our hope.

To proftitutc our paft-cure maladie

To empericks, or to diflcver fo

Our great felf and our credit, to eftcem

A fencelefs help, when help paft fence we deem.

Hel My
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Hf/t. My duty then fhall pay me for my pms:
I will no more enforce my office on you,

Humbly inticating from your royall thoughts,

A mcdelt one to bear mc back again.

Ki». 1 cannot give thee Icffe to be CalI'd gratefull :

Thou thought'ft to help me, and fuch thanks I give,

As one near death to thofe that wi(h him live :

But what at full 1 know, thou know'ft no part,

I knowing all my pcrill, thou no Art.

IJell. What I can doe, can doc no hurt to try

,

Since you fet up your reft 'gainlt remedy ••

He that ofgreatelt works is finither,

Oft docs them by the weakelt niinifter

:

So holy Writ, in babes, hath judgement ("hown,

When Jiidgesliave been babes, great floods have flown

From fimplc fources : and great Seas have dried.

When Miracles have by the great'ft been denied.

Oft expedlation failes, and moft 6ft there

Where moft it promifcs : and oft it hits

,

Where hopeiscoIdefl,and defpair moft Shifts.

Kin. I mud not hear thee, fare thee well kind maid,

Thy pains not us'd,muft by thy felf bcpaid,

Proftersnot took, reap thanks for their reward.

Htll. Infpircd Merit fo by breath is bard :

It is not fo with him that all things knowes

As 'tis with us, that fquare our guefle by fhowcs :

But moft it is prcfumption in us, when

The help of heaven we count the a6\ofmen.

Dear fir, to my endeavours give confcnt

,

Of heaven, not me, make an cxpciimcnt.

I am notanlmpoftor, that proclaim

My felf againft the levill of mine aime.

But know, I think, and think 1 know moft fure,

My art is not paft power, noryou paft cure.

King. Art thou fo confident .' Within what fpacc

Hop'ft thou my cure?

Hel. The greatclt grace lending grace

,

Ere twice the horfes of the fun ftiall bruig

Their fiery torcher his diurnall ring.

Ere. twice in murke and occidental! damp J

Moift He/pcrus hath quench'd herfleepy Lamp :

Or four and twenty times the Pilots glaffe

Hath told the thicvifli mmutes, how they pafle

:

What is infirm, from your found pares ftiall flie,

Health fliall live free, and ficknefle freely die.

Kin^. Upon thy certainty and confidence,

What dar'ft thou venture ?

Hel. Taxe of impudence,

A ftiumpets boldneffcja divulged ftiame

Traduc'd by odious ballads : my maidens name

Seard otherwifc,no wotfc of worft extended

With vileft torture, let my life be ended.

Kin. Me thinks in thee fome blelfed fpirit doth fpeak

Hispowerfull fijtJnd, wherein an ofganvveak :

And what impoflibility would flay

In comtnon fenfe, fence faves another way

:

Xby life is dear,for all that life can rate

Worth narae of life, in thee hath eftimatc :

Voutb,beauty, wifedome, courage, all

That happineflfe and prime, can happy call

:

Thou this to hazard, needs mutt intimate

Skill infinite, or monftrous defperate :

Sweet praftifer, Thy Phyfick I will try

,

That rainifters-thine own death if I die.

Hel, If I break time,or flmchin property

Of what Ifpoke, unpiitied let me die.

And well delerv'd : not helpirtg, death's my fee,

But if I help, what doeyoupromife me.

Kin. Make thy demand.

Hel. But will you make it even ?

Kin. I by my Scepter, and my hopes of help.

Hel. Then malt thou give me with thy kingly hand.

What husband in thy power I wHl command :

Exempted be from me the arrogance

To choofe from forth the royall blood of France,

My low and humble name to propgate

With any branch or image of thy ftate

:

But fuch a one thy vaflall, whomi know
Is free for me to aske, thee to beftow.

Kin. Here is iny hand, the prcmifes obferv'd.

Thy will by my performance (hall be ferv'd

:

So make the choyce of thine own time, for i

Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee ftill relic :

More ftiould I queftion thee, and more I muft,

Tho^igh more to know, could not be more to truft r

From whence thou cam'ft, how tended on, bw reft

Unqueftion'd welcome, and undoubted bleft.

Give me fome help here boa, if thou proceed ,

As high as word, my deed fliall match thy deed.

Exemit,

Enter Counteffe^ and Clown.

Lady. Come on,fir, I fliall now put you to the height

of your breeding.

ChwM. I will fliew my felf highly fed, and lowly

uught, I know my bufincffe is but to the Court,

Lady. To the Court, why what place make you fpcci

all, when you put off that with fuch contempt, but to the

Court ?

C/fl.Truly, Madam, if God have leht a man any man-
ners, he may eafiiy put it off at Court : he that cannot

make a leggc, put off's cap , kiffe his hand, and fay no-

thing, has neither lcgge,hands, lip, nor cap ; and indeed

fuch a fellow, to fay precifely, were not for the Court,

but for me, I have an anfwcr will ferve all men.

Lady. Marty that's a bountiful! anfwer that fits all

qucftions.

Clo, It is like a Barbers Chair, that fits all luttodcs,

the pln-bnttock, the quatch-buttock, the biawn-buttock,

or any buttock.

Lady. Will your anfwer ferve fit to all queftions ?

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an Atcumev,

as your French Crown for your Taftaty Punk, as77w
Rufli for Tomt% fore-finger, as a Pancake for Shroiit-

tuefday,a Morris for May day, as the naile to his hole,

the Cuckold to his Horn, as a fcolding Quean to a rang-

ling Knave, as the Nuns lip to the Friar's mouth, nay, as

the Pudding to his skin.

Lady. Have you, I fay,an anfwer of fuch fitncflc for

all queftions ?

Clo. From^below your Duke, to beneath yoitf Con-
ftablr, it will fit any queftion.

Lady. It muft be an anfwer of moft monftrous foe,

thatmuft fit all demands,

.Clo. But a trifle neither in good faith, if the learned

fliould fpcaft truth of it : here it is, and all that bckiAgs

to't, Aske me if I am a Courtier,it fliall diot you no hairo

to learn.

' Lady. To be young again if we could : I will be a

fool in queftion , hoping to be the wifert^ your an-

fwer.

Laij.
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1 pray you fir, arc you a Courtier >

Clo. O Lord fir there's a fimplc putting off : morc,morc,

a hundred of them.

Ln. Sir I am a poor friend of yoursj that loves you,

CU. O Lord fir, thick, thick, fpare not mc.

La. I think fir ,
you can cac none of this homely

meat,

Clo. O Lord fit ; nay put mc too'c,I warrant you

La. You were lately whipt,fir, as I think.

Clo. O Lord, fir, fpare not mc.

La. Doyoucry,OLoid fir, at your whipping , and

fpare not mc ? Indeed your, O Lord fir, is very fequent

to your whipping : you would anfwcr very well to a vvhip*

pink if you were but bound too't.

Clo. I ne're had worfc luck in my life in my , O Lord

fir : I ice things may fcrvc long, but not fcrvc ever.

La. I play the noble hufwifc with the time , to enter-

tain it fo merrily with a foole.

Clo. O Lord fir, why thcre't fervcs well agen.

La. And end ; fir to your bufincffe : give HciUn this,

And urge her to a prefent anfwcr back.

Commend mc to my kinfmen, and my fon,

This is not much.

Clo. Not much commendation to them.

La. Not much imploymcnt foryou, youunderfland

me.

Clo, Moft fruitfully , I am there, before my legs.

La. Haft you agen. Exiftnr.

E>>ter County Ldfew^ 4»d Parotttf,

01. Laf, They fay miracles arc pa ft, and wc have our

Philofophitall pcrfon, to make modcrne and familiar

tilings fupcrnaturall and caufekfTc. Hence is It, that we
make trifles of terrouis, cnfconfing our felves into feem-

ing knowledge , when we ftiaild fubinit our felves to an

unknown fear.

Par. Why 'tis the rareft argument of wonder, that

hath fhot out in our latter times.

Rof. And fo 'tis.

Ol. Laf. To be rclinquifli'd of the Artifts.

Par. So I fay both of Galen and Paracelfut^

01. La(. Of all the learned and authentick fellows.

P.ir. Right, fo I fay. t

01. Laf, That gave him out incureablc.

Par. Why there 'tis, fo fay I too.

Ol. Laf. Not to be help'd.

Tar. Right, as 'twere a man affur'd of a

01. Laf. Uncertain life, and furc death.

Par. Juft you fay well: fo would Ihave faid.

Ol.Laf. I may truly fay , it isa novelty to the world.

Par. It is indeed if you will have it iri the {hewing,

you fhail read it in what do ye call there.

01. Laf. A fhewing of a heavenly cffeft in an earthly

Aftor.

Par. That's it, I would have faid, the very fame.

Ol.Laf. Why your Dolphin is not lufticr : for me 1

fpcak in refpcifl —
Tar. Nay 'tis ftrange,- 'tis very ftrange, that is the

brief and the tedious of it,and he's of a moft facincriouS

fpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the—

—

Ol.Laf. Very hand of heaven.

Par. I, fo I fay.

01. Laf. In a moft weak
Par. And debile miniftcr great power % great trin-

fccndence , which ftiould indeed give us a further ufc to

be made, then oiiely the recov'ry of the Kin^, as to be-...

Ol.Laf, Generally thankful!,

t.Httr King., tJelen^ and atfetidants.

Tar, I would have faid it, you faid well : hcrecomes,

the King.

Ol.Laf, Luftick, as the Dutchman fayes : Tie like

a maid the better while I have a tooth in my head : why
he's able to lead her to a Carranto.

Par. Mor du vinager^ is not this Hflen }

Ol.Laf. Fore God 1 thmk fo,

Kifig. Go call before mc all the Lords in Court,
Sit, my prefervcr, by thy patients fide.

And with this hcaltnfull hand whofe tanlfli'd fence

Thou haft repeal'd, a fccond time receive

The confiimation of my promis'd gift,

Which but attends thy naming.

Enter three or foHY Lords.

Fair Maid, fend forth thine eye, this youthfull parcell

Of Noble Batchellors,ftand at my bcttowing,

Ore whom both Sovcraigne power, and fathers voice

1 have to ufc ; tliy frank eledion make.
Thou haft power to choofe, and they nonctoforlake.

< Hel. To each of you, one fair and vertuous Miftrtt

;

Fall when love plcafc : marry to each, but one.

Ol.Laf, I'de give bay curtail, and his furniture.

My mouth no more were broken then thefc boyes,

And writ as little beard.

King. Pcrufc them well

:

Not one of thofe, but had a Noble father.

Shi addrcffes her to a Lord.

Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath through me, reftor'd

the King to health.

yill. We undcrftand it, and thank heaven for you.

Hel. I am a firnple Maid, and therein wealthiefti

That I proteft ; I fimply am a maid

:

Pleefe it your Majcfty, I liavc done already

:

The bluflies in my cheeks thusvvhifpcr mc.

Kin. We blufti that thou ftiouldft choofe,but be rcfufed;

Let not white death fit on thy cheeks for ever.

We'll ne're come there again.

Make choice and fee.

Who (huns thy love, fhuns all his love in me.

Hel. Now Dlan from thy Altar do I fly,

And to impartiall J«/f,that God moft high

Do my fighes ftreani : Sir, will you hear my fuit ?

I . Lo. And grant it.

Hel. Thanks fir, all the reft is mute.

01. Laf. I had rather be in this choice, then throw
A deauf-accfor my life.

Hel. The honour fir, that flames in your fair eyes.

Before I fpcak too thrcatningly rcplycs

:

Love make your fortunes, twenty times above

Her that fo wift^es, and her humble love.

z.Lo. No better if you pleafc.

Hel. My wifh receive.

Which great Jove grant, and fo I take my leave

Ol.Laf. Do all they deny her ? And tlicy were Tons

of mine, I'de have them whip'd, or I would fend them
to'th Turk to make Eunuches of.

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand ihould take,

I'lc never do you wrong for your own fake

:

Blcffinc; upon your vowes,and in your bed

Finde fairer fortune, if you ere wod.

01. Laf. Thcfe boyes arc boyes of Ice , thcy'le nonnonei

havel
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hiue her: lure they arcbaliaidsto the EnghnijiheFicnch

ne'rc got cm

He/. You are too young, too bappy, and too good

To make your (on out of my bloud.

4. Lord. Fair one, I think not fo,

01. Lord. There's one grape yet, I am fare my father

drunk wine. But if thou be'ft not an affe , I am a youth

of fourteen : I have known thee already.

'. Hel. 1 dare not (ay I take, but I give

Me and my fervicc, ever whil'ft I live

Into your guiding power : This is the man.
^

King. Why then young SrrfMOT take her, fhesthy

Ber. My wife my Liege ? I Hiall befecch your highiiefs,

In Uich a buhncfle, give me leave co ufe

The help of mine own eyes.

Kin. Know'ft thou not, Bertram, what (he hat'i done

for inc ?

Bet. Yds my "ood Lord,but never hope to know why

1 fliould marry her.

King. Thou know'ft file has rais'd mefiom my hck-

ly bed.

Ber. But follows it my Lord, to bring me down

Muftanfwer for your laihng? I know her well :

She had her breeding at my fathers charge :

A poor Phyficians daughter my wife ? Difdain

Ratiicr corrupt me ever.

J^/»f .'Tisonely Title thou difdainft in her, die which

I can build up : ftrange is it that our blouds

Of colour, weight, and heat
,

pout'd all togct!>er.

Would quite confound diftin(ftion : yet ftands off

In differences of mightic If fiic be

Allthatisvirtuous( fave what thou diflik'ft
)

A poor Phyfician s daughter, thou didik'U

Of Vittuc for the name : but do not ft

:

Froinloweft place, whence virtuous things proceed,

The place is dignified by th' doei's deed.

Where great addition fwells , and virtue none,

It is a dropfied honour , Ciood alone,

Is good without a name? Vilcncfsis fo :

The property by what it is, lliould go.

Not by the title. She is young, wife, fair,

In thefc , to Natuse flic's immediate heir :

And thcfe breed honour : that is honours fcom,

Which challenges it felf as honours born.

And IS not like the fne : Honours bcft thrive,

When rather from our a£^s we them derive

Then our forc-soers : the mcer word's a Have

Dcbofli'd on every tombe, on every grave :

A lying TropViec, and as oft is dumb.

Where duft, and damn'd oblivion is the Tomb.

Of honour'd bones indeed, what fhould be faid ?

It thou cand like this creatarc,as a maid,

lean create the reft rVevtue, and fhc

Is her own dowrc : Honour and wealth, from mc.

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ftriveto doo'c.

King. Thou wrong'd thy felf, if thou (liould'ftftri veto

choofc.

Hel. Tliat you arc well reftoi'd my Lord , I'mc glad :

Let the reft go.

King. My Honor's at the ftake, which to defeat

I muft produce my power. Here, take her hand,

Proud fcornfuli boy, unworthy this good gift.

That doft in vile mifprifion (hackle up

My love, and her dcfert: that can'ft not dream,

We poizing us in her defcdlive fcaie.

Shall weigh thee to tne beam: That wilt not know.

It IS in Us to plant thine Honour, where

We picafe to have it grow. Check thy contempt

:

Obey Our will, which tra veils in thy good

:

Believe not thy difdain, but prefcntly

Do thine own fortunes that obedient right

Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims.

Or I will throw thee from my cares for ever

into the ftaggers and carelcflc lapfe

Of youth and ignorance : both my revenge and hate

Loofing upon thee, in the name of jufticc.

Without all teriTisof pitty. Speak thine a nfwer.

Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord': for I fubmit

My fancic to your eyes, when I confider

What great creation, and what dole of honour

Flies where you bid it : I finde that ftie which late

Was in my nobler thoughts, moft bafe : is now
The praifed of the King, who fo ennobled,

Is as 'twere born fo.

King. Take her by the hand.

And tell her fhe is thine : co whom I promifc

A counterpoize: If not in thy eftate,

A ballance more repleat.

Ber. I take her hand.

Kin. Good fortune, and the favour of the King
Smile upon the contrail: whofe Ceremony
Shall fcem expedient on the now born brief,

And be perform'dto night : thefolemne Feaft

Shall more attend upon the coming fpace,

Expelling abfent friends. As thou loy'ft her.

Thy lov's to mc Religious : clfe, do's erre. Exexnt.

ParcHej and Lafevo(iaj behind, comment',

tngof thii wedding.

Laf. Doe you hear Monfieur ? a word with you.

Par. Your pleafure fir.

L.f. Your Lord and Maftet did well to make his re-

cantation.

Par. Recantation ? my Lord ? my Mafter ?

Luf. I, is it not a Language I I'peak ?

Par. A moft harfh one, and not to be underftood

without bloody fucceeding. My Mafter.'

Laf. Arc you companion to the Count KoJjfillioK ?

Tar. To any Count, to all Counts : to what is man.

Laf. To what is Counts man : Counts mafter is of

another ftile.

Par. You are coo old fir : Lee it fatisfie you, you are

too old.

Laf. I muft teJl thee firrah, I vvrite Man : to which
title age cannot bring thee.

Par. What I dare too well doe, I dare not doc.

Laf. I did think thee for two ordinaries to be a pretty

wife fellow. If thou didftmakctollcrablc vent of thy tra-

vel , it might paffe : yet the fcarfes and the banners a-

bout thee, did manifoldly diffwadc me from believing

thee a veffell of too great a burthen. I have now found

thcc, when I lofc thee again , I care not : yet arttnou

good for nothing but caking up, and that thou'ic fcarcc

worth.

Par. Hadft thou not the priviledgc of Antiquity upon

thee.

Laf. Doe not plunge thy felf too far in anger, kali

thou haften thy triall : which is, Lord have mercy on

thee for a hen ;foniygood window nf Lattice, fare thee

well, thy cafemcnt I need not open, I look through thee.

Give me thy hand.

Par. My Lord, you gitc me moft egregious indignity.

Laf.
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Laf. 1, withail my heart, and thou ait wouhy of it.

Par. I have not my Lord defeivd it.

Laf. Yes, good faith, cvVy dram of itj and I will not

bate thee a fcruple.

Par. WcJl,Illialibewifcr.

Z.<af. Ev'ft as foon as thoii can'ft, for thou haft to pull

at a fmack a'th contrary. If ever thou bee ft bound in

thy skarfe and beaten , thou ftialt finde what it is to be

proud of thy bondage, I have a defire to hold my acquain-

tance with thee, or rather my knowledge, that 1 may fay

in the default, he is a man I know.

Par. My Lord you do me moft infupportable vcxa-

tion.

Laf. I wouJd it were hell pains forihy fake, and my
poor doing eternall: for doing 1 am paft, as I will by

thee, in what motion age will give me leave. Exit.

Par. Well, thou liaft a fon fhall take this difgrace off

me ; fcurvy , old , filthy , fcurvy Lord : Well , I muft

be patient , there is no fettering of authority. I'lc beat

him (by my life) if I can meet him with any conveni-

cnce^ and he were double and double a Loro. lie have

no more pitty of his age then I would have of—~—I'lc

beat him, and if I could but meet him agen.

Enter Laftw.

Laf. StrrSj your Lord and Mafter's married, there's

ncwcsforyou : you have a newMiftris,

Par. I rnoft unfaincdly befeech your Lordftiip to make

fome refcrvation of your wrongs. He is my good Lord,

whom I ferve above is my Mafter^

Z«/„ Who? God.
Par. I fir.

Laf. The deviH it is , that's thy mafter. Why dooeft

Ithou garter up thy armcsa this faOiion ? Doftmakehofe
of thy flecves? Do other fervants fo? Thou were beft fet

thy lower part where thy nofe ftands. By mine Honour,
iff were but two houres younger , I'de beat thee : mc-
think'ft thou art a gcnerall ofFmcc,and every man ftiould

heat thee : I think thou waft created for men to brcaih

themfelves upon thee.

Par. This is hard and iindcfcrvcd meafure my Lord,

L<*f. Go to fir, you were beaten in Italyior picking a

kerncll out of a Pomgranat
,
you are a vagabond, and no

true traveller : you are more fawcie with Lords and ho-

norablc perfonagcs , tlicn the coinmiffion of your birth

and vertue gives you Heraldry. You arc not worth ano*

thcr word, clfe I'de call you knave. I leave you. Exit.

Enter QouHt Tt^JfiUlon.

Par. Good, very good, it is fo then : good, very good

,

let It be conceard a while.

%2f' Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever.

Par, What's the matter fweet-beart ?

Rof. Although before the folemn Prieft I have fwom,
I will not bed her.

Par. What ? what fwcct heart ?

Rof. O my ParroUes, they have married me

:

I'le to the Titfcan vnrr^ind never bed her.

Par, France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits,

The tread of a mans foot : too'th wans.
Ref. There's letters from my mother : What th'import

<s, I knowfloc yet.

Par. I that would be known : too'th warn my boy,
too'ih warrs

:

,
He wears his honour in a box unfecn,

Thathuggs his kickfic vvickfic here at home
,

Spending his manly marrow in her armcs

Wiiich ftiould fufla in the bound and high curvet

Of cMarf's fiery ftced: to other Regions,

France is a ftable, wc that dwell in't Jades,

Therefore to th' warre;

Rof. J t ftiall be fo, Tie fend her to my houfe,

Acquaint my mother with rrry hate to her.

And wherefore I am fled : Write to the King
That which 1 duift not fpcak. His prefent gifc

Shall furnifh me to thofc Italian fields

Where noble fellows ftrike : War is no ftrife

To the dark houfe, and the detefted wife.

Par. Will this Caprichio hold in thee, art furc ?

Rof. Go with me to my chamber, and ad vife roe,

I'le fend her ftraight away : To morrow
I'le to the warrs, ftie to hev fingle forrow.

Par.Why thefe balls bound,thcrc's noifc in it. 'Tis hard
A young man married, is a man that's mar'd

:

Therefore away, and leave her bravely : go,

The King ha's done you wrong : but hufti 'tis fe. £xit.

Enter Helena and Clown,

Wet. My niother greets me kindly, isftie well?

Cto. She is not well, but yet ftie ha's her health , ftie's

very merry, but yet ftie is not well: but thanks be given

ftic's very well, and want's nothing i'th world; but jci

ftie is not well.

Hel. If ftic be very well, what do's flie ayle, that (he's

not very well ?

Ch. Truly ftie's very well indeed , but for two things.

Hel. What two things ?

Clo. One that ftie is not in heaven, whither God fend
her quickly : the other that ftie's in earth, from whence
God fend her quickly.

Enter ParoUes.

Par, Blcfs you my foi tunatc Ladle,
Hel, I hope fir I have your good will to have mine

own good fortune.

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on , and to

keep them on , have them ftill. O my knave , how do's

my old Lady f

Clo. So chat you had her wrinkles and I ha money,
I would ftic did as you fay.

Par. Why I fay nothing.

Cle. Marry you are the wifer man : for many a mam
tonpue ftiakes out his maflers undoing : to fay nothing

,

to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have noching, is

to be a great part of your title , which i$ within a very

little of nothing.

Par, Away, th'art a knave.

Ch. Youfliould have faid fir before a knave, th'art a

knave , that's before ih'ait a Vnave : this had been truth

fir.

Par. Go to , thou art a witty foolc , I have found

thee.

Ch. Did you finde mc in your felf iir, orv»creyou
taught to finde mc.

Clo. The fcarch fir was profitablc,and much Fool may
you finde in you, even to the worlds pleafure, and Uk co»

crcafe of laughter.

Par. A good knave ifai th, and well fed.

Madam, my Lord will goaway to night.



240 M's w// that ends i»eU.

A very knbus buhnelTe calls onjiim ;

The great prerogative and vice of love,

Which as your due time daimcs, he do's acknowledge,

Bu: puts it ofFby a compell'd reltrahic : .

Whofe want, and whofe delay , is ftrew'd with fweeB

Which they diftilLnow in the curbed tiaie,

To make tne coniiiung hour o'rcftow with joy,

'And pleafure drown the brim.

Hel. What's his will clfc?

7"»r. That you will take your innanr leave a'ch king,

And make this haft as your own good proceeding

Strcn^thned with what Apologic you think

May make i: probable need.

f/r/. Wharmot-e commands he ?

\
Pat. That having this obtain'd, you prefently

Attend his fuithci- pleafure.

Htl. li\ eveiy thing 1 wait upon his will.

P^r. I lliall report itfo. f^'': Par.

Hel. I pray you come, fiirah. Extt.

Epter Lafeiv and Bertram.

Ltf. But I hope your LoidlTiip thinks not him a

fouldier.

Ber. Yes my Lord, and of very valiant a,pproofc.

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance.

Ber, And by other warranted tcftimony,
*
Laf. Then my Diall goes not ti-ue, I took tbis Larke

for a bunting.

Ber. I doe afTure you my Lord, he is very great in

knowledge; and accordingly valiant.

Laf. I have then finn'd againft his experience, and

tranfgrert agninflhis valour,anamy (late that way is dan-

gerous, fmce I cannot find in my heart to repent : Here

he comes, I pray you make us friends, I will purfue the

amity.

Enter Parolles,

Par Thefe things dial! be done fir.

Laf. Pray you fir who's his Tailor ?

Par. Sir ?

Laf. O I know him well, I fir , he fit's a good work-
man, a very good Tailor.

Ber. Is fhe gone to the king ?

P ar. She is.

Ber. Will Ihc away to night >

Par. As you'l have her.

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my treafure, ,

Given order for our horfe, and to night

,

When I (liould take poffcflioa of the Bride,

And ere I do begin.

Laf, A good traveller is fomething at the latter end of

a dinner, but on that lies three thirds, and ufesa known
truth to pafTe a thoufand nothings with, (Kould be once

heard, and thrice beaten. God fave you Captain

.

Ber. Is there any unkindnefTc between my Lord and
you Monfieur ?

far. I know not how I have deferved to run into my
Lords difpkafure.

Laf. You have made ftiift to run inco'r, boots and

fpurres and all: like him tliat leaps into the Cu(tard,and

out of it you'll run again, rather then fuffer queftion for

your refidence.

Ber. It may be you have miftaken him my Lord.
Laf. And (liaJl doe fo ever, though I took him at's

prayers. Fare you well my Lord, and believe this of

me, there can be no kcrncll in this liglu Nut : the foul

of this man is his clonthes : Trtifl him not in matter of

heavy conftqueuce : I have kept of them canic,and know

their natures. Farewell Monfieur, I have fpokcn better

of you, then you have or willdcferve at my hands, but wc

muft doe good againft evill.

Par. An idle Lord, I fwcar.

Ber. I think fo.

Par. Why doe you not know him >

Bet. Yes, 1 doe know him well , and common fpcech

Gives him a worthy paffe. Here comes my clog.

Enter Helena.

Hel. I have fir as I was commanded fiom you

Spoke with the King, and have procur'd his leave

For prcfcnt patting, onely he dcfircs

Some private fpeech with you.

Ber. I fhall obey his will.

You muft not marvell Helen at my courfc ,

Which holds not colour with the time, nor does

The miniftration, and required oflice

On my particular. Prepar'd I was not

For fudi a bufineffe, therefore am I found

So much unfetled : This drives me to entreat you.

That prefently you take your way for home ,

And rather mufe then aske why I intreat you , ^

For my rcfperts are better then they fecm.

And my appointments have in them a need

Greater then (Ticwcs it felf at the firft view ,

To you chat know them not. This to my mother,

'Twrll be two dayc? ere I fhall fee you, fo

I leave you to your wifdomc.

Hel, Sir, I can nothing fay.

But that I am your moft obedient fcrvant,

Ber, Come, comr, no more of that.

Het, And ever rtiall

With true obfervance fcek to ccke out chat

Wherein toward me my homdy ftarrcs havefail'd

To equall my great fortune.

Ber. Let that go : my halle is very great. Farev%dl :

Hie home.

Hel, Pray fir your pardon.

Ber, Well, what would you fay >

Htl. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe,

Nor dare 1 fay 'tis mine : and yet it is,

But like a timorous thief, moft fain would fieal

What law do's vouch mine own.

Ber. What would you have?

Hel. Something, and fcaice fomuch : nothing indeed,

I would not tell you what I would my Lord : Faith yes

,

Strangers and foes doc funder, and notkifTe.

Ber. I pray you ftay not, but in hafte to horfe,

Hel. I fliall not break your bidding, good my Lord :

Where arc my other men ? Monfieur, farev\'en. E.vit.

Ber. Go thou toward home, where I will never come,

Whint I can (Tiake my fword, or hear the dtummc :

Away, and for our flight.

Par. Bravely, Coragio.

(iJBuf Tertius.

FloHrlfh. Enter the Dut^e of Florence., the tvo Ereneh^

men, with a troop ofSoulJiers.

Diikj. So that from point to point,nowhave you heard

The
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The fimdamcncaU rcafons of this wane,

jwhofe great decifion hath much blood let forth.

And more chirfts after.

I . Lord. Holy fccms the quarrcU

Upon your Graces pan : black and fearful!

On the oppofer.

Duk, Therefore we marvell much our Coufin Fiance

Would in fo juft a bufincflc, rtiut hisbofome

Againftourborrov/ing prayers,

French E, Good my Lord,

The reafons of our (fate I cannot yield,

But like a common and an outward man*

That the great figure of a Council frames.

By felf unable motion, therefore dare not

^ay what I think of it, fince I ha.ve found

My felf in my incertain grounds to fail

As often as I gueft.

Dh. Be it his pleafure.

tre. G. But I am furc the younger of our nature,

That furfet on their eafe, will day by day

Come here for Phyfick.

Du. Welcome fhall they be :

And all the honouis that can flyc from us,

Shall on them fettle: you know your places well.

When better fall, for your availcs they fell.

To morrow to the field.

Enur CotsHtcfe and Clotta.

Cauttt, It hath happen'd, as 1 would have had it, fave

that he comes not along wich her.

do. By mv troth I take my young Lord to be a very

melancholly man.
Ceu. By what obfervance I pray you ?

Clo. Why he will look upon his boot, and (ing : mend

the Ruffe, and fing : askc cjiieftions, and fing : pick hi-

teeth, and fing : I know a man that had this trick ofme
lancholly fold a goodly Mannot for a long.

Lad. Let roe fee what he writes, and when he meanes

to Come.

do. I have no mind to Iiielt fince I was at Court.

Our old Ling, and our Ijtcls a'th Countrey, arc nothing

like your old Ling and your Isieli&'ih Court: the brainj

of my Cupid's knock'd out, and I begin to love, as an old

man loves money, with noftomack.

Lad. What have we htrc ?

C/o. In that you have there. Exit.

A Lttttr.

I havefentjoM a daHghtcr-in-Lotti '.(he hath rtcne-

red the K'wgy and uMdaKe me : / have wedded her., Not

bedded her., andfworn to make the Not eternall. You

(hall hear Tarn run away ; k."ow it before the report come.

If there be breadth enough in.-tiie vforldy I mil hold o

longdistance. Mj duty toyitt.

Tour ttnfertunate Scti^

Berttani.

This is not well (fafli and unbridled boy,)

To flye the favours of fo good a King,

To pluck his indignation on thy head.

By the mifprifingof a Maid too virtuous

For the contempt of Empire.

Enter Clovm,
C/o. OMadam,yonder is heavy newes within between

twofouldiers, and my young Lady,
La. What is the matter ?

C/o. Nay there is fome comfort in Ae ncwes, fome
comfort, your fon will not be kill'd fofoon as! thought
he would.
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La. Why fliould he be kill'd ?

C/o. So fay I, Madam, if he run a way ; as I hear he
does ; the danger is in {landing to'f; that'* the lolTp of
men, though it be the getting of children. Here they

come will tell you more. For my part, 1 onely hear your
fon was run away.

Enter Hellen an^two gentlemen.

French E. Save you, good Madam.
Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for evcrgone.

French G, Doe not fay fo.

La. Think upon patience; pray you Gentlemen,
I have felt fo many quiiks of joy and grief,

That the firft face of neither on thefUrt

Can woman me unto't. Where is my fon, I pray you ?

frtn. G. Madam, he's gone tofcrve the Duke ot F/o.

rence.

We met him diitherward, for thence vwe came :

And after fome difpatch in hand at Court

,

Thither we bend again.

Het. Look on his Letter, Madatn, here's my Pafport.

when thou canfi fet the Ring upon my finger^ which ne-

ver fhallcome of andfhtwme a ch<ld blgotten »f thy
body, that I am father to, then call me husband :lut

i«,fHchaiTtKn\l »>//« 4 [Ncvci.]

This is a dreadfull fentence.

La. Brought you th s Letter, Gentlemen ?

I.e. I, Madam, and for the Contents fake are forry

forourpaincs.

Old. La. I prethec. Lady, have a better cheer.
If thou engroflcft, all the griefs are thine.

Thou robb'ft me of a moity : He was my fon

,

But I doe wafli his name out of my blood

,

And thou art all my chiUIe. Towards Florence iihe ?

tren. G. I, Madam.
La. And to be a foldier I

fren. G. Such is hb noble purpofc, and bcliev't

The Duke will lay upon him all the honour
That good convenience daimts.

t<i. Return you thither f

fren. E. I, Madam, with the fwifteft wing of fpced.

Hel. Till I have no »//<", / have nothing in France
,

'Tis better.

/ 4. Findc you that there ?

Hel. I, Madam.
Ft en. E. 'Tis but the boldneffe of his band happily,

which his heart was noiconfenting to.

La. Nothing in France untill he have no wife ;

There's nothing here that is too good for him
Biic onely fhe,and fhe defervesa Lord

That twenty fuch rude boyes might tend upon.

And call her hourely MiftrelTe. Who was with him ?

Fren. E. A fervant onely, and a Gentleman : which I

have fome times known.
La. Parollesy was it not ?

Fren^ E. I, my good Lady, he.

La. A very tainted fellow, and fiill of wickedncflc.

My Son corrupts a well derived nature

With his inducement.

Fren. E. Indeed, good Lady, the fellow has a deal of

that, too muchj which holds him much to have.

La. Y'are welcome. Gentlemen, I will entreat yoo

when you fee my fon, to tell him that his fword can ne-

ver winnc the lionour that he looles : n»ore lie entreat

X you
li
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you writcen co bear along.

Trea. G. We fcrve you, Madam, in that, and all your

worthicft affaires.

La. Not fo, but as we change our courteficSj

Will you draw near ? exit.

HiL Tun have no wrfif, / htme nothing in Frante.

Nothing in Fr<«««umiU he has no wife :

Thou flialt have none Hoffilllon, none in Francff

Then haft thou all again : poor Lord, is't I

That chafe thee from ihy Countrcy,and expofc

Thofe tender limbcs of thine, to the cvciit

Of the none fparingwarre ? And is it I,

That drive thee from the fportive Court, where thou

Was't niot at with fair eyes, to be the marke

Of fmoaky Muskets? O you leaden meflengeis.

That ride upon the violent fpecd of fircj

Fly with falfe aime,move the ftill-piercing aire

That flings with piercing, doe not touch my Lord :

Who ever (hoots at him, I fee him there.

Who ever charges on his forward brcft ,

T am thcCaitifFe that doe hold him to ir,

And though I kill him not, I am the caufe

His death was foaffecftcd. Better 'twere

1 met the ravine Lyon when he roar'd

With fharpc conftraint of hunger : better 'twere,

That all the miferics which nature owes

Were mine at once. No, come thou home, 'RoJfiUltn ,

Whence honour but ofdanger winnes a fcarrc,

As oft it loofes all. I will be gone;

My being here it is, that holds thee hence.

Shall I ftay here todo'c ? No, no, although

The aire of Paradife did fan the houfc,

And Angels offic'd all :T will be gone.

That pitcifuU rumour may report my flight

To confolate thine ear. Come night, end day

,

For with the darke (poor thief) I'lc fteal away. Exit.

thurifh. Enter the Dukj of Florence^RoJJtllloUy

Drnrnme and Trump etSy SeUlerSy^arolles.

Dnkj. The Generall of our Horfe thou art, and.we

G reat in our hope, lay our befl love and credence

Upon thy promifing fortune.

Rojf. Sir, it is

A charge too heavy for my ftrength, but

Wc'l ft five to bear it for your worthy fake

,

To th'cxtreme edge of hazard.

Du. Then go thou forth,

And fortune pTay upon thy profperous helm

As thy aurpicious miftreffe.

Rojf. This very day.

Great A/rfrs, I put my felf into thy file,

Make me but like my thoughts, and I fliall prove

A lover of thy Drumme; hater of love. Exeunt cmftes.

Enter Countefe and Steward.

La. Alafs » and would you talce the letter of her •

Might you not 1(now {he would doe, as Ihe has doric.
By fending me a Letter. Readitagen.

Letter.

/ am S. Jaijues Pllgrim^thlther gone :

^mb'itiotu lone hatbfo Inme offended^
That hare foot plod I the coldground upea
fVitbfalntedvow myfaults to have amsndgi.

fyntfy writey that from the courfe of warrc ,

My dtareil LMafter^ your dearfon^ may hie ,

Ble^e hivt at tome in peace y whU'J^ Ifromfarrt ^

His name with z,ealous fervourfanRifie :

His takjn L:bours bid him me forgive :

I his defpightfuH Juno fent him forthy
From Cturtlyfriends, with camping foes to live

f

fVhere death and danger dogs the heels of worth.

He is toegood andfair for death, and me ,
fyfiom I my felfembracey to jet himfree.

Ah what fliarp flings are in her mildeft words f
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice fo much.
As letting her palTe fo : had I fpoke with her,

I could have well diverted her intents.

Which thus flie hath prevented.

Ste. Pardon me. Madam,
If I had given you thisat over-night,

She might have been o'retane :and yet (he writes

Purfuit would be but vain.

La. What Angel (hall

BlefTe this unwoi thy husband, he cannot thrive,

Unleffe her prayers,whom heaven delights to bear.

And bves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath
Of greatctt-Juftice. Write, write, Rynaldo^

To this unworthy husband of his wife.

Let every word weigh heavy ofher worth,

That he docs weigh too light : my greateft grief,

Though little he doe feel it, fet down ftiarply.

Difpatch the moft convenient mefTenger,

When haply he fhall hear that (he is gone,

He will return, and hope I may that (he

Hearing fo maich will fpced her foot again,

Led hither by pure love : which of them both

Isdeareft to me,I'haveno skill in fence

To make diftindtion : provide this MefTenger :

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak

,

Grief would have tearcs, and forrow bids me fpcak.

Exemt.

A Tucket afarre of.

Enter an old fvldow of Florence , her daughter^Viotenta

and Mariana, with other

CitiK,ent,

widow. Nay come.
For if they doeapproach the City,

We(hallIoo{eallthe(ight.

Hia. They fay, the French Count has done
Mofl honourable fervice.

fvid. It is reported

,

That he has taken their great'ft Commander,
And that with his own hand he flew

The Dukes brother : we have loft our labour

,

They are gone a contrary way : harke ,

You may know by their Trumpets,

Maria, Come let's return again.

And fuffice our felves with the report of it.

Well Bianayvkt heed of this French Earle,

The honour of a Maid is in her name ,

And no Legacy is fo rich

As honefty.

Wid. 1 have told my neighbour

How you have been foUicited by a Gentleman

His Companion.
Maria
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Maria, 1 know that knave, hang him, one Parrallety

3 filthy Officer he is in thofc fuggcfiions for the young

Earlc : beware of them Diana ; their promifes, entice-

ments, oathcs, tokens, and all the engines of Iuft,arc

no: the things they go under r many a maid hath been

fed need by them, & the mifcry is example, that fo terrible

(licwes in the wiack of maiden-hood, cannot for all that

diflwadc fucccrtion, but that they aie Ijmed with the

twigs that threatens them. I hope I need not to advlfc

you further, but I hope your own giace will keep you

where you arc, though there v;ere no fuithcr danger

known, but the inodcfty which is fo loft.

Dla. You diall not need to fear nic.

Corrupt the tender honour of a ?vlaid :

But (lie is arin'd for him, and keeps her guard

In honeftcit defence.

"Drtimme aniCoteurs.

Enter Count -RoJfiUlon^Parrolles^and the whole Armj.

Enter Helien.

ly'ii, I hope fo : look here comes a Pilgiim ; I know
(Le will lie at my houfe, thither they fend one another;

rie qucftion her. God favc you Pilgrim, whether arc you
bound ?

Htl. To S. Jatjnes le grand.

Where doe the Palmers lodge, I doc bcfccch you >

ffitl. Ac the S. Francis here bcfidc the Port.

Hel. Is this the way > yi march afarre,

Wid. I marry is't. Harke you, they come this way :

If you will tarry, holy Pilgrim

,

But till the troops come by,

I will condu<ft you where you (liall be lodg'd
,

fhc rather for I think I know your horteffc

Asampleasmyfelf?

Hel. Is it your felf?

wid. If you fhall pleafe fo Pilgrim.

Htl. I thank you, and will ftay upon your leifurc,

md. You came I think from France i

Hel. I did fo.

ifid. Here you (hall fee a Countrimin ofyouis

That his done worthy fcrvice.

Hel. His name I pray you ?

Dia. The Count %offiUion : know you fuch a one ?

11el. But by the care chat hearcs molt nobly of him.
His face I know not.

Dia. Whatfomcre he is,

He's bravely taken here. He ftolefrom France

As 'tis repotted : for the King had married him
Againft his liking. Think you it is fo?

Hel. I fureiy, mccr the truth, I know his Lady.

Dia. There is a Gentleman that ferves the Count,
Reports but courfcly of her.

Hel. What's his name ?

Dia. Monfieur ^arrolles.

Hel. Oh, I believe with him.

In argument of praife, or to the worth

Of the great Count himfclf, (he is too mean
To have her name repeated, all her defctving

Is a refervcd honefty, and that

I have not heard examind.
Dia. Alas poor Lady.

'Tis a hard bondage to become the wife

Ofa dctcfting Lord.

wid. I right good creature, whcrefoe're flic is,

Her heart weighs fadly : this youngmaid might doc her

A fhrewd turn tf (he pleas'd.

Hel. How doe you mean ?

May be, the amorons Count folicits htr

In the onlawfull purpofc.

Wid. He docs indeed.

And brokcs with all that can in fuch a fuit,

Ma. The gods forbid elfe.

wid. So, now they come :

That is Antomo the Dukes eldcft fon,

That Efcalw.
Hel. Which is the Frenchman ?

Dia. He,

That with the plume, 'tis a moft gallant fellow,

I would he lov'd his wife : if he were honc/tcr

He were much goodlier. Is*: not a handfomc Gentleman?
Hel. I like him well.

Dia.'Tii pitty he is nochoneft : yonds that fame knate
That leadcs him to thefe places .• were I his Lady,
I would poyfon that vile Kafcall.

Hel. Which is he?

Dia. That Jack-an.apes with fcarfcj. Why is he mc-
lanchoUy .?

Hel. Perchance he's hurt i'th battell.

P,^r. Loofe our drumr.ic > Well.

Mar. He's (hrcwdly vcxt at fomeching. Look he has

fpicd us.

ivli. Marry hang you.

tMar. And your curtcfie, for a ring-earner. Exit.
fVid. The troop is part : Come Pilgrim, I will brin<>

You, where you (hall hoft :Of injoyn'd penitents

There's four or five, to great S. Jaques bound,

Already at my lioufc.

hel. I humbly thank you :

PJeafe it this Matron, and this gentle Maid
To cat with us to night, the charge and thanking

Shall be for me, and to requite you further,

I will beltowl'omc precepts on this virgin,

Worthy the note.

Both. Wc'I take your offer kindly. Exettnt.

Enter Count RoJfiUlon and the Frenchmen^

asat firfi.

Cap. E. Nay good my Lord put him to*c : let him
have his way.

Cap.G. If your Lordlhip find him not aHilding,
hold me no more in your rcfpeft.

Cap. E. On my life, my Lord, a bubble.

Ber, Doe you tnink I am fo farre

Deceived in him ?

Cap. E, Believe it, my Lord , in mine own dircft

knowledge, without any malice, but to fpcak of him as

my Kinfman, he's a mod notable Coward , an infinite

and cndlcirc Lyar, an hourely promife-breaker, the own-
er of no one good quality, worthy your Loid(hips enter-

tainment.

Cap. G. It were fit you kncvf him, leaft repofing too

farre in his virtue which he hath not, he might at fome

great and trufty bufinclTe, in a main danger, fail you.

Bir. I would I knew in what particular adlion to try

him.

Cap. G. None better then to let him fetch off his

dtumme, which you hear him fo confiiJcncIy underuke

to doe.

Cap.EJ with a troop of Florentines will fuddenly f"''-

X_a P^iy
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Prize him ; fuch I will have ^^hom I am fure he knowes

"ot from the enemy: we will bindc and hood-wink

him fo, thac he fhall fuppofe no other but that he is car-

I'ied into the Lcager of the adverfaries, when we bring

him to our own tents : be but your LordOiip picfent at

his examination, if he doe notfor the piomife of hislife,

andin the higheflcompulfionof bafe fear,offerto betray

you, and deliver all the intelligence in his power againft

you, and that with the divine forfeit upon his foul upon

oath, never truft my judgement in any thing.

Cap. G. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch his

drumme, he fayes he has a ftratagem for't : when your

LordfViip fees the bottom of this fuccefle in'c, and to what

mettle this counterfeit lump of ours will be melted, if you

oivehim not J<»A« Dr«/»»»V entertainment, your incli-

ning cannot be removed. Here he comcl.

Enter ParolltS'

Cap. E. O, for rhe love of laughter, hinder not the ho-

nour of his defign, let him fetch off his drumme in any

hand.

Ber. How now Monfieur ? This drumme fticks forely

in your difpofition.

Cap. G. A pox on't, let it go, 'tis but a drumme.

Par. But a drumme ! Is't but a drumme ? A drumme fo

loft. There was excellent command , to charge in with

our horfe upon our own wings , and to rend our own

fouldiers.

Cap. G, That was not to be blam'd in the command

of the fervicc, it wasadifafter ofwarre, that Cctfarhm-

fclf could not have prevented, if he had been there to

command.
Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fucccffe :

fome dirtionour we had in the loffe of that drumme, but

it is not to be recovered.

• Tar. It might have been recovered.

Ber. It miglit, but it is not now.

Par, It is to be recovered, but that the merit of fer-

vice is feldome attributed to the true and exaft perfor-

mer, I would have that drumme or another , or hie ja,

cer.

Bet. Why, if you have ftomack to'c , Monfienr : if

you think your myftery in ftratagem can bring this in-

llrument ofhonour again into his native quarter, be mag-

nanimous in the enterprize and go on, I will grace the

attempt for a worthy exploit : if you fpeed well in it, the

Duke fhill both fpeak of it, and extend to you what fur-

ther becomes hisgreatnefle, even to the utmoft fyliable of

your worthineffe.

Par. By the hand of a fouldier, I will undertake it.

Ber. But you muft not now flumber in it.

Par. rie about it this evening , and I will prefently

pen down my dilemmaes, encourage my fdf in my cer-

tainty, put my felf into my mortall preparation : and by

midnight look to hear further from me.

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace you are gone

about it.

Par. Iknow not what the fucccffe will be, my Lord,

but the attempt I vow.

Ber. I know th'art valiant,

And to the pofltbility of thy fouldier-ihip.

Will fubfcribe for thee : Farewell. Exit.

P^r. I love no: many words.

Cap.E. No more then a fi(h loves water. Is not this

a ftrange fellow, my Lord, that fo confidently fccms to

undertake this bufinefTc, which he knowes is not to be
done, damnes himfelf to doc, and dares better be damn'd
then to do't.

Cap. G. You doe not know him, my Lord, as we doe
certain it is, that he will ftcal himfelf into a mans fa'
vour, and for a week efcape a grcac dealc of difcove-
ries, but when you find him out, you have him ever af-
ter.

Ber. Why doe you think he will make no deed at
all of this, that fo ferioufly he do's addreffe himfelf un-
to?

Cap. E. None in the world, but return with an in.

vention, and clap upon you two or three probable lies :

but we have almoft imboft him, you (hall fee his fall to
night ; for indeed he is not for your Lordfhips re.

fpea.
^

Cap„G. We'l make you fome fport with the Fox
ere we cafe him. He was firft fmoak'd by the old Lord
Lafew ; when his difguife and he is parted, tell me what
afprat you fliall find him, which you ihall fee this very
night.

Cap. E. I muft go look my twigs.

He ftiall be caught.

Ber. Your brother he /hall go along with me.
Cap. G. As't pieafe your LordftiipjI'le leave you.
Ber. Now will I lead you to the houfc, and ftisw you

The Laffe I fpoke of.

Cap. E. But you fay (he's honcft.

Ber. That's all the fault : I fpoke with her but once,
And found her wondrous cold, but I fent to her

By this fame Coxcombe that we have i'th* winde
Tokens and Letters, which flie did refend,

And this is all I have done : She's a fair creature.

Will you go fee her ?

Cap. E. With all my heart, my Lord. Exeunt.

Enter Helleit^ Aid fVidow.

Hel. If you mifdoubt me that I am not (he

,

I know not how I ftiall affure you further,

But I fhall loofe the grounds I work upon.

tvld. Though my eftate be fain, I was well born,

Nothing acquainted with thefe bufme/Tcs,

And would not put my reputation now
In any ftaining aft.

Hel. Nor would I wifh you.

Firft give me truft, the Count he is my husband,

And what to your fworn counfel I have fpoken,

Is fofrom word to word rand then you cannot

By the good aide that I of you ftiall borrow ,

Erre in beftowing it.

wid, I ftiould believe you.

For you have ftiew'd me that which well approves

Y'are great in fortune.

Hel, Take this purfe ofGold,

And let me buy your friendly help thus farre
,

Which I will over-pay, and pay again

When I have found it. The Count he wooes your

daughter,

Layes down his wanton fiege before her beauty

,

Refolves to carry her : let her in fine confent

As we'l direft her how 'tis beft to bear it :

Now this important blood will naught deny.

That ftie'l demand : a ring the County wearcs.

That downward hath fucceeded in his houfe

From fon to fon, fome four or five defcents,

Since I
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Since the fiift father wore it. This Ring he holds

In nioft rich choyce : yet in his idle fire

,

To buy his will, it would not fecm too dear^

How c're repented after.

md. Now I fee the bottom of your purpofc.

Het. You fee it lawfuJI then, it is no more

,

But that your daughter ere flie feems as wonne,

Dcfires this Ring ; appoints him an encounter
,

In fine, delivers me to fill the time,

Her felf mofi chaftly abfcnt : after this

To marry heri Tie adde three thoufand Crowns
To what ispaft already.

fVid, I have yielded

:

Inftrufl my daughter how flic fliall perfcver

,

That time and place with this deceit fo lawftjll

May prove coherent. Every night he comes

Wit!) Muficks of all forts, arvd fongs compos'd

To her unworthineffe : It nothing ttecds us

To chide him fromourcevcs,forhcpcrfi(is

As if his life Jay on't.

Hel. Why then to night

Let us aflay our plot, which if it fpced

,

Is wicked meaning in a lawful! deed ;

And lawfull meaning in a lawfullaft.

Where both not fin, and yet a finfull hd:.

But let's about it.

f^Bpcs Quarm,

Enter ont of the frenchmen^ wlthjive orfx other

fonldiers in amhujo.

1-. Lord S. He can ccmc no other way but by this

hedge corner : when you fally upon him, fpcak what ter-

rible Language you will though you underftand it not

your felves, no matter : for we muft not feem to under-

ftand him, urtleffc fomc one among us , whom wc muft

produce for an Interpreter,

I . Sol, Good Captain let mc be th* Intei-preter.

Lor. E. Art not acquainted with him .? knowes he not

thy voyce ?

I. Sol, No, fir, I warrant you.

La. E. But what linfie-woolfie haft thou to fpeak to

us again ?

1 . Sol, E'n fuch as you fpcak to me.

Lo.E, He muft think us fomc band of ftrangerSji'th

adverfaries entertainment. Now he hath a fmack of all

neighbouring Languages : therefore we muft every one

be a man of his own fancy , not to know what we fpeak

one to another ; fo wc feem to know, is to know ftraight

our purpofc : Chough's language, gabble enough , and
good enough. As for you Interpreter, you muft feem ve-

ry politick. But couch hoa, here becomes, to beguile

two houres in a ftcep, and then to return and fvv'car the

lies he forges.

Enter Varollcs.

T<tr. Ten a clock : Within thefe three houres 'twill

be time enough to go home. What ftiall I fay I have

done ? It muft be a very plaufive invention that carries

it. They begin to fmoak me, and difgraces have of late

knock'd too often at my door : I find my tongue is too

fool-hardy, but my heart hath the fear of L7yUrs before

it, and of his cteaiures, not daring the leports of my
' tongue.

Lo, E. This is the firft that e'rc tliine own tongue was
guilty of.

Par. Whac the devil ftiould move me to undertake

the recovery of this drummcj being not ignorant of the

impoffibility , and knowing I had no fuch purpofc ?I
muft give my felf fomc hurts, and fay I got them in ex-

ploit : yet flight ones will not carry it. They will (ay ,

came you off with fo little ? And great ones I dare not
give, wherefore what's the inftancc. Tongue, I muft put

you into a Buttcr-womans mouth , and buy niy felf ano-
ther of jS(»/<«.rti6/ Mules,' if you prattle mc into thefe pe-
rils.

Lo.E, Is jtpoffiblchc fhould know what he is, and
be that he is.

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would fetve

the turn, or the breaking ofmy Spanifli fword.

Lo. E. We cannot afford you fo.

Par, Or the baring ofmy beard, and to fay it was in

ftratagem.

Lo. E. 'Twould not doe.

Tar. Or to drown my cloathcs, and fay I was ftript.

Lo. S. Hardly ferve.

Par. Though I fyvorc I leapt from the window ofthe
Citadell.

Lo. £. How deep ?

Par. Thirty fadome.

Lo, E, Three great oathes would fcarce make that be

believed.

Pa. I would I had any druaimc ofthe enemies,! would
fwear I rccover'd it.

Lo. E. You ftiall hear one anon.

Par. A drummc now of the enemies.

Alarum within.

Lo, E. Throco movoufus,, cargOy cargo^ cargo.

All. Cargo^ '^^^g^t villiattdo par corbo^ cargo.

Par. O raufome, ranfomc.

Doc not hide mine eyes.
,

Jnter. Baskos throMuldo hsk.es.

Par. 1 know you are the Muilios Raiment

,

And I ftialt loofc my life for want of language.

If there be here German or Dane, low Dutch

,

Italian, or French, let him fpcak to me ,

Tie difcover that which fliall undoe the Florentine.

I»t. Boskpj vaitvado, I underftand thee,and an fpeak

thy tongue : Kerelyhomo fir, betake thee to thy faith, for

fcventecn ponyards are at thy bofome.

Par. Oh.
Jut. Oh pray, pray, pray,

Mancha revcttcha dulche.

Lo. E. Ofceorhidulchos voliverco.

lut. The Gencrall is content to fpare thee yet.

And hood-winkt as thou aiti will lead thee on

To gather from thee. Haply thou mayft infonn

Something to fave thy life.

Par, O let mc live.

And all the fecrcts of out camp Tie fliew.

Their force, their purpofcs : Nay, I'lc fpcak that,

Which you will wonder at.

Int. But wilt thou faithfully >

Par. If I doc not, damn me.

Iitt. Acordo littta.

Come on, thou art wanted fpace.
^

Extt,

A jhort AUrum within.

I
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L.E. Go tell the Count RojJillloK and my brother,

We have caught the Woodcock, and will keep him tnuf-

Till we doe hear fiom them. (f^''*

Sol. Captain I will.

L.E. h will betray us all unto our fclves,

Inform on that.

Sol. Sol will fir.

L, E, Tillthen I'le keep him davk and fafcly lockt.

Exit.

Ehter Bertram^ and the Mali called

Diana.

Bey. They told me that your name was To/tti^ell.

Dia. No my good Lord, Diana,

Ber. Titled Goddeflc

,

And worth it with addition : but faif foil!,

In your fine frame bath love no quality ?

If the qiiick fire ofyouth light not your minde

,

You are no Maiden but a monument

:

When you are dead you ftiall be fuch a one

As you arc now, for you are cold and ftem

:

And now you lliould be as your Mother was

When your fwee: felf was got.

Dia. She then was honeft.

Ber. Sp Ihould you be.

Dia. No.

My Mother did but duty, fuch (my Lord)

As you owe to your wife«

Ber, No more a'that

:

I prethee doc not ftrive againft my VoweS

:

\ was eompeird to her, but I love thee

By loves own fwect conrtraint, and will for ever

Doe thee all rights offervice.

Dia. I fo you fervc us

Till we fevve you : But when you have our Rofes,

You barely leave our Thorns to prick our felves.

And raock us with ourbarcncffc.

Ber. How have I fworn.

Dia. "Tis not the many oathes that make the truth,

But the plain finglc vow, that is vow'd true

:

What is not holy, that we fwear not by,

Bill take the high'ft to witncffc : then pray you tdl me.

If I fhould fwear by Joves great attribute,

I lov'd you dearly, would you belrevc my oathes,

WbenI did love you ill? This has no holding

To fwear by him whom 1 proteft to love

That! willwork agajnft him. Therefore your oathes

Arc words and poor conditiQ,n$, but unfcal'd

At leaft in my opinion.

Ber, Change it, change it

:

Be not fo holy cruell : Love is holy.

And my integrity ne're knew the crafts

That you doe charge men with : Stand no more off.

But give thy felf unto my fick defires

,

Who then recoyers. Say thou an mine,and ever

My love, as it begins, inall fo perfcver.

Dia. I fee that men make ropes in fuch a fcarre.

That we'll forfakc our fclves. Give me that Ring.

Ber. rie lend it thee my dear, but have no power

Togiveitfiomme.
Dia, Will you not, m^ Lord >

Ber. It is an honour longing to our houfe

,

Bequeathed down from many Anceftors

,

Which were the greatcft obloquy i'th world,

In me to loofe,

Dia. Mine Honour's fuch a Ring,

My Chaftitie's the Jewell ofour houfe.

Bequeathed down fiom many Ancertors,

Which were the gicateft obloquy i'th World,

In me to loofe. Thus your own proper wifedome

Brings in the Champion honour on my part,

Againft your vain aflauit.

Ber, Here, take my Ring,

Hy houfe, my honour, yea my life be thine
,

And I'le be bid by thee.

Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber
window :

rie order take, my mother fhall not hear.

Now will I charge you in the band of truth.

When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed,

Remain there but an hourc, nor fpcak to me :

My reafons arc moft ftrong, and you fliall know them,
When back again this Ring Qiall be dclivet'd

:

And on your finger in the night, I'le put

Another Ring, that which in time proceeds.

May token to the future, our paft deeds.

Adieu till then, then fail not : you have wonne
A wife ofme, though there my hope be done.

Be. A heav'n on earth I've won by woomg thee. €xtt.

Dia.VoT whicbjlive long to thank both heav'n and mc,
You may fo in the end.

My mother told me juft how he wdUld wooe,
As if fhe fate in's heart. She fayes, all men
Have the like oathes : He had fworn to marry me
When his wife's dead : therefore I'le lie with him
When I am buried. Since French-men are fo braide,

Marry that will, He live and diea Maid :

Onely in this difguifc, I think't no fin.

To cozen him that would unjuftly win. Exit

.

Enter the tvo French Captains, andfeme trfo cr three

Souldlers,

Cap, G. You have not given him his mothers letter.

Cap.E. I haue deliver'd it an houre fince, there is

fomcthing in't that ftings his nature: for on the reading

it, he chang'd almolt into another man.

Cap. G, He has much worthy blame laid upon him,

for fhaking offfogood a wife, and fo fweec a Lady.

Cap. E. Efpecialiy, he hath incurred the cvcrlafting

difpleafure of the King, who had even tun'd bis bounty

to fing happineffe to him. I will tell you a thing, but you

(hall let it dwell darkly with you.

Cap. G. When you have fpoken it, 'tis dead, and I

am the grave of it.

Cap. E. He hath perverted a young Gentlewoman
here in Florence^ of a moft chaftc renown, and this night

he fleflics his will in the fpoyle of Iter honour : he hath

given her his monumentail Ring, and thinks himfclf

made in the unchafte compofition.

Cap. G, Now God delay our rebellion, as we are our

felvcs, what things are wc.

Cap. E. Meerly our own traitors. And as in the

common courfe of all treafon$,we ftillfeechem reveale

thcmfelves, till they attain to their abhorr'd ends : fo be

that in this action contrives againft his own Nobility in

his proper ftreamc, o're-flowes himfelf.

Cap.G, Is it not meant damnable in us, to be Trum-
peters of our unlawful! intents? We (hall not then have

his company :o night ?

Cap. E. Not till after midnight : for he is dieted to his

hourc.

Cap. G. That approaches agace : I vioiM gladly have

him fee his company anathomir'd, that he might take
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ameafureofhisown judgements, wherein fo (crioufly

he had fct his counterfeit.

^«ip. E. Wc will not meddle with him till he come

;

for his prefence muft be the whip of the other.

Caj. G, In the mean time , what hear you of thofc

Warrcs ?

Cxj. E. I hear there is an overture ofpeace.

Cm. G. Nay, I afliire you a peace concluded.

Caf. E. What will Count 'RofilUon do then ? Will he

travell higher, or retrun again into France ?

Cap. G. I perceive by this demand ,
you arc not alto-

gether of his counfcll.

Cap. E. Let it be fotbid,fir, fo Should I be a great deal

ofthis aft.

Cap. G. Sir , his wife feme two months fincc fled

from his houfe , her pretence is a pilgrimage to Saint Ja-

aues It grani ; which holy undertaking , with moft au-

Hcer fanftimony flic aecomplifli'd : and there refiding

,

the tendemefs of her Nature,became as a prey to her grief:

in fine ; made a groan of her laft breath , and now flie

fings in heaven.

Cap. E. How is this juftified ?

Cap' ^. The ftronger part of it by her own Letters,

which makes her ftory true , even to the point of her

death: her death itfelfe, which could not be her office

to fay , is come , was faithfully confirm'd by the Reftor

of the place.

Cap. B. Hath the Count all this intelligence ?

Cap. G, I, and the particular confimiations ,
point

from point, to the full arming ofthe verity.

Cap.E. lam heartily forry thathe'I bcglad of this.

Cap. G. How mightily fometimes , we make us com-

forts ofour blTcs.

Cap.E. And how mightily fonie other times, we
drown our gain in tears, the great dignity that this valour

hath here rcquii'd for him y fliall at home be encountrcd

with afliame as ample.

Cap. G. The web of our life , is of a mingled yarne,

good and ill together: our vertucs would be proud, if our

faults whipt them not, and our crimes would defpair if

they were not cherilh'd by our vertues.

Et^er a CHt^cHgtr.

How now > Where's your maifter >

Str. He met the Duke in the ftrcct, fir, ofwhom ne

hath taken a folcmn leave : hisrLordfliip will next morn-
ing for France. The Duke bath offered him Letters of

commendations to the King.

Cap. E. They (hall be no more then needfull there , if

they were more then they can commend.

Enter Count RofflUlen.

Cap. G. They cannot be too {weet for the Kings tart-

nefs, here's his Lordfliip now. How now my Lord , is't

not sfter midnight ?

Btr. I have to night difpatch'd fixtecn bufineflcs, a

months length a piece, by an abftra£loffucceffe: I hare

congicd with the Duke ; done my adieu with his neareft ;

buried a wife; mourn'd for her ; writ to my Lady mother,

I am returning ; entertain'd my Convoy , and between
thefe main parcelis of difpatch , efFcfted many nicer

needs : the laft was the greateft, but that I have not end-
ed yet.

Cap. E. If the bufineffe be of any difficulty , and this

morning yoor departure hence, it requires haftc of your

24-7
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Lordlhip,

Ber. I mean the bnfinefle is not ended , as fearing to
hear of it hereafter : but I'hall we have this dialogue be-
tween the Fooleand the Souldier. Come; bring forth
this counterfeit module ; 'iias deceived me, like a double-
meaning Propheficr.

C^. E. Bring himforth, has fate i'th flocks all night,
poor gallant kiuve.

Ber. No matter , his heels have defcrv'd it, in afurp
ing his fpuris fo long. How does he carry himfclf f

C^f-G. I have told your Lordfliip already : The ftocla

carry him. But to anfwer yoil as you would be under,
flood , he weeps like a wench thit had flied her milk , he
hath confeft himfelf to UHargaitt whom hcfuppofcsto be
a Friar , from the time of his remembrance to this very
inftant difafler of his fetting I'th flocks : and what ibiiik

you he hath confeft ?

Ber, Nothing ofme, ha's a ?

Cap. E. His confcflTson is taken, and it fljall be read to
his face, if your Lordfliip be in't, as I believe yoa arc, you
mufl have the patience to hear it.

Enter Parollesmth his Interpreter.

Ber. A plague upon him, mufFeld ; he can fay nothing
of me: hufli.

Cap, G, Hoodman comes : Portotartart^J,

Int. He calls for the tortures , what will you fay with.
out em.

Par. I will confcfle what I know without conftraint.

If ye pinch me like a Patty,! can fay no more.

fnt. Bosks Chimnrcht.

Cap, Blhtlblndo chicHrm$trco,

Jnt.Youite a mcrcifull Generall : Our Generall bids

you anfwer to what I fliall ask you out of a Note.
Par. And truly, as I hope to live.

Int. Firft demand of him» how many horfe the Duke
is ftrong. What fay you to that ?

Par. Five or fix thoufand , but very weak and unfer-

viccable : the troops are all fcattcred, and the Command-
ers very poor rogues , upon my reputation and credit,and

as I hope to live.

Int. Shall I fet down your anfwer fo >

Par. Do, rie take the Sacrament on't, how and which

way you will : all's one to him,

Ber. What a paft-faving flave is this?

Cap.G. Y*aredcceiv'd,my Lord, this MonfieuriP4-

roKes the gallant miliurifl, that was hisown pbrafe, that

had the vvnole thcorick of war in the knot of his fcarfe

and the praftife in the chap of his dagger.

Cap. E, I will never truft a man again , for keeping

hisfword clean, nor believe he an have every thing in

him, by weaiing his appaiell neatly.

Int. Well, that's fet down.
Par. Five or fix thoufand horfe I fed , I will fay true,

or thereabouts fee down, for Tie fpeak truth.

Cap, G. He's very near the truth in this,

Ber. But I con him no thanks fot't in the nature he

delivers it.

'Par. Poor rogues,! pray you fay.

Int. Well, that's fet down.
Par. I humbly thank you, fir, a truth's a truth , the

Rogues aremanrailous poor.

Ita. Demand of him of what ftrength they ire a foot.

What fay you to that ?

Par. ay my troth, fir, if I wereco Uv« thi^prtfcntf

hour , I will tell ttue , Let tat fee , Spttrlc a bundred and\

fifty,\

r
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fifty, Sthaji'iart fo many , Corambtu fo many, J'^uts fo

many: GuUtian^ Cofmo^ Lodow'tck.-, andGracitj two

hundred each : Mine own Company, Chitopher^ Van-

mond^ Benin , two hundred fifty each : fo chat the mufter

file, rotten and found « upon my life amounts not to fif-

teen tlioufand pole , halfe of the which, dare not fliake

the fnow from off clKir Caffocks, leaft they (hake them-

felves to pieces,

Ber. What (>iall be done to him ?

Cap. G. Nothing , but let hi'm have thanks. Demand

ofhim my conditions : and what credit I have with the

Duke.

Int. Well that's fet down : you fhall demand of him,

whether one Captain Dumalnbc i'thCamp, a French-

man : what his reputation is with the Duke , what his

valour, honcfty, antl expertncfs in wans: or whether

bethinks it were not pombic with wcij-waighingfumsof

gold to corrupt him to revolt. What fay you to this ?

What do you know of it ?

Par. I bereech you let me anfwer to the particular of

the incergatories. Demand them fingly.

iKt. Do you know Captain Dnf»ain ?

Psr. I know him, a was a Botchers Prentice in Parit,

from whence he was whipt for getting the Shrieves foole

withchilde, dumb innocent that could not fay him

nay.

Ser, Nay, by your leave hold your hands , though I

know his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls.

Inter. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Florences

campe?
Par. Upon my knowledge he is, and lowfie.

Cap.G. Nay look not fo upon me: we fhall hear of

your Lord anon.

Int. What is his reputation with the Duke ?

Par. The Duke knows him For no other , but a poor

Officer of mine , and writ to me the other day , t& turn

him out a'th baud. I think I have his letter in my poc-

ket.

Int. Marry weHl fearch.

*Par. In good fadnefs I do not know,eithcr it is there,

or it is upon a file with the Dukes otha Letters, in my
Tent,

Int. Here 'tij, here's a paper , fliall I read it to you ?

Par. I do not know if it DC it or no.

Ber. Our Interpreter do's it well.

Cap.G. Excellently.

Int. D'lan, the Count's a foole, andfull ofgold.

Par. That is not the Dukes letter fir : that is an advcr-

tifcraent to a proper nnaid in Florence, one Diana y to

take heed of the allurement of one Count Rojfilllon , a

foolifh idle boy : but for all that very ruitifh. I pray you

fir put it up again.

Int. Nay, I'le read it firft by your favour.

Par. My meaning in't I proteft was very honeft in the

behalfe of the maid : for I knew the young Count to be a

dangerous and lafcivious boy , who is a whale to Virgi-

nity, and devours up all the fry it finds.

Btr. Damnable ! both-fidcs rogue.

Int. Let. fvhen hefwears oathsJ>td him dropgold^and

take it :

e/^fter hefcores, he neverpayes the fcore :

Half won is match wellmade^ match and veilmake jV,

He ne're payes afier-debts, take it before^

Andfay a fouldier (Diati) told thee this.'

Men art to mell with, hoyes are not to kjf'.U

For count ofthfs, the Count's a Foole J kjtovr it,

IVho payes before, but not when he does owe it.

Thine as he vow'd to thee in thine ear,

Parolles.

Ber, He fhall be whipt through the Army with this

rime in's forehead.

Cap. E. This is your devoted friend, fir, the manifold

Linguift,and the army-potent fouldier.

Ber. I could endure any thing before, but a Cat , and
he's a Cat to inc.

I>it. I perceive, fir, by the Generals looks, we fhall

be fain to hang you.

Par. My lifc,fir, in any cafe : Not that I am afraid to

die, but that my offences being many , I would repent

out the remainder of Nature. Let me live, fir, in a dunge-
on, i'ch flocks, any where, fo I may live.

Int. We'll fee what may be done , fo you confefs free-

ly ; therefore once more to this Captain Dumain : you
haveanfwer'd to his reputation with the Duke, ana to

his valour. What is his honefty >

Par. He will fleal , fir, an Eggc out of a Cloiflcr : for

rapes and ravifhments he paralels Neffus. He profcfTes

not keeping of oaths , breaking em he is flionger then

Hereules. He will lye, fir, with fuch volubility , chat you
would think tnith were a foole : diunkenncfs is his belt

vertue , for he will be fwine-drunk , and in his fleep he

does little harme, fa veto his bed-cloathcs about him: but

they know his conditions, and lay himinftraw. I have
but little more to fay , fir , of his honefiy , he ha's every

thing that an honefl man fliould not have : wlwt an ho-
neft man fhould have,he has nothing.

Cap. G. I begin to love him for this,

Ber, For this defcription of thine honcfty / A pox up-
on him for me, he's more and more a Cat,

Int. What fay you to his expcrtnefsin war ?

Par, Faith fir, ha's led the drum before the Englifh

Tragedians : to belie him I will not, and more of his foul-

dierlhip I know not, except in that Countrey, he had the

honour to be the Officer at a place there called Milt-end,

to infttu^t for thcdoubling of files. I would do the man
what honour I can, but of this I am not certain.

.

Cap. G, He hath out-villain'd villany fo far , that the

rarity redeems him.

Ber. A pox on him, he's a Cat ftill.

Int. His qualities being at this poor price, I need not

to ask you, if Gold will corrupt him to revolt.

Par. Sir, For a Cardccue he will fell the fec-fimple of
his falvacion, the inheritance of it, and cut th'intaile from
all remainders, and a perpetuall fuccelTion for it perpe-

tually.

Int, What's his Brother, the other Captain Dumain}
Cap.E, Why do's he ask him ofme ?

Int. What's he?

Par, E'n a Crow a'th fame ncft:not altogether fo

great as the firft in goodnefs, but greater a great deal in

evill. He excels his Brother for a Coward, yet his Brother

is reputed one of the beft that is. In a retreat he out-

runnesany Lackey, marry incoming on, he ha's the

Cramp.

lut. If your life be favcd,will you undertake to bcciay

the Florentine?

Par. I, and the Captain of his horfe G)unt Rojfitlionf

Int. I'le whifper with the Generall , and know his

pleafurc.

Par. I'le no more drumming , a plague ofall drums,

onely to feem to deferve well , and to beguile the fuppo-

fition
1
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ficion of that lafcivious young boy the Count, have I run

into this danger : yet who would have fufpedled an am-

budn vvheic 1 was taken ?

Int. There is no rcmetly, fir , but you mud die : the

Gcncrall fayes
,
you that have fo traitoroufly difcoveied

the fecrcts of your army , and made fuch peftifcrous re-

ports of men very nobly held, can fctve the world for no

honert ufc : therefore you mufi die. Come heads-man,

off with his head.

Par, O Lordt fir, let me live , or let me fee my death.

Int. That fliall you , and take your leave of all your

friends

:

So look about you, know you any here ?

CoM». Good morrow noble Captain.

Lo.E. God blcfs you Captain TarolUs.

Can. G. God fave you noble Captain,

Lo. E. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord

L^fcw ? lam for France.

Caji.G. Good Captainwill you give me a Copy of

the fame fonnet you writ to Diana in bchalfe ofthe Count

%oJfilllo}i,mA I were not a very Coward, I'decompell it

of yoii, hut fare you well. Exeunt.

hit. You are undone Captain all but your fcarfe, that

has a knot on't yet.

Par. Whocannot be crulVd with a plot ?

/»f . If you could findc out a Countrey where but wo-
men were that had received fo much fhame, you might

begin an impudent Nation. Fare ye well fir , I am for

France too, we iliall fpeak of you there. Exit.

Par. Yet am T thankfuU : ifmy heart were great

'Twould buift at this : Captain Tie be no more,

But I will cat, and drink, and flecp as fofc

As Captain Hiall. Simply the thing I am
Shall make me live : who knows himfclf a braggart

Let him fear this ; for it will come to pafs,

That every braggart fliall be found an Afs.

Ru(l fword, cook- blufhcs, znA^arolles live

Safed infliamc : being fool'd, by fool'ry thrive

;

There's pfacc and means for every man alive,

I'lc after them.

Eittsr Helleny fvUiow^ and DlaHa,

Hel. That you may well perceive I have not

wrong'd you.

One of thcgreateft in the Chriftian world

Shall be my furety : 'fore whofe throne 'tis needful!

Ere I can perfcft mine intents, to kneele.

Time was 1 did him a defircd office

Dear almolt as his life, which gratitude

Through flinty Tartars bofome would peep forth.

And anfwer thanks. I duly am inform'd.

His grace is at MarfelUsy to which place

We have convenient convoy : you mufl know
r am fuppofed dead, the Army breaking,

Nfy husband hies him home, where heaven aiding.

And by the leave ofmy good Lord the King,
We'll be before our welcome.

iviii. Gentle Madam,
You never had a fervant to whofe tmft

Your bufincfs was more welcome.
Htl. Nor your Miftris

Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour

To recompencc your love ^Doubtnot but heaven
Hath brought me up to be your daughters dowre.
As it hath fated her to be my motive

And hcJpcr to a hustjand. JBut O ftrangewcn,
' That can fuch fwect ufe make of what they liaie,

When fawcy truftrng of the cofin'd thoughts

I Defiles the prcchy night, fo lu(t doth play .

j

With whatit loathSjfor that whKh is away, J

I

But more of tliis hereafter .- you Dian^y
Under my poorinftrudions yet muft fuffcr

Something in my behaJfc.

Dia. Let death and honcfly

Go with your impofitions, I am yours

Upon your will to fiifFer.

Hei, Yet I pray you

:

But With the word the time will bring on lummer.
When Briars (hall havekaves as well as thorns,

And be as fweet as (liarp : we muft away,
Our Wagon isprepar'd, and time revives us.

All's well that ends well,ftill that fines the Crown ;

What ere the courfc, the end is the renown. ExtMnt.

Enter Clown^oU Ladj^ aniLMfew.

Laf. No, no, no
, your fon was mifled with a fnipt

taffau fellow there , whofe villanous faffron would have

made ail the unbak'd and dowy youth of a nation in his

colour: your daughter-in-law had been alive at this hour,

and your fon here at home, more advanced by the King,
then by thatred-tail'd humble-Bee I fpeak of.

Lai, I would 1 had not known him, it was the death

of the moft vertuous gentlewoman , that ever Nature bad

piaife for creating, Iflhe had prtakenof my flefli and
coil me the dearcft groans of a mother , I could not have

owed her a more rooted. love.

Laf. 'Tvias a good Lady, 'twas a good Lady, We may
pick a thoufand fallets ere we light on fuch another
herb.

C/ff. Indeed, fir, flie was the fweet Margerom of the

fallet, or rather the herb of grace.

Ldf, They are not herbs you knave , they are nofe-

hearbs.

Ch. I am no great NeiMchtiJnex,ar , fir, I have not
much skill in grace.

Ls. Whether doeli thou profcCs thy felf, a knave or

a foolc >

Clo. A fix)le, fir, at a womans fcrvice, and a knave at

a mans.

La. Yourdiflinftion.

Cte. I would cozen the man of his wife , and do his

fervicc.

La. So you were a knave at his fci vice indeed.

Clo. And I would give his wife my bauble, fir, to do
her fervice.

La. I will fubfcribc for thee, thou art both knave and

foolc.

clo. At your fervice.

La. No, no, no.

Clo. Why, fir,if I cannot ferve you,I can ferve as great

a piince as you arc.

La. Whofe that, a Frenchman ?

Clo. Faich, fir, a has an Englifh main, but his fifnony

is more hotter in France then here.

La. What Prince is that?

Clo. The black pi ince, fir, alias the prince ofdarkncfs,

*//<•/ the devi 1,

La. Hold thee, there's my purfe, I give thee not this to

fuggeft thee from thy Maftcr thou talk'ft of . (erve h«n,

ttilU
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Clo. lama woodland fellow, fir, that alwaycs loved

a great fire, and the maiftet I fpeak of ever keeps a good

fire , but fure he rs the Prince of the world , let his No-

bility remain in's Courc. I am for the houfe with the

narrow gate , which I take to be too little for prtmpe to

enter : fome that humble thcmfelves may ,
but the ma-

ny will be too chill and tender, and they'll be for the

flowry way that leads to the broad gate , and the great

fire.

La. Go thy waycs , I begin to be a weary of thee,and

1 tell thee fo before , becaufc I would not fall out with

thee. Go thy wayesjet my horfcs be well look'd to,

without any tricks.

Ch. If I put any tricksupon cm, fir , they (liall be

Jades tricks , which arc their own right by the law of

Nature. Exit.

Laf. A fhrcwd knave and an unhappy.

Lidj. So a IS. My Lord that's gone made himfelf

much fport out of him , by his authority he remains

here , which he thinks is a Datcnt for his fawcineffc, and

indeed he has no pace, but he runs where he will.

Laf. I like him well, 'tis not amiffe: and I was about

W tell you , fincc I heard of the good Ladies death , and

that my Lord your fon was upon his return home. I

moved the King my maiftcr to fpeak in the bchalfc of

my daughter , which m the minority of them both , his

Majefty out of a fclf gracious remembrance did firft pro-

pofc ; his Highneffc hath promis'd me to do it , and to

flop up the difplcafure he hath conceived againft your

fon , there is no fitter matter. How do's your Ladylhip

like it ?

L*. With very much content, my Lord, and I wifh it

happily eflfe(fted.

L»f. His Highneffe tomes poft from tMarfeUety of as

able a body as when he numbcr'd thirty , a will be here

to morrow , or I am deceiv'd by him that in fuch intelii-

sen'ce hath feldome fail'd.

La. It rejoyces me , that I hope I Hiall fee him ere I

die. I have letters that my fon will be here to night : I

(hall bcfeech your Lordfhip to remain with me ; till they

meet together.

Laf. Madam , I was thinking with what Manners I

might fafely be admitted.

Lad. You need but plead your honourable privi-

ledge.

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter , but I

thank my God, it holds yet.

Enter Cloron.

Clo. O Madam , yonders my Lord your fon with a

patch of velvet on's face , whether there be a fear under't

or no , the Velvet knows, but 'tis a goodly patch of Vel-

vet , his left cheek U a cheek of two pile and a half, but

his right cheek is worn bare.

La. A fear nobly got

:

Or a noble fear, is a good liv'ry of honour.

So belike is that.

Ch. But it is your carbinado'd face,

Laf. Let us go fee

Your fon I pray you, I long to talk

With the young noble fouldier.

Clo, Faith there's a dozen ofem,with delicate fine hats,

and moft courteous feathers , which bow the head , and
nod at every man.

Exttttit,

AEim Quintus.

Enter Hellen,fViddav^ and Diana, with

two jittendants.

JJel. But this exceeding polling day and night,

Muft wear your fpints low, we cannot help k.

But fincc you have made the daycs and nights as onc»

To wear yonr gentle limbs in my affairs,

Behold you do fo grow in my rccpitall,

As nothing can unroot you. In happy time.

Enter a Gentleman a firangar.

This man may help me to his Majeliics ear.

If he would fpend his power. God fave you fir:

Gent. And you.

Hel. Sir, I have feen you in the Court of France.

Gent. I have been fometimes there.

Hel. Idoprefume, fir,that you are not falne

From the report that goes upon your goodneflc,

And therefore goaded with moft (harp occafions,

Which lay nice manners by, I put you to

The ufe of your own vertues, for the which

I {hall continue thankful!.

CtiA. What's your will ?

Hel. That it will pleafe you

To give this poor petition to the King,

And aid me with tharftore of power you have

To come into his prefence.

Gent, The Kings not here.

Hel, Not here fir >

^mt. Not indeed,

He hence remov'd laft night, and with more hafte

Then is his ufe.

wid. Lord, how we loofe our pains.

Htl. All's well that ends well yet,

Though time feem fo adverfe, and means unfit

:

I do befcech you,whether is he gone ?

Cent. Marry as I take it to Kejfillion^

Whither I am going,

Hel. I do befeech you fir.

Since you are like to fee the King before me,

Commend the paper to his gracious hand.

Which I prefume fliall render you no blame,

But lather make you thank your pains for it

;

I will come after you with what good fpeed

Our means will make us means.

Gent, This I'le do for ypu.

Hel. And you (hall finile your felf to be well thanki

what c'rc falls more. We muft to horfe again, Go, go,

provide. Exeunt.

Enter Clown, and ParoUes.

par. Good M. Levatch give my Lord Lafew this la-

ter , I have ere now, fir, been better known to you, when

I have held familiarity with frelher cloathes : but 1 am

now, fir, muddied in fortuncsmood, and fmell fomcwhat

ftrong of her ftrong difplcafure.

Clo. Truly , Fortunes difplcafure is but fluttifii , if it

fmell fo ftrongly as thou fpeakTt of : I will henceforth

eat no Fiih of Fortunes butt'ring.Prcthee,allow the winde.

Par. Nay you need not to ftop your nofe , fir : I fpeak

but a Metaphor.

Clo. Indeed, fir, if your Metaphor ftink,Iwinftopmy

nofe,or againft any mans Metaphor, prctheeget thee fur-

ther. P^-
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Par. Pray you, fir, deliver me this paper.

Ch. Foh ,
piechec ftand away : a paper from fortunes

clofe-ftoole, CO give co a Nobleman. Look here he comes

himfelf.

Etaer Lafew,

Ch. Here ii a purre of Fortunes , fir, or of Fortunes

Cat
,

' but not a Mufcat ; thac ha's falne into the unclean

fifh-pond of her difpleafure, and as he faycs muddied

withall. Pray you, firjUfe the Carp as you may, for he

looks like a poor decayed , ingenious , fooliJh , rafcaily

knave, I do pitty his dittreffe in my frtiilesof comfort.,

and leave him to your Lordfhip.

P*r, My Lord, I am a man whom fortune hath cruelly

fcratch'd

hetf. And what would you have me to do f Tis too

late CO pare her nails now. Wherein have you played the

knave with fortune that fhe fhould fcratch you , who of

her felf, is a good Lady,and would not h^ve knaves thrive

Ion" under her ? There's a Cardecue for you : Let the lu-

ftic^ make you and fortune friends ; I am for other bu-

finefle.

rpar. I befecch your honour to hcare me one nngle

word.

L^f. You beg a fingle penny more : Come you (hall

ha*c, Cave your word.

?»r. My name my good Lord, is Paroffes,

Laf. You beg more then one word then. Cox my

palTion, give me your hand : How does your drum.

P/ir. O my good Lord
,
your were the firft that found

me.

Z.*/. Was I infooth? And I was the firft that loft thee.

P^r. It lies in you,my Lord to bring me in fome grace,

for you did bring me out.

Laf. Out upon thee knave, doeft thou put upon me at

once both the office of God and the dcvill: one brings thee

in grace, find the other brings thee ouc.Thc King's com-

ing 1 know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, enquire further af

ccr me, I had talk of you laft night , though you are a

fooleand a knave, you fiiall cat,go to, follow.

Par. I praife God for you,

Fiiurijh. Enter Kittg, eld Ladj^ Lafew^ the two French

LordSy with attendants.

Kin. We loft a Jewell, and our efteem

Was made much poorer by it : but your fon.

As mad in folly, lack'd the fence to know
Hereftiniation home.

Old La. 'Tis part, my Liege,

And I befeech your Majefty to make it

Naturall rebellion, done i'th blade of youth,

When oylc and fire, too ftrong for reafons force.

Ore-bears it and burns on.

King. My honour'd Lady,
I have forgiven and forgotten all.

Though my revenges were high bent upon him;
And watch'd the time to (Vioot.

Laf.. This I muft fay.

But firft I beg my pardon : the young Lord
Did to his Majefty, his Mother, and his Lady,
jOffcnce of mighty note ; but to himfelf

The grcateft wrong of ail. He loft a wife,

Whofe beauty did aftonilh the furvey

Of richeft eyes : whofe words all ears took captive,

Whofe deep perfection, hearts that fcorn'd tofcrve„

Humbly cail'd Miftris.

Kin. Praifing what is loft.

Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him hither,

We are reconcird,and the firft viewftiallkiU

All repetition : Let him not ask our pardon.
The nature of his great offence is dead,

And deeper then oblivion, we do bury

Th'incenfing rclicks of it. Let him approach
A ftrangcr, no offender ; and ir\form nna
So 'tis our will he ftiould

Gent. 1 ("hall my Liege.

King. What faycs he to your daughter,

Have you fpokc?

L^. All that he is, hath reference to your Highnefs.

Km. Then ftiall we have a match. 1 have letters fent

me, that fcts him high in fame.

Enter Count Bertram.

Laf. He looks well on't

Km. I am not a day of feafon.

For thou maift fee a fun-ftiine, and a haile

In me at once : But to the brighteft beams
Diflra(fted clouds give way^ fo ftand ihou forthf

The time is fair again.

Ber. My high repented blames,

Dear Soveraigne, pardon me.
Kin. All is whole,

Not one word more of the confumed time,

Let's take the inftant by the forward top

:

For we are old, and our quick 'ft decrees

Th'inaudjble, and noifclefle foot of time

Steals, ere we can effe(5l them. You remember

The daughter of this Lord ?

Ber. Admiringly, my Liege, at fi rft

I ftuck my choifc upon her, ere my heart

Ourftmake too bold a herald ofmy tongue

:

Where the imprcflion of mine eye enfixing.

Contempt his fcornfull Perfpc<ftivedid lend ine,

Which wrapt the line of every other favour,

Scorn 'd a fair colour, or expreft it ftoln,

Extended or contra<^cd all proportions

To a moft hideous objeft. Thence it came.

That ftic whom all men prais'd, and whom my fcif,

Since I have loft, have lov'd ; was in mine eye

The duft that did offend it.

Kin, Well excus'd

:

That thou didft love her, ftrikes fome fcoresaway

From the great compt: but love thac comes too late,

Like a remorfefuJl pardon flowly carried

To the great fender, turns a fowrc offence.

Crying, that's good that's gone : our rafti faults

Make triall price of fcrious things we have.

Not knowing them, uncill we know their grave.

Oft our difpleafures to our felvcsunjuft,

De/lroy our friends, and after weep their duft

:

Our own love waking, cries to fee what's done,

While ftiamcfull hate flecps out the afternoon.

Be this fweet Helens knell, and nov» foi^et her.

Send forth your amorous token for fair iAtaudllitj

The main confents are had. and here we'll ftay

To fee our widdowers fccond marriage day

:

Which better then the firft, O dear heaven blcfs,

Or, ere they meet in me,O Nature ceafs.

Laf. Come on my fon, in whom my houfes name

Muft be difgcfted : give a favour from you

To fparkle in the fpirits of my daughter.
Th«\
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That fhe may quickly come. By my old beard,

And ev'ry hair that's on't, He/enihttz's dead

Was a fwect creature : fuch a ring as this,

The laft that ere I took her leave at Court,

I faw upon her finger.

Ber. Hers it was not.

KtH. Now pray you let mc fte it. For mine eye.

While 1 was fpcakirg, oft was faften'd too't

:

This Ring was mine, and when I gave it HeUen^

I bad her, if her fortunes ever ftood

Necclfitied to help, that by this token

I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her

Of what (hould (lead her moft ?

Ser. My gracious Soveraignc,

How ere it picafcs you to take it fo.

The ring was never hers.

Old L«. Son, on my life

I have feen her wear it, and (he reckon'd it

At her lives rate.

Laf. I am fure I faw her wear it.

Ber. You are deceiv'd, my Lord, (he never faw it

:

In Florence was it from a cafement thrown me,

Wrap'd in a pper, which contain'd the name

Of her that threw it: Noble (he was, and thought

1 (tood ingag'd, but when I had fubfcrib'd

To mine own fornonc, and inform'd her fully,

I could not anfwer in that courfe of Honour

As (he had made the overture, (he cealt

In heavy fatisfaAion,and would never

Receive the Ring again.

K\n. PlatMf hJmfelf,

That knows the tinft and multiplying medicine,

Hath not in natures myftery morefcience,

Then I have in this Ring, 'Twas mine, 'twas flViZ^*/,

Who ever gave it you : then if you know
That you are well acquainted with your fclf,

Confefs 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement

You got it from her. She call'd the Saints to furety.

That (he would never put it from her finger,

UnlelTe fhe gave it to your felf in bed.

Where you have never come : or fentit uj

Upon hergreat difalter.

Ber. Shencver fawit.

Kin. Thou fpeak'ft it falfcly : as I lovc mine Honour,
And mak'ft conjcfturall fears to come into me.

Which 1 would fain (hut out, if it (hould prove

That thou art fo inhumane, 'twill not prove fo.

And yet I know not, thou didft hate her deadly.

And (he is dead, which nothing but todofe

Her eyes my felf, could win me to believe.

More then to fee this Ring, lake him away.
My fore-pa ft proofes, how ere the matter fall

Shall tax my fears of little vanity.

Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with him,

We'll nft this matter further.

Ber. If you (hall prove

This Ring was ever hers, you (hall as eafie

Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence,

Where yet (he never was.

Enter a Gentleman.

Kin. I am wrap'd in difmall thinkings.

Cent. Gracious Soveraignc.

Whether I have been too bfeme or no, I know not,

Here's a petition from a Florentine,

Who hath for four or five removes come (hort.

To tender it her felf. I undertook it.

Vanquilh'd thereto by thefair grace and fpeech

Of the poor fuppliant, who by this 1 know
Is here attending : ber bufineflfc looks in her

With an importing vifage,and (he told me
In a fweet verball breef, it did concern

Your HighneflTe with her felf.

i/f Letter,

VpoH it's tttanj j^rotefiations to marry me vben hit wife

was deai^I hlitfh tvfaj Itjae won me. Norvis the Count

RoJJilliiHa JVlddiaer^ his vowes areforfeited to we, ^
my honorsfaid to him. Hefiolefrom Florence, taking

no liave^ and Ifallow him to this Qountrejfor Jnftice

:

Grant it me, O King, tn yo/t it befl lies, otherwife afe-
dtteerfiaurijhesy and after Maid i* undone

.

Diana Capilet,

Lif. I will buy me a fon in Law in a fear, end toulc

him for this. I'le none of" him.

Kin. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafew^

To bring forth this difcov'ry, feek the futors

:

Go fpeedily,aDd bring again the Count.

Enter Bertram.

I am a.feard the life ofHellen (Lady)

Was fowly fnatch'd.

Old La. Nowjufticeon the doers.

Kin. 1 wonder, fir, wives are fo monftrous to yd^
And that you flye them as you fwear them LordOiip,

Yet you defire to marry. What woman's that?

Enter fViiiow^ Diana^ and Parottet.

Dia. lam, my Lord, a wretched Florentine^

Derived from the ancient Capilet,

My Cuit, as I underftand, you know.

And therefore know how far 1 may be pittied.

fyid. I am her Mother, fir, whofe age and honour

Both fufFer under this complaint we bring.

And both (hall ccafe, without your remedy.

Kin, Come hither,Count,do you know thefe Women?
Ber. My Lord, I tieither can nor will deny.

But that I know them, do they charge me funher ?

Dia. Why do you look fo ftrange upon your-wife?

Ber. She's none of mine, my Lord.

Dia. If you (hall marry

You give away this hand, and that is mine.

You give away heavens vowes, and thofe are mine :

You giveaway my felf, which is known mine

:

For I by vow am fo embodied yours.

That (he which manies you, mu(t marry me,

Either both or none.

Laf. Your reputation comes too (hort for my daugh-

ter, you are no husband for her.

Ber, My Lord, this is a fond and dcfperate creature.

Whom fometime I havelaugh'd with : Let your highncfe

Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour.

Then for to think that I would finke it here.

Kin. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to frietKi,

Till your deeds gain them fairer : prove your honour,

Then in my thought, it lies.

Diav. Good my Lord,

Ask him upon his oath, if hcdo's think

He had not my virginity.

Kin, What faift thou to her ?

Ber. She's impudent, my Lord,

And was a common gamcftcr to the Camp.

Dia. He do's me wrong, my Lord : If I werefo.

He might have bought me at a common price.

Db
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Doe not believe hiin. O behold this Rin^

Whofchigh rcfpeftand ridi validity

Did lack a Paialcll : yet for all that

He gave k to a Commoner a'th Camp
If I be one.

Old La. He bluflics, and 'tis hit

;

Of fix preceding Anccitois, that Jcmmc
Conferr'd by tcflaraent to th* fcquentiffuc

Hath it been owed and worn. 'IIus is his wife,

That Ring's a thoufand proofs.

Kut. Me thought you faid

You faw one here in Court could witncfTe it.

Dia. I did,my Lord, but loath am to produce

So bad aninftrumenc ; hismmz s Parolles,

Laf. I faw the man to day, if man he be.

Kin. Find him, and bring him hither.

Rof. What of him?
He's quoted for a moft perfidious (lave

With all the fpots a'th world, taxt and deboifti'd,

Whofe nature fickcns : but to fpeak a truth,

Am I, or that or this, for what he'll utter,

That will fpeak any thing.

Kin. She hath that Ring of yours.

Rof. I think rtie has; certain it is I iik'dher.

And boorded heri'th wanton way of youth

:

She knew her diftancc, and did angle of me.

Madding my eagerncffe with her refiraint,

As all impediments in fancies courfe

Arc motives ofmore fancy, and in fine.

Her infuit comming with her modern grace,

Subdu'd me to her rate ; rtic got the Ring,

And I iiad that which any inferiour might

At Market price have bought.

Dla. I iTiurt be patient :

You that have turn'd off a firftfo noble wife f

May juftly diet me, I pray you yet,

(Since you lack virtue, I will lofe a husband)

Send for your Ring, I will return it home

,

And give me mine again.

%o(, I have it not.

Kin. What Ring was yours, I pray you?

D'mH. Sir, much like the fame upon your finger.

KiH, Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late.

Dla, And this was it I gave him being a bed.

King. The ftory then goes falfe, you threw it him
Out of a Cafement.

Dia. I have fpoke the truth. Enter Parolles.

Rtf. My Lord, I doe confcffe the Ring washers.

Kin. You boggle fhrewdly, every feather ftarts you :

Is this the man you fpeak of?
Dia. I, my Lord.

Kin. Tell me, firrah, but tell me true I charge you,

Not fearing the difpleafure of your Mafter

:

(Which onyour juft proceeding, I'le keep off)

By him, and by this woman here, what know you ?

Par. So pleafeyourMajcfty, my Matter hath been an
honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him

,

which Gentlemen have.

Kin. Come, come, to th' purpofe : Did he love this

woman .'

Par. Faith fir, he did love her, but how 1

Kin. Howl pray you ?

far. He did love her, fir, as a Gent, loves a Woman.
Kin. How is that ?

Par, He lov'd her, fir, and lov'd her not.

Kin. As thou art a Knave and no Knave, what an

equivocal! Companion is this .'

Par, I am a poor man , and at your Majcftics com-
mand.

Laf. He's a good drumine, my Lord, but a naughty
Oiatour.

Dia., Doe you know.hc promift me marriage ?

Tar. Faith, I know more then I'le fpeak.

Kin. But wilt thou not fpeak all thou know'rt ?

Par. Yes, fopleafe youi Majcfty: I did go between

them, as I faid, but more then that, he loved her ; for in-

deed he was mad for her, and talktof Sathan, and of

Limbo, and of Fuiies, and I know not what : yet I was m
that credit with them at that time, that I knew of their

going to bed, and of other motions, as promifing her

marriage, and things that would derive mc ill will to

fpeak of, therefore I will not fpeak vjhat I know.
Kin.' Thou haft fpokcn all already, unlcffc thoU canft

fay they are married,but thou art too fine in thy evidence,

Thciefore ftand afide. This Ring you fay was yours.

Dia, I, my good Lord.

Kin. Where did you buy it ?or who gave it you?
Dia. It was not given me, nor did not buy it.

Kin. Who lent it you ?

Dia. It was not lent me neither.

Kin, Where did you find it then ?

Dia. I found it not.

Kin. If it were yours by none of all thefc wayeJ,

How could you give it him ?

Dla. I never gave it him.

Laf. This woman's an cafie glove, my Lord, {he goes

offand on at pleafurc.

Kin, This Ring was mine, I gave it his firft wife.

Dia,' It might be yours, or hers, for ought I know.
Kin. Take her away, I doe not like her now,

To prifon with her : and away with him,

UnlefTe thou tcH'ft me where thouhadft this Ring,
Thou dieft within this houie.

Dia, I'le never tell you.

Kin. Take her away.

Dia, I'le put in bail my Liege.

Kin, I think thee now fomc common Cuftomer.

Dla, By fove if ever I knew man 'twas you.

Kin. Wherefore haft thou accus'd him all this while.'

Dla. Bccaufe he's guilty, and he is not guilty :

He knowesi am no Maid, and he'll fwear to't

:

I'le fwear lama Maid, and he knowcs not.

Great King, I am no ftniinpet, by my life,

I am either Maid, or elfe this old mans wife.

Kin- She do's abufe our earcs, topiifon with her.

Dla, Good mother fetch my bayle. Stay, Royal fir,

The Jeweller that owes the Ring iJ fent for

,

And he fhall furety mc. But for this Lord
,

Who hath abus'd me as he knowes himfelf,

Thoi^h yet he never heard me, here I quit him.

He knowes himfelf my bed he hath defil'd

,

And at that time he got his wife with child :

Dead though ftie be, ftic feels her young one kick :

So there's my riddle, one that's dead is quick
,

And now behold the meanin".

Enter HelUn and Widow.

Kin. Isthercno cxorcift

Beguiles the trye Office of mine eyes ?

Is't rcall that! fee?

Hel, No, my good Lprd,

Y Tis
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•Tis but the fliadow of a Wife you fee,

The name, and not the thing.

Rof. Both, both^O pardon.

Hel. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid,

I found you wondrous kind, there is your Ring,

And look you, here's your Letter : this it faycs,

When from my finger you can get this Ring,

And is by me with child, &c. This is done

,

Will you be mine, now you are doubly wonrte ?

RofMihe, my Liege, can make me know this clearly,

Tie love her dearly, ever, ever dearly.

Hel. IfitappearnotpIain,and prove untrue,

Deadly divorce fl:ep between me and you.

O, my dear mother, doe I fee you living ?

Laf. Mine eyes fmell Onions, I fhall weep anon

:

Good Tom Drumme^ lend me a handkercher.

So I thank thee, wait on mc home, I'le make fport With

thee ! Let thy curtfies alone, they are fcurvy ones.

King. Let us fiom point to point this ftory know,
To make the even truth in plcafure flow :

If thou beeft yet a frelh uncroppcd flower,

Choofe thou thy husband, and \'k pay thy dower.

For I can guefle, that by thy honcft aide.

Thou keepeft a Wife her fclf, thy fclfa Maid.

Of that and all the progrcflc more and kfie

,

Refolv'dly more leifurc fljall exprefle :

All yet fcems well, and if it end fo meet,

The bitter paft, more welcome is the fweet.

3f^He King's a Beggur^ nm the Vlay is done.

[_
^1/ is well ended-, ifhisfnit be wonne.,

atyou exfrejfe content : which we ivill pay^

H'ithjirlfe topleafe you., day exceeding day :

Ours be your patience then, andyours our parts.

Tour gentle hands lend us, and take oht hearts. Ex.om,

F I N IS
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Twelfe-Night, Or what you will.

(lABHsT^rimits. Sceua Trima.

Enter Orjina Dak^c ofIllyrla^ CurU^and,

other Lords,

Cur.

Dpi.

1>uk,e.

F Mufick be the food ofLove, play on.

Give nic cxccffe of it ; that lurfetting,

The appetite may fickcn, and fo die.

That fiiain agen, it had a dying fali :

0,ic came o'lemy car,likc the fwect found

That breathes upon a bank of Violets ;

Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, no more,
'Tis not fo fwcct now, as ic was before.

O I'pirit of Love, how quick and frefh art thou.

That notwlchllanding thy capacity,

Rcccivetli as the Sea. Nought enters there,

Of what validity, and pitch fo e're,

Bat falls into abatement, and low price

,

Even in a minute ; fo full of iTiapcs ij fancy.

That it alone is high fantafticall.

Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord ?

What Citr'io f

The Hart.

Why fo I doe, the NobUft that I have

:

O vvhen mine eyes did fee Ottv'iA firft,

Mc thought file purg'd the ay re of pcftilcnce
;

That inlhnt was I tui n'd into a Hart,

And my defires, like fell and crucJl hounds,

E'lc fincepuffuc me. How now, what nevves from her.'

Enter f^alentlne.

y^l. So pleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted >

But from her hand-maid doe return this anfwer :

The Element it fclf, till fcven yearcs heat,

Shall not behold hcrfaccac ample view:

But like a CbyftrefTe flie will vailed walke,

And water once a day her Chambers round

With cyc-offending brine : all this to feafon

A brothers dead love, which rtie would keepfrcfh

Andlailing, in her fad remembrance.

Dh. O ('he that hath a heart of this fine frame ,

To pay this debt of love but to a brother

,

How will fhc love, when the rich golden fhafc

Hathkill'd the flock of all -affeaionsclfe

That live m her. When Liver, Brain, and Heart,

Thefc fovcraign thrones, are all fuppli'd and fiU'd

Her fweet perfetStions with one fclf fame king

:

Away before me, to fweet beds of Flowers,

Lovo-thoughts lie rich, when cannopy'd with bowres.

ExCHMt,

Scena Secunda.

Enter Viola a Captain, ani Sajlors,

V'lo. What Countrey (Friends) is this >

Cap. This is I/ljria, Lady.

fio. And what ihouid I doe in lUyria >

My Biothcr he is in E/iz,ium,

Perchance hcs is not drowo'd : What think you,SaiIor>.'

Cap. It IS pci chance that you your felf were favcd.

yio, O my poor Brother, and fo perchance may he be.

Cap. True Madam, and to comfort you with chance,

Affurc your felf, after our (hip did fplit,

When you, and thofc poor number fa vcd with you.

Hung on our droving boat : I faw your brother

Mofi provident in peri II, binde himfelf,

fCouiageand hope both teaching him thepradife)
To a (trong Ma fie, that liv'd upon the fea

;

Where like Orion on the Dolphincs back,

I faw him hold acquaintance with the waves

,

So long as I could fee.

rio. For faying fo, there's Gold :

Mine ownefcape unfoldeth to my hope,

Whereto thyfpcech fervesfor authority

The like of him. Know'ft thou ihis Countrey ?

Cap. J, Madam, well ; for I was bred and bom
Not three houres travell from this very place ?

f^io. Who governs here ?

Cap, A noble Duke in nature, as in name.
yio. What is his name ?

Cap, Orfno.

Vto. Orftno J I have heard my Father name him.

He was a Batchellor then.

Cap. And fo is now, or was fo very late :

For but a moneth ago I went from hence,

And then 'twas frclli in murmure (as you know
What great onesdoe, the IcfTc will prattle of)

That he did feek the love of fair Olivia,

Vio, What's (he ?

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count,

That di'd fome twcl vemoneth fuicc, then leaving her

In theprote6lion of hisfon, her brother.

Who rtioitly alfo di*d : for whofe dear love

(They fay) the had abjut'd the fight

And company ofmen,

Vio. O that I ferv'd that Lady,

And might not be delivered to die world

Y 2 Till
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Till I had made mine own cccnfion mellow

What myeftaceis.

Cap, Thac were hard to compafle
,

Bccaufc file will admit no kind of fuit,

Nonoc the Dukes.

f'lV, There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain,

And chough that nature, with a beauteous wall

Doth oft clofe in pollution
;
yet of thcc

I will believe, thou haft a mind that fuits

With this thy fair and outward charadler.

I prethee (and I'le pay thee bountcoufly)

Conceal me wh« I am, and be my aide.

For fuch difguife as haply Hiall become

The form of.my intent. Tie ferve this Duke ,

Thou flialc prefcnt me as an Eunuch to him,

It may be worth thy pains : for I can fino,

And fpeak to him in many Cons of Mufick,

That will allow me very worth hisfervice.

What elCe may hap, to time I will commit,

Onely (hape thou, thy filence to my wit.

Caf. Be you hiiS Eunuch, and your Mute I'le be,

When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee.

f^io. I thank ihec : Lead mc on, Sxenxt,

Scena Tertia,

Enter Sir Toby^ and Maria.

Sir To. What a plague meancs my Neece to takc-tbe

death of her brother thus? I am furc care's an enemy to

life.

Afar. By niy troth, fir Tctj^you muft comcin earlier

a nights : your Coufin, my Lady> takes great exceptions

to your ill homes.

To. Why kt her except, before excepted.

Mar. I, but you muft confine your felf within the

modeft limits of order.

To. Confine > Fie confine my felf no finer then I am

:

chefc cloathes are good enough to drink in, and fo be

thefe boots too ; and they be not, let them hang them

felvcs in their own ftraps.

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undoe you : I

heard my Lady talke of it yelkr day : and of a foolifh

knight that you brought in one nioht here, to be her

To. 'VJ\\o^-S\t Andrew Ague-chtek^} (wooer?
cJJf/J. I he.

To. He's as tall a man as any's in Illyria.

Ma. What's that to th' purpofe ?

To. Why he has three thoufand Ducats a year.

t^ia. I, but he'll have but a year in all thefe Ducats

:

He's a very fool, and a prodigall.

To. Fie,that you'll fay(o : he playes o'th VioUdc-gam-

boyes, and fpeaks three or four languages word for word

without book, and hath all the good gifts ofnature.

Mar. He hath indeed , almoft naturall : for befides

that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller : and but that he

hath the gift of a Coward, to allay the guft he hath in

quarrelling, 'tis thought among the prudent , he would

quickly havcthegiftofagrave.

Tob. By this hand they arc Ccoundrels and fubftra-

ftors that fay fo of him. Who are they ?

Mar. They that adde moreover , he's drunk nightly

in your company.

rer.With drinking healths to my Neece : I'le drink to

,
her as long as there is a paffage in my throat, and drink

in tlljria'. he's a Cowaid and a Coyftrill that will not
drink to my Neece, till his brains cum o'th' toe, like a

parifh top. What wench ? Cafiiliane vulgo : for here

comes Sir jindrew Ague-face.

Enter Sir Andrew,
And. Sir Tohj Belch. How now Sir Toby Belch .'

To. S^eetS'iv Andrew,
And. Bleffc you fair Shrew.-

Mar. And you too fir.

Tob. Accoft, Sir Andrew^ accoft.

And. What's that ?

To. My Neeces Chamber-maid.

An. Good Miftris accoft, I dcfire better acquaintance.

Ma. My name is Mary fir.

And. Good Miftreffe Mary., accoft.

To. You miftake knight : Accoft is, front her, boord

her, wooe her, affaile her.

An. By my troth, I would not undertake her in this

company. Is that the meaning of Accoft ?

Mar. Fare you well Gentlemen.

To, And thou let her part fo, Sir Andrew^ would thou

mighft never draw fword agen.

And. And you part fo Miftreflc, I would I mighc

never draw fword agen. Fair Lady, doe you think you

have fools in hand ?

Ma. Sir, I have not you by th' hand.

And. Marry but you (hall have, and here's my hand.

Mar. Now fir, thought is free : I pray you bring your

hand toth' Buttrybarre,and let it drinK.

An. Wherefore ( fwcct heart ? ) what's your Meta-

phor?

Mar. It's dry fir.

An, Why I think fo ! I am not fuch an afle , but I

can keep my hand dry. But what's your jeft ?

Ma, A dry jeft, hr.

And. Are you fijll of them ?

Ma. I Sir, I have them at my fingcrends : marry now
I let go your hand, I am barren. Exit Maria.

Tob, O knight, thou lack'ft a cop of Canary : when
did I fee the fo put down ?

eyind. Never in your life , I think, unleffe you fee

Canary put down : me thinks fometiroes I have no more

wit then a Chriftian , or an ordinary man ha's : but I

am a great cater of beef, and I believe that do's harm to

my wit.

To, Noqueftion.

An. And I thought that, I'deforfweare it. I'letide

home to morrow. Sir Toby.

To. Pur ^ttoy, my dear knight ?

An. What is fur-tjuoy} Doe, or not doe ? I would I

had beftowed that time in the tongues, that I have in

fencing, dancing, and bcar-baitmg : O had I but follow-

ed the Arts.

To. Then hadft thou had an excellent head of hair.

An. Why, would that have mended my hair ?

To. Paft queftion, for thou feeft it will not cool my
An, But it becomes me well enough,doft not? (nature.

To. Excellent,it hangs like flax on a diftaflfeiand I hope

to fee a hu(wife take thee between her legs, & (pin it oft".

An, Faith I'le home tomorrow, (wTobyy your Neece

will not be feen, or if ftie be, it's four to one, fhe'll none

of me : the Count hlmfelf here hard liy, wooes her.

To. She'll none o'th Count, ftie'll not match above

her degree, neither in eftate , yeares, nor wit : I have

heard her fwear. Tut, there's life in't man.
And.
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Aud. rie ftay a monetb longer. I am a fellow o'th

ftrangcft rnind i'th world : I dcligh: in Maskes and Re

veils Comet imes altogether.

To. Art thou good at tliefe kick-Hiawfes, Knigh: ?

.yind. As any man in ///^r/^jjwhatfoevcr he be, under

the degree of my betters, and yet I will not compare with

an old man.

To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, knight ?

^«(/. Faith, I can cut a caper.

To. And 1 can cut the Mutton (o't,

jind. And 1 think I have the back-irick, fimply as

ftrong as any man in Illjr'ia.

To. Wherefore are thefe things hid? wherefore have

thcfc gifts a Curtain before 'em ? are they like to take

duR, like Miltris /WW/zpiaure? Why doft thou not go

to Church in a Galliard, and come home in a Carranto ?

My very walk fhould be a Jigge : I would not fo much as

make water but in a Sink-a-pace : What doft thou mean?

Is it a world to hide virtues in ? I did think by the excel-

lent conltinition of thy legge, it was form'd under the

ftarre of a Galliard.

And, I, 'tis ftrong, and it does indifferent well in a

dam'd colour'd ftocken. Shall we fit abdut fomc Revels ?

To. What ftiall wc doc elfe : were we not born under

Tanrtu ?

And. Tanrui ? That's fidfs and heart.

To. No fir, it is legges and thighes : let me fee thee ca-

per. Ha, higher : ha, ha, excellent. Sxennt.

For they fhall y<t bclye chy happy ycarcs.

That fay thou art a man : 'Ditnaes lip

ts not morefmoodi, and rubious : chy fmall pipe

is 3s the maidens organ, (hiill, and found ,

And^Ii is fcmblative a vvomans part.

I know thy conftcllation b right apt

For this affaire : fomc four or h ve attend hiou

All if you will : for I my feifam beft

When leaft in company : profper well in this

,

And thou fhalt Uveas freely as chy Lord)

To call his fortunes thine.

f^'to. ric doe my bctt

To wooeyour Lady.- yet a barrefullftrifc#

Who c*re 1 wooc, my felfe would be his wife. Exetut.

Scena Quarta*

I

Enter Vale»tlney and Vltlay ia muns atttre.

Va/. If the Duke continue theft favours towards you

Ce/an'a, you are like to be much advanc'd, he hath known
you but three dayes, and already you arc no ftranger,

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negligence,

that you call in qucftion the continuance of his lovo. 1$

he inconftant fir, in his favours ?

Val. No believe me.

Eftttr Dukji-, Curio, and vittendaats.

Vio. I thank you : here comes the Count.

Dnk^ Who faw Cefario hoa ?

Vio. On your attendance, my Lord, here.

Dh. Stand you a while aloof. Cefarit
,

Thou knowft no lelTe, but all : I have unclafp'd

To thee the Book even of my fccrct f6ul.

Therefore good youth, addrcffe thy gate unto her ,

Be not dcni'd acceffe, ftand at her doorcs ,

And tell them, there thy fixed foot ftiall grow
Till thou have audience.

Vic. Sure, my Noble Lord,

If fhe be fo abandon'd to her forrow

As it is fpoke, fhe never will admit me.

JD«. Be clamorous, and leap alt civil bounds

,

Rather then make unprofited return.

Vio. Say Idoefpeak with her (my Lord) what then ?

I Duk... O then, unfold the pafTion of my love

,

jSurprizc her withdifcourfe of my dear faith ;

It ihall become thee well toadt my woes ;

She will attend it better in thy youth
,

Then in a Nuntio'sof more grave afpe^.

Vio. I think not to, my Lord :

Duk^ Dear Lad, believe it

;

Scena Quinta,

€nter M^rla, and Clown.

Mar. Nay , either teil me where thou haft bin, or I

will not open my lips fo wide as a brifsle may enter in

way of thy excufe:my Lady will hang thee for thy abfence.

Clo. Let her hang me : he that is well bang'd in this

world, needs fear no colours.

Mm. Make that.good.

Clo, He ftiall fee none to fear.

Mar. A good lenton anfwcr : I can cell tfeee where

that fiying was born, of I fear no colours.

do. Where good Miftreftc Mary ?

Mar. In the wanes, and that may you be bold to fay

in your foolery.

Clo. WclI,God give them wifedomc that have it : and

thofe that are foolcs, let them ufe their talents.

Mar. Yet you will be hane'd for being fo long alv

fent, or be tam'd away, is not chat as good as a hanging

to you ?

Clo. Many a good hanging, prevems a bad marriage

:

and for turning away, let fummer bear it oQt.

Mar. You are refolutc then ?

Clo, Not fo neither, but I am refolv'd on two points

Mar. That if one break, the other will hold: or if

both break, your gaskins fall.

Clo. Apt in good faith, vety apt : well, go thy way,

if Sir Tobj would leave drinking, thou wen as witty a

piece of Eves flefti, as any in llljria..

Mar. Peace you rogue, no more o'that : here comes

my Lady : make your excufc wifely, you werebeft.

Enter Ladj Oliv'ta, with Mah/oUo,

Clo. Wit, and't be thy will, put me into good fooling

:

thofe wits that think they have thee, doe very oft prow

fooles : and I that am lure I lack thee, may palTc for a

wife man. For what fiyes ^«i*4p*/«. Better a witty

fool, then a fooIiiTi wit. God bleflc thee, Lady.

01. Take the fool away.

Clo. Doc you not hear fcllowes, take away the Lady.

01. Go too, y'are a dry fool : I'lc no more of you, b«-

fides you grow dilTioncft.

Clo. Two faults, Madona , that drink and good counfel

will amend : forgive the dry fool drink, then is the fool

not dry : bid the difhoneft man mend himfelf,ifhe mend,

he is no longer dilTioneft ; if he cannot , lee the Botcher

mend him : any thing that's mended, Is but patch'd : vir-

t<i€ that iranfgiclfes, is but patcht with fin, and fn (hat

amends, is b»rt patcht with vinue. If that this fimpM

Sillogifme wilt feive, fo ; if it will noc, what remedy ?\

Y ? As\
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As chere is no cruc Cuckold buc calamicy, fo bcaucy's a

flower ; The Lady bad takeaway the fool, therefore I fay

again, take her away.

01. Sir, I bad them take away you.

CI0. Mifprifion in the highed degree. Lady, C«c«/.

/»/ ttoH faclt monachum : that's as much to fay, as I

wear not motley in my brain : good t^adona^ give me
leave to prove you a fool.

01. Can you doe it ? -

Cto. Dexterioufly, good Mudond.

01. Make your proof.

CIq. I muft catechize you for it, M«ionit^ Good my
Moufe of virtue anfwer.

01. Well fir, for want of other idleneffc, Tie bide

your proof.

Clo. Good Madona^ v«hy mourn'ft thou .'

01. Good fool, for my brothers death.

Clo. I think his foul is in hell, Madond.

O!. I know hit foul is in heaven, foole,

Clo.. The more fool you {(JiiadoM) to mourn for your

Brothers foul, being in heaven. Take away the fool, Gen-

tlemen,

01. What think you of this fool, -Af<?/«/«/«», doth he

not mend ?

MaL Yes, and (hall doe, till the pangs of death (hake

him : Infirmity that deaycs the wife, doth ever make the

better fool.

Clo, God fend you, fir, a fpeedy Infirmity, for the

better incrcafing your folly : Sir Toby will be fwom that

I am no Fox, but he will not pafs his word for two pence

that you are no fool.

01. How fay you to that Malvollo ?

Mai. I marvell your Ladifhip takes delight in fuch a

barren rafcall : I faw him put down the other day, with

an ordinary fool, that has no more brains then a ftone.

Look younow,he'soutof his gard already lunleffeyou

laughandminifteroccafion tohim, he Jsgag'd. I proteft

I take thefe Wife men, that crow fo at thefc fet kind of

fooles, no better then the foolesZ<««;*«.

01. O youarefick of felf-love, Mtslvollo, 2nd tafte

with a diftcmpcr'd appetite. To be generous, guiltleffe,

andof freedifpofition, is totake thofe things for Bird-

bolts, that you deem Cannon bullets : There isnoflandcr

in an allow'd fool, though he doe nothing but rail ; nor

no railing in a known difcreet man, though he doe no-

thing but reprove.

Cla. Now Mercury indue thee with leafing, for thou

fpeak'ft well of fooles.

Enter Maria,
Mar. Madam, there is at the gate, a young Gentle-

man, much defire to fpeak with you.

01. From the Count Orjim, is it }

Ma. I know not (Madam) 'tis a fair young tnan, and

well attended.

01. Who ofmy people hold him in delay ?

Ma. Sir To^^, Madam, your kinfman.

01. Fetch him off I pray you, he fpeaks nothing but

madman : Fie on him. Go you, MalvoUo ; if it be a fuit

from the-Count, I am fick, or not at home. What you

will, to difmiffe it. Exit Malvo.

Now you fee, fir, how your fooling growes old, and peo-

ple diflike it.

Clo. Thou haft fpoke for us {Maiomiy^s if thy cldcft

foh fhould be a fool : whofe fcull, Jove cramme with

brams, for here he comes. Enter Sir Toky.

One of thy km has a moft weak Pia-mater.

What IS he at the01. By mine honour balfe drunk,

gate, Coufin ?

To, A Gentleman.

01. A Gentleman ? What Gentleman .'

To. Tis a Gentleman here. A plague o' thefe pickle

Herring: How now Sot.

Clo. Good S\rToby.

01. Coufin, Coufin, how have you come fo early by

this Lethargy ?

Tob, Letchery, I defie Letchery : there's one a: the

gate.

01. I marry, what is he ?

To. Let him be the devil and he will, I care not : give

me faith, fay I. Well, it's all one. Exit.

01. What's a diunkcn man like, fool }

Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a mad man

:

One draught above heat makes him a foole, the fecond

mads him, and a third drownes him.

01. Go thou and feek the Crowner,and let him fit o*

my C02 : for he's in the third degree of drink : he's

drown'd : go look after him.

Clo. He is but mad yet, Maiona^ and the foolfliall

look to the mad man.

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. Madam , yond young fellow fweares he will

fpeak with you. 1 told him you were fick, he takes on him

to underftand fo much, and therefore comesio fpeak with

you. I told him you were afleep, he feems to have a fore,

knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to fpeak with

you. What is to be faid to him, Lady, he's fortified a-

gainft any deniall.

01. Tell him, he fhall not fpeak with me.

Mai. Ha's been told fo : and he fayes he'll ftand at

yourdoorlike a Sheriffespoft, and be the fupponertoa

bench, but he'll fpeak with you,

01. What kind o' man is he ,'

Mai. Why, of man-kind.

01. What manner of man ?

Mai. Of very ill manners : he'll fpeak with you, will

you, or no-

01. Ofwhatperfonage andycaresishe.'

Mal.Noi yet old enough for a man,nor young enoi^h

for aboy : as a fquaftiis before 'tisapcfcod,ora Codling

when 'tis almoft an Apple : 'Tis with him in ftanding

water, between boy and man. He is very well-favour'd,

and he fpeaks very fhrewilhly : One would think his

mothers milk were fcarce out of him.

Old. Let him approach : Call in my Gentlewoman,

Mai. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. Exit.

Enter Maria.

01. Give me my vail : come throw it o're my face.

We'll once more hear Orfino'% Embalfic.

Enter Viola.

Via. The honourable Lady of the houfc, which is (he?

01. Speak to me, I (hall anfwcr for her : your will.

Vi». Moft radiant, exquifite, and unmatchable beau-

ty. I pray you tell me if this be the Lady of thchoufe,

for I never faw her. I would be loath to caft away my
fpcech rfor bcfides that it is excellently well penn'd,! have

taken great pains to con it. Good Beauties, let me fuftain

no fcom ; I am very comptible, even to the leaft finiftcr

ufage,

01. Whence came you, fir ?

fio. I can fay little more then I haveftudied,andthat

queftion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give me

modeft affurance, if you be the Lady of the boufe, that
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tl may proceed in fpcech.

I 01. Are you a Comedian?

I Via. No my profound heart: and yet (by the very

•phangsof malice, I fwcar) lamnottiiat I play. Areyou

jihc Lady of the houlc ?

I O/. If I do not ufurpmy felf, lam.

VU. Moft certain, if you arc llie, yo do ufurp your

fclf : for what is yours to beftow , is not yours to re-

ferve. But this is from my Commiffion : I will on with

my fpcech in your prajfc, and then (hew you the heart of

my mcffagc.

01, Come to what is important in't : I forgive you

the prajfe.

Vio, Alas, I took great pains to (ludy it, and 'tis Poe-

tical).

01. It IS the more like to be feigned , I pray you keep

it in.I heard you were fawcy at my gaces,and allow'd your

approach rather to wonder at you, then ro hear you. If

you be not mad j begone : if you have rcafon , be brief :

'tis not that limeof Moon with me, to make one in fo

skipping a dialogue.

iJ^U. Will yon boyft faylc, fir, here lyes your way.

Vio. No gooid fvwabber , I am to hull here a little lon-

ger. Some mollification for your Giant , fwceiLady:

tell me your mind, I am a meflcnger.

01. Sure you have fome hideous matter to deliver,when

the curtcfie of it is fo fearfull. Speak your office.

Vlo. It alone concerns your ear: I bring no overture

of war, no taxation of homage ; 1 hold the OlyfFe in my
hand : my wordsare as full of peace as matter.

01. Yet yoii began rudely. What are you ?

What would you ?

Vio. Thcrudencfle thathath appear'din me, have I

learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and what I

would , arc as fecret as a maiden-head : to ypur ears

,

Divinity ; to any others, prophanation.

01. Give us the place alone.

We will hearthis divinity. Now fir, what is your text ?

Vlo. Moft fwcet Lady.

01. A comforcable do6liine, and much may be faid of

It. Where lyes your Text ?

Vio. In Orfno's bofome.

Of. In his bofome ? In what diapter of his bofome >

Vie, Toanfwerby the method,in the firft of his heart.

Ol, O, I have read it : it is herefie. Have you no more

to fay ?

Vlo. Good Madam, let me fee your face.

Ol. Have you any Commiirion from your Lord , to

negotiate with my face : you arc now out of your Text

:

but wc will draw the Curtain, and (liew youthe pifture.

Look you, fir, fuch a one I was this prefent : Is't not well

done?

Via. Excellently done, ifGod did alL

Ol. Tis in grain , fir , 'twill endure winde and wea-
ther.

Vio, 'Tis beauty truly blent, whofc red and white,

Natures own fwcet, and cunning hand laid on

:

Lady, vou arc the cruell'ft fhc alive.

If you will lead thefe graces to the grave,

And leave the world no copy.

01. Ofir, I will not be fo hard-hearted : I will give

out divers fcedulcs of my beauty. It ftiall be Inventoried

and evci7 particle and utcnfile labcU'd to my will : As,

!

Item, two lips indifferent red. Item, two grey eyes, with
j

lids to them : Item , one neck , one chin , and fo forth.
|

Were you fcnt hither to prailc me ? I

r Vio. 1 fee you what your are, you are too proud

:

But if you were the devilf,you are fair:

My Lord and Maftcr loves you: O fuch love

Could be but recompenc'd, though you were crown'd

The non-parill of beauty.

Ol. How docs he love me ?

Vio. With adoiations, fertill tears,

With groans that thunder love, witii fighes of fire.

01. Your Lord do's know my mind^I canrtoclove him.
Yet I fuppofe'hini vertuous, know him noble.

Of great eftatc, of frefh and fhinieflc yoi/th

;

In voyces well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant,

And indimcnfion,and ihapc of nature,

A gracious perfon. But yet I cannot love him

:

He might have took his anfwer long ago.

Vio. If I did love you in my mafters flame,

With fuch a fufFring, fuch a deadly life

:

In your denialli I would find no fence,

I would not underftand it.

01. Why,what would you doc?
Vio. Make me a willow Cabinc ac your gate,

And call upon my foul within the houle.

Write loyall Cantons ofcontemned love.

And fing them loud even in the dread ofnight;

Hollow your name to the reverberate hills.

And Make the babling Goffip of the aire,

Cry out, Olivia : O you (honld not reft

Between the elements of aire, and earth,

But you fhouldpitty me.

01. You might do niiuch:

What is your Parentage ?

Vie. Above my fortunes, yet my flate is wcU

:

lam a Gentleman.

Ol. Get you to your Lord

:

I cannot love him : let him fend no more,

UnlefTe (perchance) you come to me again.

To tell me how he takes it ; Fare you well

:

I thank you for your pains : fpend this for me.

Vio. I am no-feed pofi, Lady ; keep your purfc,

My Maftcr,not my fclf, lacks recompence.

Love make his heart of flint, that you fhall love.

And let yonr fervour like my Mafters be,

Plac'd in contempt : Farewell fair cruelty. Exit,

01. What is your Parentage ?

Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is well

:

I am a Gentleman. I'lc be fworne thou art.

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, aftions, and fpirit.

Do give thee five-fold blazon : not too faft : foft, foft,

UnlcfTc the Mafter were the man. How now ?

Even fo quickly may one catch the plague ?

Mcthinks I feele this youth's perfections.

With art invifible, and fubile ftcalth

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it b«.

What hoa, t^alvotio.

Enter ^.MmIvoHo.

Mai. Here Midam, at your fervice.

Ol. Run after that fame pcevifh MefTenger,

The Counts man : he left this Ring behind him,

Would I, or not : tell him, I'lc none of it.

Defirc him not to flatter with his Lord,

Nor hold him up with hope*, I am not for him

:

If that the youth will come this way to morrow,

I'le give him reafons fot't by thee , Maivolio.

Mil. Madam, I will. Exit.

Ol. I do I know not what, and fear to find

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind : ,

Fate
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Fate, Oiew thy force, our fclves we do no: noi owe ;

Whac is decreed, xmR be : and be this fo.
_ ^

AUtii Secundm. Seem Trima.

Enter ^ntonio^ and SebdftiaH.

-^». Will you flay no longer : nor will you not that 1

go with you?
• Sch. By your patience, no: my ftavres fliine darkly

over me ; the malignancy of..my face, might perhaps di-

ftemper yours, theicfore 1 (l^all cravcof you your leave
,

that I may bear niy evills alone. It were a bad recom-

pence for your love, to lay any of them on you.

^n. Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound.

Seh. No footh, fir, my determinate voyage is mecr

extravagancy. But I paceivc in you fa excellent a touch

of modefty, that you will not extort from me, what 1 am

willing to keep in : therefore it charges me in manners,

the rather to. exprefs my fclf: you muft know of me

then,-(^«ro;7;o,my name js Sebaftlan (which 1 call'd 7^«/<»-

r'lgo) my father was that Sctajiiait oi Me/faliae^ whom I

know you have heard of. He left behind him , myfelf,

and a After , both born in one houre : if the Heavens had

been pleas'd , would we had fo ended. But you fir,alter*d

that, for fome houres before you took me from the breach

of the fea, was my fifter drown 'd.

^». Alas the day I

Seb. A Lady fir, though it was faid Chi much rcfem-

bled me, was yet of many accounted bcautjfull:but though

1 could not with fuch eftimable wonder over-far believe

that
,

yet thus far I will boldly publifh her , flie boi e a

minde that envy could not but cailfair: She is drown'd

already, fir, with fait water, though I fcem to drown her

remembrance again with more.

ytnt. -Pardon me, fir, your bad cnterulnment.

Seb, O good jintonle^ forgive me your trouble.

Ant. If you will not murtner me for my love , Ice me
be your fervant.

Sth. If you will not undo what you have done, that is

kill him , whom you have rccoyei'd , dcfire it not. Fare
ye well at ohce, my bofomeis full of kindnefs, and I am
yet fo near the manners ofmy mother, that upon the leafi

occafion more, mine eyes will tell tales ofme : I am bound
to the Coiint Orfmd's Court, farewell. Exit

.

Ah, The gentlenefs ofall the gods go with thee

;

I have made enemies in Orjino^t Court,

Elfe would I very fhortly fee ihec there

:

But come wha t ma y, I do adore thee fo.

That danger (hall fcem fport, and I will go

:

Ex'it

.

in a defperate affurance, fhe will none of him. And one

thing more , that you be never fo hardy to come again in

his affairs , unlefs it be to report your Lords taLng of

this: receive it fo.

V'lQ. She took the Ring ofme. Tie none of it.

Mdl, .Come , fir, you peevifhly threw jt to her :»nd
her Will is, it fhould be fo return *d : If it be worth Hoop-

ing for : there it lyes, in your eye : if not , be it his that

finds ic. Exit.

Vio. I left no Ring with her : what means this Lady -?

Fortune forbid my out- fide have not charm'd her:

She made good view of me, indeed fo much.

That fure me thought her eyes had loft her tongue,

For fhe did fpcak in ftarts diftra6kedly.

She loves me lure, the cunning of her paflion

Invites me in this churlifh meffenger

:

None of my Lords Ring ? Why, he fent her none ?

lam the man, if it be fo as 'tis,

Poor Lady, flie were better love a dream

:

Difguife, I fee thou art a wickedneffe,

Wlierein the pregnantenemy docs much.

How eafie is it, for the proper falfe

In womens waxen hearts to fct their formes:

Alas, our frailty is the caufe, not we,

For fuch as we are made, iffuch we be :

How will this fadge ? My Mafter loves her dearly,

And I (poor monfter) fond afmuch on him;
And (he (miftaken) feemsto doat on me

:

Whqt will become of this? As I am a man.
My ftate is defperate for my maifiers love;

As I am woman (now alas the day)

What thriftkfic fighes (hall poor OUvta breath ?

O time, thou mu/t untangle this, not I,

It is too hard a knot for mc t'unty.

Scena Stcunda.

Enter VloUyUni Matvol'io^ atfeverall doors.

M«l. Were not you ev'n now,with the Coun tefs Ol'tv'ia.}

Via. Even now fir, on a niodcratc pace, I have fincc

atriv'd but hither.

Mai. She returns this Ring to you ( fit ) you might
have faved mc my pains , to have" taken it away yoor
felf. She adds moteavcr » that .yon ftiould put your Lord

Scena Tenia,

Enter sir Tohj/yAnd Sir Andrew.
Tab. Approach Sir Andrew : not to be a bed after

midnight, is to be up betimes, and D;7»V«/o/«(rf<rf, thou

know'ft.

u4nd Nay by my troth I khow not : but I know , to

be Up late, is to be up late.

To. Afalfeconclufion: I hateitasanunfill'dCanne,

To be up after midnight, and to go to bed then is early:

fo that to go to bed after midnight , is to go to bed be-

times.
.
Docs not our lives confittof the four Elements?

^n. Faith fo they fay , but I think it rather confifts

of eating and drinking.

To. Th'art a fcholler , let us therefore eat and drink,

Marian I fay, a ftoope of wiuc.

Enter Clorvn.

An. Here comes the foole,ifaith.

Clo. How novf my hearts : did you never fee the Pi-

dure of we three ?

To, Welcomeaffe, now let's have a catch.

And. By my troth the foole has an excellent brcaft, I

had rather then foity (hillings 1 had fuch a Icggc, and fo

fweet a breath to fing, as the foole has. Infooth thou waft

m very gracious fooling laft night , when thou fpok'ft of

Pigrogromittu^ of the VtipAns paffingthe Equinocftiall of

QueHhtu : twas very good ifaith : I fent thee fix pence

for
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for thy Lemon, hadft it ?

C/o.l did impeticos tliy gratil!ity:for Malvotio's nofc

is no Whip-ftock. My Lady has a white hand , and the

Mcrmidons arc no bottle ale houfes.

An. Excellent : Wliy this is the bcilfooling , when

all is done. Now a fong.

To. Come on, there is fix pence for you. Let's have

a fong.

j4n. There's a teftrill of mctoo :if oneknTght give a—

Civ. Would you havcalove-fong , or a fong ofgood

life?

To. A lovc fong, a love fong.

An. 1,1. Icarcnotfor^ood life.

Clown j^ngs.

O Mifirii mine, where areyourominf^ ?

Oflay and hear, jour true loves canting,

That canfing both high ^nd low.

Trip no further pretty ftveeting.

Journeys end in lovers meeting,

Bvery wife mans fan doth knoiv.

An. Excellent good , ifaitb.

To. Good, "000.

Clo,what is love, 'tit nU hereafter,

qtrefent mirth, hath prefent laughter :

yyhat'sto come^ ufiill unfitre.

In delay there lyes noplim.y.

Then coMekI0 me fweet and twenty :

Youth's ajhuffwillnot endnre.

An. A iTTcIlifluous voyce, as I am true icnight.

To. A contagious breath.

An. Very fweet, and contagious, ifaith.

To. To hear by the nofc, it is dulcet in contagion.

But Hiallwe make the Welkin dance indeed.' /Kail we

lowzc the night-Owle in a Catch > that will draw three

fouls out of one Weaver > Shajl wtdo that ?

At. And you lovenie>lct's doo'trl am a dog at a Catch.

Clo. Byrlady fir, and fomc dogs will catch well.

An. Moft certain: Let our Catch be, Thau Knave,

po. Hold thy peace, thou KnavcVrw^^. I (hall be

conltrain'd in't, to call thee Knave, Knight.

An, 'Tis not the firft time I have conftrained one to

call me knave. Begin foole : it begins. Hold thypeace.

Clo, Shall I never begin if I hold my peace.

An. Good ifaith : Come begin. CatchJlng.

Enter LMaritt.

Mar. Wliat a cattcrwalling do you keep here ? If my
Lady have not caird up her Stweard, ^rf/vf^/Zi?, and bid

him turn you out of doors, never truft me.

To. My Lady's a Catay.<tn,^z are politicians, Malvo.

/;»V aPeg-a-ramfic, and Three merry men be we . Am
not I confanguinious .' Am not I of ha bloud : tilly vally.

Lady ! There dwelt a man in Babylon, Lady, Lady.

Clo. Benucw me, the knight's in admirable fooling.

An. I, he do's well enough if he be difpos'd, ai\d fo do
I too : he does it with a better grace , biit I do it more
naturall.

To. O twelf day »f December.

Mar. For the love o'God peace.

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. My maftcrs are you madf Or what are you?

Have you no wit, manners, nor honelly , but to gabble

likelinkets at this time of night ? Do ye make an Ale-

houfeof my Ladies houfc, that ye fqueak out your Cozi-

ers Catches without any mitigation or rcmorfe of voycc ?

Is there no refpeft of place, pcrfons,nor time in you .'

7 0. We did keep time fir m our Catches. Sncck up.

Mai. SirTobjr, I murt be round with you. My Lady
bad me reli you , that flie harbours you as her ktnfnian,

flic's nothing ally'd to your difordcrs, Jf you can fcpcratc

your Celf and your mifdcmcanoiirs, you arc welcome to the

houfc : if not, and it would plea fe you to take leave of her,

ihc 1$ very will iig to bid you farewell.

To. Farewell dear heart, fince I muft needs be gonr.

Mar. Nay, good S i r Toby.

f^lo. His eyes do fliew his daycs arc almoft done.

Mai. Is'tevenfo.>

To. But I will never dye*

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lye.

Mai. This is much credit to you.

To. Shall 1 bid himgo ?

Clo. what and ifyon do ?

To. Shall I bid himgo, and fpare not}

Clo. O no, no, no, uo, yoji dare not.

To. Out o'tune fir, ye lye: Art any more then a Stew-

ard ? Doft thou think bccaufe thou art vertuous , there

fliall be no more Cakes and Ale >

Clo. Yes by S. Anne, and Ginger (hall be hot i'th

mouth too.

To. Th'art i th right. Go fir, rub your chain with

crums. A (topcof Wine yi/<?7/W.

Mai, Miftris Mary, if you priz'd my Ladies favour

at any thing more then contempt
,
you would not give

means for this uncjviil rule; (Iw Ihall know of ic by this

hand. £xit.

Mar. GolKake your ears.

An. 'Tvvcrc as good a deed as to drink when a mans
a hungry , to challcng him the field , and then to break

promifc with him, and make a foolc of him.

To. Doo't knight, I'lc write thee a Challenge : or Tie

deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth.

/l/<rr. Sweet Sir Toby, be patinu for to mglit ; Since

.the youth of the Counts was to day vcith my Lady , Ihc is

much out of qpjict. For Mounficur Atalvdio, let mc alone

with him : If I do not gull him into an ayword,and make

him a common rccicaiion , do not think I have wic e-

nough to lye ftraight in my bed : 1 know I can do it.

To. Poffefs us, poflcfs us, tell us fomething of him.

Mar. Marry fir, fometimes he is a kind of a Puritane,

An. O, if I thought that, I'dc beat him like a dog.

To. What for being a Puritan , thy exquifite rcafon,

dear knight.

^M. I have no exquificc rcafon for't, but I have rca.

Ton good enough.

Mar. Thcdcv'lla Puritan that he is, or any thing

conflantly but a time pleafer, an affeftion'd Afs , that

Cons State without book , and utters it by great fwaiths,

The belt perfwadcd of himfclf : fo cram'd (as he thinks)

with excellencies, that it is his ground of faid) , that all

that look on him, lovc him : and on that vice in himvviU

my revenge find notable cnufe to work.

To. What wilt thou do ?

tj^ar. I will drop in his way fomc obfcure Epifties of

lovc, wherein by the colour of nis bcard,thc fliapc of his

leg, the manner of his gate, the exprtflurt of his eye,

forehead, and complexion, he ihall find himfelf moll feel-

ingly perfonatcd, I can write very like my Lady your

Niece, on a forgotten matter we can lurdly make diHin-

i>ion of our hands.

To. Excellent, I fnell a device.

e/f«. I liav't m my nofe too.

To. He (lull thhikbv the Letters that thou wik rfrop
j^

that
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That they come from my Niece, and tlut llie's in love

with him-

Mar, My purpofe is indeed a horfe of thac colour.

t/fn. And your horfe now vvould make him anAfs,

<^ar. Afs, I doubc not.

An. O 'twill be admirable.

Mar. Sport roy all I wan-aruyou : I know my Phyfick

will woik with him, I will plant you two , and let the

Foole make a third, where he (Kail find the Letter : ob-

ferve this conftrui^on of it : Foi this night to bed , and

dream on the event. Farewell. Exit.

To. Good night Peuthljilea.

An. Before me ilic's a good wench.

TV. She's a beagle, tixiebred, and one that adores me

;

what o'that ?

An. I was ador'd owct too.

To. Let's to bed knight : Thou hadft need fend for

more money.

An. IfI cannot recoveryour Niece,! am a foul wayout

.

To. Send for money krught , if thou haft her not i'th

end, call me Cut.

An. If I do not, never trufl me, ukc it how you will.

To. Come, come, ricgohurnfomeSack , 'tis too late

to go to bed now : Come Jcniglit, come knight.

ExtuHt.

Scena Quarta,

Enter Hukjy f^toU^ Cur'it^ and others.

Dh. Give me fomc Miilick;Now good morrowfriends;

Now good Cefarioy but that piece of fong.

That old and Aniick fong we heard laft night

;

Me thought it did relieve my pafTion much.
More then light aires, and rccolle£ted lermes

Of thcfc molt brisk andgiddy-paced times.

Come, but one ycrfe.

Ch. He is not herc(fo pleafe your Lordihip)tha t Ihould

ling it.

Du. Who was it ?

Cttr. FeSie tne Jeftcrmy Lord, a foole that the Lady
0/<v/Vj Father took much delight in. He is about the

houfe.

Dh. Seek him out, and play the tune the while.

LMnjlck^fli^yes.

Come hither Boy, ifcvcrthou fiialt love

In the fwect pangs of it, remember nic ?

For fuchas I am, all true Lovers are,

Unftaid and skittish in all motions elfe.

Save in the conftant image of the creature

Tliat is belov'd. How dolt thou like this tunc t

f^to. It gives a very eccho to the feat

Where love is thron'd.

D«. Thou doft fpcak mafterly.

My life upon't, young though thou artj thine eye

Hath ftaid upon fome favour that it loves

:

Hath it not boy?
yio. A little "oy your favour.

D». What kind ofwoman is't ?

f^io. Of your complexion.

D«. She is not worth thee then. What years ifaith ?

^w. About your years my Lord.

Dflf, Too old by heaven : Let (till the woman take

An elder then her felf, fo wears (he to him :

So fwayesdie If veil in her husbands heart

:

For boy, however we do praife our felves,

Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm.

More longing, wavering, fooncr loft and wome,
Thenwomcnsaie.

yto. I think it well my Lord.

Du. Then let thy love be younger then thy felf,

Or thy affeflion cannot how the bent

:

For women are as Rofcs, whofe fair flower

Bcinsonce dilplaid, doth fall tnat very houre.

f^iii). And fo they are : alas, that they are fo

:

To dye, even when they tojperfc^ongrow.
Enter Curto^and C^own.

Dh. O fellow come, the fpng we had laft night

:

Mark it Cefar'io^ i: is old and plain

;

The Spinfters and the Knitters in the Sun,

And the free maids that weave their tred with bones,

Doufe to chant it : it isfiily foodi.

And dallies with the innocence of love,

Like the old age.

Clo. Arc you ready Sir ?

2)«. I prahce fing. Mufck^
The Song.

Come avpoy., come awajf death^

And in fad cjfre(S let me he Widy
Fie away,fie away breathy

Iam/lain bj a fair cruell maid,
( fare it,

Afyjhrowd of white, fluck^allwith Ewfi fre-
fily fart of death no one fo tr/tedid fhareit.

Net a flowery not aflorter fweet
On my black, co^n, let there be firewK

:

Not a friend.^ not r, friendgreet

Myfoor corps, where my bones fljall be thrown :

A thoufanit thsttfand/ghs tofavej^y meO where
Sad trne lover neverfind mygrave^0 weep there.

2)«. There's [or thy pains.

Clo. No pains (ir, 1 take plcafure in (inging (ir.

Dm. rie pay thy pleafurc then.

C/e. Trulyjrtr, and pleafure will be pa id onetime, or
another.

Dh. Give me now leave, to leave thee.

OO' Now the mclancholly God proteft thee , and the

Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffata , for thy

mind is a very Opall. I vyould have men of fuch conftan-

cy put to Sea , that their bufinefs might be every thing

,

and their intent every where , for that's it that alwaycs
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. Exit.
Dh. Let all the reft give place : Once more Cefario^

Get theeyond fame foveraign cruelty :

Tell her my love ( more noble then the world)
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands,

The parts that fortune hath beflow'd upon her,

Tell her I told as giddily as fornine

:

But 'tis that miracle, and Queen of Jems
That nature pranks her in,attra£b my foule.

fio. But if (he cannot love you (rr.

Dh. It cannot be fo anfwer'd.

J^to. Sooth but you muft.

Say that fome Lady, as perhaps there is.

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart

As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her:

You tell her fo : Muft flie not then be anfwer'd ?

Dh. There is no womans fides

Can
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Can abide the beating of fo ftrong a pallion,

As love doth give my heart : no womans heart

So big, to hold fo much, they lack retention.

Alafs, their love may be call'd appetite :

No motion ofthe Liver, but the Pallat,

That fuflFer furfcr, cloymcnt, and revolt

;

But mine is aH as hungry as the Sea,

And can di geft as much, make no compare

Between that love a woman can bear me.

And that I owe Olivia,

f^io. \ but I know.
Dh. What do/t thou know ?

yio. Too well what love women to menov^•e :

In faith they arc as true of heart, as we.

My father had a daughter lov'd a man
As it might be perhapsi were I a woman
I fliould yourLordrhip.

Dnk^. And what's her hiftory ?

yio. A blank, my Lord : (he never told her love,

But let concealment like a worme i'th bud

Feed on her damask check : Oie pin'd in thought,

And with a green and yellow melanchoUy,

She fate like Patience on a Monument,
Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed >

We men may fay more, fwear more, but mdeed.

Our fhews are more then will : for ftill we prove

Much in our vowes, but little in our love.

Du. But dy'd thy fifter of her love, my boy ?

yio. I am all the daughters of iny Fathers houfe.

And all the brothers too , and yet I know not.

Sir, rtiall I to this Lady ?

Du. I that's the Theam

:

To her in hafte ? give her this Jewell : fay.

My love can give no place, bide no dcnay. Exeunt

Seem Qmnta*

Enter Sir Tohj^ Sir Andrew^ and Fahian.

To. Come thy waycs, Signior Fabian,

Fab. Nay I'lc come : if 1 lofea fcrupleof this fport, let

me be boyl'd to death with MelanchoUy.

To. Would'ft thou not be glad to have the niggardly

Rafcally flieep-bitcr, come by fome notable fhame ?

Fa. I Would exult man
;
you know he brought me out

of favour with my Lady, about a Bear-baiting here.

To. To anger him we'll have the Bear again , and we
wilJfoole him black and blew , fhall we not. Sir Andrew ?

Ah. And we do not, it is pitty of our lives.

Enter Okaria.
To. Here comes the little villain : How now my Nettle

of India >

Mar. Get ye all three into the box tree : Malvolio'i

coming down this walk , he ha's been yonder i'thc Sun
pradlifing behaviour to his own lliadow this half hour

:

obfcrve him for the love of Mockery : for I know this Let-

ter will make a contemplative Ideotofhim. Clofeinihe
'name of jeafting,lye thou there ; for here comes thcTrowt,
^that muft be caught with tickling. Exit.

Enter (JHalvolio.

Mai. 'Tis but Fortune , all is fortune. Maria once

told me fhe did affeft me, and I have heard her felf come
thus near, that (Tiould iTie fancy , iclhould be one ofmy
complexion. Befidcs ihe ufcs me with a more exalted

rcfpedf, then any one clfc that follows her. What fliould
I think on't?

To. Here's an over-weening rogue.

Fa. Oh peace ; Contemplation makes a rare Turkey
Cock of him, how he jets under his advan'd plumes.

it/ind. 'Slight, I could fo beat the Rogue.
To. Peace I fay.

Mai. To be Count MalvoUo.
To. Ah Rogue.

Au. PiftoUhim, piflollhim.

To. Peace, peace.

Mai. There is example for'c : The Lady of the Stra.
ch^^ married the yeoman of the wardrobe.
An. Fye on him Jezabcl.

Fa. O peace, now he's dpeply in : look how imagina-
tion blows him.

Mat. Having been three months married to her, fit-

ting in my ftatc.

To. O for a ftone-bow to hit him in the eye,

Mai, Calling my Officers about me , in my bronch'd
Velvet gown : having come from a day bed , where I
have kkOlivia flecping.

To. Fire and Brimftone.
Fa. O peace, peace.

Mai. And then to have the humour of (late : and after
a demure travaile of regard : telling them I know my
place, as I would they inould do theirs: to ask for my
kinfman Tobji.

To. Bolts and ftiackles.

Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now.
Ma/. Seaven of my people with an obedient ftart

,

make out for him : I frown the while , and perchance
winde up my watch, or play with fomc ricli Jewell ; Tob/
approaches ; curtfics there to me.

To. Shall this fellow live ?

Fa. Though our filence be drawn from us with cares,

yet peace.

Mai. I extend my hand to him thus : clenching my
familiar fmilc with anauHere regard of control!.

To. And do's not Tobjt take you a blow o'the lippes

then?

Mai. Saying, Cofin T«^/, my Fortunes having aft
me on your Neecc, give me this prerogative of fpcech

:

To. What, what?
Mai. You muft amend your drunkcimefe.

To. Out fcab.

Fab, Nay patience, or we break the finews of our
plot ?

*Jiial. Befides you wafte the treafure of your time,

withafoohfh knight.

And. That's me I warrant you:

Mai. One Sir Andrew.
And. I knew 'twas I, for many do call me foole.

Mai. What employment have we here ?

Fa, Now is the Woodcock near the gin.
|

To. Oh peace, and the fpirit of humors intimate read-

ing aloud to him.

Mai, By my life this is my Ladies hand : thefe be her

very C'/, her ^'/, and her /'j, and thus makes ftie her

great P's. It is in contempt to queftion her hand.

zAnd. Her C'/, her U's^ and her T's : why that .'

Mal.To the utj^nown belev'dythts^and mjt^ood ffijhes:

Her very Phrafcs : By your leave wax. Soft, and the im-

preflurc her Lucrece^ with which fhe ufcs to feal : 'tis my
Lady : To whom ftiould this be ?

Fah. This winos him. Liver and all.

Mai.
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Mai. Jove knovpes I loveJ>Ht who,Lips do not mave^^no

man muftkjiovn. No man muftknow. What follows ?

The numbers alter'd : No man mutt know.

If this fhould be thee, Matvollo}

To. Marry hang thee brock.

Mai. I may command where t adore, l»Kfilfct likf

a Lucrefs rvife,

mthhloHdtefsftroke my heart dothgore^MP.^J. doth

[way my life.

Fa. A fiiftian riddle.

To. Excellent Wench, fay 1,

Mai. M. O. A. J. doth fway my life. Nay but fitR

let me fee, let me fee.

Tab. What difh of poifon has flic dreft him ?

To. And with what wing the ftallion checks at it ?

Mai. I may command., where t adore : Why flie may

command me : I ferve her, flie is my Lady. Why this is

evident to any foi mall capacity. There is no obftru(ftion

in this, and the end; What fliould that Alphabcticallpo-

ficion portend, If I could make that rcfemble fomething

inmc? Softly; M. O.A.I.
To. 0,1^ make up that, he is now at a cold fent.

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, though it be as

rank as a Fox.

Mai. M.MalvolUyM. Why that begins my name.

Fab. Did not I fay he would work it out, the Currc is

excellent at faults.

Mal.M. But then there is no confonancy in the fe-

quell that fuffers under probation : e/^. fhould follow,

but O. docs.

Fa. And O.fliall end,l hope.

To. I, or ric cudgell him, and make him cry O.

Mai. And then /. comes behind.

Fab. I, and you had any eye behinde you, you might

fee more detradtion at your heels , then Fortunes before

you,

Mai. M. O. A. I. This finiulation is not as the former:

and yet to cvufli this a little , it would bow me, for every

one of thefc Letters are in my name. Soft, here followes

profe : Ifthis ftill into thy hand., revolve. In my Stars I

am above thee., but he not afraid ofgreatnej? : Some are

becomegreat
.,
fame atchlevc greatneji y andfome have

greatnefi fur Hfonem. Thy fates ufon their hands ^ let

thy blond andfpirlt embrace them, and to inure thy felf

to what thou art lik.e to be : cajh thy humble/lough, and

appear frefh. Be op^ojite with a kjnfman,furly with fer-

vautt: Let thy tongue tang arguments of State ; put thy

felf into the tricky ofjingularity. She thus advifes thee,

that fghes for thee. Ti^member who commended thy

yellowflockjngs , and wljh'd to fee thee ever croS gar.

ter'd : I fay remember
,
go too , thou art made, if thou

dejir'lt to be fo : If not, let me fee thee a fieward fiill,

the fellow tf fervants , aad not worthy to touch Tor-

tunes fingers : Farewell. She that would alter fervices

with thee , the fortunate unhappy daylight and cham
pion difcovers not more : This is open , I will be proud,

I will read politick Authours, I will baffle Sir Toby,

I will wafli off groffe acquaintance , I will be point de-

vife, the very man. I do now foole my felfe , to let

imagination jade me ; for every reafon excites to this,

that my Lady loves me. She did commend my yellow

ftockings of late, llie did praife my legge being croffe-

garter'd , and in this fhe manifefts her feif to my love,

and with a kind of conjunftion drives me to thefe habits

of her liking. I thank my ftarres , I am happy : I will

be ftrange, llout, in yellow ftockings and croffe garter'd

even with the fwiftnelfe of putting on. Jove , and my
ftarres be praifed. Here is yet a poftfcript. Thou canft

not choofe to kjiow who I am. Ifthou entertainfl my lovcy

let it appear in thy fmiling , thyfmiles become thee weU.

Therefore in my prefence flillfmile, dear my fwest,I pre-

thee, Jove I thank thee,I will fmile, I will do every thing

that thou wilt have me. Exit.

Fab. I will not give my part of this fpor: for a penfion

of thoufands to be paid from the Sophy.

To. I could marry this wench for this device.

t/fn. So could I too.

To. And ask no other dowry with her , but fuch ano-

ther jeft.

Enter iMaria.
An. Nor I neither.

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catchcr.

To. Wilt thou fct thy foot o'my neck ?

An. Or o'minc either ?

To. Shall I play my frecdome at a cray.trip , and be

come thy bond-flave ?

An. Ifaith, or either?

Tob. Why , thou haft put him in fuch a dream , that

when the image of it leaves him, he muft run mad.

t^Ma. Nay but fay true, do's it work upon him ?

To. Like At^ua-vits. with a Midwife,

Mar. If you will then fee the fruits of the fport, mark
his firft approach before my Lady : he will come to her

in yellow ftockings , and 'tis a colour ftic abhors , and
crofle garter'd, a fafhion flie detefte : and he will fmilc

upon her, which will now be fo unfuteablc to her difpo

fition , being addicted to melancholy , as flie is, that it

cannot but turn him into a notable contempt : if you will

fee it, follow me.—~-
To. To the gates of Tartar, thou mod excellent devill

of wit.

And. rie make one too. Exeunt,

Flnic ARiti Stcundi

AUus Tertim, Scena Trima.

Enter Viola, and Clown.

Vio. Save thee Friend and thy Mufick : doft thou live

by the Tabor ?

Clo. No fir, I live by the Church.
Vio. Art thou a Churchman ?

Clo. No fuch matter, fir, I do live by the Church : for,

I do live at my houfe, and my houfc doth ftand by the

Church,

Vlo. So thou maift fay the King lyes by a begger, ifa

begger dwell near him : or the Church ftands by thy Ta-
bor, if thy Tabor ftand by the Church.

Clo. You have faid,fir: To fee this age ! A fentcncc is

but a chcv'rill glove to a good wit; how quickly the wrong
fide may be turn'd outward.

Vio. Nay that's certain : they that dally nicely with

words, may quickly make them wanton.

Clo. 1 would therefore my fitter had no name. Sir.

Vio. Why man ?

Clo. Why, fir, her name's a word , and to dally with

that word , might make my fifter wanton r But indeed,

words arc very Rafcals, fince bonds difgrac'd them.

Vio, Thy reafon man ?

Clo.
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I Qlo. Troth, fujl can yield you none without woids,

land words are grown fo falle, I am loadi toprove rcalon

Ivvich them.

Via. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and car'ft for

I notliing.

Ch. Not fo, fir,! doc care for fomcthing : but ifi my
confciencc, fir, I doc not caie for you : if that be to caie

for nothing, fir, 1 would it would make you invifible.

yio. Art not thou the Lady Ollviaes fool ?

( /a. No indeed, fir, the Lady Olivia has no folly,fhc

will keep no fool, fir, till flic be married, and fcols are

as like husbands,a<; Pi'chersarc to Herrings, the husband's

the bigger : 1 am indeed not her fool, but her corrupter of

words.

Via I faw thee htc at the Coimt Orfwos:
Clo. Foolery , fir, docs walk about the Orbe like tbe

Sun, it (hines every where. I would beforry,fir, but the

Fool fhould be as oft with your Ma(1ci, as with my Mi-

lt rclfc : I think I faw your wifedomc there.

y'lo. Nay, and thou paflc upon me, I'lc no more with

thee. Hold there's expenccs for thee,

Clf. Now Jove in his next commodity of hair, fend

thee a beard.

Via. By my troth. Tie teil thee, I am almoft fick for

one, though I would not have it grow on my chin. Is thy

Lady within?

C/». Would not a pair of thefe have bred, fir ?

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put toufe.

Clo. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrj/gla^ fir, to

bring a Crir;^(/'i to this Troylus.

Via. I underfland you, fir, tis well bcgg'd.

Clo, Xhc matter I hope is not great, fir ; begging, but a

beggar ; Crejfida was a beggar. My Lady is within, fir. I

will confler to them whence you come, who yoa are, and
what you would is cut of my Welkin, I might fay, Ele-

ment, but the word is over- worn. Exit.

ylo. This fellow isw;fe enough to play the fool.

And to doe that well craves a kind of wit

:

He inuft obfervc their mood on whom he jcHs,

The quality of perfons, and the time :

And like the Haggard, check at every Feather

That comes before his eye. This is a practice.

As full of labour as a Wife-mans Art:

For folly that he wifely fhcwes, is fit

:

But wife mens folly fain, quite taint their wrt.

Enter Sir Toby and Andrew.

To. Sayc you Gentleman.

Vio. And you fir.

Aifd DieuvoM guard AfoM»fer.
Vio, Et voM^, atife voflre ferviteure.

tyfnd, I hope, fir, you are, and I am yours.

To. Will you encounter the houfe, my Neccois defi-

rous vou fliould enter, if your trade be to her.

Via I am bound to your Neece, fir, I mean (Vie is the

lift of my voysgf.

To. Taftc your leggcs, fir, put them to motion.

iVio.
My leggcs doe better under (tand me,fir,thenl un-

dcrftand what you mean by bidding me tafte my Icgges.

To. I mean to go, fir, to enter.

Vio. I will anfwer you with gate and entrance, but we
are prevented.

Enter Olivia and Gentlewoman.
Mod excellent accomplifh'd Lady, the heavens rain O-
douison you.

yind, 1 hat youth's a rare Courtier, rain Odours, well.

Vio. My matter hath no voyce, Lady, but to your own

moll pregn,)nt and youchfafcd care.

And. Odours, pregnant, and vouchfafed . I'le get 'em
all three ready.

01. Let the Garden door be /hut, and leave mc to my
hearing. (Jive me youi hand, fir.

Vio. My duty. Madam, and mofl humble fcrvicc.

Ol. What is your name?
Vio. Cifario is your fervantsnamc, fair PrincclTe.

01. My Icrvantjfir.? Twas never merry world,
Since lowly feigning was call'd complement

:

Y arefervant to the Count Or/»w (youth.)

Vio. And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours

:

Your fcrvants fcrvant is your fcrvant. Madam.
Olivia. For him, I think not on him: for his thoughts

Would they were blanks rather then fiU'd with mc.
yio. Madam, T come to whet your gentle thoughts

On his bchalfc.

01, O by your leave I pray you.

I bad you never fpeak again of him

;

But would you undertake another fuit?

I had rather hear you, to folicit that

,

Then Mufick from the fpheares.

yi». Dear Lady.

01. Give me leave, I bcfcech you : I did fend,

After the laft enchantment you did hear,

A Ring in chace of you. So did I abufc

My fclf, my fervant, and I fear mc, you

:

Under your hard conftrudtion mult I fit.

To force that on you in a lliamefull cunning
Which you knew none of yours. What might you think?
Have you not fet mine honour at the ftake.

And baited it with allth'unmuzlcd thoughts

That tyrannous heart can think .' to one of your rcceirino

Enough is lTiewn,a Ciprefre,not a bofome,

Hides my poor heart : fo let mc hear you fpcak.

Vlo. I pitty you.

Ol. That's a degree to love.

Vio. No not a grice : for 'tis a vu'gaf proof
That very oft wc pitty enemies.

Ol. Why then inc thinks 'tis time to fmile agen :

world,how apt the poor are to be proud ?

If oncfhouldbea prey, Iww much better

To fall before the Lion, then the Wolfe .'

Clock., Jlrlkjs.

The clock upbraidcs me with the waftc of time.

Be not afraid good youth, I will not have you ;

And yet when wit and youth is come to haiveft :

Your wife is like to reap a proper man

:

There lies your way, due Weft.

Vio. Then WcftwartI hoc :

Grace and good difpofition attend youiLadifhip

:

You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord, by me

:

01. Stay : 1 prethee tell roe what thou think 'ft of mc?
vio. That you doc think you are not what you arc.

01. If 1 think fo, I think the fame of you.

'

Vio. Then think you light : I am not what I am.

01. I would you were, as I would have you be.

Vio. Would it be bettcr,Madam, then lam?
1 wifli it might, for now I am your foolc.

01. O what a deal of fcorn, looks beautiful] ?

In the contempt and anger of his lip

,

A murdrous guilt fhewesnot it fclf more foon ,

Then love that would fecm hid : Loves night, is noon.

Cefarit., by the Rofcs of the Spring,

By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thmgi
I love thee fo, thai maugrc all thy pride.

I
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. huleNoi wit, nor rcalon, can my palTion

Doc not extort thy realons frotn this claule ,

For that 1 wooe, chou therefore halt no cauie :

But rather reafon thus, ^nh rcafon fetcer ;

Love fought, isgooj ; but given un fought, is better

r.». By innocence 1 fwear, and by my youth,

I have one heart, one bofonie, and one truth,

And that no woman has, nor never none

Shall miftiis be of it, fave 1 alone.

And fo adieu, ^ood Madam, never more

,

Will [ my Mafters ccarcs to you deplore.

01. Yet come again • lor thou perhaps may 'ft move

That heart, which now abhorrcs to like his love.

Extttnt.

Scena Secunda*

Enter Sir Tthj, Sir tyinirea, 4nd Tahi^ii.

ihecc were bi" enough for the bed ot ffarein E/tglandA

fet em down, go about u. Let there be gall enough m
thy Ink, though thou wiite with a Goofc-pcn,no matter

:

about it.

^nd. Where Oiall 1 find you ?

Tob. We'll call thee at the Cubictjio : Go.

Em t Sir Andrew,

Fah. This is a dear Manakin to yoo, Sir Tohj.

Tob. 1 have been dear to him lad, fome two thoufand

fliono, or fo.

ta. We fliallhave a rare Letter from him ; but you'll

not deliver't.

Tob, Never trufl me then : and by all meanes ftirre

on the youth to an anfwer. I think Oxen and wain-ropes

cannot hale them together. For AMdrew^\i\\t wereopen'd

and you find fo much blood in his Liver, as will clog the

foot of a flea, rie eat thereltof th'anatomy.

Fab. And his oppofite the youth beares in bis vifage

no great prefage of cruelty.

And No faith, ric not flay a )0t longer.

Toh Thy reifon dear venomc,give thy rcafon.

Fab. You muH needs yield your reafon , Sir

irexv.

And. Marry I faw your Neece doe more favours to the

Counts Serving-man, than ever (Vie beftow'd upon me :

1 faw't i'th Orchaid.

Tob. Did fhe fee thee the vvhile, old boy, tell me that ?

And. As plain as 1 fee you now.

F4^i". This was a great argument of love in her toward

you.

And. 'Slight ; will you make an Affeo* me ?

Fabi. 1 prove it legitimate, fir, upon the oathcsof

judgement, and reafon.

Toh. And they have been grand Jury-men, fince be-

fore N»ab was a Sailor.

Vtibi. She did fhew favour to the youth in your fight,

oncly to cxafperate you, toawake yourdocmoufe valour,

to put fire in your Heart, and brimltone in your Liver:

you fhould then have accofted her, and with fome excel-

lent jens(firc.new from the ininl)you ("hould have bang'd

the youth into dumbnefTe : this was look'd for at your

hand, and this was baulkt -the double gilt ofthis oppor-

tunity you let time wafh off, and you are now fail'd into

the North of my Ladies opinion, where you will hang

like an Ifickle on a Dutchmans beard, unleffe you doc re-

deem it by fome laudable attempt, either of valour or

policy.

And, And't be any way, ft niufl be with Valour, for

Policy I hate: I had as licfc be a Brownift,as a Politi-

cian.

Tob. Why then build me thy fortunes upon the bafis

of valour. Challenscme the Counts youth to fight with

him, hurt him in eleven places, my Neece mall take note

of it, and affure thy felf, there is no love-Broker in the

world, can more prevail in mens commendation with

women, than report of valour.

F i>b. There is no way but this. Sir Andrew.
And. Will either of you bear me a challenge to him ?

To. Go write it in a martiall hand, be cutfland brief

Enter Maria.

Teh. Look where the youngcft Wren ofmine coines

Mar. If you defire the fpleen, and will laugh your

felves into flitches, follow me ; yond gull Malvol'io is

turned Heathen, a very Renegatho ; for there is no chri-

Hian that meanes to be faved by believing rightly, can

ever believe fuch iinpoiriblcpalTagcs of groircncfTe. He's

in yellow ftockmgs.

Tob. And croffc garter'd ?

Mar. Moft villanoufly : like a Pedant that keeps a

Schoole I'th Church ; I have dogg'd him like his murthe-

rer. He does obey every point of the Letter that I dropt,

to bettay him : He does fmile his face into more lines,

then is in the new Mappe, with the augmentation of the

Indies ; you have not ieen fuch a thing as 'tis : I can hard-

ly forbear hurling things at him , I know my Lady will

rtrike him : if (he doci he'll fmile, and tak'c for a great

favour.

Tob. Come bring us, bring us where he ts.

EKtum emnei.

Scena Tertia,

Enter Sehaftian^ and Anthomo.

Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you
,

But fince vou make your pleafure of your pains,

I will no furcher chide you.

Anth. I could not ftay behind you : my defire

(More rtiarp then filed fleel)did fpurre me forth.

And not all love to fee you (though fomuch
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage)

But jealoufie, what might befall your travcll

,

Being skilleffe in thefepaits : which roa firanger,

Unguided, and unfriended, often prove

Rough, and uniiofpitable. My willing love,

The rather by thefe arguments of fear

it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent, and full of Sst forth in your purfuic.

invention: taunt him with the liccnfe of Ink :.if thou i Seb. My kind Anthoeie,

thou'ft him fome thrice, it flnll not be amif(e,and ai ma- i
I can no other arifwer make, but thanks :

ny Lyes, as will lye in tny fheet of paper, although the
j
Bet were my worth, as is my eonfcicnce firm.

You
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You ("hould find better dealing : what's to doe ?

Sliall wc go fee the reliefs of cbis Town >

Ant. To morrow, fir, bc(f firft go fee yoitr Lodging.

Sty. I am not weary, and 'tis long to night,

I pray you Ictus fatisfie our eyes

With tne mcmorialls, and tlic things of fame

That doe renown this Ciry.

j4nt. Would you'ld pardon me .•

I doe not without danger walk theft flrcets.

Once in a fea-fight 'gainft the Count his gallics

,

I did fome fervicc, of fuch note indeed, '

That were I tane here, it would fcarce be anfwet'd.

Seh. BcUkc you flew great number of his people.

jint. Th'ofrcnce is not of fuch a bloody nature,

Albeit the quality of time, and quarrcll

Might well have given us bloody argument .•

It might have fince been anfwcr'd in repaying

What wc took from them, which for Traffick's fake

Moftof our City did. Oncly m,y fclf flood out ,

For which if I be lapfed in this place

I fhall pay deare.

Seb, Doe not then walk too open.

uint. It doth not fit me : hold, fir, here's my purfe,

[n the South Suburbesat the Elephant

Isbcft to lodge: I will befpcakourdiet,

Whiles you beguile the timci and feed your knowledge

With viewing of the Town, there fhall you have me.

Seb. Why I your purfe ?

yl»t. Haply your eye fhall light upon fomc toy

You have defirc to piuchafc : and your flote

I think is not for idle Markets, fir.

Sel^. I 'Ic be your purfc-bcarcr, and leave you

For an hour.

j4nt. To th' E/ephant.

Sek I doe remember. Exeunt.

Scena Quarta,

I

Enter Olivia^ and Afarid.

01. I have feni after him, he fayes he'll come

:

How fhall I fcaft him ? What I^eftow of him ?

For youth is bought more oft, then bcgg'd, or horrow'd.

I fpeak too loud : Where's Malvol'to^\\c is fad, and civil,

And fuits well for a fenvant with my fortunes ,

Wlicic is tj^talvolio ?

Afar, He's comming, Madam :

But in very ftrange manner. He is fure pofTeft, Madam.
Ot. Why, what's the matter, docs he rave ?

(-Aiar. No, Madam, he docs nothing but fmilc : your

Ladiiliip were befl to have fomeguaid about you, if he

come, for furc the man is tainted iti's wits.

01. Go call him hither.

Enter Malvollo.

r am as mad ashc.

If fad and merry madneffe equall be.

How now M*lvoiio >

M.tl. Sweet I.ady,li3,ha.

01, Smirfl thou ? 1 fent for thee upon a fad occafioii.

Afal. Sad I.ady, I could be fad :

This dots make fomc obftru6>ion in the blood :

1 hiscrofrc-gariciing,hut whacof that ?

If It pleafe the eye of one, it is with mc as the very true

Sonnet is : PIcafc one, and pleafe all.

01. Wliy? Howdo'/l thou man?
What is the matter wich thee ?

MaI. Not black in my mind, though yellow in my
Icggcs : It did come to his hands, and Comnrunds fhall

be executed. I think we doc know the fwect Roman
hand.

01. Wilt thou go to bed, Matvollo f

M<al. To bed ? I fwect heart: and I'lc come to thee,

01. God comfort thee : why doft thou fmilc fo, and
kiffe thy hand fo oft }

Mar. How doc you, Matvttlof

Mat. At your lequcfi

:

Yes Nightingales anfwer Dawes.

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldneffc

before my Lady ?

Mat, Be not afraid of grcatncfTc : 'twas well writ.

01. What meaneft thou by that A£alv»Ut }

Mai. Some are born great.

01. Ha?
Mill. Some atchieve greatneflc.

01. What fay'ft thou ?

Mai. And fome have gteatncfTe thruft upon them.

01. Heaven reftore thee.

Mai. Remember who commended thy yellow rtock-

mgs.

01. Thy yellow ftocktngs >

Mai. And wifh'd to fee thee crofTc- garter'd.

01. Croffe-gartet'd >

Mai. Go too, thou art made, if thou de/it'ft to be fo.

01. Am I made ?

Mai. If not, let me fee thee a fervant ftill.

01. Why this is very Midfummer madnefTe.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Madam, the young GentlcrrMin of the Count Or-
fna's is rcturn'd, I could hardly entreat him back : he at-

tends your LadiQiips pleafure.

01. ric come to him.

Good.(l/<<r/'», let this fellow be look'd to. Where's my
Coufin Toby, let fome ofmy people have 4 fpeciall care of

him, 1 would not have him mifcarry for the half of my
Dowry. £xit.

Mai. Oh, ho, doc you come near me now : no worfe

man then Sir Tobj to look to mc. This concurres direft-

ly with the Letter, fhe fends him on purpofe, that 1 may
appear ftublxjrn to him : for fhe incites me to that in

the Letter. C»A thy humble flough, fayes fhe: be oppoi-

fice wiih a Kinfman, furly with fcrvants, let thy tongue

tang wiih arguments (>i flate, put thy fcif into the trick

uf lingularity : and confequcntly fets down the manner
how : as a.fad face, a rcvcicnd carriage, a flow ton«ue,tn

the habit of fome Sir of note, and fo forth. I have limde

her, but it is Joves doing , and Jeve make mc thankfull.

And when (lie v?ent away now, let this Fellow be look'd

to : Fellow ? not AUIvoIIq^ nor after my degree, but Fcl-

low. VVljy every thing adheres tooether, that no dramme
of a fcruple ; no fcriiplc of a Icruplc ; noobllaclr ; no in-

credulous or unfjfc circumdance : What can be fa id >

Nothing that can be, can come between me, and the full

profpedT of my hoprt. Well Jew, not I, is the doer of

this, and he is to be thanked.

Enter Tobj^ Fabian, and MarU,
Z 1 r#
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To. Which way is he in the name of fanillcy ? If all

the devils of hell be drawn in little, and Legion himfelf

poffeft him, yet rie fpcak to him.

Tab. Here he is, here he is : how is't with you fir ?

How is't wich you man ?

Md. Go off, 1 difcard you : let me enjoy my private :

go off.

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend fpeakcs within him ;

did not I tell you ? Sir Tthj^ my Lady prayes you to

have a care of him.

Mai. Ah ha. doe s fhe fo ?

To. Go to, go to : peace, peace : we muft dcale gently

with him : Let me alone. How doe you, MalvoUo ? How
is't with you ? WTiat man, dcfic the devil : confidcr, he's

an enemy to mankind.

Mtl. Doe you know wliat you fay ?

Mar. La you, and you fpeak ill of the devil, how he

takes it at heart. Pray God he be not bcwitch'd,

Fttl). Carry his water toth' wife woman.
Mat. Marry and it fhall be done to morrow morn-

ing if I live. My Lady would not loofe him for more
then Tie fay.

Mai. How now Miftris ?

Mar. Oh Lord.

To, Prethee hold thy peace, this is not the way : Doe
you not fee you move him ?

•Fi. No my gentlencffc, gently, gently : the Fiend is

rough, and will not be roughly us'd.

To. Why how now my navock } how doft thou chuck?

MaI. Sir.

To. I biddy, come with me. What man, 'tis not for

gravity to play at cherry-pit with fathan. Hang him foul

Colliaf.

Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Tobj, get

him to pray.

Mai. My prayers Minx.
Mar. No I warrant you, he will not hear ofgodli-

neffe.

Mai. Go hang your felves all : you are idle fhallow

things, I am not of your clement, you (hall know more
hereafter. Exit.

To. I'stpoffible?

Fak, If this were plaid upon a ftagenow,! could con-
demn it as an unprofitable ndlton.

To. His very genius hath taken the infcftionofthc

device man.

Mar. Nay purfuc him now, Icaft the device take ayrc,

and taint.

Ta. Why we fliall make him mad indeed.

Mar. The houfe will be the quieter.

To. Come,we'll have hirti in a darkc room and bound.

My Neece is already in the belief that he's mad : we may
carry it thus for our pleafure, and his penance, till our ve-

ry paftime tired out of breath , prompt us to have mercy

on him : at which time,we will bring the device to the bar,

and crown thee for a finder of madmen : but fee, but fee.

Enter Sir Andrew.

Fa. More matter for a May morning.

And. Here's the Challenge, read it : I warrant there's

vinegar and pepper in't.

Fab. Is'tfofawcy ?

And. I,is't ? I warrant him : doe but read.

To, Give me.

YoMthy vhatfoever thou art^thon art but afcurvyfellow

.

Fa. Good and valiant.

To. iVonder noty nor admire in thy mind why I doe

call theefOffor I will fherv thee no reafon for't. (Law.
Fa. A good note, that keeps you from the blow of the
To. Thoucomm'fitothe Lady Olivia, and in mjfight

fheufes thee kindly : but thou lycji Ik thy throaty that is

not the matter I challenge thee for.

Fa. Very bn'ef, and co exceeding goO(] fcnfe-leffe.

To. I will way.lay theegoing home^ where If it he thy
chance to kjll me.

Fa. Good.
To. ThoukJll'Ft me likja rogue and a villain.

FiJ.Still you keep o'th wmdy lidc of the Law : oood.
Fo, Fare thee well,and God have mercy upon ourfouls.

He -may have mercj upon mine,- hut my hope is better,

andfo look.,to thyfelf Thyfriend as thou ufeSl him^and
thyfworn enemy^ AndrcwAgue-chcek.

To. If this Letter move him not, hs legges cannot

:

riegiv't him.

Mar. You may have very fit occafion for't : he it now
m fomc commerce with my Lady,and will by and by de-
part.

To. Go fir Andrew : fcout me for him at the corner
of the Orchard like a bum-Baily : fofoon as ever thou
fceft him, draw, and as thoudraw'ft fwear horribly :for

it comes to paffeoft, that a terrible oath, with a fwagge-
ring accent (harply twang'd off, gives manhood more
approbation, then ever proof it felf would have carn'd

him. Away.
And. Nay let me alone for fwearing. Exit.
To. Now will not I deliver this Letter : for the behavi-

our of the young Gentleman, gives him out to be ofgood
capacity, and breeding his employment between his

Lord and my Neece, confirmcs no leflfe. Therefore, this

Letter being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no cer-

rour in the youth : he will find that it comes from a
Cloddc-pole. But fir , I will deliver his challenoc bv
word of mouth ; fet upon Ague-chee\z notable report of
vaIour,and drive the Gentlcman(as I know his youth will

aptly receive it) into a moH hideous opinion of his rage,

$kill,fury,and impctuofity. Thiswill fo fright fhem both,

that they will kill one another by the look, like Cockaui-
ces.

Enter Olivia^ and Viola.

F. Here he comes with your Neece, give them way
till he take leave, and prefently after him.

To. I will meditate the while upon fomc horrid mcf-
fage for a Challenge. E.vemit.

01. I have faid toomuch unto a heart of ftone.

And laid mine honour too unchary on't :

There's fomething in me that reproves my fault

:

But fuch a heacl-fTrong potent fault it is

:

That it but mocks reproof.

Via, With the fame haviour that your palTion bcarss.

Goes on my Malter's griefs.

Ol. Here, wear this Jewell for me,' tis my piducer

'Refufeitnot,it hath no tongue to vex you

:

And I befeech you come again to morrow.

What fhall you askc of me that I'le deny ,

That (honour fav'd) may upon asking give.

Vio. Nothin^buttbis, your true love for my Mafter.

01. How with minehonour may I give him thar.

Which I have given to you ?

vie. I will acquit yoir.

Ol. Well, come again to morrow : fare-thee-wcll,

A Fiend like thee might bear my foul to hell. Esiit.

Enter Toby., and Fabian.

To. Gentleman, God fa ye thee.

ric
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l^to. And you, fir.

T*. Ihat defence thou haft, betake thee to't : of what

nature the wrongs are thoU had done him , I know not

:

but thy intercepter fullofdcfpight, bloody as the Hunter,

attends thee at the Orchard end : difniount thy Tuck,

be yarc in thy prcparation,for thy aflailant is quick,!>kill-

full, and deadly.

Vlo. You iTiiftakc, (ir, I am fure, no nnan hath any

quarrel! to me : my remembrance is very free and clear

from any image of offence done to any man.

To.You'l find it otherwifc I afture you:thcreforc,if you

hold your life at any price, betake you to your guard • for

your oppofitc hath in him, what youth, ftrcngth, skill,

and wrath can furnilli a man withall.

via. I pray you, fir, what is he f

To. He is knight dubb'dwith unhatch'd Rapier, and

on carpet confidcration,but he is a devil in private brawl;

foules and bodies hath he divorc'd three, and his inccnfe-

mcnt at this moment is fo implacable , that fatisfaftjon

can be none, but by pangs of death and fepukhcr : Hob,

nob, is his word : giv't or tak't.

Vio. I will return again into the houfe,and dcfirc fome

condu(ft-of the Lady. I am no fighter, I have heard of

fome kind of men, that put quarrells purpofely on others,

to tafte their valour : belike this is a man of that quirk.

To. Sir, no: his indignation derives itfelfout of a

very computent injury, therefore get you on, and give

his defire. Back you fhall not to the houfc, unlcfTeyou

undertake that with me, which with as much fafety you

might anfwer him : therefore on, or ftrip your fword

ftark naked : for meddle you muft, that's cenain, or for-

fwear to wear iron about you.

Vio. This is as uncivil as ftrange. I befeech you doe

me this courteous office, as to know of the Knight what

my offence to him is: it is fomething of my negligence,

nothing of my purpofe.

To. I will do fo. SigniorF<i^«<t«,ftay you by this Gen-
tleman till my return. Exit Tohy.

Vlo. Pray you fir, doe you f:now of this matter .?

fab. I know the Knight is incens'd againft you, even

to a mortall arbitremcnt, but nothing of the circumftance

more.

Vio. I befeech you, what manner of man is he ?

fah. Nothing of that wonderfull piomife to read him
by his form, as you are like to find him in the proof of

his valour. He is indeed, (vt., the moft skilfull, bloody,and

fatall oppofitc that you could poffibly have found in any

part of Uljr'in : will you walk towards him, I will make
your peace with him, if I can.

Vlo. I fhall be much bound to you for't : I am one

,

that had rather go with fir Prieft, then fir Knight : I care

not who knowes fo much of my mettle. Exettn:,

Enter Tohy., a/id Andrew.

Tob. Why man, he'sa very devil, I have not fecn fuch

a fiiago ; I had a pafle with him,rapier, fcabbeid, and all

:

and he gives me the ftuck in with fuch a mortall motion
that it is inevitable : and on the anfwer, he paycs you as

furely,as your feet hits the ground they ftep on. They fay,

he has been Fencer to the Sophy.

^nd. Pox on't,rienot meddle with him.
To. I, but he will not now be pacified,

Ttthlan can fcarce hold him yonder,

Ati. Plague on't, and I thought he had been valiant,

and fo cunning in Fence, I'de have fccn him damn.'d ere

I'dc have challeng'd him. Let him l« the matter flip, and

I'lf give him my horfe, gray Capilet.

Toh. ric make the motion : (land here, make a good
fhcwon't, this fhall end without the perdition of foulei

rharjy I'lc ride your horfe as well as \ ride you.

Enter fablan^ and Viola.

I havehb horfe to take up the quarrell, I have pcrfwadcd
him the youth's a devil.

Fah. He is as horiibly conceited of him .-and pants,
and looks pale, as if a Bear were at his heclcs.

To, There's no remedy, fir, he will fight with you for's

oath fake: marry he hath better bethought him of his

quarrell, and he finds that now fcarce to be worth ulkin«»
of: therefoic-diawforihe fupporiance of his vow,hc pr<>
tefts he will not hurt you.

Vto. Pray God defend me : a little thing would make
me tell them how much I lack of a man.

Fab. Give ground if you fee him furious.

To, Come, Sir tAndrevn., there's no remedy, the Gen-
tleman will for his honours fake have one bout with you

:

he cannot by the Duello avoid it : but he has prcmifed
me, as he is a Gentleman and a Sould[ier,hc will not hun
you. Come on, to't.

And. Pray God he keep his oath.

Snter Antonio.

Vlo. I doe affure you 'tis againft my will.

Ant. Put up your fword : if this young Gentleman
Have done offence, I take the fault on me :

If you offend him, I for him dcfic you.

Toh. You fir ? Why, what are you ?

Ant. One fir, that for his love dares yet doe more
Then you have heard him brag to you he will.

Toh, Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you.

Enter Officers.

O good Sir Tohy., hold .• here come the Officers.

riebewith you anon.

Pray fir, put your fword up ifyou pleafe.

Marry will I fir : and for that I promis'dyou
rie be as good as my word. He will bear you eafily, and
raines well.

I . Of. This is the man, doc thy Office,

2 .Off. Anthonlo, I arrcft thee at the fuit of Count Or.
Ant. You doe miftake me, fir. (fiuo

1

.

Off. No fir, no jot : I know your favour well :

Though now you have nofea-cap on your head :

Take him away, he knowes I know him well.

Ant. 1 muft obey. This comes with fcekingyou:
But there's no remedy, I Jhall anfwer it:

What will you doe ? now my necefTity

Makes me to askc you for my purfe. It grieves me
Much more, for what I cannot doe for yoUf

Then what befalls my felf : you ftand amaz'd-

Be of comfort.

2 . Off. Come, fir, away.

^nt. I muft entreat of you fome of that money.
Vie. What money, fir .>

For the fair kindneffe yoo have fliew'd me here,

And part being prompted by yourprefcnt trouble.

Out of my lean and lowabiliiy

rieknd you fomething :my having is not much,

I'le make divifion of my prcfentwith you 1

Hold, there's halfmy Coffifr.

Ant, Will you deny me now?
Is't podible, that my dcferts to you

Can lack pcrfwafion } Doe not tempt my mifery ,

Lcaft that it make me fo unfound a man ,

As to upbraid you with thofc kindnefles 1

Z J
That

Fah.

Tob.

Vlo.

And.
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That I have done for you.

yio. I know of none.

Nor know I you by voyce, or any feature

:

I hate ingratitude more in a man,

Then lying, vainncflc, babling drunkehnefTe,

Or any taint ofvice, whofc ftrong corruption

Inhabits our frail blood.

u4»t. Oh heavens themfelves

!

3 . Off". Come, fir, I pray you go.

j4nt. Lee me fpeak a little. This youth that youfee

I fnatch'done half outof the jawes of death, (here,

Reliev'd him with fuch fanftity of love

;

And to his image, which me thought did promifc

Moft venerable worth, did I devotion.

1 . Of. WTiat's that to us, the time goes by : Away.

-^«f . But oh, how vtlde an idoll proves this god

;

Thou haft Sebafiian done good feature (hame

,

In Nature there's no blemifli but the mind :

None can be call'd deform'd but the unkind.

Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil

Are empty trunks, o're-flourifh'd by the devil.

I. Of. The man growes mad, away with him

:

Come, come, fir.

Ant. Lead me on. ' Exit.

V'lo. Me thinks his words doc from fuch pafiion flic,

That he believes himfcIf,fo doc not I.

Prove true imagination, oh prove true,

That I dar brothei-, be now une for you.

To. Come hither. Knight, come hither, "SahiM : Well

whifper o're a, couplet or two'of moft fage fawes»

V'lo. He nam'd Seha^ian : I iny brother know
Yet living in my glafle : even fuch, and fo

In favour was my Brother, and he^went

Still in thisfa(liion,colour,ornainent.

For him 1 imitate : Oh if it prove,

Tempcfts are kind, and fait waves frefh in love. Exit.

Tolff, A very difhoneft paltry boy, and more a coward

then a Harerhis difliontfty appearcs,in leaving his friend

here in neceflity, and denying him : and for his coward-

fhip aske Tah'ian,

fub. A Coward, a moft devout Coward, religious in

it.

Ani. 'Slid, Tie after liim again, and beat him.

To. Doe,cufFe him foundly, but never thy fword.

And. And I doc not.

lah. Come, let's fee the event.

Tob. I dare lay any mony, 'twill be nothing yet. Ex.

^ABm Quartus. Scefja Trima,

Enter Sebaflian, ani Clovnn.

Clo. Will you make me believe that I am not fcnt for

you?
Seb. Go tOjgo to, thou art a foolifh fellow,

Let rae be clear of thee.

Clo. Well held out ifaith r No , I doe net know you,

nor I am not fent to you by my Lady, to bid you come
fpeak with her : nor your name is not Mafter Cefarlo^

nor this is not my nofe neither: nothing that is fo,is fo.

Seb. I prethee vent thy folly fomewherc clfe , thou

know'ft not me.

C/«». Vent my folly : He has heard that word of fomc
great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent my fol-

ly : I am afraid this great lubber the World will prove a

Cockney : I prethee now ungird thy ftrangenelfc, and
tell me what I fliall vent to my Lady : (hall 1 vent to her

that thou art comming ?

Seb. I prethee foohfh Greek depart from me, there's

money for thee, if you tarry longer, I fliall give worfc
payment.

Clo. By my troth thou hafi an open hantl : thefc Wife-
men that give fooles money,get themfelves a good report,

after fourteen yeares purchafe.

EKter AndrefVyTobjr, and FAHan,
And. Now, fir, have I met you again : there's for you.

Seb. Why there's for thee , and there, and there :

Are all the people mad ?

To. HQld,fir,or Tie throw your dagger o'rcthe houfc.

Clo. This will I tell my Lady ftraight : I would not
be in fome ofyour coats for two-pence.

To, Come on, fir, hold.

And. Nay let him alone, I'le go another way tovvork,

with him : Tie have an adlion of Battery againft him, if

there be any law in Illjrla : though I ftrook him firft,

yet it's no matter for that.

Seb. Let go thy hand.

TcA.Comefir, I willnot let yougo. Come my young
fouldier

, put up your iron : you are well flefli'd : Come
on.

Seb, I will be free from thee. What would'ft thou now.?
If thou dar'ft tempt me further, draw thy fword.

Te. What, what ? Nay then I mull have an ounce or

two of this malapert blood from you.

Efiter Olivid.

Ol. Hold Tebji, on thy life I charge thee hold.

Teb. Madam.
01. Will it be ever tlius? Ungracious wretch ,

Fit for the Mountains, and the barbarous Caves,

Where manners ne're were preach'd : out of my fight.

Be not offended, dear Cefarlo

.

Rudesby begone. I prethee gentle friend.

Let thy fair wifedome, not thy paffion fway

In this uncivil, and unjuft extent

Againft thy peace. Go with me to my houfe.

And hear thou there, how many fruitleffe pranks

This Ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby

Maift fmile at this: Thou (halt notchoofebutgo

:

Doe not deny, befiirew his foul for me

;

Heftarted one poor heart of mine, in thee.

Seb. Whatrelifti is in this ? How runs the ftrcam ?

Or I am mad, or elfe this is a dreame :

Let fancy ftillmy fenfein Lethe fteep ,

If it be thus to dreame, ftill let me fleep.

O/.Nay come I prethee,would thoud'ft be rul'd by mc.

Seb. Madam, I -will.

01. O fay fo, and fo be. Exeunt.

Scena Secuficia,

Enter Mariay and Clown.

Mar. Nay, I prethee put on this Gown, and this

beard ; m.ake him believe thou art Sir To^ai the Curate ;

doe it quickly. Tie call Sir Toby the whil'ft.

Clo. Well, Tie put it on, and I will diflemble my felf

in't, and I would I were the firft that ever difleitbledin

fuch
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fuch a Gown. lam not tall enough to become the fun-

ftion well, nor lean enough to be thought a good Stu-

dent : but CO be faid an honeft man, and a good Houfc-

keeper goes as fairly , as to fay, a carefull man, and a

great Schollar. The Competitors enter.

Enter Tebj.

To. Jove bleffethee, M.Parfon.

Clo.Bomtdles^Six Toby for as the old Hermit of /*r4rff,

that never faw Pen and Ink, very wittily faid to a Necce

of King Gorbodack^y that that is, is : fo I Being M.Parfon,

am M. Parfon ; for what is that,but that ? and is,but is ?

To. To him, Sir Topas.

Clow. What hoa, I fay. Peace in this prifon.

To. The Knave counterfeits well : a good Knave.

Malvollo within,

MaI. Who calls there ?

c/». Sir Tofas the Curate, who comes to vide /!/<»/-

vollo the Lunatick.

MM. Sir Tofasy Sir Topas^ good Sir Tofai^ go to my
Lady.

C/<7, Out hyperbolicall fiend , how vexcft thou this

man ? Talkcft thou nothing but of Ladies ?

Tob. Well fajd, M, Parfon.

MaI. Sir Topas^ never was man thus wronged, good
Sir Tofasy doe not think I am mad : they have laid mc
here in hideous darknefle.

C/o. Fyc, thou difhoneft Sathan : I call thee by the

raoft modcft termes, for I am one of thofc gentle ones,

that will ufe the Devil himfelf with curtefie : fay'ft thou

hat houfe is dark ?

Md. Ashell,SirT(7;)i?/.

C/o. Why it hath bay Windowcs tranfparent as Ba-
ricadocs, and the clear ftones toward the South-North

,

are luftrous as Ebony : and yet complaineft thou of ob-

ftruftion ?

Mai. I am not mad,- Sir Toptu^ I fay to you this houfe

is dark.

Clo. Madam, thou erreft : I fay there is no darknefle

but ignorance, in which thou art more puzzell'd then the

;€gyptians in their foggc.

Mrf/. I fay this houfe is as dark as ignorance, thou

Ignorance were as dark as hell ; and i fay there was ne-

ver man thusabus'd, I am no more mad than you are,

make the triall of it in any conftanc queftion.

Clo, What IS the opinion oi Pjthagoms concerning

Wild-fowle }

Mai. That the foul of our Grandam, might happily

inhabit a Bird.

Clo. What think'ft thou of his opinion ?

Mai. I think nobly of the foul, and no way approve

hisopinion,

Clo. Fare thee well : remain thou ftill in darknefle,

thou fhait hold th'opinion of Pythagoras^ ere I will allow

of thy wits, and fear to kill a Woodcock, left thou dif-

poflcffe the houfe of thy Grandam. Fare thcc well.

Mai. Sir Topas, fit Topaj.

To. My moft cxquifitc Sit Topas.

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters.

Mar. Thou might'ft have done this without thy beard
and gown, he fees thcc not.

Tob. To him in thine own voycc, and bring me word
how thou findft him: I would we were ail rid of this

knavery. If he may be conveniently dclivcrd, I would
he werCjfor I am now fo farrc in offence with my Necce,
that I cannot purl'uc with any fafety this fport the up-
shot. Come by and by to my Chamber. Exir.

Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, leFl me bow ihy Lady
does,

Mai. Fool,

Clo. My Lady \i\mkir\d,perdi't.

Mai. Fool.

Clo. Alafs, why is (he fo ?

Mai. Fool, I lay,

Clo. She loves another. Who calls, ha?
Mai. Good Fool , as ever thou wilt dcfcrvc well at

my hand , help me to a Candle, and Pen, Ink, and Pa.
per : as I am a Gentleman, I will live to be thankful] to

thee for't,

Clo. M. Malvot'to ?

Mai. I, good Fool,

Clo. Alafs, fir, how fell you befidcs yoUr five wits ?

Ual. Fool, there was never man fo notorioufly a-

bus'd : I am as well in my wits (fool) as thou art,

Clo, But as well : then you arc mad indeed, if you be

no better in your wits then a foole.

Mai. They have here propertied mc : keep mc in

darknefle, fend Minifters to rae, Afles, and doc all they

can to face me out of my wits.

Clo. Advifc you what you fay : the Minifter is here,

Malvoliot M'tlv$Ho, thy wits the heavens reftore: en-

deavour thy felfto flcep, and leave thy vain bibble bab-

ble.

Mai. Sir Topas,

Clo, Maintam no words with him good fellow.

Who I fir, not I fir, God buy you good Si r Topas : Mar-
ry Amen. I will fir, I will fir.

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I fay.

Clo. Alafs, fir, be patient. What fay you, fir > I am
ilient for fpeaking to you,

Mai. Good fool help me to fomc light, and fome

Paper, I tell thee I am as well in my wics, as any man in

llljria.

Clo. Well-a-day, that you were fir.

Mai. By this hand I am: good fool, fomc Ink, Pa-

per, and Light : and convey what I will fet down to my
Lady : it ihall advantage thee more, then ever the bea-

ring of Letter did.

Clo. I will help you to't. But tell me tiue,are you not

mad indeed, or doe you but counterfeit ?

Oi/4/. Believe me, I am not, I tell thee true.

Clo. Nay, Tie nc're believe a madman, till I fee his

I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink, (brains,

Mai. Fool, ric requite it in th e highcft degree :

Iprethee begone.

Clg. I am gone fir, and anon fir,

rie be with you again :

In a trice, like to the old vice ,

your need to fufiain.

Who with Dagger of Lath, in his rage and his wratb,

cries all ha, to the Devil :

Like a mad Lad, pair thynailtsDad ,

adieu good man Devil, Exit.

Seem Tertia.

Enter Seba^ioH.

Seb. This is the tyre, that is the glonous Sun

,

This Peail (lie gave me, 1 doe fccl't, and fet't.

And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me ibui.M
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Yu 'tis noc madneflfe. Where's Amhamo chen ?

I could noc find him at the Elephant,

Yet there it was, and there I found this credit,

That he did range the Town to feek me out.

His counfell now might dome golden fervice.

For though my foule difputes well with my fenfe,

That this may be fomc error, but no madneffe.

Yet doth this accident and floud of Fortune,

So far exceed all inftance, all difcourfe,

That I am ready to diftruft mine eyes,

And wrangle with my reafon that pcrfwades rae

To any other truft, but ttiat I am mad.

Or elfe the Ladies mad ; yet if 'twere fo.

She could not fway her houfe, command her followers.

Take, and give back affairs, and their difpatch.

With fuch a fmooth, difcrcet, and ftable-bearing

As I perceive fliedo's: there's fomething in't

That is deceiveablc. But her? the Lady comes.

Sttttr Olivia^ ani TrteJt.

01. Blame not this hafte of mine : ifyou mean well

Now go with me, and with this holy man
Into the Chantry by : there before him.

And underneath that confecrated roofe.

Plight me the full affurancc of your faith,

That my moft jealous, and too doubtfull foule

May live at Peace. He (hall conceale it.

Whiles you are willing it fliall come to note.

What time we will our celebration keep

According to my birth, what do you fay ?

Self, ric follow this good man, and go with you,

And having fworn truth, ever will be true.

01. Then lead the way good father, gc heaven fo fliine.

That they may fairly note this aft of mine. Exemt.
Finis ABus Quarti.

AUm Qmntus. Scena Trima.

Enter Clovon ani, Eab'tan,

Fab. Now as thou lov'ft me, let me fee this Letter.

Clo. Good M. Fah'tau grant me another requcft.

Fab. Anything.
Clo. Do not defire to fee this Letter.

Tab. This is to give a Dog, and in recorapencc defire

my dog again.

Enteir DMke-y"i9l'i-> Curio, and Lords.

Du, Belong you to the Lady Olivia^ friends ?

Clo. I fir, we are fome of her trappings.

lynke. I know thee well : how do'ft thou my good

Fellow ?

Clo. Truly fir } the better for my foes , and the worfc

for my friends.

Du. Juft the contrary : the better for thy friends.

Clow. No fir, the worfe.

Dh. How can that be?
Clo, Marry fir, they praife me,and inake an Afs of me,

now my foes tell me plainly, I am an Affe: fo that by my
foes fir, I profit in the knowledge of my felf , and by my
friends I am abufed : fo chat conclufions to be as kiues, if

your four negatives make your two affirmatives , why
then the worfc ofmy friends , and the better for my foes;

Du. Why this is excellent.

Clo. By my troth fir, no : though it pleafc you to be
one ofmy friends.

Dm. Thou (halt not be the v/orfe for me , there's gold.
Clo. But that it would be double dealing fit, I vvould

you could make it another.

Dm. O you give me ill counfell.,

Ch. Put your Grace in your pocket fir, for this once,
and let your flelhand bioud obey it.

Dm. Well, I will be fomuch a finncr to be a double
deafer t there's another.

Clo. Primoyfecundo^tenio^isaopod play, and the
old faying is, the third Payes for all : the triplex fir , is a
good tripping meafure, or the bells oiS.BtnnetCvtoay
put youinminde, one, two, three.

Dm. You can foole no more money out ofme ac this

throw : if you will let your Lady know I am here to
fpeak with her , and bring her along with you , it may
awake my bounty further.

^/?. Marry fir, lullaby to your bounty tiUI comeagen.
I go fir, but I would not have you to think, that my de-
fire of having is the fin of covetoufnefs : but as you fay fir,

let your bounty take a nap,I will awake it anon. Exit,

Enter Anthonio and Officers.

Vio, Here comes the man fir, that did refcuc me.
*Dm. That face of his I do remember" well,

Yet when I faw it laft, it was befinear'd

As black as Vulcan, in the fmoak of War

:

A bawbling Veffell was he Captain of.

For (hallow draught and Bulk unprizable.

With which fuch fcathfull grapple did he make.
With the moft noble bottome ofour Fleet

,

That very envy, and the tongue ofJoflc

Cri'd fame and honour on him : What's the matter ?

I 1 . Offi. Orjtao, this is that Anthama
That took the Pheenix, and her fraught from Cdndy^
And this is he that did the Tiger boord.

When your young Nephew Titus loft his leg

:

Here in the ftreets, defperate of fliame and ftatc.

In private brabble did we apprehend him.
Vio. He did me kindnefle fir, drew on my fide.

But in conclufion put ftrange fpeech upon me,
I know not what 'twas, but diftraftion.

Dm. Notable Pyratc, thou falt-water Thie^
Whatfoolifti boldnefs brought thee to their mercies.

Whom thou in tcrmes fo bloudy, and fo dear

Haft made thine enemies ?

Ant. Orjino : Noble fir.

Be pleas'd that I Ihake of thefe names you give me :

Antkonlo never yet was Thief, or Pyrate,

Though I confefs, on bafe and ground enough •

0>y?»fl'* enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither;

That moft ingratcfull Boy there by your fide.

From the rude feas inrag'd ind foamy mouth
Did I redeem : a wrack paft hope he was:

His life I gave him, and did there to addc

My love without retention, or reflraint.

All this is dedication. For his fake,

Did I expofe my felf (pure of his love)

Into the danger of this adverfe Town,
Drew to defend him, when he was befet

;

Where being apprehended, hisfalfe cunning

(Not meaning to pertakc with me in danger)

Taught him to face me out of bis acquaintance,

Anc
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And grew a tweiuy ycais removfd thing,

While one would wink : deni'd be mine own puifc,

Which I had recommended cohis ufe.

Not half an hourc before.

f^lf. How can this be ?

Dm. When came be to this Town ?

(tXnt. To day my Lord : and for ihtec months before,

No Interim, not a minutes vacancie,

Both day and night did we keep company.

Enter Olivia^ tind attenduHis.

Du. Here comes the Countefs, now heaven walks on

earth :

But for thee, fellow ; fellow, thy words are madnefs,

Three months this youth hath tended upon me.

But more of that anon. Take him afide.

01. What would my Lord, but that he may not have.

Wherein Olivia may feem ferviceable ?

Cefario, you do no< keep proraife with mc.

Vio. Madam.
Dm. Gracious Olivia.

01. What do you fay Cefario } Good my Lord.

fio. My Lord would fpcak,my duty hufliesme.

01. If it be ought to the old tunc my Lord,

It is as fat and fulfomc to mine car

As howling after Mufick.

Dm. Still fo cruell ?

Ol. Still (o conftant my Lord.

Dm. What to perverfenefs ? you uncivill Lady

To whofc ingrate, and unaufpicious Altars

My foul the faithfuU'ft otferings have brcath'd out

That ere devotion tendev'd. What fhall I do ?

Ol. Even what it pleafe my Lord,that fhall become him.

Dm. Why fhould I not, (had I the heart to do it)

Liketo the Egyptian Thief, at point of death

Kill what I love : ( a favage jealoufie.

That fometime favours nobly) but hear me this:

Since you to none regardance aft my faith.

And that I partly know the inftrument

That fcrews mc from my true place in your favour

:

Live you the Marblc-brcafted Tyrant ftill.

But this your Minion, whom I know you love.

And whom, by heaven I fwear, I tender dearly,

Him will I tear out of that cruell eye.

Where he fits crowned in his Mafters fpight.

Come Boy with me, my thoughts arc ripe in mifchief

:

I'lc facrince the Lambe that I do love.

To fpight a Ravens heart within a Dove.

Vio, And T moft jocond, apt, and willingly.

To do you reft, a thoufaud deaths would die.

Ol. Where goes ("efArio }

yio. After him I love.

More then I love thefe eyes, more then my life.

More by all mores, then ere I ftiall love wife.

If I do fcigne, you witnefTes aix)ve

Punifh my life, for tainting of my Love.

01. Aye mc deteftcd,how am I beguil'd.'

f^io. Whodo's beguile you ' whodo'sdo you wrong i*

\ Ol. Haft thou forgot thy felf .' Is it fo long f

Call forth the holy Father.

Dm. Come, away.

01. Whither my Lord ? Cefan'oy Husband, ftay.

Dm. Husband ?

01. I Husband. Can he that deny ?

Dm. Her husband firrah ?

yio. No my Lord, not I.

Ol. Alas, Uisthe bafenefsoftby fear,

That makes dice ftrangle thy propriety :

Fearnot Cefarie, take thy fortunes up.

Be that thou know'ft thou art, and then thou arc

As great as thou fcar'ft.

Enter Prieft:

welcome Father

:

Father, 1 charge thee by thy reverence

Here to unfold, though lately we intended

ToJtcep in daiknefle,what occafion now
Reveals before 'tis ripe : what thou do'ft know
Hath newly paft, between this youth, and me,

Prieil-. A contrail of eterrull bond of love,

Confirm'd by mutuall joynderof your hands

Attefted by the holy clofe of lips,

Strengthned by enterchangementofyour Rings,

And all the Ceremony of this compadl

Sea I'd in my function, by my teftimony :

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my grave

1 have traveU'd but two hours.

Dm. O thou difTembling Cub : what wilt thou be

When time hath fow*d a grizzle on thy cafe ?

Or will not elfe thy craft fo quickly grow.

That thine own trip (hall be thine overthrow ?

Farewell, and take her, but direft thy feet.

Where thou, and ( I henceforth ) may never meet.

yio. My Lord, I do protcft,

01. O do not fwear,

How little faith, though thou haft too much fear.

Enter Sir jinirew.

jini. For the love of God a Surgeon , and one prc-

fcntly to Sir Tohj.

Ol. What's the matter >

jind. H'as broke my head a-crofte, and given Sir Tc-

bj a bloudy Coxcombe too: for the love of God your help,

1 had rather than forty pound I were at home,
Ol. Who has doncthisSir ^uiriw >

And. The Counis Gentleman , one Cefsrio .• wc took

him for a Coward, but he's the very Deviil incardinate.

Dm. My Gentleman O/Vr/'s?

t/4'Hil. Odd's lifclings here he is : you broke my head

for nothing, and that that I did, I was fetontodoo'tby
Sir Toh.

yio. Why do you fpeak to me I never hurt you

:

Yon drew your fword upon ine without caufe.

But I befpake you fair and hurt you not.

Enter Tohy and Clown,

.And. If a bloudy Coxcombc be a hurt
,
yon have hurt

me : I think you fct nothing by a bloudy Coxcombe
,

Here comes (icTaI^ halting
, you fliall hear more: but if

he had not been in drink , he would have tickei'd you

other gates then he did.

Du. How now Gentleman ? how is't with you ?

To. That's all one,ha$ hurt me,and there's an end on't.

Sot, did'ftrhou fee Dick Surgeon fot .'

Clo. O he's drank fir above an bourc agone : his eyn
were at eight i'th morning.

To. Then he's a R(^uc after a pa(Ty meafurcs Pavin:
I hate a drunken Rogue.

01. Away with him ? Who haih made this havock
with them?

yind V\t help yOM Sh T#^/,b<cauCf we'll be drtd to-

gether.

To. Will you help in AflV-head , and a Coxcombe,
and a Knave : a thin-fac'iiKna*«,aGulU

Ot
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Ol. Gcc him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to.

£nter Sehafl'ian.

Seh. 1 am forry Madam I have hurt yourkinfman :

But had it been the brother of my bloud,

I mufi have done no lerte with wit and fafcty.

You throw a ftrange regard upon me, and by that

I do perceive it hach oftended you :

Pardon me ( fwectone) even for the vowes

We made each other, but fo late ago.

Dh. One face, one voyce, one habit, and two perfons

A naturall Perfpeflive, that is, and is nor.

Seb Attthomo.O m'j 6zir uinthomo!

How have the hours rack'd, artd tortur'd me,

Since I have loft thee?

Ant. Seb^lamxt you?

Seb. Fear'ft thou that z/f»thomo>

Ant. How have you made divifion of yourfelf,

An ample cleft in two, is not more twin

Then thefc two creatures. Which is .yf^a/?/i«» ?

Ol. Mort wondetfllU.

Seh. Do I ftand there ? I never had a brother:

Noi can there be a Deity in my nature

Of here and every where. I had a fitter.

Whom the blinde waves and furges have devour'd r

Of charity, what kin are you to me?
What Countreyman ? What name? What Parentage ?

y'lo. Of Mejfaline : Sebafilan was my Father,

Such a Sebaftian was my brother too :

So went hcfuited to his watery tombc;

If fpirits can affume both forme and fuit»

You come to fright us.

Seb. A fpirit I am indeed,

But am in that dimenfion grofly clad.

Which from the Wombc 1 did participate.

Were you a woman, as the reft go even,

I fhould my tears let fall upon your cheeic,

And fay, thrice welcome drowned Viola.

Vlo. My Father had a Moalcupon his brow.

Seh. And fo had mine.

Via. And di'd that day when V\oU from her birth

Had numbred thirteen years.

Seb. O that record is lively in my foulc.

He fmiflied indeed his mortall aft

That day that made my fitter thirteen years.

V'lo. Ifnothingletsto make us happy both,

Bur this my mafculineufurp'd attyre

:

Do not embrace me, till each circumftancei

Of place, lime, fortune, do cohere and jum
p

That I am Viola, which to confirme,

ric bring you to a Captain in this Town,
Where lye my Maiden weeds : by whofe gentle help,

1 was prcferv'd to ferve this noble Count

:

All the occurrence of my fortune fince

Hath been between this Lady, and his Lord.

Seh. So comes it Lady, you have been miftook :

But Nature to her bias drew in that.

You would have been contrafted to a Maid,
Nor are you therein (by my life) deceiv'd.

You are betroth'd both to a Maid and man.
Df(, Be not amaz'd, right noWe is his bloud

:

If this be fo, as yet the glaffc fcems true,

I fhall have (hare in this moft happy wrack.

Boy, thou haft faid to me a thoufand times.

Thou never fhould'ft love woman like to me.

VU. And all thofe fayings, will I over-fwear

And all thofe fwearings keep as true in foule.

As doth that Orbed Continent, the fire,

That fevers day from night.

Int. Give me thy hand.

And let me fee thee in thy womans weeds,

Vio. The Captain that did bring me firft on Hiorc,

Hath my Maids gaimentst he Upon fome Adtion

Is now in durance, at MtlvoHo'simi^
A gentleman and follower ofmy Ladies.

Ol. Helhall enlarge him : fetch Mahollo hither.

And yet alas, now I remember me.
They fay, poor Gentleman, he's much diftraft.

Enter the Clown with a Letter^ and Fahian
A moft exafting frcnzie ofmine own.
From my remembrance, clearly banilh his.

How does he firrah f

Clo. Truly Madam , he holds Belt^ebub at the ftaves

end as well as a man in his cafe may do : has here writ a

letter to you , I ftiould have given't you to day morning,

But as a mad mans Epiftles are no Gofpcls, fo it skills not
much when they are deli ver'd.

Ol. Open't and read it,

CU. Look then to be well edified, when the Fook dc
livers the Madman. By the Lord Madam,

Ol. How now, art thou mad ?

Clo. No Madam , I do but read madnefle : and your
Ladifhip will have it as it ought to be , you muft allow
Vox.

Ol. Prethec read it i'thy right wits.

Clo. So I do Madona .- but to read hit right wits , is

to read thus : therefore
,
perpend my Princefj , and give

ear.

01. Read it you, firrah.

Fab. 'R.eads. By the Lord Madam, you wrong me,and
the world fhall know it : Though you have put me into

daHcnefle , and given youp drunken Cozen ruleoverme,
yet have 1 benefit of my fenfcs as well as your Lady-
ftiip. I have your own Letter , that induced mc to the

femblance I put on ; with the which I doubt not, but to

do my felf much right, or you much ftiame : Think of me
as you pleafe. 1 leave my duty a little unthought of, and
fpeak out ofmy injury. The madly lu'd Malvolio

Ol. Did he write this ?

Clo. I Madam.
Dm. This favours not much of diftracftion.

01, Sec him delivcr'dF<»^/«»», bring him hither:

My Lord, fo pleafe you, thefe things further thought on,

To think me as well a fifter, as a wife.

One day fhall crown th'alliance on't, fo pleafe yoU,

Here at my houfc, and at my proper coft.

Dm. Madam, I am moftaptt'embrace your offer

:

Your Mafter quits you: and for your fervice done him.
So much againfl the mettle of your fex.

So far beneath your foft and tender breeding.

And fince you call'd me mafter,for fo long:

Here is my hand, you (hall from this time be

Your Mafters Miftris.

Ol. A fifter, you are fhe.

Enter t^Malvolif.

2)«. Is this the Mad man?
01. I my Lord, this fame r How now Matvotlo}

Mai. Madam, you have done me wrong.

Notorious wrong.

Ol. Have I MalvoUt ? No.
Mai. Lady you have, pray youperufe that Letter.

You muft not now deny it is your hand.

Write from it if you can, in hand or phrafe,

Or



Tm>elfe ^tgk, or ffhai you mil.

0>

Or fay 'cisnoc your fcale, noc your invemton :

You can fay none of this. Well, grant ic then.

And tell me in the modcfty of honour.

Why you have given me fuch clear lights of favour,

Bad me come fmjiing and croflcgaKei'dtoyou,

To put on yellow ftockings, and co frown

Upon Sir To^jy and the lighter people

:

And a£ting this in an obedient hope

»

Why have you fuffcv'd me to be imprifon'd,

Kept in a dark houfc, yificcd by the Prielt,

And made themofl notorious geek or gull,

That are invention plaid on ? Tell me why ?

Of. Alas MalvoUo^ this isnotmy wricmg.

Though I confclTe, much like the Chatadcr :

But outof queftion, 'cis Maria's hand.

And now I do bethink me, it was fhc

Firft told me thou waft mad ; then cam'ft in fmiling

And in fuch formes, which here were prcfuppos'd

Upon thee in the Letter : prethee be content,

Thispradtifehathnioftfhrewdly paft upon thee:

But when we know the grounds and authours of it.

Thou fhalt be both the plaimiffand the Judge

Of thine own cauff.

f/j^. Good Madam hear me fpeak,

And let no quarrell, nor no brawle to come.

Taint the condition of this prefcnt hour.

Which I have wondrcd at. In hope it fhall not,

Moft freely I confeflTe my felf, and Toby

Set this device againft M^/vo/iohcie^

Upon fome ftubbom ai\d uncourteous parts

We had conceiv'd againft him. Maria writ

The Letter, at Sir Tohjics great importance.

In recompcnce whereof, he hath married her

:

Hiw with a fportfull malice it was foUow'd,

May rather pluck on laughter thwi revenge,

If that the injuries be juftly weigh'd,

That have on both fides part.

Ol. Alas poorFoole how have they baffel'd thee?

Cl«. Why fome are born gr«it , fome atchieve great

neffe , and fome havegreatnefTe thrown upon them. .

was one fir, in this Enterlude, one S'wTopas fir, but that's
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all die ; By the Loid Foolc, I am not mad : but do you
remember, Mad3m,why laugh you at fuch a barren rafcal,

and you fmile not he's gag'd: and thus the whirlc-gioog

of time, brings in his revenges.

Mai. riebc revcng'd on the whole pack of you.

01. He hath been moft notorioufly abus'd.

Dm. Purfue him, and entreat him to a peace

:

He hath not told us of the Capiain yet.

When that is known, and golden time convents,

A folemn Combination ftiall be made

Of our dear fouls. Mean time fwcet fifler,

' We vfill not part from hence. Ctfarlo come

( For fo you Hiall be while you are a nun
:

)

But when in other habits you are fecn.

OjyTw'i Miftris, and his fancies Queen, Exeunt

CloWH fitlgS.

ffhtH that I WM aad a little tine Boj,

with hej., hoy the winde and the rain :

Afoolijh thfg woi hnt n toy.,

for the rain it raineth every day.

But when leame to mans efiate

with heyy ho, O'c.

^Ga'infl knaves and thteves menjhnt their g4tte^

f»r the rain, (^C.

But when I came at laJl to wive,

with heyy ho^ q^c.

Byfwaggering could I never thrtv\

for the rain, (^c.

But when 1 cnme unto my beds^

with he, ho., (^rc.

tVithToffotsfliUhaddruKkjn headt,

for the rain^ Crc.

Agreat while a go the world bt gon^

with heyyho^c^c.

But that's all one, our Play is done,

and we'llJlrive to pleafeyoit every it
J.

FINIS
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The Winters Tale.

(t^&m 'Primus. Scana 'Prima.

Enter Camilla f and Archidamus.

F you fhill chance C4rf>illi>)to vifit Bohemia, on

the like occafion whereon my ferviccs arc now
on-foor, you fhall fee ('as I have faid)great dif-

ference betwixt our Bohemia, and your Sicilta.

C«m. /think, this con:ifnon Summer, the King of Si-

eilia means to pay Bohemia the vifitation , which he jufliy

owes him.

j4reh. Wherein our entertainment fhall fhame uj : we

will be juftifted in our Loves : for indeed——
Cam. 'Befeech you •

ylrch. Verily /fpeakitin the freedom of myknow-
ledgc : we cannot with fuch magnificence— in fo rare

—

/know not what to fay We will give you fleepy

Drinks, that your Sences ( un-intelligent of our infuili-

cience ) may, though they cannot praifc us, as little

iccuic us.

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear, for whar^ given

freely.

yfrch. Belceve me, /fpeak as my underftanding in-

flrUffts me, and as mine honeHy puts it to utterance.

Cam. Sicilta cannot fhew himfeif over kind to Bohe-

mia: They were tram'd together in their Child-hoods ;

and there rooted betwixt them then fuch an affeftion,

which cannot choofe but branch now. Since their more

mature Dignities, and Royall NecefTuies, madcfeparati-

on of their Society, their encounters (though not per-

fonal j have been royally attornyed with enter-change of

Cifts^Letters, loving EmbafHes, that they have fecm'd to

be together, though abfent : (hook hands, as over a Vifi

Sea, and embrac'd as it were from the ends of oppofed

Winds. The Heavens continue their Loves.

Arch. I think there is not in the wotld, either Malice

or Matter to alter it. You have an unfpeskabJc comfort

of your young Prince Mamillius : it is a Gentleman of the

greateft promifc that ever came into my Note.

C<fw. I very well agree with you in the hopes of him.*

it is a gallant Child , one that (indeed^ Phyficks tbeSub-

jcO, makes old hearts frefh : they that went on Crutches

ere he was born, defire yet their life, ro fee him a man.

Arch. Would they elfe be content to die ?

Cam- Yes ; if ihcrc were no other excufc, why they

(hould defue to live.

Arch. If the King had no Son,thcy would defire to live

on Crutches till he had on. Exemit.

Sccena Secunda.
Enter Leomes. Hermiane,Mamillim-,Poiixenes.,Catntllo.

Pol. Nine changes of the watry-Starre hath been

The Shcpheards Note, fince we have left our Throne

Wichoui a Burthen : Time as long again

Would be fiU'd up (my Brother) with our Thanki,

And yet we (hould, for pepeiuity,

Co hence in debt : and therefore, like a Cypher
(Yet ftandmg in rich place) I multiply

Wit hone we thank you, many thoufands moe.
That goc before it.

Leo. Stay your thanks a while,

And pay them when you part.

Pol. Sir, [hat's to morrow:
I am quefiion'd by my fears of what may chance.

Or breed upon our abfence, that may blow

No fneaping Winds at home, to tnake us fay.

This is put forth too truly : befidcs, 1 have ftay'd

To tire your Royalty.

Leo. We arc tougher C Brother^

Then you can put us to't.

Pol. No longer flay.

Leo. One feve'night longer.

Pol. Very footh,to morrow.
Leo. Wee'il part the time betwcen'i then: and in that

He no gain-faying.

Pol. Preffe me not ( 'befeech you^ fo:

There is no tongue that moves i none, none i'th'world

So foon as yours, could win me : fo it lliould now,
Were there necdTity in your rcquert, although

'Twcrc needful 1 deny'd ir. My affairs

Do even drag me homeward : which to hinder.

Were (in your Love^ a whip to me ; my ftay.

To you a Charge, and Trouble : to favc both,

Farewell(our brother.)

Leo. Tongue- ty'd our Queen? fpcakyou.

Her. I had thought (Sir) to have held my peace, untlll

You had drawn Oathes from him, not to ftay : you (Sir)

Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you arc furc

All in Bohemia's well : this fatisfaition,

Theby-gone-diy proclaim'd, fay this to htm.

He's beat from hisbcft ward.

Leo. Well faid,//m»»/W.

Her. To tell, he longs to fee his Sonne, were Hrong :

But let him fay fo then, and let him go ;

But let hitnfwcarfo, and be fhall not Aiy,

VVee'l thwack him hence with Dilhffcs.

Yet of your Royal prefence, ilc adventure

The borrow of a week. When at BohemU
You take my Lord, ilegivc him my Commi/Tion,

To let him there a Moncth, behind the Gucft

Prcfix'd for's parting : yet (good heed) Lttme/f

I love thee not a jarrc o'thXlock, behind

\ A a Wbit
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What Lady Aic ber Lord. You*1 ftay ?

Pol. No, Madam,
Her. Nay, butycu will?

Pol. I may not verily.

Her. Verily?

You put me off with limber vowcs .• but I,

Though you would feck I'unfphcre the Stars with Oaths,

Should ycc fay, Sir, roeoing: verily

Youfhillnot go; a Ladies verily is

As potent as a Lords. Will you goc yet?

Force me to keep you as a prifoncr,

Not like a Gueft : fo you fhall pay your Fees

When you depart, and fave your t hanks. How fay you ?

My Prifoner ? or my Guefl ? by your dread verily,

Oncoftiietnyou (hall be.

Pal. Your Gueft then Madam :

To be your Prifoner, (hould import offending;

Which is forme lefft: eafic to commit,

Then you to punifli.

Her. Not your Coaler then.

But your kind Hofteffe, come, ilequenionyou

Of my Lords tricks and yours, when you were boys

:

You were pretty Lordings then ?

Pol. We were (im Queen)
Two Lads, that thought there was no more behind,

But fuch a day to morrow, as to day,

And to be boy eternal.

Her. Was not my Lord

The verier wag o'th' two ?

Pol. Wewereastwin'd Lambs, that did frisk i'th'Sun

And bleat the one at th'oiher : what wcchang'd,

Was innocence, for innocence : we knew not

The Dodlrine of ill-doing, no nordream'd

That any did : had wepurfu'd that life.

And our weakfpirits nc'rebcen higher reir'd

With fironger blood, we fliould have anfwci'd Heaven

Boldly, not guilty ; the impofition clear'd.

Hereditary ours.

Her. By this we gather

You have tript fincc.

Pol. O my moft facrcd Lady,

Temptations have fincc then been born to's : for

In thofe unflcdg'd daies , was my wife a Girlc

;

Your precious fcif had then not crofs'd the eies

Of my young Play-fellow.

Her. Grace to boot

:

Of this make noconclufion, lead you fay

Your Queen and I are Devils : yet go on,

Th'offences we have made you do, wee'l anfwer,

If you firft finn'd with us : and that with us

You did continue fault.; and that you flipt nor

With any, but with us.

Leo, Is he wonncyet ?

Her. Hec'll ftay, (my Lord)

Lee. Ac my rcqueft, he would not

:

Hermme fmy dcarcft) thou never fpoak'ft

To better purpofc.

Her. Never?

Lee. Never, but once.

Her. VVhat?have I twice faid well?whcn was't before?

I prethce tell me .• cram's with praife, and make's

As fat as tame things: One good deed,dying tongueleffo

Slaughters a thoufaod, waiting upon that.

Our praifcs are our wages, You may ride's

With onefoftkifsa thoufand Furlongs, ere

V Viih Spur we heat an Acre. But to th'Goal

:

My laft good deed was to intreat his ftjy.

What was my firft ? it ha's an elder Sifter,

Or I miftakeyou : O, would her name were Grgce^

But once before I fpake to th'purpofc ? when f

Niy, let me hav't : I long.

Leo. Why, that was when
Three crabbed Monetbs had fowr'd themfclves to death;

Ere I could make thee open thy white hand :

And clap thy felf, my Love ; then didft chou utter,

lam yours forever.

Her. Tis Grace indeed.

Why lo-you now ; 1 have fpoke to th'purpofc twice :

The one for ever earn'd a Royal Husband

;

Th'other,forfome while a Friend.

Leo. Too hot, too hot

:

To mingle friendfhipfarre, is mingling bloods.

I have Tremor Cordis on me : my heart dances.

But not for joy ; not joy. This entertainment

May a free face put on : derives a Liberty

From heartineffe, from bounty, fertile bofom,

And wee'l become the Agent .• *t may; I grant

:

But to be padling palmes, and pinching fingers.

As now they are, and making praitis'd fmiles

As in a Looking-Glaffe •• and then to figh, as "twere

The Mort o'th'Dcer : oh, that is entertainment

My bofom likes not, nor my Btowcs. MamHiius,
Art thou my boy i

M*m. 1 my good Lord.

Leo. I'fccks :

Why that's rny Bawcock : what?has't fmutch'd thy Nofe?
They fay it is a Coppy out of mine. Come Captain,
We muft be neat ; not neat, cleanly Captain;

And yet the Steer, the Heyfer, and the Calf,

Are all call'd Neat. Still Virginalling

Upon hispalme ? How now (you wanton CalfeJ

Art thou my Calfc ?

M«m. Yes if you will (my Lord)

Z-w.Thou want'ft a rotigh pafh,& the fhoots that I hive
To be full, like me: yet they fay we arc

Almoft as like as Egges ; Women fay fo,

(That will fay any thing. But were they falfe

As o're dy'd Blacks, as Wind, as Waters ; falfe

As Dice are to be wilh'd, by one that fixes

No born 'cwixt his and mine
; yet were it true,

To fay rhis Boy were like me. Come (Sir Page)

Look on me with your welkin eye .• fweet villain.

Moftdeare'ft, my Collop .• Can thy Dam,may'tbe
Affedion ? thy intention ftabs the Center.

Thou do'ft make poffible things not be fo held,

Communicat'ft with Dreams (how can this be ?)

With what's unreal , thou coatSive arc,

And fellow'ft nothing. Then 'tis very credent,

Thou maift co-joyn with fomething, and thou doft,

(^And that beyond Commiffion) and I find it,

(And rhat to the infeftion of my Brains,

And hardning of my Browes)

Pol. What means 5^ifi7/*?

Her.We. fomething feems unfetlcd.

Pol. How ? my Lord ?

Leo. What cheer ? how is't with you, beft Brother?

Her.You look as if you held a brow of much diftraftion,

Are you mov'd (my Lord?j
Leo. No, in good earned.

How fometimes Nature will betray its folly ?

It's tendcrncffe ? and make it felf a paftime

To harder bofomcs? Looking on the Lyncs

Of
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Of my Boys fice, mc thoughts / did rccoyi

Twenty three years, and fivw tny fclf unbrccch'l,

In my green Velvet Coat ; my Dagger muirel'd,

Leaft it niouldbueu's Maflcr, and fo prove

(As Ornaments oft do's ) too dangerous

:

How like (mc thouehr) / then was to t bis Kernel

This Squirti, this Cenclcman. Minchonett friend.

Will you take eggcs for Money ?

A/iw. No (my Lord) ilc fight.

Lto. You will : why happy man be'i dole.My brother

Arc you fo fond of your young Prince, as wc

Do feem to be of ours /

P»l. If at home (Sirj
Here's all myexcrcife, my Mirth, my Matter

;

Now myfworn friend, and then mmc enemy;

My Parafite, mySouidier: S dtes-man ; all

He makes a '\tlji day, fhort as Dtcemier,

And with his varyingchild-ne(Te, cures in me
Thoughts, that (hould thick my blood.

Lfo. So ftands this Squire

Offic'd with me : We two will walk (my Lord)

And leave you to your graver rteps. Hermlant.

How rhou lov'tt, us, fhew in our Brnrhcrs welcome j

Let what is dear in iiViV/bechcap :

Next to thy felf, and tny young Rover, hc'f

Apparant to my heart.

Her. If you would feek us.

We are yours I'th'Garden : (hall's attend you there ?

Le». To your own bents difpofe you : you'd be found.

Be you beneath the Sky : / am angli ng now,

(Though you perceive mc not how /give Lyney

Goc to, goe CO.

How {he holds up the Neb ? thcB/M to him ?

Ajidarmcs her with thcboldnc(Teof a Wife

To her allowing Husband. Gone already.

Inch thick , knee deep ; ore head and cars a fork'd one.

Goc play (Boy) play : thy Mother plaies, and /

Play too ; but fo difgrac'd a parr, whofe iffue

Will hide me to my Grave : Contempt and Clamor
Will be my Knell. Goe play ( Boy) play, therchavcbccn

(Or t am much decciv'd_^Cuckolds erenow.

And many a man there is (even at this prefenr.

Now, while / fpcak this) holds his Wife by th'Armc.

Tiiat Iitrie thinks fhe has been fluyc'd in's abfence

And his Pond fifh'd by his next Neighbour (by

Sir Smil-, his Neighbour:) nay, there's comfort in'r.

Whiles other men have Gates, and thofc Gates opcn'd

(As mine) againrt their will. Should all defpair

That have revolted wives, the tenth of Minkind
Would hang themfelves. Phyfick for't, there's none:

It is a bawdy Planet that will ftrikc

Where 'tis predominant j and 'tis powerful : think it:

Prom Eaft, Weft, North, and South, be it concluded.

No Baricadofora Belly. Koow't,

It wilt let in and out the enemy.

With bag and baggage : many thoufand on's

Have the difeafe, and feel't not. How now Boy ?

Mam. I am like you they fay.

Lto. Why, that's fomc coinfon.

What f Camillo there i

Canst. I, my good Lord.

Leo. Go play {Mamiaims) thou'rr an honcft man :

Cimilto^ this great Sir will yet ftay loagct-

Cam. You had much ados to make his Anchor hold.
When youcaft out, it fiill canac home.

Leo. Didftntxeicf

Cam. He would noc ftay at your petitions, made
His bufinefTc more material.

Lea. Didft perceive it ?

They're here with me already j whifp'ting, rounding :

StcUtM i« a fo-forth : tis farregone.

When Ifhall gu« it laft. How cam't {CimUlt)
that he did ftay?

Cam. At the good Queens entreary.

Lio. At the Queens bc'c .• Good Ihould be pcrtincnr,

But fo it is, it is not. Was this taken

By any underftandirig pate but thine ?

For the conceit is foaking, will draw in

More then the common Blocks, Not noted, i$'c.

But of the finer Natures ? by fome Scveralls

Of Hcad-peece extraordinary .'Lower Mefles
Perchance are to this bufincflfe purblind .' fay.

Cam. Bufineffe, my Lord ? I think moft undcrfland

Bohemia fliics here longer.

Leo. H f

Cam. Siaicshere longer.

Let. I, but why?
Cam. To fatisfie your Highnelfc, and the Entreaties

Of our moft gracious Mirtnfs.

Leo. Satisfic ?

Th'entreatics of your MiftrcfTe .» Satisfic f
Let that fufficc. I have trufted thee (Owi/Ze)
With all the ncarft things ro my heart, as well
My Chamber-Counccis, wherein (Prieft-like) thou
Kift cleans'd my bofom : 1, from thee departed
Thy penitent reform'd : but we have been
Dcceiv'd in thy integrity, decciv'd
In that which feemsfo.

Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.)

Leo. To bide upon't : thou art not honeft : oc
jf thou inclin'fl that waj[, thou art a Coward,
Which boxes honcfty behind, reftraining

From Courfe requir'd : orelfe thou muft be counted

A Servant, grafted in my feriousTruft,

And therein negligent : orelfe a Foole,

That fecft a Gameplaid home, the rich ftakc drawn.

Andtak'ft it til for jeft.

Ctm. My gracious Lord,

I may be negligent, foolifh, and fearful.

In every one of thefe, no man is free,

But that his negligence, his folly, fear,

Amongft the infinite doing of the World,
Sometime puts forth in your affairs (my Lofd.^
If ever I were wilful- negligent.

It was my folly > if induftriouQy

I play'd the fool, it was my ne|ligence.

Not weighing well the end .• ifever fearful

To do a thing, where I the ifluc dtxibted.

Whereof the execution did cry out

Againft the non-performancc; 'twas afetf

Which oft infcds the wifeft : thefc (my Lord)

Are fuch allow'd infirmitcs that honefty

Is never free of. Bui befecch your Grace

Be plainer with mc, let mcknow my trcfpiCs

By it's own vifage ; if I then deny it,

'Tis none of mine.

Leo. Ha'not you fecn Cam'tUt f

(But that's part doubt : you have, or your eye-glafle

Is thicker tnen a Cuckolds Horn^ or heard t

(For to a Vifion fo apparenr. Rumour
Cannot be mute) or thought f^for Cogitation

Refides not in chat man, that do's not think}

A a 2 Ml
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My Wife IS flippcry ? if thou wilt confelfe,

Or elfe be impudently negative,

To have nor eies, nor ears, nor thought, then fay

My wife's a Holy-Horfe, deferves a Name
As rank as any Fhx-wench, that puts to

Before her troth-plight: fiy't, and juftify'r.

Cam. I would not be a fiander-by, to hear

MySoveraign MiRrifs clouded fo, without

My prcfcnt vengeance taken : 'fhrewmy hcarr.

You never [poke what did become you leflc

Then this ; which to reiterate, were fin

As deep as that, though true.

Leo. Is whifpering nothing i

Is leaning Cheek to Check ? is meatingNofes ?

KifTing With in-fide Lip ? (topping the Cariec

Of Laug1iter» with a figh ? ( a note infallible

Of breaking honefty ) horfing foot on foot ?

Skulking in corners ? wifhing Clocks more fwifc ?

Hours, Minutes ? the Noon, Midnight ? and all eies

Blind with the pin and web, but theirs ; theirs only,

That would unfeen be wicked Pis this nothing >

Why then the world, and all that's in'r, is nothing,

The coveting Skie is nothing. Bohemia nothing,

My wife is nothing, nor nothing have thefe nothings,

If this be nothing.

Cam. Goodmy Lord,becut'd

Of this difcas'd opinion, and betimes

For 'tis rtion dangerous.

Leo. Say it be, 'tis true.

Cam. No,no, my Lord.

Leo. It is: you lye, you lye:

Ifaythoulyeft C«»ii7/9, and I hate thee.

Pronounce I hcc a grofTe Lowt, a mindlcffc Slave,

Or elfe a hovering Temporizer, that

Canft with thine eies at once fee good and evil.

Inclining to them both : were my wives Liver

Infcfted Cas her life) fhe would not live

The running of one Glade.

C^im. Who do's infeft her ?

Leo. Why he that wears her like her Medull,hanging

About his neck {Bohemia) who, if I

Had Servants true about me, that bare eies

To fee alike mine honour, as their profit!;,

( Their own particular Thrifts) they would do ihjt

Which (Viould undoe more doing : I, and thou

His Cup-bearer, whotn I from meaner forme

Have bcnch*d,and rear'd to worfhip, who may "(I fee

Plainly, as Heaven fees earth, and earth fees Heaven,

How I amgall'd, thou mightft be-fpicc a Cup,
To give mine enemy a laOingwink.-

Which draught to me, were cordiall.

Cam. Sir ( my Lord^

I could do rhis, and that with no rafh Potion,

But with alingring Dram, that fhould not work
Mal'cioufly, like poifon ? but I cannot

Releeve this Crack to be in my dtead MiRreCfe

(So Sovcraignly being honourable.)

I have lov'd thee.

Leo. Make that thy queflion, and go rot

:

Do'ft think I am fo muddy ,fo unfetled.

To appoint my felf in this vexation ?

Sull y the purity and whiienefle of my fheets

(Which topreferve,isfleep: which being fpotted,

Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails of Wafps)
Give fcandall ro the blood o'ch'Prince, my Sonne,

(Who I do think is mine, and love as mine)

Without ripe moving to'c ? Would I do this i

Could man fo blench }

Cam. 1 mart belecve you (Sir)

I doc, and will fetch off Bohemia fot't

:

Provided, that when he's remov'd, your Highneffc

Will take again your Queen, as yours at Hrft,

Even for your Sonnes faTte, and thereby for fealing

The injury of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms

Known and ally'd to yours.

Leo. Thou doft advife me.
Even fo as I mine own courfc have fet down :

Ilegivenoblemifh to her honour, none.

Cam. My Lord,

Goe then ; and with a countenance as cleu

As friendfhip wears at Fcalis, keep with Bohenna

And with your Queen : I am his Cup-bearer,

If from me he have wholfome Bevctidge,

Account me not your Servant.

Leo. This is all;

Do't, and thou haft the onehalfeof my heart
j

Do't not, thoufplitt'rt thine own.

Cam. lie do't, my Lord.

Leo. I will feem friendly, as thou haft advls'd me. Exit.

Cam. O mifcrablc Lady. But for me /

What cafe ftand I m M mull be the poyfoncr

Ofgood Polixeites, and my ground to do.'t.

Is the obedience to a Maf^er ; one.

Who in Rebellion with himfelf, will have

All that are his, fo too. To do thisdecd.

Promotion follows : li J could find example

Of thoufandsthat had ftruck anointed Kings,

And flourifh'd after, /I'd not do't : Bur fince

Nor Braflc, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears not one,

Let vilUny it felf forfweait. /mult
Forfakc the Court : to do't, or no, is certain

To me a break-neck. Happy Starrc raign now,
Here comes Bohemia. Emr Pal'ixeKS.

Pol. This is llrange: me thinks

My favour here begins to warp. Not fpcak .'

Good day Camillo.

Cam. Hoy! moft royal Sir.

Pol. Whar is tlie news /ih"Court ?

Cam. None rare (my Lord.)

Pel. The King hat hone him fuch a countenance,

As he had loftfomc Province, and a Regioa
Lov'd, a; he loves himlelf : even now / met bitn

With cuftomary complement, when he

I Wafting his eies to th'contrary, and falling

A Lippc of much contempt, fpeeds from me, and
So leaves me toconfider what is breeding,

Thar changes thus his Manners.

Cam. / dare not know (my Lord.)

Pol. How.dare not? do not.? do you know,and dare not?
Be intelligent to me, 'tis thereabouts

:

For to your felf, what do you know, you muft.

And cannot fay, you dare nor. Good C^amilio,

Yourchang'd complexions arc to me a Mirror,

Which fhews me mine chang'd too : fori mnft be
A party in this alteration, finding

My felf thus altet'd with t.

Cam, There is a ficlcnelTe

Whichputsfomcofusindiftemper, but

I cannot name the Difeafg, and icis caughc

Of you, that yet are well.

Pol. How caught ofme?
Make me not fighted like the Bafilifque.

I have
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/look'd on thoufmd?, who have fpcd the bcctcr I

By my regard, but kilfd none fo: Camilla,

As you arc ccttatnly a Gentleman, thereto

Clerk-like cxpedienc'd, which no lefs adorncJ

Our Gentry, then out Parents Noble Names,

In whofefucccfs we are gentle: / befcech you,

If you know ought which do's behove my knowledge,

Thereof to be inform'd, imprifon't noc

In ignorant concealment.

fam. 1 may not anfwcr,

Pol. A Sicknefs caught of me, and yet / well ?

/ muft be anfwet'd. Doft thou hear Camilltt

1 conjure thee by all the parts of man,

Which honour do's acknowledge, whereof the leaft

Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare

What incidency thou deft guels of harm

Is creeping toward me ; how far off, how near.

Which way to be prevented, if to be

:

If not, how bert to bear it.

Cam. Si:, / will tcU you,

Since / am charg'd in Honour, and by him

That / think Honourable : therefore mark my counfel,

Which mud beev'n as fwifily followed, as

/ mean to utter it ; or both your (elf, and me,

Crylod, and fo goodnight.

Pel. On, good Cmtllo-

Cam. I appointed him to murder you.

Pol. By whom, Camillo ?

Cam. By the King.

Pol. For what?

Cam. He think?, nay with all confidence he fwears,

As he had feen't, or been an Inflrument

To vice you to'r, that you havctouchthis Queeo

Fotbiddenly.

Pol. Oh then, my beft bloud tura

To an infcfted Gelly, and my Name
Be yoak'd with his, that did betray the bed :

Turn then my freflieft Reputation to

A favour, that may ftrike the dullcft Noftril

Where / arrive, and my approach be (hunn'd,

Nay hated too, worfethcn ihegreji'ftinfeiSlion

That ere was heard, or read.

Cam. Swear his thought over

By each particular Star in Heaven, and

By all their influences ; you may as well

Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moon

,

As (or by Oath) remove, or (Counfel) fhake

The Fabtickof his Folly, whofe foundation

Is pyl'd upon his Faith, and will continue

The ftanding of his Body.

Pal. How fhould this grow ?

Cam . I know not : but / am fure 'tis Gfer to

Avoid what's grown, then queftion how 'lubotn.

If therefore you dare truft my honefty,

That lies enclofed in this Trunk, which you

Shall bear along impawnd, away to Night,

Your Followers / will whifper to the bufinefs.

And will by twoes, and threes, at feveral Poftanes,

Clear them o'th' City : For my felf, He put

My fortunes to your fervice (which are here

By thisdifcovery \o(\.) Be not uncertain.

For by i he honour of my Parents, /

Have uttered Trut h : which if you feck to prove,

/ dare not ftand by ; nor IhaJl you be fafer,

Then onecondemned by the Kings own mouth j

Theccon his Execution fworn.

Pal. I do believe thee

:

/ faw his heart i'ns face. Give me thy hand.

Be Pilot to me, and thy places fhall

Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, »nd
My people did cxpcft my hence departure

Two dayes ago. This Jeiloufic

Is for a precious Creature : as fVice's rare,

Muft it be great ; and, as his Perfon's mighty,

Muft it be violent : and, as he do's conceive

,

He is difhonout'd by a man, which ever

Profefs'd to him : Why his Revenges muft

In that be made more bitter. For ore-(hades mc :

Good expedition be my friend, and comfort

The gracious Queen, part of his Theam ; but nothing

Of his ill-tanefufpition. Come CamillOf

Iwill refpe^tbeeas a Father, if

Thou bejt'ft my life off, hence: Let us avoid.

C<if».Ii is in mineauthotity to command
The Kcyes of all the Poflerncs : Pleafe your Highncfs

To take the urgent hour. Come Sir, away. Exmui

J&us Secmdus. Saena Vrima.

Enter Hermione, MamilliM, Ladiet • LtantOy

yimigo Lord.

Her. Take the Boy to you : he fo troubles mc

,

'Tis p;ft enduring.

Lady. Come (my gracious Lord)

Shall / be your play-fellow ?

Mam. No, He none of you.

Ladj. Why (my fwcet Lord ?)

Mam. You'l kifs me hard, and fpeak to mc, as if

/ were a Baby fJ ill. y love you better.

2 Ladj. And why fo ('my Lord })

f^am. Not forbecaufe

Your Brows are blacker (yet black-brows they fay

Become fome Women beft, fo that there be not

Too much hair there, but in a Semicircle,

Or a half-Moon made with a Pen.)

a Ladj. Who taught this ?

Mam. I learn'd it out of Womcns faccs : priy now,
What colour be your eye-browes ?

Ladj. Blew (my Lord. )
Mam. Nay, that's a mock : / have fcen a Ladies Nofe

That ha's been blew, but not her eyc-browcs.

Laij. Heark ye.

The Queen (your Mother) rounds apace : we (hall

Prefent our (Services to a fine new Prince

One of thefe daies, and then you'ld wanton with uj.

Ifwe would have you.

2 Ladj. She ii fpread of late

Into a goodly Bulk (good time encounter her.j

Uer. What wifdom (lirsamongrt you ? Come Sir, now
/am for you again : Pray you fit by uJ,

And tcU's a Talc.

//djw. Merry, or fad,fhart be ?

Her. As merry as you will.

Man, A fad Talc's beft (or Winter:

/ have one ofSprights, and Goblins.

Her. Let's have thu(good Sir.)

Come-on, fit down, comc-on, and do your bcf?.

To fright me with your fprights : you're powerful at ir.

A a J /W4». There
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Mtm. Thcrewasaman.
Htr, Kay, come fu down : then on.

Mam. Dwelt by a Church-yard : 1 will tell it foftly,

Yond Crickets (hall not hear it.

H<r. Come on then, and glv't me in mine tix.Enttr L-

I M/». Was he met there? his Train? Camilla with

him?
Lord. Behind the tufc of Pines 1 met them, never

Saw 1 men fcowr fo on their wiy : 1 eyed them

Even to their Ships.

Lei. How bleft am I

I n my juft Cenfure i In tity true Opinion ?

Alack, for leffct knowledge, how accurs'd.

In being foblcft? There may be in the Cup
A Spider fleep'd, and one may drink; depart,

And yet partake no venom ;
(for his knowledge

Is not infe6tcd) but ifone prefent

Th' abhorr'd Ingredient to his eye, make known

How he hath drunk, he crackes his gorge, his fides

With violent Hefts : 7 have drunk, and fecn the Spider.

Camilla was his help in this , his Pander

:

There is a plot agiinft my Life, my Crown ;

All's true that is miftruded : that falfe Villain,

Whom / employ 'd, was pre-employ'd by him :

He ha's difcovercd my Defign, and I

Remain apinch'd Thing ;
yea, averyTilck

For them to play at will : how came the Pofterne*

So cafily open ?

Lori. By his great authority.

Which often hathnolefsprcvail'd, then fo

On your command.
Leo. I know't too well.

Give me the Boy, J am glad you did not nurfe him

:

Though he do's bear fome lignes ofme, yet you

Have too much bloud in him.

Her. What is this ? Sport ?

Let. Bear the Boy hence, he (hall not come about her,

Away with him, and let her f port her felf

With that fhe's big with, for 'tis Pelixtnct

Hi's made thee fwell thus.

Her. But ll'd fay he had not

;

And lie 6c fworn you would believe my faying,

How e're you lean to th' Nayward.
Leo. You (my Lords)

Look on her, mark her well : be but about

To fay Ihe is a goodly Lady, and

The juflice of your hearts will thereto add

'Tis pity (he's not honefl : Honourable

:

Prayfe her but for this her wit hout-dore-Form,

( Which on my faith defer vcs high fpeech) and ftraight

The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, Cthefc Pctty*brands

That Calumny doth ufe ; Oh /am out.

That Mercy do's, for Calumny will fear

Vertue it felf) thefc Shrugs, thefe Hum's, and Ha's,

When you have faid fhe's goodly, come between,

Ere you can fay fhe's honeft : But bc't known

(From him that ha's mod ciufe to grieve it fhould be)

She's an Adultrefs.

Her. Should a Villain fay fo,

(The moft repienifh'd Villain in the world)

He were as much more Villain: you (my Lord)

Do but miflake.

- Let. Youhavemiftook(myLadyJ
Poiixtnes for Leontes : O thou Thing,

(Which He not call a Creature of thy place,

Lcafi Bafbaiifmc (making me the precedentJ

Should a like Language ufe to all degrees,

And mannerly diflinguifhment leave our,

Betwixt the Prince and Beggar :) I have faid

She's an Adultrcfi, I have faid with whom .•

More ; She's a Traytor, and CamiU* is

A Fedcrary with her, and one that knowes

What fhe ihould fhame to know her felf,

Butwithhermoftvild Principal ; that (he's

A Bed-fwarver, even as bad asihofe

That Vuigars give bold'ft Titles ^ I, and privy

To this their late efcape.

Her. No (by my life)

Privy to none of this : how will this grieve you
,

When you fliall come to clearer knowledge, that

You thus have pubifh'd me ? Gentle my Lord,

You fcarcc can right me throughly , then, to fay

You did miftake.

Lw.No.- If I miftake

In thofe Foundations which 1 build upon,

The Center is not big enough to bear

A Schooi-Boyes Top. Away with her, to Prifon :

He who fhall fpeak for her, is afar-off guilty.

But that he fpeaks.

Her. Thet's fome ill Planet raignes:

I muft be patient, till the Heavens look

With an afpeft more favourable. Good my Lords,

I am not prone to weeping fas our Sex

Commonly arc) the want of which vain dew
Perchance fhall dry your pities : but I have

That honourable Grief lodg'd here, which burnes

Worfe then Tears drown : 'bcfcech you all (my Lords)

With thoughts fo qnalified, as your Charities

Shall beftinftrud you, meafureme: indfo

The Kings will be perform'd.

Leo. Shall I be heard?

Her. Who is't that goes with me? 'befcech your Highnefs

My women may be with me, for you fee

My plight requires it. Doootweep (good Foolcs)

There is no caufe : When you ftall know your Miflrij

Has dcfcrv'd Prifon, then abound in tears,

As /come out: thisA<5\ionynow goon,
Is for my better grace. Adieu (my Lord )
I never wifh'd to feeyouforry, now
I truft I (hall : my Women come, you have leave.

Leo. Go do our bidding: hence.

Lord. Befcech your Highnefs call the Queen again.

.^itt. Be certain what you do (Sir^ left your Jufticc

Prove violence, in the which three great ones fuffcr,

Your felf, your Queen, your Son.

Lord. For her (my Lord)

I dare my life lay down, and will do'c (Sir)

Pieafc you t' accept it, that the Queen is fpotlcfs

I'th' eyes of Heaven, and to you (/ mean
In this, which you accufe her.)

yimig. If it prove

She's otherwife. He keep my Stables where
1 lodge my Wife, He go in couples wiih her :

Then"when / feel, and fee her, no further truflhcr

:

For every Inch of Woman i n t he World,

/, every dram of Womans flefh is falfe,

If fhe be.

Leo. Hold your peaces.

Lord. Good my Lord.

^Htig. It is for you we fpeak, not for our felvcs

:

Voa arc abus'd, by fome putter on.

That will be damn'dfoi't : would/ knew the Villain,

/ would
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I would Lmd-dimne him : be (he honor-flaw d,

I have three diughcers : ihecldcft is eleven r

The fccond, ind ihe third, nine : and fonnes five :

If this prove true, they 'I pay foi'f . By mine honour

Ilcgcl'd'emall rfourtccn they (hall not fee

To bring filfc generations : they arc co-heirs,

And I had rather glib my felf, then they

Should not produce fair ilTue.

Lee. Ccafc, nomore:

You fmell thii bufineffc with i fence n cold ^

As is a dead-mans nofe : but I do(cc*t, and feel t,

As you feel doing thus : and fee wiihall

Theinrtrumcnts that feel.

Afit. If it be fo,

We need no grave to bury honeny,

There's not a grain of it , the face to fweeten

Of the whole dungy-earth.

Leo. What f lack J credit ?

Lard. 1 had rather you did lack then I (my Lord)

Upon this ground : and more it would content me

To have her Honour true, then your fufpition

Be blam'd fot't how you might.

Leo. Why what need wc

Commune with you for this ? but rather follow

Our forceful inftlganon ? Our prerogative

Calls not your Counfcls,but our natural goodncflc

Imparts this : «hich,if you, or ftupified,

Orfeemingfo, in skill, cannct, or will not

Kelifh a trmh, like us: informe your fclves

We need no more of your advice : the matter*

The lolTc, the gain, the ord'ring on't,

Is all properly ours.

Jut. And I wifh (my Liege)

You hadoncly in your filent judgement try'ditj

Without more overture.

Leo. How could that be?

Either thou art mofl ignorant by age

Or rhou wer't born a fool : Camilla's flight

Added to iheir familiarity

CWhich was as grofle, as ever rouch*d conjecture,

That lack'd fight only, nought for approbation

But only feeing all other circumftances

Made up to th'deed) doth pufh on this proceeding,

Yet for s greater confirmation

I (For in in a£^ of this importance, 'twere

Moft pittious to be wild) I have difpatch'd in poft.

To facred Delphos, toAfolio's Temple,

Cleomiites and Pww, whom you know
Of ftuff'd fufficicncy : Now, from the Oracle

They will bring all, whofcfpi ritual counfel had.

Shall flop, or fpurre me. Have I done well ?

Lord. Well done (my Lord.)

Lee. Though I am fatisfy'd, and need no more
Then what I know, yet ftiall the Oracle

Give reft to th'minds of others ; fuch as he

Whofc ignorant credulity will not

Comeupto th'crnth. So we have thought it good
I.Erom out free perfon, rtie fliould be confin'd,

Lcafl that the treachcryof the two, fled hence,

Be left her to perform. Come follow us.

We arc to fpcak in publick : for this bufineffe

Will raifeussll.

t/^MCi^. Tolaughter, as 1 take ir,

Ifthe good truth, were known. Exeunt

Sc^na Secnnda.

Enter Paulina, a GeHttema", Goalery Emilia,

Paul. The Keeper of the prifon , call to him

:

Let him haveknowlcdgewhom I am. Good Lady,

No Court in Europe is too good for thee,

Whatdofl thou then in prifon ? Now good Sir,

You know me, do you not f

Goa. For a worthy Lady,

And one, whom much 1 honour.

Pan. Pray you then,

Conduft mc to the Queen.
Go4. I may not (Madam)

To the contrary I have expreffe commandment.
Pan. Here's a-doc to lock up honefly and honour from

Th'accefle ofgcnrle vifitors. ls*t lawful pray you

To fee her women ? any of them ? Emilia ?

Coo. So pleafe you (Madam)
To put a-part thcfe your attendants, I

Shall bring Emilia forth.

Pau. I pray you now call her

;

Withdraw your fclves.

Goa. And Madam,
I muft be prefcnt at your conference.

Panl. Well : bc't fo : prcthce. E'rfer.

Here's fuch a-do, to make no ftain,aflain, Emilia.

As paffes colouring. Dear Gentlewoman,
How fares our gracious Lady?

Emil. As well as one fo great, ind fo forlorn

May hold together ; On her frights, and griefs

(Which never tender Lady hath born greater)

She is, fomething before her iime,dclivct'd*

Pau. A boy ?

Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe,

Lufty, and like to live .- the Queen receivef

Much comfort in't : Saics, my poor prifoncr,

I am innocent as you.

Pau. I dare be fworn !

Thcfe dangerous, unfafe Lunes i'th'King, be{hrew them,
He mufi be told on't, and he fhail : the office

Becomes a woman bcfl. He take't upon me.
If I prove Honey-mouth'dj let my tongue blifler.

And never to my rcd-look'd anger be
The Trumpet any more : pray you (Emilia)
Commend my beft obedience to the QoecD,
If flic dares truft me with her little babe.

He flicw'c the King, and undertake to be
Her Advocate to*th loud'ft. Wc do not know
How he may foftcn at the fight o'th'Child :

The filcncc often of pure innocence

Perfwadcs, when fpcaking fails.

Emil. Moft worthy Madam,
Your honour and your goodncffe is fo evident^

That your free undertaking cannot mifs

A thriving iflue .• there is no Lady living

So meet for this great errand
; pleafe your Ladyfliip

To vifit the next roome, ile prefenrly

Acquaint the Queen of your mofl Noble offer,

Who, but to day hammered of this defigne.

But durft not tempt a miniftcr of honour
Leaft flie fliould bedeny'd.
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Paul. TcIlhcr(EwiiV/i«)

ILe ufe thac congue I have : If wit flow from'c

Asboldnencfrom my bofom,;ict't nocbcdoubccd

I (hall do good.

Emll. Nowbcyoubleftforic.

He ro the Queen: plcafe you come fomething ncercr.

Goa. Midiam if't pleafc the Queen lo fend che babe,

I know not what I fhall incurre, to pafTe it,

Having no warrant.

/"*«. You need not fear it (fir)

This Child was prifoner to che womb, and is

By Law and proceffe of great Nature, thence

Frec'd, aadcnfranchis'd,not a pany to

The anger of the King, nor guilty of

(If any be; the trefpjfs oftheOiiecn.

Cou. I dobelecvcit.

Pnu. Do not you fear •• upon mine honour, 1

Will ftand betwixt you, and danger. Exenm

Sci^na Tenia.

Enter Lcantei, Servants, Paulina, AntigontUy

a»d Lords.

Leo. Nor night, nor day, no reft : it is but wcakneffe

To bear the matter thus : mcec weakneffe, if

The caufe were not in being : parto'th caufe,

Shcth'Adultreffe ; for che harlor-King

Is quite beyond mineariTie :ouc of the blank

And level of my brain.- plot- proof : but fhe,

1 can hook to me : fay that fhe were gone.

Given to the Rre, a moity of my rcH

Might come to me again. Who's chcre .••

Ser. My Lord. Enur,
Leo. How do's the boy ?

Ser. He took good reft to night : 'tis hop'd

His ficknefTe isdifcharg'd.

Leo. To fee his Nobleneffe,

Conceiving the difhonour of his Mother,

He ftraight dcdin.'d,droop'd, took ic deeply,

Faden^d, and fix'd the fhamc on't in himfclf

:

Threw off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleep,

And down-right lar\gui[h.'d. Leave me folciy : go.

See how he fares : Fie, fie, no thought of him,
The very thought- of my Revenges thac Wiy
Rccoyl upon me : in himfelf too mighty,

Untill a time may fervc. For prefenc vengeance
Take it on her: Camilla^ and PoUxems
Laugh at me ; make their paflimeat my focrow ;

They fliould noc.laugh, tf I could reach thsm, not

Shall fhe, within my power.

Sr.ter Paulina,

Lord. You muit not enter.

Pan.l Nay raihci (good my Lords) be fecond to me ;

Fear you his tyrannous palHon more ^alas)

Then the Qyecns life > A gracious innocem foul,

Morcfree, then he is jealous.

A>2tig. That's enough.

5<')-.'Mddatn;behathnot flepttoni^hr, commanded
None ftiouldcomeat him.

?m. Not fo hot (good Sir)

2 come to bring him fleep. ' Tis fuch is you

That creep like fhadowcs by him, and do figh

Ac each his needieflc heavings : fuch as you
Nourifh the caufe of his awaking. I

Do come with words, as medicinal, as true
;

(Honeft,as cither ;) to purge him of chat humour,
That preffcs him from Hcep.

Leo. What noife there, hoe.'

P«a. No noife^'my Lord J bur needful conference,
About fome GofTips for your Highnefle.

Leo. How ?

Away With chat audacious Lady. AnugoHtts.
I charg'd chee that Hie lliould not come about me,
I knew ("he would
Ant. I cold her fo (my Lord^

On your difpleafurcs peril and on mine.
She fhouid not vifit you.

Leo. What ? canft not rule her ?

Puit. From all difhonefty he can : in this

(UnlelTe betake the courfe chat you have done)
Commit me, for committing honor, ttuft it,

He fhall not rule me :

tAnt. La-you now, you hear.

When fhe will cake the rain, I iec her run,
But fhe'l not ftumble.

PmL Good my Liege I come

:

And I befecch you hear me : who profefTes

My feif your loyal fervanr, your Phyfuian,
Your moQ obedient Counfellor : yet thac dares
Leflc appear fo, in comforting your evils,

Then fuch as moft fecm yours. I fay, I come
From your good O^ecn.

Leo. Good Queen ?

PmI. Good Qyccn (my Lord) gooc} Queen,
I fay good Queen,
And would by combatc, make her good fo, were IA man, the worft about you.

Leo. Force her hence.

Pm. Let him that makes but trifles of his eies
Firfthandme:on mine own accord, iieofF, •

But firft i ile do my errand. The good Queen
(For fhe is good) hath brought you forth a daughter,'
Here 'tis

: commends ic to your blelTmg.

Leo. Out

:

A mankind Witch ? Hence with her, ouc o'dorc :

A moH iniclligencing bawd.
PahI. Notfo:

I am as ignorant in char, as you.
In fo encit'ling me : and no lefl'e honeft
Then you are mad : which is enough, lic warrant
(As this world goes^topafle for honeft.

Leo. Traitors

;

Will you not pufh her out ? Give her the Baftard,
Thou do(ard,thou artwoman-tyr'd :unroofted
Ky thy dame Pmlet here. Take up the Baftard,
Tak c up, 1 fay : give'c to the Croane,

PmI. Forever

Unvenerabie be 1% hands, if thou
Tak'ft up the Princelfe, by that forced bafenefTe
Which he has put upon'r ,

Leo. He dreads his Wife.
PmI. So I would you did : then 'twere paft all doubt

Youl'd call your children, yours.

Leo. Aneftof Traitors.

Am. I im none, by this good light.

Paul. Nor I .- nor r.ny

But one that's here : and chat's himfelf : for he,

in

The

I
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The ficrcd honour of himfclf, his Queenes,

His hopeful Sons, his Bibcs,bctrayes toflandcr,

Whofc Ring is (harper [hen the Swords, and will not

(For as the cafe now (lands, ic is a Curfc

He cannot be compcll'd too'f ^ once rcn:iove

The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten,

As ever Oak, or ftone was found.

Leo. A Callat

Of boundlcfs tongue, who late hath beat her husband,

And now baits me : This Brat is none of mine,

I c is the Iffue of Pellxtues.

Hence with it, and together with the Dam,
Commit tbem to the fire.

TmI. It is yours :

And might we lay th' old "Proverb to your charec,

So like you, 'tis the worfe. Behold (my Lords ;

Although the print be little, the whole Matter

And Copy of the Father .• fEyc, Nofe, Lip,

The trick ofs Frown, his Forehead, nay, the Valley,

The pretty dimples of his Chin, and Cheek; his Smiles:

The very Mold, and frame of hand, nayl. Finger.)

And thou good GoddcfsTS/Wfxrr, which haft made ip

So like to him that got it, if thou haft

The ordering of the Mind too,' mongftaU Colours

No Yellow in'c, left ftic fufpea, as he do's,

Her Children, not her Husbands.

Leo. A grofs Hag

:

And Lozcl^thou art worthy to be bang'd.

That wilt not ftay her Tongue.

Amtg. Hang all the Husbands

That cannot do that Feat, you'l leave your (eM

Hardly one Subject,

Leo. Once more take her hence.

Paul. A moft onworthy, and unnatural Lord

Can do no more.

Lio. I'le hi* thee burnt.

Paul. I care not ;

Ic is an Herctick that makes the fire.

Not fhc which burnes in'c. He not call you Tyrant

;

Hue this moft cruel ufige of your Queen
(Not able to produce more accufaiion

Then your own weak-hii^'d Fancy ) fomcihing favours

Of Tyranny, and will ignoble make you.

Yea, fcandaious to the World.

Leo. On your Allegiance,

Out ofthe Chamber with her. Were / a Tyranr,

Where were her life? Hiedurftnol call me fo.

If (he did know me one. Away with her.

Pan/. I pray you do not pufh me. He be gone.

Look to your Babe (my Lord) 'tis yours : Jove fend her

A better guiding Spirit. What need thefe hands ?

You that are thus fo tender o're his Follies,

Will never do him good, not one of you.

So, fo: Farewel, We are gone. Exit,

Leo. Thou (TTaycor) haft feton thy Wife to this,

My Child? away with't? even thou, that haft

A heart fo tender o're it , take it hence,

And fee it inftantly confum'd with fire.

Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up ftraight

:

Within this hour bring me word 'tis done.

C And by good tcftimony) or He feize thy life.

With what thou clfecairft thine: if thou refufe,

And wilt encounter with my Wrath, fay fo ;

TheBartard-braincs with thefe my proper hands
Shall /dadi out : Go take it to the fire

,

For thou fccc'ft on thy Wife.

ylntig. I did nor^ Sir :

Thefe Lords, my Noble Fellowcs, it they pleale,

Can clear mcin't.

Lordj. We can ; my Royal Liege,

He is not guilty of her coming hither.

Lto. You're Liars all.

Lord. Befcech your Highnefs give us better credit

:

We have alwaies truly ferv'd you, and befeech
So to cflcem of us : and on our knees we beg,

(Asrecompenfe of our dear fervices

Paft, and to come) that you do change thji purpofc.

Which being fo horrible, fo bloudy, muft
Leid on tofome foul Illue.Wc all kneel.

Leo. / am a Feather for each wind that blowes

:

Shall / live on, to fee this Baftard kneel,

And call me Father ? better burn it now.
Then curfe it then. But be it : let it live.

It (hall not neither. You Sir, come you hither i

You that have been fo tenderly officious

With Lady Murgerj, your Mid- wife there,

To fave this Bartnds life ; fot 'lis a Baftard,

So fure as this Beard's gray. What will you adventure.
To fave this Brats life ?

Antlg. Any thing (my Lord^
That my ability may undergo

,

And Noblenefs impofe : at laft thus much
;

/le pawn the liitle bloud which / have Icfr,

To (^jvc the innocent : any thing poffible.

Leo. It fhall be pofTible : Swear by this Sword
Thou wilt perform my bidding.

Antig, I will (my Lord.)

Leo, Mark and perform it: feeftthou? forthcfail
Of any point in't, fhall not only be
Death to t h y felf, but to thy lewd- tongu'd Wife

,

(Whom for this timewc pardon) We enjoyn thee
As thou art Licge-man to us, that thou carry

This female Baftard hence, and that thou bear it

To fome remote and dcfart place, quite out
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leave it

(Without much mercy) to its own proretftion,

And favour of the Climate ; as by ftrange fortune,

It Came to us, / do in Juftice charge thee.

On thy Soules peril, and thy bodies torture.

Thai thou commend it ftrangcly to fome place ,

Whete Change may nurfe, or end it : take it up.
Ant'tg. / fWcar to do this : though a prefent death

Had been more merciful. Come on (poor Babe)
Some powerful Spirit inftruf^ the Kites and Ravens
To be thy Nurfes. Wolves and Bears, they fay,

(Cafting their favagenefs afidc) have done
Like offices of pity. Sir, be profpcrouf

In more then this deed do's require ; and bicfling

Againft this Cruelty , fight on thy fide

( poor Thing condemn'd to lofs.) Exk^
Let. No : lie not ita.

Anothers Iflue. £«<r « Servm,
Serv. PleafeyoUrHichncfs, Pofts

From thofe you fent to th' Oracle, are come
An hourfihce : Cteominet and D/e»,

Being well arriv'd from Deffhts, are both landed,
Hafting to th' Court.

Lord. Sopleafeyou (Sir) their fpced
Hath been beyond accompt.

Leo. Twenty three dayes

They hive been abfcnt : *cis good fpeed ; foretell

The great AftSo fuddenly ftWl have

The
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The cruth of this appeal : Prepare you Lord*,

Summon a Scdion, that we may arraign

Our moft di (loyal Lady : for as fhe hath

Been publickly accus'djfofnall (Kehave

A j'uft and open Trial. While fhe lives,

My hearcwill be a burden to me. Leave mc,

And think upon my bidding. Exmnt.

($^Bu3 Terms, Selena Trma,

Emtr Cletminti dnd Di^--

Clt. The Climat's delicate, the Ayr moft fwccr,

Fertil thclflc,the Temple much furpafling

The common praife it bears.

DioH. I fhiU report.

For moft it caught me, the Celeftial Habiti,

(Methiokcs /fo ftiouldcerm them) and the reverence

Of the Grave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice.

How ceremonious, folemn, and un-carthly

It was i'th' Offering >

C/«. Butofall.fheburft

And the ear-dciff'ning Voyce o'th Oracle,

Km to Jovei Thunder, fofutpriz'd mySencc
That /was nothing.

Dio. U ih' event o'th' Journey

Prove as furcefTeful to the Queen (O be't fo)

As ic hath been to us, rare, pleafant, fpcedy,

The time is worth the ufc on'c.

Clto. Great JfoUo
Turn all to th* bcft : thcfc ProclamacionJ,

So forcing faults upon Hermiane,

J little like.

Dio. The violent carriage of It

Will clear, or end the Bufinefs, when the Oracle

(Thus by /Iftlh's great Divine fcal'd up_^

Shall the Contents difcover .• fomething rare

Even then will ru(h to knowledge. Go : frcfh Horfcs,

And gracious be the ifTue. Exeunt.

Selena Secunda.

Enter Le»mei, Lords, Oncers ; Herrttiene (m to her

Trml) Ladits : Cleeminei, Dion.

Leo. This SefTions (to our great grief we pronounce)

Even pufhcs 'gainAour heart. The parry tr/d,

TheDaughterof a King, our Wife, and one

Of us too much bclov'd. Let us be cleat *d

Of being tyrannous, fince we fo openly

Proceed in Juftice, which fh all have due courfe,

Even to the Guilty or the Purgation

:

Produce the Prifoncr.

Officer. It is his Highnefs pleafurc, that the Queen
Appear in perfon, hero in Court. Silence. Enter

Leo. Read the Indiftmcnt.

^ Officer. Hexmione, ^een to the wtrthj \.tor\iti.,Klng of
Sicilia, thfuart here tccnfedAnd tpruigned of High Treaforiy

in committing Adultery mth Polixcncs King o/Bohctnii,

)
and conffiring with QimiWototak/ trraj the LifeefoHr Sove-

f^ign Lord the King, thj rojal HusiiAnd : the pretence whereof

ieing hy cireumfi/wee partly Uid open, fWfHermione) con-

trary to the Faith and Allegiance ofa true SttbjeU , dtdfl coun-

ftl and ajd them, for their better fafety, to fiee army by

Night.

Her. Since what / am to fay, mufl be but that

Which contradicts my Accufation, and

The teftimony on my parr, no other

But what comes from my felf,it (hall fcarce boot me
To (ay, Not guilty : mine integrity

Being counted Falftiood, fViall (as /exprcfs it)

Be foreceiv'd. But thus, if Powers divine

Behold our humane A6\ions (as they do)

y doubt not then, bur innocence (hall make
Falfe Accufations blu(Vi,and Tyranny
Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord) beft know
(Whom leaft will feem to do fo) my paft life

Hath been as continent, as chart, as true.

As / ara now unhappy; which is more
Then Hiftory can pattern, though devis'd,

And play'd, totakcSpedators. For bcholdmc,
A Fcllo»¥ of ( he Royal Bed, which owe
A Moi'ty of the Throne: a great Kings Daughter,
The Moiher to a hopeful Pnnce, here Handing
To prate and talk for Life, and Hononr, fore

Who plcife to come and hear. For Life, / prize if

As / weigh Grief ('which / would fparc .) For Honour
'TIs a derivative from me (o mine,
And only that y ftand for. /appeal

To your ownConfcicncc (Sir) bdo:c Polixents

Came to your Court, how / was in your grace.

How mcrfied to be fo .- Since he came,
With what encounter founcurranr, /

Have ftrain'd I'appcar thus ; if one jot bcyocd
The bound of honour, or in a<5t, or will

That way enclining, bardned be tbcheartf

Ofall that hear me, and my neat'ft of Kin
Cry fie upon my grave,

L«. Ine'r heard yet.

That any of thefe bolder Vices wanted
Lcfs impudence to gain- fay what they did,

Then to perform it hrft.

Her. Thai's true enough,

Though 'tis a faying (Sir) not due to mc.
Leo. You will not own ir.

Her. More then MiftrcCs of,

Which comes to mc in name of fault, / muft not
At all acknowledge. For folixenes

(With whom I am accus'd) I do confefs

I lov'd him, as in Honour hercquir'd :

With fuch i kind of Love, as might become
A Lady like mc ; with a Love, even fuch.

So, and no other, as your fcifcommanded

:

Which, not to have done, /think had been in mc
Both Difobedience, and Ingratitude

To you, and towards your friends, whofe love had fpokc
,

Even finceir could fpcak, from an infant, freely,

That It was yours. Now for Confpiracy,

I know not how it tal^cs, though it be difh'd
For mc to try how : All I know of it,

Is, that CamiHo was an boneft man •

And why he left your Court, the Gods thcmfelvcs
(Wotting no more then /) arc ignorant.

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know
What you have undcrta'nc to do in*s abfencc.

Her. Sir
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//Irr. Sir,

You fpejk a Lmgua^c that I undcrftind not s

My Life (hnds in the level of your Drcamcs,

Which He lay down.
Leo. Your A(ftions are my Drcames,

You hid a Birtird by PolixtHei,

And / but dream'd it : As you were part all flume,

(Thofe of your fail are fo ) fo pad all truth

;

Which to deny, concernci more then availcs: for as

Thy Brat hath been cart our, like to it fcif,

No Father owning it ^which is indeed

More criminal in thee, then it) fo thou

Shalt feel our JulHcci in whofecafieft paffage,

Look for no lefs then death.

Her. Sir, fparc your Threats :

The Bugge which you would fright me with, I feck .•

To me can Life be no commodity,

The Crown and comfort of my Life (your Favour)

I do give loft, for J do feel it gone.

But know not how it went. My fecond Joy,
And firlt fruits ofmy body, from his piefence

I am barc'd like one infc6lious. My third comfort

(Star'd moft unluckily) is from my brcatt

(The innocent milk in it moft innocent mouth)
Hal'd out CO murder. My felf on every Poft

Prochim'd a Strumpet : With immodefl hatred

The Child-bed priviledge deny'd, which 'longs

To Women of all fafViion. LalUy , hurried

Here, to ibis place, i'lb* open ayr before

/ have got ftrength of limbs. Now (my Liege

Tell me what biefTings / have here alive

,

That /fiiouldfcartodye? Therefore proceed -

[But yet hear this : miftake me not : no Life,

(/prize it not a nraw)but for mine Honour,

Which /would free.- if /(hall be condemn'd
Upon furmizes (all proofes flceping elfe.

But what your jcaloufies awake ) I tell you

'ris Rigour, and not Law. Your Honours all,

/ do refer me ro the Oracle :

j4f»Uo be niy Judge.

Lord. This your reqiieft Enter Dion aid CUominv.
Is altogether juft : therefore bring forth

(And in ylpalh's Name ) his Oracle.

Ffer. The Emperour o( ReiJJla was my Father,

Oh that he were alive, and here beholding

His Daughters Tryal : that he did but fee

The flunefs of my mifcry ; yet with eyes

Of pity, not Revenge.

OJjicer. Yoii here fhall fwear upon the Sword of Juflicc,

That you {CUemines and Dl»») have

Been both at Delphoi, and from thence have brought
This feal'd-up Oracle, by the hand deliver' d
Of great Apollo's PricR ; and that fincethen.

You have not dat'd to break the holy Seal,

Nor read the Secrets in't.

C/eo. Dio. All this we fwear.

Lm. Break up the Scales and read.

Oficer. Hcrmionetjc/wy?, Polixenes l>Umelefs^dmiWo
A true SuhjeH, Lcontes ajealons Tyrdnt, hu inntccnt Bg^e
trnl} btgottei, andth King ^*tl live withoutM Heir, ifthat

which is U/f, I't »nt found.

Lords. Now bicfled be the great Afoio.
Her. Praifcd.

Leo. Hjft thou read the truth ?

O^c. /(my Lord^ evcnfo as it is here fee down.
Leo. There is no truth at all i'lh' Or adc

:

The SclTions fliall proceed : this is raeer fal(hood.

Ser. My Lord the King : the King ?

Leo. What is the bulinefs .'

$er. O Sir, I (hall be hated to report it.

The Prince your Son, with meet conceit andfcx

Of the Queen's fpeed, is gone.

Leo. How } Gone ?

Ser. Is dead.

Leo. y4polio's 3n^t)\ and the Heavens fhcmfelvcJ

Do flrike at my In/uftice. How now there ?

Paul. This ncwcs is mortal to the Queen : Look down
And fee what death is doing.

Leo. Take her hence

:

Her heart is but o're-charg'd : (he will recover,

/ have too much belicvd mine own fufpiiion :

3efeech you tenderly apply to her

Some remedies for life. Apollo pardon

My great prophanefs 'gainft thine Oracle.

He reconcile me to Polixenes,

New wooc my Queen, recal the good CtimilU

(Whom /proclaim a man of Truth, of Mercy:)

For being tranfported by my Jeiloufies

To bloudy thoughts and to revenge, 1 chofe

Camillo(o: the minifter, to poyfon

My friend Polixenes : which had been dope.

But that thcgotxi mind oiCamillo tardied

My fwifc command : though / with death, and with

Reward did threaten and encourage him,

Not doing it, and being done : he, (moft humane.
And fill'd withHonour)to my Kingly Guc(l

Unclafp'd my pradife,quit his fortunes here

(Which youknew great) and to the certain hazard

Of all uncertainties, hiinfelf commended.
No richer then his Honour : How he gliflers

Through my dark RuR? and how his Piety

Do's my deeds make the blacker?

Paul. Wo the while :

O cut my Lace, left my heart (cracki ng it

)

Break too.

Lord. What fit is this ? Good Lady ?

PomI. Wh*t ftudicd torments(Tyrant)haft for me ?

What WncelsfRacks? Fires? What flaying? boyling? burn
In Leads, or Oyles ? What old, or new torture (ing,

Muft /receive ? whofc very word dcferves

To taft of thy moft worft. Thy tyranny

(Together working with thy Jealoulies,

Fancies too weak for Boyes, too gteen and idle

For GirlesofNine)0 think what they have done ,

And then run mad indeed : (brk-mad : for all

Thy by- gone fooleries were but fpiccs for ir.

That thou bet rayed 'ft Polixenes-, '.wjs nothing,

(That did but fhew thee, of a Fool, inconftjnt.

And damnable ingratcful :) Norwas't much.
Thou would'ft have poyfon'd good Ctunitlo's Honour,
To have him kill a King : poor TrefpalTcs,

More monftrous ftandingby : whereof / reckon

; The cafting forth to Crowes, the Baby-daughicr,

To be or none, or little; though a Devil

Would have flied water out of fire, eredon't

:

Nor is'tdircftly laid to thee, the death

Ofthe young Prince, whofc honourable thoughts
(Thoughts high for one fo tender^ cleft the heart

That could conceive a gtofs and foolilh Sire

Blcmilh'd his graciou^ D*in : this is nor, no.

Laid to thy anfwcr : butihclaft: OLord«,
When / have faid,cry woe: the Qneen, the Queen,

The
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Thcfweet'ft.dear'fl creature's dead: and vengeance for'c

Not drop'd down yet.

X^T^i. The higher powers forbid.

jPd«. /f^yfhe'sdead: Ilefwear'c.Ifword, nor oath

Prevail not, go and fee : ifyou can bring

Tindure,orJuflrcinherlip, her eye

Heat outwardly, or breath within, He ferve you

As / would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant,

Doft not repent thefc things, for they are heavier

Then all thy vyocs can ftir : therefore betake thee

To nothing but defpair. A thoufand knees.

Ten thoufand years together, naked, fafting,

Upon a barren Mountain, and ftiU Winter

Inftormpctpctual, could not oiovetheGod*

To look tnat way thou wcc't.

Leo. Go on, go on :

Thoucanfl notfpeaktoo much,/ have deferv'd

All tongues to talk their bittercft.

XorZsajnomore,
How ere the bufinefs goes , you have made fault

I'th boldnefs of your fpeech.

Pav. I am forty for'r.

All faults J make, when /fhall come to know them,

/do repent : Alas, /have fhew'd too much
The ra(>>ncfs ofa woman : he is roucht

Toth*Nobleheirr, What's gone, and what's part help

Should be part grief : Do not receive affliftion

At my petition, / befeech you, rather

Let me be punifh'd, that have minded you

Ofwhatyou rtiould forget. Now (good my Liegej
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a fooliOi woman

:

The love /bore your Queen (Lo.foolagain^

Ilefpeakofhcrnomorc, nor of your Children .-

He not remember you of my own Lord,

(VVhoislofttoo:) take your patience to you,

And He fay nothing.

Leo. Thou didftfpcak but; well.

When moft thetruth .- which / receive much better,

Then to be pitied of thee. Prethee bring me
To the dead bodies of my Queen and Son,
Onegraveihalibeforboth. Uponihem fliall

The caufes of their death appear (unto

Our fliame perpetual ) once a day, l;c vifit

TheChappelwhere they lie, and teares fhed there

Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature
Will bear up with this cxercife, fo long

/ dayly vow to ufc it. Come, and lead me
Tothefefonowes. Exentit.

Scam Tenia,

Enter Antigonus, a. Mariner, Bah, Sheep-

hcard^ and Clsra/i.

'^"f- Thou arr perfea then, our (hip hath coucht upon
The Defarrs oCBohemta.

Mar. /('My Lord) and fearWe have Landed in ill time : the skies look grimly,
And threaten prefent blufters. In my confcicnce
The heavens with that we have in hand, arc- angry.
And frown upon's.

yi»t. Their facred wils be done ; get aboard.
Look to thy bark, IJe not be long before

/call upon thee.

Mar. Make your beft haft, and go not

Too far i'th Land : 'tis like to be loud weather,

Befides this place is famous for the Creatures

Of prey, that keep upon't.

Amlg.Qo thou away,

He follow inftantly.

C-3/or. 1 am glad at heart

To be To rrd o'th bufinefs. Exit.

ylM. Come, poor Babe;

/ have heard (but not bclicvd j the fpirits o'th' dead
May walk again : if fuch thing be, thy Mother
Appeat'd to me laft night : for nc're was dream
So like a waking. To me comes a creature,

Sometimes her head is on one fide, fome another,

/ never faw a VelTel of like forrow

Sofill'd, and fo becoming: in pure white Robes
Like-very Sanftity fhe did approach

My Cabbin where / lay : thrice bow'd before me,
And (gafping to begin fome fpeech^ her eyes

Became two fpouts ; the fury fpcnt,anon

Did this break from her. Good Antigmm.,

Since Fate (againft thy better difpofuion^

Hath made thy pcrfon for the thrower-out

Of my poor Babe, according to thine oath,

Places remote enough are in BohetnU,

There weep, and leave it crying.- and for the babe
Is counted loft for ever, Perdita

/ prethee call't: For this ungentle bufinefs

Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne're (halt fee

Thy Wife Paulina more : and fo, with fhriekcs

She melted inro ayr. AiTrighted much,

/ did in time colled my fclf, and thought

This was fo, and no flumber .• Dreams, are toyes,

Yet for this once, yea fuper(titioufly,

/willbefqiiar'd bythis. /do believe

//f>-OT;o«e hathfuffer'd death, and that

j4pollowou\d ('this being indeed theiflue

Of King Polixenes) It fhould here be laid

(Either for life, or death) upon the Earth

Of it's right Father. Bloffom, fpeed thee well,

There lie, and there rby chara(5ler : therethefe,

Which may if Fortune pleafe, both breed thee ('PrettyJ

And ftill re(^ thine. The fiorm begins, poor wretch,

That for thy Mothers fauir, art thus expos'd

Tolofs,and whatmayfoUoVv. Weep /unnot,
But my heatt bleeds : and moft accurfl; am /
To be by Oath enjoyn d to this. FareweJ.

The day frowns more and more : thou'rt like to have
A lullaby too rough : / never faw

The heavens fo aim, by day. A favage clamour 1

Well nday / get a-board .• This is the Chace
, (herd.

/ am gone for ever. Exit purfued hj a Bear.Enter a Sheo-

Shep. I would there were no age between ten and
three -and twenty, or that youth would fleep out the reft

:

for rhere is nothing fin.the between) but getting wenches
With child, wronging the Ancientry, ftealing, fight-

ing, hark you now : would any but ihcfe boyld-brains

of nineteen , and two and twenty hunt this weather ?

They have fcarr'd away two of my belt Sheep, which
/ fear the Wolf will fooner find then the Mafter

;

if any where / have them , 'tis by the Sea-fide, brou-

zingof Ivy. Good-luck ^and't be the willj whathaye
•vc here ? Mercy on*s, A Barne .' A very pretty barne,*

A Boy, or a Child / wonder ? (A pretty one, a very pretty

one) furc fome Scape : Though / am not bookifh, yet /

can



T'he Winters Tale. z8^
can read Waiting-Gentlewoman in the fcape: this has

been fome ftair-work, fomc Trunk-work, fome behind-

door work : they were warmer that got this, then the

poor thing is here. Iletakcit up for pity, yet He tarry

till my fonnc come : be hallovv'd bnt even now. Whoa-
ho-hoa.

Enttr Clown.

Cla. Hilloa, loj-

Sh(f. What ? art fo near ? If thou'It fee a thing to

talk on, when thou art dead and rotten, come hither

:

what ayl'ft thou, man?
Clou, I have fecn two fuch fights, by Sea and by Land;

but yam not to fay iti$a5ca, for it is now the skye, be-

twixt the Firmament and i[, you cannot thrud a bodkins

point.

Shef. Why boy, how is it?

Clo. I would you did but fee how it chafes , how it ra-

ges, hovv ittakes up the (liore,but that's nor tothe point ;

Oh, tbemoft pltteous cry of the poor fouls, fomecimco

to fee*em, and not to fce'em ; Now the Ship boating

the Moon with her main Maft , and anon fwallowed

with yeft and froth, as you'ld thruHa Cork into a hoef-

heid. And then for the Land-fcrvice, To fee how the

Bear toar out his flioulder-bone, how he cry'd to me
for help, andfaidhis name was Antlgonut a Nobleman;
But to make an end of the Ship, to fee how the Sea flap-

dragon'd it: but firft, how the poor fouls roared, and

the Sea mock'd them: and how the poor Gentleman roa-

red, and the Bear mock'd him, both roaring louder then

the Sea, or Weather.

Shef. Name of mercy ; when waii this boy ?

Clo. Now, now: I have not wink'd (ince Ifaw thefe

fights : the men are not yet cold under water, not the

Bear halfdin'd on the Gentleman : he's at it now.

Shtf. Would I had been by to have help'd the old

man.

Cloa;. I would youhadbeenby the fhip-fide, to have

help'd her; there your charity would have lack'd footing.

Shef. Heavy matters, heavy matters : but look thee
here boy. Nowbieffethy fclf; thoumei'ft with things

dying, Iwith things newborn. Here's a fight for thee:
Look thee , a bearing-cloath for a Squires child : look

theehere, take up, take up, ('Boy:^opent't: fo, let's fee,

it was tokl me 1 fhould be rich by the Fairies.This is fome
Changeling :open't: what's within boy ?

Clo, You're a mad old man ; If the finnes of your
youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold, all

Cold.

Shef. This is Faiery Gold boy, and 'iwill prove fo.-up

with'r, keep it clofe: home,home, the next way. We
are lucky (boy) and to be fo ftill requires nothing but

fecrecy. Let myfheepgoe: Come (good boy) the next

way home.

Clo, Goe you the next way with your Findings, He go

I

fee if the Bear begone from the Gentleman, and how
much he hath eacen : they are never curft but when they
arc hungry'.- if there be any of him lefr, ile bury ir.

Shtf. That's a good deed : if thou maift difcem by
that which is left of him, whatheis, fetch mc to th'fight

of him.

Clo. 'Marry will I : and you (hall help to put him
i'th'ground.

Shtf. 'risalucky day.boy, and wee'I do good deeds
01 f* ExeiM.

J&U5 Quart/is. Selena Trima.

Enter Time, the Chorui.

Tim. I that pleafefome, try all : both joy and terror

Of good, and bad : that makes, and unfolds error.

Now take upon me (in the name of Time)
To ufe my wings: Impute it not a crime

To me, or my fwift pafl"age,that I Aide,

O're fixteen years, and leave the growth unt ride

Of that wide gap, fince it is in my power

To orethiow Law, and in one felf-born hour

To plant, and ore- whelm Cuflom. LctmcpafTc
The fimc I am, ere ancicm'.l Order was,

Or what is now rcceiv'd. I wicnclTc to

The Times that brought ihem in , fo fhall I do
To th'frcfViell things now reigning, and makcfhlc
The gliflcring of this prefcnt, as my Tale

Nowfecms to it : your patience this allowing,

1 turn my glaffe, and give my Scrnc fuch growing
As you had flept between : Leomes leaving

Th'efFc(*>sof his fond jcaloufics, fo grcevmg
That he fhurs up himfcif, imagine mc
(Gentle Spectators) that I now may be
In fair Bohemia, and remember well,

I mention herca fonneo'th Kings, which FlorUel
I now name to you, and wiih fpeed fo pace

To fpeak of Perd'ua^ now crown in grace

Equall withwond'ring. Vvhatof hcrinfucs

I lift nor prophefie : but let Times news
Be known when 'tis brought forth. A Shepbcardj daughter
And what to her adheres, which follows after.

Is th'argument of Time : of this allow.

Ifever you have fpent time worfe, ere now :

If never, yet that Time himfelf doth fay.

He wifhes e rncflIy,you never may. Exit.

Saena Secmda.

Enter Polixena and ^amiUo.

Pol. I pray thee (good ^amille) be no more Imponu
nate: 'tis ahcknclfe denying ihec any thing : a death to

grant this.

Cam. It is fifteen years fince I faw my Countrcy :

though I have (for the mofl part) beenayred abioad, I

dcfire to lay my bonesthcrc. Bcfides, the penitent King
(myMafler) hath fent for me, towhofe feeling forrows

I might be fome allay ('or lorewcen to think fo) which is

another fpurre to my departnre.

Pol. Asthoulov'ft me(CMKillo) wipe not out the refl

of thy fervices, by leaving me now: the need I have of

thee, thine own goodneffe hath made: better not to

have had thee, then thus to want thee, thou having made
me Bufinefles, (which none, (without thee) can fuflici-

enily mannage^muft either (tay to execute them tbyfelf,

ortakcaway with thee the very feivices thou haft done:

which if I have not enough confidcred Cas too much 1

cannot^ to be more thankful to thee, ftiall be my ftu-

dy, and my profit therein , the heaping fricndfliippes.

Ofthatfatall Countrcy 5«o/»«, prethee fpcak no more,

whofe very naming, paoiftics me with the temetnbraDcr
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of ihat p€nicent( aschouciint him) and reconciled King

my brocher , whofe loffe of his moft precious Queen
and Children, are even now to be a-frefh lamented.

Say to me, when faw'ft thou the Prince F/enW my fon?

Kings arc no lefle unhappy , their irfue not being graci-

ous, then they are'mloofmg them, when they have ap-

proved their vertues*

Cam. Sir, it is three daics fince I faw the Prince; what

his happier affairs may bc» are to me unknown : but I

have (mifTingly) noted, he is of late much retired from

Court: and is leflfe frequent to his Princely cxercifes then

formerly he hath appeared.

Pol. I have confidcrcd fo much (Camillo) and with

fomc care, fo farre, that I hive eies under my fervice,

which look upon his removedneflc: from whom I have

this intelligence, that he is fcldom from the houfe of a

moft homely fhephcard : a man (they fay) that from very

nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours,

is grown into an unfpeakable eftate.

Cam. I have heard fSir) of fuch a man, who hath a

daughter of moft rare note.- the report of her is extended

more, then can be thought to begin from fuch a cottage.

Pot. That's likewifc part of my intelligence : but (

I

fear) the Angle that plucks our fonne thither. Thou

fhalc accompany us to the place, where we will fnot ap-

pearing what we arc) have fomeqacftion with the Shep-

heard ; from whofe fimplicity, I think it not uncafic to

get thecaufeof my fonnes refort thither. Prethcc be my
prefent partner in this bufinefle, and lay alidc the thoughts

o(Sicttia.

Cdm. I willingly obey your command.
Pol. My beft Camillo, we muft difguifcour idvcs.Exit-

Scam Tenia,

Enter Amolicus fingmg.
Whtn Dt^adllls begin to feer^

ffith heigh the Doxy over the ddle,

why then cmtes in thefweet o'thyear.

For the redhloodralgns in the winters pale.

The white fheet bleaching on the hedge,

tvith hey thefweet birds-, O how theyfmg :

Doihfet my flagging tooth an edge.,

For a quart of Ale is a difhfor a King.

The Lorkj that tirra- Lyrachaunts,

H^lth heigh, with heigh the Thrufh and the lay •

Are Summer fongs for me and my Aunts

tVhile we lie tumbling in the hay.

Ihaveferv'd Pi'mcc Floriz,el, and in my time wore three
piie. but now I am out of fervice.

Buffhall 1 go mournfor that {my dear)

the fale Moon (hines by night :

t^nd when I wander here and there

ftlien do moft got right.

Jf Thkers may have leave to Uve-,

and bear the Sow skin Bowget,

Then my account I well may give .

and w the Stockj avouch it.

N^y Traffick is fhcets : when the Kite builds, look to

leflerLinnen. My Father nam'd me AutoHcus, who be-

ing (as I am) lyttcr'd under Mercury, was likewife a

fnapper-up of unconfidered trifles : With Dye and drab,

I purchas'd Cafarifon , and my Rcvenncw is the filly

Chejt. Gallowcs, and Knock , are too powerfull on
the High-way. Beating and hanging are terrors to me:
For the life to come, 1 fleepout the thought of it. A
prize, a prize.

Emer Clown.

Clo. Let me fee, every Leaven- weather toddes, every

told yields pound and odde Onilling : fifteen hundred
fhorn, what comes the wool! to ?

Aut. If the fprindge hold, the Cock's mine.
Clo. 1 cannot do it without Compeers. Let me fee,

what am I to buy for our Sheep-fhearing-Fcaft? Three
pound of Sugar, five pound of Currence, Rice : What
will this Sifter of mine do with Rice ?but my father hath

made her Miftrifsof the Fcafl, and fhe laics it on. She
hath made meiout and twenty Nofc-gays for the fhea-

rers (three-man fong-men, all, and very good ones) but
they are moft of them Means and Bafes j but one Puri-

tan amongftihcm, and hefings Pfalms to horn- Pipes.
I muft have Saffron to colour the Warden Pics, Mace:
Dates, none: that's out of my note : Nutmegs, feven
a Race or two of Ginger, but that I may begge : Four
pound of Prewyns, and as many of Reafons o'tb Sun.

Aut. Oh, ihat ever / was born.

Clo. I'th'nameof me.
Aut. Oh help me,help me .• pluck but off thcfc raggs

:

and then, death, death.

ClO' Alack poor foul, thou haft need of more rags to
lay on thee, rather than have thcfeoff.

%Aut. Oh fir, [be loathfomncCrc of them offends me,
morethen the ftripcs /have received, which are mighty
ones and milhons,

Clo. ALispoorman, a million of beating may come to
a great matter.

Aut. I am rob'dfir, and beaten : my money, and ap-
parrcl tane from me, and thefedcteftable things put up-
on me.

Clo. What, by a horfe- man, or a foot-man t

Aut. A foot-man (fweet fir) a foot-man.
Clo. Indeed, he fhould be a foot-man, by the garments

he has left with thee.- if this be a horfcmans Coat, it

hath feen very hot fervice. Lend me thy hand, ile help
thee. Come lend me thy hand.

Aut. Oh good fir, tenderly, oh.

Clo. Alas poor foul.

Aut. Oh good fir , foftly, good fir; /fear (fir) my
Ihoulder-bladcis out.

Clo. How now ? canft Hand?
Aut. Softly, deer fir : good fir, foftly : you ha done

me a charitable office.

Clo. Deft lack any money ? I have a little money for
thee.

Am.^ot good fweet fir: no, Ibcfcech you fir; I
haveakinfman not paft three quarters of a mile hence
unto whom I was going: Iftiall there have money, or
anything I want : Offer me no money I pray you, that
kills my heart.

Clo. What manner of Fellow was he that robb'd
you ?

Aut. A fellow (Sir) that I have known to go about
with Troll-my-dames

: J knew him once a fer\'ant
ofthe Prince: I cannot tell good fir, for which of his
Vcrtues u was, but he was certainly Whipt out of the
Court.

Clo.
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C/o. His vices you would fay: there's novertue whipt

out of the Court; they cherifh it to make it ftay there;

and yet it will no more but abide.

Aut. Vices I would fiy (Sir.) I know this man well,

he hath bccnfince an Ape-bcirer, then a Proccfs-fervcr

,

(aBaiiiffc) then he compaft a Motion of the Prodigal

fon, and married a Tinker: wife, within a mile whers

my Land and livinglics; and ( haying flown over many

knavish profcfTions) hcfetledonly in Rogue: fomecall

him Amol'icus.

Clo. Out upon him : Prig, for my life Prig : be haunts

VVakes, Fairs, and Bear-bailings.

Atit. Very true fu.- he fit he: that's the Rogue that

put me into this apparel.

Clo. Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Sohtmia ; If

you had but look'd big, and fpitat him, bcc'ld have

run.

Aut. /murtconfef$toyou(fir) /am no fighter: /am
ftlfe of heart that way, and that be knew / warrant him.

Clo. How do you now ?

>^«f. Sweet Sir, much better then I was : lean ftand,

and walk .• / will even take my leave of you, and pace foft-

ly cowards my Kinfmans.

(^le. Shall / bring thee on the way ?

Aut. No, good fac'd fir, no fwect fir.

C/o. Then farewel, /mult go to buy Spices for our

Sheep.fliearing.

Aut. Profper you fwcet fir

nough to purchafe your Spice.

Sheep-lhearing too : If /make
another,and the fhearcrs prove fhecp,Ict mc be unroldjind

my name put in the book of Venue

Exit

. Your Purfc is nor hot c-

Ilc be with^ou at your

not this Cheat bring oui

Song. Jog on, Jog-oH, the foot-faih tvay

And merrily hcut the Stile- a.

A Merry heart goes all the day.

Tour fad tires in a LMile-a Exit.

Scitna Quarta.

Enter Floriz.tl, Perdlta, Shepherd, Cloven, PoUxenes^

Cumillo, Moffa, Dorcas, Servants, Atuollcus.

Flo. Thefe your unufual weeds,to each part of you
Do's give a life .• no Shcphcrdefs.but Flora

Peering in ^pr;7i front. This your fheep- (hearing.

Is as a merry meeting of the petty gods,

And you the Queen on't.

Per. Sir: my gracious Lord,

To chide at your extreames, it not becomes me :

(Oh pardon, that / name them : ) your high felf

The gracious mark o'th* Land, you have obfcur'd

With a Swaines wearing : and mc (poor lowly Maid)
Moft goddefs-like prank'd up : But that our Feafts

In every Mcfs, have folly ; and the Feeders
Difgeft it with a Cufiom, I fiiould blulh

To fee you fo attyr'd: fworn / think.

To fhew my felf a glafs.

Fto. I blcfs the time
When my good Falcon, made her flight a-crofs

Thy Fathers ground.

Per. Now Jove affbr<{ you caufe :

To me the difference forges dread (your Greatnefs

Hath not been us'd to fear :) even now /tremble
To think your Father, by (ome accident

Should pafs this way, as you did : Oh the Fates,

How would he look, to fee his work, fo noble,

Vildely bound up? What would he fay ? Or how
Should 1 (in thefe my borrowed Flaunts ) behold

Thcfiernnefs of his piclence }

Vlo. Apprehend
Noihing but jollity .• the Cods themfelves

('Humblingtheir Deities to love) have taken

The Shapes of Beafts upon ihem. Juflier

Became a Bull, and bellow'd : thegreen Nefiune

A Ram, and bleated : aind the Firc-roab'd-God

Golden Apollo, a poor humble fwain.

As / fcem now. Their transformaiion*,

Were never for a piece of Beauty, rarer.

Nor in 3 way fo chart: fincemydefires

Run not before mine Honour : nor my liifls

Burn hotter then my Faith.

/'<r<£.0 but deaf fir,

Yourtefoiution cannot hold, when 'tis

Oppos'd Casitmuftbe)by ih'power of the King.

One of thefe two mufl be nccefiities.

Which then will fpeak, that you muft change chis pur-

Or /my life. (pofc,

Flo. Thou dearefl Perdit.x,

With thefe forc'd thoughts, I prethee darken not
The Mirth o'th' Ferd : Or lie be thine (my Fair)

Or not my Fathers. For / cannot be
Mine own, nor any thing toany, if

/be nor thine. To this/ ammoftconnanr.
Though Defliny fay no. Be merry (Gentle^
Strangle fuchthoughtsas thefe , with any thing

That you behold the while. Your Guefts are coming.
Lift up your countenance,as it were the day
Of celebration of thjt Nuptial, which
We two hjve fworn fhall come.

P^r</. OLady Fortune,
Stand you aufpitious. Er.ter all.

Flo. See, your Guefls approach,

Addrefs your felf to entertain them fprightly.

And let's be red with mirth.

Shef. Fyc (daughter) when my old wife liv'd : upon
This day, (lie was both Pantier, Butler, Cook,
Both Dame and Servant : Weicom'd ail : ferv'd all.

Would fing her Song, and dance her turn : now here

At upper end o'th' Table ; now, i'lh middle :

On his fhouider, and his : her faceo'fire

With labour, and the thing fhc took to quench it

She would to each onefip. You are retired,

Asifyouwereafeafled one: and not

The Hoflefs of the meeting : Pray you bid

Thefe uuknown friends to's welcome, for it is

A way to make us better Friends, more known.
Come, quench your blulTies, and prcfcnt your felf

That which you are,Miftris o'th' Fcaft. Come on,

And bid us welcome to your fiiecp-ftiearing,

As your good flock fliall profper.

Pfr*/. Sir, "Welcome:
It is my Fathers will, / fhould rake on me
The HortefsfViip o'th' day, you're welcome fir.

Give me I hofe Flowers there {Dorcat.) Reverend Sirs,

For you, there's RofefnarY,and Rue, thelekeep

Seeming, and favour all the Winter long

:

Grace, and Remembrance be to you both,

And welcome to our Shearing.

Bbi Pd



z^z The Jointers Tale.

Pol. Shepherdcfs,

( A f^ir one are you : well you fie our ages

Wiih flowers of Winter.

Perd. Sir, the yejr growing ancient,

Not yet on fummers death, nor on the birth
_

Of trembling winter, the faireft flowers o'th fcafon

Are our Carnations, and flreak'i Gilly-vors,

(Which fomecallNitures ba(^ards)of th«kind

Our ruflick Garden's barren, and 1 care no:

To get flips of them.

Pol. Wherefore Cgenile Maiden)

Do you ncglcft them.

Perd. For / have heard it faid,

There is an Art, which in their pidcnefs (hares

Wiih great creating-Naturc.

/>«/. Say there be-

Yet Nature is made better by no mean,

But Nature makes that Mean; foover that Arc

(Which you fay addes to Nature J is an Art

That Nature makes : you fee (fweet Maid) we marry

A gentler Sien, to the wildcf^ Sock,

And make conceive a bark of bafcrkind

By bud of Nobler race. This is an Art

Which do's mend Nature : change it rather, but

The Art it fclf, is Nature.

P«r. So it is.

Pol. Then make your Garden rich in Giily'vors,

And do not call them battards.

Per. He na put

The Dible in earth, to fet one flip of them :

No more then were 7 paimed, / would wifli

This youth fhould fay'iwer well : and only therefore

Defirc to breed by me. Here's flowers for youi

Hoi L wender. Mints, S ivory, Marjorum,

The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with'Sun,

And with him rifes, weeping: Thefeare Flowers

Of middle Summer, and /thinkihey are given

To men of middle age. Y'are very welcome.

Cam. 1 fbouid leave grazing, were 1 of your flock.

And only live by gazing.

Per. Out alas ;

Yon'ld be fo lean, thatblafls of January Friend,

VVould blow you through and through. Now (my far'ft

7 would 7 had fome F.owers o'ch Spring, that might

Become your time of day : and yours, and yours,

That wear upon your Virgin-branches yet

Your Maiden-heatis growing : O Proferfuna,

For the Flowers now, thai (trighted^ thou Ict'flfill

From D'Jfer Waggon : Daffadils,

That come before the Swallow dares, and rake

The winds of Alarch wiih beauty : Violets (dm
But fweeter then the lids of J«»e'/ eyes.

Ox CjthereatbTCiib) pale prime-rofes.

That die unmarried, ere they can behold

Bright Phvehiu in hisflrength ( a Malady

MolVmcident to Maids :) bold Oxlips, and

The Crown imperiil : Lillics of all kinds,

(The flowre-de- Luce being one.^ O, thefe I lack,

To make you Gulands of) and my fweet friend

,

To (^rew him or'e, and o*re.

F/s.yVhu ? hkeaCoarfe?

Per. No , like a bank, for Love to lye, and play on :

Not like a Coarfe : or if • not to be buried.

But quick, and in minearmes. Cooie take your flowers,

Mechinkes /play as 7havcfeenthemdo

In V Vhnfon-paflorals : S jre this Robe of mine

Do's change my difpofuion .•

Flo. VVhat you do,

Sail betters what is done. VVhen you fpeak (fweet )

I'ld have you do it ever .- when you fing,

I'ld have you buy, and fell fo .• fo give Aimes,

f*ray (o • and for the ord'ring your Affaires,

I o fing them too. VVhen you do dance, 1 wifli you

A wav« o'lh fea, that you might ever do

Nothing but that .• move (lill, ftiH fo :

And own no other Funftion. Each your doing,

CSo fiDgular in each particular)

Crownes what you are doing, in the prefcnt deeds.

That ail your Acts, are Queens.

Psrd. O Dorides
^

Yout praUes are too large ; but that your youth

And the true bloud which peeps fairly through'r,

Do plainly give you out an unltain'd Shephera

With w fdom, 1 might fear (my Po/ulej)

You woo'd me the falie way.

Flo. I think you have

A: ii'.ile skill to fear, as 1 have purpofe

To put you to't. But come, our dance / pray.

Your hand ( my Perdita :) lo Turtles pair

That never mean to part.

Perd. Uc fwearfof'em.

Pol. This is the pret ticfi Low-Dorn Lafs, that ever

Ran on the green- ford : Nothing fhe do's, or fcemes

Butfm cVesoffomerhing greater then hcrfeif.

Too Noble for this place.

Cam. He tels her fomeihing

That makes her blood look on't . Good foothfhcis

The Queen of Curds and Cream.

C/o. Come on : .Hrike up.

Dor. MoffA muft be your Miftris .- marry Garlick to

niend her kifllng with.

Mop. Now in good time.

Clo. Not a word, a word, we fiandopon ournunncrs,

Come, flrikeup.

Here a Dance of Shepheards and

Shepheardejfet.

Pol. Pray goo J Shepherd, what fair S vain is this

Which dances with your daughter ?

Shep. They call him Doncks, and boaf^s himfelf

To have a worthy Feeding ; but i have it

Upon his own report, and I believe it

:

He lookes like footh : he faies he loves my daughter,

I think fo too ; for never gaz'd the Moon
Upon the water, as he'il fland and read

As 'twere my daughters eyes : and to be plain,

I think there is not half akifs tochufe

Who loves another befi.

Pol. S le dances featly.

shep. So fhe do's any thing , though I report ic

That fhould be filent: if young Dorides
Do light upon her, fhefhallbnng him thai

Which be not dteames of. Emct Servant.

Ser. OMafler: if you did but hear thePedlerat the
door, you would never dance again after a Tabor and
Pipe : no, the Bag-pipe could not move you .• he fings

feveral Tunes, falter then you'll tell money : he utters

them as he had eaten Ballads, and all mens eares grew to
bis Tunes.

Clo. He could never come better : he fhallcome in

:

Move a ballad but even too well , if it be doleful matter
merrily fet down : or a verypleafanc thing indeed, and
fung lamentably.

I Ser.
I

I
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Ser. Hehithfonj? br mm, or woman, of allfizci;

' No Milliner can fo fit his cuftomers wich Gloves: he has

the prettieft Lovs fongs for Mtids, fowirhouc bawdry

Cwhichisftrange^ wich fuch delicate burthens of DiU

do's and Fadings: jump-hcr.ind thump her ; and where

fome fttccch-mouth d RifcaU, would, (as ic were; mean

mifchief, and break a foul gip into the Mictcr, he makes

the Maid to anfwet, rvboop, do me no ham good man :

puc'siiimoff, flights him, withWfroop, da mi uo harm good

maa.

Pol. Thisisabrjve fellow.

Clo. Belecve me, thou calkcO of an admirable conceited

fellow, has he any unbraided Wares ?

Scr. He hath Ribbons of all the colours i'th'Rainbow;

Points, more then all rhc Lawyers in B»hemi»t can learn-

edly handle, though they come to him by th'grolTc : In-

kles, Caddiffes, Cambncks, Lawns : why he fings'cmo-

ver, as they were Gods, or Goddclfcs : you woald think

a Smock were a (he-Angeil, he fo chancsto the flccvc-

hand, and the work about the Square on'c.

09. Prctheebrioghimin, and let him approach ting-

ing.

Perd. Forewarn him that he ufc no fcurtilous words

in's tunes,

po. You luve of chefe Pedlers, that have more in

them, then youl'd think (Sifter)

Per. I good brother, or go about to think.

Enter AHtolicHt ^mging,

Lawn us Tvhiti ds drivs* Snort,

Crprejfi hlack^, as ere vms Croit,

Cltves as fiveet as DiifMaik^ Refet,

Ataskes for Facts, and for Nofet :

Bugle- BraseUt, Neck^l/ice y^mifTt

, Perfume.for a Ladies Chafitier :

Golden ^tlf'f't ^"d Stomachers

Formj Lads togive their Dears .'

Pins, and paae^ing-ffickj of fieti.

tVhat Maidj lack, from head to heel .'

Come hay of me . come com* Imy, come hny.

Buy Lads, or elfeyour Lafjts crj : Come hnj.

Clo. Iflwercnot in love with Aftffa, thou (houldn
take no money of me, but being enrhrall'd as lam, it will

alfo be the bondage of certain Ribbons and Gloves.

Mop. I wjs promis'd them againft theFeal^, but they

come not too late now.

Dor. He hath promis'd you more then that, or there be

lyars.

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you ; 'May be

he has paid you more, which wilUhameyou to give him
again.

Clo. Is there no manners lefc among Maids ? will they

wear their plackerj, where they (hould beat their faces ?

Is there not milking-time ? when you arc going to bed ?

Or kill-hole? Towhiftlcof thefe fecrets, bur you muft

be tvttle-tatling before all our Guefts ? Tu well they are

whifpring: clamoor your tongues, and not a word more.
Mop. 1 have done ; Come you promis'd mca tawdry-

lacc, and a pairof fwect Gloves.

Clo. Have 1 not told thee how I was cozcn'd by the

way, and loft all my money?
^ut. And indeed Sir,there are Cozeners abroad,thcrc-

fore it behooves men to be wary.

Clo. Fear not thou man, thourtialt hfe nothing here.

Aitt. I hope fo fir, for 1 have about me many parcels

'ofcharge.

Clo. What haft here t Ballads t

Map. Pray now buy fome , I love a Ballad in prist, «
life, for then we arc fure they arc true.

^M. Here's one, to a very doleful tune, how a Ufi>»

rers wife was brought to bed with twenty money-bags at

a burthen, and how Ihelong'd to eat Adders heads, aod
To ids Carbonado'd.

Mop. U it true, think you ?

ytttt. Very true, and but a moneth old.

Der. BielTc me from marrying a Ufurer.

yiMt.Herc'i the Midwivcs name to"t :one Miflrift7'4/r-

Porter, and five or fix honeft Wives, that wercpic(cnt.

Why fliould 1 carry lyes abroad f

Mop. 'Pray you now buy ii.

C/#. Come on, lay it by t and let's firft fee moe Bal-

lads : Wee'lbuy the other things jnon.

Ant. Here's another Ballad of a F\(\n, that appeared

upon the coaft, on fVednefdaj ihe fourlcorc of April, (ony

(houfandfidom above watet, and fung this Ballad againft

the hard hearts of Maids : it was thought ft^ewas 2 Wo-
man, and was turn'dinto a cold ftfh, for ftic would not

exchange flefti with one that lov'd hct : The Ballad is ve-

ry pi tiful, and as troe.

Dor. Is It true too. I hmk you.

Ant. Five Juftices hands it it : and witneffes more
then my pack will hold.

Clo. Lay It by too ; another.

Ami. This is j merry Ballad , but a very pretty one.

Mop. Let's have fome merry ones.

Ant. Why this is a parting merry one, and goes to the

runcof two Maids wooing a man: there's fcarfe a Maid
Weftward but flic fings it : 'tis in requeft, I can tell you.

Mop. We can both fjngit : if thou'k bear apart, thou

ftialc hear, ds in three parts.

Dor. We had the tune on't a moneth agoe.

Am. Icin bear my pirt, you muft know 'at my occu-

parion .• Have ar it wich you .

Song. GttjoM hence, for J mufl go*

Aut. fVhere it fits tmjoH t* ^m.
Dor. irhaher.

Mop. O whtiker ?

Dor. Whether*

Mop. Jt becomes thy oath full mB,
Thou to me ihj fecrets ttll.

Dor. Metoo,Ui megoe thuher :

Mop. Or thou goe/t 10 th'Gratige, n Mit^
Dor. /ft* either thou dtft ill,

Aut. Neither.

Dor. nrhat nttthtr f

Aur. Neither .

Dor. Thou haft fmim my L*vt to bt.

Mop. Them haji f»orn ,1 more to ma.
Then ahethergoefl ' Saj whether f

Clo. Wec'l have this fong out anon by our fclvcs : My
TFather and the Gent, are m fad talk, and wcc*l not trouWe
them : Come bring away rhy pKk after me. Wenches
lie buy for you both : Pcdicr let's hive the firft choice;
follow me girlcs. Aut. Andyoufhill piy well for em.
Song. mUjoM Imj any Tape, or Lace for ytur Cafe f

My datmy Dmc^. my T>trr-a f

Any Silkj,*n; Thred, any Tojeifirjom bud
Oftheneso'fl, and fin fl, fix ft wear-m.

Cottte tothe Pedier, Momy's a MedUr^
That dath utter all mens warr-m. Exit.

Ser- Mafter, thercis three Carters, three Shcphcards,
three Neat-herds, three Swineherds that hare made

B b J them-
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ihemfcWes ill men of hair, they "11 chemfclves Silticrs

and tbcy have a Dince, which the wenches fay is i gai-

ly- iiiauffy of Gambols, becaufe they arc noc in*c : but

they thcmfclvcs are o'th'mind (if it be not too rough

for fomc , that know little but bowling) it will plcifc

plentifully.

Shep. Away: wce'I none on*t; here has been too

much homely foolery already. I know (Sir ) we weary

you.

Pol. You weary ihofc that refrefti us : Pray 'let's fee

thcfcfour-ihtecs of Heardfmcn.

Scr. One three of them, by their own report (Sir,)

hiih danc'd before the King ; and no: the worft of the

three, bur jumps twelve foocand abalf by th*fquire.

Sh(p. Leave your prating, fince thefc good men arc

plcas'd, let them come in : but quickly now.

J<T. Why. they flay at door Sir.

Here a Dance oftwelve S*'*''"'

Pol. O Father, you'l know more of that hereafter .•

hit not loo far gone? 'tis time to part them.

He's fimple, and tels much. How now (fair fhepheard)

Your heart IS full of fomeihing, that do's take

Your mind from fcafting. Sooth, when I was young,

And handed love, as you do; 1 was wont

To load my Shce with knacks : I would have ranfackc

The Pedlersfiikcn Treafury, and have powr'd it

To her acceptance : you have let him go,

And nothing marred with him. If your LafTc

Inrerprctadon fPiould abufc, and call this

Your lack of love, or bounty, you were firaited

For a reply at lead, if you make a care

Of happy holding her.

Fit. Old Sir, 1 know
She prizes nor fuch trifles as thefc are

:

The gifts fhe looks from me, are packt and lockt

Up in my heart,which I have given already,

Bat not delivered. O heir me breath my life

Before t his ancient Sir, who ( it fhould fecm)

Hath fomcrimelov'd. I take thy hand, this hand,

As foft js Doves Down, and as whiic as it,

O: Ethjoftans looih, or fhe fan'dfnow,

That's bolted by th'Northernblaft, twice o're.

Pol. What follows this }

How prettily th'youngSwiin fccms to wa(K

The hand, was fair before ? I have put you out,

But to yoor protcftation : Let me hear

What you profcffe.

FU. Do, and be witnelTc to't.

Pot. And this my neighbour too?

FU. And he, and more

Than be, and men : the earth, the heavens, and all

;

That were I crown'd the mort Imperial Monarch

Thereof moft worthy : wercl thefaireft youth

That ever made eye fwcrvc, had force and knowledge

More than was ever mans, I would not prize them

Without bet Love ; for her, employ them all.

Commend them, and condemn them to her fcrvice,

Or to their own perdition.

Pol. Faitly ofFer'd,

Caih. This fhews a found affetf^ion,

She. But my daughter,

Say you the like ro him.

Per. I cannot fpeak

So well,^nothing fo well)no, nor mean better,

By th'paticrn of mine own thoughts, I cut cue

The purity of his.

Shef. Take hands, a bargain ;

And friends unknown, you fhail bear witncfTe to't

:

I give my daughter to him, and will make
Her Portion, equal his.

Flo. O, that muft be

I'ch vcrtue of your daughter : One being dead,

I fViall have more then you can dream of yet.

Enough then for your wonder : but comc-on :

Contrad us'fore thcfe witncflcs.

Shef. Come, your hand :

And daughter, yotirs.

Pol, Saft Swain a-wbile : befccch you,

Have you a Father?

Flo. I have.- but what of him ?

Pol. Knows he of this?

Flo. He neither do's, nor fhall.

Pot. Me-thinks a Father,

Is at the Nuptial of his fonne, a Guef>

That bcfl becomes the Tabic : pray you once more
Is not your Father grown incapeablc

Of rcafonable affairs, ishenot f^upid

With Age, and altring Rheums ? Can he fpcak ? hear ?

Know man, from man .' Difpurc his own eflate ?

Lies he not bccj^nd ? And agdin, do's nothing

But what he did, being childifh ?

Flo. No good Sir

:

He has his health, and ampler flrength indeed

Then moft have of his age.

Pol. By my white Beard,

You offer him f if this be fo) a wrong
Something unfillial : Reafon my fonne

Should choofc himfelf a wife, but as good reafon

The Father, (all whofc joy is nothing clfc

Butfair poficrityj fhould hold feme counfcl

laUich a bufinelTe.

Fto. I yield all this

;

Bur for fome orher rcifons (m.y grave Sir)

Which 'tis not fit you know, 1 not acquaint

My father of chis bufincflc.

Pol. Let him know *t.

Fio. Hefhillnot.

Pot. Pretheelethim.

Fh. No: he muft nor.

Shef. Let him (my fonne) he fhall not need to grieve

At knowing of thy choice.

Flo. Come, come, be mufl not

:

Mark our Contrafi.

Pol. Mark your divorce (young Sir)

Whom fonne I dare not call : Thou art too bafe

To be acknowledg'd. Thou a Scepters Heir,

That thus jffefls a ftieep-hook ? Thou old Traitor,

I am forry, that by hangingthcc, 1 can

But fliorten thy life one week. And thou, frelh piece

Of excellent Witchcraft, who of forccmuft know
The royal Fool thou coap'ft with.

shef. Oh my heart.

Pol. lie have thy beauty fcratcht with bryers and made
More homely then thy ftate. For tbcc(fond boy)

If I may ever know thou doft but figh,

That thou no more fhalt never fee this knack (as never

I mean thou fhalt) wee'l barrc thee from fuccefTion,

Not hold thee ofour blood, no not our Kin,

Farre than D«c<»/i«»off: fmark thou my words^
Follow us to the Court. ThouChurle, for this time
(Though full of our difpleafurcj yet we free thee

From the dead blow of it : And your enchantmenr,

Wor-
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Worthy enough a Heitdftnan : yea him too,

Thac makes himfclf (buc for our Honour therein)

Unworthy thcc. If ever henceforth, thou

Thefe rural Latches, to his entrance open.

Or hope his body more, with thy embraces,

/ will devifc a death, as cruel for thee

As thou art tender to't. Exit.

Perd. Even here undone :

/ was not much afcat'd ; for once, or twice

/ was about to fpcak, and tell him plainly,

The feif-fame Sun, that ftiines upon his Court,

Hides not his vifage from our Cottage, but

Lookes on alike. Wilt pleafe you (Sir) be gone ?

/ told you what would come of this : Bcfcech you

Of your own rtaicuke care: This dream of mine

Being now awikc, lie Queen it no inch farther

,

But milk my Ewes, and weep.

Cam. Why how now Father,

Speak ere thou dyeft.

Shcf. / cannot fpeak, nor think,

Nor dare to know, that which / know .• O Sir ,

You have undone a manof fourfcore three,

That thought to fill his grave in quiet : yea,

To die upon the bed my father dy*d,

To lie clofc by his honeft bones ; but now
Some Hangman muft put on my rtirowd, and lay me
Where no Pricft (hovels-in dud. Oh curfcd wretch,

That knew'ft this was the Prince, and wouldft adventure

To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone :

If /might die within this hour, /havcliv'd

Todie when/ defirc. Etcit*

Flo. Why look you fo upon me ?

I am but forry, not afeat'd : delaid.

But nothing altred: What /was, /am:
More draining on, for plucking back • not follovriag

My Icafh unwillingly.

C<iw. Gracious my Lord,

You know your Fathers temper : at this time

He will allow no fpeech : (which / do ghefs

You do not purpofe to him :) and as hardly

Will he endure your fight, as yet /fear;

Then till the fury of his Highncfs fettle

Come not before him.

Flo, /nor purpofe it

:

/think Camillo.

Cunt. Even he, my Lord.

Per. How often have / told you 'twould be thus f

How often faid, my dignity would laft

But till 'twere known?
Flo. It cannot fail, but by

The violation of my faith, and then

Let Nature crufh the fides o'th* earth together,

And marre the feeds within. Lift up thy looks

:

From my fuccefTion wipe me (Father) /
Am heir to my affe<Slion.

C4m. Bcadvis'd.

F/o. /im. andby my Fancy, ifmyReafon
Will thereto be obedient : /have Reafon:
If not, my fenfes better (pleas'd with madnefs)
Do bid it wclcom:
Cam. This is defpcratc (Tir.)

FU. Socallic: but it do's fufiflmy vow.
/ needs muft think it honafly. Camilh,
Nor for Bohemut, nor the pompc that may
Be thereat gleaned: for all that the Sun fecJ, or
The clofc earth wombcs, or the profound feas hide

In unknown fadomes ; will / break my 0«th

To t his my fair bclov'd .- Therefore / pray you,

As you have ever been my Fathers friend,

When he fliall mif^ mc, « (in faith / mean not

To fee him any more) cafl your good counfeli

Upon his paffion : Let my felf, and Fortune

Tug for the time to come. This you may know.

And fo deliver, /amputtofea
With her, whom here /cannot hold on fhore :

And moft opportune to her need, I have

A Veffel rioes fall by, but not prcpar'd

For this dcfign. What courfe I mean to hold

Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor

Concern me the reporting.

Cam. O my Lord,

/ would your fpirit were eaficr for advice,

Or ftrongcr for your need.

F/#. Heark Perdita,

He hear you by and by.

Cam. He's irrcmove»ble,

Refolv'd for flight : Now were / happy, If

His going, I could frame to fervc my turn.

Save him from danger, do him love and honour

,

Purchafe the fight again of dear Slcllia,

And that unhappy King, my Mafter, whom
/fo much thirlttofee.

Flo. Now good Ctmillt^

/ am fo fraught with curious bufinefs, th«t

/leave out Ceremony.

C*it- Sir, / think

You have heard ofmy poor ferviccs, i'th love
That / have born your Father f

Flo. Very nobly

Have you deferv'd : It is my Fathers Mufick
To fpeak your deeds : not little of his catc

To have them rccompcnc'd, as thought on.
Cam. Well ("my Lord)

If you may pleafe to think / love the King,
And through him, what's neareiT to him, which i?

Your gracious felf; embrace but mydireflion,
If your more ponderous and fedcd projeft

May fiiffcr alteration .• On mine honour,
Ife point you where you (hall have fuch receiving
As fhall become your Highncfs, where you may
Enjoy your Miftrcfs j from the whom,/ fee
Thei's no disjuntflion to be made, but by
(As heavens forfcnd^ your ruine: Marry her.
And with my bcft endeavours, in your abfencff,

Yourdifcontenting Father, flrivctoqualific

And bring him up to liking.

Flo. How CttmiOt

May this (almort a miracle) be done ?

That I may call thee fomcthirg tnotc chan min.
And after that truft to thee.

Cam- Have you thought on
A place whereto you'] go .'

f/#. Not anyyet

:

But as th*unthoueht-on accident isgullry

To what we wildly do, fo wc profcfs

Our felves to be the flaves of chance, and flyeS

Of every wind that blowcs.

C<ww. Then lift to mc :

This followes, if you will nor change your purpolt
Rut undergo this flight ; make for 5iV«/m,
And there prcfcnt your felf, and your fair Princcffc

( For fo I fee flic muR be) Yore Ltmtt ;

Bb 4 She



She (hall be habited, as it becomes

The partner of your Bed. Methinkes^fce

I,w»f« opening his free Armes, and weeping

His Welcomes forth : askes thee the Son forgivenefs.

As 'twere i'th' Fathers perfon : kiffes the hands

Of yourfrcfh Princefs ; ore and ore divides him,

'Twixt his unkindnefs, and his kindnefs : th'one

He chides to Hell, and bids the other grow

Fafter than Thought, or Time.

Flo. \Nonby Camil/o,

What colour for my Vilication, rtiall I

Hold up before him ?

Cam. Sent by the King your Father

Togreethim, and togive himcomforrs. Sir,

Themanner of your bearing cowards him, with

What you (as from your Father) (hall deliver.

Things known betwixt us three. He write you down.

The which (hall point you forth at every fitting

What you mud fay, that he (hall not perceive.

But that you have your Farhcrs Bofom there,

And fpeak his very heart

.

Flo. I am bound to you :

There is feme fap in this,

Cam.h Courfe morepromifing.

Then a wild dedication of your felves

Tounpath'd waters, undrcam'd Shores ; mo(^ certain,

To Mifcries enough : no hope to help you.

But as you (hake offone, to take another

:

Nothing fo certain, as your Anchors, who
Do their befl office, if they can but ftay you.

Where you'l be loath to be : bcfides you know,

Profperity's the very bond of Love,

Whofe frefh complexion, and whofe hear: together,

Affliction alters.

Per. One of thefe is true

:

I think Affiiftion may fubdue the Cheek,

But Dot take-in the Mind.

Cam. Yea, fay you fo?

There (hall not, at your Fathers houfc, thefe fcven yeares

Be born another fuch.

Flo. My good Camillo,

She's as forward, of her Breeding, as

She is i'lb* reare 'our birth.

Cam. 1 cannot fay, 'tis pity

She lackes inftruflions, for fhe feemes a Miftrcfs

To moft that teach.

Per. Your pardon Sir, for this.

Ileblufh youthankes.

F/o. My prettieft Perdita.

But O, the Thornes we ftand upon .- {Camillo)

Prefcrver of my Father, now of me,
The Medicine of our Houfe : how (hall we do ?

We are not furnirh'd like Behemia'j Son,

Nor (hall appear in Sicily.

Caw. My Lord,

Fear none of this : / think you know my fortunes

Do all lie there : It (hall be fo my care

To have you royally appointed, as if

The Scatne you play, were mine. For inftance. Sir,

That you may know you (hall not Wani ; one word.

Euter Antolicbus.

Am. Ha, ha, what a fool Hone(?y is ? and Tru(t (his

fworn brother) a very fimple Gentleman. I have fold all

my Trumpery ; not a counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon,

Glafs, Pomander, Browch, Table-book, Ballad, Knife,

Tape, Glove, Shoe-rye, Bracelet, Horne-Ring, to keep

my Pack from fafining : they throng who (hould buy
fir(^, as if my Trinkets had been hallowed, and brought

a benedi(ftion to the buyer ; by which means , I faw

whofe Purfe was beft in Pidurc; and what /faw, to my
good ufe, 7 temembred. My Clown (who wants but

fomethingtobeareafonabic man^ grew fo in love with

the Wenches Song, that he would not (^ir his Pettytoes

till he had both Tune and Words, which fo drew the

reft of the Heard to me, that all their other Sencesfluck

inEares: you might have pinch'd a Placket, itwasfcnce-

lefs, 'twas nothing to geld a Codpiece ofaPurfe: 1

would have fil'd Keyes off that hung in Chaynes : no
hearing, no feeling , but my Sirs Song,. and admiring

the nothing of it. So that in this time of Lethargy, /

ptck'c and cut moit of their Fel^ivdl Purfes : And had

nottheold man come in with a Whoo-bub 3gain(^ his

Daughter, and the Kings Son, and fcai'd my chowghes
from the Chaffc, 2 had not left a Purfe alive in the whole
Army.

Cam. Nay, but my Letters by this means being there

Sofoon as you arrive, (hall cleat that doubt.

Flo. And thofethat you'l procure from King Leemes ?

Cam. Shall fatisfie your Father.

PerJ. Happy be you:

AUthat you fpeak, fhewes fair.

Cam. Who have we here ?

Wee'J make an In(^rument of this : omit
Nothing may give us ayd.

-^w. If they have over-heard me now : why hanging.

Cam. How now (Good-Fellow)
Why fhak'ft thou fo? Fear not (m.an^

Here's no harm intended to thee.

Aut. I am a poor Fellow, Sir.

Cam. Why,befo (?ill : here's no body will fieal that

from thee : yet for theout-fide of thy poverty, wemuf^
make an exchange: therefore dii-cafe thee inrtancly (thou

mu{t think there's a necclTity in't ) and change garments

with this Gentleman: Though the peny-worrh(on his fide)

be thewor(i, yet hold thee, there's fomeboor.

Aut. i am a poor Fellow, Sir, (/ know ye well e-

nough.,}

Cam. Nay prethee difparch:the Gentleman is half fled

already.

yiut. AreyouinearneR,Sir? ( /fmellthc trickon't.

Flo. Difpatch, J prethee.

Ant. Indeed J have had earneft, but i cannot with

confcience take it.

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle.

Fortunate Miftrefs (let my prophecy

Come home to ye:) you mufl retire your feif

Into fome Covert ; take your fweet-hearts Hat

And pluck it ore your Browes, muffle your face,

Difmandeyou, and (as you can) difliken

The truth of your own feemirg, that you may
CFor I do fear eyes over ) to Ship-board

Get undefcry'd.

Per. I fee the Play fo lieJ,

That I m.uft bear a part.

/ Cam. No remedy

:

Have you done there ?

Flo. Should I now meet my Father

,

He would not call me Son.

Cam. Nay, you fliall have no Hat .•

Come Lady, come : Farewel (my friend.)

>^«r. Adieu, Sir.

Flo. O Perdita : what have we twain forgot ?

Pray
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Pray you* r/crd.

Cam. What i do neit, ftiall be to tell the King

Of this cfape, and whither they arc bound ;

Wherein, my hope is, I (hall fo prevail.

To force him after : in whofe company

I (hill review Sicilld ; for wbofc fight,

I have a woman; Loneing.

FU. Fortune fpced us :

Thus we fet on {Camifft) ro ih*Sea.fide.

l^am. The fwifter fpced, the better. Eielt.

Attt. I underftand the bufinclTe, I hear ic : to have in

open ear, a quicSc eye, and a nimble hand, is neceffiry for

aCut-purfe ; a good Nofe is requifite alfo, to fmell out

work for th'othcrSences. I fee this is the time that the

unjuft man doth thrive. What an exchange had this been,

without boot pWhat a boot is here, with this exchange

;

Sure the Gods do this year connive at us, and we may doe

any thing ex tempore. The Prince himfelf is about a

piece of iniquity (Healing away from bis Father, with

his Clog at his heels : ) if I thought it were a piece of ho-

nefty to acquaint the King witball , 1 would noc do't:

I hold it the more knavery to conceal ic : and chetcin am
I conftant to my Profeflion.

Enter Clowft Mid Shefht/trd.

Afide, afide, here's more matter for a hot brain : Every

Lanes end, every Shop, Church, SclfioD. Hanging yields

a care fill man work.

Cl»<»it' Sec, fee ; what a man you arc now ? there is no

other way, but to tell the King fhc's a CbanJling, and

none of your flefh and blood.

Shff. Nay» but hear mc.

Paw. Nay,buthearme.

Shep. Goe to then.

Ctm. She being none of your fle(h and blood, your

flcfh and blood his not offended the King, and fo your

flefhandbloodisnot tobepunilli'd by him. Shew thofe

thing! you found about her ( thofe fccret things, all but

what fhe has with her: ) This being done, lee the Law goe

wbiftic : 1 warrant you.

shep. I will tell the King ail, every word, yea, and his

Sons pranks too ; who, I may fay, is no honeft man, nei-

ther to his Father, nor to me, to goe about to make me the

Kings Brother in Law.

Clmv. Indeed Brother in Law was the firtheftofF you

could have been to him, and then your Blood had been

the dearer, by I know how much an ounce.

y?«r.Very wifely C Puppies)

Shep. Well : let us to the King : there is that in this

Farthell, will make him fcratch his Beard.

Ant. I know not what impediment this complaint may
be to the flight of my Miftcr.

do. 'Pray heartily be be at Pallace.

Aut. Though I am not naturally honeft, I am fo fom-
timcs by chance : Let me pocket up my Pcdlers exae-
mcnt. How now (Ruftiqucs) whither are you Bound ?

Shef. Toth'Pallace ^^and ic like yonr Worfhip.)

>^«r.Your affairs there ?what? with whom? the conditi-

on of that Farthell? the place of your dwelling? your

names ? your ages ? of what having ? breeding, and any

thing that is fitting co be known, difcover ?

Clo. We arc but plain fellows, Sir.

Ant. A Lye : you arc rough, and hairy : Let me have

no lying; it becomes none but Tradcf-mec, and they of-

ten give us (Souldiers) the Lie, but we pay them for it

with (damped Coinc, not ftabbing Steel, therefore they

doe not give us the Lye.

Clo. Your Worfhip had like to have given tis one « if

you had not taken your felf with the manner.

Shep. Are you a Counicr, and't like you Sir f

ty^nt. Whether it like me,ot no,I am a Courtier.Secft

thou nor theayrof the Court,in thefe enfolding^? bath

not my gate in it, the meafurecf the Court ? Receives noc
thy Nofe Court-Odour from me ? Reflcft I not onchy
Bafeoeffe, Coun-contempt ? Think 'ft thou, for that I

infinuate, or toa2e from thee thy bufinefTc, I am there-

fore no Courtier? lam Courtier Cicp-*-^ ; and one tbtc

will either pufh-on, or ptuck-back, thy bufincffe there:

whereupon I command thee to open thy affair.

Shep. My bufinefTe, Sir, is to the King.

Aitt. What Advocate hiR thou to hina ?

Shept I know not, (and'c like you.)

po. Advocate's the Coutt-word for a Pbcazant : fay

you have none.

Shep. None, Sir : I have no Pficazant Cock, nor Hen,
Amt. Howblefled are we,that arenotftrnpleoxn?

Yet Nature might hive made me as thefc are,

Therefore I will not difdiin.

Cl». This cannot be but a great Courtier.

Shep. His Garments are rich, but be wears them not
handfomly.

CU. He fecms cobethe more Noble in being fantafii-

call : a great man, ile warrant ; I know by the picking on'c
teeth.

^Ht. ThcFarthel there? What's i'ch' Farthel?

Wherefore that Box ?

Shep. Sir, there lies fuch fccrets in this Fanbel aod
Box, which none murtknow but the King, and which be
(hall know within this hour, If I may come to thTpeecb
of him.

Am, Age, thou hid loft thy labour.

Shep. Why Sir?

Auc. ThcKingis notatthePallace,hc isgoncaboord
anewShip,to purge Mclincholiy, and ayr himfelf.- for

if thou bec'lt capable of things fcrious,thou muft know the
King is full of grief.

Shep. So 'tis faid (Sir:j about bis Sonne that fiiouid

have married a Shepheards daughter.

Aut. If that Shephcard be not in hand-faft, let him
flye i the Curfes hcfhall have, the Tortures he (hall feci.

Will break the back of Man , the heart of Monfter.

Clo. Think you fo, Sir?

Aut. Noc he alone ftiall fuffer what Wit can make
heavy, and vengeance bitter ; hut thofe that arc Jermain
ro him (though remov'd fifty cimes)fhail all come under
the Hangman: which, though it be great pitty, vcritis
ncceffary. An old Sheep-wniftling Rogue, a Ra'm-ten-
der, to offer to have bis Daughtercome into grace? Some
fay be (hall be flon'd •• but that death is too foft for him
Cfay I : )Draw our Throne into a Sheep-Coat? til deacits 1

are too few, the (hirpefl too eafie.

Clo. Hi's the old man ere a Son Sir (do you hear ) an<i*t

likcyou.Sir.

Am. Hcha'saSon: who (hall be Rtfd alive, thea
'noinred over with honey, fet on the Head of a Wat«s
Nc(^, then ftand till he be three quarters and a dram dead*
then recovefd again with A<iu»-vitx,ot fomc other ho:
Infurion:thcn,tawasheis(&tn the hateft day Progno-
fticaiion proclaimes) fhall he be fet againfl a Brick-wall

(the Sunne looking with a South-ward eye upon him;
where be is to behold htm, with Flics blown to dcach.j
But what talk we of thefc Traitorly-Rafcals, whofe mi-
feries arc to be fmil'd at, their cfFcnccs bcinefo capital?^

Tell
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Td! me (foryoufecm ro be honeft plain men) what you

have to the King: being fomething gently conlider'd, lie

bring you where he isaboord, tender your perfons to his

prefence, whifpcr him in your behalfe?; and if it be in

Tnan,befidcs the King, to cfte£t your Suits, here is a man
fballdoit.

Cle. He feems to be of grejt authority : clofe with

him, give him Gold : and though authority be aflubborn

Bear, yet he is oft led by the Nofe with Gold : (hew

the in-fidc of your Purfe to the out-lide of his hand,

and no more adoe. Remember flon'd and flay'd

alive.

Shef. And'tpleafe you (Sir^ to undertake the bufi-

neffeforus, here is that Gold I have He make it as much

more, and leave this young man in pawn till I bring it

you.

Am. After I have done what I promifed ?

Shef. I Sir.

Am. Well, give me the moity : are you a party in this

bufineffe ?

Clo. InfomeforCjSir, : but though my cafe be a pitti-

ful one, 1 hope I (ball not be fliy'd out of it.

Am. Oh that's the cafe of the Sbcpheards Sonne : hang

him , he'i be made an example.

Clo. Comfort, good comfort • Wemuftro the King,

and Oiew our ftrange fights: he muft know 'tis none of

your Daughter, nor my Sifter : we are gone elfe. Sir, I

will give you as much as this old man do's, when the bu-

finefleis performed, and remain (as he faics) your pawn

til! it be brought you.

Ant. Iwiiltruftyou, walk before toward the Sea-fide,

goe on the right hand, 1 will but look upon the Hedge, With a fwcct fellow to*t ?

My biemiflQes in them, and fo ftill think of

The wrong I did my felf: which was fo much.

That Heir-lcfle it hath made my Kingdom, and

Deftroy'd thefweet'ft companion, that ere maa
Bred his hopes ouc of, true.

Paul. Too true ( my Lord : )

If one by one, you wedded all the world.

Or from the All that are, took fomething good,

To make a perfeft woman ; (he you kill'd,

Would be unparallell'd.

Ltt. I think fo. Kill'd?

She I kill'd ? I did fo, but thou firik'ft me
Sorely, jo fay I did, it is as bitter

Upon thy tongue, as in my thought.Now, good novr.

Say fobut feldom.

Cli». Not at all, good Lady :

You might havefpoken athoufand things, that would
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd

Your kindneffe better.

Pau. You arc one of tho^'c

Would have him wed again.

Dio. If you would not fo.

You pitty not the State, nor the Remembrance
Of his mofl Soveraign Name : Confidcr little.

What dangers, by his HighncfTefail of Ilfue,

May drop upon his Kingdom, and devour
Incertain lookers on. What were more holy.

Then to rejoyce the former Queen is well ?

What holyer, then for Royalties repair.

For prcfcnr comfort, and for future good.
To bleflc the Bed of Majefiy again

and follow you.

Clo. Wearcbleff'd, in this man: as I may fay, even

blefi"d.

Shef. Let's before, as he bids us : he Wis provided to

do us good. Exeunt.

Aut. If I had a mind to be honeft, I fee Fortune would

not fuffer me : fhe drops Booties in my mouth. I am
courted BOW with a double occafion : (gold, and a means

to doe the Prince my Mafter good : which, who knows

how that may turn back to my advancement i) I will

bring thefo two Moales, thcfe blind ones, aboard him, if

bethink it fit to fhoare them again, and that the Com-
plaint they have to the King, concerns him nothing, let

him call me Rogue, for beino fo farre officious , for I am
proof againft that Title, and what fhame elfe belongs

too't : To him will I prefcnt them, there may be matter

in ir. Exennt,

JBhs Quintm. Saena^rima.

Enter Le9»tes, CUomtnes, Diou, PaMltua, ServMU
Flortt,el, Perdita.

Clei. Sir, you have done enough, and have perform'd

A Saint-like Sorrow : Nofault could you make.

Which you have not rcdeem'd ; indeed pay'd down

More penitence, then done trefpafs .• at the laft

Doe, as the Heavens have donej forget your evil,

With them, forgive your felf.

Leo. Whileft I remember

Her and her venues, I cannot forget

Paul. There is none worthy,

(Refpcding her that's gone: )bcfides the Gods
Will have fulfiU'd their fecret purpofcs

:

For has not the Divine Avollo faid t

Is't not the tenor of his Oracle,

That Kingl,re««fhall not have an Heir,

Til 1 his loft Child be found ? Which,that it fiiall,

Is all as monftrous to our humane reafon,

As my %/fntigenMs to break his Grave,
x^nd con e again to me : who, on my life.

Did penfh with the Infant. 'Tis your Councel,
My Lord fhould ro the Heavens be contrary,

Oppofc againft their wills. Care not for iffue.

The C'own will find an Heir. Great Alexander
Left his to ih'Worthieft : fo his Succcflbr

Was like to be the be{^.

Leo. Good PoMlinay

Who haft the memory of HermloHt
I know in honoor • O, that ever 1

Hadfquar'dmetothy Councel ii then, even now,
I might have look'd upon my Queens full cies,

Have taken Treafure from her Lips.

Pm. And left them
More rich, for what they yielded.

Leo. Thou fpcak'ft truth :

No more fucb wives, therefore no wife : one worfc,
And better us'd, would make her Sainted Spirit

Again pofTefTe her Corps, and on this Stage

(Where we ofFendors now appearJ Soul-vcxt.

And begin, why to me

;

P4uL Had fhe fuch power,
She had juft caufe.

Lee. She had, and would incenfc mc
To murthcr her I married.

Pael.
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Were / the Ghoft that wilk'd, Il'd bid you miik

Her eye, and cell me for what dull part m'c

You chofc her : then Il'd (brick, that even your esrcl

Should rife to hear me, and the words chat followd,

Should be, Remember mine.

Leo. Stars, Stars,

And all eyes elfe, dead coiIm : f«r thou no Wife

;

lie hive no Wife, PmmI'wh.

Paul. Will you fwcar

Never ro marry, but by my free leave ?

Lee. Never {'Paiilma) (o be blefs'd my Spirit.

Pau/. Then good my Lords, bear wicncfs to his oath.

Cleo. You tempt him over-much.

/'*««/. Unlefs another,

As like Hermhnty as is her picture,

Affront his eye.

Cleo. Good Madam, / have done.

Paul. Ycr if my Lord will marry ; if you will, Sir;

No remedy bur you will : Give me the oftice

To chufe you a Queen : (he fhall not be fo young

As was your former, bur (he fhall be fuch

As ^walk'd your firR Quccnes Ghoft) it (hould take joy

To fee her in your armcs.

Leo. My true Paulina^

We fhall not marry, till thoubidnus.

Pmf. That

Shall be when your fifft Queen's again in breath =

Never till then.

Eirer tt Serv/int.

Ser. One that gives out himfelf Pnntc ftorlzef.

Son of Pelixenes, wiih his Princefs (fhc

The faireft J hdve yet beheld) dcfires accefs

To your high prefcncc.

Leo. What with him ? he comes not

Like to his Fathers Greatncfs .• his approach

(So out ofcircumf^ance.and fudden) tclsus,

• ris not a Vifiration fram'd, but forc'd

By need, and accident. What Trayn ?

Ser. But few,

And .hofe but mean,
Leof His Priticefs (fay you) *fith him ?

Ser. ti the moftpccrlefs piece of Earth, /think,

That ere the Sun {hone brighc on.

PmmI. Oh Hermiote,

As every prefcnc Time doth boaft it fclf

Above a better, gone ; fo muft thy Grave

Givcway to what's fccn now. Sir, you your felf

Have faid, and writ fo ; but your writing now
fs colder then thatThcam: (he had not been

Nor Was nor to be cquall'd, thus your Verfc

plowd with her Beauty once, 'tis ihrewdly cbb'd.

To fay you have fcen a Dctter.

5ifr. Pardon, Madam :

Theone, /have almoft forgot (your pardon:)

The other, when (he ha's obtain'd your Eye,
Will have your Tongue too. This is a Creature,

Would (he begin a Sc6>, might quench the zeal

Of all ProfefTorselfe ; make Ptolclytcs

Of who (he but bid follow.

'Pful. How ? not women ?

Ser. Women will love her, that fheis awomin
Morewoffh then any Man: Men, that fhc is

The rarcft of a 1 1 Women.
Lto. Got CltamlneSy

Your felf (alTifted with your honoui'd friends

)

Bring them to our cmbracemcnt. Still 'lisfirange.

He thus (hould (ical upon us. £„>,
PomL Had our Prince,

(Jewel of Children) fcen this hour, he bad payr*d

Well with this Lord ; there was not a full moneih
Between their births.

Lio. *Prethee no more ; ccafe r thou kno«*/l

He dies to me again, when talk*d-of : fure

When / (hall fee this Gentleman, thy fpeeches

Will bring me to confider that, whicn may
Unfurnilh me of Reafon. They are come.

Emtr Florivl, Ptrdiia, Cleomints, Mdnktrt,
Your Mother was moft true to wedlock, Prince,
For (he did print your Royal Father o(F,

Conceiving you. Were I but twenty one.
Your Fathers Image is fo hit in you,

^His very air)chat 1 (hould call you Brother,

As i did him, and fpeak of fomething wildly
By us pcfform'd before. Moft dearly welcome.
And your fair Princefs (Goddefs,^ oh: alas,

/ lof^ a couple, that 'twixt Heaven and Earth
Might thus have flood, begetting wonder, as

You (gracious Couple) do : and then /lo(i

(All mine own Folly^ the Society,

Amity too of your brave Fither, whom
(Though bearing Mifery^ / defiremy life

Once more to look on him.

FU. By his command
Have / here touch 'd Sicit'iM, and from him
Give you all greetings, that a King (a friend^
Can fend his Brpther : and but infirmity

(Which waits upon worn times) hath fomcching fciz'd
His wifh'd Ability, he had himfelf

The Lands and Water*, 'twixt your Throne and his
Meafur'd, to look upon you ,• whom he loves

( He bad me fay fo) more then all the Scepters,
And thofe that bear them, living.

l-eo. Oh my brother,

(Good Gentleman^ the wrongs / have done thee, ftifre
Afrefh within me: and thcfe thy offices

CSo rarely kind^ arc as Interpreters
Of my behind-hand flackncfs. Welcome hither,
As is the Spring to th* Earth. And hath he too
Expos'd this Paragon to th' fearful ufage
(At leaftungemlej of the dreadful Neptune,
To^grcetiman, not worth her paincsi muchlclj,
Th' adventure of her perfon ?

fU. Good my Lord,
She came from L;^i4.

J"«'
Where the warlike ^w^W,

Thai Noble honour'd Lord, is fear'd, and fov'd t
f/ff. Mori Royal Sir,

From thence : from him, whofc Daughter
His Tearcs proclaim'd his parting witli her.- thence
(A profperous South-wind friendly) we have crofi'd.
To execute the Charge my Father gave me,
ForvifitingjourHighnefs: my beft Train
I have from your SUUiM Shores difmifs'd

;

Who for Bohemia bend, to fignifie

Not only my fuccefs in Ljl>i4 (fit)

But my arrival, and my Wifes, in fafety

Here, where we arc.

/rf». The bleffed Gods
Purge all infeftion from our Ayr, whilefl you
Do Climate here : you have a holy Fdther,

A graceful Gentleman, againa whole perfoa

(Soj
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^So facrcd as it is) / have done fin.

For which the Heaven? (taking angry note)

Havclcfc mcI(Tuc-lefs : and your Father s blcCs d

(As he from Heaven merits n) with you

,

Worthy his goodnefs. What might I have been.

Might I a Son and Daughter now have look d on.

Such goodly things as you '

Enter* Lord.

Lord. Moft Noble Sir,

That which I (hall report will bear no credit.

Were not the proof fo nigh. Pleife you (great Sir;

2#Afwi4 greets youfrom himfclf, by me :

Defires you to attach his Son, who h'js

(His Dignity, and Duty both caft off)

Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with

1 A Shepheards Daughter.

Leo. Where's Bohemia ? fpeak.

Lor. Here in your City : 1 now came from him

I fpeak amazedly, and it becomes

My marvel, and my Meffage. To your Court

Whiles hcwashaftning(in theChafe,(t fcems,

Of this fair Couple) meets he on the way

The Father ofthisfceming Lady, and
_

Her Brother, having both their Countrcy quitted,

With this young Prince.

Flo. CAm'dh ha's betray'd me ;

Whofe honour, and whofc honefly till now,

Endur'd all Weathers.

Lord. Lay'ffo to his charge:

He's with the King your Father.

Lf<;.Who? CAJnlllof

Lord. Camitlo (Sir
:
) / fpA'C with him : who now

Ha's thefe poor men in queftion. Nevet faw /

Wretches fo quake : they kneel, they kifs the earth j

Forfwcar themfclvcs as often as they fpeak

:

Bohemia fiops his ears, and threatens them

With divers deaths, in death.

Per, Oh my poor Father ••

The Heaven fets Spies upon us, will not have

Our Contraft celebrated.

Leo. You are married ?

I

Flo. We are not (Sir) nor are we like to be

:

I The Stars (/ fee) will kifs rhe Vallcycs firft :

Thcoddes for high and low's alike.

Lto. My Lord,

Is this the Daughter of a King?

Flo, She IS ,

When once fhc is my Wife.

Leo, That once(/ fee)by your good Father? fpced,

Wil I come-on very flowly . y am fo rry

( Moft forty) you have broken from his liking,

Where you were ty'd in duty : and as forty.

Your choice is not fo rich in Worth, as Beauty,

That you might well enjoy her.

Flo. Dear look up :

Though Fortuxe, vifible an enemy.
Should chafe us, with my Father : power no jot

Hath fhe to change our Loves. Befccchyou (Sir)

Remember,rince you ow'd no more to Time
Then /do now : with thought of fuch AfTcdions,

Step forth mine Advocate : at your requefl.

My Father will grant precious things, as Trifles.

Leo. Would hedofo. I'id beg yourprecious Miflris

Which he counts but a Trifle.

Paul. Sir (my Liege)

J

Your eye ha.th too much youth int: nor a moneth

'Fore your Queen di'd, fhe Was more worth fuch gazes

Then what you look on now.

Leo. /thought of her.

Even in thefe Lookes / made. But your Petition

Is yet un~anfwcr'd : / will to your Father

:

Your Honour not o're-thtown by your defires,

/am fncnd to them, and you : upon which Errand

/now go toward him : therefore follow me,

And mark what way / make : Come good my Lord.

Exeunt

Sc^m Secunda.

Enter AmolkhMS, and a Gentleman.

j^ut. Bcfecch you ('Sir) were you prefent at this Rela-

tion?

Cent. I, / was by at the opening of the Fardel, heard

the old Shepherd deliver the manner how hefoundit

:

whereupon (after a lutleamaaedncfs; we were all com-
manded out of the Chamber : only this (me thought) /

heard the Shepherd fay, he found the Child.

Ant. I would moft gladly know the Iflue of ir.

Cen.i. /make a broken delivery of the bufinefs: but

the changes / perceived in the King ind Camilla, were ve-

ry Notes of admiration : they feem'd almofl, withftaring

on oneanother, to tearthcCafes of their Eyes. There

was fpcech in their dumbnefs, Language in theirvcryCe-

fture : they look'd as they had heard of a World ranfom'd,

or one dcftroyed : a notable palTion of Wonder appeared

in them: but the wifeli beholder, that knew no more

but feeing, could not fay, if th'importancc were Joy, or

Sorrow ; but in the extremity of the one, it muH needs be.

Enter another Gentleman.

Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knowes more

:

The News, Romero.

Gem. 2. Nothing buc Bonfires : the Oracle isfulfill'd

:

the Kings Daughter is found: fuch a deal of wonder is

broken out within this hour, that Ballad-makers cannot

be able to exprcfs u. Enter anaher Centleman.

Here comes the Lady Paulina's Stew trd, hccan deliver

you more. How goes it now (Sir?) This Newcs (which

is call'd true) is fo like an old Tale, that the verity of it is

in flrong fufpitfon : Ha's the King found his heir ?

gen.'i. Mofl troe , if ever Truth were pregnant by

Circumftancc: That which you hear, you'lfwear you

fee, there is (uch unity in the Proofes. The Mantle

of Q^cen Hermienes : her Jewel about theNeck ofit *

the Lettersofv^«ri]^«»wfound with ir, which they know
tobehisCharafler ; the Majedy of the Creature , in re-

femblance of the Maher : the Alfeflion of Noblenefs

,

which Nature fhewes above her Breeding, and many o-

ther Evidences, proclaim her, with all certainty, to be

the Kings Daughter. Did you fee the meeting of the two
Kings ?

Gent.2. No.

Gent. 3. Then have you lofl a Sight which was to be

feen, cannot be fpoken of. There might you have be-

held one Joy crown another, fo and in fuch manner, that

ir feem'd Sorrow wept to take leave of them: for their

Joy waded in tears. There was cafling upof Eyes, hol-

ding up of hands, with Countenance of fuchdiflra<5lion,

that they were to be known by Garment, not by Favour.

Our



The Winters Tale. 301

Our King being ready to leap ouc of htmfclf, for joy of

his found Daughter; as if chat joy were now become a

LofTc, cries, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother: then iskes

Bohemia forgivcncflc, then embraces his Son-in-law :

then again worreys he his Daughter, with clipping her.

Now he thanks the old Sbcpheafd (which rtands by, like

a weiihcr-beatcn Conduit, of many Kings Reigns. ; I

never heardoffiich ano her encounter ; which lames Re-

port to follow it, and undo's defcripiion to do it.

Gem. ». Whar,'pray you, became of Antiitnusi\.\\ii

carrycd hence the Child f

CtHt. ^ Like an old Talc ftill, which will have matter

to rehearfe, though Credit be afleep, and not an car openi

be was torn to pieces with a Bear.- This avouches the

Shcphcardsfon.who has not only bis innocence (which

fecms inuch j to juflifie him, but 1 Handkerchief and

Rings of his, that /'4»«//»<i knows.

Gent, I . What became of his Bark, and his Follow-

crs ?

Gent. ^ Wrackt the (ame inOant of their Madcrs

death, and in the View of the Shepheard : fo that all the

lofirumencs which aided to cxpofethc Child, were even

(hen loft, when it was found. But oh the Noble combat,

that'twix Joy and Sorrow was fought in Paulina. She

had one Eycdedin'd for the loffe of her Husband, ano-

ther elevated, that thcOiaclc was fulfill'd : She lifted the

PrinccfTe from the Earth, and fo locks her in embr4cing,

as if Oie would pin her to her heart, that fhc might no

more be in danger of lofmg.

Gem. I. The Dignity of this fi£t was worth the au-

dience of Kings and Pnnces, for by fuch was icaiHed.

Gt»t. 3. One of the prettieft touches of all , and that

which angl'dfor. mine Eies (caught the water, though

not the Firh)was, when at the Relaiion of tnc Queens

death (with the manner how flic camcto't, bravely

confcfs'd, and lamented by the King) how attentivcncffe

wounded his Daughter, till ("from one figne of dolour to

another) (Vie did (with an Jtas) 1 would fain fay , bleed

Tears ; for I am fure, my heart wept blood. Who was

moft Marble there changed colour: fomc fwoundcd. all

forrowed: if all the World could have feen't, the Woe
hid been univer(all.

Gent. I. Are i hey returned to the Court?

Cent. 3. No: The Princeffc hearing of her Mothers

Statue (which is in the keeping of PdW/ta) a Piece many

years in doing, and now newly pcrform'd, by that rare

Italldn Mafter, Julio Rem4no, who (had he himfcif eter-

nity, and could bur breath into his Work) would be-

guile Nature of her Cuftom , foperfciftly he is her Ape :

Hcfoneerto //^rw/W, hath done Htrmiont, that they

fay one would fpeak to her, and fland in hope of anfwcr.

Thither(withallgreedineffcof affed^ion) are they gone,

and there they intend to Sup.

Gent. 1. I thought fhc had fome great matter there In

hand, for fhe hath privately, twice or thrice a day, ever

fi nee the death of /f^»>iW,vifued that removed houfe.

Shall we thither, and with oiir company piece the rejoy-

cing?

Gent. r. Whowouldbc thence, that hi's the benefit

of accelTc ?cvery winkof an Eye, fome new Grace will be

born : our abfcnce makes us unthrifty to out Knowledge.

Let's along. Exit.

Ant. Now (had I not the dafh of my former life in

me) would Preferment drop on my head. I brought the

old man and his Sonne aboard the Prince •, told him, I

heard them, talk of a FariheU, and I know not what : but

he at that time over- fond of the Shcpheards daughter (fo

he then took her to be) who began to be mach Sea-fick,

and himfelf little better, extremity of weather conti.

nuing, this Myftery remained ondifcoVet'd, But 'tis all

one to me: forbad I been the finder-out of thisfccrcr,

it would not havercllifh'd among my othtfr difcreditj.

Emer Shepheard, and Clovrn.

Herccomethofel have done good to againft my will,

and already appearing in the bloffoms of their For-

tune.

Shef. Come boy, lampaA more Children : but thy

Sonncj and Daughters will be all Gentlemen born.

Clow. You arc well met ( Sirj ) you deny'd to fight

with me this other day, bccaufe I wa* no Gentleman
bo n. See you thefe Clothes ? fay you fee them nor,

and think me nillno Gentleman born: You were befi

fay thefe Robes are not Gentlemen born. Give methc
Lye : do: and try whether lam not now a Gentleman
born.

Ant. I know you arc now (Sir ja Gentleman born.

Clow. I, and have been fo any time thefe fourhourj.

Shef. And fo have I, Boy.

Clow. So you have : but I Was a Gentleman born be-

fore my Father: for the Kings Sonne took me by the

hand, and call 'd me brother; and then the two Kings
ciU'd my Fathet brother : and then the Prince (my bro-

ther) and the PrincelVe (my Sifter ^call'd my Fathcr.fathctj

andfo wcwepi .• and there was the fitft Gcntlcman-Iikc
tcares that ever we fhed.

Shef. We may live (Sonne ^ to fhcd many m6re.
C lew. I ; or clfc 'twere hard luck, being io fo prcpodc-

rouseftateas we are.

Am. I humbly befeech you ("Sir) to pardon me all the

faults I have committed to your Worrtiip, and to give

me your good report to the Prince my Mafter.

Shef. 'Prcihe Sonne do: for we muft be gentle, now
we ire Gentlemen.

Clow. Thou wilt amend thy life >

Ant. I, and it like yourgood Worfhip.
^

Clow. Give me thy hand : I will fwear to the Prince,

thou art as honcft a true Fellow as any is in Bohemia.

Shef. You may fay it, but not f/vcar ir.

Clow. Not fwear it , now I am a Gentleman ? Let
Boores and Francklins fay ir, He fwear ir.

Shef. Howif itbc falfe (Sonne?)

Clow. If it be nc're fo falfe, a true Gentleman may
fwear ir, in the behalf of bis friend: And He fweat to'

the Prince, thou art a tall fellow of thy hinds, and that

thou wilt not be dtunk : but I know thou art no tall fel-

low of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk : but He
fwear it, andl would thou wouldft be a tall Fellow of

thy hands.

Aut. I will prove fo fSir) to my power.

Clow. I, by any means prove a tall Fellow : if I do not

wonder how thou dar'ft venture to be drunk, not being

a tall Fcllow.truft me not. Harke,thc Kings and the Prin-

ccs(our Kindred) are Eoing to fee the Queens Pifture.

Come, follow us : wee I be thy good Mafter. Extuv.

Sc^na "Tcrtia,

Enter Letntts. PoUxentt.Florictlly Ptrdlta^ Cjmt^,
Paulina^ Hermiont {like a St^tnt .) Lordt, Cc.

Leo. O grave and good yWiw, the great comfort

That I have had of thee.>

Paml.
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PauL Whit (Sovcraign Sir)

I did not well, I meant well : all my Services

You have paid home. But that you have vouchfaf'd

(With your Crown'd Brother, and thefe your concra(5^<d

Heirs of your Kingdoms) my poor Houfe tovifit j

it is a furplus of your Grace, which never

My life may laft to anfwcr.

Lto. O Paulina,

We honour you with trouble : but wc came

To fee the Statue of our Queen. YourGallery

Have wepafs'd through, not without much conccnc

In many fingularitics ; but wcfaw not

That which my Daughter came to look upon,

The Statue of her Mother.

Paul. As (be liv'd Peerleffe,

So her dead likencflc I do well beleevc

Excells what ever yet you look'd upon,

Or hand of Man hath done: therefore I keep it

Lovely, apart. But here it is: prepare

To fee the life as lively mock'd, as ever

Still Sleep mock'd death : behold, and fay 'tis well.

I like your filence, it the more fliews off

Your wonder : bur yet fpeak, firft you fmy Liege)

Comes it not fomething neer i

Lit. Her natural Pofture.

Chide me (dear Stone) tiiat I may fay indeed

Thou art Herml»ne ; or rather, thou art fhe,

In thy not chiding : for fhe was as tender

Asinfancy, and Grace. But yet (P«i»//»i«)

Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing

So aged as this fcems.

?»/. Oh, not by mucb.

Paul. So much the more our Carvers excellence.

Which lets go-by fome fixtcen yean, and makes her

As fhe liv'd now.

1^0. As now flie might have done,

So much to my good comforti as it is

Now piercing to my foul. Oh, thus fbe flood.

Even with fuchLifeof Majefty (warm Life,

As now it coldly ftands) when firft I woo'dher.

I am afham'd : Do's not the Stone rebuke me.

For being more Stone then it? Oh Royal Peecc:

There's Magickin thy MajeRy, which has

My evils conjur'd to remembrance ; and

From thy admiring Daughter took the Spirits,

Standing like Scone with thee.

P(rd. And give me leave.

And do not fay 'tis Superfliijon, that

I kneel, and then implore her Blefling. Lady,

Deer Queen, that ended when Ibuioegan,

Give me that hand ofyours to kiffc.

Panl. O, patience:

The Statue is but newly fix'd ; the Colour's-

Nocdry.

Cam. My Lord, your Sorrow was too fore Iay*d-OD,

Which fixteen Winters cannot blow away,

So many Rummers dry : fcarceany Joy

Did ever fo long live ; no 5orrow,

But kill'd it felf much fooner.

Pil. Deei my Brother,

Let him, that was thecaufeof this, have power

To take off fo much grief from you, as he

Will peece upinhimfelf.

PahI. Indeed my Lord,

If I had thought the fight ofmy poor Image

Would thus have wrought you (for the Stone is mine)

Il'd not have you flievv'd ir.

Let. Doe not draw the Curtain.

Paul, No longer fhall you garc on't: leaft your Fancy
May thin^ anon, it moves.

Leo. Let be, let be.

Would I were dead, but that mc thinks already.

(What was he that did make it ? j See (my Lord)

Would you not deem it breath'd ? and that thofe veins

Did verily bear blood ?

Pel. Mafterlydone.

The very life feems warm upon her Lippe,

Leo. irhe fixure of her Eye ha's motion in'c,

As we are mock'd with Art.

Paul, /le draw the Curtain

:

My Lord's almoft fo farrc tranfported, that

He*l think anon it lives.

Leo. Oh fweet Paulina,

Make mc to think fo twenty years together

:

No fetled Sences of the World can match
The pleafure of that madneffe. Let's alone.

Pau. I am forty (Sir) I have thus farre ftirr'd you : but
I could afflidt you further.

Leq. Doe Paulina:

For this affli(5lion ha's a tafleasfweet

As any Cordiall comforr. Still me thinks

There is an ayre comes from her. What fine Chizzell

Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock tne,

Fori wilikiffe her.

Paul. Good my Lord forbear;

The ruddineffe upon her Lippe, is wer.

You'll marreit, if youkilTeit; ftain your own
With Oyly Painting : fliall I draw the Curtain ?

Leo. No •• not thefe twenty years.

Perd. So long could I

Stand by, » looker-on.

Paul. Either forbear,

Qyit prcfently the Chappcll, or refolve you
For more amazement : if you can behold ir,

Ilemake the Statue move indeed ; defccnd,

And rake you by the hand : but then you'll think

(Which I proteft againft) I am afliftcd

By wicked Powers.

Leo. What you can make her do,

I am content to look on : what to fpeak,

I am content to hear •• for 'tis as eafie

To make her fpeak, as move.
Pau. Itisrequir'd

You doe awake your Faith : then, all ftand fiill

:

On : thofe that think it is unlawful Bufmcfle
I am about, let them depart.

Leo. Proceed:

Nofootfhall flirre.

Pan. Mufick ; awake her.- Strike

:

Tis time : defcend •• be Stone no more : approach

:

Strike all that look upon with marvaile : Come

:

He fill your Grave up : flirre, nay, come away

:

Bequeath to death yournumncflc : (for from him
Dear Life redeems you) you perceive fhe ftirres

;

Start not : her Adiions Chill be holy, as

You hear my fpell is lawful : do not fhua her,

Untill you fee her dye again ; for then

You kill her double : Nay, prefent your hand :

When fhe Was young, you woo'd her : now in age.
Is fhe become the Suitor ?

Leo. Ohfhc'swarm:
If this be Magick, let it be an Art

taw.
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Lawful as Eating.

Pol. She embraces him.

Cam. She hangs about his neck,

If fhc pertain to lite, let her I'peak too

:

Pol. I, and make it maniCeR where (lie ha's liv'd.

Or how ftoln from the dead ?

T*mL That (he is living.

Were it but told you, Hiouldbe hooted at

Like an old Talc : but ix appears flichves,

Though yet flicfpeak nor. Mark a little while.-

Pleafc you ro intcrpofef' fair Madam) kneel ,

And pray your Mothers blelTing ; turn good Lady,

Our Perdita is found.

Htr. You gods look down.

And from your (acred Viols poure your graces

Upon my Daughters head : Tell me (mine own)

Where ha(^ thou been pceferVd? Where livd? How found

Thy Fathers Court ? For thou (halt hear that I

Knowing by /'W/»4, that the Oracle

Gave hope thou wali in being , have preferv'd

My felf, rofcethc Iflue.

Paul. There's time enough for that -^

Lefl they dcfire (upon this pufh) to trouble

Your joycs with like-Relation. Go together

You precious winners all .- your exultation

Partake to every one : I ( in old Turtle^

Will Wing me tofome wither'd bough, and there

My Mate (that's never lo be found again)

Lament till I am loll.

Lfo. O peace PmIIha :

Thou (houldfla husband takcby my confent.

As I by thine a Wife. This is a Match,

And made between'sby Vowes. Thou ha(^ found mine,

But how, is to be quclhon'd .- for I faw her

(As I thought) dead : and have (in vain) faid many
A prayer upon her grave. He not fcek far

(For him, I partly know his mind) to find ihcc

An honourable husband. Come CamilU,

And take hct by the hind whofc worth, and honcf^y

Is rrchly noied • and here juflified

By Us, a pur of K'lngs, Let's from this place.

What? look upon my Brother . both your pardonj,

That ere I put between your holy bokes

My ill fufpition : This your Son-in-laW,

AndSon unioihe King, whom heavens dire£ling

Is troth-plight to your daughter- Good PomUma,

Lead us from hence, whefe we may Icifurely

Each one demand, and anfwer to his parr

Perform'd in this wide gap of Time, hncc firft

Werediffever'd. HaHily lead away. Exeunt.

The Names of the Adiors.

LEomes, Ki»gofSictlm.

MamiiiMSyjaHng Prmce of Slciiia.

Camtllo. ^
AntigoniM.C Four

CUontinei. \^Lardsof Slciiiti.

Dion. J
Hermione, Queen to Leontes.

Perdita., T)a»ghur to Leontes and Hermione,

Paulina iVife to Antigonnt .

Emilia., a Lady.

Tolixenei, King ofBohemla.
FltuK,el, Prince ofBohtm'ia.

Old Shepheard, reputed Fathtr $f Perdita.

Clovtnhts S»n.

ylutelicitj, a Rogue.

j4rchidamH4, a Lord of Bohemia.

Other Lords
,
and Gentlemen^ and Servants,

Shepherds, and Shepherdeffes.
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The Life and Death of King ]ohn^

^Bus ^rmus, Saena Trlma.

Enter K'wg Joh>t, Qnetn EHiur, Pembroke, Ejfex, and Sa-

liiimrjf mth the Chattjlion ofFrance.

King J«hn,

Ow f»y Chattjllm, what would France with us?

Chat. Thus fafccr greeting; fpeaks the King

of France.

In my behaviour to the Majcfty,

The borrowed Majefty of E>igla»i here.

£/i. A ftrange beginning -.borrowed Mijcdy,

K' fthn. Silence Cgood Mother) hear the Embafllc.

Chat. Phittf ofFraucty in right and true behalf

Of thy deceafed brother, Cefrejs fon,

jirthmr Plantagofiet Uycs moft lawful dlaim

To this fair Ifland, and the Territories

:

To Irelandy PoyilierSy Jnjmey Loraiut, Aia'uttt

Defiring thee to lay a(ide the fword

Which fways ufurpingly thcfe fcvcral Titles,

And put the fame into young Arthurs hand.

Thy Nephew, and right Royal Sovcraign.

K. Job. What follows ifwe difallow of this?

Chat. Tftc proud controls of fierce and bloody warre,

To inforce thefe rights fo forcibly withheld.

K, Jthn. Here have we war for wat,& blood for blood,

Conttolement for controlcment : fo anfwcr France.

Chat. Then take my Kings defiance from my mouth,

Thefarthcftlimitofmy Embafllc.

K. John. Bear mine to him, and fo depart in pcsce.

Be thou as lightning in the eies oi France j

For ere thou canft report, I will be there

;

The Thunder of my Canon rtiall be heard.

So hence : be thou the Trumpet of our wrath.

And fullen prefage of your own decay

:

An honorable conduft let him have,

femlnikt \oq\ to'c: farewell Cii<tfn7/fl».

Exit Chat, and Pcm.

EH. What now my fonne, have I not ever faid

How that ambitious Confiance would notccafe

Till (he had kindled France and all the world.

Upon the right and party of her fonne ?

This might have been prevented, and made whole
With very eafie arguments of Love,

Which now the mannage of two kingdoms mufi

With fearful bloody iflue arbitrate.

K. John. Our nrOng poflfcflion, and bur righc for us.

Ell. Your flrong poflcflion much more than your right' The accent of his tongue aftct'leth him :

Or eifc it muft go wrong with you and me, Do you not read fomc tokens of ray fonne
So much my confciencc whifpers in your care, In the large compofition of this man f

C c

Which none but heaven, and you and I fl^iH bear

:

Enter a Sheriff.

Effex. My Liege, hereistheftranoeflcontrovcrfie

Co ne from the Countrey to be judg'd by you

That ere I heard, (ball I produccthc men ?

K. John. Lec them approach :

Our Abbies and our Priories fhall pay

This expeditions charge. What men are you ?

Enter Retert Fanlconhldge and Philip.

Philip. Your faithful fubjcdl, laGentlcmaO*
Born in Nerthamptenfhlrey andeldcftfon
As I fuppofe lo Faulcaxtrldge,

A Souldier by the Honour-giving- hand
Of Cordellon, Knighted in the field.

K. John. What art thou ?

Robert. The fon and hctr to that fame Faitkonhrtdge.

K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the Heyr ?

You came not ofone Mother then it fcems.

Philip. Mort certain of one Mother, mighty King,
That is well known, and as I think one father .-

Bur for the certain knowledge of that truth,

I put you o'rc to heaven, and to my mother

}

Of that I doubt, as all mens children may.
ECi. Out on rhce rude m»n,thou doft fhame thy mother,

And wound her honour with this diffidence.

Phil. I Madam ? No ? I have no reafon fcx itj-

That is my brothers plea, and none ofmine,
The which if he can prove, a pops me out.

At leaft from fair five hundred pound a year

!

Heaven guard my Mothers honour, and my Land.

K. John. A good blunt fcllowrwhy being younger born
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ?

Phil. 1 know not why, except to get the Land j

But once he flandered me with Baftardy

:

But where I be as true begot or no.

That ftilll lay upon my mothers head.

But that I am as well begot my Liege

(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me)
Compare our faces, and be judge your felf

I fold Sir ^o^r did beget us both,

And were our father, and this fonne like turn

:

old Sir Robert father, on my knee

1 give heaven thanks I was not like to thee.

K.John.Why what a mad-cap hath heaven lentW bcrc?

Ele. He hath a trick of Ctrdtlltns face.
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K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts.

And finds chem pcrfea Richard : ficrah fpeak,

Wha doth move you to claim your brothers Land ?

Philip. Becaufe he hath a half-face like my Father,

With half that face would he have all my Land,

A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound ayear?

Roi>. My gracious Liege, when that my father hv d,

Your brother did imploy my father much.

Thil. Well fir, by this you cannot gee my Land,

Your tale muft be how he imploy 'd my Mother.

RoL And once difpiitch'd him in an EmbalTic

To Girma»y, there with theEmperoiir

To treat of high aff/irs touching that titne

:

Th'advantage of his abfence took the King,

And in the mean time fojourn'd at my fathers j

Where how he did prevail, I (liame to fpcak ••

But truth is truth, large lengths of Seas and Shores

Between my father, and my mother lay,

As I have heard my father fpcak himfelf

When this fame lufty Gentleman was got

:

Upon his death-bed he by Will bequeathed

His lands to me, and took it on his death

That this my Mothers fon was none of his

;

And if he were, he came into the world

Full fourceeti weeks before the courfe of time :

Then good my Liedge let me have what is mine,

My fat hers Land, as Was my fathers Will.

K.Jeh. Sirra, your brother is Legittimate,

Your fathers wife did after wedlock ba: him :

And if fhe did play falfe, the fault was hers,

Which fault lies on thehazzards of all Husbands

That marry wives : tell me.howif my brother

Who as you fay. took pains to get this Son,

Had of your father claim'd this fon for his,

Infooth, good friend, your father might have kept

This Calfe, bred fromiiis Cow from all the world

:

Infooth he might : then if he were my brothers,

My brother might not claim him, nor your father

Being noneof his,refufe him : this concludes.

My Mothers fon did get your Fathers heire,

Your Fathers heir mufl have your Fathers land.

Roi. Shall then ray fathers Will be of no force.

To difpolTeffe that child which is not his ?

Phli. Of no more force to difpofleffc me Sir,

Then was his will to get me, as I think.

Ell. Whether hac^ thou rather be t Faulconbridge,

And like thy brother to enjoy thy Land

:

Or the reputedfon oiCordelitn

Lord of thy prefetice, and no Land befide.

Baft. Madam,andtf my brother had my fhapc

And I had his, Sir /J«^f«/ his like him.

And if my leggs were two luch riding rods.

My armcs,fucn Eele-sklns fluft, my face fo thin,

That in mine ear I durft not Aick aRofe,

Left men {hould fjy, look where tbtce farthings goes.

And to his (hape were hcire to all this Land,

Would I might never Uirre from offthis place,

I would give it every fool to have this face :

F would not be fir nobbe in any cafe.

£/«. I lil<etheewcll jwilt thouforfake thy forcune,

Bequeath thy Land to Hm, and follow mei*
I am a fouldier, and now bound to France.

"Baft. Brother, rake you my Land, lie take my chance;

Yourfdce hath got five hundred pound a year.

Yet fell your face for five pence and 'tis dear.

Madam, lie follow you unto the death.

Eii. Nay, I would have yoii go before me thither

.

Baft. Our Countrey manners give our betters way.

K. %hi. What is thy name .?

Bali. Philip my Liege, fois my name begun,

Phtlip, good old Sir Rohrts wives eldeftfon.

K. John. From henceforth beat his name

Whore form thou beareft :

Kneel thou down Philip-, but rife more great,

Arife Sir Richard and PUntagenlt.

Baft. Brother by th'mothers fide, give me your hand,

My father gave me Honour, yours gave Land,

Now blcflcd be the hour by night or day

When I was got Sir ^«^«-r was away,

Eli. The very fpifit of Plantagemt :

I am thy Grandame Richnrdy call me fo.

Vaft. Madam by chance, but not by truth, what tboj

Something about a little from the right,

In at the window, or clfc ore the batch :

Who dares not ftirre by day, muft walk by night.

And have is have, however men do catch

:

Neer or farr off, well wonne is flill well ftior,

And I am I, how ere I was begot.

K. fohn. Go Fanlconhrldgt, now haft thou thy defire,

A Landlcffc Knight, makes thee a Landed Squire :
'

Come Madam, and come ^/VAW, wemuftfpeed

For France, for France, for it is more then need.

Baft. Brother adieu, good fortune come to thee,

For thou waft got i'th way of honefty.

Exeunt dlbHt Safta-d.

Bad. A foot of honour better then I was,

But many a many foot ofLand the worfe.
.

Well, now can I make any loam a L:dy ;

Good denne Sir Richard, Godamercy fellow.

And if his name be George, He call him Peter j

For new made honour doth forger "mens names

;

'Tis too refpe6live, and too fociable

For your converfion, now your traveller,

He and his Tooth-pick, at my worlhips mefie.

And when my Knightly ftomack is fuffis'd.

Why then I fuck my teeth and Catechize

My picked man of Countreys: my dear fir,

Thus leaning on mine elbow I be^in,

I (hall befeech you ; that isqueftion now,

And then comes anfwer like an Abfey-book:

O fir, fays anfwer, at your befl comound,
'

At your employment, at your fervice fir ?

No fir, fays queftion, I fweec fir at yours.

And foere anfwerknows what queftion wotUd,

Saving in Dialogue ofCompleraenr,

And talking of the Alpcs and Appenines,

The Pyrennean and the river Poe,

It draws towards fupper in conclufion foi

But this is worfhipful fociety.

And fits the mounting fpirit like my felfj

For he is but a Baftard to the time

That doth not fmoak of obfervation.

And fo am I whether I fmack or no

;

And not alone in habit and device.

Exterior form, outward accoutrement

;

But from the inward motion to deliver

Sweet, fweer, fweet poyfonfor the ages tooth.

Which though I will not pra£^ife to deceive.

Yet to avoid deceit I mean to learn

;

For it (hall ftrew thefootflcpsofmy rifin^.* ,

But who comes in fuch hafte in tiding Robes ?

What
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What woman port is this ? hath (he no Husband

That will take pains tobJow a horn before her ?

me, 'tis my Mother : how now good Lady,

What brings you here to Court fo haftily ?

Enter Lxdj FaHlcoubrld^eand James Gurftey.

Liidj. Whcrcisthatflavc thy Brother? where is he?

That holds in chafe mine honour up and down.

Bafi. My brother Robert, old Sir A'o^^mfon :

Co/^''«'»^theGy3nt that fame mighty man,
Isic Sir ^c^*)-f;fon that you feek fo?

Lttdj. Sir Roberts fon, I thou unreverend boy.

Sir Roiitrts fon, why fcorn'H thou at Sir Robert ?

He is Sir Roberts fon, and fo art thou.

Btft. James Go»rnej,m\'c. thou give us leave a while?

Gour. Good Jcave good Philip.

Bafi, Phi/ip, fparrow, James,

There's toys abroad, anon lie tell thee more.

Exit James.
Madam, I was not old Sir Roberts Son,

Sir Robert might have cat his part in me
Upon oood Friday, and nere broke his fa(i

:

Sir Robert could do well, marry to confeflc

Could get me. Sir Robert could not do it

)

We know his handy-work, therefore good Mother
To whom ami beholding for thefc limbs ?

Sir Robert never holp tomake this Icooe.

Ladj. Halt thou confpired with thy brother too,

That for thine own gain rtiouldft defend mine honour?
What means this fcorn, thou moft untoward knave ?

Bafl. Knight, Knight, good Mother, Bafilifco-like.

What, lamdub'd, 1 have it on my (boulder

:

But Mother, 1 am not Sir Roberts fon,

1 have difclaim'd Sir Robert and my Land,
Legitimation, name, and all is gone ;

Then good my Mother, let me know my Father,
Some proper man I hope, who was it Mother ?

Ladj. Haft thou denyed thyfcif a Fanlcmtbridge :

Tiafl, As faithfully as I deny the Devil.
Ladj. King Richard Cordeli4n was thy Father,

By long and vehement fuit I was fcduc'd
To make room for him in my Husbands bed :

Heaven lay not my tranfgreflion to my char'^e.
That art the ilTue of my dear offence *

'

Which was foftrongly urg'dpaft my defence.
Ba/i. Now by this light were 1 to get a^ain,

Madam I would notwi(ha better father:
^

Some fins do bear their privilcdge on earth.
And fo doth yours : your fault was not your folly,
Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpofe,
Subjeded tribute tocpmmanding Jove
Apinft whofe fury and unmatchal force.
The awleile Lion could not wage the fio'ht

Nor keep his Princely heart from Rlch^dhit\d:
He that perforce robs Lions of their hearts.
May eafily win a womans : aye my Mother*
With all my heart I thank thee for my father •

VVho lives and dares but fsy, thou didii not wellWhen I was got. He fend his foul to hell.
Come Lady I wiii fhew thee to my kin
And (hey Hull fay, „hen Ruhard me begor.
f tbou hadft faid him nay, it h.id been fin,
Who fays u was, he lyes, I f,y •lyyasnot.

Exeittt.

Sc^nafecunda,

Enter bepre Algiers, Philip Kingof France, Lewis ^ Daul-

fhin, Atsjiria, Conjlance, Arthur.

Lewis. Before Angicrs well met brave v<Af/?rM,

Arthur that great forerunner of thy blood,

Richard that rob'd the Lion of his heart,

And fought the Holy warrs in Paleftim,
•

By this brave Duke came early to his grave

:

And for amends to his pofterity.

At our importance hither is he come

,

To fpread his colours boy. in thy behalf.

And to rebuke the ufurpation

Of thy unnatural UndcEnglifh lohn,

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither,

Arih. God (lull forgive you Cordeli»ns death

The rather, that you give his off-fpring life.

Shadowing their right under your wings of watrc;

I give you welcome with a powerleffe hand,
But with a heart full of unftained Love,

Welcome before the gates of Algiers Duke.

Lewis. A noble boy, who would not do thee right ?

AuJ}. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kilTe,

As feal to this Indenture of my love

:

That TO my home I will no more return

Till Anglers and the right thou haft in Francty

Together with that pale, that whitc-fac'd (hore,

Whofe foot fpurns back the Oceans roaring tides :

And coops from other Lmds her Iflanders,

Even till that England hedg'd in with the main,
That watcr-wallcd Bulwark, ftill fecure

And confident from forrain purpofes.

Even till ihac utmoft corner of ihc H^efi
Salute thee for her King, till then fair boy
Will I not think of home, but follow Arms.

Co»/t. O take his Mothers thanks,a widdows thanks,

Till your ftrong hand fhall help to give him flrength,

To make a more requital to your love.

Aufi. The peace of heaven is theirs that lift their fwords
Infuch a jult and charitable warre.

King. Well, then to worlt our Cannon fliall be bent
Againrt the brows of this refifting town,
Call for our chiefeft men of difciplinc.

To cull the plots ofbeft advantages:
We'l lay before this Town our Royal bones.
Wade to the Marker-place in French-ment blood,
But we will make it fubje«St to this boy.

Confl. Stay for an anfwer ro your Embaflie,
Left unadvifd you ftain your fwords with blood >

My Lord Chattllleu may from Englofidhna^
That right in peace which here we urge in warre,
And then we (hall repent each drop of blood.
That hot rifli hafte fo indiredly (hed.

Enter ChattlUn.

King. A wonder Lady ; lo upon thy wi(h
Our Mertcnger ChattllJiof is arriv'd.

What Englanddys, fay briefly gentle Lord,
We coldly paufe for thee, ChMttlHionipeik.

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry fi»e,
And ftirre them up againft a mightier task:

£«g/*wi impatient of your juft demands,
Hath put himfclf b Arms, the advcrfc winds

_____^ C c J Whofe!
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Whofc leifure I have ftaid,have given him time

To Land his Legions all as foon as I

:

His marches are expedient to this Town,

His forces ftcong, his fouldicrs confident

:

With him along is come the Mother Queen,

An Ace fiirring hira to bloud and flrife,

With her her Neece, the Lady "Slouch of Sp^ti,

With them a Baftardof the King deceaf d.

And all th'unfetled humours of the Land,

Raftu inconfidcrate, ficrv voluntaries.

With ladies faces, and fierce Dragons fpleens,

Have fold their fortunes at their native homes,

Bearing their blrth-riahc proudly on their backs.

To make a hazzard ofoew fortunes here ••

In brief, • braver choife of dauntiefle fpirit

s

Then now the £«g/;/fe bottoms have waft re.

Did never float upon the fwellii^ tide,

To do offence and fcathe in Chriftendome

:

The interruption of thdrchurlifh Drums

Cuts off more circumftance, they are at hand ;

Drums beats.

To parly or to fight, therefore prepare.

King. How much unlook'd for, is this expcduion.

yfu/f. By how much unexpefted, by fo much

We muft awa^e endeavour for defence,

For courage mounreth with occafion,

Let them be welcome then, we are prepared.

Enter Kt»g of Engltutd^ Bajitard^ QutiH^ Blanch., Pemhrnk^

and others,

K.fohn. Peace be to Frmce : if France in peace permit

Our juft and lineal entrance to our own ;

If not, bleed France, and peace afcend to Heaven.

Whiles we Gods wrathful agent docorrea

Their proud contempt that beats his peace to Haven*

Frtm. Peace be to Engltmiy if chat warre return

From Trainee to England, there to live in peace :

England we love, and for that Englmds fake,

Wich burden of our armour here we fweat

;

This toyl of ours (hould be a work of thine.

But thou from loving England art fo farre

That thou haft under-wrought his lawful King,

Cut oflf the fequencc of polterity.

Out- faced Infant State, and done a rape

Upon the Maiden-vercnc of the Crown

:

Look here upon thy brother Geffrejt face,

Thefe eyes, thcfe brows, were moulded out of his j

This little abftraft doth contain that lar|C,

Which died in Cefrj : and the hand of time

,

Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume J

That Gejfry was thy elder brother born.

And this liis fon, Englandtiii Geffreys i\^t.

And this is Gefrepia the Name ofGod :

How comes it then that thou art cali'd a King,

When living blood dochin thcfe Temples beat

Which owe the Crown that thou o're-mallereft ?

K. ^ehn, From whom haft thou this great Commiflion

To draw my anfwerfrom thy Articles ? {France,

Frs. From that fupernal judge that ftirs good thoughts

In any breall of ftrong authority.

To look into the blots and ftains of right.

That judge hath made me guardian to this boy,

Under whofe warrant 1 impeach thy wrong,

And by whofe help 1 mean to chaftife it«

L-_ ,..

K. Jeh. Alack thoudoft ufurp authority.

Fran, Excufeit istobeatufurptngdown.

^ecH. Who is it thou doft call ufurpcr France ?

Cfnfi. Let me make anfwer : thy ufurping fon,

i^ueen. Out infolcnt, thy Baftard (hall be King,

That thou maift be a Queen and check the world,

Confl. My bed was ever to thy Son as true

As thine was to thy Husband, and this boy

Liker in feature to his fat her Gefrey

Then thou and Jthn, in manners being as like,

As rain to water, or devil to his damme.
My boy a baftard ? by my foul I think

His fattier never was fo irue begot,

Itcannot be, and if thou wert his mother.

Qu. There's a good mother boy, that blots thy father.

C»nfl. There's a good Grandamc boy

That would bloc thee.

jinjf. Peace,

Bajl. Hear the Cryer.

jiitji. What the devil art thou ?

Bajl. One that will phy the devil fir with you.

And a may catch your hide and you alone :

You are the Hare ofwhom the Proverb goes

Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard
j

lie fmoik your skin-coat, and I catch you right.

Sirrah look to'f, yfaithlwill, yfaith.

Blan, O well did he become that Lyons robe.

That did difrobe the Lyon of that robe.

Bafl4 It lyes as Tightly on the back of him
As great Aicidts (hoocs upon an Afle :

But Atfe, He take that burden from your back.

Or lay on that Ihall make your ftioulders crack.

AhJI. What cracker is this fame that deafs our €»r$

With this abundance of fuperfluous breath ?

King Lnp/i determine what we (hall doftrair.

Lea. Women and fools, break off your conference,

King John, this is the very fumme of all

:

England and Ireland^Angters, Toratn, Main,

In right of Arthur do 1 claim of thee :

Wilt thou rcfign them, and lay down thy Arms ?

Jehn. My life as foon .• I do defie thee France,
'

Arthur of Britain, yield thee to my hand ;

And out of my deer love He give thee more.

Then ere the coward hand of France can win

;

Submit thee boy.

Queen. Come to thy Grandame child.

Confl. Do child, go to it grandame child.

Give Grandame kingdom, and it Grandamc vvill

Give ic a plum, a cherry and a Hgge,

There's a good Grandame.

Arthur, Good my mother peace,

I would that I were low laid in my grave,

I am not worth this coyl that's made for me. ^wceps.

SH' Mo. His Mother (hames him fo, poor boy he

C«r/?. Now (hame upon you where (he docs or no.

His Grandames wrongs, and not his Mothers (hames
Draws thofc Heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes,

Which heaven (hall take in nature of a fee :

I, with thefe Criftall beads heaven (hall be brib'd

To do him juftice and revenge on you.

Qu. Thou monftrous (landerer of heaven and earth.

Confl. Thou monlirous injurer of heaven and earth.

Call not me flanderer, thou and thine ufurp

The Domination, Royalties and Rights

Of this oppreffed boy ; this is thy eldeft fons fon,

Infortunate in nothing but in thee

;

. I!l2
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Thy fins are vifited in this poor child.

The Canon of the Law is laid on him,

Being but the fccond generation

Removed from thy fin^conceiving womb.
John. Bedlam have dope.

Confl. I have but this to fay,

That h^ is not only plagued for her fin.

But God hath made hcrlin and her, the plague

On this removed iflue,,plagucd for her.

And with her plague hcrlin: his injury

Her injury the Beadle to her fin.

All punini'd in the perfon of this child,

And all for her, a plague upon her.

Qjte. Thou unadvifed fcold, 1 can produce

A Will, that barrs the title of thy fon.

Conft. I who doubts that, a Will; a wicked will,

A vvomans will, a cankered Crandamcs will,

FruM, Peace Lady, paufc, or be more temperate,

It ill bcfeems this prefence to cry ay mc
To thefeill tuned repetitions

:

Some Trumpet fummon hither to the walls

Thefe men of Angiers,let us hear them fpcak,

Whofe title they admit, Arthurso: Jehus.

Trnrnpet [surds.

Enter 4 Cittx^n Mpoa ific walls.

Citl. Who is it that hath warn'd us to the walls ?

Fran. *Tis France, for EngUnJ.
John. England for i t fe 1 f ;

You men of Angiers, and my loving fubje^t?.

Fran. You loving men of Angiers, Arthurs fubjcils,

Our Trumj^t call'd yoato this gentle parle.

lohuy For our advantage, therefore hear usfirft

:

Thefe flags of France that are idvanced here
Before the eye and profpe(a of your Town,
Have hither march'd toyour endamagement.
The Canons have their bowels full of wrath.
And ready mounted are they to fpit forth

Their Iron indignation gainft your walls
j

All preparation for a bloody fiege

And mercilefs proceeding, byihcfe French.
Comfort your Cities eyes, your winkino oates

:

And but for our aoproach, thofc fleeping fioncs.
That as a waHe doth girdle you about
By thccompullion of their ordinance.
By this time from their fixed beds of lime
Had been difliabited, and widehavock made
For bloody power to rufli upon your peace.
But on the fight of us your lawful King,
Who painfully with much expedient march
Have brought a counter-check before your "ates
To faveunfcrach'd your Cities threatned cWks':
Behold the French amaz'd vouchfafc a parle.
And now inltcad of bullets wrapt in fire

To make a (baking Fcjvcr in your walls.
They Oioot but calm words, folded up in fmoak.
To make a faithlefie error in your cars,
Which truft accordingly kind Citizens'
And let us in. Your King, whofe labour'd fpiriis
Fore-weaned in this aftion of fwifc fpecd,
Craves harbourage within your City waIIs'

Fr<:« When I have faid, make anfwer'to us boih.
Loe in thisright hand, whofe proteftion
Is mort divinely vow'd upon the ri"ht
Of him.

t
holds, (lands young PUmagena,

Son to the elder brother of this man

And King ore him, and all that he cnjoycs

:

For this down-troden equity, we tread

In warlike march, thefe greens before your Town,
Being no further enemy to you

Then the conftraint of Hofpltable zeal,

In the relief of this opprcffcd child,

Rcligioiiny provokes. Be picafed then

To pdy that duty which you truly owe.

To him that owes it, namely, this young Prince,

And then our Arms, like to a muzlcd B.-ar,

Save in afpcft, hath all offence feal'd up

:

Our Canons malice, vainly fhail befpcnt

Againfl th'invulnerable clouds of Heaven,
Ajid with a blcffed, and un-vext retire,

With unhack'dfwords, and Helmets all unbruifd,

We will beat home that lully blood again,

Which here w« came to fpout againft your Town,
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace.

But if you fondly pafle our proiFer'd olFer,

'Tis not the rounder of your old-fac'd walls,

Can hide you from our mc(rengers of war.
Though all thefe EngliOi, and their difcipline

Were hatbour'd in their rude circumference

;

Then tell us,Shali yourCityjcall us Lord,
In that behalf which we have challcng'd it ?

Or (lull we give thefignal to our rage,

And (hlk in blood to our polfclfion ?

Citi. In brief we arethcKingof £»j/W;fubjcd>,
For him, and in his right, we hold this Town.

John. Acknowledge then the King,and let me in.

Citi. 1 hat can we not : but he that proves the Kiog
To him will we prove loyal, till that time
Have we ramm'd up our gates againft the world.

John. Doth not the Crown of England^ prove the
King?

And if not that, I bring you witnefTes

Twice fifteen thoufand hearts of EngUnds breed.

B^fl. Baftards and elfe.

John. Toverifie our title with their lives.

Fran. As many and as well born bloods as thofe.

BaSt. Some Baftjrds too.

Fran. Stand in his face to contradift his claim.

Citi. Till you compound whofe right is worchicft.

We for the worthiefl hold the right from both.

John. Then God forgive the linof all thofe fouU,
That to their evcrlafling refidencc.

Before the dew cfevening fall (liall fleet

In dreadful trial of our Kingdoms King.
Fran. Amen, Amen, mount Chevaliers to Arms.
Bafl. Saint C7wrgf that fwindg'd the Dragon,

And ere fincc fits on's horfeback at mine Hofteffc doof,
Teach us fome fence. Sirrah, were I at home
At your den firrah, with your Lyonneffe,
I would let an Ox-head to your Lyons hide:
And make amonfterof you,

yiuft. Peace no more.

Baft. O tremble : for you hear the Lyon roar.

John. Up higher to the plain, where we*l fet fcrtb
In beft appointment all our Regiments.

'Baft. Speed then to take advantage of the field.

Fran. It fhall be fo, and at the other hill

Command the rclt to ftand. God and our right. Escemst.

Hire after ercurftons, emer the Heraldtf FraiKC
with Trttmfets to the g/ueS.

F. Her. You men of Anoiers open wide your gates,
And Ice young Anhnr Duke of Britain in,

C c J Who'
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Who by the hand oi France, this day hath made

Much work for tears in many an Englifti Mother,

Whofe fons Ive fcattercd on the bleeding ground

:

Many a widdows Husband groveling lyes,

Coldly embracing the difcolourcd earth.

And viaory with little loffc doth play

Upon the dancing banners of the French,

Who are at hand triumphantly difplayed

To enter Conquerors, and to proclaim

Arthttr of Britamy EngUtids King, and yours.

EMttr Englifh Herald with Trumpt.

E. Har. Rcjoyce you men of Angicrs, ring your bels,

King /<?/»», your King and Eiglands, doth approach,

Commander of this hot malicious day,

Their Armours that march'd hence (o filver bright,

Hither return all gilt with Frenchmens blood

:

There ftuck no plume in any Englifli Cid\,

That is removed by a ftaffe of France.

Our colours do return in thofe fame hands

That did difplay them when we firft marcht forth

And like a jolly troop of Huntfmen come

Our luHy Englifli, all with purpled hands,

Didc in the dying (laughter of their foes.

Open your gates, and give the vigors way.

Hnif. Heralds, from off our towers we might behold

From firft to lafl, thcon-fet and retire.

Of both your Armies ,whofe equality

By our beft eyes cannot be cenfurcd

:

(blows

;

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have anfwered

Strength match with ttrength, and power confronted

power.

Both are alike, and both alike we like r

One muft prove greatefi. While they weigh fo even,

We hold our Town for neither : yet for both.

Eater the two Kings mth their pmers

at[everal doers.

lohn, France, haR thou yet more blood to caft away ?

Say, ftiatl the currant of our right run on,

Whofe paffage vext with thy impedimenr.

Shall leave his native channel, and ore-fwell

Withcourfe difturb'd even thy confining (hores,

Unleffe thou let his filver Water, keep

A peaceful prc^reffe to the Ocean.

Fran. England thou haft not fav'd one drop of blood

In this hoc trial mort than we of France.

Rather loft more. And by this hand \ fwear

That fways the earth this Climat over-looks,

Before we will lay down our juft born Arms,
We'I put thee down, 'gainft whom chefe Arms we bear,

Or add a royal number to the dead :

Gracing the fcroul that tells of this wars lofle.

With flaught<ir coupled to the name of Kings.

'Baji. HaMajefty: how high thy glory towers.

When the rich blood of Kings is fet on fire :

Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with fteel,

The fvvords of Souldiers are his teeth, his phangs.

And now he feafts, moufing the flelT:^ ofmen
In undetermin'd differences of Kings.

Why ftand tbefe royall fronts amazed thus

:

Cry hawock Kings, back to the ftained field

Youequil Potcnts, fiery kindled fpirits,

Then let confufion of one part confirm.

The others peace : till then, blows, blood, and dearh.

lohn. Whofe party do the Townfmen yet admit ?

"g-
Fran. Speak Citizens for England, who s your K.ng.

Hub. The King of England, when we know the Kmc

Fran. Know him in us, that here hold up his right.

John. In us, that are our own great Deputy,

And bear poffelfion of our Perfon here,

Lord of our prefence Anglers , and if you.

Fran. A greater power than We denies all this,

And till it be undoubted, we do lock

Our former fcruple in our ftrong barr'd gates

:

Kings of our fear, until our fears refolv'd

Be by fomc certain King purg'd and depof'd.

Saji. By heaven, thefe fcroyles of Angiers flout you

And ftand fecurely on their battlements, (Kings

As in a Theater, wlience they gape and point,

At yourinduftrious Scenes and aits of death.

Your Royal prefcnccsbe rul'd by me,

Do like the Murines of lerufaletfi.

Be friends a while, and both conjoyntly bend.

Your ftiarpeft deeds of malice on this Town.

By Eafi and fytfi let France and England mount

Their battering Canon charged to the mouths,

Till their foul-fearing clamours have braul'd down

The flinty ribs of this contemptuous City,

I'de play inceffantly upon thefe Jades,

Even till unfenced dcfolaiion

Leave them as naked as the vulgar Air

:

That done, diffevcr your united ftrengths.

And part your mingled colours once again.

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point

:

Then in a moment Fortune fhall cull forth

OHt ofone fide her happy Minion.

To whom in favour fhe fhall give the day,

Andkifle him with a glorious viftory

:

How like you this wild counfel mighty States,

Smacks it not fomething of the policy ?

John. Now by the Sky that hangs above our hcidj,

I like it well. France, (hall we knit our powers,

And lay this Angiers even with the ground.

Then after fight who fhall be King ofit ?

Vafl. And if thou haft the mettle of a King,
.

Being wrong'd as we are by this pcevifh Town

:

Turn thou the mouth of thy Artillery ,

As we will ours, againft thefe faucy walls.

And when that we have dafh'd them to the ground.

Why then defie each other, and pell-mell.

Make work upon our fclves for heaven or hell.

Fran. Let it be fo : fay, where will you affault ?

lehn. We from the Weft will fend dcftrudUon

Into this Cities bofom.

Aufi. I (torn the North.

Fran. Our Thunder from the South,

Shall rain theirdrift of bullets on this Town,
Bafi. O prudent difcipline / Tiom-Ncrth to StKth t

Auflria and France fhoot in each others moutb,
He ftirr them to it : come, away, away.

HhL Hear us great Kings,vouchfafe awhile to ftay

And I ftiall fhew you peace, and fair fac*d league .•

Win you this City without ftroak, or wound,
Refcue thofe Breathing lives to dye in beds.

That here come facrtfices for the field.

Perfevere not, but hear me mighty Kings.

I<ht. Speak on with favour, we arc bent to bear.

Hnb. That dau|hccr thereof 5/wi», the Lady Blanch
Is neer to England, look upon the years

Of Levis the Dtlphtu, and that lovely maid.
If lufty love (hould go in queft of beauty,

WhfTC
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Where iTiould he find it fairer, than in BUnch

:

If zealous Lovegoinfearchof vercuc.

Where fliould he find it purer than in Blanch?

If Love ambitious, fought a match of birth,

Whofc veins hound richer blood then Lady Blanch ?

Such as file is, in beaury,vertue, birth.

Is ibcyouno 'Dolphin every way complcat,

If not compleacof, fay he is not fiic,

And Hie again wants nothing, to name want,

If wane it be not, that (he is not he

:

Heisthehalf part of ableffed man.

Left to be finifhcd by fuch as fhe.

And flic a fair divided excellence,

Whofe fulneffe of pcrfedlion lies in him.

two fuch filver Currents when chey joyn,

Do glorific the banks that bound them in

:

And two fuch fiiores, to two fuch ftrcims made one,

Two fuch controlling bounds fiiall you be, Kings,

To thefe two Princes, if you marry them

:

This union fiiall do more than battery can,

Toour fafi clofcd gates : for at this match,

With fwifter fpleen than powder can enforce,

The mouth of paflagc fiiall we fling wide ope,

And give you entrance : but without this match.

The Sea enraged is not halfe fodeaf,

Lyons more confident. Mountains and Rocks,

More free from Motion, no not death himfelf

In mortall fury half fo peremptory,

As we to keep this City.

Bafl. Here's a fiay,

That fhakes the rotten carkafTe of old death

Out of his raegs. Here's a large mouth indeed,

That fpits forth death, and Mouniains,Rocks,indSca!!,

Talks as familiarly of roaring Lyons,

As Maidsof thirteen do of Puppi-dogs.

What Cannoneer begot this lufty blood.

He fpeaks plain.Cannon fire,and fmoak, and bounce,

He gives the Baftinado with his tongue

:

Out ears are cudgcl'd, not a word of his

But butfets better than a fifi oi France

Zounds I was never fo bethumpt with words,

Since I firft call'd my brothers father Dad.
Old Qu. Son, lift to this conjundion,make this match.

Give with our Neece adowry large enough.

For by this knot, thou llialt fofurcly tye.

Thy now unfut'd aflurance to the Crown,
That you green Boy fiiall have no Son to ripe,

The bloom that promifeth a mighty fruit,

1 fee a yeclding in the looks o( France

:

Mark how they whifper, urge them while their fouls
Are capable of this ambition,

Lcart zeal now melted by the windy breath
Of foft petitions, pity and remorfe,

Cool and congeal again to what it was.

Huh. Why anfwer not the double Majcfiie'?,

This friendly Treaty of our tbreatned Town ?

Fra. Speak £»f/Wfirft, that bath been forward firfi,

To fpeak unto this City : what fay you ?

/ohn. If that the Dolphin there thy Princely fonnc.
Can in this book of beauty read, I love :

Her Dowry fiial! weigh eqiul with the Queen,
For Algiers, and fair Torai»,Malit, PojSlicrty
And all that we upon this fide the Sea, -

(Except this City how by us befieg'd
)

Find liable to nu: Crown and dignity.

Shall gild her bridall bed and make her rich

In titles, honours, and promotions.

As fhein beauty, education, bloo<^.

Holds hands with any Princefleof the world.

Fra. Whit fay 'ft thou Boy ? look in the Ladici face,

'Dol. I do my Lord, and in her eye 1 find,

A wonder, or a wondrous miracle.

The fiiadow ofmy felf form'd in her eye,

Which being but the fiiadow of your fon.

Becomes a fon, and makes your fon a ihadcw :

I do proteft I never lov'd my felf

1 ill now, infixed I beheld my felf.

Drawn in the flattering Table of her eye.

tVhifpers with Blanch,

Bap. Drawn in the flattering Table of her eye,

Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow.

And quarter'd in her heart, he doth cfpic

Himfelf Loves traitor, this is pity now

:

That hang'd and drawn, and quarcer»d there fiiould be.

In fuch a Love, fo vile a Lout as he.

Btan. MyUudcs will in this rcfpc(5t is mine.
If he fee ought in you that makes him like,

1 hat any thing he fees which moves his liking

I can with cafe tranfiate it to my will

:

Or if you will, to fpeak more properly,

I will enforce it eafily to my love.

Further 1 will not flatter you my Lord,

That ail I fee in you is worthy Love,

Than thi.?, that nothing do 1 fee in you.

Though churliih thoughts themfclvcs fhouid beyour
Judge,

That 1 can find, fliould merit any hare.

lehn. What fay thefe young- ones ? What fay you my
Neece ?

Slan. That iTie is bound in honour fiill to doe
What you in wifdom flill vouchfafe to fiy.

John. Speak then Prince 'Dolphin ^cix\ you love this

Lady?
Dol. Nay askeme if I can refrain from love.

For I do love her moft unfeinedly.

John. Then do I give Volejueffen, Torain, Main^
PoyUiers., and yinjorv, thefe five Provinces

With her to thee, and this addition more.
Full thirty thoufand Marks of Englifii coyn;
Philip o( France., if thou bepleaf'd withall.

Command thy fon and daughter to joyn hands.

Fran. It likes us well young Princes : dofeyour handJ.
yiu/l. And your lips too, for I am well afliit'd.

That I did fo, when I was firfi afliit'd.

Fran. Now Citizens of Angiers ope your glCCS,

Let in that amity which you have made.
For at Saint Maries Chappell prefcntly.

The rights of marriage fiiall be folemniz'd.

Is not the Lady ConjlanceXn this troop ?

I know file is not, for this match made up.
Her prcfence would have interrupted much.
Where is fiie and her fon, tell me, who knows ?

Dol. She is fad and paflibnate at your HighnefTc Tenc.
Fran. And by my faith, this league that wc have made,

Will give herfadneffe very little cure :

Brother oiEngland, how may we content

This widdow Lady ? in her right we came.
Which we God knows, hive turned another my,
To our own vantage.

lohiL. We will heal up all,

For we'l create young Arthitr Duke of 'Srltiua

And Earl of Richmond, and this rich fair Tofrn
We
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Wc mikc him Lord of. Call the Lady Confiance,

Some fpeedy Meflenger bid her repair

To our folemnity : I trull we fliall,

(Ifnocfill upthemeafureofher will)

Yet in fome mcafure facisfic her fo,

That we fhailrtop her exclamation.

Co we as well as haftc will fuffer us,

To this unlook'd for unprepared pomp. Exeunt

Baft, Mad world, mad kings, mad compofuion
;

IfhniQ ttop Arthurs Title in the whole,

Hath willingly departed with a part,

And France., whole Armour Confcience buckled on,

Whom zeal and charity brought to the field,

As Gods own fouldicr, rounded in the ear

With that fame purpofc-changcr, that flye divel,

That broker, that ftill breaks the pate of faith,

That daily brcak-vow,he that winnsof all,

Ofkings,of beggars,old men,youngirien, maidj,

Who having no external thing to loie,

But the word Maid, cheats the poor Maid of thar.

That fmooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling commoditv,
Commodity, the byas of the world.

The world, who of it felfispeyfcd well,

Made to run even, upon even ground .•

Till this advantage, this vile drawing Syas,

This fway of motion, this commodity.
Makes it take head from all indiffcrency,

From all dirc£^ion, purpofc,courfe, intenr.

I

And this fame byas, i his commodity,
I This Bawd, this Broker, that all-changing-world,

Clap'd on theoutwardeye of fickle Frame,
Hath drawn him from his own deiermin'd ayd,

From a refolv'd and honorable warre.

To a moft bafe and vile concluded peace.

And why rail I on this commodity ?

But forbecaufehe hath not wooed me yet

:

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand,
When his fair Angels would falute my palm,
But for my hand, as imattempted yer.

Like a poor beggar, raileih on the rich.

Well, whiles I am a beggar, 1 will rail,

And fay there is no fin but to be rich.

And being rich m^ vert ue then flul I be.
To fay there is no vice, but beggary :

Since Kings break faith upon commodity
Gain be my Lord, for I will worfliip thee. 'Xn.

<^clm Secmdm,

Enier Confiance. Arthur^ and SalishMry.

Canfl, Gone to be married ? gone to fwear a peace ?
Falfe blood to falfe blood joyn'd. Gone to befriends ?

Shall Letpis hivc Slamch, and BLtsinch thofc provinces?
It IS not fo, thou haft mifpoke , miflieard,

Be well advif'd, tell ore thy tale again.

It cannot be, thou dort but fay 'tis fo.

I truft I may not trui^ thee, for thy word
Is but the vain breath of a common man:
Beleevc me, I do not beleeve thee man,
T have a Kings oath to the contrary. «

Thouflialt be punilli'd for thus frightin" me,
Fori am fick, and capable of fears.

Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of fears,

A widdow, Husbandlefs, fubjed to fears,

A woman naturally born to fears ;

And though thou now confelfe thou didft but jcft

With my vext fpirits, 1 cannot take a Truce,
But they will quake and tremble all this day.

What doll thou mean by fliaking of thy head ?

I
Why do(i thou look fo fadly on my fon ?

[What means that hand upon that breali of thine '

j
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheume.

Like a proud River peering ore his bounds ?

'Bethefefadfignesconfirmersof thy words ?

j
Then fpeak again- not all thy former talc,

I

But this one word, whether thy tale be true.

Sal. As true as I beleevc you think them falfe.

That give you caufe to prove my faying true.

Confl. Oh if thou teach me to beleeve this forrow,

Teach thou this forrow, how to make me dye,

And letbeleef, and life encounter fo.

As doth the furyof two defpcratc men,
Which in the very meeting fall and dye.

Lewis marry Blamch ? Oboy, then where art thou ?

Fr<»»cf friend with England , what becomes of me ?

Fellow be gone : 1 cannot brook thy fighr.

This news hath made thee a moft ugly man.
Sal. What other harm have I good Lady done,

But fpoke the harm, that is by others done ?

Canft. Which harm within It felffohainous is,

As it makes harmfull all that fpeak of it.

Arthur. 1 dobefeech you Madam be content.

Conft. If thou that bidll me be content, wert grim
Ugly,and flandrous to thy Mothers womb.
Full of unpleafing blots, and fightlelTe flains,

Lame,^foolifh, crooked,fwart, prodigious,

Patch'd with foul Moles, and eye-oftending marks,
I would not care, I then would be content,

For then I fhould not love thee : no, northou
Become thy great birth, nor defcrve a Crown.
But thou art fair, andat thy birth (dearboy)
Nature and Fortune joyn'd to make thee great.

Of Natures gifts, thou maift with Lillies boaft,

And with the halfe blown Rofe. But Fortune, oli.

She is corrupted, chang'd, and wonn from thee,
Sh 'adulterates hourly with thine Uncle John

I And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France
To tread down fair refpeft of Soveraignty,
And made bis Majefty the bawd to theirs.

France is a Bawd to Fortune,and king Johti^

That ftrumpet Fortune, that ufurping hhn

:

Tell me thou fellow, is sot France forfworn ?

Envenom him with words, or get thee gone.
And leave thofe woes alone, which I alone
Am bound to under-bear.

Sal. Pardon me Madam,
I may not go without you to the Kings,

Conft. Thou mayft, thou fhalr, I will not go with thee.
I will inftru6l my forrows to be proud,
For grief is proud, and makes his owner floopj

To me and to the ftate ofmy great grief,

Let Kings afTemble.-for my grief's fo great,

That no fupporter but the huge firm earth
Can hold it up : here I and forrows fir.

Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it.

%/fnus
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)out,

(^Bus Tertiusy Scana prima.

Enter Klr,g John, France, Dolphw, Blmh El\^or, Fhlllf

%/infiri'i, Coufiatice.

FrAH. Tis true (fiir daughter; and this bicffcdday,

Ever in FrMCt OimW be kept feflival

:

To folcmnize this day the glorious Sunne

Stays in his courfe, and plays the Alchymift,

Turning with fplcndor of his precious eye

The meager cloddy earth to glittering gr'

The yearly courfe that brings this day ab

Shall never fee it, but a holy day.

Cenji. A wicked day, and not a holy day.

What hath this day deferVd ? what haih it done.

That it in golden letters lliould be let

Among the high tides in the Kilender ?

Nay, rather turn this day out of the week.

This day of fliamc, opprcfllon, perjury.
^

Orif itmu» ftand (iiil, let wives wuh child

Pray that their burthens may not fall this day,

Left that their hopes prodigioufly be croft .•

But ( on this da/ ) let Sea-men fear no wrack.

No bargains break that are not this day made;

This day all things begun, come lo ill end,

Yea, faith it felf, to hollow fallhood change.

Fran. By heaven Lady, you (hall have no caufc

To curfc the fair proceedings of this day

:

Have I not pawn'd to you my Majcfty ?

Confl. You have bcguil'd me with a counterfeit^

RefcmblingMijcHy, which being touch'd and try'd,

Proves valuelcffe : you are forfworn, foifworn.

You came i n Arms to fpill mine enemies blood,

But now in Arms, you ftrcngthen it with .yours.

The grapling vigor, and rough frown of watrc

Is cold in amity, and painted peace.

And our opprclfion hath made up this league :

^

Arme, armc, you heavens, againft tbck pe jur'd Kings,

A widdow cries, be Husband to me (Heavens)

Let not the hours of this ungodly day

Wear out the days in peace : but ere Sun-fct,

Sec armed difcord 'cwixc chefe perjur'd Kings,

Hear me. Oh, hear me.

Att^. Lady Confimce , peace.

Confi. Waire, warrc, no peace, peace is to me a warre

:

O Ljmoges, O Anjlrin^ thou doft ihame

That blondy fpoil : thou flave,thou wretch, thou coward.

Thou little valianr.grcat in villany:

Thou ever ftrong upon the ftronger fide

;

Thou Fortunes Champion, that doft never fight

Eat when her humourous Ladyftiip is by

To teach thee fafety : thou art perjur'd too,

And footh'll up greatneflc. What a fool art thou,

A ramping fool, to brag, and ftamp, andfwear.

Upon my party : thou cold blouded flave,

•Hift thou not {poke like thunder on my fide ?

Been fwcrn my fouldier, bidding me depend
Upon thy ftarrsjthy fortune, and thy ftrengtb.

And doftihou now fall over to my foes ?

ThoD wear a Lyons hide ? doff it for ftiame.

And hang a Calves skin on thofe recreant Limbs.
Au^. O that a man lliould fpeak thofe words to me.
Phil. And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs
Au(i. Thou dac'rt not fay fo villain for thy life.

Phil. And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limb*.

John. We like not this, ibou doft forget iby fclf.

Emtr Ptmdulfh.

Ftm. Here comes tbe holy Legai of t he Pope.

Pm. Hail you anointed deputies of Heaven j

To thee Kin^ John my holy errand u:
I Pandulfh oi fair MilUnt Cardinal,

And from Pope IwocsHt the Legate here,

Do in his name religioudy demand
Why thou againft the Church, our holy Klo'-her*

So wilfully doft fpurn, and force perforce

Keep Stefhtn Langton chofen ArchbifJiop

Of C awerbury from that holy Sca :

This m our forefaid holy fathers name

Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee.

John. What earthy name to interrogatories

Can tafte the free-breath of a facrcd King?

Thoucanll not (Cardinal) devife a name
So flightjUnvvotthy, and iidiculous

To charge me loan anfwer^as the Pope

:

j
Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of £»^/<wi,

I Adde thus imich more, that no /taliati Prieft

Shall tythe or toll m our Dominions t

But as we, under heaven, are fupream head,

So under him that great Supremacy

Where we do Reign, we will alone uphold

Without th'sfliftanceof a mortal hand :

So tell the Pope, all reverence fet apart

To him and bis ufurp'd authority.

FroH, Brother of £»j/W, you blafphcmc in this.

John. Thougb you, and all the Kings of Cbriftesidomc

Arc led fo groflcly by this medling Prieft,

Dreading the curfc that money may buy out,

And by the merit of vile gold, droflc, dull,

purchafe corrupted pardon of a man.
Who In that fale fcls pardon from himfelf

:

Though you, and all the reft fogroflely led.

This jugling witch-craft with revenue cherifli.

Yet I alone, alone, do meoppofc
Againft the Pope, and count hisfricnds my focJ.

P4»d. Then by tbe lawful power that I have,

Thou ihalt ftand curft, and excommunicate.

And bleffed fhall he be that doth revolt

From his AUcgeancc to an Heretique,

And meritorious ftull that hand be call'd.

Canonized and worft:iipp'd as a Sam,
That takes away by any fccret courfe

Thy hateful life.

Coufl. Olawfulletitbe

That I have room with Rome to curfc i while,

Good Father Cardinal, cry thon Amen
To my ktcn curfes ; for without my wrong
There is no tongue hath power to curfc hun right.

Pan. There's Law and Warr«nt(Lady) for my curfe.

Coiift. And for mine too, when Law can do noiiglif

.

Let it be lawful, that Law barre no wrong :

Law cannot give my child his kingdom betC}

For he that holds his kingdom, holds the law:
Therefore fince Law it felf is petfcd^ wrong.
How can the Law forbid my tongue to curfe ?

Pond. Philip oi France, on peril of acurfc.

Let go the hand of that Arch-heritiquc,

And raife the power of France upon his head,

Unleffe he do fubmit himfelf to Rome.

EUa. Look'ft thou pale France ? do not let go thy haitd.

Conft. Look to that devil, left that Fraaet icpent.

And
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And by disjoyning hands hell lofe a foul.

j4u/l: King Philipy liHen to the Cardinaf.

Bafi. And hing a Calves-skin on his recreant Limbs,

MJi. Well Ruffian, I mnii pocket up ihcfe wrongs

Beaufe,

Baft. Your Breeches beft may carry them.

foha. Philip, whatfailt thou to the Cardinal >

Cen. What Ihould he fay, but as the Cardinal?

Dolph. Bethink you fat her, for the difference

Is purchafc of a heavy curfe from Rome,

Or the light lofleof£»^/W, for a friend :

Forgoc the Cificr.

"Bla. That is the curfe of Rome.

Co». OL^wV, aandfaft, thedcvll tempts thee here

In likeneffeof a new untrimmcd Bride.

Bila. The Lady Confiana fpcaks not from her faich,

But from her need.

G«/?. Ob.ifthougrantmyneed,

Which oncly lives but by the death of faith,

That need, muft needs inferre this principle.

That faith would live again by death of need:

O then tread down my need, and faith mounts upi

Keep my need up, and faith is troden down.

lohn. The kind is moved, and anfwers not to this.

Coxfi. Oberemov'dfromhim.and anfwerwell:

tAnfi. Dofoking Phll'ip, hang no more in doubr.

'Ba^. Hang nothing but a Calves-skin moft fweet lour.

Ir<m. I am perplexr, and know nor what to fay.

Pan. What canll thou fay, but will perplex thee m.ore?

Ifthoulhnd excommunicate, andcurll?

lEran. Good reverend father, make my perfon yours,

And tell me how you would beflow your felf?

This Royall hand, and mine are newly knit,

And thcconjundtion ofour inward fouls

Married in league, coupled and link'd together

With all Religious firength of facred vows:

The lateft breath th.u give the found ofwords.

Was deep-fworn faith, peace, amity, true love

Between our kingdoms and our Royal felves.

And even before this truce, but new before.

No longer than we well could wafh our handy,

To clap this Royal bargain up of peace,

Heaven \{nows they were befmear'd and over-ftain'd

With flaughters pencil ; where revenge did paint

The fearful difference of incenfed Kings

:

And fhall thefe hands fo lately purg'd of blood?

So newly joyn'd in love? foRrong in both.

Unyoke this feifure, and this kind regrcet ?

Play fall and loofe with faith ? fo jeft with heaven,

Make fuchuncoortant children of our felves

As now again to fnatch our palm from palm ?

Un-fwear faith fworn, and on the marriage bed

Of {railing peace to march a bloody Hoaft,

And make a riot on the gentle brow
Of truefincerity ? Oholy fir

My reverend father, let it not be fo;

Out of your grace, devife, ordain, impofe

Some gentle order, and then wc fhall bebleft

To do your pieafure and continue friends.

Pay'i. Aliform is formlefle.Orderordcrlefle,

Save what is oppofue to EngUuds love.

Therefore to Arms, be champion of our Church,
Or let the Church our Mother breath her curfe,

A Mothers curfe on her revolting fon.

France^ thou nuyft hold a Serpent by the tongue,
A cafcd Lion by the mortal paw.

A falHng Tyger fafer by the tooth.

Than keep in peace that hand which thou doft hold.

FtAH. I may dis-joyn my hand, but not my faith,

FmA. So mak'ft thou faich an enemy to faich.

And like a civil war fetlt oath to oath.

Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O let thy vow

Fitft made to Heaven, firlt be to Heaven perform'd.

That is, to be the Champion of our Church,

What fince thou fwor'ft, is fworn againft thy felf.

And may not be performed by thy felf,
_

For thar which thou hafl fworn to do amiffe.

Is not amiflc when it is truly done

:

And being not done, where doing tends to ill,

The truth is then moft done not doing it

:

The better Aft of purpofes miflook.

Is to miftake again, though indireft.

Yet indireftion thereby grows direft,

And falfehood, falfehood cures, as fire cools fire

Within the fcorchingveinsof one new burn'd.

It is Religion that doth make vows kept,

But thou haft fworn againft Religion :

By what thou fweat'ft, agaiuft the thing thou fweai'ft:

{ And mak'ft an oath the furety for thy truth:

Againft an oath the truth, thou art unfure

To fwear, fwcars, only not to be forfworn,

Elfc what a mockery flioiild it be to fwear ?

But thou doft fwear, onely to be forfworn.

And moft forfworn.to keep what thou dolt fwear^

Therefore thy latter vows, againft thy firft,

Is in thy felf rebellion to thy felf

:

And better conqueft never canft thou make,

Than arm thy conftant and thy nobler pares

Againft thefe giddy loofe fuggeftions

:

Upon which better part, our pray 'rs come in

If thou vouchfafe them. But ifnot, then know
The peril of our curfes light on thee

So heavy, aS thou fhalt not ftiake them off

But in defpair, dye under their black weight.

Aufl. Rebellion, flat rebellion.

BaU. Wife not be?

Will not a Calves-skin ftop that mouth of thine *

Daul. Father, to Arms.

BUnch. Upon thy wedding day?

Againft the blood that thou haft married ?

What, (liall our fealt be kept with flaughcered men ?

Shall braying Trumpers, and loud churlifh Drums
Clamours of hell, be meafures to our pomp.?

husband hear me .• ay, alack, how new
Is Husband in my mouth ?even for chat name
Which till this time my tongue did nere pronounce

;

Upon my knee I beg, go not to Arms
Againft mine Uncle.

Confl. O, upon my knee, made hard with kneeling,

1 do pray to thee, thou vcrtuous Baulphln.

Alter not the doom fore-t honght by heaven.

Blan. Now fhall I fee thy love, what motive may
Beftronger with thee, than the name of wife ?

Ccnjl. That which upholdeth him.that thee upholds,

His honour. Oh thine honour, Lexfis thine honour.

Dolph. I mufe your Majefty doth feem fo cold.

When fuch profound refpefts do pull you on ?

Piutd. I will denounce a curfe upon his head.

Fra. Thou ftialt not need. EngUnd^l will fall from thee.

CoHJl. Ofair return of banifii'd Majefty.

Eka. O foul revolt of Frtf*£-A inconftancy.

Ertg. f>-<!««,thou (halt rue this hour within this hour.

Bajl,
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Bajf.0\d Time the CIock-fetter,thit biuld fcxton Time:

Is ii as ^e will ? well then, France fliall rue.

Blan, The Sun's orccaft with blood : fair day adieu.

Which is the fide that I mudgowithall ?

I am with both, each Army hath a hand,

And in their rage, I having hold of both,

They whurle affundcr, and difmembet me.

Husband, 1 cannot pray that thou maifl winn :

Uncle, I needs mufl pray that thou maift lofe :

Father, I may not wifli the fortune thine

:

Grandame, I will not wiQi thy wifhes thrive ;

Whoeverwinncsjon that fide (half I lofc : .

Arfured lofle, before the match be plaid.

'Dolfh. Lady, with me, withmethy fortune tics.

BU. There where my fortune lives, there my life dies.

Joha. Cofen, go draw our puiflance together,

France, I am burn'd up with inflaming wrath,

A rage, whofeheat hath this condition ;

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood.

The blood and deereft valued blood o(Fra»ce.

Fran. Thy rage fhall burn thee up.and thou Quit turne
Toaflies, ere our blood (hall quench that fire:

Look to thy fclf, thou art in jeopardy.

John. No more then he chat threats.To Arms let's hie.

Extum

Sc^nafecmda,

AlUrumSyExcHyftem: Lnttr Bayard mth ^u^rla'j
head.

Ba!i. Now by my life, this day grows wondrous hot,
Someayery devil hovers in theskic,

And pour's down mifchief. Aaftrias head lye there,

Enter John, Arthur, Hubert.

VfhWc Philip breathes.

Joha. Hnberty keep this boy : Philip make up.
My Mother is alTailed in our Tent,
And cane I fear.

Ba[t. My Lord I refcucd her.

Her Higbneffeis in fafcty, fear you noc:
But on my Liege for very little pains

Will bring this labour to an happy end. Exit.

Alarums, excurfions. Retreat. Enter John, Eleanor, Arthttr,
Baftard, Hubert, Lords.

John. So (hall it be : your grace (hall ftay behind
So liron-ly guarded : Cofcn, look not fad.
Thy Grandame loves thee, and thy Unkle will
As deere be to thee, as thy father was.

Arth. O this wii( make my Mother die with grief.
John. Cofen, away for EnglarJ, harte before.

And ereourcoT.mg fee thou ihake the ba^s
Of hoarding Abbots, imprjfoned Angels*
Set at liberty ; the fat ribs of peace
Murt by the hungry now be fed upon

:

life our Commilfion in his utmoft force

When gold and filver becks me to come on.
I leave your Highneffe : Grandame, I will pray
(Ifever J remember to be holy)
For your fairfafety

; fo I ki{rc your hand.
Ele. Farewell gentle Cofen.

John. Coz, farewell.

Ele. Come hither little kinfman, hark, a word,

John. Come hither Hubert. O my gcnric Hubert.

Wcowc chccmuch.* within this wallof flcrti

There is a foul counts thee her Creditor,

And with advantage means to pay thy love i

And my good friend, thy voluntary oath

Lives in this bofom, dearly cheri(hed»

Give me thy hand, I hid a thing to fay.

But J will fit it with fom.e better tune.

By heaven Hubert. I am almoftafham'd

To fay what good refpeft 1 have of thee.

Hub. 1 am much bounden to your MajcOy.

John. Good friend, thou halt no caufc to fay fo ycr.

But thou (halt have : and creep time ncrc fo flow.

Yet it fliall come for me to do thee good.
I had a thing to fay, but lee it go

:

The Sun is in the heaven, and the proud day.

Attended with the pleafures of the world,

Is all too wanton, and too full ofgawdes.
To give me audience, if the midnight Bell

Did with his iron tongue, and brazen mouth
Sound on into the drowfie race of night

:

If this (ame were a Church-yard where we (^and.

And thou po(re{Ted with a thoufand wrongs

:

Or if that furely fpirit melancholy

Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy, thick.

Which clfe runs tickling up and down the veins,

Making that idiot laoghtcr keep menseies.
And (train their cheeks to idle mcrrimenr,
A pa(fion hateful to rny purpofes

:

Or ifthat thou couldH fee me without eies,

Heare me without thine ears, and m.akc reply

Without a tongue, uling conceit alone.

Without eies, ears, and harm,ful found of words:
Then, in dcfpight of brooded watchful day,

I would into thy bofom pour my thoughts

:

But (ah) I will not, yet I love thee well.

And by ray troth I think thou lov'lt me well.

Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake.
Though that my death wereadjunft to my A6t,
By heaven I would do it.

John. Do noc I know thou wouId(^ ?
Good Hubert t Hubert, Hubert th:o\v thine eye
On yon youn^ boy .- He tell thee what my friend.
He is a very fcrpent in my way.
And wherefoere this foot of mine dorh tread.
He lyes before me : dolt thou under(iind mc!
Thou art his keeper.

Hub. And ile keep him fo.

That he fhall noc offend your Majefly.

John. Death.

Hub. My Lord.

fohn. A Grave.

Hub. He fliall not live.

fohn. Enough.

I could be merry now, Hubert, I love theCi
Well, He not fay what I intend for thee j

Remember : Madam, fare you well,

lie fend thofe powers o're to your MajeftVt
Ele. My ble{Ting go with thee.

John. For England Cofen, go.
Hubert fhall be your m.an, to attend on yw;
With all true duty : on toward Callicehoi

txtiut.
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Sc^na Tertia.

E»tcr France. Dolfhm.P^ndMph,
Attendms.

Fran. So by a roaring Tempeft on the flood,

A whole Armado of convicted laile

Is fcatcered and disjoyned from fellowfhip.

Pani. Courage and comforr, alKhall y«go well.

Fran. What can go well, when we have run lo ill ?

Arc we not beaten ? Is not tAngiers loll ?

^«W cane prifoner i divers deer friends ilam .'

And bloody England in to England gone,

Ore-bearine interruption fpight of Frttnce ?

D^/. What he hath wonne, that hirhhe fortibcd ;

I

So hoc a fpeed, wich fuch advice difpofd,

Such te'.nperateorderin fo fierce a caufc,

Doth want example : who hath read, or heard

Ofanykindred-adion like to this?

fr<»«. Well could I bear that EngUndhid this praile,

So we could find fome pattern of our fhame.

Enter Conftance.

Look who conaes bete ? a grave unto a foul.

Holding th'eternal fpiric againil bet will,

In the vilde prifon of affli6ted breath

:

I prethce Lady go away with me.

Conjt. Lo,now: nowfeetheiffueof yourpejce.

Fran. Patience "ood Lady, comfort gentle Cowi?*?**?

Conft. No, I defic all counlel, all redtclTe,

But that which ends all counfel, true redreffe :

Death,death, O amiable, lovely death,

Thou odoriferous fiench : found rottcnneffe,

Arife forth from the couch oflafting night,

Thou hate and terror to profperity.

And I will kiffe thy dctefl^ble bones.

And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty browes,

And ring thefe fingers with thy houfhold worms,

And ftop this gap of breath wi(h fulfome duli,

And be a Carrion monfter like chy felf

;

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou fmil'ft.

And burfe thee as chy wife : Mifertes love,

O come to me,

Fran. O fair affiiftion, peace.

Confl. No, no,] will not,having breath to cry

:

that my tongue were in the thunders mouth,

Then with a paffion I would (hake the world,

And rowze from deep that fell Anatomy

Which cannot hear a Ladys feeble voyce.

Which fcorns a modern invocation.

Pond. Lady, you utter madneffe, and not forrow.

Confi. Thou art holy to bely mcfo,

lamnotmad: this hair Iteoris mine,

My name is Cenfla^ce, I was Geffreys wife.

Young Arthur is my fonne, and he is loli

:

I am not mad, I would to heaven I were,

1 For then 'tis like 1 ihould forger my felf:

j O, if I could, what grief ftiouid I forget ?

Preach fome Pbilof<^hy ro mskc me mad.

And thou fliah be Canoniz'd (Cardinal)

For, being not mad,butfenlible of gnef,

My reafondble part produces reafon

How I may be deliver 'd of thefe woes,

And teaches me to kill or hang my felf r

If I were mad, I Hiould forget my fonne-

Or madly think a babe of clouts were be

;

lamnotmad: too well, too well I feel

The different phgueof each calamity.

Fran. Bind up thofe treffes : O what love 1 note

In the fair multitude of thofe her hairs

;

Where but by chance a filver drop hath falne,

Even to that drop ten thoufand wicry fiends

Do glew themfelvcs in fociable grief..

Like true, infeparable, faithful Loves,

Sticking tc^ether in Calamity.

ConJ}. To England^ if you will.

Fran. Bind up your hairs.

Con/f. Yes chat I will ; and wherefore v/ili I do it ?

Itorethemfrom cheir bonds, and cry'd aloud,

O, that thefe hands could fo redeem my fonne.

As they have given thefe hairs their liberty :

But now I envy at their liberty,

And will again commit them to their bonds,

Bccaufe my poor child is a prifoner.

And father Cardinal, I have heard you fay

That we (hall (ee and know our friends in heaven ;

If that be true, I (hall fee my boy again :

For fince the birth ofCain, the firrt male-child

To him that did but yefierday fufpire,

Thcrewas noi fuch igracious creature borne :

But now will canker-forrow eat my bud,

And chafe the native beauty fro.m his cheek,

And he will look as hollow as a Ghoft,

As dim and meager as an Agues fir.

And fo he'l dye : and rifing (o again,

When I fhall me« him in the Court of Heaven

I (hall not know him : therefore never, never

Muft I behold my pretty Arthur more.

Pond. You hold too hainous a refpeft of grief.

Cm^. Hetalkesto mc that never had a fonne,

Fran. You are as fond ofgrief, as of your child.

Canfi. Grief fills the room up of my abfenc child

:

Lies in his bed, walks up and down with mc.
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words.

Remembers mc of all his gracious parts,

Stuffs out bis vacant garments with his forme,

Then, have I reafon to be fond of grief ?

Fare you well : had you fuch a loffe as I,

I could give better comfort than you do.

II

will not keep this forme upon ray head.

When there is fuch difordet in my wit .•

O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair fonne.

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world .•

My widow-comfort, and my lorrows cure.

Frm. I fear fome outrage, and ile follow her. _„,

DoU There's nothing in this world can makeme joy.

Life is as tedious as a twice-cold tale,

Vexing the dull ear of a drowfic man

;

And bitter fliame hath fpoil'd thefweec words tafle,

That it yields nought but fliamc and bittemeffe.

Pa»d. Before the curing of a (irong difeafe.

Even in the infhnt of repair and health.

The fit is (trongett : evils that take leave

On their departure, moGofall iliewevil.

What have you lol-l by iofing of this day ?

Dot. All dayes of glory, joy, and happineffe.

Pond. If you had wonne it, certainly you had.

No, no .- when Fortune means to men moft good.

She looks upon them with a threatning eye

:

' ris Hrange to think how much King John hath lort

In this which he accounts fo clearly wonnc

:

J

Exit.

Exit.
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Arc not you griev'd that Arthur \i his prifoncr /

Vol. As heartily as he is glad he hach him.

*F»i»d. Your mind is alias youthful as your blood.

Now hear mc fpcak with a prophctick fpirit

:

For even the breath of what I mean to fpcak.

Shall blow each duft, each Hraw, each little rub

Out of the path which iliall dircftiy lead

Thy foot to EngUnds Throne. And therefore mark

:

John hath feiz'd Arthnr^ and it cannot be,

That whiles warm life plays in that infants veins,

Themirplac'd-j£iA»niould entertain an hour,

One minute, nay one quiet breath of rdh
A Scepter fnatch'd with an unruly hand.

Mud be as boyfteroufly maintain *d as gain'd.

And he that Uands upon a flipp'ry place,

Makes nice of novildc hold to ttay him up

:

That John may ftand, then Arthur needs muft fall

,

So be it, for it cannot be but fo.

'Dol. But what (hall I gain by young Arthurs fall f

Pand. You, in the right of Lady Bltnch your wife,

May {hen make all the claim that Arthur did.

i)ol. And lofe it, life and all, as Arthur i\i.

Fund. How green you are, andfrefh in thisold world?
Johulixts you plots : the times confpirc wirh you,
For he that (kcps his fafety in true blood,

Shall find but bloody fafety and untrue.

This Ad fo evilly born flull cool the hearts

Of all his j->eople, and freeze up their zeal.

That ncnc fo fmall advantage Hull ftep forth

To check his relgne, but they will therifh it.

No natural exhalation in the skic,

No fcope of Nature, no diflcmpcr'd day.
No common wind, no cuHomcd event.

But they will pluck away his natural caafe,

And call them Meteors, prodigies, andligncs,
Aboriivcs, prcfages, and tongues of heaven,
Plainly denoimcing vengeance upon John.

Dol. May be he will not touch young ^Arthurs life,

But holdhimfcif fafe in his prifonment.
Paitd. O Sir, when he Hiall hear of your approach,

If that young Arthur be not gone already,

Even at that news be dies : and then the hearts
Of all his people fliall revolt from him.
And kiffe thciipsof unacquainted chanoc,
And pick (Irong matter of revolt, and wrath
Out of the bloody fingers ends of Jehu.
Me thinks 1 fee this hurley all on foot

;

And O, what better matter breeds for you.
Than Ihavcnam'd. The baftard rauUofibridgg
Is now in £»_g//!»iranfacking the Church,
Offending Charity : If but a dozen Frnch
Were there in Arms, they would be as a Call
To train ten thoufand Etiglijb to their fide

)

Or, as a little fnow, tumbled abour.
Anon becomes a Mountain. O noble I>«//>^;i,,

Go with me to the King, 'tis wonderful.
What may be wrought out of their difcontent.
Now that their fouls are top full of offence,
For EngUd go ; I will whet on the Kbg.

Dol. Strong reafons makes flrong aaions:lct us go.
If you fay I, the King will not fay no. Extm

Actus Qmntm. Sc^naTrima,

Enter Hubtrt aud ExccutioHtrs.

Hub. Heat mc thcfc Irons hot, and look thouftar

Within the Arras: when I Urikc my foot

Upon the bofom ofthe ground* rufh forth

And bind the boy, which you fliall find with me
Faft to the chair : be hcedfull : hence and watch.

Exec. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed.

Hub. Uncleanly fcruplcs fear not you : look to'r,

Young Lad cpmc forth j I have to fay with you.

Enttr Arthur.

Ar. Good morrow Hubert.

Hub. Good morrow little Prince.

Ar. As little Prince, having fo great a Title

To be more Prince , as may be : you are fad.

Hub. Indeed I have been merrier.

Ar. Mercy on mc

:

Mc thinks no body (hould be fad but I .•

Yet I remember, when 1 was in Fravct

Young Gentlemen would be as fad as night

Onely for wantonncfle : fay my ChiHcndome,
So I wet'COut of prifon, and kept ("beep

I fljotild be at incrry as the day is long

:

Andfol would be here, but that Idoubc

My Uncle pra6\ifes moiTc harm to me .•

He is afraid of me, afid I of him:
Is it my fault that I was Geffreys fon ?

No indeed it's not, and I would 10 heaven

I were your fon, fo you would love mc, Hubert :

Hub. If I talke lohim, with his innocent prate

He will awake my mercy which lies dead :

Therefore I will be fodain, and difpatcb.

Ar. Arcyoufick Hubert* you look pale today,
Infooth I would you were a little fick.

That I might fit all night and watch with you.

I warrant I love you more than you do me,
Hub. His words do take poffelTion of my bofom.

Read here young Arthur. How now fooliih rhemnc .•

Turning difpitious Torture out of doore ?

1 mult be brief, lealt rcfolution drop
Out ar mine eies, in tender womanifli tears.

Can you not read it f Is it not fair writ !

Ar. 100 imVj Hubert, for fo foul efte£^,

Muft you with hot Irons, burn out both mine cles ?

Hub. Young boy, Imulh
Ar. And will you ?

Hub. And I will.

Ar. Have you the heart ? When your head did bus
akc,

Iknit my Hand-kercher about your brows
('Thebcft I had, a Princcfs wrought it mc)
And I did never aske ic you again :

And with my hand, at midnight held your head

;

And like the watchful minutcs,to the hour.

Still aid anon cheer'd up the heavy time;
Saying, what lacke you ? and where lies your§ticf?
Or what good love may I perform for you ?

Many a poor mans fon wouldhavc lycn flill,

And ne're have fpoke a loving word to you:
Hue you, at your fick fervice nad a Prince

:

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love.

And call i: cunning. Do, and if you will,

D d I£
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If heaven be pleaf'd that you muftufe me ill,
_

Why then you mulK Will you put out mine eies

.

Thcfc eies, that never did, not never IhaU

So much as frown on you.

HMh. I have fworn to do it ••

And wit h hoc Irons mv[\ I burn them out.
.

^r. Ah, nonebutinthis Iron age, would do It:

The Iron of it fcif, though heat red hor,

Approaching necr thefc eics, would drink my tears,

And quench this fiery indignation,

Even in the matter of mine innocence

:

Nay, after that, confume away in riift,

But for cortiainin^ fire to harm mine eye .-

Are you more llubborn hard, than hammer d Iron ?

And if an Angell (hould have come to me.

And told me Hui/ert Oiould put out mine eies,

I would not have beleevVhim : no tongue but Hnhcrts,

Huh. Come forth': Do as I bid you do.

Ar. Ofavemc Hdirt, faveme: my eies are out

Even with the fierce looks of thete bloody men.

Hub. Give me the Iron I fay, and bind him here.

Ar. Alas, what need you be fo boiflerous rough ?

I will not (Iruggle, I will (land fione Hill

:

For heaven fake Hnhrhki me not be bound :

Nay, hear me fr«^m, drive thefe men away.

And I will fir as quiet as a Lamb.

Iwillnocdirre, nor wince, nor fpeake a word,

Nor look upon the Iron angerly .•

Thruft but thefe men away , and He forgive you,

What ever torment you do put me to.

Huh. Golland within .-let me alone wiib him.

Exec. lam belt pleas'd to be from fuch a deed.

Art. Alas, I then have chid away my friend,

He hath a lierne look, bur a gentle heart t

Let him comeback, that his compalTion may

Give life to your?.

HhL Come (Boy) prepare your fclf.

^r. Is there no remedy ?

Huh. None, but ro tofe your eies.

Art. O heiven : that there were but a moth in yours,

A grain, a dult, a gnat, a wandring hair,

Any annoyance in that precious fcnfe :

Then feeling what fmall things are boiflerous there

Your vild intent mull needs feem horrible.

Huh. Is this your promife > Go roo, hold your tongue.

Ar. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues,

Mult needs want pleading for a pair of eics

:

tct me not hold my tongue, let me not Huhm,
0:Huhm,\(yavL will cut out my tongue,

So I may keep mine eies, O fpare mine eies,

Though to no ufe, but Hill to look on you.

Loe, by my troth, the inftcument is cold.

And would not harm me.

^ Huh. I can heat ic, boy.

Ar. Nojin good fooch, the fire is dead with grief,

feeing create for comfort, fo be u(*d

In undefervedcxtreams : fee elfeyourfelf,

There is no malice in this burning coal.

The breath of heaven, hath blown his f|5irk out,

And ftrew'd repentant afhcs on his head.

Huh: But with my brearh I can revive it boy

.

Art. And if you do, yon will but make it blufh.

And glow with ("bame of your proceedings, Hubert

:

Nay,it perchance will fparWe in your eies

:

And, like a dog tliac is compell'd to fighr,

Snatcht u his Maftcr that doth tarrc bitn on.

All ibiflgsthat you (hould ufe to do me wroi^

Deny their office : onely you do lack

that mercy, which fierce fire, and Iron extends.

Creatures ofnote for mercy, lacking ufes.

Huh. Well, fee to live : I will not touch thine ieyc,

For all the treafure that thine Uncle owes.

Yet am I fworn, and 1 did purpofc, boy.

With this fame very Iron, to burn them out

:

Art. O now you look like Hubert. All this while

You were difguif'd.

Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu,

Your Uncle mult not know but you are dead.

He fill thefe dogged fpies with falfe reports

:

And, pretty child, flecpdoubtkffe, and fecurc,

That Hubertyioi the wealth of all the world.

Will not offend thee.

Art. O heaven,' I thank you Hw^r^r.

Huh. Silence, no more : go clofcly in with me.

Much danger do I undergoc for thee. Exeunt,

Enter John, Pembrtk€., Salisbury , and ether Lords.

John. Here once again wc fit, once again crown'd

And look'd upon, 1 hope, with checrfull eies.

Pern. This once again (but that your Highneffe plcaf*d)

Was once fupcrfluous : you were Crown'd before,

And that high Royalty was nere pluck 'd off:

The faiths of men, nerc ftained with Revolt :

Frelh expeftation troubled not the Land

With any long'd-for-change, or better State.

5<j/. Therefore to be poffelTd with double pomp,

To guard a Title that was rich before ;

To gild refined gold, to paint the Lilly j

To throw a perfume on the Violet,

To fmooth the ice, or adde another hew
Unto the Rainbow ; or with Tapcr-lighc

To feck the beauteous eye of Heaven to gainifli.

Is wafieful, and ridiculous excclTe.

Pem. But that your Royal pleafure muft be done,

This A£t is as an ancient tale new told.

And, in the laft repealing troublcfome,

Being urged at a timeunfeafonable.

SaI. In this the Antick, and Well noted face

Of plain old form, is much disfigured,

And like a ftiifted wind unto a faile,

It maVes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about.

Startles, and frights confidecation

:

Mikes found opinion fick, and truth fulpefted,^

For putting on fo new a fafliion'd Robe.

Pem. When workmen flrive to do better than well.

They do confound their skill in covetoulnefle.

And oftentimes exoifing of a fault,

Doth make the fault the wotfe by th'excufc:

As patches fetupon a little breach,

Difcredit more in hiding of the fault,

Than did the fault before it wasfo patch'd.

Sal. To this effed, before you were new crown'd

We breath'd our Counfel : but it pleafd your Highnefle

To over-bear it, and we are all well pleaf'd.

Since all, andevery partof whatwe would

Doth makeaftand, at what your Highnefle will.

I
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John. Some reafons of this double Coronation

I have porteft you with, and think them ftrong.

And more, more rtrong, then Icflc is my fear

I niall indue you wrih : Mean time, but aske

Whac you would have rcform'd, that is not wcll^

And well ftiall you perceive, how willingly

I will both hejr, and grant you your requefts

,

Pern. Then I, as one that am the tongue of thcfe

To found the purpofes of all their hearts.

Both for my felf , and them : but chief of all

Yourfafety : for the which, my felf and ihem

Bend their beft rtudici, heartily rcquelt

Th'infranchifmcntof Arthur, whofe reflrainc

Doth movcthe murmuring lips of difconteni

To break into this dangerous argument.

If whac in reft you have, in right you hold.

Why then your feares (which as they fay) attend

The fteps of wrong, fhould move you to mew up

Youncnderkinfman, and to choakehisdaics

With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth

The rich advantage of good cxcrcife,

T halt he timc! enemies may not havcthis

To grace occafions : let it be our fuir,

That you hive bid us ask his liberty.

Which for our goods we do no further ask.

Than, whereupon our weilc on you depending,

Counts it your wealc i he have his liberty.

Enter Hubert,

fohn. Let it be fo : I do commie his youth

To your dirc6lion : Hniert, what news with you ?

Pern. This is the man fhould do the bloody deed .-

He fliew'd his warrant to a friend of mine,

The imag« of a wicked heynous fault

Lives in his eye : that clofe afpc£t of hii,

Do fhcw the mood of a much troubled breaft,

And I do fearfully bcleeve 'tis done.

What we fo fejr'd hc had a charge to do.

So/. The colour of the King doth come, and goe,

Between his purpofe and his confcience,

Like Heralds 'twixt two dreadful battails fet

:

His paffion is fo ripe, it needs muil break.

PffU. And when it breaks, I fear will iflbc thence

The foul corruption of a fweet childs death.

fohtr. We cannot hold mortalities (Irong hand.

Good Lords, although my will to give, is living,

The fult which you demand is gone, and dead.

Hetelsus Arthur isdeccaf'd to nighr.

Sal. Indeed we fear'd his ficknclic was pall cure.

Pern. Indeed we heard how neer his dcach he was,

Before the child hicnfeiffelt he was fick ;

This muft be anfwet'd either here, or hence.

J#A». Why do you bend fuch folemn brows on me .'

Think you t bear the Sheers ofdcnby ?

Have I commandement on the polfcof life ?

Sal. his apparent foul-plsy, and 'tis ("hamc

That great neffe fliould fogroffcly offer it

:

So thrive it in your game, and fo farewell.

Pern, Stay yet (Lord Salhhtry)\\toot witbtbcc,
And find th'inheritanreof this poor child.

His littlekingdonne of a forced grave.

That blood wbi<:h ow'd the bredth of all this Ifle,

Three foot of it doth tiold ) bad world the while :

This muft no: be thus born, this will breakout
To all our forf*vs, and ere long 1 douSt

.

Extant.

John. They burn in indignation: I repetitrEffffr Mef.
There is no lure foundatioti fet on blood :

No certain life atchicv'd by others death t

A fearful eye thou haft. Where is dbai blood j

That 1 have fccn inhabit in thofe checks ?

So foul a skie, clecrcs not without a ftorm,

Poare down thy weather : how goes all in Frimee ?

Mtf. ¥torn Frartce lo £«^/W, never fuch a power

For any forraine preparation.

Was levied in the body of a Land.

The Copy of your fpced is learn 'd by them

:

Forwhen you (hould be told they do prepare.

The tydiitgs comes, that they are all arnvd.

foh». Oh where hath our intelligence been drunk ?

Where hath it flept ? Where is my Mothers care ?

That fuch an Army could be drawn in Fr<«<,

Andftienot hear of itf

Mef. My Liege, her earc

Is ftopt with dutt .• the firft of April A^'i

Your .noble Mother ; and as I hear, my Lord,

The Lady Consituce'm afrenziedy'd

Three days before : but this fiom Rumours tongue

I idely heard: if true, orfalfe I know not.

fohn. Withhold thy fpced, dreadful otcafion

:

m^ke a league wiih me, 'till 1 have pleaf'd

My difconienied Peers. What ? Mother dead ?

How wildly then walkes my Eftate in France ?

Under whofe conduft came thofe powers of France^

That thou for truth giv'ft cut arc landed here i

Mef. Under the 'Dolphin.

Enter "Bustard *»d Peter ofPtrnfret,

John. Thou haft made me giddy

With thcfe ill tydings : Now ? What faics the world
To your proceeding? ? Do not feck to flutFc

My head with more ill news : for it Is full.

B»Ji. But ifyoubeafcard toheatiheworft.

Then let the worli unheard, fall on your head.

Jahn. Beare with me Cofen, for I was atnaz'd

Under the tide; but now I breath again

Aloft the flood, and can give audteoce

To any tongue, fpeak it of whatitwilL

Bafl. How I have fped among the Clergy men,
Thefummes I havecolleded fhall expreffci

But as I travail'd hither through the Land)

1 find the people ftrangely fantafied,

Polfeft with rumours, full of idle dreams.

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear.

And here's a Prophet that I brought with me
From forth the ftrccts of Pomfrett whom I found

With many hundreds treading on his heels

:

To whom he fung in rudcharlli founding times.

That ere the next Afcencion day at noon,

Your HighnelTe ft^ould deliver up your Crown.

Joh. Thou idle Dreamer, whercforedidftthoufof

Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out Co.

John. Hnterty away with him : imptifon hiOJ,

And on that dayat noon, whereon hc faies

I ft^all yield up my Crown, let himbebang'd.

Deliver him to fafety, and return.

For I muft ufe thee. O my gentle Cofen,

Hear'ft thou the news abroad, who arc ariv'd ?

Baft. TheFrtnthimy Lord)mcns mouths arcfullof it:

Bcfidcs I met Lord Bi^ot, and Lord SalisbKrj

With eies as red as new enkindled fire.

And others more, going to feck the grave

Of Arthur, whom they fay is kill'd to night, on your

Jthn. Gentle kinfman, goe Cfuggeftioo;

And thruft thy felf into their ctxnpanies,

1) d * 1
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I have a way to winne iheir loves again

:

Bring them before me.

^4/?. Iwillfcckrhemout.

J«/)».
Nay.buc m.kc hafte: thebcitet foot before.

O, let me have no fubjeas enemies,

When adverfe Fotreyners affright my TowM

With dreadful pomp of (but invafion.

He Mercury, fee feathers to chy heels.

And flye (like thought) from i hem, to tne again.
_

bJ. The fpirit of the time lliall teach me fpccd. exit.

John. Spoke like a fprig^tful Noble Gentleman.

Goe after him .• for he perhaps ("hall need

Some Meflicriger betwixt me and the Peeres,

And be thou he.

Me(. With all my hcarr.my Liege.

John. My Mother deid?

Enter Hubert.

Hub. My Lord, they fay five Moons were fecn to night:

Four fixed, and the fifth did whirle sbouc

Theocherfourin wondrous motion.

John. Five Moons ?

.Hub. Old men, and Beldames, in the ftreccs

Doc prophefie upon it dangeroufly

:

Youn<» Arthurs death is common in their mouihs.

And when, they uike of him, they; fhakc their heads.

And whifperoneanother inihe ear.

And he that fpcaks, doth gripe the hearers wrift,

Whilft he that hears makes fearful a£lion

With wrinkled browes, with nods, with rolling cies,

I faw a Smith ftind withhis hammer (thus).

The whilft his Iron did on the Anvil cool.

With open mouth fwallowing a Taylors news,

Who with his Sheers and Meafurcinhis hand,

Standing on flippers, which his nimble hafte

Had falfely thrutt upon contrary feet.

Told of a many t houCind warlike French,

That were embattailed, and rank'd in Kent,

Another lean, unwalli'd Artificer,

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthnrs death.

"Jehn. Why feek'it rhou to poireile me with thefe fears?

Why urgcft thou fooft young Arthurs death f

Thy hind hath murdered him : 1 had a mighty ciufe

1
To wi(h him dead, but thou hadit none to kill him.

H. No had (my Lord?^ why,did you not provoke me ?

John. It is the curfe of Kings, to be attended

By flavcs that take their humours for a warrant,

To break the bloody houfeof life.

And on the winking of Authority

To underftand a Law ; to know the meaning

(Of dangerous Majelly, when perchance it trowM

More upon humour, thanadvif'd refpcft.

Hub. Here is your h^nd and fcale for what I did.

John. OhjVvhcn the hit account 'twixf heaven and earth

Is to be made, then {hall this hand and feale

Witnefie againit us to damnation.

How oft the fight of means to do ill deeds,

j Make deeds ill done ? hadfl not thou been by,

Afellow by the hand ofNature mark'd,

QiK)ced, and fign'd to do a deed oflliame.

This munher had not come into my mind.
But taking note ofthy abhorr'd Afpeft,

Finding thee fit for bloody villany

;

Apt, liable to be etnploy'd in danger,

I faintly broke with thee of Anhwrt death:

And ihoti, to be endeered to a King,

Made ic no confcieoce to dcRroy a Ptince.

HiA. My Lord.
.^ . j e^

Jch. Had'it thou but Ihookthy head, or made a paufe

When I fpake darkly, what I purpofed

:

Or turn'd an eye ofdoubt upon my face

;

As bid me tcU my tale in cxpreftt words '•

Deep fliame had Hruck me dumb,m«GC me break oft.

And thofe thy fears, might have wrought feats in mc.

But, thou didft undcrftand me by my fignes,

And didft in fignes again parley with finne.

Yea, without Hop didft let thy beast confcnt.

And confcqucmiy thy rude band to aft

.

The dtcdt which both our tongocs held vild to name

Out of my fight, and never fee mc more;

My Nobles leave mc, and my State is braved.

Even at my gates, with ranks of fotrain powers

:

Nay, in the body of this fleflily Land,

This Kingdom, this Confine of blood,and breath

Hoftility, and civil tumult reigns

Between my confcicncc, and my Cofins death.

Hub. Armc you againft your other enemies ?

lie make a peace between your foul, and you.

Young Arthur IS alive.- this hand of mine

Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent hand.

No: painted with the Crimfon fpots of blood

:

Wicthin this bofom, never entred yet

The dreadful motion of a murderous thought.

And you have flindef'd Nature in my forme.

Which howfocvcr rude exteriorly.

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind.

Than tobe butcher of an innocent child.

John. Doth Arthnr live ? O hafte thee to th; Pcerf,

Throw this report on their incenfed rage.

And make them tame to their obedience.

Forgive the Comment that my piflion made

Upon thy feature, for my rage was blind.

And foule imaginary eyes of blood

Prcfcnted thee more hideous than thou art.

Oh, anfwcrnot ; but to my Clofet bring.

The angry Lords, with all expedient hafte.

I conjure thee but flowly : run more faft. Extwa,

Scana Tenia.

Enter Arthur en the wnBt.

Art. The wall is high, and yet will I leap domi«

Good ground be pitiful,and hurt me not

:

There? few or none do know me, if they diU,

This Ship-boys femblance hath difguiTd me quite»

I am afraid, and yet He venture it.

If I^et down and do not break my limbs.

He hnd a thoufand (hifts to get away

;

As good to dye, and goe ; as dye, and flay.

Oh me, my Uncles fpirit is in thefe ftones.

Heaven take my foul, and £f!g/Wkeep my boncSi ^hu

Enter Pemtfreke^ Mtd Sdifl>ttrj^ mi B'^get. I

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmmtdfbmjy I

Ic is our fafecy, and we muft cmbracis

This gentle offer of theperillous time.

Pn». Who brought that Letter from the Cardinall?

Sal. The Count MeUtene, a Noble Lord of fr<w#i
Whofe private with me of the 'Dolphins love,

Is much more general than thefe lines import.

Bigot
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Big. To morrow morning let vi meet him then.

Sat. Or richer then fee forward, for 'twill be

Two long daycs journey (Lords) or ere we meet.

Entn Bafi4rd,

BAJi. Once more to day well mec, diftempet"d Lotds,

The King by me rcquefts your prefence ftrait.

Sal. The King hath difDoffcft himfclf of us,

Wc will not line his thin-bcftained cloake

With our pure Honours : nor atrcnd the foot

That leaves the print of blood where ere it wallces.

Return, and tell him fo : we know the worft. (bcfl.

"Bajl. What ere you think, good words I think were

Sal. Our griefs, and not out manners rcafon now.

Baft. But there is little reafon in your grief.

Therefore 'twere rcafon you had manners now.

P(m. Sir, fir, impatience hath his privilcdgc.

Baft. 'Tistruc, to hurt his mafter, nomanclfc.

Sal. This is the prifon : what is he lyes here ?

P. Oh death made proud with pure and princely beauty,

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed.

Sal. Murther, as hating what himfclf hath done.

Doth lay it open to urge on revenge.

Big. Or when he doom'd this beauty to a grave,

Found it too precious Princely, for a grave.

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you ? have you beheld,

Or have you read, or heard, or could you think f

Or do you almoft think, although you fee.

That you do fee ? could thought, without this objc£l

Form fuch another ? this is the very top,

The heighth, thcCrcft ; orCreft unto the Crcft

Of murthers Armes : this is the bloodicft Ihame,

The wildeft Savagery, the vildcft (Iroke

Whatever wall-cy'd wrath, or fiaringragc

Prefented to the tears of foft temorfe.

Peru. All murthers paft,do ftand cxcuf'd in this s

And this fo folc, and fo unmatchable,

Shall give a holinelTe, a purity,

To the yet unbegotten finne of times ;

And prove a deadly blood-lhcd, but a jeft,

Exampled by this hcynous fpeitade.

Bajl. It is a damned, and a bloody work,

The gracelefle i&ioa of a heavy hand,

Ifthatitbethe workof any hand.

Sal. Ifthatitbethe work of any hand?
Wc had a kind of light, what would enfue ••

It is the fhameful work oi Huberts hand.

The praftice, and the purpofe of the King

:

From whofe obedience I forbid my foul.

Kneeling before this ruine of fweet life,

And breathing to his brcathlelTc excellence

The incenfe of a Vow, a holy Vow :

Never to taftc the pleafures of the world.

Never to be infedlcd with delight,

NorcoDverfant with eafc, and idlcncffe,

Till I have fct a glory to this hand,

By giving it the worfhip of Revenge.

Ptm. Big. Our fouls Religioufly confirm thy words.

Enttr Hiihert.

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haftc, in feeking you,
Arthur Ao\!t\ live, the Kin" hath feat for you.

Sal. Oh heis bold, and bluOies not at death

:

Avant thou hatcfull villainc, get thee gone.
Hub. I am no villaine.

Sal. Mufti rob the Law.
Baft. Your fword is bright fir. put it up again.
Sal. Not till I (heath it in a muthcrcrs skin-

Hub. Stand back Lord Sidlfhurj, (land back I fay

By heaven, I think my fword's as (harp as yours.

1 would not have you ( Lord) forget your fclf

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence \

Lcaft I by marking ofyour rage, forget

Your Worth, yourGrcatncffe, and Nobility.

"Big. Out dunghill , dar'lithou brave a Nobleman /

Hub. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend

My innocent life againrt an Emperor.

Sal. ThfHi art a Mutiherer.

Hnb. Do not prove me fo ;

Yet 1 am none. Whofe tongue fo ere fpeaks falfe,

Not truly fpeaks : who fpeaks not iruly,Lies«

Pern. Cut him to pieces.

Baft. Keep the peace, I fay.

Sal. Standby, or I (hall gaul you Fanlctnbrtdgt.

"Baft. Thou wet *t better gaulthedivcl Sdisburj.

If thou but frown on me, or ftirre thy foot.

Or teach thy hafty fplecn to do me fhame,
He flrike thee dead. Put upthy fword bctime.

Or Ite fomaul you, and your tofling-Iron,

That you (hall think the divel is come from hell.

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned FoMUtnbridget

Second a Villaine, and a Murthcrer /

Hub. Lord Bigot, 1 am none.

Big. Who kill'd this Prince ?

Hub. *Tis n(K an hour fince 1 left him well -

I honour'd him, I lov'd him, and will weep
My dateof life out, for his fweet lives loffe.

Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eicJ,

For villany is not without fuch Rheume,
And he long traded in it, makes it feem

Like Rivers of remorfe and innocency.

Away with mc, all you whofe fouls abhorre

Th'unclcanly favour of a flaughter-houfc,

For I am flifled with this fmell of finne.

"B'g. Away toward 5«y, to the Dolphin thz:c

.

P. There tell the King,hc may enquire us ovt.Ex.Ltrdt.

Ba. Here's a good world : knew you of this fair woikf

Beyond the infinite and boundlclTc reach of mercy,

(If thou did(t this deed of death) art thou damn'd Httbtrt.

Hub. Do but hear me fir.

Baft. Ha ? lie tell thee what.

Thou'rc damn'd as black, nay nothing is fo black.

Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Lticifir»

There is not yet fo ugly a fiend of Hell

As thou (halt be, if thou didfl kill this child.

Hub. Upon my foul.

Bafi. It thou didft but confedt

To this mofl cruel A&. t do but defpaij.

And if thou wantl^ a Cord, the fmallcfl thrcd

That ever Spider twifled from her womb
Will ferve to ftrangle thee : A ru(h will be a beam
To hang thee on. Or wouldrt thou drown thy fclf|

Put but a little water in a fpoon.

And it (hall be as all the Ocean,
Enough to ftifle fuch a Villaine up.

I do fufpc£l thee very grievoufly.

Hub. If I in aft , confcnt, or finne of thought*

Be guilty of the Healing that fweet breath

Which was embounded in this beauteous clay.

Let hell want pains enotigh to lorcure me

:

I left him well.

Baft. Go bear him in thine armes

:

I am amaz'd me thinks, and lofe my way
Among the thorns, and dangers of this wocIcL

D d J How
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How eafic doft thou take all England up,

From forth this morfclof dead Royalty ?

The life, the right, and truth of all this Realm

Is fled to heaven : and EHglxad now isjeft

To tug and fcamble, and to part by th'teeth

The unowed intereft of .proud fwcUing State

:

Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majefty,

Doth dogged warrebriftle his angry creft.

And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace :

Now Powers from home, and difcontents at home

Meet in one line .- and vaft confufion waits

As doth a Raven on a Ikk-fallen heart.

The imminent decay of wrcfted pomp.

Now happy he, whofe cloak and center can

Hold out this tempeft. Bear away that child.

And follow me with fpced ; He to the King

:

Athoufand bufincfles are brief in hand.

And heaven it felf doch frown upon the Land. Exit.

ABus Qmrtm^ Sc^na Trima.

Enter King Joh», and Pa>}du/ph, attendA»ts.

K. John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand

The Circle of my glory.

Paud. Take again

From this my hand, as holding of the Pope

Your Soveraigne grcatnefle and authority.

John. Now keep your holy word, go meet the Frexch,

And from his holinelTe ufe all your power

To ftop their marches *fore we arcenfiatn'd ••

Our difconiented Counties do revolt

:

Our people quarrel with obedience.

Swearing Alieg^eance, and the love of foul

To flranger-blood, toforrain Royalty;

This inundation of miflempered humour,
Rcftsby you only tobequalified.

Then paufe not ; for the prcfent time's fo fick,

That prcfent med'cine mufl beminiftred.

Or overthrow incureabic enfucs.

Pa»d. It was my breath that blew this tempeft up.

Upon your ftubborn ufage of the Pope .•

But finceyou ^re a gentleconveniie.

My tongue fhall hufh again this ftorm of wirre.

And make fair weather in your bluflring Land :

On this Afcention day, remember well,

Upon your oath offerviceto the Pope,
Gol to maketheFrfw/>lay down their Arm?. Sxlt.

John. Is this Afcention day? did not the Prophet
Say, that before Afcention day at noon.
My Crown I {hould give off ? even fo I have

:

I did fuppofe it fhould be on conflraint,

But ('heav'n be thank'd^ it is but voluntary.

Enter Baftard.

Bajl. All Kent hath yielded .• nothingtberc holds out
But 'Doytr.CafiU .- London hath receiv'd

Likca kind Hoft, ihc Dolphimnd his powers.
Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone
To offer fervice to your enemy :

And wild amazement hurries up and down
The little number of doubtful friends.

John. Would not my Lords return tomq again
After they heardyoung jinhurwiSAluc ?

Baff. They found him dead, and cafl into iheftreets.

An empty Casket, where the Jewel of life

By fome damn'd hand was rob'd and tane away.

John. That villain Huhn told me he did live.

Bafi. So on my foul he did, for ought he knew

:

But wherefore do you droop ? why look you fad ?

Be great in A(ft, as you have been in Thought:

Let not the world fee fear and fad difttuft

Govern the motion of a kingly eye

:

Be flirring as the time, be fire with fire.

Threaten the threacner, and out-face the brow
Of bragging horror : So fhall inferior acs
That borrow their behaviours from the great,

Grow great by your example and put on
The dauntlefl'e fpirit of refolution.

Away, and glifterlikc the god of warrc

When heintendeth to become the field :

Shew boldnefle and afpiring confidence :

What, fhall they feek the Lyon in his dennc,

And fright him there ? and make him tremble there ?

Oh let it not befaid .• forrage, and run

To meet difpleafure farther from the doors,

And grapple with him ere become fonigh.

John. The Legac of the Pope hath been with me.
And I have made a happy peace with him.
And he hath promifd to difmifs the Powers
Led by the Dolphin.

"Bafi. Oh inglorious League :

Shall we upon thefootingofourLand,
Send fair-pl ay-orders, and makccomprimifc,
Infinuarion, parley, and bafe truce

To Arms Invafive ? Shall a beardlefle boy,

A cockred-filken wanton b:a\c our fields.

And flefli his fpirit in a warre-like foyle.

Mocking the ayr with colours idclyfpread,

And find no check ? Let us my Liege to Armes

:

I

Perchance the Cardinal cannor make your peace j

Orifhedo, let it at leaf} befaid

They faw we had a purpofe of defence.

John. Have thou the ordering of this prcfent time,
Bajf. Away then with good courage : y« I know

Our party may well meet a prouder foe.

Scanafecmda.

Enter {in Arms ) Dolphin , Sd'ubttrj^ MelloonejPmhoke,
Bigot

y Souldltrs.

Dol. My Lord Mcllomey let this be coppied our^

And keep it fafc for our remembrance

:

Return the prefidenc to thcfe Lords again,

That having our fair order written down,
Both they and we, perufing ore thefe notes
May know wherefore we took the Sacrament,
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable.

Sal. Upon our fides it never fhall be broken.
And noble Dolphlrsy albeit we fwear

A voluntary zeale, and an an-urg'd faith

To your proceedings: yet beleeve me Piince*
I am not glad that fuch a fore of time
Should feck a plaifter by contemn'd rcvolr.

And heal the inveterate Cankec ofone wound.

I
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By making many : Oh it grieves my foul,

That I muft draw this mcctle from my fide

To be a widdow-makcr : oh, and there

Where honourable refcuc, and defence

Cries out upon the maic oiSalifhury.

Bac fuch is the infcdlion of the time,

Tnat tor the health and Phyfick of onr right,

We cannot deal but with the very hand

Of ftern injurtice, and confufed wrong

:

And is't not pity, (oh my grieved friends)

That we, the fons and children of this IJle,

Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this.

Wherein we flep after a (hanger, march

Upon her gentle bofom, and fill up

Her enemies ranks ? I muft withdraw, and weep
Upon the fpot of this enforced caufe,

To Grace the Gentry of a Land remote.

And follow unacquainted colours here:

What here? O Nation that thou couldft remove.

That Nepitnes Armeswho clippeth thee about.

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thy fdf.

And cripple thee unto a Pagan fliore.

Where thefe two Chriflian Armies might combine

The bloud of malice, in a vein of league.

And not to fpend it fo un-neighborly.

'Dotph. A noble temper doft tbou fhew in this,

And great affcftionswraftlingin thy bofom
Doth make an Earthquake of Nobility :

Oh, what a Noble combatc haft fought

Between compulfion, and a brave refpcd^ .•

Let mc wipe off this honourable dew.
That filvcrly doth progreflc on thy checks:

My heart hath melted ac a Ladies lears,

Being an ordinary inundation

:

But this dfufion of Itich manly drops.

This fliowrc blown up by tempeft of the foul,

Startles naine eyes, and makes me morearaaz'd
Than had I feen the vaulcy top of Heaven.
Figur'd quite ore with burning Meteors.

*

Life up thy brow (renowned Salisbury)

And with a great heart heave away thisflormc

:

Commend thefe warrs to thofcbaby-cycs

That never faw the Gyant-world cnrag'd.

Nor met with Fortune, other than at feafts.

Full warm of blood,of mirth, of Goffipping.

Come, come, for thou (halt thruft thy hand as deep
Into the purl'e of rich profperity

As Lrw/zhimfelf ; fo fNobles) ihall you all,

That knit your finews tothcftrength of mine.
Enttr Pitndulpho.

And even there, methinks an Angel fpakc,
Look where the holy Lcgjt comes apace.
To give us warrant from the hand of heaven,
Anrd on our Anions fee the .name of riaht
With holy broach.

*^

Pan. Hiil noble Prince offr^ww:
The next is this : King foht bath reconcil'd
Himfelfro Romt, hisfpiritiscomein.
That fo flood out againft the Holy Cburcb,
The great Metropolis and Sea of Rome:
Therefore thy threatning colours now wind up,
And tame the favage fpiric of wild warte
That hkc a Lyon foftered up at hand, *

It may lie gently at the foot of peace
And be no further harmful than in (liew

1>olph. Your grace fhall pardon mc, 1 wUl not back .

3^}

j
I am too high-born to be propertied

To be a fccondary at control 1,

Or ufeful ferving-man, and inftrumcnc

To any Soveraign State throughout the world.

Your breath firft kindled the dead coal of warrcs,

Between this chaftiz'd kingdom and my felf.

And brought in matter that fhould feed this fire;

And now 'tis fane too huge to be blown out

With that fame weak wind which enkindled it

:

You taught mc how to know the face of right.

Acquainted mc with intcrcfl to this Land,
Yea, thruftihis cnterprize inio my heart,

And come ye now lo tell me Jchn hath made
His peace with ^owf ? what is that peace tome f

I (by the honour of my marrige bed)
After young Anhury claim this Land for mine.
And now it is half conquer'd, muft 1 back,

Becaufe that John hath made his peace with Romt ?

Am I ^ffwwdave ? what penny bath Rome\ioiTii

What men provided ? what munition fenc

To under-prop this Aftion ? Is't not I

That undcr-go this charge ? who elfc but I,

And fiich as to my claim are liable.

Sweat in this bufmeflc, and maintain this warrc ?

Have 1 not beard thefe JJlanden fhoutouc
yive U Roj, as I have bank "d their Towns?
Have I not here the beft Cards for the game
To wi'nne this eafie match, playd for a Crown/
And fhall I now give ore the yielded Set /
No, no, on my foul it never fliall bcfaid.

Pond. You look but ontheout-fideofthiswork.
Do/ph. Out-fidc, or in-fide, I will not return

Till my attempt fo much be glorified.

As to my ample hope was promifed.
Before I drew this gallant head of warre.
And cull'd thefe fiery fpirits from the world
To out-look Conqucft, and to winne renown
Even in the jaws of danger, and of death

:

What lufty Trumpet thus doth fummon us ?

Eftttr Baftard.

BaJ}. According to the fair-play of the world.
Let me have audience : I am fent to fpeak

:

My holy Lord of MillMe from the King
I come to learn how you have dealt for him

:

And, as you anfwer, I do know the fcopc
And warrant limited unto my tongue.

Pafta. The Dolphin is too wilful oppofite
And will not temporize with my entreaties

:

He flatly fayes, hc'l not lay down his Arms.
^'/f- By all the blood that ever fury breath'd,

Theyouth fays well. Now hear our S^zlifi Kine,
For thus his Royalty doth fpeak in me

:

He 1$ prepar'd, and reafon too he fliould.
This apifhand unmannerly approach.
This harnefs'd Maske, and unadvifed Revel/,
This unheard fawcinelfe and boyifli Troops,
The King doth fmile at, and is well prepar'd
To whip this dwarfifh warre, this Pigmy Armcs
From out the circle of his Territories.
That hand which had the Hrengrh, even at your door.
To cudgel you, and make you take the batch.
To dive like Buckets in concealed Wells
To crowch in litter of your flable planks

*

To lye like pawns, lock'd up in Cherts and Trunks,To hug with fwine, to feck fwcct faf?cy out
In vaiUts and prifons, and to thrUl and ftiakc,

!ven|
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Even acthe cryingof your Nations crow,

Thinking this voice an armed £»g/«/» man.

1 Shall ihac viaorious hand be feebled here,

That in your chambers gave you phaftifement ?

No :know the gallant Monarch ism Armes,

And like an Eagle, o're his aycry towres,

To fowflc annoyance that comes neere his Ncu j

And you degenerate, you ingrate Revolts,

You bloody A7*ro'j, ripping up the womb

Of your dear Mocher-£«|/W : bluOi for flume

:

For your own Ladies, and pale-vif*g d Maids

UVtJmax^ns, come tfipping after drummcsi

Their thimbles inro armed Gantlets change.

Their Needles to Lances, and their gentle hearts

To fierce and bloody inclination.
.

Dol. There end thy brave, and turne thy face m peace,

We grant thou canft out-fcold us : fare thee well.

We hold our time too precious to be fpcnt

Wiihfuchabrabler.

P*>. Give me leave to fpeake.

Bttfi. No, Iwillfpeak.

Doi. We will attend to neither:

Strike up the drummes, and lee the tongue of warre,

Plead for our intereft, and our being here.

Sajf. Indeeed your Drums being bcaten,will cry out 9

Andfofhallyou, being bearen : dobutftart

An cccho with the clamour of thy drumme,^

And even at hand, a drumme is ready brac'd.

That fliall reverbrateall, as loud as thine.

Sound but another, and another fhall

(As loud as thinc^ rattle the Welkins ear,

And mock the decp-mouth'd Thunder ; for at hand

(Not trufting to this halting Legat here

Whom he hath uf'd rather for fport than need)

Is warlike John : and in his forehead firs

A bare-rib'd death, whofe office is this day

To fcaft upon whole thoufands of the French.^

Dol. Strike up our drtimmes, to find this danger out.

Baji. And thou (halt find it CDolfhln) do not doubt.

Exeunt,

Scana Quarta.

Scand Inertia.

tSUruifts, Enter John, and Hubert*

fohn. How goes the day with us ? oh tell me Hnbtrt,

Hub. Badly I fear ; how fares your Majcfly ?

John, This FeaVcr that hath troubled me fo long.

Lyes heavy on me : oh, my heat t is fick.

Enter a Mejftnger.

Mef. My Lord: your valiant kinfman Fd«/c<wM'<i^?,

Defires your Majefty to leave the field,

And fend him word by me, which way you goe.

John. Tell him toward 5B'/»/?(f^, to the Abby there.

'. Mef. Be ofgood comfort: for the great fupply.

That was expefted by the Dolphin here,

A re wrack'd three nights agoe on Goodwin fands.

This news was broughc.to Richdrdbuittca now.

The French fighz coldly, and retire themfelvcs.

John, Aye me, this tyrant Feaver burns me up,

And will not let me welcome this good news.

Sec on tov/udSwinffed : to my Litter ftraight,

WciknefTe poffcffeth me, and I am faint. Exeum.

Enter Salisbury, Pembroke, a»dB,m.
_

Sal, I did not think the King fo fior'd With friends,

fem. Up once again: put fpiric in the French^

Iftheymifcarry, wemifcarryioo.

I Sal. That misbegotten Divel Fatiicor.brid£et

In fpight of fpighr, alone upholds the day.

Pern. They fay King John fore fick hath left the field.

Enter Meloon wounded,

Mel. Lead me to the Revolts of Englandh(tK.

Sal, When we were happy, we had other name?.

Pern. It is the Count Meloone.

Sal, Wounded to death.

Mel. Fly Noble Engit^^ you are bought and fold,

Unthred the rude eye of rebellion,

And welcome home again difcarded faith,

Seek out King ^aAw, and fall before his feet .*

For ifthe French be Lords of this loud day.

He means to recompence the pains you take,

By cutting off your reads : Thus hath he fworn.

And I wirhhim, and many moe with me,

Upon the Alur uSi, Edmcndsburyy

Even on that Altar, where we fwore to you,

Deere amity, and everlafling love.

Sal. May this be poffible ? May this be true t

Mtl. Have I not hideous death within my view,

Retaining but a quantity of life,

Which bleeds away, even as a formofwaxe

Refolveth from his figure 'gainft the fire ?

What in the world (hould make me now dccelvCi

Since I muft lofe the ufe of all deceit ?

Why (hould I thenbefalfe, finceitistrue

That I muft die here, and live hence, by truth?

Ifayagaine, if LewU do winner he day,

He is forfworn, if ere thofe eies of yours

Behold another day break in the Eafi

:

But even this night, whofe black contagious breath

Already fmoaks about the burning Creft

Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunne,

Even this ill night, your breathing fhall expire,

Paying rhe fine of rated Treachery,

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives :

If Lewis, byyourafTiftancewinrheday.

Commend me to one Hubert^ with your King j

The love of him, and this refpeft befides

(For that my Grandfire was an Engli{hr»an)

Awakes my Confcience, to confefle all this.

In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence

From forth the noife and rumour of the field

;

Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts

\ In peace : and part this body and my foul

With contemplation, and devout defires.

Sal. We dobeleeve thee, and befhrew my foul.

But I do love the favour, and the form
Of this moft fair occafion, by the which

We will untread the fleps of damned flight,

And like a bated and retired flood.

Leaving our rankneffe, and irregular cotirfe.

Stoop low within thofebounds we have o're-look'd,

And calmely run on in obedience.

Even to our Ocean, ro our great King John,
My arme (hall give thee help to bear thee hence,

Fo:
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For I do fee che cruel pangs of death

Right in thine eye. Away, my friends, new flight,

And hjppy newncCfe that intends old right Exeunt.

Selena Quinta.

II

Stter Dolphin and his Train.

Dal. The Sun of heavcD(rae thought) was loath to fct;

But ftiid, and made the Wcftern Welkin blufli.

When Englifi mcafure backward their own ground

In flint rciire : Oh bravely came we off,

When with a Volley of our needielTcfhot,

After fuch bloody coylc, wc bid good night,

And woon'd our toct'ring colours clearly up,

Laft in the field, andalmoft Lords ofit.

Enter a Meftiger.

Mef. Where is my Prince the Dolphin f

Dolt Here, what news ?

Mef. The Count /Wc/^oew is flain : The Engiifh Lords

By his perfwafion are at length falln oft.

And your fupply which you have wifti'd fo long,

Are caft away, and funk on (Jw^h»/» Sands.

Dol. Ab foul fhrew'd news. Be(hrew thy very heart

:

I did not think tobefofad to nighr

As this hath made me. Who was he that faid

King John did fly an hout or two before

The ftumbling night did part our weary powers ?

Mef. Who ever fpoke it, it is true my Lord,

Dot. Well : keep good quarter.and good care to night,

The day fhall not be up fo foon as I,

To try the fair adventure of to morrow. Exeunt.

Scana Sexta,

Enter Biiflard and Hnhtrt feverally.

Hnb, Whofe there ? Speak hoa, fpeak quicl^Iy, or I

flioot.

Bafl. A friend. What art thou ?

Hub. Of the part of England.

Baft. Whither dofithougoe.'

Hub. What's that to thee ?

Why may not I demand of thine affairs.

As well as thou of mine?

Bafi. Hubert, I think.

Hult. Thou haft a pcrfcft thought

:

I will upon all hazzards well beieeve
Thou art my friend, that know'a my toiieue fo well

:

Who art thou ?

Bafl. Who thou wilt : and ifthou pleafe
Thou main bc-friend me fo much, as to think
I come one way of the PUmagenets.

Hub. Unkind remembrance: thou, and endlcfle night.
Have done me fliame

: brave Souldier, pardon me.
That any accent breaking from thy tongue.
Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine ear.

Ba/l. Come, come: fins complement, What newes
abroad ?

H.b. Why here walk I, in the black brow of night,
Tohndyououc.

Bap. Brief then : and what's the news }

Hub. O my fwcct Sir, news fitting to ihenigbti

Black, fcarfulljComfortlcflc, and horrible.

Bafl. Shew mc thevery wound of this ill news,

I am no woman, lie not fwound at it.

Hub. The King I fear is poyfon'd by a Monk,

I left him almofl fpeechleffc, and broke out

To acquaint you wiih this evil that you might

The beiter armc you to the fodain time,

Than if you had at Icifure known of this.

Srf/?. How did he take it > Who did taftetohim?

Hnb. A Monk 1 tell you, a lefolved Villainc

Whofe bowels fuddcnly burft out : The King

Yet fpeaks, and pctadvcniure may recover.

Bafl. Who didft thou leave to rend his Majefly?

Hub. Why know you not? the Lords are all come

back.

And brought Prince Henry in their company.

At whofe requcH ihe King hath pardon 'd theffli

And they ate all about his Majefty.

Bafl. With-hold ihine indignation, mighty heaven,

And tempt us not to bear above our power.

He tell thee Hubert^ halfc my power this night

Paflingthcfe Flats, arc taken by the Tide,

Thefc Lineeln-vt»(he^ have devoured them.

My felf, well mounted, havcefcap'd.

Away before • Conduft me to the King,

I doubt he will be dead, or ere I come. Exeunt.

Sci^na Sept'ma,

Enter Prince Henry , Salisbury, and Bigot,

Hen. It is too late, the life of all his blood
Is touc h'd corruptibly: and his pure brain

(Which fome fuppofe the fouls frail dwelling houfe)
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes,
Foretell the ending of mortahty.

Enter 'Pembroke.

Pern. His Highnefle yet doth fpeak, and holds belief,
That being brought into the open aire,

It would allay the burning quality

Of that fell poyfon which affayleth him.
Hen. Let him be brought into the Orchard here

;

Doth he ftill rage?

Pem. He is more patient

Than when you left him ; even now he fung.
Hen. Oh vanity of fickneffe, fierce extream«

In their continuance, will not feele themfelves.
Death having prey'd upon the outward parts
Leaves them invisible, and her ftegeis now
Againft the wind, the which he pricks and woundj
With many legions of ftrangefantafies,

Which in their throng and piefle to that lafl hold,
Confound themfelves. 'Tis ftrange that death (houldfing:
I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan.
Whochaunts a doleful hymne to his own death.
And from the Organ-pipe of frailty fines

His foul and body the»r lalhng rdK
Sal. Be of good comfort ( Princej for you are born

To fee a forme upon that indigeft

Which he hath left fo (liapcleffe, and fo rude.

John brought in.

John. I marry now my foul b ith elbow-room,

It
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It would not ouc ac windows, nor at doors,

There is fo hot a Summer in my bofom,

That all my bowels crumble up to duft

:

I am a fcriblcd forme drawn with a pen.

Upon a Parchment, and againft this fire

Doe I fKrink up.

Hen- How fares your Majeftie ?

John. Poyfon'd, ill fare : dead, forfoolc. caft off,

And none ofyou will bid the Winrer come

To chruft his icie fingers in my maw i

Nor lermy Kingdomes Rivers take their courfe

Through ray burn'd bofom : norinircat,the North

To make his bleak winds kifTe my parched lips,

And comfort me with cold. I do not askc you much,

I beg cold comfort : and you are fo flraight

And fo ingrateful, you deny me thar.

Hen. Oh that there were fome vertue in my tears,

That might relieve you.

John. The fait of them is hot.

Wuhin me is a hell, and there the poyfon

Is, as a fiendjconfin'd ro tyrannize,

On unrepreeveable condemned blood.

Emei' Baftard.

Baft. Oh, I am fcaldcd with my violent motion

And fplccn of fpeed to fee your Majcffie.

John. Oh Cozen, thou art come to fet mine eye

:

The tackle of my heart, is crackt and burnt.

And all the fhrowds wherewith my life fhould faile.

Are turned to one tbred, one little hair

:

My heart hath one poor firing to dvf'n by.

Which holds but till thy news be uttered.

And then all this thou feePt, is but a clod.

And module of confounded Royalty.

Bafi. The 'Dolphin is preparing hithtrward.

Where heaven he knows how we fhail anfwcr him.

For in a night the beft part of my power.

As I upon advantage did remove,

Were in the Wafhes all unwarily,

Devoured by the unexpefted flood.

Sal. You breath thefe dead news m as dead an ear

My Liege, my Lord .• but now a King, now thus.

Hen. Even fo muft I run on, and even fo f^op.

What furety of the world, what hope, what ftay.

When this was now a King, and now is Clay ?

Bafi. Art thou gone fo ? I do but ftay behind

To do the office for thee, of revenge,

And then my fouKhall wait on thee to Heaven,

As it on earth hath been thy fervant ftill.

Now, now you Stars, that move in your right Spheres,

Where be your powers ? Shew now your mended faiths.

And inflantly return with me again,

To pu(h denruftion, and perpetual fhame

Out of the weak door of our fainting Land.-

Straight let us feek, orAraight we (hall be fought,

The Delfhin rages at our very heels.

Sal. It fcem5 you know not then fo much as we.
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at refl.

Who half an hour fincecame from the Doffhin,

And brings from him fuch offers of out peace.

As we with honour and refpe(5^ may take,

With purpofe prefently to leave this warrc.

"Baft. He will the rather do ir, when he fees

Our fclves well fincw'd to our defence .

Sal. Nay, 'tis in a manner done already,

For many carriages he hath difpatch'd

To the Sea-fide, and put his caufe and quarrel

To the difpofing of the Cardinal,

With whom your fclf, my felf, and other Lords,
If you think meet, this afternoon will \poh

To confummate this bufineflc happily.

Ba(f. Let it be fo, and you my Noble Prince,
With other Princes that may beft be fpar'd.

Shall wait upon your Fathers funeral.

HcH. At fVorctfter muft his body be interr'd,

For fo he will'd ir.

B<ift. Thither ftiall it then.

And happily may your fwect felfput on
The lineal ftate, and glory of the Land,
To whom with all fubmiffion on my knee,
I do bequeath my faithful fervices

And true fubjeiS^ion everlaftingiy.

Sal. And thelike render of our love we make
To reft without a fpot for evermore.

Hen. I have a kind foul that would give thank?,
And knows not how to do it but with tears.

Bait. Oh let us nay the time : but needful woe,
Since it hath been before hand with our griefs.

This England never did, nor never flial!

Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror,
But when it firft did help to wound it felf.

Now, tiiefe her Princes are come home again.

Come the three Corners of the world io Armej,
And we (hall fliock them : Nought fliall make usrae,

'if England to it fclf,do reft but true. Exeunt,

FIJ^IS.
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The Life and Death of King Richard
the Second.

oJfEius Tnmus^ Saena Trima,

Emir King Richard, John ofGant, with other Nobtts

and Attendants t

Ki»l Richard.

Ld John of Gaitntt time-honoured Lancafitrf

Haft thou according to thy oath and band,

Broughc hither Heur^ Herford thy bold fon :

Hcte to makegood the boifterous late appeal,

Which then our leafure would not let us hear,

Agatnft the Duke oiNorfolkj Thomas Moitbray ?

Gaunt- I have n:iy Liege.

King. Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him,

If he appeal the Duke on ancient malice.

Or worthily as a good Subje(ft ftiould.

On fomc known ground of treachery in him.

Gaum. As neer as I could fife him on that argumcnr.

On fome apparent danger feen in him

,

Aym'd at your Highnefle, no inveterate malice.

Kif^g. Then call them to our prcfencc face to face.

And frowning brow to brow, our felvcs will hear

Th'accufer, and the accufed freely fpeak
;

High ftomack'd are they both, and full of ire.

Inragc, deafasthe fea; haftyasfire.

"Enter BuKinghrookf and Mowbray.

'Bull. Mjny years of happy daies befall

My gracious Soveraign, my moft loving Liege.

Mow. Each day ftill better others happincfle.

Until the heavens envying earths good hap,

Adde an immortal Title to your Crown.

King. We thank you both, yet one but flatters us,

As well appeareth by thecaufe you come.

Namely to appeal each other of high Trcafon.

Coufin of Hereford what doft thou objeft

Againft the Duke of NorfelkfyThomas Mowhay f

Bull. Firft, heaven be the record to my fpecch.

In the devotion of a Subjeds love,

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince,

And free from other mif-begotren hate.

Come I appealant to this Princely prcfcnce.

Now Thomas Movfbray do I turn to thee,

And mark my greeting well : for what I fpeak.

My body fhall makegood upon this earth.

Or my Divine foul anfwer it in heaven.

Thou arr a Traitor and a mifcreant

;

Too good to be fo, and too bad to liv^
Since the more fair and Criftall is the skie.

The uglier feem the clouds ihat in it flye:

Once more, the more to aggravate the note.

With a foulc Traitors name ftufFe I thy throat.

And wifti (fo pleafe my Sovetaigne) ere I move, (prove.

What my tongue (peaks, my right drawn fwordmay
Mow. Let not my cool words here accufe my zcale :

Tis not the Tryal of a womans warre,

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues.

Can atbitrate this caufc betwixt us twain :

The blood it hoc that moft be cool'd for this.

Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaft.

As to bchuftir, and nought at all to fay.

Firft the fair reverence of your Highnefle curbs me.
From giving reins and fpurrs to my free fpetxh,

Which clfe would poft, untill it had rcturn'd

Thefe termcs of trcafon, doubly down his throat,

Setting afide his high bloods royalty.

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege,
I do dcfie him, and I fpit at him.
Call him a flanderous Coward, and a VillaiftC t

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds.
And meet him, were I tide to run afoot.

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpcs,
Or any other ground inhabitable.

Where ever Englifhrnaa durft fet his foot.

Mean time, let this defend my loyalty.

By all my hopes moft falfly doth he lie.

Bull. Pale trembling Coward, there Iihrov/mygJijc,

Difclaiming here the kindred of a King,
And lay afide my high bloods Royalty,

Which fear, not reverence makes thee to except.

If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength.

As torakeup mine honours pawn, then Ooop.
By that, and all the rights of Knighthood elfe,

Will I make good againft thee arme to arme.

What I hive fpokcn, or thou canft devife.

Mow. I Cake it up, and by that fword I fwear.

Which gently laid my Knighthood on my ftioulder.

He anfwer thee in any fair degree.

Or Chivalrous defigneof Knightly tryall

:

And when I mount, alive may I not Hghr,

If I be Traitor, or unjuftly fight.

King. What doth our Cofin lay to Mtwhrajts charge?

It muff be great that can inherit us.

So much as of a thought of ill in him.

'Butt. Look what I faid, my life ftiall prove it true.

That Mowbray hath rcceiv'd eight ihoufand Nobles,

To
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Innatneoflendings for your Highneffe Souldiers,

The which he hath decain'd for lewd imploytnencs.

Like 1 fjlfecrauor and injurious Villain,

BefKles 1 fay, and will in baccail prove,

Or here, or elfewherc to thefurtheft Verge

That ever was (urveyUby Eng/i(h eye,

That all thcTreafons for ihefe eighteen years

Complotred and contrived in this Land,

Ferchi from falfc Mopobraj their firfi head and fpring.

Farther 1 fay, and further will maintain

Upon his bad life, to make all this good,

That he did plot the Duke of (j/o«/fm death,

Suggeft his foon beleeving adverfaries,

And confequently like a traitor Coward,

Sluc'd out his innocent foul through ftreams of blood

Which blood,like facrificing Abels cries,

('Evenfrom ihe tongueleffc Caverns of the earth)

To me for juflice, and rough chafiifcment :

And by the glorious worth of my defcent,

This arm fhall doit, or this lifebe fpent.

King. How high i. pitch his refoiution foars

;

Thomas of Norfolke^ what faift thou to this ?

Mow. Oh lee my Soveraign turn away his face.

And bid his ears a little while be deaf.

Till I hav? told this flander of his blood ,

How God and good men hate fo foul a Iyer.

K'i>ig. Mowbraj^ impartial are our eies and ears,

Were he my brother, nay, our Kingdoms heir,

As he is but my fathers brothers fon ;

Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow.

Such neighbour-neernefle to our facred blood.

Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize

The unftooping firmneffe of my upright foul.

He is our fubjed {Mowbray) fo art thou,

Free fpeech and fearleffe, I to thee allow.

Mofv. Then BuUingbrooke as low as to thy heart.

Through the falfe pafl'age of thy throat $ thou licft

:

Three parrs of rhat receipt I had for Calllcey

Disburft I to his Highneffe Souldiers

;

The other part rcfcrv'd I by cOnfent>

For that my Soveraign Liege was in my debr.

Upon remainder of a deer account.

Since laft I went to France to fetch his Queen

:

Now fwallow down that lye. For Glonfltrs death,
I flew him not; but Ceo mine own difgrace^
Negleited my fworn duty in that cafe

:

For you my noble Lord of lAuca^cry
The honorable father to my foe.

Once I did lay an ambufli for your life,

A trefpaffethat doth vex my grieved foul

:

But ere T lafl rccciv'd the Sacrament,
I didconfeffe it, and exaftiy begg'd
Your Graces pardon, and I hope I had if.

This is my fault .• asfor the reflappeal'd.
It iffues from thcrancorof aVillaine,
A rccreani and moft degenerate traitor,

Which in my felf I boldly will defend,
And ihterchangeablyhurle down my gage.
Upon this overweening traitors foot.
To prove my felf a loyal Gentleman,
Even in the bcft bloudchamber'd in his bofom.
In hafte whereof moft heartily I pray
Your Highnefle to afTigne our tryal day.

Klfg. Wrath kindled Gentlemen be rul'dbv me-
Let spurge thischoller without letting blood "

*

This we prefcribe, though no Phyfuian.

Deep malice makes too deep incifien.

Forger, forgive, conclude and be agreed.

Our Doftors fay, this is no time to bleed.

Good Uncle, let this end where it begun,

We'l calme the Duke of Norfolke^ you your fon.

Gaunt, To be a make-peace fhall become my age,

Throw down fmy fon) the Duke of Norfoll(s gigc.

King. And Norfelk^ihiow down his.

Caant. When Harry when ? Obedience bids,

Obedience bids, I fhould not bid agen.

King. Norfolktf throw down, we bid j there is n9
boot.

Mew. My felf I throw fdread Soveraign) at thy foot.

Mylifechou fhalt command, but not my fhame,
Theonemy duty owes, butmyfairname
Defpightof death that lives upon my grave

To dark difhonoOrs ufe, thou fhalt not have.

1 am difgrac'd, impeach'd, and bafFel'd here,

Pierc'dtotbefoul, with flanders venom 'd fpcar:

The which no balme can cure, but his heart blood
Which breath'd thispoyfon.

King. Rage muft be withrtood :

Give me his gage : Lyons make Leopards tame.
MoTftSt.1^ but not change his fpots:take but my fname,

Andlrefignemygagc. My deer, deer Lord,
The pureft treafure mortal times afford,

Is fpotlelfc reputation .• that away.

Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay.

A Jewell in a ten-times barr'd up Chcft,

Is a bold fpirit in a loyal brcff.

Mine honour is my life} both grow in one :

Take honour from me, and my life is done.
Then ^deer my Liege^ mine honour let me try,

In that I live ; and for that will I dye.

King. Cofin, throw down your gage.
Doc you begin.

Bui. Oh heaven defend my foul from fuch foul fin.

Shall I fcem Creft-fain in my fathers fight,

Or with pale beggar'd fear impeach my hight
Before this out-dar'd daflard ? Ete my tongue,
Shall wound mine honour with fuch feeble wrong.
Or found fo bafe a parle .• my teeth Oiall tear
ThcflaviHi motive of recanting fear,

And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace.

Where fhamc doth harbour, even in Morvbrays face.

„. ...
, ^ ,

Exit Gaunt.
King. We were not born to fue, but ro command,

Which fince we cannot doe lo make you friends
Be ready, (as your lives ftiall anfwer it^

*

At Ceventree^ upon Saint Lamberts di^ ;

There fhall your fwords and Lances arbitrate
The fwclling difference of your fetled hate

:

Siilce wecahnotattoneyou, youfliallfce*
Jufticedcfigne the Vigors Chivalry.
Lord Marfhal command cur Officers at Arm?
Be ready to dircftthefe home Alarmei. ' £xeuHt

\

Saena Secunda,

Enter Count, oisdDmhjfeofGloufier.

DrSfmtJi?'*-
'^' P"^ ^ ^'^ '° ^^''fl'" blood,Dotn more fohcite me than your exclaims.

To ftirre agamft the Butchers of his life.

But
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Buc fince correftion lycth in thofc hands

Which made the fault chit wc cannot corrcft

Put we our quarrell to the will of Heaven,

Who when they fee the hours ripe on earth,

Will rain hoc vengeance on offenders heads.

Dui. Findcs brotherhood in thee no (Karper fpurrc ?

Hjth love in thy old blood no living fire ?

£dwi*rds fcvcn Tons (whereof thy fcif art one^

Were as fcvcn Vialls of his facrcd blood.

Or fcvcn fair branches fpringing from one root

:

Some of thofe fcven are dri'd by natures couifc,

Some of thofc branches by the dcftinies cut

:

But ThetfMj, ray deer Lord, my life, my Gloflcr;

One Viill full of Edw*rds Sacred blood.

One flourifhing branch of his moft Royal root

Iscrack'd, and all the precious liquor fpilt

;

Ishackt down, and his Summer leaves allvadcd

By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe.

Ah gaunt} His blood was thine, that bed, that womb,
That mettle, that felf-mould thatfafhion'd thee,

Made him a man .• and though thou liv'ft and brcath'ft

;

Yet art thou fliin in him : thou doft confenc

In fome large meafurc to thy Fathers death.

In that thou fceft thy wretched brother die»

Who was the model! of thy Fathers life.

Call it not patience CC7/w«f^ itisdefpair,

Infuffetingthusthy brother to be flaughtet'd.

Thou fliew ft the naked pathway to thy life.

Teaching flern murcher how to butcher thee :

That which in mean men, we intitic patience
Is pale cold cowardefle in noble brcrfs .-

What fliall I fay, tofafegard thineownlife,
The beft way is to vcnge my GUflers death.

Gaunt. Heavens is the quarrell : for heavens fubfticute,
His Deputy a-nointed m his fight.

Hath caus'd his death, the which if wrongfully
Let heaven revenge : for I may never life

An angry arme againft his Minifler.

Dat. Where then (alas; may I complain my fcIf?
Gann. To heaven, the widows Champion to defence.
But. Why then I will .- farewell old Ctmnt.

Thou go 'ft to Covemrey, there to behold
Our Coufin Hereford, and fell M»j,tray fight .-

fit my Husbands wrongs on Hcrefords fpcar,
That It may enter butcher MowbrMjes breft ;

Or if misfortune mifs the firft carreer,
Be Momhrajet fins fo heavy in his bofom.
That they msy break his foaming Courfcrs back,
And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts,
A Cayciffe recreant to my Coufin Hereford!
Farewell old Gam^t, thy fomtimes brothers wife
With her companion Grief, muft end her life.

GafMt. Sifter farewell : I muft toCw«r«
As much good ftay with thee, as go with me.

Dnt. Yet one word morc.Gricfboundeth where it fals.
Not with the empty hollowneffe but weight •

1 rake my 1 eavc, before I have begun

,

For forrow ends nor : when it feemeth done.
Commend me to my Brother Sdipard Ttrk-
Loe, this IS all : nay yet depart not fo,
I hough this be all , do not fo quickly go
I ftiall remember more. Bid him. Oh, what ?

With all good fpeed at PUfhie vifit me.
Alack, and what (hall good old T^k^ iherc fee
Hut empty lodgings, and unfurnilVd walls.
Un-pcopl d Offices, untroden fioncs »

jAnd what hear there for welcome, but my groans f
I Therefore commend me, let him not come there,

I To feck out forrow that dwels every where;
Dcfolite, defolatewilll hence, and dye.

The laft leave of thee,cakes my weeping eye. Exen»t.

Saena Tertia.

Enter Mxrfhat and AHtnerlt.

Mar. My L. AumtiU, IS Harry HereftrdilVTid ?

Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in.

Mar. The Duke of ;\/i>r/(>/;^, (prightful and bold.

Stays but the fummons of the appeahnts Trumpet.
Am. Why then the Champions are prcpar'd,and ftay

For nothing but his Majefties approach, FUHrijh:

Enter Kinl,Gau»t, Bu/hy, 'Bagot,GreeHy&
others : Then Afawbray in Ar-

mor, and Harrtld.

Rich. Marfhal, demand of yonder Champion
Theciufcofhis arrival here in Armes,
Aske him his name, and orderly proceed

To fwear him in the juftice of his caufe.

Mar. In Gods N>me,and the Kings, fay who tbou JK?
And why thoQCom'ft, thus Knightly clad in Armes f
Againft what man thou com*ft, and what's thy quarrell,

Spcik truly on thy Knighthood, and thine oath.

As fo defend thee heaven, and thy valour.

Mom. My mme is Tlxf.Moirhaj, Duke of /Vorfc/i^,

Who hither come engaged by my oath,

(Which heaven defend a Knight fhould violate^

Both to defend my loyalty and truth.

To God, my King, and his fuccccding iffue,

Againft theDukeof Hereford, that appeals me :

And by the Grace of God and this mine Arme,
To prove him (in defending ofmy felQ
A Traitor co my God, my King, and mc;
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven.

Tucl^et. Enter Hereford, and Harold.
Rich. Marftial: Aske yonder Knight in ArmcS,

Both who he is, and why he comcth hither

,

Thus placed in habiliments of warre :

And formally according to our Law
Depofehimin the juftice of his caufe.
M4r. What is thy name,& wherefore com'ft thou hither

Before King ^;c/j/»r</in his Royal Lifts?
Againft whom com'ft thou ? and what's thy quarel ?
Speak like a true Knight, fo defend thee heaven.

Bull. Harrj of Hereford, Lancafier, and Derby.
Am I, Who ready here do ftand in Arms,
To prove by heavens grace, and my bodies valour,
In Lifts, on Thomai Mowbray Duke of Nerfolb.
That he's a Traitor foul and dangerous.
To God of heaven, ^xniRUhard, and'tome
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven. *

Mar. On pain ofdeath, no pcrfon be fo bold.
Or daring hardy as to touch the Lifts,

Except the Marl>ia!, and fuchotticcr's

Appointed to direa thefefair defigncs.
Bnll. Lord Marftial, IctmekifTem'y Sovcralgnshand.

And bow my knee before his Majefty

:

For Mawbraj and my felf arc like two men
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, '
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Then let us take a ceremonious leive
_

And loving firewell of our feveral friends. ^

Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnefle

And craves to kifle your hand, and cake his leave.

Rich, We will defcend, and fold hitn in our arms.

Coufin of Hereford as thy caufe is juft,

So be thy fortune in this Royal fight

:

Farewell,my blood, which if to day thou (Vied,

Lamenr me may, but not revenge thee dead.

BitUj Oh letnonobleeyeprophanea tear

For me. if I be gor*d with Movbrajcs fpear

:

As confident, as is the Fauicons flight

Againf^ a bird, <lo I with Mowhray fight.

My loving Lord, I take my leave of you,

Of you (my noble Cofin) Lord AumerU ;

Not fick, although I have to do with death,

But lufiy, young, and cheerly drawing breath.

Loe, as at E^gli^ Feafts, fo I rcgreet

Thedaidticfi laft, to make the end moftfwcer.

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood,

Whofe youthful fpirit in me tegenerate,

Doth with a two-fold vigor lift me up

To reach at victory above my head,

Adde proof unto mine Armour with thy Prayers,

And with thy bleffings fleel my Lances point,

That it may enter Mowhrajs waxeacoat,

Andfutnifhnew the name of fohnaGdHnt

Even in the luOy haviour of his fonne.

Gaunt. Heaven in thy good caufe make thee profp'rous

Be fwift like lightning in the execution.

And let thy blows doubly redoubled,

Falllikeamazmg thunder on the Caske

Of thy smaz'd pernicious enemy,

Rouzeup thy youthful Blood, be valiant, and live.

BulU Mine innocence, indSu Gecrge to thrive.

Morv. How ever heaven or fortune caft my lor,

There lives, or dies, true to King /irVW^; Throne,

A loyal, juft, and upright Gentleman;

Never did Captain with a freer heart

Caft off his chains of bondage, and embrace

His golden uncontroul'd enfranchifement,

More than my dancmg foul doth celebrate

This Feaft of Battle, with mineadyerfary.

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peers,

Take fcom my mouth, the wirtiof happy ycers.

As gentle, and as jocond, as to jeft,

Go I to fight: Truth, hath a quiet breft.

Rich. Farewell my Lord, fecureiy I efpy

Vertue with valour, couched in thine eye .•

Order the trial Marshal, and begin.

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and Derhjf,

Receive thy Launce, and Heaven defend thy right.

Bull. Strong as a Tower in hope, I cry Amen.

Mar. Go bear ihvs Launce lo Thomas DuVeo( Norfolk.

1 . Harry of Hereford., Lancafler and Derby.,

Stands herefor God, his Soveraign, and himfelf,

On pain to be found falfe and recreant.

To prove the Duke of Norfo/k^., Thomas Morohrayt

A Traitor to his God, his King.andhim,

And dares him to fet forward rot he fight.

2. fTar.Hereftandeth Thomas Mottbraj Duke oi Notfolk_

On pain to be found falfe and recreant.

Both to defend himfelf, and to approve

Henry o( Hereford, Lancajler^ and Derby^

To God, his Soveraign, and lo him dilloyal ;

Couragioufly, and with a free defire.

Attending but the fignall to begin. A chargefomdcd-

Mar. Sound trumpets, and fet forward Combatants /

Stay, the King hath thrown his Warder down.

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets, and their Spears,

And both return back to their Chairs again :

Withdraw with us, and let the Trumpets found.

While we return thefe Dukes what wedecrce.

Along F/iurifh.

Draw neer and lift

What with our Councelwe have done.

For that our Kingdoms earth (Vitxild not befoyld

With that deer blood which it hath foftered,

And foroureicj do hate the direafpeft

Of civil wounds plough'd up with neighbours fwoids,

Which forouz'd up withboifterousuniun'd Drums,
With harfh refounding Trumpets dreadful bray.

And grating fticck of wrathful iron Arms,
Might from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace,

Andmakeus Wade even in our kindreds blood :

Therefore, webanifti youour Territories.

You Coufin //erc/orJ, upon pain of dc^th.

Till twice five Summers have enrich'd our fields,

Shall not regrcet our fair dominions,

But iread the ftranger paths of banilhmenr.

BhU. Your will be done .• This muft my comfort be,

That Sun that warms you here, (hall fhineon me.-

And thofe his golden beams to you here lent,

Shall point on me, and gild my banifhment.

Rich. Norfolk^: for thee remains a heavier doom,
Which I with fomeunwillingneffe pronounce.

The flye flow hours ftiall not determinate .

Thedatelefle limit of thy deer exile;

The hopeleffe word, of never to return,

Breathe I againft thee, tjpon pain of life.

Morv. A heavy fentence, my moft Soveraign Liege,

And all unlook'dfor from your Highnefle mouth.*

A deerer merit, tjot fo deep a maimc.

As to be caft forth in the common air

Have 1 deferved at yourHighnefle hands.

The language I have learn'd thefe forty years

(My native EngHfh) now I muft forgo,

And now my tongues ufe is to me no more,

Thananunftringed Violl, or a Harp,

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas'd up,

Or being open, put into his hands

That knows no touch to tune the harmony.

Within my mouth you have engoal'd my tongue.

Doubly percullift with my teeth and lips.

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance.

Is made my Coaler to attend on nae

:

I am too old to fawn upon a Nurfe,

Toofarreinyearsto be a pupil now:
What is thy fentence then, but fpeechleflc death.

Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath f

Rich. It boots thee not to be companionate,

After our fentence, plaining comes too late.

Movf. Then thus I turn me from my Countries light

To dwell in folemn ftiades of endlefie night.

Rich. Return again , and take an oath with thee

Lay on our Royal fword, your banifli'd hands

;

Swear by the duty that you owe to heaven

(Our part therein webanifti with your felves)

To keep the Oath that we adminifter

:

You never fliall ( fo help you Truth, and Heaven)

Embrace each others love in banifhment,

Nor ever look upon each others face,

Nor
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Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile

Thislowring tcmpcft of your home-bred hate.

Nor ever by advifed purpofe meet,

To plot, contrive, or complor any ill,

'Gainrt Us, our Siate, our Subjefts, or our Land.

Bui. I fwcjr.

Mow. And I, to keep all this.

Bull. Norfolk^, fo forre, as to mine enemyj

By this time (had the Kingpermiticd us)

One of our fouls had wandrcd in the air,

Banifh'dchis frail fepulcherof our flefh.

As now our flcfh is banifh'd from this Land.

Confcffe thy Treafons, ere thou fly this Realm,

Since thou haft farre co go, bear not along

The clogging burthen of a guilty foul.

Mow. No BuHi»gbrooke : if ever 1 were Traitor,

My name be blotted from the book of Life,

And I from heaven banifh'd, as from hence :

Buc what thou arc, heaven, thou, and I do know,

Andall too foon ( I fear j the King fhall rue.

Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I Rray,

Save back to £>«gW, all the worlds my way.

alch. Uncle, even in theglafTes of thine cies

I fee thy grieved hr art : thy fad afpcfl
,

Hath from the number of his banifh'd years

Pluck'd four away: Six ftozen Winters fpent,

Return with welcome home from banifhmenc.

Bull. How long a time lies in one little word :

Four lagging Winters, and four wanton Springs

End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings.

Gattm. I thank my Liege, that in regard of me
He fhortcns four years of my fons exile •

But little vantage (hall 1 reap thereby.

For ere the fix years that he hath to fpend.

Can change the Moons, and bring their times about,

My oyl-dri'd Lamp, and time-bewafted light

Shall bccxtindl with age, and endlefle night

:

My inch of Tafper, will be burnt, and done,

And blindfold deat li, nor let me fee my fon.

Rich. Why Uncle, thou hafl many years to live.

GAi4»t. But not a minute (King) that thou canft give;

Shorten my daies thou canR with fuddcn forrow,

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow :

Thou canft help time to furrow me with age.

But Hop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage :

Thy word is currant with him, for my death.

But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath.

Rich. Thy fon is banifh'd upon good advice.

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdi6Fgave,

Why at our judiccfcem'ft thou then toiowre ?

Gnuiit. Things fwcec to taRc, proveindigeftionfowre

:

You urg'd me ax a Judge, but: I had rather

Vou would have bid me argue like a Father.

Alas, IJook'd when fomcofyou fhouldfay,

I was too ftri(5t to make mine own away :

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue,

Agdinft my will, to do my felf this wrong.

Rich. Cofin farewell : and Uncle bid him fo

:

Six years we banifii him, and he Hiall go. Exit.

Ftourlfh.

Au. Cofin farewell, what prefence muft not know
From where you do remain, let paper fhow.

Mar. My Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride
Asfarr as Land will let me, by your fide.

Gnuv. Oh to what purpofe do(l thou hoard thy words,
That thou rcturn'fl no greeting to thy friends ?

'

I

Bull. I have too few to take my leave of you,

When the tongues office fhouldbc prodigal,

To breath th'abundant dolour of the heart.

Qaum. Thy grief is but thy abfenccfor a time.

BM. Joy abfcnt, grief is prcfent for that time.

Gaunt. What is fix Winters, they are quickly gone .'

'Buil. To men in joy, bur grief makes one hour ten.

GaifHi. Calliiatravel that thou tak'rt forplcafurc.

B14II. My heatt will (igh, when 1 mjfcall it fo,

Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage.

Gaum. The fullcn pafTagc of thy weary ftcps

Efleemafoyl, wherein thou arc to fet

The precious Jewell of thy home return.

Ball. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand
By thinking on the UoRy Caucafus f

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite,

By bare imagination of a Feaft .'

Or wallow naked in 'Dectntber fnow
By thinking on fa ntafhck Summers heat ?

Oh no, cheapprehenfionofthe good
Gives but the greater feeling to the worfc :

Fell forrovvs tooth doth ever ranckle more
Then when u bites, buc lanccth not the fore.

Gaum. Comcjcome (my Ton) He bring thee on thy way I

Had I thy youth, and caufe, I would notftay.

BhU. Then Englaitds %^o\ir\d farewell .- fweet foil adieu
My Mother and my Nurfe, which bears me yet

:

Where ere I wander, boall of this I can.

Though banifh'd, yet a true-born EtigHlhman.

Scana Quana,

Enter King, AumerUy Green, Bagoi,

Rich. We did obferve. CoCmAumerU,
How farre brought you High Hmfordon his way ?

Aum. I brought High Hereferd (if you call him ioj
But to the next high way, and there I left him.

Rich. And fay, what ftorc of parting tears were (hed?
tyfum. Faith none by mc ; except the Nmheafl wind

Which then grew bitterly againft our face,
Awak'd the fleepy rheumc, and fo by chance
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear.

Rich. What faid our Cofin when you parted with him?
-r^«.Farewell:and for my heart difdained that my tounge

Should fo prophane the word, that taught mc craft

Tocounterfeit opprdTion of fuch grief.

That word feem'd buried in my forrows grave.
Marry,would the word farewell, had lengthn'd hourj.
And added years to his (hor< banifhment,
He (hould have had a volumne offarewcls
But fince it would not, he had none of me.

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but 'tis doubt.
When time (hall call him home from banifhm.cnr,
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends,
Our felf, and Bitfhj : here Bogot and Crti»
Obfetv'd his Courtfliip to the common people :

How he did fcem to dive into their hearts,
Wirh humble, and familiar courtefie,

What reverence he did throw away onflives

.

Wooing poor Crafts-men with the craft of fouls,
And patient under-bearingof his fortune.
As 'twere to banilh their afledls with him.
OfFgocs his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench,

E c a
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A brace of Dray-mcnbid God fpeed him well,

And had the Tribute of his fupple knee,
^

With thanks my Countreymen, my loving fricnds,

As were our E^glaid in rcverfion his,

And he out fubjects next degree in hope.

Gr Well he is gone, &w«hhin;igoetbefe thoughts,

Now for the Rebels, which ftand out in Ireland,

Expedient mannage muftbe made my Liege

Ere further leifure, yield the further means

For their advantage, and your highnefle loOe.

Rich. We will our felf in perfon to this waire.

And for our Coffers, with too great a Courr,

Andl'iberal Largeffe, are grown fomcwhat light,

Weareinforc'dto farmour Royal Realm,

The revenew whereof fhall furnifh us

For our affairs in hand : if they come fhorc

Our fubftitutes at home (hall have Blank charters

:

Whereto, when ihey fhall know what men are rich,

They (hall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold,

And fend them after tofupply our wants .-

For we will make for Ireland prefcntly.

Emer Eu/hjf.

Bujhy, what news ?
. , t j

Bu. Old John of Gamt is very fick my Lord,

Sodainly taken, and hath feni po(^ haRe

To intrcat your Majefty tovifit him.

Rlc, Where lies he?

Bx. At Slj-henfe.

Rlc. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyhcians mind,

To help him lohisgrave immediately /

The lining of his Coffers (hall make Coats

To deck our fouldiers for tbefe Irifhrnues.

Come Gentlemen, let's all govifuhim.-

Pray heaven we may make hafie, and come coo late Exit.

Jdus Secundm. Selena Vrima*

Enter ftck. Gannt, with Ttrl^.

Can. Will the King come, that I may breath my laft

In wholfom counfcll to his unflaid youth ?

Tor. Vex not your rclf,norftrive not with your breath,

For all in vain comes counfel lo his ear.

Gau. Oh but Cthey (ay) the tongues of dying men
Inforce attention like deep harmony

:

Where words are fcarce, they are feldomfpent in vain.

For they breath truth that breath their words in pain.

He that no more mu(l fay, isliflen'd more.

Then they whom youth and eafe have taught to glofc.

More are mens ends markt; then their lives befor«,

Thefetting Sun, and Mufick is the clofc

As the U(^ tarte of fweets, is fweetef^ laft,

I

Writ in remembrance, more then things longpaft ;

Though Richard my lives counfel would not hear,

My deaths fad tale may yei undeaf his ear.

Tor. No, itisHoptwith other flatt'ring founds

As praifes of his ftate : then there are found

Lafcivious Meeters,to whofe venom found

The open ears of youth doth always hften.

Report of fafhionsin proud Ttaljy

Whofe manners (WW our tardic apfti Nation

Limps after in bafe imitation.

Where doth the World thruR forth a vanity,

So it be new, there's no refpeft how vile,

That is not quickly buz'd into their ears

.

That all too late comes counfel to be heard,

Where will doth mutiny with wits regard :

Dirca not him, whofe way himfelf will choofc,

•Tis breath thou lackfl , and that breath wilt thou loofe.

GoH^i. Meihinks I am a prophet new infpit'd.

And thus expiring, do foretell of him.

His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft.

For violent fires foon burnout themfelvcs

;

Small (howers laft long, but fodain ftormsare (horr,

He tires betimes, that fpurs too faft betimes

;

With eager feeding, food doth choak the feeder

;

Light vanity, infatiate cormorant,
_

Confuming means foon preys upon it felf.

This royall Throne of Kings, this fceptercd IHc,

This earth of Majefty, this feat of y^/<ir/,

This ot her £</w, demy paradife.

This Fortrefs built by Nature for her felf,

Againftinfe^ion, and the hand of warre :

This happy breed of men, this little world,

This precious ftone fet in thefiWet Sea,

Which ferves it in the office of a wall.

Or as a. Moat defenfivc to a houfc,

Againft the envy of leffe happier Lands,

This bleffed plot, this Earth, this Realm, this £»^/W,

This Nurfe, this teeming womb of Royal Kings,

Fear'd by their breed, and famous for their birth,

Renowned for their deeds, as far from home,

For Chriftian ferviccand true Chivalrie,

As is the fepulchcr in ftubborn Iiiry

Of the worlds ranfom, bleffed y^4r/V;Son.

This Landoffuchdeer fouls, this deer-deer Land,

Deer for her reparation through the world,

Is now Leas'd out ( I dye pronouncing it)

Like to a Tenement or pelting Farme

Englandhound in with the triumphant Sea»

Whofe rocky (hore beats back the envious ficdge

Ofwatry iV>ff«»r,isnowboundln withfhame.

With Inky blots, and rotten Parchment bonds.'

That EngUnd that was wont to conquer others.

Hath made a (hamcful conqueft of ic felf.

Ah ? would the fcandal vanifh with my life,

How happy then were my enfuing death ?

Enter King, Queen, jiurtierle^ Si*lh;, Creen^

Bageti RiSy And fVilloughiji.

Tor. The King is come, deal mildly with his youth,

For young hoc Coalts, being rag'd, do rage the more.

Qm. How fares our Noble Uncle Lancafier ?

Ri. What comfort man ? How ift with aged GMnt i

Cm. Oh how that name befits my compofuion

:

Old G^unt indeed, and gaunt in being old

:

Within me grief hath kept a tedious faft.

And who abftains from meat, that is not gaunt ?

i

For fleeping England long time have I warcht.

Watching breeds leanncffe,- leanneffcisall gaunt

:

Thepleafure that fome Fathers feed upon,

Is my ftrift faft, I mean my Childrcns looks.

And therein fafting haft thou made me gaunt :

Gaunt ami for the grave, gaunt as a grave,

Whofe hollow womb inherits nought but bones.

Rie. Can fick men play fo nicely with their names ?

Gat*. No, miferv makes fport to mock ic felfc

:

Since thou doft feck to kill my name in me,

I

I
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I mock my Dime (great King^ to flartcr ihcc.

Ric. Should dying men futccr chofc :hat live f

Com. No, no men living Hatter thofc that dye.

RJc. Thou now a dying, faift thou fbttct'U me.

Cm. Oh no, choudyeft, though 1 the fickcr be.

Ric. I am in health, I breathe, I fee thee ill.

Gdu. Now be that made me, knows I fee thee ill

:

111 in my felf to fee, and in thee, feeing ill,

Thy death-bed is no leCfer then the Lind,

Wherein thoulieft in reputation fick,

And thou too careleffe patient as thou trr,

Commitc'fl thy anointed body to the cure

Of thofe Phyfuians that firft wounded thee .•

A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crown,

Whofccompaffeisnobgger then thy hand,

And yet ingaged in fo fmall a Verge,

The wafte is no whit lefler chen thy Land.

Oh had thy Grandfier wit ha prophets eye,

Seen how his fons (on fhould deftroy his fons,

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy fhame,

Depofmg thee before thou wert poffeil.

Which arc poffeft now to depofc thy felf,

Why (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world,

Ic were a fliame to let bis Land by leafe:

But for thy world enjoying buc this Land,

Is ii not more then fliame, to fhame it fo ?

Landlord of fw^/ijw*^ art thou, and not King:

Thyftateof Law, is bondfljve to the Law,

And——

—

Rich. And thou, a lunatick lean-witicd fool,

Prefumingon an Agues privi ledge,

Dar'ft with thy frozen admonition

Make pale our check, chafing the Royal blood

With fury, from his native rcfidence?

Now by my Seats right Royal Majefly,

Wcr't thou not brother to great Ednardi fon,

This tongue that runs fo roundly in thy head.

Should run thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders.

Gau. Oh fparc me not, my brother Edtmrds fon.

For that 1 was his father Edmtrdi fon ;

That blood already Clikethe Pellican)

Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows'd.

My brother Glcuetjlcrt plain well meaning foul

(Whom fair befall in heaven 'mongft happy fouls )
May be x prefidentand witneffe good.

That thou refpe(5^*ft notfpilling Edmards blood :

Joya with the prelent ficknefle that I have,

And thy unkindncflc be like crooked age.

To CTop at once a too long wither'd flower.

Live in thy fliame, but dye doc fliame wiih thee,

Thefc words hereafter thy tormentors be.

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave.

Love they to live, that love and honour have. Exit.
Rich. And let them dye chat age and fullcns have.

For both baft thou, and both become the grave.

Ter. 1 do befcech your Majefty impute his words
To wayward ficklineffe, and age in him :

He loves you on my life, and holds you deer
As Harry Duke of Hcrrford, were he here.

Rich. Right, you fay true: as HtreftrdtlwCf fo bisj

As theirs, (o mine : and all be as ic is.

Enter NmhmnbtTlitfid,

Nor. My Liege, old G<«Bif commends him to your
Majcrty.

Rich. What liies he ?

Nor. Nay nothing, all is faid:

His tongue is now a ftringieffe inftrumcnf.

Words, life, and all, old Laucajfer hath fpcnt.

Ttrr. Be r#r/^ the next, that muft be bankrupt fo.

Though death be poor, it ends a mortal wo.

Rich. Theripefl fruit firft falls, and fo doth be,

His time is fpenr, ourpilgramage muft be:

So much for tnat. Now for our Jri[h warres.

We mull fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes,

Which live like venom, where no venom elfe

Butonely they, havep iviledgeto live.

And for thefe great affairs do aske fome charge

Towards our aftiftance, we do feizetous

The plate, coyn, and revencws, and moveables.

Whereof our Uncle Gannt did ftmd poficft.

Tor. How long fhall I be patient ? Oh bow long

Siall tender duty make me fuffcr wrong ?

Not (j/«*/?rr/ death, nor //w-^/ar^/; baniflimcnr.

Nor Gaums tchu\ics, nor EngUnds private Wrong?,

Nor the prevention oi^oiBulUfigbrooke,

About bis marriage, nor my own difgrace

Have ever made me fower, my patient cheek,

Or bend on wrinkle on my Soveraigns face

:

I am the laft of noble Edwards fons.

Of whom thy fit her Prince of hyales was firft J

In Warres was never Lyon rag'd more fierce

:

In peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild.

Then was that young and Princely Gentleman :

His f ICC thou haft, for even fo look'd he

Accomplifli'd with the number of thy hours :

But when hefrown'd, icwasagainft the Freuchf
And not againft his friends : his noble hand
Did win what he did fpend : and fpcnt not thac

Which his triumphant fathers hand had won ••

His hands wercguilty of no kindreds blood,

But bloody with the enemies of his kinnc:

Oh Richard, Torl^ is too farrc gone with grief,

Or elfe he never would compare between.
Rich. Why Uncle,

What's the matter ?

Tar. Oh my Licgepardonmcifyoupleare, if noc
I plejs'd not to be pardon'd, am content with ill :

Seek youtofeizc, and gripe into your hands
The Royalties and Rights of banifli'd Hercftrd?
Is noc Cauat dead, and doth noc Hereford live?

Wjs not C?<a«wtjuft, and is not Harrjiiiici
Did not the one defervc to havean heir?
Is not his heir a well deferving fon ?

Take Hertfords nghis ivny, and take from time
His Charters; and hiscuftomary rights:

Let not to morrow then enfue to day.

Be not thy felf. For how art thou a King
Buc by fair fequcnce and fuccefljon ?

Now afore God, God forbid I fay true,

Ic" you do Wrongfully (cue HerefardsnghTf

Call in his Letters Patents thac he hath

By his Attourncysgcneral, to fuc

His Livery, and deny his offer'd homage.
You pluck I thoufand dangers on your head,

You loofc a thoufand well difpofed heartJ,

And prick my tender patience ro thofe thoughts

Which honour and allegeance cannot think.

Ric Thinkwhat you will: we feife into our hindt,

Hisplaie, his goods, las money, and his Lands.

Tor* He no: be by the while: my Lcige fwewdl,

E e 3 What
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What will cnfue hereof, there's none can tell,

Buc by bad courfes may be underftood.

That their events can never fall out good. Exit

Rich. Go Bnlhle to the Earle of «'<#;Vf ftraight,

JSid him repair to us to Elji-hoafe,

To fee this bufioeCfe: to morrow next

We will for Jrelandy and 'tis time I troW :

And we create in abfencc of our fcif

Our Uncle Tofk.., Lord Governor of Et^gUnd :

For be is juft, and always lov'd us well.

Come on our Queen, to morrow muft we parr,

Be merry, for our time of ftay is {hort. FUurijh.

Manet North, PViUottghbj , and Reffe.

Nor. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancafter is dead.

Rojf. And living too, for now his fon is Duke.

IVUI. Barely in title, not in revenue.

Nor. Richly in both, if juftice had her right.

Roff. My heart is great : but it mufi break with filcnce

JEc't be disburthened with a liberal tongue.

Nor. Nay fpeak thy mind:and let him ne'r fpeak more

That fpeaks thy words again to do thee harm.

ml. Tends that thou'dfl fpeak to th'Duke of Hereford >

If it be fo, out with It boldly man :

Quick is mineeartohearof good rewards him.

Rof. No good at all that I can can do for him
,

Unleffe you call it good to pitty him,

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony.

Nor. Now afore heaven, it's fhame fuch wrongs arc

born,

In him a royal Prince, and many moe.

Of noble blood in this declining Land ;

The Kingisnot himfelf, buibafelyled

By flatterers, and what they will inform

Meerly in hate'gainft any of us all.

That will the King fevercly profccute

'Gainftus, cur Jives, our children, and our heirs.

Rof. The Commons haih hepill'd with grievous taxes

And quite loR their hearts.- the Nobles hath he fin'd

For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts.

fVili. And daily new exa<itions are devis'd

As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what .•

But what o'Gods name doth become of this ?

Nor. Wars hath not wafted it, for war'd he hath not,

But bafely yielded uponcomprimizc.

That which bis Anceftors atchiev'd with blows

:

More hath he fpent in pesce, then they in warres.

Rcf. The EflHeof mltfh'iTe hath the Realm in Farm.

Wil. The King's grown bankrupt like a broken man.

Nor. Reproach and difTolution hangeth over him.

Rof. He hath not money for thefe Irlfhvum
(His burrhenous taxations notwithftanding)

But by the robbing of the banifh'd Duke.

Ner, His noble kinfman, moft degenerate King :

But Lords, we hear this fearful tempeft fmg,

Yetfeekno fhelter to avoid the florm :

We fee the wind (it (ore upon our fails,

And yet weflrikenot,butfecurely perifti.

Rof. We fee the very wrack that we muft fuffcr,

And unavoyded is the danger now
Forfuffenng fothe cafes of our wrack.

Nor. Not fo : even chrough the hollow cics of death,

Ifpielife peering.- burldarenot fay

How Tieer the tidings of our comfort is,

ml. Nay let us ftiare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours.

Rof. Be confident to fpeak NorthumherUnd^

We three, are but thy fclf, and fpeaking fo,

Thy words arc but as thoughts, therefore be bold.

Nor. Then thus: I have from ?o:i WBlan

A Bay in Britain receiv'd intelligence.

That Harry Duke of Hereford, RainM Lord Cobbanty

That late broke from the Duke of Sxeter,

His brother Archbifticp, laie of Ctrnterhnry,

Sir Thomas Erpi»iiham,S\i John Rainfion,

Sir John Norkrie^Su Robert Waterton, and Francis ^nointy

All thefe well furnifti'd by the Duke ot Britain,

With eight tall fhips, three thoafand men of warre

Are making hither with all due expedience.

And fl:^ortly mean co touch our Northern fhore •

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay

Thefirft departing of the King for Ireland.

If then we (hall fhake off our flavifh yoak,

Impeoui our drooping Countries broken wing.

Redeem from broaking pawn the blemifh'd Crown,

Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters gilt,

And make highMajefiy look like ic feif.

Away Witbmeinhafte to Ravenffurghy

But if you faint, as fearing to do fo,

Stay, and be fecret, and my felf will go.

R9(. To horfc, to horfe, urge doubts to them that fear.

w'll. Hold out my horfe, and I will firft be there.

Extnnt,

Sct^na Secmda,

Enter Q»ee», Bnfhy, and Bagot.

Bnfh. Madam, your Majefty is too much fad,

You promifd when you parted with the King,

To lay aftdcfclf-harming heavinefle.

And entertain a cheeifui difpofuion,

Qh^. To pleafe the King, I did : to pleafe my felf

Icjnnot do it : yet I know no caufe

Why I fhould welcome fuch a gueft as grief.

Save bidding farewell to fo fweet a gueft

As my fweet Richard,yei again me thinks

Some unborn forrow, npe in fortunes womb
Is coming towards me, and my inward foul

Which nothing trembles, at fomerhing it grieves.

More than with parting from my Lord the King.

Bufh. Each fubftance of a grief hath twenty Ihadows
Which fhcws like grief it felf, but is not fo

:

For forrows eye, glazed with blinding tears.

Divides one thing intiVe, to many objeds,

Likcperfpe(5tives, which rightly gaz'd upon

Shew nothing but confufion ey'd awry,

Diftinguifh form : fo your fweet Majdly
Looking awry upon your Lords departure.

Find ftiapes of grief, more then himfelf to waile.

Which look'd on as it is, is nought but fhadows

Of what It is not : then thrice gracious Queen,
More then your Lords departure weep not,morc*S not
Orifitbe, 'tis with falfe forrows eye

,

(fcen-
Which for things true, weep things imaginary.

Qa. It may befo, but yet my inward foul

Perfwades me it is otherwife: howcreit be,

I cannot but be fad : fo heavy fad.

As though one thinking on no thought I think.

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and (hrink.

BHJh. 'Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.)

I
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Qh. 'Tis nothing Icffc :conceic is ftill deriv d

From fome forc-fathcr grief, mine is ncx fo,

For nothing hath begot my fomething grief.

Or fomething, hath the nothing that I gncve,

'Tis in revcrfion that I do poflefle.

But what it is, that is not yet knowa, whit

I cannot name, 'tis namclefTc woe I wot.

Enter Gretn.

Cret. Heaven favc your Majcfty, and well met Gcn-

I hope the King is not yet (hipt for JreUnd. (ticmcn

Qu. Why hop'ft thou fo ? 'Tis better hope he is :

For his defigncs crave hafte, good hope.

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fliipt ?

Gree. That he our hope, might have rctir'd his power,

And driven into dcfpair an enemies hope,

Whoftrongly hath fet footing in this Ljnd,

The banifh'd Bitlli»l>rooke repals biOiMf,

And with up-lifted Arms is fafe arriv'd

Ac Rtivenfpurg.

Qtt. Now God in heaven forbid.

Gree. O Madam 'tis too true: and that is worfc.

The L. NorthHmberlitnd^ his young fon Henrj fcrc'tty

The Lords of Roffe^ BeAHmesdtlXidmlloughbj,

With all their powerful friends are fled to him.

'Bujh. Why have you not proclaim'd Northumherland

And the reft of that revolrcd fi(^ion, Trairors ?

Gree. We have: whereupon the Earl of f^or«y?fr

Hith broke his ft-affe, refign'd his Stcwardfhip,

And all the houfholdfcrvjnts fled with him lo BuUltibrotl^.

Qu. So Green^ thou art the Midwife of my woe,

And Bullinbreoke my fofrows difmjl heir :

Now hath my foul broughr forth hcrprodigic.

And I a gafping new delivered Mother,

Have woe co woe, forrow to forrow joyn'd.

BHJh. Dcfpair not Madam,
Qu. Who ihall hinder mcf

I will defpair and be at enmity

With couzening hope ; heisaflattererr

A Parafite. a keeper back of death,

Who gently would diflblvc the bands of life,

Which falfc hopei linger in extremity.

Eruer Tark.

Gree. Here comes the Duke of Tork;

Qm. With figncs of warrc about his aged neck.

Oh full of careful bufinefle are his looks ;

Uncle, for heavens fake fpcak comfortable words.
Tor. Comfort's in heaven, and wc are on the earth.

Where nothing jives but croflcs, care and grief :

Your Husband he is gone to favc farre off,

Whilft others come to make his loofe at home :

Here am I left to underprop his Land,
Who weak with age, cannot fupport my felf

:

Now comes his fick hour that his furfcc made.
Now fhall he try his friends that flattered him.

Enter 4 ServiPit.

Ser. My Lord, your fon was gone before I came,
ror. Hewas: whyfo, goall which way it will

:

The Nobles they arc fled, the Commons they arc cold,
And will I fear revolt on Herefords fide.

Sirra.get thee to PUfhle to my Sifter Glefier,
Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand pound,
Hold, take my Ring.

Ser. My Lord, I had forgot,

To tell your Lordihip, to day I came by, tnd call'd chew,
Dur I fhjll grieve you to report the reft.

Tor. What is't knave?

Ser. An hour before 1 came, the DutchefTc di'd,

Tor. Hcav'n for his mercy, what a tide of woc$

Come rufhing on this woful Land at once ?

I know not whir to do : 1 would to heaven

(So my untruth had not provok'd him to ir)

The King had cut off my head with my brothcrJ.

What , arc there ports difpatch'd for Jreland ?

How (liall wc do for money for tbcfe warres ?

Come fifter, ^Cofin I would fay) pray pardon mc.

Go follow, get thee home, provide fome Carts,

And bring away the Armour that is there.

Gentlemen, will you mufter men?
If I know how, or which way to order thcfc affairs

Thus diforderly thruft into my hands.

Never beleeve me. Both are my kinfraen,

Th'one is my Sovcraign , whom both my ojtb

And duty bids defend.- th'othcr again

Ismykinfman, whom the King hath wrong'd.

Whom confcience, and my kindred bids to right.

Well, fomewhat we muft do : Come Cozen,

Iledifpofeof you. Gentlemen, go mufter up ycurmcfl,

And meet me prefently at "Barkly Caftle ;

I ftiould to P/afh^ too : but time will notpcrmir,

All is uncvcn,&: every thing is left at fix and feven. Exit

Bitfk The wind fits fair for news to goto /rr/4»/.

But none returns : for us to levy power

Proportionable to rh 'enemy, is ail impoffible.

Gree. Befides our neerneffc lo the King in love,

Is neer the hate of thofelovc not the King,

Bag. And that's the wavering Commons,for their love
Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them.
By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate.

Bufh. Wherein the King ftands generally condemn'd.
Bag. If judgement lie in them, thcnfodowc,

Becauic we have been ever neer the King.

Gree. Well : I will for refuge ftraight to Brijfal Caftic,
The Earl of fviltjhire is already there.

Bufh. Thither will I with you, for lictlc office

Will the hateful Commons perform for us.

Except like Currs , to tear us all in pieces:

Will you go along with us ?

Bag. No, I will to /rr/<fr;</to his Majcfty :

Farewell, if hcans prcfages be not vain,

We three here parr, that ncvrftiali meet again.

Bu. That's as Terk__ thrives to beat back Bulllnbrojke,

Gree. Alas poor Duke, the taske he undertakes
Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry.
Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flye.

Bi^. Farewdi at once, for once, for all, and ever.
Well, wc may meet again.

Bag. I fear me never. Exit.

Scana Inertia.

Enter the Duke of Hertferd^ and Nurihmti-

bertand.

'But. How farre is it my Lord to BurkUJ now t

Nor. Bclecvc me Noble Lord,

r am a ftranger here in CUujier(hire^

Thefe high wild bills, and rough uneven waics.

Draws out our miles, and makes them wearifomC:

And yet our fair difcourfe hath been as fugar.

Malntig
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Making che hard way fwcet and delectable .•

But I bethink me, what a weary way

From Raveufpur^h to Catrjhald will be found.

In Rojfe and mlloughhj, wanting your company,

Which I proteft hath very much beguil'd

The tcdioufneffeand procefli of my travel

:

But theirs is fweetnedwith the hop€ to have

The prefenc bcnefic that I poffeffe

:

And hope to joy, is littlcleflein joy,

Then hope enjoy 'd : By this, the weary Lords

Shall make their way fecm fhorc, as mine hath done,

By fighcofwhat Ihive, your noble Company,

Bull. Ofmuchleffe value is my Company,

Then your good words : but who comes here ?

Enter H.Perej,

North, it is my fon, young H^rrj Pereie,

Sent from my brother jVorcefier : whcuccfoevcr.

JJarrj^ how fares your Uncle ?

Tercie. I had thought, my Lord, to have learn*d his

health ot you.

North. Why, is he not with the Queen ?

Percle. No, my good Lord, hehach forfook the-Court,

Broken his ftaffe of Office, and difperd

The Houfliold of the King.

North. What was his rcafon ?

He was not fo refolv'd, when we iaft fpakc together.

Pcrcit. Becaufc your Lordfhip was proclaimed Traitor.

But he, xny Lord, is gone to Raveufpurgh,

To offer fervicetothe Duke of Hmfird,
And fent me over by Barkjej, to difcover

What power the Duke of Ttr^ had levied there,

Then with diredion to repair to RttvenfpiiTgh,

North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hertford (Boy.)

Pereie. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot

Which ne're I did remember : to my knowledge,

I never in my life did look on him.

North. Then learn to know him now : this is the

Duke.

Pereie, My gracious Lord, I tender you my fcrvicc,

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young,

Whicbclder days (hall ripen, and confirm

To more approved fcrvice and dcfert.

Bull. I thank thee gentle Percy, andbcfurc
I count my fcif in nothing elfefo happy,
As in a foul rcmembring my good Friends

:

And as my fortune ripens with thy Love,
Ic fhall be ftill thy true Loves recompence.
My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus feals ir.

Nerih. How farre is it to Barkjey } aad what fiirrc

Keeps good old Terk^ there with his men of Warre ?

Pereie. There ftands the CafHe by yond tuft of trees,

Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have heard.

And in it are the Lords of Torl^ Barkley, and Seymour
None clfe of name, and noble eflimate.

Enter Rojfe xnd yVilloHghhy.

Nmh. Here comes the Loxds of Rojfe and mUonghl/jy
Bloody withfpurring. fiery red with hafte.

BuU. Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purfucs

A banifht Traitor ; all my Treafury
Isyet but unfeltthanks, which moreenrich'd.
Shall be your leve and labours recompence.

Roffe. "Your prefence makes us rich moft Noble Lord.
tvdlo. And farre furmounts our labour to attain it.

^i*ll- Evermore rhanks, f h' Exchequer of the ppor.
Which till my infant-fortune comes to years,

Stands for my Bounty ; but who comes here }

Enter Barklej.

North. It is my Lord of Barley , as I guefle.

"Bark^ My Lord of Hereford, my Meffage is to you.

Bull. My Lord, my anfwer is to Lancafler^

And I am come to feek that name in England,

And I muft find that Title in your Town,
Before I make reply to aught you fay.

Bark. Miftake me nor, my Lord, 'lisnot my meaning

To raze one title of your honour out.

To you, my Lord, I come {'what Lord you will)

From the moft glorious of this Land,

The Duke of Tork,, to know what pricks you oa
To take advantage of the abfent time.

And fright our Native peace, wiihfelf-born Arms.

Enter York.

B»IL I fhall not need tranfport my words by yon,

Here comes his Grace in pcrfon. My Noble Uncle.

Tor. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee,

Whofeduty is dcceivable, and falfe.

BhU. My gracious Uncle.

Tor. Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Uncle mc,
I am no Traitors Uncle ; and that word Grace,

In an ungracious mouth, is butprophane.

Why have thefebanifh'd, and forbidden Leggs.

Dar'd once to touch a duft of EngUndt Ground ?

But more then why, why have ihey dar'd to march
So many miles upon her peaceful Bofom,

Frighting her pale-fac'd Villages with Warre,
And oflentationof dcfpifed Arms ?

Com'n thoubecauteth'anoimed King is hence ?

Whyfoolifh Boy, the King is left behind,

And in my loyal Bofome lies his power.

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth.

As when brave Cmm^ thy Father, and thy felf

Rcfcued the J/4f^ Pr/wcr, that young Mars of men,
From forth the Ranks of many thoufand French :

Oh then, how quickly fhould this arm of mine,
Now Prifoner tothePalfie, chaflife thcc,

And minifler corrciftion to thy fault.

BhU. My gracious Uncle, let me know my fauir.

On what condition ftandsir, and wherein?

Tor. Even in condition of the worft degree,

Ingroflc Rebellion, and dctefted Treafon

:

Thou art a banilh'd man, and here art come
Before th'expiration ofthy time,

In braving Arms againft thy Soveraigne.

BhU. As I was banifh'd. I was bmifh'd Herefgrdg
But as I come, I come for Laucajier.

And noble Uncle, I befeech your Grace
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye ;

You are my Father, for me thinks in you
I feeold G<ti»M alive. Oh then my Father,

Will you percnit that I fhall f^and condemn'd
A wandring Vagabond : my Rights and Royalties
Pluckt from my Arms perforce, and given away
ToupfiartUnthriftS!> wherefore was I born?
If that my Cofin King, be King of England,
It muft be granted I am Duke of Lanc«(ier.

You have a fon, Atimerle, my Noble kinf nan.
Had you firf^ died, and he been thus trode down,

I

He fhould have found his Uncle Gaunt a father,

Torowze his wrongs, and chafethcraiothcbay,
I am dcny'd to Cue my Livery here.

And yet my Letters Patents give me leave

:

My Fathers goods arc all dertrain'd, and fold.

And thcfe and all, arc all amiffe imploy 'd.

What
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what would you hive mc do ? I am a fubjci^,

And challenge Law : Attorneys are deny'd mc.
And therefore pcrfonally Hay my claim

To mine inheritance of free Defccnt.

JVorth. The Noble Duke hath been too much abufd.

Rojf. It flands your Grace upon to do him right.

ivilh. Bafe men by his endowments are made great.

Tor. My Lords of England, let me tell you this,

I have had feeling of my Cofins wrongs.
And labour'd all I could to do himrignt

:

But in this kind, to come in braving Arms,
Be his own Carver, and cut out his way,

To find out right with wrongs it may not be,

And you that do abet him in this kind,

Gherifh Rebellion and are RebcUs all.

Norths The Noble Duke hath fworn his coming is

But for his own ; and for the right of that,

We all have ftrongly fworn to give him aid,

And let him ncv'r fee joy that breaks that oath.

Ter. Well, well, I fee the ifliie of thefe Arms,
I cannot mend it, I muft needs confeflc,

Becaufe my power is weak, and all ill left:

But if I could, by him that gave mclife,
I would attach you all, and make you ftoop

Unto fheSovcraign mercy of the King.
Butfince I cannot, be it known to you,
I do remain as Neuter. So fare you well,

Unleflfe you pleafetoenterin theCafxle,
And there teppfe you for this night.

Bitli. An offer Uncle that we will accept:

But we muft winne your Grace to go with us

To Briffcrv Cafile, which they fay is held
By Bujhji, Ba^Hyind their Complices,
The Caterpillars of the Common-wealth,
Which I have fworn to weed, and pluck away.

Tor, It may be I will go with you, bat yet Ilepaufe,
For I am loth to break our Countrcys Laws

:

For friends, nor foes, co me welcome you are.

Things paft redreflc, are now with me paft care. Exenm

Scaena Quarta.

Evttr Sfillsbarj, v.da CMptaln.

Cap. My Lord of Salisl>itrj, we have ftaid ten days,
And hardly kept your Countrcy-men together.
And yec we bear no tidings from the King

;

Therefore wc will difperfe our felvcs .• farewell.

I

SM. Stay yec another day, thou truRy mlehman^
The King repofcth all his confidence in thee.

Cap. *Tis thought the King is dead, we will not ftay.

The Bay-trees in our Countrey areall wither'd.
And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of heaven

;
The palc-fac'd Moon looks bloodv on the Earth,
And lean-look'd Prophets whifpe'r fearful change •

Rich men look fad, and Ruffians dance and leap,
'

The one in fear, to lofe what they enjoy,
The other to enjoy by Rage and Warrc :

Thefe figncs forerun the death of Kings.
Farewell, our Countreymcn arc gone and fled.

As well artur'd Richard their King is dead. Exit.

Sai. Ah Richard^ with eies of heavy mind,

I fee thy Glory like a rtiooting Stirre,

Fall 10 the bafc earth from the firnument

:

Thy Sun fcts weeping in the lowly iVtft,

Witncflfing Storms to come. Woe, and Unreft ••

Thy Friends are fled to wait upon thy Foe?,

And croffely to thy good, all fortune goes. ExU.

Jclus Tertius. Sc^tna Vrima.

Enter BMlllnbrookc, Terl^y Ntrthttmberland^

Rfjft^ Percie, Willoughly, with 'Buply

and CretHtptjontrs.

Bull. Bring forth thefe men:
Bufhy and ^rttn^ I will not vex your foul*,

CSince prcfently your fouls mull part your bodies^
With too much urging your pernicious lives.

For 'twere no Charity : y« to wafh yonr blood
From off my hands, here in the view of men,
I will unfold fome caufcs of your deaths.

You have mis-led a Prince, a Royal King,
A happy Gentleman in Blood and Lineaments,
By you unhappied, and disfigur'd clean :

You have in manner with your finful hours
Made a divorce betwixt his Queen and him.
Broke thepoffeffionof a Royal Bed,
And fiain'd the Beauty of a fair Qiieens Cheeks
With tears drawn from her eies, with your foul wrongs.
My felf a Prince, by fortune ofmy birth,

Neer to the King in blood, and neer in love.
Till you did make him mif-interpret me.
Have ftoopt my neck under your injuries,

And figh'd my Englt^ breath in forrain Clouds,
Eating the bitter bread of banifhment

;

While you have fed upon my Scignorie*,

Dif-park'd my Parks, and fell'd my Forrcft Woods ;

From mine own windows torn my Houfhold Coat,
Raz'doutmy Imprcffe, leaving me no figne.
Save mens opinions, and my living blood,
To (hew the world I am a Gentleman.
This, and much more, much more then twice all this,

Condemns you to the death : fee them delivered over
To execution, and the hand of death.

Bt^ie. More welcome is the fhoak of death to me,
Then BHUiitbrooke to England.

Grtt. My comfort is, that Heaven will cake our fouls.
And plague injufticewith thepainsot" Hell.

Btiil. My Lord Northmnberlmd^ fee them difpatch'd :

Uncle, you fay the Queen is at your houfe.
For Heavens fake, fairly let her be entreated.
Tell her I fend to her my kind commends -

*

Take fpecial care my Greetings be deliver'd.
Tor. A Gentleman of mine I have difpatch'd

With Letters of your love to her at lar^e.

BM. Thanks gentle Uncle: come lirds away.
To fight with CUndmrt^ and his Complices •

A while ro work, and after holliday.
*

txttuit..

Sc^nal
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Scana Secunda,

Drums : Fhar't^, and Colours

Enter Richard, Aumerle, Carlitt, and SouUUrs.

Rich. Barkloughly-Capie call you this at hand ? .

Au. Yea my Lord, How brooks your Grace the air

,

After your latetofling on the breaking Seas ?

Rich. Needs muft I like it well :I weep for joy

To ftand upon my Kingdome once again.

Deer Earth, I dofalute thee with my hand,

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofs

:

As a long parted Mother with her Child,

Plays fondly with her tears, and frailcs in meeting;

So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee the Earth,

And do theefavour with my Royal hands.

Feed not thy Sovcraigns Foe, my gentle Earth,

Nor with thy fweets, comfort his ravenous fenfc

But let thy Spiders that fuck up thy venom,

And heavy-gated Toads lie in their way,

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet.

Which with ufurping fteps do trample thee.

Yceid flinging Nertles to mine Enemies

;

And when thcj from thy Bofom pluck a Flower,

Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder,

Whofe double tongue may with a mortal touch

Throw death upon thy Soveraigns Enemies.

Mock not my fenfeleflc Conjuration : Lords

;

This Earth (hall have a feeling, and thefe flones

Prove armed Souldiers ere her Native King

Shall falter under foul Rebellious Arpis.

C^r.Fear not my Lord, that power that made you King

Hath power to keep you King, in fpight of all.

Aum. He means, my Lord, that we are too remifs

Whilft BMttingbreoke through their fccurity,

Grows ftrongand great, in fubftance and in friends.

Rich. Difcomforcable Courin,knoweft thou nor.

That when the fearching eye of heaven is hid

Behind the Globe that lights the lower World,

Then Thieves and Robbers raunge abroad unfccn.

In Murthers, and in out-rage bloody here :

But when from under this Tcrrcftrial Ball

He fires the proud tops of the Eajiern Pines,

And darts his Lightning through cv'ry guilty hole,

Then Murthers, Treafons, and detencd finnes

CThe Cloak of Night being pluckt from off their backs^

Sund bare and naked, trembling at themfelvcs.

So when this Thief, this Traitor Bulllngbreokfy

Who all this while hath rcvell'd in the Nighr,

Shall fee us rifing in our Throne, the Ed/?,

His Treafons will fet blufliing in his face.

Not able to endure the fight of Day

;

But feT- affrighted, tremble at his finne.

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea

Can wa(h the balm from an anointed King
;

The breath of worldly men cannot depofe

The Deputy elefted by the Lord .•

For every man that Bullltgbrooke h«h preft.

To life fhrewd S'eel againft our Golden Crown,

Heaven for his Riehar,d hath in heavenly pay

I

A glorious Angel : then if Angels fight,

Weak men muft fall, for Heaven (\\\\ guards the right.

Enter Salisbury.

Welcome my Lord, how farre off lies your Power f

Saiif, Nor neer, nor farther off, my gracious Lord,
Then this weak arm ; difcomfort guides my tongue.
And bids me fpeak of nothing but dcfpair

:

One day too late, I fearc fmy Noble Lord)
Hath clouded all my happy daies on Earth :

Oh call back yefterday, bid time return,

And thou (halt have twelve tboufand fighting men :

To day, to day* unhappy day too late

Orcthrowsthy Joyes, Friends, Fortune, and thy State.

For all the fVclchmeu hearing thou art dead,

Arc gone to Bulllngbrooke, difperf}, and fled*

AuT}). Comfort my Liege, why looks your Grace fo

pale?

Rich. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled,

And till fo much blood thither come again.

Have I not reafon to look pale, and dead ?

AH fouls that will bcfafe, fly from my fide,

For time hath fet a blot upon my piide.

Aum. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are.

Rich. 1 had forgot my felf. Am I not King?
Awake thou lluggard Maje(^y,thou flecpefts

Is not the Kings Name, forty thoufand Names?
Arm, arm my Name : a punic fubjeft (irikes

At thy great glory. Look not to the ground,
Ye Favorites of a King; are we not high?
High be our thoughts .• I know my Uncle Tarlt^

Hath power enough to fcrve our turn,

But who comes here .' Enter Scroirp

Scroop. More health and happlneffe betide my Liege,
Then can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him.

Rich. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar'd

:

The worft is worldly lofs, thou canft unfold :

Say, Is my Kingdome loft ? why 'twas my Care:
And what loffe is it to be rid of Care ?

Strives BuUtHghrooke to be as great as we ?

Greater he (hall not be : if he ferve God,
We 'I ferve him too, and be his Fellow fo.

Revolt our fubjefts ? That we cannot mend.
They break their Faith to God is well as us :

Cry Woe,De(?ruaion, Ruine, Loffe, Decay,
The worft is Death, and death will have his day.

Scroof. Glad am I, that your Highnelfe is fo arm'd
To bear the tidings of Calamity.

Like an unfeafonable (tormy day.

Which make the Silver Rivers drown their Shores,

As if the world were all diffolv'd to tears

:

So high above his Limits, fwcUs the Rage
Of Bulllngbrooke^ covering your fearful Land
Wirh hard bright Steel, and hearts harder then Steel:

White Bears have arm'd their thin and hairleffe Scalps

Againft thy Majefiy, and Boys with Womens voices,

Strive to fpeak bigge, and clap their female joynts

Tn (tiffunwieldy Armes : againO thy Crown
Thy very Beidf-men learn to bend their Bows
Of double fatal Eugh : againftthy State

Yea Diflaff-women manage rufty Bills

:

Againfl thy Seat both young and old rebell.

And all goes worfe then I have power to tell.

Rich. Too well, too well thou tel'ft a tale fo ill.

Where is the Evl of mlt(hire ? where is Bagot ?
What is become of Bufhy ? where is green ?

Thac
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I'hac they have let the dangerous Enemy

Mcafure our Confines with fuch peaceful ftcps ?

If wc prevail, their hands (ball pay for it.

I warrant they have made peace wiih 'Bulltngbroeke.

Scroof. Peace have they made with him indeed (my

Lord.)

Rich.Oh Villains, Vipcrs,damn*d without redemption,

Dogs, eafily won to fawn on any man,

Snakes in my heart-blood warm'd, that fting my heart,

Three Judaffts, each one thrice worfc then y«^<«^

Would they makepeace? terrible Hell make warre

Upon their fpotted fouls for this offence.

Scroope. Sweet Love ( I fee^ changing his property.

Turns to the fowreft, and moft deadly hate

:

Again uncurfc their Souls ; that peace is made
With Heads, and not with Hands : thofe whom you curfc

Have felt the worft of deaths deflroying hand.

And he full low, grav'd in the hollow ground.

^um. Is Bu/hj, Green, zad the Eide oifvUtJhirg

dead ?

Screepe. Yea, all of them at Briflow loft their heads.

Aunt. Where is the Duke my Faihcr with his Power i*

Rich. No matter where, of comfort no man fpcak

:

Let's raike ofGraves, of Worms, and Epitaphs.

Make Dufl our Paper, and with Rainy eies

Write Sorrow in the bofomof the Ejrth.

Let's chufc Executors, and talke of "Wills

:

And yet not fo, for what can we bequeath ,

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ?

Our Lands, our Lives, and all are BuUlngln'ooket

And nothing can wccallour own, but Death,

And that ftnall Modell of the barren Earth,

Which ferves as Pafte, and Cover to our bones :

For Heavens fake let us fit upon the ground.

And tell fad flories of the death of Kings :

How fome have been depof'd, fomc (lain in warre,

Some haunted by theChofls they havedepos'd.

Some poyfon'd by their Wives, fome deeping kill*d,

All murthet'd. For within the hollow Crown
That rounds the mortal Temples of a King,
Keeps Death his Courr,and there the Antique fits

Scoffing his State, and grinning at his pomp.
Allowing him a breath, a little fcene.

To Monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks,

Infufing him with felf and vain conceit.

As if this Flefh, which walls about our Life,

Were Braffe impregnable : and humour'd thus.

Comes at the laft, and with a little Pinne
Boares through his Caftle walls, and farewell King.
Cover your heads, and mock not flefh and blood
With folemn Reverence : throw away Rcfpeit,
Tradition, Form, and Ceremonious duty,

For you have but miflook me all this while :

1 live with bread like you, feel wanr,

Tafle Grief, need Friends : fubjedlcdthus.
How can you fay to me, I am a King ?

Carl. My Lord,wifc men ne're wail their prcfcnt woes.
But prefently prevent the waicsto wail

:

To fear the Foe, fince fear oppreffeth ftrength,

Gives in your wcakneffcjftfcngth unto your Foe;
Fear, and be-dain, no worfe can come to fight

:

And fight anddie, is death deflroying death.
Where fearing. dyine,paycs death fervile breath.

Aunt. My Father hatha Power, enquire of him.
And learn to make j Body of a Limb.
Rich. Thou chid'li me welhproud BHlllngbrooke I come

To change blows with thee, for our day of Doom ••

This ague-fit of fear is over-blown,

Ancafietask it is to winneourown.
Say Scroop, whrc lies our Uncle with bis Power t

Speak fweetly man, although thy looks be fowre.

Scroope. Men judge by the complexion of the Skie

Theftate and inclination of the day.

So may you by my dull and heavy eye .•

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to fay

:

I play the Torturer, by fnrull and fmall

To lengthen out the worft, that muft be fpoken.

Your Uncle 7"«ri^ is joyn'd with Sullitigbrookst.

And all your Northern Caflles yielded up.

And all your Southern Gentlemen in Arms
Upon his fadion.

Rich. Thou haft faid enough.

B-fhrew thee Coufin, which didft lead me forth

Of that fweet way I was in, to defpair .•

What fay you now ? What comfort have we now .'

By heaven He hate him evcrlaftingly

That bids me be of comfort any more.

Goto Fliai-Cfiltle, there Ilepineaway,

A King, Woesflavc, (hall Kingly woe obey;

That Power I have, discharge, and let 'em goc
Toearihe Land, that hath fome hope togrow,
For I have none. Let no man fpeak again

To alter this, for counfcll is but vain.

Amm. My Liege, one word.

Rich. He does me double wrong.

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue,

Difcharge my followers : let them hence away.

From Richards Night, to BMngbraoks fair Day,

Exeunt.

Scana Tenia.

Emer with ^Dynm Md C»lenrs, 'Bulllnghooke, Tariff

Northumherlandy AittndMcs,

Bull. So that by this intelligence we learn

The mlchmtn are disperf 'd, and Salifburr

Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed

With fome few private friends, upon this Coaft,

North. The news is very fair and good,my Lord,

Richard not farre from hence, hath hid his head.

Tor. It would befeem the Lord NarthumbertoHdy

To fay King Richard: alack the heavy day.

When fuch afacred King fhould hide his head.

North. Your Grace miftakcs : oncly to be brief,

Left 1 his Title our.

Tor. The time hath been.

Would you have been fo brief with him, he would
Have been fo brief with you, to fliorten you.

For taking fothchead, your whole heads length.

Bull. Miftake not (Uncle) farther than you Qiould,

Tor. Take not ( good Coufin ) farther than you fhould,

Leafl you miftake t he heavens are ore your head.

BhU. I know it (Uncle) and oppofc not my fclf

Againft their will. But who comes here ?

Enter Plercie.

Welcome Harr^ : what, will not this Caftle yield ?

Per. The Caftle royally ismann'd, my Lord,
Againft thy entrance.

Smll. Roy.
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Bull. Royally? Why,ic contains no King ?

Per. Yes ('my good Lord)

It doth contain a King: Kind Rtchard.X\cs

Within the Limits of yond Lime and Stone,

And with him, ih&hoidi Aumerle,'Lo:(i Sniifhuryi

Sir Stephen Scroop, befides a Clergy-man

Of holy reverence ; who, I cannot learn.

North. Oh, belike it is the Bifhop of Carlile.

Bull. Noble Lord,

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Ciftle,

Through brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle

Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver

:

Henry Bulltngbrook.e upon his knees dothkiffe

King Richards hand, and fends aUegeance

And true faith of heart to his royal Perfon : hither come

Even at his feet, to lay my Arms and Power,

Provided, that my banifhment repeal'd.

And Lands reflor'd again, be freely granted

:

If not, Ileufeth'advantageof my power,

And lay the Summers duft with (Kowers of blood,

Rain'd from the wounds of flaughter'd EngUihmen',

The which, how farre of? from the mind of Bulllngbrookt

It is, fuch Crimfon tempeft (liould bedrench

Thefrefh green Lap of fair King Richards Lir\6^

My ftooping duty tenderly fhall fhew.

Go fignifie as much, while here we march

Upon the Graflie Carpet of this plain

:

Let's march without the noife ofthreatning Drum,

That from this Caftles tatter *d Battlements

Our fair appointments may be well perus'd.

Me thinks King Richard iad my felf fhouldmect

With no Icfic terror than the Elements

Of Fire and Water, when their thundring fmoak

At meeting tears the cloudy Cheeks of Heaven :

Be he the Fire, Hebe the yielding Water

;

The Rage be his, while on the earth Iraine

My Waters on the Earth, and not on him.

March on, and mark King Richard how he looks.

Parle without, andattfwer within: then a Flouri'h.

Enter on the fVallsy Richard, Carlile, t/fumerlt.

Scroop, Salishnrj.

See.fee, Kmg RuhardAoih himfelf appear

As doth the blufhing difconfented Sun,

From out the fiery Portall of the Baft,

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent

To dimme his glory, and to Rain the trad

Of his bright pafTage to the Occident.

Tor. Yet looks he like a King : behold his eye

(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth

Controlling Ma jefty : alack, alack, for woe,

That any harm fhould ftain fo fair a fhow.

Rich. We are amaz'd, and thus long have we flood

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee,

Becaufe we thought our felf thy lawful King

:

And if we be, how dare thy joynts forget

To pay the awful duty to our prefence ?

If we be not, (hew us the hand of God,

That hath difmifs'd us from our Stewardfhip,

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone

Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter,

Unlefle he do prophane, (ieal, or ufurpe.

And though you thmk, that all, as you have done,

Have torn their fouls, by turning them from us,

And we are barren , and bereft of Friends :

Yet know, my Mafter, God Omnipotent,

Is muftring in his Clouds on our behalf,

Armies of Peftiience, and they fhall ftrike

Your Children yet unborn, and unbegot.

That lift your Vaflal hands againft m^ head.

And threat fheGloryof my precious Crown.
Tell BtiUinghrooke, for yond me thinks he is.

That every flride he makes upon my Land,
Is dangerous Treafon, he is come to ope
The purple Teftament of a bleeding Warre

;

But ere the Crown he looks for, live in peace,

Ten thoufand bloody crowns of Mothers Sonnes
Shall ill become the flower of Englands (ace.

Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace
To Scarlet indignation, and bedew
Her Pallors GrafTe with faithful Englifh Blood.

North. The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King
Should (o with civil and uncivil Arms
Be rufh'd upon ; Thy thrice-noble Coufin,

Harry Bnllinghrooke doih humbly k»fs thy hand,
And by the honourable Tornb he fwears

Thar ftands upon your Royal Grandfiers bones
And by the Royalties of both your bloods,

(Currents that fpringfrom one moft gracious Head^
And by the buried hand of Warlike Gamtt
And by the Worth and Honour of himfelf,

Comprifingall that may be iworn, or faid,

His coming hither hath no further fcope,

Than for his Lineall Royalties , and to beg
Infranchifcment immediate on his knees

:

Which on thy Royal party granted once.
His glittering Arms he will commend to Ruft,
His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his heart

To faithful fervice of your Majefly:

This fwears he, as he is a Prince, is juft,

And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him.

Rich. Northnmberland, fay thus : The King returns,

His Noble Coufin is right welcome hither.

And all the number of his fair demands
Shall be accomplifh'd without contradiftion

:

With all the gracious utterance thou haft,

Speak to his gentle hearingkind commends.
We do dcbafe our felf (Coufin) do we not.

To look fo poorly, and to fpeak fo fair ?

Shall we call back Northumierland iodicod
Defiance to the Traitor, and fodie?

Aunt. No, good my Lord,let's fight with gentle words,
Till time lend friends,8i friends their hopeful Swords.

Rich. Oh God, oh God, that ere this tongue of mine
That laid the Sentence of dread banifhment

On yond proud man, fhould take it off again

With words of footh : Oh that I were as great

As is my Grief, or lefTer than my Name,
Or that I could forget what I have been.

Or not remember what I mufl be now .•

Swell'ft thou proud heart ? He give thee fcope to beat,

Since foes have fcope to beat both thee and me.
Aum. Northumberland comes back from Bnlltng'

hooks-

Rich. What muft the King do now ? mu(^ he fubmit ?

The King fhall do it : Muft he be depos'd ?

The King fhall be contented : Muff he iofe

The Name of King ? o'Gods Name let it go.

He give my Jewels for a fet of Beads,

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage,

MygayApparrcl, foran Almes-mans Gown,
My hgur'd Goblets, for a difh of Wood,
My Scepter,for a Palmers walking Staffe,
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My Subjcas.for » pair of Carved Saints,

And my large Kingdom, for a little Grave,

A little little Grave, an obfcure Grave.

Or lie be buried in the Kings high-way,

Some way of common Trade, where Subjeits feet

May hourly trample on their Sovcraigns bead

:

For on my heart thev trCad now, whilft I live ;

And buried once, why not upon my head ?

ApimerU, thou wceprt,(my tender-hearted Coufin)

Wc'l mate foul weather with defpifed tears

:

Our fighs, and thcy,(hall lodge the Summer Corn,

And make a dearth in this Revolting Land.

Or fhall we play the wantons with our woes.

And makefomc pretty match with fhedding tears ?.

As thus : todropthem ftill upononeplacc,

Till they have fretted us a pair of Graves,

Within the earth : and therein laid, there lies

Two Kinfmen digg'd their graves with weeping eies ?

Would not this ill do well ? Well, well, I fee

I talk but idcly, and you mock at me.

Molt mighty Prince, my Locd Nonhumbertand,

What faics King Bulllngyrdokt} Will his Majefty

Give Rich*rd\'iivz to live, till Richard die ?

You make a Legge, and BMlUHglTeeke faies I.

North. My Lord, in the bafc Court he doih attend

To fpcak with you, may it pleafc you to come down.

Rich. Down, down I come,like glift'ring Phtuttn^

Wanting the manageof unruly Jidei.

In the bafe Court ? bafe Court where Kings grow bafe,

To come at Traitors Calls,.and do them Grace.

In the bafe Court come down : down Court, down King,

For night-Owls fhrike.where mounting Larks rtioutd fing.

BmH. What faici his Majefty ?

North. Sorrow, and grief of heart

Makes him fpeak fondly, like a frantickman :

Yet he is come.

BhU. Stand all aparr.

And (View fair duty to his Majefty.

My gracious Lord.

Rich.^iit Coufin.

You debafc your Princely knee,

To make the bafe earth proud with kiding it.

Me rather had, my heart might feel your Love,

Than my un-plcas*d Eye fee your Courtcfic.

Up Couiin, up, your heart is up, I know.

Thus high at leaft, although your knee be low.

Bull. My gracious Lord , I come but for mine
own.

Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and

all.

Bull. So farre be mine,(my moft redoubled Lord,^

As my true fervice fhall defcrvc your love.

Rich. Well you defrv'd ••

They well deferve to have,

That know the (irong'ft and furefl way to get.

Uncle give me your hand : nay, dry your eies

Tears Oiew their love, but want their remedies.

Coufin I am too young to be your Father,

Though you are old enough to be my Heir.

What you will have, ite give, and willing too,

For do we muft, what force will have us do.

Set on towards London :

Coufin, is it fo ?

BhU. Yea, my good Lord.-

Rich. Then I muft not fay, nc

Flourljh. Exeunt.

Enter Queen and tpfo Ladier.

Qh. Whjr rport (hall we devife here in this Garden,

To drive away the heavy thought ofcare i

La. Madam, wc'l play at Bowls.

Qh. 'Twilf make me think the world is full of Rubs,

And that my fortune runs againlt the Byas.

La. Madam, we'll dance.

Qm. My Legs canlceep no meafure in delighr.

When my poor heart no meafure keeps in grief.

Therefore no danong CGirle^ fome other (port.

La. Madam, we'll telltales.

Qu. Ot Sorrow, or of Gtief?

La. Of either, Madam.

j^. Ofnerther, Girie.

ForUofif joy, being Itogaher wanting.

It doth temembcr methe more of forrow

:

Or if of grief, being altogether had,

It addes more forrow to my want of joy

:

For what 1 have, I need not to repeat

;

And what I want, it boots not to complain.

La. Madam, ilc fing.

j^. Tis well that thou haft caufe.*

But thou fhould'fl pleafe me better , would'rt thou weep.

La. I could weep, Madam, would it do you good ?

^«. And I could fing, would weeping do me good,

And never borrow any tear of thee.

Enter a Gardiner ^ and trvo Serva>its,

But Hay, here comes the Gardiners,

Let's flcp into the (hadow of thefc Tree?.

My wrctchedneffc,unto a row of Pinnes,

Thcy'l talkof ftate? for every one doth fo,

Againft a Change ; woe is fore-run with woe.

Card. Go bind thou up yond dangling Apticocks,

Which like unruly Children, make tneir Syre

Stoop with opprelTion of their prodigal weight

:

Give fome fupportance to the bending twiggs.

Go thou, and like an Executioner

Cut off the heads of too faR growing fprayes.

That look too lofty in our Common-wealth :

All muft be even, in our Govcrnmenr.

You thus imploy'd, I will go root away

The noifom weeds that without profit fuck

Thefoyles fertility from wholfom Flowers.

Ser. Why fhouldwein tbccompaffeof jpale,

Keep Law and Form, and due Proportion,

Shewing as inaModellourfirm ftate?

When ourSei-walled Garden, f the whole Lind,)

Is full of weeds, herfaireft Flowers choak tup.

Her fruit-trees all unpruin'd, her hedges ruin'd, ,

Her Knots diforder'd, and her wholfomc Hcarbs

Swarmingwith Caterpillars.

Card. Hold thy peace.

He that hath fufFcr a rhis difordet'd Spring,

Hath now himfelf met with the fall of Leaf.

The weeds that hisbroad-fpreading Leaves didfhcltcr,

That fcem'd in eating him, to holcThim up.

Are pull'd up, root and all, by Bullliiglfroe^

I mean, the Earle of fFllt^lrt, Bi^jy CreeH,

F f Ser. What
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Ser . What are they dead ?

G^ei. 1 hey are,

And 'Bullitsgbrooke hath feiz'd the Waneful King.

Whacpitty isit, that hehad not trim'd

And dreft his Land, as we this Garden at time of year;

And wound che Bark, the skin of our Fruit-trees,

Lead beingover proud with Sap and Blood,

Wiih too much riches it confound it fcif ?

Had he done fo, to greac and growing men.

They might have liv'd to bear, and he to tafle

Their fruits of duty. All fupcrfluous branches

Wc lop away, that bearing boughs may live

:

Had he done fo, himfelf had born the Crown,
Which wafte and idle hours hath quite thrown down.

Str. What think you the King fhall be dcpos'd ?

Gar. Dcpreft he is already, and depos'd

'Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night

To a deer friend of the Duke of Tork^^

That tell black tidings.

Qu. Oh lam preli to death through want of fpeaking

Thou old AdantiWkcntRc^ fet to dreflc this Garden

;

How dares thy harfh tongue found this unpleafing news

What Sve ? what ferpcnt hath fuggeftcd thee,

To make a fecond fall of curfed man ?

Why dolt thou fay, King Richard\s<it<po%'d ?

Dar'it thou (thou little better thing then earth)

Divine his downfall ? fay where, when, and how
Cam'ft thou by this ill tidings ? fpeak thou wretch.

Gard. Pardon me Madam. Little joy have I

To breathe thefe news ;
yet what I fay, is true;

King Richard^ he is in the mighty hold

Of BHll'tMgbraoke, their fortunes both are weigh'd

:

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelf.

And fome few vanities that make him light

:

But in the Ballanceof great Bulllngbrooke.,

Befides himfelf, are all the Engllfh Peers,

And with that odds be weighs King Richard down.
Poft you to Loudon, and you'l find it fo,

I fpeak no more, then every one doih know.

^. Nimble mifchance, that art fo light of foot,

Doth not thy Embaffage belong to me ?

And am I laft that knows it .? Oh thou ihink'fl

To ferve me laft, that I may longeft keep
Thy forrow in mybreaft. Come Ladies goe,

To meet at London, LondoHS King in woe.

What, was I born to this .' that my fad look,

Should grace the Triumph ofgreat BuUlnghrooke

!

Gard'ner,for telling me this news of woe,

I would the Plants thou grafi'ft, may never gcow. Exit.

G. Poor Queen, fo that thy ftate might be no Worfe,

I would my skill were fubjeft co thy curie:

Here did fhe drop a tear, here in this place

He fet a bank of Ret*, (fowre Herb ofGrace :)

Rtw, ev'n for Ruth, here ftiorily fhall befcen,

In the renwmbrance of a weeping Queen. Exit.

J&m Qnartus. Sc^tna Vrima,

Enter at to the Pxrllamem , Bullingbrool^, Aumerle, Ntr-
thumberland, Percie, Flix, Water, S»rrej,Carlile,Mlvt

offVeftmitifler. Herauld, Officers, tud Bagst,

BiilUngbrooke.CiW forth Btigot.

N6W Bagot^ freely fpeak thy mind,

VVhat thou doft know of Noble GUnjlers death ;

VVho Wrought it with the King, and whoperform'd

The bloody Oflice of h s timele(T"e end.

Bag. Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle.

Bull. Coufin, ftand fori hand look upon that man.

Bag. My Lofd y^timerle, I know your daring tongue

Scorns to unfay, what it hath once delivei'd.

In that dead time when Glottfttri death was plotted,

I heard you fay, Is not my arme of length,

That reacheth frotn the tedful EngHlh Court

As far as Callit to my Uncles head ?

Amongft much other talke, that very time,

I heard you fay, that you had rather refufe

The offer of an hundred thoufand Crowns,

Then BtiUingbrookeitlVixn loEnglaxd', adding wichall.

How bleft this Land would be in this your Cofins death.

Aum. Princes and Noble Lords :

What anfwer ftialll make tothisbafe man .'

Shall I fo much dilhonour my fair Starrs.

On equal terms to give him chafiifement i

Either 1 muft, or have mine honour fpoild

With th'Atteindorof his flano'rous Lip?.

There is my Gage, the manual Seal of death

That m aiks thee out for Hell. Thou iieft,

And will maintain what thou haft fald,is falfe.

In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe,

Toftain the temper ofmy Knightly fword.

Bull. Bagot forbear, thou ftialc not take it up.

j^Htn. Excepting one, I would be were the beft

In all this prelcnce that hath moved me fo.

FiVc. If that thy valour ftand on fympathies

:

There is my Gage, AumtrUy inGagc to thine .•

By that fair Sunne, that (hews me where thou fUnd'ft,

I heard thee Ciy (and vintingly thou fpak'ft it)

That thou wert caufe of Noble cUnfters death.

If thoudenieftit, twenty times thoulieff,

And I will turn thy falfhood to thy heart.

Where it was forged with my Rapiers point.

jinm. Thou dar'ft not fCoward) live to fee the day,
Fitx.. Now by my foul, I would it were this hour.

Anm. F»/t>p<»*r thou art damn'd to hell for this.

Per, Axmerkt thou lyeft : his Honour is as true

In this appeal, as thou art all unjuft :

And that thou artfo, there I throw my Gage
Toproveit on thee,to tb'extreameft point

Of mortal breathing. Seizeit, if thou dar'ft.

Aura. And if I do not, may my hands rot off.

And never brandifh more revengeful Steel,

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe.

Surrey. My Lord Fitz,water :

I do remember well, the very time
AumerU and you did talke.

Fitt,. My Lord,

•Tis very true : You were in prcfcnce then

;

And you can witnefle with me, this is true.

Snrrtj. As falfe, by heaven,

As heaven it felf is true.

Pitt.. Surrey, thou lyeft.

Surrey. Difhonourable Boy,

That Lye, fhall lie fo heavy on my fword,
That it ftiall render Vengeance and revenge,
Till thou the Lye- giver, and that Lye, do lye

In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull.

In proof whereof, there is mine Honours pawn.
Engage it to the Trial, if thou dar'ft.

^

F/fc.
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Fitzw. How fondly do'ft thou fpur a forward Horfc ?

If /dare cat, or drink, or breach, or live,

I dare meet Surry in a Wilderncfs,

And fpit upon him, whilft 1 fay he LycJ,

And Lyes, and Lyes : there is my bond of Faich,

To eye thee to my flrong Correftion.

A / intended to thrive in this new World,

Aumerlt is guilty of my true Appeal.

Befides, / heard the baniftit Norfalke fay,

Thac thou AHmerU didft fend two of thy men.

To execute the Noble Duke at Caiice.

Aum. Some honcft Chriftian truftmewith aGage,

That Norfolke Itcs : here do / throw down this.

If he may be repcal'd, to try his honour.

Bull. Thcfe differences Qiail all red under Gage

,

Till A/(?r/o% be repeal'd : repeal 'd he fhallbe;

(And though mine Enemy) rertor'd again

To all his Lands and Seigniories : when he's return'd,

Againfb Anmerle we will enforce his Tryal.

Cttrl. Thac honourable day fhall ne're be I'een.

Many a time hath banilVit Norfolkeioughi

For Jefu Chrift, in glorious Chriflian field

Streaming the Enfign of the Chriftijn Crofs

Againfl: black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens

:

And coyl'd with works of War, retyr'd himfclf

To Jiinlj, and there at Venice gave

His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth,

And his pure Soul unto his Captain Chrift,

Under whofe Colours he had fought fo long.

BuH. Why Biflnop, is Norfolke dead ?

Carl. As fure as / live my Lord.

BhII. Sweet peace conduit his fweet Soul

To the Bofom of good old Abraham.
Lords Appcalants,your differences (hall all rcfl under gage,

Till we aflign you to your dayes ofTryal.

Enter Tari^.

Torke. Great Duke of L<»«f.r/?(rr, I come to thee

From Plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soul

Adopts thee Heir, and his high Scepter yields

To thepod'cnion of thy Royal Hand.
Afcend his Throne, defccnding now from him.
And long live Htnrj^ of thac Name the Fourth.

B14II. In Gods Name, He afcend the Regal Throne.
Carl. M3rry,Heaven forbid.

Worft in this Royal Prefence may I fpeak.

Yet bert befcemiug me to fpeak the truth.

Would God, that any in this Noble Prefence
Were enough Noble to be upright Judge
Of Noble Richard, then true Noblenefs would
Learn him forbearance from fo foul a wrong.
What SubjCift can give Sentence on his King ?

And who fits here, that is not Richards SubjciS ?

Thieves are not judg'd, but they are by to hear,
Although apparent guilt be feen in them:
And fliall the figure of Gods Majefiy,

HisCaprain, Steward, Deputy eleft,

Anoynted, Crown'd and planted many years.
Be judg'd by fubjecft andinfcriour breath.
And he himfclf not prcfenc ? Oh, forbid it, God,
That in a Chriftian Climate, Soules refin'd

Should Hiew fo heinous, black, obfcene a deed.
I fpeak to Subjeas, and a Subjca fpeaks,
Stirr'd up by Heaven, thus boldly for his King.
My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King,
Is a foul Traytor ro proud Hertfords King.
And if you Crown him. Ice rac prophefie.

The blood of English fliall manure the ground.

And furure ages groan for his foul A6f

.

Peace fhall go fleep with Turkj and Jnfideltt

Andin this Scat of Peace, tumultuous Wars
Shall Km with Kin, and Kind with Kind confound.

Diforder, Horrour, Fear and Mutiny
Shall here inhabit, and this Landbecall'd
The field oiCelioiha, and dead mens SkuU.

Oh, if you rear this Hoiife, againH this Houfe
It will the wofuUeftDivifion prove,

That ever fell upon this curfcd Earth*

Prevent It, refiftir, let it not be fo,

Left Child, Childs Children cry againftyou, WO.
North. Well have you argu'd Sir : and for youtpaincs,

Of Capital Treafon we arrefi you here.

My Lord of tVefljMin/ler, be it your charge,

Tokeephimfafcly, till his day of Tryal.

May it plealc you. Lords, to grant the Commons Suit ?

Bull. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view
He may furrender : fo wc fhall proceed
Wiihout fufpition.

Tsr. Iwillbchis Conduft. £xit.
Bull. Lords, you that arc here under our Arrcft,

Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwcr

:

Little arc we beholding to your Love,
And little look'd for at your helping Hands.

Enter Richard aid Torke.

Rich. Alack, why am 1 fent for to a King,
Before I have (hook off the Regal thoughts

Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet have learn 'd
To infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my Knee.
Give Sorrow leave a while, to return me
To this SubmifTion. Yet I will remember
The favours of thcfe men : were they not mine?
Did they not fometime cry, All haile to me /
So JudM did to ChriH : but he m twelve,
Found truth in all, but one; I,intwelve thoufand,none.
God fvc the King : will no man fay. Amen ?

Am I both Pricft and Clark ? well then. Amen.
God fave ihc King, although I be not he :

And yet Amen, if Heaven do think him me.
To do what fcrvice,am I fent for hither .'

Tor. To do that Office of thine own good will,
Which tyred Majefiy did make thee offer

:

The Rcfignation of thy State and Crown
To Hearji BuUiitglbrooke.

Rich. Give me the Crown.Here Coufin.feizethe Crown:
Here Courin,on rhis (ide my Hand, on thac fide thine.
Now is this Golden Crown like a deep Well
That owes two Buckets, filling one another,

'

The emprer ever dancing in the Ayr,

Theotherdown,unfeen,3ndfuilof Water.* 5

That Bucket down, and full of Tea res am I

Drinking my Griefs, whiift you mount upon higfi.

BhI. I thought you had been willing to relign.

Rich. My Crown I am, but f^ill my Griefs arc mine

:

You may my Glories, and my State depofe,
But not my Griefes ; flill am I King of thofe.

Bui. Part of your Cares you give me with youf Crown. I

Rich. Your Cares fet up, do not pluck my Cares down
My Care, is lofs of Care, by old Care done.
Your Care, is gain of Care, by new Care won.
The Cares I give, I have, though given away.
They tend the Crown, yet f^ill wuh me they ftay.

BhU Are you contented to relign the Crown ?

Ff I RlcLl
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Rich. I no ; no, I for I muft nothing be:

Therefore no, no, for I refignc to thee.

Now, mark me how I will undo my felf;

I give this he vy Weight from off my Head,

And this unwieldy Scepter from my Hand,

The pride of Kingly fway from out my Heart,

With mine own tciirs I wjfh away my blame.

With mineown hands I giveaway my Ctown,

With mine own tongue deny my Sacred State,

With mineown breach releafe alldutious Oaths

:

All Pomp and Majcfty 1 do foifwear

:

My Manors, Rents, Revenues, I forgoe

;

My Ads, Decrees, and Statutes I deny .•

God pardon all Oatbes that arc broke to me,

God keep all vows unbrote are made to thee.

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd,

And thou with all pleas'd, that haft all atchiev'd,

Lopg maift thou live in Rich/irds feat to fit.

And foon lie Richard in an Earthy pit.

Godfave King f/rw/, un-King'd Richard Cites,

And fend him many years of Sun- (hinc daies.

Whit more remains ?

North. No more : but that you read

Thefe Accufations, and thefc grievous Crimes,

Committed by your pcrfon, and your followers,

Againft the State and Profit of this Land ;

That by confefling them, the Souls of men
May deem that you are worthily depos'd.

Rich. Muft I do fo ? and muft I ravel cut

My weav*d-up follies ? Gentle Northumbtrldnd,

If thy Offences were upon Record,

Would it not fhame thee, in fo f»ir a troope.

To read a Le^^urc of them? if thou woulo'l^

There fliould'ft thou find one hainous article^

Containing the dcpofing of a King,

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath,

Mark'd with ablot, damn'd in the Book of Heaven.

Nay, aU of you, that ftand and look upon me,

Whil'ft that my wretchedneffe doth bait my fclf.

Though fomc of you, with PikumOn your hands.

Shewing an outward piity : yet yon Pilates

Have here delivefd me to my fewer Croffe,

And water cannot wafh away your finne.

North. MyLordjdifpatch, read o're thefe Articles.

Rich. Minecics are full of teats, I cannot fee:

And yet fall-water blinds them rot fo much.

But they can fee a fort of Traitors here.

Nay, ifl turn mine cies upon my felf,

I fi,nd my felf a Traitor with the reft..-

Fori have given here my fouls confenr,

T'undeck the pompous Body of a King ;

Made Glory bafe ; a Sovcraign, a Slave ;

Proud Majefty, a Subjedi; State, a Peafant.

North. My Lord.

Rich. No Lord of thine, thou hiught-infulting man ;

No, nor no mans Lord : 1 have no Name, no Title;

No, not that name was given me at the Font,

But 'tis ufurpt : alack the heavy day,

That I have worn fo many Winters out.

And know not now .what name to call my felf.

Oh, that 1 were a Mockcrie, King of Snow,
Standing before the Sun of Btdlingkrool^^

To melt iny felf away in water-drops.

Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good,

And if my word be Sterling yet in Engla/id

Let it command a Mirror hither ftraight.

That it may fhew me what a fjce I have.

Since it is Bankrupt of his Majefty.

Bull. Goe fome of you, and fetch a Looking-Giaffe.

North.Kcid o're this paper, while the Glafs doth come
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me , ere I come to Hell.

Bull. Urge It no more, my Lord NorthumherUnd.

North. TheComraons will not then be fatisfy'd.

Rich. They fliall be fatisfy'd: ile read enough,

When I do fee the very Book indeed.

Where all my fins are wrir, and that's my fclf.

Enter eite with 4 GUffe,

Give me that Glafle, and therem will /read.

No deeper wrinkles yet ? hath forrow ftruck

So many blows upon this face of mine.

And made no deeper wounds ? Oh fla t'ring Giaffe,

Like to my followers in profpericy

,

Thoudoft beguile me. Was this Face, the Face

That every day under his Houftiold-roof,

Did keep ten thoufand men ? Was this the face,

Thatlikethe Sun did make beholders wink?

Is this the Face, which faCd fo many follies.

That was at hft out-fac'd by SMpghrookf ^

A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face,

As brittle as the Glory, is the Face,

For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhivers.

Mark filent King, the Morallof thisfporr.

How foon my forrow hath deftroy'd my Face.

BmI. The ftiadow of your forrow hath deftroy'd

The fhadow of your Face.

Rich. Say chat again.

The ftiadow of my Sorrow : ba, let's fee,

*Tis very true, myGricf lies all within.

And thefe external manners of Laments,

Aremeerly fhadowes tothcunfeen Gnef,
That fwclls with filence in the tortut'd SouL

There lies the Subftance : and I thank thee King

For thy great bouniy, that not only giv'ft

Mecaufe to wail, but teacheft me the way

How to lament the caufe. He beg one boon.

And then be gone, and trouble you no more.

Shall I obtain it ?

Bull. Name it, fair Coufin.

Rich.' Fair Coufin ? I am greater rhan a King .•

For when I was a King, my flatterers

Were then but (ubje<Sls ; being now a fubjetS,

I have a King here to my fiatierer :

Being fo great, I have no need to beg.

BmI. Yetaske.

Rich. And ftiall I have ?

Bull. Youftiall.

Rich. Then give me leave ro^oe.

"BuU. Whither?

Rich. Whither you will, fo I were from your fights.

Bull. Goe fome of you, convey him to the Toiler.

Rich. Oh good : convey : Conveyers arc you aJ/,

That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall.

Bull. On Wednefday next we folemnly fet down
Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your felves. Exeum.

ylbbot. A woful Pjgeanx have we here beheld.

Carl. The woe's to come, the Children yet unborn,
Shall feel this day as fharp to them as thorn.

Auta. You holy Cletgy-men, is there no plot ?

To rid the Realm of this pernicious blot .'

yibyot. Before Ifreely fpeak my mind herein.

You fliall not only take the Sacrament,

To bury mine intents, but alfo to effe^

What
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VVhac ever I (hall happen co dcvife.

I fee your Brows are full of difcontcnr,

Your Heirt of forrow, and your Eies of cears,

Come home with me to Supper, lie lay a ploc

Shall (hew us ill a merry day. Exeunt.

Jcfm QmntHS, Sacna Trhnd.

I

Enter Queen, and Ladies.

Qu. This way the King will come : this ij the way

To fltllus Cjfart ill-ereftcd Tower

:

To whofe flint bofom, my condemned Lord

Is doom'd a Prifoner,by proud BMngbrooki.

Here let us reft, if this Rebellious earth

Have any refling for her true Kings Queen.

Enter Richard, and Guard.

But foft, but fee, or rather do nor fee.

My fair Rofe wither : yet look up j behold,

That you in pitty may diffoWe to dew.

And wafti him frelh again with true-love rears.

Ah thou, the Modell, where old Troy did ftand,

Thou Mappeof Honour, thou King Richards Tomb,

And not King Richard : thou moft beautcou"! Inne,

Why (hould hard-favor 'd grief be lodg'd in thee.

When Triumph is become an Ale-houfe Gucft ?

Rich. Joyn not wuhanef, fair woman, do not fo,

To make my end too fudden : learn good foul.

To think our former State a happy Dream,

From which awak'd, the truth of what we are.

Shews us but this. lam fworn Brother (Sweet)

To grim neceffity ; and he and I

Will keep a League till death. High thee to Fr4f»«,

And Cloyder thee in.fome Religious houfc:

Our holy lives muft winne a new worlds Crown,

Which our propbane hours here have ftricken down.

Qm. What, is my A;Vfe«-«i boihin fhapcand mind
Transform'dand wcakcn'd ? Hath-S«///wg^(?«/^*

Depos'd thine intcUeft ? hath he been m thy heart .'

The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his Paw,

And wounds the earth, if nothing elfc, with rage

To be o're-powr'd : and wilt thou, Pupill-ltke,

Take thy correction mildly, kiffe the Rod,

And fawn on rage with bafc humility,

Whicl} art a Lyon and a King of Beafts ?

Rich. A King of Beafts inc'eed : if aught but Bcifis,

I had been ftill a happy King of men.

Good (fometime^ Queen prepare thee hence for France

:

Think I am detd, and that even here thou tak'It,

As from my Death-bed, my laH-living leave.

In Winiers tedious Nights fit by the fire

With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales

Of wotuli Ages, long jgoe betide

:

And ere thou bid good-nighr , to quit their grief,

Tell thou the lamentiibtefal! of me,
And fend the hearers weeping to their beds

:

For why ? the fcnfclcfle Brands will fympathizc

The heavy accent of my moving tongue,

And in compafTion weep the fire out :

And fomc will mourn in Alhes, fomc coal-black.

For the depofing of a rightful King.

Enter NtrthnmherlaMd.

North. My Lord, the mmd oi Bullingbrooke is chang'd.

You muft to Pomfreiy not unto the Tttver.

And Madam, there is order ta'ncfor you :

With all fwift fpced, you mud away to France.

Rich. Mtrthtitnberland, thou Ladder wherewitball

The mounting Bullinglrrotke afccnds my Throne,

The time fhall not be many hours of age.

More than it is, ere foul fin, gathering head.

Shall break into corruption : thou (halt think.

Though he divide the Real m, and give thee halfc.

It is too little, helping him to all:

He (hall think, thu thou which knowR the Way

To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know again,

Being nc'rc fo little urg'd, another way.

To pluck him headlong from th'ufurped Throne.

The Love of wicked fnends convens to fear

;

That Fear, to Hare; and Hate turns one, or both.

To worthy danger, and dcferved death.

Nmh. My guilt be one my head, and there an end

;

Take leave, and parr, for you muft part forthwith.

Rich. Doubly divorc'd ? (bad men) ye violate

A two-fold Marriage ; 'twixi my Crown and mc;
And then betwixt me, and my manied wife.

Let mc un-ki(re the Oath, 'twix: thee and mc

:

And yet not fo, for with a kifTe 'twas made.

Part us NarthumherUnd : I, towards the North,

Where fhivering Cold and Sickncffe pines the Clime

:

My Queen to France : from whence,fet forth in Pomp,
she came adorned hither like fwcct May,
Sent back like Hollowmas, or fhort'ft of day.

Qu. And mufl we be divided ? mufi we part ?

Rich. Ijhand fcom hand(my Love)ind heart from heart.

Qu. B)ni(h us both, and fend the King with mc
North. That were tome Love, bui litrle poliqf.

Qu. Then wbithci he goes, tbiiher let me goe.

Rich. So two together weepog, make one woe,
Weep thou for me in France ; I, for thee here

:

Better farre off then neer, be ne're the neer

Goe, count thy way with fighs, I mine with groans.

Qu. So longeft way, rhili have the longed moans.
AwrA.Twice for one itep He groan, the way being (hort,

And piece the way out with a heavy hearr.

Come, come, in wooing Sorrow let's be brief.

Since wedding it, thcrcisfuchlcngrh in Grief:
One Kiffe (hall l^op our mouths, and dumbly part

;

Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart.

Qu. Giveme mine own again : twere no good part.

To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart.

So, now I have mine own again, begone,
That 1 may (trive to kill it with a groan.

Rich. We make woe wanton with this fonddehy

:

Once more adieu ; the reli let forrow fay. ixemu.

Sc^na Secmda,

Enter Terk^andhis Dmchefe.

Due. My Lord, you told me you would tell the ref!,

When weeping made you break the flofy off.

Of our two Coufins coming into Landut.

Tor. Where did I leave ?

'Dm. At that fad rtop.my Lord,

Where rude mls-govem'd hands, from Windows top*.

Threw dull and rubbilL on King Richards head.

F t i r*r.Thco
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Tor. Then J as I faid, theDuke (great BMlnghretkf)

Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed,

Which his afpiring Rider fcem'd to know,
With flow, but ftately pacc,kept on his courfe

:

While all tongues cry'd , God favc thee BHllittgbrooke.

You would have thought the very windows fpake.

So many greedy looks of young and old,

Through Cafements darted their defiring cies

Upon his vifage; and that all the walls

With painted Imagery had faid at once,

Jefu prcfervc thee, welcome £«i//«g^wi^?.

Whilft he.fromone lide to the other turning,

Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds neck,

Befpake them thus; I thank you Countrey-men

:

And thus ftill doing, thus he part along.

Dtuch. Alas poor Richard-, where rides he the whilft ?

Yor. As in a Theater,the eies of men
Aftera wcU-grac'd Aftor leaves the Stage,

Are idely bent on him that enters next.

Thinking his prattle to be tedious

:

Evenfo, or with much more contempt, mens e'les,

Didfcowleon Richtvrd: nomancry'd, God favc him;
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home,
But dnfl was thrownupon his Sacred head,

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fliook off.

His face flill combating with tears and fmiles

(The badges of his grief and patience)

That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofc) ftecl'd

The hearts of men, they mu0 perforce have melted,
And Barbarifme it felf have pittyed him.

But heaven hath a hand in thefe events,

To whofe high will we bound our calme contents.

To Bull'wgbroekty are we fworn Subjefts now,
Whofe State, and Honour, I for aye allow.

Enter Aumcrle.

Dm. Here comes my fonnc^*B;fr/f.
Tor. .Aitmerle thitvias.

But that is loft, for being Richards Friend.

And Madam, you muft call him Rntlofidnow :

I am in Parliament pledge for his truth.

And laftingfealtie in the new-made King.
DtH. Welcome my Sonne : who are the violets now,

That firew the green lap of the new-come Spring ?

yittm. Mjdam, I know not, nor I greatly care nor,
God knows, I had as lief be none, as one.

Tor. Well, bear you well in this new-fpring of time,
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime.
What news from Oxford} Hold thofe Jufts and Triumphs.?

^M/n. For ought I know my Lord, they do.
Ter. You will be there I know.
j4um. IfGod prevent not, I purpofe fo.

Ter. What Seal is that that hangs without thy bofom?
Yea, look 'ft thou pale f let me fee the Writir^.

Atim. My Lord, 'tis nothing.

Tor. No matter then who fees ir,

I will befatisficd,lct me fee the writing.

Aum. Idobefcech your Grace to pardon me,
Itisamatteroffmall confcqucnce.
Which for fome rcafons I would not have feen.

Tor. Which for fome rcafons fir, I mean to fee

:

I fear, I fear.

Dm. Whacfliould you fear?
' Tis nothi ng bur fome bond, that he is cnter'd into
For gay apparell, agafnft the triumph.

Tor. Bound to himfelf ? What doth he with a Bond
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a fool.

Boy, let me fee the writing.

^Mm. I do befecch you pardon me, I may not flicw it.

Tor. 1 will be fatisficd, let me fee it I fay. Snatches it.

Treafon, foul treafon. Villain, Traitor, Slave.

Dm. What's the matter, my Lord ?

Tor. Hoa, who's within there ? faddle my horfe.
Heaven for his mercy .-what treachery is here ?

Dut. yVhy, what is'c my Lord ?

Tor. Give mc my boots , 1 fay : faddle rayhorfe

:

Now by my honour, my life, my troch,

I will appeach the villain.

Dat. What is the matter ?

Tor. Peace foolifti woman.
Dm. I will not peace. What is the matter Son .'

u4um. Good Mother be content, it is no more
Then my poor life muft anfwer.

Dut. Thy life anfwer ?

Enter Servant tvith Boots.

Tor. Bring my Boots, 1 will unto the King.
Dut. Strike him yiumerle. Poor boy, thou art amaz'd,

Hence villain, never more come in my fight.

Tor. Give memy Boots I fay.

Dut. Why Torl^ what wilt chou do ?

Wilt thou not hide the trcfpafle ofthineown ?

Have we more Sonnes .' or are we like to have ?

Is not my teeming date drunk up with time ?

And wilt thou pluck my fair Son from mine age.
And rob me of a happy Mothers name i

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own ?
Tor. Thou fond mad woman

:

Wilt thou conccale this dark Confpiracy ?

A dozen of them here have tanc the Sacrament,
And interchangeably fet their hands
To kill the King at Oxford.

Dut. He (hall be none

:

We'll keep him here : then what is that to him ?
Tor. Away fond woman : were he twenty times my

Son, I would appeach him.

Dut. Hadft thou groan'd for him as I have done.
Thou would ft be more pfttifuU :

But now I know thy mind ; thou doft fufpcdt
'

That I have been difloyal to thy bed.
And that he is a Baftard, not thy Sonne :

Sweet T,rk, fweet Husband, be not of that mind .-

He is as like thee, is a man may be,
Not like to me, nor any of my kin.
And yet I love him.

Tor. Make way, unruly woman.
£^;,^

Dut. After AMwerle. Mount thee upon his horfe
Spurr poft, and get before him to the King,

'

And beg thy pardon, ere be do accufe thee,
He not be long behind : though I be old,
I doubt not but to ride as faft as Torkj
And never will I rife up from the ground,
Till BuUlngbrooke have pardon'd thee;Away,be gont.Exlt.

Saem Tenia,

Enter BuUmghooke, Percie, and other Lords.
Bull. Can no man tell of my unthrifty Son >

Tis full three moneths fince I did fee him laft.
If any plague hang ever us, 'tis he :

I would to heaven (my Lords) he might be found.
Enquire at Z,W««, mongft the Taverns there :

For
J
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For there (th ey (ay) he daily doth frcqucnr,

Wuh unreftraincd loofc CompanionJ,

Even fuch (they fay) as ftand in narrow Lancf,

And rob our Watch, and beat our piiTengcrs

,

Which he ^young wanton, and cfteminatc Boy)

Takes on the point of honour, to fupport

So diflblurc a crew.
t. n - ^

Per. My Lord, fome two days finccl law thePnncc,

And told him of ibcfc triumphs held ai Ox/»ri.

ShU. And what faid the Gallant ?

Per. His anfwcr was : he would unto the Stews»

And from the coaunon'ft creature pluck a Glove

And wear It as a favour, and with that

He would unhorfc the luftieft Challenger.

Bull. AsdiiToluteasdefp'rate, yet through both,

1 fee fome fparks of better hope: which elder daics

May happily bring forth. But who comes here ?

Emer AHmcrle,

Aum. Where is the King f

'Bull. Whit mcansourCoufin, that he ftares

And looks fo wildly?

Aum. God favc your Grace. I do befecch your Majefty

To have fome conference with your Grace alone.

BmU. Withdraw your felvcs, and leave us here alone

:

What is the matter with our Coufin now ?

Aurtty For ever may my knees grow to the earth,

My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth,

Unlefs a Pardon, ere I rife orfpeak.

Bull. Intended or committed was thisfault ?

If on the fi(ft, how hainous ere it be.

To win thy after-love I pardon chce.

Aunt. Then give me leave, that i may turn the key.

That no man enter till the talc be done.

Bull. Hjvethydcfire. Tork^mthia

Tor. My Liege beware, look to thy felf,

Thou haft a Traitor in thy prefence there.

Bull. Villain, lie make thee fafe.

Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand, thou haft no caufe

to fear.

York,. Open the door, fecure fool hardy King

:

Shall I for love fpeak Treafon to thy face t

Open the door , or I will break it open.

Entir Ttrk^,

Bull. What is the maiter(l}ncle) fpeak, recover breath

Tell us how neer is danger,

That we may armc us to encounter it.

Ter. Perufc this writing here, and thou Hiait know
The rcafon that my hafle forbids me fliow.

Aum. Remember as thou rcad'ft,thy promifc part:

I do repent me, read not my name there.

My heart is not confederate with my hand.

Tar. It was (villain^ ere thy hand did fct it dowm
I tore i t from the Traitors bofom , King.

Fear and not Love, begets his penitence

;

Forget to pitty him, Icaft thy piety prove

A Serpent, that will fting thee to the heart,

"Bull. Oh heinous, ftrong, and bold Confpiracie,

O loyal Father of a treacherous Son :

Thou fheer, immaculate, and filvcr fountain.

From whence this flream, through muddy palTogcs

Hjth had his current, and defil'd himfelf.

Thy ovetflow of good, converts to bad.

And thine abundant goodncflc fhall cxcufc

This deadly blot, in thy digrelfmg fon.

Ter. So ftijll my vcrtue be his vices bawd.
And he (hillfpcnd mine Honour with his Shame

:

As thriftlcffeSonnes their fcraping Fathers Gold.

Mine honour lives when his difhonour (fies,

Or my (ham'd life m his difl^onour lies

:

Thou kil'ft me in his life, giving him breath,

The traitor lives, the true mans put to death.

'DHtchtjft mthiu.

Dm. What hoa (my Liege) for heavens fake let mc in.

BmH. What flirill-voic*d Suppliant makes this eager cry?

Due. A Woman and thine Aunt (great King) u« I.

Speak with mc, pitty me, open the dote,

A Bcggat begs, that never bcgg'd before.

BuB. Our Scene is alter'd from a ferious thing.

And now chang'd to the Beggar, and the King:

My dangerous CoGn, let your Mother in,

Iknow (he's cometo pray for your foul (in.

Ttr. If thou do pardon, whofocver pray.

More fins for this forgivencrte, profpcr may.

Thisfcftcr'd joynt cut off, the reft refts found,

This let alone, will all the reft confound.

Emcr DMtchejfe.

Dm. O King, belecve not this hard hearted man.
Love, loving not it felf, none other can.

T»r. Thou frantick woman, what doft thou make bcrc,

Shall thy old dugges once more a Traitor rear ?

Dm. Sweet TVri^be patient, hear mc gentle Liege.

Bull. Rife up good Auflr.

Dut. Not ycr, I thee befecch.

For ever will I kneel upon my knees.

And never fee day that the happy fees.

Till thou give joy : until thou bid me joy.

By pardoning Rutland^ my tranfgrefling Boy.

Aum. Unto my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee.

Toxk^ Againft them both, my true joynts bended be.

"Dut. Pleads he in earnefl ? Look upon his face,

His eyes do drop no tears : his prayers arc in jeft

:

His words come from his mouth, ours from our bteaft*

He prayes but faintly, and would be deny'd.

We pray with heart and foul, and all bcfide

:

His weary joynts would gladly rife, I know,
Our knees fhall kneel,till to the ground they grow

.

His prayers are full of falfc Hypocrifie,

Ours of true zealc, and deep integrity

:

Our prayers do out-pray his, then let them hav»
That mercy, which true prayers ought to have.

Bull. Good Aunt ftand up.

Dut. Nay do not fay ftand up.

But pardon firft, and afterwards ftand up.

And if I were thy Nurfe, thy tongue to teach.

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpecch,

I never long'd to hear a word till now

:

Say Pardon (King) let priity teach thee how.
The word is ftiort, but not fo fliort as fweec.

No word like Pardon, for Kings mouths fo meet.
Tor. S^iV'n'xn French (King^ ivj P<trden'ttemoj.

Dut. Doft thou teach pardon. Pardon to deftroy ?
Ah my fowre husband, my hard-hearted Lord,
1 hat fci'ft the word it felf, againft the word.
Speak pardon as 'tis currant in our Land,

The chopping FrwcA we do not underftind.

Tliine eye begins to fpeak, fct thy tongue there*

Or in thy pitteous heart, plant thou thine ear.

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce
Pitty may move thee.Pardon to rehcarfc.

Bull. Good Aunr ftand up.

'Dut. I do not fue to ftand,

Pardon is all the fuit I have in band.
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Bull. I pardon him as heaven fhall pardon rac.

Dut. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee

:

Ycc am 1 fick for fear : Speak it again.

Twice f lying Pardon, doth not pardon twain

,

But makes one pardon Rrong.

Bttll. I pardon him with all my heart.

Di4t. A God on earth thou art.
_

BmU. Butfof ourtruflybrother.in-law.thc Abbot,

With all the reft of that conforted crew,

Dcflruftion ftraighc {ball dog them at ihe heels

:

Good Uncle help to order feveral powers

To Oxford, or where ae thefe Traitors are :

They fnallnor live within this world I fwear,

But I will have them once know where.

Uncle farewell, andCoufin adieu:

Your Mother well hith pray'd, and prove you true.

Dm. Come my old ion, I pray heaven make th=e new.

Exit.

Enter Exten 4»d Servmt.

Ext. Didft thou not mark the King, what words he

fpakc *

Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear

:

Was it not fo?

Ser. Thofe were his very words.

Ex. Have I no friend ? (quoth he :) he fpake it twice,

And urg'd it twice together, did he not ?

Ser. He did.

Ex. And fpeaking it, he wiftly look'd on me,

As who fhall fay, I would thou wer't the man

That would divorce this terror from my heart ^

Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let's goc,

I am the Kings friend, and will rid his foe. Exit.

Selena Quarta.

Enter Richard.

Rich. I have been ftudying, how to compare

Thjs Prifon where I live : unto the World :

And for becaufe the world is populous.

And hereis not a Creature, but my fclf,

I cannot do it : yet lie hammer 't out.

My Brain, He prove the Female to my foul.

My foul, the Father : and thefe two beget

A generation of Rill breeding Thoughts ;

And thefe fame thoughts, people this little world

In humouts, like the people of this wotld.

For no thought is contented. The better fort,

As thoughts ofthings Divine, areintcrmixt

With fcrupies, and do fet the faith it felf

Againft the Faithras thus:Corae little ones: & then again,

It is as hard to come, as for a Camell

To thredthe ponern of a Needles eye.

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot

Unlikely wonders; how thefe vain weak nailcs

May tejra pafl'age through the Fliniy ribs

Of this hard wotld, my ragged prifon walls :

And for they cannot, dye in their own pride.

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themfelvcs,

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaves.

Nor fhall not be the lafi. Like filiy Beggars,

Who fitting in the Sto.cks, refuge their fhamc

That many have, and oiJiers mufi fit there;

And in this thought, they find a kind of eafe,

Bearing their own misfortune on the back
Of fuch as have before endut d the like.

Thus play I in one f>rifon, many people,
And none contented. Sometimes am 1 King :

Then Treafon makes me wifh my felf a Beggar,
And fo I am. Then crufhing penury,
Pcrfwades me, I was better when a King

:

Then am I King'd ?gain : and by and by.
Think that 1 am un- king'd by BttUi/ighroeke,

And ftraight am nothing. But what ere I am, Muftck^
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is,

With not hing fhall be pless'd, till he be eas'd
With being nothing. Mufickdo I hear ?

Ha, ha ?_keep time : How fower fweer Mufick is

When time is broke, and no proportion kept
>'

So is it in the Mufick of mens lives

:

And here have I thcdaintineffeof ear

To hear time broke in a difordct'd firing .•

But for the Concord of my State and Time,
Had not an ear to hear my true Time broke.
I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafte me

:

For now hath Time mademe his numbring clock
;

My thoughts are minutes j and with fighs they ;arre,
Their watches to mine eies, t he outward Watch,
Whereto my fiiiger, likea Diallspomr,
Is pointing ftill, Incleanfing them from tears.

Now fir, the found that tells what hour it is.

Are clamourous groans,that ftrikeupon my heart,
Which is the bell .• fo Sighs, and Tears, and Groans,
Shew Minutes, Hours, and Times . O but my Time
Runs porting on, in BulliKghrookes proud joy.

While I ftand fooling here, his jack o'ch'Clock.
This Mufick mads me, let it found no more,
For though it have hoipe mad men to their wits
In me it feems, it will make wife-men mad .•

Yctbleflingon his heart that gives it me;
For 'tis a figne of love, and love to Richard,

h a ftrange Brooch, in this all-hating world.

Enter Creome.
Croo. Hail Royal Prince.

Ric. Thanks Noble Peer.

The cheapefl of us, is ten groats too deer.
What art thou? and how com 'ft thou hither?
Where no man ever comes, but that fad dog^e
That brings me food, to make misfortune live ?

Grot. I was a poor Groom of thy Stable (King)
When thou wer't King, who travelling towards rorh.
With much adoe, at length have got ten leave
To look upon my (fomctimcs Royal) Mafters face.
O how it yern'd my heart, when 1 beheld
In London flreetSy that Coronation day,

Vi^tn BHllingh-ooke todt on Koin Barbery,
That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid,

That horfe, that I fo carefully have dreft.

Rich. Rode he on Barbary ? tell me gentle Friend
How went he under him ?

'

Groo. So proudly, as if he had difdain'd the "round.
Rich. So proud, that 3a///»^^rofl^e was on his back •

That Jade hath eat bread from my Royall hand.
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him.
Would he not fiumbic? would he not fall down
(Since Pride muft have a fall) and break the neck
Of that proud man,ihat did ufurpe his back ?

ForgivenefTe horfe .- why do I rail on thee.

Since thou created robe aw'd by man
V Vas't born to bear i" I was not made a horfe,

And /
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And yet I bear a burclien like an Afle,

Spur-gjll'd, and tyr'd byjuincing Bnllwghrooke.

Enter Keeper rvith a Difh.

Keep. Fellow, give pUce, here is no longer flay.

Rich. If thou love mc, 'us time thou wer't awjy-

Greo. What my tongue dares not, that my heart fhall

fay. Exit.

Keep. My Lord, wikpleafcyou tofall too.'

Rifb. Tarteofkrufl, as thouwer'twom lodo.

Keep. My Lord / dare not : Sir Pitrceoi Exton,

Who lately camefrooi tb'King, con;imands the contrary.

Rich. The divel take Hetirj of LoKofler, and ihcc;

Patience is Hale, and 1 am weary of it.

Keep. Help, help, help.

Enter Exton and Servants.

Rl.Hofi now ? what tncans dejihin this rude affault ?

Villain, thine own hand yields t hy dcat hs inflrumenr,

Go thou and fill another roomc in Hell.

ExtonJlril^s him down.

That hand fhall burn in never-quenching fire,

That ftjggcrs thus my perfon. Ext»»y thy fierce hand,

Hath with rhe Kings blood, ftain'd the Kings own land.

Mounr, mount my foul, thy feat is upon high,

WhilVl my gfoflc flefh finks downward, hereto dye.

Exton. As full of valcur as of Royal blood.

Both have / fpilt : Oh would the deed were good,

For now the di'vel that told me I did well,

Saies, that this deed is chronicled in Hell.

This dead King to the living King ile bear.

Take hence the relf ; and give them burial here. Exit.

Sc^na Quinta,

Flonrifh, Snter BMllinghrooke, forkti vfith other

Lerds and attendanti.

Bull. Uncle 7"or^, the laicfl news we bear,

Is that I he Rebels have corrfum'd with fire

Our Town ,of dcettr in ght$ceflerlhiri^

But whether they be tane or flain, we hear nor.

Enter Northumberland.

Welcome my Lord : what is the news ?

Nor. Fird to thy Sacred State wiHi / all happineffe

:

The next news is, /have to 'London fcnt

The heads of Salisburjf, Spencer, 'Blunty ind Kent:

The manner of their tjking may appear

Ar large difcourfed in this paper here.

"Sutl, We thank thee gentle y/(rrf; for thy pains,

Andtorhy worth will addc right worthy games.

Enter FliK, vraiert.

Fiix.. My Lord, / have from Oxford fent to London,

The heads of Broccat, and Sir fiennet Sec/;,

Two of I he dangerous conferred Traitors

,

That foiigbrat OjrfsrJ ihy dire overthrow.

Bull. Thy pains Fiit.waiers fViallnot be forgot.

Right Noble is thy merit, well / wor.

Enter P'lercj and Carllle.

Per. The grand Confpirator, ^bhot o( tVefltninJIer^

With clog of Confcience, and fowcr melancholiy,
Hath yielded up his body to the grave:

But here is C<«r///<-,living ro abide

Thy Kingly doom, andfentenceof his pride.

"Salt. Cartile, this is your doom :

Choofe out fome fecret place, fome reverend rootnc
More than rhouhafl, and with it joy thy fclf.-

So as thou liv'fl in peace, d^c free from Ucife :

For though mine enemy thou hafl ever been,
High fparks of Honour in thee have / fcen.

Enter Exton with a Cffpn.

Exton. Great King, within this Coffin 7 prefcnc
Thy buried fear. Herein all brcathlefTc liesi

The miohtieM of thy greaief? enemies
Richard of BurdeuMx by me hither broughr.

Bull. Exton. I thank thee not, for thou haft wrough;
A deed of Slaughter with thy fatal hand,
Upon my head, and all this famous Land.

Ex. From your own mouth my Lord, did / .his deed.
Bull. They love not poyfon, that do poyfon need,

Nor do / thee : though I did wifh him dead,
I hate the Murtherer, love him murihcred.
The guilt of confcience take thou for thy labour,
But neither my good word, nor Princely favour.
Wiih C*i«go wander through the fhade of nighr,
And never Hicw thy bead by day, nor light.
Lords I proreft my foul is full of woe.
That blood fhould fprinWe mc, and make mcgrow.
Come mourn with mc,for that I do lament.
And put on fullen black incontinent ;

lie make a voyage to the holy-land.
To wafh this blood off from my guilty hand.
Mirch fadly after, grace my m.ourning here.
In weeping after this untimely Beer. Extunt.

FI3\CJS'
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The FirftPartof Henry the Fourth^
with the Life and Death of HENRY

Sirnamcd HOT-SPUR RE.

(^Bhs Vrimus^ Sct^na Vrima,

SntertheJC'ing, Lord John of Lancafin, Eart

sfWcflmcrUnd, with ethers.

King.

O /Viakcn as wc arc,fo wan with care,

Find we a time for frighted Peace to pant

And breath Ihort winded accents of new
Broils

To be commenc'd in Storms afer remote ••

No mo re the thirfly entrance of this iSoyl,

Shall dambe her lips with her own childrens bloud

:

No more (hall trenching War channel her fields,

Norbruifc her Flowrcts with the armed hoofcs

Of hoftilc paces. Thofe oppofed eyes.

Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heaven

All of one Nature, of one Subftance bred,

Did lately meet in the inteftine (bock
,

And furious cloze of civil Butchery,

Shall now in mutual weil-befeeming rankes

March all one way, and be no more oppos'd

Againfl: Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies.

The edge of War, like an ill-fheathed knife.

No more (hall cut his Mafier. Therefore Friends,

As far as to the Sepulcher of Chrift,

Whofe Souldier now, under whofe bleffed Crofs

Weareimpreffed, and engag'd to fight.

Forthwith a power of Engltp (hall wc levy,

Whofearmes were moulded in their Mothers Womb,
To chafe thefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields,

Over whofe Acres watk'd thofe blelTed feet

Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail'd

For our advantage on the bitter Crofs.

But this our purpofe is a twelvemonth old,

Andbootlefs 'tis to tell you we will go;

Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear

Of you my gentle Coufin IVffimcrlandy

Whatycflernight our Council did decree.

In forwarding this dearexpedience.

weft. My Liege : This haf^ was hot in que(ticn,

And many limits of the Charge fet down
But yeflernight : when all athwart there came
A Port from w<j/«, loaden with heavy News;
Whofe wor(t was, Ihat the Noble Mortimer

^

Leading the men of Herefordjhlre to fight

Againft the irregular and wild GlendfwtVy

Was by the rude hands of CMitv<lfhma» taken,

And a thoufand of his people butchered :

Upon whofe dead corps there was fuch mifufe,

Such beafily, fhamelefs transformation.

By thofe »7//^wM done, as may not be
(Without much (hamc) re-told or fpoken of.

King. It feems then, that the tidings of this broil,

Brake ofFour bufinefs for the Holy Land.

Weft. Thismatcht, with other like, my gracious Lord,
Far mote uneven and unwelcome News
Came from the North, and thus it did report

:

On Holy-Rood day, the gallant Hotffw there,
Young Harry Percj, and brave tyfrchihtd.
That ever-valiant and approved Scot,

At Holmedon met, where they did fpend
A fad and bloudy hour

:

As by difcharge of their Artillery,

And (hape of likelihood the newes was told :

For he that brought them , in the very heat
And pride of theircontention,did take horfe.
Uncertain of theifTueany way.
King. Here is a dear and true induf^rious friend,

S\tfv«lter Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe,
Stain'd with the variation of each foyl.

Betwixt the Holmtdon^ and this Seat of ours :

And he hath brought us fmooth and welcom News.
The Earle oi'DonglM is difcomfited.
Ten thoufand bold Scots^ two and twenty Knights
Balk't in their own bloud did Sir Walter kc
On Ho/medew?liine5. Of Prifoners,f/w/B«r took
CMordakc Earlc of Fife, and eldeft fon
To beaten DttfglM, and the Earle of Athl,
OiMarrjr, jingtu, and Atmeith.
And is not this an honourable fpoyl ?

A gallant prize ? Ha Coufin, is it not t In faith iris.

Weft. A Conquefi for a Prince to boa(i of.

King. Yea,tbere thou mak'ft me fad,and mak'ft me fin
In envy, that my Lord NmhumlvrlanJ

*

Should be the father of fo bleft a fon :

A Son, who is the Theam of Honours tongue

:

AmongflaGrove, the very nraitert Plant,
Who is fweet Fortunes Minion, and her Pride

:

Whir(t I by looking on the praifeof him
,

See Ryot and Difhonour (tain the brow
Of my young Harrj,. O that it could be prov'd,
That fome Night-tripping Fayry. had exchanged
In Cradle cloaths, our Children where they lay

And calid mine Percjy his PUntngentt

:

Then'
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Then would I have hiJ Harry, and he mine

:

But let him from my thoughts. What think you CoW
Of this young Perciej pride ? The Prifoners

Which nc in this adventure harh furpriz'd.

To his own ufe he keeps, and fends me word

I fhall have none but Mtndakt Earl oi Fife,

H^efi. This is his Uncles teaching. Thisis W»rff/?f>-

Malevolent to you in all Afpe(Ss:

Which makes him prune himfelf, and brirtic up

The crcft of Youth againrt your Dignity.

King' But I have fent for him to anfwer this

:

And for this caufe a while we muft neglc6t

Our holy purpofe to ferufJem.

Cofin, on fVednefditj next, our Council we mil hold

hiivindfor, ft) inform the Lords

:

But come your felf with fpeed to us again,

For more is to be faid, and to be done.

Then out of anger can be uttered.

Wefl. I will my Liege. fxeunt.

Selena Secunda.

Emer Htnry Prince of Urates, Sir John Fal-

fi^e. Mid Peimts.

Fal. Now Ff*/, what time ofday is it Lad ?

PriMcc. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old

Sack and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and flccping

upon benches in the afternoon that thou haft forgotten to

demand that truly, which thou wouldft truly know. What
a divel haft thou to do with the time of the day ? unlefs

houres were Cups of Sack, and minutes Capons , and

Clocks the tongues of Bawds, and Dials the figncs of

Lcaping-houfes, and the blclTed Sun himfelf a fair hot

Wench in Flame-coloured Taffara. I fee no reafonwby

thou fliouidfl be fo fuperfluous, to demand the time of the

day.

f(j/. Indeed you came near me now Hal. for we that

take Purfcs, go by the Moon and feven Stars, and not

by Phcehns he, that wandring Knight fofair. And 1

pray thee fweet Wagge, when thou art King, as God
fave thy Grace, Majefty 1 fhould fay, for Grace ihou wilt

have none.

Prince. Whal I none ?

Fal. No, not fo much as will fetvc to be Prologue to an

Egge and Bu ter.

Primt. Well, how then ? Come roundly, roundly.

Fai. Marry then, fweet Wjgge, when thou art King,
let nor us that arc Squires of the Nights body, be call d

Thecves of the D yes beauty. Let us be Ditom'i Forrcft-

ers, Gentlemenof the Shade, Minions of the Moon ; and
let men fay, we be men of good Government , being go-

verned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft Miftris the

Moon ,undc t whofc countenance we fteal

.

Prince. Thou fay'ft well, and it holds well too : for the

fortune of us thjt are the Mooncs men, doth ebb and flow

like the Sea, being governed as the Sea is, by the Moon :

as for proof. Now a Purfc of Gold moft refolutely fnatch'd

on Monday night, and moft diffolutely {^zr\Cox\Tiit[d*y

morning ; got with fwearing, Laid by •• and fpcnt with
crying, Bring in : now in as low an ebb, as the foot of the
Ladder j and by and by in as high a flow as the tide of the
Gallows.

F4L Thou fay'ft true Lad : and is na my Hoftefc of

the Tavern a moft fweet Wench ?

Prince. As is the honey, my old Lad of rhe Caftleiand is

notaBuffe Jerkin a moft fweet robe of durance?

Fal. How, how ? how now mad Wagge ? What in thy

quips and thy quiddities ? What a plague have I to do
with a Buffc-Jcfktn ?

Prince. Why, whac a pox have Irodowicbmy Hottefs

of the Tavern ?

F4/. Well, chou haft cali'd her to a reckoning many a.

time and oft.

Trince. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part ?

Fah No, lie give thee thy due, thouhaft paid all there.

Prince. Yea and clfewhere, fo far as my Coyn would
ftretch, and where it would not, I have us 'd my Credit.

Fal. Yea, and fo us'dit, that were it hereapparent,

that thou art Heir apparent. But I prythec (weec Wagge,
ftiall there be Gallows ftanding in Engl^ind when thou art

King ? and Rcfolution thusfobb'd as it is, with the rufty

curbof old Father Antick the Law.' Do not chou when
thou art a King, hang a Thief.

Prince. No, thou flialr.

Fal. Shall I ? O rare ! He be a brave Judge.
Prince. Thou judgeft falfe already. I mean , thoufiialt

have the hanging of the Thieves, and fo become a rare

Hangman.
Fal. Well Hal,»i]\ : and in fome fort it jumpcs with

my humour, as well as waiting in ibc Court, 1 caotcU
you.

Prince. For obtaining of fuitcs ?

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of fuitcs, whereof the Hang-
man hath no lean Wardrobe. I am as Mclancholly as a

Gyb-Cat, or a lugg'd Bear.

Prin. Or an old Lion, or a Lovers Lure.

Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lincoln^ire Bagpipe.

Prin. What fay'ft thou to a Hare, or the Melancholy of
Moor-Diich ?

Fal. Thou haft the moft unfavoury fimiles,and art indeed
the moft comparative rafcalleft fweet young Prince. Buc
Holy 1 prythec trouble me no more with vanity, I would
thou and I knew,where a Commodity ofgood names were
to be bought : an old Lord of the Council rated me the
other day in the ftrcct about you fir ; but I mark'd him
not, and yet he talk'd very wifely, but I regarded him not,
and yet he talkt wifely, andin theftreec too.

Prin. Thou didft well : for no man regards it.

Fal. O, thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeed a-

blc to corrupt a Saint. Thou haft done much harm unto

me Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee Hal,

1 knew nothing : and now 1 am (if a man fhould fpeak

truly) little better then one of the wicked. Imuftgiveo-

ver this life, and I will give it over : and I do not, lama
Villain. He be damned for never a Kings fon in Cbriftcn-

dom.
Prin. Where fhall we take a Purfc to morrow, JackJ

Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, He make one .• and I do nor,

call me Villain, and baffle me.

Prin. I fee a good amendment of life in thee: From
Praying, to Purfe-raking.

Fal. Why Hal, 'tis my V^ocation Hal. 'Tis no fio for a

man to labour in h« Vocation.

Pointx., Now (hall we know if GadshiH have fct a

Watch. 0,if mcnweretobefavedl>y merit, what hole

i n Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the moft omni-

potent Villain, that ever crycd, Stand, to a true man.

Prifi. Good morrow, Ned.
Ptims..
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Po'imz,. Good morrow fwccc H4I. What faies Monficur

Rcmorfe? What faics Sir Jehu Sack and Sugarjack ?

How agrees the Devil and thee about thy Soul, that thou

foldeft him on Good-Frjdajr laft, for a Cu^oi Madera, and

a cold Capons legge ?

Prht. Sir Johfi ftands to his word, the devil fhallhave

his bargain, for he was never yet a Breaker of Proverbs

:

He vrlllgive the devilhu due.

Pain. Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word with

the devil,

Pn». Elfe he had been damn'd for cozening the devil.

Ptj. But my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by

four a clock early at Ctds-hill, there are Pilgrims going to

CamerhHTj with rich Offerings , and Traders riding to

Ltuidon with fat Purfes. I have Vizards for you all ; you

have horfesfor your felvcs : Gads-hiU lies to night in ^9-

chefter, I have befpokc Supper to morrow in Eaficheap \

wcmaydoitasfecure asfleep: ifyou will go, 1 will fluffe

your Purfes full of Crowncs : if you willnot,tarry at home

and be hang'd.

Fal. HcztyeTidward, if I tarry at home, and go not,

lie hang you for going.

Poj. You will Chops.

Ftil. Hal, wile thou make one >

Prw. Who, / rob ? /a Thief? Not/.

Fal.Thz:'s neither honefty,manhood, nor good fellow-

fhipinthee, nor thou cam'ft nocof the bloud-royai, if

thou dar'ftnot ftand for ten fhillings.

PriM. Well then, once in my dates He be a mad-cap.

Fit/. Why that's well faid.

PrtH. WelljCome what will, lie tarry at home.

F4I. Hebe a Traytorthen, when thou art K\ng.

Priu. 1 care not.

PojH. Sir Jchfiy 1 pray thee leave the Prince and me a-

lone, / will lay him down fuch reafonsfor this adventure,

that he fhall go.

Fal. Well, maift thou have the fpirit of perfwafion ; and

be the cares of profiting, that what thoufpeakeft, may
move ; and what he hears may be believed, that the true

Prince may (for recreation fake) prove a falfe thief; for

the poor abufcsof the time , want countenance. Farewcl,

you fhall find me in Eaftcheap.

Priu. Farewcl the latter Spring. Farewel Allhollown

Summer. Exit Fal.

T>oj. Now, my good fweet honey Lord, ride with us to

morrow, /have a jeft to execute, that / cannot manage a-

lone. Fal(lafe^ Harvey, Roffil, and Gaii-hill, fhall rob

thofe men that we have already way-layd
; youc felf and /,

willnot be there; and when they have thebooty, if you

and / do not rob them , cut this head from my (houl-

ders.

Prin. But how fhall we part with them in fetting forth?

Pojn. Why we will fct fofth before or after them, and

appoint them a phce of meeting, wherein it is at our piea-

furctofail; and then will they venture upon the exploit

themfelves, which t hey have no fooner atchieved, but we'l

fetupon them.

FriH. I but 'tis like that they will know us by our horfes,

,

by our habits, and by every other appomtment to be our

felves.

Poj. Tut, our horfes they fhall not fee, iletye them
in the Wood; our vizards we will change after we leave

them : and furah, 1 have Cafes of Buckram for the nonce,

foimmaskour noted outward garments.

/'r<«. But I doubt they will be too hard for us.

Pojn. Well, fortwooiFthem,IkDowthcmtobc as true

bred Cowards as ever tnrn'd back: and for the third, if

he fight longer than be fees reafon, Ileforfwear Armcs.
The venue ofthisjcft will be, the incomprehenfible lies

that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meet at Supper

;

how thirty at leaft he fought with, what wards , what
blowes, whar extremities he endured; and in the reproof

of this, lies the Jeff.

Prin. Well, lie go with thee, provide us all things ne-

ccfTary, and meet me to morrow night in S'ftcheap, there

Ilcfup. Farewel.

Poyn. Farewel, my Lord. Exit Poynts.

Prin. /know you all, and will a while uphold
The unyoak'd humour of your Idlenefs

:

Yet herein will I imitate the Sun,
Who doth permit the bafe contagious cloudcs

Tofmoihet up his Beauty from the world
;

That when he pleafe again to be himfeif.

Being wanted, he may be more wondred at.

By breakmg through rhefoul and ugly Mifts

Of vapours, that didfeem to ftrangle him.
If all the year were playing Holidaies,

To fporr, would be as tedious as co work
;

But when they feldom come, they wifht-for come.
And nothing pleafeih but rare accidents.

So when this loofe behaviour 1 ihrow off,

And pay me debt 1 never promifed

:

By how much better then my word / am,
By fo much fhall / falllfie mens hopes.
And like bright Metal on a fullen ground

:

My reformaiion glirtering o're my faulr.

Shall fhew more goodly, and attraft more eyes,
Then that which hath nofoyi tofetit off.

He fo offend , to make offence a skill,

Redeeming time, when men think leafl I will.

Sc£tm Tenia.

Enter the King, Northumberland, ITorceJler, Hatfpur^
Sir Walter Blunt , a»d ethers.

King. My bloud hath been too cold and temperate,
Unapt to ftir ac tbefc indignities.

And you have found me ; for accordingly.

You tread upon my patience : But be furc,

I will from henceforth rather be my felf.

Might), and to be fear'd, then my condition.

Which hath been fmooth as Oyl, foft as young Down,
And therefore \o[\ the Title of refpeiS,

Which the proud ne'rc payes, but to the proud.

tvor. Our houfc (my Soveraign Liege^little defervcs

The fcourge of greatnefs to be ufed on it.

And that fame greatnefs too,vvhich our own hands
Have holp to make fo portly.

Nor. My Lord.

King. Warcefter get thee gone : for I do fee

Danger and difobedience in thine eye.

O fir, your prefence is too bold and peremptory,
And Majef^y might never yet endure
The moody Frontier of a fcrvant brow,
You have good leave ro leave us. When we need
Your ufe and counfel , we fhall fend for you.
You were about to fpeak.

N^rth. Yea, my good Lord.

Thofe
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Thofe Prifoaers in your HighnefTc demanded.

Which Harry Percy here ac Holmeion took,

Where (as he faycs) not with fuch rtrcngth denied

As was delivered to your Majcfty :

Who either through eayy, or mifpriflon,

Wasguilty of this fault; and not my Son,

Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Prifoners.

Bur, I remember when the fight was done,

When I was dry with Rage, and cxtreamtoyi,

Brcathleffe, and faint, leaning upon my Sword.,

Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly dreft ;

Frefh as a Bride-groom, and his Chin new reapt,

Shew'd hke a ftubble Land at harvefl home.

He was perfumed like a Millmer,

And 'twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held

A Pouncet-box r which ever and anon

He gave his Nofe,and took't away again :

Who therewith angry, when it next came there.

Took it in Snuffe, And flill he fmil'd and ralk'd ;

And as the Souldiers bare dead bodies by.

He cali'd them untaught Knaves, Unmannerly,

To bring a flovenly unhand feme Coarfc

Betwixt thewind, and his Nobility.

With many holiday and Lady tearmes

He queftion'd me : Among the reft, demanded

My Prifoners, in your Ma jefties be half.

I then, all-fmarting with my wounds being Cold ^

(To be fo peftered with a Popingay )

Out of my grief, and my impatience,

Anfwer'a (negleitingly) I know not what

,

He fhouldjor fliouid not: For he made me mad.

To fee him fhine fo brisk, and fmcll fo fweet»

And talk fo like a Waiting-Gentlewoman ,

Of Guns,and Drums,and Wounds : God fave the mark ;

And telling me, the Soveraign'ft thing on earth

Was Parmacity, for an inward bruifc .•

And that it was great pitty, fo it was ,

That villanous Salt-peter ihould, be digg'd

Out of the bowells of the harmieffe Earth,

Which many a good tall Fellow had dcflroy'd

So cowardly. And but for thefe vile Guns

,

He would himfelfhave been aSouldier.

This bald, unjoyntcd Chat of hi? (my Lord)
Made mc to anfwer indireftly (as 1 faid.)

And I befeechyou,letnot this report

Come currant for an Accufation,

Betwixt my love and your high Majefty.

^lunt. Thccircuniftancc confidercd, good my Lord,

What ever Harry Percie then had faid.

To fuch a perfon, and in fuch a place «

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold.

May reafonably die, and never rife

To doc him wrong, or any way impeach
What then he faid, fo he^nfay it now.

King. Why yet he doth deny his Prifoners,

But with Provifoand Exception,
That we at our own charge, fhall ranfome ftraight

His Brother-in-Law, the foolifh Mortimer^
Who (in my foul) hath wilfully betraid

The lives of chofc, that he did lead to Fight,
Againft the great Magician, dam'nd Glendower;
Whofe daughter (as we hear) the ^i\oiM*rch
Hath lately marrned. Shall our Coffers then
Be emptied, to redeem a Traitor home ?

Shall we buy Treafon ?and indent with Fears
Wh:n they have loft and forfeited thcmfeWes ?

/ No ; on the barren Mountain fet him ftarvc :

For I fhall never hold that man my friend,

Whofe tongue Hiall aske me for one penny coft

To ranfome home revolted Mortimer
,

Hot. Revolted Mortimir ?

He ne^rer did fall off, my Soveraign Liege,

But by the chance of Warrc : to prove that true.

Needs no more but one tongue. For all ihofc Wounds,
Thofe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he took.

When on the gentle Severncs fiedeic bank,

I
In fingle oppomion hand to hancT,

He did confound the beft part of an hour

In changing hardiment with great CUndower :

Three times they breath'djana three times did they drink
Upon agreement, of fwift Severncs flood

;

Who then affrighted with their bloody looks
,

Ran fearfully among the trembling Rcedj,

And hid his crifped-nead in a hollow bank,

Blood ftained with thefe valiant Combatants.

Never did bafc and rotten policy

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds ;

Nor never could the noble Mortimer
Receive fo many, and all willingly :

Then let hira not be flandcr'd with Revolt.

King. Thou do'sL belyc him Percy^ thou do's: bclye

He never did encounter with G/efiHower : (him
;

I tell thee, he durft as well have mc: the devil alone,

As Omen Cleudowerior an enemy.

Art thou not alKam'd ? But firiah, henceforth

Let me not hear you fpeak oi Mortimer.
Send me your Prifoners with thefpcedieft meanes,

Or you fhall hear m fuch a kind from mc
As will difpleafe ye. My Lord Northumlftrland.,

We Licenfe your departure with your Son,

Send us your Prifoners,or you'll hear of it. Exit King.
Hot. And if the devil come and roarc for them

,

I will not fend them. 1 will after ftraight

And tell him fo : for I will cafe my heart.

Although it be with hazard of my head
,

2y(or.What?drunk with chollerPftay and paufe awhile,

Here comes your Unckle. Enter WorQeSiir.
Hot. Speak of Mortimer ?

Yes, I will fpeak of him, and let my foul

Want mercy, if I doc not joyn with him.
In his behalf, rie empty all tliofc Veines,

And ilied my dear blood drop by drop i'th duft

,

But I will lift the downfall Mortimer
As high i'th aire as this unthankfullKing,

As this ingratc and cankrcd BMllinghrook,.

Nor. Brothcr,the Kxng hath made your Nephcvg mad.
Wor. Who ftrook this heat up after I was gone ?

Hot. He will (forfooth) have all my Prifoners:
And whcnl urg'd the ranfome once again

Of my wives Brother, then his check lock'd pale.

And on my face he turndan eyeof death.

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer.
iVor. I cannot blame him : was he not prodaim'd

By Rich*rd that dead is, the next of blood .'

Nor. He was : I heard the Proclamation,
And then it was, when the unhappy King
(Whofe wrongs in us God pardon)did fet forth
Upon hisliift) Expedition

:

From whence he,intercepted, did return

To be dcpos'd, and fhortly murthcrcd,
tVor. And for whofe death , we in the worlds wide

Live fo fcandaliz'd, and foully fpokcn of. (mouth

Gg Hh,
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Hot. Bucfoft I pray you ; did King Richard i\\ix\

Prodaime my brother (Jliortimerj

Heir to the Crown ?

Nor. He did, my felf did hear it.

Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Coufin King

,

That wifh'd him on the barren Mountains ftarv'd.

But (hall it be,that you that fetthe Crown
Upon the head of this forgetfull man

,

And for his fake wore the detefted blot

Of mitrtherous fubornations ? (hall it b?,

That you a World of curfes undergo,

Being the AgentSi or bafe fecond meanes,

The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ?

O pardon, if that I defccnd fo low

,

To (hew the Line, and the Predicament

Wherein you range under this fubtill King.

Shall it for (hame, be fpoken in thefcdayes,

Or fill up Chronicles in time to come,

That men ofyour Nobility and Power,

Did gage them both in an unjuft behalf

(As both of you, God pardon it, have done)

To put down Richard., that fweet lovely Rofe,

And plant this Thorn,this Canker BullijigbreokJ

And (hall it in more (hame be further fpoken.

That you are fool'djdifcarded, and (hook off

By him, for whomthefe (hames ye underwent?

No: yet timeferves, wherein you may redeem

Your banifh'd Honours, and reftore your felvcs

Into the good thoughtsof the world again.

Revenge the jeering and difdain'd contempt

Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night

To anfwer af! the debt he owes unto you.

Even with the bloody payments ofyour deaths

;

Therefore I fay

tVor. Peace Coufin, fay no more.

And now I will unclasp a fecret book.

And to your quick conveying Difcontents,

rie read you Matter, deep and dangerous.

As full of peril and adventcrous Spirit»

As to o' re-walk a Current, roaring loud

On the undedfaft footing ofa Spear.

Hot. If befall in, good night, or (ink or fwimme :

Send danger from the Eaft unto the Weft

,

So Honour croffe in from the North to South

,

And let them grapple : The blood more (litres

To rowze a Lyon, then to ftart a Hare.

Nor. Imagination of fome great exploit

,

Drives him beyond the bounds of Patience.

Hot. By heaven, me thinks it were an ea(ie leap.

To pluck bright Honour from the palc-fac'd Moon,
Or dive into the bottom of the deep.

Where Fadome-line could never touch the ground.

And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locki :

So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear

Without Co-rivall, all her Dignities :

But out upon this half-fac'd Fellowlhip.

Wor He apprehends a world of Figures heie

,

But not the form of what he (hould attend :

Good Coufin give me audience for a while.

And lift to me.

Hot. I cry you mercy.

JVor. Thoffe fame noble Scots

That are your Prifoners.

Hot. ric keep them all.

By heaven, he (h^U not have a Scot of them

:

No, ifa Scot would fave his Soul, he (ball not.

rie keep them, by this Hand.
PVor. You ftart away.

And lend noeareunto my purpofes.

Thofe Prifoners you fhall keep.

Hot. Nay, I will ; that's flat :

He faid he would not ranfome/^/flrf/wfr:

Forbad my tongue to fpeak of Mortimer.

But T will find him when he lies afleep,

And in his eare Tie holla Mortimer.
Nay, rie have a Starling (hall be taught to fpeak

Nothing but Mortimer.^znd^wt it him,

To keep his anger ftill in motion.

fVor. Hear you Coufin : a word.

Hit. All ftudies here I folemnly defie,

Sivt how to gall and pinch this BHllifjgbrookj,

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of fVales,

But that I think his Father loves him not

,

And would be glad he met with fome mifchance,

I would have poyfon'd him with a pot of Ale.

IVor. Farewell Kinfman : I'k talk to you

When you are temper'd to attend.

Nor. Why what a Wafp-tongu'd and impatient fool

Art thou, to break into this Womans mood
,

Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ?

Hot. Why look you,! am whipt & fcouig'd with rods.?

Netled, and flung with Pifmiers, when I hear

Of this vile Politician B utlingbrook^.

In Richard's time : What dc' ye call the place ?

A plague upon't, it is in GloceFler-(\Mxc

:

'Twas where the madcap Dokc his Unckle kept

His Unckle Terkj, where I (irft bow'd my knee

Unto theKingof Smiles, this BHllingbrook^:

When you and he came back from Ravenf^nrgh^
Nor. hiBarkleydrnt.

j

Hot. You fary true .•

Why what a gaudie deal of curtefie,

Thisfawniiig Gray.hound then did proffer me.
Look when his infant fortune came to age.

And gentle Harry Percy., and kind Coufin :

O, the Devil take fuch Cozeners, God forgive pic:

Good Unckle tell your tale, for I have done.

fVor. Nay, if you have not, to't again,

We'l ftay your leifure.

Hot. I have done infooth.

fVor. Then once more to your Scottish Prifontrs.

Deliver them up without their ranfome ftraight.

And make the Dowglns fonyour onely mean
For powers in Scotland : which for divers reafons

Which I (hall fend you written, be alTur'd

Will eafily be granted you, my Lord.

Your Son in Scotland being thus employ'd.

Shall fecretly in the bofome creep

Of that fame noble Prelate, well belov'd,

The Arch-Bi(hop.

Hot. Ofr^ri^Js'tnot?

fVor. True, who beares hard

His Brothers death at Briftow., the Lord Scroop.

I fpeak not this in eftimation.

As what I think might be, but what I know
Is ruminated, plottea, and fet down.
And onely ftayes but to behold the face

Of that occafion thatfliall bring it on.

Hot. I fmell it

:

Upon my life, it will doe wondrous well.

Nor. Before the game's a foot, thou ftill Ictt'ft flip.

Hot. Why, it cannot choofe but be a noble plot,

And
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And chen tKe power of Sc«f/««<i, and oiTork_

To joyn with Mortimer, Hi.

fVor. And fo they fhaM

Hotfp. Infaith it is exceeding well aim'd.

fVtr. And 'ci$ no little rcafon bids us Ipccd,

To favc our headj, by raifing of a Head

:

For, bear our felvesasevfn as we can,

The King will alwaycs think him in our debt.

And think we think our fcives unfat sfied.

Till he hath found a time to pay us home.

And fee already, how he doth begin

To make us ftrangers to his looks of love.

Hot. He does, ne does ; we'll be reveng'd on him.

fror. Coufin, farewell. No further go in this.

Then I by Letteii ftialldireft your courfc

When time is ripe, which will be fuddenly :

rie fteal to Glendowerfind \o, Martimtr^

\Aniere you,and Dowglas^ and our poweis at once,

As I will faftiion ic, (hall happily meet.

To bearonr fortune* in our own ftrong armes,

Which now we hold at much uncertainty.

Nor. Farewell good Brother^ we fliall thrive,! ttuft.

Het. Unckle, adieu ! O let houres be (hort.

Till fields,and blows,and groans applaud our fport. Exit.

Enter a Carrier vfith 4 Lantern in his hand,

I. Car. Heigh ho, an't be not four by the day I'le be

hang'd. Charles wain is over the new Chimney, and yet

our horfe not packt. What Oftlcr ?

0/?. Anon, anon.

I . Car. I prethee Tbiw, beat Cuts Saddle, put a few

Flocks in the point: the poor Jade is wrung in the wi-

thers, out of all cefle.

Enter aneiher Carrier.

i.Car. Peafe and Beans arc as dank here as a Dog,
and this is the next way to give poor Jades theBots:
This houfe is mined upfi-Jedown fince Rabin the Ortlcr

died.

I . Car. Poor fdlow never joy 'd fince the price of oats
rofe, it vw$ the death of him.

1. Car. I think this isthemoft villanotis houfe in all

Lonitn roade for Fleas : I am (iung like a Tench.

I . Car. Like a Tench ? There's ne'rc a King in Chri-

Uendome, could be better bit, then I have been /inccthe

firft Cock.

z.Car. Why, you will allow us ne'r a Jourdcn, and
then we leak in your Chimney : and your Chamber«lyc
breeds Ffcas like a Loach.

I, Car. What Oftler, come away, and be hang'd:
come »way.

i.Car. I have a Gammon of Bacon, and two razes

of Ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing. crojfr.

I. Car. The Turkies in my Panniers arc quite lUr-
ved. What Ortler?a plague on thee,ha(} thou never an eye
in thy head ? can'fl not hear? and 'twere not as good a

deed as drink, to break the pate of rhee, I am a very
Villain. Come and be hang'd, haft no fatth in ihec ?

Enter Gads-hitl.

Gad. Good morrow Canicrs. What's a clock ?

Car. I think ic be two a Clock.
Gad, ? prethee lend me thy Lanthorn to fee my GeU

ding in the ftaole.

1. Car. Nay foft I pr?y ye, I know a trick worth

two of that.

Gad. I prethee lend me thine.

2, Car. I, when, canfl tell > lend me thy Lanthorn

(<l)Uoth-a) marry I'le fee thee hang'd firft.

Gad. Sirra Carrier : what time doe you mean to come

to hondon.

2, Car. Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, 1

warrant thee. Come neighbour Mmgges^wc'W call up the

Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they have

great charge. Exeunt.

Enter Chamherlain.

Gad. What ho, Chamberlain .?

Cham. At hand quoth Pick-purfc.

Cad. That's even as fair, as at hand quoth the Cham-
berlain : For thou varieft no more from picking of Pur-

fes, then giving dircdlion doth from labouring. Thou
lay 'ft the plot, how.

Cham, Good morrow MafterG^«<//-^>7/, it holds cur-

rant that I told you ycft^rnighr.Thcres a Franklin in the

wilde of Kenty hath broi^ht three hundred Marks with

him in Gold : I heard him tell it to one of his company

laft night at Supper ; a kind of Auditor, one that hath

abundance of charge too (God knowes what) they are

up already, and call for Egges and Butter, They will

away prefcntly.

Gtd. Sirra, if they meet not with S. Nicholas Clatks,

ric give thee this neck.

Cham. No, I'le none of ic : I prethee keep that for the

Hangman , for I know thou worftiip'ft S. iV^«VA<?/4/ as

truly as a man of falftiood may.

Cad. Whattalkcft thou to me of the Hangman ? If

I hang, ric mafcca fat pair of Gallows. For, if I hang,

old Sir John hangs with me, and thou know'ft he's no

Starveling. Tut, there arc other Trojans that thoo

dream'ft not of, the which (for fport fake) are content to

dbe the Profcffion fome grace ; that would ( if matters

ftiould be look'd into)for their own Credit fake, make

all whole. I amjoyncd withnoFoot-Land-Rakcrs, no

Long-ftaffc fix-penny itrikers, none of thcfe mad Mufta.

chio-purple.hu'd-Malt-wormes, but with Nobility, and

Tranquility ; Bourgomafters, and grea t Oneyers, fuch as

can hold in, fuch as will ftiike fooner then Ipeak ; and

fpcak fooner then drink, and drink fooner then pray :

and yet I lye, for they pray continually unto their Saint

the Common-wealth ; or rather, not to pray to her, but

prey on her : for they fide up and down on her , and

make her their Boots.

Cham. What, the Commonwealth their Boots i Will

(he hold out water in foul way ?

Gad. She will, (he will ; Juftice hath liquor'd her.

We ftcaj, as in a Caftle, cock-lure : we ha ve the rcceit of

Fern-feed, wcwalk invi(ible.
i

Cham. Nay, 1 think rather, you are more beholding

to the Night, then the Fern-leed, for your walking m-
vi(ible.

Gad. Give me thy hand.

Thou (halt have a (bate in our purpofe.

As I am a true man.
Cham. Nay, rather let me have it , as you are • falfc

Thief.

^ad. Go to : Homo is a common name to all men.

BidthcOftler biing the Gelding out of the flat le. Fare-

well, ye muddy Knave. Exemmt,

C» a Scena
:^

\
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Scena Secunda,

Enter Prince^ Pojns^ and Teto.

Polnes. Comerhelcer,fhelcer,l have femoved Paifiajfs

Horfe, and he frees like a gumm'd Velvet.

Prin. Stand clofc.

Enter faljlaffe.

Fal. Paynes, Popiez, and be hmg'd Toynts.

T>rln. Peace ye fac-kidney"d Rafcall, what a bawling

doft thou keep ?

Fal. What Paynes. Hal ?

Prin. He is walk'd up to the top of the hill, Tie go

feck him.

Fal. I am accurft to rob in that Thiefs company : that

Kafcail hath removed my Horfe, and tied him I know

not where. If 1 travel! but four foot by the fquare further

a foot, I fhall break my wind, Well, I doubt not but to

dieafair death for all this, if I fcape hanging for killing

that Rogue. I have forfworn his company hourely any

time this two an twenty year, and yet I am bewitcht with

[he Rogues company If the Rafcall have not given me
medicines to make me love him, I'le be hang'd,it could

not be elfc : I have drunk Medicines. Paynes^ HallyZ

Plague upon you both. BardolphyPete: I'le ftarve e'rcl

Tob a foot further. And 'twere not as good a deed as to

drink, to turn Trueman, and to leave thefe Rogues, I am
the verieftVarlet that ever chewed with a Tooth. Eight

yards of uneven ground, is threefcore and ten miles afoot

with me : and the ftony-hearted Villains know it well

enough, A plague upon' ci when Thieves cannot be true

one to another. Theywhiflle.

Whew : a plagne light upon you all. Give me my Horfe

you Rogues :give me my Horfe and be hang'd.

Frin, Peace ye fat-guts, lie down, lay thine ear clofe

to the ground, and lift if thou can hear the tread of tra-

vellers.

Tal. Have you any Leavers to lift me up again being

down ? I'le not bear mine own flefh fo far afoot again,

for all the coin in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague

mean ye to colt me thus ?

Prln. Thou Iy'ft,thou art not colted,thou art uncolted.

F</. I prethee good Prince Hal^ help me to my horfe,

good Kings fon.

Prln. Out you Rogue, fliall I be your Oftler *

Fal. Gohang thy felf in thine own heir-apparant-

Garters : If I be tane,rie peach for this: and I have not
Ballads made on all, and fung to filthy tunes , let a Cup
of Sack be my poyfon : when a jeft is fo forward, and a

foot too, I hate it.

Snter Gads-htll.

Cad. Stand.

Fal. So I doe againft my will.

Poyn. O 'tis our Setter, I know his voyce

:

Bardolfe, what newes ?

Bar. Cafe ye, cafe ye ; on with your Vizards, there's

money of the Kings comming down the hill, 'tis going to

the Kings Exchequer.

Fal. You lie you Rogue, 'tis going to the Kings Ta-
Cad, There's enough to make us all. (vern,
Fal. To be hang'd
Pr'tn. You four fhall front them in the narrow Lane :

tied and I will walk lower; if they fcapc from your en-
counter, then they light onus.

L

Peto. But how many be of them >

Gad, Some eight or ten.

Fal. Will they not rob us ?

Prin. What,a Coward Sir John Paunch >

Fal. Indeed I nm not- John o^ Gaant yoat Grand-
father : but yet no Coward, //<«/.

Prin. We'll leave that to the proof.

Poyn. Sirra Jack, thy horfe ftands behind the hedge,

when thou need'ft him, there (halt thou finde him, fare-

well, and ftand faft,

Fal. Now I cannot ftrike him if I fhould be hang'd,

Prin. Ned, where are our difguifes ?

Poyn. Here hard by: Stand clofe.

Fal. Now my Maftere, happy man be his dole, fay I .•

every man to his bufinelTe.

Enter Travellers.

Tra. Come neighbour : the boy fhall lead our Horfes

down the hill : We'll a foot a while , and cafe our
Legges.

Thieves. Stay.

Tra. Jefu blelTc us,

Fal. Strike : down with them, cut the villains throats;

a whorfon Caterpillars: Bacon-fed Knaves, they hate us

youth ; down with them, fleece them,

Tra. O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever.

Fal. Hang ye gorbellied knaves, arc you undone? No
ye Fat ChufFeSj I would your ftore were here. On Ba-
cons on, what ye knaves ? young men muft live, you are

Grand Jurers? We'll jure ye ifaith.

Here they rob them and hind them. Enter

the Prince and Paynes.

Prln, The thieves have bound the True-men : Now
could thou and I rob the thieves and go merrily to Lon-
don, it would be argument for a Week, Laughter for a

Moneth, and a good jeft for ever.

Pojnes. Stand clofe, I hear them comming.

Enter Thieves again.

Fal. Come my Matters, let us fhare, and then to horfe

before day : and the Prince and Paynes be not twoar-

rand Cowards, there's no equity ftirring. There's no
more valour in that Paynes, than in a wild Duck.

Prin. Your money.

PojH, Villains.

j4s they are jharing^ the Prince ayid, Poynes fet upon

them. They all run away, leaving the hooty behind them.

Prince. Got with much eafe. Now merrily to Horfe :

The Thieves are fcattrcd,and poffeftwithfear foflrong-

ly, that they dare not meet each other reach takes his fel-

low for an Officer. Away good Ned,F«lJlaff fweatsto

death, and Lards the lean earth as he walks along : wer't

not for laughing, I rtiould pitty him.

Poyn. How the Rogue roar'd. Exeunt.

Scena Tertia,

Epter Hotfpurre folus, reading a Letter.

But far mine own part, my Lord, I could be tffell Con-

tented to be there, in refpetl ofthe love I bear yoar houfe.

He could be contented : Why is he not then .? in refpe<f>

of the love he beares our houfe. He fhewes in this, he

loves his own Barn better then he loves our houfe. Let

me fee fome more, Thepurpofe you undertake is dange-

rous.
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ro»s. Why that's c«rwin : Tis dangerous to cake a

cold, to deep, to drink : bur I tell you (my Lord foole)

out of rKis Nettle, Danger ; we pluck this Flower, Safe-

ty . The purpofe jou nndertai^e ts dangtroui^the Friotis

you have named u«certain,t he Timt it (elf nnforttd, and

jour whole Plot too light^or the counterpoize off» great

an OppoJitioK. Say you fo,fay you fo: I fay unto you a-

gain, you are a mallow cowa idly Hinde, and you lye.

What a lack-brain is this ? I proteft.our plot is as good

a plot as ever was laid ; our Friends true and conftant :

A good Plot, good Friends, and full of expectation : An

excellent Plot, very good Friends, What a Frofty-fpui-

ted rogue is this? Why, my Lord of ror^commentlsthe

Plot,and thegcnerallcourle of theaftion. By thishand,

if I were now by this Rafcall,! could brain him with his

Ladies Fan. Is there noi my Father, my Unckle, and

and my Self, Lord Edmond Mortimer , my Lord of

Tork^ and Owm Gtendover ? Is there no: befides, the

Dowglas ? Have I not all their letters, to meet me in

Armcs by the ninth of the next moneth > and are there

not fome of them fet forward already ? What a Pagan

Rafcall is this ? An Infidell. Ha, you fliall fee now in

very fincerity of Fear and Cold heart, will he to the

King,and lay open all our proceedings. 0,I could divide

my relf,and goto buffcts,for moving fuch a difh of skim'd

Milk with fo honourable an aflion. Hang him, let him

tell the King we are prepared.I will fet forwards to nigh:.

Enter his Ladj.

How now Kate^l muft leave you within thefe two hours.

La. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ?

For what offence have I this fortnight been

Abanifh'd woman from my Harriesbcd ?

Tell me (fvoeet Lord) what is't that takes from thee

Thy (tomack, pleafure, and thy golden fleep ?

Why doft thou bend thy- eyes upon the earth ?

And ftait fo often when thou fitt'ft alone ?

Why hsft thou loft the frefti blood in thy cheeks?

And given my Treafuics and my rights of ihee^

To thick-ey'd mufing, and curft melancholiy f
In my &int flurabers, I by thee have watcht.

And heard thee murmur tales of Iron Warres.*

Speak tearmes of mannage to thy bounding Steed,

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talk'd

Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents,

Of Palizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets,

Of Bafilisks, of Canon, Culverin.

Of Prlfoners ranfome,andof Souidicrs flain,

And all the current ofa heady fight.

Thy fpirit within thee hat)i been fo at Warre
,

And thus hath fo bcftirr'd thee in thy fleep.

That beds of fwcat hath flood upon thy Brow

,

Like bubbles in a late diflurbed ftreame
;

And in thy face ftrange motion have appear'd.

Such as we fee when men rcftrain their breath

On fome great fudden hafte.O what portents arc thefe >

Some heavy bufineCTe hath n\y Lord in hand,
And I muft know it : elfe he loves me not.

Hoi. What ho ; Is GiUiams with the Packet gorte ?

Ser. He is, my Lord, an hour agone.
Hof.Hath Butter brought thofe horfes from the Sheiiff?

Ser. One horfe, my Lord, he brought even now.
Hot. What Horfe ? a Roan, a crop-earc, is it not ?
Ser. It is, my Lord.

Hat. That Roan fhall be my Throne. Well, I will
back him ftraight, £/}>fr4»«, bid Btetler lead him fortl)

into the Parke.

La, But hear you, my Lord.

Hot. What fay'ft thou, my Lady ?

La. What is ic chat carries you away?

Hot. Why, my Horfe (my Love) my Horfe.

La. Out you m»d-headed Apr, a Wcazell hath not
fuch a deal of fplccn, as you are toft with. Infooth I'Je

know your bufineffe Harrj^ that I will. 1 fear my Bro
ther Mortimer doth ftirrc about his Title, and hath fcnt

for you to line his enterpnze. But if you go—
Hot. So farre a foot, I fhall be weary. Love,

La. Come, come, you Paraquito, anfwcr medireftly
unto this queftion, that I fhall aske. Indeed I'le break

thy little finger Harrj^ if thou wilt not tell me true.

Hot, Away, away, you triflcr : Love, I love thee not,

I care not for thee Kate : this is no world

To play with Maromets, and to tilt with lips.

We muft have bloody Nofes, and crack'd Crownes,
And pafle them currant too, Gods me, my horfe,

Whatfaift thou .K"<<fr?wbat would'ft thou have with me?
La, Do ye not love me ? doe you not indeed f

Well, doe not then. For fince you love me not

,

I will not love my felf. Doe you not love me ?

Nay, tell me if thou fpeakeft in jeft,or no.
Hot. Come, wilt thou fee me rfde ?

And when I am a horfe-back, I will fwear

I love thee infinitely. But harke you Kate
,

I muft not have you henceforth, queftion nie,

Whether I go : nor reafon whereabout.

Whether I muft, I muft- : and to conclude.

This Evening muft I leave thee, gentle Kate,

I know you wife, but yet no further wife

Then Harrjr Percies wife. Conftant you arc.

But yet a woman : and for fee recie,

No Lady clofer. For 1 will believe

Thou wilt not utter what thou doft not know,
And fo farre will I truft thee, gentle Kate.

La. Howfo farre ?

Hot. Not an inch funhcr. But hark you Kae^
Whether I go, thither ftiall you go too

:

To day will I fet forth, to morrow you.

Will this content you Katt ?

La. It muft of force. ExiuHt-

Scena Quarta,

Enter Prince aniPeinet.

Prin. A7if</, prcthee come out of that fat room,and
lend me thy hand to laugh a little.

Pojnes. Where haft been ff«//?

Prin, With three or four Loggerheads, amongft three

or fourfcore Hogfheads. I have founded the very bafe

ftring of humility, Svrra,! am fwom brother to a Icfhcf
Drawers, and can call them by tlicir naroes,8$T«»«,

Dick,y and Francis, They cake it already upon their

confidence, that though I be but Prince of »'4/«, yet I
am the King of Curtehc : telling me flatly,! am not proutj

like Jaci, FalBafe, bur a Corinthian, a lad of mettle,*
good boy, and when I am King of England, I ftiall com-
mand all the good Lads in Eaflcheap. They call drink-
ing deep, dying Scarlet ; and when you break in your
watring, then they cry pem, and bid you play it ofiF. To
conclude,! am fogood a proficient in one quarter of an
hour, that I can drink with any Tinker in bis ovmLan.

G g J guage



^ 358 ThefirH Tart ofKjng Henry the fourth.

guage during my life. 1 cell chee Ned^ihow haft loft much

honour, that thou wert no: with me in this aftionrbut

fwec: Ned^ to fwceten which name of Nei^ I give thee

chispcnnlworth ofSugar, dapt even now into my hand

by an under Skinker, one that never fpake other Eng-

lifh in his life, then Eight {hillings avifix fence, r^ni^

Tom are welcome : with this (hrill addition. Anon fir

y

jiKOitfir, Score a pint of Baftard »« the Half Moon^ or

fo. But Nei^ to drive away time till '^alfiaffe come, I

prethee dpe thou ftand in fome by-voom, while I qucfti-

on my puny Drawer, to what end he gave me the Sugar,

and doe never leave calling Traneh, that his Tale to me

may be nothing but, Anon .-ftep a fide, and I'lefhew

thee a Prefident,

Popes, truflcls.

Prln. Thou art perfect,

Foj/H. Frantis.

Enter Drawer.

Fran. Anon, anon fit ; look down into the Pomgar-

nct, Ralfe.

Prince. Come hither, Trancis.

Fran. My Lord.

Prin. How long haft thou to CeivCyFrancu >

Fran. Forfooth five yeares, and as much as to

Pejin. Francis,

Fran. Anon, anon fir.

Prln. Five yeares : Berlady a long Leafe for the clink-

ing of Pewter. But fr<j»w,dareft thou be fo valiant, as

to play the coward with thy Indenture, and fliew it a

fair pair of heeles, and run from it >

Frau. O Lord,fir, I'lc be fworn upon all the Books in

England, I could find in my heart.

Peyn. Francis.

Fran. Anon, anon,fir.

Prin. How old art thou, Francis ?

Iran. Let me fee,about Machaelmas next I ftiall be—
Pojin. Francis.

Fran. Anon fir, pray you ftay a little, my Lord.

Prin. Nay but hark you Francis, for the Sugar thou

gaveftmc, 'twas a penniworth, was't not >

Fran. O Lord fir, I would it had been two.

Prln. I will give thee for it a thoufand pound : aske

me when thou wilt, and ihoufiialt have it.

'Pejfn. Francix.

Fran. Anon, anon.

Prln. Aaotiy Francii ? No,Fr4/jw, but to morrow
Francis : or Franeisy on Thurfday : or indeed Francis

when thou wilt. But Francis.

Fran. My Lord.

Prin. Wilt thou rob this Leathern Jerkin, Chtiftall

button, Not-pated,Agai ring. Puke ftocking, Caddice

garter, Spanilh pouch.

Fran. O Lord, fir, who doe you mean ?

Prin. Why then your brown Baftard is your onely

drink : for look yoii,Fr<««c*f, your white Canvas doublet

will fully. In "Barharj^xx^ it cannot come to fo much.

Fran. What, fir?

Tojn. Francis.

Prin. Away you Rogucjdoft thou hear them call ?

Here they hoth call, the Drawerftands amaz^d^
not kjtowing wh'tcb way to go.

Snter Vintner.

Vint. What ftand'ft thou ftill,and hear'ft fuch a call-

ing ? Look to the Gucfts within : My Lord, old Sir

I

John with half a dozen more, arc at the door : ftiall I lee

them in ?

Prln. Let them alone awhile, and then open the door,

^ojnes.

Enter Poynet.

Poyn. Anon, anon fir.

Prln, Sioa, Falftajfe and the reft ofthcThicvesare

ac the door, fhall we be merry ?

Poyn. As merry as Crickets my Lad. But hark ye,

what cunning match have you made with this jeft of the

Drawer? Come, what's the iffue ?

Prln. I am now of ail humors, that have fticwed them

felves humors, fince the old dayes of goodman Adam, to

the pupill age of this prefent twelve a clock at midnight.

What's a clock Francis}

Fran. Anon, anon fir.

Prln. That ever this Fellow (hould have fewer words

then a Parret, and yet the fon of a Woman. His indu-

ftry is up.ftajresand down-ftaires, his cloqncnce the par-

cell ofa reckoning- 1 am not yet of Percies mind, the

Hotfpurre of the North, he that killes me fome Gx or

feven dozen of Scots at a Brcakfaft,wafhes his hands and

fayes to his Wife ; Fie upon this quiet life, I want work.

my fweet Harry, fayes fhe, how many haft thou kill'd

to day ? Give my Roan horfc a drench (fayes he) and

anrwets, fome fourteen, an hour after : a trifle, a trifle.

1 prethee call in Falfiafe, I'le play Percy , and that

damn'd Brawn ftiall play Dame Mortimer his wife. Ri-

vo, fayes the Drunkard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow.

Enter Falilaffe.

Poyn. Welcome Jack, where haft thou been ?

Fai, A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance

too, marry and Amen. Give me a cup of Sack Boy. Ere

I lead this life long, I'le fow nether ftocks, and mend
themtoa A plague of all Cowards. Give me a Cup of

Sack, Rogue. Is there no Virtue extant ?

Prln. Didft thou neverfce Titan kifie a difh of Butter,

pittifull hearted Titan that melted at the fweet Tale of

the Sun.' If thou didft, then behold that compound.

Fal, You Rogue, here's Lime in this Sack too : there

is nothing but Roguery to be found in 'S^illanouj man ;

yet a Coward is worfe then a Cup of Sack with lime. A
villanous Coward,go thy wayes old Jack,die when ihou

wilt, if manhood, good manhood be not forgot upon the

face of the earth,then am I a ftiotten Herring : there lives

not three good men unhang'd in England, & one of them

is fat, andgrowes old, God help the while, a bad world I

fay. I would I were a IVeaver, I could fingall manner of
Songs. A plague ofall Cowards, I fay ftill.

Prln, How now Woolfack, what mutter you .?

Fal. A Kings Son ? If I doe not beat thee out of thy

Kingdome with a Dagger of Lath,and drive all thy Sulj^

je6bs afore thee like a flock of Wild-geefc,rie never wear

hair on my face more. You Prince of a^ales ?

Prln. Why you horfon round man?whac's the matter.?

Fal, Are you not a coward ? anfwcr me to that, and
Pojnes there ?

Prin. Ye fat paunch , and ye call me Coward, I'le

ftab thee.

Fal. I call thee Coward ? I 'le fee thee damn'd ere I call

the Coward : but I would give a Aoufand pound I could

run as faft as thou canft. You arc fttaight enough in the

ftioulder$> you care hot who fees your back : Call you

ihat
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that tacking of your friends? a plague upon fuch backing

give me chem that will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack,

1 am a Rogue if I drunk to day.

Pr'in. O Villain, thy Lip are fcarcc wip'd ,fince thou

drunk'/t Uff.

Talfi. A ll's one for that. He drinkj.

A plague of all Cowaj-cjsflill.ray I,

Prin. What's the matter f

Fa/It. What's ihc matter? here be four of us, fiave

ta'ne a tlioufand pound tliis Morning.

Prince. Where is it, J^ck^ ? where is it ?

Fal^. Where is it? taken from us . it ij: a hundred

upon poor four of us.

PrU . What, a hundred, mali?

Falfl. I am a Rogue, if I vAiercnotathalfc fvword witl>

a dozfn of them two houres together. 1 have efcapcdby

miracle. I am eight times thruft through the Doublet,

foure through the Hofe , my Buckler cut through and

through, my Sword hack'd like a Hand-faw, frc?yr^»««.

I never dealt better fince I was a man rail would not do.

A plague of all Cowards : let tliem fpeak ; if they fpcak

more or lefle then truth, they are villains and thcfonns

ofifarknc'lle.

Priitct. Speak Tits, how was it ?

Gad. Wc four fet upon fomc dozen,

Talfl, Sixteen, at Icafl, my Lord.

Gad. And bound them.

T«o. No, no, fhey were not bound.

Falfl. You Rogue they were bound, every man of them,

or I am a Jew elft, an Ebrew Jewi
Gad. As wc were ihatingjfome fix or fcaven frefh men

fct upon us.

falsi. And unbound the reft , and then came in the

other.

Pri». What, fought ye with them all >

Falfl, All ? I know not what ye call all : but if I fought

not with Hfty of them, I am a Bunch of Radifn : if there

were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Jack., then

am I no two-lcgg'd Creature.

Pota. Pray Htaven
, you have not muithcrcd fomc of

them.

Falsi, Nay, that's paR praymg for. I havcpepper'd

tw3of them : Two I am furc I have payed, two Rogues
in Buckrom Sutcs. I tell thee what, Hal , if 1 tell thee a

Lye, fpit in my face, call me Horfc : thou kno^vc/t my old

word : liere I lay and thus I bore my point ; four Rogues
m Buckrom let" drive at mc.

Prince. What, four > thou faid'rt but two, even novv.

Fain. Four //4/, I told thee four.

Poin. I, I, he faid four.

Falil. Thefc four came all a-front » and mainly thruf^

at me; I made no raorcadoc, but took all their fcvcn
points m my Taiget, thus.

Pr!j}ce,r Seavcn ? why there were but four, even now.
Falfl. In Buckrom.
P'ln. I, four, in Buckrom Sutes.

Falfl. Seavcn, by thcfe hilts, or I ama Villain clfe.

Prtn. Prethcc let him alone, we lliall have more .inon.

Fa/fi, Doc(t thou hear me, Hal

}

Prin. I, and mark thee tooi 'jack^

^

Falsi. Do fo, for it is worth the li/lning too: thcfe

nine in Buckrom, that Itold thee of.

Prm. S->, two more already,

FalU, Their points being broken.
Poln, Down fell his Hofe.

Falsi, Began to give mc ground : but I followed mc

;
clofc, came In foot and hand ; and with a thought fcaven

oi the eleven I pay'd.

I'rin. O moiiRrous ! eleven Buckrom men grown out

of two ?

Falfl. But as the Dcvill would have it, three inif-bc

gotten Knaves, in Kendall Green, came at my Back, and

let drive at mc; for ic was fo dark, //^/,that thou could'ft

not fee thy Hand.

Pr'ta. Tliefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them,

eiofTc as a Mountain , open
,
palpable. Why thouClay-

brain'd Guts, thou Knotty-pated Foole, thou Hoifonob-

fcene greafic Tallow Catch.

Falfl. What, art thou mad ? arc thou mad ? is not the

tiuth, the truth ?

Prln. Why , how could'ft thou know thefe men in

Kendall Green , when it was fo dark , thou could'rt not

fee thy hand ? Come, tell us your rcafon : what lay'ft thou

to this ?

Poln. Come, your rcafon Jack^, your rcafon.

Falfl, What , upon compulfion ? No : were I at the

Strappado, or all the Racks in the World , I would not

tell you on compulfion. Give you a rcafon on compulfi-

on ? If reafons were as plenty as Black-bcrries , I would

give no man a rcafon upon compulfion, I.

Pr'in. rie be no longer guilty of this finn. This fan-

guinc Coward, this Bcd-preflcr, this Horf-back-brcaker,

this hii<:c Hill of FlcHi.

Falfl. Away you Starveling, you Elf-skin
,
you dried

Neats tongue , Bulls-pliTcll, you Hock-filli : O for breath

to utter. What is like thee? You Tailors yard, you fhcath,

you Bow-cafe, you vile ftandi'ngtuck.

Prlrt. Well , breath a-while,and then to't again : and

when thou hafttyr'd thy (elfin bafc companfons , hear

me fpcak but thus.

Po'in. Mnikjack.

Prin. Wc two , faw you four fct on four and bound

them, and were Maflcrs of their Wealth: mark now how
a plain Tale fliall put you down. Then did we two, fct

on you four , and with a word , outfac'd you from your

prize, and have it : ye, and can fhew it ycxi in the Houfe.

And Falflafe,you carried your Cuts away asnimbly,with

as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and Hill tan

and loard, as ever I heard Bull-Calf. What a Slave

art thou , to hack thy fword as thou haft done , and then

fay it was in figlit. What trick ? what device? what ftart-

ing hole canft thou now find oUt , to hide thee from this

open and apparent fhamc?

Ptivs. Come , lee's hear Jack : What trick haft thou

now ?

Falfl, I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why hoar

ye my Mafters, was it forme to kill the Heir apparent ?

Should I tuin upon the true Prince ? Why,thou knoweft

I am as valiant as Hercules : but beware inftine1,the Lion

will not touch the true Prince : Inftirvit is a great matter.

I was a Coward on Inftinfl: I fhall think the better of

my fcif , and thee , during my life : I, for a valiant Lion

and thou for a true Prince. But Lads, ! am glad you have

the Money. Hoftcfle,clap to the doors : watch to Nighr,

pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Hearts ofGold,

all the good titles ofFcllowniip come to you. What,
dial! wc be merry f lliall wc have a Play extcmpory.

Prlu. Content , and the argument fhall be, thy ttin-

ning away.

Falfl. A, no more of that HaU if thou loveft me.

Enter Hofltfe.

HoSl. My Loid the Prince ?
j
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Pritt. How now my Lady the HoRelVc, whatfay'ft

thou to me >

Hofief. Marry, my Lord, there is a Noble mai\ ot the

Couu at door would Ipeak with you: he fayes he comes

from your Faiher.

Prin. Give him as much as will make him a Royall

man , and fend him back again to my Mother,

FalJ}. What manner o^f man Is he ?

HofieJ?. An old man.

FalJ}. What doth Gravity out of his Bed at Midnight?

Shall I give him his anfwer >

Prin. Prethee do Jitck,

Talfi. 'Faith and I'le fend him packing. Exit

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought fan ; fo did you

Peto , fo did you Bardol .- you are Lions too, you ran

away upon inftinft : you will not touch the true Prince;

no, fie.

Bard. 'Faith, I ran when I faw others run.

Prin. Tell me now in earntft , how came Falfiaffs

Sword fo ha ckt?

q>eto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid, he

would [wear truth out of all England : but he would make

you believe it was done in fight, and perfwadcd us to do

the like.

Buri. Yea , and tickle our Nofes with Spear-graffc,

to make them bleed , and then befliibber our garments,

with it , and fwear it was the bloud of true men. I did

that I did not thefe feavcn years before , I blufht to hear

his monftrous devices.

Prin. O Villain, thoufioltft a Cup of Sack eighteen

years agoe , and wert taken with the manner , and ever

fince thou haft blulht extempore : thou hadft fire and

fword OD thy fide, and yet thou ranneft away ; what in-

ftinft hadfl thou for it ?

Bard. My Lord , do you fee thefc Meteors ? do you

behold chefe exhalations ?

Prin. I doe.

B^ri. What think you they portend ?

Prltt'. Hot Livers, and cold Purfes.

Bard, Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken.

Pri,%, No, if rightly taken, Halter.

How

Enter Faljlaffe.

Here comes lean Jack^^ here comes bare-bone.

now my fweet Creature of Bombaft , how long i j, ,

fiick, , fince thou faw'ft thine own Knee ?

falfl. My own Knee ? When I was about ihy years

{Hal) I was not an Eagles Talent in the Wafte , I could

have crept into any Aldcrmans Thumb-Ring : a plague

of fighing and grief, it blowcsa man up like a Bladder.

There's villanous Newcs abroad : here was Sir John
Brady irom your Father ; you muft go to the Court in

the Morning. Thcfamemad fellow of tlic North, ?«•<:;;

and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baftinado,

and made Lwoyirr Cuckold, and twore the Devill his true

Liege-man upon the Crofle of a Welih-hook ; what a
Plague call you him?

Poln, O^^Gleniovtr.

Falfl. Owe»y Owen ; the fame , and his Son in Law
Mortlmer^znd old Northumberland

., and thefprightly

Scot of Scots , Dovfglas , that runs a Horfc-back up a
Hill perpendicular.

Prin. He that rides at high fpeed , and with a Piftoll
kills a Sparrow flying.

Falfi. You have hit it.

Prin. So did he never the Spariow.

Falfi. Well, that Rafcall hath good mettall in him,hc

will not run.

Prin. Why,what a Rafcall art thoU then, to praife him

fofor running?

F«/if . A Horfe-back ( ye Cuckow ) but a foot he will

not budge a foot.

Prin. Yes Jack,., upon inftinft.

Falfi, I grant yc,npon inftin<5l: Well, he is there too,

and ont Mordakj 1 anda thoufand blew-Capps more,

Worcefier is ftolne away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is

turn'd white with the Newes
; you may buy Land now

as cheap as ftink.ing Mackcrell.

Prin. Then 'tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and this

civill bufFetting hold , we fhall buy Maidenheads as they

buy hob-nails, by the hundreds.

Falfi. By the Maffe Lad , thou fay 'ft true, it is like wc
Hiall have good trading that way. But tell me Hally art

not thou horrible afear'd ? thou being Heir apparent,

could the World pick thee out three fuch Enemies again,

3s that Fiend 'DowgUs^ that Spint Percy^ and that Dcvili

Glendorper? Art thou not horrible afraid ? Doth not thy

bloud thrill at it?

Prin. Not a whit*. I lack fome of thy inffinift.

Falfl. Well , thou wilt be horrible chid to morrow,

when thou commeft to thy Father : if thou do love me
praflice an anfwer.

Prin. Do thou ftand for my Father , and examine me
upon the particulars ofmy Life.

lalfl. Shall 1 ? content : This Chairc fhall be my
State , this Dagger my Scepter , and this Cufhion my
Crown.

Prin. Thy State is taken for a Joyn'd-Stoole,thy Gol-

den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich

Crown, for a pittifull bald Crown.

lalfl. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of

thee now (halt thou be moved. Give me a Cup of Sack

to make mine eyes look red , that it may be thought I

have wept, for 1 muft fpeak in paflion, and I will do it in

King Camhyfes vein.

Prin. Well, here is my Legge.

falfl. And here is my fpeech : ftand afide Nobility.

Hoflefi. This is excellent fport, ifaith.

Fal, Weep not fwect Qiieen, for trickling tears are

vain.

Hofiefl. O the Father , how he holds his countc-

nance ?

Fd. For Gods fake Lords,convey my truftfuU Queen,
For tears do ftop the floud-ga tes of her eyes.

Hoflep. O rare, he doth it as like one of thefc harlotry
Plraycrs as ever I fee.

Fal. Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-brain.

Harry., I do not cnely marvell where thou fpendcft thy

time ; but alfo, how thou art accompanied: For though

the Camomile, the more it is tiodden,the faftcr it grows;

yet Youth , the more it is ^Nafted , the fooner it wears.

Thou art my fonne: I have partly thy Mothers Word,
partly my Opinion ; but chiefly , a villanous trick of

thine Eye, and a foolifli hanging of thy nether Lip , that

doth warrant me. If then thou be Sonne to me , here

lyctb the point: why, being Son to me, art thou fo

pointed at? Shall the bleffed Sonne of heaven prove a

Micher , and tat Black-benics ? a queftion not to be

ask'd. Shall the Sonne of England proovea Thief, and
take Purfes ? a queftion to be ask'd. There is a thing,

Harry^ NuAiich thou haft often beard of,and it is known to

many
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many in our Land, by the nameof Picch: this Puch (as

ancicne Writers do report) doth defile ; fo doih the com-

pany thou keepcft : iot Harry, now I do not fpcakto

thee in Drink, but m Tears ; not m pleafure, but in Pal>

fion ; not in Words onely , but in Woes alfo :
and yet

there is a vcrtuous man , whom I have ofcen noted ifi thy

compny,but Iknownot hisNamc.

Prin. What manner of man , and it like your Ma-

jeftie?

TalFl. A goodly portly man ifaith , and corpulent

,

of a cheerfuU Look , a pleafir^g Eye , and a moft noble

Carriage, and as I think, bis age fome fifty, or (byrlady)

inclining to threefcorc ; and now I remember me , his

Name is Falftaffe : if that man Should be lewdly given,

he deceives me ; for Harry ^ I fee vercue in his Looks.

If then the Tree may be known by the Fruit,as the Fruit

by the Tree, then peremptorily I fpeak K, there is Vertue

in that f-*^**/*? : nim keep with, the reft banifti. And

tell me now , thou naughty Varlet , tell me , where haft

thou been this month ?

Pri». Do'ft thou fpeak like a King ? do thou ftand

for me, and Tie play my Father.

Fa/j}, Depofe me : if thou do'ft it halfc fo gravely , fo

majeftically , both in word and matter , hang me up by

the heels for a Rabbet-fucker, or a Poulters Hare.

'jprin. Well, here I am fet.

Fatji, And here I ftand : judge my Mafters.

PriH. Now Harry, whence come you ?

Falfl. My Noble Lord, from Eaft-cheap.

Prin. The complaints I hear of thee, are grievous,

Falji. Ifaith, my Lord, they are falfe : Nay, Tie tickle

ye for a young Prince.

Prin. Sweareft thou , ungracious Boy ? henceforth

ne're took on me : thou art violently carried away from

Grace: theit is a Devill hunts thee , in the likencffc of a

fat old Man ; a Tunnc ofMan is thy Companion : Why
do'ft thou convcrfe with that Trunk of Humours , that

Boulting-Hutch of Bcaftlineffc , th>t fwolne Parccll of

Dropfics , that huge Bombard of Sack, that ftuft Cloak-

bagge ofGuts , that roftcd Manning-Tree Oxe with the

Puddings in his Belly, that Reverend Vice, that grey Ini-

quity, that Father Ruffian, that Vanity in years ? where-

in is he good , but to tafte Sack and drink it ? wherein

neat and cleanly,but to carve a Capon and eat it ? where-

in Cunning, but in Craft ? where in Crafty, but in Vil-

lany .' wherein Villanous , but in all things ? wherein

worthy, but in nothing ?

.

Valfi. I would your Grace would take me with you

:

whom means your Grace ?

Prin. That villanousabominablcmif-leader of Youth,

Falftaffe, that old white-bearded Sathan.

Fa/fi-. My Lord, the man I know.
Prin. I know thou do'ft.

FalFt. But to fay , I know more harm in him then in

ray fclfe , were to fay more then I know. That he is old

{ the more's the piety ) his white hairs do witneffc it:

Bat that he is ( faving your reverence ) a Whore-ma-
ftcT, that I utterly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a fault

,

Heaven help the wicked : if to be old and merry , be a

finne , then many an Hofte that I know is damn'd :

if to be fat, to be hated, then Pharaohs lean Kine are

to be loved. No, my good Lord , banifli Peto ^ banifh
Bardo/ph , banifti Polns : but for fwcet Jack.Falftafe,
kinde Jack.Fatfiaffe, true Jack^Falftafe ., valiant J^fi^
Fa/Jfafe , and therefore more valiant, being as he is old

Jack^Fatfiaffe , banifti not him thy Harryes company
,

banifti not him thy Harryes company ; banifti plump

J/jfi^, and banifti all the World,

Prince. I doc, I will.

Enter Bardtlph runmng.

Bari. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff, with a mod
monfttous Watch, is at the door.

Falft. Out you Rogue,play out the Play : I have much

to fay in the behalf of that Falfiag'e.

Buter the Hojieffe.

Hofl. O, my Lord, my Lord,

Fa/ft. Hcigh , heigh , the Devill rides upon a Fiddle-

ftick : what's the matter >

Hofle(i. The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the

door : they are come to fearch the Houfc , lliall I let them

in ?

Fal^. Do'ft thou hear 7/4/ , never call a true piece

ofGold a Counterfeit : thou art effeoilalty mad, without

Teeming fo.

Prince. And thou a natutall Coward , without in-

ftinft.

Fain. I deny your (.Major ; if you vrill deny the

Sheriff, fo : if not , let him enter. If I become not a

Cart as well as another man, a plague on my bringing up:

I hope I fhall as foon be ftrangled witha HaJter ,as ano-
ther.

Prince. Co hide thee bchindc the Arras , the reft

walk up above. Now my Matters , for a true Face and
good Confcience,

Falft. Both which I have had : but their date is out,

and therefore I'le hide me.

Prin. Call in the Shaiff. Exit.

Enter Sheriff and the Carrier,

Prince. Now Mafter Sheriff , what Is your will with
me ?

She. Firft pardon mc, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath
followed certain men unto tnis hoafe.

Prince. What men ?

She. One of them is well known , my gracious Lord,
a groffc fat man.

Car. As fat as Butter.

Prin. The man, I do aflurc you is not here.

For 1 my felf at this time have imploy 'd him

:

And Sheriff, I will engage my word to thee,

That I will by to morrow Dinner time,

Send him to anfwer thee, or any man,
;

For any thingheftiall be charg'dvvitluH:

And fo let me entreat you, leave the houfe.

She. I will, my Lord : there are two Gentlemen
Have in this Robbery loft three hundred Marks.

Prin. It may be fo : if he have robb'd thcic men,
He fhall be anfwerable : and fo farewell.

She. Good Nightj my Noble Lord.
Prin. I thinK it is good Morrow, is it not >

She. Indeed, my Lord, I think it be two a Clock.

Exit.
Prince. This oyly RafcBli is known aswellas Poules :

go call him forth.

Peto. FalffafeffidiOecp bchittdc the Arras, and
fnorting like a Horfe.

Prin. Hark, how hard be fetches his bwath ; fearch bis

Pockets. /fe
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Htfearcheth his pockjts andfindcth

certxin Takers.

Prln. What haft thou found ?

Peto. Nothing but papers, my Lord.

frln. Let's fee, what be they ? read them.

Teto. Item, a Capon ii.s.i'i.d.

Item, Sawce. iiii.d.

Item, Sack, two Gallons. v.s.viii.d.

Item, Anchoves and Sack aftei- fuppci*. ii.s.vi.di

Item, Bread, ob.

Prince. O monftrous, but one halfe penny-Worth of

Bread lo this intollcrable deale of Sack ? What there is

elfe, keep dofe , we'll read it at more advantage: there

let hJm deep till day. Tie to the Court in the Morning:

We muft all to the Warrs , and thy place ftiall be hono-

rable, i'le procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot , and

I know his death will be a March of Twelvc-fcore. The

Money ftiall be pay'd back again with advantage. Be

with me betimes in the Morning : and fo good morrow

Peto.

Peto. Good morroWjgoodmy Lord. Exeunt.

J&us Tertm. Scena Trima.

Enter Hotfpurre^ fVorceJier^Lord Mortimer

^

Orren Cleadotver.

Mtrt. TheCe promifes are fair, the parties fure,

And our induftion full of profperous hope.

Hotff. Lord CMortimer^ and Coufui Cle/idotrer,

Will you fit down ?

And Uncle fVorcefler ; a plague upon it,

I have forgot the Map.
Clend. No, here it is

:

Sit Coufin Percy^ fit good Coufin Hotfpurre :

For by that Name, as oft as Lancafier doth (peak of you,

His cheeks look pale, and with a lifingfigh.

He wifheth you in Heaven.

Hotfp. And you in Hell, asoft as he hears Owe» Glen-

dower fpoke of.

Glend, I cannot blame him : At my Nativity,

The front of heaven was full of fiery fliapes.

Of burning Creffets: and at my Birth,

The frameand foundation of the Earth

Shak'd like a Coward.

Uotfp. Why To it would have done at the fame feafon

if your Mothers Cat had but kitten'd , though ypurfelf

had never been born.

Ciend. I fay the Earth did fhake when I was born.

Hotfp. And 1 fay the Earth was not of my minde

:

If you fuppofe, asfearing you, it fhook.

(jletid. The heavens were all on fire , the Earth did

tremble.

Hotfp. Oh, then the Earth fhook

To fee the Heavens on fire.

And notin fear of yourNativity,

Difeafcd nature oftentimes breaks forth

In ftrange eruptions: and the teeming Earth

Is with a kind of Cholick pinch'd and vext.

By the imprifoning of unruly Winde
Within her Wombe : which for enlargement ftriving,

Shakes the old BeldamEarth,ard tumbles down

Steeples, and mofs-grown Towers. Ac your Birth,

Our Crandam Earth, having this diflemperaturc.

In pafTion fhook.

Glend. Coufin : of many men
I- do not bear thefe CrolTings : give me leave

To tell you once again, that at my Birth

The front of Heaven was full of fiery ftiapes.

The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Heards

Were ftrangcly clamorous to the frighted fields

:

Thefe figneshave mark'd me extraordinary.

And all the courfes of my Life do flicw,

I am not in the Roll of common men.
Where is the Living, dipt in with the Sea,

That chides the Banks of England, Scotland, and Wales,

Which calls me Pupill, or hath read to me ?

And bring him out, that is but womans fon,

Can trace mein the the tedious wayesof Art,

And hold me pace in deep experiments,

Hotfp. I think there's no man fpeaks better Welfti

:

I'le to Dinner.

Aftrt. Peace Coufin Percy, you will make him mad.

Glend. I can call Spirits from the vaftic Deep.

Hotfp. Why fo can I, or fo can any man :

But will they come, when you do call for them ?

Glend. Why, I can teach thee, Coufin , to command
the Devill.

Hot. And I can teach thee,Coufin,to fliame the Devill,

By telling truth. Tell trnthy andfhame the Devill.

If thou have power to raife him, bring him hither.

And I'le be fworn, I have power to fhame him hence.

Oh, while you live, tell truth, and fliame the Devill.

(JMort. Come , come , no more of this unprofitable

Chat.

C/fw.Three times hath Henry 5«///»^^>-oo;^ made head

Againft my power : thrice from the banks of Wye,
And fandy-bottom'd Severn, have I fent him,

BootlefTe home, and Weather-beaten back.

Hot. Home without Boots,

And in fouie Weather too.

How fcapcs he Agues in the Devils name ?

Cltnd. Come, here's the Map :

Shall we divide our Right,

According to pur threefold order ra'ne ?

Mor. The Arch-Deacon hath divided it

Into three Limi'ts, very equally

:

England, from Trent, and Severn hitherto,

By South and Eaft, is to my part alTign'd:

All WeRward, Wales, beyond the Severn fhore.

And all the fertile Land within that bound.

To Omen Glendower : And drar Couze, to you

The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent.

And our indentures Tripartite are diawn :

Which beingfealed enterchangcably,

(A bufinefsthat this Night may execute)

To morrow, Coufin Percy, you and I,

And my good Lord of Worcefter will fet forth.

To meet your Father,and the Scotcilh Power,

As is appointed us at Shrewsbury.

My Father Glendower is not ready yet,

Nor fhall we need his help thefe fourteen da yes

:

Within that fpace, you may have drawn together

Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen.

Glend. A Ihort time fhall fend me to you. Lords

:

And in my conduct fhall your Ladies come.

From whom you now muft ftealc, and take no leave

For there will be a world of Water fhed,

Upon
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Upon the parting of your Wives and you

:

Hotfp. Methinlcsmy moicy^ North from Burton here

In quantity equals not one of yours:

See, how this River comes me cranking in.

And cuts me from the bcft of all my Land,

A huge half Moon, a monftrous Cantle out.

rie have the Currant in this place damn'dup,

And here the fmug and Silver Trent (hail run,

la a new Channel!, fair and evenly ;

It (hall not winde withfucha deep indent,

To rob me of fo rich a boaome here.

Glend. Not winde ? itfliall, it muft, you fee it doth,

M«rt. Yea, buc mark how he bends his courfc,

And runs raeup, with like advantage on the other fide.

Gelding the oppofing Continent as much,

Asontheother fide it takes from you.

fVorc. Yea, but a little Charge will trench him here,

And on this North fide win this Cape of Laad,

And then he runs ftiaight and even.

Hnfp. rie have it fo, a little Chai-ge will doit,

Glend. Vk not have it alter'd.

Hotfj). Will not you ?

Glend. No, nor you (hall not.

Hotfp. Who (hall fay me nay ?

Glend. Why, that will I.

Hotfp, Let me not underftand you then , fpcak it in

Weirh.

Glend. lean CpeakEngIifh,Lord, as well as you :,

For J was train'd up in the Englifh Court

;

Where, being but young, I framed to the Harpc,

Many an Englifh Ditty, lovely well.

And gave the tongue a helpfull Ornament;

A vertue that was never fcen in you.

Hotfp. Marry, and I am glad of it withall my heart,

I had rather be a Kitten, and cry mew,

Then one of thefc fame Meetcr-Ballad-mongers

:

1 had rather hear a Brazen Candleliick luin'd,

Or dry a Whcele gratC'on the Axle-tree,

And that would fet my teeth on edge,

Nothing fo much, as mincing Poetrie;

'Tis like the forc't gate of a (hufflingNag.

Glend. Come, you (hall have Trent tum'd.

Hotfp. I do not care : Tie give thrice fo much Land

To any well-deferving friend ;

But in the way of Bargain, mark ye mei

rie cavillon the ninth part of a hair,

Are the Indentures drawn .? (hall vvc be gone ?

Glend. The Moon (hines £air.

You may away by Night

:

riehaftcthe Writer; and withall.

Break with your Wives, ofyour departure hence

:

I am afaid my Daughter will run mad.

So much (he doteth on her (JH^rtimer. Exit

UHort. Fie , CoufinP^rc;, how you crolTe my Fa.

ther.

Hotfp. I cannot chooferfometime he angers me.

With telling me of the Moldwatpc and the Ant,

Of the Dreamer Merlin^ and his Prophecies;

And of a Dragon, and a fin-leffe Fi(h,

A clip-wing'd Griffin, and a moulcen Raven,

A couching Lyon, a ramping Cat,

And fuch a deale of skimble-skamble Stuff,

As puts me from my Faith. I tell you what.

He held me lad Night, at lea(t, nine hours.

In reckning up thefc feverall Devils Names,
That were his Lackeys :

I cry'd hum, and well, go too.

But mark'd him not a word. O, he isas tedious

As a tyred Horfe, a railing Wife,

Worfe thena fmoaky houfc. 1 had rather live

With Cheefe and Garlick in a Windmill far.

Then feed on Gates, and have him talk to me.

In any Summer-houfe in Chrirtendomc.

Afon. In faith he was an honcli Gentleman ;

Exceeding well read, and profited,

in (Grange Concealments

:

Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous affable.

And as bountifull,as Mines of India.

Shall I tell you, Coufin,

He holds your temper in a high refpcft.

And curbs himfelf,even of hisnaturall fcopci

When you do croflTc his humour : 'faith he docs.

I warrant you, that a man is not alive.

Might fo have tempted him, as you have done,

Without the tafte of danger, and reproofci

But do not ufe it oft, let me entreat you.

fyorc. in faith, my Lord, you are too willfull blame,

And (ince your coming hither, have done enough,

To put him quite befides his patience:

You muft needs learn. Lord, to amend this fault

;

Though fomctimes it (hew greatnefs. Courage, Bloud,
And that's the deareft grace it renders you

;

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent har(h Rage,
Defe(ft of manners, want of government.

Pride, HaughtmeflTe, Opinion, and Difdain {

The leaft of which, haunting a Nobleman,
Lofeth mens hearts, and leaves behind a ftain

Upon the beauty of all prts befides.

Beguiling them of commendation.

Hotfp. Welljlamfchool'd:

Good-manners be your fpeed ;

Here come your Wives, and let us take our leave.

Etiter ^lendewfTj Ttith the LAdie/

Mort. This is the deadly fpight that angers me.

My Wife can fpcak noEnglilh, I no Wel(h.

Glend. My daoghter weeps, (he'll not part with you.

She'll be a Souldiertoo, (he'll tothe Warrs.

Mort.Good Father tell hcr,that (he and my Aunt Ptrcj

Shall follow in your ConduA fpcedily.

Clendowerfpeakj to her fVelJh^ and(he an-

{
fwers him in thefame,

Glend. She is defperate here

:

A peevifh felf-will'd Harlotry,

One that perfwafion can do good upon.

The L*dyfpea.kj in fVeljh.

Mott. I underftand thy Looks : that pretty WeKh
Which thou powt'ft down from thefe fwclling Heavens,

I am too perfc<ft in : and but for (hame.

In fuch a parley (hould I anfwcr thee.

The L4uljMg*in in IVelfh.

Mort. I underftand thy KifTes, and thou mine.

And that's a feeble difputation

:

Bnt 1 will never be a Truant, Love,

Till I have Icam'd thy Language : for thywnguc
J

Makes)

I
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Makes WelOi as fwcct as Ditties hrighly penn'd,

Sung by a fair Queen in a Summcis Bower,

With ravifliing Divifion to her Luce.

GUnd. Nay, if thou melt, then will (he run mad.

The Ladjifpeakj a^ain fVelfh.

Mart, O, I am Ignorance il felf in this.

Cltni. She bids you.

On the wanton ruQjes lay you down.

And reft your gentle head upon her Lap,

And (lie will fmg the fong that pleafeth you,

And on your Eyc-lids Crown the God of Sleep,

Charming your bloud with pleafing heavineflc ;

Making fuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep,

As is the difference betwixt Day and Night,

The houre before the Heavenly Hamcis'd Teem

Begins his golden Progreffe in the Eaft.

Mart. Withall my heart Tie fit, and hear her fing;

By what time will our Book, 1 think, be drawn.

Glend. Go fo :

And thofe Mufitians that (hall play to you.

Hang in the Aire a thoufand Leagues from thence;

And rtraight they fhall be here : fit, and attend.

Hotff. Come Kfite^ thou art perfedin lying down:

Come
,
quick

,
quick , that I may lay my Head in thy

Lap.

Ladj. Go, ye giddy-Goofe,

The MuJick^plAjret,

Hotff. Now I perceive theDevill undcrftands Welfti,

And 'tis no marvcll he is fo humorous

:

Byrlady h:"sa good Mufitian,

Lady. Then would you be nothing butMuficall,

For you are altogether governed by humors

:

Lie (till ye thief, and hear the Ladyfingin Wclfh.

Hotfj). I had rather hear (Lady) mj Brach howie in

Irifh.

Lady. Would'ft have thy Head broken ?

Hoifp. No.
Lady. ThcnbeftiU.

Hotff. Neither, 'tis a Womans fault.

Lady. Now God help thee.

Hotff. To the Welfh Ladies Bed.

I

Lady. What's that?

Hotff. Peace (he fings.

Here the Ladjjings a fVelfh Song.

Hotff. Come, ric have your Song too.

Lady. Not mine, in good footh.

Hotff. Not yours, in good footh ?

Youfwcar likea Comfit-makers Wife :

Not you, in good footh ; and, as true asl live
;

And, as God fhall mend me ; and as fure as day

:

And giveft fuch Sarcenet furety for thy Oaths,

As if thou never walk'ft further then Finsbury.

Swear me, Kate^ like a Lady, as thou art,

A good mouth-filling Oath : and leave infooth.

And fuch protcfl of Pepper-G inger-bread.
To Velvet-Guards, and Sunday-Citizens.

Come, fing.

Lady. I will not fing,

Hotff. 'Tis the next way to turn Taylor , or be Red-
breft teacher; and the Indentures be drawn , I'le away

within thefe two houres : and fo come in , when ye
will. Exit.

Glend. Come, come. Lord Mortimer
y you are asflow

As hot Lord Tercy is on fire to go,

By this our Book is drawn : we'll but feale,

And then to Horfc immediately.

CMort. With all my heart. Exeunt.

Scena Secmda.

Enter the King^ Prince of WalUs^ and otheri.

f^ing. Lords, give US leave

:

The Prince of Wales, and I,

Muft have fome private conference

:

But be near at hand,

Forwcftull prcfently hate need ofyou.

J^xeuftt Ltris,
I know not whether Heaven will have it fo,
For fome difpleafing fervice I have done

;

That in his fccret Doome, out of my Bloud,
He'll breed Revengement, and a Scourge for mc

:

But thou doft in thy paffages of Life,

Make me believe, that thou art onely mark'd
For the hot vengeance, and the Rod of heaven
Topunidimy Miftreadings. Tell meelfe.

Could fuch inordinate and low defires.

Such poor, fuch bare, fuch Jew'd,fucb mean atcempcs,
Such barren pieafurcs, rude fociety.

As thou art match'd withall, and grafted too.

Accompany the grcatnefs of thy bloud,

And hold their levell with thy Princely heart ?

Prince. So plcafe your Maje(ty, I would 1 could
Quit all offences with as clear cxcufe.

As well as I am doubtleffe I can purge

My felf of many I am charg'd withall

:

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg,

As m reproofe of many Tales devis'd,

Which oft the Ear of GreatnelTe needs mufthear.

By fmiling Pick-thanks, and bate News-mongers;
I may for fome things true, wherein my youth
Hath faulty wandrcd, and irregular,

Finde pardon on my true fubmi(fion.

King. Heaven pardon thee.:

Yet let me wonder, Harry,
At thy affections, which do hold a Wing
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors.

Thy place in Counfell thou haft rudely loft.

Which by thy yonger brothei; is fuppli'd ;

And art almoftAn alien to the hearts

Of all the Court and Princes of my bloud.

The hope and expeilation of thy time •

Is ruin'd^ and the foul of every man
Prophetically do fore-think thy fall.

Had I fo lavilh of my prefence been.

So common hackney'd in the wayes of men.
So ftalc and cheap to vulgar Company ;

Opinion, thatdid help mc to the Crown,
Had ftill kept loyall to pofTeflion,

And left ir.e in rcputeleffc banifhment, '

A fellow ofno mark, nor likelihood.

By being feldcme feen, I could not ftir.

But like a Comet,! was wondted at.

That
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That men would tell their children, This is he :

Others would fay, whrrc ? which is BulUngbrosl^f

And then I (tolc all courtcfie from heaven,

And drcrt my felf in fuch hiimilicy ,

That I did pluck allegiance from mens hearts.

Loud fhoucs and falutations from their mouthes

,

Even in the prefence of the crowned King.

Thus I did keep my per(on frefli and new,

My prefence like a Robe Pontificall,

Ne're fcen, but wondrcd at : and fo my fiate,

Seldomc but fumptuous, fhewed like a Feaft,

Andwonne by rareneffe fuch folemnity.

The skipping Kmg he ambled up and down
,

With fliallow Jcfters, and rafh Bavin Wits,

Soon kindled, and foon burnt, carded hisSiatc,

Mingled his Royalty with carping foolcs.

Had his great Name profaned with their fcorns,

And gave his countenance, againfl his name.

To laugh at gybing Boycs, and ftand the pufh

Of every beardlefTc vain comparative
;

Grew a companion to the common (Greets,

Enfcoff'd himfelf to populavity :

That being daily fwaJlowed by menseycs,

They furftttcd wiih Honie, and began to bathe

The tafle of fvveetneffc, whereof a little

More then a little, is by much too much.

So when he had occafion to be fecn

,

He was but as the Cuckow is in June,

Heard, not regarded : feen but with fuch eyes

,

As fick and blunted with community,

Affoord no extraordinary gaze.

Such as IS bent on Sun-like Ma jefty

,

When It riiines fcfdomc in admiring Eyes

:

But rather drowz'd, and hung their cye-lids down,

Slept in his face, and lendred fuch afpecft

As cloudy men ufe to doe their adverfacies.

Being with his prefence glutted, gorg'd, and full.

And in chat very Line, Harrj^ ftandcft thou

For thou haft loft thy Princely priviledge,

With vile participation. Not an eye

But isa weary of thy common fight.

Save mine, which hath dcfu'd to lee thee more :

Which now doth that I would not have it doe,

Make blind it felf vi/ith foolifti tendcTnefTe.

Prince. I ftiall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord

,

Be more my felf.

King. For all the World,

As thou art to this hour, \M!iS Richard then.

When I from France (et forth at RAvenffurgh \

And even as I was then, is Percj now :

Now by my Scepier,and my Soul to boot.

He hath more worthy intereft to the ftatc

Then thou thcfhadowof fucceffion
;

For of no right, nor colour like to right,

He doth fill fields with Harneis in the Realm
,

Turns head againft the Lyons armed Jawes ;

And being no mote in debt to ycarcs, then thou,

Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Biiliops on
To bloody Battels, and to bruifing Amies.

What never-dying honour hath he got

,

Againft renowned Dow^/rfr, whofe high deeds,

Whofc hot mcurfions, and great name in Armes,

Holds from all Soldiers chief Majority,

And Military Title Capitall.

Through all the K ingdomes that acknowledge Chrift,

Thrice hath the Hotfpurre Marsy in fwathing Cloathes,

This Infant-Warnoui, in his hntcrpnfrs,

Dilcomfited great DowglAs^ ta'ne him once,

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him
,

To fill the mouth of deep Defiance up.

And (hakt the peace and fafety of our Throne.
And what fay you to this > Percj^ Islorthumberland.

The Arch-B ftiops Grace oiTork^ Dowglas^ Mortimer
Capitulate againft us, and arc up.

But wherefore doe I tell this newes to thee ?

Why, Harrjfy doe I tell thee of my Foes

,

Which art my near'ft and deareft enemy >

Thou art like enough, through vaffall fear,

Bafe inclination , and the ftart of fplecn.

To fight againft me under Percies pay,

Todogge his heels, and curtfieat his frowns.

To ihcw how much thou art degenerate.

Prince, Doe not think fo, you fhall not find it fo :

And heaven forgive them, char fo much have fvvay'd

Your Majefties good thoughts away from mc

:

I will redeem all this on Perc'ies head,

And in the clofing of fome glorious day,

Be bold to tell you, that I am your Son,

When I will wear a Garment all of blood,

And ftain my favours in a bbody Maske :

Which vvafht away, fhall fcowre my fhame with it.

And that ftiall be the day when ere it lights.

That this fame Child of honour and renown.
This gallant HocffHrre, this all-praifcd Knighr,

And your unthought of H«rr^ chance to meet :

For every Honoui fitting on hisHelme,

Would they were multitudes, and on my head

My (hame'J redoubled. For the time will come.

That I fhall make ihis Northern Youth exchange

His glorious Deeds for my indignities

:

Percj it but my Fa(5tor, good my Lord,

Tocngrofte up glorious deeds on my behalf:

And I will call him to fo ftrift account

,

That he ftiaJl render every Glory up.

Yea, even the fleighteft worftiipof his time,

Or I will tear the Reckoning from his heart.

This, in the Name of Heaven, I promifc here

:

The which, ifIpromifc,and docfurvivc,

I doc befeech your Majcfty, may falvc

The long-grown Wounds of my intcmperacure :

If not, the end of Life cancells all Bands ,

And I willdyeabundred thoufand deaths,

Ere break the fmallcft parcell of this Vow.
King. A hundred thoufand Rebels die in this :

Thou fnak have Charge, and foveraign truft herein.

Enter Blunt.

How now good Blnnt } thy looks are full of fpced.

Blunt. So hath the bufincfic that 1 come to fpcak of.

Lord UMortlmer oiScot/and hath (cnt word
,

That DorfgUs and the Engli/h Rebels met

The eleventh of this moneth, at Shrej»shury'.

A mighty and a fearfull Head they are,

(If promifesbe kept on every hand)

As ever ofFeied foul play in a State.

King. The Earl of yfeflmerUnd fei forth to dk^ :

With him my Son, Lord John oi Lancafier ,

For this advcrtifement is five daycs old.

On Wfdnefday next, W4rr7,thou (halt fet forward :

On Thurfday, we our felves will march.

Our meeting is Brldgenorth : and H-frr/,you fliall march

H h Through
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Through G/oceJl^r.(h\rt : by which account,

OurBufincfie valued fome twelve dayes hence,

Our general! Forces at Brid^eaarthihzW meet.

Our hands are full of bufinefle : let's away
,

Advantagrfeeds them fat, while men delay. Exeunt.

Scena Tertia.

Enter Falfiaffe^ And Bardolfh.

T»lfl. Bardolfhy am I not fain away vilely, fmcc this

lafta^ion ?doeI not bate ? doe I not dwindle ? Why
my skinne hangs about me like an old Ladies loofe

Gown : I am withered like an old Apple JeAw. Well,

l'\t rcpent,and that fuddenly,while I am in fome liking :

I (hall be out of heart fhordy, and then I fhall have no
ftrength to repent. And I have not forgotten what the

in-fidc of a Church is made of, I am a Pepper Coin, a

Brewers Horfc : the in-fide of a Churcb. Company, vil-

lanous Company hath been the fpoyleof me.

Bard. Sir John^ you are fo fretful!, you cannot lire

long.

Falfi. Why there is it : Come, fing mea bawdy Song,

make me merry : I was as virtuoufly given, as a Gentle-

man need to be ; virtuous enough, fwore littte, Dic'd not

above feven times a week, went to a Bawdy-houfe not

above once in a quarter of an hour, paid money that I

borrowed, three or four times ; lived well, and in good
compafic : and now I live out of all order , out of com-
paflc.

Bard, Why, you arc fofat,SiryoA/», that you muft

needs be out of all compaffe ; out of all rcafonablc com-
pa(re,Si;r J»h».

Talfl. Doe thou amend thy Face, and Tie amend my
Life. Thou art our Admirall, thou bcarefl the Lantern
in the Poop, but 'tis in the Nofe of thee ; thou art the

Knight of the burning Lamp.
Bard. Why, Sir phn^ my Face does you no harme.

talfi. No, I'le be fworn : I make as good ufe of it, as

many a man doth of a Deaths.Head,or a Memento Mori.
I never fee thy Face,but 1 think upon Hell fire,and Dives
that lived in purpletfor there he ism his Robes burning.
If thou wertany \way given to virtue, I would fwear by
thy Face ; my Oath fhould he, B) this Fire: But thou
art altogether given over ; and wert indeed, but for the

Light in thy Face, the Sunof utterDarkneffe. When
thou rann'fl up Cads-hlll in the night to catch my
HorfCjif I did not think thog hadft been an Ignis fatunsy

or a Ball of Wild-fire, there's no purchafe in Money.
O, thou art a pcrpetuall Triumph, an ever'afting Bone-
fire-light : thou haft favcd me a thoufand Markes in
Links and Torches, walking with thee in the night be-

twixt Tavern and Tavern : but the fack that thou haft

drunk me, would have bought me light as good cheap,

as the deareft Chandlers m Europe. I have maintain'd
that Salamander of yours with hrc, any time this two
and thirty yeares, heaven reward me for it.

Bard. I would my Face were in your belly.

tal[i. So ftiould I be fure to be heart-burn'd.

Enter Hoiteffe.

How now. Dame Partlet the Hen, have you enquir'd yet

who pick'd my Pocket ?

Hofieffe. Why Sir JffA»,what doc you think,Sir Johnf
doe you think I keep Thieves in my houfe ? I have

fcarch'd, I have enquir'd, fo has my husband, Man by
Man, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant : the tight of a

hair was naverloft jn my houfe before.

Falfl. Ye lye, Hoftejfe : Bardolph was fhav'd, and loft

many a hair ; and I'le be fworn my Pocfcet was pick'd,

go to, you are a Woman, go.

Koftefje. Who 1 ? I defie thee : I was never call'd fo

in mine own houfe before.

Falft. Go to, I know you well enough.

Hoflejfe. No, Sir John : you doc not know mc,Sir

John\l know you,Sir John : you owe me money,Sir John,
and now you pick a quarrell to beguile me ofit : I bought

you a dozen of Shirts to your back.

f<r//f . Dowlas, filthy Dowlas : I have given ihctn

away to Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of

them.

Hejiejfe, Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of

eight ftiiUings an Dl : You owe Money here befidcs, Sxr

John, for your Diet, and by-Drinkings, aiul Money lent

you, four and twenty pounds.

Faljl. He had his part of it, let him pay,

Hofie^e. He ? alafs be is poor , he hath no-

thing.

Falji. How ? poor ? look upon his face : What call

you rich ? Let him coyn his Nofe , let him coyix his

Cheeks, I'le not pay a Denier. What, will you make a

Yonker of me ? Shall I not take mine eafe in mine Inne,

but I fliallhavcmy Pocket pick'd ? I have loft a Seal-

Ringofmy Grand-fathers, worth forty Mark.

Hoflefe. I have heard the Prince tell him, I know not

how oft, that that Ring was Copper.

Faljt. How ? the Prince is a Jack, a Sneak-Cup

:

and if he were here, I would cudgell him like a Dog, if

he would fay fo.

Enter the Prince marehlng, and laljiaffe meets

hiTKy plaj/ing en his Trnnchien

tlkj a Fife.

Faljl. How now Lad ? is the wind in that Doorc >

Muft we all march ?

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate fafhion.

Hojieffe. My Lord, I pray you hear ine. \

Prince. What fay 'ft thou, Miftreffe Qulckjy } H<yn
\

does thy Husband ? I love him well, he is an honeft

man.

Hofiejie. Good, my Lord, hea r me.
Faljl. Prethee let ber alone, and lift to me.
Trlnce. What fay'ft thou, JaclO
Falfi. The other night I fell afleep here behind the

Arras, and had my Pocket pickt .• this Houfe is turn'd

Bawdy-houfe, they pick Pockets.

Prince. What didft thou lofe, Jac\i^ ?

Fal^. Wilt thou believe me, Hal ? Three or four

Bonds of forty pound a piece, and a Seal- Ring ofmy
Grand-fathers.

T^rince. A trifle, fome eight-penny matter.

Uofi. Sol told him, my Lord ; and I faid, I heard

your Grace fay fo : and (my Lord) he fpeaks moft vile-

ly of you, like a fouUmouth'd nnan as he is, and faid he

would cudgell you.

Prince. What he did not ?

Hojl. There's neither FaithjTruth, nor Woman-hood
in meelfe.

Falfi
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FaIH. There's no more faith in thee then in a ftu'de

Prune ; nor no more truth in thee then in a drawn Fox :

and for Woinan-hood, Miid-marian maybe the Depu-

ties Wife of the Ward to chce. Go you nothing, go.

HoQ. Say, what thing ? what thing ?

talft. What thing ? why a thing to thank heaven on.

Hofi'. 1 am nothing to thank heaven on, I would thou

fhouldii know it : I am an honcft mans wife ; and fettmg

thy Knighthood afide,thou art a knave to call mc fo.

F.«//?. Setting thy Womanhood afidc, thou art a beaft

10 fay othci-wifc.

Hofl. Say, what beafl, thou knave thou ?

Fal. What beaft ? Why an Otter.

PriH. An Otter, Sir John, why an Otter ?

Ftil. Why ? (lie's neither fifli nor flefh ; a man knowcs

not where to have her.

Hofi. Thou art an unjuft man in faying fo ; thou, or

any man knowes where to have mc, thou knave thou.

Prince, Thou fay'ft true, Hofteffe, and he flandcrs

thee moft grofTely.

Hofi. So he doth you, my Lord, and faid this other

day, you ought him a thoufand pound.

Prince. Sirrah, doe I owe you a thoufand pound ?

Fal. A thoufand pound, Hal } a milhon : thy love is

worth a million : thou ow'ft me thy love.

Hofi. Nay, my Lordi he call'd you Jack, and faid he

would cudgell you.

Fill. DidlyBardolphf

Bar. Indeed, Sir JoAw, you faid fo

.

Fal. Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper.
Prin. I fay 'tis Copper. Dar'ft thou be as good as

thy word now ?

Fal. Why, Hal > thou knowft,as thou art but a man,
I dare ; but, as thou art a Prince, I fear thee, as I fear the

roaring of the Lyons Whelp,

Prtn. And why not as the Lyon f

Fal. The King himfelf isto be feared as the Lpn:
Do'ft thou think I'lc fear thee, as I fear thy Father ? nay
if I doc, let my Girdle break.

7ri». O, if ir fliould, how would thy guts fall about
thy knees. But fnra : there's no room for Faith, Ttxjth,

norHoncfiy, in this bofome of thine: it is allfiU'dup
with Guts and Midriffe. Charge an honeft Woman
with picking thy pocket ? Why thou horfon impudent
iinboft Rafcall,if there were any thing in thy Pocket but
Tavern Recknings, Memoranilums of Bawdy-houfes,
and one poor penny-worth of Sugar-candy to make thee
long-winded: if thy pocket were enrich'd with any o-
ther injuries but thcfc, I am a Villain : And yet you will
(iand to It, you will not Pocket up wrongs. Art thou not
a{ham'd >

Fal. Doft thou hear, Hal ? Thou know'ft in the flate
of Innocency, Adam fell : and what would poor Jack^
Falflafe doc, in the dayes of Villany

; Thou feeft, I have
more flefli then another man, and tliereforc frailty. You
confefle then you pickt my Pocket *

P^"i, It apnea res fo by the Story.
^"^ HofleJCe, I forgive thee

Go make ready Breakfaft, love thy Husband,
Look to thy Servants, and chenrti thy Guefts

:

Thou rhalt find mc traaable to any honeft teafon :

Thou feeft, I am pacified ftiij

.

Nay, 1 prcthec be gone.

Now, Hal, to the newes at Court for the Robbery. Lad?
nowisthaianfwcred?

Prin. O my (weec Beef ••

1 muftflillbegood Angell lo thee.

The money is paid back again.

Fat. 0,1 doe not like that paying back, 'tis i double

Labour.

PriH. I am good Friends with my Father, and may

doe any thing,

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the fiifl thing thou do'ft,

and doc it with unwafli'd hands too.

Bard. Doc, my Lord,

Prin. I have procured thee, Jackj, a Charge of Foot,

Fal. I would it had been of Horfc. Where Aiall 1 find

one that can ftcal well > O, for a fine thief , of two and

twenty, or thereabout : I am hainoufly unprovided. Well,

God be thanked for thefc Rebels, they offend none but

the Virtuous. I laud them, I praifc them.

Prin. Bardolph

Bar. My Lord.

Prin. Go bear this Letter to Lord John of Lancafler,

to my Brother John. This to my Lord of fVrflmerlaiid

Go /*«», to horfc : for thou, and I,

Have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time.

J'tf/^, meet me to morrow in the Temple Hall

At two i clock in the afternoon,

There fhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive

Money and Order for their Furniture.

The Land is burning, P^rc^'ftands on hie.

And either they , or wc, muft lower lie.

Fal. Rare words : brave vwrld,

Hofle(!t, my Breakfaft, come
Oh, I could wifh this Tavern were my Drumme.

Exeunt omnes

(tAUtis Quartus. Scena Trtma,

Enter Harry Htrfpurrey IVorceHer

and Dtwglas,

Hot. Well faid, my noble Scot, if fpcaking truth

In this fine Age, were not thought flattery.

Such attribution ftiould the Dow^tai have,
As not a Souldier of this feafons ftainp.

Should go fo gcncrall currant through the world.
By heaven I cannot flatter • I defic

The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver place

In my hearts love, hath no man then your Self.

Nay, taskc me to my word : approve mc Lord.
Dow. Thou artihc King oif Honour ;

No man fo potent breathes upon the ground ,

But 1 will Beard him.

Enter a Mefftn^er.

Hor.Oo fo,and 'tis well.What Letters haft thou thae?
1 can but thank you.

Mef. Thefe Letters come from your Father.
Hot. Letters from him >

Why comes he not himfelf f

Mejf. He cannot come, my Lord,
He IS grievous Tick.

Hot. How > has he the leifurc to be fick now.
In fuch a juftling time ? who leads his power ?

Under whofe Covenuncnt come they aiong .'

Hh a M4,
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Mef]'. His Letters beaieshis mtnde, nod his mindc.

War. I pr«hee teH me,doch he keep his Bed ?

Mfff. He did, my Lord, four dayes ere I fct forth

:

And a: ihe time of my departure thence,

He was much fear'd by his Phyfician.

ivor. I \A/ould the ftate of time had firft been whole,

Ere he by fickne(Te bad been vifited

;

Hts health was never better worth then now.

Hotff. Sick now?droop now?this ficknefTe doth infe6l

The very Life-bloc5d of our Enterprife,

'Tis catching hither, even to our Camp.
He writes me hcie, that inward fickneffe.

And that his friends by deputation

Could not fo foon be drawn : nor d id he think it meet,

To lay fo dangerous and dear a truft

On a Soul remov'di but on his own.

Yet doth he give usboldadvertifmcnt.

That with our fmall conjun(5lion we fliould on.

To fee how Fortune is difpos'd to us,

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now,

Becaufe tht King is certainly poffcrt

Of all our purpofes. What fay you to it ?

fVor. Your Fathers ficknefle is a maimc to us.

Hotfp. A perilous Gafli,a very Limmc lopt off:

And yet, infaith, 'tis not his prefent want

Seems more then we fhailfind it.

Were it good, to fet the exaft wealth of all our ftates

All at one Cafl ? to fet fo rich a mine

On the nice hazard of one doubtfull hour,

I: wcrenotgood : f r therein (liould wc read

The very bottom, and the Soul of hope,

The very Lift, the very utmoft bound
Ofall our fortunes.

Dorvg, Faith and fo we fliould.

Where now remains a fwcet revcrfion.

We may boldly fpend, upon the hope
Of what is to come in :

A comfort of retirement lives in this.

Hotjp, A Randevous, a Home to flic unto,

If that the Devil and Mifchancc look big

Upcm the Maidenhead of our affaires.

JVor. But yet I would your Father had been here ;

The quality and heir of our attempt

Brooks no divifion ; It will be thought

By (ome, that know not why he is away.
That wifedome, loyalty, and meer diflikc

Of our proceedings, kept the Earl from hence.

And think, how fuch an apprehrnfion

May turn the tide of fearful! Fa(Slion,

And breed a kind of queftioo in our caufe

:

For well you know, we of the offering fide,

Muft keep aloof from ftti£t arbitrement

,

And flop all fight-holes, every loop, from whence
The eye of reafon may prye in upon us .•

This abfenceof your Fat-her drawes a Curtain ,
That fhewes the ignorant a kind of fear

Before not dreamt of.

Hotfp. You ftrain too far.

I rather of his abfencc make this ufe

:

It lends a luftre, and more great opinion,

A larger Dare to your great Enrerprizc ,

Then if the Earl were here :for men mufl think,

If we without his help, can make a Head
To pufli againft the Kin^dome: with his help,

We fliall o'return it top^e-turvy down.
Yet all goes well, yet ail our joynts are whole,,

Drnig. As heart can think :

There is not fuch a word fpokc ofm ScotUitd ,

At this Dream of Fear.

Enter Sir Richard Vernon.

Hotff, My Coudn Vtrmn^ welcome by my foal,

f^trn. Pray God my newcs be worth a welcome,Lord.

The Earl oiiVejimerlAndt fcven thoufand ftrong

,

Is marching hithcr.wardswith Prince John.

Hotff. No harm : what more ?

f^ern. And further, I hate learn'd.

The King himfelf inpcrfon hath fet forth.

Or hither-wards intended fpeedlly
,

With ftrong and mighty preparation.

Hotfp. He ftiall be welcome too ,

Where is his Son

,

The nimble-footed Mad-cap, Prince of JVaUs^

And his Comrades, that daft the World afide

,

\

And bidicpaffc ?

r>r». All furnifht all in Armes,
All phim'd like Eftrid^es, that with the Wind
Baited like Eagles, having lately bath'd ,

Glittering in Golden Coats, like Images,

As full offpirit as the Moneth of May

,

And gorgeous as the Sun at Mid-fummer,
Wanton as youthfull Goats, wild as young Bulls.

I faw young Harry with his Beaver on,
His Cuflies on his thighcs, gallantly arm'd

,

Rife from the ground like feathered Mercnrj^
And vaulted with fuch eafe into his Seat,

As if an AngeJl dropt down from the Clouds^

To turn and wind a fiery TegafnSy

And witcht the world with noble Horfcmanfliip,

tiotfp. No more, no more ;

Worfc then the Sun in March

,

This praife doth nourifh Agues : let them come.

They come like Sacrifices in their trimme,

And to the fire-ey'd Maid offmoaky War,
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them

:

The mailed iMars ftiallon his Altar fit

Up to the cares in Llood. I am on fire

,

To hear this rich rcpri2all is fo nigh.

And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horfe,

Who is to bear me like a Thunder-bolt

,

Againft the bofomc of the Prince oi Wales.

Harry to Harry, fhall not Horfe to Horfe

Meet, and ne're part, till one drop down a Coarfe ?

Oh, that Gendower were come.

yer. There IS more newes :

1 learn'd in Worcefier^ as I rode along.

He cannot draw his Power this fourteen dayes.

Dowg. That's the worft Tidings that I hear of

yet.

Wor. I by my faith, that bearesa frofty found,

Hotff. What may the Kings whole Battell reach un-
to?

Ver. To thirty thoufand.

Hot. Forty let it be

,

My Father and Glendover being both away
,

The powers of us may fcrve fo great a day.

Come, let us take a mufierfpeedily:

Dooms-day is near ; die all, die merrily.

Uon^k Talk not of dying, I am out of fear

Ofdeath, or deaths hand, for this one half year.

Exeunt emnes.

Sctna,

J



JhefirJFParTofKi^g Henry the tourth. ?d9

Enter Ftlftaffe And Bardolph.

Taljl. Hariolph, get thcc before lo Cevtntry^ hll mc a

Bordcof Sack.our Souldiers (liall march thiough : we'll

to SHtiii»cop.hill to Night.

Bard. Will you give me money, Captain >

Falft. Lay ovit, lay out.

Bard. This Bottle makes an Angcll.

Falft. And if it doe, take ic for thy labour : and if it

make twenty, take ihem all, lie anfwer thy Coynage.

Bid my Lieutenant Peto meet me at the Towns end.

Bard. I will Captain: farewell. Exit.

Falfi. If I be not afliam'd of my Souldiers, I am a

fowc't Gurnet : I have inis-us'd the Kings Prefle dam-

nably. 1 have got, in exchange of a hundred and fifty

Souldiers, three hundred andoddc pounds. I prelFc me

none but good houfc-holders, Yeomens Sons t enquire

mc out contrafted Batchellors, fuch as had bccnask'd

twice on the Banes : fuch a Commodity of warm Haves

,

as had as lieve hear the Devil* as a Drumme ; fuch as

fear the report of a Caliver, worfe then a ftruck-Fool,

or a hurt Wild-Duck. I preft me none but fuch Tolles

and Butter, with hearts in theit Bellies no bigger then

Pinncs heads, and they have bought out their fctviccs :

And now my whole Charge confifls of Ancients, Cor-

porals, Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as

ragged as Lat,arMs in the painted Cloth where the Glut-

tons Dogges licked his Sores; and fuch as indeed were

never Souldicrs,but dif-cardcd unjult Scrvingmen,youn-

gcrSoniies to younger Brothers : Revoked Tapfters and

Oftlers, Trade-fain, the Cankers of a calm World, and

long peace, ten limes more dil'honourable, ragged, then

an o!d-fac*d Ancient ; and fuch have I to fill up the

roomes of tlicm that have bought out their ferviccs : that

you would think,tbatl had a hundred and fifty tatter'd

Prodigalls, lately come from Swinc-kecping,from eating

DrafFe and Husks. A mad fellow met me on the way

,

and told mc, I had unloaded alt theGibbets,and prcrt the

dead bodies. No eye hath fecn fuch skar-Crowes : Tie

not march through C«/fwfr; with them, that's flat. Nay,
and the Villains march wide betwixt the Legges, as if

they had Gyves on ; for indeed, I had the moft of them
outof Prifon. There's not a Shirt and a half in all my
Company • and the half Shirt is two Napkins tackt to-

gether, and thrown over the Shoulders like a Heralds

Coat, without flceves: and the Shut, to fay the truth
,

fioln from mv HoftofS. Alhans ^ or the Rcd-Nofe
Inne-keepcr of Dayntry. Bur that's all one, they'l findc

Linnen enough on every Hedge.

Enter the Prince, and the Lord of mftmerUnd.

Prince. How now, blown Jac^} hovt now, Quilt •-

Talfl. What Hal ? How now, mad Wag, what a De-
vil do'H thou in fVarrflckr^ixt-i My good Lord of ;f^7?.

merUnd, I cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had
already been at Shrewsbury.

fViJl. 'Faith, Sir Johit^ 'tis more then time that I were
there, and you too : but my Powers arc there already.
The King, I can tell you, loob for us all : wc inuft away
all to Night.

•'

Falfi. 7 ut, nevci fear me, 1 am as vigilant as a C*t,

to ftcal Cieam.

Pr'ince. I think tofleal Cream indeed, for thy rheft

hath already made thee Butter ; but tell me, Jackj, whofe

fellows arc thcfc tliat come after ?

Fat. Mine, Hat^ mine.

Prince. I did never fee fuch pittifull Rafcals.

Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to tolTcifood for Pow-

der, food for Powder they'll fill a Pit, as well as better

tuOi man, mortall men, mortall men.

weftm. I, but Sir John^ mc thinks they arc exceeding

poor and bare, too beggarly.

Fal. Faith, for their peverty, I know not wherethey

had that ; and for thei r bartcnnerte, I am furc they never

Icarn'd that of mc.

fprin. No, rie bcfworn, unleffe you call three fin-

gers on the Ribs bare. But firrah make hafte. Percy is

already in the field.

Fat, What, is the Kingencamp'd ?

fveft. He is, John^ I fear wc ftiall ftay too long.

Falfi. Well , to the latter end of a Fray, and the

beginning of a Feafl, fits a dull Fighter, and a keen

Gueft.

Exeunt

Seem Tertia,

Enter Hoiffurre^ IVerceflery DervglaSy and

f^ernon.

Httfp. We'll fight with bim to Night.

fyore. It may not be.

Dong. You give him then advantage.

Vern. Not a whit.

Hotfp. Why fay you fo } looks he not for fupply >

f^erti. So doe we.

ffotfp. His is certain, ours is doubtfull.

Wore Good Coufin be advis'd, iHnc not to night.

f^ern. Doc not, my Lord.

Dowg. You doe not counfell well

:

You fpcak it out of fear, and cold heart.

f^ern. Doe me no flander, Dewglas : by my Life,

And I dare veil maintain it with my Life,

If well-icfpecSlcd Honourbid me on,

I hold as little counfell with weak fear.

As you, my Loid,orany Scot that this day liyes.

Let it be fecn to morrow in the Battel 1

,

Which of usfcarcs.

Dowg Yea, or to night.

Vern. Content.

Hotfp. To night, fay I.

yern. Come,come, it may not he.

I wonder much, being men of (uch great leading as you
That you forefecnot what impedinvnts (»''c,

Drag back our expedition: certain Horl'c

Of my Coufin ^«-»#»yaTenot yet come up
,

Your Unckle tVertefiert Horfecame but to day,
And now their pride and mettle is aflerp

,

Their couraoc with hard labour came and dull.

That not a Horfe is half the half of himfelf

,

Hotfp. So are the Horfe of the Enemy
In gencrall, joumey-bated, and brought low :

The better part of oursaiefiill of reft.

Hh
J

fV«r
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Wore. The niimbci of the King cxceedeth ours ••

For GoJsfake, Coiifin, ftay till all come in.

The Trumpet founds a Parley. E-nter Sir

Salter Blunt.

Blunt, I come with gracious offers from the King,

If you vouchfafc me hearing, and refpc6l.

Hotfp. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt :

And would to God you were of our determination.

Some ofus love you well : and even thofe fomc

Envy your great defcrvings, and good name,

Bccaufe you are not of our quality ,

But ftand again(t us like an enemy.

Blnnt. And heaven defend, but ftill I Hiould ftand fo.

So long as out of Limit, and true Rule,

You ftand agaiiiftanoynccd Majcfty.

But to my Charge.

The King hath fent to know

TTie nature of your griefs, and whereupon

You conjure from the breaft of Civil Peace,

Such bold Hcftility, teaching his dutiousLand

Audacious Cruelty. If that the King

Have any way your good defens forgot,

Which he confcfleth to be manifold

,

He bids you name your "riefs ; and with all fpeed

You (hall have your dcnres, with intcrcft ;

And Pardon abfoiute fo»' your felf, and thefe

,

Herein mis-led, by your fuggeft ion.

Hotff. The King is kind :

And \\'ell we know, the King

Knowcsat what time topromife, when to pay.

My Father, my Uncklc, and my felf.

Did give him chat farnc Royalty he wcarcs :

And when he was not fix and twenty ftrong ,

Sick in the worlds regard, wretched and low,

A poor Unmindcd Out-law, fneaking home.

My Father gave him welcome to the ftiorc :

And when he heard himfwcar, and vow to God ,

He amc to be but Duke of Lancajiery

To fucout his Livery, and beg his Peace
,

With teares of Innocency, and tearmes of zeal

:

My Fathei , in kind heart and pitty mov'd ,

Swore him afliftance, and perforni'd it coo.

Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm
Perceiv'd N'orthumherh.nd did lean to him

,

The more and Icfle came in with Cap and Knee,

Met him in Borouohs, Cities, Villages,

Attended him on Bridges, ftood in Lanes

,

Laid Gifts before him,proffet'd him their Oathes,

Gave him their Heirs, as Pages followed him

,

.Even at the hceles, in golden multitudts.

Heprefentty,as greamcffe knowesit felf.

Steps me a little higher then hisVow
Made to my Father, while his blood was poor,

Upon the naked fhorc at RaveHfpurgh :

And now (forfooth).tali;e$ on him to reform

Sbifie certain Edr2fs:,%ivdTdrne'ftraic Decrees

,

That lay too heavy on the Connnon-wealth ;

Ciies out-upon abufes, fcems to weep
Over his Countreys wrongs : and by his Face

,

This feeming Brow of Juftice, did he win
The hearts of all that he did angle for.

Proceeded further, cut mc off the Heads
Of all the Favourites, that che abfcnt Kin<'

In deputation left behind him here,

When he wasperfonaJl in the Irilh Warrc.

Blunt. TuCjTcamenot to hear this.

Uot. Thjn to the point.

In fhort time after, he depos'd the King,

Soon after that, depriy'd him of his Life :

And in the neck of that, task't che whole State.

To make that worfc, fuftet'd his Kinfman March ,

Who is, if every Owner were right plac'd.

Indeed his King, to be engag'd in Wales^

There, without ranfome, to lie forfeited :

Difgrac'd mc in my happy Viftories,

Sought to intrapmc by intelligence,

Rated my Uncklc from the Council Boord ,

In rage difmifs'd my Father from the Court,

Broke Oath, committing wrong on wrong ,

And in conclufion, drove us to feek out

This headoflafcty ; and withall, to pric

Into his Title : the which we find

Too indireft, for long continuance.

Blunt. Shall I return this anfwer to the King ?

Hotff. Not fo. Sir JVitlter.

We'll withdraw a while :

Go to the King, and let there be impawn'd

Some furety for a fafe return again ,

And in the morning early ftiall my Uncklc

Bring him our purpofe : and fo farewell.

Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace and Love.

Uot[p. And t may be, fo we llialJ,

Blunt. Pray Heaven you doe. Exeuvt.

Scena Quarta,

Sttter the Arch-Bifhof ef Tork^ and Sir M'uhell.

Arch. Hie, good Sir Michell, bear thisfealcd Brief

With winged hafte to the Lord Marftiall,

This to my Coufin 5frotfp,and all the reft

To whom they are direfted.

If you knew how much they do import

,

You would make hafte.

sir Mich. My good Lord, I guefle iheir tenour.

Arch. Like enough you doe.

To morrow, good Sir Michelle is a day.

Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men
Muft bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury

,

As I am truly given co underftand.

The King, with mighty and quick^raifed Power,

Meets with Lord flarrj : and I fear. Sir Michel! ,

What with the fickneffe of Northumberland ,

Whofe power was in the firft proportion ;

And what with Owen Glendowers abfence thence

,

Who with them was raced fimily too,

And comes not in, over-rul'd by Prophecies

,

I fear the power oiTercy is too weak
,

Towage an inftant try all with the King.

Sir Mich. Why, my good Lord, you need not fear,

There is Dowglas., and Lord Mortimer.

Arch. No, Mortimer is not there.

Sir Mich. But chereis Mordakj^ fernon^'LoTd Har^
And there is my Lord oiWorcefier., {ry Percy^

And a Head ofgallant Warriours ,

Noble Gentlemen.

i/frch.
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Jrcb. And fo there IS, but y« tt.c King hath drawn

Tlic rpeciall head of all the Land tngftl.cr

:

The Prince of Wales, Lord 'fch» of LancafJer,

The Noble W<fttncrland, and warlike Kl»nt

,

And many more Corrivals, and dear men

Ofeftimation, and command in Armcs.

S!rM. Doubtnot,myLoid, helTiallbcwcnoppos'd.

Arcfj. I hope no lefle : Yet necdfull 'tis to feat,

And to prevent cht wift. Sir Michell fpccd :

For jf Lord Penfihnve nor, ere the King

Difmifs his power, he means to vifit us

;

For he hath heard of otir Confedcracie

,

And, 'tis but Wifdonic to make Urong againfl him :

Therefore make hafte, I miiH go write again

To other Friends : and fo farcwe ll.Sir MlclxU. Exeunt.

Mm Quintus. Sceria Trima.

Enter the KliigyPr'nice ofWales^Lori John of Lancajfer,

Earle offVe/lmeriand, Sir Walter Blftnt.

aniFalJltjfe.

Kl^g. How bloudily the Sun begins to peer

Above yon biisky hill: the day looks pale

At his diftemperaturc.

Priv. The Southern windc

Doih play the Trumpet to his puipofes,

And by his hollow whiftling in the Leaves,

Foretells a Tempcft : and a bluft'hng day.

King. Then with the lofers let it iympathize,

For nothing can fccm fowrc to them that wm.
The Trnniftt founds.

Enter fVorcejfer.

King. How now my Lord of Worfter ? Tis not well

That yoii atid 1 ihould meet upon fuch teimes,

As now we meet. You have deceiv'd our tiuft.

And made us doff our eafie Robe of Peace,

Tocrufh our old lunbs in unsentls Steele:

This is not well, my Lord,this is not well.

What fay you to it ? Will you again unknit

This chuiiifh knot of all-abhorred Wai ?

And move in that Obedient Orbe again.

Where you did give a fair and natural! light.

And be no more an cxhal'd Meteor,

A prodigieof Fear, and a Portent

Or broached Mifchief, to the unbotn TIitks >

ffor. Heanr.e my Liege :

For mine own parr, I could be well content

To entertain the Lag-end ofmy life

With quiet hours : For 1 do proteft,

I have not fought the day of this diflike.

King. You have not fought it : how comes it then ?
Ealjf. Rebellion Jay in his way, and he found it.

Pri^. Peace, Cliewct, peace.

«'<"-. It pleas'd your Ma jelly, to turn your looks
Of Favour, from my Self, and all our Houfe;
And yet [ muf^ remember you, my Lord,
We were the fir», and deareft of your Friends

:

For you, my fbffe of Office did I break
In Richards time, and polled day and nioht
To meet you on the way, and kifs your ha'^nd,

I
When yci you were in piece, and In accoUnf

I Nothing lo ilrong and fotunate, as I

;

(t was oiy Self, my Brother, and Ins Son,

That brought you liome,an(l boldly did outdare

I he danger of the time. You fwoic to us,

And you <fid fwear that Oath at Doncaller,

That you did nothing of piirpfc 'gainft the S ate,

Nor claim no further, thtrr yoUf new-faln right,

The fe^t of Gaunty Dukcdome of Lancaller.

To this, wefware our aid : But in fliort fpacc.

It rain'd down Fortune fhowr ngon your head,

And fuch a floud of Grcatncfsj fell on you,

What with our help, what with the abl'ent King,

Wiiac with the injuries of wanton time,

The fccming fuffcranccs that yon had borne.

And the contrarious Windcs chat held the King

[So long in the unlucky liifh Warrs,

[That all in England did repute him dead :

And from this fwarmcof fair advantages,

You took occafion to be quickly woo'd,

lo gripe the gcneiallfway into your hand,

Forgot your Oath to us at Donca({er,

And being fed by us, you us*d us fo,

As that ungeiulegull the Cuckows Bird,

Ufcth the Sparrow, did oppiclTe oui Nc(f,

Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a bulk,

That even our Love durll nor come near your fighr

For feat of fwallowma : But wiih nimble wing
Wc weieinforc'dfor fafety fake,to flyc

Out ofyourfighr, and raife this piefent H:ad,

Wheicby wc Ttand oppofcd by fuch means
As you your fclf, have forg'd aga inrt your If If,

By unkinde ufagc, dangerous countenance.

And violation of all faith and troth

Sworn to us in your younger cntcrprizc.

King. Thefc things indeed you have articulated,

Proclaim'cf at Market Crofl'cs,rcad in Chuiches,

To face the Garment of Rebellion.

Withfome fine colour, that may pleafc the eye
Of fickle Changelings, and poor Difcontents,

Which gape, and rub the EIIhjw at the news
Of lull ly burly Innovation:

And never yet did Infurrrcflion want
Such water-colours, to impaint his caufe :

Nor moody Beggars, fiaiving for a time
Of pell-mell ha vock, and confufion.

Prm. In both our Armies, thercismany a foule

Shall pay full dearly for this encounter.
If onccthcy joynintriall. Tell your Nephew,
The Prince of Wales doth joy n with all the world
In pi a ife of Henr; Percy : By my Hopes,
This prcfcnt enterprizc fet off his head,
I do not think a braver Gentleman,
More Adivc, valiant, or more valiant young.
More darino, or more bold, is now alivc^

To grace this latter Age wirh noble AkA%.
For my part, I may fpcak it to my (Viame,

I have a Truant been to Chivalry,
And fo 1 hear, he doth account ir.c too :

Yet this before my Fathers Ma jefly,

I am content that he fhall take the odds
Of his great name and cftimation,

And will, CO fave the blond on either fide.

Try fortune wnh him, in a SmcW f iqht.

^'»g. And, Princeof Wales, fo5ircwc venter ih«f.
Albeit, confiderations infinite I

Do
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Do make againll ic ; No, good WorHcr, no,

Wc love our people well ; even thofe we love

That are miflcd upon your Coufins part :

And willtlKy fake tlic offer of our Grace :

Both he, aryd they, ond you, yea, every man
Shall be my Friend again, and I'lc be his.

So tell your Coufin, and bring me word.

What he will do. But it he will no: yield.

Rebuke and dread corrcftion waite on us,

And they ftiall do their Office. So be gone,

We will not now be troubled with reply.

We offer fair, take ic advjfcdly.

Exit fVorceffer.

Pr'tu. tt will not bcacccpted, on my Life,

The Dowflat and the Hotffurre both together.

Are conndent aganift the world in Armcs.

King. Hence therefore, every Leader to his charge,

For on then anfwer will wc fet on them ;

And God befriend us, as our caufe is juft. Exennt.

Manet Prince and Falfiafe.

Fal. Hal, if thou fee mc down in the battell.

And beftride me,fo ; 'tis a point of fricndlliip.

Pr/«.Nothing but a Coloffus can do thee that friendfhip:

Say thy prayers, and farewell.

Falfl. I would it were bed time, Hal, and all well.

. Pntt. Why thou oweft heaven a death.

Fa/. 'Tis not due yet • I would be loath to pay him
before his day. What need I be fo forward with him
that call's not on me ? Weil, 'tis no mattcr,Honour pticks

me on. But how if honoui prick me off when I come
on ? How then ; Can Honour fet to a leg > No : or an
arme? No; Or uke away the grief of a wound? No.
Honour hath no skill in Surgery then .' No. What is Ho-
nour ? a word. What is that word Honour? Ayre: A
uim reckoning. Who hath it ? He that dy'd a Wednef-
day. Doth be feclc it ? No. Doth he bear it.' No. Is it

infeiJible then? yca,to the dead. But will it not live with
the living ? No. Why ? Detraction will not fuffer it,

therefore rie none of it. Honour is a nwcr Scutcheon, and
fo ends my Ca tec hj fine. Exir.

Scena Secutida.

Enter fyorcefter, and Sir Richard rerntn.

Wor. O no, my neplicw muH not know. Sir Richard
The liberallkindc offer of the King,

'

l^er. 'Twcre beft he did.

IVor. Then we are all undone.

It is not pofTible, it cannot be,

The King would keep his word in lovino us

He will fufpe^ us flill, and findea time°
Topinifti this offence in other faults

:

Suppofuion, all our lives dhall be ftuck full of eye*

;

For treafon is but tiuftcd like the Fox,
Who ne're fo tame, fo cherifh'd, and lock'd up.
Will have a wilde trick of his Anccftors:
|Look how he can, or fad or merrily,

interpretation will mifquote our looks.

And wefliallfeed like Oxen at a Ihll,

The better cherifh'd, ftill the nearer death.
My Nephews ticfpafle may be well forgot,

Ft hath theexcufcof youth, and heat of bloud.

And an adopted name of priviledge,

A hare-bra in'd HotfpurrCy govein'd by a Spleen :

All his offences live upon my head.

And on his Fathers, We did train him on.
And his corruption being tane from us.

We as ihc Spring of all, rtiall pay for all

:

Therefore, good Coufin, let not HarrjVno^N
In any cafe, the offer of the Kin".

f^er. Deliver what you will, I'lc fay 'tis fo.

Here comes your Coufin.

Enter HotfpHrre.

Hot. My Unklc is retum'd .-

Deliver up, my Lord of Weftmerland.
Unkle, what newes ?

tvor. The King will bid you battle prcfcntly.

Dew. Defie him by the Lord of Weftmerland.
Hot. Lord Dcwglas : go you and tell him fo.

T>i>fp, Marry and Ihall, and very willingly.

H^cr. There is no feeming mercy in the Kin<».
Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid.
ff'or. I told him gently of our grievances.

Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus,
By now foifwearing that he isforfworne.
He calls us Rebels, Traitors, and will fcourgc
With haughty armes, this hatcfull name in as.

Enter Dowgla4,
Dov>. Arme Gentlemen, to Armcs, for I have thrown

A brave defiance in King Henries teeth

:

And Weftmerland that was ingag'ddid bear it.

Which cannot choofe but bring him quickly on,
fyor. The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the Kino,

And Nephew, challenged you to fingle fight.
"

Hot. O, would the quarrcll lay upon our heads.
And that no man might draw Ihort breath to day.
But I and Harry Monmouth. Tell me,tell me.
How fhew-d his Talking ? Seem'd it in contempt >

Vir. No, by my Soule : I never in my life

Did hear a Challenge urg'd moremodeftly,
Unleffe a Brother ftiould a Brother dare
To gentle cxercifc,and proofe of Armcs.
He gave you all the Duties of a Man,
Trimm'd up your praifcs with a Princely tongue
Spoke your dcfervings like a Chroniclf, " '

Making you ever bctterthen his praifc,*

By ftill difpraifingpraife, valu'd with you

:

And which became him like a Piince indeed.
He made a blufhing citall of himfclf
And chid his Trewant youth fo with a Grace,
Asifhemaftred there a double fpint
Of teaching and of learning inftantly :

There did he paufe. But let me tell the WorW,
If be out-live the envy of this day,
England did never owe fo fwect a hope.
So much mifconftrtied in his wantonncfTe.

Hot. Coufin, I tliink thou art enamored
On his Follies: never did I bear

Of any Prince fo wildcat Liberty.

But be he as he will, yet once ere ni>»ht,

I will embrace him with a Souldicrs Arme
That he fhall flirink under my curtefic.

Arme, arme with fpced.And Fellow's, Souldiers,Friend$,
Better confidcr wliat you have to do
Then I that have not well the gift of Tonguc»

Can

I
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Can life your bloud up with pcrfwafion,

'Enter a (JHeffenger.

A^<f. My Lord, here arc Ictteis tor you.

Hot. 1 cannot read them now.

Gentlemen, the time of life is rtiort

;

To fpend that fhortncffc bafcly, were too lofig.

If life did ride upon a Dials point,

Still ending at the arri vail of an houre.

And if we live, wc live to tread on Kmgs :

if dye ; brave death, when Princes dye with us.

Now for our Confcicnccs, the Armes is fair,

When the intent for bearing them is jult.

Enter another Meffenger.

Mef. My Lord prepare, the King comes on apace,

Hot. I thank him, that he cuts mc from my tale

:

For I profertc not talking : Onely this.

Let each man do his beft. And here I draw a Sword^

Whofe worthy temper I intend to ftain

With the beft bloud that I can meet withalf,

In the adventure of this perillous day.

Now Efpcrancc Percyy and fet on :

Sound all the lofty Inftriiments of War,

And by that Mufick, let us all embrace

:

For heaven to earth, fome of us never fhall,

A fccond time do fuch a curtefie.

They embrace, the Triempets fottnJ, the Kt^ entreth

with his power, alarum unto the batteU, Then enter

'Dorvgloiy and Sir Walter Blunt.

Bin. What is thy name,that in battell thus thou croflcft

What honour dort thou feck upon my head ? (me ?

DoTo. Know then my name is Dowglaiy

And do haunt thee in the battle thus,

Bccaufe fome tell mc, that thou art a King.

Blunt. They tell thee true.

Dorv. The Lord of Stafford here to day hath bought

Thy likenefs : for inftead of thee. King Harrj,

This fword hath ended' him, fofliall it thee,

Unlefle thou yield thee as a Prifoncr.

Blu. I was not boin to yield, thou haughty Scot,

And thou fhalt finde a King that will revenge

Lord Staffords death.

Tight, Blttnt isflain, then enters Hotfpurre.

Hot. O Dowglaiyhzdtt thou fought at Holmcdon thus,

1 never had triumphed o're a Scot,

Dew. All's done,airs won,hcrc breathlefs lies the King,

Hot. Where ,?

Do IV. Here.

Hot. This Dorfglas f No, I know this face full well

:

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt^

Semblably furnifh'd like the Kinghimfelf.

Dovp. Ah foole : go with thy loulc whither it goes,

A borrowed title haft thou bought too dear.

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ?

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coats.

'Dow. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coats,

rie murther all his Wardrobe piece by piece,

Untill I meet the King.

Hot. Up and away.

Our Souldiers ftand full fairly for the day. Exeunt,

^larnm, and enter Faljlaffe [oltu.

FaI. Though I could fcapc (hot-free at London, I fear

the fhot here : here's no fcoring , but upon the pate. Soft

who art thou ? Sir Walter BluHt, there's Honour for you :

here's no vanity, I am as hot as moultenLead , and as

hea vy too ; heaven keep Lead out of mc , I need no more

weight then mine own Bowclls, I have led my rag of

Muffians where they are pcppct'd : there's not three of my
150, Iffi alivc, and they for the Towns end, to beg du-

ring life. Bu: who <omcj here ?

Enter Prince.

Prin-Whi: ftaiid'd thou idle herelLend me tfiy fword„

Many a Noble man tics ftark and ftiff

Under the hooves of vanting enemies,

Whofedeathsareunrcveng'd.Prethee lend me thy fword.,

Fal. O Hal, 1 piethee give me leave to breath a while?

Turk Gregory never did fuch deeds in Armes , as I have-

done this day, T have paid Percy^ I have made him fure.

Prin, He is indeed, and livmg to kill thee

;

I prethee lend me thy fwoi d,

FaIJ}. Nay, Hal, li^ercy be alive, thou gctft not my
Sword ; but take my Piftoll if thou wilt.

Prin. Give it me : What, is it in the Cafe ?

Tal. I, Hal, 'tis hot : There's that will Sack a City.

The Prince draves out a Bottle of Sacl^.

Prin. What, is it a time to jcft and dally now? Sxit.

Throwes it at him.

Fa/J}. 1^Percy he alive. Tie pierce him : if he do come
in my way, to : if he do not , iifl come in his (willingly)

let him make a Carbonado of mc, I like not fuch grin-

ning honour as Sir Wj/r^r hath: Give mclife, which if

I can fave, fo: if not, honour comes unlook'd for,and

there's an end. Exit.

Scena Tertia.

Alarum, excurfions, enter the King, the Prince^

Lord John of Lanca/ler, and theEarle

of Wejimerland.

King. I prethee, W/trr^jWithdraw ihy fclf, thou bleed

eft too much : Lord John oiLancafter, go you with him.

T. Joh. Not T, my Lord, unlelfc I did bleed too.

Prin. 1 befcech your Majefty make up,

Leaft your retirement do amaze your friends.

King, I will do fo :

My Lord of Weftmerland, lead him to his Tent.

WcJ}. Come my Lord, I'lc lead you to your Tent.

Prin. Lead mc, my Lord f I do not need your help,

And heaven forbid a (hallow fcratch (hould drive

The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this,

Wheie ftain'd Nobility lyestroden on.

And Rebels Armes triumph in malTacres.

Joh. We breath too long : come, coufin Weftmcrland,

Our duty this way lyes, for heavens fake come,

Prin. By heaven thou haft deceived me,Lanc3fter,

I did not think thee Lord of fuch a fpirit

;

Befoiej I lov'd thee as a brother John ;

But now, I do refpe(5l thee as my Soulc,

King. I fayv him hold Lord Tcrcju the point,

With lultier maintenance then I did look for

Of fuch anungrown Warriour.

Prin, O this Boy, lends mettle to us all. Eicit

Enter Dtwglat.

Dow. Another King? TKiiy grow like Hydra's heads

:

I am the Dowglas faull to all thofc

That were thofc colours on them. What art thou

That countcrfeit'ft the perfon of a King ?

King.lht King himfelf : who Dwjf/-^grieves at hwn
So
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So many of his fliadows chou halt met,

And not the very King. I have two Boycs

Seek Pcrcj and thy fclf about the Field

:

But feeing thou fall'rt on me (o luckily,

I will afTay thee: fo defend thy (elf.

Dew, I fear thou art another counterfeit

:

And yctinfaith thou beai'lt thee like a King

:

But mine I am fare thou art, who ere thou be.

And thus I win thee. They fight,the K. hemg in dauf*r.

Enter Prince.

Prin. Hold up thy bead, vile Scot, or thou art like

Never to hold it up again: the Spirits

Of valiant Sherly^ Stoford. Blunt, ixt in my Armcs ;

It is the Prince of Wales that threats thee,

Who never promifeth, but means to pay.

TheJ firht, : DowglMfiyeth.

Chccrly My Lord : how fares your Grace?

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent.

And To hath CUften : I'leto C//f»tf» ftraighl.

King. Stay, and breath a while.

Thou haft redeem'd thy loft opinion.

And iTiew*d thou mak'ft fonie tender of my life

In this fair refcue thou haft brought to mc.

Prin. O heaven, they did me too much injury,

That ever faid I hearkned to your death.

If it werefo, I might have let alone

The infulting hand of Dowglat over you.

Which would have been as fpeedy in your end,

As all the poyfonous Potions in the world.

And fav'd the Treacherous labourofyour Son.

K. make up to CHfton,l'k to Sir Nichol. Gaufey. Exit.

Enter Hotfpurre.

Hot. If I miftakcnot thou art Harry Monmouth.
Prin. Thou fpeaktft as if I would deny my name.

Hot. My name is Harry Percy.

Prin. Why then I fee a very valiant rebcll of that name.

I am the Prince of Wales, and think not Percy,

To fharc with me in glory any more

:

Two Starrs keep nottheir motion in one Sphere,

Nor can one England brook a double reigne,

OiHarry Percy, and the Prince of Wales.

Hot. Nor mall it, Harry, for the houre is come

To end the one of us ; and would to heaven,

Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine.

Prin. rie make it greater, ere I part from ihcc.

And all the budding Honours on thy Crtft,

rie crop to make a Garland for my head.

i Hot. I can no longer brook thy Vanities. ^'ght.

'
'

Enter Tatfiajfe,

Fal. Well faid,//^/, to it Hal. Nay you (hall find no

Boyesplay here, I can tell you.

Enter DorvglM , hefights rvith Falfiajfe, mho falls down
ai if he were dead. The Prince kjHcth Percy.

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft rob'd mc ofmy youth

:

I better brook the loffe of bitter life.

Then thofe proud titles thou haft won of me,

They wound my thoughts worfe, then the fword my flcfh:

But thought's the flave of Life, and Life Times foolc;

And Time, that takes furvey of all the world,

Muft have a ftop. O, I could Prophefie,

But that the Earth, and the cold hand of death.

Lyes on my Tongue : No, Ttrcy, thou art duft

And food for

Prin. For Wormes,brave Percy. Farewell great heart

:

Ill-wcav'd Ambition, how much art thou flirunk ?

When that this body did contain a fpirit.

A Kingdome font was too fmall a bound :

But now two paces of the vileft Earth

Is room enough. This Earth that bears the dead,

Bears not alive fo ftout a Gentleman.

If thou wei-'t fenfible of curtefie,

I fliould not make fo great a fhow of Zeale.

But let my favours hide thy mangled face.

And even In thy bchalfc, Tie thank my felfc

For doing thefc fair Rites of Tendcrneffe.

Adiew, and take thy praifc with thee to.heaven,

Thy ignominy fleep with thee in the grave.

But not remeinbred in thy Epitaph.

What? Old Acquaintance ? Could not all this fle(h

Keep in a little life .? Poor Jack, farewell

:

I could have better fpar'd a better man.

O, I ftjould have a heavy mifle of thee.

If I were much in love with Vanity.

Death hath not ft ruck fo fat a Dear to day,

Though many dearer in this blondy Fray

:

Imbowell'd will I fee thee by and by.

Till then, in bloud ? by Noble Percy lye. Exit,

Falflaffe rifeth up.

Fatjl. Imbowell'd ? If thou imbowcll me to day,ric

give you leave to powder mc, and eat me too to morrow,
'Twas time to counterfeit , or that hot Termagant Scot,

had paid me fcot and lot too. Counterfeit? 1 am no coun-

terfeit ; to dye , is to be a counterfeit , for he is but the

counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life of a man : But
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby livetb, is to be

no counterfeit , but the true and perfeft image of life in-

deed. The better part of Valour , is Difcretion ; in the

which better part , I have faved my life. I am afraid of

this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if he

(hould counterfeit too , and rife ? I am afraid he would
prove the better counterfeit : therefore Tie make him fure:

yea, and Tie fwearl kill'd him. Why may not he rife as

well as I? Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-body
feesme. Therefore,hrra,wich a new wound in your thigh

come you along with me. Takes Hotfpurre on his lack^.

Enter Prince, aud John ofLancafier.

Prin. Come Brother JtfA», full bravely haft thou fleftit

thy Maiden iword.

fohn. But foft, who have we here ?

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ?

Prin. I did, I faw him dead,

BreathlelTe, and bleeding on the ground : Art thou alive ?

Or is it fantaiie that playes upon our eye- fight ?

1 pretheefpeak,we willnot ttuft our eyes

Without our ears. Thou art not what thou feem'ft.

Pal^. No, that's certain : I am not a double man : but

if I am not Jack^Fa/fiafe,ihen am I a Jack : There is Per-
cy, if your Father will do me any Honor,fo:if not, let him
kill the next Percji himfelf. I look either to be Earle or

Duke, I can affure you.

Prin. "Why, Percy I kill'd my fclf,and faw thee dead.

Fal. Did'ftthou? Lord, Lord, how the world is given
to Lying.? I grant you I wasdown , and out of Breath,

and fo was he, but we rofe both at an inftant, and fought

a long houre by Shrewsbury clock , if I may be believed,!

fo : if not , let them that fliould reward Valour , bear!

the finne upon their own beads. I'lc take't on my death

I gave him this wound in the Thigh : if the man were a-

live and would deny it , I would make iiim eat a piece of

my fword.

John. This is the ftrangeft tale that e're I heard.

frin. 1 his is the ftrangeft Fellow,Brother John.

Come

I
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Come brin;' your Ii'ggagc nobly on your back :

Formyparc, if a lye may do the grace,

I'lc guil'd it with the happirft ternics I have.

j4 Retreat Is founded.

The Trumpets found Retreat, the day is ours

:

Come Brother, let's to the hiphcft of the field,

To fee what Friends .ire living, who arc dead. Exeunt.

Fa/. Tie follow as they fay, for Reward. He that re-

wards me, heaven rewaid liim. If I do grow great again,

I'legrow lefle ? For I'lc purge, and leave Sack, and live

cleanly, as a Noble man fhould do. Exit.

Scena Quarta.

TTte Trumpets found. _
Enter King , Prince of fVa/es^ Lord John of Lancajler^ I Up to his plcafurc, ranfomelcfs and free

:

Earle of fVefimerland, with fVorcefitr and

Vernon Prifoners,

King. Thus ever did Rebellion finde Rebuke.

Ill-fpirited Worceftcr, did we not fend Grace,

Pardon, and termes of Love to all of you ?

And would'ft thou turn our offers contrary >

Mifufe the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft ?

Three Knights upon oUr party flain to day,

A Noble Earlc and many a creature elfc.

Had been alive this houre.

If like a Chriftian thou had'ft truly borne.

Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence.

PVor. What I have done, my fafety urg'd mc co,

And 1 embrace ihjs (ortiine patiently,

Since not to be avoided, it falls on me.

King. Bear Woiceftcr to death, and f^ernon too.

Other OflFcndeis wc will paufe upon.

Exit tVarcefler andVernin
How goes the Field .'

PriH. The Noble Scot Lord DovoglM, when he fa .v

The fortune of tlic day quite tum'd from him,

The Noble /'frrj'flain, and all his men.
Upon the foot of fear, fled with the rcH

;

And fiilling from a hill, he was fobruiz'd

That the Puifuets took him. At my Tent
The Do^mgl/u is, and I bcfeech your Grace,

I may difpofcof him.

King. Withall my heart.

Prin. Then Brotiicr John of LancaHcr,

To you this honourable bounty fhall belong

Go to the Dowglat, and deliver him

His Valour fhewn upon our CrcHi to day,

Hath taught us how tocherifli fuch high deeds,

Even in the bofome of our Advcrfanes.

King. Then this remains: that we divide our Power.
You Son John, and my Coufin Wtf^mcrland
Towards York fhall bend you,wich your dccreftfpced

To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Scroop^

Who (as we hear) a re bufily in Armes.

My Self, and Son Harrj will towards Wales,
To fight with G/endower., and the Earle of March.
Rebellion in this Land fhall lofe his way,

Meeting the Check of fuch another day ;

And fincc this bufmefs fo fair is done.

Let us not leav« ull all our own be wonnc. Exeunt.

FINIS.
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The Second Part of Henry the Fourth;,

Containing his Death : and Coronation of

King Henry the Fift.

(lABmTrimm. Scena Trima»

InDUC TION.
I

Scena Secunda.

Enter %if.mor.

Pen your Ean : For which of you will flop

'

The vent of Hearing,when loud Rumot fpeaks

I, from the Orient, to the diooping Welt

.—^«^> (Makingthe wind my PoH-bor[e) Uill unfold

The Afts commenced on this Ball of Earth,

Upon my 1 on^uc continuall Slanders ride,

Tlie which, in every Language, I pronounce,

Scuffing the cais of them with falfe Reports:

I fpeak of Peace, while covert Enmity

(Under the fmile of fafecy) wounds the World :

And who but Rumor, who but oncly I

Make fearfiiU Mulleis, and prepar'd Defence,

Whil'ft the big year, fwolne with fome other griefs,

Is thought with childc, by the (krn Tyrant War

;

And no fudi matter. Rumor is a Pipe

Blown by Surinife, Jealoufies, Conjectures

;

And of fo esCie, and fo plain a (top.

That the blunt Monlier, with uncounted heads.

The ftill difcordant, wavering Multitude,

Can play upon ir. But what need 1 thus

My well-known Body to Anathomize

Among my houHiold ? Why is Rxmor here ?

I run before King Harries viflory.

Who in a bloudy field by Shrewsbury

Hath beaten down young Hotfpurrey and his Troops,

Quei\ching the flame of bold rebellion.

Even with the Rebels bloud. But what mean I

Tofpcak of truth at firft ? My Office is

[To noyfe abroad, that Hdrrji Monmouth fell

Under the Wrath of Noble HotfpHrr's Sword

:

And that the King, before the Dorvg/as'Rsgz

Stoop'dhis Annoiiued head, as lowasdcath.

This have I rumor'd through the peafant-Towns,

Between the Royall Field of Shrewsbury,

And this Worm-eaten-Hole of ragged Stone,

VVheie i/»f//>«)-r'; Father, old Northumberland,

Lyes crafty fick. The PoRs come tyring on,

And not a man of them brings other news

Then they have learn'd of me. From Rumors Tongues,

They bring fmooth-Comfoits-falfe, worfe then True-

wrongs. Exit

Enter Lord Bardolfe^and. the Pcrttr.

L. Bar, Who keeps the Gate hoa ?

Where is the Eflrle?

Tor. VVhat fliall I fay you are ?

L. B/ir. Tell thou the Earle

That the Lord Bardolfe doth attend him here.

'Por. HisLordfhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard,

Pleafe it your Honor, knock but at the Gate,

And he himfcif will anfwer.

Enter NorihumherlAnd.

L. Bar. Here comes the Earle.

Nor. What news Lord i5^r(io/f> ? Ev'ry minute now
Should be the Father of fome Stratagem ;

The Times are wilde: Contention (like a Hotfc
Full of high feeding) madly hath broke loofe,

And bears down all before himi

L. Bar. Noble Eaile,

I bring you certain news froin Shrewsbury.

Nor. Good, and heaven will.

L.Bar, As good as heart can wiHi

:

The King is almoft wounded to the death

:

And in the Fortune of my Lord your Son,

Prince Harry {\z\n outright: and both the Blunts

Kill'd by the hand of Doivglas. Young Prince JcAw,
And Wcftmerland, and Stafford, fled the Field.

hwAHarry MoHmouth''s^x^vin(T\\t Hulk Sir John)
Is prifoner to your Son. O, fuch a Day.
(So fought, fofollow'd, and fo fairly wonne)
Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times
Since Cafars Fortunes.

Nor. How is this deri v'd .'

Saw you the Fi'eld ? Came you from Shrewsbury ?

L.Bar, i fpake with one(my L.)that came from thence

A Gentleman well bred, and ofgood name.
That freely render'd me this news for true.

Nar. Here comes myfervantTr/n/^r/jwhom I fent

On Tuefday laft,toliften after News,
Enter Travers.

L. Bar. My Lord, I over-rode him on the way.

And he is furnifh'd with no certainties,

More then he (Haply) may rctaile from me.

Nor. Now Tr^xAw/jwhat good tidings comes from you?

Tra.
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Tra. My Lord., ] ohn Vmfrevi/l iutn'd mc back

With joyfull tydins ; and (bciug becccr hors'd)

Ouc-rodc me. Afccr him, came Ipurring hard

A Gentleman (almort forc-fpcnt with ipced)

That ftopp'd by mc, to breathe his bloodied horfe.

He ask'd (he way to ChtJIer : And of him

I did demand what Newes from Shrewsbury :

He told me, that Rebellion had ill luck,

And that young Harry PerciesSfnrtc was cold,

With that he gave his able Horfe the head.

And bending forward ftrook his able heels

Againltthe pantiog fides of bis poor Jade

Up to the Rowell head, and ftarting fo,

He fccm'd in running, to dcvourc the way,

Staying no longer queftion,

^ North. Ha ? Again :

Said he young Harrj Percies Spurre was cold ?

(0( Hctfpurre, cold-Spusre) that Rebellion,

Had met ill luck ?

I. Bar. My Lord .• Tie tell you what,

If my young Lord your Son, have not the day

,

Upon mine Honour, for a filken poinc

ricgivemy Barony. Never talk of it.

Ner.Why fliould the Gentleman that rode by Tr/tvtrs

Give then fuch inftanccs of Loffe ?

L. Bar. Who he ?

He was fome bidding Fellow, that had ftoln

The Horfe he rode an : and upon my life

Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more Newes.

E»ter cMtrten.

Nar. Yea, this mans brow, like to a Title-leaf,

Foretells the Nature of a Tragick Volume :

So hoVi the Stiond, whtn the Imperious Flood

Hath left a witi\f(t Ufurpation.

Say, Morten, did'{{ thou come from Shrtyxisbhry }

Mar. I ran from Shrcrfsbury (my Noble Lord)
Where hatcfull death put on his uglicft Mask
To fright our party.

Nor. How doth my Son, and Brother >

Thou trembi'ft ; and the whiteneffc in thy Cheek
Is apter then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand.

'

Even fuch a man, fo faint, fo fpiritlefle.

So dull, fo dead in look, fo woe-be-gone^

Dirw Priams Curtain, in the dead of night

,

And would have told him, half his Troy was burn'd.

But Priam found the Fire, ere he his Tongue :

And I, my Percies death, ere thou report'ft it.

This, thou wouid'ft fay : Your Son did thus, and thus ;

You Brother, thus. So fought the Noble DowgUs^
Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds.

But ill the end (to ftop my Ear indeed)

Though haft a Sigh, to blow away this Praife,

Ending with Brother, Son, and all are dead.

Mor. DoTvglas is living,and your Brotheriyet

:

But for my Lord, your Son.

iV<». Why he isdead. .

Sec what a ready tongue fufpition hath ;

He that but feares the thing, he would not know .

Hath by Inftinft, knowledge from others Eyes, ,.

That what he fear'd, is chanc'd.- Yet fpeak (Morton)
Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination Lies

,

And I will take it as a fwcet Difgrace,

And make thee rich, for doing mc fuch wrong;
Mor. You are too great, to be (by me) gainfaid

Yoitr Spirit 11 too true, your Fcarcs tooccrtain.

Nor. Yet for all this, fay not that Percy's dead.

I fee a flrange ConfefTion in thine Eye :

Thou fliak'it thy head, and hold'ft it Fear, or Sin,

Tofpeak a tiuth. If he beflain, fay fo :

The Tongue offends not, that reports his deadi

:

And he doth fin that doth bclyc the dead :

Not he, which fayes the dead is not alive :

Yet the firft bringer of unwelcome Newes
Hath but a loofing Office : and his Tongue,

Sounds ever after as a fullen Bell

Remembred, knolling a departing Friend,

L. Bar. 1 cannot think (my L'ord)your Son is dead,

Mor. I am forry I fhould force you to believe

That, which I would to heaven I had notfeen.

But thefe mine cyeS faw him in bloody ftatc

,

Rend'ring faint quittance (wearied, and out-breath'd)

To Henry Monmouth, whofc fwift wrath beat down
The never-daunted Tercy to the earth,

From whence (with life) he never more fprung up.

In few ; his death (whofe fpirit lent a fire.

Even to the dulleft Peazant in his Camp)
Being bruited once, took fire and heat away
From the beft temper'd Courage in his Tioops.

For from his Mettle washisParty fteel'd ;

Which once in him abated all the reft

Turn'd on themfelvcs,Iifce dull and heavy Lead,

And as the thing that's heavy in it felf,

Upon enforcement, flies with greatefl fpced,

So did our Men, heavy in Hotfpurrt'i loffe.

Lend to this weight, fuch lighinefTc with their Fear.

That Arrows fled not Iwifter toward their ayine.

Then did our Souldici^ (ayming at their fafety)

Fly from the field. Then was that Noble fVortefler

Too foon ta'nc prifoncr : and that furious Scot,

(The bloody Dovgias) whofe well-labouring fword

Had three times flain th'appcarance of the King,

'Can vail his ftomack, and did grace the fhame

Of thofe that tum'd their back: and in his flight,

Stumbling in Fear, was took. The fumme of all,

Is, that the King hath won: and hath fent out

A fpeedy power, to encounter you my Lord,

Under the conduft of young Lcntafler

And fVtJlmerland. This is the Newes at full.

Nor. For this. I fliall have time enough to mourn.
In Poyfon there is Phyfick : and this newes

(Haviiig been well) that would have made me fick,

Being ftck, hath in fome meafure made me well.

And as the Wretch, whofc Feaver-weakned joynti,

Like ftrengthleflft. Hinges,' buckle under life, .

Impatient of his Fir, breaks like a fire

Out of his Keepers armes : tven fo, my Limbs
(Weakncd with grief) being now inrag'd with grief.

Arc thrice themfelves. Hence therefore thou nice crutch,

A fcaly Gauntlet now, with joynts of Steel

Muft glove his hand. And hence thou fickly Qiioif

,

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head.

Which Princes flefh'd withConcjueft,ayme to hit.

Now bind jViy Brows with Iron, and approach

The ragged'ft hour that Time and Spieht dare bring

To frown upon th' cnrtg'd Narthomeirlandt

Let Heaven kiffe Earth : now let not Natures hand
i-Kecp the wild Flood confin'd : Let Order die,

I And let the world no longer be a (laec

I

To feed Contention in a lingring Act :

I

But let one fpirit of the firft-born C4i«,

I i Reign
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Reign in all bofoincs,tha:eacli heart being fet
(

Oil"bloody Coiirfes, the lude Scene may end,
j

And darkiielTc be the buiicr of the dead. (Honour,

/-. Bar. Sweet Eat), divorce not wifdomc from your

Afor. I'hc lives of all your loYing Complices

Lean on your health, the which if you give o'rc

To ftormy PafHon, miift perforce decay.

You ca(t th'evcnt of War (my Noble Lord)

And fuinm'd the accompt of Chance, before you faid,

Let u$ make head: It was your prefuimire.

That in the dole of blows, your Son might drop.

You knew he walk'd o'rc perils, on an edge

More likely to fall in, then to get o're

:

You were advis'd hisflcfli was capable

Of Wounds, and Scarrs ; and that his forward Spirit

Would lift him, where mofl trade of danger rang'd,

Yet did you fay, go forth : and none of this

(Though flrongly apprehended) could rcftrain

The ftiffe. born a£lion : what hath then befaln f

Or what hath this bold cnterprize brought forth,

More then that Being, which was like to be ?

L. Bar. Weal! that are engaged to this lofTc
,

Knew that we venter'd on fuch dangerous Seas

,

That if we wrought out life, was ten to one :

And yet we venter'd for the gain propos'd,

Choa'k'd the refpciV of likely peril fcar'd,

And fince we are o're-fet, venter again.

Come, wc will all put forth ; Body, and Goods,

A/or.'Tis more then tfmc : And (my moft noble Lord)

I hear for certain, and do fpcak the truth

:

The gentle Arch-Bifhop of YorkjM up

With well appointed Powers : he is a man
Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers.

My Lord (your Son) had onely but the Corps,

But (hadows, and the fhcws of men to fight.

For that fame word (Rebellion) djd divide

The aftion of their bodies, from their fouls

,

And they did fight with queafincffejConftcain'd

As men drink Potions ; that their Weapons only

Seem'd on our fide : but for their Spirits and Souls,

j
This woid (Rebellion) it had froze them up.

As Fifli are in a Pond. But now the Bfrtiop

Turns Infurrcdion to Religion,

Suppos'd fincere, and holy in his Thoughts

:

He's follow'd both with Body, and with Mindc :

And doth enlarge his Rifing, with the blood

Of fair King Richard, (crzpd from Fomfret ftoncJ
,

Derives from heaven his Qiiarrcll, and his Caufe:
'

Tells them, he doth beftride a bleeding Land,

Gafping for life, under great Bulliogbrookj,

And more, and leffe, do flock to follow him.

North. I knew of this before. But to fpeak truth,

This prcfent grief had wip'd it from my mind.

Go in with me, and counfell every man
The apteft way for fafety, and revenge :

Get Ports, and Letters, and make Friends with fpeed.

Never fo few, nornever yet more need, Exttwt

Scena Inertia,

Enter Falfiaffe^ and Page.

Val. Sirra,you giant,what fays the Doft. to my water?

Pag. He faid, fir, the water it fclf was a good heal-

thy water : but for the party that ow'd it, he might have
more difeafes then he knew for.

taL Men of all forts take a pride to gird at me : the

I

biainof this foolifh compounded Clay-man, is notable

to invent any thing that tends to laughter, more then 1

invent, or is invented on me. I am not onely witty in my

fclf, but the caufe that wit is in other men. I doe here

walk before thee, like a Sow, that hath o'rcwhelm'd all

her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Ser-

vice for any other reafon, then to fet mc off, why then I

have no judgement. Thou hovfon Mandrake, thou art

fitter to be worn in my cap, then to wait at my heeles. I

was never maim'd with an Agot till now : but I will fet

you neither in Gold, nor Silver, but in vilde apparel!,and

fend you back again to your Mafter, for a Jewell. The

'JHvenall (the Prince your Mafter) whofe Chin is not

yetflcdg'd, I will fooner have a beard gnowin the Palm

ofmy hand, then lie fhall get one on his cheek : yet he

will not ftick to fay, his Face is a Face-Royall. Heaven

may finifli it when he will, it js not a liair amifTe yet : he

may keep it flill as a Face-Royall, for a Barber fhall ne-

ver earn fix pence out of it ;and yet he will be crowing,«

if he had writ man ever fince his Father was a Batchel-

lor. He may keep his own Grace, but he is almoft out of

mine, I can aflure him. What faid M. Domhledenyzbow

the Satten for my fhort Cloak, and Slops .'

P/ig. He faid, fir, you fhould procure him better Aflu-

rance, then Bardolfe : he would not take his Bond and

y 0019, he lik'd not the Security,

f<r/. Let him be damn'd like the Glutton, may his

Tongue be hotter, a horfon uichitophel, a Rafcally-yca-

forfooth-knave, to bear a Gentleman in hand , and then

ftand upon Security ? The horfon fmooth-pates doe now
wear nothing but high rtiooes, and bunches of Kcyes at

their girdles: and if a man is through with them in b
neft Taking-up, then they niuft fland upon Security : I

had as lief they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as

otFcr to flop it with Security, I look'd he fhould have

fent mctwoand twenty y.irds of Satten (-as 1 am a true

Knight) and he fends me Security, Well, he mayfleepin

Security, for he hath the horn of Abundance : and the

lightnefleof his Wife fhines through it, and yet cannot

he fee, though he have his own Lanthorn to light him,

Where's Bardolfe ?

Pag. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your Worfhip

a Horfc,

Fal. I bought him in Pau/ei, and he'll buy me a horfe

in Smichf(Id. If I could get mc a wife in thcStcwcs,!

were Mann'd, Hors'd, and Wiv'd,

Enter Chief Jufllce, and Servant,

Fag. Sirs here comes the Nobleman that committed

the Prince for rtriking him, about Bardolfe.

Fal. Wait clofc, I will not fee him.

Ch.JuJl. What's he that goes there ;

Sir. Falftafe, tnd'ipkikyom Lordfhip,

Juf. He that was in queftion for the Robbery ?

Ser. He, my Lord, but he hath fince done good fer-

vice at Shrewsbury: and CasI hear) is now going with

fomc Charge to the Lord Johnof Lancaffer.

Jujf. What, to Tork^ ? Call him back again.

Ser. Sit John falfiafe.

Fal. Boy, tell him I ain deaf.

Pag. You mUft fpcak lowder, my Mafter is deaf,

Jufi. I am fure he is,to the hearing of any ihmggood,}

Go pluck him by the Elbow, I muft fpcak with him.

Ser. Sir John.

Fal. What>a young knave & beg'Is there not wars? Is

there not employment ? Doth not the K, lack fubjcftspdo

not the Rebels want Soldiers.> Though it be a fhame to be

on
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fide buc one, it is woric (hamc co beg, chcn w be unquicc tiuic, for your quiec o'lC-poftmg that Adtiyn
on any , "

r o i i

on the word fide, were ic worfe chcn the name ot K-cbeU

lion can tell how to make it.

Str. You iiriflakc me, Sir.

TaI. Why, fir, did f fay you were an honeft man i

SettingmyKnight-hood, and my Souldierfliip afide, I

I bad lyed in my throat, if I had laid fo.

Ser. I pray you (Sir) then fct your Knighthood and

your Souldier-fhip afide, and give me leave to cell you,

you lye in your throat, If you fay I am any other chcn an

honeft man,

Tal. I give thee leave to tell mc fo ? I lay alide that

which grows to me ? If thou gett'ft any leave of cne,hang

me, if thou tak'ft leave, thou wcr't better be hang'd : you

Hunt-counter : hence, avant.

Ser. Sir, my Lord would fpeak with you.

J«/. Sir John Falfiaffe, a word with you,

Tal. My good Lord : giveyout Lordlhip good time of

the day. I am glad to fee your Lord(hip abroad 1 1 heard

fay your Lordfhip was fick. I hope your Lordfliip goes

abroad by advice. Your Lordfhip (though not clean pad

your youth) hath yet fome fmack of age inyourfome

rellifh ofthe faltneffe of time : and I nioft humbly befcech

your Lordfhip, to have a reverend care of your hcahb.

Juft. Sir JflA»}Ifcn:foryou before your Expedition

to Shrewsbury.

Fal. If it plcafe your Lordftiip, I hear his Majefty is

return'd with fome difcomfottfrom Wi/fx.

Jafi. I talk not of his Majefty : you would not come

when I fent for you .?

fal. My Lord > (Wolf,

7«/?. But fincc all is wclf,keep it fo:wake not a flccping
j

Fa/. To wake a Wolf, is a$ bad as to fmell a Fox.

/w.What.'you area* a cartille, the better part burnt our.

Fa/. A Wi(rclUC3nd!e,n;y Lord;alI Tallow : if I did

fay of Wax, my gr6w:h would approve the truth.

In. There is no: a white hair on your face, but dicjld

have hiscffcft of gravity.

Fa/. His effefl of gravy, gravy, gravy.

fu/f. You follow the young Prince up and down, like

his evil Angel.

Fa/. Notfo(my Lord) your ill Angel is light: but I

hope, he that looks upon mc, will take mc without weigh-

ing : and yet, in fome refpc(fts I grant, I cannot go : 1

ca.nnot tell. Virtue is of fo little regard in thcfe Coftor-

mongcrs dayes,that true valour isturn'd Bear-heard. Pre-

gnancy is made a Tapfter, and hath his quick wit wafted

in giving Rccknings : all the other gifts appertincnt to

man ( as the nulicc of this Age ftiapes them ) arc not

worth a Goofe-bcrry. You that arc did, confidcr no: the

capacities of us that arc young : you meafure the heat of

our Livers, with the bittemefs of your galls : and we that

arc in the yaward of our youth, I muft confcfs, are waggs
too.

Iii/f. Doc you fe: down your name in the fcrowlc of

youth, that arc wrincn down old, with all the Charaftcrs

of age ? Have you not a moyft eve ? a dry hand .' a yeJiow

chcck?a white bcard?a decreafing leg.'an increafvng belly.'

is not your voyce broken.? your wind ftiort'your wit fin-

Fai. And I hear moreover, his Highneflc is fain into I
g'e?and every part about you blafied with Antiquity ?and

this fame whorfon Apoplexy. (you

JmJI. Well, heaven mend him,! pray let me fpeak with

Fa/. This Apoplexy is (as I take it) a kind of Lethar-

gy, a fleeping of the blood, a horfon Tingling.

Juft. What tell you me of it ? be it as it is.

Fa/. It hath itsoriginall from much grief; from ftudy

and perturbation of the brain. I have read the caufc of

his effcfts in Ga/en. It is akind of deafneffe.

Juft. I think you are fain into that difeafe : for you

hear not what I fay to you.

Fa/, Very well (my Lord) very well : rathet an't

pleafe you) it is the difeafe of not Liftning, the malady

of not Marking, that I am troubled withall.

Juft. To punifh you by the heels, would amend the at-

(ention of your ears,and 1 care not if I be your Phyfitian,

Fa/. lam as poor as J»^, my Lord;but notfo patient:

yourLordftiip may minifter the Potion of imprifonmcnt

to me, in refpeft of Poverty : but how I ftiould be your

Patient to follow your prcfcriptions, the wife may make

fome dram ofa fcruple, or indeed, a fcruple it felf.

Juft. I fent for you (when there were matters againft

you for your life) to fpeak with me.

Fa/. As I was then advised by my learned Council,

in the Laws of this Land-fervice, I did not come.

y«.WelI,the truth is(fir JoA*)you live in great infamy.

frf/.He that buckles him in my BcIt,cannot live in lels

will you call your felf young ? Fy, fie, fie, Sir Joh».
Fal. My Lord,l was born with a white head,and fom-

thing a round belly. For my voyce, I have loft it witli

hollowing and Tinging of Anthems. To approve my
youth further, I will not. The truth is, I am onely old in

judgement and undcrftanding , and he that will capet

with me for a thoufand Marks, let him lend me the mo-
ney,and have at him. For the box oth' car thatthe Prince

gave you, he gave it hke a rude Prince, and you took it

like a fcnfible Lord. I have chcckt him for it, and the

young Lyon repents: Marry not in fack-doth , but in

new Silk, and old Sack.

I»fi. Well,heaven fend the Prince a better companion.
Fal. Heaven fend the Companion a better Prince : I

cannot rid my hands of him,

/«^.Well,the King hath fever'd you and Prince H/&~
rjf^ I hear you are going with Lord lohn of Lancafiety »•

gainft the Archbifnop, and the Earl of Northumbtr/and.

Fat. Yes, I thank your pretty fweet wit for it : but

look you pray, (all you that kiftc my Lady Peace a:

home)thatour Armies joyn not in a hot day:for if I take

but twofhirts out with me, and 1 mean not to fweat ex-

traordinarily : if it be a hot day, if I brandifh any thing

but my Bottle, would I mjobt never fpit white againe"

There is no: a dangerous Action can pcepe out his head,

but 1 am chruft Upon ic. Well, I cannot laft ever.

J«/?.Your Mearu is very flender,and your wafte great. Fuji. Well, be honeft, be honeft,and heaven bleffe your
tal. I would it were otherwife : I would my Means I Expedition.

Fx/. WiIlyourLordfhip lend mc a thoufand pound,
to fiirnifh me forth }

Ittfi. Not a penny,not a penny : you are too itnutient

to bear crofles. Fare you well. Commend me to my

were greater, and my Wafte flenderer

Juft. You have mifled the youthfull Prince.

Fal. The young Prince hath milled me. I am the

Fellow with the great belly, and he my Dog.

Juft. Well,I am loth togall a new-hcal'd wound : your

daycs fervice at Sbrewshury , hath a lictle gilded over

your Nights exploit on ^ads-hil/. You may thahk the

Coufin fVeftmerUnd. Exit^
Fal.If I do, fillop me with a three-nian-Beetle. A man

can no more feparatc Age and Covet ou&icflc,then be can

I / R part
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Pare young limbs and Iccchcry : buc the Gowt galls the

one, and the pox pinches the other ; and fo both the De-

grees prevent my curfcs. Boy ?

Pag. Sir.

fal. What money is in my purfe .'

.T'»J. Seven groats, and two pence.

f"j/. I can get no remedy againft tliisConfumption of

the purfc. Borrowing oncly lingers, and lingers it out,

but the difeafe is. incurable. Go bear this Letter to my
totdof Lftneafifr, this to the Prince, this to the Earlot

fVtJimtrUHi , and this to old Miftris Ur(ttla^ whom I

have weekly fwom to marry, hnce I pcrceiv'd the firfl

whitebait on n^y chin. About it: you know whereto

find me. A pox of this Gowt, or a Gowt of this Pox :

for the one or th'other playes the rogue with my great

toe : It is no matter, if J doc hale, I have the Warrs for

my colour, and my Penfion lliall feem the more rcafon-

able : A good wit will make ufc ofany thmg : I will turn

difeafes to commodity Pxeunt.

Scefia Quarta.

Enttr y4rchl>ijhfp,Hastir)gs,Af(?rrhrajty(y- Ler.Bardelfe

,

Ar. TIius have you 'heard our caufes, and know our

And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all (Means

:

Speak plainly your opinions of our hopesi

And firft(Lord Mardiall) what fay you to it ?

Movf, I well allow the occafion of our Armes,

But gladly would be better fatisfied
,

How (in our Means) wc fhould advance our felves

To look with forehead bold and bis enouoh

Upon the Power and Puinance of the King.

//w/i. Our prcfcnt Mufters grow upon the File

To five and twenty thoufand men of choice :

And our Supplies, live largely in the hope .

Of great Northumberland^ w\\o(c bofomc burns

VVitiian incenfed Fire of Injuries.

L. B/tr. The qucftion then (Lord f//»/?/ w^/) ftandeth

Whether our prefent five and twenty thoufand (thus,

M.iy hold up hicad without Northumberland ;

Htfi. With him we may.

L, firfr, I niarry, thcie's the point

;

But if without him we be thought too feeble,

My judgement is, we (hould not ftep too far

Till wc had his AflTiftance by the hand.

For in a Theam fo bloody fac'd »% this,

CoDJetfture, Expcftation, andSurmifc

Of Aides unccitaJn,fliould not be admitted.

Arch. 'Tis true, Lord Bardelfe, for indeed

It was young Hotfpnrres cafe at Shrennshurj.

L.Bar. It vvas(my Lord) who lin'dhimfelf with hope,

Eating the aire, on prornife of Supply,

Flattring himfelf with Projeftof a power.

Much fraaller therv the finalleft of his Thoughts,

And fo with great imagination

(Proper to mad men) led bis Powers to death,

And (winking) Icap'd into deftruftion,

Hajl. But (by your leave) it never yet did hurt,

To lay down likely-hoods, and forms of hope,

L. Bar. Yes, iF this prefent quality ofwar.
Indeed the inflant a6^ion : a caufe on foot.

Lives fo in hope : As in an early Spring

,

Wc fee th'appearing buds, which to prove fniJt,

Hope gives not fo much warrant, ayDefpair

That Frotts will bite them. When we mean to build

,

We firft furvey the Plot, then dt^w the Modell,

And when wc fee the figure of the houfe

,

Then muft we rate the coft of theErcftion,

Which if we find out-weighs ability.

What doe we then, but draw a-new the Modell
In fewer Offices ( Or at Icaft, defift

To build at all > Much more, in this great work,
(Which is (almoft) to pluck a Kingdome down,
And fct another up) fhould we furvey

The plot of Situation, and the Modell

,

Confcnt upon a furc Foundation :

Queftion Surveyors, know our own ertate.

How able fuch a Work to undergo

,

To weigh againft his Oppofite ? or clfc.

We fonifie in Paper, and in Figures,

Ufing the Names of men, inftcad of men :

Like one that draws the Modell of a houfe

Beyond his power to build it ; who (ha If through)

Gives o'rc, and leaves his part-created Coft
A naked fubjeiSl to the Weeping Clouds,

And wafte, for churlifh Winters tyranny.

Hafi, Grant that our hopes (yet likely of fair birth)

Should be ftill-born : and that we now pofleft

The utmoftman of expeftation :

I think we are a Body ftrong enough

(Even as we are) to equall with the King.

L.Bar.VTmi is the King but five & twenty thoufand?

Hufi. To us no nusrernay not fo much,Lord Bariolfe,

For his divifions (as the Times do brawl)

Are in three Heads : one Power againft the French

,

And one againrt Gleniover -. Perforce a third

Muft take up us : So is theunfirm King
In three divided : and his Coffers found

With hollow Poverty, and EmptinefTe.

ilr.That he fhould draw his feveral ftrengths together.

And come againft us in full puifTance

,

Need not be dreaded.

Hafi. If he fhould do fo,

He leaves his back unarm'd, the French, and Welch
Baying him at the heels : never fear that.

L. Bar. Who is it like fhould lead his Forces hither ?

Hafi. TTic Duke oiL/tncafitr and Wefimerland :

Againft the Welch himfelf, and Harrj MtnmtHth.

But who is fubftituted 'gainft the French ,

I" have no certain notice.

Arch. Let us on

:

And publifh the occafion of our Armcs.

The Common-wealth is fick of their own choycc.

Their over-greedy love hath furfcttcd

:

An habitation giddy, and unfure

Hath he that buildcth on the vulgar heart.

O thou fond Many, with what loud applaufe

Didd'ft thou beat heaven with blefting BHllinghraal^

Before he was, what thou would'ft have him be ?

And being now trimm'd up in thine owndefircs,

Thou (bcaffly Feeder) art fo full of him.

That thouprovok'ft thy felf to caft him up.

So, fo, (thou conttnon Dog) didft thou difgorge

Thy glution-bpfome of the 'R.oy^\Ritbard^

And now thou v»ould'fteat thy dead vomit up,

And howl'ft to find it. What truft is in thefc Times ?

They, that when Richard liv'd, would have him die.

Are now become enamour'd on his grave.

Thou that threw'ft duft upon his goodly head,

When through proud London he came fighing on

,

After th'admired \\tt\s oiBKllinghraok^

Cri'ft now, O Earth yield us that King again.

And
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And take thou tliij(Orh(xiglics of men accurs'd)

?<»/?, etiAto comc^feems beft ; things jirefenty voorfl.

Mow. Shall we go draw our numbers, and fct on ?

fjati. Wc arc Times fubjcfts.and Tifuc bi(ls,bc gon.

<iAU\is Secundus. Scena Trima,

Enter Hofit^e, with t-no Officers^ Fang, and S/iart.

ffofiefe. Mr. Fan^, have you cntred the Action ?

Faug. Itisenter'd.

Hafi. Where's yoar Yeoman ? Is it a lufty yeoman ?

Will he ftand to it ?

Fanf. Sirra, whcre's Sttart f>

Hofi. I, J, good M. Snart,

Snare. Here, here.

F^ng. Snare, we muft Arreft Sif John Falflafe.

Hoft. I, good ^. Snare, I have cnter'd him, and all.

Sn. It may chance coft fomc ofus our Ii«es:he vill ftab.

Hoy?. Alafs-thc-day: take heed of him : he ftabb'd me

in mine own houfc, and thatmoft bcaftly: he cares not

what mifchief he doth, if his weapon be out. He will

foyn like any devil, he will fparc neither man, woman,

nor child.

Fan. It I can clofe witli him, I care not for histhruft.

Hdfl. No, nor I neither : I'le be at your elbow.

Fang. If i but fift him cMtce : if he come but within

my Vice.

ttoji. I am undone with his going : I warrant he is an

infinitive thingupon my fcore. Good M. Fang, hold him

furc : good ^.Snare, let him not fcape, he comes continu-

antly to Pie-corner (faving your manhoods^ co buy a

Saddle, and he is invited to dinner to the Lubbars-htai

in Lombard-fireetioM.Smoo'heslhc SllkjnttM. I pray

ye fince my Adlion is entet'd, and my Cafe fo openly

Known to the world, let him be brought in to his anfwer.

A hundred Mark is a long one, for a poor lone woman
to bear : and I have born, and born,aiid born ; and have

bin fub'd ofF, and fub'd off, from this day to that day,

that it IS a fhame to be thought on. There is no honetly

in fuch dealing, unlcffe a Woman fhould be made an

Afle and a Bcaft, to bear every Knaves wrong.

Enter Falfiajfe and Batdelfe.

Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmfey-Nofe Bar.

dtife with him, do your offices, do your olficcs: M.f
<»«f

,

and M. Snare, do ine,do me, do mc your offic«.

Fal, Hownow?whofe Mare's dead? what's the matter?

r<i»^.Sir John, I arreft you at the fiiit of Mill. QMick^ly.

Tal, Away Varlets,draw Bardtlfe : Cut me offdic Vil-

lains head ; throw the Quean in the Channel!.

Hofi. Throw mc in the channcll?ric throw thee there.

Wilt thou?wiIt thou ? thou baftardly rogue. Murder,mur.
der : O thou Hony-fuckle villain, wilt thou kill Gods of-

ficers and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue, thou an
a hony-fecd, a Man-queller, anda woman quellcr.

Fal, Keep them off, Bardtlft.

F4n£. A refcue, a refcue.

Hojt. Good people bring a refcue. Thou witc notPthou
wilt not ? Do, do thou Rogue : Do thou Hcmpfccd.

Fal, Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fufti-

linan : I'le tuck your Cataftrophe. Enter Ch. Jnihlce.

Jnll. What's the matter ? Keep the Peace here, hoa.

I

Hvjf. Good ray Lord, be good tome. I bcfcedi you
rftand to me.

CA.Ta.How now,fir /ehn?v/\\3i are you brawlino here?

j

Doth this become your place, your time, and bulineflre ?

You iliould hare been well on your way to Torit^

Stand from him Fellow, wherefore hang'ii upon him f
' H^. Oh my moft wortliipful) Lord , and't pleafc
your Grace, 1 am a poor Widow oi Eaftcheaf ^ and he
is arrelkd at my fuit.

Ch. Jttfi-. For what fumme .?

Hofl. It is more then for fome (my Lord) it is for all.-

all J have, he hath eaten mc out of houfc and home ? he
hath put all my fubAancc into that fat belly of his: but
I will have fomc of it out again, or I will ride theco'
Nights, like the Mare.

Fal. I think I am as like to ride the Marc, if I have
any vantage ofground co get up.

CA.J«/f.How comes this,Sir John} Fie,what a man of
good temper would endure this tcmpcft of exclamation?
Are you not aftum'd to inforce a poor Widow to fo

rough a courfc to come by her own ?

Fal. What is the groiTe fummc that I owe thee ?

H»^. Marry (if thou wcr't an honcft man^ thy felf, &
the money too. Thou didft fwcar to mc upon a parcell

•iit Goblet, fitting in my Dolpliin-chamber,3tthc round
table.by a fca-colc fire, on Wcdncfday in Whitfon week
when the Prince broke thy head for likening him to a fin"-

ing-man offVindfer ; thou dulft fwcar to me then (a$ I

was wafhing thy wound) to marry mc, and make me my
Lady thy wife. Canft thou deny ic ? Did not "ood wife

Keech the Butchers wife come in tlicn, and caH me gof-

fip Qulckjy .'comming in to borrow a mcflc of Vinegar:
telling us, Ihe had a good didi of Prawns : whereby thou
didft defue to cat fomc : whereby I told thee they were
ill for a green wound ? And didlt not thou (when (he
was gone down ftaires) defire mc to be no morefamifiai

with luchpoor people, faying, that ere long they iliould

call mc Madam ? And didii thou not kifVt mr, and bid

mc fetch thee thirty (liillings > I put thee now to thy
Book-oath, deny it ifthou canft ?

lal. My Lord, thu is a poor mad foul : and (ht fayes

up and down the town, that her eldelt Son is like you.
She hath bin in good caFc, and the truth i$, poverty hath
difttaded her : but for chefe foolifh Officers, I befeech

you, I may have rcdrelfe againft them.

/«/?. Sir lohnJiM /t>bn,\ am well acquainted with your
manner of wrenching the true caufe, the falfe way. It is

not a confident brow , nor the throng of words that

come with fuch (more then impudent) fawcinelTe from
you, can thriiH me from a levcll confideiation, I know you
ha' pia(5lis'd upon the cafie-yicldingfpjrit of this woman.

Htjf. Yes in troth, iny Lord.

^«/?.Prethec peace : pay hex the debt you owe her,and
unpay the villany you havcdoneher : the one you may do
with fterilng mony, & the ociicr with currant repentance.

Fal. My Lord, I will not undergo this fneap withou:
reply. You call honorable boldnclVe, impudent Uwcinefs.
If a man will curi'fic,and lay nothing,he is virtuous : No,
my Lor<l(your humble duty icmembred)! will not be youi
lutor, I fay to you, 1 defiiedeliv'rancefiomthcfe Officeij

being upon liafty employment in the Kings affaires.

/*/?. You fpeak, as having power to do wron^ ; But
anfwer ia the cffc^ of your reputation, and facisfie the

poor woman.
Pol. Come hither, Honerte. Enter M.Gowrr.
Ch. fuse. Now, M.ifter Gotrer, what ncwes ?

Cow. The King ( my Lord ) and Henr^ Prince of
ft^alts arc near at hand : The rtll the Paper tells.

FmI. As I am a Gentleman,
Hast'. Nay, you faid fo before.

Fal.As I am a Gentleman. Come,no more \<»ord$ of it,

Ii J //#/
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Hofl. By this heavenly ground 1 tread on, I mult be

fain to pawn both my Plate, and the TapKtry of my Di-

ning Chambers.

Fal. Claffcs, glaffcs, is the oncly drinking : and for

thy walls a pretty flight Drollery, or the Story of the

Prodigal, or the Germane hunting in Water-work, is

worth a thoufand of thefc Bed-haiigings , and thefc

Fly-bitten Tapiftries. Let it be ten pound (ifthou can ft.)

Come, if it were not for thy humours, there is nor a bet-

Wench in England. Co, waHi thy face, and draw, thy

Aftion : Come, thou muft not be in this humour with

me, come, I know thou was't fet on to this.

Holi. Prethee (Sir John) let it be but twenty Nobles

I am loth to pawn my Plate, in good earnefl la.

FaU Let it alone, I'lc make other lliifc : you'l be a fool

ftill.

H«Fl. Well, you (liall liavc it, although I pawn my
Gown. I hope you'll come to Supper : You'll pay me al-

together ?

Val. Will I live ? Go with her, with her : hook on,

hook on.

Hofi, Will you have Dtll Ttar-fhtet meet you at

fupper ?

FaI. No more words. Let's have her.

Ch. Juft. 1 have heard bitter ncwcs.

Fal. What's the ncwcs, my good Lord ?

Ch. luji. Where lay the King lalt night ?

UW*/". At BA/iH£j}okj,m^ Lord.

Fal. I hope (my Lord) all's well. What is the ncwes,

my Lord ?

ch. In. Come all his Forces back >

Me(. No : fifteen hundred Foot , and five hundred

Horfe, are march'd up to my Lord of Lancafttr^ againft

Northfimkerland ami the Arch-Bifhop.

Fal.Comzs the King back from fVales^my noble Loid?

Ch. Ju. You fhall have Letters of me prcfently.

Come go along with me, good M. Cowtr.

Fal. My Lord,

Ch.
J/4.

What's the matter ?

Fal. Mailer Cttver , I fhall entreat you with me to

dinner.

Gffw. I muft wait upon my good Lord here.

I thank you, good S'njohn.

Ch. Jm. Sir J«^», you loy ter here too long, being you

arc to take Souldiersup in Countreys as you go.

Fal. Will you fup with nje, Mafter Gowtr ?

Ch. Jrt. What foolilh Mafter taught you thefc man-

ners, Sir John ?

Fal. Mafter Gtwer, if they become me nor, he was a

Fool that taught them me. This is the right Fencing

grace (my Lord) tap for tap, and fo part fair.

ch. Ju. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great

Fool.

Scena Secunda,

Enter 'prince Henry^ toynsj Bardolf, and Fage^

Pr'in. Truft mc, I am exceeding weary.

fop. Is it come to tliat ? I had thought wcarineffe

durft not have attach'd one of fo high blood.

Prlu. It doth me, though it difcolours the complexi-

on of my greatncffe to acknowledge it. Doth it not ftiew

vildly in mc,.todcfire fmall Beer ?

Pejn. Why, a Prince fhould not be fo loofly ftudied,

as to remember fo weak a Compofition.

Pr'in. Belike then , my Appetite was not Princely

got : for (in troth) I do now remember the poor Crca

ture. Small Beer. But indeed thefe humble confiderati

ons make me out of love with my greatncffe. What a

difgracc is it to me, to remember thy name ? or to know
thy face tomorrow ? or to take notice how many pair of

Silk Stockings thou haft ? (viz. thefc, and thofc liut were

the pcach-cobur'd ones: )or to bear the inventory of thy

Shirts ; as one for fiipcrfluity, and one other for ufe : but

that the Tennis-Court Keeper knows bccrcr then I, for

it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou kecpcft

not Racket there, as thou haft not done a great while

,

becaufe the reft of thy Low Countreys have made a fliift

to eat up thy Holland.

Ptin. How ill it follows, after you have labout'd fo

hard, you fhould talk fo idlely ? Tell me how many good

young Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying fo fick,

as yours is ?

Prin. Shall I tell the one thing, Pajns f

Pojn. Yes : and let it be an excellent good thing.

7ri'». It Ihall fcrve among Wits of no higher breed-

ing then thine.

Pojn' Go to : 1 rtand the pulh of your one tiling, that

you'll tell,

Prin. Why, I tell thee, it is not meet that I fhould be

fad now my Father is fick : albeit I could tell to thee (as

to one it pleafes me,for fault of a better, to call my friend)

I could be fad, and fad indeed too.

Poyv. Very hardly upon fuch a fubjed^.

Prin. Thou ihink'ft mc as far in the Devils Book, as

thou, and Falffafe, for obduracy and pcififtency. Le

the end try the man. But I tell thee, my heart bleeds in-

wardly, that my Father is fick: and keeping fuch viid

company as thou art, hath in reafon taken from me, all

oftentation of forrow.

Poyn. The reafon ?

Pr.Whai would'ft thou think of mc, if I fhould weep?

Pe;n. I would think thee a moft Piinccly hypocrite.

Prin. It would be every mans thought : and thou art

ableffed Fellow, to tliink as every man thinks : never a

mans thought in the world keeps the rode.way better

then thine : every man would think me an Hypocrite in-

deed. And what excites your moft worfhipfuU thought

to think fo .>

Pojin. Why, becaufe you have been fo lewd, and fo

much ingraffed to Falflaft.

Prin. And to thee,

Pejn. Nay, I am well fpokcn of, I can hear it with

mine own cars : the worft that they can fay of me is,that

I am a fccond Brother, and that I am a proper fellow of

my hands ; and thofc two things 1 coiifcffe I cannot help.

Look, look, here comes Bardolfe.

Prin. And the Boy that I gave Falfiafc : he had him

from me Chriftian , and fee if the fat villain have not

transform'd him Ape. Enter Bardolfe.

Bar. Save your Grace,

Prin. And yours, moft Noble Bardolfe.

Pojn. Come you pernicious Afle, you bafhfuU Fool,

murt you be bhafliing ? wherefore blufh you now ? what

a Maidenly man at Armes arc you become ? Is it fuch a

matter to get a Pottle-pots Maidenhead ?

Page^iz call'd mc even now (my Lord) through a red

Lattice, and I could difccrn no part ofhisfacefiomthe

window:
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; ai latt i ipy'd his eyes , and ii»c thooghi he had ^''^- None, my Lord, txit old Miftris Q^ickjj/ , and

:> holes in il»« Ale-wives new Pctticoat,ind peep- Mrs. I)<il lear-fheet.

Wliat Pa«an may that be f

window
made cwo

ed through.

Pr'in. Hath not tlie Boy profited >

Bar. Away, you hoil'on upright Rabbet, away.

Pt^e. Away, yoii rafcally AlthtM dream, away.

Prln. Inlimft us Boy, what dream. Boy >

Pug. Mairy (My Lor«0 Althta dream' d,t>ic ww deli-

vet'd of a Firebrand, and therefore I call him her dream.

Pr'iHce. A Crowns-worth of good Interprcution

:

There it is. Boy.

Po'iH. O that this good Bloflfome could be kept from

Cankers : Well, there is fix pence to prefervc thee.

Bard If you do not make hira be hang'd among you,

the gallows iTiall be w on^'d.

Pr'iH. And how doth thy Matter, Bardolfh}

Bard. Well, my good Lord: he heard of your Graces

comming to Town. There's a Letter for you,

frln. Deliver'd with good refpeft t And howdoth the

Martlemas, your Maftcr ?

Bard, In bodily health. Sir.

Po'iH. Marry, the immortall part needs a Phyfitian :

but that moves not him: though that be Tick , it dyes

not.

Pr'in. T do allow this Wen to be as familiar with mc
as my dogge. and he holds hisplace , for look you hovv

he writes.

Poim, Letter.Jdhn Faljiajfe Knight : (Every man muft

know tiiat , as oft as he hath occafion to name himfelf
:

)

Even like thofc that are kin to the King , for they never

prick their finger, but they fay, there is fome of the Kings

bloud fpilt. How comes that ( fayes he ) that takes upon

him not to conceive? the anfwer isas ready asa borrow-

ed cap : I am the Kings poor Cofin, Sir.

Pr'iM. Nay, they will be kin to us , but they will fetch

it from Japhet. But to the Letter; Sir John FMfiajfe^

Knigl/ty to tht Son of the King^ tteartfl his father^Harrj

Prince of pyalcs., greeting.

Poitt. Why this is a Certificate.

Prin. Peace.

/ jpln imitate the honourable Romans in brevity.

Ptln Sure he means brevity in breath : rtiort-winded.

/ commend me to thee., I commend thit , and tleavi thee.

Be not too familiar vpUh Poins
, for he mlfufts thy Fa.

vonrsfo much., that hefwears thoti art to marrj his Sifter

Nell. %epent at idle times ai thou m^lfi, andfo farewell.

Thine
J
byyea and no: which i^ as mnch at to fayy

at thou ufift him. Jack FalttafFe with my fa.

miliars : John with my Brothers & Sifter:

and Sir John with all Europe.
My Lord, I willfteep this Letter in Sack, ^nd make him
tat it.

Prin. That's to make him ?at twenty of his Words.
But do you ufcme thus, Nedf Muft I marry your Siftci?

Poin. May the Wench have no worfc fortune. But I

never faid fo.

Prin. Well, thus we play the Fool with the time and
the fpirits of the wife , fit in the clouds, and mock us: Is

your MafJcr here in London ?

Bard. Yes, my Lord.
Prin. Where fupps he ? Doth the old Bore , feed in

the old Fiank?
Bard. At the old place, my Lord, in Eaft-cheap.

Prin. What company ?

Pa^e. Ephcfians, my Lord, of the old Church.
Prin, Sup any vvomrn with him ?

Tnn
Page. A proper C[ientJewoman,Sir,and a Kinfwoman

of my Mafleis.

Prin. Even fuch Kin, as the Parish Heyfors arc to the

Town- Bull?

Shall wc fieal upon i\\em(Ned) at Supper f

Poin. I am your fhadow, my Lord, I'lc follow you.

Prin. Sirra,you Boy, and Bardolph^ no word to your

Matter that I amjet in Town.
There's for your filence.

Bar. I have no tongue, fv.

Pa^e. And for mine, Sir, I will govern it.

*Prin. Fare ye well : go.

This Dol Tear-fhtet ttiould be fome Rode.

*Pcln. I warrant you, as common as the way between

S. Albans and London.
Prln. How might we fee Falftaffe bcftow himfcif to

night in his true colours, and not our fclves be fecn ?

Poin. Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons , and
wait upon him at his Table, like Drawers.

Prin. From a god, to a Bull ? A heavy declcnfion : It

was Jovcs cafe.From a Prince, to a Prentice, a low tranf-

formation, that fhall be mine : for in every thing, the pur-

pofemutt weigh with the folly.Follow mc,iW</. Exeunt%

Scena Tenia.

Enter "Horthumberhndy his Lady., and Harry

Percies Lady.

North. I prethee loving Wife, and gentle Daughter,

Give an even way unto my rough affairs.

Put not you on the vifagc of the Times,

And be like them to Pctcie, troublefomc.

fvlfe. I have giveii over, I will fpeak no more,

Do what you will : your Wifdome, be your guide.

A/'cr, Alas (fwcet Wife) my Honour is at pawn.

And but my going, nothing can redeem it.

La. Oh yet, for heavens fake, go not to thefe Warrs;
The Time was (Father) when you broke your word.

When you were more endear'd to it, then now.

When your own Percie, when my hean-dear-W4rr/,

Threw many a Northward look, to fee bis Father

Bring up his powers : but he did long in vain.

Who then perfwaded you to flay at home ?

There were two Honour's loft ; you and your Sons.

For Yours, may heavenly glory brighten it:

For His, it ftuckupon him, as the Sun
In the grey vault of Heaven: and by his Light

Did all the Chevahy of England move
To do brave A(f\s. He was (indeed) the Glaffc

Wherein the Noble-Youth did dtefie themfclves.

He had no Legs, that prai^ic'd not his Gate

:

And fpeaking thick (which Nature made his blemilh)

Became the Accents of the Valiant,

For thofe that could fpeak low, and tardily,

Would turn their own Pcrfcftion, to Abufe,

To fccir. like him. So that in Speed*, and Gate,

In Diet, in AflTeAions of delight,

In Military Rules, Humors of Bloud,
'

He

i
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He was the Mark, and Glafe, Copy, and Book,

That fafhion'd others. And him, O wondrous i him,

Miracle ofMen / Him did you leave

(Second to none) un-Ccconded by you.

To look upon the hideous god of War,

In difadvantage, to abide the field,

Where nothing but thefound of Hotfpur's Namt

Did fcem defonfible : fo you left him.

Never,O never do his Gholt the wrong.

To bold your Honour more piccife and nice

With others, then with him. Let them abnc

:

Tive Marftiall and the Arch-Biftiop are ftrong.

Had my {^ttt Harry had but half their Numbers,

To day might I (hanging on Hoifpurs Neck)

Have talk'd of CWf^owj/f/*'/ Grave.

North. Befhrewyotlr heart,

(Fair Daughter) you do draw my fpiritsfromme,

With new lamenting ancient Over-fights,

But I muft go, and meet with danger there.

Or It will feck me in another place,

And find me worfe provided.

ivife. O flye to Scotland,

Till that the Nobles, and the armed CommonJ,

Have of their Puiflancemade a little taftc.

Lady. If they get ground, and vantage of the King,

Then joyn you with them, like a RibofSccef,

To make Strength Wronger. But, for all our loves,

Fnft let them trythemfelves. So did yout Son,

He was fo fufFer'd ; fo came \ a Widow : .

And never fhall have kngtb of Life enffugh.

To rain upon Remembrance with mine Eyes,

That it may grow, and fprowt, as high as Heaven,

For Rcco dationto my Noble Husband.

Nor. Coaje,"come, go in with me : 'tis with my Wind
As with the Tyde, fwelt'd up unto his height.

That makes a itill-ftand, running neither way.

Fain woufd I go to meet the Arch-Bifliop,

But many a thoufand Rcafons hold me back.

1 will refolvefor Scotland : there am I,

Till Time and Vanuge crave my company. Exeunt.

Scena Quarta

»

Enter two Drawers,

1, Drawer, What haft thou brought there ? Apple-

Johns ? Thou knov»'ft Sir John cannot endure an Apple-

John.

2. Drav?. Thou fay'ft true : die Prince once fet a Difli

of Apple-Johns before him, and told him there were five

more Sir Johns : and,putting off his Hat, faid^l will now
take my leave of thcfe fix drie , round , old- wither'

d

Knights. It anger'd him w the heart : but he hath forgot

that.

1 .
Draw. Why then cover , and fet them down : and

fee if thou canft finde out Sneaks Noyfe ; Miftris Tear-
(heet would fain have fome Mufick,.

7.. Draw. Sirra, here will be the Prince , and Mafter
Ptfjw, anon ; and they vwiUput on two of our Jcii<ins,

and Aprons,and Sir J»httrD.\A not know of it. Barialfh
hath brought word.

I, Draw. Then here will be old Vii* .• it fas an ex-

ccllent ftratagcni.

2. Draw, ric fee if 1 can find out Sneak, Exit.

Enter Hofie^e^ and Dot.

Hofi. Sweet-heart , me thinks now you are in an ex-

cellent good temperality : your Pulfidgc beats as extra-

ordinarily , as heart would defirc ; and your Colour ( I

warrant you ) is as red as any Rofe : But you have drunk

too much Canaries j and that's a marvellous fearching

Wine ; and it perfumes the blood, ere we can fay what's

this. How do you now ?

Dol. Better then I was : Hem.
HoHr. Why that was wcllfaid: A good heart's wonh

Gold. Look, here comes Sir John.

Enter Falfiafe.

fat. ffhen Jrthnrfirfl In CoMrt-^'sm^y the Jordan)
and wot a worthy King : How now Miftris Do/,

Hefi. Sick ofa Calme : yea, good-footh.

Falfl. So is her Se£b : if they be once in a Cabne,
they are fick,

Del. You muddy Rafcall , is that all the comfort you

give me ?

Eal. You make fat Rafcalls, Miftris Dol.

Del. I make them.? Gluttony and Difeafes make them,

I make them not.

Fal. If the Cook make the Gluttony
,
you help to

make the Difeafes ( jD*/) we catch of you (£>«/) we catch

of you : Grant that, my poor Vertue, grant that.

Dot, I marry, our Chains, and our Jewels,

talfi. Your Brooches , Pearls , and OwcheS: For to

ferve bravely, is to come halting off : you know to come
off'the Breach, with his Pike bent bravely , and to Surge-

ry bravely ; to venture upon the charg'd-Chambers

bravely.

Hoji, Why is this the olde faftiion : you tv90 never

meet , but you fall to fome difcord : you are both ( in

good troth) as Rheumatick as two dric Toftes, you

cannot one bear with anothers Confirmitics. What
the good-yere ? One muft bear , and that muft be you r

you are the weaker VefTcU , as they fay, the emptier

VefTell.

Dot, Can a weak empty Veflell bear fuch a hygfefull

Hogs-hcad ? There's a whole Merchants Venture of

Burdeux ftuffe in him : you have not feen a Hulk better

ftuftin the Hold. Come, I'le be friends with thee,Jrfc4.-

Thou art going to.the Warrs , and whether I (hall ever

fee thee again , or no , there is no body cares.

Enter Drawer,

Draw. Sir, Ancient Pifial is below, and would fpeak

with you.

2)o/. Hang him , fwaggcring Rafcall , let him not

come hither : it is the foul-mouth'dft Rogue in En-
gland.

Ho^. If he fwaggcr, fet him not come here: I muft

live amongft my Neighbours , 1 'te no {waggercrs : I am
in good name , and fame , with the very bcft : rtiut the

door, there comes no fwaggcrers here : I have not liv'd

all this while , to have fwaggering now : ftiut the door,

I pray you.

Fal. Dp'ft thou hear, Hofteffe ?

tioji. 'Pray you pacific your felf {%\xJohn) there

comes no Swaggerers here.

Fal. Do*(t
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filft. Do'ft thou hear? it is mine Ancient.

Hofl. Tilly-faily (S\r John) never tell me,your ancienc

Swaggerer comes not in my doors. I was before Marter

Tlpch^ the Deputy , the other day : and as he faid to me,

it was no longer ago then Wednefday lart : Neighbour

Qnickjy ( faics he ; )Mafter Domb^ our Minifter, was by

tiien : Neighbour Qnickfy^ ints he ) receive thofc thac

arc Civill; for (faith he) you arc in an ill Name : now
he faid fo , I can tell wicieupon : for ( faies he ) you are

an honcft Woman , and well thought on ; ihereforc take

heed what Guetts you receive : Receive (faies he) no

fwaggering Companions. There comes none here. You
would blefle you to bear what he faid. No, I'lc no Swag-

gerers.

Palji. He's no Swaggerer ( Hoftefs : ) a tainc Cheater,

he : you may ftroke him as gently, as a Puppy Grey-

hound : he will not fwagger with a Barbary Hen : if her

feathers cum back in any Jhew of rcfiltancc. Call him

up (Drawer.)

Hofi. Cheater , call you him f I will bar no honcft

man my hbufe , nor no Cheater ; but I do not love fwag-

gering ; I am the worfe when one fayes, fwaggerer : Feel

MafterSjhowI fhake : look you, I warrant you,

Dol. Soyoudo.Hofteffc.

Hoft. Dol ? yea, in vere truth do I, if it were an Af-

pen Leafe : I cannot abide Swaggerers.

Bnttr PlfloUy a/td Bdrietph^and hit Bty.

Pifl. 'Save you. Sir J(»A«.

Tal. Welcome Ancient Pifiol. Here (?<}?#/) ^ c^*''»«

you with a Cup of Sack : do you difchargc upon mine

Hofteffe.

Pin-. I will difchargc upon her ( Sir John ) with two
Bullets.

Fa/Jf. She is Piftoli-pvoof ( Sir ) you dial! hardly

offend her.

Pfofi. Come , rie drink no Proof$,nor no Bullets : I

will drink no more then will do me good , for no mans
pfeafure, I

Pift

you.

1)0/. Charge me ; I fcorn you ( fcurvy Companion )
What ? you poor, bafc, rafcally, cheating , lack-Linnen*

Mate : away you mouldy Rogue ,away , I am meat for

your Mafter.

Pift. I know you, Miflrls Vonthy.
Dol. Avfiy you Cuc-purfc Rafcall, you filthy Bung,

away : By this Wine, Tie thruft my Knife in your moul-

dy Chaps , if yoti play the fawcy Cuttle with me. Away
you Bottle.Alc Rafcall, you Basket- hilt ftalejuglcr, you.

Since when, I pray you. Sir ? what, with two Points on
yourfhoulder ? much.

Pi/f. 1 will murther your RufFe, for this.

ffoj}. No I good Captain P^o/ : not here , fweet

Captam.
Dol. Captain ? thou abominable damn'd Cheater,

art thou not aftiam'd to be call'd Captain ? If Captains

were ofmy mind, they would trunchion you out, for ca-

king their Names upon you,before you have eam'd them.

You a Captain ? you flave, for wliat ? for tearing a poor

Whores Ruffe in a Bawdy-houfe ? He a Captain ? hang
him Rogue , he lives upon mouldy (Icw'd-Pruincs , and

dry'd Cakes, A Captain? Tbcfe Villains will make
the word Capuin odious: Therefotc Captains had need

look to ic.

Then to you ( Miftris Dortthle ) I will charge

B»rd. Pray chce go down, good Ancient.

Fat. Heark the hither Miftris Dol.

Tifl. Not 1:1 tell thee what , Corporall B*rd»lff}^ 1

could tear her: He be rcveng'don her.

Ptge. 'pray thee go down.
PiU. rie fee her damn'd firft: to Pluto's damn'd Lake,

CO the Infcrnall Deep, where JErr^iw and Tortures vilde

alfo. Hold Hook and Line, fay 1 : Down : down Doggs,
down Fates : have we not H'trtn here?

Ho^. Good Captain Petrel be quiet , it is very late:

I befeek you now, aggravate your Choler.

Pifi. Thefe be good humors indeed. Shall Pack-
Horfes, and hollow-pmper'd Jades of Afia , which can-

not go but thirty miles a day, compare with C«f*ry and
with Canniball, and Trojan Greeks ? nay, rather damn
them with King C^r^rrw,and let the Welkin roar:fhall

we fall foul for Toyes ?

Hoji. By my troth , Capuin , thefe arc very bitter

words.

B^ri. Be gone , good Ancient : this will grow to a

Brawl anon.

Pljt. Die men, like Dogs ; give Crowns like Piims

:

Have we not Hirtn here ?

H$^. On my word (Captain) there's noiK fuch here.i

What the good-yere , do you think I would deny her ?
j

I pray be quiet.
j

Pifl. Then feed, and be fat (my fair C^lifolis.') Come,
give me fome Sack, Siforttutt mtttrmttttt , fftratt tm
toHttnte.Ytxt we broad-lidcs? No,let the Fiend give fire:

Give me fome Sack: and Sweet-beart lye thou there:

Come we to full Points here ; and are & ccttT»i no-

thino t

FmI. Pijitl, I would be quiet.

Pifi. Sweet Knight, kilfc thy Neaffg : what ? wc have

fcen the feven ftarrs.

Dtl. Thruft him down (layers , I cannot endure fuch

a Fuftian Rafcall.

Pifi. Thruft him down flayers.? know we not Gallo-

way Naggs ?

F*l. QjJoic him down ( B»rdtlfh) like a ftiove-groat

fliilling : nay,if he do nothing but fpeak nothing,he fhall

be nothing here.

Bard. Come get you down flayers.

Pifi. What fhall we have In«inon ? (lull we embrew?

then Death rock meafleep, abridge my dolcfull daycs:

why then let grievous, gaftly, gaping Wounds, untwine

the Sifters three : Come ^trtptSy I fay.

Hofi. Here'sgood fluff toward.

fdil. Give me my Rapier, Boy.

Dol. I prechee, J*f^, 1 prcihce do not draw.

FalJt. Get you down flayers.

Hoft. Here's a goodly tumult : I'lc forfwcar keeping

houfe, before I'le be in thefe tirritsj and frights. So: Mur.

ther 1 warrant now. Alas, put up your naked Weapons
put up your naked Weapons.

"Dol. I prethee,j4c4,, be quiet, the Rafcall isgonc.-ah,

you whorfon little valiant Villain, you.

Hofi. Are you not hurt i'th' Croyn f me thoi^ht he

made a flirewd Thrufl at your Belly.

F-e/. Have you turn'd him out of doors ?

Bdrd. Yes, Sir,thc Rafcall's drunk:you have hurt him

(Sir) in the (houlder.

Fal. A Rafcall to brave me.

Dol. Ah, you fweet little Rogue
,
you :«Ia$, poor Ape,

how thou fwcat'ft f come, let me wipe thy Face : Come
on, you whorfon Chops : Ah Rogue , I love thee : Thou

j

an I
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art as valorous as HeSlor of Troy , worth five of ^g<*-

mentmon ; and ter\ times better then the nine Worthies :

ah Villain.

Fa/n. A rafcally Slave, 1 will toffc the Rogue in a

Blanket.

Dol. Do , if thou da I '[\ for thy heart : if thou doo'ft

rie canvas thee between a pair of rheets.

Enter Muftck^.

Pag. The Mufick is come, Sir.

Fai. Let them play; play SirS. Sir on my Knee, De/.

K Rakall, bragging Slave: the Rogue fled from mc like

Q«tck-filver.

Dal. And thou foUowd'rt him like a Church : thou

whorfon litile tydic Bariholmew Bore-pigge, when wilt

thou leave fighting ondayes, and foyning on nights , and

begin to patch up ihinc old Body for Heaven >

Enter the Prince and Poins dlfgms'd.

Fat. Peace ( good D»/ ) do not fpcak like a Deaths-

head: do not bid mc remember mine end.

Daf. Sirrah , what humour is the Pnnce of?

Fal. A good fhallow young fellow : he would have

made a good Paniler , he would have chipp'd ^xOid

well.

Dal. They fay Point hath a good Wit.

Fal. He a good Wic ? hang him Baboon, his Wit is

as thick at Tewksbury Muflard : thcte is no more con-

ceit in him, then is in a Mallet.

Dot. Why doth the Prince love him fo then ?

Fal. Becaufe their Leggs arc both of a bigncfTe : and

heplayesat Quoits well, and eats Conger and Fcnncll,

and drinks ofCandlesendsfot Flap-dtagongs, and rides

the wild-Marc with the Boyes, and jumps upon joyn'd-

ftooles , and fwears with a good grace , and wears his

Boot very fmooth , like unto the Signe of the Legge; and

breeds no bate with telling of difcreetftories : and fucli

other Camboll faculties he hath, that Aiew a weak

Mindc, and an able Body, for the which the Pnnce ad-

mits him ; for the Prince himfclf is fuch another : the

weight of an hair will turn the Scales between their Ha-
berde-pois.

Prince. Would not this Nave of a Wheel have his

Ears cut off ?

7>oi». Let us beat him before his Whore.

Pri». Look, ifthe withei'd Elder haih not his Poll

daw'dlikea Parrot.

Fain, h it not flrange , that Dcfire fhould io many

years out-live performance ?

Fal. Kiffe me Dol.

Prince. 5/sf«r«and P^eiius this year in Conjunftion .?

What faycs the Almanack to that f

\ Poin. And look whether the fiery Trigon
, his Man,

be not lirping to his Maftcrs old Tables, his Note- Book,

his Councell-keepcr .?

Fal. Thou do'ft give mc fiatt'ring Ruffes.

Dot, Nay truly , I Kiffc thee with moft conftant

heart.

Fal. I am old, I am old.

Dol. I love thee better, then I lovecrc a fcurvy young

Boy of them all.

Fal. What Stuffe wilt thou have a Kirtle of? I rtiall

receive Money on Thurfday : thou (Kalt have a Cappc

to morrow. A merry Song , come : it grows late,

we will to Bed. Thou wilt forget mc , when I am
gone.

Dot. Thou wiltfet me a weeping , if thou tay'ft fo:

prove that ever I drefle my felf handfome , till thy re-

turn: Well, hearken the end.

Fai. Some Sack, francif.

Prin. Poin. Anon, anon, Sir.

Fal. Ha ? a Baftard Son of the Kings.? And art nor
thou Poins ^ his Brother ?

Prin. Why thou Globe of finfull Continents , what a
Life dofi thou lead >

Fat. A better then thou : I am a Gentleman, thou art

a Drawer.

PriH. Very true. Sir: and I come to draw you out by
the Ears.

Hoft. Oh, the Lord preferve thyeood Grace : Wel-
come to London. Now heaven blefle that fweet Face of
thine : What aie you come from Wales?

Fat. Thou whorfon mad Compound of Majefty : by
this light FlcOi, and corrupt Bloud, thou art welcome.

Pnn. How ? you fat Fool, I fcorn yoo.

Potn. My Lord , he will drive you out of your re-

venge , and turn all to merriment , if you take not the

heat.

Prin, You whorfon Candlc-myne you , how vilely

did you fpeak of me even now, before this honefl , vcr-

tuous civill Centlewonun ?

Hofl. 'BlefTing on your good heart , and fo (he is by
my troth.

Fal. Didfl thou hear me ?

Prince. Yes : and you knew me, as you did when you
ran away by Gads-hill : you knew I was at your back,

and fpoke icon purpofe, to try my patience.

Fat. No, no, no : not fo : I did not think, thou waft

within heating.

Prin. I fhall drive you then to confelTe the wilfull a-

btife, and then 1 know how to handle you.

Fat. No abule (JtiaC) on mine Honor, no abufc,

Prin. Not to difpiaife me ? and call me Pantlcr,and

Bread-chopper, and \ know not what ?

Fal. Noabufe(//^/.)

Potn. No abule ?

F4/.N0 abufe(M(/)in the World : honeft A^fi/.none.

I difprais'd him before the Wicked , that the Wicked
might not fall in love with him : In which doing , I have

done the part of a carefull Friend , and true Subject, and

thy Father Is to give me thanks for it. No abufc {Hal:)

none {Nedt) none ; no Boyes none.

Prin. See now whether pure Fear , and entire Cow-
ardife , doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle-

woman, to clofe with us ? Is fhe of the Wicked ? Is thir\c

HoftefTe here , of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the

Wicked .? Or honeft Bardolp (whofc Zeal bums in his

Nofc) of the Wicked?
Poin. Anfwer, thou dead Elme,anfwer.

Fat. The Fiend hath prickt down 5<fr</»/fA irrecove-

rable, and his face is Lucifers Privy- Kitchin , where he

doth nothing but roaft MauJt-Wormes : for the Boy ,

there is a good AngeJl about him, but the Devill out-bids

him too.

Prin. For the Women ?

Fat. For one of them , fhe '\% in Hell already , and

bumes poorc fouls : for the other , I owe her Mo.
ney ; and whether fhe be damn'd for that , I know
not.

HoU. No I warrant you.

Fat. No,
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Ftlft. No. 1 ihink thou art not : I think thou art

quit for that. Marry , there is another Indiftmcnt up-

on thee, for fuffcnng, flcfli to be eaten in thy houfc ,

contrary to the Law , for the wliich 1 thinX thou wilt

howlc.

Ho^. All Vi^uallersdofo: What is a Joyni ofMut-

ton or two in a whole Lent ?

Prin. You, Gentlewoman.

Dol. What faycs your Grace .'

Ftilfi. Hi J Grace fa yes that , which his flefh rebells

againft.

HoB. Who knocks fo loud at the door ? Look to the

doot there, Francia >

Enter Pttff.

Prln. Peto, how now ? what n«ws ?

Peto. The King, your Father, is at Wcftminfter,

And there twenty weak and wearied Ports,

Come from the North : and as I came along,

I met, and over-took a dozen Captains,

Bare-headed, fweating, knocking at the Taverns,

And asking every one for Sir Jcon Falltaffe.

Prin. By Heaven (Poitu) I feele me much to blame,

So idly to prophane the precious time.

When Tempert of Commotion, like the South

Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to melt.

And dropupon our bare unarmed heads.

Give me my Sword, and Cloak

:

Falfiaffe^ good night. Exit.

fain. Now comes in the fwcetcft Morfcll of the

night, and we niurt hence , and leave it unpickt. More
knocking at the doot .' How now } what's the mat~
icr?

Bard. You muft away to the Court, Sir, prcfcntly,

A doien Captains ftay at the door for you.

Fain. Pay theMufitians, Sirra : farewell Hoftcfle
,

farewell Dol. You fee ( my good Wenches ) how men of

Merit arc fought after : the undefcrver may fleep, when
the man of Aftion is cal'd on. Farewell, good Wen-
thes : if I be npt fetK away poft , I will fee you again

,

ere I goe.

Dol. 1 cannot fpeak : if my heart be not ready to

butft. Well ( fweet JackJ have a care of thy felf.

Fain. Farewell, farewell. Exit.

Hefi. Well , fare thee well : I have known thee thefe

twenty nine years, come Pefcod-time : but an honeftcr,

and true-hfarted man-Well, fare thee well.

Bard. Miftris Tear-fheet.

Heii. What's the matter ?

Bard. Bid Miftris Tear-fhcet come to my Maftcr.

HeSt. Oh run, D«/, lun : run,good 'Dol.

Extnnt.

AUus Tertim. Scena T^rima,

Enter the King, with a Pa^t.

Kim. Go, call the Earls of Surrey, and Warwick :

But er'c they come, bid them o*re-read thefe Letters,

And well confidcr of ihctn : make good fpeed. Exit.

How many ihoufand of my poorcft Subjeds
Arc at thishoure aflccp ? Oflccp,0 gentle Sleep,

Nacurcs foft Nurfe, how have I frighted thee,

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down
And fteep my Sences in FcrgetfullncfTe .'

Why rather (Sleep) lycfl thou in fmoakyCrik,
Upon uneafie Pailads ftretching thee,

And huftit with buzzing Night, flyes to thy flumbtr,
Then in the perfum'd Chambers of the Great .»

Under the Canopies of coftly ftate.

And luird with founds of fwccteft Melody ?

O thou dull god, why lyeft thou with the vilde,

Inloathfum Beds, and leav'ft the Kingly Couch
A watch-cafe, or a common Lamm- Bell ?

Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy Mart,
Seal up the Ship-boyes Eyes, and rock his Brains,
In Ciidleof the rude imperious Surge,

And in the vifuation of the Windcs,
Who take the Ruffian Billows by the top.

Curling their monfjrous heads, and hanging them
With deaff'ning Clamors in the flip'ry Clouds,
That wuh the hurley. Death it felfawakes ?

Canft thou ( O partiall Sleep) give thy Repofe
To the wet Sea-boy in aa hourc forudc:

And in the calmert, and moft ftillert Night,
With all appliances, and means to boot.

Deny it to a King .> Then happy Low, lye down,
Uneafie lyes the Head, that wears a Crown,

Enter fVarwic^and Surrey.

IVar. Many good-morrows to your Majcrty.
King. It is good-morrow, Lords?
l^'ar. Tisone a Clock, and paft.

King. Why then good-morrow to you all (my Lords:)
Have you read o're the Letters that I fent you f

fVar. We have (my Liege.)

King. Then you perceive the body of our Kingdome
How foul it IS : what rank Difeafes grow,

'

And with what danger, near the heart of it ?
i^ar. It IS but as a Body, yet dirtemper'd.

Which to the former rtrength may be leftor'd.

With good advice, and little Medicine

;

My Lord, NorthumberlaniWiW foon be cool'd.
Ktn.O\\ Heaven, that one might read thtBookofPatCr

And fee the revolution ofthe times

Make Mountains levell, and the Continent

( Weary offolid firmneflc ) melt it felf

Into the Sea : and other Times, to fee

The bcachy Girdle of the Ocean
Too wide for Ntftunts\i\^^ ; how Chances mocks
And Changes fill the Cup of Alteration

With divers Liquors. 'Tis not ten years gone.
Since Richard.;tt\d Nerthumberlaad^gxait friends,

Did feaft together ; and in two years after,

Were they at Warrs. It is but eight years fince.

This Pertie was the man, nearcrt my Soul

;

Who like a Brother,toyrd m my Aftairs,

And laid his Love and Life under my foot:

Yea, for my fake, even to the eyes oi'Kiehard
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by

( You Coufm Ntvil, as I may remember )

When Richard, with his Eye, brim-full of Tears:

( Then check'd, anc^ rated by Northmmherland )
Did fpcak thefe words ( nowprov'd a Prophecic:)
Northmmberlandy ihou Ladder, by the which

My
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My Coufin Bullinhroei(^a.{czn6s my Throne :

( Though then, Heaven knows, I had no fuch incent.

But that ncceflicy fo bow'd the State,

That I and Greatncfle were compcll'd to kifs :)
The time fhall come ( thus did he follow it )

The time will come, that foul Sin gathering head.

Shall break into Corruption : fo went on,

Fore-telling this fame Times Condition,

And the divifion of our Amity.

fVar. There is is a Hiftory in a!) mens Lives,

Figuring the nature of the Times deccas'd.

The which obfcrv'd, a man may prophccie

Wich a nceraim, of the mam chance of things.

As yet not come to Life, which in their Seeds

And weak beginnings ly encreafuted :

Such thing? become the Hatch and Brood of Time;

And by the neceffary forme ofchis

King Richard might create a perfeft guefs.

That great Northumherland^ then ftlfe to him,

Would of that Seed, grow to a greater faifenefs.

Which {Viould not find a ground to root upon,

Unlefs on you.

King. Are thefc things then NecefTities ?

Then let us meet them like Neceflitics

;

And that fame word, even now cryes out on us

:

They fay the Bifl:iop and Northumbtrlaod

Are fifty thoufandftrong.

IVtir. It cannot be ( my Lord
:

)

Rumor doth doubleJ ikc the Voice, and Eccho,

The numbeis of the feared. Pleafe it your Grace

To go to bed, upon my Life ( my Lord )

The Pow'rs that you already have fcnt forth.

Shall bring this Prize in very eafily.

To comfort you the more, I have rcceiv'd

A certain inftance that GUndtwir is dead.

YourMajefty hath been this foK-night ill.

And thefe unfeafond hours perforce muft addc

Unto your Sicknefs.

K'tug. I will take your counfcll:

And were thefe inward Warrs once out of hand,

Wc would (dear Lords) unto the Holy-Land.

Exeunt,

Scena Secmda.

Enttr Shttllow andSilence,v>ith Mould/ end Sha-

dow , lyart , ffthte , Bull-calfc.

Shal. Come- on, come -on, come-on : give me your

Hand Sir, give me your Hand, Sir : an early ilirrcr, by

the Rood. And how doth my good Cou/in Silence f

Sil. Good morrow, good Coufin Shallow.

Shal, And how doth my Couftn
,
your Bed-fellow ?

and your faircf) Daughter, and mine my Cod-Daughter
Ellen ?

Sil. Alas, a black Ouzell ( CouTin S/jaIUw.)

Shtl.Bf yea and nay,Sir,I dare fay my Coufin William

is become a good Schollcr? he is at Oxfotd ftill , is he

not?
Sil. Indeed, Sir, ro my coft.

Shal. He muft then to the Inns of Court (hortly : I

was once of Clements Inne ; where ( I think ) they will

talk of mad Shallow yet.

I Stl. You were call'd lufty Shallow then (Coufin.)

Shal. I was call'd any thing : and I would have done
any thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was I, and
little John Doit of Staffordftiirc, and black Ctorge BArty
ind France Plckjbone , ^ndH^illSijuelt a Cot-fal-man,

you had not four fuch Swinge- bucklers in all the Inns of

Court again: And I may fay to you , wc know where
the BonA.Robas were, and had the beft of them all at

commandcment.Then was Jack^ FAlfiaff'c (now Sir Johfi)
a Boy , and a Page to ThornAt OHowhrar , Duke of
Nojfolk.

Sil
. This Sir John (Coufin) that comes hither anon a-

bout Souldiers ?

Shal. The fame Sir John, the very fame: I faw him
break SchoggAns Head at the Court-Gate , when he was
3 Crack,not thus high : and the very fame day did I fight

mih one SampfonStocl^jjjJh^z Fruiterer, behind Greys-
Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I have fpent ! and to fee

how many of mine old Acquaintance are dead?
Sil. We Oiall all follow (Coufin.)

SHaI. Certain : 'tis certain : very fure, very fure:

Death is certain to all , all fiiall dye. How a good Yoke
of Bullocks at Stamford FaiT ?

Sil. Truly Cofiun, I was not there,

Shal. Death is ceruin. Js old Do»^/<' of your Town
living yet ?

Sil. Dead, Sir,

ShAl. Dead > See, fee : he drew a jgood Bow : and

dead ? he Ihot a fine fhoot. John of Gaunt loved him
well , and betted much Money on his head. Dead ? he

would have clapi in the Clowt at Tvyclve-fcore, and car-

ryed you afote-hand Shaft at fourteen , and fourteen and

a halfc, that it would have done a mans heart good to fee.

How a fcore ofEwes now ?

Sil. Thereafter as they be : a fcore of good Ewes may
be worth ten poands.

Shal. And is old Double dead ?

Enter Bardolph And his Boy.

Sil. Here come two of Sir JohnFalJiafft'j Men (as 1

think.)

Shal. Coed-morrow, honcft Gentlemen.

Bard. I bcfecch you, which is Jufticc Sbatl^wf

Shal. 1 zm Robert Shallow iS'ir) a poor Efquirc ofthis

County, one of the Kings Juftices of the Peace

:

What is your good pleafure with me f

BArd. My Captain, (Sii) commends him to you: my
Captain,Sir John Faljlaffi : a tall Gentleman>and a moft

gallant Leader.

Shal He greets me well : ( Sir ) I knew him a good

Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight > may I

ask, how my Lady his Wife doth ?

Bard. Sir, pa rdon : a Souldier i$ better accommoda-

ted, then with a Wife.

Shal. It is well faid,Sir; and it is wellfaid indeed,too:

Better accommodated ? it is good, yea indeed is it ; good

phrafcs arc furely , and every where very commendable.

Accommodated, it comes of Aetemmodo : very good , a

good phrafe.

Bard. Pardon , Sir, I have heard the word. Phrafe

call you it ? by this day, I know not the Phrafe : but

I will maintain tbe Word with my Sword , to be a

Souldier-like Word , and a Word of exceeding good

Command. Accommodated : that is , when a man it

[(as they Cay ) accommodated : or, v»hen a man is , being

whereby
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whereby be though: 10 bc accommodaccd, which is an

exceileni ihing.

Enter F^lfiaffe.

Shul. It is very juft : Look, heie comes good Sir

^ohn. Give mc yoiu hand, give me your Worfliips good

hand : Truft me, you look well ; and bear your ycares

very well. Welcome, good Sir John.

talji. I am glad to fee you well, good Mader %£bert

Shallow : Mafter Sure card as I think ?

Shal. No, Sir J«A», it 1$ my Coufin Silence : in Com-
ruiflion with me.

Ftilji. Good Maftcr Silencty it wed befits you fhould

be of the peace.

Sil. Yourgood Worrtiipis weJcomt.

Falji. Fie, this is hot weather (Gentlemen) have you

provided me here half a dozen of fufficienc men ?

Shnl. Marry have we fir : Will you lit ?

Falji. Let mc fee tbem, I befecch you.

Shal. Where's the Roll ? Where's the Roll? Where's

the Roll ? Lee mc fee, let mc fee, let mc Cec : fo, fo, fo, fo :

yea marry, Sir, Raipb Motdiy : let them appear as I call

:

Jet them do Co, let them do fo : Let mc fee, Where is

MouUj >

Koul, Here,if It pleafeyou.

Shal, What think you (Sir Ji»A»)ia good limb'd fel-

low ; young, ftrong, and of good friends

F/fijff . Is thy name Meitlij ?

Maul. Yea, if it plea fe you.

Falfi, *Tis che more time tbou wert us'd,

Shdl. Ha, ha, ha, moft excellent. Thmgs that arc

mouldy, lack uff • very fingular good. Well bid, Sir

Jp/i», very well favd.

Talfl. Prick him.

Afoul. 1 was prickt well enough before, if you could

have let mc alone : my old Dame will bc undone now,for

one to do her Husbandry, and her Drudgeiy ; you need

not to have prickt me, there arc other men fitter to go
out trien I.

Falfi. Goto: peace Uouldj/^ you (liallgo. Meuldy^
it is time you were fpent.

<^M»ut. Spent?

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace ; f^and afidc : Know you
wlicre you are ? For the other. Sir "john : Let mc fee : Si-

nton Shadow.

Falfi. I marry, let mc have him to (\i under : he's like

to bc a cold fouldicr.

Shal. Wheie's Shadow?
Shad. Here, Sir.

Falfi. Shadow, whofc Son art thou ?

shad. My Mothers Son, Sir.

Falfi. Thy Mothers Son : like enough, and thy Fa-

thers fhadow : fo the Son of the Femaic, is tbcrtiadow

of the Male : it is often fo indee*d, but not ofthe fathers

fubftance.

shal. Do you like him,Sii John ?

Shadow will ferve for Summer : prick him : For
a number of fhadows to fill up the Muftci-

|l

Falfi.

^Ne iiavc

Book.

Shal.

Falfi.

tVart.

raifl.

Wart.

Falfi.

Thomas fVart.

Where's he ?

'

Here, fir.

Is thy name fVart }

Yea, fir.

Thou art a very ragged Wart.

ShaJ. Shall I prick hiro down,
Sir Jehu ?

Falfi. It were fuperftuous: for hisapparell isbuiJtup.

on his back, and the whole frame ftands upon pins : prick
him no more.

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, you can do it, fir
: you can doit r I

commend you well.

Francis Feeble.

Feeile. Here, fir.

Shal. Wliat Trade art thou Fee^t> ?

Teehle. A Womans Taylor, fir. J

Shal. Shall I prick him, fir >

Falfi. You may

:

But if it bad been a Mans Taylor, he would hare prick'd

you. Wilt thou make as many holes in an enemies Bat

tell, as thou haft done in a Womans Petticoat .'

Feeble. I will do my good will, fir, you can have no
more.

Talfi, Well fa id, good Womans Taylor: Welt faid

Couragious Feeble : thou wilt be a$ valiant as the wrath-

full Dove, or mofj magnanimous Moufe. Prick the wo-

mans Taylor well, Mzfiei Shallow, deep, Mafter Shal-

low.

Feeble. I would Wxrr might have gone, fir,

Falfi. I would thou wert a Mans Taylor, that thou

might'ft mend him, and make him fit togo. I cannot put

him to a private fouldicr, that is the Leader of fo many
thoufarwJs. Let that fuffice, moft Forcible Feeble.

Feeble. It fhall fuffice.

Falfi. I am bound to thee reverend Feeble. Who is

the next ?

Shal. ^peter BitJcalfeof the Green.

,.Falfi. Yea marry, let us Lee Bultatfe.

Bui. Here, fir

Falfi. Truft me, a likely Fellow. Come prick me Bul-

catfe till he roar again.

Bui. Oh, good my Lord Captain.

Fat. What ? do'ft thou roar before th'an pricki.

Bui. Oh fir, I am a difeafed man.

Falfi. What difeafc haft thou ?

Bui. A whorfon cold, fir ; a cough, fir, which I caoght

with Ringing in the Kings affaires, upon his Coronation

day, fir.

Falfi. Come, thou ftialt go to the Warrs in a Gown r

we will have away thy Cold, and I will take fuch order

that thy friends fhall ring for thee. Is here all f

shal. There is two mote called then your number

:

you muft have but four here, fir, and fo 1 pray you go
mwuh me to dinner.

Talfl. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot

tarry dinner. 1 am glad to fee youm good troth, Ma-
iler shallow,

Shal . O, Sir John, ioe you remember fince we lay all

night in the Wind-mill in Saint (jeorge's Field >

Falfi. No more of that, good Mafter Shallow : No
more of that.

Shal. Ha f it was a merry night. And 1$ Jaite Nlgbt-

w#ri^ slive /

Falfi. She \\ses,Uii\er Shallow.

Shal. She never could away with me.

Falfi. Never, never : (lie would alwayes fay (he could

not abide Mafter Shallow.

Shal. I could anger her to the heart : fhe vwas then a
BjuiaRtba. Doth Ine hold her own well .'

Fal. Old, old, Mafter Shallow.

Shal. Nay (he muli be old, fhc cannot chufe but be

K k old :

I
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old : certain (he's old : and had Rohin Nigbt-work^ by

old Night.work,^ before I came to Clements Inne.

Sit. That's fifty five yeares ago,

Shal. Hah, Coufin Silence, that thou hadft feen that,

that this Knight and I have feen : hah. Sir John, faid 1

well ?

Fal. We have heard the Chimes at mid-night, Ma-

fter Shallow.

Shal. That we have, that we have ; in faith, Sir John,

we have : our watch-world was , Hem-Boyes. Come,
let's to Dinner; come, let's to Dinner : Oh thedaycsthat

we have feen. Come, come.

Bui. Good Mafter Corporate Bardelph, ftand my
friend, and here is four Harry ten fhillings in French

Crowns for you : in very truih/ir, I had as lief be hang'd,

fir, as go ? and yet for mine own part, fir, I do not care,

but rather , hecaufc I am unwillmg, and for mine own

part, have a defue to Riy wich my friends : elfe, fir,,I did

not care, for mine own part, fo much.

Bar. Goto: fland aiidc.

MohI. And good Mafler Corporall Captain, for my
old Dames fake, ftand my friend : fhe hath no body to

do any thing about her, when I am gone : and fhe is old

and cannot help her felf : you fhall have forty, fir.

hard. Go to : ftaind afide.

Feeble. I care not, a man can die but once: we owe a

death. 1 will never bear a bafe mind : if it bemydefti-

ny, fo : if it be not, fo : no man is too good to fervc his

Prince : and let it go whicVi way it will, he that dies this

year, is quit for the ne\\.

Bard. Well faid
^ thoU area good fellow.

Feehle. Nay.^l will bear no bafe mind-

Faljl. Corjie, fir, which men fhall I have >

Shal. Four of which you pleafc.

Bard, Sir, a word wich you : I have three pound, to

free Mouldy and Bulcalfe.

Falsi. Go to: well.

Shal. Come, Sir John, which four will you have ?

Tal. Do you chufc for me.

Shal. Marry Chen, Mouldy, Bulcalfe, Feeble ,ind

Shallow.

Fal. Mouldy,and Bjitcalfe : for you Meuldy, ftay at

home, till you are pafl fcrvioe : and for your part, Bull-

f<r//V,grow till you come unto it : I will none of you.

Shal. Sir JohH,S\x Joh», do not your felf wrong, they

are your likelieft men, and I would have you ferv'd with

the beft.

f-«^.Will you tell me (Mafter Shallow) how to chufe

a man ? Care I for the Limb, the Thewcs, the Stature,

Bulk, and big affemblance of a man ? give me the fpirit

(Mafter Shallo-w.)VJhtxt's ivart } you fee what a ragged

appearance it is : he fhall charge you, and difcharge you,

with the motion of a Pcwterers Hammer : come off, and

on, fwifter then he that gibbets on the Brewers Bucket.

And this fame half fac'd fellow. Shadow, give mc this

man, he prefents no mark to the Enemy i the fo-man

may with as great ayme levell a: the edge of a Pen-knife

:

and for a Retreat, how fwiftly will this Feeble, the wo-

mans Taylor, run off. O give me the fpare men, and

fparc mc the great ones. Put mc a Calyvcr into JVart's

hand, Bardolph.

Bard, Hold fFart, Traverfc : thus, thus, thus.

Fal. Come manage me your Calyvcr : fo, very well,

go to, very good, exceeding good. O give me alwaycs

a little, lean, old, chop:, bald Shot. Well faid ^fVrrr, thou

arc a good Scab : hold, there is a Teflcr for thee.

Shal. He is not his Craft-mafteri he doth not doe ii

right. 1 remember at Mile-end Green, when I lay at

Clewettts Inne, I was then Sir Dagenet in t^frthur's

Show . there was a little quiver fellow , and he would
manage you his Piece thus: and he would about, and a-

bout, and come you in, and come you in : Rah, tah, tah,
would he fay, Bownce would he fay, and away again
would he go, and again would he come : I fhall never fee

4uch a fellow.

Pal. Thefc fellows will do well, Mafter Shallaw.
Farewell Maflcr Silenet, I will not ufc many words with
you : fare you well. Gentlemen both : J thank you .• I

mud a dozen mile to night. Bardolph, g\\e the Souldicrs

Coats.

Shal. Sir Jthu, Heaven bielle you, and profper your
Affaires, and fend us Peace. As you return , vifit my
houfe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed : peradycn-
ture T will with you to the Court.

Faljl. I would you would, Mafter Shallow.

Shal. Go to : I have fpoke at a word. Fare you well.

Exit.

Falji Fare you well, gentle Gentlemen. On Bar.
dolph, lezd the men away. As I return, I will fetch off

thefe Juftices : I do fee the bottom of Juftice Shallow.

How fubje(£l we old men are to this vice of Lying ?

This fame ftarv'd Juftice hath done nothing but prate to

me of the wildeneffe of his Youth, and the Feats he hath

done about Turnhall-firtet, and every third word a Lye,

ducr paid to the bearer, then the Turks Tribute. I do re-

member him at Clements Inne , like a man made after

fupper,of a Cheefe-paring. When he was naked, he was,

for all the world, like a forked Radifh, with a Head fan-

taftically carv'd upon it with a Knife. He was forlorn,]

that his Dimcnfions (to any thick fight) were invinci-

ble. He was the very Genius of Famine : he came ever

in the reer-ward of the Faftiion : And now is the Vices

Dagger become a Squire, and talks as familiarly ofJohn

of Gaunt, as if he had been fworn Brother to him : and

ric be fworn he never faw him but once in the Tilt-yard,

and then he burft his head, for crowding among cheMar-

fhals men. I faw it, and told fehn of Gaunt, he beat his

own Name, for you might have trufs'dliim, and all his

apparell into an Eele-skinne : The Cafe of a Treble

Hoc-boy was a Manfion for him : a Court : and now
hath he Land, and Beeves. Well, I will be acquainted

with him, if I return: and it fhall go hard, hut I will

make him a Philofophers two Stones tome. If the young

Dace be a Bait for the old Pike, I fee no reafon, in the

Law of Nature, but I may fnapat him. Let time (hape,

and there an end.

Exeunt.

dJSius Quartus. Scena Trima,

Enter the ^rch'BiJhop,Mowirajf, ffaJtingSy

tVelimerland, Colevile.

Bi(h. What is the Forreft call'd ?

Haii. Tis Gualtree Forreft , and'c pleafe your

Grace.

Bi/h.Hsn ftand(my Lords)and fend difcoverics forth

To know the number of our Enemies.

Hafi. Wc have fcnt forth already.

Bip>.
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h\^. 'Tis well done.

My friends and brethren (in thefe great Affaires)

] muJt acquaint you, that / have receiv'd

New-dated Letters from NoithnmberUnd :

Their cold intent, tenure, and fubftancc thus.

How doth he wifli his Perfon, with fuch Powers

As might hold fortance with his Quality,

The which he could not levy : whereupon

He is retir'd, to ripe his growing Fortunes ,

To Scotland ; and concludes in hearty Players,

That your Attempts may over-live tiic hazard.

And fcarfull meeting of their Oppofite.

/^ai*.Thus do the hopes we have in him, touch ground,

And dalh themfclvcs to pieces.

Enter a Me^trtger.

Hafi. Now ? what newes ?

Mtjf. Weft of this Forteft, fcarccly offa mile,

In goodly form, comes on the Enemy

:

And by the ground they hide, 1 judge their number

Upon, or near, th« rate of thirty thoufand.

Mow. The jufl pioportioathat we gave them out.

Let us fway on, and face them in the Field.

Enter Ji^eJlmerUnd,

Bijh: What well appointed Leader fronts us here?

Mow. I think it is my Lord oi tVeflmertaHd.

Wefl. Health, and fairgreeting from our Gcncrall,

The Prince, Lord John^ and Dukeoi Lancajter.

Bijh. Say on (my Lord of H^ejlmerltwd) in peace

:

What doth concern your comming ?

fTeJ}, Then (my Lord)
Unto your Grace do I in chief addrcfTe

The fubrtance of my Speech. If that Rebellion

Came like it felf,in bafe and abicft Routs,

Led on by bloody Youth guarded with Rage,

Andcountcnanc'dby Boyes, and Beggery;

I fay if damn'd Commotion fo appear,

In his true, native, and inoft proper fhape.

You (Reverend Father, and thefe Noble Lords)

Had not been here, to drefTc tJie ugly form
Of bafe, and bloody infurrcftion.

With your fair Honours. You, Lord Arch-Bifliop,

Whofe Sea is by a Civil Peace maintain'd,

Wbofc Beard, the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch'd,

Whofe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hathtutor'd,

Whofe white Inveflments figure Innocence
,

The Dove, and vctv blelTed Spirit of Peace.

Wherefore do you fo ill tranflate your felf.

Out of the fpecch of Peace, that bears fuch grace,

Into the hairti and boyftrous Tongue of War ?

Turning your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood,
Your Pens toLaunces,and your Tongue divine
To a low Tiuniper, and a Point of War ?

Bifh. Wherefore do I this? fo thequeftionftarvds.
Briefly to this end : We are all diftas d.
And With our furfefting, and wanton hours.
Have brought our felves into a burning Feaver ,
And we muft bleed for it r of which Difcafc,
Our late King Richard (being infefted) dy'd.
But (my mod Noble Lord of Wtjlmerlani)
I take not on me here asa Phyfuian,
Nor do I, as en Enemy to Peace,
Troop in the Throngs of Miliuiymen :

But rather ihew a while like fearfijil Wa.rc,

To dyet rank Mindes,fickeof happinelTe
;

And purge th'obft.uftious, which begin to f!op

Our very Veins of Life rhear me mor'e plainly.

I have m equall ballance juftly weigh'd.

What wrongs our Armcs may do, what wrong v/e fuffcr.

And find our griefs heavier then our offences.

We fee which way the flrcam of Time doth run.

And are enforc'd from our mort quiet there,

By the rough Torrent of Occafion,

And have the fummary of all our Griefs

(When time fhall ferve) to fhcw in Articles
;

Which long ere this, we offer'd to the King

,

And might by no Suit,gain our Audience:

When we are wrong'd and would unfold our Griefs,

We are deny'd acceife unto his perfon.

Even by ihofe men, that moft have done us wrong.

The dangers of the dayes but newly gone,

Whofe memory is written on the Earth

I
With yet appearing blood ; and the examples

Of every Minutes inftance (prcfenc now)
Hath put us in thefe ill-befeeming Armes

:

Not to break Peace, or any Branch of it ,

Butioeftablifh here a Peace indeed.

Concurring both in Name and Qjiality,

IVe^. When ever yet was your Appeal deni'd ?

Wherein have you been galled by the King f

What Peer hath been fubborn'd, to graie on you.

That you fliould feal this lawlcfTe bloody Book

Of fo;g'd Rebellion, with a Seal divine f

Bifh. My brother Generall, the Common-wealth,

I make my quarrell in particular.

lyejl. There is no need of any fuch redrefTe j

Of if there were, it not belongs to you.

Mow. Why not to him in part, and to us all,

That feellthc bruiies of the dayes before.

And fufler the Condition of tliefc Times

To lay a heavy and unequall Hand upon our Honouis ?

tVefi. O my good Lord Mowbray^
Confliue the Times to their Neceflities,

And you fhall fay (indeed) it is the Time,
And not the King, that doth you injuries.

Yet for your part, it not appeares to me.
Either from the King, or in the prefent Time
That you fhould have an inch ofany ground
Fohuild a Grief on : we^c you not reftor'd

To all the Duke oi Norfolk^% Seignories,

Your Noble, and right well remcmbred Fathers?
Mow. What thing, in Honour, had my Father lofl,

Thatneed to be rcviv'd, and breath'd in me ?

The King that lov'd him, as the State ftood then.
Was forc'd, perforce compell'd to banifh him

:

And then, that Henry BuUl/tgbrook^^nA he
Being mounted, and both rowfcd in their Seats

,

Their neighing Courfes daring of the Spurre,

Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers down.
Their eyes of fire, fpatkling through fights of Steel,

And the loud Trumpet blowing them together

:

Then, then, when there was nothing could have ftay'd

My Father from the Breaft of BuUinghcek. :

O, v<hen the King did throw his Warder down.
(His own Life hung upon the Staffe he threw)
Then threw he down himfelf, and all their Live*,
That by lndi6lment, and by dint of Swoi d,

Have (ince mifcarried under BuUlngbrooi^. (what.
tyell. You fpeak (Lord Mewbraj) now you know not

Kk 2 The
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The Earl of Hereford^ was reputed then

In England the moft valianc Geatleman.
VVho knows, on whom Fortune would thca have finil'd ?

But if your Father had been Viftor there.

He ne're had born it out of Coventry.

For ail the Countrey, in a general! voyce,

Cry'd hate upon him : and all their prayers, and Iotc,

Were fee on Hertford^ whom they doted on.
And blefs'd,and giacd, and did more then the King.
But this is meer digredion from my purpofc.

Here come I from our Princely General!,

To know your Giiefs ; to tell you from his Grace,

That he will give you Audience : and whercirt

It fhall enjoy them, eveiy thing fet off.

You fhall appear, that your demands are juf},

That might might fo much as think you Enemies.

Mow, But he hath forc'd us to compell this Offer,

And it proceeds from Policy, not Love.

fye§t, LMowhraj^ you over ween to take it fo

:

This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fear.

For lo, within a Ken our Army lies.

Upon mine Honour, all too confident

To give admittance to a thought of fear.

Our Battell is more full of Nam^s then yours.

Our Men more perfect in the ufc of Armes,

Our Armour all as ftrong,our Caufe the beft

;

Then Rcafon will, our hearts fhould be as good.

Say you not then, our Offer is compell'd.

Morv. Well, by my will, we fhall admit no Parley.

fVell. That argues bnt the fhame of your offence :

A rotten Cafe abides no handing.

Haft. Hath the Prince Jthn a full CommilTion,

In very ample virtue of his Father,

To hear, and abfolutely to determine

Of what Conditions we fhall ftand upon ?

Wr/?, That is intended in the Gcneralls Name :

I mufe you make fo flight a Qucftion,

Bifh. Then take (my Lord o^fVeflmerUnd) this Sche-

For this contains our gEnerall Grievances

:

fdulc,

Each feverall Article herein vedrefs'd

,

All members of our Caufe, both here, and hence.

That arc infinewcd to this Aflion,

Acquitted by a true fubftantiall form.

And prefent execution of our wills,

To us, and to our purpofes confin'd,

We come within our awfull Banks again,

And knit our Powers to the Arm of peace.

yyefi. This will I fhew the General!. Pleafcyou Lords

In fight of both our Battels, we may meer

At either end in peace : which Heaven fo frame,

Or to the place of difference call the Swords,

Which muft needs decide it.

Bifh. My Lord, we will dofo.

Morv. There is a thing within my Bofome tells me.

That no condition ofour Peace can ftand.

Haft. Fear you not that, if we can make our Peace

Upon fuch large termes, and fo abfolute.

As our Conditions fhall confift upon.

Our Peace fhall fland as firm as Rocky Mountains.

Mow. I, but our valuation fhall be fuch
,

That every flight, and falfe-derived Caufe,

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reafon,

Shall to the King, tafle of this A(3ion :

That wereour Royall faiths, Martyrs in Love,

Wc fhall be winnowed with fo rough a wind.

That even our Corn fhall feem as light as Chaffe»

And good from bad find no partition.

B'l^. No, no (my Lord) note this : the King is weary
Of dainty, and fuch picking Grievances :

For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death,
Revives two greater in the Heirs of Life.

And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean,

And keep no Tell-tale to his Memory,
That may repeat, and Hiftory his loffe.

To new remembrance. For full well he knows,
He cannot fo precifcly weed this Land,
As his mifdoubts prefent cccafion

:

His foes are fo enrooted with his friends,

That plucking to unfix an Enemy

,

He doth unfaflen fo,and fhakc a friend.

So that this Land, like an offenfive wife,

That hath enrag'd him on, to offcr ftrokes,

As he isfliiking, holds his infant up

,

And hangs refolv'd Correftion in the Arm,
That wasuprear'd to execution.

H^ft, Bcfidcs, the King hath wafied all his Rods,
On late Offendcrsi that he now doth lack

The very Inflruments of Chaftifement

:

So that his power, like to a Fangleffe Lyon
May offer, but not hold.

Bi^h, 'Tis very true :

And therefore be affur'd (my good Lord MarfTiall)

If we do now make our attonement well.

Our Peace will(like a broken Limb united)

Grow ftronger, for the breaking.

Mow. Be it fo .•

Here is return'd my Lord oiWeftmerUni.

Enter fVeftmerland,

fVe.lht Prince is here at handrplcafethyourLordfliip

To meet his Grace, jufl diflance 'tween our Armies .?

Mow. Your Grace of Tork^ in heavens name then

forward.

Bifh. Before,and greet his Grace (my Lord) we come.

Enter Trince John,

John, You are well encountred here (my coufin Mew-

Good day to you, gentle Lord Arch-Bilhop, (J"''*/)

And fo to you Lord H^ftingsyZnd to all.

My Lord of Torkj, it better fhew'd with you

,

When that your Flock (affembled by the Bell)

Encircled you, to hear with reverence

Your Expofition on the holy Text,

Then now to fee you here an Iron man.

Cheering a rout of Rebels with your Drumme,

Turning the Word, to Sword ; and Life, to Death.

That man that fits within a Monarchs heart.

And ripens in the Sun-fhine of his favour.

Would he abufe the Countenance of the King,

Alack, what mifchiefs might he fe: abroach,

In fhadow of fuch greatneffe ? With you. Lord Bifhop,

It is even fo. Who hath not heard it fpoken.

How deep you were within the Books of Heaven *

To us, the Speaker in his Parliament ;

To us, the imagine voyce of Heaven itfelf

:

The very Opcnei,and Intelligencer

,

Between the Grace, thcSanftkies of Heaven
,

Andour dull workings. O, who fhall believe.

But youmifufethe reverence of your Place,

Employ the Countenance and Grace of Heaven ,

As a falfe Favourite doth his Princes Name ,

Inde cdsdifhonourable ? You have taken up.

Under
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Under the countcrfeiced zeal of Heaven ,

The Subjefts of Heavens Subftitute, my Father,

And both againR the Peace of Heaven, and him,

H»vc hercup-fvAwrmcd them.

Bip?. Good my Lord of Lancafier^

I am no: here againft your Fathers Peace :

Bat (as I told my Lord of JVejimerUnd)

The time (mif-order'd) doth in common fence

Crowd us, and cruHi us, to this monftrous Form,

To hold our fafcty up. I fcnt your Grace

The parcets, and particulars of our Grief,

Thcwhichhath bin with fcorn {Tiov'd from the Court:

Whereon this Hyd.rM.Sou ofWar is bom,
Whofc dangerous eyes may well be charm'd afleap.

With grant of our moft juft and right dtfires

;

And true Obedience, of this MadnefTc cur'd,

Stoop tamefy to the foot of Majcfly.

tjMow. If not, weready arecotry our fortunc5

To the lafl man.

Haft. And though we here fall down ,

We have Supplies to fecond our Attempt

:

If they mircarry,theirsfhall fecond them.

And fo, fuccefle of mifchief fhall be born
,

And Heir from Heir (Tiall hold this Quarretl up.

Whiles England (\\i\\ have generation.

J«h». You are too rtiaiIow(//«j/?/«^/)

Much too (hallow.

To found the bottom of the after-times.

Pf^eji. Pleafeth your Grace, to anfwer them dtreftly,

How far-forth you do like their Articles

:

John. I like them all, and do allow them well t

And fwear here, by the honour of my blood,

My Fathers purpofcs have been miftook,

And fome, about bim, have too lavifhly

Wrefted his meaning, and Authority.

My Lord, thefe Griefs fhall be withlpeed redreR ;

Upon my life, they fliall. If this may plcafc you,

Difcharge your Powcrsuntoiheirfeverall Counties,

As we will ours : and here between the Artjue§,

Let's drink together friendly, and embrace.

That all their eyes may bear thofc Tokens home,
Of otJr rcftorcd Love, and Amity,

B'tjh. I take your Princely word, for thcfc redrcfles.

John. I give it you, and will maintain my word ;

And thereupon I drink unto your Grace.

Hafl. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army
This newes of Peace ; let them have pay, and part

:

I know it will well pleafe them.

High thee Captain. Exit.

Bip?. To you, my Noble Lord o^ffefimerUnd.

jyefi. I pledge your Grace :

And if you knew what pains I have bcftow'd.

To breed this prcfent Peace,

You would drink freely : but my love to ye.

Shall fhew it felf more openly hereafter.

B'ip>. I do not doubt you.

i^efi. I am glad of It.

Health to my Lord, and gentle Coufin Movtbraj.

Mow. You wifh me health in very happy feafon
,

For I am on the fudden, fomething ill.

Bip). Againft ill Chances men are ever merry.

But heavinefTe fore-runs the good event.

IVefi. Therefore be merry (Coz) (incc fudden fbnow
Servcsto fay thus : fome good thing comes to morrow.

Bljh. Believe me, 1 am paffing light in fpirit.

Maw. So much the wovfc, if your own Rule be true.

Joh». Tlic word of Peace is render'd : hark how they
fhowt.

Mow. Th s had been checrfull after Vi<£lory.

B P). A Peace is of the nature of aConqueu :

For then both parties nobly arc fubdu'd,

And neither party loofer.

Jthn. Go (my Lord)

And let our Army be difchargcd too

:

And good my Lord fo (pleafe you) let our Trains
March by us, that we may pctufc the men Exit.

We Qioutd have cop'd withalj.

BiP). Go, good Lord Hajilngs :

And ere they be difmifs'd let them inarch by. Exit,

John. 1 truft(Lords) we (hall lie to night together.

E/ittr l^eJlmerUfid.

Now Coufin, wherefore (lands our Army ftill ?

tVeJi. The Leaders having charge from you to Aaxid,

Will not go off untill they hear you fpcak.

Jthn. They know their duties. Enter H^ifiingt.

Hdfi. Our Army is difpcrs'd :

Like youthfull Steers, unyoak'd, they took their courfe

Eaft, WtftiNorth, South : or like a School broke up,

Each hurries towards his home, and fporting place.

WcSl. Good tidings(my Lord //rfy?/»f/)for the which
I do arrcft thee (Traytor) of high Treafon :

And you Lord Arch-Bifhop, and you Lord Mewbrajy
Of Capital! Tfeafon, I aitach you both.

Mow. Is this proceeding juft and honourable >

fyefl. Is your AfTembly fo ?

Bipj. Will you thus break your faith ?

John. I pawn'd thee none

:

I promifs'd you redrelTe of thefe Came Grievance*

Whereof you did complain ; which by mine Honour

,

I will perform, with a moft Chriftian care.

But for you (Rebels) look to tafte the due

Meet for Rebellion, and fuch Afls as yours.

Moft fhallowly did you thefe Aimes commence.
Fondly brought here, and fooIi(hly fent hence.

Strike up our Drummes, purfue the fcatccr'd ftray ,

Heaven, and not we, have fafely fought to day.

Some guard thefe Traitors to the block of Death,
Treafons trut bed, and y ielder up of breath. Exeunt.

Enter tnlflaffe,and Colevile.

falfl. What's your Name, Sir .? of what Condition
are you ? and what place, I pray ?

Col. I am a Knight,Sir :

And my Name is Collevlleodhe Dale.

Faijf, Well then, OZ/rtr/Vf is your Name, a Knight

is your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Collevile (hall

ftill be your Name, a Traitor your Degree, and the Dun-
eon your Place, a place deep enough : fo fhall you be

[ill Collevile of the Dale.

Cot. Arc not you Six John Talfi^jfe ?

fitlflafe. As good a man as he, fir, who c're lam : do
ye yield, (ir, or fhall I fweat for you ? if I do fweat,they

are the drops of thy Lovers,and they weep for thy death,

therefore rowzc up Fear and Trembling, and do obfer-

vance to my mercy.

Col. I tJiink you are Sir John Ftljltff'e^ and in that

thought yield me.

Fal. I have a whole School of Tongues in this belly

of mirte, andnot aTongue of them all fpeaks any other

word but my Name : and I had but a belly ofany indiffe-

rency, I v«re fimply the moft aftive fellow in Europe -•

my womb, my womb, my womb undo's me. Here comes

our Generall.

K k J Emtir
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Enter Prince John and JVtfimetJand.

John. The heat is paft, follow no farther now ,

Call in the Powers,good Coufin tyeftmerland.

Now FalHafe^ where have you been all this while ?

When every thing is ended, then you come,

Thefc urdy tricks of yours will (oniny life)

One time or other, break fome Gallows back,

FaIJI. I would be forry (my Lord) but it ftiould be

thus : I never knew yet , but rebuke and check was the

reward of Valour. Do you think me a Swallow, an Ar-

row, or a Bullet ? Have I, in my poor and old Motion ,

the expedition of Thought f I have fpeeded hither with

the very extremcft mch of pofltbility, I have foundred

nine fcore and oddc Ports : and here (iravelUaimed as I

am) have, in my pure and immaculate Valour, ukcn

Sit John CollevlU ofthe Dale,a moft furious Knighi,ard

valorous Enemy : But what of that ? he faw me, and

yielded : that I may juftly fay with the hook>nos'd fel-

low of ^9wf, I came, faw,and over-camc.

John, It was more of his Courtefie, then your defer-

ring'

Talfl. I know not : here he is, and here I yield him

:

and I befcech your Grace, let it be book'd with the reft

of this dayes deed* ; or, I fwear, I will have it in a par-

ticular Ballad, with mine own Pifture on the top of it

( C»//^W/0 kjfTing my foot: To the which courfe,if I

be enforc'd, if you do not all (hew it like gilt two-pcnccs

to me ; and I, in the clear Sky of Fame, o're-(hine you

as much as the full Moon dotn the Cynders of the Ele-

ment (which (hew like Pms Heads to her) believe not

the word of the Noble : therefore let me have right, and

let defert mount,

John. Thine's too heavy ce mount.

Falfl. Let it (hine then.

John. Thine's too thick to (hinc

F^lfl. Let It do fomething (my good Lord) that may

do me good, and call it what you will.

John. Is thy Name CoUeviU f

Col. It is (my Lord,)

John. A famous Rebel art thou, CttUvUi,

Fulfl, And a famous true Subject took him.

Col. I am^my Lord) but as my Betters are,

That led me hither : had they been rul'd by mc.
You (hould have won them dearer then you have.

Fdlil, I know not how they fold themfelves, but thou

like a kind fcltow,gav*ft thy fel( away ; and I thank thee,

for thee.

Enter fVeiimerland.

John. Have you leftpurfait?

fVtJt. Retreat is made, and Execution (tay 'd.

John. Send ColUvtltf with his Confederates,

To Torkj to prefent Execution.

B/««, lead him hence, and fee you guard him fure,

Sxli CoUevlle.

And now difpatch wc toward the Court (my Lords)

I hear the King, my Father is fore fick.

Our Newes fhall go before us, to his Majefty

,

Which (Coufin) you (hall beat;, to comfon nim :

And we with fober fpccd will fallow you,

Fatft. My Lord, I befeech you , give me leave to go

through Gloceflerfhlre:y and when you come to Court,

(land my good Lord, 'pray, in your good report.

John. Fare you well, F*ljiMffe : I, in my conditi'on.

Shall better fpeak of you, then you defetve. Exit.

Falfl. I would you had but the wit : 'twere better then

your Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young fober-

blooded Boy doth not lovemc, nor a man cannot make
him laugh ; but that's no marvell, he drinks no Wine.

There's never any ofthefe demure Boyescome to any

proof : for thin drink doth (o over-cool their blood

,

and making many Fi(h-Mcals, that they fall into a kind

of Male Green. ficknelTe : and then, when they marry,

they get Wenches. Thev are generally Fools, and Cow-
ards ; which fome of us Inould be too,Dut for inflamation

A good Sherris-Sack hath a two-fold operation in it;

itafcends me into the Brain, diies me thete all thefool-

ifh, and dull, and ctudy -Vapours, which environ it ;

makes it apprehenfivc, ^uick, foi getive, full ef nimble,

fiery, and deleflable (hapes ; which deliver'd o'retothe

Voycc, the Tongue, which is the Biith , becomes excel-

lent Wit. Thelecond property of your excellent Shcr.

ris, is, the A^aiming of the Blood : which before (cold,

and fetlcd) left the Livei white, and pale : which is the

Badge of Pufilianimity, and Cowardj2e : but the Sherris

waimfs It, and makes it couife from the inwards, to the

parts extreme : it illuminateih the Face, which (as a B«a~

con) gives warning to all the re(^ of this little Kingdcme
(man)to Arm : and then the Vital Commoners, and in-

land petty fpiriis, mufter mc all to their Captain, the

Heart ; who great, and pufi up with his retinue, doih a-

ny deed of Courage rand this Valour comes of Sheriis.

So, that skill in the Weapon is nothing, without Sack

( for that fetsit a woik : )and Learning, a meer Hoard

of Cold, kept by a Devil, till Sack commences it, and fets

it in a6t, and ulc. Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry
IS valiant : for the cold blood he did naturally inherit of

his Father, he hath, like lean, fterill,and bare Land, ma
nured, husbanded, and till'd, with excellent endeavour

of drinking good, and good (tore offertil Sherris, that

he is become very hot, and valiant. If I had a thoufand

fons, the fir(i Principle I would teach them, (hould be to

forfwcar thin Potations , and to addift themfelves to

Sack. Enter Burdolph.

How now, B^rdofh.

Bard. The Army is difcharged all, and gone,'

Falfi. Let them go: I'le through Glocefterjhire^ and

there will I vi(it Mafter Robert Shsllow^ Efquire : I have

him already tempering between my finger and my thumb,

and fhortly will I feal with him. Come away.

Exeunt.

Scena Secunda,

Enter Klng^fVArwicky Clarencey Glocefier.

King, Now Lords, if heaven doth give fuccefTefull

To this Debate that blcedeth at our doors, (end

We will our Youth lead on to higher Fields,

And draw no Swords, but what arc fanftifi'd.

Our Navy is addrelTed, our Power collefted,

Our Subltitutes, in abfence, well invelted.

And every thing lies levell to our wi(h ;

Onely we want a little perfonall ftrength

:

And pawfe us, till thefe Rebels, now a foot.

Come underneath the yoak of Government.
fyar. Both which wc doubt not, but your Majefty

Shall foon enjoy.
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Ki«f. Humphrey (my Sonof Glouccftcr) where is

the Pnnce, your Brother ?

C/o. I think he's gone to hunt (my Lord) at Windfor,

King. And how accompanied ?

G/o. I do not know (my Lord.)

King. Is noc his Brother, ThomM of CUrtncty with

him?
G/o. No (my good Lord) he is in prcfcncc here,

CUr. What would my Lord, and Father ?

King. Nothing but well to thcc,7"A»«4W diCUrence^

How chanec thou art not with the Prince, thy Brochcr?

He loves thee, and thou do'ft negleft him (ThomM.)

Thou haft a better place in his AfFciflion,

Then all thy Brochers : Chcrrifti it (my Boy)

And Noble Offices thou niay'ft cffc^

Of Mediation (after I am dead)

Between his Greatnefs, and thy other Brethren.

Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Love,

Nor loofe the good advantage of his Grace,

By feeming cold, or carelcfs of his will.

For he is gracious if he be obfcrv'd

;

He hath a Tear for Pitty , »nd a Hand

Open (as Day) for melting Charity

:

Yet notwichlianding, being incens'd, he's Flint,

As humorous as Winter, and as fudden*

As Flaws congealed in the Spring of day.

His temper therefore muft be well obferv'd

:

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently,

When you perceive his bloud indin'd to mirth :

But being moody, give him Line, and fcope.

Till that his paflions (like a Whale on ground)

Confound chemfelvfs with working. Learn this ThttHM,

And thou Ihalt prove a fhelterto thy friends,

A Hoop of Gold to bind thy Brothers in

:

That the uniced VeffcU of thei r Bloud

(Mingled with Venome of Suggcftion,

As force, perforce, the Age will pour it in)

Shall never leak, though it do work as ftrong

As Aconitum^ or rafh Gun-powder.

Clar. I ihallobferve him with all care, and love.

Why art thou not at Windfor with him(Ti&tf-Kiitg.

mat?

)

Clar.

Kittg.

He is noc thereto day : he dines in London.

_ And how accompanied ? Canft thou tell that ?

Clar, With PoinSy^nA Other hiscontinuall followers.

King. Moft fubjeft is the facceft SoyI to Weeds

:

And he (the Noble Image of my Youth)

Is ovcr-fprcad with them : therefore my grief

Stretches it felf beyond the hour of death.

The bloud weeps from my heart, when I do (hapt

(In formes imaginary ) th'ungnided Dayes,

And lotcen Times, that you Ihall look upon,

Whfn I am deeping with my Anceflors,

For when his head- ftrong Riot hath no Curb,

When Rage and hot-bloud are his Counfellors,

When Means and lavifh Manners meet together.

Oh, with what Wings fliall his Affections flyc

Towards fronting Peril!, and oppos'd decay ?

fVAr. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him qu'itc :

The Prince but ftudics his Companions,

Like a ftrange Tongue : wherein, to gain the Language

'Tis needfull, that the moft immodefl word
Be look'd upon, and learn'd ; which once ittain'd.

Your Highncfs knows, comes to no farther ufc

,

But to be known, and hated. So, like grofs termSf

The Prince will, in the perfeftncfs of time,

Caft off his followers : and their memory
Shall as a Pattern, ot a Meafure live.

By which his Grace muft mete the lives of others.

Turning paft evills to advantages.

Kin. 'Tis feldome, when the Bee doth leave her Comb
In the dead Carrion.

Enter fyeJimerlMii.

Who's here? fVeJfmerUni}

fVeft. Health to my Soveraign, and newhaj^inels

Added to that, that I am to deliver.

Prince John., your Son, doth kiffc your Graces hand

:

iJMawbrajy the Biftiop, Scrtap, //«/?//»//, and all.

Are brought to the Corredilion of your Law.

There is not now a Rebels Sword unflieath'd.

But Peace puts forth" her Olive every where t

The manner how this Aflion hath been borne.

Here (at more leifure)may your Highnefs read,

With every courfe, in his particular.

King. O H'eftmtrlaiidy thou art a Summer Bird,

Which ever in the haunch of Winter fings

The lifting up of day.

Enttr HarcoHrt.

Look, here's more news,

Har. From enemies, Heaven keep your Majcfty

:

And when they ftand againft you, may they fall,

As thofc that lam come to tell you of.

The Earle t^orthumberUnd, and the Lord Baritlfe^

With a great Power of Englifti, and of Scots,

Are by the SherifFofYorkmire overthrown :

The manner, and true order of the fight.

This Packet (plcafc) you conuins at large.

King. And wherefore fhould thefegood news

Make me lick ?

Will fortune never come with both hands full.

But write her fair words ftill in fouleft Letters?

She either gives a Stomack, and no food,

( Such are the poor, in health ) or elfe a Feaft,

And ukes away the Stomack ( Such arc the Rich,

That have aboundance, and enjoy it not.

I ftiould rcjoyce now, at this happy news,

And now my Sightfails, and my brain isgiddy.

O me, come near me, now I am much ill.

Clo. Comfort your Ma jefty.

CU. Oh, my Royall Father.

fVeilmer. My foveraign Lord,cheir up your felf, look

up.

fVar. Be patient (Princes) you do know, thcfc Fits

Are with his Highnefs very ordinary.

Stand from him, give him aire

:

He'll ftraight be well.

C/ar. No, no, he cannot long hold out : thefe pangs,

Th'inceffqnt care, and labour of his mind.

Hath wrought the Mure, that ftiould confine in it.

So thin, that life loob through, and will brnk out.

GU. The people fear me : for they do obferyc

Unfathct'd Heirs, and loathly Births of Nature

:

The fcafons change their manners, as the year

Had found fomc monthes afleep, and leap'd them over.

CUr. The River hath thrice flow'd, no ebbc between :

And the old tolk (Times doting Chronicles)

Say it did fo, a little time before

That our Grand-fue Edward fick'd, and dy'd. i

fVMr
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py*r. Speak lower ( Princes ) for the King reco-

vers.

Ch. This Apolpexy will (certain) be his end.

King. I pray you take fneup, and bear me hence

Into fome other Chamber : foftly pray.

Let there be no noyfe made (my gentle friends)

UnlefTe fome dull and favourable hand

Will whifper Mufick to my weary Spirit.

IVar. Call for the Mufick in the other Room.

King. Set me the Crown upon my Pillow here.

CUr. His eye is hollow, and he changes much.

fVar, Lefs noyfe, lefs noyfe.

Enter Prince Henry.

Pr'tH. Hen. Who faw the Duke of CUrence }

Cla. I am here (Brother) full of heavinefs.

Pr'in. Hcfi, How now ? Rain within doors, and none

abroad ? How doth the King ?

G/o. Exceeding ill.

Pria, Hen. Heard he the good news yet ?

Tell it him.

Glo. He alter'd much, upon the hearing it.

Prin. Hen. If he be Tick with Joy,
He'! recover without Phyfick.

fy4r. Not fo much noyfe (my Lords)

Sweet Prince fpcak low.

The King, your father, isdifposd tofleep.

C/ar. Let us with-draw into the other Room.
fVar. Wil't pleafe your Grace to go along with us ?

Prin.Hen. No : I will fit, and watch here,by the King.

Why doth the Crown lye there, upon his Pillow,

Being fo troublefome a Bed-fellow ?

O poUifh'd Pertuibation ! Golden Care !

That keeep'ft the Ports of flumber open wide.

To many a watchfull Night : flecp with it now.
Yet not fo found, and half fo deeply fweet.

As he whofe Brow (with homely Biggen bound)

Snores out the Watch of Night. O Ma jefty I

When thou do'fi pinch thy Bearer, thou do'ftfic

Like a rich Armor, wome in heat of day,

That fcald'ft with fafcty : by his Gates of breath.

There lyes adowlney feather, which ftirs not:

Did he fufpire, that light and wcightlcfs dowln
Perforce muft move. My gracious Lord» my Father,

This fleep is found indeed ; this is a fieep,

That from this Golden Rigoll hathdivorc'd

So many Englifh Kings, Thy due from me.

Is Tears, and heaty Sorrows of the Bloud,

Which Nature, Love, and/iliall tendernefs.

Shall (O dear father) pay thee plenteoufly.

My due, from thee, is this imperiall Crown,

I

Which (as immediate from thy place, and bloud)

Derives it felf to me. Lo, here it fiK,

Which heaven fhall guard

:

And put the worlds whole ftrength into one gyam arme.

It (hall not force this Lineall Honor from me.

This, from thee, will I to mine leave.

As 'tis left to roc. Exit

Snter fV/irwick.y Ghucefter^ CUrence.

King. fVarvtc^y GloHcefter^C/armee.

CU'r. Doth the King call ?

iv*r. What would your Majefly ? how fares your

Grace ?

King. Why did you leave me here alone (my Lords?)

C/rf. We left the Piince (my Brother) here (my Liege)

Who undcnook to fit and watch by you,

King. The Prince of Wales ? where is he ? let me fee

him.

War. This door is open, he is gone this way.

(jlo. He came not through the Chamber where wc
ftaid.

King. Where is the Crown .' who took it from my
Pillow ?

iv«r. When we with-drew (my Liege) wc left it here.

King. The Prince hath ta'ne it hence:

Go feck him out.

Is he fo hafty, that he doth fuppofe

My fleep, my death ? Find him ( my Lord of tVantlik^
Chide him hither : this psrt of his conjoyns
With my difeafc, and helps to end me.
See Sonns, what things you are

:

How quickly Nature falls into revolt.

When Gold becomes her objeft ?

For this, the foolifh over-carcfuU fathers

Have broke their fleeps with thoughts.

Their brains with care, their bones with induftry.

For this, they have ingrofled and pyl'd up

The canker'd heaps of ftrange-atchicved Gold

:

For this, they have been thoughtfull, to invcft

Their Sonns with Arts, and Martiall Exercifes

:

When, like the Bee, culling from every flower

The vertuous Sweets, our Thighes packt with Wax
Our Mouths with Honey, we bring it to the Hive

;

And like the Bees, are murthered for our pains.

This bitter tafle yields bis engrofsmcnts.

To the ending father.

Enter Warwick^.

Now where is he, that will not ftay fo long

,

Till his friend ficknefs hath determin'd me ?

fVar. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Room,
Wafhing with kindly Tears his gentle Checks,
With fuch a deep demeanour, in great forrow.

That Tyranny, which never quafft but bloud,

Would (by beholding him) have wafli'd his Knife
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither.

King. But wherefore did he take away the Crown ?

Enter Prince Henry.

Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me {Harrj^
Depart the Chamber, leave us here alone. Exit.

Prin. Hen. I never thought to hear you fpeak again.

King. Thy wifli was father (Harry) to that though: :

I ftay too long by thee, I weary thee.

Do'ft thou fo hunger for my empty Chair,

That thou wilt needs invert thee with mine Honors,
Before thy hour be ripe .? O foolifli youth •

Thou feek'ft the Greatncfs, that will over-whelm thcc:

Stay but a little: formy Cloud of Dignity

Is held from falling, with fo weak a winde.

That it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme.
Thou haft ftoln that, which after fome few hours

Were thine, without offence: and at my death

Thou haft feal'd up my expc<5lation.

Thy life did manifeft,thou lovd'ft me nor.

And thou wilt have me dye aflur'd of it.

Thou hid'tt a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts.

Which thou haft whetted on thy ftony heart.

To ftabat half an hour of my frailc life.

What ? canft thou not forbear me half an hour .'

Then
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I

Then gee thee gone, and dig chy giave ihy fclf.

And bid the merry Bels ring to thy ear

That thou art Crowned, not that I am dead,

Let all the Tears, that rfiould bedew my Herfc

Be drops of Balme, to fan<5tifie thy head

:

Ontly compound me with forgotten duft ;

Give that, which gave thee life, unto the WormeS!

Pluck down my Officers, break my Decrees

;

For now a time is come, to mock at forme.

Henry the fife is Crown'd: Up Vanity,

Down Royall State: All you fage Counfellors,henct;

And to the Englifh Court, afTemblc now
From ev'ry Region, Apes of Idlencfs.

Now Neighbour-Confines, purge you of your Scum :

Have yoi/a Ruffian that will fwcat ? drink ? and dance?

Revell the night ? Rob ? Murder ? and commit

The oldeft fins, the neweft kind of wayes ?

Be happy, he will trouble you no more

:

England, fhall double gill'd, his trebble guilt.

England, fhall give him Office, Honor, Might

:

For the Fift Harry, from curb'd Licenfe plucks

Themuzzleof Rcftiaint,and the wilde Dog
Shall flefh his tooth in evcty Innocent.

my poor Kingdomc (fick with civill blowes)

When that my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots,

What wilt thou do, When Ryot is thy Care ?

O, thou wilt be a Wildeincfs agam.

Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants.)

Pr'in. O pardon me (my Liege)

But for my Tears,

The moft Impediments unto my Speech,

1 hadfore-flall'd, and deep rebuke,

Ere you (with grief) had fpoke, and I bad heard

The courfe of it fo far. There is your Crown,
And he that wears the Crown immortally.

Long guard it yours: If I afFeft it more,

Then as your Honour, and as your Renown

»

Let me no more from this Obedience rife,

Which my moft true, and inward duteous fpirit

Teacheih this prortrate, and cxteriour bending.

Heaven wiinels with me, when I here came in.

And found no courfe of breath within your Majefty,
How cold it ftruck my heart. If I dofain,

let me, in my prefent wildenefs, dye.

And never live, tofliew th'incrcdulous World,
The Noble change that I have purpofed.

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead
(And dead almofl(my Liege) to think you were)

1 fpake unto the Crown (as having fenle)

And thus upbraided it. The Care on thee depending,
Hath fed upon the body of my Father,

Therefore, thou bed of Gold, art worft of Gold.
Other, lefs fine in Charracft, is more precious,

Prefcrving life, in Med'cine potable:

But thou, moft Fine, moft Honour'd,moft Rcnown'd,
Haft eat the Bearer up.

Thus ( my Royall Liege )

Accuung it, I put it on my Head,
To try with it ( as with an Enemy,
That had before my face murdred my father

)

The Quarrellofa true inheritor.

But if it did infeft my bloud with joy.

Or fwell my Thoughts to any ftrain of Pride,
Ifany Rebell,or vain fpirit of mine,
Dtd, with the Icaft Affeaion of a Welcome,
Give entertainment to the might of it,

Let heaven, for ever, keep it from my head.

And make me as thepoorcft Vaflall is,

That doth with awe, and terrour kneel to it.

King. O my Son !

Heaven put it in thy mind to take it hence.

That thou might'ft joyn the more, thy Fathers love.

Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it.

Come hither Harry , fit thou by my bed.

And hear ( I think the very latcft Counfell

That ever I (hall breath : ) Heaven knowes, my Son,

By what by-pathes,and indirect crook'd-wayes

I met this Crown : and I my felf know well

How troublcfome it fate upon my head.

To thee, it fhall dcfccnd with better C^uiet,

Better Opinion, better Confirmation :

For all the foyle of the Atchievcmentgoes

With me, into the Earth. It feem'd in me.

But as an Honor fnatch'd with boy'ftrous hand.

And I had many living, to upbraid

My gain of it^ by their alfiflances.

Which daily gtewto a Quatrell, and to Bloud-flied,

Wounding fuppofed Peace.

All thefe bold Fears,

Thou feeft ( with perill )I have anfwered

:

For all my Reign, hath been but as a Scene

Afting that argument. And now my death

Changes the Mode : For what in me was purchas'd.

Falls upon thee, in a more Fairer fort.

So thou, the Garland wear'ft fucceffively.

Yet, though thou ftand'ft more fure, then I could do,

Thouart not firm enough, finccgriefsare green

:

And all thy Friends, which thou muft make thy friends

Have but their ftings,and teeth, newly taken out.

By whofe fell working,! was firft advanc'd.

And by whofe power, I well might lodge a Fear

To bcagaindifplac'd. Which to a void,

I cut them olF: and had a purpofe now
To lead out many to the Holy Land ;

Leaft reft, and lying ftill, might make them look

Too near unto my State.

Therefore ( my Harry )

Be it thy courfe to bune giddy Minds

With Forraign Quarrels : thatAftion hence borne out,

May waftethe memory of the former daycs.

More would I, but my Lungs are wafted fo.

That ftrength of Speech is utterly deni'd me.

How I came by the Crown, O heaven forgive:

And grant it may, with ihee, in true peace live.

Pom. Mygracious Liege

:

You won it; wore it, kept it, gave it me,

Then plain and right muft my poffcfrion be

;

Which I, with more, then with a common pain,

'Gainft all the World, will rightfully maintain.

Enter Lord John ofLdncafier^

and JVarwickj^

King. Look, look,

Here comes my John of Lancaftcr

:

John. Health, Peace,and Happincfs,

To my Royall Father

:

King. Thou bring'ft me happinelTe,

( Son John , )

But health ( clack ) with youthfull wings is flown

From this bare, wither'd Trunk. Upon thy fight

My worldly bufinefs tnakes a period.
j

Where

M
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Where IS my Lond oifV*r»ick,i

Pr'in. My Loidoi ff^arwict^.

King. Doth any name particular, belong

Unio the Lodging, where I firft did fwoun'd ?

fVar, 'Tis call'd JerufMem^ my Nobk Lord.

King. Laud be to heaven

:

Even there my life muft end.

It hath been prophefi'd to me many years,

I Oioald not dye, but in JerufaUm :

Which<vainly) I fuppos'd the Holy-Land.

But bear me to that Chamber, there lie lye

:

In that Jtr»f*lem, fliall Harrj dye. Exeunt

AUm Quintm, Scena Trima.

Enter ShalloWyStlenee^ Falfiafe^ Bardolfe.

Ptge^and Davj.

Shal. By Cock and Pyc, you ftiall not away to night.

What, Davjfy I fay.

Fdt, You muft excufe me, Mafter Rohers ShdUow.

Sh*l. I will not excufe you : youfhallnot bctxcufed.

Excufes (hall not be admitted : there is no excufe (hall

ferve : you (hall not be excus'd.

Why Davy.

D*v. Here (ir.

Shal. Davj^D4ivyJ)itvjy let mc ht(Pavy) let me .ec :

ff^lUlitm Cook, bid him come hither. Sir /«A«, you (hall

not be excus'd.

Davy. Marry, (ir , thus : thofc Precepts annoi be

ferv'd : and again>fir , ihall wcfowthe head-land with

Wheat?
SW. With red 'Whciz,'Davy. But for fFiSiam Cook:

are there no young Pigeons ?

Ddv. Yea, Sir.

Here is now the Smith's note, for Shooing,

And Plough-Irons.

Sha/. Let it be caft , and paid : Sir John , yoii (hall

not be excus'd.

Dav. Sir, a nevy link to the Bucket muft needs be

had: And, Sir, do you mean to ftop any of W/7/mwj
I Wages, about the Sack he loft the other day, at Hinckley

Faire ?

Shal. He (hall anfwer it:

Some pigeons, Duvj , a couple of (hort legg'd Henns : a

joint of Mutton , and any pretty little tine Kickfhawes,

tell mlliam Cook.

Davy. Doth the man ofWar, flay allnight,fir?

Shal. Yes, Davy:

II

will ufc him well. A friend i'th Court, is better then a

penny in pBrfe. Ufe his men well, D<«iy, for diey arc ar-

tant Knaves, and will back-bite.

Davy. No worfe then they are bitten , (ir : For they

have marvellous foul linnen.

Shal. Well conceited , Davy : about thy bu(ine(re

,

'Davy.

Davy. I bcfeech you, (ir.

To countenance W////4CT Vifor of fTcMot , agalnft Cle-
ment Perk^es of the hill.

Shal. There are many Complaints, 2?/ii;^,againft that

Vifor , that yifor is an arrant Knave, on my know-
ledge.

^

Davy. I giant your Woifhip, that be is a kiuve, Sir:

But yet heaven forbid, fir, but a Knave (hould have fome

Countenance, at his Friends requeft. An honeft man, (ir,

is able to fpeak for himfelf, when a Knave is not. I have

ferv'd your Worftiip truly, (ir » thefe eight years : and

if I cannot once or twice in a Quaiter bear out a knave,

againft an honeft man, I have but a very little credit with

your Worfhip. The Knave is mine honeft friend , Sir,

therefore I bclcech your Worftiip , let him be Counte-

nanc'd,

Shal. Go too,

I fay he (hall have no wrong: Look about, Davy.

Where are you. Sir John ? Come, off with your Boots.

Give me your hand, Mafter Bardolfe.

Bard, I am glad to fee your Worftnip.

Shal. I thank thee , with all my heart , kind Maftet

Bardolfe., and welcome, my tall Fellow

:

Come, Sir John.

Faljl. rie follow you, good Mafter Robert Shallow.

Bardolfe , look to our Horfcs. if I were faw'd into

Qjiantities , I (hould make four dozen of fuch bearded

Hermites ftaveJ , as Mafter Shallow. It is a wonderfull

thing to fee the femblable Coherence of his mens fpirits,

and his : They , by obfcrving of him , do bear them-

felve like fooli(h Juftices : He, by converting with them,

is turn'd into a Juftice-like Servingman. Their fpirits

are fo married in Conjunftion, with the participation of

Society , that they flock together in confent , like fo

many Wilde-Geefe. If I had a fuit to Mafter Shallow^

I would humour his men , with the imputation of being

near their Mafter. If to his Men , I would curry with

Mafter Shallow , that no man could better command his

Servants. It is certain , that either wiC: bearing , or

ignorant Carriage is caught , as men take difeafes, one of

another : therefore, let men take heed of their Compa-
ny. I will devife matter enough out of this Shallow , to

keep Prince H^irr)' in continuall Laughter, the wearing

out of (ix fa(hions ( which is four Tearms ) or two A-
ftions » and he (hall laugh with tntervallums. O it is

much that a Lye ( with a (light oath ) and a jeft- ( with a

fad brow) will do with a Fellow, that never had the

Ache in his (houlders. O you (hall fee him laugh, till his

Face be like a wet Cloak, ill laid up.

Shal. Sxxjohn.

Fal. I come, Mafter Shallow^ I comCjMafter Shallow.

Exeunt.

Scena Secunda,

Enter Earle of fVarwick^y and the Lard

Chief JttBice.

fVar. How now , my Lord Chief Juftice , whithci

away .'

Chei. Juji. How doth the King ?

fVar. Exceeding well : his Cares

Are now, all ended.

Chei. Jufi. I hope, not dead.

fyar. He's walk'd the way ofNature,

And to our purpofcs, he lives no more.

Chei Juji.! would his Majefty had call'd mc with him.
The fervice that I truly did his life.

Hath left me open to all injuries.



R
TheJeQond Fart ofKing Henry the fourth 399

I

P

War. Indeed 1 think the young King loves you not.

Chti. 7»/?. I know he doth not, and do armc my fetf

To wslcome the condition of the Time,

Which eannot look more hideoufly upon mc.

Then Ihavedrawn it in my fantane.

JEwfr JpA» t)f Lancafier^ Chute^er^

and Clartnce.

War. Here comes the heavy ifTue of dead ftarrj

.

O, that theliv ng //4rr7 had the temper

Of bim, the woi ft of thefe three Gentlemen :

How many Nobles then, (hould hold their places,

That muft ftrike faile, to fpiritsof vild fort ?

Cbei. Juft, Alas, 1 fear, all wjll be over-tum'd.

Joh. Good morrow, Cofm^^rw/V/t, good morrow.

GloH. Clar. Good morrow, Cofin.

Joh. Wetncet, like men, that had forgo: to fpeak.

war. We do remember : But our Argument

Isail too heavy, to admit much talk,

Joh. Well : Peace be with him,that hath made us heavy.

Chti. Juft. Peace be with us,.lcaft we be heavier.

Clou. Ojgood my Lord,you have loft a friend indeed:

And I dare fwear, you borrow not tha: face

Of feeming forrow, it is fure your own.

Joh. though no man bcaffur'd what grace to find,

You ftand in coldeft expeftation.

I am theforricr, would 'twere oiherwife.

CU. WeII,you muft now fpcak Sir John FalJIajf): fair,

Which fwim's againft your ftream of Quality.

Chel. Jttfi. Sweet Princes: what I did,I did in Honor,

Led byth'ImperiallConduft of my Soul,

And never fliallyou fee, that I will beggc

A ragged and foreftall'd Remilfion.

If Troth, and upright Innocency fail me»

rie to the King (my Matter) that is dead.

And tell him, who hath fent mc after him.

War. Here comes the Prince.

Enter Prince Harrj.

Ch.JuJi. Good morrow:and heaven fave your Ma jefty.

Prw. This new, and gorgeoUs Garment, Majefty.

Sits not fo eafic on me, as you think.

Brothers, you mix your Sadnefs with fomc Fear

;

This is the Engiifh, not the Turkifli Court

:

Not eyimHtAttain Amnrah fuccceds.

But H»rrj^ Harry : Yet be fad (good Brothers)

For (to fpeak tmth) it very well becomes you;

Sorrow,fo Royally in you appears,

That I will deeply put the fafhion on.
And wear it in my heart. Why then be fad,

But entertain no more of it (good brothers)

Then a joint burthen, laid upon us all.

For mc,by Heaven ( I bid you he alTut'd )

ric be your Father, and your Brother too :

Let me but bear your Love,I'le bear your Cares ;

But weep that Harr/s dezd^ and fo will I.

But Harrj lives, that ftiall convert thofe Tears

By number, into hours of happmefte.

Joh. <^f. We hope no other from your Ma jefty.

Prin. You all look ft rangely on roc : and you moft.

You are'(Ithink)affur'd, 1 love you not.

Chei. Jufi. Uai afrur'd(if I be meafur'd rightly)

Your Ma jefty hath no juftcaufe to hate me.
Pr»j».No?How might a Prince ofmy great hopes forget

So great indignities you laid upon me ?

What ? Rate .' Rebuke ? and roughly fend to Pnfon
Th'immediate Heir of England ? Was thiscafic ?

May this be wafti'd in Lethe^ and forgotten >

Chei. Juft. I then did ufc the Perfon of your Faihcr

;

The Image of his power lay then in me,

And in tn'adminiftration of his Law,

Whiles 1 was bufie for the Commonwealth,

Your Highnefs pleafed to forget my place.

The Ma jefty, and power of Law, and Jufticc,

The Image of the King, whom I picfentcd,

And ftruck me in niy very Seat of Judgment:

Whereon (as an Offender to your Father)

I gave bold way to my Authority,

And did commit you. If the deed wert ill.

Be you contented, wearing now the Garland,

To have a Son, fet your Decrees at naught ?

To pluck down Juftice from yourawfuU Bench f
To trip the courfe of Law, and blunt the Sword
That guards the peace, and fafety of your Perfon ?

Nay more, to fpum at your moft Royall Image,

And mock your workings, in a Second body ?

Queftion your Royall Thoughts, make the cafe yours:

Be now the Father, and propofc a Son

:

Hear your wn dignity fo much prophan'd.

See your moft dreadfnll Lawes, fo loofely flighted
;

Behold your felf, fo by a fon difdained

:

And then imagine me, uking your part.

And in your power.foft filencing your Son:
After this cold confiderance, fentence me

;

And, as you are a King, fpeak in your State,

What I have done, that misbecame my place.

My perfon, or my Lieges Soveraignty.

Prill. You arc right Juftice, and you weigh this well:

Therefore ftill bear the Ballance, and the Sword :

And I do wifti yoUr Honors may encreafe,

Till you do live, to fee a Son of Mine
Offend you, and obey you, as I did.

So (hall I live to fpeak my Fathers words :

Happy am I, that have a man fo bold,

That dares do Jufticc, on my proper fon

;

And no lefle happy, having fuch a Son,

That would deliver up his greatnefs fo,

Into the hands of Jufticc, You did commit mc s

For which I do commit into your hand,

Th'unftaincd Sword that you have us'd to bear

:

With this Remembrance ; That you ufc the iamc

With the like bold, juft,and impartiall fpirit

As you have done 'gainft me. There is my hand,

You fhall be as a Fatlicr to my Youth :

My voice ftiall found, as you do prompt mine car.

And I wiIlftoop,and humble my intents,

To your well pra<5lis'd, wife Dirc£lions.

And Princes all, believe me, I befccch you

:

My father is gone wildeinto his Grave,

( For in his Tomb, ly my AfFeiJlions )

And with his Spirit, fadly I furvive.

To mock the expr^tion of the World

:

To fruftrate Prophefies, and to race out

Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down
After my feeming. The Tide of Bloud in me,
Hath proudly flow'd in Vanity, till now.
Now doth it mm, and ebbe back to the Sea.

Wherein it ftaall mingle with theftatcof ftouds.

And flow henceforth in formall Majefty.

Now call we our High Court of Pailinment,

And let uschoofe fuch Limbs of Noble CoimfeU,

•n*ti
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That the great Body of our State may go

In equal! rank with the beft govevn'd Nation,

That War, or Peace, or boch at once may be

As things acquainted and familiar to us.

In which you (father) (hall have formoft hand,

Our Coronation done, we will accite

(Asl before remembred) all our State,

And heaven (conligning to my good intents)

No Prince, nor Peer, fViall have juft caufe to fay.

Heaven fhorten Harries happy life, one day. Exeunt.

Scena Tcrtta,

Eater Fal/fafe, Shallow, Silence, Bardotfe^

Page, 'Davj and Pifioll.

Shal. Nay ;
youfhali fee mine Orchard, where in an

Arbor we will eat a laft years Pippin of my own graf-

fing, with a di(hof Carrawayes , and lo forth : Come
cofin Silence, and then to bed.

Fat, You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich.

Shal. Barren, barren, barren : Beggersall,beggcrs all.

Sir John : Marry,good aire. Spread Dav^, fpread Davy:

Well faid Davj.

Fal. This JDdvy ferves you for good ufes : he i$ youi

Scrvingman, and your Husbandman.

Shal. A good Varlet, a good Varlet,a very good Var-

let, Sir John I have drunk too much Sack at Supper.

A good Varlet. Now fit down , now di down : Come
Coufin.

Sil. Ah firra (quoth a) we fhall do nothing but cat,

and make good cheer, and praife heaven for the merry

year : when flefh is cheap , and Females dear, and lufty

Lads more here and there : fo merrily, and ever among
fo merrily.

Fal. There's a merry heart, good Mafter Silence, Vk
drink your health for that anon,

Shal, Good Mafter Bardatfe : fomc wineyDAVt.
Dav. Sweet fir, fie ; I'ie be with you anon: moft fweet

fir, fit. Maftcr Page, fit : good Mafter Page, fie : Preface.

What you want in meat, we'll have in drink : but you
bear, the heart's all,

Shal. Be merry, Mafter 54r<i<?//f, and my little Soul-

dicr there, be merry.

Sil. Be merry, be merry, my wife ha's all.

For women are fhrews, both Ihort and tall

:

'Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wag all

:

And welcome merry Shrovetide, Be merry, be merry.

Fal. 1 did not think Mafter Silence had been a man of

this Mettle.

5i7. Who I ? I have been merry twice and once , ere

now.

Dav. There is a difii of Lether-coats for you.

Shal. Davy.

Dav. Your Wordiip: Tie be with you ftraight. A
cup of Wine, fir?

Sil. A Cup ofWine, that's brisk and fine , and drink
unto the Leman mine : and a merry heart lives lone-a.

Fal. Well faid, Mafter 5/7f»«.
Sil. If wc (hall be meri y , now comes in the fwcct of

the night.

Sil. Fill the Cup,and let it come, i'ie pledge you wcrc't

a mile to the bottome.

Shal. Honeft Bardolfe, welcome : If thou want'ft any

thing, and will not call, befhrew thy heart. Welcome my
little tyne thief, and welcome indeed too: I'ie drink to

Mafter Bardolfe., and to all Cavileroes about London.
Dav. I hope to fee London, once ere 1 dye.

Bar. Jfl might fee you there, Davy.

Shal. You'll crack, a quart together? Ha,will you not,

Matrix Bardolfe}

Bar. Yes Sir, in a pottle pot.

Shal. I thank thee: the knave will flick by thee, I

canafluie thee that. He will not out, he is true bred.

Bard And I'le ftick by him, fir.

Shal-.'^hy there fpokea King;Iacknothing,bc merry.

Look, who's at door there, ho : who knocks >

Fal. Why now you have done me right

Sil. Do me right, and dub me Knight, Samingo. Is't

not fo.

Fal. 'Tisfo.

5/7, Ts'i? Why thenfayanoldmancandofomewhat.
Dav. If it pleafe your Worfhip , there's one Piittll

come from the Court with news.

Fal. From the Court ? Let him come in.

Enter PiSloll.

How noviPiJloU}

Piff. Sir John,(3VZ you fir.

Fal. What wind blew you hither, ?/)?<»// ?

/*//?. Not the ill wind which blowsnone to good,fWCfl

Knight : Thou art now one ofthe greateft men in the

Realm.

Slltn.

Barfon.

Pin.

Indeed, I think he be, but Goodman P/ijfr of

Tdl. Health, and long life to yoi', Mafter Silence. \ The bragging Spaniard.

Pufft'^ puffe in thy teeth, moft recreant Coward
bafe Sir John, \ am thy PiftoII , and thy friend : helter

skekcr have 1 rode to thee, andtydingsdol bring, and

lucky joycs , and golden Times , and happy News of

price.

Fal. I prethec now deliver them, like a man of this

World.

Pijl. A footra for the World, and Worldlings bafe,

I fpeak of AfFrica,and Golden Joyes,

Fal. O bafe Affyrian Knight, what is thy news ?

Let King Covitha know the truth thereof.

Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and John.

Pifi. Shall dunghill Currs confront the HilUcon ?

And fhall good news be bafFel'd ?

Then Piftoll lay thy head in Furies lap.

Shal. Honcft Gentleman,

I know not your breeding.

PiFh. Why then lament therefore.

Shal. Give mepardon,Sir.

If fir
,
you come with news from the Court , I take it >

there is but two waycs , cither to utter them , or to Con-

ceal them. I am Sir, under the King, in fomc Authority.

Pin. Under which King f

Btz,onian, fpeak, or dye.

Shal. Under King Harry.

Pin. Harry the Fourth.? or Fift?

Shal. Harry the Fourth.

Pin. A footra for thins Office,

Sir John, thy lender Lamb-kin, now is Kir\g,

Harry the Fift's the man, I fpeak the truth.

I When Pijioll lyes, do this, and fig-me,like

^^Ifi.

1
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Fal. What, IS the old King dead ?

Pift. Asnailindoor.

The things I fpeak arc juft,

F«l. Away Bardolph, Saddle my Horfe,

Mafter Rol>erc Sha/Iow, choofe what Office thdu wile

In the Land, "tis thine. /*»/?«/, I will double charge chac

With Dignities.

BtfJ. O joy full day :

I would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune.

y/J?. What ? I do bring good newes.

Fa//i. Carry Mafter Silencf to bed : Mafter Shalhvf^

my Lord ShalltWy be what thou wilt, 1 am Fortunes

Steward. Get on thy Boots, we'll ride all night. Oh
fwcet Pijioll : Away Bardolfe : Come P'floi/, utter more

to me : and withalldtvifefomething to do thy felfgood.

Boot, Boot, Mafter Shnlhw, I know the young King is

fick for me. Let us take any mans Horfes : The Lawes

oi EttgUui are at my commandment. Happy are they,

which have been my Friends : and woe unto my Lord

Chief jL'ftice.

Plfl, Let Vultures vild feize on his Lungs alfo :

Where is the Life that late I led, fay they ?

Why here it is, welcome thofe pieafant dayes, Exeant.

Scena Quarta,

Enter Hofiefe QulcltJ^, Boll Tear-fheet,

and Be(idles.

Hoflefe No,thou arrant knave : I would I might die,

that I might have thee hang'd : Thou haft drawn my
(hoiilHcr out of joynt.

Ojf. The Conftables have deliver'd her over to me:

and ftnc fhall have Whipping cheer enough, I warrant

her. There hath been a man or two (lately; kill'd about

her.

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lye : Come on. Tie

tell thee what, thou damn'd Tripc-vifag'd Rafcall, if the

Child I now go with, do mifcarry, thou had'ft better

thou had'ft ftrook thy Mother, thou Papcr-fac'd Vil-

lain.

Ho^, O that Sir Joha were come, he would make

thii a bloody day to fome body. But I would the Fruit

of her Womb might mifcarry.

Officer. If it do, you fliall have a dozen of Cufhions

again, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you
both go with me : for the man is dead, that you and Pi-

floll beat among you.

Dol. lie tell thee what, thou thin man in a Cenfor ; I

will have you as foundly fwing'd for this , you blew-

Bottl'd Rogue : you filthy famiih'd Corredlioncr, if you

be not fwing'd. Tie forfwear half Kirtlcs.

Off. Come, come, youftie-Knight-arrant, come.

ho(i. Ojthat right ftiould thus o'recome might. Well,

of fuffcrance comes eafc.

Dol. Come you Rogue, come

:

Bring mctoa Jufticc.

H^, Yts, come, you ftarv'd Blood-hound.
Dol. Goodman Death, goodman Bones,

Hofl. Thou Anatomy, thou.

DoU Come, you thin Thing:
Come,youRafc3JI.

Offi. Very well. Exeunt.

Scena Quwta,

Enter tvfo Groomt.

1. Groom. More Rufties, more Rufhes,

2. Groom. The Trumpets have founded twice.

I. Groo. It will be two of the Clock ere they come
from the Coronation. Exeunt Grooms.

Enter FtilHaffe^ShalleWyPlHoU^ Bardolfe^ a nd Page.

pAlffufe. Stand here by me, M. Rehrt ShdUixw, I

will make the King do you Grace. I will leer upon him,

as he comes by : and do but mark the countenance that he

will give me.

PifioU. Blefsthy Lungs, good Knight.

FAlf}. Come hereP//?c//,ftand behind me. 0,ifl had

had time to have made new Liveries, I would have bc-

ftoved the thoufand pound I borrowed of you. But it is

no matter, this poor mew doih better : this doth iofene

the zeal I had to fee him,

Shal. It doth fo.

Fa/Jt. It fhewes my earneftnefte in afFc(flion.

Pifi. It doth fo.

Fal. My devotion.

PiJ}. It doth, it doth, it doth.

Fa/. As it were to ride day and night

,

And not to deliberate, not to remember.

Not to have patience to ftiift me,

Shal. It is moft certain.

F4I. But to ftand ftained with Travell, and fweating

with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfc, putting

all aft'aires in oblivion, as if there were nothing elfe to be

done, but tofcc him.

Pljh. 'Tis femper iitm : for atf^ue hoc mbil efi.

'Tis all in every part.

Shal. 'Tis fo indeed.

Plfi. My Knight, I willenflamethy Noble Liver, and

make thee rage. Thy Del^ic Hellea ofthy noble thoughts

is in bafe Durance, and contagious prifon : HalI'd thi-

ther by moft Mcchanicall and durty hands. Rowzc up

Revenge from Ehon den, with fell Aleilei'i Snake, for

Dol s in, Plftoll fpeaks nought but troth.

Fal. I will deliver her.

Pift, There roar'd the Sea : and Trumpet Clangour

founds.

The Trumpets found. Enter King Henrjthe

Fift^ Brotherly Lord Chief

Jtfffice.

Fain-. Save thy G race. King HaU, my RoyaU H*lt.

Pifi. The heavens thee guard, and keep » moft royall

Imp of Fame.
EaI. 'Save thee my fweet Boy.

J^ing. My Lord Chief jufticc, fpcak to that yain

man.

cb. Jitfi. Have you your wits 1^

Knowyon what tis you fpeak?

F^lfi, My Kmg, my Jove ; 1 fpeak to thee, ray heart.

King. I know thee not, old man : Fall to thy Poyrrt:
How ill white hairs become a Fool, and Jcfter ?

LI I have
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1 have long drcam'd of fuch a kind of man.

So fuifct fwcll'd^ fo old I and fo prophanc

:

But being awake, I do defpife my dream.

Make lefs thy body, (hence^ and more thy Grace,

Leave gormand ling ; Know che Grave doth gap«

For thee, thrice wider then for other men.

Reply not to me, with a Fool-born Jeft,

PrcfUme not, that I am the thing I was

,

For heaven doth know (fo (hall the world perceive}

That I haveturn'daway my formei Self,

So will I thofe that kept me Company,

When thou doft hear I am, as I have bin.

Approach me, and thou rtiait be as thou was'c

The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riots

:

Till then, I banifli thee, on pain of death.

As I have done the reft ofmy Mideaders,

Not to come near our Perfon, by ten mile.

For competence of life,! will allow you
,

That lack ofmeans enforce you not to evil

!

And as wc hear you do redeem your felves,

We will according to your ftrength, and qualities.

Give you advancement. Be it your charge (my Lord)

To fee perform'd the tenure of our word. Set on.

Exit King.

tat. Mafter Shallow^ I owe you a thoufand pound.

Shal. I marry, Sir Jobity which I befcech you to let

me have home with me.

Fal. Thatcan hardly be M.5ik«//flB»,do not you grieve

at this : I Oiall bcfent for in private to him : Look you,

he muft feem thus to the world : fear not your advance-

ment : I will be the man yet, that ihall make you great.

JShal. I cannot well perceive how, unfeffc you fhoul
give me your Doublct,and ftuffe me out wicbftraw. I be-
fcech you, good Sir John, let mc have five hundred of my
thoufand.

fit. Sir, I will be as good as my word. This thac
you heard was but a colour.

Shal. A colour I fear, that you will dye in. Sir John,
Fal. Fear no colours, go with me to dinner :

Come Lieutenant 7''y?o/, come Bardolfe^

I (hall be fent for foon at night.

Ch. Juft. Co carry Sir fohn Falpfe to the Heet,
Take all his company along with him.

Fal. My Lord, my Lord.
Cb. Jufi. I cannot now fpeak, I will hear you foon

Take them away,

PiSt. Si fortuna me tormento, fferamecofitetito.

Exit UManet Lancafter^ and Chief Juftice.
John. I like this fair proceeding of the King^

He hath intent his wonted Followers

Shall be very well provided for :

But are baniflit, till theirconverfations
Appear more wife, and modefl in the world.

Ch. full. And fo they are.

John. The King hath call'd his Parliament,

My Lord,

Ch.JuJi. He hath.
,

John. I will lay oddes, that ere this year expire,

We bear our Civil Swords, and Native fire

Asfaras trance. 1 heard a Bird fo fing,

Whofe Mufick (to my thinking) pleas'd the King.
Come, will you hence ? Exeunt.

FINIS
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EPILOGUE-
Irn,my Fearj rhen,my Currcflci Ia0;my Speech. My Fcar,is your
Difplcafure , my Curccfic, my Ducy i and my Speech, to beg
your Pardons. Ifyou look for a good Speech now, you undoe
merfor what I have to fay, is ofmmc own making and what(in-

dced) 1 fliould fay, will (I doubr) prove mme own marring.

But to the Purpofe,and fo to the Venture. Be it known to you
(as it is very well) I was lately here in the end of a difpleafing Play, to pray
your Patience for it,and to promife you a better: I did mcanfindeed)to pay you
withthis, which if (like an ill Venture) it come unluckily home, I break; and
you, my gentle Creditors lofe. Here I promif\ you 1 would be, and here I

commit my Body to your Mercies : Bate mefome, and I will pay you fomc
and fas mofi: Debtors doj promife you infinitely.

If my Tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will you command me to

ufe my Legs > And yet that were but light payment, to Dance out ofyour
debt : But a good Confcicnce will make any pofllble fatisfailion, and fo will I,

All the Gentlewomen here have forgotten me ; ; if the Gentlewomen will not,

then the Gentlemen do not agree with the Gentlewomen, which was never
feen before in fuch an affembly.

One word more,I bcfeech you : ifyou be not too much cloid with Fat meat,
our humble Authour will continue the ftory(with Sir lohn in it) and make you
merry with fair /(^f/^fn«f ofFr^w^e: where (for anything I know)f4/y?<7^ fliaJl

dieofaSwear,unIefre already he be kill'd with your hard Opinions: For J-

cajlle died a Martyr, and this is not the man. My Tongue is weary, when my
Legs are too, I will bid you good night > and fo kneel down before you; (But
indeedj to pray for the Queen.

LI 2 THE
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The Life ofKing Henr y the Fifth.

Enter Prologue-

O Vor a Mufe of Tire^ that would afcetid

The hrightcfl Heaven of Inventton

A Kln(dome for a Stage^ Princes to nEi^

And Monarchs to behold the fvfeU'tng Scene.

Thenfhould the fVarlikf Harry, /Ike himfelf,

AJfume the Port of Mars, and at his heels

{Leajht in, like hounds)jhould Famine, Sword, dnd Fire

Crouch for emplopMnt. But pardon. Gentles all

:

Theflat anraifed Spiritjj that hath dar'dy

On this unvovthj Scaffold, to bring forth

So great an OhjeEi. Can this Cock^'Pit hold

The vafty Field of France ? Or may ve cramm*

within this H^ooden O, the very Casket

That did affright the Aire at Agincourt ?

O pardon : ftnce a crooked Figure may

Atteft In little place a Million

,

tA»d let Hs, Cyphers to this great Accompt
,

Oh your imaginary Forces rvorkj

Suppofc within the Girdle ofthefe IValls

Are now confin'd two mighty Monarchs

,

fVhofe high, up-reared, and abutting Fronts,

The perilous narrow Ocean parts afunder.

Piece out our ImperfeHlohs withyour thoughts ;

Into a thoujand parts divide one Man,
And make Imaginary Pulffance.

Think when we talk, "f ^orfes, that you fee them
Printing their proud Hoofs Ith' receiving Sarth :

For 'tis your thoughts that now muft deck ""^ ^'"g' i

Carry them here and there :jumping o're Times
;

Turning th'accompllfhraent of many yeares

Into an Hour-glajfe : for the which ficpply,

Admit me Chorus t} this Hlftory ;

JVho Prologue-likj, your humble patience pray^

Gently to hear, kjndly to judge our T/ay. Exit.

aABmTrimm, Scena Trima.

Enter the Blfhops of Canterbury, and Ely.

Bi(h. Cant.

Y Lord, rie tell you, that felf Bill is urg'd,

Wh ich in th'elevcnth year of the laft Kings reign

Was like, and had indeed againft uspaft.

But that the fcambling and unquiet time

Did pufKit out of farther qucftion,

Bilh. Ely. But how, my Lord, (hall we refift it now ?

Blfh.Cant.h muft-bc thought on: if it paflc againft us,

We lofe the better part of our PoflfefTion :

For all the Tcmporall Lands which men devout

By Teftament have given to the Church,
Would they ftrip from us ; being valu'd thus.

As much as would maintain, to the Kings honour,

Full fifteen Earles> and fifteen hundred Knights
,

Six thoufand and two hundred good Efquircs

:

And to relief of Lazars, and weak age

Of indigent faint Souls, paft corporall toyi,

A hundred Almes-houfcs, right well fuppli'd .•

And to the Coffers of the King befide,

A thoufand pound by th" year. Thus runs the Bill.

Bifh. Ely. This would drink deep.

Blfh. Cant. Twouid drink the Cup and all.

Bijh.Ely. But what prevention ?

Bifh. Cant. The King is full of grace , and fair re-

gard.

Blfh. Ely. And a true lover of the holy Church.

Bifh. Cant, The courfes of his youth promis'd it not.

The breath no fooncr left his Fathers body.

But that his wildnefie mortifi'd in him,

Seem'd todietoo : yea at that very moment,
Confideration like an Angel came,

And whipt th'offcnding Adam ouz of him,

Leaving his Body as a Paradife,

T'invelope and contain Celeftiall Spirits,

Never was fucha fudden Schollarmade :

Never came Reformation in a Flood,

Withfuch a heady currant fcowring faults ;

Nor never H)idra.h€ided Wilfulnefs

So foon did lofe his Seat ; and all at once ;

As in thisKmg.
Bl(h. Ely. We are blefled in the Change.

Blfh, Cant. Here him but reafon in Divinity :

And ali-admiring, with an inward wifh

You would defire the King were madea Prelate.

Hear him debate of Common-wealth affaires

;

You would fay, it hath been all in all his ftudy

:

Lift hisdifcouifeof War, and you (hall hear

A fearful] Battel! lendrcd you in Mufick.

LI J Turn
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Turn him toany Caufe of Pollicy,

The Gordian Knot of it he will uriloofe,

Familiar as his Garter : that when he fpcaks

,

The Aire, a Charter'd Libertine, ts ftill,

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens cares.

To ftealhis fwcet and honied Sentences :

So that the Art and Praftick part of Life,

Muft be the Miftrcfle to his Theorique.

Which ira wonder how his Grace mould glean it,

Since his addiftion was to Courfes vain,

His companies unletter'd, rude, and fhallow.

His Houres fiU'd up with Riots, Banquets, Sports ;

And never noted in him any ftudy

,

Any retirement, any fequcftration
,

From open Haunts and Popularity.

B.El^.lhe Strawberry grows underneath the Nettle,

And whoiefome Berries thrive and ripen beft,

Neighbour'd by fruit of bafcr quality :

Ana fo the Prmcc obfcur'd his Contemplation

Under the vail ofwildnefle, which (no doubt)

Crew like the Summer GralTe, fafteft by Night,

Uhfeen, yet crelfive in his faculty.

B. Cant. I: muft be fo; for Miracles are ceas'd

;

And therefore we mufi needs admit the means,

How things are peifefted.

B.Etj. But my good Lord :

How now for mittigation of this Bill,

Urg'd by the Commons ? doth his Ma jefty

Incline to it, or no ?

B.Cint. He feems indifferent :

Or rather fwaying more upon our part.

Then cherifhmg th'exhibiters againft us

For I have made an offer to his Majefty,

Upon our Spirituall Convocation,

And in regard of Caufcs now in hand.

Which I have opcn'd to his grace at large,

As couching France^ to give a greater Summe,
Then ever at one time the Clergy ytt

Did to his Predeceflbrs part withall

B Ely. How did this offer feem recciv'd, my Lord ?

B. Cant . With good acceptance of his Mafefty :

Save that there was not time enough to hear.

As I perceiv'd his Grace would fam have done,

The fevcralls and unhidden pnflages

Of histrue Titles to fomecertam Dukedomes,

And generally, to the Crown and feat of fr/»«fr

,

Deriv'd from Edward, his great Grandfather.

B Ely, What was th'mpediment that broke this off >

3, Cant. The FrMrA Ambaflador upon chat inftant

Crav'd audience ; and the hour I think is come.

To give him heating: Is it four a Clock.*

B. Ely. It is.

B. Cant. Then go we in, to know his Embaffic;

Whicli I could with a ready gueffe declare.

Before the Frenchman fpeaks a word of it,

B.Ely, rie wait upon you, and I long to hear it.

txennt.
Enter the King., Humfrey^ Bedford^ Clareme., Wttr-

vpickj, IVeFlmertand., and Exeter.

King. Where is my gracious Lord of Cattteriury f

Exeter. Not here in prefcncc,

Ki>rg. Send for him, good Unckle.

fyejlm. Shall we call in th'Ambafladour, my Liege ?

King. Not yet, my Coufin : we would be refolv'd.

Before v«e hear him, of fome things of weight.

That taskc our thoughts, concerning us and France.

'Enter tr*o Bifhop.
B. Cant. Cod and his Angels guard your facred

And make you long become it. (Throne,
King. Sure we thank you.

My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed.
And juftly and religioufly unfold,

Why the Law Sattkj^ that they have in France
,

Or fhould, or fhould not bar us in our claim :

And God forbid, my dear and faithfull Lord,
That you fhould falliion, wrcfi,or bow your reading.
Or nicely charge your undsrftanding Soul,
With opening Titles mifcrcatc, whofe right

Sutes not in native colours with the truth :

For God doth know, how many now in health,
Shall drop their blood, in approbation
Of what your reverence fhall inciceusto.

Therefore take heed how you impawn our Perfon,
How you awake our fleeping Sword of War

;We charge you in the name ofGod take heed :

For never two fuch Kmgdomesdid contend,
Without much fall of blood, whofe guiltlefle drops
Ai e every one, a woe, a fore complaint

,

'Gamft him, whofe wrong gives edge unto the Swords,
That makes fuch wafte m brief mortality.

Under this Conjuration, fpeak my Lord :

For we will hear, note, and believe in heart.

That what vou fpeak is in your Confcience waiht

,

As pure as hn with Baptifm.

^.C^w.Then hear me gracious Soyeraign,8£ you Peers,
That owe your felves, your lives, and fcrviccs,

To this ImperiaJl Throne. There is no bar
To make agamft your Highneffe claim to Frattce^

But this which they produce from Pharamond^
In terram Salicam Muiieres nefucttdant

y

No Woman fhall fucced in SaHke\.2v\A :

Which SalikjLind, the French un)n(\ly glozc

To bethc Realm of Fr^»c?, and Pharamoni
The founder of this Law and female Bar.

Yet their own Authours faithfully affirm,

That the Land Salike is in Germany.,

Between the Floods oiSala and o^ She •

VVherc Charles the Great having fubdu'd the Sdxons,
There left behind and fettled certain French

:

VVho holding in difda in the German women,
For fome difhonefl manners of their life,

Eftabliflit then this Law ; to wit> No Female
Should be Inheritrix in Salik^e Land :

VVhich Salikj (as I faid) 'twixt Elve and S/ila,

Is at this day in Germany all'd Meifen.
Then doth it well appear, the Salike Law
Was not devifed for the Realm of Frances
Nor did the French poffefs the Salikf Land,
Untill four hundred one and twenty years

After defunftion of King Pharamand,
Idlely fuppos'd the founder of this Law,
VVho died within the year of our Redemption,
Four hundred twenty fix : and Charles the Great
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did feat the Trench

Beyond the River Sala, in the year

Eight hundred five. Bcfides, their Writers fay,

King /•;/><», which depofed ChilJerikj,

Did as Heir generall, being defcendcd

Q{ Blithild, which was Daughter to King Clot hair.

Make Claim and Tiile to the Crown ofFrMnce,

Hugh Capet alfo, who ufurpt the Crown
Of
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Oi Charles the Duke of Lorain, folc He.r male

Of'he true Line and Stock of Charles ihe great

:

To find his T/ile w:h fomcfhews of truih,

Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught,

Convey'd himfdf as th'Hcir to th' Lady Lingarf.

Daughter to chttrUmaln^ who was the Son

To Lewes the Emperoiir, and Lerves the Son

Of Charles the Great : alfo King Lewes the Tenth,

Who was folc Heir to the Ufurper Capet^

Could not keep quiet in his confcicnce,

Wearing the Crown of France, 'till fatisfied.

That fair Queen Ifahef, his Giandmother,

WasLmcallof the Lady Srmeng<erey

Daughter to Charles the forefaid Duke of Lorain :

By the which Marriage, the Line of Charles the Great

Was re-united to the Crown of France.

So, that as clear as is the Summers Sun,

King Pepins Title, and Hugh Capets Claim,

King Ler»es\\\s fatisfadlion, all appear

To hold in Right and Title of the Female ;

So do the Kings of France upon this day.

Howbeit, they would hold up thisSaliquc Law,

To bar your Highneffc claiming from the Female,

And rather chufe to hide them in a Net,

Then amply to imbar their crooked Titles,

Ufurpt from you and your Progenitors.

Jf/«g.May I with right and confcicnce make this claim?

Bijh.Cant. The fin upon ray head, dread Sovcraign:

For in the Book of Numbers, it is writ.

When the man dies, let the Inheritance

Defcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord,

Stand for your own, unwind your bloudy Flag

:

Look back inro your mighty Anccftors

:

Co my dread Lord, to your great G randfires Tombe,

From whom you claim ; invoke his Warlike Spirit,

And your great Uncle, Edward the Black Prince,

Who on the French ground play'd a Tragedy,

Making defeat on the full Power of Frame :

Whiles his mofi mighty Father on a Hill

Stood ftniling, to behold his Lyons Whelp
Forrage in bloud of French N'obllity.

O Noble Englifh, that could entertain

With ha If their Forces, tha full pudc of France,

And let another half fland laughing by.

And out of work, and cold for action.

Bifh. Ely. Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead,

And with your puiflfant Arme renew their Feats;

You are their Heir, you fit upon their Throne :

The Bloud and Courage that renowned them,

Rgns in your Veins : and my thtice-puiffant Liege

Is in the very May-Morn of his Youth,

Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterpnfcs.

Exe. Your brother Kings and Monarchsof the Earth

Do all expe6t, that you fhould rouze your felf,

As did the former Lions of your Bloud. ( might:

W^y.They know your Grace hath caufe, & means, and

So hath your HighneiTe, never King of England
Had Nobles richer, and more loyall Subjefts,

Whofe hearts have left their bodies here in England,

And lie pavillion'd in the field of France.

Bifh. Cant. O let their bodies follow my dear Liege

With Bloud, and Sword and Fire, to win your Right:

In aid whereof, we of the Spirituality

Will raifc your Highnefs fuch a mighty Sum,
As never did the Clergy at one time

Bring in to any of your Anccftors.

l^ing. We mull not oneiy arme t'lnyade the French)
But lay down our proportiot«, to defend

Ag^ainft the Scot, who will make road upon u$,

With all advantages.

Bifh.Can. They of thofe Marches, gracious Sovcraign,

Shall be a Wall fufficicnt to defend

Our in-land from the pilfering Bordcrcis.

King, We do not mean ihe courfing fnatchers onely,
But fear the main intendment of the Scot,

Who hath been ftill a giddy neighbour to us

:

For you Ihall read, that my great Grandfather
Never went with his forces into France,

But that the Scot, on his unfurniflit Kingdome,
Came pouring like a Tide into a breach.

With a mplc and brim fulnefle of his force,

Galling the gleaned Land with hotaffayes.

Girding with grievous ficge, CafHcs and Towns:
That England being empty of defence,

Hath fhook and trembled at th'ill neighbourhood.

B.Can. She hath bin then more feai'd then harm'd, my
For hear her but exampl'd by her felf. (Liege

When all her Chcvalry hath been in France^

And (he a mourning Widdow of her Nobles,

She hath her felf not onely well defended.

But taken and impounded as a Stray,

The King of Scots : whom Hie did fend to France,

To fill King fi/jT/^rrf/ fame with prifoner Kings,

And make their Chronicle as righ with praife,

Ai it the Owfe and bottome of the Sea

With funken Wrack, and fum-lefle Treafuries.

Bifl>. Eljf. But there's a faving very old and true,

lfthat)/ou will France wiH,tneti with Scotlandfirji begiu.

For once the Eagle ( England ) being in prey.

To her unguarded Neft, the Wcazel (Scot)

Comes fneaking, and fo fucks her Princely Eggs,

Playing the Moufe in abfenceof the Cat,

To tame and havock more then (he can cat.

Exet. It follows then, the Cat mufl ftay at home.

Yet that is but a crulh'd necelTity ;

Since we have locks to fafeguard neceffaries.

And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves.

While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad,

Th'ad vifcd head defends it felf at home

:

For government, though high, and low, and lower.

Put into parts, doth keep in one confent,

Congieeing in a full and nacurall dole,

Like Mufick.

Cant. Therefore doth heaven divide

The ftate of man in divers funfiions,

Setting endea vou( in continuall motion

:

To which is fixed as an aime or butt,

Obedience: for fowork the Hcny Bees,

Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach

The hSt of Order to a peopled Kingdoaie.

They have a King, and Officers of forts.

Where fome like Magiftrates correal at home :

Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad

:

Others, like Souldiets armed in their Rings,

Make boot upon the Summers Velvet budds :

Which pillage, they with meny martch bring home

To the Tent Royall of their Emperor:

Who bufied in his Ma jeft ies fur veys,

The finging Mal'on building roofs of Gold,

The civill Citizens kneading up the hony ;

The poor Mechannick Porters, crowding in ,

Their licavy burthens at his narrow gate:

The
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Thefad-ey"d JuOice with his furlyhum,

Delivering oVe to Executors pale

The lazy yawning Drone •. I this infer.

That many things having full reference

To one confent,may work contrarioufly.

As many Arrows loofed feverall wayes

Come to one mark : as many wayes meet in one town,

As many fredi ftreams meet in one fait fea ;

As many Lines dofe in the Dials centei;

:

So may a thoufand a(5lions once a foot.

And in one purpofe, and be all well borne

Wiihout defeat. Therefore to France^ my Liege,

Divide your happy England into four,

Whereof, take you one quarter into France^

And you withall /hall make all Gallia (hake.

If we with thrice fuch powers left at home.

Cannot defend our own doors from the dog.

Let us be worried, and our Nation lofe

The name of hardinefs and policie.

King. Call in the Mcffengers fcnt from the Dolphin,

Now are we all refolv'd,an(rby Gods help

A nd yours, the noble fincws ofour power

;

France being ours, we'll bend it to our Awe,
Or break it all to pieces. Or there we'll fit,

( Ruling in large and ample Emperie,

Ore France, and all her (almoft) Kingly Dukedomes )

Or lay thefe bones in an unworthy Urne,

TomblefTe, with no remembrance over them :

Either our Hiftory fhall with full mouth
Speak freely of our A6Vs, or elfe our grave

Like Turkifh mute, (hall hav^a tonguelcfle mouth,

Notworlhipcwitha waxen Epiraph.

Enter jimhajfaier$ of Trance,

Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleafurc

Of our fair Cofin Dolphin : for we hear,

Your greeting is from him, not from the King*
jimb. May *t pleafe your Majefty to give us leave

Freely to render what we have in charge

:

Or fhall we fparingly fhew you far off

The Dolphins meaning, and our Embadie.
King. We are no Tyrant, but a Chnflian King,

Unto whofe grace our paflion is as fubjeft

As is our wretches fctired in our prifons

:

Therefore with frank and withuncurbcdplainncfTe,

Tell us the Do/phlns minde.

eyfmh. Thus then in few

:

Your Highneffc lately fending into France,

Did claim fome certain Dukedomes, in the right

Of your great PredcceflorjKing Edrvardihc third,

in anfwer of which claim, the Prince our Mafter

Sayesthat you favour too much of your youth,

And bids you be advis'd : There's nought in France,

That can be with a nimble Galliard won

:

You cannot revell mto Dukdomes there.

He therefore fends you meeter for yourfpirit

This Tun of Treafurc ; and in lieu of this,

Defires you let the Dukedomes that you claime

Hear no more of you. This the 7)alfhin fpeaks.

King. What Treafurc Unkle.'

Exe. Tennis balls, my Liege,

King. We are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafantwithus.

His Prefent,and your pains we thank you for

:

When we have match'd our Rackets to thefe balls,

We will in France (by Gods grace) play a (et.

Shall ftrike his fathers Crown into the hazard.

Tell him, he hath made a match with fuch a Wrangler,

That all the Courts of France will be difturb'd

With Chaces. And we undetftand him well.

How he comes o're us with our wilder dayes.

Not meafuring what ufe we made of them.

We never valu'd this poor feat of England,
And therefore living hence, did give our felf

To barbarous licenfe: and 'tis common.
That men aremerrieft, when they are from home.
But tell the Dolphin^ I will keep my State,

Be like a King, and (hew my faylc of Greatncffe,

When I do rowze me in my Throne of France.

For that I have laid by my Majefty,

And plodded like a man for working dayes

:

But I will rife therewith fo full a glory.

That I willdazle all the eyes of France,

Yea ftrike the Dolphin blind to look on us.

And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mock of his

Hath turn'd his balls toGun-ftones, and his foul

Shall ftand fore charged, for ihe waftefull vengeance

That Ihall flye with them : for many a thoufand widows
Shall this his Mock, mock out of their dear husbands

;

Mock mothers from their fonns, mock Caftles down:
And fome are it ungotten and unborn.

That (hall have caufe to curfe the Dolphinskom,
But this lyes all within the will of God,
To whom I do appeal, and in whofe name
Tell you the Dolphin, I am coming on.

To venge me as 1 may, and to put forth

My rightfull hand in a well-hallow'd caufe.

So get you hence in peace : and tell the Dolphin,

His Jeft will favour butof (hallow wit.

When thoufands weep more then did laugh at it.

Convey them with fafc condu(5t. Fare ye well.

Exeunt Ambajfadors

.

Exe. This was a merry Meflage.

King. We hope to make the Sender blufh at it

:

Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy hour.

That may give furth'rance to our Expedition

;

For we have now no thought in us but France,

Save thofe to God, that run before our bulinelte.

Therefore let our proportions for thefe Warres

Be foon collefted, and all things thought upon,

That may with reafonaWe fwiftneffe adde

More feathers to our Wings : for God before.

We'll chide this Dolphin at his father's door.

Therefore let every man now task his thought.

That this fair Aftion may on foot be brought. Exeunt

Ilourijh. Enter Chorus,

Now all the Youth ofEngland are on fire.

And (itken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes

:

Now thrive the Armourers, and Honour's thought

Reigns folely in the breaft of every man.

They fell thePafture now, to buy the Horfe,

Following the Mirror of all Chriftian Kings,

With winged heels, as Englifh Mercuries.

For now fits expectation in the Aire,

And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point,

With Crowns imperiall, Crowns and Coronccs,

Promis'd to /f<«rr^,and bis followers.

The French advis'd by good intelligence

Of this moft dreadfull preparation,

Shake in their fear , and with pale Pollicy

Seek to divert the Englifh purpofes,

O England : Modell to thy inward Greatnefs,

Like jiitle Body with a mighty Heart:

Wha i
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What mighift ihou do, that honour would thee do)

Were all thy children kind and naturall :

But fee, thy fault Frauct hath in thee found our,

A neft of hollow bofomcs, which he fills

With treacherous Crowns, and three corrupted men {

One Rlchurd Earle of Cambridge, and the fecond

Henry Lord Scrotf oi Mttjham^ and the third

Sir Thomas GrMj}^r\\^[. of Northumberland,
Have for the Gilt oi France ( O guil: indeed)

Confirm'd Ccnfpiracy with fearfull France^

And by their hands, this grace of Kingsmuft die,

li Hell and Trcafon hold their promifes^

Ere he take fhip for tr4»ce ; and in Southampton.

Linger your patience on, and we'll digefl

Th'abufc of diflance ; force a play :

The fum is paid, the Traitors are agreed.

The King is fet for London, and the Scene

Is now tranfported ( Gentles ) to Southampton,

There is the play-houfe now, there mutt you fit.

And thence to France (hill we convey you fafe»

And bring you back ; Charming the narrow fcas

To give you gentle Paffc : for if we may.

We'll not offend one (tomack with our Play.

But till the King come forth, and not till then,

Unto Southamton we dolhifl our Scene. Exit.

Enter Ctrftrail Nim, and Lieutenant Barittfe.

Bar. Well met Corporall 7{im.

Nim, Good morrow Lieutenant Bardilfe.

Bar. What, are Ancient P;)?»tfandyou friends yet?

Nim. For my part, I care not : I fay little : but when
time fhall ferve, there Ihall be fmilcs , but that fhall be

as it may. I dare not fight, but I will wink and hold out

mine iron : it is but a fimple one,but what though? It will

tofte Cheefe, and it will endure cold , as another mans
fword will : and there's an end.

Bar. I will bcftow a breakfatt to make you friends,

and we'll be all three fworn brothers to France : Lci't

be fo, good Corporall Nim.
Nim. Faitb,I will live folong as I may,that's the cer-

tain of it : and when I cannot live any longer, I will do
as I may : That is my reft r that is the rendcvous of it.

Bar. It is certain , Corporall, that he is married to

Nell Quickjjf., and certainly (he did you wrong , for you
were troth-plight to her.

Nim. I cannot tell. Things muft be as they may : men
may flcep, and they may have their throats about them
at that time, and fomc fay, knives have edges : It muft be

as it may, though patience be a tyred name, yet flic will

plod, there mutt be Condufions, well, I cannot teli.

Enter Pijtellyand Qnick/y.

Bar. Here comes Ancient P/)?*// and his wife: good
Corjporall be patient here. How now, mine Hofte P^oUt

Pifl. Bafe Tyke, call'ft thou me Hoftc, now by this

hand I fwear 1 fcornc the terme : nor (hall my Nek keep

Lodgers.

Hofi. No by my troth,not long : For we cannot lodge
and board a dozen or fourteen Gentlewomen that live

honeftly by the prick of their Needles, but it will be

thought wc keep a Bawdy-houfe ftraighc. O welliday

Lady, if he be not hewn now, wc (hall fee willfuU adulte-

ry and murthcr committed.

Bar. GoodLieutcnant,Good Corpf»rall,ofFcr nothing

here. Nim. Pi(h

Pift. Pi(h for thee, ifland dog: thou prickeard curre

oflfland.

Hofl. GoodCorporall AT/w, (hewthy valor, and pot
up thy fword,

Nim. Will you (hog ofFi" I would have you folus,

T'ifi. Solus , egregious dog ? O viper vile; Thefoka
in thy moft marvellous face , the folus in thy teeth , and
in thy throat, and in thy hatefull Lungs, yea in thy Maw
pcrdy ; and which is worfe, within thy nafty mouth, i

do retort the folus in thy bowels , for I can take, and Pi.

floPt cock is up, and flashing fire will followi

Nim. I am not Barbafon^ you cannot conjure me : I

have an huinor to knock you indifferently well : If yo
grow foul with me Pift»U , I will fcour you with my
Rapier, as 1 may, in fairtermcs, Ifyou would walk

off , 1 would prick your gutsa little in goodtermes, as

1 may, and that's the humor of it.

Piji. O Braggard vile, and damhed fbrious wight.

The Grave doth gape, and doting death is near,

Therefore exhale.

Bar. Hear me, hear me what I fay : Heihatftrikes

the firft ftroak , I'le run him up to the hilts, as I am a fol-

dier.

Tift. An oathofmickle might, and fury (hall abate.

Give me thy firit, thy fore-foot to me give : Thy fpirits

are moft tall.

Nim. I will cut thy throat one time or other in fair

termes, that is the humor of it.

Pifitll. CtMple agorge that is the word. I defic thee a-

gain. O hound of Greet, thmk'li thou my fpoufe topet ?

No, to the Spittle go, and from the Powdring tub of in-

famy, fetch forth tbeLtzar Kite oiCrejfids kmde, Doll

Tear.jheetyCht by name , and hercfpoufe. I have, and 1

will hold the Quondam Qnickjy for the onely (he: and
Paucay there's enough to go to.

Enter the Bay.

Boy. Mine Hoaft PifloH^ you muft come to my Ma-
tter, and your HoftclTe : He is very fick, and would to bed.

Good Bardolfe^ put thy face between the (hccts , and do
the Office of a Warming-man : Faidi,he's very ill.

Bard, Away you Rogue.

Hefi, By my troth he'l yield the Crow a pudding one

of thcle dayes : the King has killd his heart. Good Huf-
band come prcfently. Exit.

Bar. Come (hall I make you two friends. Wc muft

to France togexherrwhy the devill (hould Wc keep knives

to cut one anothers throats ?

Pift. Let flouds o'rcfwell and fiends for food howlc

on.

Nim. You'll pay me the eight (hillings I won of you

at Betting?

Pifi. Bafe is the Have thatpaycs.

Nim. That now I will have : that's the humour of it.

P/'/l. As manhood (hall compound: piilh home.Dra*.

Bard. By this fword, he that makes the firft thruft.

Pie kill him: by this fword, I will.

Pi.Sword is an 03th,and Oaths muft have their courfc.

Bar. Corporal Nim, tc thou wilt be fricnds,bc friends,

and thou wilt not , why then be enemies with me too:

pretbeeput upw

71/1. A Noble (halt thou havcj and prcfent pay, and

Liquor likewife will I give to thee, and fricndihip

/hall combine, and brotherhood. Tie live by Nimytnd
Nim (hall live by me , Is not this jutt ? For I (hall Sut-

ler be unto the Campc, and profits vs^ill acctuc. Cire nie

thy hand.
' Nim
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Nim. I fhall have my Noble ?

PiFt. In cafli, moft juftly paid.

Nim. Wei, then that's the humor oft.

Enter Hofiejfe.

Hofl, As ever you came of women , comc in quickly

to Sir John .• A poor heart, he is fo fhak'd of a burning

quotidian Tertian , that it is moft lamentable to behold.

Sweet men, come to him.

Nim, The King hath run bad humors on the Knjght,

that's the even of it,

Pift. Nimy thou haft fpoke the rights his hear: is fra.

6led and corroborate.

Nim. The King is a good King , but it muft be as it

may : he paflesfomc humors, and carreres.

Plfi. Let us condole the Knight, for (Lambkins) we

will live.

Enter Exeter^ Bedford^ and fVeflmer/and.

Bed. Fore God, his Grace isboldtotruft thefe traitors.

Exe, They rhall be apprehended by and by.

fVeJ}, Howfmooth and even they do bear thcmfelves,

As if all allegeance in their bofomcs fate

Crowned with faith, and conftant loyalty.

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend,

By interception, which they dream not of.

Sxe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow,

Whom he hath luli'd and cloy'd with gracious favours,

That he {hould for a forraign purfe, fo fell

His Soveraigns life to death and treachery.

Sound Trumpets.

Entet the King., Scroop, (Cambridge, and Gray.

King. Now fits the windc fa ir, and we wfll aboard.

My Lord oi famhridge, and my kind Lord of Mafbam ,

And you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts:

Think you not that the powers we bear with us

Will cut their paffage through the force of France >

Doing the execution, and the aft.

For which we have in head affemblcd them,

Scro. No doubt, my Liege, if each man do his bcft.

King. I doubt not that, fince we are well peifwaded,

We carry not a heart with us from hence.

That grows not in a fair confent withours:

Nor leave not one behind, that doth not willi

Succcfs and ConqueJft to attend on us.

Cam. Never was a Monarch better fear'd and lov'd,

Then is your Majefty ; there's not I think a fubjedt

That fits in heart-grief and uneafinefs

Under the fweet fl-iade of your government.

Kni. True : thofe that were your Fathers enemies,

Have ftecp'd their gauls in honey, and do obferve you

With hearts create of duty, and of zeal.

King. We therefore have great caufe of thankfulnefs,

And fhall forget the office of our hand
Sooner then quittance of defer: and merit,

'

According to the weight and worthinefs.

Scro. So fervice inall with fteeled finewstoyj,

And labour (Viall refrelh it felf with hope

To do your Grace inceffant Cervices.

King. We Judge no lefle . Unkle of Exeter

^

Inlargc the man committed yefterday,

That rail'd againft our perfon : We confider

It was excelTe ofWine that fet him on.

And on his more advice. We pardon him.

Scro. That's meicy, but too much fecurity :

Let him be pumOi'd Soveraign, leaft example

Breed ( by his fufFerance ) more of fuch a kind.

King, O let us yet be mercifull.

Cam. So may your Highners,and yet punifh too.

Grajf. Sir, you fliew great mercy if you give him life,

After the rafte of much correftion.

King. Alas, your too much love and care of me.
Are havy Orifons 'gain'ft this poor wretch

:

If little faults proceeding on diftemper,

Shall not be wink'd at, how fhall we ftrctch our eye

When ca pitail crimes, chew'd, fwallow'd, and difgeftcd,

Appears before us ? We'll yet inlarge that man,
Thongh Cambridge.,Scroop,zx\A Gray^ in their dear care

And tender prefervation of our perfon

Would have him punifh'd.And now to out French caufes.

Who arcche hte Commiffioneis }

Cam. 1 one my Lord,

Your Highnefs bad me ask for i: to day.

Scro. So did you me, my Liege.

Gra. And I,my Royall Soveraign.

King^lnttx RicbardEitk o( Cajfi^ridge^therc is yours:

There yours Lords Scroop oiMajham, and Sir Kmght

:

Cray oi Northutnherlandy this fame is yours:

Read them, and know I know your worthinefs.

My Lord oi IVefimerUnd svsd Uviklt Exeter

^

We will aboard to night. Why how now Gentlemen i

What fee you in thofe papers, that you lofe

So much complexion .? Look ye how they change

:

Their cheeks a re pa per. Why, what read you there
That havefo cowarded and chac'd your bloud

Out of appearance.

Cam. 1 doconfeflemy fault.

And dofubmit me to your Highnefs mercy.
Gray. Scro. To which we all appeal.

King. The mercy that was quick in us but late.

By your own counfell is fuppreft and kill'd :

You murt not dare ( for fhame ) to calk of mercy,
For your own reafons turn into your bofomes.

As dogs upon their Mafters, worrying you

:

See you my Princes, and my Noble Peers,

Thcfe Englifh monflers : My Lord oi Cambridge here,

You know how apt our love was, toaccord

To furnifli him wnh all appertfnencs

Belonging to his honour ; and this man.
Hath for a few light Crowns, lightly confpir'd

And fworn unto the piadtifes oi France

To kill us here in Hampion. To the which.

This Knight no lefle for bounty bound tons

Then Cambridge is, hath likewifc fworn. But O,
What fhall I fay to thee, Lord Scroop., thou cruell,

Ingratefull, favage,and inhumane Creature }

Thou that didft bear the key of all my counfells.

That knew'rt the very bottomeofmy foul,

That(almoft) might'fthavecoyn'd me into Gold,
Would'ft thou have praftis'd on me, for thy ufe }

May i: be poffible, that forraign hyer

Could our of thee extraft one Ipark of eviil

That might annoy my finger ? 'Tis fo ftrange.

That though the truth of it Itand ofFas grofle

As black and white, my eye will fcarcely fee it.

Treafon and murther, ever kept together.

As twoyoak devills fworn to cithers purpofe,

Working fogrofsly in a naturall caule.

That admiration did not hoop at them.

But thou ( 'gainft all proportion ) didft bring in

Wonder to wait on treafon, and no murther

:

And whatfoever cunning fiend it was

That wrought upon thee fo prepofteroufly,

Hath got the voyce in hell for excellence :

And
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And other devils thac tuggtft by treafons,

Do botch ami bungle up <?amnacion,

With pacches, colours, and with forms, being fetchi

From glift'ring feniblances of piety :

But he that tempcr'd thee, bad thee ftand up.

Gave thee no inftancc why thou Oiouldft do creafon,

UnleiTe to dub thee with the name of Traitor.

If that fameDxmon that hathguli'd thee thus.

Should with his Lyon-g«e walk the whole world.

He might rctu n to vafty Ta.tar back.

And tell the Legions, I can never win

A foul fo eafie as thai Engl-fh mans.

On, how haft thou with jtaloufic infc£lfd

The fweetnerte of affiance ? Shew mendutif ill ?

Why fo didft thou. Seem they grave and learned >

Why fo didft thou. Come they of Noble Fiinily?

Why fo didft ihou. Seem the y religious ?

Why fo didft thou. Or are they fpare in diet.

Free from gro(tc palTion, or of mi uh, or anger,

Conftant mfpirit, not fwerving with the bloud,

Garnifti'd and deck'd in model! complement,

Not working with the eye, without the ear.

And but in purged judgemet trufting neither ?

Such and fo finely boulted didtt thou fcem

:

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot.

To make ihcc full fraught man, and beft indued

With fomc fufpition, 1 will weep for thee.

For this revolt ofthine, me thinks is like

Another fall ofman. Their faults arc open,

Arieft them to the anfwcr of the Law,

And God acquit them of their praftifes.

Exe. I arrcft thee of High Treafon , by the name of

Rtch*ri Earle of C*mhridge.

I arreft thee of High Treafon j by the name c&Thomu
Lord Scroop of Marfham.

I arrcft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomdt
Grtjy Knight of Northurnhfrt/tttd.

ScTo. Our purpofes God juftly hath difcover'd.

And I repent my fault more then my death.

Which I befeechyour HighnelTe to forgive.

Although my body pay the price of it.

Cam. For me, the Cold of France did not fediKe,

Although I did admit it as a motive.

The fooner to cffeft what I intended :

But God be thanked for prevention.

Which I in fufferancc heartily will rejoycc

BefcechingGod to pardon mc.

Gray. Never did faithfull fubjcft more rcjoyce

Atthedifcovery of moft dangerous Treafon,

Then I do at this hour joy o're my felf.

Prevented from a damned entcrprizc ;

My fault, but not my body, pardon Soveraign.

Klng.QoA quit you in his mercy: Hear your fentence.

You haveconfpir'd againft Our Royallpeifon.

Joyn'dwithan enemy proclaim'd; and from his Coffers

Receiv'd the Golden Earneft of Our death:

Wherein you would have fould your King to daughter.

His Princes, and his Peeis of fcivitude.

His Subjefts to opprelfion, and contempt.

And his whole Kingdome into defolation :

Touching our pcrfon, feek we no revenge.

But we our Kingdomcs fafcty mu(t fo tender

,

Whofc ruinc you three fought, that to her Lawcs
We do deliver you. Getyou therefore hence,

(Poor miferabtc wretches) to your death

:

The tafte whereof, God of his mercy give

You patience to endure, and c/iic repentance

Of all your dear offences. Bearthfm hence. ExtH/it.

Now Lords for France : the enterprifc whereof

Shall be to you as us, like gloi lous.

We doubt not of a fair and lucky War,
Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light

This dangerous Treafon, lurking in our way
To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now.
But every Rub is fmoothcd on our way:

Then forth, dear Counneymcn : Let us deliver

Our Puiffance into the hand of God,
Putting It ftraight in expedition.

Cheetly to Sea, the fignes of War advance.

No King cf England, ifnot King of France, Exenitt.

Sater Pljtell, Nlm, Btirdolfh, Bej,a»d Hofte^.

Hojie^. Prithee honey, fwcet Husband , let mc bring

thee to StMt/tet.

PlfloU. No : for my manly heart doth yem. Sardolph,

be biythe : M'/», rovwc thy vaunting Veins : Boy,brisflc

thy Courage up : for Faljlajfe he is dead , and wc muft

ycrn therefore.

Bard. Would I were with him , v»hcrefomere he 1$,

either in Heaven, or in Hell.

Hofiep, Nay fure, he's not in Hell: he's in tArthwrt
Bofomcj if ever man went to Arthurs Bofomtr : a made
finer end,and went away and ic had been any Chnflomc
Child : a parted juft between Twelve and One , ev'n at

the turning o'th'Tydc: for after I faw him fumble with

the Sheets, and play with Flowers,and fmile upon his fin-

gers end, I knew there was but one way : for his Nofc was

as ftiarpe as a Pen,and a Table of green fields. How now
Sir J«** (quoth 1 ? ) what man ? be a good cheer : fo a

cryed out, God, God, God , three or four times : now I,

to comfort him , bid him a Oiould not think of God ; 1

hop'd there was no need to troubleh mfclf with any fuch

thoughts yet : fo a bad me lay more Cloathes on his feet

:

I put my hand into the Bed , and felt them , and they

were as cold as a ftone : then I felt to his knees , and fo

upward and upward, all was as cold as any ftone.

Nim. They fay he cryed out of Sack.

Ho^eS. I, that a did.

Bard. And of Women.
Hufle^. Nay, that a did not.

Boy. Yes that a did , and faid they were Devills in-

carnate.

tyaman. A could never abide Carnation, 'cwasa Co.
lour he never lik'd.

Boj. A faid once , the Deule would have him about

Women.
Hofiefi. A did in fome fort (indeed) handle Women :

but then he was lumatick , and talk'd of the Whore of

Babylon.

Boy. Do you not remember a faw a Flea ftick upon

Bardolfh's Nofe, and faid it was 3 black Soul burning in

Hell.

Bard. Well, the fuell is gone that mamtain'd that fire:

that's all the Riches I got in his fetvice.

Nlm. Shall we ft>ogg ? the King wiU be gone from
StHthamftott.

Piit. Come, let's away. My love, give mc thy Lps

:

Look to my Chattels , and my Moveables : Let Sences

rule : The world is. Pitch and pay: tiuft none ; for Oaths

are Strawes, mens Faiths arc Wafer-Cakes, and hold-

faft IS the onely Dog : My Duck , therefore, C4t*r» be

ihy Counfellor. Goc, dear thy Chryftalis. Yoke-

fellowes la Armes , let us to France, like Horfc-|

IcechesI
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leeches my Boycs, to fuck, to fuck, the very bloudtofuck.

Be/, And that's but unwholfomc food they fay.

Pin-. Touch her foft mouth, and march.

Bard. Farewell Hoftcfs.

Nim, I cannotkifsjchat is the humour of it ".but adieu.

Pifi. Let Hufwifne appear: keep clofe, I thee com-

mand.

HoJ}((?. Farewell: adieu. Exeunt

Enter the trench King., the Delphiuy the Dukes

of Berrj 4nd Britain.

Kin. Thus comes the Englifh with full power upon us,

And more then carefully it us concerns,

To anfwer Royally in our defences.

Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Bi itain,

Of Brabantandof Ovlcance fhall make forth,

And you Prince Dolphin, with all fwiftdifpatch

To lyne and new repair our towns of War
With men of courage, and with means defendant:

For England his approaches makes as fierce,

As Watas to the fucking of a Gulfe.

It fits us then to be as provident.

As fear may teach us, out of late examples

Left by the fatal) and ncglcdcd Englirti,

Upon our fields.

Delphi». My moft redoubted Father,

It is moft meet we arme us 'gainft the Foe !

For Peace it feif rtiould not fo dull a Kingdome,

( Though War nor no known C^iarrel were in qucftion )

But that Defences, Mufters, Preparations,

Should be maintain'd, affcmblcd and collected.

As were a War in expectation.

Therefore I fay, 'tis mete we all go forth,

To view the fick and feeble parts of France :

And Ictus do it with noftiew of fear.

No, with no more, then if we heard that England

Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance :

For, my good Liedge, flie is fo idly King'd,

Her Scepter fo phantaftically borne.

By a vain giddy fhallow humorous Youth,

That fear attends her not.

CoKfi. O Peace, Prince Dolphin,

You are too much miftaken in this King

:

Qucftion your Grace the late Embaffadors,

With what great State he heard their EmbafTie,

How well fupply'd with Noble Counccilors,

Howmodeft in exception ; and withall.

How terrible inconftant refolution

:

And you fhall find, his Vanities fore-fpent.

Were but the out-fide of the Roman BruttUy

Covering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly ;

As Gardeners do with Ordure hide thofe. Roots

That ftiall firft fpiing, and be moft delicate.

Dolph. Well, 'tis not fo, my Lord High Conftable.

But though we think it fo, it is no matter :

In caufes of defence, 'tis beft to weigh

The enemy more mighty then he fecms,

So the proportions of defence are fill'd :

Which of a weak and nigaidly projedtion,

Doth lil<e a Miftr fpoil his Coat, with fcanting

A little Cloth

King, Think we King Harry ftxong;

And Princes, look you ftiongly arme to meet him,

Tlie Kindred of him hath been flefht upon us:

And he is hrcd out of that bloudy ftrain.

That haunted us in our familiar Pathes :

Witncflc our too much memorable fhame.

When Crcffy Battell fatally was ftruck.

And all our Prmces captiv'd, by the hand
Of that black Name, £(/ir.«r</, black Prince of Wales
Whiles that his Mountain Sire, on Mountain ftanding

Up in the Aire, crown'd with the Golden Sun,

Saw his Heroicall Seed, and fmil'd to fee him
Mangle the Work of Nature, and deface

The Patterns, that by God and by French Fathers

Had twenty years been made. This is a Stem
Oi that Viftorious Stock : and let us fear

The Native raightineflc and fate of him.

Enter a UMejfenger.

Mef. Embafladors from Harrj King of England,
Do crave admittance to yourMajefty.

King. We'll give them prefent audience.

Go, and bting them.

You fee this Chafe is hotly followed, friends.

Dolph. Turn head, and flop purfuit : for coward Dogs
Moft fpcnd their mouths,when what they feeni to threaten

Runs far before them. Good my Sovcraign

Take up the Englifh fhort.andlet them know
Of what a Monarchy you are the Head

:

Self-love, my Liege, is not fo vile a fin,

As felf neglecting.

Enter Exeter.

King. From our Brother of England f

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Majefty

:

He wills you in the Name of God Almighty,
That you deveft yourfelfe, and lay apart

The borrowed Glories, that by gift of Heaven,
By Law of Nature, and ofnations, longs

To him and to his Heirs, namely the Crown

;

And all wide-ftretched Honors, that pertain

By Cuftome, and the Ordinance of Times,

Unto the Crown of France: that you may know
'Tis no finifter, nor no awk-ward Claim,

Pickt from the Worm-holes of long-vanifht daycs,

Nor from the duft ofold Obli vion rakt,

He fends you this inoft memorable Line,

In every Branch truly demonftiative;

Willing you over-look this Pedigree :

And when you find him evenly deriv'd

From his moftfam'd, of famous Anceftors,

Edward zhc third ; he bids you then refign

Your Crown and Kingdome indiredlly held

From him the Native and true Challenger.

King. Or elfe what follows.?

Exe. Bloudy conftraint : for if you hide the Grown
Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it.

Therefore in fierce T«mpeft is he coming,

In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a Jove:
1 hat if requiring fail, he will compell.

And bids you^ in the Bowels of the Lord,

Deliver up the Crown, and to take mercy

On the poor Souls for whom this hungry War
Opens his vafty Jawes : and on your head

Turning the Widows Tears, the Orphans Cryes',

The dead-mcns Bloud, the privy Maidens Groans,

For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers,

That fhall be fwallowed in this Controverfic.

1 his is his Claim, his threatning, and my Meflagc

:

UnlefTe the Dolphin be in prefenct here

;

To whomcxpreffely I bting greeting too.

King. For
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King. For us , wc wijl confidcr of this further :

To morrow fhall you bear our full intent

Back CO our Brother of England.

Dotph. For the Dolphin,

I ftand here for him : what to him from England ?

Exe. Scoinand defiance, fleight regard, contempt,

And any thing that may not mif-bccomc

The mighty Sender, doth he prize you at.

Thus faycs my King : and if your Father's Highnefs

Doe not, in grant of all demands at large.

Sweeten the oitter Mock you fcnt his Majcfty ;

He'lccallyoutofo hot an Anfwerofit,

That Cayes and Womby Vaultages ofFrance

Shall chide your Trefpas,and return your Mock

In fseond Accent of his Ordinance.

Dolph. Say; jf ;ny Father render fair return.

It is againft my will : for I dcfirc

Nothing but Oddcs with England,

To that end, as matching to hjs Youth and Vanity,

I did prcfent him with the Paris-Balls.

Ex. He'lc make your Paris Lover (hake for it,

Were it thcMiftrcflc Court of mighty Europe :

And beaflur'd, you'le find a diff'rence.

As we his Subjefts have in wonder found

,

Between thepromifeof his greener dayes»

And thefe he mafters now : now he weighs Time

Even to the utmoft Grain : that you (hall read

In your own Loffcs, if he (lay in France.

King. To morrow (hall you know our mind at full.

Flourijh,

Exe. Difpatch us with allfpced,!eaft that our King

Come here himfeif to queftion our delay ;

For he is footed in this Land already.

Kinf^. You (hall be foon difpatcht,with fair conditions.

ANightis but fmali breathe, and lictle paufe.

To anfwer matters of this confcquencc. Exeitnt.

^Bm Secundus*

Enter Chorm.

Thus with imagin'd wing our fwift Scene flyes.

In motion of no lelTe celerity then thai of Thought.

Suppofe, that you havefeen

The well-appointed King at Dover Peer,

Embark his Royalty : and his brave Fleet,

With filkcn Streamers, the young Phtbiu faining ;

Play with your Fancies r and in them behold.

Upon the Hempen Tackle , Ship-boyes climbing

;

Hear the (hrill Whiftle, which doth order give

To founds confus'd : behold the thrcadcn Sails,

Born with th'invifible and creeping Wind,
Draw the huge Botiomes through the furrowed Sea,

Bre(ling the lofty Surge. O, do but thmk
You (land upon the Rivagc, and behold

A Cine on th'inconflant Billowes dancing

:

For fo appears this Fleet Majcftical,

Holding due couife to Harflew. Follow, follow.

Grapple your minds to fternagc of this Navy,

And leave your England as dead Mid-night, ftill.

Guarded with Grandfires, Babies, and old Women
Either pa{t, or not arnv'd to pith and puKTance :

,

For who is he,whofc Chin is but cnncht

With one appearmg Hair, that will not follow

Thefe cull'd and choice-drawn Cavaliers to France?
Work, work your Thoughts, and therein fee a Siege

:

Behold the Ordenance on their Carriage?,

With fatal mouthrs gaping on girded Harffew,

Suppofe th'Embalfador from the French comes back

:

Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him
Catherine his Daughter, and with her to Dowrie,
Some petty and unprofitable Dukedomes.
The offer hkts not : and the nimble Gunner
With Lynltock now the devililh Cannon touches.

Alarum, ani Chamiers go of.
And down goes all before him. Still be kind.
And ech out our performance with your mind. Exit.

Enter the King , Exeter , Bedford, and Ghncejier.
AUrum. Scallng-Laddtrc at Hurflew,

King. Once more unto the Breach,
Dear friends, once more

;

Or clofe the Wall up with our Inglifh dead:
In Peace, there's nothing fo becomes a man.
As modefl (lilnefTe and humility :

But when the blaft of War blowes in our earei,

Then imitate the adtion of the Tyger :

Stiffen the finewes, commune up the bloud,

Difguifc fair Nature with hard-favour'd Rage :

Then lend the Eye a terrible afpcft :

Let it pry through the portage of the Head,
Like the BraCs Cannon: let the Brow o'rewhelm it,

As fearful ly,as doth a galled Rock
O're-hang and jutty his confounded Bafe,

Swiird with the wildc and wa(lfall Ocean.

Now fet the Teeth,and (Irecch the Nofthril wide.

Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit

To his full height. On, you Nobleft Englilh,

Whofc bloud is fet from Fathers ofWar-proof:
Fathers, that like fo many Alex^mderty

Have in thefe parts from Morn till Even fought.

And (heath'd their Swords for lack of argument.

Difhonour not your Mothers : now attett.

That thofc whom you call'd Fathers, did beget you.

Be Coppy now to me ofgrolTer bloud,

And teach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen,
Whofe Limbs were made in England ; (hew us here

The mcttel of your Pafture : let us fwcar.

That you are worth your breeding : which I doubt not

:

For there is none of you fo mean and bafe,

That hath not Noble luftre in your eyes.

I fee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the (l^ps.

Straying upon the Start. The Game's a-foot

:

Follow your Spirit; and upon this Charge,

Cry, God for Warr/, England, and S. George.

Alarum , and Chambers go off.

Enter Nlm, Sardofpb, Plfiol, and Boy.

Bard. On,on,on,on,on, to the Breach, to the Breach,

Nlm. 'Pray thee Corporal ftay , the Knocb arc too

hot ; and for mine own part. 1 have not a Cafe of Lives

the humor of it it too hot , that is the very plain-Song

of it.

Plfl. The plain-Song is raoft iu(} : for humors do a-

bound: Knocks goe and come: Gods Va(rals drop and

dye : and Sword and Shield, in bloudy Fie(d,doth winnc
immortal fame.

£<y.Would I were in an Alc-houfe in London,! would

give ail my Fame for a Pot ofAle, and fafety.

M m fin.Sud
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Plfi. And I : if wifhcs would prevail wiih mc , my

purpofe Jhould no: fail wkh me ; but thither would I

hye.

Boy. As dtiiy , but not as truly , as Bird doth fing on

bough.

Euttr FlueEen.

F/». Up to the breach, you Dogs ; avant you CulUons.

Fiji, Be meicifull great Duke to men of Mould, a-

bate ihv Rage , abate thy manly Rage ; abate thy Rage,

great Duke. Good Bawcock bate ihy Rage : ule lenity

fweet Chuck.

"hhm. Thefc be good humors : your Honour wins bad

humors. Exit.

Boy. As young as I am, I have obfcrv'd thefe three

Swatfiers. 1 am Boy to them all three , but all they three

though they would ferve me , could not be Man to mc ;

for indeed three fuch Antiques do not amount to a man

:

for Bardolph, he is white- liver'd, and red-fac'd ; by the

means whereof, a faces it out , but fights not ; for *PiStol,

he hath a killing Tongue , and a quiet Sword ; by the

means whereof, a breaks Words , and keeps whole

Weapons : for Nim , he hath heard , that men of few

Words are the beft men , and therefore he fcorns to fay

his Prayers , left a fhould be thought a Coward : but his

few bad Words are match: with as few good Deeds ; for

a never broke any man's head but his own , and that was

againll a Port, when he was drunk. They will fteal any

rhing, and call itParchafe. Bardolph ftofe a Lute-cafe,

bore it twelve Leagues, and fold it for three half-pence,

Nlm and Burdolph are fworn Brothers in filching : and

in Callice they ftole a fircfhovel. I knew by that piece

of Service, the men would carry Coals. They would

have me as familiar with men's Pockets, as their Gloves

or their Hand-kercheis: which makes much againft my
Manhood, if I fhould take from another's Pocket , to put

into mine ; for it is plain pocketting up of Wrongs. 1

muft leave them , and feek fome better Service: their

Villanygoes againft my weak ftomack , and therefore

1 muft caft it up. Exit.

Sitter Cower

Cover. Captain flnetlen^ you muft come prefently to

the Mynes ; the Duke of Glouccfter would fpcak with

you.

Flu. To the Mynes? Tell you the Duke, it is not fo

good to come to the Mynes : for look you, the Mynes

are not according to the d fciplines of War; the con-

cavities of it is not fufficient - for look you, th'athver-

fary, you may difculTc unto the Duke, look you % isdigc

himfelf four yard under the Countermines: by Chejhu,

I think a will plow up all , if there is not better dire-

ctions.

Goiver. The Duke ofGloucefter, to whom the Order

of the Siege is given , is altogether direfked by an Irifh

man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith.

fVel(h, It is Captain Makrnorrice^ is it not ?

Goner. I think it be.

yyelch. By Chtfhu he is an Affc, as in the World , 1

will verifieasinuch in his Beard : he ha'snomore di regi-

ons in the true difciplines of the Warrcs, look you , of the

Roman difciplines, then is a Puppy -dog.

Stiter Makjuorr'ice^ and Captain Jamj.
Goiver. Here a comes, and the Scots Captain,Captain

J^rnj, with him.

ffelch. Captam Jamy is a marvellous falorous Gen-
tleman* that iscer:ain,and ofgreat expednion and know-

ledge in th'aunchiamWarres,uponmy particular know-
ledge of his diredlions : by Chefhu he will maintain his

Argument as well as any Militarie man in the World, m
theditciphncsof the Priftinc Warres of the Romans.

Scot, I fay gudday. Captain Flne!len.

Welch. Godden to your Worfliip, good Captain
James.

Gover. How now Captain Afakmfrrice , have you
quit thcMynes ? have the Pionersgiveno're.?

frifh. By Chrifti Law tilh ill done : the Work i(h
give over , theTrompet found the Retreat. By my Hand
1 fwear, and my father's Soul , the Work i(\\ ill done:
u ilhgiveovei : I would have blowed up the Town,
Co Chrifti fave me law, in an hour. O tifh ill done, tilh

ill done : by my Hand tifti ill done.

I^etfb. Captain Afakptorrice , I befeech you now,
will you voutfafc me , look you , a few difputations with
you« as partly touching or concerning the difciplines of
the War, the Roman Warres , in the way of Argu-
ment , look you , and friendly communication : partly to
fatisfie my Opinion, and partly for the fatisfadlion, look
you, of my Mind : as touching the direiftion of the Mi-
litary difcfpline,that is the Point.

Scot. It fall be vary gud, gud feitb, gud Captcns bath,
andl fall quit you with gud leve,as I may pick occalion:

thatfalllmary.

Iripj. It IS notime todifcourfe, foChrifhfaveme:
the day ishot,andthe Weather,and the Warres, and the

King, and the Dukes: it is no time to difcourfe,the Town
iJ befeech'd : and the Trumpet calls us to the breech , and
wc talk, and be Chrifti do nothing , tis (hame for us all

:

fo God fa'me tis iliame to ftand ftill , it is (harae by my
haiKl : and there is Throats to be cut , and Works to be
done, and there illi nothing done, fo Chrift fa me law.

Scot. By the Mes,cretheife eyes ofmine take them-
felves to flomber, ayle de gud fervice , or He liggei th'

grand for It; ay, orgo to death: and llepay'tas va-

loroufly as I may , that fall I furely doe » thebrefFand
the long •• mary , I wad full fain heard fomc queftion

'tween you tway.

fi^elch. Captain Makmornce , I think , look you,
under your corredion, there is not many of your Na-
tion.

/r/7^. Of my Nation .P What ifti my Nation.' Ifh a
Villain, and a Bafteid,and a Knave, and a Rafcal.What
ilh my Nation > Who talks ofmy Nation ?

tVelch. Look you , if you take the matter otherwife

then is meant , Captain Mackmorrice
,
peradventure I

fhall think you do not ufe mc witii that affability , as in

difcretion you ought to ufe me , look you , being as good
a mm as your felf both m the difciplines of War, and
in the derivation of my Birth , and in other particulari-

ties.

Irifl}. I do not know you fo good a man aj my felf , fo

Chrifh fave me, I will cut off your Head.

Goiver. Gentlemen both , you willm ftake each other.

Scot. A, that's a foulfaulr. ^ Parley.

^orrer. The Town founds a Parley.

fVelch. Captain Makjnorrlce , when there is more
better opportunity to be required, look you , I will be fo

bold as CO tell you , I know the difciplines of War , and
there is an end, Sxlt,

Enter the King and all his Train beforttht Gates.

King, How yet refolves the Governour of the Town ,'

Thisis the lateft Parle we wiUadmit

:

There
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Therefore to our beft mercy give your fdves,

Or like to men proud of de<lrudliorJ,

Defie us 10 our worit : for as I am a Souldier,

A Name that in my thoughts becomes me beft

;

If! bcgm the batt'ric once agaifl,

I will not leave the half-atchicvcd Harflcw,

'Till in her allies \\nt lye buried.

The Gates of Mercy fhall be all (Tint up.

And the fltfti'd Souldicr, rough and hard of heart,

In liberty of bloudy hand, iTiall range

With Confcicnce wide as Hell, mowing like Grafs

Yourfrefh fair Virgins , and your flowring Infants.

What is it then to me, ifimpious War,

Arrayed in games like to the Prince of Fiends,

Do with his fmircht complexTon of fell feats,

Enlinckt to wafte and defolation f

What is't to mc, when you your felves are caufe,

If your pure Maidens fall into the hand

Of hot and forcing Violation ?

What Rein can hold licentious Wickedncffe,

When down the Hill he holds his fierce Career ?

We may as bootlefle fpend our vain Command
Upon th'enraged Souldiers in their fpoil.

As fend Precepts to the Leviathan to come a-fhoar.

Therefore, you men of Harflew,

Take pitte of your Town and of your People,

Whiles yet my Souldiers arc in my Command,

Whiles yet the cool and temperate Wind of Grace

O'rc-blowcs the filthy and contagious Clouds

Of heady Murther, Spoil, and Viliany.

If not : why in a moment look to fee

The blind and bloudy Souldicr , with foul hand

Defile the Locks of your fhrilUfhreiking Daughters.

Your Fathers taken by the filver Beards,

And their molt reverend Heads daflit to the Walls :

Your naked Infants fpitced upon Pikes,

Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howlcs confus'd,

Do break the Clouds ; as did the Wives ofJewry ,

At Herod's bloudy-hunting flaughter-men.

What fay you ? Will you yield, and this avoid ?

Or guilty in defence be thus deftroy'd.

Enter Covernour.

Cover. Oiir expedation hath this day an end

:

The Dolphin, whom of Succours we entreated,

Returns us, that his Poweis are yet not ready.

To raife fo great a Siege. Therefore great King,

We yield our Town and Lives to thy foft Mercy

:

Enter our Gates, difpofe of us and ours,

For we no longer arc defenfible.

King. Open your Gates : Come Uncle Exeter^

Go you and enter Harflew , there remain,

And fortifie it ftrongly 'gainft the French:

life mercy to them all for us, dear Uncle.

The Winter coroming on, and Sickneflc growing

Upon our Souldiers, we will retire to Cahs.

To night in Harflcw will we be your Guefl,

To morrow for the March are we addrcft.

F/«Mrip?y and enter the Town.

Enter Katherine ^nd an old Gentlewoman.

Kath. j^licfy tt* as ejle en Atigleterrt , & tufurlou

hlen le Languxge.

Alice. Em pen LMadame.
iCath. le te prte nt'enfelgner^ il faut que j'apfrenne a

farler. Comment appelle' vatu la main en t^ngloii .'

Alice. La main., U efl affe!le\ de Hand.
Kath. De Hand.

tAlice. Et le dojt.

Kn.Le doyt.fnafoj ie ouble le dojt.,m*K ie mefotnlen.
dray le dojt^ iepenfe qni'ls ont appelle definjres , oh de

fingret.

Alice, La main, de Hund^ le dojt^ le Fingresjt fen.
fe <iHe itfMH le bon efcholler.

Kath. I' ay galgne dettx mott d' AngUii vlHemtnt
,

comment appelle vout Its angles >

Alice. Let »ngles,les appellant de Najles.

Kath. De Najtesefcontext : dltes moj^fiieparle hlen:

de Hand^ de PIngres., de Najles.

Alice. C'eji Hen dit Madame y U ejlfort hon Anglois.

Kath. Dltes may en Anglovs le brat,

Alice. De Arme.^ (..Madame.

Kath. £t le coude.

Alice. 1)'Elborf.

Kath. D'Elbow : Ie m'en fa'ttx, la repetition de totu

les mots tjue m^avez, apprlns de's aprefent.

Alice. Il ell trip difficile Madame, comme lepenfe.

Kath. Excufemoy AliccjifcoMte^ d'Hand^ de Fln^rCy

de Naylesy £Arme , de Bilbom.

Alice. D^elbow., Madame.
Kath. O Signeur Dieu, ie men oublle d'Elhow j com^

ment appelle votu le col

}

tyiltce. De Neck^ , Madame.
Kath. Tie Neck^, c^- le manton ?

Alice. 7)e Chin.

Kath. De Sin: le col,deJVeck_; le tnanten, de Sin.

Alice. Ony, Saufvojire hounenr enverlte voiu pro.

noncies les motsaufft droif}^ ^aele Nat Iffs d' Angleterre.

Kath. le ne daute point d' apprendre par le grace de

DicMy Cif enpett de temps.

A I. N 'avet, vans pas dejia oublle ce que ie vohs ay tn-

Kath. NommCy le reciteray a votu promftement
d'Handy de Flngre, de Nayles^ Madame,

Alice. De Nayles., Madame.
Kath. De Nayles, de Arme., de Ilbow.

Alice. Sans vojlre honneur ttElbow.

Kath, Alnji dis.le de'Elhow^ de Neck., , de Sin : cam-
ment appelle votu les p eds & de roba,

Alice. Le Foot Madame., (jr le Count.

Kath. Le Foot., (^ le Count: O Slgnleur DietSy ce font

des mots mauvaify corrnptlhle ©• lmptidl<jMe, fjr nonfonr
les Dames d'Honaeur infer : Ie ne vendrois prononcer ees

mots devant les Signeurs de France, pour tout le monde, il

fantle Foot, Q- le Count, neant molns, Ie reclteray un au'

trefoit ma lecon enfemble, d'Hand, de Flngre, de Nayles,

d'Arme, d'Elbow, deT^eck,, de Siuyde Footy de ^onnt.

Alice. Sxcellenty Madame.

Ka.C'eft ^jfexjpour uaefotSyallons notu en dlfner.Exzuat.

Sttter the KlngofFrancCy the Dolphluy the

Confiable ofFrance, and others.

King, 'Tis cenain he hath part the River Some.

Confl. Aiid if he be not fought withall , my Lord,

L« us not live in France : let us quit all

,

And give our Vineyards to a barbarous People.

Dolph. O Dlenvlvant! (hall a few Sprayes ofus.

The emptying of our Fathers Luxury,

Our Syens, put in wild and favage Stock,

Spirt up fo fuddcnly into the Clouds,

And ovar-look their Grafters?

Brit. Normans, but baftardNormtnSjNorman baftards.

Ui'tort de ma vie, if they march along

Unfought withall, but I will fell my Dukedoaic,

M in 1 To
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To buy a flobbry and a dirty Farm

In that nook-fliocien He of Albion.

Co/ijt. Ditu ie Battailles ! where have they this met-

is no: their Climate foggy , raw, and dull ? [tcl ?

On whom, as in derpight,the Sun looks pale,

Killing cheir Fruit with frowns? Can fodden Water,

A Drench for fur-rcyn'd Jades, their Barly broth,

Deco£1: their cold bloud to fuch valiant heat ?

And (hall our quick bloud, fpinted with Wine,

Seem froliie ? O , for the honour of our Land,

Let us not hanglike roping Ifictes

Upon our Houfes Thatch, whiles a more froftic People

Sweat drops of gallant Youth in out rich fields

:

Poor we may call them, in their Native Lords.

Dolfh. By Faith and Honour,

Our Madames mock at us, and plainly fay.

Our Mettei is bred out, and they will give

Their bodies to the Luft of Englilh Youth,

To new-ftore France with Baftard Warriors.

iBnV.They bid us to the Englifli Dancing-Schools-,

And teach Lavolta's high, and fwift C*rranto'Sy

Saying , our Grace is oncly in our Heels,

And that we are moft lofty Run-awayes.

King. Where is Mentjo^ the Heraldffpeed him hence

Let him greet England with our fharp defiance.

Up Princes, and with fpirit of Honour edged.

More (harper then your Swords, high to the field :

Qharla DeUbreth^ High Con(table of France,

You Dukes oiOrleance, BurboH, and oiBerrjFy

Alanfon^ Brabant^ S/»>-,and Burgondle
,

Ja^ucs Chatpliion^Rambures^ yaudtmonty

Beaumont^ Grand Pree^ Roujfi^and FaHlconbrldgiy

hoys^ LefiraU^BoHCiqudll., and ChxrAlofts^

High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings:

For your great Seats,now quit you of great (hamcs

:

Barrc Harry England , that fweeps through our Land

With Penons painted in the bloud of Harflew :

Rufh on his Hofl, aS doth the melted Snow
Upon the Vallies , whofe low Vaflai Seat,

The Alpes doth fpit, and void his rhewm upon.

Go down upon him
,
you have Power enough,

And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan
Bring him our Pnfoner,

Confi. This becomes the Great.

Sorry am I his numbers are fo few.

His Souldiers Tick, and famifhtin the March :

For I am fure , when he (hall fee our Army,
He'll drop his heart into the (ink of fear.

And for Atchievement, offer us his Ranibme.

King. Therefore Lord Confiable, \\z.{\t on Mantjoj,

And let him fay to England, that we fend,

To know what willing Ranfome he will give.

Prince Q)olphi>}y you (hall (lay with us in Roan.

Dolph. Not I, I do befeech your Majefty.

King. Be patient , for you (hall remain with us.

Now forth Lord Conftable, and Princes all

;

And quickly bring us word of Englands fall. Exeunt.

Enter Captains., Welch and Englifhy Corver,

andFluellen.

Cower . How now Captain Fluellen , come you from

the Bridge ?

P/«. 1 afTure you, there is very excellent Services com-

mitted a: the Bridge.

Go)v. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ?

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as ^ga-

memnony and a man that I love and honour with my foul,

and my heart,and my duty , and my live, and my living,

and my uttennoft powef . He is not, God be praifed and
blefTed , any hurt in the World , but keeps the Bridge

moft valiantly,with excellent difcipline. There is an aun-

cient Lievtenant there at the Pridge , I think in my very

confcience he is as valiant a man as Mark,-^nthony., and
he jsa man of no eftimation in the World , but 1 did fee

him doc as gallant fervice.

Go)v. What do you call him?
Flu, He is call'd aunchient Pijlol.

^ow, I know him not.

Enter PiBol.

Flu. Here is the man.
Ptft. Caprain , 1 thee befeech to doc me favours : the

Duke of Exeter doth love thee well.

Flu. I, I piaife God , and I have merited fome love at

his hands.

Pljl. Bardolph , a Souldier firm and found of heart,
|

and of buxome valour, hath by cruel Fate, and giddy i

Fortunes furious fickle Wheel , that goddeffe blind , that

(lands upon the rolling refHe(re Stone.

Flu. By your patience, aunchient Pl/fol : Fortune is

painted blind , with a Muffler afore his eyes, tofignifie

to you , that Fortune is blind ; and fhc is painted alfo

with a Wheel, to (ignifie to you , which is the Moral of

it, that (he is turning and inconftant , and mutability,

and variation : and her foot , look you , is fixed upon a

Spherical Stone , which rowles, and rowles, and rowlcs

:

in good truth, the Poet makes a moft excellent defcripti-

on of it ; Fortune is an excellent Moral.

Pift. Fortune is Bardolph s foe , and frowns on him:

for he hath ftoln a Pax, and hanged muft a be : damned

death : let Gallowes gape for Dog , let Man goe free

,

and let not Hemp his Wind-pipe fuffocate: but Exeter

hath given the doom of death, for Pax of little price.

Therefore goe fpeak , the Duke will hear thy voice

;

land let not Bardolph's vital thread be cut with ^dge of

Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speak Captain for his

Life, and I will thee requite.

Flu. Aunchient 'P'tflol , I do partly underftand your

meaning.

P'tfi. Why then rejoyce therefore.

Flu. Certainly Aunchient , it is not a thing to rejoice

at : for if, look you, he were my Brother , I would defire

the Duke to ule his good pleafure, and put him to execu-

tion ; for difcipline ought to be ufcd.

f'ifl. Die,and be damn'd, and Figo for thy friendfliip.

Flu. h IS well,

Z*'^. The Fig of Spain. Exit.

Flu. Very good.

GoTv, Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rafcal , I re«

member him now: a Bawd, a Cut-purfe.

Flu. ric affureyou, a utt'red as prave words at the

Pridge,as you (hall fee in a Summers day : but it is very

well : what he ha's fpoke to me , that is well I warrant

you, when time is fcrvc.

Gof». Why 'tis a Gull, a Fool: a Rogue,thatnow and

then goes to the Wanes , to grace himfelf at his return

into London , under the form of a Souldier , and fuch

fellows arc perfic in the Great Commanders Names , and

they will learn you by rote where Services were done
;

ac fuch and foch a Sconce,at fuch a Breach,atfuch a Con-

voy : who came off bravely , who was (hoc , who dif-

grac'd,what termes the Enemy ftood on : and this they

conne perfitly in the phrafe of War ; which they trick

up
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itp wich new-tiined Oathts: and what a Beard of the Gc-

neiiilsCuc,anda horrid Sutc of the Camp ,wiildoa-

inoiig foming Bonlcs , and Ale-waHit wuj^ is wonder-

full to be thought on: but you murtleam to know futh

flandersoftheagc, orelfc you may be niarvcUooJly mis-

took.

Hu. I tell you what , Captain Gawer .- L do perceive

he is not the man that he would gladly make (hew to

the World hciS: if 1 find a hole in his Coat , I will tell

him my n)ind : hear you, the King is comming ,
and J

muft Ipeak with him from the Phdge.

Drum and Colours. Enter the K1m([ tnd hu

poor Sonldiers.

Tin. God plefs your Majcfty.

i<:;«^.How now FluelleH^Q^m'R thou from tlie Bridge ?

Flu. I, foplcafe your Majcfty : The Duke of Exeter

has very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge ; the French is

goiTC off, loot you ., and ihcic is gallant and moftpravc

paflages : marry, th'atliverfary was have poffeflionof

the Piidge , but he is enforced to retire ,
and the Duke

of Exeter is Mailer of the Pndge : J can tell yout Maje-

fty, the Duke is a pra vc man.

King. What men have you loft , Fluelleti ?

Flu. The perdition of th'athverfary hath been very

great, reafonable great : marry for my part , I think the

Duke hath loft never a man , but one that is like to be ex-

ecuted for Robbing a Church,onc Bardolph,\i your Maje-

fty know the man : his face is all biibukles and whelks,

andknobs, and flames a fire ,and his lippcs blowes at his

nofe,and it is lik« a coalof fire , fometimcs plew , and

foHietimcj icd , but his nofe is executed , and his fire's

out.

King. We would have all fitch offenders fo cut off

:

and wegiveexprcfs charge , that in our Marches through

the Countrey , there be nothing compcU d from the

Villages; nothing taken , but pai'd for: none of the

French upbraided orabufcd indifdavnfull Language: for

when Levity and Cruelty play for aKingdotne, the

gentler Camcftec is the fooneft winner. .

7 uckjt. E nter Mountjoy.
Mountjoy. You know me by my habit.

Kinr. Wellthen, 1 know thee : what flialll know of

thee >

Mount. My Mafter'smind.

King. Unfold it.

M^ntjoy. Thus faycs my King : Say ihoaio Harry
of England , Though we feem'd dead , we did but lleep :

Advantage is a better Souldier then Raflinefs. Tell him,
we could have rebuk'd him at Harflew , but thdr we
thought not good ro bioiifean injury , till it were full

ripe. Now we I'peak upon our Q^ and our voice is im-

perial : England fliall repent his folly , fee his weak-

nefs, and admire our fufferance. Bid him therefore con-

fider of his Ranfome, which muft proj->ortion the lofl«s

we have born , the Subjcils we have loft , the difgfacc we
havedigerted ; which in weight tore-anfwer, hispetti-

nefs would bow under. For our loflcs , his Exchequer it

too poor ; for th'cffufion of our bloud , the Mufter of his

Kingdome too faint a number ; and for our difgrace, hii

own perfon kneeling at our feet, but a weak and worth-

lefsfacisfa6tion. To this'adde defiance: and tell liim for

Iconclufion , he hath betrayed his followers , whofe con-

demnation is pronounc't : So far my King and Mafter

;

fo much my Office.

Ki'ing. What is thy name ? 1 know thy quality.

Alotin. {Jiiount)oy.

King. Thou do'ft thy Office fairly. Turn thee hack.

And tell ihy'King, I do not feck iiifn now,
But Could be willing to-march on toCallicc,

Without impeachment : for to fay thefooth,

Though 'tis no wifdome to confcl's fo much
Unto an Enemy of Craft and Vantage,

My people arc with fickncfs much enfeebled.

My niimliers lelfcn'd : and thofe few I have,

Almoft no better then fo many French
;

Who when they were in healdi, I tell the Herald,

I thought, upon one pair of Englifh Lc^s

Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive mc God,
That I do brag thus ; this your air of France

Hath blown that vice in mc. I mu(t repent

:

Go therefore tell thj Mafter, here I am ;

My Ranfome, is this frail and worthlefs Trunk;
My Army, but a weak and fickly Guard :

Yet God before, tell him we will coine on.

Though France himfelf , and fuch another Neighbour
Stand in our way. There's for thy labour Monnjoy,

Go bid thy Mafter well advife himfelf.

If we may pafs, we will : if we be hindred.

We fliall your tawny ground with your red blond

Difcolour : and fo Montjoy fare you 'acII.

The fumm of all our Anfwer is but this r

We would not feek a Battel as we are.

Nor as we are, we fay we will not fhun it

:

So tell your Mafter.

Mount. I fliall deliver fo : Thanks to your Hjgh-
nefs.

Glctt, I hope they will not come upon us now.
King. We are in Gods hand, Brother , not in theirs :

March to the Bridge, it now diawcs toward night.

Beyond the River we'll encamp our felves.

And on ro morrow bid them march aWay. Cxtunt.

EiUter the Conftahle of Trance, the Lord RamburSy
Orleancey Dolphin, mth others.

C""!^. Tut, I have the beft Armour of the World:
would it were day.

Orl. You have an excellent Armoiir ;but let my Horfc

havehisdue.

Confl, It is the beft Horfe of Europe.

Or/. Will it never be Morning ?

Do/ph. My Lord of Orlcance , and my Lord FTigh

Conftablf, you talk of Horfe and Armour '

Orl. You arc as well provided of both , as any Prince

in the World.

Da/ph. What a long Night is this ? I will not change

my Hoife with any that treads but on four pafternes :

ch''ha : he bounds from the Earth , as if his entrails were

ha ires : le Cheval volant., the Pegafus, thes Us narines dt

feu.Whcn I beftiidc him, I.foar, I am a Hawk : he trot«

the air : the Earth fings , when he touches it : the bafcft

horn of his hoof, is more MuficaJ then the Pipe of

Hermes.

Orl. He's of the colour of the Nutmeg.
Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaft

for Perfem • he is pure Air and Fire ; and the dull Ele-

ments of Earth and Water never appear in him, but on-

ly in patient Hilncfs ^hile his Rider mounts hiin: he

is indeed a Horfc , and all other Jades yow may call

Bcafts.

M m 1 C»j^.\n-
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Coffi. Indeed my Lord , it is a moft abfolute and ex-

ccllent Horfc.

Dolph. It is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neigh is like

the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces

Hoinage.

OrI. No more Coufin.

'Dolfh. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from

the rifing of the Lark to the lodging of the Lamb, vary

deferved praife on my Palfray : it is a Theme as fluent

as the Sea : Tuin the Sands mto eloquent tongues , and

my Horfc is argument for them all : 'tis a fubjeft for a

Soverai^n to reafon on , and for a Soveraigns Soveraign

to ride on : And for the World , familiar to us, and un-

known , to lay a-part their particular Funilions , arid

wonder at him. I once wiit a Sonnet m his praife , and

began thus , Wonder of Nature.

drteattce. I have heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones

M ftieffe.

Dolph. Then did they imitate that which I compos'd

to my Courfcr,formy Horfe is my Miftrcfs.

Orl. Your Miftrefs beares well.

'Dolph. Me well, which is the prefcript praife and per-

fetSion of a good and particular Miftrefs.

Confl. Nay , for me thought yefterday your Miftrefs

ftirewdly fhook your back.

Dolfh. So peihaps did yours.

Confi. Mine was not bridled.

Dolph. O then belike fhe was old and gentle, and you

rode like a Kerne of Ireland,your French Hofe off,and in

you ftrait Scioflcrs.

Covfi. You have good judgement in Horfeman-

ftiip.

'Dolph. Be warn'd by me then : they that ride fo, and

ride not warily , fall into foul Boggs : I had rather have

mv Horfe to my Miftreffe.

Co»(l. I had as licve have my Miftreflc a Jade.

*Dilph. I tell thee Conftable , my Milbefle wcarcshis

own hair.

ConFt. I could make as true a boaft as that ,if I iiad a

Sowtoiny Mittreffe.

Dot. Le ch'ien tli retournc afon fropre vomljfement^efl

I
U levye lavee au bourbicr : thou mak'ft ufe of any thing.

Confl, Yet do I not ufe my Horfe for my Miftreflc,

or any fuch Proverb, To little kin to the purpofe.

Ramh, My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in

your Tent to night , are thofc Scarres or Sunnes upon it.

Cofjfl, Starves my Lord.

Dolph. Some of them will fall to morrow, I hope.

Cinift. And yet my Sky fliall not want.

Dolph. That may be, for you bear a many fuperfluouf-

ly, and 'twere more honour fome were away,

Confi. Ev'nas your Horfe beares your praifes, who
would tvot as well , were fome of your braggcs dif-

mounted.

Dolph. Would I were able to load him with his de-

fcrt. Will it never be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile,

and my way fhall be paved with Englifh Faces.

Confi. I will not fay fo, for fear I fliould be fac't out

of my way: but I would it were morning , for I would
fain be about the cares of the Englifli.

%3mb. Who will goe Hazard with me for twenty
Prifoners?

Co»^- You muft firft goc your felfto hazard , ere you
have them.

Dolph. 'Tis Mid.night,Ile goarme my felf.

Orl. The Dolphin longs for morning.

Exit.

'B^mb. He lonos to eat the Engli(T>.

Confi. I think nc will eat all hekiils.

Orl. By the white Hand of my Lady , he's a gallant

Prince.

Confi. Swear by her Foot, that (he may tread out the

Oath.

OrUanct. He is (imply the raoft a(ftive Gentleman of

France.

Confi. Doing is aftivity ,and he will ftill be doing.

Orl. He never did liarm, that I heard of.

Confi. Nor will do none to morrow : he will keep that

good name ftill.

Orl. I know him to be valiant.

Confi. I was told that, by one that knowes him better

then you.

Orl. What's he?

Confi. Marry he told me fo himfelf , and he faid he
car'd not who knew it,

OrUanct. He needs not , It is no hidden virtue in

him.

Confi. By my faith, Sir , but it is : never any body faw

it , but his Lacquey : 'tis a hooded valour, and when it

appears, it will bate.

Orl. HI will never faid well.

Confi. I will cap that Proverb with , There is flattery

in friendftiip.

Orl. And I will take up that with, Give the Devil his

due.

Confi. Well plac't : there ftands your friend for the

Devil : have at the very eye of that Proverb with , A
Pox of the Devil.

Orl. You are the better at Proverbs, by hov» much a

Fools Bolt isfoon fliot.

Confi. You have ftiot over.

Orl. 'Tis not the firft time you were overAot,

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mejfen. My Lord high Conftable , the EngUfli lye

within fifteen hundred paces of your Tents.

Confi. Who hath meafur'd the ground ?

<JMef, The Lord Grandpree.

Confi. A valiant and moft expert Gentleman. Would
it were day. Alas poor Harrjf of England: he longs

not for the Dawning, as we doe.

Orl. What a wretched and pcevilh fellow is this King
of England, tomopewith hisfat-brain'd followers fo far

out of his knowledge.

Confi. If the Englifli had any apprehenfion,they would
run away.

Orl. That they lack : for if their Heads had any in-

telleftual Armour , they could never wear any fuch heavy
Head-pieces,

Ri^mb. That Hand of England breeds very valiant

Creatures; their MaftifFs arc of unmatchable cou-

rage.

Orleance. Foolifh Curres, that run winking into

the mouth of a Ruffian Bear ,and have their heads cruftit

like rotten Apples : you may as well fay , that's a valiant

Flea, that dare to eat his breakfaft on the Lip of a

Lyon,

C'"'fi- J"ft , juft : and the men do fympathize with

the MaftifFs, in robuftious and rough comming on,
leaving their Wits with their Wives : and then give

them great Meales of Beef, and Iron and Steel ; they will

eat like Wolves, and fight like Devils.

Or. I,
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Ort. I, but thcfc Englifh arc (hrcwdly out of Beef.

Conft Then (liall wc find to morrow ,
they have only

ftomackstocat,andnone to fight. Now is it time to

arme : come, (hall we about it ?

Ort. It IS now two a Clock : but let me fee , by ten

We fliall have each a hundred Englifti men. Exeunt.

cJ&tis Tertius,

Chorm.

Now entertain conje<Sure of a time,

When creeping Murmur and the poring Dark

Fills the wide Veffel of the Univerfe.

From Camp to Camp , througli the foul Womb ofNight

TlwHumme ofcither Army (tilly founds,

Thar thefixt Ccncincls almoft receive

The fecrct Whifpcrs of each others Watch.

Fire anfwers fire, and through their p»ly flames

Each Battel (ees the others umber'd face.

Sceed threatens Steed , in high and boaftfull Neighs

Piercing the Nights dull Ear ; and from tlic Tents,

The Armourers accomplitnuig the Knights,

With bufie Hammers dofmg Rivets up.

Give dreadful! note of preparation.

The Countrey Cocks do crow, the Clocks do towle :

And the third hour of drowfic Morning nam'd.

Proud of theirNumbeis,ar.d fecure inSoul,

The confident and over-Iufty French,

Doc the low-rated Enghfh play at Dice

;

And chide the creeplc-iaTdy-gatcd Night,

Who like a foul and ugly Witch doth limp

Soiedioiilly away. The poor condemned Englilli,

Like Sacrifices, by their watchful! Fires

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate

The Mornings danger , and their gerture fad,

Invcfting lank-Ican Checks, and War-worn Coats,

Prefented them unto the gazing Moon
So many horrid Ghofts. O now, who will behold

The Royal Captain of this ruin'd Band

Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent

;

Let him cry, Praife and Glory on his head :

For forth he goes, and vifits all liis HoH,
Bids them good morrow with a modeft Smile,

And calls them Brothers, Friends , and Coiintreymen.

Upon his Royal Face there is no note,

How dread an Army hath enrounded him j

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour

Unto the weary and all-watchcd Night

:

But frefhly looks, and over-bears Attaint,

With chcarfull femblance, and fweet Majefty :

That every 'Wretch, pining and pale before,

Belioldin" him, plucks comfort from his Looks.

A Largelfe univerfal, like the Sun

,

His liberal Eye doth give to every one.

Thawing cold fear, that mean and gentle all

Behold, as may unworthinefle define,

A little touch of ff*rry in the Night,
And fo our Scene muft to the Battel flic

:

Where, Ofor pitic, we (hall much difgrace.

With four or five moft vile and ragged foiles

(Right illdifpos'd, in brawl ridiculous)

The Name of Agincourt. Yet fie and fee.

Minding true things, by what their Mock'ries be.

Exit.

Enter the Kt»g, Bedford ^and (jlouceTler.

King. Glofier^ 'tis true that we are in great danger

,

The greater therefore Hiould our Courage be.

Good morrow Brother Bedford : God Almighty,

Ihcrc is fopie foul ofj^oodnefsin things evil,

Would men obfervinglydiftill if out.

For our bad Neighbour makes us early ftirrers

,

Which isboth healthful!, and good husbandry.

Befides, they are our outward Confcicnces,

AndPreachers to usall; admonifhing
,

That we Ihoiild drcfle us fairly for our end.

Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed,
And make a Moral of the Devil himfclf.

Enter Erpingham.

Good morrow old Sir Thomae SrfIngham :

A good loft ]*ilIow for that good white Head

,

Were better then a churlilh turf of France.

Erptitg, Not fo my Liege,this Lodging likes me better,

Since I may fay, now lye I like a Kmg.
King. 'Tis good for men to love their prefent pain,

Upon example, fo the Spirit is cafed :

And when tlie Mind is quickned, out of doubt

The Organs, though dcfunft and dead before,

Break up their drowfic Grave , and newly move
With called flough, and frefli celerity.

Lend mc thy CloaI< Sir Thomas : Brothers both

,

Commend me to the Princes in our Camp

;

Do my good morrow to them , and anon
Defire them all to my Pavillion.

Gtofler. We flia!l,my Liege.

Efping. Shall I attend your Grace ^

King. No my good Knight

:

Go wich my Brothers to my Lords of England :

I and my Bofome muft debate a while.

And then I would no other company.

Erfi»g^\\t Lord in Heaven bleflTe thee,Noble Hdrry.

Exeunt.

King, God a mercy old Heart, thou fpcak'ft chearfully.

Enter PiH^ot.

Pijl. Che vow I* }

King. A friend.

Pifi. Difaifle unto me , art thou Officer, or art thou
bafe, common, and popular ?

King. lama Gentleman of a Company.
Pin-. Trayrftihouthepuirtant Pike?
King. Even fo : what are you ?

Pip. As good a Gentleman as the Einperour.

King. Then you are a better then the King.

Pift. The King's a Bawcock , and a Heart of Gold,
aLad ofLifc,an]mp:of Fame, of Parents "ood , of Fift

moft valiant: I kifs his dirty fliooc, ancffrom heart-

ftnng I love the lovely Bully. What is thy Name .'

King. Harrj le Roy,

P.Le Roy} a Cornilh Name.-art thouof Cornilli Crew.?
King. No, I am a Welchman.

Tift. Know'ft thou Flnellen ?

King. Yes.

Pifl. Tell him Tie knock his Leek about his Pate upon
S. Davics day.

King. Do not you wear your Dagger in your Cap
that day, left he knock that about yours.

Fiji. Alt
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Pifl. Art thou his friend ?

K'tn.^. And his Kinfman too,

Pifi. The Vigo for thee tlien.

King. I thank you : God be with you.

Vlfi. Mf name is Pijiol call'd.

King. It forts well with your fierceneflV.

King

Exit.

Manet King.

Enter TlucUen aniGower.

Gower. Captain Fluellen.

Flu. 'So, in the Name of Jefu Chrift, fpeak fewer : it

is the ^reateft admiration in the univerfal World ,whch

the true and aunchient Prcrogatifes and Lawes of the

Warres is>not kept : if you would take the paines but to

examine the Waircs of Pow/i^ the G reat ,
you (hall fiad,

I warrant you, that there isnotiddle taddlc,norpibb!c

babble in PomfeysCzm^'. I warrant you , you (hall find

the Ceremonies of the Waires , and the Cares of it , and

the Formes of it, and the Sobriety of it, and the Modefty

of it, to be otherwife.

Gerver. Why the Enemy is loud ,
you hear him all

Night.

Flu. If the Enemie is an Affe and a Fool , and a pra-

tin<» Coxcombe ; is it meet , think you , that we fliould

alf^ look you, be an Afle and a Fool,and a prating Cox-

combe, in your own confcience now?

Gow. 1 will fpeak lower.

Flu. 1 pi ay you, and befcech you, that you will.£Ar*>.

King. Though it appear a little out of fafhion,

There is much care and valour in this Welchman.

EnUr three SoultHers, John Bates, Alexander Court^

and MichaeltVtUiains.

Court. Brother John Bates , is not thai the Morning

which breaks yonder ?

Bates. I think it be: but we have. no great caufe to

defire the approach of day,

Williams. We fee yonder the beginning oF the day,

but I think we fliall never fee the end of it. Who goes

there ?

King. A friend,

tvill. Under what Captain ferve you ?

King. Under Sir John Erpingham.

will. A good old Commander, and a moft kind Gen-

tleman : I pray you, what thinks he of our eftate ?

King. Even as men wrackt upon a Sand , that look to

be wafht otF the next Tide.

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King ?

King. No : nor it is not meet he ihould : for though

I fpeak it to you, I think the King is but a man, as I am :

the Violet fniells to him , as it doth to me ; the Elemeni

Hiewes to him, as it doth to me ; all his fenfes have but

humane Conditions : his Ceremonies laid by, in his Na-

kcdnclTc he appears but a man ; and though his afFcfti-

onsare higher mounted then ours, yet when they Itoop,

they ftoop with the like wing : therefore , when he fees

reafon of fearcs, as we doe ; his fcares,out ofdoubt, be of

the fame relifh as ours are : yet in reafon , no man {hould

poflefshim with any appearance of fear; left he, by

{hewing it, (hould dis-hearten his Army,
Bates. He may (hew what outward courage he will

:

but I believe as cold a Night as 'tis , he could wilh him-

felf in Thames up to the Neck ; and fo I would he were,

and I by him, at all adventures, fo we were quit here.

King. By my troth, I will fpeafe iny confcience of the

I think he would not wifh himfelf any where, but

where he is.

5<jf«.Then would he were here alone; fo (hould he be

fure to be ranfomed,and a many poor mens lives faved.

King, I dare fay, you love him not fo ill, to wilh him

here alone: howfoevcr you fpeak this to feel other

mens minds , me thinks I could not dye any where fo

contented,as in the Kings company; his Caufe being ju(t,

and his Quarrel honourable.

fvill. That's more then we know.

Bates. I, or more then we fhould ftek after ; for we
know enough, if we know we are the King's Subjefts:

if his Caufe be wrong , our obedience to the King wipes

the Crime of it out of us.

ivilltams. But if the Caufe be not good,thc King him-

felf hath a heavy Reckoning to make , when all thofe

Legges , and Armes , and Heads, chopt off in a Battel,

(hall joyn together at the fatter day, and cry all, We dy-

ed at fuch a place, fomc fvwearing , fome crying for a Sur-

geon ; fome upon their Wives left poor behind them

;

fome upon the Debts they owe,fome upon their Children

rawly left : I am afeat'd , there are few die well , that die

in Battel: for how can they charitably difpofeof any

thing , when Bjoud is their argument ? Now,if thefe men
do not die well , it will be a black matter for the King,

that led them to it ; whom to difobey , were againft all

proportion of fubjeftion.

King. So , if a Son that is by his Father fent about

Merchandize, do (infdUy mifcarry upon the Sea ; the im-

putation of his wickednefs, by your rule, (hould be im-

pofed upon his Father that fen: him: or if a Servant, un-

der his Matter's command,tranfporting a fumme of Mo-
ney, be affailed by Robber?, and die in many irreconcil'd

Iniquities ; you may call the bulinefs of the Maftcr the

author of the Servants damnation : but this is not fo:

The King is not bound to anfwerthe particular endings

of his SouldierSjthe Father of his Son , nor the Maiter

of his Servant ; for they purpofe not their death , when

they purpofe their fervices, Befides , there is no King, be

his Caufe never To fpotlefs, if it come to the arbitre-

ment of Swords , can try it out with all unfported Soul-

diers : fome
( peradventure ) have on them the guilt of

premeditated and contrived Muvther ; fome, of begui-

ling Virgins with the broken Scales of Perjury ; fome

,

making the Warres their Bulwark , that have before go-

red the gentle Bofome of Peace with Pillage and Robbe-

rie. Now, ifthefe menhavc defeated the Law , and out-

ninnc Native punifhment ; though they can out-ft.ip

men , they have no wings to flie from God, War is

his Beadle , War is his Vengeance : fo that here men
irepunifht, for before breach of the Kings Lawes, in

now the Kings Quarrel: where they feared the death,

they have born life away ; and whei:c they would be

fafe, they peri(h. Then if they die unprovided , no more

is the King guilty of their damnation , then he was be-

fore guilty of thofe Impieties, for the which they are

now vifitcd. Every Subjcfts Duty is the Kingj , but

every Subjects Soul is liis own. Therefore fhould

every Souldier in the Warres doe as every fick man in

his Bed , wafli every Moth out of his Confcience : and

dying fo , Death is to him advantage ; or not dying,

the time was blcffedly loft, wherein fuch preparation was

gained: and in him that cf^apcs, it wgjc not (into

think, that making God fo free an offer , he let him out-

live that day, to fee his Greatnefs , and to teach others

how they (hould prepare.

ma. Tis
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pyill. 'Tis certain, every man thac dyes ill, chc illupon-

his o'/vn head, the King is not toipfwcr for ic.

Bates. I do not dcfire he (liould anfwer for rfte ,and

yet I determine to fight luftily for him.

Kln^. I my felt heard the King fay he would noc be

ranfom'd.
, r .1 l

W//. I , he fa id fo , to make us fight chca^rfully : but

when our throats arc cut , he may be ranfom'd , and we

nc're the wifcr.

Kl»s. in live to fee it , I will never ttuft his word

fVill. You pay him then: that's a perilous (hot out

of an HlderGun, that a poor and private difpleafurc

can doe againft a Monarch: you may as well go about

to turn the Sun to ice , with fanning in his face with a

Peacocks feather : You'll never truft his word after

,

come, 'tis a foolilli faymg.

King. Your reproof isfomcthing too round , I fhould

be angry with you, if the time were convenient.

mil. Let it be a Qiiarrel between us, if you live.

King. I embrace It.

fyill. How lliall I know thee again ?

Kiu£. Give me any Gage of thine,and I will wear it

in iny Bonnet : Then if ever thou dar'U acknowledge it,

J will iTiake It my Quarrel,

fVitt, Here's my Glove : Give me another of

thine.

King. There.

W//. This will I alfo Wear in nty Cap : if ever thou

come to mc,and fay, after to morrow. This is my Glove,

by this Hand I will give thee a box on the car.

Ki>i£. If ever I live to fee it, I will challenge it.

fVlii. Thou dar'lt as well be hang'd.

King. Well, I will doe it , though I take thee in the

King's company.

mil. Keep thy word : fare thee well.

Bates. Be friends you Englifh fools , be friends , we

have French Quarrels enow , if you could tell how to

reckon.

Exettnt Sonldiert.

King. Indeed thc\ French may lay twenty French

Crowns to one , they will beat us , for they bear them

on their flioulders : but it is no Englidi Tteafon to cut

French Crowns, and to morrow the King himfclfwill

be a Clipper.

Upon the King, let us,our Lives, our Soulcs,

Our Debts, our caiefuU Wives,

Our Children, and our Sinnes, lay on the Kingt

He nufrt bear all.

O hard Condition,.Twin-bornwith Greatncflc,

Subjcft to the breath of cvei'y fool, whofc fence

No more can feel, but his own wiinging.

What infinite heart-cafe itiuft Kings neglcft

,

That private men enjoy ?

.And what have Kings, that Privates have not loo,

Save Ccremonie,favc general Cevcmonie ?

And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony ?

What kind of g^od art thou ? that liiffer'It more

Of mortal griefs, then do thy vvorfliippers.

What are thy Rctits ? what are thy Coinmings in .?

O Ceremony , fhcw me but thy worth.

What .2 is thy Soul of Adoration ?

Art thaifought clfc but Place, Degree, and Form^

Creating awe and fear in other men ?

Wherein thou art Icffc happy, being feai'd.

Then they in fearing.

What drink 'ft thou oft, in flcad of Homage fwect.

But poilon'd flatterie ? 0,bc fick, gjcat Greatnerte,

And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure.

Thmks thou the ficnc Pevcr wilt go out

With titles blown from'Adulition ?'

Will it give place to flexure and low bending .'

Canft ihou, when thou command'it the beggcj knee,

Command the health of it .' No, tliou proud Dream,
Thou play'ft fo fubtilly with a King's Rcpofe,

I am a King that find thee : and I know,

'Tis i)ot the Balm, the Scepter, and the Ball,

The Sword, the Mace, the Crowalmpetial,

The cnter-tiflucd Robe of Gold and Pearl,

The farfcd Title running 'fore the King,

The Throne he fits on : nor the Tide of Pomp,
That beats upon the high fhoar of this World :

No, not all ihefe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies,

Not all thefe, laidin bed Majeftical,

Can flcep fo (oundly, as the wretched Slave

:

Who With a body fill'd, and vacant mind.

Gets him to reft, cram'd wjth diftrcfsfull bieaJ,

Never fees horiid Night, the Child of Hell

:

But like a Lacquey, from the Rife to Set,

Sweats in the eye of Phebtu ^ and all Night

Sleeps in EliK.ium: next day after dawn.

Doth rife and help Hiperion to his Horfe,

And follows fo the ever-running year

With profitable labour to his Giave

:

And but for Ceremony, fuch a Wietch,

Winding upDaycswith toil, and Nights with flecp,

Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King.

The Slave,a Member of the Countries peace,

Enjoyes it : but in giolTe biain little wots.

What watch the King keeps , to maintain the peace

;

Whofe houres, the Pefant beft advantages.

Enter Erfingham.

Srp. My Lord, your Nobles jealous of your abfencc

,

Seek through your Camp to find you.

King. Good old Knight, cglledt them all together,

At my Tent : I'le be before thee.

Erp. I (ball do't, my Lord, €x!t.

King. O God of Battels, ftecl my Souldiers hearts,

Poflclk them not with fear : Take from them now
The fenfc of leck'ning of the oppofcd numbers

:

Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day,0 Lord,

not to day, think not upon the fault

My Father made, in coixipaifingthe Crown.

1 Richard's body have ilueried new.

And on it have bcHowed more contiite teares.

Then from ii iffucd forced dropsof bbud.

Five hundred poor 1 have in yearly pay.

Who twice a day their withered hands bold up

Toward Heaven, to pardon bloud :

And I have built two Chauntriei^

Where the fad and folen^n Prictts fing f^ill

For Richards Soul. More will 1 doe :

Though all that I can doe, is nothing worth

:

Since that my Penitence comes after all

,

Imploring pardon.

Enter GUnceJUr.

CloMC. My Liege.

King. My Brother GloHcejler^s voice ?

I know thy errand , I will go with thee

:

The day, my friend, and all things ftay forme. Exeunt
Enter.
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Enter the Dtlph'iK, OrUance^ %amburs^
|

and Beaumont.

Orleance. The Sun doth gild our Armour , up my

Lords.

Dolfh. Monte Chei/al: My Horfe, 'r<*/<f» Lac<jMj:

Ha.

Or't. Ol^bratve fpiric.

Df/phi. i^la lei ewes & terre.

Orl. Rienpmshair&ftM.
Do/ph. Clen^ Coufin Orleance. Enter Conjiablt.

Now my Lord Conftablc ?

C<»'ft'
Heaik how our Steeds, for prcfent Service

neigh.

Dotph. MoUWthcthv and make incifion in their Hides,

Thar then hot-bloudnnay fpin inEnglill^ eyes.

And doubt them with ruperfluoiis courage : ha.

J?/fw.Whaty will you have, them weep our Hoifes bloud?

How ftall we then beWotd their natural tears .'

Enter Mejfenger.

Mefenger. The Englilh are embattcl'd ,
you French

Peers..

Conji. To Horfc you gallant' Princes, ftraight to Horfe.

Do but behold yond poorand ftarved Band,

And your fair (new fhall fuck away their Soules,

Leaving them but the (hales and husks of men.

There is not work enough for ail out hands

,

Scarce bloud enough in all their (ickly Veins,

To give each naked Curtlcax a (tain

,

That our French Gallants tliall today draw out.

And (heath for lack of fport. Let us but blow on them,

The vapour of our Valour will o're-turn them.

'Tis pofitivc 'gainftall exception, Lords,

That oui fuperfluous Lacquies, and our PefantS',

Who inunneceffary aftion Cwarm

About our Squares of Battel, were enow

To purge this field of fuch a.hilding Foe

;

Though we upon this Mountains Balis by,

Toofc ftand for idle fpeculation :

But that our Honours mult hot. What's to fay >

A very little little let us do,

And all is done : then let the Trumpets found

The Tucket Sonuancc , and the Note to mount

:

For our approach (hall lo much dare the field,

That England (hall couch down in fear , and yield.

Enter Graptndpree.

Gr/iMfd.''W[i^ do you (tay fo long,my Lords of France ?

Yond Hand Carrions, defperate of their bones,

Ill-favourdly become the Morning field :

Their ragged Curtains poorly are let loofe,

And our air (hakes them palling fcomfuUy.

Big Mars feems banqu'ront in their begger "d Hoft,

And faintly through a rulty Bever peeps.

The Horfeitien fu like fixed Candlcfticks,

With Torch-ltaves in their hand : and their poor Jades

Lob down their heads , drooping the hide and hips

:

Thegumme down roping from their pale-dead eyes.

And in their pale dull niouthes the Jymold Bitt

Lyes foul with chaw 'd grafs, (till and motionlc(rc,

And their execucois, the kn3vi(h Crowes,

Flyeo're them all, impatient for their hour.

Detcription cannot fuitit felf in words,

To demonltrate the Life of fuch a Battel

,

In life fo li velelTc, as it (hews it felf.

Canjt, They have faid their prayers.

And ihey Hay for death.

"Dot. Shall we go fend them Dinners, and frelli Sutes,

And give their failing Horfes Provender,

And after fight with them .?

Co*/?. I (tay but for my Guaid: on

To the field, I will the Banner from a Trumpet take,

And ufe it for my ha(te. Come, come away,

The Sun is high, and we out-wear the day. Exeunt.

Enter Gloucefter , Bedford^ Exeter^ ErplngbAm

with all hit Heft : SdHshurj , ani

WeftmerUnd.

Gh$ueft. Where is the King ?

Bedf. The King himfelf is rode to view their Bat-

tel.

fVefi. Of fighting men they have full thrccfcorc ihou-

fand.

Exi. There's five to one, bcfides they all arc frclh.

Sdliih.Gods Arm (trikc with us,'tis a fcarfull oddcs.

God buy'you Princes all ; Tie to my Charge :

If we no more meet, 'till we meet in Heaven ;

Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford,

My dear Lord Gloucefter , and my good Lord Exeter,

And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all adieu.

Bed. Farewell good Salisbury^ and good luck go with

And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it, [thee

:

For thou artfam'dofthc firm truth of valour,

Sxe, Farewell kind Lord : fight valiantly to day.

Bed. He is as full of Valour as of Kindnefs,

Princely in both.

Enter the King.

fVefl. O thatwc now had here

But one ten thoufand of thofe men in England,

That do no work to day.

King. What's he that wilhes fo ?

My Coufin H^eftmerland. No my hit Coufin

:

If we are markt to die, we arc enow
To do our Countrey lofs : and if to live,

The fewer men, the greater (hare of honour.

Gods will, I pray thee wiHi not one man more.

By Jovey I am not covetous for Gold,

Nor care I who doth feed upon nty colt

:

It yerns me not, ifmen my Garments wear

;

Such outward thingsdwell not in my defircs.

But if it be a fin to covet Honour,

I am the molt offending Soul alive.

No 'faith, my Couze, wi(h not a man from England :

Gods peace, I would not loofe fo great an Honour,

As one man more me-thinks would (hare from me.

For the be(t hope I have. O, do not wi(h one more

:

Rather proclaim it {Wedmerland) through my Ho(t|

That he which hath no ftomack to this fight

,

Let him depart, his Pafport ihall be made.

And downs for Convoy put into his Purfc

:

We would not die in that man's company.
That fcares his fellowlhip, todie with us.

This day iscall'd the Fea(t of Crlfpian :

He. thnt out-lives this day, and comes fafe home
Will ftand a tip- toe when this day is named.
And rouze him at the Name ofCrifplan :

He that (hall fee this day, and live old age.

Will yeatly on the Vigil feaft his Neighbours,

And f^iy to morrow is Saint ^rifpian :

Then will he ftrip his (leeve, and ihew his fcarres

:

Old men forget
; yet all (hall not be forgot

:

But he'll remember , with advantages.

What feats he did that day. Then (hall our Names,
Familiar in 'his mouth as houlhold words, I

Harry
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Harry.iVe King, Bedford and Exetir ,

Afarw/ff^^and Talbot^ Sa/uburji and GUuceJfer^

Be in their flowing Cups (rcflily reniemlnsd.

This (lory fhall the good man ceacli his fon ••

And Cri/pine Cn/p'ian'(hi\l ne'ie go by,

From this day to the ending of the World,

But we in itHlall be rcmembted j

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers

:

For he to day that fheds his faloud witl» me,

Shall be my brother : be he ne'rc fo vile,

This day-lTiall gentle his condition.

And Gentlemen in England, now a-bed,

Shall chink themrelvesaccuiO they were not here
;

And hold theii Manhoods cheap, whiles any fpeaks,

That fought wichusupon Same (^rifplnidty

Enter SalubHrj.

Sal. My Soveraign Lord, bellow youi felf with Ipeed-.

The French are bravely in tl^eir battels fet.

And will with all expedience charge oi» us.

Kifig. All things arc ready, if our nundsbe fo.

tVifi. Pcrilh the man , whofe mirvd is backward now.

King. Thou do'/t not wifli niorc help fiom England

,

C«u2e ?

Wefi. God wil}, my Liege,would you and 1 alone.

Without mote help could fighc this Royal battel.

Kjttg.'Why now tliou halt unwillit five thoufand men:

Which likes me better, then to wifh us one.

You know your places ; Godbewuh you all.

Tucket. Sitter Montjoy.
Mon.Owzz more I come to know of thee King Harry

.^

If for thy Raj-vfome thou wile now compound,

Before thy moft affured Overthrow :

For certainly, thou art fo neat the Gulfc,

Thou needs muft be cngluttcd. Befides , m mCrcy

The Condablc defires chef, thou wilt mmd
Thy followers- of Repentance ; that their Soiiles

May make a peaccfulland a fweet Retire

Frombffthefe fields: where ( wteUhes) their poor bodies

Miift lye and fefler,

K:%ng. Whorhath ftnt thee now ?

Mon. The Conftable of France.

Wmg. 1 pray thee bear my former Anfwer back :

Bid thefti afchievt me, and then fell my bones.

Cood'Cod \ why fliould they mock poor fellows thus ?

The man that once did fell the Lyon's skin

While the beafllhv'd, waskill d wuh hunting him
A many o( om Bodies OiaUno doubt

Find Native Gtaves-: upon the which, I truft

Shall witnefTc live in B.affe of thisdayes work.

And thofe that leave their valiant bones in France,

Dying like men, though buried in your Dunghills,

They iTlallbe fam'd: foi; there the Sun fhall greet them.

And draw their honours recking up to Heaven,
Leaving cheir ea-rthly paits to choalc your Clime

,

,

Tlie fmcll whereof fliall breed a Plague in France.

Mark then abounding valour in our Englilli

:

That being dcad^like to the bullets g«hng,
Break out into a fetond courfe of mifchief.

Killing in I elapretif Mortality.

Let me fpeak pitoudly : Tell the Conftable,

We a re but Warriorj for the working day

:

Our Cayncffc and our Gilt are all be-lmirclu

With ramy Marching in the painfull field.

There's not a pictje of feather in our Hoft :

Good argumciU ( I hope) we will not flie

:

And timt hath worn us into {lovenry.

But by the Mafs,our hearts arc in the trim :

And my poor Souldicrs idl me, yet c'rc Night,

Titcy 'Ic be in frefhcr Robes, or they will pluck

The gay new Coats o'rc the French Souldieis heads,

And turn them out of fervice. If they doc this,

As if God pleafe, they IhaU ; my iUnfome ihea

Will foon bclevycd.

Hcrauld, fave thou thy labour :

Come thou no more for Ranfome, gentle Herauld,

They fhall have none, I fwcar, but thefe my joynts :

VVhich if they have, as I will leave urn them,

Shall yield them little, tell the Conftable.

Mtn. I fhall. King Harry. And fo farcthee well

:

Thou never ft^aD hear Herauld any more. Exit.

King i fear thou wiitonce more come again for a

Ratjfome.

Enter Tort^.

Tork^ My Lord , moft humbly on my knee I beg

The leading of th« Vawaid.

King. Take it, brave Tark,

Now Souldiers march away ;

A nd how thou pleafeft, God, difpofe the day. Exeunt

.

AlarHtM, ExcurfioHi.

Enter Ptjial^ French Stnldier^ Boy.

Tifiol. Yield Curre.

Ftenth, ft prufe ijut vens ejtes'le Gtntllhome de bene

(jHal'itt.

Plft. Qualtity calmy culture me. Art ttrau a Gentle-

man .' what is thy Name ? difculTe

French. O Seigneur Dieu.

Pifi- O Signieur Dewe ihould be a Gentleman : per-

pend my words O Signieur Dewe, and mark ; O Signieur

Dewc , thou dyeft on point of Fox , except O Signieur

thou do °ive to me egregious Ranfome.

French. O prennex, pnifericorie ajit, pitie dc moy.

Pift. Moy fhall not fcrve, I will have fourty Moyes :

for 1 will fetch thy rymme out at thy Throat , in drops

of Crimfon bloud

Fren.Eft.il impoffthile d'efcfiapper laforce de ton kroi,

Pifi3ri(fe., Cut re .' thou damned and luxurious Moun-

tatn Goat, offcr'ft me BrafTc .'

French. O pardonne moy

.

Pifi. Say'ft thou rm fo .' is that a Tonne of Moyes ?

Come hiiher boy , ask me this llavc in French what is

his Name.
Boj. EfcoMte comment efieivou* appelle >

French. Mtnftenr le Fer.

Boy. He fa y e$ his name is M. Frr.

P,n. M. Fer : Ik fer him, and firk him , and ferret

him t difcuffe the fame in French unto him.

Boy 1 do not knowthe French for fer, and ferret,and

firke.

Pfi. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat.

French. Qme dit~U Mon/leur f

Boj. II me communde de votu dire <jue vom vom te-

niti.prtfi , car ce (cldat ley est dtfpojee tout aflure de

couptr voflregorge.

Tlfl. Owy , cuppeic gorge parmafoy pefant , unlcfle

thou give me Crownes, brave Crownes, or mingled Ibalt

thou be by thji my Sword.

French. O le vom fappllt pour l"amour ie Diem ; me
tdrdenner ^ le fun Gentilhome deionnt niMifom ,

gar it

ma vie, d' le vom donnersy dtux cents efcm.

Pifi. What arc his words.*

Boy. He
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Boy. Hepiayes youtofavchislife,lieisa Gcnilcman

of a good houCe, and Cor Ins Ranfom he will give you cwo

liundicd Clowns,

P'lfl. Tell him my fury rtiall abate, and I che Crowns

will cake.

Fren. Petit i^onltenr qued'uM}

hoy. Ettcore qu'ileji coMtreftnJureme»t , Je pardon,

ner aucun prlfotinier: ne4«C.moins poMr/fs tfcm cj:ic vttts

luj pr«mitrex, , // cj} coMtent de vetu donner la liberie de

franch'ife,

Fre.SurmesgeHouxievoM donne mltles rtmerctement

^

(fr It me efilme heKreax ^«/ ie tie ttmbe tntre la ma.ni

d'H» Chevrtlier^ ie penfe lepLus hravt valiant , & tres de-

jUtte Signeur d' AHgUterre.

P/)?. ExpouncfunjomeBoy.

Boy. He gives youupoti is knees a thoufand thanks,

and elteemshiinfclF happy, tliat he hathfalnc into the

hands of one(ashe chinks) the moft brave, valorous , and

thrice-worcby figneuiof England.

T'fi. As I fuck bloud , I will fome mercy Incw. Fol-

low me.

Boy. Snavevout Ie grand Capiiain !

I did never know fo wofulla voice iffucfrorn fo empty a

heart : but the Cong Is true , The empty vcflel makes the

orcateft found, Bardo/ph and Nim had ten times more

valour, then this roaring Devil i'th' old Play, that every

one may paii hu nails with a wooden dagger , and they

a re both hang'd, and fo would this be, if he duift ft«al

any thingadvencuroully. I mull liay wiiii the Lackies,

wiih the luggage of our Camp , the Fiench might nave a

good prey of lis , if he knew of it, for chere is noftc lo

guard it but boyes. ^*'''

Enter Coiffiable, Orlexnct ,
BHrl>o»..Delfhiity

atti%^mbHrs.

Con. ODiable.

OrI. O Signeur lejour (^pcrdia , tonte &per4ie.

Dal, Afort Diett ma vie, all is confounded, at),

Reproach, and everlafting lliame

Sits mocking in our Plumes. t/f (hort AlAr$tm,

O mefchntjte fortujtey do not run away.

Con, Why all our Ranks arc broke.

Dol. O perdurable (hame, let's ftab our felves*

Be chefe the wretches that we plaid at dice for }

Orl. Is this the King.we fent to, for his ranfome ?

Bur. Shame, and eternal ("hamc, nothing but fliame.

Let us flye in once more back again,

And he that will not follow Burban now,
Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand

Like a bafe Pander hold the Chamber door,

Whilft by a bafe fla ve, no gentler then my dog ,

His faireft daughter is contaminated.

Con. Diforder that hath fpoil'd us, friend us now,

Let us on heaps go oftcr up our lives.

Orl. Wearcenowyetliving in the Field,

To imother up the EnglilK in our throngs,

If any order might be thought upon.

Bur. The Devil take Oderjiow, Tie to the throng;

Ltt life be lliort, clfe (hamc will be coo long,

,

Exit,

Alarum. Enter the King and hit train^

with Prifoners,

King. Wdl have we done,i'hrice-valiant Councrimcn,
But all's not done

, yec kccpthc French theiicld.

Exejht D, ofYork cointijuids him to yourMa/cfty.

King. Lives he good Uncle : thrice withia this hour

1 faw him down : thrice up again ,and fighting,

From Hdmet to the fpur all bloud be was,

Exe. In which array/brave Soldiers) doth he lyc.

Larding che plain : and by his bloudy fide,

(Yoak-fellow to hb honour-owing-wounds)

The Noble Earl ofSuffolk alfo lyes.

Suffolk firft died, and York all haglcd over

Comes to him , where in gore he lay infteepcd,

And takes him by the Beard, kiflcsthc gafhes

Thacbloudily did yawn upon his face.

He cryes aloud ; Tarry my Coufin Suffolk,

My foul Ihall thine keep company to heaven

:

Tarry (fwcet foul; for mine, then fly e a-bttft

:

As in this glorious and well-foughten field

Wc kept together in our Chivalry.

Upon thefe words I came and cheer'd him up,

He fmil'd me in the face , caught me his hand.

And with a feeble gripe, faycs ; Dearmy Lord,

Commend my fcrvice to my Soveraign ;

So did he nirn,and over Suffolk's ncdt

He threw his wounded arme, and kill his lippes,

A nd fo efpous'd to death, with bloud he fcal'd

A Tefttment of NobU-cndmg-Love

:

The pretty and fwcet manner of it forc'd

ThoU waters from me, which I would have ftop'd,

Bat I had not fo much of man in me,

And all my mother came into mine eyes.

And gave me up to tears.

King I blame you not,

For hearing this , 1 muft perforce compound

With mijttfull eyes, or they will iflue too. Alarnm,

But heark , what new alarum is this {lame ?

The French have rc-enfor'd their fcatter'd men :

Then every fouldier kill his Prifoners,

Give the word through.

(lABm Quartus,

Enter Fluelltny and Cower.

Flu. Kill the poyesandthc luggage, 'Tisexpreffely

againft the Law of Armcs, 'tis as arrant a peecc of knave-

ry mark you now , as can be ofifert in your Conicience

novf, is it not ?

Gow. 'Tis certain, there's not a boy Irft alive, and the

Cowardly Rafcals that ran from the Battail ha' done

this flaughter : befides they have burned and carried a-

way all that was in the King's Tent, wherefore the King
moll worthily hath caus'd every fouldier to cut his pri-

foner's throat. O 'tis a gallant King.

Flu. I , he was porn at Monmouth Captain Qctttr

:

what call you the Town's name where Alexandir the

pig was born ?

(?«». Alixandtr the Great.

Flu. Why I pray you , is not pig, great ? The pig, or

the great , or the mighty , or the huge , or the magna-
nimous are all one reckonings , fave the phrafe is a little

variations.

Confer. I think Alexander the Great was bom in

Macedeu^ his Father was called Philip oi Matedcn^ as I

take it.

Flu. I think it is in (JHaceden where Alexander is

porn.
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^^FiTTi lell you Capca.u, iLyou look m die Maps of

the Orld,, I warrant you fall find in the coinparifonsbe-,

tween MftcUtnT^nA Monmonth, that the htuations 00k
1

Vou,is both alike. There is a River m M*ccdonznAi\^^lf:

is alfo moreover a River at Mcmouth, it is call d Wye at

MormoHth : but it is out of my prains, what is the name

of the other River:but 'cis all one, 'tis alike as my hngcis

IS to n.y Hngcrs , and there is Salmons in both It you

xr\itk Alixanders hie. w\\, Harry ot Monmouth'shic is

come after it indifferent well , for there is figures m ail

things. j4UxandcT God knows , and you know , in his

raoes, and his furies, and his wraths, and hischollers.and

his"moo(ls, andhisdifplcafurcs, and his indignations,

and alfo bcin;^ a little intoxicates in his prains , did in

his Ales and his angers, ( look you ) kill his belt friend

Gow. Our King is not like him in that,hc never kill'd

any of his friends,

FIh. It is not well done ( mark you now ) to take the

talcs out ofmy moutb,ere it is made and finidied. I fpeak

but in the figures, and comparifons of it: as Alexander

kild his friend ^V;f«/,being in his Ales and his Cups ; fo

alfo Harry Monmouth being in his right wits, and his

good judgements , turn'd away the fat Knight with the

orcat belly doublet : he was full of jcfts, and gypes , and

knaveries, and mocks, I have forgot his name.

Cow. Sir John Faljfufe.

Fin. That is he : Tie tell you, there is good men porn

at Monmouth.
Cow. Here comes his Majclly.

Alarum. Enter Kirg Harry and Burbon

with prifonert. Flouriflj.

King. I was not angry fince I came to France^

Until] this inflant. Take a Trumpet Herald,

Ride thou unto the horfemen on yond hill

:

If they will fiohc with us, bid them come down,

Or voyd the field : they do offend our fight.

If they'll do neither, we will come to them,

And make them sker awny,asfwift as ftoncs

Enforced from the old Affytian flings

:

Befides, we'll cut the throats of thofe we have.

And not a man ofthem that we (hall take.

Shall tafte our mercy. Go and tell them lb.

Enter UMontioy.

£xe. Here comes the Herald of the French.^ my Liege.

^hvf. His eyes are humbler then they us'd to be,

King. How now , what means their Herald? Know'fl

thou not.

That I have fin'd thcfe bones of mine for ranfome >

Corn'ft thou again for ran fome ?

Her. No great King

:

I

I come to thee for charitable Licenfe,

That we may wander o're this bloudy field.

To book oiir.dead, and then to bury them.

To fort our Nobles from our common men.
For many of our Princes (woe the while)

Liedrown'd and foak'd in mercenai-y bloud

:

So do our vulgar drench their peafant limbs

In bloud of Princes, and with wounded (teeds

Fret fet-lock deep in gore, and with wilde rage

Ycrk out their armed heels at their dead mafters.

Killing them twice. O give us leave great King,
To view the field in fafcty , and difpofe

Of their dead bodies.

King. I tellthcc tiuly,Hcraid,

I know not if the day be ours or no,

For yet amany of your horfemen peer,

And gallop o're the field.

Her. The day is yourt.

King. Piaifcd be God and not our ftrength for it:

What js this Cafllc call'd that Hands liard by.

Her. They call it t/fginconrt.

King. Then call wc tins the field of Aglntourt.,

Fought on the day oiCrlfpiu Crifpianw.
Flu. Your Grandfather of famous memory (an't plcafe

your Majcfty ) and your great Unkic Edward the Plack

Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chronicles,fought

mofl pravc pattlc here in France.

King. They did Flnellen.

Flu. Your Majcily faycs very true : If your Majeflics

is remembrcd of it,the Welchmen did good fervicc in a

Garden where Leeks did grow , wearing Leeks in their

MonmoHth caps , wiiich your Majcfty know to this hour

is an honourable badge of the fervice : And I do believe

your Majefty takes no fcorn to wear the Leek upon S.

Taviesday.

King. I wear it for a memorable honour

:

For I am Welch you know ^ood Countriman.

Flu. All the water in Wye , cannot wafh your Maje-

ftics Welfh ploud out of your pody , I can tell you that

:

God plefTc it, and prefcrvc it , as long as it pleafes his

Grace, and his Ma jcHy too.

King. Thanks good my Countryman.

Flu. By JefTiu, lam your Majefties Countryman , I

care not who know it : I will confeflc it to all the Orld,

I need not to be afhamed of your Majctty,pniifed be God
fo long as your Ma jcfty is an honeft man.

King. God keep me fo.

Enter Williams.

Our Heralds go with him.

Bring me juft notice of the numbers dead

On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither,

Exe. Souldier,youmuflcome to the Kin?.
King. Souldier , why wear'ft thou the Glove in thv

Cap >
'

mil. And't plcafe your Majefly , 'tis the gage of one
that 1 fliould fight withall, if he bealivc.

King. An Englifh man ?

Jvill. And't pleafe your Ma jefty , a Rafcall that fwag-
ger'd with me lafl night: who if alive , and ever dare to
challenge this Glove, I have fworn to take him a box
a'th ear: or if I can fee my Glove in his cap, which he
fworc as he was a Souldier he would wear ( if alive ) I

willftrike it out foundly.

King. What thmk you Captain Flutllen , isit fit this

fouldier keep his oath >

Flu. He is a Craven and a Villain elfe , and't plcafe

your Majefly in my confciencc.

King. It may be^ his enemy is a Gentleman of "»rcat

fort, quite from the anfwcr of his degree.

Flu. Though he be as good a Jcntleinan as the devil is,

as Lucifer and Bclzebub himfclf\ it is ncceffary (look
your Grace,) that he keep his vow and his oath : If he
be peour'd ( fee you now } his reputation is as arrant a
villain and a Jack fawcc , as ever his black fhooe trod
upon Gods ground, and his earth, in my confclertce law.

King. Then keep thy vow firrah , when thou mcct'fl
the fellow.

fViU. So, I will my Liege, as I lire.

King. Who ferv'lt thou under?

N n mi^
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mil. Under Captain Cjovper^ my Liege.

Flu. Gomr is a good Cap:ain,and is good kno\A/ledgc

and literatured in the Warrs.

King. Call him hither to me Souldicr.

Will. I will my Liege. ^*'''.

King. Here FluelUnySNeir thou this favour for me,and

ftick it in thy Cap : when ^Unfon and my felf were

down together , I pluckt this Glovt from his Helme : if

any man challenge this, he is a friend to AUnfon^ and an

enemy to our Perfon, if thou encounter any fuch, appre-

hend him, and thou do'ft me love.

FIh. Your Grace do's me as oreat Honours as can be

defir'd in the hearts of his Subjefts : I would fain fee

the man, that ha'sbut two leggs , that fhall find himfelf

agncv'd at this Glove ; that is all: but I would fain fee

it once, and pleafe God of his grace that I might fee.

King. Know'ft thou Gorver ?

F/«. He is my dear friend, and pleafe you.

King. Pray thee go feek him, and bring him to my

Tent.

Flu. I will fetch him. Exit.

King. My Lord of Warwick., and my brother Clofier^

Follow FlnelUn dofely at the heels,

The Glove which I ha-ve given him for a favour.

May haply puvchafe him a box a'th'ear.

It is the Souldiers : I by bargain (hould

Wear it my felf. Follow good Coufin Warwick.:

If that the Souldier ftrike him, as I judge

By this blunt bearing, he will keep his word

;

Some fudden mifchief may arife of it

:

For I do know FlueUtn valiant.

And toucht with Choler, hot as Gunpowder,

And quickly will return an injury.

Follow, ana fee there be no harme between them.

Go you with me, Unklc of Exeter, Exet$Ht.

Enter CJower and fVlHiams.

Will. I warrant it "is to Knight you. Captain.

Enter FlutUen.

Flu. Gods will, and his pleafure. Captain , I befeech

you now , come apace to the King : there is more good

toward you pcradventure , then is in your knowledge to

dream of.

wii. Sir, know you this Glove ?

Flu. Know the Glove ? I know the Glove is ft Glove.

wilt. I know this, and thus I challenge it.

Strikes him.

Flu. 'Slbud, an arrant Traitor as anyes in the Univer>

fall World, or in France, ox in England.

Gow. How now fir.? you Villain.

will. Doyouthinkl'lebeforfworn?

Flu. Stand away Captain Ginter,! will givcTreafon

his payment into plows,! warrant you,

WiU. I am no Traitor.

Flu. That's a Lie in thy Throat, I charge you in his

Majefties Name apprehend him,he'sa friend of the Duke

AlanfoKS.

Enter Warvick.and GUncefier.

War. How now,how now, what's the matter ?

Flu. My Lord o£ Warwick,, here is, praifed be God
for it, a moft contagious Treafon come to light, look

you , as you (hall defire in a Summers day. Here is his

Majefty.

Enter King, and Exettr.

King. How now, what's the matter ?

Flu. My Liegc, here is a Villain and a Traitour,

that look your Giace , ha's ftruck the Glove which
your Majfity is cake out of the Helmet of AUnfon

Will. My Liege, this was my Glove, here is the fellow

of tt : and he that 1 gave it to in change, promis'd to

wear in his Cap : I promis'd to ftrike him , if he did : I

met this man with my Glove in his Cap, and I have been

as good as my word
Flu. Your Majefty hear now , faving your Majcfties

Man-hood, what an arrant rafcally , beggcrly , lowfie

Knave it is : I hope your Majefty is pear me tcftimony

and wicnelfc, and will a vouchment , that this is the Glove

of Alanfon, that your Majefty is give me, in your Con.
fcience now.

King. Give me thy Glove Souldier;

Look, here is the fellow of it

:

*Twas I indeed thou promifcd'ft to (trike.

And thou haft given me moft bitter termcs.

Flu. And pleafe your Majefty, let his Neck anfwer for

it, if there is any Marfliall Law in the world.

King. How canft thou make me fatisfaftion .'

win. All offences,my Lord, come from the heart: ne-

ver came any from mine, that might offend your Majefty.

King. It was our feif thou aidftabufe.

win. Your Majefty came not like your felf: you ap-

pear'd to me but as a common man : witncffe the Night,

your Garments, your Lowlinefle : and what your high

nefle fuffer'd under that ftiapc , I befeech you take it for

your own fault , and not mine ; for had you been as I

took you for , I made no offence ; therefore I befeech

your highneffe pardon me
^/»^,Here Unkle ExeterfiW this Glove with Crowns,

And give it to this fellow. Keep it fellow.

And wear it for an honor m thy Cap,
Till I do challenge it. Give him the Crowns

:

And Captain, you muft needs be friends with him.

Flu. By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's met

tell enough in his belly : hold , there is twelve-pence for

you, and I pray you ferve God, and keep you out of

prawls and prabbles, and quarrells and diffcntionSjand I

warrant you it is the better for you.

WiU. I will none of your Money.
Flu. It is wJth a good will : I can tell you it will ferve

you to mend your fliooes : come : wherefore fhould you
be fo paftifull : your ftiooes is not fo good : 'tis a good
filling I warrant you, or I will change it.

Enter Heranld.

King. Now Herauld, are the dead numbred ?

Her, Here is the number of the flaughc'red French.
King, What ~ '

Unkle ?

Piifoners of good fort ate uken

Sxe. CharlesDuVe o(Orleance, Nephew to the King,
John Duke of Burhn, and Lord Bouchitjuald .-

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires,

Full fifteen hundred, befides common men.
King. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand French

That in the field lie flain : of Princes in this number.
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead
One hundred twenty fix ; added to thcfe,

OfKnights, Efquires, and gallant Gentlemen,
Eight thoufand and four hundred : of the which.

Five hundred were but yefterday dubb'd Knights,
So that in thcfe ten thoufand they have lolt.

There are but fixtcen hundred Mercenaries

:

The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squires,

And
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And GtiKirmcn of blood aiui qualicy.

The Names of thofe their Nobles char lie dcadi

Charles Delabrfth, High Coiiftahic of France,

Jaanes of Chati/iou, Admiiall oi France,

ri»e Maftcrof the Crofs-Dows, Lord '/^w^***-?/.

Great Maftei of fr^wfr.the biavc SnGnlchard Dolphin^ The Mayor and all his Brethren in beft fort
,

Being free from vamncrte, and fclf-gloriou$ pride
;

C'livm^ full Irophcc, Sgiiall, andOftcnc,

Quite from hinileif, Co God. But now behold.

In the quick Foigc and working-houfc of Thought,

How London doth powrcouc her Ciiizens,

"John Duke of Alanfon, Anthonio Duke oi Brabant,

The Brother to the Duke of BHrgnndj,

And Edward DwVroi Barr : of lufty Earlfi,

Crandpree and Rnuffie, Vanconhridge andFoyes,

BtAHtnoni a\\i\ (^arle, f^aude»io»t ind Lefl rale.

Here vvas a Royall fcllowlliip of death.

Where is the number of our Englifh dead ?

Edward X.\\ii Diikcofrori^,the Earl of ^Ajf^/i^

Sir Richard Ketty, Davy Gam Efquire

;

None elfc of name : and of ail other men y

But five and twenty.

King. O God, thy Arm was here:

And not to us, but to thy Arm alone,

Afcribe we all : when, without ftiatagem

,

But in plain fhock,and even play of B^ccell)

Was ever known fo great and little lofs .?

On one part and on ch'ocher, take it God,
For It is none but thine.

Exet. 'Tis wonderful).

KiKg. Come, go we in procefTion to the Village;

And beitdeatli proclaimed through our Hoft,

Toboali of this, or cake thatpraifc fromCod,
Which is his onely.

f'/w. Is I'r not lawfull and pleafc your Majclly, to tell

low many iskrll'd.

King. Yes Captain ; but with this acknowledgement,

That God fought for us.

FIh. Yes, my confcience, he did us great good.

King. Do we all holy Rights
;

Let there be fung Nan «o^//,and Te DeuMy
The dead with charity enclos'd in Clay :

And then to C-tllice^ and to England then ,

Where nc're from France arriv'd more happy men.

ExeMnt.

d/^&us Quintm.

Like to the Senatours of th'antique Rome
,

Witli the Plebeians fwarming at their heels,

Go forth and fetch their Conqu'ring Cafar in ;

As by a lower, but by loving likelihood
,

Were now the Generallofour gracious EmprclTf,

As in good time he may» froin Ireland comniing,

Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword
;

How many would the peacefull City quir.

To welcome him ? much more, and much more caufe,

Did they this Harry. Now in London phcc him.

As yet the lamentation of the French

Invites the King of £«g /<««//; (tay at home:

The Emperour's commingin behalf of France^

To order peace between them : and omit

All the occurrences, what ever chanc't,

Till Harryes back return again to France

:

There muft we bring him : and my felf have play'd

The Interim, by remembring you 'tispaft.

Then biook abridgement, and your eyes advance,

After your thoughts, ftraight back again to France.

Exit.

£nter TluelUn and Gtfper.

Gow, Nay, that's right : but why wear you your Leek

to day ? Saint Davies day is paft.

FIh. There is occafions and caufes why and where-

fore in all things : I will tell you affc my friend, Capum
Govftr ; the lafcally, fcauld, beggarly, lowhe, pragging

Knave Pijloll, which you and your lelf, and all cne woi Id

know to be no prtter then a fellow, look you now, ofno
merits : he is come to me, and prings me pread and fait

yelkrday.look you, and bid me cat my Leek : it was in

a place where I could not breed no contention -with him
;

but I will be fo bold as to wear it in my Cap till I fee

him once again, and then I will tell him a little piece of

mydcfiics

Enter Pijlotl.

Enter Chorus.

Vouchfafe to thofe that have not read the Story

That I may prompt them : and of fuch as have,

I humbly pray them to admit th'excufe

Of time, of numbers, and due courfe of things,

Which cannot in their huge and proper life
,

Be hereprefentcd. Niw we bear the King
Toward Callke : grant him there ; And there being feen,
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts,

Athwart the Sea ; Behold the Engll(h beach,

Pales in the flood, with Men, with Wives, and Boycs,
Whofe fhoutsand claps out-voyce the deep-mouth'd Sea
Which like a mighty WhiflHcr 'fore the King,
Seems to prepare his way ; So let him land

,

And folemnly fee him fet on to London.
So fwift a pace hath Thought, that even now
You may imagine him upon Black^Heath

:

Where, that his Lords dcfire him, to have born
His bruifcd Helmet, and his bended Sword
Before him, through the City : he forbids it,

Gtw. Why here he comcs,f\vellingIikeaTurkY-cock.

FIh. 'Tis no matter for his I'wellings, nor his Turky-

cocks. God pleffc aunchicnt Pijfoll: you fcurvy lowfie

Knave, God blcffeyou.

Pi/f. Ha, art thou bedlam > do'ft thouthirft,bafeTro

jan, to have me fold up Pareas fataU Web ? Hence ; I am
qtialmilTi at the fmell of Leek.

Flu. I pefcech you heartily, fcurvy lowfie Knave, at

niy defircs, and my recjuefts, and my petitions, to eat,

look youj this Leek , bccaufc, look you , you doc not

love it, nor your affe(i:\ions, and your appetites, and your

difgeftionsdoo'snot agree with it, I would defircyouto

eat It.

Pifi. Not forC4ii»'4//4<^rrandall his Goats.

Flu. Therr is one Goat for you. Strikjs him.

Will you be fo gocxi, fcauld Knave, as eat it .'

Pifi. Bafe Trojan, thou {halt die.

Flu. You fay very true, fcauld Knave, when Cods
will IS : I will dclire you to live in the mean time, and
eat your Vi6hialls : come, there is fawce for it. You
caird me yefterday Mountain -Squire, but I vniUnukc

Nn X you
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you CO day a Squire of low degree. 1 pray you fall to, if

you CM\ mock a Leek, you can eat a Leek.

Gorv. Enouf;h Captain, you have aftonilht him.

Via. I fay, I will make him ea: fome part of my Leek,

ov I will peat, his pate four daycs : bice I pray you, it is

good for your green wound , and your ptoody Cojc-

comb.

T>',fl. Muft I bite

?

F/«. Yes cei tainly, and out of doubt, and out ofque-

-ftion too, and ambiguities.

Pift. By this Leek, I will moft horribly revenge : I

eat and eat I fwear.

FIm. Eat I pray you, will you have fome more fawcc

to yonr Leek : there is not enough Leek to fwear by.

P'lli. Quiet thy Cudgell, thou doft lee I eat.

Flit. Much good do you fcauld knave, iieartily . Nay,

pray. you throw none away, the skin is good for your

broken Cc-jcomb ; when you take occa lions to fee Leeks

hereafter, I pi-ay you mock at'em,' that is all.

Plft, Good.

Flu. I, Leeks is good : hold you, there is a groat to

heal your pate.

Pifl. Me a groat >

Flu. Yes verily, and m ttuth you fliall take it,orI

have another Leek in my pocket, which you fhall eat.

rifh. I take thy groac in eaineft of revenge.

Tilt. Ifloweyou any thing, I will pay you in Cud-

gels, you lliall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of

me but Cuduels : Gud bu'.y you, and keep you, and heal

your pate. E.vit.

Bifi. All hell fhall ftir for this

Gorv. Go, ga, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knave,

will you mock nt an ancient Tradition, began upon an

honourable rcfpeft, and worn as a memoiableTrophee

of ptsdeceafed valour, and dare not avouch in your deeds

any of your words. 1 have feen you gleckmg and galling

at this Gentleman twice orthrice. You thought, becaufe

he could not fpeak Englirti in the native garb, he could

nocthercfore handlean EngliiTi Cudgell : you find it o-

therwife ^ and henceforth let a Welfh correilion teach

you a good Englifh condition, fare ye well. Exit.

Fiji. Doth fortune play the hufwife with me now ?

Ncweshavel that my Doll is dead i'th Spittle of a mala-

dy oi France., and there my rendevous is quite cut off:

Old I do wax , and from my weary limbs honour is

Cudgetl'd. Well, Bawd Tie turn, and fomeching lean to

Cut-purfe of quick hand : Jo England m\\ I fteal,and

there lie Ileal

;

And patches will I get unto thefe cudgel'd fcarres

,

And fwear I got them in the Gallia warres. Exit.

Enter at one door, Kivg Henry., Exeter, Bedford, War-

reickj, and other Lords; at another
.,
Qtteen Ifnbel.,

the King, the Dukj of Burgoi^/t, and

other French.

King. Peace to this meeting, wherefore are we met ?

Unto out htoihev France, and to our Sidcr,

Health and fair time of day : Joy and good wiflies

To our moft fair and Princely Coufm Kaiherine ;

And as a branch and member of this Royalty,

By whom this great aflembly is contriv'd ,

Wedofalutcyou Duke of iBergoigne,

And Princes French and Peers, health to you all.

fra. Right joyous are we to behold your face ,

Molt worthy Brother England, fair met.

So ar£you pTinca(Ettglijh) every one.

. Qttee. So happy be the Iflue,Brothcr England^

Of this good day, and of this gracious, meeting.

As wc arc now glad to behold your eyes,

Your eyes which hitherto have born in them
Againft tlie French tha.z met them in their bent.

The fatal Balis of murthering Bafilisks:

The venomc of fuch Looks we fairly hope

Have loft their quality, and that this day

Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love.

Eng. To cry Amen to that, thus we appear.

Qjte. You Englifh Princes allj I do falute you.

Burg. My duty to you both, on equall love.

Great Kings oPFrance & England • that I have laboiir'd

With all my wits-, my pains, and ftrong endeavours,

To bring yourmolfimperiall Majeliies

Unto this Bar, and Royall cntervicw :

Your Might ineffc on both parts bed can witneffc.

Since then my Office hath fo far prevail'd,

That Face to Face, and Royall Eye to Eye,

You have congreeted : let it not ditgrace me

,

If I demand before this Royall view

,

What Rubjor what impediment there is.

Why that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace,

DearNurfeof Arts, Plenties, and joyfull Births,

Should not in this belt Garden of the World,
Our feirile France, put up her lovely Vifaqc ?

Alas, ihc hath from France too lon2 been chas'd.

And all her Husbandry doth lie on heaps,

Corrupting in it's own fertility.

Her Vine,the merry cheerer of tht heart,

Unpriined dies : her Hedges even, plc^ch'd.

Like Prifoners wildly over-grown with hair.

Put forth dilorder'd Twigs : her fallow Leas

,

The Darnell, Hemlock^, and rank Femerary,

Doth root upon ; while that the Cutter lufts,

ThatHiould deracinate fuch Savagery :

The even Mead, that ex[\ brought fweetly forth

The freckled Cowflif, Burnet, and green Clover
.^

Wanting the Scythe, wlchall uncorre<5ted, rank ; .

Conceives by idleneffe, and nothing teems.

But hatcfull Dockj, rough Thiflles, Keck^fes, BurreSy

Lofing both beauty and utility
;

And all our Vineyards, Fallows, Meads, and Hedges,

Defe6live in their natures, grow to wildncffe.

Even fo our Houfes, and our fclves, and Children,

Have loft, or do not learn, for want of time

,

The Sciences that fhould become our Country
;

But grow like Savages, as Souldiers will.

That nothing do, but meditate on Blood,

To fwearing, and ftern Looks, diffus'd Attire

,

And every thing that feems unnaturall.

Which to reduce into our-formcr favour.

You are aflembled : and my fpeech entreats,

That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace

Should not expell thefe inconveniences.

And blefle us with her former qualities.

Eng. If, Duke oiBurgoHJ, you would the Peace,

Whofe want gives growth to th'i.mperfedtions

Which y6u have cited ; you muft buy that Peace

With full accord to all our juft' demands,

Whofe Tenures and particular effedls

You haveenfchedul'd briefly in your hands.

Burg. The King hath heard them : to the which,3Syc:

There is no Anfwer made.

Eng.Well then : the Peace which you before fo urg'd,

Lies in his Anfwer.

Fran
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_frinse. 1 hvit but wich a ciirfelary eye

Ore glanc^Jt the Articles: Plcafeth your Grace

To appoint fomc ot'yout Councell prcfendy,

To fit with us once more, with better heed

7"o rc-furvey them: wc wiJl fuddenly

Paffe our accept and peremptory Anfwer.

Etig. Brother we ftiall. Go Unklc £xeter^

And hxoCnzx Clarence.,ZiX\A brother Cloucefier^

Warwlck^^ and Huntington, £^o Wnh the King,

And take with you free power, to ratifie,

Augment, or alter, as your Wifdomes Ixft

Shall fee advantageablefor our Dignity,

Any thing in or out of out Demands,

And we'll confignc thereto. Will you, fait Sirtcr,

Go with the Princes, or (tay here with us ?

<Quee. Our gracious Brother, I will go with them

:

Happely a Womans Voycemay do fome good.

When Articles too nicely urg'd, be flood on,

Eng. Yet leave our Coufin Katherltie here with us,

She is our capicall Demand, compris'd

Within the fore-rank of our Articles.

Quee. She hath good leave. Exeunt omnes.

Mitnet King, and Katherlne.

King, Fair Katherine, moll fair,

Will you vouchfafe to teacha Souldier terme^

Such as will enter ac a Ladies ear,

And plead his Lovc-fuit to her gentle heart?

Kath. Your Majefly fhall mock at me, I cannot fpcak

your England.

King. Ohiv Katherincy if you willlovcmefoundJy

with you French heart, 1 will be olad to hearyou con-

fclTe it brokenly with your Englim Tongue. Do you

like mz.,Kate}

Kath. Pardonne mor, T cannot tell wat is like me.

King. An Angell is like you Kate , and you arc like

an Ange.ll.

Kath. Que dit it, que de fuif femyiable a les Angesf.

Ladj. Ohj verament (fauf vofire (jrace ) ainfi dit il.

King. I faid fo, dear Katherine^ and I muft not blufh

to affirm it.

Kath.O bon Dieujes Ungues des hommes font flein de

trompiries.

JCjng.Whii faies(hc,faironef thatthetortguesofmen
are full of deceits ?

Ladjr. Onjy dat de tongues ofde mans is be full of de-

ceits : dat is dc Princcfle,

King. The Princeffe is the better Englifli-woman

faith Katey my wooing is fit for thy undefftandiftg,! am
glad thou canll fpcak no better Engli(h * for. if thoQ

could'ft , thou woul'ft find me fuch a plain King , that

thou would'ft think, I had fold myfamiato buy my
Crown, 1 know no wayes to mince it in love, but di-

reftly to fay , I love you, then if you urge me farther,

then to fay , Do you in faith ? I wear out my fuit : Give
inc your anfwer, ifaith do , and clap hands , atvd a bar-
gain : how fay you. Lady .'

Kath. Satif vofire henoHT^ meunderftand well.

King. Marry, if you would put me toVcrfcs, or to

Dance for your Cake, Kate^ why you urididme: for the
onc,T have neither words nor meafure; and for the other,

I have no ftrength in meafure, yet a reafohable meafure
in ftrength. Jf I could win a Lady at Leap-frog, or
by vaulting into my taddle, with my Armor on my back;
under the correftion of bragging be it fpoken , I fliould

quickly leap into a Wife: Or if I might buffet for my

(
Love, or bound my Horfefot her favours,] could lay on
like a Butcher, and fit likea Jack an Apes, never off. But

before God, Kate , I cannot look greenly, nor gafpc out

my eloquence , nor I have no cunning m protellation

;

onely down-right Oathcs , which I never us'd till urg'd,

nor never break for urging. If thou canft love a fellow

of this temper , Kate, whofc face is not worth Sun-bur-

ning ? that never looks in his Claffe, for love of any
thing he fees there ? let thine eye be thy Cook , I fpeak

to thee plain Souldier : If thou canft love me for this,

take me .? if not? to fay to thee that I fhall die,is true; but

for thy love , by the L. No : yet 1 love thee coo. And
while thou liv'ft, dear Kate, take a fellow of plain and

uncoyned Conftancy , for he perforce muft do thee tight,

becaufc he hath not the gift to wooc in other places : for

thefc fellowcs of infinite tongue,that can ryme thcmfclvcs

into Ladies favours , they do alwaycs reafon themfelvcs

outagain. What? a (pcaker is but a prater, a Ryme is

buta Ballad; a good Lrg will fall, a ftraight back will

ftoop, a black Beard will turn white,a cuil'd Pate will

grow bald, a fair Face will wither, a full eye will wax
hollow: but a good heartj Kate, is the Sun and the

Moon, or rather the Sun, and not the Moon ; for it

fliincs bright, and never changes , but keeps his courfe

truely. If thou would have fuch a one, take me? and
take me ; take a I'ouldier : take a fouldier ; take a King.

And what fay'ft thou thrntomy Love.? fpcak my fair,

and faiily, 1 pray thee.

Kath. Is it poflible dat I fould love de enemy of
France ?

King. No, it is not poflfible that you fhould lovethr

Enemy of France , Kate ; but in loving me, you fhould

love the Friend of France : for I love France fo well, that

I will not pare with a Village of it ; I will have it all minr:

and Kate, when France is mine , and I am yours ; then
yours is France, and you arc mine.

Kath. I cannot tell wat is dat.

King. No, Kate > I will tell thee in French , which I

am fure will hang upon my tongue , like a oew-mai'ricd

Wife about her Husbands Neck , lordly to be Ihook off;

Jequandfur le fojfe0on de Fraunce, & ijuandvoM az'es

lepoffeffion demoy. Let me fee, what then ? Saint Dennts

be my fpeed) Done vofire efi FraMnce,& Vom eftet mien-

ne. It is as cafie for me, Kate, to conquer the Kingdomc,
as to fpeak fo much more Frcnch:I fliall never move thee

in French, unleHe it be to laugh at me.

Kath. Saitf vofire honeur , le FrAncois quesvoM far-
lets, il c^ melius tjuel' Anglois le ejnel Je parle.

King. No faith js'tnot, iT^rr .• but thy fpcffking of

my Tongue, and I thine, moft truely falfcly ,-nuift

needs be granted to be much at one. 'Rat Kau ^ do'll

thou underHand thus much Enolifli .' Cantt thea love

me?
Kath. I cannot tell.

King. Can any cfyour Neighbours tell , Kate} lie

ask them , Come, I know thou lovell me : and at night,

when you come into your Clofet, you H'q'ieftion this

Gentlewoman about mc ; and I know, Kate, you vfiH to

her difpraife thofe pans in me, that you love with your

heart; but good Kate, mock mcmercirully, the rather

gentle Princcfle , becaufc I love thee cnieUy. If ever thou

bced mine, ^<»tf, as I have faving Faith within me tcHs

mc thou fhalt ; I get thee with skambling , and thou

muft therefore needs prove a good Souldier-brccder

:

Shall not thou and I , between Saint Dennis and Sain

George , compound a Boy , half French half Englifh,

N n 5 thai
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ihat (}tall go to Cttifinntifiople , and cake the Turk by

The Beard Shall we noc ? what fay "It thou,niy fair Flow-

er-de-L'Jce.

Kath. Idor^ot knowdat.

King. No : 'tis hereafter to know,but now to promife:

do but now ^romik Kate, you will endeavour for your

French part of fuch a boy ; and for my Engii(h moyty,

take the word of a Kmg, and a Batchclor. How anfwer

you , Lapltu belle Katheri»e in monde man trefchcr (J-

dtvindeeye.

K4th. Your Majeftccauefaufe Frcnchc enough to de-

ceive de mod fage Damoifel dat is in en France.

King. Now re upon my falfe French: by mine honor

in true Englifhi I love thee Kate ; by which honor,l dare

not fwear thou loveft me ,
yet ray bloud begins to flat-

ter me, that thou do'ft; yet notwithftanding the poor

and untempering effccl: ot my Vifagc. Now bertirew my

Fathers Ambition, he was thinking of Civill Warrcs

when he got mc , therefore was I created with a ftub-

born out-fide with an afpcft of Iron , that when I come

to wooe Ladies, I fright them : but in faith Kate, the el-

der I wax , the better 1 ftiall appear. My comfort is, that

Old Age , that ill layer up of Beauty , can do no more

fpoyle upon my Face. Thouhaftmc,if thou haft me, at

the worll ; and thou (halt wear me « if thou wear me

,

better and better : and therefore tell mc , mod fair Ka.

therlnt^ will you have me ? Put off ihofe Maiden Bluilis,

avouch the thoughts of your Heart with the Looks of

an Empreffe, take me by the Hand and (ay, Harry ci^

England ^ lam thme; which word thou fhalt nofooncr

blefle mine Ear withall, but I will tell thee aloud £»-

gland is thine : Inland is thine,Fr4«* is thine,and Ht»-

rj Plantaginet is thine ; who, though I fpeak it before his

Face , if he be not Fellow with the bcft King, thou (halt

find the bcft King of Good-fellows. Ccmc your an-

fwei in broken Muiick ; for thy Voycc is Mufick , and

thy EngliOi broken: Therefore Queen of all, /r<»fA*r»»f,

break thy mind to me m broken EnghOi, wilt thou have

mcj'

Kath, Dat is as it fhall plcafc de roy monpert.

King. Nay,itwill plcafc him well,Arrf»f; ulhall pleafe

him, Katt.

Kath. Den it niallalfocontenf mc.

King. Upon that i kiffe your Hand, and 1 call you my
Queen.

Kath. Laife man Seigneur , laiffejaiffe^ may foy : Je
ne vetu point ^ue votu ahba'ffe vofire grandeur^ en hai-

fant te main dune ntjlre Seigneur indignieferviteur,

excufe may. Je vousfupply man tref-puiffant Seigneur,

Kiig. Then I will kiffe your Lips, /r<trr,

Ktth. Let Dames & Damoifelspour eftre baife de.

vant leur nopcefe tl net pas le foftume de Fraunce.

King. Madam, my Interpreter, what fayts (Vie ?

Lady. Dat is not be dc faOiion pour le Ladies of

France ; I cannot tell wat is biiifle en Englifh.

King. To KilTe.

Lady. Yoor Majcl^y entendre bettre ^ue moy.
King. Is it not a fafhion for the Maids in France to

kiffe before they are marry e<l,wouU fhe fay .'

Lady. Ouyverayment.

Ktrg. O Kate , nice Cuflomes curlie to great Kings,

Dear Kate
,
you and I cannot be confin'd within the

weak Li(i of a Countries fafhion : we are the makej-s

of Manners , Kate ; and the liberty that followes our

places, (tops the mouth of all find-faults, as I will do
yours , for upholding the nice falhion of your Couii-

try , in denymgme a Kiffe: therctorc patiently , and

yielding. You have Witch-craft in your Lips , Kate :

There is more eloquence in a Suger touch of ihcm ; then in

the Tongues of the French Cooncell : and theydiould

fooner perfwade Harry o( England^ then a genera U Pe-

tition of Monarchs. Here comes your father.

Enter the French Power, and the Englifh

L»rds.

B«r^.Godfave your Majefty,my Royall G>ufin,tcach

you our Princefs Englifb .?

Ktng. I would have her learn, my fairCoufin, ho\A

perfedly I love her, and that is good Englifh.

Burg. Is fhe apt f

King. Our Tongue is rough, Coze , and my Condi-j
tion is not fmooth : fo that having neither the Voyce nor
the Heart of Flattery about me, I cannot fo conjure up
the fpirit of love in her , that he will appear in his true

likenefs.

Burg. Pardon the frankncfs of my minh, if I anfwer
you for that. If you would conjure in her

, you muft
make a Circle : if conjure up love m her in his true

likeneflc, he m\i[\ appearnakcd, and blind. Can you
blame her then, being a Maid, yet los'd over with the

Virgin Crimfon of Modefty , if fhe deny the appearance
of a naked blind Boy in her naked feeing felfe? It were

( my Lord ) a hard Condition for a Maid to configne
to.

King. Yet they do wink and yield as Love is blind
and enforces.

Burg. They are then excus'd,my Lord,when they fee

not what they do.

King. Then good my Lord , teach your Coufin to
confent to winking.

Burg. I will wink on her to confent , niy Lord, if you
will teach her to know my meaning: for Maids well

Summer'd , and warme kept , are like Flyes at Bartholo.
mew-tyde, blind, though they have their eyes, and then
they will endure handling, which before would not abide
looking on.

King. This Moral tics mc over to Time , and a hot
Summer ; and fo I (Tiall catch the Flie

, your Coufin , in
che latter end, and fhe miift be blind too.

Burg. As Love is my Lord, before it loves.

King It isfo: and you may, fome of you, thank
Love for my blindenefs, who cannot fee many a fair
French City forone (air French Maid that ftands in my
way.

French King. Yes my Lord
, you fee them pcrfpe-

ftivcly : the Cities turn'd into a Maid ; for they are
all girdled with Maiden Walls, that Warre hath cn-
cred.

King. Shall Kate be my Wife f
Fran, So pleafe you.

England. 1 aiii content , fo the Maiden Cities you
talk of , may wait on her : fo the Maid that flood m
the Way for my Willi, (hall (hew me the way to mv
Will.

^ '

France. We have confented to all tearmcs ofreafon.
Eng. Is't fo. My Lords of England ?

w*/?. The King hath granted every Article:
His Daughter fiift ; and then in fcquele, all,

According to their firm propofed natures.

Exet. Onely



The Life ofKjng Henry the Ft/th. 431

Extt. Oncly he hatlt not yctfubfcrihcd this:

Where y6ur Majcfty dcmartds, That the King oi France

having occafion to write for matter of Grant, rtiall

name your HighnelTe in this forme, and with thisadHiti-

on,in French : Nofire trefcher fit. Henry Rofi An-

gleterrt Heretere de FrAttHce : and thus in Larine ; Pra-

cUr'tffimui FiIIhs nofler Heurictu Rex AvglU & Herts

FrancU.

Fran. Nor this I have not Brother fo dcny'cJ,

But your rcqucft fhall make me let it pafle.

Sngl. I pray you then, in love and dear allyancCi

Let chat one Article rank with the reff,

And thereupon give me your Daughter.

Fran. Take her fair fon, and from her bloud raife up

Iffue to me, that the contending Kingdomes.

Of Fr<»wr and £«^/<i«</, whofe very (hoars look pale.

With envy of each others happinefk,

May ceafe their hatred ; and this dear Conjunflion

Plant Neighbourhood and Chriftian-like accord

In their fweet Bofomes : that never War advance

His bleeding Sword 'twist EngUni and fair France,

Lords. Amen.

KiMg. Now welcome Kate .• and bear me wimeflc all,

That here I kifle her as mv Soveraign Queen.

Flouripj.

Q^eeH. God, the beft maker of all Marriages,

Combine your hearts in one, your Realms in one,

As Man and Wife being two, arc one in love.

So be there 'twixt your Kingdomcs fuch a Spoufall,

That never may ill Office, or fell jcaloufic.

Which troubles oft the Bed of bleflcd Marriaof,
Thruft in between the Paffion of thefe Kingdomcs,
lo make divorce of their incorporate League :

,

That Englifli may as French, French Englirti men,
Receive each other, God fpcak this Amen.

tyill. Amen.
King. Prepare for our Marriage : on which day,

My Lord o^ Burgundj we'll take your Oath
And all the Peers, for furety of our Leagues,

Then ftiall I fwear to Kate^ and you to me.
And may our Oaths well kept and profp'rous be.

Stnet. Exeunt.

Enter Chorut,

Thus far with rough, and all-unable Pen,
Our bending Author hath purfu'd the Story,
In little room confining Mighty men.
Mangling by ftans the full courfe of dieir glory.
Small time i but in that fmall, moft greatly lived

This Star of England. Fornmc made his Sword

;

By which, the Worlds beft Garden heatchievcd

:

And of it left his Son Imperiall Lord,
Henry tht Sixth, in Infant Bands crown'd Kin"
Of France and England, did th;$ King fucceed :

Whofe State fo many had the managing,
That they lott France^ and make his England bleed

:

Which oft our Stage hath (hown ; and for their fake,
In your fair minds let this acceptance ukc.

FINIS.
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The firft Part of King Henry the Sixth,

dAHm "Primm. Scena Prima*

Dead March.

Biter thetHtierall ofKing Henry the Fifth, attended on

hy the Duke of Bedford^ Regent of France ; the

Daks ofG/ofier,Prote6ior:rhe Dukj ofExe-

teryfVartvick^^ the Blfljopof Winchejier^

and the Duke of S»-

merfet,

Bedford.

Ung be che heavens with bIack,Yield day to nigh;,

Comecs importing change of Times and States,

BiandiniyourcryftallTrcffes in the Sky,

And with them Tcouige the bad revolting Stars,

That have confented unto f/rwri« death

:

King Henry ihc Fifth, too famous to livelong,

England ne're loft a King of fo much worth.

Gtofi, England ne're had a Kinguntill his time :

Vertue he had, deferving to command.

His brandifht Sword did blind men with his beams.

His Armes fpread wider then a Dragons Wings

:

His fparkling Eyes, repleatwith wrathful! fire.

More dazled and drove back his Enemies,

Then mid-day fun, fierce bent againfl their faces.

What fhould I fay > his Deeds exceed all fpeech :

He ne're liftup his hand but conquered.

Exe. We mourn in black.why mourn we not in bloiid?

Henry is dead, and never fhall revive :

Upon a Wooden Coffin we attend :

And deaths difhonorable Viftory,

We with pur ftately prcfence glorifie.

Like Captives bound to a Triumphant Car.

What ? (hall we curfe the Planets of Mifliap,

That plotted thus our Glories overthrow ?

Or fhall we think the fubtile-witted French,

Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him.

By Magick Verfe have contriv'd his end >

yyinch. He was a King, blell of the King otKings.

iSnto the French, the dtcadfull judgcment-Day

So dreadfuU will not be, as was his fight.

The Battells of the Lord of Hofts he fought

:

The Churches Prayers made him fo profperous.

GtoH: The Church? Where is it?

Had not Church-men pray'd.

His thred of Life had notfofoon decay'd.

None do you like, but an effeminate Prince,

Whom like a School-boy you may over-awe.

pyinch. (j/ofter, what ere we like, thou an Protestor,

And looked to command the Priricc and Realm.

lfhy Wife is proud, (lie holdcth thee in awe.

More then God or Religious Chutch-men may.

^loft. Name not Relig'.on for thou lov ft the Ficfii,

And ne're throughout the year to Church thou go'lf,

Except it be to piay againit thy foes.

Bed, Ceafc,ccafe thefe Jarrcs, and reft your minds in

Let's to the Altar : Heralds wait on us

;

(peace :

Inftead of Gold, we'll offer up our Annes,

Since Armes avail not, now that Henri'idcad.

Pofterity await for wretched years.

When at their Mothers moifl eyes. Babes fhall fuck,

Our Ifle be made a Nourifh of fait Tears,

And none but Women left to wayle the dead.

Henry the Fifth, thy Choft I invocatc :

Piofpcr this Realm, keep it from Civill Broyles,

Combat with adverfe Planets in the heavens

;

A far more glorious Star thy foul will make.

Then JuHhs Ctcfar^ or bright

Enter a Meffenger.
Me^, My honorable Lords, health to you all:

Sad tidings bring I to you out oi France^

Of loffe, of flaughtcr, and difcorafiture :

Guyen, Champaignc, Rheimes, Orleance,

Paris, Guyfors, PoifHers, arc all quite loft.

Bed. What fai'fl thou man,bcforc dead Henri's Coarfc?
Speak foftly, or the lofle of thofc great Towns
Will make him buift his Lead, and rife from death.

Glofl. Is Paris loll , and is Roan yielded up ?

If Henry were rccall'd to life again,

Thefe news would caufe him once more yield thegholt.

Exe. How were they loft ? what treachery wasus'd.?

Mejj. No treachery, but want of Men and Money.
Amongft the Souldiers this is muttered,

That here you maintain feverall Faftions;

And whil'ft a Field lliould be difpatch'd and fought,

You arc difputing ofyour Gcneralls.

One would have lingring WarrS with little coft

;

Another would flye fwift but wantcth Wings

:

A-third man thinks, widioutcxpence at all.

By guilefull fair wiordi Peace may be obtain'd.

Awake, awake, Engfifli Nobility,

tctnot.floth dim your Honors, new begot

;

Croftare the Flower-de-Luccs in your Armes
Of Evglands Coat, one halfc is cut away.

fxe. Were our Tears wanting to this Funerall,

Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides.

Bed. Me they concern, Regent I am of France :

Give me my (teeled Coat, Tie fight for France.

Away with thefe difgraccfuU wayling Robes

;

Wounds will I lend the French,in ftcad of Eyes,

To weep their intermilfive Miferies.

Epaer
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Enter ta them another (^e(fen^er.'

Mt(i. Lords view chcfe Lctccrs, full ofbd mifchancc

France is revolted from the Ennlifh quite
,

Except fomc petty Towns of no import.

The Dolphin Charles is crowned King in Rhemes :

The Baftard of Orlennce wic!i him is joyn'd ;

RejnoUy Duicc of /i»/(»«»,doth his part,

Tlie Duke of Alanfon fiicth om his fide. Sxtt.

Exe. Tiie Dolphin Crown 'd King ? all flye cohim >

whether iViall we flye from this reproach ?

Glofr. We will not flye, but to our enemies throats,

Bedford^ if thou be flack, I'lc fight it out.

BU. Glofter^ why doubt'tt thou of my forwai'dncfTc ?

An Army have I muffer'd in my thoughts »

Wherewith already France is over-run.

Etiter another Meff'enger.

Meff. My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments,

Wherewith you now bedew King Henrfs Hcarfc
,

1 niuft inform you of a difmaji fight,

Betwixt the ftout Lord Talhot, and the French.

win. What ? wherein Talbot overcame, is'tfo ?

5. Uef. O no : wherein Lord Talbot was o'rethrown :

The circumftancc Tie tell you more at large.

The tenth of Angiifl laft, this dreacffull Lord,

Retiring from the Siege of Orleance,

Having full fcarcefix thoufand in his troup,

By three and twenty thoufand of the French

Was round encompaffed, and fetupon :

No Icifure had he to enrank his men.

He wanted Pikes to fet before his Archers:

Inrtead whereof, lliarp Stakes pluckt out of Hedges

They pitched in the ground confufedly.

To keep the Horfemcn off, from breaking in.

More then three hourcs the fight continued :

Where valiant Talbot, ^bovc humane thought,

Enafted wonders with his Sword and Lance.

Hundreds he fent to Hell, and none durft ftand him :

Here, there, and every where enr3g'd,he flew.

The French exclaim'd, the Devil was in Annes,
All the whole Army Rood agai'd on him.

His Souldiers fpymg his undaunted Spirit,

A Talbot, a Talbot, cri'd out amain.

And rulht into the bowels of the Battel.

Here had the Conquel^ fully beenfeal'd up.

If Sir John Falftaffe had not play'd the Coward,
He being in the Vauward, plac't behind

,

With purpofe to relieve and follow them.

Cowardly fled, not having ftruck one ftroak.

Hence grew the geneiall wrack and maflacre

;

Endofed were they with their enemies.

A bafe IValloon, to win the Dolphins grace,

Thrult Talbot with a Spear into the Back,

Whom all France, with their alTembled ftrength,

Durft not prefume to look once in the face.

Bed. Is Talbot flain then ? I will flay my felf.

For living idlely here in pomp and eafc
,

Whil'it fuch a worthy Leader, wanting aid,

Unto his daftard foe-men is betray'd,

J . Mef. O no, he lives, but is took Prifoner,

And Lord Scales witli him, and Lord Hnrgerford

:

Moft of the reft flaughter'd. or took likcwile.

Bed. His Ranfome there is none but 1 I'hall pay.
I'lc hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne,
His Crown ihall be the Ranfome of mv friend :

Four of their Lords Tie change for one of ours.

Farewell my Mafters, to my 1 ask will J,

Bonchres in France tonh'wh I am to make.

To kecponr great Saint (j«r^r/ Fcaft withall.

Ten thoufand Souldiers with me I will take,

Whofe bloody deeds (liall make all Europe quake.

J. Mef. So you had need, for Orleance i$ befieg'd.

The Englifh Army is grown weak and faint :

The Earl oi Salisbzrjf cta\ctU fupply,

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny.

Since they fofew, watch fuch a multitude,

E.ve, Remember Lords your Oachs to Henry fworn :

Either to quell the Dolphin utterly,

Or bring him in obedience to your yoak.

Bed. I do remember it, and here uke leave.

To so about my prepration. Exit Bedford.

Gloji. I'lc to the Tower withall the haft I can,

To view th'Aitillery and Munition,

And then I will proclaim young Henry King,

Exit Glofler.

Exe. To Eltam will I, where the young King is,

Being ordain'd his fpcciall Govemour,

And for hisfafcty there I'le beft devifc. Exit.

hflnch. Each hath his place and Funflion to attend :

I am left out ; for me nothing remains :

But long I will not be Jack out of Oflicc,

The King from Eltam 1 intend to fend.

And fit at chiefeft itern of publick Weal.

Exit.

Enter Charles i/ilanfon, and Relgnelr, marching

with Drum and Souldiers.

Charl. Mars his true moving, even as in the heavens,

So in the Earth to this day is not known.

Late did he fhine upon the Englifh fide :

Now we are Vidors, upon us he fmiles.

What Towns ofany momentj but we liave }

At pleafure herewclye, nezt Orleance :

Otherwiiiles, the familht Englifh, like pale Ghofts,

Faintly befiegc us one hour in a moneth.

Al. They want their Porrcdge, and their fat Bull

Either they muft be dieted like Mules. (Beeves

Relg. Let's roife the Siege : why live we idlely here ?

And have their Provender ti'd to their mouthes,

Or pitteous they will look, like drowned Mice.

Talbot IS taken, whom we svont to fear

:

Remaineth none but mad-brain'd SallsbHrj,

And he may well in fretting fpend his gall,

Nor men, nor money hath he to make War.
char. Sound, found Alarum, we will lufh on them.

Now for the honour of the forlorn French:

Him I forgive my death, that killeth me ;

When he (ees me go back on foot, or flye. Exeunt.

Here Alarum, they are beaten baci^ by the

Englifh, with great loffe.

Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Rel<rnier.

Charl. Who ever faw the like ? what men have I >

Dogs, Cowards, Daftards : I would nt'tc have fled
,

But that they left me 'midft my cncrnics.

Relg. Salisbury is a defpcrate Homicide,
He fighteth as one weary of his life :

To other Lordr, like Lyons wanting food,

Dorulli upon us as their hungry prey.

AloMf
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^lanf. f^fl>/4r//,aCountreyman of ours,recoids,

SnglandzW Olivers 2\\<i Roivlatids breed,

Dining the time Edward Ont tliird did laign :

More truly now may tliisbe vcvefied
;

For none but Samfoas and Gollajfet

It fcndctli forth to skirmirti : one to ten .'

Lean raw-bon'cl Rafcalls, who would e'lC fuppofc,

They had fuch courage and audacity
;

Charl. Let's leave this Town,

For they are hair-brain'd Slaves

,

And hunger wjU enforce them to be more eager :

Ofold I know them ; rather with their Teeth

The Walls they'll tear down, then forfake the Siege.

Rcig. I think by fome odde GimmaHI or device

Their Armes arc fet, like Clocks, fiiil to Ibikeon ;

Elfc ne'rc could they hold out fo as they do :

By my confenr, we'll even let them alone,

^lan. Beic fo.

Enter the Bayard ofOrleance,

Bait, Where's the Prince Dolphin ? I have newes for

him,

7)n/ph. Baftard ofOrlea/tce, thrice welcome to us.

Bafi. Me thinks your looks arc fad,your cheer appald.

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ?

Be not difmay'd for fuccour is at hand :

A holy Maid hither with me J bring
,

Which by a Vifion fent to her from heaven.

Ordained is to raife this tedious Siege
,

And drive the En^llfh foith the bounds of Erance:

The fpirit of deepProphefie fhe hath,

Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome :

What's, part, and what's to come, fhe can dcfcry.

Speak, fhall I call her in ? believe my words >

For they are certain, and unfallible.

Dolph. Go call her in : but firft, to try her skill,

%eigincr (land thou as Dolphin in my place
;

Qucltion her proudly, let thy Looks be ftern
,

By this means fliall vve found what skill (he hath.

Enter Jont Pn^el.

Relg. Fair Maid, is't thou wilt do thefe wondrous

fears ?

TuK,. Relgm'er^ is't thou that thinkeft to beguile me ?

Where is the Dolphin ?Come, come from behind,

I know thee well, though never fecn before.

Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from me ;

In private will I talk with thee apart

:

Stand back you Lords, and give us leave a while,

Reig. She takes upon her bravely at fitft dafii.

PmX'. Dolphin, I am by birth a Shepheards Daughter,

My wituntrain'd in any kind of Art .-

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd

To fliine on my contemptible eftatc.

Loe, whil'ft I waited on my tender Lambs,

And to Suns parching heat difplay'd my cheeks,

Gods Mother deigned to appear to tne.

And in a Vifion full ofMajcfty,

Will'd meto leave my ba(e Vocation,

And free iny Country from Calamity r

Her aid (he promis'd, and aflur'd fucceffe.

In con^Ieat Glory (he reveal'd her felf

:

And whereas I was black and fwart before :

With thofe clear Rayes, which (he infus'd on me,

That beauty am I bleft with, which you fee.

Askmc what quelhon thou canft polTible,

And I will anfwcr unpremeditated :

My Courage try by Combat, if thou dar'ft,

And thou (halt find that 1 exceed my Sex.

Refolve on this, thou (halt be fortunate
,

If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mate.

Dolph, Thou hart artonifht me with thy high tcrmcs

;

Onely this proof I'le of thy Valour make,

In fingle Combat thou (halt buckle with me ;

And if thou vanqui(he(t, thy words are true,

Othcrwife I renounce all confidence.

P«*. I am prepar'd : here is my keen-edg' d Sword,
Dcckt witiifinc Flower-dc-Luccs on each fide,

The which at Touralny in S. Katherixes Ciiuich- yard.

Out of a great dealof old Iron, I chofe forth.

Dolph, Then come a God's name, I fear no woman,
PMK,el. And whik I live, rie ne'rc flie no man.

Here thty fight^ tind Jone de Puz-el overcomes.

Dolph. Stay, (tay thy hands, thou art an Ama^on^
And fighteft with the Sword of 'Dehora.

Pmx,el. Chri(ts Mother helps me, clfe I were too

weak.

Dolph. Who c're helps thee, 'tis thou that mu(t help

Impatiently I burn with thy dcfire, (mc :

My heart and hands thou haft at once fubdu'd,

Excellent Puz-el^ if thy name be fo,

Let mc thy fcrvant, and not Soveraign be,

'Tis the French Dolphin fueth to thee thus.

Pux,el. I muft not yield to any rights of Love ,

For my Profcdion's facrcdfrom above :

When 1 have chafed all thy Foes from hence
,

Then will I think upon a recompence.

Dolph. Mean time look gracious on thy proftraie

Thrall.

Rt'tg. My Lord me thinks is very long in talk.

Alan. Doubtlefs he fhrivcs this Woman to her fmock
,

Elfe ne're could he fo long protra£l his fpccch.

Reign. Shall we difturb him , fince he keeps no
mean ?

Ala. He may mean more then we poor men dokfiow ?

Thefe women are (hrewd tempters with their tongues.

Relg. My Lord, where are you ? what devife you on.

Shall we give o're Orleance,oT no ?

fHx.tl. Why no, I fay: difiruftfull Recreants,

Fight till the laftgafp: for Me be your guard.

Dolph. What (he faycs, I'le confirm : we'll fight it

out.

Puzjel. Affign'd I am to be the Engllfh Scourge.

This night the Siege afTuredly I'le raife :

Expert Saint M*rtim Summer, Halcyon dayes.

Since I have entred thus into thefe Wars.
Glory is like a Circle in the Water,
Which never ceafeth to enlarge it felf

,

Till by broad fpreading, it difperfe to nought.

With Henrfi death, the Engllfh Circle ends,

Difperfed are the glories it included :

Now am I like that proud infulting Ship,

Which Cafarznd his fortune bare at once.

Dtlph, Was Mahomet infpired with a Dove ?

Thou with an Eagle art infpired then.

Hellen^ the Mother of great Conjiantlne.,

Nor yet S. Pfe7/)>^ Daughters were like thee.

Bright Star of y'exfu, fal'n down on the Eartht

How may I rcveccntly worfhip thee enough ?

Alan. Leave off delayes , and let us «i(e the

Siege.

Relgnier.
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Relg. Woman, do wbac thou canrt eo fa ve our honors,

Drive them from Orleancf, and be immortalliz'd,

Dolfh. Prcfendy we'll cry : come, let's away about ir.

No Piophct will I cruft, if rtie prove falfe, Excnnt.

Enter CloHcefler^ with his ferving-mcn.

Glofl. I am to furvey the Tower this day

;

Since Henries death, 1 fear there is a Conveyance

:

Where be thcfc Warders, that they waic not here ?

Open the Gates, 'tis Glofter that calls.

1. tvarier. Who's there, that knocks fo impcrioufly ?

Glofl. X . man. It is the Noble Duke ofCloiter.

2. Hoarder. Who ere he be, you may not be let in.

I. Man. Villains, anfwer you fo the Lord Protcftor ?

1 . tvarder. The Lord protect him, fo we anfwer him,

We do not otherwife then we arc will'd.

Glofi.VJho willed you? or whofe will ftands but mine?

There's none Proteftor of the Realme, but I

:

Break up the Gates, I'le be your warrantize ;

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill Grooms ?

Ghjiers men rujh at the Tower Gates, and }Voodvile

the Lieutenant ffeakj within.

ffood. What noyfe is this ? what Traytovs have we
here?

GUfi. Lieutenant, is it you whofe voyce I hear ?

Open the Gates, here's Glofier that would enter.

IVtod. Have patience Noble Duke, I may not open.

The Cardinall oi PVincheJIer forbids

:

From him I have exprelTe commandement.

That thoti nor none of thine (hall be let in.

Glofi. Faint-hearted wWwV^,prizcft him 'fore me :

Arragant JVlnchefter, that haughty Prelate,

Whom Henr^ our late Soveraign nc're could brook ?

Thou art no friend to God, or to the King:

Open the Gates, or I'le (liutthee out Hiortly.

Servingmen. Open the Gates to the Lord Prote<ftor,

Or we'll burft them open, if that you come not quickly.

Enter to the Preteflor at the Tower Gates^inchejler

and his men in Tawney Coats.

ffinchelf. How now ambitious Vmfire what means
this?

GUn. Piel'd Prieft , do'ft thou command mc to be
(hut out ?

fvinch. I do, thou moft ufurping Proditor,

And notProteftor of the Kmg or Realm.
Ghfi. Stand back thou manifeft Confpiiator,

Thou that contrived'ft to murther our dead Lord,
Thou that giv'ft Whores Indulgences to fin,

rie canvas thee in thy Broad Cardmalls Hat,
If thou proceed in this thy infolence.

mnch. Nay, ftand thou back, I will not budge a foot:
This be D^mascsuy be thou curfed Cain^
To flay thy Brother ^^f/, if thou wilt.

G/oJf. I will not flay thee, but Tie drive thee back

:

Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth,
I'le ufe, to carry thee out of this place.

flinch. Doe what thou dar'ft , I beard thee to thy
face,

•'

giofi. What ? am I dar'd , and bearded to my face >

Draw men, for all this priviledged place.
Blew Coats to Tawney Coats. Priclt beware thy Beard,
I mean to tugge it, and to cuff you foundly.
Under my feet I'le ftamp thy Cardinalls Hat

:

111 fpightof Pope, or dignities of Church,

Here by the Checks I'le drag thee, up and down.

fVinch. Clojhr, thou wilt anlvvet this before the Pope.

Glojl. tvinchefier Goofe,I cry, a Rope, a Rope.

Now beat them hence, why do you let thfmftay *

Thee I'le chafe hence, thou Wolf in Shecps array.

Out Tawney-CoatSjOut Scarlet Hypocrite.

Here Glofters men hat out the Cardinalls men^ and

enter in the hnrly- burly the Mayor of

London and his Oncers.

A/47»r. Fie Lords, that you being fupreamMagift rates,

Thuscontumclioufly fhould break the Peace.

Gh. Peace Mayor,for thou know'rt little ofmy wrongs:

Here's Beanfordythii regards not God nor King,

Hath here diflrayn'd the Tower to his ufe.

fVinch. Here's Glofter too, a Foe to Citizens,

One that flill motions War, and never Peace,

O' re-charging your free purfes with large Fines;

That feeks to overthrow Religion,

Bccaufc he is Protedor of the Realm

;

And would have Armour here out of the Tower,

To Crown himfclf King, and fupprcflethc Prince.

^loft. I will not anfwer thee with words, but blows.

Hen thej skjrm'tjh again.

Mayor. Nought relH for me, in this tumultuous ftrife.

But to make open Proclamation.

Come Officer, as loud as c're thou anft, cry

:

j4II manner ofmen, ajfemkled here in Armes this day,

fgaxnft Gods Peace and the Kings , wt charge and com-

mandyoM^in his Highnefi Name,to repair to your feveral

dvselling places,and rot to wear, handle,or ufe any Sword,
Weapon, or Dagger hence-forward, upon pain of death.

Gloft. Cardinall, I'le be no breaker of the Law

:

But we (hall meet, and break our minds at large.

winch. Glofter, we'll meet to thy dear colt be fure

:

Thy heart-bloud 1 will have for this dayes work.

Mayor. Tic call for Clubs, if you will not away :

This Cardinall is more haughty then the Devill.

Glojter. Major farewell : thou do'ft but what thou

may 'ft

winch. Abominable Glofter, ^uud thy head,

For 1 intend to have it e're be long. Exeunt.

Major.Ste the Coaft clear'd,and then we will depart.

Good God, thefe Nobles ftiould fuch ftomadks bear,

1 my felf fight not once in forty year. Exeunt.

Enter the Majler Gunner of Orltancty

and his Boy.

M.Gun. Sirr3,thou know'ft how Orleance is beficdg'd

And how the Englifli have the Suburbs won.
Boy. Father I know, and oft have fliot at them,

How e're unfortunate, I mifs'd my aimc.

M.Gun, But now thou flialt not. Be thou ruld by mc:
Chief Maftcr Gunner am I of this Town,
Something I muftdo to procure mc grace:

The Princes cfpyalls have informed mc

:

I

How the Englifti , in ihc Suburbs clofe entrenchr
I

Went through a fecrei Grace of Iron Barres,

In yonder Tower, to over-peer the City,

And thence difcover, how with moft advantage

They may vex us with (hot or with AfTauIt.

To intercept this inconvenience,

A piece of Ordnance 'gainll it I have plac'd.

And
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And fully even thefc three daycs have 1 wacch'd.

If I could fee them. Now Boy do thou watch,

For I can ftay no longer.

If thou fpy'fl any, nin and bring mc word.

And thou flialt find me at the Governors. Exit.

Boy. Father, I warrant you take you no care,

I'le never trouble you, if1 may fpy them.

Enter Salishttry, and Talbot on the Tnrrets^

with others,

SalU. TMbtt^ my life, my joy, again return'd ?

Howwertthou handled, bemg Prifoncr ?

Or by what means got's thou to be releas'd ?

Difcourfe I prethee^on this Turrets top,

Tal. The Earle of Bedford had a Prifoncr,

Call'd ihe brave Lord Ponton Ac SantraiUy

For him was I cxchang'd, and raiifom'd.

But with a bafer man of Armcs by far,

Once in contempt they would have barter'd me

;

Which I difdaining, fcorn'd.and craved death,

Rather then I would be fo pil d efteem'd

;

In fine, redeem'd I was asl defir'd.

But O, thetrecherous Fa/Jfafe woundj my heart,

Whom with my barcfil^sl would execute,

If I now had him brought into my power.

Salit. Yet tcirft thou nor, how thou wertentertain'd.

Tal. With feoffs and (corns, and contumelious taunts.

In open Market-place produc'd they me.

To be a publick I'peflacle to all

:

Here,faid they, is the Terror of the French^

The Scare-Ciow that affrights our Children fo.

Then broke I from the Officers that led me.

And vvrth my nails digg'd ftones out of the Ground,

To hurle at the beholders ofmy fliame.

My gridy countenance made others flye.

None durft come near, for fear of fudden death.

In Iron Walls they dcem'd mc not fecure

:

So great fear of my Name 'mong'll them were fprcad,

That theyluppos'd I could rend Barresoffkcl,

And fpurnin pieces pof^s ofAdamant.

Wherefore a guard of chofenShot I had ;

That walkt about me every Minute while

:

And if r did but ftirout of rny Bed,

Ready they were to ihoot me to the heart.

Enter the Boy with a Llnflock.

Salif. I grieve to hear what torments you cndur'd,

But we will be revcng'd fufficiently.

Now it is Supper time in Orleance

:

Here, through this Grate, 1 can count every one.

And view the French men how they fortifie:

Lee us look in, the fight will much delight thee :

Sir ThoniM Gargrave^ and Sir fvilliam GlandsdaUy

Let me have your cxpreffe opinions,

Where is beft placeto make our Batt'ry next?

Garg. I think at the North Gatc,for there ftand Lords.

Glandf. And I hefe,at theBulwark of the Bridge.

Talb. For ought I fee, this City inufl: be famifht.

Or with light Skirmifhes enfeebled.

Here thejfhot^ and Salisbury falls down.

Salts, O Lord have mercy on us wretched finners.

Carg. O Lord have mercy on mc, wofuU man.
Talb. What chance is this that fuddeniy hath crofl us?

Speak Salisbury ; at leaft, if rhou canfl, fpcak

:

How far'il thou. Mirror of all Martiall men ?

One of thy Eyes, and thy Checks fide ftruck off?

Accurfed Tower, accurfed fatal! Hand,
That hath contiiv'd this wofull Tragedy.

In thirteen Battells, Salisbury o'rc came :

Henry the Fifth he firfl train'd to the Warrs,

Whil'ftany Trump did found, or Drum firuck up.

His Sword did nc'rc leave ftriking in the field.

Yet liv'ft thou StUisbHry f though thy fpccch doth fail

One Eye thou Iiaft to look to Heaven for grace.

The Sun with one Eye vieweth all the World.
Heaven be thou gracious to none alive.

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands.

Bear hence this Body, I will help to bury it.

Sir Thomat Gargrave, haft thou any life ?

Speak unco Talbot^ nay, look up to him.

Salisbury chearthy Spirit with this comfort,

1 hou fhalt not die whiles

He beckcns with his hand, and fmilcson me:
As whofliould fay. When I am dead and gone,
Remember to avenge mc on the French.

Plantaginet I will, unA^Nero like, will

Play on the Lute, beholding the Towns burn :

Wretched Hiall franee bconcly in my Name.
Here an Alarum^ and it Thunders and Lightens.

What ftir jsthis? what tumult's in the Heavens

f

Whence comcth this Alarum, and the noyic ?

Enter a CMeffenger.

Mejf. My Lord, my Lord , the French have gather'd
The Dolphin^ with one Jean de PuX.el joyn'd, (head.
A holy Prophetcfle, new rifen up.

Is come with a great Power, to raife the Siege.

Here Salisbury I'lfteth himfetf up tnd groans
Talb. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan,

It irks his heart he cannot be reveng'd.

Frenchmen, I'le hzi Salisbury co you.

PHz.el or Pujfel, Dolphin or Dog-filTi,

Your hearts I'le fJamp out with my Horfcs heels.

And make 3 Quagmire of your mingled brains.

Convey me Salisbury into his Tent,

And then we'll try what thefc daftard Frenchmen dare.

tAUrum. Exit.

Here an Alarum again : and Talbot furfueth the Dol.
phiny and driveth him : Theu enter Joan de Puz^el^

driving Englijhmen before her.Then enter

Talbot.

Talb. Where is my ittengtb,my valour, and my force.'

Our Engljfh Troups retyre, 1 cannot f^ay them.
A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them.

Enter <J>uK.tl.

Here, here (he comes. I'le have a bout with thee ;

Devil!, or Devils Dam, i'le conjure thee:

Bloud Willi draw on ihce,thou art a Witch.
And ftraightway give thySoul to him thou ferv'f}.

fuz.. Comc,come, 'tisonely I fhatmuft difgraccthec.

Here theyfight.
Talb. Heavens, can you fuffer Hell fo to prevail?

My breft I'le burft with (training ofmy courage,

And from my fhouldcrs crack my Armes afunder,

Bu: I wijl chafiife this high-minded Strui'tipct,

Theyfight again.

Puz,. Talbot faicwell, thy hour is not yet come,
I muft go Viftuall Orleance forthwith

;

A (hort Alarum : Then enter the Town
with Souldiers.

Ore-
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re-take inc if thou can(^ I fcorn tliy ftrcngtli.

Go, go, chear up they hungry-ftarvcd men,

Help Salisbury to make hisTcHamcnt,

This Day is ours, as many more (Tiall be. Exit.

Talb. My thoughts are whirled like a Potter's Wheel,

1 know not where 1 am , nor what I do :

A Witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal,

Drives back our Troops, and conquers as (ht lifts;

So Bees with imoik , and Doves with noilomc (tench,

Are from thcjr Hives and Houfes driven away.

They call'd us, for our ficrccnefs, English Doggcs,

Now like the Whelps, we crying run away.

A fhort ^larum.
Heark Countreymen, cither renew the fight,

Or tear the Lyons out of England's Coat

;

Renounce your Soil, give Sheep m Lyons ftead :

Sheep run not half fo treacherous from the Wolf,

Or Horfe or Oxen from the Leopard,

As you flie from your oft-fubdued Slaves.

Alarum. Here another Skjrmip).

It will not be, rctireinto your Trenches:

You all confcntcd unto SalUbHrles death.

For none would ftrikc a fttoke in his revenge.

PHK,el\i entred into Orleance,

In fpight of us, or ought that wc could doe.

O would I were to die with SaMury,

The (hame hereof, will make me hide my head.

Sxit Talbot.

jiUrum ,
%etreatf Flottrijh.

Enter o» the fVall Paz-ely Dtlfhtn^ Relgnelr^

AltHfoUy *nd SoHldiers.

Pu*.el. Advance our waving Colours on the Walls,

Refcu'd is Orleance from the Engli(h wolves ;

Thus Joan de 'Pfx.el hzth perform'd her word.

Dolph. Divineft Creature, bright AFlrea's Daughter,

How lliall I honour thee for this fucceffe ?

Thy promifes arc like Adonic Garden,

That one day bloom'd, and fruitful! were the next.

France, triumph in thy glorious Prophetcffe,

Recovcr'd is the Town of Orleance,

More blefled hap did ne're befall our State.

Reigneir. Why ring not out the Bells aloud,

Throughout the Town ?

Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonefires,

And feaft and banquet m the open ftreets,

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us.

Alatif. All France willbe repleat with mirth and joy,

When they iTiall hear how we have play'd the men.

Dolph. 'Tis Joan, not we, by v*hom the day is won

:

For which, I will divide my Crown with her,

And all the Prierts and Fryers in my Realm
,

Shall in procelTion fing her cndlefs praifc.

A ftaieljcrPyramisto her lie rear.

Then Rhodope's or Memthu ever was.

In memory of her when me is dead.

Her A(Vics, in an Urn more precious

Then the rich-jewel'd Coffer of Dari$*t,

Tranfporttdjfhall beat high Fcftivals

Before the Kmgsand Queens of France.

No longer on Saint Dennu will we cry.

But Joan de Pmx^I l^hall be France's Saint.

Come in, and let us Banquet Royally,

After this Golden Day of Viftoi y

.

Fli/nrljh. Exeunt.

^Elus Secmdus. Scena Trima.

\

Enter a Serjeant of a Band^ with two Ctntinelj.

Ser. Sirs, cake your places and be vigilant

:

If any noife or Souldier you perceive

Near to the walls, by fomc apparent fign

Let us have knowledge at the Court of Guard.
Cent. Serjeant you fhall. Thus are poor Servitors

(When others flecp upon their quiet beds)

Conftrajn'd to watch indarknefs,iain,and cold.

Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgmndy, mthfettling

Ladders : Their Drum/nes beating

4 Dead March.

Tat. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy
By whofc approach , the Regions of uirtoyt^

ivallon, and Ficardie, are friends to us

:

This happy night, the Frenchmen are fecurc,

Having all day carous'd and banquetted^

Embrace we then this opportunity.

As fitting beH to quittance their deceit,

Contriv'd by Art, and balefull Sorcery.

Bed.Cowiid of France,how much he wrongs his fame
Dcfpairingof his own armcs fortitude.

To joyn with Witches, and the help of HelF.

Bur, Traitors have never other company.

But what's that pMz.el^ whom they term fo pure ?

Tal. A Maid, they fay.

Bed. A Maid .? And be fo martial f

Bur. Pray God fhc prove not mafculine c're lon<»

:

If underneath the Standard of the French

She carry Armour, as flie hath begun.

Tal. Well, let them praftife and converfe with fpirits.

God is our FortrefTe, in whofc conquering name
Let us rcfolvc to fcale tlwr flinty bulwarks.

Bed. Afccnd brave Talbot, we will follow thee.

Tal. Not altogether : Better far I gue(Te,

That wc do make our entrance feveral wayes

:

That if It chance the one of us do fail

,

The other yet may rife againft their force.

Bed. Agreed ; Tie to yond comer.

Bnr. And I to this.

Tal. And here will Talbot mount , or make his grave.

Now Salifbnrf for thee and for the right

Of Englidi Henry, (haW this night appear

How much in duty, I am bound to both.

Cent. Arme, arme, the enemy doth make affault.

Cry, S.George. A Talbot.

The French leap o're the walls in their (hirts. Enter

feveral wi'yes,BaJiard, Alanfon, Reignier.

half ready , and half unreadj.

Alan. How now my Lords ? what all unreadie fo .'

Ba/f. Unready ? I and glad we fcap'd l"o well.

Reig. 'Twis time (I trow) to wake and leave oui beds.

Hearing Alarums at our Chamber doores.

Alan. Of all exploits fincc firll I follovv'd Annex,
Ne're heard I of » warlike enterptize

O o More
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More ven:urous,ovdefperatcthcn this.

Ba^. 1 think this Talbot be a Piend of Hell,

Keig. If not of Hell, the Heavens fure favour him,

Atnfif. Here commeth Charlcs^l marvel how he fped.

Enter Charles and Joan.

Baff. Tut, holy loan was his defcnfive Guard.

j

(^harl. Is this thy cunning, thoii deceitfull Dame ?

I Did ft thou at firH, to flatter us withall,

Make us partakers of a little giin,

That now our lofs might be ten dmes fo much ?

•TMw.Whcrefore is Charles impatient with his friend?

At all times will you have my power alike ?

Sleeping or waking, muft I ftill prevail.

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ?

Improvident Souldiers, had your watch been good,

This fudden mifchief never could have fain.

Charl Duke ofAlanfon, this was your default.

That being Captain of the Watch to Night,

Did look no better to that weighty Charge.

jilanf. Had all our Quarters been as fafely kept,

As that whereof I had the government,

We had not been thus fhamefully furpriz'd.

Bajf. Mine was fecure.

%eig». And fo was mine, my Lord,

Chart. And for my felf, moft part of all this Night

Within her Quarter , and mine own Prccindt,

I was employ'd in palling to and fro,

About relieving of the Ceiuinels.

Then how, or which way, Ihould they firft break in >

Joan. Queftion (my Lords) no further of the cafe,

How, or which way ; 'tis fure they found Tome place.

But weakly guarded, where the breach was made

:

And now there refts no other iliifts but this.

To gather out Souldiers, fcattei'd and difpcrc't,

And lay new Piat-formes to endamage them.

Exeunt.

e/fUram Enter aSoaldier^crjing, al albot^a Talbot

thej flieyleaving their Cloathes behind.

Sould. Tie be fo bold to take what they have left

:

The Cry oi Talbot ferves me for a Sword,

For I have loadenmc with many Spoiles,

Uling no other Weapon but his Na me. Exit.

Enter Talbot., Bedford., Burgundie.

hedf. The day begins to break , and Night is fled,

Whofe pitchy Mantle ovei-vail"d the Earth.

Here found Retreat, and ceafc our hot purfitit. Retreat.

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Sali^bury^

And here advance it in the Market-place,

The middle Centre of this curfed Town.
Now have I pay'd my Vow unto his Soul,

For every drop of Bloud was drawn from him,
There hath at leaft five Eicnchmcn dyed to night.

And that hereafter Ages may behold

What ruine happened in revenge of him.

Within their chiefelt TaTiplerieere6"k

A Tomb, wherein his Corps (hall be interr'd

:

Upon the which, that every one may read.

Shall be qngrav'd the fack of Orleance

,

The Treacherous manner of his mournfull death.

And what a terrour he had been to France.

But Lords, in all our bloudy Maffacre,

I mufe we met not with the Dolphin's Grace,

His new-come Champion, virtuous Joanoi Acre,

Nor any of his falfc Confederates.

Bedf. 1 is thoughtjLord Talbot,when the fight began,

Rouz'd on the fudden from their diowfic Beds,

They did amongrt the troops ofarmed men.

Leap o're the Walls for refuge in the field.

Bnrg. My felf, as far as 1 could well difcern.

For finoak,and dusky vapours of the night.

Am fure I fcar'd the Dolphin and his TrulJ,

When Arme in Arme they both came fwiftly runnings

Like to pair of loving Turtle-Doves,

That could not live afunderday or night.

After that things arc fet in order here,

We'll foUovf them with all the power we have.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. All hail, my Lords : which ofthis Princely train

Call ye the Warlike Talbot
.^
for his Afts

So much applauded through the Realm of France .'

Talb. Here is the Talbot ^ who would fpeak with him.'

MejJ The virtuous Lady, Countefs of Auergne,

Withmodefty admirmg thy Renown,
By mc mtrcats (great Lord )thou would'ft youchfafe

To vifu her poor Caltle wliere fhe lyes.

That fhe may boaft fhe hath beheld the man,
Whofe glory fills the World with loud report.

Burg. Is it even fo ? Nay, then I fee our Warres

Will turn unto a peacefull Comick fport.

When Ladies crave to be encountred vvich.

You may not (my Lord) defpifc her gentle fuit.

Talb. Ne're tnift me then : for when a World ofmen
Could not prevail with all their Oratorie,

Yet hath a Woman's kindnefsovei-rul'd :

And therefore tell her, I return great thanks.

And in fubmiflion will attend on her.

Will not your Honours bear me compny .?

Bedf. No, truly, 'tis more then manners will :

And 1 have heard it faid. Unbidden Gucfts

Are often welcommcft when they are gone.

Talb. Well then,alone (fince there's no remedy )

I mean to prove this Ladies courtefie.

Come hither Captain, you perceive my mind.

^vhiffers.

Capt. I do my Loid, and mean accordingly.

Sxeunr.

Enter Countef.

Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge.

And when you have done fo, bring the Keyes to me.

Port. Madam, I will. Exit.

Count. The Plot is laid , if all things fall out right,

ffhall as famous be by this exploit,

As Scythian Tomyris by Cjrtts death,

jreat is the rumour of this dreadful! Knight,

And his acchievementsof no lefs account:

Fain would mine eyes be witnefs with mine eares.

To give their cenfure of thefe rare reports.

inter tJHe^enger and Talbot.

Melf. Madam, according as your Ladifhip defir'd.

By mdfagecrav'd,fo is Lord Talbot come.
Count. And he is welcome : what? is this the man ?

Mejf. Madam, it is.

Count. Is this the Scourge of France ?

Is this thcTalbot, fo much feai'd abroad ?

That with his Name the Mothers ftill their Babes?
I fee Report is fabulous and falfe.



ThefirFt
Tart of IQng Henry the Sixth. ^39

I thougln 1 (liDuld ha« feen fomc Hercnlesy

A fecond ffeflar, for his gi iin afpe(ft,

hnd laige proportion of his Uioog knic Limbs.

Alas, this is a Child, a filly Dwaif

:

It car\not be, this weak and >A/rithlcd nulmp

Should ftrikefuch tcnour to his Enemies.

Talb. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you:

But fiiicc your Ladillup is not at Icifurc,

ric fort fome other time to vifit you.

Count. What means he now >

Go ask him, whither he goes f

Mff- Stay my Lord Ta/ht , for my Lady craves,

To know the cau'fe of your abrupt departure.

Ta/lr. Marry, for that (lie's in a wrong belief,

I go to ccrtifie her Tafiat's here.

Enter Porter with Kejfft.

Count, If thou be he, then art thou Prifoncr.

Tatb, Prifoncr ? to whom ?

Count, Tome, bloud-thirfty Lord :

And for that caufc I train'd thee thee to my Houfc.

Longtimethy Hiadow hath been thrall to me,

For in my Gallery thy pi£lurc hangs:

But now thcfubftance mall endure the like ,

And I will chain thcfc Leggcs and Armes of thine.

That haft by tyranny thcfc many yearcs

Wafted our Countrey,ilain our Citiiens,

And fent our Sonnes and Husbands captivate.

Tall>. H«, ha,ha.

Count. Laugheft thou Wretch ?

Thy mirth fhall turn to moan.

Talir. I laugh to fee your Ladiftiipfofond,

To think, that you have ought but Talbot^ s fhadow,

Wherein topraftice yourfcvcrity.

Count, Why ? art thou not the man ?

Talh, I am indeed.

Count, Then have I fubftance too.

Tfiiy. No, no, lam but lliadowof my feif

:

You are dcceiv'd, my fubftance is not here ;

For whatyou fee, isbutthe fmallrftpart,

And leaft proportion of Humanity :

I tell you Madam, were the whole Frame here.

It is of fuch a fpatious lofty pitch.

Your Roofwere notfufficient tocontain't.

Count, This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce i

He will be here, and yet he is not here :

How can thefecontraiicties agree ?

Tslh. That will I (hew youprefently.

ivinds hit Horn, T^rummci flrikf up, a.Pe^tl

of Ordenince : Enter Soutdtcrs.

How fay you Madam f are you now pcrfwaded,

That Talbot is but fhadow of himfelf ?

Thefcare his fubftance, finews, armes, and ftrength,

With which he yoakcth your rebellious Necks,

Raieth your Cities, and fubverts your Towns,
And in a moment makes them dcfolatc.

Count. Vi^orious Talbot, pardon my abufc,

I find thou art no lefs then Fame hath bruited.

And more then may be gathered by thy fiiape.

Let my prefumption not provoke thy wrath,

For I am forry, that with Reverence
I did not entertain thee as thou art.

Talb. Be not difmay'd, fair Lady, nor mifconfter

The mind oiTdlbot, as you did miftakc

The outward compofttion of his body.
What you have done, hath not offended me

:

Nor ether fatisfaftion do I crave,

\

But onely with our patience, that wc may

Tafte of your Wine, and fee what Catcs you have.

For Soiildiersftoinacks alwaycs ferve them well.

Count. With all my heart, and think me honoured.

To feaft fo greats Warriour in my houfe. Extuut.

Enttr T^chard. Plantagentt^ fVarm'ick,,Somfr/f{,

Pool, and others.

Tork^. Great Lords and Gentlemen,'

What means this filcnce ?

Dare no man aniwer in a Cafe of Truth }

Sujf. Within the Temple Hall we were too loud,

rhe Garden here is more convenient.

Tork^ 1 hen fay at once, if 1 maintain'd the Truth

:

Or elfc was wrangling Somerfet in th'crror t

Shff". Faith I have been a Truant m the Law,
And never yet could frame my will to it,

Ai\d therefore frame the Law unto my will.

Som, Judge you, my Lord of Warwick , then be-

tween us.

tyar. Between two Hawks,which flics the higher pitch,

Between two Dogsi which hath the deeper mouth.

Between two Blades, which beares the better temper.

Between two Horfes, which doth bear him beft.

Between two Girls , which hath the merrieft eye,

I have perhaps fome fhallow fpirit of judgement ;

But m thefe nice fharp Quillets of the Law,

Good faith, I am no wifer then a Daw.
Tork^ Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance :

Truth appears fo naked on my fide.

That any pur-blind eye may find it out.

Som, And on my fide ic is fo well apparreld.

So cleai , fo ftiining, and fo evident

,

That it will glimmer through a blind-man's eye.

York^ Since you are tongue-ty'd,and fo loth to fpeak,

In dumb fignificants proclaim your thoughts

:

Let him that is a true-born Gentleman,

And ftands upon the honour of his birth,

If he fuppofc that I have pleaded truth.

From off this Bryer pluck a white Rofc with me,

Som. Let him thai it no Coward, nor no flatterer,

Butdaremaintain the party of the Truth,

Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorn with me.

tVar. I love no Colouit : and without all colour

Of bafe infinuatino flattery,

I pluck this white Ko{zmi)n'Plantagenet,

Sujf. I pluck this red Rofe with young Somerfet,

And fay withall,! think he held the right.

f^emon.Siay Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more
Till you conclude, that he upon whofe fide

Thefeweft Rofcs are cropt from the tree.

Shall yield the other in the right opinion.

Som. Good Maftcr Verncn, it is well objefted

:

If I havefcweft, I fubfcribe in filencc.

Tork^ And I.

yernoH.T\\tn for the truth, and plainnefs of the Cafe,

I pluck this pale and Maiden Blofl'omc here,

Givingmy Vcrdifton the vyhitc Rofc fide.

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off,

Leaft bleeding, you do paint the white Rofe red,

.\nd fall on my fide fo againft your will.

f^ernou. If I, my Lord, for my opinion bleed.

Opinion ftiall be Surgeon to my hurt.

And keep me on the fide ftill wnere I am.
Som. Well well, come on, who elfe?

O o X h/twjtr. Un
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Lavejer. Unlefs iny Study and my Books be falfe,

The argument you held , was wrong in you
;

In fign whereof, 1 pluck a white Rofe too.

torkj Now Somerfet ^viheie is your argument ?

So/». Here m my Scabtard, meditating, that

Shall dy your white RtJfe in a bloudy red.

Tork^ Mean itilne your cheeks do counccrfeic our Rofcs,

For pale they look withfear,as wuncflinJ

The truth on our fide.

Som. NoPlaMtfgtMt.

'Tis not for fear, but anger, that my cheeks

Blulh foi- purelhame, to counterfeit our Rofes,

And yet thy tongue will not confefle thy error.

Tork^, Hath not thy Rofc a Canker, Somerfet}

Sam. Hath not thy Rofc a Thorn, PUntagentt ?

Tork\ J, Hiarp and piercing to maintain his truth,

Whiles thy confuming Canfter eats his falfcbood.

Som. Weil, ric find friends to wear my bleeding Rofes,

That (hall inaintain whati have faid is true,

Where falfe Plantageuet dare not be feen.

Tork^ Now by this Maiden BlolTome in my hand,

I fcoin thee and thy fadijon
,
peevifh Boy.

Suf. Turn not thy fcornes this way PlantAgenet.

Tarkj Pioud Toole
, I will , and fcorn boch him and

thee.

Suf. rie turn my part thereof into thy throat.

Som. Awiy, away, good fVtlliam de U Pool
,

Wc grace the Yconian, by converfing with him.

^^^rw.Now by God's will thou wrong'fthim,5«»a>«"/«/'

His Grandfather was L^y*/*^/ Duke of Clarence,

1 bird Son to the third Edward King of England

:

Spring C reliefs Yeomen from fo deep a Root ?

Tork^. Hebcares him on the place's Piiviledgc,

Ordurltnotfor his craven heart fay thus.

Som. By him that made me , Tie maintain my words

On any plot of Ground in Chriftendome.

Was not thy Father, Richard^ Earl of Cambridge,
For Trealon executed in our late King's dayes ?

And by his Treafon, ftand'ft not thou attainted,

Corrupted and exempt from ancient Gentry ?

His trefpaffe yet lives guilty in thy bloud.

And 'till thou be reftor'd, thou art a Yeoman,
Tor]^. My Father vMas attached, not attainted

,

Condcmn'd to dye for Treafon, but noTraytor

;

And that I'lc prove on better men then Somerfet^

Were growing time once ripened to my will.

For your partaker T^/, and you your felf,

I'lc note vou in rrry Book of Memory,
To fcouige you for this apprehenfion :

Look to it well, and fay you are well warn'd.

Som. Ah, thou fliakfindus ready for thee flill

:

Aiui know us by thefe Colours for fhy Foes,

For thefe, my friends in fp gn of thee fhall wear.

Tork^ And by my Soul, this pale and angry Rofe,
As Cognizance of my blond-drinking hate,

Wili I for ever,and my faction weare.
Until it wither with me to my Grave,
Or flourifVi to the height of my Degree.

S'^jf. Goforw^ird, and be choak'd with thy ambition-
And fo farewell, until I niecr thee next. £x'it.

Som. Have with thee Tool •' Farewell ambitious ^i.
cl>^^<i. Exit.

Tork^. How I am brav'd , and muft perforce en-
dure it .?

pysrn>. This blot that they obje<a againft yourHoafc,
Shall be wip't out in the next Parliament,

Call'd for the Truce offFifiche/fer znd Gloucefter :

And if thou be not then created Torl^.^

I will not live to be accounted Warwick^
Mean time, in fignal ofmy love to thee,

AgainH proud Somerfet^ and pyitliam Pool^

Will 1 upon thy party wear this Rofc.

And here I prophefic : this Brawl to day,

Grown to this fa6tion in the Tcmpie Garden,
Shall fend between the Rcd-Rofe and the White,
A thoufand Soules to Death and deadlv Night.

Turk^ Good Mafter Vernon , I am bound to you.

That you on my behalf would pluck a Flower.

Ver. in youi behalfflill willl wear thefaooe.

La\pyer, And fo will I.

Tork^, Thanks gentle Sir.

Come, let us four to Dinner : I dare fay.

This Quanel will drink Bloud another day.

Eietma,

Enter i^Morttmer., brought in a Cbair,

andjaylors.

Mort. Kind Keepers ofmy weak decaying Age,

Let dying Moft'tmer\vc\t. reft himfelf.

Even like a man new haled from the Wrack,
So fare my Limbs with long Imprifonment

:

And thefe g ay Locks, the Purfuivantsof Dearfi,

/Vlf/?#r.likc aged, in an Age of Care,

Argue the end olEdmnni Mortimer.

Thefe Eyes, like Lamps, whole waftmg Oil is fpent.

Wax dimtn, as drawing to their Exigent.

Weak Shoulders, over-bom with burthening Grief,

And pithlefs Armes,like to a withered Vme,
That droops his fap-lefs Branches to the ground.

Yet are thefe Fect,-whofe ftrength-lefs ftay isnumm,
CUnable to fupport this Lump ofClay)

Swifuwinged with defire to get a Grave,

As witting 1 no other comfort have.

But tell me Keeper, will my Nephew come ?

Keefer. %lchard Plantagentt., my Lord, will Come

:

Wc frnt unto the Temple, his Chamber,
And anfwerwas retum'd, that he will come:

Mort. Enough r my foul then ihall be fatisfied.

Poor Gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine.

Since Henry Monmouth fiift began to Reign,

Before whofe Glory I was great in Armcs,
This loathfome iequcftration have I had ;

And even fmce then, hath Richard been obfcur'd,

Depriv'd of Honour and Inheritance.

Bat now, the Aibitratoi of Defpaircs,

Jufl Death, kind Umpire of men's miferies,

Withfwcet Enlargement doth dilmifle me hence

:

1 would his troubles likewife werecXpir'd,

That fo he mi^hc recover what was loft.

Enter Richard.

Keeper. My Lord
, your loving Nephew now is come.

Morr, Richard Plantagenet , niy friend, is heCooK ?

Rich. I, Noble Uncle, thus ignobly us'd.

Your Nephew, late defpifed Richard., comes.

Mort. Direft mine Amies, I may embrace his Neck,
And in his Bofome fpend my latter gafp.

Oh tell me when my Lippes do touch his Cheeb,
That I may kindly give one fainting Kifs,

And now declare fwcet Stem from Tmki great Stock,

Why did'H thou fay of late thou wert defpis'd ?

Rich. Firft
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Rich. Firft, lean thiuc aged Back againft mine Arme,

And in thac cafe I'lctell diee my Difcafc.

This day io argumenc upon a Cafe,

Some words ilicre grew 'cwixt Somtrfet and me :

Amongd which tcarms, he us'd his lavidi tongue,

And did upbraid me with my Fachers death;

Whicii obloquic fct bancs before my tongue,

Elfe wjth tlie like I had rcquitetl him.

Therefore good Uncle, for my Father's fake,

In honour of a true PlantAgenet^

And for Alliance fake, declare the caufc

My Father, Earl of Cambridge, lo(l his Head.

Af«rr.Thaccaufe (fair Nephew) that impnfon'd me,

And hathdctain'd mc all my flow'iing Youth,

Within a loatbfomc Dungeon, there to pine,

Wascurfed inllrunicnt of his deccafc.

Rich. Difcovcr more at large what caufe tliat was.

For I am ignorant, and cannot giiefs.

(^ort. I will, if that my fading breath permit,

And Death approach not , e'rc my Tale be done.

f/tf«r| the "Fourth, Grandfather to tiiis King,

Depos'd iiis Nephew Richard.^ Edivard'i Son,

The firft begotten, snd the lawfull Heir

OfSdivard King, the third of that Defccnt.

Dining whofc Reign, the T'VrciV; of the North,

Finding his Ufuipation moft unjuft,

Endcavour'd my advancement to the Throne.

The reafon mov'd thei'c Warlike Lords to this.

Was, for that (youngKing /?/VA/*r(ithusremov'd,

Leaving no Heir begotten of his Body )

I was the next by Birth and Parentage :

For by my Motha I derived am
From L/uw^/Dukeof Clarence, the third Son
To King Edward the Third ; whereas he.

From John of Gaunt dotli bring h's Pedigreei

Being but the fourth of that Hcroick Line.

But mark : as in this haughty great attempt.

They laboured to plant the rightfull Heir,

I loll my Liberty, and they their Lives,

Long after this , when Henry the Fifth

(Succeeding his Father BulllngbrookS) did reign
;

Tiiy Father, Earl of Cambridge, then dcriv'd

From famous Edmund Langley^Xiwkz of York,

Marrying my Sifter, that thy Mother was

;

Again , in pitie ofmy hard diftrefs,

Levied an Army, weening to redeem,

And have inltall'd nit in the Diademc :

But as the reft, fa fell that Noble Earl

,

And wasbcheaded. Thus the Mortimers^

In whom the Title relied, were fupprcft.

Rich. Of wliich, my Lord
,
your Honour is the laft.

Mart. True ; and thou fceft, that I no Iftuc have

And that my fainting words do warrant death:

Thou art my Heir ; the reft, I wifti thee gather :

But yet be wary in thy ftud ions care.

Rich. Thy grave admonifhrncnts prevail with me :

But yet me thinks, my Father's execution

Was nothing Icfs then bloudy Tyranny.
Mart. With filcnce, Nephew, be thou politick,

Strong fixed is the Houfe of LaKcaJJer,

And like a Mountain, not to be rcmov'd.
But now thy Uncle is removing hence.

As Princes do their Couas, when they are doy'd
With long continuance in a Cetled place.

Rich. O Uncle,would fomcpart oftiiy young yearcs

Might bu: redeem the pallage of your Age.

\

Mart. TJiou do'rt then„wrQng inc , as that ilaughteiec

Which ^iveth many Wounds, when one willkill. (dotti.

Mourn not, except tliou fonow for my good,

Onely give order for my Funeral.

Andfofarcwell,andfi»u be all thy hopes
;

And profperous be thy Life in Peace and War. Dtet,

Rich. And Peace, no War, befall thy parting Soul.

In prifon haft thou fpcnt a Pilgrimage,

And like a Hermite ovci-pft thy daycs.

Well, I will lock his Counfcl in my Bicaft,

And what 1 do imajjine, let that ifft.

Keepers convey him hence, and I myfelf
Will fee his Burial better then his Life. Etit,
Here dyes the duskie Torch oi Marti 'ner^

Choak'c with Ambition of the meaner fore.

And for thole Wrongs, thofe bitter injurie».

Which Somerfet hath otfcr'd to my Houfe,
I doubt not, but with honour to tcatch.

And therefore hafte I to the Parliament,

Either to be rcftoied to my Blond,

Or make my will ch' advantage ofmy good. Exit_

<t4BHS Terttuf. Scena Trinia^.

Flaarifh. €nttr King, Exeter., Ghfter^ H^lxchtfler^far^

»lik^Samerfet,Suff^/k_y "Kich^rd Plantagemt Glofier

vffers to out up a Bill : H^inchejler fnatcha ii, tt^r: it.

IViMch.Com'tl tliou with deep premeditated Lines ?

With written Pamphlets, ftudioully devis'd ?

Humfrej of Gloftcr, if thou canft accufe,

Orought in:end*fttolay unto my charge.

Do it without invention, fuddenly.

As I with fiidden , and extemporal fpeech,

Puipofe to anfwer what thou canft objeft. (patience,

Gh. PrefumptuoisPfieft , this place commands my
Or thou fliould'ft find thou haft dis-honour'd mc.
Think not, although in Writing I prefei'd

The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes,

That therefore 1 haveforg"(l,oramnot able

yerhanmin rchearfe the Method of my Pen.

No Prelate, fuch is thy audacious wickednefs,

1 hy leud,peftiferousand diftcntioiis pranks.

As very infants prattle of thy pride.

Thou art a moft pernicious Ufurcr,

Froward by nature. Enemy to peace,

LafciviouS, wanton, more then well bcfcems

A man of thy profeflion, and Degree.

And for thy Treacheiy, what's more maniftft >

In that thou laid'ft a Trap to take my Life,

As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower.
Befide, I fear me, if thy thoughts were lifted.

The King, thy Soveiaign, is not quite exempt
From envious malice of thy fwclling heart.

JVlnch. Glojler , I do dcfic thee. Lords vouchfafe
To give me hearing what I fhall reply.

If I were covetous, ambitious or peivcrfe,

As he wiij have me : how am I fo pooi >

Or how haps it, I feek not to advance
Or raife my felf ? but keep my wonted Calling.

\

And for Diflcntion, svho jncfcrrcti Peace I

More then I do.? cxccr;i be provokd.
No, my good Lord-,^ jj is not that offends, ^

It is not thar, thit.hath incens'd tl\c Duke ;

It is becaufe ;,o one ftiouldfway but he.

No one, 'exit he, tliauld be aliout the King ;

And chat engendei^ 1 hundcr in hjs bieaft,

Oo J
And
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And makes him roar ihefc Accufations forth.

But he rhall know 1 am as good —
G/o/f. As good?

Thou Ballard of my Grandfather.

mnch. 1, Lordly Sir : for what are you» I pray,

But one imperious m another's Throne ?

Glaft. Am not I Protcilor, fawcic Piieft ?

mnch. And am nor 1 a Prelate of the Church ?

Gloft. Yes, as an Out-law in a Cattle keeps.

And ufeth ir, to patronage his Theft.

ivlttch. Unreverent Clactfttr.

GUft. Thou art Reverend,

Touching thy Spiritual 1 unchon, not thy Life.

H^'inch. Rome (hall reinedic this.

JVarw. Roam thither then.

My Lord, it were your duty to forbear.

Sem. I, fee the Bifhop be not over-borne:

Me chmks my Lord ihould be ReligJons,

And know the Office thas belongs to fuch.

W*rvi>, Me thinks his Lordlliip fliould be humbler

,

It fitteth no: a Prelate fo to plead.

Som. Yes,when his holy State is toucht fo near.

IVariif. State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that >

Is not his Grace ProtedVor to the King ?

Rich. Phntdgentt I fee muft hold his tongue.

Left it be faid , Speak Sinha when you fhould :

Mud your bold Vcrdirt enter talk with Lords }

Elfe would I have a fling nivinchelfer.

King. Uncles of Gl^ir, and of tvinchejler^

The fpecial Watcii-mcn of our Englirti Weal,

I would prevail, if Prayers might prevail.

To join your hearts in Jove and amitie.

Oh, what a Scandal ts it to olrr Crown,
That two fuch Noble Peers as ye fhould jarre f

Believe me, Lords, my tender yea res can tell,

Ci'vil diflention is a viperous Worm,
That gnaws the Bowels of the Common-wealth.

^ ntiifewiihiu. Down wtihthe

Tannj-Coats,

King. What Tumult's this ?

fVarw, An Uproar, I dare warrant,

Begun through malice of the Bilhop'smen.

ui notfc "giiin^ StonesyStones.

Enter t^tyar.
Mayor. Oh my good Lords, and virtuous Henrj^

Pitie the City of London, pitic us r

The Bidiop, and the Duke oiGlofier's men.
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon,
Have fiU'd their Pockets full of peble ftones

;

And banding themfelves in contrary parts.

Do pelt fo fait at one anothers Pate,

That many have their giddy braines knockt out

:

Our Windows are broke down in every Street,

And wc, for fear, compell'd to fliut our Shops.

Enter in skjrmiflj with hloudy Pates.

King. \Nt charge you, on allegiance to onr felves.

To hold your flaughtring hands, and keep the Peace :

Pray' Uncle Glofier mitigate this ftrife.

1. Serving. Nay,if we be forbidden Stones, we'll fall

toitwitli our Teeth.

2. Serving. Do what ye dare, we are as refolutc,

skjr/nifh aga'tt.

(jlofi. You of my houfchold leave this pcevilb broil.

And fet this unaccuftom d fight afidc.

J. Serv. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a man
Jult, and upright ; and for your Royal Birth,

Inferior to none, but tohisMajefty :

And e're that we will fuffer fuch a Prince,

So kind a Father of the Common weal,

To be difgiaced by an Ink-horn Mate,

We and our Wives and Children all will fight,

And have our bodies flaughtred by thy foes.

X. Strv. I, and the very paring ofour Nails

Shallpiich a Field when we aredead.

Begin again,

Glofi. Stay, ftay, I fay ,

And if you love me , as you fay you doe.

Let me perfwade you to forbear a while.

King. Oh, how this difcord doth afflift my foul.

Can you, my Lord of Winchefter, behold

My fighes and teares, and will not once relent ?

Who fhould be pittifull, if you be not .?

Or who Ihould ftudy to prefer a Peace,

If holy Church-men take delight in broils ?

Wart^. Yield, my Lord Proteftor, yield Winthefttr^

Except you mean with obftinatc repulfe

To flay your Soveraign, and deftroy the Realm.

You fee what mifchief, and what Murther too.

Hath been enabled through your enmity :

Then beat peace, except ye thirtt for bloud.

winch. He fhall fubmit, or I will never yield.

Glofi. Coinpaffion on the King commands me ftoop,

Or I would fee his heart out, e're the Priett

Shold ever get thatpriviledge of me,

Warw. Behold , my Lord of Winchcfter, the Duke
Hath banifht moodie difcontentcd fury.

As by his fmoothed Brows it doth appear

:

Why look you ftiUiofternand Tragical ?

Glofi. Here fVinchefter^ I offer thee my Hand.

King. Fie Uncle Beanford, I have heard you preach
,

That Malice was a great and grievous fin :

And will not you maintain the thing you teach }

But prove a chief offender in the fame.

IVarw.Sweei King : the Billiop hath a kindly gird

:

For fhame, my Lord of Wincheller , relent ;

What, fhall a Child inff rudt you what to doe ?

ffwch. Well, Duke of Glofter, 1 will yield to thee

Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand I give.

Glefi. I, but I fear me with a hollow Heart.

So here my friends and loving Couutreymen,
The token fervcth for a Flag of Truce,

Betwixt our felves, and all our followers

:

So htflp me God, as I dilTemble not.

fvinch. So help me God, as I intend it not.

King. Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Glofter,

Howjoyfullam I made by this Contrail,

Away my Mafters, trouble us no more,

But joyn in friendOiip, as your Lords have done,

1. Serv. Content, I'le to the Surgeon's.

2. Serv. And fo will I.

J. Serv. And I will fee what Phyfidt the Tavern af-

fords. Exeunt.

iVarw. Accept this Scrowl, moft gracious Soveraign,

Which in the Right of Richard Flanttrgenety

Wc do exhibit to your Majefty.

(j/e.Well uro"d,my Lord of Warwick: for fweet Ptince,

And if your Grace mark every circtimftana,

Y ou have great rcafon to do Richard right,

Efpecially for thofe occafions

At Eltham place I told your Ma jefty.

King.Knd



ThefirH Tart of King Henry the Sixth,

King. And thofc occafions , Uncle, were of force

:

Therefore my loving Lords, our pleafure is,

That K'tchari be reftorcd co his Bloud.

Wa,rw. Let Richard be rettorcd co his Bloud,

Sofliall his Fathcr'swtongsbc recoinpenc't.

fyl»ch. As will the rzi\, fo willeth l^f^incheiler.

King. If Richard will be true, noc that alone.

But all che whole Inheritance I give.

That doth belong unto the Houfc of Terk. ,

From whence you fpnng, by Lineal Defcenc

lij^ch. Thy humbk fervanc vows obedience.

And humble fervice, till the point of death.

King. Stoop then, and fetyou Knee againft my Foot,

And in reguerdon of that duty done,

I girt thee with the valiant Sword of Ttfr^

Rife RicharJy like a true Plantagentt.

And rife created Princely Duke or Yorkj.

Rich. And fo thrive Richard., as thy foes may ftll

,

And as my duty fprings, fo pe idi they.

That grudge one Thought againll your Ma jelly.

e/^"//.Welcome high Prince, the mighty bukeof Tsri^

Som. Peiilh bafe Prince, ignoble Duke oiTork^.

Clajt. Now will It bell avail your Majelly,

Tocrofs the Seas, and to be Crown'd in France:

The prefcnce of a King engenders love

Amongft his Subjcfts and his loyal Friends,

As it ois-animates his Enemies.

King. When Ghfier lays the word,King Henr/ oqcs.

For friendly counfet cuts off many Foes.

Gloft. Your Ships already are m readinefs.

MxeuHt.

Manet Exeter.

€xe. I, we may march in England ovin France,

Not feeing what is likely to enfue
;

This latediffention grown betwixt the Peers,

Burns under famed afhes of forg'd love,

And will at laft break out into a flame.

As feftred members tot but by degree,

Till bones and fleOi and fincws fall away,

So will this bafe and envious difcord breed.

And now 1 fear tlut fatal Prophefie,

Which m the time of Henry^ nam'd the Fife,

Was in the mouth of every lucking Babe,

T^ii Henry born at Monmouth mould winneall.

And Henry born at tvindfor fhould lofe ali

:

Which is fo plain, that Exeter doth wifh,

Hisdayes may finilli, e'rt that haplefs time. Exit.

Enter Pta.el dlfguu'dy*ndfoHr Sonldiert with

Sackj Mpon their backj.

P««/.Thefc arc the Citie Gate$,the Gates of Roam
,

Through which our Policy mull make a breach.

Take heed, be wary how you place your wordy,
Talk like the vulgar fort of Market men,
That come to gatncr Money for their Corn.
If we have entrance, as I hope we fhall,

And that we find the Hoathfull Watch but weak,
ricby a figngivc notice to our friends.

That Cbar/ej the Dolphin may encounter thcin.

\

SoHldier. Our Sacks fhall be a mean to fack the City,

And we be Loi ds and Rulers over "^4/?,

Therefore wc'l knock. Idnick^

Watch. Che la.

PuK^el. Peafauns laptm$eregeni de France^

Poor Maiket folks that come to fell their Corn.

fVatch. Enter, go in, the Market Bel! is rung.

PmmI. Now Roan , I'lc (hake thy Bulwarkes to the

ground. Exeunt.

Enter Charles, Baltard, ty1la»fon.

Chnrtit, Siini Dennu blefs this happy Stiatagcm,

And once again we'll fleep fecure in Roan.

Baflard. Here entred Pw^f/, and her Praftifanri:

Now flie is there, how will fhe fpccific ?

Here is the bcft and fafeft paflage in.

Reign. By thrufting out a Torch from yonder Towei,
Which once difccin'd iTiews that her meaning is,

No way to that (for waknefs) which fhe entred.

inter Phx^I on the top , thrnfiimg out a
Torch hHrning.

Tux.el. Behold, this is the happy Wedding Torch,

That joyneth RoanMnio her Countreymcn,

But burning faul to thzTalhonites.

Baflard. See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend,

The burning Torch in yonder Tunet ftands.

Charles, Now (bines it like a Comet of Revenge,

A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes.

Reig. Defcrre no time ,delaye$ have dangerous end<

;

Enter and cry, the Dolphin, prefently.

And then do execution on the Watch. Alarum.

An Alarum , 1 albot in an Exturfion.

74/^.France,chou ihalt rue this Trealon with thy tcaics,

IfTaliot but lurvivc thy Treachery,

PmjuI that Witch , that damned Soicerefs,

Hath wrought this Hellilli mifchicf unawares.

That hardly we efcap'c the Pride of France Exit.

Ah Alarum : Excurjious. Bedford kreught

in (ickjn a Chair.

Snter Talbot and Bwgonie vithout : within , Puf^l,

Charles^ Baflard ,a>td Relgneir en the fValls.

'PuK^l.Cood morrow Gallant$,want ye Corn for Bread/*
I think the Duke of Buif;onie willfaft.

Before he'll buy again at fuch a rate.

Twas full of Darnel : do you like the tafte ?

Burg. Scoffon vile Fiend, and fhamelcls Curtizan

,

I trull e'lclong tochoak thee w th thine own.
And make thee curfe the Harveft of that Corn.

Charles, Your Grace may Harve (perhaps) before that

time,

Bedf. Oh let not words, but deeds , revenge this Trea-
fon.

Ptiz,el. What will you do, good gray-beard f

Break a Launce, and run a-Tilt at Death,

Within a Chair.

Talb. Foul Fiend of France, and Hag of all defpioht,

Incompafs'd with thy lufifull Paramours,

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age,

And twit with Cowardife a man half dead ?

Damfel , I'le have a bout with you again.

Or elfelet Talbot perifh wich thisftiame.

Pux,el. Are ye fo hot, Sir : yet Ptr^tl hold thy pace.
It Talbot do but Thunder, Rain will follow.

They •mhiffer together im counfel.

God fpced the Pai liament : wIk» ftiall be the Speaker t

Talb.Dttt
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Talb. Dare ye <:ome forth, and meet us in the field,?

P««.f/.Belike youv Lordflnp takes us then for foolsi

To try if that our own be ours,or no.

Ta[b. I fpeak not to that railing Hecate ,

But unco thee j^lanfotty and the reft.

Will ye, like Souldiers, come and fight it out ?

AUnf. Seignior, no.

T/ilb. Seignior, hang • bafeMuletei-s of France,

Like Pefant foot-Boyes do they keep the Walls,

And dare not take up Armes ,like Gentlemen.

Tuz^el. h'Wiy Captains , let's get us from the Walls,

For Talbot means no goodnefs by his Looks,

God b'liy my Lord, we came fir but to tell you

That wc are here.
_

Exennt from the PValls,

Tdb. And there we will be too, e're it be long.

Or elfe Reproach be Talbot's greateft fame.

Vow Burgonie^ by lionour of thy houfe

,

Prickc on by publick Wrongs fuftain'd In France,

Either to get the Town again, or dye.

And I, as fure as Enghlli Henrj lives.

And as his Father here was Conqueror
;

As fure as in this late betrayed Town,
Great Cordelion's Heart was buried ;

So fure I fwcar, to get the Town, or dye.

Burg, My Vowes are equal partners with thy

Vowes.

Talh. But e're wcgo, regard this dying Prince,

Tlie valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord,

We will bellow you in fome better place

,

Fitter forficknefs, andforcrazie age.

Bedf. Lord Talbot, do not fo dilhonour me :

Here [ will fit, before the Walls of Roan,

And will be partner of your weal or woe.

Burji. Couragious 5*<?ftfr(/, let usnowpcrfwadeyou.
Bedf. Not to be gone from hence, for once I read,

That (tout Pendragon, in his Litter fick,

Came to the field, and vanquifhed his foes,

.Me thinks I ihould revive the Souldieis hearts,

Becaufe I ever found them as my felf.

Talb. Undaunted fpirit in a dying breaft,

Then be it fo : Heavens keep old Bedford fafc.

And now no more adoe, brave Bm-gonie^

But gathet we our Forces out of hand,

And fet upon our boafting Enemy. Exit.

An Alarum .- Excnrftom. Enter Sir John

Falflaff^and a Captain.

Cap. Whither away Sir John Falfiaf, in fuch haftc ?

Fallt. Whither away? to fave my felfby flight,

We are like to have the overthrow again.

Cap, What? will youflie, and leave Lord Talbot ?

Fatn-. I, all the Talbots in the World, to fave my life.

Exit,
Capt. Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee.

Exit.

Retreat. ExcMrfions. Puz^el , AUnfen , and

Charles file.

Bedf. Now quiet Soul, depart when Heaven pleafe.

For I have fcen our Enemies overthrow.

What is the iruft or ftrength of foolidi man ?

They that ofUte were daring with their fcoffes,

Ate glad and fain by flight to fave themfelves.

Bedford d^es , and u carried by tvDo in hu Chair.

An Alarum. Enter Talbot, Burgonie, and
the reft.

Talb. Lofl^ and recovered in a day again.

This is a double Honour, Burgome

:

Yet Heavenshave glory for this Viilory..

Burg, Warlike and Martial T<j/^ff^, Burgenie

Inllirines thee in his heart, and there ere6ts

Thy Noble Deeds, as Valoui 's Monuments.
Talb. Thanks gentle Duke : but where is T>uz.elno'N ?

I think herold Familiar is aflecp.

Now where's the Baftard's bravcs,and Charles hisglikcs.?

What all amort ? Roan hangs her head for grief,

riiacfiicha valiant Company arc fled.

Now will we take fome order in the Town,
Placmg therein fome expert Officers,

And then depart to Paris , to the King,

For there young Henry W\i\\ his Nobles lye.

Burg. What wills Lord Talbot, pleafeth Burgonie.

Tali. But yet before we go, let's not forget

The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd,

But fee his Exequies fiilfill'd in Roan,
A bravei Souldier never couched Launce,

A gentler heart did never fway in Court.

But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft die,

For that's the end of humane miferie. Exeunt.

Scena Tertio-j.

Enter Charles, B^ffard, Alanfon, Puzel.

Pux,el, Difmay not (Princes) at this accident,

Nor grieve that Roan is fo recovered :

Care is no cure, but rather cortafive.

For things that are not to be remedy'd.

Let frantick Talbot triumph for a while,

And like a Peacock fweep along his tail

,

We'll pull his Plumes, and take away his Tram,
If Dolphin and the reft will be but i-iil'd,

Charles. We have been guided by thee hitherto.

And of thy Cunning had no diffidence.

One fuddcn Foil (hall never breed diftruft.

BaSlard. Search out thy wic for fecret policies

,

And we will make thee famous through the World,

Alanf. We'll fet thy Statue in fome holy place,

And have thee reverenc't like a blefl'ed Saint.

Employ thee then, fweet Virgin, for our good.

Puz.el. Then thus it muft be, this doth Joan dcvifc :

By fair perfwafions, mixc with fugred words.
We will intice the Duke of Burgonie

To leave the Talbot, and to follow us.

Charles. 1 marry Svveeting, if wecould do that,

France were no place for Henries Warriouis,

Nor fhould that Nation boaft it fo with us.

But be extriped from our Provinces.

Alanf. For ever fhould they be expuls'd from Fiance,
And not have Title of an Earldome here.

Pui,el. Your Honours ("hall perceive howl will work.
To bring this matter to the wilbed end.

Drummefounds a-far off.

Heark,by the found of Drumme you may perceive

Their Powers are marching unto Paris-ward.

Here fouud an Englijh March.
There goes the Talbot with his Colours fpred,

And all the Troops of Englilh after him.

trench.
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French March.

Now in the Rcreward comes the Duke and his:

Fortune in favour makes him lagge behind.

Summon a Parley, we will talk with him.

IrM/ufersfound a Parle;.

Ckartet. A Pa.ley witU the Dukoof Bnr^ome^

Burg. Who craves a Parley with the Enrgomc f

«?««/. The Pi incclyC/)*»r/« of France, thy Coun-

treyman.

Bitrg. What fayft thou Charles ? for 1 am march-

ing hence.

Charles. Speak Pux,el , and enchant him with thy

woids.

PuAel. Brave Burgome, undoubted hope oi France,

Stay, let thy humble hand-maid fpeak to thee.

Bitr^. Speak on, but be not over-tedious.

Pi4i.el. Look on thy Countrey.Iook on fertile France,

And fee chs C tics and the Towns defac't,

By waiting Ruine of thecmelFoe,

As looks the Mother on her lowly Babe,

When Death dochclofe his tender-dying Eyes,

See, fee the pinmg Malady o^France :

Behold the Wounds , the moft Unnatural Wounds,

Which thou thy fcif haft given her wofuU Brealt.

Oh turn thy edged Sword another way.

Strike thofe that liui-t, and hurt not thole that help:

One drop of Bloud drawn from thy Countric's Bofomc,

Should grieve thee mot: then ftrcames ofcommon gore.

Return thee therefore with a floud of Tea res,

And wadiaway thy Countries ftained Spots,

Burg. Either fhe hath bewitcht me with her -words,

Or Nature makes mc fuddcnly relent.

PMf.el. Bcfides,all French and fr/«»c* exclaims on

Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. ( thee,

Whom joyn'ft thou with , but with a Lordly Nation,

Tbatvyill not truft thee, but for Profits fake ?

VfhenTaliot hath fet footing once in France,

And fafhion'd thee that Inftruraent of III,

Who then, but Englifh Henry, will be Lord,

Andthoubethruft out, like a Fugitive ?

Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof:

Was not the Duke oiOrleance thy Foe ?

And was he not in SnglandPtiioncr ?

But when they heard he was thine Encmic ,

They fet him free, without his Ranfome pay'd,

In fpight of Burgonie and all his friends.

See then, thou fighc'ft againft thy Countrcymen,

And joyn'ft with them will Ix thy flaughter-men.

Come, come , return ; return thou wandiing Lord,

Charles and the reft will take thee in their armes.

Burg. 1 am vanquifticd

:

Thefe haughty words of hers

Have Batt'red me like roaring Cannon-ftiot,

And made me almoft yield upon my knees.

Forgive me Countrcy, and fwect Countieymcn :

And Lords accept this hearty kind embrace.

My Forces and my Power of men are yours.

So farewell T<j/^«f, I'lc no longer truft thee.

PMx.el. Done like a Frenchman: turn and turn a

-

gain.

C-harles. Welcome brave Duke , thy friendfliip makes

us frefh.

Baftiird. And doth beget new Courage in oui

Breafts.

uilanf. P««:f/hath bravely play'd her part in this.

And doth defervc a Coronet of Gold.

Charles. Now let us on, niy Lords,

And joyn our Powers,

And fcek how we may prejudice the Foe. Exa.

Scena Quarto^.

Enter the King, Ghucefter, Pflnchefter, Tork^, Sujfolk^y

Somerfeti fVarwick^ , Exeter : To them, with

hi* Sonldiers, Talht,

Tali. My gracious Prince, and bonourajjlc Peers,

Hearing of your arrival in this Realm,

[ have a while given Truce unto my Warres,
To doe my duty to my Sovcraign.

In fign whereof, this ATme, that hath recIaimM
To y«)ur obedience, fifcic Fortreftes,

I'wclvc Cities, and feven walled Towns of ftrcngth,

Refidefive hundred Prifoners of efteem;

Lets fall his Sword before your Highnefs feet:

And with fubmilTive loyalty of hear:

Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueft got,

Firft to my God, and next unto y mr Grace.

King. Is this ihe Lord Talbot, Uncle GloMceTter,

That hath folong l)een refident in France.

Glofl. Yps, if ii pleafe your MajeH y, my Liet'e,

King. Welcome, brave Captain, and vidonousLord,
When I was young (as, yet I am not oldJ
I do remember how my Father faid,

A ftouter Champion never handled Sword.

LongHnce we have refolved of your truth.

Your faithful! fervicc. and your toil in War

:

Yet never have you tafted our Rewa d.

Or bee reguerdon'd withfo much as Thanks,

Becaufe 'till now, we never faw your face ;

Therefore ftand up, and for thefe good deferts

,

We here create you Earl oi Shreifsburj

,

And in our Coronation take your place.

ExcKnt.

Manetit yernon and Baffet.

Vern. Now Sir, to you that were fo hot at %t»y

Difgracing of thefe Colours that I wear.

In honour of my Noble Lord of York,

Dar'ft thnu maintain the former words thou fpak'ft ?

Ba^. Yes Sir , as well as you dare patronage

The envious barking of your fawcie Tongue,
Againft the Duke oiSomerfet.

yern. Sirrha, thy Lord 1 honour as he is.

Baff. Why what is he? as good a man as T^ri^

Vern. Heark yc : not fo : in witnefle take you that.

Strikes him,

Ba(f. Villain, thou knowcft

ThcLawofArmes i s fuch, f

That who fo drawes a Sword, 'tis prcfent death.

Or elfe this Blow fhould broach thy dcaieft Bloud.

But rieuntohisMajefty, and crave,

I may have liberty tovenge this Wrong,
Wlien thou fhalt fee. Tie meet thee to thy coft.

Vern. Well mifcrcant. Tie be there as foon as you.

And after meet you, fooner then you would.

Exemsit,

Enter
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Snter Klngfilocefler^mnchefter, Tork^ySufolk., Somtr-

fet^Warwlck^, Talbot , and GovernorExeter.

Glo. Lord Bifhop, fct the Crown upon his head.

ivi». God fave King Henrj of tha: name the fix:.

Glo. Now Govcrnour of Paris take your Oath,

That you elcft no other King but him ;

Eitecm none friends, bat fuCh as are his Friends,

And none your Foes, but fuch as fhall pretend

Malicious practices againft his State

:

This iliall ye do, fo help you righteous God.

Enter Fatjiajfe,

Fal. My gracious Sovcraign, as 1 rode from ^allee^

To hafte unto your Coronation :

A Letter was deliver'd to my hands.

Writ to your Grace, from th'Duke of Burgunij.

Tali Shame to the Duke oiBurgundyyznd thee s

I vow'd (bafe Knight) when I did meet thee next.

To tear the Garter from thy Craven's lee,

Which I have done, becaufe (unworthily)

Thouwas't inftalled in that High Degree,

Pardon my Princely Henryyznd the reft

:

ThisDaftard,at the Battel oiPoBiers,

When (but in all) I was fix thoufand ftfong.

And that the French werealmoft ten to one.

Before we met, or that a ftroke was given,

Liketoatrulty Squire, did runaway.

In which affault we loft twelve hundred men.

My felf,and divers Gentlemen befide,

Were there furpriz'd,and taken prifoners.

Then judge (great Lords) if I have done amifs

;

Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to wear

This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no >

Glo. To fay rhe truth , this faft was infamous,

And ill befeeming any common man :

Much more a Knight, a Captain , nnd a Leader.

TaL When fi rfi this Order was ordain'd my Loids,

Knights of the Gaiter were of Noble birth ;

Valiant, and Virtuous, fall of haughty Courage,

Such as we' e grown to credit by the Warres

:

Not fearing Death, nor Ihrinking for Diilreft.

Butalwaies rcfoluce,in moft extreamts.

He then, that is not furnilh'd in this fort,

Doth butufurp the Sacred name of Knight,

Prophaning this moft Honourable Order,

And (hould ( if I were worthy to be Judge)
Be quite degraded , like a Hedge-born Swain,

That doth prefume to boaft of Gcnile Bloud.

K. Stain to thy Couiitreymen,thou hear'ftthy doom;

Be packing therefore, thou that waft a Knight

:

Henceforth we banifh thee on pain of death. Exit,

And now my Lord Proteftor view the Letter,

Sent from our Uncle Dukeof ^«rg-«»<//V,

Glo. What means his Grace , that he hath chang'd

his ftile .?

No more but plain and bluntly .? ( To the King.)

Hath he forgot he is his Soveraign .?

Or doth this churlifti Superfcription

Pretend fome alteration in good will?

What's here } f have upon efpectal caufe^

Mov'i with compajfion ofmy Cottntrtes wrrfci^.

Together with the plttlfull cornflalnts

Offnch aspur Ofprefton feeds upon^

Forfakjn your pernicious FaElten.,

AndjoyH'd rvlih Charles^ the rightfullkltg ofFrance,

monftrous Treachery I Can this be fo ?

That in alliance, amity, and oathes.

There fliould be found fuch falfc diffembling guile ?

King. What ? doth Jny Uncle Btergxndj revolt ?

Glo. He doth, my Lord, and is beconle my foe.

King. Is that the worft this Letter doth contain ?

Glo. It is the vvorft,and all (my Lord) he writes.

King. Why then , Lord Talbot^ there (hall talk with

And give him chaftifement for this abufe. him,

How fay you (my Lord) arc you not content >

T/i/.Content my Liege.? Yes : but that I am prcvenicd,

1 fhould have begg'd I might have been employ'd.

King. Then gather ftrength , and march unto him
ftraight

:

Let him perceive how ill we brook his Treafon,

And what offence it Is to flout his Friends.

Tal. I go, my Lord, in heart defiring ftill

You may behold confufion of your foes.

Enter Vernon and Ba^et,

y«r. Grant me the Combat, gracious Soveraign.

Baf. And me (my Lord) grant me the Combate too.

Torkj, This is my Servant, hear him noble Prince.

Som. And this is mine (fweet Henry) favour him.

King. Be patient Lords, and give them leave to fpcak,

Say Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim

And wherefore crave you Combate .? Or with whom ?

Vtr. With him (my Lord) for he hath done me wrong.

Baf. And I with him, for he hath done me wrong.
iC«

«f.What is that wrong whereon you both complain ?

Fiift let me know, and then I'lc anfwer you.

Baf. Croflingthe Sea, from England into France,

This fellow here with carping tongue.

Upbraided me about the Rofe I wear,

I

Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaves
Did prefentmy Mafter's blufliing cheeks;

When ftubbornly hedid repugn the truth.

About a certain queftion in the Law,
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of York, and him

:

With other vile and ignominious termes.

In confutation of which rude Reproach,
And in defence of my Lord's worth inefs,

I crave the benefit of Law ofArmcs.
Ver. And that is my petition (Noble Lord:)

For though he feem with forged queint conceit
To fet a glofs upon his bold intent,

Yet know (my Lord) I was provok'd by him.
And he firft took exceptions at this badge,

Pronouncing that thepalenefs of this Flower,
Bewray'd the faimnefsafmy Matter's heart.

Torkj Will not this malice,5tfw*r/«, be left ?

59W, Your private grudge, my Lord of ror;^, vvill outj

Though ne're fo cunningly you fmother it.

King. Good Lord , what madnefs rules in brain-
fiekmen.

When for fo flight and frivolous a caufe.

Such fa£ti5us emulations (haUarife ?

Good Coufins both of /"tfri^and Scmerfety
Quiet your felvcs, and be at peace.

Torkj Let this diffention firft be trycd by fight,

And then your Highnefs fhall command a Peace.
Sam. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone.

Betwixt our felves let us decide it then.

Tork^. There is my pledge , accept iiSomerfet.

Ver. Nay let it reft wheic it began at firft.
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Baf. Confirm it fo, mine honourable Lord.

Glo. Confirm it fo ? Confounded be your llrife,

And pcndn yc \«nh your audacious praic ;

Prcfumpiuousvartals^are you not •afham'd

With this immodcft clamorous outrage.

To trouble and difturb the King, and Us ?

And you my Lords, me thinks you do not well

To bear with their perveife Objc<5tions

:

Much lefs to take occafion from thetr moucbes,

To raife a mutiny betwixt your fclves

:

Let mcpcrlwade you take a better courfc.

Extt. It grieves his Highnefs,

Good my Lords, be friends.

K.'in^. Come hither you that would be Combatatxts,

Henceforth L charge you, as you loveourfavour.

Quite to forget this Quarrel i and the caufe.

And you my Lords : Remember where you arc.

In France, amongit a fickle wavering Nation

:

If they perceive difTention in our looks.

And that within our felves we difagree ;

How will their grudging ftomacks be provok'd

To wiifuJl Difobcdience, and Rebcll ?

Befide, What infamy will there arife,

Whenporeign Piinccs iViall be certified,

That for a toy, a thing of no regard.

King Henrle'% Peers, and chief Nobility ,

Deftroy'd themfelvcs ,and loft the Realm of Frina ?

think upon the Conqueftofmy Father,

My tender ycares,and let us noc forgoe

That for a trifle, that was bought with bloud.

Let me be Umpicr mthis doubtful! ftrife :

1 fee no rcafon if 1 wear this Rofc,

That any one fhould therefore be fufpicious

I more cndine to Somerlet , then York

:

Both are my kinfmen, and I love them both.

As well they may upbraid me with my Crown,
Becaufe (forfooth) the King of Scots is Crown'd

.

But your difcretions better can pcrfwade,

Thei\ I am able to inftni(ft or teach

:

And therefore as we hither came in peace,

So let usftill continue peace and love.

Cofin of 'Tork^y we inftitutc your Grace
To be our Regent in thffe parts oiFrame :

And good my Lord oiSomerfet^ unite

Your troops of horfemen, with his Bands of foot.

And like true Subjcfts, fonnes of your Pcogeriuors,

Go chcarfully together, and digeft

Your angry Choleron your Enemies.
Our Self, my Loid Protedor, ami the reft,

After fome refpite will return to Callce
;

From thence to
£»f/;»»(/, where I hope c'rc long

To be prefcnted by youi Vi6\ories,

With Charles^ Alanfon^ and that traitcrous Rout.
ExcMM. Manent Tork^^ H^arwlck^, Exeter ^ I^emort.

yy^r. MyLordofrcr^, I promiTe you the King
Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator.

Tork^. And fo he did, but yet I like it not,
In that he wcares the badge of Somerset.

fy<*r. Tufh, that was but his fancie, blame him not
,

I dareprefume (fweet Prince) he thought no harm.
Tork^ And if I Willi he did. But Ice it reft.

Other affairs muft now be managed. Exeunt.
Flourifh. Mamt Exeter.

Exet. Well didft thou %lchard to fupprcfs thy voice .-

For the palTions of thy heart burft out,
I fear we (hould have feen deciphet'd there

More rancorous fpight, more furious Raging broils.

Then yet can be iinagiu'd orfuppos'd :

But howfoe're, no fimple man that fcef

This jarrino difcord of Nobilitic,

This lliouldcringof each other in the Court,

Thi» factious bandying of their Favourites,

By that it doth prefage fome ill event.

*Ti$ much, when Scepters are in Children} hands

:

But more, when Envy breeds unkind Divifion

:

Then comes the Ruine, there begins Confufion. £jflt.

Enter Taliotvu'th Trumpet »nd Drumm*^
before Burdeaux.

Talk, Go to the Gates ofBurdeaux , Trumpeter,

Summon their General unto the Wail. Sounds.

Enter Genera/ Aloft.

Eno\\(h JefjnTaliot (Captains) calls you forth.

Servant in Armcs to Harrjt King of England,

And thus he would ; Open your City Gates,

Be humbled to us, call my Soveraign yours.

And do him homagt as obedient Subjeds,

And Tie withdraw me, and my bloudy power.
But if you frown upon this proffer 'd Peace,

And tempt the fury of my three Attendants,

Lean Famine, quartering Steel, and climbing Fire,

Who in a moment, even with the earth,

Shall lay your ftately , andair-bra ving Towers,
If you forfake the offer of their love.

Cap. Thou ominous and fearfull Owl of death,

Our Nations terrour, and their bloudy icourgc,

The period of thy Tyrrany approacheth
,

On us thou canft not enter but by Death

;

For I proteft we are well fortified,

And ftrong enough to iffue out and fight.

If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed,

Stands wjth the fnares of War to tangle thee.

On either hand thee, there ate fquadrons pitcht.

To wall the from thee liberty of Flight

;

Ten thoufand French haveta'ne the Sacrament,
And noway canft thou turn thee for Redreffe,

But death doth front thee with apparent I'poil,

And pale dcftru6lion meets thee in the face :

Torivetheir dangerous Auillery

Upon no Chriftian foul but Englifti Ta/hot .•

Loe, there thou ftand'ft a breathing valiant man
Of an invincible uiKonquer'd fpirit

:

This isthelateft Glory ofthypraifc,

1 hat I thy enemy dew thee withall

:

For e're the GUI's that now begins to run,

Finifti the procelTe of his Tandy hour,

Thefe eyes that fee tliee now well coloured, •

Shall fee thee withered, bloudy, pale, and dead.

2)r*«» M.ftir off.

Heark, heatk, the Dolphin's drum, a warning Bell

Sings heavy Mufickto thy timorous foul,

And mine fhall ring thy dire departure out. I*«V.

Tatb. He Fables not, I heard the enemy :

Out fome light Hoifemen,and pcrufe their Wings.
O negligent and heedleitc Difcipline,

How are wc paik'd and bounded in a pale ?

A little Heard of Engbnds Timoroun Deer,
"J

•Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French Curre?.
'

If we be EnglilVi Deer, be then in bloud
,

Not RafcaUlikc to fall down with a pinch.

But rather moodie mad : And defpcrate Siagge*,

Turn/
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1 Turn on the bloudy Hounds with heads of Steel,

And make the Cowards ftand aloof at bay:

Sell every man his life as dear as mine,

And they iTi^ll find dear Deer of us my Fiiends,

God,and '^George^Talbot and Englands Right,

Profpel our Colouis in this dai^gcious fight. Exeunt.

Emtr a iJMt^enger that metis Yor^. Enter Tork^

with Trumpet , and mtinj Souldiers.

York.. Ave not the fpeedy fcouts return'd again,

Thatdo'''d the mighty Army of the Dolphm ?

Mef^ They are return'd my Lord, and give it oiir,

That he ismaich'd to Burdeaux with his power

To fioht \N\i\\Talbot : as he march'd along,

By yourcfpyals v\'cic difcovered

Two mightier Troops then that the Dolphin led

,

Which joyn'd with him, and made their march for

( Burdeaux,

Torkj A plague upon that Villain 59Wf//(rr,

That thus delayes my promifed fupply

Of holfcmcn, thatwere levied for this fiedge,

RenovMned Taihot dotli expedt my aid

,

And I am lowted by a Traitor Villain,

And cannot help the noble Chevalier:

God comfort him in this necclfity :

If hemifcarry,fatcv\'ell Warres in France,

Enter another Mejfenger.

i.Mrf. Thou Prmcely Leader of our En glifh ftrcngth.

Never fo needfull on the earth of France,

Spur to the Refcue of the Noble T^/ier, -

Who now is girdled with a wafteof Iron,

And hcm'd about with grim dcftruftion :

To BuvdeauXjWarlike Duke, to Burdeaux York,

Elie farewell Talbot^ France, and Englands honour.

Tork^. O God , that Somerfct who in proud heart

Doth flop my Cornets, were in Talbot's place,

SolTiould wefavea valiant Gentleman,

By forfeiting a Tra-itor and a. Coward :

Mad ivc,and wratbfull fuiy makes me weep.

Thai thns we die, while remiffe Traitors {teep.

Mef. O fend fome fuccour to the diftreft Lord.

Tork^. He dies, we lofe : I break my warlike word :

We mourn, France fmiles : We lofe, they dayly get,

All long of this vile Traitor Somcrfet.

Mef. Then God take mercy on brave Talbot's foul.

And on his Son young JoA«, who two houres fincc ,

I met in travel towards his warlike Father ?i^

This fevcn yeares did not Talbot fee his fon,

And now they meet where both their lives are done.

Tork. Alas, what joy fhall noble Talbot have.

To bid his young fon welcome to his Grave

:

Away, vexation almoft (lops my breath.

That lundred friends greet in the hour of death.

Lncle farewell, no more my fortune can.

But curfe the caufe I cannot aid the man.
Maine, Bloys, Poytiers, and Toures, are won away.

Long all of Scmerfet , and his delay. Exit.

Mef. Thus while the Vukure of fedition

,

Feeds in the bofome of fuch great Commanders,
Sleeping neglcition doth betray to loflfe :

'

The Conqucft of our fcarce cold Conqueror,
That ever-livirig man of Memorie,
//^ry the fifth r Whiles they each other aofs, '

Lives, Honours, Lands, and all, hurrie to lofr. ~ Sxlt.

Enter Somerfct vfith hii Army.

Som. It is too late , I cannot fend tliem now :

This expedition was by Tork^zndTalbot,

Too rafhiy plotted. All our general force,

Might with a fally of the very Town
Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot

Hath fullied all his glofs of former Honour

By this unheedfuK, defpcrate , wilde adventure

:

r^ri^fet hira on to fight , and die in Hiamc,

That Talbot dead, great Tork^ might beat the name.

Cap. Here is SnWiUiam Luae, who with me
Set from our o'rc-matcht forces forth for aid.

Som. How now Sir fvilliam, whither wcte you fent ?

L«.Whither my Lord?from bought and fold L.TaHiot^

Who ringd about with bold adverfitie

,

Cryes out for noble York and Somcrfet,

Tobeataflailing death from his weak Regions ;

And whiles the honourable Captain there

Drops bloudy fweat from his war-wearied limbs.

And in advantage lingring looks for Rcfcuc,

You hisfalfe hopes, the truft of Englands honour.

Keep offaloof with worthlcfs emulation :

Let not your private difcord keep away

The levied fuccouis that fhall lend him aide.

While he renowned Noble Gentleman

Yields up his life unto a world of odds.

Orleance the Baftard, Charles, and Burgundltf

Alanfon, Relgnariy compafs him about

,

And Talbot periftieth by your default.

Som. York fet him on , York rtiould have fent him

aide.

Lnc. And York as faft upon your Grace exclaims,

Swearing that you wiih-hold his levied hoft,

Colledted for this expedition.

5r>»». York lyes: He might have fent,and had theHorfe :

I owe him little Dutie , and Icfs Love,

And take foul fcorn to fawn on him by fending.

Lhc. The fraud of England, not the force of France,

Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded Taihot :

Never to England fhall lie bear his life.

But dies betraid to fortune by your ftrife.

Som. Come go, I will difpatch the Horfcmcn ftrait

:

Within fix hoQrcs, they will be at his aid.

Lhc. Too late comes Refcue, if he is tane or flain.

For flie he could not, if he would have fled :

And flie would Talbot never though he might.

Som. If he be dead, hra.\cTalbot then adieu.

Lmc. His fame lives in the World. His fliame in you,

Exeunt.

Enter Talbot and his Son.

Tat, O young fohn Talbot , I did fend for thee

To tutor thee in (-tratggems of War,
ThatTla/^of's name might be in thee reviv'd.

When faplefs Age, and weak unable limbs

Should bring thy father to his drooping Chair,

But O malignant and ilUboading Starres,

Now art thou come unto a Fealt of death,

A terrible and unavoidcd danger

:

Therefore dear Boy, mount on my fwifteft horfc,

Andriedireft thee how thou fha It efcapc

By fudden flight. Come, dally not, be gone.

lehn.ls my mmzTalbot } and am I your Son ?

Shall-
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And fhall I flye ? O, if you love my Mothers
,

Diflionour not her honourable Name,

To make a Baflard and a flave of me :

The World will fay, he is nor Talhot'% blood

,

That bafely fled, when Noble TAlboi flood.

T*lh. Flye, to revenge my death, If I be flain.

John. He that flycs fo, will ne'te return again.

Talbot. If we both ftay, we both are fure lo dye.

John. Then let me ftay, and. Father, do you flye

:

Your loffe is great, fo your rcprd fhould be;

My worth unknown, no loffe it known in me.

Upon my death, the French can little boaft ;

In yours they will, in you all hopct are loft.

Fight cannot ftain the honour you have won,

But mine it will, that no exploit have done.

You fled for Vanuge, every one will fweai

:

But if I bow, thcy'l fay it was for fear.

There is no hope that ever I will ftay,

If the firft hour I ftirink and run away :

Hereon my knee I beg Morulity

,

Rather then Life, prefcrv'd witn Infamy.

Tdlb. Shall all thy Mothers hopcj lye-in one Tomb ?

John. I, rather then Tie fiiame my Mothers Womb.
Talb. Uponmy bleffingl command thee go.

John. To fight I will, but not flye the Foe.

T<i/^. Partof thy Father may be fa v'd in thee.

John. No part of him, but will be ftiame in me.

Talh.ThoM never hadft Renown,norcanft not lofe I'r

John. Yes,your renowned Name : fhall flight abufe it ?

Tal. Thy Fatherschargefhall clear thee from theftain

John, You cannot witnefle for me, being flain.

If E>eath be fo apparent, then both flye.

Talb. And leave my followers here to fight and die >

My age was never tainted with fuch fhame.

John. And fball my Youth be guilty of fuch blame ?

No more can I be fevered from your fide.

Then can your felf, your felf in twain divide

:

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I

;

For live I will not, if my Father die.

Talb. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair Son,

Bom toeclipfethy life this afternoon :

Come, fide by fide, together live and die.

And Soul with Soul from France to heaven flye.

Exeunt,

A[4rnm : Excurpons, wherein Tatbot^s Son is hemm'd
about., and Talbot refcues him.

Tal. S. George, and Victory, fight Souldiers, fight

:

The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word,

And left us to the rage of France his Sword.

Where is JohnTalbot ? pawfe, and take thy breath,

I gave thee Life, and refcu'd thee from Death.

John. O twice my Father, twice am I thy Son :

The Life thou gav'ft me firft, was loft and done ,

Till with thy Warlike Sword, defpight of Fate,

To my detcrmin d time thougav'ft new date.

Talb.'When from the Dolphins Creftthy Sv»ordftruck

It warm'd thy Fathers heart with proud defire (fire,

Of bold-fac't Viftovy. Then Leaden Age

,

Quicken'd with Youthful! Spleen, and Warlike Rage,

Beat down Alanfou., Orleance, Burgundj/^

And from the pride oi<Jallia vefcucd thee.

The irefull Baftard Orleance^ that drew blood

From thee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood

Of thy firft ngbr, I foon encountered ,

And interchanging blows, I quickly ftied

Some of bis Baftard blood, and in difgrace

Befpoke him thus : Contaminated, bafe.

And mi$.beeottcnblood,I fpill of thine,

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of mine,

Which thou didft force from Talbot, my buve Boy.

Here purpofing the Baftard to de(iroy,

Came in flrong refcue. Speak thy Fathers are :

Art thou not weary, John ? How do'ft thou fare ?

Wilt thou yet leave the Battell, Boy, and flye,

Now thou art fcal'd the Son of Chivalry ?

Flye, to revenge my death when I am dead,

The help of one ftands me in little fteadi

Oh, too miich folly is it, well I vtot.

To hazard all our lives in onefmall Boar.

If I CO day dye not with French-mms Rage,
To morrow I (hall die with mickic age.

By me they nothing gain, and if I ftay ,

'Tis but the fhortning of my Life one day.

In thee thy Mother dies, our Houfeholds Name,
My Deaths Revenge, thy Youth, and Englands Fame :

Allthefe, and more, we hazard by thy ftay;

All thefeare fav'd, if thou wjItHyc away.

John.The Sword oiOrlennce hatb not made me fmart,

Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from my heart.

On that advantage, bought with fuch a fhame ,

To fave a paltry Life, and flay bright Fame,
Before young Talbot from old Talbot flye ,

The Coward Horfe that bears me, fall and die i

And like me to the pezant Boyes oi France,

To be Shames fcom, and fubje<ft of Mifchancc.

Surely>by all the Glory you have won,

And if I flye, I am not Talbot's, Son.

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boor.

If Son to Talbot, die at Talbot's foot.

Talb. Then follow thou thy defp'rate Sire of Crett

Thou Icarus, thy life to me is fweet

:

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers fide,

And commendable prov'd let's die in pride. Exit

Alarum. Exeurfons. Enter old

Talbot lei.

Talb. Where is my other Life ? mine own is gone.

O, wherc's young Talbot f where is valiant John*
Triumphant Death, fipear'd with Captivity,

Young Talbot's Valour makes me fmile at thee.

When he perceiv'd me fhrink, and on my Knee

,

His bloody Sword he brandifht over me.

And like a hungry Lyon did commence

Rough deeds of Rage, and ftern impatience;

But when my angry Guardant Rood alone,

Tendnng my ruine, and aftail'd of none,

Dizzy -ey'd Fury, and great rage of heart

,

Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart

Into the cUiftring Battell of the French :

And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench

His over-mounting Spirit ; and there di'd

My Icarm, my Bloffomc in his pride.

Enter with John Talbot, born.

Serv. 0,Tny dear Lord, loc whcrC your Son is born.

T<f,Thou antick Death, which laugh'ft us here to fcom,

Anon from thy infulting Tyranny,

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity.

Two Talbot s winged through the liiher Sltie,

In thy defpight ft^all fcape Mortality.

O thou whofe wounds become hard favoured death,

Pp Speak]
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speak CO thy Father, ere ihouyield thy breath ,

Biave death by fpeaking, whether he will or no

:

Imagine him a Frf»fJ&-man,and thy Foe.

Poor Boy, he fmiles, me thinks, as who fhould fay.

Had Death been Fret/ch, then Death had died to day.

Come, come, and lay him in his Fathers armes

,

My fpiritcan no longer bear thefe harmes.

Souldiers adieu : I have what I would have,

Now my old armes are young John Talhotsgrave. Dies.

zJ&us Quinm. Scena Trima*

lEuter CharteSy Alanfon^ BurgunAy^ Bajiard^

and Pux^eU,

Char. Had Tork^ and Sommerfet brought refcue in,

Wc fliould have found a bloody day of this,

Balir. How the young whelp of Talhots raging wood,
Did fl«(h his puny-fword in French-mcns blood.

tttz.. Once 1 encountred him, and thus I faid

:

Thou Maiden youth, be vaniquifht by a Maid.

But with a proud Majefticall high fcorn

He anfwer'd thus : Young Talbot was not born

To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench,

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight.

Bur. Doubtleffe he would have made a noble Knight

:

See where he liesinhearfed in the armes

Of the moft bloody Nurfer of his harmes.

Baji. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones afundcr,

Whofe life was RttgUnds glory, GallUes wonder.

Ch*r. Oh no forbear : For that which we have fled

During the life, let us not wrong it dead.

Enter hucj.

Lm. Herald, conduft me to the Dolphins Tent,

To know who hath obtain'd the glory of the day,

char. On what fubmilTive meflage art thou fent?

Z,«c7.Submi(rion, Dolphin? 'Tis a nicer French word-

We Engl'ifl) Warriours wot not what it means.

I come to know what Prifoners thou haft tane,

And to furvey the bodies of the dead.

char. For prifoners ask'ft thpu ? Hell our prifonis.

But tell me whom thou feek'ft ?

Luc. But Where's the great uilcldes of the field,

Valiant Lord Talbot y Earl of ShrervshMrj >

Created for his rare fucceflc in Armes
,

Great Earl oi fVafliferd, fVdterford, and F^alenee,

Lord Talhot of Goodrlg and U-rchinfieldy

Lord Strange of BUckjnerey Lord f^erdon of AltifHy

Lord Cromwell of ^»«g'^fW,Lord Furoival oi Shefeild,

The thrice vi(5loriousLord oiFatconbrldge^

Knight of the Noble Order of S. Ceorgty

Worthy S. Mlchacly and the Golden Tleeeey

Great Marfhall to our King Henry \.\\t fixt ,

Of all hisWars within the Realm oi France,

Tux.. Here's a filly (lately ftile indeed :

The Turk that two and Fifcy Kingdomes hath.

Writes not fo tedious a Stile as th"s.

Him that thou magnifi'ft with all thefc Titles,

Stinking and flye-blown lies here at our feet,

Lncy. Is T^/^or flain, the French-mtns only Scourge,

Your Kingdomes terrour, and black Nemefis >

Oh were mme eye-balls into Bullets turn'd.

That I in rage might fhoot them ac your faces.

Oh, that 1 could but call thefe dead to life.

It were enough to fright the Realm oi France.

Were but his Piftureleft amongft you here,

It would amaze the proudeft ofyou all.

Give me their Bodies, that I may bear them hence.
And give them Buriall, asbefeenis their worth.

Pnx.. I think this upftart is old Talbot's Ghoft,
He fpeaks with fuch a proud commanding fpirit

:

For Gods fake let him have him : to keep them here,
They would but ftink, and putrifiethe aire.

Char. Go take their Bodies hence.

Lucy. I'le bear them hence : but from their a(hcs fliall

be rear'd

A Phoenix that fliall make all Frante aflfcar'd. (wilt.
Char. So we be rid of them, do with them what thoii

And now to Paris in this conquering vein,

AU Will be ours, now bloody Talbot'* (lain. Exit.

Scena Secunda,

Enter King^ Cleceftery and Exeter.

King. Have you perus'd'the Letters from the Pope,
TheEmperour, and the Earl of Armlnack^}

Glo. I have, my Lord, and their intent is this,

They humbly fue unto your Excellence ,.

To have a godly peace concluded of,

Between the Realms of£»f/<»«</ and ofFrance.
King. How doth your Grace affeiSl their motion ?

Glo. Well (my good Lord) and as the onely means
To flop efftjfion of our Chnftian blood.

And ftahlifli quiemeflc on every fide.

King. I marry, Unckle, for I alwayes thought

ft was both impious and unnatural!

,

That fuch immanityand bloody ftrife

Should raign among ProfefTors of one Faith,

Gh. Befide, my Lord, the fooner to effe^

,

And furer bind this knot ofamity
,

The Earl of Arminack^nax knit to Charles^

A man of great Authority in IrancCy

Proffers his onely Daughter to your Grace,

In marriage, with a large and fumptuous Dowry.
King. Marriage, Unckle f Alafs my yearcs are young

:

And filter is my ftudy, and my Books,

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour.

Yet call th'Embaffadours, and as you pleafe.

So let them have their anfwers every one :

I fhall be well content wich any choyce

Tends to Gods glory, and my Countteys weal.

Enter ivlnchejlery and three tAmbafadours.

Exet. What, is my Lord of fV'inchefier inftall'd,

And caird unto a Catdinalls degree?

Then I perceive, that will be verefied

flenr^ the Fiftdid fometime prophefie.

If once he come to be a Cardinall

,

He'll make his Cap coequall with the Crown.
King. My Lords Ambafladors, your feverall fuits

Have bin confider'd and debated on.

Your purpofeis both good and reafonableJ

And therefore are we certainly refolv'd ,

To diawconditions of a friendly peace

,

Which

4
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Whidi by my Lord of fvinchclter wc mean

Shall betranfoortedprcfently loFrance.

Gh, And for the proffer ofmy Lord your Maftcr,

I have inform'd his Highncffc fo at large,

As liking of the Ladies virtuous gifts,

Her beauty, and the value of her Dower,

He doth intend ftic fliall be EngUnii Qjieen ,

King. In argument nnd proof of which contradl

,

Bear her this Jewell, pledge of my affcilion.

And fo, my Lord Protcftor, fee them guarded,

And fafely brought to Dover., wherein fhipp'd

Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. Exeunt.

fvin. Stay, my Lord Legate., you fhall fiift receive

The fummc of mony which I promifcd

Should be delivered to his Holineffe,

For cloathing me in thefe grave Ornaments,

Le^at. I will attend upon your Lordrtiips Icifurc.

kyi». Now fyinchejfer will not fubmit, 1 trow,

Or be infcriourtothc proudeft Peer.

Humfhrey of Chfier., thou fhalc well perceiye,

That neither in birth, or for authority.

The Biftiop will be over-bom by thee :

I'le cither make the ftoop, and bend chy knee.

Or fack this Country with a mutiny. Exettnt,

Sce?ia Tertia.

Enttr Charles, Burgundy, Alanfon.^ Bdjlari^

Reignier, and JvaH.

Charl. This ncwes (my Lords) may cheer our droop-

ing fpirits:

Tis faid, the fiout P^rljiaus do revolt.

And return again unto the warlike French.

AUn. Then match to V^r'is Royall churlesoitrnnct.
And keep not back your power in dalliance.

PiUj. Peace be amongit them if they turn to us,

Elfc ruine combat with their Pallaccs.

Enter Scout.

Scout. SucccfTe unto our valiant General!,

And bappineffe to his accomplices.

char. What tidings lend our Scouts? T prethecfpeak.
Scour. The Englijh Arn\^ thatdevidcd was

Into two parties, is now conjoyn'd in one.

And means to give you Battell prcfcntly.

char. Somewhat too fuddcn Sirs, the warning [s^

But we will prefently provide for them.

Bur, I truft the Ghoft oiTalbat is not there :

Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear.

PtK.. Of all bale pallions, Fear is moft accuxft.

Command the Conqueft Charles, it fhall be thiftc :

Let Henry fret, and all the world repine.

Char, Then on my Lords, and Trance be fortunate.

Exeunt. tAUrum. Excnrfifus.

Enter Jaan de Puzell.

Phx.. The Regent conquers,and the French-mzn flye.

Now help ye charming Spells and Periapts,

And ye choyfe fpirits that admonilTi me,
And give me figns of future accidents. Thunder.
lYou fpccdy helpers, that are Subftitutes I

Under the Lordly Monarch of the North,

Appear, and aid mcin this enterpr/ze.

Enter Fiends.

This fpeedy and quick appearance argues proof
Of your accuftom'd diligence to me.

Now yc familiar Spirits, that arc culi'd

Out of the powcrfull Regions under earth.

Help me this once, that Trance may get the field.

They walkj, andfpeal^ not.

Oh hold me not with filence over long

:

Where I was wont to feed you with my blood,
I'le lop a member off, and give it you
In earncft of a further benefit .•

So you do condefcend to help me now.

TheJ hang the'tr heads.

No hope to have redreffe ? My body fhall

Pay rccompence, if you will grant my fuit.

They [hake their heads.

Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice,

Intreat you to your wonted furtherance ?

Then take my foul ; my body, foul, and all.

Before th4t Sngland give the French the foyl.

They depart.

See, they forfake me. Now the time is come.

That France muft vail her lofty plumed Creft,

And let her head fall into £»^/rfW/ lap.

My ancient Incantations arc too weak,

And hell too ftrong for me to buckle with :

Now France thy glory droopeth to the duft. Exit.

Excurjitns. Burgundy and Torl^ fight hand t»

hand. Trench fije.

Torkj Dam fell oiFrance, I think I have you faft,

Unchain your fpirits now with fpelling Charmes,
And try if they can gain your liberty.

A goodly prize, fit for the Devils grace.

Sec how the ugly Witch doth bend her brows.

As ifwith CircCy (he would change my fhape.

Puf,. Chang'd to a vTorfer fhape thou canft not be.

Tor. Oh, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man.
No fhapc but his can pleafe your dainty eye.

Pmx,. a plaguing mifchief light on Charlesznd thee,

And may ye both be fuddenly furpris'd

By bloody hands, in fleeping on your beds.

Tork^. Fell banning Hag, InchantrefTc held thy

tongue.

/*«?,. 1 piecheegive me leave fo curfea while.

7'or. Curfc Mifcrcant, when tliou com'ft to the ftakc.

Sxcunt.

Alarum. Enter Suff'olk. vith Margaret in his hatd.

Suf. Be what thou wilt, ihou art my prifoner.

Gaz^t OH her.

Oh faireft Beauty, do not fear, nor flye :

For I will touch thee but with reverend hands,

1 kiffe thefe fingers for etcrnall peace.

And lay them gently on thy tender fide.

Who art thou, fay ? that I may honour thee.

Mar. Margaret my nanie, and daughter to a King,

The King oi Naples, who fo ere thou art.

Suf. And Earl I am, and Sufollf^im 1 call'd.

Be not offended. Natures miracle.

Thou art alotted to be tanc by me :

So doth the Swan her downy Cignets favt

,

P p 1 Keep-
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Keeping them pnloners undetneathher wings

:

Yet if this fervile ufage once offend,

Go, and be free again, as Suffolkj friend. She is going.

Oh ftay : I have no power to let herpafle.

My hand would free her, but iriy heart fayes no.

As playes the Sun upon the glame ftreams.

Twinkling another counterfeited beam,

So feems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes.

Fain would 1 wooehcr, yet I dare not fpeak

:

riecall for Pen and Ink, and write my mind :

Fie DelaPohy difable not thy felf

:

Hafl not a Tongue ? Is fhe not here thy piifoner ?

Wilt thou be daunted at a VVomans fight ?

I : Beauties Princely Majefty is fuch.

Confounds the Tongue, and makes the fenfes rough.

Mar. Say Earl oVStiffolk^ if thy name be fo,

What ranfomc muft I pay before I pafle ?

Fori perceive I am thy prifoner.

Snf. How canft thou tell fhe will deny thy fuit.

Before thou make a triall of her love ? (pay ?

M. Why fpeak'ft thou not.? What ranfome muAl
5*r/.She's beautifull ; and therefore to be Wooed

:

She is a Woman, therefore to be wonne.

Mar. Wilt thou accept of ranfome, yea or no ?

5«f.Fond man, remember that thou haft a wife

,

Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour f

Mar. I were beft to leave him, for he will not hear.

Suf, There all ismart'd : there lies a cooling card.

Mar. He talks atrandome: fare the man isnaad,

Suf. And yet a difpenfation may be had.

Mar. And yet I would that you would anfwer me

:

Suf. rie win this Lady Margaret. For whom ?

Why for my King : Tu(h, that's a wooden thing.

Mar. He talks of wood : It is fome Carpenter.

Suf, Yet fo my fancy may be fatisfied.

And peace cftablifhed between thefe Realms,

But there remains a fcruple in that too

:

For though her Father be the King of NafleSy

Duke of AnjoM and Matn^ yet is he poor.

And our Nobility will fcorn the match.

Mar. Hear ye Captain ? are you not at leifure ?

Suf. It fhall be fo, difdain they ne're fo much

:

Henry \% youthfull, and will quickly yield.

Madam, 1 have a fecret to reveal.

Mar What though I be inthraU'djhe feems a Kni£ht,

And will not any way difhonourmc.

Suf. Lady, voucbfafe to liftcn what I fay.

Mar. Perhaps 1 (hall be refcu'd by the Frencht

And then I need not crave his curtefie.

Snf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in a caufe.

Mar. Tufli, women have been captivate ere now,

Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you fo?

Mar. 1 cry you mercy, 'tis but QttLd for Quo.

Suf. Say gentle PrinceflTe, would you not fuppofe

Your bondage happy, to be made a Queen ?

Mar. To be a Queen in bondage, is more vile.

Than is a flave, in bafe fervility ;

For Princes fhould be free.

Suf. And fo fhall you.

If happy Englands Royall King be free.

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedome unto me ?

Stf. rie undertake to make thee Henry's Queen,

To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand,

Andfet a precious Crown upon thy head.

If thou wilt condefcend to be my—»-—
Mar. What?

Suf. His love.

Mar. I am unworthy to be /ff/7r;r's wife.

Suf. No, gentle Madam, I unworthy am
To wooe fofair a Dame to be his wife

,

And have no portion in the choyce my felf.

How fay you. Madam, are you fo content ?

Mar. And ifmy Father plea fe, I am content.

Suf. Then call our Captains and our Colours forth
And Madam, at your Fathers Caftle vralls.

We'll crave a parley to conferre with him,
Sound. Enter Reigmer en the fValh

See Rei'gnier fee, thy daughter prifoner.

'Ji.eig, To whom?
Suf. Tome.
Relg. Suffolk^ what remedy ?

I am a Souldicr, and unapt to weep,
Or to exclaim on Fortunes ficklenefTe.

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord,
Confent, and for thy Honour give confenr.
Thy Daughter ftiall be wedded to my King

,

Whom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto

;

And this hereafie held imprifonment.
Hath gain'd thy Daughter Princely liberty.

Reig. Speaks Sufol^as he thinks ?

Suf. ¥!^\c Margaret \inowSy

That Suffolk.^ doth not flatter, face, or fain.

Relg. Upon thy Princely warrant, I defccnd

,

To give thee anfwer of thy jufl demand.

5«f. And here I will cxpeil thy comming.

Trumpets found. Enter Reignier.

Relg. Welcome, brave Earl, into our Territories,

Command in jinjou what your Honour plcafes.

5«f. Thanks Retgnler, happy for fo fweet a Child,
Fit to be made Companion with a King :

What anfwer makes your Grace unto my fuit >

Reig. Since thou doft daign to wooe her little worth,
To be the Princely Bride of fuch a Lord :

Upon condition I may quietly

Enjoy mine own, the Country Main and Anjouy

Free from oppreflion, or the ftroke of War,
My Daughter (hall be Henrfs., if he pleafe.

Suf. That is her ranfome, I deliver her.

And thofc two Counties I will undertake

Your Grace ftiall well and quietly enjoy.

Relg. And I again in Hf»r;'s Roy all name.
As Deputy unto that gracious King,

Give thee her hand for fign of plighted faith.

Suf, Reignier oiFrance, I give thee Kmgly thanks,

Becaufe this is in Traffick of a King.

And yet me thinks I could be well content

To be mine own Atturncy in this cafe.

Tie over then to England with this newes.

And make this marriage to be folemniz'd ;

So farewell Reignier., fet this Diamond fafe

In golden Pallacesas it becomes.

Relg. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace

The Chriftian Prince King Henrji were he here.

/l/4r.Farcwell my Lord,good wi(hes,praife,& prayers.

Shall Sujfolk^z\zx have of Margaret. She is going.

Suf. Farewell fweet Madam : but heark you Margaret,

No Princely commendations to my King ?

Mar. Such commendations as becomesa Maid ,

A Virgin and his Servant, fay to him,

Suf. Words fweetly plac'd, and modeftly direfted.

But
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But, Madim,! muft crouble you again,

No loving Token to his Majcfty ?

M-tr. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unfpotted heart,

Never yet taint with love, 1 fend the King.

Suf. And this withall. Kijft her

Mar. That for thy felf, I will not fo prefume,

To fend fuch peevifh Tokens to a King.

luf. Oh were thou for my felf: but 5*r#a/i^ftay
,

1 hou maycll not wandci in that Labyrinth,

There Minotaurs, and ugly Trcafons lurk.

Solicjte HtMrjfWiih her wondrous piaife.

Bethink thee on her Virtues that furmount,

Made naoirall Graces charextinguifli Arc,

Repeat their femblance often on the Seas,

That when thou covn'R to kneel at HeMrfs feet,

Thou mayeft bereave him of his wiu with wonder. £*»"?.

Enter T0rk^ fVanvUkj Shephtgrd, Ptuut.

Tor. Bring forth that SorcerefTccondemn'd to bum.

Shep. Ah, J«*/»,
this kills thy Fathers heart ouc-righc,

Have I fought every Countrcv far and near.

And now it is my chance to find thee out,

MuA I behold chy timeleffe crucll death :

Ah /<"«», fweet Daughter, I'le die with thee.

'Pux.. Decrepit Mifer,bafe ignoble Wrecch,

I am dcfcended of a gentler blood.

Thou art no Pathei , nor no Friend of mine.

Shep. Oat,out : My Lords,and pleafe you, 'cis noc fo,

I did be^et her, all the Parifh knows

:

Her Mother liveth yet, can teftifie

She was the did fruit of my Batch'lor>fhip,

h/ar. GracclelTe, will thoo deny thy Parentage .'

T*r. This argues what her kind of life hath been

,

Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes.

Shfp, Fie 7<"»», that thou wilt be fo obftacle :

God knows, tnou art a collopof my flefh
,

And for thy fake have I flwa many a tear

;

Deny mc not, I pray thee, gentle Joan.

'««.. Pezant avant, you havefubotn'd thij man
Of purpoff, 10 obfcure ray Noble birth.

Shep. 'Tis tiue, 1 gave a Noble to the Pricft,

The mom that I was wedded to her Mother.

Kneel down and take my bleffing, good ray Girl.

Wilt thou not ftoop > Nowcuifed be the time

Of thy nativity : I would the Milk

Thy Mother gave thee when thou fuck'dft her brcft,

Had bin a little Ratsbane for thy fake.

Or elfe, when thou didft keep my Lambs a field,

I wil"h fome ravenous Wolf had eaten thee.

Doft thou deny thy Father, cutfcd Drab >

burn her, burn her, hangiug is too good. Extt.

Tor. Take her away, for (lie ha th liv'd too long.

To fill the world with vicious qualities.

Pwc, Firft let me tell you whom you have condcmn'd.

Not me, begotten of a Shepheard Swain ,

But ifTued from the Progeny of Kings.

Virtuous and Holy, chofen from above,

By infpirationof CeleftiallGrace,

To work cjccccding miiaclcs on earth.

1 never had to do with wicked Spirits,

But you that are polluted with your lufh,

Stain'd with the guiltleffe blood of Innocents,

Corrupt and tainted with a choulaad Vices :

Becauie you want the grace that others have,

You judge it ftraight a thing impoflible

To compalTe Wonders, but by help of Devib.

No mifconceived, Joan of ^ire hath been

A Vngin from her tender infancy,

Chsfte, and immaculate, in very thought,

Wkofe Maiden-blood thus rigoroufly efFus'd,

Will cry for vengeance at the Gates of heaven.

Tor. I, I : away with her to execution.

fVar. And heark yc fiis : becaufc (hcitt Maidi
Spare for no Faggot$,'et there be enow :

Place Barrels of pitch upon the fatal ftakci

That fo her torture may be flioitned.

Pnf,. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts?

Then Joan difcover thine infirmity.

That warranteth by Law, to be thy privilcd^c.

I am with Child, yc bloody Homicides :

Murther not then the Fruii within my Womb
,

Although ye hale mc to a violent death.

Tor. Now heaven forfcnd, the holy Maid with Child?
fVar. The greatefl miracle that ere ye wrought

:

Is all your ftrift precifcnelTc come to tnis ?

Tor. She and the Dolphin have bin juglin",

I did imagine what would be her refuge.

War. Well, go to, we will have no Baftards hye,
Efpecially (ince Charles mufl Father it.

7»**. You arc dccciv'd, my child is none of his.

It was Alanfon that cnjoy'd my love.

Tor. Alan^on^ that notorious Machevile ?

It dies, and if it had a thoufand lives.

Tui.. Oh give me leave, I have deluded jrou,

'Twas neither Charles., nor yet the Duke I nam'd,
But Re'ign'ter King of N0vlet that prevail'd.

}yar. A married man ! that's moft intoHe^ahle.

Tor. Why here's a Cii 1 : I think fhf knovsj not well

(There were fo many) whom Ihe may accufe.

yVar. It's a fign fnc had been liberal! and free.

Tor. And yetforfeeth fhc is a Virgin pure,

Stiumpct, thy words condemn thy Brat, and thct.

life no intreaty,for it is in vain.

Pm. Then lead me hence : with whom I leave my curfe.

May never glorious Sun reflex his beams

Upon the Country where you make abode :

But darkncCfe, and the gloomy fViade of death

Inviron you,-till Mifchief and Defpair,

Drive you to break your necks, or hang your felvts. Exit.
Enter Ci^^rdlnall.

Tor. Break thou in pieces, and confume to adies,

You foul accurfed minifkr of Hell.

Car. Lord Regent,.! do greet your Excellenct

With Letters of CommilTion from the King.

For know my Lordi, the States of Chriflendome,

Mov'd with remorfeof thefe outragious broyJes,

Have earncfily implor'd a generall peace,

Betwixt our Nation, and th'afpiring freach j

And here at hand, the Dolphin andhis Train

Apnroacherh, to confcna about fome matters.

Tor. Is all our travell turn'd to this elFeft ,

After the (laughter of fo many Peers,

So many Captains, Gentlemen, and Souldiets,

That in this quarrell have been overthrown,

And fold their Bodies for their Countries benefit,

Shall we at laft conclude effeminate peace >

Have we not lofl raoft part of all the Towns,
By treafon,fall'hood,and by treachery.

Out great Progenitors had conquered ?

Ohiyarwuk^ H'arvlck^^ \ forefee with grief

The uacr lofle of all the Realm of France.

tV4tr. Be patient 7"(fr^j if we conclude a Peace,

P? 3
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It fhall be wich fuch ftriit and fcvere Covenants,

As little fhall the French-men gain thereby.

Eater Charles^ AUnJon^ BaiterJ^ Relgnler.

Chxr. Since Lords o££Kf/^«</, it is thiis agreed,

That peaceful! truce iWll be prodaim'd \r\Jrancey
VVf come to be informed by your felves,

What the conditions of that league muft be.

Tor, Speak fviticheJier^ for boyling choUer chokes

The hollow paflageof my poyfon'd voycc,

By fight of thofe our baleful! enemies.

fyin. Ch*r/ej, and the reft, ii ts ena(5tcd thus

:

That in regard King //f/;r;' gives confent,

Of meer compafllon, and of lenity,

To cafe your Country of diftrcircfull War,
And fuffer you to breathe in fruitful) peace,

Youfhali become true Liegemen to his Crov^n.

And Charles, upon condition thou wilr fwear

To pay him tribute, and fubmitthy felf.

Thou ihalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him,

And ftill enjoy thy Regall dignity.

^fat7. Murt he be then as fliadow of himfelf ?

Adorn his Temples with a Coronet,

And yet in fubftance and authority,

Retain but priviledgeof a private man ?

This proffer is abfurd, and reafonkfle,

char. 'Tis known already that 1 am poffeft

Withmorethen half thcGathan Territories,

And therein re verenc'd for their lawful! King.

Shall I for lucre of the reft un-vanquifht

,

Dettaft fo much from that prerogative,

As to be caJl'd but Viceroy of the whole i

NojLord Ambaftadour, rie rather keep

That which I have,rh3n.coveting for more,

Be caft. from {JolTibility of all.

Tor. Infulting cW/«, haft thou by fecret means

Us'd intexcelTion to obtain a league

,

And now the matter grovvstocomprcmize,

Stand'ft thou aloof upon Companfon.

Either accept the Title thou ufurp'ft,

Of benefit proceeding from our Kingj

And noLof any challenge of Defert,

Or we will plague thee with inceffant Warres.

Rei£. My Lord, you do not well, in obftinacy

To caviilin the courfeof this Contrail:

If once it be neole<fted,ten to one

We fhall not find liite opportunity.

Ala», To fay the truth, it is. your policy,

To fave your Subjects from fuch maffacre

And ruthleffc ftaughtcrs as are daily feen

By our proceeding in Hoftility.

And therefore take this contrail of a Truce,

Although you break it, when your pleasure fetves,

IVar. How fay 'ft thou Charles ?

Shall ourCondriion ftand ?

char. It fhall :

Onely referv'd, you claim no intered

In any of our Towns of Garrifon.

T»r. Then fwear Allegiance to his Majefty,

As thou art Knight, neVer to difobey.

Nor be Rebellious to the Crown of England

^

Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crown of England.

So, now difmiffe your Army when ye pleafe:

Hangup your Enfigns, let your Orummes be ftill.

For here we entertain a folcmn pe«ce. Exeunt.

Enter Suffalk. '« conference r*lth the King
Glocefier, and Exeter.

King. Your wondrous rare defcription (noble Earl)
Of beautious Margaret hath aftonifh'd me :

Her virtues graced with externall gifts,

Do breed Loves fettled palfions in my heart

,

And like as rigour withtempeftuousgufts
Provokes the mightiefl Hulk againft the tide.

So am 1 driven by breath of her Renown,
Either to fuffer Shipwrack, or arrive

Where I may have fruition of her Love.

Shf. Tufh, my good Lord, this fuperficiall tale

,

is but a preface to her worthy praife :

The chief pcrfedions of that lovely Dame,
(Had I fufficient skill to utter them)
Would make a volume of inticing lines.

Able to ravifli any dull conceit.

And which is more, ftieis not fo Divine,
So full repleat with choyce of all delights.

But with as humble lowlinefle ofmind.
She is content to be at your command :

Command 1 mean, of virtuous chafte intents,

To love, and honour Henrj^ as her Lord.
King. And otherwife, wvll Henry ne'rc prefume :

Therefore, my Lord Proteflor, give confent.

That Margaret miy be Englands Royall Queenu
Glo. So fhould 1 give confent to flatter fin.

You know (my Lord) your Highneffe is betroth'd

Unto another Lady of efteem,

How fliall we then difpence with that contraft.

And not deface your Honour with reproach ?

Snf, As doth a Ruler with unlawfull Oathcs,
Or one thatat a Triumph, having vow'd
To try his ftrength, forfaketh yet the Lifts

By reafon of his Adverfaries oddes,

A poor Earl's Daughteris unequal! oddes,

And therefore may be broke without offence.

G/oM. Why, what (1 pray) is Margaret more than
Her Father is no better than an Earl, (that?

Although in glorious Titles he excell.

Sftf. Yes, my good Lord, her Father is a King,
The King of Naples znd Jerufalem,
And of Inch great authority in Frana

,

As his alliance will confirm our peace

,

And keep the French-min in Allegiance.

Glo, And fo the Earl of -Arminack.^ may do,

Becaufe he is near Kinfman unto Charles.

Exet. Bcfide, his wealth doth warrant libcrall dower.

Where ^f<^«/Vr fooner will receive than give,

Snf. A Dower,my Lords ? difgrace not fo your King,

That he fhould be fo abje(il, bafe, and poor,

To choofe for wealth, and not for perfect Loye.

Henry is able to enrich his Queen,

And not to feck a Queen to make him rich

:

So worthlefTe Pezants bargain for their Wives,

As Market- men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horfc.

But marriage is a matter of more worth.

Then to be dealt in by Atturney-fhip :

Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affeils,

Muft be companion of his Nuptial! bed.

And therefore, Lords, fince he affe£ls her moft,

Moft of all ihefe reafons bindeth us.

In our opinions /lie fhould be preferr'd.

For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell,

An age of difcord and continuall fttife ?

Whereas
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Whereas the contrary bringeth forth blifTe,

And is a patiern of Ccleftiall peace.

Whom fliould we match with Hevj^ being a King,

But Margartt^ that is Daughter to a King ?

Her peerlefTe feature, joyncd with her birth.

Approves her fit for none, bat for a King,

Her valiant coutaee, and undaunted fpiric,

(More then in women commonly is feen)

Will anfwer our hope in ilTue of a King :

For He»rj, Son unto a Conquerour ,

II likely to beget mote Conquciots,

If with a Lady of fo high lefolve

,

(As is fair Margaret) he be linked in Love.

Then yield my Lords,and he re conclude with me,

That Margaret fhall be Queen, and none but fhe.

KtHg, Whether it be through force of your report,

My Noble Lord of Suptk^ .• Or for chat

My tender youth was never yet attaint

With any palTion of inflamitig Love
,

I cannot tell : but this I am aflur'd
,

I feel fuch fharp dilTention in my breaft,

Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Fear,

As I am fick v»ith working ofmy thoughts.

4^
Take therefore Oiipping, port, my Lord, to Fmnte,
Agree to any covenant*, and procure

That Lady Margaret do vouchfafe to come
To croffe the Seas to Eiig/andy2nd be Crown'd
King fff»r/s faithfull and annointed Queen.
For your eitpences and fufficient charge,

Among the people gather up a tenth.

Be gone I fay, for till you do return
,

I reft perplexed with a thoufand Cares.
And you (good Unckle) banifh all offoicc :

If yoa do cenfure mc, by what you were,

Not what you arc, I known will excufe

This fudden execution of my will.

And fo conduft me, where from company,
I may revolvcand ruminate my grief. Sxit.

Gh. I, grief I fear me, both at firft and laft.

Exit Glocefter,

Sitf, Thus Stljfo^k^\^t\\ prevail'd, and thus he goes
As did the youihfull Paris once to Greect

,

With hope to find the like event in love,

But profper better than theTVeyWwdid :

Margaret (\m\\ now be Queen, and rule the King:
But Iwill rule both her, the King, and Realm. Exit.

FINIS.

The
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The fecondPart of King Henry the Sixths

With the Death of the good DukeHUMPHREY.
(lAUm pYimm. Scena Prima>.

FioHrijh of Trumpets : Then Hobejes.

Eater Kingy Dukj Humfrejr, Salisi>Mrr, fVarwickj,4nd

Beanfard on the onejiAe.

The Qneen^ Snjfolk^^ Tork^ Sommerfety a»4 BittkJ»£-

hum da the other,

S by your high Impcriall Majefty,

I had in charge at my depart from FrAuct^

As Procurator to your Excellence,

To marry Princes Margaret for your Grace;

So in che famous ancient City, Toures^

In prefence of the Kings of France^ and S'lcill,

The Dukes of Orleance, Catuber^ Britalgney AUnfon^

Seven Earls, twelve Barom» 8c twenty reverend Bifhops

I have perform'd my Taske, and was efpous'd,

And humbly now upon my bended knee,

In fight of EnglAndy and her Lordly Peers,

Deliver up my Title in the Qiieeii

To your mofl gracious hand, chat arc the S^bftancc

Of that great Shadow I did reprefcnt :

The happieft Gift, that ever Marquefle gave.

The Faireft Queen that ever King receiv'd.

King. Sufftlk,ztHc. Welcome Queen Mdrgtiret^

I can expreffe no kinder fign of Love

Then this kind KilTc .• O Lord, that lends me life ^

Lend me a heart rcplcat with thankfulnelTe :

For thou haft given me in this beauteous Face

A world of earthly bleltings to my foul,

If fympathy ofLove unite our thoughts.

Qm. Great King of S»giaHdyind my gracious Lord,

The mutuall conference that my mind hath had
,

By day, by night ; waking, and in my dreams,

In Courtly company, or at my Beads,

With you mine yilder tiefefi Soveraign ,

Makes me the bolder to falute my King,

With ruder termes, fuch as my witafFoords

,

And over»joy of heart doth minifter.

King. Her fight did rivifh, but her grace in Speech,

Her words yclad vvith wifdomes Majefty

,

Make me from wondrjng,fallto weeping Joyes,

Such is rhefuInclTeof my hearts content.

Lords, with one cheerfull voyce, welcome my Love.

All k»eel.Long live Q^Marjjraret^Ef/glMds happines,

Qftee. We thank you all. Flonrlfh.

Suf. My Lord Protcflor, fo it pleafc your Grace,

Here are the Articles of contra (fled peace.

Between out Soveraign, and the FrMcAKing CA«r/»/,

For eighteen moneths coiKluded by confent.

Cl». Reads. Imprimis, It is agreed between the French
King Charles , nnd ff^il/iam dt la Pvle^ Mare^Htffe »f
Suffolk , tyimhajfador for Uenrj King »f England^
That the [aid Henry fhall efpoufe the Liidj Margaret^
Daughter unto Reignier King of Naples^ Sicillia^ and
Jerujalemyand Crotrn her Queen of England^ ert tht

thirtitth ofMay next enfuing.

Item, That the Dutchy of ZinjtUy and the County tf
Mam^fhall be releafcd& delivered to the K. herfather.

King. Unckle, how now >

Gh. Pardon me gracious Lord,

Some fudden qualm hath ftruck me at the heart.

And dimm'd mine eyeSj that I can read no further.

King. Unckle of yyinchefler., I pray read on.

win. Item, It it further agreed between tht)ii.,That

the Dutchfffe of Anjou and Main., fhall be rtleafed and

delivered aver to the King her Father-, anifhe fent 9ver

of the King of Englands own priper Coji and Charges^

without having any Dowry.

King.Thf^ pleafe us well. Lord Marquefs kneel down,
We here create thee the firft Duke of Sufoik.,
And girt thee with the Sword. Coufin of Terk-,

We here difchargeyour Grace from being Regent

I'th pans of F»-<e««, till terme of eighteen Moneths
Be full expir'd. Thanks Unckle fvinchejfer.,

Chfler^ Tork^t Buckingham^ and Sommerfet^

SalisburyfZnd iVarwick,.,

We thank you all for this great favour done,

In entertainment to my Princely Queen.

Come, let us in, and with all fpeed provide

To fee her Coronation be perform'd.

Exeunt King, Queen^ and Sufoik..
M't'ient the refl.

Glo. Brave Peers of Engtandy Pillars ofthe State

,

To you Duke Humphrey muft unlojd his grief:

Your grief, the common gnefof all the Land.
What ? did my brother Heery fpend his youth.

His Valour, Coyn, and People in theWars ?

Did he fo often lodge in open field,

Iri Winters cold, and Summers patching heat,

To conquer Francty his true inheritance ?

And did my Brother Bedford tojl his wits

,

To
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To keep by policy what Henr]/ got :

Have you your felvcs, Sommerfet^ Buck^rtghttMy

Brave Tork^^Sniishury^ and vi(ftorious Warwick^

Recciv'd deep fcarres in France and NormMndj :

Or liath mine Unckle Beauford, aud my fclf.

With all the Learned Council of the Realm,

Studied fo long, fat in the Councii-houfc,

Early and late, debating to and fro

How France and French~mt\\ might be kept in awe,

And hath his Hignefle in his infancy,

Crowned in Paris in defpight of foes

,

And fhall thefc Labours, and thcfc Honours die ?

Shall Henr/sConqyieR, BedfordJ vi^ihnce^

Your Deeds of War, and all our Counfell die !

Peers of f/'^/'iwrfjrhamefull is this League,

Fatall this Marriage, cancelling your Fame,

Blotting your names from Books of memory ,

Racing the Chara<5lers of your Renown,

Defacing Monuments of Conquer'd France^

Undoingall, as all had never bin.

Car. Nephew, what means this paflionate difcourfe ?

This peroration with fuch CiicumRance

:

For France^ 'cis ours ; and we will keep i( ftill.

Glo. I, Unckle, we will keep it, if we can :

But now it is irapolTible we rtiould.

Sffulky the new made Duke that rules the roft,

Hach given the Dutchy of s^ejan and Main ,

Unto the poor King ReignieryWvhok large ftylc

Agrees not with the leanneffe of his purfe.

Sat. Now by the death 6f him that di'd for all,

Thefe Counties were the Keyes of Normandy :

But wherefore weeps Af4r»»/Vi^, my valiant fon ?

fVar. For grief that they are paft recovery.

For were there hope to conquer them again.

My fword fhould fhed hot blood, mine eyes no tcares.

Anion and Main ? My felf did win them both :

Thofe Provinces, thefe Armes of mine did conquer,

And are the Cities that I got with wounds,

Deli ver'd up again with peaceful! words ?

Mart Dieu.

Tor. For Sufolks Dnke, may he be TufFocatc,

That dimmes the Honour of this Warlike Ide

:

France fhould have torn and rent my very heart.

Before I would have yielded to this League.

1 never read but EngUndsK'm^s have had

Large fummes of Gold, and Dowries with their wives,

And our King Henry gives away his own.

To match with her that brings no vantages.

Hum. A proper jell:, and never heard before,

Tliat Siifolk^^ov\A demand a whole Fifteenth,

ForCoAs and Charges in tianfporting her:

She fhould have ftaidin France^ and ftarv'd in France

Before

Car. My Lord oiGlofler., now ye grow too hot,

It was the pleafure of my Lord the King.

Hum. My Lord of pyinchefter^ I know your mind.

Tis not my fpeeches that you do miflike

:

But 'tis my prelence that doth trouble ye.

Rancour will out, pioud Prelate, in thy face

I fee thy fury : If I longer ftay.

We fhall begin our ancient bickerings :

Loi'dings farewell, and fay when I am gone,

I prophcficd. Trance will be loft ere long, ^.xit Humph.
Car. So, there goes our Procetftor in a rage :

'Tis known to you he is mine enemy

:

i

Nay more, an enemy unto you all

,

And no great friend, 1 fear me, to the King ;

Confider Lords, he is the next of blood,

And heir-pparant to ihe Englijh Crown :

Had Henrjf gotan Empire by his marriage.

And all the wealthy Kingdomes of the Weft,

There's reafon he Ihould be difplcas'd at it

:

Look to It Lords, let not bis fmoothing words

Bewitch your hearts, be wife an circumfpei>.

What though the common people favour him,

Calling him. Humphrey thegood Dnkj of Glofiery

Clapping their hands, and crying with bud voyce,

Jefu maintain your Royall Excellence,

With God prefcrve the good Duke Humphrey,

I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering gloffe,

He will be found a dangerous Proteftor,

Bhc. Why fhould he then protefl our Soveraign ?

He bemg of age to govern of himfelf.

Coufin of Sommerfet^ joyn you with me.

And altogether with the Duke of Sujfolkj

We'll Cfiickly hoyfe Duke Humphrey from hisfeac.

Car. This weighty bufineflc will not brook delay,

rie to the Duke oiSuff'olk^ prefently. Sxit Cardinal.

SotiK Coufin of BMckjnghaMyX.\\o\i^ Humphreys ptide

And greatnefle of his place be grief to us,

Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal!,

His infolence is more intolerable

Then all the Princes in the Landbefide,

If GUner be difplac'd, he'll be Proteaor.

Bhc. O thou, or I, Semmerfet, will be Proteaor,

Defpight Duke Humphrey, or the Cardinall.

Exit Buckingham, and Sommerfet

Sal. Pride went before. Ambition follows him.

While thefe do labour for their own preferment,

Behoves it us to labour for the Realm.

I never faw but Humphrey Duke of Glojlery

Did bear him like a Noble Gentleman

:

Oft have 1 feenthe haughty Cardinall,

More like a Souldier then a man o'th Church,

As ftout and proud as he were Lord of all

,

Swear like a Ruffian, and demean himfelC

Unlike the Ruler of a Common-weal.

fyarmck^my fon, the comfort of my age,

Thy deeds, thy plainnefte, and thy houfc-kceping ,

Hath won the greatcft favour of the Commons,
Excepting none but good Duke Hwnphrej,

And Brother r«r/^, thy afts in freland^

In bringing them to civil Difciplinc

:

Thy late exploits done in the heart of France^

When thou wert Regent for our Soveraign

,

Have made thee fear'd and honour'd of the people,

Joyn we together for the publick good.

In what we can, to bridle and fupprefle

The pride of Suff'olkj, and the Cardinall,

With Sommerjets and Buck,inghams ambition,

And as we may,cherifh Duke Humphreys dzcds^

While they do tend the profit of the Land.

kTar. So God help IVarmck^ as he loves the Land,

And common profit of his Country.

Tor And fo fayes Ter^
For he hath greatcft caufc.

Sal. Then lets make hafte awiy,

And look unto the main ?

H'arw. Vnto the main ?

Oh F.nher, /l/W/» is loft.

That Main, which by main force ffdrwici^dii win

And would have kept, fo long as breach did laft

:

Main
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Main-chance Father you mean:, but I meant Mairiy

Which I will win from Tr«nct^ or elfe be flain.

Exit H^*rmcl^ and Salishur/. Manet Tork^.

Tork,. yinjoM and Main are given to the French,

Paris is toft, the ftate o( Normandy
Stands on a tickle point, nowthey are gone :

5«^o//^ concluded on the Articles,

The Peers agreed, and Henry was well pleas'd,

To change two Dukedomcs for a Duke's fair Daughter.

I cannot blame them all, what is't to them >

'Tistliinc they give away, and not their own.

Pirates may make cheap penniworths of their pillage.

And purchafe Friends, and give to Curtczans,

Still revelling like Lords till all be gone.

While as the filly owner of the goods

Weeps over them, and wrings his hapleffe hands.

And fhakes his head, and trembling ftandsaloof»

While all is fhar'd, and all is born away.

Ready to ftarve and dare not touch his own.

So Tork, mu(t fit, and fret, and bite his tongue.

While his own Lands are bargain'd for, and fold :

Me thinks the Realms of England, France, 2ndlrelajtd,

Bear that proportion to my flefti and blood.

As did the fatal brand ^tthea burnt,

Unto the Princes heart of Caliden :

AHJeu and Main both given unto the French f

Cold ncwesfor me : for I had hope Qi France
^

Even as 1 have of fertile Englands foil.

A day will come, when 7"«r^(hall claim his own.
And therefore I will take the Neville parts.

And make a (hew oflove to proud Duke Hnmfhrejfy

And when I fpye advantage, claim the Crown,
For that's the golden mark I fcek to hit

:

Nor fhall proud Lanca^ier ufurp my right,

Nor hold the Scepter in his childirti Fift,

Nor wear the Diadem upon his head,

Whofc Church-like humours fits not for a Crown.
Then Torkjit ftill a while till time do ferve

:

Watch thou, and wake when others be aflccp ,

To prie into the fecrcts of the State,

Till Henry futfetting in joyes oflove,

Wich his new Bride, and Englandt dear bought Q^Jcen,

And Humphrey with the Peers be fain at jarres.

Then will I ratfe aloft the Milk-white Rofc,

With whofc fwect fmell the aire fhall be perfum'd.

And in my Standard bear the Armes oiYtrk^

To grapple with the houfe of Lancafler ,

And force perforce I'le make him yield the Crown,
Whofe Bookilh Rule hath puird fair England dovm.

Exit Terk,.

Enter Duke Humphrey, and his tvife Elianor.

Elia. Why droops my Lord, like over«ripen'd Corn,
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load ?

Why doth the great Duke Humphrey knit his brows

,

As frowning at the Favours of the World ?

Why are thine eyes fixt to the fuUen earth.

Gazing on that which feems to dimme thy fight ?

What feeft thou there ? King Henry's Diadem,
Jnchac'd with all the Honours of the World ?

If fojgazc on, and grovellon thy faxe,

Untill thy head be circled with the fame.

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious Gold.

What, is't too (hort ? Tie lengthen it with mine.

And having both together heav'd it up,

Wee'll both together lift our head-; to heaven,

And never more abafeour fight fo low.

As to vouchfafe one glance upon the ground.

Hum. O Nell, fweet Nell, if thou doft love thy Lord,
Banilh the Canker of ambitious thoughts :

And may that thought, when I imagine ill

Againft my King and Nephew, virtuous Henrj^
Be my laft breathing in this mortall world.

My troublous drcames this night, doth make me fad.

Eli. What dream'd my Loid, tell me, and Tie requite

With fweet rehearfall of my mornings dream ? (it.

Hum. Me thought this ftafFe, mine Officc.badge in

Court,

Was broke iu twain : by whom, I have forgot,

But as I think, it was by th' Caidinall,

And on the pieces of the broken Wand
Were plac'd the heads of Edmend Duke of Sommerftt,
And William de la Pole firft Duke of Suftlk..

This was the dream, what it doth bodeGod knows.

Eli. Tur,this was nothing but an argument.

That he that breaks a ftick of Ghflers Grove

,

Shall lofe his head for his prefumption.

But hft to me,my Humphrey, my IweetDuke :

Me thought 1 fate in feat of Ma jefty.

In the Cathcdrall Church of fVefinu'nJler,

And in that Chair where Kings & Queens were Crownd,
Where Henry and Dame Margaret kneel'd to me.

And on my head did fct the Diadem.

Hum, Nay Elianor, then muft I chide out»right

:

Prefumptuous Dame, ill-nurtur'd Elianor,

Art thou not fecond Woman in the Realm?
And the Protestors wife belov'd of him ?

Haft thou not worldly pleafurcat command.
Above the reach or compaffe of thy thought ?

And wilt thou ftill be hammering treachery.

To tumble down thy husband, and thy felf.

From top of Honour, to Difgraces feet ?

Away from me, and let me hear no more.

Elia. What, what,my Lord, are you fo chollerick

With Sliangr, for telling but her dream ?

Next time I'le keep my dreams unto my felf.

And not be check'd.

Hum, Nay be not angry, lam pleas'd again.

Enter CMeffenger.

Mtjf. My Lord Froteftor, 'tis his Highneffe plcafurc.

You do prepare to ride unto S. Albans,

Whereas the King and Queen do mean to Hawk.
H«, I go.'Come Nell,x.ho\i wilt ride with us? £x,Hu.

Elia. Yes, my good Lord, I'le follow preCently.

Follow I muft, I cannot go before,

While CUfler bears this bafe and humble mind.

Were I a Man, a Duke, and next of blood,

I would remove thcfe tedious ftumbling blocks,

And fmooth my way upon their headleffe necks.

And being a woman, I will not be flack

To play my part in Fortunes Pageant.

Where are you there ? Sir John ; nay fear not m»n.

We are alone, here's none but thee and I, Enter Hnme,

Hume, Jefus preferve your Royall Majefty.

Sli. What faift thou ? Majefty': I am but Grace.

Hume. But by the grace of God, and Humes advice,

Your Graces Title fliall be multipli'd.

£/;<?.What faift thou Man ? Haft thou as yet confcr'd

With Margery Jordan the cunning Witch,
With Roger Bullinghrool^the Conjurer ?

And will they undertake to do me good ?

Humt.This they have promifed,tofliewyour Highnefs

A Spirit rais'd from depth of under ground,

That
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That fhall make anfwcr lo fuch Qucftions

,

As by ycJur Grace fhall be propounded him.

EiUnor. It is enouch,rie think upon theQueftions :

When from Saint Albans we do make return
;

We'll fee thofe things effedlcd to the full.

Here Hnme^ take this reward, make merry man

With thy Confederates in this weighty caufc.

Exit EUdutr.

Hum. Hume muft make merry with the Dutchcffe

Marry and fhall: but how now,Sir John Hume? (Gold:

Seal up your Lips, and give no words but Mum
,

The bufinelTe askcth filcnt fecrccy.

Dame Elianor gives Gold, to bring the Witch

:

Gold cannot come amiflc, were fhe a Devil.

Yet have I Gold flies from another Coaft :

I dare not fay, from the rich Cardinall

,

And from the great and new-made Duke of Sufslk.;

Yet I do find it fo : for to be plain

,

They (knowing Dame Ellanors humour)

Have hired nne to under-mine the Dutcheflc,

And buzze thefe Conjurations in her brain.

They fay, a crafty Knave do's need no Broker.

Ye: zmi Sufo[k,inA. the Cardinalis Broker.

HnmCy if you take not heed, you fhall go near

To call them both a pair of crafty Knaves.

Well, fo itflands : and thus I fear at la ft.

Humes Knavery will be the DutchefTe Wrack •

And her attainnire will be Humfhreys fall

:

Sort how it will, I fhall have Gold for all. Exit.

Snttr thret or four 'Petitioners^ the Armartrt
M»n being one.

1

.

Tet. My Maflers, let's ftand dofe, my Lord Pro-

teftor will come this way by and by, and then wc may
deliver our Supplications in the Quill.

2. fet. Marry the Lord protein him, for he's a good

man, Jefu blefTe him.

Enter Snjfolk^ Md Qnet*

Peter. Hera a comes me thinks, and the Queen with

him : I'lc be the firft fure.

z.fet. Come back fool, this is the Duke o£ Sufolkj,

and not my Lord Proteftor,

Sujf. How now fellow : would'fl any thing with me?

1 . Pet. I pray, my Lord, pardon me, I took ye for my
Lord protcflor.

Qnee. To my Lord Proteftor * arc your Supplicati-

ons to hisLordmip ? let me fee them : what is thine ?

I . Pet, Mine is, and't plcafe your Grace, againft John
Goodman y my Lord Cardinals Man, for keeping my
Hdufe, and Lands, and Wife and all from me.

Suff. Thy Wife too * that's fome Wrong indeed.

What's yours? what's here .? againft the Duke o( Suf-

folkj, for endofing the Commons of Melford. How now.
Sir Knave .'

i.Pet. Alafs,Sir, I am but a poor Petitioner of our

wholcTownfhip.
Pet» Againft my Mafler Thomas Horner^ for faying,

That the Duke of Torl^ was rightful! Heir to the

Crown,
Qnee. What fay 'ft thou ? Did the Duke of teritiy,

he was rightfull Heir co the Crowu ?

Tet. That my Miftreffe was ? No forCooth : my Ma -

(tcr faid, that he was ; and that the King was an Ufurpcr.

Suf. Who is there >

Enter Servant.

Take this fellow in, and fend for his Mafter with a Pur-

fevant prefently • we'll hear more of your matter before

the King. Exit.

Quee. And as for you that love to be protected

Under the wings of our Proteftors Grace,

Begin your fuits anew, and fue tohim.

Tear the Supplication.

Away, bafe Cullions : Suffolk,, let them go.

All, Come, let's be gone. Exit.

Quee. My Lord of Suffolk^, fay, is this the guifc ?

Is this the Fafhions in the Court of England ?

Is this the Government of Britains Tie ?

And this the Royalty of Albions King ?

What, fhall King Henrj be a Pupill llill.

Under the furly Cloiters Governance ?

And I a Qiieenin Title and in Stile,

And muft be made a Subjedt to a Duke ?

I tell thee P#»/, when in the City Tours

Thou rann'fta tilt in honour ofmy Love,

And ftol'ft away the Ladies hearts of Trance',

I thought King Henry had refembled thee,

In Courage, Courtfhip,3nd Proportion

:

But all his mind is bent to holinefTe

,

To number Ave-miaries on his Beads:

His Champions, are the Prophets and Apoftlcs

,

His Weapons, holy Saws of facred Writ,

His Study is his Tilt-yard, and his Loves

Are brazen Images of Canonized Samts.

I would the Colledge of the Cardinalis

Would chufe him Pope, and carry him to R»me ,

And fet the Triple Crown upon his head
;

That were a State fit for his HolinefTe.

Suff. Madam, be patient : as I was caufe

Your HighnefTcame to England, fo will I

In Sngland work yoar Graces full content.

Quee, Befide thehaught Prote(5tor,have we Beaufori

Theimperions Church.man ; Semmerfet, Buckingham^

And grumbling Ttrk_: and not the Icaftof thefc
,

But can do more in England then the King.

Suff. And he of thefe that can do moft of all,

Cannot do more in England then the Nevills :

Salisbury and pyarwick. are no fimple Peers.

Quee. Not all thefe Lords do vex me halffo much.

As that proud Dame, the Lord Protestor's Wife:

She fweeps it through the Court wich troups of Ladies,

More like an EmprefTe, then Duke Humphreys Wife :

Strangersin Court, do take her for the Queen:

She bc'rs a Dukes revenues on her back
,

Aj..'! in !:;r heart fhe fcoms our Poverty :

Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her ?

Contemptuous bafe-born Callot as fhe is ,

She vaunted 'mongft her Minions 'tothcr day.

The very train of her worft wearing Gown,
Was better worth then all my Fathers Lands,

Till Suffalk^^ive two Dukfdomes for his Daughter.

Snff. Madam, my felf have lira'd a Bufh for her

,

And plac'c a Quier offuchencicii\g Birds,

That fhe will light to liften to the Layei

,

And never mount to trouble you again.

So let her reft : and, Madam, lift to mc.

For 1 am bold to counfell you in this

;

Although we fancy not the Cardinall,

Yet muft we )oyn with him, and with the Lords,

Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in difgracc.

A
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As for the Duke of T»rl^^ this lace Complainc

Will make but little for his benefit :

So one by one we'll weed them all at laft.

And you your fetf fhall fteer the happy Helm. Exit,

Enter tht Ki»g^ Dnkj Humphrey, Cardinal/^ Bnck'tfg-

ham, Torkj, Saltsturjr, fVarwick^^ and

the Dutchejfe.

King. For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which,

Or Sommerfet.^ or Yorkj, all's one to me.

Tor. If Tso-j^have ill demean'd himfelfin Trancty

Thenle: him be dcnay'd the Regcnt-ftiip.

Som. liSommerfet be unworthy of the Place,

Let Tork. be Regent, I will yield to him.

fVarw. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no,

Difputc not that, Torkji the worthier.

Card. Ambitious WarwVi^ let thy betters fpeak.

H'arw, The Cardinall's not my better in tne field.

Buck^ All in this prefcnceare thy betters, ff/irw/V^^,.

ff^ar. fVarrvlck^may live to be the beft of all,

Salisb.Vcict Son,and (hew fome reafon Buckinghamy

Why Sommerfet fliould be prefcrr'd in this f

Quee. Becaufe the King forfooth will have it fo.

Hum. Madam, the King is old enough himfelf

To give his Cenfure : Thcfe are no Womens matters.

yuce. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace

To be Proteftor of his Excellence ?

Humoh, Madam, I am Protedor of the Realm,
And at his pleafure will refign my Place.

Sujf. Refign it then, and leave thine infolcnce»

Since thou wert King, as who is Kmg, but tbou ?

The Common-wealth hath daily run to wrack,

The Dolphin hath prevail'd beyond the Seas,

And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm
Have been as Bond-men to thy Soveraignty.

Car. The Commons haft thou rackt, the Clergies Bags

Are lank and lean with thy Extortions.

Som. Thy fumptuous Buildings, and thy Wives Attire

Have coft a maflc of publick Treafure.

Bhckj, Thy Cruelty in execution

Upon Offenders, hath exceeded Law,
And left thee to the mercy of the L»w.

Quee. Thy faleof Oi^icesand Towns in Trance^

If they were known, as the fufpeft is great

,

Would make the quickly hop without thy Head.

Exit Humphrey,
Give me my Fan : what. Minion, can ye not ?

Shegives the Dmcheffe a bux on the ear,

I cry you mercy. Madam : was it you ?

Butch. Was't I ? yea, I it was,proud Frf«f*-woman:
Could 1 come near your Beauty with my Nails,

I could fet my ten Coramandements in your face.

King. Sweet Aunt be quiet, 'twas againft her will.

Dutch. Againft her wilI,good King ? look to't in time.

She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a Baby ;

Though in this place moft Mafter wears no Breeches,

She fhall not ftrikc Dame Elianor unrevcng'd.

Exit Elianor,

Buckj Lord Cardinall, I will follow Eliunor^

And liften after Humphrejiy how he proceeds :

She's tickled now, her Fume can need nofpurres.

She'll gallop far enough to her dcftru£^ion.

Exit Buckjngbattt.
j

Enter Humphrey.

Humph. Now, Lords, my Choller being over-blown,
With walking once about the Quadrangle,
I come to talk of Common-wealth Affaires.

As for your fpightfuU falfe Objeftions,

Prove them, and I lye open to the Law

:

But God in mercy fo deal with my Soul,

As I in Duty love my King and Countrey.
But to the matter that we have in hand :

I fay, my Soveraign, Torl^\s meetcft man
To be vour Regent in the Realm of France.

Suf. Before we make eledlion, give mc Icayc

To (hew fome reafon, of no little force.

That Tork_ is moft unmeet of any man.
Tork, Vie tell thee, 5/</<»/it, why I am unmeet.

Fitft, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride.*

Next, if I be appointed for the Place,

My Lord oiSon/mtrfet will keep me here

,

Without Difcharge, Money, or Furniture >

Till France be won into the Dolphin's hands.

Laft time I danc't attendance on his will.

Till Paris was befieg'd, famiftit, and loft.

iVarw. That can I witnefle, and a fouler faft

Did never Traytor in the Land commit.

Suf. Peace head-ftrong^/irw/ci(^.

fVarjv. Image of Pride, why ftiould I hold my peace ?

Snter Armorer and his Man.

Suff. Becaufe here is a man accus'd of Treafon,
Pray God the Duke of 7'er/(^excufe himfelf.

Tori(^ Doth any one accufe Tork_ for a Traytor ?

King. What mean'ft thou, 5«jfo/j|;.? tell me,whatare
thefe ?

Suf. Pleafe it your Majefty, this is the man
That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon

;

His words were thefe : That Richard., Dukcof Turi^,

Was rightfull Heir unto the Englijh Crown,
And that you Majefty was an Ufurpcr,

King. Say man, were thefe thy words ?

Armo. And't fhall pleafe your Ma jcftyj I never faid

nor thought any fuch matter : God is my witneffe, I am
falfly accus'd by the Villain.

ftter. By thefe ten bones , my Lords, he did fpeak

them to me in the Garret one Night, as we werefcow-

ring my Lord of TorlC^ Armour.

Tor\. Bafe Dunghill Villain, and Mechanicall,

Tie have thy Head for this thy Traytors fpeech

:

I do befecch your Royall Majefty,

Let him have all the rigour of the Law.

Ar. Alafs,my Lord,hang me if ever I fpake the words:

my acaifer is my Prentice, and when 1 did coned him
for his fault the other day, he did vow upon his Knees he

would be even with me : I have good witnelTe of this

,

therefore I befeech your Majefty, do not caft away an

honeft man for a Villains accufation.

King. Unckle, what ftiall we fay tothis in Law >

Humph. This doom, my Lord, if I may judge :

Let Sommerfet be Regent o're the French,

Becaufe in Tork^ this breeds fnfpition :

And let thefe have a day appointed them

For fingle Combat, in convenient place.

For he hath witnefle of his fervants malice :

This is the Law, and this Duke Humphreys doom.

Som.\



Thefecond Van ofKing Henry the Sixth. 4.6T

Som. I humbly thank your Royal Majcfty.

Armourer. And I accep: the Combate willingly.

Peter. Alas, my Lord , 1 cannot fight; for God s fake

pitie my cafe : the fpight of my man prcvailcth againlt

me. O Lord have mercy upon me , I (hall never be able

to fight a blow : O Lord my heart.

Hnmf. Sirrhi, or you muft fight, or clfe be hang'd.

King. Away with them to Prifon : and the day of

Combat , fhall be the laft of the next moneth. Come

Somerfet^v^e'll fee thee fcnt away.

Flourifh. Exeunt.

Enter the witch ythe tm PrieFts^ and Bullingbrool^.

Hume. Come , my Maftevs , the Duchcfs I tell you

cxpefts performance of your promifes.

Bulling. Mafter Hume , we arc therefore provided :

will her Ladifliip behold and hear our Exorcifmes ?

Hume, r, what elfe ? fear you not her courage.

Bulling. I have heard her reported to be a Woman of

an mvinciblefpirit: but it Oiall be convenient , Mafter

Hume , that you be by her aloft , while we be bufic be-

low ; and fo I pray you go in God's Namc,and leave us.

Exit Hume.

Mother Jordan , be you proftratc , and grovel on the

Earth ; JohnSouthmellmd you,and let us to our work.

Enter EUanor aloft.

Elian. Well faid, my Mafters, and welcome all: To
this gecr, the fooner the better.

Bui. Paticnce,good L3dy,Wizards know their times

:

Deep Night, dark Night, the filcnt of thcNighr,

The time of Night when Troy was fet on fire.

The times when Screech-owls cry, and Bandogs howle ;

And Spirits walk, and Ghofts break up their Graves

:

That time fits beft the work we have in hand.

Madam, fit you, and fearnot ; whom we raifc,

Wcwtli make faft within a hallow'd Verge.

Here doe the Ceremonies helongifig^ad make the Circle^

Bullinghrook^ or Southr^U reads , Conjuro tc, &C.

h Thunders and Lightens terribly

:

then the Spirit rifeth.

Spirit. j4dfum.

fvitcb. Afmath , by the eternal Go^,
Whole name and power thou trembleft at,

Anfwcrthat I ask : for till thou fpeak,

Thou (halt not pafs from hence.

Spirit. Ask what thou wilt ; that I had faid, and

done.

Bulling. Firft of the King : What fhall of him be-

come ?

Spirit. The Duke yetlives, that Henry fliall dcpofe :

But him ouc-li vr, and dye a violent death.

Bull. What Fates await the Duke of Sujfolk.i

Spirit. By Water fhall he dye, and take his end.

Bull. What fhall befall the Duke of Somerfet ?

Spirit. Let him (hun Callles.

Safer (hall he be upon the fandie Plaines,

Then where Caftles mounted (tand.

Have done, fot more I hatdly c^n endure.

Bull. E>efcend toDaiktvcfs, and the baming Lake :

Falfc fiend avoid.

Thunder and Ltghnlng. Exit Spirit.

Enter the Dukj of Tort^ , and the Duke of BuckjHgh*i»

vtiih thtir Guard, and breaks in.

Torl^Lij hands upon thefe Traytors, and their tra(h :

Beldame I think we watcht you at an inch.

What Madam, are you there/the King and Common-
Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains

;

(wealc

My Lord Protestor will, I doubt it not,

See you well guerdon'd for thefe good defcrts,

£lian. Not half fo bad as thine to England's King,
Injurious Duke,that threaten'ft where's no caufe.

Buck^. True Madam , none at all : what call you this?

Away with them , let them be clapt up dofe.

And kept afunder: you Madam fliall with us,

Stafford take her to thee.

We'll fee your Trinkets here all forth-comming.

All away. Exit.

Torkj Lord Buckingham^ me thinks you watcht her

A pretty Plot, well chofen to build upon. (well.

Now pray my Lord, let fee the Devil's Writ.

What have we here ? Reads,

The "Duke yet lives, that Henryfhall depofe :

But him out-live, and dye a violent death.

Why this is juft; cy4io t/£aeidc Romanes vliicere pof^e.

Well, to the reft :

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk^}

By tVater (hall he dye, and takj hie end.

What (hall betide the Duke oi Sonurfet f

Let him (hun Caflles,

Safer (hall he he upon thefandie Plaines^

Then where Cables mountedfland.

Come, come, my Lords,

Thefe Oracles are hardly attained.

And hardly underftood.

The King is now in progrefte towards Saint Atbant
^

With him, the husband of this lovely Lady

:

Thither goes thefe Newes,

As faft as horfe can carry them :

A forry brcakfaft for my Lord Prottdor.

Buc. Your Grace fhall give me leave,my Lord of 7"flr;^,

To be the Pofte, in hope of his reward.

Torkj At your pleafurc, my good Lord.

Who's within there, hoc .'

Enter a Serving-man.

Invite my Lords oiSaltsbury and tVarwick^

To fup with me to nwrrow Night, Away.

Exeunt.

Enter the King
,
Queen , ProttEler^ Cardinal, and

Sufolk^^with Faulkjtrs bollamng^

Queer. Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook,

I faw not better fport thefe feven year's day
;

Yet by your leave , the winde was very high.

And ten to one, old Joan had not gone out.

King. But what a point, my Lord,your Faulcon made,

And what a pitch fheflew above the reft :

To fee how God in all his Creatures works.

Yea Man and Birds are fain of climbing high.

Suff. No marvel, and it like your Majcfty,

My Lord PoteAor's Hawks do towre fo well,

They know their Mafter loves to be aloft.

And bears his thoughts above his Faulcon "s Pitch.

Glo^. My Lord, 'ris but a bafe ignoble minde,

That mounts no higher then a Birdcaa foar.

Q^q Card.
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Card. I thought as much, he would be above the

Clouds.

Gloji. I my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that ?

Were it not good your Grace could flie to Heaven ?

King, ThcTreafuryof everlafting Joy.

Card. Thy heaven is on Eartb,thinc Eyes and Thoughts

Beat on a Crown, the Trcafure of thy heart.

Pernicious Protedior, dangerous Peer,

That fmooth'ft it fo with King and Commonweal.

Gloji. What Cardinal ?

Is your Prieft-hood grown peremptory ?

Tauttne aitimis ^ale^ihus irx. Church-men fo hot .?

Good Uncle hidefuch Malice:

With fuch Holinefs can you do it ?

Snjf. No malice Sir, no more then well becomes

So good a Quarrel, and fo bad a. Peer.

GlaJ}, As who , my Lord ?

Suff'. Why, ns you, my Lord,

An't like your lordly Lords Prote£lorfliip.

G/oJf, Why Sufolk., England knows thine infolence.

Queen, And thy Ambition, Glofltr.

King, I prechec peace, good Queen,

And whet not on thefe too-too-furious Peers,

For bleffed are the Peace-makcvi on Earth

Card, Lee me be bicffcd for the Peace I make
Againfi this proud Proteftor with my Sword.

Glofi. Faith holy Uncle, would't were come to that.

Car. Marry, when thou dai'ft.

Clo^. Make up no faftious numbers for the matter,

In thine own perlon anfwer thy abtifc.

Card. I, where thou dar'ft not peep

:

And if thou dar'ft , this Evening,

On the Eaft fide of the Grove.

King. How now,my Lords ?

Card. Believe me, Coufin GloFlery

Had not your man put up the Foul fo fuddenly,

We had had more fport.

Come with thy two-hand Sword.

Ghfl. True Uncle, are ye advis'd }

The Eaft fide of the Grove :

Cardinal, I am with you.

King Why how now. Uncle Glofter ?

^lofi. Talking of Hawking ; nothing elfe, my Lord,
Now by Gods Mother, Prieft,

rie fhavc your Crowne for this.

Or all my Fence (hall fail.

Car . Mtdtce teiffum, Protedlor fee to' t well
,
proteft

your fclf.

King. The Winds grow high,

So do your Stomacks Lords

:

How irkfomt is this Mufick to my heart ?

When fuch Strings jarre, what hope of Harmony ?

I pray my Lords let me compound this ftrife.

Enter one crj/ing a (Jliiracle.

Glofi. What means this noife ?

Fellow, what Miracle do'ft thou proclaim ?

One. A Miracle,a Miracle.

Sttfolk.. Come to the King , and tell him what Mi-
rade.

One. Forfooth, a blind man at Saint Alhans Shrine,

Within this half hour hath receiv'd his fight,

A man that ne're faw in his life before.

JC/wf.Now God be prais'd, that to believing Soules

GivesLighc inDarknefs, Comfort in Defpau.

Enter the Major of Saint Albans^ and hit

Brethren^bearwg the man betrteen

two in a Chair,

Card. Here comes the Towns-men on proceffion

,

To piefent your Highnefs with the man.
King. Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale,

Although by his fight bis fin be multiplyed.

GUfi.Sund by, my Matters , bring him near the King,
His Highnefs pleafurc is to talk with him.

King. Good-fellow, tell us here the circumftancc.
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord.

What, haft thou been long blind, and now reftor'd ?

Sirup, Born blind, and't pleafe your Grace,
fvife. I indeed was he.

Suff". What Woman is this ?

W//V. His Wife, and't like your Wotlhip.

Gltfi. Had'ft thou been his Mother , thou could'ft

have better told.

King, Where wert thou born ?

Simpc. At Barwick in the North, and'c like your
Grace.

King. Poor foul

,

God's goodnefs hath been great to thee:

Let never Day or Night unhallowed pafs.

But ftill remember what the Lord hath done.

Queen. Tell me, good-fellow,

Cam'ft thou here by Chance,or of Devotion,

To this holy Shrine ?

Simpc. God knows of pure Devotion,

Being call'd a hundred times, and oftner.

In my fleep, by good Saint Alban :

Who faid ; Simon^ come : come offer at my Shtme

,

And I will help thee.

ivife, Mofttrue, forfooth:

And many a time and oft my felf have heard a Voice
,

To call him fo.

Card. What, art thou lame ?

simp, I, God Almighty help me.

Stiff. How cam'ft thou fo ?

Simp, A fall offa Tree.

pvife. A Plum-tree, Ma fter.

(jlofi. How long haft thou been blind ?

Simpc. O born fo, Mafter.

Gloji. What, and would'ft climb a Tree ?
Sirnpc. But that in all my life, when I was a youth.

H^ife, Too true ,and bought his climbing very dear.

Glofi. 'Mafs, thou lov'dft Plummcs well, that would'ft

venture fo.

Simp, Alas, good Mafter, my Wife defired fome
Damfons, and made me climb. With danger of my
Life.

Glofi. A fubti! Knave, but yet it ftiall not fervc :

Let me fee thine Eyes ; wink now, now open them,
In my opinion , yet thou feefl not well.

Simpc. Yes Mafter, clear as day, I thank God and
Saint Alhan.

Glofi. Say 'ft thou me fo : what Colour i$ this Cloak
of.'

Simpc. Red Mafter, Red as bloud.

Glofi. Why that's well faid: What Colour is my
Gown of ?

Simpc. Black forfooth, Coal-black, as Jet-

King. Why then , thou know'ft what Colcur Jet is

of >

Suff, And yet I think. Jet he did never fee.

Glofi.
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Glojl, Bu: Cloakcs and Gowncs, before this day , a

many.

ivtfe. Never before this day, in all his life.

Cloft. I'cll mc Sirrha, what's my Name ?

Simpc, Alas Ma fter, I know nor

GloU, VVliat's his Name ?

Simpc. I know no:.

G/oft. Nor his ?

Simpc. No indeed, Mafler.

Gloft. What's thine own Name ?

Simpc.SaKttdcr Simpcoxe^ and if it pfcafc you, Maftcr.

(jlojt. Then 54«»</fr, fie there,

The lying'(t Knave in Chriftendomc.

If thou had (| been born blind.

Thou might'ft as well have known all our Names,

As thus to name the fcveral Colours we do wear.

Sight may diftinguifh Colours :

But fuddenly to nominate them all,

Ic is impolTible.

My Lords, Sain: Alban here hath done a Miracle :

And would ye not think it, Cunning to be great,

That could reftore thiS Cripple to his Lrggcs again ?

Simpc. O Mafter , that you could ?

Ghp. My Maftcrs ci Sain: Albant.,

Have yoanoc Beadles in your Town ,

And things call'd Whippes ?

Mayor. Yes, my Lords, if it pleafe your Grace.

G/o/?, Then fend for one prcfently.

Mtyor. Sirrha, go fetch the Beadle hitha ftraight.

Exit.

Gtojl. Now fetch me a Stool hither by and by.

Now Sirrha , if you mean to fave yourfelf from Whip-

ping, leap n-,c over this Stool, and run away.

Simpc. Alas Maftcr, I am nof able to ftand alone

:

You go about to torture me in vam.

Enter a Beadle with fVhipfes.

Glofi. Well Si r , we muft ha ve you find you r Lcgges.

Sirrha Beadle , whip him 'till he leap uver that fame

Stool.

Bead. I will, my Lord,

Comeon Sirrha, otf with your Doublet, quickly.

Simpc. Alas Maftcr , what rhall I do ? I am notable

to ftand.

jifter the Beadle hath hit him oncCy he leaps over

the Stool y and rttKuesaway : and they

foUitVy and cry , A Miracle.

King. O God, feeft thou this, and bearcft fo long ;

Queen. It made me laugh, to fee the Villain run,

Glojt. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away,
W'vyv. Alas Sir, we did it for pure need.

GloJl. Let him be whipt through every Market Town
*TilJ they come to Barwick, from whence they came.

exit.

Card. Duke Hitmfrey ha's done a Miracle to day.

Suff. True, made the Lame to leap, and flie away.

Glojt. But you have done more Miracles then I :

You made in a day, my Lord, whole Town* to flie.

CnTer Buckingham.

K'tn^. What Tidings with our Coufin SHckjngbati?

Buckj Such as my hear: doth tremble to unfold :

A fort of naughty perfons,.lcwd ly bent,

Under the Countenance and Confederacy

Of Lady ^/M«»r,thc ProtC(5lor's wife.

The Rin^-lcader and head of all [his Roue,

Have pradtis'ddangcroufly againftyour State,

Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers,

Whom wc have apprciiendcd in the Faft,

Raifing up wicked Spirits from under ground,

Demanding of King !Ienrie\ Life and Deatl.,

And other of your Highncfs Privy Councel,

As more at large your Giace fhall underftand.

Card. And fo my Lord Proteflor, by this means
Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at London.
1 his ncwesi think hathturnd your Weapon's edge ;

'Tislike,my Lord, you will not keep your hour.

C7/tf/?,Ambitious Church-man,Ieave toafflift my hear:

:

Sorrow and griefhavcvanquifht all my powers;

And vanquiiht as I am, I yield to thee,

Or to the meanett Grocm.
King. O God,what mifchicfs work the wicked ones ?

Heaping confufion on their own heads thereby.

Queen. GloJler^ fee here the Taindture of thy Ncft,

And look thy felf be faultlcfs , thou wert bcft.

Gloji, Madam, for my felf, to heaven I do appeal.

How I have lov'd my King, and Common-weal

:

And for my Wife, I know not how it ftands.

Sorry am I tobear, what I have heard.

Noble (he is : but if Ihe have forgot

Honour and Virtue, and convers't with fuch.

As like to Pitch, defile Nobility ;

I banirti her my Bed, and Company,
And give her as a Prey to Law and Shame,
That hath dis-honourcd G/B/?rr's honcft name.

King. Well, for this Night we will rcpofe ushere

:

To monow toward London, back again.

To look into this Bufinefs thorowly

,

And call thefe foul OfFcndorsto their anfweri

;

And poife the Caufe in Juftice equal Scales
,

Whofe Beam ftands fure, whoferightfuUaufe prevaib.

Exeunt.

Enter Tirl^^ Saliihury^ and iVarwlckj.

J'cri^.Now my good \.o\Aioi Salisbury and fVarmlck^

Our fimplc Supper ended, give me leave.

In this dofe Walk, to fatisne my felf.

In craving your opinion ofmy Title,

Which is infallible to England's Crown,
Salish. My Lord, I long to hear it thus at full.

Warw. Sweet Tar;^ begin : and if thy clainvbc good.

The NevtUs are thy Subjcds to command.
Tork^ Then thus

:

Edrvard the third, my Lords, had fevcn Sonnes :

The firft, E</»<trJthe Black-Princc, Prince of Wales;

The fecond, ivlUlam of Hatfield ; and the third,

L/»w/,Duke oi Clarence : next to whom,
WiSJohn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaffer ;

The fifth, was Edward Laegley^ Duke of Tork^;

The CmhyThomas of tVoodpck^, Duke of Gloftcr^

pylUlari oUylndfor^ was the fcventh, and laft.

Edward the Black-Princc dyed before his Father,

And left behind him ^/cA4r</, his 0T\ly Son,

Who after Edward the third's death ,raign'd King,

'Till Henry BuJlingtrooli,DMkeoi Lancajfer
,

The cWeft Son and Heir of John of Gaunt,

Crovyn'd by the Name of Henry the fourth,

Se\fd on the Realm, depos'd the rightfull King,

Sent his poor Queen to France , from whence (he came,

Q^q I And
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And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know,
Harmlcfs King Richard was nurthered craitcroafly.

fVarw. Father, the Duke hath told the truth ;

Thus got the Houfc of Lancajltr the Crown.
Teri^Which now they hold by force, and not by right:

For Richard^ the fii ft Sonnes Heir, being dead,

The iflue of the next Son (hould have rcign'd.

Salis. But William of Hatfield dyed without an Heir.

Torl^. The third Son, Duke oiClareuce^

From whofe Line I claim the Crown,
Had ifiue Phlllpy a Daughter,

Who married Edmond m^artimer^ Earl of March :

Edmond had ifluc, Roger Earl of March ;

Roger had iflue, Ed/nond, uinne^ and EliMnor.

Salis, This Edmond, in the Reign oiBuUlngbrock
,

As I have read, laid claime unto the Crown

,

And,butfor Owen Glendour^hzii been King ;

Who kept him in Captivity, till he dyed.

But, to the reft.

Torkj His cldctt Sifter, jdnnCy

My Mother, being Heir unto the Crown,

Married Richard, Earl of Cambridge^

Who was to Edmond Langlej,

Edvfard the thud's fife Son's fon

;

By her I claim the Kingdome :

She then was Hdr to Roger, Earl of March,

Who was the Son oi Edmond Mortimer

^

Who married Philtf, fole Daughter

Unto Lyouel,Duksoi ^larence.

So, if the ifllie of the elder Son

Succeed before the younger,! am King.

JVarv, What plain proceeding is more plain then this?

W;«r;i doth claim the Crown from J«/i« ofGaunt,

The fourth Son, r^riS^ claims it from the third :

'Till Lyo»tl's\^\K faik,his fliould not Reign.

It fails not yet, butflourifhesinthee,

And in thy Sonnes, fair Hips of fuch a Stock,

Then Father SaHsburj, kneel we together,

And in this private Plot be we the nrft,

That fhall falute ourrightfull Soveraign

With honour of his Birth-right to the Crown.
'Both. Long live our Soveraign ^iVA<tr<<, 1ngUni%

King.

Tork^ We thank you Lords

:

But I am not your King, 'till 1 be Crown'd,
And that my Sword be ftain'd

With heart-bloud of the Houfc of Lancajier :

And that's not fuddenly to be perform'd,

But with advice and Clent fecrecy.

Do you as I do in thefc dangerous dayes,

Wink at the Duke of 5«jf(»/i^ s infolence.

At BeaKford's Pride , at Somerfet's ambition,

At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them,

'Till they have fnar'd the Shepheard of the Flockj

That Virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humfrej .

'Tis that they feek ; and they, in fecking that.

Shall find their deaths, if Torkjan prophefie.

Salub. My Lord , break v«c oft ; we knovv your

mind at full.

IVartv. My heart affures mc, that the Earl oitVarmck^
Shall one day make the Dukeof 7'oi^a King.

Tork.. And Nevil, this I do aflure my fclf.

Richard ftiall live to make the Earl oifVarmck,
Thegreateft man in England^ but the King.

BjtttHtt.

Sound Trumpets. Enter the King and State
vfith Guard, to banifh the

Dufheji.

King. Stand forth Dame Elianor Cobham.
GlofierhWiic:

In fight of God,and us, your guilt i; great.

Receive the fentence of the Law for fin,

Such as by God's Book are adjudg'd to death.

You four from hence to Prifon, back again

From thence, unto the place of Execution ;

The \N\r.cWmSmithfield(hi\\ be burnt toafhes,

And you three ftiall beftrangled on the Gallows,
You Madam, for you are more Nobly born,

Defpoilcd of your Honour in your life.

Shall, after three days open Penance done,

Live in your Countrey here, in Baniftiment,

With Sir J<7A» Stanlj, in the He of Man.
Elian. Welcome is Banifliraent , welcome were my

Death.

Gloft. Eliauor , the Law thou feeft hath judged thee,

I cannot juftifie whom the Law condemns.

Mines eyes arc full ofteares, my heart of grief.

Ah /f«w/><'^,thisdiftionour in thine age,

Will bring thy head with forrow to the ground,

I befeech your Majcfty give me leave to goe

;

Sorrow would folacc ,and mine Agt would ccafc,

Xi/»^, Say HumfrejtyDiiktoiGlofterf
E're thou go, give up thy Staff,

i/^wr^will to himfelf Proteftor be,

And God ftiall be my hope, my ftay, my guide,

And lanthom to my fen :

And go in peace, Hun^rey, no lefs bclov'd.

Then when thou wert Protedor to thy King.

Queen. I fee no reafon, why a King of yeares

Should be to be protected like a Child ;

God and King //f»r^ govern England's Realm :

Give up your Staff, Sir, and the King his Realm.

Gloji. My Staff? Here, Noble Hwr;-, is my Soff

:

As willingly do I the fame refign.

As e're thy Father Henry made it mine;
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it.

As others would ambitioufly receive it.

Farewell good King : when I am dead and gone

,

May honourable Peace attend thy Throne.

Exit Cloiter.

Qiiee.VJ\\y now is Henry King,and Margaret Queen,
And Humfrej, Duke of Glofler , fcarce himfclf.

That bears fo ftircwd a maim : two Pulls at once

;

His Lady baniftit, and a limb lopt off,

This Staffof Honour raught, there let it ftand,

Where brft it fits to be,in Henrle's hand,

Suf. Thus droops this lofty Pine,and hangs his fprayes.

Thus Elianor's Pride dyes in her younger dayes.

Torkj Lords, let himgo. Pleafe it your Majefty,

This is the day appointed for the Combat,
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant,

The Armourer and his Man, to enter the Lifts

,

So pleafe your Highnefsto behold the fight.

Queen. I, good my Lord : for purpofely therefore

Left I the Court, to fee this Quarrel try'd.

Kin^. A God'sName fee the Lifts and all things fit.

Here let them end it, and God defend the right.

Terk^ I never faw a fellow worfebeftead.

Or more afraid to fight, then is the Appellant,

The fervant ^this Armourer, my Lords.

Enter I
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Enter at one 'Door the Armourer and his Neighbours,

drinking to him fo mMch^that he it dru^.k,; and hee».

tert with a Drumme before him , and his Staff with a

Sand.baq; fapned to it : and at the other "Door hu

Man, mth a Drumme and Sand-bag , and Prentices

drinking to him,

1. Neighbour. Were Neighbour Horner , I drihk to

you in a Cup of Sack ; and fear not Neighbour, you Ihall

do well enough,

2. Neighbour. And here Neighbour, here's a Cup of

Charneco.

3. Neighbour. And here's a Pot of good Doublc-

Becr Neighbour : drink, and fear not your Man.

Armourer. Let ic come yfaith , and Tie pledge you

ail, and a figge for Peter.

I . Pren. Here Peter yl drink to thee , and be not a-

fraid.

a . Pren. Be merry Ttter , and fear not thy Mafter

;

Figh: for the credit of the Prentices.

^Peter. 1 tliank you all : drink, and pray for mc,I pray

you , for 1 think I Iwve taken my laft Draught in this

World. Here Robin, and if I dye, I give thee my Aporn;

and will, thou fhalt have my Hammer : and here Tom,

take all the Money that I have. O Lord blefs me , I pray

God , for I am never able to deal with my Maftcr , he

hath karnt fomuch to fence already.

Satis. Come, leave your drinking , and fall to blowes,

Sirrha, u'hat's thy Nime ?

Peter. *Peter forfooch.

Salis. Peter ? what more }

Peter. Thump.
Sain. Thump ? Then fee thou thump thy Mafler

well.

Armourer. Mafters, I am come hither as it were upon

my Man's inftigation,to prove him a Knave , and my lelf

an honefl man : and touching the Duke oiTork^ , I will

take my death, I never meant him any ill , nor the King,

nor the Queen , and therefore Peter have at thee with a

down-right blow.

7'or^.Difpatch,this Knaves tongue begins to double.

Sound Trumpets , Alarum to the Combatants.
Theyfight, and Peter firikjs him down.

tArmourer. Hgid Peter , hold , I confcfs , I confcfs

Treafon.

Torkj. Take away his Weapon : Fellow thank God,
and the good Wine in tHy Mafter's way.

Peter. O God, have 1 overcome mine Encmie in this

prefcnce .? O Peter, thou halt prevail'd in right.

King. Goe, take hence that Tray tor from our fight,

For by his death we do perceive his guilt.

And God in Juftice hath revcal'd to us

The truth and innocence of this poor fellow.

Which he had thought to have murther'd wrongfully.
Come fellow , follow us for thy Reward. Exeunt.

Enter Duke TJumfrej and his Men
inJUourning Cloaks,

Glofi. Thusfometimcs hath the brighteft day a Cloud
And after Summer, evermore fucceeds

Barren Winter, with his wrathfull nipping Cold

;

So Cares and Joyes abound, asSeafons fleet.

Sirs, what's a Clock ?

Serv. Ten, my Lord.-

\

Glofi, Ten is the hour that was appointed me.

To watch the coming of my pimillit Duchefs ;

Unneath may flic endure the Flinty Streets,

To tread them with iicr tender- feeling feet.

Sweet Nell, ill can thy Noble Mmd a-brook

The abjeft People, gazing on thy face,

With envious Looks ftill lauglung at thy flwmc,

Thatcrft did follow thy proud Chariot-Wheels,

When thou didli lide in triumph through the ftiectJ,

But foft, I tjiink flie conies, and Tie prepare

My tear-flain'd eyes, to fee her Miferics.

Enter the Duchefs in a white Sheet., and a Taper

burningitt her hand, with the Sheriff

and Officers.

Serv, So pleafc vour Grace , we'll take her from the

Sheriff.

Glefier. No , ftirrc not for your lives , let her pafTe

Elian, Come you,my Lord, to fee ray open fliame ?

Now thou do'ft Penance too. Look how they gaze,

Sec how the giddy multitude do point.

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee.

Ah GUfiery hide thee from their hateful! looks,

And in thy Clofet pent up, rue my fhame.

And bannc thine Enemies, both mine and thine.

Giofi, Be patient
,
gentle NeU, forget this grief.

Elian. Ah G/offer, teach me to forget my felf

:

Forwhileft I think I am thy married Wife,

And thou a Prince, Protestor of this Land

:

Me thinks I fhould not thusbc led along,

Mai I'd up in (liame, with Papers on my back,

AndfoUow'd with a Rabble, that rejoyce

To fee my tears, and hear my deep-fet groans.

The ruthlefs Flint doth cut my tender feet.

And when I ftart, the envious people laugh,

And bid me beadvifcd how I tread.

Ah Humfrey, can I bear this lliameful yoak ?

Troweft thou, thaf c'rel'lc look upon the World

,

Or count them happy, that enjoy cs the Sun ?

No : Dark fliall be my Light, and Night my Day.
To think upon my Pomp, mall be my Hell,

Sometime Tie fay, 1 am Duke Humfrey'i Wife,
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land :

Yet fo he Rul'd, and fuch a Prince he was.

As he flood by, whileft I, his forlorn Duchefs,

Was made a wonder , and a pointing ftock.

To every idle Rafcal follower.

But be thou mild, and bluflinotat my fhame,

Nor ftir at nothing, till the Axe of Death
Hang over thee, as fure it (hortly will.

For Suffolk., he that can do all in all

With her, that hatcth thee,and hates usall,

And Torkj) and impious Beauford,t\\it falfe Prieft,

Have all lym'd Bullies to betray thy WingJ,
And flie thou how thou canft, thcy'lc tangle thee.

But fear not thou, until thy foot be fnar'(3.

Nor ever feek prevention of thy foes,

Glofi. Ah Nell, forbear : thou aimeft all awry.
I muft offend, before 1 bcaitainted :

And had I twenty times fo many foes.

And each of them had twenty ymes their power, '

All thefc C6uld not procure me any fcathe.

So long as I am loyal, trtie, and airaelefs.

Would'ft have me refcuc thee from this Reproach f

aq ? Why
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Why y« thy fcandal were not wip'c away

But I in danger for the breach of Law,

Thy greateft help is quiet, gentle Nell .•

I pray thee fort thy heart to patience,

Thefefcvv dgycs wonder will be quickly worn.

Enter a Herald.

Her. I fummon your Grace to his Majefties Parliament

Holden at5Kr;,:hefirftof this next Moneth,

Ghft. And my cOnfent ne're ask'd herein before ?

This is clofe dealing. Well , I will be there.

My iVf//, I take my leave; and Maftcr Sheriff,

Let not her Penance exceed the King's CommilHon.

Sher. And't pleafc your Grace , here my Commiflion

And Sir John Stunly is appointed now

,

(ftayes

:

To take her with him to the He ofMan.

G/»/. Muft you. Sir J<»A«, proted my Lady here ?

StAnly. So am I given in charge, may't pleafc your

Grace,

Glofi. Entreat her not the worfe, in that I pray

You ufe her well : the World may laugh again.

And I may live to do you kindnefs, if you do it her.

And fo Sir "john^ farewell.

Elian. What ,
gone my Lord , and bid me not fare-

well ?

aiofi. Witnefs my tearcs, I cannot flay to fpeak.

Sxit GloBer.

Elian, Art thou gone too ? all comfort go with thee,

For none abides with me : my Joy, is Death :

Death, at whofeName I oft have been afear'd,

Becaufe I wifh'd this World's eternity.

Stanly^ I prethccgoe, and take me hence,

I care not whither, for I beg no favour

;

Only convey me where thou art commanded,
Stan. Why, Madam, that is to the He of Man,

There to be us'd according to your State.

Elian. That's bad enongb, for I am but reproach r

And (hall I then be us'd reproachfully ?

StitH, Like to a Duchefs, and Duke Humfrfs Lady,

According to that State you ftall be us'd.

Slian. Sheriff farewell, and better then I fare.

Although thou haft been Conduft ofmy fhamc,

Sher, Itismy Office, and Madam pardon me.
Elian, I, I, farewell, thy Office is difcharg'd ;

Come Stanley, fliall we-goe *

Stan. Madam, your Penance done.

Throw off this Sheet

,

And goe we to attire you for our Journey.
Elian. My fhame will not be fliifted wich my Sheet ;

No, it will hang upon my richeft Robes,
And fhew it felf, attire me how I can.

Goe, lead the way , I long to fee my Prifon. Sxennt

E^nter Kin^, Queen, ^ardinal, Stifoll^, "^ork.-,

Buck^in£ham,Saliii>ury, and Warwick^,

to the Parliament.

King. I mufe my Lord of Glojier is not come

:

'Tis not his wont to bethchindmoftman,
What e'rc occafion keeps him from us now,

Qtteen. Can younot fee ? or will ye not obfervc
The ftrangenefs of his alter'd Countenance ?

With what a Majefty he beares himfclf.

How infolent of late he is become.
How proud, how peremptory, and unlike himfclf.

We know the time lince he was milde and affable.

And if we did but glance a far-off Look,
Immediately he was upon his Ktiee,

That all the Court admir'd him for fubmiffion.

But meet him now, and be it in the Mom

,

When every one will give the time of day.

He knits his Brow, and fhews an angry Eye

,

And paffeth by with ftiff unbowed Knee,

Difdaining duty that to us belongs.

Small Curres are not regarded when they grin,

But great men tremble when the Lyon roars.

And Humfrej is no littleMan in England.

Firft note, that he is near you in defcenr,

Andiliould you fall, he is the next will mount.

Me feemeth then, it is no Policy,

Refpe£ting what a rancorous mind he bears,

And his advantage following your deceafe.

That he fhould come about your Royal Perfon,

Or be admitted to yourHighnefs councel.

By flattery hath he won the Commons hearts

:

And when he pleafe to make Commotion,
'Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him.

Now 'tis the Spring, and Weeds are fhallow-rooted
,

Suffer them now, and they'll o're-grow the Garden,
And choak the Herbs for want of husbandry,
The reverent care I bear unto my Lordj

Made me collect thefe dangers in the Duke.
If it be fond , call it a Woman's fear :

Which fear, if better Reafons canfupplant,

I will fubfcribe,and fay I wrong'd the I>ukc.

My l.ordoi Suffolk.^, Buckingham ^^nA Torkj.

Reprove my allegation, ifyou can,

Or elfe conclude my words effcdhial.

Suf. Well hath your Highnefs feen into this Duke

:

And had I firft been put to fpeak my mind,

I think I fhould have told your Graces Tale.

The Duchefs, by his fubornation.

Upon my Life began her devillidi praflifcs

:

Orif he were not privy to thofe Faults,

Yet by leputingof his high defcenr,

As next the King, he was fucceffivc Heir,

And fuch high vaunts of his Nobility,

Did infligatc the Bedlam brain-fick Duchefs,

By wicked means to frame our Soveraign's fall.

Smooth runs the Water where the Brook is deep,

And in hisfimple fhcw he harbours Treafon.

The Fox barks not, when he would fteal the Lamb.
No, no, my Soveraign, Glojier is a man
Unfounded yet, and full of deep deceit.

Card. Did he not, contrary to form of Law,

Devife firange deaths, for fmall offences done ?

Tork.. And did he not, in hisProteftorfhip,

Levy great fummes ofMoney through the Realm,

For Souldieis pay in France, and never fcnt it ,?

By means whereof the Towns each day revolted.

Buck. Tut, thefe are petty faults to faults unknown,

Which time will bring to light in fmoothDuke Humfrey.

King. My Lords at once : the care you have of us^

To mow down Thorns that would annoy our Foot,

Is worthy praife : but fhall I fpeakimy confcience,

OurKinfman Glojier is as innocent.

From meaning Treafon to our Royal Perfon,

As is the fucking Lamb, or harmlefs Dov« :

The Duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given,

To dream on evil, or to work my downfall,

^«f.Ah what's more dangerous,then this fond affiance?

Seems he a Dove ? his feathers are but borrow'd

For he's difpofed as the hatcfull Raven.

Is he a Lamb ? his Skin is furely lent him.

For
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For he's enclin'd as is the ravenous Wolves

Who cannot ftcal a (liapc, that means deceit ?

Take heed, my Lord , the welfare of us all

,

Hangs on the cuctmg fliort that fraudfull man.

Enter Somerftt.

Sam, All health unco my gracious Soveraign.

King. Welcome Lord Somerfet : What Newes from

France ?

Som. That aU your Intereft in thofc Territories,

Is utccrlv bciefc you : all is loft.

Kin_^'. Cold Newes , Lord 5«»«<rr/(rr • but God's will

be done.

rorl(^. Cold New« for me: for I had hope of France,

As firmly as I hope for fertile England.

Thus are my Bloffoms blarted in the Bad,

And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away :

But I ^^fiIl remedy this gearc e're long,

Or fell my Title for a glorious Grave.

Enter Gloeejler,

Ghcef}-. All happinefs unto my Lord the King :

Pardon, my Liege, that T have ftay'd fo long,

Sttff. Nay C/oyPfr^Vnowthatthouart come too foon,

Unlefs thou wer'r more loyal then thou art :

I do arrcft thee ot hi^h Treafon here.

gUji.Wcll Siifolk,, yet thou (halt not fee mc blufti,

Nor change nry Countenance for this Arrcft:

A heart unfpotted, is not eafily daunted.

The pureft Spring is not fo free from mud,

As I am dear from Treafon to my Soveraign.

Who can accufe me ? wherein am I guilty >

Tork^ 'Tis thought, my Lord,

That you took Bribes of France,

And being Protestor, ftay'd the Souldierspay,

By means whereof, his Highncfshath loft France.

Glolt. Is it but thought fo ?

What are they that think it?

I never rob'd the Souldiers of their pay,

Nor ever had one penny Bribe from France.

So help me God, as I have watcht the Night,

I, Night by Night, in ftudying good for England.

That Doit that e're I wrefted from the King,

Or any Groat I hoorded to my ufe,

Be brought againft me at my Trial day.

No ! many a Pound of mine own proper ftore,

Becaufe I would not tax the needy Commons,
Have I difpurfed to theGarrifons,

And never ask'd for reftitution.

Card. Itferves you well, my Lord, to fay fo much,

Clofi. I fay no move then truth, fo help me God.
Tork^. In your Protedtorl'hip, you did devifc

Strange Tortures for Offenders, never heard of.

That England was defam'd by Tyranny.

giofl. Why 'tis well known , that whiles 1 was Pro-

Pitie was all the fault chat was in mc

:

(cedor,
For 1 ftiould melt at an Offender's teares,

And lowly \Aiordswere Ranfomefor their fault :

Unlefs it were a bloudy Miirtherer

,

Or foul felonious Thief, that fleec'd poor palfcngers,

I never gave them condign punifhment.
Murcher indeed, that bloudy fin, I tortur'd

Above the Felon, or what Trcfpafs elfc.

Sujf. My Lord,thcCe faults arc cafic,quickly anfwer'd :

But mightier Crimes arc lay'd unto your charge.

Whereof you cannot- eafily purge your felf.

I do arreft you in his Highnefj Name,
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal

To keep, until your further time of Tryal.

King. My Lord of Oiocejfer^ 'tis my fpccial hope ,

That you will clear your felffrom all fufpencc.

My Confciencc tells me you arc innocent.

GUfl. Ah gracious Lord , thefe daycs are dangerous :

Virtue is choak't with foul Ambiton,

And Charity chas'd hence by Rancour's hand ;

Foul Subornaxion is predominant.

And Equitic exifd your Highnefs Land,

I know, their Complot is to have my Life ;

And ifmy death might tnake this Iland happy.

And prove the Period of their Tyranny

,

I would expend it with all willmgnefs.

But mine is made the Prologue to their Play:

Forthoufands more, that yecfufpeft no peril.

Will not conclude their plotted Tragedy.

Beauford's red fparkling eyes blab his heart's malice.

And Sujfolk^s cloudy Brow his ftormy hate ;

Sharp Buckjngham unburthenswith his tongue.

The envious Load that lyesuponhis heart:

And dogged Tsrk_ , that reaches at the Moon,
Whofe over-wcening Arme I have pluckt back.

By falfc accufe doth level at my life.

And you, my Soveraign Lady, with the reft,

Caufelefshave lay'd difgraces on my head,

And with your beft endeavour havcftirr'd up

My liefeft Liege to be mine Enemy ;

I, ell of you have lay'd your heads together.

My felf had notice of your Conventicles,

And all to make away my guiklefs life.

I (liall not want falfc Wicnefs, to condemn me.

Nor ftore of Treafons, to augment my guilt

;

The ancient Proverb will be well effcaed,

A Staff is quickly found to beat a Dog.
Card. My Licge , his ratling is mcollerable.

If thofc that care to keep your Royal Pcrfon

From Treafon'sfecret Knife , and Traytor's Rage,

Be thus upbraided , chid, and rated at,

And the Offender granted fcopc of ipeech,

"Twill make them cool in zeal unto your Grace.

5«»jf-Hath henot twit our Soveraign Lady here

With Ignominious words, though Clarkly coucht ?

As if ftie had fuborned fome co fwcar

Falfc allegations, too'rethrow hisftatc.

Queen. But T can give the lofer leave to chide.

GloH: Far truer fpoke then meant : I lofe indeed,

Beftirew the winners, for they play 'd mc falfc.

And well fuch lofeis may have leave to fpeak.

Bnck^ He'll wrcft the fence, and hold us here all day.
Lord Cardinal, he is your Prifoncr.

Card. Sirs, cakes away the Duke, and guard him furr,

Glojt. Ah, thus King Henrj throws away his Crutch
Before his Legges be firm to bear his body,

Thus is the Shepheard beaten from thy fide.

And Wolves arc gnailing, who ftiall gnaw thee firft.

Ah that my fear were falfe, ah that it were ;

For opod King Henry, thy decay I fear. Exit Chctper.
King. My Lords, what to your wifdomes fecmcth beft.

Doe, or undot, as if Our felf were here.

QMeen. What , will your Highnefs leave the Parlia-
ment ?

King, t Afargaret : my heart is drown'd with grief,

Whofe floud begins to flow within mine eyes j

My body round engirt with mifery :

For
^
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For wha:'s more miferaWc then Difcontent ?

Ah Uncle Humfrej^ in thy fad face I. fee

The Map of Honour, Truth, and Loyalty:

And yet, good Humfrey^ is the hour to come.

That e're I prov'd thee falfe, or feat'd thy faith.

What lowring Star now envies thy cftate ?

That thefe great Lords, and Margaret our Q^ieen,

Do feek fubverlionof thy harmlefs Life.

Thou never did'ft them wrong, nor no man wrong :

And asthe Butcher takes away the Calf,

And binds the Wretch,and beats it when it ftrayes,

Bearing it to the bloudy Slaughter-houfe

;

Even fo remorlelefs have they borne him hence :

And as the Damme nins lowing up and down.

Looking the way her harmlefs young one went,

Andean do nought but wail hev Darlings lofs

;

Even fo my felf bewails good Glofter's cafe

With fad unhelpful! teares, and with dimn'd eyes

;

Loolc after him, and cannot do him good :

So mighty arc his vowed Enemies,

His fortunes I will weep, and twixt each groan.

Say, who's a Traytor ? Glojier he is none. Exit,

Queen. Free Lords

:

Cold Snow melts with the Sun's hot Beamcs

:

Henrjy my Lord, is cold in great Affairs,

Too full of foolifh pitie : and Gtefier's rtiew

Beguiles him, as the mournfull Crocodile

With forrow fnares relenting paflcngcrs
j

Or as the Snake, roll'd in a flowring Bank,

With lliining checkcr'd flough doth fting a Child,

That for the beauty thinks it excellent.

Believe me Lords, were none more wife then I,

And yet herein I judge my own Wit good
;

This (j/tf/?^r fhould be quickly tidthe World,
To rid us from the fear wc have ofhim.

Card. That he fhould dye, is worthy policy,

But yet we want a Colour for his death :

'Tis meet he be condemn'd by eourfe of Law.

Stiff. But in my mind, that were no policy :

The King will labour ftill to fave his Life,

The Commons haply rife, to fave his Life
j

And yet we have but trivial argument,

More then miltrull, that (hews him worthy death.

York^. So that by this
,
you would not have him dye,

Suff. All Tor^, no man alive, fo fain as I.

Tork^. 'Tis 7*0?-^ that hath more reafon for his death.

But my Lord Cardinal, and you my Lord of 5«j^fl/i^,

Say as you think , and fpeak it from your Soulcs

:

Wcr'tnot all one ,an empty Eagle were fet,

To guard the Chick from a hungry Kite,

As place Duke Humfrey for the King's Protcftor .?

Qiieen. So the poor Chicken iTiould be fure of death,

Suff. Madam 'tis true : and wer't not madnefs then
,

To make the Fox furveyor of the Fold ?

Who being accus'd a crafty Murtherer,

His guilt fhould be but idly poftcd over,

Becaufe his purpofe is not execuccd

.

No : let him dye, in that he is a Fox,

By nature prov'd an Enemy to the Flock,

Before his Chaps be ftain'd with Crimfon bloud,

As Humfrey prov'd by Reafons to my Liege.

And do not Hand on Quillets how to flay him :

Be it by Ginnes, by Snares, by Subtilty,

Sleeping, or Waking, 'tis no matter how,
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit.

Which mates him (irfl,that firft intends deceit.

Queen. Thrice noble Sufo/k., 'tis rcfolutcly fpokc,

Suff". Not icfolute, except fo much were done,

For things are often fpoke ,and feldomc meant.

But that my heart accordeth with my tongue.

Seeing the deed is meritorious,

And to prcferve my Sovcraign from his Foe

,

Say but the word, and I will be his Prieft.

^rfrrf.But I would have him dead,my Lord oiSujfolkj,

E're you can take due Orders for a Prieft :

Say you confent,and cenfure well the deed

,

And rie provide his Executioner,

I tender fo the fafety of my Liege,

Sujf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing.

Queen. And fo fay \.

Tork.. And I : and now wc three have fpoke it

,

It skills not greatly who impugnes our doom.

Enter a Pofle.

Pofi. Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amain,

To fignifie, that Rebels there are up.

And put the Engliflimen unto the Sword
;

Send Succours (Lords} and flop the Rage bctime,

Before the Wound do grow incurable ;

For being green, there is great hope of help.

Card. A Breach that craves a quick expedient Hop.

What counfel give you in this weighty caufc ?

York.. That Somerfet be fent a Regent thither :

'Tis meet the luckie Ruler be imploy'd,

Witncfs the fortune he hath had in France.

Son*. If T"*!-/^, with all his far-fet policy,

Had been the Regent there, in flead of me.

He never would havef^ay'd in France folong.

r«n^. No, not to lofe it all, as thou hafl done,

I rather would have loft my life betimes.

Then bring a burthen of dis.honour home.

By Haying there fo long, 'till all were loft.

Shew me one skar, chara<Sier'd on thy skin.

Men'sflefli preferv'd fo whole, do feldome win.
'

^««.Nay then, thisfpark will prove a raging fire,

If Wind and Fuel be brought, to feed it with :

No more, good York^; fvvect Somerfet be (iill.

Thy foitune , York^., had'ft thou been Regent there,

Might haply have prov'd far worfe then his.

York^. What, worfe then naught? nay, then a fhanie

takeall.

Somerfet. And in the number , thee , that wifheft

(hame.

Card. My Lord oiYork^., try what your fortune is,

Th'uncivil Kernes of Ireland are in ArmeSi

And temper Clay with bloud of Engliflimen,

To Ireland will you lead a Band ofmen,

Collc£led choicely, from each County fome.

And try your hap againfl the Iriflimcn ?

York,. I will, my LoMjfo pleafe hi:s Majefty.

Sujf. Why, our Authority is hisconfcnt.

And what we do elhblifh , he confirms

;

Then, Noble York, , take thou this Task in hand.

Tork_. I am content: Provide me Souldicis, Lords,

Whiles I take order for mine own affaires.

Suf. A charge. Lord York,, that Ivvill fee perform'd.

But now return we to the falfe Duke Humfrej.
Card, No more of him : for I will deal with him.

That henceforth he fhall trouble us no more :

And fo break off, the day is almoft fpent,

Lord Suffolk^, you and Imuft talk of thatevtnt,

r^r/tMy
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York. My Lord oiSuffolk^, within fourteen dayes

At BriUow I cxpcft my Souldicrs,

For thfie I'lcfhip dicniall for Ireland.

Snjf. lie fee u truly done, my Lord of Tcrk^. Sxennt.

Muhet Torkj

York.. Now York. , or never, ficcl thy fcarfull thoughts,

And change mifdoubt to rcfolution ;

Be that thou hop'it to be, or what thou art

;

Rcfion to death, it is not worth ih'cnjoying :

Let pafe-fac't fear keep with the mean-born man,

And find no harbour in a Royal heart.

Faftcr then Spring-time fhowres , comes thought on

And not a thought, but thinks on Dignity. ( thought,

My brain, more bufic then the labouring Spider,

Weaves tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies.

Well Nobles, well : 'dspolitickly done,

To fend me packing with an Hoaft of men :

I fear me, you but warm the ftarvcd Snake,

Whocherifh'tin your breafts, will fting your heart?,

'Twas Men I lack't, and you will give them mc

;

I uke it kindly : yet be well affur'd

,

You put rtiarp Weapons in a mad-man's hands.

Whites I in Ircla»d noUriili a mighty Band,

1 will ftic up in Sn^land fomc black Storm,

Shall blow ten thoufand Soules to heaven or hell

:

And this fell Tempelt Ihall not ceafe to rage.

Until the Golden Circuit on my head,

Like to the glorious Sun's tranfpa rent Beams,

Do calm the fury of this mad-bred Flawc.

And for a min liter of my intent,

I have fcduc'd a hcad-ftrong Kentifhman,

Joha Cade of ^(hfordy

To make Commotion, as full well he can,

Under the Title ofJeh» Mortimer.

In Ireland have I fcen this ftubborn Cait

Oppofe himfelf again a troop of Kernes,

And fought fo long, till that his thighes with Dans

Were almoft likeaiharp-quill'd Porpentine:

And in the end being refcucd,! hive feen

Him caper upright , like a wild Morifco,

Shaking the bloudy Darts, as he his Bells.

Full often, like a inag-hair'd crafty Kcrni

Hath ^hf converfcd with the Enemy,

And undifcover'd, come to nic again,

And given mc notice of their Villanies.

This devil here Hiall be my fubflitutc.

For that Jehn Mortimer^ which now is dead,

In face, in gate , in fpcech he doth refemble.

By this, I ihall perceive the Commons mind.

How they affc<f^ the Houfe and Claim of Tork^

Say he be taken, rack'c, and tortured
;

I know, no pain they can infli(ft upon him.

Will make him fay, I mov'd him to thofc Armes,

Say that he thrive, as 'tis great like he will,

Why then from IreUpd come I with my ftrengtb,

And reap the Harvcft which that Rafcal fow'd.

¥ot Humfrey being dead ,as hefliallbc.

And Henrj/ put a-part : the next for rae. Exit.

Enter tvto or three rHH»i»g over the Stage^from the

Mitrther of Duke Humfrtj.
I. Runto myLordof 5«/fa//^. Icthimknov?

We have difpatcht the Dukc,a$ he commanded.
a. Oh, that it were to doe ; what have wc done .'

I Did'll ever hear a man fo penitent ? Snter Suffolk..

1 . Here comes my Lord.

Sujf. Now Sirs, have you difpatcht this thing }

I. I, my good Lord, he's dead.

Sujf. Why thats well faid. Co
,
get you co my houfe,

I will reward you for this venuirous deed :

The King and all the Peers are here at hand.

Have you laid fair the Bed ? arc all things well.

According as I gave dircftions?

f . 'Tis, my good Lord.

SHJf. Away, be gone. Exeunt.

Enter the King , the Queen, Cardinal^Sujfoik,,

Somerfet^ mith Attendants.

King. Go call our Uncle to our prcfcncc ftraight

;

Say, we intend to try his Grace to day.

If he be guilty, as 'tis publifhed.

Sujf. rie call him prefently, my Noble Lord. Exit.

King. Lords take your places ; and I pray you all

Proceed no ftraiter 'gainft our Uncle Glofler^

Then from true evidence, ofgood cllcem,

He be approv'd in praSicc culpable.

Queen. God forbid any malice fhould prevail,

That faultlefs may condemn a Noble man ;

Pray God he may acquit him of fufpition.

King. I thank thee Nell , thefc words content mc
much.

Enter Suffolk^

How now ? why look'ft thou pale > why trcmbleft thcu f

Where is our Uncle ? what's the matter , Sujfolt^ >

Suff. Dead in his Bed, my Lord : Ctojier is dead.

Queen. Marry God forfcnd.

Curd. God's fecret Judgement : Ididdrcam to ni^ht,

The Duke was dumb,and could not fpcak a word.
Kingfounds.

Queen. How fares my Lord .? Help Lords,thc King is

dead.

Som. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Nofc.
Queen. Run, go, help, help; Oh Henry ope thine eyes.

Suff. He doth revive again, Madam be patient.

King. Oh heavenly God .'

Queen. How fares my gracious Lord ?

Suf.Comion my Soveraign, gracious Wr«r^ com-
fort.

King, What, doth ray Lord of 5«j|f#/i^comfortmc.'

Came he right now to fing a Raven "s Note,

Whofc difmal tunc bereft my Vital powrcs :

Andthinkshc, thatthechirpingofa Wren,
By Crying comfort from a hollow bitaft

,

Can chafe away thcfirft conceived found .'

Hide not thy poifon with fuch fugved words.

Lay not thy hands on me : forbear I fay.

Their touch affrights me as a Serpent's (ting.

Jhou halefuU Meffcnger, out of my fight

:

Upon thy eye-balls, murderous Tyranny
Sits in grim Majefty, to fright the World.

Look not upon me, for thine eyes arc wounding

;

Yet do not go away ;come Raniisk.

And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight :

For inthefliadeof death,! fliallfind joy ;

In life, buc double death, now Glofler'sdad

Queen. Why do you rate my Lord of5«rjf»/4.thu$ ?

Although the Duke was enemy to him,

Yet he inoft Chriftian-Iike laments his death ;

And for my felf. Foe as he was to me,
Mioht liquid teares, or heart-offending groans,

Orbloud-confumingfighes recall hi j life ;

I would
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1 would be blind with weeping,Tick wich groans,

Look pale as Prim-rofe with bloud-drinking fighcs,

And all to have the Noble Duke alive.

What know I how the world may deem of ir.e ?

For it is known we were but hollow Friends

:

It may bejudg'd I made the Duke away.

So fliall my name with Slander's tongue be wounded,

And Princes Courts be fill'd with my reproach

:

This get 1 by his death : aye me unhappy.

To be a Q^ieen, and Crown'd with infamy.

King. Ah woe is mc for ^Uiier^ wretched man.

Queen. Be woe for me , more wretched then he is.

What, Do'ft thou turn away, and hide thy face .?

I am no loathfome Leper, look on me.

What ? art thou like the Adder waxen deaf?

Be poylbnoiis too, and kill thy forlorn Queen.

Is all thy comfort flint in (j/fl/?fr'sTombe ?

Why then Dame SUatior wasne're thy joy.

Eretl his Statue, andwordiip ir,

And make my image i:ur an Ale-houfe fign.

Was I for this nigh wrack'd upon thcfea.

And twice by aukward wind from England's bank

Drove back again unto my Native Clime.

What boadedthis ? but well fore-\varning wind

Did feem to fay, fcek not a fcorpion's Neft,

Nor (et no footing on this unkind fhoar.

What did I then ? butcurrt the gentle guftj.

And he that loos'd them from their Brazen Caves

,

And bid them blow towards £»^/4«Ableffed flioar,

Or turn our Stern upon a dreadfull Rock :

Yet tA-olns wiDuld not be a murthercr.

But left that hateful! office unto thee.

The pretty vaulting fea refus'd to drown me,

Knowing that thou would'ft have mc drown'd on flioav

With teares as fait as fea, through thy unkindnefs.

The fplitting Rocks cowr'd in the finking fands,

And would not dafli me with their ragged fides,

Becaufe thy flinty heart more liard then they.

Might in thy Pallace pcrifh El'mnor:

As far as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffs,

When from thy flioar, the Tcmpcft beat us back,

I flood upon the Hatches in the florm :

And when the dusky skyi began to rob

My earncfl-gaping.fight ofthe Land's view,

I took a coflly jewel from my neck,

A Heart it was bound in with Diamonds,
And threw it towards thy Land : the Sea recciv'd it,

And fo I wifh'd thy body might my Heart

:

And even with this, I lofl fair England's view.
And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart.

And call'd them blind and dusky Speftacles,

For loofingken of Albion's widbcd Coaft.
How often hare I tempted Suffolk's tongue
(The agent of thyfoulinconflancy)

To fit and watch me, as Afcanlut did.

When he to madding 2);Vo would unfold
His Father's A6^s, commenc'd in burning Troy,
Am I not witcht like her ? or thou not falfe like him ?

Aye me, I can no more : Dye Elinor^

For Htnrj weeps, that thou do'ft live fo long,

No'ifcwlthln. Enter Warwick^ and many
Commons.

Wan*. It is reported, mighty Soveraign,
That good \>\xVt.HMmfrey Traiter^ufly is murthered

By Sufi'oll^y and the Cardinal Beat^ord's means:

The Commons like an angry hive of Bees

That want their Leader, fcatter up and down,

And care not who they fiing in his revenge.

My felf havecilir'd their fplcenfull mutiny.

Until they hear the order of his death.

King. That he is dead good fyarwick^^ 'tis too true.

But how he dyed, God knows, not Henry :

Enter his Chamber, view his breathlefs Corps,

And comment then upon his fiidden death.

Warvf, That fhall I do my Liege : flay Salisbury

With the rude multitude, till I return.

King. O thou that judgefi all things, flay my thoughts :

My thoughts, that labour to perfwade my foul.

Some violent hands were laid on Humfrefs life

:

If my fufpeft be falfe, forgive mc God,
For judgement only doth belong to thee :

Fain would I goc to chafe his paly lips,

With twenty thoufand kifTes, and to drain

Upon his face an Ocean of fait teares,

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk,

And with my fingers feel his hand, unfeeling

:

But all in vain arc thefe mean Obfequies,

Bed fHtforth.

And to furvey his dead and earthly Image :

What were it but to make my forrow greater ?

Watv, Come hither gracious Soveraign , view this

body.

King. That is to fee how deep my grave is made.

For with his foul fled all my worldly folace

;

For feeing him, I fee my life in death.

fVarjv. As furely as my foul intends to live

With that dread King that took our flate upon him,

To free us from his Father's wrathfull curfe

,

I do believe that violent hands were laid

Upon the life of this thrice-famed Duke.

Suff'. A dreadfull Oath, fwoin with a folemn tongue

:

What infhncc gives Lord fVarmck.ior his vow ?

fVarw. Sec how the bloud is fetled in his face.'

Oft have I fecn a timely-parted Ghoft

,

Ofafhy femblance, meager, pale,andbloudlefs.

Being all dcfcended to the labouring heart.

Who in the Conflift that it holds with death,

Attrafts the fame for aidance 'gainfl the enemy.

Which with the heart there cools, and nc'rc rcturneth.

To blufh and beautific the Cheek again.

But fee, his face is black, and full of bloud :

His eye-balls further out, than when he lived.

Staring fullgaflly,Iikea flrangled man :

His hair up-rear'd, his noflnls flretcht with flrugling

:

His hands abroad difplay'd , as one that grafpt

And tugg'd for Life, and was by flrength fubdude.

Look on the Sheets, his hair ( you fee ) is flicking.

His weH-proportion'd Beard, made ruffe and rugg'd.

Like to the Summer's Corn by Tempell lodged ;

It cannot be but he was murdred here

,

The Icafl of all thefe fignes were probable.

Snf.Why fVarwickjwho fhould do the Duke to death.?

My felf and BeAuford had him in protedion,

And we, I hope Sir, are no murtherers. (death.

JVarw, But both of you have vowed Duke Humfrefs
And you (forfooth) had the good Duke to keep :

'Tis like you would not feafl him like a friend.

And 'cis well fecn, he found an enemy.
Qtieen, Then you belike fufped thefe Noble men.

As guilty of Duke Hnmfrefs timclefs death.

fVarw.

1
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ffarw. Who finds the Heifer dcacl,and bleeding fiefli,

And fees faft-by, a Butcher with an Axe,

But will fufped, 'twas he that made the (laughter ?

Who finds the Partridge in the Puttocks Neft,

But may imagine, how the Bird was dead,

Although the Kite foar with un-bloudied Beak ?

Even fo fufpicious is this Tragedy.

Qu.hxt you the Butcher,5«jf<»/i^ where's your Knife?

Is Beaufori term'd a Kite ? where are his Tallons ?

Sujf. I wear no Knife, to flaughter fleeping men,

But here's a 'vengeful! Sword, rufted with eafe,

That fhall be fcoured in his rancorous heart.

That flinders me with Murther'sCrimfon Badge.

Say, if thou dar'lt, proud Lord of Warwickfliire,

That I am faulty in Duke Humfrey's death.

lyarw. What dares not fVan*ick.y if falfe Sufolk.dite

him ?

QtiefH.Hc dares not calm his contumelious fpirit,

Nor ceafe to be an arrogant Controller,

Though Sttfolk^dzve him twenty thoufand times.

fVarw. Madam be ftill: with reverence may I fay,

For every word you fpeak in his behalf,

Isflander to your Royal Dignity,

Suf. Bluni-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanor,

If ever Lady wrong'd her Lord fo much.

Thy Mother took into her blamefull Bed,

Some ftern uft-tutor'd Churl ; and Noble Stock

Was graft with Crab-tiee flip, whofe FrUit thou art,

And never of the Nevlls Noble Race.

Warw. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee,

And I fliould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee,

Quitting thee thereby often thoufand fliames.

And that my Soveraigns prefence makes me mild,

I would, falfe murd'rous Coward, on thy Knee

Make thee beg pardon for thy pafled fpeech.

And fay, ic was thy Mother that thoumcant'ft.

That thou thy felf waft born in Baftardy j

And after all this fearfull Homage done.

Give thee thy hire, and thy Soul to hell,

Pernicious bloud-fuckcr of fleeping men.

Sujf. Thou flialt be waking , while I flned thy bloud.

If from this prefence thou dar'ft go with me.

fVarw. Away even now, or I will drag thee hence •

Unworthy though thou art, Tic cope with thee,

And do fomc fervice to Duke HumfrefsGho^.
SxeuHt.

Klfig.^\At ftronger Brcaft-plate then a heart untainted?

Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his Quarrel juft ;

And he but naked, though lockt up in Steel,

Whofe confcience with injuftice is corrupted.

A itolfe vfithin.

Qtften. What noife is this?

Enter S-MJfelk. -*«</ PVarmck^^ with their

IVeapons drawn.

King. Why how now Lords ?

Your wrathfull Weapons drawn.

Here in our prefence ? Dare you be fo bold ?

Why what Tumultuous clamour have we here >

Snff'Jhc trayt'rous fvarwick^ with the men of Bury,

Set all upon me, mighty Soveraign.

Enter S*lishurj.

SulU. Sirs ftand a-part , the King fliall know your

mind.

\

Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me
,

Unlcfs Lord 5«j(f<//i^ftraight be done to death,

Or baniflicdfair England's Territories,

They will by violence tear him from your Pallace,

And torture him with grievous lin^rmg death.

They fay, by him the good Duke Humfrey dy'd j

They fay, in him they fear your Highnefs death ;

And mere inftindt of Love and Loyalty,

Free from a ftubborn oppofite intent.

As being thought to conttadift your liking,

Makes them thus forward in his Banifliment.

They fay, in care of your moft Royal Peifon,

That if yourHighnefsfhould intend to flcep.

And charge, that no man fliould difturb your Reft,

In pain of your diflike,orpain of death;

Yet notwithftanding fucha ftraitEdi£i,

Were there a Serpent fecn, with forked Tongue»
Thatflyly glided towards your Majcfty,

It were but neceflary you v;ere wak't

:

Left being fufFer'd m tliat harmlefs flumbcr.

The mortal Woitn might make the fleep eternal,

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid.

That they will guard you, where you will, or no,

From fuch fell Serpents as falfe Suffall^is

With whofe invenomcd and fatal fting.

Your laving Uncle, twenty times his worth,

They fay is fliamefully bereft of life.

Commons within. An Anfwer from the King,my Lord
ofSalisbury.

Siiff'. Tis like the Commons, rude unpoliflit hinds,

Could fend fuch Meffagc to their Soveraign

:

But you, my Lord, were glad to be iir.ploy'd.

To fhew how qucint an Orator you are.

But all the Honour Salksbury hath wonnc ,

Is, that he was the Lord EmbalTador,

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the Kii^.

fvithin. An anfwer from the King , or v»c will all

break in.

King. Go Salishnrj, and tell them all from mc,
f thank them for their tender loving caie j

And had I not been cited fo by them.

Yet did I purpofe as they do intreat

:

For fure, my thoughts do hourly propbcfic,

Mifchance unto my State by Sujfolk^s means.

And therefore by his Majefty I fwear.

Whole far-un-worthy Deputy I am.

He flwll not breed infcftion in this air,

But three days longer, on the pain of death,

Quee.O\\ Henry, let nie plead for gentle Snfolk^.

King. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Suffolk^

N'o more I fay : if thou do'ft plead for him.

Thou wilt but add increafe unto my Wrath.
Had 1 but faid,I would have kept my word

,

But when I fwear, it is irrevocable

:

If after three days fpace thou here bc'ft found,

On any ground that I am Ruler of,

The World fliall not be Ranfomefor thy Life.

Come W^rw;V/(^ come good Af4r»/fi^, go with mc,

[ have great matters to impart to thee. Exie.

Qnten. Mifchance and Sorrow op along with you,

Hearts Difcontenc, and fowr Affliaion,

Beplay-fellowstokeep you company :

There's two of you, the Devil made a third.

And chvee-fold Vengeance tend upon your ftcp5>

Snff. Ccafc,genclc Queen, thefe-Execrxtions,

And let thy Si^olk_ take his heavy leave.
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QMcen, Fie Coward woman, and foft-hcartcd wretch,

Haft thou not fpirit cocurfe chine Enemy >

5k/. a plague upon chem : whercfoie fiwuld I curie

them ?

Would curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan,

I. would invent as bitter fearching termes,

As cdtrt, as harlli, and horrible to hear,

Dclivcr'd ftrongly through my fixed teeth,

Wuh full as many fignes of deadly hate.

As lean-fac'd envy in her loathfome cave.

My tongue (hould ftumble in mine carneft words,

Mine eyeslhoold fpaiklelike the beaten Flint,

Mine hair be fist an end, as one diftiatt :

I, every joyot (liould feem to curfe and ban,

And even now my burthen'd heart would break

Should I not curfe them. Poifon be their drink,

Gall,woifc then Gall, the daintieft that they tafte :

Their fweeteft rhade,a grove of Cyprcfs Trees

:

Their chiefeft Profpea,murd'ring Bafilisb :

Their fofceft Touch, as fmart as Lizards flings :

TheirMurick,frightfull as the Serpents hifs.

And heading Screech-Owls, make the Confort full.

All the foul terrors in efark-feated hell—

—

j^««. Enough fwect Suffolk, thou tormenc'ft thy felf,

And thefe dread curfes like the Sun 'gainft glafs,

jOr like an over-charged Gun, recoil,

And turns the force of them upon thy felf.

Suf. Y.OU bade roc ban, an<i Will you bid me leate?

Now by the ground that I am banidi'd from,

Well could 1 curfe away a Winters night,

Though (landing naked on aMountain lop,

Where biting cold would never let grafs grow,

And think it but a minute fpent in fport.

Qttetn. Ohjlct me intreat thee ceafe,give me thy hand,

That I may dew it with my moumfull tcares ;

Nor let the vain ofheaven wet this place.

To wafhavvay my vyofull Monument*.

Oh,could chiskifs be printed in th'y hand.

That thouniight'ft thinfc upon ihcfc by the Seal,

Through whom a thoufand fighes are breath'd for thee.

So gee thee gone, tliat I may know my grief
,

'Tisbucfunniz'd, whiles thou art (landing by.
As one that (urfetsj thinking on a want

:

I wiirrepeal thee, or be well affur'd,

Adventure to be banilhcd my felf i

And banifhed I am, if but from thee.

Goe, fpcak not to me f even now be gone,

Oh goe not yet. Even thus, two friends condemn'd

Embi'ace,and kifs, and take ten thoufand leaves,

Loathcr a hundred times to part then dye

;

Yet now farewell, and farewell life with thee.

Stiff. Thus is poor Suffolk^ ten times banlllied.

Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee.

'Tis not the Land I care for, wer'c thou hence,

A Wildemefs is popubus enough,

So Suffoil^hid thy heavenly company :

For where thou arc, there is the World it felf,

With every feveral pleafure in the World.:

And where thou arc not, Defolation.

I can no more : Live thou to joy thy life ;

My felf no joy in.ought,but tiMt thou hv'ft.

Eirter l^4ttx.

Qtteen. Whither goes V»hx fofaR.? whK newes I

prethce?

Vaux, To fignifie nnco his Majefty

,

That Cardinal Bea$^oM is at the point of death :

For fuddcnly a grievous (icknefstook him.

That makes him gafp,and flare, and catch the air,

Blafpheming God, and curfing men on earth.

Sometime he talks , as if Duke Humfrefi Ghoft

Were by his fide ; foraetime, he calls the King,

And whifpersto his Pillow, as to him,

The fecrets of his over-chai^ed foul,

And I am fent totell hi* Majcfly,

That even now he cryes aloud for him.

Qnee. Go tell this heavy Meffagc to the King. Exit:

Aye me ! What is this World ? What ncwcs are thefe ?

But wherefore grieve 1 at an houres poor lofs.

Omitting Suft/^s exile, my foule's Treafurc ?

Why onely Sufolk^maum I not for thee ?

Ana with the Southern clouds, contend in teares ?

Theirs for the Earth's increafe; mine for my forrows.

Now get thee hence, the King thou know'ft is coraming

If thou be found by me, thou art but dead.

Saff'. If I depart from thee, I cannot live.

And in thy i^ht to dye, what were it clfe,

But like a plcalant flumber in thy lap ?

Here could I breathe my foul mto the air,

As milde and gentle as the Cradle-babe,

Dying with mother's dugge between it's lips.

Where from thy fight, I (hould be raging mad :

And cry out for thee to dofe up mine eyes

:

To have thee with thy lippesto (lop my mouth:

So fhould'ft either turn my flying foul.

Or I (hould breath it fo into thy body,

A nd then it lives' in fweec Elizium,

To dye by thee, Were but to dye in jeft,

From thee to dye, were torture more then death ;

Oh let me ftay, befall what may befall.

Qj*etn. fi^Nzj t though parting be a fretfull corrofive,

It is applyed to a deathfull wound.
To France fweet Sttfftlk^ : Let me hear from ihee

:

For wherefoever thou art in this world's Globe,

rie have an Iris that (hall find thee out.

Suf. I goe.

Queen. And lake my heart with thee.

Smf. A Jewel lockt into the v»orur(l Cask,

That ever did contain a thing of worth,

Even as a fplitted Bark,fo funder we :

This way felll to death,

Qneen. This way for me. ExeUHt.

Enter the King, SalUburJ .,
tmA War^icl^, to the

Cardinal in hei.

King. How fares my Lord ? Speak Beanford to thy

Soveraign.

Car. If thou beefl death, Tic give thee SngUnis Trea-

Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland,
(S^^^->

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain.

King. Ab, what a fign ic is of evil life.

Where death's approach is feen fo terrible.

Wir, Bettufori , it is thy Soveraign fpeaks to thee.

Bmu. Bring mc unto my Trial when you will.

Di'4e he not m his bed ? Where (hould he dye ?

Can I make men live where they will or no ?

Oh torture me no more , I will confefs,

Alivcagain? Then (hewmc where he is:

rie give a thoufandpoimd to look upon him,

He hath no eyes, the dull hath blinded them.

Combe
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Combe down his hair ; look, look, ic stands upright,

Like Lime-twigs fet to catch my wmged foul :

Give me fome dunk, and bid the Apothecary

Bring the ftrongpoyfon that I bought of him.

King. O thou eternal! moovcr of the heavens.

Look with a gentle eye upon this Wretch,

Oh beat away the bufic medling Fiend,

That layes ftrong ficge unto this wretches foul.

And from his bofome purge this black dcfpair.

l^ar. Sec how the pangs of death do make him grin.

Sa/. Difturb him not, let him paflc peaceably.

King. Peace to his foul, if Gods good pleafurc be.

Lord Card'nall, if thou think'ft on heavens bliflc,

Hold up thy hand, make fignall of thy hope.

He dies and makes no fignc : Oh God foi^ive him,

fV/ir. S» had a death., argues a monflrow life.

King, Forbear to judge, for we are finners all.

Clofe up his eyes, and draw the Curtain clofc,

And let us all to Meditation. Exenfit.

Alarurn. fight at Sea. Ordenatice goes «f.

Enter Lieutenant., Suffolk.,., and fthert.

Lieu. The gaudy blabbing and rcinorfefuU day.

Is crept into the bofome of the Sea

:

And now loud howling Wolves arouze the Jades

That drag the Tragick melancholy night

:

Who with their drowfie* flow, and fl-igging wings

Cleapdead-mens graves ; and from their mifty Jaws,

Breath foul contagious darkneffe in the air

:

Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize.

For whil'il our Pinnace Anchors in the Downs,
Here fliall they make their ranlome on the fand.

Or with their bloud flain this difcoloiired fhore,

Mafter, this Prifoner freely give I thee.

And thou that art his Mate, make boot of this r

The other Walter fvhitmore is thy fliarc.

1 . Gent. What is my ranfome Malkr, let me know.
Ma. A thoufand Crowns, or elfc lay down your head.

Mate. And fo much Ihall you give , or off goes yours.

Lieu. What think you much to pay lopo. Crowns,
And bear the name and port of Gentlemen .?

Cut both the Villains throats, for die you (hall

:

The lives of thofc which wc have loft in fight.

Be counter-poys'd with fiich a petty fum.

1. Gent, ric give it, fir, and therefore fpare my life.

a. Gent. And fo will I, and write home for it ftraight.

PVhitm. I loft mine eye in laying the prize aboard,
And therefore to revenge it,flialt thou die.

And fo ("hould thcfe. If I might have my will.

Lien. Be not fo rafli, take ranfome, let him live.

Snf. Look on my George., I am a Gentleman,
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou fhalt be paid.

H^hit. And fo am I : my name is fValtcr whitmore.
How now ? why ftartft thon ? what doth death affright ?

5«f. Thy name affrights me , in whofe found is death

:

A cunning man did calculate my Birth,

And told me that by fVater I fhould die

:

Yet let not this make thee be bloudy-minded.
Thy name is Gi««/f«V, being rightly founded,

ivhit. Gnattier or W/j/fcr, which it is I care not.

Never yet did bafe difhonour blur our name.
But with our fword wc wip'd away the blot.

Therefore, when Merchant-like I fell revenue.
Broke be my fword, tny Armcs torn and defac'd.

And I prodaim'd a Coward through the woiid.

Sftf. Stay whittHore, for thy PuConer is a Pnncc,
The Duke oi Suffolk,., fVtUiam de la Pole.

}Vhit. The Duke oiSHffolk,y muffled up in rags?

Snf. I, but thcfe rags are no part of the "Dakj.

Lieu. But Jw* was never flain as thou flialt be,

Obfcure and lowfie Swain, King Henries bloud.

Snf. The honorable bloud of Lancafler

Muft not be flwd by fuch a jaded Groom :

Haft thou notkift thy hand, and held my ftirrop ?

Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule,

And thought thee happy when I fliook my head.

How often haft thou waited at my cup,

Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd down at the board,

When I havefeafted with Queen Margaret }

Remember it, and let it make thee Creft-fain,

I, and alay this thy abortive Pride :

How in our voiding Lobby haft thou ftood.

And duly waited for my coming forth ?

This hand of thine hath writ in thy behalf.

And therefore fliall it charnie thy riotous tongue,

whit. Speak Captain, fhall I ftab the forlorn Swain ?

Lieu. Firft let my words ftab him, as he hath me.

Suf. Bafe flave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thou.

Lieu. Convey him hence, and on our long boats fide,

Strike off his head. Snf. Thou dar'ft not for thy own.
LitH. Poole.,Si\ Poole} Lord?

I, kennell. puddle, fink, whofe filth and dirt

Troubles the filver Spring, where England drinks :

Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth.

For fwallowing upthe Trcafure of the Realm.

Thy lips that kift the Queen, fhall fwccp the ground :

And thou that fmil'dft at good Duke Humfries death,

Againft thefenfelcfs winds llialtgnn in vain.

Who in contempt ftiall hifsat thccagam.

And wedded be thou to the Hags of hell.

For daring to affyc a mighty Lord
|

Unto the daughter of a worthlefs King,

Having neither Subjeft, Wealth, nor Diadem

:

By devilifti policy art thou grown great.

And like ambitious Sjrlla over-gor'd.

With gobbets of thy Mother-blec'ding heart.

By thee Anion and Main were fold to France.

Thefalfe revolting ATorw/i/;/ thorough thee,

Difdain to callus Lord, and Piccardie

Hath flain their Governors, fuvpriz'd our Forts,

And fent the rasgcd Souldiers wounded home

:

The Princely fVarrvick^., and the NevdsM,
Whofe drcadfull fwords were never drawn in vain,

As hating thee, and rifing up in Armes.

And now the Houfe of Tork.^ thruft from the Crown,
By fhamcfull murthcr of a giiiltlefs Kingj

And lofty proud incroaching tyranny.

Burns with revenging fire, whofe-hopefull colours

Advance our half-fac'd Sun,ftriving to (Tiine ;

Under the which is writ, Invitit nubihus.

The commons here in Kent are up in armjs.

And to conclude. Reproach and Beggcry,

Is crept into the Pallace of our King,

And all by thee : away convey him hence.

Siff. O thati were a God, to ihoot forth Thunder

Upon thcfe paltry, fcrvile,abje£t Drudges:

Small things make hafe men fraud. This Villain here.

Being Captain of a Pinnace, threatens nftorc

Then Bargulm the ftron^ lUyrian 'pirate.

Drones fnck^ not Etrglcs Uoud., kut r»k Bee-hives,

It is Impoffiblc that I Ihould die

R r By
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Byfuch a lowly Vaflall as thy felf.

Thy woids move Rage, and not remorfe in me:

I go of Mcffage from the Queen to France

:

I chave thee waft me fafely croffe the Channell.

Lieu. Water : W. Come 5*-/*//^, I rauft waft thee

to thy death.

Suf. ^tlldtu timor occup4t artusy'it is thee I fear.

fVal. Thou rhalt have caufc to fear before I leave thee.

VVhat,are ye daunted now ? will you (toop?

1 .Ge»t. My gracious Lord intreat him; fpcak him fair.

Suf. Suffoikj Imperiall tongue is ftern and rough :

Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour.

Far be it, we lliould honour fucb as thefc

With humble fuit: no, rather let my head

Stoop to the block, then thefe knees bow to any.

Save to the God of heaven ; and to my King:

And fooner dance upon a bloudy pole,

Then ftand uncovcr'd to the Vulgar Groom.

True Nobility, is exempt from fear

:

More can I bear, then you dare execute.

Lien. Hale him away, and let him talk no more :

Come Souldiers, iihew what cruelty ye can.

Suf. That this my death may never be forgot.

Greac men oft die by vilde Bez^omans.

A Roman Swordcr,and Bandetto flave

Murder'd fweet Tullj. Bruttu Baftard hand

Stab'd Jul'itu C'*f<^r. Savage Iflandcrs

Famfey the Great, and Suffolk^dks by Pyrats.

Exit fVttlttr with Suffoll^.

Lieu. And as for thefe whofe ranfome we have let,

Itisourpleafureone of them depart:

Therefore come you with us, and let him go,

£xit LieutenvHt., and the refl.

Manet the firfi Gent. Enter Walter with the b*dj.

Wal. There let his head, and liveleflc body lie,

Untiil the Queen his Miftris bury it. Exit Walter.

1 . Gent . O barbarous and bloudy fpecSlaclc,

His body will I bear unto the King

:

If he revenge it not, yet will his Friends,

So will the Queen, that living held him dear. Exit.

Enter Bevis^ and John Holland,

Bevis. Come and get theea fword, though made of a

Lath, they have been up thefe two dayes.

Hoi. They have the more need to fleep now then.

Bevif 1 tell thee, Jack^Cade the Cloathier, means to

dreffe the Common-wealth and turn it , and fet a new
nap upon it

Hoi. So he had need , 'tis thred-bare. Well , I fay,

it was never merry world in England , fince Gentlemen

came up.

Bivis. O iniferable Age : Veretuc is not regarded in

Handy-craftsmen.

Hoi. The Nobility think fcorn to go in Leather

Aprons.

Bevis. Nay more , the Kings Councell are no good

Workmen.
Hoi, True: and yet it is faid , Labour in thy Voca-

tion : which isas much as to fay, let the Magiftrates be la-

bouring men, and therefore fiiould we be Magiftrates,

Bevis. Thou haft hit it : for there's no better figne of

a brave mind, then a hard hand.

Hoi. I fee them , I fee them : There's B^i?^ Son , the

Tanner of Wingham.

Bevii. He mall have the skii»ns of our enemies , to

make Dogs Leather of.

Hoi. And D/V/^ the Butcher.

Bevi^. Then is fin ftruck down like an Oxc, and ini-

quities throat cut like a Calf.

Hoi. And Smith the Weaver.

Bevis. Argo, their thred of life is fpun.

Hoi. Come, come, let's fa 11 in with them.

Drum. Enter Cade,'D!cl^ BKtcher, Smith the fVeavtry

and a Sarvjer^ with infinite numbers.

Cade. We John Cade , fo term'd of our fuppofed Fa-

thcr.

But. Or rather of ftcaling a Cade of Herrings,

Cade. For our enemies (hall fail before us , infpircd

with the fpirit of putting down Kings and Princes. Com-
mand filcnce.

But. Silence.

Cade. My Father was a Mortimer.
But. He was an boneft man, and a good Bricklayer.

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet.

But. I knew her well, (he was a Midwife,
Cade. My wifedefcended ofthe L<jc;«,

But. She was indeed a Pedlers daughter,and fold ma-
ny Laces,

fVeaver. But now of late, not able to traveU with her

furr'd Pack, (lie wafliej bucks here at home.
Cade Therefore am I of an honorable houfe.

But. I by my faith the field is honorable , and there

was he born , under a hedge : for his Father had never a

houfe but a Cage.

Cade. Valiant I am.

Weaver. A muft needs, for beggery is valiant.

Cade. I am able to endure much.

But. No queftion of that : for I have feen him whipt

three Ma rket daye$ together.

Cade. I fear neither, fword nor fire.

IVeav. He need not fear the fword, for his Coat is of

proof.

But. But me thinks he fhould ftand in fear of fire , be-

ing burnt i'ch hand for ftealing of Sheep,

Cade. Be brave then, for your Captain is Brave, and
Vows Reformation. There fhall be in England , ("even

half penny Loaves fold for a penny : the three hoop'd poi,

fhall have ten hoops , and will make it Fellony to drink

fmall Beer, All the Realm fliall be in Common , and in

Cheapfide fhall my Palfrey go to grafle : and when lam
King, as King I will be.

All. God fave your Majefty.

Cade. I thank you good people. There fhall be no
money , all lliall eat and drink on my fcore , and I will

apparell them all in one Livery, that they may agree like

Brothers, and worftiip me their Lord.

B'At. The firft thing we do, let's kill all the Lawyers.

Qade. Nay , that I mean to do. Is not this a lamen-

table thing , that the skin of an innocent Lamb fhould

be made Parchment ; that Parchment being fcribeld o're,

ftiouid undo a man. Some fay the Bee fiings , but I fay

,

'lis Bees wax: fori did but feal once to a thing , and
I was never my own man fince. How now? Who's there?

Enter a Clearly.

Weaver. The Cleark of Chattam : he can write and
read, and caft accompt.

Cade. O monftrous

»

Weav. We took him fctting boyes Copies.

Cade.
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Cade. Here's a Villain.
. _

fVfav. Ha's a Book in hi J pocket with red Letters in t.

Cdic Nay then he is a Conjurer.

But. Nay, he can make Obligation*, and write Court

hand.
. r

Cade I am forry for't : The man is a proper man of

mine Honour : unkfs I find him guilty , he (hall not die.

Come hither firrah , I muft examine ihee : What is thy

name?

Clftrk,. ErHAuMtH.

But. They ufe to write it on the top of Letters :
I will

go hard with you.

Cade Let me alone tDo'ft thou ufe to write thy name.?

Or haft thou a mark to thy felf , like an honeft plain

dealing man ?

Clerk, Sir I thank God , I hate been fo well brougnt

up, that I can write my name.

M. He hath confeft : away with htm : he is a Villain

md a Traitor.
. i • • n

Cdde. K^zy with him I fty : Hang him with his Pen

and Ink-horn about his neck.
. . . ^. ,

Exit tne with thi CltMrl^

Enter Mlchtell.

Mich. Where is our Generall ?

Cade. Here I am thou particular fellow.

Mich. Fly,fly,fly,Sir Httmfrey Stafford and bis bro-

ther are hard by, with the Kings Forces.

Cade. Stand villain , ftarjd or IMe fell thee down ; he

fliall be encountred with a man as good as himfelf. He

is but a Knight^ i$ a ?

LiHich. No.
Cade. To equall him I will make my felf a knight prc-

fently; Rife up Sir Jehn Mortimer. Now have at him.

Enttr Sir Humfrej Staferdy and his Brother^

with Drttm and Sonldttrs.

Stof. Rebtliious Hinds, the filth and fcum of K.ent^

Maik'd for the Gallows ; Lay your Weapons downi

Home to your Cottages: forfakc this Groom.

The King is mercifull, if you revolt.

Bre. But angry, wrathfull, and inclin'd to bloud.

If you go forwai d : therefore yield or die.

(^ade. As for thefc filken-coated (laves I paffenot,

It is to you good people, that I fpeak,

Over whom (in time to come) 1 hope to reign :

For I am rightfullheir unco the Crown.

Staf. Villain, thy Father was a Tltifterery

And thou thy felf a Shearman , art thou not .'

Cade. And Adam was a Gardiner,

Bro. And what of that ?

Cade. Mzrryythis Edmend Mortimer Earle of March,
married the Duke of Clarence daughter, did he not ?

Stafford. I fir.

Cade. By her he had two Children at one birth,

Bre. That's falfe.

Cade. I, there's the queflion ; But I fay, 'tis true

:

The elder of them being pat to nurfe.

Was by a bcgger-woman ftoln away,

And ignorant of his birth and parentage.

Became a Brickjajery when he came to age.

Hisfon am I, deny it if you can.

But. Nay, 'tis too true, therefore he (hall be King. !

Weav. Sir, he made a Chimney m my Farfiers houfc,
i

and the bricks are alive ac this day to tcftifie it : there

fore deny it not.

Staf. And will you credit this bafc Diudgcs Words,
that fpcaks he knows not what?

j4U. I marry will we, therefore get you gone.

Brf. Jack^(^ade,ihc D. of reri^hath taught you this.

Caae. He lycs,for 1 invented it my felf. Go too Sir-

rah, tell the King from me, that for his Fathers fake Hen-
ry the fifth, (in whofe time boyes went to Span-counter

for Ficrch Crowns) I am content he (hall reign, but Tie

be Protestor over him.

Bat And further more we'll have the Lord Sayes head,

for felling the Dukedome of Main.
Cade. And good reafon:for thereby is England main'd

And fain to go with a ftaffe, but that my pui(rancc holds

it up , Fellow-Kings , I tell you , that Lord Saj hath

gelded the Commonwealth,and made it an Eunuch : and
more then that, he an fpeak French, and therefore he is

a Traitor.

Staf. O groffe and miferablc ignorance.

Cade. Nay anfwer if you can : The Frenchmen are

our enemies : go too then : I ask but this : Can he that

fpeakswith thctong of an enemy, be a good CouncelJor,

or no ?

AH. No, no, and therefore we'll have his bead.

Br*. Well, feeing gentle words will not prevail,

Aflayle them with the Army ofthe King.

Staf. Herauld away, and throughout every Town,
Proclaim themTrauors that are up with Cade^

That thofe which flyc before the bactell ends.

May even in their wives and Childrens fight,

Be nang'd up for example at their doors :

And you that be the Kings friends follow me. Exit.

Cade. And you that love the Commons follow Die

:

Now (hew yonr fclvcs men, 'tis for Liberty,

We will not leave one Lord, one Gentleman

:

Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted (hoon,

For they are thrifty hone(t men, and fuch

As would (but that they dare not) take our parts.

But. They are all in order, and march towards u$.

Cade. But then are we in order, when wcarc moft out

of order. Come, march forward.

Alarnms to the fight., wherein both the Staffordt are/lain.

Enter Cade and the reft.

Cade. Where's Dicky the Butcher of A/hford ?

But. Here fir.

C^de. They fell before thee like Sheep and Oxen,and
thou behavcd'ft thy felf, as if thou had(t been in thine

own Slauohter-houfe : Therefore thus I will reward thee,

the Lent ihall be as long again as it is,and thou (hah have

a Licenfe to kill for a hundred lackmg one.

But. I dcfire no more.

Cade. And to fpeak tnith,rhou deferv'ft noIe(re.

This Monument of the Viftory will I bear, and the bo-

dies (hall be dragg'd at my horfes heels, till I do come to

London,where we will have the Maiors fword borne be-

fore us.

But. If we mean to thrive , and do good, break open

the Goals, and Jetout the Prifoncrs.

Cade. Fear not that I warrant thee. Come,let*s march

towards London. Exeant.

Enter tht Kingwith a SutflitatloH^and the Qmeenwtth

Suffoikj head., the Dnkj of Bmckjagham, and the

Lord Say.

Qtuen. Oft have 1 heard that grief foftens the mind,
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And makes it fearfull and degenerate,

Think therefore on revenge, and ceafe to weep.

But who can ceafe to weep, and look on this.

Here may his head lye throbbing on my breft j

But Where's the body that I fhould imbrace?

Bmc. What anfvVer makes your Grace to the Rcbells

Supplication ?

King. I'le fend fome holy Bifhop to intreat

:

For God forbid, fo many fimple fouls

Should perifh by the Swoid. And I my felf,

Rather then bloudy war fliall cut them fhort,

Will parly with ficl^ Cade their General!

But fiay, rie read it over once again.

Qu. Ahbarbarous villains: Hath this lovely face,

Rui'd like a wandring Plannet over me.

And could it not inforce them to relcht.

That were unworthy to behold the fame?

King. Lovd5«;, Jaci^Cade hach fworn to have thy

head.

Say. I, but I hope your Highneffc fliall have his.

Ktng. How now Madam ?

Still lamenting and mourning for Sttjfolkj death?

I fear me (Love) if that I had been dead,

Thouwould'ft not half have moum'd fo much for me.

Que. No my Love , I fliould not mourn, but dye for

thee.

Enter a Ui^effenger.

King. How now ? What news ? Why com'ft thou in

fuch hafte?

Mef. The Rebels are in Sonthwarks : Flye ray Lord:

JackjOade proclaims himfelf Lord Mortimer

y

Defccnded from the Duke of Clarence houfe,

And calls your Grace Ufurper openly.

And vows to Crown himfelf in Weftminfter.

His Army is a ragged multitude

Of Hinds and Pezants, rude and mercilcffc :

Sir HHmfrejtStafordy and his Brothers death.

Hath given them heart and courage to proceed?

All SchoUerSy Lawyers^ Coftrtierj,Gentlemen^

They call falfe Caterpillers, and intend their death.

King. O gracelefs men : they know not what they do.

Buck,. My gracious Lord,Tetirc to Killingxvorthy

Untill a power be rais'd to put them down.

j5_«. Ah were the Duke of Sufoll^novj alive,

ThefeKentifh Rebels fhould be foon appeas'd.

King. Lord Sayy the Traitors hate thee.

Therefore away with us to KilUngvorth.

Say. So might your Graces perfon be in danger

:

The fight of me is odious in their eyes

:

And therefore in this City will I ftay.

And live alone as fecret as I may.

Enter amher Mejfenger.

Mef. Jack, Cade hath gotten London-bric^e,
The Citizens flye him and forfake their houfes

:

The Rafcall people thirfting after prey,

Joyn with the Traitor, and they joyntly fwear
To fpoylc the City, and your Royall Court.

Buc. Then linger not my Lord, away, take horfc.

King. Come Margaretfiod our hope will fuccour us.

J^. My hope is gone, now Sttftlk. is deceaft.

K,ng. Farewell my Lord,truft not to Kcntilh Rebels.
Bhc. Truft no body for fear you be betraid.

Say. The truft I have, is in mine innocence,

And therefore am I bold and Refolute. Exennt,

Enter L»ri Scales upon the Tower walkj/fg. 1 hen enters

two er three Citix.ens below.

Scales. How now ? Is Jack. Cade flain ?

I . Cit. No my Lord, nor likely to be flain

:

For they have won the Bridge,

Killing all thofethat withftand them:

The L. Maior craves aid of your Honor from the Tower
To defend the City from the Rebels.

Scales. Such aid as I can fpare you (hall commandj
But I am troubled here with them my felf.

The Rebels have alfay'd to win the Tower.

But get you into Smithfieldy and gather head,

And thither will I fend you Matthew ^offc.

Fight for your King, your Countrey, and your Lives,

And fo farewell, for I muft hence again. Exeunt.

Enter Jack^Cedeandthe rift., andftrikjshU

ftaffe on London Jlone.

Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City,

And here fitting upon London Stone^

I charge and command, that of the Cities coft

The pilTlng Conduit run nothing but Claret Wine
The firft year cf our reign.

And now henceforward it fhall be treafon for any.

That calls me other then Lord Mortimer.

Enter a Seuldler rnnning.

SoHl. Jack.CadeyJaciCade.
Cade. Knock him down there. They kJH him.

But. If this fellow be wife , he'll never call ye Jack.

Cade more, I tlrink he hath a very fair warning.

Dick, My Lord , there's an Army gathered together

in Smithfield,

Cade. Come, then let's go fight with them

:

But firft, go and fet London Bridge on fire.

And if you can, burn down the Tower too.

Gome, let'saway. Sxeunt omnes.

Alarnms, Mathew Gejfe it flain, and all thereif.

Then enter Jack, Cade^with bit Cempany.

Cade. So firs: now go fome and pull down the Savoj:

Others to'th Inns of Court, down with them all.

But. I have afuit unto yourLordfliip.

Cade. Be it a Lordftiipjthou flialt have it for that word.

But. Onely that the Laws of Sngland may come out

of your mouth.

John. Mafle 'twill be fore Law then, for he was thruft

in the mouth with a Spear, and 'tis not whole yet.

Smith. Nay John , it will be ft inking Law, for his

breath ftinks with tofted Cheefe.

Cade. I have thought upon it , it fliall be fo. Away,
burn all the Records of the Realm , my mouth fhall be

the Parliament of England.

Joh. Then we are like to have biting Statutes.

Unlcfle his teeth be pull'd out.

Cade. And hence-forward all things fhall be in Com-
mon.

Enter tt Mejfenger.

Mef. My Lord, a prize, a prize, here's the Lord Say^
which fold the Towns in France , He that made us pay
one and twenty Fifteens, and one fhilling to the pound,
the laft Subfidie.

Enter

I
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£vtei- George vlth the Lord Saj.

C^Je. Well, he flwll be belieaded fov it ten times:

Ah thou 5w;, thou Surge, naytiiou Biictiram Lord, now

art thou within poini-blank of our Junfditlion Regall.

What can<i thou anfwcr to my Majefty , forgiving up of

Normtindy unto Mounfieur DaJimccH , ihe Dolphin of

France > Be it known unto tliee by thefe piefcncc, even

thcprcfcnccof Lord /1/»>-f;Wr, tlnat I am the Bccfonie

that mult fwcep the Court clean of fuch filth as thou

art : Thou halt mofttraitcroufly corrupted the youth of

the Realm , in crc(fting a Grammar School : and where-

as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Books bu: the

Score and the Tally, thou hall caufed printing to be us'd,

and contrary to the King, his Crown, and Dignity, thou

haft bait: a Papcr-Mill. It will be proved to thy Face,

that thou haft men about thee , that ufually talk of a

NoMH and a l^erb , and fuch abominable words , as

no Chrilttan ear can endure to hear. Thou haft appoint-

ed Jufticcs of Peace , to call poor men before them , a-

bout matters they were not able to anfwcr. Moreover

,

thou haft put them in prifon, and bccaufe they could not

read, thou haft hang'dthem, when (indeed) only for

chat caufe they have been moft worthy to live. Thou

do'ft ride on a foot-cloth, do'ft thou not f

Say. What of that ?

Cade. Marry, thou ought'ft not to let thy horfe wear

a Cloak , when honclter men then thou go in their Hofe
and Doublets,

D'uk^. And work in their fliirt too , as my fclffor

example, that am a Butcher.

Say. You men oiKent. i

li'ick^. What fay youof/T^wr.

Say. Nothing but this: 'Tis bori*ttrra.,maU gtns.

Cade. Away with him, away wuh him, he fpcaks La-
tine.

Say. Heare mc but fpcak , and bcare mc where you
will

:

Kent in the Commentaries C^^ar writ.

Is term'd the ci vel'ft place of all this Ifle

:

Sweet is the Country, becaufc full of Riches,

The People Liberal, Valiant, A£livc, Wealthy,
Which makes ir,e hope thou art not void of pitty

I fold not Main, I loft not Normandy^
Yet to recover them would lofe my life

:

Jufticc with favour have I alwayes done.

Prayers and Tears have mov'd mc, Gifts could never

;

When have I ought exaifted at your hands ?

Kent to maintain, the King, the Realm and you.

Large gifts have I beftow'd on learned Clcarks,

Becaufc my Book prcferr'd mc to the King.
And feeing Ignorance is the curfc of God,
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flyc to heaven,

UnlciTe you bepoffeft with devilifh fpirits,

You cannot but forbear to murther me

:

This Tongue hath pavlied unto Forraign Kings
For your behoof.

C^ie, Tut, when ftruck'ft thou one blow in the field?

Say. Grat men have teaching hands: oft have I tttuck
Thofe that I never faw, and ftruck them dead.

^M. O monftrons Coward ! What , to come bchindc
Folks ?

S<nJ\\t{c cheeks arc pale with watching for your good.
Cade. Give him a box o'th'car, and that will make'cm

red again.

Say. Long fittmg to dciermnc poorineiis caufcs,

Hath tnade me full of fitknefle and djfcafes.

Cade. Yc ftiall haVc a hempen Candle then , and the

help of a hatchet.

Dlck^. Why do'ft thou quiver man ?

Say, The Palfie, and not fear provokes me.

Cade. Nay he nodds at us, as who llioiild fay , I'lc be

even with you. Tie fee if his head will ftand fteddieron

a pole, or no : Take him away and behead him.

Say. Tell me : wherein liavc I offended moft ?

Have I arfc6lcd Wealth, or honor ? Speak.

Are my Chefts fiU'd up with extorted Gold ?

Is my apparel fumptuous to Inhold f

Whom have I injur'd, that yc feek my death ?

Thefc hands arc free from guiltlefl'c bloudfticdding,

This breft from harbouring foul dcccitfuUthoiights.

Olet me live.

Cade. I feel rcniorfc in my felf with his words : but

I'lc bridle It : heftialldyc, and be it but for pleading fo

well for his life. Away with him , he ha's a Familiar

under his Tongue, he fpcaks not a Gods tume. Go, take

him away I fay , and ftrikc off his head prefently , and
then break into his Son in Laws houfe. Sit James Cromer^

and ftrikc off his head , and brin?, them both upon two
poles hither.

y4ll. It ftiall be done.

Saj. Ah Countrimen ; if when you make your prai'rs,

God ftiould be fo obdurate as your felves :

How would it fare with your departed fouls .?

And therefore yet relent, and favc my life.

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command yc : the

proudcft Peer of the Realm , fiiall not wear a head on
his lliouldcrs, unlefTc he pay me tribute : there ftiall not

a maid be married, but ilie ftiall pay me her Maiden-
head ere they have it: Men ftiall hold of me in Capite.

And we charge and command, tliat their wives be as free

as heart can wifti, or tongue can tell.

Dick^. My Lord,

When Ihall we go to Cheapjidey and take up commodities
upon our bill* .'

Cade. Marry prefently.

e/dT//. O brave.

Enter one with the heAds,

C^de. But Is not this bra ver

:

Let them kiffc one another : For they lov'd well

When they were alive. Now part them again,

Leoft they confult about the giving up

Of fome more Towns in France. Souldiers,

Defer the (poyl of the City untill night

;

For with thefe borne before us, in fteadof Maces,

Will we ride through the ftrcets,at every Comer
Have them kiffc. Away. Exit,

jiUrnm^ani Retreat. Enter aga'tn Cade^

and all his rahhlemtnt.

Cade. Up Fifli-ftrcet ; down Saint Magnes comer,
kill and knock down, throw them into Thames

:

Stand a 'Parley.

What noyfc is this I hear ?

Dare any be fo bold to found Retreat or Parley

When I command them kill.'

R r 5 Enter
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Enter Bttckjngham^ and eld Clifford,

Buc. I here they be that dare and will difturb thcc

:

Know Cade, we come Ambairadors from the King

Unco the Commons whom thou hall miflcd,

And here pronounce free pardon to them all.

That will fotfake thee, and go home in peace.

Clif. What fay ye Coumrimen, will ye relent

And yield to mercy, whil'ft 'tis offered you,

Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths.

Who loves the King,and will imbracc his pardon,

Fling up his cap and fay, Godfave bis Majeftj ;

Who hateth him, and honors not his Father,

Henrj^t fifth, that made ^WVmnce to quake,

Shake he his weapon at us, and paffe by.

All. Godfave the King, God fave the King.

Cade What Buckjughamind Clifordzic ye fo brave?

And youbafe Pezancs, do ye believe him, will you needs

be hang'd with your Pardons about your necks? Hath

my fword therefore broke through London gates , that

you fhould leave me at the white-heart in Southwarkc.

I thought ye would never have given out thefe Armcs till

you had recovered your ancient Freedome : but you are

all Recreants and Dallards.and delight to live in flavery

to the Nobility. Let them break your backs with bur-

thens, take your houfes over your heads, ravifli your

Wives and Daughters before your faces. Forme, I will

make fliiftforone, and fo Gods Curfc light upon you

all.

All. We'll follow CWf.
We'll mow Cade.

pif. Is Cade thefonof H?«7 the fifth,

That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him.

Will he conduft you through the heart of FrMicty

And make the meaneft of you Earls and Dukes?

Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly f to

:

Nor knows he how to live, but by the fpoylc,

Unlefle by robbing of your Friends, and us.

Wer't not a fhamc, that whil'ft you live at jar,

The fearfull French, whom you late vanquifhed

Should make a ftart o'rc feas,and vanquilh you ?

Me thinks already in this civil! broyl,

I fee them Lording it in London ftreets,

Crying fUllage unto all they meet.

Better ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifcarry.

Then you (hould ftoop unto a Frenchmavs mercy.

To France 10 Fr4«ff,and get what you have loft;

Sparc England,iox it is your Native Coaft

:

Henrjr hath mony, you are ftrong and manly

:

God on our fide, doubt not of Victory.

All. A Clifordfi Clifford,

We'll follow the King and Clifford.

Cade. Was ever Feather fo lightly blown too^nd fro,

as this multitude .<" The name oiHenry the fifth, hales them
to an hundred niifchicfs , and makes them leave me de-

folate. I fee them lay their heads together to furprize

me. My fwoi d make way for me, for here is no ftaying:

indefpightof the devills and bell, have through the very
middeft of you, and heavens and honour be witneffe, that

no want of refolution in me, but only my Followers
bafe and ignominous trcafons, make me betake me to
my heels. E^it.

Buck, what, is he fled ? Go fome and follow him,
And he that brings his head unto the King,
Shall have a thoufand Crowns foi his reward.

Exeunt fome ofthem.

r
- -^

Follow mc fouldiers, we'll devife a mean.

To reconcile you all unto the King. Exeunt emnts.

Stund Trumpet f. Enter King, QHien^ani

Semerfet on the Tarrat.

King. Was ever King that joy'd an earthly Throne,

And could command no more content then I ?

No fooncr was 1 crept out of my Cradle,

But I was made a King at nine months old:

Was never fubjedt long to be a King,

At 1 do long and and with to be a Subject.

Enter Buckingham And Clifford.

Buc. Health and glad tydings to your Majefty.

King.Why Bucki»gham,is the Traitor Cade furpris'd?

Or is he but retir'd to make him ftrong .?

Eutcr Multitudes with Halters shout their

Necks.

Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his powersdo yield,

And humbly thus with halters on their necks.

Expect your Highnefsdoom of life or death.

King. Then heaven fet upe thy everlafting gates,

To entertain my vowsof thanks and praife.

Souldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives.

And fhew'd how well you love your Prince and Country
Continue IHII in this fo good a mind.

And Henrjr though he be unfortunate,

AlTurc your fclves will never be unkind

:

And fo with thanks and pardon to you all,

I do difmiflc you to your feveraJl Countries.

All. Codfave the King, God fave the King.

Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. Plcafe it your Gracetobcadvertifcd, '

The Duke of Terkj^ newly come from Ireland

^

And with a puiflantand mighty power

Of Gallow-glaffes and ftout KerneSy

Is marching hitherward in proud array,

And ft ill prodaimcth as he comes along.

His Armies arc only to remove from thcc

The Duke of Semerfet, whom he termes a Traitor.

King, Thus ftands my ftate , 'twixt Cade and Tork^

dittreft.

Like toa Ship, that having fcap'd a Tempeft,

Is ftiaightway daim'dand boarded with a Pyrate,

But now is ^ade driven back, his men difpierc'd,

And now is Tork,m armes to fecond him.

I pray thee Buehjngham go and meet him.

And ask him what's the rcafon of thefe Armcs :

Tell him,rie fend Duke Edmund to the Tower,

And Semerfet we will commit thee thither,

Untill his Army be difmift from him.

Somer. My Lord,

rie yield my felf to prifon willingly.

Or unto death, to do my Country good.

King. In any cafe, be not to rough in termes.

For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard Language.

Buck, I will my Lord, and doubt not fo to deal.

As all things fliall redound unto your good.

King, Come Wife,let's in,and learn to govern better,

For yet may England curfe n)y wretched reign.

Exeunt.

Enter.
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Enter Jack^CAde,

Cade. Fie on Ambition : fit on my fcif , thac have a

fword,and yet am ready to famidi.Tliefc five daycshavc

I hid me in thefc Woods, and durft not peep out , for all

the Country is laid for ms : but now am I hungry , that

if I might have a Icafe of my life for a thoufand years, I

could ftay no longer. Wherefore on a Bi ick wall have

I climb'd into this Garden, to fee if I can cat Grafle, or

pick a Sallct another while , which is not amitfe to cool

a mans ftomack this hoc weather : and I think this word

Sallct was born to do me good ; for many a time but for

a Sallet,my brain-pan had been deft with a brown Bill;

and many a time when I have been dry,& bravely mart-

ching , it hath fer v'd me infkad of a quart pot to drink

in : and now the word Salltt inuft ferve me to feed on.

Enter lien.

IdeH. Lord who would live turmoyled in the Court,

And may enjoy fuch quiet walks as thefc .?

Thisfmal! inheritance my Father left me,

Contcnteth me, and worth a Monarchy.

I fcek not to wax great by others warning.

Or gather wealth I care not with what enry

:

Sufficcth, that I have maintains my ftate.

And fends the poor well pleafed from my gate.

Cade. Here's the Lord of the foilc come to feirc me
for a ftray,tor entring his Fce-fimple without leave. Ah
Villain, thou wilt betray me , ana get a tooo. Crowns
of the King by carrying my head to him , but Tie make
thee eat Iron like an Ojlrldre , and fwallow my Sword
like a great pin, ere thou and I part.

IdeK. Why rude Companion, whatfoerc thou be,

I know thee not, why then rtiould I betray thee ?

Is^ not enough to break into my Garden,
And like a thief to come to rob my grounds

:

Climbing my walls in fpight ofme the Owner,
Buc thou wilt brave me wich thefc fawcic tearms ?

Cade. Brave thee? i by the bcft bloud that ever was
braach'd, and beard thee too. Look on me well , I have
eat no meat thefc five dayes

, yet come thou and thy five

men
, and If I do not leave you all as dead as a doornail,

I pray God 1 may never eat graffc more.
Iden. Nay,it fhall nc're be faid, while England ftands,

That Alexander Iden an Efqiiire of Keuty
Took odds to combate a poor famifht man.
Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine.
Sec if thou canll out-face me with thy looks

:

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the Icffcr

:

Thy hand is but a finger to my fift,

Thy leg a fiick compared with this Truncheon,
My foot fliall fight with all the ftrength thou haft,

And ifmine armebc heaved in the aire,
Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth

:

As for words, whofe greatncife anfwers words.
Let this my fword report what fpeech forbears.

Cade. By my Valour : the moft cocrpleat Champion
that ever 1 heard. Steel, ifthou turn the edge, or, cut
not out the burly bon'd Clown in chines of Beef, ere
thou flcep in thy Sheath , I befeech Jne on my knees
thou mayft be turnd to Hobnaiis.

Here they fight.

O I am (lain, Fanune and no other hath flain me, let ten

thoufand devitls conte againft me, and give me buc the

ten meals I have loft , and I'de dcfie them all. Wither
Garden, and be hencefonh a burying place to all that do
dwell in this houfe , becaufe the unconqucred foul of

Cade is ^td.

Iden. Is't Cade thac I havenain,that monftrous craicorp

Sword, I will hollow thee for this thy deed.

And hang thee o'rc my Tomb, when I am dead.

Ne'rc fhall this bloud be wiped from thy point.

But thou ftialt wear it as a Heraldscoat,

To emblaze the Honor thy Mafter got.

Cade, Iden farewcli,ana \k proud of thy victory : Tell

Kent from me, (lie hath loft l^er bcft man , and exhort all

the World to be Cowards : for I that never feared any,

am vanquiftied by famine, not by Valour. Dies.

Id. How much thou wrong'ft rac,heaven be my judge

;

Die damned Wretch, the curfeof her that bare thee;

And as I thruft thy body in with my fword.

So wifh I, I might thruft thy fonl to hell.

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels

Unto a dunghill, which ftiall be thy grave,

And there cut ofFthy moft ungracious head,

Which I will bear in triumph to the King,

Leaving thy trunk for Crows to feed upon. €xit.

Eater Tork^ , and his Army of Irifhy with

Drum and Colfurs,

Tar. From /«/*»(/ thus comes r#rt to claim his right,

And pluck the Crown from feeble Henries head.

Ring, Bells aloud, burn Bonfires clear and blight

To entertain great Snglands lawfull King,
Ah Sanila Majeftat ? who would not Ixiy thee dear ?

Let tbcm obey, that knovis not how to Rule.

This hand was made to handle nought but Gold,
I cannot give due aftion to my words,

Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it.

A Scepeer fliallit have, have I a foul.

On which I'lc toffe the Flenre-de-Litte of Trance.

Enter Buckingham'

Whom have we here ? Buckingham to difturb me

?

The King hathfent him fure : I muftdiflemblc.

Buc. Tork^ if thou mcaneft well, I greet thee well.

Tor. Humphrey of Buckingham,! accept thy greeting,

Art thou a Mtftenger, or come of plcafure.

Buc. A Meflcngcr from Henry^ our dread Liege,

To know the reafon of thefe Armes in peace.

Or why, thou being a Subjeft, as I am,
Againft thy Oath, and true AUegeance fwom.
Should raife fo great a power without his leave ?

Or dare to bring thy Force fo near the Court ?

Tor. Scarce can I fpeak, my Choler is fo great.

Oh I could hew up Rocks, and fight with FLnt,
I am fo angry at thefe abje(5l termes.

And now like %A]ax TeUnunitu^
On Sheep or Oxen could I fpend my fury.

I am far better born then is the Kmg

:

More like a King, more Kingly in my thoughts.

But I muft make fair weather yet a while.

Till Henry he mote weak, and I more ftrong.

O BuckJHghamy I prethcc pardon me,
That I have given noanfwcr all this while:

My mind vws troubled with deep Melancholly,

The caufe why I have brought this army hither,—

-
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Is to remove ^ptoud Somerfet fioin the King,

Scditiousto hisGrace, and the State.

Bkc. That is too much prefumption on thy part

:

But if thy Annes be to no other end,

The King hath yielded unto thy demand

:

The Duke oiSomerfet is in the Tower.

Tork^. Upon thine Honoris he Prifoner ?

Buc. Upon mine Honor he is Prifoner ?

Tork^. Then Buckingham^ I do difmiffe my Powers,

Souldiers I thank you all : difpcrfe your fclves

:

Meet me to morrow in S. Georges field.

You (hall have pay, and every thing you wifh.

And let my Soveraign, vcrtuous Hrnrjfj,

Command my eldcft fon, nay all my Ions,

As pledges of my Fealty and Love,

Tic fend them all as willing as I live :

Lands, Goods, Horfe, Armor,any thing I have

Is his to ufe, fo Somerfet may die.

Buck- Torki I commend this kind fubmiffion,

We twain willgointo hisHighneflfe Tent.

Enter King atid, Attendants.

King. Buckjf/ghamydozh Tor/^intend no harme to us,

That thus he mavchech with thee Arme in Arme ?

Tork,., In all fubmiffion and humility,

Tork^doih prefent himfelf unto your Highncflc.

Kin. Then what intends xhefe forces thou doft bring?

Tor. To have the Traitor Somerfet ?rom hence,

And fight againft that monftrous Rebell Caity

Whom finccl heard to be difcomfitcd.

Enter Iden with Cades he/id.

Iden. If one forude,andoffo mean condition

May paffe into the prefence of a King ;

Loe, I prefent your Grace a Traitors head,

The head of Cade., whom I in combat flew.

Ktngri\\z head of CadefGxtzx. God,how juft art thou?

O let me view his Vifage being dead.

That living wiought me fuch exceeding trouble.

Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him .?

Iden. I was, an'c like your Majefty.

K/«f . How art thou call'd ? And what is thy degree .?

Iden. Ale.vander Iden^ that's my name,
A poor Efquire of Kent.^ that love the King.

Bnck^. So pleafe ityou my Lord, 'twere not amiflc

He were created Knight for his goodfcrvice.

King. /<iir», kneel down, rife up a Knight j

We give thee for reward a thoufand Marks,
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us.

Iden. May Iden live to merit fuch a bounty.

And never live buc true unto his Liege.

Enter Queen and Somerset,

JsT.See Buckingham.^ Semerfet., comes with th' Qjicenj
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke,
Qu. For thoufand Yorkj\\t fliall not hide his head,

But boldly ftand and front him to his face.

Tor. How now .? is Somerfet at liberty ?

Then Tork^ unloofe thy long imprifoncd thoughts,
And let thy tongue be cquall with thy heart.

Shall I endure the fight of Sowjer/Vr ?

Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with ire,

Knowing how hardly I can brook abufe ?
King did I call thee ? no, thou art no King :

Not fit to govern and rule multitudes,

Which durft not, no nor canft no- rule a Traitor.

That head of thine doth not become a Crown :

Thy hand is made to grafpe a Palmers Haffc,

And not to grace an awfuU Princely Scepter.

That Gold, muft round engirt the brows of mine,

Whofc fmilc and frown, like Achilles Spear

Is able with the change, to kill and cure.

Here is a hand to hold a Scepter up.

And with the fame to zSt controlling Laws

:

Give place : by h«ven thou flialt ruleno more

O'rc him, whom heaven created for thy Ruler,

Som. Omonftrous Traitor j I arreft thee York,

Of Capitall Treafon 'gainft the King and Crown :

Obey audacious Traitor, kneel for Grace.

Tor. Would'ft have me kneel? Firfl let me askof chee,

If they can brook I bow a knee to man :

Sirrah, call in my fons to be my bail

:

I know ere they v\'ill let me go to Ward,
They'l pawn their fwords for thy infranchifemcnc.

Qu. Call hither Cllford,h\d him come amain,

Td fay, if that the Baftard boyes of Tork_

Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father.

Tork,. O bloud-befpotted Neapolitan^

Ont-caft of iV^/)/^/, Englands bloudy Scourge :

The fons of ToJ-i^, thy betters in their birth,

Shall be their Fathers Bail, and bane to thofc

That for my Surety will refufe the Boyes.

Enter Edvfard and Richard.

See where they come, Tie warrant they'l make it good.

Enter Cllford.

Qu. And here comes Clifford to deny their bail.

C//f. Health and all happinefs to my Lord the King,
Tor. I thank thee Clifford. Say, what news with :hee?

Nay, do not fright me with an angry look .•

Wc arc thy Soveraign Clifford., kneel again ;

For thy miftaking fo, Wc pardon thee.

Cl'if. This is my King, Torkj I do not miftake.

But thou miftakefl me much to think I do.

To Bcdlem with him, is the man grown mad ?

King, I Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor
Makes him oppofc hiitrfelf againft his King.

Cllf. He is a Traitor, let him to the Towerj
And crop away that faftious pate of his.

Qh. He is arreftcd, but will not obey

:

His fons (he fay es) {hall give their words for him.

Tor. Will you not fons?

Edm. I Noble Fatherj ifour words will ferve.

Rich. And if words wilInot» then our Weapons fhall.

Cllf, Why what a brood of Traitors have we here?

Tor. Look in a Glafs, and call thy Image fo.

I am the King, and thou a falfe-hearc Traitor

:

Call hither to the ftake my two brave Bears,

That with the very fliaking of their Chains,

They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking Currs:

Bid Salisbury and fVarmck^comz to me.

Enter the Earls of JVarwlck^and

Saliihury.

Clif. Are thefe thy Bears? We'll bait thy Bears to death.

And manacle .the Bearardin their Chains,

If thou (Jar'ff bring them to the baiting place.

Rich. Oft have I fcen a hot ore-weenin" Cur,
Run.back and bite, bccaufe he was with-held.

Who being fufFer'd with the Bears fell paw,
Hath clapt his tail, between his leos and cride,

And fuch a piece of fervice will you do.

If
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If you fuppofc your fclvcs to macch Lord yvanvtckj.

Ci,f. Hence heap of wrath, foul indigeftcd lump,

As crooked in thy inanners, as thy Hiape.

Tork^. Nay we Hiallheat you thoroughly anon.
^

C/</,Takc hoed leaft by your heat you Ixirn your fcJves.

King.Wh^ H^arvfickj, hath rhy knee foigot to bow ?

Old Sa/tsUrr, fhamc to thy filvc'r hair.

Thou mad mifleader of thy bram-fick fon,

What wilt thou on thy death-bed play the Ruffian ?

And feek for forrow with thy fpcilracles ?

Oh where is Faith ? Oh where is Loyalty ?

If it he banifh'd from the frofty head.

Where lliali it find a harbour in the earth ?

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out War,

And Oiamc thine lionourable age with bloud ?

Why art thou old, and want'ft experience ?

Or wherefore docft abufe it, if thou haft it f

For fliame in duty bend thy knee to me.

That bows unto the grave with milky age.

5i«/. My Lord, I have confidered with my felf

The Title of this moft renowned Duke,

And in my confcience,do repute his grace

The rightfull heir to Englands Royal feat.

King. Haft thou not fwoin AUegeance unto mc ?

Sal. I have.

if/w.Canft thoudifpenfe with heaven for fuchan oath?

Sal. It is oreat fin, to fwear unto a fia:

But greater (ih to keep a finfull oath

:

Who can be bound by any folcmn Vow
To do a murd'rous deed, co rob a man,

To force a fpotlefle Virgins Chaftity,

To reave the Orphan of his Patrimony,

To wring the Widow from her cuftom'd right,

And have no other rcafon for this wrong.

But that he was bound by a folemnoath f

Qte. A fubtlc Traitor needs no Sophifter.

King. Call BMckJ»gham,3n6 bid him arme himfelf.

Torkj Call Buckjngham, and all the friends thou halt,

I am refolv'd for death and dignity.

Old Clif. The firft I warrant thee,if dreams prove true.

W«r, You were bcft to go to bed, and dream again,

To keep thee from the Tempeft of the field.

Old Clif. I am refolv'd to bear a greater ftorm.

Then any thou canft conjure up today :

And that I'lc write upon thy Burgonet,

Might I but know thee by thy houfes Badge.

fVar. Now by my Fathers badge, old Nevils Creft,

The rampant Bear chain'd to the ragged ftaff.

This day Tie wear aloft my Burgonet,

As on a Mountain top , the Cedar ftiews.

That keeps his leaves in fpight ofany ftorm,

Even fo affright thee with the view thereof.

Old Clif. And from thy Burgonet Tic rend thy Bear,

And tread it underfoot with all contempt,

Defpight the Bearard, that protefts the Bear.

To.Clif. And fo to Armes viftorious noble Father,

To quell the Rebells, and their Complices.

Rich. Fie, Charity for fha me, fpeak not in fpight.

For you ftiall fup with Jcfu Chrift to ni^ht.

To. Clif. Foul ftigmatick , that's more then thou canft

tell.

T^fA. If not in hcavcn,you'l furcly fup in hell, Exch»:

Enter JVartviek^

ff^ar. Cliford oi Cumberlandy 'tis »'4r»pjVi^ calls:

And if thou do'ft not hide thee from the Bear,

Now when the angry Trumpet founds alarum,

And dead mens cries do fill the empty air,

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me.

Proud Norihein LordyCliffard oiCnmberlandy

fVarmck^is hoaife with calling ihec to armes.

Enter Tork^

Wat. How now my Noble Lord ? What alla-fooc.

Torkj Tiie deadly handed Clifford flew my fteed

:

But match to match I have encountred him.

And made a prey for Carrion Kytes and Crows

Even of the bonny bcaft he iov'd fo well.

Enter Clifford.

War. Ofoncorbothof us the timeiscomc.

Tor. Hold Warwick^: feck thee out fome other chafe,

For I my felf muft hunt this Deer to death.

War. Then nobly Tork,, 'tis for a Crown thou fight'ft:

As I intend,C/;j^irr</, to thrive to day.

It grieves my foul to leave thee unaftail'd. Exit War.

Clif. What fecft thou in mc Tork^ >

Why do'ft thou paufc ?

Torkj With thy brave bearing fhould I be in love,

But that thou art fo faft mine enemy.

^lif. Nor (liould thy prowcfs want praif: and eftecm.

But that 'tis ftiewn ignobly, and m Treafon.

Tfrk^. So Ictit help me againlt thy fword.

As I in jufticc, and true right expreftc it.

clif. My (oul and body on the zCiiotx both.

Terl(f A dieadfull day,addrefl"e thee inftantly.

Clif. La fin Corronnr Us oevret. Dies.

7"flri^.Thus War hath given thee peace,for thou art ftill,

Peace with his foul, heaven if it be thy will.

Enter young Clifford.

Clif. Shame and confufion all is on the rout.

Fear frames difordcr, and diforder wounds
Where it ftiould guard. O War thou fon of hell,

Whom angry heavens do make their miniflcr,

Throw in the frozen bofomcsof our part.

Hot Coals of Vengeance. Let no Souldicrsflyc.

He that is truly dedicate to War,
Hath no felf-love : nor he that loves himfelf.

Hath not effeniially, but by circumftancc

The name of Valour. O let the vile world end.

And thepremifed Flames of the laft day,

Knit earth and heaven together.

Now let thegencrall Trumpet blow his blaft.

Particularities, and petty founds

Toceafe. Was'tthou ordained (O dear Father)

To lofe thy youth in peace, and to atchievc

The Silver Livery of advifed Age,

And in thy Reverence, and thy Chair-da yes, thus

To die in Ruffian battell > Even at this fight.

My heart is turnd to ftone: and while 'tis mine,

Tt fhall be ftony. Tork^ notour old men fpares:

No more wilt 1 their Babes, Tears Virginall,

Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire,

And Beauty, that the Tyrant oft reclaims.

Shall to my flimirrg wrath, be Oyle and Flax

:

Henceforth, 1 will not have to do with pitty,

Meet I an infant of the houfe of 7"#ri(^

Into as many gobbit will I cut its

A$ wilde Medea, young tyfifirtit did.

In cruelty, will 1 feek out my Famr.

Cbcne thou new ruine of old Cliffords houfe :

As did z/£neas o\d e/^«fA)/« bear.

So bear I thee upon my manly ftwulders:

But then , tjint/u bare a living load

;

Nothing
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Nothing fo heavy as thefe woes of mine.

Enter Richard^ and Somerfet to f^ht.

Rich, So lie thou there

:

Foi- undemcach an Ale-houfc paltry fignc,

The Caflle it\ S. yill^ant, Somerfet

Hath made the Wizard famous in his death

:

Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathful! ftill

:

Prielis pray for enemies, but Princes kill.

Fi£ht. Excurjions.

Enter Ktug^ Quten^ and ethers.

Qtt. Away my Lord, you are flow, for (hamc away.

King. Can we out-run the Heavens? Good Oiiar.

garet lizy.

Qu. What are yon made of ? You'll not fight norfiye:

Now is it manhood, wifdome, and defence,

To give the enemy way, and to fccure us

By what we can, which can no more but flye.

Alarum afar off.

If you be tane, we then fhould fee the bottome

Of all our Fortunes : but if we haply fcape,

( As well we may, if not through your ncgleft )

We (ha 11 to London get, where youare lov'd,

And where this breach now in our fortunes made

May readily be ftopt.

Enter Clifford.

Clif. But that my heart's on future mi 'chief fet,

I would fpeak blafphemy c'rc bid you flye;

But flye youmuft: Unciireablcdifcomfite

Reigns in the hearts of all our prefent parts.

Away for your relief, and we will live

To fee their day, and them our Foriunc give

Away my Lord, away. Exeunt.

Alarum. %ttreat. Enter Tork^^ Richard^ Warmsk^
and Souldieri, with Drum and Colours.

Terkj, Oi Salisburj^vAioczn report of him,

That winter Lyon, who in rage forgets

Aged contufions, and all bru(h off Time

:

And like a Gallant, in the brow ot youth,

Repairs him with Occafion. This happy dav

Is not it felfe, nor have we won one foot,

If Salishury be lofl

.

Rich. My Noble Father:

Three times to day I hope him to his horfe,

Three times beftri'd him : ThticcI led him off,

Perfwadcd him from any further a6l

:

But ftill where danger was, ftill there 1 met him,
And like rich hangings in an homely houfe,

So was his will, in his old feeble body.

But Noble as he is, look where he comes.

Enter Salisbury.

Sal. Now by my Sword, well haft thou fought to day
By'th'Maffc fo did we all. I thank you %lchard.
God knows how long it is I have to live:

And it hath plcas'd him that three times to day
You have defended me from eminent death.

Well Lords, we have not go: that which wc have,

'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled,

Being oppofites of fuch repairing Nature.

Tork^. I know our fafety is to follow them,

For (as I hear) the King is fled to London,
To call a prefent Court of Parliament.

Let us purfue him e're the Writs go forth.

What fayesLord H^arwick., ftiall we after them .>

fVar. After them • nay before them if we can

:

Now by my hand (Lords) 'twas a glorious day.

Si'mt Jilbaus battellwon by hmoasTorl^y
Shallwe be etcrniz'd in all Age to come.
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to London all,

And more fuch daycs as thefe, to us befall. Exeunt

FINIS.
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The third Part of King Henry the Sixth.

with the death of the Duke ofY OR K.

<tAnmT^rimti3. Scena Trima.

Enter TUntitgenet, Edward, Norfolk^, MoitHta-

gite, l^arwick^^ and Sonldiers,

fVanvuk^

Wonder hovv the King efcap'd our hands ?

/'/-While wc purfu'd the Horfmcn of the North,

He (lily ftole away, and left his men :

Whereat the great Lord oi Northnmherlandy

Whofc Warlike cars could never brook retreat,

Chear'd up the drooping Army, and himfelf.

Lord Cliff'ardind Lord StajfordiW^-bm^
Charg'd our main Battclls Front ; and breaking in.

Were by the Swords of Common Souldicrs (lain,

Edjv. Lord Staffords Father, Duke oi Buckingham,
Is either (lain or wounded dangerous.

I cleft his Beaver with a down-right blow

:

That this is true (Father) behold his bloud.

MoMnt. And Brother , here's the Earle of W'/V^y^iVry

Whom I encountred as the Battclls joyn'd. (bloud

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what 1 did.

Plan. 'Richard hath bcft deferv'd of all my fons :

But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerftt ?

Nor. Such hope have all the line of John ofGaunt.

Rich. Thus do I hope to (Inake King Henrieshezd.

Wartv, And fodo I, vicFlorious Prince of Totk.-

Before I fee thee fcated in the Throne,

Which now the Houfc of Z,<i«f<»/?^r ufurps,

I vow by Heaven, thcfc eyes fhall never clofe.

This is the Pallaccof the fcarfull King,
And this the Regall Seat: polfcflcit Tork^,

For this is thine, and not King Henries Heirs.

Plant. Alfili mc then,fweet ^'-trWc/^, and I will.

For hither we have broken in by force,

Norf. We'll all afllft you : he that flyes ftiall die.

Plant. Thanks gentle Norfolk^, ftay by me my Lords,

And Souldiets (lay and lodge by me this Night.

They go Mf.
IVar, And when the King comcs,ofFcr him no violence,

llnlc(re he fcek to thruft you out perforce.

Plant. The Queen this day here holds her Parliament,
But little thinks we fhall be of her counfell.

By words oi blows here let us win our right.

Tf^ch. Arm'd as we are , let's ftay within this Houfe.
ff^ar. The bloudy Parliament (hall this be call'd,

Unlefle Plantagenet, Duke of Tori^, be King,

Arul bafhfull Henry depos'd, whofc Cowardizs
Hath made us by-words to our enemies.

Plant. Then leave me not, my Lords be rcfolute,

I mean to take pofTcflioa ofmy right.

War. Neither the King, nor he that lores him beft,

The proudeft he that holds up Lancafter,

Dares ftir a Wing, if «'4npi'<-/^(hake his Bells,

rie plant Tlantagenety root him up who dares:

Refolve thee Richard^ claim the Englilh Crown.

Enter King Henry, Cliferd, Northumherl^ndy

fyejtmirland, Exeter^ and the rejt.

Hen. My Lords, look where the fturdy Rebell (its.

Even in the Chair of State: belike he means,
Backt by the power of fT^rw/Vi^, that falfc Peer,
To afpire unto the Crown, and reign as King,
Earle of NorthumberUodt he flew thy Father,,

And thinr,Lord (^Hffard^ti. you both have vow d revenge
On him, his (ons, his favorites, and his friends.

North. If I be not. Heavens be rcveiig'don mc.

Clifford. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourn in

Steel.

fVeJi. What, fliall we fuffcr this? let's pluck him down,
My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it.

Henry. Be patient, gentle Earle of A#'<^i»»;/-/;»/j</.

Clifford. Patience is for Poultroones, and fuch is he

:

He dur(t not fit there had your Father liv'd.

My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament

Let us affayl the Family of Tork^.

North. Well haft thou fpokcn, Coulin be it fo.

Henry. Ah, know you not the City favours them,

And they have troops of Souldiers at their beck ?

Wefltn- But when the Duke is flain , they'll quickly

flyc.

Henry. Far be the thought of this from Henries heart.

To make a (hambles of the Parliament Houfc.

Cou(in oi Exeter, frowns, words, and threats,

Shall be the War that Henry means to ofe

:

Thou faftious Duke of Tori^ defcend my Throne,

And kneel for grace and mercy at my feei,

I am thy Soveraign.

Tork^ I am thine.

Exet. FarOiame come down , he made thee Duke of

Tork,

Ter(. It was my Inheritance, as the Earldomc was.

Exet. Thy
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Thv Father was a Traitor to the Crown.

War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crown.

In following this ufurping Henry.

Clifford. Whom ihouldhe follow, but his naturall

King ?

fVar. True Cllfford.zni that's Richard Dakzo£rork^.

Henry. And fhall I ftand,and thou fit in my Throncf

rork^ It muft and fiiali be fo, content thy felf.

IVarw. Be Duke of LnHcaftcr^ let him be King.

fVefim. He is both King, and Duke of L^«C'4/?(fr,

And that the Lord of ifeJimerlMd ftiall maintain.

fVar. And ;f/irjr/Vi^ftalldifprove it. You forget,

That we are thofe which chas'd you from the field,

And flew your Fathers, .ind with Colours ffi cad

March'd through the City to the Pallace Gates.

Ntrth. Yes H'arw'ck.y ^ remember it to my grief.

And by his Soul, thou and thy Houfe fliall rue it,

fVefl. PUntagenet, of thee and thefe thy Sons,

Thy Kinfmen, and thy Friends, Tie have more lives

Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veins.

Cllf. Urge it no more, left that inftead of words

I fend thee, Warwick,^ fuch a MefTenger,

As fhall revenge his death, before I ftir.

iVarn'. Poor Clifford^ how I fcorn his worthleffe

Threats.

Pl^»t. Will you we fliew our Title to the Crown ?

If not, our Swords Hiall plead it in the field.

Henry. What Tiile halt thou Traitor to the Crown ?

My Father was as thou art, Duke of Tark^^

Thy Grandfather Roger MortlmeryEztkoiMarch.

I am the Son of //f^rj' the Fifth,

Who made the Dolphin and the French to ftoop,

And feiz'd upon their Towns and Provinces.

Warrv. Talk not of Trance^ fith thou haft loft it all.

Henry. The Lord Protestor loft it, and not I

:

When I was crown'd I was but nine months old.

%ich. You are old enough now,

And yet me thinks you lofe :

Father tear the Crown from the Ufurpers Head.

Edward. Sweet Father do fo,fe: it on your Head.

iJHonnt. Good Brother,

As chou lov'ft and honoreft Armcs,

Let's fight it out, and notftand cavilling thus,

Richard. Sound Drums and Trumpets , and the King
will fl ye.

Plant. Sons peace.

Henry. Peace thou , and give King Henry leave to

fpeak.

fVarvf. Plantagenet ftiall fpeak firft : Hear him Lords,

And be you filent and attentive too.

For he that interrupts him, fhall not live.

Hen. Think'ft thou,that I will leave my Kingly Throne,
Wherein my Grandfiie and my Father fat ?

No: firft fhall War unpeople this my Realm

;

I, and their Colours often borne in France,

And now in England, to our hearts great forrow,

Shall be my Winding-fheet. Why faint you Lords ?

My Title's good, and better far then his.

fVarrv. But prove it Henry, and thou flialt be King.

Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft got the Crown.
*plant. 'Twas by rebellion againft his King.

Hen. 1 know not what to fay, my Title's weak

:

Tell, me, may not a King adopt an Heir ?

Plofff. What then?

Plant. If hcinay, then am I lawfull King

:

For Richard, in the view of many Lords,

Rcfign'd the Crown to Henry the Fourth,

Whofe Heir my Father was, and I am his.

Pla»t. He rofe againft him, being his Soveraign,

And made him to rcfign his Crown perforce.

fVarw. Suppofc, my Lords, he did itunconftrain'd,

Think you 'twere prejudicial! to his Crown ?

Exet. No : for he could not fo rcfign his Crown,
But that the next Heir fliould fucceed and reign.

Henry, Art thou againft us, Duke oiExeter ?

Exet. His is the right, and therefore pardon me.

Plant. Why whifper you, my Lords, and anfwcr not.?

Sxet. My Confcience tells me he is lawfuII King.

Henry. AH will revolt from me, and turn to him.

r^mh. f/rfwfj^fwfr, for all the Claim thou lay'ft,

Think not, that Henry ftiall be fo depos'd.

tvarrv. Depos'd he fliall be in defpight of all.

Northumlf. Thou art deceiv'd :

'Tis not thy Southern power

OtEfex, Norfolk,, Suffolk^., noxoi Kent,
Which makes thee thus piefumptuous and proud,

Can fet the Duke up in defjjignt of me.

Clif. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong,

Lord Clifford Vows to fight in thy defence :

May that ground gape, and fwallow me alive

;

Where I mall kneel to him that flew my Father.

Hen. Oh Cliff'ord, how thy words revive my heait.

Plant. Henry oiLancafier, refign thy Crown

:

What mutter you, or whatconfpire you Lords.?

fVurw. Do right unto this Princely Duke of Ttrk,,

Or I will fill the houfe with armed men.

And o're the Chair of State, where now he fits,

Write up his Title with ufurping bloud.

Heftamps with m foot, and the Sonldiers

fhew themfelves

Henry. My Lord o(Warwick^, hear me but one word.

Let me for this time reign as King.

Plant. Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs,

And thou ftialt reign in quiet while thou liv'ft.

Hen. lam content : Richard Plantagenet

Enjoy the Kingdome after my deceafe.

Cliff'ord. What wrong is this unto the Prince, your

Son ?

W»r. What good is this to England, and himfelf?

fVeJtm. Bafe,fcarfuII,and defpairing Henry.

Cliff. How haft thou injur'd both thy felfand us.?

fVeilm. I cannot ftay to hear thefe Articles.

Northumb. Nor I

Clifford. ComcCoufin, I« us tell the Queen thefe

News..

iVeft. Farewell faint-hearted and degenerate King,
In whofe cold bloud no fpark of honour bides.

North. Be thou a prey unto the Houfe oiTork,,

And die in Bands, for this unmanly deed.

Cliff. In dreadful] War may 'ft thou be overcome,
Or live in peace abandon'd and defpis'd,

Warw. Turn this way Henry, znd legard them not.
Exeter. They feek revenge , and therefore will not

yield.

Henry. Ah Exeter.

hyarw. Why lliould you figh my Lord ?

Hen. Not for my felf Lord PVarwick^, but my Son,
Whom I unnaturally (hall dif-inherit

But be it as it may : I here entayle

The Crown to thee and to thine heirs for ever.

Conditionally, that here you take an Oath,
To ceafe this Civill War : and whil'ft I live,

To'
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To honour mc as thy King and Soveraign :

Neither by Trcafon nor Hoftilicy,

To feck to put mc down, and reign thy felf,

Pla»r. This Oath I willingly take, and will perform.

fVar.Lono live King Henrj-.PUntageHCt emhxicz him.

Henry. And long live thou, 8: thefe thy forward Sons.

Pl/int. Now r^ri^and Lancajier arc rcconcil'd.

Exet. Accurft be he that fecks to make them foes.

Sorft. Here theji come down.

Plant. Farewell my gracious I^rd, Tie to my CaHIc,

ky«t . And rie keep London with my Souidiers.

Norf, And I to Norfoll^mzU my followers.

Mount. And I unto the Sea, from whence I came.

Hen. And I with grief and forrow to the Court*

Henrj. Stay, gentle Margaret., and hear mc fpeak.

Queen. Thou halt fpokc too much already : get thee

Enter the Quetu.

Exet. Here comes the Queen,

Whofe looks bewray her anger

ricftcal away.

Henry. Exeter^ fo will I.

Queen, Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee.

Hen. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ftay.

Quee. Who can DC patient in fuch extreames ?

Ah wretched man, would I had di'd a Maid,

And never fecn thee, never born thee Son,

Seeing thou hafl prov'd fo unnaturall a Father.

Hath he dcferv'd to lofc his Birth-right thus ?

Hadrt thou but lov'd him half fo well as I,

Or felt that pain which I did for him once.

Or nouiiftit him, as I did with my blood
;

Thou would'ft have left thy dcareft heart-blood there.

Rather then made that favage Duke thine Heir,

And dif-inherited thine only Son.

Prin. Father, you cannot dif-mherit me:
If you be King, why (Viould not 1 (uccced >

H?«. Pardon mc, C3f«rg^<«rrt, pardon mc, fweet Son,
The Earl o^H'arwick^znA the Duke enforc*t mc.

Que. Enforc't thce?art thou King, and wilt be forc'tT

I lliame to hear thee fpeak: ah timorous Wretch,
Thou haft undone thy felf, thy Son, and mc

,

And given unto the houfe of 7"or/^ fuch head.
As thou (halt raign but by their fufferance.

To cntailc himand his Heits unto the Crown,
What n it, but to make rhy Scpulcher

,

And creep into it far before thy time .'

IVarvrick^\s Chancellour, and the Lord o^Calllce^

Stern FaUonhridge coirrm:inds the Nanow Sca$>

TheDukeismade Piotei\or of the Realm,
And yet Ihalt thou be fate ? fuch fafety fitrds

The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves.
Had I been there, which am a iilly Woman,
The Souidiers lliould have tofs'd me on their Pikes,

Before I would have granted to that A6t.

But thou preferr'ft thy Life before thine honour.
And feeing thou do'ft, I here divorce my felf,

Both from thy Tabic, Henry^ and thy Bed,
Untill that A^ of Parliament be repealed.

Whereby my Son is dif-inherited.

The Northern Lords, chat haveforfworn thy Colours,
Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread :

And fpread they fliallbc.to thy fouldiforacc

And utter luineof the Houfc of r#r;^.

Thus do I leave thee : Come Son, let's away,
Our Army is ready, come, we'll after them,

gone.

Hen. Gentle Son SdmMrJ, thou wilt ftay with mc ?

Quee. 1, to be murther'd by his enemies.

Prlu. When I return with victory from the Held,

rie fee your Grace : till then I'lc follow her.

Quee. Come, Son, away, we may not linger thus.

Hen. PoorQpcen,
How love to mc, and to her Son

,

Hath made her break out into termes of Rage.

Reveng'd may (he be on that hatcfull Duke,

Whofe haughty fpirit, winged with defirc.

Will coft my Crown, and Tike an empty Eagle,

Tyre on the Flefh of mc, and of my Son.

The loflc of thofe three Lords torments my heart t

I'lc write unto them, and entreat them fair j

Come, Coulin, you Ihall be the Mcffcnger.

Exet. And I hope, ihall reconcile them all. £*/V.

Enter Richard, Edwardy aiti

MoHtitague.

Richard. Brother, though I be youngcft, give me
leave.

Sd)t>. No, I can better play the Orator.

Meuit. But I have rcafons ftrong and forcible.

Enter the Dukj ofTerk^

Tor. Why, how now Sons and Brothers, at a ftrife?

What is your Quarrell ? how began itfirft ?

Edw. No Quarrell, but a flight Contention.
Tor. About what >

Ri(h. About that which concerns your G race and us,

The Crown oi England, Father, which is yours.

I Tor. Mine, Boy ? not untill King Henrj be dead.
Rich. Your Right depends not on his life, or death.

I Edw. Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now

:

1
By giving the Houfc of Lancafler leave to breathe,

I

It will out-rtin you, Father, in the end.

I

Tot. I took an Oath, that he lliould quietly reign.

I
Edn>. But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken

:

I I would break thoufand Oathes to reign one year.

Richard. No r God forbid, your Grace Ihould be for-

fworn.

Tor. I fhall be, if I claim by open War.
Richard, lie prove the contrary, if you'l hear me

fpeak.

Tor. Thou canft not. Son, 'tis impoflibk.

Rich. An Oath is of no moment, being not took
Before a true and lawfull Magiftrate,

That hath authority over htm that fweares.

Htnr^ had none, but did ufurp the place.

Then feeing 'twas he that made you to dcpofe ,

Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous.

Therefore to Amies : and. Father, do but think ,

How fweet a thing it is to wear a Crown ,

Within whofe Circuit is EHs.ium
,

And all that Poctsfainof Blifleand Joy.
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot reft,

Untill the White Rofc that I wear, be dy'd

Hvcn in the lukewarm blood of Henrys heart.

Tor. Richard, enou"h : I will be King, or die.

Brother* thoufhalt to Londow ptefently
,

And whet on PVarwick^ to this Enteiprife.

S f Thou]



4S6 The third Tart ofKjng Henry the Sixth.

Thou, Richard^ flha It to the Duke of Norfolk^

And tell himprivily of our intent.

You, Edwardy /hall unto my Lord Cohhanty

With whom the Kerttifh-mcn will willingly rife.

In them I truft ; for they are Souldicrs

,

Witty, courteous, liberall, full of fpirit.

While you are thus employ'd, what refteth more ,

But that I feck occafion how to rife?

And yet the King not privy to my drift,

Nor any of the Houfc o£Lancafter.

Ettttr Gdriel.

But flay, what Ncwes > why comro'ft thou in fuch

pofte?

Gabriel. The Queen,

With all the Northern Earls and Lords^

Intend here to befiege you in yourCaftle.

She is hard by, with twenty thoufand men

:

And therefore fortifie your hold, my Lord.

Tor. 1,-with my Sword.

What ? think'ft thou, that we fear them ?

Edward and Richard, you (hall ftay with me.

My Brother Mountagnt (liall pofte to Lonion,

Let noble Warwick^ Cobham, and the reft ,

Whom we have left Proteftors of the King.

With powerful! Policy ftrengthen themfelves,

And truft not fimple Henry., nor his Oathes.

Mottn. Brother, I go : Tie win them, fear it not.

And thus moft humbly I do take my leave.

Exit MountagMt.

Snttr MortimtTy and his Brother.

Tor. Sir J«A»,and Sir Hftgb Mortimerytmne Uncklcs,

You are conie to Sandall'm a happy hour.

The Army of the Queen means to befiege us.

John. She ftiall not need, we'll meet her in the field.

Tor. What, with five thcufand men?
Rich. I, with five hundred, Father, for a need.

A Woman's Generall : what ftiould we fear >

A March afar of.

Edfv. 1 hear tbeir Drummes

:

Let's fer our men in order

«

And iffuc forth, and bid them BattclJ ftraight.

Tor. Five men to twenty : though the oddes be great,

I doubt not, Unckle, of our Viftory.

Many a Battell have I wonm Trance^

When as the Enemy hath been ten to one :

Why (hould I not now have the like fucccffe ?

Alarum. Exit.

Enter Rutland^ dnd his Tutor.

Rhtl. Ah, whether (hall I flye, to fcapc their hands ?

Ah, Tutor, look vihere bloody Clifford comes.

Enter Clifford.

Clifford, chaplain ^ away, thy Priefthood fayes thy

As for the Brat of this accuried Duke, (life,

Whofe Father flew my Father, he (hall die.

Tutor. Andl,my LordjWili bear him company.
Cliff. Souldiers, away with him.
Tutor. Ah Clifford, murther not this innocent Child,

Leaft thou be hated both of God a.id Man. Exit.

Clifford. How now ? is he dead already f

Or is It fear that makes him dofe his eyes ?

rie open them.

Rutl. So looks the pent-up Lyon o're the wretch.

That trembles under his devouring Paws ;

And fo he wa!ks» infulting o're his Prey,

And fo he comes to rend his Limbs afunrter.

Ah, gentle C/;j^(W</,kill me with thy Sword,

And not with luch a crnell thrcatning Look.

Sweet Clifford, hearmefpeak, before I die :

I am too mean a fubjeft for thy wrath.

Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live.

Cliff. In vain thou fpeak'ft, poor Boy :

My Fathers blood hath ftopt the pa(rage

Where thy words fhould enter.

Rutl, Then let my Fathers bfood open it again,

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him.

Cli. Had I thy Brethren here, their lives and thine

Were not revenge fufficientfor me :

No, if I digg'd up thy fore-fathers Graves,

And hung their rotten Coffins up in Chains ,

It could not flake mine ire, noreafc my heart.

The fight of any of the Houfe of Tork,

Is as a Fury to torment my Soul .•

And till I root out their accurfcd Line,

And leave not one alive, I live in hell.

Therefore

Rntl. Oh let me pray, before I take my death :

To thee I pray ; fweet Clifford, pitty me.

Clifford. Such pitty as my Rapiers point affoords.

R«f. 1 never did thee harm : why wilt thou flay

me ?

Clif. Thy Father hath.

Rut. But 'twas ere I was born.

Thou haft one Son, for his fake pitty me,

Leaft in revenge thereof, fith God is juft,

He be as miferably flain as I.

Ah, let me live in Prifon all my dayes.

And when I give occafibn of offence

,

Then let me die, for now thou haft no caufe.

Cliff. No caufc ? thy Father flew my Father : there-

fore die.

7(^11. Bitfadant laudisfummajit iflatua.

Cli. Tlantagenet,! come 'plantagenet :

And this thy Sons blood cleaving to my Blade,

Shall luft upon my Weapon, till thy blood

Congcal'd with this, do make me wipe ofFboth. Exit.

.Alarum. Enter Richard, Duke of Torl^

Tor. The Army of the Queen hath got the field :

My Unckles both are flain inrefcuing me.

And all my followers to the eager foe

Turn back, and flye, like Ships before the wind,

Or Lambs purfu'd by hunger-ttarved Wolves,

My Sons, God knovs-s what hath bechanced them :

But this I know, they have demean'd themfelves

Like men born to Renown, by Life or Death.

Three times did Kjchard make a Lane to me

,

And thrice cri'd. Courage Father, fight it out

:

And full as oft came Edward to my fide

,

With Purple Faulchion, painted to the Hilt,

In blood ofthofe that had encounnred him :

And when th'e hardieft Warriours did retire,

Richard cri'd, Charge, and give no foot of ground

,

And cri'd, A Crown, or elfe a glorious Tombe

,

^
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A Sccprer or an Earthly Scpulcher.

With this wc charg'd again : but out alafs,

We bodg'd a"ain : as I have feen a Swan

With bootlefk labour fwjm agalnft the Tide,

And fpcnd her ftrcngih with over-matching waves.

ji fhort alarum withik.

Ah hearkjthe fatall followers do purfuc,

And I ain faint,and cannot flye theirfury.

And were I ftrong, I would notlliun their fury,

Tiie Sands are numbred, that make up my life,

F^ere muft I ftay, and here my life mult end.

Enter the Q^xfen, Clifford^ Northumberland^the

young Prince , and Sonldiers

Come bloody Clifford^ rptigh Narthumberlc.Hdy

{ dare your qucnchlclTc fury to more rage :

I am youi But,and 1 abide your fliot.

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet.

Clif. I, to fuch mercy, as his ruthlcffc Armc

With down-right payment, fhcvv'd unto my Father.

Now Phaeten hath tumbled from his Carre
,

And made an Evcnin" at the Noon-tldc Priclc.

Tor. My aflics, as tnc Phcjcnix m»y bring forth

A Bird, that will revenge upon you all

:

And in that hope, I throw mine eyes to heaven,

Scorning what crc you can afflift me with.

Why come you not ? what ? multitudes, and fear ?

flif. Sn Cowards fightjK'vhen they can flye no further.

So Doves do peck the Falcons piercing Tallons,

So defperateThicvcS} all hopelerte oftheir Lives,

Breathe out inve(Slivc8'gainft the Officers.

Tor. Oh Clifford^ but bethink thee onctagain^

And in thy thought o'rc-run my former time:

And if thou canft, for blufhing, view this face,

And bite thy tongue, that flanders him with Cowardice,

Whofe frown hath made thee faint and flye ere this,

(7//. I will not bandy with thee word tor wold,

Bi;t buckler with thee blows twice two for one.

Quee. Hold, valiant piferdyhrz thoufaiidcaufes

I would prolong a while the TraytorsLife :

Wrath makes liim deaf ; fpcak thou N'orthuml>er/a»d.

North. Hold, C//jf«')'(/, do not honour him fo much,

To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart.

What valour were it, when a Currc doth grin.

For one to tViruft his H:ind between his Teeth,

When he might fpurn him with his foot away .>

It is Wars pri7C,to take all vantages.

And ten to one, is no impeach of Valour.

Clifford. 1 , I , fo Hrtves the fVoodcock with the

Gynne.

Northumberland. So doth the Cony ftruggle in the

Net.

Tor. So triumph Thieves upon their conquer'd Booty,
So true men yield, with Robbcis fo o'rc-matcht.

North. What would your Grace have done unto him
now ?

Quet. Brave Warriors,r//jf«rrf and Ntrthumhrla»d,
Come make him iland upon this Mole- hill here

,

That caught at Mountains with out-ftretched Armes,
Yet parted but the fhadow with his hand.

What, was it you that would be Englanis King .^

Was't you that rcvell'd in our Parliament,

And made a Preachment of your high Defcent ?

Where ai-c your mcflc of Sons to back you now ?

The wanton Edward^ and the lufly George ?

I And whcrc's that valiant Crook-back Prodigy,

I Dickey
^
your Boy, that with his grumbling voycc

Was wont to diecr his Dad in Mutinies .'

Or with the reft, where is your Darling, Rutlaud }

Look Tork^\ ftain'd this Napkin with the blood

That valiant Cllfordy with his Rapiers point.

Made irtue from the bofome of the Boy,

And if thine eyes can water for his Deatl>i

I give thee this to dry thy Checks with all.

Alafs poor Tork^, but that I hate thee deadly,

I fliould lament thy mifcrablc ftaie.

I prcthee grieve, to make me merry, Tert^.

What, hath thy fiery heart fo parcht thine entraifj,

That not a tear can fall for Rutland's Death ?

Why art thou patient, man ? thou fliould'ft be mad

:

And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus.

Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may fingand dance.

Thou would'ft be fcc'd,I fee, to make mefport:

Tork^csnnoi fpeak, unleffe he wear a Crown.
A Crown for Tork,; and Lords bow low to him .•

Hold you his hands, whilcft I dofet it on.

I

I marry. Sir, now looks he like a King

:

I, this is he that took King Henr/s Chair,

And this is he was his adopted Heir.

But how is it, that great Plantagenet

Is Crown'd fo foon, and broke his folemn Oath ?

As I bethink me, yon ftiould not be King,

Till ouvKing Henry had Hiook hands with Death.

And will you pale your head in Henry's Glory,

And rob his Temples of the Diadem

,

Now in his Life againft your holy Oath .>

Oh 'tis a fault too too unpardonable.

Off" with the Crown, and with the Crown, his Head,
And whil'ft we breathe take time to do him dead.

C/iford. That is my Office, for my Fathers fake.

Qifeett. hJay ftay , let's hear the Orirons he
makes.

Tork^. She-Wolf of fr/f»fp.

But worfe then Wolves oi France

^

Whofe Tongue more poyfons then the Adders Tooth
How ilUbefeeming is it in thy Sex ,

To triumph like an j4maz.otiian Truilj

Upon their Woes, whom Fortune captivates ?

But that thy Face is Vizard-like, unchanging.

Made impudent with ufc of evil deeds,

I would afTay, proud Queen, to make thee blulTi.

To tell thee whence thou cam'ft, ofwhom dcriv'dj

Were fliame enough to (hamc thee,

Wert thou not (hamcleffe.

Thy Father bears the type of King of Naptes^

Of both the Sicils^ and Jerufalem,
Yet not fo wealthy as an EngHfh Yeoman.
Hath that poor Monarch taught thee to infult }

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen,

Unlelfe the Adage muft be verefi'd.

That Beggars mounted, run their Horfe to death.

'Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women proud,

But God he knows, thy fhare thereof is fmall.

'Tis Virtue that doth make them moft admit'd,

1 he contrary doth make thee wondrcd at.

'Tis Government that makes them feem Divine,

The want thereof makes thee abominable.

Thou art as oppofitc to every good.

As the Antifodes arc unto us.

Or as the South to the Seftentrieu,

Oh Tigies Heart, wrapt in a Womans Hide.

Sf a Ho
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How could'lt chou drain the Life-blood of the Child, ^

To bid the Father wipe his eyes withal].

And yet be fecn to bear a Womans face ?

Woincn are fofc, mild, pictifull, and flexible ;

Thou ftern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorfekffe,

Bidft thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy wi(h.

Would'lt have me weep ? why now thou haft thy will.

For raging wind blows up inceflant fliowets,

And when the Rage allayes, the Rain begins,

Thcfe Teares are my fweec Rntlands Obfequies,

And every drop cries vengeance for his death,

*Gain(i thee,feil C//jfflr</,and thee,falfc Fr;/»cA.vvoman.

Northnmb. Bel^rew ine,but his palTions move mc fo,

That hardly can I check mine eyes from Teares.

Tor. That face of his.

The hungry Caniballs would not have touchr,

Would not have ftain'd the Rofes juft with blood

:

But you are more inhumane, more inexorable.

Oh, ten times more then Tygcrs oi Hyrcama,

See, ruthlefle Queen, a haplcfle Fathers teares :

This Cloth thou.dip'dft in blood of my fwcct Boy,

And I with teares do wafti the blood away.

Keep thou the Napkin, and go boaft of this.

And if thou tcll'ft the heavy ftory right.

Upon my Scul, the hearers will fhcd Teares

:

Yea, even my Foes will fhed faft- fallitig Teares,

And fay, alafs, it was a pittious deed.

There, take the Crown, and with the Crown, my Curfe.

And m thy need, fuch comfort come to thee,

As now I reap at thy too cruell hand.

Hard-hearted Cliffordy take me from the World,

My Soul to Heaven, my Blood upon your Heads.

North. Had he been flaughter-man to all my Kin,

I fhould not for my Life but weep with him,

To fee how inly forrow gripes his Soul.

Qnie. What,weeping ripe,my Lord MorthumhirUml}

Think but upon the wrong he did us all,

And that will quickly dry thy melting Teares.

Clifford. Here's for my Oath, here's for my Fathers

Death.

Qaee. And here's to right our gentle-hearted

King.

Yor. Open thy Gate of mercy, gracious God.

My Soul flyes through thcfe wounds, to feek out thee,

Qttee. Off with his Head, and fet it on 7"o>J^Gatcs,

So Tork^mi^ over-look the Town of Tork,

£xeuHt.

A March. Enter Edrvard^ li^chard,

and their porver.

Edw. I wonder how our Princely Father fcap't

:

Or whether he be fcap't away, or no ,

From Cliffords and NorthumlerUnds purfuit ?

Had he been tancj we fhould have heard the newes

.

Had he been nian,we ihould have heard the newes :

Or had he fcap't, me thinks wc ftiould have heard

The happy tidings of his good efcape.

How fares my Brother ? why is he fo fad ?

%ich. I cannot joy untill I be refolv'd

Where our right valiant Father is become.

1 faw him in the Battell range about.

And watcht him how he fingled Clifford (oYih^

Me thought he bore him in the thickeft troup,,

As doch a Lyon in a Heard of Neat,

Or as a Bearencompafs'd round with Dogs :

Who having pincht a few, and made them cry,

The reft ftand all aloof, and bark at him.

So far'd our Father with his Enemies,

So fled his Enemies, my Warlike Father :

Mc thinks 'tis prize enough to be his Son.

Sec how the Morning opesher golden Gates,

And takes her farewell of the glorious Sun.

How well refembles it the prime of Youth,
Trimm'd like a Yonker, prancing to his Love >

Sd. Dazlc mine eyes, or do 1 fee three Suns ?

Rich. Three glorious Suns, each one aperfcftSun,
Not feparated with the racking Clouds,

But fever'd in a pale cicar-fliining skie.

See, fee they joyn, embrace, and feem to kiflc.

As if they vow'd fome League inviolable.

Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun :

In this, the Heaven figures fome event,

Edw. Tis wondrous ftrange,

The like yet never heard of.

I think it cites us (Brother) to the field.

That we, the Sons of brave T/^aM^rwrti
Each one already blazing by our meeds

,

Should notwithftanding joyn our Lights together,

And over-fhine the Earth, as this the World.
What e're it bodes, hcnce-foi-ward will I bear

Upon my Target three fair ftiining Suns.

Rich. Nay, bear three Daughters

:

By your leave, I fpeake it,

You love the Breeder better then the Male.

Enter one blomng.

But what art thou, whofe heavy Looks fore.tell

Some dreadfuU ftory hanging on thy Tongue ?

Meffe. Ah, one that was a wofull looker on.

When as the Noble Duke of Torkyi^% flain,

Your Princely Father, and my loving Lord.

Edward. Oh fpeak no more, for I have heard too

much.

Rich. Say how he di'd, for I will hear it all.

Meff. Environed he was with many foes.

And ftood againft them, as the hope of Troy

Againft the (jreekjt ^^^^ would have entred Troy.

But Hercules himfelf muft yield to oddes

:

And many ftroaks, though with a little Axe,

Hewcs down and fells the hardeft-timber'd Cake.

By many hands your Father was fubdu'd.

But oncly flaughter'd by the ircfull Arme
Of un-relenting Clifford,2nd the Queen :

Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high dcfpight,

Laugh'd in his face : and when with grief he wept,

The ruthlefle Queen gave him, to dry his Cheek,

A Napkin, ftceped in the harmlcffe blood.

Of fwcct young Rutland, by rough Clifford flain :

And after many fcorns, many foul taunts,
j

They took his Head, and on the Gates of Tork^

They fet the fame, and there it doth remain,

The faddcft fpedlade that e're I vicw'd.

Edw. Sweet Duke of Tori^, our Prop to lean upon.

Now thou art gone, wc have no StafFe, no Stay.

Oh Clifford, boyft'ious Clifford, thou haft flain

The flower oi Europe, for his Chcvalry,

And treacheroufly haft thou vanquiftit him.

For hand tohantl he would have vanquiflit thee.

Now my Souls Palace is become a Prifon :

Ah, would ftie break from hence, that this my body
Mighc
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Mi^lu in che ground be clofcd up in relt:

For never henceforth rtiall I joy again :

Never, oh never fhall I fee more joy.

Rich. I caniioc weep : for all my bodies moiilurc

Scarce fervcs to quench my Furnace-burning heart

;

i Nor can my tongue unload my hearts great burthen.

For fclf-famc ^windc that I Hionld fpeak vvithall y

Is kindling coilcsthat fires up all my breft,

And burns me up with flames, that teares would qutnch.

To weep, is to make leflc the depth of grief

;

Tcarcs then for Babes ; Blowes, and Revenge forme.

Richnrd^l bear thy name, I'lc venge thy Death,

Or die renowned by attempting it.

Ed. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee:

His Dukedome, and his Chair with me is left.

Rich. Nay, ifthoubethat Princely Eagles3ird,

Shew thy dcfccnt by gazing 'gainft tlie Sun :

For Chair and Dukedome, Throne and Kmgdomc fay,

Either that is thjnc, oi clfe tb^ wert not his.

Mttrch. Enter rvarmcky LMarquejfe AfoMHtatMtf,

and their Army.
H'arvflckj How now, fair Lords ? what fare ? what

ncwes abroad ?

Rich. Great Lord o( ffartvick,^ ifwe fhould recount

Our baleful] ncwes, and at each words deliverance

Stab Poniards in our flefh, till all were told.

The words would addc moreanguifh then the wounds.

O, valiant Lord, the Duke ofTork^ is flain.

Edtv. 0^n^<irwickj,fV*rwiclij, that PUntagenetj

Which held tliee dearly as his Souls Redemption ,

Is by the ftern Lord Ciifford done to death.

> lyar. Ten daycs ago I drown'd thefe ncwes in teares,

And now to addc more mcafure to your woes ,

I come to tell you things fith then befaln.

After the bloody Fray at PVakefie/d fought,

Where your bravC Father breath'd his lateft gasp,

Tidings,a$ fwiftly as the Pofts could run,

Were brought me of your loflc, and his depart.

I then in London, keeper of the King

,

Muftcr'd my Souldiers, gathered flocks of Friends,

Marcht toward S. Alhans, to intercept the Qiieen,

Bearing the King in my behalf along

:

For by my Scouts, I wasadvertifcd

That Hie was comming with a full intent

To dall} our late Decree in Parliament,

Touching King henrfi Oath* and your Succeffion :

Short Tale to make, we at S. Albans met,

Our Battcllsjoyn'd, and both fides fiercely fought

:

But whether 'twas the coldneflcof the King,

Who look'd full gently on his War-like Qiiccn

,

That robb'd my Souldieis of theif heated Spleen.

Or whether 'twas report of her fuccefle.

Or more then common izzro^ Cliffords Rigour,

Who thunders to his Captives, Blood and Death,

I cannot judge: but to conclude with truth,

Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went r

Our Souldiers like the Night.Owlcs lazy flight.

Or like a lazy Threiher with a Flayle,

Fell gently down, as ifthey ftruck their friend?.

I checr'd them up with jufticc of our Caufc,

With promifc of high pay, and great Reward
But all in vain, they had no heart to fight,

And wc (in them) no hope to win the day.

So that we fled : the King unto the Qiicen,

Lord George, your Brother Norfolk., ^i\d my fcif,

I

In hafic. po(t-haftc, arc come to joyn wich you /

' For in the Marches here wc heard you were,

Making another Head, to fight again.

Ed. Where is the Duke of Norfolk^, gentle fyanrickj
And when came George from Burguad/ to Sngland >

iVar. Some fix milts off the Duke is with the Soldiers;

And for your Brother he was lately lent

From your kind Aunt, Dutchefle of Burgnndj,
With aid of Souldiers to this nCcdfuU Warrc.

Rich. 'Twas oddcs belike, when valiant /f^rw/iri^ fled;

Oft have I heard his praifcs in purfuit

,

But ne're till now, his fcandall of Retire,

HTar. Nor now my fcandall,7^fA.fr<^,dofl thou hear :

For thou iTialt know this ftrong right hand ofmine

,

Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henrf% head,

And wring the awfull Scepter from his Fift,

Were he as famous, and as bold in warre,

As he is fam'd for mildncffc, jieace, and prayer.

Rich. I know it well. Lord Warwick^ blame me not,

*Ti$ love I bear thy glories makes me fpeak.

But in this troublous time, what's to be done ?

Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steele,

And wrap our Bodies in black mourning Gowns,
Numb'ring our Avc-Maries with our Beads ?

Or (hall we on the Helmets of our foes,

Tell our Devotion with rcvengefull Armes?

If for the laft, fay I, and to it Lords,

War. Why therefore Warwick, came to feek you out,

And therefore comes my Brother Monntague :

Attend mc Lords, the proud infulting Queen,

With Clifford, and the haiight Northnmherland^

And of their Feather, many moe proud Birds,

Have wrought the cafie-mcking King, like Wax,
He fworc confent to your fucceifion ,

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament,

And now to London alt the crew are gone.

To fiuftrate botii his Oath,and what bcfidc

Mny make againft the Houfe of Lancafler.

Their power(I think) is thirty tlioufand ftrong :

Now, if the help of Uprfolk^, and my fclf.

With all the friends that thou brave Earl o{Murcb

,

Among'ft the loving Welch-men canft procure,

Will but amount to hve and twenty choufand

,

Why Via, to London will we march.

And once again bcftridc our foaming Steeds,

And once again cry, Cliaige upon our foes.

But never once again turn back and flyc.

Rich. 1, now mc thinks! hear great Warwick, fpeak;

Ne' rc may he live to fee a fim-llime day.

That dies Kzuxc,'\{ Wanvickjxd himitay.

Ed, Lord Warwtckt O" thy ihouldcr will I lean,

And when thou fail'll (as God forbid the hour)

Muftf^Wiiz-r/ fall, which pcrill heaven forfend.

War, No longer Earl of /»/.<r<rA, but Duke of 7*ori^:

The next Degree, is EngUmds Royali Tyrone

:

For King of £/>^//<Wlhalt thou bcproclaim'd

In every Burrough as we palTe along,

And lie that throws not up his cap for joy,

Shall for tlic fault make forfeit oi his head.

King Edward, valiant Richard .Mountagne

:

Stay wc no longer, dreaming of Renown,

But found thcrnimpets,and about our Task.

Rich. Then, Cllf«rd, wear thy heart as hwdas fteele.

As thou ha/t fhevcn it fhnty by thy deeds

,

I come to pierce it, or to give tljec mme.
Edtv. Then flnkc up Dtumi,GodntdS.Ctfrge forus.

Sf ? frar,\
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Enter a Mejfenger.
^

Vyar. How now ? what newcs >

Mef. The Duke of-ATorfoA^fends you word by mc,

The Qiiecn is comming with a puiflam Hofte

,

And craves your company,for fpcedy counfcll.

fVar. Why ihen it forts, brave Warriors let's away.

Exeunt omues.

Enter the King^ the Quceit^ Clifford , Northumberland

and young Prince, with Drumme and

Trumpets.

Que6.Wt\con\t% my Lord,to this brave Town oirork.-,

Yonder's the head of that Arch-enemy,

That fought to bcencompaft with y6ur Crown.

Doth not the objeft cheer your heart, my Lord.

K. I, as the rocks cheer them that fear their wrack,

To fee this fight, it irks my very foul

:

With-hold revenge (dear God) 'tis not my fault,

Nor wittingly have 1 infiing'd my Vow.
Cllf, My gracious Liege, this too much lenity

And harmful] pitty muft be laid afide :

To whom do Lyons caft their gentle looks ?

Not to the Beaft that would ufurp their Den.

Whofe hand is that the Forrcfl Bear doth lick ?

Not his that fpoyies her young before her face.

Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fting ?

Not he that fets his foot upon her back.

Thcfmalleft Worm will tin-n» being troden on.

And Doves will peck in fafcguard of their Brood.

Ambitious York, did levell at thy Crown,
Thou fmiling, while he knit his angry Browes.

He but a Duke, would have his Son a King,

And raife his ilfue like a loving Sire

,

Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly Son,

Didft yield confent to dis-inhcrit him :

Which argued thee a moft unloving Father.

Unreafonable Creatures feed their young

,

And though mans face be fearfull to their eyes

,

Yet in perfedion of their tender ones,

Who hath not feen them even with thofe wings.

Which fometimethey have us'd with fearfull flight.

Make 'Warre with him that climb'd unto their neft.

Offering theirown lives in their youngs defence ?

For (liame, my Liege, make them your Prefident

:

Were it tvot pitty that this goodly Boy
Should lofe his Birth-right by his Fathers fault,

And long hereafter fay unto his Childc,

What my great Grandfather, and my Grandfire got,

My carelerie Father fondly gave away.

Ah, whata fhame were this ? look on the Boy,

And let his manly face, which promifcth

Succeffefull Fortune Itecle thy melting heart.

To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him.

King. Full well hath Clifford plaid the Orator,

Inferring arguments of mighty force

:

But, Clifford^ tell me, didft thou never hear.

That things ill got,had ever bad fucceffe.

And happy alwayes was it for that Son ,

Whofe Father forhishoordingwentto hell

:

ric leave my Son my virtuous deeds behinde.

And would my Father had left meno more :

For all the reft is held at fuch a Rate,

As brings a thoufand fold more care to keep,

Then in poffefTion any jot of pleafure.

Ah CouHn Tor)^, would thy beft friends did know,

How it doth grieve me that thy head is here.

Quee.My Lord,checrup your fpirits, our foes are nigh,

And this foft courage makes your Followers faint

:

You promift Knighthood to our forward Son,

Unfheath your fword, and dub him picfently,

Edwmrdy kneelc down.
King. Edward flantagenet^ arife a Knight

,

And learn this Leffon, Draw thy Sword in right,

Prin. My gracious Father, by your Kingly leave,

rie draw it as apprant to the Crown ,

And in that Quarrell ufe it to the death.

Clif. Why that is fpoken like a toward Prince.

Enter a Mtffenger,

Meff. Royall Commanders, be in rcadincffe.

For with a Band of thirty thoufand men.
Comes W*rWfi^backingof the Duke of Tork^

And in the Towns as they do march along,

Proclaimes him King, and many flye to him.

Darraign your Battel!, they are at hand.

Clif. I would your Highneffc would depart the field.

The Queen hath bcft fucccffe when you are abfent.

Qu. I good my Lord,and leave us to our fortune*

King. Why, that's my fortune too,therefore Tie ftay.

North. Be it with refolution then to fight.

Prin. My Royall Father, cheer thefe Noble Lords,

And hearten thofe that fight in your defence

:

Unflieath y&ur fword, good Father : cry S. ^eorge.

March. Enter Edward^ fVarwick^^ Rlchard^Clarence,

Norfolkjt Mountague^ and Souldiers.

Ed. Nov? pterjur'd Hetiry^ wilt thou kneel for grace ?

And fet thy Diadem upon my head ?

Or bide the mortall fortune of the field.

Qu. Go rate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy

,

Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terraes

,

Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawfull King ?

Ed. I am his King, and he fliould bow his knee

;

I was adopted Heir by his confent.

Since when, his Oath is broke : foras I hear

,

You that are King, though he do wear the Crown

,

Have caus'd him by new Adt of Parliament,

To blot out me, and put his own Son in.

Clif. And reafon too:

Who fliould fiicceed the Father, but the Son ?

Rich. Are you there, Butcher ? O, I cannot fpeak.

Clif. I Crook-back, here I ftand to anfwer thee.

Or any he, theproudcft ofthy fort.

"B^ch'TviSiS you that kill'd young RtalandyVns rt not}

Clif. I, and old Tork,.,2nd yet not fatisfied.

Rich. For Gods fake. Lords, give fignall to the fight.

iFar. VVha t fay 'ft thou, Henrj ,

Wilt thou yield the Crown ? (you fpeak?

Quee, Why how now, long-tongu'd fFarrfick^ dare

VVhen you and I met at S. jilbansli^y

Your legges did better fervice then your hands.

tVar. Then 'twas my turn to flye, and now 'tis thine

:

Clif. You faid fo much before, and yet you fled.

Wir.Twas not your vzlaaryClifford^ drove me thence.

Nor. No,nor your manhood that durft make you ftay.

Rich, Northumberland^ I hold thee reverently.

Break offthe parley, for fcarce I can refrain

The execution ofmybig-fwoln heart

Upon that Clifford^ thatcruell Child-killer.

Clif. I flev« thy Father, call'ft thou him a Child ?

Rich.
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Hich. J like a Daftard, and a treacherous Coward,

As thou didd kill our tender Uroihcr RutlaKd^

But ere SiifJ ("ct, I'le make thee curfe the deed.

King. Have done with words (my Lords) and hear

me fpcak.

i^«. Dene them then, or elfe hold clofe thy lip?.

King. 1 prechcc give no limits to my Tongue,

I am a King, and privilcdg'd tofpeak,

C /if.My Liege, the wound that bred this meeting here,

Cannot be cur'd by words, therefore be ftill.

Ricfj, Then, Executioner, unfheaili thy fword :

By him that made us all, I am refolv'd,

That Clifford^ Manhood lyesupon his conguc.

Ed, Say fff«rr, dial! I have my right, or no :

A thoufand men have broke their Fa(ts today.

That ne're fhall dine, unleffe thou yield the Crown.

fVar. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head.

For r^ri^in jufticeputs his Armouron.

Pr. Ed. If that be right,wbich fVarmck. fay es is right,

There is rio wrong, but every thing is right.

W^r, Who ever got thee, there thy Mother ftands,

For well 1 wot, thou haft thy Mothers tongue.

J^. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Damme,
But likt a foul mifhapen Stigmatick

,

Mark'd by the Dcftinics to be avoided,

As venome Toads, or Lizards dreadful! ftings.

Hich. Iron oi Naples^ hid with Euglifh gilt,

yVhofe FathcT bearcs the Title of a King,

(As if a Channcll fhould be call'd the Sea)

Sham'ft thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught

,

To let thy tonjgue detccft thy bafc-born heart,

Sd. A wi(p of ftraw were worth a thoufand Crowns,

To make this fhameleffc Callct know her fejf.

HelUn of Greece was fairer farrc then thou.

Although thy Husband may be Menelaus ;

And ne'rc was Agamemnon's Brother wrong'd

By thatfalfe woman, as this King by thee.

His Father revell'd in th heart of FrancCy

And tam'd the King, and made the Dolphin ftoop

:

And had he match'd according to his State,

He might have kept that glory to this day.

But when he took a beggar to his bed,

And grac'd thy poor Sire with his Bridall day

,

Even then that Sun-rtiine brew'd a (howerforhim,

That wafht his Fathers fortunes forth of France^

And heap'd Sedition on his Crown at home

:

For what hath broacVd this tumult but thy Pride ?

Hadft thou been meek, our Title ftill had (Icpt,

And we in pitty of the Gentle King

,

Had flipt our Claim untill another Age,

CU. But when we faw,ourSunfhine made thy Spring,

And tliat thy Summer bred us no encrcafe,

VVc fet the Axe to thy ufurping Root

:

And though the edge hath fomethino hit our felves.

Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ftrike.

We'll never leave, till we have hewn thee down.

Or bath'd thy growin", with our heated bloodt,

£d. And in this relolution, I defiethcc.

Not wilhngany longer Conference,

Since thou deni'dft the gentle King to fpeak.

Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours wave,

And cither ViiVory, or elfe a Grave.

Qu. Stay, Edrvard.

Ed. No, wrangling Woman, we'll no longer ftay,

Thcfc words will coft ten thoufand lives this. day.

Exeunt eDtnts.

eyflarum. Excurjions, Enter fVarwick^

fyar. Forc-fpent with tdyle, as Runners with a Race,

I lay me down a little while to breathe :

For ftrokcs rccciv'd, and many blowcs repaid,

Have robb'd my fttongknitfinewesofthcirftrcnoth,

And fpight of fpighr, needs muft I reft a while.

Enter Edrvard rnnning.

Ed. Smile, gentle heaven, or ftrike, ungentle death.

For this world frowns, and Edrvard's Sun is clouded.

fy4r. How now, my Lord, what hap? what hope of

good?
Enter Clarence.

Cla, Our hap is loflc, our hope but fad defpaire.

Our ranks are broke, and ruinc follows us.

What counfcU give you .? whether ftiall we flyc ?

Ed. Bootleflc is flight, they follow us with winss,

And weak we are, and cannot ftiun purfuit.
o'»

Enter Richard.

Rieh.Ah fVarmcl^why haft thow withdrawn thy fclf.>

Thy Brothers blood the thirfty Eaith bath drunk

,

Broach'd with the fteelly point o( Cliffords Launce:
And in the very pangs of death he eri'd.

Like to a difmall Clangor heard from farre,

Af<»rw;V^, revenge ; Brother, veyenge my death.

So underneath the belly of their Steeds,

That ftain'd their Fetlocks in his fmoaking blood.

The Noble Gentleman gave up the ghoft.

JVar. Then let the Earth be drunken with our blood
rie kill my Horfe becaufe I will not flye:

Why ftand we like foft-hcarted women here.

Wailing our lolTcs, whiles the Foe doth rage,

And look upon, as if the Tragedy
Were plaid in jeft, by counterfeiting A(5>ors.

Here on my knee, I vow to God above,

ric never pawfe again, never ftand ftill

,

Till either death hath clos'd thefe eyes of mine,
Or fortune given me meafurc ofrevenge.

Ed. O Warwick,. I do bend my knee with thint,

And in this vow do chain my foul to thine.

And ere iny knee rife froni the Earthtcold face,

I throw oiy hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee,

Thou fetter up, and pluckerdown of Kings,

Bcfeech thee (if with thy will it ftands)

That to my Foes this body muft be prey

,

Yet that thy brazeiioates of heaven may ope,
And give fweet paflage to my finfull foule.

Now Lords, take leave untiil we meet again.

Where e're it be, in heaven, or in the earth.

Rich. Brother,

Give me thy hand, and gentle H-'arvicl(^

Let me embrace thee in my weary amies.-

I that did never weep, now melt with woe,

That Winter fliould cut oft" our Spring-time fo.

pyar. Away, away :

Once more, fweet Lords, farewell.

^la. Yet let us altogether to our Troops.

And give thcin leave to flye that will not ftay :

And call them Pillars that will ftand to us :

And if we thrive, promifc them fuch rewards

As Victors wear at the Olympian Games.

This may plant Courage in their quailing brcafls.

For yet is hope of Lifeand Vi^ory :

Fore-
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Forc-lbw no lougcr,piak<: we hence amain. Extunt.
\

ExCHrfoHs. Enter Richard ani Clifford.

Rich. Novv Clifford^ 1 have finglcd thee alone,

Suppofe this aimc is for the Duke of T.ork,

And this for Rutland., both bound to revenue*

Wert thou inviron'd wicha Brazen wall.

Clif. Now Richard, I am with thee here alone,

This is the hand tiiat ftabb'd tliy Father Tork^
,

And this the liand that flew thy Brcther Rutland
^

And here's tiic heart, that triumphs in their death,

And checrcsthcfe hands that (lew thy Sire and Brother,

To execute the like upon thyfclf

,

And fohave at thee.

Thejf fight, fVartvick, femes., C^ijford flies.

Rich. Nay fvairrvick^, fingle out fome other Chace,
For I my felf will hunt this Wolf to death. Exennt.

.AlarMm. Enter King Henry aUne.

Hen. This Batteil fares like to the morningj Warre,
When dying Clouds contend with growing Light,

What time the Shepheard blowing of his nailes,

Can neither call it peifc(5lday, nor night.

Now fwayes it this yway, like a mighty Sea,

Forc'd by the Tide to combat with the Wind :

Now fwayes it that way, like the felf-famc Sea
,

Forc'd to retire by fury of the Winde.

Sometime, the Flood prevails ; and then the Winde :

Now, one the better, then another be(i
;

Both tugging to be Viftors, hxz[\ to breft :

Yet neither Conqueror, nor conquered.

So is the equall poize ofthis fell Wafrc.

Here on this Mole-hill will! fit me down.

To whom God will, there be the viiSlory :

For Margaret my- Queen, and CHjford too

Have chid me from the Batteil ; Swearing both,

They profper bcft of all when I amthencc.

Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo :

"For what is in this world, but grief and woe.

Oh God ! mc thmks it were a happy life,

To be no better then a homely Swain,

To fit upon a hill, as I do now.

To carve out Dialls qucintly, point by point,

Tlicreby to fee the- Minute* how they run

:

How many makes the Hour full compleat.

How many houres bring about the day

,

flow many daycs will finil}i up the year.

How many yeares a mortall Man may live.

When this is known, then to divide the Tinjcs

:

So many houres muft I tend my FJock ;

So many houresmuft I take my reft :

So many houres muft I contemplate

:

So many houres muft I fport my felf

:

So many dayes my Ewes have been with young :

So many dayes ere .the poor Fools will Ban :

So many yeares ere I fhall flieer the Fleece :

So minutes, houres, dayes, nwneths, and yeares,

Paft over to the end they were created,

Would bring' white haires unto a quiec Grave.

Ah ! what a life were this ? how fweet, how lovely ?

Gives not the Haw-thorh bufh a fweeter fliade

To Shephcardj, looking on their filly llheep,

Then doth a rich embroider'd Canopy
To Kings, that fear dicir SubjeAs treachery ?

Oh yes, it doth, a thoufand fold it doth.

And to conclude, the Shcphcards homely Curds,

His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottle,

His wonted fleep,undcr a frcfli Trees fliade,

All which fecure, and fwectly heenjoyes.

Is farre beyond a Princes Delicates

:

His Viands fparkling in a Golden Cup,
His body couched in a curious bed.

When Care, Miftruft, and Trcafons waits on him.

Alarum. Enter a Son that hath kjttd his Father
at one doer, attd a Father that hath kjll'd his Son

at another door.

Son. Ill blowes the winde that profits no body,
This man whom hand to hand I flew in fight.

May be poffeffed with fome ftore of Crowns

,

And I that (haply) take them from him now

,

May yet (ere night) yield both my life and them
To fome man elfe,as this dead man doth me.
Who's this ? Oh God • it is my Fathers face.

Whom in this Conflidl, I (unwares) have kill'd

:

Oh heavy times ! begetting fuch events.

From London, by the Kins was I preft forth.

My Father being the Earl oi PVarmck^s Man,
Came on the part of Tork^; preft by his Maftcr

:

And I, who at his hands lecciv'd my life,

Have by my hands of life bereaved him.

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did :

And pardon, Father, for I knew not thee.

My teares fhall wipe away thefe bloody marks

:

And no more words, till they have flow'd their fill.

King. O pittious fpe£lacle • O bloody Times

!

Whiles Lyons warre, and Batteil for their Dennes,

Poor harmlefTe Lambs abide their enmity.

Weep, wretched man. Tie aid thee Tear for Tear,

And let our hearts and eyes, like Civil Warre,
Be blitvde with teares, and break o're-charg'd with grief.

Enter Father^ bearing of his Son,

Fa. Thou that fo ftoutly haft refifted me,

Give me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold :

For I have bought it with an hundred blowes.

But let mc fee : is this our foc-man's face ?

Ah, no, no, no, it is mine onely Son.

Ah Boy, if any life be left in thee.

Throw up thine eye ; fee, fee, what ftiowers arife.

Blown with the windy Tempeft ofmy heart.

Upon thy wounds, that kills mine eye, and heart.

O pitty God,this miferabk Age

»

What ftratagems ? how fell .' how butcherly ?

Erroneous, mutinous, and unnaturall.

This deadly quarrell daily doth beget ?

O Boy I thyFather gave thee life too foon.

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late.

Ki. Woe above woe : grief, more then common grief

;

O that my death would ftay thefe ruefull deeds:

O pitty, pitty, gentle heaven, pitty.

The Red Rofeand the White are on bis face.

The fatall Colours of our ftriving Houtes :

The one his purple blood right well lefemblcs.

The other his pale Cheeks (me thinks) ptefenteth :

Witlier one Rofe,and let the other flou'rini

:

If you conrcndj a thoufand lives muft wither.

Son, How will my Mother, for a Father's death

j
Take on with me, and nc're be fatisfi'd ?

Fa. How will my Wife, for flaughrerof my Son,

Shed feas of Teares, and ne're be fatisfi'd ?

King. How will the Country, for thewofull chances,

Mis-think
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Mis-think the Kmy,and not be factjficd ?

Son. Was ever Son fo rew'd a Fathers death ?

Titth. Was ever Father fo bemoan'd his Son ?

Hen. Was ever King fo gnev'd for Subjefts woe ?

Much IS your forrow ; nunc, ten trnies fo much.

Son. I'lc bear thee hence, where I may weep my fili.

F<«fA.Thcfearmesof mine (hall be tby winding-fheet;

My heart (fweet Boy) fhail be thy Scpulchcr,

For from my heart thine Image nc'rc (hall go.

My fighingbrclt fhall be thy Funcrall bell ;

And fo obfcquious will thy Father be,

Men for the loffe of thee, having no more,

As 'Priam was for all hts valiant Sons,

ric bear thee hence, and let them fi^ht that will.

For 1 have murther'd where I rtiould not kill. Exit.

Hen. Sad-hearted men, much over-gone with Care ;

Here fits a King, more wofull then you are.

Alarums. Excurfions. Enter the Qhccm^ the

Prince, ani Exeter.

Prin. Fly Father, flye : for all your Friends arc fled.

And yyarwick^ rages like a chafed Bull

:

Away, for death doth hold us in purfuit.

Qnee. Mount you my Lord, towards Barvilck. poft

amain :

Edvp*rd and Richard like a brace of G rey-hounds,

Havmg the fcarfull flying Hare in fight

,

Wuh fiery eyes, fparkling for very wrath,

And bloody ftccle grafpt in their ircfull hands.

Are at our backs, and therefore hence amain.

Exet. Away : for vengeance come along with them.

Nay, (tay not to cxpoftulate, make fpecd,

Or elle come after, I'le away before.

Hen. Nay take rrK with thee, good fweet Exeter :

Not that 1 fear to Itay, but love to go

Whether the Queen intends. Forward, away. Exeunt,

A loud Alarnm. Enter Clifford weuuded.

Clif. Here burns my Candle out ; I, here it dies.

Which whiles it lafted, gave King Henrj light.

O Lancafier .' I fear thy overthrow.

More then my Bodiesparting with my Soul:

My Love and Fear glew'd many Friends to thee,

And now I fall. Thy tough Commixtures melt,

Impairing Henrj^ ftrengthning mis.proud Torl^;

And whether flye the Gnats, but to the Sun ?

And who fhinesnow, but Henry'% Enemies ?

0, Thaehut \ hadft thou never given confent.

That Phaeton fhould check thy fiery Steds,

Thy burning Carre never had fcorch'd the earth.

And Henry, hadft thou fway'd as Kings lliould do,

Or as thy Father, and his Father did.

Giving no ground unto the H :)ufe of Ttrk.^

They never then had fpmng like Summer Flyes :

1, and ten thoufand in this lucklefTt Realm,
Had left no mourning Widows for our death.

And thou this day,had{}kept thy Chaire in peace.

For what doth cherrifh Weeds, but gentle aire ?

And what makes Robbers bold, but too ranch lenity ?

Bootlefle are Plaints, and Curcleffearc my Wounds ?

No way to flye, nor ftrength to hold out flight

:

The Foe is mcrcilelVe, and will not pitty :

For at their hands I havedeferv'd no pitty.

The aire hath got into my deadly Wounds,

And much cffiilcof Wood doth make mefamt

:

Come Tork^, and Richard, tVarvrick^ and the reft,

I ftabb'd your Fathers bofomes ; Split my brclK

Alarum & Retreat. Enter Edivard^fVarwick^Rlchard,

and Souldters, Mountague, and Clarence.

£</.Now breathe we Loids,good fortune bidsuf pawfc.

And fmooth the frowns of War, with peacefull looks:

Some Troups purfue the bloody-minded Q^een,

That led caln) f/^wr/, though he were a K'lng,

As doth a Saile, fiU'd with a fretting giiH,

Command an Argofie to ftemmc the Waves

:

But think you (Lords) that Clifford fled with them ?

IVar, No, 'tis impolfiblc he (hould efcape :

(For though before his face I fpeak the word)

Your Brother %ichardmi.\\x. hitn for the Grave.

And wherefoe'rc he is, he's furely dead. Clifford grones.

Rich. Whofe Soul is that which takes her heavy leave?

A deadly grone, like life and deaths departing.

Sec who it is.

Ed. And now the Battel's ended.

If Friend or Foe, let him be gently ufed.

Rieh. Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis Clifford^

Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch

In hewing Rutland, when his leaves nut forth,

But fet his murth'ring knife unto the Root,

From whence that tender fpiay did fweetly fpring
,

I mean our Princely Father, Duke oiTorl^

War. From oft the gates of 7"tfri^ fetch down the head,

Your Fathers head, which Clifford placed there :

In ftcad whereof, let this fupply the room,

Mcafure for meafure muft be anl'wercd.

Sd. Bring forth that fatall Schreech-owl to our houfe.

That nothing fung but death, to us and ours :

Now death tnall ftop his difmall threatning found.

And his ill-boading tongue, no more fhall fpeak.

Wtcr. I think hisunderliandmgis bereft :

Speak Cliffordy doft thou know who fpcaks to thee >

Dark cloudy death e're^fhadeshis bctmes of life.

And he nor fees, nor heares us, what we fay.

Rich. O would he did, and fo (perhaps) he doch,

'Tis but his policy to counterfeit,

Becaufe he would avoid foch bitter taunts

VVhich in the time of death he gave cut Father.

Qla. If fo thou think'ft.

Vex hiin with eager words.

Rich. Clifford, askc mercy, and obtain no grace.

£d. Clifford, repent in bootlefle penitence.

War. Clifford,(icy\(e excufes for thy faults.

Cla. While we devife fell Tortures for thy faults.

Rich. Thou didft love Torl^, and I am Son to Torl^.

Edw. Thou pitticd'rt Rutland, I will pitty thee.

Cla . Where's Captain Margaret,x.o fence you now.'

PVar. They mock thee, Clifford,

Swear as thou waft wont.

Ric. What, not an Oath ? nay the world go's hard.

When Clifford cannot fparehis friends an oath '.

I know by that he's dead, and by my Soul,

If this right hand would buy but two hourcslife,

1 hat 1 (in all defpioht) might rail at him ,

This hand ftiould chop it off : and with the ifluing blood

Stifle the Villain, whofe unftanchcd thiift

rffri^,and young Rutland, could not fatisfie.

War. I, but he's dead. Offwith the Traytors head.

And rear it in the place your Fathers (hndt

And now to London wih tiiumphant march.

There
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There to be Crowned England's Royall King ;

Fiom whence iTiall fVarwickjcvn the Sea to France^

And aske the Lady Bona for thy Queen :

So (hatt thou finow both thcfe Lands together,

And having France thy Friend, thou ftialt not dread

The fcatter'd Foe, that hopes to rife again

:

For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt.

Yet look to have them buz to offend thine ears.

Fii (t will I fee the Coronation,

And then to BrttaajVk croffe the Sea,

To effeft this marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord.

£dw. Even as thou wilt, fweet fVanvick^, let it be

:

For on thy flioulder do I build my Seat
;

And never will I undertake the thing

Wherein thy counfell and confent is wanting :

Rlchardy I will create thee Duke of GUcefler
,

And George oi Clarence ; frarrolck^as our Self,

Shall do, and undo, as him pleafcth bed.

Eich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George oiGloJier^

For Glojier's Dukcdome is too ominous.

IVar, Tut, that'sa foolilTi obfcrvation :

Richardy be Duke of Glofler : Now to London^

To fee thefe honours in poflcHton. Exeunt.

Enter Sinkjo, and Tlumphreji, with Crojfe-borves

in their hands,

(our felves

:

Sink^. Under this thick grown brake we'll fhrowd

For through this Laund anon the Deer will come,

And in this covert will we make our Stand,

Culling the principall of all the Deer.

Bum. V\c ftay above the hill, fo both may rhoot

,

Sink.> That cannot be, the noyfc of thy Croffe-bow

Will fcare the Heard, and fo my fhoot is loft :

Here Hand we both, and aim we at the bcft :

And for the time lliall not feem tedious

,

rie tell thee what befell me on a day
,

In this felf.place, where now we mean to ftand.

Sink^. Here comes a man, let's ftay till he be paft :

Enter the King with a Prayer-Book^,

Hen, From Scotland am I ftoln even of pure love,

To greet mine own Land with my wiftifuU fight

:

No Harrjfy Harry, 'tis no Land of thine

,

Thy place is fiU'd, ihy Scepter wrung from thee,

Thy Balm wafht offvvlierewith thou waft annointcd:

No bending Knee will call thee Cafar now

,

No humble futovspreffe to fpeak for right

:

No, not a man comes for redreffe of thee :

For how can 1 help them, and notmyfelf?

Sin. I, here's a Deer, whofe skin's a Keepers Fee r

This is the cjuondam King ; let's feize upon him.

Hen. Let me embrace the fowre adverfaries.

For wife men fay, it is the wifeft courfe.

Hum. Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him.

Sinks Forbear a while, we'll hear a little rnorc.

Hen. My Qjiecn and Son are gon to France for aid

:

And (as I hear) the great Commanding yVarwick^

Is thither gone, to crave the French King's Sifter

To wife for Edrvard. If this newes be true

,

Poor Queen, and Son, your labour is but loft:

For fVarivick. is a fubtle Orator ;

And Lewis,a. Prince foon won with movir^ words:

By this account then Margaret may win him,

For ftie's a woman to be pittied much :

Her fighs will make a batt'ry in h-s breft.

Her tears will pierce into a Marble heart

:

The Tyger will be mild, whiles flic doth mourn
;

And Nero will be tainted with rcmorfe.

To hear and fee her plaints, her Brinifti Tearcs.

I, but fhe's come to beg, fVarrvick^to give:

She on his left fide ,craving aid for Henrys
He on his right, asking a wife for Sdward.
She weeps, and fayes,her Henry is depos'd :

He fmiles, and fayes, his Edward is inftall'd
;

That ftiefpoor wretch) for grief can fpeak no more r

Whiles ^<irw/VI^ tells his Title, fmooths the wrong,
Inferreth arguments of mighty ftrength.

And in condufion wins the King from her.

With promife of his Sifter, and what elfc.

To ftrengthen and fupport King Edwards place.

O Margaret, thus 'twill be, and thou (poor foul)

Art then forfaken, as thou went'ft forlorn.

/^«»».Say,what art thou talk'ft of Kings and Queens?
King, More then 1 feem, and lefle then 1 was born to :

A man at leaft, for Icffe I ftiould not be

:

And men may talk of Kings, and why noti >

Hum. I, but thou talk'ft as if thou wert a King.
King, Why fo I am (in Mlnd)and that's enough.
Hum, But if tliou be ;> King, where is thy Crown ?

King. My Crown isiii my heart, no: on my head :

Not deck'd with Diamonds, and Indian ftones ;

Nor to be feen ; my Crown is call'd Content,

A Crown it isthatfeldomc Kings enjoy.

Hnm. Well, if you be a King crown 'd with Content,
Your Crown Content, and you, ir.uft be contented
To go along with us. For (as we think)

You are the Kmg, King Edward\\:[t\\ depos'd :

And we hisfubfe^ts, fwom in all Allegiance,

Will apprehend you as his Enemy.
King. But did you never fwcar, and break an Oath.

Hum, No, never fuch an Oath, nor will not now.

King.VJhzxQ. did you dwell when I was K.oi England}
Htm, Here in this Country, where v«enow. remain.

King. I was annointed Kingat nine moncths old,

My Father, and my Grandfather were Kings:

And you were fworn true Subjefts unto me

:

And tell me then, have you not broke your Oathes ?

Si. No,for we were Subje<^s,but while you were King,
King. Why ? am I dead ? do I not breathe a Man .'

Ah fimple men, you know not what you fwcar :

Look, as I blow this Feather from my Face,

And as the aire blows it to me again.

Obeying with my wind when I do blow.

And yielding to another when it blows.

Commanded alwayes by the greater guft :

Such is the lightnefte of you common men.

But do not break your Oath, for of that fin

,

My mild intreaty fhall not make you guilty.

Go where you will, the King ftiall be commanded,
And be you Kings, command, and I'le obey.

Sink. We are true Subjef^s to the King,

King Edward,

King, So would you be again to Henry
,

If he were feated as King Edward is.

Sinil. We charge you in Gods name and the Kings,

To go with us unto the Officers.

king.ln Gods name lead,your Kings namebeobey'd,

And what God will, that let your King perform
,

And what he will,! humbly yield unto. Exeunt,

Enter King Edward, Glofler, Clarence, Lady Cray,

King. Brother o( Glofter, ziS. Alhans field

This
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This Ladies Husbandi Sir Richard Grej^ was (lain
,

His Land then fcir'd on by the Conqueror,

Her fuit is now, to repoffefTc thofe Lands,

Which wc in J'jftice cannot well deny,

Becaufcin Quarrel! of the Houfc of ror^

The worthy Gentleman did lofe his Life.

R'uh. Your Highneffc (liall do well to grant her fuit

:

It were dilhonour to deny ic her.

Km. It were no Icffc, but yet I'lc make a pawfc,

R'ic]j. Yea, is it fo:

I fee the Lady hath a thing to grant.

Before the King will grant her humble fuit.

C/^. He knows the Game, how true he keeps the

wind ?

Rich. Silence.

King. Widow, we will confider of your fuit,

And come fome. other time to know our mind.

tv'ii. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay ,

May it pleafe your HighneflTe to refolve me now.

And what your pleafurc is, fhall fatisfic me.

R\ch. I VVidow:then Tie warrant you all your Land J,

And if what pieafeshim, ("hall pleafe you :

Fight clofer, or good faith vou'll catch a blow.

QU. I fear her not,unle{fe fhe chance to fall.

Rich. God forbid, for he'll cake vantages.

King. How many Children hall thou^Widow ? tell

me.

C/rf. I think he means to beg a Child of her.

Rich. Nay then whip me : he'll rather give her two.

w'li. Three, my moft gracious Lord,

Rich. You ("hall have four, if you'll be rul'd by him.

King. "T'Jvcrc pitty they ftiould lofe their Fathers

Lands.

wlA. Be pittifull, dread Lord, and grant it then.

King. Lords give us leave. Tie tryc this Widows
wit.

Rich. I, good leave have you, for you will have leave,

Till Youth take leave, and leave you to the Cruch.

J^iig. Now tell.me, Madam, do you love your

Children >

wii. I, full as dearly as I love my felf.

King. And would you not do much to do chcm

good ?

w'li. To do them good, I would fuftain fome

harm.

King. Then get your Husbands Lands, to do them

good.

iVii. Therefore I came unto your Majefty.

KiwT^. ric tell you how thefe Lands arc to be got.

w'li. So fhall you bind me to your Highneffe fervice.

King. Wliat fervice wilt thou do me, if I give them ?

H'li.^ What you command, that rcfts in me to do.

King. But you will take exceptions to my Boon,
JVii. No, gracious Lord, except I cannot do it.

King. I, but thou canft do what I mean to ask.

wli. Why then I will do what your Grace com-
mands.

Rich. He plies her hard, and much Rain wears the

Marble,

CUr. As red as fire ? nay then* her Wax will melt.

mi. Why ftopsiny Lord? fliall I not hear my
Task?

King. An eafie Task, 'tis but to love a King.
vyli. That's foon performed, bccaufc I am aSubjc(ft.

King. Why then, thy Husbands Lands I freeJy give

thee.

WlA. I take my leave with many thoufand thanks.

Rich. The Match is made, rtie fcals it with a Curtfie.

King. But ftay thee, 'tis the fruits of love I mean.

wlA. The fruits ofLove, I mean, my loving Liege.

King. I, hut 1 fear me in another fence.

What Love,think'ft thou, I fuc fo much to get?

Af/(^.My love till death,my humble thanks,niy prayers,

That love which Virtue begs, and Virtue grants.

King. No, by my troth, I did not mean fuch love.

Wli. Why then you mean not as I thought you did.

King. But now you partly may perceive my mind.

wli. My mind will never grant what I percei ve

Your Highnefic aims at, if I aim aright.

King. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee.

wlA. To tell you plain, I had rather lye in Prifon,

King. Why then thou (halt not have thy Husbands

Lands.

vvli. Why then mine Honcfty fhall be my Dower

,

For by that lolfe I will notpurchafc them.

King. Therein thou wrong'ft thy Children mightily.

ivld. Herein your Highncffe wrongs both them & me :

But mighty Lord, this merry inclination

Accords not with the fadneflc ofmy fuit:

Pleafe youdifmifleme, eithcrwuhI,or No.
King. I, if thou wilt fay I to my requell

:

No, if thou do'ft fay No to my demand.

wld. Then No, my Lord : my fuit is at an end,

?^fA. The Widow likes him not, (he knits her

Brows,

Clarence. He is the blunteft Wooer in Chriften.

dome,
King. Her looks do argue her repleat with modefty.

Her words do flievv her wit incomparable.

All her perfe(5lions challenge Soveraignty,

Oneway or other, fhe is for a King,

And Hiertiall be my Love, or elfe my Queen,
Say, that King Sdwari take thee for his Qjiccn ?

fVld. 'Tis better faid then done, my gracious Lord :

I am a fubje£l fit to jeaft withall,

But far unficto be a Soveraign.

King. Sweet Widow, by my State I fwear to thee,

I fpeak no more then what my foul intends.

And that is, to enjoy thee for iny Love.

fVid. And that is more then I will yield unto

;

I know, I am too mean to be your Queen
,

And yet too good to be your Concubine,

A';w^. You cavill. Widow, I did mean my Queen.

^id. 'Twill grieve your Grace, my Sons lliould all

you Father.

Kl»g. No more, then when my Daughters
Call thee Mother,
Thou art a Widow, and thou haft fome Children,

And by Godi Mother, I being but a Batchclor,

Have other-fome. Why, 'tis a happy thing,

To be the Father unto many Sons

:

Anfwcr no more, for thou flialt be my Queen,

Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift,

Cla. When he was made a Shri ver, 'twas for a ihift.

King. Brothers, you mufe what Chat we two have

had.

Richard. The Widow likes i: no:, for (he looks

fad.

King. You'ld thinkitftrange, if Ifliould marry
her.

Cla. To whom, my Lord ?

King, Why Clarence, to my felf.

Rich
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Rich. I hat would be ten dayes woi\der at the leaft.

CUr. That's a day longer then a Wonder lalH.

Rich. By fo much is the vA'onder in extremes.

King. Well, jeall on Brochcrs I can tell you boch ,

Her fuit is granted for her Husbands Lands.

Efiter a Noble nun.

Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken

,

And brought youi'Piifoner to your Palace Gate.

King. Sec that he be convcy'd unto the Tower

:

And go we, Brochcrs, to the man that took him.

To qiicRion of hisapprchcnfion.

Widow, go y pu along : Lords ufe her honourably

.

ExCHHt.

Manet %lchard.

Rich. l^Edivard will ufe Women honourably.

Would he were wafted, Marrow, Bones, and all,

That from his Loyns no hopcfuU Branch may fpring,

To ci ofTe me from the Golden time I look for

:

And yet, between my Souls defire, and me,

Tlie iuftfull Edward's Title buried,

Is Clarence., Henry, and his Son young Edward,

And all theunlook'd-for lirucof tiieir Bodies.

To take their Rooms, ere I can place my fcif

:

A coldprcmeditiiion for my purpofe.

Why then 1 do but dream on Soveraignty,

Like one that ftands upon a Promontory,

And fpies a far-off iliorc, where he would tread
,

Wifhing his foot were equal! with his eye,

And chides the Sea, that funders him from thence.

Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way :

.So do I wifh the Crown, being fo far off.

And fo I chide the means that keeps me fiom it

,

And fo (I fay) ric cut the Caufes off,

Flattering me with impoffibilitics

:

My eye's too quick, iny heart o're-wecns too much,

UnlelVemy Hand and Strength could cquallthem.

Well, fay there is no Kingdomc then for Richard

:

What other picafuiecan the World affoord ?

riemakc my Heaven in a Ladies Lap,

And deck my Body in gay Ornaments,

And 'witch fwcct Ladies wirh my words and looks.

Oh miferable thought ! and more unlikely,

Then to accomplifh twenty Gnlden Crowns.

Why Love forfwore mc in my Mothers Womb :

And for I fliould not deal in her foft Laws,

She did corrupt frail Nature with fome Bribe,

To fluink mine Arm up like a withet'd (litub

,

To make an envious Mountain on my back,

Where fits Deformity to mock my body ;

Tofhapciny Legs of an unequall fize
,

To difproportion me in every part

:

Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd Bear-whelp,

That carries,no impiefTion like the Damme.
And am I then a man to be belov'd ?

Oh monftious fault, to harbour fuch a though:.

Then fince this Earth affoords no Joy to mc.

But to command, to check, too're-bcar fuch.

As are of better Perfon then my fclf

:

I'lemake my Heaven, to dream upon the Crown,
And whiles I live, t'account this world but HsU,

Untill this mis-fhap'd Trunk that bears this Head,

Be round impaled with a glorious Crown.
And yet I know not how to get the Crown,

For many Lives ftand between me and home :

And I, like one loft in a thorny Wood,
That rents the thorns, and is rent with the thoinx

,

Seeking a wayi and ftraying from the way

,

Not knowing how to find the open aire,

But toyling defperately to find it out

,

Torment my felf to catch the Englijh Crown :

And from that torment I will free my felf,

Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe.

Why I can fmile, and murther whiles I fniilc,

And cry, Content, to that which grieves my heart,

And wet my Cheeks with artificiall tears,

And frame my face to all occafions,

ric drown more Sailors then the Mermaid (hiU,

I'leflay more ga2ersthen the Bafilisk,

rie play the Orator as welJ as Nr/for
,

Deceive more flyly then Hlifes could,

And like a Sinon, take another Troy.

I can adde Colours to the Camelion,

Change iTiapes with Proteus, (or advantage*.

And fct the murtherous Machevill to School.

Can I do this, and cannot get a Crown ?

Tut, were it farther off, I'le pluck it down. Exit.

Flouriflt.

Enter Lewis the King, his SiJIer Setta^ his j4dmi-

rati., call'd Bourbon, Prince Edward, Queet
Aiargaret, and the Earl of Oxford. Lewts

fitSy and rifetb up again.

Lewis. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret,

Sit down with us : it ill befits thy State

,

And Birth,tha: thou fhould'ftftand,while Lewi^ doth fit.

Mar. No, mighty King oi France : now Margaret,
Muft ftrike her fail, and learn a while to fervc.

Where Kings command. I was (I muft confcffe)

Gie;ixyilbion's Q,ueen, in Golden dayes .-

But now mifchancc hath trod my Title down,
And with difbonour laid me on the ground,

Where I muft take like feat unto my fortune,

And to my humble feat conform my fclf.

Leipis. Why fay, fair Queen , whence fprings this

deep defpair?

Mar. From fuch a caufe,as fills mine eyes with teats.

And ftops iny tongue, while heart is drown'd in cares.

Leiv. What ere it be, be thou ftiU like thy fclf.

And fit thee by our fide. Seat) her by him
Yield not thy neck to Fortunes yoak.

But let thy dauntleffc mind ftiU ride in triumph

,

Over all mifchancc.

Be plain. Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief.

It fhall be eas'd, i(France can yield relief.

Mar. Thofe gracious words

Revive my drooping thoughts.

And give my tonguc-ty'd forrows leave to fpeak.

Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewis,

That Henry, fole poffeffor ofmy Love,

Is, of a King, become a banifht man.

And forc'd to live in Scotland a Forlorne ;

While proud ambitious Sdrvard, Dukeof T^r^,

Ufurps the Regal Title, and the Seat

Of £«^/^»(/srruc anointed lawful King.

This IS the caufe that I, poor Afargaret,

With this my Son Prince Edvuard, Henry'i Heir,

Am come to crave thy juft and lawfull aid :

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done.

Scotland hath Will to help,but cannot help:

Our
. . \
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Our people, and our Peers, are both mis-led,

Our Trcafure feiz'd, our Souldiers put to flight.

And (as thou feeft)our felves in heavy plight.

Le», Renowned Queen,
With patience calme the Storme,

While we bethink a means to break ic off.

Marg, The more we ftay , the ftronger growes our

Foe.

Ltw. The more I ftay, the more I'lc fuccour thee.

Marg. O, but impatience waiteth on true forrow.

And fee where comes the breeder of my forrow.

EnttT IVtirmck^,

Lew, What's he approachcih boldly to ouv prefence >

M»rg. Our Eark of Warwick, , Edwards grcatclt

friend.

Ltwu. Welcome brave fVarwick^y what brings thee

to France t

He defcends. She arifeth.

Marg. I, now begins a fecond Storm to rife,

For this is he that moves both Wind and Tyde.

War. From worthy Edward, King of AlhieHy

My Lord and Sovcraign, and thy vowed Friend,

I come ( in KindnefTe, and anfeined Love)

Firft, to do greetings to thy Royall Perfon,

And then to crave a League of Amity

:

And laftly, to confirm that Amity
With Nuptiall Knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant

That vertuous Lady Boua^ thy fair Sifter,

To Englands King in lawful! Marriage.

Marg. If that go forward, Henries hope is done.

Warw. And gracious Madam, SpeakJ»gttBoKa.

In our Kings behalf,

I am commanded, with your leave and favour,

Humbly tokiffe your Hand, and with my Tongue

To tell the pfTjon of my Soveraigns Heart

;

Where Fame, late cntring at his hecdfull Ears,

Hath plac'dthy beauties !mage,and thy Vertuc.

Marg. King Lewis, and Lady Bona, hear me fpeak.

Before you anfwcr fvarwickj His demand
Springs not from Edwards well-meant honeft Loye,

hut from Deceit, bred by Necedity :

For how can Tyrants fafcly govern home*

UnlcfTc abroad they purchafe great allyance?

To prove him Tyrant, this reaCon may fuffice.

That Hettrj liveth liill : but were he dead,

Yet here Prince £r/w4r(i ftands, King HenriesSon.

Look therefore Lewis , that by this League and Marriage

Thou draw not on thy Danger, and Di(-honor:

For though Ufurpersfway the rule a while,

Yet Heavens arc juft, and Time fuppreffeth Wrongs.

ff^ar. Injurious Margaret.

Edw. And why not Queen ?

War. Becaufe thy father Henry did ufurp.

And thou no more art Prince, then flie is Queen.

Oxf. Then ffrfrwiVi^difanulIs great Jhon olGaunty

Which did fubduc the greateft part of Spain ;

And afcer John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth,

Whofe Wifdomc wasa Mirror to the wifeft :

And after that wife Prince, Henry the Fifth,

Who hy his Proweffe conquered a.\\Franee

:

From thefe our Henry lineally defcends.

War. Oxftriy how haps it in this finooth difcourfc,

You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loft

All that, which Henry the Fifth had gotten

;

Mc thinks thcfe Peers of France fhould fmileat thai.
But for the reft ; you teH a Pedigree

Of three fcorcand two years, a filly time
To make prefcription for a Kingdom« worth.

Oxf. Why Warwickj,un^ thou fpeak againftmy Liege
Whom thou obcyd'ft thirty and fix years.

And not bewray thy Treafon with a blufh >

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right,

Now buckler falfehood with a Pedigree ?

Forfhame leave Henry, and call EdwardK'in^.
Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe injurious doom

My elder Brother, the Lord j4ul>rey Vere
Was done to death ? and more then fo, my Father,
Even in the down-fall of his mellow'd years,

When Nature brought him lo the door of death ;

No Warwick^, no : while Life upholds :his Arme,
This Arme upholds the Houfcof Laneafier.

War. And I the houfc of York^.

Lew. Qiiccn Margaret, Prince Edwarti,ixuiOxf0rd
Vouchfafe at our requeft, to ftand afide.

While I ufe further conference with Warwick^

Thejjland alooft.

Mar. Heavens grant , that Wirrw/Vitr words bewitch
him not.

Lew. Now Warwick^ tell mc even upon thy confcience

Is Edward your true King ? for I were loth

To link with him, that were not lawfullchofen.

Warm. Thereon I pawn my Credit, and mine Ho-
nour.

Lew. But is he gracious in the peoples eyes f

War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate.

Lew. Then further : all diifembling fet afidc.

Tell me for truth, the mcafurc of his love.

Unto our Sifter Bona,

War. Such it fcems.

As may befeema Monarch like himfelf.

My felf have often heard him fay, and fwear.

That this his Lovcwas an external Plant,

Whereof the Root was fix'd in Vertucs ground.

The Leaves and Fruit maintain'd with Beauties Sun,

Exempt from Envy, but no: fromDifdain,

Unleue the Lady Bona quit his pain.

Lew. Now Sifter, let us hear your firm refolve.

Bona. Your grant, or your deny, (hall be mine.

Yet I confeffc, that often ere this day, Speaks to War.
When 1 have heard your Kings tiefert recounted.

Mine car hath tempred judgement to dclire.

Lew. Then Warwick. , this

:

Our Sifter ftiall be Edwards.

And now forthwith (luU Articles be drawn.

Touching the Joymurethat your King muft male.

Which with her Dowry ftiall be counierpoys'd :

Draw near. Queen /t/«rf4r«, and be a witneiTe,

That B»na ftiall be Wife to the Englifh King.

'Prin, Edw. To £dward,hit not to the Englifti King.

Afarg. Dcccitfull Warwick, , it was thy device.

By this alliance to make void my fuit 5

Before thy coming, Lewi* was Henries friend.

Lew. And ftill is friend to him, and ^.MargArtty

But if your Title to the Crown be weak.

As may appear by Edwards good fuccefTe:

Then 'tisbut reafon,that I be releas'd

From giving aid, which late 1 promifed.

Yet ftiall you have all kindnelTc at rny hand.

That your eftate requires, and mine can yield.

War. Htmry now lives in Scotland, at his cafe

;

T t Where
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Whete having nothing, nothing can he bfc.

And as for yon your feli(our quondam Queen)

You have a Father able to maintain you,

And better 'iwcrc, yon troubled him, then France.

Mar. Peace impudent,and ftiamelcfs W««rw;Vj^, peace,

Pioud fetter up, and puller down of Kings,

I will not hence, till with my Talk and Tears

(Both full of Truth) 1 make King Lenii behold

Thy (lye conveyance, and thy Ixjrds falfe love.

P»ii hlowing 4 horH within.

For both of you are Birds of ftlf- fame Feather.

Lew. IVArmck^ this is fome Poft to us, or thee.

Enter a ToSi.

PoH-. My Lord AmbafTador,

Thefe Letters are for you. Speakj to iVArwickj

Sent from your Brother MarcjueflTc MountAgue.

Tiiefe from our King, unto yoar Majefty. To LtiuU,

And Madam, thefe for you, To Margfiret,

From whom, I know not.

Thej all read their Letten.

Oxf, I like it well, that our fair Queen and Miftris

Smites at her news, while fVarmck^i^owivs at his,

Prln.Edrv. Nay mark how Lewis ftamps as he were

netled. I hope, all's for the beft.

Lew. fVarwick^, what arc thy News *

And yours, fair Queen ?

Mar. Mine fuch , as fill my heart with unhop'd joycs.

fVar. Mine full of forrow, and hearts difcontcnt.

Lew. What ? has your Kmg Married the Lady Gre^}

And now to footh your Forgery, and his,

Sends me a Paper to petfwadc mc Patience ?

In th'Alliance that he feeks with France ?

Dare he prefumt, to fcoin us in this manner ?

Mar. I told your Majefty as much before

:

This proveth Edwards Love, and H^arwickj honefty.

fVar. King Lewis, I here proted in fight of heaven,

And by the hope I have of heavenly bliflc,

That I am clear from this mifdced of Edwards j

No more my King, for he difhonon me,

But moft himfelf, ifhe could fee his fhame.

Did I forget, that by the houfe of Torl^

My father came untimely to his death ?

Did I let paffe th'abufe done to my Niece.'

Did I impale him with the Regal Crown ?

Did I put HefirT from his Native Right .>

And am I guerdon'd at the laft, with Shame?
Shame on himfelf, for my Defert is Honor.

And to repair my Honor loft for him,

I here renounce him, and return to Hettrjf.

My Noble Qiiecn, let former grudges paffc,

And henceforth, I am tViy true Servitour

:

I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona,

And replant Henrym his former ftate.

LMar. Warwick.^,

Thefe wotds have turn'd my Hate, to Love,

And I forgive, and quite forget old faults.

And joy that thou becom'ft King Henries Friend.

yyar. So much his Friend, I, his unfeigned Friend,

That if King Lewis vouchfafe tofuinifh us

With fome few Bands ofchofenSouldieis,

rie undertake to land them on our Coaft»

And force the Tyrant from his feat by War.
'Tisnot his new-made Bride (hall fuccourhim.

And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me,

He s very likely now to fall from him,

For matching more for wanton Ljft, then Honor,

Or then for ftrcngth and fafety of our Countrey.
Be;fa. Dear brother, how Hiali Bona be rcvcng 'd

But by thy help to this difticffed Queen ?

Mar. Renowned Prince, how rtiall Poor Henry live,

Unleflc thou refcue him from foul defpair?

BoHit. My (fiarrel, and this Englifh Queens, arc one.
H^ar. And mine fair Lady ^c*-*, joyns with yours.
Lew. And mine, with hers,and thine,and Margarets.

Therefore at laft, I firmly amrefolTVl

You Ihall have aid.

Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all, at once.
Lew. Then Englands Mcffenger, return In Poft,

And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King,
That Lewitoi France, is fending over Maskers
To revel it with him, and his new Bride.

Thou feeft what's part, go fear thy King withall.

Bona. Tel] him, in hope he'll prove a widower fhoriiy;

I wear the Willow Garland for his fake.

Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds arc laidafid:,

And I am ready to put Armor on.

ff'ar. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong,
And therefore I'le un-Crown him,cr'c be long.

Tlicre's thy reward be gone. Exit Poft.
Lew. But^<trw;n^,

Thou and Oxford, with fivethoufand men
Shall crofTe the Seas, and bid falfe Edward battel!

:

And as occafion fcrvcs, this Noble Queen
And Prince, ftiall follow with a frefli fupply.

Yet ere thou go, butanfwer me one doubt:

What Pledge have we of thy finn Loyalty ?

ff'ar. This (hall affure my conftant Loyalty,

That if our Queen, and this young Prince agree,

Tie ;oyn my eldcft daughter, and my Joy,
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlock bands.

Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your Motion.

Son Edward, fhe is Fair and Vertuous,

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to IVarwicl^^

And with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable,

That onely Warwlekj daughter fhall be thine.

Prin. Ed. Yes, I accept her, for Ihe well dcfcrvcs it,

And here to pledge my Vow, I give my hand.

He gives his hand to Warwick^.

Lew.Why ftay we now? thefe fouldiers (hall be levied,

And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Adroirall

Shalt waft them over with our Royal Fleet.

I long till Edward fall by Warrs mifchance.

For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France.

Exeunt. Manet H^'arw'ick^.

War» I came from frfw^irf/asAmbafTador,
But I return his fworn and mortal Foe :

Matters of Marriage was the charge he gave me,

But dreadfull War ihall anfwer his demand.

Had he none elfe to make a ftale but me ?

Then none but I, (hall turn his Je(t to Sorrow,

I was the Chief that rais'd him to the Crown,

And I'le be Chief to bring him down again

:

Not that Ipitty Heuries mifery,

But feek Revenge on Edwards mockery. Exit.

Enter Richard, Clarence, Somerfet and

Mottntagne.

Rich. Now tell me Brother Clarence , what think you

Of this new Marriage with the Lady Cray}
Hath not our Brother made a worthy choyce .'

Ctar. Alas,youknow, 'tis far from hence lo France,

How
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How could he fiay till tVarvnck^mzAc return ?

Sum. My Lords , forbcir chls calk : here comes the

King.

Flourljh.

Enttr J^i"^ EJtvarJ^ Lftdy Gray., Pembro»k,^Staf.

ford., Hafiings : fourjiand on onefide

and four on the othtr.

Rich. And his well-chofcn Bride.

Clar. 1 mind to tell him plainly what I think.

V<ing. Now Brother of Cl'trence,

How like you our Choycc,

That you ftand penfive, as half malecontcnt ?

C/ar. As vicW zs Lewii oi France,

Or the Earle of IVarwick^.,

Which are fo weak of courage, and in judgement,

That they'll take no offence at out abufe.

King. Suppofe they take offence without a caufc :

They are but Lewis and ff^anvickj, I am Edward.,

Your King and fyarivickj., and muft have my will.

Jiich. And Hiall have your will,becaufe ourKmg:
Yet ha(ly Marriage feldome proveth well.

King. Yes Brother Richard, are you offended coo ?

%ich. Not I : no

:

God forbid, that I fhould wifh themfever'd,

Whpm God hath joyn'd together

:

I, and 'twere pitty, to funder them,

That yoak fo well together.

King. Setting your skorns, and your midike afide,

Tell me fome reafon, why the Lady Gray

Should not become my Wife, and Englands Queen ?

And you too, Somerfet and Mountagae,

Speak freely what you think.

Clar. Then this is my opinion ;

That King LewM becomes your Enemy,

For mocking 1iim about the Marriage

Of the Lady Bona.

Rich. And IVarwick^., doing what you gave in charge.

Is now difhonoiired by this New Marriage.

King. What, if both Lcirrf and A^drw/c/^beappeas'd,

By fiifh invention asl can devifc }

Mount.Yc:,io have joyn'd wlch Fiance in fuch alliance,

Would more have (Ircngrh'ned :his our Commonwealth

Gainft forrain ftormcs, then any home-bred Marriage.

HaFt. Wliy, knows not MountaguCy chacof ic fclf,

England is fafe, if true within it fclf ?

/i<r»««.Yes,but the fafcr, when 'tis back'd with France.

Haft, 'Tis better ufing Fiance, thentrufting Fiance;

Let us be back'd with God, and with the Seas,

Which he hath giv'nfor fence impregnable.

And with their helps, only defend our IcWcs:

In them, and in our felves, our fafety lyes.

Clar. For this one (peech. Lord Haftings well defcrves

To have the Heir of the Lord Hnngerford.

King. I, what of that ? it was my will, and giint,

And for this once, my Will fliall fland for Law.
Rich. And yet me thmks,your Grace hath not done well

To give the Heir and Daughter of Lord Scales

Unco the Brother of your loving Bride

;

She better would luvc fitted me or Clarence .•

But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood.

Clar. Or elfc you would not have bettow'd the Heir

Of the Lord Sonv'ill on your new Wives Son,

And leave your Brothers to gofpeed elfcwhere.

King. Alas, poor Clarence : is it for a Wife
That thou arc malecontenc ? 1 will provide thee.

Clar. In chufing for your fclf,

You fliew'd your judgement:

Which being fhallow, you (hiW give me leave

To play the Brother in mine own behalf

;

And to that end, I ftiorily mihd to leave you.

King. Leave me, or tarry, Edtrard will be King.
And not be ty'd unto his brothers will.

Lady Gray. My Lords, before it pleas'd hiiMajefly

Toraifc my State to Title of a Queen,
Do me but right, and you muft allconfcfle.

That I was not ignoble of Defctnt,

And meaner then my felf ha ve had likcfortunc.

But as this Title honors me and iiiine.

So yourdiflikes,to whom I would be pleafing,

Doth cloud my joyes with danger, and with forrow.

King. My Love, forbear to favvn upon their frowns:

What danger, or what forrow can befall thee,

So long as Edward is thy conflant friend.

And their true Sovcraign, whom they mull obcyj'

Nay, whom tlrey fhall obey, and love thee too,

Unleffe they feek for hatred at my hands

:

Which if they do, yet will I keep thee fafe,

And they fhall feel the vengeance ofmy wrath.

Rich. I hear, yet fay not much, but chink the more.

Enter a T*i?.

King. Now Mcffenger , what Letters, or what News
from France f

Poft.}Ay Soveraign Liege, no Letters, and few words,
But fuch as I (without your fpccial pardon)
Dare not relace.

King. Go too, we pardon thee :

Therefore, in brief, tell their words,

As near as thou canft gueffe chcm.

What anfwer makes King Lfi»'t^,unto our Letters?

Poft, At my depart, thefe were his very words :

Go tell falfe Edward, the fuppofed King,

That Lewn oi France is fending over Maskers,

To revell ic with him, and his new Bride.

King, Is Lewu fo biave ? belike he thinks me Henry.

But what faid Lady Bonaio my Marriage ?

Ptft. Thefe were her words,utt'red with milddifdain:

Tell him, in hope he'll prove a Widower fhotcly,

rie wear the Willow Garland for his fake.

King. I blame not her, fhe could fay little leffe;

She had the wrong. But what faid Henries Queen i

For fo I heard, that flie was there in place.

Toft. Tell him (quoth Ihe)

My mourning Weeds arc done.

And I am ready to put Armor on.

King. Belike fhe means to play the Amazon.
But what faid lVarwick.^to thefe injuries ?

PoB. He, more incens'dagainft yourMajcrty,

Then all the reft, difcharg'd me with thefe words:

Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong.

And therefore rie uncrown him, er't be long.

Kin. Ha ? duift the Traitor breath out lo proud v»ord$?

Well, I will aime me, being thus foie-warn'd :

I hey (hall have Warrs, and pay for their prefumption.

But fay, is ff-jrw/'c;^ friends with AlMrgaret

}

Poft. 1, gracious Soveraign,

They are fojink'd in friendfhip.

That young Piince Edward marries tVarwickj Daughter.

Clar. Belike, the elder ;

Clarence will have the younger.

T t a Now
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and fn you faft. Applaud ihc Name of Htnrj^ with ycNov; Bi other. King farewell, and fit you faft,

For I will hence to fVarwickj other Daughter,

That though I want a Kingdome, yet in Marriage

I may not prove inferior to yourfclf.

You that love me, and fVarmck^^ follow me.

Exit Clarence^ And Somerset follows,

Ulch. Not I ;

My thoughts aim at a further matter t

1 Itay not for the love ofEdw*rd, but the Ciown.

Ki;j^. Clarence and Somerfet both gone to JVarmckj
Yet I am arm'd againft the worft an happen

:

And haHe is needful! in this defp'ratc cafe.

Pemhoo^und St ajford, you in our behalf

Go levy men, and make prepare for War

;

They are alreatly, or quickly will be landed :

My fclf in perfon will ftvaight follow you.

Exit Pemlrook. A»i Stafford.

But ere I go, Uajlings and Mountague
Rcfolve my doubt : ycutwam of all the reft,

Are near to f^yarwicl^, by bloud, and by allyance

:

Tell me, if you love fVarw'ick^mon then me j

If it be fo, then both depart to him :

1 rather wifli you foes, then hollow friends.

But if you mind to hold your true obedience,

Give meaflurance with fome friendly Vow,
That I may never have you in fufpeit.

(JMtmt, So God help t^Monmague^ as he proves

true.

Hafl. And Haftlngs, as he favours Edwards caufe.

King. Now, brother Richard, will you ftand by us ?

'Rich. I, in defpight of all that fhall withftand you.

King. Why fo : then am I fure of VidVory.

Now therefore let us hence, and lofc no hour,

Till we meet H^arwick^^ with his forrain power.

Exeunt.

Enter H^arwick,., and Oxford in EngUnd^
with French Souldiers.

kVarvf. Truft me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well,

The common people by numbers fwarme to us.

Enter Clarence and Somerfet,

But fee wliere Somerfet and Clarence comes

:

Speak fuddcnly, my Lords, are we all friends f

Clar. Fear not that, my Lord.

JVar. Tlien gentle Clarence., welcome unto Warrvick^y

And welcome Somerfet : I hold it cowardize.

To reft miflruftfull, where a Noble Heart

Hath pawn'd an open Hand, in fign of Love:

Elfe might I thmk, that ClarenceyEdr*ardshrothzry

Were but a fained friend to our proceedings

:

But welcome fweet Clarence , my daughter fhall be thine.

And now, what refls ? but in Nights Coverture,

Thy Brother being careleflely encamp'd,

His Souldiers lurking in the town about,

And but attended by a fimple Guard,

We may furprize and take him at our pleafure,

Our Scouts have found the adventure very eaiie :

That as Vlyffes., and ftout Diomede,

With fleighi and manhopd ftolc to .^)^^/»« Tents,

And brought from thence the Thracian fatall Steeds

;

So we, well cdver'd with the Nights black Mantle,

At unawares may beat down Edivards Guard,

And feize himfelf : I fay not, flaughter him,

For I intend but only to fuiprizc him.

You that will follow mc to this attempt.

Applaud the Name of Henry., with your Leader.

They all cry Henry.

Why then, let's on our way in filent fort,

For yyarvfickj^nA his friends, God and Saint Getrge.

Exeunt.

Enter the fVaichmen toguard the KingsTtnt.

1

.

tVatch.Comt on my Mafter$,each man take his ftand

The King by this, is fet him down to fleep.

2, fvatch. What, will he not to Bed ?

1 . H'ateh. Why, no : for he hath made a folcmn Vow,
Never to lie and take his natural Reft,

Till IVarwick., or himfelf, be quite fuppreft.

2. Watch. To morrow then belike fliall be the day,

If fVarwick^ be fo near as men report.

3

.

fratch. But fay, I pray, what Noble man is that.

That with the Kmg here refteth in his Tent f

1

.

tyatch. Tis the Lord Hafiingt , the Kings chiefcfl

friend.

^, Watch. O, is it fo? but why commands the Kmg,
That his chief followers lodge in Towns about him.

While he himfelf keeps in the cold field }

2 . fVatch. Tis the more honor, bccaufc the more dan-
gerous.

3. H^atch. I, but give me worftiip, and quietncffe,

I like it better then a dangerous honor.

If IVarvickS^^'^ >" ^^^^^ (^ztc he ftands,

Tis to be doubted he would waken him.

1

.

iVatch. Unlcffc our Halberds did (hut up his paf-

fage.

2. fyatch. I : wherefore elfe guard we this Royal Tcnc,

But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes >

Enter Warwick.^ Clarence., Oxford, Somerfet^

and French Souldiers,ftlent all.

War. This is his Tent, and fee where ftands his Guard;
Courage my Mafters: Honor now or never:

But follow me, and Sdvfard fhall be ours.

1

.

Watch. Who goes there ?

2. Watch. Stay or thou dycft.

Warrfick^and the refl cry all, Warwick^, Warwick^
andfet upon the GHard,n!hoflye,crying,Armi,Armt

Warwick,aiid the re/i following them.

The Drum playing, and Trumset foHttdtng.

Enter Warwick^, Semerfet, and the rejl, bringing thi

King out in agown, fitting in a Chair : Richard

and H/tJlings flyes over the Stage,

Som, What arc they that flye there ?

Warw. Richard and Haflmgs , let them go, herd's

the Duke,

KingEdw. The Duke?

Why Warwick,, when we parted.

Thou call'dft me King.

Warw. I, but the cafe is alter'd.

When you difgrace'd me in my Embafiadc,

Then I degraded you from being King,

And come now to create you Duke of Tork..

Alas how fliould you govern any Kingdome,

That know not how to ufe Embaffadois,

Nor how to be contented with one Wife,

Nor how to ufe your Brothers brotherly.

Nor how to ftudy for the Peoples Welfare,

Nor how to fhrowd your fclf from Enemies?
King Edr».\
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K . Edw. Yea, Brochcr of CUrence^

Art thou here too ?

Nay then I fee, that Edward needs muft down.

Ycc yyarwick^^ in dcfpight of all milchancc,

Of thcc thy lelf, and all thy Complices,

Sdvunrd will alwaycs bear iiimfelf as King:

Though Fortunes mallice overthrow my State.

My mmd exceeds the Comparte of her Wheel.

IVar; Then for his mmd, be Edward Englands King.

Takjs off' flit CrawH,

Rut Henry now fliall vwarthe Englifh Crown,

An'l be true King indeed : thou but a fhadow.

My Lord o( Somerfet, at my rcqiieft.

Sec that forchwitii Duke Edward be convey'd

Unto my Brother Arch- Bifhop oiTork^:

When 1 have fought with Pembrool^, and his fellows,

i'lc follow you, and tell what anfwer

Lerrps and the Lady Bena fend to him.

Now for a while farewell good Duke of Tork,

Thej U^d h'lm out forcibly.

K. Ed. What Fates impofe,that men muft needs abide;

It boots not to rcflft both wind and tide. Sxcunt.

Oxf. Wliat now remains my Lords for us to do,

But march 10 London with our Souldiers ?

W»r. I, that's the firft thing that we have to do,

To free King Henry irotn imprifonmcnt.

And fee him fcatcd in the Regal Throne.
Exit.

Enter Rivers^ and the Lady Gray.

%lv. Madam, what makes you in this fuddcn change?

Gray. Why Brother ^iWj,arc you yet to learn

What late misfortune isbefaln King Edtfurd}

Riv, What ? loflc of fome pitcht battell

AgainftAf^rw/Vi^i'

Cra, No, but the loffeof his own Royal petfon.

Riv, Then is my Sovevaign flain ?

Gray. I almoft flain, for he is taken prifoner,

Either betrayed by fallhood of hisGuard,

Or by his Foe furpriz'd at unawares

:

And as I further have to undciftand.

Is new committed to the BiOiop of Tor^,

Fell fVarwickjhxmhtVyZnd by that our Foe.

Riv. ThcleNews I muft confefTe are full of grief.

Yet gracicus Madam, bear it as you may,

WarwickjmA^ lpofe,that now hath won the day.

Gray. Till then, fait hope muft hinder lives decay

.

And I the rather wain me from defpair

For love of jE^/w/jri^iOff-fpnng in my womb:
This is it that makes nie bridle my palTion,

And bear with Mildncflc my misforcunes crofle

:

I, I, for this I draw in many a tear,

And ftop the vifing of bloud-fucking fighcs,

Lcail witli my fighes or tears, I blaft or drown

King Edwards Fruit,true hcir toth'Englifti Crown.

%iv. But Madam,
Where is pyarwick^ then become ?

Gray. I am inform'd that he conies towards London,

To fet the Crown once more on Henries head :

Gueflethou the reft. King SdwardsUmwd muft down.

But to prevent the Tyrants violence,

(Fortruft not him that hath once brokenfauh)

ric hence forthwith unto the Sandluary,

To fa ve (at leaft) the heir of Edwards 1 ight

:

There fhall I reft fcoirc from force and fiaud

:

Come therefore let us flye, while we may flye,

If fVarrvick. take us, we arc fure to dye. Exeunt

Enter Richard , Lord. Haflingi , and Sir

IVilttam Stanley.

Rich. Now my Lord Hafllngt^znd Sir ffill. Stanley

Leave off to wonderwhy I drew you hither.

Into this chiefeft Thicket of the Park.

Thusftands the cafe: you know our King, my Brother,
Is prifoner to the Bifhop here, at whofc hands
He hath good ufage, and grcit liberty,

And often but attended with weak guard,

Comes hunting this way to difporthimfelf.

I have advcrtis'd him by fecrct mears.

That if about this hour he make this way,
Under the colour of his ufual game.
He ftiall here find his friends with Horfc and Men,
To fct him free from his Captivity.

Enter King Edward, and a Hantfrnan
with him.

HKfit. This way my Lord,
For this way lies the Game.

King Edw^ Nay this Way man,
See where the Huntfmen ftand.

Now brother of C7/^fr, Lord Haftingt^ind the reft.

Stand you thusdofc to fteal the Bifhops Dcer»
Rich. Brother, the time and cafe, rcquireth haft,

Your horfe ftands ready at the Park-corner,

King Edw. But whither (hall wc then }

Hajt. To Lyn my Lord,

And ftiip from thence to Flanders.

Rich. Weligueft believe me/orthat was my meaninc.
King. Edw. Stanley, I will require thy forwardneftc.

T^ch. But wherefore ftay wc > 'tis no time to talk.

King Edw. Huntfman, what fay *ft thou?

Wilt thou go along f

Hunt, Better do fo, then tarry and be hang'd.

Rich. Come then away, let's ha no more ado.

King Edw. Biftiop farewell.

Shield thcc from A^'^rw/f^j/ frown.

And pray that I may re-poflcffe the Crown. ExtHftt,

Enter King Henry thefxth, Clarence^fVarwick.^.,

Sonurfetyyoung Henry^Oxford, MoHntague^

and Lieutenant.

King Hen M. Lieutenant,nowthat God and Friends

Have fhaken Edward from tlie Regal feat.

And turn'd my captive ftate to liberty.

My fear to hope, my torrows unto joyes,

At our enlargement what aie thy due Fees ?

L/Vw.Subjefts may challenge nothing of their Sov'rains

But, if an humble prayer may prevail,

I then crave pardon of your Majefty.

King Hen. For what Lieutenant ? For well ufing me ?

Nay, bt thou fure. Tie well requite thy kindncftc

:

For that it made my imprifonmcnt, a pleafure:

I, fuch a pleafure, as incaged Birds

Conceive ; when after many moody Thoughts,

At laft,by Notes of Houfhold harmony,

They quite forget their lofle of liberty.

Ti 3 But
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biulVAnvick^, after God, thou fei'ft tr.e t'icc,

And ch cfly therefore, I thank God, and tlice,

He was tlie Author, thou the inllrumcDt.

Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes fpight.

By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt roe,

And that the people of this bkifed Land

May not be punifh'd with my thwarting ftarrj,

Warwick.^ although my head ftill wear the Crown,

I here refign my Governmctit to thee»

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds.

H'ar. Youx Grace haih ftill been fam'd for vertuous,

And now may fecm as wife as vertuous.

By fpy ing and avoiding Fortunes malice.

For few men rightly temper with the Starrs

:

Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace,

For chufing mc, when CUrenct is in place,

Clar. No H'arwUk^y thou art worthy of the fway,

To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, ,

Adjiidg'd an Olive Branch, and Lawrcll Crown,

As likdy to be bleft in Peace and War

:

And therefore I yie'd thee my free confent.

«^4r. And I choofe Clarence only for Proteftor.

I

KingWarwlck^znd Clarenee,g\yt me both your hands.

Now joyn your hands , and wuh your hands your hearts,

That no diffention hinder Government

:

1 make you both ProteftorS of this Land,

While I my fejf will lead a private Life,

And in devotion fpend my latter day es.

To fins rehuke, and my Creators praife.

iVdrw. What anfwers Clxreme to his Soveraignes

will ?

Cli. That he confents, if lvar»Ukjj\t\A confent.

For on thy fortune I repofe my felf.

warw. Why then, though loth, yet muft I be content:

We'll yoak together, like a double uiadoW

To Henries Body, and fupply his place

;

I mean, in bearing weight of Government,

While he enjoyes the honor, and his cafe.

And C/rfr^»f^, now then is it more then needfull,

Forthwith that Edvmrd be pronounc'd a Traitor,

And all his Lands and Goods confifcated.

Clar. What elfe ? and that Succeflion be determined.

IVar. I, therein (^lareHce(\m\\ not want his part.

King. But with the fiift, of all your chief affairs.

Let me inttfat(for 1 comraand no more)

That Margaret your Queen, and my Son Edward^
Be fcnt for, to return from France w\i\\ fpeed

:

For till I fee them here, by doubtful! fear.

My joy of liberty is half edips'd.

Clar. It fhall be done, my Sovcraign , with all fpeed,

King. My LordofSowfr/irf, what youth is that.

Of whom you feem to have fo tender care ?

Semtr. My Liege, it is young Henr/^Eitk ciRich-

mond.

King. Come hither, Engtands Hope

:

Laj/es his Hand on hit Head

If fecret Powers fuggcfl but truth

To my divining thoughts.

This pretty Lad will prove our Coontrics blifs.

His looks are full of peacefullMajefly,

His head by nature (ram'd to wear a Crown,
His hand to wield a Scepter, and himfcif

Likely in time to blelTe a Regal Throne

:

Make much of him, my Lorc^ ; for this is he
Muft help you more, then you arc hurt by me.

Enter a Pofl.

Warw. What news, my friend ?

Pofi. That Edward j$ efcaped from your brother
And fled (as he hears fince) to Burgundy.

Warw. Unfavory news: but how made he efcape ?

Pofi. He was convey 'd by Richard^ Duke oiChder
And the Lord HaiUngs, who attended him

*

In fecret ambufb, on the Forrcft fide.

And from the Bifhops Huntfmcn refcu'd him

:

For Hunting was his daily Exercife.

War. My Brother was toocareleffe of his charge.
But let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide

A falve for any fore, that may betide. Exeunt

Afavet Somerfety Rlchmond^and Oxford,

Som. My Lord, I like not of this flight ofEdwards :

For doubtleffe. Burgundy vnW yield him help,

And we fliall have more Warrs befor't belong.
A$ Henries late ptefaging Prophecy

Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond:
So doth my heart mif-give me, in thefe Conflifts
What may befall him, to his harme and ours.

Therefore, Lord Oxford^ to prevent the worft.
Forthwith we'll fend him hence to Brittany,

Till ftormesbepaft of CiviH Enmity.

Oxf. 1 1 for if Edward re-poffefle the Crown,
'Tislike that Richmond,Wnh iTic reft, fhall down.

Som. It fliall be fo : he fliall to Brittany.

Come therefore, let's about it fpeedily. Exeunt

. Enter Edwardy Richard^ Hafi'ings

.

and Souldltrs.

Edw. Now brother Richard , Lord HafiingsiwA the
Yet thus far Fortune maketh us a mends, ( reft,

And fayes, that once more I Hiall enterchange
My waincd ftate, for Henries Regal Crown.
Well have we pafs'd, and now rc-pafs'd the Seas,

And brought dcfired help from Burgundy.
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd

From Ravenfpurgh Haven, before the Gates oiTork.*
But that we enter, as into our Dukcdome >

Rich. The Gates made faft/

Brother, I like not this.

For many men that Rumble at the Threfhold,

Are well fore-told, that danger lurks within.

Edw. Tufh man, aboadments muft not now affright us

By fair or foul means we muft enter in,

For hither will our friends repair to us.

Hail, My Liege , I'le knock once more , to fummon
them.

Enter on the fVallSythe Mayor ofTork^y
and his Brethren,

Mayor. My Lords.

We were fore-warned ofyour comming»
And ftiut the Gates, for fafety of our fetves

;

For now we owe allegeance unto Henry.

Ed». But, Mafter Mayor, if Henry be your King.
Yet Edward, at the leaft, is Duke of Terk^.

e^ayor. True , my good Lord , I know you for no
leffe.

£(/w.Why,and I challenge nothing but m^ Dukedome,
As being well contentent wiih that alone.

Rich
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Rich. But when the Fox hath once got in his Nofc,

He'll foon find mean^ to make the Body follow.

Haft Why, Mafter Mayor,why ftand you in a doubt?

Open the Gates, wc arc King Henries fr'itnds.

Afsjftr. J,fay you •fo? the Gates fhalhhtn be opened.

He defcends.

Rich. A wife ftout Captain, and foon perfwaded.

HaJt.The good old man would fain that ail weie well.

So 'twere not long ofhim : but being cntred,

I doubt not I, but we fhall foon pcrfwadc

Both him, and all his Brothei5, unto reafon.

Enter the Major^and two ^liermen,

Edrv. So, Mafter Mayor : ihefe Cares muft not be (hut,

But in the Night, or in the time of War.
What, fear not hian, but yield me up the Keys,

Takes his Keys,

For Edward will defend the Town, and thee,

And ail thofe friends, that deign to follow me.

March, Enttr MoHMpmery^wlth Drum
and Sonldiers.

Rich. Brother, this is Sit John MeuHtgomerjy

Ourtrufty friend, unlefle I bedcceiv'd.

Edwar. Welcome Sir John : but why come you in

Armes?
Mount. To help King Edward in his time of ftorm,

Asevety royal Subjeft ought to do.

Edrv. Thanks good i^onntgomery i

But we now forget the title to the Crown,

And onely claim our Dukedome,

Till God picafe to fend the reft.

Mount. Then fare you well, for I will henceagain,

I came to ferve a King, and not a Duke

:

Drummer fttikc up, and let us march away.

The Drum begins to March.
Edrv, Nay flay,Sir5^«A;»,a while, and we'll debate

By what fafe means the Crown may be recover'd.

Mount. Whattalk you of debating? infewwords^

If you'll not here proclaim your felf our King,

ric leave you to your fortune, and be gone.

To keep them back, that come to fuccour you.

Why rfiall we fight, if you pretend no Title?

"Rich. Why Brother , wherefore Hand you on nice

points ?

Edtf. When we grow ftrongcr,

Then we'll make our Claim

:

Till then, 'tis wifdome to conceal our meaning.

Haft. Away with fcnipulous Wit j now Armcs muft

rule.

Rich. And featlefs minds climb fooneft unto Crowns.
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand.

The bruit thereof will bring you many friends.

Edw. Then be it as you will : for 'tis my right.

And Henry but ufuipsthe Diadem.
Mount. I, now ray Soveraignfpeaketh likehimfclf.

And now will I be JEf/w^r^/j Champion.

Hafi.Soimd Trum^t,Edward ^all behere proclaim'd:

Come, fellow Souldier, make thou Proclamation.

Flourifh. Sound,

Soul. Edward the Fourth^ by the Grace of God, King
of England and France, and Lord ofIreland, <^c.

Mount.And whofoc're gainfayes King £(/jp<iri// right,

By this I challenge him to fingle fight.

Throws down hn Gantlet,

AH. Long live Edward the Fourth.

Edw. Thanks brave Miuutgomnj.
And thanks unto you all

:

If fortune ferve me, Tie requite this kindnelTe.

Now for this Night, let's harbor here in Tark^:

And when the Morning Sun fhall raife his Car
Above the Border of this Horizon,

We'll forward towards fVarwicl^y and his Mates j

For well I wot, that Henry is no Souldier,

Ah froward Clarenct, how evill it befeemsthee.

To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother ?

Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick,,
Come on brave Souldiers : doubt not of the Day,
And that once gotten, doubt not of large Pay. Exeuta,

Enter the King, Warwick., Mountague^ Clareme^
Oxford, andSomerfet.

far. WHaccounfelI,Lords> Edwarifxcm Belgian
With hafjy Germanes,and blunt Hollanders.
Hath pafs'4 infafety through the Narrow Seas,

And with his troups doth march amain to London,
And many giddy people flock to him.

King. Let's levy men, and beat him back again.
Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden our.

Which being fufFer'd, Rivers cannot quench.
War. In Warwickshire I have true-hearted friends,

Not mutinous in Peace, yet bold in War,
Thofe will I mufter up : and thou Son Qarenee
Shalt ftir up in Suffolk,, Norfolk., and in Kent,
The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee.
Thou brother Mtuntague, and Buckingham,
]Vorthampton,and in Leicefterfhire fhaltfind

Men well indin'd to hear what ihou command'ft
And thou, brave 0*/W, wondrous welibelov'd,
Tn Oxford/hire (hik mufter up thy friends.

My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens,

Like to his Ifland, girt with the Ocean,
Or modcft Djan, circled with her Nymphs;
Shall reft in London, till we come to him

:

Fair Lords take leave, and ftand not to reply.

Farewell my Soveraign.

King. Farewell my HeEior, and my Trojts true hope.
Clar. In fign of tnith, I kiffe your HighneflTc hand.
Kiu^. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate.

Mount. Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leave.

Oxf. And thus I fcal my truth, and bid adieu.

King. Sweet Oxford,2nd my loving Mountague

f

And all at once, once more a happy farewell.

War. Farewell, fwcet Lords, let s meet at Cnentrj.

Exeunt.
King. Here at the Pallace will I reft a while.

Coufin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordfhip ?

Me thinks, the Power that Edward hath in field.

Should not bcable to encounter mine.

Exet. The doubt is, that he willfcduce the reft.

King. That's not my fear, my meed hath got me fame:

I have notftoptmineears to their demands,

Norpofted of their fuits with flowdelayes,

My pitty barh been balm to heal their wounds.

My mildncfle hath allay'd their fwelling griefs.

My mercy dry'd theirwatcr-flowing tears.

I have not been defirous of their wealth.

Nor much opprelt them with great fubfidics.

Nor forward of revenge, though they much ert'd.

Then why fhould they love £</ir4r</ more then mc?
No Exeter thefe Graces challenge Grace

:

And
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And when che Lion fawns upon the Lamb,

The Lamb will never ceafe to follow him.

Shout within, A LAfCtfier, A Lttncajier.

Exe. Heark, heaik, my Lord, whac Shouts are ihefe ?

Enter Edward and his Souldlers.

Edw. Stize on thertiamefac'd Heurj, bear him hence,

And once again proclaim us Kin^ oi England.

You are the Founc, that make fmall Brooks to flow.

Now flops thy fpring, my Sea fliall fuck them dry,

And fweil fo much tb: higher, by their ebbc.

Hence with him to the Tower, let him not fpeak.

Exit with King tJenrj.

And Lords, towards Csventrj bend we our courfe,

Whers peremptory fVarmick. now remains:

The Shun HiineS hot, and if we ufe delay,

Cold biting Winter marrs our hop'd-for Hay.

Rich. Away betimes, before his forces joyn.

And take the great-grown Traitor unawares

:

Brave Warriors, march amain io\Nixdi Coventry

.

Exeunt

Enter fVarmck^^ the Mayor ef Coventry, trro

Mejftngers, and ethers Hftn the tVaUs.

fFrfr.Where is the Pofi that came from valiant Oxftrti

How far hence is thy Lord, mine honefi fellow ?

Mef. I. By this a; DanfmorCy marching hithcrwatd.

M^ar. How far oif is our Brother Mountague ?

Where is the Poft that came itamMoHutague ?

Mef. 2. By this at "Daintry^ with a puiffant troop

Enter Somervile.

War. Si'^SomerviUy whacfayes my loving Son .'

And by thy gueffe, how nigh is Clarence now ?

Somerv. At Southam I did leave him with his forces,

And do expeft him herefome two hours hence.

pyar. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his Drum.
Somer. It is not his', my Lord, here SoHttam lies?

The Drum your Honor hears, marcheth from JVarmick^ ,

War. Who fhould that be? belike unlook'd for friends.

Somer. They are at hand, and yoa fhall quickly know.

March, Fhurijh. Enter Edward^ Richard,

and Rouldiers.

Edvf. Co, Trumpet, to the Walls, found a Parle;

Rich. Se how the furly )Varwlci^m3T\s the Wall.

War. Oh unbid fpight, is fportfull Sdward come ?

Where flept out Scouts, or how arc they fcduc'd.

That we could here no news of his repair.

Idrv. Now Warwick,., wilt thou ope the City Gates,

Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee,
Call Edward King, and at his hands beg Mercy,

And he fhall pardon thee thefe Outrages?

War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence,

Confelfe who fet thee up,and pluckt thee down.
Call f^^>-»;Vj^ Patron, and be penitent.

And thou fhalt ftill remain the Duke of Terl^.

Rich. I thought at leaft he would have laid the King,
Or did he make the Jefl againlt his will ?

War. Is not a Dukedome, Sir, a goodly gift.?

Rich. I, by my faith, for a poor Earle to give,

I'lc do thee fervice for fogood a gift.

Warm. 'Twas I that gave the Kingdome to thy Bro-
ther.

Edw. Why then 'tis mine, if but by Warwick/ gift.

I War. Thou art no Atloi for fogreata weight:
And Weakling, ;^4r>p;Vi^ takes his gift again.

And Henry is my King, ^4rB'/V/^hisSubje(5V.

Edw. But Warwickj King is Edwards Prifoner

:

And gallant /^'^r-B'/fi^, do but anfwer this.

What is the Body, when the head is off?
Rich. Alas, that Warwickjrad no more forc-cafi

But whiles he thought to fleal the fingle Ten,
The King wasflily finger'd from the Deck

:

You left poor Henrys the Bifhops Pallace,

And ten to one you'll meet him in the Tower.
Edw. 'Tis even fo, yet you arc W«rw*V,^flilI.

Rich. Come Warwick. ,

Take the time, kneel down, kneel down :

Nay when : ftrike now, or elfe the Iron cools.

H^ar. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow.
And with the other, f!ing it at thy face.

Then bear folow a fayl,to (trike to thee.

Edw. Sayl how thou canfl.

Have Wind and Tide thy friend.

This hand, faft wound about thy coal-biack hair
Shall, whiles thy head is warm, and new cut off^

Write in thcduft this Sentence with thy bloud,

Wmd-changing Warwick, now can change no more.

Enter Oxford, with Drum and Colourt.

tVar. Oh chcarfull Colours, fee where Oxford comes
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford,{ox Laneafter.

Rich. The Gates are open, let us enter too.

Edw. So other foes may fet upon our backs.

Snnd we in good ariay: for they no doubt
Will iffue out again, and bid us battell

;

If not, the City being but of fmall defence.

We'll quickly rowze the traitors in the fame.

War. Oh welcome OA/orrf, for wc want thy help.

Enter Mountague^ vith Drum and ColoHTt.

Mount. Mountague, Mountague,(or Lancafltr.

Rich. Thou and thy Brother both (hall buy ihistreafon

Even with the deareft bloud your bodies bear.

Edw. The harder match'd, the greater ViAory,
My mind pre&geth happy gam, and Conqueft.

Enter Semerfet, with Drum and Colours.

Som. Somerfet, Somtrfet, for Laneafier,

%ich. Two ofthy Name, both Dukes of Somerfet.,

Have fold their Lives unto the Houfe of Tork.y

And thou (halt be the third , if this Sword hold.

Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours.

War. And loe,where George oiClarence fweeps along

Of force enough to bid his brother Battell

:

With whom, an upright Zeal to right, prevails

More then the nature of a Brothers love.

Come Clarence^ come : thou wilt, if Warwick, call.

Clar. Father ciWarwick, know you what this means.?

Look here, I throw my infamy at thee:

I will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe,

Who gave his bloud to lyme the ftones together.

And fet up Laneafier. Why, troweft thou, Warwick,,

That Clarence is fo harfh, fo blunt, unnatural.

To bend the fatal inlkuments of War
Againft
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Againft his brother, and his lawfull King.

Perhaps ihou wilc objeft my holy Oath

:

1 o keep thai Oath, were more impiety.

Then Jepthah, when he fdcrific'd hisDaiigliCcr.

1 am fo forry for my Trcfpas made,

That to deferve well at my brothers hands,

I here proclaim my felf thy mortal foe:

With refolution,wbercfoe'rcl meet thee,

(As I will meet thee, if thou flir abroad)

To plague thee for thy foul mis-lcading me.

And fo, proud-hearted Warw/Vi^, 1 defie thee,

And to my brother turn my blufliing Checks.

Pardon mtEdward^l will make amends:

And Richard, do not frown upon my faults,

For I will henceforth be no more unconftant.

Edif, Now welcome niore,and ten times more bclov'd

Then ifthou never had'ft dcfcrv'd our hate.

Hich. Welcome good Clarence^ this js Brother-like.

IVar, Oh palling Traitor, perjut'd and unjuft.

Edrr. What I-yarw'tck,,

Wilt thou leave the Town, and fight?

Or fhall we beat the Stones about thine Ears ?

h^an». Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence

:

I will away towards Barnet prefently.

And bid thee Battell, £</«'<?r</, if thou dar'ft.

Edw. Yes fVarwick^^ Edward dares,and leads the way:

Lords to the field : Saint George ,and Victory. Exennt.

Martch. lVarmck.And his comfany follows,

Alarum^ and Excurfions. Enter Edtverd hringi»g

forth fy«rwick.wouHded,

Eiw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die our fear.

For Warwick,vim Bug that fear'd us all.

Now Mountague fit fa ft, I feek for thee,

1\\zi}Varwickj Bones may keep thine companie.

Exit.

War. Ah, who is nigh ? Come to me, friend, or foe,

And tell me who is Viflor, rerk^, or fi^arwickj

Why ask I that ? my mangled body fhews,

My bloud, my want of ftrength, niv fick heart (licws,

That I muft yield my body to the Earth,

And by my fall, the conqucft to my foe.

Thus yields the Cednr to the Axes edge,

Whofe Armesgave fhelter toihe Princely Eagle,

Under whofe (hade the ramping Lion flcpc,

Whofe top-branch over-peer'd joves fpreading tree.

And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow'ifuU wind.

Thefe Eyes, that now are dim'd with Deaths black Vey 1,

Have been as pieicingas the Mid-day Sun,

To fcarch the fccrct Treafons of the world :

The wrincles in my Brows, now fiU'd with bloud,

Were lik'ned oft to Kingly Scpulchers :

For who liv'd King, but I could di^ his Grave ?

And who durft fmilc, when Wan^ickMnt his Brow f

Loe, now my Glory fmear'd in duft and bloud.

My Parks, my Walks, my Manners that I had,

Even now forfake me ; and of all ray Lands,

Isnothinglcft mc,but my bodies length.

Why, what is Pomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Duft ?

And live wc how wc can, yec die we muft.

Enter Oxford and Somerfet.

Som. All, W4rwick.y fVarwlckjt wert thou as weare,

Wc might recover all our Loffc again

:

The Queen from France hath brought a puifTant power
Even now we heard the news, ah, could'ft thcxiflyc,

Warw. Why tlien I would iwt flyc. Ah MtuntagM^
If thou be there, fweet bcotlier, take my hand,

And wi*h thy Lips keep in my foul a while.

Thou lov'ftmenot: for, brother, if thou didft.

Thy tears would wafh this cold congealed bloud,

That glews my Lips, and will not let me fpeak.

Come quickly Monntague, or I am dead.

Som. Ah yyarrvickj, Mountague hath breath'd his laft,

And to the latcft gafpe,cry'd out for fVarv'tckj.

And faid commend me to my valiant Brother.

And more he would have faid, and more he fpoke.

Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault,

That mought not be diftinguifh'd : but at laft,

I well might hear, delivered with a groan,

farewell Warwick^.

iVar. Sweet 1 eft his foul:

Flyc Lords, and fave your felves.

For lVarw'ic](\>\A% you all farcwell,to meet In heaven.

Oxf. Away,away,to meetthe Queens great power,

Here they bear away hit body. ExtHut

Flourifh. Enter King Edward io triumphy with

Richard, Clarence, and the reft.

King, Thus far our fortune keeps an upward courfe,

And we are grac'd with wreaths of Victory

:

But in the midft of this bright-ftiining Day,
1 fpyea black fufpicious tlueatning Cloud,

That will encounter with our glorious Sun,

E're he attain his eafcfuU Weftern Bed

:

r mean, my Lords, thofc powers that the Queen
Hath lais'd in Galliay have arrived our Coaft,

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us.

Clar, A little gale will foon difperfc that Cloud.

And blow it to the Source from whence it came,

Thy very Beams will dry thofe Vapours up.

For every Cloud engenders not a Storm.

Rich. The Qiieen is valued thirty thoufand ftrong,

And SomerfetyVtuhOxfordyBed to her :

If (he hath time to brcath> be well affur'd

Her faction will be full as ftrong as ours.

King. We are advertis'd by our loving friends.

That they do hold their courfe toward Tetfkjbury.

We having now the bcft at Barnet field,

Will thither ftraight, for willingneffe rids way,

And as we martch, our ftrength will be augmented

:

In every County as we go along,

Strike up the Drum, cry couragc,and away. Exeunt.

March. Enter the Qneeu, ytiuig Edwardy
Somerfet, Oxford, and

SoMldiers.

Q^. Great Lords, wife men ne'rc fitand vwail their lolfe

But chearly feek how to rcdreflc their harms.

What though the Maft be now blown over-board,

The Cable broke, the holdmg-Anchor loft.

And half our Sailors fwallow'd inthefloud?

Yet lives our Pilot ftill. Is': meet, that he

Should leave the Helm, and like a feaifull Lad,

With tearfull Eyes adde water to the Sea,

And give move ftrength to that which bath too much.

Whiles in hismoan, ihe Ship fpUis on the Rock,

Which induftry and Courage might have fav'd }

Ah what a fhamc, ah what a fault were this.

Say M^armick^wis our Anchor : what of that?

^^^ And]
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And MoHntague our cop-Maft ? what of him ?

Our flaughfrcd friends, the Tackles : whatof thefe?

Why is not Oxford\\txe ^ a nothei- Anchor ?

And Somerfet, another goodly Maft f

The friends of France cnii Shrowdsand Tacklings?

And though unskilful!, why not Ned and I,

For once allow'd the skilfull Pilots Charge ?

We will notfrom the Helm, to fit and weep,

But keep our Courfe (though the rough Wind fay no)

From Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with W»ck.
As good to chide the Waves, as tpeak them fair.

And what is Edward^ but a ruthleffe Sea ?

What Clarence^ but a Qutck-fand of Deceit ?

And Richard^ but a raged fatal Rock ?

All thefe, the Enemies to our poor Bark.

Say you can fwim, alas 'tis but a while

;

Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly firtk,

Bcnridc the Rock, the Tyde will wadi you off,

Or eifc you famifh, that's a three-fold Death.

This fpeak I (Lords) to let you undetftand,

If cafe fome one of you would flye from us.

That there's no hop'd-tor Mercy with the Brothers,

More then with tuthleffc Waves, with Sands and Rocks.

Why courage then, what cannot he avoided,

'Twerc childifVi weaknefle to lament, or fear.

Prin. Me thinks a Woman of this valiant fpirir,

Sbouldjifa Coward heard her fpeak thefe words,

Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimity,

And make him, naked, foyl a man at armes.

I fpeak not this, as doubting any here

:

Fordid I but fufpeft a fearfull man.

He rtiould have leave to go away betimes,

Leaft in our need he might infeft another,

And make him of like fpirit tohimfelf.

Is any fuch be here, as God forbid.

Let him depart, before we need his help.

Oxf. Women and Children of fo high a courage,

And Warriors faint, why 'twere perpetual fliamc.

Oh brave young Prince: thy famous Grandfather

Doth live agam in thee ; long may 'ft thou live,

To bear his Image, and renew his Glories.

Som. And he that will not fight for fuch a hope,

Co home fo Bed, and like the Owlc by day.

If he arife, be mock'd and wondred at.

Que. Thanks gentle 5o«wer/Vr, fweet Oxford thanks.

Prin. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing clfe.

Enter a Meffenger.

Me[. Prepare you Lords, for Edward is at hand.

Ready to fight : therefore be refolute.

Oxf. I thouoht no leffe : it is his policy.

To haft thus faft,tofind us unprovided.

Som. But he's decei v'd, we are in readineffe,

Qu. This cheats my heart, to fee your forwardncfTe.

Oxf. Here pitch our Battell, hence wewill not budge.

March. Enter Edward, Richard^ ClarencKy

and Souldiers.

E/fw.Brave followers,yonder ftandsihe thorny Wood
Which by Heavens alfiflance, and your fttength,

Muft by the Roots be hew'n up yet ere Night.
I need not addc more fuel to your fire.

For well I wot, ye blaze, to burn them out

:

Give fignalto the fight, and to it Lords,

Qu, Lords,Knighrs,and Gentlemen, what ftiould f fay.

My tears gain-fay : for every word I fpeak,

Ye fee I drink the water of my eye.

Therefore no more but this : Henry your Soveraign

IsPrifoner to the Foe, his State ufurp'd.

His Realm a flaughter-houfe, his Subjefls flain.

His Statutes cancel'd, and his Treafurefpent

:

And yonder is the Wolf, that makes this fpoyl.

You fight in Juftice : then in Gods Name, Lords,

Be valiant, and give fignal to the fight.

Alarum., Retreat^ Excurfions. Exeunt.

Enter Edward, Richard, Queen, Clarence,

Oxford, Somerf'et,

Edrv. Now here's a period of tumultuous Broyls.

Away with Oxford to Hamet Caftle ftrai^ht

;

For Somerfet, off with his guilty Head.

Co bear them hence, I will not hear them fpeak,

Oxf. For my part, Vk not trouble thee with words.
Som. Nor I , but ftoop with patience to my fortune.

Exeunt.
Que. So part wefadly in thisrroblous World,

To meet with Joy in fweet Jerufalem,
EdwAs Proclamation madc,That who finds Edtvard

Shall have a high Reward, and he his Life ?

'

Rich. It is, and loc where youthful! Edward comes.

Enter the 'Prince.

4

Edw. Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him fpeak.
What ? can fo young a Thorn begin to prick ?
Edward,vihit fatisfaftion canft thou make.
For bearing Armes, for ftirring up my fubjefts,

And all the trouble thou haft turn'd mc to >

Priii. Speak like a Subjeft, proud ambitious York^.

Suppofe that I am now my Fathers Mouth,
Refign thy Chair, and where I ftand kneel thoii,

Whil'rt I propofethe felf-fame words to thee.

Which (Traitor) thou would'ft have mc anfwer to.

Que. Ah, that thy Father had been fo refolv'd.

"R^ch. That you might ftill have worn the Petticoat,

And ne'rc have ftoln the Breech from Lancafler,

Trin. Let t/£fophhkm& Winters Night,
His Currifh Riddles forts not with this place.

Rich. By Heaven , Brat, I'le plague ye for that word.
Que. I thou waft born to be a plague to men.
Rich. For Cods fake, take away this Captive Scold.

Princ. Nay , take away this fcolding Crook-back

,

rather.

Edw. Peace wilfull Boy, or I will charm your tongue.

Clar. Untucor'd Lad, thou art too malapen.

Prin. I know my duty, you are all undutifull

:

hikmoMS Edward,znd thou perjui'd George^

And thou mif-fhapcn Diik^, I tell ye all,

I am your better, Traitors as ye are.

And thou ufurp'ft my Fathers right and mine.

Edw. Take that, the liktncffc of this Rayler here,

Stahs him.

Rich. Sprawi'ft thou ? take that, to end thy agony.

Rich. Stabs him.

Clar. And there's for twitting mc with perjury.

Clar. Stats him.

Que. Oh, kill me too.

Rich. Marry, and fhall. Oferstokillher

Edw. Hold, Richard, hoId,for we have donetoo much.

Rich.
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%ich. Why ftiould wc live > to fill the WoHd with

\«ords ?

Edm. What ? doth fhe fwoun ? ufc mcani for her re=

covcry.

Rich. e/arf«circxaifcmc tothc King my Brother:

rie hence to London on a fcrious matter.

Ere yc come chcre, be fure to hear fome news*

Clay. What .' what .'

Rich. Tower, ihe Tower. Exit.

Qh. Oh Ned., fweet A?V(^,fpeak to thy Mother Boy.

Can ft thou not fpeak ? O Traicois , Muuherers|

They that flabb'd Cdfart fhed no bloud at all

:

Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame,

If this foul deed were by, to eqiiallic.

He was a Man ; this (in refpeft) a Child,

And Men, ne're fpend their fury on a Child.

What's worfe then Murthercr, that I may name it?

No, no, my heart will burft, and if I fpeak.

Arid I will fpeak, that fo my heart may burft.

Butchers and Villains, bloudy Canniballs,

How fwcet a Plant have you untimely cropt

:

You have no children (Butchers) if you had.

The thought of them would have ftir'd up remorfe

;

But if you ever chance to have a Child,

Look in his youth to have him fo cut off.

As deathfmen you have rid this fweet yourvg Prince.

Kifi^. Away with her, go bear her hence perforce

J^j*. Nay, never bear me hence, difpatch me here

;

Here fticath thy fword, I'le pardon thee my death

;

What ? wilt thou not > Then CUrcHte do u thou.

^lar. By heaven, I will not do thee fo much eafe.

^<*. Good Qurence do, fweet Clarence do thou it.

C/ar. Did'ft thou not hear me fwear I would not do it?

Qm. .1 but thou ufeft to forfwcar thy felf.

'Twas fin before, but now 'tis Charity.

What wilt thou not?v/here is that devils butcher Ricbardy

Hard favour'd Richard ? T^VA/ir//, where art thou ?

Thou art not here -, Murther is thy Almsdeed.

Petitioner for Bloud, thou ne're pul'ft back.

Edw. Away I fay, I charge ye bear her hence.

Qm. So come to you, and yours, as tothis Prince.

Sxlt QueeH.

Sdvf. Where's Richard gone.

Cla. To London all in poft,and as I gueffe,

To make a bloudy Supper in the Tower?
Edr*. He's fuddcn ifa thing comes in his head.

Now march we hence, difdiargc the common fore

With Pay and thanks, and let's away to London,

And fee our gentle Queen how well fhc fares.

By this (I hope^ fhc hath a Son for me. Exit.

Enter Htnry thtfixth, and Richard^ with tkt Lieute-

nant »n the IVaUs,

Tt^ch. Good day , my Lord , what at your Book fo

hard .?

Hen. I my good Lord : my Lord I fliould fay rather,

'Tisfin to flatter, Good was little better :

Good GloflePy and Good dcv'ill, were alike,

And both prepofterous : therefore, not Good Lord.

Rich. Sirrhajleave us to our felves, we muft confer.

Hen. Soflyes thewreaklefs flicphcrd from the Wolf:
So fitft the harmlcrtc Sheep doth yield his Fleece,

And next his Throat unto the butchers Knife.

What Scencof deatW hath RoJJiw now to a£t ?

Rifh^ Sufpitionalwaycs haunts the guilty mind.

/The Thief doth fear each bulli an Officer.

HtHi The Bird thu bath been limed id a bu(h

;

With trembling wines mifdoubteth every bufh ;

And I thchelpleffc Male to one fvVett Bird,

Have now thcfatalObjeft inmy eye,

Where roy poor young was limb'd, was caught, and kild.

"JRtch. Why what a pccvirti Fool was that of Greet,

That taught his Son the office of a Fowl,

And yet for all his wings, the fool was drown'd.

Hen. I Dedaltu., my poor Boy IcartUy

Thy Father Minoty that deni'd our courfe.

The Sun that fear'd the wings of my fwcet Boy.

Thy Brother £«/w<«r</, and thy felf, the Sea

Whofc envious Gulf did fwallow up his life ?

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, nos with words,

My breft can better brook thy Daggers point,

Then can my ears that Tragick Hittory.

But wherefore doft thou come ? Is't for my Life ?

Rich. Think'ft thou I aman Executioner?

Hen. A pcrfecutor I am fure thou arr,

If murthering Innocents be Executing,

Why then thou art an Executioner,

Rich. Tht Son I kill'd for his prcfumption.

Hen. Hadrt thou bin kill'd when firft thou didft pre-

Thou had'ft not liv'd tokill a Son ofmine: (fume.

And thi« I prophcfie that many a thoufand,

Which now miftruft no parcel ofmy fear.

And many an old mans figh, and many a Widows,
And many an Orphans water-ftanding-cye.

Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbandsfatc,

And Orphans, for their Parents timelefs death,

Shall rue the hour that ever thou waft bom.
The Owlc fliriek'd at thy birth, an evill fign,

The Night-Crow cry'd,aboding lucklcfle time,

Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempefl ftiook down crees :

The Raven rook'd her on the Chimnies top.

And chatt'ring Pies in difmal Difcords fung:
Thy Mother felt more then a Mothers pain,
And yet brought forth leiTe then a Mothcrt hope,

To wit, an indigcftcd deformed lump.

Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly tree.

Teeth had'ft thou in thy head, when thou was'tborn.
To fignifie, thou am'ft to bite the world

:

And if the reft be true which I have heard,

Thou cam'ft

Rich, I'le hear no more :

Die Prophet in thy fpeech, Stahs hitH.

For this(among'ft thereft) was I ordain'd.

Hen. I, and for much more flaughter after this,

God forgi vc my fins, and pardon thee. Dies
Rich. What f will the afpiring bloud of Lencafler

Sink in the ground .? I thought it wouldhave mounted.

See howmy fword weeps for the poor Kings death.

Omay fuch purple teaisbc alway llied

From thofc that wifli the downfall of our houfe.

If any fparkof life be yet remaining,

Down, down to hell^ and fay I fent thee thither.

Stlbs him again.

1 that have neither pitty, love, nor fear.

Indeed 'tis tmc that Henry told mcof

:

For I have often heard my Mother fay,

1 came into the world with my Legs forward.

Had 1 no: reafon (think ye) to make haft.

And feek their Ruine, that ufurp'd our Right ?

The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cride

O Jefus blcfs us, he is botn with teeth.

And
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It/ dan (\pA 1 huS have we fweot SillTiiirinn frnm r\And fo I was, wlucli plainly fign fied,

Tliac I fliould£iiaj-.le,and bite, and play the dog

:

Then fincc the Heavens have fhap*d my body fo,

Lee hcliuwkecrook'dTOy Mind co anfwcr it.

I have no brother^ I am like nobiodier:

And this \wrd[Lovc] whicHGray-bcaids call Divine,

Be re(idcnt in men like one another^

And not in me: 1 ammyfelf alone,

ClAYence beware, thou kcep'ft me from the lighr»

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee;

For I \will buz abrosd fadi Piophefies,

1 hat Edward ftaail be fearfull of his life.

And then to purge his fear, Tie be thy death.

King Htnry, and the Prince his fon arc gone,

Clarence thy turn is next, and then the reft.

Counting my fcif but bad, rill I be beft

riethvow thy body in another room.

And triumph Uenrj^ m thy day of Doom. Ex'tt.

Znter King, QMeen, CUreyict, Richard^ Uajllngs,

JVfirfe, itnd Attindants^

King. Once more wie fit in Englands Royal Throne,

Rc-piuchac'd with the blond of Enemies

:

What valiant Foe-men , like to Autumns Corn,

Have wemow'd down in tqjsof all their pride.?

Three Dukes of 5"«wfr/«, threefold Rcnownj

For hardy and undoubted Champions:

Two C/'j9^or<//, as the Father and the Son,

And two NoTtbtirbberUnds : two braver men.

Ne'rc fpurt'd their Courfers at the Trumpets found.

With them, the two brave Bears, Warwick^ and Mtunta-

That in their Chains fetter'd the Kingly Lion, (J'*?,

And made the Forrcft tremble when they roar'd.

1 hui have we fwcpe Sufpition from our Scat,

And made our footftool of Security.

Come hither Btp, and let me kiffc my Boy •

Young Ned, for thcc, thine Uncles, and my fcif.

Have in our armors watch'd the Winternight,
Went all afoot in Summers fcalding heat.

That thou might'ft repoflede the Crowne'in peace
And of our Labours thou Hialt reap the gain. *

Rich, ric blaft his harveft, if your head were laid
For I yet am not look'd on in the world.

'

This (boulderwas ordain'd fo thick , to heave
And heave it ftlall fome waight, or break my back.
Work thou the way, and that fliall execute.

Y.lng. C/arenceand Glofter, love my lovely Que^n
And kiffe your Pi inccjy Nephew Brothers both "

*

Clar. The duty that I owe your Majefty,
I Seal upon the lips of this fwcet Babe.

King. Thanks Noble CZ/rr^^f^^vvorthy brotherthanks
-R;. And that I love the tree from whence thou fprane'ft

Witncffe the loving kiflc I give the Fruit -•

To fay the truth, fo "judai kill his mafler.
And cryed all hail, when as he meant all harm.

King. Now am I feated as my foul delights*
Having my Countries peace, and brothers loves
c/^r.What will yourGrace have done WiiU Margartt}

RtynAYd her Father, to the King oiFrance
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jernftilem
And hither have they fent it forherranfome.

King. Away with her, and waft her hence to rr^nct-
And now what tefls, but that we fpend the time
With Stately Triumphs, mirthfull Comickrhews
Such as befits the plealure of the Court.

*

Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewell fowre annoy
For here I hope begins our lafting joy. ExtHnt\m«cs.
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Eoiworth Field.

(lABusTrimiis, Scena Trima.

£?tterTt^chard Dnkj ofCllttjiery (oliu.

Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent,

Made glono(u Summer by this Son of York :

And all the clouds that towi 'd upon our houfc

In the deep bofoincof the Ocean buried.

Now are our browcs bound with Vjftorious Wreathes,

Our bruifed arines hung up for Monuments ;

Our ftcm Alarums chang'd to merry Meetings;

Our dreadfujl Marches to delightful! Meafuresw

Grim- vifagd War , hath finoothd his wrinkled pront :

And now, in ftead of mountmg Barbed Steeds,

To fright the Soulcs of fearful! Adverfaries,

He capers nimbly in a Ladie's Chamber,

To the lafclvious plealing of a Lute,

But I, thatam notlliap'dfor fportive tricks,

Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glafs

:

I, that am Rudely Rampf,and want Love's Majefty,

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph:
1, that am curtail'd of this fair Proportion

,

Cheated of Feature by diffemWing Nature,

Dcform'd, unfinifh'd, fentlxforc my time

Into this breathing World, fcarce half made up.

And that fo lamely and unfafhionable.

That dogges bark at me, as I halt by them :

Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace)

Have no delight to pafs away the time,

Unlefs to fee my Shadow in the Sun,

And defcant on mine own Deformity.

And therefore, fincc I cannot prove a Lovcr,

To entertain thefefair welUfpokcn daycs,

I am determined to prove a Villain,

And hate the idle pleafures of thcfc dayes

Plots have 1 laid, Induftions dangerous.

By drunken Prophefics, Libels , and Dreams,

To fet my Brother Clarence and the King

In deadly hate, the one againft the other

:

And if King Sdrvard be as true and ju(t ,

As lam Subtle, Fa!fe, and Treacherous,

This day (Kould Clarence clofely be mew'd up :

About a Prophcfie, which fayestbat G,

Of Sdmard's heirs the murthcrer ftiall be.

Dive thoughts down to my foul, here CUrence comes.

Enter Clarmfr^and Brtikfukary^gMdrded.

Brother, good day : What means this armed goatd

That waits upon your Grace ?

Cla. His Ma jefty tcndnng my perfons fafcty.

Hath appointed this Conduifl to convey mc to ih' Tower,
Rich. Upon what caufc P

Cla. Becaufemy name is George.

Rich. Alack my Lord, that fault is none ofyours i

He fliould for that commit your Grandfathers.

O belike, his Majefty hath fome intent.

That you fhould be new Chi iftned in the Tower.
But what's the matter Clarence , may 1 know ?

Cla. Yea "^rWi/, when I know : buclproteft
As yet I do not : But as I can learn.

He hearkens after Prophcficsand Drcanw,

And from the Crofs-row plucks the letter G .-

And fayes, a Wizard told him, that by C»,

His irtue d'lS-inherited fhould be.

And for my name of Cjeorge begins with (7
,

It follows in his thought that I am he.

Thefe(as I learn) and fuch toyes as thefe.

Hath mov'd his Highnefs to commit me now.
Rich. Whyihis it is, when men arc rul'd by Women.

Tis not the King thatXcnds y ou to the Tower,
My Lady Crej his Wife, CUrence tis fhe.

That tempts him to this har(h Extremity.

Was it not (he, and that good man of Worfhipi
Anthony Woodviie her Brother there.

That made him fend Lord Haflings to the Tower?
From whence this prclcnt day he is delivered.

We are not fafc Clarence, wc arc not fafc.

Cla. By heaven , I think there is no man fecure

But the Queen's Kindred, and night-walkine Heralds,

That trudge betwixt the King, and Miftrifsie^rf.

Heard you not what an humble Suppliant

Lord Hajlings ^is^iox his delivery >

Rich. Humbly complaining to her Deitie«

Got my Lord Chamberlain his liberty,

rieicll you what, I think it is our way.

Ifwe will keep in favour with the King,

To be her man, and wear her Livery :

The jealous ore-worn Widow ,and her felf.

Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen,

Are mighty Goflips in our Monarchy.

Bra. I befeech your Graces both to pardon mc,

HisMa/cfty haihftraightly given in charge.

That no man fliall have private Conference

(Of what degree foever) with your Brother.

V u Rich.
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Rich. Even fo , and pleafe your worHVip Brakjnbttr^^

You may parukeof any ihing vvc fay :

Wc fpeak no Trearon man ; we fay chc King

Is^Mfe and virtuous, and his noble Queen

Well nrookin years, fair and not jealous.

Wc fay, that Shore's wife hatha pretty Foot,

A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a pafTing plcafing Tongue

:

And that the Queen's Kindred are made Gentle-folks.

How fay you. Sir ? can you deny all this ?

Bra. With this ( my Lord ) my felf have nought to

doc.

^tch. Naught to doe with Miftrifs Shore ?

I tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her

''Excepting one) were beft to do it fecretly alone.

Bra. What one, my Lord ?

R\ch. Her Husband Knave , would'ft thou betray me ?

Bra. 1 do bcfecch your Grace

To paidon me, and withall forbear

Your Conference with the noble Duke.

Cla. We know thy charge BrttkenhHrj^zud will obey.

Rich. We are the Qirecn's abjc<Sbi,and muft obey.

Brother farewell, 1 will unto the King,

And whatfoe'rc you will employ me in,

Were it to call King Sdmard's widow, Sifter,

I will perform it to infranchlfe you.

Mean time, this deep difgracc of Brotherhood,

Touches me deeper then you can imagine.

Cla. I know it pleafeth neither of us well.

Rich. Well, your imprifonmcnt (ball not be long^

I will deliver you, or elfe lye for you :

Mean time have patience.

C/^. I muft perforce: farewcJ, Ex'uCln.

Hich. Go tread the path that thou ftult ne're reiurft :

Simple plain Clarence^ I do love rhce fo.

That I will fhortly fend thy Soul to Heaven,

If Heaven will take the prcfentat our hands.

But who comes here ? the new delivered Hffiiftgs ?

Sntcr Lord HajUngS.

Hafi. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord,

Rich. As much unto my good Lord Chaoibeilain

:

Well arc you welcome to this open Air,

How l\ath your Lordfliip brook'd Imprifonmcnt ?

//<iif.With patience (noble Lord) as prifoners muft

:

But I fliall live (my Lord) to give them thanks

That were the caufe of my imprifonmcnt.

Rich. No doubt , no doubt, and fo ftiall CUrence too,

For (hey that were your Enemies, are his.

And have prevail'd as much on him, as you.

Hafl. More pitie, that the Eagles fliould be mcw'd,

Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at liberty.

Rich. What newcs abroad ?

Haji. No newcs fo bad a broad, as this at home

:

The King is fickly, weak and melancholly.

And his Phyficiansfcar him mightily.

Rich. Now by Saint John , that news is bad indeed.

O he hath keptan evil diet long.

And over-much confum'd his Royal Perfon :

' Tis very grievous to be thought upon.

Where is he, in his bed ?

H4. He 13.

Rich. Go you before , and I will follow you.

Exit Haflings,

He cannot live I hope, and muft not dye,

Till George be pack'd with poft-horfe up to Heaven.

rie in to urae his hatred more to CUrence.

Which lyes well (tecl 'd with weighty arguments.

And if 1 fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live

:

Which done, God take King Edw/tri to his mercy.

And leave the world for me to bufslc in.

For then, I'lc marry fVarvlckji youngcft daughter.

What though I kill'd her Husband, and her Father,

The rcadid} way to make the wench amends,

Is to become her husband and her father

;

The which will I, not all fo much for love.

As for another fccret clofe intent.

By marrying her, which I muft reach unto.

But yet 1 run before my horfc to Market

:

Clarence ftill hxzz^tSyEdrvard ftill lives and raigns,

When they are gone, then muft I count my games. Exit,

Enter the Coarfe of Henry the fixth ,wlth Halberds to

guard $t, Lady Anne being the Mourner.

Ajtne. Set down, fee down yourhonourable load,

If Honour may be ftirowdcd in a Herfe

;

Whil'ft I a-while obfequioufly lament

Th'untimely fall of Virtuous Lancafiert

Poor key-cold Figure of a holy King,

Pale afhes of the Houfc oiLancafier ;

Thou bloudlefs Remnant of that Royal Bloud,

Be it lawfull that I invocacc thy Ghoft,

To hear the Lamentations of poor tAnne.,

Wife to thy Edward., to thy flaughtred Son,

Stab'd by the felfcfame hand that made thefc wounds.

Loe, in thefc windows that let forth thy Life,

I pour the helplcfs Balm ofmy poor eyes.

O curfed be the hand that made thefc holes :

Curfed the heart, that had the heart to do it

:

Curled the bloud, that let this bloud from hence ,

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch

That makes us wretched by the death of thee,

Then I can wifti to Wolves, to Spiders, Toads,

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives.

If ever he have Child, Abortive be it.

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light,

VVhofcugly and unnatural afpcft

May fright the hopeful! Mother at the view,

And that be Heir to his unhappinefs.

If ever he have VVife, let her be made
More mifcrabkby the death of him,

Then I am made by my young Lord, and thee.

Come now towards (^hertfey with your holy Load,

Taken from PauUs^ to be interred there.

And ftill as you are weary of this weight.

Reft you, whiles I lament King //(r»r;"s Coarfe,

Enter %lchard Dnkj of gioJler.

Rich. Stay you that bear the Coarfe , and fet it down.

An. What black Magician conjures up this Fiend

,

Toftop devoted chaiitable deeds ?

Rich. Villains fet down the Coarfe ; orby S. P*»/»/,

riemake a Coarfe of him that difobeys.

(jtn.
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Gen. My Lord ftand back,and lee tBc Coffin pals.

Rich. Unmanncr'd Dog,

Stand chou when I command

:

'Advance thy Halbcit higher then my breaft,

Orby S. Paul Vie ftrikctheeto my Foot,

And fpurn upon thee, Bcggir, for thy boldnefs.

^nfie. What do you tremble ? are yoqaJl afraid ?

Alas, I blame you not, for you are Mortal,

And Mortal eyes cannot cndutc the Devil.

Avant th&udreadfijil minfftcr of Hell

;

Thou had'ft but power OTcr his Mortnl body,

Hi5 Soul thoucaiui not hayc : therefore be gone.

Rioh. Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not fo curft.

^nne, Foui Devil,

For Cod's fake hence, and trouble lis not.

For thou haP^ made the happy earth thy Hell

;

Fill'd it with curfing cries, and deep exdaimes :

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,

Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries.

Oh Gentlemen, fee, fee dead Httines wounds

,

Open tbcircongeal'd moutbes, and bleed a-^fielli.

Blufh, blufh, thou lump of foul Deformity :

For 'tis thy prefence that exhales this bloud

From cdld and empty Veins where no bloud dwcls.

Thy deeds inhumane and unnatural.

Provokes this Deluge mofi unnatural.

O (Jod I which this Bioud mad'ft, i cven^e his death

;

O Earth 1 which this Blood drink'ft, revenge bis death.

Either Heav'n with Lightning ftrike the murth'rcr dead.

Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick,

Asthoudolt fwallowup this good King's bloud.

Which this HelUgovern'd arme hath butchered.

Rich. Lady, you know no Rules of Charity,

Which renders good forbad, Bleffings for Curfes.

Anne. Vill3in,thou know'ii nor law ofGod not Man,

No Beaft fo fierce, but knows fome touch of phic.

%icb. But I know none, and therefore am no Beaft.

jittHC. O wonderfull, when Devils tell the truth 1

Rich. More wonderfull, when Angels arc foangiy :

Vouchfafe (divine petfeftion of a Woman)
Of thefe fuppofed Crimes, to give me Jeave,

By circumftance, but to acquit mty felf.

Anne. Vouchfafe (diftWd infe<ftion of a man)

Of thefe known evils, but to givowe leave

By circumflance, to curfe thy curfcd Self.

Rich. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let mc have

Some patient leifure toexcufc my ftlf.

Anne. Fouler then heart can think thee,

Thou can'ft make no excufc ciiriant,

But to hang thy felf.

%ich. By fuch defpair, I fhould accufe my felf.

fyinne. And by defpairing ITialt thou ftand cxcufed.

Fordoing worthy Vengeance on thy felf.

That did'ft unworthy {laughter »»pon others.

Rich. Say that I (lew them not.

Anne. Then fay they were not flain :

But dead they arc, and, devillifh flavc, by thee.

Rich. I did not kill your Husband.
Anne. Why then he is alive.

Rich. Nay, he is dead, and llain by Edward's hands.

Anne. In thy foul Throat thou Ly'(^,

Queen Afargaret faw
Thy murd'rous Faulchion fmoaking in his bloud :

The which, thou once didd'll bend againft her breafl,

But that thy Brothers beat afide the point.

Rich. I was provoked by her (land'rous tongue.

That laid their guilt, upon my gui kiefs fhoulders,

Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloudy mind.
Tbat never dicam'ft on ought but butcheries:

Did'd thou not kill this King?
R'ich. I grant ye.

Anne. Do'ft grant mc, Hedge-hog,

Then God grant me too

Thou may 'ft be damned for that wicked deed :

O he was gentle, milde, and virtuous.

Rich.TUz better for the King of heaven that hath him
Anne. He is in heaven where thou (halt never come.
Rich. L« him thank mc, that holp to fend him thi.

ther:

For he was fitter for that place then earth.

Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell.

Rich. Yes one place elfe, if you will hear mc name it.

Anne. Some dungeon.

Rich. Your Bed-chamber.

tyfnne.XW reft betide the chamber where thou lyeft.

Rich. So will it Madam, 'till I lye with you,
Anne. I hope fo.

Rich. I know fo. But gentle Lady Amiu^
To leave this keen encounter ofour wirs.

And fall fomething into a (lower method.
Is not the caufer of the timelefs deaths

Of thefe 'Plantagenets., Henry and Edward^
As blameful! as the Executioner ?

t/^»«r.Thou was't the caiifc, and moft accurft cfFcA.

Rich. Your beauty was the caufe of that effefl

:

Your beauty, that did haunt me in my deep.

To undertake the death of all the world.

So I might live one hour in your fweet bofome.

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee Homicide,

Thefe Nails (hould rent that beauty from my Cheeks.

^jVA.Thefe eyes could not endure that beauties wrack,

You ftiould not blemilh it, if 1 ftood by ;

As all the world is cheered by the Sun,

So I by that : it is my day, my life.

An. Blacknighto're.lhadethy day, & death thy life,

'Kick. Curfe not thy feJf, fair Creatute,

Thou art both.

Anne. I.would I were, to be rrveng'd on thee.

Rich. It is a quarrel moft unnatural.

To bereveng'd on him that loveth thee.

Anne. It is a quarrel juft and reafonable.

To bereveng'd on him that kill'd my Husband.

R ch. He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband,

Did it to help thee to a better husband.

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth.

li^ch. He lives, that loves thee bater then he could.

Anne. Name him.

Rich., PUntMgenet.

Anne. Why that was hx.

Rich. The fclf-famc name , but one of better Nature.

Anne, Where is he }

Rich. Here : Spits nt him.

Why doft thou fpit at me >

Anne. Would it were mortal poifon, for thy faJcc.

Rich. Never came poifon from fo fwcrt a pbce.

Anne. Never hung poifon on a fouler Toad.

Out ofmy fight, thou doft infeft mine eyes.

Rich. Thine eyes (fweet Lady ) have infefted mine.

Anne. Would they were Bafilisks , to ftrikc thee dead.

Rich. 1 would they were, that 1 might dye at once

:

Fornowthey kill me witha living death.

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine have drawn fait Tears •

Vu 1 Foi
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Sharrt'diheir Afpefts with ftore of childifh drops

:

Thefe eyes, which never (hed remorfefuU tear.

No, when my Father Tork^^ and Edvettrd wept.

To hear the piteous moan that RHtland made

When black-fac'd Clifford (hook his fword at him.

Nor when my Warhke Fatlici; like a child.

Told the fad ftory of my Fathers death,

And twenty timcsj made paufe to fob and weep.

That all the ftanders by had wet their cheeks

Like Trees be'dafti d with rain : in that fad time.

My manly eyes did fcorn an humble tear

:

And whatthefc forrows could not thence e;diale.

Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping,

1 never fued to Friend, nor Enemy :

My Tongue could never learn fwect fmoothing word

But now thy Beauty is propos'd my Fee,

My proud heart fucs, and prompts my tongue to fpeak.

She lookjfctrnfullj at hm„
Teach not thy lip fuch Scorn ; for it was made
For kiffing Lady, not for fuch contempt.

If thy levcngefuU heart cannot forgive,

Loc here I lend thee this (harp-pointed Sword

,

Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true brcaft,

And let the foul forth that adoreth thee,

1 lay it naked to thy deadly flroke,

And humbly beg the death upon my knee.

He layes his hrraSl open, (he offers at it with hisfvterd.

Nay do not paufe : for I did iill King Henry

y

But 'twas thy Beauty that provoked me.

Nay nowdilpatch:'TwasIthatftab'd yaun^Edaardf

But 'twas thy Heavenly face that fet me on.

Shefalls the[word.

Take up the fword again , or take up me.

Anne. Arife Diucmbler, though I wifli thy death,

I will not be thy Executioner.

Tt^ch. Then bid me kill my fclf ^and I will do it,

Anne. I have already.

'Rich. That was in thy rage :

Speak it again, and even with thy word,

Ths hand, which for thy lovcj did iili thy LovCj

Shall for thy love, kill a far truer Love,

To both their deaths (halt thou be accclTary.

<iA»ne. I would I knew thy heart*

%ich. 'Tisfigurd in my tongue*

Anne. 1 fear me, both are falfe.

Rich. Then never Man was true.

Anne, Well, well, put up your Sword.

Rich. Say then my Peace is made.

Anne. Thatfhalt thou know hereafter.

Rich. But (hall 1 live in hope ?

Anne. All men I hope live fo.

Vouchfafc to wear this Ring.

Rich. Look how thy Ring encompalfeth my FingeJ,

Even fo thy Breaft inclofeth my poor heart

:

Wear both of them, for both of them arc thine.

And if thy poor devoted Servant may

But beg one favour at thy gracious hand.

Thou doft confirm this happinefs forever.

Anne. What is it ?

R'lch. That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad defignes,

To him that hath moft caufe to be a Mourner,

And prefemly repair to Crosb'u Houfe

:

Where (after I have folemnly intert'd

At Chertfey Monaft'ry this noble King,

And wet his Grave with my Repentant Tears)

I will with all expedient duty fee you.

I w.-

For diversunknown Reafons, I befeech you,

Grant me this Boon.

Anne, With all my heart, and much it joyes me too,

Tofee you are become fo penitent.

Treffet and Barkjey, go along with me.

"Rich. Bid me farewell,

Anne. 'Tis more then you deferve :

But (ince you teach me how to flatter you.

Imagine 1 have faid farewell already.

Exit tv>a with Anne.
Cent. Towards Chertfef , Noble Lord ?

Rich. Now to white fryers ^ there attend my coming.

Exit Qoarfe,
Was ever woman in this humour Woo'd ?

Was everwoman in this humour wonne ?

riehave her^but I will not keep her long.

What .? I have kill'd her husband, and hisiather^

To take her in her hearts extreameft hate.

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes.

The bleeding witnefs of my hatred by.

Having God, her G)nfcience, and thefe bars againft mc,
And 1 no friends to back my fuite withall.

But the plain Devil and difkmbling looks.?

And yet to winne her? All the world to nothin?.

Hah!
Hath (he forgot already that brave Prince,

Edward^ her Lord, whom I (fome three months fincc)

Stab'd in my angry mood, at Tewkjbury ?

A fweeter and a lovelier Gentleman
Fram'd in the prodigality of Nature

;

Young, Valiant , Wife, and (no doubt) right Royal,

The fpacious world cannot again afford

,

And will (he thus abafe her eyes on me

,

That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince,

And made her Widow to a wofull Bed *

On Die, whofe All not equals Edward's Moytie ?

On me, that halts, and am mi(hapen thus ?

My Dukedome , to a beggarly denier ?

I do miftakc my perfon all this while :

Upon my life (he finds (although I cannot)

My fclf to be a marv'lous proper man.

ne be at charges for a Looking-glafs,

And entertains fcore or two of Taylors,

To ftudie fafhions to adornmy body

:

Since I am crept in favour with my felf,

I will maintain it with Come little co(l.

But fir(? rie turn yon fellow in his GravCj

And then return lamenting to my Love.

Shine out fair Sun, 'till I have bought a Glafs,

That I may fee my Shadow as I pafs. ExHt

Scena Tertian.

Enter the Queen Mother , Lord Riveri^

and Lord ^raj,

Riv.Uive patience Madam,therc'sno doubt hisMajefiy

Will foon recover his accuftom'd health.

Gray. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe,

Therefore for God's fake entertain good comfort.

And cheer his Grace with quick and merry eyes.

Quetn. If he were dead j what would betide on me ?

Gray.
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Gray. No other harm, but lofs of fuch a Lord,

Qh. The lofs of fuch a Lord, includesall liarmes.

grajf. The Heavens have bleft you with a goodly Son,

To be your Comforter, when he is gone.

Qm. Ah I he is young; and his minority

Is put unco the truli of Rtchard Glofttr^

A man that loveS not me, nor none of you,

Riv. Is it concluded he rtiall be Protedior ?

Qu. It is dccermin'd , not concluded yet

:

But fo it niuft be, if the King mifcarry.

Enter BHckjngham and T)erbj.

Gray. Here comes the Lord o^BHckjfgham Sc Derby.

Bhc. Good time of day unto your Royal Grace,

Deri/. God make you Majcfty joyfull, as you have bin.

^«, The Countefs Richmond
,
good my L. of Derby,

To your good prayer will fcarcely fay, Amen.
Yet Derby , notwithftanding fhe's your Wife,

And loves not me, be you, good Lord, afTur'd,

I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

Derb. I do befecchyou, either not believe

The envious flanders of her falfe Accufers

:

Or if fhe be accus'd on true report,

Bear with her weaknefs, which I think proceeds

From wayward ficknefs, and no grounded malice,

j^. Saw you the King co day my Lord of Derby ?

Derb. But now the Dukfe of Buckingham and I,

Are come from vifiunghis Majcfty.

Qu. What likelyhood of his amendment Lords?

Buc. Madam good hope, his Grace fpcaks chearfully.

Q^i. God grant him health, did you confer with him ?

Bhc. I Madam, dcfires co make artonement,

Between the Duke oiGhJler , and your Brothers,

And between them, and my Lord Chamberlain,

And fcnc to warn them to his Royal prefence.

J^«. Would all were well, but that will never be,

I fear our happinefs is at the height.

Enter Richard.

'Klch. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it,

Who is it that complains unto the Kmg,
That I (forfooth) am ftern , and love them not ?

By holy Panl, they love his Grace but lightly.

That fill his cares with fuch diffentious Rumors.
Becaufc I cannot flatter , and look fair.

Smile in men's faces, fmooth, deceive, and cogge,
Duck with French nods, and Apifli curtcfie,

I muft be held a rancorous Enemy,
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm,
But thus his fimple truth muft be abus'd.

With filken,flie,infinuating Jacks?
Gray.To whom in all this prefence fpeaks your Grace ?

%ich. To thee, that haft nor honefty, nor Grace :

When have I injur'dthee ? When done thee wron" ?
Or thee f or thee > or any of your Faflion ?

A plague upon you all. His Royal Grace
(Whom God prcferve better then you would wifli)

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while.

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints.

Qh. Brother of G/ff£Ffr, you miftake the matter

;

The King on his own Royal difpofition,

(And not provok'd by any Suitor clfe)

Aiming (belike) at your interior hatred.

That in your outward aftion fhews it felf

Againftmy Children, Brothers, and my Self,

Makes him to fend, that be may learn the ground.
Rich. 1 cannot tell, the world is grown fo bad.

That Wrens make prey , where Eagles dare not perch,
Smce every Jack became a Gentleman,
There's many a gentle perfon made a Jack.

Q». Come jCome, we know your meaning Brother
You envy my advancement, and my friends : ( Clofter
God grant we never may haVenecd of you.

Rich. Mean time, God grants that 1 have need of you.
Our Brother is imprifon'd by your means,
My felf difgrac'd, and the Nobility
Held in contempt, while great Promotions
Arc daily given to ennoble thofc
That fcarce fomc two dayes fince were worth a Noble.
Qm. By him that rais'd me to this carefull height,

From that contented hap which I enjoy'd.
I never did Incenfe his Ma jefty

Againfl the Duke of Q'^rence., but have bi»i

An earneft advocate to plead for him.
My Lord you do me fhamefull injury,
Falfcly to draw me in thefe vile fufpedls.

Rich. You may deny that you were not the mean
Ofmy Lord Haftlngs late imprifonmcnt.

%^. She may my Lord, for

Rich. She may Lord Rivers., why who knows not fo ?
She may do more, fir, then denying that

:

She may help you to many fair preferments,
And then deny her aiding hand therein.

And lay thofe honours on your highdefcrr.

What may (he not f ftiemay, I marry may flic.

Riv. What marry may (he ?

Rich. What marry may (he ? Marric with a King.
A batchellor, and a handfome ftripling too,

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match.
Qm. My Lord of £7/tf/?;r, I have too long bom

Your blunt upbraidings,and your bitter feoffs

:

By heaven, I wilJ acquaint his Ma jefty

Of thofe grofs taunts that oft I have endur'd.

1 had rather be a Country fervant maid
Then a great Qiieen, with this condition,

To be fo baited, fcorn'd, and ftormcd at.

Small joy have I m being EngUnd'% Queen.

enter old Queen Margaret.

'o>

Mar. And lefsned be that fmall , God I bcfecch him,
Thy honour, ftate, and feat, is due to me.

Rich. What ? threat you me with telhng of the Kin" .'

I will avouch't in prefence of the Kin<» r
"

( dare adventure to be fent to th' Tower.
'Tistimeto fpeak.

My pains are quite forgot.

Margaret. Out Devil,

I do remember them too well

:

Thou killd'ft my Husband Henry in the Tower
And Edward my poor Son, at Tewkjbnry.

Rich. E're you were Qiicen,

I, or your Husband King :

I was a pack-horfc in his great affairs ;

A weederout of his proud Ad verfarjej

A liberal rewarder of his Fiiends,

To royalize his bloud, I fpcnt mine own.
Margaret. land much better bloud

I
Then his, or thme.

Vu } Rich
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%ich. In all which time, you and your Husbaftd (jrej

Were factious, for the Hoiife oi Lancafler ;

And Hjyersy fo were you : was not your Hustand,

In Margtret'i Battel, at Saint Albans^ flain ?

Let me put in your minds, if you forget

What yo" have been e'rc this, and what you are

:

Withail, what I have been and what I am.

Q^M. A mntth'rous Villain, and fo ftill thou art.

Rich. Poor C/rfrf»rf did forfake his Father W<«r»iV^,

I, and forfworc himfclf (which Jelu pardon.)

Q^. M. Which God revenge.

Rich. To.fight on Edward's party, for the Crown,

And for his meed ,
poor Lord, he is mcwgctup :

I would io God my heart were Flint, like Edward $^

OtEdivard's foJFt and picifull, like mine
;

I am too cliildil'b fooiilli for this world.

Q^M. Hyethce to Hell for ftiame, and leave this world

Thou Cacodacmon , there thy Kingdome is.

7^v. My Lord of Ghjler : in thofe bulic day«.

Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies,

We follow'd then our Lord , our Soveraign King,

So iTiould we you, if you would be our King.

Rich, If I fhould be ? I had rather be a Pcdier :

Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof.

Qh. As little joy (my Lord) as you fuppofe

You fhould enjoy, were you this Countries King,

As little joy you may fuppofe in me.

That i enjoy, being the Queen thereof.

Q^ M. A little joy enjoy es the Queen thereof,

For 1 am flie, and altogether joylcfs.

I can no longer hold me patient.

Hear me, you wrangling Py rates that fall out,

In flianng that which you have pill'd from me

:

Which of you trembler not, tliat looks on inc ?

If not, that 1 am Queen, you bow like Subjects

;

Yet that by you depos'd ,you quake like Rebels

Ah gentle Villain do not turn away. (fight?

Rich. Foul wrinckled Witch,whatmak"ft thou in my
j^. M. But repetition of what thou haft marr'd,

That will I make, before I let thee go.

Klch. Wert thou not banifhed on pain ofdeath?

Qj. M. I was : but I do find more pain in baniftimcnt,

Then death can yield me here, by abode.

A Husband and a Son thou ow'li to me,

And thou a Kingdome ; all of you allegianc-c :

This Sorrow that I have, by right is yours,

And all the PleaCures you ufuipare mine.

Rich. The Cuvfe my Noble Father hid on thee.

When thou did'ft Crown his warlike Brows with Paper,

And with thy fcornes drew'fl rivers from his eyes

,

And then to dry them,gav.'ft the Duke a Clout,

Stcep'd in the faultlefs bloud of piehy Rutland:

His Cuffcs then, from bitteincfs of Soul,

Dcnounc'd againfl thee, are fal'n upon thee:

And God, not we, have plagud thy bloudy deed.

Qh. So juli is God, to righi the innocent.

Haft. O , 'twas the fouleii deed to flay that Babe,
And the moft mercilcfs that e're was heard of.

Rlv. Tyrants themfclvcs wept when it was reported.

X)tfr/. No man but ptophcfied revenge for it.

Ruckj Northumherland , then prefcnt, wept to fee it.

J^ M. What ? were you fnarling all before 1 came.
Ready to catch each other by the throat,

And turn you all your hatred now on me ?

Did 7*<>r^'s dread Curfe prevail fo much with Heaven,
That Hear'te's death, my lovely Edward's death,

Their Kingdomes lofs, my wofull banifliment.

Should all but anfwer for that peevifli brat ?

Can curfes pierce the Clouds and enter Heaven ?

Why then give way dull Clouds to my quick Curfes.

Though not by war, by Surfetdyc your King,
As oui-s by Murther, to make him a King.
Edward thy Son, chat now is Prince of^«/«,
For Edward our Son that was Prince oifVaUs,
Dye in his youth, by like untim.cly violence.

Thy felf a Qiieen, for mc that was a Qtiecn.

Out-livc thy Glory, lik,e my wretched fetf

:

Long may 'ft thou live, to wail thy Children's death,
And fee another, as I fee thee now,
Deck'd in thy Rights, as thou art (lall'd in mine.
Long dye thy happy daycs, before thy death.

And after many length'ned houres of grief.

Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor Et>gUnd''i Queen.
Rivers :iLnA Dorfee, yoix were ftandersby,
And fo waft thou, Lord Haft'iKgt, when my Son
Was ftab'd with bloudy Daggers : Gcd,I pray him.
That none of you may live his naturallage.
But by fome un-look'd-for accident cut off.

^/c.Have done thy Charm,thou hateful! wither'd Hag.
Q^M. And leave out thee.? ftay Dog, for thou ftialt hear

If Heaven have any grievous plague in flore, (mc.
Exceeding thofe that I can wifh upon thee,

O let them keep it, 'till thy finnes be ripe.
And then hurledowh their indignation
On thee, the troublcr of the poor World's peace.
The worm of Confcience ftill be-gnawthy Soul,

Thy Friends fufpedl for Traytors while thou liv'ft,

And take deep Traytors for thy deareft Friends

:

No fleep clofc up that deadly Eye of thine,
Unlefs it be while fome tormenting Dream
Affright thee with a Hell of ugly Devils.

Thou c1ti(}i, mark'd, abortive rooting Hog,
Thou that waft feal'd in thy Naiiviiy
The flave of Nature , and the Son of Hell :

Thou flander of thy heavy Mothers womb,
Thou loathed Iffuecftiiy Fathers Icynt,

Thou Rag of Honour, thou dctefted .

—

Rich. (J)^arg.iret,

Q, M. Richard. Rich. Ha.

J2. M. I call thee not.

Rich. I cry thee mercy then : for I did think.

That thou had'ft call'd me all thefc bitter names.

SI.M. Why fo I did, but look'd for no reply.

Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe.

Rich. 'Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret.
^.Thus have you breath'd your curfe againft your fclf.

.^^.Poor painted Quecn,vain flourifti of my fortune,
Why ftrew'ft thou Sugar on that Botrel'd Spider,

Whofc deadly web enfnareth thee about ?

Fool, fool , thou whei'ft a Knife to kill thy felf :

The day will come, that thou ("halt wiHi for me.
To help thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-backt Toad.

Haft. Falfc boading Woman, end thy frantick curfe,

Left to thy harm, thou move our patience.

Q^. M. Foul (liamc upon you,you have all niov'd mine.

^'.Werc you wel ferv'd, you would be taught your duty,

Q^M. To fervc me well, you all ftiould do me duty.

Teach mc to be youi Qiicen, and you my Subjeds':

O fcrvc mc well, and teach your felves that duty.

Borf. Difpuce not with her, ^z is lunatick.

Q^. M. Peace mafter Marqucfs, you are malapcrr.

Your fire-new ftauip of Honour is fcarcc currant.

O
)i
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O cliat your young Nobility can judge

What 'cwcre to lofe it, and be miferable.

They that (land high have many blafts to ("hake them,

And if thcv fall, they dafh thcmfeivcs to pieces.

Rich. Good counlcl marry , learn it , learn it Mar-

quefs.

Dor. IttoucliesyoumyLoid,asmuchas me.

Rich. I, and much more : but I was born fo high :

Our aytrie buildeth in the Cedar's copi

And dallies with the wind, and fcornsthcSun, •

Aiar, And turns the Sun to l^^adc : alas, alas,

Wuncfsmy Son now in ihclhade of death,

Whofe bright out-flinving beams, thy cloudy wratli

Hath in eternal Dai knefs folded up.

Yourayery buildeth in our aycries Neft :

O God that feed it do not fuffcr it.

As it is won with bloud, \o{\ be it fo.

Bhc. Peace, peace for Oiamc : If not for Charity.

Mar. Urge neither Chanty, nor Sliamc to mc ••

Uncharitably with me have you dealt.

And fhamcfully my hopes (by you)arebutcher'd.

My Charity is outrage. Life my fhame.

And in that fKame, ftill live my foriows rage.

Bhc. Have done, have done.

Mar. O Princely Buckju^hanty Tie kifs thy hand,

In fign of League and amity with thee

:

Now fa it befall thee, and thy Noble houfc

:

Thy Garments are not fpotted with our bloud :

Nor thou within the compafs of my curfc.

Bmc. Nor no one here : for Curfes never pafs

The lips of thofethat breathe them in the air.

Mar. 1 will not think but they afcendthe sky,

And there awake God s gentle flecping peace.

O BMckJ»ghaf», take heed of yonder Dog :

Look when he fawns, he bites ; and wlien he bites,

His venom Tooth will rankle to tlic death :

Have not to do with him, beware of him,

Sin, death, and hell have fct their marks on him,

And all their Miniftcrs attend on him.

Rich. What doth Hie fay, my Lord o^ Buckingham ?

Bhc. Nothing that 1 refpeft my gracious Lojd.

Mar. Whaidolt thou I'corn mc
For my gentle counfel ?

And footh the Devil thac 1 warn thee from.

but remember this another day :

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow :

And fay (poor Margaret) was a Prophetcffe ;

Live each ofyou ihe fubjcdlsto his hate.

And he to yours, and, all of you to Gods. E.vit.

Bhc. My hair doth Hand an end to hear her curfes.

Riv. And fo doth mine, I mufc why fhc's at liberty.

Rich. I cannot blame her,by God's holy Mother^
She hath had too much wrong, and 1 repent

My part thcieof, that 1 have done to her.

Der. I never did her any to my knowledge.

Rich, Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong :

1 was too het, to do fome body good.

That is too cold in thinking of it now :

Marry as for Clarence., he is well repayed :

He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains,

God pardon them that are the caufe thereof.

Rlv. A virtuous, and a Chriftian-likc condufion

,

To pray for them that have done fcath to us.

Rich. So do I ever, being well ad vis'd.

Sfeakj to hlmfelf.

For had I curft now, I had curlt my felf.

Enter Caftshj,

Cates. Madam, his Majcfty doth call for you,

And for your Grace , and yours my gracious Lord.

Qh. Catesbj 1 come. Lords will you go with me ?

Rive. We wait upon your Grace.

Exennt all int Glofitr.
Rich, I do thee wrong, and firft begin to brawl.

The fecrct mifchiefs that 1 fet a-broach,

I lay unto the grievous charge of others.

Clarence, whom I indeed have caft in darknefs,

I do bewccp to many fimple Gulls,

Namely to Derhy, Hafllugs, Buckjnghara,

And tell them 'tis the Qiicen, and lier Allies,

That ftirre the King againlt the Duke my Brother.

Now they believe it , and withall whet mc
To be rcveng'd on Rivert, Dorfet, Grey.

But then 1 ftgh, and wit/i a piece of Scripture,

Tell them that God bids us do good for evil

:

And thus I cloath my naked Villany

With odde old ends, ftol'n forth of holy Writ,
And fecm a Saint ^ when moft I play the Devil.

Enter two Murtherers,

But foft , here come my Executioners,

How now my haidy flout refolvcd Mates,

Arc you now going to difpatch this thing ?

ylll. We are my Lord, and come to have theWarrant,
i hat we may be admitted where he is.

Rich. Well thought upon, I have it here alwut me :

When you have done, repair ro Crw^^ Place;

But (its be fudden in the execution,

Withall obdurate, do not hear him plead
;

For Clarence is well-fpokcn, and perhaps

May move your hearts to pitie, if you mark him.
Kill. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ftand to prate,

Talkers arc no good doers, be affur'd :

Wc gotoufc our hands, and not our tongues.

'Rich. Your eyes drop MilUftones , when Fools eyo
fallTeares,

I like you Lads, about your bufinefs ftraight.

Go, go, difpatch.

yiU. Wc will my Noble Lord. Exeunt.

Scena Quarto-j.

Enter Clarence and Keeper,

Keep. Why loob your Grace fo heavily ?

Cla. 0, 1 have part a miferable night.

So full of fearful! Dreams, of ugly fighs.

That as I am a Chriltian faithfull man,
I would not fpcnd another fuch a night

Though 'twere to buy a world of happy dayes :

So full of difmall terrour was the time.

Kee.WhM was your dream,myLord,I pray you icl me.
Cla. Me thoughts that I had broken from the Tower,

*

And was enibark'd to crofs to BHrgundy,
And in my company my Brother Gloiler^
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walk,
Upon the Hatches: There we look'd toward Inglaniy
And cited up a thoufand heavy times.

During
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During the Warrcs oiTorkjind Lancaller

That had befal'n us. Aslfe pic'd along

Upon the giddy footing of the Hatchfs,

Me thought that GUfirr ftumbled, and in falling

Strook me (that thought to ftay him) over-board,

Into tht tumbling billows of the main.

P Lord, mc thought vdiat pain it \Nas to drown,

Whax dVeadfullnoife of water in mineeares,

What fights of ugly death within mine eyes.

Mc thoughts, I fa-w a thoufand fearfull wracks

:

A thoufand menthac fiflies gnaw'd upon :

Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl,

Ineftimable Stones, unvalued Jewels,

AHfcattered in the bottom ot the Sea :

Some lay in dead-men's Sculls, and in the holes

Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept

(As 'twere in fcorn of Eyes) rcflcfting Gemmcs,

That woo'd the flimy bottom of the deep,

And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcattrcd by.

Keep. Had you fuch Icifure in the time of death,

To gaze upon thel'c fecrcts of the deep ?

C/a. Me thought 1 had, and often did I ftrive

To yield the Gholh but fiill the envious Floud

Stop'dinmy foul,and would not let it forth

To findtheempty, vart,and wand'ringair
;

But fniother'd it within my panting bulk,

Whoalmort burft,to belch it in the Sea.

Keep. Awak'd you not in this fore Agony ?

Ciar. No, no, my dream was kngthcn'd after life.

then, began the Tempeft to my Soul,

1 part (me thought) the Mclancholly floud,

With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of,

Unto the Kingdome of perpetual Night. •

The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foul,

Was my great Fathev-in-law renowned ^^^rw/r;^

,

Who fpake alowd : What fcourge for Perjury,

Can this dark Monarchy afford falfe Clarence ?

And fo he vanifh'd. Then came vvand'ring by,

A Shadow like an Angel, with bright hair

Dabbl'd in bloud, and he fliriek'd out aloud

CUretttt is come , falfe, fleeting, perjur'd CUreMCe^
That ftabb'd me in the field by Tewkjhury •

Seize on him Furies, take him unto torment.

With that(me thought) a Legion of foul Fiends

Inviron'd me, and howled in mine cares

Such hideous cryes, that with the very Noife,

I (trembling) wak'd, and for a fcafon after.

Could not believe, but that I was in Hell,

Such terrible ImpreflTion made my Dream.

Keep. No marvel, Lord, though it affrighted you,

I am sifraid (me thinks) to hear you tell it,

C/a. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done thefe (hin-^s

(That now give evidence againft my Soul

)

For £</wrfr(i's fake, and fee how he requites me.

O God ! ifmy deep prayers cannot appeafe thee,

But thou wile be aveng'd on my mifdeeds
,

Yet execute thy wrath in me alone :

O fpare my guiltlcfs Wife, and my poor children.

Keeper, I prethee fit by me a while.

My foul is heavy , and I fam would fleep.

Keep. I wil my Lord, God give your Grace good ref^.

Enter Braksnhury the Llevtenant.

Bra. Sorrow breaks Scafons, and rcpofing hoarcs,

Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night

;

I

Princes have but their Titles for their Glories,

An outward Honour, for an inward Toil,

And for unfelt Imaginations

They often feci a world of reftlcfs Cares

:

So that between their Titles, and low name.

There's nothing differs but the outward Fame,

Enter tveo (JHurtherers,

1. dittr. Ho, who's here ?

Bra. What would'ft thou Fellow ? And how cam'ft

thou hither ?

2. Mur. I would fpeak with Clarence^ and I came hi-

ther on my Legges.

Bra. What fo brief?

1 . 'Tis better (fir) then to be tedious

:

Let him fee our Commiflion, and talk no more. Re/ids.

Bra. I am in this, commanded to deliver

The Noble Duke oi Clarence to your hands.

I will not reafon what is meant hereby,

Bccaufe I will be guiltlefsfrom the meaning.

There lies the Duke afleep, and there the Keyes.

ric to the King, and fignify to him.

That thus I have refign'd to you my charge. Exit.

1

.

You may, fir, cis a point of wifcdome :

Fare you well.

2. What , fhall we flab him as hefleeps ?

1. No : he'll fay "twas done cowardly-, when he wakes,

2. Why he fhall never wake , until the great judge-

ment day.

1

.

Why then he'll fay, we flab'd himflecping,

2. The urging of that word Judgement , hath bred a

kindof remorfe-in me,

1

.

What ? art thou afraid ?

2. Not to kill him, having a Warrant.

But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which

No Warrant can defend me.

1

.

I thought thou had'ft bin refolute.

2. So I am, to ftt him live.

1

.

I'le back to the Duke ofGUJler , and fell him fo.,

2

.

Nay
,
prethee ftay a little :

I hope this paffionate humor of mine, will change ,

It was wont to hold me but while one tells twenty.

1. How do'ft thou feel thy felf now .>

2. Some certain dreggs of Confcience arc yet withm
me.

I . Remember the Reward, when the deed's done,

a. Come, he dies : I had forgot the Reward.

1. Where's thy Confcience now ?

2. O, in the Dukeof C/c/fr's purfe.

1. When he opens his purfe to give us our Reward,
thy Confcience flies out.

2. 'Tis no matter , let it go ; there's few or none will

anertain it.

1 . What ifit come to thee again ?

2 . rie not meddle with it, it makes a man a Coward :

A man cannot ftealj but it accufeth him : A man cannot
Swear, but it Checks hini : A man cannot lie with his.

Neighbour's Wife, but it'dcteftshim. 'Tis a blulhin'

fhamefac'd fpirit , that mutinies in a man's bofome : It

fillsamanfullofObftaclcs. It made me once rcflorc a
Purfe of Gold that ( by chance ) I found : It beggars any
man that keeps it; It is turn'd out of towns and Ci-
ties for a dangerous thing , and every man that means to

live well , endeavours to truft to himfelf, and live with-
out ic.

Ti5

I
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1

.

'Tis even now ac my elbow ,
pcrfwading me not to

kill th: Duke.

2. Take the DcViI in thy mindc.and believe him not :

He would infinuate with thee but. to make thee hgh,

1. 1 am ttrong fram'd, he camioc prevail wiih me.

2. Spoke like a tall man,that rcfpcd'U thy icputation.

Come, Ihali we fall to woik f

1, Take him on the Coftard , with the hilts of thy

Sword, and then throw hiniinto inc Malmfic-Bucte in

the next room.

a, O excellent device ; and make a fopof bim,

1

.

Soft, he wakes.

2. Strike.

1. No, we'll reafon with him.

CU. Where art thou Keeper .' Give me a cup of wine.

2. You fhall have Wine enough my Lord anon.

CUr. In God's name, what arc thou?

I. A man, as you are.

Clar. But not as I am Royal.

1. Noryouas we are. Loyal.

C/<«. Thy voice is thunder , but thy looks are humble.

1

.

My voice is now the King's,my looks mine own.

Cla. How darkly , and how deadly do'ft thou fpeak ?

Your eyes do menace me : why look you pale ?

Who fent you hither .' wherefore do you come ?

2. To, to, to .

Cls. To murthcr me ?

Both. 1,1.

Cla. You fcarcely have the hearts to tell me fo.

And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.

Wherein iny friends have I offended you ?

1

.

Offended us you have not, but the King.

CU. I fhall be reconcil'd to him again.

2. Never my Lord, therefore prepare to dye.

Cla. Are you drawn forth among a world of men
To flay the innocent } What's my offence ?

VVhere is the Evidence that doth accufe me .'

What lawfull Qucft have given their Verdi^ up
Unto the frowning Judge ? Or who pronounc'd

The bitter fentence of poor Clarence death ?

Before I be conyift by courlc of Law,
To threaten me with death, is moft unlawfull.

I charge you, as you hope for any goodnefs.

That you depart, and lay no hands on me :

The deed you undertake is damnable.

J . What we will do, we do upon command.
i. And he that hath commanded, is our King.

Cla. Erroneous "VaffalSjChe great King of king's

Hath in the Taible of his Law commanded
That thou fhak do no Muriher, Will you then
Spurn at hisEdidls, and fulfill a man's ?

Take heed: for he holds Vengeance in his hand
To hurle upon their heads that break his Law.

2, And that fame Vengeance cfoth he hurlc on thee.

For falfe forfwcaring,and for murthcr too :

Thou did'ft receive the Sactamcnt, to fighto
In quarrel of the Houfe oi Lancajier,

1

.

And like a Traytor to the name ofGod,
Did'll break that Vow,and with thy treacherous blade,

Unrip'lt the Bowels of thy Sov'raign'sSon.

2 . Whom thou was't (worn to cheriHi and defend.

1. How canft thou urge God's dreadfull Law to us

,

When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree ?

Cla. Alas ! for whofc fake did I that 111 deed ?

For SdtvarJyfot my Brother, for his fake.

He fends you not to murthcr mc for this

:

Fjox in that (in he is as deep as I.

If God will be avcn|jed for the dad,

know you yet, he doth it publickly,

Take not the quaircl from his p'owerfuUamw ;

He needs no indirc(5l,or lawlcfs co«/ffc,

To cut off thofe chat Have oft'cndcd him.

1. Who made thee then a bloudy tninirtcr,

When gallant fptinging brave 'Plantaj^enet^

That Princely Novice was Qruck dead by thee ?

Cla. My iBioihcislove, theDcvil,andmy Rage.

i. Thy Brother's Love, our Duty, and thy Faults,

Provoke us hither now, to flaughtci thee.

Cia. If you do love my Brother, hate not me

:

1 am his brother, and I love him well.

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again,

And I will fend you to my Brother Gloiler

:

Whofhall reward you better for my life,

Then Edward will for tidings of ray death.

2. You aredccciv'd,

Your Brother Glojler hates you.

C/«.Oh no, he loves me,and he holds mc dear

:

Go you to him ficm me.

1 . I fo we will.

Cla. Tell him, when that our Princely Father York..

Bleft his three Sonncs with his viiJorious Arme,
He httle thought oi this divided Friendlliip

:

Bid Ghjler think on this, and he will weep,

I. l,Milftones,as he lelToned ustoweep.

Cla. O do not flander him, for he is kinde,

I . Right, as Snow in Harveft :

Come, you deceive your felf,

Tis he that fends us to deftroy you here.

Cla. It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune,

And hugg'd me in his armcs,and fwore with fobs.

That he would labour my delivery.

1 . Why fo he doth, when he delivers you

From this earth's thraldome, to thejoyes of heaven.

1. Make peace with God , for you muft die, my Lord
(^la. Have you that holy feeling in your foules.

To counfel me to make my peace with God,
And are you yet to your own foules fo blind.

That you will warrc with God,by iiuird'ting me?
O firs confider, they that fet you on
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed.

2. Whatfhall wedo?
Cla. Relent, and fave your foules

:

Which of you, ifyou were a Princes Son,

Being pent from Liberty,as I am now,
If two fuch murtherers as your fclvcs ame to you

,

Would not intreatfor Life, as you would beg

Were you in my dirtrefs;

1. Relent? no: 'Tis cowardly and wominifh.
Cla. Not to relent, is bcaftly, fa vage, dovillilTi.

My Friend, I fpy fome pitic in thy looks

:

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer,

Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me,
A begging Prince, vvhac beggar pities not ?

2. Look behind you, my Lord.

T.Take thac,andthac, if all this will not do, Stabs him.

rie drown you in the Malmfcy-Butte within. Ext,
2. A bkiudy deed, and defpcratcly dilpatcht

:

How fain flike Pilate) would I wafli my hands
Of this moft grievous inurther. Enter i. Mmrtherer. \

How now? what mean'ft thou that thou help'ft mc
By Heaven the Duke iTiall know how flack you

been.

I.

not?

have

2.1
.
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^.Mtir. I would he knew that I had fav'd his brother;

Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay.

For I repent me that the Duke is flain. ^xn.

1 Mttr. So do not I : go Coward as thou art.

Well, I'lc go hide the body in fome hole,

'Till that the Duke give order for his burial

:

And when I have my mced,l will away ; .

For this will out, and then I mud not flay t.x\t.

(lAUus Secmduu Seem Trima^,

flourlfh.

Enter the K'i»gJ!c!^,the Qf,e:», LordiMarquef,

Dar/et, Rivers, Hafiin£.t, Catesbjfy

Buckjnghantyd/oodvUl.

King. Why fo : now have I done a good daycs work.

You Peers, continue this united League :

I, every day expcft an Embaffage

From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence.

And more to peace my foul (hall part to heaven,

Since 1 have made my Friends at peace on earth.

Dorfet and Rivers, uke each others hand,

Dtffemble not your hatred, Swear your love.

Riv. By heaven , my foul is purg'd fiom bearing hate,

And with my hand I feal my true heart's-Love.

Hafi. So thrive I, as I truly fwcar the like.

Kitig. Take heed you dally not before your King,

Left he that is the fuprcme King of kings

Confound your hidden falfliood, and award

Either of you to be the others end.

Haft. So profperl , as I fwear petfefl love.

Rivers. And I, as I love Haftingt with my heart.

King. Madam, your felf is not exempt from this

:

Nor you Ton Dorfet, Buckingham nor you

;

You have been fa£lious one againfi the other.

Wife, love Lord Hajlings, let him kifs y our hand,

And what you do, do itunfeignedly.

Queen,'\\\'ixt Ha/lings, 1 will never more remember

Our former hatred, to thrive I, and mine.

King. Der/cr, embrace him:

Hafttngs,loyz Lord M^tqucfs.

Dor. This interchange of love, I here protcft

Upon my part, fhall be inviolable.

Haft. And fo fwear I.

King.Novi Princely Bucki»gham,ka.\ thou this league

With thy embracements to my wives Allies,

And make me happy in your unity.

Bfic. When ever BHckJftgha'ntdorh turn his liatc

Upon your Grace, but with all dutious love.

Doth cherifh you and yours, God punifh me

With hate in thofe where I expefl: moft love.

When I have moft need to imploy a Friendj
And moft affured that he is a Friend,

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile,

Be he unto me: thisdolbeg of Heaven,

When I am cold in love, to you, or yours. Smbrace,

King. A pleafing Cordial, Princely Buckjnghara

Is this thy Vow, unto my fickly heart.

There wanteth now our brother Glofter herej

To make thebleffed period of this peace.

Buc. And in good time.

Here comes Sir Richard Rate/if, and the Duke.

Sitter Ratcllf, and Glofter.

Rich.Good morrow to my Soveraign King andQ^iecn,

And Princely Peers, a happy time of day.

King. Happy indeed, as we have fpent the day :

Glofter, we have done deeds of Charity,

Made peace of Enmity, fair love of Hate,

Between thefe fweiling wrong incenfed Peers.

Rich. Ablcffed labour my molt Soveraign Lord :

Among this Princely heap, if any here

By falfe intelligence, or wrong (urmifc

Hold me a Foe : if I unwillingly, or in my rage

,

Have ought committed that is hardly born,

To any in this prcfence, I dcfire

To reconcile mc to his friendly peace :

Tis death to me to be at Enmity :

I hate it, and defire all good men's love,

Firft Madam,I increat true peace ofyou.

Which I will purchafe with my dutious feryice,

Of you my Noble Coufin Buckingham,

If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us.

Of you and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorfet^

That all without defert have frown'd on mc :

Of you Lord Pf^oodville, and Lord Scaler of you,

Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all.

I do not know that Engliftiman alive.

With whom my foul is any jot at odds,

More then the infant that is born to night :

I thank my God for my Humility.

Queen. A holy day fhall this be kept hereafter '

I would to God all ftrifcs were well compounded.

My Soveraign Lord, I do befecch your Htghnefs

To take our brother ^larenee to youi Grace.

Rick. Why Madam, have Icff'ted love for this.

To be fo flouted in this Royal prefence ?

Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead ? Thej
You do him injury to fcorn his Coarfe. aUftart.

King. Who knows not he is dead .'

Who knows he is ?

Queen, All-feeing Heaven, what a world is this ?

Buc. Look I fo pale Lord Dorfet, as the reft *

Tior. I my good Lord, and no man in the prcfence.

But his red colour hath forfook his checks.

X;«/. Is Clarence dead? The order was revers't.

Rich. But he (poor man) by your firft order dyed,

And that a winged Mercurji\A bear

:

Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand,

That come too lagge to fee him buried.

God grant, that fome Icfs Noble, and lefs Loyal,

Nearer in bloudy thoughts, and not in bloud,

Deferve no worfe then wretched Clarence did,

And yet go curranr from fufpicion.

Enter Earl of Derby.

Derb. A boon my Soveraign for my fcrvice done.

King. I prethee peace, my foul is full of forrow.

Derb, I will not rife, unlcfs your Highnefs hear mc.
King. Then fay at once, what is it thou requeft'ft.

Derb. The forfeit (Soveraign) of my fcrvants life,

Who flew to day a Riotous Gentleman,
Lately attendant on the Duke of Notfalkj

King. Have I a tongue to doom my Brothers death .'

And Ihallthat toiigue give pardon toa flavc ?

My brother kill'd no man, his fault was Thought,
And yet his puniftimcnt was bitter death. 1

Who!
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Who fucd to me for him? Who(in my wrath)

Kneel'dat my feet ; and bid me be advis'J ?

j
Who (poke of Brotherhood ? wlra fpoke m love ?

I Who told me how the poor foul did fotfakc

The migluy fVarmck^y and did fiplu for me :

Who told me in the Field at TewkjbHry,

When Oxford had me down, he refcued me :

Andfaid,dear Brother live, and be a King ?

Who told me, when we both lay in die Field,

Frozen (almoH) to death, how he did lap mc

Even in his Garments, and did give himfelf

(All thin and naked) to thenumme cold night?

All this from my Remembrance, bruitini wrath

Sinfully pluckt, and noC a man of you

Had fo much grace to put it in my mind.

But when your Cartel s, or your waiting VafTals

Have done a drunken flaughter, and defac'd

The precious image of our dear Redeemer,

You (iraightare on your knees for Pardon, pardon,

And I (unjurtly too) muft grant it you.

But for my Brother, not a man would fpcak,

Nor I (ungracious) fpeak Unto my (elf

For him poor Soul. The proudcft of you all

,

Have been beholding to him in his life :

Yet none of you, would once beg for his hfe.

O God ! 1 fear thy jurtice will take hold

On me, and you ; and mine,and youis for this.

Come Haftlngs help me to my Clofcc.

Ah poor Clarence. Exeuntfame with K. and Q^een.

Rich, This is the fruits of rallinefs : Matktyounot,

How that the Kindred of the Queen

Look'd pale, when they did hear oi paretice death ?

O ! they did urge it flill unto the King,

God will revenge it. Come Lords will you go.

To comfort Sttivard with our company ?

Buc. We watt upon your Grace. Exeunt.

Enter the old 'Dttchej? ofTork^^ with the two

children »f Clarence.

Edw. Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead ?

Duch. No Boy.

jD<t«rfA.Why do you weep fo oft? and beat your Breaft?

And cry, O Clarencey my unhappy Son ?

Boy. Why do youlook on us, and fhake your head.

And call us Orphans, Wretches, Caltawayes,

Ifthat our Noble Father were alive ?

Due. My pretty Coufins, you miftakeme both,

I do lament the fickncfsof the King,

As loath to lofe him, not your Father's death :

It were loft forrovv to wail one that's loft.

Boy. Then you conclude (my Grandam) he is dead :

The King mine Uncle is to blame for it.

God will revenge it, whom I will importune

With earned prayers, all to that cffed.

Daugh. And fo will I,

©KC.Peace children,peace: the King doth love you well.

Incapable and (hallow Innocents,

You cannot gucfs who caus'd your Fathers death.

^o^.Giandam we can : for my good Uncle Glojler

Told me, the King provok'd ro it by the Quem,
Devis'd impcachmcncs to impriTon h'lm ;

And when my Uncle told mc fo, he wepe,

And pitied me, and k'mdly kiftmy cheek :

Bad me lely on him, as on my Fatiier,

And he would love me deai ly as a child.

Due. Ah 1 that Deceit fliould fteal fuch gentle fhape.

And with a virtuous Viior hide deep Vice.

He is my fon, I, and therein my fhamc.

Yet from my duggcs,he drew not this deceit.

Boy. Think you Biy Uncle did diffemblc Grandam ,>

Due. I Boy.

Boy. I cannot think it. Harkc, what noife is this ?

Enter the Queen with her hair about her eartSy

Rivers and Dorfet after her.

Queen. Ah » who fhall hinder me to wail and weep ?

To chide my Fortune, and torment my Self.

I'k joyn with black defpair againft my Soul,

And to my felf become an enemie.

Due. What means this Scene of rude impatience .'

Queen. To make an a£i of Tragick violence.

Edward my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead.

Why grow the Branches, when the Root is gone ?

Why wither not the leaves that want their fap ?

If you will live. Lament : if dye, be biief.

That our fwift-winged Soules may catch the Kings,

Or like obedient Subjefls follow him,

To his new Kingdome of ne're-dianging night.

'Due. Ah, fo much intereft have 1 in thy lorrow,

As I had Title to thy Noble Husband :

1 have bewept a worthy Husband's death,

And liv'd with looking on his Images :

But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance,

Are crack'd in pieces, by malignant death.

And I for comfort, have but one falfc Glafs,

That grieves mc, when I fee my fhame in him.

Thou art a Widow .- yet thou art a Mother,

And haft the coiftfon of thy Children left,

But death hath fnatch'd my Husband from mines armcs,

And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands,

Clarence, and Edward. O, what caufe have I,

(Thine being but a moity of my moan)

To over-go thy woes , and drown my cries.

Boy. Ah Aunt ! you wept not for your Fathers death

How can wc aid you with our Kindred tcares ?

D.iugh. Our fathcrlefs diftrefs was left unmoan'd

,

Your Widow-dolour likcwilc be unwept.

Queen. Give me no help in Lamentation,

I am not barren to bring forth Complaints

:

All Springs reduce their currents to mine eyes

,

That I being govern'd by the waterieMoon,

May fend forth plenteous tears to drown the World.

Ah, for my Husband, for my dear Lord Edward.

Chil. Ah for our Father , for our dear Lord Clarence.

Due. Alas for both, both mine Edwurd and Clarence.

Queen. What ftay had I but Edward? and he's gone.

Chll. What rtay had we but Clarence ? and hc'sgone.
j

"Due. What ftaycs had I but they ? and they ate gone, i

Queen. Was never widow had fo dear a lofs,
|

chil. Were never Orphans had fo dear a lofs.

Dm. Wasnever Mother had fodcara lofs.

Alas ! I am the Mother of thcfe Griefs.

Their woes are parccll'd, mine is general.

She for an Edward weeps, and fo do I :

\
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I for iClOrcHcf^tt'^, fo doch not ihe ;

Thcfc Babes foj Cldrence vwap, fo do not they.

Alas / you three, on me threefold diltrcft :

Pour all.youi ceares, 1 am your forrows Nurfc

,

And I will pamper it \Mith lamentation.

Dor. Comfort dear Mother, God is much difplcas'd,

That you take with unthankfulnefs his doing.

In common worldly things 'tis call'd ungrateful!.

With dull unwillingnefs to repay a debt.

Which with i bounteous hand was kindly lent

:

Much ri^orc to be thus oppofite with heaven,

For It requires the Royal debt it lent you,

Rl-Vers. Madam, bethink you like a carcfull Mother

Of the youn£Princc your fon : fend ftraightforhim.

Let hicn be Crovvn'd, in Iiimyour comfort lives.

Drown dcfpcrate forrow in dead Edward's grave,

And plant your joycs in living Edtvard's Throne,

Eufer Richard^ SxckSnghdmy Verhy^ Ha~
flingsy and Rauiijf,

Rich. Sifler have comfort, all of us have caufc

To wail the dimming of our rtiinina Star

:

But none can help our harms by wailing them.

Madam, my Mother, 1 do cry you mercy,

I did not feeyour Grace.. Humbly on my knee,

I crave your BlelTing.

'Due. God blefs thee, and put meekncfs in thy breaft,

Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Dutic.

Rich. Amen, and make mc die a good old man,
That is the butt end of a Mother's bleiling

;

1 marvel that her Grace did leave it out.

Buc. You clc)udy-Princes,and heart-forrowing-Pcers,

That bear this heavy mutual load of Moan,
Now cheer each other, in each other's Love :

Though we have fpent our Hai veft of this King,

We are to reap the harveft of his Son.

The broken rancour of your high-fwoln hates,

But lately fplintred, knir, and joyn'd together,

Muft gently bepreferv'd, cherilht, and kept

:

Mc feemeth good, thai with fome little Train,

Forthwith from Ludlow , the young Prince be fct

Hither to Ldndou , to be crown'd our King.
Rivers. Why with fome little Train,

My Lord oi Buckjrigham }

Bhc. "Marry my Lord, left by a multitude

The ne w-heal'd wound ofMalice fliould break out.

Which would be fo much the more dangeious,

By how much the eftace is green, and yet ungovcrn'd. --

Where every Horfe beaics his commanding Rein,

And may dirc6t his courfc as pleafe himfelf.

As well ihe fear of harfn, as harm apparent.

In my opinion, ought to be prevented.

Rich. I hope the King made peace with all of us,

And the compadi is firm, and true in nic.

Rivers. And fo in mc, and fo (I think) in all,

Yetfince it is but green, it Hiquld be put

To no apparent likely hood of breach.

Which haply by much company might be urg'd :

Therefore I fay with Noble BuckJrghatH^
Tliat it is meet fo f«w ftiould fetch the Piinci.

Hafi. And fo fay L
Rich. Then be it fo, and go we to determine

Who they lliallbe that (Iraight ihall polle to Lti$dan.
Madam, and you my Sifter, will you go -f;

To give your ccnfures in this bulinefs ? Exeunt.

OHfiftttt Bnckingham^ tind Richard.

Buck^. My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince >

For God's fake let not us two ftay at home :

For by the way, I'le fort occafion.

As Index to the ftory we late talk'd of.

To part the Queen's proud Kindred from the Prince.

Rich. My othCT felf, my Counfel's Confiftory,

My Oracle, my Prophet , my dear Coufin,

T, as a child, will go by thy direftion.

Toward Loadon thcn/or we'll not ftay behind. Exeunt.

Scena Tertio-j.

Enter one ^itlz.en at one doof-^ and another at

the other.

I. Cit. Good morrow Neighbour, whither away fo

faft?

a. Ctt. Ipromifc youlhardly knowmy fclf:

Hear you the Ncwes abroad ?

1

.

Yes, the King is dead,

2 . Ill newes byrlady , feldomc comes the better J

I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world.

Enter another Citif,en.

?, Neighborrs, Godfpeed,
1 . Give yon good morrow fir,

3

.

Doth the news hold ofgood King Edward's death f

a. I fir, it is too true, God help the while.

J. Then Mailers look to fee a troublous world.

1

.

No, no, by God's good grace, his Son fhall reign,

3, Woe to that Land that's govern'd by a Child.

2. In him there is a hope ofGovernment,
Which in his non-age, Counfel under him,

And in his full and ripened yearcs, himfelf

No doubt fiiall t'nen, and 'till then govern well.

I. So (food the flfate when ffeffr^ the fixth

Was crown'd in PartSy but at nine months old,

3. Stood the State fo ?No,no,goodfriends,God wot;

For then this Land was famoufly enrich'd

With politick grave Counfel ; then the King
Had virtuous Uncles to prote<^ his Grace.

I. Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mother.

3. Better it were they ail came by his Father.

Or by his Father there were none at all

:

For emulation, who fliall now be neareft,

Will touch us all too near, ifGod prevent not.

O full of danger is the Duke of Ghjler,

And the Queen's Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud

.

And were they to be rul'd,andnottorule.
This fickly Land, might folace as before,

I
. Come, come, we Itar the woift : aU will be vrell,

?.When Clouds are fcen, wifemen put on their cloaks

;

When great leaves fall, then Winter is at hand ;

When the Sun fcts , who doth not look for night ?

Untimely ftormes, make men expeft a Dearth

:

Ailmaybcwell; but if God fort it fo,

Tis more then we deferve, or I cxpeft,

i. Tiuly, the hearts of men are full of fear

:

You cannot reafon (alnioft) with a man,
That looks not heavily , and full of dread,

3. Before the dayes of Change, ftill is it fo,

By a divine inflinft, men's mmds miftruft

Enfuing
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Purfning danger : as by proof we ftc

The Water fwcll before a boyft'roiis ffotm :

Rue leave it all to God, Whichcr away ?

z Marry we were fent for to the Jufticcs.

5 And fo was I : Tie bear you company. Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Arch-B ifhof^ youngTtrk,^ the Qttec»,

*nd the Dutchejfe.

Arch. Laft night I heard they lay itSto^y Stratford^

And at Northamfton they do relt to night

:

To morrow, or next day, they will be here.

^DHt, I long withall my heart to fee the Prince:

I hope he it much grown fincc laftl faw him.

Qu. But I hear no, they fay my fon of Ttfr;^

Ha'salmoftovertanehim in his growth.

Tor. I mother, but I would not have it fo.

Dut, Why, my good Coiifin, it is good to grow.

Torkj. Grandam, one night as we did fit atfupper,

My Unkic Rivers talk'd how I did grow
More then my Brother. I, quoth my Unkle Glofter^

Small Herbs have grace»grcat Weeds dogrow apact.

And fince, me thinks I would not grow fo faft,

Becaufe fweet Flowers ate flowiand Weeds make haft.

Dut. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold

In him that did objcil the fame to thee.

He was the wretchcd'ft thing when he was young,

So long a growing, and foleifurcly.

That if his rule were true, he fhould ht gracious.

Tor. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam.
Dut. 1 hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt.

Tor. Now by my troth, if 1 had been remembred,

I could have given my Unkks Grace, a flout.

To touch his growth, nearer then he touch'd mine.

Dttt. How, itiy yoong Tork^^

I prethec let me hear it.

Tor. Marry (they fay) my Unkle grew fofaft,

That he could gnaw a cru(l at two liours old,

'Twasfull two years ere I could get a tooth.

Grandam, this would have been a biting Jcft,

Dut. I prethec, pretty Tork^y who told thee this >

Tor. Grandam, his Nurfe.

Dut. HisNurfe.'whv (hewisdead, ere thou waftboin.
Tor. If 'twere not fhe, I cannot tell who told me.

Qu. A parlous Boy : go to, you are too (hrewM.
Dut. Good Madam, be not angry with a Child.

Qu. Pitchcis have cars.

Emir * CMejfen^tr.

Arch. Here comes a Mcffengcr : What News }

Mef. Such news my Lord, as grieves me to report.

Qk. How doth the Prince ?

Mef. Well Madam, and in health.

Dut. What is thy News ?

Me[. Lord Riverty and Lord Crtj,

Are lent to Pamfret., and with them.

Sir Thomas yamghaw^ Prifoners,
;

Dut. Who hath committed them ?
'

Afef, The mighty Dukes, Gtbfter and Biukjt>£bmi.

Arch. For wliat ottcncc ?

Mef, The fumofall I can, I have difclos'd :

Why, or (or what, the Noblps were committed,

Is all unknown to me, my gracious Lord.

Qh. Aye me » I fee theruincof my Hoafc:

The Tiger now hathfeix-'d thi gentIt Hlnde^

Infultmg Tyranny begins to Jut

Upon the innocent and awcleffc TTironc

:

Welcome Deftruflion, Bloud, and Maifacre,

I fee (as m a Map) the end of all.

Dut. Accurfed, and unquiet wrangling daycs,

How many of you have mine eyes beheld

;

My Husband loft his life, to get the Crown,

And often up and down my Ions were toft.

For me to joy, and weep, their gain and lolfc.

And being featcd, and Domellick broyls

Clean over-blown, thcmfelves (the Conqucrers,)

Make war upon thcmfelves, Brother to Brother

;

Bloud to t^oud; felfagainft fclf : O prepofhrous

And frantick outrage! end thy damned fplcen.

Or let me die, to look on eartn no more.

Qu. Come, come, my Boy, wcwill to Sanifluary.

Madam, farewell.

Dut. Stay, I will go with you.

Qu. You have i\o caufc.

Arch. My gracious Lady, go.

And thither bear -your Treafure and your Goods,

For my part, I'le refign unto your Grace

The Seal I keep, and fo betide it me.

As welll tender you, and all of yours.

Go, rie ccndu£^ you co the Ssn6luary. Extunt.

AUus Tertim. Scena Trma.

The Trumpetsfound.
Enter yeung Princt.fh« Dukes of Glocefter and Buckjng-

bamy L»rd Cardinal ^ with ethers.

Buc. Welcome fwccf Prince to Ltndouy
To your Chamber.

Rich. Welcome dear Cofin, my thoughts Soyeraign

Ti»c weary way hath made you Mclancholly.

Trtn. No Unkle, but our croflcs on the way.
Have made it tedious, Wcarifome and heavy.

I want more Unkles here to welcome me.
Rich. Sweet PrincCjthc untainted vertue of your years

Hath not ycc div'd into the Worlds deceit

:

No more can you diftinguifli of a man.
Then of his outward (hew, which God he knows,
Seldome or never jumpcth with the heart.

Tbofe Unkles which you want, were dangerous :

Your grace auended to their Sugred words,

But look'd not on the poifon of their hearts :

God keep you from them, and from fuchfalfc Friends.

T*riu. God keep rae from falfe Friends,

But they were none.

Rich. My Lord , the Major of London comes to greet

you.

Euttr Ltri Major

.

Lo. Mdjtr. God bldTe your Grace, wth health and
happy dayes.

'Trim. I thank you, good mj Lord, arui tfamk you all:

Xx I
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I thought my Mother, and my Brother Tor^,

Would loug,eic this, have met us on the way.

Fie, what a Slu^ is Hafiings^ that he comes not

To tell us, 'Xheflier they will come, or no.

Enttr Ltrd Haftlvgs.

Bhc^. And in good time < here comes the fweating

Lord.

'Prince. Welcome, my Lord : what , will our Mother

come i

Hafi. On what occafion God he knows, not T,

The Queen your Mother, and your Brother York.^

Have taken Sanctuary: The tender Prince

Would fain have come wich mc, to meet your G race.

But by his mother was perforce with-held.

Bkc. Fie, what an indireft and peevidi courfe

Is this ofhersY" Lord Cardinal will your Grace

Perfwadc the Qiiecn, to fend the Duke of Ycrk,

Unto his Princely Brother prefently ?

Ifflie deny. Lord Hafiiugs you go with him.

And from her jealous armes pluck him perforce.

Car. My Lord o( Buckj'nghitmy if my weak Oratory

Can from his Mother win the Duke of Tor^,

Anon expert him here : but if fhe be obdurate

To mild entreaties. Cod forbid ,

We iTiould infiingc the holy Priviledge

Of blefled Sanftuary : not for all this Land,

Would 1 be guilty of fo great a fin.

Bmc. Youarctoofcncelcffeobttinate, iny Lord,

Too ceremonious, and traditional.

Weigh it but with the groflcnerte of this Age,

You break not Sanftuary, in feizing him

:

The benitfit thereof is alwayes granted

To thofe, whofe dealings have dcfcrv'd the place.

And thoiic who have the wit to claim the place

:

This Prince hath neither daim'd it, nordeferv'd it,

Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it.

Then taking him from thence, that is not there,

You break no Priviledge, nor Cliarter there :

Oft have 1 heard of fanftuary men,

But Sanfluary children, ne're till now,
^ar. My Lord, you fliall o'rc-rule my mind for once.

Come on, Lord Hafltngs^ will you go with me ?

Haji, I go my Lord. Exit Cardinal and Haflings.

Prtn. .Good Lords, make all the fpeedy haft you may.
Say, UnVlzCleeefter^ if our Brother come.

Where fliall we fojorn, till our Coronation ?

Gh. Where it think'ftbeft unto your Royal felf.

If I may counfell yon, fome day or two
Your Highnefle fhall repofc you at the Tower

:

Then where you pleafe, andftiall be thought mod fit

For yourbtft health, and recreation.

Prin. I do not like the Tower of any place t

Did Julitu Cafar build that place, my Lord ?

Bmc. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that placf

,

Which fince, fucceeding Ages, have re-edify'd.

Prin. It is upon record ? orelfe reported

Succeffivcly from age to age, he built it ?

Buc, Upon record, my gracious Lord.
Prin. But fay, my Lord, it were not regiftred,

Mc thinks the truth fhould live from age to age,

As 'twere rctaird to all pofteritv,

Even to the general ending day.

Gh. So wile, fo young, they fay do never live long.

Prin. What fay you, Unklc ?
j

Glo. I (ay, vvithout Charailers, Fame lives long.

Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, afidi

I moralize two meanings in one word.

Prin. That JmUm Cafar was a famous man

;

Witk what his Valour did enrich his wit,

His Wit fetdown,to make his Valour live:

Death makes no Conqucft of his Conqueror,

For now he lives in Fame, though not in Life,

rie tell yon what, Coufin BMckJngham.
Bmc. What, my gracious Lord ?

Prin. And if I live untill I be a man,

rie win our ancient Right in France again.

Or die a Souldier,asI liv'd a King,

^h. Short Summer} lighti^ have aforward Spring.

Enteryoung Tork.j Hafiingty and Cardinal.

Buck^ Now in good time, here comes the Duke of
r»rk_.

Prince. Richard o(Tork,^ how fares our Noble Bro
ther ?

Tor. Well, my dear Lord, fo mull I call you now.
Prin. I, Brother, to our grief as it is youn :

Too late he dy'd, that might have kept that Title,

Wliich by his death hath loft much Ma jcfty.

Glo. How fates our Coufin, Noble Lord ot rerk^ >

Tor. I thank you, gentle Vnk.le. O my Lord,
You faid, that idle Weeds are faft in growth :

The Prince my Brother, hath outgrown me far.

Glo. He hath, my Lord.

Tor. And therefore is he idle.

Glo. Oh my fair Coufin, 1 muft not fay fo.

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you, then I,

Glo. He may command mc as my Soveraign,

But you have power in me, as in a Kinfman.
Tor. I pray you, Unkle, give me this Dagger.
Glo. My Dagger, little Coufin ? withall my heart.

Prin. A Beggar, Brother .'

Tor. Ofmy kind Unkle, that I know will give.
And being a Toy, it is no grief to give.

Glo. A greater gift then that, I'le give my Coufin.
Tor. A greater gift ? O, that's the Sword to it.

Glo. I, gentle Coufin, were it light enough.
Tor. O then I fee, you will part but with light gifts,

In weightier things you'll fay a Breger nay.
Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear.

Tor. I wegh it lightly, were it heavier.

Glo. What, would you have my Weapon, little Lord?
Tor. I would that I might thank you , as you call

me.

Gtou. How .'

Tor^ Little,

Prin. My Lord of TorkjNxW ever be croffe in talk

:

Unkle, your Grace knows how to bear with him.
Tor. You mean to bear nrc, not to bear with mc

:

Unkle, my Brother mocks both you and me,
Becaufe that! am little, like an Ape,
He chinks that youfliould bear me on your flioulders.

Buc. With what a ftiarp provided wit he reafons

:

To mitigate the fcom he gives his Unkle,

He prettily, aud aptly taunts himfclf

;

So cunning, and fo ycuftg, is wonderfull.

Glo. My Lord, wilt pleafe you palfe along ?

My felf, and my good Coufin BnekSnghamy
Will to your Mother, to entreat of her

To meet you a t the Tov»er, and welcome you

.

Tor. What
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Tor. Wliat, will you go unto ihc Tower my Lord ?

ruH. My Lord Protcaor will have it fo.

Tor. I niallnot Hccpin quiet at the Tower.

C/*. Why, what (houid you fear?

Tor. Marry, my Uncle CUrence angry Choft

:

My Grandamtold me he was murthcr'd there.

?r'\n. I fear no Uncles dead.

do. Nor none that live, I hope,

Prin. And if they live, 1 hope I need not fear.

But come my Lord : and with a heavy heart,

Thinking on them, go \ unto the Tower.

Exiunt Tr'iHCe, Yerk^, HajiingSy and DorJet.

M^net Richard, BMchJugham, and Cateshy.

Bmc. Think you, my Lord, this little pratingrH
Was not inccnfcd by his fubtle Mother,

To taunt and fcom you thus opprobrioufly }

Gloft. No doubt, no doubt : Oh 'tis a perillous Boy,

Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable

;

He is all the Mothers, from top to toe.

Buc. Well, let them reft ; Come hither Catesh,

Thou art fworn as deeply to effedl whac wc intend.

As ciiafely to conceal what wc impart

:

Thou know'ft our reafons urg'd upon tVicway,

What think'ft thou ? is it not an eafie matter.

To make milium Lord Haflifgs of our mind,

For the inft^llment of this Noble Duke

In the feat Royal of this famous Ifle ?

Cates. He for bis fathci-s fake fo loves the Prince,

That he will not be won to ought againfl him.

Buck, What think'ft thou then of S/^«/f;? Will not

he?
Catej. He will do all in all as Hafllngs doth.

Buc, Well then, no more but this

:

Go gentle Ca:eshy^^x\A as it were far ofF,

Sound thou Lord HaJHng<,

How he doth ftand affcflcd to ottr purpofe.

And fummon him to morrow to the Tower,

To fit about the Coronation.

If thou do'ft finde him trainable to us,

Encourage him, and tell him all our reafons:

If he be laden, icy, cold, unwilling.

Be thou fo too, and fo break off the talk.

And give us notice of his inclination :

For we to morrow hold divided Councels,

Wherein thy felf (halt highly be cmploy'd.

Rich. Commend me to Lord fVllliam.-ieW WuTn^Catetl?/)

His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverfarics

To morrow are let bloud at Pomfret Caftle,

And bid my Lord, for joy of this good news,

Give Milticffe Shore one gentle Kifle the more.

Bmc. Good Catesh, go efFcft this bufinefTc foundly.

Cittes. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can.

Bieh. Shall wc hear from you Catesbjy ere we fleep ?

Cates. YoulTiall, my Lord.

%lch. At CrashJ Houfc there fliall you find us both.

Exit Cateibj.

Buc. Now, my Lord,

What fhall we do, ifwe perceive

Lord W4/?»'»f/ will not yield to our Complots ?

%ch. Chopoff his Head:
Something we will determine:

And look when I am King, claim thou of me
TheEarldomeof Hereford., and all the moveables

•Whereof the King, my Brother, was pfleft.

Buc. I'le claim liiat promifc at your Graces hand.

'Klch. find look to have it yielded with allkindnefTe.

Come, let u$ fup betimes, that afterwards

Wc may digell our complots in fome form?.

£xeMHt.

Scena Secwida.

Enter a Mt^enger to the door of Hajllngs.

tJMef. My Lord, my Lord,

Hafi. Who knocks?

UMef. One froiTi the Lord Stanley,

//*/?. What is't a Clock.'

Uiief. Upon the (troak of four.

Enter Lord H<fJ{ings.

Haft. Cannot ray Lord Stanley fleep thcfc tedious

Nighrs ?

Mef. So it appears by what I have to fay •

Firrt, he commends him to your Noble felf.

Han. what then ?

Mef. Then certifies your Lordiliip, ihat this Mght
He dreamt, the Bore had raifed off his Helm

:

Befidcs, he fayes there ate two Councels kept

;

And that may be determ n'd at the one.

Which may make youiand him to rue at th'otherk

Therefore he fends to know your LordiTiips plcafure.

If you will prefently take Horle wuh him.

And wichall fpscd pofl with him towaid the Northi

To fhun the danger that his foul diyinrs.

Haji. Co fellow, go rjturn unto thy Lord»

Bid him not fear the feperated counfell

:

His Honor and my felf are at the one.

And at the other is my goodfuend Cuteshj;

Where nothing can proceed, that touchcth ul.

Whereof 1 ftxail not have intelligence

:

Tell him his fears arc ihallow, without inftance.

And for his Dreams, I wonder he's fo fimple,

Totruft the mpck'iy of unquiet flumhers.

To flye the Bore., before the Bore purfues,

Were toincenl'e the Bore to follow us,

And make purfuit, where be riid mean to chafe.

Go, bid thy Mailer rife, and come to me.
And we will ooth together to the Tower,
Where helhall fee the Bofew\\\n\c us kindly.

Adef, I'le go, my Lord, and tell him what you fay.

Exit.
Enter Catesij.

Cates, Many good morrowis to my Noble Lord.

HaJi. Good morrow C4r«^^, you are early (Hrrin"

What news, what news in this our tott'iing State >

Cates. It i$ a reeling World indeed, my Lord:
And I believe will nevei (land upright.

Till %ichard^iiri\\c Garland of the Realm.
Hajl. How wear the Garland ?

Do'll thou mean the Crown ?

Cates. I, my good Lord.

Ha.l'k have chisCrown ofmine cut from my (Vioulders,

Before I'le fee the Crown fo foul mif-plac'd

:

Butcanft thou guelfr, that he doth aim at it ? \

'^1X 1 Cattt
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Gates. I,on my liff, and hopes to find you forward,

Upon his party, for the gain thereof:

And thereupon he fends you this good news.

That this fame very day your enemies,

The Kindred of the Queen, muft die at Pomfret.

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that news,

Becaufc they have been ftill my adverfaries

:

Bu^ that rie give my voice on Richards fide,

To bar my Matters Heirs in trueDefcent,

God knows I will not doit, to the death,

Catet. God keep your Lordfhip in that gracious

minde.

Hall. But I fliall laugh at this a twelve-month hence,

That they which brought me in my Matters hate,

I live to look upon their Tragedy.

Well Catesbj^cxt a fort-night make me older,

rie fend fome packing, that yet think noton't.

Gates. 'Tisa vile thing to die, my gracious Lord,

When men are unprepar'd, and look not for it.

Haft, b monftrous, monttrous » and fo falls it cue

With Rivers^ Fatsghaiiy Gra^ : and fo 'twill do

With fome men elfe, that ihmk themfelvcs as fafc

Asthouandl, who(asthouknow'tt)aredear

To Princely Richard^ and BHckjn^ham.

Gates. The Princes both make nigh account of you,

For they account his Head upon the Bridge.

Haft. I know they do, and I have welldcferv'd it.

Enter Lord Stanhjf.

Come on, come on, where is your Boar-fpear man ?

Fear you the Boar, and go fo unprovided ?

Stan. My Lord Good morrow,good morrow C<r<«^/;

You may jeatt on, but by the holy Rood,

1 do not like thefc fcveral Counfels, I.

Haft. My Lord, I hold my Life as dear as yours,

And never in my dayes, I do protett.

Was it fo precious to me, as 'tis now

:

Think you, but that I know the ftate fecure,

I would be fo triumphant as I am .?

St. The Lords at Pomfret., when they rode from London^

Were jocund, and fuppos'd their ttates were Cure,

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft

:

But yet you fee, how foon the day o'rc-caft.

This fuddcn ftab of Rancour I mifdoubt

:

Pray God (I fay) I prove a necdleflc Coward.

What, (hall we toward the Tower ? the day is fpent.

Haft. Come, come, have with you:

Wot you what, my Lord,

To day the Lords you talk of, are beheaded.

St. They ,for their truth,might better wear their Heads,

Then feme that have accus'd them, wear their Hats.

But come, my Lord, let's away.

Enter a PMrfulvant,

Haft. Go on before. Tie talk with this good fellow.

Exit Lord Stanley and Catesbj.

How now, Sirrha ? how goes the World with thee ?

Purf. The better, that your Lordttiipplcafe to ask.

Haft, I tell thee man, 'tis better with me now.
Then when thou met'ft me laft, where now we meet

:

Then was I going Prifoncr to the Tower,
By thcfuggeftionofthe Queens Allyes.

But now I tell thee (keep ic to thy felf)

This day thofe Enemies are put to death.

And I in better ttate then ere I was.

Purf. God hold it, to your Honors good content.

Haft. Gramercy fellow : there drink that for mc.
Throws him hU Purfe.

Purf. I thank your Honor. Exit PHrfnivant.

Enter a 'Prieit.

Prieft. Well met,my Lord, I am glad to fee your Honor.
Haft. I thank thee good Sir John, with ali my heart.

*

I am in your debt, for your laft Excrcife :

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you.

Prieit. rie waiteupon your Lordttiip.

Enter Bnckjngham.

J?«fitWhat,talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlain?
Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the Prieft,

Your Honor hath no iTirivin" work in hand.

Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy man,
The men you talk of, came into ray mind.

Whar, go you toward the Tower ?

Buck. I do, my Lord, but long I cannot ftay there:

1 fhall return before your Lordftiip thence.

Haft. Nay like enough, for I ftay Dinner there.

Buc. And Supper too, although thou know'ft it not.

Come, will you go ?

Haft. Viz wait upon your Lorftiip. Sxeunt

Scena Tertia,

Enter Sir Richard RatcUff'e , with Hatberdt, ettrrjinf

the Nobles to death at Pomfret.

^Hjvers. Sir Richard RatcUff'e, let me tell thee this.

To day flialt thou behold a Subjeit die.

For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty.

Greji God bleffc the Prince from all the Pack ofyou,

A Knot you are, ofdamned Bloud-fuckers.

Vaugh. You live, that ftiall cry woe for this hereafter.

Rat. Difpatch,the limit of your Lives is out,

Riv. O Pomfrety Pomfret ! O thou bloudy Prifon »

Fatall and ominous to Noble Peers:

Within the guilty Clofure of thy Walls,

Richard tht Second here was hackt to death

:

And for more flander to thy difmal Scat,

We give to thee our guiltlefle bloud to drink.

Crej. Now Margarets Curfe is fain upon our Heads,
When Ok exdaim'd on Haft'mgs, you, and I,

For ftanding by, when Richard ^ih^d her Son.

Riv. Then curs'd ftie Richard ,

Then curs'd fhe Buckingham,

Then curs'd (he Haftings. O remember God,
To hear her prayer for them, as now for us

:

And for my Sitter, and her Princely Sons,

Be fatisfi'd, dear God, with our true bloud.

Which as thou know'ft, unjuftly mutt be fpilt.

"R^t. Make haft, the hour of deaihisnowexpir'd,

'Rjv. Come Grey, come Vaughan, let us here embrace,

Farewell, until! me meet again in Heaven.

Exemnt.

Scena^
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Enter Suckj»^f"i'», Varl>;, Hafiings, Blfhof if

Blj, Norfolk., Ratclife, Lcvell, vpitk

others
J
at a Table,

Uaji. Now Noble Pecrs,the caufc why we arc met,

Is to determine of the Coronation :

In Gods Name Tpcak, when is the Royal day ?

Buc. Is all things ready for the Royal time ?

Darh. It is, ana Wants but nomination.

£/;, To morrow then I judge a happy day,

hue. Who knows the Lord Protcftois mind herein }

Who is moft inward with the Noble Duke ?

£/r. Your Grace , we think , (hould fooneft know his

minde,

Buc. We know each others Faces : for our Hearts,

He knows no inore of mine, then I of yours.

Or I of his, my Lord > then you of mine:

Lord Hafiings, you and he are near in love.

HaJ}. I thank his Grace, I know he loves mc well

:

But for his purpofe in the Coronation,

I have not founded him, nor he deliver'd

His gracious pleafurc any way therein

:

But you, my Honorable Lord, may name the time,

And in the Dukes behalf Tie give my Voice,

Which I prcfume he'll take in gentle part.

Enter G/tMcefler.

Ely. In happy time here comes the Duke himfclf.

Rich. My Noble Lords, and Coufins all,good morrow

;

I liavc been long a flecper : but I truft.

My abfence doth negleft no great defigne,

Which by my prcfcnce might have been concluded.

Buc. Had you not come upon your Q.niy Lord,

ivilliam, Lord //</?» »f/, had pronounc'd your part;

I mean your Voice, for Crowning of the King,

Rich. Then my Lord HaJi'ingSyV\o man might be bolder.

His Lordrtiip knows mc well, and loves mc well.

My Lord of Ely., when I was laft in HolhorMy

I faw good Strawberries in your Garden there,

I do bcfeech you, fend for feme of them.

Eljf, Marry and will, my Lord, with all my heart.

Exit Bijhof.

Rich. Coufin oi Buckjnrham., a word with you.

Catetby hath founded Uafiitigs in our bufincffc,

And Hnds the tcfty Gentleman fo hot,

Thac lie will lofc his Head, ere give confent

His Malkrs Child, as worlliipfully he tearmcs it.

Shall lofe the Royalty of Enghnds Throne.

Buc. Withdraw your fclf a while, I'le go with you.

Exeunt,
D/tr. We have not yet fct down this day ofTriumph

;

To monow, in my judgement, is too fudden,

For I my fclf am not fo well provided,

Aselfe 1 would be, were the day prolong'd.

Enter the Blfhof of Elj.

Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Glojier ?

I have fcnt for thefe Strawberries;

Ha.H\s Grace looks chcarfully 8£ fntboch this morning,

Thci e's fome conceit or other likes him well.

When tliac he bids good morrow with fuch fpirit.

I think there's never a man in Chriftcndome

Can lertcr hide his love, or hate then he,

For by his Face ftraight fliall you know his Heart.

I

Darb. What of his Heart perceive you in hi» FacCi

By any livclyhood he Ihcw'd today ?

Hafl. Marry that with no inaii here he is offended

:

For were he, he had ihewn It in his Looks.

Enter Richard^ and Buckingham,

Rich. I pray you all, tell me what they defer vf,

That do confpire mv death with divelirti Plots

Of damned Witchcraft, and chat have prevsil'd

Upon my Body with their Hellilh Charmes,

Hafi. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord,

Makes mc moi\ forwaid,in this princely prefcnce,

To doom th'Oftendcrs, wholoe'rr they oe :

I fay, my Lord, they have dcfctved death.

Rich. Then be your eyes the witneflc of their cvill.

Look how I am bewitch'd : behold, mine Aime
Is like a Waited Sapling, withtr'd up

:

And this is Sdrvardt Wife, that monftrous Witch,

Confortcd with chacHarlot, Strumpet Shore.,

That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me.

Hafi. l( they have done this deed, my Noble Lord.

Rich. If? thou Protestor of this damned ScrUmpec,

Talk'ft thou \o n)e of Iffs : thou area Traitor,

Offv\iih his Head } now by Jiaint Paul I fwear,

I will not dine, untill I fee the fame.

Lovell am\ Ratcliffcy look that it be done

:

The reft that love mc, rife, and follow me. Exeunt

Manet Lovell and Ratctlffe^ rvltb the

Lord Hajilngs.

Hafi. Woe, woe for England, not a whit for me,
For I, too fond, might have prevented this:

Stanley did dream, the Board\A rowrc our Hclmcs,
And I did fcorn it, and di(dain to Hye

:

Three times to day my Fooc-Cloth-Horfc did ftumble,

And ftarted, when he look d upon the Tower,
As loth to bear mc to the naiightcr-houfc.

now I need the Pricft, that fpake to me

:

1 now repent I told the Purfuivant,

As too triumphing, how nrine Enemies

To day at Tomfret bloudily were butchcr'd.

And I my felf fccure,in grace and favour.

Oh miargaret., fj^argaret, now thy heavy Curfc
Is lighted on poor Hafimgs wretched Head.

Ra. Come,comcdi\patch,thc Duke would be at dinner;

Make a Hiort Shrift, he longs to fee your Head.

Hafi. O momentary grace of mortal men,
Which we move hunt for, then the grace of God

!

Who builds his hope in aire of your aood Looks,

Lives like a drunken Sailor on a Maft,

Ready with every Nod to tumble down.
Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep.

Lov. Come, come, difpatch , 'tis bootlcflc to exclaim.

HaFt. O bloudy Richard : miferable England,
I prophcfie the fcaifuH'ft time to thee.

That ever wretched Am hath look'd upon.

Come, lezttme to the Block, beafrhim my Head,

j
1 hey fmilc at mc, wlio fhortly ftiall be dead.

I Extwtt.
' X X J Euffr

I
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Enter R'uhard, and Bnckjng ham, in rotten Armor

marvelUiu ill-favoured.

"Jiich. Come Coufin,

Canft thou quake, and cliangc thy colour,

Murthei thy breath in middle of a vyord,

And then again begin, and flop again.

As if thou were dillraught, and mad with terror ?

Buc. Tut, 1 can counterfeit the deep Tragedian,

Speak, and look blck, and prie on every fide,

Tremble, and flare at wagging of a Straw

:

Intending deep fufpition, gaflly Looks

:

Are at my -fervice, like enforced Smiles

;

And both arc ready in thcic Offices,

At any time to grace my Stratagems.

But what is Catesi;, gone ?

Rich. He is, and fee he brings the Mayor along.

Entef the Major and Cateshj.

Sue. Lord Mayor.

Rich. Look to the Draw-Bridge there.

Buc. Heark,a Drum.

Rich. Cateshy, o're-look the Walls.

Buc. Lord Mayor, the reafon we have fent.

Rick Look back, defend there, here are enemies.

Buc. God and our Innocency defend, and guard us.

Enter Lwelland Ratclifcy with Itafii^gs Head.

Rich. Be patient, they are friends : Rarcilfe & Love/.

Lw. Here is the Head of tliat ignoble Traitor,

The dangerous and unfufpCiSlcd Hayings.

%ich. So dear I lov'd the man, that 1 mufl weep

:

I took him. for the plaineft harmlefle Creature,

That brcath'd upon the Earth, a Chriflian

:

Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded

The Hiftory of het fecret thoughts.

So fmooth he daub'd his Vice with fliew of Vcrtue,

That his apparent open Guilt omitted,

I mean his converfation with Shores Wife,

He liv'd from all attainder of fufpefls.

Buc. Well, well, he wasthc covertft fHekerd Ttai tor

Tliat ever liv'd.

WouUl you imagine,' or aliftoft believe,

Wer't not, that by great preferveration

Wc live to tell it, that the fubtle Traitor

This day had plotted, in the Counfell-Houfe,

To mutther me, and my good Lord of Clofier.

Ma. Had he done fo ?

Rich. What? thinkyou weareTurks, orlnFdels

'

Or that we would, againft the form of Law,

Proceed thus raflily in the Villains death,

But that the extrearrt perill of the cafe.

The Peace of England,and our Perfons fafety,

Enforc'd us to this Execution.

Ma. Nowfair befall you, he deferv'd Iiis death.

And your good Graces both have vvell proceeded.

To warnfalfe Traitors from the like Attempt?.

Buc. I neverlook'd for better at his hands,

After he once fell in with Miftris 5/>»rr

.

Yet had wcnotdctcrmin'dhc fhoulddic,

Untill your Lordfliipcamt to fee his end,

Which now the lovihg hafte of tbefe our friends.

Something againft' our meanings, have prevented
;

Bccaufe, my Lord, 1 would have had you heard

The traitor fpeak, andcimcroufly confefle

The manner and tne purpofe of his Tteafons :

That you might well have fignify'd tlic fame

Unto the Citizens, who haply may

Mifconfter us in him, aiid wail his death.

//<.But,my good Lord, your Graces words fhall ferve,

As well as I had feen,and heard him fpeak r

And do not doubt, right Noble PrinccJ both.

But I'Je acquaint ourdutious Citizens

With all your juft proceedings in thii cafe.

%ich. And to that end we wifli'd your Lordthip here,

T'avoid the Cenfures of the carping World.

Buc. Which fince you come too late of our intent,

Yet witneffc what you hear we did intend

:

And fo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewell.

Exit Mayor.
Rich. Go after, after, Coufin Buckingham.

The Mayor towards Guiid-Hall hyeshim in all pofl :

There, at yourmcetefl vantageof the time.

Infer ihe Baflardy of Edwards Children

:

Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen,

Only for faying, he would make his Son
Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his houfe.

Which, by the Signc thereof was termed fo.

Moreover,'urge his hatefull Luxury,

And bcflial appetite in change of Luf},

Which ftrctch'd untotheir Servants, Daughters, Wives,
Even where l»is raging eye, or favage heart.

Without controll, lulkd to make a prey.

Nay for a need, thus far come nearuiy Pcrfon

:

Tell them,when that my Mother went with Child
Of thatinfattatc Edioard^tiohlt Tork.y

My Princely Father, then had Wa'rrs in fM/»f^,

And by true computation of the time.

Found, that the Ifliie was not his begot

:

Which well appeared in his Lineaments,

Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father

:

Yet touch thisfparingly, as t'were far off,

Becaufe, my Lord, youlcnow my Mother lives.

Buc. Doubt not, iny Lord, Tie play the Orator,

As if the Golden Fee, for which I plead,

Werefor my felf: and fo, my Lord, adieu.

Rich.li you thrive well,bring them to Baynards Caflle,

Where you fliall find me well accompanied

With reverend Fathers, and well-learned Hifhops.

Buc. I go,and towards three or four a Clock

Look for the News that the Guild-Hall affords.

Exit Buckingham^
Rich: Go LoveU witli all fpeed to Dodlor Shaw,

Go thou to Fryar Beuker , bid them both

Meet me writhin this houc at Baynards Caflle. E^rit.

Now will I go to take fome privy order,

To draw tlie Brats of Clarence out of fight,

And to give order, that no manner perfon

Have any time rccourfc unto the Princes. 8xir.

Enter a Scrivener,

Scr.'Htxt is the Indi6>mentof the good Lord J^ajllngs,

Which in afet hand fairly is engrofs'd.

That it may be to day read o'rc in Pauls.

And mark how well the fcquell hangs together

:

Eleven hours I have fpent to write it over.

For yefler-night by Cateshy was it fent me,
The Precedent was fullas long a doing,

And yet within thcfe five hours Hajlings liv'd,

Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty.

Here's a good World the while ; who is fo grolTe,

That cannot fee this palpable device?

Yet
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Yet who fo bold, buc ftyes he fees u not ?

BatI is the World, and all ^\\\ come to nought,

Wlicn tuch ill dealing muft be feen in thought. IBxtt.

"Enter Richard xrJ BHckjn^hfim atjtvcral dotrs.

Rich. Hownow, how now, what fay the Citizens ?

Bhc. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord,

The CitJZens are mum, fay not a word.

Rich. Toucht you the Baftardy o(Edwards Cliildicn?

Buc. I did, with his CoHtratt with Lady Lucj/j

And his Contract by Deputy inFrancey

Tii'iinfatiate greedincflc of his delire,

And his enforcement of the City Wives,.

His tyranny for Trifles, his own Bafkrdy,

As being got, your Father then in France

^

And his rcfcmblancc, being not like the Duke.

Withalljl did infer your Lineaments,

Being the right IdeetoiyMr Father,

Both in your forir.i and Noblcnefle of Mind .'

Laid open all your Vi^orics in Scotland,

YourDifcipIine in War, Wifdotne in Peace,"

Your Bounty, Vertue, fair Humility:

Indeed, left nothing fitting for youtpurpofe,

Untoucht, or flcightly handled 'in difcourfe.

And when my Oratory drew toward end,

1 bid them that did love their Countries good.

Cry, Cod fave Richard, Englands Royal King.

Rich. And did they fo ?

Bf!c. No,foGodhelpme,they fpakenota word,

But like dumb Statues, or breathing Stones,

Star'd each on other,and look'd deadly pale:

Wh'ich when I faw, I reprehended them,

And ask'd the Mayor, what meant this wllfull filence ?

His anfwcr was, the people were not ufed

To be fpokc to, but by the Recorder.

Tiien he was urg'd to tell my Tale again

:

Thus fa i til the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd,

But nothing fpokc, in warrant from himfelf.

When he had done, fomefollowei-s of mine own,

At lower end of the Hall, hirld up their Caps,

And fome ten voices cry'd, God fave King Richard :

And thus I took the vantage of thofc few.

Thanks gentle Citizens, and friends, quoth I,

This general applaufe, and chearfuU ftiout.

Argues your wifdome, and your love to Richard :

And even here brake off, and came away.

Rich. What tonguc-leffe Blocks were they,

Would they not fpcak ?

Will no: the Mayor then,and his Brethren, come ?

Buc. The Mayor is here at hand : intend fome fear,

Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit

:

And look you gets Prayer.Book in you hand.

And ftand between two Church-m«n, good my Lord,

For on that ground I'lc make a holy Defcant

:

And be not cafily won to our requefts,

Play the Maids part, ftill anfwcr nay, and take it.

Rich. I go : and if you plead as well for them.

As I can fay nay to thee for my felf,

No doubt wc bring it to a happy ilTue.

Btic Go
, go up to the Leads, the Lord Mayor knocks.

Enter Lord Majir,dni C!tie,enf.

Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here,

I think the Duke will not be fpoke withall.

Enter Cateil^y.

Bftc.^ovj Cntesljf, what fay es your Lord romy requcft?

Cates. He doth entreat your Grace, my Noble Lord,
To vifit hifti to morrow,or next day :

Heis within, with two right reverend Fathers,

Divinely bent to Meditation^

And in no worldly fuits would he be moy'd,

To draw him from his holy Exercife.

Buc. Iletufn,good Cateshj, to the graciouJ Duke,
Tell himj my fcIf, theMayor and Aldermen,

In deep dc(ignes,in matter ofgreat moment.
No leflc importing ,thcn our general good,

Arc come to have fome conference with his Grace. -

Cates. ric fionifie fo much unto him Qraighr. Exit.

Buc. Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an Edrtardy

He is not lulling on alewd Love-Bed

:

But on his Knees at Meditation

:

Not dallying .with a Brace of Curtizans,

But meditating with two deep Divines

:

.Notflceping, to engroffe his idle Body,

But praying, to enrich his watchfi;ll Soul,

Haopy were England, vvould this vertuouj Prince

Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof.

But furc I fear we (hall not win him to it.

UMaj$r. Many God defend his Grace Hiould fay us

nay.

Bhc, I fear he will : here Catesbji comes again.

Enter Cattshy.

Now Catesiy, wiiat faycs his Grace >

Ctttes. He wonders to wliat end you have affembled

Such troops of Citizens, to come to him.

His Grace not being warn'd thereof before:

He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to hira.

Buc. Sorry I am, my Noble Coufin fhoultl

Sufpefl me, itiat I mean no goodto him :

By Heaven, wc come to him in perfect love.

And foonce more return, and tell his Grace. Exit.

When holy and devout Religious men
Arc at their Beads, 'tis much to draw them tlience,

So fwect is zealous Contemplation.

Enter Richard aloft ^ het«een two Bijhoft

yl/d. Sec where liis Grace ftands,'tween two Cirrqy men
Buc. Two Props of Vertue, for a Chrjftian Prince,

•l"o ftay him from the fall of Vanity :

And fee a Book of Prayer in his hand.
True Ornaments to know a holy man.
Famous PlantageKtt, molt gracious Pfjnce.
Lend favourable ear to our requcfU,

And pardon us the interruption

Of thy Devotion, and right Chridian Zeal.

Rich. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apology

:

I^do bcfeech your Grace to pardon me,

Who earned in the fctviccof th'high God,
Deferr'd the vifitation of my friends.

But leaving this, what is your Graces pleafurc }

Buc. Even that (1 hope) which pleafethGod above,

And all good men,- of this ungovern'd Tie.

Rich. I do fufpec> I Iwvc done fome offence.

That feemsdifgracious in thr Cities eye,

And that you come to itprcheod my ignorance.

Bui.Xoa
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Buc. You have, my Lord

:

Would it might pkafe your Grace,

On our entreaties, to amend your fault.

Rich. Elfc wherefore breath I in aChriftian Land.

Bhc. Know then, it is your fault, that you rcfignc

The Suprcani Seat, the Throne Majeftical,

The Sceptred cfiice of your Anceftors,

Your State of Fortune, and your Due of Birth,

The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houfe,

1 o the corruption of a blemidit Stock :

Wliilcs in the itiildncffc of your fleepy thoughts,

(Which here we waken to our Countries good,)

The Noble Ifle doih want his proper Limbs :

His Face dcfac'd wiih skarrs of Infamy,

His Royal Stock grafft with ignoble Plants,

And almort fliouldred in the fwallowing Gulf

Of dark forgetfulneflc, and deep Oblivion,

Which to rccure, we heartily folicit

Your gracious felf to take on you the charge

And Kingly Government of this your Land :

Not as Protestor, Steward, Subrtitute, .

Or lowly Fad^or, for anothcrsgain
;

But as fiicce(liveIy,from Bloud to Bloud,

Your Right of Birth, your Empiry,your own.

For this, confortedwith the Citizens,

Your very Worlliipfull and loving friends,-

And by their vehement inltigation,

In this jiill Caufe cornel to move your Grace.

Rich. 1 cannot tell, if to depart in filence.

Or bitterly to fpcak in your reproof,

Beft fittcth my Degree, or your Condition.

For not toanfwer, you might haply think,

Tongue-ty'd Ambition, not replying, yielded

To bear the Golden Yoak of Soveraignty,

Which fondly you would here impofeon mc.

If to reprove you for this fuit of yours.

So fealon'd with yourfaithfull love to me.

Then on the other fide I check'd my friends.

Therefore to fpeak,and toavoidihe fitft,

And then in fpeaking, not to incur the laft,

Definitively thus I anfwer you.

Your love defeives my thanks, but my defcrt

Unmeritablc, (Viuns your high rcqucft.

Firll, if all Obftacles were cut away.

And that my Path were even to the Crown,
As the ripe Revenue, and due of Bitch

:

Yet fo much is my poverty of fpirit.

So mighty, and fo many my defefls.

That 1 would rather hide mc from my Greatncfs,

Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea ;

Then in my Greatneflc covet to be hid,

And in the vapour ofmy Glory fmother'd.

But God be thank'd, there is no need of mc.

And much 1 need to help you, were there need :

The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit,

Which mellov/d by the ftealing hours of time.

Will well become the Scat of Majeft y.
And make us (no doubt) happy by his Reign.

On him I lay that,, you would lay on me,
The Right and Fortune of his happy Starrs,

Which God defend that I ftiould wring from him.

Buc. My Lord, this argues Confcience in your Grace,

But the refpe6ls thereof arc nice, and trivial.

All circumliances well cohfidered.

You fay, that Edward is your Brothers Son,
'

So Cay wc too, but not by Sdwards Wife

:

For firlt was he contrail to Lady Lucy^

Your Mother lives a witnefle to his Vow,

And afterward by fubflitute betroth'd

To Btnat Sifter to the King oi France.

Thcfc both put off, a poor Petitioner,

A Care-cras'd Mother to a maiw Sons,

A Beauty- waining, and diftrcffed Widow,
Even in the after-noon of her beft daycs.

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye,

Seduc'd the pitch, and height of his degree,

To bafc declenfion, and loath'd Bigamie.

By her, in his unlawfull Bed, he got

This £</»>/»>•«/, whom our Manneis call the Prince.

More bitterly could I expoftulate.

Save that for reverence of fome alive,

I give a fpating limit to my Tongue.

Then good my Lord, take to you Royal felf

This proffer'd benefit ofDignity:

If not to blcfle us and the Land withall,

Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceitry

From the corruption of abufing times,

Unto a Lineal true derived couife;

Mayor. Do good my Lord, your Citizens entreat you-

Buc. Refufe not mighty Lord, this proffer'd love.

Cates. O make them joyfull, grant their lawfull fuit.

Rich. Alas, why would you heap this Care on mc?
I am unfit forState, and Majcfty :

I do bcfecch you take it notamifle,

1 cannot, nor I will not yield to you.

Buc. If you refufe it, as in love and zeal.

Loth to depofe the Child your Brothers Son,

As well we know your tenderncfle of heart.

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe.

Which we have noted in you to your Kindred,

And equally indeed to all Eftatcs:

Yet know, where you accept our fuit, or no,

Your Brothers Son (hall never reign our King,

But we will plant fome other in the Throne,

To the difgrace and down-fall of your Houfe

:

And in this refolution here we leave you.

Come Citizens, we will entreat no more. Exeuxt.

Cates, Call him again, fwcct Prmce,accept their fuit:

If you deny them, all the Land will rue it.

Rich. Will you enforce mc to a world of Carts ?

Call them again, I am not made of Stones,

But penetrable to your kind entreaties.

Albeit againft my Confcience and my Soul.

Enter Butkjtigh^tM and the reJI.

Coufin Q^Biickingham^ and fage men.

Since yoi> will buckle fortune on my back.

To bear her burthen, whether, 1 will or no,

1 mull have patience to enduie the Load;

But if black Scandal, or four-fac'd Reproach,

Attend the fcquel! of your Impofition,

Your mcer enforcement ftiall acquitance mc
From all the impure blots and ftains thereof.

For God doth knoW,and you may partly fee.

How far I am from the dcfirc of this.

CMayor. God blcfle your Grace, wc fee it , and wil

fay It.

Rich. In faying fo, you fliall but fay tlic truth.

Bhc. Then I falutc you with this Royal Title,

Long live King Richard^ Englands worthy Kmg.
Jill. Amen.
Bttc. To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown'd?
Rich. Even when you plcafc, for you will have it fo.

Buc.To
I
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Buc. To morrw then wc will attend your Grace,

And fo moft joyfully wc take our leave.

Rich. Come, ktus to our holy Work again.

Farewell my Coufins, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt.

AUus Quarm. Seem Trima.

Enter the Qiuen, Anne Dnchef? of Ghucefter, the

Duchep of Ttrk^ and, Marqncfi of Dorfet.

Dnch. Terkj Who meets us here ?

My Niece TlantAgenet,

Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of Chpr ?

Now, for my Life, (he's wand ring to the Tower,

On pure hearts love, to greet the tender Prince.

Daughter, well met.

jitt. God give your Graces both a happy

And a joyfull time of day.

Qh. As much to you, good Sifter : whither away ?

jia. No farther then the Tower,and as I gueffc.

Upon the like devotion as your felves,

To gratulatc the gentle Princes there,

Qh. Kind Sifter thanks,wc*ll never enter all together :

Enter the LleHtenant.

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes.

Maftcr Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave.

How doth the Prince, and my young Son of r*)-^.'

Lieu. Right well, dear Madam: by your patience,

I may not fuffer you to vifitthcm.

The King hath ftriftly charg'd the contrary.

Qh. The King ? who's that ?

Lieu. I mean the Lord Proteftor.

Qh. The Lord proteft him from that Kingly Tide.

Hath he fct boundsbetween their love, and me?
I am their Mother, who ftiall bar me from them ?

Duch. Torkj I am their Fathers Mother , I will fee

them.

An. Their Aunt I am in Law, in love their Mother

:

Then bring mc to their fights, Tie bear thy blame,

And take thy Office from thee, on my perill.

Lieu. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it fo

:

I am bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me.

8xlt Lieutenant.

Enter Stanley,

StAn. Let mc but meet you Ladies one hour hence,

And rie falutc your Grace o£Tork^z% Mother,
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens,
Come Madam, you muft ftraight to tv^minfier^
There to be crowned Richards Royal Queen.

Qh. Ah, cut my Lace afundcr.

That my pent heart may have fome fcope to beat.

Or elfe I fwoon with this dead-killing news.
An. Defpightfull tidings, O unplcafing news,

Dorf. Be of good chear : Mother , how fares your

Grace ?

Qh. O Dorfety fpeak not to me, get thee gone,
Deatli and Dcftru6lion dogs ihee at thy heels.

Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children.

If thou wilt out-ftrip Death, go croffe the Seas,

And live with Richmond^ifom the reach cf Hell.

Go hye thee, hye thee from this flaughtcr-houfe.

Left thou encrcafe the number of the dead,

And make me die the thrall oiMargarets Curfe,

Nor Mother, Wife, nor Englands counted Queen.

Stan. Full of wife care, is this your counfcil, Mada4n

:

Take all the fwift advantage of the hours

:

You fliall have Letters from mc to my Son,

In your behalf, to meet you on the way

:

Be not ta'ne tardy by unwjfe delay.

Due. Tor. O ill difpcrfing Wind of Mifery,

O my accurfcd Womb, the Bed ofDeath

:

A Cockatrice haft chouhatch'd to the World,

Whofc unavoidcd Eye is murtherousL

Stan. Come, Madam, come, I in all haft was fent.

An. And I with all unwiliingnefle willgo.

would toGod, that the inclufive Verge

Of Golden MettaJ, that muft round my Brow,

Were red hoc Steel, to fear me to the Brains,

Anointed let me be with deadly Venome,
And die ere men fay, God fave the Queen.

Qh. Go, go, poor foul, I envy not thy glory,

To feed my humor, wifli thy felf no harmc.

An. No : why ? When he that is my Husband now,

Came to me, as I fotlow'd Henrie's Gorfe,

When fcarce the bloud was well waftit from his hands.

Which iffued from my other Angel Husband,

And that dear Saint, which then I weeping foUow'd

:

O, when I fay, 1 look'd on Richards Face,

Thiswasmy Wifli: Be thou (quoth I) accurft,

For making me, fo young, fo old a Widow

:

And when thou wed'ft, let forrow haunt thy Bed

:

And be thy Wife, if any be fo mad,
More miferable, by the Life of thee.

Then thou haft made me, by my dear Lords death.

Loe, e're T can repeat diis Curfe again.

Within fo fmall a time, my Womans heart

Groffely grew captive to his honey words,

And prov'd the fubjcft of mine own Souls Curfe,

Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft

:

For never yet one hour in his Bed
Did I enjoy the golden dew of fleep,

But with his timerous Dreams was fttll awak'd.

Bcfides, he hates me for my Father ff^arwick^
,

And will (no doubt) (hortly be rid of me.

Qu. Poor hean adicu,I pitty thy complaining.

An, No more, then with my foulc I mourn for

yours.

Dorf. Farewell, thou wofull welcommcr ofglory.

%4nne. Adieu, poorfoule, that tak'ft thy leave of

it.

Due. Torkj Go to RichmonJ^to Dorfet^to Aone,,x.o the

J^««, and good fortune guide thee,

Go thou to Richard^ and good Angcb rend thee.

Go thou to Sanctuary , and good thoughts pofl'eflethee

1 to my Grave, where peace and reft lye with mc.

Eighty odde years of forrow have I fecn,

And each hours joy wrackt with a vN^ek of teen.

Qh. Stay, yet look back with me unro the Tower,
Pitty, you ancient Stones, thofe tender Babes,

Whom Envy hath immur'd within your Walls,

Rough Cradle for fuch little pretty ones„
Rude ragged Nurfe, old iulien Play-ftllow,

For tender Princes : ofe my Babies well

;

So foollfli Sorrows bids your Stones farc\\-ell.

Exeunt.

Sound.
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Scena Secmda,

Sound a Sonnet. Enter Richard in fomf, Bucking-

ham, Cateshj, %ftdifft. LoveI.

Rich. Scand all apart Coiifin of BuckJngham.

Buckj My gracious Soveraign.

Rich. Give me thy hand. Sonnd.

Thus high, by thy advice, and thy afTiftance,

Is King Richardhsted

:

Buc (liall wc wear thefe Glories for a day ?

Or Hull chey laft, and vve rcpyce in them ?

fiHC. Still live they, and forever let them laft.

%ch. Ah Bftck^tn^ham, r\ow lio ] p'ay the Touch,

To tiy if thou be cuiTcnc Gold mdeed :

Young Edtvard I'weSy rhink now what I \*oold fpeak,

Buc. Say on, my lovin*^ Lord.

Rich. Why Buckingham, I fay I would be King.

Buc Why fo you are, my thrice-renowned Loid.

R!ch. Ha ? am I King ? 'tis fo r but Edward lives.

£«r. True, Noble Prince.

Rich. O bitter confequence •

That Edrvard flill fhoiild live true noble Prince.

Coufm, thou waft not won: to be fo dull.

Shall I be plain .' 1 willi the Biftards dead,

And I would have ii fuddenly perform'd.

What fay'rt thou now? fpeak fuddenly, be brief.

Buck: Your Grace may do your pleafure.

R\ch. Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindneffc freezes :

Say, have I thy content, that they (hall die?

Bu. Give mefome little breath,foine paufe,dcar Lord,

Before I pt^fitively fpeak in this

:

I will refolve you herein piefently. Exit BMck..

Catet. The King is angry, fee he gnaws his Lip,

Rich. I will converfc with Iron-witted Fools,

And unrcfpe6^ive Boyes : none are for me.

That look into me with confiderate eyes.

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumfpeft.

Boy.

Tagt. My Lord.

Rich. Know'ft thou not any , whom corrupting Gold
Will temprx)nto a clofe exploit of Death ?

Page. I know a difcontemcd Gentleman,

Whole humble means match not his haughty fpirit

:

Gold were as good as twenty Orators,

And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing.

li^ch. What is his Name ?

Tage. His Name, my Lord, is Tlrretl,

%ich. ] partly know the man : go call hinn hirher

.

Boy. Exti

The deep revolving witty Buckingham^

Nomoic fliall bethcneiijhbour to mycounfells.

Hath he fo long held out with me untyr'd.

And Hops he now for breath ? Well, be itfo.

Euter Stanley.

How now, Lord Stanley^ what's the news ?

Stan, Know my lov ng Lord, the Marquefs Dorfet
As I hear, is fled to Richmnndy

In the parts where he abides

.

Rich. Come hither Catesbj, 'Umor it abroad.

That Anne my Wife is very grievous fick,
|

I will take order for her kecpmg clofe.

Inquire me out fome mean poor Gentleman,

Whom I will marry ftraight lo Clarence Daughter:

The Boy is foolifli, and I fear not him.

Look how thou dream'lt : 1 fay again, give out,

That .Anne, my Queen, is fick, and like to die.

About it, for it ftands me much upon

To flop all hopes, whofe Growth may damage me.

I muft be married to my Brothers Daughter,

Or elfe my Kmgdomc ftands on brittle GlalTc :

Murthcrher Brothers, and then many her,

Unceirain way of gain. But I am in

So far in blond, that fin will pluck on fin,

Tear-falling Piety dwells not in this Eye.

Enter TirreU.

Is thy thy Name Tlrreli}

Ttr. James Tirrell,3nd yourmoR obedient fubjefV.

Rich. Alt thou indeed ?

Tir. Prove ine, my gracious Lord.

Rich. Dar'ft rhou refolve to kill a friend of mine ?

Tir. PlcafeyouT

Buf I had rather kill two enemies.

Rich. Why then thou haft it : two deep enemies.

Foes to my Reft, and my fweet fleeps difturbers,

Ave they that I would have the deal upon :

Tlrretl, I mean thofe Baftards in the Tower.

Tir. Let me have open means to come to them.

And foon I'le rid you from the fear of them.

Rich. Thou fing'ft fweet Mufick :

Heark, come hither Tirrel,

Goby this token : rife, and lend thine Ear, iVhifftrs.

There is no more but fo: fay it is done,

i\nd I will love thee, and prefer thee for it.

Tir. I will dilpaich it ftraight. Exit.

Enter Buckingham.

Buck. My Lord, I have confider'd in my mind.

The latercqueft that you did found me in.

Rich. Well, let that red : Durfet is fled to Richmond.

B»c.*I hear cbe news, my Lord.

Rich, Stanley, he is your Wives Son : well , look un-

to it.

Buck_. My Lord, T claim the gift, my due by promife,

For which your Honour and your Faith is pawn'd.

rh'Farldome of Hereford, and the moveables,

Which you have promifcd I fhall poflcfs.

Rich. Stanley look to your Wife : if flic convey

Letters to Richmond, you fhall anfwer it.

Buc. What fayes your Highnefle to my juft requcft?

Rich. I do remember vk, Henry, the Sixth

Did prophcfie, that Richmond (hould be King,

When Richmond was a little peevUh Boy.

A King perhaps.

Btfc. May it pleafe you to refolveme in my fuit.

Rich. Thou troublert me, I am not in the vein. Exit.

Buc. And is it thus? repayes he myderpfcrvicc

With fuch contempt ? made I him King for this f

O let me think on Hafilngs, and begone
To Brecnock., while my fearfull Head is on. Exit.

Enter Tirrft_

Tir The tyrannous and bloudy Ac^ is done.

The moft arch deed of pittious maffacre

The
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That ever yet this Land was guilty of

:

Dlghron and Farrefl, whom I did fubom

To do this piec? of ruthfull Biitchery»

Albeit they wtrc ficflit Villains, bbudy DopJ,

Melted with tendcrncfTc, and miidecompaffion.

Wept like to Children, in their deaths fad Story,

Othus (quoth Dickon) lay the gentle Babes:

Thus, thus
(
quoth Forrefi) girdling one another

Within their Alahlafler innocent armcs:

Their lips were four red Rofeson a (talk.

And their Siiiiiiner Beauty kift each other.

A Book of Prayeis on their pillow lay,

Which one (quoth Forreft) almoft chang'd my mind

:

But oh the Devill, tlicre the Villain ftopt

:

When Itightan thus told on, we fiiiothercd

The moft leplcnifVied fwect work of nature,

That from the prime Creation ere fhe framed.

Hence both are gone with Confcicnce and Remorfe,

They could not Ipeak, and fo I left them both,

To bear thefc tydings to the bloudy King.

Enter Richard.

And here he comes. All health iny Soveraign Lord.

Rich. Kind Tirrd^ivn I happy in the News.

Tir. If to have done the thing you gave in charge,

fteget your happincflc, be happy then,

For ft is done.

%lch. But did'ft thou fee them dead ?

Tir. 1 did my Lord.

Rich. And buried, gentle TiVrf/?

Tir. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried thetn, -

But where (to fay the truth) I do not know.

Rich. Come to me Tirrel foon , and after Supper,

When thou there rtialt tell the procelTc of cheir death.

Mean time, but thmk how I may do thee good.

And be inheritor of thy defirc.

Farewell till then.

Tir. I humbly take leave.

Rich. The Son of CUrtnce have T pent up clofe,

His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage.

The Sons of EdtVArd fleep in jlbrahums bofome,

And jlnnc my wife hath bid this world good night.

Now for I know the Brittain Richmond iims
At young Eliz^aicth my Brothers daughter,

And by that knot looks proudly on the CroviD,

To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter Ratclife.

Rat. My Lord.

T^ch. Good or bad news , that thou com'ft in fo

bluntly ?

Rat. Bad news my LotdyMonrt^n is fled to Riehmtnd,
And BMckjngham backt with the hardy Welfhmen
Is in the field, and ftill his power encreafeth.

Rich. El^ with Richmond troubles me more near,

Then Bnckjugham and his rafVi levied Strength.

Come, I have Icarn'd.that fearful! commenting
M leaden fervitor to dull delay.

Delay leads impotent and SnaiUpac'd Beggery :

Then fiery expedition he my wing,

Joves Mercury, and Herald for a King:
Go mufter men : My counfell is my Shield,

Wc mult be brief, when Traitors brave the Field.

Exemitt.

Scena Tenia.

Enter Old Q^eSM Margaret.

Mar. So now profperity begins to melbw,

And drop into die rotten mouth of death:

Here in thefe Confines flily have I lurkt,

To watch the warning of mine enemies.

A dire indu(5l'on, am I witnefTc to.

And will to fr4«fr, hoping the confequence

Will prove as bitter, black, and Tragicall.

Withdraw thcc wretched Mar^artt^ who comes here ?

Enter Dntchtfe and Quein.

Qu. Ah my poor Princes • ah my tender Babes i

My unblown Flowers, new appearing fwcets;

If yet your gentle fouls flye m the Aire,

And be not fixt in doom perpetual,

Hover about me with your airy wing?, ,

And hear your mothers Lamentation.

Mar. Hover about her, fay that right for right

Hath dim'd your Infant morn, to Aged night.

Dnt. So many miferies have crai'd my voyce,

That my woe-weaned tongue is fiill and mute.

Edward P/antagenety why art thou dead f

Mar. PUntagenet doth quit Plantagenet^

Edward for Edward, paycs a dying debt.

Qh. Wilt thou, O God flye from fuch gentle Lambs,
And throw them in the intrails of ihe Wolf?
Why didft thou (Icep, when fuch a deed was done ?

Mar. When holy Henry died, and my fweet Son
Dnt. Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal living ghoft.

Woes Scene, Worlds ihame. Graves due, by lifeufurpt,

Biief abAradl and record of tedious dayes,

Refl thy unreft on Englands lawful! earth.

Unlawfully made drunk with innocent bloutf.

Qu. Ah that thou would'ft as foon afford a Grare,
As thou canfl yield amelancholly feat:

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here.

Ah who hath any caufe to mourn but we .*

Mar. If ancient forrowbe moft reverent,

Give mine the benefit of figneury.

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand
Ifforrowcan admit Society.

I had an Edward, till a Richard\i\\Vd\\m'.

I had a Husband, till a R'ichardWWd hiin:

Thou had'ft an Edward., till a Richard kill'd hioi

:

Thou had'ft a ^iVA^r^, till a Richard kill'd him.

Dt$t. I had a Richard too, and thou did'ft kill him
;

I had a Rutland too, thou holp'fl to kill him.

Mir. Thou had'ft a Clarence looj

AfKl Richard kill'd him.

From fotth the keortel of thy womb hath crept

A Hell.hound that doth hunt us all lo death :

That Dog, that had his teeth before his eyes,

To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle bloud :

That fouldefacet of Gods handy woik :

That rtigrji in gaulcd eyes of weeping fouls

:

That excellent grand Tyrant of the canh.
Thy womb let loofe to chafe us to our gra res.

O upright, juft, and true difpofing God,
How do I thank thee, that thiscariul Gir___^ PreyesJ
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Preys on the ilfue of his mo:hers body,

And makes her Pue-fellow with others mo*je.

Dnt. Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my woes

:

God wimffTc with me, 1 have wept for thine.

Mar. Bear with me : I am hungry for revenge,

And now 1 cloy me with beholding it.

Thy Ef/jp^rr/ hcisdead, that kill'd my EdrtArd.

The other Edward dead, to quit my Edwxrd :

Young Tork^, he is but boot, bccaufe both they

Match'd not the high perfection of my lofie.

Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftab'd my SdwSrdy

And the beholders of this frantick play,

Th'adukcrate Hajl'mgs^ Rivers, l^aitghaH^Crayy

Untimely fmother'd m their dusky Graves.

%ichard yet livss, Hells black Intelligencer,

Onely referv'd their Fa(5lor, to buy fouls.

And (end then hither : But at hand, at hand

Infucs his pitteous and unpittied end.

Earth g?pes, Hell burns.Fiends roar, Saints pray,

To have himfuddcnly convcy'd from hence:

Canccll his bond of life, dear God, I piavi

That 1 may live and fay. The Dog is dead.

jQu. O thou did'ft prophefie, the time would come.

That 1 ftiould wi/h for thee to help me curfe

That bottel'd Spider, that foul buncb-back'd Toad.

Mar. I call'd thee then, vain flourirti of my fortune

:

I call'd thee then, poor SVadow, painted Q^ueen,

The reprefentation of but what I was

;

The flattering Index of a direfull Pageant,

One heav'd a high, to be horl'd down below

:

A mother oncly mockt With two fair Babes

;

A dream of what thou waft, a garifh Flag

To be the aim of every dangerous Shot

;

A fign oF Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble

:

A Queen it\ leaft, only to fill the Scene.

Where is thy Husbandnow ? Where be thy Brothers .?

Where be thy two Sons ? Wherein doft thou Joy ?

Who lues, and kneels, and faies, Godfave the QuecH ?

Where be the bending Peers that flattered thcc ?

Where be the thronging Troops that followed thee f

Decline all this, and fee now what thou art.

For happy Wife, a moft diftrcffed Widow:
For joy full Mother, one that wailsthe name t

For one being fued to, one that humbly fues

:

For Queen a very CaytifEc, crown'd with care

:

For rhe that fcorn'd at me, now fcorn'd ofme:
For /he being feared of all, now fcaririg one

:

Forflie commanding all, obey'd of none.

Thus hath the courfc of Jufticc whirled abou:.

And Icftheebut a vefy prey to time.

Having no more but Thought ofwhat thou waft.

To torture thee the more, being what thou art.

Thou didft ufiu p my place, and doft thou not

Ufurp the juft' proportion of my Sorrow ?

Now thy proud Neck, bears halfmy burrhcn'd yoak,

From which, even here I flip my weai ied head.

And leave the burtlicn of it all, on thee.

Farewell 7"*r/^/ wife, and Queen of fad mifchance,

Thefe Englifti woes, ftiail make me fmile in Trance.

Qu. O thou well skill'd in Cutfes, ftdy a while,

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies.

Mar. Forbear to fleep the night, and faft the day

:

Compare dead happinelVe, with living woe

;

ThinK that thy Babes were fweeter then they were,

And be that flew cheiri fouler then he is

:

Bctt'ring thy loffc, makes the bad caufer worfe,

Revolving this, will teach thee how to Curfe.

Qh. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine.

Mar. Thy woes will make them ftiarp.

And pierce like mine. €xlt Margaret.

Dht. Why fliould calamity be full ofwords ?

Qh. Windy Atturnics to their Clients Woes,

Aicry fucceedersof inteftine joyes,

Poor breathing Orators of miferics.

Let them have fcope, though what they will impart,

Help nothing elfc, yet do they eafe the heart.

Dut. If fo then, be not Tongue-ty'd : go with me,

And in the breath of bitter words, let's fmothcr

My damhed Son, that thy two fweet Sons fmother'd.

The Trumpet founds, be copious in exclaims.

Enter King Richard, and his Train.

Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition ?

Dut. O ftie, that might have iutercepted thee

By ftrangiing thee in her accnrfcd womb.
From all the flaughrers ( Wretch ) that thou haft done.

Qh. Hid'ft thou that Fprhead with a Golden Crown
Whcre't fhould be branded, if that right were right ?

The flaughter of the Prince that ow'd that Crown,
And the dyre death of my poor Sons and Brothers.

Tell me,thou Villain-flave, where are my Children ?

Dut. Thou Toad, thou Toad,

Where is thy Brother Clarence ?

And little Ned Plantagenet his Son ?

Qtt, Where is the gentle Rivers, F'aughan, Gray}

Dut. Where is kind Hafllngs ?

Rich. A floutifh Trumpets, (trike Alarum Drums:
Let not the Heavens hear thefe Tell-tale women.
Rail on the Lords Annointcd. Strike I fay.

Tlonrlfh JiUrums.

Either be patient, and intreat me fair,

Or with the clamorous reports of War,
Thus will I drown your exclamations.

Dut. Art thou my Son ?

%lch. I, I thank God, my Father, and your fclf.

Dut. Then patiently hear my impatience.

T^VA. Madam, I have a touch of your cdndicion,

That cannot brook the accent of reproof.

2)«f. O let me fpcak.

Rich. Do then, but Tie not hear.

Dut. I will be mild, and gentle in my words.

Rich. And brief ?good Mother) for I am in haft.

Dut. Art thou fo hafty ? I have ftaidfot thee

(God knows) in torment and in agony.

Rich. And came I not at laft to comfort you ?

DHt. No by the holy Rood,thow know'ft it well,

Thou cam'ft on earth, to make the earth my Hell.

A grievous burthen was thy Birth to me.
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy.

Thy School-daycs frightfull, defp'rate, \«ild, and furious,

Thy prime ofMan-hood, daring, bold, and vencurous

:

Thy Age confimi'd, proud, fubtle, flyc, and bloudy,

More mild, but yet more harmfull, Kind in hatred

:

What comfortable hour canft thou name.
That ever grac'd me with thy company .?

Rich. VmU noncybixt Humfrey Horver^

That call'd yourGrace

To breakfaft once, forth of my Company.
If I be fo difgracidus in your eye.

Let me march on, and not offend you Madam.
Strike up the Drum.

Dnt. I prcthec hear me fpeak.

'Kl'^h.
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Rich. You fpcak too bicccrly.

But. Hear me a word

:

For I Jliall never Ipeak to thee again.

Rich. So.

"DHt. Either thou wilt die by Gods j'uft ordinance

Ere from chis wairc thou turn a Conqueror

:

Or I with griefand cxtreame age Hiall periili

,

And never more behold thy face again.

Therefore take with thee my moft grievous Oirfe,

Which in ciic day of Battell tyre tiicc more

Then all the compleat Armour that thou wear'ft.

My Prayers on the ad verfe Party fi'^ht,

And there the lutlefoulcs of €dwards Children,

Whifper the Spirits of thine Enemies,

And promife them SuccciTe and Victory

:

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end

:

Shame ferves thy life,and doth thy death attend. Exit

Quee. Thout;h far more caufc, ycc much lefs fpirit to

Abides in me, 1 lay Amen to her. (curfc

Rich. Stay, Madam, I muft talk a wotd with you.

Quee, I have no more Sons of the Royall blood

For thee to flaughter. For my Daughters (^/VA^irrf)

rhey fliall be praying Nunncs, not weeping Queens

:

And therefore levell not to hit their lives.
_

"Bjch. You have a Daughter call'd ElMbeth^

Virtuous and Fair, Royall and Gracious.

Quee. And muft flie dye for this ? O let her live,

And i'lc corrupt her Manners, (lain her Beauty,

Slander my felf, as falfe to Edwards bed :

Throw over her the vaile of infamy,

oflic may live unfcarr'd of bleeding flauohter,

I will confeflc (he was not Edtvardt Daugntcr.

Rich. Wrono not her Birth, fhc is a Royall PiinccfTc,

Quee. To faVe her life, Tie fay fhe is not fo.

Rich. Her life is fafcft onely in her Birth.

Quee. And onely in that (afety di'd her Brothers.

Rich. Loe, at their Birth good (larres were oppoiite.

Quee. No, to their lives ill friends were contrary.

Rich, All unavoided is the doom of Defltny.

Q^ee. True : when avoided Grace makes Dcftiny.

My Babes were dcftin'd to a fairer death.

If Grace had ble(l thee with a fairer life.

"R^ch. Ycu fpeak as if that 1 had (lain my Cou(in$ ?

Quee. Coiifins indeed, and by their Unckle cozcn'd,

OtXomfort, Kingdomc, Kindred, Freedom, Life,

Whofe hands foevcr lanch'd their tender hearts.

Thy head (all indiredlly) gave dirciflion.

Nodouht the murd'ious Knife was dull and blunt.

Till it was vMhctted on thy (tone- hard heart ,•

To rcvell in the tntrailesof my Lambs.

Rut that Hill ufe of grief, makes wildc grief tame,

My tongue Hiould to thy cares not name my Boyes,

Till that my Nailes were anchor'd in thine eyes

:

And 1 in I'uch a defp'rate Bay of death.

Like a poor Bark, of failes nnd tackling reft

,

Rulh all to pieces on thy Rocky bofome.

Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprizc,

And dangerous fucccffe of bloody warres.

As I intend more good to you and youis.

Then ever you and ycursby me were harm'd.

Quee. What good is cover'd with the face of heaven,

To be difcovetcdjihat can do me good ?

^icA.Th'advancememofyour Children, gentle Lady.

Quee. Up to fomc Scaffold, there to lofc their heads.

Rich. Unto the dignity and height of fortune,

The highlmpenall Type of this earths glory.

I
Quee. Flatter my forrow with report of It:

Tell me, what (tare, what dignity , what honour

Canft thou dcvifc to any Childe of mine.

Rich, Even all I have ; I, and my felf and all,

Will I withall endow a Child of thine :

So in the Letlie of thy angry foule.

Thou drown the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs,

Which thou Uippofe(t I have done to thee.

Quee. Be brief,lea(t that the proccfTc of thy kindneffc

La(t longer telling then thy kindnefTe date.

Rich. Then know.

That from my Soulc 1 love thy Daughter,

Quee. My Daughters Mother thinks it with her Soule.

Rich. What doc you think ?

Qu. That thou doft love my Daughter from thy Soul,

So from thy Soules love didft tnoO love her Brothers,

And from thy hearts love, I do thank thee for it.

Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning :

I mean that with my foule I love thy Daughter,

And doe intend to make her Q^icen of Enjr^Lnd.

Qu. Well then,who dolt thou mean (hall be her King.
Rich. Even he that makes her Qyecn.

Wiio clfe fliould be ?

Quee. What, thou?

Rich. Even fo : how think you of it f

Quee. How canft thou wooc her ?

Rich. That I would learn of you.

As one being beft acquainted with her humour.
Quee. And wilt thou leavn of mc ?

Rich. Madam, withall my heart.

Q^ee. Send to her by the man that flew her Brothers,
A pair of blecdino hearts : thereon engrave
Edrvard and Terkj, then haply will (he weep :

Therefore prcfent to her, as fometimc Margaret
Did to thy Father, (teept in Rutlands blood,

A Hand»kerchif¥e, which fay to her did drain
The purple fappe from her fwect Brothers body.
And bid her vvipe her weeping eyes withall.

Ifthis inducement move her not to love,

Send her a Letter ofthy Noble deeds :

Tell her, thou mad'(tavvay her Unckle Clarence^

Her Unckle Rivers ; I, (and for her fake)

Mad'ft quick conveyance with her good Aunt Anne,
Rich. You mock me, Madam, this is not the way

To win your Daughter.

Qtiee, There is no other way,

Unle(re thoucouid'ft put on fome other fhape,

And not be Richard, that hath done all this.

Rich. Say that! did all this for lore of Iier.

Qn^i^ then indeed fhe cannot ciioofe but hate thee,

Having bought love with fuch a bloody fpoyle.

Rich. Look what is done, cannot be now amended .-

Men (hall deale unadvifcdiy fometimes.

Which after-houresgivesleifuie to repent.

If I did take the Kingdome from your Sons,

To make amends, rie give it to your Daughter:

If I have kill'dtheilfucofyour wombe.

To quicken yourcncrcafe, I will beget

Mine iffue of your blood, upon your Daughter ;

A Giandanisn.imc is little Idle in love

,

Then i< the doting Title of a Mother

;

They arc as Children but one ftep below.

Even of your mettle, of yoiu vciy blood ;

Of all one pain, fave for a night of gioans

Endur'd of hev, for whom you bid like forro*.

Your Children were veution to your youth,

Yy But]
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But mine fliall be a comfo;: to your Age ,

The loffe you have, is but a Son being King,

And by that loife, your Daughter is made Queen.

I cannot make you what amends I would.

Therefore accept fuch kindneffe as I can,

'Darfety oui: Son, that with a fearful! foule.

Leads difcontentcd Heps in forrcign foyie,

This fair Alliance, quickly fliall call home

To high Promotions, and great Dignity.

The King that calls your beaucious Daughter Wife,

Familiarly fliall call thy Dorfet Brother :

Again rtiall you be Mother to a King:

And all the Ruincs of di/heflefuU times,

Repair'd with double riches of Content.

What ? we have many goodly dayes to fee :

The liquid drops of teares that you have fhed,

Shall come again, iransfotm'd to Orient Pcarle ,

Advantaging their Love, with incerell

Often-times double gain of happineffe.

Go then (my Mother) to tliy Daughter, go,

Make bold her baflifuU ycares, with your experience,

Prepare her eaves to hear a Wooers tale.

Put in her tender heart, th'afpiiing flame

Of golden Soveiaignty : Acquaint the Princeffc

Witli the fweet filent houres of Marriage joyes

;

And when this Arme of mine hath chalUfcd

The petty Rebel, doll-brain'd BttckJHghumy

Bound with triumphant Garlands will I come,

And lead thy Daughter to a Conquerors bed

:

To whom I will retaile my Conqueft won.

And fhe ftiall be fole Viftoreflc, Cafars C^far.

Quee, What were I beft to fay, her Fathers Brother

Would be her Lord ? or flialll fay her Unclcic?

Or he that flew her Brothers ? and her llnckles ?

Under what Title fhall I wooefor thee,

That God, the Law, my Honour, and her Love,

Can makefeem pleafing to her tender yeares ?

T^ch. Inferre fair Englands peace by this Alliance.

Qh. which fire fliall purcliafc with ftill lafting warre.

Rich. Tell her, tlie King that may command, intreats,

Qu. That' at her iiands,which the Kings King forbids.

Rich. Say flie iTiall he a liigh and mighty Queene.

Q}t. To vaile the Title, as her Mother doth.

Rich. Say I will love her evetlaHingly.

Qh. But how long, fhall that title ever laft ?

'Rich. Sweetly in force,unto her fair lives end.

Qu. But how long fairly (Kail Irer f-wect life laft ?

Rich. As long as Heaven and Nature lengthens it.

Qh. As long as hell and %lch»rd likes of it.

Rich. Say,l her Soveraign, am her Subjedl low.

Q». But file your Subjeft loathes fuch Soycraignty.

Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her.

Q^. An honcft talc fpeeds beft, being plainly told.

Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale.

Qh. Plainandnqthoneft, istooharftiaftyle.

'Rich. Youv Reafons are too (hallow, and too quick.

Qm. O no, my Reafons are too deep and dead.

Too deep and dead (poor Infants) in their graves,

Harp on it flill iTiall I, till hcart-ftrings break.

Rich. Harp not on that firing. Madam, that is paft.

Now by my George, my Garter, and my Ciown.
Qu. Profan'd,di(l>onour'd, and the third ufurpt.

Rich. I fwear.

Qu. By nothing, for this is no Oath:
Xhy George profan'd, hath ioH his Lordly honour

;

Thy Garter bleniifh'd,pawn'd his Kingly Virtue
;

Thy Crown ufurpt, difgrac'd his Kingly CJory :

If fomething thou would'ft fwear to be believ'd,

Swear then by fomething that ihou hatt not wrong'd.

Rich. Then by my felf.

Qu. Thy felf, is felf-misus'd.

Rich. Now by the World.

Qu. 'Tis full ofthy foule wrongs.

Rtch. My Fatheis death.

Qu. Thy life hath it difhonour'd,

fiiVA, Why theni by Heaven.

Qu. Heavens wrong is moft of all

:

Ifthou didft fear to break an Oath with him.

The unity the King my Husband made.

Thou hadft not broken, nor my Brothers di'd.

If thou hadll fear'd to break an Oath by him,
Th'Imperiali Mettall,circling now thy head,

Had grac'd the tender Temples of my Child,

And both the Princes had been breathing here,

Which now two tender Bed-fellows for duft.

Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes.
What canft thou fwear by now ?

'Rjch. The lime to come.

Qu. That thou haft wronged in the time o*rc-paft

:

Fori my felf have many teares to wafh
Hereafter time, for time paft wrong'd by thee.

The Children live, whofc Fatheis thou haft flaughter'd,

Ungovern'd youth, to waile it with their a^e :

The Parents live, whofc Children thou haft butcher'd,

Old barren Plants, to waile it with their age.

Swear not by time to come, for that thou haft

Mifus'd ere us'd, by times ilUus'd rcpaft.

Rich. Asl intend to profper, and repent

:

So thrive I in my dangerous Affaires

Of hoftilc Armes : My felf, my felfconfound

:

Heaven, and Fortune barre me happy houres

:

Day, yield me not thy light ? nor Night, thy reft.

Be oppofite all Planets ofgood luck

To my proceeding, if with dear hearts love.

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,

I tender not thy bcautious Princely Daughter.

In her confifts my happinefle and thine .-'

Without her follows to my felf and thee.

Her felf, the Land, and many a ChriHian foule.

Death, Defolation, Ruine,and Decay

:

It cannot be avoided, but by this

:

It will not be avoided, but by this.

Therefore dear Mother (I muft call you fo)

Be the Atturney of my love to her

:

Plead what I will be, not what I have been ;

Not my deferts,but what I will defervc :

Urge the necelTity and ftate of times.

And be not peevii'h found in great Dcfigns.

Qu. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus >

Rich. I, if the Devil tempt you to doc good.

Qu. Shall I forget my felf to be my felf ?

Rich. I, if your fclfs remembrance wrong yoiir felf.

Quee. Yet thou didft kill my Children.

Rich. But in your Daughters womb I bury them.
Where in that Ncft of Spicery they will breed
Sclvcsof themfcivts, royour rccomforture.

Qu. Shall I go win my Daughter to thy will >

Rich. And be a happy Mother by the deed.
Qu. \°0y write to mc very fhortly.

And you (hall undei ftand from mc her mind. Exit Qu.
Rich. Bear her iiiy true loves ki(re, and fo farewell.

Relenting Foolc,and ftiallovv- changing Wonwn.
How
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How now, what newes ?

Enter Ratcfi'fe.

Rat. Moft mighty Soveraign, on iheWcftcmCoaft

rideth a puiffant Navy : to our Shores

Thron" many doubtfull hollow-hearted friends,

Unarm'djandunrefolv'd to licatthcm back,

'Tis thought, that %lchmoni is their Admirall :

And there they hulJ, expelling but the aid

oiBuckJn^harft, to welcome them afliorc

,

Ric.Somc light-foot fnrnd port to the Duke of T^cr-

Ratcilffiihy fcif, or Cateshjr, where ij he ? (/"^k^

C at. Here, my good Lord.

Rich. Catesby^ nye to the Duke.

Cat. I will, my Lord, with all convenient ha fie,

Rich. C<*tesij^comc hither, poft to Sa/isiurj.

When thou com'ft thither : Dull unmindful! Villain.

Why flay'{t thou here, and go'H not to the Duke ?

Cat. Firft,mig.hty Liege,tell me your highnclsplcafurc,

What from your Grace I rtiall deliver to him.

Rich. O true, good Catesby, bid him levy ftraighc

The greateft ftrengthand power that he can make,

And meet me fuddenly at Satishury.

Cat. I go. Exit.

Rat. What, may itpleafe you, fliail I doe nSalh-
btiry.

Rich. Why, what would'ft thou doc there before I

go?
Rat. Your Highneflc told me I Chould poftc before.

^rA. My mindc is chang'd :

Enter Lord Stanley.

Stanley^ what ncwes with you .'

Sta, None,good my Licgc,to pUafc you with the hear-

Nor none fo bad, but well may be reported. (ing.

Rich, Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad :

Wliat nccd'ft thou run fo many miles about,

When thou may'/t tell thy tale thcneareft way f

Once more, what newcs ?

Stan. %ichm9»d is on the Seas.

Rich. There let him (ink, and be the Seas on him

,

Wbite-liver'd Run-a-gate, what doth he there ?

Stan. I know not, mighty Soveraign, but by gueffe.

Rich. Well, as you gueffe.

Stan. Stirr'd up by DorfctyBuckjn^hamyUnd Morten.

He makes for England^ here to claim the Crown,
Rich. Is the Chayrc empty ? is the Sword unfway'd ?

Is the King dead ? tlieEmpne unpoffeft >

What heir of Ttrk^M there alive, but we ?

And who is EngUnis King, but great Torkis heir }

Then teil me, w4\at makes he upon the Seas ?

Stan. Unlcffe fox tliat, my Liege, I cannot gueffe.

Rich. Unlcffe for that he comes to be yout Liege,

Youcannot guelfe wherefore ihtfVelch-tiMn comes.

Thou wilt revoIt,and flye to him, I fear,

Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore niiftiuft rac not.

Rich. Where is thy power then to beat him back >

Where be thy Tenants, and thy followers ?

Are they not now upon the Weftern (liore,

Safc-condu(Sling the Rebels from their Ships?
Stanley. No, my good Lord, my friends are intbe

North.

%ich. Cold friends to me : wlat do they in the North,
When they fliould fcrvc their Soveraign in the Weft }

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty King)

Pleafeth your Majefty to give me leave

,

rie mufteropmy friends, and meet your Grace,

Where, anrl what time your Majefty fliall pleafe.

Rich, Ijthoii wouId'U begonc,to joyn with ^»Vifo»o»(<:

But rie not trult thee.

Stan. Moft mighty Soveraign ,

You have no caufc to hold my fviendfliip doubtfull,

I never was, nor never will be falfe.

Rich. Go then, and muftcrmen : bat leave behind

Your Son George Stanley : look your heart be firm.

Or elfe his heads affiirancc is but frailc,

Stan. So deale with him as I prove true to you.

Exit Stanley.

Suttr a Mejfenger.

Me^. My gracious Soveraign, now in Dev»H-(\A\xty

As I by friends am well advertifed.

Sir Edward Courtney^ and the haughty Prelate,

Bifhopof £;f«<rr, his elder Brother,

With many more Confederates are in Armes.

Enter another LMejfengtr.

Affjf. In Kent^my Liege, the Guilferds are in Armes,

And every hour mere Competitors .

Flock to the Rebels, and their power growes ftrong.

Enter another Mejfenger,

Mejf. My Lord, the Army of great Buckjngham.

Rich. Out on ye, Owles, nothing but Songs of Death.

HeJIriifjth him.

There, take thoU that, till thou bring better ncwcs,

Melf. The ncwcs I have to tell your Majefty,

Is, that by fuddcn Floods, and fall of Watcis,

Buckingham's Army is difpers'd and fcatter'd.

And hehimfelfwandred away alone.

No man knows whether.

Rich. I cry thee mercy ;

There is my Purfc, to cure that blow of thine.

Hath any welladvifed friend proclaim'd

Reward to him that brings thcTiaytorin ?

Mejf. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord.

Enter another Alejfenger.

Meff", Sit Thomas Lovell^^nA Lord Mnrqucffe Dcrfet^

'Tis faid, my Liege, in 7*or;^-fhirc are in Armes:

But this good comfort bring I to your Highncffe,

The Britain Navy is difpeis'd by Teinpeft. i

Richmond in Dor/Vr-fhire fent out a Boat
|

Unto the niore,to askcthofc on the Banks,

If they were his Affiliants, y ca, or,no .'

Who anfwer'd him, they came from Bnc^jngham,

Upon his party : he miftrufting them

,

Hoys'd failc, and made his coutfe again for Britain.

Rich. March on, march on, fincc wc are up in Armes,

If not to fight with Forrcign Enemies
,

Yet to beat down thefe Rebels here at home.

Eater Cateshy.

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken ,

That is the bcft newcj,that the Earl o( Richmtni

Yy 2 1$
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Is with a mighty power Landed at Milford^

Is colder newcs, but yet chcy muft be toJd.

%ich. Away towards 5«»///^«r; wliile wc rcafon here,

A Royall Battell mtght be won and loft :

Someone take order Bnck^Kgham be brought

To Salisl>nrjt^ the reft inaich on with me. Exennt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Derby^ and Sir ChriJ}»pher.

Der. Sir Chri^apher, tell Richmond this from me,
Tliat in (he ftye of the moft deodly Boar,

My Son Georpe Stanley is trankt tip in hold :

If I levolc, oft goes youn^ ^eorge'i head.

The fear of that holds off my prefent aide.

So get thee gone : commend me to thy Lord,
VVichall fay, that the Q;ieen hath heartily confcnced
He ftioiild efpoufe EHf^aheth her Daughter,
But tell me, where js Princely Richmond now ?

Chri. At Penbreok,, or at Hertford Weft in fVdUs.

Der. What men of Name rcfort to him.
chri. Sir iVatter Herbert, a renowned Souldier,

Sir Gi/her: T/t/iot, Sir ivilliitm Stanley,

Oxford, redoubted Penh'rook., Sir James Blnnt^
And Rice ap Thomas^ with a valiant Crew,
And many other of great name and worth :

And towards London do they bend their power,
If by the way they be not fought withall.

Der. Well hyc thee to thy Lord : I kiffe hiJ hand.
My Letter will refolvc him of my mind.
Farewell. ExtffHt.

dJ&uf Quintm. Scena Trima,

Sntir Bnckingham with Halhrdi,/edto
ExecHtion.

Buc. Will not King Richard let me fpcak with him ?
Sher. No, my good Lord, therefore be patient.
But. Huflings^znA Edwards Childrcn,(7r«»& Rhers

Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son Edwardy
t^aHghan^wd all that hayc mifcarried
By under-hand corrupted foul injuftice,

If that your moody difcontented foulcs

,

Do through the Clouds behold this prefent hour,
Even for revenge mock my deftruftion.

This is AIUSohUs Day (Fellow) is it not ?
Sher. It is.

^
,

B«f.Why then tAU 5««/« Day.is my bodies dooms-
This IS the Day, which in King Edwards time (day.
I wiftit might 'fall on me, when I was found
Falfe to his Children, and his Wives Allies.
This is the day, wherein I wifTit to fall

By the falfe Faith of hira whom moli I truftcd.
This,this All-foHles Day to my fcarfull Soule,

'

Is the dctermin'd refpite of my wrono$ :

That high All-feer, which I dallied with.

Hath turn'd my feigned Prayer on my head
,

And given in earneft, what I bcgg'd in jcft.

Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked men
To turn theirown points in their Maftets bofoir.es.

'X\\\xi Margarets curfc falls heavy on my neck:

When he (quoth /he) will fplit thy heart with fortow,

Remember Margaret was a ProphetefTe :

Come lead me Officers to the Block of Oiame,

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame.

Exeunt Buckjng-ham with Oncers

Scena Secunda,

Enter Richmond^ Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and
ethers, with Drum aitd Cohnrs.

^icAw.Fellows in Armes,and my moH loving Friends,
Bruis'd underneath the yoake of Tyranny,
Thus farrc into the bowels of the Land,
Have we marcht on without impediment

;

And here receive we from our Father Stanley
Lines offair comfort and encouiagernent

;

The wretched, bloody, and ufurping Boar,
(That fpoyl'd your Summcr-Fields, and Pruitfull Vines)
Swills your warm blood like warti, and makes his trough
In your embowell'd bofomes : This foulc Swint
h now even in the Center of this Iflc,

Near to the Town o( Leicejter, as we learn ;

From Tamworth thither, is but one dayes march.
In Gods name chccrely on, couragious Friends,
To reap the Harveft of perpctuall peace,
By this one bloody tryall of fharp Warre.
Oxf. Every mansConfcicnce is a thoufand men.

To fight againft this guilty Homicide.
Her. I doubt not but his Friends will turn to us,

Bhn. He hath no fi iend$,btit what are friends for fear.
Which in his dearcft need will flye from him.

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march,
True hope is fwift, and flyes with Swallows wings,
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings

Exeunt omnes.

Euter King Richard in j4rmes,with Norfolk^ Rateliffe,

and the Earl of Surrey.

Rrth. Here pitch our Tent, even here in Bofworth
My Lord of Surrey, why look you fo fad f (field

;

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter then my looks.
Rich. U<j Lord oi Norfolk^.
^or. Here, moft gracious Liege,

"Rich. Norfolli, \Nz m\i(\ hire ^nocVs

:

Ha, muft we not ?

Nor. We muft both oive and take my loving Lord.
Rich, Up with my Tent, here will 1 lie to night,

Rut where to morrow ? well, all's one for that.
Who hath defcried the number of the Traytors ?

Kor. Six or fcvcn thoufand is their utmoft power.
Rich. Why our Battalia ttcbble that account :

Befides, the Kings name is a Tower of lirength,
Which they upon the adverfe Fa(ftion want
Up with the Tent : Come Noble Gentlertien,
Let us furvey the vantage of the ground.
Call for fomc men of found diredion

:

Lets
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Sxeunf.
Lci's lack no Difciplinc,make no delay

,

For, Lords, to morrow is a bufie day.

Enter Richmond, Sir fvUllam Brandon^ 0.v-

fordy and Dotftt.

Richm. The weary Sun hath made a Golden fct

,

And by the bright Tiadl of his fiery Carre,

Gives token of a goodly day to morrow.

Sir fylUiam Bra/tdon, youdiall bear my Standard :

Give mc fome Ink and Paper in my Tent r

rie draw the Form and Modell of our Battcll,

Limit each Leadcpto his fevcrall Charge

,

And part in juft proportion our fmall Power.

My Lord of Oxford, you Sir fviiilam Brandon

y

And you Sir Pf^alter Herbert /tay with mc :

The Earl of Pemhrook. keeps his Regiment ;

Good Captain Blunty bear my good night to him

,

And by the fccond hour in the Morning,

Dcfitc the Earl to fee mc in my Tent :

Yet one thing more (good Captain) doc for me :

Where is Lord Stanley Qtiartcr'd, doe you know ?

Blunt. Unleflc I have miftanc his Colours much,

(Wiiich well I am aflur'd I hav« not done)

His Regiment lies half a Mile at leaft

South, from the mighty power of the King.

Rich. If without perill it be polTiblc,

Svveet B/««r,make fome good means tofpeak with him,

And give him from me, this mofl needful! Note.

Blmt. Vpon my felf, my Lord, I'le undertake it,

And fo God give you quiet reft to nighr.

Rich. Good night, good Captain Blunt :

Come GentleiDcn,

Let us confult upon to morrows Bufineffe ;

Into my Tent, the Dew is raw and cold.

Thej withdraw into the Tent.

Enter Rlchardy RatcUjfey Norfolkjy and Cated/.

Rich. What is'c a Clock?
Cat, It's Supper time, my Lord, it's nine a Clock.
Kin^. I will not fup tonight,

Give me fome Ink and Paper

:

What, is my Beaver eafier then it was >

And all my Armour laid into my Tent ?

Cat. It is, my Liege : and all things are in rcadineffe.

Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge,

Ufe carefull Watch, chufe crafty CentinelJs.

N'or. I go, my Lord.

Rich. Stir with the Larke to morrow, gentle Norfolk^.

N'or. I warrant you, my Lord. Exit.
Rich. 'R.Htclife.

%3t. My Lord,

Rich. Send out a Purfuivant at Armes
To Stanley's Regiment : bid him bring his power
Before Sun-rifing, leaft his Son George fall

Into the blind Cave of etcrnall night.

Fill mc a Bowie of Wine : give me a Watch

;

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow :

Look that my ftavesbe found,& not too heavy. Tt^tcUffe.
Rat. My Lotd.

Rich. Saw'ft the mclancholly Lord Northumberland ?

Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf.

Much about Cock fliut time, from Troop to Troop
Went through the Avmy, cheering up the Souldiers.

King. So, I am fatisfied : give mc a Bowie of Wine,
I have not that alacrity of Spirit,

Nor cheer of Mind, that I was wont to lave.

Set it down. Is Ink an Paper ready ?

Rat. It is my Lord,

Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me.

RatcUjfey about the mid of night come to my Tent

And help CO Arme. Leave mc I fay. Exit RatcHQe.

Enter Derby to Richmond in hit Tent,

Derb. Foitune and Victory fit on thy Hclme.

Richm. All comfort that the dark night can affoord,

Be to thy perfon, noble Father- in-law.

Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother?

Tier. I, by Attourney, bleffe thee from thy Mother,

Who praycs continually for Richmond's good :

So much for that. The filcnt hourcs ftcale on,

And flaky darkncffe breaks within the Eaft,

In brief, for fo the feafon bids us be.

Prepare thy Battcll early in the morning.

And put thy Fortune to th' Arbitremcnt

Of bloody ftroaks, and mortall ftaring Warrc

:

I,asl may, that which I would, I cannot,

With beft advantage will deceive the time,

And aide thee in this doubtfuU ftiock of Armes.

But on thy fide I may not be too forward

,

Leaft being feen, thy Brother, tender George^

Be executed in his Fathers fight.

Farewell ; the Icifure, and the fearfull time

Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love,

And ample enterchange of fweet Difcourfei

Which fo long fundred Friends Hiould dwell upon :

God giveuslcifurc for thcfe rites of Love.

Once more adieu, be valiant, and fpccd well.

Richm, Good Lords conduct him to his Regiment :

Tie ftrive with troubled noyfe,to take a Nap.

Leaft leaden flumbcr poize me down to morrow.

When I (Tiould mount with wings of Viftory :

Once more, good night kind Lordsand Gentlemen.

Exeunt. Manet "Richmond.

O thou, whofe Captain I account my fcIf,

Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye

:

Put in their hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath,

That they may crufh down wijh a heavy fall.

Til* ufurping Helmets of our Adveifaries j

Make us thy Miniftcrsof Chaftifcment,

That we may praife thee in thy Viftory :

To fee thee I doe commend my watchfull foule,

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes

:

Sleeping, and waking, oh defend mc ftill. Sleeps.

Enter the Ghoji of Prince Edward^ Son tt

Henry the Sixt.

Gh. to Ri, Let me fit heavy on thy foulc to morrow

:

Think how thoa ftabb'ft me in the prime of youth

AtTerv^sbury ; defpaire therefore; and die.

Ghofi to Richm. Be cheerful!, 'K^chmindt

For the wronoed foules

Of Butcher'd Princes, fight in thy behalf:

King Henrys ifllie, /fiV/)»»#»</ comforts thee.

Enter the GhoJ^ of Henry the fixt,

Ghojl. When I was rfiortall, my Annointed body
By thee was punched full of holes ;

Think on the Tower, and me: Defpaire, and die.

Henry tlie fixt, bids ihcc dtfpaire, and die.

To Richm. Virtuous and holy, be thou Contjueror:
Harry chat prophefied (hou fhould'ft be Kin",

Doth comfort thee m flecp : live, and flouiiln.

Y y J
Enter
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JEmerthe Ghofi of Clarence,

ChoH: Let mc fie heavy in thy foulc to morrow.

i that was wa(h'd to death in Fulfome Wine :

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death :

To morrow in the Batcell think on me,

And fall thy cdgelefle Sword, defpaire and dye.

To Richm. Thou ofF-fpring of the Houfe oiLanctjier,

The wronged heirfs of rork.d<x pray for thee,

Good Angels guard thy Battsll, live and flourirti.

Enter the Ghefis ofRivers, ^^"Jy '**'^ VaHghnn.

Riv. Let me fie heavy in thy foule to morrow

,

Riversythit di'd AiPomfrec : defpaire, and die.

Gre/. Think upon Grey, and let thy foule defpaire.

r^augh. Think upon J^augkan, and with guilty fear

Let fall thy Lance, defpair and die.

All to Richm. Awake.

And think our wrongs in 'Richard's Bofome,

Will conquer. Awake and vvin the day.

Enter the Chofi ofLord Hajiings,

Ghofi. Bloudyandgmlty: guilty awake.

And in a bloudy BattdJ end thy dayes.

Think on Lord Haftings ; defpair, and die.

Hafi. To Richm. Q^uet untroubled foul

,

Awake, awake:

Arm, fight, and<:onquer, fpr fair Englands fake

Enfer the Ghofis of the trvopung Princes.

Chofis. Dreaoionthy Qwfins
Smothered in the Tower

:

Let us be laid within thy bofome "Richard,

And weigh the down to i-uine, fliame, and death.

Thy Nephews foul bids thee defpair and die,

Ghofis to Richm. Skc^Richmond ^

Sleep in p^^ce, and wake in joy,

Good Angels guard thee from the Boares anaoy ,

Live, and beget a happy race of Kings.

Edward's unhappy Sons, doe bid thee flourifh

:

Efiter the Ghofi of Anne his ffife.

Ghofi. to Rich. Richard, thy Wife,

That wretched Anne thy Wife,

That never flepc a quiet hour with thee,

Now fills tby fleepwith perturbations.

To morrow in the BattcU think on me

,

And fall thy edgeleffe Sword, defpaire and dye.

Gho^ to Richm. Thou quiet foule

,

Sleep thou a quiet fleep

:

Dream of fuccefle, and happy viftory,

Thy Adverfaries Wife doth pray for thee.

Enter the (jhifl ofBuckingham.

Ghofi to Rich. The fiift was I

That help'd thee to the Crown :

The laft was I that felt thy Tyranny.

O, in the Battell think on Buckingham,

And dye in terror of thy guiltineffe.

Dream on, dream oni ofbloody deeds and death,

Fainting defpaire ; defpairing yield thy breath,

Ghofi to %lchm. I di'd for hope

Ere I could lend thee aide
;

But cheer thy heart, and be thou not difmay'd :

God, and good Angels fight on Richmond'sMe,
And Richard fall in height ofall hispride.

Richardfiarts out of his dreamt.

Rich. Give me another Horfe, bind.up my Wounds;
Have mercy Jf/a. Soft. I did butdreame.
O coward Confcience • how doft thou afflid me ?
The Lights bum blew. It is not dead midnight,

Cold fearfuil drops fiand on my trembling flcfh

:

What ? doe I fear my felf ? There's none elfe by,

Richardiovcs Richard, that is, I am I.

Is there a Murthcrer here ? No ; Yes>I am

:

Then flye ? what from my felf ? Great rcafon : vvhy ?

Left I revenge. What ? my felfupon my felf?

Alack, I love my felf. Wherefore ? For any good
That I my felf, have done upon my felf.?

no. Alafs,! rather hatemy felf,

For hatefull Deeds committed by my felf.

1 am a Villain : yet I Lye, I am not.

Fool, of thy felf fpeak well : Fool, do not flatter.

My Confcience hath a thoufund feverall Tongucsj
And every tongue brings in a feverall tale,

And every tale condemns me for a Villain ;

Perjury, in the high'ft Degree,

Murther, (tern murther, in the dyr'ft degree,

All feverall fins, all u$'d in each degree,

Throng all to th' Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty,

I rtiall defpair, there is no Creatures loves mc

;

And if I die, no foul fhall pitty me.
Nay, wherefore Ihould they ? hncc that I my felf,

Finde in my felf, no pitty to my felf.

Mc thought,the foules of all that I had murther'd
Came to my Tent, every one did threat

To morrows vengeance on the head of %ichard.

Enter Ratdife.

Xat. My Lord.

^i>^. Who's there ?

Rat. Ratclife my Lord,'tis I : the early Village Cock
Hath twice done falutation to the Morn,
Your friends are up, and buckle on their Amjour.

King. O Ratclife, I fear, I fear.

Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid offliadows.
King. By the ApoftleP/i«/, fliadows to night

Have ftroke more terrour to the foule o(Richard^
Then can the fubftance often thoufand Souldiers

Armed in proof, and led by fliallow Richmond.
'Tis not yet near day. Come go with me.
Under our Tents; Tie play the Eafe^roppcr,
To hear ifany man Oinnk from mt.

Sxeunt Richard and Ratclife.

Enter the Lords te Richmondfiuing in his Tent.

Lords. Good morrow Richmond.
Rich. Cry you mercy Lprds,3nd watchfull Gentlemen,

That you have tane a tardy fluggard here ?

Lords. How have you flept, ray Lord }

%ichm. The fweeteft fleep.

And faireft boading Dreamcs,
That ever entred in a drowfie head,

Havel fince your departure bad my Lords.
Me thought their foules, whofe bodies Richard murther'd,
Came to my Tent, and cried on Viflory :

I promifc you ray heart is very jocond.
In the remembrance of fo fair a Dream.
How farre into the Morning is it, Lords ?

Lord. Upon the ftroke of four,

7^fA..Why then 'tis time to Arme,and give ditc^ion.
His Oration to his Souldiers.

More then I have faid. loving Countrymen,
The leifure and enforcement of the tinjc

Forbids to dwell upon : yet remember this,

God
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God, and our good caufc, fight upon our fide.

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foulcs,

Like high rear'd Bulwarks, (hnd before our Faces,

(^Richard except) thofc whom we fight againft,

Had rather have us win, then him they follow.

For, what is he they follow? Truly Gentlemen,

A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide

:

One raij'd in blood, and one in blood efVablidi'd ;

One that made ineans to come by what he hath.

And naughtcfd thofe that were the means to help him

:

A bafc foule Stone, made precious by the foylc

OiEnglands Chayre, where he is falfly fet

:

One that hath ever been Gods Enemy,

Then if you fight againft Gods Enemy,

God will in jullice ward you us his Souldters.

If you do fwear to put a Tyrant down.

You deep in peace, the Tyrant being flain :

If you do fight againft yourCountrcys Foes,

Your Countreys Fat fhall pay your pains the hire.

If you doe fight in fafeguard of your Wives

,

Vour Wives (liall welcome home the Conquerors.

If you doe free your Children from the Sword,

Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age.

Then in the name of God and all thefe rights,

Advance your Standatds,draw your willing Swords,

For me, the ranfome of my bold attempt.

Shall be this cold Corps on the Earth's cold face.

But \l I thrive, the gain ofmy attempt.

The Icaltof you fliall ("hare his part thereof.

Sound Drummw and Trumpets boldly,and cheerfully,

God, and Saint George^ Rlchmondy-ind Viftory.

Enter King H!chard,Rateltff'ey aHd.Cateshy.

K'ing}N\\n faid I^orthumlxrl.is touching Richmond?

Rate. That he was never trained up in Armcs,

King. He faid the truth : and what faid Surrey then ?

Rate. He fmil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe.

King. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is.

Tell the Clock there. ClockJ^rlkes.

Give me a Kalender : who faw the Sun to day f

Rate. Not I, my Lord.

King. Then he difdainstofhine : for by the Book

He (hould have brav'd the Eaft an hour ago,

A black day will it be to fomc body. Raicliffe,

Rat. Mv Lord,

King. The Sun will not be feen to day,

The sky doch frown, and lowre upon oUr Army.

I woulid thefe dewy tearcs were from the ground.

Not fhine to day ? why, wliat is that to me
More then to Richmond ? for the felf-famc Heaven

That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him.

Enter Norfolk.,

Nor. Armc,arme,my Lord,the foes vaunts in the field.

King. Come, buftle, buftle. Capatifon my Horfe.

Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power,

I will lead forth my Soldiers to the plain.

And thus my Battcll fliall be ordered.

My forcward fliall be drawn in length,

Confifting equally of Horfe and Foot

:

Our Archers fliall be placed in the midft ;

John Duke of Norfolk., Thomas Earl of Surrey,

Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horfe.

They thus direftcd, we will follow

In the main Battcll, whole puiflancc on cither fide

Shall be well wing'd with our chicfcft Horfe r

This, and Saint deorge to boot.

What think'ft thou, Norfolk^?

Nor. A good direction, warlike Soveraign,

This found i on my Tent tliis Morning,

Jockj of Norfolkj, be not fo fold.

For Dickon thy A^alter Is bottght andfold.
King. A thing dcvifed by the Enemy,

Go Gaitlemcn, every man to his Charge,

Let notour babiin^ Drcamcs affright our Soules .•

For confcience is a word that Cowards ufe,

Devis'd atfirft to keep the ftrong in awe,

Our ftrong Armes be our Confcience, Swords our Law.
March on, joyn bravely, let us too't ppU mell.

If not to heaven, then "hand in hand to hell.

What fliall I fay more then I have inferr'd ?

Remember whom you are to cope withall,

A fort of Vagabondi, Rafcalls, Run-awayes,

A fcumof BrltalnSy and bafe Lackey-Pezants,

Whom their o*re-cloyed Countrey vomits forth

Todefperate Adventures, and affur'd Deftruftion.

You flecping fafe, they bring you to unreft :

You having Lands, and bleft with beautious Wives

,

They would rcftrain theone,diftain the other.

And who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow f

Long kept in Britain at our Mothers coft

,

A Milk-fop, one that never in his life

Felt fo much cold, as over rtioocs in Snow :

Let's whip thefe Itraglers o're the Seas again,

Lafli hence thefe over-weening Ragges of Francfy

Thefe famifli'd Beggars, weary of their lives.

Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit)

For want of means (poor Rats) had hang'd theoirdves.

If we be conquered, let men conquer us,

And not thefe baftard.Zfr;>4/«;, whom our Fathers

Have in their own Land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd,
And on Record, left them the heircs of fliame.

Shall thcfc enjoy our Lands ? lie with our Wives ?

Ra vifli our Daughters ? Drnmme afar off.

Heark, I hear their Drummc,
Right Gentlemen cjf England, fight boldly ycomcft,

Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head,

Spurre your proud Horfes hard, and ride in blood,

Amaze ihc welkin with your broken ftaves.

Enter a (JHeJfenger.

What faycs Lord Stanley, will he bring his power f

Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come.

Kin. Oft with his Son G^arf#'s head.

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is pjft the Marfh
After the Battell kt George Stanley ^k.

King. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome.
Advance our Standards, fet upon our Foes,

Our ancient word of Courage, fair Saint Getr^t

Infpire us with the fpleen ofhery Dragons

:

Upon them, Vitilory fits on our helps.

Alarum. Excurjions. Enter Catesbj.

Cat. Rcfcue, my Ldrd of Norfolk^

Refcuc, Refcuc :

The Kingena^s more wonders then a man.
Daring an oppofite to every danger

:

His Horfe is flam, and all on foot he figh'j.

Seeking for ^/cAw#»i in the throat of death :

( Rcfcue, fair Lord, or elfe the day is lort.

' Alarurns.

.

Enter.
_ r ~^ /

:
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Eater Richard.

%ich. A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdome for a Horfe.

Cat. Withdraw, my Lord, I'le help you to a Horfe.

%tch. Slave, I ha ve fet my life upon a calt,

And 1 will ftandthc hazard of the Die :

1 think there be fix Rlchmonds in the field,

Five havel flain today, in ftcadof him.

A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdome for a Horfe,

AUrum. Enter Richard a»d Richmaxdy theyfight.,

I

Richard is flalu.

Retreat, and FUurifh. Enter Richmond, Derhj bear,

ing the Crown, ivith divers other Lords.

Richm. God and your Arnies

Be prais'd, Vi(!i\orious Friends

;

This day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead.

Der. Couragious Richmond,

Well hart chou acquit thee ; Loc
,

Here thefe long ufurped Royalties,

From the dead Temples of this bloody Wretch^

Have I pluckt off, to grace tiiy Browcs withal).

Wear it, and make much of it.

Richm, Great God of heaven, fay Amen to all.

But tell me, is ^oai\°,Ceorgi Stanley living ?

Der. He is, my Lord, and fafe in Leicejier Town,

Whether (if you pleafe) we may with-drawus.

Richm. What men of note are (lain on either Tide ?

Der. John Duke of Norfolk^., Walter Lord EerrUy

Sir Robert Brokeuburj, and Sir William Brandon,

Rich. Interre their Bodies, as become their Births,

Proclaim a Pardon to the Souldiers fled

,

That in fubmifljon will return to us.

And then, as we have tane the Sacrament

,

We will unite the white V.ofe, and the Red,

Smile heaven upon this fair Conjunction,

That long have frown'd upon their Enmity :

What Traitor heares me, and fayes not Amen >

England hath long been mad, and fcarr'd her felf

;

The Brother blindly fhed the Brothers blood
;

The Father rafhiy flaughter'd his own Son
;

The Sons compell'd, been Butcher to the Sire :

All this divided Tori^and LancaHery
Divided, in their dire Divifion.

O now let Richmond and Elix.abeth ,

The true Succeeders of each Royall Houfe,
By Gods fair ordinance, conjoyn together:

And let thy Heircs (God if thy will be fo)

Enrich the time to come, with Smooth-fac'd Peace,
With fmiling Plenty, and fair profperous dayes.

Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord,
That would reduce thefe bloody dayes again

,

And make poor England weep in ftreames of Blood.
Let them not live to tafte this Lands encreafe,

That would with Treafon, wound tliis fair Lands pea«
Now Civil wounds arc ftopp'd, Peace lives aoen,-

That ("he may long live here, God fay, Amerf. Exeuxf
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The Famous Hiftory of the Life of
King Henry the Eighth.

The Prologue-

I
Conn no more to mnke jfoa Ltugh ;

Things »ow.

That (>eara Preivbty^ and 4t Sirtout Brow,

Sad^ high, and rvort^ing^ fall of State and fVoe :

Such Ntble Scents y as draw the £yt to flow

H'i novo prefent. Thife that can Pittji here

May (If they thinl^tt well) let fall aTear^

rhi SHbjeEl will deferve it. Such asgive

Their Money out of hope they may believe^

May here find Truth too, Thufe that come to fee

Onely a (how or two, and fa agree.

The Play may pa'ffe : If they bt Bill, and willing.

Pie undertake may fee away their fh illing

Richly intwtfhort houres. Onely they

That come to hear a merry, bawdy Play,

A noyfe of Targets .' Or to fee a Fellow

In a long Motley Coat,garded with Tellow^

ivlllhedeceiv'd : For gentle Hearers,kjtovt

To rank^ our chofen Truth with fuch a (how

As Fool, and Fight is, hejide forfeiting

Our own Brains, and the Opinion that we bring

To make that onely trUe^ we now intend,

will leave us never an nnderflanding Friend.

Therefore, for Goodnefe fa^e, and as yon art known
The Flrjl and Happiest Hearers of the Town,
Be fad, as we would make ye. Thin^ ye fee

The very Perfons of eur Noble Story,

As they were Living : Think youfee them GreUt^

Andfollow'd with the general) throng, andfwent
Of thohfand Friends : then, in m moment^et
Howfoon this Might intjfe, meets Mifery.
And ifyoH can be merry then, I'lef<ty,

A Mtin may weep upon his Wedding TDity.

<tJUusTrimm. ScenaTrma*

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, at one door. 9_^t the other^

the Duke of Buckjnghant, and the Lord
Aburgaveifny.

Buckjnham.

^^^^^i^S^Ood mdrrow, and well met. How hate ye

Since laft we faw y'in France > (done

Nor. 1 tliank your Grace :

Hc3lthfiill,and cvcv fmcca ftefb adinir6r

Of whac I faw there.

Buck_. An untimely A^uc
Staid mc a Prifoncr in my Chamber, when
Thofe Sons of Glory, ihofc two Lights cf Men
Met m the vale of Arde.

Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and Arde,

I was then prefent, faw them falute on Horfe-back,
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clun_

In their Embracemcnt, as they grew together,

Which had they.

What four Thron'd ones could have weigh'd
Such a compounded one ?

Buckj. All the whole time

I was my Chambers Prifoner.

I

ig

Nor. Then you loft

Tlw view of earthly glory : Men might fay

Till this time Pomp was fingle, but now married

To one above it fetf. Each following day

Became the next daycs maftcr, ull the laft

Made former Wonclei$,it's, Jo day the French,

All Clinquant oil in Gold, like Heathens Gods
Shone down the EngHfh ; and to morrow, they

' Made Britain, India : Every man that ftood,

j
Shcw'd like a Mine. Their Dwarfifh Pages were

As Cheiublns, all gilt: the Madams too.

Not us'd to toyle, did almoll fwcai to bear

The Pride upon them, that their very labour

Was to them, 3$ a Painting. Now this Maskf

Was cri'd incomparable ; and th'enfuing night

Made it a fool, and Beggar, The two Kings

E(]uali in lullre, were now beft, now worit

As prefence did prefeht them : him in Eye
,

Still him in praife, and being prefent both,

'Twas faid they faw but one, and noDifcemer
Duift wag his Tongue in ccnfure, when thcfc Suns

(For fo they phrafe 'em) by their Heralds challeng'd

The Noble fpirits to Arincs, thfy did perfonn

Beyond

I
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Bsyond :houghc5coinpa{rc, that t'oimcrtabulous Story

Being now fcen, poinWe enough, got credit

That Bevu was bcleev'd.

Bhc. Oh you go farre.

Nor. Asl belong to worfhip, and n^tOi

In honour, honctt v, the traft of ev'ry thing
,

Would by a good Difcourfer lofe fome life
,

Wliich Aftions fclf, was tongue to.

Buc. AH wasRoyall,

To the difpofing of it nought rebcU'd,

Older oavceach thing view. The Office did

Dirtinftly his full Funftion : who did guide

,

I mean who fet the Body, and the Limbs

of this great Spoit together ?

Nor. As you gueffe :

Once certcSjthat promifes no Element

Infuchabufineffe.

Bhc. I pray you who, my Lord ?

Nor, All diis was ordered by the good Difcredon

Of the right Reverend Caidinall of r^r^.

J?»£r;^.The devil fpeed him : No mans Pye is freed ^
from his ambitious nnger. What had he

To do in chefe fierce Vanities? I woi\dcr,

That fuch a Kecch can with hi.s very bulk

Take up the Rayes oth' bencficiall Sun ;

And keep ir from the Earth.

Nor, Surely, Sir,

There's in him (iuffc, that put's him to thefe ends

:

For being not propt by Aoceflry, whofc grace

Chalks SuccefTois their way ; nor call'd upon

For high feats done to th' Crown ; neither Allied

To eminent AlTiflants ; but Spider-like

Out of his fe!f-drawing Web. O ! gives us note,

The force of his own merit makes his way,

A oift that heaven gives for him, which buyes

A place next to the King.

Ahttr. I cannot tell

What heaven hath given him : let fome Graver eye

Pierce into that, but I can fee his Pride

Peep through each part of him ; whence has he that,

If not from' Hell ? the Devil is a Niggard,

Or has given him all before, and he begins

A new hell in himfelf.

Buc. WhythcDtvil,

Upon this French going our, took he upon him

(Witliout the piivity o'th' King) t'appoint

Who fhr.uld attend on him > He makes up the File

Of all the Gentry ; for the moft part fuch

To whom as great a Charge, as little Honour

He meant to lay upon : and his own Letter

The Honoi 'fable Board of Council, out

Muft fetch him in, he Papers.

j^bur. I do know
Kinfmen of mine, three at the lead, that have

By this, fo ficken'd their Eftates, that never

They rhall abound as formerly.

Bhc, Omany
Have broke their Backi with laying Manners on 'em

For this great Journey. What did this vanity

But miniftcr communication of

A moO poor iffue.

Nor. Ciievingly, I think.

The Peace between iht French and us, not values

The Coft that did conclude it.

Bmc. Every man,
After the hideous (torm that follow'd, was

A thing Inl'pircd, and notconiulting, broke

Into a gencrall Prophelie ; That this Tcmpcft
Dafliing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded

The fudden breach on't.

Nor, Which is budded out •

\
For France\\it\\ flaw'd the League, and hathattach'd

Our Merchants goods at Burdcaux.
Ahur, Is J t therefore

Th'AmbalTador is filcnc'd ?

Nor, Marry is'c.

Ahnr. A proper Title of a Peace, and purchas'd

At a fuperfluous rate.

Buc, Why all this bufincffe

Our Reverend Cardinal! carried.

Nor, Like it your Grace,

The State takes notice ofthe private difference

Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I advifeyou

(And take it from a heart that wiHies towards your
Honour, and plcntiousfafcty) that you read

The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency

Together : To confider further, that

What his high Hatred would cftedl, wants not

A Miniftcr in his Power. You know his Nature,

That lie's revengefull ; and Tknow, his Sword
Hath a fharp edge : It's long, and't may be faid

It reaches farre, and where 'twill not extend.

Thither he darts it. Bofome up my counfell.

You'll find it wholefome. Loe, where comes that Rock
That I advife your ftiunning.

Enter Cardinall IVolfey , the Purfe horn htfore him
,

certain of the Ggard, and trvo Secretaries with Pa
pers : the Cardinall in his fajfa^e fixeth his eje on

Buckingham^ and Buckingham on him^ hoth full of
difdain.

Car, The Duke of BuckJnghAms Surveyor ? Ha .'

Where's his Examination ?

Seer, Here, fo pleafe you.

Car, Is he in perfon ready ?

Seer, I, a n't pleafe your Grace,

Car. Well, we fhall then know more, and Bucking-
ham fhallleffen his big look.

Exeunt Cardinall and his train.

Buc. This Butchers Curre is venom'd.niouth*d,andI
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beft

Not wake him in his (lumber. A Beggars book,

Out-worths a Nobles blood.

Nor. What, are you chaf'd ?

Aske God for Tcm'prance, that's ih'appUance oncly

Which your difeafc requites.

Buc. I read in's kwks

Matter againft me, and his eye revil'd

Me as his abjcft object, at this infant

He bores me with fome trick ; He's gone toth' King :

I'le fc/lIow,and out-flare him.

Nor, Stay, my Lord,

And Ictyour Reafon with your Choller queflion

Wha;t 'tis you go about : to climbe fteep hills

Requires (low pace at firft. Anger is like

A full hot Horfe, who being allow'd his way
Self-mettle tires him : Not a man in England
Can advife me like you : Be to your felf.

As ycui would to your Friend.

Buc. Tie to the King,

And from a mouth of Honour, quite cry down
This
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Tins Ipfmch fellows infolcncc ; or proclaims

There's difference in no pcrfons.

Norf. Beadvis'd ;

Heat no: a Furnace for your foe fo hot

That it doc fingeyout felf. We may out-iun

By violent fwiftncfle ibat which we run ac

;

And lofeby over-running ; know you net,

The fire that mounts the liquor til'c run o're.

In fecmmg to augment it, waftcs it : be advis'd «

I fay again, there is no EngUfh foulc

Morcftronger todireft you then your felf:

If with with the fap of reafon you would quench,

Or but allay the fire of palTion.

Buc. Sir,

I am thankfull to you, and I'le go along

By your prefcription : but this top-proud fellow,

Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but

Fromfincere motions, by intelligence,

And proofs as clear as Founts in Julj^ when
We fee each grain of gravcll; I do know
To be corrupt and trcafonous.

Notf. Say not trcafonous.

Buc. To th'King I'le f3y't,and make my vouch as

As fh ore of Rock : attend. This holy Fox, (ftrong

Or Wolf, or both (for he is equall rav'ncus

And he is fubtle,and as prone to mifchicf.

As able to perform' t) his minde, and place

Infefling one another
; yea reciprocally,

Onely to fhew his pomp, as well in France.,

As here at home, fuggei^s the King our Mafter

Tothiscoftly Treaty : Th'encervicw
,

That fwallowed fo much treafure, and like a glaffe

Did break ith' wrenching.

Norf, Faith, and fo it did.

Buc. Pray give me favour,Sir : This cunning Cardinal

The Articles oth' Combination drew
As himfcif pleas'd : and they were ratifi'd

As he cri'd, thus let it be, to as much end,

As give a Crutch to th' dead. But our Count-Cardinal!

Has done this, and "tiswcll : for worthy ;^'»//«7

(Who cannot errc) he did it. Now this follows,

(Which as I take it, is a kind of Puppy
To th' old damme Trcafon) Charles the Emperour,
Under pretence to fee the Queen his Aunt,

(For 'twas indeed his Colour, but he came
To whifper fVolfeji)hcre makes vifuation,

His feares were that the Interview betwixt

England and France, might through their amity
Breed him fpme prejudice

; for from this League,

Pcep'd harmes that menac'd him. He privily

Dealcs with our Cardinal!, and as I trow
,

Which I doc well ; for I am furc the Emperour
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his fuit was granted

Ere it was ask'd. But when the way was made.
And pav'd with Gold : the Emperour thus defir'd.

That he would picafc to alter,the Kings courfe.

And break the foTcfa id peace. Let the Kingknovt
(As foon he (liall by me) that thus the Cardinall
Does buy and lell his honour as he picafes,

And for his own advantaoe.

Nor, I am forry

To hear this of him ; and could wilh he were
Something miftaken in't.

BmcI^. No, not a fyllable :

I doc pronhunce him in that very (liape

Hcfliall appear in proof.

lEnrer Brandon, a .Serjeant *t ty^rmes heftrt him, atid

two or three of the Guard.
I Brandon. Your Office Serjeant : execute it.

Serjeant. Sir,

My Lord the Duke of Buckingham and Eatl

Of Hertford, Stafford and Northampton, I

Arreft thee of high Treafon, in the name
Of our mof} Soveraign King,

Buc. Loe you, my Loid,

The net has fain upon me, I lliaH pcrilh

Under device and pra(5lice.

Bran, I am forry.

To fee you tane from liberty, to look orv

The buhneffe prefcnt. 'Tis his HighncfTc plcafUre

You fhall to til' Tower.
Buck^. It will help me nothing

To plead mine Innocence : for that dye is on me.

Which makes my whit'ft part black. The will of Heav'n
Be done in this and all things : I obey.

my Lord jihurgany. Fare you well.

Bran. Nay, he muft bear you company. The King
Is pleas'd you (liall toth' Tower, till you know.
How he determines further.

^hur. As the Duke fa id.

The will of heaven be done, and the Kings pleafure

By mc obey'd.

Bran. Here is a warrant from
The King, t'acuch Lord cJW«««f««f«rf, and the bodies

Of the Dukes Confcffor, John de la Car,
One gilbert Peck,, hisCounfclfour.

Buck. So, fo
;

Thefe arc the Limbs oth' Plot, no more I hope.

Bra, A Monk oth' chartreux
Buck. OMlchaell Hopkins.
Bra, He.

Buck. My Surveyor is falfe ; the o're great Ctrdlnall
Hath (Kew'd him gold ; my life is fpann'd already:

1 am the Qiadow of poor Buckingham,
Whofe Figure even this iftant Cloud puts on.
By darkning my deer Sun. My Lords, Farewell. Exemnt.

Cornets. Enter King Henry, Uaning en the Cardinal/s
fhoulder : the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lovell : the
Cardinall places him under the Kings feet tn his
right fide.

King. My life it felf, and the beft hcartof ir.

Thanks you for this great care : I ftood i'th' Icvelf
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and gives thanks
To you tliat choak'd it. Let be call'd before us
That Gentleman oi Buckinghams, in pcrfon
I'le hear hiin hisConfeffionsjuflifie,

And point by point the Ticafons 6f his M.Tftcr
He fhall again relate.

A nojfe with crying room for the Queen, Ujherd by the
Bukf of Norfolk^. Enter the Queen, Norfolk^ ^„J
Suffolk. • (he k.^eeli. Kivg rifetb from his State,takft
her up,ki(fes and placeth her by him.

Quee. Nay, we muU longer knceic ; I am a Suitor,
King. Aril"e,and take place by us ; half your Suit

Never name to us ; you have l«lfour power .•

The
1
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The other moiecy ere you aske is given,

Repeat your will, ann take it.

Quee. Thank your Majefty

That you would love your felf, and in that love

Not unconsidered leave your honour,nor

The dignity of your Office ; is the point

Of my Petition.

King. Lady mine, proceed.

Qnte. I am foUicited not by a few,

Andthofe of true condition ; That your Subjefts

Ai-e in great grievance : There have been Commiffions

Sent down among'em, which hath flaw'd the heart

Of all their Loyalties ; wherein, although

My good Lord Cardinall, they vent reproaches

Moft bitterly on you, as putter on

Of thefe exaftions : yet the King, our Mafier,
^

(not

Whofe honour heaven (hield from foile ; even he cfcapes

Language unmannerly : yea,fuch which breaks

The fides of Loyalty, ancf almoft appearcs

in loud Rebellion.

Norf. Not almoft a ppeares.

It doth appear : for, upon thefe Taxations,

The Clotblers all, not able to maintain

The many to them longing, have put off

Jhc Spif/Jiers, Cardersy Fnllers. Weavers^ who

Unfit for other life, compell'd by.hunger.

And lack of other meanes, in dcfperate manner

Daring th' event to th' teeth, are all in uprore.

And danger ferves among them.

King. Taxation?

Wherein ? and what Taxation ? My Lord Cardinall,

You that are blam'dfor it alike with us,

Know you of this Taxation }

Card. Pleafe you. Sir,

I kn6v» but of a fingle part in ought

Pertains to th' State : and front but in that flic

Where others tell fteps with me.

Quee. No, my Lord ?

You know no more then others ? But you frame

Things that are kuown alike, which arc not vvholfomc

To thofe which would not.know them, and yet muft

Perforce be their acquaintance. Tliefe exadions

(Whereof my Soveraign would have note) they arc

Moft peftilent to th* hearing, aivd to bear *em,

The Back is Sacrifice to th' load ; They fay

They are devis'd by you^ or elfe you fuffer

Too hard an exclamation.

Kieg, Still Exaftion

:

The nature of it, in what kind, let's know,

Is this Exaftion ?

Qute. I am much too Veftterous

In tempting of your patience, but am boldned

Under yourpromis'd pardon. The Subjcfts grief

Comes through Commilfions^ which compells from each

The fixt part of his Subftancc,to be levied

Without delay ; and the pretence for this

Is nam'd, your Wars in Franct : this makes bold mouths,

Tongues fpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze

Allegiance in them ; their curfesnow
Live where their. prayers did .• and it's come to paffe,

This tradable obedience is a flave

To each incenfedWill.- I would your Highneflc
Would give it quick confideration ; for

There is no primer bafeneffe.

King. By my life.

This is agaihft our pleafure.

Card. And forme,

I have no further gone in this, then by

A fingle voyce, and that not paft me, but

By learned approbation of the Judges : if I am
Traduc'd by ignorant tongues, which neither know
My faculties nor perfon, yet will be

The Chronicles of rriy doing : Let me fay,

*Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake

That Virtue muft go through ; we fnuft not ftint

Our neceflfary a(5tions, in the fear

To cope malicious Cenfurers, which ever

,

As rav'nous Fifties doe a Veffell follow

That isnewtrimm'd ; but benefit no further

Then vainly longing. What we oft doe bcft.

By fick interpreters (once weak ones) is

Not ours, ornotallow'd ; what worft, as oft

Hitting a grofter quality, is cri'd up

For our beft Aa : if we (land ftill.

In fear our motion will be mock'd, or cavp'd at»

We ftiould take root here, where we fir

;

Or fir State Statues onely.

King. Things done well.

And with a care, exempt themfelvcs from fear:

Things done without example, in their iffuc

Are to be fear'd. Have you a Prefident

Of this Commiftion ? I believe, not any.

We muft not rend our Subjects from our Lawes,

And ftick them in our Will. Sixt part of each ?

A trembling Contribution : why, we take

From every tree, lop, bat k, and part oth' timber:

And though we leave it with a root thus Tiackt

,

The Aire will drink the Sap. To every County
Where this is queftion'd, fend our Letters, with

Free pardon to each man that hasdeni'd

The Force of this CommiflTion : pray look too't j

I pat it to your care.

Card. A word with you.

Let there be Letters writ to every Shire',

Of the Kings grace and pardon : the grieved Com.Tjons

Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois'd,

That through our iBtercefiTion, this Rcvokemcnt
And Pardon comes : I jhall anon advife you

Further in the proceedings Exit Secret.

Enter Surveyor.

Qttee. I am forry that the Duke of Buckingham
Is run in your difplcafure.

Quee. It grieves many :

The Gentleman is Learn'd, and a moft rare Speaker,

To Nature none nwrc bound, his training fuch
,

That he may furnifti and inftruft great Teachers,

And never feek for aid out of himfclf : yet fee,

When thefe faNoble benefits ftiall prove

Not well difpos'dy the mind growing once corrupt

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly

Then ever they were fair. This man fo conipleat.

Who was enrolld 'mongft wonders ; and when we
Almoft with raviftit liftning, could not find

His hour of fpeech, a minute : He, (my Lady)
Hath into monftrous habits put the Graces

Thatonce were his, and is become as bl.ick

,

As if befmeat'd in hell. Sit by Us, you ftiall hear

(This was his Gentleman in truft) of him
Things to ftrikc Honour fad. Bid him recount

The fore-recited praflifcs, whereof
We cannot feel too little, hear too much.

Carl
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Card. Stand forth & with bold fpirit relacc what you

Moft hkc a careful Subjei\ have colledled

Out of the Duke of Btukingham,

Kin. Speak freely.

Sur. Firft.it was ufuall with him ; every day

It would \nh^ his Speech : That if the King

Should without ifluc dye ; hee'l carry it fo

To make the Scepter his, Thefe very words

I've heard hiin utter to his Sonne in Law,

Lord Ahurganj^\.o whom by oath he menac'd

Revenge upon the Carilnalt.

Card. Pleafeyour HighnefTc, note

This dangerous conception in this pointj

Not friended by his wi(hto your High pcrfon

;

His will ismoftmaIignant,and itflietches

Beyond you to your friends.

Q^een. My learned Lord Cardinally

Deliver all with Charity.

Kin, Speak on

;

How grounded he his Title to the Crown

Vpon our faile ; to this point haft chou heard him,

At any time fpeak ought ?

Sur. He was brought to this,

By a vain Prophefie of "H ichoUs Henton.

Kin. What was that Henttn ?

Snr. Si r, a CArfrrrf«jf Fryer,

His Confeflor, who fed him every minute

With words of Soveraignty.

Kin. How know'ft thou this ?

Sur. Not long before your Highneffe fped to France
,

The Duke being at the Rofe, within the Pariih

Saint Lawrence Poultnejfy did of me demand

What was the fpeech among the Londoners^

Concerning the frrwcA Journey. I reph'd,

Men fear the French would prove perfidious

To the King's danger : prefently, the Duke

Said, 'twas the fear indeed, and that he doubted

'Twould prove the verity of certain words

Spoke by a holy Monk, that oft, fayes he,

Hath fent to me, wifhing me to permit

John de la Car, my Chaplain, a choyce houre

To hear from him a matter of fomc moment

:

Whom after under the Commifllons Scale,

He foUemnly had fwom,that what he fpoke

My Chaplain to no Creature living, but

To me, mould utter, with demure Confidence,

This pawfingly enlu'd ; neither the King nor's Hcires

(Tell you the Duke) (hall profper, bid him ttrivc

To the love oth' Commonalty, the Duke
Shall govern England.

Qneen. If I know you well,

You were the Duke's 5urveyor,and loft your OlHcc

On the complaint oth' Tenants ; take good heed

You charge not in your fpleen a Noble pcrfon.

And fpoylc your Noble Soule ; I fay, ukc heed ;

Yes, heartily I befeech you.

Kin. Let him on. Go forward.

Sur. On my Soule, ric fpeak but truth.

I told my Lord the Duke, by th' Devils iUufions

The Monk might be deceiv'a, and that 'twas dangerous

For this to ruminate on this ib farrc,untill

Itforg'd him fome defign, which being bclicv'd

ft was much I ike to doe : He anfwer'd, Tufh

,

It can doe me no danimagc ; adding further.

That had the King in his laft fickntffe fail'd.

The Cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovell s heads

Should havegoncoff.

Kin. Ha .' What, fo rank > Ah, ha.

There's mifchief in this man ; canft chou fay further ?
Sur. I can, my Liege.

Kin, Proceed.

Sur, Being at Greenwich,

After your Highndfe had reprov'd the Duke
About Sir fVllllam Blunter

.

(vaot.

Km, 1 remember of fuch a time, being my fworn fer-

Thc Duke recein'd him his. But on ; what hence ?

Sur. If (quoth he) I for this had been committed,
As to the Tower, I thought ; I would have plaid

The Part my Father meant to a6l upon
Th' Ufurper Richard, who being at Salisbury,

Made fuit to come in's prefence ; which if granted,

(As he made femblance of his duty) would
Hjveput his Knife into him.

Kin. A Gyant Traytor,

C4r</.Now,Madam,may his HighncfsUve in freedome,
And this man out of Ptifon.

QyecK. God mend all. (fay'ft f

Kin. There's fomething more vwuld out of thee ; what
Sur, After the Duke his Father, with the Knife

He ftrctch'd him, and with one hand on his Dajuer,
Another fpread on's breaft, mounting his eyes.

He did difcharge a horrible Oath, whofe icnour

Was, were he evil us'd, he would out.go

His Father, by as much as a performance
Do's an irrefolute putpofe.

Kin. There's his period.

To fheath his Knife in us : he is attached ,

Call him to prefent Triall : if he may
Find meicy in the Law, 'tis his ; if none.

Let him not feek't of us : By day and night

He's Traytor to th' height. Exeunt

Scena Tertia,

Enter L. Chamberlain, a»d L. Sandys.

L. Ch. Is't podible the fpells of France iliould juggle

Men into fuch ftrange Myfteries ?

L. San. New cuftomes.

Though they be never fo ridiculous.

Nay let 'em be unmanly) yet are folIoVd.

L. Ch. As farre as I fee, all the good our Englljh

Have got by the late Voyage, is but meerly

A fit or two oth' face, (but they are ihrewd ones)

For when they hold 'em, you would fvreardircftly

Their very Nofes had been Counfellours

To Pepin or Clotharlus, they keep State fo,

L. San. They have all new legs.

And lame ones ; one would take it,

1 hat never fee 'em pace befoit, the Spaven

A Spring-h«lt reign'd among "em.

L. ch. Death, my Lord,

Their cloathes are after fuch a Pagan cut too*.

That fure th' have worn out ChnUendomc ; how nov» /

What newes. Sir Thomas Lnell ?

Enter Sir Thtmat Laveli,

Lavett. Faith my Lord,

I hear of none but the new Proclamation,

That's clapt upon the Court Gate.

Zt L.Cham,
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L. Cham, What is't for?

Lav. The rcformatioa ofour travell'd Gallants,

That fill the Court with quarrels, talk, and Taylors,

L. Cham. I'me glad 'tis there ;

Now I would pray our Mounficurs

To think an Englip) Courtier may be wife.

And never fee the LavHrt,

Lav. They muft either,

(For fo run the Conditions) leave thofe remnants

Of Foolc and Feather, that they got in trance^

With all their honourable points of ignorance

Pertaining thereunto ; as Fights and Fire-works,

Abufing belter men then they can be

Out of a forreign wifcdome, renouncing clean

The faith they ha vein Tennis and tall Stockings,

Short bliftred Breeches, and th^fe types ofTravell

;

And underftand again like honeft men.
Or pack to their old Play-fellowes ; there I take it,

They may C«/» PrivUeglo, wear away
The Lag end of their lewdneffe, and be laugh'd at,

L.SoM. 'Tis time to give him Phyfick, theii difeafcs

Are grown fo catching.

L. Cham. What a loffe our Ladies

Will have of thefe trim vanities ?

Lffvdl. I marry,

There will be woe indeed.Lords, the flyc whorfons
Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down Ladies.

A trench Song, and a Fiddle, has no Fellow.

L. San. The Devil fiddle 'em.
I am glad they are going,

For fure there's no converting of 'cm : now
An honeft Country Lord as I am, beaten

A long time out of play, may bring his frfain Song,
And have an hour of hearing, and by'r Lady
Held currant Muflck too.

L. Cham. Well faid Lord Sanity

Your Colts tooth is not aft yet .?

L, San. No, my Lord,

Nor fhall not while I have a ftump.

L. Cham. Sir Thomas
,

Whether were you a going ?

Lov. To the Cardinalls

;

Your Lordftiip is a gueft too.

L. Chdm. O, 'tis tnie

;

This night he makes a Supper, and a great one,
To many Lords and Ladies ; there will be

The Beauty of this Kingdome Tie aflurc you.

Lov. That Churchman
Beares a bounteous mind indeed,

A hand as fruicfull as the Land that feeds us,

His dewes fall every where,

L. Cham. No doubt he's Noble

;

He had a black mouth that faid other of him.

L. San. He may my Lord,

Ha's wherewithal! in him

;

Sparing would (hew a worfe fin, then ill Doftrine.

Men of his way, (hould be moft liberall

,

They are fet here for examples.

L. Cham. True they are fo

;

But few now give fo great ones

:

My Barge ftayes;

Your Lordfliipftiall along : Come, good Sir Thamatj
We ftiall be late elfe, which I would not be,

For I was fpoke to, with Sir Henrj Guilford

Thisnight to be Comptrollers.

L.San. lamyourLordlhips. Exeunt.

Hobojes. A fmall Table under a State for the Cardi-
nally d Conger Table for the Guefis. Then enter Anne
Bultenj and divers other Ladies and Gentlemen, as

Guejls at one dear ; at another doer enter Sir Henrj
Gmlfoxd.

S. Hen. Guilf. Ladies,

A gencrall welcome from his Grace
Salutes ye all : This night he dedicates

To fiair content, and you : None here he hopes

In all this Noble Bevy, has brought with her

One care abroad : he would have all as merry

:

As firil,good Company, good Wine,good Welcome,
Can make good people.

Enter L. Chamberlain, L. Sands, and Ltvell.

my Lord, y'are urdy

;

The very thought of this fair Cott^pany,

Clapc wings tome.

Cham. You are young. Sir Harry Guilfori.
San. Sir Thomas Lavelt, had the Cardinall

But half my Lay-thoughts in him,fomeof thefc

Should find a running Banket,ere they refted,

1 think would better pkafc'em : by my life.

They are a fweet fociety of fair ones.

Lov. O that your Lordftiip were but now Confcffor,

To one or two of thefe.

San. I would I were.

They {hould finde eafie penance,

Lcm. Faith how eanc ?

San. As eafie as a down Bed would afford it.

Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleafe you fit ; Sir Harry,

Place you that fide. Tie take the charge of this :

His Grace is entring. Nay, you muft not freeze.

Two women plac'd together, makes cold weather

:

My Lord Sands, you are one will keep 'cm vvaking

:

Pray fit between thefe Ladies.

San. By my faith,

And thank your Lordlliip : by your leave, fweec Ladies

If I chance to talk a little wilde, forgive me

:

I had it from my Father.

jin. Bui. Was he mad. Sir?

San. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too

;

But he would bite none, juft as I doc now.
He would kilTc you twenty with a breath.

Cham. Well faid, my Lord :

So now y'are fairly fcated : Gentlemen

,

The penance lies on you ; if thefc fair Ladies

Paffe away frowning.

San. For my little Cure,

Let me alone.

Hoboyes. Enter Cardinall Wotfey,and takes his State.

Card. Y'are welcome my fair Guefis;that noble Lady
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry

Is not my Friend. This to confirm my welcome.

And to you all good health.

San. Your Grace is Noble,
Let me have fuch a Bowie may hold my thanks

,

And fave me fo much talkingj

Card, My Lord Sands.
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,

I am beholding to you : thtcr your neighbour

:

Ladiss, you aie noc merry ; Gentlemen

,

Wliofc fault is this ?

S/in. The red Wine firft muft rife

In thciv fair Cheeks, my Lord, then we (hill have 'em

Talk us to filcncc.

^n. B;t. You are a merry Camefler,

My Loid Sands.

San. Yes, if I make my play :

Here's to your Ladifliip, and pledge it, Madam:
For 'tis to fuch a thing.

yt». B. You cannot (hew me.

Drnmrne and Trumpet, Chimhen difcharged.

Sun. I told your Grace, they would talk anon;

Card. What's that .'

Cham. Look out tlicrc, fomc of yc.

(^ar. What warlike voyce.

And to what end is this ? Nay, Ladies, fearnot

;

By all the lawes of Warre y'arc priviledg'd

Enter m Servant.

Cham. How now, what is'c'

Serv. A noble troup of Strangers,

For fo they fcem ; th'havc left their Barge and Landed,

And hither make,as great Embafladors

Fromforrain Princes.

Card. Good Lord Chaoiberfaine,

Go,give'cm welcome;you can fpeak the French tongue

And pray rcceive'em Nobly, and condu(5l'cni

Into our prcfcncc,wherc this heaven ofbeauty

Shall fliine at full upon them. Some attend liim.

e^// ari[e, and Tables remov'd.

You have now a broken Banket, but wcc'i mend it.

A good difgcftion to you all ; and once more
I fhowrc a welcome on ye : welcome all

Hohojes. Enter King and others as A/askjrs,habited ilk e

Shepheardst ufher'd hj the Lord Chamberlain. They

pajfe dlreUlj before the Cardlnall^and gratefullj fa-
lute htm.

A Noble Company : what arc their pleafures ?

Cham. Becaufc they fpeak no £»f//y)^,thus they pray'd

To tell your Grace : that ha vmg heard by fame

Of this fo Noble and fo fair aflembly,

This night to meet here, they could doc no Icflfe,

(Out of the great rcfpt*ft they bear to beauty)

But leave their Flocks, and under your fair condu(5t

Crave leave to view thcfe Ladies, and entreat

An hour of Revels with 'em.

Card. Say, Lord Chamberlain,

They have done my poor houfe grace

:

For which I pay 'em a thoufand thanks.

And pray 'cm take their plcafuies.

Choofe Ladies, King and yinne Bullen.

King. Thef«iceft hand 1 ever touch'd : O Beauty,

Till now I never knew thee.

Mujicl^y Dance.
Card. My Lord.

Cham. Your Grace.

Card. Pray tell 'em thus much from me :

There fliould be one amongft 'em by his perfon

More worthy this place then my fclf, to whom
(If I but knew him) with my love and duty

I would furrender ir. H'hifftr.

Cham. I will, my Lord.

C^r. What fay they ?

Cham. Such a one, they all confcfl'e

There is indeed, which they would have your Giacc
Find out, and he will take it.

Card. Let rac fee then,

By all your good leaves, Gentlemen, here I'lc make
My loyall choycc.

Km. Ye have found him Cardinall,

You hold a fair AlTcmbly, you doc well. Lord.

You arc a Church-man, or I'lc tell you Cardinallj

I fhould judge now unhappily.

Card. I am glad

Your Grace is giown fo pleafant.

Kin. My Lord Chamberlain,

Prethee come hither, what fair Lady's that ?

Cham An't pleafe your Grace
,

Sir Thomas Bullens Daughter, the Vifcount 'Kochfori,

One of her HighncfTc women.
Kin. Hy Heaven rtie is a dainty one ; Sweet heart,

I were unmanneily to take you out,

And not to kiffc you. A health Gentlemen,

Let it go round.

Card. Sit Thomas levell, is the Banquet ready
Ith' Privy Chamber ?

Lov. Yes, my Lord,

Card. Your G i ace

I fear, with dancing is a little Iicatcd.

Kin. I fear too much.

Card. There's fiefli aire, my Lord,
In the next Chamber.

Kin. Lrad in your Ladies every on; : Sweet Partner.
I muft not yet fotfake you : let's be merry.

Good my Lord Cardinall ; I have half a dozen healths

To drink to thcfc fair Ladies, and a meafure

To lead 'cm once again, and then let's drcamc
Who's bcft in favour. Let the Mufick knock it.

Exe/int with Trumpets.

Enter ttro gentlemen at feverall doors.

1. Whether away fofaft .'

2. O, God fave yc:

Ev«n to the Hall, to hear what Hiall become

Of the great Duke of Buckingham.

1. rie fave you

That labour, Sir. All's now done but the CercmCny
Of bringing back the Prifoner.

2. Were you there ?

t. Yes indeed was I.

2 . Pray fpeak what has happen'd.

1

.

You may gusffe quickly what.

2. Is he found guilty?

I. Yes truly is he,

And condcmn'd upon't.

2.1am forry for't

1

.

So are a number more.

2. But pray how part it ?

I . rietell you in a little. Thegrcat Duke
Came to the Barrc j where, tohisaccufations

He pleaded ftill not guilty, and alledged

Many Iharp reafons to defeat the Law.
The King's Atturncy on the contraiy ;

Urg'd on the Exam-nations, proofs, confcflions

Zz 1 Of



54» The Life of Kjn^ Henry the Eighth, 1

Of divcis wimcflcSjWhich the Duke dcfir'd

To him bioughcvjW voce to his face ;

At which appear'd againft him, his Surveyor,

Sir Ctlhert Pcckj his Chancellour,and John Car,

Confcfl'or to him, with that Devill Monkc,

Hopkjns^ihaz made this mifchicf.

2. That was he

That fed him with his prophecies.

1

.

The fame,

All thcfe accus'd him ftrongly which he fain

Would have flung from him ; but indeed he could not

;

And fo his Peercs upon this evidence.

Have found him guilty of high Treafon. Much

He fpokc, and learnedly for life : But all

Was either pitticd in him, or forgotten.

2. After all this, how did he bear himfelf ?

1. When he was brought agen to th* Bar, to hear

His Knell rung out, his Judgement, he was ftirr'd

With fuch an"Agony, he fweat extrcamly
,

And fomething fpokc in chollcr, ill, and hafty:

But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly.

In all the reli fhew'd a moft noble patience.

2. I doe not think he fcaics death.

1

.

Sure he does not>

He never was fo womanifli, the caufe

He may a little grieve at.

2. Certainly,

The Cardinall is the end of this.

1. 'Tis likely,

By all conjcftures : Firfl: Kildares Attaindure ;

Then Deputy of Irelat/d, who rernov'd.

Earl Surrey was fcnt thither, and in hafte too,

Leaft he Oiould help his Father.

2. That trick of State

Was a deep envious one.

1. At his return,

No doubt he will requite it ; this is noted

(And generally) who ever the King favours,

The Cardinall inftantly will find ciuploymenc,

And far enough from Court too.

2. AH the Commons
Hate him pernicioufly, and o' my Confcicnce

Wilh him ten faddom deep : This Duke as much

They love and doat on : call him bountious B*cki»^ham,

The Mirror of all courtefie.

Enter Buckjigham from his Arraignment. Tlpfiaves

before himy the Axe with the edge towards him,Hal-

berds- on ejich fide ^ accompanied with Sir Thomas Lo.

veil ; Sir Nicholas Va«x, Walter Sands^ and com-

mon peopte^ O'C.

1. Stay there Sir,

And fee the noble ruin'd man you fpeakof.

2. Let's ftand ciofe and behold him.

Buck^. All good people,

You that thus have come to pitty me

;

Hear what I fay, and then go home and lofe mc.

I have this day rcceiv'd a Tray tors judgement.

And by that name muft die ; yet heaven beat witncfle,

And if I have a Confcience, let it fink mc.

Even as theAxe falls. If 1 be notfaithfull.

To th' Law I bear no malice for my death,

'T has done upon the premifes, but juftice

:

Butthofe that fought it, I could wi(h more Chriftians ••

(Be what they will) I heartily forgive 'em ;

Yet let 'em look they glory not ia mifchicf

;

Nor build their evils on the Graves of great men
;

For then, my guiltleffe blood muft cry again 'em.

For further life in this world I ne'rc hope.

Nor will I fue, although the King have mercies

More then I dare make faults.

You few that lov'd mc,

And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham

^

His Noble Friends and Fellowes ; whom to leave

Is onely bitter to him> onely dying :

Go with me hke good Angels to my end,

And as the long divorce of Steele falls on me,
Make of your Prayers one fwect facrificc,

And lift my Soule to heaven.

Lead on a Gods name.

Love/l. I doe befeech your Grace for charity.

If ever any malice m your heart

Were hid againft mc,now to forgive me frankly.

Buck.. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you
As 1 would be forgiven : I forgive ail.

There cannot be thofe numberleffe offences

Gainft me, that I cannot take peace with :

No black envy ftiall make my Grave.

Commend mc to his Grace

:

And if he fpeak of Buckingham
; pray tell him.

You met him half in heaven : my vowes and prayers

Yet are the Kings ; and till my Soule forfake.

Shall cry for bleflingson him. May he live

Longer then I have time to tell his yeares

;

Ever bclov'd and loving, may his Rule be ;

And when old time fhall lead him to his end,

Goodneffe and he, fill up one Monument.
Lov. To th' water fide I muft conduft your Grace,

Then give my Charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux,
Who undertakes you to your end.

Vaux, Prepare there.

The Duke iscomming : See the Barge be ready,

And fit it with fuch furniture as fuiis

The Greatneflc of his perfon.

Buck,. Nay, Sir Nlcholasy

Let it alone ; my ftate now will but mock me.

When I came hither, I was Lord High Conftable,

And Duke of Buckingham : now, poor Edward Bohun
;

Yet I am richer then my bafe Accufers,

That never knew what Truth meant : I now feale it

;

And with that blood will make 'em one day groan for't.

My Noble Father, Henry of Buckingham.
Who firft rais'd head againft Ufurping T^^chard.,

Flying for fuccour to his Servant Banifiery

Being diftreft, was by that wretch betraid
,

And without Trya 11, fell; Gods peace be with him.

Henry the Seventh fuccecding, truly pittying

My Fathers lofle ; like a moft Royall Prince

Reftor'd me to my Honours : and out of ruincs

Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Son,

Henry the Eight, Life, Honour, Name, and all

That made me happy ; at one ftroke has taken

For cverfrom the World. 1 had my Tryall,

And muft needs fay, a Noble one; which makes me
A little happier then my wretched Father :

Yet thus farre are we one in Fortunes, both

Fell by our Servants, by thofe Men we lov'd moft

:

A moft unnaturall and faithleffe Service.

Heaven has an end in all : yet, you that hear mc.

This from a dying man receive as certain :

Where you ate liberall of your loves and CounfeUs,

Be fure you be not loofc ; for thofe you make friends,

And
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And give your heartj to, when they once perceive

The leaft rub in your fortunes, fall away

Like water from ye, never found again

But where they mean tof>nk ye rail good people

Pray for me, I murt now forfakc ye ; the laft hour

Ofmy long weary life is come upon me ;

Farewell ; and when you would fay fomeching that iJ fad,

Speak how I fell.

I nave done ; and God forgive me.

S'xeufit Dnke and train,

t. O, this is full of pitty ; Sir it calls,

I fear, too many curfes on their heads

That were the Authors.

2. IfthcDukcbcguiltleffe,

'Tis full of woe :yet I cangive you inckling

Of anenfuing evil, if it fall,

Greater then this.

X . Good Angels keep it from us

:

What may it be f jfou doe not doubt my faith, Sir ?

1. This Secret is fo weighty 'twjll require

A (Irong faith to conceale it.

1. Let me have it;

I doc not talk much.

J. lam confident;

You (hall. Sir : Did you not of late dayes hear

A buzzing of a Separation

Between the King and Katherine }

\. Yes, but it held not

;

For when the King once heard it, out ofanger

He fent command to the Lord Mayor ftcaighc

To (top the rumour, and allay the tongues

That durft difperfe it.

a. But that flander, Sir,

Is a found truth now : for it growesagen

Fredier then ere it was ; and held for certain

The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinall,

Or feme about him near, have out of malice

To the good Queen, polTeil him with a fcruple

That will undoe her : To confirm this too

,

Cardinall CampeiM is arriv'd, and lately.

As all thirikjfor this bulinelTe.

1. 'Tis the Cardinall ;

And meerly to revenge him on the Emperour,

For not beftowing on hnn ai his asking.

The Arch-BiOjopfick oiTeUdo, thisispurpos'd,

2. I think

You have hit the marke ; but is't not crdell,

That fhe (hould feel the fmart of this ? the Cardinall

Will have his will, and fhe muJt fall.

I, 'Tiswofull.

We are too open here to argue this :

Lee's think in private more. Exexnt

Scefia Secunda,

Eater Lord Chamberlaiit^ reading this Letttr.

Mr Lord^ the Horfe jour Lordjhip ftr.t for^ with

allthecarelhady Ifaw veil chofen^ r'rdden,And

fnrnilh'd. They were younff and bandftnu, and ff the

hefl breed in the North. H^enthey were ready tofet out

for London, a man of my Lord Cardlnalls, by Comm'if-

fitn, andmain power tookjem from me, with this rcafon :

Ht% LMajler would be [erv'd before a Subjefl,

fare the King^whichjlopp'dvur rMoitthej,Sir.

1 fear he will indeed ; well, let him have them ; he

have all I think.

Enter to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dnkei of Nor-
folk^and Suffoll^

Norf. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain.

Cham. Good day to both your Graces.

Sitf. How is the Kmg employ'd }

Cham. I left him private,

Full of fad thoughts and troubles.

Nor. What's the caufe>

Cham. It feems die Marriage with his Brothers Wife
Has crept too near his Confcience.

Suf. No, his Confcience

Has crept too near another Lady.

Norf. Tisfo;
This is the Cardinalls doing : the King-Cardinall,

Tliat blind Prieft, like the elde(t Son of Fortune,

Turncs what he li(i. 1 he King will know him one day.
Sitf. Pray God he doe,

He'll never know himfclf elfe.

Norf, How holily he works in all his bufinclTe,

And with what zeale ? For now he has crackt the League
Between us and the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew)
He dives into the Kings Soule, and there fcatters

Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the Confcience,

Fcares,and Defpaires, and allthefc for his Marriage.

And out of all thcfc, to reftorc the King,

He counfclls a Divorce, a lo(rc of her.

That like a Jewell, has hung twenty yeares

About his neck, yet never loft her luftre
;

Of her that loves him with that excellence,

That Angels love good men with : Even of her.

That when tlic grcateft ftroke of Fortune falls

Will blcfle the King : and is not this courfe pious ?

^/>4»»Hcavcn keep me from fucli counfcll:*tis mo(t true,,

Thcfe newes are every where, every tongue fpeak* 'cm,
And every true heart weeps for't. All that dare
Look into thefe affaires, fee this main end,

The French Kings Sifter. Heaven will one day open
The Kings eyes, that fo long have flcpt upon
This bold bad man.

Suf. And free us from hisflavcry.

Nitrf. VIt had need pray.

And hcirtily, for our deliverance

;

Or this Imperious man will work us all

From Princes into Pages : all mens honours

Lie like one lump before him, to be falhion'd

Into what pitch he pleafe,

Snff. For me, my Lords;

I love him not^ nor fear him, there's my Creed

;

And 1 am made without him,>o I'lc (hnd.

If the Kinjpleafc : his Curfes and his BlelTings

Touch mrahke : th'are breath I not believe in.

I knew him, and I know him : fo I leave huii

To him that made him proud, the Pope.

Ner/. Let's in

;

And with fome otiier bufint(Ve,put the King

From thcfe fad thoughrs, that work too much upon him

:

My Lord, you'll bearu»company ?

Chavt. Excufe me.

The King has fent me othcr-whcre : Betides

You'll find a moft unfit time to difturbc him

:

Health to your Lordlhips.

Zi % Nmr.
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N»rfo/l^, Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. \

Exit Lord Chamberiala, and tic Kin^ draroa the C«r-

taln^andfiis reading fgnfively,

Suff. How fad he looks ; fure he is much affliftcd.

Kin. Who's there ? Ha ?

Norf. Pray God he be not angry. (felves

Kin. Who's there I fay ? how dare you thruft your

Into my private Meditations ?

Who am I ? ha?

Norf. A gracious King, that pardons all offences

Malice ne're meant : Our breach of Duty this way,

Is bufinefTe of Eftate ; in which, we conae

To know your Royall pleafure.

Kin. Ye are too bold :

Go to ; I'lc make ye know your times of bufineffc :

Is this an houre for temporall affaires > ha ?

Enter PVolftj 4nd Campeltu with a Comm'ijfton.

Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinall ? O my IVolfey^

The quiet of my wounded Confciencc ;

Thou art a cure fit for the King ; you*r welcome,

Moft Learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdome,

Life us, and it: my good Lord, have great care,

1 be not found a Talker.

tVol. Sir, you cannot

:

1 would your Grace would give us but an hour

Of private conference.

Kin. We are bufie ; go.

Nor. This Prieft has no pride in him }

Suf. Nottofpcakof

:

I would not be fo fick though for his phcc

:

But this cannot continue.

Horf. If it doei rie venture one heave at him.

Snf. I another.

Extttnt Norfolk^ and Smfalkj

Wol. Your Grace has given a Prefideni of wifedome

Above all Princes, in committing freely

Your fcruple to the voyce of Chriftendome

:

Who can bcangry now ? what Envy reach you f

The Spaniard ti'a by blood and favour to her,

Muft now confefTc, if they have any goodnelTc,

The Triall juft and noble. All the Clerks,

(I mean the Learned ones in Chriftian Kingdomes)

Have their freevoyces. 7^»wf (the Nurfe of Judgement,

{Invited by your noble felf hath fent

One gcnerall Tongue unto us. This good man,

Thisjuft and Learned Prieft, Cardinall Camfeltu^

Whom once more I prefent unto your Highncffe.

KlH,hn6 once more in mine armesi bid him welcome.

And thank the holy Conclave for their loves.

They have fent me fuch a Man I wovld have wifh'd for.

C<»w.Your Grace mu(t needs defervc all ftrangers loves,

You are fo Noble : To your HighncfTe hand

I tender my CommifTion ; by whofc virtue.

The Conrt of ^amp commanding : You my Lord

Cardinall of rori^, are joyn'd with me their Servant,

In the impartial! judging of this bufinefTc.

Kin. Two cquall men :The Queen fhall be acquainted

Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardiner}

Wol. I know your Majefty has alwayes lov'd her

So dear in heart, not to deny her that

A Woman of leffe Place might ask by Law

;

Scholia rs allow'd freely to argue for her.

Kin. I, and the beft (he ftiall have ; and my favour

To him that does beff,God forb'.d clfe : Cardinall,

Prethce call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary,

I find him a fit fellow.

Enter Gardiner.

iVol. Give me your hand : much joy & favour to you j

You arc the Kings now.
^ard. But to be commanded

For ever by your Grace, whofe hand has rais'd me,
'

Kin. Come hither Gardiner.

Walks and whiffert.
Camp. My Lord of Torl^ was not one Do^r face

In this man's place before him ?

Wol. Yes, he was.

Camp. Was he not held a Learned man ?

mi. Yesfurely.

Camib. Believe me, there's an ill opinion fprcad then
Even of your felf Lord Cardinall.

fVol. How ? of me ?

Camp. They will notftick to fay, youenvi'd him ;

And fearing he would rife (he was fo virtuous)

Kept him a forreign man ftill, which fo griev'd him,
That he ran mad, and di'd,

H^ol Heavens peace be with him :

That's Chriflian care enough : for living mutmurers,

There's places of rebuke. He was a Foolc;

For he would needs be virtuous. That good Fellow,

If I command him, followes my appointment,

I will have none fo ne're elfe. Learn this Brother,

We live not to be grip'd by meaner perfons.

Kin. Deliver this with modcfly to ih* Queen.

Exit Gardintr.

The mofl convenient place that I can think of.

For fuch receipt ofLearning, is Blacky Fryers:

There ye fhall meet about this weighty bufinelTe.

My tVolfeyy fee it furnilli'd. O my Lord,

Would it not grieve an able man to leave

So fweet a Bedfellow ? But Confciencc, Confciencc

;

O 'cis a tender place, and I muft leave her, {Exeunt

Sceria Tertia,

Enter jinne Bullent and old Ladj,

jlw.Not for that neithcr,hcre'j the pang that pinches.

His HighnefTc, having jiv'd fo long with her, and fhe

So good a Lady, that no tongue could ever

Pronounce dimonour of her ; by my life.

She never knew harm-doing : Ob, now after

So many courfesof the Sun enthroned,

Still growing in a Majelfy and pomp, the which

To leave, a thoofand fold more bitter, then

'Tisfwcet at firfl t'acquirc. After this Procrfle,

To give her the avant, it is a pitty

Would move a Monf^er.

Old La. Hearts of moft hard temper

Melt and lament for her.

An. Oh Gods will, much better

She ne're had known pomp ; though't be temporal!,

Yet if that quarrell, Fortune, doe divorce

It from the bearer, 'tis a fufferance, panging

As Coule and bodies fevering.

Old La. Alafs poor Lady,

She's ftranger now again.

^r. So much the more

Muft pitty drop upon her ;veTily

I fwear, 'tis better to bebwly bom.
And

I
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And range with humble livers in Concent,

Then to be pcik d up in a glKlring grief.

And wear a golden forrow.

Old. L. Our content

Fs our bcft having.

Anne. By my troth, and Maidenhead.

I would not be a Queen.

Old L. Beflirew me, 1 \Aiould,

And venture Maidenhead for'c, and fo would you

For all this fpice of your hypocrifie ;

You that have fo fair parts of Woman on you,

Have (too) ^ Womans heart, which ever yet

Affedled Eminence, Wealth, Soveraignty ;

Which) to fay footh, are blelTings ; and which gifts

(Saving your mincing) the capacity

Of your foft Chiverell Confciencc, would receive.

If you might plea fe to ftretch it.

Am. Nay, good troth.

Old.L. Yes troth & troth:you would not be a Queen ?

j4n. No, not for all the riches under heaven.

Old.L, Tis ftrange ; a three-pence bow'd now would

Old as I am, to Queen it .• but 1 pray you, (hire me,

What think you of a Dutcheffc ? have you limbs

To bear that load of Title ?

A». No in truth.

Old. L. Then you are weakly made, pluck off a little,

I would not be a young Count in your way.

For more then blurtimg Comes to : if your l^ck

Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, *tis too weak

Ever to get a Boy.

j4ii. How you doe ulk?

I fwcar again, I would not be a Queen,

For all the world.

Old. L. In faith for little England

You'll venture an emballing : I my fclf

Would for CarMarvanfltlre^ although there long'd

No more to th' Crown but that : Lo, who comes here ?

Enter Lord ChamberUift. (know
L. Cham.Good morrow,Ladies ; what wcr'l worth to

The fecret of your conference ?

An. My good Lord,

Not your demand ; it values not your asking t

Our Miftris Sorrowcs we were pittying.

Cb^m. It was a gentle bufincffe, and becomming

The aftion of good women, there is hope

All will be well.

yi>r. Now I pray Cod, Amen.

Cham. You bear a gentle mind,and heav'niy bitfllngs

Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, fait Lady,

Perceive I fpeak finccrcly, and high notes

Tane of your many virtues ; the Kings Majelty

Commends his good opinion of you, to you ; and

Do's purpofe honour to you no leffe flowing,

Then Marchionefle of Fembrook. ; to which Tide,
A thoufand pound a y ea r, Annuall fupport,

Out of his Grace, he addes.

An. I doe not know
What kind of my obedience,! fhould tender ;

More then my All, is nothmg : Nor my Prayers

Arc not words duely hallowed, nor my Wifhes

More worth then empty vanities : yet prayers and wifties

Arc all I can return. 'Befeech your Lorddiip,

Vouchfafe to fpeak my thanks, and my obedience.

As from a bluHiing Handmaid, to his HighnefTe;

Whofc health and Royalty I pray for.

Cham. Lady
;

I (hall not fail t'approvc the fair conceit

The King hath of you. I have perus'd hct well,

Beauty and Honour in her are fo mingled.

That they have caught the King : and who knowesyet
But from this Lady, may proceed a Jemme,
To lighten all this Ille f I'lc to the Kmg,
And fay 1 fpoke with you.

£xit Lord Chamberla'tH.

An. My honour'd Lord.

Old.L. Whythisitis: See, fee,

I have been begging fixteen yeates in Court
(Am yet a Courtier beggarly) nor could

Come pat betwixt too early, and too late

For any fuit of pounds :and you, (oh fate)

A very frerti Fifh here ; fie, fie, fie upon
This compeird fortune : have your mouth fill'dup,

Before you open it.

An. This is ftrange to me.

Old.L. Howtaftesit? Is it bitter ? Forty pence,no:
There was ho Lady once ('cis in old Story)

TTvat would not be a Queen, thai would fhe not

For all the mud in Egypt ; have you heard it t

An. Come, you are pleafant.

Old. L. With your Tlicamc, I could

O're-mount the Larks : The Marchionefle (^Feml/rookf
A thoufand pounds a year, for pure refpc^ ?

No other obligation ? by my Life.

That promifcs moe thoui'ands : Honours train

Is longer then his fore-skirt ; by this time

I know your back will bear a DutchcfTe. Saf,
Are you not ftronger then you were }

An. Good Lady,

Make your fclf mirth with your particular fancy,

And leave me out on't. Would I had no being

If this falute my blocd a jot; it faints me
To think what followes.

The Queen is comfortleflV, and we forgetfull

In our long abfence: pray doe not deliver.

What here y'bave heard to her.

Old. L. What doc you think me

—

...Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets.

Enter ttvo Mergers, with fhortfiver wands ; next them
two Scr'ihes in the habits of Doctors : after them., the B'l-

(hot of Canterbury alone ; after him, the Bifhots ofLin-

coin, Ely, Rochefler, and S. Afaph : next them, with

fame fmalt diflance, followes a Gentleman beating the

Purfe, with thegreat Seale, and a ^ardinals Hat : then

two Priefis, hearing eazh a Silver Croffe : then 4 Gentle-

man-Ufher bareheaded, accompanied with a Serjeant at

Armes, bearing a M*ce : then two Gentlemen, bearing

t wo great Silver Pillars : after them, fde by fide, the trwo

Cardinals, twa'^oble-men, with the Sword and Aface.

The King takes place under the Cloth of State. The I wo

Cardinals Jit under him at Judges. The Queen takes

place fame dijfance from the King. The Biflf^pt place

themfrh/es on eachjide the Court in manner of aConJi-

ftory : Below tbem the Scribes. The Lordsfit next the

Bifhops. The rejf of the Attendants fiand in convenient

order about the Stage.

Card
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Car, Whil'd our Commifllon from Rome I's read,

Lrc filcnce be commanded,

K.ing. What's the need ?

It hach already publickly been read,

And on all fides ch' Authority allow'd.

You may then fpare that time.

Car. Bee'c fo, pioceed.

Scr'i. Say, Henrj K, of England, come into the Court.

Cryer. Henry King of England^ &c.

King. Here.

Scribe. Say, Katherlue Qiieen of England^

Come into the Court.

Crier. Katherine Queen ofEigUnd, &c.

The Queen mak/s «» anffcr, rifes out of her Chayre,

goes about the Court ^ comes to the Kingy and knteles

tit his Feet. Thenfpeak'.

Sir, I defire you doc me right and Juftice,

And tobeftowyour pitty on me ; for

I am a moll poor Woman, and a ftranger,

Born out of your Dominions: having here

No Judge indifferent, nor no more affurancc

OfequallFriendniip and Proceeding. Alafs, Sir,

In what have I offended you ? What caufe

Hath my behaviour given to your difpleafurc

That thus you lliould proceed to put me off,

And take your good grace from me f Heaven wicnefle,

I have been to you a true and humble Wife,

At all times to your will conformable :

Ever in fear to kindle your Diflike
,

Ye*, fubje£t to your Countenance: Glad, or forry,

As I faw it inclin'd ? when was the hour

I evercontradifled yourDefire?

Or made ic not mine too ? Or which of your Frientis

Have I not ftrovc to love, although I knew

He were mine Enemy ? Whar Friend of mine.

That had to him deri'vd your Anger>did I

Continue in ray Liking ? nay, gave notice

He was from thcncedifchavg'd ? Sir, call to mindej

That I have been your Wife, in this Obedience,

Upward of twenty yea res, and have been Weft

With many Ghildreaby you. If in the courfe

And procelle of this time you can report.

And prove it too, againft mint Honour ought

;

My bond to Wedlock, or ray love and duty

Againft your Sacred Perfon ; in Gods name

Turn me away .- and let foul'ft Contempt

Shut door tipon me, and fo give me up

To the lliarp^ft kind of Jufticc. Pleafe you, Sir,

The King yout Father, was reputed for

A Prince molt piudent ; and an excellent

And unmatch'd Wic and Judgement. Ferdinand

My Father, King of5/>4/K, was reckon'd one

The wifeJt Prince, that there had reign'd, by many
A year before. It is not to be queftion'd ,

That they had gather'da wife Council to them

Of every Realme, that did debate this bufinefTe,

Whodeem'd our Marriage lawfull. Whevcforc I humbly

Befeech you. Sir, to fpare me, till 1 may
Be by my Friends in Spam advis'd ; whofe Counfell

I will implore. If not,ith' name of God
Your pleafure be fuifill'd.

H^oL You have here, Lady,
(And of your choyce) thefe Reverend Fatliers,men

Of fingular Integrity and Learning :

Yea, the cleft och' Land, who areadembled

To plead your Caufe. It fhall be therefore bootJcffe,.

That longer you defire the Court, as well

For your own quiet,as toreftifie

What isunfetled in the Kmg.
Camp. His Grace

Hath fpoken well, and juftly ; Therefore, Madam,
I I's fit this Royall Seflion doc proceecj.

And that (without delay) their Arguments
Be now produc'd, and heard.

Quee». Lord Cardinall, to you I fpeak.

PVol. Your pleafure, Madam.
Qit. Sir, I am about to weep ; but thinking that

We area Queen (or long have dream'd fo) certain

The 'Daughter of a Kmg, my drops of tcares,

rie turn to fpatkes of fire.

h^ol. Be patient yet.

Qu. 1 will, when you are humble ; nay before,

Of God will punilh me. I doe believe

(Induc'd by potent Circumftances) that

You arc mine Enemy^ and make my Challenge.

You fhall not be my Judge. For it is you

Have blown this Coal, betwixt my Lord, and mc ;

(Which Gods dew quench) therefore,! fay again,

1 utterly abhorre
; yea, from my Soulc

Rcfufe you for my Judge, whom yet once more
I hold my moft malicious Foe, and think not

At all a Friend to truth.

iVol. 1 doe profefTe

You fpeak not like yoiir felf .- who ever yet

Have flood to Charity : and difplay'd th'eflFe6>9

Of difpofition gentle, and of wifdome,

O're-topping womans power.Mjdaffl,you doe mc wrong,
I have no fpleen againft you, nor injuftice

For you, or any : how farre I have proceeded,

Or how farre funher(ftiall) is warranted

By a Commiffion from the Confiftory ;

Yea, the whole Confiftory of Rome. You charge me,
That I have blown this Coale : I doe deny it

,

The King is prefent : If it be known to him.

That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound,
And worthily, my Falfhood, yea, as much
As you have done my Truth. If he know
That I am free of your Repon, he knowes

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in hi in

I

I

lies to cure mc, and the cure is to

Remove thefe thoughts from you. The which before

His Highneffe Onall fpeak in, I doe befeech

You (gracious Madam) to unthink your fpeaking,

And to fay no more.

Quee. My Lord, my Lord,

I am afimplc woman, much too weak

T'oppofe your cunning. Y'are meek, & humble-mouth'd,

You fign your Place, and Calling, in fullfeeming,

With MeekncfTe and Humility : But yout heart

Is cramm'd with Arroganee, Spleen, and Pride.

You have by fortune, and his HighncfTc favours,

Coneflightly o'rc lowfteps,and now are mounted •

Where Poweis are your Rctaineis; and your words

(Domefticks to you) lei ve your will ; as't pleafe

Your felf pronounce their'Oflice. I muft tell you.

You tender more yourperfons Honour, then

Your high profeQion Spii ituall. That agen

I doerefufe you for my judge, and here

Before you al', Applcak unto the Pope,

To bring my whole Caufe 'fore hi&HolinefTe,

And to ne judg'd by hmi.

She curtfies to the Ki»gy agjjtffrri to depart.

Camp
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Camf. The Queen is obffinace.

Stubborn to Jurtice, apt to accufc it, and

Difdainfull tobetri'd by't ; 'tis not well.

She's going away.

Kin. CzW her again.

Crjtr. Katherine Q^ oi EnglaHd^comz into the Court.

Cent. U(h. Madam, you are call'd back.

Que. What need you note it? pray you keep your way,

When you are call'd return. Now the Lord help.

They vex me paft my patience, pray you paflc on ;

1 will not tarry : no, not ever more
Upon this bunneffe my appearance make

,

In any of their Courts.

Exit Quefit^ and her Attendants.

Kin. Co chy waves Katey

That man ith' world, who rtiall report he has

A better Wife, let him in nought be truftcd,

For fpeaking falfe in that ; Thou art alone

(If thy rare qualities, fweet gentlenefle.

Thy meekneffe Saint-like, Wife-lilje Government,
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts

Soveraign and Pious, could fpeak thee out)

Tlic Queen of earthly Queens : She's Noble born

:

And like her true Nobility, flie has

Carried her felf towards me.

iVol. Mofi gracious Sir,

In humbleft manner I require your HighnelTe,

That it Ihall pkafe you to declare in hearing

Of all thefe eares (for where! amrobb'd and bound,

There muft I be unloos'rf, although not there

At once, and fully fatisfi'd) whether ever I

Did broach this bufinefle to your Highnefic, or

Laid any fcruple in your way, which might

Induce you to the queflion on't : or ever

Have to you, but with thanks to God for fuch

A Royal! Lady,rpake one, the fcaft word that might

Be to the prejudice of her prefent State

,

Or touch of her good Perfon ?

Kin. My Lord Cardinal!,

I doe excufe you ; ye3,upon mine Honour,

I free you from't : You are not to be taught

That you have many Enemies, that know not

Why they are ro,but like the VilUge CurreS,

Bark whert their fellows doe. By fomc of thefe

The Queen is put in anger ; y'are excus'd

:

But will you be more juitifi'd ? You ever

Have wi(n'd the fleeping of this bufinefs, never defit'd

It to be ftirr'd ; but oft have hindred,ofi

The paflagesmade coward it ; on my Honour,

I fpeak, my good Lord Cardinall to this point

;

And thus farre clear him.

Now, what mov'd mc too'c,

I will be bold with time and your attention : (too't

:

Then marke th'inducement. Thus it came ; give heed

My Confciencc firft receiv'd a tenderneffe.

Scruple, and prick, on certain Speeches uttet'd

By th'Bifhop oiBajon^ then French Embaflador,

Who had been hither fenton the debating

And Marriage' twixt the Duke of Orleance^ and

Our Dau^evMarjf : Iih* Progreflcofthis bufincffe.

Ere a determinate refolution, he

(I mean the Bi(liop)did require a refpite.

Wherein he might the King his Lord advcrtife.

Whether our Daughter were legitimate,

Refpedling this our Marriage with the Dowager,

Sometimes our Brothers Wife. This refpite fhook

The bofomeof my Confcience, cnter'd mc
;

Yea with a fplitting power, and made to tremble

The region ofmy BrealJ, which forc'd fuch way,
That many maz'd confidctings, did throng

And preft in with this Caution. Firft, me thought

I flood not in the fmilc ofHeaven, who had
Commanded Nature, that my Ladies womb
If itconceiv'd a Male-child by mc, fhould

Doc no more Offices of life to't, then

The Grave docs to th' dead : For her Male IlTue,

Or dyed where they vwere made, or fliortly after

This world had air'd them. Hence I took a thought.

This was a Judgement on me, that my Kiugdome
(Well worthy the belt Heir oth' world) Qiouldnot

Be glad in't by me. Then follows, that

1 wcigh'd the danger that my Rcalmcs Hood in

By this my IfTues faile,and that gave tome
Many a groaning throw : thus hulling in

The wilde feaofmy Confcience,! did fteer

Towards this remedy, vwhereupon we are

Now prefent here together : that's to fay,

I meant to reftifie my Confcience, which

I then did feel full fick, and yet not well.

By all the Reverend Fathers of the Land,

And Doftors Lcarn'd. Firft I began in private.

With you, my Lord oi Lincoln
; you remember

How under my oppredion I did icck

When I fitft mov'd you.

B. Lin. Very well, my Liege.

Kin, I have fpoke long, bepfeas'd your feifto fay

How farre you fatisfi'd nie.

Lin. So pleafe your Highnefle,

The queflion did at firft fo ftagger me.

Bearing a ftate of mighty moment in'c.

And confequcncc of dread, that I committed

The daringft Counfell which I had to doubt.

And did intreat your Highneflcin thiscourfe,

Whrchyou arc running here.

Kin. I then mov'd you.

My Lord oi Canterbury, and got your leave

To make this prefent Summons unfolicitcd.

I left no reverend perfon in this Court,

But by particular confent proceeded

Under your Hands and Scales : therefore go on,

For no diflikc ith' world againft the perfon

Of our good Queen ; but the flwrp thorny points

Ofmyallcdged reafonsdrivcs this forward:

Prove butoDr Marriage lawfull, by my Life

And Kingly Dignity, we are contented

To wear her mortall State to come, with her,

{Katherine our Queen) before the pritneft Creature

That's Parragon'd oth' World.

Camf. So pleafe your HighnefTe,

The Queen being abfent, 'tis a needfull fimefle.

That we adjourn this Court to a further day ;

Mean while muft be an eatneft motion

Made to the Queen, to call back herappealc

She intends unto his Holincfle.

Kin. I may perceive

Thefe Cardinals trifle with me : I abhorre

This dilatory floth, and tricks of l^eii**.

My Leavn'd and welbcloved Servant Cranmer^

Prethec recurfl, with thy approach : I know.

My comfort comes along : break up the Courc ;

I fay, fee on.

SJStMnt.in manner as tb*J laStfA

J
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(lAUhs Tertius. Scena Trima.

Entn Queen avj ber pyoman^ as at work,.

Queen. Take thy Lute, Wench,
My Soule growesfad with troubles.

Sing, and difperfe 'cm if thou canft : leave working

:

Song.

ORphtHS with his Lute made Trees
,

And the.tJiioHntatn tops that frte^e^

Baw themfelves when he'did fmg.
To his MHJick^ Plants and Flowers

Ever fpring ; as Sun and ShotverSy

There had made,a lafling Spring.

Every thing that heard him play^

Even the Billorves ofthe Sea,

Hung their Heads, and then lay hy,

Infweet Mujici^isfuch <>Art,

Killing care, and grief of hearty
Fall ajleepy or hearing dye.

Enter a Gentleman.

Qneen. How now ?

Gent.h\\A\ pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals

Wait in the prefcnce.

Queen. Would they fpeak with mc >

Cent. They will'd me fay fo, Madam.
Queen. Pray their Graces

To come near : what can be their bufineffe

With mc, a poor weak woman, fain from favour,

I doe not like their comming ; now I think on't,

They fhould be good men, tlieir affaires are righteous,

But, All Hoods makj not Monkj.
Enter ihettvo Cardinals, Wolfey and Campian.

Wolf. Peace to yoiir Highncffc,

Qu. Your Graces find mc here part of a Houfwife,

(I would be allj agamft the worft may happen :

What are your plcafurcs with me, Reverend Lords ?

pyol. May It pleefe you. Noble Madam, to withdraw
Into your private Chamber ; we (hall give you
The full caufe of our comming.

Qneen. Speak it here.

There's nothing I have done yet o' my Confciencc

Defervcs a Corner : would all other Women
Could fpeak this with as free a Soule as I doc,

My Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy
Above a number) Ifmy aijlions

Were tri'd by every tongue, every eye faw 'cm,

Envy and bafe opinion fet againft 'em,

I know my life lo even. If your bufineffe

Seek mc out, and that way I am Wife in ;

Out with i: boldly : Truth loves open deahng.

Card. Tanta eji.crga te mentis integritas (Regiia fe-

Queen. Good ttiy Lord, no Latine ; (^teniffima.)

I am not fuch a TrCiant fince my comming,
As not to know the Language I have liv'd in : (ous

:

A ftrange Tongue makes my caufe more ftrange, fufpiti-

Pray fpeak in Englifh ; here are fome will thank you.

If you fpeak truth, fonfheir poor Miftris fake ;

Believe me (he has had much wrong. Lord Cardinall,
The willing'ft fin I ever yet committed,
May be abfolv'd in Englijh:

Card. Noble Lady,

I am forry my integrity fliould breed,

(And fervicc to his Maje/ly and you)

So deep fufpition, where all faith was meant

;

We comenot by the way of Accufation,

To taint that honour every good Torrgue bleffes

;

Nor to betray you any way to forrow
;

You have too much, good Lady : But to know
How you fland minded in the weighty difference

BetM/een the King and you, and to deliver

(Like free and honeft men) our juft opinions,

And comforts to your caufe.

Camp. Moft honoured Madam,
My Lord of Tork., out of his Noble nature

,

Zeale and obedience he Hill bore your Grace,

Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenfure
Both of his truth and him (which was too farre)

Offers, as 1 doe, in a fign of peace,

His Service, and his Counfell.

Queen. To betray mc.

My Lords, I thank you both for your good wills,

Ye fpeak like honefi men, (pray God ye prove fo)

But how to make ye fuddenly an Anfwer
In fuch a pomt of weight, fo near mine Honour,
(More near my Life I fear) with my weak wit ;

And to fuch men of Gravity and Learning
;

In truth I know not. I was fet at work,
Among my Maids,full little (God knowes) looking

Either for fuch men, or fuch bufineffe ;

For her fake that I have been, for I fcele

The laft fit of my Greamefie ; good your Graces
Let me have time and Council for my Caufe

:

Alafs, I am a Woman friendlelTe, hopelefTc.

Af<?/. Madam,
You wrong the Kings love with thefe feares,

Your hopes and friends are infinite.

Queen. In Sngland,

But little for my profit : can you think, Lord,

That any Englifh-msn date give me Counfell?

Or be a known friend 'gainft his Highncffe plcafure,

(Though be be grown fo defperate to be honeft)

And live a Subje(5t ? Nay forfooth my friends,

They that muft weigh out my affliftions,

They that my ttuft muft grow to, live not here,

They are (as all my other comforts)-far hence

In mine own Country, Lords.

Camp. I would your Grace

Would leave your griefs, and cake my Counfell.

Queen. How, Sir ?

Camp. Put your main caufe into the Kings protcflion,

He's loving and moft gracious. 'Twill be much.

Both for your Honour better and your Caufe :

For if the Tryall of theLawo're-take ye,

You'l part away difgrac'd.

Afff/. He tells you rightly.

Queen. Ye tell mc what ye wifb for both, my ruine

:

Is this your Chriftian Counfell ? Out upon ye.

Heaven is above all yet ; there fits a Judge,

That no King can corrupt.

Camp. Your rage miflakes us.

Queen. The more fhaine for ye;holy men I thought ye,

Upon my Soule, two Reverend Cardinall Virtues:

But Cardinall Sins, and hollow hearts I fear ye :

Mend 'em for fhamc my Lords : Is this your comfort ?

The Cordiall that yc bring a wretched Lady <"

A woman loft among ye, laugh'd at,fcorn'd ?

I will not Willi ye half my nMlcries,
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I have tnoie Chanty, Buc fay 1 warn'd ye ;

Take heed, for heavens fake take heed, Itaft at once

The burthen of my forrows fall upon ye.

Car, Madam, this is a mecrdiltiaftion,

You turn the good wc ofter into envy.

Qnee. Ye turn roe into nothing. Woe upon ye,

Andallfuchfalfeprofelfors. Would you have me
(If you have any Ju(tice,any Pitty,

Ifye be any thing buc Cburchmcns habit)

Putmy fick caufe into his handsthat hates me ?

Alafs,ha's banifh: me his bed already

,

His Love, too long ago. I am old, my Lords,

And ail the fellowlVip I hold now with him

[$ onely by obedience. What can happen

To me, above this wrctchedncffe .' All your Studies

Make me a Curfe, like this :

Camf. Your fearcs arc worfc.

Qu. Have I li v'd thus long (lee me fpeak my fcif,

Since Virtue finds no friends) a Wife, a true one ?

A Woman (I date fay without Vain-glory)

Never yet branded with fufpition ?

Have I, with allmy full Affections

Still met the King ? Lov'd him next Heav'n?Obey*d him?

Bin (out of fondneffc)fuper{iitious to, him ?

Almod forgot my Prayers to content him ?

And am I thus rewarded f 'tis not wcIl,Lord».

Bring mc a conftant woman to her Husband,

One that ne're dream'd a Joy,bcyond his pleafure ;

And to that Woman (when fhc has done moft)

Yet will T adde an honour ; a great Patience.

Car. Madam, you wander from the good

We ayme at.

Quee. My Lord

,

I ditf not make my felffo guilty,

To give up willingly that Noble Title

Your Maftcr wed me to : nothing but death

Shall c're divorce my Digtvicies.

Curd. Pray hear me,

Qu. Would I had never trod this Engtlfh Earth,

felt the Flatteries that grow upon it

:

Ye have Angels Faces, but Heaven knowes your hearts.

What fliall become ofme now, wretched Lady f

1 am the moft unhappy Woman living.

AIafs(poor Wenches) where arc now your Fortunes ?

Shipwrack'd upon a Kingdome, where no Pitty,

No Friends, no Hope, no Kindred weep for me?
Almoft no Grave allow'd me ? Like the Lilly

That once was Miflnsofthe Field, and flourilh'd,

rie hang my head, and perifli.

Car. If your Grace

Could but be brought to know our ends arc honeft,

You'id feel more comfort. Why Hiould we (good Lady)
Upon what caufe wrong you f Alafs, our Places,

The way of our Profemon is againft it

;

We are to cure fuch forrows, not to fow 'cm.

For goodnefs fake, confider what you doci

How you may hurt your felf : I, utterly

Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage,

The hearts of princes killc Obedience,

So much they love it. But to ftubborn Spirits,

They fwcll and grow as terrible as ftormcs.

I know you Via vc a gentle, noble temper
,

A Soiile as even as a Calme; Pray think us,

Thofe wc proferte. Peace-makeis. Friends, and Servants.

Cantf. Madam, you'll find icfo:

I You wrong your Virtues

With cheie weak Womens fearcs. A Noble Spirit

As youis was, put into you, ever carts

Such doubts as falfe Coyn from it. The King loves you,
Beware you loofe it not : For us (ifyou pleafc

To truft us in your buficfl'e) we are ready

To ufc our utmoft Studies in your fcrvice.

Qu. Doe what you will, my Lords:
And pray forgive me;
If 1 have us'd my felfunmannerly,

You know lama Woman lacking wit

To make a feemly anfwer to fuch perfons.

Pray do my fcrvicc to his Majefty,

He has my heart yet, and (Viall have my Prayers

While I fhallhavemy life. Come reverend Fathers,
Beftow your Counlellson me. She now begs

That little thought when fhc fct footing here.

She fhould have bought her Dignities fo dear. Exeunt

.

Scena Secunda,

Enter the Dnke of Nurfoll^Duke of Sufo/i^^ Lord Sur
rej , And Lord Chamberlaia,

Norf. If you will now unite in your Complaints
And force them with a Conftancy,ihe Cardinall
Cannot ftand under them., Ifyou omit
The offer of this time, I cannot promifc.

But that you (hall fuftain moc new difgraces,

With thefe you bear already.

Sur. I am joyfull

To meet the leaft occafion, that may give me
Remembrance ofmy Fathei-in-Law the Duke,
To be reveng'd on him.

Suf. Which of the Peeres

Haveuncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaft

Strangely neglcfted ? When did he regard

The flamp of Noblenoffc in any perfon

Outofhimfelf?

cham. My Lords, you fpeak your pleafures

:

What he dcferves of you and me, I know .•

What we can do to him (though now the time

Gives way to us) I much fear. Ifyou cannot

Barre his acceffe to ch* King, never attempc

Any thing on him : for he hath a witchcraft

Over thcKingin's Tongue.
Nor, O fear him not,

His fpell in that is out : the King hath found

Matter againfl him, that for ever manes

The Hony of his Language. No, he's fetlcd

(Not to come off) in his difpleafurc.

Sur. Sir,

I fhould be glad to hear fuch Newes as this

Once every houre.

Nor Believe it,this is tttie.

In the Drvorce, hiscomiary proceedingi

Are all unfolded: wherein heappearcs.

As I would wi(h mine Enemy.
Sur. How came

His pra(5lires to light ?

Suf. Moft ftiangely.

Sur. O how ^ how ?

Suf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope mifcarried.

And.
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And come to rh' eye oth' King, wherein was read

How that theCardinall did entreat his Holineffc

To ftay the Judgement oth' Divorce ; for if

It did take place, I doe (cjuoth he) perceive

My King is tangled in affef^ion, to

A Creature of the Queens, Lady Anne BHllen.

Sur. Ha's the King this?

Suf. Belceve it.

Sur. Will this work?

Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coafts

And hedges his own way. But in this point,

All his tiicks founder, and he brings his Phyfick

After his patients death ; the King already

Hath married the fair Lady.

Sur. Would he had.

Suf. May you be happy in your wifii,my Lord,

For I profeffe you have it.

Sur. Now all my joy

Trace the Conjunction.

suf. My Amen too't.

Nor. All mens.

Suf. There's order given for her Coronation

:

Marry this is yet but young, and may be left

To fome cares unrecounted. But, my Lords,

She is a gallant Creature, and compleat

In minoe and feature, 1 pcrfwadc me, from her

Will fall fome blefTing to this Land, which (hall

In it be memoriz'd.

Sur. But will the King

Digell this Letter of the Cardinals .'

The Lord forbid.

Nor. Marry Amen.

Suf. No, no :

There be moe Wafps that buz about hfsNofe,

Will make this fling the fooncr. Cardinal! j^amfelm.,

Is Itoln away to Romty hath tane no leave,

Ha's left the caufeto th' King un handled, and
Is ported as the Agent of ourCardinall,

To fecond all his plot. I doe aflurc you.

The King cri'd Ha, at this.

Cham. Now God incenfe him.

And let him cry Ha, louder.

Notf. But, my Lord ,

When returns Cranmer ?

Suf. He is retum'd in his opinions, which

Have fatisfi'd the King for his Divorce,

T(^ether with all famous Colledges

AlmoU in Chriftendome : fhortly (I believe)

His fecond Marriage fhall be publi(>icd, and

Her Coronation. Katherlne no more

Shall be call'd Queen, but Princeflc Dowager,

A Widow to Prince Arthur.

Nor. This fame Cranmer's

A woi thy Fellow, and hath tane much pain

In the Kings bufinefle.

Suf. He has, and we fhall fee him

For it, an Arch-Billiop.

Nor. So I hear.

Suf. 'Tis fo.

Enter tVolfey and Crontwtlt.

TheCardinall.

Nor. Obfervc, obferve, he's moody.

Car. The Packet, Cromwetty

Gav't you the King ?

Crom. To his owii hand, in's Bed-chamber.

Card. Look'd he oth' in-fide of the Paper ?

Crom. Prcfently

He did unfeale them, and the firft he view'd.

He did it withaferious mindc: a heed

Was in his Countenance. You he bad
Attend him here this Morning.

Card. Is he ready to come abroad ?

Crom. I chink by this he is,

Card._ Leave me a while. Sxit ^romnsll.

Ft fhall be to the Duccheffe o^Alanfon^

The Frrwr^ Kings Sifter ; He fhall marry her,

Anne Bulltn ? No : I'le no tAnne Bul/ens ioi him

y

There's more in't then fair Vifage. Bullen ?

No, we'll no Salient : Speedily I wifh

To hear from %pme. The Marchioncffe of Ptnbroekj
Nor. He's difcontcnted.

Suf. May be he hcares the King
Does whet his anger to him.

Sur. Sharp enough.

Lord for thy Juftice.

Car. The late Queens Gentlewoman ?

A Knights Daughter

To be her Mirtiis Miftris ? the Queens Queen >

This Candle bums not deer, 'tis I muftlnuffe it.

Then out it goes. What though I know her virtuous

And well-deferving ? yet 1 know her for

A Ipleeny Lutheran., and not wholfome to

Our caufc, that fhe ("hould lie ith' bofome of

Our haid rul'd King. Again, there is fprung up
An Heretick, an Arch-one ; Cr.anmeryOr\c

Hath crawl'd into the favoui of theKing,

And is his Oracle.

Nor. He is vex'd at fomething.

Enter King reading of a Scheiute.

5«r.T would 'twere fomething that would fret the ftring

The Malier cord on's heart.

Suf. The King, the King.

King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated

To his own portion ? and what expence by th' hour

Seems to flow from him ? how, ith' name of Thrift

Does he rake this together ? Now, my Lords,

Saw you the Cardinall ?

Kor. My Lord, we have

Stood here obferving him. Some ftrange Commotion
Is in his brain : he bites his lip and ftarts.

Stops on a fudden, looks upon the ground ,

Then layes his finger on his Temple : ftraight

Springs ont into faft garc, then Hops again.

Strikes his breft hard, and anon, he calls

His eye againft the Moon : in molt ftrange PofturCS

We have feen him fet himfelf.

King. It may well be.

There is a mutiny in's minde. This raornipg.

Papers of State he fent me, to perufe

As I requir'd : and wot you what I found

There (on my Confcicnce put unwittingly)

Forfooth an Inventory, thus importing

The fcverall parcels of his Plate, his Treafure,

Rich StufFesand Ornaments of Hou (hold,which

r findc at fuch proud Rate, that it out-fpcaks

PofftlTion of a SubjedV.

Nor. It's heavens will.

Some Spirit put this Paper in the Packet

,

ToblelTe 'jout eye withall.

King. If we did think

His
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His Concemplaiions were above the earth.

And fixr on fpiritual objeft, he ftiould ttill

Dwell in his Muftngs, but I am afraid

His Thinkings are below the Moon , nor worth

His ferious confidcring.

King takes his Seatywhifpers Lmell, whogoes

to she Cardinal,

Cdr. Heaven forgive mc.

Ever God blefs your Kjghnefs,

Kirtg. Good my Lord,

You arc full of Heavenly fluff, and bear the Inventory,

Of your beft Grace, in your minde ; the which.

You were now running o're : you have fcarcc tioftc

To Ikal from Spiritual leifure ,a brief fpan

To keep your earthly Audit, furc in that

I deem you an ill Husband, and am glad

To have you therein my Companion.

Car, Sir,

For Holy Offices I have a time ; a time

To thinK upon the part of bofmefs, which

I bear i'th State : and Nature does require

Her times of prefervation, which perforce

I her frail fon, among'ft my Brethren mortal,

Muft give my tendance to.

King. You have faid well.

Car. And ever may your Highnefs yoke together,

(As I will lend you caufe) my doing well,

With my well faying.

KiMg. 'Tis well faid agen.

And 'tis a kind ofgood deed to fay well.

And yet words are no deeds. My Father lov'd you.

He faid he did ,and with this deed did Crown

His fword upon you. Since I had my Office,

I. have kept you next my Heart , have not alone

Imploy'd you where high Profits might come home,

But par'd my prcfent Havings , to beftow

My Bounties upon you.

Car. What (Tiould this mean ?

Sur. The Lord increafe this bufinefs.

King. Have I not made you

The prime man of the State ? I pray you tell me.

Ifwhat I now pronounce, you have found true :

And if you may confcfs it, fay withall

If you are to bound to us, or no. What fay yoO ?

Car. My Soveraign, 1 confefsyour Royal graces

Showr'd on me daily, have been more then could

My (tudied purpofcs require, which went

Beyond all man's endeavours. My endeavours.

Have ever come too fhortofmy Dcfiies,

Yet fiU'd with my Abilities : Mine own ends.

Have been fo, that evermore they pointed

To th'good of your moft Sacred Perfon, and

The profit of the State. For your great Graces

Heap'd upon me (poor Undeferver) I

Can nothing render but Allegiant thanks.

My Prayers to heaven for you ; my Loyalty

Which ever has, and ever ihall be growing,

'Till death (that Winter) kill it»

King. Fairly anfwcr'd

:

A Loyal, and obedient Subjeft is

Therein illuflrated, the Honour of it

Does pay the Aft of i:, asi'ih'contraiy

The foulncfs is the puailhment. 1 prefunw,

Thatas my hand has open'd Bounty to you,

IMy heart drop'd Love, my pow'r rain'd Honour , more

IOn you, then any : So your Hand, and Heart.

Your Brain, and every Fun<ftion of your power.
Should, notwichftanding that your bond of duty.

As 'twere in Love's pardculai, be more
To me your Friend, then any.

Car. J doprcfefs,

That for your Highnefs eood , I ever labour'd

More then mine own : that am, have, and will be
(Though all the world fliould crack their duty to you ,
And throw it from their Soul; though perils did
Abound, as thick as thought could make 'em, a.nd

Appear in forms more horrid, yet my Duty,
As doth a Rock againft the chiding Floud,

Should the approach of this wild River break)

And ftand unfhaken, yours.

King. 'Tis Nobly fpoken ;

Take notice Lords, he has a Loyal brcaft.

For you have feen him opcn't. Read o're this,

And after this, and then to Brcakfafl with-

What appetite you have.

Exit Klttgyfrorvmtig upon the (^arilnnl^ the TJtihlti

throng ofcer htm vhlfpering^andfmiiintr.

Car, What mould this mean ?

What fudden Anger's this r How have I reap'd it ?
He parted Frowning from me, as if Ruinc

Leap'd from his Eyes. So looks the chafed Lyon
Upon the daring Huntfman that has gall'd him

:

Then makes him nothing. I muft read this paper:

I fear the Story of his Anger. 'Tis fo

:

Thispaper has undone me : 'Tis th'Account

Of all thai world of Wealth I havediawn together

For mine own ends,(Indecd to gain the Popedomc
And fee my Friends in %onie.) O Nfgiigence I

Fit for a Fool lo fall by : Whatcrols Devil

Made me put this main Secret in the Packet

I fcnt the King .? Is there no way to curt this?

No new device to beat this from his Brains f

I know 'twill ftir him ftrongly
; yet I know

A way, if it take right, in fpight of Fortune

Will bring me ofFagain. What's this f To thTope f

The Letter (as Hive) with all the Bufinefs

[ writ to's Holinefs. Nay then, faicwe 11 :

I have touch'd the highell point of all my Gr€atnefs,

And from that full Meridian ofmy Gloty,

I hafte now to my Setting, I (lull fall

Like a bright Exhalation in the Evening,

And no man fee me more.

Eater to Woolfej^ the D^kej ofNorfelh^eniSitftlk^ the

EarlofSurrej , and the Lord Chamherlain,

Nor. Hear the King's picafure Cardinal,

Who commands you

To render up the Great Seal prefemly

Intoourhands, and to Confine your felf

To ylp)er-\iO\itt , my Lord of ffiHehcIler\

Till you hear further from his Highnefs.

Car. Stay:

Where's your CommilTion.' Lords, words cannot carry

Author'rty fo mighty.

Sujf. Who cwrc crofs 'em ,

Bearing the King's w HI from his mouth exprefsly >

Car. 'Tim findc more then will, or words to do it,

( I mean your Malice) know. Officious Lords,

I dare, and muft deny it. Now I feel

Of what courfc Mettal ye arc molded, Envy

:

How eagerly ye follow my Difgraces

a a H
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As if it fed ye, and how fleek and wancon

Ye appear in every thing may bring my luinc?

Follow your envious courfcs, men of Malice

;

You have a Chriftian warrant for *cm, and no doubt

In time will find their fit Rewards. That Seal

You ask with fuch a Violence , the King

(Mine, and your Mafter)with his own hand, gave me :1

Bad me enjoy it, with the Place, and Honours

During my life ; and to confirm his Goodnefs,

Tf de It by Letters Patents. Now, who'll take it ?

Snr, The King that gave it.

Car. It muft be himfdf then.

Stir, Thou an a proud Traytor, Prieft.

Car. Proud Lord , thou iyefl'

:

Within thefe fourty hourrs , Surrey durft bcttet

Have burnt that Tongue, then faid fo.

Sur. Thy Ambition

(Thou Scarlet finncr) robb'd this bewailing Land

Of Noble Btukinghanty my Father-in-Law,

The headsof all thy Brother Cardinals,

(With thee, and all thy bed parts bound together)

Wcigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy.

You fent me Deputy for Irtlandy

Far from his fuccour ; from the King , from all

That might have mercy on the fault, thou gay'ft him

:

Whil'ft your great Goodnefs, out of holy pitie,

Abfolv'd him with an Axe.

IVol. This, and all elfe

This talking Lord can lay upon my credit,

I anfwer, ismoft falfe. The Duke by Law
Found his deferts. How innocent I was

From any private malice in his end,

His Noble Jury , and foul Caufe can witnefs.

If I lov'd many words. Lord, I fhould tell you.

You have as little Honefty, as Honour,

That in the way of Loyalty, and Truth,

Toward the King, my ever Royal Mafler,

Dare mate a founder man then Surreyan be,

And all that love his follies.

Sur, By my Soul,

Your long Coat (Prieft) protefts you.

Thou (hould'ft feel

My Sword i'th'lift bloud ofthee clfe. My Lords

,

Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance ?

And from this Fellow ? If we live thus tamely,

To bethus Jaded by a piece of Scarlet

,

Farewell Nobility : let his Grace go forward.

And dare us with his Cap, like Larks.

Car. All Goodnefs

Is poifon to thy Stomack.

Snr. Yes, that Goodnefs

Ofgleaning all the Land's wealth into one.

Into your own hands (Card'nal) by Extortion

:

The goodnefs of your intercepted Packets

You writ to th'Pope , againft the King : your goodnefs

Since you provoke me, mall be moft notorious.

My Lord of Norfolk^^ as you are truly Noble,

As you rcfpe£l the common good, the State

Of our difpis'd Nobility, our Iffues,

(Who if he live, will fcarce be Gentlemen)

Produce the grand fumme of his finnes, the Articles

CoUefted from his life. Tie ftartle you

Worfe then the Sacring Bell, when the brown Wench
Lay kiffing in your arme«, Lord Cardinal.

Car. How much me thmks , I could defpife this man,

But that I am bound in Charity againft it.

i.

'

.

Nor. Thofe Articles, my Lord,arc in the Kings hand;
But thug much, they are foul ones.

Wot. So much fairer

And fpotlefs, fliall mine Innocence atife.

When the King knows my Truth.

Sur. Thiscannotfavcyou:

I thank my Memory, I yet remember
Some of thefe Articles, and out they ftiall.

Now, if you can blulh , and cry guilty Cardinal,
You'll fhew a little Honefty.

IVot. Speak on Sir,

I dare your worit Objeftions : If I blufli,

It is to fee a Nobleman want manners.

Sur. I had rather want thofe , then my head j

Have at you,

Firft,that without the King'saffent or knowledge,
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power
You maim'd the Jurifdi6^ion of all BilKops.

Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome^ or clfe

To Foreign Princes, Ego& 'B^x meuty
Was ftill infcrib'd : in which you brought the Kin<»

To be your Servant.

Suff". Then, that without the knowledge
Either of King or Counccl , when you went
Ambaffador to the Emperour, you made bold

To carry into F/4/»//fr/, the Great Seal.

Sur. Item, You ffent a large CommilTion
To Gregory de Cafado, to conclude

Without the King's will, or the States allowance,

A League between his Highnefs, and Ferrara.

Saf. That out of mere Ambition, you have caus'd

Your holy-Hat to be ftampt on the King's Coin.
Sur. Then, that you have fent innumerable fubftance,

(By what means got, I leave to your own Confcience)
To furnidi Xome^ and to prepare the wayes
You have for Dignities, to the mere undoing
Of all the Kingdomc. Many more there are.

Which fince they are of you,and odious,

I will not taint my mouth with.

(^ham. O my Lord,

Prefs not a falling man too far : 'tis Virtue :

His faults lye open to the Lawes, let them

(Not you) correft him. My heart weeps to fee him
So little, of his great Self.

Sur. I forgive him.

Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King's further plcafure is,

Becaufc all thofe things you have done of late

By your power Legantive within this Kmgdome,
Fall into th'compafs of a Praemunire

;

That therefore fuch a Writhe fued againft you,

To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements,
Caftles, and whatfoever, and to be

Out of the King's prote(^ion. Tliis is my Chargr.

Nor. Andfo we'll leave youto your Meditations

How to live better. For your fiubborn anfwer

About the giving back the Great Seal to us,

The King mall know it, and (no doubt) fliall thank you.

So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal.

Exeunt all hut Wolfej,

Wol. So farewell, to the little good you bear mc.

Farewell ? A long farewell to all my Greatnefs.

This is the ttate of Man ; to day he puts forth

The tender Leaves of Hopes, to morrow Bloflbms,

And beares his blufliing Honours thick upon him :

The third day,comes a Froft ; a killing Froft,

And when he thinks, good eaile man, fullfuicly

His



The Life ofKjng Henry the Eighth, 559

\

His Greatnefs is a ripening, nips his Root,

And then he falls as f do. I haw ventur'd

LiVe little wanton Boyes that f vim on bladders

:

This many Summers ma Sea of Glory,

But far beyond my depth i my high-blown Pride

At length broke under me, and now ha's left mc

Weary, and old wiihCetviee, to the mercy

Of a rude ftream, that muft for ever hide me.

Vain pomp, and glory ofthe World, I hate ye»

I feel my heart new open'd. Oh how wretched

Is that poor mm, that hangs on Princes favours t

There is betwixt that fmila wc would afpire to.

That fwect Afpcdl of Princes, and their ruine.

More pangs, and feares then warres , or women h»te }

And when he falls, he falls like Liulfiv^

Ncterto hope again.

'Brtttr Cremmllf ff4ndiitg *m«Mi.
Why how now Cromwtll ?

Crem. I have no power to fpeak Sir.

Car. What,amar'd

At my m sfortunes ? Can the Spirit vtonder

A great man (ho\M decline. Nay , and you weep

I am fal'n indeed.

Cram. How does your Grace ?

Card. Why well:

Never fo truly happy, my good CrtmwU^
I know my felfnow, and I feel within mc,

A peace above all earthly Dignities,

A ftill, and quiet Conscience. The King has cur*d me,

I humbly thank his Grace : and from thcfe flioulderi

This ruin'd Pillet, out of Pitic, taken

A load, would fink a Navy,(too much Honour.)

'tis a burden Creww;//, 'tis a burden

Too heavy for a man, that hopes for Heaven.

Crem. I am glad your Grace,

Ha's made that right ufe of it.

Card. I hope I have:

1 am able now (me thinks)

("Out of a fonitudeof Sou1,I feel)

To endure more Mifcries, and greater far

Then my Weak-hearted Enemies, dare offer.

What Ncwcs abroad ?

Crom. The heavieft,and the worft.

Is your difpleafure with the King.

Card. God blefs him.

Crtm. The next is, that Sir Thomas Moor is chofen

Lord Chancellor, in your place.

Card. That's fomewbat fodain.

But he's a Learned man. May he continue

Long in his Highnefs tavour,and do Jufiice

For ttuth's-fake,and his Confcience ; that his bones.

When he has run his courfe, and fleeps in Bicffings,

May have a tombe of Orphan's tcarcs wept on him.

What more ?

C^om. That Cranmer is rctum'd with welcome ;

Inftill'd Lord Arch-biflnop of Ca»t«rbitrj,

Card. That's Ncwcs indeed.

^ro»w. Laft, that the Lady AaaCy

Whom the King hath in fecrccy long tmrried.

This day was view'd in open, as his Queen,

Going to Chappcl : and the voice is now
OnTy about her Coronation.

Card. There was the weight that pull'd me down.

O Crtmrvelly

The King h'as gone beyond me : All my Glories

In that one woman, I havcloft for ever.

No Sun, fliall ever ufhcr forth mine Honours,
Or gild again the Noble Troops that weighed.
Upon my fmiles. Go get thee from me Cromwtt,
1 am a poor fal'n man, unworthy now
To be thy Lord, and Mafter. Seek the King
(That Sun, I pray may never fct ) I have toldhim.
What, and how true thou art ; he will advance thee j

Some little memory ofme,wiIlftir him

(1 know hisNoblc Nature; not to let

Thy hopefull fet vice petilh too. Good Crtnive/,

Neglefthimnot; make ufe now , and provide

For thine own fiture fafety.

Crtm. O my Lord,

M!;ft I then leave you f Muft I needs forgoe

So good, fo Noble, and fo true a Marter }

Bear witnefs, all that have not hearts of Iron,

With what a fonowCrowj»f/ leaves his Lord.
The King fliall have my fervice ; but my prayers

For ever and for ever Hiall be youts.

( ard. Crtmwely I did not think to (Tied a tear

In all my miferies : But thou haft forc'd me
(Outof thyhoncft truth) to play the Woman.
Let's dry our eyes : And thus far hear mc CrotTrmet^

And when I am forgotten, as 1 ftiall be.

And fleepin dull coid Marble, whete no mention

Of me, more muft be heard of: Say I taught thee

;

Say W»l^ejy that once trod the waycs of Glory,

And founded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour^

Found theea way (out of his wrack) to rile in:

A fure.and fafe one, though thy Mafter milt it,

Maik but my Fall, atul that that Ruin'd me:
Cromwtly 1 charge thee, fling away Ambition,

By that fin fell the Angels : how can man then

(The Image of his Maker) hope to win by it f

Love thy felf laft, cherifh ihofe hearts that hate thee :

Corruption win not more then Honefty,

Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace

To filencc envious tongues. Be juft, and fear not

:

Let all the ends thou aim'ft at , be thy Countries,

Thy God's, and truth's : then ifthou fall'ft (O Crtuntl)

Thou fall'ft a blelTcd Martyr.

Serve the King : and prethee lead me in

;

There take an Inventory of all I have.

To the laft penny, 'tis the Kings. My Robe,

And my Integrity to Heaven, is all,

I dare now call mine own. O Cremvtt, Crtrm^i
Had I but ferv'd my God, with half the Esal

I ferv'd my King : he would not in mine Age
Have left me naked to mine Enemies.

Cram. Good Sir, have patience.

Card. Sol have. Farewell

The Hopes of Court, my Hopes in Heaven do dwell.

£xeMMt.

aJStif Quartuf, Scena Trima^.

Eattrtwo Ctntltmtn^ mtet'ittg eaeanetbtr.

I . Y'arc well met once again. (
a. So are yot'.

I, You come to take your ftand here, and behold

rhe Lady jiiuit pafs from her Coronauon.

A a a a V: Ti^
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i. 'Tis all my bufinefs. At ouf laft encounter.

The Duke of Buckingham came from his Tryal.

1

.

*Tis very nue» But chat time offei*d forrow.

This general joy.

2. 'Tiswell: the Citizens

I am fure have fhewn at full their Rbyal minds,

Aslet'eni have their lights, they are ever foiw'ard

In Celebration of this day with Shewes^

Pageants, and Sights of Honour.

I. Never greater.

Nor VU aflurc you better taken Sir.

3. May I be bold to ask what chat contains,

That Paper in your hands ?

I. Yes, 'lis the Lid
Of thofcthat claim their Offices this daVi

By cufVomeofthe Coronation.

The Duke of Sujfolk, is the firft, and claims

To be h^gh Stev/aid ; next the Duke oi NoTfolk,y

He to be Earl Maidia) : you may read the reft.

1. I thank you Sir : Hadlnotknown thofectiftomes,

I fhould have been beholding to your Paper :

But I befeteh you, w/hat'$ become of Katkerlne
_

The Princefs Dowager ? How goes lier bu/fneis ?

1. That I can tell you too: the Archbifliop

Of Canttrhttry^ accompanied with other

L'ainedjand Reverend Fatheis of this Order,

Held a late Cou«at Dunilahlt ; fix miles off

From ^mprhilly where the Princcfs lay, to which

She was often cixed by them, but appcar'd not

;

And to be fliort,foi not Appearance, and

The King's late Scruple, by the cn«in aflcnt

Of all thefe Learned^nrn, (lie was divorc'd.

And the late Marriage made of none effeft :

Since which, flic was remov'd to Kimholton^

Where rtie remains now fick.

2. Alas good Lady.

The trumpets found : ftand clofe,

Tlie Queen is coming. H»-hojes.

The Order ofthe Coronation.

1 . j4 lively Flaurifh of TrHinftts.

1. Then two Judfes,

J . Lord Chwicdlour , vnh Purfe and Mact before him.

4. Quirijftersy7«f/jg-. M<jfick.

5. jMSyor ofLordon, fearing the iJiiace.Then Garter,

i« his Ctat of tyirrhtSy and on hit head he v»re a Gilt

Copper Qfovh,

6. Mai quefs of Dorfer, tearing a Scepter ofGold, on hit

heady a Dfml.(^oronalgfGold, With hittf, the Earl of

Surrey hearing the %ed of Silver with the Dove,

Ctortiiedwithan Earless Coronet. Collars of Ejfei.

7. Duke «/Suffolk , in hi) Roie of Ipate , hit Coronet on

his headyhtaring along while H'and,as High Steward,

yylxh h'im^tht1}Mke ofNoiMk.w'th the Rod oftjitar.

/haljhip, a Coronet on his head. Cellars ofEffei,

A Canopy, home l>y four ef the Cinque-Ports, /wj^/rr8

jf the Qiieen in her %obt ^ in her hair^ richly adorned

With Pearly Creivned. On eachjide her the Bifhops of

London and Wincheftcr.

9. The old DtfcheJ? ofNoiMk , in a Coronal of Cold ,

vreught with FlowerSy bearing the Queen's Traits,

10. Certain Ladies or Countcffcs , viih plain Circlets ef
Coldy without Flowers,

Exeunt , ftrjl pajfing over the Stage inOrder aitdStat»y

and thenyAgreat Flourlfh ofTtHmpets.

2.A RoyalTiainbelievemcnbcfcIknow:
Who's that bearsthe Scepter ?

1. Marquefs Pffj/irr,

And that the Eari <ASiarreyy with the Rod.
2. A bold brave GentlcmanThat (houldbc

TbeDukeof J*/<»/t

1. 'Tis the fame: high Steward.

2. And that my Lord ol Nnfolkj
I. Yes.

a. Heaven blefs thee.

Thou haft the fweeteft facci everlook'd on.
Sir, as I ha ve a Soul, (he is an Angel

;

Our King bas all the Indies in his Armes,
And morc,&iicher,when he ftrains thatLady,
I cannot blame his Confcicnce,

1. They that bear

The Cloath of Honorover her,arefourBaronJ

Of the Cinque- Ports.

2 . Thofe men are happy.

And fo arc all, are near her,

I take it, ftie that carries up the Train,
Is that old Noble Lady, Duchefs of Norfolk^

1 . It is, and all the reft arc Counteffes,

2. Their Coronets fay fo. Thefe arc Starrcs indeed.
And fometimes falling ones.

I. No more of that

Enter a third gentleman.

1. God faveyou Sir. Where have you bin broiling ?

J.Amongthecrou'd i'th' Abbey, where a finger

Could not be wedg'd in more : I am ftified

With the mere rankncfs of their joy,

2. You faw the Ceremony .>

J. I did.

1

.

How was it ?

J. Well worth the feeing.

2. Good Sir, fpeak it to us.

J. As well as I am able. The rich ftream
Of Lords, and Ladies, having brought the Queen
To a prepar'd place in the Quire, fell off

A diftance from her; while her Grace fate down
To reft a while, fome half an hour, or fo.

In a rich Chair of State, oppofing freely

The Beauty of hei Perfon to the People.

Believe nic Sir, fhe is thegoodlieft Woman
That ever lay by man ; which when the people

Had the full view of, fuch a Noife arofc.

As the ftirowds make at Sea, in a fiiff tempeft.

As loud, and to as many tunes. Hats, Cloaks,

Doublets,! think)flcwup,and had their Faces

Bin loofc, this day they had been loft. Such joy

I never faw before, Great-belly'd Women,
That had not halfa week to go, like Rammes
In theoU time of War,niould fliakc thepreafe

And make'em reel before'em. No man living

Could fay this is my wife there, all were woven
So ftrangly in one piece.

2. But what follow'd >

5. At length, hot Gl ace rofc, and with modeft paces

Came to the Altar, v^^iere ftie kneel'd , and Saint- like

Caft herfair eyes to Heaven, and pray'd devoutly.

Then rofc again, and bow'd her to the people

:

When by the Arch-biftiop oi ("anterhuryy

She had all the Royal makings of a Queen ;

As holy Oy 1, Edward Confeffor's Crown,
The Rod, and Biid of Peace, and all fuch Emblems

1 Laid Nobly on her : which perfoim'd,ihe Quire

With
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Wich all the choiceft Mufick of the Kingdome,

Together fung Te Deun. So fiic parted.

And with the fame full State pac'd back again

To r»rt-Place, where the Fea(t is held.

1. Sir.

You mult no more call it Yorkc^hct , that's paft :

Forfmcc the Cardinal fcH, that title's loft,

•Tis now the King's, and call'd fvhitehall.

J. I know u :

But 'lis fo lately alter'd, that the old name

Is frcfh about me.

2. What two Reverend Bifhops

Weic thofc that went on each ftdc of the Queen ?

?. Sto^e/efind ^ardluer ^thc one oi fVincheftery

Newly prcferr'd from the King s Seciciary

:

The other London.

2. He oitVlnchefier

Is held no great good lover of the ArchbiHiopf

The virtuous Crunmer,

3. All the Land knows that

:

How ever, yet there isno great breach , when it comes

CrMimer will find a Friend will not (brink from him.

2. Who may be that, I pray you.

3. Thomoi (^romvftl^

A man in much effecm with th'King , and truly

A worthy Friend, The King has made him
Mafter o'th'Jewel Houfe,

And one already of the Privy Councel.

2. He will defeivc more.

3. Yes without all doubr.

ComeGcntlemen, yc (hall go my way.

Which is to th'Court, and there ye fliall be my Guefis

:

Something 1 can command : as I walk thither

Tie tell yc more.

Both. You may command us Sir. ExeniTt,

Scena Secmda.^

\

Enter Kathcrine Dowagevypek,^ leibetween Griffith^

her GentlemM-UJher, andBatteece

her JViman.

^rif. How do's your Grace ?

HMth. O Griffith, fick to death :

My Legges like loaded Branches bow to th'Earih,

Willing to leave their burthen : Reach a Chair,

So, now (mc thinks) I feel a little eafe.

Did'ft thou nottell mc Griffith, as thou lead'ft me.

That the great Child of Honour , Cardinal fVolfej

Was dead ?

Grif. Yes Madam : but I think your Grace
Out of the pain you fuffer'd,gavcnocar to't.

Kath. Prytheegood Griffith, tell me.howhe dy'dc.

If well, he ftept before mc happily

For my example.

Gr'if. Well, the voice goes Madam,
For after the ftoat Earl Northumberland

Arrefted him at Tori^, and brought him forward
At a man forely uintcd, to hisanfwcr.

He fell (tck fuddenly, and grew fo ill

He could not fit his Mule.

Kttth. Alas poor man.

Grif. At la ft, with eafic Roads became to Leicefier^

Lodg'd in the Abbey ; where the reverend Abbot
With all his Covcnc, honourably recciv'd him

;

To whom he gave thcle words. O Father Abbot,
An old man, broken with the ftorms of Sute,

Is come to lay hi? weary bones among ye

:

Give him a liulecarth for Charity.

So went to bed ; where eagerly hisfKkneTs

Pui fu'd him (!ill, and three nights after this,

About the hcHir ofeight, which he himfelf

Foretold (hould be his laft, full Repentance,

ContinualMeditations, Tearj,and Sorrows,

He give his honours to the world agen,

His blelTed part to heaven , and flcpt m peace.

Katb. So may he reft.

His faults lye on him.

Yet thus far Griffith, give me leave to fptak him,
And -yet with Charity : he wM, a man
Of an unbounded ftomack,cver tanking

Himfelf with Princes. One that by fuggeftion

Ty 'dc all the Kingdome , Simony wasfait play,

Hii own Opinion was his Law. Tth'prefence

He would fay untruths, and be ever double

Both in his words, and meaning. He was never
(But where he meant to Ruinej pitifuU.

His Promifcs, were as he then was , Mighty

:

But his Performance, as he is now. Nothing

:

Of his own body he was ill, and gave
The Clergy ill example.

Grif. Noble Madam

;

Men's evil manners, live in Brafs, their Virtues

We write in Water. May it pleafe your Highnefs

To hear me fpeak his good now ?

Kath. Yes good Griffith^

I were malicious elfe.

Grif. This Cardinal,

Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly

Was falhion'd to much honour. From his Cradle

He wasa Scholar ,anda ripe, and good one:

Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfwadiog :

Lofty, and fowre to them that lov'd him not

:

But to tbofe men that fough( hiin, fweet as Summer.
And though he were unfatisfied in getting,

(Which was a (in) yet in beftowing. Madam,
He was moft Princely : Ever witnels for him
Thofc twinnes of Learning, thathc raisd in you,

Iffvfich and Oxford: one of which, fell with bim,

Unwilling to out-live the good that did it.

The other ( though unfinlfh'd ) yet fo Famous,

So excellent in Art, and fttU fo rifing.

That Chriftcndome fhall ever fpeak his Virtue.

His Overthrow , heap'd Happinefs upon him

:

For then, and not 'till then,>ie felt himfelf.

And found the BlefTednefs of being little.

And to addc greater E-Ionours to his A"e

Then man could give him; he dy'd,fearineGod.

K<ifA.Afict my death,! wnfh no otherHerald,

No other fpeaker ofmy living A6lions,

To keep mine Honour, from Corruption,

Butfuchan honeft Chronicler as Griffith.

Whom I moft hated Living,thou haft made me
With thy Religious Truth, and Modelty,

(Now in his A (lies) Honour Peace be with him.

'patience, be near me ftill,.and fet me Jowet.

I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith.^

Caufe the Muhcians play me that lad note

I nam'd my Knell ; whil'ft I fa. meditating.

Aaa 3
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On that Celcnial Harmony I go to.

Sai andfolemn xj^njickj.

Grlf, She isafleep : Good wench, let's fit down quiet,

For fear wc wake her. Softly gentle 7«r»«cf.

The Vijion.

SnttrfoUmnlj trippifig one after another ^Jix Perfonages^

clad in white Rebes , wearing on their head GarUnds

of BajeSy andgolden f^if,ards on their facei^ Branches

cf Bajes or Palm in their bands. They firll Congee nn.

to her, then Dance: and at certain Changes, the

firfl two hold afbare Garland over her Head, at whicn

the ether four make riverend Curtjies. Then the two

thit held the Garland, deliver the fame to the other

next two, who obferve thefame order in their Charges,

and hotding the Garland over her head. Pfhich done,

they deliver the fame Garland to the lafl two : who

liketvife obferve thefame Ordfr. At which {as it were

b) infpiration ) p^e makjs (In her fleef ) fignes ofre-

jojcing, and holdeth tip her bands to heaven. And fo,

in their Dancing vanifh , carrying the Garland with

them. The Mmck^continues.

Kath, Spirits of peace, whercare ye ? Are ye all gone ?

And leave ine here in wretchednefs, behind ye ?

Grif. Madarrii we arc here.

Kath. It is not you I call for

,

Saw ye none enter fincel flept ?

Grif. None, Madam.
Kath. No ? Saw you not even now a blcffcd troop

Invite me to a Banquet, whofe bright faces

Caft a thoufand beams upon mc, like the Sun?
They promis'd mc eternal Happincfs,

And brought me Garlands (Griffith) which I feel

lam not worthy yet to wear .- I (hall affuredly.

Grlf. lam moft joy full Madam, fuch good dreames

Poflefs your Fancy.

Kat h, Bid the Mu ftck leave,

They are harih and heavy to mc. Mujick, ceafes.

Patience. Do you note

How much her Grace is.alcer'd on thefodain.'

How long her face is drawn ? How pale fhe looks,

And of an earthy cold ? Mark her eyes.

Grif. She is going Wench. Pray, pray.

Pati. Heaven comfort her.

Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. And't like your C race »

Kat. You are a fawcy Fellow,

Defcrve we no more Reverence ?

Grif. You are to blame

,

Knowinofhe will not loofe her wonted Greatncfs

To ufe (o rude behaviour. Go to, kneel.

Mef. I humbly do intreat your Highncfs pardon.

My hade made me unmannerly. There is flaying

A Gentleman fent from the King, to fee you.

Kath. Admit him entrance Griffith. But this Fellow

Let me nc'rc fee again. £v/t Meffeng.

Enter Lord Capuchltu.

Ifmy fight fail me not,

You rtiould be Lord Ambaffadorfrom the Emperor,

My Royal Nephew, and your name Capuchita.

Caf. Madam the fame. Your Servant.

Kath. Omy Lord,

The times and titles now are alter'd ftrangely

With mc, fince firft you knew mc
But I pray you.

What isyoui'pleafurewith me }

Cap. Noble Lady,

Fiift mine own fervice to your Grace, the next

The King's requeft, that I would vifit you.

Who grieves much for your weakncfs, and by me
Sends you hisPiinccly commendations.

And heartily mtreatsyou take good comfort.

Kath. O my good Lord , that comfort comes too late,

'Tis like a Pardon after Execution
;

That gentle Phyfick given in time, had cur'd mc :

But now I am part all Comforts here, but Prayers.

How does his Hjghnefs ?

Cap. Madam, in good health.

Kath. So may he ever do, and ever flourifh.

When I iTiall dwell with Wormes,and my poor natae

Banirti'd the Kingdome. Patlmce, is that Letter

I caus'd you write, yet fent away.

Pat. No Madam.
Kath. Sir, I mofl humbly pray you to deliver

This to my Lord the Kmg.
Cap. Moft willingly Madam.
Kaih. In which 1 have commended to his goodnefj

The Model of our chafte loves : his young daughter,

Thedewes of Hcavenfall thick in Blefsings on her,

Bcfeeching him to give her virtuous breeding. i

She IS young, and of a Noble ii,odefl Nature,

I hope Ihc will deferve well, and a little

To love her for her Mother's fake : that lov'd him :

Heaven knows how dearly.

My next poor Petition

Is, that his Noble Grace would have fome pitie

Upon my wretched women, that fo long

Have follow'd both my Fortunes, faithfully.

Of which there is not one, I dare avow
(And now I fliould not lye) but well deferve

For Virtue, and true Beauty of the Soul,

For honcf^y, and decent Carriage

A right good Husband (let him be a Noble)

And futc thofe men are happy that (hall have'em.

TheUft is for my men, they are the pooreff,

(But poverty could never draw'em from me)
Ihat they may have their wages duly paid'cm.

And fomething over to remember me by.

If Heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer life

And able means, we had not parted thus.

Thefe are the whole Conteius,and good my Lord,

By that you love the deaieft in this world.

As you wifh Chriflian peace to Soules departed.

Stand thefe poor peoples Friend, and urge the King
To do mc this laft right.

Cap. By Heaven I will.

Or let mc loofe the fafhion of a man.
Kath. I thank you honefl Lord. Remember tne

In all humility unto hisHighnefs

:

Say his long trouble now is pafsing

Out of this world. Tell him in death I blcft him
(For fol will; ) mine eyesgrowdimme. Farewell

My Lord. Griffith farewell. Nay Patience,

You muft not leave mc yet. I muft to bed.

Call in more Women. When I am dead, good Wench,
Let me be us'd with Honour ; ftrew mc ever

With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know
I was a chaft Wife to my Grave : Embalm me.

Then lay me forth (although un-Queend) yet like

A Queenj and Daughter to a Kipg intcrrme,

I can no more.

Exennt leadirfr Katherlne.
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<iAUm Quintus, Scena Trima^t,

r I.I I '
^

Enter Gardiner Bi(hop »f mncheftcr , a P^ge wUh
Torch before hlmy met bySirThontod Luvtl.

Card. It's one a clock Boy, is't noc.

Bojr. It hathftrook.

6ard. Thefc (liould be hourcs for nccefsitics,

Not for delights : times to repairour Nature

With comforting repofe, and noc for us

To waftc thefc times. Good hour of night, Sir Thomas

:

Whither fo late ?

Lov. Came you from the King, my Lord .'

GArd. I did,Sir ThtmMy and left him at Primero

With the Duke oiSHffatk,.

Lw. I muft to him too

Before he goe to Bed. I'lc take my leave.

Card. Not yet S\r Thomas Lovet : what's the matter

It fcems you are in haftc : and if there be

I

No great offence belongs to't, give your Friend

Some touch of your late bufinefs : Affairs that walk

(As tbcy fay Spirits do) at midnight, have

In them a wilder Nature , then the bufincfs

That fecks difpatch by day.

Lov. My Lord,! love you ;

And dur(t commend a fccrct to your car

Much weightier then this work. The Queen's in Labor

They fay in great Extremity, and fcar'd

She'll with the Labour, end.

Card. The fruit flic goes with

I pray for heartily, that it may findc

Good time, and live: but for the Stock Sir Tbomas,

I wifh it grubb'd up now.

Lov. Me thinks I could

Cry the Amen, and yet my Confcience fayes

She's a good Creaturc,and fwcct Lady, do's

Deferveour better wiflics.

Card. But Sir, Sir.

Hear me. Sir ThomM, y'arc a Gentisman

Of mine own way. I ftnow you are Wd"e
,

"Religious,

And let me tell you, it will ne're be well

;

'Twilt not, Sir ThomM Lovely tak'tof me,

'Till Cranmer^ Crcmrvcl^ her two hands, and One

Sleep in their Graves.

Ltv. No^ Sir, you fpeik of tvro

The moft remark'd i'thKingdomc : as ioxCromnetf

Bcfide that of the Jcwcl-Houfc, is made Maftcr

O'th'RoIies, and the King's Secretary. Further Sir

Stands in the gap and trade of moe Preferments,

With which the Lime will load him. Th'Archbil'hop

Is the King's hand, or tongue, and who dare fpeak

One fyllablc againft him ?

Card. Yes, yes. Six Tkomas,

There are that Dare, and I my fclf have ventured

To fpeak my mind of him : and indeed this day,

Sir ( I may tell it you ) I think I have

Incenlt the Lords of the Councel, that he is

(For fol know he is, they know he is)

A moft Aich-Heretick,aPefti!encc

That docs infeft the Land : with which , they raored

Have broken with the King, who hath fo far

Given ear to our Complaint, of his great Grace,

lAnd Princely Gafe,forc-fecing thofe iell MiCchicfc*,

Our Reafons laid before him, hfith commanded
To morrow morning to the Councel Board
He be con vented. He's a rank weed. Sir Thom/u
And we muft root him out. From your Affairs

I hinder you too long : Goodnight, S\xThom/u.
Exit Gardiner and Page.

Lov, Many good nights, my Lord, I reft your fervant.
Etiter King and Suffolk^

^'"S- C^"^^''-) I vvill play no moic to night,

My mind's not on 't, you are too hard for me.
Su^. Sir, I did never win of you before.

King. But little Charlesy

Nor (hall not when my Fancie's on my Play.

Now Lorvel, from the Queen what is the News.
Lov. 1 could not perfonally deliver to her

What you commanded me, but by her woman,
I fent your Meffage, who retiirn'd her thanks
In the great'rt humblenefs, and defit'd your Highnefs
Moft heartily to pray for her.

King. What lay ft thou .' Ha ?

To pray for her ! What, is ftic crying out ?

Lav. So faid her woman, and that her fuff'rancc made
Almoft each pang, a death.

Kuig. Alas good Lady.

Siijf. God lafely quit her of her Burthen, and
With gentle travail, to the gladding of
Your Highnefs with an Heir.

^"•g. 'Tis midnight, Charlet.

Prythee to bed, and in thy Prayers remember
Th'eftatcof my poor Queen. Leave me alone,

4 For I muft think of that, which company
Would not be friendly to.

Sttjf. I wilh your Highnefs

A quiet night, and my good Miftrifs will

Remember in my Prayers.

King. CA/rr/w, good night. Exit Suffolk..

Well Sir, what follows .'

Enter Sir Anthonj Denny,
'Den. Sir , I have brought my Lord the Archbirtiop,

As you commanded me.
King. Ha ? CaHterimrj f

Den. I my good Lord.

King. 'Tii crue : where is he "Denny f

Den. He ancnds your Highnefs plcafure.

King. Bring him to Us.

Lov. This IS about thax, which the Biihop fpake,

I am happily come hither.

Enter CrMnmer Mnd Denny.

King. Avoid the Gallery. Lovelfteasab tajidy.

Ha ? 1 have faid, be gone.

Exennt Lovel *nd Denny.

Cr4H. I am fcarfiil] : Wherefore frowns he thus ?

'Tis his Afped of terror. All's not well.

King. How now my Lord ?

You do defirc to know wherefore

I fent for you.

Cran. It is my duty

T'attend your Highnefs plcafure.

King. Pray you arife

My good and gracious Lord o(Canteriiuy .•

Come, you and I muft walk a turn together :

I have News to tell ycu.

Come, come, give me your hand.

Ah my good Lord, I grieve a: what I fpeak.

And am right forty to repeat v»hat follows,

1 1 have,aDdmoftunwilhn^lY of late
' ^

Heard
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Heard miny gricTDus ; 1 ck> fay my Lord

Grievous complainis of you ; which being coniider'd.

Have mov'd Us, and our Councel, that you fliall

This morning come before us, where i know
Yoii cannorwith fuch frcedomc purge your felf,

But jtbat 'till further Trial, in thofc Charges

Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take

Your patience to you, and be well contented

To make your houfc our Towre : you, a Brother of us

It fits we thus proceed, or cll'e no wjtnefs

Would come againfl you.

CrA». I humbly thank your Highnefs,

And am right glad to catch this good occafion

Moft throughly to be winnowed, \fvhere my Cbaffe

And Col n rtiall file afunder. For I know
There's none ftands under more calumnious tongues,

Then I my felf, poor man.
JC/'/ig'. Stand up, good ^iiwrfr^wr;-,

Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted

In us thy Friend. Give me thy hand, ftand up,

Prythec let's Walk. Now by my Holydame,

What nunner of man are you .? My Lord, I look'd

You would have given me your Petition, that

f lliould have ta'ne fome pains , to bring together

Your felf» and your Accufers,and to have heard you
Without indurancc further.

Cran. Moll dread Liege,

The good I (tand on, is my Truth and Honcfty :

If they niallfail, I with mine Enemies

Will triumph oVemyperfon, which I waigh not,

Being of thofe Virtues vaant. 1 fear nothing

What can be faid againft me.

King, Know you not

How your Rate ftands i'ch'world, with the whole world ?

Your Enemies are many, and not fmall ; their praAices
Muft bear the fame proportion , and not ever

The Jufticeand the Truth o'th'queftion carries

The dueo'th Vcrdift with it ; at what cafe

Might corrupt minds procure. Knaves as corrupt

To fwear againft you : Such things have been done.

You are potently oppos'd, and with a Malice

Of as great fizc. Ween you of better luck,

I mean in perjur'd Witnefs, then yourMafter,
Whofe Minifter you are, whiles here he liv'd

Upon this naughty Earth ? Go to, go to,

You ukc a Precipice for no leap of danger,

And woo your own deftruftion.

Crau. God,and your Majefty

Protect mine innocence, oc I fall into

The trap is laid for me.

K'mg. Be of good cheer,

They ftiallno more prevail, then we give way to

:

Keep comfort to you, and this Morning fee

You do appear before them. If they fhall chance

In charging you with matters, to commit you

:

The bcft pcrfwafions to the contrary

Fail not to ufe ; and with what vehemencie

Tli'occafion fhall inftrUiSi you. If intreaties

Will render you no remedy, this Ring
Deliver them, and your Appeal to us

There make before them.Look, the good man weeps

:

He's honcft on mine Honour. God's bleft Mother,

I fwear he is true-hearted, and a foul

None better in my Kingdome. Get you gone.

And do as I have bid you. Ext Cranmer.

He has ftranglcd all his Language in his tears.

rmg

Enter Old L»ij.
Cent, within. Come back : what mean you ?

LMdjf. ric not come back, the tidings that I bri

Will make my boldncfs manners. Now good Angels
Fly o're thy Royal head, and Qiadc thy perfon
Under their bleUed wings.

King. Now by thy looks

I guefs thy Meffagc. Is the Queen deliver'd ?
Say l,and ofa Boy.

Lady. 1, 1 my Liege
;

Andof a lovely Boy ; the God of heaven
Bothnow, and ever blefs her : 'Tis a Gitle

Promifes Boycs hereafter. Sir, yoar Qyeen
Defircs your Vifitation^ and to be

Acquainted with this ftranger ;*ti$as like you
As Cherry , is to Cherry

King. Lovtl,

Lav. Sir.

King. Giveher an hundred Marks,

rie to the Queen. Exit King.
Lady. An hundred Marks? By this light, I'Je ha'niQrc.

An ordinary Groom is for fuch payment,

I will have more, or fcold it out of him.

Said I for this, the Girl was like to him? I'lc

Have more, or elfc unfay'i : and now, while 'tis hot,

I'le put it to the iflue. Exit Lady.

Scena Secunda,

Enter Cranmer , Arcbhifhof of Canterbury,

Cran. I hope I am not too late,and yet the Gentleman
That was fent to me from the Councel, pray'd me
To make great hafte. All fad ? What means this.? Hoa ?

Who waits there ? Sure you know me .'

Enter Keeper,

King. Yes ; my Lord

:

But yet I cannot help you.

Cran. Why ?

Keef. Your Grace muft wait 'till you be calJ'd for.

Enter Deiior Butts.

Cran. So.

Butts. This is a piece of Malice: I am glad

I came this way fo happily. The King
Shall underftand it prefently. Exit Bttttt.

Cran. 'Tis2f*rf/,

The King's Phyfician, as he paft along

How earneftly he caft his eyes upon me :

Pray heaven he found notmy difgrace : for certain

This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me,

(God turn their hearts, I never fought their malice)

To quench mine honour ; they would fhame to make me
Wait clfe at door : a fellow Councellot

'Mong Boycs, Groomes, and Lackeyes.

Btitthcirpleafurcs

Muft be fulfill'd , and I attend with patience.

Enter the King^ and Butts, at a Wini^
abtve.

Butts, rie fhew your Grace the ftrangeft fight,

j Xi«f. What's that 5«m?
Butts

^
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hutts. I think your Highncfs faw this nuny a diy.

King. Body a me : where is it ?

Buttt. There my Lord :

The high promotion of his Grace ofCanterkury^

Who holds his Sute at door 'mongft PurfevmtJ,

Pages, and Foot-boys.

King. Ha ? 'tis he indeed.

1$ this the Honour they do one another J
Tis well there's one abovc'cm yet ; I had thought

They had parted fo much honefty among'em.

At lean good manners ; as not thus to fufFcr

A man of his Place,and fo near our favour

To dance attendance on their Lordfhips pleafurcs,

And at the door too , like a Pofte with Packets

:

By holy Mary{Bttttt) there's knavery j

Let'em alone, and drawthe Curtain clofe ;

We (hill hear more anon*

A CaunettTMe heught Ik with Chairs and Sttols^ and

plactd under the State, Enter Lord Chancellour^placet

htrnftlfat the upper end ofthe Tableman the left hand:

A Stat being left void above hlm,a/for Canterbnries

Seat. Duke of Sufolk,, Duke ef Norfolk^^ Surrey^

LordCbamberltun^ Gardiner^ feat themfeivei in Of'
der on taeb^de. Cromrrell at lower e»i^ at Secretorj.

Chan, Speak to the bufinefs, Mr. Secretary ;

Why are we met in Councel ?

Crom, Pleafc your Honours,

The chief caufc concerns his Grace of CanttrbHtj.

^ard. Ha't he had knowledge of it /

Crom. Yes.

Norf. Who waits there?

Keep. Without my Noble Lordj.

Card. Yes.

Ktep. My Lord Archbifhop

:

And ha's done half an hout to know your pleafures.

Chan. Let him come in.

Keep. Your Grace may enter now.

Cranmer approaches the Councel Table.

Chan. My good Lord Archbifhop, I'm very forry

To (it here at this prefent, and behold

That Chair (land empty : But we all are men
In our own natures fraiUand capable

Of our flefh, few are Angels ; out ofwhich frailty

And want ofwifdome, you that bed (hould teach u^
Havcmifdemean'd your fclf,and not a little :

Toward the King firft, then his Lawes, in filling

The whole Realm , by your teaching and your Chaplains

(For fo we ate inform'd) with new opinions^

Divers and dangerous ; which arc Herefies;

And not reform'd,may prove pernicious,

Gatd. Which Reformation muOfbe fudden too

My Noble LokJs, for thofe that tame wild Harfcs,

Pace'em not in their hands to make'em gentle

;

But flop their mouthes with ftubborn Bits and fpurre'cm,

Till they obey the manage. IE we fufFer

Out of our eafinefs and childifh pitie

To one man's Honour, this contagious ficknefs

;

Farewell all Phyfick : and what follows then ?

Commotions, uproars, with a genera] taint

Of the whole State : of late dayes our neighbours,

The upper Germany czn dearly witnefs:

Yet frefhiy pitied m our memories.

Cran. My good Lords ; Hitherto, in all ihePr«^refs

Both of my LifeandOflice, Ihavelabour'd,

And wjth no little ftudy,th?.c my teaching

And the ftrong courfe ofmy Authority,

Might go one way, and fafely ; and the end

Was ever to do well : nor is there living,

( I fpeak it witha fingle heart my Lords)

A man that more dctefts , more ftirrcs againft.

Both in his private Confcicnct, and his place,

Ocfacers of a publick Peace then I do i

Pray Heaven the King may never find a heart

With lefs Allegiance in it. Men that make
Envy, and crooked malice, nouri(hm<nt

;

Dare bite the beft. I dobcfeech your Lordfhips,

That in this cafe of Juftice, my Accufers,

Be what they will, may fland forth face to face,

And freely urgo againft mc.

Snff. Nay, my Lord,

That cannot be ; you are a CounfcHor,

And by that virtue no man dare accufe you. (ment,

Card. My Lord, becaufc we have buhncfs of more mo-
Wc will be ftiort with you. Tit his Highncfs pleafure

And our content, for better tryal of you

,

From hence you be committed to the Tower,
Where being but a private man again.

You Hiall know many dare accufe you boldly,

More thenn fear ) you are provided for.

Cran. Ah my good Lord of fyincbefter : I thank you,

You are alwayes my good Friend, ifyour will pafs,

T Hiall both find your Lordlhip, Judge and Juror,

You are fo mercifull. I fee your end,

Tis my undoing. Love and meeknefs, Lord

Become a Churchman better then Ambition :

Win ftraying Soules with modefty agam,
Caft none away. That I ftall dear my felf,

Lay all the waighc ye can upon my patience,

I make a little aoubt as you doconfcience.

In doing daily wrongs, i could fay more.

But reverence to your caJb'ng, makes me modeft.

^ard. My Lord, my Lord, you area Seftary,

That's the plain truth ; your painted glofs difcoven

To men thatunderftandyou, wordsanilweakners.

Crom. My Lord of H^tMhifter^ y'area little.

By your gooid favour, too (harp ; Men fo Noble,

How ever faulty, yet fhould find refptft

For what they have been : 'tis a cruelty,

To load a falling man.
(74r</. Good Mr. Secretary,

I cry your Honour mercy
; you may worfl

Of all this table fay fo.

Crom. Why my Lord >

Ctird. Do not I know you for a Favourer

Of this new St£i > ye arc not found.

Crim. Not found ?

Card. Not found I fay.

Crom. Would you were half fohontft:

Men's prayers then would feek you , not their fears.

Card. I fhall remember this bold Language,

Crom. Doe.

Remember your bold life too.

Cham. This is too much.

Forbear for (hame my Lords.

Card. I have done.

Crom. And I.

Cham. Then thus for you my Lord, it (lands agreed

1 take u, by all voices : that forthwith,

You be convey'd to thTower a Prifoner

;

There to remain till the Kings further pleafurt

Be known unto us ; are you ail agreed Lords.

Ai
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All. We are.

Crun. Is there no other way of mercy.

But 1 muft needs to ih'Tower my Lords ?

CAti. What Other,

Would you fxpcft ? You are ftrangely troubiefome

:

Let fome o'th'Guard be ready there.

Enttr the GuarJ.

(^r»n. For me ?

Muft I go like a Traitor thither r

GarJi. Receive him,

And fee him fafe i'th'Tower.

Cran, Stay good my Lords,

I have a little yet to fay. Look there my Lords,

By virtue of that Ring, I take my caufe

Out of the gripes of cruel men, and gi«c it

To a moft Noble Judge, the King my Matter.

ChAm. This is the King's Ring.

Sut. 'Tis no counterfeit.

5*r/. 'Tis his right Ring, by Heav'n : I told yc all,

When we firJl put this dangerous ftonc a rowling,

' Twould fall upon our felves.

Nurf. Do you think my Lords

The King will fufFer but the little finger

Of this man to be vcx'd i

Cham. 'Tis now too certain.

How much more is his Life in value v(ith him ?

Would 1 were fairly ouron't.

Crom. My mind gave me.

In fceking tales and lr\formations

Againft this man, whole honcfty the Devil

And hisdifciples only envy at,

Yc blew the hrc that burns ye : now have »t ye.

^nttr Ktngfrowmng oti them^ takjs his Stat.

Card. Dread Sovcraign.

How much arc we bound to Heaven,

In daily thanks ; that gave us fuch a Prince ;

Not only good and -wife, but moft Religious

:

One that in all obedience, makes the Church

The chief aimc of his Honour, and to ftrehgthen

That holy duty ofour dear rcfpc^.

His Royal felf in judgement comes to hear

The caufe betwixt her, and this great offender.

Ki»£. You were ever good at fudden Commendations

Bidiop of mnchejler. But know I come not

To hear fuch flattery now, and in my prcfence.

They arc too thin, and bafe to hide offences.

To me you cannot teach. You play the Spaniel,

And think with wagging of your tongue to win mc

:

But whatfoc're thou tak'ft me for ; I'm futc

Thou halt a cruel Nature and a bloudy.

Good man fit down : Now let me fee the proudeft

He, that dares moff, but wag his finger at thee.

By all that's holy, he had better Oarve,

Then but once think his place becomes thee not.

Sur. May it plcafe your Grace,

King. No Sir, it doc's notpleafe me,

f had thought,! had had men of fome undcrflanding,

And wifedomc of my CounccI ; but I find none

:

Was it diCcretion Lords, to let this man,

This good man (few of you deferve the title)

This honert man, wait like a lowfic Foot-boy

At Chamber door ? and one, as great a$ 70U are ?

Why, what a IViamc was this ? Did my Commiflton

Bid ye fo far forget your fclves * I gave ye

Power, as he was a CounfcUour tj try him.

Not as a Groom: there's fome of ye, I fee,

More out of Malice then Integrity,

Would try him to the utmoR, had ye mean,

Which ye fhall never have while I do live.

Cham. Thus far

My moft dread Soveraign, may it 'ike your Grace,
To let my tongue excufe all. What was purposd
Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather

(If there be faith in men) meant for his tryal.

And fair pui-gation to the world then malice,

I'm furc in me.

King. Well, well my Lords refped him.
Take him, and ufehim well, he's worthy of it.

I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince
May be beholding to a Sub;e(Sl ; I

Am for his love and fervice, fo to him.
Make me no more a doe, but all embrace him

;

1

Befriends for rtiame my Lords : My Lord oiCMtcrhitrj
I have a Suite v»hich you muft not deny me.
That ij,a fiair young Maid that yet wants BaptifiB«,

You muft be Godfather, and anfwer for her.

Cran, The greateft Monarch now alive may glory
In fuch an honour: how may I deferve it.

That am a poor and humble Subjcft to you ?

^'"S' ComCjCome my Lord, you'd fpart your fpoons:
You (hall have two Noble Partners with you r the old

Duchefs of Norftlk.^ and Lady Matquefsof 2)»»/fr ?
Will thefe pleafe'you ?

Once more my Lord of fyinchtfitr^ I charge you
Embrace, and love thisman,
Gsrd. With a true heart.

And Brother! love I do it.

Craa. And let Heaven

Witnefshow dear, I hold this Confirmation, (heart.

King. Good Man , thofe joyfuJl teares (hew thy tiue

The common voice 1 fee is verified.

Of thee, which fayes thus : Do my Lord of CfiHttrittrj

A (trewd turn, and he's your friend forever

:

ComeLords, we tfjfle time away : I long

To have this young one made a Chriftian,

As I have made ye one Lords, one remain :

So I grow Wronger, you more Honour gain. Cxtumt,

Scena Teniae.

No'sfe and Tumitl' rtithln; Enter Porter and his t/tttH.

^ort. You'll leave your noifc anon ye Rarcalj:do you

cake the Court for Parish Garden : yc rude Slaves, leave

your gaping,

fVUhia. Good Mr. Porter ! belong to th'Larder.

Por. Belon^g to th'Gallovws, and be hang'd ye Rogue,

Is this a place to roar in ? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree

flaves, and ftrong ones j thefe arc but fwitches to'rm :

le fcraich ycur heads ; you muft be feeing ChriAenings?

Do you look for Ate, and Cakes here, you rude Raf-

calls?

Mah. pray Sir be patient ; 'tis as much impoflible,

Unlefs we fwept them from the door with Cannons,

To fcatter 'em, as 'tis to make 'em deep

On May-day Morning, which will never be :

We may as well pufh againft Toule's as ftir^em.

F$r. How got they in, and be hang'd ?
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tMdH, Alas I know not, how gers the Tide in f

As much as one found Cudgd of four foot,

(You fee the poor remainder) could diftribute,

1 made no fparc Sir

Tert. You did nothing Sir.

Man, I am not Sampfon^ nor Sir Cnyynox C»tehr»nd,

To mow'em down before me : but if 1 fpar'd any

That had a head to hit , cither young or old.

He or Ci\e^ Cuckold or Cuckold -maker ;

Let me nc'rc hope to fee a Chine again,

And that I would not for a Cow, God favc her,

ivith. Do you hear , Mr. Porter i

Port. I ("hall be with you prefently, good lAi.Ptfffy.

Keep the door clofeSirrha.

Man. What would you have mc do ?

PoTy What fliouid you do.

But knock 'cm down Sy th' dozens ? Is this Moor fie/ds

to muftcr in ? Or have we fomc ftrange //rdiaH-wiih the

great ToeU , come to Court , the women fo bcfiege us ?

Blefs me I what a fry of Fonicanon is at the door? On my
Chr'jrtian Confcience this one Chnftening will beget

«

thoufand > here will be Faihsr , God-fathcr , and aif to-

jgether.

j
c^<«». The Spoons will be the bigger Sir : there is a

fellow fomcwhat jiear the door, he mould be a Brafier

by his face , for o' my confcience twenty of the Dog-
dayes now reign ins Nofe ; all that ftand about him are

under the Line , they need no other penance : that Firc-

Drake did I hit chree times on the head , and three times

was his Nofe difcharged againft me ; he ftands there

like a Morter-piece to blow us up. There was a Habber-

dafhet's Wifeof fmall Wit , neat him .thatrail'd upon

me, till her pinck'd porrenger fell ofFhcr head ,for kin-

dling fuch a combuftion in the State. I mift the Meteor

once, and hit that Woman, who cryed out Clubbs,whcn I

might fee from far , fome fourty Truncheons draw to

her fuccour , which were the hopeo' th' Strond where (he

was quartered ; they fell on, I made good my place; at

length they came toth' broom-ftaff co me , I defi'de 'em

Rill , when fuddenly a File of BoyfS behind 'cm , loofe

(hot, dellvoT'd fucha (howr of PibblcS, that I was fain to

draw mine Honour in , and let'em wume the Woik , th?

Devil was amongft em I think lurely,

?*r.Thefe are the youths that thunder at a Play-houfe,

and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the

tribulation of Tower-HiU^ or the Limbs of Litne-Houfe^

their dear Brothers are able to endore. I have fomc of

'em in Limit Patrum , and there they are like to dance

thefe three dayes • befides the running Banquet of two
Beadles, that is to come.

Enter Lord ChamhtrU'in,

L. Cham. Mercy o' me : what a Multitude are here ?

They grow f^ili too; from all Pans they arc coming.

As if we kept a Fair here ? Where are thefe Porters ?
Thefe lazy knaves ? Y' have made a fine hand fellowi

*

There's a trim rabble let in : are all thefe

Your faithfull friends o'th Suburbs ? We (hall ha tc

G reat (tore of room no doubt, left for the Ladies,

When they pfs back from the Chri(lcning ?

Per. And't pteafe your Honour,
We are but men, and what fo many may doc,

Not being torn a pieces, we hayc done:
An Army cannot rule 'cm.

Cham. As I live
,

If the King blame me for't ; Tie lay ye all

By th'hcels, and fuddenly: and on your heads

Clap round Fines for ncglcft : y'are lazy knaves.

And here ye lye baiting of Bombards, when
Ye fhould do Service. Harkc the Trumpets found,
Th'arc come already from the Chriftening,

Go break among the prcafs,and find a way out

To let the troop pafs fairly ; or I'lc find

A Marfhalfcy, fhall hold ye play thefe tvyo MonethSi
Por. Make way there, for the Princcfs.

Man. You great fellow,

Stand clofc up, or I'le make your head ake.

Por. You i'th'Chamblct,getupx)'th'raile,

I'le peck you o're the pales clfc. Sxeunt.

Enter Trumpet,found.nr. Then tv>ayildermen,L.Maf»r^
Carter,Cranmtr, Dukj of Norfotk^mth hu MafhaU't
Staf, Duke of Suffolk,, two Noble men, bearing areat
ftanding Bowl,for the Chnflening Gifts .- Then ftw
Nohle men hearing a Canopy , under vhich the Du.
chejl ofNorfolk^, god-mother, bearing the Child rich^
ly haiited in a Mantle

, drc. Train borne by a Lady
The follow, the March, one^ of Dorfet, the other GhL
mother,Mnd Ladier. Th 7r»op pa^ tnct abtitt the
Stage, and garter fpiakj.

Cart. Heaven
From thy cndlefs Coodnefs, fend profperous life,

Long, and ever happy, to the high and Mighty
Pnnccfi of England, Elii.*beth.

Flourifh. Enter Kittg and Guard.

Cran.hnd to your Royal Grace, and iht good Quccn,
My Nobk Partners, and my felf thus pray

" ^ ^
AU comfort, ;oy in this mo(t gracious Lady
Heaven ever laid up to make Parents happy.
May hourly fall upon ye.

king. "Thank you good Lord Arch.bi(hop :

What is her Name ?

Cran. Elit.abeth.

King. Stand up Lord,
With this Kifs,take my BlelTing : God protcil thee,
Into whofc hand, 1 give thy Life.

Cran, ^men.
King. My Noble Go(IiDs,y'have been too Prodigal,

I thank ye httrtily : So (tiall this Lady,
When (he has fo much Engllfb.

Cran. Let mc fpcak Sir,

For Heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter,

Let none think Flattery ; for they'll find 'cm Truth.

This Royal lt\fant. Heaven flill move about her.

Though in her Cradle ; yet now promifes

Upon this Land a thoufand thousand BlcfTings,

Which thne fhall bring to npencfs : She fhall be,

(But few novv living can behold that goodncfs)

A Panern to all Princes living with her.

And all that fiiall fucceed : Saba was never

MorecovctousofWifdome, and fait Vinue
Then this pure Soul fhall be. All Princely Graces

That mould up a mighty Piece as this is.

With all the Virtues that attend the Good,

Shall ftill be doubled on her. Truth ihall Nurfc her,

Holy
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Holy and heavenly thoughts ftill Counfel her:

She fliall be lov'd and fear'd. Her own (hall blefs her ;

Her Foes fhakc like a Field of beaten Corn,

And hang their heads with forrow:

Good growes with her.

In her dayes, Every Man rtiall cat in fafecy.

Under his own Vine what he plants; and fing

Themerry Songs of Peace to all hisNcighbours.

God (liall be truly known, and thofe about her.

From her fliall read the perfeft way of honour

,

And by thofe claim their Greatnefs; not by Bloud.

Nor rtiall this peace flecp with her : But as when

The Bird of Wonder dyes, the Maiden Phoenix,

Her a(hes new create another heir

,

As great in admiration as her felf.

So fhall fhe leave her Bleflsdncfs to One,

(When Heaven fhall ca Jl her from this cloud of darkncfs)

Who, from the facred Allies of her honour

Shall Star-like rife, as great in fame as fhe was

,

And fo ftand fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terrour,

That were the Servants to this chofen Infant^

Shall then be his. and like a Vinegrow ro him

;

Where ever the bright Sun of heaven fhali fViine,

His honour, and the greatnefs of his name,

shall be, and make new Nacions. He (hall flourifli,

And like a Mountain Cedar, reach his branches,

To all the Plains about him : Our Children's Children
Shall fee this, and blefsHeaven.

King. Thou fpeakeft wonders.

Cran. She fhall be, to the happinefs of EugUni^
An aged Princefs ; many dayes (hall fee her.

And yet no day without a deed to Crown it.

Would I had known no more : But flie muft dye.
She muft, the Saints muft have her ; yet a Virgin,
A moft unfpotted Lilly fhall fhe pals

To th'ground.and all the world fliall mourn her.

King. O Lord Archbifhep
Thou haft made me now a man : never , before

"

This happy Child, did I get any thing.

This Oracle of comfort , has fo pleas'd me.
That when I am in heaven, I fhall dcfire

To fee what this child docs, and praifcmy Maker,
I thank ye all. To you my good Lord Mayor,
And you good Brethren, lam much beholding :

I have receiv'd much honour by your prefence.

And ye fhall find me thankfull. Lead the way Loitis,

Ye mufi all fee the Queen, and fhe mufl thaii ye.

She will be lick eJfe. Thisday, no man think
'Has bufinefs at his houfe ; for all fhall ftay :

This little-One fhall make it Holy-day. 6xfUr.t.

The Epilogue.

''T^// ten tc onty this Play can sisver pltafe

JL -^// that are here : Some come to tA^j their ifje^

Anifleep out nn AH or two ; hut thofe vefeare

fV'have affrighted with our Trumpets : fo tis tlear.,

They Ufay it's naught. Others to hear the City

Alrus'dextremely^andto cry that's witty^

which we have not done neitbtr ; that I fear

All the expeBedgood w'are like to hear^

For thii Play at this time^^ to only in

The rntrcifuU t onflruBion ofgood }Vemen\
for fucb a one we jhew'd 'em -• fftheyfrnlc.
Andfay ^twill doe ; / k^ow within a while

^

Alltbehefi men are ours; for "tis illhavy

If they heldy when their Ladies IrJ 'tmcU^,

FINIS.
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THE

PROLOGUE.
Ii\^

Troy there lies the Scane- from lies of Greece

The Tr'inces OrgillouSy their htgh hlooi chaf'd ,

Have to the Tort ofJthen s [ent their Jhips

Fraught with the minijlers andinjlruments

Of cruel Warr : Sixty and nine that wore

Their Creivnets T^egal^ from ih'Athem an Bay

Put forth towa,rd Phry^ia, and their "Vow is made

To run^aci^ 7 roy^ within whojefironi Immures

The ravijh'd Helen, Mcnthu^ Queen,

With wanton Paris (leepSj aadthaVs the Quarrel.

To Tcnedos they come^

Jnd the deep-drawing Barkj do there difgorge

Their Warlikj frautage : now on Dardan 'Plains

The frefh andyet unbruijed Greeks do pitch

Their braVe T^aVillions. Priams ItX-gatedCity^

Dardan, andTimbxh, Helias, Checas, Troien,

^nd Antenonidus with majfy Staples

Jnd correfpon^'Ve and fulfilling Baits

Stirrup the Sons of Troy.

Now ExpeSlation tickjing shtti/h fpirits.

On one and otherfde^ Trcianand Greek^^

Sets allonhaZjurd. And hither am I come,

A 'Prologue arm'dy hut not in confidence

Of Authors pen, or AElors "Voice ; but fuited

In h\e conditionsJ as our Argument ;

To tellyou (fair "beholders ) that our 'Play

Leaps ore the "Vaunt and frHlings of thofe broils^

"Beginning in the middle : jiarting thence away,

To what may be digejied in a "Play:

Ltkfy or find fault, doas your pleafures are.

Now goodi <"'
^'^^i ''^J ^«^ t^^ chance of Warr.

Bbb
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THE TRAGEDY OF
Troilus and Crefs/da.

it4Bus Trinms, Selena ^rima.

Enter Pandarus and, TrcilfU.

Troiltis.

CAll here myVarlet, He unarm again.

Why fliould I warr without the walls of Troy

That find fuch cruel battel here within ?

Each Troianthat is mafterof his heart.

Let him to field, Troilus alas hath none.

Pan. Will this geer ne'r be mended ? ( ftrength,

Troi. The Greeks are ftrong, and skilful to their

Feirce to their ski 11 , and to their feircenefs Valiant •

But I am weaker than a womans tear

:

Tamer than fleep, fonder than ignorance

;

Lefs valiant than the Virgin in the night,

And skillefs as unpra£lis'd infancy.

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : For my
part, He not meddle nor make no farther. He that will

have a Cake out of the Wheat, muft needs tarry the

grinding.

Trtti. Have I nor tarried ?

Pan. I the grinding; but you muft tarry the boulting.

Trot. Have I not tarried .?

Pan. I the boulting; but you muft tarry the leav'ningi

Troi. Still have I tarried.

P^w. I, to the leavening : but heres yet in the word
hereafter, the Kneading , the making of the Cake , the

heating of the Oven, and the Baking; nay, you muft ftay

the cooling too, or you may chance to burn your lips.

Troi Patience her felf, what Goddefs ere ftie be

,

Doth leffer blench at fufferance, than I do :

AtPrMwi-Royal Table I fit

;

And when fair CreJ/id comes into my thoughts,

SoCTraicor)then(he comes, when me is thence-'—

Pan. Well

:

She look'd yefternlght fairer , than ever I faw her look,

Or any woman elfe.

Troi. I was about to tell thee, when my heart,

As wedged with a figh, would rive in twain.

Left He^or, or my father ftiould perceive me

:

I have ( as when the Sun doth light a-fcorn )
Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a fmile :

But forrow, that is couch'dinfeeminggladnefs.
Is like that mirth. Fate turns to fuddenfadnefs.

Pmi. And her hair were nor fomevvhat darker than

K(f/f»j, well go to, there vverc no more comparifon be-

tween the Women. But formy part ftie is my Kinfwo-
man, I would not(as they t^rm it)praife ic,but I would

fome-body had heard her talk yefterday as I did : I will

not difpraife your fifter Cajfandra's wit, but—

—

Troi. O Pandarus ! I tell thee Pandarus
;

When I do tell thee, there my hopes lye drown'd:

Reply not in how many Fadomes deep

They lye indrench'd. 1 tell thee, I am mad
in Cre/fids love. Thou anfwer'ft fhe is Fair,

Powr'ft in the open Ulcer of my hearr,

Her Eyes, her Hair, her Cheek, her Gate, her Voice ,

Handleft in thy difcourfe. O that her Hand
( In whofe comparifon, all whites are Ink
Writing their own reproach )to whofe foft feizure,

The Cignets Down is harfti, and fpirit ofSenfe

Hard as the Palm of Ploughman. This thou teil'ft me ;

As true thou teil'ft me, when I fay I love her

:

But faying thus,inftead of Oyl and Balm,

Thou lai'ft in every galh that love hath given me.

The Knife that made it.

Pax. I fpeak no more than truth.

Troi. Thou do'ft not fpeak fo much.

Pan. Faith, lie not meddle in't. Let her be as (lie is,

if ftic be fair, 'tis the better for her: and (he be not, ftie

ha's the mends in her own hands.

Troi. Good Pandarus; How now Fandarusf

Pan. 1 have had my labour for my travel, ill thougb*

oii of her, and ill thought on of you: Gone between and

between, but fmall thanks for my labour.

7V«(. What art thou angry Pandarus} what with me/
Pan. Becaufe fhe is Kin to me , therefore (he's not

fo fair as Helen, and ftie were not Kin to me, (he would

be as fair on Frldajr , as Helen is on Sunday. But what

I care I? I care not and (he were a Black-a*Moor , 'tis all

lone to me.
Troi. Say I (he is not fair ?

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's a

Fool to ftay behind her Father : Let het to the Greeks ,

and fo He tell her the next time I fee her : for my parr,

He meddle nor make no more i'th' matter.

Troi. Pandarus ?

Pan. Not I.

Trei. Sweet Pandarus.

Pan. Pray you fpeak no more to me, I will leave all

as I found it, and there's an end ^xit Pand

.

Sound Alarum
Trbl.Peace youungraciousClamors,peace rude founds,

Fools on both fides, Helen muft needs be fair.

When with your blood, you daily paint her thus.

}\
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I cannot fight upon this Argunicnc

:

It is too ftarv'd a fubjcftfor my Sword,

But PandttiM O gods .' How do you plague mc ?

I cannot come to Crejjld but by FandA'^

And he's as teichy to be woo'd to woe,

As {he is llubborn, chart, againft all fute.

Tell me Afallo for thy Daphnei Love

What CrejflJ is, what Paniar^ and what we :

Her bed is IniU , there /he lyes, a Pearl,

Between our Ilium, and where flie refidcs

Let itbc call'd the mild and wandring flood
,

Our felf the Merchant, and this fayling Pa»dAr,

Our doubtful hope, our convoy and our Bark.

Alarum, Enter y^nttu,

t^nt. How now Prince Troilus ?

Wherefore not afield ?

Trot. Becaufe not there ; this womans anfwcr forts,

For womanift^ it is to be from thence :

What news oi-nttu from the field to day ?

^^fu That Paris is returned home, and hurt.

Troi. By whom (j^vtas ?

t/£»f. TrollHt by Menelaut.

Trti. Let Paris bleed, 'tis but a fear to fcorn.

Par14 is gor'd wi th Mcnetain horn. Alarim.

s/£»e. Heark what good fport is out of town to day.

Troi. Better at home, if would I might were may;

But to the fport abroad, are you bound thither 2

o^ne. In all fwift haft.

Troi. Come go we then together. Extnnt.

Enter Crejftd and her rrtan,

Cre. Who were thofe went by ?

Man. Quscn Hecuba and Helen.

Cre. And whither go they ?

Matt. Up to the Eaftern Tower,

Whofe height commands as fubjeft all the vale,

To fee the battel ; He£lor whofe patience,

Is as a Virtue fixt, to day was mov'd :

He chides AndrmMchty and ftrook his Armorer,

And like as there were husbandry in Wart

Before the Sun rofc, he was harncft light.

And to the field goes he ; where every flower

Did as a prophet weep what itforefavy.

In HeUors wrath.

Cre. What was his aufc of anger ?

Mav. The noife goes this

;

There is amono the Greeks,

A Lord of Troian blood, Nephew to HeUcr,

They call him A'jox.

Cre. Good ; and what of him ?

Man. They fay he is a very man ^trfe and ftands alone.

Cre. So do all men , unlefs they are drunk , fick , or

have no legs,

Mah. This man,Lady,hath robb'd many beafts oftheir

particular additions,he is as valiant as the Lion, churlifh

as the Bear , flow as the Elephant : a man into whom
nature hath fo crowded humors, that his valour is cruflit

into folly , his folly fauced with difcretion : there is no
man bath a virtue, that he hath not a glimpfc of, nor a-

ny man an attaint, but he carries fome ftam of it. He is

melancholy without caufe,and merry againft the hair, he

hath the joynts of every thing , but every thing fo out

of joynt, that he is a gouty Briarent , many hands and
no ufe; or purblinded .^rgut^ all eyes and no fighr.

Cre. But how fhould this man that makes me fmilc

,

make Heltor angry ?

A/*». They fay he vefterday cop'd f/fHw in the bat-

tel and ftrook him down, the difdain and (hame where-
of, hath ever fincc kept He^lor filling and waking.

Enter PandttrHt.

Cre. Who comes here ?

Man. Madam, your Uncle PAndams.

Cre. HeUor's a gallant man.

Man. As may be in the world Lady.

Pan. What's that ? what's that ?

Cre. Good morrow Uncle Pandarm.
Pan. Good morrow Cozen Creffid : what do you talk

of f good morrow AleKander. how do you Cozen? when
were you at Ilium ?

Cre. This morning Uncle.

Pan. What were you talking of when I came ? Was
Henoriica'd and gone ere ye came to Ilium? Helen was
not up? was fhe ?

Cre. HeCtor was gone, but Helen was not up.

Pan, E'ne fo; HeClar was ftirring early,

Cre. Thit were we talking of, and of his anger.
Pan. Was he angry ?

Crr so he fayes here.

Pan. True he was fo; I know the caufe too, he'l lay

about him to day I can tell them that,and there's rroi'ut

will not come fart behind him , let them take heed of

Troilm ; I can tell them that too.

Cre. What is he angry too ?

Pan. Who Troilus f

Troilus is the better man of the two.

Cre. Oh Jupiter-^ there's no comparifon.

Pan. What not between Troilm and He^or ? do you
know a man if you fee him ?

Cre. I, if I ever faw him before and knew him.

Pan. Well I fay TrelUs is TroUns.

Cre. Then you fay as I fay,

For lam fure he is not HeUor.

Pan. No, nor HeUor is not Troihs in fome degrees.

Cre. 'Tis juft, to each of them he is himfelf.

Pan. Himfelf? alas poor Troilus I would he were
Cre. So he is.

Pan. Condition I had gone bare-foot to India.

Cre. He is not He^lor.

Pan. Himfelf? no? he's not himfelf , would a were
himfelf; well, the gods are above , time muft friend or

end- well Tr#<7/i/ well, I would my heart were in her bo-

dy ; no, He^or is not a better man than Troilus.

Cre. Excufe me.
Pan. He is elder.

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me.
Paif. Th'others not come too 'c, you fliall tell me ano-

ther tale when th'others come too't : Hellor (hill nor

have his will this year.

Cre. He {hall not need it if he have his owa.

Pan. Nor his qualities.

Cre. No matter.

?<«f. Nor his beauty.

Cre. 'Tvvould not become hIm,hisown's better.

P(»», You have no judgement Neece J Helen her felf

fworc th'other day,that Trellus for a brown favour ( for

fo 'tis I muft confefs.) not brown neither.

Crf. No, but brown.

Pan. Faith to fay truth,brown and not brown
Cre. To fay the truth, true and not true.

Pan. Sheprais'dhis complexion above ParU.

Cre.Why Paris hath colour enough.

Pan. So he has.

Cre. Then Troilits (hould have too mucb^if(beprais'd

Bbbi him
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him above, his complexion is higher than his, he having

colour enough, and the other higher , is too flaming a

prail'e for a good complexion I had as lieve Helens gol-

den tongue had commended Trtilus foi a copper nole.

Pan. I fwear to you,

1 think ffeUn loves him better than PAris.

Cre. Then ("he's a merry Greek indeed.

i'jn.Nay I am fure (ht does,fhecame ro him th'other

day inro the compaft window , and you know he has not

paA three or four hairs on his chin.

Cre. Indeed a Tapfters Arithmetique may foon bring

his paruculars therein, to a total.

fW. Why he is very young, and yet will he within

three pound lift as much as his brother HeBor.

Cre. Is he fo young a man, and fo old a lifter ?

Pan. But to prove to you thac Helen loves him , fhe

came and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin.

Cre. Juno have mercy, how came ic cloven ?

/'4«. Why, you know 'tis dimpled,

I think his fmiling becomes him better than any man in

all Phrigia.

Cre. Oh he fmiles valiantly.

Pan. Does he not ?

Cre. Oh yes, and 'twere a dow'd in Autumn.

Pan. Why goto then, but to prove to you that Helten

loves Troilus.

Cre. Troilus will ftand to the

Proof, if you'l prove it fo.

Pan. Troilusf why he efteems her no more than I e-

fteem an addle egg.

Cre. If you love an addle egg as well as you love an

idle head, you would eat chickens i'th*(V>ell.

Pan. I cannot chufe but Hugh to think how (he tick-

led hischin,indeed fhe has a marvel's white hand I muft

needs confefs.

Cre. Without the rack.

Pan. And Ihc takes upon her to fpye a white hair on

his chin.

Cre. Alas poor chin ? many a wart is richer.

Pand. Buc there was fuch laughing
,
Queen Hecul>4

laught that her eyes run ore.

Cre. With Milftones.

Pan. And Cajfandra laught.

Crt. But there was more temperate fire under the pot

of her eyes : did her eyes run ore too f

Pm. And Heilor laught.

Cre. At what was all this laughing ?

Pani. Marry at the white hair thac Hellen fpied on
Troilus chin.

Cre. And 'thad been a green hair , I (hould have

laught too.

Pand. They laught not fo much at the hair , as at his

pretty anfwer.

Cre. What was his anfwer ?

Pan. Quoth (he , here's but two and fifty hairs on
your chin: and one of them is white.

Cre. This is herqueftion.

Pand. That's true, make noqueflionofthat: two and

fifty hairs quoth he, and one white, that white hair is

my Father, and all the reft are his Sons. Jupiter quoth

/he , which of thefe hairs is Paris my husband ? The
forked one quoth he,pluck't out and give it him:but there

was fuch laughing , and Helen fo blufht , and Pttm fo

chaft, and all the reft fo laught, that it paft.

Cre, So let It now.
For it has been a great while going by.

Pan. Well Cozen,

I told you a thing yefterday, think on't.

rr*. Soldo.
PrfW. Hebe fworn 'tis true, he will weep you an

'twere a man bom in April. Sound a retreat,

Cre. And He fpring up in his tears, an'iwere a nettle

againft May.

Pan. Hark they are commingfrom the field, fhall we
ftand up here and fee them, as they pafs toward Ilium ?

good Neece do, fweet ^tzczCreJjida.

Cre. At your pleafure.

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place , here we
may fee moftbravely,Ile tell you them all by theirnamcs,

as they pafs by, but mark Troilus above the reft.

Enter ty£neaj.

Cre. Speak not fo loud.

Pan. That's c/4»(f«f,i3not that abrave man? he's one

of the flowers of Troy I can tell you, but mark Troilus^

you fhall fee anon.

Cre. Who's that ? Enter Antenor.

Pan. That's Antenor^ he has aftirew'd wit I can tell

you, and he's a man good enough , he's one o'th' foun-

deft judgment irt Troy whofoever,and a proper man of

perfon: when comes Troilns? He fhew you Treilut anon,

if he fee me ,you Ihall fee him nod at me.

Cre, Will he give you the nod ?

Pan. You (hall fee.

Cre. If he do, the rich fliall have more.

Enter HeUor.

Pan. That's HeBor., that, that, look you, that there's a

fellow. Go thy way HeHor., there's a brave man Neece

,

O brave Hellor ! Look how he looks ? there's a counte-

nance; is't not a brave man ?

Cre. O brave man .'

Pan. Is a not ? It does a mans heart good , look you

what hacks are on his Helmet , look you yonder , do
you fee? Look you there? There's no jcfting, laying on,

tak'c off who will , as they fay, there be hacks,

Cre. Be thofe with fwords ?

Enter Paris.

Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the Devil

come to him, it's all one, by Godslid ic does ones heart

good. Yonder comes /'<«ri/, yonder comes Paru : look

yeyonderNeece,is'c not agallantman too,is't not?Why
this is brave now : who faid he came hurt home to day ?

He's not hurt , why this will do Helens heart good

now, ha.? Would I could fee Trtilus now, you (hall fee

Troilus anon.

Cre. Whofe that t

Enter Helenus.

Pan. That's Hellenusyl marvel where Troilus is, that's

Nelenns , I think he went not forth to day : that's Ht-
tenus.

Cre. Can Heknus fight Uncle?
Pan. Helentu no : yes he'l fight indifferent well, I

marvel v^hcitTroilus is ; hark , do you not hear the

people cry Troilus ? Heknus is a Prieft.

Cre. What fneaking fellow comes yonder ?

Enter Troilus.

Pan, Where? Yonder? That's Deifhobus. 'Tis TVo/-

////.'There'sa manNeece,hemjBrave Troilus the Prmce
of Chivalry.

Cre. Peace, for (hame peace.

?/!«(/. Mark him, note him: O brave Troilus-. look

well upon him Neece, look you how his Sword is blou-

dicd, and his Helm more hackt th»nHfi?<7r/,and how he

looks
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looks, and how he goes , O admirable youth !

he ne'r

faw three and cwenty. Goe thy way TroUut , go thy

way,had I a fifter were a Grace.or a daughter a Goddcfs,

he fhould take bis choice. O admirable man 1 Paris ?

Pari$\i durt to him, and I warrant, Hellcn to change

,

would give money to boot.

Enter cemmtn Stttldi:rt.

Cr<r. Here come more.

Pah. Afles, fools, dolts , chaff and bran ,
chaff and

bran; porridge after meat. I could live anddyei'th' eyes

oiTroilut. Ne'r look , ne'r look ; the Eagles arc gone,

Crows and Daws, Crows and Daws : I had rather be

fuch a man as TroUnt, then ^gamemnon^ and all Greece.

Cr^/. There is among the Greeks y^ffci//f/ , a better

man than 7r»//«/.

Pan. >4rfc(7/«? a Dray-man, a Porter, a very Camel.

Crf. Well, well.

Pan. Well, well? Why have you any difcretion? have

you any eyes? Do you know what a man is? Is not birth,

beauty, goodfhapc,difcourfe, manhood, learning, gcn-

tlencls, virtue, youth, liberality,and fo forth, the Spice,

and fait that feafons a man ?

Crf.I,a minc'd man.andthen to be bak'd with no Date

in the pye, for then the mans dates out.

Pan. You are fuch another woman, one knom not

' ac what ward you lie.

'

Crt[. Upon my back , to defend my belly; upon my

wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my fecrecie, to defend

mine honefty; my Mask, to defend my beauty, and you

to defend all thefe: and at all thefc wards I lie, at a thou-

fand watches.

Pan. Say one of your watches.

Cre. Nay He watch you for that , and that's one of

the chiefeft of them too; if I cannot ward what I would

not have hir, X can watch you for telling how I took the

blow , unlefs it fwell paft hiding , and then is paft

watching.
Enttr BtJ.

Pan. You are fuch another.

Boy. Sir, my Lord would inftantly fpeak with you.

Pan. Where ?

So)/. At your own fioufe.

Pan.Good Boy tell him I come, I doubt he be hurt.

Fare ye well good Ncece.

Cnf. Adieu Unkle.

Pan. He be with you Ncece by and by.

Cref. To bring Unkle.

Pan. I, a token from Troilus.

Cre(. By the fame token, you are a Bawd. Exit Pand.

Words, vows, gifts, tears, and loves full Cicrificc,

He offers in anothers enterprife :

But more in Troilm thoufand fold I fee.

Than in the glafs of Pandar's praifc may be^

Yet hold I off. Women are Angels wooing.

Things won are done, the fouls joy lyes in doing :

That (ht belov'd, knows nought, that knows not this:

Men prize the thing ungam'd, more tiian it is.

That (ht was never yet, that ever knew
Love go fo fweet, as when defire did fue

:

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach

;

'
' Atchlevmcnt, ts command : ungaind, hefeech.

That though my hearts Contents firm love doth bear.

Nothing of that fhall from mine eyes appear. Exit.

Sonet, Enter Agamemnon^ Nejior^ tUjffts^Ditmt-
desj Menelaasy with others.

Agam. Princes

:

What grief hath fet the Jaundies on your cheeks j
The ample propofition that hopes makes
In all defigns, begun on Earth below
Fails in the promift largeneis ; checks and difafters

Gtow in the veins of a£lions higheft rear'd.

As knots by the conflux of meeting fap,

Infect the found Pine,and diverts his Grain
Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth.
Nor Princes, is it matter new to us,

That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo farr,

Thar after feven years fiege, yet Troj walls ftand,

Sith every a£lion that hath gone before.

Whereof we have Record, tryal did draw
Bias and thwart, not anfwering the aim.

And rhat unbodied figure of the thought

That gave't furmifed rtiapc. Why then
( you Princes )Do you with cheeks abafh'd, behold our works.

And think them fhamc, which arc ( indeed ) nought elfe

But the protra6iive trials of great Jove,

To find pcrfiftive confiancy in men ?

The finenefs of which Metal is not found

In Fortunes love : for then, the Bold and Coward,
The Wife and Fool, the Artift and un-rcd.
The hard and foft, feemall affin'd, and kin.

But in the Wind and Tempeft of her frown,
Diftin6tion with a loud and powerful fan.

Puffing at all, winnows the light away;

And whit hath mafs, or matter by it felf.

Lies rich in Virtue, and unmtngled.

Ne^. With due obfervance of thy godly feat,

Gre?t Agamemnon.^ Nejlor (hall apply

Thy lateft words.

In the reproof of Chance,

Lies the true proof of men : The Sea being fmooth,

How many fhallow bauble Boars dare fail

Upon her patient breaft, making their waj
With thofe of noble bulk *

But let the Ruffian Boreas once enrage

The gentle Thetis^znd anon behold

The ftrong ribb'd Bark, through liquid mountains cuts

Bounding between the two moift Eiemenrs

Like Perfens Horfe. Where's then the favycy Boat,

Whofe weak untimber'd fides but even now
Co-rival'd Greatnefs ? Either to harbour fled.

Or made a Toft for Neptune. Even fo.

Doth valours fhew, and valours worth divide

In ftorms of Fortune.

For, m her ray and brightnefs.

The Herd hath more annoyance by the Brize

Than by the Tyger : But, when the fplitting wind
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oaks,

And flyes fled under fliadc, why then

The thing of Courage,

As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth fympathizc,

And With an accent tun'd in felf-fame key.

Retires to chiding Fortune.

K///. Agamemnon.

Thou great Commander, Nerve, and Boncof Grccc^
Heart of our Numbers, foul, and only fpitit,

In whom the tempers, and the minds of all

Should be (hut up ; Hear what ^/;/<r/fpcaks,

Bcfides th'applaufc and approbation

The which ( moft mighty ) for thy place and may,
Bbbj And.
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And thou moft rsverend for thy ftietcht-out life,

I give to both yourfpeeches : which were fuch.

As jigamemnon and the hand oi Greece

Should hold up high in Brafs : and fuch again

As venerable Ntfior ( hatch'd in Silver

)

Should with a bond of ayr , ftrong as the Axeltrec

On which the Heavens ride, knit all Greeks ears

To his experienc'd tongue : yet let it pleafe both

( Thou Great, and Wife ) to hear i^ljjfcs fpeak.

Aga. Speak Prince of IthACAy and be't of lefs expeft;

That matter needlefs of importlefs burthen

Divide thy lips : then we are confident

V/hen rank Therfttes opes his Maftick jaws,

We fhaif hear Mufick, Wit, and Oracle.

Vlyl. Troy yet upon his bafis had been down ,

And the great IfeEtortiYjoid had lack'd a Mafter

Butforthefeinftances.

ThefpecialityofRule hath been negle£ted ;

And look how many Grecian Tents do ftand

Hollow upon thisPlain, fo many hollow Factions.

\A^en that the General is not like the Hive,

To whom the Forragers (hall all repair.

What Hony is expefted ? Degree being vizarded,

Th' unworthielj ftiews as fairly in the Mask.

The Heavens ttiemfclves, the Planets, and this Centre,

Obferve degree, priority, and place,

Infifture, courfe, proportion, feafon; form,

office, and cuftom, in all line of Order:

And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol

In noble eminence, cnthron'd andfphcat'd

Amidft the other, whofe med'cinabie eye

Correfts the ill Afpeds of Planets evil,

And pofts like the Commind'mcnt of a King

,

Sans check, to good and bad: Buc when the Planets

In evil mixture to diforder wander,

What Plagues, and what portents, what tnuiiny?

Whai raging of the Sej ? fhaWng of Earth ?

Commotion in the Winds f Frights, changes,.horrors

,

Divert, and crack, rend and deracinate

The unity, and married calm of States

Quite from their fixture ? O, when degree is fliek'd
,

( Which is the Ladder to all high defigns

)

The enterprizc Is fick. How could Communities,

D^rees in Schools, and brother-boods in Cities,

Peaceful Commerce from dividable fhores

,

The Pnmogenitive, and due of Birth

,

Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepters, Lawrels^

( But by degree ) ftand in Authcntique place ?

Take but degree away, un-tune that ftring.

And hark what Difcord follows : each thing meets

In meer oppugnancy. The bounded Waters,

Should lift tneir bofomeshtgher than the Shores,

And make a fopp of all this folidGlobe :

Strength fhouIdbeLordofimbecillity,

And tne rude Son .Oiould ftrike his father dead :

Force fLould be righr, pr rather* right and wrong,

( Between whofe endiefs jarr, fufiice refides

)

Should lofe their names, and fo (hould julHce too.

Then every thing includes it felf inPower

,

Power into Will, Will into Appetite,

And Appetite ( an univerfal Wolf,
So doubly feconded with Will, and Power

)

Muft make perforce an umvcrfal prey.
And laft, eat up himfcl£

Great Agnmemmn ;

This Chjos, when degree is fuffocate,

The Tragedy of Troilm and Qrejsida.

Follows the choiking

:

And this negleft on of Degree, is it

That by a pace goes backward in a purpofe

It hath to climb. The General's difdain'd

By him one ftepbelow ; hej by the next*

That next, by him beneath : fo every ftep

Exampled by the firft pace that is fick

Of his Superiour, grows to an envious Feaver

Of pale, and bloodlefs Emulation.

And 'tis this Feaver that keeps Troy on foot,

Not her own finews. To end a tale of length
,

Troy in our weaknefs lives, not in her ftrength.

Ne/f. Moft wifely hath riyfet here difcovcr'd

Tiie Feaver, whereof all our power is fick.

j4ga; The Nature of the ftcknels found ( f^jjfci )
What is the remedy ?

yijff. The great Achillti^ whom Opinion crowns
The (inewi and the fore-hand of our Hoft,

Having his ear full of his ayery Fame,

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his Tent

Lies mocking our defigns. With him, Patrocltn^

Upon a lazy Bed, the live-long day

Breaks fcurriljefts,

Aniwith ridiculous and aukward aftion,

( Whicb,'5hnderer, he imitation call's )

He Pageants us. Sometime great ylg*mert)mn
,

Thy toplefs deputation he pats on
;

And like a ftrutting Player, whofe conceit

Lies in his Ham-ftring, and doth ibmk it rich

To hear the woodden Dialogue and found

'Twixt his ftretcht footing, and the Scaffoiagc ,

( Such to-be-pitted, and ore-refted feeming

He zdti thy Greatnefs in : ) and.when he fpeaks,

*Tis like a Chime a mending. With tearms unfquar'd
,

Which from the tongue of roaring TyjihoK dropt,

Would feem Hyperboles. At this fufty ftuff

,

The large /ichUles{ on his preft-bed lolling )
From his deep Cheft, laughs out a lowd appkufe.

Cries excellent, 'tis Agamimnen juft.

Now play me IVeflor ; hum, and ftroke thy beard

As he>being dreft to fome Oration,

That's done, as neer as the extremeftends

Of paralels ; as like, as rnlcan and his wife.

Yet good AchilUs ftill cryes excellent,

•Tis Nefior right. Now play him f me) Patroclus,

Arming to anfwcr in a night-Alarm,

And then ( forfooth ) the faint defeifts of Age
Muft be the Scene of mirth, to cough and fpit

,

And with a palfie fumbling on his Gorget,

Shake in and out the River : and at this fpott

Sir Valour dies; cries,O enough Patroclusy

Or, give me ribs of Steel, I fhall fplit all

In pleafure of myfpleen. And in this faftiion.

All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhapcs,

Severals and generals of grace exaft,

Atchievraents, plots, orders, preventions.

Excitements to the field, orfpeech for truce,

Succefs or lofs, what is, or is not, ferves

As ftuff for thefe two, to make paradoxes.

Neft. And in the imitation of thefe twain.

Who ( as l^ljS'ti fayes ) Opinion crowns

With an Imperial voyce, many are infeft

:

Ajax is grown felf-will'd, and bears his head

In fuch a reign, in full as proud a place

As broad Achilles, and keeps his Tent like him j

Makes faftious Feafts, rails on our ftateof Warr
Bold
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Bold as an Oracle, and fers TTierfnet

A flave ( whofe Gall coins flandcrs like a Mint,

)

To match us in comparifons with durt

,

To weaken and difcredit our expofure,

How rank foever rounded in with danger-

r/;/. They tax our Policy, and call ic Cowardice,

Count Wildom a$ no member ofthe Warr,

Fore-ftall prefcience, and efteetn no aft

But thatof hand : Thcftilland mental parrs,

That do contrive how many hands Hiall ftrike

When fitnefs calls them on, and know by mcafure

Of their obfervant toyi, the Enemies waight

,

Why this hath not a fingers dignity.-

They call this Bedwork,Mapp'ry, Cloffet-Warr:

So that the Ramm that batters down the wall

,

For the great fwing and rudenefs of his poize,

They place before his hand that made the Engine,

Or thofe that with the finenefs 6f their fouls.

By Reafon guide his execution.

Neji. Let this be granted, and Achilles horfc

Makes many Tibtri/fons. Tuckjt

Aga. What Trumpet f Look MtneUtu.

yi/f«.From Troy. Enter lA-netis.

j4ga. Whatwould you 'fore our Tent ?

ij£ne. Is this great Agamcmnons Tent, I pray you ?

Aga. Even this.

t^»e. May one that is a Herald, and a Prince,

Do a fair meffage to his Kingly ears ?

Agei. With furety ftronger than Achilles arm,

'Fore all the Greekifh heads, which with one voyce
Call Agamemnon Head and General.

tA^ne. Fair leave, and large fecurity. How may
A ftranper to thofe moft Imperial looks,

Know tncm from eyes of other Mortals?

Aga, How ?

tj£ne. I : I ask, that I mi^ht waken reverence,

And on the cheek be ready with a blufh

Modeft as morning, when fhe coldly eyes

The youthful Phabus :

Which is that God in office guiding men.*

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ?

Aga. This Troian fcoms us, or the men of Troy
Are ceremonious CoUrtiers.

«/£«?. Courtiers as free, as debonnair ; unarm'd,

As bending Angds : that's their Fame, in peace

:

But when they would feem Souldiers, they have galls,

Good arms, ftrong joynts, true fwords. and "^oves accord

Nothing fo full of heart. But peace i>£«^Af,

Peace Troian, lay thy finger on thy lips.

The worthinefs of praife diftains his worth.

If that he prais'd himfelf, bring the praife forth:

What the rcpinm" enemy commends.
That breath fame blows, that praife fole pure tranfcends.

Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you your felfoiwM/?
iA^nt. I Greek, that is my name.
Aga. What's your affair I pray you ?

j£ne. Sir pardon, 'tis for AgamemnOHt cui.
A^a. He hears nought privately

That comes from Troy.

o£ne. Nor I from Troy come not to whifpcr hira j

I bring a Trumpet to awake his ear,

Tofet'his fcnfe on the attentive bent.

And then to fpeak.

Aga. Speak frankly as the wind.

It is not Agamtmy.ons flecping hour
;

That thou flialt know Troian he is awake,

He tells thee fo himfelf.

ty£»f. Trumpet blow loud.

Send thy brafs voyce through all thefe lazyTcnts

,

And every Greek.of metal, let him know,
What Troy means fairly, fliall be fpoke alowd.

The Trumpets fmnd.
)We have great Agamemnon, here in Troy,

A Prince call'd HeUor^ Priam is his Father

:

Who in this dull and long continu'd Truce
Is rufty grown. He bad me take a Trumpet,
And to this purpofc fpeak : Kings, Princes, Lords,
If there be one among'fl the fayr ft of Greece ,

That holds his Honor higher than his eafe.

That feeks his praife, more than he fears his peril,

That knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear,

That loves his Miltris more than in confcfTion

,

( With tmant vows to her own lips he loves)

And dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth,
In other arms than hers : to him this Challenge.
Hetlory in view of Troians, and of Greeks,
Shall make it good, or do his bell to do ic

He hath a Lady, wifer, fairer, truer.

Than ever Greek did compafs in his arms.

And will to morrow with his Trumpet call,

Midway between your Tents, and walls ofTroy ,
Torowze a Grecian that is true in love.

If any come, Hel}or (hall honour him

:

If none, he'l fay in Troy when he retires.

The Grecian Dames arc funbumt, and not worth
The fplinter of a Lance : Even fo much.

Aga. This ftiall be told our Lovers, Lord tA»tat.
Ifnone of them have foul in fuch a kind.

We left them all at home •" But we are Souldiers,

And may that Souldier a meer recreant prove ,
That means not, hath not, or is not in love;

If then one is, or hath, or means to be.

That one meets //<r3»r, if none, He be he.

Ne[. Tell him of Nejlor^ one that was a nun
When Heilors Gnnfirefuckt; he is old now.
But if there be not in our Grecian mould.
One Noble man, thathath one fpark of fire

To anfwer for his Love ; tell him from me.
He" hide my Silver beard in a Gold Beaver,

And in my Vandjrace put this withet'd brawn.

And meeting him, will tell him, that my Lady
Was fairer than his Grandame, and as chiaft

As may be in the world : his youth in flood.

He pawn this truth with my threedrops of blood.

c^«f . Now heavens forbid fuch fcarcity of youth.

Wjf. Amen.
Aga. Fair Lord tAntas^

Let me touch your hand :

To our Pavillion fhall I lead you firft

;

Achilles fliall have word.of this btent.

So fliall each Lord of Grecee from Tent to Tent;

Your felf fliall Feaft with us before you goe.

And find the welcome of a Noble Foe. ExttDit.

Manent Uljjfesy and Nelttr.

Ul^f.Nc/ler.

Nef. What fayes ttljjfes f

Uljf. I have a young conception in my brwi,

Be you my time to bring it to fome fliapc.

M/.Whatis't?

«/;/. This 'tis:

Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the feededPridc

That hath to this maturity blown up
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In rank JchlUes^ muft or now be cropt.

Or ( fliedding ) breed a Nurfery of like evil

To over-bulk us all.

Nefl. Well, and how f

T^ljf. This challenge that the gallant HeEior fends,

How ever it is fpread in general name,

Relates in purpofe only to Achilles.

Nefl. The purpofe is perfpicuous even as fubftance,

Whofc grofsnefs little charafters futn up,

And in the publication make no flrain,

But that Achilles^ were his brain as barren

As banks of Libya, though ( Afollo knows )

'Tisdry enough, will with great fpeedof judgement,

I, with celerity, find HeSort purpofe

Pointing on him.

Flyf. And wake him to theanfwer, think you ?

Nefi. Yes, 'tis moft meet; whom may you elfe oppofe

That can from HeBor bring his Honor off,

If not Achilles; tbough't be a fportfulCombJte,

Yet in this tryal, much opinion dvvels.

For here the Troians taft our deer'ft repute

With their fin'ft Palate : and truft to me yijjfeSf

Our imputation fhall be oddly potz'd

In this wild allien. For the fuccefs

( Although particular ) rtiall give afcantling

Of good or bad, unto the General

:

And in fuch Indexes, although fmall pricks

To their fubfequent Volumes, there is fcen

The baby figure of the Gyant-mafs

Of things to come at large. It is fuppos'd.

He that meets HeBor^ iffues from our choice;

And choice being mutual a6t of all our fouls.

Makes Merit her eleftion, and doth boyl

As 'twere, from forth us all •• a man diftill'd

Out of our Virtues ; who mi fca trying,

What heart from hence receives the conq'ring p^rc

To fteel a ftrong opinion to themfelves

Which entertain'd. Limbs are his inftruments,

In nolefs working, than areSwords and Bows
Dire(5tive by the Limbs.

^/;/". Give pardon to ray fpeech

:

Therefore 'tis meet, AchilUimett not HeBor

:

Let us (like Merchants) (hew our fowlcft Wares,

And think perchance they'l fell : if not,

The luftre of the better yeMo {hew,

Shall fnew the better. Do not confent,

That ever HeBcr and Achilles meet •"

For both our Honour, and out Shame in this,

Are dogg'd with two ftrange Followers.

Meft. I fee them not with my old eyes:what are they?

Uljif. What glory our Achillei (hares from Heciary

( Were he not proud ) we all Ihould wear with him •'

But he already is too infotenc,

And vye were better parch in Africk Sun,

Than in the pride and fait fcorn of his eyes,

Should he fcape HeBor fair. If he were foyld,

Why then we did our main opinion crufh

In taint of our beft man. No, make a Lott'ry,

And by device letblockifh Ajtix draw
The fort to fight with HeBor Among our fclves ,

Give himallowancc as the worthier mtn,
For that willphyfick the great Myrmidon
Who broyls in lowd applaufe, and make him fall

His Creft, that prowder than blew Iris bends.
If the dull brainlefs Ajax comcfafe off.

Wee"! drefs him up in voyces : if he fail.

Yet go we under our opinion ftill,

That we have better men. But hit or mi£s.

Our projects life this (hape offence affumes,

Ajax imploy'd, plucks ddwn Achilles Pliimes.

Ne/l. Now Uljifes, I begin to rellilh thy advicCj

And I will give a taft of it forthwith

To Agamemnon, ^oz we to him ftraight
;

Two Currs Ihall tame each other, Pride alone

Muft tarrthe Maftiffs on, as 'twere their bone, Exemt.
Enter Ajax^ and TTserfius.

Aja. Therfites

'

7her . Agamemnon, how if he had Biles (full) all over

generally.

A)a. Therfites f

Ther. And thofe Biles did run , fay fo ; did not the

General run, were not that a botchy core f

Aja. Dogg.
Ther. Then there would come fome mattertrom him

:

I fee none now.

A)a. Thou Bitch-Wolfs Son , canft thou not hear .?

Feel then. Stnkfs him.

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee thou Mungrel
beef-witted Lord.

.^74. Speak then you whinid'ft leaven fpeak , I will

beat thee into handfomnefs.

Ther. Ifhall fooner rail thee into wit and holinefs :

but I think thy horfcwill fooner con an Oration , than
thou learn a prayer without book : Thou canlt ftrikc

,

canft thou f A red Murren o'thy Jades tricks.

A]a. Toads ftool, learn me the Proclamation.

Ther. Doeft thou think I have no fence thou ftrlk'ft

Aja. The Proclamation. ( me thus?

Ther. Thou art prodam'd a fool, I think.

Ala. Do notPorpentine, do not : my fingers itch.

Ther. I would thou didft itch from head to foot , and

I had the fcratching of thee,I would make thee theloth-

fom'ft fcab in Greece.

Aia. I fay the Proclamation.

Ther. Thou grumbleft and rayleft every hour on A.
chitles^znd thou art as full of envy at his greatne(s,as Cer-

htrus is at Pro[erpruts beauty.I ,that thou bark'ft at hira.

Aja. Miftrefs Therfues.

Ther. Thou fhould'ft ftrike him.

Aja. Coblofe.

Ther. He would pun thee into fhivers with his fift, as

a Sailor breaks a bisket.

Ala. You horfen Curr. Ther. Doe,doe.
Aja. Thou ftool for a Witch.
Ther. I doe, doe, thou (bdden-witted Lord.- thou haft

no more brain than I have in mine elbows : An Afinico

may tutor thee. Thou fcurvy valiant Afs , thou art here
buttothreftiTro/W, and thou art bought and fold a-

mong thofe of any wit, like a Barbarian Have. If thou ufe

to beat me, I will begin at thy heel, and tell what thou
art by inches, thou thing of no bowels thou.

A}a. You dogg.

Ther. You fcurvy Lord.
Aja. You Curr.

T^er. Mart his Ideot: do rudenefs, doCamel,do,do.
Enter Achilles, and Patroclus.

Achil. Why how now Ajax? wherefore do yoa this.'

How now Therfites? what's the matter man ? .

Ther. You fee him there, do you ? ^M
Achil. I , what's the matter ? "^
Ther. Nay look upon him.

Achil. So I do , what's the matter ?

Thtr.
i
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Ther. Nay but regard him well.

^cAiV. Well, why I do fa

T*rr. But yet you look not well upon him: forwho-

focver you take him to be, he is Ajax.

AM. I know that fool.

Ther. I, but that fool knows not himfcIL

Aiax. Therefore I beat thee.

Ther. Lo,lo,Io,lo,what modicum of wit he utters: his

cvafions have ears thus long. I have bobb'd his Brain

more than he has beat my bones : I will buy nine Spar-

rows for a penny,and his Piafi*4ier is not worth the nuith

pan of a Sparrow. This Loxd(_AchilUj) Ajax who wears

his wit in his belly, and his guts ia hi* head,Ile tell you

what I fay of him.

Achil. What f

Ther. I fay this j4jax—
jichil. Nay good ^Jmc.

Ther. Has not to much wit

Achil. Nay I mufthold you,

Ther. As will flop the eye of Helens Needle , for

whom he comes to fight.

Achtl. Peace fool.

Ther. I would have peace and quietnefs, but the fool

will not • he there, that he, look you there.

A/ax. O thou damn'd Cutr, I (nail

Acbil. Will you fet your wit to a Fools ?

Ther. No I .warrant you, for a fools will fhamc it.

P/it. Good words Therfites.

AcblL What's the quarrel ?

Ajax. I bad thee vile Owl ,
go Icarn me the tenure

of the Proclatnation, and he riUs upon me.

Tber^ 1 ferve thee not.

Aiax. Well, go to, go to.

Ther. I ferve here voluntary.

Acbil. Your laft fervice was fufferance, 'twas not vo-

luntary, no man is beaten voluntary : Ajax was here the

voluntary and you as underan Imprcfs.

Thr. E'ne fo, a great deal ofyour wit too lies in your

finnews, or elfe there be Liars : HeUor (hall have a great

catch , if he knock out either of your brains , he were

as good crack a fufty nut with no kernel.

Achil. What with me too Therftte$>

Ther, There's Uljlfesy and old A7if/?«r,whofe Wit was

mouldy ere their Grand(ire$ had nails on their toes, yoke

you like draft'Oxen, and make you plough up the wait.

Achil. What? what ?

Ther. Yes good footh, to AchiBet, to AJMXt to-.

Ajdx. I (hall cut out your tongue.

Ther. 'Tis no matte: , I (hall fpeak as much as thou

afterwards.

Pat. No more words TJ&«-/fw/.

Ther. I will hc^d my peace when AcblUts Brooch bids

me, (hall I f

^Achil. There's for you PatrocUf,

Ther. I will fee you hang'd like Clotpotes ere I come
any more to your Tents; I will keep wnerc there is wit

ftirring, and leave the fadion of fools. Exit.

P4t. A good riddance.

AchiLlAitTy this Sir is proclam'd through all our hoft

,

Tbt //(fffflr by the fifth hour ofthe Sun,

Will with a Trumpet, *twixt our Tents and Troy
To morrow morning call fome Knight to Arms,
That hatha ftomack, and fuch a one that dare

Maintain I know not what: 'tistralh. Farewel.

AJ4x. Farewel? who (hall anfwer him ?

Achil. I know not, 'tis put to Lottry : othcrwiC:

He knew his man.

Aj^. O meaning youjl will go learn more of It. Exit.
Enter Priam, HciloryTreilMj, Paru^aud Htiemu,
Pri. After fo many hours, lives, fpeechesfptat.

Thus once again faycg Nejlar from tbt Greeks,
Deliver Helen, and all damage elfe

( As honour, lofs of time, travel, cxpence.

Wounds, friends, and what elfe dear that is coofom'd
In not difgertion of this cormorant Warr )
Shall be ftroke off. i/eA«r,wlut£ay youtoo'c

HeB. Though no man leffer fears the Greeks than I,

As farr as touches my particular : yet dre«ul fri4w,
There is no Lady of more (Jafrer bowels,
More fpungy, to bxtk in the fenfe of fear.

More ready to cry our,who knows what follows,

Than Hettor is : the wound of peace is furcty,

Surety fecure : but modeft doubt is call'd

The Beacon of the wife : the Tent that fcarchcs

To'th'bottom of the worft. Let Helen go.

Since the firft fword was drawn about this queflion.

Every tythe foul 'moogftmany thouCind diiinei.

Hath been as dear at Helen : I mean of ours

:

If we have loft fo many tenths of ours

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us

( Had it our name ) the value of one ten;

What merit's in that reafon which denies

The yielding of her up f

Trti. Fyc, fie . my Brother;

Weigh you the worth and honour oTa King

C So great as our dread Father ) in a Scale

Of common Ounces » Will you with Counter! fnm
The pa(t proportion of his infinite ?

And buckle in a waft moft-fathomlefS,

With fpans and inches fo diminutive.

As fears and reafons? Fye for godly (hamc f

Hel. No marvel though you bite fo (harp at rcafonj

,

You are empty of them, (hodd not our father

Bear the great fwav of his affairs with reafons,

Bccaufe your fpecchbath none thattells him fo ?

Troi. You are for dreams and flumbers brother Prieft,

You furr your gloves with reafon: here are your reafons

You know an enemy intends you harm.

You know, a fword imploy'ed is perilous.

And reafon flyes the objeA of all harm.

Who marvels then when HIp/f«M beholds

A Grecian and his fword, if be dofcc

The very wings of reafon to his heels

:

Or like a Starr diforb'd. riay,.if we talk of rea(bo»

And flye like chidden Mercarj from Jwty
Let's (hut our gates and fleep : Manhood and Honour

Shold have hard hearts,would they but fit their thought*

With this cramm'd rcafon-i reafbn and rcfpoft.

Makes lovers pale, and luftyhood dcjedl.

HcU. Brother, (he is not worth

What (he doth coft the holding.

Trot. What's aught, but as 'tis valu'd ?

HeB. But value dwells not in particular will.

It holds his eftimate and dignity

As well, wherem 'tis precious of it felf,

As in the prizer : Tis made Idolatry,

To make the fervice greater than the god.

And the will dotes tlwt is incUneable

To what infcAicully it felf affc£ts.

Without fome image of th'affccked merit.

Troi. I take to day a Wife, and my clcftioo

Is led on in the condud of my will

;

My
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My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears,

Two traded Pylocs 'twixt the dangerous fliores

Of Will and judgemenc. How may I avoid

( Although my will diftaft what it elefted )

The Wife I cliofe, there can be no cvafion

To blench from this, and to ftand firm by honour.

We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant

When wehavefpoil'd them; nor the remainder Viands

We do not throw in unrefpeftive place,

BecJufe we now are full. It was thought meet

Parrs fliould do fome vengeance on the Greeks

;

Your breath of full confent bellied his Sails,

The Seas and Winds ( old Wranglers ) took a Truce,

And did him fervice ; he touch'd the Ports defir'd.

And for an old Aunt whom the Greeks held Captive,

He brought a Grecian Queen, whofe youth and frelhnefs

Wrinkles Afolkes, and makes ftale the morning.

Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our Aunt:

Is fhe worth keeping ? Why (he is a Pearl,

Whofe price batn launch'd above a thoufand Ships,

And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants.

If yon'l avouch, 'twas wifdom P^rls went,

( As you muft needs, for you all cri'd, Go, go : )
If you'l confefs, he brought home Noble prize,

( As you muft needs, for you all clapt your hands )

And cri'd ineftimable ; why do you now
The ilTue of your proper Wifdoms rate,

And do a deed that Fortune never did ?

Beggcr the eftimation which you priz'd.

Richer than Sea and Land ? O Theft moft bafe .'

That we have ftoln what we do fear to keep.

But Thieves unworthy of a thing fo ftoln,

That in their Country did them that difgracc,

We fear to warrant in our Native place.

Enter CajfanirA with htr hair about

her ears.

Cref. Cry Troians cry.

Priam. What noyfe ? what ftireek is this ?

Trot. 'Tis our mad fifter, I do know her voice.

Caf. Cry Troians.

Hec. It is Cajfandra.

Ca[. Cry Troians Cry •, lend me ten thoufand eyes

;

And I will fill them with Prophetick tears.

Hec. Peace fifter, peace.

Cf/. Virgins and Boys; mid-age and wrinkled old,
Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry.

Add to my clamour : let us pay betimes
A moity of that mafs of moan to come.
Cry Troians cry, pradife your eyes with tears,

Troy muft not be,nor goodly Ilion ftand,

Our fire-brand Brother Parishnras us all.

Cry Troians cry, a Helen and a woe

;

Cry , cry, Troy burns, or elfe let Helen go. Exit.
^ec. Now youthful Troilus^ do not thefc high ftrains

Of divination in our Sifter work
Some touches of remorle ? Or is your blood
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon,

Nor fear of bad fuccefs in a bad caufe,

Can qualifie the fame?
Troi. Why brother HeUory

We may not think the juftnefs of each aft
Such, and no other than event doth form it.

Nor once de jeft the courage of our minds

;

Bccaufe Cafandra's mad, her brairfick raptures
Cannot diftaft the goodnefs of a quarrej,

Which hath our feveral Honours all engag'd

To make it gracious. For my private part,

I am no more touch'd, than all Priams fons,

Andjwf forbid there fhouldbe done amongft us

Such things as might offend the weakeft fpleen.

To fight for, and maintain.

Par. Elfe might the world convince of levity,

As well my under-takings as your counfels

:

ButI atteft the gods, your full confent

Gave wings to my propenfion, and cut off

All fears attending on fo dire a projeft.

For what (alas) can thefe my fingle arms ?

What propugnation is in one mans valour

To ftand the pufti and enmity of thofe

This quarrel would excite f Yet I proteft.

Were I alone to pafs the difficulties,

And had as ample power, as I have will,

Paris fhould ne'r retraft what he hath done.
Nor faint in the purfuit.

Pri.PariSf youfpeak

Like one be-fotted on your fweet delights

;

You have the Hony ftill, but thefe the Gall,
So to be valiant, is no praife at all.

Par. Sir, I propofc not meerly to my fclf.

The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it:

But 1 would have the foyl of her fair Rape
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her.

What Treafon were it to the ranfack'd Queen,
Difgrace to your great worths, and ftiame to mc,
Now to deliver her poffeffion up
On terms of bafe compulfibn ? Can it be,

That fo degenerate a ftrain as this.

Should once fet foot in your generous bcfomes ?

There not the meaneft fpirit on oar party.

Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw.
When Helen is defended : nor none fo Noble,
Whofe life were ill beftow'd, or death unfam'd.
Where W<r/?» is the fubjea. Then (I fay ^
Well may we fight for her, whom we know well.
The worlds large fpaces cannot parallel.

He5i. Paris and Troilus, you have both faid well;
And on the caufe and queftion now in hand,

Have gloz'd, but fuperficially; not much
Unlike young men, vfhotnjiri^etle thought

Unfit to hear Moral Philofophy,

The Reafons you allege, do more conduce
To the hot paflion of diftemper'd blood

,

Than to make up a free determination

'Twixt right and wrong : Forpleafure and revenge

,

Have ears more deaf than Adders, to the voyce
Of any true decifion. Nature craves.

All dues be rcndred to their Owners j now
What nearer debt in all humanity.

Than Wife is to the Husband ? If this law
Of nature be corrupted through affeftion,

And that great minds of partial indulgence

To their benutnmed wills refift the fame,
There is a Law in each well-ordered Nation,
To curb thofe raging appetites that are

Moft difobedient and refractory.

If Helen then be wife to Sparta's King

( As it is known ftie is ) thefe Moral Laws
Of Nature, and of Nation, fpeak aloud
To have her back return'd. Thus to perfift

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong,
But makes it much more heavy. He^ors opinion

Is
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Is this inwav of truth : yet ncre the lefs,

My fpritely brethren, I propend to you

In refolution to keep Helen flill

;

For 'tis a caufc that hath no mean dependance,

Upon our joynt and fevcral dignities.

Troi. Why? there you toucht the life of our delign :

Were it not glory that we more affefted,

Than the performance of our heaving fpleens,

I would not wifli a drop of Troian blood,

Spent more in her defence. But worthy HeSlory

She is a theam ofhonour and renown

,

A fpurr to valiant and magnanimous deeds,

Whofe prefent courage may beat down our foes,

And fame in time to come canonize us.

For I prefume brave HeUor would not lofe

So rich advantage of a promis'd glory,

As fmiles upon the fore-head of this adb'on,

For the wide worlds revenue.

HeU. I am yours.

You valianr off-fpring of great Priamns^

1 have a roifting challenge fent amongfl:

The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks,

Will ftrike amazement to their drowfie fpirits.

I was advertiz'd, their great General flept,

Whil'ft emulation in the army crept

:

This I prefume will wake him. Exeunt.

Ettter Therptes foliu.

Now now TT}erJites}vihit loft in the Labyrinth of thy

fury ? ftiall the Elephant Ajax carry it thus ? he beats

me, and I rail at him : O worthy fatisfeftion , would it

were otherwife: that I could beat him , whil'ft berail'd

at me: Sfoot, lie learn ro conjure and raifc Devils, but

He fee fomc iffue of my fpiteful execrations. Then ther's

Achilles, a rare Enginier. UTroy be not taken till thefe

two undermine it, the walls will ftand till they fall of

themfelves. O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus ,

forget that thou art Jove the King of gods: and Mercurf,

lole all the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou take

not that little little lefs than little wit from them that

they have, which (hort-arm'd ignorance itfelf knows,is

fo abundant fcarfe,it will not in circumvention deliver a

Fly from a Spider, without drawing the maflie Irons and

cutting the web; after this, the vengeance on the whole

Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that me thinks is the

curfe dependant on thofe that warr for a placket. I have

faid my prayers, and devil,Envy, fay Amen: What ho ?

my Lord Achilles ?

Enter Patrtclus.

Patr. Who's there ? Therfites. Good Thcrpes come
in and rail.

Ther. If I could have remembred a guilt counterfeit

,

thou wculd'ft not have flipt out of my contemplation
,

but it is no matter, thy fclf upon thy felf. The common
curfe of mankind, folly and ignorance be thine in great
revenue; heaven blefs thee from a Tutor, and Difcipline

come not near thee. Let thy blood be thy direftion till

thy death, then if fhethat layes thee out fayes thou art a

faircourfe, Ilcbe fwornand fworn upon't flie never
flirowdcd any butLazars, Amen. Wher's Achilles?

Patr. What art thou devout? waft thou in a prayer ?
Ther. I, the heavens hear me.

Enter Achilltt.

Achll. Who's there ?

Par. Thtrptejy my Lord.

Achll. Where, wh€re,art thou come? why my chcde,
my dfgeftion, why haft thou not fcrv'd thy fclf mto ray

Table, fo naany meals ? Come, what's Agamermtenf

Ther. Thy Commander Achillej; then tell me P/urf-

cltts, what's AchilUs ?

Patr. ihyLordTlurJites: then tell me I pray thee,

what's thy felf?

Ther. Thy knowcr Patrochs : then tell me Patroclm

what art thou?

Patr. Thou maift tell that know'ft.

><fAiV.O tell, tell.

Ther.Wt decline the ^hoXzc^nz^ion:AgamemHon com-
mands ..4fA;//f/ , Achilles is my Lord , I im Patrtclus

knower, and Patroelus is a fool.

Patr. You rafcal.

TTier. Peace fool I have not done.

Achil. He is a privileg'd man , proceed Thtrftet.

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool, Achilles is a fool , Th<r'
fites is a fool, and as aforefaid, Patroclus is a fool.

Achil. Derive this: come ?

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command A-
chilltSyAchtlks is a fool to be commanded of Agamtm.
non^ Therfites \s a fool to fetve fuch a fool: tnd Patrochs
is a fool pofitive.

Patr. Why am I a fool >

Enter Agamemnon, yij/fes^NefioTy Ditmedes^

Ajax, and Chatcas.

Ther. Make that demand to the Cieator,it luffifes cne
thou art. Look you, who comes here ?

Achil. Patreclns, lie fpeak with 00 body : come in

with me Therfites. Exit.

Ther. Here is fuch parchery , fuch jugling , and luch

knavery : all the argument is a Cuckold and a Whore,a
good quarrel to draw emulatious faAions, and bleed to

death upon : Now t he dry Serpego on the fubjcft , and
Warr and Lechery confound all.

Agam. Where is Achilles f

Patr. Within his Tent, but ill difpos'd my Lord.

Agam. Let it be known to him that we are here:

He fent our Meffengers, and we lay by

Our appertainments, vifiting of him

:

Let him be told of , left perchance he think

We dare not move the qucftion of our place,

Or know not what we arc.

F^r. IfluUfofaytohim.

rijf We faw him at the opctung of his Tent,

He is not lick.

Aja. Yes, Lion fick, fick of a proud heart : you may
call it Melancholy if you will favour the man, but by my
head, 'tis pride; but why,why,let him (hew us thccaufC

A word my Lord.

Nef What moves Aiax thus to bay at him ?

riyf. Achilles hath inveigled his Fool from him,

NefWho,Therfneif

rijf He.

Nef Then will A'lax lack matter , ifbe have loft his

Argument.

Vljf. N o ,you fee he is his argumcat that has his aegu-

mcoXjAelnllts.

A/*/. All the better, tbcir fraftion is more our wi(h

than their fa(5Hon ; but it was a ftr<Kig couofell that a

Fool could difunite.

Vljf The amity that wifdom touts not , folly nuy
ealily untie. Enter Patroclsts,

Here
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Here comes Patrocltts.

Nt[. No Achilles withh"im ?

r/;/.The Elephant hath joynts,but none forcourtdie;

His legs arc legs for neceffity, not for flight.

Patrt. Achilles bids mc fay, he is much forty ,

If any thing more than your fport and pleafure,

Did move yourgteatnefs, and this noble State,

To call upon him ; he hopes it is no other.

But for your health, and your difgeftion fake ;

An after Dinners breath.

Aga. Hear you Patreclms

'

We arc toowdl acquainted with thefe anfwcrs

:

But his evafion wing'd thus fwift with fcorn.

Cannot outfiyc our apprehenfions.

Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon.

Why we afcribe it to him, yet all his virtues »

( Notvirtuoufly of his own part beheld )

Do in our eyes, begin to lofe their glofs

;

And like fair Fruit in an unwholfome difh,

Are like to rot untaftcd
;
go and rcU him,

We come to fpcak with him, and you ftiall not 6n,

If you do fay, we think him over proud,

And under honeft : in felf afluinption greater (felf.

Than in the note of judgement; and worthier than him-

Here tends the favage ftrangenefs he puts on,

Difguifethe holy ftrcngth of their command :

Ana under write in an obfcrving kind

His humorous predominance, yea watch

His pettifh lines, his ebs, his flows, as if

The partage and whole carriage of this aftion

Rode on his tyde. Go tell him this, and add,

That if he over-hold his price fo much ,

Wec'l none of him; but let him, like an En^c
Not portable, lye under this repon.

Bringaftion hither,this cannot go to warr:

A ftirring Dwarf, we do allowance give,

Belore a fleeping Gyant : tell him fo.

Put. I fliall, and bring his anfwer prefentlv,

Aga. Infecond voice we'l not be fatisfied.

We come to fpeak with him, f^lj^ts enter you.

ExitfHjfet.
Ajax. What is he more than another ?
Ag4. No more than what he thinks he is.

Ajar. Is he fo much ? do you not tluBk> fee thinks
himfelf a better man than I am ?

A£a.No queflion.

Aiax. Will you fubfcribe his thought , and fay he is ?

Agg. No, NobleA ax, you are as ftrong,as valiant, as
wife, no lefs noble, much more gentle , and altogether
more tradable.

Aiax. Why fhould a man be proud .? How doth pride
grow? I know not what it is.

'^i^- Your mind is the clearer Afax^ind your virtues
the fairer; he that is proud, eats up himfelf. Pride is his
own Glafs, his own Trumpet, his own Chronicle, and
what everpraifes it felfbut in the deed, devours the
deed in the praife.

.. , , ,
Enter rijifes.

Aiax. 1 do hate a proud man, as I hate the engendring
of Toads. ^

^ejf Yet he loves himfelf : is't not ftrange ?

yffh Achilles will not to the field to morrow

,

-^^a. What's his excufe?
f^ljf. He doth rely on none,

?xr^
"^"<^5 on the ftreamof his -Jifpofe,

Without obfervance or refpeft of any.

In will peculiar, and in felf admiffioo.

Aga, Why, will he not upon our fair rcquefl,

Untenc his perfon, and (hare the ayr with us ?

U yf. Things fmall as nothing, fca: rcquefts fake only
He makes important : poffeft neis with greatnefs,

And fpeaks not to himfelf, but with a pride

That quarrels at felf-breatb. Imagin'd wrath

Holds in hisblocxi (uchfwoln and hot dlfcourfe.

That 'twixt his mental and his attive parts
,

Kinedom'd Achilles incommotion rages ,

And batters 'gainftit felf ; what ihould I fay ?

He is fo plaguy proud.tbat the death-tokens of it.

Cry no recovery.

Aga. Let Ajax go to him.

Dear Lord, go you and greet him in his Tent

;

'Tis laid he holds you well, and wiH be led

At your requeft a little from hunfelf.

Uljff. O Agamemt}0», let it not be fo.

We'l confecrate the (teps that Ajax nukes

,

When they go from Achilles-, (Kail the proud Lord,
That bafts his arrogance with his own feam,
And never fuffets matter of the world
Enter his thoughts , fave fuch as do revolve

And ruminate himfelf; Shall hebe worfliipt.

Of that we hold an Idol, more than he .'

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord,
Muft nocfo ftaul his Palm, nobly acquir'd.

Nor by my will affubjugate his merit,

As amply titled as Achilles is , by going to AchilUff
That were to enlard his fac already pride.

And add more Coles to Cancer, when he burns
With entertaining great Hjfperim.

This L. go to him r Jupiter forbid.

And fay in thunder, Achilles go to him.
Nejt. O this is well, he rubs the vein of him.
Dio. And bow his fileiKe drinks up this applaufe.

Aia. If I go to him, with my armed fift He palh him
ore the face.

^ga. O no, you (hall not go.

Aja. And a be proud with me, ilc phefe his pride: let

tne go to him.

f^ljj. Not for the worth that hangs upon our ^larrel.
Aj*. A paultry infolent fellow.

Ntfl, How he defcribes himfelf.

AjA. Can he not be fociable ?

^//. The Raven chides blackncCr.

A']a. lie let his humors blood.

Aga. He will be the Phyfician that fliould be the pa-
rent.

Aja. And all men were a my mind,
Uljf. Wit would be out of falliion.

^ A]a. A ftiould not bear it fo , a ftiould eat Swords
firft : Ihall pride carry it .?

Nefl. And 'twould
, youl'd carry hal£

Ulyf. A would have tea fliares.

Aja. I will knede him, Ilc make him fupple, he's not
yet through warm.

Nefl. force him with praifes , pour in , pour in , his
ambition is dry.

Vljf. My L. you feed too much on this diflikc

NeSl. Our noble General, do not do fo.

Dio. You muft prepare to fight without Athillet.

^/;/: Why, 'tis this naming ofhim doth him harm.
Here is a man, but 'tis before his face,

I will be (ilent.

Nejl. Wherefore ftiould youfo^

He
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He is not emulous, as /ifAi//" is.

f^lyf 'Know the whole world,heis as valiant.

Aja. A horfon dog , that (hall palter thus with us,

would he were a Trojan.

Neft. What a vice were it in Ajax now

Flyf. Ifhe were proud.

Dio. Or covetous ofpraifc.

UljJ. I, or furly born.

Dio. Or ftrange, or felf-affeftcd.

^/.Thank the heavens L.thouart of fwcet compofurc;

Praifc him that got thee, (he that gave thee fuck :

Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of nature

Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition

;

But he that difciplin'd thy arms to fight.

Let Mars divide Eternity in twain.

And give him half, and for thy vigor.

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield

To (innow ie Ajax : I will not praife thy vvifdome>

Which like a bourn, a pale, a fhore confines

Thy fpacious and dilated parts ; here's Nefttr

Inftru6ted by the Antiquary times :

He muftjhe is, he cannot but be wife.

But pardon Father Neitor^ were your dayes

As green as Ajax^ and your brain fo temper'd,

You ftiould not have the eminence ofhim.

Butheasy</<«-.

Aja. Shall I call you Father >

njf. I my good Son.

D/tf. Be rul'd by him Lord Ajax.

f^l/f. There is no tarrying here, the Hart Achilles

Keeps thicket : picafeit our General

,

To call together all this ftate of warr;

Frefh Kings are come to Troy ; co morrow

We mufl: with all our main of power ftand faft :

And here's a Lord (come Knights from Eaft to Weft,

And cull their flowr ) Ajax ft\all cope the beft.

Ag. Go we toCounfel, let Achilles fleep;

Light Bores may fail fwift, though greater bulks draw

deep. Exeunt. Mufickjounds wilhiti.

Enter Pandartu and a Servant.

Pan. Friend, you, pray you a word : Do not you fol-

low the young Lord Park ?

Ser. I fir. When he goes before me.

Pan. You depend upon him I mean ?

Str. Sir, I do depend upon the Lord.

Pan. You depend upon a noble Gentleman: I muft

needs praife him.

Set. The Lord be praifed.

Pa. You know me, do you not ?

Ser. Faith fir,fiiperficially.

Pa. Friend know me better, I am the Lord Pandartu,

Ser. I hope I fliallknow your Honour better.

Pa. Idodcfireit,

Ser. You are in the ftate of Grace ?

Pa. Grace, not fo friend,Honour and Lordfnip are my
titles : What Mafick is this ?

Ser. 1 do but partly know fir : it is Mufick in parts.

Pa. Know you the Muficians ?

5fr. Wholly fir.

Pa. Who play they to ?

Ser. To the hearers fir.

Pa. At whofc pleafure Friend ?

Ser. At mine fir, and theirs that love Mufick.
Pa. Command, 1 mean friend.

I Ser, Who fliall I command fir >

Pa. Friend, we underltand not one another: I am too
courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofc rcqucft do
thefs men play ?

Ser. That's to'c indeed fir : marry fir, at the rcqucft

of Paru my L. who's there in perfon;with him the mor.
tal Kfwia, the heart blood of Beauty, loves invifible

foul.

Pa. Who ? my Cofin Creffidj.

Ser. No, fir, Helen,could you not find out that by her
attributes

?

"

Pa. It fhould fecm fellow, that thou haft not fcen the
Lady Creffida. I come to fpcak with ParUiromthe
Prince Trollw- 1 will make a complemental alTault upon
him, for my bufincfs fecthes.

Ser. Sodden bufinefs, there's a ftewd phrafe indeed.

Enter Paris and Helena.

Fan. Fair be to you my Lord, and to all this fair com-
pany .- fair defircs in all fair meafure fairly guide them,
efpecially to you fair Queen, fair thoughts be your fair

pillow.

Het. Dear L. you are full of fair words.

Pari. You fpeak your fair pleafure fweet Queen : fair

Prince, here is good broken Mufick.

P/ir. You have broken it Cofin : and by my life you
ftiall make it whole again, you fhall piece it out with a

peece of your performance. Nel. he is full of harmony.
Pan. Truly Lady no.

Hel. O fir.

Pan. Rudeinfooth, in good footh very rude.

Paris. Well faid my Lord : well, you fay fo in fit*,

P<i«. I have bufinefs to my Lord, dear Queen: my
Lord will you vouchfafe me a word ?

Hel. Nay, this lliall not hedge us out, wce'l hear you
fing certainly.

Pan. Well fweet Queen, you arc pleafant with me
;

but, marry thus my Lord, my dear Lord,and moft el^e-
med friend your brother TroUtu—

Hel. My Lord Pandartu., honyfwect Lord.
Pan. Go to fweet Queen, go to.

Commends himfelfmoft affeSionateiy to you.

Hel. You fliall not bob us out of our melody

:

If you do, our melancholy upon your head.

Pan. Sweet Queen, fweet Queen, that's a fweet
Queen Ifaith

i/ir/. And to make a fweet Lady fid,is a fowre offence.

Pan. Niy^ that ftiall not fcrve your turn, that {hall it

not in truth la. Nay, I arc not for fuch words, no, no.

And my Lord he defircs you , that if the King call for

him at Supper, you will make this excufe.

Hel. My Lord Pandartu.

f/w. Whatfayesmy fweet Queen , my very , very

fweet Queen ?.

Par. What exploit's in band, where fups he to night ?

Hel. Nay but my Lord.

Pan. What fays my fweet Queen ? my Cofin will fall

out with you.

Hel. You muft not know where he fupS.

Par, WithmydifpoferCrf/jf*/*!?

Pan. No,no, no fuch mattet,you are wide, come your

difpofcr is fick.

Par. Well, He tiukc excufe.

Pan. I good my Lord : why ftiould you fay Crtffda}

no, your poor difpofer's fick.

Par. I fpy.

Ccc i'^. Youf
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Pan. You fpie, what do you fpic? comc, give me an

Inftrument now fweet Queen.

«•;/. Why this is kindly done.

Pan. My Neece is horrible in love wich a thing you

have fweet Queen. , . .^. , t j

Hcl. She ftiall have it my Lord, if it be not my Lord

Parit.
, . ,

Pa»l He ? no flicl none of him , they two are

twain,
, , ,

//r/.FaUing in after falling oiit,may make them three.

Part. Come, come, He hear no more of this, lie fmg

youafongnow.
r j u

Hcl. I, I, prithee now : by my troth fweet Lord thou

haft a fine fore-head.

Pah. I you may, you may.

Hel. Let thy fong be love: this love will undo uS all.

Ob Cftfidy Cuf'ii, Cupid.

Pah. Love ? I that it fhall yfaith.

Par. I, good now love, love, nothing but love.

Pan. In good troth it begins fo.

Z<«ff, /ow, tinhing but love^ftill more:

For O loves BotVy

Shoots both Bnck. ani Pit :

The Shaft confounds not that it mnnit^

But tickjesflill thefore :

Theft Lovers cry, oh ho they dje
;

Tet that which feems they Vfound to ^«//,

Doth turn eh ho, to ha ha he :

So dying love lives fiill,

Oho a rvhile^ but ha ha ha ;

O ho gronts out for ha ha ha—hey ho.

Hel. In love yfaith to the very tip of the nofe.

Par. He cats nothing but dove?, love,and that breeds

hot blood , and hot blood begets hot thoughts , and hot

thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is love.

P4«. Is this the generation of love ? Hot blood, hot

thoughts, and hot deeds, why they are Vipers,is Love a

generation of Vipers ?

Sweet Lord whofe a field to day ?

Par. HeSlor,Deiphobus,Helenus,Anthe«or,^nd all the

gallantry of Troy. I would fain have arm'd to day , but

my Nell would not have It fo.

How chaiice my brother Troilus went not ?

Hlf/. He hangs the lip at fomething
;
you know all

Lord Pandarus ?

P<j«. Not I hony fweet Queen: I long to hear how
they fped to day :

You'lremember your brothers excufe ,?

Par. To a hair.

/'/!». Farewel fweet Queen.
Hel. Commend me to your Neece.
Pan. 1 wil 1 fweet Queen. Sound a retreat.

Par. They're come from field: let us ro PriarKs Hall
To greet the warriors. Sweet HelUn.l muft woo you.
To help unarm our HeBor : his ftubborn buckles,
With thefc your white enchanting fingers toucht.
Shall more obey than to the edge of Steel,
Or force of Grceki(h finews, you (hall do more
Than all the Iland Kings, difarm great HeElor.

Hel. 'Twill make us proud to be your fervant Paris

:

Yea what he fhall receive of us in duty.
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have

:

Yea overfhines our felf.

Sweet above thought I love thee. Exeuitt.

Enter Pandarus aniTroilus Man.

P<<«, How now, Where's thy Maftcr, at my Coufin

Creffdoi ?

Man. No fir, he ftays for you to conduft him thither.

Enter Troilus.

Pan. O here he comes : How now, how now ?

Trot. Sirra walk off.

Pan. Have you leen my Coufin ?

Troi. No Pandarus : I ftalk about her door

Like a ftrange foul upon the Stygian banks

Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon,

And give me fwift tranfportance to thofe fields.

Where I may wallow in the Lilly beds

Propos'd for the deferver. O gentle Pandarus,

From Cupids fhoulder pluck his painted wings,

And flie with me to Creffid.

Pan. Walk here i'th* Orchard, He bring her ftraight.

Exit Pandarus.

Trot. I am giddy; expeAation whirls me round,

Th' imaginary relifh is fo fweet,

That it inchants my fcnfe : what will it be

When that the watry palats taft indeed

Loves thrice reputed Netiar ? Death I fear me
Sounding deftruftion,or fome joy too fine.

Too fubtile, potent, and too fharp in fweetnefs.

For the capacitie of my ruder powers

;

I fear it much, and I do fear befides,

ThatI fliall lofe diftinftionin my joyes.

As doth a battel, when they chaise on heaps

The enemy flying. Enter Pandarus.

Pan. She's making her ready, ftie'l come ftraight-, you

muft be witty now.fhe does lo blufti ic fetches her wind

fo fliort, as if fhe were fraid with a fprite: He fetch her;

it is the prettieft villain , ftie fetches her breath fo ftiort

as a new ta'cn fparrow. Exit. Pand.

Trot, Even fuch a paflion doth embrace my bofome

:

My heartbeats thicker than a feavourous pulfc,

And all my powers do their beftowing lofe,

Like vaflalage at unawares encoumring

The eye of Majefty.

Enter Pandarus and Crejfida.

Pan. Come, come, what need you blufti >

Shames a babie ; here ftie is now, fwear the oaths now
to hcr,that you havefworn to mc.What are you gone a-

gain, you muft be watchtcre you be made tame , muft
you? come your wayes, come your wayes, and you draw
backward we'l put you i'th' files: why do you not fpeak

to her? Come draw this Curtain,& lets fee your pifture.

Alafs the day, how loath you are to offend day lightPand

'twere dark you'ld cloze fooner. So, fo, rub on, and kifs

thetniftrefs ; how now, a kifs in fee-farm ? build there

Carpenter; the ayr is fweet. Nay, you fhall fight your

hearts out ere I part you. The Faulcon, as the Tercel

,

for all the Ducks i'th* River : go to ,go to.

Troi. You have bereft me of all words Lady.

Pan. Words pay no debts; giver her deeds ; but Ihe'l

bereave you o'tn' deeds too , if fhe call your aftivity in

queftion: what billing again ? here's in witncfs where-
of the Parties interchangeably. Come in, come in, He
go get a fire. Exit Pand,

Cref Will you walk in my Lord ?

Troi. O Crejfida^ how often have I wiftit me thus?

Cref. Wiftit my Lord? the gods grant? O my Lord.

Trot. What ftiould they grant; what makes this pret-

ty abruption:what too curious dreg efpics my fweet La-
dy in the fountain of our love ?

Cref. More
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Cre[. More dregs than water, if my tears have eyes.

Troi, Fears make devils of Cherubins, they never fte

truly.

Cref. Blind fear, that feeing reafon leads , finds fafcr

footing, than blind reafon, ftumbling without fear: to

fear the'worft, oft cures the worfe.

Troi. Oh let my Lady apprehend no fear,

In all Cufids Pageant there is prefented no monfter.

Crej. Nor nothing monftroiis neither ?

Troi. Nothing but their undertakings, when we vow

to weep feas, live in fire, eat rocks, tameTygers,think-

ing it harder for our Mifl;re(s to devife impofition

enough,, than for us to undergo any difficulty impofed.

This is the monftrofitie in love fLadyj^hat the will is

infinite, and the execution confin'd ; that the defire is

boundlefs, and the aft a flave to limit.

Cref.Thcj fay all lovers fwear more performance

than they are able, and yet referve an ability that they

never perform: vow'ng more than the perfei^ion often;

and difcharging lefs than the tenth part of one. They

thathave the voice of Lions,andthe ad of Hares, are

chey not monfters ?

Troi. Arc there fuch.? fuch are not we : Praife us as we

are ttifted, allow us as we prove: our head fhall go bare

till merit crown it: no perfeftion in reverfion fhall have

a praife in prefent : we will not name defert before his

birth, and being born, his addition fiiall be humble : faw
words to fair faith, Troi/^/ fhall be fuch to Crejfid, as

what envy can fay worft, (hall be a mock for his truth •,

and what truth can fpeak trueft , not truer than Troi-

1ms.

(rtf. Will you walk in my Lord ?

Enter Pandartts.

Pan. What blufliingflill.' have you not done talking

yet?

Cref.Wc\[ Unkle, what folly I commit , I dedicate

to you.

Pm. I thank you for that : if my Lord get a Boy of

you, you'l give him me: be true to my Lord,if he ftinch,

chide me for it.

Troi. You know now your hoftages : your Unklcs

word and my firm faith.

Pav. Nay, lie give my word for her too : our kindred

though they be long ere they are wooed , they are con-

ftant being won: they are Burs I can tell you, they 'I

ftick where they are thrown.

Cref. Boldnefs comes to me now , and brings me
heart : Prince TroUns , I have lov'd you night and day,

for many weary months.

Troi. Why was my Crcfii then fo hard to win ?

Crtf. Hard to feem won: but I was won my Lord
With the firft glance that ever: pardon me.
If I confefs much you will play the tyrant

:

I love you now, but not till now fo much
But I might mafler it ; m faith I lye .•

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown
Too head-ftrong for their mother : fee we fools,

Why have I blab'd ? who (hall be true to us
When we are (o unfecret to our felves ?

But though I lov'd you well , I wooed you not

,

And yet good faith I wifln my felf a man
;

Or that the women had mens privilege

Of fpeaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue,
For in this rapture I Hull furely fpeak
The thing I (hall repent : fee, fee your filence
Comming in dumbnefs, from my weaknefs draws

My foul of counfel from me. Stop my mouth.
Tru. And fhall, albeit fwcet Mufick ilTucs thence.
Pan. Pretty yfaith.

Cref, My Lord,I do befeech you pardon me,
Twas not my purpofc thus to beg a kifs :

I am afham'd; O Heavens, what have I done.'

Forthis time will I take my leave my Lord.

Troi. Your leave fweet Creffid >

Pan. Leave ! and you take leave till to morrow mor-

I

ning

Crej. Pray you content you.

Tro'i. What offends you Lady .'

Cref. Sir mine own company.

Troi. You cannot fliun your felf.

Cref. Let me go and try

:

I have a kind of felf refides with you

:

But an unkind felf, that it felf will leave,

To be anothers fool. Where is my wit ?

I would be gone : I fpeak I know not whit.

Troi. Well know they what they fpeak, that fpeak

fo wifely.

Crf/.Perchance my Lord,I fhow more craft than love.

And fell fo roundly to a large confelTion,

To angle for your thoughts : but you are wife.

Or elfc you love not : for to be wife and love.

Exceeds mans might, that dwels with gods above.

Trot, o that I thought it could be in a woman

:

And if it can, I wjII prefume in you.

To feed for ay her lamp and flames of love,

To keep her conftancle in plight and youth,

Out-livmg beauties outward, wirh a mind
That doch renew fwifter than blood decayes :

Or that perfwafion could but thus convince me,
That my integritie and truth to you.

Might be affronted with the match and waight

Of fuch a winnowed puricie in love ;

How were Ithenup-lifced .' but alas,

I am as true, as truths fimplicitic.

And fimpler than the mfancy of truth.

Cref In that He warr with you.

Troi, O vertuous fight.

When right with right wars, who ftiallbe mofl right?

True fwains in love, fhall in the world to come
Approve their truths by Troilus when their rimes,

Full of proteft,of oath,and big compare.

Want fimiles : truth tir'd with iteration,

As true as fteel, as plantage to the Moon ,

As Sun to day, as Turtle to her mate

,

As Iron to Adamant , as Earth to th' Center

:

Yet after all comparifons of truth,

( As truths authentick author to be cited )

As true as Troilut, (hall crown up the Verfc,

And fanftifie tlie numbers.

Cref Prophet may you be :

If I be filfe, or fwerve a hair from truth.

When time is old and hath forgot it felf

,

When water-drops have worn the ftoncs of Troj,

And blind oblivion fwallow'dCitieiup

,

And mighty dates chara^lerlefs arc grated

To duftie nothing ;
yet let memory,

From falfe to falfc, among falfe Maids in love.

Upbraid my falfehood, when they'ave (aid as falfe.

As Air, as Water, as Wind, as fandie earth
j

As Fox to Lamb; as Wolf to Heifers Calf

;

Pard to the Hind, or Stepdame to her Son ;

Yea, let them fay, to ftick the heart of falfehood,

Ccc a As



57$
l^he Tragedy of Troilus and Crefsida,

\
Why fuch unplaufive eyes are bent? why turn'd on him?

pS Go { , a bargain made : fcal u , feal it , He If fo. I have decfion medic.nable.

be the witnefs, here I hold your hand: here my Coufins, To ufe between your ftrangcnefs and his pnde,

if ever you prove falfe one to another, fmce I have taken 1 Which his own will (Kail have dcfire to dnnk •

fuch pains to bring you together, let all pitnful goers

between becall'd to the worlds end after my name: ca

them all Panders ; let all conftam men be Troilftjlts, all

falfe women Crejfids, and all brokers between, Panders:

fiiy, Amen.
Troi. Amen.

Cref. Amen.
Pan. Amen. ,,<,,

Whereupon I will fliew you a Chamber, which bed, be-

caufe it (hall not fpeak of your pretty encounters, prefs

it to death: away.
., ^, , ,

And Ctifid grant all toung-tidc Maidens here,

Bed Chamber, and Pander,to provide ihis gtc:.Exenitt.

Enter Vljiffh Biomcdes,JVeflorjj4^tfmtmno>t,

MtntUm And C^lcat.

Cal. Now Princes for the fecyice I have done you,

Tb' advantage of the time prompts me aloud.

To call for recompcnce : appear it to your mind.

That through the fight I bear in things to love,

I have abandon'd Troj^ left my poffdTion,

Incurr'd a Traytors name, cxpos'd my felf.

From certain and pofTeft conveniences,

To doubtful fortunes, fequc(lring from me all

That time, acquainunce,cuftom and condition.

Made tame, and molt familiar to my nature :

And here to do you fervice am become.

As new into the world, ftrangc, unacquainted.

I do befeech you, as in way of taft.

To give nac now a little benefit

:

Out of thofe many rcgiftred in promife.

Which you fay live to come in my behalf.

Agam.'^niX. would'ft thou of us Troian ? make

demand ?

CM. You have a Troian prifoner, call'd Anthmr,
Yefterday took : Tro; holds him very dear.

Oft have you ( often have you , thanks therefore )
Dcfir'd my Crefftd. in right great exchange.

Whom Troj hath ftill deni'd : but this Anthenor.,

I know is fuch a wreft in their affairs.

That their negotiations all muft flack.

Wanting his martnage : and they will almoft.

Give us a Prince of blood, a Son of Pr'umf

In change of him. Let him be fent great Princes,

And he (ball buy my Daughter : and her prefence,

Shall quite ftrike oft all fervice I have done.

In mo(t accepted pain.

Aga. Let Diomedts bear him.

And oring us Crefftd hither : Calcas fliall have

What he requefts of us- good Diomei

Furnifh you fairly for this enterchange ;

I'

Withall bring word , if HeElor will to morrow
Be anfwcr'd in his challenge. Ajax is ready.

Dio. This fliall I undertake, and 'tis a burthen

Which I am proud to bear. Exit.

Enter Achilles and PatrcclHS in their Tent.

Vljf. Achilles ftands i'th' entrance of this Tent

;

Plcafe it our General to pafs (trangely by him.
As if he were forgot : and Princes all.

Lay negligent and loofe regard upon him

;

1 will come laft, 'tis like he'l quefiion mc,

It may do good, pride hath no other glafs

To (how it felf, but pride: for fupplc knees,

Feed arrogance, and are the proud mans fees.

Agam. We'! execute your purpofe, and put on

A form of (trangenefs as we pafs along,

So do each Lord, and either greet him not,

Or elfe difdaintully, which Oiall fliake him more.

Than if not lookt on. I will lead rhe way.

AM. What comes the General to fpeak with me }

You know my mind. He fight no more 'gainft Troy.

Ag». What fayes Achilles , would he ought with us ?

Nif. Would you my Lord ought with the General ?

Achil. No.
Nef. Nothing my Lord.

Aga. The better.

Achil. Good day, good day.

Men. How do you ? how do you ?

Achi. What does the Cuckold fcorn me ?

Ajax. How now PatreclHi }

Achil. Good morrow Aj*x i

A]ax. Ha.

Acbil. Good morrow.
A]tix. I, and good next day too, Exthttt.

Achil. What mean thefc fellows ? know they not

Achilles?

Ptxr. They pafs ftrangely: they were us'd to bead,

To fend their (miles before them to Achilles :

To come as humbly as they us'd to creep to holy AUarf.

Achil What am I poor of late ?

'Tis certain,greatnefs once fall'n out with fortune,

Muft fall out with men too : what the declin'd is,

He (hall as foon read in the eyes of others,

As feel in his own fall : for men like butter-flies,

Shew not their mealie wings, but to the Summer

;

And not a man for being fimole man.

Hath any honor ; but honot'd by thofe honors

That arc without him ; aS place, riches, favour.

Prizes of accident, as oft as merit

:

Which when they fall ( as being flippery ftandetS )
The love that Jean'd on them as flippery too.

Doth one pluck down another, and together

Dye in the fall; But *tis not fo with me ,

Fortune and I are friends, I doenjoy

At ample point all that I did poffefs.

Save thefe mens looks : whodo me thinks find out

Something not worth in me fuch rich beholding.

As they have often given. Here is yiyjfesy

He interrupt his reading : how now Vl)]fes ?

yiyf. Now great Thetis Son.

Achil. What are you reading ?

f^lyf. A ftrange fellow here

Writes me, that man, how dearly ever parted.

How much in having, or without, or in,

Cannot make boaft to have that which he hath

}

Nor feels not what he ows, but by reflexion

:

As when his virtues (hining upon others.

Heat them,and they retort that heat again

To the firft giver.

Achil. This is not ftrange l^lyjfes :

The beauty that is born here in the face?

The bearer knows not, but commends it felf,

Not gomg from it felf : but eye to eye oppos'd.

Salutes
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Salures each other, with each others form.

For fpeculation turns not to itfelf.

Till it hath traveU'd and is married there

Where it may fee it fclf; this is not ftrangc at all.

Uljj. I do not ftrain it at the poruion,

It is familiar ; but at the Authors drift,

Who in his circumftance,cxprefly proves

That no man is the Lord of any thing,

(Though in and of him there is much confilting, )

Till he communicate his parts to others

:

Noc doth he of himfelf know them for ought,

Till he behold them formed in th' applaiifc.

Where they're extended: who like an arch reverb*rates

The voice again ; or like a gate of fteel,

Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back

His figure, and his heat. I was much rapt in this..

And apprehended here immediately

The unknown jiUx •

Heavens what a man is there.' a very Horfe, ( are

That has he knows not what Nature , what things there

Moft abject in regard, and dea r in ufc;

What things again moft dear in the efteem,

And poor in worth : now iV.all we fee to morrow,

And aft that very chance doth throw upon him ?

Aiax- renown'd ? O heavens, whatfome men do,

While fome men leave to do '

How fome men creep in skittifh fortunes hall

,

Whiles others play the Ideots in her eyes

:

How one man eats into anothers pride.

While pride is feafting in his wantonnefe

To fee thefe Grecian Lords; why, even already,

They clap the lubber Ajex on the fboulder.

As if his foot were on brave HcVtors breft.

And great Troy Hirinking.

Achil. I do believe it:

For they paft by me, as mifcrs do by beggars,

Neither gave to me good word, nor good look '

What,are my deeds forgot ?

Vljf. Time hath ( my Lord ) a wallet at his back,

Wherein he putsalmes for oblivion :

A great liz'd monfter of ingratitudes

:

Thofe fcraps arc good deeds paft,

Which are devour'd as faft as they are made.

Forgot asfoon as done : peifeverance , dear my Lord ,

Keeps honour bright: to have done, is to hang

Quite out of faHiion, like a rufty male,

In monumental mockrie : take the inftant way.
For honor travels in a ftraightfo narrow,

Vi^ereone but goes abrealt , keep then the path,

For emulation hath a thoufandSons,

That one by one purfue ; if you give way
Or hedge afide from the direft forth right,

Like to an entred Tyde, they all rufh by,

And leave you hindmoft

;

Or like a gallant Horfe fain in firft rank,

Lye there for pavement to the abjeft , near

Ore-run and trampled on: then what they do in prefent,
Though lefs than yours in paft, muft ore-top yours

:

For time is like a fafhionable Hoft,

That (lightly l"hakes his parting Gueft by th' hand ;

And with his arras out-ftretcht, as he would flye,

Grafps in the commer : the welcome ever fmiles,

And farewells goes out fighing.- Olet not virtue fcek
Remuneration for the thing it was : for beauty, wit,
High birth, vigor of bone, defcrt in fervice,

Love, friendfhip, charity, are fubje6^ all

To envious and calumniating time

:

One touch ofnature makes the whole world kin;

That all with one consent praife new bom gauds.

Though they are made and moulded of things paft.

And gotoduft, that is a little gilt,

More laud in gilt orcdufted.

The prefent eye praifes the prefent objeft.

Then marvail not thou great and complcat man.
That all the Greeks begin to worfliipy^'^A:

;

Since things in motion 'gin to catch the eye.

Than what not ftirs: the cry went out on tnee.

And ftill it might, and yet it may again.

If thou vvould'lt not entomb thy felf alive.

And cafe thy reputation in thy Tent

;

Whofe glorious deeds,but inthefc fields of late,

Made emulous miffions 'mongft the gods themfclves.

And drave great Mars to faftion.

j^eh'tl. Of this my privacy,

I have Hrong reafons.

yijf. But 'gainft your privacy,

The reafons are more potent and heroical .•

'Tis known Achilles^ that you are in love

With one oiPrlams daughters.

Achil. Ha? known i

f^ljf. Is that a wonder .'

The providence that's in a watchful Sute,
Knows almoft every grain of Pluto's gold

;

Finds bottom inth' uncomprehenftve deeps

,

Keeps place with thought; and almoft like the godf,

Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles

:

There is a myfterie ( with whom relation

Durft never meddle ) in the foul of ftate

;

Which hath an operation more divine.

Than breath or pen can give expreffure too

:

All the commerce that you have had with Troj,

As perfe^ly is ours, as yours,my Lord.

Ana better would it fit Achilles much.
To throw down Heilor than Ptlixms ,

But it muft grieve young PyrrhHs now at home.
When fame lliall in herlland found her trump ;

And all the Greekifh Girles iliall tripping nng.
Great H*f/flr/fifter did /ichilles ma

;

But our great Ajax bravely beat down him.

Farewell my Lord : I as your Lover fpeak ;

The fool Aides ore the Ice that you rtiould break.

Patr. To thiscfFeft Achilleshivt I mov'd you ;

A woman impudent and mannifh grown,

Is not more loth'd, than an effeminate man.
In time of aftion : I ftand condemn'd for this ;

They think my little ftomack to the warr.

And your great love to me, reftrains you thus

:

Sweet, roufe your felf : and the weak wanton Cupid

Shall from your neck unloofe his amorous fold,

And like a dew-drop from the Lions mane.

Be fhook to airie air.

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Helltr.

Pmk 1 , and perhaps receive much honour by him.

Achil. I fee my reputation is at ftakc,

My fame is fhrewdly gored.

Patr. O then beware:

Thofe wounds heal ill, that men do givethemfelvcs

:

OmilTion to do what is ncccffary.

Seals a commiflion to a blank of danger.

And danger like an ague fubtly taints

Even then when went idclvin the fun.

Aehil. Go call Tbtrftes nither fwecc PAtrtcltUt

Ccc 5 Ilci
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He fend the fool to Jjax^ and defire him

T'invite the Troian Lords after the Combat

To(ee us here unartn'd : I have a womans longing,

An appetite that 1 am fick withall,

To fee great HeElor in the weeds of peace ; Enter Ther.

To talk with him, and to behold his vifage,

Even to my full of view. A labour fav'd.

Ther. A Wonder.

Jchil. VJhii?

Ther. Ajux goes up and down the field , asking for

himfelf.

Achil. How fo ?

Ther. He muft fight fingly to morrow with HeBor
,

and is fo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling,

that he raves in faying nothing.

Achll. How can that be ?

Ther. Why he ftalks up and down like a Peacock , a

ftride and a fland: ruminates like an hoftefs, that hath no

Arithmetique but her brain to fet down her reckon-

ing: bites his lip with a politique regard, as who fhould

fay, there were wit in his head and 'twoo'd outj and fo

there is ; but it lyes as coldly in him, as fire in a flint

,

which will not (hew without knocking. The man's un-

done for ever; iot'ii HeUor break not his neck in i'th'

Combat , hcc'l brcak't himfelf in vain-glory. He
knows not me : I faid, good morrow Ajax ; And he

replies , thanks Agamemnon. What think you of this

man, that takes me for the General ? Hee's grown a

very land-fifli , languagelefs , a monfter : a plague of

opinion, a man may wear it on both fides like a leather

jerkin.

Achil. Thou muft be myAmbaffador to him Therfittt.

Ther. Who I ? why hee'l anfwer nobody : he pro-

feffes not anfwering j {peaking is for beggers : he wears
his tongue in's arms: I will put on his prefence; let Pa.

troclfts make his demands to me, you Ihall fee the Page-

ant of AJAX.

Achil. To him Patroclns^t^ him,I humbly defire the

valiant AjaXyto invite the moft valorous HeEiar,xo come
unarm'd to my Tent,and to procure fafe conduft for his

perfon, of the magnanimious and moft illuftrious, fix or

feveri times honour'd Captain, General of the Grecian
Armie Agamemnon^ &c. do this.

Patro. Jove blefs great A ax.

Ther. Hum.
P^tr. I come from the worthy Acaillei.

Ther. Ha ?

Patr. Who moft humbly defires you to invite HeElor
to his Tent.

Ther. Hum.
Pair, And to procure fafe condud from Agamemfton.
Ther. Agamemnon ?

Patr. I my Lord-

Ther.Hi?
Patr. What fay you to't.

Ther. God buy you with all my heart.

Patr. Your anfwer fir.

Ther, If to morrow be a fair day , by eleven a clock
it will go oneway or other; howfoever,he ftiall pay for
me e'r he has me,

Patr. Your anfwer fir.

Ther. Fare you well with all my heart.
Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he >

Ther. No,but he's out a tune thus.- what mufick will
be in when Heavr has knockt out his brains , I know
not: but 1 am fure none, unlefs the Fidler AfoUo get his

finews to make catlings on.

Achll. Come , thou Ihalt bear a Letter to him
ftraight.

Ther. Let me carry another to his Horfejfor that's the

more capable creature.

Achil. My mind is troubled like a Fountain ftirr'd,

And I my felf feenoc the bottom of it.

Ther. Would the Fountain of your mind were clear

again, that I might water an Afs at it: I had rather be a

Tick in a Sheep, than fuch a valiant ignorance.

Enter at one door cy^neas with a Torchy at another

Parisf Deiphobus, Anthenor^ Diomed the

Grecian, with Torches.

Patr. See ho, who is that there .?

Deiph. It is the Lord i/£neM.

i^ne. Is the Prince there In perfon t
Had I fo good occafion to lie long

As you Prince Paru., nothing but heavenly bufinefs,

Should rob my bed-mate of my company.
Diom. That's my mind too : good morrow Lord

^^neas.

Par. A valiant Greek tA-neat, take his hand,
Witnefs the procefs of your fpeech within

;

You told how Diomed^m a whole week by dayes
Did haunt you in a Field.

t/£«. Health to you valiant fir

;

During all queftion of the gentle truce

:

But wnen I meet you arm'd, as black defiance.
As heart can think, or courage execute.

D'lom, The one and other Diomed embraces.
Our bloods are now in calm ; and fo long health:

But when contention, and occafion meet.
By Jove, He play the hunter for thy life.

With all my force, purfute and policy.

<Ane. And thou fhalt hunt a Lion that will flie

With his face bacward, in humane gentlenefs :

Welcome to 7>#;; now by Anchijts life.

Welcome indeed : by ^ems hand I fwear.
No man alive can love in fuch a fort.

The thing he means to kill, more excellently.

Diom. We fympathize. Jeve let oi-neM live

( If to my fword his fate be not the glory )
A thoufand compleat courfes of the Sun:
But in mine emulous honor let him die

,

With every joynt a wound, aivi that to morrow.
(A-ne. We know each other well.

Bio. We do, and long to know each other worfc.
Par. This is the moft defpightfull'ft gentle greetbg j

The nobleft hateful love, that e'r I heard of.

What bufinefs Lord fo early ?

tA.ne.1 was fent for to the King;but why,I know not.
Pat. His purpofe meets youjit was to bring thisGreek

to Calcha"s\iOw{t: and there to render him.
For the enfreed Anthener^ the fair Creffid

:

Lets have your company ; or if you pleafe,

Hafte there before us, 1 conftantly do think
(Or rather call my thought a certain knowledge )My brother Troslus lodges there to night,

Roufe him, and give him note ofour approach,
With the whole quality, whereof I fear

We ftiall be much unwelcome.
xAne. That I affure you :

Troilus had rather Troy were born to Greece^
Than Crejpd born from Trtj.

Par. There

i
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?M-. There is no help :

The bitter difpofition of the time will have u fo.

On Lord, wcel follow you.

^nc. Good morrow all. Extt <J£.ntiM

Par . And tell me noble Diometi ;
faith cell me true,

Ever in the foul of found good fellowfhip,

Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moft ?

My felf, or A/f«f/««J ?

DioM. Both alike.

He merits well to have her, that doth fcek her y

No r making any fcruplc of her foylure,

W ith fuch a hell of pain, and world ofcharge.

A nd you as well to keep her, that defend her,

Not pallating the taft of her dishonour,

With fuch a coftly lofs of wealth and friends ;

He like a puling Cuckold, would drink up

The lees and dregs of a flat tamed peece

;

You like a lercher, out of whorilli loyns.

Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors

:

Both merits poyz'd,each weighs no lefsnor more,

But he as he, which heavier for a whore.

Par. You are too bitter to youc country-woman.

Dio. She's bitter to her country : hear me Parity

For every falfe drop in her baudy vcms,

A Grecians life hath funk : for every fcruplc

Of her contaminated carrion weight,

A Troianhath been flain. Since Ihc could fpeak.

She hath not given fo many good words breath,

As for her Greeks and Troians fuffrcd death.

Par. Fair DiomeJ^ you do as chapmen do,

Difpraifc the thing that you defire to buy :

But we in filence hold this virtue well ;

We'l not commend, what we intend to fell.

Here lyes our way. Exeunt.

Fitter TrelJtu and Crejfida.

Trei. Dear, trouble not your felf : the morn is cold.

Cref. Then fweet my Lord, lie call my Unkle down
;

He fhall unbolt the Gates.

Troi. Trouble him not :

To bed, to bed : fleep kill thofe pretty eyes,

And give as foft attachment to thy fences,

As Infants empty of all thought.

Cref. Good morrow then.

7rti. I prithee now to bed.

Cref. Are you a weary of me ?

Troi. O Crejfida ! but that the bufic day

Wak'd by the Lark, hath rouz'd the ribald Crows,

And dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer ••

I would not from thee.

Cref. Night hath been too brief. (ftayes.

Troi. Bcfhrew the witch i with venemous wights (he

As hideoufly as hell ; but flies the grafps of love.

With wings more momentary, fwifter than thought:

You will catch cold and curfe me.

Crif. Prithee tarry, you men wi'l never tarry

;

Ofoolifli Crefii, I might have ftill held off

,

And then you would have tarried. Hcark there's one up.

PanJ. within. What's all the doors open here ?

Troi. It is your Unkle. Enter Pandarut.

Cref. A peftilence on him : now will he be mocking:

I fliall have fuch a life.

Pan. How now, how now ? how go maiden-heads ?

Hear you Maid : whcre's my coiii\ Cre£id ?

Cr»/.Go hang your felf, you naughty mocking Unkle:

You bring mc to do—and then you flout me coo.

Pan. To do what? to do what.? let her fay what

:

What have I brought you to do .'

Cref. Co.me, come, bcflirew your heart: you'l nc'rbc

good, nor fuffer others.

Pan. Ha, ha: alas poor wretch : a poor Chipochin, haft

not flept to night .< would he not (a naughty man) let it

fleep : a bug-bear take him. One knockj.

Cref Did not I tell you? would he were knock'd ith*

head. Who's that at door ? good Unkle go and fee.

My Lord, come you a^ain into my Chamber .•

You fmile and mock me, as if I meant naughtily.

Troi. Hi, ha.

Cre. Come you arc deceiv'd,! think ofno fuch thing.

How carneflly they knock : pray you come in. Knocks.

1 would not for half Troyhiwz you feea here. Exeunt.
Pan. Who's there.? what's the matter? will you beat

down the door.? How now, what's the matter ?

e/£«r. Good morrow Lord, good morrow.
Pan Who's there, my Lord i^neasf by my troth I

knew you not ; what news with you fo early f

vy£«r. Is not Prince Troilm here ?

Pan. Here.' what Ihould he do here ?

c/£w. Come he ii here, my Lord, do notdeuy him:
It doth import him much to fpeak with mc.

Pan. Is he here fay you.? 'tis more than I know, He be
fworn: For my own part I came in late; what fliould

he do here ?

ty^ne. Who , nay then : Come, come, you'l do him
Wrong, ere y'are ware : you'l be fo true to him , to be
falfe to him : Do not you know of him,but yet go fetch
him hither, go.

Enter Troilut.

Troi. How now, what's the matter .?

ty£ne. My Lord, I fcarce have leifure tofalute you,
My matter is fo rafli : there is at hand,
Parij your brother, and Deifhobnty

The Grecian Diomed, and our Anthenor

Deliver'd to us, and for him forth-with,

Ere the firft facrifice, within this hour.

We muft give up to Diomedei hand
The Lady Crf;(/?</-».

Troi. Is it concluded fo ?

c/frtf. By Priam, and the general flare of Trojy

They are at hand, and ready to eftedt it,

Troi. How may atchievments mock me ?

I will go meet them: and my Lord ^/Eneas^

We met by chance : you did not find mc here.

c/£»f. Good, good,my Lord,the fecfets of nature
Have not more gift in taciturnity. Exe»nt.

Enter Pandarut and C^effld.

Pan. Is't poffible .? no fooner got but loft : the devil

take Anthenor ix!^ young Prince will go mad : a plague

upon Anthenor- 1 would they had broke 's neck.

Cref How now? what's the matter.? who was here .'

Pan. Ah, ah .'

Cref. Why figh you fo profoundly? wher's my Lord ?

gone.? tell me fweet Unkle what's the matter ?

Pan. Would I were as deep under the earth as I am
above.

Cref O the godst what's the matter ?

Pan. Prcthee get thee in: would thou hadft ne'r been
bom ; I knew thou would 'ft be his death. O poor Gen-
tleman.- a plague upon .^«»6rwr.

Crtf\
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Cref. Good Uncle,! befeech you, on my knees ,
I be-

feech you what's the matter ?

Pm. Thou mull be gone wench, thou muftbe gone;

thou art chang'd for Amhenor : thou muft to thy Father,

and be gone from Trotltts : 'twill be his death : 'twill be

his bane, he cannot bear it.

Cre[. O you immortal Gods .' I will not go.

Pan. Thou muft.

Cref. I will not Uncle : I have forgot my Father:

I know no touch ofconfanguinity :

No kin, no love, no blood, no foul, fo neer me,

As thefweet Troilas : O you gods divine.'

Make Crefids name the very crown of falftiood !

If ever fhe leave Trojlut : time, and death,

Do to this body what extremity you can

;

But the ftrong bafe and buildmg ofmy love.

Is as the very Centre of the earth,

Drawing all things to it. I will go in and weep.

Pan. Do, do.

Cref. Tear my bright hair , and fcratch my ptaiied

cheeks.

Crack my deer voice with fobs, and break my heart

With founding 7roi/«j. I Will not go from Troy. Ex.

Enter Parish TroilMSf t/£»M', DtifhohHtj An-
thenor^ani Ditmedet.

Par, It is great morning, and the hour prefixt

Of her delivery to this valiant Greek

Comes faft upon : good my brother Troilt$f,

Tell you the Lady what fhs is to do,

And hafte her to the purpofe.

Troi. Walk into her houfe :

He bring her to the Grecian prcftfntly

;

And toTiis hand when I deliver her,

Think it an Altar, and thy brother Troilns

A Prieft, there offering to it his heart.

Par, I know what 'tis to love.

And would, as I fliall pitty, I could help.

Pleafc you walk in, my Lords. Exeunt

,

Enter Pandarui uniCreffi.

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate.

Cref. Why tell you me of moderation?

The grief is fine, full perfe(5t that I tafte>

And no lefs in a fenfe as ttrong, as that

Which caufeth it. How can I mod'rate it?

If I could temporife with my affeftion.

Or brew it to a weak and colder palat

,

The like alaiment could I give my grief

:

My love admits no qualifying crofs : Enur Troiltu.

No more my grief, in fuch a precious lofs.

Pan. Here, here, here he comes, a fweet duck.

Cref. O Troilus, Trodus.

P^jw.What a pair of fpeftacles is here? let me embrace
too : oh heart, as the goodly faying is ; O heart , heavy

heart, why fittert thou without breaking ? where he an-

fwers agam ; becaufe thou canft not eafe thy fmart by

frienduiip, nor by fpeaking:there was never a truer rime;

let us caft away nothing, for we may live to have need
of fuch a Verfe ; we fee it, we fee it : how now Lambs.*

Trot. CreffidJ I love thee in fo ftrange a purity

;

That thebleft gods, as angry with my fancy.

More bright in zeal, than the devotion which
Cold lips blow to their Deities , take thee from mc.

Cref Have the Gods envy ?

Pmn. I, I, I, I, 'tis too plain a cafe.

Cref And is it true, tbt I mult go from Trej}

Iroi. A hacefull truth.

Cref. What, and from Troilrts too?

Troi. From Troy, and TroitMs.

Cref Ift polfible?

Troi. And fuddcnly, where injury of chance

Puts back leave-taking, juftles roughly by

All timeof paufe : rudely beguiles our lips

Of all rejoyndure : forcibly prevents

Our lockt embrafures ; ftrangles our dear vows.

Even in the birth ofour own labouring breath.

We two that with fo many thoufand fighs

Did buy each other, muft poorly fell our felves.

With the rude brevity and difcharge ofone;

Injurious time , now with a robbers hafte

Crams his rich Theevery up, he knows not how.

As many farewels as be ftars in heaven,

Withdiftinft breath, and confign'd kiffes to them,

He fumbles up in a loofe adiew :

And fcants us with a ftnglefamiftit kifj,

Diftalting with the fait of broken tears , Enter i^r.tts.

vSneat mthin. My Lord, is the Lady ready >

Trcj. Heark, you are call'd : fome fay the genius fo

Cries, come,to him that inftantly muft die.

Bid them have patience ; ftie fhall come anon.

Pan. Where are my tears? rain, to lay this wind, or

my heart will be blown up by the toot.

Cref. I muft then to the Grecians ?

Troi No remedy.

Crtf AwofuU Creffi'monoR the merry Greeks.

Troi. When ftiall we fee again ?

Hear mc my love : be thou but true ofheart.

Cref. I true? how now.' what wicked deem is this ?

Tfoi. Nay, we muft ufc expoftulation kindly,

For it is parting from us .-

I fpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee

:

For I will throw my Glove to death himfelf.

That there's no maculation in thy heart j

But be thou true, fay I , to fafhion in

My fcquent proteftation : be thou true.

And I will fee thee.

Cref. O you fhall be expofd my Lord to dangers

As infinite, as imminent : but He be true.

Troi. And He grow friend with danger

;

Wear this Sleeve.

Cref. And you this Glove.

When ftiall I fee you .?

Troi. I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels,

To give thee nightly vifitaiion.

But yet be true.

Cref O heavens : be true again >

Troi. Hear vyhy I fpeak it , Love

:

The Grecian youths are full of quality,

Their loving well compos'd, with gift ofnature,
Flowing and fwelling ore with Arts and exerciie

:

How novelties may move, and parts with pcrfon,

Alas, 3 kind of godly jealoufie,

Which I befeech you call a veituosfin

,

Makes me affraid.

Cref O heavens, you love me not.'

Troi. Dye I a villain then :

In this I do not call your faith m queftion

So mainly as my merit : 1 cannot fing.

Nor heel the high Lavolt ; not fweeten talk

;

Nor play at fubtile games ; fair virtues all

:

To

^
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To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant

But I cin tell that in each grace of thefc,

There lurks a Hill and dumb-difcourfive devd.

That tempts moft cunningly : but be not tempted.

Crf/". Do not think I will.

Tr»i. No,but fomthmg may be done that wc will not;

And fometimes wc are devils to our felvcs ,

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers,

Prefummg on their changeful porencic.

s^neas xvithtn. Nay, good my Lord.

Ttoi. Come kifs, and let us part.

PAris within. Brother Tro/7«i.

Trti. Good brother come you hither,

And bring <y£neM and cheGrccian with you.

Oef. My Lord will you be true ?

Troi. Who I ? alas it is my vice, my fault

:

Whiles other fifh with craft for great opinion,

I, with great truth, catch mecr hmpUcity,

Whirftfome with cunning gild their copper crownS

,

With truth and plainncfs I do wear mine bare.

Ettttr the Grttkj.

Fear not my truth; the moral of my wit

Is plain and t rue, ther's all the reach of it.

Welcome fir Dlomed^ here is the Lady

Which tor AKtenor wc deliver you.

At the port ( Lord ) lie give her to thy hand.

And by the way poflefs thee what fhe is.

Entreat her fair ; and by my foul, fairCreek,

If ere thou ftand at mercy of my fword,

Name Crejfid, and thy life (hall be as fafc

As Priam is in Ilion.

Dwm. Fair Lady Crtfjiiy

So plcafe you, fave the thanks this Prince cxpcfts •

The luftrc in your eye, heaven m your cheek,

Pleads your fair ufage,andtoDiowr^

You fiiall be miftrefs, and command him wholly.

Troi. Grecian, thou doft not ufe me courteoufly,

To (liame the feal of my petition towards,

I praifing her. I tell thee Lord of Greece ,

She is as farr high foaring o'rc thy praifcs,

As thou unworthy to be call 'd her fcrvant

:

1 charge thee ufe her well, even for my charge :

For by the dreadful Pluto, if thou do'ft not,

( Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard )

lie cut thy throat.

Diom. Oh be not mov'd Prince Troilut
;

Let me be privileg'd by my place and meffage.

To be a fpeakcr free ; when I am hence,

lie anfwcr to my lutt .• and know my Lord

,

He nothing do on charge: to her own worth
She fhall be priz'd : but that you fay be't fo

;

He fpcak in my fpirit and honor, no.

Trot. Come to the Port. He cell thee DlemeJ,

This brave, fhall oft make thee to hide thy head :

Lady, give me your hand, and as wc walk.

To our own felves bend we our needful talk.

SoHiJ TrMmfet.
Par. Hark, JJeUort Trumpet

.

o/£«f. How have wc fpent this morning >

The Prmce muft think me tardy and remifs.

That [wore to ride before hun in the field.

Par. 'Tis Troilus fault: come, come,to field with him.

Exeunt.
Dio. Let us make ready ftraight.

t/£»r. Yea, with a bridegrooms frclh alacritic

Let us addrcfs to tend on HeEion heels .•

The glory of our TVo/doth this day lye

On his fair worth, and fingle Chivalry.

Enter A']ax armed, Achilles,Patroclns, Agamemnon,
Menelaus, yiyffei, Nejior ^alcas^ <ifc.

A^A. Here art thou in appointment frelh and f.»ir

Anticipating time. With (tatting courage,

Give with tny Trumpet a loud note to Trof

Thou dreadful A'jux, that the appauled ayr

May pierce the head of the great Combatant,

And iialc him hither.

A]Ax. Thou, Trumpet, there's my purfe

;

Now crack thy lungs and fplit thy brafen pipe :

Blow villain, till thy fphered Bias cheek

Oui-fwell the cholick of puft A^uilon :

Come, ftretch thy chcft, and let thy eycS fpout blood

;

Thou blowe(t for HeEior.

yiyf. No Trumpet anfwcrS.

Achil. Tis but early dayes. Enter Dio. Cref.

Aga. Is't not young Diomed with Calcas daughter?

r/;/. 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate.

He rifes on the toe : that fpirit of his

In afpiration lifts him from the earth,

AgA. Is this the Lidy CrefMf
Dio. Even (he.

Aga. Moft dearly welcome to the Greeks , fweet

Lady.

Ne/f. Our General dothfalute you with a kifs.

f^;/. Yet is your kindncfs but particular ; 'twere bet-

ter (he were ki(^ in general.

Nefi. And very courtly counfel : He begin. So much
for Niflor.

Achil. He take that winter from your lips: fair Lady
Achilles bids you welcome.

Mine. I had good argument for ki(Ting once.

Patru. But that's no argument for kifltng now
;

For thus pop't Paru in his hardiment.

i^lyf- Oh deadly gall , and theam of all our fcornj,

For whiich wc lofc our heads, to gild his horns.

PatTo. The firft was Menelaw kifs, this mine :

Patrocliu kKfes you.

Men.O\[ this is trim.

Patr. Parti znA I kifsevcrmorc for him.

Men. He have my kifs fir : Lady by your leave.

Crt(. In kilfing do you render, or receive?

Patr. Both take and give.

Cref. He make ray match to give,

The kifs you take is Dettor than you give : therefore no
ki(s.

Men. He give you boot, He give you three for one.

Cref. You are an odd man, give even, or give none.

Men. An odd man Lady? every man is odd.

Cref. No, PAris is not ; for you know 'tis tru^

That you are odd, and he is even with you.

Men. You fillip me a'th' head.

Cref No,Ilebefworn,

Hyf. It were no match, your nail againft his horn:

May I fweet Lady beg a kifs of you ?

Cref. You may.

yiyf. I do defire it.

Cref. Why beg then.

Ji^ljf. Why then for ^(r»i« fake, give rac a kifs ;

When Hellen is a maid again, and his -

—

Cref. I am your debtor, clahn it when 'tis due.

r/;/. Never ^
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Uly[. Nevcr's my day, and then a kifs of you. \

Dlo'm. Lady a word, lie bring you to your Father.

Ncfl. A woman of quick fence.

yijf. Fie, fie upon her

:

There's language in hsr eye, her cheek, her lip ;

Nay, her foot fpeaks, her wanton fpirirs look out

At every joynt, and motive of her body .•

Oh thefe encounters fo glib of tongue ,

That give a coafting welcome ere it comes j

And wide unclafp the tables of their thoughts,

To every tickling reader : fet them down.

For fluttifhfpoilsof opportunitie

;

And daughters of the game. Exeunt.

Enter all ofTrojy HtBor^ Paris ^ ^ntaSjHelems^

and Attotdatits.

^//. The Troians Trumpet.

Aga, Yonder comes the Troop.

t/£«f.Hail all you ttateof Greece:what fhall be done

To him that viftorie commands ? or do you porpofe,

A vi£lor fliall be known : will you the Knights

Shall to the edpe of all extremitic

Purfue each other; or fhall be divided

By any voice, or order of the field : Helior bad ask?

Al*. Which way would HeUor have it .>

c/£»f . He cares not, hc'l obey conditions.

Aga. 'Tis done like HeBor, ijut fecurely done,

A little proudly, and great deal difprifing

The Knight oppos'd.

t/£nc. If not Achilles fir, what is your name ?

Ach'tl. If not Achilles., nothing.

o£nc. Therefore Achilles : but what ere, know this,

In the extremity of great and little :

Valour and pride excel themfelves in HtUer
;

The onealmoft as infinite as all

;

The other blank as nothing : weigh hira well

:

And that which looks like pride, is courtefic

:

This Ajax is half made oiHeUors blood

,

In love whereof, half Hfffor ftayes at home :

Half heart, half hand, half HcUor, comes to feek

This blended Knight, half Troian and half Greek.

Achil. A maiden battel then? O I perceive you.

Aga. Here is fir Diomei : go gentle Knight,

Stand by our Ajax : z% you and Lord c/£»mx
Confent upon the ordet of their fight,

Sobeitj either to the uttermoft,

Or elfe a breach : the Combatants being kin.

Half flints their ftrife,before their ftrokes begin.

^/;/. They are oppos'd already.

Aga. What Troian is that fame that looks 10 heavy ?

rijf. The youngelt Son of Priam
,

And a true Knight; they call him Troilm;

Not yet mature, yet matchkfs, firm of word.
Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his tongue

;

Not foon provok't, nor being provok't, fooncalm'd;
His heart and hand both open, and both free:

For what he has, he gives^ what thinks, he fhews;
Yet gives he not till judgement guide his bounty.
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath :

Manly as Heltor^ but more dangerous ,•

For He£lor in his blaze of wrath fubfcribes

To tender objects ; but he, in heat of aftion
Is more vindicative than jealous love.

They all him TroilHs ; and on him ereft,

A fecond hope, as fairly built as Helhr.
Thus fayes tA-neas^ one that knows the youth,
Even to his inches: and widi private foul.

Did in great Ilion thus tranflate him to me. Alarum.
Aga. They arc in aftion.

Ne^. Now Ajax hold thine own.
Troi. He^or, thou fleep'ft, awake thee.

./4[^<«. His blows are well difpos'd there Ajax. trumpets

Diom. You muft no more. ceafe.

<y£ne. Princes enough, fo pleafe you.

Aja. I am not warm yet, let us fight again.

Diom. As HeSior pleafes.

HeB. Why then will I no more

:

Thou art great Lord, my Fathers Sifters Son

;

A coufin german to great Priams feed

:

The obligation of our blood forbids

A gorie emulation 'twixt us twain :

Were thy commixion, Greek and'Troian fo,

That thou could'ft fay, this hand is Grecian all.

And this is Troiah : the finews of this Leg,

All Greek, and this all Troy : my Mothers blood

Runs on the dexter cheek, and this finifter

Bounds in my fathers •• by Jove multipotenr.

Thou Ihould'ft not bear from me a Greekifh member
Wherein my fword had not impreffure made
Of our rank feud : but the juft Gods gainfay.

That any drop thou borrow'dft from thy mother.

My fiaed Aunt, fhould by my mortal Sword
Be drain'd. Let me embrace thee Ajax

:

By him that thunders, thou haft lufty arms j

Helior would have them fall upon him thus,

Coufin, all honor to thee.

Aja. I thank thee He^or :

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man

:

I came to kill.thee Coufin, and bear hence

A great addition, earned in thy death.

He^. Not Neoftolemtu fo mirable,

On whofe bright creft, fame with her lowd'ft{0 yes)

Cries, This is he j could ptomifetobimfelf,

A tliought of added honor, torn from HeUor.

<y£rte. There is expectance here from both the fides:

What further you will da
HeB. We'l anfwer it

:

The iiTue is embracement : Ajax, farcwel,

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find fuccefs.

As feld I have the chance ; I would defire

My famous Coufin to our Grecian Tents.

Diom. 'Tis Agamemtt6MS wifh, and great Achilles

Doth long to fee unarm'd the valiant HeEior.

Hec. Z^neas., call my brother Troilus to me

:

And fignifie this loving enterview
To the expeftor&of our Troian part

:

Defire them home. Give me thy hand, mv Coufin

:

I will go eat with thee, and fee your Knigtits.

Enter Agamemnon and the reft.

Aja. Great Agamemnon comzs to meet us here.

flee. The worthieft of them, tell me name by name:
But for AchllUsy mine own fcarching eyes

Shall find him by his large and portly fize.

Aga. Worthy of Arms : as welcome as to one.

That would be rid of fuch an enemy.
But that's no welcome : underftand more clear

What's paft and what's to come , is ftrew'd with husks

Andformlefs ruine of oblivion:

But in this extant moment, faith and troth,

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias drawing

:

Bids thee wim moft divine integritie.

From heart of very heart, great fl^iior, welcome.
HeB. I thank thee mo1k]m'^no\i.s Agamtmnon.

Aga. My
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At:A. My well-fam'd Lord of Tr^/, no Icfs to you.

Men. Let me confirm my Princely brothers grcctmg

You brace of-warlike brothers^ welcome hither.

Hett. Whom muft we anfwcrf

i/£«f. The noble ^t/^-w/-**/.

Ht^. O, you my Lord, by A/^ri his gauntlet thankSj

Mock not, that I affeft th" untraded Oath,

Your <^Ho»dammk fwears ftill by f^tnus Glove;

She's well, but bad me not commend her to you.

Men. Name her not now fir, flic's a deadly Thcam.

He^. O pardon, 1 offend.

Nefi. I have ( thou gallant Troian )feen thee ofc

Labouring for deftiny, make cruel way

Through ranks of Greekifli youth : and I have feen thee

As hot as PerjcHs, fpurr thy Phrygian Steed,

And feen thee fcorning forfeits and fubduments,

When thou haft hung thy advanced fwordi'th' air.

Not letting it decline on the declined

:

That I havefaid unto my ftandcrs by,

Loc Juptttr is yonder, dealing life.

And I have feen thee paufe, and take thy breath.

When that a ring of Greeks, have hcmm'd thee in.

Like an Olympian wraftling. This have I feen,

But this thy countenance (ftill lockt in fteel )

I never &w till now. I knew thy Grandfire,

And once fought with him ; he was a Souldier good,

But by great M^rs ( the Captain of us all, )
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee.

And ( worthy Warrior ) welcome to our Tents.

«/£«;. 'Tis the old Nefltr.

HeU. Let me cnfibrace thee good old Chronicle,

That haft fo long walk'd hand in hand with Time

:

Moft reverend Nefior^ I am elad to clafpe the.

Nt. I would my arms could match thee in contention

As they contend with thee in courtefie.

f/>£?. I wfouldthey could.

Ntfl. Ha? by this white beard I'ld fight with thee to

morrow.Well,welcom,welcom: I have feen the time—
lUj^. I wonder now, how yonder Ciry ftands,

When we have here her Bafe and Pillar by us.

HtH. I know your favour Lord tllf^ts well.

Ah fir,there's many a Greek and Troian dead ;

Since firft I faw your fclf , and Diomed

In Ilion, on your Greekifli EmbalTie.

^f.Sir, I foretold you then what would cnfuc,

My prophecie is but half his journey yet;

For yonder walls that partly front your Town,
Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do bufs the clouds,

Muft kifs their own feet.

ffett. I muft not believe you

:

There they ftand yet : and modeftly I think.

The fall of every Phrygian ftonc will coft

A drop of Grecian blood : the end crowns all,

And that old common Arbitrator, Time,
Will one day end it.

Ulyf. So to him we leave it.

Moft gentle, and moft valiant HifJ?»r, welcome;
After the General, I befeech you next
To feaft with me, and fee me at thy Tenr.

Achil. I fliall foreftall thee Lord «/;/«, thou i

Now ffe^or I have fed mine eyes on thee,

I have with exaft view perus'a thee HtRory
And quoted joynl by joynt.

H»c. Isthis /ichilUt}

Achil. I im Achillts.

HeS. Stand fair I prithee, let mclook on thee.

ulchil. Behold thy fill.

ffeU. Nay, I have done already.

Achil. Thou att too brief, I will the fecond time.

As I would buy thee, view thee, limbbylimb.

He^. O like a book of fport thou 'It read me ore:

But there's more in me than thou undcrftand'ft.

Why doeft thou fo opprcfs me with thine eye >

Achil.Teil me you Heavens,in which part of his body
Shall I deftroy him? Whether there, or there, or there.

That I may give the local wound a name
,

And make diftinft the very breach, where-out

Hefitrs great fpirit flew. Aniwer me heavens.

Hei}. It would difcrcditthe blcft gods, proud man.
To anfwcr fuch a queftion : Stand again

;

Think 'ft thou to catch my life fo pleafantly,

As to prenominare in nice conjecture

Where thou wilt hit me dead >

Achil. I tell thee yea.

Hea. Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo,

rid not believe thee : henceforth guard thee well,

For He not kill thee there, nor there, nor there,

But by the forge that ftythicd Mars his helm.
He kill thee every where, yea, ore and ore.

You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this brag.

His infolencc draws folly from my lips.

But lie endeavour deeds to match thefc words.
Or may I never

A ax. Do not chafe thee Cofin :

And you Ach'tlks^ let thefe threats alone

Till accident, or purpofe bring you too't.

You may have every day enough of Hrf?»r
If you have ftomach. The general ftate I fear.

Can fcarce imreat you to be odd with him.

Heii. I pray you let us fee you in the field.

We have had pelting Warrs fince you rcfus'd

The Grecians caufc.

Achil. Do'ft thou intreat me HeUor ?

To morrow do I meet thee fell as death,

To night, all Friends.

He^. Thy hands upon that match.

Aga^ Firft, all you Peers of Greece go to my Tcut,
There in the full convive you .• Afterwards,

As Heiltri leifure, and your bounties (hall

Concurr together, feverally intreat him.

Beat loud thcTabiorines, let the Trumpets blow.

That this great Souldier may his welcom know Extunt,
Troi. My Lord f^lyfej^ tell me I befeech you.

In what place of the Field doth C.Ucas keep ?

f^ljf. At MeneUus Tent, moft Princely Troilus ,

There Diomed doth feaft with him to night.

Who neither looks on heaven, nor on earth,

But gives all gaze andbent ofamorous view
On tnc fair Crf/7r<f,

Troi. Shall I (fweet Lord) be bound to thee fo much.
After we part from Agamemnons Tent,
To bring me thither f

Vlyf. You ftiall command me fir :

As gentle tell me, of what Honour was
This Crejfida in Troj^ had ftie no Lover there

That wails her abfence ?

Trai. o fir, to fuch as boafting (hew their fcais,

A mock is due : will you walk on my Lord ?

She was belov'd , fhe fov'd; iTie is, and doth.

But ftill fweet Love is food for Fortunes tooth. ExtMut.

Enttr AchilUt mi PttrxUt.

Achil. He heat his blood withGreckifh wine tonight,

Which
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Which with my Seminar lie cool to morrow :

PatroclM, let us Feaft him to thehight.

Pat. Htrccom&sTherftet. Enter Therfites.

AM. How now, thou core of Envy ?

Thou crufty batch of Nature, what's the news ?

Ther.Why thou picture of what thou feem'ft, & Idoll

of Ideot-worAiippers, here's a Letter for thee.

Achll. From whence, Fragment ?

Ther. Why thou full difh of Fool, from Trej.

Fat. Who keeps the Tent now ?

Ther. The Surgeons box, or the patients wound.

Patr. We! fa,id adverfity, and what need thefe tricks?

Ther. Prethee be filent boy, I profit not by thy talk ,

thou art thought to be Achilles male Varlot,

Patr. Male Varlot you Rogue ? What's that ?

Ther. Why his mafculine Whore. Now the rotten

difeafes of the South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres,

Loads a gravell i'th' backs, Lethargies, cold Palfies,and

the like, take and take again, fuch prepofterous difco-

venes.

Fat. Why thou damnable box of envy thou , what

mean'ft thou tocurfe thus >

Ther. Do I curfc thee ?

Patr. Why no, you rumous Butt ,
you whorfon indi*

ftinguifhable Curr.

Ther. No ? why art thou then exafpcratc , thou idle

immaterial skein of Sleyd filk ; thou green Sarcenet flap

for a fore eye, thou toffell of a Prodigals purfe thou ? An

how the poor world is peflrcd with fuch water-6ies,dimi-

nutives of Nature.

P<»r. Out gall.

Ther. Finch Egg.

Ach. My fweet Patfec!u},lim th'warted quite

From my great purpofe in to morrows battel:

Here is a Letterfrom Queen Hecuba,

A token from her daughter, my fair Love,

Both taxing me, and gagmg me to keep

An Oath that I have fworn. I will not break it,

Fall Greek, fail Fame, Honor or go, or ftay,

My major vow lyes here ; this He obey :

Come, come Therfites., help to trim my Tent,

This night in banquetting muft all be fpent.

Away Patroclw. Exit,

Ther. With too much blood,and too little brain.thcfe

two may run mad : but if with too much brain, and too

little blood, they do, He be a curer of madmen. Here's

AgamemnoK., an honeftfellow enough,and one that loves

Quails, but he has not fomuch Brain as ear-wax ; & the

good transformation of Jupiter there his Brother, the

Bull, the primaclve Statue, and oblique memorial ofCuc-
kolds, a thrifty ihooing-horn in a chain , hanging at his

Brothers legg , to what form but that he is , (hould wit

larded with malice,and malice forced With wit,turnhim
to ? toanAfs were nothing, he is both AfsandOxjto
an Ox were nothing, he is botJi Ox and Afs : to be a

Dogg,aMule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toad, a Lizard, an

Owl, a Puttock, or a Herring without a Roe, I would
not care : but to be /l/ir«W<tK/, I would confpire againft

Deftiny-*Ask me not what I would be,if I were not Ther-

fites : for I care not to be the Lowfc of a Lazar,fo I were
not Menelam. Hoy-day fpirits and fires.

Enter HeUor^ Ajax,Aga»fe»fKont Ulyjfts, Ne-
fior, D/omed^ rvith Lights.

Aga.We go wrong, we go wrong.
^t' No yonder 'tis, there where we fee the light.
Ht^. I trouble you.

Aiax. No, not a whit.

Enter Achilles.

Ulyf. Here comes himfelf to guide you.

Achtl. Welcome brave fTeElor, welcome Princes all.

/Igam. So^3ow fair Prince of 7ro;, I bid goodnight,

Ajax commands the guard to tend on you.

He^. Thanks, and good night to the Greeks general.

Men. Good night my Lord.

HeS. Good night fweet Lord Menelasu.

Ther. Sweet ciraught ; fweet quoth a ? fweet fink,

fweet fure.

Achil. Good night and welcom, both at once, to thofe

that go, or tarry.

Aga. Good night.

Achil Old Nefiar tarriesjand you too Diomed^

Keep i/fflar company an hour or two.

Dio. I cannot Lord, I have Important bufinefs,

The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Heiior.

HeSl. Give me your hand.

Uljtf. Follow his Torch, he goes to Chalcas Tent,

He keep you company.

Troi. Sweet fir, you honour me.
HeEl. And fo good night.

Achil Come, come, enter my Tent. Exemt.

Ther.T;hitid.mcDtomed'si falfe-hearted Rogue, a

moft unjuft Knave ; I will no more truft him when he

leers, than I will a Serpent when he hiffes: he will fpend

his mouth & promife, like Brablerthe Hound; but when
he performs, Aftronomers foretell it, that it is prodigi-

ous, there will come foroe change : the Sun borrows of

the Moon when Dlomed keeps his word. I will rather

leave to fee HeUor., than not to dog him : they fay, he

keeps a Trojan Drab, and ufes the Traitor Chalcaa his

Tent. lie after — Nothing^but Letchery ? All mcon
tincnt Varlets. Extuat.

Enter Diomed.

Dio. What are you up here ho ? fpeak.

Chal. Who calls.>

Dio. Diomed, Chalcas I think,where*s your Daughter?

C hal. She comes to you.

Enter Troilus and f^ljjftt-

Vlj[. Stand where the Torch may not discover us»

Enter Crejfii.

Troi. CrejfiA come forth to him.

Dio. How now my charge ?

Cref. Now my fweet guardian: heark,a word with you,

Troi. Yea, fo familiar f

J^lyf. She will fing any man at firft fight.

Ther. And any man may find her, if he can take her

life fhe's noted.

Dio. Will you remember?
Cref. Remember ? yes.

J>io. Nay, but do then ; and let your mind be coupled

with your words.

T oi What fhould (he remember?

yiyf Lift.

Cref Sweet bony Greek, tempt me no more to folly.

Ther. Roguery.

Dw. Nay then.

Cref. He tell you what.

Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a forfworn—
Cref. In faith 1 cannot : what would you have me do,?

- Ther. A jugling trick, to be fecretly open.

Dio. What did you fwear you would bcftow on me i

Cref. I prethee do not hold me to mine oath.

Bid me do any thing but that fweet Greek.

Dio. Good
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D'lo. Good night.

Trot. Hold patience.

l^lyf. How now Troian ?

Cref. Diomed.

Dlo. No, no, good night : He be your foot no more.

Troi. Thy better muft.

Cre[. Heark one word in your ear.

Trot. O plague and madncfs .'

r///.You arc moved Prince,let us depart I pray you,

Left your difpleafure ftiould enlarge it fcif

To wrathtul terms: this place is dangerous ;

The time right deadly : I befcech you go.

rm. Behold,! pray you.

r/;/! Nay 5
good my Lord go off J

You flow to great diftraaion : come my Lord.

Troi. I pray thee ftay >

r/y/. You have not patience, come.

Troi. I pray you ftay ; by hell and all hdls torments,

I will not fpeak a word.

DjV. And fo good night.

C«/. Nay, but you part in anger.

Troi. Doth that grieve thee? O withered truth
.'

Vlyf. Why, how now Lord?

Troi. By Jove I will be patient.

Cref. Guardian? why Greek?

Dio. Fo,fo, adieu, you palter.

Cre. In faith 1 do not: come hither once again,

r/;/: You (hake my Lord at fomethingjwill you go f

You will break out.

Trei. She Strokes his check.

l^ljf. Come, come.

Troi. Nay ftay, by Jovt I will not fpeak a word.

There is between my will, and all offences,

A guard of patience, ftay a little while-

Tbcr. How the devil Luxury with his fat rump and

Potato finger, tickles thefe together : fry lechery, fry.

Dio. But will youthen ?

Crtf. In faith 1 will go; never truft me ellc.

Dio. Give me fome token for the furety of it.

Crtf. He fetch you. one.

Vljf. You havefworn patience.

Troi. Fear me notfweet Lord.

I will not be my felf, nor have cognitiori

Of what I feel : I am all patience. Enttr Crejftd.

Ther. Now the pledge, now, now, now.

Cref. Here Diomed^ keep this Sleeve.

Troi. O beauty .' where is thy Faith }

riyf. My Lord.

7rol. I will be patient, outwardly I will.

Cref You look upon that Sleeve; behold it well :

He lov'd me : O falfc wench : give't me again.

Dio. Whofe was't ?

Cref. It is no matter now I have't again.

I Will not meet with you to morrow night

:

I prithee Dior>;edv\fii me no more.

Thcr. Now (he ftiarpens : well faid Whetftone.
Dio. I ftiall have it.

Crf/. What, this f

Dio. I that.

Cref. O all you gods .' O pretty, pretty pledge

;

Thy Mafter nowlies thinking in his bed
Of thee and me, and fighs, and takes my Glove ,

And gives memorial dainty kilTes to it

;

Aslkifethee.

Dio. Nay, do not fnatch it from me.
Crtf. Hethactakesthatjtakesmy heart withall.

Dio. I had you heart before, this follows it.

Troi. I did fwear patience.

Cref.You (hall not have it Diomed-.iiilh you (hall not

He give you fomcthing elfe.

Dif. 1 will have this: whofc was it ?

Cref. It is no matter.

Dio. Come tell me whofe it was ?

Cref. Twas one that lov'd me better than you will.

But now you have it, take it.

Dio. Whofe was it ?

Cref By all Diana's waiting women yonder.

And by her felf, I will not tell you whofe.

Dio. To morrow will I wear iron my Helm,

And grieve hisfpirit that dares not challenge it.

Troi. Wert thou the devil, and wor'ft it on thy horn,

It (hould be challeng'd.

Cref Well, well,'tis don;,'tis paft ; and yet it is not:

I will not keep my word.

Dio. Why then farewel.

Thou never ftialt mock Diomei again.

Cref. You fliall not go: one cannot fpeak a word,

But it ftrait ftarts you.

Dio. I do not like this fooling.

Ther Nor I by P/Mo.- but that that likes not mc,plea-

fes me beft.

Dio. What (htill I come? the hour.

Cref. I, come: O Jove ! do, CQtnz: I ihill be plagu'd.

Dio. Farewel till thsn. Exit.

Cref Goodnight : I prithee come :

Troilus farewsl ; one eye yet looks on thee.

But with my heart, rhe other eye, doth fee

—

Ah poor our fex ; this fault in us I find :

The crrourof our eye, dire£ls our mind.

Whaterrour levjs muft err: O then conclude,

Minds fway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. Exit.

Ther. A proof of ftrength ihe could not publilh more;
Unlefi ihe fay my mind is now tutn'd whore.

Ulyf. All's done my Lord.

Troi. It is.

«/;/. Why ftay we thvrri f

Troi, To make a recordation to my foul

Of every fyllable that here was fpoke .-

But if I tell how thefe two did coail

;

Shall I not lie in publifhing a truth ?

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart

,

An efperance fo obftinately ftrong.

That doth invert that reft of eyes and cars ;

As if thofe organs had deceptious funitions.

Created only to calumniate.

Was Crefid h^re ?

Uljf. I cannot conjure Troian.

Troi. She was not fure.

Uiyf. Moft fure (he was.

Trot. Why my negation hath no taft of madnefs.

Uljf. Nor mine my Lord : Cre/ftd was here but now.
Troi. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood

:

Think we had mothers; do not give advantage

To ftubborn Criticks, apt without a Theme
For depravation, to fquarc the general fcx

By Creffid/ rule. Rather think this not CreffSJ.

Ulyf What hath (he done Prince, that can foyi our

mothers ?

Troi. Nothing at all, unlefs that this were (he.

TAfr. Will he fvvaggerhimfelf out on's own eyes ?

Troi. This (he? no, this is Dtomtds CreJJida ;

If beauty havi a foul, this is not (he

:

Ddd If
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If fouls guide vows, if vows are Dnflimony ;

If fanaimony be the gods delight i

If there be rule in unity it felf

,

This is not flie: O nisdnefsof difcourfc.'

That caufe fets up, with, and againft thy felf

,

By foul authority : where reafon can revolt

Without perdition, and lofs, affume all reafon,

Without revolt. This is, and is not Cnjfd :

Within my ioul, there doth conduce a fight

Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeparate,

Divides more wider than the skie and earth

:

And yet the fpacious breadth of this divifion

,

Admits no Orifice for a point as fubtle,

As Ariachnes broken woof to enter ;

Inftance, O inftance ! ftrong as Plutoej gates :

Crefid is mine, tyed with the bonds of heaven ;

Inftance, O inftance .' ftrong as heaven it felf

:

The bonds of heaven arc {lipt,dilTolv'd, and loos'd :

And with another knot five finger tyed,

The ftailions of her faith, orrs of her love :

The fragments, fcraps,the bits, and greafy reliques.

Of her ore-eaten faith, are bound to Diomci,

Vlyf. May worthy Troi/wj be half attached

With that which here his palTion doth exprefs ?

Trot. I Greek, and thacfhall be divulged well

In Charafters, as red as Mars his heart

Inflam'd with ripww; never did young man fancy

With fo eternal, and fo fixt a foul.

Heark Greek: as much as I do Crejfiia love ;

So much by weight, hate 1 her Diomed:

That fleeve is mine, that he'l bear in his Helm :

Were it a Cask compos'd by Vukaiit skill.

My Sword fhouldbite it : Not the dreadful fpout,

Which Shipmen do the Hurricano call

,

Conftring'd in mafs by the Almighty Fenn,

Shall dizzie with more chmoa:Neptune t ear

In his defcenr, than (hall my prompted Sword
Falling on Diemed.

Ther. He'l tickle it for his Concupy.

Trot. O CreJJidl Ofalfe Crejftd\ falfe,falfe,falfe :

Let all untruths ftand by thy fbined name,
And thcy'l fecm glorious.

yi/j. O contain your felf

:

Your paffion draws ears hither.

Enter t^neM,
t/£». I have been feeking you this hour my Lord :

HeBor by this is arming him in Troj.

Ajax your Guard, ftayea to conduft you home.
TVo/.Havc with you Prince:my courteous Lord adieu:

Farewel revolted fair : and Diomed,

Stand faft, and wear a Caftle on thy head.

yiyf. lie bring you to the Gates.

Troi. Accept diftrafted thanks.

Exeunt Troitftiy (j£neai^4miyijjfes.

Ther. Would I could meet that rogue Diomed , I

would croke like a Raven: I would bode, I would bode

:

PatroclMs will give me anything for the intelligence of
this whore: the Parrot will not do more for an Almond,
than he for a commodious drab : Lechery,lechery, ftiU

warrs and lechery,nothin§ elfe holds fafhion.A burning
devil take them. Exit,

Enter HeBor^ AKdAndromnche.
^W.When was my Lord fo much ungently temper'd,

To flop his ears againft admoniftament ?

Unarm, unarm, and do not figh: to day.

HeU. You train me to offend you : get you gone.

By the evcrlafting gods, lie goe.

And. My dreams will fure prove ominous to the day.

Hell. No more I fay. Enter Caffandra.

Caf. Where is my brother HeBor ?

A»d. Here fifter, arm'd, and bloudy in intent :

Confort with me in loud and dear petition :

Purfue we him on knees : for I have dreampt

Of bloody turbulencejand this whole night

Hath nothing been but (hapes, and forms of flaughter.

Caf. O, 'tis true.

He[l. Ho ? bid my Trumpet found.

Caf. No notes of fally,for the heavens, fweet brother.

He[i. Begon I fay : the gods have heard me fwear.

Caf. The gods are deaf to hot, and peevifh vows ;

They are polluted ofFrings, more abhorr'd

Than fpotted Livers in the Sacrifice.

And. O be perfvvaded, do not count it holy.

To hurt by being juft; it is as lawful:

For we would count give much to as violent thefts.

And rob in the behalf of charity.

Caf. It is the purpofe that makes ftrong the vow j

But vows to every purpofe muft not hold .•

Unarm fweet Heilor.

KfaHoldyouftiUIfay;
Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate :

Life every man holds dear, but the dear man
Holds honor far: more precious-dear, than life.

Enter Troilus.

How now young manpmean'ft thou to fight to day ?

And. Caf^ndra, call my father to perfwade.

Exit Citffandra.

HeB. No faith young Troilus; doff thy harnefs youth:

I am to day i'th' vein of Chivalry :

Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be ftrong
;

And tempt not yet the brufties of the warr.

Unarm thee, go, and doubt thou not brave boy,

He ftand to day, for thee, and me, and Troj.

Troi. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you;

Which better fits a Lion, than a man.
He5l. What vice is that? good Troilus chide me for it.

Troi. When many times the captive Grecian falls,

Even in thefann and wind of yourfair Sword :

You bid them rife, and live.

HeB. O 'tis fair play.

Troi. Fools play, by heaven HeBor.
HeB. How now? how now ?

Troi. For th' love of all the gods

Let's leave the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers -,

And when we have our Armors buckled on,

The venom'd vengeance ride upon ourfwords,

Spur them to rueful work, reign them from ruth.

HeB. Fiefavage,fie.

Troi. HtBor, then 'tis warrs.

HeB. Troilus., I would not have you fight to day.

Troi. Who fhould with-hold me .'

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars^

Beckning with fiery truncheon my retire

;

Not PrtAWHS^ and Hecuba on knees ;

Their eyes ore-galled with recourfe of tears

;

Nor you my brother, with your true fword drawn
Oppos'd to hinder me, ftiould ftop my way :

But by my ruinc.

Enter Priam and Cajfandra.

Caf. Lay hold upon him Priamj hold him faft

:

He is thy crutch; now if thou lofe thy ftay^

Thou on hira leaning, and all Troj on thee,

Fall
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Fall all togecher.

PrUm. Come HtUor^ come, go bick =

Thy wife hath dreampt , thy mother hath had vihons,

Caff4Kdra dothforefee ; and I my fclf,

Am like a Prophet fuddenly cnwpt,

To tell thee that this day is ominous :

Therefore come back.

HeB. oi-MM is a-field.

And I do ftand engag'd to many Greeks ,

Even in the faith of valour, to appear

This morning to them.

Priam. 1, but thou (halt not go.

UeH. 1 muft not break my faith :

You know me dutiful, therefore dear fir

,

Let me not Qume rcfpeft ;
but give me leave

To take that courfc by your confent and voice.

Which you do here forbid me. Royal Priam.

Caf. O Priam, yield not to him.

j4»d. Do not dear Father.

HfEi Andromache I am offended with you

:

Upon the love you bear me, get you in.

Exit ^tiiromAchi.

Troi. This foolilh, dreaming, fuperftitious girl,

Makes ail thefebodements.

Caf. O farewel, dear HtUor :

Look how thou dieft; look how thy eye turns pale
;

Look how thy wounds do bleed at many vents •,

Heark how Troy roars ; how Hecuba cries out \

How poor Andromache ftirils her dolour forch

;

Behold diftraftion, frency, and amazement,

Like wiclefs Anticks one another meet,

And all cry Heaor, Ht5lors dead: O HeQtr I

Troi. Away.

Caf. Farewel •• yet, foft : He[lor I take my leave
;

Thou do'ft thy felf , and all our Troj deceive. Exit.

Heci. You are amaz'd, my Liege, at her exclaim :

Go in and cheer the Town, we'l forehand fight

:

Do deeds of praife,and tell you them at night.

P;-;<i»».Farewel: the gods with fafety ftand about thee.

Alarum.

Troi. They are at it, heark: proud Diomed^ believe

I come to lofe my arm, or win my neevc.

E»ttr PAndar.

Pani. Do you hear my Lord? do you hear.?

Trot. What now ?

Pand. Here's a Letter come from yond poor girl.

Troi, Let me read.

P^nd. A whorfon tifick, a wborfon rafcally tifick
,

fo troubles me : and the foolifl-i fortune of this girl, and
what one thing, what another , that I fhall leave you one
o'th'dayes ; and I have a rheum in mine eyes too , and
fuch an ach in my bones , that unlefs a man were curll

,

I cannot tell what to think on't. What fayes Ihe there ?

7V»». Words, words, meer words, no matter from
the heart

:

Th'effe£t doth operate another way.
Go wind to wind, there turn and change together :

My love with words and errors ftill flie feeds
;

But edifies another with her deeds.

Pani. Why, but hear you ?

Troi. Hence brother lacky; ignomy and ftiame
Perfue thy life, and live aye with rhy name.

Alarum.

Extunt.

Enter Thtrfites in txcurfon.

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one anocber.Ile

go look on: that diffemblmg abhominablc variet Dlo-
mtie y has got that fame fcurvy, doting, foolifh young
knaves Sleeve oiTroy, there in his Helm: 1 would fain

fee them mcei,that,that fame young Troian afs,that loves
the whore there, might fend that Greeki{h whorc-ma-
fterly villain, with the Sleeve , back to the didembling
luxurious drab,of a fleevelefs errant. O'th'tother fide

the policy of thofe crafty fwearing rafcals ; that Hale'

old Moufe-eaten dfy-cheefe, Nefior: and chat fame dog-
fox Uljijfes is not prov'd worth a Black-berry. They fet

me up in policy , that mui^ril curr A/ax , againll that
dog of as bad i\iind, AchilUj. And now is the curr
A ax prouder than the curr Achilles , and will not arm
to day. Whereupon , the Grecians began to proclame
batbarifm; and policy grows into an ill opinion.

Enter Diomed and Troilus.

Soft, here comes Sleeve, and th' other.

Troi. Fly not : for fhould'ft thou take the River Styx,
f would fwim after.

Diem. Thou do'ft mifcall i c •'

I do not flye; but advantagious care

Withdrew me from the odds of multitude j

Have at thee.

Ther. Hold thy whore Grecian : now for thy whore
Troian: Now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve.

Enter HtBor.

Hiffl.What art thou Greek?art thou for HeElors match?
Arc thou of blood, and honour ?

Tife^r. No, no : lamarafcal; a fcurvy railing kave; a
very filthy rogue.

Heii. I do believe thee, live.

Thtr. God a mercy , that thou wilt believejne;but a
plague break thy neck—for frighting ms: what's be-
come of the wenching rogues ? I think they have fvval-

lowed one another. I would laugh at that miracle yet
in a fort, lechery eats itfelf : lie feck them.

Exit.
Enter Dtomed and StrVMt.

Dlo. Go, go, my fervant, take thou Treilni Horfe

:

Prcfent the fair Steed to my Lady Crejfii

:

Fellow, commend my fervice to her beauty :

Tell her I have chaftis'd the amorous Troian,

And am her Knight by proof.

Ser, I eo my Lord. Enter AgamemnoH.
Aaa. Renew, renew, the fierce Ptlidamus

Hath Dcat down Meuon: baftard Margarcltn
Hath Dcr;«j Prifoner,

And rtands Colojfuu wife waving his beam.
Upon the paihed courfcs of the Kines

,

EpiflropHt and Ceduty PrvUxines is llain;

Amfhimacwy and Thoiu deadly hurt

;

Patroclus ta'n or flain,and Palamtdes

Sore hurt and bruifed; the dreadful Sagittary

Appalls our numbers, hafte we Diomei

Tore-inforccmcnt, or we perilhall.

Enter Nefier.

Nefi. Go bear Patrocius body to AchllUt,

And bid the fnail-pac'd A\ax arm for fhamc.

There is a thoufand HtHors in the field :

Now here he fights on GaUthe)Ms Horfe;

And there lacks work: anon he's there a-foot.

And there they flyc or dye, like falcd fculs,

Ddd 2 Before
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Before the belching Whale ; then is he yonder,

And there the Hraying Greeks, ripe for his edge,

Fall down before him, like the mowers fwath

;

Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes;

Dexterity fo obeying appetite,

That what he will he does, and does Co much

,

That proof Is call'd impolTibility.

Euter Uljffes.

Uljf. Oh, courage, courage Princes: great yichilla

Is arming, weeping, curfing, vowing ven-eance ;

Patroclits wounds have rouz'd his drowhe blood,

Together with his mangled Myrmidons^

That nofelefs, handlefs, hackt and chipt, come to him 5

Crying on Hetior. Ajax hath loft a friend ,

And foams at mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it

:

Roaring for Troilhs ; who hath done to day,

Mad and fantaftick execution ;

Engaging and redeeming of himfelf

,

With fuch a carelefs force, and forcclefs care,

Asif that luck in very fpight of cunning,bad him win all.

E/iter Ajax.

A]a. Trodtu^ thou cowaid Troiltu. Exit.

Dio. I, there, there.

Nfji. So, fo, we draw together. £*»'»

Eftttr Achilles.

AM. Where is this HeBor

}

Come, come, thou boy-quiller, (hew thy face

:

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry.

HeUor^ wher's HeTlor ? I will none but HeEior. Exit.

Enter A ax.

Aja. TroilMjy thou coward TtoHms fiicw thy head.

Enter Ditmei.

Diom. Troilus, I fay, wher's Troiltu ?

A a. What would'ft thou ?

Dio. I would correft him.

Aja. Were I the General,

Thou (hould'fthave my office.

Ere that correction : Troilus I fay, what Troilus ?

Enter Troilus.

Trot. Oh traitour Diomed I

Turn thy falfe face thou traitor.

And pay thy life thou oweft me for my horfe.

Dio. Ha, arc thou there ?

Aia. He fight with him alone, ftand Diomed.

Dio. He IS my prize, I will not look upon.

Trot. Come both you coggmg Greeks , have at you

both. Exit Troilus.

Enter HeUtr.

//fi^.Yea Troilus?0\Ns.ll fought my youngeft Brother.

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Now do I fee thee; have at thee HeUor.
HcU. Paufe if thou wilt.

Achil. I do difdain thy courtefie, proud Troian
;

Be happy that my arms are out of ufe

:

My reft and negligence befriend thee now.
But thou anon (halt hear of me again :

Till when,gofeek thy fortune.

HeU. Fare thee well

:

I would have been much more a frellier man ,

Had I expefted thee: how now my Brother f

Enter Troilus.

Troi. y^y^jf hath ta'n Ly£nf<«; fhall itbe ?

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven,
He fhall not carry him : lie be ta'n too

^

Or bring him off : Fate hear me what I fay

;

1 wreak not, though thou end my life to day. Exit,

Enter one m Armour,

HeU. Stand, ftand thou Grrek
,

Thou art a goodly mark :

No? wilt thou not? I like thy armour well,

He frufh it, and unlock the rivets all

,

But He be matter of it : wilt thou not bcaft abide ?

Why then flie on. He hunt thee for thy hide. Exit.

Enter Achilles vDith Mjrmidons.

AchH. Come hear about me you my Mjrmidons

:

Mark what I fay; attend me where I wheel

:

Strike not a ftroak but keep your felves m breath;

And when I have the bloudy HeSlor found.

Empale him with your weapons round about

:

In fcUeft manner execute your arms.

Follow me firs, and my proceeding eye ;

It is decreed, HeUor the great muft die. Exit.

Enter Therfites^ Menelans, aid Paris.

Ther. The Cuckold and the Cuckold-maker are at it:

now bull, now dog, low ; Paris [ow-, now my double

hen'd fparrow; low Paris ^\ow ; the bull has the game •

ware horns ho.

Exit Pans and Mtnelatti.

Enter Bailard.

Ba(f. Turn (lave and fight.

Ther. What art thou f

Baft. A Baftard Son of Priamt.

Ther. I am a Baftard too, I love Baftards, lama Ba-

ftard begoi, Baftard inftru6\sd, Baftard in mind, Baftard

in valour, in every thing illegitimate: one Bear will not

bite another, and wherefore Ihould one Baftard? take

heed, the quarrel's moft ominous to us : if the Son of a

whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgment : farewel

Baftard.

Bafi. Tlie devil take the coward. Exeunt.

Enter Heilor.

HeU. Moft putrified core fo fair without

:

Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy life.

Now is my days work done; He take good breath :

Reft Sword, thou haft thy fill of blood and death.

Enter Achilles and his Mjrmidons.

Aehil. Look Hetitr how the Sun begins to fet

:

How ugly night comes breathing at his heels.

Even with the veil and darking of the Sun.

To clofe the day up, HeBors life rs done.

HeU. I am unarm'd, forgo this vantage Greek.

Achil. Sirikefellows ftrike, this is the man I feek.

So Ilion fall thou : now Troy (ink down

:

Here lyes thy heart, thy finews,ai>d thy bone.

On Af^rsftidons^ay you all a main,

Achilles hath the mighty ffeClor flain. Retreat.

Hark, a retreat upon our Grecian part.

Gree. TbeTroian Trumpets founds the like my Lord.

Achi.Th& dragon wing of night ore-fpreads the earth,

And ftickler-like the Armies feparaies;

My half fupt Sword, that frankly would have fed.

Pleas*d with this dainty bit , thus goes to bed.

Come, tye his body to my horfes tail

:

Along the field: I will the Troian trail

.

Exennt.
SoHnd Retreat, Shout.

Enter Agamemncn^ Ajax, Menelaus,Neftor

,

Dtowed, and the refi marching.

Aga. Heark, heark, what Ihout is that ?

Nefi. Peace Drums.

Sol. Achil.
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SoU. AehilUt, Achilles, Hetltr'J flain AcbilUs.

Dio. The bruit is HeUor flain, and by /i<bllUt.

A a. If it be fo, yet braglefs let it be :

Great Ht^m was a man as good as he.

Agtmt. March patiently along; let one be fcot

To pray AchilUs tot us at our Tent.

If in his death the gods have us befriended,

Great Trtj is ours, and out fharp wars arc ended.

Exeunt.

Enter tA'«t*h ^'»''^> Anthenor and Deiphohus.

t/£«f. Stand hoc, yet are we mafters of the field,

Never go home; here ftarve we out the night.

Enter Troiltu.

Troi HeBor is flain.

All. HeBor f the gods forbid.

Trol. He's dead: and at the murthcrcrs Horfcs tail,

In beaftly fort, drag'd through the ftiameful Field,

Frown on you heavens, effcd your rage with fpcedi

Sit gods upon your throans,and fmile at Try.

I fay at once, let your brief plagues be mercy.

And linger not our fure deftruftions on.

o^w. My Lord, you do difcomfbrt all the Hoft.

Troi. You underftand me not, that tell me fo:

I do not fpeak of flight, of fear, of death

,

But dare all imminence thatjgods and men,

Addrefs their dangers m. HeEior is gone •'

Who (hall tell Priam fo ? or Hecuba?

Let him that will a fcreechoul aye be call'd.

Go in to Troj, and fay there, HeUor's dead

:

There is a word will Priam turn to ftone ;

Make wells, and Niohet of the maids and wives;

Cool ftatues of the youth: and in a word.

Scare Tro; out of itfelf. But march away,

Heilor is dead: there is no more to fay.

. Stay yet: you vile abhominable Tents,

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains

:

Let Titan rife as early as he dare,

1 ts through, and through you. ic thou great fiz'd coward.
No fpacc of Earth fhall ftindcr our two hates,

Il« haunt thee, like a wicked confcicntcftill.

That mouldeth goblins fwifc as frcnfies thoughts.

Strike a free march to 7>e;, with comfort go :

Hope of revenge, fhall hide our inward woe.
Enter Paniarus

Panel. But hearyoif? hear you ?

Troi. Hence, brothel, lacky, ignominy, and fliame
Perfuc thy life, and live aye with thy name. Exeunt.
Pati.K goodly medcinc for mine akingboncsroh world

world, world .' thus is the poor agent uefpis'd: Oh trai-

tors and bawds ; how carneftly arc you fet a work, and
how ill requited ? why fliould our endeavour be fodc.
fir'd, and the performance fo loath'd ? What Vcrfc for
it? whatinftance for it? let me fee.

Full merrily the humble Bee doth fing.

Till he bath loft his hony, and his fling;

And being once fubdu'd inarmed tail.

Sweet hony, and fweet notes together faiL

Good tiaders in thcflefli,fet this in your painted cloaths,
As many as be here of Pandars hall.

Your eyes halfout weep out at Pandar'i fall

:

Or if you cannot weep, yet give fomc grones j
Though not for me

,
yet for your akingboncs

:

Brethren andfifters of the hold-dore trade.

Some two months hence, my will fliall here be made

:

It fliould be now, but that my fear vs this.

Some galled Goofc of tvinche/fer would bi'ft

:

Till then, He fwear, and feck about for cafe* j
And at that time bequeath you my difeaifcs, Extnnt,

FIS^IS,
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The Tragedy of Cotiolanus

^BusTrimus, Sc^naTrima,

Enttr A ComfMJ of Mutinous Chiz,tnty with Staves j ,

Chbs, *ni othir weapons.

I Cttiz^en.

Efore we proceed any further, hear mc fpeak.

All. Speak, Speak.

I at. You are all refolv'd rather to die than

to famifh ?

All. Refolv'd, refolv'd.

I Cit. Firftyou knowjCftW Martius is chief enemy

to the people.

All. We know't.

I Ci^ Let us kill him, and we'I have Corn at our

own price. Is't a Verdi<ft ?

All. No more talking on'tjLet it be done,away,away.

a Cit. One word, good Citizens.

1 Cit. We are accounted poor Citizens , the Patri-

ciansgood: what Authority furfets on, would relieve us;

If they would yield us but the fuperfluity while it were

wholefome, we might gucfs they relieved us humanely:

But they think we are too dear, the leannefs that afflifts

us, the objeftof our mifery, is as an inventory to parti-

cularize their abundance,our fufferance is a gain to them.

Let us revenge this with our Pikes,cre we become racks.

For the Gods know , I fpeak this in hunger for Bread

,

not in thirft for Revenge,

2 Cit. Would you proceed efpecially againft Cairn

Martitu ?

AIL Againft him firft: He's a very dog to the Com-
monalty.

2 Cit. Confider you what Services he ha's done for

his Country ?

1 Cit. Very well, and could be content to give him
good report for't , but that he pays himfclf with being

proud.

All. Nay, but fpeak not malicioudy.

1 Cit. I fay unto you, what he hath done Famoufly ,

he did it to that end:though foft confcienc'd men can oe

content to fay it was for his Country, he did it to pleafc

his Mother, and to be partly proud, which he is, even to

the altitude of his virtue.

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his Nature
, you ac-

count a Vice in him : You mull in no way fay he is cove-
tous.

1 Cit. If I muft not, I need not be barren of Accufa-
tions,he hath faults(with furplus)to tire in repetition.

Shouts within.

What fliouts are thofePThe other fide a'th' City is rifen:

why ftay we prating here? To th'Capitol.

All. Come, come.
;

1 Cit. Soft, who comes here ?

Enter Menenltu Agriffa.

a {it. Worthy Menenins Agriffx^ one that hath al-

wayes lov'd the people.

I CiV.He's one honeft enough,would all the reft were fo.

Mtn. What works my Countrymen in hand ?

Where go you with your Bats and Clubs? The matter.

Speak I pray you.

2 Cit. Our bufinefs is not unknown to th'Senat, they

have had inkling this fortnight what we intend to do,

which now we'I fhew'm in deeds: they fay poor Suters

have ftrong breaths , they Hiall know we have ftrong

arms too.

Men. Why Matters, my good Friends, mine honeft

Neighbours, will you undo your felves l

2 Cit. VVe cannot Sir, we are undone already.

Men. I tell you Friends, moft charitable care

Have the Patricians ofyou for your wants,

Your fuftering in this dearth, you may as well

Strike at the Heaven with your ftaves, as lift them
Againft the Roman State, whofc courfe will on

The way it takes: cracking ten thoufand Curbs

Of more ftrong link'd afunder,than can ever •

Appear in your impediment. For the Dearth,

Tlie Gods, not the Patricians make ir, and

Your knees to them (not arms) muft help. Alack,

You are tranfported by Calamity

Thither where more attends you, and you flandcr

The Helms o'th' State ; who care for you like Fathers,

When you curfe them, as Enemies.

2 Cit. Care for us? True indeed,they ne'r cared for us

yet. Suffer us to famifh, and their Store-houfes cramm'd
with Grain: Make Edids for Ufury , to fupport Ufu-
rerj; repeal daily any wholefome hSt eftablifhed againft

the rich , and provide more peircing Statutes daily , to
chain up and reftrain the poor. If the Wars cat us not
up, they will, and ther'f all the love they bear u$.

Men. Either you muft

Confefsyour felves wondrous Malicious,

Or be accus'd of Folly. I fhall tell you

A pretry tale, it may be you have heard it.

But fince it ferves my purpofe, I will venture

To fcalc't a little more.

2Ci>.Well,
He hear it fir: yet you muft not think

To fobb off our difgrace with a tale

:

But and't pleafe you deliver.

Men. There was a time, when all the bodies members
Rebell'd againft the belly; thus accufed it

:

\ That only like a Gulf it did remain

I'th*
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I'th' midd'it a'th'body.idle and unaftivc.

Still cubbording the Viand, never bearing

Like labour with the reft, where ih'othcr Inftruments

Did fee, and hear, dcvife, inftrua, walk, feel,

And mutually participate, did mimfter

Unto theappcticf, and affeft ion common

Of the whole body.the Belly anfwets.

2C;f. Well fir, what anfwer made the Belly.

Men. Sir, I (lialltell you with a kind of Smile,

Which ne'r came from the Lungs, but even thus .•

Tor look you I may make the belly fmite.

As well asfpcak; it tantingly rcplyed

To'th" difconcenced Members, the mutmous parts

That envied his receit : even fo moft fitly,

As you malign our Senators, for that

They arc nocfuch as you.

2 Cit. Your Bellies anfwer : What

The Kingly crown'dhead,the vigilant eye,

TheGounfellorHeatc, the Armour Souldier,

Our Steed the Leg, the Tongue our Trumpeter;

With other Muniments and petty helps

In this our Fabrick, if that they

Men. What then? Foreme, this fellow fpcaks.

Whattlien? What then ?

2 C\t. Should by the Cormorant belly be reftram'd,

Who is the fink a'th' body.

Men. Well, what then .>

2 Cit. The former Agenti, if they did complain,

What could the Belly anfwer i

Men. I will tell you,

If you'l beftow afmall ( of what you have little

)

Patience a while; yon'ft hc^r the Bellies anfwer.

2 Cit. Y'arc long about it.

Men. Note me this good friend

;

Your moft grave Belly was deliberate.

Not radi like his Accufers, and thus anfwered;

True is it my Incorporate Fricnds(quoch he )

That I receive the general food at ftrft

Which you do live upon: and fit ic is,

Becaiife I am the Store-houfe, and the Shop

Of the whole Body. But, if you do remember

,

I fend it through the Rivers of your blood

Even to the Court, the Heart.to thTeat o'tti'Brain,

And through the Cranks and Offices of man,

The ftrongeft Nerves, and fmall inferiour Veins

From me receive that natural competency

Whereby they live. And though that all at once

( You my good Friends, this fayes thcBelly) mark me.

1 Cit. I fir, well, well.

Men. Though all at once, cannot

See what I do deliver out to each,

Yet I can make my Awdit up, that all

From me do back receive the flowr of all.

And leave me but the Bran, What fay you to't .?

1 fit. It was 3nanfwer,how apply you this ?

Men. The Senators of Rome, arc this good Belly,

And you the mutinous Members: For examine
Their Counfcls, and their Care; difgeft things rightly

,

Touching the Weal a'th' Common, you ftiall find

No publique benefit which you receive

But it proceeds, or comes from them to you.

And no way from your felves. What do you think ?

You, the great Toe of this Affembly .<•

1 Cit. 1 the great Toe.' Why the great Toe ?

Men. For that being oneo'th" low£ft,bafeft, poorcft

Of this moft wife Rebellion, thougoeft formoft :

Thou Rafcal, that art vvorft in blood to run,

Lead'rt firft to win fomc vantaec.

But make you ready your ftiff oats and clubs,

Rome, ana her Rats, areat the point of battel,

The one fide muft have baiL

Enter Caius Martin/.

Hayl, Noble Martitu.

/i/<jr.Thanks.What's the matteryou diffentious rogues?
That rubbing the poor Itch of your Opinion

,

Make your felves fcabs.

2 Cit. We have ever your good word.
/T/rfr.He that will give goodwords to thee,will flatter

Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you Cur5,
That like not Peace, nor Warr .' The one affrights you,
The other makes you proud. He that trufts to you.

Where he Ihouldfind you Lions, finds you Hares:

Where Foxes, Geefe you arc : No futer> no.
Than is the coal of fire upon the Ice,
Or Hailftone in the Sun. Vour virtue i?,

To make him worthy, whofe offence fubdiies him.
And curfe that Jufticedid it. Who dcferves Creatncfy,
Dcferves your Hate.' and your Affections are

A fickmans Appetite; who defires moft that

Which would encreafe his evil. He that depends
Upon your favours, fwims with finns of Lead,
And hews down Oaks, with rufhes. Hang ye: truft ye?

With every Minute you do change a Mind,
And call him Noble, that was now your Hate

:

Him vilde, that was your Garland. What's the matter.
That in thefc feveral places of the City,
You cry againft the Noble Senate, who
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which clfc

VVould feed on one another.? What's their fceking?

Men. For Com at their own rates, whereof tney fay

The City is well ftor'd.

Mar. Hang "cm: They fay

,

Tliey'l fit by th'fire, and prefume to know
What's done i'th' Capitol : Who's like to rife ,

Who thrives,and who declines: Side fa6tions,8c give out

Conjeflural Marriages, making parties ftrong.

And feebling fuch as ftand not in their liking

,

Below their cobledShooes.Thcy fay thcr's grain enough.

VVould the Nobility lay afide their ruth,

And let me ufc my Sword, I'dc make a Quarry
With thoufands of thefe quarter'd flaves, as high

A I could pick my Lance.

Men. Nay thefe are almoft thoroughly perfwaded

:

For though abundantly they lack difcretion

Yet are they pafling Cowardly. But i bcfeech you,

VVbat fays the other Troop ?

Mar. They are dilTolv'd : Hang 'em

;

They faidthey were an hungry, figh'd forth Proverbs

That Hunger broke ftone walls: that dogs muft eat

That meat was made for mouths. That the gods fent not

Com for the Rich men only : With thefe fhreds

They vented their Complainings, which being anfwet'iJ

And a petition granted them, a ftrange one.

To break the heart of gene rohty,

And make bold power look pale, they threw their caps

As they would hang them on the horns a'th' Moon,
Shooting their Emulation.

Men. What is granted them ?

Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdoms
Of their own choice. One's Junius Bnnwy
Sictniut i/thnHs, and I know not. Sdcath,

\ The
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The rabble Aiould have firft unroo'ft the City

Ere fo prevail'd with me ; it will in time

Win upon power, and throw forth greater Themes

For Infurreaions arguing.

Mencn. This isftrange.

Mar. Go get you home you Fragments.

Enttr a Meffenger hafiilj.

Me[. Where's Cains Martms ?

Mar. Here : whaiJ the matter ?

Mef. The news is fir, the Volcies are in Arms.

Mar. I am glad on't, then we Aiall ha means to vent

Our mufty fuperfluity. See our beft Elders.

Enter Slcinius Feinths, Annim Brutus CominiuJ, Titus

LartlttSy t»ith other Senatours.

I Se». Martius ti$ true, that you have Utely told US,

The Volcies are in Arms.

Mar. They have a Leader,

Tftllus /luffidiHs that will put you coo't

:

I fin in envying his Nobility

:

Atid were I any thing but whatl am,

I would wifh me only he.

Com. You have fought together .?

Mar. Were half to half the world by th'ears, snd he

Upon my party, Ide revolt to make
Onely my warres with him. He is a Lion

That I am proud to hunt.

I. StK. Then worthy Martius,

Attend upon Cominms to thefe Wars.

Com. It is your former promifc.

Mar. Sir it is.

And I am conftant : JitHt Lucius^ thou

Shalt fee me once more ftrike at TuUhs face.

What art thou ftiff ? Stand'ft out ?

Tit. No Cains MartiMS,

He lean upon one Crutch, and fight with tother

;

Ere ftay behind this Bufinefs.

Men . Oh true-bred.

Sen. Your company to'th'Capitol, where 1 know
Our greateft Friends attend us.

Tit. Lead you on : Follow ComniHSy we muft follow

you, right worthy you Priority.

Com. N oble Martius.

Sen. Hence to your homes, be gone.

Mar. Nay let them follow.

The Volcies have much Corn : take thcfe Rats thither,

To gnaw their Garners. WorjfhipfuU Mutiners,
Your valour puts well forth : Pray follow. Exeunt.

Citiz.e»sfteal awaj. Manent Sicin, and Brutus.

Sicio. Was ever manfo proud as is this Martius ?

Bru. He has no equal.

Sic. When we were chofcn Tribunes for the people—
Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes.

S\c. Nay, but his taunts.

^ru. Being mov'd, he will not fpare to gird the Gods.
Sic. Bemock the modeft Moon.
Bru. The prefent Warrs devour him, he is grown

Too proud to be fo valiant.

Sicin. Such a Nature, tickled with good fuccefs, dif-
dams the fiiadow which he treads on at noon, but I do
wonder, his infr^lence can brook to be commanded un-
der Comtnius }

Bru. Fame, at the which heayms,
In whom already he is well grac'd^ cannot
Better he held, nor more attain'd than by

A place below the firft : for what mifcarrics

Shall be the Generals fault, though he perform

To th'utmoft of a man, and giddy cenfurc

Will then cry out of Martius : Oh, if he

Had born the bufinefs.

Sic BefideSjifthingsgowcll,

Opinion that fo flicks on Martius, fhali

Of his dfemerits rob Cominius.

Bru. Come: half all Cominius Honors are lo Martius

Though Martiui earn'd them not- and all his faults

To Martiju fhall be Honors, though indeed

In ought he merit not.

Sic. Let's hence and hear

How the difpatch is made, and in what fafliion

More than his fingularityjhe goes

Upon this prefent Aftion.

Bru. Let's along. Extnnt.

Enter T»llut An^dins with Senators ofCerlolfU,

I Sen. So, your opinion is Aujfiiiutf

That they of Rome are entrcd in our Counfails,

And know how we proceed.

Auf. Is it not yours ?

Whatever hath been thought on in this State

That could be brought to bodily aft, ere Rome
Had circumvention > 'tis not four dayes gone
Since I heard thence, thcfe arc the words, I think

I have the Letter here : yes here it is;

They have preft a power, but it is not known
Whether for Eaft or Weft- the Dearth is great.

The people Mutinous: And it is rumour'd
Cominius^ Marttm yomold Enemy
( Who is of Rome worfe hated than of you )
And Tt(tu Lartiiu, a moft valiant Roman,
Thefe three lead on rhis Preparation

Whither 'tis bent : moft likely, 'tis for you

:

Confide r of it.

1 Sen. Our Armie's in the Field :

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready
Toanfwerus.

Auf. Nor did you think it folly.

To keep your grear pretences veird,till when
They needs miift fliew cbcmfelves,which in the hatching
It feem'd appear'd to Rome, By the difcovery.
We fhall be ftiortned in our aym, which was
To take in many Towns, ere (almoft ) Rome
Should know we are a-foot.

2 Sen. Noble Aujfditts ,

Take your commifTioa, hie you to your Bands,
Let us alone to guard Coriolus

If they fet down before 's : for the remove
Bring up your Army: but (I think) you'l find
Th'have not prepar'd for us.

Auf. o doubt not that,

I fpeak from certainties. Nay more.
Some parcels of their power are forth already,
And only hithcrward. Heave your Honors.
If we, and Caius Martius chance to meet,
'Tis fworn between us, we fhall ever ftrike

Till one can do no more.

All. The Gods alTift you.

Auf. And keep your Honors fafc.

1 Sen. Farewel.

2 Sen. FareweL
^//.Farewel, Exemmnes.

E»ter
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Enter VolumnU and l^irgUia.niOther and wife to Martifit

They [et them doryn on two hiv flotlt audfotv.

yoltt. I pwy you daughter ling, or exprefs yourfelf

in a more comiortable fort : Ifmy Son were my Huf-

band,I (l^oiild freelier reJoyce in that abfence wherein he

wonn Hoiior, than in theembracements of his Bed ,

where he fhould fhow moft love. When yet he was but

tender-bodied, and the only Son of my womb; when

youth with comlinefspluck'd all gaze his way; when

for a day of Kings entreaties , a Mother Hiould not fell

him an hour from her beholding, I confidering how Ho-

nour would become fuch a perfon, that it was no better

than Pi£lure-like to hang by th'wall, if renown made it

not i^irr, was pleas'd to let him feek danger, where he

wjs like to find fame : To a cruel Warr I fent him, from

whence he recuru'd, his brows bound with Oak, I tell

thee Daughter, I fprang not more in joy at firft hearing

he was a Man-child, than now in firft feeing he had pro-

ved himfelf a man.

T/r^. ButhadhediedintheBulinefs Madam, how
then?

l^olum. Then his good report fliouldhave been my
Son , I therein would have found ilTue. Here me pro-

fefs fincerily , had I a dozen fons each in my love alike

,

and none lefs dear than thine, and my good Martlw, I

had rather had eleven dye Nobly for their Countrey,than

one voluptuoufly furfet out of Aftion.

Enter a GentUwomai.

Gent. Madam, the Lady (Valeria is come to vifit you.

^»>|. Bcfeech you give me leave to retire my felf.

Volum. Indeed you (hall not

:

Me thinks, I hear hither your Husbands Drum .

Sec him pluck Auf^d'tHs down by th'hair

:

( As children from a Bear ) the Isoldes fhunning him

:

Me think, I fee him ftamp thus, and call thus.

Come on ye Cowards, you were got in fear

Though you were born in Rome ; his bloody brow
With his mail'd hand, then wiping, forth he goes

Like to a Harveft man, what's task'd to mote
Or all, or lofe his hire.

yirg. His bloudy Brow? Oh Jupiter^ no blood.

Volum. Away you Fool; it more becomes a man
Than gilt his Trophy. Thebreftsof Hecuba
VVlien llie did fuccle f/rffor, look'd not lovelier

Than HeBors forehead, when it fpit forth blood
At Grecian fwords Contending : ttWyaleria

We are fit to bid her welcome. Exit Gent.
Vir. Heavens blefs my Lord from felt ^»f(idius.

Vol. He'l beat Auffim head below his knee,

And tread upon his neck.

Enter yaUr'ta with an U(hery and a Gentlewoman.
Val. My Ladies both good day to you.

^o/. Sweet Madam. •

Vir. I am glad to fee your Ladyfliip.

Val. How de you both?You are manifeft houfe-keep-
ers. What are you fowinghere?. A fine fpot in good
faith. How does your little Son ?

K;r. I thank yourLady-fliip: Well good Madam.
yoh He had rather fee the fwords, and hear a Drum ,

than look upon his Scboolmafter.

^al A my word the Fathers Son : He fwear 'tis a

very pretty boy. Amytroth,Ilook'd uponhim a vfed-

nefdaj halfaohour together: ha's fuch a confiim'd coun.

tcnance.I faw him run after a gilded Butterfly,and when
he caught it, he let it go again, and after it again, and o-

ver and over hecomes,and up again: catcht it again : or

whether his fall enrag'd him,or how 'twas, he did fofet

his teeth,, and tsar It. Oh,I warrant how he tnammockt
it.

f^ol. One on's Father* moods.

f^al. Indeed la, 'tis a noble child.

f^irg. A Crack Madam.
f^at. Come, lay afide your flitchery , I muft have you

play the idle Hufwife with me this after noon.

f^rg. No ( good Madam )
Iwillnot outofdorcs.

f^al. Not outof dores ?

ro/«w. She Ihall, file Oiall.

f^ir. Indeed no, by your patience ; He not over the

threfliold, till my Lord return from the Wars.
f^al. Fie, you confine yourfelf moft unreafonably:

Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady (hat lies in.

f^irg. I will wifh her fpeedy ftrength , and vifit her

with my prayers : but I cannot go thither.

yolufif. Why I pray you?

yirg. 'Tis not to fave labour, nor that I want love.

yal. You would be another Penelope: yet they fay ,all

the yarn fhe fpun in /^/;jff/ abfence, did but fill /ihaca

full of Mothes.Come,! would your Carabrick werefen-
fible as your finger, that you might leave pricking it for

pitty. Come you fhall go with us.

yirg. No good Madam,pardon me, indeed I will not

forth.

yal. In truth la go with me, and lie tell you excellent

news of your Husband.
yir. Oh good Madam, there can be none yet.

f^al. Venly I do not jeft with you : there came news
from him laft night.

yir. Indeed Madam?
yal. In earneft it's true; I heard a Senatour fpeak it.

Thus it is:the Volcies have an Army forth,againft whom
Com'tniM the General is gone, with one part of our Ro-
man power. Your Lord,and 77f«i L4r';/«/,arefet down
before their City CenWrfr, they nothing doubt prevail-

ing , and to make it brief Wars. This is true on mine
Honor,and fo I pray go with us.

Vtr. Give me excufe good Madam, I will obey you In

every thing hereafter.

^ol. Let her alone Lady, as (he is now :

She will but difeafe our better mirth.

yal. In troth I think Ihe would :

Fare you well then. Come good fweet Lady.

Prithee yirgUia turn thy foletnnefs out 2 dore,

And go along with us.

yirg. No
At a word Madam-, indeed I muft not,

I wifh you much mirth.

ytif. Well, then Farewel. Exeunt Ladies

Enter Martlut, Tittu Lartim, with Drum and Ca-
lours y-with Captains and Souldiers, ai

before the City Coriolus : ta them

4 Meffenger.

Mart. Yonder comes News

:

A Wager they have met.

bar. My horfe to yours, no.

Mar. "Tisdonc.

Lar. Agreed.

Mar,
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Mar. Say, ha's our General met the Enemy ?

M<jf. They lye irt view, but have not fpoke as yet.

Lart. So, the good horfe is mine.

Af<frf. He buy him of you.

i^r.NojIle not fell, nor give him;Lend him you I wil

For half a hundred years ; Summon the Town.

Mar. How farroff lies thefe Armies f

Mc^. Within this mile and half.

AT.ir.Thenl'hall we hear their Larum,and they Ours.

Now Mars^ I prithee make us quick in work,

That we with fmoaking fwords -may march from hence

To help our fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blalt.

Tht) Sonni. a Parley : E»tir tvro Senators with others en

the PValls ofCoriolsii.

TuUw Auffidius, is he within your Walls ?

I Senat. Ko, nor a man thai fears you lefs than he,

That's lefler than a little

:

Drum a far ojf.

Hcark,ourDrums

Are bringing forth our youth : We'l break our Walls

Rather than they fluU pound us up,our Gates,

Which yet feem (hut, we have but pin'd with Rufhes

,

rhey'I open of themfelvcs. Hark you farr off

AUrumfarr off.

There is Aujfiiius. Lift what work he makes

Amonglt your cloven Army.

Mar. Oh they are at it.

Lar. Their noifc be our inftru6lion. Ladders hoe,

Enttr the Army of the f^olcles.

Mar. They fear us not , but ifTuc fon:h thei r City.

Now put your Shields before your hearts, and fight

With liearts more proof than Shields.

Advance brave Titusy

They do difdain us much beyond our Thoughts,

Which makes me fweat with wraih.Com on ray fellows

He that retires, He take him for a yoUity

And he fliall feel mine edge.

AlarumJ the Romans are beat back^ to their Trenches.

Enter Martitu Curfng.

Mar. All the contagion of the Sourff, light on you,

You fhames of Rome : you Herd of Biles and Plagues
Plaifter you o're, that you maybe abhorr'd

Farther than feen, and one infe<ft another

Againrt the Wind a mile : you fouls of Geefe,

That bear the fhapes of men, how have you run

From Slaves, that Apes would beat? Pluto and Hell,

All hurt behmd, backs red, and faces pale

With flight and agued fear.' mend and charge home,
Or by the fiires of heaven, lie leave the Foe,
And make my Warrs on you: Look to't: Come on

,

If you'l ftand fait, we'l beat them to their Wives
,

As they us to our Trenches followed.

Another Alarum^ and, Martmifolloves them to

thegates
f and is (hut in.

So, now the gates are ope: now prove good Seconds,
'Tis for the followers, Fortune widens them,
Not for the flyers : Mark me, and do the like.

Enter the Gates.

1 Sol. Fool-hardinefs,not I.

2 So . Nor I.

I Sol See they have fliut him in. Alarum continues.

All. To th'pot 1 warrant him. Snter Titm Lartiuj.
Tit. What is become ofMartm ?

All. Shin (sir) doubtlefs.

I Sol. Following the Flyers at the very heels.

With them he enters ; who upon the fodyn

Clapt to their Gates: he is himfelf alone,

To anfwer all the City.

L<»r, Oh Noble Fellow!

Who fenfibly out-darcs his fencelefs Sword,

And when it bows, fland'lt, up-' Thou art left Martins ,

A Carbuncle intire, as big as thou art,

Were not fo rich a jewel. Thou was'c a Souldier

Even to Cahes wiln, not fierce and terrible

Only in ftrokes, but with thy grim looks, and

The Thunder-like percufTion of thy founds

Thou mad'ft thine enemies fhake, as if the World
Were fcavorous, and did tremble.

Enter Martins bleedings ajfanltcd bj the Enemy.
1 Sol. Look Sir.

Laf. O'tis Martins.

Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike.

Thejfghty and all enter the Citj.

Enter certain Romans with [foils.

1 Rom. This will I carry to Rorrve.

2 Rom. And I this.

3 Rom. A Murrain on't,I took this for Silver. F««»f.

AUrum continues Hill a farr off.

Enter Martius^ and Titus with a Trumpet.

Mar. See here thefe movers,that do prize their hours

At acrack'd Drachme : Culhtons, Leaden Spoons
,

Irons of a Doit, Dublets that Hangmen would
Bury with thofe that wore them, Thefe bafe (laves,

Ere yet the fight be done, pack up, down with them.

And hark, what noife the GeneraJ makes: To him,

There is the man of my fouls hate, AuffidiuSf

Peircing our Romans : Then Valianr Titus take

Convenient Numbers to make good the City,

Whil'd I with thofe chat have the fpirii, will hafte

To help Cominins,

Lar. Worthy Sir, thou blecd'ft,

Thy exercife hath been too violent ,

For a fecond courfe of Fight.

Mar. Sir, praife me not

:

My work hath yet not warm'd me. Fare you well

:

The blood I drop, is rather Phyfical

Than dangerous to me. To Auffidius thus, I will appear

Lar. Now the fair Goddefs Fortune, (and hght.

Pall deep in love with thee, and her great charms
Mifguide thy Oppofers fwords, Bold Gentleman :

Profperity be thy Page.

Mar. Thy Friend no lefs,

Than thofe me placeth higheft : So farewel.

Lar. Thou worthicft Martiusy

Go found thy Trumpet in the Market place.

Call thither all the Officers a'th" Town,
Where they Oiall know our mind. Away. Exeunt.

Enter Comin'iM at it were in retire, withfouldiers.

Cow. Breath you my friends,wdl fought, we arc come
Like Romans, neitherfoolifh in our Hands, ( off

Nor Cowardly in retire : Believe me Sirs ,

We flial 1 be charg'd again. Whiles we have ftrook

By interims and conveying gufts, we have heard

The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods,
Lead their fucceffes, as we wifh our own

,

That both our powers,with fmiling Fronts eucountring.

May give you thankful Sacrifice. Thy News ?

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. The Citizens of Coriolus have iffued.

And given to Lartitu and to Martiax Battel.

I law
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I faw our party to their Trenches driven,

And then I came away.

Com. Though thou fpeakeft truth,

Me thinks thou fpeak'lt not well. How long is't fince

;

Mef. Above an hour, my Lord.

Com. 'Tis not a mile : briefly we heard their drums.

How could'ft thou in a mile confound an hour

,

And bring thy News fo late ?

Mef. Spies of the (^oleics

Held me in chace, that I was forc'd to wheel

Three or four miles about, elfc had I fir

Half an hour fince brought my report.

Enter Martins,

Com. Wbofc yonder,

That does appear as he were Flead ? O Gods,

He has the ftamp of Martinty and I have

Before time feen him thus.

Mar. Cornel too late *

Cow.Thc Shepherd knows not Thunder from a Taber,

More than I know the found of Martitu Tongue

From every meaner man.

Mar. Come I too late ?

Com. I, if you come not in the blood of others,

But mantled in your own.

Mar. Oh .' let me clipye

In Arms as found,as when I woo'd in heart;

As merry, as when our Nuptial day was done,

And Tapers burnt to Bedward.

C#w.Hower of Warriors,how is't with Titus Lan'tHs}

Mar. As with a man bufied about decrees ••

Condemning fome to death, and fomc to exile
,

Ranfoming him, or pitty ing, threatning th' other;

Holding C»r;e/«; in the name of Rome,
Even like a fawning Grey hoiind in the Lcafli,

To let him flip at will.

Com. Wiiere is that Slave,

Which told nie they had beat you to your Trenches ?

Where is he ? Call him hither.

Mar. Let him alone,

He did inform the truth : but for our Gentlemen,

The common file, fa plague Tribunes for them )

The Moiifc ne'r fliuon'd the Cat, as they did budge

From Rafcals worfe than they.

Com. But how prevail *d you ?

Mar. Will the time fcrve to tell? I do not think :

Where is the enemy? Are you Lords a'th' Field ?

If not, why ceafe you till ypu are fo ?

Com. Martitts we have at difadvantage fought.

And did retire to win our purpofe.

Mar. How lies their battel? Know you on what fide

They have plac'd their men of truft ?

Com. As I guefs Martins^

Their Bands I'th' Vaward are the Ancients

Of their belt truft : O're them Au^dms^
Their very heart of Hope.

^<ir. I dobefeech you.

By all the Battels wherein we have fought,

By th'Blood we have (hed together,

By th'Vows we have made

To endure Friends, that you direftty fct me
Aoainft AH0tMS.,^\\^i\(\s Antiatt,

And that you not delay the prefent ( but

Filling the air with Swords advanc'd) and Darts,

We prove this very hour.

Com. Though I could willi.

You were conducted to a gentle Bath,
And Balms applyed to you, yet dare I never
Deny your asking, take your choice of thofc
That beft can aid your aftion.

Mar. Thofe are they

That moft are willing ; if any fuch be here

;

C As ic were fin to doubt ) that love this paintin<»

Wherein you fee me fmear'd, if any fear

Leffer his pcrfon, than an ill report

:

If any think, brave death out-weighs bad life

,

And that his Countries dearer than himfelf.

Let him alone : or fo many fo minded.
Wave thus to exprcfs his djfpofition.

And follow Mart'mi.

Thty all jhouty and wave their [words, take h'm ng in their

Armsy and cafi up their Cafs.
Oh me alone, make you a fword ofme t

If thefe (hews be not outward, which of you
But is four Volcles? None of you, but is

Able to bear againft the great Auffidius

A Shield, as hard as his. A certain number

( Though thanks to all) muft I fclcd from all

:

The reft Hiall bear the biifincfs in fome other fight

( As caufe will be obey'd: )plcafe you to march.
And four fliall ouickly draw out my Command,
Which men are beft inclin'd.

C»m. March on my Fellows

:

Make good this oftentation, and you fhall

Divide in all , with us. Exeunt.

TitHi Lart'iHi, having fet a guard upon Corioltss
, £rint

mth Drum and Trumpet toward Cominiur, gndCaimt
Martiuiy Enters with a Lientenant, other SouUitrt ,

and a Scaut.

Lar. So, let the Ports be guarded; keep your Duties
As I have fet them down. If I defend, difpatch

Thofc Centuries to our aid, the reft will lerve

For a (hort holding; if we lofe the Field,

We cannot keep the Town.
Litu. Fear not our care Sir.

Lar. Hence; and lliut your gates upon's

:

Our Guidet come,toth'Roman Campconduft us.EatiV.

Alarum as in Battel.

Enter Martiut and Auffidius at feveral dtort.

Mar. He fight with none but thee, for I debate thee

Worfe than a Promifc-breakcr.

Auf. We hate alike :

Not Afrik owns a Serpent I abhort

More than thy Fame and Envy ; Fix tliy foot.

Mar. Let the firft Budger die the others Slave,

And the Gods doom him after.

Auf. If I flie Martins, hollow me like a Hate.

Mar. Within thefe three hours TuUms

Alone I fought in your Coriolns walls.

And nude what work I pleas'd : 'Tis not my blood

Wherein thou feeft me maskt, for thy Revenge

Wrench up thy power to th'higbeft.

Auf. Wer't thou the Ht^tr^

That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny,

Thou (hould'ft not fcape me here.

Here they fighty and certain Vtlciet come in the «U »f

AufJ. Martiusfights till thej he driven in brtatbltfs.

Officious and not valiant, you have Iham'd mc
In your condemned Seconds.
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Fleurilh. yilarum, A Rttriat u founied. Enter at

one "Dtre Cominiusy rvith the Romans : At
Another "Dere M/irtiuSfVithhis

Arm in a ScAvf.

Com. If I (hould tell thee o're this thy days work,

Thou'c not believe thy deeds .' but He report it

,

Where Senators fhall mingle tears with fmiles,

Where great Patricians fliall attend, and (hrug,

I'th'end admire : where Ladies fliall be frighted.

And oladly quak'd, hear more: where the dull Tribunes,

Ttat with the fufty Plebeans, hate thine Honors,

Shall fay againft their hearts. We thank the Gods

Our Rome hath fuch a Souldier.

Yet cam'ft thou to a Morfel of this Feaft,

Having fully din'd before.

Enter Titus vtith his Poner
, from the Purfnte.

Titus Lartius. Oh General :

Here is the Steed,we the Capatifon :

Hadft thou beheld

Mar. Pray now, no more :

My Mother, who ha's a Charter to extoll her blood,

When (he do's praife me, grieves me :

I have done as you have done, that's what I can,

Induc'd as you have been, that's for my Country :

He that has but efFe£led his good will,

Hath overta'n mine Aft.

Com. You (hall not be the Grave of your dcferving

,

Rome muft know the value of her own

:

'Tvvere a Concealment worfe than a Thefc,

No lefs than a Traducement,

To hide your doings, and to filcnce that,

Which to the fpirc, and top of praifes vouCh'd,

Would feembutmodcft: therefore i befcech you,

In fign of what you arc, not to reward

What you have done, before our Army hear me.

Mar. I have fomc wounds upon me, and they fmart

To hear themfelves remembrcd.

Com. Should they not

:

Well might they feftet "gainft Ingratitude,

Andtentthemfelves with death: of all the Horfes,

Whereof we haveta'n good, and good ftore of all.

The Treafurt in this field atchiev'd, and City,

We render you the Tenth, to hi ta'n forth,

Before the common diftribution,

At your only choice.

Mar. 1 thank you General

:

But cannot make my heart confent to take

A Bribe, to pay my Sword : I do refufe it,

Andftand upon my common part with thofe,

That have beheld the doing.

AUngfloHrifh. They all crj/^Martiut, Martlus,
faft Kp their Cttfs ani Lannces: Ctmlnins

And L*rtitufiani barf.

Mif. May thefe fame Inftruments,which youprophane,
Never found more: when Drums and Trumpets ft^al 1

I'th'field prove flattarers,let Courts and Cities be
Made of ajl falfe-fac'd foothing :

When Steel grows foft, as the Parafites Silk,

Let him be made an Overture for th' wars

:

No more I fay, for that I have not wafh'd

I

My Nofc that bled, or foil'd fom;; debile wretch,

Which without note, here's many elfc have done.

You fhoot me forth in acclamations hyperbolical.

As if I lov'd my little fhould be dieted

In praifes, Ciwc'ft with Lies.

Com. Too modeltare you :

More cruel to your good report, than grateful

To us, that give you truly : by your patience

,

If againft your felf you be incens'd, we'l put you

( Like one that means his proper harm ) in Manacles

,

"Then reafon fafely with you: Therefoic be it known,
As to us, to all the world, that Caitu Martitu

Wears this wars garland : in token of the which,

My noble Steed, knowuto the Camp, I give him,
With all his trim belonging, and from this time.

For what he did before Coriolus^aW him;

With all th'applaufc and clamor of the Hoafl-,

Martins Cains Coriolanus.Bci: th'addition Nobly ever ?

Fleurifh. Trnmpets found, and Drttmt.

Ontnes. Martins Caius Coriolarms.

Mar. I will go wafK :

And when my Face is fair, you fhall perceive

Whether I blufh, or no : howbcit,! thjnk you.

I mean to ftride your Steed, and at all times

To under-crefl your good Addition,

To th'fairnefsof my power.
Com. So, to our Tent

:

Where ere we do repofe us, we will write

To Rome of our fuccefs : you Tittu Lartists

Mufl to Coriolus back, fend us to Rome
The beft, with whom we may articulate,

For their own good, and ours.

Lar. I fhall, my Lord.

Mar. The Gods begin to mock me :

I that nowrefus'd molt Princely gifts.

Am bound to beg of my Lord General.

Com. Tak't, *tis yours : what is'c ?

Mar, I fomctime lay here in Corioln/^

At a poor mans houfc : he us'd me kindly.

He cry'd to me : I faw him Prifoncr

:

But then Anffidius was within my view.

And wrath o're-whelm'd my pitty : I requcft you

To give my poor Hoft freedom.

( om. oh well begg'd

:

VVcrc he the Botcher of my Son, he fhould

Be free as is the wind: deliver him,Tif«;'.

Lmtx. Martins >S\.% Name.
Mar. By Jnpiter forgot

:

I am weary, yea my memory is tyr'd :

Have we no wine here ?

Com. Go we to our Tent

:

The blood upon your Vifage dries, 'tis time

I I (hould be lookt too : come. Exeunt.

A fiourifh. Cornets. Enter Tullus Anffdiitt

ttood)^ rritb two w three Stuliitrs.

Aaf. The Town is ta'n.

Soul. 'Twill be dcliver'd back on good Condition.

Auf. Condition ?

1 would I were a Roman, for I cannot,

Being a l^elcie^ be, that I am. Condition ?

What good Condition can a Treaty find

I'th'part that is at mercy ? five times, Martins,

I have fought with thee ; fo often hafl thou beat me

.

And would'ft do fo, I think, (hould wc encounter

As
I I

- II mi - mm m III J



The Tragedy of Qoriolanus, ^^6
And ofren as we ear. By the Elements,

If ere again I naeet him beard to beard,

He's mine, or I am his : Mine Emulation

Harh not that honor In't it had : For where

I thought to crufli him in an equal Force,

True Sword to Sword •• He potch at him fomc way,

Or writh, or Craft may get him.

5o/. He's the devil.

>i*(/.Bolder,thoiigh not fo fubtle:my valor's poifon d,

With only fuffcring ftain by him : for him

Shall flic out of It felf, not deep, nor fanauary.

Being naked, fick ; norPhane, nor Capitol,

ThePrayersofPriefts, nor timesof Sacrifice :

Embarquements all of Fury, fhall lift up

Their rotten Privilege, aiid Cuftom 'gainft

My hate to Martins. Where I find him, were it

At home, upon my brothers Guard, even there

Againft the hofpitable Canon, would I

Wafli my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th'City,

Learn how 'lis held, and what they ate that muft

Be Hoftages for Rome.
Sol. Will not you go.?

yluf, I am attended at the Cyprus grove. I pray you

( 'Tis South the City Mill) bring me word thither

How the world goes : that to the pace of it

I may fpurron my journey.

Sol. I (hall fir.

Actus Secundus

Enter Mtnemtts rvith the tvco Tribunes »f the

feopleySiciniui and Bruttu.

Men. The Augurer tells me, we fluU have news to

night.

Brn. Good or bad .'

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people , for

they love not Martim.

Sittn. Nature teaches Hearts to know their Friends.

Met. Pray you, who does the Wolf love ?

Sicin. The Lamb.

/1/r«.I, to devour him.as the hungry Plebeians would

the Noble Martins.

Brtt. He's a Lamb indeed, that baes like a Bear.

Men. He's 3 bear indeed, that lives like a Lamb.

You two are old men, tell me one thing that! (hall ask

you.

Both. Well fir.

Men. In whar enormity is M^rttHs poor ir\. that you

two have not in abundance ?

Bru, He's poor in noonefault,butftor'd with alt.

Skin. Efpecially in Pride.

BrH. And topping all others in bo.ift.

Men. This is (Irange now : Do you two know , how
you are cenfured here in the City, 1 mean of us a'th'nght

hand File, do you?

Bru. Why? how are we cenfured ?

y^Yfw. Becaufc you talk of Pride now , will you not

be angry ?

Bo()!>. Well, well fir, well.

Men. Why 'tis no great matter; for a very little thief

ofOccafion, will rob you of a great deal of Patience .

G/ve your difpofitions the reins , and be angry at your
pleafurcs far the !caft)if youtake it is apleaiure to you,
in being fo

;
you blame Martitu for being proud.

Brut. We do it not alone, fir.

Men. I know you can do very little alone , for your
helpsarc many, or eife you rations would grow won-
drous fingle : your abilities arc too Infant-likc, for dom^
much alone. You talk of Pride; Oh, that you could turn
your eyes toward the Napes of your necks, and make
but an interiour furvcy of your good felvcs. Oh that you
could .'

Bath. What then fir >

Men. Why then you fliould difcovcr a brace of un-
meriting, proud, violent, te(^y Magilirates (alias Fools)
as any in Rome.

Sicin. MenemMt^you are known well enough too.

Men. I am known to be a humorous Patriiian , and
one that loves a cup ofhot Wmc .with not a drop of alay-
ing Tiber in't: Said,to be foir.ething imperfect in favou-
ring the firit complaint, hafty and Tinder-like upon , to

trivial motion: One, that converfes more with the But-
tock of the night , than with the forehead of the mor-
ning. What I think I utter, and fpcnd my malice in my
breath. Meeting two fuch Weals-men as you arcCI can-
not call your LtcurgH^et )\i the drink you give me,touch
.my Palat adverfly.I make a crooked face at it. I can fay,

your Worfhips have deliver'd rhe matter well , when
I find the Afs in compound , with the Major part of

yourfyliables. And though I muft be content to bear
with thofe, that fay you are reverend grave, yet they lye

deadly, that tell you have good faces ; if you fee this in

the M.ip of my Microcofm , follows it that I am known
well enough too? What harm can your beefom Con-
fpeduities glean out of this Charaiftcr , if I be known
well enough too.?

Bru, Come fir come, we know you well enough.
Men. You know neither me

,
your felves , nor any

thing : you are ambirious , for poor knaves caps and
legs : you wear out a good wholefomc Fore-noon , in

hearing a caufe between an Orendge wife, and a Forfcc-

(eller, and then rejourn the Controverfie of three-pence
to a fecond day of Audience. When you are hearing a

matter between party and party , if you chance to be
pinch'd with the Collick-: you make faces like Mu.m-
mers , fct up the bloody Flagg againll all Patience, and
in roaring for a Chamber pot , difmifs the Controverfie

bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing : All the

peace you make m their Caufe.is calling both the parties

Knaves. You are a pair of ftrange ones.

.Br». Come, come, you are well underftood to be a

perfefter gybcr for the Table, than a ncceffary Bencher
in the Capitol.

Men. Our very Priefts mull become Mockers, if they

fhall encounter fuch ridiculous Subjefts as you are,whcn

you fpcak belt unto the purpofc. It is not worth the

wagging of your Beards, and your Beards deferve not fo

honourable a grave, as to ftuff a Botchers Culhion,or to

be mtomb'd m an Affes Pack-Caddie ; yet you muft be

faying, Martins is proud : who in a cheap dlimation.is

worth all your predeccffors fince Ofi«-4//B«,though per-

advcnture fomc of the belt of *em were hcrcdiury hang-

men. God den to your Worl'htps,more of your convcr-

fation would I nfcift my brain, being the Heardfmen of

the Bcaftly Ple'jeians.I will be bold to take my leave of

you.

Brutus^ ani Slclnius. A^iit^
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and I thank thee

Enter rotutffnia ani VaUrU.

How now ( my as Fair as Noble) Ladies, and the Moon

were fhe Earthly, no Nobler ; whither do you follow

your Eyes fofiaft?
.

Vohm. Honorable Menenius, my Boy MArttus appro-

ches : for the loveof J««o let's go.

Me>ie». Ha> Marttus cotnming home ?

rolum. I, worthy /l/*»f»/«/,and with moft profperous

approbation.

Mcnett. Take my Cap Jupiter

hoo, Martins comming home .'

2L<i/^(«.Nay,*tistrue. ,- , ^ . u
f^olum. Look, here's a Letter from him,the State hath

another, his Wife another, and ( 1 think ) there's one at

home for you.

Meneti. I will make my very houfe reel to night:

A Letter for me?
rtrgil. Yes certain, there's a Letter for you,, I faw t.

Mnen. A Letter for me? it gives me an Eftate of fe-

ven years health; in which time , I will make a Lip at

the Phyfician-.The moft foveraignPrefcription m Galen,

is but Empericktique ; and to thisPrefetvative,ofno

better report than a Horfe-drench. Is he not wounded ?

he was wont to come home wounded ?

yirgil. Oh no, no, no

rohm. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the gods for't.

/T/w.r». So do 1 too, if it be not too much: brings a

Viftorie in his Pocket ? the wounds become him.

Folum, On's Brows : Menimus^ he comes the third

time home with the Oaken Garland.

Menen. Ha's he difciplin'd >4«jg'I</i»« found! y ?

Volum. Titm Lartm writcs,they fought together,but

^i^jjidm got ofF.

Me)ten. And 'twas time for him too, He warrant him

that: and he had ftay'd by him, 1 would not have been fo

fiddious'd , for all the Chefts in Coriolm ^ and the Gold

that's ui them. Is the Senate polfcft of this ?

^olum. Good Ladies let's go. Yes, yes, yes : The

Senate ha's Letters from the General, wherein he gives

I ray Son the whole Name of the Warr, he hath in this

Aftion out done his former deeds doubly.

Faler. In troth there's wondrous things fpoke of him.

Mcnen. Wondrous ? 1,1 warrant you, and not with-

out his true purchafing.

Virgil. The gods grant them true.

roluffr. True ? pow waw.
Mene.Tmc? Ilebefwornthey are true.- where is

he wounded, God fave your good Worfhips ? Martins

is comming home : he ha's more caufe to be proud :

where is he wounded ?

Vdlum. I'th'Sholder, and i'th'Ieft Arm: there will be

large Cicatrices to fliew the People,when he ftiall ftand

for his placeihe received in the repulfe of Tarquln feven

hurts i'th'Body.

Men. One i'th'Neck,and two i'th' Thigh, there's nine
that I know.

Folum. He had, before this laft Expedition , twenty
five Wounds upon him.

y^<r«. Now it's twenty feven, every gafh was an E-
nemies Grave. Heark, the Trumpets.

A (hout^ and Flourifh.
r»lum. Thefe are the UihersoiMartlut :

Before him, he carries Noifc
;

And behind him, he leaves Tears

:

Death, that dark Spirit, in's nervy Arm doth lye.

Which being advanc'd, declines, and then men dye.

A Sonet. Trtmpets Jonni.

Enter Comniui the General, and Tlttu Lartim: between

them CoriolanHt, crownd with «n Oaken

CaxUni, with Captsins and Sml.

ditrs, and a Herauld.

Hera. Know Rome, that all alone Martins did fight

Within Coriolus Gates : where he hath wonn.

With Fame, a Name to Martiw Caius

:

Thefe in honor follows Martius Cains, Coriolannt.

Welcome to Rome, renowned Corivlanus.

Sound, Flourish.

All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanuf.

Corto. No more of this, it does offend my heart* pray

now no more.

Cont. Look, Sir, your Mother.

Corio. Oh / you have, I know, petitioned all the gods

for my profpe rity

.

Kneels.

Volum. Nay, mygoodSouldier,up:

My gentle A/<irfi«, worthy Caius,

And by deed-atchieving Honor newly nam'd,

What is it ( Coriolanus ) muft I call thee ?

But oh, thy Wife.

Corio. My gracious filence, hail

:

Would'ft thou have laugh 'd, had I come Coffin'd home,

That weep'ft to fee me triumph ? Ah my dear,

Such eyes the Widows in Coriolus wear,

And Mothers that lack Sons.

Men. Now the gods Crown thee.

Com. And live you yet ? Oh my fwect Lady, pardon.
Volum, I know not where to turn.

j

Oh welcome home : and welcome General,

1 And y'are welcome all.

Men. A hundred thoufand Welcomes

:

I could weep, and I could laugh,

I am light, and heavy ; welcome :

A Curfe begin at very root on's heart,

That is not glad to fee thee.

You arc three , that Rome fhould dote on

:

Yet by the faith of men , we have

Some old Crab-trees here at home,
That will not be grafted to your Rellilh.

Yet welcome Warriors

:

We call a Nettle, but a Nettle
;

And the faults of fools, but folly.

Com. Ever right.

Cor. Mentnifts, ever, ever.

Hera. Give way there, and go on;

Cor. Your Hand, and yours ?

Ere in our own houfe I do fhade my head.

The good Patricians muft be vifited.

From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings,

But with them, change of honors.

Volum. I have lived.

To fee inherited my very Wifhes,

And the Buildings of my Fancy

:

Only there's one thing wanting.

Which ( I doubt not ) but our Rome.
Will caft upon thee.

Cor. Know, good Mother,

I had rather be their fervant in my way,
Than fway with them in theirs.

Cow. On, to the Capitol. Flourifh. Cornets

Exeunt in State j as before.

Enter
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Etiler Brutus and Sic'iHtut.

I To kindle their dry Stubble : and their BIzzc

Sh*U darken him forever.

Bru. All tongues fpcak of hini,and the bleared fights

Arc fpedtaclcd to fee hitn. Your pratling Nurfe

Into a rapture lets her Baby cry.

While (he chats him : the Kitchin MAlkjn piimS

Her richeft Lockram 'bout her rcechy neck,

Clambring the Walls to eye him :

Stalls, Bulks, Windows, are fmothet'd up.

Leads fill'd, and Ridges hors'd

With variable Complexions; all agreeing

In earneftnefs to fee him : feld-fhown Flamins

Do prefs 'mong the popular Throngs, and puff

To win a vulgar llation •" our veil'd Dames

Commit the Warr of White and Damask

In their nicely gawded Cheeks, to th'wanton fpoil

Of FhabKs burning Kifles .- fuch a poother ,

As if that whatfoever God, who leads him,

Were flily crept into his humane powers.

And gave him graceful pofture.

Sicin. On the fuddain, I warrant him Conful.

Bru. Then our Office may , during his power , go

fleep.

Ski. He cannot ternp'rately tranfport his honors.

From where he (hould begin, and end, but will

Lofe thofe he hath won.

Bru. In that there's comfort.

Sici. Doubt not,

The Commoners, for whom we ftand.but they

Upon their antient malice, will forget

With the lealt caufe, thefe his new honors.

Which that he will give ihem.make I as little queftion,

Ashe isproUdtodo'c

Sri*. Iheardhimfwear
Were he to ftand for Conful, never would he

Appear i'th' Market place, nor on him put

The Naples Veflute of humility.

Nor (hewing (as the manner is) his Wounds
To th'people, beg their ftinking Breaths.

Sicl. *Tis right

5r«. It was his word:

Oh he would mifs it, rather than arry it.

But by the fute of the Gentry to him.

And the defire of the Nobles.

Sicl. I wi(h no better, than havehim hold that por-

pofe, and to put it in execution.

Bru. Tis moft like he will.

Sici. It (hall be to him then, as our good wills, a fute

deftmftion.

Bru. SoitmuftfaUout

To him, or our Authorities, for an end.

We mull fuggcft the People, in what hatred

He ftill hath held them ; that to's nower he would

Have made them Mules, filenc'd tneir Pleaders,

And difproportioned their Freedoms; holding them.

In humane Adion, and Capacity,

Of no more Soul, nor fitnefs for the world.

Than Camels in their Warr, who have theit Provand

Only forbearing Burdicns, and fore blows

For finking under them.

Sici. This ( as you fay ) fuggefted.

At fome time, when his foaring infolcnce

Shall teach the People, which time (hall not want,

If he be put upon't, and that's as eaiie,

As to fct Doggs on Sheep, will be his fire

Enter * Mejfenger.

Bru. What's the matter >

Mef. You are fcnt for to the Capitol

:

'Tis thouglit, that Martiut (hall be Conful

:

I have feen the dumb men throng to fee him,

And the blind to hear him fpcak: Matrons flung Glovcj,

Ladies and Maids their Scarffs, and Handkcrchcrs ,

Upon him as he pafs'd : the Nobles bended

As to 'jwet Statue , and the Commons made
A Shower, and Thunder, with their Caps, and Shouts

:

I never faw the like.

BrM. Let's to the Capitol,

And carry with us ears and eyes for th'iimc.

But hearts for the event.

Sici. Have with you. Extutit.

Enter lift Officers^ to Iai Cufhltnt^ tu it ner*^

in the Cdfitol.

1 Off. Come, come, they arc almoll here: hov» many
ftand for Confulftnips *

2 Of. Three, they fay: but 'tis thought of every one
CorioUms will carry it.

1 Ojf.That's a brave fclloWjbut he's vengeance proud,

and loves not the common people.

2 Of. 'Faith, there hath been many great men that

have flatter'd the people,who ne'r loved themjand there

be many that they have loved,they know not wherefore.-

fo that if they love they know not why , they hate upon
no better a ground. Therefore, for Coriolama neither to

care whether they love, or hate him , manifefts the true

knowledge he ha's in their difpofition,and out of his No-
ble carelefnefs lets them plainly fee't.

1 Of. Ifhe did not care whether he had their love.or

no, he waved indifferently , 'twixt doing them neither

good, nor harm : but he fecks their hate with greater

devotion,than they can render it himjand leaves nothing

undanc,that may fully difcoverhim their oppo(ite.Now

to fcem to afFe6\ the malice and difpleafure of the Peo-
ple, is as bad, as that which he diflikes , to flatter them
for their love.

2 Of. He hath dcfcrvcd worthily ofhis Countrey,

And his afcent is not by fuch cafie decrees as thofe,who

having been fupple and courteous to the People , Bon-
netted.without any further deed,to have them at all into

their eftimaiion, and report : but he hath fo planted his

honors in their Eyes, and his aftions in their hearts,that

for their Tongues to be filcnt, and not confefs fo much j

wereakindofingrateful injury: to report otherwifc,

were a Malice,that giving it fclf the Lye, would pluck

reproof and rd)uke from every Ear that heard it*

1 Of. No more of him , he's a worthy man : make
way, tney arc comming.

ji Sonnet. Enter the Pdtricidni^ and the Triimittof

the PeopUy Liters hefore tbem^ Corioliviiu, Mt-
ntmtUy Cominitu the Conful : Sic'iniut and

Sruttutaks their fItKtt hj themfelvej:

CorulMout fldjUt.

Men. Having determin'd of the Volclet.,

And to fend for Tttm Ltrtim .- it remains.

As the main Point of this our afccr-meetii^,

E e e a To
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To gratifie his Noble fervice , that hath

Thus flood for his Country. Therefore pleafe you,

Moft reverend and grave Elders,to defire

The prefent Conful.and laft General,

III our well-found Succeffes, to report

A little of that-worthy Work perform'd

By Martiw Caitu Corlolanta : whom
We met here, both to thank, and to remember

With honors like himfelf-

I Sen. Speak good Commius

:

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think

Rather our ftates defcftive for requital,

Than we to ftretch it out. Mafters a'th'Peoplc,

We do requeft yourlcindeft ear , and after,

Your loving motion toward the common Body,

To yield what pafies here.

Slcitt, We are convented upon a pleafing Treaty,and

have hearts inclinable to honor and advance the Theam
ofourAflembly,

Brit. Which the rather we fhall be bleft to do, if he

remember a kinder value of the People, than he hath

hereto priz'd them at.

Men. That's off, that's off : I would you rather had

been filenc : Pleafe you to hear Commiiu fpeak ?

Bra. Moft willingly : but yet my Caution was more

pertinent than the rebuke you give it.

/Wf«. He loves your people , but tye him not to be

their Bedfellow : Worthy Comjnius fpeak.

Coriolamu rifes , and offers to go artMj.

Nay, keep your place.

Senat. Sir, Con'olanHfy nevet fliame to hc«
Whit you have Nobly done.

Carlo. Your honors pardon •"

I had rather have my Wounds to heal again.

Than hear fay how I got them.

Bru. Sir, I hope my words dis-bench'd you not f

Cor/o. No Sir : yet oft,

When blows have made me ftay, I fled from words.

You fpoth'd not, therefore hurt not : but your people,

I love rhcm as they weigh

Men. Pray now fit down.

Cerio.l bad rather have one fccatch my Head i'th'Sun,

When the Alarum were ftruck, than ixily fit

To hear my Nothings monfter'd. Exit CorwUnHS,

Men. Mafters of the People,

Your multiplying Spawn, how can he flatter >

That's thoufand to one good one, when you now fee

He had rather venture all his Limbs for honor.

Than one on's Ears to hear it. Proceed Cominius.

Com. I fliall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus

should not be utrer'd feebly : it is held.

ThatValour is the chiefeft Virtue, and

Moft dignifies the haver : if it be,

The man I fpeak of, cannot in the World
Be fingly eounter-poys'd. At fixteen years.

When Tarquin made a Head for Rome,he fought

Beyond the mark of others: our then Diftator,

Whom with all praife I point at, faw him fight,

When with hisAmazonian Chin he drove

The blizied Lips before him : he bcftrid

An ore-preft Roman, and i'tb'ConfuIs view
Slew three oppofers : Tarquint felf he met.
And ftruck him on his Knee : in that days feats.

When he might adl the woman in the Scene,
He prov'd beft man i'th'field, and for his meed
Was Brow-bound with the Oak. His Pup-I-agc

Man-eniredthus, be waited like a Sea,

And in the brunt of feventeen Battels fince.

He lurcht all Swords o'th'Garland : for this laft.

Before, and in Coriolus, lee me fay

I cannot fpeak him home : he ftopt the flyers.

And by his rare example made the Coward
Turn terror into fport : as Waves before

A Veflcl under fayl, fo mcnobey'd.

And fell below his Stem : his Sword (Deaths ftamp)

Where it did mark, it took from face to foot

:

He was a thine of Blood, whofc every motion
Was trimm a with dying Cries : alone he entrcd

The mortal Gate o'th'City, which he painted

With fhunlefs defamy ; aidlefs came off,

And with a fudden re-inforcement ftruck

Coriolus like a Planet : now all's this.

When by and by the din of Warr 'gan peircc

His ready fence , then ftraight his douoled fpitit

Requickned what in ftefti was fatigate.

And to the Battel came he , where he did

Run reeking o're the lives ofmen,aff if

'Twerea perpetual IpoyI ; and till wecall'd

Both field and City ours , he never ftood

To eafe his breft with painting.

Men. Worthy man.

Senat. He cannot but with meafure fit the honors

which we dcvife him.

Com. Our fpoyls he kickt at.

And look'd upon things precious, as they were

The common Muck o'th'World : he covets lefe

Than Mifery it felfwould give, rewards his deed-

With doing tbem, and is content

To fpend the time, to end it.

Men. He's right Noble, let him be call'd for.

Senat. Call CorioUnMS.

Off. He doth appear.

Enttr Coriolanus.

Men. The Senate, Coriolanusyiit, well picas 'd to make
thee Conful.

Corio. I do owe them ftill my life, and Services.

Men. It then remains , that you do fpeak to the

People.

Corio. I do befeech you,

Let me o're.teap that cuftom : for I cannot

Put on the Gown, ftand naked, and entreat them
For my Wounds fake, to give their fuffcrage

:

Pleafe you that I may pafs this doing.

Sicin. Sir, the people muft have their Voices,

Neither will they bate one jot of Ceremony.
Men. Put them not to'c

:

Pray you go fit you to the Cuftom,
And take to you, as your Ptedeceflbrs have.

Your honor with your form.

Corio^ It is a part that I fhall blufti in afting,

And mi^ht well be taken from the People.

Bru. Mark you that.

Corio. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus,

Shew them th'unaking Skarrs, which I fliouldhidcj

As if I had receiv'd them for the hire

Of their breath only.

Men. Do not ftand upon't

:

We recommend to you Tribunes of the People

Our purpofe to them, and to our N<^le Conful

Wilh we all Joy, and Honor.
Senat.
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S«»at. To Cofio/^w/come all joy and honof.

FtoHrijh Cornets,

Then Exeunt. MaHtt Sicinius and Brutut.

Brh. You fee how he intends to ufe the People,

Sic'm.May they percei ve's iment:he will require them

As if he did contemn what he requcfted.

Should be in them to give.

Bru. Corae, we I inform them

Of our proceedings here on th'Market place,

I know they do attend us.

Enter [even or eight Citiz,e»t.

1 CJ^ Once if he do require our voices , we ought

not to deny him.

2 Cit. We may Sir if we will.

J
Cit. We have power in our felves to do it, but it is

apower that we have no power to do J For, if he (hew

ushis wounds,andlclIushisdeeds, we arc to put our

tongues into thofe wounds, and fpeak for them: So if

he tell us his noble deeds,we muft alfo tell him our noble

acceptance of them.Ingratitude is monlirous.and for the

multitude to be inerateful , were to make a MonHcr of

the multitude; of trie which, we being members ,(liould

bring.our felves to be monftrous members.

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of a little

help will ferve : foronce we flood up about the Corn ,

hehimfclfftucknottocallus the many-headed Mul-

titude.

J
Cit. We have been call'd fo of many, not that our

heads are fome brown, fame black , fomc Abram, fome

bald; but that our wits are fo diverfly Colour'djand tru-

ly I think, if all our wits wete to iffue out of one Scull,

they would flye Eaft,Weft, Nortb.South, and their con-

fent of one direct way,(hould be at once to all the points

a'th'Compafs.

2 Cit. Think you fo .? Which way do you judge my
wit would flye>

J Cit. Nay yourwit will not fo foon out as another

mans will, 'tis ftton°ly wedg'd up in a blockhead : but

if it were at liberty, twould fure Southward.

2 Cit. Why that way ?

J
Cit. To lofc it felf in a Fogg , where being three

parts melted away with rotten Dews , the fourth would

return for Confcience fike, to help to get thee a Wife.

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks , you may,

you may.

J Cit. Are you all refolved to give your voices ? But

that's no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. If he

would incline to the People, there was never a worthier

man.
Enter CoriolanHi in agor»H of Hnmilitj, with

Menemus.

Here he comes, and in the Gown of humility, mark

his behaviour:we are not to ftay all togcther,but to come

by him where he ftaixis.by oncs,by twoes,and by threes.

He's to make his requefts by particulars, wherein every

one of us ha's a fmgle Honor , in giving him our own
voices with our own tongues, therefore follow mo and

lie diredt you how you fhall go by him.

All Content, content.

Aiei. oh Sir, you arc not right , have you not known
The worthiert men have don't ?

Cerio. What mult I fay, I pray Sir ?

plague upon't, I cannot brmg

My tongue to luch a pace. Look Sir, my wounds,

I got them in my Countries Service, when

Some certain of your Brethren roatd, and ran

From the noife of our own drums,

Men. Oh me the gods, you muft not fpeak of thir,

You muft defirc them to think upon you.

Corio. Think upon me ? Hang 'em,

I would they would forget me, like the Virtues

Which our Divines lofe by 'em.

Men. You'l marr all,

Uc leave you ; Pray you fpeak to 'em, I pray you
In wholefomc manner. Exit.

Enter three of the Citit^tnt.

Corio. Bid them wafh their Face?,

And keep their teeth clean : So here comes a brace,

You know the caufe (Sir) ofmy ftanding here.

J Cif. We do Sir, tell us what hath brought you to't.

Ctrit. Mine own dcfert.

a Cit. Your own defcrt ?

Corio. I, not mine own defirc.

3 Cit. How not your own defirc f

Cone. No Sir, 'twas never my defirc yet to trouble

the poor with begging.

3 Cit. You mult think if we give you any thing , we
hope to gain by you.

C»n». Well then I pray, your price a'th'ConfuUhip.

1 Cit. The price is, to ask it kindly.

Corio. Kindly fir, I pray let me ha't:I have wounds to

lliew you, which fhall be yours in private : your good
voice Sir, what fay you?

2 Cit. You fhall ha't worthy Sir.

Corio. A match Sir, there's in all two worthy voices

begg'd : I have your Almes, Adieu.

J Cit. But this is fomething odd.

2 Cit. And 'twere to give again : but 'tis no matter.

Exeunt. Enter tvto other Citit,tnt.

Corio. Pray you now , if it may ftand with the tune
of your voices, that I nuybcConful, I have here the

Cuftomary Gown.
I. You have defcrved Nobly of your Country, and

you have not defcrved Nobly.

Corio. Your itnigma?

I. You have been a fcourge to her enemies , you have

been a Rod to her Friends , you have not indeed loved

the Common People.

Corio. You fhould account me thcmore Virtuous,thit

I have not been common in my Love , I will fir flatter

my fworn Brother the People to earn a dearer eftima-

tionof them.'cis a condition they accountgentle:8t fincc

the wifdonncof their choice , is rather to have my hat

,

than my heart, 1 will practice the infinuating nod^ind be

off to them moft counterfitly, that is fir, I will counter-

fit the bewitchment of fome popular man , and give it

bountiful to the defircs : Therefore befcech you, I may
be Conful.

2 We hope to find you our friend: and therefore give

you our voices heaniJy.

I. You have received many wounds for your Coiin-

trey.

C*Tn. I will not Seal your knowledge with ihewing

them. I will make much of your voices , and fo trouble

you no farther.

Both^ The cods give you joy Sir heartily.

Corio. Moli fwcet Voices :

Better it is to dye, better to ftervc.

Than crave the hire, which hrfl we dodeferve.

Why in this Woolvtlli gown I'hoirtd I ftand here,

Tofc«g of Hob and Dick, that docs appear

Eec 3
Their
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Their htedlefs Vouches : Cuftom calls me to't :

What Cuftom wills in all things, ftiould we do't ?

The Duft on antique Time would lie unrwept.

And mountainous Error be too highly heapt,

For Truth to o're-peer. Rather tnan fool it fo,

Let the high Office and the H<MJor go.

To one that would do thus. I am half through.

The one part fuflFer'd, the other will I do.

Enter three CitUens more.

Here come more Voices.

Your Voices i for your Voices I have fought,

Watcht for your Voices .• for your Voices, Dear

Of Wounds, two dozen odd : Battels thrice fix

I have feen, and heard of : for your Voices,

Have done many things,fomc lefs, fome more

:

Your Voices ? indeed I would be Conful.

1 Cit. He has done Nobly , and cannot go without

any honeft mans Voice.

2 Cit. Therefore let him be Conful : die Gods give

him joy, and make him good friend to the people.

j4ll. Amen, Amen. God fave thee, Noble Conful.

Corio. Worthy Voices.

Enter Metteniuif with Bruttti-, atti Siclnlm.

Men, You have flood yourlimitation :

And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voice ,

Remains, that in th'Official Marks invefted.

You anon do meet the Senate.

Ctrio. Is this done ?

Sici. The Cuftom of Rcqueft you have difcharg'd

:

The People do admit you, and are fummon'd

To meet anon, i^n your approbation.

Cerio. Where ? at the Scnaterhoufc i

Sici. There, C»rW<i»>#/.

Cerio. May I change thefe Garments ?

Sicin. You may Sir.

Cori That lie ftraight do: and knowing my felf again

Repair to th'Senatc-houfe.

Men. lie keep you company. Will you along ?

Brit. We flay here for the People.

Sirin. Eire you well. Exettnt Coriol. uni Men,

He ha's it now : and by his Looks, me thinks

'TIS warm at's heart.

Bra. With a proud heart he wore his humb'e Weeds:

Will you difmifs the People ?

Enter the Plebeians.

Sici, How now,my Mafters,have you chofe this man?

1 Cit. He ha's our Voices, Sir.

Bru. We pray the Gods, he may dcfervc your loves.

a Cit. Amen, Sir : to my poor unworthy notice,

He mock'd us, when he bcgg'd our Voices.

3 Cit. Certainly he flowted us down-right.

1 Cit. No, 'tis his kind of fpcech.he did not mock us.

2 Cit. Not one amongft us/ave your felf, but fayes

Hcus'dusfcornfuUyi he fliould havefhew'd us

His Marks of Merit, Wounds recciv'd for's Countrey.

Sicia. Why fo he did, I am furc,

Ml. No,no; no manfaw 'cm.

5 Cit. He faid he had Wounds,
Which he could Ihew in private •"

And with his Hat, thus waving it in fcorn

,

I would be Conful, fayes he : aged Cuftom,
But by your Voices, will not fo permit me.
Your Voices therefore : when we granted that,

Here was, I thatik youforyour Voices, thank you

Your moft fweet Voices:now you have left your Voices
I have no further with you. Was not this mockery ?

Sicin. Why either were you ignorant to fee't ?

Or feeing it , of fuch Childifti friendlinefs.

To yield your Voices?

Bru. Could you not have told him.

As you were leffon'd ; When he had no Power,

But was a petty fervantto the State
,

He was Your Enemy, ever fpake againft

Your Liberties, and the Charters that you beat

I'th'Body ofthe Weal : and now arriving

A place of Potency, and fway o'th'Statc

If he ftiouldftill malignantly remain

Faft Foe to th'Plehijy your Voices might

Be Curfes to your felves. You (hould have faid.

That as his worthy deeds did claim no lefs

Than what he flood for .- fo his gracious nature

Would think upon you, for your Voices, and

Tranflate his Malice towards you, into Love,

Sunding your friendly Lord.

Sicin. Thus to have faid.

As you were fore-advis'd, had touchthis Spirit,

And try'd his inclination : from him pluckt.

Either his gracious Promife, which you might

As caufe had call'd you up, have held him to

;

Or elfe it would have gall'd his furly nature

;

Which eafily endures not Article,

Tying him to ought, fo putting him to Rage,
You mould have ta'n th'advantage of his Cholcr,

And pafs'd him unelcfted.

Brif. Did you perceive.

He did follicit you in free Contempt

,

When he did need your Loves : and do you think.

That his Contempt fliall not be bruifing to you.

When he hath power to crufli ? Why, had your Bodies

No heart among you ? Or had you Tongues, to cry

Againft the Reftorfliip of judgement ?

Sicin. Have you, ere now, deny'd the asker

:

And now again, of him that did not ask, but mock,
Beftow your fu'd-for Tongues ?

3 Cit. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet.

2 Cit. And will deny him :

He have five hundred Voices of that found.

I Cit.I twice five hundred,& their friendSjto piece 'cm.

^r«. Get you hence inftantly, and tell thofe friends.

They have chofe a Conful, that will from them uke
Their Liberties, make them of no more Voice

Than Doggs, that are as often beat for barking,

As therefore kept to dofo.

Sicin. Let them affemble : and on a fafer judgement.

All revoke your ignorant election : Enforce his Pride,

And his old Hate unto you : befides, forget not

With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed,
How in his Sute he fcorn'd you: but your Loves,

Thinking upon his Services, took from you

Th'apprehenfion ofhisprefent portance.

Which moft gibingly, ungravely, he did fafliion

After the inveterate Hate he bears you.

Bru. Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes,

That wc labour'd ( no impedimentbetween )
But that you muft caft your Ele<5tion on him.

Sici.Sif you chofe him,more after our commandment.

Than as guided by your own true affeilions, and that

Your minds pre-occupi'd with what you rather muft do

Than what you fliouid,made you againft the grain

To Voice him Conful. Lay the fault on us.

Brut,
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Bru. I, fpare us not : Say, we read Leaures to you,

How youngly he began to ferve his Country,

How long continued, and what ftock he fprings of.

The Noble houfc o'th'Afartianr. from whence came

That Aumt MdrtiutfNumaej Daughters Son :

Who after ereat Ho^ilius here was King,

Of thefame houfe PublmtMd Qnintas were,

That our beft Water, brought by Conduits hither,

And Nobly nam'd, fo twice being Cenfor,

Was his great Anceftor.

Sici. One thus defcended.

That hath befide well in his perfon wrought,

To befet high in place, we did commend

To your remembrances : but you have found,

Skaling his prefent bearing witli his paft,

That he's your fixed enemy ; and revoke

Your fuddain approbation.

Bru. Say you ne'r had don't,

( Harp on that ftill ) but by our putting on :

And prefently, when you have drawn your number,

Kepair to th'Capitol.

yill. We will fo : almoft all repent in their clc£llon.

Extent PlthtUns.

Bru. Let them go on

:

This Mutiny were better put in haiard.

Than ftay paft doubt, for greater

:

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage

With their refufil, both obferve, and anfwcr

The vantage of his anger.

Sicin. To th'Capitol, come :

We will be there before the llteam o'th'People

:

And this fhall feem, as partly 'tis, their own.
Which we have goaded on-ward. Extunt.

JHus Tertius.

Cornets. Enttr CorhlafiHSf Mcnemuf^ all the Gentrjy

CtmiMutyTiiM Lartim, ar.i other Senators,

Cmo. Tullm j^ujjidius then had made new head.

LurtL He had my Lord, and that it was which caus'd

Ourfwifter Compofition.

Coria. So then the f^olcies (land but as at firft,

Ready when time ftwll prompt them, to make road

Upon's again.

Com. They arc worn (Lord Conful) fo.

That we fliall hardly in our ages fee

Their Banners wave again.

Cerio. Saw you Auffidius ?

Lartl. On Cafegard he came to mc,and did ciirfe

Againft the VolcitSy for they had fo vildly

Yielded the Town : he is retired to Antium.

Corio. Spoke he of me ?

Larti. He did my Lord.

Corio. How > what ?

Larti. How often he had met you Sword to Sword

:

That of all things upon the earth, he hated

Your perfon moll : That he would pawn his fortunes

To hopelefs reftitution, fo he might

Be call'd your Vanquiftier.

Corio. At Antium lives he .'

Larti. AlAritiuM.

Corio. I miU I had a caufc to feek him there,

To oppofc his hatred fully. Welcome home.
Enter Skininsy and Brutus.

Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the People,

The Tongues o'lh'Common Mouth, I do defpifc them

:

For they do prank them in Authority,

Againft all Noble luffctancc

Sicin. Pafs no further.

Corio. Hihf what is that >

Brit. It will be dangerous to go on—^No Further.

Corio. What makes this change f

Afifw. The matterf

Ow.Hath he nocpafs'd the Nob!e,andtheCommon$?
Bru. Com niusy no.

Cmrit. Have I hadChildrcns Voices ?

5f»4r. Tribunes give way,hc (hall to th'Markct place.

Bru, The People arc incens'd againft him.
Stem. Stop, or all will fall in broyl.

Corit. Are thcfe your herd }

Muft thcfe have Voices, that can yield them now.
And ftraight difclaim their tongs.'what are yourOffices?
You being their Mouths, why rule you not their Teeth?
Have you not fct them on ?

Men. Be calm, be calm.

Corio. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by Plot,
To curb the will of the Nobilfty

:

Suffcr't, and live wirb fuch as cannot rule,

Korevcrwill be ruled.

Brw.Call'tnotaPbt:
The People cry you mockt them : and of Ute,
When Corn was given themj^^f «/, you repin'd,

ScandaU'd the Suppliants : for the People, call'd them
Timc-pleafers, flatterers, foes to Noblenefs.

Corio. Why this was known before.

.ffr*. Not to them all.

Corio. Have you inform'dthem fithence?

Bru. How ? I inform them ?

Com. You are like to do fuch bufincfs.

Bru. Not unlike each way to better yours.

Cvrio. Why then (Kould I be Conful? by yond Clouds
Let me deferve fo ill as you, and make mc
Your fellow Tribune.

Sain. You (hew too much of that,

For which the People ftirr •" if you will pafs

To where you are bound
,
you muft enquire your way,

VVhich you arc out of, with a gentler fpirit.

Or never be fo Noble as a Con(ul,

Nor yoak with him for Tribune.

Men. Lets be calm.

Com. The People are abus'd : fet on, this paliting

Becomes not Rome : nor has Coriolanus

Deferv'd this fo dilhonoured Rub, laid falfcly

Ith'plain way of his Merit.

Corio. Tell mc ofCom .' this was my fpccch,

And I will ipeak't again.

Men. Not now, not now.

Senat. Not in this heat, Sir, now.
Corio. Now as I live, I will.

My Nobler friends, I crave their pardons

:

For the mutable rank-fented Meyny,

Let them regard me, as I do not flatter.

And thereinheboid themfelvcs : I fay again,

In foothing them, we nourilh 'gainft our Senate

The Cockle of Rdxllion, Infolcnce, Sedition,

Which we our felves havePlowed for,fow*d & fcatter'd.

By mingling them with us, the honor'd Number,
Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that

VVhich they have given to Beggars.

Men. Well, no more.

Semo. No more words, we befecch you.

Ctrie. How? no more ?

A«
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As for my Country, I have fhed my blood,

Not fearine outward force • So lliall my Lungs

Coin words till their decay, againlt thoie Meazels

Which wc difdain fhould Tetter us, yet fought

The very way to catch them.

Bru. You fpeak a'th'People, as if you were a god,

Topunifh; Not a man of their infirmity.

Sicin. 'Twere well we let the People know't.

Mc». What, what f his Choler ?

Cor. Choler? Were I as patient as the midnight fleep,

By Jove, 'twould be my mind.

Sicin. It is a mind that ftiall remain a poifoii

Where it is : not poifonany further.

Corio. ShiW remain?

Here you this Triton af the MmnoHts ? Mark you

His abfolute fliall ?

Com. 'Twas from the Cannon.

Cm9. Shall? O God ! but moft unwife Patrlcians'why

You grave, but wreaklefs Senators , have you thus

Given Hiira,\\z:t to choofe an Officer,

That with his peremptory fhall, being but

The horn, ana noife o'th'Monflers, wants not fpirk

To fay, he'i turn your Current m a ditch,

And make your Chanel his? if he have power.

Then vale your ignorance • if none, awake

Your dangerous Lenity : if you are Leam'd,

Be not as common Fools ; if you are not.

Let them have Cufhions by you. You are Plebeians,

If they be Senators : and they are no lefs.

When both your voices blended, the great'tt tafl

Moft palUts theirs. They choofe their Magiltrate,

And fuch a one as he, who puts his Shall,

His popular Shall, agaii\ft a graver Bench

Thin ever frown'd in Greece. By Jove himfelf,

It makes the Confuls bafe; and my foul akes

To know, when two Authorities are up,

Neither Supreme , how foon confufion

May enter 'twixt the gap of Both, and take

The one by th'other.

Com. Well, on to th'Market place.

Corio. Who ever gave that Counfcl, to give forth

The Corn a'th'Store-houfe^''<»fw,as 'twas us'd

Sometime in Greece

—

Men. Well, well, no more ofthat.

Cor.Though there thcPeopIe had more abfolute power

I fay they nourifht difobedience;fed the ruine of tbeState.

Bru. Why fhall the People give

Onethat fpeaks thus, their voice .?

Carlo. lie give my Reafons,

More worthy than their Voices. They know the Corn

Was not our recompence, retting well alTur'd

They ne'r did fervice for't j being preft to th'VVarr,

Even when the Navel of the State was touch'd.

They would not thrcd the Gates : This kind of Service

Did not defcrve Corn gratu. Being i'th' VVarr,

Their Mutinies and Revolts, wherein they fhew'd

Mftft Valour, fpoke not for them. Th'Accufation

Which thev have often made againft the Senate,

All caufe unborn, could never be the Native

Of our fo frank Denotion. Well, what then ?

How fViall this Bofome-muhiplied, digeft

The Senates courrefie ? Let deeds exprefs

What's like to be their words. We did requeft it,

We are the greater pole, and in true fear

Thy gave us our demands. Thus we debafe

The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble

Call our Cares, Fears ; wiiich wiUin time

Break ope the Locks a'th'Senate, and bring in

The Crows to peck the Eagles.

Men. Come enough.

Bru. Enough, with overmcafure.
Coric. No, take more.

What may be fworn by, both Divine and Humane,
Seal what I end withall. This double worfhip.

Whereon part does difdain with caufe, the other

Infult without all feafon; where Gentry,Title, wifdom,
Cannot conclude , but by the yea and no
Ofgeneral ignorance, it muftomit
Real Necefmies, and give way the while

To unftable Slightnefs: Purpofe fobarr'd, it follows.

Nothing is done to purpofe. Therefore befeech you,

You that will be lefs fearful, than difcreet.

That love the Fundamental part of State

More than you doubt the change of 't: that preferr

A Noble life, before a Long , and Willi,

To jump a Body with a dangerous Phyfick,

That's (ure of death without it : at once pluck out

The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick

The fweet which is their poyfon. Your diflionor

Mangles true judgement, and bereaves the Sure
Of that Integrity which fhould become't

:

Not having the power to do the good it would
For th'ill which doth controul't.

Bru. Ha's faid enough.

Sicin. Ha's fpoken like a Traitor, and fhall anfwer

As Traitors do.

Corio. Thou wretch, defpight ore-whelm thee

:

What fhould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes >

On whom depending, their obedience fails

To th'greater Bench, in a Rebellion :

When what's not meet, but what mufl be, was Law,
Then were they chofen : in a better hour.

Let what is meet, be faid it muft be meet,

And th;ow their power i'th* duft,

Brt*. Manifeft treafon.

Sicin, This aConful ? No.
Enter an t/^dllt.

Bru. The jEdiles hoc ; Let him be apprehended.

Sicin. Go call tbePeople, in whofc name my Self

Attach thee as a Traiterous Innovator .•

A Foe to th'publike Weal. Obey I chargcthec.

And follow to thine anfwer.

Corio. Hence old Goat.

All. We'l Surety him.

Com. Ag'd fir, hands off.

Corio. Hence rotten thing, or I fliall Hiakc thy bones

Out of thy Garments.

Sitin. Help me Citizens.

Enter a rMle of Plebeians with the t^dlles.

Men. Onbothiides more refpeft.

5;V)«. Here's he , that would take from you all your

power.

Bru. Seize him t/£ii(7*/.

All. Down with him, down with him.

2 Sena. Weapons, weapons, weapons :

Thej all buflle about Coriolanut.

Tribunes , Patricians, Citizens : what hoe •

Sicinius, BfntMyCtriolanfu, Citizens.

All. Peace, peace, peace, ftay,hold, peace.

Men. What is about to be ? I am out of Breath,

Confufion's near, 1 cannot fpeak. You Tribunes

To th'People: Con"«/<»»;«, patience: fpeak good Sicinlui.

Sictn.

i
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Sicin. Hear me, People peace.

Ail. Let's hear our Tribune : peace , fpeik, fpeik,

fpeak. .

Sici. You arc at point to lofe your Liberties :

Martiui would have all from you ;
M^rtius,

Whom late you have nam'd for ConfuL

Men. Fie, fie, fie , this is the way to kindle ,
not to

quench.

Sena. To unbuild the City, and to lay all flat.

Sici. What is the City, but the People ?

All. True, the People afe the City.

Brn. By the confent of all , we werccftabliOicd the

Peoples Magiftraces.

J II. You fo remain.

Men. And fo are like to do.

Com. That is the way to lay the City flat,

To bring the Roof to the Foundation,

And bury all, which yet diftinclly ranges,

In heaps, and piles ot Ruine.

Sicw. This defcrves death.

Bru. Or ler us ftand to our Authority,

Or let us lofe it : we do here pronounce,

Upon the part o'th'People, in whofe power

We were elefted theirs, Martius is worthy

Of prefent Death.

Sicin. Therefore lay hold of him

Bear him to th'RockTarpeian,and from thence

Into dcflruftion caft him.

Bru. ijSdiles feizc him.

All Pie. Yield Martttu, yield.

Men. Hear me one word , 'befeech you Tribunes ,

hear me but a word.

c/£i/7f/. Peace, peace.

Men. Be that you feem, truly your Countries friend,

And tcmp'ratcly proceed to what you would

Thus violently redrefs.

Bru. Sir, thofe cold wayes.

That feem like prudent helps, are very poyfonous.

Where the Difeafe is violent. Lay hands upon him.

And bear him to the Rock. Corio. draws his jivorJ.

Corio. No, lie dye here :

There's fomc among you have Beheld me fighting,

Come try upon your felves, what you have feen me.

A/r«. Down with that Sword, Tribuixs withdraw a

while,

£r«. Lay hands upon him.

Men. Help A/«rf ;«/, help : you that be noble , help

him young and old.

Alt. Down with him, down with him. Exeunt.

In this Mutlnj, the Tribune s,the iy£iiles^and tht

People are heat in.

Men. Go, get you to our Houfe : be gone, away.

All will be naught elfe.

2 SenAt. Get you gone.

Com. Stand fait, wc have as many friends as enemies.
Men. shall it be pur to that }

Sena. The Gods forbid :

I prithee noble friend, home to thy houfe.

Leave us to cure this Caufe.

Men. For 'lis a Sore upon us.

You cannot Tent your felf : begon, "befeech you.

Com. Come Sir, along with us.

Men. I would they were Barbarians, as they afe,

Though m Rome littcr'd : not Romans, as they are not,

Tliough calved i'th'Porch o'th'Capitol .-

Be gone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue
,

One time will owe another.

Com. On fair ground, I could beat forty of them.
Men.l could my felf take up a Brace o'th bcft of them,

yea, the two Tribune j.

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond Arithmet ck,

And Manhood is cal I'd Foolry, whea it ftands

Agninrt a falling Fabrick. Will you hence.

Before the Tag return ? whofc Raee doth rend

Like interrupted waters, and o're-Dcar

What they arc us 'd to bear.

Men. Pray you be gone :

He try whether my old Wit be in requeft

With thofe that havebut little : this muft be patcht

With Cloth of any Colour.

Com. Nay, come away. Exeunt CorieUniu

andCominiu!,

Patrl. This man has marr'd his fortune.

Men. His nature is too noble for the World :

He would not flatter A/eptune for his Trident,

Or Jove, for's power to thunder r his heart's his Mouth:
What his brefl forges, that his tdngue muft vent,

And being angry, does forget that evcf

He heard the Name of death. A Nolje utithiH.

Here's goodly work.
Patri. I would they were a bed.

Men. I would they were in Tyfaer.

V Vhat the vengeance, could he not fpeak 'em fair ?

Enter Brutus, and Sicintus viiththe rabble again.

Sictn. VVhere is this Viper,

That would depopulate the city,& be every man himfclf?
Men. You worthy Tribunes.
Sioin. He fhall be thrown down the TarpcianRock

With rigorous hands: he hath refifted Law,
And therefore Law fhall fcorn him further Tryal
Than the feverity of the publick Power,
VVhich hefo lets at naught.

I Cit. He final 1 well know the Noble Tribunes are
The peoples mouths, and we their hands.

All. He (liall furc out.

Men. Sir,fir. Sicm. Peace.

Mtn. Do nor cry havock, where you Ihould but hunt
With modcft warrant.

Sicin. Sir, howcom'rt that you have holp
To make this rcfcue .'

Mm. Hear me fpeak ; As I do know
The Confuls worthincfs, fo can I name his Faults.

Sicin. Conful > what Conful .'

Men. The Conful CorioUnits.

BrH. He Conful?

All. No, no, no, no, no.

Men. If by the Tribunes leave,

And yours good people,

I may be heard, I would crave a word or two.
The which (hall turn you to no further harm,
Than fo much lofs of time,

Sicin. Speak briefly then

,

For we arc peremptory to difpatch

This Viporous Traitor : to e)c<tt him hence

Were but one danger, and to keep him here

Our certain death : therefore it is decreed.

He dyes to night.

Men. Now the good gods forbid.

That out renowned Rome, whofc gratitude

Towards hcrdcfcrved Children, is cnroll'd

In Jtvetown Book, like an unnatural Dam
Should now eat up her own.

Sieh.
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Slcln. He's a Difeafe that muftbe cut away.

Men.O\i he's a Limb, thatha's but a Difeafe;

Mortal, to cut it off , to cure it,cafie.

What ha's he done to Rome, that's worthy death ?

Killing our Enemies, the blood he hath loft

( Which I dare vouch, is more than that he hath.

By many an Ounce ) he dropp'd it for his Country t

And what is left, to lofe it by his Country,

Were to us all that do't, and fuffcr it

A brand to th'end a'th'World.

Sicin. This is clean kamm ,

Bru. Meerly awry

:

When he did love his Country, it honour'd him.

Men. The fervice of the foot

Being once gangren'd , is not then rcfpefted

For what before it was.

Bm. We'l hear no more :

Purfue him to his houfc, and pluck him ihcncc,

Left his infeftion being of catching nature,

Spread further.

Men . One word more , one word :

ThisTiger-footed-ragc, when it ihall find

The harm of unskan'd fwifcnefs, will ( too late )
Tye Leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by Procrfs,

Left parties ( as he is bclov'd ) break out.

And fack great Rome with Romans.

Brit. If it were fo

Sici. What do ye talk ?

Have we not had a taft of his Obedience t

Our Ediles fmot , out felves refifted, come.

^(r«. Confider this .• He ha's been bred i'th'Warrs

Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill-fchool'd

In boulted Language : Meal and Bran together

He throws without diftindion. Give me leave,

lie go to him, and undertake to bring hira in peace,

Where he ftiall' anfwer by a lawful Form
( In peace ) to bis utmoft peril.

1 5f». Noble Tribunes,

It is the humane way : the other courfc

Will prove too bloody; and the end of it.

Unknown to the beginning.

5/V.Nobte Me»e»iHs,bQ you then as the peoples officer:

Mafters, lay down your Weapons.

Br«. Go not home.

SiVi.Meet on the Market place: we'l attend you there,

Where if you bring not Martlusy we'l proceed

In our firft way.

Men. He bring him to you.

Let me defire you company •' he muft come.

Or what is worft will follow.

Sena. Pray you let's to him. Exeunt emnes.

Enter CorlolanUs jvitb Ntbles.

dr'io. Let them pull all about mine ears, prefent mc
Death on the Wheel, or at wild Horfes heels,

Or pile ten hills on theTarpelan Rock,

That the precipitation might down flretch

Below the beam of fight
,

yet will I ftill

Betbus to them.

Enter folumma.
Noble. You do the Nobler.

Corio. I mufe my Mother
Do's not approveme funher, who was wont
To call th^mV/ollcn Vaffails, things created

To buy and fell with Groats, to {hew bare heads

In Congregations, to yawn, be ftill, and wonder,

When one but ofmy ordinance ftood up

To fpeak ofPeace, or Warr, I talk of you

,

Why did you wifh me milder ? Would you have me
Falfe to my Nature ? Rather fay, I play

The man i am.

i^olHm. Oh fir, fir, fir.

I would have had you put your power well on
Before you had worn it out.

Corie. Lets go.

Vol. You might have been enough the man you are,

With ftriving lefs to be fo. Leffer had been
The things of your difpofitioitf, if

You had not ftiew'd them how ye were difpos'd

Ere they lack'd power to crofs you.

Ccrie. Let them hang.

Fehm. I, and bum too.

Enter Menenms with the Senators.

A/(f«.Comc,corae,you have been too rough,fomctlung
too rough : you muft return, and mend it.

Sen. There's no remedy,

Unlefs by not fo doing, our good City
Cleave in the midd'ft, and perilh.

Volum. Praybecounfell'd

;

I have a heart as httle apt as yours
,

But ycc a brain, that leads my ufc of Anger
To better vantage.

Mene. Well laid, Noble woman

:

Before he (hould thus ftoop to'th'heart, but thai

The violent fit a'th'time craves it as Phyfick

For the whole ftate ; I would put mine Armour on.
Which I can fcarcely bear.

Corio, What muft I do *

Men. Return to thTribunes.

Corio. Well, what then.' what then ?

Men. Repent what you have fpoke.

Corio. For them? I cannot do it to the Gods ,

Muft I then do't to them f

Volum. You are too abfolutc,

Though therein yon can t>everbe too Noble,

But when extremities fpeak. 1 have heard you fay,

Honor and Policy, like unfever'd friends,

I'th' Warr do grow together : Grant that , and tell mc
In Peace, what each rf them by th'other lofe.

That they combine not there ?

Corio. Tufh, tufh.

Men. A good denuod.
f^olmm. If it be honor in your Warrs, to fcem

The fame you are not , which for your beft ends
You adopt your policy : How is it lefs or worfc

That it mall hold Companionftiip in Peace

With honor, as in Wart ; fince diat to both

It ftands in like requeft.

Cvrio. Why force you this ?

Volnm. Becaufe, that

Now it lies you on to fpeak to th'pcople :

Not by your own inftruilion, nor by th'mattet

Which your heart prompts you to , but with fuch wofds
That are but roated in your Tongue :

Though but Baftards, and Syllables

Ofno allowance, to your bofoms truth.

Now, this no more diftionors you at all.

Than to take in a Town with gentle words.

Which elfe would put you to your fortune, and

The hazard of much blood.

I would diffcmble with my Nature, where

My Fortunes and my Friends at ftake, requir'd

I fhpuld do fo in honor. I am in this

Your
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Your Wife, your Son : thefe Senators, the Nobles,

And you, will rather fliew our general Lowis,

How you can frown, than fpcnd a fawn upon 'etn,

For the inheritance of their loves, and lafegard

Of what that want might ruine.

Men. Noble Lady,

Come go with us, fpeak fair .• yow may falve fo.

Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs

Of what is part.

Volum. I prithee now, my Son,

Go to them, with this Bonnet in thy hand

,

And thus farr having ftretchtit (here be with them)

Thy Knee bulTmg the ftones : for in fuch bufinefs

Aftion is eloquence, and the eyes of th'ignorant

More learned than the ears, waving thy head

,

Which often thus corredUng thy ftoui hearr.

Now humble as the ripeft Mulberry,

That will not hold the handling : or fay to them,

Thou art their Souldier, and being bred in broyls

Haft not thefoft way, which thou do'ft confefs

Were fit for thee to ufe, as they to claim,

In asking their good loves, but thou wilt frame

Thy felf (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo farr,

As thou haft power and pcrfon.

Men. This but doDc,

Even as fiic fpeaks, why their hearts were yours s

For they have Pardons, being ask'd, as free,

As words to little purpofe.

Volum. Prithee now,

Go, and be rul'd : although I know thou hadft rather

Follow thine Enemy in a fiery Gulf,

Than flatter him in a Bower. Enter CornmHs.

Here is Comlmus.

Cent, I have been i'th'Markct place; and Sir 'tis fit

You make ftrong party, or defend your fclf

By calmnefs, or by abfence : all's in anger.

Men. Only fair fpeech.

Com. I think "twillfcrvejif hecan thereto frame his

fpirit.

VQlum. He muft and will

:

Prithee now fay you will, and go about it.

Corio. Muft I go fhew them my unbarb'd Sconce?

Muft I with my bafe Tongue give to my Noble heart

A Lye, that it muft bear well ? I will do't

:

Yet were there but this fingle plot, to lofe

This Mould of /l/<trti«;, they toduft fhould grind it,

And throw't againft the Wmd. To th'Market place :

You have put me now to fuch a part, which never

I (Kail difcharge to th'Life

.

Com. Come, come, wc'l prompt you.

Volum. I prithee now fweetSon, as thou haft faid

My praifes made thee firft a Souldier : fo

To have my praife for this, perform a part

Thou haft not done before.

Cone. WeU,I muft do't:

Away.my difpofition, and poffefs rae

Some Harlots fpirit : My throat of Warr be turn'd,

Which quier'd with my Drum into a Pipe,

Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin voice

That Babies lull a-fleep • Thefroile? of Knaves

Tent in my cbedts, and School boyes Tears take up
The Gl affcs of my fight : A Beggcrs Tongue

Mike motion through my Lips, and my Arm'd kt\ees

Whobow'dbut in my Stitrop, bend like his

That hath receiv'd an Almes. I will not do't,

Left 1 furceafe to honor mineown truth,

And by my bodies aftion, teach my Mmd
A moft inherent Bafenefs,

Velum. At thy choice then :

To beg of thee, it is my more dif-honor,

Than thou of them. Come all to ruine, let

Thy Mother rather feel thy Pride, than fear

Thy dangerous Stoutnefs : for I mock at death

With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift.

Thy Valiantncfs was mine, thoufuck'ft it from me

:

But own thy Pride thy felf,

CoriD. Pray be content

:

Mother, I am going to the Market place •

Chide me no more. He Mountebank their Loves ,
Cogg their hearts from them, and come home belov'd
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going

:

Commend me to my Wife, He return Conful

,

Or never truft to what my Tongue can do
I'th' way of Flattery further.

Votum. Do your w i 1 1

.

Exit rolumnin.
Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you : arm your

To anfwer mildly : for they are prepar'd ^ fclf

With Acculations, as I hear more ftrong

Than are upon you yet.

Cerio. The word is, Mildly. Pray you let us go,

Let them accufe me by invention : I

Will.anfwer in mine Honor.

Mtn. I, but mildly.

Ctrie. Well mildly be it then, Mildly, Exeunt.

Enter Sicimui and Brutus.

Bru. In this point charge him home , that he affefts

Tyrannical power : if he evade us there,

Inforce him with his envy to the people,

And that the Spoil got on the Antiats

Was ne'r diftributed. What, will he come i

Enter an Edile.

Edile. He's comming.
Bru. How accompanied ?

Edil. With old Meneniusy and thofc Senators

That alwayes favour'd him.

S'icin. Have you a Catalogue

Of all the Voices that we have procui*d,(et down by th'

Edil. I have : 'tts ready. ( Pole ?

Sicin. Have you collefted them by Tribes ?

Edil. I have : 'tis ready.

Sicin. Aflcmble prefently the people hither :

And when they hear me fay, it (nailbe fo,

I'th'right and ftrength a'th'Commons : be it either

For death, for fine, or Banifhment; then let them
If I fay Fine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Dead),

Infifting on the old prerogative

And power i'th'Truth a'th'Caufe.

Eitl. I ftiall inform them.

Bm. And when fuch time they have begun to cry,

Let them not ceafe, but with adinnconfus'd,

Inforce theprefent Execution

Of what we chance to Sentence.

Eiil. Very well.

Sic'iH. Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint

When we iTiall hap to giv't them.

£rir. Go about It,

Put him to Choler ftrait, he hath been us'd

Ever to conquer, and to have his wotth

Of contradi^ion. Being once chafe, he cannot

Be reign'd again to Temperance; then he fpeaks

What's
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What's in his heart, and that is there which looks

With us to break his neck.

Enter CoriolaoHS, Me>ie» m^ and Comi-

nhuy with others.

Siein. Well, here he comes.

Men. Calmly, I do befcech you.

Carlo. I , as an Hoftler, that for the pooreft piece

Will bear the Knave by th'VoIume

:

Th'honor'd gods

Keep Rome in fafety, and the Chairs of juftlce

Supplied with worthy naen, plant love amongft you,

Through our large Temples with the ftiews ofpeace

And not our ftreetS with Warr.

I Sen. Amen, Amen.
Men. AN oble wifh.

Enter the Edile vith the PUhtiant.

Sicitt. Draw near ye people.

Edile. Lift to your Tribunes. Audience

;

Peace 1 fay.

Corie. Fifft hear me fpeak.

Both Tri. Well, fay : Peace ho.

Corio. Shall I be charg'd no further t han this prcfent?

Muft all determine here ?

5«V/. I do demand.
If you fubmit you to the peoples voices,

Allow their Officers, and are content

To fuffer lawful Cenfure for fuch faults

As ftnall be prov'd upon you.

Corie. I am concent,

Metu. Lo Citizens, he fayes he is Content

:

rhe warlike Service he ha's done, confider ; Think
Upon the wounds his body bears, which fhew
Like Graves i'th* holy Church-yard.

Corio. Scratches with Briars, fcarrs to move
Laughter only.

Men. Confider further

:

That when he fpeaks not like a Citizen

,

You find him like a Souldier : do not take

His rougher Aftions for malicious founds

:

But as I fay, fuch as become a Souldier,

Rather than envy you.

Com. Well, well, no more.
Corio. What is the matter.

That being paft for Conful with full voice :

I am fo dil"honour'd, that the very hour

You take it off again ?

Sicl. Anrwertous.
Corio. Say then : 'tis tfUC, I ought fo.

Sici. We charge yon, that you hive contriv'd to take

From Rome all feafon'd Office, and to wind
Your felf incoa power tyrannical.

For which you are a Traitor to the people.

Cork. How ? Traitor ?

Mene. Nay temperately : your promife.

Corio. The fires i'th'lowcft hell , Fould in the people •*

Call me their Traitor , thou injurious Tribune.

Within thine eyes fate twenty thoufand deaths,

In thy hands ducht as many Millions, in

Thy lyin^tongue, both numbers, I would fay

Thou lyeft unto thee, with a voice as free.

As I do pray the gods.

Sicir, Mark you this people .'

All. To th'Rock with him.

Sicir. Peace

:

We need not put new matter to hischarge i

What you have feen him do, xac^ heard him fpeak ,

Beating your Officers, curfing yourfelves,

Oppofing Laws With ftroaks, and here defying

Thofe whofe great power muft try him.

Even this Co criminal, end in fuch capLul kind,

Dcferves th'extreameft death.

Bru. But fincehe hath ferv'd well for Rome—
Corio. What do you prate of Service ?

Bru. I talk of that, that know it.

Cor',0. You ?

Meu. Js this the promife that you made your mother?
Com. Know, I pray you.

Corio. He know no farther.-

Let them pronounce the ftcep Tarpeian death,

Vagabond exile, Fleaing,pent to linger

But with a grain a day, 1 would not buy

Their mercy, at the price of one fair wordy
Nor check my courage for what they can give,

To have't with faying,Good morrow.
5ic/», For that he ha's

( As much as in him lies ) from time to time

Envy'd againft the people ; feeking means
To pluck away their power : as now at laft,

Given Hoftile ftrokes, and that not in the prefence

Of dreaded juftice, but on the Miniflers

That do diftribute it. In the name a'th'people.

And in the power of us the Tribunes, we
( Ev'n from this inftant) baniih him our City
In peril of precipitation

From off the Rock Tarpeian, never more
To enter our Rome gates. I'th'peoples name,
I fay it ihall be fo.

All. It (hall be fo, it fhall be fo : let him away

:

He's banilh'd, and it ftiall be fo.

Com. Hear me my Matters, and my common friends.

Sicin. He's fentenc'd : No more hearing.

Com. Let me fpeak

:

I have been Conful, and can fliew from Rome
Her Enemies marks upon me. I do love

My Countries good, with a refpeft more tender.

More holy, and profound, than mine own life.

My dear Wives eftimate , her wombscncreafe.

And treafure ofmy Loyns : then if I would
Speak that—

Sicin. We know your drift. Speak what ?

Bru, There's no more to be faid, but he is baniftx'd

As Enemy to the people, and his Country.
It fhall be fo.

AIL. It (hall be fo, it (hall be fo.

Corio. You common cry of Curs, whofe breath I hate,

As reek a'ch 'rotten Fenns : whofe Loves I prize.

As the dead Carkaffesof unburied men.
That do corrupt my Air : I baniih you,

And here remain with your uncertamty.

Let every feeble Rumor fhake your hearts j

Your Enemies, with nodding oftheir PlutncS
Fan you into defpair : Have the power ftill

To bani(h your Defenders, till at length

Your ignorance ( which finds not till it feefs,

Making but refervation of your feives,

Still your own Foss) deliver you

As moft abated Captives, to forae Nation

That won you Without blows, defpifing

For you the City. Thus I turn my back j

There is a world elfewhe re.

Exeunt CcrioldtmSfCominiuty CumaliiSy

They all (hoHt. and throw ftp theirCaVs.

Edile
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EJile. The peoples Enemy is gone, is gone.

AH. Our Enemy is bamOi'd, he is gone. Hoo hoo.

Sicin. Go fee him out at Gates, and follow him

As he hath foirow'd yoa, with all defpighr

,

Give him defervd vexation. Let a guard

Attend us through the City.

All. Come, come, lets fee him out at the gates.comc.

The gods prefcrve our Noble Tribunes, come. Exeunt.

JEim Quartus,

E»ter CorioljKMs folatfma^l^irgm^,M"tmMS^Ceminius .,

with the JbHig Nnbtlitj of Rome.

Corio. Come leave your tears: a brief farewel; the beaft

With many heads bucts me away Nay Mother,

Where rs your anticnt Courage ? You were us'd

Tofay , Extremity was the trier of fpirits,

That common ch.inces. common men could beir,

That when the Sea was calm, all Boats alike

Shew'd Mafterfliip in floating. Fortunes blows,

When mdt ftrook home, bemg gentle wounded, crivcs

A Noble cunning. You were us'd to load mc
With precepts that would make invincible

The heart that conn'd them.

yirg. Oh heavens 1 O heavens t

Corio. Nay, I prithee woman.
To/.Now theRed Peftilence ftrikcallTiades inRome^

And Occupations perifli.

Corio. VVhat, what, what

:

I (Tiall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay Mother,

Refume that fpirit, when you were wont rofay,

If you had been the V Vife of Hercules,

Six of his Labours youl'd have done, and fav'd

Your husband fo much fwear. Cominiin,

Droop not, Adieu : Farewcl my V Vife, my Mother

,

He do well yet. Thou old and true Mmemitty

Thy tears are falter than a younger mans,

And vencmous to thine eyes.My (fometimc) General

,

T have fecn thee Stern,and thou haft ofc beheld

Heart-hardning fpedacles. Tell thefe fad women,
Tisfoi\dto wail inevitable ftrokcs.

As 'tis to Uugh at 'em My Mother, you wot well

My hazards ftill have been your folace^and

Believ't not lightly, though I go alone

Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Fen
Makes fcar'd, and talk'd of more than fesn ' your Son
V V|ll or exceed the Common, or be caught

With cauteloiis baits and pra6\ice.

Vo\um. My firft Son,

Whether will you go?' Take good ComlnlHt

With thee a while ; determine on fome courfe

More than a wild expofture, to each chance

That ftarcs I'th'way before thee.

C<"'»<'. O the goas i

Com. He follow thee aMonth,devife with thee

VVherethoufliilt reft, that thou may'lthearof us, ^
And we of tlice. So if the time thruft forth

A caufe for thy Repeal, we fliall not fend

O're the vaft world, to feek a Tingle man.

And lofe advantage, which doth ever cool

rth'abfence of the nceder.

Cor'io. Fare ye well

:

Thou haft years upon thee, and thou aa too full

Of the warrs furfets , to go tove with one
That's yet unbruis'd : bring me but out at <»atc.

Come my fwcer V Vife, my deareft Mother, and
My Friends of Noble touch ; when I am forth,

Bid me farewel, and fmile. I pray you come

:

VVhilc I remain above the ground, you rtiill

Hear from me ftill, and never of mc ought
But what is like mc formerly.

Men. That's worthily

Asanyearcan hear. Come, let's not weep,
If I could fluke off bur one (even years

From thefe old arms and legs, by the good gods
li'd with thee every foot.

Cor\9. Give me thy hand, come. Exeunt.
Enter the two Tribunes^ SiciniMt, and BrMHt^

with the Edile.

5/W«.Bid them all home,he'sgone:and we'l no further,

The Nobility are vexed, whom we fee have Tided

In his behalf.

Bry. Now we have fhewn our power.
Let us feem humbler after it is done.
Than when tt was a doing.

Sicia. Bid them home, fay their great enemy is gone,
And they, ftand m their antient ftrength

Brie. Difmifs them home. Here comes his Mother.
Epitir l/'olHrnniit, f^irgilia, and Mtnemnt.

Sicin. Let's not meet her.

Brut. Vvhy .'

Sicin. They fay (he's mad.

Brut. They have ta'ne note of us: keep on your way.
yolum. Oh y'are well met

:

Th'hoorded plague a'th'gods requite your love.

Menen. Peace, peace, be not fo loud.

VoLhih. If that I could for weeping, you lljould hear,

Nay, and vou fhall hear fome. Vvill you be gone >

Virg. You (haill ftay too : I would I had the power
To fay fo ro my Husband.

Sicin. Are you mankind ?

^»/««w. J fool, is that a fhame.? Note but this Fool,
VVas not a man my Father? Had'ft thou FoxHiip
To banilh him that ftrook more blows for Rome
Than thou haft fixiken words.

Sicin. Oh blelTed Heavens

»

Vol. More Noble blows, than ever thou wife words.
And for Romes good He tell thee whit

;
yet go

:

Nay but thou fliak ftay too : I would my Son
VVere in Arahiay and thy Tribe before him,

His good Sword in his hand.

Sicn. VVhat then ?

K/r^.Whatthen'He'ld make an end of thy pofterity.

Volum. Baftards, and all.

Good man, the wounds that he do*s bear for Rome

!

Minen. Come, come, peace.

Sicin. I would he had continued to his Country

As he began, and not unknithirafelf

The noble knot he made.
Bru. I would he had.

Vol. 1 would he had: Twas you incens'd the rabble.

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth,

As I can of thofe Myfteries which heavca

Will not have earth to know.
BfMt. Pray let's go.

Volum. Now pray fir get you gone.

You have <ionc a brave deed : tr^ you go, hear this :

As farr as doth the Capitol exceed

The mcancft houfe in Rome: fo farr my Son

F f f This;
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T^is Ladies Husband here ; ihis ( do you fee )

Whom you have banillri'd, does exceed you all,

^r«. Well, well, we'l leave you.

Sicin. Why ftay you co be baited

With one that wants her Wits? Exit Trihimes.

l^olum. Take rav Prayers with you.

I would the Gods had nothing elfe to do,

But to confirm my Curfcs. Could I meet 'em

But once a day, it would unclog my heart

Of what lies heavy to't.

Men. You have told them home.

And by my troth you have caufe : you'l fup with me?

Volum. Angers my Meat : I fup upon my felf,

And fo fhall ft arvew ith Feeding : Come, let's go,

Leave this faint-puling, and lament as I do

,

In Anger, 7»/«o-like : Come, come, come. Exeunt

^f«. Fie, fie, fie. Exit.

Enter a Romayty Mi a Volcie,

j^ow. I know you well fir, and you know me: your

name I think is Airion,

rotcie. It is fo fir, truly 1 have forgot you.

Rom. I am a Roman , and my Services are as you are

againft 'em. Know you me yet.'

yolcie. NlcttitoT > no.

Rom. The lame fir

.

f^olcie. You had more Beard when I lall faw you, but

your Favour is well appear'dby your Tongue. What's

the News in Rome ? I have, a Note from the Voicean

ttate to find you out here. You have well faved me a

days journey.

Rtm. There hath been in Rome ftrange Infurre£li-

ons : the people, againft the Senators, Patric»ans, and

Nobles.

yd. Hath been ; is it ended then .? Our State thinks

not fo, they arc in a moft warlike preparation,and hope

to come upon them in the heat of their divifion.

.^ow. The main blaze of it is paft, but a fmall thing

would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive fo

to heart the Banifhment of that worthy Coriolanns , that

they are in a ripe aptnefs,to take all powerfromthe peo-

ple , and to pluck from them their Tribunes (or ever.

This lyes glowing I can tell you, and is almoft mature

for the violent breaking out.

Vol. CorioUnus Banimt ?

Rom. Banilli'd fir.

Vol. You will be welccmie with this intelligence Nl-
canor.

Rom. The day ferves well for them now.I have heard

it faid, the fitteit time to corrupt a mans Wife, is when
{he's falln out with her Husband. Your Noble Tul ut

^«jyiiii«/ will appear well in thele Wars, his great

Oppofer Coriolami being now m no requeft of his coun-

trey.

Vol. He cannot choofe : I am moft fortunate , thus

accidentally to encounter you. You have ended my Bu-
finefs, and I will merrily accompany you home.

Ram. I fhall between this and Supper , tell you moft

ftrange things from Rome : all tending to the good of

their Adverfaries. Have you an Army ready fay you ?

Vol. A moft Royal one. The Centurions , and their

charges dift n*^ly billetted already in th' encerta lament,

and to be on footat an hours warning.

^o«. lam joyful to hear of their readinefs, and am
the man I think, that fhall fetthemin prcfeht A(ftioo.

So fir, heart'ly well met,and moft glad ofyourCompany.
Vol. You take my part from me fir, I have the moft

caufe to be glad of yours.

Rom. V Veil let us go together. Exenat.

Enter Coriolanns i» mean Af^arel^Vif-
gms'd and muffled.

Carlo. A goodly City is this Antinm. City,

'Tis I that made thy Widdowes : Many an heyr

Of thefe fair Edifices for my VVarrs
Have I heard groan, and drop : Then know me not.

Left that thy V Vives with Spies, and Boys with Scones

In puny Battel flay me. Save you fir.

£vter H Cttii.en.

Cit. And you.

Ctrlo. Dirc6l me, if it be your will,whcre great Anj-
fidiuj lies ; Is he in Antinm!

Cit. He is, and Feafts the Nobles of the State, at his

houfe this night.

Ctrlo. Which is his houfe, befeech you ?

Cit. This here before you.

Corio. Thank you fir, farewcl. Exit Citif.en.

Oh World, thy flippery turns ! Friends now faft fworn,

Whofe double bofomes (een wear on heart,

Whofe Hours, whofe Bed, whofe Meal and Excrcife

Are ftill together : who Twme (as 'twere) in Lovcj
Unfeparable, ftiall within this hour.

On adilVention of a Doit, break out

Tobitterelt Enmity So fclleft Foes,

Whofe palfions, and whofe Plots have broke their flecp

To take the one the other, by fome chance.

Some trick nor worth an Egg, fhall grow dear friends

And inter- joyn their ifl'ues. So wirh me.
My Birdi-lace have I, and my lover upon
This Enemie Town He enter, if he flay me
He does fair Juftice : if he give me way.

He do his Country Service. Exit.

AfMhck^playes, Enter a Servtngman,

1 Ser, Wine, Wine, Wine : What feivice is hcrefl

think our Fellows arc a fleep.

Enter another Servingman,

2 5(rr.Where's Cor«/»my M. calls for him:Cflf«/.£;r»t.

Enter Coriolanns.

Corlo. A goodly houfe

;

The Fcaft fmels ; but I appear not like a Gucft,

Enter the pr/i Servingman.

1 Ser.VJhit would you have Friend whence arc you?

Here's no place for you : Pray go to the dore. Exit.

Corio. I havcdeferv'd no better entertainment, in be-

ing Coriolanns. Enter fecond Servant.

2 5^r,Whence are you fir? Has the Porter his eyes in

h"s head, that he gives entrance to fuch Companions ?

Pray get you out.

Corio. Away.
2 Ser. Away ? Get you away.
Corio. Now th'troublefome.

2 Ser. Are youfo brave:IIc have you talkt with anon.

Enter 5 Servingmen^ thefirj} meets him,

3. What Fellow's this ?

I . A ftrange one as ever I look'd on: I cannot get him
out o'th'houfe : Prithee call my Mafter to him.

3. Whathave you to do here fellow .> Pray you avoid

the houfe.

Corio. Let me but ftand, I will not hurt yourHarth.

3. What are you.?

Corio. A Gentleman.

3. A marv'llous poor one,

Corio. True, fo I am.

3. Pray you poor Gentleman, take up fomc other fta-

tion .



tion here's no place for you, prjy you -"void : Come.

Corio. Follow yout Funftion, go, and batten on cold

bits. Pufhcs him away from htm.

5. What you will not? Prithee tell my Miftcr,whata

ftrange Gueft he ha's hete.

2. And I Oiall. Exii fectid Strvingman.

?. Where dwell'ft thou ?

Corio. Under the Canopy.

J.
Under the Cuiopy ?

Corio. 1.

J.
Where's that ?

Corio. rth'City of Kites and Crows.

5. 1'th'City of Kites and Crow$. What an Afsit ij
,

then thou dwell'll with Daws too >

Corto. No, I (erve not thy Mafter.

3. How fir? Do you nieddle with my Mafter ?

Corio. I, tis an honcfter fervice, than co meddle with

thy Miftris : Thou prac'ft, and prat 'ft , fervc with thy

trencher : Hence. ^'^ts him awaj.

Enter /litffid US with a Servmgman.

Aiif. Where is this Fellow ?

2. Here lir, Ide have beaten him like a dog, but for

dillurbmg the Lords within. name.?

Ait^ Whence com'iUhou.> What would'ft thou ? Thy

Why ipcak'rt not? Speak man: what's thy name ?

Corio. If Tultus not yet thou know'ft me , and feeing

mc, doft not think me for the man I am. necelTuy com -

mands me name my felf.

Auf. Whar is thy name .?

Corio. A name ui-vmufKal to ilie Volceans ears

,

And harfh in found to thine.

Anf. Say, what's thy name .?

Thou haft a Grim appearance, and thy Face

Bears a Command in'i -. Though thy Tackles torn,

Thou ftKw'ft a noble Vefl'el .• What's thy name.'

Cono.Preparc thy brow ro frown: know'ft thou meyet.>

Auf. I know thee not; thy Name ?

Cor It. My name is Cams Martins., who hath done

To thee particularly, and to all the Volcies

Great hurt and Mifchief: thereto witnefs may

My Surname Coriolanns. The painful Service,

The extreme Dangers, and the drops of Blood

Shed for thy thanklefs Country arc requited :

But with that Surname, a good memory

And witnefs of the Malice and Difplcafurc

Which thou could'il bear me, only that name remains.

The Cruelty and Knvy of tlic people.

Permitted by our daftatd Nobles, who

Have .-.ll forfook me, hath devour'd rhe reft :

And fuffer'd me by th'voice of Slaves tobs

Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity.

Hath brought me to thy Hirth.not out of hope

( Miftake me not ) to Cave my life : for if

I had fear'd death, of all the M;n i'ch' world

I would have voided thee. But in meer fpight

To be ful 1 quit of thofc my banifliers,

Stand I before thee here : Then if thou haft

A hcirt of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge

Thine own particular wrongs, and l^op thofc maim?

Of flume feen through thy Country, fpccdthee ftraight

And make my mifery ferve thy turn : So ufe it,

Xhat my revengeful Services may prove

As benefits to thee. For I will hght

Againft my Cankred Country, with thcfplccn

Of all the under Fiends. But if fo be,

Thou dar'rt not this, and that to prove more Fortunes

Th'art tyr'd, then in a word, I alfo am
Longer to live moft weary : and prefcnt

My throat to thee, and to thy Antient Malice

:

Which not to cut, would ftiew thcc but a Fool,

Since I have ever followed thee with hate,

Drawn Tunns of Blood out of tby Countries brcft,

Andcatinot live but cothy fhame, unlcfs

It bj to do th.;e fervice.

Attf. Oh Martins, Martint.^

Each word thou haft fpoke, hach weeded from my heart
A root of Antient Envy. If Jupiter

Should from yon Clowd fpeak divine things.

And fay 'tis true ; I'dc nor believe them more
Than thee all-Noble Martiiu. Let me twme
Mine arms about that body, where againft

My grained Aili an hundred times hath broke.

And fcarr'd the Moon with fplinters : here I deep
The Anvile of my Sword, and do conteft

As hotly and as nobly with thy Love,

As ever in Ambitious ftrcngih, I did

Conicnd againft thy Valour. Know thou firft,

I lov'd the Maid 1 married : never man
Sigh'd truer breath, £ut that I fee thee here

Thou Noble thing, more dances m.y rapt heart,

1 han when I firft my wedded Miftris faw

Beftrid my Threfliold. Why, thou Mars I tell thee,

We have a Power on foot :and I had purpofe

Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawn,
Or lofe mine Arm for't : Thou haft beat me out

Twelve feveral times, and I have nightly fince

Dreamt of encounters twixt thv felf and me

:

We have been down together in my fleep.

Unbuckling Helms, lifting each others Throat ,

And wak'a half dead with nothing. Worthy Martlm
Had we no quarrel elfe to Rome, but that

Thou art thence banilli'd, we would mufter all

From twelve to feventy : And pow ring Warr
Into the bowels of ungraiefull Rome,
Like a bold Flood o're-beat. Oh come, go in.

And take our Friendly Senators by'th* hands

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me.
Who am prepar'd againft your Territories,

Though not for Rome it felf.

Corio. You blefs me Gods.

Anf. Therefore moft abfoluteSir, if thou wilt have

The leading of thine own revenges, take

Th'one half" of ray CommifTion, and fet down
As bcft thou attexperienc'd, fince thou know'ft

Thy Countries ftrength and weaknefs, thine own waics

Whether to knock againft the Gates of Rijme,

Or rudely vifit them in parts remote,

To fright them . ere deftrov. But come in

,

Let me comment thee firit, ro thofe that fhill

Say yea to thy dcfires. A thoufand welcomes,

And more a friend, than ere an Encmie,

Yet Martins thit was much. Your hand:moft welcome.
E-XtKHt.

Enttrttfo of the Scrv'mgmen.

7 Here's a ftrangc alteratioa

2 By my hand , I had thought to have ftruckcn him

with a Cudgel, and yet my mind gave me , his cloaths

made a falfe report of him.

1 Whatan Armhehas, he turn'd me about with his

finger, and his thumb, as one would fet up a Top.

2 Nay, [ knew by his face that there was fomething

in him. He had lir, a kind of face me thought. I cannot

Fff a lell
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*eU how to term it.
^ ,

I He had fo, looking as it were,wouId I were hang'd

but I thoueht there was more in him, than I could think.

2. So did I , He be (worn : He is fimply the rarcft man

i'th' world.

I I think he is : but a greater foldier than he,

You wot one,

a WhomyMafter?
1 Nay it's no marter for that.

a Worth fix on him.

1 Nay not fo neither : but I rake him to be the greater

Souldiour.

2 Faith look you, one cannot tell how to fay that : for

the defence of a Town, our General is excellent.

1 1, and for an affault too.

Entir tht third Servlngmnm.

3 Oh Slaves, I can tell you News, News you Rafcals.

Both. What, what, what? Let's partake.

J I would not be a Roman of all Natioiis ; I had as

Live be a condemn'd man.

Both. Wherefore? Wherefore?

3 Why here's he that was wont to thwack our Ge-
neral, Cains Afartius.

1 Why do you fay, thwack our General ?

3 I do not fay thwack our General , but he was al-

wayes good enough for him

2 Come we are fellows and friends : he was ever too

hard for him, i have heard him fay fo himfelf.

1 He was too hard for him direftly, to fay the Troth

on't before Corifliuihz fcotcht bira,and notcht him like a

Carbinado.

2 And hee had been Cannibally given,hee might have

boyld and eaten him too,

i But more of thy News.

J Why he is fomade on here within , as ifhe were

Son and Heir to Mars, fet at upper end o'th 'Table: No
queftion askt him by any of the Senators, but they ftand

bald before him. Our General himfelf makes a miHris

of him,San6^ifieshimfelfwith'shand, and turns up the

white O'th' eye to his difcourfe. But the boctome of the

News is , out General is cut i'th'middle, & but one half

of what he was yeftcrday. For the other ha's half , by

theintreaty and grant of the whole Table. Hec'l go hee

fayes, and fole the Porter oi Rome Gates by ch'eares. He
will mow all down before him, and leave his paffagc

poul'd.

2 And he's as like to do't as any man I can imagine.

5 Do't? he will do't : for look you fir, he has as ma-
ny Friends as Enemies:which Friends fir,as it wcrc,durft

not ( look you (ir) (hew themfelves ( as we term it ) his

Friends , whilelt he's in Direditude.

1 Direftitude ? Whats that?

3 But when they fhall fee fir, his Creft up aga'm , and

the man in blood, they will out of their Burroughes( like

Conies after Rain ) and revell all with him.

1 But when goes this forward?

3 To morrow, to day, prcfenrly, you fliall have the

Drum ftrook up this afternoon : "Tis as it were a parcel

of theirFeaft,and to be executed ere they wipe their lips.

2 Why then we (hall have a iHrring World again :

This peace is nothing, but toruft lron,encreafe Taylors,

and breed Ballad-makers.

1 Let me have Warr fay I , it exceeds peace as farr

as day do's night : It's fprjgbtly walking,audiblc,and full

of Vent. Peace, is a very Apoplexy, Lethargic, mull'd ,

deaf, flcepy,infenfible, a getter ofmorebaftard Chil-

dren, than Warrs a dedroyer of men.

2 'Tis fo, and as Warrs in fome fort may bee fajd to

be a Ravil'herjfo it cannot be denied,buc peace is a great

maker of Cuckolds.

1 I, and it makes men hate one another.

3 Reafon, bccaufe they then lefs need one another:

The Warres for my money. I hope to fee Romans as

cheap as Volcians. They are tiling, they are rifing.

^cfA. In, in, in, in. Exeunt.
Enter the two Trihumt^ Siciniat, and Brutut.

Siciri. We hear not ofhim, neither need we fear him,
His remedies are tame, the prefent peace.

And quietnefs of the people, Which before
Were in Wilde hurry. Here do We make his Friends
Blufli, that the world goes well : who rather had,
Though they themfelves did fuffer by't, behold
D ffentious numbers peUring ftreets, than fee

Our Tradefmen finging in their ITrtops, and going
About cheir Fun£lions friendly.

Enter Meneniut,

Bra. VVt Rood too't in good time. Is this Mene»ius f

Siciu. 'Tis he, 'tis he •" O he is grown molt kind of late:

Hail Sir. Mene. Haile to you both.

Sicin. Your CtriolMin is not much mill, but with his

Friends : the Common wealth doth fland, and fo would
do, were he more angry at it.

Mene. All's well, and might have been much better,

if he could have temporiz'd.

Slcin. VVhere is he, hear you?

Me»e. Nay I hear nothing

:

His Mother and his wife hear nothing from him.
Enter three orfour Citizens,

All. The Gods preferve you both.

Sicin. Gooden Neighbours.

Bru. Gooden to you all, gooden to you all.

I Our felves, our Wives and children, on ourknees,
Are bound to pray for you both.

Sicin. Live, and thrive.

Bru. Farewell kinde Neighbours :

We m?[\tCorioUnMs had lov'd you as we did.

All. Now the Gods keep you.

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell. Exeunt Citizens.

Sicin. This is a happier and more comely time.

Than when thefe Fellowes ran about the ftrects.

Crying Confufion.

Britt. CaiHt Martim was

A worthy Officer i'th'Warr, butlnfolcnr,

O'recome with pride, Ambitious, part all thinking

Self-loving.

Sict. And affefting oncfoleThrone,without alTiftance.

Mene. I think not fo,

Swln. We ihould by this to all out Lamentation,

If he had gone forth Conful, found itfo.

Brt*. Tnc Gods have well prevented it, and Roms
Sits fafe and (till without him.

Enter iy£dile,

t^dile. Worthy Tribunes,

There is a Slave whom we have put in prifon

,

Reports the Voices with twofeveral Powers

Are entred in the Roman Territories,

And with the deepeft malice of the Warr.
Deftroy what lies before'em.

Me/:e. 'Tis Aajfidius,

Who hearing of our Martius Banifhment,

Thrufts forth his horns again into the World
Which were ln-{ht\\'d^WWhcnMartiHs Itood forRome,

And
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And rfurft not once jjcepout.

Sicm. Come, what talk you of MArtiui}

Bru. Go fee chis Rumorcr whipt, it cannot be,

The Volcies dare bre»k with us.

Men. Cannot be ?

Wc have record , that very welj It can,

And three examples of the like' hath been

Within my Age. But reafon with the fellow

Before you punifh him, where he heard this,

Left you rtiall chance to whipyour Information,

And beat the Meffeiigcr, who bids beware

Of what is to be dreaded.

S'lun. Tell not me : 1 know this cannot be.

Bru. Not poffible.

Eottr a M^ittgcr.

Mef. The Nobles in great earneftncfs are going

All to the Senate-houfe : fome news is comming

That turns their Countenances.

Sicin. 'Tis this Slave :

Go whip him 'fore the peoples eyes : His railing,

Nothing but his report.

Mef. Yes worthy Sir,

The Slaves report isfccondcd,and more.

More feirful is deliver'd.

Sicin. What more fe-irful ?

Mef. Ir is fpoke freely out of many mouths.

How probable 1 do not know, that Martiits

Joyn'd with Auffidim, leads a power 'gainft Rome,
And vows Revenge as fpacious, as between

The young'll and oldefl thing.

Sicin. This is moft likely.

Bru. Rais'd only, that the weaker fort miiy wilh

Good Martini home again.

Sicin. The very trick on't.

Men. This is unlikely.

He, and yluffidiHe an no more attone

Than violent'It Conrraricty.

Enter Mtffengir,

/l/f/. You are fcnc for to the Senate

:

A fearful Army, led by Caim Martini^

Affociated with jiuffidiui's Rages

Upon our Tcrr.torics, and have already

O're-born their way confum'd with fire, and took

What lay before them.

Enter Cominitts.

Com. 0\\ you have made good work.

Men. What news? What news?

C»m. You have holp to ravifh your own daughters,and

To melt the City Leads upon your pates.

To fee your Wives dillionout'd to your Nofes.

Men. What's the news? What's the news ?

Com. Your Temples burned in their Ciment, and

Your Franchifes, whereon you Itood, confin'd

Into an Augors boar.

Men. Pray now the news ?

You have made fair work I fear me : pray your news?

\iMartius fhould be loyn'd with Volccans.

Ctm. If? He is their God, he leads them like a thing

Made by fome other Deity than Nature,

That lliapcs man Better : and they follow him

Againft us Brats, with no lefs Confidence,

Th.in Boyes perfuinq Summer Butter-flies,

Or Butchers killing flycs.

Men. You have made good work,

You and your Apron men : you, that flood fo much

Upon the voice of occupation, and

The brcarh of Garlike-eatcrs.

( om. He'l Oiake your Rome about your ears,

Mert. hsfierchlet did (hakc down Mellow Fruit :

You have made fair work.

Brit. But is this true fir ?

Ci>m. I, and you'l look pale

Before you find it other. All the Regions
Dofmilingly revolt, and who refilh

Arc mofk'd for valiant Ignorance,

And perirti conftant fools : who is't can blame him ?

Your Enemies and his, find fomcthing in him.
Men. We arc all undone, unlets

The Noble man have mercy.

Com. Who fllall ask it ?

The Tribunes cannot do't fGr fhame ; the people
Deferve fuch pitty of him, as the Wolf
Do's of (he Shepherds ; For his beft friends if they
Should fay be good to Rome, they charg'd him even
As thofe ("hould do that had deferv'd his hate.

And therein fhew'd like Enemies.

Me.'Tk truc,ifhe were puttmg to my houfc,the brand
That lliould confume ir, I nave not the face

To fay, bcfeech you ccafe. You have made fair hands.
You and your Crafts, you have crafted fair.

Com. You have brought

A Trembling upon Rome, (uch as was never
S'lncapable of help.

Tri. Say not, we brought it.

Men. How ? Was't we ? We lov'd him.
But like beafts, and Cowardly Nobles,

Gave way unto your Clulters, who did hoot

Him out o'th'City.

Com. But I fear

They 'I roar him in again, TuUut Anf^liHs^

The fecondnameof men, obeys his points

As if he were his Oflficei : Defperaiion,

Is all the policy, Strength, and Defence

That Rome can make againft them.

Enter a Trotf ofCitiz,e»f.

Men. Here come the Clufters.

And is Anffidms with him ? You are they

That made the Ayr unwholfome. when you caft

Your ftinking, greafic Caps, in hooting

At Coriol4Hus Exile. How he's comming.
And not a hair upon a Souldiers head

Which will not prove a whip : As many Coxcombes
As you threw Caps up, will he tumble down.
And pay you for your voices. Tis no matter.

If he could burn us all into one coal,

We have deferv'd it.

Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful News.
I CH, For mine own part,

When I faid baniHi him, Ifaid 'twas pitty.

1. Andfodidl.

?. And fo did I; and to fay the truth, fo did very ma-
ny of us, that we did, we did for the bcft- and though we
willingly confcnted tohis Banilhment,yet it was againft

our Will.

Com. Y'are goodly things, you Voices.

Men. You nave made you good work

You and your cry. Shall's to the Capitol *

C»m. Oh I, what elfe ? Exeunt httb.

Sic'tn. Go M\fters get you home,bc not diftnaid,

Thefc arc a Side, that would be glad to have

This true, which they fofeemtofear. Go home.

And (Kew no fignof Fear.

Fffj iCn,
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1 Cit. The Gods be good to us : Come Mafters let's

home> 1 everfaid we were i'th wrong,when we banifh'd

him.

2 Clt. So did we all, buE come, let's home. Exit Cit,

Brti. I do not like this News.
Sicin. Nor I.

BrM. Let's to the Capitol : would halfmy . calth

Would buy this for a lye.

Sicin. Pray let S go. Extmt Tribunes.

Enter Att^iius vfith his Lieutenant,

Atif. Do"they iVill flie to th'Roman ?

L;>«. I do not know what Witchcraft's in him: but

YourSouldiers ufe bim as the grace 'fore meat

,

Their talk at Table, and their Thanks at end,

And you are darkned ia this action Sir,

Even by your own.

Anf. 1 cannot help it now,

Unlefsby ufing means i lame the foot

Of our defign. He bears himfclf more proudly.

Even to my perfon, than I thought he would

When firft I did embrace him. Yet his Nature

In that's no Changelmg, and I muft excuie

What cannot be amended.

Lieu. Yet I wi(h Sir,

(I mean for your particular ) you had not

Joyn'd in Commilfion with him : but either have born

The aftion of your felf, or elfe to him had left it foly.

Attf. I underftand thee well, and be thou fure
,

When he fhalL come to his account, he knows not

Wiiat I can urge againft him, although itfeems

And fohe thinks, and is no lefs apparent

To th'vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly
,

And fhews good Husbandry for the Volcean State ,

F'ghts Dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon

As draw his Sword : yet he hath lefc undone

That which fliall break his neck, or hazard mine,

When ere we come to our account.

Lieu. Sir, Ibefcech you, think you he'l carry Rome ?

Auf. All places yield to him ere he fits down.

And the Nobility of Rome are his

:

The Senators and Patricians love him too :

The Tribunes are no Souldiers : and their people

Will be as rafh in the repeal, as hafty

To expell him thence. I think he'l be to Rome
As is the Afpray to the Firti, who takes it

By Soveraignty of Nature. Firft, be was

A Noble fetvant to them, but he could not

Carry his Honors even : whether 'twas Pride

Which out of dayly Fortune ever taints

The happy man ; whether defeft of judgement,

To fail in the difpofing of thofe chances

Which he was Lotd of : or whether Nature,

Not to be other than one thing, not moving

From th'Cask to th'Cufhion : but commanding peace

Even with the fame aufterity and garb,

As he controU'd the warr. But one of thefc

( As he hath fpices of chem all ) not all,

Forldarefofarrfrcehim, made himfear'd.

So, hated, and fo banifh'd : but he ha's a Merit

Tochoak it in the utt'rance : So our Virtues,

Lie in th'interpretacion of the time,

And power unco it felf moft commendable,

Hith not a TomB fo evident as a Chair

T'extol what it hath done.

One fire drives out one fire; oneNail, one Nail

;

Rights by rights fouler, ftrengthr: by ftrengths do fail.

Come let's away : when Caius Rome is thine,

Thou arc poor'ft of all -.then fhortly art ihou mmz. Exeunt

JBus Qjiintus,

Enter Menenius^ Cominim, Siciniuty Brntw,

the two Tribunes., vith others.

Me»e». No, He not go : you hear what he hath Caid

Which was fometime his General • who loved him
In a moft dear particular. He call'd me Father

:

But what o'that ? Go you that banifh'd him
A mile before his Tent, fall down and kneel

The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd

To hear Commius fpeak, lie keep at home.

Cor». He would not feem to know me.
Menen Do you hear"?

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name

:

I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops

That we have bled together. Coriolanui

He would not anfwer to : Forbad all Names ,

He was a kind of Nothing, Titlelefs,

Till he hadforg'd himfelf a name a'ch'fire

Of burning Rome.
Menen. Why, fo : you have made good work

:

A pair of Tribunes, that have wrack'd for Rome,
To make Coals cheap : A Noble memory.

Com. 1 minded him, how Royal 'twas to pardon

When it was lefs expe6ted. He replyed,

It was a bare petition of a State

To one whom they had punifh'd.

Menen. Very well, could he fay lefs ?

Com. I offered to awaken his regard

For's private Friends. His anfwer to me was
He could not ftay to pick them, in a pile

Of noyfom mufty Chaff. He faid, 'twas folly

For one poor grain or two, to leave unbumi
And ftill to nofc th'offence.

Menen. For one poor grain or two ?

I am one of thofe : his Mother, Wife, his Child,

And this brave Fellow too : we are the Grains,

You are the Mufty Chaff, and you arefmek

Above the Moon. We muft be burnt for you.

Sicin. Nay, pray be patient : If you refufe your aid

In this fo never-needed help, yet do not

Upbraid's with ourdiftrefs. But fure if you

Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue

More than the inftant Army we can make
Might flop our Countryman.

Menen. No .• He not meddle.
Sicin. Pray you go to him.

Menen. What fhould I do ?

Bru. Only make trial what your Love can do.

For Rome, towards Martins.

Men. Well, and fay that Martlus return me.

As Cominius is return'd, unheard s what then ?

But as a difcontentcd Friend, grief.Oiot

With his unkindnefs. Say't be fo ?

Sicin. Yet yourgood will

Muft have that thanks from Rome, after the meafure

As you intended well.

Mt". He undertak't '.

I think he'l liear me. Yet to bite his lip.

And hum at good Commius, much unhearts mc.

He
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He was not taken well, he had not din'd.

The Veins unfiU'd, our blood is cold, and then

Wc powt upon the Morning, are unapt

To give or to forgive ; but when we have ftufft

Thefe Pipes, and thefc Conveyances of our blood

With Wine and feeding, we have fuppler Souls

Than in our Prieft-like Fafts : therefore He watch him

Till he be dieted to nay requeft ,

And then He fet upon him.

Bym. You know the very rode into his kiadneft,

And cannot lofc your way.

Men. Goodf.jith He prove him.

Speed how it will. I fhall ere long have knowledge

Ofmyfuccefs. Exit.

Com. He'l never hear hira.

Sicin. Not f

Com. I tell you, he do's fit in Gold, his eye

Red as 'twould bum Rome : and his Injury

The Gaoler to his pitty I kneel'd before him,

*Twas very faintly nefaid Rife : difmift me
Thus with his fpeechlefs hand. What he would do

He fent in writing after me : what he would not,

Bound with an Oath to yield to his conditions

:

So that all hope is vain, unlcfs his Noble Mother.

And his Wife ( who as I hear ) mean to folicite him
For mercy to his Country : therefore let's hence,

And with our fair intreaties haft them on. Exeunt,

Enter Menemus to the IVatch or Guard.

1 H'at. Stay : whence arc you.>

2 iVat. Stand, and go back.

Men. You guard like men, 'tis well.But by your leave

I am anOfficer of State,& come to fpeak wanCorioUnhs.

1. From whence ? Men. From Rome.

T. You may not pafs, you muft return : our General

will no more hear from thence.

2. You'l (eeyour Rome embrac'd with fife, beforo

You'l fpeak with ConoUms.
Men. Good my Friends,

If you have heard your General talk of Rome,
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blanks,

My name hath toucht your ears : it is Menemus.

I . Be it fo, go back : the virtue of your name

,

Is not here palfable.

Men. 1 tell the Fellow,

Thy General is my Lover : I have been

The book of his good A£ts, whence men have read

His Fame unparallel'd, happily amplified :

For I have ever verified my Friends,

( Of whom he's chief ) with all the fize that verity

Would without lapfing fuffcr : Nay, fometimes,

Like to a Bowl upon a fuhtil ground

I have tumbled paft the throw : and in his praifc

Have (almoft) ftampt the Leafing. Therefore Fellow,

I muft have leave to paf^;.

1. Faith Sir,if youhad told as many lyes in his behalf,

as you have uttered words m your own, you fhould not

pals here; no, though it were as virtuous to lye, as to

live chaftly. Therefore go back.

Men. prithee fcllow,remember my name is Mentnitu,

alwayes faftionary on the party of your General.

2. Howfoevcr you have been his Lyar, as you fay you

have, I am one that telling true under him,muft fky you

cannot pafs. Therefore go back.

Men. Ha's he din'd can ft thou tell? For I waild not

fpeak with him, till after dinner.

I, You arc a Roman, are you f

Men. I am as thy General is.

I. Then you ftiould hate Rome, as he do's. Can you,
when you have pulht out your gates, the very Defender
of them, and in a violent popular ignorance, given your
enemy your ftiield, think to front his revenges with the
eafie groans of old women, the Virginal palms ol your
daughters , or with the palfied intercefTion of fuch a dc-
cay'd Dotant as you feem to be ? Can you think to blow
out the intended firc,your City is ready to flame in.witb
fuch weak breath as this?No,you arc dccciv'd, therefore
back to Rome, and prepare for your execution: you are
condemn'd, our General has fwornyou out of reprieve
and pardon.

Men. Sirra, if the Captain knew I were here.
He would ufe me with eftimation.

I. Come, my Captain knows you not.
Men. I mean thy General.

I. My General cares not for you. Back I fay, go: left

I let forth your half pint of blood. Back, that's the ut-
raoft of your having, back.

Men. Nay but Fellow, Fellow.

Enter Corlolanus mth AnffidiMs.
Corio. What's the matter ?

Men. Now you Companion.- He fay an arrant for you:

youniallknownowthati am in eftimation : you Ihall

perceive, that a Jack gardant cannot office me from my
Son CorioUnniy guefs but my entertainment with him:if
thou ftand'ft not i'th'State of hanging, or of fome death
more long in Speftatorfhip.and crueller in fuffering.be-

hold now prefcntly.and fwoond for what's to come upon
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourly Synod about thy
particular profperity,and love thee no worfc than thy old
Father Menemut do's. O my Son, my Son .' thou art pre-
paring fire for as .- look thee, here's water to quench it.

I was hardly moved to come to thee : but being affurcd
none but my felfcould move thee, I have been blown
out of your Gates with fighs : and conjure thee to par-
don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrymen. The good
Gods affwage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it , upon
this Varlet here : This, who like a block hath dcnycd
my accefs to thee.

Corio. Away.
Men. How? Away ?

Cono. Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affairs

Are fervanted toothers: Though I owe
My revenge properly, my remifiion lies

In Volcean brefts. That we have been familiar,

Ingrate forgetfulnefs fhall poifon rather

Than pitty ; Note how much, therefore be gone.

Mine ears againft yourfutes, arc ftronger than

Your gates againft my force. Yet for 1 loved thee,

Take this along, I writ it for thy fake.

And would have fent it. Another word Menenlus,

1 1 will not hear thee fpeak. This man Au^drnt
Was my belov'd in Rome : yet thou bchold'ft

—

Anf. You keep a conftant temper. Extsint.

Manent the Guard and Mtnen'mu
I. Now fir, is yourname Menemus ?

2 'Tis a fpell you fee of much power

:

You know the way home again.

1. Do you hear hoW we are' fhent for keeping your
greatncf* back ?

2. What caufe do you think I have to fwoond f

Men. I neither care for th'world , nor your Geneni :

for fuch things as you,I can fcarce think ther's any, y'arc

fo flight. He that hath a will to dye by himfelf , fears it

not
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not from another : Let your General do his worft. For

you, be that you are , long; and yourmifery encrtafc

with your age. I fay to you, as I was faid to, Away. £*<>.

I. A Noble Fellow I warrant him.

a The worthy Fellow is our General. He's the Rock

,

The Oak not to be winde-fhaken. Exit Watch,

Enter CtriolanMS aui Auffidlut.

Carlo. Vie will before the walls ofRome to morrow
Set down our Hoaft. My partner in this Aftion

You mufl report to th" Volcian Lords, how plainly

I have born this Bufinefs.

yiftf. Only their ends you have refj^efted.

Stopt your ears againft the general fuce of Rome :

Never admitted a privat whifper,no not with fuch friends

That thought them fure of you.

Cerio. This laft old man.

Whom with a crack'd heart I have fent to Rome,
Lov'd me, abovcthe meafure of a Father,

Nay godded me indeed. Their latcft refuge.

Was to fend him for whofe old love 1 have

(Though r fhew'd fowrly to him ) once more offer'd

The firft Conditions which they did refufe ,

And cannot now accept, to grace him onely

,

That thought he could do more: Avery little

I have yeelded to. Frefh Embaffes, and Sutes

,

Nor from the State, nor private friends heereaftcr

Will 1 lend ear to. Ha ? what fliout is this? Shout nithin

Shall I be tempted to infringe ray vow
In the fame time' tis made ? I will not.

Efiter f^irgili4^olMmtt'ia^V«lcr'ia,jong Martius;

with Atteudauts.

My wife comes formoft, then the honour'd mould

Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand

The Grandchilde to her blood. But our affection,

A 11 bond and privilege of narure break;

Let it be Virtuous to beObftinatc.

What is that CurtTie worth ? Or thofe Doves eyes

,

Which can make Gods forfworn .? 1 melt , and am not

Of ftronger earth than others : my Mother bows,

As \WljmpM to a Molehill fhould

In fupplication Nod: and my young Boy
Hath an afpeft of interceffion, which

Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volcies

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy , He never

Be fuch a Gofling to obey inftinft : but ftand

As ifa man wercAuthor of himfelf,& knew no other kin,

Virgil. My Lord and Husband.

Corio, Thcfe eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome.
f^trg. The forrow that delivers us thus chang'd

Makes you think fo.

Ccrio. Like a dull Aftor now, I have forgot my part.

And I am out, even to a full Difgrace.Beft of my Flefb,

Forgive my Tyranny : but do not fay

,

For that forgive our Rojnans. O a kifs

Long as my Exile, fweet as my Revenge /

Now by the jealous Queen of Heaven, that kifs

I carried from thee dear ; and my true Lip

Hath Virgin'd it ere fince. You Gods, I pray,

And the moft Noble Mother of the world

Leave unfaluted : Sink my knee ith'earth ; ,. Kmeh.
Of thy deep duty, more imprelTion fhew

Than that of common Sons.

rolnm. Oh ftand up bleft .'

Whil'ft with nofofter Cufliion than, the Flint

I kneel before thee, and unprcperly

Shew duty as miftaken, all this whikj

Between the Child, and Parent.

Corio. What's this? your knees to me ?

To your Corrected Son ?

Then let the Pibbles on the hungry beach

Fillop the Starrs : Then, let the mutinous winds
Strike the proud Cedars 'againft the fiery Sun :

Murd'ring impolTibility, to make
What cannot be, flight work.

I^olum. Thou art my Warriour, I hope to frame thee,

Do you know this Lady ?

Corio. The Noble Sifter of PubllcoU
;

The Moon of Rome : Chaft as the Ificle

That's curdled by the Froft , from pureft Snorv,

And hangs on Dians Temple : Dear Valeria.

Volttm. This is a poor Epitome of yours

,

Which by th'interpretation of full time,

May fl^ew like all your felf.

Corlt. The God of Souldiers ,

With the confent of fupreme Jovt, inform

Thy thoughts with Ndblenefs, that thou maift prove

To l[hame unvulnerable, and ftrike i'th'Warrs

Like a great Sea-mark ftanding every flaw,.

And faving thofe that eye thee.

Velum. Your knee. Sirrah.

Corio. That's my brave boy.

Volum. Even he, your wife, this Lady, and my felf

,

Are Suters to you.

Corio. I befeech you pejce :

Or if yould ask, rcmenober this before ;

The thing I have forfworn to grant , may never

Be held by your denials. Do not bid me
Difmifs my Souldiers, or capitulate

Again with Romes Mechanicks. Tell me not

Wherein I feem unnatural : Defire not t'allay

My Rages and Revenges.withyour colder reafoBS.

Velum. Oh no more, no mote :

You have faid you will not grant us any thing :

For we have nothing elfe to ask, but that

Which you deny already : yet we will ask,

That if you fail in our requeft,the blame

May hang upon your hardnefs, therefore hear us.

Cerio. Au^dlui, and you Volcies, mark, for we'l

Hear nought from Rome in private. Your requeft .'

Volum. Should we be filent & notfpeak,out Raiment

And ftate of Bodies would bewray what life

We have led fince thy Exile. Think with thy felf,

How more unfortunate than living women
Are we come hither ; fince that thy fight, which ftiould

Make our eys flow with joy: hearts dance with comforts,

Conftrains them weep,and fhake with fear and forrow,

Making the Mother, Wife, and Child to fee.

The Son, the Husband, and the Father tearing

His Countries Bowels out : and to poor we
Thine enmities moft capital •' Thou barr'ft us

Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort

That all but we enjoy. For how can we ?

Alas 1 how can we, for our Country pray ?

Whereto we are bound, together with thy viflory

,

Whereto we are bound : Alack, or we muft lofe

The Country our dearNurfe , or elfe thy perfon

Our comfort in the Country. We muft find

An evident Calamity, though we had

Our willi, which fide ftiould win. For either thou

Muft as a Forein Recreant be led

With Manacles through ourftreetS,orelfe,

Triumphantly tread on thy Countries ruine.

And
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And bear the Palm , for having bravely fticd

Thyr Wife and Childrens blood : For my feU, Sonn

,

I purpofe not to wake on Fortune, till

Thefewarrsdetermin : if I cannot perCvadc th:c

Rather to (hew a Noble grace to both parts

Than feek the end ofone } thou fhilt no foonet

March to affault thy Country, than to tread

rXruft to"t, thou fhaltnot) on thy Mothers wombs

That brought thee to this world.

nr£. I, and mine, brought you forth this boy>

To keep your name living to time.

Boy. A ftiall not tread on me : lie run away

Till I am bigger, but then lie fight.

Cono. Not of a womans tenderncfs to be

Requires nor Childe,nor womans face to fee:

I have fate too long.

f^olKm. Nay, go not from us thus:

If it were fo, that our requeft did tend

To fave the Romans , thereby to deftroy

The Voices whom you fcrve, you might condemn us

As poyfonous of your Honour. No, our fute

Is that you reconcile them: While the Voices

May fay, this mercy we have {hew'd : the Romans,

This we recciv'd, and each in either fide

Give the All-haile to thee, and cry be Blert

For making up this peace. Thou know'tt ( great Sonn )

The end of Warr's uncertaiii; but this certam.

That ifthou conquer Rome, the benefit

Which thou flialt thereby reap, is fuch a name

Whofe repetition will be dogg'd with Curfes

:

Whofe Chronicle thus writ, The man was Noble,

But with his laft Attempt,he wip'd it out,

Deftroy'd his Country, and his name remains

To th'infuing Age, abhorr'd. Speak to me Son J

Thou haft affected the five ftrains of Honor,

To imitate the graces of the Gods.

To tear with Thunder the wide Cheeks a'th' Aye

,

And yet to change thy Sulphure with aBoult.

That (hould but rive an Oak. Why do'ft not fpcak?

Think'ft thou it hoaourablc for a Noble man
Still to remember wrongs ? Daughter, Speak you :

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou Boy,

Perhaps thy childiihnefs will move him more

Than can our Reafons. There is no man in the world

More bound to's Mother, yet here he lets me prate .

Like one i'th' Stocks. Thou haft never in thy life.

Shewed thy deer Mother any curtefie.

When fhe ( poor Hen ) fon'd of no fecond brood

Ha's cluck'd th:e to the Warrs, and fafcly home
Lodcn with Honour. Say my Requeft's unjuft.

And fpurn me back : But if it be notfo

Thou art not honeft, and the Gods will plague thee
;

That thou reltrain'ft from me the Duty whicb

To a Mothers part belongs. He turns away :

Down Ladies : let us lliame him with our knees

To his fur-name Coriolanm longs more pride

Than pitty to our Prayers. Down : an end,

This is the laft. So, we will home to Rome,.

And dye among our Neighbours : Nay behold's.

This Boy that cannot tell what he would have,

But kneels, and holds up hands forfellowlTiip,

Doe's rejfon our Petition with more itrength,

Than thou haft to dcny'r. Come, let us go

:

This Fellow had a Volccan to his Motlier :

His Wife is in Corialus^ and his Childe

Like him by chance : yet give us our difpatch:

I am huftit until ourCity be afirc,&then He fpcak a little.

Holds htr hj tbe haniftltnt.

Corio, o Mother, Mother

!

What have you done ? Behold, the Heavens do ope,

The Gods look down, and this unnatural Scene
They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother: Oh

i

You have wonn a happy Victory to Rome.
Bur for your Son, beleeve it : Oh belcevc it,

Moft dangeroufly you have with him prevail'd,

If not moft mortal to hina. But let it come :

-^«/??'/i«/, though I cannot make true Warrs,
lie frame convenient peace. Now good Attffiiiittf

Were you in my ftecd, would you have heard

A mother lefsf or granted lefs An^ilu ?

Auf. I was moY'd withall.

( orto. I dare be fworn you were
And fir, icisnoHttk thing to make
Mine eyes to fwcat corapalTion. But (good fir)

What peace you'l make, advife me: For ray part.

He not to Rome, He back with you , and pray you

Stand to me in this caufe. O Mother.' Wife \

Anf. I am glad thou haft fee thy mercy, & ihy Honor
A difference in thee .• Out of that He work
Myfelf aforraer Fortune.

Corio. I by and by; But we wiU drink together t

And you ftiall bear

A better witnefs back than words, which we
On like conditions, will have counter-feal'd.

Come enter with us : Ladies you deferve

To have a Temple built you : All the Swords
In Italy, and her Confederate Arms
Could not have made this peace. Extuiit.

Enter Menenim ami Siciaimt. (ftone?

Ment, See you yon'd Coin a'th* Capitol, yon'd corner

Sie'tn. Why what of that?

Mcne. If it be polTible for you to difplace it with your

little finger.ihere is fome .hope theLadies of Rome,efpe-

cially his Mother, may prevail with him. But I fay, there

is no hope in 't, our throats are fenteoc'd, and ftay upon

execution.

Sicin. Is't portiblejthatfo /hort a time can alter the

condition of a man.

Mcne, There is difference between a Grub & a But-

terfly, yet your Butterfly was a Grab: this Martiusyis

grown from Man to Dragon : He has wings, hee's more
than a creeping thing.

Siein. He lov'd his Mother dearly.

McKf. So did he me : and he no more remembers his

Mother now,than an eight years old horfe , The tartnefs

of his face, fours ripe Grapes.When he walks,he.moves
like an Engine, and the ground fhrinks before his Trea-

ding. He is able to peirce a Corftet with his eye .• Talks

like a knell , and his hum is a Battery. He fits in h is State

as a thing made for AUx4ni»r. What he bids be done is

finifht with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God but

Eternicie,and a Heaven to Throne in.

S'lcin. Yes, mercy, ifyou report him truly.

Mtne. I paint him in the Charafter. Mark what mer-

cy his Mother iTiall bring from him : There is no more
mercy in him, than there is milk in a male-Tyger, that

(hall out poor City fifld : and all this is long ot you.

Sicln. The Gods be good unto us.

Mene. No, in fuch a cafe the Gods will not bee good

unto us. When vvebinilh'dhim,we refpefted not them

:

and he returning to break our necks,they refped not us.

Enttr a Mcfttnttr,
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Mef. Sir, if you'ld fave your life flye to your Houfc,

The Plebeians have got your Fellow Tribune,

And hale him up and down ; all fwearing, if

The Roman Ladies bring not comfort home
,

They'l give him death by Inches.

Enter another Meff'cHgtr.

S'icin. What's the News ? (prevayl'd,

Me[. Good News, good news, the Ladies have

The Volciansare diflodg'd, and Martius gone:

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome,

No, not th' expulfion of the Tarqa'ws.

Slcln. Friend, art thou certain this is true ?

Is'tmoll certain?

Mef. As certain as I know the Sun is fire

:

Where have you lurk'd that you make doubt of it ?

Ne're through an Arch fo hurried the blown Tide

As the recomforted through th' gates. Why heark you ?

TrumpetSyHoboyei, DrHtni teat, altogether.

The Trumpets, 5ack-buts, Pfalteries, and Fifes,

Tabors, and Cymboles,and the fliowting Romans,

Make the Sun dance. Heark you. J jhout v/tthin.

Mene. This is good News ••

I will go meet the Ladies. This f^olummaf

Is worth of Confuls, Senators, Patricians,

A City full: Of Tribunes fuch as you,

A Sea and Land full: you have pray'd well to day:

This Morning, for ten thoufand of your throats,

I'de not have given a doit. Heark, how they joy.

SoHitd ^tll with the Shouts.

Skin. Firft, the Gods blefs you for your tydings:

Next, accept my thankefulnefs.

Mef. sir,wc have all great caufe to give great thanks.

5;W». They areneer the City?
Me[. Almoft at point to enter.

Sicin. Wee'l meet them and help the joy. Exemt.

Enter two Senators^ with Ladier^paJ/iag over

the Stage, with other Lords.

Sena. Behold our Patronnefs, the life of Rome :

Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods,
And make triumphant fires, ftrow Flowers before tbcm:
Vntlioot the noifethac banifh'd Martitti-,

Repeal him, with the welcome of his Mother

:

Cry welcome Ladies, welcome.
All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. Exeunt.

A FloHrijh with Drums & Trumpets.

Enter Tullus AnffiiiHSy with Atteudaots.

.Auf. Gfttel! the Lords a'th' City,I am here:

Deliver them this Paper : having read it.

Bid them repair to th' Market place, Where I

Even in theirs, and in the Commons ears.

Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accufe;

The City Ports by this hatii enter'd, and
Intends t'appear before the People, hoping
To purge himfelf with words. Difpatch.

Enter -^ or ^ Confpiratori of Auffiditis Fa^im.
Moft Welcome.

1 . CoH. How is it with our General?
-^w/. Even fo, as with a man by his own Almsim-

poyfon'd, and with his Charity (lain.

1 Con. Molt Noble Sir, If you do hold the fame intent

Wherein you wiflit us parties : Wee'l deliver you
Ofyour great danger.

Auf, Sir I cannot tell,

We mufl proceed as we do finde the People.

?. Con. The people will remain uncertain, whil'ft

Twixt you there's difference: but the fall of either

Makes the Survivor heyr of all.

Auf. 1 know it:

And my pretext to ftrikeat him, admits

A good conllrudion. I rais'd him, and I pawn'd
Mine Honor for his truth: who being fo heighten'd,

He watered his new Plants with dews of Flatterie,

Seducing fo my Friends: and to this end,

He bowd iais Nature, never known before,

But to be rough, unfwayable, and free.

J. Confp. Sir, his ftoutnefs

When he did ftand forConful, which he loft

By lack of ftooping.

Auf. That I would have fpoke of

:

Being banilli'd for't, he came unto my Harth,

Prefented to my knife his Throat: I took him,

Made him joynt-fcrvant with me: Gave him way
In all hisowne defires: Nay, let him choofe

Out of my Files, his projecte to accomplilh.

My beft and frellieft men, fervd his deiignemcnts

In mine own perfon : hope to reap the Fame
Which he did end all his; and took feme pride

To do my felf this wrong; Till at the lalt

Ifeem'd his Follower, nor Partner; and

He wag'd me with his Countenance, as if

I had been Mercenary.

1. Con. So he did my Lord

:

The Army marvcyled at it, and in the laft

When he had carried Rome, and that we look'd

For no lefs Spoil, than Glory

—

Auf. There was it

:

For which my finewes (hall be ftretcht upon him.

At a few drops of VVomens rhewm, which are

As cheap a? Lies; he fold the Blood and Labour

Of our great Ai^tionj therefore fhall he dye.

And He renew me in his fall. But heark.

Drums and Trumpetsfound^ withgreat'

fhowts of the people.

1 Con. Your Native Town you enter'd like a Pofte,

And had no welcomes home, but he returns

Splitting the Ayr with noyfe.

2. Con. And patient Fools,

Whofe children he hath (lain, their bafe throats tear

With giving him glory.

3. Con. Therefore at your vantage,

Ere he exprefs himfelf, or move the people

With what he would fay, let him feel your Sword

:

Which he will fecond, when he lies along

After your way. His Tale pronounc'd, (hall bury

His Reafons, with his Body.

Auf. Say no more. Here come the Lords.

Enter the Lords ofthe City.

All Lords.You are moft welcome home.

Auf. I have not deferv'd it.

But worthy Lords, have you with heed perufcd

What I have written to you?

A I. We have.

I Lord, And grieve to hear't.

What faults he made before the laft, I thinke

Might have found ea(ie Fines: But there to end

Where he was to begin, and give away

The benefit of our Levies, anfwering us

With our own charge : making a Tttatte, where

There was 3 yeelding; this admits no excufe.

Auf.
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ylaf. He approaches, you fhjll hear him.

Enter ConoUntu marchwjr vnth Drum, and CthuruThe

Commoners biiitg wiih him,

Co/io. {{ail Lords, I am return'(J,your Souldier:

NJo more infc»^cd with my Countries love

Than when I parted hence : but Hill fubfilting

Under your great Command. You are to know,

Tint profperoufly I have attempted, and

With bloody pjrtagc led your Warrs,evcn to

Thi gates of Rome :, Our fpoils vv; have brought home

Doth more than Counterpoize a full third pj re

The charges of the A£lion. We have made peace

With no lefs Honour to the A»tiates

Than Aiame to th'Romans. And we here deliver

Subfcrib'dby th'Confu!s,and Patricians,

Together with the Seal a'th' Senat, what

We have compounded on.

I Anf. Read it not Noble Lords,

But tell the Traitor in the highefl degree

He hath abus'd your Powers.

Cerio. Traitor ? How now ?

^i*f. I Traitor, MartiHi.

Carlo. M^rtiHt ?

Auf. I MartiuSy Caius AfArtiui : Do'ft rhou think

He grace thee with that Robbery, thy lloln name
CorioUnHs in Corioln }

You Lords and Head a'th'State, perfidioudy

He ha's betray'd your bufinefs, and given up

For certain drops of Salt, your City Rome,
I fay your City, to his Wife and Mother,

Breaking his Oath and Rcfolution. like

A twill of rotten Silk, never admitting

Counfail a'th' Warr : But at his Nutfes tears

He whin'd and roar'd away your Viclorie,

That Pages bluQ\'d at him, and men of heart

Look'd wond'ring each at otherj.

Corit. Hcar'it thou Marj f

Auf. Name not the God, thou boy of Tears,

Corit, Ha ?

Aitf. No more,

Corio. Meafurelefs Lyar thou haft made my heart

Too great for what contams it. Boy ? Oh Slave.

Pardon me Lords, 'tis the firft time that ever

I was forc'd to fcould.Your judgements my grave Lords

Muft give this Curr the Lye : and his own Notion,

Who wears my (Iripes impteft upon him, that

Muft bear my beating to his Grave , llull joyn

To thruft the Lye unto him.

1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me fpcik.

Corto. Cut me to pieces Volcies, Men and Lads,

Stain all your edges on me. Boy, falfc Hound •'

If yoa have writ your Annaks true, 'tis there,

That like an Eagle in a Dove-coar, I

Flutrer'd your Volcians in Coriolia.

Alone I did it, Boy .'

^«/. Why Noble Lords,

Will you be put in mind of his blind Fortune,
Which was your fhamc, by this unholy Brat'oart

'

Fore your own eyes, and ears?
"*

All Confp, Let him dye for'r.

All. Peopl: Tearhi.m to pieces, doitptefemly •

He kill'd my Son, my Daughter, he kill'd my Cofin
MarcM, he kiird my Father.

2 Lord. Peace hoc : no outrage, pcicc :

The man is Noble, and his Fame folds in
This Orb o'th'earth : His laft offences to us
Shall have Judicious liearing. Stand An^dltu,
And trouble not the peace.

Cor10. O that I had him, with fix AMffi4iufcf,o: more:
His Tribe to ufe my lawful Sword.

./^*i/". InfolentVillairr.

>4//c,;,/-;,. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him.
Drmt koth the Conjplratori, and kills Martittf who

fallJ., Auffidius jUnds on him.
Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold.

^xf. My Noble MaftcrS, hear me fpeak.
1 Lord, O ThUms.

2 Lord. Thou haft done a deed, whereat
Valour will weep.

I Lord. Tread not upon him Matters, all be quiet.
Put up your Swords.

Auf. My Lords.

When you Ihall know ( as in this Rage
Provok'd by him, you cannot ) the grcit danger
Which this mans life did owe you, you'l rcjoycc
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours
Tocall me to your Senate, lie deliver

My felf your loyal Servant, or endure
Your hcavieft Cenfure.

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body

,

And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded
As the moft Noble Coirfc, that ever Herald
Did follow to his Urn.

2 Lord. His own impatience.

Takes from AnffiiiHs a great part of blaiac

:

Let's make the Bcft of it.

Anf. My Rage is gone.
And I am ftruck with forrow. Take him up

:

Help three a'th'chiefeft Souldiers ; He be one.
Beat thou the Drum that it fpeak mournfully :

Trail your fteel Pikes. Though in this City he
Hath widdowed and urxhilded many a one.
Which to this hour bewail the Injury,
Yet he ("hall have a Noble memory. Aflift.

Exeunt benring the Bod) of M/trtiitf. A dt*d Mstch
SoMfkled,

FIS^IS,
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THe Lamentable Xfagedy of

Titus Andronicns.

<t4Sus Trimus. Selena Trima,

Enter the Tril>HMts mi Senators aleft. A»i then enter

SatMrm»us and hit Foilovfers at one dore., and

BaJfiAHHS andh'ts Followers at the other

y

with Drum (jr Colours,

Saturrilnus.

ble Patricians, Patrons of my right,

Defend the juftice of my Caufe with Arms.
And Country-men , my loving Followers,

Plead my SuccetTive Title with your Swords.

I was the firft-born Son, that was the laft

That wore the Imperial Diadem of Rome:
Then let my Fathers Honours live in me.
Nor wrong mine age with this indignitie.

Bajfian, Romans, Friends, Followers,

Favourers of my Right

:

If ever Bajpanus^ Cdfars Son,

Wer&gracious in the eyes of Royal Rome,
Keep tnen this palfage to the Capitol;

And fuffer not Dilhonour to approach

Th'Imperial Seat to Virtue : confecrate

To Juftice, Continence, and Mobility :

But let Defert in pure eleftion fhine ;

And Romanss, fight for Freedom in your Choice.

Enter Marcus AndrtinlcHt aloft with the Crovun.

Princes, that ftrive by Faftions, and my Friends,

Ambitioufly for Rule and Emperie

:

Know, that the people of Rome for whom we ftand

A fpecial Party, nave by Common voice

In Eledion foe the Romane Emperie,

Chofen AndronlcaSf Sur-nam*d Piits^

For many good and great delerts to Rome.
A Nobler man, a braver Warriour,
Lives not this day within the City Walls.

Ha by the Setute is accited home
From weary Warrs againft the barbarous Gothes,
That -v-Au his Sons ( a terror to our Foes

)

Hath yosk'd a Nation ftrong, train'd up in Arms.
Ten years are fpent, fince tirft he undertook
This Caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with arms
Our Enemies pride. Five times he hath rcturn'd

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant Sons
In Coffins from the Field,

And now at laft, laden with Honors Spoyls,
Returns ^he ^ood AndronKcus to Rome,
RenoT«ned Titw, flouriihing m Arms.

Let us intreat, by Honour of his N ame

Whom (worthily) you would have now fucced,

And in the Capitol and Senates right,

Whom you pretend to honor and adore,

Th:it you withdraw you, and abate your Strength,

Difmifs your Followers, and assurers ftiou Id, I

Plead your Deferts in Peace and Humblenefs.

SatHry.'w. Hovv fait the Tribune fpeaks,

To calm, my thouglns.

Bajfia. Marcus Andronlus-, fo I do affie

In thy uprightnefs and Integrity :

And fo I Love and honor thee, and thine.

Thy Noble Brother Titus, and his Sons,

And her (to whom my thoughts are humbled all

)

Gracious Lavinia, Romes rich Ornament,

That I will here difmifs my loving Friends

:

And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour,

Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh'd.

Ex. SoHldiert,

Satftruin. Friends that have been

Thus forward in my Right,

1 thank you all) and here difmifs you all.

And to the Love and Favour of my Countrey

,

Commit my Self, my Perfon, and the Caufe t

Rome, be as juft and gracious unto me,

As I am confident and kind to thee.

Open the Gates, and let me in.

Bajjla. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor.

Thtygo up into the Se»ate-houft,

Enter a Captain,

Cap. Romans make way : the good Andronicfu^

Patron of Virtue, Romes beft Champion,
Succefcful in the Battels that he fights.

With Honour and with Fortune is return'd

,

From whence he circumfcribed with his Sword,

And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome.

Stund Drums dni Trumpets. And then Enter tree of Titus

Sons; After them ^ trpo men hearing a Coffn avered

r»ith I'lacki thentmo ether Sons. After them., Titus

Andronicus^aud then Tamera the Queen sf Gothes, ^"d

her two Sons^ Chiren and Demetrius, vtith Aaron the

Moor, and others
., as many ai cm ht : They fet dnsn

the Ccffn, and Titus ffeak/.

Andronicus. Hail Rom.e

:

Vidorious in thy mourning Weeds

:

toe
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Loc as the Bark thjc hadi difchare'd his fraught,

Returns with precious lading to the Biy,

From whence at firlt fiie weigh'd her Anchorage:

Commeth AnirmicHt bound with Lawrel bovves,

To reCalute his Country with his tears,

Te«rsof true joy for his return to Rome,

Thou great defender of this Capitol,

Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend.

Romans, of five and twenty Valiant Sons,

Half of the number that King Priam had.

Behold the poor remains alive and dead 1

Thefe that Survive, let Rome reward with Love

:

Thefe that I bring unto their lateft home,

With burial amongft their Anceftors.

Here Gothes have given me leave to iTieath my Sword

:

Titus unkind, andcarelefs of thine own.

Why fuffer'ft thou thy Sons unburied yet,

To hover on the dreadful fhore of Styx?

Make way to lay them by their Brethren.

Thej Ofen the Tojub.

There greet in filence as the dead are wont, -

And flecp in peace, flain in your Countries Wdrrs

:

Ofacred receptacle of my joyes.

Sweet Cell of virtue and Nobility,

How many Sons of mine haft thou in ftore.

That thou wilt never render to me more ?

Luc. Give us the proudcft ptifoner of the Goth:S,

That we may hew his limbs, and on a pils

Admaneifratmmylzcn^ct his flelli

,

Before this earthly prifon of their bones

,

That fo the fliadowsbe not unappeas'd,

Nor we dtlturb'd with prodigies on earth.

Tit. I give him you, the Nobleft thatfurvivcs.

The eldeft Son of this diftrelled Queen.

Tarn. Stay Roman brethren, gracious Conqwror,

Vidtorious Titus, true the tears I ftied,

A Mothers tears in pafTion for her fon

:

And if thy fons were ever dear to thee.

Oh think my tons to be as dear to me.

Sufliceth not, that we are brought to Rome,

To bcauiifie thy Triumphs, and return

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoak

;

But muft my fons be ftiuglitred in the ftreets,

For Valiant doings in their Countries caufe ?

O ! If to fight for King and Common-weal,
VVerc piety in thine, it is in thefe

:

Anironicus, (tain not thy Tomb with blood.

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods ?

Draw near them then in being merciful,

Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge,

Thrice Noble Tit»x, fpare my firft born-fon.

Tit. Patient your felf Madam, and pardon me.

Thefe are the Brethren, whom you Gothes behold

Alive and dcvd, and for their Brethren (lain,

Religioudy they aSk a facrifice :

To this your fon is markt, and ale he muft.

To appeafe thair groaning fhadows that are gone.

IjHc. Away with him, and make a fire ftraight.

And with our Swords Mpoiiapileofwood,

Let's hew his limbs till they be clean confum'J.

Exit Sons with AUrbut.

Tarn. O cruel irrelidous piety.

Chi. VVas ever Scjthia half fo barbarous f

Dew. Oppofe me 59»/j<4 to ambitions Rome,

Alarhns go to rcft, and we furvivc.

To tremble under Titus threatnin" looks,

Then Madam ftand refolv'd, but hope withall,

The felf fame Gods that arm'd the Queen of Troy
With opportunity of fharp revenge

Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent,

Miay favour Tttmvrn the Queen of Gothes,

( When Gothes were Gothes,and TamQraft\% Queen)
To quit the bloody wrongs upon h:r foes.

Enter the Sons of Andronicus agttin.

Luc. Sec Lord and Father, how we have perform'd

Our Roman rites, AUrhus limba arc !opr,

And intrals feed the facrifizing fire ,

Whofc fmoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie.

Rcmaineth nought but to inrerr our Brethren,

And with loud Larums welcome them to Rdmc.
Tit, Let it be fo, and let Anironlcut

Make this his lateft farcwcl to their fouls.

Then Sound Trumpett, and Ujr the Coffns in the Tomb.
In peace and honour reft you here my Sons

,

Romes rcadieft Champions, repofe you here in reft.

Secure from worldly chances and miftiaps :

Here lurks no Trcafon, here no envic fwells,

Here grow no damned grudges, here no ftorms,

No noife, but filence and Eternal flecp :

In peace and Honour reft you here my fons.

Enter L»vln4.

Lav. In peace and honour, live Lord Titut long.

My Noble Lord and Father, live in Fame :

Loe at this Tomb my tributary tears,

I render for my Brethrens Obfequies :

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy

Shed on the earth for thy return to Rome.
O blefs me here with thy vidlorious hand,

V Vhofe Fortune Romes beft Citizens applau'd,

Tit. Kind Rome,
That haft thus lovingly rcferv'd

The Cordial of mine «ge to glad my heart,

LaviniA live, out-live thy Fathers days :

And Fames eternal date for virtues praifc.

Af4r. Long live Lo:ATitus, my beloved brother

,

Gracious Triumpher in the eyes of Rome.
Tit. Thanks gentle Tribune,

Noble brother Marcus.

Mat. And welcomc.Nephews from fucccfsful warrj,
You that furvive, and you that fleep in Fame:
Fair Lords your Fortunes are all alike in all.

That in your Countries fervice drew your SworJs,

But fafer Triumph is this Funeral Pomp,
That hath afpir'dto Sa/eaihappinefs,

And Triumphs over chance in honors bed.

Titus Andronieus, the people of Rome,
Whofe friend in juftice thou haft ever b;en.

Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truft,

This Palliament of vvhite and fpotlefs Hu;

,

And name thee in Election for the Empire
With thefe our late deceafed Emperors Sons

:

Be Candiiatus then, and put it on.

And help to fee a head on hcadlcfo Rome.
Tit. A better bead her Glorious body fit?,

Then his that (hakes for age and fecblcneCs

:

'gg What
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What Hiould I d'on this Robe and trouble ywi?

Be chofen with proclamations to day,

To morrow yeeld up rulejrefignc my life,

And fct abroach new bufinefs for you all.

Rome I have bene thy Souldier forty years,

And led my Countries ftrength fuccefsfully,

And buried one and twenty Valiant 5onns,

Knighted in Field, (lain manfully in Arms,

In right and Service of their Noble Country:

Give me a ftafF of Honour for mine age.

But not a Scepter to controul the world,

Vpright he held it Lords, that held it laft.

Mar.Titm y thou rttalt obtain and ask the Empiry.

Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune can'ft thou tell?

Tifwj. Patience Prince SatHmnnt.

Sat. Romans do me right.

Pairicians draw your Swords, and fticathtncm not

Till SaturmKfts be Romes Emperout:

Androtncui would thou weret lliipt to hell.

Rather than rob me of the peoples hearts.

Luc. Proud Satttrmtity intcrrupte r of the good

That Noble-minded Tittts means to thee.

Tit. Content thee Prince, I will rcltorc to thee

The peoples hearts, and wean thcra from therafcWs.

Baft. AndroniCHiyl do not flatter thee,

But Honour thee, and will doe till I die:

My Faftion if thou ftrengthen with thy Friendj

I will moft thankful be, and thanks to men

Of Noble mindes, is Honourable Meed.

Tit. People ofRome, and Noble Tribunes here,

I ask your voices and your Suffrages,

Will you beftow them friendly on Andromctts?

Trlbu.To gratifie the good AnironlcHi^

And Gratulate his fafe return toRome
The people will accept whom he admits.

Tit. Tribunes I thank you , and this fute I make.

That you Create your Emperours eldeft fonhc.

Lord SAturninf, whofe Vi rtueJ w i 11, 1 hope,

Refleft on Rome as Tytans Rays on earth,

And ripen luftice in this Common-weal:

Then if you wil eleft by my advife.

Crown him , and fay, Long live cur Empcrour,

Mar. An. With Voices and applaufe of every fort,

Patricians and Plebeians,we Create

Lord SatHrHtnui Romes Great Empecour.

And fay, Long live our Emferour Saturnine.

A long Fharifl} till they tome dovtn.

Sat. Titus AudromcMiy for thy Favours done.

To us in our EleilLon this day,

I give thee thanks in part of thy Deferts,

And will with Deeds requite tny gentlcnefs:

And for an Onfet 77^«/ to advance

Thy Name, and Honourable Family,

LavinU will I make my Emprefs,

Romes Royal Miftris, Miftris ofmy heart.

And in the Sacred Paiithaonhtt cfpoufc :

Tell me Andromcus doth this motion pleafe thee?

Tit. It doth my worthy Lord, and in this match,

I hold me Highly Honoured of your Grace,

And here in fight of Rome, to SatMrniney

King and Commander of our Cemmon-weal,
The wide-worlds Empcrour,do I Confecrate,

My Sword, my Chariot, and my Prifoners,

Prefents well Worthy Romes Imperial Lord •"

Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe,
Mine Honours Enfignes humbled at my feet.

5#jr. Thanks Noble Tifw, Father ofmy life,

How proud I am of tliee, and of thy gifts,

Rome fhall record, and when I do forget

Thelcartof thefs unfpeakable Deferts,

Romans forget your Fealty to mc.

Tit. Now Madam, are you prifoner to an Emperour>

To him that for your Honour and your State,

Will ufe you Nobly and your Followers.

54f. A goodly Lady,truft me of the Hue

That I would choofs, were I to choofs a new:

Cleer up Fair Queen that cloudy countenance.

Though chance of watr hath wrought this ciiacge of

Thou com'ft not to be made a fcorn in Rome.- ( cheer>

Princely fl^all be thy ufage every way.

Reft on my word, and let not difcontent

Daunt all your hopes: Madam he comforts you.

Can make you Greater than the Queen of Gothes?

L4vittia,yo]i are notdifpleas'd with this?

Lav. Not I my Lord, fith true Nobility,

Warrants thefe words in Princely curcefie.

Sat. Thanks fweetZ.(«//wM,Romans let us goe:

Ranfomlefs here we fet our Prifoners free.

Proclaim our Honours Lords with Trumpet and Drum,

Bafj. Lord Titw by your leave this Maid is mine.

Tit. How fir? Are you in earnett then my Lord?

Baf^. I Noble Titusy and refolv'd withall.

To doc my fetf this reafon, and this right.

Marc. SmmcuiijiHe., is our Romane luftice:

This Prince in luftice ceazeth but his own.

Lnc. And that he will and ftiall \iLucius live.

Tit. Traytors avant, where is the Emperours Guard?

Treafon my Lord, Lavima is furpris'd.

Sat. Surpris'd,by whom?
J?4/>.Byhimthatjuftly may

Bear his Bctroth'd , from all the world away.

Mut. Brothers help to convey her hence away,

And with my Sword He keep this door fafe.

Tit. Follow my Lord, and He foon bring hep back,

Mut. My Lord you pafs not here.

Tit. What villain Boy , barr'ft me my way in Rome?
Mitt.He\pyLuciM help. He kjli ffiff-

Luc. My Lord you are unjuft, and more than fo.

In wrongful quarrel you have (lain your fon.

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any (onns of mine.

My fonns would never fo difhonour me.
Traitor rellore Lavinia to the Emperour.

Lhc. Dead ifyou will, but not to be his wife,

That is anothcrs lawful promift Love.

Enttr ahft the Emperour rfitb Tttmor4 tttti hsr trtP

fonns aai Aaran the Moer,

Emf. No Titttf, no, the Emperour needs her not.

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock:

He truft by Leifure him that mocks me once.

Thee never: nor thy Traiterous haughty fonns.

Confederates all, thus to difiionour me.
Was there none els in Rome to make a ftale of

But Saturnine} Full well AnironiCHs

Agree thefe Deeds, with that proud bragg ofthine,

That faid'ft, I beg'd the Empire at thy hands.

Tiff. Omonftrous, what reproachfuU words are thefe?

Sat. But goe thy ways, goc give that changing pecce,

To him that fiouriOit for her with his Sword:
A Valiant fonn in-law thou fhaltcnjoy

:

One, fit tobJndy with thy lawlefs Sonns,

To
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To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome.

Tit.Tndi words are Razor'; to my wounded heart.

5rtf. And therefore lovely Tamo^a Queen of Gothcs»

That like the rtacely Phtlx mong'ft her Nimphs,

Doft over-Hiine the Gillanc'lt Dames of Rome,

If thou be pleas'd with this my fodain choice,

Behold I choofe thee 7'amiraior my Bride,

And will Create thee Emperefs of Rome.

Si^etk Queen of Goths, doll thou appUud my choice ?

And here I fwear by all the Roman Gods,

SithPfieft and Holy-water arc fo neer,

And Tapers burn fo bright, and everything

In readind"s for Hj/mtniHs ftand,

I will not refilnte the ftreets of Rome,

Or climb my Palace , till from forth this place,

1 lead efpous'dmy Bride alonp with me.

Taoio. And here in fight of heaven to Rome I fwear,

If 5<rf«r«;«r advance the Queen of Gothes,

She will a H^nd-maid be to his defircs.

A loving Nurfe, a Mother to his youth.

Sat. Afcend Fair Queen,

Panthean Lords, accompany

Your Noble Empcronr and his lovely Bride,

Sent by the heavens for Prince SutHrnine,

VVhofewifdome hath her Fortune Conquered,

There fhall we Confummate our Spoulal rites.

ExtHnt omnts.

Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this Bride.

TuHs when wer't thou wont to walk alone,

DiiVionoured thus and Challenged of wrongs?

£«<f Ai^rcHi and Titus Sons.

M<*r. o Tltui fee .' O fee what thou haft done I

In a bad quarrel, flain a Vertuous Son.

Tit. No foolilli Tribune, no : No Son of mine,

Nor thou, nor thefe Confederates in the deed,

That hath diihonoured all our Family,

Unworthy Brother, and unworthy Sons.

Luc. But let us give him burial as becomes.

Give ^«fw burial with our Brctheren.

Ttt. Traitors away, he rells not in this Tombe

:

This Monument five hundred years hath Hood,

Which I have fumptuoufly re-edified :

Here none but Souldiers, and Romes ServitorJ,

Repofe in Fame : None bafely (lain in brawls.

Bury him where you can, he comes not here.

A^AT. My Lord this is impiety in you,

My Nephew Mutiui deeds do plead for him,

He muH be buried with his brecheren.

TitHstvfgfons (fetlk.

And iTiall, or him we will accompany.

It. And ihall .' What villain was it fpake that \vord>

Titus (on fftAk,!.

He that would vouch'd it in any place but here.

Tit. What would you bury him in my defpight.>

Mtr. No Noble 7'if«(/,but intrcat of thee,

To pardon Mmitts, and to bury him.

Tit. Mdrcur^ even thou halt ftruck upon my Creft,

And with thefe Boys mine Honour thou halt wounded,
My foes I doc repute you every one.

So trouble me no more, but get you gone.

i.So>i. He is nothimfclf, let us withdraw.

a. Son. Not I till Matins bones be buried.

7hc Srolhtrand thtfons k.»tel.

.\Ur. Brother, for in ihatmmc doih nature pkU.

7. Son. Father, and in t.hat name dotii n«ure fpc^k.
Tit, Speak thou no morc,!fali the reft will fpecd.

*

Mxr. Renowned Tltni^ more than half my foul,'

Luc. Dear Father, foul and fubftance of us all.

'

Afitr. Suffer thy brother Marcus to interr
His Noble Nephew here in virtues neft.

That died In Honour and LavmiAs caufc.

Thou art a Romain, be not barbarous:

The Greeks upon advifc did bury Aja-v

That flew himfelf: And Luertes fon

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals:

Let not young Mutlus then that was thy joy.
Be barr'd his entrance here.

Tit. Rife Marcus, rife,

The difmairitday is this that ere I faw.

To be diilionored by my Sons in Rome:
Well, bury him, and bury me the next.

Tbejijiut him in the Tomb,
Luc. There lie thybones fweet Mutius with thy

Till we wicli Trophees do adorn thy Tomb. (fnends,
The) all kjiee I and fajr

,

No man f!ied tears for Noble Alutius.

He lives in Fame that di'd in virtues caufe. £v/>.
Mar. My Lord,co ftep out of thefe fudden dumps,

How comes it that the fubtile Queen of Go:hcJ,
Is of a fodain thus advanc'd in Rome?

Ti. I know not Marcus: but I know It iS,

(Whether by devife or no )the heavens can tcll,

Is ilie not then beholding to the min,
That brought her for this high good turn fo farrf

Yei,and will Nobly him remunerate.

¥loitri(h.

Enter the EmperoryTaiKsra., and her two font , »tth tht

Moor At one door.Fnter at the other door BAfsiaaitj and
Lavi'iia vfnh others.

Sat. So Bajfianus, you have plaid your prize,

God give you joy Sir of your Gallant Bride.

Baj. And you of yours my Lord' I fay no more,
No: Willi no lefs, and fo I take my leave.

5<ir. Traitor, If Rome have law, or we have power
Thou and thy Faction lliall repent this Rape.

Ba[. Rape call you it my Lord, to fcize my own,
My true betrothed Love, and now my wife.'

But let the lawes of Rome determine all,

Meanwhile I am pofTeft of that is mine.

Sat. Tis good nr: you are very fhort with us^

But if we live, we'l be as ftiarp with you.

Ba[. My Lord, what I have done, as I may,
Anfwer I muft, and thall do with my life,

Onely thus much I give your grace to know,
By all the duties that I ow to Ron:^,

This Noble Gentleman Lord T/rwhere,

Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd.

That in the rcfcue of Laviuia,

With his own hand did fliy his youngeft Son,

In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath.

To be controU'd in that he frankly gave:

Receive him then to favour SatMrnme,

That hath cxpreft himfelf in all his deed*,

A Father and a friend to thee, and Rome.
Tit. Prince Bafsi/inur leave topleid my Deeds,

Tis thou, and thofcj thar have di/honoured mc,
Rome and the righteous heavens be my jud^e,

How I have lov'd and Honour'd Satitrnine.

Tarn. My worthv Lord,iiev<:r Tamorat

Gggi Were i

/
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Were gratious in chofe Princely eyes of thine,

Then hear me fpeakindifferendy for all ••

And at my fute (fweet) pardon what is part.

Sat. What Madam, be difhonoured openly,

Andbafcly put it up without revenge ?

Tarn. Not fo my Lord,

The Gods of Rome fore -fend,

I (hould be Author to didionour you,

But on mine honour dare I undertake

For good Lord Tlttu innocence In all

:

Whofe fury not diffembled fpeaks his griefs

:

Then at my fute look gracioufly on him,

Lote not fo noble a friend on vain fuppofe,

Nor with fowr looks afflift his gentle heart.

My Lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laft,

DilTemble all your griefs and difcontents,

You are but newly planted in your Throne,

Lefi then the people, and Patricians too,

Upon a juft furvey take Tirw part,

And fofuppUnt us for ingratitude,

Which Roine reputes to be a heynousfin.

Yield at intreats, and then let me alone :

lie find a day to maffacrc them all,

And raze their fatlion, and their family.

The cruel Father, and his trayt'rousfons,

To whom I (ued for my dear fons life;

And make them know what 'tis to let a Queen

Kneel in the ftreets, and beg for grace in vain._

Come, come, fweet Emperour (come Jviromcut)

Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart,

That dies in tempeft of thy angry frown.

S*t. Rife T/r«j, rife.

My Emprefs hath prevail'd.

Tit. I thank your Majefty,

And her my Lord.

Thefe words, thefe looks,

Infufe new life in mc.

Tarn. Tttttj, I am incorporate in Rome,

A Roman now adopted happily

:

And murt advife the Emperour for his good,

This day all quarrels die jindrenkus^

And let it be my honour good my Lord,

That I have reconcil'd your friends and you.

For you Prince Bajfianns, I have paft

My word and promife to the Emperour,

That you will be more mild and traftable.

And fear not Lords

:

And you Lavmia,

By my advife all humbled on your knees,

You ihiW ask pardon of his Majeliy,

SsK. We do,

And vow to heaven, and to his Highnefs,

That what we did, was mildly, as we might,

Tend ring ourfifters honourand our own.

Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteft.

Sat. Away and talk not, Rouble us no more.

1 T4W. Nay,nay,

Sweet Emperour, we muft all be friends,

The Tribune and his Nephews kneel for grace

,

I will not, be dcnycd, fweet heart look back.

Sat. Aiarcus.,

For thy fake and thy brothers here.

And at my lovely Tamora s intreats,

I do remit thefe young mens heynous faults.

.Stand up L<»j//wrf, though you left me like a churl

I found a friend, and fure as death I fware,

1

I would not part a Batchelor from the Prieft.

Come, if the Emperours Court can feaft two Brides,

You are my gucll Lavma, and your friends

:

This day Hiall be a Love-day Tamora.

Tit. To morrow and it pleafe your Majefty,

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me,

With Horn and Hound,

Wce'l give your Grace Bon jour,

Sat. Be it fo Tum, and Gramercy too. Exeunt.

Actus Secundus

Eater Artn alone.

Aran. Now climbeth Tamora OlympuS top,

Safe out of Fortunes fliot, and fits aloft,

Secure ofThunders crack or lightning flalh,

Advanc'd above pale envies threatning reach :

As when the golden Sun falutes the morn.
And having gilt the Ocean with his beams,

Gallops the Zodiack in hisgliftering Coach,

And over-looks the higheft piring hills

:

%oTtim9ra.

Upon her wit doth early honour wait.

And virtue ftoops and trembles at her frown.

Then Aran arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts,

To mount aloft with thy Emperial Miftrifs,

And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long

Haft prifoner held,fettred in amorous chains.

And fafter bound to Arms charming eyes,

Than is Prometheus ti'd to Caucafus.

Away with flavifli weeds, and idle thoughts,

I will be brighr,and fhine in Pearl and Gold,

To wait upon this new made Emperefs,

To wait faid I ? To wanton with this Queen, .

This Goddefs, this Semiramis^ this Queen,
This Syren, that will charm Romes Satur»i»ey

And fee his Ihipwrack, and his Common weals.

Holla, what fiorm is this ?

Enter Chiron and Demetr'iHs braving.

Dem. Chiron thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge
And manners to intrude where I am grac'd.

And may for ought thou knowft affe(5ted be.

Chl.DemetrlHiy thou do'ft over-ween in all.

And fo in this, to bear me down with braves,

'Tis not the difference of a year or two
Makes me lefs graciouf, or thee more fortunate

:

1 am as able, and as fit aS thou.

To ferve, and to deferve my Miftrifs grace,

And that my fword upon thee fhall approve,

And plead my palTions for Lavinia's love.

Ar. Clubs, clubs, thefe lovers will not keep tlie peace.

Dem. Why Boy, althougn our mother (unadvifca)

Gave you a dancing Rapier by your fide.

Arc you fo defperate grown to threat yourfriends ?

Go to ; have your Lath glued within your iheath,

Till you know better how to handle it.

Chi. Meanwhile Sir, with the little skill I have.

Full well fhalt thou perceive how much I dare.

Dem. I Boy, grow ye fo brave f Tkej araw.
Ar. Why now Lords ?

So near the Emperours Palace dare you draw }

And
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And maintain fiich a quarrel openly ?

Full well I wot, the ground of all this griidg.

I would not tor a million of Gold,

J'he caiife were known to them it moO concerns.

Nor would your noble mother for much more

Be fo difhonoured in the Court of Rome.

For fhame put up.

Dtm Not I, till I have flieathM

My rapier in his bofoJn, and withall

Thruft tbefc reproachful fpeechcs down his throar,

That he hath breath'd in my dillionour here.

Chi; For that I am prepar'd, and full refolv'd,

Foul fpokcn Coward,

'iliar thundrelt with thy tongue,

And with thy weapon nothing dar'lt perform.

Ar. Away I fay.

Now by the Gods thjt warlike Goths adore,

This pretty brable will undo us all

:

Why Lords, and think you not how dangerous

It is tofet upon a Princes right ?

What is Laviiiia then become fo loofe,

Or IJaJfiA'iHs fo degenerate.

That for her love fuch quarrels may be broicht,

Without controulment, Julticeor revenge ?

Young Lords beware, and fliould the Hmprefs know

This difcord ground, the mufick would not pleafe.

Chi. I care not, l,knew flie and all the world,

I love Laviniit more than all the world.

Dtm. Youngling,

Learn thou to make fome better choice,

Lavhia is thine elder brothers hope.

Ar. Why are ye mad ? Or know yc not in Rome
How furious and impatient they be,

And cannot brook Competitors in love ?

I toll you Lords, you do but plot your deaths

By this dcvifc.

Chi. AroKj a thoufand deaths would I propofe,

To atchieve her whom I do love.

Ar. Toarchieve her, how ?

DfW. Why mak'H thou it fo Rrange ?

She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd.

She is a woman, therefore may be won,

She is Lwinia, therefore muft be lov'd.

What man, more water glideth by the Mill

Than wots the Miller of, and cafie it is

Of a cut loaf to fteal a Oiive we know :

Thougli Bajfmnus be the Emperours Brother,

Better than he have yet worn ^«/f/i»j badge.

^r. I, and as good as Saturr.imis may.

Dem. Then why fhould he defpair that knows to

With words, fair looks, and liberality ? ( court it

What hsft thou not full often flruck a Doe,

And bom her cleanly by the Keepers nofe ?

Ar. Why then it feems fome certain fnatch or fo

Would ferve your turns,

Chi. I fo the turn were fecved.

Dem /Jrenxbou halt hi tit.

Ar. Would you had hit it too,

Then lliould not we be: tir'd with this ado •

Why hark yee,hark yee, and are you luch fools,

To fquarc for this ? Would it offend you then .'

Chi. Faith not me.

Dcm. Nor me, fo I weri one.

Ar. For iLame be friends, and joyn for that you jar

:

"Tis policy and ftratagem mufl do

That you affeit, and fo muft you refolvc,

That what you cannot as you would atchieve,

You muft perforce accomplifh as you may

:

Take this of me, Lucrect was not more chall

Than this Lavi»ia, BaJfiAnus love,

A fpecdier courts this lingring languifhmcnt

Muft we purfue, and I have found the path

:

My Lords, a folemn hunting is in hand,

There will the lovely Roman Ladies troop

:

The Foreft walks are wide and fpacious,

And many unfrequented plots there arc,

Fitted by kind for rape and villany

:

Single you thither then this dainty Doe,
And ftrike her home by force, if not by words :

This way or not at all, ftand you in hope.

Come, come, our Emprefs with her facred wic
To vilhny and vengeance confecrate.

Will we acquaint with all that we intend.

And flie lliall file our engines with advife,

That will not fuffer you to fquare your felves,

But to your wifhes height advance you both.

The tmperours Court is like the houfe ofFame,
The Palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears :

The Woods are ruthlefle, dreadful, deaf, and dull

:

There fpe3k,and (hike brave Boyes,and take your turnj.

There ferve your lufts, rtiadow'd from heavens eye,

And revel in Lavi»ia'sT:zi^\\ry.

Chi. Thy counfel Lad fmells of no cowardife.

Dem. Si fat aut Hcfasy till I find the ftreams

To cool this heat, a Charm to calm their fits,

Per Stjgin fer manes yehor. Exeunt'

Enter Tittn Andronlcus ani his three fans y m^k^ftg a Hoife

with hounds and horns ^ and Marcus,

Tit, The hunt is up, the morn is bright and gray.

The fields are fragrant, and the Woods are green,

Uncouple here, and let us make a bay,

And wake the Emperour and his lovely Bride,

And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peal.

That all the Court may eccho with the noifc.

Sons let it be your charge, as it is ours.

To attend the Emperours perfon arefuUy :

I have been troubled in my flccp this night.

But dawning day new conifort hath infpir'd.

IVind Horns.

Here a crj of honndt , and mnd horns in .1 fetil^ then

Enter StUHmimtfy Tamora, B'tJJi'tnus, LaviniayChirtn^

Demetrius.^ 4nd their Attendants.

Tic. Many good morrows to your Majefty,

Madam to you as many and as good.

I promifed your Grace a hunters peaL

Sat. And you have rung it luftily ray Lords,

Somewhat too early for new married Ladies.

Baf. Lavinia, hoW fay you ?

Lav. I fay no :

I have been awake two hours and more.

Sat. Come on then, horfc and Chariots let us have.

And to our fport : Madam, now lliall yc fee

Our Roman hunting.

M*r. I have dogs my Lord,

Will rouzc the proudeft Panther in the Chafe,

And climb the higheft Promontory top.

Tit. And I have horfc will follow where the game
Makes away , and run like Swallows o'rc the plain.

G g g 5 Dem. Chirm.
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Dent. Chiron, we hunt not,we, with Horfe nor Hound,

But hope to pluck a dainty Doe to ground. Excmt.

Enter Aro» alone

.

Ar. He that had wit, would think tHat I had none,

To bury fo much Gold under a Tree,

And never after to inherit it.

Let him that thinks of me fo abjectly,

Know that this Gold muft coin a ftratagem, '

Which cunningly efFefted, will beget

A very excellent piece of villany

:

And fo repofe fweet Gold for their unrcft.

That have their Alms out of the Emprefs Chefl..

Enter 7amora tt the Moor.

Tarn. My lovely Aron,

Wherefore look'ft thou fad.

When every thing doth make a Gleeful boaft ?

The Birds chaunt melody on every bulli,

The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun,

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind.

And make a checquer'd lliadow on the ground

:

Under their fweet fhade, Aron let us fit.

And whil'lt the babling Eccho mocks the Hounds,

Replying fnrilly to the well-tun'd Horns,

As if a double hunt were heard at once.

Let us fit down, and mark their yelping noife :

And after conflid, fuch as was fuppos'd

The wandring Prince and Diio once enjoy'd,

When with a happy ftorm they were furpriz'd.

And Curtain'd with a counfel-kcepingCave,

We may each wreathed in the others arms,

( Our paltiraes done ) pofiefs a Golden flumbsr,

Whiles Hounds and Horns, and fweet Melodious Birds

Be unto us, as is a Nurfes Song

Of Lullaby, to bring her Babe adeep.

Ar. Madam,
Though FenHs govern your defires,

Samrn isDominuor over mine ;

What fignifies my deadly Handing eye.

My filence, and my Cloudy Melancholy,

My fleece of Woolly hair, that now uncurks,

Even as an Adder when ilie doth unrowl

To do fome fatal execution ?

No Madam, thefe arc no Venerial figns.

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand,

Blood and revenge are Hainmering in my head,

Hark Tamora, the Emprefs of my Soul

.

Wbich never hopes more heaven, than refts in thee.

This is the day of Doom for Bafsiams ;

His Philomel mufl lofe her tongue to day.

Thy Sons make Pillage of her Chaftity,

And wafh their hands in BafsioHui blood.

Seell thou this Letter, take it up I pray thee,

And give the King this fatal plotted Scrowl •

Now queftion me no more, we are efpied.

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful Booty,

\Vhich dreads not yet their lives deflrudion

Enter Eafjianus and Lavlnla.

Tarn. Ah my fweet Moor^

Sweeter to me than life.

Ar. No more great Emprefs, BafsianMs comes.

Be crofs with him, and He go fetch thy Sons

To back thy quarrels whatfoe're they be.

Baf. Whom have we here ?

Romes Royal Emprefs,

Unfurnifli'c of our well-befeeming troop >

Or is it Dian habited like her.

Who hath abandoned her holy Groves,

To fee the general Hunting in this Foreft ?

Tam. Savvey controller of our private fieps :

Had I the power that fome fay Dian had.

Thy Temples fhouldbe planted prefently

With Horns, as was A^aonsy and the Hounds

Should drive upon his new transformed limbs,

Unmannerly Intruder as thou art.

Lav. Under your patience gentle Emprefs,

*Tis thought you have a goodly gift in Ho;ning,

And to be doubted, that your Moor and you

Are fingled forth to try experiments

:

"jffve flueld your Husband from his Hounds to day,

'Tis pity they fliould take him for a Stag.

Baf. Believe me Queen, your fwarth Cymtncrian

Doth make your Honour of his bodies Hue,
Spotted, derefted,and abominable.

Why are you fequeftred from all your train ?

Difmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed,

And wandred hither to an obfcure plot,

Accompanied with a barbarous Moor^

If foul defire had not conduced you ?

Lav. And being iiitercepted in your fport.

Great reafon that my Noble Lord be rated

For Saucinefs; I pray you let us hence.

And let her jcy her Raven-coloured love>

This valley fits the purpofe pafTing well.

Baf. The King my brother fhail have notice of this.

Lav. J, for thefe flips have made him noted long,

Good King, to be fo mightily abufed.

Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this ?

Enter Chiron and Demtr'ms,
Dem. How now dear Sovereign

And our gracious Mother,

Why doth your Hignefs look fo pale and wan ?

Tam. Have I not reafon think you to look pale ?

Thefe two have tic'd me hither to this place,

A barren, detelted vale you fee it is.

The Trees ( though Summer ) yet forlorn and lean.

Ore-come with Mofs, and baleful Miffelta

Here never fhines the Sun, here nothing breeds,

Unlefs the nightly Owl,t3r fatal Raven.

And when they fnew'd me this abhorred pit.

They told me, here at dead time of the night,

A thoufand Fiends, a thoufand hifTing Snakes,

Ten thoufand fwelling Toads, as many Urchins,

Would naake fuch fearful and confuted cries.

As any mortal body hearing it,

Should ftrait fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly.

No fooner had they told this hellifh tale.

But ftrait they told me they would bind me here,

Unto the body of a difmal yew.
And leave me to this miferable death.

And then they call'd the foul Adulterefs,

Lafcivious Goth, and all the bittereft terms

That ever ears did hear to fuch efFed.

And had you not by wondrous fortune come.
This vengeance on me had they executed

:

Revenge it, as you love your Mothers life.

Or be ye not henceforth call'd my Children.

Dem. This is a witnefs that I am thy Son, Stah b:m.

Chi. And this for me,
Strook home to fhew my ftrength.

Lrtv. I cojBC Semiramisf nay Barbarous TatHir/ty

For
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I

For no mmcfits thy nature bat thy own,

T^M. Give me thy poygnardryou (hall know my boys

Your Mothers hand (hall right your Mothers wrong.

Dcm. Stay Madam,hcre is more belongs to her,

Firft ihrafl^ the Corn, then after burn the ftraw :

This Minion ftood upon her chaftity

,

Upon herNuptial vow, her loyalty,

And with that painted hope fliebrives your Mighcinels,

And lliall llie carry this unco hei grave ?

Chi. And if iVie do,

I would I were an Eunuch.

Drag hence her husband to fome fccret hole,

Andmake his dead Trunk-Pillow to our luft.

Tam. But when ye have the hony ye defire,

Let not this Whafp out-live us both to (ling.

Chi. I warrant you Madam we will make that fure :

Come Miftris,now perforce we will enjoy,

That nice-prefcrved honelly of yours.

Lav. O Tamora thou bear'ft a womans face.

Tam. I will not hear her fpeak, away with her.

Lav. Sweet Lords intreat her hear me but a word.

Dem. Liftcn fair Madam, let it be your glory

To fee her tears, but be your heart to them,

As unrelenting flints to drops of rain.

Lav.'Wbtn did theTygcrs young-ones teach the dam?

O do not learn her wrath, (he taught it thee

,

The milk thou fuck'ft from her did turn to Marble,

Even at thy Teat thou h.id'11 thy Tyranny,

Yet every Mother breeds not Sons alike,

Do thou increather ihew a woman pitty.

Chi. What,

V Vould'lt thou have me prove myfelf a bartard ?

Lav. 'Tis true,

The Raven doth not hatch a Lark,

Yet have I heard, O could 1 find it now.

The Lyon mov'd with pitty, did indure

To have his Princely paws par'd all away.

Some fay, that Ravens fofter forlorn children.

The whil'ft their own birds familTi in their ncfts :

Oh be to me though thy hard heart fay no,

Nothing fo kind but fomeching pittiful.

Tam. I know not what it means, away with her.

Lav. Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers fake.

That gave thee life when well he might have (lain thee:

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears.

Tam. Had'ft thou in perfon nere offended me,

Even for his fake am I now pittilefs :

Remember Boys I powr'd forth tears in vain,

Tofaveyour brother from the facrifice.

But fierce Aniranicm would not relent,

Thereforeaway with her, and ufe her as you will,

The worfe to her, the better lov'd of me.
Lav. Oh Tamira,

Be call'd a gentle Queen,
And with thine own hands kill me in this place,

For 'tis not life that I have bcgg'd fo long.

Poor I was (lain, when Baffianm dy'd.

Ttfw.What begg'ft thou thcn?fond woman,let me go.

Lav. 'Tis prefent death I beg , and one thin

That womanhood denies my tongue to tell

:

Oil keep me from (heir worf- than killing luft

,

And tumble me into fome loathfome pit,

Vvhere never mans eye may behold my body:

Do this, and be a charitable murderer.

Tam. So lliould I rob my fwect Sonis of their (ec,

No, let them fatisfie their lult on thee.

more

Aw. Away.

For thou had (taid us here too long.

Lav. No grace ?

No woman-hood ? Ah beattly creature,

The blot and enemy to our general name,

Confu(ion all

Chi. Nay then He ftop your mouth ,

Bring thou her husband,

This is the Hole where Aron bid us hide him. Exeunt.

Tam. Farewei my Sons, fee that you make her lure,

Nere let my heart know merry cheer indeed.

Till all the Andronici be made away

:

Now will I hence to feek my lovely Moor,

And let my fpleenful Sons this Trul deflour. ExU.

Enttr Aron with two of Tit«i Sons.

Aron. Come on my Lords, the better foot before.

Straight will I bring you to the loathfome pit,

VVhere J efpicd the Panther faft aflecp.

Qtiin. My fight is very dull what ere itbotJes.

,^4r.And mine I promife you, were it not for fhame,
Well could I leave our fport to fleep a while.

Qitin. What art thou fallen ?

VVhat fubtile Hole is this,

Whole mouth is covered with Rude growing Briers,

Upon whofe leavs are drops of new-lhcd-blood.

As frefK as mornings dew diftiU'd on flowers *

A very fatal place it feems to me :

Speak Brother haft thou hurt thee with the fall ?

Mar. Oh Brother,

VViththedifmairitobjeft

That ever eye with fight made heart lament.
Ar. Now will I fetch the King to find them here,

That he thereby may hive a likely guefs,

How thefe were they that made away his brother.

Exit Aran.
Mar. Why doft not comfort me and help me out,

From this unhallow'd and blood-ftaincd Hole f

Qmih. I am furprized with an uncouch fear,

A chilling fweat ore-runs my trembling joynts.

My heart fufpe6ls more than mine eye can fee.

Mar. To prove thou haft a true divining heart,

Aro?7 and thou look down into this den.

And fee a fearful fight of blood and death.

Q^i». Aran is gone,

And my compa(fionatc heart

Will not permit mine eyes, once to behold
The thing whereat it trembles by furraifc

:

Oh tell me how it is, for nere till now
Was I a child, to fear I know not what

Mar. Lord Bajfiamu lies embrewedherc.
All on a heap like to the flaughtred Lamb,
In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit.

Quin. If it be dark, how do'ft thou know 'tis be >

Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear
A precious Ring, that lightens all the Hole ;

Which like a Taper in fome Monument,
Doth ihine upon the dead mans earthly cheeks.

And iTiews the ragged iiitrails of the pic :

So pale did (hine the Moon on Piramnj^

When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden Mood :

O Brother help me with thy fainting hand.

If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath,

Oat of this fell devouring receptacle,

As hateful as Cociiiu miftie mouth.

Q^ia. Reach me thy bni, that I may help tbee out,

Or
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Or wanting lirength to do thee fomudi good,

I may be pluckt inio the fwallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor Baffiaaxs grave

:

I have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink.

Mar. Nor I no ftrength to climb without thy help.

QmIm. Thy hand once more, I will not loofe again,

rill thou arc here aloft, or 1 below :

Thou can'ftnoc come to me,I come to thee. Both fall h

Enter the Emperoar, Aron the Moor.

Sat. Along with me,riefee what hole is here,

And what he is that now is leapt into it.

Say, who art thou that lately did'It defcend

Into this gjping hollow of the earth ?

Mar. The unhappy fon of old Amironkut,

Brought hither in a moft unlucky hour,

To find thy brother Bafianus dead.

Sut. My brother dead ? I know thou do'ft but jeft,

He and his Lady both are at the Lodg,

Upon the North-fide of this pleafant Chafe,

'Tis not an hout fincc I lefc him there.

Mar. We know not where you left him all alive.

But out alas, here have wc found him dead.

Enter TamorAf j^ndronicus, and Lhc'ihs,

Tam, Where is my Lord the Kin^ ?

Sat. Here Tamoray though griev'd with killing grief.

Tam. Where is thy brother Bafsia>ttu ?

Sat. Now to the bottom do'ft thou fearch my wound,

Poor Bafslams here lies murthered.

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ.

The complot of this timelefs Tragedy,

And wonder greatly that naans face can fold

In pleafing fmiles fuch murderous Tyranny.

She givtth Saturnine a Letter.

Satumims reads the Letter.

And if we mifs to meet him handfomljy

Swed hfixtfmany Bajfianus 'tis vte mean.

Do thou fo much as dig the grave for himy

Thou k/iov'fl our meaning, look^for thy reward
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree

:

which over-fhades the mouth of that fame fity
H'here we decreed to bury Bajfianus

;

Do thiSy and furchafe at thy lafiingfritnds.

Sat. 0\\Tamora^\\is zMtt heard the like ?

This is the pit, and this the Elder tree,

Look firs, if you can find the huntfman out,

That ftiould have murthered Bajfianuthive.

Ar. My gracious Lord, here is the bag of Gold.

Sat. Two of thy whelps, fell Curs of bloody kind

Have here bereft my brother of his life :

Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prifon,

There let them bide until we have devis'd

Some never heard-of torturing painfor them.

Tam. What are they in this pit ?

Oh wondrous thing 1

How eafily murder is difcovered ?

Tit. High Empcrour, upon my feeble knee,

I beg this boon, with tears, not lightly ftied.

That this fell fault of my accurfed Sons,

Accurfed, if the faults be prov'd in them—
i

Sat. If it be prov'd ? you fee it is apparent,

Who found this Letter, Tamora was it you .?

Tam. y.ndrentcus himfelfdid take it up.

Tit. I did my Lord,

Yet let me be their bail.

For by my Fathers reverent Tomb I vow
They fhall be ready at yout Hignefs will,

To anfwcr their fufpicion with their lives.

Sat. Thou llialt not bail them ,fec thou follow me :

Some bring the murthered body, fome the murtherers,

Let them not fi>eak a word, the guilt is plain,

For by my foul, were there worfe end than death.

That end upon thcni fhould be executed,

Tam. Andronlctts I will intreat the King,

Fear not thy Sons, they (hall do well enough.

Tit. Come Luclusy come,

Stay not to ulk with them. Exeunt.

Enter the Emprefi Sons, with Lavin'Oy her hands cut o^y

and her tongue cut out, and ravifht.

Bern. So now go tel,and if thy tongue can fpeak.

Who t'was that cut thy tongue and raviftit thee,

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo,

And if thy ftumps will let thee play the Scribe.

Vem. See how with figns and tokens {he can fcowl.

Chi. Go home.
Call for fweet water, wafli thy hands.

D;m. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wafti.

And fo let's leave her to her filent walks.

Chi. And t'wcre my caufe, I fliould go hang my felf.

Dem. If thou had'ft hands to help thee knit the cord.

Exeunt,
Wind Hornt.

Enter Marcusfrom hunting to Lavinia,

Who is this, my N2ece,that flics away fo faft ?

Cofen, a word, where is your husband ?

If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake me,
If I do wake, fome Planet ftrike me down,
That I may (lumber in eternal fleep.

Speak gentle Neece, what ftern ungentle hands

Hath lop'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare

Of her two branches, thofe fweet Ornaments,

Whofe circling iliadows, Kings have fought to deep In,

And might not gain fo great a happinefs

As half thy love ? Why do'ft not fpeak to me ?

Alas, a Crimfon river of warm blood.

Like to a bubling fountain ftir'd with wind.

Doth rife and fall between thy Rofed lips,

Comming and going with thy hony breath.

But fare fome Teretts hath defloured thee.

And left thou ftiould'ft detcft them, cut thy tongue

;

Ah, now thou turn'ft away thy face for ftiamc 1

And nctwithftanding all this lofs of blood.

As from a Conduit with their iffuing Spouts,

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titans face,

Bluftiing to be encountred with a Cloud,

Shall I fpeak for thee ? ihall I fay 'tis fo ?

Oh that I knew thy heart, and knew the bcaft,

That I might rail at him to eafe my mind.

Sorrow concealed, like an Oven ftopt.

Doth burn the heart to Cinders where it is.

Fair Philomela fhe but loft her tongue,

And in a tedious Sampler fowed her mind.

But lovely Neece, that mean is cut from thee,

A craftier Tereict haft thoii met withall.

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off
^ ' " That
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That could have better fcvved than Philomel.

Oh had the monrter feen thofe Lilly hands

Tremble like Afpen leaves upon a Lute,

And make the filken ftrings delight to kifs them,

He would not then have toucht thera for his life.

Or had he heard the heavenly Harmony

Which that fWwCt tongue harh made ;

He would have dropt his knife and fell afleep,

As CtrberHs at the ThraciMt PoJtS feet.

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind,

For fuch a fight will blind a fathers eye.

One howers ftorm will drown the fragrant Meads,

What will whole months of tears thy Fathers eyes ?

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee

:

Oh could our mourning eafw thy mifery. ExtHMt

Enter the Judges anl Senators^ with Titus's two Sons

litiiadff»fsi»g"' the Stage to the place ofexecution

,

and TitHSgoing before pleading.

77t.Hear me grave Fathers, noble Tribunes ftay,

For pity of mine age, whofe youth was fpent

In dangerous wars, whilft you fecurely flept :

For all my blood in Romes great quarrel I'hed,

For all the frofty nights that I have watcht.

And for thefe bitter tears, which now you fee

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks.

Be pitiful to my condemned Sons,

Whofe fouls are not corrupted as 'tis thought

:

For two and twenty fons I never wept,

Becaufe they died in honours lofty bed.

yindronlcitt lyeth dortn^ani the Judges pafs by him.

For thefe, thefe Tribunes, in the duft I write

My hearts deep languor, and my fouls fad tears :

Let my tears.rtench the earths dry appetite,

My fons fweet blood, will make it fhame and blufh

:

O earth \ I will befriend thee more with rain, Exeunt.

That fhall diltill from thefe two ancient ruines,

Than youthful April rtiall with all his (howers

In Summers drought : Tie drop upon thee ftill,

In Winter with warm tears I'le melt the fno\v,

And keep eternal Spring-rime on thy face,

So thou refufe to drink my dear fons blood.

Etittr Lucim with his weapon drawn.

Oh reverend Tribunes, oh gentle aged men,
Unbind my Ions, reverfc the doom of death,

And let me fay ( that never wept before )
My tears are now prevailing Oratours.

Lu. Oh noble father, you lament in vain,

The Tribunes hear you not, no man is by,

And you recount your forrows to a ftone.

Tit. Ah Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead,

Grave Tribunes, once more I intreat of you —
Lh. My gracious Lord,no Tribune hears you fpcak.

Tit. Why 'tis no matter mm, if they did hear,

They would not mark me : oh if they did hear,

They would not pity me.
Therefore I tell my forrows booilcfe to the (loncs,

Who though they cannot anfwer ray diftrcfs,

Yet in fome fort they are better than the Tribunes,

For that they will not intercept my tale
;

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet

Receive my tears, andfecm to weep with nic,

And were they but attired in grave weeds,

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe,

A ftone IS as foft wax,

Tribunes more hard than ftones :

A ftone is filenr, and offendeth nor.

And Tribunes with their tongues doom men to death.

But wherefore ftand'ft thou with thy weapon drawn ?

Lu. To refcue my two brothers from their death,

For which attempt the Judges have pronounc'd

My everlafting doom of banifhment.

Ttt. O happy man, they have befriended thee :

Why foolilh Lucius, do'ft thou not perceive

That Rome is but a wildernefs of Tigers f

Tigers muft prey, and Rome affords no prey

But me and mine : how happy art thou then.

From thefe devourcrs to be baniilied ?

But who comes without brother Marcus here ?

Enter Marcut and Lavinia.

Mar. Titsis, prepare thy noble eyes to weep,
Or if not fo, thy noble heart to break :

I bring confuming forrow to thine age.

Tit. Will itconfume me ? Ler me fee Ic then.

Mar, This was thy daughter.

Txt. Why Marcus fo fhe is.

Lu. Aye me, this objeft kills me.

Tit. Faint-hearted boy , arife, and look upon her,

Speak my Lavinia, what accurfed hand

Hath made thee handlefs in thy Fathers fight ?

What fool hath added water to the Sea ?

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ?

My grief was at the height before chou cam'ft,

And now like Ny\us it difdaineth bounds

:

Give me a (word, I'le chop off my hands too,

For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain

:

And they have nur'ft this woe.

In feeding life

:

In bootlefs prayer have they been held up,

And they have ferv'd me to effedlefs ule.

Now all the fervice I require of them.

Is, that the one will help to cut the other :

Tis well Lavinia^ that thou haft no hands,

For hands to do Rome fervice, is but vain.

Lm. Speak gentle fifter, who hath mirtyr'd thee.'

Mar. o that delightful engine of her thoughts,

That blab'dthem with fuch pleafing eloquence,

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage.

Where like a fweet melodious bird it fung,

Sweet various notes inchanting every ear.

Luc. Oh fay thou for her,

Who hath done this deed ?

Mar. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Park,

Seeking to hide herfelf, as doth the Deer

That hath receiv'd fome unrecuring wound.

Tit. It was my Dear,

And he that wounded her,

Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me dead

:

For now 1 ftand as one upon a Rock,

Inviron'd with a wildemcfs of Sea,

Who makes the waxing tide

Grow wave by wave,
Expcftjog
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Expe6ting ever when (ome envious furge,

Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him.

This way to death my wretched fons are gone:

Here ftands my other fon, a banifht man,

And here my brother weeping at my woes.

But that which gives my foul the greateftfpurn

Is dear Lavinia^ dearer than my foul.

Had 1 but fecn thy pi^ure in this plight,

It would have madded me. What Ihall I doe?

Now I behold thy lively body fo?

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy tears,

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee;

Thy husband he is dead , and for his death

Thy brothers are condemn'd,and dead by this.

Look Marcus, ah fon Lucitu look on her:

When I did name her brothers, then fredi teares

Stood on her cheeks, as doth the hony dew,

Vpon a gath'red Lillie almoft withered.

Afar. Perchance (he weeps becaufs they kil'd her

husband.

Perchance becaufs (he knows him innocent.

Tit. If they did kill thy husband then be joyfuU,

Becaufe the law hath tane revenge on them.

No, no, they would not doe fo foul a deed
,

Witnefs theforrow that their filter makes.

Gentle Lavinia let me kifs thy lips,

Or make fome fignes how I may do thee eafe:

Shall thy good Vncle, and thy brother LtuiHSy

And thou and 1 fit round about fome Fountain,

Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks

How they are ftain'd in meadows yet not dry

With miery flime left on them by a flood:

And in the Fountain ihall we gaze fo long.

Till the frcfli tafte be taken from that dcernefs.

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears.?

Or rtiall we cut away our hands like thine?

Or fliall we bite our tongues, and in dumb fhews

Pafs the remainder of ourhatcfull dayes?

What (hall we doe? Let us that have our tongues

plot fomedevifc of further miferies

To make us wondred at in lime to come.

Lu. Sweet Father ceafe your tears , for at your grief

Seehow my wretched fifter fobs and weeps.

Ma, Patience dear Neece , good Titm dtie thine

eyes.

77t,Ah MarcHiy Marcm, Brother, well I wot,

Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine.

For thou poor man haft drown'd it with thine own.
Lu. Ah my Laviiiia I will wipe ihy cheeks.

Tit. Mark Marcus , mark, 1 underftand her figns

,

Had fhe a tongue to fpcak , now would ihe fay

That to her brother which I faid to thee.

His NApkin with her true teares all bewet,

Can do no f^rvice on her forrowful cheeks.

Oh what a fympathy of woe is this .'

As farr from help as Limbo is from blifs.

Enter Aran the Moor alone.

Moor. Titus Andrcnicus^vcvj Lord the Emperor,
Sends thee this word, that if thou love thy fons,

Let A'lartHs^ Lucius, or thy felf old Titus,

Or any one of you chop off your hand,

And fend it to the King: he for the fame.

Will fend thee hither both thy fons alive,

And that fliall be the ranfome fjr their fault.

Tit. Oh gracious Emperour, oh gontle Aaron.

Did ever Raven fingfo like a Lark,

That gives fweec tydiugs of the Suns uprif.:?

With all my heart. He fend the Emperour my hand,

Good Aaron wile thou help to chop it oft?

Lh. Stiy Father, for that noble hand of thine

That hath thrown down fo many enemies.

Shall not;be f;nt; my hand will fcrvc the turn.

My youth can better fpare my blood than you,

And therefore mine fliall fave my brothers lives.

A^ar. Which of your hands hjth not defended Rome,
And rear'd aloft the bloody Battelax,

Writing deftrut^ion on the enemies Callle?

Oh none of both but are of high defer t:

My hand hath been but idle, let it ferve

To ranfome my two Nephewes from their death.

Then have I kept it to a worthy end.

Moo. Nay come agree, whofe hand fliall goc along,

For fear they die before their pardon come.
Mar. My hand fliall goe.

Lh. By heaven it fliall not goe.

Ti. Sirs ftrive no more, fuch withered herbs as thefc

Are meet for plucking up , and therefore mine.
Lu. Sweet Father, if I fliall be thought thy fon,

Lee me redeem my brothers both from death.

Mar. And for our fathers fake, and mothers care,

Now let me fhew a brothers love to thee.

77. Agree between you, I will fpare my hand.

Lu. Then He goe fetch an Ax,
Mar. But I will ufe the Ax. ExtKnt,
Ti. Come hither Aaron^ He deceive them both,

Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.
Moo. If that be call'd deceit, I will behoneft.

And never vvhil'ft I live deceive men fo:

But He deceive you in another fort.

And that you'l fay ere half an hower pafs.

He cuts off Titus hani.

Enter Lucius ani Marcus again,

Ti. Now ftay your ftrife, what fliall be, is difpatcht:

Good Aaron give his Majefty my hand.

Tell him, it was a hand that warded him
From thoufand dangers: bid him bury it:

More liath it merited: Thar let it have.

As for my ions , fay I account of them,
As jewels purchaft at an eafie price.

And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine ownc.
Aaron, I ooe Anironicus, and for thy hand

Look by andby to have thy fans with thee:

Their heads I mean : Oh how this villany

Doth fat me with the very thought of ic.

Letfools doegood, and fair men call for grace,

AaronmW have his foul black like his face. Exit.

Tit. O hear I lift this one hand up lo heaven,

And bow this feeble ruine to the earth,

If any power pitties wretched tears,

To that I call: what wilt thou kneel with me?
Doc then dear heart, for heaven fliall hear our prayers.

Or with our fighs weel breath the welkin dimm,
And ftain the Sun with fogg as fometime clouds.

When they do hug him in their melting bofomes
yW«r. oh brother fpeak with poflftbilities.

And do not break into thefe deep extremes.

Ti. Is not my forrow deep , having no bottome?

Then
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\ Then be niy piflions bottomlefs with them.

Miir. But yet let reafon govern thy lament.

Tit. If there were r^afon for thcfe tniferieS,

Then into limits could I bind my woes :

When heaven doth weep, doth n6t the earth ore-flow ?

If the winds rage, doth not the Sea wax mad,

Threatning the welkin with his big-fwoln face ?

And wilt thou have a rcafon for this coil ?

I am the Sea. Heark how her fighs do blow :

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth ;

Then muft my Sea be moved with her fighs,

Then muft my earth with her continual tcarSj

Become a deluge , overflow'danddrown'd;

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woeSj

But like a drunkard muft I vomit them

:

Then give me leave, for lofers will have leave,

To eafe their ftomachs with their bitter tongues.

Enter a Mt^engtr with t^vo heads 4nd a hand.

Mef. Worthy Andrmcus, ill art thou repaid,

For that good hand thou fent'ft the Emperour

:

Here are the heads of thy two noble fons.

And here's thy band in fcom to the; fcnt back :

Thy griefs, their fports : Thy refolution mockt,

That woe is me to think upon thy woes,

More than remembrance of my fathers death. Exit.

Mar, Now let hot yttna cool in Sicily,

And be my heart an ever-burning hell

:

Thefe miferies are more than may be born.

To weep with them, that weep, doth eafe fomc deal,

But forrow flouted at, is double death.

Ltic.hh. that this fight lliould make fo deep a wound,

And yet detefted life not ftirink thereat t

That evet death fliould let lifi b:ar his name.

Where life hath no more intcreft but to breath.

Mar. Alas poor heart that kifs is cotnfortlefs,

As frozen water to a ftarved fnakc

Tit. Wh:n will this fearful (lumber have an end ?

Miir. Now farewel flattery, die Andomcusy

Thou doll not fl umber, fee thy two fons heads.

Thy warlike hands, thy mangled daughter here :

Thy other banifht fons with this dear fight

Struck pale and bloodlefs,and thy brother I,

Even like a ftony Image, cold and numm.
Ah now no more will I controul my griefs,

Rent off thy filver hair, thy other hand

Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmat fight

The clohng up of out moft wretched eyes :

Now is a time to ftorm, why art thou ftiU f

Tit. Ha, ha, ha.

Mar. VVhy doft thou laugh? it fits not with this hour.

Tit. Why I have not another tear to Ibcd

:

Befidcs, this forrow is an enemy,

And would ufurp upon my watry eyes

,

And make them blind with tributary tears.

Then which way fhatl I firyi Revenges Cave ?

For thefe two heads do feem to fpeak to me,
And threat me, I lliall never come to blifs,

Till all thefe mifchicfs be rcturn'd again.

Even in their throus that have committed them.

Come let me fee what task I have todoj

You heavy people circle me about.

That I may turn mc to each one of you.

And fwear unto my foul to right yoar wrong''.

The vow is madcj come Brother take a head,

And in this hind the other will I bear.

Laviittathou ("halt be employ 'd in thefe things:

Bear thou my hand fwect wench between thy teeth r

As for thee ooy, go get thee from my fight,

Thou art an Exile, and thou mult not ftay,

Hie to the Gothcs, and raife an ar.my there,

And if you love me, as I think you do,

Let's kifj and part, for we have much to do. Exeunt.

Mtntt LhcIms.

Luc. Farewell Andronicui my noble Father:

The woful'lt man that ever tiv a in Rome :

Farewell proud Rome, till Lmcihi come again.

He loves niS pledges dearer than his life :

Fatevyell Lavmia my noble fifter,

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft been

,

But now, nor Lwiui nor LavmiaVivcs
But in oblivion and hateful griefs

:

If i-Kfi«/live,he will requite yourwrong?,

And make proud SatHrnlnKs and his EmprefS
Beg at the gates like Tarqulu and his Queen.
Now will I to the Gothes and raife a power.
To be rcveng'd on Rome and SatHrnme, Exit LhcIhs.

A Banquet.

Enter AndroniCMS.^ MarcuSy LaviniA, ancL the boy.

An. So, fo, now fit, and look you eat no more
Than will preferve juft fo much Urength in us
As will revenge thefe bitter woes of ours.

MarcHS unknit that forrow- wteathen knot

:

Thy Ncece and I
( poor Creatures ) want our hands

And cannot palTionate our tenfold pricf.

With foulded Arms. This poor right hand of mine,
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaft

Who when my heart all mad with mifery.

Beats in this hollow prifonof my ftclh,

Then thus I thump it down.
Thou Map of woe, that thus doft talk in fignj

,

When thy poor heart beats with outtagious beatin" j

Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it ftill

:

Wound if with fighing girl, kill it with groans :

Or get fome little knife between thy teeth.

And juft againft thy neart make thou a hole,

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fail

May run into that fink, artd foaking in.

Drown the lamentine fool, in Sea-falt tears.

Mar. Fie brother ne, teach her not thus to lay

Such violent hands upon her tender life.

An. How now .' Has forrow made thee doit already ?

Why MarcHs no man ftiould be mad but I

:

What violent hands can fhe lay on her life »

Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of bands,

To bid i/£«m; tell the tale twice o're

How Troy was burnt, and he made miferabic }

handle not the theam,totalk of hands,

Left we remember ftill that we have none.

Fie, fie, how Prantiqucly I (auare my talk

As if weftiould forget we had no hands

:

If Marcus did not name the word of hands?

Come, lets fall too, and gentle girl cat this,

Here is no drink : H;ark MarcKt what ihe fays,

1 can interpret all her martyr *d figns,

She faies, fhe drinks no other drink but tears

Brcw'd with her forrovYs : mclh'd upon her d^cek?.

SpcJcS
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Speechkfs complaint, O I will learn thy thought.

In thy dumb aftion, will 1 be as perfeft

As begging Hermits in their holy prayers.

Thou {halt not figh, nor'hold thy ftumps to heaven,

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a fign,

But I ( of thefe ) will wreft an Alphabet,

And by ftill praftice, learn to know thy meaning.

ii'o;. Good Grandfire leave thefe bitter deep laments

Make my Aunt merry, with fome pleafing tale.

Mar. Alas, the tender boy in ralfion mov'd,

Doth weep to fee his Grandfires neavinefs.

M. Peace tender fapling, thou art made of tears.

And tears will quickly melt thy life away.

Marcus firlkes the iifh with a k»iff.

What do'ft thou ftrike at Marctm with thy knife ?

Mar, At thatthat I have kill'd my Lord, a Fly

An. Out on thee murderour: thou kill'ft my heart.

Mine eyes arecloy'd with view of Tyranny;

A deed of death done on the Innocent

Becomes not 77f«/brotheri get thee gone,

I fee thou art not for my company.

Mar, Alas (ray Lord ; I have but kill'd a Fly.

jin. But?How if that flie had a father and Mother ?

How would he hang his flender gilded wings,

And buz lamenting doings in the Ayr .?

Poor harmlefs Fly,

That with his pretty buzzing melody.

Came here to make us merry,

And thou haft kill'd him.

Mar. Pardon me fir,

It was a black ilUfavour'd Fly,

Like to the Emprefs Moor, therefore I kill'd hLm.

An. 0,0,0,
Then pardon me for reprehending thee

,

For thou haft done a Charitable deed :

Give me thy knife, I will infuk on him

,

Flattering my felf, as if it were the Moor,

Come hither purpofely to poifon me.

There's for thy felf, and that's for Tamortt ; Ah firra,

Yet I think we are not brought fo low,

But that between us, we can kill a Fly,

That comes in likenefs of a Cole-black Moor.

Mtir, Alas poor man, grief ha's fo wrought in him

,

He takes falfe ihadows, for trucfubftances.

And, Come, takeaway ; X.<JZ'i»/4, go with me,
He to thy cloffet, and go read with thee

Sid ftories, chanced in the times of old.

Come boy , and go with me, thy fight is young.

And thou ftialt read, when mine begin to dud.Exettnt.

Jctus Qjiartus,

Enter jeuKg Lucius and Lavinia running after him, atjd

the Boy flies from her with his book,s under his

arm. Enter Titus and. Marcm.

Soy. Help Grandfue help, my Aunt Lavlnla^
Follows me every where, I know not why.
Good Uncle Marcus fee how fwift fhe comes,
Alafsfwect Aunt, I know not what you mean.
Mar. Stand by me Lucius., do not fear thy Aunt.
Ttt. She loves thee boy too well to do thee harm.
%. I when my Father was in Romefbe did.

yt/<?.Wh3t means my Neece Laviniahy thefe figns ?

7'/>. Fear not Lucius, iomewhat doth ine mean :

See Lucius fee, how much Hie makes of chee

:

Some whither would llie have thee go with her.

Ah boy, Cornelia never with more care

Read to her fons, than (he hath read to thee,

Sweft Poetry, and Tullies Oratour

:

Canft thou notguefs wherefore ihe plies thee thus ?

Boy. My Lord I know not, nor can I guefs,

Unlefs fomefit or frenfy do poffefs her

:

For I have heard my Grandfire fay full oft,

Extremity of griefs would make men mad.
And I have read that tJecHb* of Troy,

Ran mad through foriow, that made me to fear.

Although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt,

Loves me as dear as ere my Mother did,

And would not but in fury fright my youth,

VVhich made me down to throw my books, and fly

Cauflefs perhaps, but pardon mc fweett Aunt,
And Madam, if my \lnc\z Marcus go,

1 m.oft willingly attend your Lady-ihip.

Mar. Lucius I will.

7 1. How now Lavinia} Marcus what means thisj,?

Som book there is that fhe dehres to fee,

VVhich is it girl of thefe ? Open them boy,

But thou art deeper read and better skill'd.

Come and take choice of all my Library,

And fo beguile thy forrow, till the heavens

Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed ;

What book ?

VVhy lifts {he up her arms in fequence thus ?

Mar. I think me means that there was more than one
Confederate in the fact, I more there was

:

Or elfe to heaven Ihe heaves them to revenge.
Tit. Lucius what book is that flie toflfeth fo ?

Boi/. Grandfire tis Ovids Metamorphofis,

My mother gave it me.
Mar, For love of her that's gone.

Perhaps ihe cuU'd it from among the reft.

Tit. Soft, fo bufily fhe turns the leaves.

Help her, what would fhe find > Lavinia £hall I.read ?

This is the tragick tale of Philomel f

And treats of Tereus treafon and his rape.

And rape I fear was root of thine annoy.

Mar. See brother fee.note how (lie quotes the leaves.

Tit. Lavima^vfen thou thus furpriz'd fweet girl,

Ravifh'd and wrong'd as Philomela was
,

Forc'd in the ruthlds, vaft, and gloomy woods?
See, fee, I fuch a place there is where we did hunt,

( Ohad we never, never hunted there )
Patern'd by that the Poet here defcribes,

By nature made for murthers and for rapes.

Mar. O Why fhould nature build fo foul a den,
Unlefs the Gods delight in tragedies >

T/f.Give figns fweet girl, for here are none but friends,

What Roman Lord it was durrt do the deed ?

Or flunk not Saturnine, as Tar^uin erft,

That left the Camp to fin in Lucrtce bed ?

Mar. Sit down fweet Neece.brother fie down by me,
Apollo, PnllaSy Jove, or Mercury,

Infpire me that I may this treafon find.

My Lord look here, look here Lavinia.

He writes his Name with his f}-af,artd£uides it

with feet and mouth.

Thisfandy plot is plain, guide if thou canft

This



This after me, when I have writ iny name,

Without the help of any hand at all.

Curft be that heart that torc'd us to this (hifi

:

Wricc thou good Ncece, and here difplay at Uft,

What God will have difcover'd for revenge,

Heaven guide thy pen to print thy forrows plain,

That we may know the Tray tors and the truth.

She t,ak,es the jlaff" in her momh^ and guides it with her

finmps and writet.

Ttt. Oh do you read my Lord what fhe hath writ ?

Stuprum, Chiron, Demitrius.

Mar. What, what, the luftful Sons of Tamtra,

Performers of this hainous bloody deed ?

Tit. Magni DominAtar pall,

TaiM lentus andis fcelera .' tarn lentus vides

'

Mar. Oh calm thee gentle Lord : Although I know

There is enough written upon this earth,

To ftirr a mutiny in the mildeft thoughts,

And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.

My Lord kneel down with me : Lavmia kneel

,

And kneel (weet boy, the Roman HeBon hope,

And fwear with rae, as with tlie woful Peer

And father of that chaft diftionoured Dame,

Lord Jitnlut Brutus fware for Lucrece rape,

That we will profccute ( by good advice )
Morul revenge upon thefe trayterous Gothcs,

And fee their blood, or dye with this reproach.

Ta. 'Tis fure enough, and you knew how.

But ifyou hunt thefe Bear-whelps, then fc«ware

The Dam will wake, and if flie wind you once.

She's with theLyon deeply ftill in league.

And lulls him whilft rtie playeth on her back,

And wheti he fleeps will flie do what fhe lift.

You are a young huntfman Marcus, let ic alone

:

And come, 1 will go get a leaf of brafs

,

And with a Gad of ftecl will write thefe words

,

And lay it by : the angry Northern wind

Will blow thele fands like SjhlU leavs abroad,

And Where's your leffon then? Boy what fay you f

Btj. I Cay my Lord, that if 1 were a man,

Their mothers bed-chamber (Kould not be fafc,

For thefe bad bond-men to the yoak of Rome.
M«r. I that's myboy, thy father hath full oft

,

For his ungrateful country done the like.

Boj. And Uncle fo will I, and if I live.

Tit. Come go with mc into mine Armory,

Lucius He fit thee, and withall, my boy

Shall carry from me to the Emprefs Sons,

Prefents that I intend to fend them both.

Come, come,thou"'lt do thy meffage, wilt thou not ?

Boy. I with my dagger intheirb<rfome Grandlire.

Ttt. No boy not fo, He teach thee another courfc,

Lavinia come, Marcus look to my houfe,

Lucius and lie go brave it at the Court,

I marry will we fir, and we'l be waited on. Exeunt.

Mar. O heavens \ Can you hear a good man gronc

And not relent, or not compaflTion him .'

Marcus attend him in his extafie ,

That hath more fears of forrow in his heart,

Thai! foe-mens marks upon his battered fliield.

But yet fo juft, that he will not revenge.

Revenge the heavens for old Aniromcus, Exit.

Enter /Iron, Chiron and Demetrius at one d»re ' and at

another dorejotsng Lucius and another^ with a bun-

die oftveaponSy and verfes writ upon them.

Chi. Demetrius here's the Son of Lucius

,

He hath fome meffage to deliver us.

Arou. \ fome mad melTage from hij mad Grandfather.
Boy. M.'j Lords, with all the humbleoefs I may,

I greet your honours from Andronicus,

And pray the Roman Gods confound you both,

Dem. Gramercy lovely Luciuj., what's the news f
Boy. For villains mark'd wirh Rapc.May it pleafe you

My Grandfire well advis'd hath fent by me.
The goodlieft weapons of his Armory

,

To gratifie your honourable youth.

The hope of Rcme, for fo he bad me fay :

And fo I do, and with his gifts prefent

Your Lordflbips, when ever you have need.

You may be armed and appointed well.

And fo 1 leave you both : like bloody villains. Exit.

Dem. What's here, a fcrole, and wriitcn round about?
Let's fee.

Integer vitafcelerifque furuty non eget Mtmri jacuUe nee

arcu.

Chir. O 'tis a verfe in Horace, I know it well.

I read it in the Grammar long ago.

Moor. I juft, a verfe in Horace : right, you have it,

Now what a thing it is to be an Afs ?

Here's no found jeft, th'old man hath found their guilt.

And fends the weapons wrapt about with lines.

That wound ( beyond their. feeling ) to the quick:
But were our witty Emprefs well a foot.

She would applaud Andromcus conceit

:

But let her reft, in her unreft a while.

And now young Lords, was't not a happy ftarr

Led us to Romes ftrangers, and more thanfp,

Captivcs, to be advanced to this height ?

It did mc good before the Palace gate

To brave the Tribune in his brothers hearing.

Dem. But mc more good, to fee lo great a Lord
Bafely insinuate, and fend us gifts.

Moor. Had he not rcafon Lord Demetrins >

Did you not ufe his daughter very friendly f

Dem. I would we had a thouCand Roman Dames
At fuch a bay, by turn to fcrve our iuft.

Chi. A charitable wifh, and full of love.

Moor. Here lacks but your Mother for to fay. Amen.
Chi. And that would Hie for twenty thoufand more.
Dem. Come, let utgo, and pray to all the gods

For our beloved Mother in her pains.

Moor,Pay to the devils, the gods have given us over.

Fiourilh.

Dem. Why do the Emperors trumpets flourifh thus ?

Chi. Belike for joy the Emperour hath a fon.

Dem. Soft, who comes here >

Enter Nurfe with a black,-4-Moar Child,

Nurfe. Good morrow Lords :

O tell me,did you fee Aron the Moor ?

Aran. Well, more or lefs, or ne'r a whit at all.

Here Aron is, and what with Aron now ?

Nurfe. Oh gentle Aron, we are all undone.

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore.

Aren. Why, what a catterwalling dort thou keep ?

What doft thou wrap and fumble m thine arms ?

Nurfe. O that which i would hide from heavens eye
,

Our Emprefs fliame, and ftately Romes difgrace,

She is delivered Lords, (he is delivered,

Aron. To whom .>

Nurfe. I mean fhe is brought to bed ?

Ann. Well God give her good reft.

Hhh Vvhat
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What hath he fent her ?

Nurfe. A devil.

Aaran. Why then fljc is the devils Damta joyful iffue.

Nut. a joylefs, diftnal, black and forrowful iffue,

Here is the babe, as loathibme as a toad,

Amongft the fairert breeders of our clime,

The Emprefs fends it thee, thy ftamp, thy fcal,

And bids thee Chriften it with thy daggers point.

Aaron. Out you whore, is black fo bafe a hue ?

Sweet blowfe, you arc a beauteous bloflome furc.

Dcme. Villain, what halt thou done ?

Aaron. That which thou can'ft not undo.

Chir. Thou haft undone our Mother.

Deme. And therein, hcllifti dog, thou haft undone-
Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice,

Accur'ft the off-fpring of fo foul a fiend.

CAjr. Itftiallnotlive.

Aaron. Jt ftiall not dye.

Nnrfe. Aaron it muft, the mother wills itfo.

Aaron. What, muft it Nttrfe f Then let no man but I

Do execution on my flefli and blood.

Deme. rie broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point

:

A^Mrfe give it me, my fword fhall foon difpatch it.

Aaron. Sooner this fword fhall plough thy bowels up.

Stay murtberous villains, will you kill your brother ?

Now by the burning Tapers of the sky

That fhone fo brightly when this Boy was got.

He dies upon my Semitars fharp point,

That touches this my firft-born fon and heir.

I tell you younglings, not Enccladut

With all his threatning band of Typhons brood,

Nor great Alctdes^ nor the god of War,
Shall feize this prey out of his fathers hands :

What, what, ye fanguin (hallow -hearted Boyes,

Ye white-lim'd walls, ye Ale-houfc painted fignes,

Cole-black is better than another hue

,

In that itfcorns to bear another hue

:

For all the water in the Ocean

Can never turn the Swans black legs to white,

Although fht lave them hourly in the flood.

Tell the Emprefs from me, I am of age

To keep mine own, excufe it how (he can.

Dentc. Wilr thou betray thy noble Miftris thus ?

Aaron. My miftris is my miftris : this my felf.

The vigour, and the pifture of my youth :

This, before all the world do I prefer.

This, maugre all the world, will 1 keepfafe.

Or fome of you (hall fmoke for it in Rome.
Dem. B7 this onr mother is for ever iham'd.

Chir. Rome will defpife her for this foul efcape.

iVxr.The Emperour in nis rage will doom her death.

Chir. I bluft^ to think upon this ignominy.

^<»ro».Why there's the privilege your beauty bears :

Fie treacherous hue, that will betray with bluftiing

The dofe enafts and counfels of the heart

:

Here's a youngLad fram'd of another leer,

Look how the Wackflave fmiles upon the father

;

As who Ihould Cay, old Lad.1 am thine own.
He is your brorher, Lords, fenfibly fed

Of" that felf blood that firftgave life to you.

And from that wonJs where you imprifoned were.

He is infranchifed and come to light

:

Nay , he is your brother by the furerfide,

Although my feal be ftamped in his face.

Nurfc. Aaron^ what ftiall I fay unto the Empfefe ?

Dtm. Advife thee Aaron, what is to be done,

And we will all fubfcribe to thy advife

:

Save thou the child, fo we may all be fafe.

Aaron. Then fit we down, and let us all confult.

My fon and I will have the wind of you :

Keep there, now talk at pleafure of your fafety.

Dem. How many yvomen faw this child of his ?

Aaron. Why fo brave Lords, When we all joyn in

I am a Lamb : but if you brave the Moor, (league

The chafed Boar, the mountain Lionefs,

The Ocean fwells not fo as Aaron ftorms .•

Bat (ay again, how many faw the child ?

Nttrfe. Cornelia the midwife, and -my felf,

And none elfe but the delivered Emprefs.

Aaron. The Emprels, the Midwife, and your felf,

Two may keep counfel, when the third's away :

Goto the Emprefs, tell her this I faid. He i^h her.

Week, week, fo cries a Pig prepar'd to the fpic.

Dem. Wliat mean'fl thou Aaron i

Wherefore did'ft thou this ?

Aaron. O Lord (ir, 'tis a deed of policy :

shall (he live to betray this guilt of ours ?

A long-tongu'd babling Go(fip ? No Lords* no •*

And now be it known to you my full intent.

Not far, oncMntiteus my Country-man
His wife but yefternight was brought to bed,

His child is like to her, fair as you are :

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold,

Anci tell them both the circumftance of all,

And how by this their child (hall be advanc'd.

And be received for the Emperours heir,

And fubftitutedin the place of mine.

To calm this tempeft whirling in the Courr,

And let the Emperour dandle him for his own.
Hark ye Lords, ye fee I have given her Phyfick,

And you muft needs beftow her funeral

,

The fields are neer, and you are gallant Grooms

:

This done, fee that you take no longer daycs

But fend the Midwife prefently to me.

The Midwife and the Nurfc well made away.
Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe.

Chir. Aarviy I fee thou wilt not truft the ayr with fe-

Dem. For this care of Tamora, (crets,

Her felf, and hers are highly bound to thee. Exeunt.

Aaron. Now to the Goths, as fwift as Swallow flics,

There to difpofe this treafure in mine arms.

And fccretly to greet the Emprefs friends

:

Come on you thick-lipt-ftave, Tie bear you hence,

For it is you that puts us to our (hifis

:

ric make you feed on berries, and on roots.

And f<:ed on curds and whay, and fuck the Goat,

And cabin in a Cave, and bring you up
To be a warriour, and command a Camp. Exit.

Enter Tttus, old Marcus, jottng Luciut, and other gentle-

men with bows, and Titus hears the arrows jrnh

Letters on the end ofthem.

Tit. Come Marcm, come,kinfmen this i$ the way.

Sir Boy, now let me fee your Archery,

Look yee draw home enough, and 'tis there ftraighc

:

Terrai Ajiraa reliejuit, be you remembred Marcus.

She's gone, fhe's fled, firs take you to your tools,

You coufens Ihall go found the Ocean .•

And caft your nets, haply you may find her in the Sea,

Yet there's as little juftice as at Land ;

No PMhs and Semfroninsf you muft do it.
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Tis you muft dig with Mattock and withSpadc,

And peirce the inmoft Center of the earth:

Then when you come to Ptutoet Region,

I pray you to deliver him this petition,

Tell him it is for Juftice, and for aid,

And that it comcs from old AndronlctUy

Shaken withforrows in ungrateful Rome.

Ah Rome .'Well, well, I made thee miferablc,

What time I threw the peoples fuffrages

On him that thus doth tyrannize ore ffle.

Go get you gone, and prky be careful! all,

And leave you not a man of war unlearcht,

This wicked Emperour may have fhipt her hetice.

And kinfmen then we may goe pipe for Juftice.

Marc. O Publttu^xs not this a heavy cafe

To fee thy Noble Vncle thus diftraft?

Pxh. Therefore my Lord it highly us concerns.

By day and night t'attend him carefully

:

And feed hjs humour kindly as we may.

Till time beget fome carefull remedy.

Marc. Kinfmen, his forrows are part remedy.

Joyn With the Goths, and with revengefuU war,

Tike wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,

And vengeance on the Traytor Saiftrni»e.

Tit. Pitbl'tw how now .' how now my maftcrs?

What have you met with her?

PhIiI. No my good Lord^ but Pluto fends you word,

If you will have revenge from hell you (hall,

Marry for Juftice fhe is fo imploy'd,

He thinks with Jove in heaven,or fome where elfc:

So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time.

Tit. He doth mc wrong to feed me with delays.

He dive into the burning Lake below.

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.

Marcus we are but fhrubs, no Cedars we,

No big-bon'd-men, fram'd of the Cyclops fizc.

But metal Marent^ fteel to the very back.

Yet wrung with wrongs more than our back can bear.

And firh tnere's no juftice in earth nor hell.

We will foUicit heaven, and move the Gods
To fend down juftice for to wreak our wrongs

:

Come to this gear, you arc a good Archer Mmreut.

Hegives them tht Arrarvs,

Ai lovem, thats for you : here ad ApQlUnem^

Ad Martem thacs for my felf.

Here Boy to /'<i//4/,here to Mercury^

To Saturnine, to Catus^ not to Saturnine,

You were as good to fhoot againft the wind.
To it Boy, Marcus loofe when I bid :

Of my word, I have written to cfFed,

Theres not a God left unfoUicited.

Aiarc. Kinfmen, ftioot all your (hafts into the Court,

We will afflift the Emperour in his pride.

Tit. Now mafters draw. Oh well faid Lucius :

Good boy in Virgoes lap, give it Pallas.

Marc. My Lord, 1 aym a Mile beyond the Moon.
Your letter iswith /«/> f<fr by rhis.

Tit. Ha, ha Pithlms, Pub lus, what haft thou done .'

See, fee, tholi haft fhot off one of Taurus horns.

Mar. This was the fport my Lord, when Pub ius fhor,

The Bull being gall'd, gave Aries fuch a knock>

That down fell both the Rams horns in the Court,

And who fhould find ihem but the Emprefs villain

:

She laught,and told the Moor he ftiould notchoofe

Butgive them to his Mafter for a prefent.

Tit. Why there it goes, God give your LotdlHp joy.

<^}^

Enter the Cloan tfith 4 bssltjt aM tivO Pigetns.

Tit. News, news, from heaven.

Marcus the Poaft is come.

Sirrah, what tydings f have you any letters?

Shall I have Juftice, What Uys lupiterf

Cloif.Ho hcjibbetraaker, he fays that he hath taken
them down again, for the mln muft not be bang'd
till the next week.

Tit. Tut what fays fup'iter I ask thee.>

Clew. Alas fir I know not lupitert

I never drank with him in all my life.

Tit. Why villain art not thou the Carrier.'

Clo». I ofmy Pigeons fir, nothing elfc.

Tit. Why, didft thou not come from heaven?
Clow. Fronl heaven ? Alas fir, I never came there,

God forbid 1 ftiould be fo bold to prels to heaven m my
young days. Why I am going with my pigeons to the

Tribunal Plebs, to take up a matter of brawl , betwixt

my vncle, and one of the Emperials men

.

Mar. Why fir, that is as ht as can be to fcrve for your

Oration,and let him deliver thcPigeons to the Emperour
from you.

Ttt. Tell me, can you deliver an Oration to the Em-
perour with a Grace?

Cltiv. Nay truly fir, I could never fay grace in all my
I life.

!
Tit. Sirrah come hither, make no more ado,

' But give your Pigeons to the Emperour.

By me thou ftialt have Juftice at his band?.

Hold, hold, mean while her's money for thy charges.

Give mc a pen and ink.

Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication?

C/#». I fir.

Tit. Then here is a Supplication for you, and when
you come to him, at the firft approach you muft kneel,

then kifs his foot, then deliver up your Pigeons , and
then look for your reward. He be at hand fir, fee you do
it bravely.

Clow. I warrant yoa fir, let me alone.

Tit. sirrah haft rhou a knifcf Come let me fee it.

Here Marcus fold it in the Oration,

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant,

And when thou haft given it the Emperour,

Knock at my dore, and tell me what he fayes.

Clow. God be with you fir, I will.

Tit, Come Marcus let us go, Publlus follow mc.
Exeunt.

Enter Emperour aud Empreft^ and her two font, the

Emperour brings the Arrows m his hani
that TitHs (hot at hirif.

Satur. Why Lords,

What wrongs are thefe ? was ever feen

An Emperonr in Rome rhus overborn.

Troubled, Confronted thus, and for the extent

Of equal Juftice, us'd in fuch contempt ?

My Lords, you know the might 'full Gods
('However thefe difturbers of our peace

Buz in the peoples ears) there nought hath pad.

But even with law againft the wilfull Sons

Of old Andronicuj. And what and if

Hisforrows have fo overwhelm'd his wits,

Shall we be thus afflided in his wreaks,

His fits, his frenzy, and his bittemefs f

And now he writes ro heaven for his redrc&«

See, hcres Co Jnftfind this to fJi/ltTtmrj.

Hbba this
^^Mrtirit-WK**
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This to y^pollo, this to the god of warr

:

Sweet fcrowls co flie about the ftrcets of Rome

,

What's this but Libelling againft the Senate,

And blazoning our injufjice every where ?

A goodly humour, is it not my Lords?

As who would (ay, in Romenojuftice were.

But if 1 1 ive, his feigned extafies

Shall be ho fhelter to thefe outrages

:

But he and his Ihall know, that Juftice lives

In SatHrninus health, whom if he flecp,

He'l fo awake, as he in fury fhall

Cut off theproud'il Confpirator that lives.

Tamo. My gracious Lord, my lovely Satnrmtie,

Lord of ray life, Commander of my thoughts

,

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Ttttsj age,

Th'effefts of forrow for his valiant Sons,

Whofe lofs hath peirc'd him deep, and fcarr'd his heart;

And rather comfort his diftrcffed plight.

Then profecute the meaneft or the beft

For thefe contempts. Why thus it (hall become

High witced Tamortt to glofe witha 11:

But Titur^ I have touch'd thee to the quick,

Thy life blood on't: if Aran now be wife,

Then is all fafe, the Anchor's in the Port.

Enttr ClotVM.

How now good fellow, would'ft thou fpeak with us ?

Clow. Yea forfooth, and your Mifterfhip be Emperial.

Tarn. Emprefs I am, but yonder fits the Emperour.

C/ew.Tis he:God andSaintStephen give you good den,

I have brough you aLetter,and a couple of Pigions here.

He reads the Letttr.

Satit. Go take him away, and hang him prefently.

Clotf. How much mony muft I have ?

r^m. Come firrah thou muft be hang'd.

Chfo. Hang d ? bit Lady, than I have brought up a

neck to a fair end. Exit.

SatHT. Defpightful and mtoUerable wrongs.

Shall I endure this Monftrous villany ?

I know from whence this feme devifc proceeds :

iviay this be horn ,? As if his Traytrous Sons,

That dy'd by law for murther of our brother.

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully i

Go drag the villain hither by the hair.

Nor Age, not Honor, (hall fliape privilege :

For this proud mock, lie be thy (laughterman :

Sly frantick wretch, that holp'ft to make me great,

In hope thy felf fliould govern Rome and me.

Eater Nitntiiis EmiliHs.

Satur. What news with thee Emilius}

Emll. Arm my Lords, Rome never had more caufe ,

The Gothes have gather 'd head, and with a power

Of High refolved men, bent to the fpoyl

They hither march anjain, under the condu^

Of LaciuSj Son to old /inAromcus :

VVho threats in courfc of this revenge to do

As much as ever C«ri«/4««/ did.

Satttr. Is warlike L»<r/«/ General of the Gothes ?

Thefe tydings nip me, and I hang the head

As flowers with froft, or grafs beat down with ftorms.

I,now begin our forrows to approach,

I 'Tis he the common people love fo much,

My felf hath often heard them fay,

( VVhen I have walked like a rivate man )

Tait Luc'iHs banidimcnt was wrongfully,

And they have wi(h'd that Lucim were their Emperour.

Ttan. Why (hould you fear ? Is not our City ftrong.?

Smut. I, but the Citizens favour Lncius^

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him.

Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name.
Is the Sun dim'd,that Gnats do flie in it ?

The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing,

And is not careful what they mean thereby.

Knowing that with the fliadow of his wings,
He can at pleafure (tint their melody.
Even fo may 'ft thou, the giddy men of Rome;
Then cheer thy fpirir, for know thou Emperour,
I will enchant the old AndronicMs^

With words more fweet, and yet more dangerous
Than baits to (ifh, or hony ftalks to (heep,

When as the one is wounded with the bait,

The other rotted with delicious food.

King. But he will not entreat his fon for us.

Tam. UTamora intreat him, then he wiil>

For I can fmooth and fill his aged ear.

With golden promifes, that were his heart

Almoft impregnable, his old ears deaf.
Yet (hould both ear and heart obey my tongue.

Go thou before to our Embaffador,

Say, that the Emperour requefts a parly

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting.

King. Emilius do this meffage Honourably,

And if he ftand in Hoftage for his (afety.

Bid him demand what pledge will pteafc him beft.

£wj7. Your bidding (halll do effeftually. Exit.

Tam. Now will I to that old Anirenieitjf

And temper him with all the Art I have.

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Gothes.

And now fweet Emperour be With again.

And bury all thy fear in my devices,

S^fu, Then go fucceCfantly and plead for him. Exit

Jctus Quitttt4s,

Enter Ltidus with ait yirmy ofGothes^

with Drum and SouUierj.

Luci. Approved warriours, and my faithful Friends,

I have received Letters from great Rome,
Which fignifies what hate they bear their Emperour,
And how defirous of our fight they are.

Therefore great Lords, be as your Titles witnefs.

Imperious and impatient of your wrongs,

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe,

Let him make treble fatisfacftion.

Goth. Brave flip, fprung from the Great j^niromcut^

Whofe name was once our terrour, now our comfort,
Whofe high exploits, and honourable Deeds,
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt

:

Be bold in us, wc'l follow where diou lcad'(i,

Like flinging Bees in hotteft Summers day,

Led by their Maftcr to the flowred fields,

And be aveng'd on curfed Tamora.

Omn. And as he faith, fo fay we all with him.

Luci. I humMy thank him, and I thank you all.

Bot who comes here, led by a lufty Goth ?

Enter a Goth leadini Aran with his chili

in hts arms.

Gnh. Renowned Lucius., from our troups I ftraid

To gaze upon a ruinous Monaftery,

And



And aj I carneftly did fix mine eye

Vpon the wafted building, fuddenly

I heard a child cry underneath a wall

:

I made unuj the noife, when foon I heard,

The crying babe control'd with this difcourfcs

Peace Tawny Ibve, halfme, and half thy Dam,
Did no: thy Hue bewray whofe brat thou arc,

Had nature lent thee but thy Mothers look,

Villain thou migbtft have been an Empcrour.

But where the Bull and Cow are both milk-white,

They never doc beget a coic-black Calf.

Peace, villain peace (even thus he rates the babe)

For I muft bear thee to a trufty Goth
,

Who when he knows thou art the Emprefs babe,

Will hold thee dearly for thy Mothers fake.

With this, my v<^capon drawn I ruflit upon him,

Surpriz'd him fuddenlyjand brought him hither,

To ufe,as you think needfull of the man.

Luci. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incafnat dcvlll ,

That rob'd Andronicm of his good hand :

This is the Pearl that pleaf'd your Emprefs eye,

And here's the Bafe Fruit of his burning iuft.

Say wall-ey'd flavc, whither wouldft thou convey

This growing Image of thy fiend-like face ?

Why doft not fpeak? what deaf? no \ Not a word ?

A halter Souldiers, bang him on this Tree

,

And by his fide hisFruit of Baftardy.

^aron. Touch not the Boy, he is of Royal blood.

Luci. Too like the Syre for ever being good.

Firft hang the Child, that he rilay fee it fprall,

A figjit to vex the Fathers foul withall.

Aaron. Get me a Ladder Lueitu^ fave the Child,

And bear it from me co the Emperefs ••

If thou doc this, lie fhew thee wondrous things,

That highly may advantage thee to hear;

If thou wilt nor, befall what may befall,

He fpeak no more: but vengeance rot you ail.

Luci. Say on, and rf ft pleafe me which thou fpeak'ft,

Thy child {hall live, and I will fee it Nourifht.

Aaron. And if It pleafe thee? why affure thee Lncirts^

Twill vex thy foul to hear what I fliall fpeak :

For I mufttalkofMurthers, Rapes, and Maffacres |

Adls of Black-night, abhominablc Deeds,

Complots of Mifchief,Treafon, Villanies

RuthfuU to hear, yet pittioufly perform'd.

And this fhall all be buried by my death,

Vnlefs thou fwear to me my Child lliail live.

Lxc. Tell on thy mind,

I fay thy Child fhall live.

Aareu. Swear that he ihall, and then I will begin.

Luci. Who fhould I fwear by?

Thou beleeveft no God,
That granted, how can'rt thou beleeve an oath ?

Aaron. What if I do not, as indeed I do not,

Yet for I knftw thou art Religious,

And haft a thing within thee called ConfciencC)

With twenty Popifh tricks and Ceremonies,

Which I have feen thee carefull to obferve :

Therefore 1 urge thy oath, for thst I know
An Idcot holds his Bauble for a God,
And keeps the oath, which by that God he fwears,

To that He urge him : therefore thou ftialt vow
By that fame God, what God foerc it be

That thou adorcft, and haft in reverence,

Tofavc my Boy, nourifh and bring him up,

Ore elfc 1 will difcover nought to thee.

Lhci. Even by my God I fwear to thee I will
Aaron. Firft know thou,

I begot him on thy Emperefs.

Luci. Oh mort infitiace luxurious Woman.'
Aaron. Tut Lucitts, this was but a deed of Charity

To that which thou fhalt hear of me anon,

Twas her two Sons that murdered Bajftanur,

Tliev cut thy Sifters tongue, and Ravifht her,'

And cut her hands off, and trimm'd her as thou fawft.

Luci. Oh dctcftable villain .'

Call'ft thou that Tfimmingr"
Aaron. Why fhe was wafhr, and cut,and tnmm'd

,

And twas trim fport for them that had the doing of it.

Luci.O\\ barbarous beaftly villains like rhy felf i

Aaron. Indeed, I was their Tutor to inftruft tiicm.
That Codding fpirit had they from their Mother,
As fure a Card as ever won the Set:

That bloody mind I think they learn'd ofme.
As true a Dog as ever fought at head.

Well, let my Deeds be wirnefs ofmy worth.-

I trayn'd thy Bretheren to that guileful I Hole,
Where the dead Corps of BaJJianm lay:

I wrote the Letter that thy Father found.

And hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd.

Confederate with the Qiieen, and her two Sons,

And what not done rhat thou haft caufe to rue,

Wherein I had no ftroke of Mifchief in ic.

I plaid the Cheater for rhy Fathers hand,

And when I had it, drew my felf apart,

And almoft broke my heart with extreme laughter.

I pried me through the Crevice of a Wall,
When for his hand, he had his two Sons heads,

Beheld his tears, and laught fo heartily,

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his:

And when I told the Emprefs of this fporc,

I She fwooncd almoft at my pleafing tale,

And for my tydings, gave me twenty kiffeJ.

Goth. What caoft tnou fay all this, and never blufh;

Aaro4, 1, like a black Dog, as the faying is.

Lmc. Art thou not forry for thefe hainous deeds?

Aaron. I, that I had not done a. thoufand more.
Even now I curfe the day, and yet I think

Few come within the compafs of my curfe,

Wherein I did not fome Notorious ill.

As kill a man, or clfe dcvife his death

,

Ravifh a Maid, or plot the way to doe ic,

Accufe fome innocenr,and forfwear ray felf.

Set deadly Enmity between two Friends,

Make poor mens Cattcll break their neck?

,

Set fire on Barns and Hayftacks in the night.

And bid the owners quench them with thci- tCJrs :

Oft have I dig'd up dead men from their graves.

And fee them upright at their dear Friends doors.

Even when their forrow almoft was forgot.

And on their skins, as on the Bark of trees.

Have with my knife carved in Roman Letters,

Let not your forrow dye, thoueh I am dead.

Tur, I have done a rhoufand oreadfull things.

As willingly, as one would kill a fly.

And nothing grievs me heartily indeed.

But that I cannot do tenthoufand more.

Luci. Bring down the devil, for he muft not dye

So fweec a death as hanging prefenrly.

Aaron. If there be devils, would I were a dcvill,

To live and burn in cverlafting fire,

So 1 might have your company in hell,

H h h 3
But
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But to torment you with my bitter tongue,

Lm. Sirs flop his mouth, and let him fpcak no more.

Enter Emllitu.

Goth. My Lord there is a Meffenger from Rome
Defires to be admitted to your prefencc.

Lhc. Let him come near.

Welcome £wi/»«/, whats the news from Rome?
Eml. Lord i[,«d«/,and you Princes of the Goths,

The Roman Empcrour greets you all by me.

And for he underftands you are in Arms,

He craves a parly at your Fathers houfe,

Willing you to demand your Hoftages,

And they Ihall be immediately delivered.

Goih. What fayes our General?

Luc. Emiliitty let the Emperour give his pledges

Vnto my Father, and my Vncle Marcus,

And we will come : march away. Exeunt.

Enter Tamora, and her two Sons difguifed,

Tam. Thus in this ftrange, and fad Habiliments,

I will encounter with jiniromcHi^

And fay, I am Revenge fent from below,

To joyn with him and right his heynous wrongs.-

Knock at his ftudy where they fay he keeps,

To ruminate ftrange plots of dire Revenge,

Tell him Revenge is come to joyn with him,

And work confufion on his Enemies.

They kjiock^iind Titus opens hisft»d)i dosre.

Tit. Who doth moleft my Contemplation?

Is it your trick to make me ope the dote.

That fo my fad decrees may flye away.

And all my ftudy be to no effeft ?

You are decciv'd, for what I mean to do,

See here in bloody lines I have fet down

:

And what is written lliall be executed..

Tam. TitHSy 1 am come to talk with thee.

Tit, No not a word : bow can I grace my talk,

Wanting a hand to give it aiftion?

Thou haft the ods of me, therefore no more.

Tam. If chou did'ftknow me.

Thou wouldft talk with me.

Tit. I am not mad, I know thee well enough,

Witnefs this wretched ftump,

Witnefs thefe crimfon lines,

Witnefs thefe Trenches made by grief and care,

Witnefs the tyring day, and heavy night,

Witnefs all forrow, that I know thee well

For our proud Emprefs, Mighty Tamorai

Is not thy comming for my other hand.?

Tam. Know thou fad man, I am not Tamera,,

She is thy Enemy, and I thyfriend,

I am Revenge fent from rh' infernal Kindomc,

Toeafe the gnawing Vulrurc ofthy mind.

By working wreakfull vengeance on thy Foes:

Come down and welcome me to this worlds light,

Conferr with me of Murder and of Death,

There's not a hollow Cave or lurking place,

No Vaftobfcurity or Mifty vale.

Where bloody Murther or detefted Rape,

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out,

And in their cars tel them my dreadfull name.

Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake.

Tit. Art thou Revenge? and artthou fent to me.

To be a torment to mine Enemies ?

Tam, I am, therefore come down and welcomiCitie.

Tit. Doe me fome fervice ere I come ro thee:

Loeby thy fide where Rape and Murder (lands.

Now give fome furance that thou art Revenge;,

Stab them or tear them on .thy Chariot wheels.

And then He come and be thy Waggoner,
And whirl along with thee about the Globes.

Provide thee two proper Palfries, black as let.

To hale thy vengeful! Waggon fwifc away.

And find out Murder in their guilty Caves.

And when thy Car is loaden with their heads,

I will difmounc, and by the Waggon wheel
Trot like a Servile footman all day long,

Even from Hiperious rifing in the Haft,

Vntill h s very downfall in the Sea.

And day by day He do this heavy task.

So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there.

Tam. Thefe are my Minifters, and comewith me.
Tit. Are they thy Minifters, what are they call'd ?

Tam. Rapine and Murder, therefore called fo,

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kindc of men.
Tit. Good Lord how like the Emprels Sons they are,

And you the Emprefs : But wc worldly men,
Have miferable mad miftakingeyes

:

Oh fweet Revenge, now doe 1 come to thee,

And if one arms imbraccment will content thee,

I will imbrace thee in it by and by.

Tam. This clofing with him, firs his Lunacy,
What ere I fotge to feed his brain-fick fits,

Doe you uphold , and maintain in your fpeeches.

For now he firmly rakes me for Revenge,
And being credulous in this mad thought.

He make him fend io: Lucius his Son,

And whilft I at a Banquet hold him fure.

He find fome cunning praftice out of hand
To fcatter and difperfe the giddy Gorhs,

Or at the leaft make them his Enemies:

See here he comes, and I muft play my theam.
Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee,

Welcome dread Fury to my woefull houfe,

Rapine and Munher, you are welcome too.

How like the Emprefs and her Sons you are.

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor,
Could not all hell afford you fuch a devil.?

For well I wore the Emprefs never wags;
But in her company there is a Moor,
And would you reprefent our Queen aright

It were convenient you had fuch a devil I .•

But welcome as you are, what ftial 1 we doe .'

Tam. What wouldft thou have us doe Andrmcus ?

Dem. Shew me a Murtherer, He deal with him.
Chir, Shew me a Villain that hath done a Rape,

And I am fent to be reveng'd onhim.
Tam. Shew me a thoufand that have done thee wrong

And I will be revenged on them all.

lit. Look roundabout the wicked flrcets of Rome,
And when thou find'fta man that's like thy felf.

Good Murder ftab him, he's a Murtherer.

Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap
To find another thar is like to thee.

Good Rapine ftab him, he is a Raviflier.

Goe thou with them, and in the Emperours Court,
There is a Queen attended by a Moor,
Well maift thou know her by thy own proportion,

For up and down ftie doth refemble thee ,

I pray thee do on them fome violent death.

They have been violent to me and mine.

Tamora.
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Tarn. Well haft thou leffon'd u5, this iKjU wc do.

But would it pleafe the good Androniens^

To fend for Lhcihj thy thrice Valiant Son,

Who Icjds towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes,

And bid him come and Banquet at thy houfe.

When he is here, even at thy folctnn Feaft,

1 will bring in the Emprcfs and herSoos,

The Empcrour himfelf, and all thy Foes,

And at thy mercy ihall they ftopp, and kneel

,

And on ihem (hale thou cafe thy angry heart

:

V Vhat fays Anirmcits to this deviTc .'

Enitr MxrcHi,

Tit. Matcms my brother, *u$ lad Titus calls,

Go gentle MArcus to thy Nephew Luciuiy

Thou flialt enquire him out among the Gothes,

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him

Some of the chiefcft Princes of the Gothes,

Bid him encamp his Souldiers where they arc.

Tell him the Emperoui,and the Emprefs too,

Feads at my houfe, and he (hall Feaft with themj

This do thou for my love, and fo let him,

As he regards his aged Fathers life.

Mar. This will 1 do, and foon return again. Exit.

Tarn. Now will I hence about thy bufiaefs.

And take my Minifters along with me.
7/r. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ftay with me.

Or elfe lie call my Brother back again.

And cleave to no revenge but Lhcucs.

Tarn What fay you Boys, will you bide with him,

Whiles I go tell my Lord the Emperour,

How 1 have govern'd our determined jeft ?

Yield to his humour, fmooth »nd fpeak him fair,

And tarry with him till I turn again.

Tit. I know them all though they fuppofe me mad,
And will ore-reach them in their own devifes ,

A pair of curfed hell-hounds and their Dam.
Dim. Madam depart at pleafure, leave us here.

Ttim. Farewel yindronicHs, Revenge now goes

To lay a complot to betray thy Foes.

Tit. I know thou do'ft, and fweet Revenge farewel.

Chi. Tell us old man, how iViall we be employ'd ?

Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do,

Fuhliui come hither, Caiut^ and f^altvine.

Pnb. What is your will ?

Tit. Know you thefe two ?

Pnb. The Emprefs Sons

I take them. Chiron., Demrtrijs.

Tit. Fie PubliM fie, thou art too much deceiv'd,

The one is Murder, Rape is the others name,
And therefore bind them gentle Puiliuty

Ctnui, and ^alentine^hy hands on them,

Oft have you heard me wifh for fuch an hour,

And now I find it, therefore bind them fare.

Chi. Villains forbear, we are the Emprefs Sons.

Pub. And therefore do we, what We are commanded.
Stop clofe their mouths . let them not fpeak a word.

Is he lure bound.? look that you bmd themfaft. Extnnt.

Enter TUhs AndronicHt rfith 4 knife, Mid Lttv'tmm

with A B»f«n,

Tit. Come, come Lm nia, look, tby Foes are bound
,

Sirs ftop their mouths, let them not fpeak to me.
But let them hear what fearful words I utter.

Oh Villains, Chirtn, and DemetriHt,

Here ftands ihc fpring whom you have ftain'd with mud.
This goodly Summer with your Winter mixt.

You kill'd her husband, and for that vil'd fault.

Two of her brothers werecondcmn'd to death.

My hand cut off, and made a merry jeft,

Both her fweet hands, her Tongue, and that more dear
Than hands or tongue, her fpotlefs Chaftity,

Inhumane Traitors, you conftrain'd and forc'd.

What would you fay, if I fhould let you fpeak >

Villains for ftiame you could not beg for grace.

Hcark Wretches how I mean to martyr you,

This one Hand yet is left, to cut your throats,

V Vhil'ft that Lavmid tween her ftumps doth bold

,

The Bafon that receives your guilty blood.

You know your Mother means to feaft with me,
And calls her felf Revenge, and thinks me mad.
Heark Villains,! will grind your bones toduft.

And with yourblood and it. He make a Paft,

And of the Paft a Coffin will I rear.

And make two Parties of your fhatncful heads.

And bid that ftrumpet your unhallowed Dam,
Like to the earth fwallow her own increafc.

This is the Feaft that I have bid her to.

And this the Banquet ftie lliall furfet on,

For worfc than Philomel you us'd my Daughter,

And worfc than Prtf^ne, I will be reveng'd.

And now prepare your throats : Lat//«u come.
Receive ihe blood, and when that they are dead
Let me go grind their Bones to powder fmall,

And with this hateful Liquor temper it,

And in that Paft let their wild Heads be bak'd.

I

Come, come, be ever one officious,

To make this Banquet, which I wifh might prove,

I
More ftern and bloody than the Ccntaures Feaft.

He cm I their tbretUi.

So now bring them in, for He play the Cook,
And fee them ready, 'gainft the Mother comes. Extuia.

Enter Lttciui, Marcus, and the Gothet.

Lhc. Uncle Marcus., fince 'tis my Fathers mind
Tliat I repair to Rome, I am content.

Goth. And ours with thme befall, what fortune wilL

Luc. Good Unkle cake you in this barbarous Mq*t
This Ravenous Tiger , this accurfed devil,

Let him receive no fufteiunce, fistter him.

Till he be brought unto the Emperors face.

For teftimony of his foul proceedings.

And fee the Ambufh of our Friends be ftroag,

If ere the Emperour means no good to uf

.

Aran. Some devil whifper curfes in my ear.

And prompt me that my tongue may utter forth.

The Venemous Malice of my fwelling heart.

Luc. Away inhumane Dogg, Unhallowed Slave,

Sirs help our Unckle, to convey him in, Fl*wr't[>i

The Trumpets ftiew the Emperour is at hand.

Samd Trumpttt. Enter Emperour, 4u4Emprefs^Uh
Tribunei M»d ttbert,

S*t. What, hath the firmament more Suns than one?

Luc. What boots it thee to call thy felf a Sun .?

iVrfr.Romes Emperour and Nephew break the parly

Thefe quarrels muft Dc quietly debated.

The Feaft is re^tdy which the careful Tii/v/,

Hath
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HaJh ordained to an honourable end, 1

For Peace, for Love, for League, and good toRome :

Plcafe you therefore draw nigh and take your places.

SittHr. Marcus wzmW . Hobojj

A Table brought in.

Enter Titw like a Cook^ fltxtng the meM on the

TabUi and Lavima vith a veil

over her face.

Titus, Welcooiemy gracious Lord,

Weldome Dread Queen

,

Welcome ye Warlike Gothes, welcome Lhcims,

And welcome all : although the cheer be poor.

Twill fill your ftomacks, pleafe you cat of it.

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd jindrtmCHt?

Tif.Becaufe I would be fure to have all well.

To entertain your Highnefs, and your Emprefs.

Tam. We are beholding to you good AndronicHt.

Tit. And if your Highnefs knew my heart, you were =

My Lord the Emperour refolve me this,

Was it will done of rafh yirginlus,

To Hay his daughter with his own right hand,

Becaule file was enforc'djftain'd, and deflowr'd ?

Satnr.lt was AudronicHS.

Tit. Your rcafon, Mighty Lord ?

Sat. Becaufe the Girl fhould norfurvive het fhaaSCj

And by her prcfcnce (till renew his forrows.

Tit. A reafon mighty,ftrong,and effeftual

,

A pattern, prefident, and lively warrant.

For me Cmoft wretched) to perform the like :

Dye, dye, Lavinlay and thy fhame with thee.

And wtth thy (hamc, thy Fathers forrow dye.

Ht kjlsher.

Sat. What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind?

T/f.Kiird her forwhom my tears have made me blind.

I am as wofuil as Virglnlus was

,

And have a thoufand times more caufc than he.

Sat. What was fhe ravifhc ?tell who did the deed.

Tit. Wilt pleafe you eat,

Wilt pleafe your Highnefs feed ?

Tam.VJhy haft thou (lain thine onely Daughter thus ?

Tit. Not I, twas Chiron, and Demetrim.

They ravifht her, and cut away her tongue,

And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong.

SatHr. Goe fetch them hither to ns prefently.

Trf. Why there they are both, baked inthat pye,

Whereof their Mother dantily hath fed.

Eating the flefh that (he herfelf hath bred.

Tis true, ti$ true, witnefs my knives fharp point.

He ftabs the Emprefs.

Softu. Dye frantick wretch, for this accurfed deed.

Luc. Can the Sons eyes, behold his Father bleed ?

There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed.

Mar. You fad-fac'd men, people, and Sons of Rome,

By uprore fever'd like a flight of Fowle,

Scattred by wmds and high tempeftuous gufts

,

Oh let me teach you how, to knit again

This fcattred Corn into one mutual (heaf,

Thefe broken limbs again into one body.

Geth. Let Rome herfelf be bane unto herfelf

,

And fhe whom mighty kingdomes cuttfie to.

Like a forlorn and defperate caftaway,

Do fhamefull execution on herfelf.

But if my frofty fignes and chaps of age,

Grave witneffes of true experience.

Cannot induce you to attend my words.

Speak Romes dear frend,as'erft our Ancefter ,

When with his folemn tongue he did difcourfc

Tolove-fick Didoes (ad attending ear,

The riory of that baleful I burning night,

When fubtile Greeks furpriz'd King PrMWM Troy:

Tell us what Slnon hath oewitcht our ears,

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in,

That gives our Troy, our Rome the civil wound.
My heart is not compail of flint nor fteel.

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief,

But floods of tears will drown my Oratory,
And break my very uttrance, even in the time
When It (hould move you to attend me moft.

Lending your kind hand Commiferation.

Here is a Captain , let him tell the tale.

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him fpeak.

Ltw. This Noble Auditory, be it known to you.

That curfed ChWoK and Demetrius

Were they that murdred our Empcrours Brother,

And they it were that ravifbcd our Sifter,

For their fell faults our Brothers were beheaded,
Our fathers tears defpif'd, and bafely couzen'd

Of that true hand that fought Romes quarrell out,

Ard fent her enemies unto the grave.

Laftly,my felf unkindly banifhed.

The gates (hut on me, and turn'd weeping out.
To beg relief among Romes Enemies,

Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears
,

And op'd their arms to imbrace me as a Friend

:

And I am turned forth, be it known to you,

That have preferv'd her welfare in my blood.

And from her bofome took the Enemies point,

sheathing the fteel in my adventrous body.

Alas you know,l am no Vauntcr I,

I

My fears can witnefs, dumb although they arc
,

That my report is juft and full of truth:

But foft, methinks I do digrefs too much.
Citing my worthlefspraife: Oh pardon me.
For when no friends are by, men praife themfelves.

Marc. Now is my turn to fpeak: Behold this Child,

Of this was Trfwor*! delivered,

The ilTue of an Irreligious /J/wr
,

Chief Architeft ana plotter of thefe woes.

The Villain is alive in Ti>«/ houfe.

And as he is, to witnefs this is true.

Now judge whatcourfe had Titus to revenge

Thefe wrongs, unfpeakable paft patience,

Or more than any living man could bear.

Now you have heard the truth, what fay you Romans ?

Have we done ought amifs.? fhew us wherein,

And from the place where you behold us now.

The poor remainder of Andronicus.,

Will hand in hand all headlong caft us down ,

And on the ragged ftones beat forth our brains

,

And make a mutual clofure of our houfe;

Speak Romans fpeak, and if you fay we (hall,

Lo hand in hand Lucius and I will fall.

Emili. Come come, thou reverent man of Rome ,

And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand

,

Lucius our Emperour :for well I know,

The common voice do cry it fhall be fo.

Mar. Lucius,z\\ hail Romes Royal Emperour,

Go, go into old Titus forrowfull houfe.

And hither hale that misbelieving Moor ,

To beadjudg'd Come direfall flaughtering death.

As puni(hment for his moft wicked life.

Lucius all hail to Romes gracious Govemour.
Lttcius
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Luc. Thanks gentle Romans, miy I govern fo,

To heal Romes harms, and wipe away her wo.

But gentle people, give oieaym a-while,

For Nature puts me to a heavy tislt

:

Stand all aloof, but Vnckle draw you neer

To fhed obfcquious tears upon this Trunk •*

Oh take this warm kifs on thy pale cold lips,

Thefe forrowful drops upon thy blood-ftain'd face.

The laft true Duties of thy Noble Son.

Mar. A tear for tear, and loving kiCs for kifs,

Thy brother y^/;«rf»« tenders on thy Lips:

O were the fum of thefe that I fhould pay

Countlefs,andinfinit,yet would I pay them.,

Luc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and learnofus

To melt in Ihowrs : thy Grandfirc lov'd thee well,

Many a time hcdanc'd thee on his knee:

Sung thee aflecp, his Loving Brcfl, thy Pillow-

Many a matter hath he told to rhce,

Meet, and agreeing with thine Infancy

Inthatrefpeft chcn, like a loving Child,

Shed yec lome fmall drops from thy tender Spring,

Becaufe kind Nature doth require it fo:

Friends fhould affociat Friends^tn Grief and Woe;
Bid him farwel, commit him to the Grave,
Do him thai kindnefs, and take leive of him.

Boj. O Grandfirc, Grandfirc : even with ail my heart

Would 1 were Dead, fo you did Live again

O Lord, 1 cannot fpeak to him for weeping.

My tears will choke mc, if I ope my mouth:

Romam. You fad Andronici , have done with woes
Give fcntcncc on this exeaable Wretch,
That hath been breeder of thefe dire events.

Liu. Set him breft deep in earth, and Camifh him

;

There fee him (land, and rave,and cry forfood.-

If any one relieves, ox pittief him,
For the offence , he dyes. This is our doom.'

Some flay, to fee him faftned in the earth.

Aaron. O why fhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb?
I am no Baby I, that with bafe Prayers

I /hould repent the Evils I have done.

Ten thoufand worfe than ever yet I did.

Would I perform if I might have my will:

If one good Deed in all my life I did,

I doe repent it from my very Soul.

Litci.Somc lovingFriends convey the Emperor hence.

And give him buriall in his fathers grave.

My Father, and Lavinia, (hall forthwith

Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument

:

As for that heynous Tyger Tamora^

No funeral Rite, nor man in mournful Weeds,
No mournful Bellfhall fine her Burial

:

But throw her forth to Beaft and Birds of prey :

Her life was Bead-like, and devoid of pirty,

And being fo, (hall have like want of pirty.

See jullice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor,
From whom, our heavy haps had their beginning:

Then afterwards, to Order well the State.

That like Events may ncr it ruinate. Exeunt Ontnts.
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THE TRAGEDIE OF
"ROMEO ^nd fUL IE T.

^8us Trimus, Saena Trima,

Enttr Samffon andCregory^mth Swords and, Butkjtrs^

cftke Houfe ofCapnltt.

Sampfg».

^R^gory i A my word we'l not carry coals.

^ Grt£. No, for then we Ihould be Collms.
Samp. I mean, if we be in chokr, wc'l draw.
Greg. I while you live , draw vour neck out

o'th'CoUar.

Samp. I ftrikc quickly, being mov'd.
Greg. But thou art not quickly mov'd to ftrike.

Samp. A. dog of the houfe of Mountague., moves me.
Greg. To move, is to ftjr: and to be valiant, is to rtand:

Therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou runft away.
Samp. A dog of that houfe £hall move me to ftand:

I will take the wall of any Man or Maid oiMoitmagMes.

Greg. That fliews thee weak flavc, for the weakeft
goes to the wall.

Samp. True, and therefore women being the weakeft

Veffells, are ever thruft to the walhtheteforc 1 will pu(h

MoHHtagHts men from the wall, and thruft his Maids to

the wall. (their men.
Greg. The Quarrell is between our Mafters, and us

Samp. Tis all one, I will fliew my felf a tyrant: when
I have fought with the men , I will be civil with the

Maids, and cut off their heads.

Greg.1\\z heads of the Maids?
Samp. Ijtbe heads of the Maids,or their maiden-heads,

Take /r in what fenfe thou wilt.

Greg, They muft take it in fenfe that feel it.

Samp. Me they ftiall feel while I am able to ftand:

And tis known I am a prety piece of flefh.

Greg. Tis well thou art not Fifti -* if thou bad'ft, thou

had'ft been poor lohn. Draw thy Tool, herccoraes of

the bloufe of the MemtageHt.

Enter two other Servlngmtn,

Sam. My naked weapon is our: quarrel,I wil back thee.

Gre. How? Turn thy back and run?

Sam. Fear me not.

Greg. No marry : I fear thee.

Samp.Lzt us take the Law of our fides: let them begin.

Gr.l wilfrownas I pais by,& let the take it as they lift.

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my Thumb at them,

which is a difgrace to them, if they bear it.

ylhra. Doe you bite your Thumb at us fir .?

Sam. 1 do bite my Thumb , fir.

Ahra. Do you bite your Thumb at us fir ?

Sam. Is the Law of our fide , if I fay I ? Gre.Ho,

Samp. No fir, I do not bite my Thumb at you fir : but

I bite my Thumb fir.

Greg, Do you quarrel fit ?

Abra. Qiiarrel fir ? no fir. Cas you.

Sam.li youdofir,! am for you,I fcrve as good a man
Jbra. No better? Sam. Well fir.

E/ster Benvolio.

Gre. Say better:here comes one ofmy mafters Vinfmen.

Sam. Yes better.

AhrM. You Lye.

Samp. Draw if you be men. Cregorl, remember thy

wafhing blow. 7 heyfight.

BtH. Part Fools, put up your Swords, you know not

what you do.

Enter Tibalt.

Tyha. What art thou drawn, among thefe heartlefs

Hinds ? Turn thee Benvolio., look upon thy death.

Ben. I do but keep the peace, put up thy Sword,
Or manage it to part thcfe men with me.

Tyk. What draw, and talk of peace? I hare the word
As I hate hell, all MoHHtagues, and ihce:

Have at thee Coward. Fight.

Enter three or four Citif,ens with Clubs.

Ofic. Clubs, Bils,and Partifons,ftrike, beat them down,,

Down with the Capuletsydown with the MountagHes.

Enter old Capulet in his Cown^ and his tyifc.

Cap. What noifc is this? Give me my long Sword ha*

Mfe. A crutch, a crutch : why call you for a Sword i

Cap My Sword I fay : Old Monntague is coiue,

And flourifhes his Blade in fpight of me.
Enter old MaHntague^ a^d his wife.

Moun. Thou villain Capulet. Hold me not, let me go.

2 H^ife. Thou fhall not ftirr a foot tofeeka Foe.
Enter Prince Etkales with his Trait.

Prin. Rebellious Subjedis, Enemies to peace,

Prophaners of this Neighbor ftained Steel,

Will they not hear? What ho, you Men, you Bcafts,

That quench the fire of your pemitious Rage,
With purple Fountains iffuingfrom your Veins:

On paui of Torture, from thelc bloody hands
Throw your miftemper'd weapons to the ground,
And hear rhe Sentence of your moved Prince.
Three civi Broyls, bred of anAyery word.
By thee old Capulet and Mountague
Have thrice difturb'd the quiet of our ftreers.

And made frroa/V ancient Citizens
Caft by their Grave befeeming Ornament,
[To wield old Partizans, in hands as old,

Cankred.
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Cankrcd with peace, to part your Cankrcd bate,

If ever you difturb our ftrcers again,

Your lives rtiall pay the forfeit of the peace.

For this time all the reft depart away J

You CsfHlet ("hall go along with me,

And AftMvaguc come you this afcemoon,

To know our Fathers pleafure in this cafe

:

To old Freetown, our common judgement place :

Once more on pam of death, all men depart. Exeunt.

MoMn. Who fee this antient quarrcll new abroach ?

Speak Nephew, were you by when it began ?

Ben. Here were the fervancs of your adverfary

,

And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach,

I drew to part them, in in; inftant came
The fiery Tii<»/r, with his fword prepar'd,

Which as he breath*d defiance to my cars.

He fwong about his head, and cut the winds,

Who nochmg hurt withall , hift him in fcorn.

While we were enierchaneing thrufts and blows.

Came more and more, and fought on part and part,

Till the Prince came, who parted either part.

W/(f. O where is Romeo^iiW you him to day ?

Right glad am I, he was not at this fray.

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worfliipt Sun
Pcer'd forth the golden wmdow of the Eaft,

A troubled mind dravc mc to walk abroad,

Where underneath the grove of Sycamour,

That Well-ward rooteth from this City fide,

So early walking did I fee your Son
;

Towards him I made, but he was ware of me,
And ftole into the covert of the wood

;

I meafuringhis afFeftions by my own,

Which then moft fou2ht,wnere molt might not be found,

Bemg one too many by my weary felf

,

Perfued my honour, not perfuing his.

And gladly fhun'd, who gladly fled from me.
M»Hnt. Many a morning huh he there been feen,

With tears augmenting the frefh morning dew.

Adding to clouds, more clouds with his deep fighs,

But all fo foon as the all-cheering Sun,

Shouldm the farthcft Eaft begin to draw

The fhady Curtains from AnrtrM bed.

Away from light fteals home my heavy Son,

And private in his Chamber pens himfelf.

Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-light out,

And makes himfelf an artificial night

:

Black and portentous mad this humour prove,

Unlefs good ccunfel may the caufc remove.

Ben. My noble Uncle do you know the cauic ?

Moun. I neither know it, nor can learn of him.

Ben. Have you importun'd him by any means ?

Mann. Both by my felf, and many other Fiicnds,

But he his own affeiftions Counfcller,

Is to himCclf (I will not fay how true)

But to himfelf fo fccret and fo clofe.

So far from founding and difcovery,

As is the bud bit with an envious worm,
£te he can fpread his fweet leaves to tbe ayr.

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame.

Could we but learn from whence his forrows grow,

We would as willingly give cure, as know.

hiuer Romeo.

Ten. See where he comes, fo pleafc you (tcp afide,

He know his grievance, or be much deny'd.

Mo»n. I would thou wcrt fo happy by thy ftay.

To hear true thrift. Come Madam let's away. Extuat.

Ben. Good morrow Coufin.

Rom. Is the day fo young .'

Ben. But new (Irook nine.

Rom. Ay me, fad hours feem long :

Was that my Father that went hence fo faft f

Ben. It was t whitfadnefs lengthens Romeos\io\xxi>

R*. Not having that, which luving, nukes them ftiort.

Ben. In love.

Rom. Out.

Ben. Oi love.

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love.
Sen. Alas that love fo gentle in his view.

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proof.

Rom. Alas that love, whofe view is muffled ftilj,

Should without eyes, fee path-ways to his will ;

Where Oiall we cline ? O mc : what fray was here?
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all

:

Here's much to do with hate, but more with love •'

Why then, Obrawling love, O loving hate,

O any thing of nothing firft create :

O heavy lightnefj, ferious vanity,

Mifliapen Chaos of well-feeming forms,

Feather of lead, bright fmoak.cold fire, fick health.
Still-waking fleep, that is not what it is :

This love feel I, that feel no love in this.

Doftthou not laugh?

Sen. No Couzcjl rather weep.
^»«. Good heart, at what ?

Ben. At thy good hearts opprefTion.

Rom. Why fuch is loves tranfgrdTion.

Griefs of mine own lye heavy in ray brcaft;

Which thou wilt propagate to have it preft

With more of thine, this love that thou had fhowii,

Doth ad more grief, to too much of mine own.
Love is a fmoak nude with the fume of fighs,

Being purg'd, a fire fparkling in Lovers eyes,

Being vext, a Sea nourifht with loving tears.

What is it elfe ? a midnefs molt difcreet,

A choaking gill, and a preferving fweec

:

Farewell my Couzc.
Ben. Softjl will go along.

And if yon leave me fo, you do me wrong.
Rom. But I have loft my felf, I am not here,

This is not Romto, he's foms other where.
Ben. Tell me in fadnefs, who is that you love ?

Rom. What fhall I grone and tell thee ?

Ben. Grone ? why no •* but fadly tell me who.
Rom, A fick man in good fadnefs nukes his will

:

O, word ill urg'dto one that is fo ill

:

la fidnefs Couzin, I do love a wonun.
Ben. I aim'd fo near, when I fuppos'd you lov'd.

Rom. A right good marks-man, and fhe's fair I love.

Ben. A right fair mark, fair Couzc, is fooneft hit.

Rom. Well in that hit you mifs, (hc'l not be hit

Wirh Cupids arrow, llie hath Dinns wit

:

And in rtrong proofof chaftity we(l arm'd:

From loves weak childifti Bow, (he lives uncharm'd.

She will nor ftay the ficge of loving terras

Nor bide th'incounterot aff«iling eyes,

Nor ope her lap to Saint-feducing Gold :

O fhc is rich in beauty, only^oor,

That when ihedyes,with bea«ty dyes her (lore.

Ben. Then ihe hath fworn,thtt (he will ftill live chart?

Rom. She hath, and in that fptring makes huge wall ?

For beauty fterv'd with her fe verity,

Cdts beauty off from all pollenty.

She
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Shee is too fair, too wife, wifely too fair,

To merit blifs by making me defpair •"

She hath forfwom to love, and in that vow
Doe I live dead, that live to tell it now.

Pen. Be ral'd by me, forget to think of her.

Rom. O teach me how 1 ihould forget to think.

Btn. By E^vmg liberty unto thine eyes;

Examine other beauties. ( more,

Rom. "Tis the way to call hers (exquifite ) in queftion

Thofe happy masks that kifs fair Ladies brows,

Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair

:

He that is ftrucken blind, cannot forget

The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft :

Shew me a Miftrefs that is pafling fair

:

What doth her beauty ferve but as a note,

Where I may read who paft that paffing fair.

Farewel, thou can 'ft not teach me to forget.

Ben. He pay that do6lrine, or clfe die in debt. Extunt.

Enter CapuletfCeuntj Parts, and the Chwn.

CapH. MountagHC is bound as well as I,

In penalty alike, and 'tis not hard I think,

For men fo old as we, to keep the peace.

Par. Of honourable reckning are you both.

And pitty 'tis you liv'd at ods fo long

:

But now my Lord, what fay you to my futc .'

Capu. But faying ore what I have faid before,

My Child is yet a itranger in the world,

She hath not feenthe change of fourteen years,

Let two more Summers wither in their prida

Ere we may think her ripe to be a Bride.

Par. Younger than fhe, are happy mothers made.

CapH. And toofoon marr'd are thofe fo early made :

Earth up hath fwallowed all my hopes but fhe,

She is the hopeful Lady of my earth :

But wooe her gentle Paris
y get her heart,

My will to her confent, is but a part,

And ftie agree, within her fcope of choice,

Lies my confcnt, and fair according voice

:

This night I hold an old accuftom'd feaft.

Whereto I have invited many a Gueft,

Such as I love, and you among the ftore,

One more, moft welcome makes my number more :

At my poor houfe, look to behold this night.

Earth-treading ftarrs, that make dark heaven light,

Such comfort as do lufty young men feel.

When well appatell'd April on the heel

Of limping Winter treads, even fuch delight

Among frefti Female buds flnall you this night

Inherit at my houfe : hear all, all fee

:

And like her moft, whofe merit nwft fhall be :

Which one more view, of many, mine being one,

May ftand in number, though in reck'ning none.

Come, go with me : go firrah trudge abour

Through fair Vertmy find thofe perfons out,

Whofe names are written there, and to them fay,

My houfe and welcome, on their pleafu re ftay. E \it.

Str. Find them out whofe names are written. Here it

is written, that the Shoo-makerfhould meddle with, his

Yard, and the Tayler with his Laft, the Fifher with his

Penfil,and the Painter with his Nets. Butlam fentto

find thofe perfons whofe names are writ , and can never

find what names the writing perfon hath here writ( I

muft to the learned ) in good time.

Pttier Ptntiolio and Romeo.

Btn. Tut man, one fire burns out anothers burning.

One pain is Icfs'ned by anothers anguifh :

Turn giddy, and be hoip by backward turning :

One defperare grief, cures with anothers languifh .-

Take thou fome new infeftion to the eye,

And the rank poyfon of the old will die.

Rom. Your Plantan leaf is excellent for thar.

Ben. For what I pray thee ?

Rom. For yout broken fhin.

Ben. Why Romeo in thou mad >

Rem. Nfoc mad, but bound mote than a nud man is :

Shut up in prifon, kept without my food,

V Vhipc and tormented : and Godden good fellow.

Str. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you read ?

Rom. I mine own fortune in my mifery.

Ser. Perhaps you have learn'd it without book

.

But I pray can you read any thing you fee ?

Rom. I, if I know the Letters and the Language.
Ser. Yefay honcftly, reft you merry.

Rom. Stay fellow, I can read.

He reads the Letter.

SEigneurMartttio^nd his wife and daughetriCounty Att-

[elm andhts heaut'ious ftfters-.the Lady rfiddotv of f^itru.

viOySeigneur Placentio^andhis lovely Nesces: Afercutio and
his brother talentlae , m'me Uncle Capplet ^ his wife and
daughters : myfair Neece Rofaline^LlviaySeigneur Valui-
tu, and his Cofen Tybalt ; Ltuio, and the lively Helena,

A fair aflembly, whether fhould they come ?

Ser. Up.

Rom. Whither? to fuppcr ?

Ser. To our houfe.

.Row. VVhofe houfe?
Ser. My Mafters.

Rom. Indeed I ftiould have askt you that before.

Ser. Now He tell you without asking. My Mafter is

the great rich Capulet , and if you be not of the houfe of
MountagtttSy I pray come and aufh a cupofwmc. Reft
you merry. Emt.

Ben. At this fame ancient feaft of Capttlets^

Sups the fair Rofaline, whom thou fo loveft :

V Vith all the admired Beauties of yerona.

Go thither, and with unattainted eye,

Compare her face with fome that I (hall fhow.
And I will make thee think thy Swan a Crow.

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye

Maintains fuch falfehood, then turn tears to fire :

And thcfc who often drown'd could never die,

Tranfparent Heretiques be burnt for liers.

One fairer than my love .' the alUfceing Sun
Nerc faw her match, fince firft the world begun.

Ben. Tut, tur, you faw her fair, none elfe being by.

Her felf poys'd with her felf in either eye :

But in that Cryftal fcales, let there be wai'd.

Your Ladies love againft fome other Maid,
That I will (hew you , fhining at this Feaft,

And fhe'l ftxew fcant well, that now fhews heft.

Rom. lie go along, nofuch fight to be fhewn,
But to re Joyce in fplendor of mine own.

Enter CapiiUtt Wite and Nurfe.
ff^fe. Nurfe where's my daughter.? call her forth to me.

Nurfe. Now by my Maidenhead , at twelve year old

I bad hercome,what Lamb, what Lady-bird,God forbid,

Where's this Girl ? what Juliet f

Enter Juliet.

Juliet. How now, who calls ?

Nur. Your Mother.

Juliet. Madam I am here, what is your will ?

X'<p. This IS the matter; Nurfe give leave a while,we
muft
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muft ta Jk in fccrcr. Nurfc come back agiin,! have rcmem

bred me.ihou'fe hear our counfd.Thou knowcft mv daugh-

ccr's of a pretty age.

Nmrfe. Faith I can cell her age unto an hour,

fVif*. Shees not fourteen.

Nur[e. lie lay fourteen of my teeth.

And yet to my teeth be it fpoken,

/ have but four, fhc's not fourteen.

How long is it now to L<imnia4 ti<fe ?

lyife. A fortnight and odd diycs.

Nitrfe. Even or odd, of all daies in the year come Lam-
tntu Eve at night (hall (he be fourteen. 5«/<t», and flie,

God refl all Chnflian foulcs, were of an age. Well 5«f/*»

is withGod, (he was toogood for me. Butaslfatd, on

LitmmM Eve ac night (hall (he be fourteen, thit (hall (he

marrie,/ remember it well. 'Tis fjncc the Earthquake now
eleven years, and (he was wean'd, / never fhall forget ii,

of all the daies in I be year, upon that day: for /had ihcn

laid Worm-wood to my Dug fitting in the Sun under the

Dove-houfc wall, my Lord and you were then at Mantua,

nay / do bear a brain. But as / faid, when it did

cart the Worm-wood on the Nipple of my Dug, and

felt it bitter, pretty fool, lofec it teachy, and fall out

with the Dug, Shake quoth the Dove houfe, 'twas no

need /crow to bid me trudge: and fince that time it is

eleven ycares , for then Qic could (land alone , nay bi'ih'

Rood (he could have run, and wadled all about : for even

theday before (he broke her brow, and then my Husband

God be with his foul, a was a merry man, took up the

Child, yea quoch he, doft thou fall upon thy face ? thou

wilt fall backward when ihou hafl more wit, wilt thou not

jMleti Andby my holy-dam, the pretty wretch left cry-

ing, and faid I: to fee nowhowa jcrt (hall coine about,

/warrant, and / (hould live a choufand yeares, /never

(hould forget it : wile ihounot Jultt quoih he? and pretty

fool it ninted, and faid /.

OliL*. Enough of this, / pray thee hold thy peace.

/Vi»r. Yes Madam, yet /cannof chufe but laugh, to think

it (hould leave frying,3nd fay /.• and yet /warrant it had

upon its brow ,a bump as big as a young Cocktels ftone:A

perillouj knock, and it cryed bitterly. Yea quoth my
husband, fall'ft upon thy face, thou wilt fall backward

when thou comcft to age; wilt thou not Jnltt f It fiinted,

and faid /,

fu/e. And rtcnt thee too I pray thee Nurfe, fay /.

/Vxr. Peace I have done .• Cod markrhec to his grace,

thou wart the prettiert Bibc that ere I nurft, and 1 might

live to fee thee married once, I have my wifh.

Old La. Marry that marry is the very thcam
1 came to talk of, tell me daughter Julet,

How (lands your difpofition to be Married ?

^«/i.'Tis an hour that /dream not of.

Nar. An hour, were not /thine only Nurfc, / would
fay that rhou hadft fuck't wifdom from thy teat.

Old La. Well think of marriage now, younger then you
Here in Verona, Ladies of erteem,

Are made already Mothers. By my count,

I mi your Mother, much upon thcfe yeares-

That you arc now a maid, thus then in brief ;

The valiant ParU fecks you for his Love.

Nwft. A man young Lady, Lady, fuch a man as all the

world. Why hec's a man of waxe.

Old La. Verona i Summer hath not fuch a flower.

Nnr^e. Nay he's a flower.in faith a very flower.

Cld Lt. What fay you, can you loVc the Gentleman ?

This night you (hall behold him at our Fcart,

Read ore the volume of young Parii face.

And find delight, writ there with Beauties pen .-

Examine every fcvcral lineament.

And fee how one another Icndi content

:

And what obfcur'd in this fair volume Iic5,

Find written in the Margent of his eyes.

This precious Book of Love, this unbound Lover,

To bcautifie him, only lacks a Cover.

The fifh lives in the Sea, and tt< much pride

For fair without, the fair within to hide.'

That Book in manies cyesdotb fhare the glory,

That in Cold clafpes, Lockes in the Golden rtory

;

So (hall you (hare all that he tJoth poffcfs,

By having him, mekmgyourfelf nolefs.

Nur^t. No lefs, nay bigger : women grow by mem
Old La. S,eak briefly, can you like oiPtrU love ?

JhU. He look to like, if looking liking move.

But no more deep will I endart mine eye.

Then your confent gives rtrength to make it fly.

Enitr A Strvl»ltntm,

Ser. M dam, the Cucfls are come, fupper fei^'d up,yoB

cali'd, my young Lady ask't for,thf Nurfe cutrt in the Pan-

tery,andevcry thing in extremity r I muft hence to wait

,

I befeech you follow rtraight. Exih
Mo. Wc follow thee, ?«//<-!, the County ftaies.

Nnrft. Go Girle, feck happy nights to happy daiej.

Exttmt'

Emer Romtf, Mercmio. 'Btnuoiio.w'uhfivt wjixtihtr

Masktri, Torch-httreri.

Rom. What fhall this (peech be fpoke for our Ocufe i

Or (hall we on without Apology ?

B:)t. The date is out of foch prolixity,

Wecl have no Cufid hood- winkt with a Scarf,

Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of lath,

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper.

But let them meafure us by what they will.

Weele meafurethcm a meafure, and be gore.

Rom. Give mc a Torch, I am not for this ambliog.

Being but heavy, I will bear the light.

Afer. Nay gentle Remto, we muft have youdmce.

Rom. Not 1 believe me, you have dancing (hooes

With nimble foles, I have a fole ofLead,

So flakes me to the ground, I cannot move.

Mtr. You are a Lover, borrow Cafidi wings.

And foar with them abovea common bound.

Rom. I im too fore impearced with his (haft,

To foar with his light feat hers, and to bond

:

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe

,

Under loves heavy burden do I flnk.

Hora. And to fink in it fhonid you burden love,

Too great oppre(rion for a tender thing.

Rom.U love a tender thing ? it is too rough.

Too rude, too boyflerous, it pricks like thorn.

Afer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love.

Prick love for pricking, ind you beat love down,
Give me a Cafe to put my vifage in,

A Vifor for a Vifor, what care I

What curious eye doth quote deformities

:

Here are the Beetle-browes (hall blu(h for me.
Ben. Come knock and enter, and no fooncrio,

But every man betake him to his legs.

Rom. A Torch for me, let wanrods light of heart

Tickle the fencclcfs rufhes with their heclcs

:

For I am proverb'd with aGrandfier Phrale,

lie be a Candle-holder and look on.

The Game was ncrc fo fai r, and I jm done.

Iii (AOr
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Mtr. Tut, c'un's the Moufe, the Conftables own word,

If chou arc dun, wecle draw thee from the mire.

Or favc your reverence love, wherein thou ftickefl

Up to the cares, come we burti day-light bo.

/fdw.Nay that's not fo.

Met. I mean fir I, delay.

We waft our lights in vain, lights, lights, by day
j

Ta\(eour good meaning, for our Judgement fits

Five times in iha[,ere once i n our fine wits,

Rom. And wc mean well in going to this Mask,

But 'lis no wit to go.

/l/fr.Why may one ask ?

Rom. I drcampi a dream to night.

Mer. And fo did I.

Rom. Well what wis yours ?

Mer. That Dreamers often lie.

Rom. In bed aflecp while they do dream things true.

Mer. O then I fee Queen Mab hath been with you :

She is the Fayries Midwife, and Hie comes in fhape no big-

ger then an Agat-llone, on the fore- finger of an Alderman,

drawn with a teem of little Atomies, over mens nofes as

they lie afleep: her Waggon Spoke's made of long Spin-

ners tegs : the Cover of the wings of Grafhoppcrs , her

Trace of the fmalleft Spiders web, her Collars of the

Moon-fliines watry beames , her Whip of Crecketsbonc,

the Lafh of filme, her Waggoner, a fmail gray-coated

Gnat, not half fo big as a round little worm, pricktfrom

theLazy-fingcrof a woman. Her Chariot is an empty Ha-

felnuc, made by the joyncr Squirrel or old Grub, time out

of mind, the Fayries Coach-makers : and in this ftate (he

gallops night by night, through Lovers braines : and then

they dream of Love. On Countries knees, that dream on

Curfies ftrait : ore Lawyers fingers, who ftrait dream on

Fees, ore Ladies lips, who ftrait on kiffes dream, which

oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues , btcaufe their

breath with Sweet meats tainted are. Sometime (he gal-

lops ore a Courtiers nofe, and then drcamcs he of fmelling

outafuit: andfomiime comes fhc with a Tith-pigs tale,

tickling a Parfons nofe as he lies afleep, then he dreams

of another Benefice. Somtime flic drivcth ore a Souldicrs

neck, and then dreams he of cutting Forraign throats, of

Breaches, Ambufcadoes,SpaDifli Blades.- Of Healths five

Fadom deep, and then anon drums in his eare«, at which

be ftarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, fwcaresa

prayer or two, and fleeps again ; this is that very Mab that

plats the Manes of Horfes in the night .- and bakes the Elf-

locks in foul fluttifh haires, which once entangled, much
misfortune bodcs'.

This is t he hag , when Maids lie on their backs,

That prefles them, and learnes them firft to bear.

Making them women of good carriage :

This is flie

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercut'i»,Tpti<x,

Thou talk'ft of nothing.

Mer. True I talk of dreames .

Which are the children of an idle brain,

Begot of nothing, but vain phantafie,

Whichisasihinoffubfiance as the Air,

And moreunconnant then the wind, who wooes

Even now the frozen bofom of the North :

And being anger'd, puftes away from thence ,

Turning his fide to the dew dropping South.

Ben. This wind you talkof blowes us from ourfelves,

Suppei is done, and we (hall come too late.

Rom. I fear too early, for my mind mifgives

,

Some confequence yet hanging la the (tars,

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date

With this nights revels, and expire the term
Of a despifcd life clos'd in my breli

:

By fome vile forfeit of untimely death,

But he that hath the flirrage of my courfc,

Direft my fute: On lufty Gemlcmen,
^fa. Strike Drum.
Thej march about the Stage, and Servlngmen eomi forth

triih their nttpl^ni.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Where's Perpav, that he helps not to take aWiy }

He (hift a Trencher ? He fcrapc a Trencher.
I. When good Manners, (hall lie in oneoriwomcns

hands, and they unwafht too, 'tis a foul thing.

Ser. Away with the Joyn-(tooles, remove the Court-
cubbord, look to the Plate ; good thou, faveme a piece of
Marchpane, and as thoulovert me, let the Porter let in

Sufan Grindflafie, and Nell, yinthenji and Potpan.

a. 1 Boy ready.

5fr. You are lookt for,cal'd for,askt for, and fought for,

in the great Chamber.
».Wc cannot be here and thereto©, chcarly Boyes,

Be brisk a while, and the longer liver take all.

Exennt.
Enteral! the Gneffi and Gentlewomen to the

Motkers.

1 C^fu. Welcome Gentlemen,
Ladies that have their toes

Unpligu'd with Comes, will walk about with you

:

Ah me MiftrcCfcs, which of you all

Will now denv to dance ? She that makes dainry,
She He fwear hath Cornes ; am I come neer ye now ?

Welcome Gentlemen, I have fcen the day
That I have worn a Vifor, and could tell

A whifperingtale i n a fair Ladies eare :

Such as would pleafe : 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone.
You are welcom Gentlemen, come Mufitians play :

Mtijicl^plaies : and the) dancr.

A Hall, hall, give room, and foot it Girles,

More light ye Knaves, and turn the Tables up :

And quench the fire, the Room is grown too hot. .

Ah firrahj this unlookt for fpon comes well .•

Nay fit, nay fir, good Cozin Capalet,

For you and I , arc part our dancing dates ;

How loDg'ifl now/incelafi your fclf and I

Were in a Mask ?

i.CafM. Berlady thirty yeares.

I C.apte. What man .' * is not fo much, 'tis not fo much,
'Tis fince the Nuptial of Lucentio,

Come Pentico(i as quickly as it will.

Some five and twenty years, and then we Maskr.

2. Cap. 'Tis more, 'lis more, his Son is elder (ir

:

His Son is thirty.

3. Cap. Will you tell me that ?

His Son was but a Ward two years ago.

Rom. What Lady is that which doth enrich the h^ii
of yonder Knight .>

5w. I know not fir.

Rom. O fhe doth teach the Torches to burn bright

:

Her beaury hangs upon the cheek of night

,

Tike a rich Jewel in an iEthiops ear

.

Bcautytoorichfor ufe, for earth too dear:
So fhews a Snowy Dove trooping with Crowes,
As yonder Lady ore her fellowes fhowes

:

The meafure done, He watch her place of fland.

And touching hers, make blelTed my rude band.

Did
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Did my heart love till now, forfvrear it fighc,

For I never faw crue beauty till this nighr.

Tib. This by his voice (hould be a Mountague.

Fetch me my Rapier, Boy, what dares the Cive

Come hither cover'd with m antique face,

To fleer and fcorn at our Solemnity ?

Now by the flock and honour of my kin.

Toftrikehimdead y hold it not a fin.

Caf. Why how nowkinfman.
Wherefore ftorm you fo ?

Tih. Uncle this is a Momtngae., our foe :

A Villain that is hither come in fpight,

To fcorn at oar Solemnity this night.

'Cap. Young Rtmco is it ?

Tib. Tis he, that Villain RonKo.

Cap. Content thee gentle Coz, let him alone,

A bears him like a portly Gentleman :

And to fay truth, Veromi brags of him,

To be a vcrtuous and well govern'd youth :

1 would not for the wealth of all the town,

Here in my houfe do him difparagemcnt :

Therefore be patient, take no note of him»

/tis my will, the which if thou refpe<ft«

Shcvv a fair prefencc , and put otf thcfe frowns.

An ill befccming femblancc for a Fcafl.

Tib. /t fits when fuch a Villain is a gueft,

yle not endure him.

Cap. HeOiall becndur'd.

Whatgoodman-boy. /fayhefliall, go to.

Am I the Mailer here or you ? go to,

Youie not endure him, God fliall mend my foul,

Youle make i mutiny among the Gucfls

:

You will fct cock a hoop, youle be the man .'

Tib. Why Uncle 'tis a lliamc.

Cap. Go to, go to.

You arc a faucy Boy, 'tis fo indeed ?

This trick may chance to fcach you, I know what.

You mufl contrary me, marry 'tis time.

Well faid my hearts, you are a princoXjgoe,

Be quiet or more light, for fliame.

He make you quiet. What,cheerly tny hearts.

Tib. Patience perforce, with wilful cboUer meeting,

Makes my flefli tremble in their different greeting

:

I will withdraw, but this intrufion (hall

Now feeming fweet, convert to bitter gall.

Rem. If / prophane with my unworthieft hand,

This holy flirine,the gentlcfin is this.

My lips two blufhing pilgrims ready ftand,

Tofmooth that rough touch ,with a tender kiflc.

JhU. Good Pilgrim,

You do wrong your hand too much,

Which mannerly devotion fhews m this.

For Saints have bands, the Pilgrims hand, do touch,

And palmctopalme. is holy Palmers kifle.

Rom, Have not Saints Lipps, and holy Palmers too ?

Juli. I Pilgrim, lips that they muft ufe in prayer.

Rom. O then dear Saint let lips do what hands do.
They pray (grant t hou)lcaft faith turn to defpair.

Jnli. Saints do not move.
Though grant for prayers fake.

Rom. Then move not while my prayers cfFeA do take
Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg'd.

JttU. Then have my lips the fin that they have took,

Ram. Sin from my lips ? O trefpaffc fweetly urg'd

:

Give me my fin again.

jF«/». You kiflc by th'book.

Nur. Madam your Mother craves a word with you.

Rom. What is her Mother?

Nur. Marry Batchler,

Her Moihcris the Lady of the houfe.

And a good Lady, and a wife, and vcrruouj,

I Nut'd hct Daughter that you talk withall

:

I tell you, he that can lay hold of her,

ShjII have ihechincks.

Rom. Is fhe a CtpnU; f

dear account .' my life is my foes debr.

Ben. Away, be gone, ihcfport is at the bcfl.

Rom. l,fo /fear, tliemoreismy unrcfl.

Citp. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone,

We have a trifling foolifli Banquet towards :

Is It c*nefo ?why then/ thank you all.

1 thank yoo honcftCcmlemcn.good night:

More Torches here come on, then let's to bed.

Ah firtah, by my faie it waxes late.

He to my left. Ex(Htit.

Jiitl. Come biiher Nurfe,

Wnat is yond Gentleman ?

Nur, The Sonne and Heir of old T^her'u.

Juli. What's he that now is going out of door ?

Nur. Marry that /think tobc young Pttruchio.

J»lt.W\iiii he that follows hcrc,that would not dance?

Nur. 1 know not.

Ju/i Go aske his name; if he be married.

My grave is like to be my wedding bed.

Nur. His name is Romeo, and a Aietimaguet

The only Son of out great Enemy.

?*/;. My onely Love fprung from my oncly hate,

Too early feen, unknown, and known,too lite,

Prodigious birth of Love it is totnc.

That I mufl love a loathed Enemy.

Nur. What's this? what's this?

Juli. A rime I Icarn'd evcnoort?

Ofooeldanc'd wiihjll.

Out call: m:b'iif,'JulUtt

Nur. Anon, anon

:

Cotne let's away, the flrangcrs all are gone.

Exeunt,

Chorus.

Now old dnirc doth in his deaih-bcd lie,

And young affeiflion gapes to be his Heir,

That fair, for which Love groan'd for and would die,

With tender ^«/iV/ matcht, is now not fair

Now ^CTOM is beloved, and Loves again,

A like bewitched by the charm of looks

:

But to his foefuppos'd he mull complain.

And ("he fleal Loves fweet bait from fearful hoolci

Being held a foe , he may not have acccfl"e

To breath fuch vows, as Lovers ufe to fwear

;

And flie as much in Love, her means much lefle,

To meet her new Beloved any where .•

But paflion lends them Power, time, means to meet,

Tempting extremities withcxtream fwcer.

Enttr Romeo alcue.

Rem. Can I go forward when my heart is here ?

Turn back Dull earth, and find my Center our.

Enter Btfiuolio }f:ih Afercutit,

Bert. RomeOy my Cotcn RtmeOf Remfo,

Mtr. He is wife.

And on my life hath ftoln him home to bed.

Eev. He ran this way, and leapt this Orchard wall.

Call good Mercuxio :

Nay, ik conjure too.

Till Mer.
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Mer. Rtmta Humours, Madam, PafTion, Lover,

Appear thou in the likeneirc of a fight,

Speak but one time, and I am fatished :

Cry me but aymc,Coup!y but Love and day,

Speak to my Gofliip f?wM one fair word,

One Nickname for her purblind Son indher.

Young AhrahAm Cupid he that rtiot fo true.

When King Cophetua lov'd thebeggir-maid,

He heareth not, heftirrcth nor, he moveth not.

The Ape is dead, and I muft conjure him,

I conjure thee by Rofalines bright eies,

By her high forehead, and her Scarlet lip.

By her fine foot,-ftraight leg, and Qinvering tbigh,

And the Demeans that there adjacent lie.

That in thy likenefle thou appear to us.

Ben. And ifhe hear thee, thou wilt anger him.

Mer. This cannot anger him, 'twould anger him,

To taife a fpirit in his Miftrefle circle.

Of fome ftrange nature, letting it thereftand

Till (lie had laid ir, and conjur'd it down,

That were fome fpioht.

My invocation is fair and honeft.and In bis MiftreCs name

I conjure only but toraifeup him.

Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelf among thefc Trees

To be conforted with the Hamerouj night .•

Blind is his Love, and bcft befits the dirk.

Mer. If Love be blind. Love cannot hit the mark.

Now will he fit under a Mcdier tree.

And wifh his Miftrcfs were that kind of Fruit,

As Maids call Mcdlers when they laugh alone,

OiiawMthatfliewere, O that (lie were

An open, or thou 1 Poprin Pear,

Romeo goodnight, iie to my Truckle-bed,

This Field-bed is too cold tor me to fleep

Come ftiall we go ?

Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vain to feck him here—
That means not to be found. Exeunt.

Rem. He jefts at fcarres that never felt a wound,

But foft, what light through yonder window breaks?

It is the Eaft, and Juliet \s the Sun,

Arife fair Sun, and kill the envious Moon,

Who is already fick and pale with grief,

That thou her Maid, art farre more fair thenflie:

Be not her Maid fince fhe is envious.

Her veftali Livery is but fick and green,

And none but fools do wear it, caft it off:

Ir is my Lady,0 it is my Love,0 that fhe knew (he were,

She fpcaks, yet die faies nothing ; what of chat ?

Her eye difcourfes, 1 will anfwer it

:

I am too bold, 'tis not to me fhe fpcaks

:

Two of the faireft Starrs in all the heaven.

Having fomebufineficdo entreat her eies,

To twinkle in their Spheres til! they return.

What ifher eies were there, they in her head.

The brightncfle of her chceke would fhame thofe fiarrcs,

As day-light doth a Lamp, her eye in heaven.

Would ihroughihe airy Region ftream fo bright.

That Birds would fing and think it were not nighc

:

See how (he leans her cheek upon her hand.

O that /were a Glove upon that hand.

That I might touch that cheek.

Juli. Ay me.

Rt>m. Shjsfpeaks.

Oh fpcak again bright Angell, for thou art

As glorious to this night being ore my head.

As is a winged meflenger of heaven

Unto the white upturned wondting eies

Of mortalls that fail back co gaze on him.

When he beftrids the lazy puffing Clouds,

And fails upon the bofomof theair.

?«/». O Romtf,Romeoy wherefore art thou Rotnta i

Deny thy Father, and refufe thy name :

Or if thou wilt not, bebutfworn my love,
And ile no longer be a CafHltt.

Rm. Shall I hear more, or (hall I (peak at this ?

?«//. *Tis but thy name that is my Enemy

:

Thou art thy fe!f.though nor » MemiagHt,
kbit's MffH/ttdgke ? It is nor hand nor foot.

Nor armcj nor face, O be fome other name
Belonging to a man.
What s in a name ? tbac which we call a Rofe,

By any other word would fmell as fweet.

So Remit would, were he not Rentto cali'd

Retain that dear perfection which he owes.
Without that title Remeit , doffe thy name,
And for thy name which is no part of thee,

Take all my felf.

Rom. / take t bee at thy word

:

Call me but Love, and ile be new baptiz'd,

Henceforth I never will be Romeo.

full. What man art thou.that thus bcfcrttn'd in nighc
So ftumbleft on my councell ?

Rom. By a name,
I know not how to tell thee who I am

:

My name dear Saint, ii hateful to my felf,

Becaufe it is an enemy to thee,

Had I it Written, I would tear the word,

Jttli. My cars have yet not drunk a hundred words
Of thy tongues uttering, yet I know the found.

Art thou not Remeo, and a MtMm*gut ?

Rom. Neither fair Maid, if either thee diflike.

^«/i. How cam'ft thou hither.

Tell me, and wherefore ?

The Orchard walls are high, and hard to climb.
And the place death, conndering who thouarr,
If any of my kinfmen find thee here.

Rom. With Loves light wingj
Did I ore-petch tbefe Walls,
For ftony Limits cannot hold Love our,

And what Love can do, that dares Love attempt.*
Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me.

Juli. If they do fee thee, they will murther thee.

Rom. Alack there lies more peril in thine eie.

Then twenty of their fwords,Iook thou but fweet.
And I am proof againft their enmity.

JhUX would not for the world they faw tbeehere.
Rom. I have nights cloak to hide me from thdr ocs

And but thou love me, let them find me here,

My life were better ended by their hate.

Then death proroged wanting of thy Love.

JW/. By whofc dire£lion found'ft thou our this place ?

Rom, By Love that firfl did prompt me to enquire
He lent me counfel, and I lent him eies,

I am no Pilot, yet wert thou as far

As that vaft-fhore : wafti'd with thefartheft Sea,

I fhould adventure for fuch Merchandife.

JhU. Thou knoweft the maske of night is one my face,

Elfe would a Maiden blufh bepainr my cheek.

For that which thou haf^ heard me fpeak to night

,

Fain would I dwell onform^£ain,fain, deny

What I havefpoke, but farewell Complements
Doft thou Love ? O I know thou Wile fay I,

And
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And / will tike thy word , v« if thou fweir'ft.

Thou maycrt prove falfc,at Lovers perjuries

They fay ^ovf laughcs , oh gentle Xomet,

If thou doft love, pronounce ic faithfully

:

Or if thou thinked /am too quickly won,

He frown and be pcrvcrfe, and fay thee nay.

So thou wilt wooe : But elfe not for the world.

In truth fair Mtuntagut 1 am too fond :

And therefore thou mairt I hi nk my haviour lighc,

But trufl me Gentleman, lie prove more true,

Then thofe that have morecoyningto be Hrange,

1 (hould have been mote ftrange / muft confcfs.

But that thou ovciheard'ft ere J was ware

My true Loves pafTion, therefore pardon me.

And not impute this yielding to lighc Love,

Which the dark night hath fo difcovered.

R»m. Lady, by yonder Moon / vow :

That tips wuhfilvcrallthefe Fruit-tree tops.

J«//. O fwear not by the Moon, th*unconfta;it Moon,

That monethly changes in her circled Otbc,

Left that thy Love prove likewifc viciible.

Rom.V/hx fhall /fwear by t

fnH. Do not fweax at all

:

Or if thou wilt, fwear by thy gracious fcif,

Which is the God of my Idolatry ,

And He believe tbcc.

Rm. If my hearts dear love—

-

Jul:. Well do not fwear although I joy in thee,

/ have no joy of this contrad^ to night,

It is too rafh, too unadvis'd, too fudden.

Too like the lighrning which doth ceafe to be

Ere one can fay, ic lightens. Sweet good night

:

This bud of Love by Summers ripening breach,

May prove a beauteous Flower when next wc meet .•

Gooclnight : goodnight, as fwect rcpofe and reft,

Come tothy hcarx, as that within mybreft.

Rom. O wilt thou leave me fo unfatisfied ?

JhH. Whit fatisfiflion can'ft thou haveco night ?

JRtfiw.Th'exchange of thy Lovesfaicbful vow of mine.

fitli. J gave thee mine before thou did'ft rcquert it

:

And yet / would it were to give again.

Ram. Would 'ft thou withdrivv it ?

For what purpofe Love?.

Jali. But to he frank and give it thee again,

And yet / vvilK but for the thing /have.

My bounty is as boundlefs as the Sea,

My Love as deep, the more /give to thee.

The more 1 have, foe both are infinite.

/ heat fome noyfc within, dear Love adieu.

Cals ttllhlH.

Anon good Nurfe » fvvecc Mountttguc be true -•

Suy but a little, /will come again.

R»m. O blclicd bleffed nighr, / am afcat'd

Being in night, alt this is but a dream,

Too flattering fvvcet to be fubftantial.

/•A". Three words dear i?»wfff, Emtr,

And goodnight indeed.

If that thy bent of love be Honourable,

Thy purpofe reurriage, fead me word co morrow,
By one thac He procure to come to cfiec.

Where, andwhattimethou wilt perform the Rite,

And all my Fortunes at thy foot He fay,

And follow thee my Lwd, throughout the vvarld.

within : Madam,
/come, anon: but ifiboumcineftnot well,

/ do befccch tbec.

mthin : Madam
(By and by /come.)
To ceafe thy ftrife, and leave mc to my gficf.

Tomorrow will / fend.

Rom, So thrive my foul.

Jtli. A thoufand times good ntght.

Exit,

Rtm. A ihoufand times the worfc co want iby light.

Love goes toward Love as fchool boys from their booki

But Love from Love, towards fchool with heavy looks»

Enter JuUtt agn'm.

Jnli. Hift Romto hift : O for a Falkncrs voice,

To lure this TalTcl gentle back again.
Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeak aloud,

Elfe would / tearthe Cave where Eccho Ues,

And make her ayry tongue more hoarfc, then wtih
The repetition of my Rtmeo.

/f»«». It is my foul that ca Is upon my name.
How filver fwect, found Lovers tongues by night.

Like foftcft Mufick to attending eares.

j«/«. Romet.

R»m. My fwect.

Jmli. What a clock to morrow
Shall /fend to thee?

Rom. By the hour of Nine.
^tli. /will not fail, 'tis twenty years till then,

/ hjve forgot why / did call thee back.
Rom Let meftand here till thou remember it.

Juli. 1 fhall forger, to have ihcc ftill ftand there,
Rcmembring how /love thy company.
Rom. hnd He ftill ftay, to have thee Hill forget,

Forgetting any other name but this.

f«/<.'Tisalmoft morning, /would havcthec gone.
And yet no further then a wantons Bird,
Thac lees it hop a little from his hand.
Like a poor prifonCr in his iwifled Gyves,
And with a filken thred plucks it again,

So loving jealous of his liberty.

Rom. / would / were thy bird.

fn/i. Sweet fo would /,

Yet / fhouldkiil thee with muchchctilVing:
Goodnighr, goodnight.

Rom. Parting is fuch fweet forrow,
That / fhall fay goodnight till it be morrow.

/•/T.SicepdwcU upon thine eyes, peace in tbybreft.

Rom. Would / were fleep and peacefo fwect tordJ,

'

Thegray-cy'd mornefmilcs on the frowning night,
*

Check'ting the Eaftcfn Clouds with ftrraks of light,

And darkncfs fleckel'd like a drunkard recles.

From forth dayes pathway, made by Tit4>u wheclcj.
Hence will / to my Ghoftly Friers dofc Cell,
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell.

£arilr.

Enttr Frier altne mih » basket,

Tri. Now ere the Sun advance his burning eye.
The day to chear, and nights dank dew to dry,

'

/ muft up-fil this Ofier Cage of outs,

With baleful weeds, and precious juyced flowers
The earth that's Natures mother, is her Tomb *

What is her buryinggravc that is her womb :

*

And from bet womb children of divers kind
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Wc fucking on her natural bofom find :

Many for many vercucs excellent

:

None but for feme, and yet allditfercnr.

micklc is the powerful grice chat lies

In Plants, Herbs, ftones.and their true qualities ••

For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth live

,

But to the earth fomc fpcculgood doth give.

Nor oiightfogood, but ftrain'd from that fair ufe

,

Revolts from true birth, ftumbling onabufc.

Vercueit fclfmrnes vice being mifapplied.

And vice fometimc by aftion dignified.

Enter Rtmco.

Within the infant rind of this weak flower,

Poyfon hath rcfidence, and medicine power .•

For this being fmclr, with that part chcares each part,

Beiqg rafted flayes all fences wuh the heart.

Two fuch oppol* Kings encamp them ftill

,

In man as well as he rbs grace and rude will.-

And where the worfer is predominant.

Full foon the Canker dearh eats up that Pianr.

Rom. Good morrow Father.

Fri. Benedicite.

What eatly tongue fo fweec falute them ?

Young Son, it argues a diftempcred head,

So foon to bid good morrow to thy bed ;

Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye.

And where Care lodgeth, flcep will never lie

:

But where urbrufcd youth with unflufi brain

Doth couch his Iimbs,there golden fleep doth raign

;

Therefore thy carlinefs doth me afTurc,

Thou art up-rouz'd with fome diftempcrature

;

Or if not fo, then here I hit it righr.

Our Romet hath not been in bed to nighr,

Rom. That lafi is true, the fweeter refl was mine.

Fri.God pardon (in : waft thou with Refellne ?

R«m. With Rofd'we^ my Ghoftly Father } No,
1 have forgot that name, and that Names woe.

fyi.That's my good Son,buc where haft thou been then?

/i(7w. lie tell thee ere thou ask it me agen -•

1 have been feafting with mine enemy.

Where on a fudden one harh wounded me.
That's by me wounded .• both our remedies

Within thy help and holy phyfick lies

:

I bear no hatred, bleflcd man : for lo

My intcrceflion likewife fteads my foe.

fy». Be plain good Son, reft homely in thy drift,

Ridling confclTion, finds but ridling fhrifr.

Rom. Then plainly know my hearts dear Love is fcr,

On the fair daughter of rich CapuUt :

As mine on hers, fohers is fet on mine ;

And all combined, favc what thou muft combine

By holy marriage : when, and where, and how,

We mer,wewoo'd, and made exchangeof vow .•

lie tell thee as we pafs, but this I pray,

Thar thou confent to marry us to day,

Fri. Holy S. Francis, what a change is here ?

Is Rofaltne that thoudidft lovcfodear

So foon forfaken ? young mens Love then lies

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.

Jefu Maria, what a deal ofbrine

Hath wafhc thy fallow cheeks for Rofalifie?

How much fait water thrown away in waft,

To feafon Love, that of it doth not taft.

The Sun not yet thy (ighes, from bcaven clears.

Thy old groans yet ring in my ancient cares ;

Lo hereupon thy check the ftain dothfit,

Of an old tear that is not waftit off ycr.

If ere thou waft thy felf, and thcfc woes thine,

Thou and thefe wocs were all for RsfMlint.

And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this {ientcnce then

Women may fall, when there's no firength in men.

Rom. Thou chid'ft me oft for loving Rofaline.

Fri. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine.

Rom. And bad'ft me bury Love.

Fri. Not in a grave.

To lay one in, another out to have.

Rom. I pray thee chide mc not, her I Love now
Doth grace for grace, and Love for Love allow :

The other did not fo.

Fri. Oh (he knew well.

Thy Love did read by rote, that could not fpell :

But come young waverer, come go with me.
In one rcfpcfl, lie thy alTiftant be >

For this alliance may fo happy prove,

To turn youi houlhold rancord to pure Love.

Rom. O let us hence, I ftand on fudden hafl.

Fti. Wifely and flow,thcy ftumble that runfaft.

Exaiit.

Eater Beittoleo and AfercKtio.

Mer. Where the devil Should this ^wjwbc ? came be

not home to night ?

Ben. Not to his Fathers, / fpoke with his man.
Mer. Why that fame pale hard hearted wench, that Ra-

/»//««• torments him fo, that he will fu re run mad.
Etr.. Tihalt, the kinftnan to oUJ Ca^n/et, hath fenc a Let-

ter to his Fathers houfe.

Mer. A challenge on my life.

Ben. Romeo will anfwer ir.

Mer. Any man that can write, may anfwer a Letter.
Ben. Nay he will anfwer the Letters Mafter how he

dares, bcmg dared.

Mer. Alas poor Rmeo^ he is already dead, ftab'd with a

white wenches black eye, run through the ear with a

Love-fong , the very pin of his hearr, cleft with the
blind Bow-boyes-butOiaft, and is he a man to encounter
Tjbat, >

Ai». Why what i Tjhahf
Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh he's theCouragi-

ous Captain of Complements : he fights as you fing prick-

fongjkecps time, diftance, and proportion, herefts his

minum,one,rwo, and the third in your Bofom: the very
butcher of a fi!k button, a Dualift, a Dujlift : a Gentleman
of the very firft houfe of tbefirft and fecond caufe : ah the
immortal pafTado, the punto rcver fo,thc Hay.

Ben. The what ?

Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affcfting pbanta-
fies, thefe new tuners of accent : Jefu a very good blade,

a very tall man , a very good whore. Why is not this a la-

mentable thing Grandiire, that we (bouldbc thus afflitScd |
with thefe flrange flies : thefe fafhion-mongers, tbefcpar-

don-me's, who ftand fo much on the new form, that they
cannot fit at cafe on the old bench. O their bones, their

bones.

S»ter Remeo.

Ben. Here comes Romeo , here comes Romte.

Mer. Without his Roe, like a dried Herring. O fle(b,

flefh, how art thou fifhified } Now is he for the numbers
that Petrarch flowed in : Laura to his Lady was a Kitchen

wench, marry fhe had a better Love to berime her : Dida
a dowdy, Cleopatra a Gipfie, Hellen and Hera^ hildings and
harlots: T'^w^^ a gray eye or fo, but not tothepurpofc

Signior Romeoy Boni»itr, there's a French falutation to your

French]
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French flop : you give us the counterfeit fairly lift nighr.

Ejimtt. Good morrow to you both, whit coumafcii did

I give you ?

Mcr. The flip fir, the flip, can you not conceive ?

Ktm. Pardon tMercutio^m^ bufineflc was gtcat.and in

fuch a cafe as mine, a man may ftrain courfie.

Mer. That's as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours con-

ftrains a man to bow in the hams.

Rem. Meaning to courtcfic.

cMer. Thou hafl moft kindly hit it.

K»m. A moft courteous cxpofuion.

(Jifcr. Nay,I am the very pinck of courtefic.

Rita. Pinke for flower.

Mtr. Righr.

Rem. Why then is my Pump well flowt'd,

M<r. Sure wit, follow me this jcaft.now till thou hafi

worn out thy Pump, that when the fingie fole of it is

worn, the jcaft may remain after the wearing, folc-

fingular.

Rem. O fingle fol'd jeft,

Soly fingular, for the fmglenefle.

Mer. Come between us good 5r»w/;V, mywlc faints.

Rem. Swits andSpurrcs,

Swits and Spurs, or ile cry a match.

Mer. Nay,ifour wits run the wild-Goofe chafe, I am

done: For thou haft more of the Wild-Goofc in one of

thy wits, then I am fure I have in my whole five. Was 1

with you there for theGoofe?

Rem. Thou was never with mc for any thing, when

thou waft not there for the Goofe.

Mer. I will bite thee by the eit for that jeft.

iJoOT. Nay, good Goofe bite not.

Mtr. Thy wit is a very bitter- fwccting,

It is a moft fharp fawce.

Rom. And is it not well ferv'd into a fweet Goofe ?

Mtr. Oh here's a wit ofChevereIl,thit fUachcsfrom

an ynch narrow, to an ell broad.

I Nmr. Out upon you : what a man are you f

Rem. One Gentlewoman,
That God hath made,himfelf 10, mar.

Nar. By my troth it is faid, for himfelf to, mar quo.

tha Gentleman, can any of you tell mc whcfc 1 may find

the young Remeef
Romee. I can tdl you ; but young FomeemW be older

when you have found him, then he was when you fought

him : I am the youngcft of that name, for fault of a worfe.

Nur. You fay well.

Mer. Ycaisihe worft well.

Very well took rifaiih, wifcly» wifely.

Nur. If you be he fir,

I dcfue fome confidence with you?
Ben. She will invite him to fome Supper.

Mer. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho.

Rom. What haft thou found ?

Mer. No Hare fir, unlefic a Hare fir in 9 Lenten pic,

that is fomething ftale and hoire ere it be fpent.

An old Hare boar, and an old Hare hoar ii very good meat
in Leat.

But a hare that is hoar, is too much for a fcorc, when it

hoars ere it be fpen
r,

i?o«r« will you come to your Fathers? Wec*l to dinner
f hie her.

Ram. I will follow you.

Mer. Farewell auncicnt Lady :

Farewell Lady, Lady, Lady.

Exir. Mercutte, SeKUoJia.

Nnr. I pray you fir,what fawcy Merchant was this that
wasfo full of his ropery T

Rom. A Gentleman Nurfe, that loves to hear himfelf
talk, and will fpeak more in a minute, then he will ftand
to in a Moneih.

Nnr. And a fpeak any thing againft me, ile take him
down,and a were lufiier then he is,and twenty fuch Jacks.-

I
and if / cannor, ile find thofe that fhall: fcurvy knave, I

am none of his skains mate?Rom. Iftretchitoutforthatwordjbroad, which added I am none of his flurt-gils, /

to the Goofe, proves the farrc and wide, abroad Goofe. and thou muft ftand by too and fuffer every knave to ufe
me achispleafure.

Pet. \ faw no man ufe you at his plcafure : if I had, my
weapon fhould quickly have been out, / warrant yoo, I

dare draw as foon as another man, if I fecoccafion in %

Mer. Why is not this better now, then groaning for

Love, now art thou fociable,now art thou Rameo: now art

thouwhatthouart,by Artas wellas by Nacure, for this

driveling Love is like a great Natural, that runs loUing

up and down to hide his bable in a bole.

J^«. Stop thcrc,ftop there. (hair

Mer. Thoudcfir'ft metoftopin my Tale againft the

Btn. Thou would'ft elfe have made thy tale large.

Mer. O thou art deceiv'd, I would have made ic ftiorr,

orlwascometothewholedcpthof my Talc, and meant

indeed to occupy the argument no longer.

good quarrel!, and the Law on my fide

A/«r.Now afore God ,1 am fo vexr,t hat every part about
me quivers, skurvy knave: pray you fir a word : and as I

lold you, my young Lady bid me enquire you out, what
fhebid mefay /wiilkeeptomyfelf: butfitft let mc tell

ye, if yefhouldlead her in a fools paradifc, as they fay,

£air;r Nurfeand her nnx,

Rom. Here's goodly gcarc.

A fayle, a faylc.

Mer. Two, two : 1 Shirt and a SmocL
Nur. Fttert

Pettr. Anon.

Nar. My Fan Peter f

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face:

For her Fan's the fairer face ?

Nur, God ye good morrow Gentlemen.

Mer. God ye goodcn fair Gentlewomen,
iV«r. Is ic goodcn ?

Mer. Tis no leflc I tell you : for the bawdy hand ofthe

Dyall is now upon the prick of Noon. I

:/ye. It ye ihould lead her m a fools paradifc, as they fay,

/it were a very groffe kind of behaviour, as they fay: for
i the Gentlewoman is young, and therefore, ifyoufhould
deal double with her, truly it were an ill thing to be of-
fercd to any Gentlewoman, and very weak dealing,

Rom. Nurfe commend mc to thy Lady and Miftrifs, I,

proteft unto thee——

•

Nxr. Good heart, andlfaith / will rcll her as much:
Lord, Lord fhe will be a joyful woman.

Rom. Whit wilt thou tell her Nurfe? thou doR not
mark me?
Nwr. I will tell her fir, that you do proteft, which as /

I

take it, is a Gentleman-like offer. ^afternoon,

Rom. Bid her devifc fome means to come to Oinft this

And there ftie (hall at Frier L4ipr«>«Cell
Bcfhricv'dand married : here is for thy pains.

N»r. No truly fir not a penny.

Rem. Go to / fay you fhall.

NmjA
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Nur. This afcernoon Sir ? well (he fhall be there.

Rom, And ftay thou good Nurfe behind the Abby-wall,

Within this hour my man fhall be with thee.

And bring the Cords made like a cackled ftair.

Which CO the high top gallant ofmy joy,

Muft be my convoy in the fccrct night.

Farewell, be trufty, and ilc quite thy pains

:

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftrefs.

Nar. Now God in heaven bleflc thee: hark you fir,

Rom. What faift thou my dear Nurfe f

Nht. Is your man fecret.did you nete hear fay two may

keep counfel putting one away.

Rom. J warrant thee my man as true as fteel.

Nar. Wcllfir.my MiflrefsisthcfwcetcflLady, Lord,

Lord, when 'twas a little prating thing. O there is a No-

ble man in Town one /'<»r//, that would fain lay knife a-

board: butftiegoodfouljhadaslecvefeea Toad, a very

Toad as fee him : / anger her fometimes, and cell her that

Paris is the properer man, but ilc warrant you, when 1 fay

fo, ftjc looks as pale as any clout in thevcrfal world, doth

not Rofemary and Rameo begin both with a letter ?

Rom. I Nurfe, whit of that ? both with an R.

N»T. A mocker that's the dogs name. R. is for the no,

I know it begins with fomc other letter, and /he hath the

prettied fentcntious of it, of you and Rofemary, that it

would do you good to hear it.

Rom. Commend mc to thy Lady.

Nur. I a thoufand times. Ptter ?

Pet. Anon.

Nur. Before and apace. txlt Nurfe ard Pettr.

Enter JuHet.

J«/i. The clock ftrook r.ine,whcn / did fend the Ntlrfc,

In half an hour (he promifed to return.

Perchance fhe cannot meet him : that's not fo .-

Oh ftieis Lame, Loves Herauld (hould be thoughts.

Which ten times fafter glides then the Suoncs beams,

Driving back (hadows over lowring hils.

Therefore do nimble Pinnion'd Doves draw Love,

And therefore hath the wind-fwift Cafld wings .•

Now is the Sun upon the highmoft hill

Of this daies journey, and from nine till twelve,

I three long hours, yet (he is not come .-

Had (he affeftions and warm youthful blood,

She'ld be as fwifc in motion as a ball,

My words would bandy her to my fwect Love,

And his to me, but old folks.

Many fain as they were dead.

Unwieldy, flow,hcavy, and pale as lead.

Enter Nurfe.

OGod (he comes, O honey Nurfe what news ?

Haft thou met with him ! fend thy man away.

Nttr. />««• ftay at the gate.

JhIs. Now good fweet Nurfe

:

O Lord why looks thou fad ?

Though ncws,be fad, yec tell them merrily.

'

Ifgood thou (ham'ft the mufick of fwect news,

By playing it to me, with fo fower a face.

Nar. I am a weary, give me leave a while,

Fie how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had ?

full. I would thou hadft my bones and I thy news :

Nay come I pray theefpeak, good Nurfe (peak.

Nur. Jefu whachaftc ? can you not ftay a while ?

Do you not fee how 1 am out of breach ?

Jul!. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath

To fay to mc, that thou aft oat of breath ?

The excufe that thou doft make in this delay,

Is longer then the tale thoa doft excufe.

Is thy news good or bad ? anfwcrco char.

Say cither, and ile ftay the circumftance

;

Let mcbe fatisfied, ift good or bad f

Nur. Well, you have made a fimple choice, you know
not how to chufc a man : Romeoj&o not he though his face

be better then any mans, yet his legs excells all mcns,and

for a band and a foot, and a bawdy, though they be not to

be talkt on, yec they are part compare: he is not the flower

of courtefie, but I warrant him as gentle a Lamb : go thy

waies wench, (erve God, what have you din'dat home.

JmU. No, no : buc all this did /know before

What (aics he of our marriage ? what of that /

Nnr. Lord how my bead akes, what a head have I

:

It beats as it would fall in iwcniy pecces.

My back a tother fide : O my back, my back .

Befhrew your heart for fending me about

To catch my death with jaunting up and down.

Juil. Ifaith / am forry that thou art fo ill.

Sweet, fweet, fwect Nurfe, tell me what fjics my Love ?

N»r% Your Love faies like an honeft GcnUeraan,
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handfom
And I warrant a vertuous : where is your Mother ?

?«//. Where is my Mother ?

/hy ftiWhy (he is within where ft^ould (he be ?

How od(y thou reply 'ft

:

Your Love faics tike an honeft Gentleman:

Where is my Mother/
Nur.. O Gods Lady dear,

Arc you fo hoc ? marry come up I trow.

Is this the Pouliis for my aking bones ?

Hence forward do your mcffages your fclfc.

JhU. Here's fuch a coil, come what faies Romtt f

Nur. Have you got leave to go to (hrift to day ?

Jfti. I have.

Nw. Then high you hence to Frier LMmeiut Cell,

There ftaies a Husband to make you a wife :

Now comes the Wanton blood up in your checks,

They'lbein Scarlet ftraight at any news .-

Hie you to Church, /muft another way.
To fetch a Ladder by the which your Love .•

Muft climb a birds neft foon when it is dark;

I am the drudge, and toil in your delight

:

But you (hall bear the burthen foonataighr.

Go ile to dinner, hie you to the Cell

JmIi. Hie to high Fortune, honeft Nurfe, farewell.

ExeuKt,

Enter Frier and Remeo.

Fr'i. So fmile the heavens upon this holy atft,

That after hours, with forrow chide us not.

Rom. Amen, amen, but come what (octow can.

It cannot countervail the exchange of ;oy

That one (hort minute gives mc in her fighc

:

Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words.

Then Love devouring death do what he dare,

It is enough. / may hwt call her mine.

Frt. Thefe violent delights have violent ends.

And in their triumph die like fire and powder

;

Which as they kiflcconfume. The fvvecccft honey
Is loathfomc in his own delicioufne(re.

And in the tafte confounds the appecicc.

Therefore Love moderately, long Love doth fo,

Too fwifc arrives as tardy as too (low.

Enter Jnliet.

Here comes the Lady. Oh fo light a foot

Will nere wear out the cvcrlafling flintj

A
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A Lover miy beftride the Goffimours,

That idles in che wanron Summer ayr,

And ye: not fall, fo lig ht is vanity.

fstll. Good even to my ghoftly ConfelTor.

Frl. Romto fhall thank thcc Daughter, for usboth.

Jitli. As much to him,elfc in his chanks too much.

Rom. Ah jMllety if the mcafurc of thy joy

Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more

To blafon it, then fweeten wich thy brcarh

This neighbour ayr, and let rich Mufickti tongue.

Unfold the imagin'd bippinefs that both

Receive in either, by this dear encounter.

full. Conceit more rich in mat ler then in word»,

Brags of his fubltance, na of Ornament

:

They are but beggars that can count chcir worth,

But my true Love is grown to fuch exccfs,

I cannot fum upfomeofhalf my wcilth.

Fri, Comej come wich mc,&: we will make fhort work.

For by your leaves, you (hall not flay alone.

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. Exeunt.

Enter Mercutio, Benuolio^andrntH.

B(H. I pray thee good Mercntio Ices retire.

The day is hot, the ^afulets abroad :

Andifwemcer, weOiall not fcapca brawl, for nowthefc

hot dayes is the mad bioud (Urring.

(JJffr. Thou art like one of ihcfe fellows, that when
he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his fword up-

on the table, and faics, God fend me no need of thee : and

by the operation of the fecond Cup, drawes him on the

Drawer, when indeed there is no need.

Ben. Am 1 like fuch a fellow ?

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood,
asany in/f<r/>r ; and artbon moved to be moody, and as

foon moody to be mov'd.

Ben. And what too ?

Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch, we fliould have

none (hortly, for one would kill the other : thou,why thou

wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or a hair

lefs in his beird, then thou hall : thou wilt quarrel with a

man for cracking Nurs, having no other rcafon, buc be-

caufe thou hall hafel eyes ; what eye, but fuch an eye

,

would fpy out fuch a quarrel ? thy head is as full of quar-

rels, as an eggc is full of meat, and yet thy head hath bin

beaten as addle as an eggc for quarrelling : thou haft quar-
lell'd with a man for coffing in the Hrect, becaufe he hath

wakened thy dog that hath lain afleep in the Sun. Did'ft

thou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing bis new Doub-
let before Eaftcr ? with another, for tying his new fhooes.

with old Ribband, and yet thou wilt Tutor mc from quar-
relling ?

Be». And / were fo apt to quarrel asthouart, any man
Ihould buy the Fee-fimple of my life, for an hour and a

quarter.

Mer. The Fee-fimple ? O fimple .'

Enter Tjii>alt, Petrnchto, and others,

Ben. By my head here come the CafuUts.

Mer. By my heel / care nor.

Tih. Follow me ciofe, for / will fpeak to them.
Gentlemen, Good den, a word with one of you.

UWVr. And but one word with one of us? couple it with
fomething, make it a woid and a blow.

7V^. You fliill find me apt enough to that fir, and you
will give me occjfion.

MercM. Could you not take fome occafion without cl-

Tib. McrcMtio, thouconfort'ft with JJ*»«.

Mer. Confort ? what doft thou make us MinftreU ? inrf

thou makeMinrtrclsofus, look to hear nothing but Dif-

cords : here's my Fiddlcftick, here's thai ftiall nuke you
dance. Come conforr.

£m. We talk herein the publick haunt of men:
Either withdraw unto fome private place

,

Or reafon coldly of your grievances :

Or elfc depart, here all eyes gaze on uj.

Mer. Mens eyes were made to look, and let them gaze;

1 will not budge for no mans pleafurc /.

Enter Rimet.

Tth. Well peace be with you fir, here comes my nian.

UWir. But lie be hang'd fir if he wear your Livery :

Marry go before to field, hcc'Ibcyour follower,

Your woifhip in that fenfe may call him man.
Ti^./iowjM, the love /bear thcc, canafToid

Noberter term then tbis.Thou art a Villain.

Rom. T/^<i/f, the rcafon that / have toloveibce,

Doth much excufe the appettaining rage

To fuch a greeting :

Therefore farcwcl, 1 feeihouknow'rt mcnot.
Tib. Boyi this fhall not excufe the injuries

That thou hafl done me, therefore turn and draw.

Ront. 1 do ptotcfl / never injur'd thee.

But lov'd thee better than thoucjn'fldcvifc:

Till thou fhalf know tbe reafon of my love.

And fogood Capnler, which name / tender

As dearly as my own, be fatisficd.

Mer. O calm, difhonoilrable, vile fubmifTion

Allaj}uc»th»ciu\z% it away.

Tibalt, You Rat-catcher: will you walk ?

T/^. What woulds thou have withrae ?

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one cfyour nine
lives, that /mean to make bold withal, andasyoufliall
ufc me hereafter dry beat thcrefl of rhe eight. Will you
pluck your fword out of his Pilcher by the cares ? Make
had, left mine be about your cares ere it be out.

Tib. I am for you.

/f^m.Gentle A/frc«fj#, put thy Rapier up.

Mer. Come fir, your Paffado.

Rom. Draw BenuoHo, beat down their weapons ;

Gentlemen, for (hamc forbear thisoutragc,

Ttbti/t, Mercutio., the Prince exprefly hath

Forbidden bandying in Fero»a(\itfLis.

Hold 7;Wf,good Mercmtt.

AA , u
ExitTjhMlt.

Mer. I am hurt.
"^

A pljgueof both the houfcs, /am fped :

Is begone and hath nothing ?

Ben. What art thou hurt ?

Mer. /, /, a fcrarch, a fcrarch, marry 'tis enough.
Where is my Page ? go Villain fetch a Surgeon.

Rom. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much.
Mer. No , 'tis not fo deep as a well, nor fo wide as a

Church-door, but 'tis enough, 'twin fcrvc : ask for m,e to
morrow, and you fhall findme agrivcman./ampepperd
/ warrant for this world: a plague of both your houfes
Whar,iDog, a. Rat, a Moufe, a Cat to fcrarch a man to
death I a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villain: that fights by tbe
book of Aruhmetick, why the devl came you between us?
/ was hurt under your arm.

Ram. 1 thought all for the bef}.

Mer. Help me into fome houfc BenuoHo,
Or / fhall faint ; a plague a both your houfc's.

They have made wormes meat ofmc ,

I
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I have it, and foundly too, your Houfcj. Exit.

-Row. This Gcruleman the Princes DCirAlUe,

My very friend hath got his mortal burc

In my behalf, my reputation Ihin'd

With TjhltsCi\n<ier, Tybalt that an hour

Hath been my Cozen : O Sweet fuUct,

Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate

,

And in my temper foftned Valours flcel.

Etter BtuHolie.

Ben. O Romeo, Remto^ brave Mercntio's dead.

That Gallant fpirit hath afpir'd the Cloudes,

Which too untimely here did fcorn the earth.

Rom. This daies black Face, on mo dates do depend,

This but begins, the woe others muft end.

Enter Tyhalt.

Sen. Here comes the furious Tyhali bjck again.

Rern. He gone in triumph, and Mtrciaio flain t

Away to Heaven refpe£tive Lenity,

And fire, and Fury be ray conduft now.

Now Tybalt take the Villain back again

That late thou gav'fl me, for MtrcmWs foul,

Is but a little way above our heads,

Staying for thine to keep him company :

Eiiberthouor I, or both, muftgo with him.

Tyk. Thou wretched Boy that didft conforc him here,

Shalt with him hence.

Rom. This (hall determine thir.

They fight. Tybtlt Uh.
Ben. Romeo, away be gone :

The Citizens are up, indTyt*it ftain.

Stand not amaz'd, the Prince will doom thee death

If thou art taken : hence, be gone, away.

Rom. O I / am Fortunes fod.

^M. Why doft thou flay ?

£x!t Rtfueo.

Enter CltUt»t.

Citi. Which way ran he thai ki id Merctnio }

Tybalt thatjdunhcrcr, wnicn Way ran he i

Ben. There lies that Tybalt.

C'tt. Up fir, go with me.'

I charge thee in the Princes name obey.

Enter Pruict-, old MouMague., Capttlet , their

wives and all,

Prin. Where are the vild beginners of this Fray ?

5f».0 Noble Prince, I can difcover all

Thcunluckymannagc of this fatal brail:

There lies the man flain by young Romeo,

That flew thy kinfman brave Afercutio.

Cap. m. Tybalt my Cozin ? O my B. others Child,

O Prince, O Cozin, Husband, Othe bloud isfpill'd.

Of my dear Kinfman, Prince as thou art true

,

For bloud of ours, (hed bloud of MonntagHe.

OCozin.Cozin.

*Pri>i. BeuHolio, Who began this Fray }

Ben. Trbdt here flain, whom Romeo's hand did flay,

Romeothi'i fpokc him fair, bid him bethink

How nice I he quarrel was, and urg'd withal

Your high difpleafurc: all this utiered.

With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd

Could not take truce with the unriily fpleen

Of 7^^«/r deaf to peace, but that he Tilts

With piercing fieel at bold Mercutio's breft

,

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point topoinr.

And with a Martial fcorn, with one hand beats

Cold death afide, and with the other fends

It back to Tyb»ltt whofe dcxicriry

Retorts it : Romeo he crics aloud.

Hold Friends, Friends parr, and fwifter then his tongue,

His able arm, beats down their fatal points,

And twixt them ruflies, underneath whofe arm,

An envious thruft from Tybalt^ hit the life

Of ftouc Afercutio y and then Tybalt fled.

But by and by comes back to Romeo,

Who bad but newly entertained revenge,

An to'i they go like lightning, for ere 1

Could draw to part them, was flout TyM flain j

And as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly t

This is the truth, or let Bemolio die.

Caf. fVi. He is a Kinfman to the Mewitagut^

Afte^ion makes him falfc, he fpcaks not true.

Some twenty ofthem fought in this black fitife>

And all thofe twenty could but kill one life.

/ beg for Juftice, which tbou Prince muR giv«

;

Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo muft not live.

Prin. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercmio,
Wtio now the price of his dear bloud doth owe.

Caf. Not Romeo Prince, he was 3/«-f«wV Friend,

His fault concludes but what the Law flionldcndj

ThelifeofT;^*/^.

Prin. And for that offence,

Immcdiatly we do exile him hence .•

I have an inrereft in your hearts proceeding.

My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding.

But He amerce you with fo ftrong a fine.

That you ftiall all repent thelofs of mine,

I will be deaf to pleading and excufes.

Nor tears, nor prayers fhall purchafe our abufes.

Therefore ufe none, let Romeohtt\<x in haft,

Fife when he is found, that hour is hislaft.

Bear hence this body, and attend ourwill

:

Mercy but Murders, pardoning ihofe that kill.

Exatxt.
Emer Juliet alone.

JmU. Gallop apace, you fiery footed flceds.

Toward Phcebm lodging, fuch a Wagoner
A$ Phaeton would whip you to the weft,

And bring in cloudy night immediately,

Spred thy clofc Curtain Love-performing nighf,

That run-awaies eyes may wink, and Jtomeo

Leapt to thefe armes, untalkt ofandunfeen.

Lovers can fee rodo their Amorous righrs,

By iheir own Beauties ; or if Love be blind.

It beft agrees with night : come civil night,

Thoufober fur ed Matron all in black,

And learn me how to loofc a winning match,

Playdfor a pair of ftainlefs Maydenhcads,

Hood my unmann'd bloud bayring in my Cheekes,

With thy black mantle, til! flrangc Love grow bold.

Think true Love a<^ed fimplc modcfty:

Come night, come Remeo, come thou day in night,

For thou wilr lie upon the wings of night,

Whiter then new Snow on a Ravens back :

Come gentle night, come loving black- hrow'd nighc

Give me my R»meo, and when I fliall die,

Take him and cut him out in little flats

,

And he will make the face ot heaven fofine.

That all the world will be in love with night.

And pay no worfhip ro the Garifli Sun.

O I have bought the M anfion of a Love,

But not poffefl it, and though I am fold.

Not yet enjoy'd, fo tedious is this day.

As is the night before fome Fcflival, i

To
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To an impidcnc child thit hith new robes

And may noc wear them, O here comes my Nutfe .-

Enttr Nurft mth cerdt.

And (lie brings news and every tongue that fpeaks

Buc ^»iw«i,namc, fpeaks hcavenlv eloquence:

Now Nurfe, what news ? what haft thou there /

The Cords that Rtrnto bid thee fetch ?

Nnr. I, I, the Cords.

JhH, Ay me, what news ?

Why dofi thou wring thy hands.

Nur. A weladay he's dead, he's Aiii^

Wc arc undone Lady, we are undone.

Alack the day, he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead.

Jith. Can heaven be fo envious ?

N»r. Romeo cm y

Though heaven cannot. O Roract.Romee,

Who ever would have thought ir Rnuro.

JmH. What divcl art thou,

That doft torment me thus ?

This torture rtiould be roai'd in difmal hell.

Hath RomeoPiixn himfclf ? fay tboubut i :

And that bare vowel I fhali poyfon more

Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice^

I am not /, if i here be fuch an I.

Or thofc eies fhot that makes theanfwet I,

If he be flain fay I, ot if not, no.

Brief, founds, determine of my weal or woe.

Niir. I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eies

God fave the mark here on his manly breaft.

Apitteous Coarfe, a bloody piiteous Coarfe ••

Pale, pale as afhes, all bcdawb'd in blood

All in gore blood I founded at the fighr.

JuU. O break my heart.

Poor Bankrouc break at once.

To prifon eies ncrc iook on liberty.

Vile car ch to ear t h rcfigne, end motion here i

And thou and Romtt preiTe one heavy beer.

Nur. Or^W^Tji^/;, the bca friend I bad:

O courteous Tjb^t honeli Gentleman,

That ever I ^lould live to fee thee dead.

JhU. What Sorm is this that bowes fo contrary ?

Is Romto flaughcred ? and is Tybalt dead /

My deateft Cozen, and my dearer Lord

:

Then dreadful Trumpet found the general I doomc,
For who is living, if thofe two arc gone ?

Nur. T/Wrisgone, and ifffw^o baniflied,

Remeo that kili'd him, he 15 baniihed.

JhU. OGod/
Nur. Did Rtmeai hand flied Tybalts blood

It did ,it did, alis the day, it did.

JmU. O Serpent heart, hid with a flowring face.

Did ever Dragon keep fo fair a Cave .'

Beautiful Tyrant, fiend Angcllicall

:

Ravenous Dove, feather'd Raven,
Wolvifli- ravening Lamb,
Difpifed fuhflanceof Divincft fliow .•

Jufl oppofuc to what thou juftly fcem'ft,

A damned Saint, an Honourable Villain :

O Nature.' what hadft thou to do in hell,

When thou didft bower thefpirit of a fiend

In mortal paradifeof fuch fweet flcfh ?

Was ever book containing fuch vile matter

So fairly bound ? O that deceit (hould dwell

In fuch a gorgeous Pallace.

Nur. There's no truft, no faith, no honefty in men.
All pctiur'd, all forfworn, all naught , all diflcmblers.

Ah Where's my man ? give me fomc Atjuavit*

}

Thefe griefi, ihefe woes, ihcfe foitows make tnc old /

Shame come to Romto.

JhU. Blifler'd be thy tongue

Forfucha wirti, he was not borntofhame.-

Upon his brow fhameis a/ham'd to fit

;

For 'tis a throan where honour may bcCrown'd
Sole Monarch of the univerfal earth

:

O what a bealt was 1 to chide him fo ?

Nut. Will you fpcak well of him
That kiil'd your Cozen ?

Juli. Shall 1 fpcak ill of him that is ray husband ?

Ah poor my Lord, what tongue ftiall fmooth thy name.
When I thy three hours wife have mangled it.

But wherefore villain didft thou kill my Cozen ?

Thai villain Cozen would have kiU'd my husband :

Back foolifh tcjrs,back to your native fpnng.

Your tributary drops belong to woe.
Which your miflaking oft'er up to joy :

My husband lives that Tybalt would have llain,

SviATybalt dead that would have kill'd my husband:

All this is comfort, wherefore weep I then f

Some word there was worfcr then Tybalts death

That murdered me, I would forget it fain,

But oh It preiVcs to my memory.
Like damned guilty deeds tofinners minds,
Tybal: Is dead and iawwbanifhed

:

That banlfhed, that one word baniilied,

Hath flain ten thoufand Tybalts : Tybalts death

Was woe enough if it hadcnded there .•

Of if fowcr woe delights in fellowfhip,

And needly will be rank'd with other griefs,

Why followed not when fhc faid Tybalts dead.
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay or both.

Which modern lamentation might have mov'd.
But with a rcre-ward following Tybalts death,

^tfwwis baniflied to fpeak that word.
Is Father, Mother, 7>Af/f, Ronseoy jHliet^

All flain, all dead : Romeo is baniflied.

There is no end, no limit, mcafure, bound.
In that words death, no words can that woe found.
Where is my Father and my Mother Nurfe?
Nur. Weeping and wailing over Tybalts Coarfe.

Will you go to them? I will bring you thither.

fuli.Wifh they his wounds with tcarsrmineflial be fpcoc
When theirs are dry for Romeot banirtimenu
Take up thofeCords, poor ropes you arc beguil'd.

Both you and /, for Romeo is exil'd .•

He made you for a high way to my bed.
But / a Maid, dye Maiden widdowed.
Come Cord, come Nurfe, ile to my wcddino-bed,
And death not RonuojUVe my Maiden-head.

Nur. Hye to your Chamber, ile find Romeo
To comfort you, /wot well where he is

:

Hark ye your Romeo v\'ill be here at nighr,

Ile to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell.

JmU. O find him^give this Ring to my true Knighr,
And bid him comc,to take his lal^ farewell.

ExU.
Enter Fner^oKa Romeo,

Fri. Rcmea comcio::by

Come forth thou fearful man,
Aittldtion is cnamour'd of thy parts

:

And thou art wedded to calamity.

Rpmco. Father what nevys ?

What
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what is the Princes Doom ?

What forrow craves acquaincincc at my hand,

That I yer know not?

F^». Too familiar

1% my dear Son with fuch fower company :

I bringthec tydingsof the Princes doom.
Rom. What lellc then Doo ns-day,

Is the Princes Doomc ?

Tri. A gentler judgement vanirtit from bis lips,

Not bodies dea(h, but bodies banifhment.

Rom. Ha, banifhment ? be merciful, fay death

:

For exile hath more terror in his look,

Much more then death, do not fay banifliment.

Tri. Here from Veroniiixx. thou banifhed

:

Be paticnr, for the world is broad and wide.

Rom. There is no world without Vtronn walls,

But Purgaiory, Torture, hell it felf

:

Hence banifhed, is banifhi from the world,

And worlds exile is death. Then bani(V>ed,

Is death, miftcarm'd, calling death banifhed,

Thoucutfl my head off with a Golden Axe,

And fmilrtjupon the Urojk that murders me.

frt. O deadly fin, O rude unthankfulneffe .'

Thy fault our Law calls death, but the kind Prinrt

Taking thy part hath rufht afide the Law,

And turn'd that black word death, to banifhmcnr.

This is dear mercy, and thou feeft it nor.

Rom. Tis torture and not mercy, heaven is here

Where "jullet lives, and every Cat and Dog,

And little Moufc, every unworthy thing

Live here in heaven, and may looV on her,

But Romto may not. More Validity,

MorcHonourable Hate, more Court fl^ip lives

In carrion Flies, then Rtmto : they may feire

On the white wonder ofdear J«/<«/ hand.

And fteal immortal blelTing from her lips,

Who even in pure and vcftal modefly

Still blu(h, as thinking their own kiflcs fin.

This may Flics do, when I from this muft flye,

And faift thou yet, that exile is not death ?

But Romeo may not, he is banifhed.

Had'ft thou nopoifon mixr, no fharp ground knife,

No fudden mean of death, though ncre fo mean.

But baniflied to kill me? Banifhed?

OFricr,thc damned ufc that word in hell .•

Howlings attend ir, how hafithou the heart

Being a Divine, a Ghoflly Confeflbr,

A Sin-Abfolver, and my friend profcft

:

To mangle me with that wofd baniflied ?

Fr'i. Fond Mad man, hear me fpcak.

Rom. O thou wilt fpcak again of banifhment.

Tri. He give thee Armour to keep off that word,

Adverfitics fweet Milk, Philofophy,

To comfort thee, though thou art banifhed.

Rom. Yet banifhed ? hang up Philofophy :

Unlefs philofophy can make a /«//«,

Difplanta Town, reverfe a Princes Doome,
Ii helps not,it prevails nor, talk no more

:

fn. O then y fee that mad-men have no ears.

Rim. How fhouid they.

When wife-men have no eies ?

fr'i. Let me defpair with thee of thy elUte.

Kam- Thou canfi not fpcak of that i hou doft not feel,

Wert thou as young, as J«/irt my Love :

An hour but married, T)^<«/r murdered.

Doting like me, and like mc banifhed.

iThen might'ft thou fpcak,

Then might'ft thou tear thy hair.

And fall upon the ground as 1 do now.

Taking the mcafure of an unmade grave.

£/»f<i- Nur^e dftd kjiocl^.

Fri. Arifc one knocks.

Good ^»»»M hide thy felf.

Rom. Not 7,

UnlefTe the breath of Heartfick groans

Mif^-likc infold me ttom the fearch of cJcs.

Fri. Hark how they knock

(Who's there) Romeo arife,

Thou wilt be takan f^jy a while fland up

:

Run to my f^udy : by and by. Cods will ?

What fimpleneflc is this : 1 come, I come.

K-cck^

KikI^

Kifkt

"5>

Who knocks fo hard ?

Whence come you t what's your will ?

I Emtr Nurfe.

Nnr. Let me come in.

And you fhall know my errand

:

/ come from Lady Juiitt.

Fri. Welcome then.

Nur. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier

,

Where's my Ladies Lord ? wheres Remto ?

Fri. Thereon the ground,

Wi(hhis own tears madedrunk.

Nnr. O he is even in my Miftreffe caufe,

Jnftin her cafe, Owoful fimpathy :

Piteous predicamenr, even folies fhe,

Blubbnng and weeping, weeping and blubbring

Stand up, fland up, ftand and you be a man.
For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand :

Why fhouid you fall into fo deep an O.
Rom. Nurfe.

Nur, Ah fir, ah fir, deaths the end of all.

Rom. Stjcak'fl thou of Juliet ? how is it with her ?

Doth not flie thinkmeanold murtherer.

Now I have flain'd the Childhood of our joy,

With blood removed, but little from her own?
Where is fhe ? and how doth fhe ? and what faics

My concealed Lady co ourconceai'd Love ?

Nur. Oh fhe faics nothing fir, but weeps tod wctps,

And now falls on her bed, and then ftarts up.

And Tybalt calls, and then ^ew«cries,

And then down falls again.

Ra.Ki ifthat name Inot from the deadly level of a Cud,
Did murder her,as that names curfed band

Murdered her kinfman. Oh rcU me Fricr.tell me,
In what vile part of this Anatomy
Doth my name lodge? Tell me, thatlmayfack
The hatefnl Manfion,

Fri Hold thy defpcrate hand :

Art thou a man i thy form cries out thou art .•

Thy tears arc womanifli, thy wild ads do note

The unreafonabic fury of a bcaft.

Unfeemly woman, in afeeming man,
And ill befceming beafi in fceming both,

Thou haft amaz'd me. By my holy order,

I thought thy difpofition better tempcr'd.
Hart thou flam 7;^^/t ?wilt thou flay thy fdf ?

And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lies.

By doing damned hate upon thy felf?

I

Why rail'fl thou on thy birth ? the heaven and earth ?

Since
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Since birth, and heivcn and ea:ili,all thr?edomeet

In chcc at once, which thou at once would'ft lofe

Fie, fie, thou {ham 'ft thy (hape, thy love, thy wit.

Which like a Ufurcr abound'ft in all

:

And ufcft none in that true ufc indeed,

Which (hould bedeck thy (Ttiape, thy lovc,tby wit-i

Thy Noble (hape, is but a form of waxe,

Digrcffingfrom the valour of a man,
Thy dear Love fworn, but hollow perjury,

Killing that Love which thou haft vow'd to chcrifh,

Thy wit, that Ornament, to ftupcand Love,

Mif-ftiapen in the conduit of them both /

Like powder in a skillcffe Souldicrs flaskc,

Is fee a fire by thine own ignorance,

And thou difmembrcd with thine own defence.

What, rowfe thee man, thy J«/i« is alive,

For whofc dear fake thou waft but lately dead.

There art thou happy. Tjhalc would kill thee.

But thou flew'ft TjbAli, there art thou happy too

The Law that thrcatned death became thy fr\end.

And lurn'd it to exile>, there art thou happy.

A pack of blelTings l\ght upon t hy back,

Happinefle Courts ihee in her beft array,

Biiclikeamif llupcii and afullcn wench.

Thou puttcft up thy Fortune and thy Love

:

Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miferable.

Go gee thee to thy Love as was decreed,

Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her:

But look thou ftay nor till the Watch be fct,

For then thou canft not pafie to Mantua,

Where thou fhalt live till we can find a time

To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends.

Beg pardon of thy Prince, and calUhce back,

With twenty hundred thoufand times more joy

Then thou weni'ft forth in Lamentation.

Goe before Nurfc, commend me to thy Lady,

And bid her baften all the houfe to bed.

Which heavy forrow makes them apt unto.

Romto is coming.

Nitr. O Lord, I could have ftaid here all night.

To hear good counfell: oh what learning is.'

My Lord ilc tell my Lady you will come.

RotH. Do fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chidtf.

Nnr. Here fir, a Ring (he bid me give you fir;

Hie you, make hafte, for it grows very lare.

Rom. How well my comforc is rcviv'd by this.

Frl. Go hence.

Goodnight, and here ftands all your ftate

:

Either begone before the Watch be fct,

Orby the break of day disguis'd from hence,

Sojourn in Mantm, ile find out your man.
And he Oiall fignifie from time co time.

Every good hap^ to you that chances here

:

Give mc thy hand, 'tis late, farewell Goodnight.

Rom. But that a joy, paft joy, calls out on mc,
It were a grief, fo brief to pare with chcc

:

Farewell. ExetiHt

Enter eld Cafulet^hiimfeymii Pms

Cap. Things have fain out fir fo unluckily,

That we have no time to move our daughter

:

Look you, (he lov-d her kinlman Tjha/t dearly.

And fodid I. Well, we were born to die.

Tis very laiC, (h.e[ not come down to night

:

I promife you, but for your company.

I would have bin a bed an hour agoe.

Par. Thcfetimesof woe, afford no times to wooc:
Madam goodnight, commend mc to your Daughter.

Lad, I will, and know her mind early to mortotv*

To night, Of\c is mewed up to her heavineffe.

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a defperate tender

Of my Childs love ; I think (he will be rul'd

/n all refpefls by me, nay more, / doubt it nor.

Wife, go you 10 her ere you go to bed.

Acquaint ber here of my Son Paris Love,

And bid her, mark you me.on Wcdncfday ncxf.

But foft,what day is this ?

Par. Monday my Lord.

Cap. Monday, ha, ha, well Wcdncfday is too foon,

A Thurfday let it be; a Thurfday tell her,

She (Kail be married to this Noble Earic :

Will you be ready ? do you like this haftc f

Wcc'l keep no great a do, a friend or two,
For hark you, T^l7alt being Gain fo late,

I

I

may be thought we held him carclefly,

Being our kinfman, if we revel much

:

Therefore wee'l have fome half a dozen Friends,

And there an end. But what fay you to Thurfday?

Par. My Lord,
I would that Thurfday were to morrow.

Cap. Well, get you gone, aThurfday be itthen:

Go you to fuliec ere you go to bed.

Prepare her wife, againft this wedding day.

Farewell my Lord, light to my chamber boa.

Afore me, ii is fo late,tbai we may call it early by and by,

Goodnight. Extunt.

Enter Remet 4»d Jnliet Mloft.

JhH. Wilt thou be gone .'

It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark,

That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine car,

Nightly (he fings on yond Pomgranet tree,

Bcleeveme Love, it was the Nightingale,

Rom. It was the Lark, the Herauld of Morn

:

No Nightingale.: look Love what envious ftrcaks

Do lace the levering Clouds in yonder Eaft

:

Nights Candles are burnt out, and jocond day

Stands tiptoon themifty Mountain tops,

I muft be gone and live, or ftay and die.

Juli. Yond light is not day light, I know it 1:

It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales,

Tobe to thee this night a Torch-bearer,

And light thee on thy way to Mantua.

Therefore ftay yet, thou need'ft not to begone.

Rom. Let me be tane, let me be put co death,

I am content, fo thou wilt have it fo.

Ile fay yon gray is not the mornings eye,

Tis but the pale reflex of CimhiasbTovt.

Nor that is not the Lark whofe notes do beat

The vaulty heavens fo high above our heads,

I have more care to ftay, then will to go .•

Come death and welcome, /»//« wills ic fo.

How ift my foul, let's talk, it is not day

Juli. It is, it is, hie hence begone away ;

It is the Lark that fings fo out of tune.

Straining hirfh Difcords, and unpleafing Sbarpf,

Some fay the Lark makes fweet Div;fion

;

This doth not fo : for (he di videth us.

Some fay, the Lark, and loathed Toad change cics,

O now I would they had chang'd voices too.*

K k k Since
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ful. The tearcs have got fmallviaory by that .•

For it was bad enough before their fpight.

Ta. Thou wrong'ft it more then tears with that report

Jul. That is no Caundcr fir, which is truth

,

And what /fpakc, / fpakc it to my face.

par. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flandred it.

Jul. It may be fo , for it is not mine own.

Arc you at leifure. Holy Father now.

Or fhall / come CO you at evening Mafs .?

Frl. My leifure ferves me penhvc daughter now.

My Lord / mud intreat the time alone.

Par. God fbield : / (hould difiurb Devotion :

7«/,>r,on Thurfdaj early will /rowfc ye

,

Till then adtie, and keep this holy kifs. Exit Pam
fttl. O fhut the door, and when thou hafi done fo.

Come weep with me, pafthope, paftcare,paft help.

Fri. O fuliet, I already know thy grief,

It ftrainesme paft the compafs ofmy wits

:

/ hear thou muft, and nothing may prorogue ir,

On Thurfdaj next be married to this Count.

?«/. Tell me noi Frier that thou hearcftofthis,

Uniefs chou tell me how J may prevent it :

If in thy wifdom, thou canft give no help

,

Do rhoubut call my refolution wife.

And with this knife. He help it prefently.

God joyn'd my heart, and Romeo's, thou our hands,

And ere this hand by thee to Ramto feal'd

:

Shall be the Label to another Deed,

Or my true heart with trecherous revolt.

Turn to another, this (hall flay them both

:

Therefore out of thy long expericn'ft time,

Give mc fome prefent counfel, or behold

Twixt my extrcames and me, this bloudy knife

Shall play the umpire, arbitrating that.

Which the commilTion of my yeares and Arc,

Could to no iffue of true honour bring ••

Be not fo long to fpeak, / long to die,

If what thou fpeak*ft, fpeak not of remedy.

Fri. Hold Daughter, / do fpie a kind of hope,

Which craves as defperate an execution,

A2 that is defperate which we would prevent.

If rather then to marry County 'P.^rw

Thou haft the ftrebgthof will to flay thy fclf.

Then it is likely thou wilt undertake

A thing like death to chide away this fliame.

That coap'ft with death him felf, to fcape fro it -•

Andiftboudar'ft, lie give thee remedy.

JhU. O bid me leap, rather then marry Pms^
From off the Battlements of any Tower,

Orwa!kinthievifliwaies,orbidmelurk

WhereSerpenisare: chain mc with roaring Bcarcs

Of hide me nightly ina Charnel houfe,

Ore-covered quite with dead mens ratling bones.

With reeky fhankes, and yellow chaplefs skuls:

Or bid me go into a new made grave,

And hide me with a dead man in his grave.

Things that to hear them told, have made mc tremble.

And /will do it without fear or doubt.

To live an unftain'd wife to my fweet Love.

Fri. Hold then ; go home, be merry, give confent.

To marry Pam : Wenfday is to morrow,

To morrow night look that thou lie alone.

Let not thy Nurfelie with thee in thy Chamber

:

Take thou this Viol being then in bed.

And this diftilling liquor drink thou off.

When prcfcntly through all thy vcines Iballrun,

A cold and drowfic humour : for no pulfe

Shall keep his native progrefs, bur furccafe

:

No warmth, no breath ftialJ teftifiethouliveft.

The Rofes in thy lips and cheekes fliall fade

To mealy aflies, the eyes windows fall

Like death when he fhutg up the day of life

:

Each part depriv'd of fupple governmenr,
Shall ftifFc and ftark, and cold appear like death,

And in this borrowed likenefs of ftirunk death,
Thou fhalc continue two and forty houres,
And then awake as from a pleafant fleep.

Now when the Bridegroom in the morning comes,
To rowfeihee from thy bed, there art thou dead

:

Then as the manner of our Counrrey is,

In thy bcft Robes uncovet'd on the Beer,
Be born toburial in thy kindreds grave

:

Thou {halt be born to that fame ancient vault

,

Where all the kindred of the CMpuleti lie,

In the mean time, againft thou fhalt awake,
Shall Roma by my Letters know our drift,

And hither fliall become, and that very night
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to MantuA.
And this fhall free thee from this prefent fliame,
If no unconftant toy nor womanilh fear,

Abate thy valour in the afting it.

?«//. Give me, give me, O tell not me of fear.

Frl. Hold,get yougone,beftrongand profpcrous
In this rcfolve. He fend a Frier with fpced
To Mmhu* with my Letters to thy Lord.

^nl. Love give me ftrength,

And flrengrh fliall help afford i

Farcwel deai Father. Exit.

Enter Father CaptiUt, Mother, Nurft^ Mfd
ferving men, two or three.

Op' So manyguefts invite as here arc writ.
Sirrah, go hircmc twenty cunning Cookes.

5rr. You fliall have none ill fir, for He try if they can
lick their fingers.

Cxf. How canft thou try them fo ?

Ser. Marry fir, 'tis an ill Cook that canno: lick his own
fingers.- therefore he that cannot lick his fingers, goes
not with me.

Cttp. Go be gone, wc fliall be much unfurniflic for this
time

: What is my Daughtergone to Frier Lamence ?
Nur. Iforfooth.

Cttf. Well he may chance to do fome good on her,
A pecvifli fclf-wild harlotry it is.

Emer Jnliet.

Nur. See where ftie comes from ftirlfc

With merry look.

Ca^. How now my headflrong
,

Where have you been gadding ?

?«/«'. Where I have learnt me to repent the fin
Of difobedient oppofition :

To you and your behefts, and am enjoyn'd
By holy Lxtvrencey to fall proflrate here

,

To beg your pardon ; pardon / bcfcech you,
Henceforward 1 am ever rul'd by you,

Op. Send for the Count, go tell him of this
He have this knot knit up to morrow mornii^.

7«/. /met the youthful Lord at Lawrence Cell,
And gave him what bccomed Love / might,
Not fteppingore the bounds of modefty.

Crfp. Why / am glad on't , this is well, ftand up,

This
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This is as'c fliould be, let me fee che County •

I marry go I fay, and fetch him hither.

Now afore God, this reverend holy Frier,

All out whole City is much bound to him

.

JhU. Nurfc will you go with mc into my Clofcr,

To help me fort fach needful ornaments.

As you think fie to furnirti me to morrow >

Mo. ^omiixWThursdAy, there IS lime enough.

Fa. Go Nurfc, go with her,

Wec'l to Church to morrow.
Exetim Juliet and Nnrfe,

iMo. We (hall be (hort in our provifion,

Tis now ncer nighr.

Fa. Tu(h, / will ftirrc about.

And all things fhall be well, /warrant thee wife;

Go thou to jHliet, help co deck up her.

He not to bed to night, lec me alone -.

He play che hufwifc for this once. What ho ?

They are all forth, well I will walkmyfelf

To County Parii,:o prepare him up

Agaiiift to morrow, my heart is wondrous light.

Since this fame way-ward Girle is fo redaim'd.

Bxetint Father a»d Af01her.

Enter Juliet a»d Nurfe.

fmli. I, thofe attues arebeft,but gentle Nutfe

1 pray thee leave me to my fcif lo night ••

For 1 have need of many Or ifons.

To move the heavens cofmile upon my (late.

Which well thou knowit is erode and full of fin.

Enter Mother.

LMf. What are you bufie ho ? need you my help ?

fuli. No Madam, we hive cull'dfuch neccffarics

As arc behooveful for ourftatc to morrow :

So pleafc you, let me now be left alone ;

And let the Nurfe this night fit up with you,

For I am fure, you have your hands full all.

In this Co fuddcn bufincuc.

Mf. Goodnight.

Gee thee 10 bed and reft, for thou haft need. txeuHt.

Jnil. Farewell .•

God knows when we fliall meet again.

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins,

That almoft freezes up the heat of fire :

He call them back again to comfoctme.

Nurfe, what Aiould fhe do here ?

My difmall Scean, 1 needs mufi a6l alone :

Come Viall, what if this mixture do not work at all ?

Shall I be married then to morrow morning ?

No, no. this fhall forbid it. Lie thou there,

What if it be a poifon which the Frier

Subtilly hath miniftred to h^vc .mc dead.

Left in this marriage hcQiouldbediihonout'd,

Becaufe he married mc before to Remeo ?

I fear it is, and yet mc thinks it Ihould not.

For he hath ftill been trycd a holy man.

How, if when. / am laid into the Tomb,
I wake before the time that Rtmeo

Come to redeem me ? There's a fearful point

:

Shall I not then be ftiflcd in the Vault >

To whofefoul mouth no heilthfome air breaths in,

And there die ftranglcd ere my Rtmeo comes.

Or if I live, is it not very like,

The horrible conceit ofdeath and night,

Together with the terror of the place.

As io a Vault, an ancienc receptacic»

Where for thefe many hundred years tbc bones

Of all my buried Aunccltors arepackr.

Where bloody Tylfolt^ya but green in earth.

Lies fcftring in his fhrow'd, wncre as they fay.

At fomc hours in the night. Spirits refort

:

Alack, alack is it not like chat I

So early waking, what with loithfomefmclls,

And (hrikes like Mandrakes torn out of tbc earth,

Thar living mortals heating them, run mad.

Or if I walk, (hall I not be diftraught,

Jnvironcd with all thefe hideous fears,

And madly play with my forefathers pyms ?

And pluck the mangled Tjhalt ftom his ftirow'd ?

And in this rage, with fome great kinfmans bone,

As (with a c\ub) d3(h out my dcfpcrate brains.

O look, me thinks 1 fee my Cozins Ghoft,

Seeking out Remeo that did fpn his body

Upon his Rapiers point : ftay TjhL, (lay ;

Romeo, Rtmeo, ktmeo^ here's drink: /drink tothec.

Emer Ladjof thehoufe and Nitrft.

Ladj. Hole/,

Take thefe keies and fetch more fpices Nurfc

Nw . They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paltry,

Eitter oldCapulet.

Cap. Come,ftir,nir, Ihr,

The lecond Cock hath Crow'd,

TbcCurphew Bell hath rung, '.is three a clock :

Look tochebak'd meats, good y4>igilics.

Spare not for co/l.

Nur. Go you Cot-quean, go,

Get you to bed, faith youl be Tick to morrow

For this nights watching.

Cap. No not a whit, what ? I have watch'd ere now
All night for a Icffe caufe, and nere been ftck.

La. I, you have been a Moufe-hunt in your lime,

But 1 Will watch you from fuch watching now.

Exit Lsdj ami Narft.

Cap. A jealous hood, a jealous hood.

Now fellow, whai's there ?

Entir three or fosr withfpits, and logs, arsdiasl^ets.

Pel. Things for the Cook (ir, but 1 know not what.

Cap. Make hafte, make hafte, fur jh, fetch drier Logs.

Call Peter, he will fhew thee where they arc.

Fel. I haveaheadrir,thatwill findout log?.

And never trouble Peter for the matter.

Cap. Mafic and wcUfaid, a merry horron,hj.

Thou fhalt be logger-head, good Faith, 'tis day.

Pla; Mujick.
The Counry will be here wit h Mufick ftraight,

For fo he faid he would, 1 hear him near,

Nurfe, wife, what ho > what Nurfc 1 fay ?

Emtr Ntrfe.

Go waken Jnliet, go and trim her up,

lie go and chat wit h Paris : hie, make hafte.

Make hafte, the Bridegroom, he is come already :

Make hafte /fay.

/V«r.Miftrif$, what Miftrifs? 7«''".' Faft I wvrHlt her.

Why Lamb, why Lady ? fie you lluggjbed.

Why Love I fay ? Madam, fwcct heart : why Bride ?

What not a word / You take your penniworiiis now.
Sleep for a week, for the rvcxt night I warrant

The County /•«•« hath fee up his reft.

That you fhall reft but little, God forgive me .•

Marry and Amen : how found is fhe allcep ?

Kkk J I
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I muft needs wake her: Madam, Madam , Madam,

I, let the County take you in your bed

;

Hec'l fright you op yfaith. Will it not be ?

What dreft, and in your cloths, and down again *

J muft needs wake you : Lady, Lady, Lady f

Alas, alas, help, help ,my Lady's dead.

Oh weladay, that ever I was born,

Some A<}ua-viu ho, my Lord, my Lady f

Ma. What noife is here ? Smer Mother.

Nur. O lamentable day.

Me. What is the matter ?

Nur. Look, look, oh heavy day.

Ma. O me, O me, my Child, my only life .•

Revive, look up, or / will die with thee :

Help, help, call help.

Emtr Father.

Fa. For fhame bring Juliet forth, her Lord Is come.

Nur. She's dead : deccaft-, fhe's dead : alack the day.

Ma. Alack theday, (he's dead, file's dead, (he's dead,

Fa. Ha ? Let me fee her : out alas ftie's cold.

Her blood is fetlcd, and her joynts are fiiffe

:

Life and thefe lips have long been feparated

:

Death lies on her like an untimely froft

Upon the fweetcft flower of all the field.

Nmr. O lamentable day .'

Ma. O woful time.

F4. Death that hath tane her hence to make mc wailc,

Ties up my tongue and will not let mc fpcak.

Enter Frier md the Countj.

Fr'i. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church ?

Fa. Ready to go, but never to return.

O Sonne, the night before thy wedding day.

Hath death lain with thy wife : fee there fhe lies,

Flower as fhe was.deflowr'd now by him.

Death is my Son in law, death is my Heir,

My Daughter he hath wedded. I will die.

And leave him all life living, all is deaths.

Pa. Have / thought long to fee this mornings face,

And doth it give me fuch a fight as this ?

Ma. Accurft, unhappy, wretched, hateful day,

Moft miferable hour, that ere time faw

In lafting labour of his Pilgrimage.

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child.

But one thing to rejoyce and folacc in.

And cruel death hath catcht it from my fighr,

Nur. O wo, O woful, woful, woful day,

Moft lamentable day, mofl woful day.

That ever, ever, I did yec behold.

O day, O day, O day, O hateful day.

Never wasfeen fo black a day as this .•

O woful day, O woful day.

Pa. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, fpighted, flain,

Moftdetcflable death, by thee beguil'd.

By cruel, cruel thee quire overthrown :

O love, O life ; not life, but love in death.

Fa. Defpis'd, diftrefied, hated, martyt'd,kiird.

Uncomfortable time, why cam'ft thou now
Tomurcher, murther our Solemnity ?

O Child, O Child ; my Soul and not my Child,

Dead art thou, alack my Child is dead.

And with my Child, my joycs areburied.

Frl. Peace ho for fhamc, confufions : Care lives not

In thefe confufions, heaven and your feif

Had part in this fair Maid, now heaven hath all,

And all the better is it for the Maid :

Your part in her, you could not keep from death,

. But heaven ke^ps his part in eternal life

:

The moft you fought was her promotion.

For 'twas your heaven that fne ftiould be advanc'd.

And weep ye now, feeing fhe is advanc'd

Above the Clouds, as high as Heaven it felf.>

in this love, you love your Child fo ill.

That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well .•

She's not well married, that lives married long,

But flic's beft married, i hat dies married young.

Drie up your tears, and flick your Rofemary
On this fair Coarfe, and as the cuftom is

And in her beft array bear her to Church

;

For though fond Nature bids all us lament,

Yet Natures tears are Reafons merruneni.

Fa. All things that we ordained Feftlval,

Turn from their office to black Funeral .•

Ourinftrumentstomelancholiy Bells

Our wedding chearc, 10 a fad burial Fcaft

:

Our folemn Hymnes, to fullen Dyrges change

;

Our Bridal Flowers ferve for a buried Coarfe :

And all things change them to the contrary.

Fri. Sir go you in, and Madam, go with him.

And go fir ^4n/, every one prepare

To follow this fait Coaffe unto her grave

:

The heavens do lowre upon you, for fome ill :

Move them no more, by crofting their high will. Exeunt.

Mu. Faith we may put up our Pipes and begone.

Nur. Honeft good fellows : Ahput up putup,

For well you know this is a pittiful cafe.

Mu. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended.

Enter Peter.

Pet. Mufitians, ohMufitians,

Hearts eafe, hearts cafe,

O, and you will have me live, play hearts eafc.

Mu. Why hearts eafe i

Pet. O Mufitians,

Bccaufemy heart it felfplaics, my heart is full.

Mu. Not a dump we, lis no time to play now

.

Pet. You will not then .'

Mu. No.
Pet. Iwillthengiveityoufoundly.

Mu. What will you give us .'

Pet. No money on my faith, but the glcek.

1 will give you the Miniftrell.

Mu. Then will /give you the Serving creature.

Pet. Thenwillllay the ferving creatures Dagger on
your pate.I will carry no Crotchets,IIe Re you,lle Fa you,
do you note me?
Mu. And you Re us, and Fa us, you Note us.

2. Mu. Pray you put up your Dagger,
And put out your wi t.

Then have at you with my wit.

Pet. I will drie-beat you with an iron wit,

And put up my iron Da^er.
Anfwer me like men :

Whengripinggriefs the heart doth wound, then Miifick

with her filver found.

Why filver found ? why Mufickwith hcrfilver found ?

What fay you Simou Catling ?

Mu. Marry fir, becaufc filver hath a fweet found.

Pet. Prateft,What fay you Huih RehickJ
z.Mu. I fay filver found,becaule Mufitians found for fil-

/'w.Prateft too, what fay you James Souftd-Pefi ? (vet

3. Mh. Faith I know not what to fay.

Pet. O I cry you mercy, you arc the Singer.

I will fay for yon, it is Mufick with her filver found,

Be-
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1

Becaufc Mufitians have no gold for founding

:

Then Mufick wich her filvcr found, with fpecdy help doth

lend redrcfs. ^xit.

Mu. What a pcftilcnt knave is this fame ?

M. 2. Hang him Jack , comcwceic inhere, tarry for

the Mourners, and ftay dinner. Exit.

Enter Romeo,

Rom. If I may truft the flacccring truth of flcep.

My drcamcs prefage fomc joyful ncwcs at hand •

My bofomes Lord fits lightly in his throne :

And all this winged unaccuRom'd fpirit,

Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts.

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead,

( Strange dream that gives a dead man leave to think)

And brcach'd fuch life with kiffes in my lips.

That I reviv'd, and was an Empcrout.

Ah me, how fwcct is loveic fclf poffel^,

When but loves Qiadows are fo rich in joy.

Enter Romeo's man.

News from VennA^ how now BdlthMf.ar f

Doft thou not bring mc Letters from the Frier ?

How doth my Lady f Is my Father well ?

How doth my Lady Juliet ? that I ask again,

For nothingcanbeill,if fhebcwell.

yl/^.Then flieiswell, and nothing can be ill.

Her body flcepes in Capeh Monument,

And her immortal part with Angels lives

I faw her laid low in her Kindreds Vault.

And prefenrly took pod to tell it you

:

O pardon me for bringing thcfc ill newes,

Since you did leave it for my office Sir.

ifo/». Is it even fo?

Then I deny vou Stars.

Thou knoweft my Lodging, get me Ink and Paper,

And hire pofl-horfes, I will hence to night.

Ma. 1 do befeech you fir, have patience

:

Your lookes are pale and wild, and do import

Some mifadventure.

Ktm. Tufti, thou art dccciv'd.

Leave me, and do the thing 1 bid thee do

:

Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier i

Ma. No, my good Lord,

Exit Mm.
Rom. No matter t Get thee gone.

And hire thofe horfes , lie be with thee ftraight.

Well ?«/»«, / will lie with thee to night

:

Lets fee for means : O mifchief thou art fwift

,

Toenter in the thoughts of defperatemen ;

/do remember an Apothecary

,

And hereabouts he dwels, which late / noted

In tattred weeds, with overwhelming browc,
Culling ofSimples, meager were his lookes.

Sharp mifery had worn him to the bones

;

And in his needy fhopa Tortoys hung.

An Allegater fluft , and other skins

Of ill ftiap'd fiOies, and about his Ihclvc?,

A beggarly account of empty boxes

,

Green earthen pots, Bladders, and mufty feeds

,

Remnants of packthred, and old cakes of Rofcs
Were thinly fcattcred, to make up a fhew.
Noting this penury, to my felf / faid.

And if a man did need a poyfon noWj
Whofc (ale is prefent death in MMtuA,
Here lives a Caitiffc wretch would fell it him.
O this fame thought did but fore-run my need.
And this fame needy man muft fell it mc.

As / remember, thii (hould be the houfe

,

Being holy day, the beggers Ihop is fhut.

What ho? Apothecary?

Eaier jitcihecarj.

yfp.VVhociirtrolowd?
Rom. Come hither man, / fee that thou art poor

,

Hold , (here is forty Dukets, let me have
A dram of poyfon, fuch foon fpcedinggear,
As will difperfe it fdf through all the vcines.
That thelife-weary-takcr may fall dead

,

And that the Trunk may be difcharg'd ofbreath

,

As violently, as hafty powder fiei'd

Doth hurry from the fatal Cannons womb.
y^/». Such mortal drugs I have, but MmnAt Law

Isde^ih toanyhc, that utters them.
Rom. Art ihou fobarc and full of wrctchedncfj.

And fcar'ft to die ? Famine is in rhy cheeks.
Need and opprcfTion ftarvethin thine eyes.
Contempt and beggery hang on thy back .'

The world is not thy ft icnd, nor the worlds law:
The woild affords no law to make thee rich.

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.

Ap. My poverty, but not my will confentJ.
Rom. I pray thy poverty, and not thy will.

Ap. Pur this in any liquid thing you will,

And dtink it off, and if you had the f^rength
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftraight.

Rom. There's thy Gold,
VVorfe poyfon to mens foules.

Doing more murder in this loathfome world,
Then thefe poor compounds that thou maift not fell.

/ fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none,
Farewel, buy food, and get thy felf in ficfti.

Come Cordial, and not poyfon, go with mc
To fullets^Tivc, for there muft /ufe thee.

EKdtnt,
Enter Frier fohn to Frier LtmrtiKt

John. Holy FrancifcAH Frier, Brother, bo ?

Enter Frier Lawrence.
Lk». This fame fhould be the voyce of Frier lohn.

Welcome from /I/4«rtf<», what faiesi?»«f»?
Or if mind be wnr, give mc his Letrer.

"joh. Going to find a bare foot brother our.
One of our order to aflociate me,
Herein this Ciryvifiting the fick.

And finding him, the Searchers of the Town
Sufpefting that we both were in a houfe
Where the infeaious Peflilcnccdid reign,
SeaI'd up the doores, and would not let us forth,
So that ray fpeed to kJMa^ha there was ftaid.

Lat$. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ?

JeA. I could not fend it, here it is again.
Nor get a MefTenger to bring it thee.
So fearful were they ofinfeflion.

Law. Unhappy Fortune.' by my Brotherhood
The Letrer was not nice, but full of char«'e.
Of dear import, and ihcnegledingit

*

May do much danger .• Frier John go hence,
Get mean Iron Crow, and bring it ftraiehc
Unto my Cell.

^ ^

?»/>. Brother, Hego and bring it thee. Exu.
Law. Now muft / to the Monument alon •,

VVithin this three houres will fair ^ulitx wake
She will beftircw me much that Romto

*

Hath had no notice ofthcfe Accidents :

But y will write again to /J/4»;m
,

And
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Exit.

And keep her at my Cell till Ren/eo come,

Poor living Coirfc, clos'd in a dead mans Tombe,

Enter P*ri4 and hii P*gt-

Pat. Give me tby Torch, Boy, hence »nd ftand alofc.

Yet put It our, for I would not befeen

:

Under yond young trees lay ihee all alone.

Laying thy earcioieto the hollow ground.

So (hall no foot apon the Church-yard tread.

Being loofe, unfirm with digging up ofGraves,

But thou fhalt hear it : whiftle then to me,

As fignal that thou heareft fome thing approach.

Give me thofe flowers. Do as I bid thee, go.

Pfig. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone

Here in the Churchyard, yet I will adventure. ixlt.

P*. Sweet Flower, with flowers thy Bridal bed I ftrcw .

O woe, thy Canopy isdurt and flones.

Which with fwect water nightly I will dew.

Or wanting that, with tears diflill'd by moncs

;

Theobfequies that I for thee will keep.

Nightly n-iali be, to ftrcw thy grave, and weep.

WWiflk Bey.

The Boy gives warning, fomething doth approach,

Whaccurfed foot wanders this way to nignr,

Tocrofsmy obfequies, and true loves right ?

What with a Torch ? Muffle me night a while.

Snttr Romeo And Peter.

^»w. Give me that Mattock, and the wrenching Iron,

Hold take this Letter, early in the morning

See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father,

Give methe Light . upon thy life I charge thee.

What ere thou hear'ft or feeft, ftand all aloof,

-And do not interrupt me in my courfe.

VVhyldefcendinto this bed of death ,

Is partly to behold my Ladies face :

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger,

A precious Ring : a Ring that I muft ufe.

In dear employment, therefore hence be gone:

But if thou jealous doft return to prie

In whit I further fhall intend to do.

By heaven I will tear thee joyntby joync.

And flrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs

:

The time, and my intents are favage wild .•

More fierce, and more inexorable far.

Then empty Tygers,or the roaring Sea.

Pet. I will begone fir, and not trouble yoa.

Ro. So (Vialt thou fhew me fricndfhip : take thou that,

Live and be profperous, and farewcl good fellow.

Pet. For all this fame, lie hide me here about

,

His lookes I fear, and his intents I doubt. Exit,
Rom.Xhou deteflable maw, thou womb of death,

Gorg'd with the dcarefl morfel of the earth .

Thus I enforce thy rotten Jawcs to open,

And in dcfpight, He cram thee with more food

y^r.This is that baniflit haughty Moumague,
That murdred my Loves Cozin ; with which grief.

It is fuppofcd the fair Creature died.

And here is comeiodo fomevillanous fhame
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him.

Scop thy unhallowed toyl, vile MomtttgHe :

Can vengeance be purfued further then death .'

Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee.

Obey and go with me, for tbou roull die,

Ram. I mufl indeed, and therefore came I hither.

Good gentle joutb, tempt not a defperate man,

Flie hence and leave me, think upon thofe gone,

Let them affright thee, /befeech thee Youth,

Put not anot her fm upon my head.

By urging me to fury. O begone.
By heaven I love thee better then my fe\f.

For I come hither arm'd againft my felf

:

Stay not, be gone, live , and here, fter fay,

A mad mans mercy bid thee run away.

Par. I do deftethy commiferation.

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here.

R». Wilt thou provoke me ? Then bAve at thee Boy

/'rt.O Lord they fight, I will go call the Watch.

Pa. O / am flain, if thou be merciful.

Open the Tomb, lay me with JfiUa.

Rom. In faith / will, let me perufe this face,

MercHtliM Kinfman, Noble County PArtt,

What faid my man, when mybeiofl"edfoul

Did not attend him as we rode? I think

He told me Paru fhould have married J«/iV/.

Said he not fo ? Or did /dream ic fo ?

Or am /mad, hearing him talkof J«AVf

,

To think it was fo? Ogive me thy hand
,

One, writ with me in fowr misfortunes book,

lie bury thee in a triumphant grave.

A Grave, O no a Lanthorn ; flaughtcrd Youth .-

For here lies J«//«, and her beauty makes
This Vault a fciflingprefenfe full of lighr.

Death be thou there, by a dead man inter 'd.

How oft when men arc at the point of death.

Have they been merry ? which their Keepers call

A lightning before death .' Oh how may I

Call this a lightning ? O my Love, my Wife,
Death that hathfucktthe honey of thy brearb,

Hath had no power yet upon thy Beauty :

Thou art not conquer'd, Beauties enlign yet

Is Crimfon in thy lips, and in thy cheekes.

And Deaths pale flag is not advanced there.

Tjbalt, ly'ft thou there in thy bloudy fhcei ?

O what more favour can /do to thee.

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twain,
'

To fonder his that was thy enemy f

Forgive me Cozen. Ah dear J«//«:
Why art thou yet fo fair ? I will believe.

Shall I believe,that unfubftantial death is imorous ?

And that the lean abhorred Monfler keeps

Thee here in dark to be his Paramour }

For fear of that, I ftill will flay with thee.

And never from this Palace ofdim night

Depart again : come lie thou in my Armcj,
Here's to thy health, where ere thou tumbleft in.

O true Apothecary.'

Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kifs / die,

Depart again ; hefe,here will / remain.

With Wormes that arc thy Chamber-maides : O here
Will I fet up my everlaf^ing reft .•

And fhaketncyokeof inaufpicious flats

From this worlds wearied ficfh : Eyes look your laft ;

Armes take your laft embrace : And lips , O you
Thcdoores ofbreath, feal with a righteous kifs

A datelcfs bargain to engroffing de^th ;

Come bitter conduct, come unfavoury guide,

Thou defperate Pilot, ncjw at once run on
Thedafliing Rocks, thy Sea-fickwcary Bark

:

Here's to my Love. O true Apothecary ••

Th
_ '

. J. K" l\
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Thy drugs are quick. Thus with ikiffc I die.

Enter Frier with LatthorUf Crovi and Sfade,

Fri. St. Francis be my fpccd, how ofc tonighf

Have my old fee: (lumblcd at graves ? Who's there ?

A^an. Here's one,a FricDd,and one that knows you well.

Fri. Bliflc be upon you, Tell me good my friend

What Torch is yond, that vainly lends his light

To grubs and eyelefl'e Sculls ? Asdifcern,

It burneth in theCrf/i?/! Monument.

Man. It doth fo holy fir,

And there's my Mailer, one thai you love.

Fri. Who is it ?

MaM. Romeo.

Fri. How long hath he been there ?

Man. Full halfm hour.

Fri. Go with meto the Vault.
Max. I dare tno Sir.

My Mafter knows not but / am gone hence,

And fearfully did menace me with death,

If I did ftay to look on his intents.

Fri. Stay, t hen ile goe alone, fears come upon me.

Omuch /fearfome ill unlucky tiling.

Man. As I did flcep under this young tree here,

Idreiint my Marter and another fought,

And that my Maflerflcw him.

Frier. Rtmeo.

Alack, alack, what blood is this which flains

The Rony entrance of this Sepulchre ?

What mean thefc Mtfterlefle and goary Swords

To lie difcolou:'d by this place of peace ?

Romeo, oh pale : who elfe ? what Paris too ?

And ftecp'd in blood ? Ah what an unkind hour

Is guilty of this lamentable chance?

The Lady flirs.

f«/«. O comfortable Frier, where 's my Lord .'

I do remember well where I Chould be

:

And there I am, where is my Romeo ?

Fri. I hear fome noife Lady, come from that neft

Of death, contagion, and unnatural fleep,

A greater power then we can contradift

Hath thwarted our intents, come, come away,

Thy Husband in thy bofoai there lies dead

:

And Paris too : come ile difpofe of thee.

Among a Siderhood of holy Nunnes:
Stay not to queftion, for the Watch is coming,

Come, go good ?«//«, I dare no longer flay. Exit.

Juli. Goget thee hence, for 1 will not away,
What's here ?a cup dos'd in my true loves hand ?

Poifon I fee hath been his timelcfle end
O churlc, drink all ? and left no friendly drop.
To help me after, I will kiffe thy lips,

Happly fome poifon yet doth hang on them,
To make me die with a reflorative.

Thy lips are warm.

Enter Boy andWtuch.
fTach. Lead Boy, which way ?

Jnti. Yea noife ?

Then ile be brief. O happy Dagger.
Tis in thy (heath, there ruft and let me die. Kils htrfdf.

Boj. This is the place.

There where the Torch doth burn.
Watch. The ground is bloody.

Search about the Churchyard.

Go fome of you, who ere you find attach.

Pittyful fight, here lies the County flain

,

And 'Juliet bleed lOg, warm, and newly dead

Who here hith lain chcfetwo dales buried.

Go tell the Prince, run to the Cofitlets,

Raife op the Mottntagnes, fome others feirch.

We fee the ground whereon thefc woes do lye.

But the true ground of ill thcfe pitteouswoes,

We cannot without circumflance defcry.

Enter Romeo s man,
Wat. Here's Romeo's man,

Wc found him in the Churchyard.
Con. Hold him in fafcty, till the Prince comes hither.

Exter Frier and another fVatchman,

?. Wrfr.Here is a Frier that trembles, lighs, and weeps*
We look this Mattock and rhi j Spade from him.
As he was coming from this Chtjrch-yard fidcr.

Cen. A great fufpition, ftay the Frier too.

Emer the Prince.

Pri. What mifadvcnture is fo early up,
That calls our perfon from our mornings refl ?

Enter Cufulet and his wife.

Cap. What fhouid u be ihit they fo fnrike abroad ?

'*';/. O the people in thertrcetcry Romee.
Some faiiet, and fome Paris, and all run
With open out-cry toward our Monument.

Pri. What fear is this which ftartles in your ears ?

H^at. Soveraigne, here lies the County Prtm flam,
And Rfmeo dead, and fnliet dead before,
Warm and new kill'd,

Pri. Search,

Seek, and know how, this foul murther comes.
Wat. Here is a Frier, and flaughter'd Romeo's vatn.

With innruments upon them fit to open
Tbefe dead mens Tombs.

Caf. O heaven /

O wife look how our daughter bleeds .'

This Dagger hath millain, forloe hishoufc
Is empty on the back of MoMHtagne,
And IS mifheathed in my Daughters bofom.

tvif. O me, this fight of death, is as a Bell
That warns my old age to a Sepulchcr.

Ewffr Mountague.
Pri. Come Mountague, for thou art early up

To fee thy Son and Heir now early down.
Mostn. Alas my Liege my wife is dead ro night,

Gnef of my Sons exile hath fiopt her breath

:

What further woe confpires againfl my age '

Pri. Look : and thou fhalt fee.

Mou. O thou untaught, what manners is in this.
To prefte before thy Father (0 a Grave ?

Pri. Seal up the mouth of out-rage for a while.
Till we can clear thefe ambiguities.
And know their fpring, their head, their true defccnr
And then will I be general of your woes,

*

And lead you even to death, mean time forbear,
Aiid let mifchancebe (lave to patience,
Brii'g forth the parties of fufpition.

Fri. I am the grcateft, able to do leart.

Yet moft fufpeiled ax the time and place
Doth make againH me, of this direful murther

:

And here J ftand both to impeach and purge
My felf condemned, and my felf excusd.

Pri. Then fay at once what thou do« know in this ?Fn. I will be brief, for my fhort date of breath
is not fo long as is a tedious tale.

Romeo there dead, was husband to that Juliet
And fhc there dead, that's Rtmea't faithful wife t
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I married th?m ; and their ftoln marriage day

Was TyMts Doomefday : whofe untimely death

Banifh'd rh e new-nwdc Bridegroom from this City

:

For whom (and not for TjhttU) Juliet pin'd.

You,ro remove thac fiege of grief from her,

Betroth'd, ar^d would have married her perforce

To County Pans. Then comes (Vic to me.

And ("with wild lool<s)bid medevife fome means

To rid her from this fecond marriage^

Or in my Ccl I there would fhe kill her felf.

Then gave 1 her (fo tuter'd by my Art)

A fleeping Potion, which fo took effefl

As I intended, for it wtoughconher

The form ofdeath.- Mean time I writ ro Remeo,

Thac he fhould hither come, as this dire night,

To help to take her from her borrowed grave.

Being the time the Potions force fhould ceafe.

But he which bore my Letter, Frier Johriy

Was ftay'd by accident; and ycfiernighc

Return'd my Letter back, then all alone,

At the prefixed hour of her waking.

Came I to take her from her kindreds vault,

Meaning to keep her clofely at my Cell,

Til I conveniently could fend to Romeo.

But when I carne(rome Minute ere the time

Of her awaking) here untimely lay

The Noble Puris and true Romeo dcid.

She wakes, and I int reared her come forth,

And bear this work of Heaven, with patience:

But then, anoifcdid fcare me from the Tomb,
And (he (coo defperate) would not go with me,

But(asitfeems) did violence on her felf.

All this I know, and to the Marriage her Nurfc is privy :

And if ought in this mifcarried by my fault,

Let my old life be facrific'd fomc hour before the time,

Unto the rigor oftevereft Law.

Pri. Weftill have known thee for a holy man.

Where's Romeo's man ? What can he fay to this ?

Boj. I brought my Maftcr news of Jhllets death,

And then in pofle he came from Mantua
To this fame place, to this fame Monument.
This Letter he early bid me give his Father,

And threatned me with death, going in the Vautr,

If I departed not, and left him tncrc.

Prin. Give me t he Letter, I will look on ir

.

Where is the Counties Page that rais'd the Watch ?

Sirrah, what made your Marter in this place ?

Pa^. He came with Flowers tonrew his Ladies grave

And bid me ftand aloof, and fo I did :

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tomb
And by and by my Mafler drew on him.

And then I ran away tocall the Watch.
PriM. This Letter doth make good the Friers words,

Their courfe of Love, the tidings of her death .•

And here he writes, that he did buy a poyfon

Of a poor Potbccary, and there withall

Came to this Vault to die, and lie with Juliet,

Where be thcfe enemies ? Capitlet Afouat^gHe,

See what a fcourge is laid upon your hate.

That Heaven finds means to kill your joycs with Lovc;
Andl, for winkingac yourdifcords 100,

Have loft a brace ofkinfmen : AH arc punifh'd.

Cap. O Brother Mountague, give me thy hand,

This is my Daughters joyniurc, for no more
Can I demand.

AIohh. But I can give thee more :

For I will raife her Statue in pure Cold,
That whiles l^erona by that name is known,
There (hall no figure at thac Rate be fee,

As that of True and Faithful Jnliet.

Cap. As rich (hall Romeo by his Lady lie,

Poor facrificcs of our enmity.

Prin. A glooming pcacc this morning with it brings,
The Sun for forrow will not Aiew his head •,

Go hence , to have more talk of thefc fad things'.

Some O1 II bepardon'd,and fomc puDift;cd.

For never was a Story of more woe
Then thisof Jnliet, and her Romet. Exeunt cmnis.
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THE LIFE OF TYMON
OFATHENS.

Actus Primus. Sc^na Trima.

Enter Poet, Painter, fculler,
MerchM-, *nd Mtrctr,

M fetreral Atortt

Pm.

Ood day Sir.

Pdin. /amgUdy'jre well.

Paet. 1 have rot fcen you long, how gocc

the World ?

Pdin. Ic yvcires fir, as ir growcs.

Poet. 1 chat's well known.

Buc whac particular Rarity? What firange»

Which manifold record not marches : fee

Mag;ckofBount,y, all thefcfpirits thy power

Hath conjur'd to attend.

/ know the Merchant.

Pm. /know thetn both ; th'othcrs a Jeweller.

Mcr. Ob 'tis a worthy Lord.

Jtw. Njy that's mon fixt.

Mer. A moft incomparable man,brcaih'd as it were.

To an untytible and continuategoodnels

:

HcpalTcs.

ft». I have a Jewel here.

Mtr. O pray let's fec't. For the Lord Tjmen, fir ?

Je!9. If he will touch the cftimatc, but for that

Poe. When we for rccompence have prais'd the vild.

It flaines the eiory in that happy Verfc,

Which aptly fings the good.

Afer.''\\s ajgood forme.

}ew. And rich .• here is a Water look ye.

Pm. You are rapt fir, in fomc wotk, fotne Dcc'Ication

to the great Lord.

Pot. A thing dipt idly from mc.
Our Poefic is as a Gown, which ufcs

From whence'tig noufilht : the fire I'lh' Film
Shcwes not, til! it be firuck : our gentle flame

Provokes it fcif, and like the current flies

Bach bound it diafes. What have you there ?

Pm. a Pifture fir : when comes your Book forth ?

Pot. Upon the heels of my prefcntmcnt fir.

Let's fee your piece.

Pai. 'tis a good Piece.

Poe. So 'tis, this comes off well, and excellent.

/'4I*. Indifferenr.

Poe. Admirable.' Howthisgrace
Speakes his own ftanding : what a menul power
This eye fhoots forth ? How big imagination
Moves in this Lip ; to th'dumbncfs of the geflurc.

One might interpret.

Pm. It is a pretty mocking of the life

.

Here is a touch : h't good ?

/'•^. /will fay of u.

It Tbtors Nature, Artificial fltife

Lvcs in ihefc touches, livelier then life.

£intr certMH StMttrt.

P*i. How this Lord is followed.

Poe. The Senators of yitheij^hipfy men.

PaiH. Look moe.

Po. You fee this confluence, this great floudof vifitor»|

/ have in this rough work fhap'd out a man
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugg

With amplcft entertainment : My free drift

Halts not particularly, but moves it felf

In a wide Sea of Wax, no levell'd malice

Infedts onecomma in the courfe / hold

,

But flies an Eagle flight, bold^ and forth oo,

Leaving no Trad bcnind.

Pat. How fhall 7 underftand you ?

P«e. /will unbolt to you.

You fee how all Conditions, how all Minds,
As well of glib and flipp'ry Creatures, as

Of Grave and auflere quality, tender down
Their fervices to Lord Tiaum : bis large Fortune*

Upon his good and gracious Nature hanging,

Subdues and properties to his love and tendance
All forts of hearts

;
yea from the glafs-fac'd Flatterer

To jifemmtmy that few t hings loves better

Then to abhor himfelf, even he drops down
The knee before him, andretumes in peace
Moft rich in Tlmons nod.

Pm. I faw them fpcak together.

Pte. Sir, / have upon a high and pleafanc hill

Fain'd Fortune to bethron'd.

The Safe o'th' Mount
I? rank'd with all deferts, all kind of Natures
That labour on the bofom of this Sphere,

To propagate their ffates ; among"Q them ail,

Whofecyes are on this Sovcrargn Lady fiw.

One do / pcrfonate of Lord Timom frame.

Whom Fortune with her Ivory hand wafts to her,

Whefe prefent grKe, to prefent flaves and fcrvants
Tranflates his Rivals.

Pm. Tis conceiv'd, to fcope

This Throne, this Fortune, and this Hill meilunke*

With
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With one man becken'd from the reft bclovf

,

Bowing his head againft thefteepy Mount
To climbe his happinefs,. would be well cxprcft

In our Condition.

Poe. Niy Sir, but hear me on t

All thofe which were his Feilowes but of late,

Some better then his value ; on the moment
Follow bis flrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance,

Rnin Sacrificial whifperings in hiseare,

Make Sacred even his (lyrrop, and through him

Drink the free Ayr.

Pal. I marry, what of thefe ?

P(?^. When fortune in her Hiift and change of mood
Spumes down her late beloved ; all his Dependants

Which labout'd after him to the Mountaines top,

"Even on their knees and bands, let him fit down,

Not one accompanying his declining foot.

/*«?/. *Tis common ••

A thoufand moral Paintings /can fhcw.

That fhall dcmonftratc thefe quick blowes of Fortune,

More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well,

To fhew Lord Timott,ihi\. mean eyes have feen

The foot above the head.

Trumfets found.

Enter Lord Timon, addrejjlng hlmfelf CHtteoHJlj

totverj Sitiior,

Tim. Imprifoned is he, fay you ?

Mef. 1 my good Lord, five Talents is his debt,

His meanes moft (Viort, his Creditors moft ftraitc

:

Your honourable Letter hcdcfircs

To thofe have (Viut him up, which failing to him.

Periods his comfort.

Tim. Noble Vtmiditu well .•

1 am not of that Feather, to (hake off

My friend when he moft needs me. /do know bitn

A Gentleman, that well dcferves a help

,

Which belTiall have. Jle pay the debt, and free him.

Mef. Your Lordfhip ever binds him.

Tim. Commend me to him, / will fend his raHfom,

And being enfranchized, bid him come to me j

'Tis not enough to help the feeble up.

But to fuppott him after. Fare you well.

OHef. All happinefs to your Honour.

Exit.
Enter an old y4thenia».

0/</;». Lord Timon, hear me fpeak.

Tim. Freely good Father.

0/^.Thou haft a fervant nam'd LMcilius.

Tim. I have fo : What of him ?

Old- Moft Noble Ttmon, call the man before thee.

Tim. Attends he here, or no i LuclHus.

Luc. Here at your Lordfhips fervice.

Old. This fellow here, L. Tinun, this thy Creature

,

By night frequents my houfe. I am a man
That from my firft have been enclin'd to thrift,

And myeftatcdeferves an heir more rais'd.

Then one which holds a Trencher.

Tim. Well : what further ?

Old. One only Daughter have / , no Kin clfc,

On whom / may confer what / have got .•

The Maid is fair, a'th'youngcH for a Bride,

And /have bred her at my dearcft coft

In Qu,alities of the bcft. This man of i hine

Attempts hit love : /prythec ( Noble Lord)

Joyn with me to fotbid him her rcforr,

I My felf have fpoke in vain.

I
Tim. The man is honcft.

Old. Therefore he will be Timon
,

His honefty rewards him in it felf.

It mufi not bear my Daughter.

Tim. Does fhe love him ?

old. She is young and apt

:

Our own precedent pafllons do infttud us

What levity's in youth.

Tim. Love you the Maid ?

Luci. 1 my good Lord, and fhe accepts of ir.

Old. If in her Marriage my confcnt be miffing,

/ call the Gods to witnefs, / will chufe

Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world,
And difpoftefs her all.

Tiw. How fliail ihe be endowed-,
If fhe be mated with an equal Husband >

Old. Three Talents on I he prefenr, in future, all,

Tim. This Gentleman of mine
Hath fetv'd me long :

To build his Fortune, / will ftrain a little,

For tis a Bond in men. Give him thy Daughter
What youbeftow, in him He counterpoize.
And make him weigh with her.

Old. Moft Noble Lord,
Pawn me to this your Honour, ftie is his.

Tim. My hand to thee,

Mine Honour on my promife.
Luc. Humbly / thank your Lordftiip, never may

ThacftatcorFortuncfali into my keeping,
Which is not owed to you. £x,t,

Poe. Vouchfafe my Labour,
And long live your Lordfhip.

Tiw. /thankyou, youOiall hear from me anon j

Go not away. What have you there, my Friend?
Px«. A piece of Painting, which / do bcfccch

Your Lord(}iip to accepr.

Tim. Painting is Welcome.
The Painting is almoft the Natural man

:

For fincc DiOionour Traffickes with mans Nature;
He is but outfide : The Penfil'd Figures are
Even fuch as they giveout. /like your work.
And you ftiall find I like It ,• Wait attendance
Till you hear further from me.

Pm. The Gods prcfcrve ye.

^J*"''^^^\^"^ ^°" Gentleman
:
give me your hand.We muft needs dme together : fir your Jewel

Hath fuffcred under praifc.

f^w. What my Lord,difpraife ?

T/w. A meer faciety of Commendations,
If/ (hould pay you for't as 'tis cxiold.
It would undcw me quite.

few. My Lord, 'tis rated

As thofe which fell would give : but you well know,
Thingsofhke value differing in the Owners
Are prized by their Matters. Believ t dear Lord,
You mend the Jewel by the wearing it.

Tim. Well mock'd. Emer AfermmM.
Met. No my good Lord, he fpeaks the common tonpuc

Which all men fpeak with him.

Tim. Look who comes here, will you be chid I
few. VVee'l bear with your Lordfhip.
Mer. Hee'l fparc none.

Tim. Good morrow to thee

,

Gentle ^prmAntm,

— — ^ftf-

I
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Me. Till I be gentle, ftay thou for thy good morrow.

When thou art Tmorit dog, and tbcfc Knaves honefl.

Tint. Why doft thou call chcm Knaves, thou knoWIt

then) not ?

jlpe. Are they not Athenians?

Tim. Yes.

j4pe. Then I repent not.

Jfw. You know me. yifemanttu ?

yife. Thou knowft 1 do, / call'd ihcc by thy name.

Tim. Thou art proud yfvemamus.

ylfe. Of nothing fo much, as that / am not like Ttmon.

Tim. Whether arc going ?

>^pf. To knock out an honeft Athenians briines,

Tm. That's a deed thou'c die for.

Ape. Right, if doing nothing be death by th* Law.

Tm, How lik'ft thou this Pidlurc A^tmanxHt ?

Ape. Thebeft.for the innocence.

Tiw. Wrought he not well that painted it ?

A^e. He wrought better chat macfc the Painter, and yet

he's but a filthy piece of work.

Pain. H'kc a Dog..

Afe. Thy Mothers of my generation .- what's fhe, if /

be a Dog ?

T\m. Witt dine with mc ApemMtus ?

Ape, No, / eat not Lords.

Tim. And thou (hould'O, thoud'ft anger Ladies.

-4/>tf. O theyeac Lords;

So they come by great bellies.

Tim. That's a lafcivious apprehcnfion.

Afi. So thciu apprchcndft it.

Take It for thy labour.

Tim. How doft thou like this Jewel, Apemnntm ?

Afe. Not fo well as plain-dealing, which will not cort a

man a Doit.

Tim. What doft thou think tis worth ?

Ape. Not worth my thinking.

How now Poet ?

Feet. How now Philofophct f

^^f. Thou ly eft.

Poet. Arc not one ?

Ape, Yes.

fort. Then /lie not.

Ape. Arc not a Poet ?

Poet. Yes.

Afe. Then thou licft:

Look in thy lift work, where thou haft fcign'd him a wor-

thy Fellow.

Paet. That's not felgn'd, he is fo.

Ape. Yes he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for thy

labour. He that loves to be flattered, is worthy o'th flatte-

rer. Hcavcns,that 7 were a Lord.

Tim. What wouldft do then ApemantHs ?

Ape. E'nc as AfemtmtHS docs now, hate a Lord with my
heart.

r.w. What thy fclf?

Ape,\.

Tim, Wherefore ?

Afe, That /had no angry wit to be a Lord.

Art not thou a Merchant ?

Mer. I ApemMtus,

Ape' Traftick confound thee,if the gods will not.

Mer. If Traffick do it, the gods do it.

Ape. Traffickes thy god, and thy god confound ihcc.

TrumfttfoH»ds. Enter dMeffenger,
Tim. What Trumpet's that ?

Mef.'Tis Altlbiadett and fomc twenty horfc

All of Companionfhip.

Tim. Pray entertain ihem, give them guide to us,

You muft needs dine with mc : go not you hence

Till /have thankt you : and when dinner's done

Shew mc ihis piece, I am joyful of yourfights.

Enter AUibiudti niththe rtfl,

Moft welcom Sir.

Ape. So, fo i
their Aches contrift, and ftarvc your fup-

plcjoynts.- that there fhouldbc fmall love amongft thefo

fwect Knaves, and all this Curtefic. The ftrain of man's

bred out into Baboon and Monkey.

Aid, Sir, you have fav'd my longing, and I feed

Moft hungerly on your fight.

Tim. Right welcom Sir.

Ere we depart, we'I fharc a bounteous time

Indifferent picafures.

Pray you let us in. €xiH>7t.

Enter tw» L»rJi.

I Lord. What time a day ii't Apemnnim ?

Ape.Twnciohi honcft.

1 That timefcrvcsftill.

Ape. The moft accurfed thou that ftill omitft it.

a Thou art going to Lord Timons Fcaft.

Ape. I, to fee meat fill Knaves, and Wine heat fooics.

2 Farthee well, farthee well.

Ape. Thou art a foole to bid me farewcl twice.

* Why Apemantus ?

Ape. Shouldft have kept one to thy felf, for I mean to

give thee none.

1 Hang thy felf.

Ape, No / will do nothing at thy bidding :

Make thy rcquefts to thy Friend.

2 Away unpeaceable Dog,
Or lie fpurn thee hence.

Ape. I will fly like a dog, the hceles a'th' Affc.

I Hees oppofuc to humanity.

Comcfhall we in,

Andtaft Lord 7'*V»<"»/ bounty : he outgoes

The very heart of kindncfi.

a He powrcs it out : Plutus the god of gold
Is but his Steward ; no meed but he rcpaies

Sevenfold above it felf.- No gift to him.

But breeds the giver a return : exceeding

All ufe of quittance.

I The Nobleft mind he carries.

That ever govcrn'd man.
a Long may he live in Fortunes ; Shall we in ?

He keep you company. Extutit.

Hoboyes PUying^ Lovfd Mujiek^

A great Bamjuetferv d in : and then, Snter LordTimon, the

Statet, the Athenian Lords, yentigins whichTimon redee-

medfrom prifon. Then comes dropping after all, Ap;m4«-
tm difcontentedly like himfelf,

yentig. Moft honoured Timon,

It hath plcas'd the gods to remember my fathers age.

And call him to long peace :

He is gone happy, and has left me rich :

Then, as in grateful Vcrtuc I am bound
To your free heart, 1 do return thofe Talents

Doubled with thankes and fervicc, from whofc help

I deriv'd liberty.

Tim. O by no meancs,

Honcft ytntigiHt : you miftake my Love,
Lit I gave
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I gave it freely ever, and there's none

Can truly Cay he gives, if he receives J

If our betters pUy at that game, we muft nor dare

To imitate them. Faulls that arc rich arc fair.

P^w. A Noble fpirit.

Tim. Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but dcvis'd at hrft

To fee a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes,

Recanting goodnefs, forry ere 'lis (hown

:

But where there is true friendship, thcic needs none.

Pray fir, more welcome are ye to my Fortunes,

Then my Fortunes to me.

1 Ljrd- My Lord, we alwaics haveconfeft it.

Ape. Ho, ho, confcit it ? hing'd it ? have yon not ?

Ttm. O yipemaitMSt you are welcome.

yipe. No : you (hall not make me welcome.

I come* to have thee chruft me out of doores.

Ttm. Fye, th'art a Churle, ye have got a humour there

Does not become a min, tis much to blame

:

They fay my Lords, /r« furer hrcvis */,

But yond man is very angry.

Go, let him have a Table by himfelf.-

For he does neither affeft company,

Nor is he fit for't indeed.

Ape. Let me ftay at thine apperil Tlmon^

J come to obferve, /give thee warning on'c.

Tim- 1 take no heed of thee ; Th'art an Aihe»(d»^ibeic-

fore welcom : / my felf would have no power
, prethee

let my mcit make thee filenr.

Ape. I fcorn thy meat, twould choak me : for / Should

nere flatter thee. Oh you gods.' What a number of men

eates Time»y and he fees cm not ? It grieves me to fee fo

many dip their meat in one mans blood, and all the mad-

nefs is, he checres them up too.

I wonder men dare truft themfelveswith men.

Melhinkesihey (houldinvircihem wtihout knives,

Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives.

There's much example for'c, the fellow that Gtis next him

now parts bread with him. pledges the breath of him in

a divided draught .- is the reidieRman to kill him. Tas

been proved, it 1 were a huge man, /Should fear to drink

atmcales, left they fhouldfpymy wind-pipes dangerous

notes, grcac men Should drink with harnels on their

throats.

Tim. My Lord in heart : and Ice the health go round.

2 Lord. Let it flow this way my good Lord.

Ape. Flow this way ? A brave fellow. He keeps his tides

Well, thofe healths will make thee and thy ftate look ill,

TimoH.

Heres that which is too weak to be a Sinner,

Honeft water, which nerelefr mani'th'mirc.-

This and my food are ctjual, thcres no ods,

FcaS^s are too proud to give tbankes to the gods.

ApemMtus Grate,

Immortalgods , Icrave no pelf.,

I pray fer no mat tut mj felf.

Grant I may never prove[ofond^

To truji man on hU Oath or Bond,

Or a Harlot for her VKefing,

Or g, Dog tbatfeemes a jleeping.

Or <8 ks'ffr with mj freedom.

Or mj friends if I fhould need em.

Amen. So fall toit :

Rich men fin, and 1 eat root.

Much good dich thy good heart , Afemattut.

Tim. Captain,

Akihlades, your heart's in the field now.
zAlci. My heart is ever at your fcrvicc, my Lord.

Tim. You had rather be at a brcakfaft of Enemies, then

a dinner of Friends.

Alci. So they were bleeding new my Lord, there's no
meat like em, 1 could wiSh my friend at fuch a Fcafl.

Ape. Would all thofe flatterers were thine Enemies
then, that then thou mightS^ kill em : and bid me to em.

I Lord.hi\^i we but have that happinefs my Lord.that

you would once ufe our hearts, whereby we might exprcfs

Some part of out zeales, we Should think ourfclves forever

perfect.

7/w.Oh no doubt my good Friends, but the gods them-
felvcs have provided that I Shall have much help from you:

how had you been my Friends elfc? Why have you that

charitable title from tboufands? Did not you chiefly

belong to my heart ? J have told more of you to my felf

,

then you can with modefly fpeak in your own behalf.

And thus far / confirm you. Oh you gods ( think /)

what need we have any Friends ; if we Should nere

have need ofem ? They were the moft needlefs Crea-

tures living; Should we nere have ufe for cm ? And
would molt refemble fweet Inftrumcnts hung up in Cafes,

that keep their founds to themfelvcs. Why /have often

wiSht my fclfpoorer , that I might come neerertoyou:
wearebornto do benefits. And what better or prope-

rcr can we call our own, then the riches of our friends .?

Oh what a precious comfort tis to have fo many like Bro-

thers commanding one anothers Fortunes / Oh joyes,

c'ne made away ere't can be born, mine eyes cannot

holdout water me thinkcs to forget their faults. I drink

to you.

Ape. Thou wcep'Sl to make them drink Timon,
2 Lord. Joy had the like conception in our eyes.

And at thatinftant, likca babe fprung up.

tAfe. Ho, ho : I laugh to think that babe a baftard.

3 Lord. I promifcyou ray Lord you mov'd mc much.
Ape. Much.

Sound Tucket. Enter the Maskers ofAmazons mtb
Lutes in their hands, dancing and flaying.

Tiro. What mcancs that Trumpc ? How now ?

Enter Servant.

Ser. Pleafc you my Lord, there arc certain Ltdles
MoH defirous of admittance.

Tim. Ladies } What are their wills ?

Ser. There comes with them a forc-runaer my Lord,
which beares that oSfice, to fignifie their plcafurcs.

Tim. I pray let them be admitted.

Etsttr Cupid with the MaskjffLaditt.

^Mp. Hail to thee worthy Timon and to all that of
his Bounties tafl .- the five befl Scnces acknowledge thee

their Patron , and comeficely to gratulatc thy plenteous

Bofom.

There taS^, touch all, pleas'd from thy Tabic rife

:

They only now come but to Feaft thine eyes.

Tim. Their welcom all, lee cm have kind admittance.

Mufick make their welcom.

Luc. You fee. my Lord, how ample ye ate bclov'd.

Ape. Hoyday,

Whatafwccp of vanity comes this way.

They dance ? They are mad women.
ILke

;
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Like Midncrtc is chc glory of this life,

As this pomp Qicws co i little oyle and roor.

We make our felves fools, to difport out felves,

And fpend our Flatteries, to drink thofemcn,

Upon whofe age we void it up agen

With poifonousSpightand Envy.

Who lives, that's not depraved, or depraves ;

Who dies, that bears not one (purn to their graves

Of their friends gift

:

I fhould fear, thofe that dance before me now,

Would one day flamp upon me : 'T'as been done.

Men fhut their doors againft t fetting Sunnc.

The Lordt rifefrom TahU-, mih much adoring of Tlwon.tmd

to (hew their lovtu f^h CiKgleout tviyimtt^fyaHadl

Dance, men mth women, a lofty Jtraln or tm to the

Hol>ojfes, and ceafe.

Tim. You have done our pieafares

Much grace (fair Ladies)

Set? a fair farfiion on our entertainment,

Which was not half fo beautiful, and Vmd

:

You have added worth unto't, and lively luftcr,

And entercain'd me with mine own device.

1 am to thank you for'c.

I . Lord. My Lord you take us even at t be beft.

tApe. Faiih for theworftis filthy, and would not hold

taking, I doubt me.

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you.

Plcafc you to difpofe your felves.

^11 Lit. Moft thankfully , my Lord. Exem.

Tim. Fl/tviitS'

FU. My Lord.

Tim. The little Casket, bring me hither.

FU. Yes, my Lord. More Jewels yet?

There is no crofTing him in's humour,

Elfe I (hould tell him well, ifaith I ftiould,

When all's fpent, he'dbecrolt then, and he could:

Tis pitty Bounty had not eies behind,

Thit man might nere be wretched for his mind.

I . Lord. Where be our men f

Ser. Here my Lord in rcadiDcffc.

a. Lord. Our horfo.

Tim. O my Friends
j

I have one word to fay to you : Look you, my good Lord

;

I muli tntteat you honour me fo much,

As toadvanceihis Jewel, accept, and wear it,

Kind my Lord.

1. Lord. I am fofarrc already in your gifts,

AH. So are we all.

E/tter 4 ScTvtut.

Ser. My Lord, there are certain Nobles of the Senat

newly alighted, and come tovifit you.

Tim. They ue fairly welcome.

Enter FUvtMs.

FU. Ibcfeech your Honour, vouchfafemea word, ii

does concern you ncer.

Tim. Neer ? why then another time He hear thee.

I prcthce let's be provided to Ihew them cntcrtainracnc.

FU. 1 fcjrceknow how.

Emtr mother Servant,

Ser. May it pleafe your honour. Lord LiiciHs

(Our of his free Love) hath prefcntcd to you

Four Milk-white Horfes,trapt in Silver.

Tim. I fhall accept them fairly : let the Prcfents

Be worthily cntcrtain'd.

Emer a third Serv/mt.

How now ? What news ?

J. Ser. Plealcyou my Lord, that honourable Gentle-
man Lord LmchUms, entreats your company- to morrow,
to hunt with him, and hj's fcnt your honor two brace of

Grey-hounds.

Tim. He hunt with him.
And let them be received, not without fair Reward.
FU. What will this come to ?

He commands us to provide, and give grcK gifts, and ill

out of an empty Co/Fcr .•

Nor will he know his purfe, or yield mc i his.

To Oicw him what a Beggar his heart is.

Being of no power to make his wifhes good.
His promifcs flyc fo beyond his ftatc.

That what he fpcaksisall in dcbr.owes for ev'ry word

:

He is fo kind, that he now paies intereftfor't •

His Lands put to their Books. Well, would 1 were
Gently piic out of office, ere I were forc'd:
Happier is he that has no friend to feed,
Then fuch that do c'ne Enemies exceed.
I bleed inwardly for my Lord. Exi:.
Tim You do your felves much wrong,

You bate too much of your own merits.
Here my Lord, a ttifle of our love.

^ Lord. With more then common thanks
I Will receive ir.

3 Lard. O has the very foul of bounty.
Tim. And now /remember my Lord, you gave good

words the other day of a Bay Couifcr I rode on. Til yours
becaufe you lik'd it.

' L. Oh, I befecch you, pardon me, my Lord, In thir.
Ttm. You may take my word my Lord; I know no

man can juflly praife, but what he docs affctft. I weigh
my friends afte£l ion with mine own? He tell you true.
He call to you.

All Lor. O none fo welcome.
Tim. I take all, and your fevera! vifications

Sokindtohearr,fLs not enough to give :

Me thinks, 1 could deal kingdoms to my fricndj.
And nere be weary. AlcihUdtt,
Thou art a Souldier, therefore feldom rich,
at comes in charity to thee ; for all thy living
Is'mongrt the dead : ind all the Lands thou1)aft
Lye in i pircht-field.

Aid. I defie Land, my Lord.
I Lerd. We are fovenuoufly bound.
Tim. And fo am / to you.

iLord. So infinitely endeet'd.
TifH. All to you. Lights, more Lights, more L'gbr.
1 Lord. Thebcrt of happines, Honour, and Fortunes,

Keep wit h you Lord Timon.
Ttm. Ready for his friends. Exemtt Lords.
Afer. What a coils here, fervingof becks, and jutting

outofbummes, I doubt whether their leggs be worth
the fummes that arc given for 'em.
Friendfliipsfullof drcggs,
Mc thinks falfc hearts ftiould never have found leges
Thus honcft fools lay out rheir wealth on Courffi«.

*

Tim. Now ..Y/vrffMWKy^if thou wcrt not fuUcn)
I would beoood to thee

^fer. No, ile nothing; for if 1 ftiould be brib'd roo.
there would be none left to rail upon thee, and then thou
^ouldftfinne the fafler. Thou giva fo long T,m<m (l
fear me)thou wilt give away thy fclf in p,%r fhortly.
Whic need tbcfc Feafts, Pomps, and Vain-elorics ?

L H » Tim.
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Tim. Njy, and you begin to rail on Society once, I

am fworn not to give regard to yoo. Farewell, and come

with betrcr Mufick. Exit.

jifer. So: thou wilt not hear menow» ihou (hilt not

then. He lock thy heaven from thcc:

Oh that mens ears fhould be

To CounfcU deaf, but not to flattery. Exit.

Enter 4 Senattr.

Sen. And late five thoufand : to famt and to I/idtre

He owes nine thoufand, befides my former fumme,

Which makes ic five and twenty. Still in motion

Of raging wafte ? it cannot hold, it will not.

IfI want Gold, fteal but a Beggers Dc^,

And give it Tlmou, why the Dogge coyncs Gold.

If I would fell my horfc, and buy twenty more

Better then be •, why give my horfc toTimon.

Askc nothing, give it him, ic Foals meftraighc

An able Horfe: No Porter at his gate,

But rather one that fmilcs, and flill invites

All that paffc by. It cannot hold, no rcafon

Can found his ftate in fafety. Caphis hoa.

Cafhis I fay.

Enter Caphis.

Cafh. Here fir, what is your pleafure ?

Sen. Get on your cloak, and hafte you to Lord Timon

Importune bim for my monies, be not ceaft

With flight denial ; nor then filenc'd, then

Commend me to your Mafter, and the Cap
Plaies in the right hand, thus : but tell him firrah

My ufes cry to me; I muft fcrve my turn

Out of mine own, his daies and times are part.

And my reliances on his framed dates

Have fmic my credit. I love and honour him.

But muft not break my back, to heal his finger.

Immediate are my needs, and my relief

Mufl not be toft and lum'd to me in words.

But find fupply immediate. Get you gone,

Put on a moft importunate afpc6V,

A vifage of demand .• for I do fear

When every feather flicks in his own wing,

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull.

Which flaflics now a Phenix, get you gone.

Ca. I go fir.

Sen. I goc fir ?

Take the Bonds along with you.

And have the dates in. Come.
Ca. I will Sir.

Sen. Goc. Exeunt.

Enter Stewatd^ wlthmtiny Bills In his hattd.

Sten>. No care, no ftop,fofenfe!eireofexpence,

That he will neither know how to maintain it.

Nor ceife his flow of Rio t. Takes no account .

How things go from him, nor refume no care

Of what IS to continue: never mind

Was tobefounwife,to be fo kind.

What (hall be done, he will not hear, till feel :

I muft be round with him, now becomes from hunting.

He, fie, fie, fie.

Enter C'^fhis, Iftdore^ and Varro.

Ca. Good even K<irr«, what, you come for money ?

Var. Is't not your bufinelTe too?

Cap. Icis, and yours too, Ifidtrel

Jfid. It is fo.

Cap. Would we were all difcbarg'd.

rar. /fear it.

Cap. Here comes the Lord.

Enter Timm, and his Train.

Tim. So foon as dinners done, wee'l forth again

My Alelhlades. With me, what is your will?

Cap, My Lord, here is a note ofcertain dues.

Tim. Dues ? whence are you ?

Cap. Of Athens here : my Lord.

Tim. Goe to my Steward.

Cap. Pleafe it your Lord(hip, be hath put mc o(F

To the fucceffion of new daies this moneth :

My MaOer is awak'd by great occafion.

To all upon his own, and humbly prays you,

That with your other Noble parts, you'll fiiit.

In giving him his right.

Tim. Minehoncift friend,

/ prethee but repair to me next morning.

Coip. Naygoodmy Lord.

Tim. Contain thy felf good friend.

Var. One Varrds fervanr, my good Lord.

Ifid. From l[idare^ he humbly prays your fpeedy pay-

ment.

Cap. If you did know my Lord, my Matters wants.

Var, Twas due on forfeiture my Lord, fix weeks, and
pa(^.

Ifid. Your Steward puts me off my Lord, and I

Am fcnt expre(fcly to your Lord(hip.

Tir». Give me breath J

I do befeech you good my I.ords keep on.

He wait upon you inftantly. Come hither : pray you
How goes the world that / am thus encountred

With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds,
And the detention, long fince due debts

Againft my Honour?

Sttw. Pleafe you Gentlemen,
The time is unagreeable to this bufinelfe :

Your importunacy ceafc,till afier dinner.

That /may make his Lordfhip undcrftand

Wherefore you are not paid.

Tim. Do fo my friends, fee them well cntcrtain'd.

Steit. Pray draw ncerc. £xU.

Eraer Apemantus and Foci.

Capb. Stay, ftay, herccomes the Fool with Apcmaa-
tusy lets ha fome fport with em.

yar. Hang him, hec'l abufe us.

J/Id. A plague upon him dc^.

f^ar. Howdo(t Fool?

Ape. Doft Dialc^ue with thy (hadow ;
Far, 1 fpeak not to thee.

Ape. No tis to thy felf. Come away.

Ifid. There's the Fool hangs on your back already.

Ape. No thou ftandft fingle, thou art not on him yet.

Cap, Where's the fool now ?

^fe. Helaft aik'd the queftion. Poor Rogues and
Ufurers men, Bauds between Gold and want.

All. What are we Apemantus >

Ape. AlTes.

All. Why?
Ape. That you askeme what you are, and do not know

your felves. Speak to em fool.

Fool. How do you Gentlemen ?

All. Gramercies good Fool

:

How does your Miftrifs ?

Feci,
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Foot. She's c'ne fetting on water to fcald fuch Chick-

ens as you arc. Would we could fee you at Corinth.

j4fe. GoodjGramcrcy.

EHttr Pag''

Fool. Look you, here comes my M afters Pjge.

Page. Why how now Captain ? what do you m this

wife company ?

How dolt thou Afermamui ?
. . . • k

jlpc. Would I had a Rod in my mouth, that I might

anfwer thee profitably) . .

Boy. Prcthee yifcrmamm read me the fuperfcnption of

thefe Letters, I know not which is which.

j4fe. Canll not read ?

Page. No.
. J u

y4pf. There will little Learning die then that day thoo

art hang'rf. This is to Lord Tlmon, this to Atclktdes. Co

thou wait born a Baftard, and thout die a Bawd.

i'^^r.Thouwaftwhelpta Dog, and thou fhali famiflia

Dogs death.
Exit.Anfwer nor, I am gone.

Afe. E*ne fo thou out-runR grace.

Fool I will go with you to Lord T'imotit.

Fool. Will you leave me there?

j4fe. liTimon (lay at home.

You three fcrve three Uferers ?

Jill. I would they fcrv'd us.

-^fifr.Sowould I :

As good a trick as ever Hangman ferv'd thief.

Fool. Are you three Ufurcrs men ?

All. I Fool.

Fool. I think no Ufurer, but haf a fool to his Seivant.

My Miftris is one, and I am her fool .• when men come

to borrow of your Mafters, they approach fadly, and go

away^merrily : but they enter my Maftershoufc merrily,

and go away fadly. The reafonof this f

Var. I could render one.

Aft. Do it then, that we may account thee a Whote-

maflcr, and a Knave, which notwithttanding thou (halt

be no iefs cfteemed.

yar. Whatisa Whoremafterfool?
Fool. A fool in good cloathes , and fomething like

thee. 'Tis a fpirir, fomaime 't appeares like a Lord, fome-

timelike a Lawyer, fometime like a Phiiofophcr, with

two Rones more then's artificial one. He is very often like

a Knight ; and generally, in all fliapcs that man goes

up and down in, from fonrfcorc to thirteen, this fpirit

walkes in.

yar. Thou art not altogether a fool.

Fool. Nor thou altogether a Wife man.
As much foolery as / have, fo much wit thou lack*ft.

Afe.lhii anfwer might have become Apermauttu,

At. Afide,afidc, here comes Lord Timon.

Enter Timofi^atid Steward.

Afe. Come with me ( fool ^come.
FooU I do not alwaics follow Lover , elder Brother,and

Woman, fomeiimc the Philofopher.

Stew. Pray you walk near,

He fpeak with you anon. Exeunt.
Tim. You make me marvel wherefore ere this time

Had you not fully laid my Ihte before me ,

That I might fo have rated my expence
As /had leave ofmeancs.

Stew You would not hear me

:

At many Icifures / propos'd.

Tim. Go to

:

Perchance fome finglc vantages you toolf.

When my indifpofuion put you back ,

And that unaptncfs made you miniflcr

Thustoexcufe your fclf.

Slew. O my good Lord,

At many times I brought in my accomprf.

Laid them before you, you would throw tbcm off,

And fay you found them in mine honcfly.

When for fome trifling prcfcnt you have bid me
Return fo much, / have fhook my head, and wept

:

Yea againftth'Authority of manners, pray'd you

To hold your band more dofe ; I did endure

Not feldom, nor no flight checks, when / have

Prompted you in the ebbe of your eftate.

And your great flow of debts; my dearlov'd Lord,

Though you here now (too Ute) yet now*s a time

Thcgreaccft of your having, lackes a half,

To pay your prefent debts.

Tim. Let all my Land be fold.

5«w.'Tis all engag'd, fome foffeited and gone.

And what remiincs will hardly flop the mouth

Of prefent dues ; the future comes apace

:

What fhall defend the interim, and at length

How goes our reck'ning ?

Tim- To Lacedemon did my Lmd extend.

Stew. O my good Lord, the world is but 2 world,

Were it all yours, to give it in a breath.

How quickly were ic gone ?

Tim. You tell me true.

Stew. Ifyou fufpeil my Husbandry oi Falftiood

,

Call me before the exacftcft Auditors,

And fct me on the ptoof. So the gods blcfsmc ,

When all our Offices have been oppreft

With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept

With drunken fpilth of Wine ; when every Room
Hath blaz'd with Lights, and braid wiih Mmfltclfic,

I have retit'd me to a waftful cockc,

And fet mine eyes at flow.

Tim. Prethce no more.

Stew. Heavens have I faid, the bounty of this Lord .'

How many prodigal bits have Slaves and Peazints

This night eng'utted • who is not Tlmons,

What heart, head, fword, force meancs, but is L Timont i

Great Timm, Noble, Worthy, Royal Tlmons

:

Ah, when the mcanes are gone, that buy this praifc.

The breath is gone, whereof this praife is made

:

Fca(l won, faft loft ; one cloud of Winter Ihowers,

Thefe flies arc coucht.

Tim. Come fermon me no further.

No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart

,

Unwifcly, not ignobly have 1 given.

Why doft tfiou weep, canft thou the confcicnce lade,

To think 1 (hall lack friends : fecure thy heart.

If y would broach the vcffels of my love,

And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing,

Men, and mens fortunes could / frankly ufc

As /can bid thee fpeak.

Stew. AfTuranccblcfs your thoughts.

Tim. And in fomefort thefe wants of mine arecrowa'd
That / account them bledings. For by tbefc

Shall / try friends. You (hall perceive

How you raiftake my fortunes

:

/am wealthy in my friends.

Within there, FUvitu^ Servitlm f

LH ; Emtr
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Enter three Servants.

Ser. My Lord, my Lord.

Tim. 1 will difpatch you fcverally.

You to Lord Lwow, to Lord LucuUas you , /hunted with,

his Honour to day ; you to Sempremus; commend me to

their loves, and / am proud fay, that my occafions have

found time to ufe'em toward a fupply of money .• let the

requdlbe fifty Talents.

Fltm. As you have faid , my Lord.

Stew.Loidi Luc'iusinA Lttcn!lus> Humh,

Tim. Go yocr fir to the Senators ;

Ofwhom, even to the States beft health , I have

Deferv'd this hearing ; bid'em fend o'th' inftant

A thoufand Talents to me.

5«n»./ have been bold

("For that J knew ic the mofl general way )

To them, to ufe your Signer, and your Name,

But they do fhake their heads, and I am here

No richer in recum.

Tim, h'i true ? Can't be ?

Stem. They anfwer in a joynt and corporare voycc.

That now they are at fall, want Treafurc, cannot

Do what they would, arc forry : you are Honourable

,

But yet they could have wifhr, they know not,

Something hath been amifs ; a Noble Nature

May catch a wrench ; would all were well ; 'tis pity

And fo intending othet ferious matters

,

After dirtaftful lookes ; and thefe bard Fraftions,

With certain half-caps, and cold moving nods,

They froze me into Silence.

Tim. You gods reward them ;

Prythee man look checrly. Thefe old Fellowes

Have their ingratitude in them Heredicary :

Their bloud is cak'd, 'cis cold, it feldom flowcs,

'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind
;

And Nature, as it growcs again toward earth.

Is fafhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy.

Goto Vemidius (prythee be not fad.

Thou art true, and noneft '. ingenioufiy / fpeak,

No blame belongs to rhee :) Vemldlu! lately

Buried his Father, by whofc death he's fiepp'd

Into a great eftate : when he was poo r,

Imprifon'd, and in fcarcity of Fnends,

I clcer'd him with five Talents .• Greet him from me,
Bid him fuppofc , fome good necefTuy

Touches his Friend, which craves to be remembred

With thofe five Talents ; that had, givc't thefe Fellowes

To whom 'tis inftanr due. Nev'r fpeak, or think,

That Timans fortunes *mong his friends can fink.

Stetf. /would /could not thinkit

:

That thoi/ght is Bounties Foe :

Being free it felf, it thinkes al I others fo. Exennt.

FUmlniHS waiting toffeak^tvith a Lordfrom hi} Mafier,

enttrt afervam to him.

toSer. 1 have told my Lord of you, he is coming down
you.

f/*w./ thank you Sir.

Enter Lucullus.

^w.HeresmyLord.
Luc. OneOfLordT'/wawmen? A Gift /warrant.

Why this hits righr : / dreampt of a Silver Bafon and

Ewre to night. FUmimut^hont^ Flamlmus, you »re ve-

ry refpe<Sively welcome fir. Fill mc fome Wine. And
how does that honourable , Compleat , Free-hearted

Gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good Lordand

Maftcr.

Flam. His health is well fir.

Luc. /am right glad that his health is well fir : and what

haft thou there under thy Cloak, pretty Flamimus}

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box Sir,which in my
Lords behalf , / come to entreat your honour to fupply

,

who having great and inlianc occafion to ufe fifty Talents,

hath fent to your Lordfhip to furnifh him: nothing doubt-

ing your prefent affidance therein.

Luc. La, la, la, la: Nothing doubting (ayes he ? Alas

good Lord, a Noble Gentleman 'lis, if he would not keep

fogood a houfe. Many a time and often /ha din'd with

him, and told him on't, and co ne again co fupper to him
on purpofe, to have him fpend lefs, and yet he would em-
brace no counfel, take no warning by my coming, every

man has his fault, and honcfty is his. /hatoldhimont,
but /could nereget him from't.

Enter Servant 1 with Wine,

Ser. Pleafe your LoidOiip, here is the Wine.
Luc. Flaminius, 1 have noted thee alwaies wife.

Heres to thee.

Flam.You: Lordfhip fpeakes your pleafure.

Luci. I have obferved thee alwaies for a towardly

prompt fpirit, give thee thy due, and one that knowes
what belongs to reafon ; and cand ufe the time well, if the

time ufe thee well. Good parts in thee ; get you gonefir-

rah. Draw nearer honcH Flaminlus. Thy Lord's a bounti-

ful Gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well

enongh (although thou com 'ft to me) that this is no
time to lend money, efpecially upon bare friendship

witbour fccufity. Hicres three SoUdares for thee, good

Boy wink at me, and fay tboufaw'ft me not. Fare thee

well.

Flam. Is'tpoffible the world fhould fo much differ

And we alive that liv'd? Fly damned bafencfs

Tohimthat worfhips thee.

Luc. Ha ? Now / fee thou art a Fool, and fit for thy

Mader. Exit Lucullus.

Fla. May thefe add to the number that may fcald thee

:

Let malcen Coyn be thy damnation.

Thou difeafc of a Friend, and not himfelf :

Has friendOiip fuch a faint and milky heart,

It turnes in lefs then two nights ? O you gods .'

/feel my Makers paflTion. This Slave unto bis honour,
Has my Lords meat in him :

VVhy fhould it thrive, and come to Nutrimenr,
When he is turn'd to poyfon ?

O may difcafes only work upon'c

:

And when he's fick to death, lee not that part ofN uure
Which my Lord paid for, be of any power.
To expel ficknefs, but prolong his hour. Sxit.

Enter Lucius, with three jlrttngert.

Luc. Who the Lord Timen} He is my very good friend,
and an honourable Gentleman.

1. We know him for no lefs, though we are but ftran-

gers to him. But / can rcll yon one thing my Lord , and
which I hear from common rumours , now Lord Timout
happy houres arc done and pa(t, and his eftate Ihrinkes
from him.

Luc. Fye no, do not believe it : he cannot want for

money.
2. But believe you this my Lord, that not long ago

,

one of his men was with the Lord Lw«^«/, to borrow fo

many Talents, nay urg'd cxtreamlyfot't, and {hewed
what I
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whic ncccfHcy bdong'd to't, and yet was dcny'd.

Luc. How ?

2. I tell you,deny*d my Lord.

Lac. Whicaftrangccifewas that ? Now before r he

gods lam a(ham'don't. Denyed that honourable man?

There was very little honour fticw'd in that. For my own

pair, Imuft ncedsconfcfle, 1 have received fomc fmall

kindncfTcs from him, as Money, Plate, Jewels, and fuch

like Trifles; nothing comparing to his : yet had he mi-

flook him, andfent to me, I ftiould nerc hive denyed

his occafion fo many Talents.

£»ttr ScrvVlus.

Strvil. See, by good hap yondcrs my Lord , / have

fwet to fee his honour. My honoui'd Lord.

Luc. Strviliusf You arc kindly met fir. Farthewell,

commend me to thy honourable vcrtuous Lord, my ve-

ry exquifite friend.

Servil. May it pleafe your Honor, my Lord hath fent

Luci. Ha ? what has he fent ? I am fo much endeered

to that Lord i
he's ever fending: how (halt I think him

think'ftihou? And what has hr fent now ?

Serv. Has only fent his prcfent occafion now my

Lord : requefling youi Lordfhip lofupply his ioflant ufe

with fo many Talents.

Lhci. I know his Lordfhip is but merry with me.

He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents.

Servil. But in the mean time he wants lelfe my Lord.

If his occafion were not vertoous,

/ fhould not urge it halfe fo faithfully.

Luc. Dof\ ihou fpeak fcrioufly Strvillus.

Ser, Upon my foul 'tis true Sir.

Luc. What a wicked Beaft was I to disfurnifh my
fcif agalnft fuch a good time, when I might ha fliewn

my felf honourable ? how unluckily it hapned , that I

fliould purchafe the day before for a little part, and undoc

a great deal of honor ? Servilius^ now before the gods /

am not able to do (the more bejft I fay ^ I was fending

to ufe Lord Tiwtow my felf, thefe gentlemen can wiinefTc;

but I would not for thcwealthof y/f/>rw /had don't now.

Commend me bountifully to his good Lordfhip, and I

hope his honour will conceive the faireft of me, becaufc

1 have no power to be kind. And tell him this from me,

I count it one of my greateft afRidlionsfay,that I cannot

pleafure fuch an honorable Gentleman. Good Servillus

will you befriend mefofar, as to ufe mine own words

to him ?

Ser. Yes fir, I fhall. Exii ServHiut.

Lt*ct. He look you out a good turn ServdiHs.

Trucasyou faid, T/wow is (hrunk indeed,

Andhecha'ts once deny'd will hardly fpecd. Exit.

I . Doe you obfervc this H^fiilins ?

a. /, too well.

I. Why this is the worlds foul.

And juR of the fame peece

/<; every Flatterers fport : whocan call him his friend

That dips in the fame difh ? Form my knowing
Timon has been this Lords Father,

And kept his credit with his putfe :

Supported hiseflare, nay T/wowmoney
Has paid his men their wages. He nere drinks,

But TimsMs Silver treads upon his Lip,

And yet, oh fee the mDnftroufneffeof man.
When he looks out in an ungrateful fhapc i

He docs deny htm (in rcfpcd of his)

What charitable men afford to Beggcrs.

3. Religion groans at ir.

r . For mine own part, / never tafted Tmon in ray life.

Nor came any of his bounties over me,
To mark me for his friend. Yet / proiefl.

For his right Noble mind, illurttious venue,

And honourable Carriage,

Had his necefTiiy made ufe of me,
/would have put my wealth into Donation,

And the bed half fbould havereturn*d to him.

So much / love his heart : But / perceive,

Men muft learn now with pitty todifpcncc.

For policy fits above Confcience. Extmtt.

Enter 41 third fervant with SemfroniHS^other

«f Tlmons Friends.

Semp. Muft be needs trouble me in't f Hum.
'Bove all others ?

He might have tried Lord Lucius^ or LuchUms^
And now l^entldlus is wealthy too.

Whom he redeem'd from prifon. All ihcfc

Owe their Eflatcs unto him.

Ser. My Lord,

They have all been touch'd,and all ire found bafc- Mettle,
For they heve alt denied him.

Seinf. How ? have they deni'd him ?

Has f^emidiHS and LHcmllms deny'd him.
And does he fend tome ? Three? Humh?
/t fhews but little love or judgement in him.
Murt J be his laft Refuge ? his Friend : (like Phyfittaos^

That thriv'd,give him over. Muft / take th'Cure upon mc?
Has much difgrac'd me in't, I'me angry athim,
That might have known my place, / fee no fenfc foi't.

But hisoccafions might have wooed me firft.*

For in my confcience 1 was the firft man
That ere received gift from him.
An does he think fo backward! y of me now,
Thar ile requite it laft ? No

:

So it may prove an argument of laughter

To th'relK and 'mongft Lords / be thought a fool

:

Idc rather then the worthof thrice the fumme.
Had fent to me firft, but for my minds fake .•

Ide fuch a courage to do him good. But now return
,

And with their faint reply, thisanfwer joyne-
Who bates mine Honour,fhall not know my Coyn. Exit.

Ser. Excellent: Your Lordfhips a goodly Villain the
divel knew not what he did. when he made man 'poli-

tick ; he crofTed himfeif by't : and I cannot think, but
intheend,thevillanicsof man will fet him clear. How
fairly this Lotd ftrives to appear fool? Take? vcrtuous
Copies to be wicked : like thofe, that under hot ardent
zeale, would fet whole Realms on fire, of fuch a nature is

his politick love.

This was my Lords bcft hope, now all are ficd.

Save onely the Gods. Now his friends are dead.
Doors that were ncre acquainted with their Wards
Many a bounteous year muft be imploy'd

Now to guard fure their Mafter

:

And this is all a liberal courfe allowy.

Who cannot keep his wealth, muft keep his houfc. Exit.

Snttr r*rre*imM,meen»l»,hers. AH Timtms CredUartf
wait for his cimiiig one. Then ater Lmcuu

and Hmen/tMj.
rMTMdM. Well met, good morrow Tumt and Horttmfim

TitMJ
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Tit. The like to you kind Varro.

Hart. Lucius, whac do wc meec together ?

Lw. I, and I chink one bufinclfedo's comnnind us all.

For mine is money.

Tit. So is theirs, and ours.

Enter PhilothS.

LhcI. And fir Philotus coo.

phi. Good day at once.

Lnci. Welcome good Brother.

What do you think the hour ?

Phil. Labouring for Nine.

LhcI. So much?
Phil. Is not my Lord Teen yet ?

Lmci. Not yet.

Phil. I wonder on'c, hewas wont tofhineatfcVcn.

Lnci. I, but the diics are waxt Aiorter with him ••

Youmuft conlider, chat a prodigal courfe

Is like the Sunnes, but not like his recoverable, I fear.-

Tis dcrpcft Winter in Lord Timons purfe, that is : One

may reach deep enough, and yet find little.

Phil. I am of your fear for that.

Tit. He ftiew you how i' obferve a ftrangc event

:

Your Lord fends now for Money '

Hort. Moft true, he does.

Tit. And he wears Jewels now of Timmsgiity

For which I wait for money.

Hort. It IS againft my heart.

Luci Mark how ftrange it fliows,

Timon in this, (hould pay more then he owes :

And e'ne as if your Lord fhould wear rich Jewels,

And fend for money for *cm.

Hort. I'me weary of this Charge,

The gods can witncffe :

1 know my Lord hath fpent of Timons wealth.

And now ingratitude, makes itworfethen ftcaUh.

f^arro. Ycs mine's three thoufand Crowns

:

What's yours ?

Luci, Five thoufand mine.

yar. Tis much deep, and ic fhould fccm by th'rum

Your Maflecs confidence was above mine,

Elfefurcly his had equall'd.

Enter plaminiiti.

Tit. One of Lord Timons men.

Luc. Ftaminias ? Sir, a word : pray is my Lord ready

10 come forth ?

Flaits. No, indeed he is not.

Tit. We attend his Lordfliip : pray fignifie fo much.

Flam. I need not tell him that, he knows you are too

diligent.

Enter Siewnrdin a Cloak^n>*iffled.

Lnci. Ha, is not ih.u his Steward muffled fo /

He goes away in a Cloud : Call him, cal! him.

Tit. Do you hear, fir?

2. yarro. By your leave, fir.

Stew. What do ye aske of me, my friend.

Tit. Wc wait for ccrcain Money here, fir.

Stew. I, if money were as certain as your waiting,

Twerefure enough.

Why then prcfcrr'd you not your fummes and Bills

When your falfc Miflers eat of my Lords meat?

Then they would fmile, and fawn upon his debts.

And take down th'intreft into their gluti'nous Mawcs.
You do your fclves but wrong , to ftirr€ me up,

Let mepafle quietly

:

Beleev'c, my Lord and /have made an end,

I have no more to reckon, herofpcnd.

Luci. I,butthisanfwerwiil not ferve.

Stew. Ifc twill not ferve, 'tis not fo bafe as you.

For you fetve knaves.

I. yarro. How? what does his ca{hierd worlliip mut-

ter?

J. yarro. No matter what, he's poor, and that's re-

venge enough. Who can fpeak broader, then he that has

no houfe to put his head in ? Such may railc againft great

buildings.

Enter Servilius.

Tit. Oh here's StrvHiust now wc fhall know fome

anfwer.

Serv. If / might befeech you Gentlemen, to repair

fome other hour, I (hould derive much from'c. For tak'c

of my foul, my Lord leans wondroufly to difcoment : his

comfortable temper has forfookc him , he's much out

of health, and keeps his Chamber.

Luci. Many do keep their Chambers, arc not fick -

And if ic be fo farre beyond his health.

Me chinks he fhould che fooner pay his debts,

And make a clear way to the gods,

Servil. Good gods.

Tic. We cannot take this for anfwer, fir.

Flaminius within. Servilius help, my Lord, my Lord.

Enter Timonm a rage.

Tim. What,are my doores oppos'd againft ray paflage?

Have I bin ever free, and mufl my houfc

Be my retentive enemy ? My Goal }

The place which I have Feafted, docs ic now
(Like all Mankind) fiievv me an Iron heart f

Luci. Put in now Tttus.

Tit. My Lord, here is my Bill.

Luci. Heres mine.

1. Vnrro. And mine, my Lord.

1. Var. And ours, my Lord.

Philo. All our Bills.

Tim. Knock me down with em, cleave me to the

Girdle.

Luc. Alas my Lord.

Ttm. Cut out my hearc in fummes:

Tn. Mine, fifty Talents.

Tim. Tell ouc my blood.

Luc. Five thoufand Crowns, my Lord.

Tim: Five thoufand drops paies that,

What yours ? and yours ?

1. Var. My Lord.

2. Var. My Lord.

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon you.

Exit Timon,
Hort. Faith J perceive out Mafters may throw their caps

at their money, tbefe debts may well becall'd defpcrate

ones, for a madman owes em. Exeunt.

Enter Timon.
Tim. They have c'ne put my breath from me the Qavcs.

Creditors? Diveis.

Stew. My deerc Lord.

r/w. Whatif it fhould be fo?

Stew. My Lord.

Tim. He have it fo. My Steward?
Stew. Here my Lord.

Tim. So fitly .?Goe, bid all my friends again,

Lucius^ Lucullusy and Semprosiius : All,

He once more feaft the Rafcals.

Stew. O my Lord, you only fpeak from your diftraft-

edfoul ; there's not fo much left to fuinilh oue a mode-
rate Table.

Timtn.
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Tint' Be it noc in thy care :

Go I charge thee, invite them all, let in the tide

Of Knaves once more : my Cook md He provide. Excxnt.

Enter three SenMort at one door, Alclbiddes mtetlng them

,

with Attendants.

I Sea. My Lord, yon have my voyce to't,

The fault's Bloudy i

'Tis ncccfiary he (hould die

:

Nothing emboldens fin fo much, as Mercy.

2. Moft true ; the Liw fhall bruifc cm.

A/ci. Honour, health and compafTion to t he Senate.

I. Now Captain.

Aid, I am an humble Sutotto your Vertues

;

For pity is the vcrtue of the Law,

And none but Tyrants ufe it cruelly.

It picafes time and Fortune to lie heavy

Upon a friend of mine, who in hot bloud

Hath nept into the Law : which is part depth

To thofe [hat ('without heedj do plunge inro'r.

He is a man ( fetting his Fate afidej of comely Vertues,

Nor did he foyi the li&: with Cowardife.

(And honour in him, which buies out his fjult^

But with a Noble Fury, and fair fpirit

Seeing his Reputation touch'd to death,

He did oppofe his Foe ;

And witn fuch foberand unnoed pafTion

He did behoove his anger ere 'twas fpent,

As if he had but prov d an Argument.

! Sen, You undergo too fttift a Paradox,

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair

:

Your words have took fuch paines, as they labour'd

To bring Man-flaughcer into form, and fet Quarrelling

Upon the head of Valour; which indeed
Is Valour mif-begor, and came into the world,
When Sei5ls and Faftions were newly born.

He's truly Valiant, that can wifely fuftcr

The worfi that man can breith.

And make his wrongs, his Out-fides,

To wear them like his Ra^-ment, careleficly.

And ne'r prefer his injuries to his heart,

To bring it into danger.

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill.

What Folly 'tis, to hazard lifcfor iU.

Aid. My Lord.
I Seft. You cannot make grofs fins look clear,

To revenge is no Valour, but to bear.

y^lci. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me.
If /fpejk like a Captain.

Why do fond men expofe thcmfelves to Battel,
And not endure all threats ? Sleep upon'c.
And let the Foes quietly cut their throats
Without repugnancy ? if there be
Such Valour in the bearing, whatmakewe
Abroad ? Why then. Women are more valiant
That flay at home, if bearing carry it

:

And the A{fe,more Captain then the Lion ; the fellow
Loaden with Irons, wifcr then the Judge ?

If VVifdom be in fuffcring. Oh my Lords,
As you are great, be pitifully good.
Who cannot condemn rafhnefs in cold bloud ?
To kill, I granc, I's fmsextreamen Gud,
But in defence, by Mercy, 'tis moft juft.*

To be in Anger, is impiety :

But who is man, that is not Angry ?

Weigh but the Crime with this.

zSen.You breath in vain.

A/ci. Inviin?

His fcrvice done at Lacedemon, and Bizantiuin,

Were a fufficient briber for his life.

1. VVnai'sthat ?

Aid. Why I fay my Lords ha's done fairfcrvicc

,

And flain in fight many of your enemies

:

How full of valourdid he bear himfcif

In the laft Conflia, and made plenteous wounds ?

2 He has made too much plenty with cm
He's a fworn Riotor, he has a fin

That often drownes him , and takes his valour prifonCT,

If there were no Focs,that were enough

To overcome him. In that beaftly fury.

He has been known to commit outrages,

and chcrifli Fadlions. 'Tis infcrr'd tous.

His daies arc foul, and his drink dangerous.

I. He dies.

Aid. Hard fate : he might have died in war.

My Lords, if not for any parts in him,

Though his right arm might purchafe his own time,

And be in debt to none : yet more to move you,

Tike my deferts to his, and joyn cm both.

And for /know, your reverend Ages love Security,

He pawn my Viftories, all my honours to you.

Upon bis good reiurnes.

If by this Crime, he owes theLaw his life,

Why let the war receiv'tin valiant gore,

For Law is ftrift, and war is nothing more.

1 We are for Law, be dies, urge it no more

On height of our difpleafure : Friend, or Brother,

He forfeits his own bloud, that fpils another.

Aid. Muft it be fo ? It muft not be

:

My Lords, I do befcecb you know me.
2 How?
Aid. Call me to your remembrances.

3. What.
Aid. I cannot think but your Age hath forgot me,

It could not elfe be, I fhould prove fo bafe,

To fue and be deni'd fuch common Grace.

My wounds ake at you.

« Do you dare our anger .'

• Tis few words, but fpacious in cffeil.

We banifh thee for ever.

A d. Banifln me ?

Banifh your dotage, banifh ufury,

That makes the Senate ugly.

I If after two dayes fhine, Athens contain thce.
Attend our weightier Judgment.
And not to fwefi our Spirir,

He (hall be executed prefcntly. Exew.:.

Aid. Now the gods keep you old enough,

Thar you may live

Only in bone, that none may look on you.

I'm worfe then mad .• I have kept back their Foes
While they have told their Money, and let out

Their Coyn upon large intcref^. I my fclf

Rich only in largehurts. All thofe, for this ?

Is this the B Ifom, that the ufuring Senate

Powres into Captaines wounds ? ha Banifhmcnt.
It comes not ill : I hate not to be banifht.

It is a Caufc worthy my Spleen and Fury,
That /mayftrikeat w^rAfw. Ilccbearup
My difcontented Troupes, and lay for hearts

:

Tis honour with moft Lands to be at ods,

Souldiers fhonld brook as little wrongs as gods. Exit.

Enter
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Sitter divers Friends « fevernl dotret.
\

1 The good lime of day to you, fir.

2 I alfo wifiiictoyou.- / think this honourable Lord

did but try us this other day,

I . Upon thit were my thoughts tyring when we cncoun-

trcd. / hope it is noc fo low with him as he made it Teem

in the trya! of his feverii Friends.

2 It (hould not be, by t be perfwafion of his new Feafl-

ing.

1 I ftiould thinV fo .• He haih fenr me an carnelt invi-

ting, which many my near occafions did urge me to put

off: but he hath conjui'd me beyond them, and Imuft

needs appear.

2 In like manner was / in debt to my importunarc bu-

finefs , but he would not hear my cxcufc. I am forry

,

when hcfeni to borrow of me, that my Provifion wis

out.

I /amfickof that grief too, asi underftandhow all

things go.

1 Every man heare fo .• what would he have borrow-

ed of you >

X A thoufand Pieces,

a A thoufand Pieces ?

1 What of you?

2 Hefenttomefir— Here he comes.

Enter TlmoMtnd Attendants,

Tim. With all my heart Gentlemen both j and how

fare you ?

1 Ever at the beft, hearing well of your Lordfhip.

2 The Swallow followcs not Summer more willing ,

Then we your Lordfhip.

Tim. Nor more willingly leaves winter, fuch Summer

Birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will noc recom-

pencc this long ftay: Feaft your cares with the Muficka

while.- if they will farefo hardily o'th Trumpets found :

weffialltoo'tprefenrly.

t / hope ir remaincs not unkindly with your Lordfhip,

that /rcturn'd you an empty McfTcnger.

Tim. O fir, let it not trouble you.

2. My Noble Lord.

Tim. Ah my good friend, what cheer ?

The Banquet brought In.

2 My moft honourable Lord, /ame'ne fickoffhame,

that when your Lordfhip the other dayfenitome, /was

fo unfortunate a Beggar.

Tm. Think not on't, fir.

a If you had fent but two houres before.

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance.

Come bring in all together.

2 Allcover'd Diflies.

I Royal Chear, I warrant you.

3 Doubt not tbar, if money and the feafon can yield it.

1 How do you? What's the newcs »

3 Alciifitides\shimiK6i hear you of it ?

Both. AlcihUdes banifh'd ?

3 'Tisfo, befureofit.

i.How? How?
2. / pray you upon what ?

Tim. My worthy Friends, will you draw near f

3 He tell you more anon. Here's a Noble feaft toward-

2 This is the old man ftin.

3 Wilt hold? Wilt hold?

» It does,but time will, and fo»

3. I do conceive.

Tim. Each man to his flool, with that fpur as he would

to thelipof hisMifTris : your dietfhall be in aU places a-

like. Make not a City Feaft of it, to let the meat cool, ere

we can agree upon the firR plate. Sir, fir.

The gods require our Thankes.

TongrcM BeaefaHors, ffrinkjeowr Society m'th Tha^kjul-

uefs. For jour owngiftf^m^kej/ourfelvesfralsd : Bntreferve

fiiU to give, left your T)etittsiifdefflfed. Lend to each man e-

noMgh, that one needtoi lend to another. For were jour god-

heads to iarrotv ofmen, men wouldforfake the gods. Make the

meat be beloved^ more then the man that gives It . Let no A[-

femhlj/ofTwemj, he without afcere of Villalnes. If there fit

twelve yyomen at the Table, let a docen ofthem be m they are.

The reft ofyour Fees, Ogods, the Senators of Athens, together

with the common legge of 7eople, what it amlfs In them, you

Gods,makefnieablefor deftrMClloa^For thefe mj prefent friends,

M they are to me nothing, fo In nothing blefs them, and to no-

thing are they welcome.

Uncover Dogs, and lap.

Some fpeak: What do'es his Lordfhip mean ?

Some other. Iknowror.
Tim. May you abetter Feaft never behold

You knot of Mouth- friends / Smoak, and luke-warm water

Is your perfe£tion. This is Tlmons hft,

Whofiuck and fpangled you with flatteries,

Wafhes it off, and fprinklcs in your faces

Your reeking villany. Live loath'd, and long

Mofl fmiling, fmooth, detefted Parafues,

Curteousdeftroyers, affable wolves, meek Beares

:

You fooies of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Time flies.

Cap and knee Slaves, Vapours, and Minute Jackes

Of Man and Beafl, the infinite Malady

Crufl you quite o*re. What do'ft thou go ?

Sofr, take thy Phyfick firfl ; thou too, and thou

;

Stay / will lend thee money, borrow none.

VVhat? All in motion? Henceforth benoFeafl,

Whereat a Villain's not a welcome Gucfl.

Burn houfe, fink Athens, henceforth hated be

Of Tlmeii Man , and all humanity. Exit.

Enter the Senators^ with other Lords.

I How now, my Lords f

2. Know you the quality of Lord 7'iwew fury ?

3. Pufh, did you fee my Cap.

4. I have loft my Gown.
1 He's but a mad Lord, and nought but humour fwsics

him. He gave me a Jewel th'othcr day, and now he has

beat it out ofmy hat.

Did you fee my Jewel ?

2 DidyoufeemyCap?
3 Here'tis.

4 Here lies my Gown.
1

.

Lets make no ftay.

2. Lord TjVmow'/ mad.

3. I feel'i upon my bones.

4. One day hegives us Diamonds, next day flones.

Exeunt the Senators,

Enter Timon.

Tim. Let me look back upon thee. O thou Wall
That girdles it thofe Wolves, dive in the earth.

And fence not Athens. Matrons, turn incontinent.

Obedience fail in Children : Slaves and Fooies

Pluck
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Pluck the gnve wrinkled Senace from the Bench,

And miniftcr in their ftccds to general Filches.

Convert o'ch'inftanc green Virginity,

Do'tin your Parents eies. Bankrupts,hold fi^

Rather then render back ; out with your knives.

And cue your Truflers throats. Bound Servants, Heal,

Large-handed Robbers your grave Mafiers are.

And pill by Law. Maid to thy Maftetsbcd,

Thy Miftrcfe is o'th' Brothcll. Sonne of fixtcen.

Pluck the lyn'd Crutch from thy old limping Sire,

With it, beat out his Brains. Piety, and fear.

Religion to the gods, Peace, Juflicc, Truth,

Domeftickawe, Night-reft, and Neighbour-hood,

Inftrudlion Manners, Myficties, and Trades,

Degrees, Obfervances, Cuftoms, and Laws.

Decline to your confounding contraries.

And yet confufion live . PUgues incident to men.

Your potent and infe(5lious Fcavors, heap

On Athens ripe for (iroak. Thou cold Sciatica,

Cripple our Senators, that their limbs may hale

Aslimely as their Manners. Luft and liberty

Creep in the Minds and Marrows of our youth.

That 'gainfl the ftream of venue they may ftrivc.

And drown themfelves in Riot, /tches, BUins,

Sowc all th 'Athenian bofoms, and their crop

Be general Leprofic : Breath, infeft breath,

That their Society ('as their friendfliip) may
Be meerly poifon. Nothing ile bear from thee

But nakednc(fe, thou detedable Town.
Take thou that too. with multiplying Bannes:

Timo» will to the Woods, where he ftiall find

Th'unkindeft Besft, more kinder than Mankind.

The gods confound ('hear me you good gods all)

Th'Athenians both within and out that Wall .-

And grant as Timon grows, his hate may grow
To the whole race of Mankind, high and low.

Amen, Exit

Enter Stexsttrd mth tivo or three Servmts,

». Hear you Maficr Steward, w here's our Matter .'

Are we undone, caft off, nothing remaining .'

SierPi Alack my fellowes, what fiiould /fay to you ?

Leimcbe Recorded by the righteous gods,

I am as poor as you.

1

.

Such a houfe broke .'

So Noble a Mafter fain, all gone, and not

One Friend to take his fortune by the arme,
And goe along with him.

2. As we do turn our back?

From our Companion, thrown into his grave,

So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes

Slink all away, leave their falfc vows with him
Like empty purfes pickt. And his poor felf

A dedicated Beggar to the Air,

With his difeafe, of all fliunn'd poverty.

Walks like contempt alone. More of our Fellows.

Enter other Servams.

Stetv. All broken /mplcmcnts of a ruin'd houfc.

3. Yet do our hearts wear Timons Livery,

That fee I by our faces : we are Fellows ftill.

Serving alike in forrow : Leak'disour Barkc,
And we poor Mates fiand on the dy in" deck
Hearing the Surges threat : wc mult all part

/nto this Sea of Air.

Stett. Good fellows all.

The lated of my weahh ile fharc amongft you.

Where evcrwefhall meet, for Timons iikc,

Let's yet be fellows. Let's fhake our heads, and fay

Astwcrea Knell unto our Maflers Fortunes,

Wc have fcen better dales. Let each take fome

:

Nay put out all your hands : Not one word more,

Thus partwerichin forrow, parting poor.

Embrace and fart [everel waies.

Oh the fierce wrcichedneflc that glory brings us /

Who would not wiJli to be from wealth excmpr,
Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt .'

Who would be lo mock'd wuh glory, or to live

But in a Dream of friendfhip.

To have his pomp, and all what ftate compound?,
But only pjinted like his varnifht friends

:

Poor honed Lord, brought low by his own heart.

Undone by goodnelTe.- ftrange unufua! blood,

When man's worft finne is, he do*s too much good.
Who then dares to be halfefo kind agcn ?

For Bounty that makes gods, do Hill marre men,
My decreft Lord, bleft to be moft accurf}.

Rich only to be wretched ; thy great fortunes

Are made thy chief affliaions. Alas (kind Lord)
He's fluno in Rage from this ungrateful Scac
Of monmous Friends

:

Nor has he with him to fupply his life,

Or that which can command it ;

lie follow and enquire him our.

He ever fcrve his mind, with my beft will,

Whilfl I have gold, ile be his Steward fiill. Exit.

Enter Timon in the Woods.

Tim. Oblcflcd breeding Sun, draw from the earth
Rotten humidity: below thy Sifiers Otbc
Infe<Sttheair.Twin*d Brothers of one womb,
Whofe procreation, rcfidcnce, and birth.
Scarce is dividant ; touch them with fevcral fortunes,
Thegreaterfcornsche leflcr. Not Nature
(To whom all fores lay ficge) can bear great Fortune
But by contempt of Nature.
Raife me this Begger, and deny't that Lord,
The Senators fhall bear contempt Hereditary,
The Beggar Native honor,
/t IS the Paflor Lords, the Brothers fides.
The want that makes him lean ; who dares .' who darcs
In purity of Manhood, ftand upright
And fay, this man's a flatterer, /f one be,
So arc ibey all, for every grizc of fortune
/s Imooth-d by that below. The Learned pate
Ducks^to the Golden fool. Alls obliquy :

There's nothing level in ourcurfed Natures
But dirca villany. Therefore be abhorr'd,
AllFeafts, Societies, and Throngjof m.en.
H's femblable, yea himfelf rm;o«difdains,

«f L
^"*^"°" phang mankind, Earth yield me Roocs.

whofeeks for better of thee, fawcchiipallitc
With thy moft operant poilbn. What is here?
Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold.>
No gods, lam no idle Votarift,

Roots you clear Heavens. Thus much ofthis will alike
Black, white ; fowl, fair ; wrong, right

;

Safe, Noble: Old, young ; Coward,valiant.
Ha you gods / why this ? whit this you gods ? why this
Will luggcyour Priefts and Servants from your fides

;

Pluck ftout mens pillows from below the heads.

This
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This ydlow Slave,

Will knit and break Kcligions, bleffeth'accurft,

Make the hoar Leprofieadoi'd, place Theeves.

And give them title, knee, and approbation

With Senators on the Bench ? This is it

That makes the wapcn'd Widdow wed again

;

She, whom the Spittle-houfe, and ulcerous fores,

Would catt the gorge at. This Embalmes and Spices

To th'c^j»r»7 day again. Come damn'd earth,

Thou common whore of Mankind, that puts oddcs

Among the rout of Nations, i will make thee

Etothy right Nature. March afane of.

Ha.? a Drumm ? Th'art quick,

But yet lie bury thee : Thou'c go (flrong Thief)

When Gouty keepers of thee cannot ftacd:

Nay ftay thou out for earneft.

Enter A^cihlades with Drum and Fije in vfArbke mamitr

and Pbrjnia, /ifid Tunimdra,

AlcU What art thou there ? fpeak.

Tim. A beaft as thou art. The Canker gnaw thy heart

For {hewing mc again the eies of man.

Mci, What is thy name ? is manfo hateful to thee,

That art thy felf a man .'

77w. I zvciMifanthrofosy and hate Mankind.

For thy part, I do wilh thou wert a dog.

That / might love thee foraething.

Alct. I know thee well

:

But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd, and ftrange.

Tint. I know thectoo, and more then that I know thee

Inotdefircto know, Follow thy Drumme,
With mans blood paint the ground Gules, Gules .•

Religious Cannons, civil Laws are cruel,

Then what (hould warrebe? Thisfcll whore of thine,

Hath in her more dcHruiSlion then thy Sword,

For all her Cherubin look.

Phr'iH, Thy lips rot off.

Tim. Iwillnotkiflethee, then the rot returns

To thine own lips again.

jilci. How came the Noble Tlmon to this change ?

Tim. As the Moon do's, by wanting light to give-

But then renew I could not, like the Moon,
There were no Sunnes to borrow of.

ytlcit Noble Timoa, what friendftiip may I do thee?

Tim. None,but to maintain my opinion.

Alci, What is it Timen f

Tim. Promife me friendfhip, but perform none.

Ifthouwilt not promifc, the Gods plague thee, for thou

art a man : if thou doft perform, confound thee, for thou

art a man.
Alci. I have heard in fomc fort of thy Miferies.

Tim. Thoii fawft them when I had profberity.

Alci. 1 fee them now, then was a bleflcd time.

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of Harlots.

Ttman. Is this th' Athenian Mmion, whom the world,

Voyc'd fo regardfully ?

Tim. Arc thou Timmdra ? Timait. Yes.

Tim. Be a whore ftill, they love thee not that ufethee,

give them difeafes, leaving with thee their Lufl. Make
ufe of thy fait hours, feaion the flaves for Tubbes and
Bathes, bring down Rofe-chcckt youth to the Fubfaft,

and the Diet.

TimaH. Hang thee Monner.
Alci. Pardon him fweet TimandrAy for his wits

Arc drown'd and loft in his Calamities.

I havebut little Gold of late, brave Timon.,

The want whereof, doth daily make revolt

In my penurious Band. I have heard and griev'd

How curfed Athens^ mindleffe of thy worth.

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour fiates

But for thy Sword and Fortune trode upon them.

Tim. I pretheebeat thy Drum, and gee thee gone.

Alci. 1 am thy friend, and pity thee dear Ttmin.

Tim. How deft thou pifty him, whom thou dofttrou-

I had rat he r be alone. Tblc,

Alci. Why fare thee well

:

Here is fome Gold for thee.

Tim. Keep it, / cannot eat it.

Alci. When I have laid proud Athens on a heap.

Tim. Wari'fl thou 'gainft Athens >

Alci. 1 Timon, and have caufe.

Tim. The gods confound them all in thy Conqucft,

And thee after, when thou haft conquet'd.

Alci. Why me, Timon ?

Tim. That by killing of VillaitJS

Thou was't born to conquer my Countrcy.

Put up thy Gold. Go on, here's Gold, go on ;

Be as a Planetary plague, whom Jove
Will ore fame high-vic'd City hang hispoifon

In the fick air : let not thy fword skip one.

Pitty not honour'd Age for his white Beard,

He is an Ufurcr. Strike me the counterfeit Matron,

yc IS her habit only, thatis honeff,

Her felf 's a Bawd. Let not the Virgins, cheek

Make foft thy trenchant fword : for thofe Milk-papp3

That through the window Barn bore at mens eic$,

Are not within the Leaf of pitty writ,

Butfet them down horrible Traitors.Spare not the Babe

Whofe dimpled fmiles from fools cxhauft their mercy;

Think it a Baftard, whom the Oracle

Hath doubtfully pronounced, the throat (hall cur.

And mince it fans remorfe. Swear againft Objcfts,

Put Armour on thine cars, and on thine eies,

Whofe proof, nor yels of Mothers, Maids, nor Babes

Nor fight of Priefts in holy veftments bleeding,

Shall pierce a jot. There's Gold to pay thy Souldicrs.

Make large confufion: and thy fury fpenr.

Confounded be thy felf. Speak not, be gone.

Alci. Haft thou gold yet, ile take the gold thou givcft

me, not all thy Counfell.

Tim. Doft thou, or doft thou not, Heavens curfc upon

thee.

Both. Give us fome Gold good Tlmen^ haft thou more?

Tim. Enough to make a Whore forfwcar her Trade,

And to make Whores, a Bawd. Hold up you Sluts

Your aprons mountant, you are not Othable,

Although 1 know you'l fwcar, terribly fweat

Intoftrongfhudders, and to heavenly Agues
Th'immortal gods that hear you. Spare your Oaths:

Ile truft to your conditions, be whores ftill.

And he whofe pious breath feeks to convert you,

Be ftrong in whore, allure him, burn him up.

Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoak,

And be no turn-coats : yet may your pains fix months
Be quite contrary. And Thatch

Your poor thin Roofs, with burthens of the dead,

(Some that were hang*d) no matter

:

Wear them, betray with them.Whore ftill.

Paint till a horfe may mire upon your face

:

A pox of wrinkles.

Beth. Well, more Gold, what then ?

Belfiev'c

I

m
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given

Bclccv'c thacwce'l do any chlng for Gold.

Tim. Confumpcions fow

In hollow bones of man, ftfil^e their (Turp n-ilnne?,

And marre mens fpurring. Crack the Lawyers voice

Ttiac he may never more falfc Talc plead,
'

Nor found his Qiiillccs (Virilly, Hoar the Flamcn,

Thic fcold'il againlt the quality of fieOi,

And not belecvcs himfclf , Down with Nofe,

Down with ic flat, cake the Bridge quite away

Of bim, that his particular to forefee (bald

Smcls from the general weal. Make curl'd pate Ruffians

And let the unfcarr'd Braggarts of the Warrc

Derive feme pain from you. Plague ail.

That you activity may defeat and qucH

The fourfc of all Ere^ion. There's more Gold.

Do you damne others, and let this damnc you,

And ditches grave you all.

Beth. More counlcl with more Money ^ bounteous

Tinton,

Tm. More whore, more mifchicf firf^, / have

you earnclh

Alci. Strike up the Drum towards Athens yUxcNtiW

Timet', if I thrive well, ilevifit thee again.

Tim. If/ hope well, ile never fee thee more.

Alci. I never did thee harm.

Tim . Yes , thou fpok'Ii well of me.

Alci. Ci[['i) thou that harm?
Tim. Men daily find ir. Get thee away,

Andtakeihy Beagles with thee.

Alci. We but offend him, (frikc. Exeunt.

Tim. That Nature being fick ofmansunkindncUe
Should yet be hungry : Common Mother, thou

Whofc wombunmeafurable, and infinite breaft

Teems and feeds all : whofe felfc fame mettle

Whereof thy proud Child ('arrogant man) is pufr,

Engenders the black Toad, and Adder blew.

The gilded Newt, and eyeleffe vcnom'd worm,
tVith all ih'abhorred Births below Crifpe heaven,

Whereon H^pcriem quickning fire doth fhine .•

Yield him, who all the humane Sonnes dohme.
From forth thy plentious bofom, one poor root,

Enfcarthy Fertile, and Conceptions womb,
Let it no more bring out ingratefull man.

Goc great with Tygers, Dragons, Wolves, and Bears,

Teem with new Monfters, whom thy upward face

Hath to the Marbled Minfion all above

Never prefented.O, a Root, dear thanks

:

Dry up thy Marrowes, Vinci, and Plough-torn Leas,

Whereof in^rateful man with Liquorifh draughts

And Morfeii Unftioa?, grcafes his pure mind,
That from it all confidcration flips

Enter Afemantut,
More man ? Plague, plague.

.i4fc. I was dircded hither. Men report.

Thou cio(l arfcil my Manners, and doft ufethcm.
Tim. 'Tis then , bccaufe thou doft not keep a dog

Whom I would imitate, confumiuion catch thee.

Afe. This is in thee a Nature but infected,
A poor unmanly Mclancholiy fprung

From change of future. Why this Spade ? this place ?

This Slave like Habit, andthcfe looks of C^re ?

1 hy Flatterers yet wear Silk, drink Wine, lye foff,

Hugge their difcafcd Perfumes, and have forgot
That ever 7i»»«* was. Shime not thefe Woods,
By putting on the cunning of a Carper.
Be thou a iLttcrcr now, and feck to thrive

By that which has undone ihce ; hindgc thy knee,

And let his very breath whom thou'lt obfcrvc
^

Blow off thy Cap: praife his moU vicious Hraio,

And call it excellent : thou wart told thus:

Thou gav'rtthineeari Hike Tapfleri.ihat bid welcome;

Tokn.ives, and all approachers : 'Tis moft juft

That thou turn Rafcal, h;idft thou wealth again,

Rafcalls fhould hav't. Do not aflume my likencfTc.

Tim. Wcrel like thee, I'deihrow away my felf.

tyfpe. Thou haf^ call away thy felf, being like thy felf

A Madman fo long, now a Fool : whatthink'ft

That the bleak Air, thy boilierous Chamberlain

Will put thy Shirt on warrr! ? Will thefe rnoift TreCJ,

That have out-liv'd the Eagle, page thy heels

And skip when thou pdni'lt out? VVill the col4 Brook

Candied with /ce, Cawdle thy Morning taftc

Tocuretbyo're-nights furfet? Call the Crcaturcf,

Whofe naked N uures live in all the fpight

Ofwreekful Heaven, whofe bireunhoufcd Trunks^

To t>-,c coiifli(3ing Elements expos'd

Anfwer meet Nature : bid them flitter thee.

O thou fVi alt find.

Tim, A fool of thee : depart.

Afe. I love thee better now then ere I did.

Tim. / hate thee worfe.

A^. Why?
Tm. Thou flattci'rt mifcry.

Afe. I flatter not, but fay thou art a Caytiffc.

Tim. Why dofi thou feck me out ?

Ape. To vex thee.

Tim. Alwaies a Villains Offcc, or i Fools.

Doft pleafc thy felf in*t f

Ape. I.

Tim. VVhat,aknivctoo?

Afe. /f thou didft put this fowre cold habit on
Tocadigatc thy pride, 'twere well : but thou

Do/i it enforcedly : 7'hou'dfl Counticr be again

Wert thou not Beggar : willing mifery

Out-/ives: in certain pomp.is crown'd before;

The one is filling flill, never compleat ••

The other, at high wifli : bef^ f^ate Contcntlcirc,

Hath idiltrafted and mofi wretched being,

VVorfethen the worft, content.

Thou fhouldft dcfirc to die, being miferable.

Tim. Not by his breath, t.h,jt is more miferable.

Thou art a Slave, whom Fortunes tender armc
VVith favour never clafpt : but bred a Dogge.
Hadft thou like us from our firft fwath proceeded,

Tnefweet d^rees that this brief world affords,

Tbfuchasmay the pafTivedruggsofit

Freely command'ft .• thou wouldfl have plung'd thy felf

In general Rior, melted down thy youth

/n different beds of Luf^, and never Icarn'd

The Icie precepts of refpcift, but followed
7'he Sugred game before thee. But my felf

VVho had the world as my Confc<5iionary,

7'he mouths.the tongues, the cics,thc hearts of men,
At duty more then I could frame employments;
Tnat numberleffe upon thee ftuck, as leaves

Do on the Oak, have with one Winters btulh
Fell fromtheir boughs, and left me open bare.
For every ftorm that blows. I to bear ifris,

Tliat never knew but better, is fomc burthen
Thy Nature did commence in fuffcrance, Time
Hath made tbcc bard in'r. Why fhouldft thou hate men?

JTTiey never flatter'd thee. What hafl thou given }
'

M m m li
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If thou wiltcnrfe : thy Father (that poor ra^e)
Mxjft be thy fubje^i ; who in fpight put ftuffe

To fotne fhe-Bcgger, and compounded thee

Poor Rogue, hereditary. Hence be gone.

If thou hadft not been born the worft of men,
'7'hou hadfl been a knave and flatterer.

^fe. Art thou proud yet?

Tim. I, that I am doc thee.

^pe. I, that / was no Prodigall.

Tim. I, that I am one now.
VVerc all the wcakb /have fhut up in thee,

J'ld give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone

:

Thzt the whole life of Athens mte in this.

Thus would J eat it.

Ape. Here, I will mend thy fcaft.

Tim. Firft mend thy company, take away thy felf.

Aft. So J (hall mend mine own, by th'lackof thine.

Tim. 'Tis not well mended fo, it is but botcht j

If not, I would it were.

Ate. What wouldit thou have to Athens ?

Tim. TTice thither in awhirlewind : if thou wilt,

Tell them there /have Gold, look,(o I have.

Aff. Here is no ufe for Gold.

Tim. The beft, and trueft :

For here ic fleeps, and do's no hyred harm.

Ape. Where ly 'ft a nights Timm}
Tim. Under that's above me.

Where feed'ft thou a daies APemamm }

Ape. Wheremy flomack finds mear, orraiher where

I eat it.

T/ot.Would poifon were obedient, and knew ray mind.

Aft. Where wouldft thou fend it ?

Tim. To fawcc thy diibes.

A^e. The middle of humanity thou never kncweft, but

the extremity of both ends. When thou waft in thy Gilt,

and thy Perfume, they mockt thee, for too much curiofity:

in thy Rags thou knoweft none, but art defpis'd for the

contrary. There's a Medlerfor thee, eacit.

Tim. On what I hjce, I feed nor.

Aje. Doft hate a Medler ?

Tim. /, though it look like thee.

Aft. And th'hadft hated Medlers fooner, tboufliould'ft

have loved thy felf better now. What man did'ft thou

ever know unthrift, that was beloved after bis means ?

Tim. Who without ihofe means thou talk'ft of, didft

thou ever know belov'd ?

A^e. My felf.

Tim. 1 underftand thee, tbou hadft fomc means to

keep a Dog.

Ape. What things in the world canft thou necreft com-
pare 10 thy flatterers ?

Tim. Women neereft, but men : men are the things

themfclves. What wouldft thoudo with the world Apt-
mantus, if it lay in thy power i

tAfe. Give it the Beafts, to be rid of the men.
Tim. Wouldft thou have thy felf fall in the confufion

of men, and remain a Beaft with the Beafts.

Ape. I Timon.

Tim. A beaftly ambition , which the Gods grant

thee t'attain to. If thou were the Lyon, the Fox would
beguile thee : if thou wert the Lamb, the Fox would
eat thee: if thou wert the Fox, the Lyon would fufpc6l

thee, when peradventue thou wert accus'd by the Aflc

:

/f thouwertthe AlTe, thy dulrteffe would torment thee:

and flill thou liv'dli but as aBreakfaftto the Wolfe. Jf

thou wert the Wolfe, thy greedinefle would zSiiSt thee,

and oft thou fliouldft hazard thy life for tby dinner. Wert
thou the Unicorn , pride and wrath would confound
tbee, and make thine own felf the conqueft of thy fury.

Wert tbou a Bear, thou wouldft be killd by the Horfe:
wert thou a Horfe, thou would'ft be feizM by the Leo-
pard : wert thou a Leopard, thou wert German to the
Lion, and the fpotsof thy kindrcd,wcre Jurors on thy life.

Allthyfafccy were remotion, and thy defence abfence.

What Beaft couldft thou be, that were not fubjeft to a

Beaft : and what a heart art thou already, that fee 'ft not
thy lofle intransformatio".

j^/>*. If thou couldft pleafe me
With fpeaking tome thou mighi'ft

Have hit upon it here.

The Common-wealth of Aikent is becoT.e

A Forreft of Beafts.

Tim. How has the AlTc broke the wall, that thou art

cue of the City.

Aft. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter :

The Pliguc of Company light upon thee :

/ will fear to catch it, and give way.

When / know not whit elfe to do,

He fee thee again.

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee,

Thou flialc be welcome.

/ had rather be a Beggars Dog
Then ApemantHS.

Apt. Thou art the Cap
Of all the Fools alive.

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough

To fpit upon.

Ape. A plagne on thee,

Thou art too bad to curfc.

Tim. AH Villains

That do ftand by thee, are pure.

Ape. ThercisnoLeprolie,

But what thou fpeak'ft.

Tim. If I name thee, ilebeat thee;

But I ihould infedi my hands.

Aft. I would nny tongue

Could rot them off.

Tim. Away thou iflue of a mangy dog,

ChoUer does kill me,
That tbou art alive, I fwound to fee thee.

Apt* Would tbou would'ft burft.

Tim. Kvtrj tbou tedious Rogue, I am forry I (hilllofe

aftone by thee.

Ape. Beaft. :

Ttm. Slave.

Afe. Toad.

Tim. Rogue, Rc^ue, Rogue.
I am fick of this falfe world, and will love nought
But even ihc meer necefllties upon't

:

Then Tlmm prefently prepare thy grave .*

Lye where the light Foam of the Sea may beat

Thy grave-flone daily, make thine Epitaph,

That death in me,at others lives may laugh.

Othoufweet King-killer, and dear divorce

Twixc natural Sunneandfire : thou bright defilet

Of H'imeHs pureft bed, thou valiant Mars
Thou ever, young, frefli, loved, and deliate wooer,
Whofe blufh doth thawc the confecrated Snow
That lies on D/W lap.

Thouvifiblc God,
That fouldreft clofe Impofllbilitics.

And mak*ft them Idflc j that fpeak'ft with every Tongue
To
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Tocvcry purpofc ; O thou touch of hearts,

Think thy nave-man rcbdj, jnd by thy vcrrue

Set them into confounding oddes,tbJt Beifls

M*y have the world in Empire.

^;*. Would 'twere fo.

But not till I am dead. He fjy th'haft Gold .-

Thou wilt be throng'd too (honly.

Tim. Throng'd too t

Tiw.Thybackl prythcc.

yift. Live, and love thy mifcry.

Tim. Long live fo, and fo die. / am quit.

yift. Mo things like men

;

E»t TimoH, and abhor then, E*i*

Enter tht Bandettl.

/ijfemM.

Ha*« uncheck'd theft. Love not your fclvcs, away,

Rob one another, chcre's more Gold, cut throateJ

»

All (bat you meet arc ibicves : to Athens go.

Break open (hops, nothing can youflctl

But thieves do iofc it : ftcal iefs, for this I give you

And Gold confound you howfocrc: Amen.

3 hfas almoU charm "d mc from my Profcfllon, by per-

fwidingmecoit.
I Ti$ in the malice of mankind, that he tbuj advifcs us

not to hive us thrive in our myflcry.

allc believe him as an Enc:ny,

And give over my Trade.

I Let us firit fee peace in Athtns,Khm Is no time fo mi-

ferablc but a aun may be true. Extum Thitvti.

Sitttr tht Steward t0 Txmon,

I. Where (hould he have this Gold ? It is feme poo

Fragment, fome flcnder Ort of his remainder : tbemccr

want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friends, drove

him into this Mclancholly.

2 It is nois'd

Hchath a MafsofTreafurc.

J. Let us make the alTay upon him, if he cire not for't

,

he will fupply us cafily : ifhccovctouQy refcrvc ir, how
ihall'sgccit?

2 True : for be bears it not about him

:

'lis hid.

I Is not this he ?

All. Where ?

a Tis his defcription.

3 He ? I know him.

All. Save thee Timon.

Tim. Now Thieves.

All. Soldiers, not Thieves.

Tim. Both too, and womcns Sons.

AH. We are not thieves, but men
Thir much do want.

Tim. Yourgreareft want is, you wane much of meat:
Why fliould you want ? Behold, the Earth hath Roots :

Within this Mile break forth an hundred Springs

:

The Oakcs bear Malt, the Briers Scarlet Hips,

The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each buOi,

Liyes her full Mefs before you. VVam ? why want ?

I We cannot live on Grafs, on Beries, Water,
As ReaRs, and Birds, and Fifhcs.

Tt. Nor on the Beafts thcmfclvcs, the Birds and Fiflies,

You mult cat men. Yet thackcJ /muft you con,

That you are thieves profcft s that you work noc

In holier iTiapes : for there is boundlcfs theft

In limited profcflions. Rafcal thieves

Here's Gold. Go, fuck the fubtlebloud o*tb Grape,

Till the high Fcaver fcctb your Bloud to Froth,

And fo fcape hanging. Trull not the Phyfitiin,

His Antidotes arc poyfon, and he (laycs

Moc then you Rob : Take wealth, and live together.

Do Villain do.fince you proteft todo't.

Like workmen, Ileexaiiple you with Theevcry :

The Sun's a thief, and with his great altra^ioti

Robs the vaft Sea. The Moon's an arrant thief,

And her pale fire, (he fnatches from the Sun.
The Sea's a thief, whofc liquid Surge, rcfolves

The Moon into Salt rearcs. The Earth's a thief.

That feeds and breeds by a compofture ttoln

From gan'ral cxnrment : Each thing's a thief.

The Lawes, your curb and whip, in their rough power

Stew. Oh you Gods .'

Is yon'd 'defpis'd and ruinous man my Lord r

Full ofdecay and failing? Oh Monument
And wonder ofgood deeds, evilly bcflow'd .'

What an alteration of honour has dcfp'ratc want made ^

What vilder thine upon the earth, then Friends,

Who can bring Nobleft minds, to bafcft ends

,

How rarely does it meet with this time? guifc.

When man was wilhc to love his Enemies .•

Grant / may ever love, and ratherwoo
Thofc that would mifchiefe me, then thofe that do.

Has caught me in his eye, I will prcfent my honeft grief

Unco him ; and as my Lord,ftill fcrvc him with my life.

My dearert Mafter.

Tim. Away : what art thou ?

Stew. Have you forgot me. Sit ?

Tim. Why doll ask that ? I have forgot all men.
Then if thou grum'ft th'art a man,
I have forgo: thee.

Slew. An honeft poor Servant of yours.

Tim. Then I know thee not

:

Incv'rhad honeft man about me, I all,

I kept were Knaves, to fervc in meat to VillaincJ.

SttvD. The Gods arewitnefs,

Never did poor Sccwird we^r a truer grief

For his undone Lord, then mine eyes for you.

Tim. What doft thou weep ?
Come nearer, then I love thee

Bcaufe thou arr a woman, and difclaim'ft

Flintv mankind : whofeevesdo ntvergive,
But through Luft and Laughter : pitic's fleepinff .•

Strange tirr.cs that weep with laughing , not with weeping.
Stew. I beg of you to know me,g.ood my Lord

,

Paccept my grief, and whilft this poor wealth laft»,

To entertain me as your Steward fltll.

7;w. Hid la Steward
So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable ?

It almort turncs my dangerous Niture wild.

Let mc behold thy face : Surely, this maa
Was born of woman.
Forgive my general, and exceptfcfs rafhneft

You perpetual fober Gods. I do proclaim
One honeft man : Miftake mc not, but one

:

No more /pray, and he's a Steward.

How fain would I have bated all mankind.
And thou redeem*ft thy felf .• But all favc thee,

IfellwithCurfes.

Me th'inkes thou art more honeft now then wife

:

For, by opprefling aod betraying me,
Mmm 1 Tbou
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Thou might'ft have fooner got another Service ••

For many fo arrive »t fccond Matters

,

Upon their firll Lords neck. But tell cne true,

f For / muft ever doubr, though nc'rcfo (iuc)

Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covcrous,

IfnotaUfudngkindnefs, and as rich men deal Gifts,

Expcfting in return twenty for one ?

Sttw. No my moft worthy Maftcr, in whofc breft

Doubr, and furpc6t (alasj are plac'd too late

:

You fliould have fcar'd falfc times, when you did Fcaft.

Sufpeft ftill comes whereaneftateis leaft.

That which 1 {hew. Heaven knoWes, is meerly Love,

Duty, and Zeal,to your unmatched mind,

Care of your Food and Living, and believe if,

My moft honout'd Lord,

For any benefit that points to me.

Either in hope, or prcfenr, I'de exchange

For this one wilh, that you had power and wealth

To require me, by making rich your fclf.

Tim. Look thee 'tis fo .• thou fingly honert man.

Here take: the Gods out of my mifery,

Ha's fent thee tre^furcGo, live rich and happy.

But thus conditioned : Thou (halt build from men:

Hate all, curfcall, ftiew Charity to none,

But letthcfami(ht ficfh Aide from the bone.

Ere thou relievethe Beggar. Give to dogs

What thou dcnycli to men. Lei Prifons fwallow'em,

Debts wither'em to nothing, be men like blaflcd woods

And may Difeafes lick up their falfe blouds,

And fo farewel, and thrive.

Stea. O let me ftay and comfort ydu my Maftcr

:

Tim. If thou hal'ft Curfes

Stay not : flee, whil'ft thou art blcft and free :

Ne're fee thou man, and let me ne'rc fee thcc Exlti

Enter Poet and Painter,

Pain. As / took note of rhc place, it cannot be far

Where he abides.

Poet. What's to be thought of him ?

Docs the Rumout hold for true.

That he's fofull of Gold?
.P/JMT. Certain.

Alcitiadesieports it : Pbrima 2nd Timaxdra
Had Gold of him, he likcwifecnrich'd

Poor Oragling Soldiers, wiili great quantity.

Tisfiid, he gave unto his Stewardf

A mighty Sum.
Poet. Then this breaking of his,

Has been but a try for his Friends.

P/ijw. Nothing elfe

:

You {ball fee him a Palm in Athens again

,

And floutifh with the higbett :

Therefore, 'tis not amifs, we tender our loves

TohinV, in this fuppos'd diflrefs of his .•

It will fliew honcflly in us

,

And is very likely to load our purpofcs

With what they travail for,

Ifit be a juft and true report, that goes

-

Of his having.

Poet. What have you BOW
To prcfenr unto him ?

Painter. Nothing at this this time
But my Vifttation : only I will promifc him
An excellent Piece.

Potu I muft fervcbimfo too;

TcUbira of an intent that's coming toward him.

Psiitttr. Good as the bcft

Promi{ing,is ibc very Ayr o'lh'Time j

It opens the eyes of Expectation.

Performance, is ever the duller for his i&y

And but in the plainer and ftmpJer kind ofpeople,

The deed of Saying is quite out of ufe.

To promifc, is moft Courtly and faftiionable
5

Performance, is a kind of Will or Tcftamcnt

Which argues a great ficknefs in his judgment

That makes it.

Enter Timenfrom hU Cave'

TVffiwif. Excellent Workman.
Thou canft not paint a man fo bad

As is thy felf.

Pott. I am chinking

What / (hall fay / have provided for him i

It muft be a pcrfonatiiigof himfelf:

A Satyre againft the foftoefs of Profperitj?,

With a Difcovery of the infinite Flatteries

That follow youth and opulency.

Timtn. Muft (hou needs

Stand for a Villain in thine own Work t

Wilt thou whipthine own faults in oihet men ?

Do fo, 1 have Gold for t hee.

Pott. Nay let's feek him.

Then do we fin againft our own eftace.

I

When we may profit meet, and come too latC.

j
Painter. True ••

When the day ferves before black-corncr'd ni"ht

;

Find what thou want 'ft, by free and offct'd li^t.

Come.
Tim. lie meet you at the turn

;

What a God's Gold, that he is worflilpt.

In abafer Temple, then where Swine feed !

'Tis thou that rigg'ft the Bark, and plow'ft the Fome,
Setleft admired reverence in a Slave,

To thee be wotfhipr, and thy Saints for aye

:

Be crown'd with Plagues, that thee alone obey,

Fit I meet them.

Poet. Hail worthy Timofi.

Pain. Our late Noble Mafier.

Timen. Have I once liv'd

To fee two hoceft men ?

Pott. Sax-.

Having often ofyour open Bounty taficd,

Hearing you were retyfid, your Friendk fain off,

Whofe rhanklefs Natures (O abhorred Spirits)

Not all the whips of Heaven, are large enough,

What, to ycu,

Whofe Star-like Noblcnefs gave life and icfiucace

To their whole being ? /amrapr, and cannot cover

The monftrous bulk of this Ingratinide

With any fiee ofwords.
'^ TimcB. Let it go,

Niked men may fee'c the better

:

You that are honeft,by being what you are,

Make them beft feen, and known.
Paift. He, and my felf

Have travel'd in the great fhowcr of your gifts.

And fweetly felt ir.

Titf>e>t. I, you are honeft men.
Paint. VVc are hithercome

To offer you our fcrvice.

Timm, Moft honell men

:

Why

I
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Why how (hall / requite you ?

Can you eat Roots, and drink cold water, nof

Both' What we can do,

Wec'l do, to do you fcrvice.

Tim. Y'arehoncft men,

Y'have heard that / have Gold

Iimfureyou have, fpcak truth, y*archoncft men.

Pain. So it is faid my Noble Lord, but therefore

Came not my Friend, nor I.

Tim. Good honeft man : thoudraw'rt acounterftflt

Bell in all Athens, tha'rt indeed the befl,

Thou counterfet'ftmoft lively.

Pat'it. So, fo, my Lord.

Tim. E'nefofir as I fay. Andforthy fiftion.

Why thy Vcrfc fwells withftutfc fo fine and fmooth,

That thou art even Naturall in thine Art.

But for all this (my honeft Natur'd friends)

I muli needs fay you have a litde faulr,

Marry 'cis not monftrous in you, neither wi(h I

You take much pains to mend-

Both. Bcfcechyour Honour

To make It known to us.

T,m. You'l take it ill.

Both. Mort ihankfolly, my Lord.

Tim. Will you indeed >

S^ih. Doubt it not worthy Lord*

Tim. There's never a one of you but trufts a knave.

That mighiily deceives you.

Soih. Do we my Lord ?

Tim. I, and you hear him cogge,

See him ditrcinble.

Know hiffgroffepaichcry, love him, feed bim.

Keep inyourbofom, yet remain atfut'd

That he's a made-up Villain.

Paip. Iknow nonefucb, my Lord.

Poet. Nor I.

Tim. Look you,

I love you well, ile give you Gold
Ridmethefe Villains from your companies

;

Hang them, or Ihbthetn, drown them in draught.

Confound them by fomc courfe, and come to me,

lie give you Gold enough

Bath. Name them my Lord, let's know them*

Tim. You that way, »nd you ihiss

But two if> company

:

Each man apart, all fingle, and alone.

Yet an arch Villain keeps bim company ;

If where thou art, two villains (hall not be.

Come not necrhim. If thouwould*Hnot recide

But where one villain t$, then him abandon.

Hence, psck, there's Gold, ye came for Gold ye fiavcs

You have work for me, ; there's payment, thence,

YoM are an Alcumift, make Gold of tbi< i

Out Rafcall do^€J. trttf^t

Enter SttWAfd^wtdtwo Str.etifrs.

Stew. Icisinvainihatyouwoald fpcak with Timcn:
For he is fee fo onely tobimfelf,

That nothing but himfelf, which looks like man,
Is friendly with him.

I Sen. Bfing us to bis Cave.

It is our pan and promife fo i\\ Atbenieits

To fpcak with TitmH.

3 Sen. fit all times alike

Men arc not Hill the fame : 'twas Time and Grecfr

That fram'd him thus. Time with his fjirer band.
Offering the Fortunes of his former daics.

The former man may make bim : bring us to him
And chance it as it may.

Stew. Here is his Cave •

Peace and content be here, Tlmon, Tlmon^
Lookout, and fpcak to friends : Th'AtheniJD*
By two of thfirmoft reverend Senate greet iheer
Speak to them Noble Timm.

Enter Timon out ofhii Cmt.

Tim. Thou Sjn that comfort burn,

Spe^k and be hang'd

:

For each true word, abliOer, and each falfe

Be as a Cathcrizing to the root o'th tongue

Confuming it with fpcaking.

I Worthy r/ww.
Tim. Of none but fuch as you.

And you of Timon.
I. The Senators of Athens greet thee Tlmen,
Tim. I thank them,

And would fend them back the plague.

Could / but catch it for them,
I. O forget

What wc are forry for out fclves in thee

!

fhc Senators, with oncconfent of love,

Inireatthee backtoAchcns, who have thought
On fpecial Dignities, which vacant lie

For thybcft ufe and wearing.

z. They confelfc

Toward thee, forgetfulneflecoo general grofrci

Which now the publike Body, which doth fcldotB,

Play the rc-caotcr, feeling in it fcif

A lack of T/Ww aid, hath finccwithall

Of it own fjll»reftraimno aid to Timt»,
And fend forth us ro make their ibrrowed render.
Together, with a recompence more fruitful

Then their offence can weigh down by the Dramme,
I even fuch heaps and fummesof Love and Wealth,
As (hall to thee blot out, what wrongs were theirs.

And write in ihec, the figures of thcr Love,
Ever to read them thine.

Tim. You witch me in it

;

Surpriae mc to the very brink of rears j

Lend me a fools hearr, and a womans eic».

And ilebeweepthcfe comforts, worthy Senator?,

I. Therefore fopleafctbee to return with us,

And of our Ath<;ns, thine and ours to take

The Captainfhip, thou (halt be met with thank?.

Allowed with abfolutc power, and thy good name
Live with authority.- fo fbon we fhall drive back

Of Alcibudei h'approachcs wild

Who like a Boar too favage, doth root up
His Coufltreys peace.

3< And (hakes histhreatisii^ Sword
Againf^ the walls of Athens.

I . Therefore Timem.

Tim. Well fir, / will ; therefore I will (ir thus .•

If AUibladii kill my Countrcymen,
Lee Alcitiddes know this of Timon,

That Timon cares nor. But if he fack fair Aihent,

And take our goodly agcdmcn by tb'Beards,

Giving our holy Virgins to thefjain

Of contumelious, beaftly, madbriin'd warre;
Then let him know, and tell him TuwMfpeaksit.
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In pitty of our aged, and our youth,

/ cannot choofe but tell him that I care not,

And let him tak'cat worft : For their knives cire nor,

While you have throats to anfwcr. For my fclf,

There's not a whittle in th'unruly Camp,

But I do prite ic at my love, before

The reverendft Throat in Athens. So Heave you

To the protection of the profperous Gods,

AsTheevesto Keepers.

Stew. Stay not, all's in v^in.

Tim. Why I was writing of my Epit,iph,

h will be fcen to morrow. My long fickneffe

Of Health, and Living, now begins to mend.

And nothing brings me all things. Go.Uve fiill,

Be Akibiitdes your plague j
you his.

And laftfo long enough.

I, Wefpeak in vain,

Tim. But yet Hove my Countrcy, and am not

One that reJoyces in the common wrack.

As common bruit doth put it.

1. That'jwellfpoke.

Tim. Commend me to my loving Countrey-men.

I. Thcfe words become your lips as they paffc thorow

them.

i. And enter into our ears, like great Triumphcrs

Id their applauding gates.

Tim. Commend me to them,

And tell them, that to cafe them of their griefs.

Their fears of Hoftileftrokes, their Aches loffes,

Their pangs of Love, with other incident throwes

That Natures fragile veffcll doth fultain

In lifes unccruin voyage, I willfome kindnefle do them,

He teach them to prevent wild Aktbittdtswuh,

1 . I like this well, he will return again.

Tim. I have a Tree which grows here in my Clofc,

That mine own ufc invites me to cut down.

And fliortly muft I fell it. Tell my Friends,

Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree.

From high to low throughout, that whofoplcafe

To rtop AfHIftion, let him take his haltc

;

Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe,

And hang himfelf, I pray you do my greeting.

Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you ftill fl^all

Find him.

Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to Athem,

T/wff" hath made bis everUHino Manfion

Upon the Beached Verge of the fait Flood,

Which once a day with his cmboffed Froth

The turbulent Surge {hall cover; thither come.

And let my grave- ftone be your Oracle:

Lips, let four words go by, and Language end :

What is amjffe, Plague and Infefiion mend.

Graves onely be mens works, and Death their gaiT\;

Sunnc, hide thy beams, T«wff« hath done his Raign.

Exn Tlmon.

1. His dl fcon tents are unremoveably cou|^d to Na-

ture.

2. Our hope in him is dead : let us return,

And ftrain what other means is left unto us

/n our deer peril.

1. A requires fwift foot. ExeHnt.

Enter twf tther Sentuors^ with a Mtjfenget.

I , Thou hali painfully difcovet'd s arc his Files

As full as ihy report .'

Mef. I havcfpoke the Icaft.

Befidcs hij expedition promifcsprefcnt approach.

'. Wcftand much hjzard, if tfcey bring not Tinton,

Me[. I met a Currier, one mine ancient friend,

Whom though in general part we were oppos'd,

Yetour old love madcajjarticolar force,

And made us fpeak like Friends. This man was ridirg

From Akibiades to Tlmons Cave,
With Letters ofintrcaty, which irr.portcd

His Fdlow/hipi'thcaufcagainllyour City,
Id part for his fake mov'd.

Enter tlx other SttiMors.

i. Here come our Brothers.

?. No talk of Tlmm, nothing of bim expedJ,

The Enemies Drummc is heard and fearful fcouring

Doth choak the air with Du<h /n, andpreparc,
Ours is the fall I fear, our foes the Snare. ExcH^t.

Enter a SoMldler In the woodsfethjng Timtn.
Sol. By all dcfcription this Diould be the place.

Who's here? Speak boa. Noaofwer? What is this?
T/wwisdead, who hathout-ftrccht hisfpan,
Some Bcaft read this J There do*s not live a Man.
Dead fure, and this his Grave, what's on this Tomb?
I cannot read; the Character ile take with wax,
Our Captain hath in every figure skill.

An ag d interpreter, though young in daies :

Before proud y^f/^^w he's fet down by this,

Whofc fall the mark of his ambition is. £xit.

Trumpets festnd. Enter Alctblades with his ftwtri

heftre Athens.

Ale. Sound to this Coward and lafcivioos Town,
Our terrible approach.

Stunds a farly.

The Senators afpear tipm the waBt.

Till now you have gone on, and fiU'd the time
With all £,icencious meafure, making your wills

The fcope of Juflice. Till nowmyfelfandfuch
As flept within the fhadow of your power
Have wander'd with ourtravcrrt Arms, and brcath'd
Our fufferance Vainly. Now the time is flulli.

When crouching Mirrow in the bearer ftrong

Cries ('of it felf) no more : Now brcathleffe wrong,
Shall fit and pant in your great Chairs of eafe.

And purfie Infolencclhall break his wiud
With fear and horrid flight.

I Sen. Noble and young ;

When thy firft griefs wae but a mecr conceit,

Ere thou hadft power, or we hadcaufe to fear,

We fcnt to thee, to give thy rages Balme,
To wipe out our ingratitude, with Loves
Above their quantity.

3. So did we wooc
Transformed Tlmon to our Cities love

By humble Meflagc, and by promift means

;

We were not all unkind, nor all defcivc

The common ftroke of warre.

I. Thcfe walls of ours,

VVere not ered^ed by their hands, from whom
You have receiv'd your grief : Nor arc they fuch.

That thcfe great Towres, Trophces, 6i Schools (hould fall

For private faults in them.

i. Nor are they living

_^_^ VVbol
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Who were the motives that you firft went out

,

Shatnc(ch« they wanted cunning in exccfs)

Hath broke their hearts, March, Noble Lord,

Intoour City with thy Banners fpred.

By decimation and atythcddcath ;

If thy Revenges hunger for that Food

Which N«urc loathes, take thou the dcHin'd tenth,

And by f be hnzjrd of tnc f. otted dye,

Lci:diethcfpottcd,

1 All have not offended :

For thofe that were, it is not fquare to take.

On thofe that are, Revenge : Crimes, like Lands

Arc not inherited, then dear Countryman,

Bringin thy rankcs, but leave without thy rage,

Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thofe Kin

Which in the blufter of thy wrath muft fall

Wuh thofe that have offended, like a Shepheard,

Approach the Fold, and cull ih' iak&cd forth,

But kill not all together.

2 What thou wilt.

Thou rather (halt enforce it with thy fmlle.

Then hew to'c with thy Sword.

I Set but thy foot

AgainH our rampyt'd gates, and they flull ope

:

So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before

,

To fay ihou'c enter Friendly.

a. Throw thy Glove,

Or any token of thine honour dfc

,

That thou wilt ufc the wars as thy redreft,

And not as ourConfufion : All thy Powers

Shall make their hirbour in our Town till we
Have feil'd thy full defire.

jitc. Tncn there's my Glove,

Defccnd and open your uncharged Porte ,

Thofe Enemies of Timo»/, and mine own
Whom you your fclvcs fhall fet otrt for reproof;
Fall and no more ; and to atone your fcarcs

With my more Noble meaning, not a man
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the nteam
Of Regular JuRicein your Cities bounds.
But (hall be remedied by your publick Lawes
At heavlcft anfwer.

Soih. 'Tis mofl Nobly fpoken.

j4ic. Defccnd, and keep your words.

Siter a Me^enger.

Mef. lA) Noble General, Ttmopi is dead,
Entomb'd upon the very hem o'l h* Sea,

And on bis Gravcrtonc, this Infculpture which
With wax I brought away : whofe foft ImprcfTion
Interprets for my poor ignorance.

Alelb'iadts rtadts the Epitaph,

ffere lies a wretched Cearfe, of wretched SoMll^ereft,

Seek.tt« wj name : A FU^xt consumejoUy Catifi /eft:
Hire lie I J imon^ who aU living metiydid htUft

Pafs fy,
and curfe thjfiU, htjia;m here ihygtte,

Thcfe well cxprcfs in thee thy latter fpirits

:

Though thou abbord'ft in us our humane gricfe?,

Scornd'il onr Braincsflow, and thofe our droplet J, which
From niggard Nature fall

; yet Rich Conceit
Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for aye
On thy low Grave : on faulrs forgiven. Dead
Is Noble Timon, of whofe Memory
Hereafter more. Bring mc into your City,
And I will ufc the Olive with my Sword :

Make war breed peace; make peace ftint wsr, make each
Prcfcribe toother, as each others Leach.

Let our Drums ftrike. Exeunt,

I
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THE TRAGEDY OF
JULIUS C^SAR.

Aclm^^rimus, ScaenaVrim^.

Enter FUvius, MitrellHS., and certain Commoner

f

over the Stage,

Ttavlns.

HEncc : home you idle Creatures, get you hotrtc

:

Is this a Holiday ? What, know you noc

(Being Mechanicall) you ought not walk

Upon a labouring day, without the fignc

Of your Profeflion ? Speak, what Trade art thou ?

Car. Why Sir, aCarpcmer.

Mitr. Where is thy Leather apron, and thy Rule?
Whit doft thou with thy beft apparrel on ?

You fir, what Trade are you ?

Cobl. Truly Sir, in refpc6iof a fine workman, I «m
but as you would fay, a Cobler.

Mur, But what Trade art thou ? anfwer me directly.

Cohl, A Trade Sir, that I hope I may ufc with a fjfc

Confcicncc, which is indeed Sir, a mender of bad fouls.
|

FU. What Trade thou knave # Thou naughty knave,'

what Trade ?
)

Cobl, Nayl befeech you Sir, be not out with me : yet

if you be out Sir I can mend you,

Mnr. What meaaft thou by that .• Mend me, thou
fawcy Fellow?

Cohl. Why fir, Cobble you.

Fla. Thou art a Cobler art thou ?

CoU. Truely fir, all that / live by is with the Aule : I

meddle with no Tradcfmans matters, nor womans mat-
ters ; but withall I am indeed Sir a Surgeon to old Shooes,
when they arein great danger, I recover them. As pro-

per men as cvtr trode upon Neats-Leather, have gone
upon my handy work.

FU. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day ?

Why doft thou lead thefc men about theHreets ?

Col>l- Truly fir, to wear out their ftioocs, to get my
feh into more work. But indeed fir we makc/ Holy-day
to fee Ctfar^ and to rcjoyce in his Triumph.

Mur. Wherefore rejoyce ?

What Conqueft brings he home ?

Whit Tributaries follow him to Rtmty
To grace in Captive bonds his Chariot wheels.
You Blocks, youilones, you worfe then fenfclcffc things:

O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,
Knew you not Fem\ej many a time and oft ?

Have you climb'd upto Walls and Battlements,
To Towers and Windows f Yea to Chimney tops,
Your Infants in your Arms, and there have face

The live-long day with patient cxpeaacion,

To fee great Pamfej p^ffc the flreets of Rome :

And when youfawhis Charriot but appear,

Have you not made an Univerfal fliout,

That Tjher trembled undeincuh her banks

To heat the replication of your founds,

Made in her Concave Shores ?

And do you now put on your beft attire ?

And do you now cull out a Holy-day ?

And do you now ft.cw Mowers m his way,
That comes in Triumph over Pomfe/s blood ?

Begone,

Runnc to yoor houfes, fall upon your knees.

Pray torhe Gods to intermit the Plague

That needs muQ light on this ingratitude.

Fla. Go,go, goodCountrey-men, and for this fault

Affembleall the poor men of your fort
;

Draw them to Tjl;er banks, and weep your tears

Into the Channcll, till the lowed ftream

Do kiffe the moli exalted Shores of alt.

Exeunt allihe Cowrnoners.

Sec where their bafdl mettle be not mov'd,

Theyvanifhtongue-ty'd in their guikineffe.

•

Go you down that way towards the CapitoH,

This way will I: Difrobeihe Imjgcs

,

If you do find them deckt with Ceremonies.
Mht. Maywcdofo?

You know it IS theFeaftof Luptrcall.

Fla. It is no matter, let no images

Be hung with the Cafan Trophies : He about.

And drive away the Vulgar from the (Iteecs

;

So do you too, where you perceive them thick.

Thcfe growing Feathers, plucVt from Ctfxri wing,

will make him flye an ordinary pitch,

VVhoclfe would fore above theview of men.
And keep us all in fervile fearfulncfl'c. Exeunt.

Enter Caf^r., Antony for the Conrft^ Calphttrnla, Pmii^De-
ctut, Cicero^ ButtuSy Caffnt, Caslfa, a ScMhfajer : af-

ter them Afurellus avd Flav'ius.

(^tf. > Calphnrnia.

Caskj. Peace ho, Cafar fpeaks.

Cdf. Calfhurnia.

Calp. Here my Lord.

Caf. Stand you direaiy in Jntenio'i way,
When he doth run his courfe. Antnle.

Ant. C«/i»r, my Lord.

Caf. Forget not in your fpeed v^«rw/#,
To touch Calfhurnia : for cut Elders fay.

The
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The Barren touched in, this holy chafe

,

Shake off" their Uerrll curfc.

Ant. I fliall remember
When Ctfar faiesDochis; it is perform'd.

Cef. Set on, and leave no Ceremony ouc.

Sooih. Cifar.

Cdf. Hi! Who calls?

Cask^ Bid every noife be flill : peace yet agiiti.

Caf. Who is ic in thcpreflc, that calls on me ?

I hear 4 Tongue ChriUcr then all the Mufick

Cry, Cafar : Speak, C<tfar is lurn'd lo hear.

Sooth. Beware the /des of March.

Ctf. Whatman is that?

Br. A Sooth-faycr bids you beware the Ides of March.

Caf. Set him before me, let me fee his face,

Cajfi. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon C<tf*r.

Cdf. WhatfailUbontomenow? Speak once again.

Sooth. Beware the Ides of March.

Caf. He is a Dreamer let us leave hitn : Paffe.

Sennet. ExeitMt. Manet Brut. & Cajf.

C/tJfi. Will you go fee the order of the courfc?

Brw. Not/.

Cdfi. I pray you do.

Brut. I am not Gamerom : I do lack fome pare

Of that quick Spirit that is in Antony:

Let me not hinder Cajfms your defircs

;

He leave you.

Cajft. Brtttus, 1 do obfcrve you nowof laic :

I have not from your eies that gcntlenefle

And flicw of Love, as I was wont to have

:

You bear too ftubborn, and coo flrange a hand

Over your Friends, that loves you.

BrM. Caffius.

Be not deceiv'd : if /have veyl*d my look,

/turn the trouble of my Countenance

Mcerly upon my felf. Vexed I am
Of late, vvith paffions of fome difference,

Conceptions onely proper to my felf,

Which give fome foylc (perhaps) to my Behaviours

:

But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd

f Among which number Cajfiutbt you one)

Nor conlirue any further my neglcft,

Then that poor Brutus with himfelf at warre,

Forgets the n-sew; of Love to other men.

C<iJJt. Then 5r«f«/,/havc much millook your palHon

By means whereof, this Brcft of mine hath buried

Thoughts of great value, wortliy Cogitations.

Tell me good ^/-ww, can you fee youiface ?

BrM. No C-iJ/lffS '.

For the eye fees not himfelf, but by rcfle6lion,

By fome other things.

CaffiHs. 'Tis juli,

And u is very much lamented Brutus,

That you have no fuch Mirrors, as will turn

Your hidden wort hi nclfe intoyoureye,

That you might fee your ihadow :

I have hedrd.

Where many of the bed rcfpcd In Rome,

(Except immortal C</4r) fpejkingof Brmmy
And groaning underneath this ages yoak,

Have wifh'd that Noble "Brutus had his eies,

"Bru. Into what dangers would you

Lead me CaJJius ?

That you would have me feck into my felf,

For that which is not in me ?

^*t/. Therefore good Brmm be prepar'd to hear j

And fince you know you cannot fee your felf

So well as by Refledlion 1 1 your Glaffe,

Will modedly difcover to your felf

That of your felf, which yet you know not of,

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus

Were I a common Laughter, or did ufc

To dale with ordinary Oaths my Love

To every new Protciter : if you know,
That / do fawn on men, and hug them hard.

And after fcandall them : or ifyou know.
That I proferte in Banqueting

To ail tne Rout, then hold me dangerous.

Fleurlp} and Shout.

Brit. What means this Showting ?

I do fear the people choofe C*fur
For their King.

Caj/i. I do you fear it ?

Then mull 1 think you would not have it fo.

Brit.l would not C^/fius, yet 1 love him well

:

But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ?

What is ir, that you would impart to me ?

Ifit be ought toward the general good.

Set Honour in one eye, and death i'th'other.

And I will look on both indifferently ••

For let the Gods To fpecd me, as I love

The name of Honour, more then / fear death.

Ca0. I know that vertue to be in you BrtuHs,

As well as /do know your outward favour.

Well, Honor is the fubjeft of my Story.*

I cannot tell, what you and other men
Think of this life : But my fingle felf,

I bad as lief not be, as live to be
In aweof fucb athin^ as I my felf.

I was born free as Cafar, fo were you.

We both have fed as well, and we can both

Endure the Winters cold, as well as he.

For once upon a Raw and Gufly day.

The troubled Tybcr chafing with her Shores,

.
Cafar faies to me, dar'fl thou Cajftus now
Leap in with me into this angry Flood,

And fwim to yonder Point ? Upon the word.
Accounted as I was, I plunged in,

And bad him follow : fo indeed he did.

The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it

With lufly Sinews, throwing it afide.

And flemming it with hearts of Controvcrfie.

But ere we could arrive the Point propos'd,

C*far cry'd. Help me Caffius, or I (ink.

I (as tAEneas, our great ancellor,

Did from the Flames of Troy, upon bis flioulder

The old tAnchifet bear)fo, from the waves of 7^^
Did IthetiredCtf/ir: And this Man
Is now become a God, and Cafftus is

A wretched Creature, and mufl bend his body,
If Cafar carelefly but nod on him.

He had a Feaver when he was in Spain

And when the Fit was on him, 1 did mark
How be did rti jke : Tis true, this God did fhake,

His Coward lips did from their colour flye,

And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the World,
Did loofe his Luftrc : I did hear him groan

:

I, and that tongue of his that bad the Rommi
Mark him, and writ his Speeches in their Books,

Alas, it cryed. Give me fome drink Tuinitsst

As
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As a fick Girlc ; Yc Gods, ic doch amaze mc,

A manof fuch a feeble temper fliould

So gee the ftarc of che Ma;e(iick world ,

And beir chc Palm alone.

Shout. Fliunjb.

Brit. Another general fliout ?

I do believe, thicthefeapplaufcs are

For fomc new Honours, that arc hcap'don dfar.

Cafi. Why man, he doth beftridc the narrow world

Like a Coloffus, and we petty men

Walk under his hu^c legs, and peep abouc

To find our felvcs di(honourablc Graves.

Men at fomc time, arc Matters of their Fates.

Tncfjult Cdcar Bmiu) is not in our Scars,

Buc in our Selves, that we are underlings.

Brmtu and Cdfxr : What fhould be in that Cdfar f

Why fhould that name be founded more then yours

Write them together •• yours is as fair a Name :

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well.

Weigh them, it is as heavy: Conjure wiih'emman,

BratHS will Hart a Spirit as foon as dfar.

Now in the names of all the Gods at once.

Upon what meat doth this our Cafar feed,

That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art fliam'd.

Rome, thou haft lolt the breed of noble Blouds.

When went there by an Age, fince the great Floud,

Butit wasfam'dwith more then with one man?

VVnen could they fay (till now) thattalk'd of Rome,

That her wide walkes incompaft but one man ?

Now is it Rome indeed, and Room enough

When there is in it but one only man.

/ you and I, have heard out Fathers fay.

There was a Bmns once, that would have brook 'd

Tn eternal Devil to keep his State in Romey

Aseafilyas jKing.

"Bru. That you do love me, / am nothing jealous

.

VVhacyou wouldwork mc to,l have fome aim:

How I have thought of this, and of ihefe times

1 Hiall recount hereafter : For this prefent

,

I would not fo (with love 1 might entreat you )

Be any further mov'd : What you have faid ,

1 will confider vwhat jou have to fay

I will with patience hear, and find a time

Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high thing?.

Till then my Noble Friend, chew upon this

:

Brutus had rather be a Villager,

Thentorepute himfelfaSon olRomt

Under thefe hard Conditions, as this time

Is like to lay upon us.

CMJfi. \ am glad that my weak words

Hive flruck but thus much (hew of fire from Brmus.

Emtr Cdfar and his Train.

Bru. The Games are done

,

And C^f(tr is returning.

CAft. As they pafs by.

Pluck Coik* by the Sleeve,

And he will (zLt: hisfowr fjfhion)tcll you
What hath proceeded worthy note today.

Bru. I will do fo : but look you C'lf^"^ »

The an<jry fpot doth blow on dtfars brow.
And all the reft look like a chidden train ;

CalphurutAS Check is pale, and Cicero

Lookcs with fuch Ferret, and fuch fiery eyes

As we have fecn him in the Capitol

Being croft in Conference, by fome Senators.

Cafji. Catka will tell us what the matter is.

Caf. j^Htonio.

Ant . Ctfar,

Cif. Let me have men about mc that are far,

Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep a nights

:

Yond C/i/jtw has a lean and hungry look,

He thinkes too much : fuch men arc dangerous.
Ant.Vzit him not C-r/Wr, he's not dangerous.

He is a Noble Roman^ and well given.
Crf/. Would he were fatter ; But / fear him nor

:

Vet if my name were liable to fear,

/ do not know the man / fhould avoid,

SofoonasthatfparcC^/i/w. He reads much,
He is a great Obfcrver, and he lookcs
Quite through che Deeds of men. He bves no Playcs,
As thou doft Anitnji : hc hcarcs no Mufick •

Seldom he fmilcs, and fmiles in fuch a fore
As if he mock'd himfcif, and fcorn'd his fpiric
That could he mov'd to fmileat any thin?,
Suchmenashe, be never at hearts cafe"

Whiles they behold a greater then themfclves,
And therefore are they very dangerous.
/ rather tell thee what is to bs fcar'd,

Then what / fear : for al wjics / am Cdfar,
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deif^
And tell me truly, what thou think'ft of him.

Senmc.
Exeunt Ctfar and hU Train.

Cask. Youpul'd mc by the Cloak, would you fpeak with
me ?

*

Bru. 1 Caikf^ tell MS what hath chanc'd to day
That C-e/ar lookcs fo fad.

Cask: Why you were with him, were you not ?
Brn. I (hould not then ask Ca4ka what had chanc'd.
Cask. Why there was a Crown offer-d him ; and bein^

oftei'dhim, he pur it by w.ch the back of his hand thus!
and then the people fell a Ihouting.
Bru. What was the fecond noyle for ?
Crf*i^. Why for that too.

Cafsy They Ihouted thrice : what was the laft crv for >

Cask: VVhy foT that too.
'

Brm. Was the Crown offer 'd him thrice ?

Ca4k.\ marry was'r, and lie put it by thrice, every time
gc.ulcr then other; and at every putting by, minehoncft
Neighbours fliouted.

Caf. WVho offefd him the Crown ?

Ca4k. VVhy Anton;.

Bru. Tell us the manner of ir, gentle Coilra.
Coika. 1 can as well be hang'd as tell the manner of ir .•

It were mecr Foolery, I did not mark it. I fiw Mt^k,
Anton-f offer him a Crown

, yet 'twas not a Crown nei-
ther, 'twas one of thcfe Coroners : and as 7 told you

,

he put it by once.- but for all that, to my thinkm'^, he
would fam have had it. Then he offered it to him foain

:

then he put ic by again.- but to my thinking, he^'wa^
very loath to Jay his fingers off ir. And then he offe-
red it the third time: he put it the third time bv, and Hill
as he refusd it, thcrabhlement howted, and clipp'd
their chopc hands, and threw up their fweaty Ni^ht-
caps., and uttered fuch a deal of ftinking breath ,V
caufe C^^ar refus'd the Crown , that it had ( ilmoft)
choaked Cafar''. for he fwoonded , and fell down
at K .• And for mine own part, I durit not laugh

,

for fear of opening my Lips , and reccivinc» the bad
Ayr.

*

Cafti.
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Cafsl. Butfoft I pray you : what did^<(/(tr fwound ?

C*sk^ He tell down in the Mirkci-place, and foim'd at

mouih,and was fpeechlefs.

Brut.* ris very like he hath the filling ficknefs.

Cafst. No, Cxfar hat h it not: but you, and I.

And honcft C<mj^<i, wc have the falling ficknefs.

CmI^ I know not what you mean by that, but / am fure

C^far fell down , if the tag rag people did not clap him
,

and hifs him, according as he pleas'd , and difpleas'd

them, as they ufe to do the Players in the Theatre, . / am
no true man.

Brut. What fiid he, when he came onto hiir.felf ?

C<«i^. Marry, before he fell down , when he percciv'd

the common Heard was glad he refus'd the Crown, he

pi uckt me ope his Doublet, and ofFer'd them his Throat

to cut; and /had been a man of any Occupation, if /

Would not havfc taken him at a word, /would/ might

go to Hell among the Ro^^.ucs , and fo he fell. When

If / were Brmns now, and he were Cafslus^

He rhould not humor me. 1 will this nighr.

In fcveral hands, in at his windows throw,
As if they came from fcveral Citizens,

VVritings, all tending to the great opinion
That Rome holds of his Nafflc : wherein obfciirely

Citfari ambition fhall be glanced at.

And after this, lee C</"«r feat him fure,

For we will Qiakc him, or worfc daies endure.

Thunder and Lightning. Enter Cail(»,

and Cicero.

Exit.

he came to himiclf again , he faid , If he had done, or

faid any thing amifs, he dcfir'd their worfliips to think

it was his infirmity. Three or four Wenches where 7

Hood , cryed , Alafs good Soul , and forgave him with

all their hearts: But there's no heed to be t^ken of them ; if

C<ifar had ftabl'd their Mothers, they would have done no
lefs.

Brut. And after that, he came thus fad away.

Cuk: I.

Capi. Did Cicera fay any thing ?

Casl^. /, he fpoke Greek.

Ctifst. To what etfc6t ?

C/«i^. Nay, and / tell youthat, Ilene'relookyou i'ch'

face again. But thofe that underflood him, jlmil'd at one
another, and fhook their heads : but for mine own part it

w,is Greek to me. I could tell you more news too .• Af/t-

rellus indj/avius, for pulling Scartfes off Ct/irx Images,
arc put to filencc. Fare you well. There was more Foolery
yet, ifl could remember it.

Cafs. Will you fup with me to night, Catl^ ?

Casl^ No, I am promis'd forth.

Cafji. Will you dine with me to morrow ?

Crf/i^/,if / be alive, and your mind hold,ind your din
ner worth the eating.

C<*f''' Good, / will expeft you.

CmI^. Do fo .• fjtewel both.

Exit.
"Bru. Whar a blunt fellow is this grown to be ?

He wasquiik Mettle, when he went to School.

C«f»' So is he now, in execution

Of any bold or noble Enterprizc,

How-ever he puts on this tardy form

:

This Rudencfs is a Sawce to his good wir.

Which gives men ftomack tadigcft his words
With better Appetites.

Brut. And fo it is :

For this time / will leave you

:

To morrow if you pie^fc to fpeak with me,
/ will come home to you : or ifyou will.

Come home to me, and / will wait for you.

C»fit. 1 will do fo : till then, think of the world.

,,,,„„ ,

Exit BrutMS.
vVpn Brutus,thou art Noble : yet / fee

Thy honourable Metal may be wrouohc
From that it is difpos'd, therefore 'tis^meer,

That Noble minds keep ever with their likes :

For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc'd ?

Cafar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brmus.

CicGoodcvtHyC^ka: brought you Ca/iir home?
Why are you brcathlcfs, and why Hare you fo ?

Coik: Are not you mov'd, when all the fway of Earth
Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero,

/have feen Tempers, when the fcoldin^ winds
Have riv'd the knotty Oakcs, and /havc°fcen
Th 'ambitious OcemfwcU, and rsgc, and foam,
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds.-
But never till to night, never till now,
Did I go through a Tcmpeft-dropping-fire.
Either there is a Civil ftrife in heaven.

Or elfe the world, too fawcy with the Gods,
Incenfes them to fend dcHrut^ion.

Cic. Why, faw yon any thing more wonderful ?

Catkc A common flwe, you know him well by fight

,

Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn
Like twenty Torches joyn'd ; and yet his hand,
Not feofiblc of fite, remain'd unfcorch'd.

Bcfidcs, / ha'not fince put up my Sword,
Againft the Capitol / met a Lion,
Who glaz'd upon me, and went furely by,
Without annoying me. And there were drawn
Upon a heap, a hundred gaftly women

,

Transformed with their fear , who fwore, they faw
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the (hect5.
And yellerday, the Bird of Night did fit

,

Even at Noon day, upon the Market place,

Howting,and flireeking. When thefe Prodigies
Do fo conjoyntly meet, let not men fay, °

Thefe are their Rcafons they arc Natural

:

For / believe, they arc portentous things
Unto the Climate, that they point upon.

Cic. Indeed, it is a ftrangc difpofed time :

But men may conftruc things after their fafliion.

Clean from the purpofe of the things themfclves,
Comes ^dfar up the Capitol to morrow ?

Casl^. He doth .• for he did bid Antonio
Send word to you, he would be there to morrow.

Cic. Good-night then, ^^;^«i

:

This difturbcd Sky is not to walk in.

CmI^ Farewel C/fCT-fl.

Enter Cafsius.

Exit Qictro,

O/.VVho's there?
Cask. A Remane»
Caf. C*ik.tt by your voyce.
Cm^^. Your Ear is good.

Catfiftt^\Whit night is this f

Ca/si. A very pleafing night to honcft men.
Ca^k: Who ever knew the Heavens menace fo ?
Cafs,. Thofe that have known the Earth fo full of

faults.

For
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I

For my part 1 hive walk'd about tV« theets.

Submitting me umo thcperillous Nig'nt:

Andihus unbraced , Caska ^ as you fee,

Hivcbat'dmy Bofomtothe Thundcr-flone:

And when the croifc blew Lightning fccm'd to oj>en

Tne BrcH of Heaven, I did prefcnt my fclf

Even in the aime, and very flafh of it. (vens?

Cas!^ But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Hea-

It is Che part of men, to fear and tremble.

When the moft Mighty Gods by tokens fend

Such dreadful Heraulds, to aflonifh us.

C'^Jf'^'
You are dull, C<nk*

'

And thofc fparksof Life that fhould be io a RgmM^
You do want, or elfe you ufe nor,

You look pale, and gaze, and put on fear.

And caft your felf in wonder,

To fee the ftrange impatience ofthe Heavens .•

But if you would conlider the truecaufc,

Why all thefc fires, why all thcfc gliding Ghofts,

Why Birds and Bcalts, from quality and kind,

Why Old men. Fools, and Children calculate,

Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance,

Their Natures, and pre-formed Faculties,

To monlirous quality ; why you fhall find,

That Heaven hath infus'd them with thefe Spirits,

To make them inftrumcnts of fear, and warning,

Untofomemonftrous State.

Now could I(C<iJi^) name CO thee a man,

Mod like this dreadful Nighr,

That Thunders, Lighcens,opens Graves, and tears,

As doth the Lyon in the Capitol

;

A man no mightier then thy felf, or me,

Inpcffonal aftion 5 yet prodigious grown

And fearful as thefe Ikange eruptions arc.

Catki Tis C<«/<ir that you mean,

h it not, CaJJius J

Caf. Lee ic be who it is : for Romans now
Have Sinews and Limbs like to their Anceltors

;

But woe the while, out Fathers minds aredeid.

And we arc govecn'd with our Mothers fpirits.

Our yoak, and fufferance, fliew us womanifli.

^ail^. Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morrow
Mean to eliabtiHi Ctfar as a King.-

And he fhall wear his Crown by Sea, and Land,

In every place, favc here in Itdlj.

Cdf. 1 know where I will wearc this Dagger then;

CaJJiMs from bondage will deliver CaJJins :

Tncrein,ycGods, you make the weak mod ftrong
j

Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat.

Nor Stony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Braflc,

Nor air-lelTe Dungeon, nor firong Links of Iron,

Can be retentive to the ftrength of Spirit

:

But Life being weary ofthefe worldly Bartes,

Never lacks power to difmiffe it felf.

If I know this, know all the world befides.

That part of Tyranny that I do bear,

I can (hake off at plcafure. Thietderfiill.

I Cask^ So can I

:

So every Bond-njan in his own hand bears

The power to Cancel his Captivity.

faf And why (hould Cefar be a Tyrant then ?

Poor man, I know he would not be a Wolfe,
But t hat he fees the Romans arc but Sheep

;

He were no Lyon, were not RcmMs Hinder.

Thofe that with haftc will make a mighty fire,

[Begin it with Weak Straws. Whatirafli U ^»jik ?

What Rubbifh, and what Offall f wbeo it ferves

For the b;ife matter, to illuminate

So vile a thing a'? C"/""- ^"^ °^ S'"'*^

Where halt thou led me ? Ifperhaps)fpcak ihij

Before a willing Bond-man : then I know

My anfwer mull be made. But I am arm'd,

And dangers are to me indifferent.

Caskj. Vou (pcakto^rf/i^i, and to fuch a man.

That is no flearirg Tell-tale. Hold, my hand .•

Be factious for redrcflcof all rhcfe Griefs,

And I will fct this foot of mine as farre,

As who goes fart heft.

Cdf. There's a Bargain made.

Now know you, Caska, I hwe mov'd already

Some certain of the Nobleft minded Ramans

To under- goe, witb me, an enierpriic.

Of Honourable dangerous confcqucncc;

And I do know by this, they ftay forme
In Pomfeyi Porch; for now this fearful night.

There i« no ftirrc, or walking in the ftreets,

And the Complexion of the Element

Is Favours, like the work weiiave in hand.

Molt bloody, fiery, and molt terrible.

Enter Cinna.

Cdiki Stand dofc a while, for here comes one in

halte.

j Caf. Tis Cinna, I do know him by his Gate,

He is a friend. Cinna, where hafte you fo?

Cinna. To find out you: Who's that, Mcitlks

Cumber ?

Caf. No, it is Caska, one incorporate

Toour Attempts. Am I not Itaid forj^»«4?

Cin. I am glad on't.

What a fearful Night?

There's two or three of us have feen ftrangc fightJ.

Caf, Am I not ftaid for ? rell me.
Cin. Yes, you are, O CaffiuSy

If you could but winne the Noble Brmnt
To our party——•

Caf. Be you content. Good C««w«takc this paper,

And look you lay it in the Prctors Chair,

Where Bmiui may but find it : and throw this

In at his Window -, fet this up with waxc
Upon old Brmits Statue.* all (his done.

Repair to /'owpf;/ Porch, where you fhall find us«

Is DeciMs Brmus and Trtbonius t here f

Cin. All, bat MetellttsCimher^ and he's gone
To feek you at your houfe. Well, I will hie.

And fo bcltow thefc papers as you bad me.
Caf. That done, repair to Pomfejs Theater.

Exit CiwiMt

Come Caska, you and / will yet, ere day.

See Brntus at his houfe . three parts of him
Is ours already, and the man entire

Upon the next encounter, yields him ours.

Casl^. O, he fits high in all the peoples heart*

:

And that which would appear offence in os,

His Countenance, likericheft Alchymic,
Will change to Vertue,andto Worthinefle.

Caf. Him, and his worth, and out great need of him,
You have right well conceited: let us «>o.

For it is after Mid-nighr, and ere day.

We will awake him, and be futc ofhim.

N n n
Exttufy

AOsu
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(^clus Secundus.

Enter Brutus in his Orchard.

Bru. Whic Lucius, hoe ?

/cannon by the progreffeof thcScarres,

Give gucfle how ncer to day- Lucius^ /fay ?

I would ic were my fault to fleepfofoundljf.

When Lncius, when? awake, /fay: yfthn Lucius}

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Call'd you, my Lord ?

Bru. Get me a Taper in my Study, Lucius:

When it is lighted, come and call me here.

X«r. I will, my Lord. Exit.

Bru. li mud be by his dearh ; and for my parr,

/ know no perfonal caufc, to fpurn at him,

But for the general. He would be crown'd :

How that might change bis Nature, there's the queflion ?

/t is the bright day, that brings forth the Adder,

And that craves wary walking : Crown him i bar.

And ihen / grantvve put a lling in him,

That at his will he mny do dinger with.

Th'abufc ofGreatnclTe, is, when it disjoynes

Remorfe from power : And to fpeak. truth of Cafar,

I have not known , when his aft'cftions fway'd

More then his Rea(on. But tis a common proofe,

That Lowlineffeis young Ambitions Ladder,

Whereto the Climber upward turns his face:

But when he once attains theupmoit Round,

He then unto the Ladder turns his back.

Looks in the Clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees

By which he did afccnd : fo Cafar may

;

Then left he may, prevent. Andfince the quarrel

Will hear no colour, for the thing he is,

Fafhion it thus ; that what he is, augmented,

Would run ioihere,.ind thcfe extremities:

And therefore think him as a Serpents cgge,

VVhich hitch'd, would as his kind grow mifchievous

;

And kill him in the iViell.

Enter Lucius.

Z.Kc.The Taper burneth in your Clofet, Sir

:

Searching the window fora Flint, /found

This Paper, t.hus feal'd up,i>and /amfure
/ did n6t lye there when / went to bed.

Gives him the Letter.

"Bra. Get you to bed again, it is not day :

/s not to morrow (Boy) the i\tWoi March}
Luc. /know nor, Sir.

Bru. Look in the Callender, and bring me word.

Luc. /will, Sir. Exit.

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air.

Give fo much light : that / may read by them.

Gpns the Letter and reads.

Bru'HS theu /leep'J} ; awake, HMdjeethyfelf:

shall RotX)C,&c. ffCAk, fir Ike, redrejfe.

Brutus^ thcttjleep'fi : antake.

Such indigations have been often dropr.

Where /h we took them up:

Shall Rome, &c. Thus muft / piece It out: •

Shall Ro»>e{\m6 under one mans awe ? "VVhii Rome ?

My Anccdors did from the ftreets of Rof/te

The TarejHin drive, when he Wjas calTd a King.

Sftak, firike, redrejfe. Am / entreated

Tofpeak, andftrikc? O Rtme, / make the promife,

/f the redrefle will follow, thou rcceivcfl

Thy full Petition at the hand of Brutus.

Enter Lucius.

Lite. Sir, Anarch is wafted fifteen daies.

Knock^within.

Bra. Tis good. GototheGate,fome body knocks:

Since C<«^«; firft did whctmeagainft Csfar,

/have not flcpr.

Between the a<fting of a dre^dfuI thing.

And the firft motion, all the Inttrim\s

Like a Phantafma, or a hideous Dream :

The Genius, 3T\d the mortal inftruments

Are then in cou'icell } and the ftiteof man,
Like to a little Kingdom, futfcrs then

The nature of an infurrc6Vion.

Enter Lucius.

Lac. Sir, tis your brother C.»^«/at tbcdoor,

Who dorh dcfire to fee you.

Bru. h he alone?

Luc. No, Sir, there are moe with him.
Bru, Do you know them ?

Luc. NojSir, their Hats are pluckt about their cars.

And half their Faces buried in their Cloaths,

That by no means / may difcover them,
By my mark of fivoiir.

Bru. Let'em enter

:

They are the Faftion. OConfpiracy,
Sham'ft thou to (liew thy dang'rous Brow by Ni^hr
When evils are moft free ? O then, by day

Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough.
To mask thy monftrous Vifage ? Seek none Confpiracy,
Hide it in Smiles, and Affability

:

For if thou path thy native femblance on,

'i^oiErehus ic (elf were dimme enough.

To hide thee from prevention.

Enter the Coufpiratars, C^Jfius, Cashj, Decius,

Cinna, A'fetellus, and Trebomus.

Caf. /think we are too bold upon your Reft

:

Goo<l .morrow Brutus, do we troable you ?

Bru. /have been up this hour, awake all Ni^ht ;

Know /thefemen, that come along with you?
Caf. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here

But honors you .• and every one doth willi,

You had but that opinion of yourfelf,

VVhich every Noble Roman bears of you.

This is Trebonius.

Bru. Heis welcome hither.

Caf. This, Decius Brums.

Bru. He is welcome too.

Caf. This, Caska ; this Cinna; and this Metellus
Cimber.

Bru. They are all welcome.
What watchful Cares doe interpofethemfelvcs
Betwixt your Lies and Night ?

Caf. Shall /in treat a word ? They whiffer.
Dec. Here lies the Eaft .• doth not the day break here ?

Cas\, No.
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines,

Thatfretthe Clouds, are McfTengcrsof Djy.
Caskj You ftiall confefle that you are both dcceivd ;

Here as / point my Sword, the Sunne arifes,

VVnich is a great way growing on the South,

Weigh-
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Weighing chc youthful Seafon of the year.

Some cwo moneths hence, up higher toward the North

He firft prefents his fire, and the high Eaft

Stands as theCapicol, dire(SIy here.

"BrH. Give me your hands all over , one by one.

Ctjfi. And let asfwear our refolution.

Bth. No, not an Oath : if not the Face of men.

The fuffcranceofourfoulcs, the times abufc ;

If thcfe be Motives freak, break offbeiimts,

And every. man hence, to his idle bed

:

So let high-fighted-Iyranny range on.

Till each man drop by Lottery. But if thefc

(As I am fure they do) bear fire enough

To kindle Cowards, and to ftecl with valour

The melting Spirits of women ; Then Country men,
What need we any fpur,but out own caufc

To prick us to rcdrcfs ? What other Bond,

Then fccrct Romxns, that havefpokc the word,

And will not palter ? And what oihei Oath,

Then Honefty to Honcrty eng.ig'd.

That this (hall bs.or we will fall for it.

Swear Pricfts and Cowards, and mencautelous,

Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fufFcring foules

That wclcom wrongs ; Unto bad caufcs, fwear

Such Creatures as men doubt ; but do not liain

Thecvcn vcrtucofour Encerptize,

Nor th'mfupprcfiTjvc Mettle of our Spirits,

To think, that or our Caufc, or our Performance

Did need an Ojth. When every drop of bloud

That every Romnn bearcs, and Nobly bearcs

Is guilty of a fevcral Baltardy,

Ifhe do break the fmillert Particle

Of any promifethat h.nh paft from him.
Cd/. But what of Citero f Shall we found him ?

I think he will ftmd very ftrongwi thus.

Coikj Let us not leave him out.

C;/«. No, by DO meanes.

Aic[. O let us hav6him, for his Silver balrs

Will putchafc us a good opinion.

And buy mens voyccs.to.commend our deeds

:

It (hall befaid, his judgmenr rul'd our hands,

Our youths, andwildncfs, fhall no whit appear,

Bit all be buried in his gravity.

Bru. O name him not ; let us not break with him .

For he will never follow any thing

That other men begin.

Caf. Then leave him our.

Coik^ Indeed, he is not fit.

Dec. Shall no man elfe be touchr, but only Cafdr ?

Caf. Deems, well urg'd : T think it is not meet,
Aittrk^Aitonji, fo well belov'd of Cafgr^
Should out-live Ctfxr, wc (hall find of him
A fluewd Contriver. And you know, his means
If he improve them, may well (iretch fo far

As to annoy us all : which, to prevent,
Let jIatoMj, and Cafar fall together.

i?r«. Our courfc will fecmtoobloudy, C''lHiCafiius,
To cut the Head otf, and then hack the Limbs

:

Like wrath In death, and Envy afterwards.
^nx/lmonj, is but a Limb of C*f<tr.
let's be Sacrihcers, but not Butchers Caius ;

We all (hnd up againit the fpirit oiCtfar,
And in the Spirit of men, there is no bloud

:

O that we then could come by Ctf*rs Spirits
And not difmembcr C*f*r ! Rut ( alas ; '

CafAY murt bleed for it. And gentle Friends,

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfuHy :

Let's carve him, as a Difh fit for the Gods,
Not hew him as a Citkafs fit for Hounds

;

And let our hearts, as fubtle Maflers do

,

Stir up their Servants to an a6l of rage.

And after feem to chide em. This fhallmake

Our purpofe ncccffary, and not envious.

Which fo appearing to the common eyes,

Wc ("hall becali'd Purgers, not Murderers.

And for Mtirk^ Antony y think not of him :

For he can do no more then Ctfitrt Arm,
When Ctfars head is off.

C<i/.Yct/ fear him,
For \n the ingrafted Love he beares to C*[ar.

Bru. Alas good Cifsins, do not think of him

:

If he love C/jiir, all that he fan do
Is to himfclfjtakcthoughr, and die for C«/<»r.

And that were much he lliould ; for he is giveo

To fports, to wildnefs, and much company.
Trtb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die,

For he will livc,andlaugh at this hereafter.

Clcckjirlkstf.

Bru. Peace, count the Clock.

Caf. The Clock hath (tricken three.

Treb. ' Tis time to part,

Caf. Bur it is doubtful ycr.

Whether r</*r will comcforth to day, crno:
For he is fupcrftitious grown of Ute,

^

Quite from the main Opinion he held once,

I

Ot Fantafic, of Dreams, and Ceremonies:
lit may be, thefc apparent Prodigies

,

' Tne unaccuRom'd terror of this Niohr
And the perfwafion of his Augurers,
May hold him from the Capitol to day.

r>#f. Never fear that: ifhe bcforefolv'd,
T can ore-fway him : for he loyes to hear
That Unicornes may be betray'd with treej
And Bears with Glaflcs, Elephants with Holes,
Ltons with Toiles, and men with Flatterers.
But, when I tell him, he hates Flatterers

,

He faic?, he docs i being then moB flattered.
Let me work

:

For I can give his humour the true bent

;

And I will bring him to the Capitol.
Caf N.y wc will all ofus be there to fetch him.
^r». By the eight hour, is that theuctermoft ?
Cw. Be that the urtermoft.and fail not then.

txru
^^"" ^'i'"-'"''<io^^ bear C*far hatred,

Whorated him for fpeiking well oi Pompej^
I wonder none of you have thoiightofhim.

Bru. Now good Metellus go along by him .•

He loves me well, and 1 have given him Rcafons,
Send him but hither, and He falhion him.

Caf. The Morning comes upon's :

Wec'l leave you ifr«/«/,

And friends difperfe your felves; but all remember
VVhat you have faid, and fhcJV your felves true Ronun:.
Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frelh and merrily,

'

Let not our lookcs put on our purpofes
But bear it as our Roinun Adiors do, *

With untir'd fpirits, and formal Gonftancy,
And fo good morrow to yo u every one. txt»r.t.

Mattel Brmus.
Boy : Lnctu,

: Faft afleep ? It is no matter,
Enjoy the honv-heavy-dew of Slumber ••

Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantjfics,

Nnn 2 Which
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Which bufie care drawes, in the braincsofmen j

Tlicrefore thou fleep'rt fo found.

Enter PortU*

Par.'Brhtus.xyl-o:<i.

Bru. Pcrtiay What mean you ? wherefore rife you now ?

Ic is nor for your health, thus tocotnmic

Your weak condidon, to the r.m cold morning.

Por. Nor for yours neither. Y'havc ungently Briutu

Stole frotn my Bed : and yellcrnighc at Supper

You fuddcnly arofe , and waik'd about

,

Mufing, and fighing, with your armes a-crofs

:

And when /ask'd you what the matter was,

You ftar'd upon mc, with ungentle lookes.

/urg'dyoufurther^ then youfcratch'd your head.

And too impatiently (lamptwithyour foot

:

Yet / infilkd, yet you anfwer'd nor,

Bur with an angry wafter of your hand

Cjave fign for mc to Icjve you ; So / did

,

Fearing to (hcngthen that impatience

Which fceai'd too much inkindled , and withal;

Hoping it was but an cffc£t of Humor,
Which fointime hath his hour with every man.

Il will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep
;

And could it work fo much upon your fhapc,

As it hathmuch prevai/d on your Condition,

/ (liould not know you BrniHs. Dear my Lord,
Make me acquainted with your caufe of grief.

Bm. 1 aai not well in health, and that is all.

Por. Brutus is wife, and were he not in health.

He would embratJc the me^nes tocome by ir.

Bru. Why fo / do : good 7eniago to ocd.

Per. Is Brutus fick ? and is it Phyfical

To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humors
Of the dark Morning ? What, is Brutus fick?

And win heflealout of his wholfom bed.

To dare the vile contagion of the Night ?

An d tempt the Rheumy, and unpurgcd Ayr
lo add unto his fickncfs ? No my Bi-musy

Yoti have fomc fick otfence within your mind,
Which by the Right and Vertucof my pbce
I ought to know of : And upon my knees,

I charm you, by my once commended Beauiy,

By all your vowesofLove, and that great Vow
Which did incorporate and make us one,
That you unfold to mc, your felf ; your half

;

Why you arc IiCAvy, and whar men tonighc
Have had rcfort to you : for here have been
Some fix or fcven, who did hide their faces

Even from darkncfs.

Bru. Kneel not gentle Portia.

Per. I flioojd not need, if you were gentle Brutns.

Within the bond of Marriage, tell me Brutuj,
l^ it Accepted, /fliould know no Secrets

That appertain to you? Am /your felf,

But asitvvercin fort, or limitation ?

To keep with you at meales, comfort your Bed,
Andtalktoyoufometimcs? Dwell / but in the Suburbs
Of your good plc-ifure ? Jf it be no more,
PcttA is B'-mns Hirlor, not his Wife.

/?>-«.Youarcmytrue and honourable wife.
As dear to me, as arc the ruddy drops

Tbatvifitmy fidheut.

Par. If this were true, then iliould Iknow thisfccrct.

I grant 1 am a woman ; but wit bal,

A woman thatLord5f«r«/ took to wife:

I grant I am a woman j but withal,

A woman well reputed : Cuto's Daughter.

Think you, 1 am no rtronger then my Sex
Being fo Fathcc*d,and fo Husbanded ?

Tell mc your Counfcls, /will not difclofeem:
I have made flrong proof of my Conftancy,

Giving my felf a voluntary wound
Here, m the Thigh ; Can / bear that with patience,

And not my Husbands Secrets ?'

Bru. O ye Gods.'

Render me worthy of this Noble wife. Knock:
Heark, hcark, one knocks : Portia go in a while,

And by and by thy bofom fhall partake

The fecrets of my hearr.

All my engagements,! will conf^rue to thee,
All the Charsdtery ofmy fad browes .•

Leave me wit h haft, exit PmU.

Enttr Lucius, and LigArlus.

Lucius^ who's that knockes ?

Luc. Here is a fick man that woulj fpcak with you.
Bru. Caius LigarluSy ih.i Mttellus fpakc of.

Boyjiandaride. Caius Li^arius, how?
Cal. Vouchfafc good morrow from a feeble tongue.
Bru. O what a time have youchofeout brave Calut

To wcjr a Kerchief ? Would you were not fick.

C/ii. 1 am not fick, if Jrw/x; have in hand
Any exploit worthy the name of Honour,

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand Llimus,
Had you a hcjlthfulear tobearof it.

Cai. By all the Gods that Romans how before,
1 here difard my ficknefs. Soul of Feme,
Brave Son, deriv'd from honourable Loyncs,
Thou like an Exorcift, haft conjur'd up
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me run,

And I will ftrive with things importibic.
Yea get the better of them. What's to do ?

£ru. A piece of work.
That will make fick men whole.

Cai. But are not fome whole, that we muft make fick ?
Bru. That mult wealft;. What it is my Caius,

1 fliall unfold to thee, as we are going.
To whom it mult be done.

Cat. Set on your foot.

And with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you,
Todo Iknow not what: butitfufficech
That Brutus leads mc on. Thunder

^^«. Follow me then. i:^.f^„,[

Thunder ard Lightning.

Enter JutinsC<tfar in his Night-Cnu.

Cafar. Nor Heaven, nor Earth,
H^ve been at peace to nioht .•

Thiicc hath Ca'phumia in her fleep crjed out j
Help, ho

: they murder C^ar. Who's within ?

Enttr a Servant.
Ser. My Lord.

Caf, Co bid the Priells do prcfent Sacrifice,
And bring me theiropinions of Succefs.

5(rr.I willmyLord.
£^^.,7.

Snter Calpharnia.
Cat. What mean you Ctf^r ? Think you to walk forth ?

You (lull not fiir out of your houfc to day.
Ca/.^afttr Oiail forth ; the things that threatcn'd me,

^c r lookt but on my back : When they fnall fee
Fhefjce oiCtfar, they are vaciilicd.

!?•]
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C«tp, Cdfar^ I never flood on Cercmonic?,

Yet now they fright me : There is one within,

Bcfides the things thit we have heard andfccn,

Recounts molt horrid fights fcen by the Watch,

A Lioncfs hach whelped m the flrects,

And Graves hive yawn'd, and yielded up their dead;

Fierce fiery warriours fight upon theOoods
In Rinkcs and Sciuadrons,and right form of war

Which drizzel'd Dloud upon the Capitol ;

The noife of Battel hurried in the Ayr

:

Hotfcs did neigh, and dying men did groan,

And Ghofts did (hriek and fqucal about the flreetJ.

C<e/iir, thefe things jrc beyond all ufc,

And I do fear them.

C^J. Whit can be avoyded

Whole end is purposed by the mighty Gods?

Yet Cifar fluU go forth .• for thcfc Picdidions

Are to the world in general, as to Cdfdr,

Calf. When Beggars die, there are no Comets feen.

The Heavens rhemfclvcs blaic forth the death of Princes.

Citf. Cowards die many times before their deaths,

Thevalianc never taft of death but once:

Of all the wonders that / ycc have heard,

Ic fccmes to me molt Itrange that men ihoald fear,

Seeing that death, a neceffiry end

Will come, when it will come.

Enter uServmt,

What fay the Auguiers t

Ser. They would not have you to ftit forth to day.

Plucking the Entrals of an Offering forth.

They could not find a heart within the beaft.

Csf. The Gods do this in <liamcof Cowardife

:

C<efar Oiould be a Bealt without a heart

If he fliould flay at home to day for fear

:

No, Cifar fliall not ; Danger kriowcs full wdl
That Ctcfar is more dangerous then he.

We hear two Lions litter'd in one day.

And / the eider and more terrible,

And ^<e/4r fl\all go forth.

CaI. Alas my Lord,
Your wifdom isconfum'd in confidence

:

T)o not go forth to day : Call ic my fear,

That keepes you in the houfe, and not your own.
VVc'Ifend/W/<rjii_^«a»;rtoihe Senate houfe,

And he (hall fay, you are not well today

:

Let me upon my knee prevail in this

C^f- Mark^ Antony (hill fay / am not well

,

And for thy humour , 1 will ftiy at home.
Enter 'DetiHS.

Here's Bedus 'Brwrn he (ball tell them fo.

Dec. C*[4(ry all hail : Good morrow worthy ^^/««r,

1 come to fetch you to the Senate houfe.

Ctf, And you are come in very happy time.
To bear my greeting to the Senators,
And tell them that I will not come to day :

Caiinor, ix falfc : and that I dare not, falfer

:

I will not come to day, tell them fo DKi»h
C»l. Say he is fick.

C<[. Shall C<e/4r fend a Lye .'

Have I in Conquelt (tretcht mine Arm fofar.
To be afeaiM td tell Gray-beards the truth .•

£>fci«;, go tell them, C*^gr will not come.
Dec. Moft mightv C^/kr, let me knowfomecaufc,

Left I be 1 aught at when I tell them fo.

C4/.Theaufeisin my wilt, 1 will not come.
That is enough to fitisfic the Senate.

I But for your private fatisfadion,

Bccaufc I love you, / will lei you know.

CalfhiirnU here my wife, flaies me at home

:

She drcam't to night (he faw my Statue,

Which like a Fountain, with an hundred fpoutJ,

Did run pure bloud : and many lufty Romans

Came fmiiing, and did bath their hands in it

:

And thefe does (he apply, for warnings and poricntJ,

And evils imminent ; and on her knee

Hath begg'd, that I will flay at home today.

Dec. This drejm is all amifs interpreted,

Itwasavifion, fair and fortunate

:

Your Statue (pouting bloud in many pipes.

In which io many frniling Romans bath'd.

Signifies that from you great Rome fliall fuck

Reviving bloud, and that great men fliall prcfs

For Tin^ures, Staines, Rcliques, and Cognifancc
This by Calphurnia's dream is fignificd.

Caf. And this way have you well expounded ir.

Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can fay,

And know it now, the Senate have concluded

To give this day a Crown to mighty Cafar.

If you fliall fend them word you will not come.
Their minds may change. Bcfides, ic were a mock
Apt to be render'd, for fome one to fay.

Break up rhe Senate, till another time.

When Cafars wife fliall meet wich better DreamcJ:
If C4'«' hide himfelf, (hall they not whifpec
Lo Cdfar is affraid f

Pardon me Cafar, for my dear dear love

To your Proceeding bids me tell you this
•

And reafon to my love is liable.

C^f. How fooIi(h do your fears feem now Calfhitrai* f
I am afliamed I did yield to them.
Give mc my Robe, for / will go.

Enter Brutm, tigar'tus^ Metellus, ^<«J^4, Trf
hon'ms, Cwna, tmd Pni/lins.

And look where Pnhiins is comc to fetch me.
P«^.Good morrow C<e/Jir.

Cdf. Welcom /'o^//*;.

What Brmus, are you Hirr'd fo early too ?
Good morrow CMk.a, Cains Ligarlms,
C«/ir was ne'refo much your enemy.
As that fame Ague which hath made you lea.
What is'i J Clock?

Bru. Cdfar, tis ftrucken eight.

Cdf. I thank you for your paines and curtefie.

Enter Amonj*
Sec ^««r/,that Revels longa-nights
Is notwithltanding up. Good morrow Ammj»

Ant. So to moft Noble C^far.

Cdf. Bid them prepare within :

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

Now Cfuna, now Mete/Ins : what Trebtoktf
I have an houres talk in ftore for you .•

Remember that you call on me today

:

Be near me, that / may remember you.
Trei. C«/4r, /will; and fo near wi il / be,

That yotir bed Friends fliall wifh / had been funhcr.
Cdf.GooA Friends go in, and taft fome wine with aic

And we (like Fncnds) v\'ill ftraightvvay co tosether.
Bru. That every like is not the Ca;rc, O Cdfar ,

The heart of Brmus arnqe lo think upon. Exiwm.
Enter Artemidarus.

CdfiT^ tevMTt ofBrum, tak* heed efCdfitms ; cmme Mt
NntJ J wear
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near Coik^y have nn tjt to Cymtk, tTHJi not TrebontMS, mttrk^

TvtH MetellMs Cymhery Decius BnnHS loves the not : Then

hafi wrong d Ciius L'ig*riuS. There is hut out mind in all

thefe meriy md it u \)z>it ngixinji Cdfar : Jf then heefl xet Im
ni»rtal,loo\ahi>Myou'. SecUritj gives jvay to Ctn^ifucj. The
mighty Qods defend thee.

Thy Lover jiriemidants.

Here will I ftjrid, till Cafarfi(s along ,

And is i Sutor will /j;ivc hitn this

:

My heart Umcnis, thit Vcrtuecmnot live

Out of the tfcthof Fmuiation.

If thouxwd this,

O

Cdfar, thou maicft live ;

If not, the Fitcs with Triytors do contrive.

Enter Porti* dnd Lncius.

For. I pryihce Boy, run to the Senatc-houfc
,

Scjy not to anf;vcr me, but get thee gone,

Why doihhourtjy?

Lac. To know my errand Maditn.

For. I would hive had thee there and here agiin

Ere rcan tell thee whit thou fliould'il do there

:

ConlUncy, be rtrong upon my fide,

Sec a huge Mountain 'tween my Heart and Tongue ;

i I have a mans mind, but a womans might :

How hard it is for women to keep counfcl.

Art thou here yet?.

Lhc. Midim, whu fhould I do I

Run 10 the Capitol, and nothing eifc ?

And fo return to you, and nothing clfe ?

For. Yes, bring mc word Boy , if thy Lord look well.

For he went fickly forth : and take good note

What Cttfur doth, what Sutors prefs to him.

Hcjrk boy, what noyfcisthit ?

Lhc. I hear none M idam.

For. Prythcc liften well

:

1 heard a bufsling Rumour like a Fray,

And the wind brings it from the Capitol

Lhc. Sooth Madam, I hear nothing.

Enter the Soothfajer.

For. Come hither FelloW, which way haft thou been ?

Sooth. At mine own houfc, good Lady.

For. What is't a clock ?

Sooth. About the ninth hour Lidy.

For. hCdfttr yet gonc to fhc Capitol ?

Sooth. Madam not yet, I go to take my ftand,

To fee him pafs on to the Capitol.

For. Thou hart fomefutc to C^/nr, hall thou not ?

5M:A.That.7 haveLidy, if it will pleafe Crf/ar

To be Co good co C^far^is to heat mc:

I ill all bcfccch him to befriend himfclf.
(

For

him ?

Sooth. None that 1 know Will be,

Much that I fear may chance :

Good morrow to you: here the flrcecis narrow:

The throng that followe5Ci«/<ir at the heclcs,

Of Senators, of Pratt ors, common Sutors

,

Will crowd a feeble man ('almoft) to death :

lie get mc to a place more voyd, and there

Speak to ^^eaf Cxfar as be comes along. Sxit.

Say I am merry ; Come to me agiin,

And bring mc word what he doch fay to thee.

Jclm Tertm,

Flourlfh.

Enter Cdfur. Brutus, Caftiui.CMka, Deciits,MeteJlMsXre-

hoKius, Cjnnit, Antony, Lepidus, AnemtdorHs^fofi-

liMSy Avd the Soothfajer,

C*/. The Ides of M^rch are come.

Sooth. I Cdfar t but not gone.

Art. Hi\\C£[ar : read (his Schedule.

Dee. Trebonitts dQ\.\i.6z(\xt you to ore-read

(At your beft ieifurc) this his humble fuir.

Art. O Cdfur, read mine firll : for mine's a fuit

That (Ouches C-e/iir nearer. Readit grea: C<e/<ir.

C*(. What touches us our felf, Ihall be laft feiv'd.

An. Delay ncArCxftir, read it inftantly.

r^/. What, is the fellow mad ?

/'w^.Sirra, give place.

C-*/. Whatjurgc you your Petitions iuthe flrcec ?

Come to the Capitol.

Pep. 1 wifli your Enrerprizeto day may thrive.

Caf. What enterptize Ptpi/itti?

Pop. Fare you well.

Eru. What faid FopiHut Lena ?

Caf. He wifht to day our enterprizc might thrive

:

I fear our purpofe is difcovered.

Btu. Look how he makes to Cdfur : mark him.

C»f. C^ka be fudden , for we fear prevention.

5rw«/ what (lull be done ? If this be known,

Cajfius or Cdfdr never fhall turn back,

Fori will (lay my felf.

j5r«. Ctifsitit be conda'nt

:

PopHius Lend fpcakes not of our purpofe?.

For look he fmilcs, and Cdf^r doth not change.

Ctf Trehonius knowes his time : for look you Brutus

He drawes Murk.Antony out of i he way.

2?ff. VVhere is Metelltis Cimher, let him go,

And ptefently prefer his fuit 10 Cdfuf.

Bru. He is addreli : prefs near, and fecond bim.

Oil. Cdikd, you arc the firft that rearcsyour hand.

Cdf Arc we all ready? What is now amifs,

That C'f"'' »nd his Senate muft rcdrcfs ?

Meiel. Mod high, moH mighty, and moft puKTant Cdfar,

Wiiy know'it thou any harm's intcndcd.towards iWrt^i^wi C;W*rthtovvcs before thy Seac

An humble heart.

For. Lraurtgoin:

Aye mc'Hsw weak 3 thing

The heart of woman is ? O Brutus,

The Heavens fpced thee in thine entcrprize.

Sure the Boy heard me .• Brrnm hath a fulc

I That Cdfar will not grant. O, I grow faint

:

I

Run Lucius, it\6 commend me to try Lord,

Cdf. I mult prevent thee Cjmber :

Thefe couchings, arid thefc lowly curtefies

M'ght fire thebloud of ordinary men,
And turn pre- Ordinance, and firft Decree,

Into the lane of Children. Be not fond,

To think that C^/ir bearcs fuch Rebel bloud

That will be thiw'd from the true quality

With that which mcltcth FooUs, I m.ean fvvcct words,
Low-crooked-curtfies, and bafe Spaniel fawning

:

Thy Brother by decree is banilhcd

:

If thou dofl bend, and pray, and fawn for him ,

I fpurn thee like a Cur out ofmy vvay :

Know, C'^far doth not wrong, nor without caufe

Will he bcfatisfied.

Met. IS there no voyce more worthy then my own,
•To
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To found morefwcctly in great ^</'«r/ ear.

For the repealing of my banidi'd Brother?

Br^. I kirtc thy hand, bur not in fl«tcry 04^^'

Defiling thee that PMIhs C'mbir mvj

Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

O/. \Whii BrutMs?

Ctf. Pardon Ctfar : Cdftr pardon :

A'? low as to thy foot doth Cajftus fall.

To bcge infranchifemcnt tor PMhs Cimbtr.

C*f. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you,

If I could pray to move, Prayers would move mc ••

But I am conrtant as the Northern Starte,

Ofwhofc true fixe, and rcfling quality.

There is no fellow in the firmament,

The Skies are painted with iinnumbred fparks,

They arc all fire, and every one doth (bine

:

But, there's but one in all doth hold his place.

So, in the world, 'tis furnifl/d well with men,

And men are flcrti and blood, and apprehcnfivc -,

Yet in the number, I do know but one

That utjalhilablc holds on his ranlx,

Unfhak'd of motion : and that I am he,

Let mc a little (hew ir, even in this

:

That 1 was conltant Ciw^^r lliould bcbanifli'd,

And conftant do remain to keep him fo.

Cm. OCafar.

Cdf. Hence ; wilt thou lift up Olympus ?

'Dec. Great Cdftr.

Ctf. Do not BrutHs bootleffe kneel ?

Ctuk,. Sjicak hands for mc.
ThtjfiabCdfAr.

Citf. Et tu BfHte. -Then fall C<tfHr.

Cm. Liberty, Freedom ; Tyranny is dead,

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftrcets.

C<i/. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out

Liberty, frecdome, and Enfranchifement

Btm. People and Sinators, be not affrighted :

Fly nor, (liindllill, ambitions debt is paid.

Cusk^ Goto the Pulpit Brutus.

Dtc. And Cajjiits too.

Brit. Where's PMus f

CiM. Here quite confounded with this mutiny.

Met. Stand falhogethsr.lcltfome friend oiCtfars
Should chance-—

BrH. Talk not of ftanding, Publlus good cheer,

There is no harm intended to your perfon.

Nor to no Rom*n elfe : fo tell them Publlus.

Caf. And Icivc us Pubiins, left that the people
Rulliing on us, (hould do your Age fome mifchicf.

Bru. Dofo, and let DO man abide this deed,
But we the Doers.

Enter Trebtnlus,

Caf. Where is AKttnj}
Treb. Fled to his hcufe amaz'd

,

Men, Wives, and Children, (tare, cry our, and run.
As it were Doomefday.

Brn. Fates, we will know your picafures:
That we rtiall die wcknoWjtis but the time
And drawino daiesoat, that men ftand upon.

Cask^ Why he that curs offtwenty years of life.

Cuts off fo many years of fearing death.

Bth. Grant that, and then is death a Benefit.-
So arc we Cji/xt/ friends, that hive abridg'd
His time of fearing death. Stoop RomAns, Hoop,
And Ice us bachcour hands in Csfars blood
Up to the Elbowcs, and bcfmcar our Swords .•

iThcn wallcwc forth even tothc Market place,

I
And waviug our red weipons o'rcour heads,

Lei's all cry Peace, Freedom, and Liberty.

Caf. Stoop then, and waiJi. How many Ages hcncc

Shall this oUr lofty Scene be a<5ledovcr.

In Spates unborn, and Accents yer unknown ?

BrH. How many times fhall Ctfar bleed in fporr.

That now on Pomfefs Bafis lies along,

No worthier then the dull?

Caf. So oft as that fliall be,

Soof(cnnull the knot of us becall'd,

The men that gave their Countrcy liberty.

Dec. What, fliall we forth ?

Caf. I, every man away.

Brmus fliall lead, and we will grace hishects

With the moH boldcft, and beft hearts of Rente.

Enter a Servant,

BrH. Sofr, who comes here? a friend of jintonles.

Ser. Thus "BrutHJ, did my MaHer bid me kneel

;

Thus did Marlf^Antonj bid mefall dowD,
And being proHratc, thus he bad me fay,

Brmus is Noble, Wife, Valiant, and Honeft,

C*f<fr Was Mighty, Bold, Royal, and Loving

:

Say, I love Brums, and I honor him ;

Say, Ifear'd C</<ir, honoured him, and lov'd him.
li Brmus will vouchfafe, rhat Antony

May fafely come to him, and be refolv'd

Ho'^ftfar hath dcfctv'd to lie in death,

Mark_A»touj fhjil not love r<«/i«r dead
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow

The Fortunes and Affairs of Noble Bruttis,

Thorough the hazards of this untrod State,

With all true Faith. So faies my Mailer y^»ro«^

Bru. Thy Maftcr is a Wife and Valiant ^»/w(W,

I never thought himworfe:
Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place

He fliall be fatisficd, and by my honour
Depart untouch'd.

Ser. He fetch him prefently. £x:t Servmt.
Bru. I know that we fliall have him well to Friend.

Caf. I wilTi we may : But yet have I a mind
That fears him much: and my mifgivingftill

Falls fhrewdly tothepurpofc.

Enter Antony,

Bru. But here comes Antonj :

Welcome Mark^tyfmnj.
Am. O mighty C4far ! dofl thou lye fo low ?

Are all thy Conqucfts, Gforics, Triumphs, SpoilJ,
Shrunk to this little Meafure ? Fare thee well.
/know not Gentlemen, what you intend.

Who elfemuftbclet blood, whoelfcisianki
If / my fcif, there is no hour fo fie

As Ctfars deaths hoflrj nor no inflrument
Of half that worth, as thofc vour Swords; made rich
With the moft Noble blood'of all this wcrld.
I do bcfeech ye, if you bear mc hard.

Now, whil'/t your purpled hands do reek and faioalt
Fulfil your ^leafnrc. Live a ihoufand years,

I l>ia!l not find my felffo apt to die.

Noplace will pleafe me fo, no mean of death,
As here by Ctfar, and by you cu: off.

The Choice and Mailer Spirits of this joe.

Bru. O Antony! Beg no: your death ofus .•

Though now we muft appear bloody and audi.
As by our bands, and this our prcfent Aft
You fee we do; ye: fee you but our handJ,

And
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And this, the bleeding bufincffe they have done .•

Our hearts you fee not, they arc piaiful:

And pitty to the general wrong of Rtmt
As fire drives out fire, fo pitty,pitty.

Hath done this deed on Cdftir. For your part.

To you, our Swords have leaden points Mmk^Anttnfi

Our Arms in ftrengt h of malice, and our Hearts

Of Brothers temper, do receive you in.

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.

Caf. Your voiceilullbcasftrongas any mans,

/n the difpofing of new Dignities.

Bru. Oncly be patient till wc have appeas'd

The multitude, befide themfelvcs with fear,

And then wc will deliver you the caufe.

Why I, that did love Crf/<tr when Iftrook him,

Have thus proceeded.

Jnt. I doubt not ofyour wifdom :

Let each man render me his bloody hand.

Firft Marcits Brum will I fluke with you

;

Next Canti Caffiui do I take your hand ;

liow DeciusBrntHsyouts, now yours Metehs}

Yours CiKHA ; and my valiant Caska, yours

;

Though laft, not lean in love, yours good TrehmHSj

Gentlemen all: alas, what (hall I fay,

My credit now liands on fuch flippery ground.

That one oftwo bad waies you mull conceit me,

Either a Coward, or a fliticrcr.

That I didlove thee C*fary O lis true

:

If then thy Spirit look upon us now,

Shall it not grieve thee dearer then thy death,

To fee rhy j1i»oh]i making his peace.

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes?

Molt Noble ID the prefence ofthy Coarfe,

Had /as many eies, as thouhaft wounds,

Weeping as faft as they ftrcam forth thy blood,

It would become mc better, then to dofe

In terms of friendfliip with thine enemicj.

Pardon me f«//«/, here was't thou bay'd brave heart,

Hcrcdidft thou fall, and here thy Hunters ttand

Sign'd in thy fpoil, and Crimfon'd in thy Lethe.

O world / thou waft the Forreft to this Hart,

And this indeed, O world, the Hart of thee.

How like a Deer, ftricken by many Prince^

Dort thou here lye ?

Caf. M/trk^ Antony.

Ant. Pardon mc Cms Coffins:

The enemies of Cafart (hall fay this t

Then, in a friend, it is cold Modefty.

Crt/. 1 blame you not for praifmg Caf^tr fo.

But what compa£l mean you to have with us ?

Will you be ptickt in number of our friends,

Or fh'ill wc on ; and not depend on you /

Am, Therefore I took your hands, but was indeed

Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Cufar.

Friends am I with you all, and love you all,

Upori this hope, that you fliall give me Reafons,

Why, and wherein C<e/irwas dangerous.

Bru. Or clfe were this a favage fpcftaclc :

Out Reafons are fo full of good regard.

That were you, Antony the Son of Ctfar,

You fhould be fatisficd.

Ant. That's all I feek.

Andam moreover fuitor that I may
Produce his body to the Market-place,

And in the Pulpit as becomes a fiiend.

Speak in the order of his Funeral.

Brtt. YouCtiiW Mark^Aatony

C»f. iJr/ww, a word with you:

You know not what you do ; do not confent

That ^irr»»7 fpeak in his Funeral:

Know you how m.uch the people may be mov'd
By that which he will utter.

BtM. By your pardon I

I will my felf into the Pulpit firft.

And fticw the reafon of ouxC^fars death,

What -,^«ff«;fliall fpeak, I will protcft

Hefpeaksbyleave, and by permilTion

:

And that we arc contented Ct(ar fliall

Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies,
It fli all advantage more, then do us wrong.

Cttf. J know not what may fall, I like it nor.

BrM. Mark^ Antony^ here take you ^icfars body :

You fhall not in your Funeral fpcech blame os,

But fpeak all good you can devife or^«/<ir,

And fay you doo't by our pcrmiflion

:

Elfc fliall you not have any hand at all

About his Funeral. And you fhall fpeak

In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going.

After my fpcech is ended.

Ant. Beit fo;

I do defire no more.

Brti. Prepare the body then, and follow us. ExeuM.
Manet Ameny-

O pardon mc, thou bleeding pceceof Earth

:

That lam meek and gentle with thefe Butchers.

Thou art the RuinesofthcNobJcftman
That ever lived in the Tide of Times.
Woe to the hand that fbcd this coftly blood.

Over thy wonnds.nowdo I prophcfie,

CWhich like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips.

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue)

ACurfe fhall light upon the limbs ofmen J

Domcftick fury, and fierce civil flrifc.

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy t

Blood and dcflrudion fliall be fo in ufc.

And dreadful objefts fo familiar.

That Mothers fliall but fmilc, when they behold
Their Infants quartered with the bands of Warrc

:

All pity choak'd withculiom of fell deeds,
And Ctfars Spirit ranging for Revenge,
With Ate by his fide, come hot from Hell,
Shall in thefc Confines, wit ha Monarks voice,

Cryhavock, and let flip the Dog> of Warrc,
That this foul deed, fliall (mcU above the earth

With Carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enttr OQdvio't Servant*

You fervc OSavms C*f<tr, do you not i

Ser. 1 do Mark^ Antcny,

Ant. Cafar did write for him tocome to Rome,
Ser. He did receive bis Le i ters, and is coming.

And bid me fay to you by word ofmouth—*—
O Cafor!

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee a^art and vreep :

Paflion I fee is catching, for mine cics.

Seeing thofe Beads offorrow ftand in thine,

Began to water, /s thy Miflcr coming ?

Ser. He lies to night within fevcn Leagues of Rome,
Ant. Poll back with fpeed.

And tell him what hath chanc'd .•

Here is a mourning Rome^ a dangerous je^wr.
No Rome of fafcty for OElavius yet.

Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet flay a while,

Tfiou
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Tbou (halt not bick, till I have born this Coufe

Inco the market place : There fiial! I try

In my Oration, how the people take

The cruel ilfuc of thcfc bloody men,

According to the which, thou nwit dtfcoutfc

To young Oclav'ms of th«: ftatc of things.

Lend mc your hand. Exeunt.

Enttr Brutm And goes me th$ Pulfit, undCafsi-

ms with tht PUbtiMS.

Pie. We will be fatisfied : let us be fatisficd

.

I

Bru. Then follow me, and give mc Audience friends.

Cafsifu go you into the other ftrcet,

And part the Numbers:
Thofc that will hear mc fpeak, let 'em n^y here

;

Thofc that will follow Cafjies,^oc with him,

And publike Rcafons fhaJl be rendrcd

Of Ctfars death.

I Pie. I will hear Sriam fpeak.

2. I will hear Cafsint, and compare their Reafons,

When feverally we hear them rendrcd.

3. The Noble ISrMfK/ is afccndcd: Silence.

Br«. Be patient till the UR*

Romum , Countrey-men, and Lovers, hear mc for my
caufe, and be filent, that you may hear. Bclecve me for

mine Honor, and have rcfpedl to mine Honor, that you
may beleeve. Cenfuremein your wifedome, and awake

your Senfes, that you may the better judge. If there be
any in this Affembly, any dccrfricndof C^/^r/.to them
I fay, that "Brutus love to Ctfur, was no lefl'e then his. If

then, that Friend demand, why Brutus rofe againft df/kr,

this is my anfwer : Not that I lov'd C^fdr IclTc , but

that I lov'd Rome more. Had you rather Ctfar were li-

ving, and die all slaves ; then that Cdftr were dead, to

live all Free-men ? As Ctfttr lov'd me, I weep for him ;

as he was Fortunate, I rejoyccat it; as be was valiant, I

honour him : But.as he was Ambitious, I flew him. There
is Tears for his Love : Joy, for his Fortune : Honour, for

his Valour : and Death for his Ambition. Who is here,

fo bafe that would be a Bondman ? If any, fpealt, for him
have I offended. Who is herefo rude, that would not
be a Roman ? If any, fpeak, for him have I offended. Who
is here fo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any,

fpeak, for him have I offended. Ipaufe for a reply.

aL None 5>-«/«/, none.

Brutus. Then none have I offended. I have done no
more to Crf/iir then youfhall 60K0 Bruus. The Qncfti-

onof his death, isinroU'd in the CapitoU: his Glory
not exrenu ued, wherein he was worthy ; not his offen-

ces enforc'd, for which he fuffered death.

Enter Mark^Auttitj,v>Uh C^tfars hdj.

Here comes his body, mourn'd by Marl^ Antony, who
though he had no hand in his death, fliall receive the be-
nefit of his dying,! place in the Common-wealth,3s which
of you fhall not. With this I depart, that as I flew my
belt Lover for the good of Rome., I have the fame Dag-
ger for my felf, when it fliail picafc my Countrey to need
my Death.

Ail. Live Brums, live, five.

I. Bring him with Triumph home unto his houfc,

3. Give him a Statue with his Anccftots.

3. Let him be C*f*^-
\ 4. C*/<r/ better parts,

Zxit,

Shall be Crown'd in Brmui.

I. Wce'l bring him to his houfe,

With Showtsand Clamors.

'Bru. My Countrey-men.

a. Peacci filcncc, 'Brutus fpeak j.

1 . Peace ho,

Bru. GoodCnuntrcy-men, let mc depart alone ,

And (for my fake) ftay here with Antony -.

Do grace to C*/^; Corps, and grace his fpeech

Tending to C'f*'' Glories, which Mark, Antony

(By our permiinon) is allow*d to make.

I do inircat you, not a man depart.

Save /alone, till Antony hivc fpoke.

X . St ay ho, and let us hear Mark,_ Aitony,

J. Let him go up into the publique Chair,

Wcc'l hear him: Noble y^«<»«;goup.

Ant. For ^r«*/fake I am beholding to you.

4. Whit docs he Uy of Brutus i

j. He faies for "BrutusUVc

He finds himfclf beholding to us afl.

4- 'Twcrc bed fpcjk no harmcof Brutus here .>

1. This Cnfo' w^s a Tyrant.

3. Nay that's certain :

We ire glad that RtmeU tidofhim,
a. Peace, let us hear what AMony cin fay.

Ant. You °cm\e RomMs.
All. Peace hoc, let us hear him.
rf^w.Friends, ^ew*»;,Countrey-mcn,lend me your cars:

I come to bury Caf^tr, not to praifcbim

:

The evil that men do, lives after them.
The good is oft cnterred with their bonej,
So let it be with €4/0-. The Noble Brutus,
Hath told you C*f«r\\is Ambitious

:

If it were fo, it was a grievous faulr,

And grievoufly hath C</<r anfwcr'd it

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft,

(For 5rj»rw/isanhonouriblcman,
So arc they all, all Honourable men)
Come I to fpeak inCefgrs funeral.
He was my Friend, faithful, and jufltomc;
But Brutus faies, he was Ambitious,
And Brw«/ is in Honourable man.
He hath brought many Captives home to Jbrne^
VVhofc Ranfomcs did the general Coffers fill

:

Did this in C^far fcem Ambitious?
When that the poor hive cry'd, C^f^ bath wept

:

Ambition fliould bemadeof l^crner Ituffe,

Yet ^rw/Mf faies, he was Ambi;ious :

And BrutusMin Honourable man.
You all did fee, that on the Lufercalt,
/thrice prefentcdhim a. Kingly Crown,
Which he did thrice rcfufc. Was this Ambition /
Yet Brutus faies he was Ambitious

:

And fureheisand Honourable man.
I fpeak not to difprovewhat Brutus fpoke.
But here J am to fpeak what I do know

;

You all did love him once, not without caufe
What caufe with-holds you then, to mourn for him?
O Judgement/ thou art fled to brutifli Beaf^s,
AndNlen have loft their Reafon. Bear with me.
My heart is in the Coffin there with ^4/4r.
And Imurtpawfetillitcoirebackro me.

'

I. Me thinks there is much reafonin hisfayino*
/f thou confTdcr rightly of the matter,

^'

Ctfar ha's had great wrong.
^f,i$ plice.

3. Hi's he Miftcrs ? I fear there will a worfe come in

__^_ 4. Mark'd
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4. Mirk'd ye his words ? be would noc take the Crown,

Therefore lis certain, he was not Ambitious.

1. If it be found fo, fome will deer abide ir.

2. Poor foul ,hiseies are red as fire with weeping.

3. There's not a Nobler man in Romeihtn Anmj.

4. Now mark him, he begins again to fpeak.

Ant. Bjt yefterday, the word of C*[ar might

Havcltood againft the world : Now lies he there.

And none fo poor to do him reverence.

Maftersf li Iweredifpos'dto ftirre

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and Rage,

1 lliould do BrutMs wrong, and C^fsius wrong

:

Who fyou all knowj are Honourable men.

/ will not do them wrong : 1 rather choofe

To wrong the dead, ro wrong ray fclf and you,

Then 1 will wrong fuch Honourable men.

But here's a Parchment, with the Seal of C^far^

I found it in his Clofct, lis his Will .•

Let but the Commons hear this Telbment

:

(Which pardon mej I do not mean to read.

And they would goe and kiffe dead Ctfars wounds,

And dip their Napkins in his Sacred blood

:

Yea, beg a hair of him for Memory,

And dying, mentionit within their Wills,

Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy

Unto their iflue.

4. Wec'l hear the Will, read it Msrk^ Antony.

All. The Will, the Will ; we will hear CafAts Will.

Ant. Have patience gentle Friends,
J

muft noc read it.

It is not meet you know how C-c/^r lov'd you ;

You arc not Wood, you arc not Stones, but men ••

And being men, hearing the Will of C<e/<ir,

It will inflame you, it will make you mad

;

Tis good you know not thai you are his Heirs,

For if you fhould, O what would come of it ?

4. Read the Will, wet'lhearite^/^fw^r;

You (hall read us the Will, ^*/jn Will.

Ant. Will you be Patient ? will you ftay a while ?

I have o're llioc my felf to tell you of ir,

I fear I wrong the Honourable men,

Whofc Daggers fajve Ibbb'd frf/ar.-Idofearit.

4. They were Traitors, Honourable men ?

AH. The Will, the Teftamenr.

1. They were Villains, Murderers : the Will, read

the Will.
Ant. You will compell me then to read the Will j

Then makea Ring about the Corps oiCAfar^

And let me llicw you him thai made the will:

Shall I dcfcend ? and will you give me leave .>

All. Comedown.
2. Dcfcend.

3. You fhal! have leave.

4. A Ring, f^and round.

1. Stand from theHearfe, ftand fromtheBody.

2. Roomefor Aitonj, moll Noble Antony.

Ant. Nay prcflc no[ fo upon me, (land far re off.

All. Stand back, room, bear back.

A»t. Ifyou have tears, prepare to fhed them now.

You all do know this Mantle, I remember

The firft time ever C^fur put it on,

Twas on a Summers evening in his Tenr,

That day he overcame the Nervli

Look, in this place ran C^fsiut Dagger through

;

See what a Rent the envious C<i/i^« made:

Through this, the welbelovcd Brmus^ih'^

And as he pluck'd his curfcd Steel away.

Mark how the blood of Ctfar followed it.

As milling out ofdoors, to be refolv'd

If "Brmusio unkindly knock'd, or no

:

For "Brmui as you know, was Cdfstrs Angel.

Judge, O you Gods, how dearly Cdf^r lov'd him

:

This was the mofl unkindcH cut of all.

For when the Noble C<;/itr faw him (lab,

Ingratitude, mote ftrong then Traitors armes,

Quite vanquifh'd him : then burft his Mighty heart,

And in his Mantle, mutlling uphis face,

Even at the Bafe of Pomftj's Statue

('Which all the while ran blood) gre<!t Ci^lar fell,

O what a fall was there, my Coumrey-men ?

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,

Whil'fl bloody Treafon flourilh'd over us.

now you weep, and / perceive you feel

The dint of piity : Thefe are gracious drops.

Kind Souls, what weep you, when you but behold

Our C//4r's Vcflure wounded ? Look you here,

Here IS Himfelf, marr'd ai joufee with Traitors.

I. O pitteous fpcftacle
.'

i. O Noble C*[»r

!

3. Owoful day/

4. OTraitors, Villains.'

1. O moll bloody fight /

2. We will be reveng'd : Revenge

About, feek, burn, fire, kill, flay.

Let not a Traitor live.

Ant. Stay Counircy-men.

1. Peace there, heir the Noble Antony^

2. Wee'lhcar him, wee*l follow him, wee'l dye with

him. (you up

Ant. Good Friends, fwect Friends, let me not flirrc

To fuch a fuddain Flood of Mutiny ;

They that have done this Deed, are Honourable,

What private griefs they have, alas I know nor,

That made them do it : They are wife and honourable,

And will no doubt with reafons anfwer you.

I come not (Fricnds,)tQ (leal away your hearts j

1 am no Orator,is Brutus is

;

But (as you know me all^ 3 plain blont man
That love my friend, and that they know full well.

That give me publick leave to fpeakof him:

For I have neither wir, nor words, nor worth,

A6lion nor utterance, nor the power of fpeech.

To (lirre mens Blood. I onely fpeak right on :

I tell you that , which you your felves do know.

Shew you fwcet Cdfars wounds,poor, poor dumb mouths

And bid them fpeak forme: But were I Brmus^

And Brtftm Antonj, there were an Antony

Would rufRe up your Spirits, and put a Tongue
In every Wound of Ca[ar, that fhould move
The ftones of Rome to rife and mutiny.

All. Wee 'I Mutiny.

I. Wee'l burn the noufe tiBrHtm.

3. Away then, come feck the Confpirators.

Ant. Yet hear me Coutitrcy-men,yet hear me fpeak.

A^. Peace hoe, htn Antony ^rCiodtidblt Antony.

Ant. Why Friends, you go to do you know noc what.
Wherein huhCtfttr thus defeiv'd your loves ?

Alas you know not, I mu(l tell you then .•

You have forgot the Will I told you of.

All. Moft true,the Will, let's flay and hear the Will.

Ant. Here is the Will, and under Crfi/iir; Seal

:

To every Roman Citizen he gives,

To every fevcral man, feventy five Drachmaes.

2. PU.
\
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» Pie. Moft Noble Ctfar, wee'l revenge his death.

3 ?/<r. O Royal ^<«/4r.

jint. Hear me wich paiience.

uill. Peace hoa.

Am- Moreover be hath left you all his Walkes,

His private Arbours, and new-planted Orchards.

On this fide Tjher, he hath left them you,

Andtoyoiirheiresfor ever: common pleafurcs

To walk abroad, and recreate your fclves.

Here was a Cafar : when comes fuch another ?

1 P/e. Never, never : comei, away, away 2

Wee'l burn his bocy inthc holy place,

And with the Brands fire all the Traycors houfcs.

Take up the body.

2 /'/(T. Go fetch fire.

3 pie. Pluck down Benches.

4 Pie. Pluck down Formes, Windowes, any thing.

Exeunt Plebsj^ans.

^«f. Now let ic work .• Mifchief thou area-foot,

Take thou what courfethou wilt.

How now Fellow ?

Enter Servant.

Ser. Sir, OUavms is already come to Rome*

^«f.VVhertishe?
Ser. He and Lepldiu arc at C<tf4rs houfc.

Ant. And thither will I Uraight,(ovihc him :

He comes upon a wi(h. Fortune is merry,

And in this mood will give us any thing,

Ser. I heard him fay, Brutus ind Caftius

Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of /J(?w^

Ant. Belike they hidfome notice of the people

How / had naovcd them. Bring me to 0£lavms. Exeunt.

Enter Gum* the Pott, and after him tht Plebeltuis.

Ctn. I dreamt to night, that I did feaft with Ctfar,

*And things unluckily charge my Fantafie :

I have no will to winder forth of doorcs,

Yet fomthing leads me forth.

1 What is yourname ?

a Whither are you going ?

3 Where do you dwell ?

4 Are you a m«rried man, or abatchelor ?

2 Anfvvet every man dirciily.

1 1, and briefly.

4I, and wifely.

3 I, and truly
, you were beft.

Cin. What is my name ? Whither am I going? where
dol dvvef ? am I a married man, ora batchcllor ? Then
to anfvver every man direftly and briefly, wifely and
truly: wiftly Ifay,Iam abatchelour.

2 That's as much as to fay, they are fooles that marry

:

you'l bear me a bang for that I fear: Proceed dired-

C«». Direftly I am going to C-e/"<jr; Funeral.
» As a Friend, or an Enemy ?

Cln. As a Friend.

2 Thai matter is anfwercd dire6lly.

4. For your dwelling • briefly.

C/». Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol.

3 Your name fir, truly.

Cln. Truly my name is Clnna.
I Tear him to pieces, he's a Confpiritor.
Cw. I am Clnna the Poet, I am Cimia the Poet.

4 J«at him for his bad Vcrfcs , tear him for his bad
Verfes.

Cm. I am not Cinna the Confpiraior.

4 It is no matter, hts name's Cinna, placic but his name
out of his heart, and turn him going.

3 Tear him, tear him ; Come Brands hoe. Firebrands :

icB/utus, to Cafsiiis,hu:n all. Some to Pectus houfcs, and

fo me to CMk,a's, fomc to Ligtarius : Away, go.

Exeunt aH the 'Plebeians.

(ojfcfus QHartii-s*

Enter Anlon^^C^avius, and Lepidus.

Ant.Thcic many then ihall die, their names are prick:.

Ofl. Your Brother too muft die: confent )0u L'pidus ?

Lep, I do confent.

0^. Prick him down Antenj.

Lep. Upon condition Publtus fliall not live.

Who IS your Sifters (ortyi^ark^Anionj.

Ant. He 1>m1i not live ; look, With a fpot I dam him.

But LepldaSi go you to CafArs houfc

:

Fsrch the Will hither, and we fliall determine
How to cut otFfome charge in Legacies.

Lep. What i lliall / find you licre ?

Otl.Or here, or at the Capitol. Exit Lcpldus.

Ant.lhxs'is a flight unmeritabic man.
Meet to befent on Errands; is it fie

The three-fold W6rld divided, he fliould ftand

One of the three to fliare it ?

Oil. So you thought him
And took his voyce who fliould be prickt to die

In our black Sentence and Profcription.

Ant. Oilavius, I have feen more daies then you j

And t hough we lay thcfe honours on this man,
Toeafe our fclves of divers fland'rous loads,

He fhall but bear them, as the Afs bears Gold,
To groan and fweat under the Bufinefs

,

Either led or driven, as we print the way

:

And having brought our treafure, where we will,

Then take we down his load, and turn him off

(Like to the empty Afs) to lliake his cares,

And gr ze in Commons.
Ofl. You may do your will

:

But he's a tri'd, and VAliant Souldier.

Ant. So is my Horfc ORavius, and for th«
I do appoint him Uorc of Provender.
It is a Creature that I teach to fight

,

To wind, to flop, to run dircflly on

:

His corporal Motion, govern'd by my Spirit,

And in feme cart, is Lepldus hut fo :

'

He mufl be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth :

A barren fpirited Fellow, one that feeds

On Objs^s, Arts, and Imitations.

Which out of life, and ftal'd by other men
Begin his fafliion. Do not talk of htm,
But as a properry .- and now Oilaviuty

Liftcn great things. Brutus and Cdfsimt

Are levying Powers ; We mull ftraight make bead ••

Therefore let our Alliance be combin d.
Our bcfl Friends made,and our befl meancs ftrctcht out.
And let us prefently go fit in Council,

How covert matters may bebeft difcloi'd.

And open Perils fureftanfwered.

Oil. Let us do fo : for we are at the flake,

And
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And bayed ahout with many Enemies ,

And fomc that (mile have in thcic hearts Ifwf

Millions of M'.fchiefes. Eximt.

Drum, EnterBmus, LusU'mSy and the Armj. TitimHs

and PindxTMS fifeit them.

Brti. Stand ho.

Luc. Give the word ho, and Stand.

Brie. What now LucWfiu'i^ Caf''"*^ ^'^^^ •'

Luc. He is at hand, and Pindaruj is come

To do you falutaiion from his Mafter.

i?r/». He greets me well. Your Matter Pindarus

In his own change, or by ill Officers,

Hath given me fomc worthy caufe to wiUi

Things done, undone : But if he be at hand

I fhallbefatisfied.

Pin. I do not doubt

But thac my Noble Matter will appear

Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour.

Sru. He is not doubted. A word LKctliut,

How he rcceivd you: Ice me be rcfolv d.

Lttc. With cuTtefie, and with refpeft enongh

,

But not withfuch familiar inttanccs.

Nor vvinh fuch free and friendly Conference

As he hath us'd of old.

Bru.lhovi hitt dcfcri b'd

A hot friend, cooling : Ever note Luclllniy

When Love begins to fickcn and decay

I I ufeth an enforced Ceremony.

There are no tricks in plain and fimple Faith .•

B t hollow men, like Horfcs hot at hand ,

Make gallant fliew, andpromife of their Mettle

:

Low March within.

But when they fliould endure the bloudy Spur,

They fall their Creft, and like deceitful Jades

Sinkin the Trial. Comes his Army on ?

Luc. They mean this night in Sardls to be quarter'd :

The greater part, the Horfe in general

Are come with Capius.

Enter Cofsius, and his Powers.

Bru. Heark, he is arriv'd

:

March gently on to meet him.

C<i/. Stand ho.

Bru, Scand ho, fpeak the word along.

Stand.

Stand.

Stand.

Ca^. Mott Noble Brother •, you have done me wrong.

Bru. Judge me you Gods ; wrong I mine Enemies ?

And if not fo, how fliould / wrong a Brother ?

Caf- Brutuiy this fober form of yours, hides wrongs,

And when you do them—

—

"Bru. Cafsiusy be content,

Speak yourgriefes foftly, J do know you well.

Before the eyes of both our Armies here

('Which ftiould perceive nothing but Love from m)
Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away :

Then in my Tent Cafsius enlarge your Griefcs

And / will give you audience.

^af. Pindarus,

Bid our Commanders lead their Charges off

A littlefrom this ground.

Bru. Laciltus, do you the like, and let no man
Come to our Tent, till we have done our Conference.

Let Lusius and Titinius guard our door. Exeunt.
Maseat Brmus and Cafsius,

Crff.That you have wrong'd me, doth appear in this

You have condemn'd, and noted Lucius PclU

For taking bribes here of the Sardlans ;

Wherein my Letter,praying on his fide,

Becaufe 1 knew the man,was fl'gh«ed off.

Bru. You wrono'd your fclf to write in fuch a cafe

Caf. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet.

That every nice offence ttiould bear his Comment.

Bm. Let me tell you Cafslusy yoa your felf,

Are much condemn'd to have art itching Palm,

To fell, and Mart your Offices for Gold

To Undefervets.

^w/. I, an itching Palm ?

You know that you are Brutus that fpeakes this.

Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your latt.

Bru. The name of C<j/Ji;w honours this Corruption,

And Challifement dctti therefore hide his head.

Caf. Chattifement ?

Bru. Remember March^ the Ides of March remember .•

Did not great ^hUus bleed for Juftice fake ?

What Villain louch'd his body, that did (lab,

And not for Juftice ? What,fhaMoneofUs,

That ftruck the Formoft man of all this world.

But for fupporting Robbers ; ttiall we now.

Contaminate our fingers, with bafe bribes i

And fell the mighty fpaceof our large HonotJW

For fo much trafh, as may be grafped thus ?

I had rather be a Dog, and bait the Moon,

Then fuch a /fow«(».

Ct{. BrutMSy bait not me,
He not endure it : you forget your felf.

To hedge me in, I am a Souldier, I

,

Older in pta6l\fc, abler then your fclf

To make Conditions.

Bru. Go to : you arc not Cafsius.

Caf. I am.
Bru. I fay, you are not.

Caf. Urge me no more, / fhalf forget my felf ;

Have mind upon your health .• Tempt me no farther,

Bru. Away flight man.
^<j/.Is'tpoffible?

Bru. Hear me, for J will fpeak.

Muft /give way, and room to y6ur rafh Choler ?

Shall J be frighted, when a mad manftarcs?

Caf. O ye Gods, ye Gods, mutt / endure all this ?

J5r«. AH this f I more.Fret till your proud heart break.

Go fhew your Slaves how Cholerick you are.

And make your Bondmen tremble. Muft I boudge f

Muft / obferve you f Muft /ftand and crouch

Under yoor tefty humour ? By the Gods

Y6U Ihall digcft the Venom of your fpleen

Though it do fplit ycu. For from this day fonh,

He ufe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter,

When you arewafpifh.

Caf. Is it come to this ?

Bru. You fay, you arc a better Souldier

:

Let it appear fo ; make your vaunting true.

And it fhall pleafe me well. For mine own parr,

I fhall be glad to learn of Noble men.

Caf. You wrong me every way

:

You wrong me Brutus :

I faid, an Elder Souldier, not a Better.

Did / fay Better ?

Bru. If you did, I care nor.

Caf. When Cafar liv'd, he durfl not thus have mov'd me.
Bru. Peace, peace, yoa durft not fo have tempted him.
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C4^. Idurlloot.

2?r«. No.
^tf^. What? durftnotrempthim?

Bi'H. For your life you dmH no .

C^/T?. Donocprefume too much upon my love,

I miy do thic I (hall be forry for.

Bnt. You have done thityou (hould be forty for.

There is no terror CaJ/Ius in your threats.

For I am arm'd fo ftrong in honcfty,

That they paffe by me, as the idle wind,

Which I refpcft nor. I did fend to you

For certain fumnnes of Gold, which you deny'd me.

Fori can raife no money by vile means

:

By hcivcn,! had rather coin my heart.

And drop my blood for Drjchmics, then towrin^

From the hard hands of Pcjzancs, their vile tralh

Byany indircdion. Idid fend

To you for Gold to pa y my Legions

,

Which youdeny'J me.- was thu done like Cajjtusi

Should I h JVC anfwer'd Cjims Cajfius fo ?

When Mxrcuf Brutus growes fo covetous,

Tolockfuch Rafcal Counrcrs from hi 5 fnends.

Be ready gods with all your Thunder-bolts,

Danihimto pceccs.

C«f. I deny'd you nor.

•SrH. You did.

Cajfi. I did not. He was but a Fool

That brought my anfwerback.2?riifi»/ hath riv'd my hear:

A friend fhould bear his friends infirmities.

But Brtttui makes mini greater then they arc.

5rM. I do nor, cill you praiSifc them qn me.

C^Jfi- You love me nor.

Biu. I do not like your fa ults.

Cnjfti A friendly eye could never fee fuch faults.

Bm, A flatterers would not, though ihey do appear

As huge as high OljmfHS.

Cajji. Come Antony^ and young OBnvliti coUc,

Revenge your fclvcs alojie on CitJJiuSy

For C*jftMs is a- weary of the world .•

Hated by one he loves, brav'd by his brother,

Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obierv'd.

Set in a Note-book, learn'd, and con'd by roac

To caft into my Teeth. O I could weep
My Spirit from mine eics j There is my Dagger,

And here my naked Bread : Within a heart

Dcerer then Plmo's Mine : Richer then Gold

:

If chat thou beelt a Roman, take it forth.

I thacdeny*d thee Gold, will give my heart

:

Strike as thoudidft at C^far, for I know,
When thou didft hate him worft,thou lovedft him better

Then ever thou lovedft CajJiMs,,

SrH. Sheath your Dagger;
Be angry when you will, it ftiall have fcope,

Do whic you will, difhonour, (hall be humour.
O CaffutSy you are yoakcd with a Lamb
That carries anger,asthc Flint bears fire.

Who much inforced, (hcwsahaftyfpaik,
And ftrak is cold a^a.

C-Z/f. Hathr^y/Twliv'd
To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Srmus,
When grief and blood ill tempet*d,vcxeth him ?

BrM.Wbtn I fpoke that,I was ill-temper'd too.

Caffi. Do you confeflc fo mugh ? Give me your hand.
Brn. And my heart too.

Ca[fi. OBrmMii
Brn. What's the matter ?

Caffi. Have not you love enough to bear with me.

When that raiTi humour which my Mother gave me

Makes me forgetful ?

Bru. Yes C-*///*/ and from henceforth

When you are over-earneft with your BnetuSt

Hee'i think your Mother chides, and leave you fo.

Emtr 4- Ptet.

Po. Lit me go in to fee the Generals,

There is fome grudge between em, tisnoc mecc

They be alone.

Lmc'i. You fhall not come to them.

Poet. Nothing bat death ihallftay me.

0//I. How now ? What's the matter >

Put. For ("hame you Generals ? what do you mean ?

L->vc, and befriends, as two fuch men lliould be,

for I have feen more years Ime fure then ye.

Caffi.Hi, ha, how vildly doth this Cynick rhime .

Brm. Get you hence firrah : Sawcy fellow, hence.

Casfi. Bear with him £r««/, tis his faflnon.

Brn. He know his humour, when he knows his time

:

What fliould the Warres do with thcfe jigging fcols?

Companion, hence.

Caft. Away.away be gone. Exit Pect.

Brat. Luctli'ms and T'ttintMs\iid \ht Commanders

Prepare to lodge their Companies to nighr.

1 Cafi. And come your felvcs,and bring Aftjfala with yoo

j

Immediately to us

I Bru. LudttSy a bowl of Wine.

Caft. 1 did not t hink you could have been fo angry.

BrM. O CaftMSy I am Tick of many griefs.

Caft. Of your Philofophy you make noufe.

If you give place to accidental evils.

Srnt. No man bears forrow better. Ptrti» is dcid.

Casfl Ha ? Portia ?

"Bth. She is dead.

Cafsl. How fcap'd I killing, when / crofl you fo ?

infupportabie, and touching loiTe/

Upon what fickncfle ?

Bnt. Im.pacientofmyabfence.

And grief, that young CHavlusmih Mark^Amtnjy
Have made themfelvc; fo (kong : For with her death

That tydings came. With this the fell diftrafl,

And (her Attendants abfent) fwallow'd fire.

Cafsl. Anddy'dfo?
Bru. Even fo.

Cafsl. O ye immortal Gods /

Enter Boy with wine, and Tajxrs.

Bm. Spejik no more of her : Give me a bowie ofwine
In this I bury all unkindnefle Cafsms. Drinki'

Cafsl. My heart is thirty for that Noble pledge,

Fill Lucius, till the Wine ore-fwell the Cup :

1 cannot drink too much of Brmtu love.

Enter T^ilnimSy and Mefals,

Brm. Come in Tltlnlm :

Welcome good Mtfala :

Now fir we dofe about this Taper here,

And call in queftion our necellities.

Cafsl. Portidy art thou gone ?

Brm. No more / pray you.

Meffal*, I have here received Letters,

That young OBavluSy and Mmrk^ Amm)
Come down upon us with a mighty power,
Bending their expedition toward Phlllffit

O o JUtff.
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Mef My lelf have Letters of thcfclf fame tenure.

Bru; With what Addition.

Mff. Thai by profcription, andbills of Outlary,

Otlaviusy Amony^ and Ltpidui,

H.iveput to death an hundred Senators.

'Bm. Therein our Letters do not well agree

:

Mine fpeak of fcvcnty Senators, that dy'd

By I hei r profcriptions, ^tctrc being one.

Cafst. Cicero oac?

Mef Cicero is dead, and by thar order ofprofcripuon.

Had you your Letters from your vvifc my Lord ?

Brut. No Mejfala.

Mef Nor no hing in you Letters writ of her?

Br«. Nothing MeJfaU.

Mef. That me thinks is ftrange.

Bru. Whyaskeyou?
Hear you ought of her, in yours ?

Mef. No my Lord.

Brii. Now as you arc a Roman tell me true.

Mejf. Then like a Roma», bear the truth I tell,

For certain (he is dead, and by ftrange manner.

Bra. Why farewell Portia: we muft die MefaU :

With meditating that (lie muft die once,

I havethe patience to endure it now.

Mef Even fo great men, great loffcs flioultl endure.

Cafsi. I have as much of this in Art as you,

But yet my Nature could not bear it fo.

Brfi. Well, to our work alive. What do you think

Of marching to PhiUppi prefenily.

{afti. I do not think it good.

Bru. Your reafon ?

Cafsi. This it is:

Tis better that the enemy feck us

So flriall he wafte bis means , weary his Souldiers,

Doing himfelfoffence, whilft we lying ftill.

Are full of reft, defence, and nimblcnelTe.

Bru. Good rcifons muft of force give place to better ;

The people 'twixc Phitippiy and this ground

Do ftand but in a forc'd atfcdiion:

For they havegrudg'dus Contribution.

The Enemy, marching along by them,

By them (hall make a fuller number up,

Come on refreftit, new added, and encourag'd

;

From which advantage fhall we cut him off.

If at Philippi we do face hinuhere,

Thefe people at our back.

Cafsi. Hear me good brother.

Bru. Under yourpardon. You muf^ note befide,

That we have try'd the utmoft of our friends:

Our Legions are brim full, oar caule is ripe.

The Enemy encreafech everyday,

We at the height, are ready to decline.

There is a Tide in t he affairs of men,

Which taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune

:

Omitted, all thevoyageof theirlife.

Is bound in Shallowes, and in Miferies.

On fuch a full Sea, are we now a-Soat,

And we muft take the current when it ferves.

Or loofe our ventures.

C<*fsi- Tiien with your will go on : we'll along

Our fclves, and meet them at Philippi.

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,

And Nature rauQ obey Nece(rity,

Which we will niggard with a little reft

:

There il no more to fay.

C«/J".Noniore,good night,

Early to morrow will we rife, and hence.

Emer Lucius.

Bru. Lutiut my Gown t farewell good fJiiefaUf

Goodnight TiiiutuJi Noble, Noble C<»/?/«/,

Good night, and good repofe.

Cafsi. O my deer brother

:

This was an ill beginning of the night

:

Never come fuch divifion tween our fouls

:

Let it not Brutus.

Enter Lucius mih the Ceveti.

Bru. Every thing is well.

Cafsi, Good night my Lord.

Bru. Good night good brorher.

Tit, Mefa. Good night Lord Brutut.

Br«. Farcwcl every one. Exeunt.

Give me the Gown. Where is thy inflrument ?

Luc. Here in the Tent.

Bru. Whatihoufpeak'ftdrowfily?
Poor knave I bl^me thee, thou art ore-wa(ch*d.

Call Claudioy and fomc other ofmy men.
He have them flecp on Cufhions in my Tenr.

Lae. yarrus and Claudio.

Etiter f^arrasOfd Claudio.

P'ar. Calls my Lord i

Bru. I pray you firs, lie in my Tent and deep,

It may be 1 (nail raife you by and by
On bufinelfe to my brother Cafsius.

Var. So pleafe you,we wilUiand,

And watch your pleafure.

Bru, I will not have it fo : lie down good firs,

Ic may be I fliallotherwife bethink me.
Look Lucius^ here's the book I fought for fo

:

/put It in the pocket ofmy Gown.
Luc. I was fure your Lordfhip did not give it me.
"BtH. Bear with me good boy, I am much forgetfuL

Canft thou hold up thy inftrumcnt a flraio or two.

And touch thy heavy cies a while.

Luc. I myLordan'tpJeafeyou.
Bru. It does my Boy ;

/ trouble thee too much , but thou art willing.

Luc. It is my duty Sir.

Bru. 1 ftiould not urge thy duty paft thy might,

I know young bloods look for a time of reft.

Lui. I have flept my Lord already.

Bru. It was well done, and thou fhaltfleep again :

I will not hold thee long. If/ do live,

/ will be good to thee.

Mufick^ *»</ a Song,

ThisisafleepyTune.' O murderous flumber.'

Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace upon my boy.
That plaies thee Mufick ? Gentle knave good night:
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee

:

If thou doft nod, thou break'tt thy inftrumcnt.
He take it from thee, and Cgood boy) good nfeht.

Let me fee, 1st me fee? is not the Leaf turn'd down
Where I left reading ? Here it is I think.

Emer the Ghojh ofCafter.

How ill this Taper burns. Ha .' Who comes here ?

I think it is the weakneffe of mine eies

That fhapes this monftrous Apparition.
It comes upon me : Art thou any thing?
Art thou fomc God, fomc Angell, or fomc Devif,
That mak'ft my blood cold, and my hair to flare?

Speak to me, what thou arr.

Ghofi. Thy evil Spirit BrutHs.

Bru. Why com'ft thou?

Cbofi.
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gh»fl. To tell tbc€ chou rtiilt fee me at PhiUppc

Brut. Well : then I (hall fee thee igtin ?

ghoji.l, ii Philtpfi.

Bru. Why I will fee thee «t PhlHtpi then

:

Now I have taken heart, thou vanimeA.

Ill Spirit, I would hoW more talk with thee.

Boy, Lmc'ihs, Vamuy Clatdio^ Sirs : awake

:

Lnci. The flrings my Lord are falfe.

B4M. He chinkes be Itill ii at his Inl^rumenr.

LuctHt, awake.

L»ei. My Lord.

Bru. Didlt thou dream Lncius, that thou io cryedll

out f

Luc. My Lord, I do not know th^t / did cry.

Br«. Yes that thou didll ; Didft thou fee any thin^ ?

Luc. Nothing my Lord,

£r«. Sleep again Lueiui : Sirra ClaaditticUo^ftt

Thou,aw.ike.

far. My Loid,

C/am. My Lord.

Brtt. Why did you fo cry out firs in your fleep f

"Bath. Did we my Lord ?

Bru. I : faw you any thing?

far. No my Lord, / faw nothing.

C/ait. Nor / my Lord.

I

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Cafslus :

Bid him f« on his powers betimes before,

And wc will follow.

Beth. It flijU be done my Lord. Exatta.

(^clus QuintHs,

Enter OilmviMs, Antony, tttdthcir -^rmj.

Otl*. Now Antony, our hopes are anfwcred,
You faid ihe Enemy would not come down,
But keep the hils and upper regions

:

It proves not fo .• their battels are at hand,
They mean to warn us at Philipfi here :

Anfwering before wc do demand of them.
Ant. Tut /am in their bofomcs, and / know

Whcrfore they do it; They could be content
To vifit other places, and come down
Widi fearful bravery .• thi nking by this face

To faHen in our thoughts that ihcy have Courage ;

But cis not fo.

Enitr 4 Mejfnger*
Mef. Prepare you GcneraJj,

The Enemy comes on in gallant (hew :

Thctr bloudy figo ofBattel is hung our.
And fomethinjg tobedoneimmedtateJy.

Ar.t. ORmlttf, lead your Battel foftly on
Upon ihc left hind of the even field.

Oa*. Upon the right hand I, keep chou the left.

Atr. Why do you crofs me in this exigent ?
Oaa. I do not crofs you ; but / wtii do fo. Mtrch.

Drum. Enter Sratuj^ Ctfilui, and their Army.

Brit. Theyftand. and would have parley.
Cw/. St;ind iiW TuiHtsts^viz mult out and talk.

OUa. Al4rl^AHtony,(hi\\ WO give (7gn of Battel?
Ant. No Cifar, We wiJI anfwer on their Charge.'

Make forth, the Generals would have fomc words.

0(la. Stir not until the Signal»

Brn. Words before blowes : i^ it fo Countreymen f

OSI4. Not that we love words better, is ycu do.

Bru. Good words are hctret then bid ftroakes Otlavita.

Ant. In your badflrokcs Bfuiut^you give good words,
Witncfs the hole you made in ^ajari heart,

Crying long live, hail C^far.

Cafsi. Antonyy

The pollute of your blowcs are yet unknown
j

But for your words, they rob the Hibia bees.

And leave them honey-lcfs.

Ant. Not Hinglefs too.

Bru. Oycs, and foundlcfstoo :

For voo have Holn their buzzing Amony,
And very vvifcly threat before you fling.

Ant. Vi Haines : you did noi fo, when your vile daggers
Hack one another in the fides of C<ajti> :

You nie\iv*d your teeth like Apes,
And fasvn'd like hounds,
And bow'd like bondmen, killing C*(»rs feet

:

WhiKl damned C*i^«, like a Cur, behind
Struck C</.<r on the neck. O you flariercrs

.'

9//1. Flatterers? Now 5r«/«j thank youtfelf
This tongue had not offended fo 10 day^
UCafsius might haverui'd.

0:7*. Come, come, thecaufc. If arguing make as fwer,
Theproof of It will turn to redder drops

:

Look, /draw a Sword ag.)inil Confpiraiors,
When think you that the Sword goes up again ?

Never<ill C<r/'«r/ three and thirty wounds
Be well aveng'd

; or till another Ctfar
Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traytors.

BntCifar, Thoucaalt not die by Traytcts hands,
Unlcfs thou bringlt them with thee.
OHm. So /hope

:

/ was not born ro die on Brutmi Sword.
Brtt. O if thou wert the Noblefl of thy Strain ,Youno. man, thou couldfl not die more honouriWe.
C»JJt. A pecvifi* School-boy, worthies of fuch honour

Joyn'd with a Masker and a Reveller.
Ait.OldCafiitu ail].

0£la. Come Anttnj: away :

Defiance Trayrors, hurlc wcin your teeth
If yoB dare fight to day, come to tbe field'.-
If not, when you have ftomades.

A ^f* •
^^^ f°^

'''°** *'''"^» fvvcU billow,
^

And Ivvim Barker
*

The Storm is up, ind all is on the hazird.
BxH. Ho LMeilliiu^htkiV, a word with you.

L«. My Lord.
'-^'"'"'^-^^4'^fi^ifmb.

LMejf*. What faies my General >

xM^^'^r^^'l:
this is my B,rth-d,y

: as this very dayV Vas C4fsmt born. Give tncthy hand Mtir4i4
Be thoM my vvitnefs, that igainrt my will

'

(As Pomfej vMis) am / com pel.'d to fct
'

Upon one battel all out Liberties.
You knovv.that /held EfuurmsdxonB
And bis opinion : N^vy / change my mind,
And partly credit things that do prefaec
Coming from 5-r^ on our former Infion
Twom.ghty Eagles fell, andrherethcytSratth-d
Gorging andfecdiDgftomoorSotddittibmdi.

Ooo » VVho
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Who to Philipp here conforted us

:

This Morning arc [hey fled away, and gone.

And in their fteads, do Ravens ,Crowes and Kitw

Fly ore our beads, and downward look on us

As we were fickly prey ; their {hadowes fecm

A Canopy moft firal, under which

Our Army lies, ready to give up theChoft.

Mefa. Believe not fo.

Cajsi. I but believe it partly.

For J am frefli of fptrii, and refolv'd

To meet all peril, very conftantly.

Sru.Lven fo Luclllms.

Cafsi. Now moft Noble BrMms.,

The gods to day ftsnd friendly, that we may

Lovers in peace, lead on our dayes to age*

bat hoce the affaires ofmen refts Hill inccrtain,

Lets reafon with the worft that may befal.

If we do lofe this Battel, then is this

The very laft time we (hall fpealc together

:

What are yoii then determined to do ?

Bru.Evcn by the rule of that.Philofophy,

By which 1 did blsme Cato, for the death

Which he did give himfelf, / know not how

:

But / do find it Cowardly, and vile.

For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent

The time of life, arming my fclfwith patience

,

To Iby the providence of fome high Powers^

That govern us below.

Cafsi. Then if we lofe this Bittel,

You arc contented to be led in triamph

Through the (treets oi Roma
Bru. No Cafslus, no

:

Think not thou Noble Raman.,

That ever Bmtuj will go bound loRome
He bears too great a mind, But this fame day

Mufl end that work , th^t Ides of March begun.

And whether we fliall meet agsin, I know not :

Therefore our evcrlailing farcwel take .•

For ever, and for ever, farcwel Cafslus,

li wc do meet again, why we fliall fmile

:

If nor, why then this parting was well made.

Cafsl. For ever, and for ever, farcwel Brmus

:

Ifwe do meet again, wee'i fmile mdeed
;

If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made.

'Sru. Why then lead on. O that a man might know
The end of this d/ies bufincfe, ere it come

:

But it fuffi'ceth»tbat the day will end,

And then the end is known. Come ho, away. Emhuh.

Atarum. Emer Brmus and Mejfala.

Sru. Ride, ride MefaU, ride and give thefe Bils

Unto the Legions, on the other fide.

Lotfd Alarum.

Let ihcm fct on at once : for J perceive

But cold demeanour in Odavios wing :

And fuddcn pu(h gives themxbe overthrow

:

Ride, ride dMtjfaU, let them all come down. Exeum.

AUrums. Enter Cafslus and Tltlmus,

Cafs'i. O look Tltlmus, look, the Viflaines fly

:

My felf have to mine own lurn'd Enemy

;

This Enfign here of mine was turning back,

I flew the Coward, and did rake it from him.

7itt». O Cafs'iMs, BrutKs oiwc the word too early ,

Who having fome advantage on Oclavlus

Took it too eagerly : his Souldiers fell to fpoy
I,

VVhilft wc by Antony arc all inclos'd.

Euter Pindaras.

Ptnd. Fly further offmy Lord : fly further off,

Mark^Amony is in your Tents my Lord :

Fly therefore Noble Cafslus, fly far off.

Cafsl. This hill is far enougli. Look, looVTittnius

Arethofemy Tents where I perceive the fire ?

Tit. They are, my Lord.

Cafsl. TltlnluSy if thou loveft me,

Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurs in him,

Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troops

And hete ^gain, that I may reQ ailur'd

Whether yond Troups, arc Friend or Enemy.

Tit. I will bebere again, even with a thought. Esclt.

Ccf'l. Co Plndarus,%tt thither on that hill,

My Gght was ever thick: regard T/V««««/',

And tell me what thou not'll about the fields

This day 1 brcath'd firft, timeis come round,

And where /did begin, there fhall /end.

My life is run his compafs. Sirra, what newes }

'Find. Above. O my Lord.

Cafsi. VVhat newes ?

P/W. T'ifiwM/ is enclofed round about

With horfemen, that make to him on the Spur

,

Yet he fpurs on. Now they are almoft on him

:

NowT/'rw/wf, Now fome light .- O be lights too.

He's tane. Shotsu

And hark, they fhout for joy,

Cafsl. Comedown, behold no more:
O Coward that /am, to live fo long

,

To fee my beft friend tane before my face /

Enter P'mdarus.

Come hither firrah ; In Parthla did I take thee Prifoner,

And then / fwore thee,faVingof thy life,

That whatfocver / did bid dice do.

Thou lliouldft attempt it. Come now,keep thine oath

,

Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword
That ran through dfars bowels, fearch this bofom.
Stand not to anfvver : Here, take thou the Hilts,

And when my face is CDVcr'd, as tis now.
Guide thou the Sword

—

C'^far thou art reveng'd.

Even with the Sword that kill'd thee. Kilt hint.

Pin. So, / am free,

Yet would not fo have been

Dnrft / have done my will. O Cafslus^

Fir from this Contry Pmdarus fhall run.

Where never Roman IKall take note of him.

Euter Tltlnlusy aid UHejfala.

Mefa. It is but changc.T/;>»/w .• for OUavlus
Is overthrown by Noble Brutus power

,

•As Cafnus Legions are by Autmj.
Tlclu. Thefe tidings will well comfort Cafsius,

Meffa. Where did you leave him .'

Tltln. AH difconfolate,

With Pludarus his Bondman, on this hilL

Meffg. Is not that he that lies upon the ground ?

Till. He lies not like the Living. O my heart I

Meffa. Is not that he ?

Tltm. No, this was he, Meffala,
But Cafslus is no more. O fctting Sun :

As in chy red Rayes thou doft fink to nigh:}

So
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So in his led blood Cafiins day ic fee.

The Son of Rorw i J f«. Our day is gone,

Clowds, Dewcs, and Dangers come ; our deeds arc done:

Miftrurtofmyfucccffehath done this deed.

Mejfa. Miftrull ofgood fucceffc hath done this deed.

O hitefuil Error, MelancboUies Child:

V Vhy do» thou fliew to the ape thoughts of men

The things that are not f O Error foonconceiv d.

Thou never eom'li unto a happy birth,

But kill'll the Mother that engcndred thee.

Tit. What Plndartist Where art thou PiWrfrK/

/

Me^a. Seek him Tit'tnlto : vvhilft I go to mecc

The Noble jPr«fw/,thrufling this report

Into his cars; I may fay, tbruaingit:

For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed

Shall be as welcome to the cars oi Brutus,

A' tydingsof chis fight.

Tit. Hyeyou Mtjfal*,

And iwiilfeek for Pindttms&^t while:
_

Why didft thou fend me forth brave C*fufts ?

Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they

Put on my brows this wreath of Vldlory,

And bid me give it thee? Didlt ihou not hear their

Alas, thou halt misconltrued every thing. (ihowts ?

But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, •

Thy Brnttts bid me give ic thee, and I

Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace,

An3feehow I regirdcd C^iw Cafsliu :

Byyout leave gods : This isa Romans parr.

Come Cofsius Sword, and find Titiums heart. Djes.

Brwiti my Countries friend : know mc for Bri$tus.

( Zmc. O young and Noble Cmo, art thou down ?

Why now thou dycrt, as bravely as 7rf;V«/,

Andmay'H be honoui'd being C<tf/s Son.

Stid. Yield, orthoudycft.

Luc. Onely I yield to die :

There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ttraigbt:

Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death

Sold. We mud not : a Noble Ptifoncr.

Ewer AntoMj.

3 Sold. R$07nt\\ot\ tell Antony y Brutus is tanc.

I Sold. Ilciell thee news, here comes the General,

Brutus is tanc, Brutus is tanc my Lord.

tyf»t. Where is be ?

Luc. Safe Antony, Brutus \s fafeenoi^b:

I dare afTure thee, that no enemy
Shall ever take alive the Noble Brtitits :

The gods defend him from fo great a (hame,
When you do find him or alive, or dead,

He will be found like Srutusy likehimfclf.

Alut. This is not Brutus friend.but I affure you,
A pri2e noIefTe in worth : keep this manfafe,
Give him all kindncflc. I had rather have
Such men my friends, then enemies. Go on.
And fee where Brmus bejliveor dead,
And bring us, unto OUavIus Tcnr,

AlftrMiH' Enter "Brutus, Bttjfsta, young C<ttt,

Strtuoy yolumnlus. And LuciHius.

Brn. Where, whcic MeJfaU, doth his body lis f

Mef4. Loe yonder, and TiVjW/m mourning it.

Bru. Tuintus face is upward.

Cato. Heisfljin.

Bru. O Julius Cdfar thou art mighty yet,

Thy Spirit walkcs abroad, and turns our Swords

/o our own proper Entrails. Low AUrnms.
C«xo. Brave TuiniuSf

Look where he have not Crownd dead Cafsius.

Bru. Arc yet two Romans living fuch as tbefe ?

Thclaft of all the Ronumsy fare thee well

:

It is impoifibic, that ever Rtme

Should breed thy fellpw : friends I owe moe tears

To this dead man, then you ihall fee me pay.

I (hall find time, Cafsius: Khali find time.

Come therefore, and to Tht(r(us fend his body.

His funerals (hall not be in our Camp,
Lcaftic difcomfort us. LuclBius come.

And come young Cmo, let us to the field,

Laiio indFUviusietou: Battailson:

Tis three a clock, and ^uw4>»i yet ere night,

We (hall try fortune in a fecond fight. EsceutJf

Aliirum. Enter "Brutus, Mejfalay Cato, Lucillius,

and Flavius.

"Bru. Yet Coimcreymen: O yet, hold up your heads.

Cat9. What Bartard doth not ? who will goe with me ?

I will proclaim my name about the field.

I am the Sonne of Mdrcus C«to, hoe.

A Foe to Tyrants, and my Countrcys friend.

/ am the Sonne of Afareas Cat* , hoe.

Enter SofclMersaud fight.

AndIam5rj(M«, AfiircHs Brutus, I.

How every thing is chanc'd. ExtMtit,

this

Enter Brutus, 7)4rd4n!us, CHtus, Straff
and yelumnius,

Br0. Come poor remains of friends , reft en
Rock.

*

Clit. Statilllus (hew'd the Torch-light, but my Lord
He came not back, he is or tane,or flain.

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus : flaying is the word.
It is a deed in fafliion. Harkc thee, Clitus.

Clit. What!, my Lord? No, not for all the world.
Bru. Peace then, no words.

Oit. lie rather kill myfclf.

Bru. Harkihee, Dardanius
Dard. Shjll I dofuch a deed t

Clit. ODardanius.
'Dar. O Clitus.

Clit. What illrcqueftdid 5r«*(/ make to thee?
Dor. To kill him, Clitus : look he mcditares.
Clit. Now is that Noble VeCfel full of grief,

That itrtinsove: even at his eics.

"Bru. Come hither, good ToiwW*/, lift a wotd.
Vflmff. Whai faies my Lord .>

Bm. Why this, Valumnius:
The Ghoft of Cdfar hath appcar'd to m«
Two fcveral times by night .-at S4r<i//, once ;

I

And this laff night, here in Philifp-fields

:

jl know my hour is come.
^<'ft». Not fo, my Lord.
Bru. Nay I amfureitis, /^«/«W<w.

Thoufeeft [he world, ^#A»»»»;<M, how it goes.
Our enemies have beat us to the Pit

;

/>» Ah
It is more worthy, to leap in our felvcs.

Then tarry till they pu(h us. Good Polumnitu
Thou knoweft that we two wentco fchool toociher

:

Even for that our love of old, Iprcthce *

Hold thou my Swords Hilr, while I run on it.

yol. Thai's not an office for a friend, my LowJ.

AlmmfHt.
O o J . C/^f.
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O'l- Fly, fly my Lord, there is no tarrying here.

Bm. Farewell to you, and you, and you f^olumnms.

Strata^ thou halt been all this while afleep

:

Farewell to thee, to Sirdto, Countreymen :

Myhjart dorh joy, that yet all my life,

I found no man, but he was true to me.

lAall have glory by this loofing day

More then Ofl-if/w and Mark. Jntany,

By this vile Conqucft fhall attain unto.

So fare you well at once, for Brutus tongue

Hath almoft ended his lives Hiftory

:

Night hangs upon mine eies, my bones would reft.

That hive but labour*d, to attain this hour.

Altritm. Cry within. Flj,fl;e,flje.

Cli. Fiye my Lord, flye

:

Sm. Hence: I will follow

:

J prethee StrMo, ftay thou by thy Lord,

Tnou art a fellow of a good rcfpefl

:

Thy life hath had fomc fmarch of honour in it.

Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy face,

Whilel dorunupon it. Wilt thou 5tr4fo?

Strut. Giye me your band fitft.Fare you well my Lord.

Brt$. Farewell good Strao. Cxfar, now be Wll,

I kill'd not ih^ vf ith half fo good a will. Dyes.

jUaruiH' Retreat. Enter j4nto»y, O^jivius^

LuclUius,, and the Armj.

Oela. What man is that ?

MeffaU,

Mefa. My Maflersman. ^rr<?fe, where is thy MaHcr
Stra. Free from the bondage you arc in Mefiila,

The Conquerors can but ma^e a fire of him t

For Srtuus onely ovcramchimfelf,
And no man elle hath honor by his death.

Luc!. So ^r«/K/{houldbe found. I thank thee Bfittus

That thou haft prov'd LuciUlus (sy'ing true.

0£ia. All that fcrv'd Brutus I will cnrerrain them,
Fellow, wile thou bcftow thy time withme?

Stra. F, if >»/r/«/4 will preferrc me to you.

Ocln. Do fo, good Mtjfala.

Mejfa. How dyed my Lord, Strut ?

Sir». I held the Sword, and he did run on ir.

Mtjfa. Olisvitss, then take him ro follow thee.
That did thelatcftfervicc to my Mafler.

Ant. This was the Nobleft Rcmanoi them all

:

All the Confpirarors fave onely he.

Did that they did, in envy ofgreat Caftir

:

He, onely in a general honcft thought,

And comiT^n good to all, made ore of them.
His life was gentle, and the Elements
Somixtinhim, that Nature might ftandup.
And fay to all the World ; This was a man.

Ona. According to his Vcrtue, let us ufc him
With all refpea, and rites of Burial.

Within my Tent bis bones to night fhsll lye,

Moft like a Sonldier ordered honorably :

So call the field to rcfi, and let's away,
To part the glories ofthis happy day. Exeti>it omncs.

F13^1S.
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THE TRAGEDY OF
MACBETH.

AclusVrmus. Sc^ena^-^rima.

Thmitr and Lightning. Enttr three H^ltchit,

; Hen fliall wc three meet again ?

In Thunder, Ligbming, or in Rsin ?

a When iheHurly-butly's done,

When the Battel's loft and won,

3 That will be ere ihcfetof Sun.

I Where the place ?

i Upon I he Heath.

I There to meet with Muehih.
I I come, Gruy-A'Ialkjn.

All. Padocke calls anon : fair is foul, and foul is fair,

Hover through the fog and filthy air. Exeunt.

Scicna Secmida.

jiUrum withta. Enter K'lig, LMufcalme, Bon^l-

htiine^ LtKox, vflth ateHdants, meeting

abletdlng Captain.

King. What bioudy man is thit ? be can report,

A? rcemech by his plight, of the rcvolc

Thenewedftatc.

L^jil. This is the Serjeanr,

Who like i good and hardy Souldier foughc

Gainll my Captivity: Hiil,hail brave friend ;

Say to the King, the knowledge of the broyf,

As thou didd leave it.

Cap. Doubtful it flood.

As twofpeni Swimmers, that do clin^ together,

And choak their Art : The mcrcilefs Mttcdoanel

CWorthy to be i Rebel, for to that

The multiplying Villaines ofNature
Do fwarm upon him^ from the weftern Ifles

Of Kernes and Gallow glaffes is fupply'd,

And Fortune on his <jamncd*,Quarry fmiling,
Shew'd like a Rebels whore .• but all's too weak

:

For, brave (Mucttth (well hedcfervcsihit name)
Difdaining Fortune, vfith his brandifht Steel,
Vyhich fmoak'd with bfoudy execution
(Like Valours Minion) catvVouc his paffa^'c.
Till he fac'd the Slave:

"

yVhich neVf fhook hands, tnor bad farewcl to him.
Till he unfeam'd him from the Nave to th* Chops,
And fix'd his hc<d upon our Bacttcments.

King. O valiant Coufin , worthy Gentleman.

C'p. As whence the Sun gins his jreflc^lion,

Shipwracking Stormcs,and direful Thunders breaking
So from thu fpring, whence comforc fcem'd to come,
Difcomfort fwclx : Mark K ing of Scotland, mark.
No fooncr juftice had, with Valour arm*d,

CompelI'd thefe skipping Kernes to iruH thcit hcclcj

,

But theNorweyan Lord,furveyingvantjge,

With farhuHit Armes, and new fupplies of n-.cn,

Begjn a frelli affaulr.

King. Difmaid not this our Captiincs, M»cl>ethini
Banqito ?

Cap. Yes, as Sparrowes Ejglcs

;

Or the Hjrc, the Lyon.
If /fay footh,. / mull report they were
As Cannons overcharg'd with double Crackes
So t hey doubly redoubled rtroaks On the Foe.*
Except they meant to bat hin recking Wounds,
Or memor ze.'another Golgotha^ .

I cannot tell ; but / am faint,

MyGafliescry for help.

Ktng.'io well thy words bccomcthec, as thy wounds
They fmack of Honour both : Go get him Surgeons.

Enter Riffe ttnd Angw.
VVhocomeshere?
Md. The worthy Thane of Rojft.

Lenox. What had lockes through his eyes ?

So ITiould he look, that fccmcs to fpeak ihirgs flrange.

R'jfe. God five the King.

King. Whence cam'll thou, worthy TImk I

R9ff'e. From Fife, great King,
Where the Norweyan Banners flouc the Sky,
And fan our people cold.

ATi^nrx; himfelf, with terrible numbers,
Aflilied by thactnoft difloyal Tray tor

,

The Thane of Cavdor, began a difmal Confli'^,
TillthatSfiytfw/; Bridegroom, lapt in proof
Confronted him with fcif-comparifons.

Point againft Point,xebelliousarmgainil arm,
Curbing his lavirti fpirit ; and to conclude,
The Viaory fell on us.

King. Great happinefs.

R-)]]?. That now Swene, the Norwajet KtDc
Craves compolition .•

"

Nor would we deign him burial" cf his men,
Till he disburfed,at Saint C»/»»r/-hill,

Ten thoufand Dollars, to our general ufc.

Si3^



Km. No more chat Thant of C*»dtr ihall deceive

Ourbofomimereft: Go pronounce hisprefenc dcith,

And with his former Tide great Macbeth.

/io/f. llefecic done.

King. What he bath loft, noble AUebcth hath won.

ExtMUt

Scana 'tenia.

Thisnder . Enter the three yyltches.

1 Where hafi ihou been, Siflcr t

a Killing Swine.

3 Sifter, where thou?

1 A Saylors wife had Cheftniits in her Lap,

And mounchc,ind mouncht, and mouncht .•

Givcme,quot:hI.

Anoync thcc,Witch,thc Rump-fed Ronyon criC';.

Her husband's to Alepft |one, Miller oth* Tiger :

But in a Syve He thither layle,

And like a Rat without a tayl,

He do, He do, and He do.

2 lie give thee a wind.

X Th'artkind.

5 And I another.

1 1 my felf have all the other.

And the very Ports they blow.

All the quarters that tliey know.

Ich* Shipmans Card.

rie drain him dry as Hay

:

Sleep fliall neither night nor day

Hang upon his Pent-houfe Lid

:

He ftiall live a man forbid :

Weary Seu'nights', nine times nine,

Shall be dwindle, peak, and pine:

Though his Bark cannot be loft,

Yeticfhall be Tcmpeft-toft.

Look what I have.

2 Shew me, (hew me.
I Here I have a Pilots Thumb,

Wrackt, as homeward he did come. VrKOi within.

3 A Drum, a Drum:
Macbeth doth come.

All. The wcyward Sifters, hand ia hand,

Pollers of the Sea and Land.

Thus do go, about, about.

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine.

And thrice again, to make up nine.

Peace, the Charm's wound up.

Enter Macbeth and Banqui.

Mach. So foul and fair a day / have not feen.

Baxei. How far is't calfd to Sorii > What are tbefe,

So wither'd, and fo wild in their attire.

That look not like th'inhabitants oth'Earth,

And yet are on't ? Live you, or are you aught

That man may queftion ? you feem to undecftand me,
By each at once her choppy finger I-iying

"Upon her skinny Lips : you ftiould be Women,
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret

That you are fo.

A/<»f. Speak if you can: what are you?

1 All hail Macbeth, hail to thee Thane oi GUmit.

2 All hail Macbeth, hail to thee Thane of Car»dor.

3 All hail Macbeth, that ftialt be King hereafter.

5<c«5.Goodrir,why doyouftart, and feem to fear

Things that do found fo fair ? i'ch name of truth

Are ye fantaftical, or that indeed

Which outwardly ye ftiew ? Ny Noble Partner

You greet with prefent Grace, and great prcdiftion

Of Noble having, and of Royal hope.

That he feems wrapt withal j to me you fpeak not.

If you can look into the Seeds of Time,

And fay, which Grain will gro v, and which will nor,

Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear

Your favours, nor your hate.

T Hayl.

1 Hayl.

3 Hayl.

1 Lefler then Macbeth, and greater.

2 Not fo happy, yet much happier.

3 Tnou fhilt get Kings, though thou be none

:

So all hail Macbeth, and "BanqHo.

I Ba>i^u$,inA Macbeth, all hail.

Macb. Stay you imperfefl Speakers, tell me more

:

By Sinels death, / know 1 am Thaxe of Gtamis,

But how of Cawdar ? the Thane of Cavfdor lives

A profpetous Gentleman ; And to be King,

Stands not within the profpe^^ of belief.

No more then to be CawJor. Say from whence

You owe this ftrange intelligence, or why
Upon this blafted heath you ftop our way
With fuch Ptopbetique greeting ?

Speak, / charge you. witches vanifh.

BuHtj. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has.

And thefe are ofthem : whither are they vanilh'd ?

Macb. Into the Ayr.' and what feem'd corporal,

Melted, as breath into the wind.

Would they had ftaid.

BaKCj. Were fuch things here, as we do fpeak about ?

Or have we eaten on the infanc Roor,

That takes the Reafon Prifoner ?

Macb. Your Children fhall be Kings.

Ba»ej. You (hall be King;

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too : went it not fo 1

"Banq. Toth' fclf-fame tune, and words •• who's here i

Sntir Rofe, andA»gm.

Ro(?.Tbc King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth,
The news of thy fuccefs : and when he reads
Thy perfonal Venture in the Rebels fight.

His wonders and his Praifes do contend,
Which ftiould be thine, or his : filcnc'd with that.
In viewing o're the reft o'th'felf-fame day.
He finds thee in theftout Norweyan Rankes,
Nothing afeard of what thy felf didft make
Strange Images ofdeath, as thick as talc

Can poft with poft, and every one did bear
Thy praifes in his Kingdomes great defence,
And powr'd them down before him.

-^«f. VVearefent,
To give thee from our Royal M^fter thanks.
Only to hcrrald thee into his fight,

Not pay thee,

Bofe. And for an carneft of a greater honour.
He bad me, from him, call ttee Thane of Cajtdtr :

In
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In which addition hiil moft worihy Thwu^

For it is thine.

Bmq. What can the Devil fpcik true f

Mich. The Thane of Cawdor lives:

Why do you dreffe me in hij borrowed Robes ?

Aug. Who was theT^jwr, lives ycr.

But under hcivy judgement boars that life.

Which he defetves to loofe.

Whether he was combin'd with thofe of Nont^

Or elfe did line the Rebel with hidden help.

And vantage -, or that with both he labour'd
j

la his Countreys wrack, I know not i

But Treafons Capital, confcfs'd,and prov'd,

Have overthrown him.

iMach. Glam'tt, and Thmt of Ctmiff '

The greatdt is behind- Thanks fo' your pains.

Do you not hope your Children fti^Ube Kings,

When thofe that gave thcThane oiCatpder to me,

Promis'd no lelfe to them.

Bim^. That trdted home.

Might yet enkindle you unto the Crown,

Behde? the ThoM oi Ctmder. ButtisHrange i

And oftentimes,to winnc us toour harmc.

The inllrumcnts of Darkneffc tell us Truths^

Winne us with honeft trifles, to bctray's

I n dcepeft confequence.

Coufins, 3 word, I pray yoti.

Macb. Two truths ate told,

As happy Prologues to the fwclling Aft

Of the imperial Theam. I thank you Gentlemen.-

This (upernatural foliciting

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good.

If ill ? why hath it given me earnelt of fuccelTe,

Commcncmg in a Truth?! am Thamoi Castdar.

If good .' why do / yield to that fuggeftion,

Whofc horrid Image doth unfix my heire.

And make my feated heart knock at my Ribbs,

Agiinll tbeulc of nature f prefcnt fears

Are le£fc then horrible imaginings

:

M^ thought, whofe Murihcryet isbuifaniafticaJ,

Shakes fo my finglc liate of man,

That funftion is fmoiher'd in furmife,

And nothing is, bot what is nor.

Btnq. Look how out Partners rapr.

Math. If chance will have mc King-,

Why Chance may Crown me.

Without my (iirrc.

Bmcj. New honors come upon bi'm

L^kc our Ih:<<ngc Garments, cleave not to the'u mould.

But with the aid of ufc.

M«cb Come what come ma V,

Time, and the hour, runsthrough thcroughcft day.

Bani]. Worthy AtMbeth, we flay upon your leifnre.

Mttcb. Give me your favour:

My dull brain was wrought wich things forgotten.

Kind Gentlemen, your pains arc rcgiftred,

Where every day 1 turn the Leaf,

To read them.

Let us toward the King ; think upon

What hath chinc'd : and at more time.

The Jmtrlm having wcigh'd it, let us fpcak

Our free hearts each to other.

Btintj. Very sfadly.

L^iatb. Till cnen enough

:

Come friends.

Scana Quarry-

Sxtntn.

1^

Flmifh. Enter King, Lentjf^ MitcoltHty

Dotulbaint tad AttendMtt.

King. Is execution done on Ctwdtr}

Are not thofe in Commiflion yet return "d ?

Mdl. My Liege, they are not yet come back.

But I have fpokc wiih one that faw Wm die ••

Who did report, that verf frankly he
, - j

Confefs'dhis Treafons, implor'dyour Highncfle pardon

And fct fonb a deep Repenuncc

;

Nothing in his life became him,

Like the leaving ir. He dyd.

As one that had been (iudicd in his death.

To throw away the dearefl thing he ow'd,

As twere a cKelcflc trifle.

K'txg. There's no Art,

To find the minds conftruftion in the face

:

He was a Gentleman, on whom IbuUc

An abfolucc Trufl.

Emtr Mdcbeth.'Bmqw, Refs.nnd AngMu

Owortbyeft Coufin,

The finneofmy ingratitude even now

Was heavy on me. Thou art fofarrc before.

That fwifteft Wmc of Rccompence is flow

:

To overtake thee. Would thou hadft lefle deferv'd,

That che proportion both of thanks, and payment,

Might have been mine: onely 1 have left to fay.

More is thy due, then more then all can pay.

Mtub. Thefervice, and the loyalty lowc,-

In doingitpaiesitfelf

Your Highnelfepaft, is to receive our Duties:

And our Duties arc to your Throne and Scitc.

Children, and Servants ; which do but what they ihould

By doing every thing fafe toward your love

And honor.

King. Welcome hither

:

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour

To make thee full of growing. Noble Baxejiu

That had no Icflc deferv'd, nor murt be known

Noleflcto have done fo: Let me enfold thee.

And hold thee to my hearr.

Btn^. Thereif Igtow,

The Harveli is your own.

King. My plent ious joyes

,

Wanton infulnelTCjCeek to hide themfeivcs

In drops of forrOw. Sons, Kinfman, Tta/iet,

And you whofe places are the nearefl, know,

VVewilleftablifhour Eftateupon

Our eldell, Mulctlm, whom we name hereafter,

The Prince of Cmmberlofid : which honor muft

Not unaccompanied, invcll him only.

But (ignes of Nobienefle, like Starrs fhall flune

On all defervers. From hence to Enenns
And bind us further to you.

/f/4. The Refl is labour, which is not us'd for you :

He bcmyfelfthe Hcrbengcr, and mike joyful

Tne hearing ofmy wife, with your approach

;

So hu r.bly cake my leave.

King. My worthy Cawdn.
Mtub. TnePrinceof Ci»«»!i^A«»«/:thatis aflcp.

On which / mufl fall down, or elfe o're leap,

For



<

714 The Tragedy of Macbeth.
For in my way it lies. Starrs hide your fires,

Lee not light fee my black and deep dcfires

:

The eye wink at the hand : yet let that be.

Which the cie fears, when it is done to fee. Exit.

K,„g. True, worthy Bm^uo : he is full fo valiant,

And in his commendations , lam fed.*

It is a Banquet tome. Lets after him,

Whofecarc is gone before, to bid us welcome :

It is apeerleffc kiofman. Extmt

Scana Quinta.

Enter Mucieihstvife aUnemih a Letter.

LudyX^'J *»" "" '" '*« '^'J offitccejfi:
arid J have Uxrnd

Iff the perfe^'Jl report, thej htive .mtre in them, then mortal

knowledge. H^hen I burnt in dejire to tjuefiien them further,

thtjf made themfehts jiir. into which thej vanifh'd. WhUes

Jfloodrapt in the wonder of it.cameAiljfives from the King,

who all hail'd me Ibinc of Cawdor, ^ which Title before,

thefe weyward Sifters fainted me, itndreferrdmeto the com-

ing on of time^ with hail King that fhalt he. This have I

thoHgt good to deliver thee (mjdexrefi partner efgreatnejfe)

that thoumight'^ not lofe the dues ofrejojcinghj being ignorant

of what Creatnejfe ispromis'd thee. Lay u to thy hearty and

farewell.

Gtamis thou aft, and Cavdtr, and fhah be

W hat thou art promis'd: yet do I fear thy Nature,

It is too full o'th'Milk of humane kindneflc,

To catch the ncereftway* Thouwouldftbc great.

Art not without ambition : but without

Theillneflc (hodd attend it. What thou wouldfi highly.

That wouldrt ihou holily : wouldll not play falfe,

And yet wouldll wrongly wirine.

Thouldft have, great Glamis, that which cries,

Thus thou muft do if thou have it

;

And that vvhich rather thou doft fear to do.

Then wi(hcft (hould be undone. High thee hither,

That I may powiemy Spirits in thine ear.

And chafiifc with the valour of my tOngnc

All that thee hinders from the Golden Round,

Which Fate and Mctaphyfical aid doch feera

To have thee crown'dwiihall. Enter Mefftnger.

What is your tidings?

KMejf. The King comes here tonight.

Lady, Thou'rt mad to (ay it.

Is not thy Mjrtcr with him ? who, wer't fo,

Would have inform'd for preparation.

Meff. So pleafeyou, it is true: our 77i<«« is coming

One of my fellows had the fpced of him

;

Who atmoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more
Then would make up nis Meffage.

Ladj, Give him tending,

Hebrings great news. Exit Meffenger.

The Raven htmfelf is hoarfe.

That croakcs the fatall entrance of Duncane

Under my Battlements. ComeyouSpirits,

That tend on mortal thoughts, unfcx me here.

And fill me from the Crown to the Toe, top-full

Of direft Cruelty : make thick my blood.

Stop up th'acceffe and paffigcio Remorfe,

That no compunctious vifitings of Niture

Shake my fell puipofe, nor keep peace between

Th'cffe^, and it. Come to my Womaas Brefls,

And rake my Milk for Gall, you MunhVingMiniftcrs,
VVhcrc-evctin your fighilcflc fubftanccs.

You wait on Natures Mifchief. Come thick Night,

And pall thee in the dunncft fmoak of hell.

That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes.

Nor heaven peep through the Blanketof the dark,

To cry, bold, hold. Entir Macbeth.

Great Glamis, worthy C'^wdor,

Greater then both, by the all-hail hereafter,

Thy Letters have tranfponed me beyond
This ignorant prefent, and I feci now
The future in the inllant.

Macb. My dearelfLovc,

Duncane comes here to nighr.

Lady. And when goes hence ?

Macb. To morrow, as he purpofes.

Lasty. O never,

Shall Sunne that morrow fee.

Your Face, my Thane is as a book, where men
May read Hrange matters to beguile the time.
Look like the time, bear welcome in yotireyc,

Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent flower.

But be the Serpent undet't. He that's coming.
Mud be provided for .- and you fhallput

This Nights great bulincfle into my difpatch,

V Vbich (hall to all our Nights and Daics ro come,
Give folely Sovcraign fway and Malierdom.

Macb. VVewill fpcak further.

Lady. Onely look up deer

:

To alter favour ever is to fear :

Leave all the reft to me. txema

Selena Seocta,

Hoboyes, and Tarchet. Enter King, Malcolm^ Dona/bfjn,

BanqHo, Ltmx, Masdafe, Rojfe, An^s,
and Attendants.

King. This Caftle hath a pleafant fear.

The air nimbly and fweetly rciommends it fclf
Unto our gentle fences.

Ban^. This Gueft of Summer,
The Temple-haunting Barlet does approve,
By his loved Manfonry, thai the Heavens breath,
Smells wooingly here : no Jutty frieze,

But trice, norCoigneof Vantage, but this Bird
Hath made bis pendant bed, and procreant Cradle,
Where they muft breed, and haunt : I have obfcrv'd
The air is deliate. Enter Lady.

King, Sec, fee,ourhonor*dHoftefle:
The love that follows us, fomerime is ourtrouble,
VVhich ftill we thank as Love. Herein I teach you.
How you Ihall bid god-cyld us for yourptins,
And thank us for your trouble.

Lady. Allour fervice.

In every point twice done, and thee done double,
Were poor, awd fingle Bufincffe, toa>ntend
Againftthofe honors deep, and broad.
Wherewith yoorMijefty loads ourboufe:
For thofe of old, and the late Dignities,
Hcap'diip to them, we reli your Hermits.

Kinu i
..^ ! Ill

— ' '*
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Kmv Where's the Thwc of Cawdor ?

VVccSurH him atihc hcelcs. and hid a purpofc

To be his Purveyor .• But he r.dcj vveil.

And hh greit Love (Jharp »s his Spur) hath holp him

To his home before us : Fiit and Nobk H^icis

V Ve are your oudho nighi.

Ladj. Your Servants ever.

Have theirs, rhemfclves, and what is theirs mcotnpt,

lo make tlKir Audit at yonr highnefs pleafute,

Siill 10 return your own.

X/wg.CJivc me your hand:

Condud me to mine Hoft, v\t love him highly,

And ftiall cominuc, out Graces towards him.

By your leave HoUefj. Excnnt.

Ho bojes. Torches.

Smtr '» SexKTy and divers Servantj mth Dlfhes md Servut

over tlx Stage. Tiotit enter Macheth.

Mach. If it were done, when tisdone,thcn 'ivvcrcwcll,

It were done quickly : if th' Allairmaiion

Could trammel up the Confeqaencc, and catch

With his lurceate.Succefs: ihit but ihis blow

Mi»ht be the be all, and the end all. Here,

But here, upon this Bank and School of iime,

We'ld jump the life to come. But in i hefc Cafes,

WcHill have judgment here, that we but tcich

Bloudy inlhudions, which being taught, return

To plague th'ingredicncc of our poylon'd ChalUcc

To our own lips. He's here in double truft
;

Firlt, as I am his Kinfman, and his SubjeS,

Strong both againll the Deed .• then, as his Hoft,

Who flwuld againll his Murderer (}iut the door

,

Not bear the knife my fclf. BeCides this Dmicaue

H at h born t his Facuhyfo meek; huh been

So clear in his great Office, that his Vcrtucs

Will plead like Angels, Trumpec-tongu'd againft

The deep damnation of his taking off:

And Pity, like a naked new-born-babe,

Striding the blaft, or heavens Cherubin,hors*d

Upon the fightlefs Curriorsof the Ayr,

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye.

That tears Ihall drown the wind. Ihavc no Spur

To prick the fides of my intent, but only

Vaulting Ambition, which otc-leapcs it fclf,

Ardfalsonih'ochcr. EiUir Ladj.

How now > What Newes ?

La. He has almoft fupiiwhy have you left the chamber

Mac. Hath he ask'd for me ?

L»df> Know you not, he has }

Mac. We will proceed no further in this Budnefs

:

He hathbonout'd me of late, and 1 have boughc

Golden Opinions ftonl all forts of people.

Which would be worn now in tbcir ncwcft glofs.

Not call afide fo foon.

Lady. Was the hope drunk

,

Whcrci n you drcft your felf ? hath it flept fince ?

And wjkes ir now to look fo green and pale ?

At whji it did fo freely ? From this time,

Such / aciount thy love. Art ihou arfea:*d

Tobe the fame in thine own Aft, and Valour,

Asthoujirtin dcfire .' WouldlUhou have that

Which thou ef^ecm'ft the Ornament of Life,

And live a Coward in t bine own clketn ?

Leriing 1 dare not, wait upon I would,

Like the poor Cat I'th'Addagc.

lMjuIi. Prcthee peace

:

I dare do all that may become a mio,

Who dares no more, is none.

Ladj. What beafl was't then

That made you br«k this Entcrprizctome?

When you durft do it, then you were a man :

And to be more tnen what you were, you would

Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place

Did then adhere, and yet you would make both :

They have madethemfelvc;, and chat their fitnefs now
Do*i unmake you. I have given Suck, and know
How tender 'tis to love the Babe that miikcs me,
J would, while it was fmilng in my face,

Havepluckt my Nipple froin his bonclefs Gummei,
And daftu the Braines out, had / but fo fworn

As you have done to this.

A/4c^.lfwe(liouldfail?

Lad;. We fail ?

But fcrew your courage to thefticking place,

And we'l not fail : when Dhinan is aflcep,

( Whereto the rather fhall his daies hard Journey
Soundly invite him) his twoChamberlaines

Will I with wine, aud waflcl, fo convince.

That Memory, the warder of the Brain,

Shall be a Fume, and the Receic of Reafon

A Lymbeck only, when in S vinifn flecp,

Their drenched Natures lie as in a Death,

What cannot you and /perform upon
Th'iinguarded Duncan} What not put upon

His fpungy Officers ? who (hall bear the guilt

Of ourgreat quell.

Macb. Bring forth Men-Children only

:

For thy undaunted Mettle fhoutd compofe
Nothing but Males. VVill it not be teceiv'd,

J
When we have mark'd with bloud thofe fleepy two
Of his own Chamber, and us'd their very Daggers,

That they have don't ?

Ladjr. Who dares receive ir other,

As we ihall make out Criefes and Clamor rore.

Upon his Death ?

Mack I am fetled, and bend up
Each corporal Agent to this tetribie Fear,

Away, and mock the time with faireft fhow,

Falfe Face muft hide what the falfe heart doth kno/r.

Exevtt,

Enter "SaiKfito, and Ffeance, mth Ttrtk
before him*

Bantf. How goes the Night, Boy ?

FUance. The Moon is down : / have not heard the
Clock.

Bainj. And fhe goes down ai Twelve,
FleoH. I tak't , 'tis later, Sir.

Btnttj. Hold, take my Sword:
There's Husbandry in Heaven,

Their Candles are all out : uke thee that too.
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See, and then fpeak your felyes : awake, awake,

Exennt Machtlhand Ltnix.

Ring the Alarum- Bell : Miirthcr,and Treafon,

BamjHo, and DonaJhiue t Maicotmt awake

,

Shake off this Downy fleep, Death's counteiffeit,

And look on Death it Tclf : ,up,up,and fee

The great Doom's Image . Malcolmt^BatKjue^

As From your Craves rife up, and walk like Sprights,

To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell.

BeUringt. Enter Lady,

tadj. What's the bufinefs?

That fuch a hideous trumpet calls to parley

ThcfleepersoftheHoore? fpeak, fpeak.

Macd. O gentle Lady,

'Tis not For you to hear what I can fpcttk f

The repetition in a Woman's ear.

Would murthcr as it fell.

Enter Ban^Ho.

S(t?t^H», B<«»^«tf,Our Royal Matter's OfflnWd,

Lady. VVoe,alas:

Whar, in our houfe f

Ban, Too cruel, any where.

Dear T)*/, I prythee contrail thy felf,

And fay, u is not fo.

Enter MachethJ^rntx^and Rt^t.

Mack. Had I but dy'd an hour before this chance,

1 had liv'd a bleffcd time : for firom this inftant.

There's nothing fei ious in Mortality

:

AU is bur toyes : Renown and Grace is dead,

The Wine of Life is drawn, and themewLees

Is left this Vault to brag of.

Enter M'^^lnte^nnd'DinalhMnt,

Donal. What is amifs ?

Macb. You are, and do not know't :

The Spring, the Head, the Fountain of yourBloud

1$ ftopt ; the very Souice of it is Jtopt.

i^acd. Your Royal Father's murthcr'd.

Mai. Oil, by whom ?

Lenox. Thofe of his Chamber, as it feem'd, had don'f

Their Hands and Faces were all badc'd with btoud.

So were their Daggers, which unwip d,we found

Upon their Pillows : they ftar'd, and were diftrafted,

No man's life was to be trufted with them.

tMach. O, yet I do repent me of my fury

,

That IdidkiUi'nem.

Macd. VVhercforcdidyoufo?

iW<if^.Who can be wife,ama2*d, temp'rate,8c furious,

Loyal, and Neutral, in a moment ? No roan

:

Th'expeditian of my violent Love

Out-run the paufcr, Reafon. Here lay ®«w<«»,

Hisfilver skin,lac'd with bis Golden Bloud,

And hisgafh'd Stabs, look'd like a Breach in Nature,

For Ruines waflfull entrance ; there the Murthcrers,

Steep 'd in the Colours of their Trade ; their Daggers

Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain.

That had a heart to love , and in that heart,

Courage, to make's love known f

Lady. Help me hence, boa.

Macd. Look to the Lady.

Ma/. Why do wc hold our tongues,

That moft may claim this argument for oursf

Donal. Whatlhould be fpoken here,

Where our Fate hid withm an awgcr-hole,
May rufh, and feize us ? Let's away,
Our rears arc not yet brew'd.

Mai. Nor our ftrong Sorrow
Upon the foot of Motion,

Banq, Look to the Lady

:

And when we have our naked Frailties hid,
That fuffer in cxpofurc ; let us meet,

And queftion this moft bloudy piece of work,
To know it further. Feares and fcruples ftiake us

;

In the great Hand of God 1 ftand,and thence,
Againft the un-divulg'd pretence I fight

Oftrcafonous Malice.

LMacd. And fo do I.

AU. So all.

Mach.LtCs briefly put on manly readiqefs,

And meet i'th'Hall together.

jiU. Well contented. Extitm.
. Male. What will you do ?

Let's not confort with them

:

To ftiew an unfelt Sorrow, is an Office

Which the falfe man do's eafie.

Il'e to England.

Don, To Irelandjl.'

Our feparated fortune fhall keep us both the fafcr

:

Where we are, there's Daggers in mens Smiles
j

The near in bloud, the nearer bloudy.

Male. This murtherous (haft that's flior,

Hath not yet lighted : and our fafeft way.

Is to avoid rfie aime. Therefore to houfe,

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking,

But ftiift away t there's warrant in that Theft

Which fteals it fdf, when there's no mercy left.

Exeunt,

Scena Quarto^,

Enter l^^fy vtlth an Old man.

Old man. Threcfcore and ten I can remember well,

Within the volume of which time, I have feen

Houres dreadfuil, and things ftrange : but this fore Night
Hath trifled foimec knowings.

T^^ir. Ha 1 good Father,

Thou fceft the heavens, as troubled with man's A£^,

Threatens his bloudy Stage : by th'Clock 'tis Day,

And yet dark Night ftranglestbe travelling Lamp :

Is't Night's predominance, or the Day's (name,

That Darknefs do's the face of Earth intombe.

When livino Light /hould kifs it f

Oldtnan. Tis unnatural.

Even like the deed that'sdonc : on Tuefday laft,

A Faulcon towringin her pride of place,

Was by a Mowfmg Owle hawkt at, and kill'd.

R«ffe. And DMnran'i horfts,

(A thing moft ftrange, and certain)

Beauteous, and fwifr, the Minions of their Race,

Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ftalls, flung out,

Contending 'gainft Obedience, as they would

Make war with Mankind.

Old man. Tis faid, they eat each other.

Refe. They did fo:

To
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To th'amazcmcnt of mine eyes thac look'd upon't.

Enter Macduff.

Here comes the good Macduff

,

Ho^A) goes the world Sir, now ?

Macd. Why fee you noc?

Ro(ie. h'c known who did this more then bloudy deed?

Macd. Thofe that Mucbetb hath flajn.

Roffe. Alas the day,

What good could they pretend ?

Macd. They were (uborned»

Malcolm, and T)t»falha\n the King's two Sonncs

Are ftolne away and fled, which puts upon them

Sufpition of the deed.

Roffe. 'Gainft Nature ftill,

Thriftlefs Ambition , that will raven upon

Thine own lives means: then 'tis moft like.

The Soveraignty will fall upon LMatbeth.

Macd. He is alrcaay nam'd, and gone to Sane

To be inverted.

Roffe. Where is Dunatn's body ?

Macd. Carried to CelmekjU^

The Sacred Store-houfe of his Picdc«flbrs,

And Guardian of their Bones.

Ro(fe. Will you to Scone ?

Macd.^o Coufin, rie to Fife.

Roffe. Well, I will thither.

iW4C(i.WeH may you fee things well done :hcre:Adicu.

LcH our old Robes fit cafier then our new.

'Ksif'- Farewell, Father.

Old. M. God's benifon go with you Sir,and with thofe

That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes.

£xeHnt omues.

aJBrnTertius, ScenaTrima,

Enter B^mtfuo,

Bantj. Thou haft it now, Kin^, Cawdor , (jlamii yi.\\

As the weyward Woman promis d, and I fear

Thou playd'ft molt foulcly for't^ yet it wasfaid

It fhould not ftand in thy Porterity,

But that my felf fhould be the Root, and Father

Ofmany Kings. If there come truth from themj

As upon thee Macbeth, their Speeches fhine

,

Why by the verities on thee made good,

May they not ht my Oracles as well.

And fet me up in hope. But hulli, no more.

Semt fomded. Enter Macbeth tu iCi'ng , Lad^ Ltntx^

li(iffe,Lordff and Attendants.

UHatb. Here's our chief Gued.
La. If he had been forgotten,

It had been as a gap in our great Feaft,

And all things unbecoming.

Macb.To night we hold a fokmn Suppcr/u>

And ric requeft your prefcncc.

Bancj. Let your Highnefs

Command upon me, to the which my dutitt

Are with a moft indifloluble tye

For ever knit.

Macb. Ride you this afternoon ?

Banef. I, my good Lord.

M«b, We (hould have elfe dcfir'd your good advict

JJ7
[

(Which ftill hath been both grave, and profperous)
In thisdayes Counccl : but we'll take to mono a,

Is't far you ride .'

I

Ban^. As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time

'Twi\t this, and Supper. Go noc my Horfc the better,
I muft become a borrower of the Night,
For a dark hour or twain.

Macb. Fail not our Fcaft.

Ban. My Lord, I will not.

Macb, We hear our bloudy Coufins arc bcftowd
In England, and in Ireland, not confcfflng

Theircruel Parricide, filling then hearers

With ftrange invention. But of that to morrow,
When therewithall we ftiall havccaufc of State,

Ciaving us jointly. Hyc you to horfc :

Adieu, till you return at Night.

Goes F/m»« with you ?

Ban. I, my good Lord : our time does callupon's,

Macb. I wifti your Horfes fwifc, and fuic of foot

:

And fo do I commend you to their backs.

Farewell. Exit Banqna.
Let every man be mafter of his time.

Till fevcn at Night, to make fociety

The fweeter welcome

:

We will keep our felf till Supper time alone :

While then, God be with you. Sxeunt Lords,

Sirrha, a word with you : Attend thofe men
Our pleafurc ?

Servant. They arc , my Lord , without the Pallacc

Gate.

Macb. Bring them before us. Exit Servtmt.

To be thus, is nothing, but to be fafely thus ;

Our feares in Bantjuo ftick deep.

And in his Royalty of Nature reigns that

Which would be fear'd. Tis much he dares,

And to that dauntlefs temperof his Mind,
He hath a Wifdome,chat doth guide his Valour,

To aft in fafety. There is none \mi he,

Whofe being I do fear : and under him.
My GeniHt is rebuk'd, as it isfaid

Mark.Antl»nyi was by Cafar, He chid the Sifters,

When firft they put the Name of King upon me
And bad them fpeak to him. Then Prophet-l:kc,

They hayl'd him Father to a Line of Kings.

Upon my head they plac'd a fruitlefs Crown,
And put a barrrn Scepter in my Gripe,

Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal Hand,

No Son of mine fucceeding : if 't be to.

For BanejMo'slRMt have 1 fill'd my Mind,
For them, the gracious ^Duncan have I murther'd.

Put Rancours in the Vcllci of my Peace

Only for them, and mineetecnai Jewel

Given to the common Enemy of Man,
To make them Kings, the Seeds of Banijut Kings

:

Rather then fo, come Fate into the Lilt

,

And champion me to th'utttrance.

Who s there ?

Snter Servant.^ amitrt* Murtheters,

Now go to the Door, and ftay there 'till we call.

Exit Servant.

Was it not yefterday we fpokt together f

t^nrth. It was, fo pleale your Highnefs.

Macb. Well then,

Now you have contfder'd of my fpeeches?

P p p 2 Know,

.
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Know, that it was he, in the times paft

,

Which held you fo under fortune,

Which you thought had been our innocent felf,

This I made good to yon, in ourlaft confeicnce,

Paft in probation with you

;

How you were born in hand, how croft :

The Inftruments : who wrought with them J

And all things elfe, that might

To half a Soul, and to 8 Notion craz'd,

Say, thus did Sauqut.

I . Murth. You made it known to us.

Much. I did fo :

And went further,which is now
Our point of fecond meeting.

Do you find yoUr patience fo predominant

In your nature , that you can let this go ?

Arc you fo Gorpcll'd to pray for this good man,

And for hisTfliic, whofc heavy hand

Hath bow'dyou to the Grave, and begger'd

Youis for ever ?

1 . Murth. We are men, my Liege.

Macb. I, in the Catalogue ye go for men,

As Hounds,and Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Currt,

Showghes, Water- Rugs , and Demy-Wolves are dipt

All by the Name of Doggs : the valued file

Diftinguiftics the fwift, the flow, the fubtic,

The Hoiife-keeper, the Hunter, everyone

According to the gift, which bounteous Nature

Hath in him dosd r whereby he does receive

Particular addition , from the Bill,

That writes them all alike : and foof men.

Now, ifyou have a ftation in the file,

Notl'ih'worft rank of Manhood, fay* t,

And I will put the bufinefs in yourBofomcs,

Whofe execution takes your Enemy off,

Grapples you to the heart ; and love of us.

Who wear our Health but fickly in his Life,

Which in his Death wereperfeft.

3. Murth. I am one my Liege,

Whom the vile Blowcs and B jffets of the world

Hath foincens'd that I am recklefs what I doe,

To fpight the World.

1

.

Murth. And I another.

So weary with Difafters, tugg'd with Fortune,

That I would fet my Life on any Chance,

To mend it or be rid on't.

Mdci, Both of you know Banquo was your Enemy.
Murth. True, niy Lord.

M'tcb. So is he mine j and in fuch bloudy diftance,

That every minute of his being, thrufts

Againft my near'ft of Life : and though I could

With bare-fac'd power fwcep him from my fight,

And bid my will avouch it
;

yet I muft not,

For certain friends that are both his, and mine,

Whofe loves I may not drop, bur wail his fall,

Who! my fcif ftruck down : and thence it is,

Thai I to your afliftance do make love,

Masking the bnfinefs from the common Eye,
For fundry weighty Reafons.

-

2. Murth. We fliall,my Lord,

Perform wihat you command us.

1. {J^urth. Though our Lives ——

-

Mach. Your Spirits ftiine through you.

Witfiin this hour , at moft,

I will advife you where to plant yourfelves.

Acquaint you with the pcrfeft Spy o'th'time,

The moment on't, for't muft be done to Ni^ht
And fomething from the Palace : alwayes thou^hr
That I require a dearnefs ; and with him, " '

To leave no Rubs nor Botches in the Work

;

FUam^ his Son, that keeps him company,
Whofe abfence is nolefs material to me.
Then is his Fathers, muft embrace the fate

Of that dark hour : refolvc your fclyes a-parr,
I'lecometo you anon.

Murth. VVe arc refolv'd , my Lord.
Macb. Tie call upon youftraight: abide within

It is concluded : Banquo., thy Soule's flight,
'

If it find Heaven , muft find it out to Night. Exiunt

Scena SecmJa^*

Enter Macbtth's Ladj^ and a Servartt.

Lady. Is Battcjuo gone from Court ?

Servant. I, Madam, but returns again to Ni"ht.
Lady. Say to the King, I would attend hisleifurc,

For a few words.

Servant. Madam, I will. Exit.
Lady. Nought's had , all's fpcnr,

Where our defire is got without content j

'Tis fafer, to be tliat which we deftroy,

Then by dcftru<Sljon dwell in doubtful! joy.

Enter Macbeth,
How now, my Lord, why do yoi keep alone ?

Offorryeft Fancies your Companions making,
Ufing thofe Thoughts , which mould indeed havedy'd
With them they think on : things without all remcdic
Should be without regard : what's done, is done.

Macb. We have fcorch'd the Snake, not kill'd it:

She'll dofc, and be her fdf, whileft our poor Malice

Remains in danger of her former Tooth,
But let the frame of things dis-joynt,

Both the Worlds fufFer,

E'le we will eat our Meal in fear ,and flecp

In the affliflion of thefc terrible Dreames,

That ftiake us Nightly : Better be with the dead,

Whom we, to gain our place, have fent to peace

:

Then on the torture of the Mind to lie

In reftlefsextafie:

Duncan is in his Grave

:

After Life's fitfull Fever , he fleeps well,

Treafon has done his worft : nor Steel nor Poifon

Malice domeftick , foreign Lcvie, nothing

Can touch him further.

Lady. Come on

:

Gentle my Lord, fleek o're your rugged Looks,

Be bright and Jovial 'mong your Guefts to Night.

Macb. So ftiall 1, Lpvc,and fo I pray be you :

Let your remembrance ftlll apply to Banejuo^

Prefent him Eminence , both with Eye and Tongue :

Unfafe the while, that we muft lave

Our Honours in thefe flattering ftreflmes.

And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts,

Difguifing vvhat they are.

Lady. You muft leave this,

Macb. O , full of Scorpions is my Mind, dear Wife :

Thouknow'ft , that Saxquo and his Fleam lives.

Laij. But
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Lady. Biit in them, Nature's Coppic's Tiot cccrne,

Mttcb. There's comfort yet , they arc aflailabk,

Then be thou jocund: e're the Bat hath flown

His CloyRcr'd flight, e'rc to black //^f^r'sfumnions

The lliard-born ncetlc, with his drowfic hums,

Hs:h rung Njght'i yawning Peale,

There fhall be done a deed of dreadfullnotc.

Lttdjf. What's to be done ?

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge , dearcft Chuck,

'Till thou applaud the deed : Come, feeling Night,

Skarf upthe tender Eye of pittifull Day,
And with thy bloudy and invifiblc Hand
Cancell and tear to pieces that great Bond,
Which keeps me pale. Light thickens,

And the Crow makes wing to th'Rookic Wood '•

Good things ofDay begin to droop, and drowzc.

Whiles Night's black Agents to their Preys do rowzc.

Thou marveil 'ft at my words: but hold thee ftill

:

Things bad begun, make ftron_g themfelves by ill

So prythee go with me. ExeitHt.

Scena Tertian.

Enter three Mnrtherers,

t. But who did bid thee joyn with us?
I 3. Macbeth.

[

2. He needs not our miftruft, fince he delivers
Our Offices, and what we have to doc,
To the direction juft.

t. Then ftand with us.

The weft yet glimmers with fomc ftrcaks ofDay.
Nowfpurresthe lateft traveller apce.
To gain the timely Inn, and neat approaches
The fubje£t of our Watch.

J. Heark,T hcarHorfes.

Banqm within. Give us a Light there, hoa.
2. Then 'tis he

:

The reft,that are within the note ofcxpedlation.
Already are i'th'Court.

1

.

His Horfes go about.

3. Almoft a mile ; but he does ufuaily.

So all men do, from hence to th'PaJace Gate
Make it their walk.

Etiter BanqHii AniFleans , with a Torch,

2. A Light, a Light.

3.'Tishe.

1. Stand to't.

Ban. It will be Rain to Night,
I. Let it come down.
Bau. O, Treachery 1

Fliegood f/f4«/,flie, flie, file,

Thoumay'ft revenoc, O Slave /

3. Who did ftrike out the Light >

1, Was't not tlie way >

J .
There's but one dowa : the Son is fled,

2. VVe have loft

Bcft half of our Affair.

I. Well, let's away,and fay how much is done.

Seem Quarta,

Ban<]Het prep^r'd. Enter Macbeth, Lad;, Rojfc^ Le>fox
Lords, and Attendants.

'

Exeunt:

At tirti and laft, the hearty welcome.
Lords. Thanks to your Majefty.
Macb. Our felf will mmglc with Society

And play the humble Hoft :

'

Our Hoftefs keeps her State, but in the beft time
We will require her welcome.
Ladj Pronounce it for me. Sir, to all our Friends,

t-or my heart fpeaks, they are welcome.

Enter firfl Murtherer.
Maeb.See they encounter thee with their hearts thanks

Hoth fides arc even : here Tie fit i'th'mid'ft.
Be large in Mirth, anon we'll drink a Meafure
Theuble round. There's bloud upon thy face,
Mur. 'Tis Ban^uo'stheti.

Macb. 'Tis better thee without, then he within
Is he difpatch'd f

UHnrMy Lord his throat is ait, that I did for him
Macb. Thou art the beft o'th'Cut-throats

Yet he's good that did the like for Fieans : *

If thou did'ft it, thou art the Non-parciJ.
Mar. Moft Royal Sir

Fleans isUap'df

Macb. Then comes my Fit again :

I had clfe been perfedt

;

Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rock

,

As broad, andgeneral,as the cafing Air

:

But now I am cabin'd, crib'd, conHn'd, bound in
To fawcy doubts, and feares. But Ban^no's fafe ?
'Mur. I,my good Lord: fafe in a ditch he bides,
With twenty trenched gafhes on his head

;

The leaft a Death to Nature.

Macb. Thanks for that.

There the grown Serpent lies , the worm that's fled
Hath Nature, that in time will Venom breed.
No teeth for th prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow
Well hear our fel ves again. Exit Msertherer.

Ladj. My Royal Lord,

You do notgivethe Cheer, the Feaft is fold

That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis makin<»:
*Ti$ given with welcome : to feed were beft at home

:

From thence, the fawcc to meat is Ceremony,
Meeting were bare without it

Enter the ghofl of Banqitn
, andfits in Macbeth's fttee.

iMacb. Sweet Remembrancer:
Now good digeftion wan on Appetite,

And health on both.

Lenox. May't pleafe your Highnefs fit.

Macb.Hite had we nowourCoun trie's Honour,roord
VVere the grac'd perfon of our Bamjnt prefent:

*,

VVho may I rather challenge for unkmdnefs,
Then pitiefor Mifchance.

Rife. Hi$abfence(Sir)

Layes blame upon his promifc. Pleas't your Highne&
To grace us with your Royal Company >

'PPP? Macb
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Mach. The table's full,

I
Lenox. Here is a place referv'd^Sir.

Mach. Where f

Lenox. Here my good Lord.

What is't that moves your Highnefs ?

Mach, Which of you have done this ?

Lords. Whai, my good Lord ?

Mach. Thou canft not fay I dW it J never {hake

Thy goary locks at me.

T(^jfe. Gentlemen rife , his Highnefs is not weH.

Lady, Sit worthy Friends : my Lord is often thus,

And hath been from his youth. Pray you keep fear.

The fit is momentany, upon a thought

He >A'ill again be vNcll. If much you note him

You rtiall offend him, and extend his PafTion,

Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man >

Mach. I, and a bold one, that dare look on chat

Which might appall the Devil.

Ladj. O, proper fluff J

This is the very painting ofyour fear

:

This is the Air-drawn-Dagger which you faid

Led you to Dnncan. O , thefe flawes and ftarts

(Importors to truefear) would well become

A woman's ftory at a winter's fire

Authoriz'd by her Grandam t fhame it felf.

Why do you make fuch faces ? When all's done

You look but on a ftoo).

Mach. Prythee fee there:

Behold, look, loe, how fay you

:

Why what care I , if thou canft nod,fpeak to©.

If Charnel-houfes , and our Graves muft fend

Thofe that we bury, back ; out Monuments

Shall be the Mawes of Kites. Sxtt Ght>/},

Lad^. What ? quite unman'd in folJy.

Mach. If I ftand here , I faw him.

Lad^. Fie for fliame.

Mad, Bloud hath been flied e're now,i'ch'olden time

E're humane Statue purg'd the gentle Weal

:

I, and fince too, Murthcrs have been perform'd

Too terrible for the ear : the times have been,

That when the Brains were out, the man would die.

And there an end ; But now they rife again

With twtnty mortal murthers on their crowns.

And pufh usfrom our flools : this is more ftrangc

Then fuch a Murther is.

Ladjf. My vwrthy Lord

Your Noble Friends do lack yon.

(JHaeh. L do forget:

Do not mufe at mc my moft worthy Friends,

I have a ftrange infirmity , which is nothing

To thofe that know me. Come, love and health to all,

Then Tie fit down : G i ve me fomc wine, fill full

:

Enter Chofi.

I drink to th'gcneral joy o'th'whole Table,

And to our dear Friend Ba»<]uo^ whom we mift :

Would he were here : to all ; and him we thirft,

And all to all.

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. ..

Mach.\szni.fl.r\A quit my fight,lct the earth hide thee:

Thy bones are marrowlefs : thy bloud is cold

:

Thou haft no fpeculation in thofe eyes

Which thoudoft glare with.

Ladj. Think of this good Peers

But as a thing of Cuftome : 'tis no other,

Only it fpoilsthe pleafurc of the time^

Mach. What man dare, I dar&

:

Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian Bear,

The aim'd Rhinoceros, or tWHyrca/n tyger,

Take any fhape but that, and my fiim Nerves
Shall never tumble. Or be alive again.

And dare me to the Dclart with thy Sword :

If trembling I inhabit, then protcft mc
The Baby of a Girl. Hence horrible fliadow, £*/».
Unreal mock'ry hence. Why fo, begone
I am a man again : pray you fit ftill.

Lad)t. You have difplac'd the mirth,

Broke the good meeting, with moft admir'd diforder.

Mach. Can fuch things be

,

And overcome 18 like a Summer's Cloud
Without our fpecial wonder f You make me ftrange
Even to the difpofition that I owe.
When now I think you can behold fuch fights

,

And keep the natural Rubieof your Cheeks,
When mine is blanch'd with fcar.

Rt^e, What fignes, my Lord f

La.\ pray you fpeak not : he grows worfe and worft,
Qiitftion enrages him : at once, goodnight.
Stand not upon the order of your going,

But go at once.

Lenox. Good night, and better health

Attend his Majefty.

La. A kind goodnight to all. ExtMftt Ltris.
Mach. It will have bloud they fay

:

Bloud will have Bloud

:

Stones have been known to move, and trees to fpeak

:

Augures,and underftood Relations, have

By Maggot Pyes , & Choughcs,and Rooks brought forth
The fecret'ft man of bloud. What is the night ?

La. Almoft at odds with morning, which is which.

^4f^.How fay 'ft thou \!niX. Macduffdiniis his pcrfon
At our great bidding ?

La. Did you fend to hhn. Sir ?

Mach. I hear it by the way : But I will fend

:

There's not a one of them but in his houfc

I keep a Servant Fee'd. 1 will to morrow
(And betimes J will) to the wizard Sifters.

More (hall they fpeak : for now I am bent to kftdvs

By (he worft means, the worft, for mine own good ,
All aufesfhall give way , I am in bloud

Spent in fo far, that ftiould I wade no more,

Returning were as tedious as go o're

:

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand.

Which muft be afted, e're they may be fcann'd.

Ladj. You lack the fcafon of all Natures, fleep.

Mach. Come, we'll to fleep ; My ftrange and felf-abufc

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard ufe

:

We arc yet but young indeed. Exeunt,

Scena Quinta^

Thunder. Enter the three Witches , meeting

Hecate.

I . Why how now Hecate., you look angerly ?

Hec. Have I not reafon (Beldames) as you are ?

Sawcy, and over-bold,how did yon dare

To trade,and traffick with Machetb^

In Riddles, and Affairs of death

;

And
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Anil I thcMiftrefs of your Charmcs,

The clofe contriver of all harincs,

Was never call'd to bear my part,

Or fhcw the glory of our Art ?

And which is worfe, all you have done

Hath been but for a wayward Son,

Spiglufull, and wrathfull, who (as others do)

Loves for his own ends, not for you.

But make amends now : Get you gon,

And at the pit oi Acheron

Meet me I'th'Morning : thither he

Will come, to know his Dc(tinie,

Your Vertels, and your Spells provide,

Your Charmcs, and every thing bcfide
;

I am for th'Air : this night Tie fpcnd

Unto a difmal, and a Fatal ehd.

Great bufincfs mutt be wrought e'rc Noon.

Upon the Corner of the Moon
There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound,

ric catch It c're it come to ground ;

And that diHill'd by Magick flights.

Shall raifc fuch Artificial Sprights,

As by the rtrength of their illufion,

Shall draw him on to his Confufion.

He (Tiall fpurn Fate, fcorn Death , and bear

His hopes 'bove Wifcdome, Grace,and Feat;

And you all know. Security

Is mortals chiefeft Enemy,

Mufick^t and a Song.

Heark, I am call'd : my little Spirit lee

Sits in a Foggy cloud, and (taycs for me.

Sing rvithin. Come arvay^conu xway^ (^c.

I . Come, let's make hallc , flic'U foon be

Back again. BxtHHt.

Enter Lenox\ and another Lord,

Lenox. My former Speeches,

Have but hit your Thoughts,

Which can interpret farther : Onely I fay

Things have been ftiangcly borne. The gracious Dnnctin

Was pittied of Macbeth : marry he was dead j

And the right valiant Bamjuo walk'd too late.

Whom you may fay (if't pleafe you) F/e4ns kill'd.

For Fleans fled : Men muft not walk too late.

Who cannot want the thought, how monftrous

It was for Maicclm, and for Donalhane

To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Faft,

How it did grieve Macbeth ? Did he not ftraight

In pious rage , the two delinquents tear,

That were the Slaves of drink, and thralls of flecp ?

Was that not Nobly done ? I,and wifely too t

For 'twould have angcr'd any heart alive

Ta hear the men deny^t. So that I fay.

He ha's borne all things well, and I do think.

That had he Duncans Soiuies under the Key,

(Asand't pleafe Heaven he flfull not) they fhall find

What 'twere to kill a Father : So fliould Ileans.

But peace ; for from broad words ,and caufe he fail'd

His prcfcnce at the Tyrant's Fcaft ; I hear

Macduffe lives in difgrace. Sir , cati you tell

Where he bcftowcs hunfclf ?

Lord. The Sonntsoi Duncan
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth)
Live in the Englifh Court, and is rccei v'd

Of the inoft Pious Edwardy with fuch grace.

That the malevolence of Fortune, nothing

Takes from his high refpcfV. Thither Macdufft
Is gone, to pray the holy King, upon his aid

To wake Northumberland , and warlike Seyvard^
That by the help of thefc ( with him above
To ratifie the Work) we may again

Give to our Tables mcat)flcep to our Nights

:

Ficc from our Feafts, and Banquets bloudy knives
j

Do faithfull Homage, and receive free Honours,
All which we pine for now. And this report

Hath fo cxafperate their King, that he

Prepares for fome attempt of War,
Lenox. Sent he to Macdufe f

Lord. He did : and with an abfolutc, Sir, not I,

The cioudyMelTenger turns me his back,

And hums ; as who fliould fay, you'll rue the time
That cloggsme with this Anfwer.

Lenox. And that well might

Advifc him toaCaution, t'hold what diftancc

His wifedome can provide. Some holy Aqgel
Flie to the Court of England, and unfold

His Meflage c're become, that a fwift blefling

May foon return to this our fuffering Countrey,
Under a hand accurs'd.

Lord, rie fend my Prayers with him. Exeunt.

zABiis Quintus. Scena TrimJ,

ThuntUr. Enter the three Witchtf,

1

.

Thrice the brinded Cat hath mcw'd.
2

.

Thrice, and once the Hedges Pig whin'd.

J. Harpier cryes, 'tis time , 'tis time.

1 . Round about the Cauldron go

;

In the poifon'd Entrails throw

Toad, that under cold ftone,

Dayesand Nights, has thirty one;
Sweltred Venom fleeping got.

Boil thou firlt i'th'charmcd pot.

All. Double,double, toil and trouble;

Fire burn , and Cauldron bubble.

I. Fillet of a Fenny Snake,

In the Cauldron boil and bake :

Eye of Newt, and Toe oi Frog

:

Woollof Bat,and Tongue ofDog 9

Adders Fork , and Blind-worms Sting,

Lizards Leg, and Howlet s Wing

:

For a Charm of powerful! trouble.

Like a Hell-broth, boil and bubble.

t/ill. Double, double, toil and trouble,

Fire bum, and Cauldron bubble.

3. Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolf,

Witches Mummy,Maw, and Gulf

Of the ravin'd lalt Sea Shark :

Root of Hemlock, dig^'d i'th'dark :

Liver of Blafpheming Jew.
Gall ofGoat, and Slips of Yew,
Sliver'd in the Moon's Eclipfc

:

Nolo
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Nofe of Turk. , and Tartar's lipj

,

Finger of Bitth-fttangled Babe,

D itch-deli ver'd by a Drab,

Make the Gruel thick, and flab.

Add thereto a Tygcr's Chawdron,

For th'Ingrediencc of our Cauldron.

ylll. Double, double, toil and trouble.

File burn, and Cauldron bubble.

2. Cool it with a Baboon's bloud.

Then the Charm is firm and good.

Enter Hecate , and the other three fVitches.

Hec. O well done : I commend your paines,

And every one fliall Oiare i th'^aines

:

And now about theCauIdton hng

Like Elves and Fairies in a Ring,

Inchanting all that you put \n.

Muftk^ani a Seng. BUck.Spmts^ fire.

2. By the pricking of my thumbs,

Something wicked this way comes

:

Open Locks, whoever knocks.

E>7ter (^Macbeth.

Mach.Uavi now you fecret,black,and midnight Hags?

What is'c you do >

tAll. A deed without a name.

M^cb. I conjure you, by that which you Profcfs,

(How-c're you come to know it) anfwcr me :

Though you untie the windes ,and let them fight

Againrt the Churches : Though the yeliy Waves

Confound and fwallow Navigation up :

Though bladed Corn be lodg'd, and trees blown down,

Though Catties topple on their Warders heads

:

Though Palaas, and Pyrarrridsdoflopc

Their heads to their Foundations: though the treafurc

Of Natures Germain, tumble altogether.

Even 'till delimdion ficken : Anfwer mc
To what I ask you.

1. Speak.

2. Demand.

3. We'll anfwer.

I . Say, if th'had'ft rather hear ic from our mouthes>

Or from our Mafters.

Mach. Call'cm : let me fee'em.

I . Pour In Sowes bloud, that hath eaten

Her nine Farrow : Grcace that's fwcaten

From the Murtherers Gibbet, throw

Into the Flame.

j4ll. Come hi^h or low

:

Thy Self and Office deftly iTiow. Thunder.

\ . ./4pparittoKy an Armei Head,

LMach. Tell me thou unknown power.

T . He knowes thy thought

:

Hear his fpecch, but fay thou nought.

1. Appar. , Macbeth^ Mucheth^ Macbeth :

Beware Macduff

^

Beware the Thane of Fife . difmifs me. Enough.

He Defcends.

Macb.'Whzt-t're thou art, for thy good caution,thanks.

Thou hafl harp'd my fear aright. But one word more.

J . He will not be commanded : here's anorher

More potent then the firft. Thunder.

2. yipparttien^a Bloudy Child,

2. Atpar. Macbeth^ Macbeth,, Macbeth.

Macb, Had I three eares, Il'd hear thee.

». Appar, Be bloudy , bold, and refolute

:

j

Laugh to fcorn

The power ofman : For none ofwoman borne

Shall harm Macbeth, Defcends.

Afacb.Thin live Macduff": what need 1 fear of thee ?

But yet Tie make affiirance, double fure,

And take a Bond of Fate : thou fhalt not live,

^That I may tell pale-hearted Fear, it lies

;

And fleep in fpigh: of thunder. Thunder.

J. ApparitioHyU Child crownedyvith a Tree in hit hand.

What is this, that rifes like the iffue of a King

,

And weares upon his Baby-brow , the round

And top of Soveraignty ?

All. Liflen* but fpeak not to't,

J . Appar. Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no care :

Who chafes, who frets, or where Confpirers arc

:

Afacbeth {hall never vanquifh'd be, until

G^eat Bjrrnamyvood, to high 'Dunjintint Hill

Shall comeagainft him. Defceni.
Mach, That will never be :

Who can imprefs the Forreft, bid the tree

Unfix his earth-bound Root? Sweet boadments, good:
Rebellious dead, rife never 'till the Wood
Of hyrnain rife, and our high-plac'd Macbeth
Shall live the Lcafe of Nature, pay his breath

To time, and mortal Cuftome. Yet my heart

Throbs to know one thing : tell me, if your Art

Can tell fo much : Shall Banquo's iffue ever

Reign in this Kingdome ?

All. Seek to know no more.

Matb. I will be fatisficd. Deny me this,

And an eternal Curfe fall on you : Let me know.

Why finks that Cauldron.^ & what noife is this.> Hobojes.

I. Shew.

J. Shew.

3. Shew.

All. Shew hi« Eyes, and grieve his Hean

,

Come like fliadows, fo depart.

A (hew ofeifht Kings , andBatr^uo lafi^ nith a

glafi in his hand.

Macb.Thou art too like the Spirit of 5<»;t^«» .-Down

:

Thy Crown do's fear mine Eye-balls. And thy hgir

Thou other Gold-bound-brow , is like the fitft :

A third, is like the former. Filthy Haggs,

Why do you fhew me this > A fourth ? Start eye I

What will the Line fl retch out to th'crackof Doom /

Another yet ? A feventh ? I'lc fee no more

:

And yet the eighth appears, who beares a glafs,

Which ihcwesme many more : and fome I fee.

That two-fold Balls, and treble Scepters carry.

Horrible fight .- Now 1 fee 'tis true

,

For the Bloud-bolter'd Bantjuo fmiles upon me.

And points at them for his. What is this fo ?

1. I Sir, all this is fo. But why
Stands {^Macbeth thus amazcdly .?

Come Sifters, cheer we up ins fprights,

And lliew the beft of our delights.

rie Charm the Air to give a found
,

While you peiform your Antique round :

That this great King may kindly fay,

Our duties, did his welcome pay. Mujlck,,

The witches Dance, and i/anifk,

<Jf4acb. Where are they ? Gone.?
Let this pernicious hour

,

Stand aye accur fed in theKalendcr.

Come in, without there. Enter Leno.v,

Lenox. What'syour Graces vvill?

Mack.
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Much. Sflw you the Wizard Sillers i

J.fnox. No my Loid.

MacI}. Came they not by you ?

l.tnox. Noindcecf my Lord.

Much. Infected be the Air v».hereon tfwy ride,

Aiiddarnu'd all chofc that trull them. I did hear

Thcgallooping ofHoife. Who was't came by >

Len. Tis two or three my I-ord, that bring you word

Mitcduff IS fled to Ert^Und.

M*ch. FUd CO England f

Len. I, my good Lord.

Mach. Time , tliou aniicipat'ft my dread exploits:

Ihe flighty purpofe never is o'rc-took

Unlefs the Aczd go with it. From this Inoment,

The Mcry fiilllingof my heart fliall be

The firftlings 6fmy hand, And even now

To Crown my thoughts with Ads:bc it thought & done

The Caaie of A/acduf, I will fuprize.

Seize upon Flff ; give to th'fdge o'ch Sword

His Wife, his Babes , *nd all unfortunate Soulcs

That trace him in his Line. No boafting like a Fool

,

This deed lie do, before this purpofe cool,

But no more fights. Where arc thefc Gentlemen ?

Come bring inc where they axe. Exeunt.

Sana Secmda.

Enter Macdnf i H'ifty btr Som, and Roffe.

fy'ife. What had he done, to make liim fly the Land f

Rafe. You cauft hive patience Madam.

IVife. He had none ;

His flight was rradncft r when our Aflionsdo not,

Our fearcs do mal^e us traytors.

Rofej You know not

Whether ir washbwifcdomc,Qr his fear.

mfe. Wifedome ? to leave his wife, to leave his Babes,

His Man/iort, and his titles, in a place

From whence himfelf does flie ? He loves us not.

He wanes the natural touch : for the poar Wren
(The moft diminitivc of Birds ) will fight.

Her young ones in her Ncft, againft the Owie

:

All is the Fear, and nothing is the Love ;

As little is the Wifedome , where the flight

So runns againft all reafon.

Rofft. My dcareft Coiiz,

I pray you (chool your fclf ; But for your Husband,

He is Noble, Wife, Judicious , and bcft knowcs

The fitso'th'Seafon, Idare not fpeak much funlier.

But ciucl are the times, when we arc traytots

And do not know our fclvcs : when we hold Rumour
From what we fear, yet know nor what wc fear,

But float upon a wild and violent Sea

Each way, and move. I take my leave of you

:

Shall not be long but Tie be here again

:

Thingsatthc worll will ceafc, or clfe climb upward,

To vvrar they were before. My pretty Coiinn,

BlclTing upon you.

Wife. Father'd he is,

(And yet he's Fathctlefs.

(
R(^e. I am fo much a F >ol, fliould I ftay longer

I It would be my dit'giacc, and your difcomfort.

' I take my leave at once. Ixit R»Jfe.

\

H'ife, Siri-3, your Father's dead,

And what will you do now> How will you live T
Son. As Buds do, Mother.

l-f'ife. What with wotmesand flies >

Sen. With what I get, and fo do they

py'ife. Poor Bird,

Thoud"ft never fcartlie Net, not Line,
The Pitfall, nor the Gin.

Son, Why fliould I Mother?
Poor Biids they are not fct for .-

My Father is not dead for all your fayin".

f^'tfe. Yes, he 1$ dead :

How wiltthoudofora Father ?

Son. Nay how will you do tor a Husband ?

H^ife. Why I can buy me twenty at any Marker.
Son. Then you'll buy "em to fell again.

f-f^ife. Thou fpeak'fl with all thy wit.

And yet i'faith with wit enough for thee.

Son. Was my Father a traitor. Mother f
t^ife. I, that he was.

Son. What is a traitor f>

fyife. Why one tiiat fweares, and lyes.

Son. And be all traitors that do fo f

iy]fc. Every one that do's fo, is a traitor,

And rauft be hang'd.

Son. And muft they all be hang'd, that fwear and lye.»

f^ife. Everyone.
Son. Who muft hang them ?

fi'ifc. Why , honeft men.
Sen. Then the LyarSand Swearers are Foolstfor there

are Lyais and Sweaiets enow, to beat the lioncft men
,

and hang up them.

n^ife. Now God help thee
, poor Monkey :

But how wilt thou do for a Father }

Son. If he were dead
,
you'd weep for him; if you

would not it were i good lignc , tliat I fliould quickly
have a new Father.

fV'ft. Poor pratler, how thou talk 'ft?

Enter a Meffengtr.

Mef. Blefs you fair Dame : I am not to you known
Though in your ftate of honour I am peifc(5k

;

1 doubt fome danger docs approach you nearly.

If you will take a homely man's advice

,

Be not found here : hence with your little ones

;

To fright you thus, Mc thinks I am too favage

:

To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty,

Which is too nigh your perfon. Heaven preferve you,

I dare abide no longer. Exit Mtjfenger.

^y'lfc. Whither flioold I flie }

I have done no harm. But I remember now
I am in this earthly wodd : where to do harm
Is often laudable, to do good fometime

Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas)

Do I put up th9t womanly defence.

To fay I had done no harm ?

What are thefc faces?

Enter i^tnrtherers,

Mmr. Where is youc Husband ?

Wtft. I hope in no place fo unfamSlified,

Where fuchas thou may 'ft find him.

Mw. He's a Traitor.

Son. Thou ly'ft thou fhag-car'd Villain.

Mur. What you Egg?
Young fry of treachery >

Son, He has kill'd me Mother,

Run avvay I pray you. £*»>, trftng Marther,
StrnA
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Scena tertian.

Enter (JUaUolm andMacit^.

M*L let us feek out fome defolatc (hade, and there

Weep our fad bofomes empty,

Mad. Let us rather

Hold faft the mortal Sword : and like good meni

Beftride our downfall Birthdomc : each new Mom,

New Widows howl, new Orphans cry,new (orrows

Strike Heaven on the face, that it refounds

As if it felt with Scotland, znd yell'd out

LikeS\llable o£ Dolour.

Mai. What I believe, Tie wail ;

What know, believe ; and what I can redrefs.

As I (hall find the time to friend, I will.

What you have fpoke, it may be fo perchance.

This Tyrant, whofe folc Name bliftersour tongues,

Was once thought honeft : you have lov'd him well,

He hath not touch 'd you yet. I am young, buifomething

You may difcern of him through me, and wifdorac

To offer up a weak, poor innocent Lamb

T'appeak an angry God.

(Jltacd. I am not treacherous.

Mat. But CMacbeth is.

A good and virtuous Nature may recoil

In an Imperial charge. But I fhall ciavc your pardon :

That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe j

Angels are bright ftill, though the brighteft fell.

Though all things foul would wear the brows of Grace,

Yet Grace muft ftill lookfo.

Macd. I have loft my Hopes.

Male. Perchance even there

Where I did find my doubts

Why in that rawnefs left you Wife, and Children ?

Thofe precious Motives, thofe ftrong knots of Love,

Without leave-taking. I pray you,

Let not my Jealoufies, be your Di(honours,

But mine own Safeties : you may be rightly juft,

What-ever I Ihall think.

Macd. Bleed, bleed poor Countrcy,

Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Bafis fure.

For goodnefs dares not check thee : wear thou thy wrongs

The Title is afear'd. Fare thee well Lord,

I would not be the Villain that thou think'ft,

For the whole Space that's in the Tyrant's Grafp,

And the rich Eaft to boot.

Mai. Be not offended

:

I fpcak not as in abfolute fear of you

:

I think our Courttrey finks beneath the yoak,

Ic weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gafh

Is added to her wounds. I think withall,

There would be hands uplifted in my right

:

And here from gracious England have I offer

Of goodly thoufands. But for all this.

When I Ihall tread upon the Tyrant's head.

Or wear it on my Sword; yet my poor Countrey

Shall have more vices then it had before.

More fuffer, and more fundry wayes then ever,

By him that (hall fucceed.

fj^acd. What (hould he be ?

Mai. It IS my felf I mean , in whom 1 know
An the particulars of Vice fo grafted,

That when they (hall be opcn'd black Macbeth

Will fecm as pure as Snow , and the poor State

Eftcem him as a Lamb, being compar'd

With my confinelefs harmes.

Macd. Not in the Legions

Of horrid Hell, can come a Devil more damn'd

In evils, to top Macbeth.

Mach. I gran: him Bloudy,

Luxurious, Avaricious, Falfe, Deceitfull,

Sudden, Malicious, fmoaking of every (inne

That has a name. But there's no bottom, none

In my Voluptuoufnefs : Your wives, your daughters,

Y our matrons, and your maids, could not (ill up

The Ciftern of my Luft, and my Dcfire

All continent Impediments would o're-bear

That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth^

Then fuch an one to reign.

Macd. Boundlefs intemperance

In Nature is a Tyranny : It hath been

Th'untimely emptying of the happy Throne,

And fall of many Kings. But fear not yet

To take upon you what is yours : you may
Convey your plcafures in a fpacious plenty.

And yetfeem cold. The time you may fo hoodwink

:

We have willing Dames enough : there carmot be

That Vulture in you, to devour fo many
As will to Greatnefs dedicate themfelves,

Firding itfoindin'd,

Mai. With this , there srowcs

In my moft ilUcompos'd AfTeftion,fuch

A ftanchlefs Avarice, that were 1 King,

I ihould cut off the hJobles for their Lands,

Defire his Jewels, and this others Houfe,

And my more-having would be as a Sawce

To make me hunger more, that I (hould forge

Quarrels un juft againft the Good and Loyal,

Deftroying them for wealth.

Masd. This Avarice

Sticks deeper : grows with more Pernicious root

Then Summer-feemtng Luft : and it hath bin

The Sword of our (lain Kings : yet do not fear,

Scotland hath Poifons to fill up your will

Of your mere Own. All thefe are portable.

With other Graces weigh'd,

Mai. But I have none. The King-becoming Graces,

As Juttice, Verity, Temp' ranee, StablencGs,

Bounty, Perf&vcrance, Mercy, Lowlinefs,

Devotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude;

I have no relifh of them , but abound

In thedivifion of each feveral Crime,

Ailing it many wayes. Nay had I power I (hould

Pour the fweet Milk of Concord, into Hell,

Uproar theuniverfal peace, confound

All unity on earth.

Mtcd. OSeotlandy Scotland!

Mai. If fuch a one be fit to govern, fpeak ;

I am as 1 have fpoken.

Mac.Fk togovernpNonotto live.O Nation miferablel

With an untitled Tyrant, bloudy Sceptred,

When fhalt thou fee thy wholefome dayes again ?

Since that the trueft Kfue of thy Throne

By his own Interdiftion ftands accurft,

And do's blafpheme his breed ? thy Royal Father

Was a moft Sainted-King : the Q^ieen that bore thee,

Ofcncr upon her knees, then on her feet

,

Dy'd every day (he liv'd. Fare thee well,

Thefe

J
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Thcfe Evils thou repcat'ft upon thy fcif,

Hath banifh: me fiom Scotland. O my Breaft,

Tliy hope ends heie.

<J^^aL Matdtijfy this Noblt palTion

ChIIdofInccgrity,hnhfiommy foul

Wipd the black Scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts

To thy good truth, and honour, Devillirti Macbeth^

By many of tliefc uaines, hath fought to win mc

Into his power : and modeft Wifcdomc plucks mc

From ovet-credulous hafte : but God above

Deal between chec and mc ; For even now

I put my- fcif to thy dirtrtion, and

Unfpcak mine own detradlion. Here abjure

The taints, and blames 1 laid upon my felf,

For ftrangcis to my Nature, I am yet

,Unknown to women, never was forfworc,

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own,

At no time brofce my Faith, would not betray

The Devil :o his Fellow, and delight

No Icfs in truth then life. My firft falfe fpeaking

Was this upon my felf, what I am truly

Is tliine,and my poor Countries to command :

Whither indeed, before thy here approach.

Old Seyvard with ten thoufand warlike men

Already at a point, was fetting forth ?

Now we "II together , and the chance of goodncfs

Be like our warranted Qiiarrel. Why are you filcnt ?

Mdcd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at once

'Tis hard to reconcile.

StJter a Do^or.

Mai. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth

I pray you ?

DoEl. 1 Sir : there are a crew of wretched Soulcs

That ftay his Cure : their malady convince*

The great affay of Art. But at his touch.

Such fanftJty hath Heaven given his hand,

They prefently amend. £xtt.

iMal. I thank you Dofltor,

Macd. Wbt's the Difcafc he means f

Mat. 'Tisoill'd the En\y

A mort miraculous work in this good King,

Which often fincc my here remain in Englandy

I have fecn him doe : How he foiicits heaven

Himfcifbed knows : but (Irangely vjfitcd people

Allfwolneand Ulcerous, pittifull to the eye,

The mere dcfpair of Surgery > he cures.

Hanging a golden ftamp about their necks,

Put on with holy Prayers, and "tis fpoken

To the fucccding Royalty he leaves

The healing Benediction : with thisftrangc virtue,

He hath a heavenly gift of Pcophefic,

And fundrv Blellings hang about his Throne,

That (peak him full of Grace.

Enter R»Jfe.

Macd. See who comes here.

Malc.\A<j Countreyman: but yet I know him not.

Kjl'tacd. My ever gentle Coufin, wtlcome hither.

Male. I know him now. Good God betimes remove

The means,the means that makes usHrangers,

%sfr'- Sif > Amen.
i^acd. Stands ScotUni wliere it did ?

Rof. Alas poor Countrey,

AlmoU afraid to know it felf. It cannot

Be call'd^oilr Mother, but our Grave ; where nothing

But who knows nothing is once fecn to Imile ;

Where fighcs and groans, and fhricks that rent the air

Are made, not mark'd : Where violent forrow feems
A Modem extafie : the Dead-man's knell,

Is there fcarce ask'd for who, and good men's lives

Expire before the Flowers in their Caps,

Dym", or e'rc they fickcn.

Macd. Oh relation ; too nice, and yet too true.

Male. What's the neweft grief?

R»fe. That of an hourcs age, doth hifs the fpeaker,

Each minute teems a new one.

Macd. How docs my Wife ?

Rofe. Why well.

Macd. And all my Children f

Rojfe. Well too.

Macd. The Tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ?

Rofe.NOf they were well at peace when I did leave'em.

Macd. Be not a niggard of your fpcech: howgos't?
RoJfe. When I came hither to tranfport the Tidings

Which I have heavily borne, there ran a Rumour
Of many worthy Fellows, that were out,

Which was to my belief witncft the rather,

For that I faw the Tyrants Power a-foot,

Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotlaud

Would create Souldicrs, make our women fight.

To dofF their dire diftreflcs.

Male, Be't their comfort

We are coming thither: Gracious En^taHd\\ii\i

Lent us good Sejvuard^ and ten thoufand men,
An older, and a better Souldier, none
That Chriftendome gives out.

Roff"!. Would I could anfwcr

This comfort with the like. But I have words

That would be howl'd out in the dcfert air.

Where hearing fhould not latch them.

Macd. What concern they,

The general caufe, or is it a Fee-grief

Due to fomc fingle Breaft ?

%2lf'- No mmd that's honeft

But in it (hares fome woe, though the main part

Pertains to you alone.

Macd. If it be mine

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.

Roffe, Let not your earcs defpife my tongue for ever.

Which (hall poffefsthem with the heavieft found

That ever yet they heard.

LMacd. Humh : I gUcfs at it.

Roffe. Your Caftle is furprii'd : your Wife, and Babes

Savagely flaughter'd : to relate the manner

Wtc on the Quarry ofthefe murtha'dDccr

To add the death of you.

Male. Mercifull Heaven

:

What man, nc're pull your hat upon your brows

:

Give forrow words ; the grief that do'snotfpeak,

Whifpers the o're- fraught heart, and bids it break.

Macd. My Children too }

Rof.Wiky Children, Servants, all that could be found.

M^cd.^ad I muft be from thence,? My wife kiU'd too ?

Rojfe. I havefaid.

Male. Be comforted.

Let's make us Mcd'cincs ofour great Revenge,

To cure this deadly grief.

Macd. He has no Children, All my prenyonc;?

Did you fay All ? O HclUKitc ! All ?

What, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damm
At one fell fwoop ?

Male. Difpute it like a man.

Macd. I (hall do fo.

6ui
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But I muft alfo feel ic a, a mau

;

I cannot but remember fuch things v9cre

That were moft precious to me : Did heaven look on,

And would not take their part ? SinfuH Macdujf^

They were all ftrook for thee : Naught that I am ,

Not far their own denierits , but for mine

Fill (laughter on their foules ; Heaven reft them now.

Mai. Be this the Whetftone of your fword , let grief

Convert to anger: blunt not the heart , enrage it.

Macd. O I could play the woman with mine eyes,

And Braggart with nriy tongue. But gentle Heavens,

Cut fliort all intcrmimon ^ Front to Front,

Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland^ and my fc!f

Within my Svwords length fct him, if he fcapc

Heaven forgive him too.

Mitl. This time goes manly :

Come go we to the King , our Power is ready,

Our lack is nothing but our leave. (Jliacheth

Is ripe for (liaking, and the Powers above

Put on their Inftruments: Receive what cheer you may,

The Night is long that never finds the Day. Exeunt,

oJ&ui Quintm, Scena Trima,

Enter a DeHor of Phyjick^ and a utaUing

^e/itlevKtman.

DoEl. I have two Nights watch'd witli you , but can

perceive no truth in your report. When was it (he laft

walk'd ?

Gtttt. Since his Majcfty went into the Field , I have

feen her rife from her bed , throw her Night-Gown up.

on her , unlock her Clofet , take forth Paper , fold it,

write upon't , read it , afterwards fcal it , and again re-

turn to bed ; yet all this while in a moft faft fleep.

DqS, a great perturbation in Nature, to receive at

once the benefit of fleep and do the effects of watching.

In this Aumbry agitation, befides her walking , and other

aftual performances , what (at any time) have you heard

her fay ?

Cent. That Sir, which 1 will not report after her.

Dtfff. You may to me, and 'tis moft meet you ftiould.

Gtnt. Neither to you, nor any one, having no witnefs

to confirm my fpeech. Enter Ltidj vith a Taftr.

Lo you, here ftie comes : This is her very guife , and up-

on my life fall aflcep ; obferve her, ftand clofe.

DoSl. How came (lie by that light ?

Cent. Why it flood by her : fhc has light by her con-

tinually, 'tis her command.
DoSl. You fee her eyes are open.

Gent. I but their fenfe are (hut.

7)oEl. What is it (he do's now ?

Look how (he rubbs her hands.

Gent, It is an accuftom'd aftion with her , to feem

thus wafhing her hands : I have known her continue in

this a quartet of an hour.

Lad. Yet here's a fpot.

Do5i. Heark , (he fpcaks , I will fet down what ccmes
from her , to fatisffc my remembrance the more ftrongly

.

La. Out damned fpot : out I fay. One .- Two : Why
then 'tis time to do*t: I-lell is murky. Fie,myLord, fie,

a Souldiei, and afear'd ? what need we fear } who knows
It , when none can all our power to account : yet who

the old man to have had fo muchwould have thought

bloud in him.

Do^. Do you mark that ?

Lad.D^ Thtine oiFife, had a wife: where is (he novv?
What will thcfe hands ne're be clean ? Nomoreo'that
my Lord

, no more o'chat ; you marre all with ftar-
tina

jD»3. Go to, go to

:

You have known what you (hould not,

Gent. She has fpoke what (he ftiould not , I am furc
of that

: Heaven knows what fhe has known.
La, Here's the fmell of bloud ftill : all the perfumes

oi ArabU will not fweeten this little hand.
Oh, oh, oh.

Don, What a (igh is there?The heart is forely charg'd.
Cent. I would not have fuch a hean in my bofome, for

dignity of the whole body.

DoB. Well, well, well.

Cent, Pray God it be Sir.

Do^i. This difeafe is beyond my pra^tife : yet I have
known thofe which have walkt in their fleep , who have
dyed holyly in their beds.

Lad. Wa(h your hands
,
put on your Night-Gowne,

look not fo pale : 1 tell you yet again Banquo'i buried ;
he cannot come out on's grave.

Don. Even fo ?

Lady. To bed, to bed : there's knocking at the Gate :

Come, come , come, come, give me your hand : What's
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed.

Exit Lady,
Doll. Willfhe go now to bed ?

Gent. Diredtly,

Dafl, Foul whifp'rings arc abroad : unnatural deeds
Do breed unnatural troubles: infc^ed minds
To their deaf pillows will difcharge their fecrets

:

More needs fhe the Divine , then the Phyfician :

God, God forgive us all. Look after her.

Remove from her the means of all annoyance,

And ftill keep eyes upon her : So good night

:

My mind fhe has mated, and amaz'd my fight,

I think, bur dare not fpeak.

Cent. Good night good Do5tor. Exeunt.

Scena Secmda^*

Drum and^'ohurs. Enter Menttth, Cathnes^

Angtu^ Lenox, Souldiers.

Men. The Englljh power is near, led on by Malcolm^

His Uncle Seyvtard, and the good Macduff.

Revenges bum in them : for their dear caufes

Excite the mortified man.
Ai*g. Neer Byrnam wood

Shall we meet them, that way are rhey coming.

Cath. Who knows \i Donalbaine DC with his brother?

Lenox. For certain Sir, he is not ; I have a File

Of all the Gentry ; there \sSeyward's%or\y

And many unruff Youths, that even now
Proteft their firft of Manhood.

Ment. What do's the Tyrant.

Cath. GreatDi«»/f«w»«f he ftrongly Fortifies,

Some fay he's mad : Others, that lefler hates him

,

Do call It valiant Fury , but for certain

He
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He cannot buckle his diftcmpcr'd caufc

Within the belt of Rule.

Aug. Now do's he feel

His fccret Murthcrs ftickingon his hands,

Now minutely Revolcs upbraid his faich-breach

:

Thofe he commands, move only m command,

Nothing in love : Now do'es he feel his Title

Hang loofe about him, like a Giants Robe

Upon a Dwarfifh Thief.

CMent. Who then (hall blame

His pefter'd Senfcs to rccoyi, and rtarr,

When all that is within him, do's condcmnc.

It f«if, for being there.

C4th. Well, march we on,

To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd:

Meet we the Med'cJne of the fickly Weal,

And with him pour we in our Countries purge,

Each drop of us.

Lenox. Or fo much as it needs,

To dew the Soveraign Flower, and drown the Weeds

Make we our March towards Birnam. Exeuot Marching.

Scena Tenia,

Enter Macbeth.^ Doilor^ and Attendants.

Mac. Bring me no more Reports, let them flyc all

:

Till Birnam Wood remove lo'DunJitianef

I cannot taint with Fear. What's the Boy Malcolme }

Was he not born ofWoman ? The Spirits that know
All mortal Confequcnccs, have pronounc'd mc thus

:

Fear not Macbeth^ no man that's born of woman
Shall e're have power upon thee. Then flye falfe Thanes,

And mingle with the EngliOi Epicures,

The mind I fway by, and the heart I bear,

Shall never fag with doubt, nor fhakc with fear.

Enter a Servant.

The Devil damne thee black, thou cream-fac'd Loon:

Where got'fl thou that Goofe-look.

Ser. There is ten thoufand.

Macb. Gecfe Villain ?

Ser. Souldiersfir.

Macb. Go prick thy face, and over-red thy fear

Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. What Souldicrs, Patch?

Death of thy foul, thofe linnen cheeks of thine

Are Counfellors to fear. What Souldiers Whay-face ?

Ser. The Englifli Force, fo pleafe you.

Macb. Take thy face hence. ^^'Mw,! am fick at heart,

When I behold: Sejton,l fay, this pu(h

Will cheer me ever, or difeafe me now.

I have liv'd long enough : my way of life

Is fain into the Sear, the yellow Leaf,

And that which fhould accompany Old Age,

As honor, love, obedience, troops of Friends,

I muft not look to have : but in their ftead,

Curfes, not loud but deep, Mouth-honor, breath

Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not.

Seyton ?

Enter Seyton.

Sey. What's your Gracious pleafurc ?

Alac. What news more ?

Sey. All isconHrm'd my Lord, which was reported.

Mac. rie fight, till from my bones, my flefK ishackt.

Give mcmy Armor.

Sey. 'Tis no: needed yet.

Mac. rieput it on:

Send out more horfes, skir the Country round.

Hang thofe that (land in fear. Give me mine Armor

:

How do's your Paticnt,X)o(flor ?

Do^. Not fo /ick my Lord,

As (he is troubled with thick-comming Fancies
That keep her from her reft.

Macb. Cure her from that

:

Canft thou not Minifhr to a mind difeas'd,

Pluck from the Meiriory a rooted Sorrow,

Raife out the written troubles of the Brain,

And with fomc fweet oblivious Antidote

Cleanfe the (hjf: bofome, of that perillous fluff

Which weighs upon the heart ?

DoEl. Therein the Patient

Muft Minirter unto himfelf.

Macb. Throw Phyfick to the Dogs, Tic none of it.

Come, put mine Armor on : give mc my Staffe :

Seyton^ fend out : Do(5tor,the Thanes flyc from me

:

Come fir, difpatch. If thou couldd'ft Do^or, a{\
The water of my Land, find her difeafe,

And purge it to a found and priftine Health,

I would applaud thee to the very Eccho,

That (hould applaud again. PuH'tofFl fay,

What Rubarb,Cafny, or what Purgative drug

Would fcour thcfc Englilh hence : hearft thou of them ?
Ball. I my good Lord : your Royal preparation

Makes us hear fomething.

CMacb. Bring it after mc

:

I will not be afraid of Death and Bane,

Till BirnamVorxcf\ comzx.0 Duniinane.

Doil. Were I from Dnnfnane a-ivay, and clear.

Profit again (liould hardly draw me here. Exeunt

.

Scena Quarta,

Drum and Colours. Enter Malcolme., Seyward^ Mac-
duffle, Seywards Son, Menteth,Cdthnes^Ang$u^

and Sonlditrs LMarching,

Male. Cou(in I hope the dayes are near at hand
That Chambers will be fafc.

Ment. We doubt it nothing.

Seyw. What Wood is this before us?

Ment. The Wood of Blmam.
Male, Let every fouldicr hew him down a Bough,

And bear't before him, thereby Ihall we (hadow

The numbers of our Hoaff, and make difcovcry

Erre in report of us.

Sold. It (hall be done.

Seym. We learn no other, but the confident Tyrant,

Keeps dill in DnnJ$nane,3nd will endure

Our fctting down befor't.

Male. 'Tis his main hope:

For where there is advantage to be given.

Both more and lc(re have given him the Revolt,

And none ferve with him, but conOiaiocd thuig<,

Whofc hearts are abfent too.

Macd. Let our bert Ccnfure*

Before the true event, and put we on

Q^q q Induftrious



<

728 ^he tragedy oft5A/[adetL
i

Induflrjous Souldierfliip.

Sey. The time approaches.

That will with due decifion make us know
What we flisll fay we have, and what we owe :

Thoughts fpecuktivf, their unl'ure hopes relate,

But ocitain iffue, Urokesmuft arbitrate.

Towards which, advance the war. Extuut marching.

Scena Quinta*

Enter Macheth^ Sfjtou, and Sou/diers, with

Drttm and Dolours.

Macb. Hang out our Banners on the outward walls,

The Cry isftill, they come : Our Cafties ftrength

Will laugh a Siege to fcorn : Here let them lie,

Till Famine and the Ague cat them up

:

Wctc they notforc'd with thofe that rtiould be ours.

We might have met them darefull, beard to beard.

And beat them backward home. What is thatnoyfc ?

A cry within ofWomen
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good Lord.

Macb. I have almoft forgot the tatte of Fears :

The time has been, my fenfes would have cool'd

To hear a Nighr-(hrick, and my Fell of hair

Would at a difraal Treatife rouze, and ftir

As life were in'c. I have fupt full with horrors,

Direnefle familiar to my flaughterous thoughts

Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that cry ?

Sey, The Queen ( my Lord) is dead.

Macb. She fhould have dy'd hereafter

;

There would have been a time for fuch a word

:

To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day.

To the laft Syllable of Recorded time

:

And all our yefterdayes, have lighted Fooles

The way to ftudy death. Out, out, brief Candle,

Life's but a walking Shadow, a poor Player,

That ftruts and frets his hour upon the Stage,

And then is heard no more. It is a tale

Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury

Signifying nothing.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Thou com'lt to ufe thy tongue : thy ftory quickly,

Mef. My Gracious Lord,

I fhould report that which I fay Ifaw,

But know not how to do't,

Macb. Weil, fay fir.

t^Mef As I did ftand my watch upon the hill

I look'd toward ByrnanffZnd anon me thought

The Wood began to move,

Macb. Lyar, and Slave.

Mef. Let me endure your wrath, iPt be not fo

:

Within this three mile you may fee it coming.

I fay, a moving Grove.

Macb. Ifthoufpeak'ftfalfe,

Upon the next tree fhaltthou hang alive

Till Famine cling thee : If thy fpeech be footh,

I care not if thou do'tt for me as much.

I pull in Refolution, and begin

To doubt the Equivocation of the Fiend,

That lies like truth. Fear no:, till Bymam Wood
Do come to Dunfnanc^znd now a Wood

' Comes toward Dunfinane. Arme,arme, and out.
If this which he avouches do's appear.

There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here,

I'gin to be a weary of the Sun,

And wifh th'cftate o'th' world were now undone
Ring the alarum Bell, blow Wind, come wrack

'

At Icaft we'll die with Harnefs on our back.
*

Exeunt

Scena Sexta,

Drum and Colours.

Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduffe, and their Army
with Boughes.

Mai. Now near enough?

Your Leavy Screens throw down,
And fheVvlikc thofe you are : You (worthy Uncle)
Shall with my Coufin, your right Noble fon,

Lead our firft Battcll. Worthy Macdujfe^ and wc
Shall take upon's what elfc remains co do
According to our order.

Sej. Fare you well

:

Do we but find the Tyrants power to night.

Let us be beaten, if wc cannot fight,

yW/ic</.Make all our Trumpets fpeak,give them all breath
Thofc clamorous Harbingers of bloud, & death. Exeunt.

Alarums continued.

Scena Septima,

Enter Macbeth.

Macb. They have ty'd me to a ftake, I cannot flyc.

But Bear-like I muft fight the courfe. What's he

That was not born of woman .? Such a one

Am I to fear, or none.

Enter young Sejward.

r. Sey. What is thy name ?

Macb. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it.

T. Sey. No : though thou call'ft thy fclfa hotter name
Then any is in bell.

Macb. My name's Macbeth.

T.Sey. The Devill himfelf could not pronounce a Title

More hatefull to mine ear.

Macb. No : nor more fearfull.

r.Sey. Thou lieft thou abhorred tyranl,with my fword

I'le prove the lye thou fpcak'ft.

Eighty andyoung Seywaris fain^
Macb, Thou wall born of Woman ;

But fwords I fmile at. Weapons laugh to fcorn.

Brandilh'd by man that's of a Woman born. Exit.

Alarums. Enter Macduffe.
Matd, That way the noife is : tyrant fhew thy face,

If thou bcett flain, and with no ftroak of mine,

My Wife and Childrens Chofts will haunt me ftill

:

I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe armcs

Are hyr'd to bear their Staves ; either thou Macbeth,

Or elfe my fword with an unbattered edge

I flieath again undceded. There thou iTiouId'ft be.

By this great clatter, one of greateli note

Seems
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Seems bruited. Let me find him Fortune,

And more I beg no:. Exit. AUrums.

Enter iJMalcotme and SejfWMrJ.

Sejw. This way my Lord, the Caftles gently rcndied

:

The tyrants people, on both fides do fight,

The Noble Thanes do bravely in the War,

The day ^\ano{\ it felf profcfTcs yours,

And little IS to do.

Male. We hare met with FoCT

That Hrikc befide us.

Sej. Enter, fir, the Caftlc. S'xtMHt. Alarum.
Enter CMacbeth.

Mac, Why fhould I play the Roman fool,and die

On mine own fword ? whilw I fee lives, the gafl^es

Do better upon them.

Enter Macdujft.

Macd. Turn Hell-hound, tUTn.

Micb. Of ail men eifcl have avoided thee:

But get the back, my foul istoo much charg'd

Wun bloud of ihine already.

Maed. I have no words,

My voice is in my fword, thou bloudier Villain

Then tearmes can give theout. ^*i^% AUrnm.
Mach. Thou lofe ft labour.

As eafie may 'ft thou the intrenchant Aire

With thy keen fword imprene,as make me bleed

:

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Crefts,

I bear a charmed life, which muft not yield

To one ofwoman born.

Macd. Difpair thy Charme,

And let the Angell whom thou ftill haft ferv'd

Tell thee, Macduffe was from his Mothers wcmbe
Untimely ript.

Mach. Accurfed be that tongue that tells me fo
;

For it hath Cow'd my better part of man :

And be thefe Jugling Fiends no more believ'd,

That palter with us in « double fci\fe,

That keep the word of promife to our eare»

And break it to our hope. I'le not fight with thee.

Macd. Then yield thee Coward,

And live to be the fhew, and gaze o'th'time.

We'll have thee, as our Rarer Monftersarc

Painted upon a Pole, and under-writ:,

Here may you fee the Tyrant.

Macb I will not yield

To kifte the ground before young Malcolmtsittx^

And to be baited with the Rabbles curfe.

Though Bjrnam Wood be come to Dunfmane^

And thou oppos'd, being of no woman bom.
Yet I will try the la ft. Before my body,

I throw my warlike Shield : Lay on Macdufe^

And damn'd be him, that firft cryes hold, enough

ExeHHt fight'ing. Alarmm.

Enterfighting., and Macbethjlain.

Retreat and FloHrijh. Enter rvith Drum and Coloitrt.

Malcolme., Sejtvard^Roffe^ Thanes,and Souldiert.

Mai. I would the Friends we miffe, were fafe arriv'd.

Sey. Some muft go oflF: and yet by thefe I fee,

So great a day as this is cheaply bought.

Mai. Macdujfe is miding, and your noble Son.

Rof. Your fon my Lord, ha'spaidaSouldictsdcbt,
He only lit'd but till he was a man,
The which no fooner had his prowcfle confirm'd

In the unftinnking ftation where he fought,

But like a man he dy'd.

Sej. Then he is dead >

R(^. I,and brought off the Field : your caufcofforrow

Muft not be meafuPd by his worth, tor then

It hath no end.

Sey. Had he his hurts before.

E(^. I, on the Front.

Sey. Why then, Gods Souldier be he;

Had I as many fons, as I have hairs,

I would not wifti them to a fairer death

:

And fo his Knell IS knoll'd.

Mai. He's worth more forrow.

And that Tie fpend for him.

Sey. He's worth no more,

They fay he parted well, and paid hisfcort.

And fo God be wth him. Here comes newer comfort.

£ji;f*r LMacdiiff'e.,Ttith Macbetht head.

Macd. Hail King, for fo thou an.

Behold where ftands

Th'Ufurpers curfed head : the time is free

:

I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdomcs Pearl,

Thatfpeak my Cahiution in their minds;

Whofr voices I defire aloud with mine.

Hail King of Scotlaud.

All . Ha i t King of Scotland. Flourifh.

Mai. We fhall not fpend a large expence of time.

Before you reckon with youi feveral loves,

A nd make us even wit h you. My Thanes and Kinfmcn
Henceforth be Earb, the firft that ever Scotland

In fuch an honoi nam'd . What's more to do
Which would be planted newly with the time,

As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad.

That fled the Snares of watchful! tyranny.

Producing forth the micll Minifters

Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Queen

;

Who (as 'tis thought) by felf and violent hands,

Took offher life. This, and what needfullelfc

That calls upon us, by theGracc of Grace,

We will perform in naeafure, time and place:

So thanks to all at once, and to each one.

Whom wc invite to fee us Crown 'd at Scant,

FltHrifh. Extmtt amntt.
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Prince of Denmark.

^Bus Trimtis. Seem Trlma*

Enter Barnaria tind Franctfco^ two Centinels.

Scand and unfold

BArnarid.

Ho's there ?

Tr4». Nay anfwer me
your felf.

Bar. Long live the King.

Fran. Barnardo ?

Bar, He.

Frttn. You come moft chearfully upon your hour,

Bar. 'Tis now ftruck twelve,get thee to Bed Franclfco.

Fran. For this reliefmuch thanks : 'tis bitter cold,

And I am Tick at heart.

Bar. Have you had quiet Guard?

Tran. Not a Moufe ftirring.

Barn, Well, goodnight. If you do meet Wor/jr/o and

MarccUtUy the Rivals ofmy Watch, bid them make haft.

Enter Horatio and Marcellfts,

Fran, I think I hear them. Stand who's there ?

Hor. Friends to this ground.

Mar. And Liege-men to the Dane.

Fran. Give you good night.

/^«<r.O farewel boneft Souldier,who hath reliev'd you.?

Frm. Barnardo has my placergive you good night.

Exit Irancifio.

Mar. UoWi Barnardo.

Bar. Say, what is Horatio there ?

Hor. A piece of him.

Bar. Welcome Horatio^ welcome good Marcellus.

Mar. What, has this thing appcar'd again to night.

Bar. I have feen nothing.

Mar. Horatio fayes, 'tis but our phantafie,

And will not let belief take hold of him

Touching this dreaded fight, twice feen of us.

Therefore I have intreated him along

With us, to watch the minutes of this night,

That if again this Apparition come.

He may approve our eyes , and fpcak to it.

Hot, Tufli, tufti, 'twill not appear.

Bar. Sit down a while.

And let us once again afTail your eares,

That arc fo fortincd againft our ftory

,

What we two nights have feen.

Hor, Well, fit we down.
And let us hear Barnardo fpeak ofthis.

Bar. Laft night ofall,

When yon fame Star , that's weflward from the Pok
Had made his couzfc t'illume that part of heaven.

Where now it burns, Marc/Uuj znd my felf.

The Bell then beating one.

Mar. Peace, break thee off: Enter the Ghofl.
Look where it comes again.

Bar. In the fame figure like the King that's dead.
(^Mar. Thou art a Scholler ; fpeak toit Horatio.
Bar. Looks it not like the Kmg ? Mark it Horatio.
Hor. Moft like : It harrows me with ftar and wonder

j
Bar. It would be fpoke to.

Mar. Queftion it Horatio,

Hor. What art thou that ufurp'ft this time of night,
Together with that fair and warlike forme
In which the Majefty of buried Denmark^
Did fometimcs march : By heaven I charge thee fpeak.
Mar. It is offended.

Bar. See, itftaiksaway.

Hor. Stay : fpeak ; fpeak : I charge thee, fpeak.

Ejcis Ghofl.
Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not anfwer.

Bar. How now Horatio} You tremble and look pale:
Is not this fomething more then fantafic ?

What think you on't ?

Hor. Before my God I might not this believe

Without the fenfible and true avouch
Ofmine own eyes.

Mar. Is it not like the King ?

Hor. As thou art to thy felf.

Such was the Armor be had on.

When th'ambitious Norway combatted :

So fround he once, when in an angry park

He fmot the fledded Polax on the Ice.

Tis ftrange.

Mar. Thus twice before, and juft at this fame hour.

With Martial flalk, hath he gone by our Watch.
Hor. In what particular thought to work, I knownoti

But m the groffe and fcope of my opinion.

This boads fome ftrange eruption to our State.

Mar. Good now fit down , and tell me he that knows
Why this fame firift and moft obfervant Watch,
So nightly toils the fubjefl of the Land,

And why fuch daily caft of Brazon Cannon
And forraign Mart for Implements ofWar

:

Why fuch imprcffe of Shipwrights, whofe fore Task
Dos't not divide the Sunday from the week,

What might be toward, that this fwcaty haftc

Doth make the night joynt-laborour with the day

:

Who ist that can informe me }

Mor, That can I, I

At
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Ac leaf! the whifper goes fo : Our laft Kiiig,

Whofc Image even bucnow appcat'd to us,

Was (as you know by FertinhrM of Norvntj^

(Theicto prick'd on by a nioft emulate pride)

Dai'd CO the Combace. It\ which, our vahant ffimUt^

(For fo this fide of our known world eftccin'd him)

Did flay this Vortinbr/u , who by a fcal'd Compadt,

Well ratified by Law, and Heraldry,

Did forfeit (with his life) allthofe his Lands

Which he flood feiz'd on, to the Conqueror

:

Againd the whjch, a Moity compccent

Was gaged by our King: which had return'd

To the Inheritance of f«rfM^r<w,

Had he bin VanquifVicr, as by the fame Cov'nant

And carriage of the Article dcfign'd,

His fell to Hamlet. Now fir, young Fo^t'inbrxt^

Ofunimproved mettle, hot and fuij.

Hath in the skirts oi Norrtaj, here and there,

Shark'd up a Lift of LandlcfTe Refolutes,

For food and Dyct» to fome enterprizc

That hach a Uomack in' i : which it no other

(And it doth well appear unto our State)

But to recover of us by ftrong hand

And termes compulfativc, thofc forefaid Lands

So by his father lofl :and this (I take it)

Is the main motive of our Preparations-,

The fourfe of this our Watch, and the chief head

Of this pott-haf^e, and Romage in tiie Land.

Enter Chojl /rgain.

But foft, behold: Loc, where it comes again

:

rie crofie it, though it blafl me. Stay ilkifion :

If thou haft any found, or ufc of voice^

Speak to me. If there be any good thing to be done,

That may to thee doeafe, and grace to me ; fpeak to me.

If thou art privy to thy Countries Fate

(Which happily foreknowing may avoid) Oh fpetk.

Or, if thou hafi uphoorded in thy life

Extorted Trcjfure in the wombe of Earth,

(For which, they fay, youfpiritBoft walk in death)

Speak of It. Stay, and fpeak. Stop it Marcelltu.

Mar. Shall I flrikcat it with my Partiian f

Her. Do if it will not Rand,

Barn. 'Tis here

Her. Tis here.

Mar. 'Tis gone. £xiC (jhefi.

We do it wrong, being fo Majeftical

To offer it the In.ew of Violence,

For it js as the aire, invulnerable.

And our vain blows, malicious mockery.

Barn. It was about to fpeak, when the Cock crew.

Hor. And then it rtarted, like a guilty thing

Upon a fearful! Summons, 1 have heard,

The Cock that is the Ti-umpet to the day,

Doth with hrs lofty and fhrill-founding throat

Awake the God ofDay : and at his warning.

Whether in Sea,or Fire, in Earth, or Aire,

Th'extravaganc and erring fpini, hycs

To his Confine. And of the truth herein.

This prefenc Objc6t made piobation.

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock.

Some fayes, that ever 'gainft chat feafon comes

Wherein our Saviours Birth is celebrated.

The Bird of Dawning fiogeth all nightlong:

And (they fay) no fpirit can walk abroad,

The nights aic wholfome, then no Planets (hike.

No fairy talks, nor Witch hath power to Channc

:

So hollow'd, and fo gracious is the time.

Hor. So hare I heard, and do in part believe ic

But look, the Morn in RufTet Mantle clad.

Walks o're the Dew of yon high Eaftem hill.

Break we our Watch up, and by my advice

Let us impart what we have fccn tonight

Unco young Hamlet. For upon my life,

This fpirit dumb to us, will fpeak to him

:

Do you confent we fhall acquaint him wich it,

Asneedfull in our Loves, ficting our duty ?

Mar. LeFs do'i I pray, and I this morning knew
Where we fhall find him moft conveniently. Exeunt

Scena Secmida,

Enter Claudius^ ^'"i *f Denmark, Gertrude the

Qneen.^Hamlet^Polomtu.iLaertes, and his SU
jier Ophelia, Lords Attendants.

Klng.ThoM^ yet of Hamlet our dear Brothers death,
The Memory be green : and that it us befitted

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole Kingdoroc
To beconttafted in one brow of woe:
Yet fofar hath Difcretion fought with Nature,
That we with wifeft forrowrhink on him.

Together with remembrance of out felves.

Therefore our fometimes Sifler, now our Queen,
Th'Imperial Joyntreffe of this warlike State,

Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy.

With one Aufpicious, and one Dropping eye.

With mirth in Funeral, and vyiih Dirge in Marriage,

In equal Scale weighing Delight and Dole
Taken to wife ; nor have we herein barr'd

Your better Wifdomes, which have freely gone
With this affair along, for all our thanks.

Now follows, that you know young Foriinhat^

Holding a weak fuppofal of our worth ;

Or thinking by our hte dear Brothers death.

Our State to be dis)oynt,and out of Frame,

Colleagued with the dream of his Advantage

;

He hath not fail'd to pefler us with Meffage,

Importing the furrender of thofe lands

Left by his Father, with all Bonds of Law
To our mofl valiant Brother. So much for him.

Enter Volt'imand and Cornelius.

Now for ourfelf, and for this time of meeting

Thus much the bufmefTe is. We have here writ

To Norrvay, Uncle of young Fgrtltibra4y

Who impotent and bedrid, fcarcely hears

Of this his Nephews ptnpofe, to fuppreffc

His further gate herein. In that he Levies,

The Lifts, and full proportions are all made

Out of his fubjedt : and wc here difpatch

You good Coraelitu^ and you f^oltimand^

For bearing of this greeting to old Norwajy

Giving to you no further perfonal power

To buhnefle with the King, more then the Ccope

Of thefe dilated Articles allow .-

Farewell, and kt your haftc commend your duty.

yolt. In that, and all thii\gs, will wc fhew our duty.

Kln£. Wc doubt It nothing, heartily farewell.

Exit yoltimand and CorMtlim.

And now LAtrtes, what's the news with you ?
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You told usof fome luit. What WtLaertet ?

You annot fpeak of Reafon to the Dmc^
And loofe your voice. What would'ft thou beg, Laertes^

That (hall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ?

The head is not more Native to the heart.

The hand more inftrumental to the mouth.

Then is the Throne of Dtnmark^io thy father.

What would'ft thou have Laertes f

Laer. Dread my Lord,

Your leave and favour to return to France,

From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark,

To fhew my duty in your Coronation,

Yet now I muft confeiTe, that duty done,

My thoughts and wirties bend again towards France^

And bow them to your giacious leave and pardon,

IKi»£. Have you your Fathers leave ?

What fayes/'e/o»i"«/.

Pol. He hath my I-ord

:

I do befeech you give him kave to go.

Ki»g. Take thy fair houtfLaertet, time be thine,

And thy bcft graces fpend jt at thy will

:

But nowmy Cofin H^w/rf , and ray Son f

Ham. A little more then kin, and leffc then kind.

King. How is it that the Clouds ftill hang on you ?

Ham. Not fo my Lord, I am too much i'tn'Sun,

Que. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off.

And let thine eye look like a Friend on Deumark^

Do not for ever with thy veiled lids

Seek foi thy Noble Father in the duft
;

Thow know'l^ 'tis common, all ihar. live muft die,

paffmg through Nature, to Eternity,

Ham. I Madam, it is common,

Qneen. If it be

;

Why feems it fo particular with thtt.

Ham. Seems Madam ? Nay, it i$ : I know not SeCRiS;

'Tis not alone my Inky Cloak (good Mother)

Nor Cuftomary (uits of folcmnc Black,

Nor windy fufpiration of forc'd breath.

No, nor the fruitfuU River in the Eye,

Nor thedeje6led haviour of the Vifage,

Together with all Formes, Moods, fhews of Grief,

That can denote me titily. Thefe indeed Seem,

For they are aftions that a man might play :

But I have that Within, which palTeth mow

;

Thefe, but the Trappings, and the Suits of woe.

K'ttig. 'Tis Iweet and commendable

In your Nature Hamlet.,

To give thefe mourning duties ro your Father

;

But you muft know, your father loft a father.

That father loft, loft his, and the Surviver bound

In filial Obligation, for fome lerme

To do obfequious Sorrow. But to perfever

In obftinate Condolemenr, is a courfc

Of impious ftubbornnefle. 'Tis unmanly grief,

It ftiews a will moft incorre<ft to Heaven,

A heart unfortified, a mind impatient.

An Underftanding fimple,and unfchool'd

!

For, what we know mult be, and is as common
As any the moft vulgar thing lo fence.

Why ftiould we in our pcevifti Oppofition

Take it to heart ? Fie, 'tis a fault to heaven,

A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature,

To Reafon moft abfur'd, whofe common theam
Is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cried.

From the fiift Coarfe,till he that died to day.

This muft be fo. We pray you throw to canh

This unprcvailing woe, and think of us.

As ofa Father ; For let the world take note.
You are the moft immediate to our Throne,
And with no leffe Nobility of Love,

Then that which dearcft Father bears his Son,
Do I impart towards you. For your intent
In going back to School in fvittenberg^

It is moft retrogarde to our defirc

:

And we befeech you, bend you to remain
Here in the cheer and comfort of our eye,
Our chiefeft Counier Cofin, and our Son.

Que. Let not thy Mother lofe her Prayers Hamlet f

I preihce (tay with us, go not to kyittenberg.

Ham. I Inall in all my bcft

Obey you Madam.
King. Why 'tis a loving, and a fair Replj

Be as our felf in Denmark^ Madam come.
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet
Sitsfmilingto my heart, ingrace whereof,

No jocund health that Henmark^inn'^i to day,
But the great Cannon to the Clouds ftiall tell.

And the Kings Rouce, the heavens ftiall bruit again,

Refpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away, Sxtmt.
Manet Hamlet,

Ham. Oh that this too too folid Flefti, would melt.

Thaw, and refolvc it felf into a Dew :

Or that the Everlafting had not fixt

His Cannon 'gainft felf-flaughter. OGod,OGod/
How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable

Seems to mc all the ufes of this world ?

Fie on't ? Oh fie, 'tis an unweeded Garden
That grows to Seed : things rank, and groffe in Nature
Poffcflc it meerly. That it ftiould come to this:

But two months dead : Nay, not fo muchj not two,
So excellent a King, that was to this

Hiffrion to a Satyre j fo loving to my Mother,
That he might not bcteen the winds ofheavea
Vific her face too roughly. Heaven and Earth

Moft I remembej : why ftie would hang on him.
As ifcncreafe of Appetite had grown
By what it fed on ; and yet within a month ?

Let mc not think on't : Frailty, thy name is woman:
A little Month, or ere thofe ftioos were old.

With which flie followed my poor Fathers body
Like Niobe^ all tears. Why ftie, even /he,

(O heaven ! A beaft that wants difcouife ofReafon
Would have mourn'd longer) married with mine Uncle,

My fathers brother : but no more like ray father,

Then I to HerctUes. Within a Month ?

Ere yet the fait of moft unrighteous tears

Had left the flufhing of her gauled eyes.

She married. O moft wicked fpccd, to poft

With fuch dexterity to inceftuous (heeis:

It is not, nor it carinot come to good.

But break my heart, for I muft hold my tongue.

Enter Herathy Bamari^ani Marce'lfu.

Her. Hail to your Lordfhip.

Ham. I am glad to fee yon well

.

Horatio^ or I do forget my felf.

Her. The fame my Lord,

And your poor fcrvant ever.

Ham. Sir, my good friend,

rie change that name with you

:

And what make you from fvlttmbergjioratie}

MM-'tHfu
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M»r. My good Lord.

HAtn. I am very glad co fee you : good ever fir.

But what in faith make you from whtenbtr^.

tJor. A Truant difpofition,good my Lotd.

H*m. I would have your enemy fay fo;

Nor fliall you do mine car that violence,

To take it irufivr of your own report

Againrt your fclf. I know -you arc no Truant

:

But what is youf affair m Elfenour >

We'll teach you to drmk deep ere you depart*

Hor. My Lord, I caox: to fee your Fathers FunCrai.

Ham. I prithee do not mock me (fellow Student)

1 think ic was to fee my Mothers wedding.
ffor. Indeed my Lord, it followeth hard upon,

H^m. Thrift,thrifr,//«r4f/o.thc Funeral Bak'd meats,

Did coldly furnifh forth the Marriaec tables;

Would I had met my dearcrt Foe in hcaTcn,

E're I had ever feen that day Horatio,

My fethcr, me thmks 1 fee my father.

/Tor, O where, my Lord .'

Ham. In my minds eye {Horatio)

Hor. 1 Rw him once, he was a goodly King.

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all:

I /hould not look upon his like again.

Hor. My Lord, I think i faw him ycfternighc.

Ham. Saw ? Who ?

Hor. My Lordj the King your Father*

Ham. The King my Father!

Hor. Scafon your admiration for a whife

With an attentive car : till 1 may deliver

Upon the witncfTe of chcfe Gentlemen,

This marvel to you.

Ham, For heavens love letmc hear.

Her. Two nighw together, had thefe Gentlemen

( MarceUtts and Barnardi) on their Watch
In the dead wafte and middle of the night

Been thus encountrcd. A figure like your father,

Arm'd at all points exa«5Hy, Cap a Pe,

Appears before them, and with folcmne March
Goes Oowand ftateiy : By them thrice he walk'd,

By their oppreft and fear- furprired eyes,

\A/ithin his Truncheons length ; whilfl they be ftill'd

Almoft to Jelly with the A« of fear,

Stand dumb and fpeak not to him. This to mc
In dreadful! fecrecy fmpartthey did.

And I with them the third nightkept the Watch,

Whereas they had dclivct'd both in time.

Forme of the thing ; each word made true and good,

The Apparition comes. I knew your Father

:

Thefe hands are not more like.

Ham. But where was this ?

Mar. My Lord upon the platformC where vvcwatcht.

Ham. Did you not fpcak to ic'

Hor. My Lord, I did ;

But anfwer made it none : yet once mc thought

It lifted up its head, and did addrcffe

It fclf to motion, like as it would fpcak

:

But even then, the morning Cock crew loud

;

And at the found it fbrunk in haftc away.

And vanifhtfrom our fight.

Ham. 'Tisvcry rtiange,

Hor. As I do live, my honorable Lord.'tistrue;

And we did think it writ down in our duty

To let you know of it.

Ham. Indeed, indeed, firs, hue this troubles mc.

Hold you the Watch to night {

Both. We do my Lord ?

Ham. Arm'd, fay you f

Both. Arm'd, my Lord.

Ham. From top to toe ?

Boih. My Lord, from head to foot.

Ham. Then faw yoo not his face ?

Hor. O yes,my Lord, he wore his Beaver up.

Ham. What, lookt he frowningly ?

Hor. A countenance more in forrow then in anger.

Ham. Pale, or red ?

Hor. Nay, very pale.

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you ?

Hor. Moftconftantly.

Ham. I would I had been there.

Her. It would have much amaz'd you.
Ham. Very like, very like ; ftaid It long f

Hor. While one with moderate haftc might tell a hun-
-^11. Longer, longer. (dred
Hor. Not when I faw't.

Ham. His Beard was grifly ?

Hor. It was, I have feen K in his lifc-

A Sable Silver'd.

Ham. \'k watch to night; perchance 'twill walk again.
Hor. I warrant you it will.

^
Ham. If it aflumc my noble fathers pcrfon,

I'lc fpeak to it, though hell it fclf (hould gape
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all,

If you have hitherto concealed this fight

;

Let it be trebblc in your filenoe/lill

:

And whatfoevcr clfe fhall hap to night,

Give it an underftanding but no tongue;
I will require your loves ; fo, fare yc well

:

Upoti the Platforme 'twixt eleven and twelve,

I.'levifityoU,

^//. Our duty to your Honor. Exeunt.
Ham. Your love, as mine to you : farewell.

My fathers fpirit in Armes ? All is not well

:

I doubt fomc foul play : would the night were come
j

Till then fit ftill my foul ; foul deeds will rife.

Though all the earth o'rcwhelm them to mens eyes, Exit

Scena Tenia,

Etiter Laertes and Ophelia.

Laer. My necefiaries are imbark'd, farewell

:

And fitter, as the Winds give benefit.

And Convoy is afliftant ; do not deep.

But let me hear from you,

Ophe. Do you doubt that ?

Laer. For Hamlet^ and the trifling of hi$ fayouu,

Hold it a fafhlon and a toy in Bloud ;

A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature

;

Forward, not permanent ; fwcct,not laHing

The fuppliance of a minute ; No more.

Ophe. No more but fo.

Laer. Think it no more:

For nature creffant does not grow alone.

In thews and Bulk : but as his Temple waxes.

The inward fervice of the mind and foul

Grows wide withall. Perhaps he loves you now,
And now no foyle norcautell doth befmcrch

The vertue of his fear : but you muft fear

HU
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Hisgreatnefle weigh'd, his will is not his own:
For he himfcif is fiibjcft to his Birth :

He may not, as unvalued perfons do.

Carve for himfelf; for, on hischoyce depends

Thefan(S^ity and health of the whole State.

And therefore muft his choycc be circumfcrib'd

Unto the voyce and yielding of that body.

Whereof he is the head. Then if he fayes he loves you,

It fits your wifdome fo far to believe it j

As he in his peculiar Seft and force

May give his faying deed : which isnofunhcr.

Then the main voice of Denmark^ooes vvithail.

Then weigh that iofle your honor may fuftain,

If with two credent ear you lift his Songs

;

Or lofe your heart; or your chafle treafure open

To hisunmaftred importunity.

Fear it Ophelia, fear it my dear Sifter,

' And keep within the rear ofyour afFc(ftion

;

Out of the (hot and danger of defire.

The chariettmaide is prodigal enough.

If {he unmask her beauty to the Moone

:

Vertue it felf fcapesnot calumnious ftroakj.

The Cankergalis the infant of the fpring

Too oft before the Buttons be difclos'd.

And in the morn and liquid dew of Youth,

Contagious blaftments arc moft imminent.

Be wary then, btR fafety lies in fear

;

Youth to it felf rebels, though none elfe near.

Ophe. I flnall th'efFefl; of this good LefTon keep.

As watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother

Do not as fome ungracious Paftors do,

Shew me the fteep and thorny way to heaven |

Whileft like a puft and reckleffe Libertine

Himfelf, the Primrofe path of dalliance treads.

And reaks not his own read,

Laer. Ob, fear me nof.

Enter T>oionitu.

I Ray too long ; but here my Father comes:

A double blefnng is a double grace

;

Occafion fmiles upon a fccond leave.

Polan. Yet here Laertes ? Aboard, aboard for (hame,
The wind fits in the (houlder of your fail.

And you are ftaid for there : my bleflftng with you

;

And thefe few Precepts in thy memory.
Sec thou Charafter. Give thy thoughts no tongue,

Nor any unproportion'd thought his h&. :

Be thou familiar ; but by no means vulgar :

The friends thou haft,and theiradoptioa try'd.

Grapple them to thy foul, with hoops of ftcel

:

But do not dull thy palm, with entertainment

Of each unhaich'd,unfledg'd Comrade. Beware
Of entrance to a quarrel : biit being in

Bear't thaith'oppofed may beware of thee.

Give every man thine ear ; but few thy voice

:

Take each mans cenfurc : but referve thy judgement

:

Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy ;

But not exprePi in fancy ; rich, not gaudy

:

)For the apparel oft proclaims the man.
And they in France of the beft rank and Ration,

Are of a moft feleit and generous cheff in that.

Neither a borrower, nor a lender be

:

For Loan oft lofes both it felf and friend :

A borrowing dullis the edge of Husbandry.
This above all ; to thine own felfbe true

:

And it muft follow, as the Night the Day,
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man.

Farwell : my bleffing fcafon this in thee.

Laer. Moft humbly do I take my leave,my Lord.

Polott. The time invites you
,
go, your fervants tend.

Laer. Farewell Ophelia^znd remember well

What I have fa id to you.

Ophe. 'Tis my memory lockt.

And you your felf (hall keep the key of it.

Laer. Farewell, Exit t/ttr,

Polon. What is't Ophelia, he faid to you?
Ophe.So pleafe you,fomething touching the LjJamUt.
Polon. Marry, well bethought :

'Tis told me he hath very oft of late

Given private time to you ; and you your fclf

Have of your audience been moft free and bounteous.
If it be fo, as fo it is put on me

;

And that in way of caution : I muft tell you,

You do not underftand your felf fo clearly.

As it behooves my Daughter, and your honour.

What IS between you, give me up the truth ?

Ophe. He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders

of his affedlion to me.

Poton, AfFe6tion, puh. You fpeak like a green Girle,

Un(ifted in fuchperillouscircumftance.

Do you believe his tenders as you call them ?

Ophe. I do notknow,my Lord, what I fliould think.

Pol. Marry I'lc teach you ; think your felf a Baby,
That you have tane his tenders for true pay,

Which arc not ftartling. Tender your felfmore dearly

;

Or not ro crack the wind of the poor Phrafe,

Roaming it thus, you'll tender me a fool,

Ophe. My Lord, he hath importun'd me with love,

In honorable fa (hion.

Polon. I, faftiion you may call it, go to, go to.

Ophe. And hath given countenance to his fpecch.

My Lord, with all the vows of heaven.

Polon. 1, Springs to catch Woodcocks. I do know
When the bloud bums, how prodigal the foul

Gives the tongue vows: thefe blafes, daughter,

Giving more light then heat ; extinft in both.

Even in their promife, as it is a making
j

You muft not take for fire. For this time Daughter,
Be fomewhat fcanter of your Maiden prefence.

Set your entrcatmcnts at a higher rate.

Then a command to parley. For Lord HAmlety
Believe fo much in him, that he is young.

And with a larger tether may he walk.

Then may be given you. In few, Ophelia^

Do not believe his vows ; for they are Broakers,

Not of the eye, which their inveftments (hew

:

But meer implorators of unholy Suits,

Breathing likefanftified and pious bonds,

The better to beguile. This is for all :

I would not, in plain termes, from this time forth,

Have yoTJ fo (lander any moment leifure,

As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet :

Look too't, I charge you ; come your way.
0/)A<r. Ifhall obey my Lord. Sxennt.

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, Ukareellitf.

Ham. The aire bites (hrew'dly : it is very cold ?

Hor. It is a nipping and eager aire.

Ham. What hour now ?

Hor. I think it lacks oftwelve.

tAtar. Noj it ha's ftrook. (fcafon,

Hor. Indeed I heard it not : then it drawci near the

Wbereinthe Spirit held his wont to walk.

What
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What do's chis mean my Lord ?

Ham.The King doth wake to nlght,and tak?s his roufc,

Keeps waffers, and the fwaggcring upfpring reels,

And as he drains his draughts of Rhcnifh down,

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out

The triumph of his pledge.

Hor. Is itacuftomc ?

Ham. I marry is't

:

And to mv mind, though I am native here.

And to the manner bom : It is a cuflome

More honour'd in the breach, then the obfervance,

Enter Choft.

Hor. Look my Lord, it comes.

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us

:

Be thou a fpinc of health, or Goblin damn'd,

Bring with thee aires from heaven, or blafts from hell.

Be thy events wicked orchantable.

Thou com'ftin fuch a qucftionable rtiapc

That I will fpeak to thee. I'le call thee Hamttt,

King, Father, Royal Dane : Oh,oh,anfwer me.

Let me not buifl in ignorance ; but tell

Why thy Canoniz'a bones hearfed in death.

Have burft their Ccarmcnts, why the Sepulcher

Wherein we faw thee quietly Inurn'd,

Hatbop'd his ponderous and Marble jaws.

To caft thee up again ? What may this mean .?

That thou dead Coarfe again in compieat Aeel,

Revifitft thus the glimpfes of the Moon,
Making night hideous ? and wc fools of Nature,

So horridly to fhakc our difpofition.

With thoughts beyond thee ; reaches of our fouls,

Say, why is this, wherefore ? what (hould we do ?

Choil Beckjns Hamlet,

Hor. It beckens you to go «way with it.

As if it fome inipartmcnt did dedre

To you alone.

Mar. Look with what curtcous aftion

It wafts you to a more removed ground

:

But do not go with it.

Hor. No, by no means.

Ham. It will not fpeak : then will I follow it.

Her. Do not my Lord.

Ham. Why, what ftiould be the fear ?

I do not fet my life at a Pins fee ?

And for my foul what can it do to that f

Being a thing immortal as it felf

:

It waves me forth again ; I'le follow it,

//or.What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord?

Or to the dreadfuU Sonnet of the Cliffe,

That beetles o're his bafe into the Sea,

And there affumes fome other horrible forme.

Which might deprive your Sovereignty of Rcafon,

And draw you into madnefle .' thmk of it.

Ham. It wafts me ft ill : go on, I'le follow thee.

Mar, You fliall not go my Lord.

Ham. Holdoff your hand.

Hor. Be lul'd, you fhall not go.

Ham. My fiate cries out.

And makes each petty Artire in hisbody,

As hardy as the Nemean Lions Nerve

:

Still am I call'd ? Unhand me Gentlemen

:

By heav'n,rienukea Ghoftof him that letsmc :

I fay away, go on, I'le follow thee.

SxeuHt Chell and Hamlet.

Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination,

Mar. Let's follow ; 'tis not fit thus to obey him.

' Hor. Haveafter,to what iffue will this come?
Mar. Something is rotten in the Suie of Denmark.
Hor. Heaven will dire6l it.

/^<r. Nay, let's follow him, Extutit.

Enter ChoSt and Hamlet.
Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? fpeak; I'le go no
Gholt. Mark mc. ( further.

Htim. I will.

^hofl. My hour is almoft come.
When I to fulpherousand tormenting Flame$
Muft render up my felf.

Ham. Alas poor Ghoft.
Gho^. Pitty me not, but lend thy fctious hearing

To what I (hall unfold.

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear.

Gho. So art thou to revenge, when thou fiialt hear.

Ham. What,'
Ghofi. I am thy fathers fpirit.

Doom'd for a certain termc to walk the night;
And for the day confin'd tofaft in ficrs.

Till the foul crimes done in my dayes of Nature,
Arc burnt and purg'd away : But that I am forbid
To tell the fecrcts ofmy Prifon-houfc

;

I could a Tale unfold, whofe lighteft word
Would harrow up thy foul, freez thy young bloud,

Make thy two eyes like Starrs, ftart from their Spheres,

Thy knotty and combined locks to pan.
And each particular hair to ftand an end
Like Quills upon thefretfullPorpentine:

But this eternal blazon muft not be

To cars of flcH^ and bloud; lift Hamlet.fi\i lift.

Ifthou didft ever thy dear father love.

Ham. Oh heaven •

Cheji. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural Muither.
Ham. Murther.'

Gho. Murther moft foul, as in the beft it is

;

But this moft foul, ftrange, and unnatural.

Ham. Haftc, haft e me to know it.

That I with wings as fwift

As Meditation, or the thoughts ofLove,
May fweep to my Revenge.

Ghofl. I find thee apt,

And duller ftiould'ft thou be then the fat weed
That rots it felf in cafe, on Lethe Wharfe,
Would'ft thou not ftir in this. Now Hamlet hear

:

It'sgiven out, that fleeping in mine Orchard,
A Serpent ftung me : fo the whole ear of Denmark^f
Is fay a forged proceffe of my death

Rankly abus'd : But know thou noble youth.

The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life,

Now wears his Crown,
Ham. O my Prophetick foul : mine Uncle f

Ghofi. I, that inceftuous, that adulterate Beaft

With witchcraft of his wits, hath traitcrous gifts.

Oh wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power
So to fcduce ? Won to his ftiamefull Luft

The will of my moft feeming vcrtuous Queen

:

Oh Hamlet ^ what a falling off was there,

From me, whofe love was of that dignity,

That it went hand in hand, even with the Vow
I made to her in Marriage ; and to decline

Upon a Wretch, whofe natural gifts were poor

To thofc ofmine. ButVcttuc, ask never will be moved.
Though Ledwneftc court it in a (bapc of heaven

:

So Luft, though to a radiant Angell link'd.

Will feat It felf In a Ccleftial bed , and prey in GarbajeX
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But fofr, me thinks I fenc the mornings Aire:

Brief let me be:fleeping within mine Orchard,

My cuftome alwaycs in the afternoon ;

Upon my fecure hour thy Uncle ftole

With juyce of curfed Hebenon in a Viol,

And in the Porches of mine c^rs did pour

The leaporous Diftilment ; whofe effedl

Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of Man,
That fwifc as Quick-filver it courfes through

The natural Gates and Allies of the body

;

And with a fuddcn vigour it doth poffet

And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milk,

The thin and wholfome bloud : fo did it mine

And a moft inrtant Tetter bak'd about,

Mofl Lazar- like, with vile and loathfome cruft,

All my fmooth body.

Thus was I, flceping by a Brothers hand.

Of Life, ofCrown, and Queen at once difpatcht

!

Cut off even m the bloffomes of my Sin,

Unhouzzled. difappoimcd,unnaneId,

No reckoning made, but fent to my accounc

With all my imperfeftionson my head.

Oh horrible, Oh horrible, moft horrible:

If thou haft nature in thee, bear it not;

Let not the Royal Bcdof Df/iw/trJ^bc

A Couch for Luxury and damned Inccft,

But howfoever thou purfueft this Aft,

Taint not thy mind ; nor let thy foul contrive

Againft thy Mother ought ; leave her to heaven,

And to thofe thorns that in her bofome lodge.

To prick and fting her. Fare thee well at once,

The Glow-wormc fhewsthe Matine to be near,

And gins to pale his uneffedlual Fire:

Adieu, adieu, Hamlet : remember me. Exit.

Ham. Oh all you hoft of heavenlOh Earth; what elfc?

And ftiall I couple hell ? Oh fie : hold my heart

;

And you my finews, grow not inftant Old ;

But bear me fliffly up : remember thee ?

I,thou poor Ghoft, while memory holds a feat

In this diftrafted Globe : Remember thee ?

Yea, from the table of my memory,
rie wipe away all trivial fond Records,

All faws of books, all formes, all preffures paft,

Thar youth and obfervation coppied there

;

And thy Commandment all alone fliall live

Within the book and Volume ofmy broin,

Unmixt with bafer matter
; yes, yes, by heaven i

Oh moft pernicious woman

!

Oh Villa ini Villain, fmiling damned Villain

!

My Tables, my Tables: meet it is 1 fetitdown.

That one may fmile,and fmile and be a Villain

;

At lea ft J'm furelt may be fo in Denmark,;

Sc Uncle there you are : now to my word ;

It IS ; adieu, adieu, Remember me : I havefwom't.

Hor, air M^r.-althln. My Lord, my Lord.

Enter Horatio Mni Mitrcellui.

Aieir. Lord H/imUt.

Hor. Heaven fecure him.

Mar, So be it.

Hor. Ulo, ho, ho, my Lord.

Him. HiUo, hojho, boy; come bird, come.

Mar. How is' t my Noble Lord?

Hor. What news, my Lord .?

Ham. Oh wonderfull •

Hor. Good my Lord tell if.

Ham. No,you'll reveal it.

Hor. Not 1, my Lord, by heaven.

Mar. Nor I, my Lord.

Ham. How fay you then , would heart of man once
But you'll be fecret > (think it?

Both. I, by heav'n, my Lord.

Ham. There's ne're a villain dwelling in all Denmark
But he's an arrant Knave.

Hor. There needs no Ghoft my Lord , come from the
Grave to tell us this.

Ham, Why right, you are i'th'right

;

And fo without more circumftance at all,

I hold it fit that wc Hiake hands, and part

:

You as your bufinefle and defires ftiall point you

:

For every man has bufincfle and defire.

Such as it is : and for mine own poor part.

Look you, rie go pray.

Hor. Thefeare but wild arid hurling words,my Lord.
Ham. I'm forry they offended you heartily :

Yes faith, heartily

:

Hor. There's no offence my Lord.

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is my Lord,
And much offence too, touching this Vifion here :

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you :

For your defire to know what is between us,

O're-mafter't as you may. And now good fricndJj

As you are Friends, Schollers, and Sduldicrs,

Give me one poor requeft.

Hor. What is't my Lord? we will,

///tw.Never make known what you have fcen to night.

Bcti. My Lord we will not.

Ham Nay,butfwear't.

Hor. In faith my Lord, not I,

Afar, Nor I my Lord, in faith.

Ham. Upon my Sword.

Mar. We have fworn my Lord already.

Ham, Indeed, upon my fword, indeed.

Gh». Swear. Chofl cries under the Stage.

Ham, Ah ha boy, fay'ft thou fo. Art thou there true-

penny ? Come on, you hear this fellow m the felieridge,

Confent to fwean

Hor. Propofe my oath my Lord.

Ham. Never to fpeak of this that you have fccn.

Swear by my Swoid.

Cho. Swear.

Ham. Hie dr uhitjue ? Then we'll ftiift for ground,

Come hither Gentlemen.

And lay youf hands again upon my fword.

Never to fpeak of this that you have heard

;

Swear by my Sword,

Gho, Swear. ( faft >

Ham. Well faid old Mole, can'ft work i'th'ground fo

A worthy Pioner, once more remove good friend.

Hor. Oh day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange.

Ham, And therefore as a ftranger bid it welcome.

There are more things in heaven and earth Horatio^

Then aredream'tofin our Philofophy. Buccome,

Here as before, never fo help you mercy.

How ftrange or odde fo ere I bear my fclf

;

( As I perchance hereafter fhall think meet

To put anantick difpofition on : )

That you at fuch time feeing me, never ftiall

With armesencombred thus, or thus, head fhake;

Or by pronouncing of fomc doubtfull phrafe ;

As well, we know, or we could, and if we would.

Or if we lift to fpeak ; or there be and if there might.

Or fuch ambiguous giving out to note,

That



T^ke Tragedy of Hamlet, 717

Thar you know ought of mc ; this not to do

:

So grace and mercy at your moft need help you :

Swear.

Chofi. Swear.

Ham. Reft, rcf! perturbed Spirit : fo Gentlemen,

With all my love commend me ro you

;

And what fo poor a man as Hamlet is,

May do t'expreffe his love and friending to you,

God willing Hiall not lack : let uj go in together.

And ftill your fingers on your hps I pray.

The time is out cfjoynt : Oh cutfed fpight,

That ever I was born to fee it right.

Nay, come, let's go together. ExtMut.

(lAUhs Secundus.

I

Enter 'Polonitu and Reynoldo.

T'l. Give him his money, and thofc notes RejKoUt.

Rejnol. I will my Lord.

Pol. Yon rtiall do marvels wifely : good RejHoUo.

Before you vifit him you make inquiry

Of his behaviour.

Reyit. My Lord, I did intend it.

Polo». Marry, well faidt

Very well faid. Look you fir,

Enquire m« firft what Danskcrs arc in Pans
;

And how, and who I what means; and where they keep:

What company, at whatexpence: and finding

By this cncompaflfementand drift of queflion,

That they do know my fon : Come you more near

Then your particular demands will touch if.

Take you as 'twere fomcdiftant knowledge of him,

And thus, I know his father and his friends.

And in prt him. Do you mark this Rejntlio >

RejHtl. I, very well my Lord,

Poltt»» And in part him, but you may fay not well

;

But if't be he I mean, he's very wilde

;

Addifted fo and fo ; and there put on him
What forgeries you pleafe : marry, none fo rank,

As may difhonor him : take heed of that

:

But fir, fuch wanton, wilde, and ufual flips,

As are companions noted and moft known
To youth and liberty.

Rejnol. As gaming my Lord.

PoloH. I, or drinking, fencing, fwcariiig,

Quarrelling, Drabbing. You may go fo far.

Rey. My Lord that would difhonour him.

Polon. Faith no, as you may feafon it in the charge

;

You muft not put another fcandal on him,
That he is open to Incontinency ;

That's not my meaning ; but breath his faults fo quaintly.

That they may feem the uints of liberty

;

The flafli and out-break of a fieiy mind,

A favagenelTe in unrccbim'd bloud of general aflault.

Reynol. But my good Lord.

Polon. Wherefore fliould you do this >

%f»ol. I my Lord, I would know that.

PoloH. Marry fir, here's my drift.

And I believe it is a fetch of warrant

:

You laying thefc flight fuUcycs on my Son,

As 'twere a thing a little foil'd i'th'working

:

Mark you your party in converfc ; him you would found,

Having ever fccn. In the prenominaic crimes.

The youth you breath of guilty, be afTur'd

He ctofes with you in thisconlequcncc :

Good fir, or(o,orf iend, or Gentleman.

According to the Phrafc and the Addition,

Of man and Country.

Rejml. Very good my Lord.

Polon. And then fir do's he this?

He do's : what was I about to fay ?

1 was about to fay nothing : where did I leave ?

Reynol. At doles in the confequence :

At friend, or fo,and Gentleman.

Telov. Atclofts in the confequence, I marry,

He clofes with you thus. I know the Gentleman,
I faw him yefleiday, or 'tother day

;

Or then, or then, with fuch and fuch, and as you fay.

There was he gaming, there o'retook in's Roufe,

Their falling out at Tennis ; or perchance,

I faw him enter fuch a houfc of fail

;

Videlicet., a Brothel, or fo forth. See you now

;

Your bait of falfhood, takes this Cape of truth ;

And thus do we ofwifdomcand of reach

With Windlefres,and withaflayesof Byas,

By indire(5lions find diredlions out

:

So by my former Lecture and advice

Shall you my fon
;
you have me, have you not ?

Rejnol, My Lord, I have.

Polon. God buy you ; fare you well.

Reynol. Good my Lord.

Polon. Obfervc his inclination in your felf,

Rejnol, I (hall my Lord.

Polon. And let him ply his MuGck.
%ijnol. Well, my Lord. Exit.

Enter OfheI'm,
Polon. Farewell :

How now Opheliay what's the matter ?

Ophe. Alas my Lord, 1 have been fo affrighted.

Pol. With what, in the Name of Heaven ?

Ophe. My Lord, as I wasfowing in my Chamber,
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac'd.

No Hat upon his head, his ftockingsfoul'd,

Ungartcr'd, and down-gyved to his Ancle,

Palcashisliiirt, his knees knocking each other,

And with a look fopittcous in purport.

As if he had been loofed out of Hell,

To fpeak of liorrors : he comes before me,
Polon. Mad for thy love ?

Ophe. My Lord, I do not know : but truly I do fear it.

'polon. What faid he .?

Ophe. He took me by the wrift.

Then goes he lo the length of all his Arme;
And with his other hand, thus o'rc his broWj
He falls to fuch pcrufal ofmy face.

As he would draw ir. Longftaid hefo.

At la ft, a little ftiaking ofmy arme.

And thrice his head thus waving up and down,
He rais'd a figh, fo hideoosand profound,

That it did feem to fhatterill his bulk.

And end his bcin^. T hat done, he lets go.

And with his head over his flioulders tuvn'd.

He fcem'd to find his way without his eyes.

For out adoorshe went without theit help
;

And to the laft, bended their light on ms.

Polon. Go with mc, I will go feck the King,
This is the very extafie of Love,

Whofc violent property forcdoes it felf.

And
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And leads the will todefperatc Undertakings,

As oft as any pilfion under heaven.

That do's 3ffli(£l our Natures. lam forry,

Whflt h«ve you given him any hard words of late?

Ofh(, No ray good Lord : but as you did command,

I did repell his Letters, and deny'd

His acceffe to me.

?ol, Tliat hath made him mad.

I am forry that with better fpecd and judgement

I had not quoted him. 1 fear he did but trifle,

And meant to wrack thcc : but beftirew my jcalowfie

:

It fecms It IS as proper to our Age,

To caft beyond our felves in our opinions,

As it is common for the younger fort

To lack difcretion. Come go we to the King,

This muft be known , which being kept clofe might move

More grief to bide, then hate to utter love. Bxcunt,

Scena Secunda,

Enter Klniy Queen^ Rofncroffc^ and Cull-

denfiare cum alite.

King. Welcome dear Ro/ivcrtf? and Gulldenfiart,

Moreover, that we much did long to fee you.

The need we have to ufe you, did provoke

Our hafty fending. Something have you heard

Of Hamlets transformation : fo I call ir,

Since not th'exterior, nor the inward man
Refcmbles that it v«as. What itftlould be

More then his fathers death, that thus hath pnt him;

So much from th'underftandmg ofhimfelf,

I cannot deem of. I intteat you both.

That being of fo young daycs brought up with him
AndrincefoNeighboui'd to his youth, and humor.

That you vouchfafe your reft here m our Court

Some little time: (o by your Companies

To draw him on to plcafuies, and to gather

So much as from Occafions you may glean,

That open'd lies within our remedy*

Qit. Good Gentlemen, ht hath much talk'd of you,

And fure I am, two men there are not living.

To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafc you

To fliewus fo much gentry and good will.

As to eypend your time with us a while,

For the fiipply and profit of our hope,

Your Vifitation (hall receive fuch thanks,

As fits a Kings remembrance.

Rofin. Both your Ma jeftics

Might by the Soveralgn power you have of us,

Put your dread pleafuics, more into command
Then to Entreaty.

£>«//• We both obey.

And here give upourfelves,in the full bent,

To lay our ferviccs freely at your feet.

To be commanded.

King, Thanks Ro/increJ?, and gentle Cuildenpare.

Que, Thanks Cui/denfiare and gentle Rofmcrof!^

And I befceoh you I'nftantly to vlfit

My too-much changed fon.

Go fomeofyr,

And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is,

ICuil. Heavens make our prefence and our prafVifes,

Pleafant and helpful! to him. Exeunt.

Queen . Amen.
Enter 'PoJoniut.

Tol. The Ambaffadors from Nornaaj^mj good Lord
Arc joyfully rtturn'd.

King, Thou ft ill haft been the father ofgood News.
/*•/. Have I, my Lord ? Alfure you, my good Lice,

I hold my duty, as I hold my foul.

Both to my God, one to my gracious King

:

And I do think, or elfe this brain of mine
Hunts not the trail of Policy, fo be fure

As I have us'd to dp, that I have found
The very caufe of Hamlets Lunacy.

King. O fpeak of that, that I do long to hear.
Pol. Give rirft admittance to th'Ambaffadors

My News fhall be the News to that great Feaft.

King, Thy felf do grace to them, and bring them In,

He tells me my fweet Queen, that he hath found
The head and fourfc of all your fons diftemper.

Qu. I doubt it is no other, but the main.

His lathers death, and our o' re- hafty Marriage.

Enter Polon'nUy y»lttmand^ and Cornelitu.

King. Well, wc fhall fife him. Welcome good Friends:
Say yoltimandy what from our Brother Norway }

Volt. Moft fair return of Greetings, and Defues,
Upon our firft, he fent out to fuppreffe

His Nephews Levies, which to him appear'd

To be a preparation 'gainft the Polak :

But better look'd into, he truly found

It wasagainft your Highne{re,w/hercat grieved,

Tliat fo his Sicknerte, A^e, and Impotence
Was falfcly born in hand, fends out Arrcfts

On Fortintraty which he (in brief) obeys,

Receives rebuke from Norway: and in fine.

Makes Vow before his Uncle, never more
To giveth'affay of armcs againft yourMajefty.

Whereon old Norway,, overcome vvith joy,

Gives him three thoufand Cronws in annual Fee,

And hiscommifTion to imploy thofe Souldiers

So levied as before, againft the Polak

:

With an intreaty herein further ftiewn.

That it might pleafe you to give quiet palTe

Through your Dominions for his enterprize.

On fuch regards of fafety and allowance.

As therein arc fet down.

Ki»f. It likes us well:

And at our more confider'd time we'll read,

Anfwer, and think upon this Bufineffc.

Mean time wc thank you, for your wcll-look't labor.

Go to your reft, at night we'll Feaft together.

Moft welcome home. Exit Aatiaf.
Pol. This bufmerte is very well ended.

My Liege and Madam, to expoftuiate

What Majefty Ihould be, what Duty is.

Why day is day ; night, night ; and time is time.

Were nothing but to wafte Night, Day, and Time.
Therefore, fince Brevity is the foul of Wit,

And tedioufneflif, the limbs and outward flourifhef,

I will be brief. Your Noble Son is mad

:

Mad call I it ; for to define true MadnelTc,

What is't, but to be nothing elfe but mad.

But let that go.

Qu. More matter, with leffe An.
Pet. Madam, I fwear I ufe no Art at all

:

That he is mad 'tis true : Tls true, 'tis pitty,

And pitty it is true : A foolifti figure,

But farewell it : for I will ufe no Art.

Mad
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Mad let us gtan: him then rand now remains

That we find out the caufe of this cfFeft,

Orrathec fay, the caufe of this defedt ;

For this efFe<5V defcdUye, comes by caufe,

Thus it rfmaincs, ind the remainder thus. Perpend,

I have a Daughter : haye, whilTl flic is mine,

Who in her Duty and Obedience, marke,

Hath given me this r now gather, and futmife.

The Letter.

X» the CeUB'iall^ ani my Stules lioll^ the mofl heauti'

fied Ophtl'ix.

That's an ill Phrafe,a vilde Phrafe, beautified is a vilde

Phrafc : but you rtiall hear thefe in her excellent white

bofome, thefe,

Qnee. Came this from HamUt to her.

/W. Good Madam ftay awhile, 1 will be faichfull.

Doubt thou, the Starresare fire,

Douh , that the Sun doth move :

'Deubt Truth to be a Lyar^

BMt never Doubt, I love.

O dear Ophelia, J am ill at thefe l^nmbers : I have not

Arttorecko"f»y g^oanes ; but that I love theebefl,eh

mofi Befi believe it. Adieu.

Thine evermore, mofi dear Lady, rvhi/fi this

Aiachine is to him,Hamlet.

This in Obedience hath my Daughter Oiew'd me

:

And more above hath his fohciting,

As they fell out by Time, by meanes, and place,

All given to mine ear.

King. But how hath fhercceiv'd his Love ?

Pol. What doc you think of me ?

King. As of a man, faithfull and honourable.

Pol. I would fain prove fo.But what might you think.?

When 1 had feen his hoc love on the wing,

As I perceived it, I mud: tell you that

Before my Daughter told me, what might you

Or my dear Majcfty your Queen herc,think,

IF! had play'd the Deske or Table-book,

Or given my heart a winking,mute and dumbe,

Or look'd upon this Love» with idle fight.

What might you think ? No,l went round to work,

And my young Miftris thus I did befpeak

;

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Sphere,

This muft not be : and then, I precepts gave her.

That Hie fliould lock her felf from his Rcfort,

Admit no Meffengeis, receive no Tokens

:

Which done, rtietook the fruits of my Advice,

And he repulfed, a fliorc Tale to make>

FcUintoa Sadneffe, then into a Faft,

Thence to a Watch, thence into a Weaknefle

,

Thence to a Lightneffe, and by this dedenfion

Into the Madnelfe whereon now he raves

,

And all we wailc for.

King. Doe you think 'tis this ?

Qjtee. It may be very likely.

Pol. Hath there been luch a time, I'dc fain know that,

That I have pofitively faid,*tis f0|

When it prov'd otherwifc ?

King. Not that I know.

7>»/. Take this from this, if this be othawifc,

if Circumftances lead me, I will find

Whei c truth is hid, though it were hid indeed

Within the Center.

King, How may we try it further ?

Pol. You know fomctimcs

He walkes four houres together, here

I

In the Lobby.

Qjiee. So he has indeed.

Pol. At fuch a time I'lc loofe my Daughter to him
Be you and I behind an Arras then,

Marke the encounter: If he love her nor.

And be not from his reafon fain thereon ;

Let me be no Alfiftant for a State,

And keep a Farme and Carters,

King. We will try it.

Enter Hamlet reading in 4 Boekj

Quee. But look where fadly the poor wretch

Comes reading.

Pol. Away I doe bcfeech you, both away,
rie boord him prefently. Exit King and Queen.
Oh give me leave. How does my good Lord Hamlet >

Ham. Well, god-a-mcrcy.

Tol. Doc you know me, my Lord .'

Ham. Excellent, excellent well : y'are a Fijhmcnger.
Pol. Not I, my Lord.

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a man.
Pol. Honeft, my Lord ?

Ham. I, Sir, to be honeft as this world goes, is to be
one pick'd out of two thoufand.

Pol. That's very true, my Lord.

Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggots in a dead Dog,
being a good kiding Carrion
Have you a Daughter ?

fol, I have, my Lord,

Ham. Let her not walk ith' Sun : Conception is a

blcding, but not as your Daughter may conceive. Friend
look too't.

Pol. How fay you by that?Still harping on my Daugh-
ter : yet he knew me not at firft;he faid I was a Fifhmon-
ger : he is far gone, far gone: and truly in my youth, I

luffcrcd much extremity for love: very near this. Tie

fpeak to him again. What doe you read, my Lord .'

Ham. Words, words, words.

Pol. What is the matter, my Lord ?

Ham. Between whom ?

Pol. I mean the matter you mean, my Lord.

Uam. Slanders, Sir : for the Sacyricall flave fayes here,

that old men have gray Beards ; that their faces are wrin-

kled ; their eyes purging thick Amber, or Plum-Tice

Gumme:and that they have a plentifull lock of Wit.

together with weak Hammes, All which, Sir, though 1

moft powerfully, and potenrry believe, yet I hold it not

Honefty ro have it thus fct dov%'n: For youyourfelf,

Sir,(hould be old as I am, if like a Crab you could go

backward.

Pol. Though this be madneffe.

Yet there is Method in't : will you walke

Out of the ayre, my Lord .'

Ham. Into my Grave .?

Pol. Indeed that is out oth" Ayre :

How pregnant (fomctimes) his replies arc f

A happinelTc,

That often Madneffe hits on.

Which Reafon and Sanity could not

So profperoufly be deliver'd of.

I will leave him.

And fuddenly contrive the meanes of meeting

Between him, and my Daughter.

My honourable Lord,! will moft humbly

Take my leave of you.

R r r W,?»w.
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Ham. You cannot, Sir, take from me any thing, that

I Will more willingly part wichall, except my life, my

life.

Volon. Fare you well, my Lord.

Ham. Thefe tedious olj fools,

PoltH. You go to feck my Lord Hamlet 5 there he is.

Enttr Rofificrei and Guildfnltar,

RoJiH. God Tave you. Sir.

CutU. Mine honour'd Lord ?

Rijttt. My moft dear Lord ?

Ham. My excellent good friends? How doft thou

CuiUenftar ? Oh, Eejlucros ,
good Lads : How doe ye

both ?

Rofin. As the indifferent Children of the eirth.

Cmld. Happy, m thai we are not over-happy : on

Fortunes Cap, we are not the very Button.

Ham. Nor the Scales of her Shooe ?

RofiH. Nei^her, my Lord.

Ham. Then you five about her wafte, or in the mid-

dle of her favour ?

Guild. Faith, her privates we.

Ham. In the fecret parts of Fortune ? Oh, moft true :

(lie is a Strumpet. Whats the newes.

%£(>»• None, my Lord, but ihac the World's grown

honeft.

Ham. Then is Doomes day near : but your newes is

not true. Let me qucftion more in particular : what have

you, my good friends, deferved at the hands of fortune,

that One fends you toprifon hither ?

GhIU. Prifon, my Lord ?

Ham. Deimark^s a Prifon.

Rofn. Then is the World one.

Ham. A goodly one, in which there arc raany Con-

fines , Wards , and Dungeons ; Denmark^ being one

o' th' worft.

Roffi. We think not fo, my Lord.

Ham. Why then 'tis none to you ; for there is nothing

either good or bad, but thinking makes u fo; to me it is

a prifon.

Rofift. Why then your Ambition makes it one : 'tis too

narrow for your minde.

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a Nut-(hell,and

count my felf a King of infinite fpace ; were it not that I

have bad drcames.

Guild. Which dreames indeed are Ambition : for the

very fubftance of the Ambitious, is meerly the ftiadow

of a Dreamt.

Ham. A dreame it felf is but a Ihadow.

7^/». Truly, and I hold Ambition of fo airy and

light a quality, that it is but a fhadowcs fhadow.

Ham. Then are our Beggars bodies; and ourMo-

narchs, and out- ftretclu Heroes, the Beggais (hadowcs :

fhall w? to th' Court .• for, by my fey I cannot rea-

fon?

Both. We'll wait upon you.

Hjtm. No fuch matter, I will not fort you with the

reft of my fervants : for to fpeak to you like an honeft

man •• I am moft dreadfully attended ; but in the beaten

way of friendftiip. What make you at Eljtnoore ?

Rofin, To vifit you, my Lord, no other occajion.

Ham. Beggar that I am, 1 am even poor in thanks

;

but I thank you : and fure , dear friends , my thanks

arc too dear a halfpenny ; were you not fent for ? Is it

your own inclining > Is it a free vifitation ? Come

,

deals juftly with me : come, come 5 nay fpeak.

Guild. What ftiould we fay, my Lord ?

Ham. Why any thing. But to the purpofe
;
you were

fentfor ; and there is a kind of confcffion in your looks
;

which your modcfties have not craft enough to colour, 1

know the good King and Qneen have fent for you.

RojiH. To what end, my Lord ?

Ham. That you muft teach me: but let me conjure

you by the rights of your fcllowftijp, by the confonancy
of our youth, by the obligation of our ever- prefer ved love,

and by what more dear, a better propofcr could charoe

youwithall; be even and direft with me, whether you
were fent for or no.

Rojin. What fay you ?

Ham. Nay then I have an eye of you : if you love me,
hold not off.

Guild. My Lord, we were fent for.

Ham. I will tell you why ; fo fhall my anticipation

prevent your difcovery of your fecrecy to the King and
Queen : liioult no feather, I have oflate? but wherefore

1 know not, loft all my mirth, forgone all cuftome of ex-

ercife ; and indeed, it goes fo heavenly with my difpofi-

tion ; that this goodlv frame, the earth , feenis to mc a

fterill Promontory ; this moft excellent Canopy the Ayre
look you this brave o'rc-hanging, this Majefticall Roof,
fretted with golden fire ; why, it appeared no other thing

to me, then a foulc and pejhlcnt congr^aticn of va-

pouis. What a piece of work is a man I How Noble in

Reafon ? how infinite in faculty .' in forme and moving
how cxpreffeand admirable? in Aftion, how like an An-
gel ? in apprehenfion, how like a god f the beauty of the

world, the Parragon ofAnimals ; und yet to me, what is

this Qtiinteffence of Duft ? Man delights not me ; no

,

nor Woman neither, though by your fmiling you feem

to fay fo.

Rojtn. My Lord, there was no fuch fluffc in my
thoughts.

Ham. Why did you laugh, when I faid, Man delights

not mc f

Rojtn. To think my Lord, if you delight not in Man,
what Lemon entertainment the Players ftiall receive from

you : we coated them on the way, and hither are they

comming to offer you Service.

Ham. He that playesthe King fhall be welcome ; his

Majcfty fhall have Tribute of me : the adventurous

Knight ftiall ufe his Foylc and Target : The Lover ftiall

not figh gratis^ the humorous man ftiall end his part in

peace : the Clown ftiall make thofe laugh, whofe lungs

are tickled ath' fere : and the Lady ftiall fay her mind

freely ; or the blank Verfc ftiall halt fot'i : vwiat Players

arc they ?

Kofn. Even thofe you were wont to take delight in the

Tragedians ofthe City.

Ham, How chances it they travell ? their reft-

dencc both m rcputarion and profit was better both

vwyes.

Rojtn. I think their Inhibition comes by the meanes

of the late innovation ?

Ham. Doe they hold the fame cftimation they did

N/vhen I was in the City ? Are they fo follow'd ?

RoJin. No indeed, they arc not.

ham. How comes it ? doe they grow rufly ?

"R^n. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted

pace ; But there is. Sir, an airy of Children, little

Yafes, that cry out on the top of queftion ; and

are moft tyrannically dapt for't : thefc ace now the

fafhion.
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fafhioti , and fo bc-ractle the common Stages (fo they

call them) that many wearing Rapiers, are afjaid of

Goofe Quills, and dare fcarce come thither.

Ham. What arc they Children ? Who maintains 'em?

How are they efcoied ? Will they purfue the Quality no

longer then they can fing ? Will they not fay aAer-

waids if they (hould grow themfelves to common Play-

ers (as it is like moft if their meanes are no better) their

Writers doe them wrong to make cliem exclaim againft

their own Succeffion.

Rojin. Faith there hat been much lo doe on both fides:

and the Nation holds it no fin, to tarre them to ecntio-

vcrfie. There was for a while, no money bid for argu-

ment, unleflc the Poet and ihe Player went toCuffes in

[he Quenion.

H<»iw. Is'tpofTitile?

GulU. Oh there has been much throwing about of

biains.

Ham. Doe the Boyes carry it away ?

Roftu. I that they doc my Loid,Hercu/es & his load too.

Ham. It is not flxange for mine Unkle is King of

lyer.mark,^ and thofc that would make mowes ax him
while my Father lived ; give twenty, forty, an hundred

Ducates a piece, for his pi6lure in Little. There is fome-

thing in this more then Naturall , rfPhilofophy could

find it out.

FloHrljhfar the Players.

Gild. There are the Players.

Han*. Gentlemen, you,are welcome to Etjinaore -.yom

hands, come : 1 he appurtenance of Welcome, is Famion
and Ceremony. Let ine comply with you in the Carbe,

left my extent to the Players (which I tell you muft fhew

fairly outward) iTiouId more appear like entertainment

then yours. You are welcome : but my Unklc Father,

and Aunt Mother are deceived.

Gh'iU. In what, my dear Lord ?

Ham, I am but mad North, North-Weft : when the

Wind is Southerly, I know a Hawkc from a Handfaw.
{

Enter ^olonivM.

Polo. Well be with you. Gentlemen, I

Ham. Heai k you Gui/iUnJiar^ind you too : at each ear

a hearer • that great Baby you fee there, is not yet out of

his fwathing clouts.

Rajin. Happily he's the fecond time Come to them:for

they fay, an old man is twice a child.

Ham. I will Prophefie, He comes to tell tne of the

Players. Mitk it, you lay right, Sir: for a Munday mor-
ning 'twas fo indeed.

P»L My Lord, I have newcs to tell you.

Ham. My Lord, I have newcs to cell you,

When Rofcius an hStot in Rome—'—
Pot. 1 be A(^ors are come hither, my Lord.

Ham. Buzze, burze.

Pot. Upon mine honour.

Ham. Then can each A£tor on his Affe -

Po[. The beft Ai5lorsin the world, either for Trage-

dy. Comedy, Hiftory, Paftorall ; Paftoricall-Comicall-

Hiftoricall-Paftorall : Tragicall-Hiftoricall ; TragicatU

Comicall-Hiftoricall-Paftorall : Seine indivible,or Po-
em unlimited. Senecaannoz be too heavy, nor 7/<»»<f«/

too light, for the law of Writ, and the Liberty. Thefc
are the onely men.

Ham.O Jefhta^'JMAgt of IfraelyVihit a Treafure badft

thou?

Pol. What a Treafure had he, my Lord ?

Ham. Why one fait Daughter, and no more.

The which beloved pafTing well.

Pol. Still on my Daughter.

Ham. Am I not ith' right, old Jepha ?

Pol. If you call me 'Jephta, my Lord, I have a Daugh-
ter that I love pafTing well.

Ham. Nay that followesnot.

Pol. "What followes then, my Lord >

Ham. Why, as by lot, God wot ? and then you know.
It came to paffe, as moft like it was : the firft row of the
Pans ChanfoH will fliew you more. For look whcxc my
Abridgements come.

Enter four or five Players.

Y'are welcome MafterSf welcome all. I am glad to fee

thee well ; welcome good friends. Oh my old friend }

Thy face is valiant fince I faw thee laft : Com'ft thou to

Ixard me in Demnark^ > what my young Lady and Mi-
ftris? Berlady your LordlTiip is nearer heaven, then when
1 faw you laft, by the ahitudeof a Choppine. Pray God
your voyce, like a piece of uncurrimtgold, be notcrack'd

within the Ring. Mafters, you arc all welcome ; we'll c'ne

to't like French Faulconers,flye at any thing we feerwe'U

havea fpeechftraight. Come, give us a taftc of your qua.
lity : come, a palTionatc fpeech.

I . Play. What fpeech, my Lord .*

Ham. 1 heard thee fpeak me a fpeech once, but it was
never Afted : or if it was, not above once, for the Play I

remember pleas'd not the Million, 'twas Cautary to tiie

Generall : but it was (as I received it, and others, whofe
judgement in fuch matters, cryed rn the top of mine) an
excellent Play ; well digeftcd in the Scarnes, fct down
with as much modefly, as cunning. I remember one faid,

there was no Sallets m the lines, to make the matter fa-

voury ; nor no matter inthephrafe,that might indite the

Author ofaffe6htion,butcaird it an honeft mtthod.Onc
chief fpeech in it, I chiefly lov'd, 'twas z/£neaiTi\e
to D/Vo,and thCTeabout of it efpecially, where he fpcaks

of Prlams flaughcer. If it live in yonr memory, begin at

this Line, Jet me f€e,let me fee : The mggcd Pyrrhms^hke

th Hjrcanian Beaft. It is not fo : it begins With fytrhus.

The rugged Pyrrhnj., he whofe Sable Armes
Black as he purpofe, did the night rcfemble

When his lay couched in the Ominous Hoife,

Hath now this dreid and black Complexion fmeat'd

With Heraldry more difnial! : head to foot

Now is he to rake Geules, horridly Trick'J

With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons,

Bak'd and impafted, with the parching fttcets,

That lend a tyrannous, and damned light

To their vllde Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire,

And thus o'relizcd with coagulate gore,

Witheyes like Carbuncles, thclieJlilh Pjrrb/U

Old Grandfire Primm fetks.

Pol. Fore God, tny Lord, well (^oken> with good ac-

cent, and good difcretion.

t . Pluy. Anon he findes him,

Striking too fhott at Greeks. His anfick Sword,

Rebellious to his Arme, lies where it falls

Repugnant to command : unequall match,

Pjrrhui at Priam drives, in rage ftvikes wide ;

But with the whifFe and winde of hiS fell Sword,

Th'unnerved father falls. Then fenfelelfc Ilhum,

Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming top

Stoops to his Bace, and with a hideous cram
Takes Prifoncr Pyrrhns care. For loe, hisSwoid

Which was declining on the Milky head

Of Reverend Priamj fecm'd ith* Aire to ftick

:

Rrr 2 So



74i The Tragedy of Hamlet.

So as a Tirant Pjrrhus flood,
j

And Ijk'd a Newtrall to his will and matter,did nothing.

But as we often fee againft fonie ftorme,

A filence in the heavens, the Rack ftand ftill.

The bold windcs fpeechlelTc, and the Orbe below

As hufh as death : Anon the dreadfull Thunder

Doch rend the Region. So after Pjrrrhm piwfc,

A rowfed Vengeance fets him new a work.

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall

On Mars his Armours, forg'd for proof Eterne,

With leffe remorfe then Pjrrhus bleeding fword

Now falls on Prlamy

Our, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you gods,

In genera 11 Synod take away her power

:

Break all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele,

And bowle the round Nave down the hill of heaven.

As low as to the fiends.

Pol. This is two long.

Ham. It ftiall to th' Barbers vyjth your Beard. Prc-

chee fay on : He's for a Jigge* or a tale of Bawdry, or he

fleeps. Say on ; come to Heenba.

I .Play. But who, O who, had feen the Moblcd Queen.

Ham. The Mobled Queen ?

Pol. That's good : Mobled Queen is good.

I. Play. Run bare-foot up and down,

Threatning the flame

With Bjflon Rheume : a clout about that head

,

Where late the Diadem ftood, and for a Robe

About her lank and allo're-teamcd Loynes,

A Blanket in th'alarum of fear caught up.

VVho this had feen, with tongue in Venome ftcep'd,

Gainft fortunes State, would Trcafon have pronounc'd ?

But if the gods themfclvcs did fee her tben,

When flie faw Pyrrhta make malicious fport

In mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbes.

The inftant Burfl of Clamour that Hie made
(Unlefs things mortall meant them not all)

VVoukJ have made milche the burning eyes ofheaven,

And paffion in the Gods.

Pol. Look where he has not turn'd his colour, and

has tearcs in's Eyes. Pray you no more.

Ham. 'Tis well,rie have thee fpeak out the reft foon.

Good my Lord, will you fee the Players well beftow'd.

Doe ye hear, let them be well us'd : for they are the ab-

ft rafts, and brief Chronicles of the time. After your

death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, then their ill

report while you lived.

Pel. My Lord, I will ufe them according to their dc-

fert.

Ham. Godsbodikins man, better. Ufe every man
after his defert, and who (hould fcape whipping : ufe

them after your own Honour and Dignity. The leffe

they defervc, the more merit is in your bounty. Take
them in.

Tol. Come, firs. Exit Polomus.

Ham, Follow him friends : we'll hear a Play tomor-
row. Doft thou hear me, old friend , can you play the

murther oiGotix,4tgo ?

Plaj. I, my Lord.

Ham. We'll ha'c to tnorrow night. You could for a

need ftudy a fpeech offomc dozen or fixtcen linesjwhich

I would fet down, and infert in't ? Could ye not .?

PUy, I, my Lord.

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and look you

mock him not. My good friends,rie leave you till night,

you are welcome to Elfneore.

%^». Good my Lord, Exeunt.
Ma»et Hamlet.

Ham. I fo, god buy'ye .• Now I am alone.

Oh what a Rogue and Pezant flave am I ?

Is it not monftrous that this Player here.

But in a Fiftion, in a dreame of Paffion,

Could force his Soule fo to his whole conceic,

That from her working, all his vifage warm'd
j

Tearcs in his eyes, diftraftion in's afpeft,

A broken voycc, and his whole Funftion fuiting

With formes, to his conceit ? and all for nothing ?
For Hecuba }

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba

^

That he Ihould weep for her ? what would he doe,
Had he the motive and the Cue for paffion

That I have, he would drown the Stage with ceares.

And cleave the generall eare with horrid fpeech ;

Make mad the guilty, and apale the free.

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed

,

The very faculty of Eyes and Earcs. Yet I,

A dull and muddy -meticd Rafcall, pcake

Like Joh»-a-deames, unpregnant of my caufc,

And can fay nothing : No, not for a King,
Upon whofe property, and moft dear life,

A damn'd defeat was made. Ami a Coward ?

Who calls me Villain ? breaks my pate a-croffe f
Plucks off my Beard, and blowes it in my face ?

Tweaks me by th* Nofe, gives me the Lye ith' Throat,
As deep as to the Lungs? who does me this ?

Ha ? Why ftiould I taxe it ? for it cannot be,

But I am Pigcon-Livet'd, and lack Gall

To make Oppreffion bitter, or ere this,

I (hould have fatted all the Region Kites

With this Slaves Offall, bloody : a Bawdy villain,

Remorfeleffe, Treacherous, Lecherous, kindleffe villain •

Oh Vengeance

»

Who ? what an Afle am I > I fure, this is moft brave,

That I, the Son of the dear murthered

,

Prompted to my revenge by heaven, and hell,

Muft (like a Whore) unpack my heart with words,

And fall a curfing like a very Drab,

A Scullion ? Fye upon't. Foh. About my Brain.

I have heard, that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play,

Have by the very cunning of the Scsne

,

Been ftruck fo to the foule, that prefently

They have prodaim'd their Malefactions.

For Murther, though it have no tongue, will fpeak

With moft miraculous Organ. I'le have thefe Players,

Play fomething like the murder ofmy Father,

Before mine Unkle. Tie obferve his looks,

I'le rent him to the quick ; if he but blench

I know my courfe. The Spirit that I have feen

May be the Devil, and the Devil hath power

T'affume a pleafing fhape, yea, and perhaps

Out ofmy weaknefle, and my melancholly,

Ashe is very potent with fuch Spirits,

Abufes me to damn me. I'le have grounds

More Relative then this: The Play's the thing,

Wherein I'le atch the Confcience of the King. Sxit.

Enter King, Queen, Polontus, Ophelia , Re»

Jiucrosy Guildenflar , and Lords.

King. And can you by no drift of circumftancc

Get from him why be puts on this Confufion,

Grating fobarftily all his dayes ofquiet

With

4
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy.

Rofn. He does CQDfcffe he fcelcs hjmfclfdiftra£led,

But from what caufe he will by nomcanes fpeak.

Gull. Nor do we find him forward to be founded ,

But with a crafty Madncffc keeps aloof;

When we would bring him on to fomc Confeftion

Of histrucfUtc,

Qiief. Did he receive you well >

Rojin. Moft like a Gentleman.

Guild. But with much forcing of his difpofition.

Rojirt. Niggard of qucfticm, but of our demands

Moft free in his reply.

Q>iee. Did you affay him to any partimc >

RoJin. Madam, it fo fell our, that certain Players

Weo're-took on the way : ofchefe wc told him,

And there did fccm in him a kind of Joy
To hear of it : They arc about the Court,

And (as I think) they have already order

This night to play before him.

*Pol. 'Tis moft true :

And he befeech'd me to intreat yourMajeftic*

To hear and fee the matter.

ir/^^.Wuh all my hcatt,and it doth much content me
To hear him fo inclin'd. Good Gentlemrn

,

Give him a further edge, and drive his purpofe on

To thefc delights.

Rofin. WenialI,myLord, Exettfit,

King. Sweet GertrtiJr^ leave us too,

For wc have clofely fent for Hamlet hither»

Thai he, as 'twere by accident, may there

Affront Ophelia. Her Father, and my felf(lawfullefpiaJs)

Will fo btftow our felves, that feeing unfeen

We may of their encounter frankly judge,

And gather by him, as he is behaved,

If 't be ih'afflidion of his love, or no.

That thus he fuffers for.

Qmc. I (hall obey you ;

And for your ^zn^Ofhelltiy I doe wjfli

That your good beauties be the happy caufe

Oi Hamlets wildnelTe : fo Hiall I hope your Virtues

Will bring him to his wonted way again,

To both your Honoui s.

Ofhe. Madam, I wifh it may.

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here, Gracious fo pleafe yc

We will beftow our felves : Read on this Book
,

That (hew of fuch an cxercife may colour

Your lonclineffe. Wc are oft to blame in this

'Tis too much prov'd,that with Devotions vifage.

And pious A<5lion, wc do furge o're

The Devil himfelf.

King. Oh 'tis true

:

How [mart « lafh thatfpecch dotVi give my Confcicncc }

The Harlots Cheek beauticd with plaiftring Art

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it.

Then is my deed, to my moft painted word,

Oh heavy burthen !

Pal. I hear him commmg, let's wubdraw, my Lord.

ExeMnt.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the Q^icftion

:

Whether 'tis Nobler in the mind to fufFet

The Slings and Arrowesof outragious Fortune,

Or to take Armes againft a Sea of troubles,

And by oppofmg end them : to dyeitoOeep
No more : and by a fleep, to fay we end

The hcatt-ake,and the thoufand naturall ftiocki

That flefli is heir to .' 'Tis a confummation
Devoutly to be wifti'd. To die to deep.
To fleep, perchance to dreame ; I, there's the ni),
For m that fleep of death, what drcames may comf
When he hath (huffled off this mortall coyle,

Muftgivcuspawfe. There's the refpe£^

That makes Calamity offo long life r

For v»lio would bear the whips and fcorns oftime,
ThcOpprefTors wrong, the poor mans Contumely,
The patigs of difpnz'd Love, the Lawes delay.
The infolence of Office, and the fpurnes

That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

When he hirtifclf might his Quietui make
With a bare Bodkin > Who would thefc FardleJ bear
To grunt and fweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of fomething after death.

The undifcovered Country, from whofe Bom
No Traveller returns, puzzles the will.

And makes us rather bear thofe ills we hare,

Then flye to others that we know not of.

Thus Confcience docs make Cowards of us all,

And thus the Native hue of Refolution

Is ficklied o're, with the pale caft of thought,

And cntcrprizes of great pith and moment.
With this regard their Currants turn away.
And loofe the name of Adion. Soft you now,
The fair Ophelia ? Nymph, in thy Horizons
Be all my fms remcmbred.

Ophe. Good my Lord,

How does your honour for this many a day f

Ham. I humbly thank you : well, well, well.

Ophe, My Lord, I have remembrances of yours.

That I have longed long to redeliver.

1 pray you now, receive them.

Ham. No, no, I never gave you ought.

Ophe. My honour'd Lord, I know right well you did,
And with them words of fofwwrt breath compos'd.

As made the things more rich, then perfume left :

Take thefc again, for to the Noble mind
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind.
There, my Lord.

Ham. Ha, ha : are you honeft?

Ophe. My Lord.

ham. Are you faire ?

Ophe What mcancs your Lordfliip.*

Ham. That if you be honeft and fair, your Honcfty
fhould admit no difcourfc to your Beauty.

Ophe. Could beauty, my Loid, have better Comcrcc
then your honefty ?

Ham. 1 truly : for the power of beauty, will fooner

transforme bonefty from what it is, to a Bawd, then the

force of honefty can tranflate Beauty into his likcncfTe.

This was fometimes a Paradox, but now the time gives it

proof. I did love you once.

Ophe. Indeed, my Lord, you made mc believe fo.

Ham. You fliould not have believed mc. For virtue

cannot fo inocculatc our old flock, but wc fliall relUfli of

it. I loved you not.

Ophe. I was the more deceived.

Ham. Get thee to a Nunnery. Why would'ft thoa

be a breeder ofSmncn ? I am my felf indifftrttu honeft,

but yet I could accufe mc of fuch things, that it were ba«

te, my Mother had not born mc. I am very proud, r«.

vengefull. Ambitious, with more ofFcnfes at my beck,

then I havctlioughtstoput them in imagination, to givt

them fliape, or time to aft them in. What fliould fuch

R r r J
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Fcllowes as I do crawling between Heaven and Earth.

We arc arrant Knaves all> believe none of us. Go thy

wayes to a Nunnery. Where's your Father ?

Oehe. At home, my Lord.

Ham. Let the doores be fliUt upon him , that he may

play the Fool no way, but in's own houfe. FarewelJ.

Ofhe. O help him, you fweet heavens.

Ham. If thou do'ft Marry, I'le give thee this Plague

for thy Dowry. Be thou as charteas Ice, aspureas Snow^,

thou rhalt not efcapc Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery.

Go, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a

fool : for wife men know well enough , what monfters

you make of them. To a Nunnery, go, and quickly too.

Farewell.

Ophe. Oheavenly Powers, reftore him.

Ham. I have heard of your pratling too, well enough.

God has given you one pace, and you make your felfan-

other : you gidge,you amble,and you lifpe,and ntck>name

Gods Creatures, and make your wantonneflc, your igno-

rance. Go, rienomorcon'tjit hath made me mad. I

fay, we will have no more Marriages. Thofe that are

married already, all but onefhall, the reft /hall keep as

they are. To a Nunnery, go. Exit Hamlet,

Ophe. O what a Noble mind is here 0're-thrown ?

The Courtiers, Soldiers, Schollars ? Eye, tongue, fword,

Th'cspe6bncy and Rofe of the fair State,

The glalfe offafliion, and the mould of foi mp,

Th'obfert'd of all Obfervers, quite, quite down.
I am of Ladies moft dejeft and wretched.

That fuck'd the Hony of his Mufick Vowes .•

Now fee that Noble, and moft Sovcraign Rcafon,

Like fwccr Bells jangled out of tune, and harlTi,

That unmatch'd fortune and feature of blown youth,

Blafted with extafie. Oh woe is me,

T'have feen what I have feen : fee what I fee.

Enter Klng^ and Polohim.

King, Love ? his affeiftions doe not that way tend,

Nor what he fpake, though it lack'd form a little

,

Was not (ike MadnefTe. There's fomething in his foufc,

O're which his Melancholly fits on brood,

And I doe doubt the hatch, and the difdofe

Will be feme danger, which how to prevent,

I have in quick deteimination.

Thus fet it down. He fliall with fpeed to England

For the demand ofourneglefted Tribute:

Haply the Seas and Countreys different

With variable Obje6ts,fhallexpell

This fomething fetled matter in his heart

:

Whereon his brains ftill bcatingj puts him thus

From fafliion of himfelf. Wliat think you on't ?

'jpol. It fliall doe well. But yet do I believe

The Origin and Commencement of this grief

Sprung from neglected love. How now^Ophelia ?

You need not tell u , what Lord Hamlet faid.

We heard it all. My Lord, doe as you plcafe,

But ifyou hold it fit after thePlay,

Let his Qiieen Mother all alone intreat him

To fliew his Griefs .• let her be round with him.

And rie be plac'd, fo pleafe you, in the ear

Of all their conference. If (he find him not,

To England fend him : Or confine him where

Your ^ifdome beit fliall think.

Kivg. It fliall be fo:

Madneffe in great Ones, muft not unwatch'd go.

Exeunt.

\

Enter Hamlet ^ and tve or three ofthe Players.

Han. Speak the Speech I pray you, as I pronounc'd
it to you trippingly on the Tongue. But if you mouth it,

as many of your Players do, I had as lieve the Town-
Cryer had fpoke my Lines : Nor do not faw the aire too
much with your hand thus, but ufe all gently ; for in the

very torrent, tempcft, and (as I may fay) the whirl-wind
of p3flion,you muft acquire and beget a temperance that
may give it fmoothnclfe. O it offends me to the Soule,
to fee a robuftious Perriwig-pavted fellow, tear a Palfion
to tatters, 10 very rags, to fplit the eares of the Ground-
lings : who (for the moft part) are capable of nothin"
but inexplicable dumb fliewes, andnoyfc: IcouJdhave
fuch a fellow vvhipt for o're-domg Termagant : it out-
Herods Herod. Pray you avoid it.

Player. 1 warrant your Honour.

Ham. Be not too tame neither : but let your own
Difcrction be your Tutor. Sute the A(5tion to the word,
the word to the Aftion, with this fpeciall obfervance:

That you o're-ftop not the modeity of Nature ; for any
thing fo over-done, is froin the purpofc of Playing,whofe

end both at the lirfl and now,was and is,to hold as 'twere

the Mirtour up to Nature ; to ihew Virtue her own
Feature, Scorn her own Image, and the very Age and
Body of the Time, his form and preffure. Now, this

iver-done, or come tardy off, though it make the unskil-

fuU laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve ; the

cenfureof the which one, muft in your allowance o'rc-

fway a whole Theatre of others. Oh, there be Players

that I have feen Play, and heard others praife, and that

highly (not to fpeak it prophanely) that neither having

the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriftian, Pa-

gan, or Norman, have fo ftrutted and bellowed , that I

have thought fome of Natures Journey- men had made
men, and not made them well , they imitated Humanity
fo abominably.

Plaj. I hope we have reform'd that indifferently

with us, Sir.

Ham. O reform it altogether. And let thofe that play

your Clowns, fpeak no more then is fet down for them.

For t)ierc be of them, that will of thcmfelvcs laugh, to fet

on fome quantity of barren Speflators to laugh too

,

though in the mean lime, fome neceffary queftion of the

Play be then to be confidered: that's Vi!lanou5,and fliews

a moft pittifull Ambition in the Fool that ufes it. Go
make you ready. Exeunt Players.

Enter Polonlw^ Rojlncros^ and Gui/de»f}ar,

How now, my Lord ?

Will the King hear this piece of work ?

Pol. And the Queen too, and that ptcfently.

Ham. Bid the Players make hafte. Sxlt Polomus.

Will you two help to haftcn them }

Both. We will, my Lord. Exemt.
Enter Horatio.

Ham. What hoa, Horatio f

Hora, Here, fweet Lord, at your fervicc.

Ham. f/»?'<ir/(7, thouart e'ne as juft aman
Ase're my Converfation coap'd withall.

Hora. O my dear Lord.

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter

:

For what advancement may I hope from thee.

That no Revenue haft, but thy good fpirits

To
.
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To feed and cloathe thee. Why (hould the poor be flat-

No, let the Candied tongue, Hkc abfurd pomp, (ter'd ?

And crook the pregnant Hinges of the knee,

Where thrift may follow Gaining ? Doft thou hear.

Since my dear Souic was Miftrrs of my choy fc,

And could of men diflinguifh, her cledtion

Hath fcal'd thee for her felf. For thou haft been

As one in fuflfering all, that fuffers nothing.

A man that fortune buffets, and rewards

Hath tare with equall thanks. And bleft are thofe,

Whofe blood and Ju dgement are fo well co-mingled,

That they are not a Pipe for fortunes finger.

To found what ftop flicpleafc. Give me that man.

That is not Paflions Slave, and I will wear him

In my hearts Core : I, in my heart of heart.

As I doe thee. Something too much of this.

There is a Play to night before the King,

One Scene of it comes near the Circumftance

Which I have told thee, of my Fathers death.

1 prethee, when thou feeft that Adt a-foot.

Even with the Comment of my Soule

Obferve mine Unkle : if his occulted guilt.

Do not it felf unkennell in one fpeecn,

J( is a damned Ghoft that we have feen :

And my imaginations arc as foule

As Vulcan % Styth. Give him needfuU note.

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face,

And after we will both our judgements joyn,

To ccnfure of his feeming.

}Jora. Well, my Lord.

If he fieale ought the whil'ft this Play is playing,

And fcape deteding, I will pay the Theft.

Enter King, Queen, Polonltu, Opheiidy Rojiucros, Gui'l-

denfiar, and other Lords attendant, with his ^u^rd
carrying Torches. Danlfh March. Sound a F/onriJh.

Ham. They are comming to the Play : I muft be idle.

Get you a place.

King, How fa res my Coufin f/rfWtff ?

Ham. Excellent ifaith, of the Camelions difh : I eat

the Aire promife-cramm'd, you cannot feed Capons fo.

King. I have nothing with [Kis in{\Ner,Htim/ety ihek

words are not mine.

Ham. No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once

ith' Univerfity, you fay f

Poton. That I did , my Lord, and was accounted a

good hCtox

Ham. And what did you ena£l >

Polo. I did enaa Jf.litu Cafar,lv/zs kill'd ith' Ca-
pitoil : Brutus kill'd me.

Ham. It was a bruit part of him, to kill fo Capitall a

Calf there. Be the Players ready ?

'Rcfin. I, my Lord, they ftay upon your patience.

Quee. Come hither, my good Hamlet, fie by me.

Haw. No,good Mother,here's Mettle moreattradtive.

Polo. Oh ho, doe you mark that ?

Ham. Lady, fhalll lye in your Lap?
Ophe, No, my Lord.

Ham, I mean, my head upon your Lap ?

Ophe. I, my Lord.

Ham. Do you think 1 meant Country matters ?

Ophe. I think nothing, my Lord.

HoJw.That's a fair thought to lie between Maids Legs,

Ophe. What is, my Lord ?

Ham, Nothing.

I

Ophe. You arc merry, my Lord ?

Ham. WhoI.»
Ophe. I, my Lord.

Ham, Oh God, youronely Jigge.maJccr : what fhould

a man doe, but be merry. For look you how cheerfully

my Mother looks , and my Father di'd wuhm's two
houres

.

Ophe. Nay, 'tis twice two moneths, my Lord.

Ham. So long ? Nay then let the Devil wear black,

for rie have a Suit of Sables. Oh heavens
J dye two

moneths ago, and not forgotten yet ? then there's hopc»
a great mans Memory may cut-live his life balfa year;

But berlady he muft build Churches then : or elfe fhall

he fuffernot thinking on, with the Hobby-horfc, whofe
Epitaph is, for o, for o, the Hobby-horfc is forgot.

Hobojes play. The dumhe (hew entertt

Enter a King and QMee>i,very lovingly ; the Queen em-
bracing him. She kneeles ; and makes (hew of Prote-

flation unto him. He takes her up, and declines hts

head upon her neck.. Lajes him down upon m Bank of
Flowers. She feeing him a-fleep, leaves him. Anorp

comes in a Fellorv, takes offhis Crown, kjffes it , and,

poures pojfon in the Kings eares, and Sxits. The
Queen returns, findes the King dead, and pnakjs faf.
fionate AHion. The Pojfoner, with fome two or three

Mutes comes in again, feeming to lament with her.

The dead hodjf is carried artaj : The Pojfoner wooes

the Queen with Gifts, (he feems loth and unwilling a
whilcy but in the end accepts his love. Exeunt

,

Ophe. What means this, my Lord ?

Ham. Marry this is Miching Mallchs. that means
Mifchief.

Ophe. Belike this fhcw imports the Argument of the

Plav }

Ham. We fliall know by thefe fellowes : the Players
cannot keep counfell, they'll tell all.

Ophe. VVill they tell us what this fhcw meant f
Ham. I, or any Ihew that you'll fticw him. Be not

you afham'd to (hew, he'll not fhame to tell you what it

meanes.

Ophe. You are naught, you are rfaughtjl'k make the

Play.

Enter Prologue,

For us, andfor our Tragedy^

Herefloopingtojfour Clemency,

We begjour hearing patiently.

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the Poefie ofa Ring ?

Ophe. 'Tis brief, my Lord.

Him, As Womans love.

Emer King, and Queen.

King. Full thirty times liath Phoebus Cart gon round,

Nepiunes ftilt Wafh, and Tellui Orbed ground :

And thirty dozen Moons with borrowed fheen.

About the world have time, twelve thirties been,

Since Love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands

Unite co-mutuall,in moftfacred Bands.

Quee. So many Journeys may the Sun and Moon
Make us again count o're,erelovebe done.

But woe is me, you are fo fick of late

,

So farre from cheer, and from your former fiatf,

That I diftruft pu : yet though 1 diftruft,

Difcomfort you (My Lord) it nothing muft :

For womcns Fear and Love, holds quantity
,

la
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In neither ought, or in extiemity :

Now whac my love is, proof hath made you know.

And as my love is fixt,my fear is fo.

King. Faitli I muft leave thee, Love, and (liortly coo

:

My operant Powers my functions leave to doc

And thou rhalt live in this fair world behind,

Honour'd, belov'd, and haply, one as kind.

For Husband (hak thou—

Quee. Oh confound the reft :

Such Love muft needs be Treafon in my breft:

In fecond Husband let me be accurft,

None wed the fecond, but who kill'd the firft.

Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood.
Quee. The mflances that fecond Marriage move,

Are bafe refpefts of Thrift, but none of Love.

A fecond time, I kill my Husband dead,

When fecond Husband kiffes mc in Bed.

King. I do believe you. Think what now you fpeak

But what we do determine, oft we break ;

Purpofc h but the Have to Memory,

Of violent Birth, but poor validity :

Which now like fruit unripe flicks on the Tree,

But fall unfhaken, when they mellow be.

Moft neccffary 'tis, that we forget

To pay our felves, what to our felves is debt

:

What to our felves in padion we propofe.

The paffion ending, doth the purpofc lofe.

The violence of other Grief or Joy,

Their own cna£lors with themfclves deftroy :

Where Joy mofl revels. Grief doth moft lament

;

Grief joyes, Joy grieves on flender accident.

This world is not for aye, nor 'tis not ftrangc

That even our Loves (hould with our Fortunes change.

For 'tis a queftion left us yet to prove.

Whether Love lead Fortune, or clfe Fortune Love.

The great man down, you mark his favourite flycs.

The poor advanc'd makes friends of Enemies

:

And hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend.

For who not needs, fhall never lack a friend ?

And who in want a hollow friend doth try,

Dircflly feafons him his Enemy.

But ordaly to end where 1 begun
,

Our Wills and Fates doe fo contrary run
,

That our Devices ftill are overthrown
,

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own.

So think thou wilt no fecond husband wed.

But dye thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead.

Quee. Nor Earth to give me food,nor heaven light,

Sport and repofe lock from me day and night

:

Each oppofite that blankes the face of joy.

Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy :

Both here,and hence, putfue me lafting ftrife,

If once a Widdow, ever I be Wife.

Ham. If fhe fhould break itnow.

King. Tis deeply fworn j

Sweet, leave me here a while.

My fp'irits grow dull, and fain I would beguile

The tedious day with fleep.

Qnee. Sleep rock thy brain.

And never come mifchance between us twain.

Ham, Madam, how like you the Play ?

Quee. The Lady protefts too much me ihinkes.

Ham. Oh but ftie'll keep her word.

King. Have you heard the Argument, is there no Of-

fence in't }

Ham. No, no, they do but jeft, poyfon in jeft,no Of-

Sleeps.

Exit.

fence ith' world.

King. What do you call the Play ?

Ham. The Moufe-trap : Marry how ? Tropically :

This Play is the image of a murder done in f^lenna : Gon-
utigo is the Dukes name, his wife Baptifia : you fhall fee

anon : 'tis a knavifh piece of work: but what o* that?

Your Majefty, and we that have free foules, it touches us

not : let the gall'd jade winch : our withers are unwrung.
Enter Lucianm.

This is one L«f/<<««r, nephew to the King.

Ophe. You are a good Chorus, my Lord.

Ham. I could interpret between you and your love :

if I could fee the Puppets dallying.

Ophe. You are keen, my Lord, you are keen.

Ham. It would coft you a groaning, to take ofFmy
edge.

Ophe. Still better and worfe.

Ham. So you miftakc Husbands,

Begin Murderer. Pox, leave thy damnable Faces, and

begin. Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Re-
venge.

Luclan. Thoughts black, hands apt,

Drugs fit, and Time agreeing :

Confederate feafon, elfc no Creature feeing

:

Thou mixture ranki of Midnight-Weeds colledled,

With Hecates Ban, thrice blafted, thrice infeftcd

,

Thy naturall Magick, and dire property,

On wholfome lifcjuTurp immediately.

Poures the ftyfon In his earts.

Ham. Hepoyfonshim ith' Garden for'seftate: His

names Gonx^ago : the Story is extant, and writ in choycc

Italian. You fhall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the

love of GoHz.ago'$ Wife.

Ophe. The Kmg rifes.

Ham, What, frighted with falfe fire.

Quee. How fares my Lord f

Pol. Give o're the Play.

King. Give me fome Light. Away,

yf//. Lights, Lights, Lights.
_

Exifixt,

Manet Hamlet and Horatio.

Ham. Why let the ftruckcn Deer go weep, •

The Heart ungalled play :

For fome muft watch, while fome muft deep >

So runs the world away.

Would not this. Sir, and a Forrcft of Feathers, if the reft

of my fortunes turn Turk with me ; with two Provin-

ciall Rofeson my rac'd Shoocs, get mc a Fellowfhip in a

cry of Players, fir.

Hor. Haifa fhare.

Ham. A whole one I,

For thou deft know : Oh Damon dear,

This Realme difmantled was of Jove himfelf.

And now reigns here,

A very very Pajock.

Hora, You might have Rim'd.

Ham. Oh good Horatie,V\i take the Ghofts word for

a thoufand pound. Didft perceive ?

Hora. Very well, my Lord.

Ham. Upon the talk of the poyfoning? 1

Hora. I did very well note him.

Enter Rofmcros and Gulldenjfar.

Ham. Oh,ha? come fome Mufick, Ccme the Recorders

For if the King like not the Comedy.
Why then belike he likes it notperdy.

Come, fome Mufick.

Onlld. Good my Lord,vouchfafe me a word with you.

Hant.
J
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H^m. Sir, a whok Hiftory.

Cnild. The K\ng^(\x.

Ham. f, fir, whac of him.

Guild. Is in lii$re:ircm«nt, marvellous diftempcr'd.

Ham. With drink. Sir >

Guild. No, my Lord, rather with chollcr.

Ham. Your wifedome fhould fhcw ic f<lf more rich

to fignilic this to his Doftor; foi me to put him to his

Purgation , would perhaps plunge him into farrc more

ChoJler.

Guild. Good my Lord, put your difcourfc inco fomc

frame, and flare no£ fo wildJy from my affaire.

Him. I am tame, Sir, pronounce.

Guild. The Q^ueen your Mother, in moft grfat affli-

£lionof fpiritjhath fenimetoyou.

Ham. You arc \AfeIcome.

Guild, Nay, good my Lord,thiscourtefie isnot of the

right breed. If it fhali plea fe you to make me a wholfome

anfwer , I will doc your Mothers commandement : if

not, your pardon, and my return fliaJl be the end of my
burine(re.

Ham. Sir, I cannor.

Guild, What my Lord ?

Ham. Make you a wholfome anfwer : my wits dif-

eas'd. But fir, fuch anfwers as 1 can make, you fhall com-

mand : or rather you fay, my mother : therefore no more

but to the matter. My mother you lay.

Rofin. Then thus (he fa yes : your behaviour hath

flroke her into amazement, and adtniration.

Ham. Oh wonderfull Son , that can fo aftonifh a

Mother. But is there no fcquell at theheelesof this Mo-

ther admiration >

Roftn, She defires to fpeak with you in her Clofet ere

you go to bed.

Ham. We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our Mother

Have you any further Trade with us ?

RoRn, }A\j Lord, you once did love me.

Ham, Soldoeftitl, by thefe pickets and flcalcrs.

Rtfin. Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diftcm-

per ? You do freely bar the door of your own Liberty,

|if you deny your griefs to yourfriend.

i
Ham, Sir, I lack advancement.

Rofin, How can that be, when you have the voycc of

the King himrelf,for your fucceffion in Denmark^?

Ham. T, but while the graffe growcs , the provcrbe is

fomcthmg mufty.

Enter one voUh a If.ecorder'.

Othe Recorder. Let me fee to withdraw with you, why
doe you go about to recover the wind of me, as if you

would drive mc into a toile, ?

Guild. O my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my love

is too unmannerly.

Ham. I doe not well underftand that. Will you play

upon this Pipe ?

Guild. My Lord, I cannot.

Ham. 1 piay you.

Cjtfild. Believe me, I cannot.

Ham. I doe befeech you.

Guild. I know no touch of it, my Lord,

Ham. *Tis as eai"ie as lying: govern thefe Ventiges

with your finger and thunibe, give it breath with your

mouth, and it willdifcourfe moft excellent Mufick.

Look you I
thefe are the ftops,

Ctiild. But thefe cannot I command to any utterance

of harmony, I have not the skill.

Ham. Why look you now, hov» unworthy a thing

you make of me : you would play upon me : you would

fcem to know my flops : you would pluck out the heart

of my Myflery ; you would found me from my lowed

Note, to the top of mycompaffe : and there is much Mu-
fick, excellent Voyce, in this little Organ, yet cannot

you make it. Why doe you think, that I am eafier to be

plaid on then a Pipe ? Call me what Inftrument you will,

though you can fret mc, you cannot play upon me. Cod
blefle you, Sir.

Enter Pelonitu.

PoloH. My Lord, the Queen would fpeak with you,

and prefently.

Ham. Doc you fee that Cloud, ihats almofl in fhape

like a Qamell,

^olon. By th' MifTc, and it's like a Camell indeed.

Ham. Me thinks it u like a iVeax^ell,

Potea. It IS back'd like a PVeaK^U.

Ham. O:\hz2fyhalef
Polon. ytx^\\Vzi whale.

Ham. Then will I come to my Mother by and by

:

They foole me to the top of my bent.

I will come by and by.

Polon. I will fay fo. "Exit.

Ham. By and by is eafify faid. Leave me friends :

Tis now the very witching time of night,

When Church yards yawn, and Hell it felf breathes out

Contagion to this world. Nowcould I drink hot blood,

And do fuch bitter bufinefs as the day

Would quake to look on. Soft now, to my Mother

:

Oh heart, loofcnot thy Nature ; let not ever

The Soule of Nero enter this firm bofomc

:

Let me be crucll,not unnaturall

,

I will fpeak Daggers to her, but ufe none :

My tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites.

How in my words fomcver fhe be fhent.

To give them feales, never my foulc confent.

Enter King, Rofncrot, and Guildenffar.

Kin£. I like him not, nor flands it fafe with us,

To let his madneffe range. Therefore prepare you,

1 your CommifTion will forthwith difpatch.

And he to FngUnd fhail along with you,

Thetermes of our eflate,may not endure

Hazard fo dangerous as doth hourely grow
Outofhu Lunacies.

Gutld. We will our felves provide

:

Mofl holy and Religious fear it is

To keep thofe many bodies fafe

That live and feed upon your Majef^y.

Rojin. The fingle

And peculiar life is bound

With all the flrength and Armour of the minde.

To keep it felf from noyance .• but much more.

That Spirit, upon whole fpirit depends and refts

The lives of many, the ceafc of Majefly

Dies not alone : but like a Gulf doth draw

What's near it, with it. It is a malliewheelc

Fixt on the Somnet of the highcfl Mount

,

To whofe huge Spoakes, ten thoufand IcfTer things

Are mortiz'd and adjoin'd : which when it falls,

Each fmall annexmcnt, petty confequence

Attends the boyflrous Ruine. Never alone

Did the King figh, but with a gcnerall groan.

King. Arme you, I pray you to this fpeedy Voyage

;

For wc will Fetters put upon this fear,

Which
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Which now goes too free-footed.

Both. We willhafteus. Exeunt Gei't,

Enttr Poloniits.

Pel. My Lord, he's going to hk Mothers Clofct

:

Behind the Arras Tie convey my felf

To hear the Proceffe. Tie warrant {he'll tax him home.

And as you faid, and wifely was it faid,

'Tismeet that Come more audience then a Mother,

Since Nature makes them parciall, lliould o're.hear

The fpeech of vantage, Fare you well my Liege,

ric call upon you c're you go to bed,

And tell you what I know. Exu.

King. Thanks, dear my Lord.

Oh my offence is rank, it fmells to heaven
,

It hath the primall eldeft curfe upon"t,

A brothers murther. Pray can 1 not.

Though inclination be as Hiarp as will

:

My ftronger guilt, defeats my ftrong intent,

And like a man to double bufinefTe bound ,

I ftand in pawfe where I rtiall firft begin.

And botbnegled ; what if thiscurfed hand

Were thicker then it felf with brothers blood,

Is there not Rain enough in the fwect heavens

To wafli it white as Snow .? whereto ferves mercy,

But to confront the vifage of Offence ?

And whats in Prayer, but this two-fold force ,

To be fort-ftalled ere we come to fail,

Or pardon' d being down ? Then Tie look up,

My fault is part. But oh, what forme of Prayer

Can ferve my turn ? Forgive me my foule Murther

:

That cannot be, fince I am ftill poffcft

Of thofe effects for which I did the Murther

My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queen:

May one be pardon'd, and retain th'offcnce >

In the corrupted currants of this world.

Offences guilded hand may fhove by Juftice,

And oft 'tis feen, the wicked prize it felf

Buyes out the Law ; but 'tis not fo above.

There is no fhufBlng, there the Atf^ion lies

In his true Nature, and we ourfelvcscompell'd

Even to the teeth and fore-head of our faults.

To given in evidence. What then ? what refts ^

Try what Repentance can. What can it not ?

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ?

Oh wretched ftate ? oh bofome, black as death !

Oh limed fouie, that flrugling to be free.

Art more ingag'd : Help Angels, make affay :

Bow ftubborn knees, and heart with ftrmgsof Steele,

Be foft as finewes of the new-born Babe,

All may be well.

Enter Hmmlet.

Ham. Now might I doc it pat, now he is praying,

And now I'lc do't,andfohegoes to heaven,

And fo am I reveng'd ; that would be fcann'd,

A Villain kills my Father, and for that

1 his foule Son, doe this fame Villain fend

To heaven. O this is hire and Sallery, not Revenge.

He took my Father groffely, full of bread.

With all his Crimes broad blown, as frcfh as May,
And how hisAudit ftands, who knowcs, favc heaven :

But in ourcircumftance and courfc of thought

'Tis heavy with him : and am I then reveng'd,

To take him in the purging of his Scale,

When he is fit and fcafon'd for his paffage ? No.
Up Sword, and know thou a more horrid hcnt

When he is diunK afleep : or in his Rage,
Or in th'inceftiioiis plcafurc of his bed,

At gaming, fwearing, or about fome a6t

That has norellifli of Salvation in't,

Then trip him, that hisheelcs may kick at heaven,
And that his Soule may be as damn'd and black
As hell, whereto it goei. My Mother ftayes.

This Phyfick but prolongs thy fickly daycs. Exit.
King. My words flye up, my thoughts remain belovvj

Words wi thout thoughts, never to heaven go. Exit.

Enter Queen and Polonitu.

Polo. He willcome ftraight .-

Look you lay home to him.

Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with
And that your Grace hath foree'nd, and ftood between
Much heat and him. I' le filence mc e'ne here

:

Pray you be round with him.

llarH. within. Mother, mother, mother,

jQuee. Pie warrant you, fear me not.

Withdraw, I hear him comming.

Enter Hamlet.
Ham. Now, Mother, what's the matter ?

Que. Hamlet., thou haft thy Father much offended.

Ham. Mother, you have my Father much offended.

Que. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue.

ham. Come, go, you queflion with an idle tongue,

Quee. Why how now, Hamlet

}

Ham. What's the matter now .?

Quee. Have you forgot me ?

Ham, No, by the Rood, not fo :

You are the Queen, your Husbands Brothers wife,

But would you were not fo. You are my Mother.

Quee. Nay, then Tie fet thofe to you that can fpeak,

iiam. Come, come, and fit you down, you fhalj not

budge :

You go not till I fet up a glaffc.

Where you may fee the inmoft part of you ?

Qjiee. What wilt thou doe } thou wilt not murther me.?

Help, help, hoa.

'Tol. What hoa, help, help, help.

Ham. How now, a Rat ? dead for a Ducate, dead.

Pol. Oh I am flain. Kills Palenim.
Qute. Oh me, haft thou done ?

Ham Nay I know not, is it the King .?

Quee. Oh what a rafh and blood deed is this ?

Ham. A bloody deed, almofl as bad good Mother,

As kill a King, and marry with his Brother.

Quee. Askill'daKing?
Ham. J, Lady, 'twas my word.

Thou wretched, ra/h, intruding fool, farewell,

I took thee for thy Betters, take thy fortune.

Thou find'fi to be too bufie, is fome danger.

Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit you down,
And let me wring your heart, for fo I (hall

If it be made of penetrable ftuffe
;

If damned Cuftome have not braz'd it fo.

That it is proof and bulwarkeagainftSenfe,

Qu. What have 1 done, that thou da.r'ft wag thy

In noyfc fo rude againfi me > (tongue,

Ham. Such an Ait

That blurres the grace and blufh of Modefty

,

Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes oft' the Rofe

From the fair fore-head of an innocent love,

And makes a blifter there. Makes marriage vowcs

As falfe as Dicers Oathcs. O fuch a Deed,
As
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As fiom the body of conuradtion plucks

The very foulc, and fweet Religion makes

A lapfody of words. Heavens face doth glow,

Yea this folidit y and compound mafTc,

With triftfull vifage asagainft the doom,

Is thought-fick at the a(5l,

Quee. Aye me, what a<fl, that roarcs fo loud, and
thunders in the Index,

Ham. Look here upon this Pi(flure, and on this

,

The counterfeit prcfentmcni of two brothers:

Sec what a grace feaccd on his Brow,

Hyptrions curies, the front oijovt himfelf,

An eye like (JHarsy to threaten or command
A Station like the Herald Mercury^
Now lighted on a heaven-kifiinghill:

A Combination , and a forme indeed,

Where every god did feem to fct his Scale,

To give the world alTurance of a man.
This was your Husband. Look you now what followes.

Here is your Husband, like a Mildcw'd Deer

Blafliiig his wholfome breath. Have you eyes?

Could you on this fair Mounuin leave to feed,

And batten on this Moore ? Ha > have you eyes ?

You cannot call it Love : For at your age.

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble*

And waits upon the judgement : and what judgement

Would flepfrom this to this } What Devil was't,

Thac thus hath cozen 'd you at hoodman-blind ?

O Shame • where is thy blufh ? Rebellious Hell,

If thou canftmutine in a Matrons bones.

To flaming youth, let Virtue be as wax.

And melt in her own fire. Proclaime no fhame.

When the compulfivc Ardure gives the charge,

Since Froft it felf, as adlively doth burn,

As Reafon panders Will.
QHce. O Hamlet y fpeak no more.

Thou turnfl mine eyes into my very foulc.

And there I fee fuch black and grained fpots.

As will not leave their Tinil.

Ham. Nay, but to live

In the rank fwcat of an enfeamcd bed,

Stew'd in Corruption ; honying and making lovC

Over the nafty Stye.

Qiite. Oh fpeak to me, no more,

Thefc words like Daggers enter in mine cares.

No more, fweet Hamlet,

Ham. A Murderer, and a Villain :

A Slave, that is not twentieth part the tythc

Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings,

A Cutpurfc of the Empire and the Rule.

That from a fhelf, the precious Diadem ftolc.

And put it in his Pocket.

Qnee. No more.

Enter Choft.

Ham. A King of fhreds and patches.

Save me : and hover o'rc me vath your wings

You heavenly Guards.VVhat would you graciious figure.?

Qitee, Alafs he's mad.
Ham. Doe you not come your tardy Son to chide.

That laps'd in Time and PafTion, let's go by

Th'important a6ling of your dread command ? Oh fay.

Chofi. Doc not torgct : this Vifitation

Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe.

But look Amazement on thy Mother fits

;

O ftcp between her, and her fighting Soule,

Conceit in weakeft bodies, ftrongeft works.

Speak to her, Hamlet.
Ham. How is it with you. Lady?
Qaee. Alafs, how is't with you >

That thus you bend your eye on vacatury

,

And with the Corporall ayre doe hold difcourfe.

Forth at your eyes, yourfpirits wildely peep.
And as the fleeping Souldiersin th'Alarmc,
Your bedded hair, like life in Excrements,
Start up, and ftand an end, O gentle Son,
Upon the heat and flame of thy diftcmpcr

Sprinkle coolc patience. Whereon doc you look ?

Ham. On him, on him, look you how pale he glares,

His form and caufe conjoyn'd, preaching toftoncs.

Would make them capable. Doe not look upon me,
Leaft with thispittious a£lion you convert

My ftern effedb • then what have I to doe,
VViJl want true colour ; teares perchance for blood.

Qnee. To whom doc you fpeak this ?

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there ?

Quee. Nothing at all, yet ail that is I fee.

Ham. Nor did you nothmg hear ?

Quee. No, nothing but our fdves.

Ham. Why look you there:look howit fteaiesaway;

My Father in his habite, as he lived.

Look where he goes even now out at the Portall. Exit.
Quee. Thisistlie very coynage of your brain.

This bodilelTc Creation exufic is very cunning in.

Ham. Extafie ?

My Pulfe, as yours, doth temperately keep time.

And makes as healthfull Mufick, It is not madnefle
That I have uttered ; bring me totheTcft
And I the matter will re-word : which midnelTc
Would ganiboU from. Mother, for love of Grace

,

Lay not a flattering Unftioti to your foule.

That not your trelpaffe, but my madneffe fpcaks

:

It will but skin and film« the Ulcerous place,

Whilft rank Corruption running all within,

Infcdls unfeen, Confeffe your felf to heaven.

Repent whats pafl, avoid what is to come.

And doc not fpread the Comport or the Weeds,
To make them rank. Forgive me this my Virtue,

For in the fatneffe of thefc purfie times,

Virtue it felf, of Vice muft pardon beg.

Yea curbe, and wooe, for leave to doc him good.
Quee. Oh Hamlety

Thou haft cleft my hean in twain.

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of if,

And live the purer with the other half.

Good night, but go not to mine Unklc'sbcd,

Affume a Virtue, if you have it not, refram to night,

And that (hall lend a kind of earinffl"e

To the next abftinence. Once more good night.

And when you are defirousto be bleft,

ric bleiling beg ofyou. For thisfame Lord,

I doe repent : but heaven hath pleas'dit fo.

Topunifh me with this, and this with mc.

That I muft be their Scourge and Minifter.

I will beftow him, and will anfwer well

The death I gave him : fo again, good night,

I muft be auell, onely to be kind ;

Thus bad begins,and worfc remains behind-

iluee. Whatftiallldoe?
Ham. Not this by no trwanes that I bid you doc

:

Let the blunt King tempt you again to bed,

Pinch Wanton on your cheek, call you his Moufe,

And let him for a pair of rcechy kiffes.

Or
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Or padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers,

Make you co ravell all this matter out,

That I cflTentially am not in madneffe.

But mad in craft. Twere good you let him know,

For who thats but a Queen, fair, fober, wife.

Would from a Paddock, from a Bat, a Gibbe,

Such dear concernings hide ? Who would doe fo ?

No, in defpight of Senfeand Secrecy,

Unpeg the Basket on the houfcs top :

Let the Birds flie, and like the famous Ape,

To try Condufions, in the Basket creep.

And break your own neck down.

Que. Be thou aflur'd, if words be made of breath,

And breath of life : I have no life to breathe

What thou haft faid to me.

Ham. I muft to EngUad, you know that >

^ Quee. Alack, I had forgot : 'Tis fo concluded on.

Ham. This man Hiallfet me packing

:

I'le lug the Guts into the Neighbour room ;

Mother, good night. Indeed this Counfellor

Is now mod ftill, moft fecret, and mod grave,

Who was in life a foolifh prating Knave.

Come, Sir, to draw coward an end with you.

Goodnight, Mother.

Exit Hamlet tugging in Pols/iius.

Enter King.

King. There's matters in thefe fighes.

Thcfe profound heaves

You mtift tranflate: 'tis fit we underftand them.

Where is your Son ?

, Quee. Ah, my good Lord, what have I feen to night ?

King. What, Gertrude ? HoW does Hamlet ?

Quee, Mad as the Seas, and winde,whcn both contend

Which is the Mightier, in his lawlefic fit

Behind the Arras, hearing fomething ftirre

,

He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat,

And in his brainifh apprehenfion kills

The unfeen good old man.

King. Oh heavy deed.

It had been fo with us had wc been there :

His Libertyis full of threats to all,

To you your felf, to us, to every one,

Alafs, how fhall ihis bloody deed be anfwered ?

I

It will be laid to u?, whofe providence

Should have kept fhort, rcfirain'd, and out of haunt %

This Mad young man. But fo much was our love,

We would not underftand what was moft fit,

But like the Owner of a foule difeafe.

To keep it from divulging, let's it feed

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ?

Quee. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd,

O're whom his very madneffe like fomc Oarc

Among a Minerall of Mettalis bafe

Shewes it felf pure. He weeps for what is dene.

King. Oh Gertrude, come away :

The Sun no fooner (hall the Mountains touch,

But we will fliip him hence, and this vilde deed

,

We muft with all our Ma jefty and Skill

Both countenance, and excufe. Enter Rofmcros., and

Ho Guildenftar : (juildenfiar.

Friends both, go joyn you with fomc further aide

:

Hamlet in madnefife hath Tolonitu flaih

,

And from his Mothers Clofet hath he dragg'd him.

Gofeek him out, fpeak fair, and bring the body
Into the Chappell. I pray you hafte in this. Exit. Gent.

Come Gertrude^ we'll call up our wifeft friends.

To let them know both what wc mean to doe,

And what's untimely done. Oh come away.

My foulc is full of difcord and difmay

.

Exeunt.
Euter Hamlet.

Ham. Safely ftowed.

Gentlemen within. Hamlet, Lord Hamlet.
|

Ham. What noyfe ? who alls on Hamlet ?

Oh here they come. enter Rofncros, and Guildenftar.

Rof.^Nhn have you done my Lord with the dead body?
Ham. Compounded it with duft, whereto 'tis kin.

Rafin. Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it thence,

And bear it to the Chappell.

Ham. Doe not believe it.

Ro(in. Believe what >

Ham. That I can keep your CounfeI(,and not mine
own. Befides, to be demanded of a Spunge, what repli-

cation ftiould be made by the Son of a King.

Rofin. Take you me for a Spunge, my Lord ?

Ham. i,fir, that fokes up the Kings Countenance, his

Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Officers doc the King
beftfetvice in the end.) He keeps them like an Ape in

the corner of his jaw, firft mouth'd to be laft fwallowed
when he needs what you have glcan'd, it is but fqucezlng
you, and Spunge you fhall be dry again.

Rojin. I underftand you not, my Lord.
Ham. I am glad of it : a knavifh fpeech flecps in a

foolifh eare.

RoJin. My Lord, you muft tell us where the body is
,

and go with us to the King.

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not
with the body. The King, is a thing—

-

Guild. A thing, my Lord ?

Ham. Of nothing ? bring me to hin), hide Fox, and
all after. Exeunt.

Enter King.
King, I have fent to feek him, and to find the body :

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe :

Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him

:

He's lov'd of the diftrafted multitude.

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes :

And where 'tis fo, ih'Offenders fcourge is weigh'd-

But nearer the offence : to bear all fmooth,and even,

This fudden fending him away, muft feem

Deliberate pawfe, difeafes dcfperatc grown.
By defperate appliance are relieved.

Or not at all. Enter Rofncros.

How now? what hath befaln ?

Roftn. Where the dead body isbeftow'd, my Lord,
Wc cannot get from him.

King. But where is he ?

R/fit Without, my Lord, guarded to know your plea-

fure,

%}n^ Bring him before us,

~o/in. Hoa, GitildenFfar ? bring in my Lord.

Enter Hamlet, and Guildenftar.

King. Now Hamlet, wherc's Polonitu ?

Ham. At Supper.

King. At Supper ? Where ?

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a cer-

tain convocation of Wormesarc c'nc at him.Your worm
is your onely Emperor for diet. We fat all creatures elfe

to Eat us, and wc fat our felves for Magots. Your fat

King and your lean Beggar is but variable fcrvice, two

difhcs, but to one Table, that's the end.

King. Whatdoft thou mean by this ?

Hrm.
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King miy go

Ham,
King.

Ham.

Ham. Nothing buc to fhew you how

a Progrefs through the gut of a Beggar.

King. Where is Polanlm.

Ham. In heaven, fend thither to fff. If your Me/Ten-

ger find him not there , feck him i'th'othcr place ytJur

felf : but indeed , if you find him not this moneth
, you

fhall nofe him as you go up the ftairs into the Lobbey.

King. Go feek him there.

Horn. He will ftay 'rill ye come.

K. Hamfer,th\s deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafcty

Which we do tender , as we dearly grieve

For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence

With fiery quicknefs : therefore prepare diy felf,

The Bark is ready, and the wind at help>

Th'AfTociates tend, and every thing at bene

For England.

Ham. For England ?

I, Hamlet.

Good.
So is it, if thou Icnevg'/l our purpofes.

I fee a Cherub that fees him : but come , for

England. Farewell dear Mother.

King. Thy loving Father Hamlet.

Hamlet. My Mother : Father and Mother ii Man and

Wife : Mm and Wife is one flsdi , and fo my Mother.

Come, for England. Exit.

King, Follow him at foot.

Tempt him v/iih fpeed aboord :

Delay it not. Tie have him hence to night.

Away, for every thing is feal'd and done

That elfe leans on th'Affair , pray you make haftc.

And Englandy if my love thou hold'ft at ought,

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfc.

Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red

After the Danifh Sword, and thy free awe

Payeshooiagc to us; thou may'ft not coldly fee

Our Sovciaign Procefs, which imports at full

By letters conjuringco that effeft

The prefcnt death of Hamlet. Do it Engldiid^

For li]?c the Heftick m my bloud he rages.

And thou muft curemc t 'till I know 'tisdonc,

How-c're my haps, my joycs were ne're begun.

Enter Fortinhras with an ^rmy.
Tor. Go Captain, from me to the 1)aoi(h King,

Tell him that by his licenfe, Fortinhroi

Claims the conveyance of a promis'd March

Over his Kingdome. You know the Rcndevouz :

If that bis Majefty would ought with us,

We fliall exprefs our dutic in his eye.

And let him know fo.

Cap. I will do't, my Lord.

lar. Go fafely on. ^xit.

Enter Ottfen and Horatio.

jQu. I will not fpeak with her.

Hor. She is importunate , indeed diftraft ,her mood
will needs be pitied.

j^«. Wliat would fhe have ?

Hor, She fpeaks much of her Father ; fays fhe heares

TTiere's cricks i th'world, and hems^nd beats her heart,

Spurns en vioufly atSttaws, fpeaks things in doubr.

That carry but half fenfe : Her fpeech is nothing.

Yet the unfhaped ufe of it doth move

The hearers to CoHeAion ; they aim at it.

And both the words up fit to their own thoughts,

I

Which at her winks,and nods , and geftures yieU them.

Indeed would make one think theie would be thoughts

Exit.

Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily.

^«. Twere good fne were fpoken with.
For me may ftrow dangerous conjectures

In ill breeding minds. Let her come in

To my fick Soul (as fin's true nature is)

Each toy feems Prologue, to fome great amif;

,

So full of Artlefs jealoufie isguilt.

It fpills it fclf in fearing to be fpilt.

Enter Ophelia difiraEled.

Oph. Where is the beauteous Majefty of i)f«<«/iri^?

Qh. How now Ophelia.

Oph. How (houldl your true love l(n9wfrom another

By hii cockle hat andftajf^ and h'u fandal fhoon^ ( one ?

Qj*» Alas fweet Lady : what imports this Song i

Ophe, Say you ? Nay pray you mark.

He ii dead andgone ^ L-'^dy., he is dead and gone

^

At his head agrafi-green 1 trfe^ at hu heels afiont.

Enter King.

Qu. Nay but Ophelia,

Oph. Pray you mari.

fVhitt his Shrorvd as the (JMoMntaiH^/ieVf,

Qu. Alas, look here my Lord,

Oph. Larded vnthfrveet flowers :

tvhlch t>e-i»ept to thegrave did ntge^
fvith Trme-love flowers.

King. How do ye, pretty Lady ?

Oph. Well, God dil'd you. They fay the Owk was
a Baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but

know not what we may be. God be at your Table.

King. Conceit upon her Father.

Ophe. Pray you let us have no words of this : but v»hcn

theyask you what it means, fay you this:

To morrow is S. Valentine'i day , all in the morn hetimty

And I a Maid at jour window., to he your Valentine.

Thenup herofe^anddon d his clothes^^anddupt thecham-

her dore .

Let in a Maid., that ottt a Maid never departed more.

King. Pretty Ophelia.

Oph. Indeed la? wichout an oaih.I'le make an cndon't.

By (Jity and by S. Charity .•

Alack^, anfie for fhame.

Toung men will do't, if they come to't^

By Cock^ they are to blame,

Qnothflje , before yOH tumbled me

^

Tou promis'd me to wed :

So would I ha done., byyonder Su»y

And thoM had'fi not come to my bed.

King. How long hath ftie been thus ?

Oph, I hope all will be well. We muft be pticnt

,

but T cannot chufe but weep , to think they lliould

la/ him i'th'cold ground : My Brother ftiall know of it,

and fo I thank you for your good counfch Come, my
Coach: Goodnight Ladies: Goodnight fweet Ladies

:

Goodnight, goodnight. Exi^,

King. Follow her dofe.

Give her good watch I pray you :

Oh this is the poifon ofdeep grief, it fprings

All from her Father's death. Oh Cjertrmie^ Gertrude,

When Sorrows come, they come not fingle fpies.

But in Battels. Firft, her Father flam.

Next your fon gone, and he moft violent author

Of hisown juft remove: the people muddied.

Thick and unwholfome in their tlxxights and whifpeis,

For good Polonitu death ; and we have done but giccaiy.

In hugger mugger tointerrhim. Voor Ophelia

Divided from her felf, and her fair judgemenc,

S f f Withou^
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Without the which we are Pi6hires, or mere Beafts,

Laft,and as much containing as all ihefe.

Her Brother is in fecrei come from Trance^

Keeps on his wonder, keeps himfelf in doudis

And wants not Buzzers to infefb his eare

With peftilent fpeechesofhis fathers death,

Where in neccffity of matter Beggar 'd

Will nothing ftick our perfons to arraign

\r\ earandear. O my dear GfrfrW^, this.

Like to a nturdering Piece in many places.

Gives mc fuperfluous death, ^ Ntifc wtthi/i.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Que. Alack, what noife is this?

Ki»^. Where are my Svn'itz^ers }

Let them guard the door. What is the matter i

Mef. Save your felf^my Lord.

The Ocean (over-peering ofhis Lift)

Eats not the Flats with more impetuous hafte

Then young Laertes^ in a Riotous head,

O'rc-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord,

And as the world we:< now but to begin,

Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not known

,

TheRatifiersand props of every word,

They cry choofe we ? Laertes mall be King,.

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to tlie clouds,

Laertes fhall be King, Laertes King.

Qnee. How chcarfuiiyon the falfe Trail they cry,

Oh this is the Counter, you falfe Damp? Doggs.

Noife within. Enter Laertes.

King. The doors aie broke.

Laer. Where is the King,Sirs .? Stand you all without.

jiU. No, let's come in

.

Laer. I pray you give me leave.

^U, We will, wc will.

Laer. I thank you : Keep the door.

Oh thou vild King, give me my father.

Quee. Caimely, good Laertes.

Laer. That drop of bloud, that calmcs

Proclaims meBaftard :

Cries Cuckold to my Father , brands the Harlot

Even here between the chaftc unfmitchcd brow
Of my true Mother.

King. What is the caufe Laertet^

That thy Rebellion looks fo Giant-like ?

Let hijn go Gertrude : Do not fear our perfon

:

There's fuch Divinity doih hedge a King,
That trcafon can but peep to what it would,

A(5ls little of his will. Tell me Laertes^

Why art thou thus incenft ? Let him go Gertrudt,

Speak man.

Laer. Where's my Father ?

King, Dead.

Qftee. But not by him.

King. Let him demand his fill.

Laer, How came he dead ? I'le not be Juggl'd with
To hell Allegiance : Vows, to the blackeft Devil.

Conference and Grace, to the Profoundeft Pit.

I dare Damnation : to this point I ftand,

That both the worlds I give to negligence.

Let come what comcsc only Tie be revengd
Moft throughly for my Father.

King. Who (hall ftay you .?

Laer. My Will, not all the world.
And for my means, I'le husband them fo well,

They (hall go far with little.

King. Good Laertes:

If you defirc to know the certainty

Of your dear father's death, ifwrit in your revenge,

That Soop-ftake you will draw both friend and foe,

Winner and Loofer.

Laer. None but his Enemies.

King. Will you know them then.

Laer. To his good Friends thus wide lie ope my
And like the kind life-rendnng Pelican, (Armes,

Repaft them with my bloud.

King. Why now ? what noife is that ?

Like a good child, and a true Gentlem.an.

That I am guiltlefs of your Father's death,

And am moft fcnfible in grief for it.

It (hall as level to your judgement pierce

As day do's to your eye.

^ noife rtithin. Let her come in.

Enter Ophelia.

Laer. How now? what noife is that.'

Oh heat dry up my brains, tearcs even times fait,

Bum out the fenfe and virtue of mine eye.

By heaven thy madnefs (hall be pa id by weight,

'Till our Scale turns the beam. Oh Rofe of May,
Dear Maid, kind Sifter, fwcet Ophelia :

Oh heavens, is't po(rible, a young Maid's wits.

Should be as mortal as an old man's life ?

Nature is fine in Love, and where 'tis fine,

It fends fome precious inftance of it felf

After the thing it loves.

Oph. TheJ hore him hare-fac'd on the Beer.

Hey non nonej^ ntney^ hej noney

:

^nd on his grave rains many a tear.

Fare yon well my Dove.

Laer. Had'ft thou thy wits , and did'ft p€rfwade Re-
venge, u Could not mo"ve thus.

Oph. You muft fingdown a-down , and you call him
a-down.a. Oh, bow the wheels become ? It is the

falfe Steward thacftole hisMafter's daughter.

Laer. This nothing's more then matter.

Oph. There's Rofemary , that's for Remembrance
Pray Love remember : and there's Fancies, that's for

Thoughts.

Laer. A document in madnefs , thoughts and remem-
brance fitted.

Oph. There's Fennel for you, and Columbines: there'5

Rewfor you , and here's fome for mc. We may call it

Herb-Grace a Sundayes : Oh you muft wear your Rue
with a difference. There's a Daiie, I would give you fome
Violets, but they wither'd all when my Father dyed:
They fay, he made a good end

;

For bonnyfweet Robin ii all my joy.

Laer. Thought,and Afflidlion, PalTion, Hell it felf :

She turns to favour ; and to prettinefs.

Oph. And rt'ill he not comi again,

And Will he not come again ?

A'ff, w, heiidiady goto thy Death-bed,
He never will come again.

His Beard as rrhite m Snow.
All Flaxen wot his Pole :

He is gone
.^ he isgone., and we cafl away monty

Cramercy on his Soul.

And of all ChtiRun Soules, I pray God.
God bu'ye. Exit Opbelid,

Laer. Do you fee this, you gods?
King, Laertes,! muft commune with your grief,

Or you deny me right : goc but a-part.

Make
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Make choice oi whom your wifeft friends you wiU,

And they (hall hear and judge 'twixc you and me

;

If by direft or by Collateral hand

They find us touch'd, we willour Kingdomegive,

Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call Oun
To you in fatisfaftion. But if not,

Be you content to lend your patience to us,

And we ftiall joyntly labour wich your foul

To give it due content.

Liter, Let this be To:

His means of death, his obfcure burial

;

No Trophee, Sword, nor Hatchment o'rc his bones,

No Noble rice, nor formal oltentation.

Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth,

That I muft call in queftion.

King. So you fhall

:

And where th'ofFcnce is, let the great Axe fall.

I pray yon go with me, Extuat.

Enter HorMtlo^ with an Attendant.

JJora. What are they that would fpcak v/ith me t

Ser. Sailors Sir, they fay ihey have letters for you,

Hora. Let them come in,

I do not know from what part of the world

I (hould be greeted, if no: from Lord Hamlet.

Enter Snjltr.

Sayt. God blefs you Sir.

Hera. Let him blcfs thee too.

Sayt. HcIhallSir,and'tpIeafehim, There's a Letter

for you Sir : it comes from th' Ambafladours that was

bound for EngUitd, if your name be Horatio : as I am let

to know i: is.

Readi the Letttr.

HOratto , nhen thou (halt have overlaalt^d thit
,
j^ive

r hefe fcUoPfs ftmi means to the King: They have

Letters far him. E 're we were two dajes old at Sea, a Py-

rate ofvery Warlikj affointment gave w Chact. Find-

ing oitrfetves too flow, ofSail , we put on a compelled f^a.

lour. In the Grapple, / hoarded them:On the in/lant they

got clear of anr Ship
, f» I alone became then 'Prlfaaer

.

They have dealt with me , Uk^ Thieves of Mercy , hut

they kjiew what they did. I am to da a ^ood turn for

them. Let the King have the Letters I havefent, and re.

pair than to me with at much haile as than wouldefl flie

death, I have words tofpeak^ in yonr ear
, will make thee

dumb., yet are they much too light for the bore of the

Matter. Thefegaed fellows will bring thee where / am.

Rafincrofi and Gnildenjlar hold their canrfefor England.

Ofthem I have at much to tell thee , Farewell.

H( that thoH k^nawefi thlnt^

Hamlet,

Come, I will give you way for thefe your Letters,

And do't the fpeedier, that you may dired mc
To him from whom you brought them. Exit,

Enter King and Laertes,

Jf/wg', Now muft your confcience my acquittance feal

And you muft put mc in your heart forfriend,

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear,

That he which hath your Noble Father flain,

Purfued my life.

Laer. It well appears. But tell me.
Why you proceeded not againft thefe feats,

1Socrimcfijll,and fo Capital in Nature,

As by your Safety, Wifedome , all things elfc.

You mainly were ftirr'd up }

King. O for two fpecial Reafons,

Which may to you (perhaps) fcem much anflaewed

,

And yer to mc diey arc ftrong. The Qween his Mother,
Lives almoft by his looks : and for my felf.

My Virtue or my Plague, be it either which.

She's fo conjundtivc to my life and Soul

;

That as the Starmoves not but in his Sphere,

I could not but by her. The other Motive,

Why to a publick count I might not go,

Is the great love the general gender bear him,

Who dipping all his faults m their affcflion.

Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone,

Convert his Gyves to Graces. So that my Arrows
Too (lightly timbred for fo loud a Wind

,

Would have reverted to my Bow again.

And not where I had aim d them.

Laer, And fo have I a Noble father lo(?,

A Sifter driven into defperace tcrmes.

Who was (if praifes may go back again)

Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age
For her pcrfe6lions. But my tcvtngc will come.

King. Break not your fieeps for that.

You muft not think

That we arc made of ftuflf, fo flat and dull.

That we can let our Beard bclhook with danger,

And think it paftime. You ftiordy (hall hear more,
I lov'd your father, and we love your felf.

And that I hope will teach you to imagine

Enter a Mefffnger,

How now ? What Newes ?

Mef, Letters my Lord from Hamlet, This to your
Majefty : this to the Qiieen.

King. From Hamlet ? Who brought them ?

Mel. Saylorsmy Lord they lay, I faw them not!

They were given me by Claudia, he receiv'd them.

King, Laertes you (hall read them:

Leaveus. €xit Mejfettger.

High and Mighty^yoM (hall know I amfee nakj-d an yoitr

Kingdome.To morrow (hall f beg leave to fee jour Kmr-
ly Lyes, f^yhen Jpjall^fir/l Mkjngyour Pardon thereunto)

recount th'Oc(a(ieni of my fudden , and more
ftrange re-

turn. Hamlet.

What ("hould this mean ? Are all the reft come back ?
Or is it feme abufc ? Or no fuch thing ?

Laer. Know you the hand ?

King. 'Tis Hamlet's Chai after, naked, and ina Poft>
fcript here he fayes alone : Can you advife mc ?

Laer. I'm loft in it, my Lord, but let him come.
It warms the very ficknefs in my heart

,

That 1 lliall live and tell him to his teeth :

Thus diddeft thou.

King. If it be fo Laertes, as how Hiould it be fo ?

How otherwife ? will you be rul d by me }

Laer, If fo you'll not o'te-rulc me to a peace.

King. To thine own peace : if he be now retum'd.

As checking at his Voyage, and that he means

No more to undertake it ; I will work him

To an exploit now ripe in my Device,

Under the which he mail not choofe but fall

;

And for his death no wind of blame ftiall breathe,

But even his Mother fliall uncharge the prajlice.

And call it accident : Some two Moneths henct

Here was a Gentleman of Ntrm^mdj,
I 've feen my felf and fcrv'd againft the French^

And they ran well oh hoi fe< back ; but (bisGailaoc

Sff Had
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Had witchcrafc in'c ; he grew into his Seat,

A.ndtofuch wondrous doing brought his Horfc,

As had he been encorps't aad demy-Nacur'd

With the brave Beaft, fo far he paft my thought,

That I in forgery of fhapes and tricks,

Come (hort of what he did.

Laer. A Narman was't ?

King. A Njirman.

Lacr. Upon my life Lamtuni.

King, The very fame.

Laer. I know him well , he is the Brooch indeed

And Gemme of all our Nation.

Kiitg. He made confelljon of you.

And gave you fuch a Mafterly report,

For Art and exercife in your defence

;

And for your Rapier moft cfpecially,

That he cry'd out, 'twould be a fighc indeed.

If one could match you Sir. This report of his

Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Envy,

That he could nothing do but wirti and beg.

Your fudden coming over to play with him ;

Now out of this.

Laer. Why out of this, my Lord ?

King. Laertes , was your Fa cher dear to you ?

Or are you like the painting of a forrow,

A face without a heart f

Laer. Why ask you this ?

King, Not that I think you did not love your father,

But that 1 know Love is begun by Time:

And that I fee I'n paffages of proof

,

Time qualifies thefpark and fire of it

:

Hxmtet come back, what would you undertake,

To fliew your felfyour Father's fon indeed,

More than in words ?

Laer. To cut his throat i'th'Church.

King. No place indeed fhould Murther San6^uarizc

;

Revenge (hould have no bounds : but good Laertes^

Will you do this, keep dofe within your Chamber ?

Hamlet return'd, fhall know you arc come home:

We'll put on thofe fhall praife your excellence.

And fet a double varnilh on the fame

The Frenchman gave you , bring you in fine together,

And wager on your heads , he being remifs,

Moft generous, and free from all contriving,

Will not perufe the Foils ? So that with eafe

,

Or with a little fhufflng, you may choofe

A Sword un-baitcd, and in a pafs of pradice.

Requite him for your Father,

Laer. I will do'r,

And for that purpofe Tie anoint my Sword

:

I bought an Unaion of a Mountebanic

So mortal, I but dipt a knife in it,

Where it draws bloud, no Cataplafme fo rare,

Collefted from all Simples that have Virtue

Under the Moon , can fave the thing from death.

That is but fcratcht withall : I'le touch my point,

With this contagion, that if I gall him flightly.

It may be death.

King. Let's further think of this

,

Weigh what convenience both of time and means

May fit us to our ftiape, if this fhould fail

;

And that our drift look through our bad performance,

'Twere better not affai'd ; therefore this Project

Should have a back or fecond, that might hold.

If this Qiould blaft in proof: Soft, let me fee.

We'll niak« a folemn wager on your commings

,

I ha't-: when in your motion you are hot and dry,

As make your bouts more violent to the end.

And that he calls for drink ; Tie have prepar'd him

A Chalice for the nonce ; whereon but fipping ,

If he by chance efcape your venom'd ftuck.

Our purpofe may hold there; how now fwect Queen.

Enter Quetn,

Queen, One woe doth tread upon another's heel.

So fa/t they'll follow : your Sifter's drown'd Laertes.

Laer. Drown'd ! O where ?

Queen. There is a Willow grows aftant a Brook,

That ftiews his hoar leaves in the glaflTie ftream

:

There with fantaftick Garlands did ftie come.

Of Crow-flowers, Nettles, Daifies, and long Purples,

That liberal Shepheards givea groflcrname ;

But our cold Maids do Dead Men's Fmgcrs call ihcm

:

Thereon the pendant boughes, her Coronet weeds

Clambnng to hang ; an envious fliver broke,

When down theweedy Trophies, and her felf.

Fell in the weeping Brook, her doathes fpred wide

And Mermaid-likc, a while chey bore her up.

Which timefhechauntedfnaiches of old tunes.

As one incapable of her own diftrcfs,

Or like a creature Native, and deduced

Unto that element : but long it could not be,

'Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,

PuU'dthe poor wretch from her raeiodiousby.

To muddy death.

Laer. Alas then , is (he drown'd >

Queen, Drown'd, drown'd.

Laer. Too much of water haft thou poor OfhelU^

And therefore I forbid my teares : but yet

It is our trick , Nature her cuftome holds,

Let ftiame fay what it will ; when thefe are gone

The woman will be out : Adieu my Lord,

I have a fpeech of fire, that fain would blaze,

But that this folly drowns it. Extt,

King. Let's follow, Gertrude :

How much I had to do to calm his rage ?

Now fear I this will give it ftatt again ,

Therefore let's follow. Exeunt.

Enter tvfo Clorvues.

Clortn. Is flie to be buried in Chriftian burial , that

wilfully feeks her ownfalvation.?

Other, I tell thee flic is, and therefore make her Grave

ftraight,the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it

Chriftian burial.

Clo. How can that be , unlefs (he drowned her fdf in

her own defence?

Other. Why 'tis found fo.

Clo. It muft be 5"^ offendendo , it cannot be elfe ; for

here lies the point : If I drown my felf wittingly , it ar-

gues an A(5i';and an Aft hath three branches. It is an A61
to do , and to perform ; argall (he drown'd her felf wit-

tingly.

Other. Nay but hear you Goodman Delver.

Clown, Give me leave ; here lies the water ,
good :

here ftands the man , good : if the man go to his water

and drownhimfelf : it-is will he,nill he, hegoes; mark

you that ? But if the water come to him and drown him ;

he drowns not himfclf. Aigall, he that is not guilty of his

own death, fliortcns not his own life.

Other, But IS this Law ?

Clo, I marry is't, Crowner's Qucft Law.
Other.
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Other. Will you ha' the truth on't : if this had not

been a Gemicwoitian , fhc fhould have been buried out

of Chriftian Burial.

Cb. Why there thou fay'ft. And the more pitie that

great folk rhould have countenance in this world to

drown or hang themfcivcs , more than their even Chri-

ftian. Come, my Spade ; there is no ancient Gentlemen,

butGardiners , Ditchers and Grave-makers ; they hold

up Adami profeflion.

Other. Was he a Gentleman =

Cltt. He was the firft that ever bore Armcs,

Other. Why he had none.

eta. What, art a Heathen ? how doft thou underftand

the Scripture? the Scripture fayes ^</<««» digg'd ; could

he dig without Armcs ? Tie put another queftion to thee;

if thou anfwcrcft me not to the purpofe , confefs thy

felf

Other. Go to.

Clo. What is he that builds ftronger then cither the

Mafon,the Ship-wright, or the Carpenter ?

Other. The Gallows-maker, for that Frame ouC'lives

a thoufand Tenants.

Ch. I like thy wit well in good fait4i , the Gallowcs

does well ; but how docs it well ? it does well to ihofc

that do ill : now thou do'ft ill to fay the Gallowes is

built ftronger then the Church : Argall, the Gallowes

may do well to thee, To't again. Come.

Other. Who builds ftronger than a Mafon , a Ship-

wright, or a Carpenter ?

Clo. I, tell me that, and unyoke.

Other. Marry, now I can tell,

Ch. To't.

Other. Mafs, I cannot tell.

Enter H^mtet sui Horatia afar off.

Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it; for your

dull Afs will not mend his pace with bcacing ; and when
you are asktthis queftion next ,fay a Grave-maker : the

Houfesthathc makes, lafts till Dooms-day : go
,
get thee

to TaughaMy fetch me a ftoap of Liquor,

Sings.

In youth when I Hi love^ did love,

me thoHght it wm very frvect^

T» coHtraRO thefor a my behove^

O me thought there wm nothing meet.

Ham. Has this fellow no feelmg of his bufinefs , that

he fings at Grave-making ?

Hor. Cuftome hath made it in him a property of eafi-

nefs.

Ham. 'Tis e'en fo ; the hand of little impioyment hath

the daiiuier fenfe.

CloVHfings.

But Age With hisJleal'ingfiefs

hath caught me in his clutch :

And hathfhipped me intill the Laudy
as if I never had hinfuch.

Ham. That Scull had a tongue in it , and could fing

once: how the Knave jowlesicto th'ground, as ifii

were Cain'i Jaw-bone , that did the nrft murther : It

might be the Pate of a Polititian which this Afs o're-Of-

fices : one that could circumvtnt God, might it not ?
Hor. It might, my Lord.

Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay. Good Mor-
row fwcet Lord : how doft thou

, good Lord ? this

might be my Lord fuch a one, that pnis'd my Lord fuch

a ones horfc , when he meant to beg it ; might it not ?

Ham,
Hor.

Ham.
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Her. I , my Lord.

Ham. Why e'en fo : tni now my Lady Worme's,
Chap-lefs, and knockt about the Mazzardwich a Sexton'

j

Spade , here's fine Revolution , if we had the trick to
fee't. Did thcfc bones coft no more the breeding, but
to play at Loggets with'cm ? mine ake to think on't.

Clown ^ngs,

A Pick,-**' ''"d a Spade^ a Spade^

for and a (hrowding-fheet :

O a Pit of Clay for to he made,

forfuch a Guefi it meet.

Ham. There's another : why might not that be the
Scull of a Lawyer ? where be his Quidditsnow? his

Quillets ? his Cafes f his Tenures, and his Tricb ? why
doe's he fufFcr this rude knave now to knock him about
the Sconce with a dirty Shovel , and will not tell him of
hisAftion of Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in's

time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes , nis Recog-
nizances, his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Recoveries

:

Is this the fine of his Fines , and the recovery of his Re-
coverieSjto have his fine Pate full of fine Dirt ? will his

Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchafcs, and dou-
ble ones too , then the length and breadth of a pair of In
dentures ? the very Conveyances of his Lands will hard,

ly lye m this Box ; and muft the Inheritor himfelf have
no more ? ha ?

Hor. Not a jot more my Lord.

Is not Parchment made ofSheep-skinnes ?

I my Lord, and of Calvc-skinnes too.

They are Sheep and Calves that feek out alTu-

rance in that. I will fpeak to this fellow : whofc Grave's
this Sir ?

Clo. Mine Sir:

O a pit of clay for to be made.^

for fuch a Guefi is meet.

Ham. I think it be thine indeed : for thou Heft in t.

Clo. You lie out on't Sir, and therefore it is not yours

:

for my part I do not lie in'r, and yet it is mine.
Ham. Thou doft lye in't, to be in't, and fay 'tis thine:

'tis for the dead, not for the quick, therefore thou

lyeft,

Clo. 'Tis a quick lye, Sir , 'twill away again from me
to you.

Ham. What man doft thou dig it for ?

Clo. For no man Sir.

Ham. What woman then?

Clo. For none neither.

Ham. Who is to be buried in't >

Clo. One that was a Woman Sir ; but reft her Soul

(he's dead.

Ham. How abfolute the Knave is? we muft fpeak

by the Card , or equivocation will follow us : by the

Lord, Horatio., thefe three yeares I have taken note of k,

the Age is grown fo picked , and the toe of the Pefant

comesfo near the heel of our Courtier, he galls his Kibe,

How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ?

Clo. Ofallihedaycsi'th'year, I came to't that day

that our laft King Hamlet o'recame Fortinbras.

Ham. How long is that fincc ?

Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell that

:

It was the very day that young Hamlet was bom , he.

that was mad and fent into England.

Ham. I marry, why was he fent into England}
Clo. Why , becaufe he was mad ; he ftiall recover his

wits.thcre ; or if he do not , it'sno great matter there,

Sff 3 Ham
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Ham. Why ?

Clown. 'Twill not be feen in him , there the men are

as mad as he.

Ham. How came he mad ?

do. Very ftrangely they fay.

Ham. How ftrangely f

Clo. Faith e'en with loofing his wits.

Ham. Upon what- ground .'

Clo. Why here in Denmark,: I have been Sexftonc

bete, Man and Boy thirty yeares.

Ham. How long will a man he i'th'earch 'ere he rot ?

Clo. Ifaith , if he be rotten before he dye ( as we have

many pocky Coarfes now adayes , that will (carce hold

the laying in ) he will laft you fome eight year , or nine

year. A Tanner will laft you nine yeares.

Ham. Why he, more than another ?

Clo. Why Sir, his hide is tann'd with his Trade, that

he will keep out Water a great while. And your water

is a fore Dccayerof your whorfon dead body , here's a

Scull now : this Scull has lain in the Earth three and

twenty yeares.

Ham. Whofe was it ?

Clo. A whorefon mad Fellow's it was ;

Wholedoyou think it was?

Ham. Nay, I know not.

Clo. A peftilence on him for a mad Rogue , a pour'd

aFlagon of Rhenifhon my head once. This fame Scull

Sir, this fame Scull Sir,was 7"mfi^xScull,the Kingsjcfter.

Ham. This ?

Clo. E'en that.

Ham. Let me fee. Alas poor Terickt I knew him

Hortttie, a fellow of infinite Jfft; ofmoft excellent fancy,

he hath borne me on his back a thonfand times :And how
abhorred my imagination is, my gorge rifes at it. Here

hung thofe lippes , that I have kift I know not how oft.

Where be your Jibes now ? Your Gambals f Your

Songs? Your flaOics of Merriment that were wont to

fet the Table on a Roar ? No one now to mock your own
Jeering ? Quite chop-faU'n ? Now get you to my Ladies

Chamber, and tell her,let her paint an inch thick , to this

favour (lie muft come. Make her laugh at that : pry-

thee,Horatio, tell me one thing.

Her. What's that,my Lord ?

Ham. Do'ft thou think Alexander lookt o'this fa-

(hion i'th'earth ?

Hor. E'en fo.

Ham. And fmelt fo ? Pufi.

Hor. E'en fo my Lord.

Ham. To what bafe ufes we may return Horatio,

Why may not imagination trace the Noble duft of Ale-
Kander.,\\\\ he find it flopping a bung-hole ?

Hor. 'Twerq to confidei ; too curioufly to confider fo.

Ham. No faith , not a jot. But to follow him thither

with modefty enough, and likelyhood to lead it ; as thus,

Alexander dyed: Alexander wajburied: Alexander re-

turneth into duft ; the duft is earth ; of earth we make
Lome , and why of that Lome ( whereto he was conver-

ted) might they not ftop a Beer-barrel ?

Imperial C<«/<«r, dead and turn'd today,

Might ftop a hole to ke ep the wind away.

Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe.
Should patch a Wall,t'expeU the Wmter's flaw.

But foft, but foft, afide ; here comes the King.
Enter Kin^.^ Qjieen, Laertes, andaCoffin^

Tvith Lords attendant.

The Queen , the Courtiers, What is'c that they foltow^

And with fuch maimed rights ? This doth betoken,

The Coarfe they follow, did with defperatehand,

Foredoe it's own hfe ; 'twas fome Eftate.

Couch we a while, and mark.

Laer. What Ceremony elfc ?

Ham. That is Laertes, a very Noble youth : Marft.
Laer. What Ceremony elfe .?

Prieft. Her Obfequies have been as far enlarg'd,

As we have wanantie, her death was doubtfull.

And but that great command,©' lefwayes the order,

She fhould in ground unfandied have lodg'd,
"
Till the laft Trumpet. For charitable prayer,

Shards, Flints, and Pebbles, ftiould he thrown on her :

Yet here fhe is allowed her Virgin Rites,

Her Maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home
Of Bell and Burial.

Laer. Muft there no more be done ?

Triefl. No more be done :

We ftiould prophane the fervice of the dead.

To fing fagc Requiem, and fuch reft to her

As to peace-departed Soules.

Laer. Lay her i'th'earth,

And from her fair and unpolluted flcfh.

May Violets fpring. 1 tell thee (churlilh Prieft)

A Miniftring Angel fhallmy Sifter be.

When thou licfi howling.

Ham. What , the fair Ophelia }

Queen. Sweets, to thee fwcet farewell,

I hop'd thou would'ft have been my Hamlet's wife r

I thought thy Bride-bed to have deckt (iweet Maid)
And not t'have ftrew'd thy Grave.

Laer. Oh terrible wooer.

Fall ten times treble on that curfed head,

Whofe wicked deed, thy moft ingenious fenfe

Depriv'd thee of. Hold ofifthe earth a while,

'Till I have caught her once more in mine armes

:

Leaps in the Grave.
Now pile your duft upon the quick and dead,

'Till of this flat a mountain you have made.

To o're-top old P^AowjOr the sky i{h head

Of blew Olymptu.
Ham. What IS he, whofe griefs

Bears fuch an Emphafis ? whofe phrafe of forrow

Conjures the wandringStarres, and makes them ftand

Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is I,

Hamlet the Dane.
Laer. The Devil take thy foul.

Ham. Thou pray'ft not well,

I prythee take thy fingers from my throat

;

Sir, though I am not fplecnative and rafti,

Yet have I fomething in me dangerous.

Which let thy wifenefs fear. Away thy hand.
Kin^. Pluck them afunder.

Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet.
Gen. Good my Lord be quiet.

Ham. Why 1 will fight with him upon this Theme.
Until my eye-lids will no longer wag.

Queen. Oh my Son, what Theme ?

Ham. I lov'd Ophelia i forty thoufand brothert

Could not (with all their quantity of love)

Make op my fumme. What wilt thou do for her }

King. Oh he is mad, Laertes.

Qm. For love ofGod forbear him.

Ham. Come ftiew me what thou'lt do.

Woo'c weep ? woo't fight ? woo't tear thy felf ?

Woo't di ink up Efle, cat a Crocodile ?

rjc'
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rie do'c. Do'ft thou conic hither to whine

;

To out-face me with leaping in her Grave ?

Be buried quick with her, and fo will I.

And if thou prate of Mountains ; let them throw

Millions of Acres on us, 'till our ground

Sindging his pate againit the burning Zone,

Make Ogtt like a Wart. Nay. and thou'lt mouthe.

Tie rant as well as thou.

Kl«g. This IS mere madnefs :

And thus a while the fit will work on him

:

Anon as patient as the female Dove,

When that her golden Cupletaic difclos'd ;

His filencc will fit drooping.

Ham, Hear you fir

:

What is the reafon that you ofc me thus ?

I lov'd you ever ; but it is no matter :

Let Hercules himfelf do what he may,

The Cat will mew, and Dog will have his day. £*•/?,

K'iKg. I pray you good Horatio wait upon him,

Strengthen your patience in our lafl nights fpeech.

We'll put the matter to the prcfent pulh.

Good Gertrude fet fome watch over your Son,

I This Grave fhall have a living Monument :

An hour of quiet (hortly (hall we fee

;

'Till then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt.

Enter Htimlet and Horatio.

Ham. So much for this,Sir ; now let me fee the other.

You do remember all the circumlUnce.

Hor. Remember it my Lord,

Htm. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting,

That would not let mcfleep ; me thought I lay

Worfe then themutinesin the Bilboes, raflily,

(And praife berafhnefs for it) let us know,

Our indifcretion fometimes ferves us well.

When our dear plots do paule , and that fhould teach us,

There's a Divinity that iTiapes our ends,

Rough-hew them how we will.

Hor. That is moft certain.

Ham. Up from my Cabin

My Sea-gown fcarft about me in the dark,

Grop'd I to find out them ; had my defire,

Finger'd their Packet, and in fine, withdrew

To mine own room again, making fo bold,

(My tearcs forgetting manners) to unleal

Their grand Commiffion, where I found, Horatio^

Oh royal knavery : An exadl command,

Larded with many feveral forts of reafon r

Importing J[)f»»»<«ri!^'s health, and England's tQOf

With hoo, fuch Buggs and Goblins in my life,

That on the fupervize no leafure bated ,

No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe,

My head fhould be ftruck off.

Hor. Is't poffible?

Ham. Here's the CommilTion, read it ac more leifure

:

But wilt thou hear how 1 did proceed ?

Hor, I befeech you.

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villains,

E'rel could make a Prologue to my brainsi

They had begun the Play. I fate me down,

Devis'd a new CommilTion, wrote it fair,

1 once did hold it as our Statics doe,

A bafenefs to write fair ; and laboured much
How to forget that learning ; but Sir now.
It did me yeoman's fervice : wile thou know
rheeffedsof what I wrote?

Hor. I, good my Lord,

HaM. An earneft Conjuration from the King,
As England was his faithfull Tributary,

As love betwefn them , as the Palm fhould floutiHi,

As Peace fliould flill her wheaten Garland wear.
And ftand a Comma 'tween their amities.

And many fuch like AflTis of great charge.

That on the view and knowof thefe Contents,

Without debatement further, more or lefs,

He fliould the bearers put to fudden death.

Not fhriving time allowed.

Hor. How was this feal'd ?

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinate ;

I had my Father's Signet in my Purfe,

Which was the modell of that DanifhSeil :

Folded the Writ up in forme of the other,

Subfcrib'd if, gav'th'lmpreflion, placd it fafely.

The changling never known: Now,the next day
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was fement,
Thou know'ft already.

Hor. So Gulldenftar and %gftncro^
,
go tot.

Ham.VJh^ man,they did make love to this imployment
They are not near my confcience; their debate

Doth by their own infinuation grow

:

'Tis dangerous when bafer nature comes

Between the pafs, and fell incenfed points

Of mighty oppofiies.

Hor. Why, what a King is this?

ham. Does it not,think'ft thee, ftand me now upon,
He that hath kill'd my King, and whoi'd my Mother,
Popt in between th'eledtion and my hopes,

Thrown out his Angle for my proper life.

And with fuch cozenage ; is't not perfcfl confcience,

Toquit him with hisarme ? And is't not to be damn'd
To let this Canker of our nature come
In further evil.

Her. It muft be Ihortly known to him from England^
What is the iflueof the bufinefs there.

Ham. It will belhort.

The interim's mine, and a man's life's no more
Than to fay one : but I am very forry

, good Htratioy
That to Laertes I forgot my felf ;

For by the image ofmy caufe I fee

Thepourtraiture of his; Tie count his fa voui-s:

But fure the bravery of his grief did put me
Into a Towring palTion.

Hor, Peace, who comes here '

Enter Ofrick^ {mark^
Ofr. Your Lordfhip is right welcome back to Den.
Ham.l humbly thank you,(ir;doft know this vsraterfly ?

Her. No my good Lord.

Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious; for 'tis a Vice to

know him : he hath much Land , and fertile ; let a Bcift

be Lord of Beads , and his Crib fhall ftand at the Km
MelTe ; 'tis a Chough ; but as I fay, fpactous in the po
fionofdirt,

Ofr. Sweet Lord , if your friendfhip were at leifure , I

fhould imparl a thing to you from his Majefty.

/^<a». I will receive it with all diligence of fpirit; put

your Bonnet to his right ufe,'tis for the head.

Ofr. 1 thank your Lordfhip, 'tis very hot.

Ham. No , believe me , 'tis very cold , the wind is

Northerly.

0/r. h IS indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed.

Ham, Me thinks it is very foultry , and hot for my
Complexion.

Ofrick.

ing's

jfltf-
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O/r, Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very foukry,as 'twere

1 canno: tell how : but my Lord, his Majefty bad me U-

gnifie CO you,thac he has laid a great wager on your head

:

Sir, this is the matter.

Ham. I befcech you remember,

Ofr, Nay, in good faith, for mine eafe in good faith

:

Sir,you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes isat

his weapon.

Ham. What's his weapon ?

Ofr. Rapier and Dagger.

Ham. That's two of his weapons; but well.

Ofr. The King Sir has wag'd with him fix Barbary

horfes , againft the which he impon'd , as I take it , fix

French Rapiers and Poinards, with their alTigneSjas Gir-

dle, Hangers , or fo : three of the carriages infaith are ve-

ry dear to fancie , very refponfive to the hilrs , moft deli-

cate carriages, and of very liberal conceit.

Ham. What call you the Carriages?

Ofr. The Carriages Sir, are the Hangers.

Ham. The phrafe would be more germane to the

matter : Ifwe could carry Cannon by our fides ; I would

it might be Hangers 'till then ; but on , fix Barbary

Horfes , againft fix French Swords : their Affigncs and

three liberal conceited carriages, that's the French, but

againft the Danifti ; why is this impon'd as you call it ?

Ofr. The King Sir, hath laid that in a dozen paffcs

between you and him, he fhall not exceed you three hits

;

He hath one twelve for mine , and that would come to

immediate tryal, if your Lordfhip would vouchfafe the

Anfwer.

Ham. How if I anfwer no ?

Orf. I mean my Lord the oppofiiion of youf perfon

in tryal.

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the Hall ; if it pleafe

his Majefty, 'tis the breathing time of day with me ; let

the Foyles be brought, the Gentleman willing , and the

King hold his purpofe ; I will win for him if I can: if

not, I'le gain nothing but my fliame,and thcodde hits.

Ofr. Shall I redeliver you e'cnfo ?

Ham, To this effeiSl Sir , after what flourifti your na-

ture will.

Ofr. I commend my duty to your Lordfhip. Exit.

Ham. Yours , yours ; he docs well to commend it

himfelf, there are no tongues elfe for's tongue.

Hor, This Lapwing runs away with the (hell on his

head.

Ham. He did Comply with his Dug before he fuck't

it : thus had he and nine more of the fame Beavy that I

know the droflie Age doats on ; only got the tune of the

time, and outward habit of encounter , a kind of ycfty

colleftion , which carries them through and through che

moft fond and winnowed opinions ; and doe but blow

them to their Tryals, the Bubbles arc out.

Hor. You will lofe this wager, my Lord.

Ham. I do not think fo , fince he went into France.,

I have been in continual praftice ; I ftiall winne at the

oddes ; but thou wouldeft not think how all here about

my heart t but it is no matter.

Hor. Nay, good my Lord.

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is fuch a kind of gain-

giving as would perhaps trouble a woman,
Hor. If your mind diflike any thing , obey. I will

foreftall their repair hither, and fay you are not fit.

Ham, Not a whit, we defie Augury ; there's a fpecial

Providence in the fall of a fparrow. If it be now, 'tis not

to come: if it be not to come, it will be now : if it

be not now ; yet it will come; thereadinefs is all, fince no
man has ougiit of what he leaves. What is't to leave be-
times ?

Enter King., Queen., Laertes ani Loris, with other At-
teniants Vfith Fojles ,a»d Gantlets^ a Table

and Flagons of Wine on it.

Kin.Comc Hamlet^comc,ir\d take this hand from me.
Ham. Give me your pardon Sir, I've done you wrong,

But pardon't as you are a Gentleman.

This prefence knows,

And you muft needs have heard how I am punilh'd
With fore diftra(5tion ? What have I done
That might your natures honour, and exception

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madnefs :

Was'c Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet :

\i Hamlet from himfelf be taneaway :

And when he's not himfelf, do's SNXon^LaerteSy

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it :

Who does it then ? His madnefs ? If'c be fo,

Hamlet is of the Faftion that is wrong'd,

His Madnefs is poor Hamlet's enemy.
Sir, in this Audience,

Let my difdaiming from a purpos'd evil,

Free me fo far in your moft generous thoughts,

That I havefhot mine Arrow o'rcthe houfe,

And hurt my Mother.

Laer. I am fatisfied in Nature,

Whofe Motive in this cafe fhould ftir me moft

To my Revenge. But in my terms of honour

I ftand aloof, and will no reconcilement

,

'Till by fame elder Mafters of known honour,

I have a voice, and prefident of peace

like love.

To keep my name ungorg'd. But *cill that time,

I do receive your offer d love

And will not wrong it.

Ham. I do embrace it freely.

And will this brother's wager frankly play.

Give us the Foyles : Come on.

Laer. Come on for me.

Ham. ric be your Foyle Laertes, in mine ignorance,

Your skill fhall like a Star i'th'brighteft night.

Stick fiery off indeed.

Lafr. You mock me Sir,

Ham. No, by this hand.

King. Give the Foyles young Ofrick.^^

Coufin Hamlet
,
you know the wager.

Ham. Very well my Lord,

Your Grace hath laid the oddes a'th'wcaker fide.

King. I do not fear it,

I have fecn you both :

But fince he is better'd, wc have therefore oddes.

Laer. This is too heavy.

Let me fee another.

Ham. This likes me well,

Thefe Foyles have all a length. Prepare to Flay.

Ofr. I my good Lord.

King. Set me the Stopcs ofWine upon that Table :

\i Hamlet give the firft,or fecond hit,

Or quit in anfwer of a rhird exchange,

Let all the Battlements their Ordnance fire,

The King fliall drink to H/?w/ir?'s better breath.

And in the Cup an Union ftiall he throw

Richer than that, which fourfucceflivc Kings

In X><'»»?<«7'i^'s Crown have worn.

Give
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Give me :hc Cups,

And let the Kettle to the Trumpets fpcak.

The trumpets to the Canonecr without.

The Cannons to the Heavens, the Heaven to Earth,

Now the King drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin,

And you the Judges bear a wary eye.

Ham, Come on nr,

Laer. Come on fir. IheypUy.

Ham. One.

Laer. No.
Ham. Judgement,

Ofr. A hit, a very palpable hit.

Laer. Well : again.

King. Stay, give me drink.

Hamlet^ this Pearl is thine.

Here's to thy health. Give him the Cup.

Trumfct found, (hot gots off.

Ham.Vle play this bout firft,("et by a while.

Come ; another hit ; what fay you .'

Laer. A touch, a couch, 1 do confefs.

King. Our Son Oiall wm.
Qu He's fat, and fcanc of breath.

Here s a Napkin, rub thy brows,

1 he Queen caroufes to thy fortune , Hamlet,

Ham. Good Madam.

K i»g. Gertrude, do not drink.

j^. I will my Lord ;

1 pray you pardon me.

King. It is the poifon'd Cup,it is too late,

Ham. I dare not drink yet Madam,

By and by.

j^«. Come, let me wipe thy face.

Laer. My Lord, Tie hit him now,

.RT/'wf. I donot think't.

Laer. And yet 'tisalmoft'gainRinyconfcicnce.

Ham. Come , for the third.

Laertes^yon but dally,

I pray you pafs with your bcft violence,

I am afeard you make a wanton of me.

Laer. Say you lo ? Come on. P/xy.

Ofr. Nothing neither way.

Laer. Have at you now.

Infcuffling they change "K^piert.

King. Part them, they are incens'd.

Ham. Nay, come again.

Ofr. Look to the C^een there hoa.

Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is't my Lord ?

Ofr. How is't Laertes ?

Laer. Why as a Woodcock
To my Sprindge, Ofrtck^,

I am juftly kill'd with mine own treachery.

Ham. How does the Queen >

King, She iwounds to fee them bleed.

Qu. No, no, the drink, the drink,

Oh my dear Hamlet, the drink, the drink,

I am poifon'd.

Ham. Oh Villany ! How ? Let the door be lock'd :

Treachery , feck it out.

Laer. It is here Hamlet.

Hamlet y thou art (lain,

No medicine in the world can do thee good.

In thee there is not half an hour of life ;

The treacherous Inftrumcnt is in thy hand,

Unbated and cnvcnom'd : the foul praitice

Hath turn'd it felf on me. Loe , here I lye.

Never to rife again t thy Mother's poifon'd

:

I can no more, the King, the King's to blame.

Ham. The point enyenom'd toO)

Then venom to thy work.

Hurttth* King.

All. Trcafon,trcafon.

King. O yet defend me Friends , I am but hurt.

Ham, Here thou incefluous, murd'rous

Damned Datu,

Drink off this Potion : Is thy Union here ?

Follow my Mother. Kingijes.

Laer. He it jaftly ferv'd.

It is a poifon temp'red by himfclf

:

Exchange forgivenefs wih me. Noble Hamlit ;

Mine and my Father's death come not upon thee.

Nor thine on me. Djts.

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee.

I am dead Horatio , wretched Queen adieu.

You that look pale and tremble ac this chance,

That are but Mutes or audienccat thisaft

:

Had I but time ( as this fell Serjeant Death

Isftrif^ in this Arreft )oh I could tell you,

But let it be : Horatio, I am dead.

Thou liv'ft, report me and my caufes right

To be unfatisfied.

Hor. Never believe it.

I tm more an Antick Roman then a Dane •

Here's yet fome Liquor left.

Ham. As than a man, give me the Cup,

Let go, by heaven I'le hav't.

Oh good Horatio, what a wounded name,

(Thmgsftanding thusunknown) fhiU live behind me.

If thou did'ft ever hold me in thy heart,

Abfcnt thee from felicitie a while.

And in this harfh world draw thy breach in pain.

To tell my Story.

t^Marchafar off ^ and fhoutwUhin.

What warlike noife is this ?

Enter Ofrick.. {land,

Ofr. Yo\it\gFortinl>ra/, with conqucfl come from Po-

To th' Ambaffadors of f/;^/4*rf gives this warlike volley.

Ham, O I dye Horatio .

The potent poifon quite o're-crovk-s my fpirit,

I cannot live to hear the Ncwes from England.

But I doprophcfie th'cledlion lights

On Torttnhroi., he has my dying voice.

So tell him with the occurents more andlefs.

Which have folicited. The reft isfilence,0,o,o. Dies.

Hora. Now cracks a Noble heart

:

Goodnight fweet Prince,

And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft,

Why do's the Drummc come hither .'
\

Enter tortinbroi& Englifh Ambafjadoryvith DrummCy
Colours, and Attendants.

Fort. Where is the fight ?

Hor. What is it you would fee ;

If ought of woe or wonder, ceafe yourfearch.

For. His quarry cryes on Havock. Oh proud death ,

What Feaftis coward in thine ei email Cell,

That thou fo many Princes at a fhoot.

So bloudily haft ftrook.

Amb. The fighc isdifmal.

And our affairs from England come too late,

The earesare fenfelefs chat fhould give us hearing.

To tell him his comniand'ment is fulfill'd,

Tha
•I
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Thac Ro^/icrof and GuilJenfi/ir are dead :

Where fhould we have out thanks ?

ffor. Noc from his mouth,

Had it th'ability of life to thank you :

He never gavecommand'meni for their death.

But fincc fo jump upon this bloudy qucftion.

You from the /'*/^fi^warres,and you from England

Are here arrived. Give order that thefe bodies

High on a Stage be placed to the view,

And let me fpeak to th'yet unknowing world.

How thcfc things came about. So fhall you heat

Of carnal, bloudy, and unnatural a(fts,

Of accidental judgements, cafual flaughtcrs,

Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd caufc.

And in his upfhot, purpofes miftook,

Fal'n on the Inventor's heads. All this can I

Truly deliver.

For. Let us hartc to hear it,

And call the Nobleft to the Audience.

For me, with forrow, I embrace my Fortune,

I have foiiic Rites of memory in this Kingdome,

Which are to claim, my vantage doth

Invite me.

Har.Oi that I {hall alwaycs caufc to fpeak

And from his mouth

Wbofc voice will draw on more

:

But let this fame beprefently perform'd,
Even whiles men's minds are wild

,

Left more mifchancc

On plots, and criours happen.

For. Let four Capraines

Bear Hamlet like a Souldier off the Stage,

For he was likely, had he been put on
To have prov'd moft royally :

And for his pafTage,

The Souldiers Mufick, and the rites ofWar
Speak loudly for him.

Take up the body ; Such a fight as this,

Becomes the Field, but here fhcws much amifs.

Goe, bid the Souldiers fhoot.

Exeunt Marching : afterwhichfH PtAlt »f
Ordnance are(h«t off.

F I :>{^ 1 s.
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<tABm Trimm. Scena Trlma*

Kent.

Enter Ke»t, Gloufiery and Sdmend,

Thought the King had more afFcftcd the Duke

of Albanj^ then CornvfAll.

Clott, It did alwvayes feemtous : But now
in the divifion of the Kingdome, it appears not

which of the Dukes he values mott , for qualities are fo

wcigh'd, that curiofity in neither, can make choife of ci-

thers moity.

KMt. Is not this your Son, my Lord f

GloH. His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge! have

fo often blulh'd to acknowledge him , thai now I am
braz'dto't.

Kent. I cannot conceive you.

Clou. Sir , this young Fellows Mother could ; where-

upon (lie grew round womb'd , and had indeed ( Sir ) a

Son for her Cradle , c're fhe had a Husband for her Bed.

Do you fmell a fault >

Kent, i cannot wi(h the fault undone, thciffue of it

being fo proper.

Chu. But I ha« a Son, Sir , by order of Law , feme

year elder then this ; who
,

yet is no dearer in my ac-

count, though this Knave came fomewhatfawcily to the

world before he wis fent for : yet was his Mother fair,

there was good fport at his making , and the whorfon

mufl: be acknowledged. Do you know this Nobleman,

tdmond }

Edm. No,my Lord.

Clou. My Lord of Kent r

Remember him. hereafter, as my honourable Friend.

Edm. My Cervices to your Lordfliip.

Kent. I muft love you, and fue to know you better,

Edm. Sir, Ifhallftudy dcfcrving.

Giou. He hath been out nine yearcs,and nway he dial)

again. The King is coming.

Sennet.Enter King Lear , Carnwall , .Albany , GoneriUy

T^egany Cordelia^ and attendaxts.

L^xr. Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy,Glofter

Clou. I fhall my Lord. Exit.

Lear. Mean time wcfl-ull cxprefs our darker purpofe.

Give me the Map here. Know, that we have divided

In three , our Kingdome : and 'tis our faft intent,^

To (hake all cares and buflncls from oar Age,

Conferring them on younger ftrengths, while we
Unburthcn'd crawl toward death. Our fon oiCornwaU

,

And you our no lefs loving fon of Albany^

We have this hour a conftant will to publi/h

Our Daughter's fevcral Dowers, that future ftrife

May be prevented now.Thc VnnctyFranee Zc Burgmdj.
Great Rivals in our younger Dai^htcr's Love,
Long in our Court ,havc madcthcir amorous fojourn,

And here are to be anfwer'd. Tell my Dauohteri
(Since now we will divert us both of Rule,

Intereft ofTerrority, Cares of State)

Which of you fhall we fay doth love us moft,

That we, ourlargeft bounty may extend

Where nature doth with merit challenge. CoHerllt^

Our eldeft born , fpeak firft.

GoH. Sir , I love you more then word can weild the

Dearer then eye-fi^ht, fpace, and liberty , (matter,
Beyond what can Be valued, rich or rare,

No lefs then life, with grace, health, beauty, honour

:

As much as Child e're lov'd, or Father found.

A love that makes breath poor, and fpeech unablc|

Beyond all manner of fo much I love you.

Cor. What fhall Cordelia [pe3.\i ? Love , and be filcnt.

Lear.Oi all thefe bounds, even from this Linc,to this,

Withfhadowy Forrefls, and with Champions rich'd

With plenteous Rivers, and widc-skirted Meads
We make the Lady. To thine and AlbanWi iflues

Be this perpetual. What fayes our fecond Daughter.

Our dearcft Regawy wife of Cornwall

}

Reg. I am made of that felf-metal as my fifter,

And prize me at hcrworth. In my true hcait^

I find fhe names my very deed of love :

Only fhe comes too fhort, that I ptofefs

My felfan enemy to all other joyes.

Which the moft precious fquarc of fcnfe profcffcs^

And find I am alone felicitate

In your dear Highnefs love.

Cor. Then poor Corde/ioy

And yet not fo, fince 1 am fure my love's

More ponderous than my tongue.

Lear. To tliee, and thine hereditary ever

:

Remain this amplethird of our fair Kingdome^

No lefs in fpace, validity, and pleafure

Than that confer'd on ConerUl. Now our Joy,
Although our laft and leaft ; to whofe young love,

The Vines of France, and Milk of BurguHdjy

Strive to be intereft. What can you fay, to draw
A third, more opulent then your Sifters ? fpeak<

C*r. Notlung my Lord.

Lear. Nothing f

Ctrl
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Cor, Nothing.

Lear. Nothing will come ofnothing, Tpcak again,

07r». Unhappy that I am, 1 cannot have

My heart into my mouth ; I love your Majefty

Accordmg to my bond , no more nor lefs.

Lear. How, how Cordelia ? Mend your fpecch a little,

Left you may marre your fortunes.

Cor. Good my Lord,

You have begot me, bred me, lov'd mc.

I return thofe duties back asareiight fit.

Obey you j Love you, and moft honour you.

Why have my Sifters husbands, if they fay

They love you all ? happily when I (hall wed.

That Lord, whofe hand muft cake my plight , fhall carry

Half my Love with him, halfmy Care, and Duty,

Sure 1 ftiall never marry like my Sifters.

Lear, But goes thy heart with this ?

Cor. I my good Lord.

Lear. So young, and fo untender ?

Cor» So young my Lord, and true,

Lear. Let it be fo, the trued then be thy dowre

:

For by the facred radiance of the Sun,

The myfteries of Mecate, and the night

:

Byalltheopeutionsofthe Orbes,

From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be.

Here I difdaim «11 my Paternal care.

Propinquity and property of bloud.

And as a ftranger to my neart and me.

Hold thee from this for ever. The barbarous Scjfthitittf

Or he that makes his Generation Mefles

To gorge his appaite, ftiall to my bofome

Beas well neighbour' d, pitied, and rcliev'd.

As thou mv fometime Daughter,

Ktnt, Good tny Liege.

Ltar, VciCcKent.

Come not between the Dragon and his wrath,

I lov'd her moft, and thought to fet my reft

On her kind nurfery. Hence and avoid my fight

;

So be my giave my peace, as here I give

Her father's heart from her ; call France , who ftirs ?

Call Bnrguttiy., Cormrafl, and ^IhaMjy

With my two Daughters Dowres, digeft the third.

Let pride, which ftie calls plainnefs, marry her

:

I do inveft yew jointly with my power,

Prehemincnce,and all the large cfFefts

That troop with Majefty. Our felf by Monthly courfe

With refervation ofan hundred Knights,

By you to be ftiftain'd, Chall oUr abode

Make with you by du6 turn, only we ffialF retain

The name, and all th'aridition to a King : the Sway ,

Revenut, Execution of the reft,

Bfloved Sonnes be yours which to confirm,

This Coronet part between you.

Kent, Royal Lear^

Whom I have ever honout*d as my King,

Love'dasmvFather,as my Mafter follow'd,

As my Patron thought on in my prayers.

I/Mr.The Bow is bent and drawn,make from thcfhaFt

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade

The region ofmy heart, be Kent unmannerly,

When Lear ij mad, what wouldeft thou do old man ?

Think'ft thou that duty ftiall have dread to fpeak

When power to flattery bowes ?

To plainnefs honour's bound.

When Majefty fall to folly, refcrve thy ftate.

And thy bcft confideraiion check

This hideous raftincfs, anfwer my life, my judgement

:

Thy youngeft Daughter do's not love thee Icaft,

Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds

Reverbe no hollownefs.

Lear. Kent^ on my life no more.

Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn
To wage againft thine enemies, ne're fear to lofe it,

Thy fafety being motive.

Z,Mr. Out ofmy fight.

Kent. See htittxLear, and let me ftiU remain
The true blank of thine eye.

Lear, Now by Apollo.

Kent. Now by yipollo^Klng

Thou fwear'ft thy gods in vain.

Lear. O Vaffal « Mifcreanr.

Ail>, Corn. Dear Sir forbear.

Kent. Kill thy Phyfician, and thy fee beftow

Upon the foul difeafe, revoke the gift.

Or whil'ft I can vent clamour from my throat.

Fie tell thee thou do'ft evil.

Lwr.Hear me rccreant,on thine allegeance hear me j

That thou haft fought to make us break our vowes.

Which we duift never yet ; and with ftrain'd pride.

To come betwixt our fentence,and our power.

Which, nor our nature, nor our place can bear ;

Our potency made good, rake thy reward.

Five dayes we do allot thee for provifion.

To ftiield thee from difafters of the world.

And on the fixt to turn thy hated back

Upon our Kingdome ; if the tenth day following,

Thy banifht trunk be found in our Dominions,

The moment is thy deatli, away. By Jupiter

This ftiall not be revok'd.

Kent. Fare thee well King, fith thus thou wilt appear,

Freedome lives hence, and baniftiment is here j

The gods to their dear ftieltertake thee Maid,

That juftly think'ft, and haft moft rightly faid

:

And your large fpeeches may your deeds approve.

That good eftech may fpring from words of love

:

Thus Kent^O Princes , bids you all adieu.

He'll fliapc his old courfe in a Countrey new. Exk,

Enter Ciofter with France^ aniBHrgHxiy
Attendants.

Cor. Here's France and Burgundy ^ my Noble Lord.
Lear. My Lord of Burgundjr,

We firftaddrefs toward you,who with this King
Hath rivall'd for our Daughter ; what in the leaft

Will you require in prefent Dower with her.

Or ceafe your queft of Love ?

Bur. Moft Royal Majefty,

I crave no more then what your Higncfs oflFcr'd

Nor will you tender lefs ?

Lear. Right Noble 5«r^«»(/j',

When ftie was dear to us, we held her fo,

But now her price is fairn:Sir,there ftie ftands,

If ought within that little feeming fubftance,

Or all of it with our difpleafure piec'd.

And nothing more may fitly like your Grace ,

Shee's there, and ftie is yours.

Bur. I know no anfwer.

Lear. Will you with thofe infirmities ftic owes,

Unfriended, new adopted to our hate,

Dowr'd with our curfe, and ftranger'd with our oath.

Take leave, or leave her.

Bur. Par-
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Bur. Pardon me Royal Sir,

Eleftion makes not up in fuch conditions.

LcAr. Then leave her,Sir,for by the power tliat made

1 tell you all her wealth. For you great King, (me,

I would not from your love make fuch a ftray.

To match you where I bate, therefore befeech you

T'avert your liking a more worthier way.

Then on a wretch whom Nature is afliam'd

Almoft t'acknowlcd^e hers.

Fra. This is mofi ft range,

Thar ihc who even but now, was your bcft objeft,

The argument of your praife , balm of your age,

The bcrt, the dcareft, mould in this trice of time

Commit a thing fo nionftrous, to difmantlc

So many folds of favour : fure her offence

Muft be of fuch unnatural degree,

Thntmonfters it: Or your forc-voucht afFeftion

Fall into Taint ; which to believe of her

Mul^ be a faith, that reafon without miracle

Should never plant in in nw.

Or. I yet bcfccch your Majcfty,

If for I want that glib and oylie Art,

To fpcak and purpofe not, fince what I will intend,

lie do't before Ifpeak, that you make known
It is no vicious blot, murthcr, or foulnefs.

No unchalte a£lion,or dilhonourcd ftep

That hach depri v'd me of your Grace and favour.

Bat even for want of that, for which I am richer,

A ftill folicitins eye, and fuch a tongue.

That I am gla3 I have not, though not tohavcit.

Hath loft me in your liking.

Lear. Better thou had 'ft

Not been born, then not t'have pleas'd me better.

Fra. Is it but this f A tardincfs in nature.

Which often leaves the hiftory unfpoke

That it intends to do ; my Lord of BurguHij,

What fay you co the Lady ? Love's not love

When it is mingled with regards, that (lands

Aloof from th'intirc point, will you have her?

She is her felf a Dowry.
Bur. Royal King,

Give but that portion which your fcif propos'd.

And here I take Cordeltahy the hand,

Dutchcfsof Burgptttdy.

Lear. Nothing, 1 havefworn, I am firm.

Bur. I am foiTy then you have folofi a father.

That you muft loofe a Husband.

Cor. Peace be with Bnrgund^y

Since that refpeft and fortunes are his love,

I ftiallnotbehiswife.

Fra. Faireft Cfrdella, that art moft rich being poor,

Moft choice forfaken, and moft lov'd defpis'd,

Theeaiuj thy Virtues here I feizc upon.

Be it lawfull I take up what's caft away,

Gods
, gods ! 'Tis ftrange, that from their cold'ft negleft

My lovefhould kindle toenflam'd refpefl.

Thy dowrclefs Daughter, King , thrown to my chance.

Is Queen of us, of ours, and our hir France :

Not all the Dukes of watrifti Burgnndjiy

Can buy this impriz'd precious Maid of me.

Bid them farfwell.Carrff/M, though unkind.

Thou loofcft here a better where to find.

Lear. Thou haft her France^ let her be thine , for wc

Have no fuch Daughter, nor fliall ever fee

That face of her's again, therefore be gone.

Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon

:

Exeunt.Come Noble Burgundy. flourifh.

Fra. Bid farewell to your Sifters.

Cor. The Jewels of our father, withwafli'd eyes
Cordefia leaves you, I know you what you arc -

And like a Sifter am moft loth to call

Yoor faults as they are named. Love well our Father

:

To your profcfTed bofomes I commit him.
But yet alas, ftood I wichin his Grace,
I would prefer him to a better place,

So farewell to you both,

Reg. Prcfcribc no: us our duty.

^OH. Let your ftudy

Be to content your Lord, who hath rcceiv'd you.
At fortunes almes, you have obedience fcantcd.

And well are worth the want that you have wanted.
Cor. Time (hail unfold what plighted cunning hides.

Who covers faults, at laft with fhame derides.

Well may you profpcr.

'r^.Come my fair Cordelia. Exeunt France (^ Cor.
Gen. Sifter , it is not little I have to fay,

Of what moft nearly appertains to us both,
I think our father will hence to night. (with u$.

Reg. That's moft certain, and with you : next monech
Gon. You fee how full ofchanges his age is , the obfcr-

vation we have made of it hath been little : he alwayes
lov'd our Sifter moft , and with what poor judiicmcnt he
hath now caft her off, appears too toogroffely,

"

Reg. Tis the infirmity of his agc,yeche h«th ever but
flenderly known himfclf.

Gon. Thebeftand foundeft of his time hath been but
rafh, (hen muft we look ftom his age ^to receive rot alone
the impcrfeclions of long cngrafFtd condition , but :herc-
vyithall the unruly waywarchiefs , that infirm and cholc-
rick years bring with them.

Reg. Such unconftant ftarts arc we like to have from
him, as this of Kent's baniftiment.

Gon. There is further complement of Icavc-taklno be-
tween France and him, pray you let us fit together ,ff our
father carry authority with fuch difpofition as he bcares
this laft furrender ofhis will but offend us.

Reg. We ftiallfunher think of it.

Gon.We muft do fomething, and i'th'hcat. Exeunt.

Enter Baflari.

Baft. Thou Nature art my Goddefs, to thy Law
My ferviccs are bound, wherefore fliould I

Stand in the plague of cuftome, and permit,

The curiofity of Nations, to deprive me ?

For that I am fome twelve, or fourteen Moonfhines

Lag of a brother ? Why Baftard ? Wherefore bafe f

When my DimenfionS are as well compa(ft,

My mind as generous, and my ftiapc as true

As honeft Madam's iffue ? Why brand they us

With Bafe ? With bafcnefs Baftatdy f Bafe, Bjfe ?

Who in the lufty fteakh of Nature, take

More compofition, and fierce quality.

Then doth within a dull ftale tyred bed

Go the creating a whole tribe of Fops

Got 'tween a flcep, and vN'ake ? Well then.

Legitimate Edgary I muft have your land.

Our Father's love, is to the Baftard Edmund^
As to ih'Icgitimate : fine word : Legitimate.

T t c Well

i
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Well, my Lcgiiimate, if this Letter fpeed.

And my invention thrive, Edmund the bafe

Shall to th'Legit mate : 1 grow, 1 profper

:

Now godsjftand up for Baftards,

Enter CloHcefier,

Glo. Kent banilTi'd thus? and France in choler parted?

And the King gone to night ? Prefcrib'd his power,

Confin'd to exhibition ? All this gone

Upon the gad? £r/«»«W,hownow? what newes?

Bafl. So pleafe your Loxdfhip, none.

Glo. Why fo earneftly feck you to put up that Letter ?

Bafl, 1 know no news, my Lord.

Glo. What Paper were you reading ?

Befi. Nothing my Lord.

Glo, No? what needed then that terrible difpatch of

it into your Pocket ? the quality of nothing , hath not

fuch need to hide it fclf. Let's fee : come , if i: be no-

thing, I rhall not need Speftacles.

Ball. I befeech you Sir, pardon me; it is a Letter from

my Brother, that I have not alio' re-read ;and forfo much

as I have perus'd, 1 find it not fit for your o're-looking.

Glo. Give me the Letter, Sir.

Bafi. 1 (hall offend, either to detain, or give ic

:

The Contents, as in part lunderftand them.

Are to blame.

Glo, Let's fee, let's fee.

Baji. I hope for my brother's juflification > he wrote

this but as an eflay, or tafte of my Virtue.

GloH, reads. This poftcj^ and reverence of -^ge., raakes

the vforld hitter to heft of our times : k/eps our Fortunes

from ut , 'till our oldnej! cannot rellifh them. I begin tofind

an idle andfond bondage , tn the oppreffion ofaged tyran-

ny^ who fwayes not as it hath pa-ittr , but a4 \t isfufferd.

Come to me^that of this I majfpeak^more.If our Father

Tvou/dfteep tllllwak^d him , joufhould enjoy half his Re-

venue for ever^c^ live the beloved of your brother. Edgar.

Hum pConfpi racy ? Sleep 'till I wake him, youfhould

enjoy half his Revenue : my Son Edgar^ had he a hand

to write this ? A heart and brain to breed ii in? When
came this to you ? who brought it ?

JBaft, It was not brought me , my Lord ; there's the

cunning of it. 1 found it thrown in at the Cafement of

my Cloflct,

Glo. You know the charafter to be your Brother's ?

Bail. If the matter were good my Lord,l durft fwear

it were his : but in refpedl of that , I would fain think it

were not.

Glo. It is his,

£ajt. It is his hand, my Lord : I hope his heart is not

in the Contents.

Glo. Has he never before founded you in this bufinefs ?

SaFt. Never my Lord. But I have heard him oft main-

tain it to be fit , that Sonncs at perfeft age , and Fathers

dedin'd , the Father fhould be as Ward to the Son , and
the Son manage his Revenue.

Glo. OVillain, villain: his very opinion in the Letter.

Abhorred Villain , unnatural , detefted, bruiti/h Villain

;

worfe then bruitilh : Go firrah , feek him : Tie appre-

hend him. Abhominable Villain, where is he ?

Baft. I do not well know, my Lord ; if it ftiall pleafe

you to fufpend your indignation againft my brother, 'till

you can derive from him better teftimony of his intent,

youfhould run a certain courfe : where, if you violently

proceed againft him,mift3king his purpofe, it would make
a great gap in your honour, and fhake in pieces the heart

of his obedience. I dare pawn down my life for him, that

he hath writ this to feel my affc6lion to your honour,and
to no other pretence of danger.

Glo. Think you fo ?

Baft. If your honour judge it meet , I will place you
where ydii fhall hear us confer this , and by an Auricular

aflurance ha.ve your fatisfaiStion , and that without any
further delay, then this very Evening.

Glo. He cannot be fuch a Monfter. £</«;«W feek him
out :wind me into him , I pray you : frame the Bufinefs

after your own wifdomc. I would unftatc my felf, to be

in a duerefolution.

Baft. Iwill feek him, Sir,prefently : convey the bufi-

nefs as I fliall find means, and acquaint you withall.

Glo, Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sun and Moon portend
no good to us : though the wifdome of Nature can rea-

fon it thus, and thus , yet Nature finds i: felf fcourg'd by
the fequent effeits. Love cools , Friendlliip falls off.

Brothers divide. In Cities, mutinies ; in Countries, dif-

cord : in Palaces, Treafort ; and the Bond crack'd,'twixt

Son and Father. This Villain of mine comes under the

prediftion: there's Son againft Father,the King falls from
byas ofNature , there's Father againft Child. We have
feen the beft of our time. Machinations , hollownefs

,

treachery, and all ruinous diforders follow us difquictly

to our Graves. Find out this Villain ,£</«*»»</, it (halllofe

theenothing,do it carefully:& the Noble and true-hearted

Kent hznifh'd ; his ofFence, honcfty. 'Tisftrangc.£A:/r.

Baft. This is the excellent foppery ofthe world, that

when we are fick in fortune , often the furfcts of our own
behaviour, we make guilty of our difafters ,the Sun , the

Moon, and Starres , as ifwe were Villains on neceffity,

Fools by heavenly compulfion , Knaves, Thieves , and
Treachers by Spherical predominance, Drunkards, Lyars,

and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedience of Planetary

influence; and all that we arc evil in , by a divine

thrufting on. An admirable evafion of Whore-maftcr-
man, to lay his Goatifti difpofition on the charge of a

Star, My father componndea with my mother under the

Dragon's tail , and my Nativity was under Urfa major.,

fothat it follows, I am rough and Lecherous. I ftioiild have

bin that I am, had the Maidenlieft Star in the Firma-
ment twincklcd on my Baftardizing.

Enter Edgar.

Pat : he comes like the Cataftiophe of the old Comedy

:

my Cue is villanous Melancholy , with a figh like Tiw
o Bedlam O thefe Eclipfes do portend thefe divi-

fions : Fa, Sol, La, Me.
Edg. How now, brother Edmund , what fcrious con-

templation are you in ?

Baft, I am thinking, brother, of a Predi(ftion I read

this other day, what fJTOuld follow thefe Eclipfes.

Edg. Do you bufie your felf with that f

Baft. 1 promife, the efFe<5l$ he writes of,fuccecd un-
happily.

When faw you my Father laft >

Edg. The night gone by.

5<5ff. Spake you with him?
Edg. I, two hours together.

Ba/l; Parted you in good terms ? Found you no dif-

pleafurein him, by word, nor countenance ?

Edg. None at all.

JSa/f. Bethink your felf wherein you have offended

him : and at my entreaty forbear his prefencc , until

fome little time hath qualified the heat of his difpleafure,

which at this inftant fo rageth in him , that with the mif-

chicf
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<^hicf of your perfon, it would fcarcely allay.

Edg. Some Viltain hath done mc wrong.

Edm. Thacs my fear , I pray you have a continent

forbearance till the fpeed of his ragegocs flower: and as

I fay, retire with me to my lodging , from whence I Aill

fitly bring you to hear my Lord fpeak : pray ye go,there s

my key : if you do flir abroad, go arm'd.

Edg. Arm'd, Brother ?

Edm. Brother, I advife you to the beft, 1 am no honeft

man, if there be any good meaning toward you : I have

told you what I have (een,and heard : But faintly. No-

thing like the image, and horrour of it, pray you away.

Edg. Shall 1 hear from you anon? Exit,

Edm. I do ferve you in this bufinefs

:

A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble,

Whofe nature is fo far from doing harms,

That he fufpcfts none : on whofe foolilh honefty

My praftiles ride eafic : I fee the bufineft.

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit.

All with mc's meet, that I can fafliion fit. Exit.

Scena Tenia,

Enter Gonerill, and Steward.

goH. Did my Father ftrike my Gentleman for chiding

of his fool ?

Stew. I. Madam.
Gon. By day and night , he wrongs mcj every hour

He flalhes into one grofs crime , or other.

That fets us all at oddes : Tie not endure it

;

His Knights grow riotous, and himfelf upbraids us

On every trifle. When he returns from hunting,

I will not fpeak \Afith him, fay I am fick,

If you come flack of former fervices

You fliall do well , the fault of it Tie anfwer.

Stew. He's coming, Madam , I hear him.

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleafe.

You and your Fellows : I'd have it come to quettion;

If hediftatte iti let him to my Sifter,

Whofe mind and mine I know in that are one,

Remember what I have faid.

Stew. Well Madam,
Gon. And let his Knights have colder looks among

you : what growes of it no matter , advife your fellows

fo , I'le write ftraight to my Sitter to hold my courfc :

prepare for dinner.

Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Kent.

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow,

That can my fpeech defufe, my good intent

May carry tnrough it felf to that full ifluc

For which I rais'd my likenefs. Nowbaniflit Kent

If thou canft ferve where thou doft ftand condemn'd.

So may it come, thy Matter whom thou lov'ft.

Shall find thee full of laboun.
1

Homes within. Enter Lear and Attendantt.

Lear. Let me not flay a jot for dinner
,
go get it rea.

dy : how now, what art thou ?

Kent, A man, Sir.

Lear. What doft thou profcfj ? what would'ft thou

with us ?

Kent. I do profcfs to be no lefs then I feem ; to ferv

him truly that will put me in truft , to love him that ij

honeft, to converfc with him that is wife and Ca/es lit.

fie, to fear judgement, to fight when I cannot chufc , and
to eat no fifti.

Lear. What art thou ?

Kent, A very honeft hearted Fellow , and as poor as1

the King, J

Lear. If thoU be'ft as poor for a Subjeft, as he's for a
\

King, thou art poor enough. What would'ft thou f
Kent. Service.

Lear, Whom would'ft thou ferve ?

Kent. You.

Lear. Do'ft thou know me, fellow ?

Kent. No Sir,but you have that in your couptenance,
which I would fain call Maftcr.

Lear. What's that?

Kent. Authority.

Lear. What fervices canft thou do ?

Kent. I can keep honeft counfcis , ride, run ,marre a

curious tale in telling it , and deliver a plain meflage

bluntly : that which ordinary men arc fit for , I am qua-

lified in, and the bcft of mc, is Diligence.

Lear. How old art thou ?

Kent, liot fo young. Sir, to love a woman for finging,

nor fo old to doat on her for any thing. I have years on
rtiy back fourty eight.

Lear. Follow me, thou ftialt ferve mc,if I like thee no
worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner
ho, dinner, whcre's my knave ? my fool ? go you and call

my fool hither.You, you. Sirrah , wherc's my Daughter .'

Enter Steward.

Stew. So pleafe you —

—

Sxlt.

Lear, What faycs the fellow there ? Call the Clot-

pole back : where's my Fool ? Ho, I think the world's a-

flcep, how now ? wherc's that Mungrel ?

Knlgh. Hefayes.my Lord, your Danghtct is not well.

tear. Why came not the flave back to mc when I

cairdhim?

Knlgh. Sir, he anfwered in the roundcft manner, he

would not.

Lear. He would not ?

Knlgh. My Lord, I know not what the matter is , but

CO my judgement your highnefs is not cntertain'd with

chat Ceremonious affeftion as you were wont , there's a

great abatement of kindnefs appears as well in thegene-

al dependants , as in the Duke himfelf alfo , and your

Daughter.

Lear. Ha ? fay'ft thou fo ?

Knlgh. I befccch you pardon me, my Lord , if I be

mittaken , for my duty cannot be filent , when I tliink

your highnefs is wrong'd.

Lear. Thou but remembreft me of my own Conce-

ption , I have perceived a moft faint neglcft of late,

which I have rather blamed as mineown jealous curiofity,

then as a very pretence and purpofeof unkindnefs; I will

look further into't : but wherc's my FocJ ? I have not

fcen him this two dayes.

Knight, Since my young Ladies going into France^

Ttt a Sir,
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sir, the fool hath much pined away.

Le»r. Nomoreof chat, I have noted ic well ;
go you

and cell my Daughter , I would fpeak with her. Go you

call hither my Fool; Oh you Sir, come you hither Sir,

who am 1 Sir ?

Enter Str»4rd.

Stew. My Ladies Father.

Lear. My Ladies Fatherf my Lords knave, you whor-

fon dog, you (lave, you currc.

Stew. I am none of tbcic, my Lord,

I bcrcech your pardon,

Le^r, Do you bandy looks with me, you Rafcal ?

Stero. rie notbcftrucken, my Lord.

Kent. Nor tript neither, you bafe Fool-ball Player.

Lear. I thank thee , fellow.

Thou ferv'ft me, and Tie love thee,

Kent.Comt fu, arife* away. Tie teach you differences:

a-way, away, if you will meafure your lubbers length a>-

gain, tarry, but avway, go to, have you wifdome, fo.

Lear. Now my friendly knave I thank thee, there's

earned of thy feryice.

Enter Fool.

Fool. Let me hire him too, here's my Coxcomb.

Lear, How now my pretty knave, how doft thou ?

Fool, Sirrah, you were belt take my Coxcomb.

Kent. Why, my Boy ?

Foel.Why ? for taking one's part that'* out of favour

;

nay ,anH th'oucanft not fmile as the wind fits, thou'lt

catch cold ihortly , there take my Coxcomb; why this

fellow has banllh'd two on's daughters , and did the third

a blelTmg againft his will ; jf chou follow him, chou mu(t

needs wear my Coxcomb. How now Nunkle ? would I

had two Coxcombs, and two Daughters.

Lear, Why, my Boy?
Fool. If 1 give tnem all my living, I'ld keep my Cox-

comb my felf , there's mine , beg another of thy Daugh.

ters.

Lear. Take heed,Sirrah, the whip.

Fool. Truth's a dog muft to kennel, he oiuft be

whipt out , when the Lady Brach may (land by th'fire

and ftink.

L^ar. A peftilent gall to mc.

Ffol. Sirra, Me teach thee a fpeech.

Lear. Doe,

Fool. Mark it Nunclc ?

Have more then thou {howeft.

Speak lefs-then thou knoweft,

Lend lefs then thou oweft.

Ride more then thougoeft,

Learn more then thou trowcllt.

Set lefs then thou ihroweft :

Leave thy drink and thy whore.

And keep in dore.

And thou fhalt have more.

Then two tens to a fcore.

Kent. This is nothing, fool.

Foal. Then 'tis like the breath ofan unfee'd Lawyer,

you give me nothing for't , can you make no ufe of no-

thing, Nunde ?

Lear. Why no. Boy,

Nothing can be made out of nothing.

Fool. Prythec tell him, fo much the rent of his Land

comes to , he will not believe a Fool.

Lear. A bitter Fool.

Fool. Doft thou know the difference , my Boy , be-

tween a bitter FooJ» and a fwect one ?

I

Lear, No Lad ; teach mc.

Fool. Nuncie, give mc an egg , and I'lc give thee two
Crowns,

Lear. What two Crowns (Iiall they be?
Fool. Why after I have cut the egg i'th'middJc and

eat up the meat ,the two Crowns of the egg : when thou
clovclt thy Crown i'ch'middlc, and gav'ft aVvay both
parts , thou boar'rt thine Afson thy back o're the dire

,

thou had'rt little wit in thy bald crown, when thougav'(l

thy golden one away : if 1 fpeak like my felf in this , lee

him be whipt that firft finds it fo.

Fools had ne're le^ grace \n a jear^

For wifemen are grown foppifljy

ylnd kjtoto not how their wits to wear^

Their manners arefo apifb.

Lear,W\\m were you wont to be fo full of Songs, firra?

Fool. 1 have ufed it Nuncie , e're fince thou mad'ft thy
Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gav'flthem the

rod,andput'rt down thine own breeches,tben they

Forfudden joy did weep^

t/fnd I forforrowfung^

That fuch a King fhouldplay ho-peepy

Andgo the Fools among.
Prythee Nuncie keep a School-Mafter that can teach thy
Fool to lye^ 1 would fain karn to lye.

Lear. And you lye, firrah, we'll have you wliipt.

Fool. 1 marvel what kin thou and thy daughters are r

they'll have me whipt for fpcaking true: thou Ji have mc
whipt for lying,and fomctiraes I am whipt , for holding
my peace. I had rather be any kind o'thing then a fool,

and yet I would not be thee, Nuncie; thou haft pared thy
wit o'hoth fides, and left nothing i'th'roiddlc ; here comes
one o'che parings.

Enter Gonerlll.

Lear. How now Daughter ? what makes that Frontlet

on ? You arc too much of late i'ch frown.

Fool. Thou waft a pretty fellow when thou had'ft no
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O with-

out a figure, I am better then thou art now , I am a fool,

thou art nothing. Yes forfooth 1 will bold my tongue , fo

your face bids me, though you fay nothing.

Mum^ mum, he that k/eps nor crufi^ nor cr*w,

Pf^eary ofaU, fhaRwant fome. That's a Oieal'd Pefcod.

Gon. Not oncly, Sir^tbis, your all-licenc'd Fool,

But other of your infolent retinue

Do hourly Carp and Q^iarrel, breaking forth

In rank, (and not to be endured) riots. Sir.

J had thought by making this well known unto you.

To have found a fafc rcdrefs, but now grow fcatfull

By what your felf too late have fpoke and done.

That you proteft this courfe, and put it on
By your allowance, which if you fhould, the fault

Would not fcape cenfurc, nor the redrefics fleep,

Which in the tender of a wholefome weal,

Might in their working do you that offence.

Which elfe were fhame, that then neceflity

Will call difcreet proceeding.

Fool. For you know , Nuncie , the Hedge-Sparrow

fed the Cuckooe fo long,that it had it's head bit off by it'>

young , fo out went the Candle , and we were left dark-

ling.

Lear. Are you our Daughter ?

Gen.l would you would make ufe of your good wifdome, I

(Whereof I know you are fraught) and put av.ay

Thefe difpofitions, which of lace tranfport y©u

From what you lightly are.
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tool. May not an Af$ know , when ihc Care draws

the Horfc ?

Whoop Jug I love thee.

Lear. Do's any here know me ?

This is noc Lear :

Do's Lear walk thus ? Speak thus ? Where arc his eyes ?

Either his Notion weakens, hisDifcernings

AreLethargied, Hal Waking ? 'Tis notfo ;

Who is it that can tell me who I am ?

Fooi. Lear's fhadow,

Lear. Your name, fair Gentlewoman ?

' Gon. This admiration. Sir, is much o'th'Cavour

Of other your new pranks, 1 do befeech you

To underftand my purpofci aright

:

As you arc Old, and Reverend , fliould be Wife.

Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires,

Men fo diforder'd ,fo debolh'd, and bold,

That this our Court infc6led, with their manners,

Shews like a riotous Inne ; Epicurifme and Luft

Makes it more like a Tavern, or a Brothel!,

Then a grac'd Palace. The fhamc it fclf doth fpeak

For inftant remedy. Be then defir'd,

By her that clfc will take the thing flic begs,

A little todifquantity your Train,

And the remainders that fliall ftill depend,

To be fuch men as may befort your Age,

Which know themfelvcs, and you.

Le^ir. Darkncfs, and Devils,

Saddle my hoifes : call my Train together.

Degenerate Baftard, Tie not trouble thee ;

Yet have Ilefca Daughter.

Gtt». You (hike my people , and your diforder'd rab-

ble, make fervancs of their Betters,

Enter Albany,

Lear. Woe, that too late repents

:

Is it your will, fpeak. Sir .? Prepare my Horfes,

Ingratitude ! thou Marble-hearted Fiend,

More hideous when thou Ihcw'It thee in a Child,

Then the Sea-monfter.

Alb. Pray, Sir, be patient.

Lear. Detcftcd Kite, thou lyeft.

My Tiain are men ofchoice, and rareft pans.

That all particulars of duty know.

And in the moft exaft regard, fupport

Their worliiips of their name, O moft fmall fault,

How ugly did'rt thou in Cordelia (hew ?

Which like an Engine , wrencht my frame of Nature

From the fixt place : drew from my heart all love.

And added to the gall. O Uar., Lear^ Lear!

Beat at this gate that let thy Folly in,

And thy dear Judgement out. Go, go, my people.

Alb. My Lord, 1 am guililcfs, as I am ignorant

Of what hath moved you.

Lear, It may be I'o, my Lord,

Hear Nature, hear dear Goddefs,hear :

Sufpend thy purpofc, if thou did'ft intend

To make this Creature fruitfull

:

Into her Womb convey fterility.

Dry up in her the Organs of increafe,

And from her derogate body, never fpring

A Babe to honour her. If (he muft teem.

Create her Child of Spleen , that it may live

And be a thwart, difnatur'd torment to her.

Let it ftamp wnncklcs in her browofyourh.

With cadent Tcares fret Channels in her Checks,

Exit.

Turn all her Mother's pains, and benefits

To laughter, and contempt : That flic may feel,

How (harper then a Serpent's tooth it is,

To have a thanklefs ChiW. Away, away.
Alb. Now gods that we adore.

Whereof comes this ?

GoH. Never afflift your felf to know of it:

But let his difpofltion have that fcope

As dotage gives it.

Enter Lear.

Lear. What fifty of my followers at a clap?

Within a fortnight ?

tAlb. What s the matter. Sir /

Lear. I'le tell thee :

Life and death, I am afham'd

That thou haft power tofliake my manhood thus.

That thefe hot tears, which break from mc perforce.

Should make thee worth them,

Blafts and Foggs upon thee :

Th'untentcd wounaings of a Father's curfc

Pierce every fenfe about thee. Old fond eyes,

Bewcep thee once again, I'le pluck ye out,

And caft you with the waters that you lofe

To temper Clay. Ha ? Let it be fo.

I have another daughter,

Who I am fure is kind and comfortable

:

When flie fliall hear this of thee, with her nails

She'll flea thy Wolvifli vifage. Thou flialt find.

That I'le refume thefliapc which thou doft think

I have caft off for ever.

Gon. Do you mark that ?

Alb. Icannotbc fopartial, GoHeriU^

To the great love I bear you.

Gon. Pray you content. WhatO/w/i/i/hoa?

You Sir, more Knave then Fool, after your Mafter.

Fool, Nundc Lear, Nunde Lear^

Tarry , take the Fool with thee :

A Fox, when one has caught her,

And fuch a dauphtcr,

Should fure to the flaughtcr.

If my Cap would buy a Halter,

So the Fool follows after. Exit.

Gon. This man hath had good counlel,

A hundred Knights ?

'Tis politick, and fafe to let him keep

At point a hundred Knights : yes, that on every dream,

Each, buz, each fancy, each complaint, diflike,

Hemayenguird his dotage with their power?.

And hold our lives in mercy. Ofi*aldyl fay.

Alb. Well, you may fear too far

;

Gon. Safer then truft too far ;

Let n)e ftill take away the hamis I fear.

Not fear ftill to be taken. 1 know his heart.

What he hath utter'd, 1 have writ my fitter :

If flie'll fuftain him,and his huudrcd Knights

When I have fliew'd th'unfitncfs.

Enter Steward.

How now Ofvtatd f

What have you writ that letter to my Sifter ?

Srew. I, Madam.
Gon. Take yon fome company, and away to hotfe

j

Inform her full of my particular fear,

And thereto add fuch reafons of your own.

As may compaiSl it more. Get you gone

,

Ttt 3 And
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And hatten your return ; no , no, my Lord,

This milky gentlenefs , and Courle of yours

Though I condemn noc, yet under pardon

You arc much more at task for want of wifedome,

Then prais'd for harmfull mildnefs.

ayfll>. How far your eyes may pierce I cannot tell

;

Striving to better, oft we marre what's well.

Go>t. Nay then

^/If. Well, well, the'vent. Exeunt.

Seem Quinta.

Enter Leary Kent, GeHtlematiy and Fool.

Lear. Go you before to Glofier with thefe LcttCK

;

acquaint my daughter no further with any thin^ you

know , then comes from her demand out of the Letter,

if your diligence bcnotfpecdy , I (hall be there afore

you.

Kent. I will not fleep, my Lord , till I have delivered

your Letter. Exit.

Tool, If a man's brains were in his heels, wert not in

danger of kibes ?

Lear. I, boy.

Fool. Then 1 prythee be merry, thy wit (liall not go

flip-fhod.

Lear. Ha, ha , ha.

Fool. Shalt fee thy other Daughter will ufe thee kind-

ly, for though iTie's as like this , as a Crab's like an Ap-
ple, yet I can tell what lean tell.

Lear. What canft lell i Boy ?

Fool. She will tafte as like this , as a Crab do's to a

Crab : canft thou tell why ones Nofe ftands i'th'middle

on's face ?

Lear. No.
Fool. Why to keep ones eyes of cither fide's nofe,that

what a man cannot fmell out, he may fpy into.

Lear. I did her wrong.

Fool. Canft tell how an Oyfter makes his (hell ?

Lear. No.
Fool. Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a Snail has

a houfe.

Lear. Why ?

Fool. Why to put's head in , not to give it away to his

daughters, and leave his homes without a cafe.

Lear. I will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father ? Be

my horfcs ready ?

Fool. Thy Affes are gone about'cm j the reafon why
the Seven flaires are no moe then feven,is a pretty reafon,

Lf^ir. Becaufe they are not eight.

Fool. Yes indeed,thou would'ft make a good fool.

Lear. To tak't again perforce ? Monfter ingratitude /

Fool. If you were my fool , Nundc , Il'd have thee

beaten for being old before thy time.

Lear. How's that ?

Fool. Thou (hould'ft not have bin old , till thou had'ft

bin vwfe.

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad fweet heaven :

keep mc in temper , I would not be mad. How now, are

thehorfes ready ?

Gent, Ready , my Lord.

Lear, Come Boy.

Foe/.She that's a Maid now,arid laughs at my departure,

Shall not be a Maid long , unlefs things be cut flnorter.

Exeunt.

(i^Eim Secundus, Scena Trima.

Enter Bafiardy and Curany(everaUj.

Batl. Save thee, Cttran.

Cur, And you,Sir, I have bin

With your Father, and given him notice

That the Duke of CornwalI,and Regan\(\% Dutchefs

Will be here with him this night.

Ball. How comes that ?

Cur, Nay I know not, you have heard ofthe news a-

broad , I mean the whifper'd ones , for they are yet but

ear-kilTing arguments.

Bafl. Not I : pray you what are they ?

Cur. Have you heard ofno likely Warres toward,

'Twixt the Dukes ofCornwall and Albany ?

Bafi, Not a word

.

Cur, You may do then in time.

Fare you well, Sir. "Exit,

Bafi. The Duke be here tonight ? the better beft.

This weaves it felf perforce into my bufinefs.

My father hath fet guard to take my brother.

And I have one thmg of a queazie queftion

Which I muft aft, bnefnefs, and Fortune yvork.

Snter Edgar.

Brother, a word, dcfcend ; brother I fay,

My father watches ; O Sir, flyc this place.

Intelligence is given where you arc hid

;

You have now the good advantage of the night.

Have you not fpoken 'gainft the Duke of Cornwall {

He's coming hither, now i'th'night, i'th'hafte.

And %egan with him, have you nothing faid

Upon his party 'gainft the Duke ofAlbany ?

Advife your felf.

Sdg. I am fure on't, not a word.

B^. I hear my father coming, pardon me :

In cunning , I muft draw my Sword upon you r

Draw, feem to defend your felf.

Now quit you well.

Yield, come before my father, light hoa, here,

Flye Brother, Torches, fo farewell

,

Exit Edgar.

Some bloud drawn on me w^uld beget opinion

Of my more fierce endeavour. I have feen drurJcards

Do more then this in fport j Father, father.

Stop, ftop, no help .?

Enter glofiery and Servants vthh Torches.

Glo. Now Edmund, where's the villain ?

Bafi. Here flood he in the dark , his (harp Sword out.

Mumbling of wicked Charms, conjuring the Moon
Toftand his aufpicious Miftrefs.

Glo. But where is he?

B.ift. Look, Sir, I bleed.

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund >

BaB.Vkd this way,Sir,when by no means he could—
Glo. Purfuehim,ho : go after. By no means, what f

Bafi. Perfwade me to murtherof your Lordfliip,

But
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Hut chat 1 told him the revenging gods,

'Gainft Parricides did all the thunder bend,

Spoke with how manifold, and ftronga Bond

The Child was bound totb' Father, Sir, in fine,

Seeing how lothiy oppoficci ftood

To his unnatural purpofe, in fell motion

With his prepared Sword , he charges home

My unpiovided body, latch'd mine armc :

And wnen hefaw my bctt alarum'd fpirits

Bold in tlie quarrels right, rouz'd to th'cncounter,

Or whether gafted by the noife I made,

Full fuddenly he flcci.

Glofl. Let him flye far :

Not in this Land {hall he remain uncaught

And found ; difpatch,the Noble Duke my Mailer,

My worthy Avch and Patron comes to night,

By his authority I will proclaim it.

That he which finds him fhail deferve our thanks,

Bringing the murderous Coward to the (take

:

He that conceals him , death.

Bafi. When 1 diffwaded him from bis intent,

And found him pight to do it, withcurft fpcech

I thrcatncd to difcover him ; he replied.

Thou unpoflelTing BafUrd, doft thou think
,

If I would (land againft thee, would the repofal

Ofany truft, virtue ,or worth in thee

Make thy words faith'd ? No , what fliould I deny

(As this I would, though thou did'ft produce

My very Charader) I'ld turn it all

To thy fuggeltion, plot, and damned praftice

:

And thou muft make a dullard of the vvorld.

If they not thought the profits of my death

Were very pregnant and potential fpirits

To make thee feck it. Tnckft vrithin.

Glo, O lirange and faftncd Villain !

Would he deny his Letter, fa id he ?

Heaikjthe Duke's trumpets,! know not where he comes,

All Ports Tie bar, the villain fhall not fcape,

The Duke muft grant me that : befides, his picture

I will fend far and near, that all theKingdomc

May have due note of him, and of my land

,

(Loyal and natural Boy) I'le work the means

To make thcc capable.

Inter Cornwall ,
%t^M , ani -Attendants.

Corn. How now, my Noble friend, fince I came hither

(Which I can call butnov?) I have heard ftrangenefs.

7^. If it be true, all vengeance comes to rtiorc

Which can piirfue th'ofFcnder : how does my Lord .?

G/o. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, it'scrack'd.

Reg. What, did my Father's Godfon feek your life ?

He whom my father nam'd, your Edgat

:

Glo. O Lady, Lady, (hame would have it hid.

Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous Knights

That tended upon my father f

Glo. I fcnownotj.Madam, 'tis too bad, too bad.

Bitfl. Yes, Madam, he was of that confort.

Reg. No marvel then, though he vJerc ill-affc6led,

'Tistncy have put him on the old man's death,

To have th'expencc arwl vvaft of Revenues

;

I have this prcfent evening from my Sifter

Been well inform'd of them, and with fuch cautions,

That if they come to lojourn at my houff,

I'Je not be there.

Cor. Nor I, aflurc thee, RegMn >

Edmnnd, I hear that you havefliewn your Father
A Child-like Office.

Ba/l. It is my duty , Sir.

Glo. Hedid bewray his praftice, and receiv'd

This hurt you fee,ftriving to apprehend him.

Corn. Is he puifued ?

Glo. I, my good Lord.

Cor. If he be taken, he fhall never more
Be fcar'd of doing harm, make your own purpofr,

Howin my ftrcngthyou plcafe: as for you Edmund,
Whofc virtue and obedience doth this inftant

So mncli commend it felf, you (hall be ours.

Natures of fuch deep truft) we (hall much need:

You we firft feize on.

Sal}. I fhall fervc you. Sir, truly ,how ever clfe.

Glo, For him I thank your Grace.

Cor. You know not why we came to vifit you.
Reg. Thus out of feafonj thredding dark-ey'd nighr,

Occafions Noble Glofier of fome prize,

Wherein we muft have ufe of your advice.

Our Father he hath writ , fo hath our Sifter,

Of differences, which I beft thought it fit

To anfwer from our home : the feveral Mcflfengers

From hence attend difpatch, our good old friend

Lay comforts to your bofome, and beftow

Your needfull counfcl to our bufincfTesj

Which craves the inftant ufe.

Glo. I ferve you , Madam,
Your Graces are right vvtlcome.

Exeunt.

Scena Secunda,

i:

Enter Kent, and Stew^rdyfever/tllf.

Stev>. Good dawning to thee, friend,art of this houfc?

Kent. I.

Stew. Where may we fct ourhorfes ?

Kent. Ith'mirc.

Stew. Prythee if thou lov'ft me, tell me.

Kent, I love thee not.

Stew. Why then I care not for thee.

Kent.l£ I had thee in Llfshurj Pinfold, I would make
thee care for mc.

Stejf. Why doft thou ufe me thus.' I know thee no:.

Kent. Fellow, I know thee.

Stew. What doft thouknowme for ?

Kent. A Knave, a Rafcal, an eater of broken meats,

a bale, proud, ftiailow, beggarly, thie.fuited,hundted

pound,fiIthy wooftsd-ftockjng knave, a Lilfy.jivered,

a£tion-taking, whorefcn glal's-gazingjfupcr-ferviceable

finical Rogue, one-Trunk-inheritingflave, one that

would'ft be a Bavvd in way ofgood lervicc , and art no-
thing but the compfition of a Knave, Beggar .Coward,
Pandar, and the Son and Heir of a Mungri! Bitch , one
whom I will beat into clamorous whining,ifchou deny 'ft

the leaft fyllablc of thy addition.

Stew. Why , what a nionftrous fellow art thou , thus

£0 rail on one , that is neither known of thee , nor knows
thee?

Kent. What a brazen-fac'dVarlctart thou , to deny
thou knoweft frc? Is it two dayesfincel tript up thy

heels , and beat thee before the King ? Draw you rogue,

for
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for tlioiigh i: be night, yet the Moon (hines , Tie make a

fop o'ch'Moonfhine of you , you whorfon Cullcinly

Barbar-monger, draw.

SttTV. Away, 1 have nothing to do with thtfe.

Keur. Draw
,
you Rsfcal , you come with Letters a-

gainft the King , and take Vanity the puppet's part , a-

ga'inft the Royalty of her father: draw, you Rogue, or

Tie fo carbonado your ihanks , draw you Rafcal , come

your wayes.

Stew. Help, ho, murther, help.

Kent. Strike you Have : ftand rogue, ftand you neat

(lave , ftrike.

Stew. Help hoa, murther» murther.

Eitter B/^ardf ComwaSy Regatty Glofiery Servunt.

Baft. How now, what's the matter ? Part.

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you pleafe, oome,

ric flefli ye , come on young Mafter.

Clo. Weapons ? Armes ? what's thematter here ?

Corn. Keep peace upon your lives , he dyes that ftrikes

again, what is the matter ?

"R^g. The Meffengers from our Siller, and the King ?

Cor. What is your difference, fpcak ?

Stew. I am fcai cc in breath, my Lord,

Kent. No marvel, you have fo beftir'd your Valour,

you cowardly Rafcal , nature difdaims in thee : a Taylor

made thee.

Corn. Thou art a ftrange fellow, a Taylor make a man?
Ktnt. A Taylor, Sir; a Scone-cutter , or a Painter,

could not have made him fo ill , though they had bin but

two yearcs o'th'trade.

Cor. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel?

5/fw. The ancient Ruffian, SiT,whofc life I havcfpar'd

atfute of his gray beard.

Kent. Thou whorefon Zed , thou unnecefTary letter,

my Lord , if you will give me leave , I will tread this un-

boulted villain into morter , and daub the wall of a Jakes

with him, Sparc my gray-beard, you wag-tail ?

Cor. Peace, firrah.

You beaftly knave, know you no reverence .'

Kent. Yes, Sir, but anger hath a priviledge.

Cor. Why art thou angry ?

Kent. That fuch a flave as this fliould wear a Swordj

Who wears no honefty : fuch fmiling rogues as thefe,

Like Rats oft bite the holy cords a-twain.

Which art t'intrince, t'unloofe : fmooth every padion

That in the natures of their Lords rcbell

,

Being oil to fire, fnow to the colder moods.

Renege, affirm, and turn their Halcyon beaks

With every gale , and vary of their Mafters,

Knowing naught (like dogges) but following

:

A plague upon yourEpikptick vifage,

Smoile you my fpccches, as I were a fool ?

,

Goofe, if I had you upon Smrum plain

rid drive ye cackling home to Camelot.

Corn. What art thou mad, old fellow ?

Cloft. How fell you out, fay that ?

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy,

Then I, and fuch a knave.

Corn. Why doft thou call him Knave ?

What is his fault?

Kent. His countenance likes me not.

Cor. No more perchance do's mine, nor his, not hers.

Kent, Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain,

I have fccn better faces ih-my time.

Then ftands on any Ihoulder that 1 fee

Before me, at this inftant.

Corn. This is fome fellow.

Who having been prais'd for bluntnefs, doth afFe(5l

A I'awcy roughncfs, and conftrains the garb

QiJJte from his Nature. He cannoc flatter, he,

An honeft mind and plain, he muli fpeak truth.

And they will take it fo, if not, he's plain.

Thefe kind of Knaves I know, which in this plainncfs.

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends.

Then twenty filly-ducking obfervants,

That ftretch their duties nicely.

Kent. Sir, in good faith , in fincere verity.

Under th'allowancc of your great afpeft,

Whofe influence like the wreath of radiant fire

On flicking 'Phcelfus front.

Corn. What mean'ft by this?

Kent. To go out of my dialedt : which you difcom-

mend fo much ; I know , Sir, I am no flatterer , he that

beguil'd you in a plain accent , was a plain Knave , which
for my part I will not be, though I (hould win your dif-

pleafure to entreat me to't.

Corn. What was th'offencc you gave him?
Stew. I never gave him any:

It pleas'd the King his Mafter very late

To ftrike at me upon his mifconftruftion,

When hecompaft,8f flattering his difpleafure

Tripe me behind: being down, infulted,raii'd.

And put upon him fuch a deal of Man,
That worthied him, got praifcs of the King,
For him attempting, who was feif-fubdued.

And in the flefhment of this dead exploit,

Drew on me here again.

Kent. None of thefe Rogues, and Cowards
But ^jax is their fool.

^orn. Fetch forth the Slocks ?

You ftubborn ancient Knave, you reverent Braggart,

We'll teach you.

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn :

Call not your Stocks for me, I ferve the King

;

On whofe imployment 1 was (ent to you,

You fhall do fmall refpefts, ftiew too bold malice

Againft the Grace , and Perfon of my Mafter,

Stocking his Meflenger.

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks

;

As I have life and honour, there fliall he fit 'til! Noon.
Reg.'TWl noon f 'till night my Lord,and all night too.

Kent. Why Madam, if I were your Father's dog.

You fhould not ufe me fo,

Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will. Stockj brought out.

Corn. This is a fellow of the felf-fame colour,

Our Sifter fpeaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks.

Glo. Let me befcech your Grace, not to do fo.

The King his Mafter, needs muft take it ill

That he's fo flightly valued in his Meffenger,

Should have him thus reftrained.

Corn, rie anfwer that.

Reg. My Sifter may receive it much more wotfe,

To have her Gentleman abus'd, aff"aulted.

Corn. Come, my Lord, away. Exit.

Gle.l am forry for thee friend, 'tis the Dukes pleafure,

Whofe difpofition all the world wcU knows
Will not be rubb'd nor ftopt , Tie intreat for thee.

j;f».Pray do notjfir,! have watch'd and travel'd hard,

Some time I fhall fleep out, the reft Tie whiftlc

:

A good man's fortune may grow out at heels

:

Give
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Give you good morrow,

Glo, The Duke's to blame in this,

'Twill be ill taken, SxU.

Kent.Qoo^ King,thatmuft approve the common faw,

Thou out of heaven's benediftion com'ft

To the warm Sun.

Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe,

That by thy comfortable Beams I may

Pciufc this Letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles

Butmifevy. I know tis from Or</f/i«,

Who hath moft fortunately been inform'd

Of my obfcured courfe. And fliall find time

From thisenormous State, feekiug to give

Loffes their remedies. All wcavy and o're.watch*d.

Take vantage heavy eyes, not to behold

T+iis (hamefuU lodging. Fortune goodnight,

Smile once more, turn thy wheel.

Inttr EJgar»

Edf. I heard my felf prodaim'd.

And by the happy hollow of a Tree,

Efcap'd the hnnt. No Port is free , no place

That guard,and moft unuluai vigilance

Do's not attend my taking. Whiles I mayfcapc

I will prefcrvc my felf: and am bethought

To take the bafeft,and moft pooreit (Viapc

That ever penury in contempt of man.

Brought near to beaft : my face I'le grime with filth,

Blanket my loins, put all my hairs in knots,

And with prefentcd nakednefs out- face

The Winds, and perfccutions of the sky:

The Countrey gives me proof and prcfident

Of Bedlam beggars, who with roaring voices

Stri&ein their numm'd and mortified Atmes,

Pins, Wooden.prick$,N3iles, Sprigs of Rofermryj

And with this horrible objeft , from low Farmcs ,

Poor pelting Villages, Sheep s-Coats, and Mills,

Sometimes with Lunatiek bans, fometimts with Prayers

Inforce their charity : poor Tnr/y^od^ poor Ttm.

That's fomcthing yet : £rff4rTnotningam. Exit.

Enter Leur ^ Tool ^hhA GentItman.

Le4r, 'Tis ftrangc that they fhould fo depart from

And not fend back my Meflcnger. (home,

Gent. As I learn'd.

The night before, there was no purpofe ia them

Of this remove,

Kent. Haile to thee, Noble Mafter,

Lear. Ha ? Mak'ft thou this fliamc thy paftime f

Kent. No, my Lord.

F00/.H3, ha, he wears Crewel Garters; horfes are ti'dc

by the heads , Dogs and Bears by th'ncck , Monkics

by th'loins, and Men by th'lcgs ; when a man is over,

lufty at legs , then he wears wooden nethec-ftocks.

Lear. What's he.

That hath fo much thy place miftook

To fet thee here ?

Kent. It is both he and (he.

Your Son, and Daughter,

Lear. No.
Kent. Yes.

Lettr. No I fay.

Kent. I fay yea,

Lear. By Ji^lter I fwear no.

Kent. By Jnno , I fwear I.

Lear, 1 hey durft not do't

They could not, would not dot : *ti$ worit then murther
To do upon rcfpeft fuch violent outrage

:

Refolve me with all modcft hafte, which way
Thou might'ft deferve, or they impofe this ufage.

Coming from us.

Kent. My Lord , when at their home
I did commend your highnefs Letters to them,

E're I wastifcn from the place, that fhewed

My duty kneeling, came there a reeking Pofte,

Stcw'd in his hafte, halfbreathltfs
,
panting forth

From Gonerill U'li Miftrifs, falutatlon

;

Deliver'd Letters fpight of intermilTion,

Which prcfently they read ; on ihofe content*

They fummon'd up their meiny, ftraioht took horfe.

Commanded me to follow, and attend

Theleifure of their anfwer, gave me cold looks.

And meeting here the othei Meffenger,

Whofe welcome I perceiv'd had poifon'd mine,

Being the very fellow which of late

Dilplai'd fofawcilyagainft your highnefs,

Having more man then wit about me, drew

;

He rais'd the houfe, with loud and coward cryes.

Your fon and daughter found this trefpafs worth
The ftumc which here it fufFcis. (way,

Fm/.' Winter's not gone yet , if the wild Geefe fl y that

Fathers that wear rags, do make their Children blind,

But fathers that bear bags, ftiall fee their children kind.

Fortune that arrant whore, ne're turns the key to th'poor.

But for all this thou (halt have as many Dolors for thy

Daughters, as thouanft tell in a year. (dear

Lear. Oh how this Mother fwcHs up toward my heart 1

ff/fioriea paJJtOy down thou climmg forrow.

Thy Element's below ; where is this daughter ?

Kent. With the Earl, Sir, here within.

Lear, Follow me not, flay here. tJcU.

Gen. Made you more offence,

But what you fpeak of.

Kent. None ;

How chance the King comes with fo fmall a number ?

Foot. And thou had'ft been fet i'ch'Stocks for that

qiieftion, thoud'ft well deferv'd it.

Kent. Why fool?

Fool. We'll fet thee to fchool to an Ant , to teach thee

there's no labouring i'th'winter. All that follow their

tiofe$,areled by their eyes, but blind rr.en,and there's not

« nofc among twenty, but can fmell him that's ftinktng;

let go thy hold , when a great wheel runs down a hill,

left it break thy neck with following. But the great

one that goes upward , let him draw thee after : whcna
wifcmnn gives tnce better counfcl, give me mmc again , I

would have none but knaves follow it,fince a fool gives it,

That Sir, which ferves, and fceks for gain,

And follows but for form
;

Will pack, when it Ix^ins to rain.

And leave thee in the ftorm,

And I will tarry , the fool will ftay.

And let the wifeman die

:

The knave turns fool that runs away,

The fool no knave perdy.

Enter Lear^ and G/oJfer,

Kenr. Where learn'd you this, fool ?

Fool. Not i'th'Stocks, fool.

Ltar,
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Lear, Deny to fpeak with me ?

Tlicy are Tick, tlicy are wcaiy,

They have era vel'd all the night? mere fetches,

The Images of revolt and flying off.

Fetmca better anfwcr.

Glo, My dear Lord,

You know the fiery quality of the Duke,

How iinremoveable and nxt he is

In his own courfc,

Lear. Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confufion

:

Fiery? What quality? Why Glofier^Glofier^

1 I'd fpeak with the Duke oiCornrvall, and his wife.

GU. Well, my good Lord ,1 have inform'd ihem fo.

I-Mr.Inform'd them ? DoRthou undcrftand me man?

Gie. I, my good Lord.

Lear. The King would fpeak with Cormvally

Tlicdeai Father

Would with his Daughter fpcak,commands,tcnds,rervice,

Are they inform'd of this? My breath and bloud :

.Fiery ? The Rery Duke, tell the hot Duke thac-—
No, but not yet, may be he is not well,

Infirmity doth ftill negleft all office.

Whereto out health istound, we are not our felves,

When Nature being oppreft, commands the mind

To fuftcr with the body i Me forbear.

And am fall'i) out <vith my more headier wilt.

To take the indirpos'd and fickly fit.

For the found man. Deathon my ftate : wherefore

Sliould he fit here? This A61 pcrfwades me.

That this rcmotion of the Duke and her

Is praftice onely. Give me myfervant forth-;

Go tell the Duke, and's wife,ird fpeak with them

:

Now prefently : bid them come forth andhear me,

Or at their chamber door Tie beat the Drum,

'Till it cry fleep to death.

G/t>. I would hate all well betwixt you. Exit.

Lear. Oh me my heart ! my rifing heart / but down.

Too/. Cry to it Nunkle , as the Cockney did to the

Eels, when he put "cm i'th'Pafte alive, fhe knapt'em

o'th'Coxcombs with a ftick , and cryed down wantons,

down ; 'twas his brother , that in pure kindncls to his

Horfc buttered bis Hey.

Enter CetHwall^ Regan^GhJier^Servtlnts.

Lear. Good morrow to you both.

Corn. Hail to your Grace. Kent herefet at l\herty.

%eg^. I am glad to fee your Highnefs,

Lear. Ragan^l think you are, 1 know what reafon,

I have to chink fo, if thou fhould'll not be glad,

I would divorce me from thy Mother's Tombe,
Sepulch.ing an Adukcrcfs. O are you free ?

Some other time for thac. Beloved Regan

Thy fiftcr'snsugiic: 0\i%ega»,(hc hath tyed

Sha.rp.tooth'd Unkindnefs, like a vulture here,

I ran fcarce (peak to thee, thou'lt not believe

With how deprav'd a quality. Oh %cgan.
Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience, 1 have hope

You lei's know how to value her defert^

I'han fli; to fcant her duty.

Lear. Say ? how is that?

T^g. 1 cannot think my fifter in the leaft

Would fail her Obligation. If Sir perchance

She have reftrain'd the Riots of your Followers,

'Tis on fuch groimd, and to fuch wholefome end.

As clears her from all blame,

Ltar, My curfcs on her.

Beg. O Sir, you are old.

Nature in you ftands on the very Verge
Of her confine : you fhould be rul'd, and led

By fome difcretion, that difcerns your (tare

Better then you your felf: therefore I pray you,

That to our Sifter, you do make return,

Say you have wrong'd her.

Lear. Ask her forgivenefs ?

Do you but mark how this becomes the houfe ?

Dear daughter, I confefs that I am old
;

Age is unneceffary : on my knees I beg.

That you'll vouchfafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food.
Reg. Good Sir , no mote : thefe arc unfightly tricks

:

Return you to my Sifter.

Lear, f^cycr^ RegJtn

:

She hath abated me of half my Train :

Look'd black upon me, ftrook me with her Toivguc
Moft Serpent-like, upon the very heart.

All the ftor'd Vengeance? of heaven, fall

On her ingratefulltop : ftrike her young bones

You taking Airs with Lamenefs.

Corn. Fie Sir, fie.

Lear.Y o\i nimble Lightnings,dart your blinding flames

Into her fcornfull eyes : infcft her Beauty,

You Fen-fuck'd Fogs, drawn by the powerfull Sun
Tofall, andblifter.

Reg, O the Weft gods •

So will you with on me, when the rafti mood is on.

Ltar. No Rfga/iy thou (halt nev:r have my curfe

:

Thy tendcr-hcfccd Nature fliall not give

Thee o're to harftinefs : Her eyes arc fierce , but thine

Do comfort, and not burn. 'Tis not in thee

To grudge my pleafures, to cut offmy Train,

To bandy hafty words, to fcam my hzes,

And in condunon, to oppofe the bolt

Againft mycomming in. Thou better know'ft

The Offices of Nature, bond ofChildhood,

EfFeftsof Curtefie, dues of G ratitudc :

Thy half o'th'Kingdome haft thou not forgot.

Wherein 1 thee cndow'd,

%eg, GoodSir,io'th'purpofe. Tucket vfhhln.

Lear. Whoputiny man i'ch'Stocks.?

Enter Steward,

Corn. What Trumpet's that ?

^eg. 1 know't my Sifter's : this approves her Letter,

That ihe would foon be here. Is your Lady come ?

Lear. This is a Slave, whofe eafie borrowed pride

Dwells in the fickly grace of her he follows.

Out Varlec, from my fight.

Corn. What means your Grace ?

Enter Gonerllt.

Z-wr.Who ftockt my Servant? Rega»^ have good hope

Thou did'ft not knowon't.

Who comes here ? O heavens

!

Ifyou do love old men ; if your fweet fway

Allow Obedience! if you your felves are old,

Make ic your caufe :.Send down, andtakemy part.

Art not afliam'd to look upon this Beard ?

O Regan, will you take her by the hand ?

Gon. Why not by th'hsnd, Sir? How have t offended?

All's not offence that indifcretion finds

And dotage terms fo,

Lear. O fides
, you are too tcugh \

Will you yet hold ?

How came my man i'th'Stocks ?

Corn. I fet him there , Sir : but his own Diforders

Dcferv'd
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Deferv'd much lefs advancement.

Ltar. You ? Did you ?

f^j, I pray you Father, being wcak,fcem fo.

If 'till the expiration of your Moneth

You will return and fojourn with my Sifter,

DifmifTfiig half your train, come then to me,

I am now from home, and out of thatprovifion,

Which fliallbc necdfull for your entcrtainmenc,

Lear. Return to her ? and fifty men difmifs'd?

No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chufc

1 o wage againft the enmity o'th'air,

To be a Comrade with the Wolf and Owie,

NcccfTitics fharp pinch. Return with her ?

Why? ihc hot-bloudicd Fr<»*ff,that dowerlefs took

Our youngcft born, I could as well be brought

To knee his throne, and, Squirc-iike, pcnfion beg.

To keep bafe life a-foot ; return with her ?

Pcrfwadc me rather to be Have and furaptcr

To this detcfted groom.

Con. Atyour choice, Sir.

hear. I prythee Daughter do not make me mad,

I vvillnot trouble thee, my Child : farewell

:

We'll no more meet, no more fee one another,

But yet thou art my flcfh, my bloud, my daughter,

Or rather a difeafc that's in my flcfli.

Which I mud needs call mine. Thou art a Bile,

A plague-fore, or imboffed Carbuncle

In my (Corrupted bIou(). But I'lc not chide thee.

Let (liaine come when it will, I do not call it,

I do not bid the thunder-bearer (hoot.

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging jVff,

Mend when thou canft,be better at thy leifurc,

I can be patient , I can ftay with Regan^

I and my hundred Knights.

Reg. Not altogether lb,

I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided

For your ftt welcome, give car Sir to my Sifter,

For thofcthat mingle reafon with your paflion ,

Muft be content to think you old, and fo.

But fhe knows what (he does.

Lear. Is this well fpoken ?

%eg. I dare avouch it, Sir, what fifty Followers ?

Is it not well f what (hould you need ofmore ?

Yea, or fo many ? Sith that both charge and danger,

Speak 'gainft fo great a numberrHow in one houfc

Should many people, under two commands

Hold amity ? 'tis hard, almoft impofltble.

Gon. Why might not you my Lord,reccive attendance

From thole that fhe calls Servants, or from mine .?

Reg. Why not, my Lord ?

If then they chanc'd to flack ye.

We could controll them ; if you will come to mc,

(For now I fpy a danger) I intrcat you

To briiig five and twenty, to no mote

Will I give place or notice.

hear. I gave you all.

Reg. And in good time you gave it.

Lear. Made you my Guardians, my Depofitaries,

But keep a rcfetvation to be followed

With fiich a number ? what, muft I come to you

With five and twenty ? Regan^HxA you fo ?

Reg. And fpeak't again,my Lord, no more witli me.

LMr.Tliofc wicked Creatures yet do look well fa vor'd,

When others are more wicked, not being the wotft

Stands in fome rank of praife ; Tie go with thee.

Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty.

And thou art twice her Love.

Gon. Hear mc, my Lotd
;

What need you five and twenty ? Ten ? or five ?

To follow in a houfc, where twice fo many.
Have a command to tend you ?

Reg. What need one ?

Lear. O reafon not the need : our bafcft Beggars

Arc in the pooreft thing fupctfluous,

Allow not Nature, more then Nature needs ;

Man's life is cheap as Beafts. Thou art a Lady
;

JfoncI/ to go warm were gorgeous.

Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ft,

Whichfcarccly keeps thee wann, but for true need,

You lieavcns, give mc that patience, patience! need,

You fee mc here (you gods) a poor old man,
As fuUof grief asage, wretched in both.

If it be you that ftirrcsthcfc Daughters hearts

Againft their father, fool me not fo much.
To bear it tamely : touch me with Noble anger,

And let not women's weapons, water drops.

Stain my man's cheeks. No you unnatural Hags,
I will have fuch revenges on you both.

That all the world ftiall I will do fuch things.

What they are yet, I know nor, but they ihali be

,

The terrors of the earth
; you think Tie weep,

Nojl'lc not weep, I have full caufc of weeping.

Storm and Tempefl.
But this heart fhall break into a hundred thoufand flaws,

Ore'rclweep. O fool, I fliall go mad. ExcKnt,
Corn. Let us withdraw, 'twill be a ftorin.

'Rig. This houfc is little , the old man and's people

Cannot bcwellbeftow'd.

Gon. 'Tis his own blame hath put himfelf horn reft.

And muft needs tafte his folly.

Reg. For his particular, ric receive him gladly,

But not one follower.

^o». So am I purpos'dj

Where is my Lord of Ghfter ?

Inter Glofler.

Cora. Followed the old man forth, he is return'd.

Cto. The King is in high rage.

Corn. Whither is he going?

Cla. He calls to horfc, but will I know not whither.

Cflr».Tisbcrt to give him way, he leads himfclf.

Gon. My Lord, intreat him by no means to ftay.

Glo. Alack the night comes on: and the high winds
Do forcly ruffle, for many Miles about

There's fcarce a Bufti.

Reg. O Sir, to wilfull men.
The injuries that they thcmfclvcs procure,

Muft be their School-Mafters • ftiut up your doors,

He is attended with a dcfpcrate train,

And what they may incenfc him to , being apt

,

To have his ear abus'd , wifdomc bids fear.

Com. Shut up your doors,my Lord , 'tis a wild night,

My Regan counfclswell : come out o'th'ftorm. Exeunt.

aj&us Tertius. Scena Trima.

\.

Storm fi'iU. Enter Kent .^and a CiHtlcMa»^ftveraBj.

Kent. Who's there bcfides foul weather f

Gen, One minded like the weather, moft unqiiietly.

Kent.
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Kent. I know you : whercsihe King ?

Gent. Contending with the fretfull Elements.

Bids the wind blow the Earth into the Sea,

Or fwell the curled Waters 'bove the Main,

That things might change, or ceafe.

Kent. But who is with him >

Gent. None but the fool, wiio labours to out-jefl

His heart-lhook injuries.

Kent. Sir , I do know you,

Aiul dare upon [he warrant ofmy note

Commend a dear thing to you. There is divifion

(Although as yet the face of it is cover'd

With mutual cunning )'twixt Albanyy and Cornwall

:

Who have, as who have not, that their great Starres

Thron'd and fct high ; Servants who fecm no lefs.

Which are to Trance the Spies and Speculations

Intelligent of our State. What hath bin fcen^

Either in fnufts, and packings of the Dukes,

Or the hard Rein which both of them have borne

Againft the old kind King ; or fompthing deeper,

Whereof(perchance) thele are but furnifliings.

Gent. I will talk further with you.

Kent, .No, do not

:

For confirmation that I am much more

Then my out-wall ; open this Purfe, and take

What it contains. If you (hall fee CerdelUy

(As fear not but you (nail) drew her this Ring,

And fhe will tell you who that fellow is

That yet you do not know. Fie on this (torm,

I will go ieekthe King,

Gent. Giveme your hand,

Have you no more to fay ?

Kent. Few words, but to effcft more then all yet;

That when we have found the King, in which your pain

That way, I'le this: He that fitlt lights on him.

Holla the other. Exeunt.

Scena Secmda.

Storm flltt. Enter Lear., and Fool.

Lear. Blow winds, and crack your cheeks ; Rage,blow

You Catarafts , and Hurricano's fpout,

'Till you have drench" d our Steeples, drown the Cocks.

You Sulph'rous and thought-executing fires,

Vaunt-curriors of Oak-cleaving Thunder- bolt?,

Sindge my white head. And thou all-fliaking Thunder,

Strike flat the thick Rotundity o'ch' world.

Crack Nature's moulds, all gen-nanes fpill at once

That makes ingratefuU Man.
Fool. O Nunkle, Court holy-water in a dry houfe , is

better then the Rain-water out o'door. Good NunkJe,

in , ask thy Daughter' blelTing, here's a night pities nei-

ther Wife-men , nor Fools,

Lear. Rumble thy belly full : fpit Fire, fpout Rain
;

Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire arc my Daughters,

I tax not you, you Elements with unkindnefs,

I nevergave you Kingdome, call'd you Children ;

You owe me no fubfcriprion. Then let fall

Your horrible pleafare. Here I ftand your Slave,

A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis'd old man

:

But yet I call you fervileMinifters,

That will with two pernicious Daughters join

Your high-cngender'd Battels, 'gamft a head

So old and white as this. O,hol 'tis foul.

Fool. He that has a houfe to put's head in, has a "ood
Head-piece

;

The Codpiece that will houfe, before the Head has any
;

The Head, and he fhall Lowfe : fo Beggars marry many.
That man that makes his toe, what he his heart (hould

make,

Shall of a Corn cry woe, and turn his deep to wake.

For there was never yet fair woman ,but (lie made
mouthes ina glafs. Enter Kent.

Lear. No , I will be the patience of all patience.

1 will fay nothing.

Kent. Who's there ?

Fool. Marry here's Grace, and a Codpiece, that's a

Wife-man, and a Fool.

Kent. Alas Sir, are you here ? things that love night.

Love not fuch nights as thefe : the wraihfull Skies

Callow the very wanderers of the dark

And makes them keep their Caves : Since I was man.
Such fheets of fire, fuch biir(b of horrid thunder.

Such groans of roaring Wind, and Rain, I never

Remember to have heard. Man's Nature cannot carry

Th'affl i(5tion, nor the fear.

Lear. Let the great gods

That keep this dreadful! pudder o're our heads,

Find out their enemi'es now. Tremble thou Wretch,

That haft within thee undivulgcd Crimes

Unwhiptof Jufticc, Hide thee, thou bloudy hand j

Thou Petjur'd, and thou Simular of 'Virtue

That art inceftuous. Caitiff, to pieces lliake

That under covert and convenient feeming

Haspraftis'd on man's life, Clofe pen:-up guilts.

Rive your concealing Continents, and cry

Thefe dreadfull Summoners grace. I am a man.
More (inn'd againft, then finning.

Kent. Alack, bare-headed >

Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a Hovel,

Some friendfhip wjU it lend you 'gainft.the tempcft :

Repofc you there, while I to this hard houfe

(More harder then the ftones whereof 'tis rais'd,

Which even but now, demanding after you,

Deny'd me to come in) return, and force

Their fcantcd currefie.

Lear. My writs begin to turn.

Come on my boy. How doft my boy ? Art cold ?

I am cold my felf. Where isthis ftraw, my fellow .'

The Art of our Neceffities is ftr«nge.

And can make vild things precious. Come, your hovel ;

Poor Fool, and Knave, I have one part in my heart

That's forry yet for thee.

Fool. He that has and a little-tynewit,

With height-ho, the Wind and the Rain,

Muft make content with his fortunes fie

This is a brave night ta cool a Cunizan

Though the Rain itraineth every day.

Lear, True Boy ; Come bring us to this Hovel

Fool.
~"

' '

rie fpeak a Prophefie e're I go :

When Priefts arc more in words , then matter

:

When Brewers marre their Malt with water

;

When Nobles arc their taylor's tutors.

No Hcrcticks burn'd but wenches Sutors,

When every Cafe in Law is right

:

No Squire in debt, nor no poor Knigh:

:

When Slanders do not live in tongues ;

Nor Cut- purfes come not co throngs ;

When Ufurers tell their Gold i'th'field.

Exit

And
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And Bauds, ami Whores, do Churches build.

Then Hiall the Realm oi Albiojj^zomt to great confufion,

Then comes the time, who lives co fce'c,

Thac going fhall be us'd wich feet.

This prophecy Merlin duW nuke
,

For I do live before his time. Exit.

Scena Tertian.

Enter Chiler And Edmund,

Glo. Alack , alack Sdmnnd , I like not this unnatural

dealing; when I defired their leave that I might pitty him,

they took (rom mc the ufcof mine own houfc, chaig'd

mc on pair\ of perpctnal difpleafurc , neither to fpeak

of him, entreat for him, or any way fultain him.

Bafi. Mortfavage and unnatural.

gia. Go too; fay you nothing. There is divifion be-

tween the Dukes, and a worfe matter then that : I have

received a Letter this night , 'tis dangerous to be fpoken,

I have lock'd the Letter in my Clodet , thefc injuries the

King now bears , will be revenged home ; there is part

of a Power already footed, wc mu(t incline to the King, 1

will look him , and privily relieve him
;
go you and

maintain talk with the Duke , that my charity be not of

him perceived ; if he ask for me , I am ill , and gone to

bed, if I die for it, (as no lefle is threatned mc) the King

my old Matter mull he relieved. There is ftrangc thinp

toward, Edmund^ pray you be careful!. Exit,

Baff. This CuTtefie forbid thee, fliall the Duke
Inttantly know,and of that Ejctter too

;

Thisfecmsa fair delciving, and mud drawmc
That which my father loofcs : no Icfle then all,

The younger rifes, when the old doth fall. €*'t.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Lear, Kentj and Ftel,

Kent. Here is the place, my Lord,good my Lord,cnter,

The tiranny of the open night's too rougli

For Nature to endUre. Stormfilll.

Lear, Let me alone.

Kent. Good my Lord,entet here.

Liar. Wilt break my hear: ?

Kent. I had rather break mine own.

Good my Lord enter.

Ltar, Thou think'ft 'tis much that this contentious

Invades us to the skin fo : 'tis to thee, (ftorm

But where the greater malady is fix ,

The leffcr is fcarcc felt. Thou'dft (Viuna Bear,

Ru: if thy flight lay toward the roaring Sea,

Thou'dft meet the Bear ith'mouth, when the minds free

The bodies dclicatCi the temped \n my mind.

Doth from my fences take a 11 feeling ctfc,

Save what beats there; Filial ingratitude.

Is it not as this mouth fhould tear his hand

For lifting food to'c : But I will punifti hornet

No,I wll weep no more. In fucha night.

To fliut mc out ? Pour on, I will cndiijc ;

III fucli a night as this ? O Regan., Ganerlli,

Your old kind Fachcr,whofefrwnk heart gjvcalf,

that way madnefle hes, let me Ihun thai :

No more of that.

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here,

Lear. Prithee go in thy (elf, feck thine own cafe,

This tempeJI will not give me leave to ponder
On things would hurt me more, bnt I'le go in.

In Boy, go firft. You houfclcflc poverty, £xit
Nay, get thee in ; I'le pray, and then I'leflcep.

Poor naked wretches, where fo ere you are

That bide the pelting of this pittilelfe ftorm.

How rtiallyout houlelcfle heads, and unfed fides.

Your lop'd,and window'd raggedntflc defend you
From feafons fucb as thcfe ? 1 have tane

Too little care of this : take Phyfick, Pompe,
Expofethy felf to fed, what wretches feci.

That thou may'ft (hake the fupeiflux co them,

And lliew the heavens more ;u(t.

Enter Edgar^ and Foal.

Edg. Fathom and half. Fathom and half ? poor Tew
Fool. Come not in here Nunde , hcrcs a fpiut, help

me, help me.

Kent. Give mc diy hand, who's there ?

Fool. A fpirit , a (pirir, he fayes his name's poor Tom.
Ken.VJhiz art thou that do'U giumblc there i'th'ftraw?

Come forth.

Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows me , through the

(harp Hauthorn blow the winds.Humh,go to thy bed and
warme thee.

Lear. Didit thou give all to thy daughters ? And an
thou come to this ?

Eg. Who gives any thij\g to poor Tom f Whom
the foul Fiend hath led through Firc,and tiuoogh Flame,

diroi^h Sword, and Whirle Poole, ore Bog, and Quag-
mire, that hath laid Knives under his Pillow, and Halters

in his Puc , fct Rats-banc by his Porrcdge ; made him
Proud of heart, to ride on a Bay trotting hmfe, over four

arch'd Bridges , to courfe his own ihadow for a traitor,

BlifTc thy five Wits, Tom's a cold. O do,de, do,de,do,
de , bline thee from Whirlc-wind$,Star-b!afting , and
taking , do poor Tom feme charity , whom the foul

fiend vexes. There could 1 have him now, and there, and
(here again, and there.

Storm fi'B.

Lear. Has his Daughters brought him to thwpaffc f

Could (t thou fa ve nothing? Would'ft thou give'em all?

Feol. Nay, he refcfv'd a Blanket, eUc wc had been a|i

iham'd,

Lear. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous aire

Hang fated o're mens faults, light on thy daugiitcrs.

Kejit. He hath no Daughters, Sir,

Lear. Death traitor, nothing could have lubdu'd Ni-/
To fuch a lownelTc, but his unkind Daughicit. ( ture

Is it the faihion« that difcardcd Fathers,

Should have thus little meicy on their flelh

Judicious pimilhmenr, 'twas this liefli begot

Thofe Pelian Daughtcis.

fi/j.Pillicock fat on Pillicock hill, alow: alow,1oo,loo.

Fto*. This cold night will turn us all to fools, and
Madmen.

Edgar. Take heed oth'foule fiend , obey thy Pa.
rents , keep thy word, jullice , fwcat not, commit not,

V u u with
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With mans fworn Spoufe j fct on thy Sweet-heart on

proud array. Tow'/ a cold.

Ltar. What halhhou been ?

Edg. A fervingman. Proud in heart, and mind: that

curl'd my hair ; wore Gloves in my cap ; ferv'd the Luft

of my Miftrls heart , and did the aft of darkneffe with

net. Swore as many Oachs, as I (paite words, and broak

them in the fweet face of heaven. One, that flept in the

contriving of Luft, and wak'd to do it. Wine lov'd I

dearly; Dice dearly ; and in Woman, out-Paramour'd

c!ie Turk. Falfe of heart, light of car, bloudy handed.

Hog in flotb. Fox in ftcalth. Wolf in greedineffe , Dc§
in madne)re,Lion in prey. Let not the creaking of ihooes,

Nor the ruftling of Silks, betray thy poor heart to wo-

man. Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy handout of

Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Books, and defic the

fouie fiend. Still through thy Hawthorn blowes the

cold wind : Sayesfuum,mun, nonny, Dolphin my Boy,

Boy5^<r;: let hiffl trot my. Storm fitU.

Lear. Thou wert better in a Grave , then to anfwer

with thy uncover'd body , this extremity of the Skies. Is

man no more then this ? Confider him well. Thou ow'ft

the Worme no Silk : the Beaft , no Hide : the Sheep, no
WooII : the Cat no perfume. Ha ? Here's three on's are

fophifticaced. Thou art the thing it felf , uiuccomo-

dated man, is no more but fuch a poor, bare, forked A-
nimal asthou art. Off, off you Lcndings : Come, un-

button here.

Enter Glmcefflcr^ w!tf> a Tore').

Fool, Prethee Nundc be contented , 'tis a ruughty

night tofwim in. Now a little fire in a wild field, were

like an old Letchers heart, a fmalj fpark, all the reft

on's body, cold : Look, here comes a walking fire.

Ed^a. This is the foul Flib'oertigibbct ; he begins at

Curfew ^ and walks at fitft Cock : He gives the Web
And the Pin , fquints the eye, and make the Hare-!ip

;

Mildews the white Wheat , and hurts the poor Creature

of the earth,

Smthold^ooted thrice the old.

He mctthe Night-Mare, and her ninefold,

Bid her a-light, and her troth-plight.

And aroynt the Witch, aroynt thee.

Kent. How fares your grace ?

Lear. What's he?

Kent. Who's there f What "is'tyou feek ?

GloH. What are you there ? Your Names?
Edj^. Poor TVw, chat eats the fwimroing Frt^, the

Toad, the Tod-pool, the wall-Neut, and the water r that

in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages , cats

Cow-dungfor Sallets; fwallows the old Rat , and the

ditch-Dog:drinks the green Mantle of the ftandinp Pool:

who is whipt from Tything to Tything, and ftockc, pu-

nifh'd, and imprifon'd : who hath three Suit? to bis back,

fix fhirts to his Body:

Horfe to ride,and weapon to wear:

But Mice, and Rats, and (uch fmall Dear,

Have been Tow'/ food for feven long year

:

Beware my follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou fiend.

GUu. What, hath your Grace no better company ?

£(/f, The Princeof Darkncffeisa Gentleman. Modo
he's qatl'd, and Mahu.

G/ou.Oar flefli and blond, my Lord, is grown fo vild,

chat it doth hate what kgets,

Edg. Poor Tow'/ a cold.

GUu. Coin with me ; my duty cannot luffer

T'obey in all your daughters hard commands :

Though all their in junftion be to bar my doors,

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you,
Yet have I ventured to come to feek you out.

And bring you where both fire, and food is ready,

Lear. Firft let me talk with this Philofopher,
What is the caufe ofThunder ?

Ke/tt. Good my Lord cake his offer.

Go into th'houfc.

Lear. Tie take a word with this fame learned Theban:
What is your ftudy ?

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill Vermin.
Lear. Lee us ask you one word in privace.

Kent. Importune him once more to go my Lord,
His wits begin t'unfcttle.

GloH. Can'tt thou blame him ? Storm ftiU,

His Daughters feek his death : Ah, that good Kent,
He fa id it would be thus : poor banifli'd man

:

Thou fayelt the King grows mad, I'le tell thee friend

I am almoft mad my felf, I had a Son,
Now out-law'd from my bloud : he fought my life

But lately : very late : I lov'd him (friend)

No father his Son dearer : true to tell thee.

The oriefhath craz'd my wits. What a nights this?

I do hefeech your grace.

Lear. O cry you mercy, fir:

Noble Philofopher, your company.
Edg. Tom's a cold.

GtoH. In fellow there, into th' Hovel; keep thee warme
Lear. Come, let's in all.

Kent. This way, my Lord.

Lear. With him ;

I will keep ftill with my Philofopher.

Kent. Good my Lord,footh him:

Let him cake the fellow.

CloM. Take him you on.

Kent. Sirra, come on : eo along with us.

Lear. Come,good Athem an.

GloH. No words, no words, hufh,

Edg. CM\\d Rowland 10 the dark Tower camc.

His word was ftill, he, foh, and funi

I (mell the bloud of a Bf itcifh man. Sxeunt.

Scena Quinta,

Enter Cornivally and Bdmuni.

Corn. I will have revenge, ere I depart hishoufc.

Bafi. How my Lord , 1 may be cenfured, that Nature

thus gives way to Loyalty , fomething fears me to think

of.

Cornw. I now perceive , it was not altogether your

Brothers cvill difpofition made him feck his death : but

a provoking merit fct a work by a reprovable badneffe

in himfelf.

Bajt. How malicious is my fortune , that I muft re-

pent to be juft? This is the Letter which hefpoke of;

which approves hira an intelligent party to the advanta-

ges of France. O Heavens | that this Trcafon were not

;

or not I the deteftor.

Cormo. Go with me to the DotchefTe.

Bafi. If the matter of this Paper be certain, you have

mighty bufineiTe in hand.

Corn.
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Corn. True or faKc y ic hath made thee Earl of Ghu-

ctfier-. feek out where thy father is , that he may be ready

for our apptchcnfion.

Baft. If I find him comforting the King, it will ftuffc

his fufpiiion more fully. I will pcrfevcr in my courfc of

Loyalty , though the conflift be fotc between that and

my bloud.

Corn. I will lay truft upon ihce ; and ihou ftialt find

a dear father in my Love. Exeunt.

Scena Sexta.

Enter Kent xnd gttucefier,

GtoH. Here is better then the open aire, «kc it thank-

fully : I will piece out the comfort with what addition I

can : I will not be long from you. Exit.

Kent. All the power of his wits, have given way to his

impatience : the gods reward your kindndfe.

Enter Lear^ Ed^ttTy aniFool.

Eig. Tr/iterretto calls me,an<f tells me Nero isan An-

gler in the Lake of Darknefle : piay innocent,and beware

the foul fiend.

loot. Prcthec Nunkle tell tnc, whether a madman be a

Gentleman, or a Yeoman.
Lear. A King, a King.

Sool. No , he's a Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to

his Son : for he's a Yeoman that fee's his Son a Gentle-

man before him.

Lear. To have a thoufand with red burning fpiis

Come hizzing in upon'cnj»

Edg. Blefle thy five wits.

Kent. O pitty : Sir, where is the patience nov»

That you fo oft have boaftcd to remain ?

Edg. My tears begin to take his part fo much.

They mar my counterfeiting.

Lear. The little dogs, and all

;

Trey, Blanch, and Sweet-heart : fee, they bark at me,

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them; Avaunt you

Currs, be ihy mouth or black or white

:

Tooth that poifons if it bite :

Mafiiffe, Grey-hound, Mongrill, Grim,

Hoimd or Spaniel, Brache, or Hym

:

Or Bobtail tight, or Troudle tail,

Tom will make him weep and wail,

For with throwing thus my head ;

Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled.

Do, de, de, de : fcfc ; Come, march to Wakes and Faires,

And Market Towns : poorTi/w thy horn is dryc. Exit.

Lear. Then let them Anatomize Kegan : Sec what

breeds about her heart. Is thereany caufe in Nature that

make thefe hard hearts. You fir, I entertain for one of

my hundred; only, I do not like the fafliion of your gar

ments. You will fay they arc Pctfian ; but let them be

chang'd,

Enter Clofter.

Kent. Now good my Lord, lie here, and reft a while,

Lear. Make no i\oifc, make no noifc , draw the Cur-

tains : fo, fo, we'll go to foppcr ith'morning.

Fool. And ric go to bed at noon.

Clou. Come hither friend
;

Where is the King my Maftcr?

Kent. Here Sir, but trouble him not,his wits are gone,

GloM. Good friend, 1 piethee oke him in thy armes

;

I havco'rehearda plot ofdeath upon him:
There is a Litter ready, lay him in't.

And drive toward Dover friend, where thou ftiah meet
Both welcome, and protcftion. Takcupthy Mafter,

If thoufhould'ft dally halfan hour, his life

With thine, and all that offer to defend him.
Stand in affured loffe. Take up, take up.

And follow me, that will to fomc provifion

Give thee quick conduft. Come, come, away. £-xeMifi.

Scena Seftima,

Enter Cornwally GonerWy Bafiard.

and Servants.

Corn. Port fpcedily to my Lord your husband , ftiew
him this Letter , the Army oiFrance is landed ; feck out
the traitor Ghfter.

Reg. Hanp him in{lantly.

Gott. Pluck out his eyes.

Corn. Leave him to my difplcafure. Edmund ^ keep
you our Silicr company : the revenges we are bound to
take upon your traitcrous father , are not fit for your
beholding. Advife the Duke where you are going , to a
moft fcftmate preparation : we arc bound to the like. Our
Pofts fliall be fwift , and intelligent betwixt us. Farewell
dear Sifter, farewell my Lord of Clofter.

Enter Steward.
How now ? Where's the King ?

Stew, My Lord oi Ghfter hath convey'd him hence.
Some five or fix and thiny of his Knights
Hot Quertrifts after him, met him at gate.
Who, with fome other of the Lords dependants.
Are gone with him toward Dever ; where they boaft
To have well armed friends.

Corn. Get horfes for your Miflris.

Con. Farewell fwcet Lord^ and Sitter. Exit.
Corn. £(//»«»«/ farewell : go feek the traitor Clofter^

Pinnion him like a Thief, bring him before us

:

Though well we may not paffe upon his life

Without the forme of Juftice : yet our power
Shall do a curt'fic to our wrath, which men
May blame, but not controll.

Enter Glonceftery and Servants.

Who's there ? the traitor }

Reg. Ingratefull Fox, 'tis he.

Corn. Bind faft his corky armes;,

GloM. What means your G races f

Good my friends confider you arc my Guefts:

Do me no foul play, friends,

Corn. Bmdhimlfay.
Reg. Hard, hard : O filthy traitor.

gtoH. Unoiercifull Lady, as you arc, I'm none.
Corn. TothisChairbindhim,

Villain, thou llialt find.

Clou. By the kind gods, 'tis moft ignobly done
To pluck me by the Beard.

Reg. So white,and foch a traitor ?

GloH. NauohtyLady,
Thefe hairs which thou do'tt raviih from my chin

Will quicken and accufe thee. I am your Hoft,

With Robbers hands, my hofpiuble favoufk

Vuu 2 Yoo
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Yon ("hould not ruffle thus. What will you do

Corn. Come Sir.

What Letters had you late from France ?

B.eg. Be fimple anfwer'd, for wc know the truth.

Corn. And what confederacy have you with the trai-

tors, late footed in the Kingdome .'

%fg. To whofe hands

You have fent the Lunatick King : fpeak,

Glou. I have a Letter guelTinglyfct down

Which came from one that's of a newtrall heart,

And not from one oppos'd.

Corn. Cunning.

li^g, Andfalfe.

Cor. Where haft thou fent the King .?

GloH. To Dover,

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ?

Was'c thou not charg'd at peril!.

Corn. Wherefore to Dover } Let him anfwer that.

Clou, I am tyed to th'Scake,

And I niuft ftand the Courfe.

Reg. Whereforeto Dot'^r.?

Clou. Becaufe I would not fee thy cruell Nails

Pluck out his poor old eyes : nor thy fierce Sifter,

In his Annointed flefti, ftick boarifli phangs.

The Sea, with fuch a ftorme as his bare head.

In hell-black-night indur'd, would have buoy'd up

And qnench'd the Stellcd fires

:

Yet poor old heart, he holp the heavens to rain.

If Wolves had at thy Gate howl'd that ftern time.

Thou ftiould'ft have faid, good Porter turn the Key

:

All Cruells elfe fubfcribe : but I ftiall fee

The winged Vengeance overtake fuch Children,

Corn. See't flialt thou never. Fellows hold the Chair.

Upon thefe eyes of thine, I'le fet my foot,

Glou. He that will think to live, till he be old,

Give me fome help, O ciuell ! O you gods.

Reg, One fide will mock another : th'othcr too.

Corn. Ifyou fee vengeance,

Serv, Hold your hand, my Lord ?

I have ferv'd you ever fince I was a Child :

But better fervice have I never done you.

Then now to bid you hold.

Reg, How now, you dog ?

Ser. Ifyou did wear a beard upon your chin,

Il'd ftiake it on this quarrel. What do you mean .'

Corn. My Villain ?

Ser. Nay then come on, and take the chance ofanger.

Reg. Give me thy fword. A pezant ftand up thus .?

Kills him

Ser. Oh I am flain : my Lord ,
you have one eye left

To fee fome mifchicfon him. Oh.
Corn. Left it fee more, prevent it ; Out vild gclly :

Where is thy lufter now ?

<jlou. All dark and comfortleffc ?

Where's my Son Edmund >

£(/»*«»(/, enkindle all the fparksofNature

To quit this horrid aft.

Reg. Out treacherous Villain,

Thou call'ft on him, that hates thee, It was he

That made the overture ofthy Treafons to us

:

Who is too good to pitty thee,

GloH. O my follies • then Edgar was abus'd.

Kind gods, forgive me that, and profper him.

Reg. Go thrud him out at gates, and let him fmell

His way to Dover. £xit with Glofler.

How is't my Lord ? How look you ?

Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt : follow me Lady

:

Turn out that eyeleffe Villain : throw this Slave

Upon the Dunghill: %eg4ny I bleed apace.

Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arme; Exeunt.

AUm Quartus, Scena Trima.

Enter Edgar.

Edg. Yet better thus, and known to be contcmn'd,
Tlien ftill contcmn'd and flatter'd, to be worft

:

The loweft, and moft dejeft thing of Fortune,
Stands ftill in efperance, lives not in fear.

The lamentable change is from the bcft,

The worft returns to laughter. Welcome then.

Thou unfubftantiall aire that I embrace

:

The wretch that thou haft blown unto the worft,

Ows nothing to thy blafts.

Enter Glojler led by an old man.
But who comes here ? My Father poorly led >

World, World, O World!
But that thy ftrange mutations make us hate thee.

Life would not yield to age.

Oldm. O my good Lord, I have been your Tenant,
And your Fathers Tenant, thefe fourfcore years,

Glo. Away, get thee away : good friend be gone,
Thy comforts can do me no good at all,

Thee they may hurt.

Oldm. You cannot fee your way.

Gloft. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes :

I ftumbled when I faw. Full oft 'tis feen.

Our means fccureus, and our meer defers

Prove our Commodities, Oh dear Son Edgar^

The food of thy abufed fathers wrath

:

Might I but live to fee thee in my touch

,

ird fay I had eyes again.

Oldm. How now? who's there?

Edg. O gods • Who is't can fay I am at the worft.?

I am worfe then ere I was.

Oldm. 'Tis poor mad Tom,
£dg. And worfe I may be yet : the votft fs nor,

So lon^ as we can fay this is the worft.

Oldm. Fellow, where goeft ?

Glou. Is it a Beggar-man ?

Oldm. Madman, and beggar too.

Glou. He has fome reafon, elfe he could not beg.

Ith'laft nights ftorm, I fuch a fellow faw

;

Which made me think a Man, a Worm. My Son
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind
Was then fcarce Friends with him.

I have heard more fince:

As Flies to th'wanton Boycs, are wc to th'gods,

They kill us for their fport.

Edg. How ftiould this be ?

Bad is the Trade that muft play the foo! to forrow,

Ang'ring it felf, and others, Blcflc thee Maftcr.

Glou. Is that the naked fellow ?

Oldm. I my Lord.

Glou. Get thee away : if for my fake

Thou wilt o're-take us hence a mile or twain

I'th'way toward Dover^ do it for ancient love.

And bring fome covering for this naked Soul,

Which I'Je intreat to lead me.

Oldm. Alack fir, he is mad.



The Tragedy ofi\tng Lear, 7%7

CloH. 'Tis the times plague

,

When Madmen lead ihc blind

:

Do as T bid thcc, or rather do thy picafurc :

AJ30VC the reft, begone.

Olim. ric bring him the Bcft Parrcll that I have

Come on't, what will, Exit.

Clou. Sirrah, naked fellow.

Eig. Poor Tom's a cold. I cannot daub it further.

Clou. Come hither fellow.

Eiig. And yet I miift r

Bleflethy fwceceycs, they bleed.

O'/ou. Know'ft thou the way to Dover }

Edg. Both ftilc, and gate, horfe-way , and foot-path :

poor'Tow hath been fcar'd out of his good wits. Bleffc

thcc good mans fon, from tiie foul fiend. (plagues

Glort, Here take this purfe, thou whom the hea v'ns

Have luimblcd toallftroaks : th.it I am wretched

Mnkcs thcc the happier : heavens d?al fo ftill

:

Let the fupcrfluous,and Luft-dieted man,

Tlut flavcs your ordinance, that will not fee

Bccaufe he do's not feel, feci your power quickly

:

So dirtrihition fhould undo cxccflc.

And each man have enough. Do'ft thou know Dover f

Edg. I mader.

Clou. There is a ClifFc, whofc high and bending licad

Looks fearfully in the confined Deep :

Biing me but to the very brim of it,

And ric repair the mifcry thou do'ft bear

With fomething rich about me : from that place,

I ftiill no lending need.

Edg. Give me thy armc
;

Poor Tow (liall lead thee. EMtnnt

Scena Secunda.

Enter Conerill^ Bajiard., and Steward.

Got. Welcome my Lord , I marvel our mild husband

Not met us on the vv>ay . Now, wherc's your Mafter ?

Stem. Madam within, but never man fo chang'd :

I told him of the Army that was Landed :

He fmil'd at it. I told him you were coming.

His anfwet was, the worfe. Of Chflers treachery,

And of the loyal fervice of his Son

When 1 inform'd him, then hecall'd me Sot,

And told me I had tuin'd the wron" fide out

:

What moft he ftiould diflike,fecms plcafant to him ;

What like, offcnfivc.

(^on. Then iTiall you go no further.

It is the Cowifti terror of his fpiric

That dares not undertake : he'ilnot feel wrongs

Which tye him to an anfwer ; our willies on the way
May prove cftefls. Back Edmund to my Brother,

Haftcn hisMufters, and conduft his powers.

1 muft changenamcsat home, and give the Diftaffe

Into my Husbands hands. Thistruliy Servant

Shall pnfl'e between us : ere long you arc like to hear

( If you dare venture in your own behalf)

A Miftrcifcs command. Wear this; fparc fpccch,

Decline your head. This kifl'c,if it durft fpcak.

Would ftretch thy Spiiits up into the aire :

Conceive, and fare thee well.

BaU. Yours in the ranks of death,

C«n. My mo(t dear Ghfier.

Oh, the difference of man, and man,
To thee a Womans fcrviccs arc due,

My fool ufurps my body.

Stew. Madam, here comes my Lord.

Enter t/ilba»y.

Con. I have been worth the whiftle.

^th. Oh Gonen'/l.

You are not worth the duft which ihciude wind
Blows in your face.

Con. Milk-livei'd man.
That bear'ft a cheek for blows, a head of wrongs,
Who haft not in tby brows an eye-difccrnine,

Thine honor, from thy fuffei ing.

-^/b. Secthy felf dcvill:

Proper deformity feems not in the fiend

So horrid as in woman.
Con. Oh vain fool.

Enter « Afejfengcr.

Mef. Oh my good Lord,thc Duke of CornwaUs dead,

Slain by his Servant, going to put out

The other eye o^Cjlofler.

Alba. Clojlers eyes.?

fJMef. A Servant that he bred , thrill'd with rcmorfe,

Oppos'd aga inft the aft : bending his Sword
To his great Mafter, who, thereat enrag'd

Flew on him, and amongft them fell'd him dead,

But not without that harmfull ftroke, which fincc

Hath pluck'dhim after.

Alba. This fticws you arc above
Yon Juftices,that thcfe our nether ciimes

Sofpeedily can vcnge. But (O pooi Glofler)

Loft he his other eye ?

Mef. Both, both, my Lord.

This Letter Madam, craves a fpecdy anfwer

;

'Tis from your Sifter,

Gtn. One way I like this well,

But being widow, and my GloJ}er with her,

May all the building in my fancy pluck

Upon my hatcfull life. Another way
The News is not fo tart. I'le read, and anfwer.

Alba. Where was his Son,

When tlicy did take his eyes.'

Mef. Come with my Lady hither.

Alba. He is not here.

Mef. No my good Lord, I met him back again.

Alba. Knows he the wickedneftc ?

Mef I my good Lord : 'twas he inform'd againft him
And quit the houfe of purpofe, that their puniftimcnt

Might have the freer courfe.

/4lb. Clofter.lWst

To thank thee for the love thou ftiewd'ft the King,

And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither friend.

Tell me what more thou know'ft. Exeunt.

Sce?ja Tcrtio-i,

Enter Tvlth Drum and Celourt^CtrJelia, CentkmeKy
and Soulditrt.

Cor. Alack, 'tis he : why he was met even now
As made the vext Sca.finain" aloud,

Crown'd with rank Fcnitar,and furrow wceds^
With Hardocks, Hemlock, Nettles, Cuckow flowers,

V u u 5 Dirnell
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Darnell, and all the idle weeds that grow

In our fuflaining Corn, A Century fend forth

;

Starch every Acre in the high-grown field,

And bring him to our eye. What can manswifdome

in the refloring his bereaved Senfe : he that helps him,

Take all my outward worth.

Gent. There is means, Madam!

Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, is repofc,

The which he lacks; that to provoke in him,

Are many Simples operative, whofe power

Will dofe the eye of Anguifh.

Cord. All bleft Secrets,

All you unpublilh'd Vertucs of the earth

Spring with my tears ; be aidant, and remediate

In the good mans defires: feek, feekfor him,

Left his ungovem'd rage, diffolve the life

That wants the means to lead it.

Enter A iMejfenger.

Mcf. News Madam,

The Brittifh Powers are marching hitherward.

Cord. Tis kno\wn before. Our preparation (lands

In expectation of them. O dear father.

It IS thy bufmeis that I go about : therefore great France

My mourning, and importun'd tears hath pittied :

Now blown Ambition doth our Arms incite.

But love, dear love, and our ag'd Fathers Right:

Soon may I hear, and fee him. Exemt.

%eg, 1 fpeak inunderftanding: Y'are: 1 know'r.

Therefore I do advife you take this note

:

My Lord is dead : Edmund^ and I have talk'd.

And more convenient is he for my hand

Then for your Ladies: You may gather more:

If you do find him, pray you give him this;

And when your Mif^ris hears thus much from you,

I pray defirc her call her wifdome to her.

So fare you well:

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor,

Preferment falls on him, that cuts him off.

StevD. Would I could meet him,Madam, I fhould/hew

What party T do follow.

Reg. Fare thee well. Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter %egah^ and Steward.

Reg. But are my Brothers Powers fet forth ?

Scerv I Madam.
"Reg. Himfelf in perfon there f

Stew. Madam, with much adoe

Your Sifter is the better Souldier.

Reg Lord Edmund fpake not with your Lord at home;

Stew. No Madam.
Reg. What might import my Sifters Letter to him ?

Suw I kn,ow not, Lady.

Reg. Faith he is ported hence on ferious matter

;

It was great ignorance. GUfterseyes being out

To let him live. Where he arrives, he moves

All hearts againft us : Edmnnd^ I think is gone

In pitty ofhismifery,todifpatch

His nightcd hfe : Moreover to defcry

Tlw ftrengch oth'Enemy.

Stevf. I muft needs after him,Madam, with my Letter.

Reg. Ourtroops fet forth to morrow, ftay with us

:

The vaycs are dangerous.

Slew. 1 may not Madam:
My Lady charg'd my duty in his bufineffe.

Tl^g. Why fhould ftie write to Edmund}
Might not you tianfpovt her purpofes by word ? Belike,

Some things, I know not what. I'le love thee much
Let me unfeal the Letter.

Stew. Madam,I had rather—

—

Reg. I know your Lady do's not love her husband,

T am fm^e of that : and at her late being here,

She gave ftrange Iliads, and moft fpeaking looks

To Noble £dr»Hf)d. I know you ate ofherfciofome.

Stew. I Madam ?

Scena Qmnta*

Enter Gloucefiert and Edgar,

Clou. When fhall I come to th'top of that fame hill ?

Edg. You do climb up it now. Look how we labour.

Clou. Me thinks the ground is even.

Edg. Horrible flccp,

Hark, do you hear the Sea .?

Glou. No truly.

Edg. Why then your other Senfes grow impcrfeft

By your eyes anguifh,

GloH. So may it be indeed.

Me thinks thy voice is alter'd, and thou fpeak'ft

In better phrafe, and matter then thou did'ft.

Edg. Y'are much deceiv'd: in nothing am I chang'd

But in my Garments.

Clou. Me thinks y'are better fpoken.

Edg. Come on fit,

Heres the place : ftand ftill : how fearful!

And dizzy 'tis, to caft ones eyes fo low,

The Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway aire

Shew fcarce fo groffe as Beetles Halfway down
Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadfull trade:

Me thinks he feems no bigger then his head.

The Fifhermen that walk'd upon the beach

Agpear like Mice: andyond tall Anchoring Bark,

Diminifti'd to her Cock : her Cock, a Buoy

Alrooft to fmall for fight. The murmcvingiurge.

That on th'unnumbred idle Pebble chafes

Cannot be heard fo high. I'le look no more,

Left my brain turn, and the deficient fight

Topple down headlong.

^lou. Set me where you ftand.

Edg. Give me your hand r

You are now within a foot of th'extream Verge

:

For all beneath the Moon would I not leap upright.

Glou. Let go my hand:

Here friends,another purfe: in it, a Jewell

Well worth a poor mans taking. Fairies, and gods

Profper it with thee. Go thou further off.

Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going.

Edg. Now fare ye well, good fir.

Glou. With all my heart.

Edg. Why do I trifle thus with his defpair,

'Tis done to cure it.

^lou. O you mighty gods

!

This world I do renounce, and in your fights

Shake

^
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Shake patiently my great affliflion off:

If [ could bear it longer, and not fall

To quarrell with your great oppofelffie wills,

My fnufF, and loathed part of Nature fhould

Burn It felf out. If Edgdr live.Obleffc him.

Now fellow, fa re the well.

Edg. Good Sir, farewell.

And yet I know not how conceit may rob

The Treafureof life, when life it felf

Yields to the Thefc. Had he bin where he thought,

By this had thought bin paft. Alive, or dead ?

Hoa, you fir : friend, here you fir, fpeak

:

Thus might he paffe indeed : yet he revives.

What arc you fir ?

Gleu. Away, and let me die.

Edg. Had'ft thou been ought

But Gozemorc, feathers and aire,

(So many fathome down precipitating)

Thoud'ft fhiver'd like an Eege : but thou do'ft breath:

Haft heavy fubftance, bleed'h not, fpeak, art found.

Ten Mafts at each, make not the altitude

Which thou haft perpendicularly fell.

Thy life's a Miracle. Speak yet again.

GloH, But have I fain, or no .?

Edg. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourn
Look up a height, the ftirill-gor'd Lark fo far

Cannot be feen or heard : Do but look up,

Glou. Alack, I have no eyes:

Is wretchednefledepriv'd that benefit

To end it felf by death ? 'Twas yet fome comfort.

When mifery could beguile the tyrants rage.

And fruftrate his proud will.

Edg. Give me your arme.

Up, fo : How is't ? Feel you your Legs ? You ftand.

CloH. Too well, too well.

Edg. This is above all ftrangcneffe,

Upqn the Crown oth'ClifFe. What thing was that

Which parted from you ?

Glou. A poor unfisrtunate Beggar.

Edg. As I ftood here below, me thought his eyes

Were two full Moom : he had a thoufand Nofcs,

Horns walk'd, and wav'd like the enraged Sea:

It was fome fiend : therefore thou happy father.

Think that the cleareft gods, who make them honors

Of mens impoflTibilities, have preferved thee.

Glott, I do remember now : hencefonh Tie bear

Affliftion, till it do cry out it felf

Enough, enough, and die. That thing you fpeak of,

I took it for a man : often 'twould fay

The fiend, the fiend, he led me to that place,

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts.

Enter Lc*r.

But who comes here ?

The fafcr fenfe will ne'rc accomodate
His Mafter thus.

Li»r. No, they annot touch me for crying. I am the

King himfelf.

£dg. O thou fide-piercing fight

!

Le*r. Natures above Art, in that refpeftTherc'syour

Prefle-moncy. That fellow handles his Bow like a Crow-
keeper : draw me a Cloathiers yard. Look , look , a

Moufc: peace, peace, this piece of toafted Checfc will

doo't. There's my Gauntlet , I'le prove it on a Gyant.
Bring up the brown Bills. O well flown Bird : ith'

clout, ith'clout: Hewgh. Give the word,
Edg, Sweet Marjoram.

Lear. Paffe.

Clou. I know that voice.

Lear. Ha ! (jeneriUviixh a wrtiite beard? They flattcr'd

me like a Dog, and told me I had the white haiisin

my Beard, ere the black ones were there. To fay I , and
no,toevery thing that Ifatd: I, and no too, was no good
Divinity. When the raign came to wet mc once, and
vvind to make me chatter ; when the Thunder would not
peace at my bidding, there I found *em, there 1 fmelt ' ftm

out. Go to, they are not men o'thcir words ; they told

me, I was every thing: TisaLie, I am not Agu-proof
Clou. The trick of that voice , I do well remember. I

Is't not the King ? I

Lear. I,evcry mcha King.
When I do ftare, fee how the fubjeft quakes.

I pardon that mans life. What was thy caufc ?

Adultery ? thou fhalt not die: die for Adultery ?

No, the wren goes too't, and the fmall guilded Flic

Dos letcher in my fight Let Copulation thrive

:

For Glofters baftard Son was kinder to his father,

Then my Daughters got'twccn thelawfulllheeis.

Too't Luxury pcIl-mclI,for I lack Souldicts.

Behold yon fimpring Dame, whofc face between her

Forks prefages Snow; that minces Vertue, and do's fhake
the head to hear of plcafurcs name. The Fitchew , not
the foyled horfe goes too't with a more riotous appe-

tite : down from the wafte they arc Centaures , though
Women all above : but to the Girdle do the gods inhe-

rit, beneath is all the fiends. There's hell, there *,s dark-
nefle, there is the fulpherous pit,burning, fcalding,ftfnch,

confumption :Fic,fie,fie; pah, pah: Give mean Ounce
Of Civet; good Apothecary fweeten my imagmation :

There's money for thee.

CloM. O let me kifs that hand.
Lear. Let me wipe itfirfi,

It fmells of Mortality.

Chu. O ruin'd piece of Nature, this great vvorld
Shall fo wear out to naught.

Do'ft thou know me .'

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enot^gh: do'ft thoU
fqoiny at me? No, do thy worft blind Cupid , Tie not
love. Read thou this challenge, mark but the penning
ofit.

CtoM. Were all thy Letters Suns, I could not fee one.
Edg. 1 would not take this from report.

It is, and my heart breaks at it.

Lear. Read,

GloH. What with the Cafe of eyes ?

Lear Oh ho, arc you there with me ? No eyes in your
head, nor no money in your purfc ? Your eyes ai c in hea-
vy cafe

, your purfc in a light, yet you fee how this world
goes.

Gtou. I fee It feelingly.

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may fee how this world
goes , with no eyes. Look with thine ears : See how
yond Jufticc rails upon yond fimple thief. Heatk in
thincear: Change places, and handy-dendy , which is

the Juftice, which is the thief ; Thou haft feen a Far-
mers dog bark at a Beggar .«'

GluH. Sir.

Lear. And the Creature run from the Cor: there thou
might'ft behold the great image of Authority , a Dog's
obcy'd m Office. Thou, Rafcal Beadle, hold thy bloudy
hand : why do'ft thou lafh that Whore? Strip thy own
back , thou hotly lufts to ufe her in that kind, for which
thou whip'ft her. The Ufurer hangs the Cozener. Tho-

_^___ roug
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rough and tattet'd cloaths,gicac Vices do appear: Robes,

and furr'd gowns hide all. Place finns with gold , and

the ftrongLanccof juflice, hurileflc breaks: Arme it in

rags, a Pigmies ftraw doth pierce it. None docs offend,

none,I fay none,rie able 'em ; take thatof me my friend.

Who have the power to feal th'accufcrs lips. Get thee

glaflc eyes, and like a fcurvy Politician , feem to fee the

things thou do'ft not. Now, now, now, now. Pull offmy

Boots: harder, harder, fo.

Edg, O matter, and impertinency mixt,

Reafon in Madneffe.

Ltar. If chou wilt weep my fortunes, rake my eyes.

I know thee well enough, thy name is Clolier

:

Thou muft be patient ; we came crying hither:

TTiou know'ftjthe firfl time that we fmellthe aire

Wc wawlf, and cry. I will preach to thee: Mark.

Glou, Alack, alack the day.

Le/ir. When we are born, we cry that we are come

To this great flage of fools. This a good block:

It were a delicate ftratagem to fhooe

A Troop of horfc with felt : I'le put't in proofe.

And when 1 have ftoln upon thefe Sons in Laws:

Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill.

inter a (gentleman.

Cent. Oh here he is : lay hand upon him, Sir.

Your moft dear Daughter.

Lear. No refcue ? What, a Prifoner > I am even

The Natural Fool of fortune. Ufe me well,

You fhall have ranfome. Let me have Surgeons,

lam cut to thBralns.

Cent. You fhall have any thing.

Ltar. No Seconds } All my lelf ?

Why, this would make a man, a man of Salt

;

.Toufe hiseyes for Garden water-pots. I will die bravely,

Like a fmug Bridegroom. What.' I will be Jovial

:

Come, come, I am a King. Mafters, know you that?

Cent, You are a Royal one, and we obey you.

Ltar, Then there's life int. Come, and you get it,

You {hall get it by running : Sa, fa, fa, fa. Exit.

Ctfit. A fight moft pittifull in themeaneft wretch,

Paft fpeaking of in a King. Thou hafl a Daughter

Who redeems Nature from ihe general curfe

Which twain have brought her to.

Edg. Hail gentle Sir.

Cent, Sir, fpeed you : what's your will ?

Edg. Do you hear ought (Sir) of a Battell coward.

Gent. Mortfure, and vulgar:

Every one hears that, which can diftinguifli found.

Eig. But by your favour

:

How near's the other Army ?

Cent. Near, and on fpeedy foot : the main difcry

Stands on the hourly thought.

Eig. I thank you fir, that's all.

Cent. Though that the Q.ueen on fpecialcaufe is here,

Her Army is mov'd on. Exit,

Sdg, I thank you Sir.

GioH, You ever gentle gods, take my breath from me,
Let not my worfer Spirit tempt me again

To die before you pleafe.

€dg. Well pray you father.

Gl$u. Nowgood fir, what are you?

Edg, A moft poor man, made tame to Fortunes blows
Who, by the Art ofknown, and feeling forrovw,

Am pregnant to good pitty . Give me your hand,

Tie lead you to fome biding.

CUu, Hearty thanks:

The bounty, and the bcnizon of heaven
To boot, and boot.

Snttr Steward,

Stev. A proclaim'd prize : moft happy •

That eyeleffe head of thine, was firft fram'd fleHi

To raife my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy traitor.

Briefly thy fcif remember: the Sword is out
That mufi deftroy thee.

GloM. Now let thy friendly hand
Put ftrength enough to't.

Stew. Wherefore, bold Pezant,

Darfl thou fupport a publi(h'dTraitor.? hence.
Left that th'infcftion of his fortune take

Like hold on thee. Let go his arm.
Edg. Chi 11 not let go Zir,

Without vurther cafion.

Stew. Let go Slave, or thou dy'ft.

Edg. Good Gentleman go your gate , and let poor
volk pffe r and'chud ha'bin zwagged out of my life,

'twould ha'bin lo long as 'tis, by a vortnight. Nay,
come not near th'old man : keep out che vot'ye , or ice

try Whither your Coftard, or my Ballowbe the harder

;

chill be plain with you.

Stew, Out Dunghill.

Edg. Chill pick your teeth Zir : come , no matter vor
your foyns.

Stew. Slave thcu haft (lain me: viliain,takemy purfe;

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body,

And give the Letters which thou find'ft about mc,
To Edmnnd Earl of Glofttr • feek him out

Upon the Englifti party. Oh untimely death,<leach,

Edg. 1 know thee well. A ferviceable Villain,

As duteous to the vices of thy Miftris,

As badneffe would defire.

GloM. What, is he dead ?

S'dg. Sit you down Father; reft you.

Let's fee thefe Pockets ; the Letters that he fpeaks of
May be my friends : he's dead ; I am only forry

He had no other Deathfman. Let us fee :

Leave gentle wax, and manners : blame us not

To know our enemies minds, wc rip their hearts,

Their Papers are more lawful!.

Reads the Lttttr.

T Et our rtc'ifrecall vowj ht remtmhrei. Ten have

tnanj opperti/nitiej locut him off: if Jour will want

not, time and plact will be fruitfully offer'd. Then is no.

thing done. If he return tht Conaueror^then am I the Pri.

foner, and his htdy mj Goal
, from tht loathed warmth

whereof., deliver me., and fuj>pl/ the place ofour Labour.

Tour {yyifejo I would fay) afefllo.

tiate Servant. CouerlU,

Of indinguifVi'd fpace of Womam will,

A plot upon her vcrtuous husbands life,

And the exchange my brother : here, in the fands

Thee rie rake up, the port unfanAified

Of murthcrous Letchcrs : and in the mature time.

With this ungracious paper ftrike the fight

Of the death-pra£ti$'d I>uke : for him 'tis well,

Thatof thy death, and bufineffe,! can tell.

Clou. The King is mad :

How ftiffe is my viTde fenfc

That I ftand up, and have ingenious feeling

Of my huge forrows ? Better I were diftrafk.

So fhould my thoughts be fcver'd from my griefs.

Drum afar off.

• And woes, by wrong imaginations loofc

The
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The knowledge of themfelvcs,

Edg. G ive me your hand :

Far off me chinks I hear the beaten Drum,

Come father, I'lc beftow you with a friend. £xen»t.

Scena Septima.

Enter Coritlia^ Kent and Ccntlemdn.

Cor. O thou good ^Mf,
How fhall 1 liveand work

To match thy goodneffe ?

My life will be too fliort,

And every meafurc fail me.
Kent. To be acknowledged Madam Is o're-paid,

All my reports go with the modeft truth.

Nor more, nor dipt, but fo.

Cor. Be better fuited,

Thefe weeds are memories of thofe worfcr hours

:

I prethee put them off.

Kent. Pardon dear Madam,
Yet to be known fliortcns my made intent.

My boon I make it, that you know me not,

Till time, and I think meet.

Cor. Then be't fo my good Lord

:

How do's the King ?

Gent. Madam fleeps flill.

Cor. O you kind gods !

Cure this great breach in his abu fed Nature,

Th'untun'd and jarring fenfes, Owind up.

Of this child-changed Father.

Getit, So pleafeyour Majefty.

That we may wake the King, he hath flcpt long?

Cor, Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed

I'th'fway of your own will : is he array'd ?

Enter Lear In a Chairs carried hy Servants

Cent. I Madam : in the heavineffe of flecp,

We put frefh garments on him.

Be by, good Madam,when we do awake him,

I doubt not of his Temperance,
Cor. O my dear father, reflauration hang

Thy medicine on my lips, and let this kiffe

Repair thofe violent hatmes,:hat my twoSifters

Have in thy Reverence made.
Kent. Kind and dearPrinceffe.

Cor. Had you not bin iheir father, thcfc white flakes

Did challengcpicty of them. Was this face

To be oppos'd againft the jarring winds >

Mine Enemies dog, though he had bit me.
Should have flood that night againft my fire.

And was't thou fain (poor Father)

To hovell thee with Swine and Rogues forlorn,

In fhort, and nuifty ftraw? Alack, alack,

'Tis wonder that my life and wits, at once
Had not concluded all. He wakes, fpeak 10 him.

Gent. Madam do you, 'tis fitteft.

Cor. How does my Royal Lord ?

How fares your Majefty ?

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out oth'grave

;

Thou art a foul in blifle, but I am bound

Upon a wheel of fire, that mineown teari

Do fca!d,Iike molten Lead.

Cor. Sir, do you know mc ?

Lear. You are a fpirit I know, when did you die f
Cor. Still, ftill, far wide.

Cmt. He's fcarce awake,

Let him alone a while.

Lear. Where have I bin ?

Where am I ? fair day light .'

I am mightily abus'd ; I (nould even die with pitty

To fee another thus. I know not what to fay :

I will not fwear thefe are my hands : let's fee,

I feel this pin prick, would I were affur'd

Of my condition.

Cor. O look upon mc, fir,

And hold your hand in bcnediflion o're mc,

You muft not kneel.

Lear. Pra y do not mock me

;

lama very foolifh fond old man,
Fonrfcore and upward,

Not an hour more, nor leffe

:

And to deal plainly,

I fear I am not in my peifedl mind.
Mc thinks I Hiould know you, and know this man.

Yet I am doubtful! : for I am mainly ignorant

What place this is, and all the skill I have

Remembers not thefe garments : nor I know not

Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at mc.

For (as lama man) I think this Lady
To be my child Cordelia.

Cor. And folam: lam,
Lear. Be your tears wet ?

Yes faith : I pray weep not.

If you havepoifon for me, I will drink it:

I know you do not love me, for your Sifters

Have (as I do remember) done me wrong.
You have fome caufe, they have not.

Cor. No caufe, no caufe.

Lear. Am I in France ?

Kent. In your own kingdome. Sir,

Lear. Do not abufe mc.

Gent. Be comforted good Madam, the great rage

You fee is kill'd in him : defirc him to go in.

Trouble him no more till further fetling.

Cor. Wilt pleafe your highneffe walk ?

Lear. You muft bear with me

:

Pray you now forget, and forgive,

1 am old and foolifti. Exeunt.

d/^Bus Quintus, Scena T'rima.

Enter with Drum and Colours^ Edmund^ Rfgan^

Gentlemen^ and Sonldiers.

Bafl, Know ofthe Duke if his laft purpofe hold.

Or whether fince he is advis'd by ought

To change the courfe, he's full of alteration.

And fclfreproving, bring his conftant pleafurc.

7^. Our Sifters man is certainly tnifcarned.

BaJ}. 'Tistobc*Bajf, 'Tis to be doubted Madam.
Reg. Now fweet Lord,

You'
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You know the goodnclTe 1 inccnd upon you;

Tell me but truly, but then fpeak the truth,

Doyoiinot love my Sifter >

"BaTl. In honour'd Love.

Reg. But have you never found my Brothers way,

To the fore-fended place ?

Baji. No by mine honour, Madam,

Reg. I never (hall endure her, dear my Lord,

Be not familiar with her.

Bad. Fear not, (lie and the Duke her husband.

Enter with Drum & Qotours^AlbanyfioaerU^SoHtdiers.

Alba. Our very loving Sifter, well be-mct:

Sir, this 1 heard, the King is come to his Daughter

With others, whom the rigour of our State

Forc'd to cry out,

%eg. Why is this reafon'd ?

Gane. Combine together 'gainft the Enemy:

For thefc domeftick, and particular broils,

Are not the qucftionhere.

Alb. Let's then determine with th'ancienc ofwar

On our proceeding.

Reg. Sifter, you'll go with us.?

Gon. No,

Reg. 'Tis moft convenient, pray go with us.

Gon. Oh, ho, I know the Riddle,! will go,

Exeunt both the Armies,

Enter Edgar,

Eig. If ere your Grace had fpecch with man lo poor,

Hear me one word.

«y4lb. rie overtake you, fpeak.

Edg. Before you fight the Battel, ope this Letter

:

If you have vifloiy, let the Trumpet found

For him that brought it; wretch though I feem,

I can produce a Champion, that will prove

What is avouched there. If you mifcarry,

Yourbufinefteof the world hath foan end.

And machination ceafes. Fortune loves you.

Alb. Stay till I have red the Letter.

Edg, I was forbid it.

When time fhall ferve, let but the Herald cry.

And rie appear again. Exit.

Alb. Why fare thee well , I will o' re-look thy paper.

Enter Edmund.

Baji, The Enemy'es in view, draw up yourpowers,

Here is the gueflc of their trueftrcngth and forces,

By diligent difcovery, but your haft

Isnowurg'donyou.

Alb, We will greet the time. Exit.

Bafl, To both thefe Sifters have I fworn my love

:

Each jealous of the other, as the ftung

Are of the Adder. Which of them fhalJ I take ?

Both ? One.' Or neither? Neither can beenjoy'd

If both remain alive: To take the Widow,
Exafperates, makes mad her fifter Goner Illy

And hardly ftiall 1 carry out my fide,

Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll life

His countenance for the Battel, which being done.

Let her who would be iidof him,dcvifc

His fpeedy taking off. As for the mercy

Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia,

The Battel done, and they within oiir power

;

J

Shall never fee his pardon : for my flate,

Stands on me todcfendj not to debate. Exit.

Scena Secunda,

Alarum within. Enter vlth Drum and Colours, Lear
CordeHa,and Souldiers,over the Stage, (:!r Exeunt.

Enter Edgar, and Gloucefler.

Edg. Here Father, take the ftiadow of this tree

For your good hoaft : pray that the right may thrive:

If ever 1 return to you again,

ric bring you comfort.

Clo. Grace be with you Sir. Sxlt.

Alarum and Retreat within.

Enter Edgar,

Edg. Away old man, give me thy hand, away :

King Lear hath \cS\, he and his Daughter tane.

Give me thy hand. Come on,

^to. No further Sir , a man may rot even here,

Edg. What in ill thoughtsagain?

Men muft endure

Their going hence, even as their coming hither,

RipenelTe is all, come on,

(j/*. And that's true too. Exeunt.

Scena Tcrtia->.

Enter In con^ueflwith Drum(^ Colours,Edmund, Lear,

and Cordelia, as frlf9ners,Souldlers, Caftain.

Baft. Some Officers take them away : good guard,

Untill their greater pleafures firft be known
That arc to cenfure them.

Cor. We arc not the firft,

Who with beft meaning have incurr'd the worft :

For thee oppreffed King I am caft down.

My fclfcould elfc oat-frown falfc (orfunes frown.

Shall we not fee thefe Daughters, and thefc Sifters ?

Lear. No, no, no, no : come lets away topnfon:

We two alone will fing like Birds ith'Cage

:

When thou do'ft ask me blcffing, I'le kneel down
And ask of thee foigivenefle : So we'll live.

And pray and fihg, and tell old tales, and laugh

At guilded Butterflies : and hear poor Rogues

Talk of Court news, and we'll talk with them too.

Who loofes, and who wins ; who's in, who's out

:

And take upon's the miftery of things.

As if we were Gods fpics: And we'll wear out

In a wall'd prifon, packs and fc(SlJ of great ones

That ebbe and flow by th'Moon.

BaFl., Take them away.

Lear, Upon fuchfacrifices my Or</f//<»,

The gods themfelves throw inccnfe.

Have I caught thee?

He that parts us, fliall bring a Brand from heaven.

And fire us hence, like Foxes : wipe thine eyc»

The good years fhall devour them, flefh and fell,

E'fc
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£xit.
Ere ihcy fhall make us weep ?

We'd fee'cmftarv'd fiift: come.

5^. Come hither Captain, hari

Take chou this note, go follow them to prifon.

One ftep I have advanc'd thee, if thou dort

As thii inflru£^s thee, thou doft make thy way

To Noble Fortunes : know chou this, that men

Are as the time is; to be tender minded

Do's not become a Sword, thy great imploymcnt

Will not bearqueftion : either (ay thou'lt do't.

Or thrive by other means,

Cape, rie do't my Lord.

Bafi. About It, and write happy, when th'aft done,

Mark I fay inftanily, and carry it fo

As I have fet it down. Exit Captain.

Enter Albany^ Goner il/, %ig^»-, Soulditrs.

Alba. Sir, you have Hiew'd to day your vahant ftrain

And fortune led you well : you have the Captives

Who were the oppofnes ofthisdayesftrife:

I do require them of you fo toufe them,

As we (hall find their merits, and our fafety

May equally determine.

Baji. Sir, I thought k fit,

To fend the old and miferable King to fomc retention,

Whofe age had Charmes in it, whofc Title more.

To pluck the common bofomc on this fide,

And turn our imprclt Launces in our eyes

Which do command them. With himl fent the Queen

My reafon all the fame, and they arc ready

To morrow, or at further fpace, t'appcar

Where you fliall hold your Sefllon.

Alb. Sir, by your patience.

I hold you but a fubjeft of this War,
Not as a brother.

Reg. That's as we lift to grace him.

Me thinks our pleafure might have bin demanded

Ere you had fpokc fo far. He led our Powers,

Bore theCommiffionof my place and pcrfon,

The which immediacy may well ftand up,

And call it felfyour Brother.

Con, Not fo hot

:

In his own grace he doth exalt himfelf.

More then in your addition.

Rt^. In my rights.

By me inverted, he compeers thebeft.

Alb, That were the mod, if he (hould husband you.

Reg. Jcfters do oft prove Prophets.

Gen. Holla, holla,

That eye that told you fo, look'd buta fquint.

Reg. Lady I am not well, elfe I Ihould anfwet

From a full flowing ftomack. General!,

Take thou my fouldiers, prifoners, patrimony,

Difpofe of them, of me, tne walls arc thine:

Witncffe the world, that I create thee here

My Lord, and Maftcr.

Gon. Mean you to enjoy bim ?

jilb. The let alone lies not in your good will.

Bafi. Nor in thine. Lord.

Alb. Half-bloiidcd fellow, yes.

Reg. Let the Drum ftrike, and prove my title thine.

Alb. Stay yet, hear reafon : Edmnnd^ I arreft thee

On capitall Trcafon ; and in thy arreft.

This guilded Serpent : for your claim fait Sifters,

I bare it in the mtcreft of my wife,

Tis (he isfub-contradted co this Lord,

And I her husband contradict your Banes,

If you will marry, make your loves to me.

My Lady is befpoke.

Con. An cntcrliidc.

^Ib. Thou art armed, Clafler^

Let the Trumpet found r

If noneappear to prove upon thy perfon.

Thy hcynous, manifcft, and many Trcafons,

There is my pledge : I'lc make it on thy heart

Ere I tafte bread, thou art in nothing leffe

Then I have here prodaim'd thee.

Reg. Sick, O fick.

Con. If not, ric ne're tnift medicine.

jBx/?, There's my exchange, what m the world he is

That names me Traitor, villajn-likc he lies,

Call by the Trumpet : he that dares approach

;

On him, on you, who not, I will maintain

My truth and honor firmly.

Enttr (t Herald.

Alb. A Herald, ho.

Truft to thy firtgle vcrtues, for thy Souldicrs

All levied in my name, have in my name
Took their difcharge,

Reg. My fickneflc grows upon mc.

Alb, She is not well, convey her to my Tent,

Come hither Herald, let the Trumpet found.

And read out this. A Trumpetfounds

.

Herald reads.

IF atiy man of quality or degrer vlthin the lifts of the

Army , ivill maintttm upon Edmund fuppofed Earl of
Clojler , that he if a manifold Traitor.^ let him appear by

the third found of the Trumpet : he is hold in hit de-

fence. t Trumpet.
Her. Again. 2 Trumpet.
Her. Again. 5 Trumpet.

Trumpet arfwershim within.

Enter Sdgar armed.

Alb. Ask him his purpofes, why he appears

Upon this Callo'th'Trumpet.

Her. What are you.?

Your name, your quality, and why you anfwer
This prefent Summons ?

Sdg. Know my name is loft

By trcafons tooth : bare-gnawn, and Canker-bit,

Yet am I Noble as the Adverfary

I come to cope.

Alb. Which is that Adverfary ?

Edg. What's he that fpeaks for Edmund EatlofC/fl

Bafi. Himfelf, what faift thou to him ? (Jferf
Edg. Draw thy Sword.

That if my fpeech offend a Noble hean,

Thy arme may do thee Juftice, here is mine:

Behold it ismyprivilcdge,

The priviledge of mine honors.

My oath, and my profclTion. I proteft,

Maugre thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence,
Defpife thy viftor-Sword, and fire new fortune,

Thy valour, and thy heart, thou art a traitor:

Falfc to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father,

Confpirant 'gainft this high illuftrious Prince,

And from th'cxtreameft upward of thy head,

I To the difcent and duft below thy foot.
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A moft Toad-fpotccd traitor. Say thou no,

This Sword, this arme,and my beft fpirits are bent

To prove upon thy heart, whereto I fpeak,

Thou lyeft.

Biih. In wifdome I ftiould ask thy name.

But fince thy out-fide looks fo fair and Warlike,

And that thy tongue (fomc fay) of breeding breathi,

What fafe,and nicely I might well delay.

By rule of Knight-hood, I difdain and fpum :

Back do I torte thefe Treafons to thy head,

Wichthe hell-hated Lie, ore-whelm thy heart.

Which for they yet glance by, and fcarcely bruife.

This fword of mine fhall gi-ve them inftant way,

Where they fhall reft for ever. Trumpets fpeak.

ylib. Save him, favc him. AUTums. Tights

Con. This is praftife GbfltVy

By th'law of War, thou waft not bound to anfwcr

An unknowh oppofite : thou art not vanquilh'd.

but cozen 'd, and beguil'd,

^ih. Shut your mouth Dame,

Or with this paper (hall i ftop it : hold Sir,

Thou worfc then any name, read thine own evil:

No tearing Lady, 1 perceive you know it.

G»n. Say if I do, the Laws arc mine not thine,

Who can arraign me for't ? ^xit.

Alb. Moft monftrous J O, know'ft thou this paper ?

B«St Ask me not what I know.

^Ib. Go after her, (he's defpcrate, govern her.

Bn^. What you have charg'd me with.

That have 1 done.

And more, much more, the time willbring it out.

'Tis part, and fo am I : But what art thou

That haft this fortune on me ? If thou'ri Noble,

I do forgive thee.

lig. Let's exchange charity

:

I am no leffe in bloud then thou art Edmund,

If more, the more th'haft wrong'd me.

My name is Edgar^ and thy Fathers fon,

The gods are juft,and of our picafant vices

Make inftruments to plague u$:

The dark and vitious place, where thee he got,

Coft him his eyes.

Bait. Th'haft fpoken right, 'tis true.

The Wheel is come full circle, 1 am here.

Alb. Me thought thy very gate did prophcfie

A Royal Noblenefle : I muft embrace thee,

Let forrow fplitmy heart, if ever I

Did hate thee, or thy father.

Edg. Worthy Prince I know't.

Ath. Where ha ve you hid your felf ?

How have you known the miferies of your father ?

Edg. By nurfing them my Lord. Lift a brief tale.

And w^ien 'tis told, O that my heart would burft.

Thebloudy proclamation to efcapc

That follow'd me ft) ncer, (O our lives fwcetncfle

!

That wt thtpain ofdeath would hourly die.

Rather then die at once) taught me to (hift

Into a mad-mans rags, t'affume a femblince

That very Dogsdifdain'd s and in this habit

Met I my father with his bleeding Rings,

Their precious Stones ncwloft : became his guide.

Led him,beg'dfor him. fav'd him fromdcfpair,

Never (O fault) revcal'd my felf unto him,
Untill fome halfe hour paft, when I was arm'd,
Not fure, though hoping of this good fucceffc,

I ask'd his bleihng, andfrom firft tolaft

Told him our Pilgrimage. But his flav/d hean
(Alack too weak the conflift to lupport)

'Twixt two extreaitisof palfionjjoy and "rief

Buiftfmilingly.

Bafl. This fpecch ofyours hath mov'd me.
And Ihall perchance do good, but fpeak you on.
You look as you had fomcthing more to &y.

Alb. I f there be more, more wofuU, hold it in.

For I am almoft ready to dllTolve,

Hearing of this.

Enter * Gentleman,

Gent, Help, help; Ohelp.
Edg. What kind Of help.?

Alb, Speak man.
Edg. What means this bloudy Knife .>

Cent. 'Tis hot, it fmoaks , came even from the heart
of. Oftie'sdead.

Alb, Who dead? Speak man.
^ent. Your Lady Sir, your Lady ; and her Sifter

By her is poyfon'd : (he confelTes it.

BajI. I wascontrafted to them both, all three

Now marry in an inftant.

Edg. Here comes Kent.

Enter Kent.

Alb. Produce the bodies, be they live or dead.
GoneriU and Regans bodies brought tut.

This judgement of the heavens that makes us tremble.

Touches us not wjih pitty. O ! isthisflie?

The time will not allow the complement
Which very manners urges.

Kent. I am come

To bid my King and Mafter aye good night,

Is he not here >

Alb. Great thing of us forgot.

Speak Sdmnnd, where'j the King .' and where's Ctrdelia f
Sccft thou this obje£t Kent.

Kent. Alack, why thus?

Bajl. Yet Edmund \m beldv'd :

The one the other poifon'dfor my fake,

And after, flew her felf.

Alb. Even fo : cover their faces.

Bafi. I pant for life r fome good 1 mean to do
Defpight of mine own Nature. Qjiickly fend,

(Be brief in it) to th'Caftle for my Writ

Is on the life of Lwr, and Cordelia.'

N3y,fendintime.

Alb. Run, tun, O run ?

Edg. To whom my Lord ? Who has the OSicc ?

Send thy token of repreeve.

Bafi. Well thought on, take my Sword,

Give it the Captain.

Edg. Hafte thcc for thy life.

Baft. He hath Commillion from thy Wife and me, I

To hang Cordella'm the piifon, and

To lay the blame upon her own difpair,

That (he fore-did her felf.

Alb. The gods defend her, bear him hence a while.

Enter Lear with Cordelia in hiiarmet,

Lear. Howl, howl, howl : O you are men of ftones,

Had 1 your tongues and eyes, I' Id ufe them fo.

That heavens vault fhould crack : (he's gone for ever.

I know vvlien one Is dead, and ^^hcn one lives.

She's dead as earth : Lend me a Looking-glafTe,

Ifl
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If that her breach will mift or ftain the (tone,

Why then ftie lives.

Ktnt. Is this the ptomu'd end ?

Edge. Or image of that horror.

Alh. Fail and ceafc.

Letr. This feather ftirs,fhe lives : if it be fo,

It IS a chance which do's redeem alJ forrows

That ever I have felt.

Kent. Oh my good Mafler.

Ltar. Prethce away.

Edg, 'Tisnoble /Cf/tf your friend.

Ltar. A plague upon you murtherers, Traitors all,

I might have fav'd her, now Hie's gone ioi ever

:

Cordelia., Cordelia^Riy a little. Ha.
What is't thou faift ? her voyce was ever foft.

Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in woman,
1 kiird the flavc that was a hanging thee.

Ge»r. 'Tis true (my Lords) he did.

Lear. Did I not, fellow ?

I have feen the day, with my good biting Faulchion

I would have made him skip : I am old now.
And tliefe fame croffes fpoy le me. Who are you ?

Mine eyes are o'th* beft, I'le tell you rtraight.

Kent, If Fortune brag of two, ftie lov'd and haced,

One of them we behold.

Lear. This is a dull fight, arc you not Kent ?

Kent. The fame : your fervant Kent
,

Where is your fervant Caltu ?

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that.

He'll ftrike, and quickly too, he's dead and rotten.

Kent. No, my good Lord, I am the very man.
Lear. I'le fee that flraight.

Kent. That from your nrft of difference and decay,

Have follow'd your fad fteps.

Lear, You are welcome hither.

Kent. Nor no man elfe

:

All's cheerlcffe, dark, and deadly

;

Your eldeft Dau^ters have fore-done themfelvcs.

And defperately are dead.

Lear, I, fo I think.

^li. He knowcs not what he fayes, and vain is it

Thac we prefentus to hjm.

Enter x Meffenger,
Edg, Very bootleffe.

Mef, £</«>«»(/ is dead, my Lord,

'^Ib. Thai's but a trifle here

:

You Lords and noble friends know our intent,

What comfort to this great decay may come,
Shall be appli'd. For us we will refign,

jDuring the life of this old Majefty,

To him our abfolute power, you to y our rights.

With boot, and fucVi addition as your Honours
Have more then merited. All Friends fhall

Tafte the wages of their virtue, and all Foes

The Cup of their defervings : O fee, fee.

Lear. And my poor Fool is hang'd : No, no, no life?

Why (hould a Dog, a Horfe, a Rat have life,

And thou no breath at all ? Thou'lt come no noorc

,

Never, never, never, never, never.

Pray you undoe this Button. Thank you, Sir,

Do you fee this ? look on her, look on her lips,

Look there, look there. He Diet,

Edg, He faints, my Lord, my Lord.

Kent, Break heart, I prethee break.

Edg. Look to my Lord.

Kent.Vex not his Ghoft,0 let him pa(re,he hates hitn,

That would upon the wrack of this tough world

Stretch him out longer.

Edg. He is gone indeed.

Kent, The wonder is, he hath cndur'd fo long.

He but ufurpt his life.

-^/^. Bear them from hence , our prefent bufineflc

Is generall woe : Friends of my Soule, you 'twain,

Rule in this Realm, and thegor'd (tatefuftaio.

Kent, I have a Journey, Sir, rtiortly to go.

My Maftcr calls me, I muH not fay no. Ditt,

Edg. The weight of this fad time we muft obey.

Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay :

The oldeft hath born moft, we that are young.
Shall never fee fo much, nor live fo long t

Exeunt witha dead march.

FINIS.
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The Tragedy of Othello, the
Moore of Fenice,

aJBm Trimm. Scena Trima»

Enter Rodorlgo , ani laga.

Ridorigo.

Ever cell mc, I take it very unkindly

That thou(/<«^o)who haft had my purfe,(thi5.

As if the firings were thine^ould'ft know of

/ago. But you'll not hear me. If ever I did

Of fucha matter, abhor me. (dreamc

Rodo. Thou told 'ft me,

Thou didft hold him in thy hate.

laga. Defpife me
If I doe not. Three great ones of ihc City,

(In perfonallfuit to make me his Lieutenant)

Off capt to him • and by the faith of man

I know my price,! am worth no worfe a place.

But he (as loving his own pride and purpofes)

Evades them, with a Bumbaft Circumfiance,

Horribly ftuf: with Epithets of Warre,

Non-fuits my Mediators. For ccrtes, fayes he,

I have already chofe my Officer. And what was he ?

Forfooth, a great Arithmetician,

One Michicl Cafsto, a Florentine,

(A fellow almoft damn'd in a fair wife)

That never fet a Squadron in the Field,

Nor the divlfion of a Battel! knowes

More then a SpinOer .• Unleflc the BookifhTheorick:

Wherein the Tongued Confuls can propofe

As Mafterly as he, meer prattle (without pra£lice)

In all his Souldicr/hip. But he(Sir)1iad th'eleaion

And I (of whom his eyes had feen the proof

At Rhodes^ at Cjprus, and on others grounds

Chriftian, and Heathen) muft bebe-iee'd, and calm'd

By Debitor, and Creditor. This Counter-Cafter,

He (in good time) muft his Lieutenant be.

And I (blefrc the mark) his Moorc-Oiips Ancient.

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang-

/<»g-tf. Why there's no remedy, (man.

'Tis theCurfe of Service ;

Preferment goes by Letter, and affeflion,

And not by old gradation, where each fecond

Stood heir to th' fiift. Now, Sir, be Judge your felf,

Whether 1 in any juft terme am AflRn'd

To love the Moore ?

%od. I would not follow him then.

lago. O, Sir, content you.

I follow him to fervemy turn upon him.

We cannot all be Mafters, nor all Maftcrs

Cannot be truly foHow'd. You Hiall marks
Many a dutiousand knee-crooking Knave

,

That (doting on his own obfequious bondage)

Weares out his time, much like his Mafters Affe,

For nought but Provender, and when he's old Calhcer'd.

Whip me fuch honeft Knaves. Others there are

Whotrimm'd in Formes, and Vifagcsofduty,

Keep yet their hearts attending on themfelves.

And throwing but fliowes of fetvice on their Lords,

Doe well thrive by t hem.

And when they have lin'd in their Coats

Doe themfelves Homage.

Thefe Fellowes have fome foule.

And fuch a one doe I profefTe my fclf. For (fir)

It isas fure as you arc Redorigo^

Were I the Moore, I would not be Tago ;

In following him, I follow but my felf.

Heaven is my Judge, not I, for love and duty.

But feeming fo, for my peculiar end :

For when my outward a6tion doth demonftrate

Thenativc aft, and figure of my heart

In complement externe, 'tis not long after

But I v/ill wear my heart upon my fleeve

For Dawes to peck at ; lam not what I am.

Rod. What a fall Fortune do's the thick-lips owe

If he can carry'c thus f

Iigo. Call up her Father

:

Rowfe him, make after him,poyfon his delight,

Proclaime him in theftreets. Incenfe her kinfmen»

And though he \r\ a fertile Clymate dwell,

Plague him with Flyes : though that his joy be joy.

Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on't,

As It may loofe fome colour.

Rodo. Here is her Fathers houfe, I'lc call aloud.

IAgo. Doe, wich like timorous accent, and dire yell.

As when (by night and negligence) the fire

Isfpied in populous Cities.

Rod, What hoa : Bral^a/ttio, Signior Brabantto,\\oa.

lago. Awake, what hoa, Bratantio -. Thieves, thieves

Look to your Houfe, your Daughter, and your Bags,

Thieves, thieves.

Bra. Above. What is the reafon of this terrible

Summons ? what is the matter there ?

Rodo. Signior, is all your Family within ?

Idgo. Are your doores lock'd ?

Bra. Why 'wherefore a ske you this ?

lago. Sir, y'are robb'd, for fhame put on your Gown,
Your

j
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Your hear: is burfl, you have lort half your foulc

Hven now, veiy now, an old black Rammc
Is Tupping your whiccEwe. Arife, arifc,

Awake the fnoning Citizens wich the Bell,

Or elfc the Devil will make a Grand-tire of you.

Arife I fay.

Bra. What, have you loft your witJ ?

Roi. Moft Reverend Sigoior,doyouknowmy voyce?

Bra. Not I : what arc you ?

Roi. My nzme ii Roderi'go..

Bra. The Worfcr welcome :

I have charg'd ibec not to haunt about my doorcs :

In honeft plainnefTe thou haft heard mc fay,

My Daughter is not for thetf. And now in madneile

(Being fullof fuppcr, and diftcmpermg draughts)

Upon malicious knavery, doft thou come

To ftart my quiet.

Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir,

Bra, But thou muft needs be furc

,

My Spirits and my place have in their power

To make this bitter to thee.

Rod. Patienccj good Sir.

Bra. What tcll'ft thou me of Robbing?
This is Fem'ce : my houfe is not a Giangc.

Rod. Moft grave Brabantio,

In ficnpic and pure foulc, I come to you,

/*^,Sir,you are one of thofc that will notfcrve God, if

the Devi! bid you. Becaufe we come to do you fervice,

and you think we are Ruffians, you'll have your Daugh-
ter covcr'd with a Barbary Horfc, you'll have your Ne-
phews neigh to you, you'll have Courfers for Coufins,

and Genncts for Germans,
Bra, What profane wretch art thou >

lag. I am one, Sic, that comes to tell you,your Daugh-
tcr and the Moore, are making the Beaft with two backs.

Bra. Thou art a Villain.

/'sg«. You arc a Senator.

Bra, This thou fhalt anfwcr. 1 know thee, Rtdorlgo.

%«d. Sir, I will anfwcr any thing. But I bcfcech you,

If't be your pleafure, and moft wife confcnt,

(As Dartly I find it is) that your fair Daughter

,

At this odde Even and dull Watch oth' night

Tranfported with no worfe or better guard,

But with a Knave ofcommon hire, a Gundelicr,

TothegrolTeclafpesof a Lafcivious Moore :

Ifthisbektiownto you, and your Allowance,
We then have done you bold and fawcy vvrongs.

But if you know no: this, my manners tell mc.
We have your wrong rebuke. Doe not bclieTC

That from the fenfe of all Civility,

I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence.
Your D3ughtcr(if you have no: given her leave)

I fay again, hath made a groftc revolt.

Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit, and Fortunes
In an extravagant, and wheeling Stranger,

Of here, and every where rftraightfatisfie yourfelf.

If fhc be in your Chamber, or your houfe,

Let loofeon me the Jufticcofchc ftatc

For thus deluding you.

Bra, Strikcon the Tinder, hoa :

Give me a Taper : call up all my pcoplr

,

This Accident is not unlike my cfreame,

Belief of it opprcfTes me already.

Light, I fay, light.

fagi. Farewell : for I muft leave you.

It fecms no: meet, nor wholfome to my place
,

(To be produced, as if I ftay, i niall,

Againft the Moore. For I doc know the ftate

,

(However this may gall him with fome dieck)

Cannot withfafctv caft him. For he's cmbark'd

With fuch loud rcafon to the Cjf^fi warres,

(Which even now ftandsin Aajthat for their foulei

Another of his fadomc, they have none,

To lead their bufincftc. In which regard,

Though I doc hate him as I doc hell

,

Yet, for neceflity of prefcnt life,

I muft fticw out a Flag, and fign of Love,

(Which is indeed but fign) that you fliall furely find him
Lead to the Sagiiary the raifed Search :

And there will! be with him. So farewell. Exit.

Enter Brahantio^ ttirh Servant j and Ttrches.

Bra. It is too true an evil. Gone fhe is,

And what's to come of my defpifed time,

Is naught but bitternefTe, Now, Rodorigo^

Where didft thou fee her ? (Oh unhappy Girle)

With the Moore fa"ift thou ? (Who would be a Father ? )

How didft thou know 'twas flie .' (Oh fhe deceives mc
Paft thought:) whatfaid ftie to you ? Get mocTaperi:

Raife all my Kin/ed, Are they married think yoli ?

Rod. Truly J think they are.

Bra. Oh heaven : how got ftie out ?

Oh treafon ofmy blood.

Fathers, from hence truft not your Daughters mindj

By what you fee them AA. Are there not charmes,

By which the property of Youth and Maidhood

May be abus'd .' Have you not tczdj'Rodtrigg,

Offome fuch thing ?

Rod. Yes, fir : I have indeed.

Bra, Call up my brothers : oh would you had had her.

Some one way, fome another. Doe you know
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore >

Rod. I think I can difcover him, if you pleafe

To get good Guard, and go along with me.

Bra. Pray you lead on. At every Houfe He cajl,

(I may command at moft) get Weapons (hoa)

And raife fome fpecull Officers of might

:

On good Rodorigf, I will dcfervc your pains, ExeMKt,

Enter Othetlt^ lago^ Attendants^ with Torches.

Iag», Though in the trade of warre I have flain men,

Yet doc I hold it very ftuffe oth' Confciencc

To do no contriv'd murder : I lake iniquity

Sometime to doe me fervice. Nine or ten times

I had though: to have yeik'd him here under the Ribbcs.

Othel. 'Tis better as it is.

lago. Nay, but he prated.

And fpoke fuch fcurvy, and provoking tcrmcs

Againft your Honour,that with the little godlincG» I have,

I did full hard forbear him. But I pray you, fir,

Arc you faft martied ? Be alTur'd of this,

That tlie Magnifico is much bclov'd.

And hath in his elFcft a voyce potentiall

As double as the Dukes : He will divorce you.

Or putupon you, what reftrainc or grievance

,

X X X » Thj
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The Law (with ail his mighc,;o enforce u on)

Will give him Cable.

Othe. Lee him do his fpight

;

My fer vices, which 1 have done the Signory

Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to know,

Which when I know,thac boafting is an honour,

I (hall promulgate. I fetch my life and bcmg,

From men of Royall Siege. And my demerits

May Ipeak (unbonnetted) to as a proud a Fortune

As this that 1 have reach'd. For know, lago^

But chat I love the gentle 'Defdemonay

I v?ould not my unhoufed free condition

Put into Circumfcription, and Confine,

Foi the Seas worth. But look, what Lights comeyond ?

Enttr Cajfio with Torches.

Ugo. Thofe are the raifed Father, and his friends .•

You werebcft go in,

Othel. Not I : I muft be found.

My parts, my title, and my perfedt foule

Shall manrfeft me rightly. Is it they ?

logo. By Janus^l thmkno.

Othel. The fervants of the Dukes ?

And my Lieutenant ?

The goodneffe of the night upon you (friends)

What is tVie Newes >

Cajji9. The Duke does greet you (Generall)

And he requncs your hafte, Poft-hafte appearance.

Even on theinftanr.

Othel. What is the matter think you ?

Caffto, Something from Cjiprus, as I may divine

It is a bufincffeof fome heat. The Gallics

Have fent a dozen fequent meflengers

This very night, at one anothers heelcs

:

And many of the Confuls (rais'd and met,)

Arc at the Dukes already . You have been hotly call'd for,

When being not at your lodging to be found.

The Senate hath fent about three fevcrali Queftsj

To fearch you out,

Othel. 'T\s well I flm found by you :

I will fpcnd but a word here m the houfc.

And go with you.

CaJ^. Ancient, what makes he here '

lago. Faith, he to night hath boorded a Land Carrac,

If it prove lawful! prize, he's made for ever.

Cafsio. I doe not underftand.

Jaga. He's married.

Cafslo, To whom .?

lagi>. Marry to Come Captain, will you go ?

Othel. Have with you.

Cafsio. Here comes another Troop to feek for you

:

Enter Brabantloy Rodorige, with Officers and Torches.

lago. It is Brahantio : Generall be advis'd.

He comes to bad intent.

Othtl. Holla, ftand there.

Rod. Signior, it is the Moore.

Bra. Down with him, Thief.

/ago. You %odorigo > Come, fir, I am for you.

Othe. Keep up your bright Swords, for the dew will

ruft them. Good Signior, you (hall more command with

yearcs, than with your Weapons.
Bra. Oh thou foule Thief,

Where haft rfwu ftov/d my Daughter ?

Damn'd as thou art, thou haft enchanted let

For rie referre me to all things of fenfe,

(IfO^e in chainesof Magickwere notljound)
Whether a Maid, fo tender, fair, and happy,
So oppofite to Marriage, that flie Oiunn'd
The wealthy curled Dcarling of our Nation,
Would ever have (t'encurre a generall mock)
Run from her Guardage to the footy bofomc,
Of fuch a thing as thou : to fear, not to delight }

Judge me the world, if 'tis not groflc in fenfe.

That thou hafl praflis'd on her with foule Charmes,
Abus'd her delicate youth, with Drugs or Minerals,

That weakens motion. I'le have't difputed on,
'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking

;

I therefore apprehend and doe attach thee,

For an abufcr of the world, a praftifer

Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant

;

Lay hold upon him, if he doe rcfifl

Subdue him at his peril.

Othe. Hold your hands.

Both you of my inclining, and the reft.

Were it my Cue to fight, I fhonid have known it

Without a Prompter. Whither will you that I go

To anfwcr this your charge ?

Bra. To prifon, till fit time

Of Lav^, and courfe of direft Seflton

Call thee to anfwer.

Othe. Whatif I doe obey ?

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied,

Whofe MefTcngers are here about my fide,

Upon fome prcfentbufinefic of the State,

To bring me to him.

Officer. 'Tis true, moft worthy Signior,

The Duke's in Council, and your Noble fclf,

I am fure is fent for.

Bra. How ? The Duke in Council ?

In this time of the night? bring him away ;

Mine's not an idle caufe. The Duke himfelfi

Or any of my Brothers of the State

,

Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own
For if fuch Aflions may have pafiage free,

Bondflaves and Pagans fhali our Sutesmen be. Exeunt.

Scena Tertia.

Enter Dukj-, Senators, and Officers.

Duke. There is no compofition in this ncwes

,

That gives them credit.

J. Sen. Indeed, they are difproportioned;

My Letters fay, a hundred and feven Gallics.

Dukj. And mine a hundred forty.

2.Se». And mine two hundred :

But though they jump not on a juft account,

(As in thefe Cafes where the ayme reports,

Tis oft with difference) yet doe they all confirm

A Turkjfh Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus,

Duke. Nay, it is pofiible enough to judgement

:

I doe not fofecure me in the errour,

But the main Article I doe approve

In fearfull fenfe.

Sajlor within. What hoa, what boa, what hoa.

Enter Sailor.

Officer.
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Officer. A MefT'engcr from the Gallies.

Dukj. Now ? What's the bufinefTc ?

Saylor, Thie Turl^ifl} preparation makes for Rhodes,

So was I bid report here to the State,

By Signior Angela.

Dukj. How fay you by this change ?

I . Sen. This cannot be

By no afTay of Reafon. 'Tis a Pageant

Tolceepusin falfegaze, when wc confidet

Th'importancy of Cyprm to the Turk :

And let our felves again but underftand.

That as It more concerns the Turl^ then RhedcSy

So may he with more facile queftion bear it,

For that it ftands not in fuch warlike brace,

But altogether lacks th'abilities

That Rhodes is drefs'd in. If we make thought of this,

Wc muft not chink the T«r|^ is fo unskilful),

To leave that lateft, which concerns him fiift,

Negleftin^ an attempt of eafe and gain.

To wake and wage a danger profitlcffc.

Duk^^e. Nay, in all confidence he's not for Rhodes.

Officer. Here is more Newes.

Enter a Meffetiger.

Ateffen. The Ottantittes, Reverend, and Gracrous,

Steering with duecourfe toward the Ifle o( Rhodes^

Have there injoynted them with an after Fleet.

1 . Sen. I, fo 1 thought : how many, as you gucfs ?

Aff/?. Of thirty Sail ; and now they do re-ftcm

Their backward courfe, bearing with frank appearance

Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior (JHontana,

Your trufty and mofl valiant Servitour
,

With his free duty, recommends you thus,

And prayes you to believe him.

Duke. 'Tis certain then for C/^r«x

:

Marcus Luccicos, is he not in Town ?

I . Sen. He's now in Florence.

Duke. Write from us

,

To him, Port, Poft-haite, difpatch.

I . Sen. Here comes Brabantit, and the Moore.

Enter Brahatttio, Othello^ Caffio, lago, Rodorlgo,

and Officers.

Duke. Valiant Othello, we muft ftraight employ you,

Againft the generall Enemy Ottoman.
1 did not fee you : welcome, gentle Signior,

We lack'c your Counfell, and your help to night.

Bra, So did I yours : Good your Grace pardon me.
Neither my place, for ought I heard of bufinefs

Hath rais'd me from my Bed ; nor doth the generall care

Take hold on me. For my particular grief

Isof fo flood-gate, and o're- bearing Nature,

That it ingluts, and fwallows other forrows.

And it is ftill it fclf.

Duke. Why ? what's the matter ?

Bra. My Daughter : oh my Daughter J

Sen Dead.

Bra. I, to mc.

She isabus'd,ftoIn from me,and corrupted

By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks;
For Nature fo prepoftcroufly tocrre,

(Being not deficient, blind, or lame of fenfe,)

Sans witch-craft could not.

Duke. Who e'rc he be, that in this foulc proceeding
Hath thus bcgml'd your Daughter of her felf,

A nd you of her ; the bloody Book of Law

,

I You (hall your felf read in the bitter Letter,

After your own fenfe : yea, though our proper fon

Stood m your A£lion.

Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace,

Here is the man ; this Moore, whom now it feem*

Yourfpeciall Mandate,for the State Affaires,

Hath hither brought.

All. We are very forry for't.

Dukf- What in your own part can you fay to this ?

Bra. Nothing, but this is fo.

Othe. Moft Potent, Grave, and Reterend Signiors,

My very Noble, and approv'd good Maftcrs

;

That I have tane av«ay this old mans Daughter,

It is moft true : true 1 have married her
;

The very head, and front of my offending,

Hath this extent ; no more. Rude am I in my fpecchj

And little blefs'd with the foft phiafc of Peace;

For fince thefe Armes t>f mine had fcvcn yearcs pith,

Till now, fome nine Moons wafted, they have us'd

Their deareft a6lion, in the tented field :

And little of this great world can I fpeak,

More then peruins to Feats of Broyls,and Battel,

And therefore little ftiall I grace my caufe.

In fpeaking for my felf. Yet, (by your gracious patience)

I will a round un-varnifh'd tale deliver.

Of my whole courfe of Love,

What Drugs ? what Charmes ?

What Conjuration?& what mighty Magick,
(For fuch proceeding I am charg'd withall)

I vwon his Daughter with.

Bra. A Maiden, never bold :

Of fpiritfo ftill and quiet, that her Motion
Blufh'd at her felf, and fhe in fpight of Nature,

Of Yeares, of Countrey, Credit, every thing.

To fall in Love with what ftie fear'd to look on

;

It is a judgement maim'd, and moft imperfcft.

That will confcflc Perfeftion focould erre

Againftall rules ofNature, and muft be driven

To find out pradifes of cunning hell

Why this fhould be. I therefore vouch again.

That with fome mixtures powerfull o're the blood.

Or with fome Dram (conjur'd to thiseffcft)

He wrought upon her.

Dukf. To vouch this, is no proof.

Without more wider, and more over-Teft

Then thefe thin habits, and poor likelihoods

Of modern feeming, do prefcrre againft him.

Sen. But Othello, fpeak.

Did you, by indireft, and forced courfes

Subdue,and poyfon this young Maidsaffcfbions ?

Or came it by requcft,and fuch fair qucftion.

As foule to foulc affordeth ?

Othel. I doe befecch you.

Send for the Lady to the Sagitary,

And let her fpeak of me before her Father

;

If you doe find mc foule in her report.

The truft, the office, I doe hold of you.

Not onely takeaway, but let your fentcnt*

Even fall upon my life.

Dukf. Pcich Defdemenahhhcr.

Othello. Ancient, conduit them

:

You beft know the place.

And till file come, as truly as to heaven

,

r doe confelTe the vices of my blood

,

So juftly to your Grave eares, I'k prcfent

Xxx J How
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How I did thrive in this fair Ladies Love,

And fhe in mine.

Dukj. Say it Othello.

Othe. Her Father lov'd me, oft invited mc :

Still queftion'd me the (tory of my life,

From year to year : the Battells, Sieges, Fortune,

That I have part.

I ran it through, even from my BoyiHi dayes.

To th* very moment that he bad me tell it.

Wherein I fpoke of mo(t difaftrous chances :

Of moving Accidents by Flood, and Field,

Of hair-breadth fcapes ith' imminent deadly breach
;

Of being taken by the infolent foe.

And fold to flavery. Of my redemption thence,

Andportance in my Travellers hiftory.

Wherein of Antars vaft, and Defarts wilde, ^vcn.

Rough Quarries,Rocks, & Hills, whofe heads touch hea-

It was my hint to fpeak. Such was my Proceffe,

And of the Canibals that each other eate,

The Anthropphagl^ and men whofe heads

Grew beneath their (houlders. Thefe things to hear,

Would Defiemona ferioufly inclme

:

But ftill the houfe affaires would draw her hence

:

Which ever as fhe could with hafte difpatch,

She'ld come again, and with a greedy eare

Devoure up my difcoutfe. Which I obferving

,

Took once a pliant houre, and found good mcanes

To draw from her a prayer of earncrt heart,

That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate.

Whereof by parcels Hie had fomething heard.

But not diftinclively r I did confent

,

And often did beguile her of her tea res.

When I did fpeak of fome diftrcffcfull ftrokc

That my youth fuffer'd : My ftory being done,

She gave me for my pains a world of kilTes :

She {wore in faith 'twas (trange, 'twas paffing ftrange.

'Twas pittLfulI : 'twas wondrous pittifull.

She wifh'd fhe had not heard it, yet ihe wi/h'd

That heaven had made her fuch a man. She thank'd me,

And bad me if I had a friend that lov'd her,

I fhould but teach him hov« to tell my ftory.

And that would wooe her. Upon this hint I fpake,

She lov'd mc for the dangers 1 have part,

And I lov'd her, that ftie did pitty them.

This onely is the witch-craft I have us'd.

Here comes the Lady, let her witneffc it.

EMter Defdemona, Ingo^ Attendants,

Duke. I think this tale would win my Daughter too.

Good Bratafftiotake up this mangled matter at the beft

:

Men doe their broken Weapons rather ufe,

Then their bare hands.

Bra. I pray you hear her fpeak :

If (he confeffe that fhe was half the wooer,

Deftruftion on my head, if my bad blame

Light on the man.Comc hither gentle Miftris,

Doe you perceive in all this Noble company.

Where moft you owe obedience ?

Def. My Noble Father,

I doe perceive here a divided duty,

To you I am bound for life, and education

:

My life and education both doe learn me.

How to refpeft you. You are the Lord of duty,

I am hitherto your Daughter. But here's my husband ;

And fo much duty, as my Mother Ihcw'd

To you, preferrmgyou before her Father :

So much I challenge, that I may profeffc

Due to the Moore, my Lord.

Bra. God be with you : I have done.

Pleafeic your Grace, on to the State affaires ;

I had rather to adopt a child than get it.

Come hither, Moore,
I here doe give thee that with all my heart,

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart

1 would keep from thee. For your fake (Jewell)
I am glad at foule,! have no other child

;

For thy cfcape would teach me tyranny
To hang clogs on them. I have done, my Lord,

Dukjf. Let me fpeak like your felf

:

And lay a Sentence,

Which like a grife, or ftep may help thefe Lovers.

When remedies are paft,the griefs are ended
By feeing worft, which late on hopes depended.

To mourn a mifchief that is paft and gone.

Is the next way to draw new mifchief on.

What cannot be preferv'd when Forainc takes

:

Patience, her Injury a moclcery makes.

The robb'd that fmiles, fteales fomething from the Thief,

HeTobs himfelf, that fpendsa booricffe grief.

Bra. So let the Turk^oi Cjprus us beguile,

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile :

He beares the fentencewell, that nothing beares.

But the free comfort which from thence he heares.

But be heares both the fentence,and the [orrow,

That to pay grief,muft of poor patience borrow.

Thefe Sentences, to Sugar, or to Gall,

Being ftrongon both ndes,are Equivocal!. i

But words are words : I never yet did hear.

That the bruiz'd heart was piei ced through the eare.

I humbly befeechyouto proceed toth'Affaires of Stare.

Dukj. The 7'ttrk^ widi a moft mighty preparation

makes for Cyprus : Othello^ the Fortitude of the place is

beft known to you. And though wc have there a Subfti-

tute of moft allowed fufliciency ; yet opinion, a more

Soveraign Miftris of Effed^s, thiowcs a more fafc voyce

on you : you mult therefore be content to flubber ihegrofs

of your new Fortunes, with this more ftubborn, and boy-

fterous expeditioi..

Oifje. The Tyrant Cuftome, moft Crave Senators,

Hath made the flinty and Steel Coach of War
My thrice-driven bed of Down. 1 doe agnize

A naturall and prompt Alacrity,

1 find in hardnefie : and do undertake

Thisprefent Waragainft x.\\eOttomittes.

Moft humbly therefore bending to your State,

I crave fit difpofition for my Wife, ,

Due reverence of Place, and Exhibition,

VVith fuch accommodation and befort

As levels with her breeding.

"Duke. VVhy, at her Fathers.

Bra. I will not have it fo.

Othe. Nor I.

Def. Nor would I there rcfide.

To put my Father in impatient thoughts

By being in his Eye. Moft gracious Duke,

To my unfolding, lend your profperousear.

And let me find a Chara(5ler in yout vciyce

T'affift my fimplenefs.

Dukj. WhizvJouldyoUy Defdemona}

Def. That I love the Moore, to live with him,

My down-right violence, and ftorm of Fortunes,

May
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May trumpcc coche world. My heart's fubdu'd

Even to the very quality of my Lord ;

I iiviOt hello' % vifagcin hisminde,

And to his honours and his valiant partJ»

Did I my foule and fortunes confccrat*.

So that (dear Lords) if I be left behind

A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War,
The Rices for why I love him, are bereft me t

And I « heavy interim fhall fupport

By his dear abfence. Let me go with him.

Oche. Let her have your voyce.

Vouch with me heaven, I therefore beg it not

To picafe the Palate ofmy Appetite :

Nor to comply with heat the young effefls

In my defun<f>, and proper fatisfa6>ion.

But to be free, and bounteous to her mmd :

And heaven defend your good fouics, that you think

1 will your ferious and great bufinefTe fcant

When fhe is with me. No when light wing'dToycs

Of feather'd Cupid, feelc with wanton dulneflc

My fpeculative, and ofTic'd Inftrumcnt

;

That my Difports corrupr, and taint my bufmeffe :

Let Hou(ewives make a Skillet of my Helme
,

And ail indigne, and bafe advcrfitics,

Make head againft my Eftimation.

Dnk^. Be it as you ftiall privately determine,

Either for her fiay, or going : th' Affaire cries haftc

:

And fpeed muft anfwer it.

Sen. You muft away to night.

Oihe. With all my heart.

Huks. At nincith' morning here we'll meet again.

Othello^ leave fome Officer behind
And he fhall our Commiffion bring to you :

And fuch things elfe of quality and refpeft

As doth import to you.

Othe. So pleafe your Grace, my Ancient,
A man he isof honefly and truft :

To his conveyance I affign my wife.

With what clfe ncedfull, your good Grace (hall think

To be fent afier me.

Dnkj. Let it be fo

:

Good night to every one. And Noble Signior.

If Virtue no delighted beauty lack,

Your Son-in-Law is farrc more fair than black.

Sen. Adieu, brave Moore, ufe Dtfdemona well.

Bra. Look to her (Moore) if thou haft eyes to fee :

She has dece iv*d her Father, and may thee. Exit,

Othe My life upon her fakh. Honcft I'g^y

My DefdemoHa muft I leave to thee :

I prethee let thy wife attend on her.

And bring them after m their bcft advantage.

Come "DefJemo/fa, I have bat an houre

Of Love, of worldly matter, and direftion

To fpeak with thee. We muft obey the ume. E*ie.
R«d. I^go.

lago. What faift thoU, noble heart ?

Rod. What will I doe, thmk'ft thou i

Ug». Why go to bed and flccp.

Rod. I will incontinently drown my feff.

laga. Ifthoudoft,! (hall never love thee after. Why
thou filly Gentleman ?

%od. It is fillineiTc to live, when to live is torment

:

and then have we a prefcnption to die, v»hcn death is

our Phyfitisn.

l»go. Oh villanous : I haye look'd upon the world

for four umes (even yearcs, and ftnce I could djftinguifh

betwixt a Benefit and an Injury, I never found man that

knew how to love himfelf. Ere I would fay , I would

drown my fciffor the love of a Gynncy Hen, I would

change my humanity witka Baboon.

R»i. What ftiould I doe, I confefTc it is my (hame to

be fo fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it.

logo. Vinue ? a Fig , 'tis in our felves tliat we are

thus, or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the whith,

our V/illsare Gardiners. So that if we will plantNet-

ties, or fow Lettice : Set Hyfop, and weed up Time :

Supply it with one gender of Hearbs, or diftraft it with

many : either have it fterill with idteneifCfOr manured

with Induftry, why the power and Corrigible authority

of this lies in our wills. If the brain of our lives had not

one fcale of Reafon, to poyfe another of Senfuality, the

blood and bafcnelTe of our Natures would condufV us

to moft prepoftrousConclufions. But wc have reafon to

cooleour raging Motions, or carnall Stings, or unbitted

Lufts : whereof I take this, that youuU Love, to be a

Seft, or Seyen.

Rod. It cannot be.

Ugo. It is meerly a Luft of th€ Blood, and a pcrmifli-

on of the will. Come , be a man : drown tny felf ?

Drown Cats, and blinde Puppies. I haveprofeftme thy

Friend, and I confeffe me knit to thy deferving,with Ca-
blcs of perdurable toughnelTe. I could never better ftecd

thee than now. Put money in thy purfe : follow thou

the Warres, defeat thy favour, with an ufurped Beard. I

fay, put money in thy purfe. It cannot be long that "Def-

demona fhould continue her love to the Moore. Put Mo-
ney in thy purfe :noc he his to ber.lt was a violent Com.
mencement in her, and thou ftialtfcc an anfwerable Se-

queftration, but put money in thy purfe. Tliefe Moores
are changeable in their wills : fill thy purfe with money.

The food that to him now is as lufliioiis as Locufts, fhall

to him ftiortly be as bittter as Coloquintida. She muft

change for youth : when ftie is fated with his body, ftie

will hndetheerroursofher choyce. Therefore put mo-
ney in thy purfe. If thoirwilt needs damn thy felf, doe
it a more delicate way then drowning. Make ail the mo-
ney thou canft : If Saniftimony and a fraile vow, be-

twixt an erring Btirb*riaHs andfuper-fubtle Veaetian be

not too hard for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou

ftialt enjoy her : therefore make money : a po.t of drow.
ning thy felf, it is clean out of the way. Swk thoo ra-

ther lo be hang'd in compaflmg thy joy , then to be

dtown'd, and go without hex.

R«d. Wilt Aou be faft co my hopes, If I depend on
the iffue.'

Ugo. TTiou art furc ofme : Co make money : I have

told tnee often, and I re-teli thee again, and again, I

hate the Moore. My caufe is hearted ; thine hath no leftc

reafon. Let ujbe conjunftive in our revenge, againft

him. If thou canft Cuckold him, thou doft thy felf a

pleafure, me a fporr. There arc many Events in the

Wombeof Time,v?hich will be delivered. Traverfe, go,

provide thy money. We will have more of this to mor-

row. Adieu.

Rtd. Where ftiall we meet ith' morning >

Itgo. At my Lodging.

Rod. rie be with thee betimes.

Idg*. Goto, farewell. Doe you here, Rfdfrigtf

Rtd. I 'le fell aU my Land. £*i>.

lag*. Thus doe I ever make my Foole, myporfc:

For 1 mine own gsin d knowledge OiouU proline,

If I would time expend wnh fuch a Swain,

Buc
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But for my Sport, and profit: I hace the Moore,

And It is thought abroad, that 'twixt my fhcets

He has done my Office. I know not if't be rruc.

But I, for meer fufpition in that kinde,

Will doe, as if for Surety. He holds me well,

The better (Tiall my purpofe work on him:

Cajfio's a proper man : Let me fee now.

To get thisplace,and plumeup my will

In double Knavery. How ? how ? Let's fee.

After fomc time, to abufe Othello's eares,

That he is too familiar with his wife :

He hath a perfon, and a fmooth difpofe

To be fufpeifted: fram'd to make women falfe.

The Moore is of a free, and open Nature,

That thinks men honeft,that but feem to be fo.

And will as tenderly be led by th' Nofc

As Affes are

:

r hav't : it is engendred : Hell, and Night,

Muft bring this monftrous Birth to the worlds light.

Enter MoKtatiOyaad Gentlemen,

Mon. What from the Cape, can you difcern ac Sea ?

i.Ge/j. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought Flood:

I cannot 'twixt the heaven and the Main,

Dcfcry a Sail.

Men. Me thinks the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land,

A fuller blaft ne're fhook our Battlements

:

If it hath ruffiand fo upon the Sea,

What ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them.

Can hold the Monies. What (hall we hear of this ?

a. A Segregation of the Turkjjh Fleet:

For do but ftand upon the foammg fhore,

The chidden Billow feems to pelt the clouds.

The wind-fliak'd Surge, with high and monftrous Main,

Seems to caft water on the burning Bear,

And quench the Guards of th'ever-fixed Pole :

I never like moleftation view

On the cnchafed Flood.

Mon. If that the Turkjfh Fleet

Be notinrheItcr'd,and cmbay'd, they are drown'd,

It is impolTTble to bear it out.

Enter a GitttUman.

5 . Ncwes Lads : our Wan aie done

:

The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang'd the Tarkjt

That their defignment halts. A Noble fhip of y'emcCy

Hath feen a grievous wrack and fufFerance

On moft pa re of their Fleet.

Mo». How ? Is this true ?

3. The Ship is here put in : A P'rronefio^Uichatl Qaffit

Lieutenant to the warlike Moore, Othello^

Is come on fliore : the Moore himfelfatSca,

And IS in full Commiflion here for Cjfrus.
Mon, I am glad on't :

*Tis a worthy Governour.

3. But this fame Caffio., though he fpeak of comfort.

Touching the Turk,ifl} lofle, yet he looks fadly.

And prayes the Moore be fafe ; for they were parted

With fouleand violent Tempeft.

AIo». Pray heavens he be

:

For I have ferv'd him, and the man commands
Like a full Souldier, Let's to the Sea fide (hoa)

As well to fee the Veflell that comes in.

As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello,

Even till we make the Main, and th' Enallblcw,
And indiftindt regard. 1

Gtnc. Come, let's do fo ;

For every minute is expcftancy

Of more Arrivancy.

Enter dtffia.

Caf. Thanks you, the valiant of the warlike Ifle,

That fo approve the Moore : Oh let the heavens

Give him defence againft the Elements,

For I have loft him on a dangerous Sea,

Mon. Is he well ftiipp'd f

Caf. His Bark is ftoutly Timber'd, and his Pilot

Of very expert, and approv'd Allowance
;

Therefore my hopes (not furfetted to death)

Stand in bold Cure,

PVlthin. A Sail, a Sail, a Sail.

C«f. What noyfe ?

Gent. The Town is empty ; on the brow oth* Sea

Stand ranks of People, and they cry, a Sail.

Caf. My hopes do ftiape him for the Governour,
Gent. They do difcharge their fhot of courteftc,

Our friends, at leaft.

Caf I pray you, fir, go forth.

And give us truth who 'lis that is arriv'd.

Geat. I fhall. E.v'it.

Mon. But good Lieutenant, is your General! wiv'd ?

Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath atchiev'd a Maid
That paragons defcription, and wilde Fame :

One that excelis the quirks of blazoning Pens,

And in th'efTentiall Vefture of Creation,

Do's tire the Ingeniver.

Enter Gentleman,

How now ? who has put in ?

(jent. 'Ti$one/rf^o, Ancient to the General!.

Caf. Ha's had moft favourable, and happy fpeed :

Tempefts themfelves, high Seas, and howling winds,

Thegutter'd Rocks, and Congregated Sands,

Traitors enfteep'd, to enclogge theguiltleffe Keel,

As having fenfe of Beauty do omit

Their mortall Natures, letting go fafely by

The divine Defdemona.

Mon. What is ftic >

Ca^. She that I fpake of:

Our great Captain's Captain,

Left in the Conduit of the bold Jaga.,

Whofe footing here anticipates our thoughts,

A Sennights fpeed. Great Jwf, Othello guard.

And fwell his Sail with thine own powerful! breath,

That he may h\t^t. this Bay with his tall Ship,

Make loves cpick pants in Defdemonats arrnes.

Give renewed fire to our cxtinftcft Spirits.

Enter Tiefiemona., lago^li^dorigo, and x/Lm'tHa.

Oh behold.

The riches of the fhip iscome on ftiore r

You men o(Cyprnty let her have your knees.

Hail to thee. Lady : and the grace of heaven.

Before, behind thee, and on every hand
Enwheelethee round.

Def I thank you, valiant C^/j^'^
What tidings can you tell me of my Lord f

Caffto.
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Ci/. He is not arriv'd, nor know I oughc

But thac he's well, and will be fliortly here.

rOef. Oh but I fear :

Kovv jolt you company ?

Caf. The great contention of the Sea and Skies,

Parted our Fcllowfhip. But hark, a Saile,

within. A Saile, a Saile.

Cent. They give this greeting to the Cittadell

:

This likewifc is a friend.

Caf. See for the Ncwcs :

Good Ancient, you a;e welcome. Welcome Miftris

:

Let it not gall your patience (good lago)

That I extend my Manners. 'Tis my breeding,

i
That gi vcs me this bold rtiew of Courtcfie

,

I
I^go. Sir, would (he give you fo much of her lips,

; As of her tongue fhc ofc bcftowes of me,

! You would have enough.

Def. Alafs : (lie has no fpccch.

lago. Infaith, too mnch :

I find it ftill, when I have leave to fleep,

Marry before your Ladillifp, I grant.

She puts her tongue a little in her heart,

And chides with thinking.

t/Emil. You have little caufc to fay fo.

Jago.Qome on,come onryou arc Pifturcs out of doorcs:

Bells in your Parlors; Wilde-Cats in your Kitchens

:

Saints in your injuries : Devils being offended :

Players in your Hufwifcry , and Hufwives in your Beds.

Def. Oh, fie upon thee, flanderer.

lago. Nay, it is true ; or elfe I am a Turkj

You rife to play, and go to bed to work.

ty£miL You iliall not write my praifc.

f'igo. No, let me not.

Def. What would'ft write of me, if thoU fliould'ft

praife mc.

lago. Oh, gentle Lady, doc not put mc to'r,

For I am nothing, if not Critical!.

Def. Comcon,affay.

There's one gone to the Harbour ?

Itgo. I, Madam.
Def. I am not merry .• but I doe beguile

The thing I am, by feeming otherwife,

Come, how would'rt thou praife me ?

lago. I am about it, but indeed my invention comes

from my Pate, as Birdlime docs from Freeze, it plucks

out Braincs and all. But my Mufe labours, and thuslhe

is delivered.

If (he he fair, and wife ; fairneffe and rvity

The one'sfor ufe^ the other ttfeth it,

73ef. Well prais'd :

.

Howif [he be black and witty ?

fago. Iffl^e be black., and thereto have a wit.

She'll find a white., that fljall her hlackjieffe fit^

Def. Worfc and worfe.

c/£mil. How if fair and foolilll.

lago. She never yet wasfaolifh that wasfair.
For even herfoUj he/pt her to an heir.

Defd. Thefc are old fond Paradoxes, to make Foolcs

laugh ith; Alchoufe. What miierablc praife haft thou for

her that's foule and foolilh.

lago. There's none fo foute andfooHfh thereunto^

But does foule prankj., which fair., and wife ones doe.

Defd. Ohiicavy ignorance: thou prai felt the Worft

bcft. But what praile could'lt thou beftow on a defer-

ring woman indeed ? One, that in the authority of her

jncrit, did juftly put on the vouch of very malice it

feJf.

Isgo. She that was eeer fair, and never prond,

Had tongue at will., and jet was atver loud

:

Never lacktgold, andjet went never gaj<,

fledfrom her wifh, and jetfaid now I maj.

^he that being angred, her revenge being nigh^

Bad her wrongflaj, and her difpleafure fly.

She that in wifedome never wasfofraile,

To change the Cod's Head for the Salmon s Tailt

:

She that could thinkj, and ne're difclofe her mind.

See Suitors following, and not look^hehind :

She was a mght, {if ever fuch fVights were)

Def. To doc what ?

lago. To fuckje Fooles, and chroniclefmall Beer.

Defd. Oh moft lame and impotent condufion. Doe

not learn of him, nA-fitilia, though he be thy Husband.

How fay you {<~afsio) i$ he not a moft profane, and li«

bcrall Counfellor ?

Cafsio. Hefpeaks home (Madam) you may rellirtihim

more in the Souldier, than in the Schollcr.

lago. He takes her by the palmetl, well faid,v'vhif-

per. With as little a web as thif, will 1 enfnare as gtcat

a Fly as Cafsio. I| fmile upon her, doc : I will give thee

in thine own CourtHiip. You fay true, 'tis fo indeed.

If fuch tricks as thefc ftrip you out of your Licutenan-

try,it had been better you had not kifs'd your three fin-

gers fo oft, which now again you are moft apt to play

the Sir in. Very good: well kifsd, and excellent Curt-

fic : 'tis fo indeed. Yet again, your fingers to your

Lips .? Would they were Clifter-pipcs for your

fake.

The Moore, I know his Trumpet.

Cafsio. 'Tu truly fo.

Def. Let's meet him,and receive him.

Cafsio. Loe, where he come.

Enter Othello^ and Atttniants.

0th. O my fair Warriour.

Def. My dear Othello.
j

Oth. It gives me wonder, great as my content ^

To fee you here before me.

Oh my foules joy :

If after every Tempcft, come fuch calmes.

May the windes blow, till they have waken'd death s

And let the labouring Barkc climbc hills of Seas

Olympus high : and duck again as low,

As hell's from heaven. If it were now to dye,

'Twere now to be moft happy. For I fear,

My foule hath her content fo abfolute.

That not another comfort like to this.

Succeeds in unknown Fate.

'Def. The heavens forbid

But that our Loves

And Comforts fhould cncreafc

Even as ourdayes doe grow.

Othe. Amen to that (fwect Powers)

I cannot fpeak enough of this content.

It ftops me here : it is too much of joy

»

And this, and this the greateft difcords be

That e're our hearts {hall make.

lago. Oh you arc well tun'd now: But I'le fet down
the Pegs that make this Mufick, as honeft as I am.

Otbe.
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Othe. Come, Ice lis to che Caftle.

Newes, (Friends) our warres are clone

:

The Turks are drown'd.

How do's my old acquaintance of this lilc ?

(Hony) you iTiall be well defir'd in Cyprus^

I have found great love amongit them. O my Swecr,

I prattle out of fjfliion, and I doat

in mine own comforts. I prcchee,good lago.

Goto the Bay, and difembarke thy Coffers:

Bring thou the Mafter to the Cittadell,

He is a good one, and his worthinelTe

Do's challenge much refpe(a. Come Defdemona^

Once more well met at Cyprus.

Sx'it Othtllo and Defdemona.

Jago. Do you meet meprelenrly at the harbour. Come

thither,' if thou bc'ii valiant, (as they fay.bafemcn being

in love, have then a Nobility in their Natures,more than

is native to them) litt-mc ; the Lieutenant to night wat-

ches on the Court of Guard. Firft, I muft tell thee this :

1)efdemona. is directly in love with him.

Rod. With him ? why, 'tis not poflible.

lago. Lay thy finger thus: and let thy foulebe inftru-

(S^ed. Marke me with what violence flic lov'd the

Moore, but for bragging, and telling her fantafticail lies.

To love him Itill for prating, let not thy difcreet heart

think it. Her eye mud be fed. And what delight fhall

flie have to look on the Devi! p'When the blood is

made dull with the A(5t: of Sport, there Hiould be a game

to enflame it, and to <>ive facicty a frelli appetite. Love-

lincfTe in favour, fympathy in yeares, Manners, and Beau-
\

ties rail which tlie Moore is dcfe6l:ive in. Now for!

want of thefe rcquir'd Conveniences , her delicate ten-
j

dernefle will find it felf abus'd, begin to heave the gorge, i

difrellifli and abhofrc the Moore, very Nature will in-i

ftruft her in it, and compel! her to fome fecond choyce.l

Now, fir, this granted (as it is a moft pregnant and un-

1

forc'd pofition) who ftands fo eminent in the degree of

this Fortune, at Cajfio do's : a Knave very voluble : no
further confcionable , than in putting on^the meerform

ofCiviI,3nd humane fccming, for the better compaffe of

his Sak,and moft hidden loofe affcflion? Why none,

why none : A flippery, and fubtle Knave,a finder of occa-

fion : that has an eye can ftamp and counterfeit advan-

tages, though true advantage never prefent it felf. A
Devilini Knave : befides, the Knave is hanfome, young

:

and hath all thofe requifites in him, that folly and green

minds look after. A pcftilent complcat Knave, and the

woman hath found him already.

Rod. I cannot believe that in her, (lie's full of moft

blefs'd condition,

lago. Blefs'd Figs-end. The Wine (he drinks is

made of Grapes. If fhe had been blefs'd, (he would ne-

ver have lov'd the Moore : Blefs'd pudding. Dldft thou

not fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? Didft not

marke that >

Rod. Yes, that I did : but that was but courtefie.

Itigo. Leachery by this hand : an Index, and obfcure

prologue to the Hiftory of Luft and foule Thoughts.

They met fo near with their lips, that their breaths

embrac'd together. Villanous Thoughts RodorigOyVihin

thefe mutabilities fo matfhall the way, hard at hand
comes the Mafter, and main exercife, th'incorporate

conclufion : Vi(h. But, fir, be you rul'd by me. I have

brought you from feutce. Watch you to night : for

the command, I'le iay't upon you. Cajjto knowes you
not : rie not be fatre from you. Doc you find fome oc-

cafion to anger Cajfu , cither by fpcaking too loud, or

tainting his difcipline, or from what other courfe you
plcafe, which the time Ihall more favourably mini-
fter.

Rod. Well.

Iago» Sir, he's raHi, and very fudden in ChoIIer : and
happily may ftrike at you, provoke him that he may : for

even out of that will I caufe thefe of Cyprns to Mutiny.
Whofe qualification fhall come into no true tafte again,

but by difplanting of Capo. So {hall you have a Ihort-

er journey to your dcfires , by the mcanes I (hall then
have to preferre them. And the impediment moft profi-

tably removed, without the which there were no expcfta-
tion of our piofpcnty.

Rod. I will doc this, if you can bring it to any oppor-
tuaicy.

logo. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the Cit-

tadell. I muft fetch his necefraiicsadiorc. Farewell.

Rod. Adieu. Exit.
iago. That Caffio bves her, I doe well bclicv't

:

That (he loves him, 'tis apt, and of grear credite.

The Moore (howbeit that I endure him not)

Is ofaconftant, loving,noble Nature,

And I dare think, he'll prove to DefdemoHa^

A moft dear Husband. Now I doe love her too.

Not out of abfolutc Luft, (chough pcradventurc

I ftand accountant for as great a fin)

But partly led to diet my Revenge,

For that I doe fufpef^ the lufty Moore
Hath leapt into my feat. The thought whereof.

Doth (like a poylonous Minerall) gnaw my Inwards:

And nothing can, or (hall content my Soulc

Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife.

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moore,

At leaft into a Jealoufic fo ftrong.

That Judgement cannot cure. Which thing to doe

,

If this poor Trafh of J^enlce., whom I trace

For his quick hunting, ftand the putting on,

rie have our Michael Cafsio on the hip,

Abufc him to the Moore, in the right garbe

(For I fear Caffio with my Night-Cap too)

Make the Moore thank me, love me, and reward me.

For making him egregioufly an AfTe,

And piatlifing upon his peace and quiet,

Even to madnefTc. ' lis here : but yet confus'd,

Knaveries pbin face, is never feen, till us'd. Exit.

Seem Secunda.

Exter Othello's Herald with a Proclawatloa.

Herald, It is Othello's plea fure, our Noble and Vali-

ant Generall ; That upon certain tydings now arriv'd,

importing the meer perdition of the Turki(h Fleet,

every man put himfelf into Triumph, Some to dance ,

fome to make Bonefircs, each man to what Sport and

Revels his addition leads him. For befides thefe bene-

i
ficiall Newes, it is the Delebration of his Nuptial!. So

i much was his pleafure fiiould be proclaimed. All Offi-

ces arc open, and there is full liberty of Fealting from this

' pre-
.III f-—^

'

Ira I
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prefcnthouicot five, cill the Bellhave toli'd eleven,

Bleffc the Iflc of Apr«/,and out Noble Generall Othello

Exit.

Ento- Othello, Defdemona, Cafslo^ and Attendanti.

Othtl, Good M.!chael,\ooV. you to the Guard ro night,

Let's teach our fclvcs that honourable ftop,

Not to out-fport difcretion.

Caf, J^go hath dircflion what to doc.

But notwithftanding with my pcrfonall eye

Will I look to'f.

Oihe, Iago is moft honcft

:

Michael
1
good night. To morrow with your earlieft.

Let me have fpeech with you. Come my dear Love,

The purcKafe made, the fruits are to enfuc.

That profit's ycc to come 'tween me and you.

Good night. Ex'tt.

Enter lago,

Caf, V'/cIcome I.igo ; we mull co the Watch.
/"?». Not this houre Lieutenant : 'tis not yet ten oth"

Clock. Our Generall caft us thus early for the love of

his 1>efclemoua : Whom, let its not therefore blame ; h:-

hath not yet made wanton the night with her : and fhc

is fport for Jove.

Caf. She's a moft e,xquifite Lady.

lago. And, I'le warrant her, full of Game.
< af. Indeed fhe's a moft frcfti and delicate creature,

lago. What an Eyeftichas?

Me thinks it founds a parley to provocation.

Caf, An Invitmgcye:

And yet me thinks right modeft*

Tago. And when (ne fpeaks,

Is it not an Alarum to Love ?

Caf. She is indeed perfc(5lion,

lago. Well : happinefie to their (lieets. Come Lieu-

tenant,! havea ftopcof Wme, and here without are a

brace ofCyprus Gallants, that would fain have a nicafurc

to the health of black Othello,

Caf. Not to night, good la^o: I have very poor, and

unhappy Brains for drinking. I could well wiiTicour-

tefie would invent fome other cnftomc of entertainment.

lago. Oh, they are our Friends : but one Cup, Vie

drink for you.

Cafst'o. I have drunk but one Cup to nigh:, and thai

was craftily qualified too: and behold what innovation

it makes here. I am infortunatc in the infirmity, and
dare not task my weaknefle with any more.

lago. What man ? 'tis a night of Revels, the Gallants

defirc it.

Caf. Where ai-c they ?

/ago. Here, at the door : I pray you call them in.

Caf. ric do't, but it difiikcs mc.

lago. If I can faften but one Cup upon him
With that which he hath drunk to night already,

He'll be as full of Qiiarrcll, and Offence
As my young Mjftris's Dog.
Now my fick Foolc, %odorigOy

Whom Love hath turn'd almoft the wrong fide out.

To Defdemona hath to night Carrows'd,
Potations, pottle-dccp ; and he's to watch.

Three elfe oi Cyprus, Noble fwelling fpirits,

(That hold their honours in a wary diftance.

The very Elements of this watlike Iflc)

Have I to n'ghc fiuftcr'd with flowing Cups,

And they Watch too.

Now "mongft this Flock of Drunkards,

And I to put o\xrfafsio m fome Attion

That may offend the Ifte. But here they come.

Enter CaftlOf Montana, and Centlemtn,

If confcqucncc doc but approve my drcame,

My Boat lailes freely, both with wind and ftreame.

Caf. 'Fore heavcnjdiey have given me a rowic already.

A4on. Good faith a little one : not paft a Pint, as I an?,

a Souldier.

Jaga. Some Wine hoa,

Attilet ml the Caenakjn clink.t cllnkj

And let me the Cannakjn clinks

A '^ouUier't a man :Oh,mans life''s but affan,
tybji then let a Souldier drinkj

Some Wine Boyes.

Caf. 'Fore heaven, an excellent Sohg.

/<J/<»,llearn*d itin^»e/4«</: where indeed they are

moft potent in Porting, Your lyane, your Cirmanf^nd
your Iwag.heWy'd Hollanderj(<di'mV. hoa) are nothing to

yoiir Engllfh.

Cafsio. Is your Englljh-miti [o cxquffite in his drink-

ing?

/ago. Why, he drinks you with facility, your i)<»««

dead Drunk. He fwcarcs not to overthrow your Al»

main. He gives your Hollander a vomit , etc the next

Pottle can be fill'd.

Caf. To the health of our Generall.

Man. I am for it) Lieutenant rand Tie do you Juftice.

/ago Oh fweet England.

King Stephen was and-a rtorthy PesTy

Hit Breeches cofi hint but •* CrowHy
He held themfxpfnee all too dear,

nith that he ctll'd the Taylor Lortn :

He was a Height of high Renown,

And thou art bnt of lotv degree ;

'Tis Pride that pulls the Cowttrej down^
And take thy awl'd Cloak^abont thee.

Some Wine hoa.

Cafsio. Why this is a more exquifitc Song than the o-

thcr.

lago. Will you hcar't again ?

Caf No : for I hold him to be unworthy of his place,*

that do's thofe thinos. Well : heaven's above all : and
there be foules muft Be faved , and there be fouJa mulf

nocbefaved.

[ago. It's true, good Lieutenant.

Caf. For mine own part, no offence to the Generall,

nor any man of quality J I hope to be faved,

lago. And fo do I too, Lieutenant.

Cafsio. I : {but by your leave) not before me. The
Lieutenant is to be faved before the Ancient. Lets have

no moic of this : lets to our affaires. Forgive our fins

:

Gentlemen, lets look to our bufineffe. Do not think

Gentlemen, I am Drunk : this is my Ancient, this is my
right hand, and this is my left. I am not drunk now : I

can ftand well enough, and I ipcak well enough.

Gene. Excellent well.

Caf. Why very well then : you muft not think then,

that I am drunk.

Montan. To th' Platforme ( Mafteis ) come, lees fes

the Watch,

lago. You fee this fellow that is gone before,

He is a Soldier, fit to ftand by Cafar,

And give direflion. And doc but fee his vice,

'Tis to his Virtues a juft Equinox,

The
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The one as long as th'othcr. 'Tispitty of bim j

I fear the tiuft Othetle puts him in,

On foinecxlcle time of hisintirmity

Will rhake this Ifland.

Mont. But is he often thus

Jags, 'Tis evermoiehis ptologuctohisfleep,

He'll \,vatch the Hoiologue a doable Ser,

l{ drink lock not his Cradle.

Mint. It were well

The Genciall were put in mind of it

:

Perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature

Prizes the Virtue thatappeares in Caffio,

And looks not on his evils : is not this true ?

Enter Roior'tge.

Iago. How now, Roior'igo ?

I pray you after tire Lieutenant, go.

Mom, And 'tis great pitty that the Noble Moore

Should hazard fiich a place, as his own Second,

Withonc ingraft Infirmity,

It Were an iioncft Aftion, to fay fo

To the Moore.

lago. Not I, for this fairlflanrf,

1 do love Caffio well : and would do much

To cure him of this evit. But hark, what noyfe ?

Enter Qaffto ^Utfmng Rodortgo,

Cnf. You Rogue : you Rafcall.

CMoK. What's the matter Lieutenant ?

Caf A Knave reach memy duty ? Tie beat the

Knave into a Twiggen Bottle,

Rod. Beat me.

Caf, Doft thou prate, Rogue ?

Mom. Nay, OQod Lieutenant:

[pray you, {\x^ hold your hand.

faf. Let me go (fir)

Or rie know you o're the Mazzard.

Mo>i. Come, come, you're Drunk.

Caffto, Drunk ?

lago. Away I fay : go out artd cry a Mutiny.

Nay, good Lieutenant, AlafSjGentleitKn :

Hfelphoa. Lieutenant. S\x Montana'.

Help mafters. Here's a goodly Watch indeed.

Who's that which rings the Bell : Diablo, hoa

:

The Town will rife. Fie, fie, Lieutenant,

You'll be afliam'd for ever.

Enter Othello^ avd j4ttendants.

Othe. What is the matter here ?

Man. I bleed ftill, I am hurt, but not to th' death.

Othe. Hold for your lives.

lagi). Hold hoa : Lieutcnant,Siry1^tf«f<i»?,GentIemen :

Have you forgot all place of fcnfe and duty ?

Hold. The Generail fpeaks to you : hold for fhame.

Oth. Why hoov now hoa ? From vvhence afifeth this?

Are we tum'ci Turks r and to our felvcs do that

Which heaven hath forbid ihtOttamittes,

For Chi!i(Uan fhame, put by this barbarous brawle

:

He that Itirrcs next to carve for his own rage,

Holds his foulc light : He dies upon his Motion.
Silence t>iat dreadful! Bell, it frights the Hlc
From lier propriety. What is the matter, Matters.

Honeil lago, that looks dead with grieving,

Speak : who began this ? On thy love I charge thee ?

/ago. I do not know : Friends all, but now, even now
In Quarter, and in termes like Bride and Groom
Devefling them for Bed.* and then, but now

:

(As if feme Planet had unwitted men)

Sword our, and tilting one at others brealls,

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeak

Any beginning to this peevifh oddes.

And would in Action glorious, I had loft

Thofe legs that brought me to a part of it.

Othe. How comes it (Michael) you are thus forgot ?

Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeak.

Othe. Worthy Montana, you were wont to be civil

:

The gravity and fiilncffe of your youth

The world hath noted. And your name is great

In mouthcs of wifeft Cenfurc. Whats the matter

That yon unlace your reputation thus.

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name
Of a night-brawler ? Give me anfwcr to it.

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger.

Your Officer lago can inform you
,

While I fpave fpcech, which fomething now offends me.
Of all that I do know, nor know I ought

By me ; that's faid,or doneamilTc this night,

Unlefle felf-charity be fometimes a vice.

And to defend our felves it be a fin,

When violence affailcs us.

Othe. Now by heaven.

My blood begins my fafer Guides to rule.

And paflfion (having my beft judgement coUicd)

Aflaycs to lead the way. If I once flirre.

Or doe but lift this Arme,thc beft of you

Shall fink in my rebuke. Give me to know
How this foul Rout began : Who fet it on.

And he that is approv'd in this offence.

Thou he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth,

Shall loofe me. What in a Town of warre.

Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim-full of fear.

To manage private, and domeftick Quarrel! ?

In night, and on the Court and Guard of fafety ?

*Tis monftrous : lago^who began't ?

MoH. If partially Affi'nd, or league in office,

Thou doft deliver more, or leffe.than truth

,

Thou art no Souldier.

/<*fo. Touch me not fo near,

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth,

Than it ftiould doe offence to Michael Caffio.

Yet I peifwade my felf, to fpeak fo the truth

Shall nothing wrong him. This it is Generail

:

Montana and my felf being in fpcech,

There comes a Fellow, crying out for help,

And Cajfto following him with determin'd Sword,
To execute upon him. Sir, this Gentleman,
Steps in to Caffio, and intreats his pawfe ••

My felf, the crying fellow did purfue.

Left by his clamour (as it fo fell out)

The Town might fall in fright. He, (fwift of foot^

Out-ran my purpofe : and I retum'd the rather

For that I heard the dink and fallof Swords,

And Cajfio high in oath : which till to night

I ne'rc might fay before. When I came back

(For this was brief) I found them clofe together

At blow, and thiuft, even as again they were

When yon youJ- felf did part them

;

More of this matter, cannot I report,

But men are meti : the beft fometimes forget.

Though Cajfio did fome little wrong to him,

As men in rage ftrike thofe that wifti them beft.

Yet furely Ca/fio,l believe, recciv'd

From him that fled, fome ftrange indignity,

I Which patience could not palTe.

Othe



The (i%foore ofFenice. 799
Oihe. I know, Tago^

Thy honcfty and love doth mince this n)atcer.

Making ic light to Cajpo : CtiJJlo, I love thee.

But never more be Officer of aiinc.

Enter Defdemotta attended.

Look ifmy gentle Loye be not rais'd up

:

rie make thee an example.

Def. What's the matter (Dear?)
Othe. All's well, Sv>;cctiag:

Come away to bed. Sir,for your hurts*

My felf will be your Surgeon. Lead him off:

lago^ look with care about the Town,
And fikncc thofe whom this vile brawlc diftraftcd.

Come, Defdemona, 'ti: the Souldiers life.

To have their Balmy flunibeis wak'd withftrifc, £xit,

Ugo. What, arc you hurt, Lieutenant?

Caf. I, palt all Surgery.

lago. Marry heaven forbid.

Caf. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation : Oh I have

loft my Reputation. I have loft the immortall part ofmy
felf, and what remains is bcfiiall. My Reputation, //i^c,

my Reputation.

lago. As I am an honeft man, I had thought you bad
received fome bodily wound ; there is more fence in that

then in Reputation. Reputation is an idle, and nioft falfe

impofition ; oft got without merit , and loft without de-

fcrving. You have loft no Reputation at all, unlcffe you
repute your felf fuch a loofcr. What man, there are more
wayes to recover the Generall again. You are but now
caft in his mood, (a punillimcnt more in policy, than in

malice) even fo as one would beat his ofFcncelefle dog,

to affright an Imperious Lyon. Sue to him again, and
he's yours.

Caf, I will rather fue to be defpis'd, then to deceive

fo good a Commander, with fo flight, fo drunken, and
fo mdifcreetan Officer. Drunk ? and fpeak Parrat.? and
fquabble ? fwagger ? fwcar ? and difcourfe Fuftian with
ones own ftiadow ? O thou invifible fpirit of Wine,
if thou haft no name to be known by, let us call thee

Devil.

/rf^o.What was he that you follow'd with your fword?
what had he done to you ?

^<«/. I know not.

lago. Is't poffible ?

C<»/. I remember a mafle of things, but nothing di-

ftiniftly : a Qiiarrell, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that

men fhould put an Enemy in their mouthes, to fteale a-
way their Brains ? that we fliould with joy pleafance,re-

vcl and applaufe, transform our felvcs into Beafts.

lago. Why ? But you are now well enough : how came
you thus recovered ?

Caf. It hath picas'd the Devil Drunkennefle, to giAc
place to the Devil Wrath, one unpcrfc(ftne{rc fhewes me
another, to make me frankly defpifc my felf.

lago. Come, you are too feverea Moraller. As the

Time, the Place, and the Condition of this Countrey
ftandsjl could heartily wifli this had not befain: but fincc
itis , as it is, mend it for your own good,

Caf. I will ask him for my Place again, he ftiall tell

mc, I am a Drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hjdra^
fuch an anfwer would ftop them all. To be now a fcn-
fible man, by and by a Fook, and prefently a Bcaft. Oh
ftrangc \ Every inordinate Cup is unblefs'd, and the In-
gredient is a Devil.

I

lago. Come, come : good Wine is a good familiar

'Creature, if it be well us'd : exclaimc no more againft

it. And good Lieutenant, I think, you think 1 love

you,

Cafs'io. I have well approved it. Sir, I drunk f
lago. You, or any man living,may be drunk at a time,

man, I tell you what you fliall do : Our Generals Wife
is now the Ceuerall. I may fay fo in this rcfpefil, for

that he hath devoted, and given up himfelf to the con-

templation , marke : and dcvotcment of her parts and
Graces. Confeffe your felf freely to her: Importune her

help to put you in your place again. She is of fo free, fo

kinde, fo apt, fo ble(fcd a difpofiiion, flie holds it a vice

in her goodncfle, not to do more then fhc is requefted.

This broken joynt between you and her Hi(sbartd,cntrcat

her to fplintcr. And my Fortunes againft any lay worth
naming, this crack of your love, ftiallgrow ttronger then

it was before.

Cafs'io. You advifc me well.

lago. I protcft in the finccrity of Lovc» and honeft

kindneffe.

Cafsio. I think it freely : and betimes in the morning,

I will befeech the virtuous Defdcmona to undertake for

me : I am defperateofmy Fortunes if they check me.

lago. You are in the right .-good night,Lieutenant, I

muft to the Watch.

Cafsio. Goodnight, honeft /<*^»,

Exit Cafsio.

lago. And what's he then.

That faycsl play the Villain ?

\A^hen this advice is free I give, and honeft,

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfc

To win the Moor again.

For 'tis moft eafie

Th'indining Befdemtna to fubduc

In any honeft Suit, She's fram'd as fruitfull

As the free Elements. And then for her

To win the Moore, were to renounce his Baptifmc,

All Scales, and Symbols of redeemed lin

:

His Soule is fo enfetter'd to her Love,

That fhe may make, unmake, doe what flie lift

:

Even as her appetite ftrall play the god
With his weak Funflion. How am i then a Villain,

To counfell Cafsio to this paralell courfc.

Diredly to his good ? Divinitv of Hell,

When Devils will the blackeft nns put on.

They do fuggeft at firft with heavenly fticwcs.

As 1 doe now. For while this honeft Foolc

Plies Defdemofiai to repair his Fortune,

And ftie for him, pleads ftrongly to the Moore,
I'le poure this peftilence into his eare

:

That fhe repeales him, for her bodies Luft,

And by how much fhcftrives to doe him good,

She (hall undoc her Credit with the Moore,

So will I turn her virtue into pitch.

And out ofher own goodncfle make the Net,

That fhall enmafh them all.

How now, Rodorigo ?

Enttr Rodorigo,

Rodorigo. I doc follow here in the Chace, not like a

Hound that Hunts, but one that fills up the Cry. My mo-
ney is almoft fpent ; I hove been to night exceedingly

well Cudgell'd : And 1 think the ilVue will be, I (h'^jll

Y V y have
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have I'o much experience for my pains; and (o, with no

money at all, and a litLlc more wit, return again to f^e-

ifice.

lago. How poor are they that have not Patience ?

What wound did ever heal but by degrees ?

Thou know'U we work by wit, and not by witchcraft ;
•

And wit depends on dilatory time :

Doft not go well.' Ca£lo hath beaten theei

And thou by that fmaii hurt haft caftieer'd Cajpe :

Though other things grow fair againft the Sun,

Yet Fruits that bloifom firft, will firft be ripe :

Content thy felfa while. Introth 'tis Morning ;

Plcafure and Adiion make the houres feem fliort.

Retire thee : go where thou art Billited :

Away,! fay, thou rtialc know more hereafter

:

Nay, get thee gone. Exit Redmgo.

Two things are to be done

:

My Wifcmuft move for Caffta to her Miftris :

Il'e fct her on my felf a while, to draw the Moore apart,

And bring him jump, when he may Cajfioiivui

Soliciting his wife: I, that's the way :

Dull not Device, by coidneffc and delay. Exit.

iiABm Tertius. Scena Trima*

Enter CaJJIo^ Mufclans^ and Qov>n.

Cafslo. Matters, play here, I will content your pains,

Something that's brief: and bid good morrow Generall.

Ch. Why Mafters, have your Inftruments bin in TV*.

ftesy that they fpeak ith' Nofe thus ?

Muf. How, Sir ? how ?

Ch. Are thcfcj I pray you, wind Inftruments ?

Muf. I mat ry are they, fir.

Ch Oh, thereby hangs a tale.

UHuf. Whereby hangs a tal;, fir ?

Qlow. Marry, fir, by many a wind Inftrument that I

know. But, Mafters, here's money for you : and the Ge-
nerall fo likes your Mufick, that he defires you for loves

fake to make nonoyfe with it.

Muf. Well, Sir, we will not,

Clo. If you have any Mufick that may not be heard,

too't again. But (as they lay) to hear Mufick, the Ge-
neral! do'snot'greatly care.

Muf, We have none fuch, fir.

ClovD. Then put up your Pipes in your bag, for I'le

away. Go, vanifli into ayre, away. Exit Muf,
Cafslo. Doft thou hear me, mine honeft Friend ?

Ch. No, I hear not your honeft Friend :

I hear you.

Cafslo. Prethee keep up thy Quillets, there's a poor

piece of Gold for thee s if the Gentlewoman that attends

the Generall be ftirring , tell her, there's one Qa(slo en-

treats her a little favour of fjjeech. Wilt thou do this ?

Clo. She is ftirring, fir : if (he will ftirre hither, I fliall

feem to notific unto her. Sxlt Clo.

Enter la^o.

In happy time, lago.

lago. You have not bin a bed then ?

Caf, Why no: the day had broke before wc parted,

I have made bold {Iago)x.o{ta6. in to your wife .•

My fuit to her is, that flie will to vittuous Defdemana
Procure me fomc acceffe.

^ago. i'h lend her to you prefcntly :

AndTie devifc a mean to draw the Moore
Out of the way, that your converfc «nd bufineffc

May be more free. Exit.

Cafslo. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew
A florentlne more kind and honeft. Enter tt/tmllla.

%y£mU. Good morrow (good Lieutenant) I am forry

For your difpleafure ; but all will furc be well.

The Generall and his wife are talking of it.

And (he fpeaks for you ftoutly . The Moore replies,

That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cjfrus^
And great Affinity : and that in wholfome wifedomc
He might not but refufe you.But he protefts he loves you.

And needs no other Suitor but his likings,

To bring you in again.

Cafsle. Yet I befcech you.

If you think fit, or that it may be done,

Give me advantage offomc brief Difcourfc

With Defdemon alone,

ey£ml/. Pray come in

:

I will beftow you where you (hall have time

To fpeak your bofome freely.

Cafth. I am much bound to you. Exeunt.

Scena Secmda.

Enter Othello, lago, and Gentlemen.

Othe. Thefe Letters give {lago) to the Pilot,

And by him do my duties to the Senate .•

That done, I will be walking on the Works,
Repair there to me.

lago. Well, my good Lord, Pic do't.

0th. This Fortification (Gentlemen) (hall vcc fec't ?

Cent. We'll wait upon your Lordfhip, Exeunt.

Scena Tertia.

Enter Defdemqna, C^f^^'i '*"d t/£mlHa.

'Def. Be thou aflur'd (good Cafslo) I will doe

All my abilities in thy behalf,

t/£mll. Good Madam, doe J

I warrant it grieves my Husband,

As if the caufc were his,

Def Oh that's an honeft Fellow : do not doubt, Cafslo

But I will have my Lord and you again,

As friendly as you were.

Cafslo. Bounteous Madam,
What ever (hall become of Michael Cafslo.^

He's never any thing but your true Servant.

Def, I know't : I thank you : you do love my Lord :

You haveknown him long,and he you well alfut'd,

He (hall in ftrangenefic ftand no farther off,

Then in a plitick diftance,

Cafslo. I, but Lady,

That policy may cither iaft fo long*

Or feed upon fuch nice and waterifli diet,

Or breed it felf fo out of Circumftances, . .

That I being abfent, and my place fuppli'd.

My Generall will forget my Love, and Service.

Def. Doc not doubt that : before %/£ntllla here,

1
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I give thee warrancof thy place. AfTurc thee,

If I doe vow a fricndHiip, I'le perform it

To the laft Article. My Lord /hall never reft,

ric watch him tame, and talk him out of patience
;

His Bed (hall fcem a Schoolc, his Boord a Shrift,

rie intermingle every thing he do's

\Vich Caffto'i fuit : Therefore be merry C4fsi\

For thy folicicor fhall rather Hie,

Then give thy caiife away.

Enter Othetlo^ 4nd lago.

e^wiV, Mjdam, here comes my Lord.

Caffio. Madam, I'lc take my leave.

Def. Why ftay,and hear me fpeak.

Caf, Madam, not now ; I am very ill at eafe.

Unfit for mine own rurpofcs.

Def. Well, doe your difcretion. Exit Cafsio.

Iago. Hah ? 1 like not that.

Othe. What doft thou fay ?

lago. Nothing, my Lord ; or if-—I know not what.

Othe. Was not that CAfslo parted from my wife ?

lago. Cafslo^ my Lord ? No furc» I cannot chink it,

That he would fteale away fo guilty-likc

,

Seeing you comming.
0th. I do believe 'twas he.

Def. How now, my Lord ?

I have bin talking with a Suitor here,

A man that langiulhcs in you difplcafurc,

Oth. Who is't you mean ?

Def. Why your Lieutenant C<r/Jf;V. Good my Lord,
If I have any grace, or power to move you,

His prefent reconciliation take.

For if he be not one that truly loves you.

That erres in ignorance, and not in cunning,

I have no judgement in an honeft face.

I prethce call him back.

Oth. Went he hence now ?

Def. I, Sooth 5 fo humbled.

That he hath left part of his grief with tne

To fufFer with him. Good Love, call him back.

Oth. Not now(fwect Defdemon) fomc other time.

Def. But fhal't be fliortly ?

Oth. The fooner (fweet) for yoii.

Def, Shal't be to night, at Supper ?

Oth. No, not to night.

Def, To morrow Dinner then ?

Oth. I rhall not dine at home :

I meet the Captains at the Cittadell.

Def. Why then to morrow night, on Tuefday mom,
On Tuefday noon, or night ; on Wednefday morn.
I prethee name the time, but let it not
Exceed three dayes, Infaith he's penitent

:

And yet his Trefpaffe, in oUr common reafon

(Save that they fay the warres murt makec^camplc)
Out of her bcft, is not almoft a fault

T'incurre a private check. Whetv fliall he comc ?

Tell me, OiJhe/ia. I wonder in my Soulc

What you would aske me, that I would deny.
Or ftand fo mam'rihg on ? What ? MichatlCafjio,
That came » wooing with you fend fo many a time

(When I have fpokc of you difpraifingly)

Hath tane your part, to have fo much to doc
To bring him in ? Truft me, J could do much.

Oth. Piethee no more : Lei him come when he will

:

I will deny thee nothing.

"Def. Why, this is not a Boon :

'Tisas I (hould entreat you wear your Gloves,

Or feed on nourifhiinig Diflics, or keep you warm.

Or fuc to you, to doc a peculiar profit

To your own pcrfon. Nay, when I have fuir,

Wherein I mean to touch your Love indeed.

It ihall be full of poize, and difficult weight,

And fcarfull to be granted,

Oth. 1 will deny thee nothing.

Whereon, I doc befeech thee, grant me this,

To leave me but a little to my felf.

Def. Shall I deny you ? no : Farewell, my Lord.

OrA.Farcwell,my DefJemoria,Vk come tothee ftra tght

Def. t/Emlliay come ; be as your Fancies teach you :

Whate'rc you be, I am obedient. Exit.

Oth. Excellent wretch : Perdition catch my Soule,

But I doc love thee : and when I love thee not,

Chaos is come again.

I*go. My Noble Lord,

Oth. What dcjft thou fay, lago f

Itgo. Did Michael Cafut

When you woo'd my Lady , know of your love ?

Oth. He did, from firft to laft :

Why dofi thou aske .?

lago. But for a fatisfadlion of my Thought,

No further harme.

Oth. Why of thy thought, lago ?

lago. I did not think he had bin acquainted with it.

Oth. O yes, and went between us very oft.

lago. Indeed ?

Oth. Indeed ? I indeed. Difccrn'ft thou ought in that ?

Is he not honeft ?

lago. Honeft, my Lord ?

Othe. Honeft ? I, honeft.

lago. My Lord, for ought I know
Oth. What doft thou think ?

\ago. Think, my Lord ?

Oth. Think, my Lord .? Alafs, thou cccho'ft mc

;

As if there wercfome Monfter in thy thought

Too hideous to be fliewn. Thou doft mean fomething :

I heard thee fay even now, thou lik'ft not that.

When Ctf/jiV left my wife. What did'ft not like ?

And when I told thee, he was of my Counfell,

Ofmy whole courfc ofwooing ; thou cried'ft, Indeed ? ,

And didd'ft contraft, and purfe thy brow togetiier.

As if thou then hadft ftiut up in thy brain

Some horrible conceit, ifthou doft love roc

Shew me thy thought.

lago. My Lord, you know I love yon.

Oth. I think thou doft

:

For I know thour't full of Love and Honefty,

And weigb'ft thy words before thou giv' ft them breath.

Therefore thefe ftops of thine, friglit me the more

:

For fuch things in a falfe difloyall Knave
Arc tricks of Cuftome : but in a man that's juft,

They're cold dilations working fromtlie hearr.

That palTion cannot nile.

lago. For Michael Cafsioy

I dare bcfworn, I think that he is honeft.

Oth. I think fo too'.

lago. Men fhoutd be what they fcem.

Or thofc that be not, would they might feem none.

Oth. Certain, men ftiould be wliat they feem.

lago. Why then I think Cafsio'sm hontft man,

Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this ?

I pray thee fpcak to me as to thy thinkinos^

As thou doft tuminate, and give thy worft ofthouc;hts

-
Y y y a
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Tliv woift of \Wfds.

I^g9. Good my Lard, prdon me.

ThoDgli I am bound co every A£l ofduty,

f am nor bound to that r All Slaves are free :

Utccr my thonglus ? Why fay they arc vild, and falfe ?

As wlicic's that Palace, whereinto foule things

Sometimes incnidc not ? who has that brcaft lo pure,

Wherein uncleanly apprchenfions

Keep Lccts, and Law-da yes, and in Scfllons fit

Wirh meditations lawful! ?

Oth. Thou do'ft confpircagainft thy Friend (/irf^o)

If thou but think'll him wrong'd, and mak'H; his care

A ftiangcr co thy thoughts.

l4go. 1 doe belecch you,

Though I perchance am vicious in my giieffe

(As I confcfTc ir is my Natures plague

To fpic into abufcs, and ofmy jcaloiific

Shapes faults that are not) chat your wifedome

From one, chat fo impcrftflly conceits,

Would take no notice, nor build your felf a trouble

One of his Icattering, and unfure obfervance

:

It were noc for your quiet, nor your good,

Mor for my manhood, lionefty and wifedome,

To ht you know my thoughrs.

Oth. What doft tliou mean ?

I'igo. Good name in man and woman (dear my Lord)

Is the immediate Jewel of their Soules

;

Who ficales my purfe fteales trafh

:

Tis fomething, nothing ;

'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has bin flave to thoufands

:

But he that filches from me my good name*

Robs me of that,,which not enriches him,

And makes me poor indeed.

Oth. I'le know thy Thoughts.

lago. You cannot, ifmy heart were in your band,

Nor lliall nor, whll'lt 'tis in my cuflody.

Oth. Ha *

lago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of jealcufie.

It is the green ey'd Monlkr, which doth mock

The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in bliffe.

Who certain of his Face, loves not his wronger

:

But oh, what damned minutes tells he o're.

Who dotes, yet doubts : Sufpefts, yet foundly loves .?

Oth. O mifery.

lago. Poor,and Contcnr, is lich, and rich enough,

But riches fineklfc, is as poor as Winter,

To him that ever fearcs he fhall be poor :

Good Heaven, the Soules of all my Tribe defend

Fiom jcafoufie.

Oth. Why ? why is this ?

Think'/l thou, I'ld make a Life of Jealoufie

;

To follow ftill the changes of the Moon
With frclTi fufpitions? No : to be once in doubt.

Is to be rcfolv'd : Exchange me for a Goat,

Wheal fhall turn thcbufineflc of my Soulc

To fuch exufflicate, and blowed Surmifes,

Matching the inference, 'Tis noc co make me Jealous,

To fay my wife is faire, feeds well,loves company.
Is free of fpecchj Sings, Playes, and Dances .•

Where Virtue is, chefc are raoft virtUous.

Norfrom mine own weak merits, will I draw
The fmallcrt fearc, or doubt of her revolt.

For flie had eyes, andchofe me. No, /^stj-o,

rie fee before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ;

And on the proof, there is no more butthis.

Away at once with Love, or Jealoufie.

lago. i am glad of this ; for now 1 fliall have reafon
To flicw the Love and Duty that I bear you
With franker fpirit. Therefore (as I am bound)
Receive it from me. I fpcak not yet of proof:
Look to your wife, obferve her well with Cafs'tOy
Wear your eyes, thus : not Jealous, nor Secure

:

I Would not have your free, and Noble Nature
Out of felf-bounty be abus'd, look to't

:

I know our Country difpofition well

:

In remce, they doe let Heaven fee the pranks
They dare not rhcw cheir Husbands,
Their beft Confciencc,

Is not to leav'c undone, but kept unknown.
Oth. Doft thou fay fo ?

lag. She did deceive her Father, marrying you.
And when llie fccm'd to fliake, and fear your looks.
She lov'd them moft.

Oth. And fo Hie did.

lago. Why, go to then :

She chat fo yoimg could give out fuch a Sccmin<'
To feale her Fathers eyes up, clofe as Oake, ^

He thought 'twas witchcraft^

But I am much too blame :

I humbly do befeech you of your pardon
For too much loving you.

Oth. I am bound to thee for ever.

lago. I fee this hath a little dafh'd your Spirits

:

Oth. Not a jot, not a jor.

lago. Truftme, I fear ic has:
I hope you will confider what is fpokc
Comes from my Love.

But I doe fee y'aremov'd

:

I am to pray^ou, not to ftrain my Ipecch

Togrouer ifmes, nor to larger reach,

Then to Sufpition.

Oth, I will not.

fago. Should you doe fo (my Lord)
My fpeech fhould fall into fuch vilde fuccefie,

VVhich my thoughts aim'd not.

C^d'io's my worthy friend :

My Lord, I fee y'arc mov'd

:

Oth. No, not much mov'd

:

I doe not think but DefdemontCi honeft.

lago. Long live (he fo;

And long live you to think fo.

Oth. And yet how Nature errring from it felf-

lagv. I there's the point:

As (to be bold with you)

Not to afFefl: many propofed Matches

Of her own Clime, Complexion and Degree,

Whereto we fee in all things, Nature tends :

Foh, one may fmell in fuch, a will moft rank,

Foule difproportions, thoughts unnaturall.

But (pardon me) I doe not in pofition

Diftinftly fpeak of her, though I may fear

Her will, rccoy ling to her better judgement,

May fall to match you with her Countrey formes,

And happily repent.

Oth. Farewell, farewell

:

Ifmore thou doft perceive, let me know more

:

Set on thy wife to obferve.

Leave me, Iage,

lago. My Lord, I take my leave.

Or*. Why did I marry ?

This honeft Creature (doubtleffe)

Sees, and knowes more, much more then he unfolds.

lago.

I
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II

iago. My Lord, 1 would 1 mioht entreat your Honour
To kan this thing no farther j Leave it to time,

Although 'cis fit that Cajfia have his place ;

For furc he fills it up with great ability
;

Yet if youpleafc to put him off a while.

You llialj by that perceive him, and hismeanc5 :

• Note if your Lady ftrain his Entertainment

! With atly Hrong, or vehement impoaunicy,

Much \Mf)l be fcen in that : In the mean time,

Let me be thought too bufic in my feareS|

(As worthy caufc I have to fearc I am)
And hold her free, I doe befecch your Honour

:

Oth. Feare not my government,

lage. I once mftre take my leave.

Oth, This Fellow's of exceeding honcfty,

And knowcsallQiiantiticswithalcam'd Spirit

Of humane dealings. If I dot prove her Haggard,

Though that her Jcffes were my dear heart-ftrings,

rid whifticheroff, and let her downthewindc
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for 1 am black.

And havenoc thofcfoft parts of Convcrfation

That Chamberers have : Or for I am declin'd

Into the vale of yeates (yet that's not much)

She's gone. I am abus'd, and my relief

Mud be to loathe her. Oh Curfc of Marriage

»

That wc can call thefe delicate Creatures ours,

And not their Appetites ? i had rather bca Toad,

And live upon the Vapourof a Dungeon,

Then keep a comer in the thing I lovf.

For others ufes. Yet 'tis the plague to Great-oncs,

Prerogativ'd are they Icfle then the Bafc ;

*Tis deftinv unfhunnahle like death :

Even then, this forked plague is Fated to us.

When we do quicken. Look where fhe comes:

Enter Defdemonitf and <^milia.

If(he be falfe, Heaven mock'd it fclf

:

rie not believ't.

Def. How now, my dear Othello ?

Your Dinner, and the generous Iflandcrs

By you invited, do attend your prefence.

Oth. I am too blame.

Def. Why doc you fpcak fo faintly ?

Arc you not well ?

Oth. I have a pain upon my Forehead here.

Def. Why that's with watching, 'twill away again.

Lee me but binde it hard, within this houre

It will be well.

Oth. Your Napkin is too little

:

Let it alone : Come, I'le go in with you. Exeitnt.

Def. I am very forry that you are not well.

t/£mll. I am glad 1 have found this Napkin

:

This was her firlt remembrance from the Moore,
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times

Woo'd me to ftcalc it. But fhe fo loves the Token,
(For he conjur'd her, (lie rtiould ever keep it)

That fhe refevvcs it evermore about her,

Tokiflc, and talke to. Tie have the work tane our.

And giv't lago : what he will doe with it

Heaven knowcs, not I :

I nothing, but to pleafc his Fantafie,

Enter f"go,

l^go. How now ? what doc you here alone .?

*A.mil. Doe not you chide ; I have a thing for you.

laga. You have a thing for mc'
It is a common thing-

t^mil. Hah ?

To have a foolifh wife.

ty£mil. Oh, is that all ? what will you give inc now
For that fame Handkerchiffe ?

/ago. What Handkerchiffe ?

tyt.mil. What Handkerchiffe?

Why that the Moore firft gave to TtefJerKan/i,

Tliat which fo often you did bid me lieaJe.

/ago. Haft ftoln it from her ?

t/£mil. No : but rtie let it drop by negligence,

And to th'advantage, I being here, took't up :

Look, here 'tis.

/ago. A good wench, give it me.

ty£m'iU What will you doc with't, you luva been fo

carneft to have me filch it ?

/ago. Why, what i5that to you ?

t/Emll. If it be not for fome putpofc of import,

Giv't me again. Poor Lady, (he'll run mad
When flie (hall lack it,

/ago. Be not acknown on't

:

I have ufe for it. Go, leave me. Exit t/£m!l.

I will in Cafjio's Lodging loofe this Napkin,
And let him findc it. Trifles light as aire

Are to the jealous, confirmations llrong,

As proofs ofholy Writ, This may doc fomething.

The Moore alieady changes with my poyfons :

Dangerous conceits, are in their natures poyfons,

Which at the firft arc fcarce found todilta/ic :

But with a little aft upon the blood.

Burn like the Mines of Sulphure. I did fay fo.

E?iter Othello.

Look where he comes : Not Poppy nor Mandragora,

Nor all the drowfie Syrrupsof tne world.

Shall ever medicine thee to that fweet fleep

Which thou ow'dft yeftcrday.

Oth. Ha, ha, falfe to me?
/ago. Why bow now, Gcnerall ? no more of that.

Oth. Avant, be gone : thou haft fct me on the Rack

:

I fwear 'tis better to be much abus'd,

Then but to know a little.

/ago. How now, my Lord .' i

Oth. What fenthad 1, in her ftoln hourcj of Luft ? (

I faw'tnot, thought it not : it harin'd not me;
I flcpt the next night well, fed well, was free, and merry.
I found not Caffio'i kiffcs on her Lips

:

He that is robb'd, not wanting wha t is ftoln.

Let him notknow't,and he's not robb'd at all.

/ago. I am forry to heat this ?

Oth, I had been happy if the gencrall Camp,
Pioneers and all, had tailed her fweet Body,

So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever

Farewell the Tranquill mindc ; farewell Content

;

Farewell the plumed Troops,and the big Warrcs,

That make Ambition Virtue \ Oh farewell.

Farewell the neighing Steed, and the ftirilt Trump,
The Spirit'ftirring Drum, th* Eare-piercing Fife,

The Royall Banner, and all Quality,

Pride, Pomp and Circumftancc of glorious Warrc:
And O you mortall Engines, whofe rude throats

Th'immortall Jovf's dread Clamours couterfeit.

Farewell : OthelWi Occupation's gone.

/ago. Is't poffible, my Lord ?

Oth. Villaint be furc dvxi prove my Love a Whore

;

Be furc of it : Give me the Ocular proof.

) Yyy 3 Or
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Or by the worth ot" mine eternall Soule,

Thou hadft bin better have bin born a Dog
Then anfwer my wak'd wrath.

lego. Is't come to this?

Oth. Make me to fee't : or (at tbc leaft) fo prove it.

That the probation bear no Hindge, nor Loop,

To hang a doubt on : Or woe upon thy life.

Itg/>. My Noble Lord.

Oth. I f thou doft flander her, and torture me.

Never pray more : abandon allremorfe

On horrors bead, horrors accumulate,

Doe deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd;

For nothing canit thou to damnation adde.

Greater then that.

Jairo. O Grace ! O heaven forgive me !

Are you a man ? have you a foule > or fenfe ?

God buy you : take mme Office. Oh wretched Fode

,

That lov'ft to make thine honefty a vice 1

Oh monftrous world » Take note, take note (O World)

To be direfl and honeft, is not fafe.

1 thank you for this profit, and from hence

Tie love no friend, fith love breeds fuch offence,

Oth. Nay ftay : thou (houldft be honeft.

Ja^o, I fliould be wife, for honeliy'3 a Foolc,

And'lofes that it works for.

Oth. By the world,

I think my Wife is honeft, and think (Tie is not .•

I think that thou art juft, and think thou art not

;

lie have fomc proof. My name that was as frefli

As Dians Vifage, is now begrim'd and black

As mine own face. If there be Cords or Knives,

Poyfon,or Fire, or fufFocating ftrcamcs.

i'lc not endure it. Would 1 were fatisficd.

Iago. I fee you are eaten up with paflion

:

I doe repent me that I put it to yoUj

You would be fatified ?

Oth. Would,Nay,andIvwn.
lago. And may : but nov(f> how fatisHcd, my Lord ?

Would you the fuper-Vifion groffely gape on ?

Behold her topp'd ?

Oth. Death, and damnation. Oh!
lago. It were a tedious difficulty I think.

To bring to that profpedl : Damn them then.

If ever mortall eyes doe fee them boulfler

More then their own. What then ? how then ?

What fhall I fay ? Where's Satisfaftion ?

It is impoffibleyou fhould fee this.

Were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkies,

As fait as Wolves in pride, and Fooles as groffc

As Ignorance, made drunk. But yet, I fay.

If imputationand ftrong circumftanccs.

Which lead directly to the door of truth.

Will give you fatisfa(£lion,you might have't.

Oth. Give me a living reafpn flic's difloyall.

laj^o. I doe not like the Office ;

But fith I am entred in this caufefofarrc

(Prick'd to't by foolifh Honefty, and Love)
I will go on. I lay with C<j/jr/o lately.

And being troubled with a raging tooth,

I could not fleep. There are a kind ofmen

,

So loofe of Soule, that in their fleeps will mutter

Their Affaires: one of this kinde is Cajsio :

In fleep I heard him fay, fwcet Defdemona,
Let us be wary, let us hide our Loves,

And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand :

Cry, oh fweet Creature : thenkiffemc hard ,

As if he pluckt up kiH'es by the roots.

That grew upon my lips, laid his Leg o're my Thi"h,
And figh and kifle, and then cry curfed Fate,

°

That gave thee to the Moore.
Oth. O monftrous! monftrous ?

lago. Nay this was but his Dreame.
Oth. But this denoted a foregone conclafion,

"Tisa flirewde doubt, though it be but a Dreame.
Jago, And this may help to thicken other proofs.

That doe demonftrate thinly.

Oth. Vie teare her all to pieces.

lago. Nay yet be wife ; yet we fee nothing dene.
She may be honeft yet : Tell me but this.

Have you notfometimesfeena Handkerchiffe
Spotted with Straw-berries, in your Wives hand ?

Oth. I gave her fuch a one ; 'twas my firft gift.

lago. I know not that ;but fuch a Handkerchiffe
CI am fure it was your Wives) did I to day
See Cafflcf wipe his Beard with,

Caffl.0. If it be that.

lago. If it be that, or any, if'twas hers.

It fpeaks againft her with the other proofs.

Oth. O that the flave had forty thoufand lives

:

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge.

Now doe I fee 'tis true. Look here,/^^o.

All my fond love thus doe I blow to heaven. 'Tis gone,
Arife black vengeance from the hollow hell,

Yield up (O Love) thy Crown and hearted Throne
To tyrannous Hate. Swell bofome with thy fraught,

For 'tis of Afpicks tongues.

lago. Yet be content.

Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood.

Jago. Patience I fay : your minde may change.
Oth. Never, lago. Like to the Pontick, Sea,

Whofe Icie Current, and compuifive Courfe,
Nc're keeps retiring ebbe, but keeps due on
To the Propo»ttck.y and the Hellefpont ;

Even fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace

Shall ne're look back, ne're ebbe to humble Love,

Till that a capable, and wide Revenge
Swallow them up. Now by yond Marble Heaven,
In the due reverence of a Sacred vow,
I here engage my words

lago. Doe not rife yet

:

Witneffe you ever-burning Lights above.

You Elements, that clip us round about.

Witnefle that here lagodoih give up

The execution of his wit, Tiands, heart.

To wrong'd Othello's Service. Let hiin command,
And to obey fhall be in me remotfe.

What bloody bufinefTe ever.

Oth. I greet thy love.

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bountious,

And will upon theinftant put thee to't

:

Within thcfe three dayes let me hear thee fay,

That CaJJio'i not alive.

/<?fi». My friend is dead:

'Tis done at your requeft.

But let her live.

Oth. Damn her lewde Minx

:

O damn her, damn her.

Gome go with me apart, I will withdraw

To fumifli me with fome fwift itneanes of death

For the fair Devil.

Now art thou my Lieutenant.

lago. I aro your own for ever, Exttmt^

Scena
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Scena Quarta.

Enter 'Defdemoftay t/£militi, and Cloau,

Dtf. Here, my Lord,

Oth. That which I gave you.

Def. I have ic noc about me.

Oth. Not?
Def, No indeed, my Lord,

O/A. Thai's a fault: That Handkcrchiffc

Did an t/£gyftUn to my Mother give :

Def. Do you know, Sirrah, where LieuKnant Cajpt, She was a Charmer, and could almoft read

lyes ?

Clorv. I dare not fay he lies any where,

Def Why man ?

Clo. He's a Soldier, and forme to fay a Soldier lyes,

'cis ftabbing.

Def. Go to : where lodges he ?

! Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where

Def. Can any thing be made of this ?

C/c. I know not where he lodges, and for metodc-

vife a lodgmg, and fay he lies here, or he lies there, were

to lye in mine own throat.

Def Can you enquire him out ? and be edified by re-

port ?

Cle. I will Catechize the world forhim,that is,makc

The thoughts of people: She told her, while ftie kept it,

• fwould make her amiable, fubduc my Fathec

Intirely to her love : but if ftie loft ic,

Or made a Gift of it. My Fathers eye

Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits (houtd hunt

After new Fancies. She dying gave it me.

And bid me (when my Face would have me Wiv'd)

To give it her. I did fo, and take heed on't.

Make it a Darling, like your precious eye

:

To loos't, or give'i away, were fuch perdition,

As nothing elfe could match.

Def Is't poffiblc ?

Oth. 'Tis true, there's Magick in the web of it

:

A Sjbill that had numbred in the world

The Sun to courfc two hundred compalfes,

In her prophetick fury fow'd the work :QuelHoiis, and by them anfwer

J)ef. Seek him, bid him come hither ; tell him, I have
; The Wormes were hallowed, that did breed the Silk,

mov'd my Lord on his behalf, and hope all will be well,
j And it was di'd in Mummey, which the skilfull

(^la. To doe this, is within the compaffc of mans wit,
! Conferv'd of Maidens hearts.

and therefore I will attempt the doing it. Exit Clo.

Def. Where fhouid I loofe the Handkerchiffe, «/£

mil'i^ ?

c/£m'il. I know noc. Madam.
2)ir/". Believe me, I liad rather have loft my putfe

Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Moore

Is true of minde, and made of no fuch bafencflc.

As jealous Creatures are, it were enough

To put him to ill-thinking.

ty£mil. Is he not jealous ?

Def Who he ? I think the Sun where he was born,

Drew all fuch humours from him.

t/£nulta. Look where he comes.

Def I will not leave him now, till CaJ/io be

Caird to him. How is't with you, my Lord ?

Oth. Wcll,my good Lady. Oh hardneffe to diffemblc t

How doe yoUy Defdemona}
Def Well, my good Lord.

Oth. Give me your hand.

This hand is moift, my Lady.

Def It hath felt no age, nor known no forrow.

Enter Othello.

Oth. This argues fruitfulncrte, and liberall heart

:

Hot, hoc, and moift. This hand of yours requires

A fequeftcr from Liberty : Fafting,and Prayer,

MuchCaftigation, Excrcifc devout.

For here's a young and fweating Devil here.

That commonly rebclls : 'Tis a good hand,

A frank one.

Def. You may (indeed) fay fo :

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart.

Oth. A liberal! hand. The hearts of old, gave hands

:

But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts.

"Def I cannot fpeak of this

:

Come, now your promifc.

Oth. What promife, Chuck?
Def I have fcnr to bid CAflo come fpeak with you.

Oth. I have a fait and forry Rhcume offends mc:
Lend mc thy Handkcrchiffc.

'Def Indeed .? is't true ?

. Oth. Moft veritable, therefore look to'c well.

Def. Then would the heaven, that I had never feen't.

Oth. Ha ? wherefore ?

2)if. Why doe you fpeak fo ftaringly, and rafti ?

Oth. Is't loft ? is't gone ? Speak, is't out oth' way f

Def Bleffeus.

Oth. Say you?

Def It is not loft : but what and if it were ?

Oth. How?
Def I fay it is not loft.

Oth. Fetcht', let me fee't.

Def. Why fo I can : but I will not now:
This is a trick to put mc from my fuit.

Pray you let Caffio be receiv'd again,

Otk. Fetch me the Handkcrchiffc,

My minde mif-gives«

Def. Come, come : you'll never meet a more fiiffici.

cntman.
Oth. The Handkcrchiffc.

Def. A man that all his time

Hath founded his good Fortunes on your love ;

Shar'd dangers with you.

Oth. The Handkerchiffe.

Def. Infooth, you are too blame,

Oth. Away. Exit Othello.

tA.m1l. Is not this man jealous ?

De{. I never faw this before.

Sure there's fome wonder in this Handkerchiffe,

lam moft unhappy in theloffeofit.

n/t-mil. 'Tis not a yearc or two fhewes us a man :

They arc all but ftomacks, and we all but Food,

They cat us hungerly, and when they are full

They belch us.

Enter lago^dndCtiJfto.

Look you, Ctijfio and my Husband.

Ugo. There is no other way : 'tis (he muft do*t

:

And locthc happineffc : go and importune her.
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Def. How r.o«v,(oood Cafiv) whac'sthe newcs with

you ?

Cafsio. Mardam, my formei fuic. I doe bcfeech you,

That by your virtuous meancs, I may again

Exift,and be a member of his iovC,

Whom I, with al! the Office ofmy heart

Inciiely honour, 1 would not be delay 'd.

If my offence be ofInch moriall kinde,

That not my Service part, nor prefent SorroweS,

Nor puipos'd merit m futurity,

Can ranfomemc inco his love again,

But to know fo, muft be my benefit

:

So HiaU I cloatheme in a foic'd content,

And ihu: my felf up in Come other courfc

To Fortunes Almcs,

Def. Alafs (thrice-gentle Cafsio)

My Advocation isjioc now in tune ;

My Lordjisnc: my Lord ; nor fhould I know him,

VVcre he in favour, as in humour alterd.

So help me every fpiric fantStified,

As I have fpokea for you all my beft.

And flood within the blank of his difpleai'urc

For my free Ipeech. You muft a while be patient

:

What I can doe, I wilJ : and mere I will

Then for my felf I dace. Let that fuflicc you.

la^o. Is my Lord angry ?

fy^mll. He went hence but now

:

And certainly in Grange nnquietneffe.

Iij^o. Can he be angry? I have feen the Cannon,

When it hath blown his Ranks into the aire,

And like the Devil from his very Arme
Puft his own Brother : And is he angry ?

Somcching'Qf moment then ; I will go meet hiin.

There's raatcer ni't indeed, if he be angry Exh.
Def. I prethee doe fo. Something fure of Stare,

Euhcr from yenice, orfome unhatch'd praftice.

Made dcmonftrable here in Cyprus, to him.

Hath pudled his clear Spirit : and in fuch cafes.

Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things,

Though great ones are their objeft. 'Tis even fo.

For let ourfiiigei- ate, and it endues

Our other beaithfull members, even to afenfe

Of pa in. Nay, we muft think men are not Gods,

Noi of them look for fuch obfervance

As fits the Btidall. Befhrew me much, i/£mUla^

I was (unhandfome Warriour as I am)
Arraigning his unkindnelTe with iny foule :

But now I finde, I had fuborn'd the Witnefle,

And he's Indited fallely..

dAmlt. Pray heaven it be

State matters, as you think, and no Conception,

Nor no jealous toy concerning you,

Def, Alafs-the-day, I never gave him caufe.

^.mll But Jealous foules will not be anfwet'd fo

;

They are not ever jealous for the caufe.

But jealous, for they're jealous. It is a Monfter

Begot upon it felf, Born on it felf.

Def. Heaven keep the Monfter from Othello's minde.

t/£mil. Lady, Amen.
Def. I willgo fcek him. Crf/jr/'o, walk hereabout:

If \ doe finde him fit. Tie move your fuit.

And feek to cffeft it to my uttcrmoft. Exit.

Caf. I humbly thank your Ladilliip.

Enter Blanca,

Blan. 'Sa ve you (Friend C<//rw.)

C'lfflo. Wliat make you from home >

How js't with you, my moft fair Blanca?
Indeed (fweet Love)I was comming to your houfe.

Blan. And I was going to your Lodging, Cafsio.
What ? keep a week away ? Seven dayes, and nights?
Eight fcore eight houres ? And Loves abfent hourcs
More tedious then the Diall, eight fcore times ?

Oh weary reck'ning.

Cafsio. Pardon me, Blanca

:

I have this while with leaden thoughts been prett,

But I fhall in a more continuate time
Strike off this fcore of abfence. Sweet Blanca^
Take me this work out.

Blanca. Oh Cafsio, whence came this?

This is fome token from a newer Friend

,

To the fclt-abfence : now I feel a Caufe:
Is't come to this ? Well, well.

. Cafsio. Goto, woman:
Throw your vilde gueflcs in the Devils teeth.

From whence you have them. You are jealous novf
That this is from fome Mirtris, fome remembrance

;

No, in good troth, Blanca.

Blan. Why, whofe is it ?

Cafsto. I know not neither :

I found it in my Chamber,
I like the work well : Ere it be demanded
(As like enough it will) I would have it coppied :

Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time.

Blan. Leave you.? wherefore ?

Cafsio. I doe attend here on the Generall,

And think it no addition, nor my wifh
To have him fee me woman'd.

Blan. Why, I pray you ?

C/)fslo. Not that 1 love you not.

Blan. But that you doe not love me,
I pray you bring me on the way a little,

And fay, if I fhall fee you foon at night ?

Cafsio. 'Tis but a little way that I can bring you,

For I attend here. But I'le fee you foon.

Bla». 'Tis very good : I muft be circumftanc'd.

Exeunt omnts.

qJEIus Quartus, Scena Trimaa

Enter Othello, and Jago.

Iago. Will you think fo ?

0th. Think fo,//!^*-?

lago. What, to kiife in private ?

Oth. An unauthorized kiffe ?

lago. Or to be naked with her Friends in bed.

An houre, or more, not meaning any harme ?

Oth. Naked in bed (lago) and not mean harme ?

It is hypocrifie againft the Devil

:

They that mean virtuoufly, and yet do fo.

The Devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt Heaven.

lago. If they do nothing, 'tis a Veniall flip ;

But I give my wife a Handkcrchiflfc.

Oth. What then?

lago. Why then 'tis hers (my Lord)aiTd being hers.

She may (I think) bcftow't on any man,
Oth. She is Proteftrcffe of her honour too

:

May (lie give that?

Ugc

\
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logo. Her Hoiiout isan Edencc that's noc (cen,

They have it veiy oft that have 'it not.

liutfor th« Handkctchiffe.

Oih. By lieavcn I would niofl gladly have forgot it

:

Thou {aidli (oh, it comes o're my memory.

As doth the Raven o'lethe infe<ftioiishoiirc :

Boarliog to all) he had my HandkerclTiffe.

Iago. I : >Aih3t of that ?

Oih. That's not fo good novi'

:

/rfga.What if I had faid,l had fcen him do you wrong?

Or hear him fay, as Knaves he fuch abroad,

Who having by their o\A/n importunate fuit,

Or voluntary dotage of feme Mif^ris,

Convinced or fuppii'd them cannot chufe

Bur they mull blab.

0th. Hath he faid any thing?

logo. He hath (my Lord) but be you wellaflur'd,

No more then he'll unfwear.

0th. What hath he faid?

Ugo. Wliy,chat he did : I know not what he did.

0th. What? what?

lago. Lye,

Oih. With her?

lavo. With licr ? on her : what vou will.

Oth. Lie with her > Hi? on her ? wc fay, lie on her,

when they be-lye her. Lie with her? that's fullome

:

Handkcrchiffe : ConfefDons : Handkerchiffc. To con-

fefte, and be hang'd for his labour. FirO, to be hang'd,

and then to confelfc : 1 tremble at it. Nature would not

invcU her felf in fuch flvdowing palTion, without fome

inftru£lion. It is not words th.it ihakes me thus, (pifh)

Nofcs, Earcs, and Lips : is'c polfible. Confeflc? Hand-

kcrchiffe ? O Devil. Falh inaTraunce.

lago. Work on.

My Medicine works. Thus credulous Foolcs are caught,

And many worthy, and chalte Dames even thus

(All guiltleffe) meet reproach : what hoa ? My Lord ?

My Lord, I (ay Othello.

Snteo Cajfio,

How now, Cajfio ?

Cttf. What's the matter ?

lago. My Lord is fain into an Epilcpfic,

This IS his fecond Fit : he had one yellerday.

Caf. Rub liim about the Temples.

lago. The Lethargy muft have his quiet courfc :

If not, he foames at mouth : and by and by

Breaks out to fa vage madneirc : Look, he liirres

:

Doe you withdraw your felf a little while.

He will recover ftraight t when he is gone,

I would on great occafion, fpjak with you.

How IS it Gcncrall f Have you not hurt your hand ?

Oth. Doft thou mock me ?

Itga. I mock you not, by Heaven t

Would you would bear your Fortune like a Man.
Oth. A Horned man's a Mon(^er and a Beaft.

lago. There's many a Bcaft then it^ a populous City,

And many a civil Mnn(kr.
Oth. Did he confcfTc it ?

fago. Good Sir, be a man :

Think every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd
May draw with you. There's millions now alive,

That nightly lie inthofcunpropcr beds.

Which they dare iwear peculiar. Your caufc is better.

Oh, 'tis the fpight of hell, the Fiends Arch.mock,
To lip a wanton in a fecurc Cowcli

;

And tofuppofcher chaf^e. No, let me know.

And knowing what I am, I know what (he flull be,

Oth. Oh, thou art wife : 'tis certain.

/*ro. Stand you a while apait.

Confine your felf but in a patient Lift,

Whil'ft you were here, o're-whclmed with your grief

(A pafHon molt lefulting fuch a man)
Cafsiocamc hither. 1 rtiiftcd him away,

And laid good fcufes on your Extafie,

Bad him anon return, and here fpcak with nif,

The which he promis'd. Doe but encave your fcif.

And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes and notable Scoins,

That dwell in every Region of his face.

For I will make him tell the tale anew
;

Where, liow, how oft, how long ago, and when
He hath, and is again to cnpc your wife,

I fay, but marke hisgcNure .-aurry Patience,

Or I fhall fay y'aic all in all in Spleen,

And nothing of a man,

Oth. Deft thou hear, /j'^tf,

I will be found mollcunnmg in my Patience :

But (dolf tlwu heai) moft bloody.

fago. Tl>at'$ not amiflc.

But yet keep time in all • will you withdraw ?

Now will I queftion (^a/fio of B'lanca^

A Hufwife, that by felling her dcfires,

Buyes her felf Bread and Cloth. It is a Creature

That dotes on Caffio, (as 'cis the Strumpets plague

To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one)

He, when he hearcs of her, cannot rcftrain

From the cxcefle of Laughter. Here he comes.

Enter Caffto.

As he fhall fmlle, Othello (hall go mad :

And his tinbookifh Jealoufie mu(t conferye.

Poor Cafflo'% fmiles, gefturesand light behaviours

Quite in the wrong. How doe you. Lieutenant ?

Caf, The worfer, that you gave me the addition,

Whofc want even kills me.

lago. Ply 'Defdemona well, and you are furc on't

:

Now, if this Sutc lay in BianctC% dowre,

How quickly fhould you fpecd .'

Caf, Alafs, poor CaitifFe.

Oth. Look how he laughes already,

J^go. I never knew woman love man fo.

C*f. Alafs, poor Rogue, I think indeed flie loves me
Oth. Now he denies it faintly : and laughes it out,

lag». Doe you hear, Cuffit >

Oth, Now he importunes him
To tell it o're : go to, well faid, well faid.

lagt, Shcgives it out, that you ftiall marry her.

Doe you intend it ?

Caf. Ha, ha, ha,

Oth. Doe ye triumph, Roman > doe you triumph ?

C4tf. I marry. What ? a cuftonKr ; prethec bear

Some Charity to my wit, doe not think it

So unwholefome. Ha, ha, ha,

Oth. So,fo: they laugh, that winnfs.

lago, Why,thecry goes, that you Ihalltnarry her.

Caf, Prethee fay true.

hgo, I am a very Villain elfe.

Oth. Have you fcoar'd me ; well.

Caf, This is the Monkies own giving ouc:

She is perfwadcd I will marry her

Out of her own love & flatteiy, not out ofmy prt)mife

Othet
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'Oth. Iago beckon's mc : now he begins ihe ftory.

Cafsio. She was here even now : fhe haunK itie in c
very^place. I was che ochev day talking on the Sea bank

with'cercain remtlafis, and chicher comes the Bauble,

and falls me thus about my neck,

•Oth. dying, oh dear C<»/jio, as it were : his gcfture

imports it.

Caf. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon mt :

Sofhakes,and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha.

Oth. Now he tells how (lie pluckt bim co my Cham-

ber : oh, I fee that Nofe of yours, buc now that Dog, I

Hiall throw it to :

^rf/". Well, I muft leave her company.

fa^o. Before me : look where (he comes.

Efitcr Bianca.

Caf, 'Tis fuch another Fitchew:marry a perfum'd one :

What doe you mean by this haunting of me .?

Btan, Let the devil and his damme haunt you : what

did you mean by that lame Handkerchiffc you gave me
even now > I was a fine Foole to take it : 1 mu(l take out

che work ? A likely piece of work , that you fhould finde

it in your Chamber, and know not who left it there.This

is forae Minxes token, and I mu(i take out the work ?

There, give it your Hobbey-horfc ; whereloevet you had

it, rie take out no work on't.

Caf- How now, my fweet Blanca >

How now ? how now >

Oth. By Heaven, that Hiould be my HankerchilTe.

Bian, If you'll come to fuppcr to night you may, if

you will notjcome when you are next prepar'd for. Ex\t,

lagv. After her, after her.

Caf. 1 mu(^, (he'll raile in theftrects elfe.

lago. Will you fup there ?

Caf. Yes, 1 intend fo,

lago. Well, I 0iay chance to fee yoD : for I would very

fain fpeak with you.

Cof. Prethee come, will you ?

lagii. Go to ; fay no more. Exit,

Oth. How (hall I murther \\\m^lago{

lago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice ?

Oth. Oh, lago.

lago. And did you fee the HandkerchifFe ?

Oth. Was that mine ?

iago. Yours by this hand : and to fee how he prizes

the fooiiih woman your wife : (he gave it him, and he

hath given it his whore.

Oth, I would have him nine yeares a killing •

A fine woman, a fair Woman, a fweet woman i

lago. Nay, you mvilt forget that,

Oth, r, let her rot and pcrifh, and be damn'd to night,

fordiefhallnot live. No, my heart isturn'd tottone: 1

ftrike it, and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world hath not

a fwceter Creature : ihe might lye by an Empcrours fide,

and command him Jaskes.

Iag». Nay, that's noc your way.

Othe. Hang her, I do but fay what ftie is : fo delicate

with her Needle: an admirable Mufitian. Oh, flie will

fing the Savageneffe out of a Bear : of fo high a plentious

wit, and invention ?

lag. She's the worfe for all this.

Oth. Oh, a thoufand, a thoufand times

:

And then of fo gentle a condition7
lago, I, too gentle.

Othe, Nay that's ccruin.

But yet the piety oiiiylagg -. oh lago^ the pitty of \x.,lago

lago. If you arefo fpnd over her iniquity : give her

pattent to offend, for if it touch not you, it comes near
no body.

Oth. I will chop her into Meffes : Cuckold me >

lago. Ohj.'tis'foul in her.

Oth. With mine Officer?

lago, Thai's fouler.

Othe. Get me forae poyfon,/**^*, this night. Tie not

cxpoftulate with her : left her body and her beauty un-

provide my minde again : this night,/<«^o.

lago. Doe it not with poyfon, ftrangle her in her

bed, even the bed (he hath contaminated.

Oth. Good, good :

The juftice of it pleafes : very good.

lago. And for Cafstty let me be his undertaker

:

You ihall hear more by midnight.

Enter Lodovico, DefdemoKa, and .Attendants.

Oth. Excellent good: what Trumpet is that fame?
lago. I warrant fomething from f^enicty

'Tis Lodevico, this comes from the Duke.

See, your wife's with him.

Ledo, Save you, worthy Generall.

Oth. With all my heart. Sir.

Led. The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you.

Oth. I ki(fe the Inftrument of their pleasures.

Def. And v/hat's the newes, good (.ouCyaLedovico ?

lago, lam very glad to fee you,Signior,

Welcome to Cyprus,

Ltd. I thank you ; how do's Lieutenant Cafsio*

lago. Lives, Sir.

Def. Coulin, there's fain between him and my Lord,

An unkind breach : but you (hall make all well.

Oth. Are you.fure of that ?

Def. My Lord.?

Oth. Thisfaile you not to do, as you will

Lod. He did not call : he's bufic in the paper,

Is there divifion 'twixt my Lord and Cafsio ?

Def. A moft unhappy one: I would do much •

T'attone them for the love I bear to C^ftio.

Oth. Fire and Brimilonc.

Def My Lord,

Oth. Are you wife ?

Def. What, is he angry ?

hod. May be the Letter mov'd him.

Foe as I think they do command him home,

Deputing Cafsio in his Government,

Def. Tru(t me, I am glad on't.

Oth. Indeed?

T)ef. My Lord ?

Oth. I am glad to fee you mad.

Def. Why, (vite: Othello}

Oth. Devil.

Def, 1 have not deferv'd this.

Lod. My Lord, this would not hz beiiev'd in fenicfy

Thoughl (houldfwear Ifaw't. 'Tis very much.

Make her amends : (he weeps.

Oth. Oh Devil, Devil

:

If that the Earth could teem with womans teares.

Each drop ftie falls would prove a Crocodile :

Out ofmy figjit.

Def. I wilt^not flay to offend you:

LoJ, Truly obedient Lady :

I do befeech your Lordihip call her back.

Oih.
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Othe. MKiris.

Def. My Lord.

Othe. What would you with her, Sir ?

LoL Who 1, my Lord ?

Othe. I, you did wi(li tha: I Would make her cum :

Sir, (lie can turn, and turn : and yet go on

And turn again. And rtic can weep, Sir, 7/ecp.

And (lie's obedient : ai you fay obedient.

Very obedient ; proceed you in your tearcs.

Concerning this, Sir, (oh well painted paffion)

1 am commanded liomc : get you away :

ric fend for you anon. Sir, I obey the Mandate.

And will return to Venice. Hence, avant

:

Cajfio ftiall have my Place. And, Sir, to nigh:

I do entreat, that we may fup togedlcr.

You arc welcome, Sir, to Cyprus,

Ctfrffjand Monkjes. Exit,

Lod, Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate

Call all in alt fiifficicnt ? Is this the Nature

Whom Paflion could not Hiaiie ? whofc folid virtue

The fho: of Accident, nor dart ofChance
Could neither graze, nor pierce.?

lago. He is much chang'd.

Lod. Are his witsfafe ? is he not of light Brain ?

lego. He's that he is : I may not breathe my ccnfure.

Wliat he might be : if what he might, he is nor,

1 would to heaven he were.

Lod. What, ftrike his wife?

lago. 'Faith that was not lo well
; yet Would I knew

That (troake would prove the worit.

Lod. Is it his ufe ?

Or did the Letters work upon his blood,

And new create his fault .'

lago. AIafs,al3fs:

It is not honcfty in mc to fpeak

What I have feen and known. You Hiall obfcrvc him,
And his own courfes will denote him fo.

That I may fave my fpcech : do but go after

And mark how he continues.

Lo. I am forry that I am deceiv'd in him. Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Othello^ and t/£milia,

Othe. You have feen nothing then ?

<L/£mil. Nor ever heard.: nor ever did fufpeft.

Othe. Yes, you have feen Ca^io and (he together.

ty±mil. But then I faw no harme: and then I heard
Each fyllable that breath made up between them.

Othe. What ? Did they never whifper f
ty€mil. Never, my Lord.

Othe. Nor fend you out oth' way ?

*/£mit. Never.

Othe. To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask, nor
cyfmi/. Never, my Lord. (nothing ?

Othe. That's ftrange.

t/£mit. I durft ( my Lord ) to wager ftie is honeft,
Lay down my Soulc at Hake : If you think other.

Remove your thought. It doth abufc your bofomc,
If any wretch hath put this in your head,

Let heaven recjiiite it with the Serpents curfcj

For if (he be nothoneH,chalte, and true,

There's no man happy, the purefi of their Wives
Is foul as Slander.

Othe. Bid her come hither : go. Exit ty^mUla.
She faies enough : yet fhc's a fimple Baud
That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtle Whore

:

A Qortct Lock and Key of Vjllanous Secrets,

And yet flic'U kneel, and pray : I have feen her do't.

Enter Defdemena^ and t/Emilla.

Def. My Lord, what is yoUr will ?

Othe. Pray you Chuck come hither.

Def. What is your pleafure ?

Othe. Let me fee yoUr eyes: look in my face.

Def. What horrible Fancie's this ?

Othe. Some of your Funftion, Mittris,

Leave Procrcants alone, and rtiut the door

:

Cough, or Cry hem ; if any body come :

Your My ftery,your Myftcry; Nay difpatch. Sxit t^ml.
Def. Upon my knee, what doth your fpcech import ?

I underftanda Fury in your words.

Othe. Why ? What art thou?

Def. Your wife my Lord : your true and loyal wife.

Othello. Comcfwcarit: damnethy felf, being like

one of Heaven , the dcvills themefelvcs fliould fear to

ceifc thee. Therefore be double dainn'd : fwear thou art

honelK

Def. Heaven doth truly know it.

Othe. H:aven truly knows , that thou art falfeas hdl,

Def. To whom, my Lord ?
With whom ? How am I falfc ?

Othe. Ah iJf/Wfwtf*, away, away, away.
Def. Alas the heavy day : why do you weep ?

Am I the motive of thefc tears, my Lord f
if happely you my Father do fulped.
An Inrtrument of this your calling back,
Lay not your blame on ibc : if you have loft him,
I have loft him too.

Othe. Had it pleas'd Heaven,
To try me with Affliction, had they rain'd
All kind offoreJ,and iTiames on my bare-head}
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips.

Given toCaptivity,me and my utmoft hopes.
I fliould have found in fome place ofmy foul
A drop of patience. But alas, to make me
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorn,
To point his flow, and moving finger at.

Yet could I bear that too, well, very well

:

But there where I have garnerd up my heart.

Where either I muft live, or bear no life.

The fountain from the which my currant runs,

Orelfedriesup: to be difcarded thence.

Or keep it as a Ceftem, for foul Toads
To knot and gender in. Turn thy complexion there

:

Patience, thou young and rofe-lipp'd Chctubin,
I here look grim as hell.

Def. I hope my Lord cftccms mchoneft.
Othe. O I, as Sommer Flies are in the Shambles,

That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou weed :

Who an fo lovely fair, and fmeH'ft fofweet.
That the Sence asks at thee.

Would thad'ft never been bom.
Def. Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed?
Othe. Was this fair Paper ? this moU goodly Book

Made to write Whore upon .> What conunitted,

Com-
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Commicced ? Oh, chou publick Commoner,
,

I fhouM miike very Forges ofmy Cheeks,
]

Thac would to Cynders burrt np Modcfty,

Did but I fpeak thy deeds. What committed >

Heaven ftops the Nofe at it, and the Moon winks ;

The bawdy wind that kifffs all u meets

,

;

Is hulTi'd within the hollow Myne of Earth

And ^\\\ not hear't. What committed ?

qytf. By Heaven you doc roe wrong.

Othe. Are not you a Strumpet .>

1)ef. No, as I am a Chtiftian.

If to prefervc this Veffdl for my Lord,

From any other foule unlawful! touch

Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none.

Othe. What,not a Whore.'

Dej. No, as I ("hall be fav'd.

Othe. Is't polTibic ?

De[. Oh Heaven forgive us.

Othe. I cry you mercy then.

I took you for thac cunmng Whore of l^emct.^

That married with Othello. You Midns,

Enter Emilia.

Tint have the Oflice oppofitc to Saint Peter.^

And keeps the gate of hell. You, you : I you.

We have done our courfe : there's money for your pains :

1 pray you cum the key and keep our counfell. Exit.

%/£miL AlafsiWhat do's this Gentleman conceive?

How doe you, Madam ? how doe you,my good Lady ?

Def. Faich, half a fleep.

tA-tm. Good Madam,

What's the matter with my Lord ?

Def. With whom ?

tA^mi. Why, with my Lord, Madam ?

Def Who is thy Lord ?

tA.mil. He that is yours, fweetLady.

Dff. I have none : doe not talk to me, tAmilia^

I cannot weep: nor anfwers have I none.

But what rtiould go by water, Prethee to night,

Lay on my bed my wedding fheets, remember,

And call thy Husband hither.

iA.mil. Here's a change indeed. Exit.

Def. 'Tls meet I fhould be us'd fo : very meet.

How have I bin behav'd, that he might ftick

The fraairit opinion on my leaft mifufe ?

Enter Iago., and tAmilia.
lago. What is your pleafure, Madam ,'

How is'c with you .?

Def. I canr^ot tell : thofe that doe teach your Babes

Doe it with gentle meanes,and eafie uskes.

He might have chid me fo : for in good faith

lam a Child to chiding.

lago. Whatis the matter, Lady ?

tAmil. Alafj {lago) my Lord hath fo bewhdr'd her,

Thrown fuch defpight, and heavy termes upon her,

Thac true hearts cannot bear k.

Def. Am I chat name, fago >

Itgo. Whacname(fair Lady?)

Def. Such as fKe faid my Lord did fay I was,

tAmil. He call'd her whore : a Beggar in his drink,
Could no: have laid fuch termes upon his Callet.

lago. Why did hefo?

Drf. I doe not know : I ^m fure I am none fuch.
/ago. Doe not weep, doe not weep : alafs-che-day.
tAmil. Hath flie forfook fo many Noble Matches ?

Her Father ? and her Countrey } and her Friends ?

To be call'd Whore > wrould it not make one weep ?

Def. It is my wretched Fortune.

/ago. Belhrew him for't r

How comes this crick upon him ?

Def. Nay, heaven doth know,
iAmi. 1 will be hang'd, if fome cternall Villain,

Some bufie and infinuating Rogue,
Some cogging, co2ening flave, to get forflc Office,

Has not devis'd this Slander : I will be hang'd elfc.

/ago. Fie, there is no fuch man : it is impolTible.

Def. If any fuch there be, heaven pardon him.

eAmil. A halter pardon him :

And hell gnaw his bones.

Why Ihould he call her Whore >

Who keeps her company ?

What Place? what Time ?

What Form ? what Likelihood ?

The Moore's abus'd by fome moll villanous Knave,
Some bafe notorious Knave, fome fcurvy Fellow.

Oh heavens, that fuch companions thoud'ft unfold.

And put in every honefl hand a whip
TolalTi the Rafcall naked through the world.
Even from the Eaft to th' Weft.

/ago. Speak within door.

iAmtl. Oh tie upon them : fome fuch Squire he was
That tum'd your wit,thefeamy fide without,

And made you to fufpedt me with the Moore.
Jago. You are a Foolc : go to.

Def. Alafs, lago.

What fhall I do to win my Lord again >

Good Friend, go to him ; for by this light of Heaven,

I know not how I loft him. Here I kncelc :

If e're my will did trefpaffe 'gainft his Love,

Either in difcourfe of thought,or a6\ual deed.

Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Sence

Delighted them : or any other Form

:

Or that I do not yet, and ever did ,

And ever will, (though he do fhake me off

To beggerly divorcement) Love himdearly.

Comfort forfwear me. Unkindneffe may do much

,

And his unkindneffe may defeat my life,

But never taint my Love. I cannot fay Whore,
It do'sabhorre me now I fpcak the word.

To do the A(5t, chat might the addition earn,

Not the worlds Maffe of vanity could make me.

lago. 1 pray you be concent : 'tis but his humour

:

The bufineflfe of the State do's him offence.

Def. If 'twere no other.

lago. It is but fo, I warram

:

Heark how thefe Inftruments fummon to fupper

:

The Meflenger of Venice fiiayes the Meat ;

Go in, and weep not: all things fhall be well,

E.xeunt 'Defdemona and nAml/ia.

Enter Rodorigo.

How now, Rodorigo >

%od. I do not finde

That thou deal'ft juffly with me.

lago. What ii> the contrary ?

Rodo. Every day thou dofts me with fome device,/-#j'ff,

and rather as it feems to me now, kcep'fi from me all

convenicncy,then fupplieft me with the leaft advantage
of hope : I will indeed no longer endure it. Nor am 1 yet

perfwaded to put up m peace, what already I have fooJ-

iflily fuffer'd,

lago. Will you hear me, Rodorigi ?

Rodo.
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7^</». I have heard loo much : and your words and /

performances ate no kin together.

/ago. You charge me moft unjuHIy.

Rodo. With naught but truth : I have vrafid my felf

out of my meanes. The Jewels you have had from me

lodchver2>/</f«»«/»'»» Would half have corrupted a Vo-

urift. You have cold tnc fhe hath rccciv'd them, and re-

turn'd nic cxpc(£lation$ and comforwof luddcn rcfpct^,

and acquainunce, but I find none
/ago. Well, go to : very well.

Rodo. Very well, go to : I cannot go to, (man) nor

•[is not very well : nay, I think it isfcurvy : and begin to

find my fcif fopt in it,

/•tg9. Very well.

Rode. I cell you, 'tis not very wcH: I willjnakc my

fclf known to Dtfdemona. If Ihe will return me my

Jewels, I will give over my Sui:, and repent my unlaw-

ful! lolicitacion. If not,a{rurc your felf, I will feck fatis-

fadlion of you.

lagt. You have fa id now.

Rod. 1, 2nd Ciid nothing but what I proteft intend-

ment of doing.

lago. Why, now I fee there's mettle in thee : and even

from this inltant doc build on thee a better opinion then

ever before : give me thy hand Rtdorlgo. Thou haft taken

againft mc a moft juft cjtception : but yet 1 proteft 1 have

dealt moft direftly in thy Affaire.

Rod. It hath not appear'd.

l4go. 1 grant indeed it hath not appear'd : and your

fufpiiion is not without wit and judgement. But, Kidt.

r/gi>,if thou haft that in thee indeed,which I have greater

realon to believe now then ever (I mean purpofe, Cou-

rage, and Valour) this night fliew it. If thou the next

night following enjoy nozDefdemonay take mc from this

world with Treachery, and dcviCc Engines for my life.

Ti^d. Well : wlut is it ? Is it within reafon and com-

pafle?

/ago. Sir, there is cfpeciall Commiffion come from

remce to depute Caffio in OrA*//»'s place.

Rod. Isthattme? Why then 0»A»//o and Befitmo-

»4, return again to Venice.

/ago. Oh no : he goes into Mauritamay and taketh

away with him the fair Defdemonay unlelfchis abode be

lingred here by fome accident. Wherein none can be fo

determinate, as the removing of CaJJio.

Rod. How doc you mean removing him ?

/ago. Why, by making him uncapable of 0/Af//»'s

place : knocking out his brains.

Rod. And that you would have me to doe.

/ago. I : if you dare doe your felf a profit,and a right.

He fups to night with a Harlotry : and thither will I go

to him. He knowes not yet of his honourable fortune, if

you will watch his going thence (which I will faftiion

to fall out between twelve and one) you may take him

at your pleafure. I will be near to fccond your Attempt,

and he (hall fall betwen us. Come, ftand not ama2'd at

it, but go along with me: Iwillftiew you fuchanecef-

fity in his death, that you fliall think your felf bound to

put it on him. It is now high fuppct time : and the night

growes to wafte. About it.

Rod. I will hear further reafon for this,

/ago. Aiulyoalltall befatisfied.

SxetM.

Scena Tertian.

Enter OtheUoy Lodovtco, *Defmon/ij t/£millA

*rid t/itttKdati.

Led. I do bcfecch you,fir, trouble your fclf no further.

Othe. Oil pardon : 'twill do mc good to walk.

Lod. Madam
, good night:I humbly thank yourLadi-

Dtf. Your honour is moft welcome. (^Pi
Othe. Will you walk fir? Ob 'Defdemmi.

Def. Uj Lord.

Othe. Get you to bed on th'inftant, I will be retum'd

fonhwich : difmiflc your Attendant there: look't be

done. Exit.

Dtf. I will, my Lord.

t/£ml. How goes it now ? he looks gentler then he did.

Def. Hefayes he will return incontinent,

And hath commanded me to go to bed,

And bid mo to difmifte you.

fc/fw»V. Difmiflc me }

Def. It was his biddmg : therefore good ^mUitt
Give memy nightly wearing,and adieu.

We muft not now difplcafc him.

«/£««/. I would you had never feen him.

Def. So would not I : my love doth fo approve him,

That even his ftubbornefs, hischecks, his frowns,

(Prithee un-pin mc) have grace and favour.

«/£»«'. I have laid thofc iheets you bad me on the bed.

Dif. All's one: good Fathcr,how foolilh arcoor mindif

If I do die before thee, piithce (hrowd me
In one of thefe fame (hects.

t/£mil. Come, come : you talk.

"Def. My Mother had a Maid all'd Barbara.,

She was in love : and he fhe lov'd prov'd mad.

And did fotfake her. She had a Seng of Willow,

Ati old thing 'twas : but it exprefs'd her Fortune.

Andfticdy'd fingingit. That fong to night.

Will not go from my mind : 1 have much to do.

Rut to go hang my head all at one fide

And fing it like poor Barbara : prithee difpatcb,

t/£mii. ftiall I go fetch your Night-gown f

Def. No, unpin me here.

This Lodovico is a proper man.
t/£mtl. A very handfome man.

Def He fpeaks well.

%/£mil. I know a Lady in yenice would have walk'd

bare-foot to Palell'ine for a touch of his nether lip.

Def. The poor SoKlfatfngingy by a Sieamort tret.

Stng all a green PVlUoMgh :

Her hand on her bofome^ her head oh her kjite^

Sing fVlHongh, mlloughy mUoMgh.
The frejhfireams ran by her^ and murmur'd her mmttis

Si>tgH^illo»gh,&c.

ffer fait tears fellfrom het^ and foftnei thefiones^

sine wilUwy &c. (Lady by thc(e)

fV'MoHghy tvitlough. (Prtthe high thee, he'll come anon)

Sing all a green }yill»ugb mufi be my Garland,

Let no body blame him^ hisfcorn / tfwivt.
(Nay that's not next. Ffcrk who is't that knocks ?

j£ml/. It's the wind.

DefJcalTdmy Lovtfa/fe Lne:bitt whatfaldhe theuf

Slug ffU/eughy &e.

/fl CQurt m»wfmemy*om'lf couch with mo men.

Zza So!
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So get thcc gone, good night: mine eyes do itch :

Dodi that boad weeping ?

t/Emil. 'Tis neither here, nor there,

D(f. I have heard it faid fo, O thefe Men, thefcincn

Doft thou in confciencc think (tell me i/£mitia)

That there be women do abufe their husbands

In fiich groffekind?

tA.mi/. There be fomc fuch, no qiieftion.

Def. Would'ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world :

t/€mH. Why, would not you ?

Dtf. No, by this heavenly light,

ty£mll. Nor I neither, by this heavenly light.

I might do't as well ith' dark.

Def. Would'rt thou do fuch a deed for all the world ?

ty£mll. The world's a huge thing:

It is a great price, for a fmall vice.

Def. In troth I think thou would'ft not.

€/£mU. In troth I think! fhouid, and undo' c when

I had done. Marry , I would not do fuch a thing for a

joynt Rring , nor formeafuresof Lawn, nor for Gowns,

Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for

all the whole world : why, who would not make her hus-

band a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch .? I (hould ven-

ture Purgatory for't.

Def. Befhrew me, if I would do fuch a wrong

For the whole world.

t/£mil. Why , the wrong, is but a wrong iih'world
;

and having the world for yoUr labour, 'tis a wrong in

your own world, aj>d you might quickly make it right.

Def. I do not think there is any fuch woman.

ty£mil. Yes, a dozen : and as many to th'vantage, as

would ftore the world they plaid for.

But I do thmk it is their husbands faults

If Wives do fall : (Say, that they flack their duties,

And pour our treafures into forraign laps

;

Or elfe break out in peevifti Jealoufics,

Throwing reftraint upon us : Or fay they ftrike us,

Orfcant our former having in defpight)

Why we have galls : and though we have fome Grace,

Yet have we fome Revenge. Let husbands know,
.

Their wives have fenfe like them : They fee and fmell,

And have their Palats both for fweet and fowre.

As husbands have. What is it that they do

When they change us for others ? Is it fport?

I think it is: and doth afFeftion breed it ?

I think it doth : Is't frailty that thus erres >

It is fo too. And have not weafFedtions ?

Defires for fport ? and frailty as men have?

Then let them ufe us well : elfe let them know.

The ills we do, their ills inftruft us to.

Def. Good night, good night

:

Heaven me fuch ufes fend.

Not to pick bad, from bad j but by bad, mend. ExtHut.

<iJ&tis Quintus, Scena Trima.

Enter lago, and Ti^iorigo.

laga. Here, ftand behind this Bark,

Straight will become:
Wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home

:

Quick, quick, fear nothing ; I'le be at thy Elbow,

It makes us, or it marrs us, think on that.

And fix molt firm thy Refolufion ;

%S4. Be near at hand, 1 may mifcarry inc.

Jago. Here, at thy hand : Behold, and take thy ftand.

Red. I have no great devotion to the deed,

And yet he hath given mcfarisfying Reafons :

'Tis bnta man gone. Forth my Sword: he dies.

lago, I have rub'd thjs young Quat almoft to the frnfe^

And he growes angry. Now, whether he kill C^ffti^

Oi Caffio him, or each do kilhhe other.

Every way makes iny gain. Live %odorigt>^

He calls me to a re ftitucion large

Of Gold, and Jewels, chat I bob*^d from him.
As gifts to Defdemona.

It muft not be : if Caffhdo remain.

He hath a daily beauty in his life,

That makesmeugly : and befides, the {JHoor

May unfold me to him: there ftand J in much pcrill

:

No, he muft die. But fo, I hear him coming,
EMter Caffio.

Rod. I know his gate, 'tis he : Villain thoa'dycft.

Caf. That thtuft liad been mine enemy indeed,

Bucthat my Coat is better then thouknovy'ft :

I will make proof of thine.

Rod. Oh, lamfbin.

Caf, I am ma im'd forever:

Help hoa : Murther, murthrr.

Emer Othello.

Othe. The voice oi-Caffu>^ lags keeps his vVord.

Rod. O Villain that I am.
Oth. It is even fo.

Caf. Oh help hoa : Light, a Surgeon.

Othe. 'Tis he : O brave /ago, honcft, and juft,

That haft fuch Noble fenfe of thy friends wrong.

Thou teacheft me. Minion, your dear lies dead.

And your onbleft Fate highesj Strumpet I come

:

For ofFmy heart, thofc Charmcs thine Eycs,3rc blotted.

Thy Bed-left-flain'd, (hall with Lulls bloud be fpotted.

Exit Othello.

Ecter Lodovlco, and Gratlano.

Caf. What hoa ? no Watch ? no palfage .'

Murther, Murther.

Gra. 'Tis fome mifchance, the voice is very direfuU.

Caf Oh help.

Lodo. Hark.

Rod. Oh wretched Villain.

Lod, Two or three groan. 'Tis heavy night

;

Thefe may be counterfeits : Let's think't unfafe

To come into the cry, without more help.

Rod. No body come : then (hall I bleed to death.

Enter lago.

Lod. Hark.

Gra. Here's one comes in his fhirt , with Light, and

Weapons.
lago. Who's there ?

Whofe noife is this that cryes out murther ?

Lodo. We do not know.

lago. Do not you hear a cry ?

Caf. Here, here : for heaven fake help me.

Jago, What's the matter ?

Gra. ThisisOrMa'/ Ancient as I take it.

Lodo. The fame indeed, a very valiant Fellow,

Jago, What arc you here, that cry fo grievoufly ?

Caf. lagtt} Oh I am fpoyl'd, undone by Villains:

Give me fome help.

lago. O me. Lieutenant ?

What Villains have done this ?

Caf. I think that one of them is hereabout,

And
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And cannot make away.

f^^lt. Oh crechcrwis Villains?

Whac are you there ? Come in, and give feme help.

Rod. O lielo me there,

CaJ/t. Thai's one ©f them.

Itgo. Oh murd'ious Slave! O Villain!

Rod, O dumn'd Ja^o ! O inluimanc Dog

!

Iag9. Kilt men uh'dark ?

Where be thefc bloudy 1 hicves >

How filent is this Town ? Hoa» murther murther.

What may you be ? Arc you of good orcvil?

Lod. A$ your (hall prove us, praifc us.

Jago. Signioc Lodovico.

Ltd. He, Sir.

Jaffo. I cry you mercy : here's CaJJia hurt by Villains*

Gra. Ctijjia.

itgo. How is't, brother ?

C>»/", My Leg is cut in tvw.

lago. Marry heaven forbid t

Light Gentlemen, Tie bind it with my fliirt.

Enter Blatfca.

Blan. What is the matter hoa ? Who is't that Cry'd ?

/<7f
0. Whois't that cry'd ?

Bi^ti. Oh my dear Cajfio^

My fweet Cojfio : Oh Cafio^ Cajp-o^ Cafio.

logo. O notable Strumpet. Cajjio^ may you fufpcfb

Who they (liould be, chat have thus mangled you ?

€4. No.
Cra. I am forry to find you thus;

I have been to feck you.

lago. Lend mc a Garter, So : Oh for 1 Chair

To bear him cafily hence.

Blan. Alas he faints. Oh Cajfio^Ciijfui^Caffto,

lago. Gentlemen all, I do fufpci^ this Ttalh

To be a party in this injury.

Patience a white, good Cajfio. Come, come ;

Lend me a Light : know we this face, or no ?

Alas my friend, and my dear Countryman
Roderlgo .? No : Yes furc : Yea, 'tis Rtderigo.

Gra . W hat, of Venice ?

lago^ Even he, Sir : did you know him?
CrM, Know him? I.

I'^gf. Signior Gratiano f I cry your gentle pardon

:

Thefe bloudy accidents muftcxcufe my Manners,

That fo ncgle(5led you.

Gra. lam glad to fee vou.

/ago. How do you, Capio f Oh a Chair, a Chair.

Gra. Roderlgo }

lago. He, he, 'tis he

:

Oh that's well faid,the Chair.

Some good man bear him carefully from hence,

rie fetch the Generals Surgeon. For you, Milhis,

Save you your labour. He that lies (lain here (Cajpo')

Was my dear friend. What malice was between you ?

Caf. None in the world : nor do I know the nian ?

lago. What look you pale? Oh bear him out oth'Aire,

Stay you good Geiulcmen. Look you pale Miftris .'

Do you perceive the gaftnefle of her eye ?

Nay, if you ftarc, we lliall hear more anon.
Behold her well: I pray you look upon her

:

Do you fee. Gentlemen ? Nay, guiltincfle will fpeak

Tiiough tongues were out of ufe.

tA- *»'/. Alas, what is the matter ?

What is the matter, husband.

^'^go. Cafio hath here bin fet on in the dark

By a^dorigOy and Fellows that are fcap'd :

He's almoft (liWyand Rodorlgo quite dead,

t/£mil. Alas good Gentleman: alas good Caf^io.

logo. This is the fruits of whoiing. Prithee fA-m'U'ta,

Go know of CaR'io where he fupt to night.

What do you make at that ?

Bian. He fupt at my houfe, but 1 therefore fliake not

I'lgo. O did he fo ? i charge you go with me.

t/£mU. Oh fie upon thee. Strumpet.

Biatt. I am no Strumpet, but of life a$ h(Mitft,

As you that thus abufc me.

i/Emil. As If Fie upon thee.

^'go. Kind Gentlemen

:

Let's go fee poor Cajiio drcft.

Come Miftris, you muft tell'j another Tale.

t^miiia, run you to the Cittadell,

And tell my Lord and Lady,what hath hap'd:

Will you go on afore ? This is the night

That cither makes mc, or forcdoes mc quite, Sxeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Othello^ and Defdemona in her bed.

0th. It is the Caufc, it is thcCaufe (my foul)

Let me not name it to you, you chafte Starrs,

It is the Caufe. Yet lie not ftied her bloud.

Nor fear that whiter skin of hers dien Snow,
And fmooth as Monumental Alablaftcr:

Yet flic muft die, clfe flie'll l^aray more men :

Put out the Light, and then put oi't the Light:

It I quench thee, thou flaming Miniftcr,

I can again thy former light reftorc.

Should I repent mc. But once put out thy light.

Thou cunninR'ft PsKWn ofexcelling Nature,

I know not where is that Promethean heac

That an thy Light rc-Lumc.

When I have pluck'd thy Rofc,

I cannot give it vital growth again,

It needs muft wither. I'le fmell the on the tree

:

Oh Balmy breath, that do'h almoft perlwadc

Juftice to break her fword. One more, one more

;

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee.

And love thee after. One more, and that's the laft

So fweet, was nc'rcfo fatal. 1 muft weep.

But they are cruel tears: this forrows heavenly,

It ft likes, where it doth love. She wakes.

Def. Who's there.? OtheUo}
Othe. I, Defdemofta.

Def. Will you come to bed, my Lord >

Othe. Have you pray'd to night, Defdemo^a ?

1>ef. I, my Lord.

Othe. If you bethink your felf of any Ciimc
Uni-cconcil'd »s yet to heavcn,and Grace,

Solicit for itrtraight.

Def. Alack, my Lord,

What may you mean by that ?

Othe. Well, do it, and be brief, I will walk by ?

I would not kill thy unp'epared fpirit.

No, (Heavens fore-fend) I would not kill thy foul.

Def. Talk you of killing?

Othe. I, I do.

"Def. Then heaven have mercy on me.
Z 2 7 1 Othe
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Oihe. Aincn, with all my heart.

Def If you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me.

Oth. Humh.
Def. And yet I fear you : for you're fatal then,

Wtien your cyesrowl fo.

Why I fliould fear I know not,

Since guiltinefPe I know not : But yet I feel I fear,

0th. Think on thy fins,

Def. They are love I bear to you.

0th. I, and for that thou dy'll.

"Def. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving,

Alas, why gnaw you fo your nether-lip.?

Some bloudy pafllon fhakes your very frame:

Thefe arc portents : but yet 1 hope, I hope.

They do not point on me.

0th. Peace, and be fiili.

Def. I will fo : What's the matter ?

0th. That Handkerchief

Which I fo Iov'd,and gave thee, thou gav'ft Ca^a.

Def, No by my life, and foul : fend for the man.
And ask him.

0th. Sweet foul, take heed, take heed of Perjury,

Thou art on thy death-bed.

Def. I , but not yet to die.

Oth. Picfently.

Therefore confeflTc thee freely of thy fin :

For to deny each Article with Oath,

Cannot remove, nor choak the Itrong Conception

That 1 do groan withall. Thou art to die,

Def. Oh heaven have mercy on me.
Oth. I fay, Amen.
Def. And have you mercy too, I never did

Offend you in my life : never lov'd C«i^<»,

But with fuch general warranty of heaven.

As I might love. I never gave him Token.

Oth. By heaven I faw my Handkerchief in's hand.

perjur'd woman, thou do'lt ftone my heart,

And makert me cali,what I intend to do
A Murthcr, which I thought a Sacrifice.

1 faw the Handkerchief.

Def. He found it then

:

I never gave it him : Send for him hither:

Xet bim confeffe a truth.

Oth. He hath conf-ft

:

Def What, my Lord?
Oth. That he hath us'd thee.

Def, How ? unbwfully ?

Oth. I.

Def. He will not fay fo.

Oth. No : his mouth is ftopp'd

:

Honeft la^o hath lane order for't.

'Def. Oh, my fear interprets. What is he dead ?

Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great Revenge

Had ftomack for them all.

Def, Alas, he is bet ray'd, and I undone.

Oth. Out Strumpet : wecp'rt thou for him to my face?

Def, O banilh me, my ^rd, but kill me not.

Oth. Down Strumpet,

pef. Kill me to morrow, let me live to night.

Oth. Nay, ifyouftrivc.

Def. But half an hour,

Oth. Being done, there is no paufc.

Def. But wliile 1 Caty cnc prayer.

0//>, It is too lat6. Smothtnher,

t/£mUla at tin door.

(>/£mil. My Lord, my Loid} Whathoa ?

My Lord , my Lord.

Oth, What noife is this? not dead ? not yet quite dead
I that am cruel, am yet mercifull,

would not have thee linger in thy pain i

I

So, fo

tyfmi/. within. Whathoa? mV Lord, my Lord ?
Oth. Who's there?

ty£mii. Oh, my good Lord , I would fpcak a word
with you.

Oth. Yes: 't\Si/£milia : by and by. She's dead

.

'Tis like fhe comes to fpeak of Caffias death

:

The noife was high. Hah, no more moovin" >

Still as the Grave. Shall (ne come in .? wer't oood ?

I think fhe ftirs again. No, what's befi to do.*'

If the come in, fhc'll fure fpcak to my wife:

My wife, my wife, what wife ? I have no wife.

Oh inlupportable I O heavy hour

!

Me thinks, it fhould be now a huge Edipfe
Of Sun and Moon : and that th'affnghied Globe
Did yawn at Alteration.

%/£mil. I do befeech you
That I may fpeak with you. Oh,good my Lord.

Oth, I had forgot thee : oh come in <iy£m!lia.

Soft, by and by, let me the Curtains draw,
Where art thou ? What's the matter with thee now ?

Enter Emilia.
<sy£mil. Oh, my good Lord

, yonders foule Murthcrs
done.

Oth. What ? now ?

t/£mi/. But now, my Lord,

Oth. It is the very error of the Moon,
She comes more nearer Earth then (he was wont,
And makes men mad.

«/£«zu/. Caffloy my Lord, hath kill'd

A young Venetian^ call'd Rodorigo.

Oth, Rodorigo kill'd ? and Caffto kill'd ?

*A.mir. No, Cafiio is not kill'd.

Oth. Not Ca^io kill'd ? Then Murthcrs out of tunc,

And fweet Revenge grows ha r(h.

Def. O falfely, falfcly murder'd.

tA.mi/. Alas ! what cry is that ?

Oth. That.? what?
*A.mil. Out, and alas, that was my Ladies voice,

Help, help hoa, help. Oh Lady fpcak again,

Sweet Defdcmona^ oh fwcet Miftris, fpeak,

Def. A guiltlefle death I die.

t/±mil. Oh who hath done this deed ?

"Def. No body : I my felf, farewell;

Commend me to my kind Lord: oh farewell.

Oth. Why, how fhould Ihe be murd'red ?

t/£mil. Alas: who knows.?

Oth. You hear her fay her felf, it was not I.

ty£mii. She faid fo : I muft needs report the truth.

Oth. She's like a Lyar gone to burning hell,

'Twas I that kill'd her".

ty£mil. Oh the more Angel fhe, and you the blacker

Devil.

Oth. She turn'd to folly : and flie was a whore,

t/£mil. Thoudo'ft bcly her, and thouarta devil.

Oth. She was falfe as water.

ty£m/. Thou art rafli as fire, to fay

That (he was falfe. Oh {he was heavenly true.

Oth. CafSio did top her : ask thy husband elfc.

O, I were damn'd beneatli all depth in hell

:

But that I did proceed upon juft grounds

To this extremity. Thy husband Jtnew ic all^

t/£mil.
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t/£mil. My husband ?

0th. Thy husband.

ty£mll. That Oic was falfe to Wedlock ;

0th. I, with CaJJio : had (he bin true,

If heaven would make me fuch another world.

Of one entire a nd perfcft Chryfolitc,

ird not have fold licr for it.

t/£mil. My husband ?

0th. I, 'twas he that told me on her firft,

An honed man he is, and hates the flitne

That Wicks on filthy deeds.

«/£«//. My husband ?

0th. What needs this iterance, woman

i

I fay thy husband,

ty£ntii. Oh Miftris,

Villany hath made mocks with love;

My husband fay flie was falfe ?

Othe. Ho. woman

;

I fay thy husband; do'ft undcrftand the word?

My friend, thy husband ; honcft,honcft la^o,

t/£mU.li he fay fo, may his pernicious foul

Rot half a grain a day : he lies to'th' heart,

She was too fond of her moft filthy Bargain.

0th. Hah?
tA-mll. Do thy worft

:

This deed of thine Is no more worthy heaven,

Then thou waft worthy her.

0th. Peace, you were beft.

«/£wiV.Thou haft not halfe that power to do n\c harmc

As I have to be hurt. Oh gull, oh doir.

As ignorant as durt : thou ha(t done a deed

( I care not for thy fword) Tie make thee known,
Though I loft twenty lives. Help, help, boa, help :

The Moor hath kill'd my Miftris. Murther, murthcr.

Eater Motttanoy CratianOy and lago,

Mon. What is the matter ? How now General ?

«/£»//. Oh, are you come, Iago : you have done well,

That men muft lay their Murthets on your neck,

Grtf, What is the matter ?

ty£mii. Difprove this Villain, ifthou be'ft a man.

He faycs, thou told'ft him that his wife was falfe

:

I know thou did'ft not : thour't not fuch a Villain.

Speak, for my heart is full.

Iig», I cold him what I thought.

And told no more
Then what he found himfelfwasapt, and true,

tA.mil. But did you ever tell him.
She was falfe?

l«go. I did.

tA.mil, You told a Lie, an odious damned Lie

:

Upon my foul, a Lye; a wicked Lie.

She falfe with Cafio *

Did you fay with Cajfio ?

lago. With C«;^o, Miftris,

Go to, charme your tongue.

*y£mil, I will not charme my tongue

;

I am bound to fpeak,

My Miftris here lies murthercd in her bed.
All. Oh heavens, forefend.

tAmil. And your reports have fet the Murthcr on,

Oth. Nay ftare not Maftets,

It is true indeed,

Gra. 'Tis a ftrange Truth.

Mont, O monftrous A£V.

tAmil. Villany, villany, villany :

think opon't, I think : I fmel't : O Villany

:

diought fo then : I'le kill my felf for grief,

villany I villany?

lago. What, are you mad ?

1 charge youget you home,

*Amil. (jood Gcntlemen,Jec me have leave to fpeak

Tis proper 1 obey him ; but notnow;
Perchance /ago^ I will ne'rc go home.

Oth. Oh, oh, oh.

tAmil. Nay, lay thee down and roar

:

For thou haft ki I'd the fweetett innocent.

That e're did life up eye.

Oth. Oh ftiewasfouJI

I fcarce did know you Uncle, there lies your Niece,

Whofe breath (indeed) thefe hands have newly ftopp'd

I know this aft ftiews horrible and gnm.
Gra. Poor Defdemoit* :

I am glad thy father's dead.

Thy Match was mortal to him; and pure grief

Shore his old thrcd in twain. Did he live now.
This fight would make him do a defperatc turn-

Yea, curfe his better Angel from his fide.

And fail to Reprobance.

Oth. 'Tis pirtifull ; but yet lago knows,
Thatftie with Caffto hath the aft of ftiame

A thoufand times c:>wm\vit6.Ca/fio confcft it.

And fticdidgratifie his amorous works
With that Recognizance and pJedg of Love
Which I firft gave her : I faw it in his band:
It was a Handkerchief, an Antick Token
My father gave my mother,

tAmil. Oh heaven! oh heavenly Powers!
lago. Come, hold your peace.

tAmil. 'Twill out. 'Twill out, I peace;

No, I will fpeak as liberal as the North,
Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all.

All, all, cry (hame againft me, yet Tie fpeak.

logo. Be wife and get you hume.
t/£mil. I will not.

Gra. Fie, your fword upon a woman.
tAmil. Oh thou dull Moor.,

That Handkerchief thou Iheak'fl of
I found by fortune,and did give my husband,
For often, with a folclmnc carneftnefTt,

( More then indeed belong'd to fuch a Triflle )

He begg'd ofme, to ftcal't.

lago. Viilanous Whore.
tAmil. She give it Caffio } alas 1 found it.

And 1 did oiv't my husband.

lago. Filth thou lieft,

tAmil, By heaven I do not, I do not Genrlemcn

:

Oh murd'rous Coxcomb, what ("hould fuch a fool

Do with fo good a wife ?

Oth. Are there no ftonr; in heaven

,

But what ferves for the Thunder ?

Precious Villain.

Gra, The woman falls

:

Sure he hath kill'd his Wife.

tAmil. I, I; oh lay mc byniyMiftris fide

Gra. He's gone, bnt his wifc'skill'd.

Mont. 'Tis a notorious Villain: take you this weapon
Which I have recover'd from the After :

Come guard the door without, let him no: pile,

J

But kill him rather; Tie after that fame villain,

I For 'tis a damned Slave, Sxit.

Zxz Oth.
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Oth. 1 am not valiant neither :

But every Puny whipftcrgetsmy fword,

But why (Tiould honour out- live fionefty ?

Let it go all.

«/£W/. What did thy Song boad. Lady ?

Hark canft thou hear me? I will play the Swan,

And die in Mufick : wlUow^wmorv^ mBorv.
Moor^ (he was chafte : flie lovM tber, cruel Moor .

So come my foul to bllffe, as I fpeak true

;

So fpcaking as F think, alas, fdie.

Oth, I have another weapon.in this Chamber,

It was a fword of 5//i/», the Ice brooks temper

:

Oh here ir is : UnCle I mull come forth.

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will co{l thee dear

;

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muH fuffer.

Oth. Look in upon me then, and fpeak with mc,
Ol- naked as I am I will affault thee.

Gra. What is tbfr matter ?

Oth. Behold, I have a weapon

:

A better never did itfelffuftain

Upon a Souldiets Thigh, I have l!^cen the day.

That vvith thislitttc Aime,ahd this good fword,

I havemade my way through more impediments

Then twenty times you ftop. But (oh vain boaft)

Who can control! his fate? 'tis hot fo now.
Be not afFraid, though you do fee me weapon'd

:

Here is my journeys end, here is my But,

And very Sea-markofmy utmoft Sail.

Do you go back difmaid ? 'Tis a loft fear ,

Man but a Rufli againft OthiMs brelt.

And he retires. Where fhould O/Mo go ?

Now : how do'ft thou look now .? oh ilUStarr'd wench,

Pale as thy Smock; when we /hall meet at compt.

This look ofthine will hurle my foul from Heaven,

And fiends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girlc ?

Even like thy Chaftity. O curfed, curfed Slave

!

Whip me, ye Devils,

From the polTeflion of this heavenly fight

:

Blow me about in winds, and roaft me in Sulphurc,

Wafli ine in fteep-down gulfs of Liquid Fire

Oh Defdemo»al dead Defdemona .-dead, dead. Oh,oh!

£Mtr Ledevicff, CaJPio, Montatio^ and lagt

Tvlth Officers.

Lod. Where is this rafli, and moft unfortunateman ?

Oth. That's he that viisOtheflo : here I am.

Lod. Where is that Viper ?

Bring the Villain forth.

Oth. I look down towards his feet ; but that's a fable,

If that thou becll a devil, I cannot kill thee.

Lad. Wrench his fword from him,

la^o. I bleed, fir, but not kill'd.

Oth. I am not forry neither, ITd have thee li ve

:

For in my fcnfe, 'tis happlnclTe to die.

Lod. Oh thou, OrWo, that was once fo good.

Fain in the praftifc ofa curfed Slave,

What (hall be faid to thee.

Oth. Why any thing

:

An honorable Murderer, if you v»ill

:

For nought I did in hate, but all in Honor.

Lod. This wretch hath part confelt his Villany :

Did you and he confenc in Cajpo's death.

Oth. I.

Caf. Dear General, I never gave you caufe,

Oth. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon

:

Will you, I pray, demand that demy-Devil,

/Why he hath thus cnfnar'd my foul and body.
lag. Demand me nothing: what you know,y ou knovv:

From this time forth, I never will fpeak word.
Lod. What ? not to piay }

Cra. Torraents will ope your lips.

Oth. WcH,thoudo'ftbcft.
Lod. Sir,

You (hall underftand what hath befain,

( Which as I think, you know not ) here is a Letter

Found in the pocket of the flain Roderigo^

And here another, die one of them imports
The death oiCaffio^ to be undertook

By Kodtrigo.

Oth. O Villain

!

Cajfio. moft heathen i(h, and moft groflfe.

Lod. Now, here's another difcontented paper

Found in his pocket too : and this it fccms

Rtdertgo meant t'havc fent this damned villain

:

But that (belike) lago in the interim

Came in, and fatish'd him.

Oth. Oh thou pernicious CaitifFe;

How Came you ( Ca/Jin ) by that Handkerchief

That was my wives ?

CaJ. I found it in n)y Chamber

:

And he himfelf confeft it but even now.
That there he dropt it for a fpecial purpofe,

Which wrought to hisdcfirc.

Oth. O fool, fool, fool!

Caf. There is befides, in Roderlgc's Letter,

How he upbraids /«^0, that he made him

Brave me upon the Watch : whereon it came

That I was caft : and even but now he fpakc

( After Jong feeming dead ) fago hurt him,

J<»^ofethimon.

Lod. You muftforfake this room, and go with us:

Your power, and your command is taken off.

And Ca^o rules in Cyprtu. For this Slave,

If there be any cunning Cruelty,

That can torment him much, and hold him long.

It (hall be his. You (hall clofe Prifoner rc(t.

Till that the Nature of your fault be known
To the rV;<m<j» State. Come, bring away.

Oth. Soft you ; a word or two before you go t

I have done the State fomcfervice,and they know't:

No more of that. I pray you in your Letters,

When yon (hall thefe unlucky deeds relate.

Speak ofmc, as I am. Nothing extenuate.

Nor fet down ought in malice.

Then mult you fpeak.

Of one that lov'd not wifely, but too well

;

Of one, not eafily Jealous, but being wrought.

Perplexed in the excream : Of one, whofe hand

(Like the bafe Indian ) threw a Pearle away

Richer then all his Tribe : Of one, whofe fubdu'd Eyes,

Albeit unufed to the melting mood.

Drop tears as faft as the Art^ian trees

Their McHicinablegumme. Set you down this:

And fay befides, that in yt/eppo once.

Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turk

Beat a P'<r««/*<i», and traduc'd the State,

I took by th'throat tlie circumcifed Dog,

And fmote him, thus,

Lod. Oh bloudy period.

Gra. All that is ("poke isroarr'd.

Oth. I kift tl\ee, ere I kill'd thee: No way butthis,

Killing my fclf, to die upon a kifs. 2)/V/.

Caj^e}
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Cdf. This did I fear, buc tho'Jgli: he had no weapon ;

For he was great of hcarc.

Lttd. Oh Spartan Dog :

More (ell then AnguiUi, Hunger, or the Sea

:

Look on theTragick Loading of this bed;

This is thy work

:

TlwObje(5l poyfons fighc.

Let it be hid, Graridno^ keep the houfe,

And fcizcupon rfic Fortunes of the A-foor^

For they fuccecdon you. To you. Lord Governor,

Remains the Ccnfure of this hclhfli villain ;

The time, the ptacc, the torture, oh inforcc it.

My felf will flraiglit aboard, and to the State,

This heavy Adl, with heavy heart relate. Extuvt
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THE TRAGEDY OF

Anthony and Cleopatra.

zABm Trimiis. Scena Trma*

Enter DcmctritUy and Thilo.

'Philo.

Ay, but this dotage of our General

Ore-flows the meafure: thofc his goodly eyes

That o'le the Files and Muftcrs of the War,

Have glow'd like plated Marsy

Now bend, now turn

The Office and Devotion of their view

Upon a Tawny Front. His Captains heart,

Which in the fcuffles of great fights hath burft

The Buckles on bis brclt rencages all temper,

And is become tlie Bellows and the Fan

To cool a Gypfies LulK.

Enter Jlnthony, and Cleopatra^ her Ludles ;

thcTrawywith EnnHckifan.

ning her^

Look where they come :

Take but good note, and you fhall fee him

The tripple Pillar of the world transform'd

Into a Strumpets Fool. Behold and fee.

CUo. If it be Love indeed, tell me how much ?

Ant. There's beggcry in the love that can be reckon'd.

Cleo. rie fct a bourn how far to be belov'd.

Ant. Then muft thou needs find put new heaven

,

new earth.

Sntcr a Mi-ffenger.

Mef. News (my gootl Lord) from Rome,

Ant. Rate mc, the lumme.

Cleo. Nay hear them Anthony.

Fulvla perchance is angry : or who knows.

If the fcarce-bearded C.tefar have not fcnt

His powerfull Mandate to you. Do this, or this

;

Take in that Kingdomc, and infranchifc that

:

Perform'r, or elfe we damne thee.

Ant. How, my Love .'

CUo. Perchance? Nay, and moft like ;

You muft not ftay here longer, your difmilTion

Is come from Crf/kr, therefore hear it Anthony.

Where's pKlvtat Procefle ? (Cxfars I would fay) both ?

Call in the Mclfcngers : as I am Egyfts Queen,

Thou bluflieft Anthony ^7i.nd that bloud of thine

Is Ctfars homager : elfe fo thy cheeks payes fliame.

When ftirill-tongu'd Fulvla fcolds. The Meffengeri,

Ant. Let Rome in Tjber melt, and the wide Arch

Of the raign'd Empire fall : Here is my fpace,

Kingdomcs are clay : Our dungy earth alike

Feeds beaft as Man ; the NoblenelTe of life

Is to do thus: when fuch a mutual pir.

And fuch a twain can do't, in which I bind.

Oil pain of puniHimentjthe world to weet

Wcftandup Pcerlefle.

Cleo. Excellent fallhood

:

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ?

rie feem the fool I am not. Anthony will be hiinfelf.

Ant, BntRiu'dby Cleopatra.

Now for the love of love, and her fofthonrs.

Let's not confound the time with Conference hanli

;

There's not a minute ofour lives (liould ftretch

Without fome pleafure now. What fport to night ?

Cleo, Hear the Ambafladors.

Ant, Fie wrangling Queen ?

Whom every thing becomcs,to chide, to laugh,

To weep : whofc every pafllon ful!y ftrives

To make it fcif (in Thee) fair,and admir'd.

No Meflcnger but thine, and all alone, to n^ht

We'll wander through the ftreets, and note

The qualities of people . Come my Queen,

Laft night you did defire it. Speak not to us.

Exeunt mth the Train.

Dem, li Cafar with Anthonitu priz'd fo flight.?

Pblle. Sir, fomctimes when he is not Anthony^

He comes too fliort ofthat great Property

Which ftill fhould go with Anthony.

Dem. I am full fqrry , that he approves the common
Lyar, who thus fpeaks of him at Rome : but I will hope

of better deeds to morrow. Reft you happy. SxtHMt.

Enter Enoharhus^ Lamprlns , a Soutifayer , Ra»ttln/y

Luclliius^Charmlavy Iras, /ifardlan

the Eunuchy and AlexaSy

Char, L, Alexat, fwcet Alexaiy moft any thing Ale.
\xaiy almoft moft abfolutc tAl'xai^ wherc's the South-

I
fayer that you prais'd to th'Q^ieen ? Oh that I knew

I
this Husband, which you fay, muft change his horns with

Garlands,

Alex. Soothfaycr.

Sooth. Your will ?

Char. Is this the Man? Is't you, (ir,that know things?

Sooth. In Natures infinite book of Secrecy, a little I

can read.

Alex. Shew him your hand.

Enob, Bring in the Banquet quickly : Wine enough,

Clee.

I
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Cicoparras health to dnnk.
Char. Good fir, give mc good Fortune.

Sooth. I make not, but forefcc.

Char. Pray then, forefcc mc one.

Sooth. You fliall be ycc far fairer then you arc.

Chitr. He uieaiis in flcdi.

IrM. No, you ftiall painc wlien you aic old.

Char. Wrinkles forbid.

.A/cx. Vex not his patience, be attentive.

Char. Hiifli.

Sooth. You fhall be more bcloving, then beloved.

Char. I had rather heat my Liver with drinking.

.y^Ux. Nay, hear him.

Char. Good now fomc excellent Fortune. Let mc

be married to three Kings in a forenoon , and Widow

them all : Let mc have a Child at fifty , to whom Herod

of Jewrjr may do Homarc. Findc mc to marry mc with

Oclavltu Cafar^ and companion me with my Miftris.

Sooth, You fhall out-live theLady whom you ferve.

Char. Oh excellent, I love long life better then Figs.

Sooth. You have feen and proved a fairer former for-

tune, then that which is to approach.

Char. Then belike my Children (hall have no names:

Prithee how many Boyesand Wenches mull I have.

Sooth. If every of your wiflics had a womb , and fore-

tell every wifli, a Million.

Char. Out Fool, 1 forgive thcc for a Witch.

jilex. You think none but your (hects arc privy to

your willies.

Char. Nay come, tell Irai hers.

Alex. We'll know all oui Fortunes.

Snob. Mine, and molt of our Fortunes to night , fliall

bediunk to bed.

Jrof. There's a Palm prefages Chaftity,ifnothing clfe.

Char. E'ue as the o're-flowing Nylns prefageth Fa*

mine.

Iras. Go you wild Bedfellow, you cannot Soothfay.

Char. Nay, if an oyly Palme be not a fruitfull Prog-

noiUcation , 1 cannot fcratch mine car. Prithee cell her

bur a workyday Fortune.

Sooth. Your Fortunes are alike.

Iras. But how, but how, give me particulars.

Sooth. I have faid.

froi. Am 1 not an inch of Fortune better then flic ?

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of Fortune better

then I : where would you choofe it.

Irat. Not in my husbands Nofc;

Char. Our worfer thoughts heavens mend.

Alexat. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him

marry a Woman that cannot go,fwcct//J'/, I befecchthee,

and let her die too , and give him a worfe , and let worfe

follow worfc , till the wortt of all follow him laughing to

his grave, fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good /jT/, hear me this

Prayer , though thou deny me a matter of more vs'eight

:

good Ijis^ I beiccch tlKC.

Char. Amen, dear Goddcffe, hear that prayer of the

people. For, as it is a hean-btcaking to fee a handfomc

man loofc-wiv'd , fo it is a deadly forrow, to behold a

foul Knave uncuckold'd : therefore, dcarj[/7/, kceprfrfo-

rKW, and Fortune him accordingly.

Char. Amen.
Alex. Loe now^ if it lay in their hands to make me a

Cuckold , they would make themfclvcs Whores , but

thcy'Id do't.

Enter Cleopatra.

Em. Hufli,Hcre comes Anthony^

Char. Not he, the Queen.

Cleo. Saw you my Lord ?

Em. No Lady.

Cleo. Was he not here ?

Char. No Madam.
Cleo. He was difpoS'd to mirthi but on the fuddcn

A Roman thought hath ftiuck him.

Enebarbw ?

Enob. Madam.
C/^.Scck him,and bring him hither : whcrc's Atexat ?

Alex. Here at your fervicc.

My Lord approaches.

Enter Anthony with a Uiiejfefr^er.

Cleo. Wc will not look upon him

:

Go with U5. ExtMttt.

OHef. FhIvU thy Wife,
Firft came into the Field.

Ant. Againrt my Brother Luclkt.

Meff. I, but foon that War had end.

And the times ftate

Made friends of them, joynting their force "gainft Cafar,

Whofe better iffijc in the war oiItaly

^

Upon th^ fiilt encounter dravc them.

Ant. Well, what worlK

Mef. The nature of bad news infcfts the Teller.

Ant. When it concerns the Fool or Coward : On.
Things that are paft, are done, with mc. 'Tis thus.

Who tells me true, though in his Talc lye death,

I hear him as he flattct'd.

MeJJ. Labiensu (t\\\s isfliffc-news )
Hath with his Parthian Force

Extended Ajia : from Euvhratei his conquering

Banner fhook; froni Syria to Lydia^

And to /#«/<?, whilft

Ant Anthony thou would'ft fay.

Mejf. Oh my Lord.

e/^»f . Speak to mc home.

Mince not the general tongue, name
Cleopatra as flic is cali'd in Rome

:

Rail thou in Fuhia's phrafe, and taunt thy faults

With fuch full Liccnfc, as both Truth and Malice

Have power to utter. Oh then we bring forth weeds.

When our quick winds lye ftill, and our ills told us

Is as our ear-ring : fare thee well a while,

A£t(f. At your Noble pleafure. Exit Mejfenger.

Enter another Mejfenger.

tyfnt. From Scicion how the news .' fpeak there.

1 Mejf. The man from Scicion^

Is there fuch an one >

2 Mef. He ftaycs upon your will.

Ant. Let him appear

:

Thcfeftrong Egyptian Fetters I muft break,

Or loofc my felf in dotage.

Enter another Mejfenger with a Letter.

What are you ?

5 Meff". Fnlvia thy wife is dead.

Ant. Where died ihe.

Mef. In Scicion^ her length of ficknellc,

Witli what elfc more ferious,

Importe to thee to know, this beats.

Ant. Forbear me
There's a great fpirit gone, thus did I dcfirc it

:

What our contempts do often hurle frcxn as.

We
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Wc wifh It cOrs again,

evolirtion lowring,By
the picrciupleafuic,

ilocs Ixcome

The oppoficc of It fclf : (lie's good being goo,

I The hand could pluck her back, chac (hov'd heron,

i I muA from this Queen break off,

Ten thoufand harnics, more then the ills I know
My idleneire doth hatch

Enter Snobarbxt.

How now Ettobarbtu.

Eno, What's your pleafiire, fir ?

Ant. I mull with haft from hence.

Eno, Why then we kill all our Women. Wc fee how
mortall an unkindntffe is to them, if they fufFer our de-

parture, death's the word.

Anth. I muft be gone,

Ene. Under a compelling an occafion, let women die.

It were pitty to caft them away for nothing, though be-

tween them and a great caufc , they fhould be efteemed

nothing. Cleopatra catching but the leatt noife of this,

dies inftamly: I have feen her, die twenty times upon

far poorer moment : I do think there is mettle in death

,

which commits fomc loving adi upon her , fhe hath fuch

a celerity in dying.

Ant. She is cuniiing pad mans thought.

Eno. Alack, fir, no, her paflions are made of nothing

but the fined part of pure love. We cannot call herwinds

and waters, fighes and tears : they are greater ftormes

and Tcmpeifs tlien Almanacks can report. This cannot

be cunning in lier : if it be, (lie makesa Ihowrc of Rain
as well ?s Jove.

Ant. VVoiilil I had neVier feen her.

Eno. Oh fir, yoii had then left unfeen a wonderfull

piece of work , which not to have bin blcft withall

,

would have difcicdited your Travel,

Ant. Fulvla is dead.

Eno. Sir.

Ant. Fulvia is dead.

Eno, Fulvia .?

Ant. Dead.

Eho. Why fir, give the gods a thankfull Sacrifice:

when it pleafeth their Deities to take the wife of a man
from him, it ftiews to man the Tailr>rs of the earth : conv
forting therein, that when old Hobes are vv-orn out,

there arc members to make new. If there were no more
Women but Fuhia , then had you indeed a cut, and the

cafe to be lamented : this grief is crown'd with Confo-
lation , your old Smock brings forth a new Petticoat,

and indeed the tears live in an Onion, that fhdUld wate
this forrow.

zAfit. The bufineffe fhe hath broached in the State,

Cannot endure my abfencc.

Eno. And the bufineflc you have broach'd here can-

not be without you, efpecially that oiCteopatra'sy which
wholly depends on your aboad.

Ant, NomorclikcAnfwers:
Let our Officers

Have notice what we propofc. I fhall break

The caufe of our Expedience to the Queen,
And get her love to parr. For not alone

The death ofF«/w<?,with more urgent touches

Do ttrongly fpeak to us : but ihe letters too

Ofmany our contriving friends in RomCf
Petition us at home. Sextus Pompelttt

Hath given thee dare to C<f/<tr,and commands
The Empire of the Sea. Our flippery people

Whofc love is never link'd to the deferver,

1

1 ill his defcrts are paft, begin lO throw
Pompejf the great, and all liis dignities

Upon his Son, who high in Name and Power,
Higher then both in bloud and bfe, (lands up
For the main Souldier. Whofe quality going on.

The fides oth'world may danger. Jvlu'ch is breeding,

Which like theCourfets hare, hath yec but life.

And not a Serpents poifon. Sayourpleaftirc,

To fuch whofc place is under us, requires

Our quick remove from hence.

Eno. Iflialldo'f. Exennt.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmiatiy Alexat, and Iras.

Ciet. Where is he }

Char. I did not fee him fince.

Cleo. See wheie he is,

Who's with him, what he do's

:

I did not fend you. If you find him fad,

Say I am dancing : if in mirth, report

That I am fudden fick. Qiiickly, and return.

Char. Madam, me thinks if you did love him dearly

You do not hold the method, to enforce

The like from him.

Cle{>. What fliould I do, I do not ?

Ch. In each thing give him way,crofle him in noth ing

Cleo. Thou teachell like a fool : the way to lofc him.
Char. Tempt him not fo too far. I wim forbear,

In time we hate that which wc often fear.

Enter Anthony.
But here comes Amhonj^

Cleo. I am fick, and fullcn.

Anth. I am forry to give breathing to my purpofe.

Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmiauy I fliall fall,

It cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature
Will not fiiftain it.

Ant. Now, my dearell Queen.
Cleo. Pray you ftand farther from me.
Ant. What's the matter ?

Clet. I know by that fame eye there's fome good new*
What faics the married woman you may go ?

Would flie had never given you leave to come,

Let her not fay 'tis I that keep you here,

I have no power upon you : Hers you are.

Ant. The gods beft know.
Cleo, Oh never was there Queen

So mightily betrayed : yet at the firft

I faw the treafons planted.

Am. Cleopatra.

Cleo. Why fhoiild I think you can be mine, and true

(Though you fwearing fhake the Throned gods)

Who have bin falfc to Fulvia ?

Riotous madnefl'c.

To be entangled with thofc mouth-made vows,

Which break thcmfeives in fwcaring.

/int. MilH'weet Queen.

Cleo. Nay pray you fcek no colour for your going,

But bid farewell, and go:

When you fucd ftaying.

Then was the time for words : No going then,

Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes,

Bliffe in our brows bent : none our parts fo poor,

But was a race ofheaven. They are foftill.

Or thou the greatell Soutdier of the world, ,

Art turn'd the greater Lynr.
]

Ant. How now, Lady ? I

Cleo.
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Cleo. I would 1 bad thy inches, thou fhotild'il know
Tbcre were a heart in Egjft.

^nt.. Hear mc Queen:
The fti-ong nccelfuy of time, commancJs

Our Services a while :. but my full hears

Remains in ufe with you. Our Italy^ \

Shines o'rc with civill Swiards ; Sextits Tom^iltts \

Maltes his approaches tothe Pott of Aowf,

Equality of two Domett ick powers,

Breed fctupulous fad^ion : the hated grown to ftrcngth

Arc newly grown to Love : the condemn'd Pampcjy

Rich in his Fathers honour, creeps apace

Into the heartsof fuch,as have not thrived

Upon the prcfent Hate, whofe numbers tlireacen,

And quictncffe grown fick of icft, would purge

By any dcfperate change: My more particular.

And that which moft with you lliould fafc my going

Is Fnlv!at dcsih.

C/ifo. Though agcfrom folly could not give me freedom

It does from chiidilluucflc. Can Fulvla die ?

Axt. Slic'sdcad,my Qtreen,

Look here,and at thy Sovcraign leifure read

The Garboyls flic awak'd : at the lalt, beft,

See when, and where fhedicd.

Cleo. O moft fa Ife love!

Where be the facred Viols thou fliould'ft fill

With forrowfuU water ? now I fee, 1 fee.

In Fulvla' s death, how mine received fhall be.

^»t. Qiiarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know
The purpofes I bear : which are, or ccafe.

As you lliallgive th'advice. By the fire

That quickens Nilus flimc, I go from hence

Thy Souldicr, Servant, making Peace or War,
As thou affeit'ft.

Cleo. Cut my Lace, Charmaln come.

But let it be, I am quickly ill, and well.

So Anthony loves,

Ant. My precious Q^ieen forbear,

And give true evidence to his Love, which ftands

An honorable Triall.

Cleo. So Fulvla told mc.

Iprithce turn a fide, and weep for her.

Then bid adieu to me, and fay the tears

Belong to Sgypt. Good now, play one Scene

Of cxellent diirembling,and let it look

Like perfeft honour.

Ant. You'll heat my bloud no more ?

Cleo. You can do better yet : but this is meetly.

Ant. Now by my Sword.

Cleo. And Target. Still he mends.

But this is not the bc(t. Look prithee Charmlntiy

How this Herculean Roman does become
The carriage of his chafe.

Ant. I'lc leave you Lady.

Cleo. Courteous Lord, one word :

Sir, you and I mu(t part, but that's not it

:

Sir, you and I have lov'd, but there's not it

:

That yftu know well, fomcthing it is I would':

Oh, my oblivion isa very Anthony.

Andl am all forgotten.

Ant. But that your Royalty

Holds idlcneffe your fubjcd, I lliould take you

For Idknclfe i: felf.

Cleo. "Tls I wcating labour.

To bear fuch idlcncfl'cfo near the heart

As Cleop.nra this. But, Sir, forgive me.

Since my becomings kill mc, when they do not

Eye well to you. Your honour calls you hence.

Therefore be deaf to my unpirtied Folly,

And all the cods go with you. Upon your Sword
Sit Lawrcll d vittory, and fmooth fucceiTe

Be (hew'd before your feet.

Ant. Let us go.

Come : Our fepcration fo abides and flies.

That thou rcfiding here, goeft yet with mc;
And I hence fleeting, here remain with thcc.

Away. Exeunt

Enter OUavlut retdtng* Lttter,Lefii$Uf

And their Train.

C<ef, You may fee Lepidus^zni hcncforth know,
It is not Cafars Natural vjcc, to hate

Oncgeeat Compeiitor. Vtorn Alexandria
This is the news : lie fi flies, drinks, and wafles

The Lamps of night in revells : Is not more manlike

Then Cleopatra : nor the Qijeen oiTtolomy
More Womanly then he. Hardly gave audience

Or did vouchfafe to think he had Partners. You
Shall find there a man, who is the'abftraft of all faults

;

That all men follow.

Lep. I murt not think

There are, evils enow to darken all his goodneflc.

His faults in him, feem as the fpotsof heaven.

More fiery by nights blacknefle ; Hereditary,

Rather then purchaftc : what he cannot change.

Then what he choofes.

Caf. You arc too indulgent. Let's grant it i»

Amifle to tumble on the bed oi Ptolemy

^

To give a Kingdomc for a Mirth, to fit

And keep the turn of Tipling with a Slave,

To reel the ftreets at noon, and Ihnd the BufFct

With knaves that fmell of fwcat : Say this becomes him

(Ashis compofure muft be rare indeed.

Whom thele things cannot blemifli) yet muft Anthonj

No way excufe his foyls, when we do bear

So great waight in his Lightnefle. If he fill'd

His vacancy with his Voluptuoufnefle,

Full furfcts, and the drincfle of his bones.

Call on him for't. But to confound fuch time.

That drums him from his fport, and fpeaks as loud

As his own State, and ours, 'tis to he chid

:

As we rate Boyes, who being mature in knowledge.

Pawn tlieit experience to their prefenc plcafurc.

And fo rebcll to judgement.

Enter a MeJJenger.

Lep. Here's more news.

Mef. Thy biddings have been done, and every hour

Moft Noble Cttfar, ftialt thou have report

How 'tis abroad. Pompey is ftrong at Sea,

And it appears, he is belov'd ofthofc

That only have feat'd Cafar : to the Ports

The difcon tents repair,and mens reports

Give him much wrong'd.

C<tf. I fliould have known no lefle.

It hath bin taught us from the primal ftate.

That he which is, was wiflit,untill he were

:

And the cbb'd man,
Nc're lov'd, till ne'ic worth love.

Comes fcar'd, by being Lick'd. This common body
Like to a Vagabond Flag upon the ftream, I

i Goes too, and back, lacking the varying tydc

To
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To rot it felf with motion.

L^ief, Cafar I bring thee word,

A'fcnacrates and Menas, famous Pyrates

Makes tlic Sea fcrvc them, which they ear and wound
With kneels of every kind. Many hot inrodes

They make in Itifljft the borders Maritime

Lack bloitd to think on'c, and flefii youth to revolt,

No VefTcI can peep forth, but 'tis as foon

Taken as fecn : for Pompeyes name flrikes more

Then could his War rcfiftcd.

Leave thy lafcivious Vaflails. When thou once

Wert beaten from MeAtM^ where thou flew'ft

Hirjistf^znd Panfa Confuls,at thy heel

Did famine follow, whom thou faught'ft againft,

(Though daintily brought up) with patience more
Then Savages could fuffer, Thoudidft drink

The ftalc of horfes, and the gilded Puddle

Which Bcafts would cough at. Thy pailat then did dain

The rougheft Berry, on the rudeft Hedge.

Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the Pafture rticets,

The baiks of trees thou browfcd'ft. On the Alpes,

It is repoted thou did'ft cat (kange flcfh,

Which fomedid die to look on : and all this

(It wounds thine honor that I fpeak it now)
Was born fo like a Souldier, that thy check

So much as I lank'd not.

Lep. 'Tispitty of him.

Caf, Let his (liamcs quickly

Drive him to Rome, 'tis time wc twain

Didfliew our felvesith' Field, and to that end
Aflemble we immediately couna], Pampej
Thrives in our Idlcncfle,

Lep. To morrow Cafar^
I (hall be furnifh'd to informe you rightly

Borfi vvhat by Sea and Land I can be able

To front this picfent time. (well.

Caf, Till which encounter, it is my bufineffe too.Farc-

Lep, Farewell my Lord , what you {hall know mean
Of ftirs abroad, I fliall befecch you iir, (time

To lee me be partaker.

Caf. Doubt not fir, I knew it for my bond. Exeunt

.

Enter Cleopatra^ Charmai»,IrMy and MardUn»
Clee, Charmaln,

Char. Madam.
CUo. Ha, ha, give me to drink Mandragoroi.
Char, Why Madam ?

Cleo. That Iniightfleep out this great gap of time :

My Anthony is away.

Char. You think of him too much.
Cleo. O 'tis treafon.

Char, Madam, I truft not fo.

Cleo. Thou, Eunuch Mardlan ?

Mar. What's your highneffc pleafure .?

Cleo. Not now to hear thee fing. I take no pleafure

In ought an Eunuch has: "Tiswell for thee.

That being unfeminaried,thy freer thoughts

May not flye forth of Egypt^ Halt thou Aftecftions ?

Mar. 'V'es gracious Madam.
Cleo. Indeed ?

Mar. Not indeed Madam, for I can do nothing

But what indeed is honeft to be done :

Yet have I fierce AfFcilions, and think

What ^fwwdidwith Mars.
Cleo, Oh Charmaln

;

Where think'ft thou he is now ? Stands, or (its he ?

Or does he walk f Or is he on his horic ?

Oh happy horfc to bear the weight of Anthony \

Do bravely horfe, for wot'ft thoti whom thou moov'ft,
' The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arme
And Burgonet of man. He'* fpeaking now.
Or murmuring, wheres my Serpent of old Nylf,

(For fohe call's me: Now I feed my fclf

With moli delicious pnyfon. Think on me
That am with Phebus amorous pinches black.

And wrinkled deep in time. Broad-fronted Cefar,
When thou waft here above the ground, I was
A morfel of a Monark ; and great Pompey
Would ftand and make his eyes^row in my brow
There would he anchor his afpeft, and die

With looking on his life.

Enter AlexAsfrtm Cafar.

Alex. Soveiaign of £^;'^/^, hail.

Cleo. How much art thou like Mark^ Anthor.j }

Yet coming from him, that great Med'cine hath

With his Tin6l gilded thcc.

How goes it with my brave Mark: Anthony}
Alex. Laft thing he did (dear Queen)

He kift the laft ofmany doubled kilfcs.

This Orient Pearl. His fpcech fticks in my heart.

Cleo. Mine ear mutt pluck it thence.

Alex. Good friend, quoth he

:

Say the firm Roman to great Egypt fends

Thistreafurc ofan Oyfter : at whofe foot

To mend the petty prefent, I will piece

Her opulent Throne, with Kingdomes. All the Eaft,

(Say thou) ihall call her Miftris. So he nodded,
And foberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steed,

Who neigh'd fo high, that what I would have fpokc,

Was beaftly dumb by him.

Cleo. What was he fad or merry .'

Ale. Like to the time oth'ycar , between the cxtrcatns

Of hot and cold, he was not fad nor merry.

Cleo. Oh well divided difpoluion : Note him

:

Note him good Charmain, 'tis the roan ; but note him.

He was not fad, for he would fhine on thofe

That make their looks by his. He was not merry.

Which fcem'd to tell them, his rcnembrancc lay

In Eg^pt with his joy, but between both.

Oh heavenly mingle ? Be'ft thou fad, or merry,

The violence of either thee becomes.

So do's it no man elfe. Met'ft theu my Pofts .'

Alex. I madam, twenty feveral Meflengers,

Why do you fend fo thick f

Cleo. Who's born that day , vfhen I forget to fend

to Anthony, fhall die a Beggar, Ink and papcr,CA/jr»«-

an. Wc'lcoine my good /itexat. Did 1, Charmian, ever

love C<tfar fo ?

Char. Oh that brave C<tfar.

Cleo. Be choak'd with fuch another Emphafis,

Say the biave z/4ntho»y.

char. The valiant C<«/"<jr,

Cleo. By Ijis, I will give thee bloudy teeth,

If thou with C^far Paragon again

My man of men.

Char. By your inoft gracious pardon,

I fing bur after you.

Cleo. My Sal lad daycs,

Wheal wasgrccn in judgement, cold in bloud.

To fay, as I fa id then. But come, away.

Get me Ink and Paper,
j

"s\
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"c tliall have every day fcveral greeung > or Tic unpeople

ryFgypt. Exfiait.

Enter PompJ^ LMenecratis^ a»A MenM tn

Tvarllkj manner.

Pom. If tlie great gods be juft, they ftiall a/Iift.

The deeds of juReft mcr\.

mie»e. Know worthy Pompeji^ thai which theyr do dc-

liiy> they noc^deny

T^w. While wo arefuitorsto their Thfonc,dccayes

the thing we fuefor,

Me»e. We,igDotant ofoiitfclves.

Beg often our own harmes, which the wife Powers

Deny us for our good : fo find wc profic

By lofing of our Prayers,

Pern. I fliall do well

:

The People love aic, and the Sea is mine ;

My powers are Ctcfcent,and my Auguring hope

Says it will cqitic to th'fulL Mark. Atithonj

In cyf^Jpt fits atdiuner , and will make

No warres vsithout'dooTs. Cafargtis money where

He loofes hearts : Lepidns flauers both,

Of both is flarter'd r but he neither loves,

Nov either carts for him.

Me/ie. Ctifnr and Leftdm a re in the field,

A mighty firengih they carry.

Tom. Where have you this ? 'Tis falfe.

Mene. From SiivtHs^ Sir,

Pern. He dreams : I know they are in Rome together

Looking for Anthony : but all the charmes of Love,

Salt C/eopatr/t fofteathy wand lip,

Let witchcraft join with beauty :Luft with both,

Tie up the Libertine in a field of Fearts,

Keep his Brain fuming. Epicurean Cooks,

Sharpen with cloylefs fawce his Appetite.

That flecp and feeding may prorogue his Honour,

Even 'till a Lcthied dulnefs

Enter Karriw.
How now f^arrtus ?

I^'^ar.This ismoft certain,that I Ihall deliver;

i^iark^Anthtay is every hour in 'Rome

Expcfted. Siacc he vvenc from v/^gypty 'tis

A fpaccfor farther travel.

Pom, I could have given lefs matter

A better car. Alinas^ I did not think

This amorous Surfetter would havedonn'd his Helm
For fuch a petty War : His SouldierlTiip

Is twice the other twain : But let us rear

The higher our Opinion , that our ftirring

Can from the lap of tAgj}t'% Widdow pluck

The near Lufl-wcaried Anthony,

Mene. 1 cannot hope,

Crf/^rand axf/?rA(7«7 fhall well greet together

;

His Wife that's dead, did trefpalTes to Ctfar^

His Brother warr'd upon him , although I think

Not mov'd by Anthony.

Pom. I know not, Menat
^

How lefler Enmities may give way to greater,

Were't not that we ftand up againlt them all

:

'Twere pregnant they fliould fquare between thcmfelves,

For they have entertained caufc enough

To draw their fwords : but how the fear of as

May Cement their divifions,andbindup

The petty difference,we yet not know :

Be't as our gods will havc't ; it onely ftands

Our lives upon, to ufe our ftrongeft hands^

Come Menoi. Extant,

Enter Enobarhtu and Lepldfu.

Lep. Good Enobarhtu., 'tis a woithy deed.

And /"hall become you well ,tointrcac your Caputn
To foft and gentle fpeech.

Enob. I mall intreat him
To anfwcr like himfelf : if C<f/>r move him,
Let Anthony look over C*far\ head.

And fpcak asJoud isMars. By Jupiter,

Were I the wearer oiAnthomo'% Beard,

I would not fliavc'ttoday.

Lep. 'Tis not a time forprivate flomacking.

Em. Every time ferves for the matter that is then born

in't.

Lep. But fmall to greater matters muft give way.

Enob. Not if the fmall come firlt.

Lep. Your fpeech is paflion : but pray you Qir

No Embers up. Here comes the Noble Anthony.
Enter Anthony and f^entlditu.

Enob. And yonder C^far.
Enter Cicfar^ MecanM, and Agrippa.

Ant. If wccompofcwcll here, to Parthla.

Hark f^entidlMs.

Cdfar. 1 do not know, MeurnUy ask Agrlppa,
Lep. Noble Friends,

That which combin'd us was moft great, and let not
A leaner aftion rend us. What's amifs.

May it be gently heard. When wc debate

Our trivial difference loud, wc do commie
Murthcr in healing wounds. Then noble Partners,

The rather, for I earneftly befeech.

Touch you the fowreft points with fweeteft terms

,

Nor curftnefsgrow to th'matter.

Ant. Tis fpoken well

:

Were we before our Armies and to fight,

I fliould do thus. flouri^,

Caf. Welcome to %ome.
Ant. Thank you.

Caf. Sit.

tAnt. Sit, fir.

Caf. Nay then.

Ant. I learn you uke things ill, which arc not fo:

Or being, concern you not.

CafA muft be laught at, if, or for nothing , or a little,

Should fay my felfoffended, and with you

Chiefly i'th*world. More laught at, that I fliould

Once name you derc^ately : when to found your name
Itnotconcern'dme.

Ant. My being in t/£gjpt., C'f'"'y ^^2' ^as't to you .'

Caf. No more then my refiding here at Rome
Might be to you in *y^gypt • yet if you there

Did pra(Stife on my ftatc, your being in tAEgypt

Might be my queftion.

Ant. How intend you,pra£lis*d f

Crf/.Youmay beplcas'd to catch at mine intent,

Hy what did here befall me. Your Wife and Brother

Made warres upon me, and their conteftation

Was Theme for you, you were the word of war.

Ant. You do miltake your bufinefs , My brother never

Did urge me in his ASt : I did inquire it,

And have my learning from fome tnie reports

That drew thcirfwords with yon. Did he not rather

Difcredit my authority with yours,

And make the warres alike againft my ftomack.

Having alike your caufe f Of this, my Letters

Before did fatisfic you. If you patch a quarrel

:

I

As matter whole you have to take it with, I

A a a a It]
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U muJt not be wirh this.

Cef. You praifc your felf , by laying defers of judge

-

mcnc CO mc : but you patch up your cxcufcs.

Attth, No: fo, not fo

:

I know you could not lack, I am certain on'c,

Very necdficy of this thought, that I

Your partner in the caufc 'gamft which he foughr,

Could not with graccfull eyes attend thofe Warres

Which froneed mine own peace. As formy wife,

r would you had her Spirit, in fuch another,

The third o'ch world is yours, which with a Snaffle,

You may pace cafie, but not fuch a wife.

Enobar. Would we had all fuch wives, that the men

might go to warres with the women.

^nth. So much uncurbable,her Garboiles (Cafar)

Made out of her impatience : which not wanted

Shrewdnefsof policy too : 1 grieving grant.

Did you too much difquiet,for that you muft,

But lay I could not help it.

Caf. I wrote to you, when rioting in Alexandria you

Did pocket up my Letters : and with taunts

Did gibe my MifTivc out ofaudience.

yi»t, Sir,hc fell upon me,erc admitted,ttien :

Three Kings I had newly feafted, and did want

Of what I was i'th'morning : but next day

1 told him ofmy felf, which was as much

As to have askt him pardon. Let this Fellow

Be nothing ofour ftrife: ifwe contend

Out ofour quelUon wipe him.

Crf/. You have broken the Article of your Oath,

which you fhall never have tongue to charge mc with.

Lep, SoUyCufar.

Ant. Noy^LepidtUy let him fpeak.

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now ,

Suppofing that I lackt it : but on,C</4r,

The Article of my oath.

C^/. To lend me Armcs,and aid when I requir'd them,

the which you both denied,

A»t. Negledcd rather.

And then when poifoncd houres had bound me up

From mine own knowledge , as nearly as I may,

I le play the penitent to you. But mine honefty.

Shall not make poor my greatnefs, nor my power

Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvta^

To have me out ofe/£|-^f , made Warres here,

For which my lelf, the ignorant motive, doc

So far ask pardon, as befits mine Honour

To ftoop in fuch a cafe.

Lep. 'Tis Nobly fpoken.

Meet. If it might pleafe you, to enforce no further

The griefs between ye : to forget them quite.

Were to remember, that the prefent need.

Speaks to attone you.

Lep. Worthily fpoken, Mecentu.

Enobar. Or if you borrow one anothcrs Love for the

inftant, you may when you hear no more words of

Pompey return it again : you (hall have time to wrangle

in, when you have nothing clfe to do.

Atit. Thou art a Souldicr, only fpeak no more.

JE»o^4r. That truth ftiouldbefUcnt , I had almoft for-

got.

An:h. You wrong this prefcncc, therefore fpeak no
more.

Snob. Go to then : your Confiderat« ftone.

Citfar. 1 do not much didikc the matter, but

The manner of his fpecch : for't cannot be.

We fhall remain in friendrtiip, our conditions

So differing in their aftt. Yet if I knew,
What Hoop fhould hold us (launch from edge to edge
Ath' world , I would purfue it.

A^ri. Give me leave, Citfar.

Caf. Speak , Agr'ippa,

Agrl. Thouhafta Silkrby thy Mother's fidc.admir'd
Oclavta ? Great Mark^Anthony is now a widdowcr.

C<e/. Say not ,fay Agrippa ; if Cleopaira heard you,
your proof were well deferved of rartinefs.

Anth. I am not marti-d, Cafar : let mc hear Afrlpb*
further [peak. ^ ^^

Agri. To hold you in perpeaial amitie.

To make you Brothers, and coknit your hearts

With an un-flipping knot, take Anthony
OStm/'tato his wife ; whofc beauty claims

No worfe a husband then the beft ofmen :

Whofe virtue, and whofc general graces fpeak
That which none elfc can utter. By this marriage,
All little Jealoulies which now feem great.

And all great fears, which now import their dangers.

Would then be nothing. Truths would be tales,

Where now half tales be truths : her love to both,

Would each to other, and all loves to both
Draw after her. Pardon what I have fpoke,

For 'tis a ftudicd, not a prefenc thought,

By duty ruminated.

Anth. Will Cifar fpeak ?

C<c/. Not "till he hears how Anthony is toticht

With what is fpoken already.

Anth. What power is in Agrippa^

If I would fay Agrippa^ be it lo.

To make this good ?

Caf. The power of Cefar^

And his power unto Oflavia.

t/4»tk. May I never

(To this good purpofe, that fo fairly (hews)

Dream of impediment ! Ice me have thy hand
Further this aft of Grace : and from this hour,

The heart of Brothers govern in our Loves,

And fway«iur great Deiigncs.

Caf. There's my hand

:

A Sifter I bequeath you , whom no Brother

Did ever love i"o dearly. Let her live

To join our Kingdomes, and our hearts, and never

Fly off our Loves again.

Lep. Happily. Amen.
Attt.l did not think to draw my Sword againd Pompey,

For he hath ftrange courtefies, and great

Of late upon me. I muft thank him onely.

Left my remembrance, fuffer ill report

:

At heel of that dcfic him.

Lcpi. Time calls upon 's,

Of us muft Pcmpey prefcnily be fought.

Or elfe he feeks out us.

Anth. Where lies he ?

C^f. About the Mount.Mefena.

Anth. What is his ftrength by land }

Caf, Great, and increafing

:

But by Sea he is an abfolute Mafter.

Anth. So is the Frame,

Would we had fpoke together. Haftc we for it,

Ye: 6*re we put our fel ves in Armcs, difpatch we

The bufinefs we have talkt of.

Caf. With moft gladnefs.

And do invite you to my Sifters view,

Whe.
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VVbitler (liaight I'lc lead you.

Anih. \.n us, Lepiiiufy noz lack your company.

Lep. Noble Anthony , noc fickncfs Hiould dewin mc.

Exeunt omnes.

MtncHt Shoharbus , Agrippa, Mccenat.

Mec, Welcome from t/fgypt^ Sir.

Eno. Half the heart of Crfpr, worthy yWlrfr«<w. My
honourable Friend Agrippa.

-Agri, Good Enobarbui.

Meet. We have caufe to be glad , that matters arc fo

well digclled: you ftayd well by't in t^gyft.

Enob. 1 Sir, we did flecp day out of countenance, and

made the night light with drinking.

Mtce, Eight wild-Boars rofted whole a: a breakfaft :

and but tv^elvc perfons there. Is this true .?

Enoh, This was but as a Fly by an Eagle: we had much

more inonl^rous matter of Fcall, which worthily dcfcrvcd

nodng.

Mtcena*. She's a moft triumphant Lady , if report be

fquarc to her.

Enob. When (Tie firft cntX-Mark, Anthony ^ fliepurft

up his heart upon the riva oiCjHntu.

Agrip, There ihe appcar'd indeed : or my reporter de-

vis'd well for her.

Enob. I will tell you,

The Barge fhe fat in, like a bumifht Throne
Burnt on the watcr;thc Poop was beaten Gold,

Purple the Sails : and fopcrfumed that

The Windcs were Love-nck.

With them the Oarcs were Silver,

Which to the tune of Flutes kept ftrokc, and made

The water which they beat, to follow falter :

As amorous of her ftrokcs. Foi her own perfon,

It beggar'd all dcfcription,nie did lye

In her Pavillion, cloth ofGold,of Tiiruc,

0'ie-pi(5tuting that Kww, where wc fee

The fancic our-work Nature. On each fide her

Stood pretty Dimpled Boyes, like fmiling Cupids,

With divers colour'd' Fannes, whofe wind did feem

To glove the delicate checks wliich they did cool.

And what they undid did.

Agrip. Oh raiefor Anthony,

Eno, Her Gentlewomen, like the Nireldes^

So many Meve-maids tended her i'th'cyes.

And made their bends adornings. At the Helm,

A fccming Mcrc-maid ftcers: the Silken Tackles

Swell with the touches of thofe Flower-foft hands,

That yearly frame ihe office. From the Barge

A ftrange invifiblc perfume hits the fenfc

Of the adjacent Wharfs. The City caft

Her petople out upon her : and Anthony

Enthron'd i'th' Market-place, did fit alone,

Whiftlingto th'air : which but for vacancy.

Had gone to gnze on CUopatrA too.

And made a gap in Nature.

Agrip. Rare tyigyptiAn.

£»9.lIpon her landing, Anthony fcnt to her,

Invited her to Supper : fhe rcplycd ,

It fliould be better, he became her gue fl

:

Which (lie entreated, our Courteous ^nthonj.^

Whom ncrc the word of no woman heard fpeak,

BcinsbarbciM ten times o*rc, goes to tlic F:ait;

Andforhisoidinary, payes his heart.

For what his eyes cat oncly.

I -Agrip. Royal wench

;

She made great CtfAt lay his Sword to bed.

He ploughed her, and flic cropt.

En». I faw her once

Hop fourty Paces through the publick ftreet,

And having loft her breath, Ihc fpoke, and panted
That Ihe did make dcfc6l,perfc(5>ion, •

And breathlefs power breathe forth.

LMece. Now Anthony, muft leave her utterly

Eno, Never ^ he will not t

Age cannot wither her, nor cuflome fteal

Her infinite variety : other women cloy

The appetites they feed, but ("he makes hungry,

Where moft ftic fatisfics. Foe vildeft things

Become themfelves in her, that the holy Pricfls

Blefs her, when fhe 1$ Riggiih.

Meet, If Bcaijcy, Wifedome, Modcfty, can fettle

The heart of Anthony : Oif/rviai

A blelTed Lottery to him.

Agr'ip. Let us go. Good EecbarbtUy trake your felf

my giieft , whil'ft you abide here.

£no. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. Exeunt.

Enter j^nthony, Cafar.^On*v'ia betrvecn them.

Anih, The world, and my great office, will

Sometimes divide me from your bofomc.

ORa, All which time , before the gods my knee fliaif

bow my prayers to them for you,

-Anth. Goodnight Sir. My OflavU

I

Read no: my blemifhes in the world's report

:

f have not kept my fquare, but that to come
Shall all be done by th'Rule : good night, dear Lady.

O^a, Good night ,fir.

C(tfur. Goodnight. Exit.

Enter Soothfayer,

Ant. Now firrahtdoycuwilh your felfine^jwr ?

Sooth. Would I had never come from thence , nor
you tl-.ithcr.

Ant, If you can, your reafon ?

Sooth.l lee it in my motion : have it not in my tongue.

But yet hie you to t/fgypf again.

-Antho. Say to me , whofe Fortunes fhall rife higher,

Citfar's or mine ?

Soot.Citfar's.Thzidoic(ohAnthony)Riy not by his fide,

Thy Damon (that's thy fpirit which keeps thee) is

Noble, Couragious, high,unmatchablc.

Where CafArs is not. But near him thy Angel

Becomes a fear : as being o're-powr'd , and therefore

Make fpace enough between you.

Attth. Speak this no more.

Sooth, To none but thee no more, but when to thee.

If thou dofl play with him «t any game,

Thau art fure to lofe : And of that Natural luck

He beats thee 'gainft the odds. Thy Luftcr thickens,

When he (Tiincs by : I fay again, thy fpirit

Is all afraid to govern thee near him :

But he alway is Noble,

tAr.th. Get thee gone:

Say to t^entUim 1 would fpeak with him. Exit.

He fliall to ParthuL, be it art otl«p.

He hath fpnken true. The very Dice obey him,

And in ourfports my better cunning faints.

Under his chance, ifwc draw lots, he fpeeds,

His Cocks do win the Barrel, ftiUof mine.

When it is all to naught: and his Quailes ever

Beat mine (in hoopr) at o<ld's. I will to tAgrff
Aaaa a .^n
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And though I make this marriage for my peace,

I'th'Eaii my plealurc lies. 0\\con\t^l'^entidiH5.

Enter yent'tdim.

Ynii iniirt CO Parthia^ your CommilTion's ready :

Follow me and. recciv'c. Exeunt.

Snter LepUm, Mecenas, and Agriffa.

Lefdtis. Trouble your felf no farchev: pray you haften

your generals after.

Agr. Sir , Mark.Anthonj will t'cn but V\hOEietvU,

and we'll follow.

Lep. 'Till 1 fhall fee you in your Souldier's diefs,

Which will become you both : Farewell.

Mece. We fhall, as I conceive che journey, be at the

Mount before you Lepidus.

Lep. Your way is(hor:er,my purpofes do draw me

much about
,
you' 11 win two dayes upon me.

Both. Sir, good fticcefs.

Lip. Farewell. Exeunt.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmlan^ Iras and Alexas.

Cleo, Give me fome Mufick : Miifick , moody food of

us that trade in love.

Omnex. The Mufick, hoa.

Enter M'ird'tan the Eunuch.

Cleg. Let it alone, let's to Billiards: come Charmtoji.

char. My ajm is fote, belt play with Mardian.

Cleopa. As wdl a woman with an Eunuch p'ay'd, as

with a woman. Come, youM play with me, Sir?

Mard't. As well as I can. Madam.
Cleo. And when good will is n:iewed,

Tliough't come too inort

The A(ftor may plead pardon. Tie none now.

Give me mine Angle, vVcTl to th'River, there

My Mufick playing far off. J will betray

Tawriy-finefidAes, my bended hook Hiall pierce

Their flimie jaws: and, as t draw them up,

rie think them every onean Amhlinyy

And fay, ah ha; y'are caught.

Char. 'Twas merry when you wagdr'd on your Ang-

Jing , when your diver did hang a fait fifh on his hook,

which he with fervcncie drew up.

Cleo. That lime? Oh times:

I laiight him out of patience, and that night

I laught him into patience, and next morn,

E're the ninth hour I drunk him to his bed :

Then put my Tires and Mantels on him, whil'rt

I wore his Sword PhUippan. Oh from Italic

Enter a Mejfenger.

Ramme thou thy fruitfull tidmgs in mine earcs,

That long time have bin barren.

Mef. Madam, Madam.
Cled. Anthony'i dead,

If thou fay fo,VilJain, thou kil'fk thy Milhefs:

But well and free, if thou fo yield him.

There is Gold and here

My bleweft vems to kifs : a hand that Kings

Have lipt, and trembled killing,

Mef. Firrt, Madam, he is well,

Cleo. Why there's more Gold.

Butjfirrah, mark,w»e ufe

To fay, the dead are well : bring me to that,

The Gold I gi vc thee, will I melt and powre

Down thy ill-uttcnng throat.

Mff. Good Madam, hear me.

Cleo. VVclJ,gotoI will:

But there's nogoodnefiin thy face, \iAnthony
Be free and hcalthfull ; fo tart a favour

To trumpet fuch good tidings. If not well.

Thou fhould'ft come like a Furic crown'd with Snakes,

Not like a formal man.

A'fef. Wilt plcafe you hear me ?

Cleo. I have a mind to ftrike thee e're thou fpcak'lt,

Yet if thou fay, Anthony lives, 'tis well,

Or friends with C^far, or not Captain to him,

I'ie fee thee in a fhower of Gold, and haile

Rich Pearls upon thee.

Mef. Madam, he's well.

Cleo. Wcllfaid.

Mef. And Friends with Cafar.

Cleo. Th'art an lioneft man.

Mef. Cufar, and he, arc greater Friends then ever,

Cleo. Mark thee a Fortune from inc.

Mef. ButyctjMadam.
Cleo. I do not like but yet, it does allay

The good precedence, fie upon but yet.

But yet is as a Jaylor to bring forth

Some monftrous MaIefa£lor, Prythec, Friend,

Powrc out the pack of matter to mine ear,

The good and bad together : he's friends with Cafar^

In ftate of health thou fay'ft, and thou fayeft, free.

Mej. Free, Madam ! no : I made no fuch fport.

He's bound unto OSiavia.

Cleo. For what good turn ?

Mef. For the bell turn i'th'bed.

Cleg. I ampale, CW»»/'.»j».

A'fef, Madam, he's married to Oclavia.

Cleg. The inoft infcdious Pcftilence upon thee.

Striken him down.

Mef. Good Madam, patience.

Cleo. What fay you ? Strtkjshm.

Hence horrible Villain , or Tie fpurn thine eyes

Like balls before me : Tie unhair thy head :

She hales him up and down.

Thou (halt be whipt with Wycr,and ftew'd in brine,

Smarting in lingring pickle.

Mef. Gracious Madam,

Ii that do bring the newes, made not the march.

Cleo. Say 'lis not fo, a Province Iwjll give thee.

And make thy Fortunes prcud : the blow thou had'^rt

Shall make thy peace , for moving me to rage.

And I will boot thee with what gift befide

Thy modefty can beg.

Mef. He's married, Madam.
Cleo. Rogue, thou haft liv'd too long. Draw a knife.

Me}. Nay then I'le run ;.

What mean you. Madam, I have made no fault. Exit.

Char. Good Madam, keep your felfwithin your fclf,

The man is innocent.

Cleo. Some Innocents fcape not the thunderbolt

:

Melt tA:gypt\nx.o Nile; and kindled creatures

Turn all to Serpents. Call the flave again.

Though I am mad, I will not bite him : Call.

char. He is afeard to come.

Cleo. 1 will nm hurt him,

Thefe hands do lack Nobihty, that they fttikc

A meaner then my fclf: (incc 1 my fclf

Have given my felf the caufc. Come hither. Sir.

Enter the Mfffenger again.

Though it be honcfl, it is never good

To bring bad ncwes : give toagracious Meffage

An
fl
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An hoft of tongues, bur let ill tidings cell

ThcmfcIvfS when they bf felt,

Mef. I have done my <luty.

Cleo. Is he married?

I cannot hate thee worfer then I Aoy

Jf thou again fay yes.

Mef. He's married , Madam,

Cleo. The ^ods confound thee,

Doft thou hold there ftill ?

Mef. Should I lye, Madam ?

Cleo. Oh, would thou did ft :

So half my t/S^ypf were fubmerg'd and made

A CiHern for fcal'd Snakes, Go get thee hence,

Had'ft thou Narc'iffui'm thy face, to me

Thou wonld'll appear ifibft ugly : He is married ?

A'lef. I crave yourhighncfs pardon.

Cleo. He is married ?

t.Mef. Take ho offence, that I would not offend you
;

To punifh me for what you make me doe.

Seems much unequal : he's married to Oiiavla.

Cleo. Oh that his fault {hould make a knave of thee,

That art not what thou anftnx of. Get thee hence.

The Merchandifc which thou haft brought froml^w*

Are all too dear for itae

:

Lie they upon thy hand, and be undone by'em.

Char.GaoA your Highnefs patience.

Cleo, In pi-aifing Anthony^ I have difprais'd Cafar,

Char. Many times. Madam.
Cleo. I am paid for't now : lead mc from hence,

I faint, oh Iras.,Charmia» : 'tis no matter.

Go to the fellow, good j4lexMyh\(i him

Report the feature oiO^Avluy her ycares,.

Her inclination, let him not leave out

The colour of her hair. Bring mc word quickly.

Let him for ever go, let him not, Charmiafiy

Though he be painted one way like a CorgoHy

The otherwayesa Mars. Bid you Alexas

Bring mc word, how tall fhe is : pity me, Charmlan^

But do not fpeak Co me. Lead me to my Chamber.

Exeunt.

Enter Pompe^y at one ioor with Drum and Trumpet : at

another Cxfar yLepidtu . Anthony ^ EnoharbitSyMece-

noiy Agrippa^ Menas with Sonldiers marching.

Pom. Your Hoftages 1 have, fo have you mine :

And we ftiall talk before we fight.

Ctcf. Moft meet that fiift we come to words,

And therefore have we
Our written purpofes before us fent.

Which if thoif haft confiidered, let us know,

If't will tie up tViy difcontented Sword

And carry back to Sicily much uU yoUth,

That elfe muft pcrtfh here.

Pom. To you all three,

The Senators alone of this great world.

Chief Faftors for the gods. I do not know,

Wherefore my Father (hould revengers want.

Having a Son and Friends, fince fulitu Cdfar^

Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghofted,

There faw you labouring for me. What was't

That mov'd pale Cajftm to confpirc ? And what

Made the all-honour 'd, honcft Roman Brntuty

With the arm'd reft , Courtiers of beauteous frecdome,

To drench the Capitol , but that they would

Have one man but a man, and that is it

i Hath made me rigge my Navie. At whofc bunhen,

1 The angcr'd Ocean foams, with which I meant

To fcourgc th'lngratitude, that dcfpighcfulIT^w/

Caft on my Noble Father.

Caf/ir. Take your time.

ty^nt. Thou canft not fear us, Pompey. with thy failes,

We'll fpeak with thee at Sea. At land thou know'ft

How much we do o're-count thee.

Vtm. At Land indeed

Thou doft o're-count mc ofmy father's houfc.

But fince the Cuckoo builds not for himfelf

,

Remain tn't as thou may'ft.

Lepi. Be pleas'd to tell us,

(For this is from the prcfcnt now you talk )

The ofFcrs we have fent you.

Cafar. There's the point.

jint. Which do not be intreated to,

But weigh what it is worth cmbrac'd.

Ctfar. And what may follaw to try a larger Fortune.

Pom. You havemadc mc offer

Of Siciljy Sardinia : and I muft

Rid all the Sea of Pirats: then, to fend

Meafures of Wheat to %ome : this 'greed upon,

To part with unhackt edges, and bear back

Our targes undinted.

Omnes. That's our offer.

P«m. Know then I came before you here,

A man prepar'd

To taAc this offer. But Mark^ jinthonyy

Put me to fomc impatience : though I lofe

The praifc of it by tcllinj. You muft know
When ^afarznA your Brother were at blowes.

Your Mother came to Sicllyy and did find

Her welcome friendly.

jint. I have heard it, Pempeyy

And am well ftudied for a liberal thanks,

Which I do owe you.

Pom, Let me have your hand

:

[ did not think. Sir, to have met you here.

^nt. The beds i'ch'Eaft are foft, end thanks to you,

That caird me timelier then my purpofe hither

;

For Ihave gained by't.

Caf.S'inct I faw you laft, there's a change upon you.

Pom. Well,! know not.

What counts hard Fortune cafts upon my face.

But in my bofome fhe fhall ncva come.

To make iny heart a valTal.

Lepl. Well met here.

Pom. I hope fo, Lepidwy thus we arc agreed :

I crave our comfK>fiiion may be written

And feai'd between us.

Cif. That's the next to doe.

Tom. We'll feaft each other, c'rc we part) and Iet'5

Draw lots who ftiall begin.

uinth. That will T, Pompey.

Pompey. No, AKthony.,zi^i the lot : but firft or laft
,

vour fine t/F.£fptian codktry fhall have the fame , Ihave

heard that JmUms Cafar grew fat with feafting diete.

./Int. You have heard much.

Pom. I have fair meaning, Sir.

y^Bf. And fair words to them.

Pom. Then fomuch have 1 heard.

And I have heard Apollodorm carried

Eno. No more of that : he did fo.

Pom. What, I pray you ?

Eno. A certain Queen to Cafar in a Msterice.

Pom. I know thee now, how far'ft thou Soatdier ?

Eno. Well , and well am like to do, for I perceive

A a a a J Fjur-j
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Four Feafts arc coward.

Pom. Lee me (hake thy hand,

1 never hated thee : I have feen thee fight,

Whet\ I have envied thy behaviour,

Enob, Sir, I never lov'd you much , but I ha'prais'd ye,

When you have well deferv'd ten times as much,

As I have faidyou did.

Pom. Injoy thy plainncfs,

Ic nothing ilt becomes thee :

Aboord my Gaily, 1 invite you all.

Will you lead. Lords ?

j4ll. Shew s the way. Sir.

Fom. Come. Exeunt. MJtent Enob. & Menas.

Men. Thy Father , Pompey , would ne'te luvc made

Treaty. You, and I have known. Sir,

E»9. At Sea, I think.

Aft". We have, Sir.

Eno. You have done well by Water,

Men. And you by Land.

Eno. I will praife any man that will praife me,though

it cannot be denied what 1 have done by Land.

Men. Nor what I have done by water.

Eno. Yes , fome-ihing you can deny for your own

fafety : you have bin a good Thief by Sea.

Men. And you by Land.

Eno. There I deny my Land fcrvicc: but give me

your hand Meuai^ if our eyes had authority , here they

might have two Thieves kiffing.

Men. Ail mens faces are true , whatfoe're their hands

are.

Eno. But diere is nc'rc a fair Woman, ha's a true

Face,

Men. No flander, they fteal hearts.

Eno. We came hither to fight with you.

Men. For my part, I am forry it is turn'd to a Drink-

ing Pomfey doth this day laugh away his Fortune.

Ena. It he do, fure he cannot weep't back again.

Men. Y'have faid, Sir, we look'd noXiox Mark.^ An.
thofiy here, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ?

Eno. Citfars Sifter is call'd Oci*vla.

Men. True, Sir, (Tie was the wife of Callu Marcettne.

Eno. Bat now fheis the wife of ^-irc*/ Antbajtlus.

Men. Pray ye. Sir.

Eno. 'Tis true.

Men. Then is Cafar and he, for ever knit together.

Eno. If I were bound to Divine of this unity,l VKAxld

not Prophefie fo.

Men. I think the policy of that purpofc , made more

in the Marriage then the Love of the parties.

Eno. I think fo too. But you (hall find the band that

fecms to tie their friendfhip together, will be the very

ftranger of their Amitie : OUavia is of a holy, coW , and

ftiil converfation.

Men. Whowould not have his wife fo ?

Eno. Nothetbathimfelf isnocfo : which is (JUarki

Anthony: he will to his ty£gyptian difh again : then fliall

the fighes oiOHavia blow the fire up in Cafar , and ( as I

faid before ) that which is the ftrengih of their Amity,

fhall prove the immediate Author of their variance. An-
thony will ufe his afFe(5iion where it is. He married but

his occafion here.

Men. A nd thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you a-boordf

I have a health for you.

Sno. I fhall take it , fir : we have os'd our Throats in

Men. Come, let's away. Exeunt.

Mujick^ f(ayes.

Inter two or three Servants with a Banquet,

I. Here they'll be , man : fome o' their Plants are ill

rooted already , the Icaft wind uh'world will blow them
down.

z. Lefidtu is high-colour'd.

I . They have made him drink Almcs drink.

s. As they pinch one another by the difpofition he
cries out, no more ; reconciles them to his entreatie, and
himfelfto th'drink.

I. But it raileJ the greater war between him and his
difcretion.

a. Why this it is to have a name in great men's FeUow-
(hip : I had as lieve have a Reed that will do me no fer-

vice, as a Partizan I could not heave.

1 . To be call'd into a huge Sphere, and not to he feen

to move in't , are the holes where eyes flwuld be , which
pittifully difafter the cheeks.

A Sennetfounded.

Enter Cafar^ Anthony^ Pompey., Lepidus^
-^i^'Pf^i ^t-

cenasy EnobarbuSy Menas^ with other Caftaint.

Ant. Thus do they, Sir : they take the flow o'th'JV/7f

By certain fcale, i'th'Pyramid : they know
By th'hcight, the lownefs,or the mean : If dearth

Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus fwells

Theinore it promifes as it ebbs, the Secdfman

Upon the (lime and Ooze fcatters his grain.

And rtiortly comes to Harveft.

Lef. Y'have (trangc Serpents there ?

Ant. I, Lepidus.

Lep. Your Serpent of t^gypt , is bred now of your

mud by the operation ofthe Sun: fo is your Crocodile.

Ant. They are fo.

Pom. Sir, and fome Wine; A health to Lf/i/W«;.

hep. I am not fo well as I (hould be :

But rie nc're out.

£«(;.Not 'till you have flept : I fear me you'll be in 'till

then.

Lep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Ptolemie'% Py-

ramifis arc very goodly things : without contradiflion I

have heard that.

Men. Pompey^ a word.

Pom. Say in mine ear, what is't ?

Men. Forfake thy feat, I do befcech thee, Captain,

And hear me fpeak a word.

Ptm. Forme 'till anon. tVhifper in s Ear.

This Wine for Lepidus.

Lep. "What manner o'thing is your Crocodile f

Ant. It is fbap'd,fir, like it felf,and it is as broad as it

hath bredth ; It is juft fo high as it is, and moves with it's

own oi-gans. It lives by that which nourilheth it , and

the Elements once out of it, it Tranfmigrates.

Lep, What colour is it of ?

Ant. Of it's own colour too.

Lep.'T\% a ftran^e Serpent.

Ant. 'Tis fo, and the teares of it are wet.

Caf. Will thisdefcription fatisfic him ?

Ant. With the Health that Pompej gives him , elfe he

is a very Epicure.

Pom. Go hang, fir, hang : tell me of chat ? Away

:

Do as I bid you. Where's the Cup I call'd for >

Men. If for the fake of Merit thou wilt hear me,

Rife
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Rife from thy flool.

Pom. I think th'ar: mad : tVie matter ?

^^rn. I have ever held my cap ofFco thy Fortunes.

Pom. Thou haft ferv'd me with much faith : what's

elfe to fay ? Be joHy, Lords.

^ttth. Thefc Quick-fands, Lepldwy
Keep off them, for you (ink.

Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the world ?

Pom. What faift thou f

LMen. Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world i

That's twice.

Pom. How fhould that be ?

Men. But entertain it , and though thou think me
poor, I am the man will give thee all the world.

Pom. Haft thou drunk well ?

Men. No, Pompey^ I have kept me from the cup

That if thou dar'ft be, the earthly Jove :

What e'rc the Ocean pales, orskicinclippCJ,

Is thine, if thou wilt ha't.

Pom. Shew mc which way.
Men. Thefc three world-iliarcrs , thcfc Competitors

Are in thy vcffel. Let me cut the Cable.

And when wc are put off, fall co their throacs

:

All there is thine.

Pom. Ah, this thou Hiould'ft have done.

And not havefpoken on't. In mc 'tis villanic.

In thee, 't had bin good fervicc : thou muftknow,

'Tisnot my profit chat does lead mine Honour:

Mine Honour is. Repent that c*re thy tongue,

Hathfo betrai'd thine a6b. Being done unknown,
I ftiould have found it afterwards well done:

But murt condemn it now r defift> and drink.

Men. For this I'lc never follow

Thy pall'd Fortunes more.

Who fecks and will not take, when once 'tisoffcr'd.

Shall never find it more.

Pom. This health to Lepidtu.

jint. Bear him a-ft<oar,

rie pledge it for him, Pompey,

En9. Here's to thee, MenM.
Men, EnodarbuSy welcome,

Tom. Fill'tillthecupbehid.

E^o. There's a ftrange Fellow, iW(f«4».

Men. Why ?

£na. A bearcs the third part of the world, man: fcefl

not ?

i^Men. The third part,thcn he iidiunk : would it were

all, that it might go on wheels.

£»o. Drink thou, encrcafe the Reels.

Men. Come.
Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian Feaft.

^nt. It ripens towards it : ftrikc the VciTels hoa.

Here's to Cajar.

C<efar. I could well forbcar't , it's monftrous labour

when Iwafh my brain, and it grows fouler,

Ant. Be a Child o'th' time.

C£far. Poffefs it , i'lc make anfwer: but I had rather

faft from all, four daycs,theh drink fo much in one.

£no. Ha , my brave Emperour , fhall we dance now
the tA-gyptlan Bacchanals, and celebrate our drink ?

Pom. Let'sha'r, good Souldier.

Ant. Come, let's all take hands

,

'Till that the conquering Wine hath fteept our fenfe

,

In foft and delicate Lethe.

Erta. All take hands

:

Make battery to out cares with the loud Muficic,

The while, I'lc place you, then the Boy ftiall fing.

The holdmg every man Ihall beat as loud,

As his ftrong fides can volly.

Mnfck^PUjes. Enol>arl>MS places them hand it> fitnd.

The Song.

Come thoM Monarch ofthe Vlne^

PlMmpie Bacchm vlthplnk^epe :

In thy fattet our cares he drown d.

with thjf Grapes our ha'ires be crown d.

Cup tu 'till the worldgo round
,

Cup U4 'tin the worldgo ronnd.

Ctf. What would you more f

Pompej^ ooodnighi. Good Brother

Let mc requeft you of our graver bufineft

Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords let's parr.

You fee wc have burnt our check. Strong Enobarht
1$ weaker then the wind, and mine own tongue
Splcets what it fpeaks : the wild difguifc hath almoft
Ancicktusall. What needs more words? goodnight.
Good Anthony

y
your hand.

Pom. ric try you on the fhoar.

Ant. And ftiall, Sir, give's your hand.

Pom. Oh , Anthony., you have my Father's houfe.

But what,we arc Friends ?

Come down into the Boat.

£»<>.Take heed you fall not, Menat; I'lc not on ftioar,

No, to my Catin : thefc Drummes
Thcfe Trumpets, Flutes : what
Let Neptunt hear, we bid aloud farewell

To thcfe great Fellows. Sound and be hang'd, found out.

Sound a flourijh with Drmttmes.
Eno, Hoc faies a, there's my Cap.
Men. Hoa, Noble Capuin, come. Exeunt.

Enter Vetstldisa as It were in a triumph , the deadhdy

of Pttcorsu home before him,
f^en. Now darting Parthia art thou ftrook, and now

Picas'd Fortune does of M<treus Crajfus death

Make me revenger. Bearc the King's Son's body,
Before our Army, thy Pacorui Oradtt^
Paycs this for Marcus Craffut,

Roman, Noble f^ertidiuSy

Whilft yet with Parthian bloud thy Sword is warm.
The Fugitive Parthlans follow. Spurn through Media^
Mefapotamiay3t\d the llicltcrs ,whither

1 he routed flie. So thy grand Captain Anthtnj
Shall fet thee on triumphant Charriou, and
Put Garlands on thy head.

yen. Oh SiliuSySilins,

I have done enough. A lower place, note well

May make too great an 3&:. For learn this, Silins^

Better to leave undone, then by our deed

Acquire too high a Fame, when him we fervc's away.

Cafar and Anthony^ have ever won
More in their officer, tlitn perfon. Sojfuss

One ofmy place in Syria^ his Licvtcnant,

For quick accumulation ofrenown.

Which atcbiev'd by th'minutc,loft his favour.

Who does i'th'Warrcs more then his Captain canj

Becomes his Captain's Captain: and Ambition

(TheSouldier's virtue) rather ntakcs choice of !of»

Then gain, which darkens him.

I could do more to doc Anthenins good,

But'cwould ofFend him. And in his oiFcncr,

Should
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Should my peiformance perifh.

T^w. 1 hou haft, rentUitu, that, without the which a

SouldJer and his Sword grants fcarce diftiiwSiioo : thou

wilt write to AnthoHy.

Ven. I'Xfi humbly (ignifie what in his name,

That magical word of War we have effecfltd.

How with his Banners, and his well pai'd ranks,

The ne're-yet beaten Horfe QlTfirthi*^

Wc have jaded out o'th Field.

%oTn. Where is he now?
Ven. He purpofcth to ^;A.'»J,whithcr with what haft

The weight wemuft convey with's,wi!l permit:

We fhall appear before him. On there, pafs along.
^

Exeunt.

Enter Agrlffn at ottc door , Enoharhfif at another.

Agrl. What are the Brother's parted ?

Em. They have difpatcht with Tampe/yhz is gone.

The other three are Sealing. OUxvia weeps

To part from 'Rome : Cafar is fad, and Leptdea

Since Pompeyi feaft, as (Jiienas fayes, is troubled

With the Green-Sicknefs.

(syigri. 'TtSzNohk Lepidtu.

Eno. A very fine one : oh, how he loves C*far.

jigri. Nay but how dearly headores Aiarl^^/i»thon/,

Etto. C£far ? why he.'s the Jupiter o£men.

A»t. VHhai'sii/fnthony, ihe^od of Jupiter?

Eho. Speak you of Cafar ? On .' the non-pareil ?

.Agri. Oh iAnthonjf^ oh thou Arnhian Bird !

£«».Would you praifc ^tf/<ir,fay Csfar^ono further.

^^r.Indced he plied them both with excellent praifes,

E/30. But he loves C*f^ ^^^i y^t he loves t/intbonj :

Hoo, Hearts, Tongues, Figure,

Scribes» Bards, Poets, cannoc

Think, fpeak, caft, write, fing, number : hoo.

His love to Anthonj. But as for C<tfar^

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder.

Agri. Both he loves.

Etio. They arc his Shards, and he their Beetle, fo

;

This is to horfc .• Adieu, Noble Agrippa.

Agri, Good Fortune worthy Souldicr , and farewell.

Enter C-e/^r, A»tboHjiyl,epldits%aKi0^avia.

tAitho. No fanher, Sir.

Cafar. You take from mc a great part of my fcif :

life me well in't. Sifter, prove fuch a wife

As my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheft Band
Shall pafs on thy approof : moft NobJc Anthony^
Let not the piece of Virtue which is fee

Betwixt us, as the Cement of our love

To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter

The Fortune of it : for better might we
Have lov'd vvithout this mean , ifon both parts

This be not cherifht.

-Ant. Make me not offended in your diftnift.

Ctef. Ihivefaid.

Ant. You (hall not find,

Though you be therein curious, the lea ft canfe

For what you feem to fear, fo the gods keep you.

And make the hearts of %^rMnt ferve your ends

:

We will here part.

Caf. Farewell, ray deareft Sifter, fare thee well.

The Elements be kind to thee, and make
Tliy fpitits all of comfort : fare thee well.

O^a. My Noble Brother.

^uth. The Aprils in her eyes , it is Loves fpring,

And thefe the ftiowers to bring it on : be chearfull.

OfiF/i.Sir, look well to my Husband's houfe ; and -.~»-

cxfar. Whzi OSavia.

Oila. rie tell yon in your car.

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can

Her heart inform her tongue.

The Swan's doun feather

That ftands upon the Swell at full of tide

:

And neither way inclines.

Eno. Will Cafar weep ?

Agr'i. He ha's a cloud in's face.

Eno. He were the worfe for tlrat were he a Horfe, fo is

he being a man.
Agri. Why Evo^Arhus :

When Anthony (ouni Julius Cafar dead.

He cryed alm.oft to roaring : And he wept.

When at 'philippi he found .Br«i«j (lain.

Eho. That year indeed, he was troubled with a rhcum,

What willingly he did confoundj he wail'd,

iieliev't 'till 1 weep too.

Caf. No, fwcct Off<?v/ir,

You ftiall hear from me ftill : the time fliall not

Out-go my thinking on you.

Ant. Come Sir, come,

lie wreftle with you in my ftrength of love

:

Look here I have you : thus I let you go.

And give you to the gods,

Caf. Adieu, be happy.

Lep. Let all the number of the Starres give light

To thy fairway.

Caf Farewell, farewell. KiffesOBavia.

Ant. Farewell. Trumpets fonnd. Eveunt.

Enter Cleopatra^ Charmiitnylroii andAlexat.

Cleo. Where is the Fellow ?

^/(Tx Half afeard to come.

Cleo. Go to, go to : Come hither , Sir.

Enter the Meffenger m before.

Alex. Good Majeftie , Herod of Jervry dare not look

Upon you, but when you arc well pleas d.

Cleo. That Herod's head . Fie have : but how ? When
Anthony is gone, through whom I might command it

:

Come thoa near.

tMef. Moft gracious Majefty.

Cleo. Did'ft thou behold 0£iavia *

Mef. I, dread Qiieen.

Cleo. Where ?

Mef. Madam, in Rome , I lookt her in the face : and

faw her led between her Brother, and Mark.Antho»y.

Cleo. Is (he as uU as me.?

U\ief. She is not, Madam.
Cleo. Did'ft hear her fpcak?

Is The iTirill tongu'dor low ?

tJMef. Madam,! heard her fpeak , ftie is low voic'd.

Cleo. That's not fo good : he cannot like her long.

char. Like her ? On Ifis : 'tis impollible.

Cleo. I think foCA4r>»/4«;dullottonguej6f dwarfi/li,.

WhatMajefty is in hec gate,>remember

If e're thou look'fton Majefty.

Mef. She creepsjher motion and her ftacion arc as one :

She Oiews a body, rather then a life,

A Statue, then a Breather,

Mff, Is this certain ?

Clea. Or I have no obfervance.

Cha. Three in zyigypt cannot tnake better note.

Cleo. He's very knowing, I do percciv't.

There's nothing in her yet.

The
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The Fellow liasgood judgement.

Chixr, Excellent.

Cleo. Gtiefs at her yearcs, I prythce.

A^ef. Madam, (lie was a widdow^

deo. VViddow ? C/wr/»M»,hark.

A^ef. And I do think (he's thirty.

C/f.Bfar'd thou her face in niind? is'dong or,round ?

Alef. Round even to faultincfs.

Clio. For the molt part too,thcy arc foolilli that arc fo.

Her hair what colour ?

Mef. Brown, Madam : and her forehead.

As low as iTie would wilTi it.

Cleo. There's G old for thee,

Thou murt not take my former rtiarpnefs ill,

I 'will employ thee back again r I find thee

Moll- fir for hufincfs. Go, make thee ready.

Our Letters are prepar'd.

Char. A proper man.
Cleo. Indeed nc is fo : I repent me much

That fo T harried him. Why me thinks by him,

This^ Creature's no fuch thing.

Chtir. Nothing, Madam,
Cle. The iTian hath feen fomc MajeOy , and ftiouW

knpw,

Char^ Hath he feen Majeftie ? Ijis clfe defend : and

ferving youfolong.

Cleo.l have fine thing more to ask him yer,good Char.

m'lan: but 'tis no maccer,ihou fhalt bring him to mc where

I will write ; all may be well enough,

Chnr. 1 warrant you, Madam. ExtHnt.

Enter Anthony and OElavla.

yint. Nay, nay 0(??«7//<?, not onely that,

That were excufable, that and thoufands more

Of femblablc import, but he hath wag'd

New Warres "gainll Pompey^ Made hiswill,and read it,

To publickear,fpokefcantlyof me.

When perforce he could not

But pay me termes of Honour : coldand fickly

He vented then moft narrow mcafure : lent me,

When the bcft hint was given him : he had lookt

,

Or did it from his teeth.

OHavl. Oh, my good Lord,

Believe not ail, or if you mufl: believe,

Stotnack not all. A more unhappy Lady,

If thisdivifion chance, nc'rc ttood between

Praying for both parts :

The good gods will mock me prefently.

When I fliall pray : oh blefs my Lord and husband.

Undo that prayer • by crying out as loud,

Oh blefs my Brother. Husband winnc, winnc Brother,

Prayes, and dcftroycs the pi-ayer, no midway
'Twixc thefe extremes at all.

^nt. Gentle OEiavia,

Let your bcft love draw to that point which feeks

Beft to prcfcrve it : if I lofe mine Honour

,

I lofe my fcif : better I were not yours

Tlien yours Co branchlefs. But as you rcquefted.

Your felf Hialt go bctween's,the mean tlme,Lady»

rie raifc the preparation of a War
Shall ftain your Brochcr,make your fooncft haftc

So your dcfircs are yourS.

O^a. Thanks to my Lord,

The Jeve of Power make me moft weak,m9ft weak ,

Your reconciler: Warres 'twixt you twain would be,

As if the world ftiould cleave, and thatflain men
[Should fodder up the Rift,

j

u4atf>. When it appears to you where this begins.

Turn your difpleafureiirat way, for our faults

Can never be fo equal, that your love

Can equally move with rhem. Provide your going,

Choofe your own company, and command what cod

Your heart has mind to. Exeunt,

Snter Enob^rbtUy and Eros.

Enob. How now, friend Eros ?

Eros. There's ft range Ncwes come, Sir.

Eno. Whatman.?
Ero.Cafar and Lefidm have made Warupon Pompey.

Eho: This is old, what is the fuccefs ?

Eros. ^<<r/<ir having made ufc of him in the warres

'gainft Pompey : prefently denyed him rivality,would not

let him partake of the glory of the aftion, and not refting

here , accufcs him of Letters he had formerly v»rbte to

Pompey. Upon his own appeal feizcs him , fo the poor

third is up, 'till death enlarge his Confine.

£«i7.Then would thou hadft a pair of Chaps no morr,

and throw iTCtwccn them all the food thou haft, they'll

grind the other. Where's Anthony f

Eros. He's walking in the garden thus, and fpums
The rufli that lies before him. Cries, Fool Z-rp/V/w,

And threats the throat of that his Officer,

That murdred Pompey.

Eno. Our great Navie'Srigg'd,

Eros. For Ftaly and Ctfar^ more Domitltu,

My Lord dcfires you prefently : my Ncwes
I might have told hereafter.

Eno.'TmW be naught,but let it be: bring me to Anthony.

Eros. Come, fir. Exeunt.

Enter Agrlppay Mecenaty and Caf^r.

C<tf. Contemning Romehc has done ail this, and more
In Alexandria : here's the matter of it :

I'tli'Market-pIaceon a a Tribunal filvcr'd

Cleopatra and himfelf in Chairs of Gold

Were publickly enthron'd : at the feet fat

Cafar'wH whom they call my father's Son,

And all the unlawfull iffne, that their luft

Since then hath made between them. Unco her,

He gave the ftablifhment oitAgypt , made her

Of lower Syrlay Cypriu, Lydta, abfolute Q^ieen.

LMece. This is the publick eye .>

Ctef. I'th'commort /hew place where they cxcrcifc,

His Sonns hither proclaim'd the Kingof Kings,

GtezzAfedia^ Parthidyand Armenia

He gave to Alexander. To Ptotemj he aftign'd,

Sjr'iay Sicillayat\d Phoenicia.' fhc

In th'abiliments of the goddcfs //?x

That day appear'd, and ofr before gave audience.

As 'tis ieported,fo,

Mece. Let "B^e be thus inform'd.

Agrip. Who qucafic with his infolcnce already,

Will their good thoughts call from him.

Citf. The people know ir.

And have nowrecciv'd hisaccufations.

Agri. Whom do's he accufc ?

Caf. C4/<ir,and that having in 5/f//f

SextHi Pompeius fpoil'd, we had not rated him

His part o'di'Iflc. Then does he fay , he lent me
Some fliipping unreftorcd. Laftly hefrcts

That Lepidtu ofthe Triumvirate , fhould be dcpos'd,

And being that we detain all his Revenue.

Agri. Sir,thisfliouldbe anfwerfd.

Cdfar. 'Tis done already, and his Mefltnger gone

:

I have told him Lepidtu was grown too cruel,

Thai
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That his high Authority abus'd,

And did dclerve his chance for what I have conquct'd,

I grant him part : but then in his Armenia^

And other of his conqucr'd Kingdoracs,! demand the like

CMec. He'll never yield to that.

Crf/. Normtift not then be yielded to in this.

"Enter Oiiavla with her Train.

Offrf.Hail Ci!pr,and my Lord; hail, moft dear C^fa^-

Cafar. That ever I (hould call thee Caft-away.

0^?/i. You have not call'd nie fo, nor have you caufe.

Crf/.Why haft thou ftolneupon me thus?you came not

Like Cafar s Sifter ; the wife oi Anthony

Should have an Army for an Ufhcr, and

The neighs of horfe to tell of her approach,

Longe c're fbe did appear. The trees by th'way

Should have born men, and exped^atiori fainted

Longing for what it had not. "Nay, the duft

Should havcafccndcd to the Roof of Heaven >

Rais'dby your populous Troops : But you arc come

A. Market-maid to^owf,and have prevented

The oftentation of our love ; which left unfhcwn,

Is often left unlov'd : wc fliould have met you

By Sea, and Land, fupply ing every ftagc

With an ai-gmenterl greeting.

O^a. Good my Lord,

To come thuJ was 1 not conftrain'd, but did it

On iny free-will. My Lord CHark^Anthonj,

Hearing that you prepar'd for War, acquainted

My grieving ear withall : whereon I bcgg'd

His pardon for return.

C<tf, Which foon he granted.

Being an abftraft 'tween his Luft ,and him,

Otla. Do not fay fo, my Lord.

Citf. I have eyes upon him.

And his affairs come to me on the wind:where is he now

:

OEia. My Lord, in fyithens.

C<tf. No, my moft wronged Sifter, Cleopatra

Hath nodded him to her. He hatli given his Empire

Up to a Whore, who now arc levying

The Kings o'th'earth for War. He hath diffemblcd,

Bochtis the King of Ljb'ia^ Archllapts

Of Cappadoeia, ThiUdelphos King
Of PaphlagOKta:\.\\z Thraelan King ddullasy

King Mauchus of Arabia^ King oi'Pont^

Herod of Jemry^ (JUlthridates King
Qi(^omagetit^ PoUmcHSiwA ^m'lntas.
The Kmg of Mede^ and Lycaonla^

With a more larger Lift of Scepters.

Otta. Aye rae moft wretcbcdj

Tliat have my heart parted bctvvixt two Friends,

That do afflirt each other. (breaking forth

C<tf. Welcome hither , your letters did with-hold our

'Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led,

And we in negligent danger : cheer your hear:.

Be you not troubled with the time which drives

O're your content, thefe ftrong neceflities,

But let determin'd,'things to deftinie

Hold unbewail'd their v/ay. Welcome to Rome :

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd

Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods

To do you Juftice, make his Miniltcrs

Of us, and thofe that love you. Beft of comforr,

And ever vvelcome to us. ^g^'f' Welcome Lady.
M(c. Welcome, dear Madam,

Each heart in %omt docs love and pity you,

Onely th'adulterous tAntho'ny^ moft large

In his abhominations, turns you off.

And gives his potent Regiment to a Trull

That noifes it againft us.

OEla. Is it fo, fir?

Caf. Moft certain : Sifter vvelcome ; pray you
Be ever known to patience. My dear'ft Sifter. Exeiust.

Enter Cleopatrayand Enobarbuf.-

CUo. I will be even with thee : doubt it nor,

Eno. But why, why, why ?

C/eo. Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe warrcs ;

And fay'ft ic is not fit.

Eno. Well: is it, is it ?

C/eo, If nor, denounc'd againft us , why ftiould not wc
be there in perfon ?

E»e. Well , I could reply : 'if we fhould ferve with
Horfe and Marcs together , the Horfe were merely loft :

the Mares would bear a Souldicr and his Horfe.

Cieff. What is't you fay ?

Ena. Your prefence needs muft puzzle iAnthor.yy

Take from his heart,take from his brain jtake from's time,

What ftiould not then be fpar'd. He is already

Traduc'd for Levity , and 'tis faid in Romey
That Thotlnui an Eunuch, and your Maids
Mannage this war.

Cleo. Sink %£f»ey and their tongues rot

That fpcak againlt us. A Charge we bear I'th'War,

And as the prefident ofmy Kingdome will

Appear there for a man. Speak not againft it,

I will not ftay behind.

Enter Anthony and Camldim,
Eno. Nay I have done, here comes the Emperour.
Ant. Is it not ftrange, Camldlus^

That from Tarentum^ and Brundujium^

He could fo quickly cut the Ionian Sea,

And take in Torjne. You have heard on't (Sweet ?)
Cleo. Celerity is never more admir'd

Then by the negligent.

Ant. A good rebuke.

Which might have well becom'd the beft of men
To taunt at flacknefs. Camldim^ we.

Will fight with him by Sea.

Cleo. By Sea, what elfe /

Cam. Why will my Lord do fo?

Ant. For that he dares us to't.

Eno. So hath my Lord, darM him to fingle fight.

(Trfw. I, and to wage his Bauetac Tharfalia,

VVhere Cafar fought with Vompej. But thefe offers

Which feives not for his ramagc, heftiakes off.

And fo ftiould you.

Enoy. Your Shippes are not well mann'd,

Your Mariners are Muliiers, Reapers, people,

Ingroft by fwift Imprefs. In C<£pr's Fleet,

Are thofe, that often have 'gainft Fowf?/ foughr,
Their (Iiippes are yare, youis heavy : no difgracc

Shall fall you for refufing him at Sea,

Being prepar'd for Land.

Ant. By Sea, by Sea.

Eno. Moft worthy Sir, you therein throw away
Theabfolute Souldieifhip you have by Land ,

Diftraft yoUr Army , which doth moft confift

Of war-markt-footmcn, leave unexecuted

Your own renowned knowledge, quite forgoc

The way which promifes affurancc, and

Give up your felfmerely to chance and hazard,

From nnn Security.

Ant. ric fi"htatSea.

Cleo,

I
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Cleo. I have fixty Sailcs, Citfar none bec:er.

j4nt. Our ovei-plus of (hipping will we burn.

And with the rcrt full-mann'd ,from th'hcart QiASlum
Beat th 'approaching Citfar. Buc if wc fail,

We chcn can do'c at Land. Enttr a Mejftngtr,

Thybufincfs ?

0\def. The ncwes is true, my Lord, he is difcticd,

^rf/Wr has taken Torynt.

Ant. Can he be there in perfon ? 'Tis Impoffiblc

Strange, that his power (hould be fo, CamiitHiy

Our nineteen Legions thou ^alt hold by Land,

And our twelve ihoufand Horfc. We'll to our Ship,

Away my Thttii.

Enter a SouUltr.
How now, worthy Souldier ?

SomU. Oh Noble Emperour , do not fight by Sea,

Truft not to rotten planks : Do you mifdoubt

This Sword, and thefe my Wounds ; let tWEgyftUns
And the Phoenicians go a ducking : we
Have us'd to conquer (landing on the earth.

And fighting foot to foot.

Ant. Well, wcll,away. Sxemt Ant,Cleo.fj-SHoh,

SohI. By Hercules I think I am i'th'righc.

Cam. Souldier thou art : but the whole adlion grows
Not in the poweron't : fo our Leaders lead,

And we are Womens men.
Soul. You keep by Land the Legions and the Horfe

whole, do you noc ?

Ven. Marcus OSlaviuf, Marcus Jujiitu^

Puhllcela^ and Celitss-, are for Sea :

But we keep whole by Land. This fpecd of Ctfar''t

Carries beyond belief.

Soul. While he was yet in Raiue

His power went out in fuch diftraftions,

As beguil'd ail Spies.

Cam. Who's his Lievtenant, hearyou ?

StiU. They fay, one TuwrWi
Cam. Well, I know the man.

Enttr a Mejfenger,

M«f. The Emperour calls Camtdlus.

Cam. With Newes the time's with Labour,

And throwes forth each minute, fomc. Exeunt,

Enter Caj^r with his Army ^marching.

Caf. Towrtu f

Tow. My Lord.

Caf. Strike not by Land.

Keep whole, provoke not Battel

'Till wc have done at Sea. Do not exceed

ThcPrefcriptof this Scroul :Our fonune Iyf$

Upon this jump. Exit,

Enter Anthony^ and Enobarbms.

Ant. Set we our Squaarons on yond fide o' th' Hill,

In eye of Cafar's battel , from which place

Wc may the number ofthe Ships behold.

And fo proceed accordingly. Exit.

Camlilus Marchtng with his Land army one way ever

theflage^andTowrus theLlevtenant ofCtfar the othar

•may: after their going In ^ is heard tbenolfeefa

Sea-fight. AUtrum. Enttr Entbarbus & Scorns

i

£»ff,Naught,naught,aU naught, I an behold no longer:

Thantonladfthc ty£gypt'tan Admiral,

iWith all their fixty flye, and turn the Rudder;

To fcc't, mine eyes are blaftcd.

Enter Searux.

Scar. Gods,and goddcfl'cs,all the whole fynod oftbem|
Ejn. What's thy pafTton ?

Scar. The greater Cantle of the world is toft

With very ignorance, we have kift away
K ngdomes, and Provinces.

Enok, How appears the fight ?

Scar. On our fide like the Token'd Peftilcncc,

^Vherc death is furc. Your ribaudied Naggeof^C^f,
(Whom Lcprofie o're) I'th'mid'ft o' th'fight,

When vantage like a pair of Twinnes appear*d

Both of the fame, or rather ours the elder

;

(The Breeze upon her) like a Cow in June,

Hoifts Sails, and flycs.

Eneb. That I beheld :

Mine eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not

Indurc a further view.

Scar. She once being looft.

The Noble ruine of her Magick, Anthtny^

Claps on his Sea-wing,and (like a doa:ing Mallard)

Lc3 ving the Fight in heighth,flyes after her

:

I never faw an aftion of fuch fhame

;

Experience, Maivhood, Honour nc're before.

Did violate foitfelf.

Enab. Alack, alack.

Enter Camldlus

Cam. Ottf Fortune on the Sea is out ofbreath,

And finks moft lamentably. Had our General

Bin what he knew himfelf, it had gone well

:

Oh he has given example for our night;

Moft groffcly by his own.

Enob. I , are you thereabouts ? Why then goodnight

indeed.

Cam. Toward Pelcptmefus arc they fled.

Scar. 'Tis cafic to't.

And there I will attend what further come*.

Camid, To Cafar will I render

My Legions and my horfc ,fix Kings already

Shew mc the way of yielding.

Snob. I'lc yet follow

The wounded chance of ./^/»fAff»7, though my reafon

Sits in the wind againft me.

Enter Anthony with attendants

Ant. Hark, the Land bids me tread no more upon*t,

It is atham'd to bear nae. Friends, come hither,

1 am fo lated in the world, that I

Have loft my way for ever. I have a ffilp,

1 adcn with Gold, take that, divide it rflye.

And make your peace v^ith Cafar,

Omnes. Fly ? Not we.

Ant. I have fled my felf ,and haveinftrufted cowards

To run, and (hetv their (houldere. Friends,begone,

I have my felf, refolv'd upon a courTe,

Which has no need of you. Br gone,

My Ticafurc's in the Harbour. Take it : Oh,
I follow'd that J blufti to look upon.

My very hairs do mutiny : for the white

Reprove the brown for rafhncfs , and they them

For fear, and doating. Friends be gone, you (hall

Have Letters from nw to fome Friends, that will

Sweep your way for you. Pray you lock not fad

:

Nor make replyes ofloathnefs, uke the hint

Which my aefpair proclaims. Let them be left

Which leaves it felf, to Sea-fide ftraigbtway

;

I will polTcfs you of that (liip and Trcifurt.

Leave



S34- 7he Tragedy of

I

Leave me, 1 pray, a I'utk : pray you now,

Nay do fo : for indeed I have fofrcommand ,

Therefore I pray you. Tie fee you by and by- Sits down.

Enter Cho^atra^ Ui,by Chttrmian arti Eros.

Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him.

Iras. Do, mort dear Qacen.

C/>rtr, Do,why,whatelfe ?

Cleo. Let me fit down : Oh Juno.

Ant. No, no, no, no, no.

Eras. See you here , Sir ?

Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie.

Char. Madam,
Iras. Madam, oh good Emprefs,

Sros. Sir, fir,

Aiit. Yes, my Lord, yes; he at Thiitppi kc^t

His (word e'en like a dancer, while 1 ftrook

The lean and wrinckled Cajfitit^ and 'twas I

That the mid Srutus ended : he alone

Dealt on Lievtenantry,and nopraftife had

In the brave fquares of War : ycr now : no matcefi

Clio. Ah ftand by,

Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen.

Iroi. Go ro him, Madam, fpeak to him,

He isunqualited with very fliame.

Cleo. Well then,furtain me : Oh.

Eros. Moft Noble Sir, arife, the Queen approaches.

Her head's declin'd, and death will fcize her, buc

Your comfort makes the refcuc.

-(t?«r.l have offended Reputation;

A mort unnoble fvA/erving.

Eros. Sir, the Queen.

AKt. O whither haft thou led me t^^gyft , fee

How I convey my fliame , out of thine eyes
,

By looking back what I have left behirwl

Stroy'd in diflionour.

Cleo. Oh, my Lord, my Lord

;

Forgive my fearfull fails, I little thought

You would have followed,

jint. t^gypt , thou knew'ft too •well,

My heart was lo thy Ruddec tyed by th'ftrings.

And thou fliould'ft ftowe mEafter.O'rcmy fpirit

The full fupremacie thou knew' ft, and that

Thy beck,mightfrom the bidding of the gods

Command me.

Cleo. Oh, my pardon,

-/^«f. Nowl muft

To the young man fend humble;Treaties, dodge
And palter in the (hifts of lownefs, who,

With half the bulk o'th'world plai'd as I pleas'd.

Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know
How much you were my Conqueror, and that

My fword , made weak by my affection, woiild

Obey k onallcaiire.

Cleo. Paydon, pardon.

jint. Fall not a tear I fay , one of them rates

All that is won and 16ft : Give mca kifs

,

Even this repayes.

We fent our Schoolmafter, is a come back ?

Love I am full ofLead : fomc Wine
Within there,and our Viands: Fortune knowes.

We fcom her moft,when moft (he offers blows. Exeunt.

Enter Cafar, Agrifpay DolabtlUyVnth otherj.

Citf. Let him appear that's come for AnthoKj.,

Know you him?
DolU, CJe/<«r,c'is his Schoolmafter,

.

i An argument that he is pluckr, when hither

He fends fo jxjor a Pinnion of his Wing,
I
Which had fuperfluous Kings for Meffengcrs,

No: many Moons gone by.

Enter Ambafador from Anthony.
C^ar. Approach, and fpeak.

Amh. Such as I am , I come from Anthony :

I was of late as petty to his ends

,

As is the Morn-dew on the Myrtle leaf

To his grand Sea.

C£f. Be't fo, declare thine office,

Aml7. Lord of his Fortunes he falutes thee, and
Requires to live in tyfgypt ^ Vihkh not granted
He Leflens his requefls, and to thee fues

To let him breathe between the Heavens and Earth
A private man in Athens : this for him.

Next, Cleopatra does confefs thy greatnefs

:

Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves

The Circle of the Ptolomies for her heirs.

Now hazarded to thy Grace.

Caf. For oAxthony,

I have no eares to his requeft. The Queen,
Of Audience, nor defire fhall fail, fo iht

From tyfgfpt drive her all- difgraccd Friend.

Or take hts life there. This if ihe perform,

Shefliall not fue unheard. So to them both.

Antli. Fortune purfue thee.

Caf. Bfing him through the Bands:

:

To try thy Eloquence, now 'tis time, difpatch,

From Anthony win Cleopatraypxom\(Q

And m our Name, when (he requires, adde more
From thine invention, oflfers. Women are not

In their beft Fortunes ftrong ; but want will perjure

The ne're touch'd Veftal. Try thy cunning, ThldtM,
Make thine own Edi6t for thy pains, which wc
Will anfwer as a Law.

Thld. Ctefar,! go.

C<ef. Obferve how Anthony becomes his flaw.

And what thou thinkeft his very Aftion fpcaks

In every power that moves,

Th'td. C4fur , I (ha II

.

Exeunt.

Enter Cleopatra^ Enobarbtu^ Charmian, and. Iras.

Cleo, What (hall we do , Enobarhta ?

£no. Think ,and dye,

Cleo. Is-AnthenyyOr we in fault for this .?

Eno. Anthony onely, that would make his will

Lord of his Reafon. What though you fled.

From that great faceofWar, whofe feveral ranges

Frighted each other ? Why (hould he follow ?

The itch of his Affeftiort ihould not then

Have nickt his Captain-fhip, atfuch a point.

When halfto half the world oppos'd,. he being

The meered queftion * 'lis a (hame no Icfs

Then was his lofs, to courfe your flying Flaggs,

And leave his Navy gazing.

C/«.Prytbee peace,

Enter the Amla/fodory with A/tthony.

Atit. Is this his anfwer ?

Amh. I, my Lord,

Aet. The Qiicen fhall then have couiteue,

So fhe ,will yield ns up.

Amh. He fays fo.

cAfitlre. Let her know'x. To the Boy C^wr fend this

grizlcd head , and he will fill thy wifhes to the brimmc,

With Principalities;

C/ee. That head,my Lord.*

At/t,

i
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>4«r. To him again, cell him he wearcs che Rofc

Of youth upoi> him : from which, the world flioiild note

Something particular : His Coyn, Ships, Legions,

May be a Cowards, whofc Minifters would prevailc

tinder the fervicc of a Child, as foon

As ith' CoiTunand oiCafar. 1 dare him therefore

To lay his gay comparifons apart

And anfwer me dcclin'd, fword againft fwcnd,

Our felvcs alone ; J'lc write it, Follow me.

E»o. Yes, like cnougli : hyc-batteli'd Cafar will

Unftate his h3ppincfl"e,and bcStag'd to th' llicw

Againft a Sworder. 1 fee mens judgements are

A parcell of{heir Fortunes, and things outward

Doe draw the inward quality after them
To fuffer all alike,th3t he fhould dreame.

Knowing all meafiires, the full Cdfar will

Anfwer his emptincffe ; Cafar thou haft fubdu'd

His judgclncnt too.

€titer a 'Servant,

Ser. A McfTenger from {^afar.

CUo. What, no more Ceremony ? See my women,
Againft the blown Rofc may they ftop their Nofe,
Thatkneerd unto ths Buds. Admit him, fir.

Emb. Mine honefty, and I, begin to fquarc,

The Loyalty well held to FooIes,does make
Our Faith meet Folly : yet he that can endure

To follow with Allegiance a fain Lord,

Do's conquer him that did his Matter conquer.
And earns a place ith' Story.

EnttY ThliUs,
Clto. C«;/<rr's will.

ThU. Here it aparr.

r/^«,None btit friends: fay boldly.

Th'iA. So haply are they friends to Anthony,
Enob. He needs as many (fu) as Cafar has.

Or needs not us. If afar pleafe, our Mafter
Will leap to be his fI i jnd : For as you know,
Whofe he is, we are, and that is Cafars.

TA;(/.So,Thus then thou moft renown'd, C*far intreats

Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand'ft

Further than he is C<tfar.

CUo. Goon, right Royall.

Th'U. He knowesthat you embrace not Anthony
As you did love, but as you feared him.

Cleo. Oh.
ThU. The fcarres upon your honour, tbetefoie he

Do's pitty, asconftraincd blcmilhes,

Not as deferved,

Cleo. He is a god,

And knows what is moft right. Mine honour
Was not yielded,'tut conquered meerly,

Enob. To be fure of that, I will ask Anthony,

Sir,i(i{, thou art fo leaky

That wemuft leave thee thy finking,for

Thy dearcft quit thee. TExU Enob.
Thid. Shall I fay to Cafar^

What you require of him: for he partly begs

To be de/if'd to give. It much would pleafe him,
That of his fortunes you ftiould make a ftaffc

To lean upon. But it would warm his fpirits

To hear from me you had left Anthony

^

And put your felf under his (hrowd , the iinivcrfall

CUo. What's your name ? Landlord.
Thid. My name is ThidtAt.

CUo. Moft kind MefTenger,

Say to great Cafar this in difputation.

J kiflc his conqu'ring hand : J ell him, I am proiiipc

To lay my Crown at's feet, and there to knceJe.

Tell him from bis all-obeying breath, I hear

The doom of t/£gypt.

Thid. Tis your nobleft courfc

:

Wifedomeand Fortune combating together

,

If that the former dare but what it can.

No chance may (liake it. Give me grace to lay

My duty on yourb<md.

CUo. Your Ctfars Father oft,

(When he hath mus'd of uking Kingdomes in)

Bcftow'd his lips on that unworthy place,

As it rain'd kiflcs.

Enter Anthony^ and Enobarbus.

^«f. Favours ? By Jove that thunders. What art thou,

Thid. One that but pctfonns (Fellow ?

The bidding of the fulleft niani and worthieft

To have command obey'd.

Enob. You will be whipt.

i!«r.Approach thcre:ah you Kitc.Now gods and devils,

Autliority melts from me of late. When 1 cti'd hoa.

Like Boyes untoa muffe, Kmgs would ftarc forth.

And cry your will. Have you no cares?

1 am Anthony yet. Take hence this Ja ck and whip him.

Enter a Servant.

Enob. 'Tis better playing with a Lyons whclp.

Than with an old one dying.

Ant. Moon and Starres,

Whip him : were twenty of the grcatcft Tributaries

That doc acknowledge Cafar^ (hould I find them
So fawcy with the hand of fhc here, .what's her name
Since flic was CUopatra ? Whip him, Fcllowes,

Till like a Boy you fee him crindge his face.

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hcnce.

rhid. Marine Anthony.

Ant. Tug him away : being whipr.

Bring him again, the Jack of Cafars ftiall

Bear us an arrant to him. Exeunt mthThldias.
You were half blafted ere I knew you : Ha ?

Have I my pillow left unpreft in Rome^

Forborn the getting of a lawful! Race,

And by a Jemmc of Women, to be abus'J

By one that looks on Feeders? ,

CUo. Good my Lord. '

a/!f«. You have been a boggelcr ever,

Biit when we in our vicioufncftc grew hard

(Oh miferyon't) the wife gods fealc our eyes

In our own filth, dropour clear judgements, make us

Adore ourerrours, laugh at's while we ftrw

To our confufion.

Cleo. Oh, is't come to this.?

Ant. I found you as a Morfell, cold upon

Dead Cafar'% Trencher: Nay, you were a Fragrccnc

Of Cneitu Pempeyesy befidcs what hotter hourcs

Unregiftied in vulgar Fame, you have

Luxurioufly pickt out. For I am fure.

Though you can gucffe what Temperance ftiould be>

You know not what it is.

CUt. Wherefore is this ?

Ant, To let a Fellow that will take rewards,

And fay, God cjuit you, be familiar with

My play-fellow, your hand ; this Kingly Scale,

And plightcr of high hearts. O that I were

Upon the Hill of Bafauy to out-Toare

The horned Heard, for t have Savage aufe.

And toproclaime it civilly> were like

Bbbb
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A halter'd neck, which do's the Hangman thank,

For being yare about him. hhewhipc?^

Enter a Servant mth Thidias.

Ser. Soundly, my Lord.

Attt, Cryed he ? and begg'd a pardon ?

Ser, He did aske favour.

Ant. If that thy Father live, let him repent

Thou waft not made his Daughter, and be thou forry

To follow ^<«/<«r in his triumph, fincc

Thou haft been whipt. For following him, henceforth

The white hand of a Lady Fever thee.

Shake to look on't. Get thee back to Cdfar^

Tell him thy entertainment : look tliou fay

He makes me angry with him. For he feems

Proud and difdainfull, harping on what I am,

Not what he knew I was. He makes mc angry,

And at this time moft eafic 'tis to do't

:

When my good ftarres, that were my former guides

Have empty left their Oibc5,and Hiui their Fires

Into the Abifme of Hell. If he miflike,

My fpecch, and what is done, tell him he has

Hiparchuiy my enfranched Bondman, whom
He may at pleafurc whip, or hang, or torture,

As he lliall like to quit me. Urge it thou

:

Hejice with thy ftripes, be gone. Exit Thid.

Cletf, Have you done yet ?

^nt. Alack, our Terene Moon is now Edipft,

And it portends alone the fall of Anthonj.

Qleo. I muft ftay his time.

Ant. To flatter Ct[ar, would you mingle eyes

With one that ties his points.

Clea. Not know me yet .'

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ?

Clea. Ah(Dear)ifIbefo,
From my cold heart, let heaven ingender Haile,

And poyfon it in the fource, and the firftftonc

Drop in my neck : as it determines fo

Diffolve my life, the next Caffarian fmile.

Till by degrees the memory ofmy wombe,

Together with my brave «/fj7/>f/<»« all.

By the difcandering of this pelletted ftormc.

Lye graveleffe, till the Flics and Gnats of Nyle

Have buried them for prey.

Ant. 1 am fatisfied :

C<«/4r fets down in A/exandr'ta, where

I will oppofe his Fate. Our force by Land,
Hath nobly held,and fevet'd Navy too

Have knit again, and Fleet, threatning moft Sea-like.

Where haft thou been my heart ? Doft thou hear, Lady ?

If from the Field I (liall return once more
To kifTethefe lips, 1 will appear in blood,

I, and my Sword, will earn my Chronicle,

There's hope in't yet.

Cleo. That's my brave Lord.

Ant. I will be trebblc-finewed, hearted, brcath'd.

And fight malicioufly : for when mine houres

Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome lives

Ofme for jefts : but now, I'le fet my teeth.

And fend to darkncffc all that ftop me. Come,
Lets have one other gawdy night : Call to me
All my fad Captains, fill our Bowles once more

:

Let's mock the midnight Bell.

Cleo. It is my Birth-day,

I had thought t'ha ve held it poor. But fincc my Lord
Is Anthony again, I will be Cleopatra.

Ant. We will yet doe well.

Cteo. Call all his noble Captains to my Lord,
Ant. Doe fo, we'll fpeak to them.

And to night I'le force

The Wine peep through their fcarrcs.

Come on (my Queen)
There's fap in't yet. The next time I doe fight

I'le make death love me : for I will contend
Even with his peftilen: Sythe. Exeunt.

Enob. Now he'll out-ftare the Lightning, to be furious

Is to be frighted out of fear, and in that mood
The Dove will peck the Efttidge ; and I fee ftill

A diminution in our Captains brain,

Reftores his heart ; when valour prayes in reafon,

It eats the Syyord it fights with : I will feck

Spme way to leave him. Exeunt.

Enter Ctfar, A^rippa, aniMecenas with his Armj^
Cafar reading a Letter.

Caf. He callsme Boy, and chides as he had power
To beat me out od/Egypt. My Meffenger

He hath whipt wiph Rods,dares me to perfonall Combat.
Cafar to Anthony :kz the old Ruffian know,
I have many othet wayes to dye : mean time

Laugh at this Challenge.

Mece. Cafar muft think.

When one fo great begins to rage, he's hunted

Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now
Make boot of his diftraflion : Never anger

Made good guard for it felf.

Caf, Let our beft heads know,

That to morrow, the laft of many Battels

We mean to fight. Within our Files there are.

Of thofe that ferv'd Markj Anthony but late.

Enough to fetch him in. See itdone.

And feaft the Army, we have ftore to do't,

And they have earn'd the wafte. Poor Anthony. Exeunt.

Enter Anthony and Cleopatra, Enobarhtu, Charmiany

IraSf AlexaSf mth ethers.

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitian.

Enob. No.?

Ant. Why ftjould he not f

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune

,

He is twenty men to one.

Ant. To morrow, Souldier,

By Sea and Land I'le fight : or I will live,

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood.

Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well.

Enob. I'le ftrike, and cry, take all.

Ant. Well faid, come on

:

Call forth my houftiold fervants, let's to nighc

Enter three or four Servitours.

Be bountious at our Meale, Give me thy hand.

Thou haft been rightly honeft, fo haft thou.

Thou, and thou, and thou : you have ferv'd me well.

And Kings have been your fellowes.

Cleo. What meanes this ?

En. 'Tis one of thofe odde tricks which forrov* ftioots

Out of the mind.

Ant. And thou art honeft too

:

I wifli I could be made fo many men.

And all of you clapt up together, in

An Anthony : that I might doe you fervice.

So good as you have done.
Omnes.
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Omnes. 1 he Gods forbid.

jitit. Well, my good Fcllowes, wait on me tonight

:

Scant noc my Cups, and make as much of rfle

As when mine Empire was your Fellow too,

And fuftcrcd my command.
Qleo. Wha: does he mean ?

Eno. To make his followers weep.

Ant. Tend mc to night

;

May be it is the period of your duty,

Haply you lliall not fee me more, or if,

A oiangled H-radow. Perchance to morrow,

You'll lerve another Mafter. I look on you,

As one that takes his leave. Mine honcll Friends,

1 turn you not away, but like a Mafter

Married to your good fervice,ftay till death

:

Tend mc to night two hourcs, I ask no more,

And the gods yield you for'c.

Entb. What mean you (fir)

To give them this difcomfort .' Look, you weep,

And I, an Alfcjam Onion'-ey'd ; for fliamc,

Transforme us not to women.
^rtt^ Ho, ho, ho

:

Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus.

Grace grow where ihofe drops fall (my hearty Friends)

You take me a too dolot'ous a fence ;

For I fpake to you for your comfortj did defire you

To burn this night with Torches : know (my hearts^

I hope well of to morrow, and will lead you,

Where rather Tie expeft vidlorious Life

,

Then Death, and Honour. Let's to Supper, come,

And drown confidcration. Exeunt,

Sntir a 'comfany ofSouUlert.

I .
S"<?/. Brother, good night : to morrow is the day,

2.5«/. It will determine one way : Fare you well.

Heard you of nothing Grange about the ftreets.

Nothing : what ncwes ?

Belike 'tis but a Rumour, good night to you.

Weir fir, good jlight.

Thej meet with other Soitldlerj

Souldicrsj havt carefull Watch.
And you : Good night, good night,

Thejr place themfelves in every corner ofthe Stage.

Here we, and if to morrow
Our Navy thrive, I have an abfolute hope

Our Landmen will ftand up.

I . *Tis a brave Army, and full of purpofe.

LMftJck, ofthe Hohjesis under the Stage.

1. Peace, what noyfc ?

1. Lift, lift.

2. Harke.

1 . Mufick ith' Aire.

3. Under the earth.

It finges wcU, do's it not ?

3. No.
I . Peace I fay : what fhould this mean ?

a. *Tis the god Hercules^ whom s/fnthoHy Ioved>

Now leaves him.

1. Walkc, let's fee if other Watchmen
Doe hear what we doe ?

2. How now, Mailers? Speeik_tcgetber.

Omnes. How now .? how now ? doc you hear this }

I.

s.

I.

2.

I.

Let's fee how it will give off.

'Tis ft range,Omnes. Content

;

Exemit,

Enter Anthony, and C/eopatra, vith othert.

Ant. EroSf mine Armour, Eros.

Cleo. Sleep a little.

-^«f. No, my Chuck : £r«/,comeyTiinc Armour,Erw.
Enter Eros.

Come, good fellow, put thine Iron on.
If Fortune be not ours to day, it is

Becaufe wc brave her. Come.
Cleo. Nay.rie help too, Anthony.

What's this for ? Ah, let be, let be, thou art

The Armourcrxjfmy heart: Falfc,falfe: This, tbif

Sooth-law. rie help : Thus it muft be.
*

^nt. WclI,wclJ, we ftiall thrive now.
Seeft thou my goo<J FcUow. Co put on thy defences.

Sros. Briefly, fir.

Cleo. Is not this buckled well?

Ant. Rarelyi rarely

:

He that unbuckles this, till wc doc pleafe

To doft for our rcpofc, ftiall hear a ftorme.

Thou fumbleft £rosy and my Queen's a Squire

More tight at this: Difpatch. OLove,
That thoucould'ft fee my warres to day, and knew'ft
The Royall Occupation, thou ihould'ft fee

A workman in'r.

Enter an armed Sonldier.

Good morrow to thee, welcome.

Thou look'ft like him that knowes a warlike charge

:

To bufinefle that we love. We rife bctime.

And go to't with delight.

Soul. A thoufand, Sir, early though't be, have on their

Rivetted trim, and ac the Port cxpcft you. Shout.

Trumpets jlourlfh.

Enter Captains and Souldiers.

Alex. The Mom is fair : Good morrow Gcnerall,
All. Good morrow Gencrall.

Ant. *Tis well blown. Lad.

This morning like the fpirit of a youth

That means to be of note, begins betimes.

So, fo : Come give mc that, what ere becomes ofmc.
Fare thee well. Dame, what ere becomes ofm^
This is a Souldiers kiffe : rebukeable.

And worthy fhamcfull check it were, to ftand

On more Mechannick Complement, I'le leavcthce.

Now like a man of Steele, you that will fight.

Follow me dofc, I'le bring you to't : Adieu. Exeunt.
Char. Pleafe you retire to your Chamber ?
Cleo. Lead me

:

tiegoes forth gallantly : that he and Cafar might

Determine this great Warrc in fingle fight
;

Then Anthony ; but now. Well on. Exeunt.

1 . Is't not flrange ?

3. Doe you hear. Matters ? Doc you hear ?

1 . Follow the noyfc fo farre as wc have quarter.

Trumpetsfound. Enter Anthonji *nd Eros,

Eros. The gods make this a happy day to Anthony.

Ant. Would thou, and thofc thy fcanrcs had once pre

To make mc fight at Land. (vail'd,

Eros. Hadft thou done fo>

The Kings that have revolted, and the Souldier

That has this morning left thee, would have ftill

Followed thy heeles.

Ant. Who's gone this morning ?

Eros. Who > one ever near thee, call for Enotarfnt.
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He (liali not hear thee, or from Cufur's Campi

Say I am noneof ihine.

Ant. What fayed thou ?

Sold. Sir, he is with Cafdr.

£res. Sir, his Cherts and Treafurc he has not with him.

Avt. Is he gone ?

Sol Mod certain.

A»t.. Go, Eros^i^nA his Treafure after, doc it»

Detain no jot 1 chaige.thec : write to him,

(I will fubfcfibe) gentle adieus, and greetings

:

Say, that I wirti he never find more caufe

To change a Mafter. Oh my fortunes have

Corrupted honeft men. Difpatch, Eros. Exit.

Enter Agrippa, Cafar, rvUh EnobarbHl^

and Dolahella.

Crf/. Go forth, A^rippay znd begin the fight:

Our will is AhthoKjthc took alive:

Maiceitfoicnown.

Agrip. Cafavy I Hiall.

Caf. The time of univerfall peace is near

,

Prove this a profp'rous day, the thrce-nook'd world

Shall bear the Olive freely.

E/itfr a Mejfc»?er.

Mef. Anthony is come into the held.

C-tf, Go charge Agrlppa^

Plant, thofe that have i evoltcd in the Van,

That Anthony iwi'j feem to fpend his Fury

Uponhimfelf, t.xemt.

Enob. AlexM did revolt, and went to Jmry on

Affaires of Anthony ; there did diffwadc

Great Utrod to incline himfelf to C^far^

And leave his Matter Antkotiy. For this pains

Cifitr hath hang'd. him : Camidttu and the tcft

That fell away, have entertainment, but

No honourable truft .- I have done ill.

Ofwhich 1 doe accufe my felf fo forely^

That I will joy no more.

Enter a Soldier of Q^^Ars.

Sol. EnobarhtUy Anthony

Haih after thee fenc all thy Treafure, with

His bounty over-plus. ThcMcflcnger

Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now
Unloading of his Mules.

Eno. 1 give it you.

Sol. Mock not, Enobarbta,

I tell you true : Beft you faf't the hringer

Out of the hoart, I muft attend mine Office,

Or would liave done't my felf. Your Emperor

Continues ftill a Jove. Exit.

Ertob. I am alone the Villain of the Earth,

And feclc I am fo moft. Oh Anthony^

i Thou Mine ofbqunty,how wouldft thou have payed

I
My better fervicc', when my turpitude

Thou doft fo Grown with Gold. This blowes my heart

If fwift thought break it not : a fwifted mean
Shall out-(trik6 thought, but thought will do't. I fecle

1 fight againft thee : No, 1 will go feek

Some Ditch, where to dye : thefoul'ft bcft fits

My latter part of life. Exit.

Alarum. Drummes and Trumpets.

Enter Agrippa.

Agrip. Retire, we have engag'd our felves too farre :

Ciftir himfelf has work, and our opprefifion

lExceeds.what we expected. Exit.

Alarums.
Enter Anthony

.^ and Scarus wounded.
Scftr. O my brave Emperour, this is fought indeed,

Had we done fo at firft, we had droven them home
With Clouts about their head. Farre of,

^»?. Thou blced'it apace. I

Scar. I had a wound here that vta like a T,
But now 'tis made an H.

Ant. They doe retire.

Scar. We'd beat'cm into Bench-holes, I have yet

Room for fix fcotches more.

Enter Eros.

Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our advantage fervcs

For a fair viftory.

Scar. Let us fcore their backs,

And fnatch'cm up,as we take Hares behind,

'Tis a fport to maule a Runner.

Ant. 1 will reward thee

Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold

For thy good valour. Come thee on.

Scar, rie halt after. Exeunt.

Alarum. Enter Anthonv again in a Marchj
ScaruSy with ethcKf.

Ant. We have beat him to his Camp : Run one
Before, and let the Queen know ofour guefts : to morrow
Before the Sun (hall fee's, we'll fpill the blood

That has to day cfcap'd. I thank you all,

For doughty handed are you, and have fought

Not as you ferv'd the Caufe, but as't bad been

Each mans like mine : you have fliewn all HeBorSy

Enter the Citty, clip your Wives, your Friends,

Tell them your feats, whifft they with joyfull teares

Wafii the congealement from your wounds, and kiffe

The honour'd gafhes whole.

Enter Cleopatrtt.

Give me thy liand,

To this great Faiery, Tie commend thy a£ts.

Make her thanks blcffc thee. O thou day oth' world

,

Chain mincarm'd neck, leap thou. Attire and all

.Through proof of Ha rncfTe to my part, and there

Ride on the paints triumphing.

Cleo. Lord of Lords,

Oh infinite Virtue, com'ft thou fmiling from
The worlds great fnare uncaught.

Ant. My Nightingale,

We have beat thcra to their Beds.

What, Girl, though gray

Do fomething mingle with our younger brov«'n,yet ha we
A brain that nourillics our Nerves, and can

Get gole forgolc of youth. Behold this man.

Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand,

Kiffc it my Warriour : He hath fought today,

As if a god in hateof Mankind, had

Dcftroyed in fuch a fhapc,

Cleo'. rie give thee. Friend,

An Armour all of Gold : it was a Kings.

Ant. He has deferv'd it, were it Carbunklcd

Like holy /'Aa'^/« Carre. Give me thy hand.

Through Alexandria make a jolly March,

Bear our hackt Targets, like the men that owe them.

Had our great Palace the capacity

To Camp this hoafi, we all would fup together,

And diink Carowfes to the next daycs Fate

Which
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Which promifes Royall penll. Trumpeters

With brazen dinnc b)aft you the Cities care*

Mike mingle wich our ratling Taboutines,

That heaven and earth may (hike chcir founds together,

Applauding our reproach. Exeunt,

Enter a Century., «nd hit Comfatij., Enobarhus foUowet.

Cent. If we be not reliev'd within this hourc,

We murt return to ih' Court of Guard : the night

Is ("hiny, and they fay, we (liall embattle

By th' fecond houre ith' Morn.

1. cratch. Thislaft day was a flirewdc one to's.

S»i>i>. Oh bear me witnelTe night.

2. What man is this ?

1 . Stand dofe, and lift him.

E»i}i>. Be witnedc to me (O thou blefled Moon)

When men revolted Hiail upon Record

Bear hatefuil jnemory : poor SnebarbM did

Before thy face repent.

Cent. Enobarbiu ?

3. Peace : hatke further.

Enob. Oh Soveraign Miftris of true Melancholly,

The poyfonous damp of night difpunge upon me,

That life, a very Rebel to my will.

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart

Againft the flint and hardnefle of my fault.

Which being dried -Nith grief, will break to powder,

And finilT^ all foule thoughts : Oh Anthonj/j

Nobler then my revolt is infamous.

Forgive me in thine own particular,

But let the world rank me in Rcgiftcr

A Mafter leaver, and a fugitive :

Oh eyinthonj ! Oh Anthony !

1. Let's fpeak to him.

Cent. Let's hear him, for the things hefpeaks

May concern Cafar.

2. Let's doe fo, but 'he deeps.

Cent. Swoonds rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his

Was never yet for flcep.

1, Go we to him.

2. Awake, fir, awake, fpeak to us.

1. Hear you, fir ?

Cent. The hand of death hath raught him,

DrHmmes afarre off.

Hatke how the Drummcs demurely wake the flcepers

:

Let us bear him to th' Court of Guard : he is of note

:

Our hour is fully out.

2. Come on then, he may recover yet. Sxtunt.

Enter Anthony., and ScaruSy mth their t/frmy.

Ant, Their preparation is to day by Sea,

We pleafe them not by Land,

Scar» For both, my Lord.

Ant. I would thcy'ld figh: ith' Fire, or ith' Aire,

Wc'ld fight there too. But this it is, our Foot

Upon the hills adjoyning to the City

Shall ftay with us. Order for Sea is given,

They have put forth the haven :

Where their appointment we may bcft difcover,

And look on their endeavour. Exeitijt.

Enter Cdfar^ Aad hit Army.

€Uf. But being charg'd, we will be ftill by Land,

Which as I tak't we (hall, for his bcft force

Is fonh to Man his Gallics. To the Valcs>

And hold our bcil advantage. Exeunt.
AUrttm afarre off.^ai at a Sta-fight.

Enter Anthony., and. Seanu
Ant. Yet they arc not joyn'd :

Where yond Pine docs ftand,! fliall difcover all.

1 le bring the word (traight, how 'tis like to go. E*»*
Scar. Swailowes have built

In Cleofatraes Sailcs their ncfts. The Atiguries

Say, they know not, they cannot tell, look grimly.

And dare not fpeak their knowledge. AHthtny
Is valiant, and dejefled, and by (tarts

His fretted Fortunes give him hope and fear

Of what he has, and has not.

Snter Anthony.

Ant. AH is loft:

This foule ty££yptian liath betrayed me

!

My Fleet hath yielded to the Foe, and yonder.

They call their Caps up, and Carowfc together

Like friends longjoft. Tripple-turn'd Whore, 'cii thou

Haft fold me to this Novice, and my heart

Makes onely Warres on thee. Bid them all flye:

For when I am reveng'd upon my Charme,
I have done all. Bid them all flye, be gone.

Oh Sun, thy uprife fliall I fee no more ;

Fortune and Anthony part here, even here

Doe we ftiake hands ? All come to this? The hearts

That pannelled me at heeles, to whom I gave

Their wi(Ties,doc dis-Candy,mclt their fweets

On blofloming C'^f'"' ' ^'^d this Pine is barkt.

That over-topt them all. Betray'd I am.

Oh this falfe foule oit/Egyft ! this grave Charme,
Whofc eye beck'd forth my Wars, and call'd them hotne :

Whofe Bofomc was my Crownet, my chiefend,

Like a right Gypde, hath at faft and loofe

Beguil'd me, to the very heart of lofle.

What Er«, Erw f

Enter ^leofatra.

Ah, thou Spell ! Avant.

C/«. Why is my Lord cnrag'd againk his Lova ?

Ant. Vanifhjor I fhall give thee thy defei vmg.
And blcmifh Cafars Triumph. Let him take thee.

And hoift thee up to th' fhouting Tlebeians,

Follow his Chariot, like the greatcft fpot

Of all thy Sex. Moft Monfter»likc be fticvwn

For poor'ft Diminutives, for Dolts, and let

Patient O^av'ia plough thy vifage up
With her prepared nailes. E«/V Cleopatra.

'Tiswell th'art gone.

If it be well to live. But better 'twere

Thou ftirft into my fury, for one death

Might have prevented many. Erw, hoa t

The ftiirt of Neffm is upon me, teach me
AletdeSy thou mine Anccftor, thy rage.

Let me lodge Llcas on the horns oth' Moon,

And with thofe hands that grafpt the heaviest Club,

Subdue my worthieft felf : the Witch fhall dye

:

To the young Roman Boy ftie hath fold me, and I fall

Under his plot: ftie dyes fort. Er«, hoa? Er/r.

Snter Cleepatray Charmia/ty Iras, L^iardian.

Cleo. Help me,my Woman : Oh he 1$ more mad
Then Telamon for his Shield, the Boar of Thtffaly

Was never fo iinboft.

Char. To th' Monument, there lock your felf.

And fend him word ycu arc dead

:

Bbbb J The
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The foule and body rive not more \\\ part'uig,

Then grcacncffe going off.

peo. To th' Monument

:

/Uardiaft, go tell him I have flain my felf :

Say, that the laft I Ipoke was AitthoHy^

And woid it(piethce)pittiouny. Hence, hlard'ian,

And bring me how he cakes my death to th' Monument.

Exeunt.

Enter Anthony, and Eros.

Ant. Eresy thou yet behold'lt me ?

Eros. J, Noble Lord.

Ant. Sometime we fee a cloud that's Dragonifli,

A vapour fometime, like a Bear, or Lyon,

A toward Cittadell, a pendant Rock,

A forked Mountain, or blew Promontory

Wich Trees upon't, ihat nodde unto the world,

And mock our eyes with Aire.

Thou liart feen thefe fignes.

They are black Vcfpei's Pageants.

Sros. I, my Lord.

AKt, That which is now a Horfe,evcn with a thought

The Rack d)flimcs,and makes it indiftinft

As water i5 in water.

Eros. It do'sjmy Lord.

A>2t. My oood Knave, £r<7/, now thy Captain is

Even fuch a body : here I am Anthony,

Yet cannot hold this vifible fh3pe(my Knave)

I made thefe warrcs for <vf^7/>r, and the Qiieen»

Whofe heart 1 thought 1 had, for Hie had mine ;

Which wliirit it was mine, had anncxt unco't

A Million moe ( now lolt : ) flie, Eros^ has

Pack: Cards wich C'^f'^rs, and falfe plaid my Glory

Unto an Enemy's triumph.

Nay, weep not, gentle Erw, there is left us

Our [elves to end our felves.

Enter M^rdlan,

Oh thy vilde Lady, (lie has robb'd me of my Sword,

Mar. No, Anthony,

My Miftris lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled

With thine imirely.

Ant. Henccjfawcy Eunuch,pcace,{he hath betraid me,

And fliall dye the death.

Mar. Death of one petfon can be paid but once>

And that ilie hasdifcharg'd. What thou would'ft doe

Is done unto thy hand : the lad flie fpakc

Was Anthony^ mo(i Noble Anthony :

Then in the midft a tearing groan did break

The mmzoi Anthony, it was divided

Between her heart and lips : (he tendred life

Thy name fo buried in her.

Ant. Dead then ?

Mar. Dead.

Ant. Unarme, Eros, the longdayes taske is done.

And we muftfleep : that thou depart'ft hence fafc

Does pay thy labour richly : go. Exit Mardlan.
Oh, pluck off.

The fevcn-fold fliield oi Ajax cannot keep

The battery from my heart. Oh cleave my fides.

Heart, once be ftronger then thy Continent,

Crack thy frailc Cafe. Apace, £>«, apace

:

No more a Souldier : bruifed pieces go,

You have bin Nobly born. From me awhile. Exit Eros

I will o'rc-take thee, Cleopatra, and
Weep for my^ardon. So it muft be, for novtf

All length is Torture: fince the Torch is out,

Lye down and ftray no farther. Now all labour

Marrcs what it does : yea, very force entangles
It felf with ftrength : Scale then and ail is done.
Eros ? 1 come, my Q^uccn. Eros ? Say for me,

*

Where Soulcs doe couch on Flowersj we'll han'd in hand
And with our fprightly Port make the Ghoftes oaze : '

Dido, and her tA^neM Iliail want Troops, ^

And all the haunt be ours. Come Eros, Eros.

Enter Eros.

Eros. What would my Lord ?

Ant. Since Cleopatra died,

I have liv'd in fuch dirhonour,that the gods
Detelt my bafenelTe. I, that with my Sword,
Quarter'd the World, and o're-green Nepnincs back
With Ships, made Citties ; condemn my felf, to lack
The Courage of a Woman, leffe Noble minde
Then rhe which by her death, our Cafar tells

I am Conqueror of my felf. Thou art fworn Erw,
That when the exigent fhould come, which now
Is come indeed : when I fliould fee behind me
Th'inevitable profecution of difgracc and horrour.
That on my command, thou then would'ft kill me.
Do't, the time is come : thou ftrik'ft not me,
'TisCrf/«r thou defeat'ft. Put colour in my cheek.

Eros. The gods with-hold me,
Shall 1 doe that which all the 'Parthian Darts,

(Though Enemy) loftayme, and could not.

Ant. EroSj

Would'ft thou be window'd in great Rome, and fee

Thy Mafter thus with plcacht Armes, bending down
His corrigible neck, his face fubdu'd

To penetrative iTiamc ; whil'ft the whecl'd feat

Of fortunate Cafar drawn before him, branded
Hisbafeneffe that enfued.

Eros. 1 would not fee'r.

Ant. Come then : for with a wound I muft be cut'd.

Draw that thy honeft Sword which thou haft worn
Moft ufefull for thy Country.

Eros. Oh, fir, pardon me,
Ant.Whin I did make thee free,fwor'ft thou not then

To doe this when I bad thee ? Doe it at once.

Or thy precedent Services are all

But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come.
Eras. Turn from me then that Noble countenance.

Wherein the wotfhi'p of the whole world lies.

Ant. Loe thee,

Sros. My Sword is drawn.

Ant. Then let it doe at once

The thing why thou haft drawn it.

Eras. My dear Matter,

My Captain, and my Emperour. Let me fay

Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, farewell.

Ant. Tisfaid man, and farewell.

Eros. Farewell great Chief. Shall I ftrike now./

A;jt. Now, Sros. Kills himfelf*

Eros. Why there then .•

Thus I doe efcape the forrow of Anthtn/s death.

Ant. Thricc-Noblerthen my felf.

Thou teachcft me : Oh valiant Eros, what

I fhouldj and could'ft not, my Qiieen and Eras

Have by their brave inl^ruflion got uponmc
A Nobleneffe in Record. But I will be

A Bride-groom in my death, and run into'c

As to a Lovers bed. Come then, and EroSy

Thy Mafter dies thy Schollar : to doc thus

f learnt of thee. How, not dead? not dead ?

The Guard, how f oh dirpat<:h me.
Enter

I
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Enter a Guard.

1

.

Guard. VVIuc's the noyfe ?

tyf»t. 1 have done my work, ill fiiends

:

Oh injkc an end ofwhat I have begun.

2. The Stairc is fain.

1 . And time is at his Period.

All. Alafs, and woe.

Ant. Let him that loves me, (liike mc dead.

1. Not I.

2. Nor I.

J, Noi- any one. Exeunt.

Deere. Tliy death and fortunes bid thy followers flyc.

This Sword but fliewn to C«/4r with this tidings,

Shall enter me with him.

Enter Diomedes,

D'lo. Where's Anthonj ?

Deere. There,P;£»»<f</,tliere,

Diom. Lives he.? wilt thou not anfwer man .'

Ant. Art thou tliere, D/siw?//?

Draw thy fword, andgive mc
Sufficing ftrokcs for death.

Dlo. Moft abfolute Lord ,

My Mifiris Cleopatra fcnt me to thee.

Ant. When did llic fend thee ?

D'lom. Now, my Lord,

ylnt. Where is Hie ? (fearc

2)/"ow.Lockt in her Monument:fhe had a Prophcfying
Of what hath come to pafle : for when (lie faw

(Which never Hnall be found) you did fufpe<5t

She had difpos'd wiih Crf/>r,and that your rage

V Voiild not be purg'd, (he fent you word flie was dead :

But fearing fmce how it might work, hath fenc

Me to prodaime the truth, and I am come
I dread, too late.

.Ant."Ton latfjgocd "D'lomed : call my Cuardl prethcc,

Dlo. What hoa : the Emperours Guard.

The Guard, what hoa ? Come, your Lord calls.

Enter four or five of the Guard of Anthony.

yint. Bear me, good Friends, where C/fo^^tfr/i bides,

'Tis the laft fcrvice that I ftiall command you.

I. Woe, woe are we, fir, you may not live to wear

All your true Followers out.

Jill. Moft heavy day.

Ant. Nay, good my fellowes, do not pleafefliarp fate

To grace it with your lorrowes. Bid that welcome
Which comes topunilhus, and we punilliit

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up,

I have led you oft, carry me now, good friends,

And have my thanks for all. Exeunt bear'tngAnthony.

Enter C/eopatra, and her Maids aloft, with
Charmlan, and Jras,

Cleo. Oh Charmlatty I will never go from hence.

Char, Be comforted, dear Madam,
Cleo. No, I will not

:

AH ft range and terrible events are welcome.

But comforts we defpife ; our fize of forrow
Proportion'd to our caufe, muft be as great

As that which makes it.

Inter Dlomed.
How now ? is he dead ?

Diom. His deaths upon him, but not dead.

Look out oth' other fide your Monument,
His Guard have brought him hither.

Enter AHthonjff and the Guard.

Cleo. O Sun,

Burn the great Sphere thou mov'ft in, darkling Hand
The varving (horc oth' world, O Antony, ^mony^Autauy,

Help, Cbarmian, help, Iras, help-: help, friends,

Below, let's draw him hither.

Ant. Peace,

Not Cafars Valour hath oVe-thrown Anthony,

Bitt Anthony hath Triumpht on it fclf.

Cleo. So it HioulH he.

That none but Anthony ihould conquer Anthony,

But woe 'tis fo.

Ant, I am dying, fAgypt, dying : onely

I hete importune death awhile, unciii

Of many thoufand kiffcs the poor laft

Hay upon thy lips.

Cleo. I dare not. Dear,

Dear my Lord pardon : 1 dare nor,

Lcaft I be taken : not th'Imperious rticw

Of the full-fortun'd Cafar,cvei flia!!

Be broach'd with mc, if Knife, Drugs, Serpents have
Edge, fting, or operation, I am fafe

:

Your Wife OEiavia, with her modeft eyes,

And ftill condufion, Ihall acquire honour

Demuring upon me : but, come, comc, Anthony^

Help me, my women, we muft draw thee up

:

AfTiftjgood friends.

Ant. Oh quick, or I am gone,

Cleo. Here's fport indeed :

How heavy weighs my Lord ?

Our ftrengch is all gone irito heavinefTc,

That makes the weight. Had I great Jww's power,

The ftrong wing'd Mercury ftiould fetcii thee up.

And fet thee by Jove's fide. Yet come a little,

Wifhers were ever Fooles. Oh come, come, comc.

They heave Anthony aloft to Cleopatra.

And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou haft liv'd.

Quicken with killing : had my lips that power.

Thus would I wear them out.

All. A heavy fight.

Ant. I am dying,e/£fyp/-, dying.

Give me fomc Wine, and let me fpcak a little.

Cleo. No, let mc fpeak, and let me railc fo high.

That thefalfc Hufwife, Fortune, break her Wheele,

Provok'd by my offence.

Ant. One word (fweet Queen)

Of C<r/4r feck your honour, with youtfafety. Ob.
Cleo, They doc not go together.

Ant. Gentle, hear me.

None about Cafar truft, but Proculelus,

Cleo. My Refolution,and my hands, I'Jc truft.

None about Cafar.

iA«t. The miferable change now at my cnrf.

Lament nor forrow at : but picafe your thoughts

In feeding them with thofe my former Fortunes

Wherein I lived. The gteatcft Prince oth' world,

The Noblcft : and doc not bafely dye,

Nor Cowardly put of my Helmet to

My Countryman. A Roman, by a Remau

Valiantly vanquifli'd. Now my fpirit is going,

I can no more,

Cleo. Noblcft ofmen, woo't die ?

Haft thou no care of me, fliall I abide

In this dull world, which in thy abfence is

No better then a Stye ? Oh fee, my women •

The Crown oih' earth doth melt. My Lord/

Oh withcr'd is the Garland of the Wavrc.

The
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The Souldiers pole is fain : young Boyes and Giiles

Are Icveil now with men : The oddes is gone,

And there u nothing left remarkable

Beneath the vifiting Moon,

Char. Oh quietnefle, Lady.

IraK She's dead too, oui Soveraign.

char. Lady.

Iras. Madam.

char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam.

Ir^s. Royall v«^;F : Empreffe.

Char. Peace, peace, Iras.

CUo. No more but in a WoiTi3n,and commandcc

By fiich poor palfion, as the Maid that Milks,

And does the mcaneft chares. It were for me-

To throw my Scepter at the injurious gods,

Totel! them that this World did cquall theirs,

Till they had ftoln our Jewel. All's hut naught

:

Patience is fottidi, and impatience docs

Become a Dog that's mad : then is it fin.

To rufli intothe feciet houfe of death,

Ere death dare come to us ? How doc you, Women ?

What, what "ood cheer ? Why how tiovi,Ch(trmlan ?

My Noble Girles ? Ah women, women \ Look,

OiirLamp is fpenr,jt's out. Good firs, take heart,

We'll bury him : And then, what's brave, what NoblCj

Let's do't after the high %oman fafhion,

And make death proud to take us. Come,away,

This cafe of that huge Spirit now is cold.

Ah women, women l Come, we have no friend

But Refolution, and the briefeft end.

ExeitHti harif!£ of A»thomes body.

Enter Cafar^^grlppa., VollahellayMenas^mth

his QoHnfel of fVarre.

C.<efar. Goto him Dolahllay bid hiin yield,

Being fo fruftrate, tell him,

He mocks the pawfes that he makes.

Dol. Cafar, I fliall.

Enter Decretas rv'tth the fword of Attthonf.

C<t/. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dai'fl

Appear thus to us?

Dec. 1 am call'd Decretas^

Mark, Anthony I fet v'd, who bcfl was worthy

Beft to be ferv'd : whil'H he ftood up, and fpoke

He was my Mafter, and I wore my life

To Ipend upon his haters. If thou plcafe

To take me to thee, as 1 was co him,

Tie be to Cafar : if thou plcafeft not, I yield thee up my

C<tf. What is't thou fay'ft > (life.

Dec. 1 fay (Oh Cafar) Anthony \%Atzd.

Caf. The breaking of fo great a thing, llaould make

A greater crack. The round World

Should have fliook Lyons into civil (Irects,

And Citizens to their dennes. The death oi Anthony

Is not a finglc doome, in the name lay

A moity of the world.

Dec. He is dead, Cafar.,

Not by a publick minifter of Juftice,

Nor by a hired Knife, but that felf-hand

Which writ his honour in the A(ftsitdid,

Hath with tlie Courage which the heart did lend ir^

Splittcd the heart. This is his Sword,

I robb'd. his wound of it : behold it (tain'd

With his moft Noble blood.

C<e/. Look you, fad friends,

The gods rebuke me, but Jt is a Tidings

To wafli the eyes of Kings.

Dol. And ftrange it is.

That Nature muft compell us to lament
Our moft perfilled deeds.

Men. His taints and honours may equall with him.
Di'/. A Rarer fpirit never

Did (here humanity : but you gods will give us
Some faults to make us men. C<tfar is touch'd.

Men. When fuch a fpaciousMirror's fet before him
He needs muft fee himfelf.

Cttf. Oh Anthony^

I have followed thee to this, but we do launch
Difeafes in our Bodies. I niuft perforce

Have fhewn to thee fuch a declining day.

Or look on thine : we could not ftall together,

In the whole world. But yet let me lament
Withteares as Soveraign as the blood of hearts,

That thou my brother, my Competitor,
In top of all dcfign ; my Mate in Empire,
Friend and Companion in the front of Warre,
The Arme ofmine own Body, and the heart

Where mine his thoughts did kindle ; that our Starres

Unreconcilable, fliould divide our cqualnefie to this,

I
Hear me, good friends,

But I will tell you at fome inceter Seafon,

The bufincfle of this man looks out of him,
We'll hear biin w,hat he fayes.

Enter a» i/£gyfttan.

Whence are you ?

^.Zyh ^ poof t^gypti'an yet, the Qiicen uiy Miftris
Conhn'd in all, flic has her Monuoient
Of thy intents, defires, inftrudlion.

That flic preparedly may frame her felf

To th' way (he's forc'd to.

^af. Bid her have good liearr.

She foon fliall know of us, by fome ofours,

How honourable, and how kindly we
Determine for her.For Cafar cannot leave to be ungentle

«^i'7/'' So the gods prefcrvc thee. E.xit.

Ctcf Come hither Procu/etus, go and fay

Wepufpofcherno fliame:give her what comforts

The quality of hcrpalTion fhall require ;

Lcaii in her greatnefle, by fome mortall fttokc

She doe defeat us. For her life in Rome
Would be ctcrnall in our triumph : go.

And with your fpeedieft bring us what (ht faycs,

And how you find of her.

Fro. e<f/ar, I fliall. t.vit Proculeiuf.

C<tf. Galius, go you along : whcrc's DoMe/la, to fe-

cond Procufe'ius ?

Jill DoUbelU.

Ctf. Let him alone : for I remember now
How he's cmploy'd : he fliall in time be ready.

Go with me to my Tent, where you fliall fee

How hardly I was drawn into this Warre,

Howcalme and gentle I proceeded ftill

In all my Writings. Go with me, and fee

What I can (hew in this. Exeunt.

Enter Clcofatra^Charrn'mn ^ IrxSy and M^rdiar..

Cleo. My dcfolation does begin to make

A better life : 'Tis paltry to be Cafar :

Not being fortune, he's but fortunes knave,

A minifter of her will and it is great
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To doc that thing that ends aJl other deeds,

Which (hackles accidents, and bolts up change ;

Which fleeps, and never pallats more the dung.

The Beggar's Nuife,and C<t[itrs.

Enter ProcitUiMS.

Pro. frf/rfr fends greeting to the Queen o(t/££)rpt.

And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands

Thou niean'ft to have him grant thee.

Cleo. What's thy name ?

Pro. My name is ProcuWitu.

Cleo. Anthonj

Did tell me of you, bad me truft you, but

I doc not greatly care co be deceiv'd

That have no ufe fortrufting. IfyourMaflcr

Would have a Queen his Beggar, you muft tell him,

That Majtfty, to keep decorum^ muft

No leflc be ggt then a Kingdoms : if he picafc

To give me conquer 'd ty£gjrpt for my Son,

He gives me fo much of mine own, as I

Will kncele to him with thankJ.

Pro. Be ofgood cheer :

Y'are fain into a Princely hand, fear nothing.

Make your full reference freely to my Lord,

Who is full of Grace, that it ftowes over

On all that need. Let me report to him
Your fwcet dependency, and you (hall find

A Conqueror that will pray in aid for kiodnefrc,

Where he for Grace is kneel'd co.

Cleo. Pray you rell him,

I am his Fortunes ValTall, and I fend him

The greatncflc he has got. I hourely learn

A Dodrinc of Obedience. And would gladly

Look him ith' Face.

Pro, This rie report (dear Lady)

Havecomfort, for 1 know your plight is pittied

Ofhim that caus'd ic.

Char. You fee how cafily fhc may be furpris'd

:

Guard her till C<tfar come.

Iras. Royall Queen.

Char. Oh Cleopatra^ thou art taken Queen,

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands.

Tre. Hold, worthy Lady, hold

:

Doe not your felf fuch wrong, who arc in this

Reliev'd, but not bctraid.

C/fc.Whatofdcath too that rids our dogs of languilh?

Pt 0. Cleopatra^ doe not abufc my Mafteis bounty, by

Th'undoingof yourfclf: Let the world fee

His Nobleneffe wellafled, which your death

Will never let come forth.

Cleo. Where art thou. Death ?

Ccme hither, come : Come, and ake a Queen
VVorth many Babes and Beggars.

Pro. Oh temperance, Lady.

Cleo. Sir, 1 will cat no meat, I'lc not drink, (ir ;

If idle talk will once be neccffary

rie not fleep neither. This morcall houfc I'le mine,

Doe Cafar what he can. Know, fir, that I

VVill not wait pinnion'd at your Mafters Court,

Not once to be chaftis'd with the fober eye

Of dull OUsvia. Shall they hoift me up.

And (hew me to the ftioucing Varlotry

Ofcenfuring Rome ? rather a ditch in tAgjpt.

Be gentle, grave, unco roe : rather on Nylus mudde
Lay mc ftark nak'd, and let the water-Flics

Blow me into abhorring ; rather make

My Countrcys high Pyramids my Gibbet,

And hang meup in Chains.

Pro. You doe extend

Thefe thoughts of horrour further then you (hall

Finde caufc in Ctefar.

Enter DotahtlU.

Dol. Proculeittt,

What thou haft done, thy Maftcr Ctfar knowcs.

And he hath fent for thee : as for the Queen,
rtcuke her to my Guard.

Pro. So Doidiella

It (hall content me beft : be gentle to her ;

To Cafar 1 will fpeak what you ftiall pleafe,

If you'll employ me to him. Exir Trocultltu

Cleo. Say. I would dye.

Dol. Moft Noble EmprefTc, you have heard of me.

Cleo. 1 cannot tell.

Dol. Afluredly you know me.

Cleo. No matter, fir, what I have heard or known :

You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreames,

fs'tnot your trick?

Dol. I underftand not. Madam.
Cleo. I dreamt there was an Emperour Anthot^,

Oh fuch another deep, that I might fee

But fuch another man.

Vol. If it might pleafe ye.

Cleo. His face was as the havens, and therein ftuck

A Sun and Moon, which kept their courfe,and lighted

The little oth' Earth.

Dol. Moft Soveraign Creature.

Cleo. His Legs beftrid the Ocean, his rear'd Arnic

Crcftcd the world : his voyce was propertied

As all the tuned Spheres, and that to friends

:

But when he meant to quailc,and ftiake the Orbe,

He was as ratling Thunder, For his bounty.

There was no winter in't. An AMtbonj it was.

That grew the more by reaping : his delights

Were Dolphin-likc, they ftiew'd his l»ck above

The Element they liv'd in ; In his Livery

Walk'd Crowns and Crownets : Realmcs and Iflands

Asplatesdroptfrom his pocket.

Dol. Cleopatra.

Cleo. Think you there was, or might be fuch a man
As this I dreamt of ?

Dol. Gentle Madam, no.

Cleo. You Lye up to the hearing ofthe gods

:

But if there be, or ever were one fuch

Its paft the fizc of dreaming : Nature wants (tuffe

To vyc ftrangc formes with fancy, yet t'imagine

An AHthenj with Natures piece, 'gamtt Fancy,

Condemning (hadowes quite.

Dol. Hear me, good Madam :

Your lofle is as you felf, great ; and you bear it

As anfwcri'ng to the wei'^jht, would 1 might never

O're-take purfu'd fucccflc : but I doe feel

By the rebound of yours, a grief that fuiis

My very heart at root.

Cleo. I thank you, fir :

Know you what C'f*^ meancs to doc with me ?

Dot. I am loth to tell you what, I would you knew.

Cleo. Nay, pray you, fir.

Dot. Though he be honourable.

Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph.

Dol. Madam, he will, I know't.

E»ter ProcMleiut^Cafar^ Gallmiy Mecenat^

and otiters of his Train.

All. Make vyay there, C4r/4r.

) Cafar
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Caf. Which is the Queen of t/^^Z/'f.

Dot. It is the Emperor, Madam. C/*». kjtetlcs.

Caf. Arife, you rfiall not kncele :

I pray you rife, rife o^gypt.

Cleo. Sir, the gods will have it thus,

My Mafterand my Lord I much obey,

Cef. Take to you no hard thoughts.

The Record of what injuries you did us.

Though written in our nefh, ws fhall reoiember

As things but done by chance.

Cleo. Sole Sir oth' world,

I cannot projeft mine own caufe fo well

To make it dear, but doe confefTe 1 have

Been laden with like frailties, which before

Have often ftiam'd our Sex,

Caf. Cleopatra, know.

We will extenuate rather then inforce

:

If you apply your felf to our intents.

Which towards you are moft gentle, you fhall findc

A benefit in this change, but if you feck

To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking

^«r/>»«/scoorfo,you fhall bereave yot^rfelf

Ofmy good purpofes, and put your Children

To that deftruftion which Tie guard them from.

If thereon you rclye. i'le take my leave.

C/eoJind may through all the world:'tis youis,and we

Your Scutcheons, and your figns of Conqucft fhall

Hang in what place you plcafc. Here, my good Lord.

Caf. You fhall advife me in all for Cleopatra.

Cleo. This is the brief: of Money, Plate, and Jewels

I am polfeft of, 'tisexaftly valued.

Not petty things admitted. Whereas Seleucus ?

SeleM. Here, Madam.

Cleo. This IsmyTreafurcr, lethimfpeak (my Lord)

Upon his perill, thai I have referv'd

To my felf nothing. Speak the truth, Selencus,

Seleu. Madam, I had rather feale my lips.

Then to my perill fpeak that which is not.

Cleo. What have I kept back ?

Sel. Enough to purchafe what you have made known.

Cdf. Nay, blufh not, C/^efii/r4, 1 approve

Your wifcdome in the deed.

Cleo. See Cafar : Oh behold.

How pomp is followed : mine will now be yours,

Andfhoutd we fhift Eftatcs, yours would be mine.

The ingratitude of this Sehiseus^ do's

Even make me wilde. Oh Slave, of no more trufl

Then love that's hir'd ? What,goeft thou back,thoU fhalt

Go back I warrant thee : but i'le catch thine eyes

Though they had wings. Slave, foulc-kffe. Villain, Dog,

O rarely bafe •

Caf. Good Q^ieen, let us entreat you.

Cleo. O C<c/<fr, what a wounding fhamc is this,

That thou voQchfafing here to vifit me.

Doing the honour of thy Lordlinefle

To one fo meek, that mine own Servant fhould

Parcel the fumme of my difgraces, by

Addition of bis Envy ! Say (good Cafar)

That I fome Lady-trifles have referv'd,

Immoment toycs, things of fuch Dignity

As we greet modern friends withall, and fay

Some Nobler token I have kept apart

For Llvla and OElavla^ to induce

Their meditation, muft I be unfolded

With one that I have bred : the gods I it fmites mc
Beneath the fall I have. Prcthee go* hence,

,

Or I fhall fhew the Cyndcrs of my fpirits

Through th afhcsofmy chance : Wet't thou a man.
Thou would'fl have mercy on me.

Caf, Forbear, SeleacHs.

Cleo. Be it known,thaEwethe ercateft are mif-thought
For things that others doe : and when we fall.

We anfwer otheis merits, in our name
Are therefore to be pittied,

Caf. Cleopatra,

Not what you have referv'd, nor what acknowledg'd
Put we ith' Roll of Conqueft : K\\\ bc't yours,
Beftow it at your picafurc, and believe

Cafar's no Merchant, to make prize with you
Of things that Merchants fold. Therefore be cheer'd.
Make not your thoughts your prifons : No, dear Qiiecn
For we intend fo to difpofe you, as

'>•
»

Your felf fhall give us counfell: Feed, and fleep;
Our care and pitty is fo much upon you.
That we remain your friend, and fo adieu.

Cleo. My Maf^er, and my Lord.
Caf. Not fo: Adieu.

^xtmt Cafar, and his tra'ta,
Cleo. He words me, Girles, he words me.

That I fhould not be noble to my felf.

But haike thee. Charm!a».
Iras. Finifh, good Lady, the bright day is done,

And we arc for tha darke.

Cleo. Hyc thee again.

I have fpoke already, and it is provided
,

Go put it to the hafie.

C;harm, Madam, I will.

Enter Dolahella.

Dot, Where's the Queen ?

Char. Behold, fir.

Cle». DoMella.
Dot. Madam, as thereto fwom, by your command

(Which my love makes Religion to obey)

I tell you this : ^rf/^r through Sjriit

Intends bis journey, and within three dayes.

You with your Chikiren will he fend before.

Make your beft ufe of this. I have perform'd
Your pleafurc, and my promife.

Clo. DolabelU, I fhall remain your debtor.

Dol. I your Servant :

Adieu, good Q^ueen, I muft attend on Cafar. Exit.
Cleo. Farew/ell, and thanks.

Now, Iras, what think'fl thou ?

Thou, an v/£gjptian Puppet, fhalt be fhcwn
In %ome as well as 1 : Mechanick Slaves

With greafie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers fhall

Uplift us to the view. In their thick breaths.

Rank ofgrolTe Diet, (hall we be enclouded.

And forc'd to drink their vapour.

Iraf. The gods forbid.

Cleo. Nay, 'tis mof} certain, Iras '. h^cj Liftors

Will catch at us like Strumpets, and fcall'd Rimers

Ballad us out a tune. The quick Comedians

Extemporally will ftageus,and prefent

Our Alexandria Revels : Anthony

Shall be brought drunken forth, and I fhall fee

Some fpeaking- Cleopatra-Bo^ my greatneffe

Ith' pofture ofa Whore.

Iras. O the good gods J

Cleo. Nay that's certain.

Iras. Tie never fee't ; for lam lure my NaileS

Are ftrongcrthan mine eyes.

^lea.
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CUo. Why chat's the way CO foole their preparation,

And conquer their moft abfurd intents.

Enttr CharmUn.
Now ChMrmlati.

Shew me my Women like a Queen : Go fetch

My be/t Attires. I am again for Cidrttt

To meet Marke Anthonj. Sirrah /r*/, go,

(Now, noble Chdrmian^ we'll difpatch indeed,)

And when thou haft done this chare. I'legivc thee leave

To play till Doomes-day : bring our Crown, and all.

ji nojfe yfithin.

Wherefore this noyfe ?

Enter m Gutird(mitn.

Guarif. Here is a rurall Fellow,

That will not be deni'd your HighnefTe prcfcnce.

He brings you Figs.

Clco. Let him come in. Exit GtMrdfrnnit.

How poor an Inftrument

May doe a noble deed : he brings me liberty :

My refolution's plac'd, and I have nothing

Of woman in me : Now from head to foot

I am Marble conftant : now the fleeting Moon
No Planet is of mine.

Enter Guarifman and CIoxvh,

Guardf. This is the Man.
C/eo. Avoid and leave him. ExitCttardfrnAn.

Haft thou the pretty worme of Nylus there,

That kills and pains not .?

Clovf. Truly I have him :bu: I Would not be the par-

ty that ftiould defire you to touch him, for his biting is

immortall : thofe that doe dye of it, doc feldome orne-
ver recover.

CUo. Remcmber'ft thou any that have di'd on'c ?

Clo. Very many men and women too. I heard of
one of them no longer than yefterday, a very honeft wo-
man, but fomething given to lye, as a woman ftiould not

doe, but in the way of honefty , how flic died of the bi-

ting of iti what pain flie felt : Truly, ftic makes a very

good report oth'worme : but he that will bclierc all that

they fay, fhall never be faved by half that they doc : but

this is moft fallible, the Worme's an odde Worme.
fleo. Get thee hence, farewell.

Clow. I wi(h you all joy of the Wormc
Cleg. Farewell.

Clotv. You muft think this (look you^ that the Worni
will doe his kinde.

Cleo. 1,1, farewell.

Clo. Look you, the Worme is not to be tmfted, but

in the keeping of wife people : for indeed, there is no
goodncffe in the Worme.

Ctec. Take no care, it fliall be heeded.

Clo. Very good : give it nothing I pray you, for it is

not worth the feeding.

Cleo, Will it eat me ?

Clo. You muft not think I am fo fimple, but I know
the devil himfelf will not eat a woman : I know, that a

woman is a difh for the gods, if the devil drcfle her not.

But truly, thcfe fame whorfon devils doc the gods great

harme in their women : for in every ten that they make,
the devils marre five.

Cleo. Well, get thee gone, farewell.

Ch. Yes forfooth, I wifti you joy oth* wormc. Exit.
Cleo. Give me my Robe, put on my Crown, I have

Immortall longings in me. Now no more
The juice oit/Egypts Grape fliall moift his lip.

Yare, yare,good /r4/, quick : me thinks I hear

Auihony call -• I {ee him lowtc himfelf

To praife my Noble Aft. I hear him mock
The luck of C</4r, which the gods give men
Toexcufc their after wrath. Husband,! come :

Now to th«t nanK, my courage prove my Title.

1 am Fire, and A ire ; my other Elements

1 give no bafcr life. So, have you done ?

Come then, and take the laft warmth of my lips.

Farewell kinde Charm'tan^ Itm, long farewell.

Havel the Afpick in my lips ? Doft fall ?

If thou and Nature can fo gently part,

The ftroke of death is at a Lovers pinch.
Which hurts, and is defii'd. Doft thou lie ftiU ?

If tlius thou vani(heft, thou tell'ft the world
It IS not worth leave taking.

ChMT. Dirtblve thick Cloud and Rain, that I may fay.

The gods themfelves doe weep.

Cleo. This proves me bafe

:

If/he proves the curled Anthony^

He'll make demand of her, and fpend that kiffe

Which is my heaven to have. Come thou moral wretch.
With thy fliarp teeth this knot intrinficate,

Of life at once untie : Poor venemous Foole,

Be angry and difpatch. Oh could'ft thou fpeak.

That 1 might hear thee call great Cdfar AlTc, unpolicicd.

Ci&4r. Oh Eaftern ftanrc.

Cltt. Peace» peace

:

Doft thou not fee my Baby at my breaft.

That fucks the Nurfe afleep.

Char. O break 1 O break !

Cleo. As fwecr as Balme, as fofc as Aire, as gentle.

O Anthony \ Nay I will take thee too.

What fhould I ftay D\ts.

Char. In this wild world ? So fare thee well

:

Now boaft thee death, in thy poflelTion lies

A Lafle unparalell'd. Downy Windows cloze.

And golden phcrbus never be beheld

Of eyes aga in fo Roy all : your Crowns away,
rie mend it, and then play——

~

Enter the Gnard rttflllng iity 4ni DoUielU.
I . Guard. Where's the Queen >

Char. Speak loftly, yvakc her not.

1. C</4r hath fent.

Char. Too flow a Mcffenger.

Oh come apace, difpatch, I partly feel thee.

I. Approach hoa.

All's not well .- C<f/4r's bcguil'd.

2 . There's DolahelU fent from Csfar : call him.

I . What work is here, Charmiaa f

Is this well done ?

Char. It's well done, and fitting for a Ptincefle

Dcfcendcd of fo many Royall Kin"$.

Ah Souldier. CbMrmidH ijts.

Enter DolabtlU.

Dot. How goes it here?

i. Guard. All dead.

Dot. Cafar, thy thoughts

Touch their effcfts in this : thy felf art commlng

To fee pcrform'd the dreaded Aft which thou

Sofought'ft to hinder.

Inter C^far and all hit rr<:ff, marchlwg.

Alt. Make way there, make way for Cafar.

*Z)#/.
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Dot. Oh, Sir, you arc too fure anAuguter;

That you did fear» JS done.

Cdjar. Bravtft at the laft.

She leveU'd at our purpofes, and being Royall

Took her own way : the manner of their deaths,

I doe not fee them bleed.

Dot. Who was laft with them ?

I .G«^r</. A (imple Country man,tha: brought her Figs:

This was his Basket.

Caf. Poyfon'd then.

I . Guard. Oh Cdfar :

This ClurmianWy'd but now, fhe flood and fpake:

I found her trimming up the Diadem,

On her dead Miftris, trembhngly (he flood.

And on thefuddcn dropt.

C<efar. Oh noble wcakneffe :

If they had fwallowed poyfon, 'twould appear*.

By externall (welling : but (he looks like fleep,

As fhe would catch another zj^nthonj

In her ftrong toyle of Grace,

Dot. Here on her brc(l,

There is a vent of blood, and foftiething blown.
The like is on her Armc.

I, Gftard. This an Afpcfts traile

And thefe Fig-leaveJ have flirae upon them fuch

As th'Afpick leaves upon the Caves of NjU.
C<tf, Moft probable

That fo -(he dyed : for herPhyfician tells me
She hath purfu'd Conclufions infinite

Of eafie waycs todye. Take up her Bed,

And bear her Women from the Monument,
She (hall be buried by her Anthony,

No Grave upon the earth (hall dip in it

A pair fo famous : high events as thele

Strike thofe that make them : and their flory it

No lefTe in pitty, than his glory which

Brought them to be lamented. Our Army (hall

In folemn (hew, attend this Funcrall,

And then to Rome. Come Dolabdla., fee

High Order in this great Solemnity. Exeunt omres.

FINIS.
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline.

aJ&tis Trimm, Scena Trma.

Enter tw» Gtntlemtn.

I. Gent.

Ou do not meet a man but frowns.

Our bloudsno more obey the heavens

Then our Cotirtiers

;

Still fecm as do's the KingJ.

I.Gent. But what's the matter ?

1 . Hii daughter, and the heir of's Kingdomc ( whom
He purpos'd to his wives fole fon, a Widow
That late he married) hath referr'd her fclf

Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She's wedded.

Her husband banifh'd ; (he imprifon'd, a!I

Is outward forrow, though I think the King

Be touch'd at very heart.

1. None but the King ?

1

.

He that hath loft her too : fo is the Q.uecn,

That moft defir'd the Match. But not a Courtier,

Although they wear their faces to the bent

Ofthe Kings looks, hath a heart diat isnoc

Glad at the the thing they fcoulc at.

2. And why fo?

1 . He that hath mifs'd the Princeffe, is a thing

Too bad, for bad report : and he that hath her,

( I mean, that married her, alack good man,

And therefore banifh'd ) is a Creature, fuch,

As to feek through the Regions of the earth

For one, he like ; there would be fomething failing

In him, that fhould compare. 1 do not think,

So fair an Outward, and fuch ftuffc within

Endows a man, but he.

2. You fpeak him fair.

I. I do extend him ( Sir ) which himfclf,

Crufti him together, rather then unfold

His meafure dully.

a. What's his name and Birth ?

1 . I cannot delve him to the root : his father

Was caird Sicillit^y who did joyn his honour

Againft the Remans, with CaftMaMy

But had his Tnksby Tenant Isity whom

He ferv'd with Glory and admir'd Succcflcs

So gain'd the Sur-addition, Leenxtut.

And had ( bcfidesthis Gentleman in quHflion )

Two other Sons, who in the Warrs o'th'tiroc

Dy'd with their fwordsin hand. For which their father

Then old, and fond of iffue, took fuch forrow

That he quit Being ; and his gentle Lady

Big of this Gentleman (our Theam) dcceaft

Ashe was bom. The King he takes the Babe
To bis proteftion.calbhim *P»ffhitf»Mt LeoumiUy
Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber,
Puts to him all the Learnings that his time

Could make him the receiver of, which he took
As we do aire, faft as 'twas miniftred,

And in's Spring, became a Harveft: Liv*d in Court

( Which rare it is to do ) moft prais'd, moft lov'd,

A fample totbeyoungeft : to th'more Mature,
A glaffe that feated them : and to the graver,

A child that guided Dotards. To his Miftris,

(For whom he now is banifh'd) her own price

Proclaims how (he efteem'd him ; and his Vertue
By her election may be truly read,what kind ofman he is,

2. I honor him, even out of your report.

But pray you telJ me, is (he fole child to th'King i

1. His only child?

He had two Sons (if this be worth your hearing,

Mark It ) the elde(t of them, at three yeais old

I'th'fwathingcloathes, the other from their Nurfcry
Were ftoln, and to this hour, no gueflc in knowlet^
Which way they went.

2. How long is this agoe ?

1. Some twenty years.

2 . That a Kings Children (hould be fo convey'd,
So flackly guarde(^ and the fcarch fo flow

That could not trace them.

1. Howfoere'tisftrange,

Or that the negligence may well be laugh'dat:

Yet is it true (ir,

2 . I do well believe you,

I . Wc muft forbear. Here conies the Gentleman,

The Queen, and Princeffe. Exeunt.

Scena Secuttda,

Enttr tht Qtuen^ PtfthumiUt ""^ '•^«*

Qne. No,be alTur'd you (hall not find me (Dai^hter)

After the flander of moft Step-Mothers,

Evil-ey'd unto you. You're my Prifoner, but

Your Goaler ihall deliver you the keys

Cccc That
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That lockup your reftraint. For yonPoJfhumfts,

So foan as 1 can win ch'ofiFended Kingj

I will be known your Advocace: marry ye:

The fircof Rage is in him,and 'twere good

You lean'd unto his Sentence, wich what patience

Your wifdome may inform you.

Paf}. Pleafeyour HighnefTe,

I will fiom hence to day,

Qitf. You know the peri 1 1

:

Tie fetch a turn about the Garden, pittying

The pangs of barr'd Affections, though the King

Hath charg'd you fliould not Ipeak together. Exit.

Into. O diflembling Curtefic ! How fine this tyrant

Can tickle where (Tie wounds? Mydeareft Husband,

I fomething fear my fathers wrath, but nothing

( Alwayes referv'd my holy duty ) what

His rage can do on me. You muff be gone,

And I fhall here abide the hourly fhoc

Of angry eyes : not comforted to live,

But that there is this Jewell in the world.

That I may fee again.

Pofi. My Queen, my Miftris :

Lady, weep no more, left I give caufc

To be fufpedled of more tcndernefle

Then doth becomes man. Iwill remain

The loyairft husband, that did ere plight troth.

My rcfidcncc'in Rame., at one tlorio's^

Who, to my Father was a friend, to me
Known but by Letter ; thither write (my Queen)
And with mine eyes, Tic drink the words you fend,

Though Ink be made of Gall.

EMter Queen,

Que, Be brief, I pray you

:

If the King come, I mall incur, I know not

How much of his difpleafure : yet Tie move him
To wallt this way ; I never do him wrong.

But he do's buy my injuries, to be friends.

Payes dear for my offences.

PoJ}, Should we be taking leave

As long a tcrmeas yet we have to live.

The loathneffe to deparr» would grow : Adieu,

Imo, Nay, flay a little

:

Were you but riding forth to aire your felf.

Such parting were too petty. Look here (Love)
This Diamond was my Mothers ; take it (Heart)

But keep it till you wooe another Wife,

When Imogen is dead.

Pofi. How, how ? Another .?

You gentle gcds,givemebuc this I have.

And feare up my embracementsfroma next.

With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here.

While fenfe can keep it on : And fwcctefl, faireft,

As 1 (my poor fcif) did exchange for you

To your fo infinite lofTe : fo in our trifles

I ftill win ofyou. For my fake wear this.

It isa Manacle of Love, rie place it

Upon this faireft Prifoner.

fmo. O the gods

!

When fhall we fee again i

Enter Cymhellne^ and Lords,

Poft. Alack, the King.

Cym. Thou bafeft thing, avoid hence, from my fight

:

If after this command thou fraught the Court
With thy unworthy nefTc, thou dyeft. Away,
Thou'rt poifon to my bloud.

Pofi. The gods proteft you.

And bleffe the good Remainders of the Court

:

I am gone. Exit.

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death
More Oiarpchen this is.

Cjm. O difloyal thing,

That fhould'rt; repair my youth, thou heap'fl
A years age on me.

Imo, I bcfeech you, fir,

Harmc not your felf with your vexation,

I am fenfeleffc of your wrath ; a touch more rare

Subdues all pangs, all fears.

Cym. Pafl Grace? Obedience?
Imo. Part hope, and in difpair, that way paft Grace.
Cym. That might'rt have had

The fole Son of my Qiieen,

Imo. O blefTed that I might not : I chofe an Eagle,

And did avoid a Puttock.

Cym. Thou took'fl a Beggar, would ft have made my
Throne, a Seat for bafencfTe.

Imo, No, I rathcraddcd a luftrc to it.

Cjm. O thou viid one •

Imo. Sir,

Ft is your fault that I have lov'd Pajlhumtu .•

You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is

A man, worth any woman : Over-buyes me
Almoft the fum he payes.

Cym. What? art thou mad ?

Imo. Almoft, Sir : heaven rcftore me: would I were
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Lecnattu

OurNeighbour-Shepheards Son.

Enter Queen.

Cym. Thou foolifli thing

;

They were again together : you have done
Not after out command. Away with her.

And pen her up.

Q»e. Befeech your patience : Peace
Dear Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraign,
Leave us to our felves , and make your felf fome comfort
Out of your beft advice.

Cym, Nay let her languifh

A drop of bloud aday, and being aged

Dye of this Folly. Exit.

Enter P'lfanlo,

Qae. Fie, you muft give away

:

Here is your Servant. How now. Sir ? What news f

Plf. My Lord your Son, drew on my Mafter,

One. Hah?
No harme I tiuft is done ?

T//rf. There might have been.

But that my Mafter rather plaid, then fought.

And had no help of Anger : they were parted

By Gentlemen, a: hand.

Que. I am very glad on'r.

Imo. Your Son's my fathers friend, he takes his part

To draw upon an Exile, O brave Sir,

I would they were in ^ff'rlckboih together.

My felf by with a Needle, that I might prick

The goer back. Why came you from your Mafter ?

Ptfa. On his command : he would not fufFer jne

To bring him tothe haven : left thefe Notes

Of what commands I ftiould be fubjedt to,

When't plcafe you to employ mc.

Que. This hath been

Yourfaithfull Servant : I dare lay mine honour

He will remain fo.

Pifa. I humbly thank your HighnefTe.

Que
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Qh. Pray walk a while

Imo. About fomc half hour hence,

Pray you fpeak wuh mc;
You itiall( a: leaft ) go fee my Lord aboard.

For this time leave mc. Exeunt.

Scena Tertian,

Enter Ctottetiy and tvro Lords.

1. Sir, 1 would advifc you to fhifc a ffiirt ; the Vio-

lence of A(ftion hach made you reek as a Sacrifice : where

aire comes out , aire comes in : there's none abroad fo

wholfome as that you vent.

Clot. If my Shut were bloudy, then to ftiift it.

Have I hurt him >

2. No faith : not fo much as hispatiencc.

1

.

Hurt h'lm ? His bodic's a pafiabic Carkaffc if he be

not hurt. It is a thorough-fare for Steel if it be not hurt.

z. His Steel was in debt, it went oth' Back-fide the

Town.
Clot. The Villain would not ftand me.

2. No, but he fled forv^ard ftill, toward your face.

1. Stand you? you have Land enough of your own:

But he added to your having, gave you fome ground.

2. As many Inches, as you have Oceans ( Puppies,^)

Clirt. 1 would they had not come between us.

2. So would I, til! you had mcafur'd how long a fool

you were upon the ground.

Clot. And that (Tbc fliould love this fellow , and rc-

fufe me.

2. If it be a fin tomakea true ele£Hon,{lie isdamn'd.

1

.

Sir, as I told you alwayes.-hcr Beauty and her Brain

go not together. She's a good figne, butlhavcfeen

("mall refieftion of her wit.

t. She fhines not upon Fools, left the refledlion

Should hurt her.

Clot. Come , rie to my Chamber : would there had

been fome hurt done.

2. I wifh not fo, unlcffe it had bin the fall of an Afs,

which is no great hurt.

Clot. You'll go with us?

1

.

ric attend your Lorddiip.

Clot. Nay come, let's go together,

2. Well, my Lord.

I

Scena Quartn,

As he could make me with his eye, or ear,

Diftinguifli him from othen, he did keep
The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief,
Still waving, as the fitsand ftirrs ofjmjnd
Could beft expreffe how flow his foul fail'd on,
How fwift his Ship.

fmt. Thou Hiould'A have made him
As little as a Crow, or leflc, ere left

To after-eye him.

Pifa. Madam, fo I did.

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-ftriiigs

;

Crack'd them, but to look upon him, till the diminution
Of fpace, had pointed him fliarp as my Needle

:

Nay, followed him, till he had melted from
The fmallneffeofa Gnat, to aire: and then
Have turn'd mine eye,and wept. But, good Pifamt^
When fhall we hear from him.

Pifa. Be alTur'd, Madam,
With his next vantage.

Imo. I did not take my leave ofhim, but had
Mofl pretty things to fay : Ere I could tell him
How I would think on him at certain hours,

Sucli thoughts, and fuch : Or I could make him fwear.
The She's of /M/y ftiould not betray

Mine Intercft, and his Honour ; or have charg'd him
At the fix: hour of Morn, at Noon, a: Midnight,
T'encounter me with Onfons, for then

I am in heaven for him : Or ere I could,

Give him that parting kiflc, which I had fet

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father.

And like the tyrannous breathing of the North,

Shakes all our buds from growing.

Enter a Ludj.

Lui. The Queen ( Madam )
Defires your highnefle Company.

Imo. Thofe things I bid you do,get them difpatch'd,

I will attend the Queen.

Pifa. Madam, 1 fliaH. Exeunt

.Enter Imogen.^ and Pifanio.

Imo. I would thou grew'ft unto the fhoresoth'haveti.

And queftioned'ft every Saih if he fhould write.

And I not have it, 'twere a Paper loft

As ofFer'd mercy is : What was the laft

That he fpakc to thee ?

Pifa. It was his Queen, his Queen.

Imo. Then wav'd his Handketdiief .'

'pifa. And kift it, Madam.
Imo. Seixfelertc Llnnen, happier therein then I:

And that was all ?

Pifa^ No, Madatn : for fo long

Scena Quints*

Enter Philario, Jachimo, Frenchman, Dxtch'

ma/iy a/id a Spaniard,

lack. Believe it. Sir, I have feen him in Britain ; he

was then of a CrclTcnt none, expefted to prove fo wor-
thy , as fince he hath been allowed the name of. But I

could then have look'd on him , without the help ofAd-
miration , though the Catalogue of his endowments had

bin tabled by his fide, and ! to perufe him by Itemr.

Phil, You fpeak of him when he was lefle furnifti'd,

then now he is , with that which makes him both with-

out and within,

French. I have feen him in France : we had very ma-

ny there, could behold the Sun , with as firm eyes as

he.

lack. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter,

wherein he muft be weighed rather by her value , then

his own, words him ( I doubt not ) a great deal from the

matter.

French. And then his banifhment.

lach. I, and the approbation of thofe that vw?p this

lamentable divorce under her colours,, are wondctfully

Cccc a to?
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CO exccnd him, be it but co fortifie her judgement, which

elfean eafie battery might lay flat , for taking a Beggar

without Icffe quality. But how comes it , lie is to fo-

journ with you? how creeps acquaintance?

Phil. His father and I were Souldiers together , to

whom I have bin often bound for nolefle then my life.

Enter PoflhttmKS.

Here comes the 5r/V<?//;. Let him be To entertained a-

mongfl you, as fuits with Gentlemen of youi knowing
,

to a ftranger of his quality, I befeech you all be better

known to this Gentleman , whom I commend to you
,

as a Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy he is , I will

leave to appear hereafter , latherihen ftory him in his

own hearing.

Fren. Sir, we have known together in 0/-/m»«.

Pofl. Since when I ha ye bin debter to you for courtc-

fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ftill.

Fren. Sir, you ore-rate my poorkindtlfei I was glad

I did atone my Countryman and you; it had binpiuy

you fhould have been put together , with fo mortal a pur-

pofe,as then each bore, upon importance of fo flight and

trivial a nature.

Pefl. By your pardon, fir, I was then a young Travel-

ler, rather, /Tiunn'd to go even with what I heard,then in

my very adtion to be guided by others experiences: but

upon my mended judgement ( if I offend to fay it is men
ded) my Q,uarrel was not altogether flight.

French. Faith yes , to be put to the arbitrement of

Swords, and by fuch two, that would by all hkelyhood

have confounded one theother,or have fain both.

lach. Can we with manneis ,ask what was the diffe-

rence ?

Fren. Safely,! think , 'twas a contention in pubfick,

which may (without contradiction) fuffer the report.

It was much alike an argument that fell out laft night

,

where each of us fell in praife of our Country Miftrcffes,

This Gentleman, at that time vouching ( and upon war-

rant of bloudy affirmation) his to be more Fair,Vertuous,

Wife, Chafte, Conftant, Qualified, and leffc attemptibJe

then any, therateft of our Ladies in France.

lack. That Lady is not now living : this Gendemans
opinion by this worn out.

Pojt. She holds her Vertuc flili, and T my mind.
lach. You muft not fo far preferre het , 'fote ours of

Itnly.

Poft. Being fo far pfovok'd as I was in France :\
would abate hernothmg, though I profeffc my felf her

Adorer, not her friend.

lach. As fair, and as good : a kind of hand in hand
comparifon

, had been fomcthmg too fair , and too
good for any Lady in Britany : if(he went before others.

I have feen , as that Diamond of yours out-lufters many
I have beheld. I could not believe fhe excelled many :

but 1 have not feen the mofl precious Diamond that is,

nor you the Lady.

Pofl. I praiVd her, as! rated her: fo do I try Stone.
lack. What do you efiecm it at ?

Pofl More then the world enjoys.

iach. Either your un paragon'd Miftris is dead , or
flie's out-puVd by a trifle.

Pofl. You areminaken: the one may be fold or given,
or if there were wealth enough for the purchafcs , or me-
rit for the gift. The other is not a thing for fale , and
only the gift of the gods.

lach. Which the gods have given you ?

Poji, Which by their Graces 1 will keep.

lach. You rr.ay wear her in title yours: but you
know ftrange Fowle light upon neighbouring Ponds.

Your Ring may be ftolne too , fo your brace of unprizca-

bie Eflimations, the one is but frail , and the other Cafu-

al. A cunning Thief, era (that way) accomplifh'd

Courtier, would hazzatd the winning both offiift and
lafl.

Pofl. Your /«/;>, contains none fo accomplifh'd a

Courtier to convince the honour of my Miftris : if in the

holding orloffe of that, you tcrme her frail, I do no-
thing doubt yon have ftorc of Thieves, notwithflanding

I fear nor my Ring.

Phil. Let us leave here Gentlemen.

Pofl. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior I

thank him, makesno flrangerof me, we aie familiar at

firft.

lach. With five times fomuch converfation , I fhould

get ground of your fair Miftris ; make her go back, c-

ven to the yielding, had 1 admittance , and opportunity

to friend.

PoFt. No, no.

lach. I dare thereupon pawn the moyty of my E-
flatc

, to your Ring , which in my opinion ore- values it

fomething: but 1 make my wager rather againft your
Confidence, then her Reputation. And to bar your of-

fence herein too, I durfl attempt it againfl any Lady in

the world.

Pofl. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a per-

fwafion , and I doubt not you fuftain what y'arc worthy
of, by your Attempt.

lach. What's that.?

Pofi A Repulfe though your Attempt ( as you call it

)

deferve more ; a punifhment too.

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this , it came in too fud-

denly , lee it dye as it was bom, and I pray you be better

acquainted.

lach. Would I had put my Eftatc, and my Neighbours
on th'approbation of what I have fpoke.

Pofl. What Lady would you choofe to alTail f

lach. Yours , whom in conflancy you think flands

fo fafe. I will lay you ten thoufand Duckets to your
Ring , that commend me to the Court where your La-
dy is, with no more advantage then the opportunity of
a fecond conference, and I will bring from thence , that

honour of hers, which you imagine fo refcrv'd.

PoBhnmus. I will wage againft your Gold, Goid
to it : My Ring I hold dear as my finger , 'cis part

of it.

lach. You are a friend, and therein the wifer : if you
buy Ladies flefhat a Million a Dram , you cannot pre-

ferve it from tainting; but I fee you have fome Religion
in you, that you fear.

Pofl. This is but a cuflomc in your tongue : you bear
a graver purpofe I hope.

lach. lam the Mafter of my fpeeches , and would un-
der-go what's fpoken, I fwear.

PoSlhu. Will you ? I fliall but lend my Diamond till

your return : let there be Covenants drawn between's.

My Miftris exceeds in goodneffe , the hugenefle of your
unworthy things. I dare you to this match : here's my
Ring.

Phi/. I will have it no lay.

lach. By the gods it is one : if I bring you no fulli-

cicnt tcftimony that I have cnjoy'd the dearcft bodily

part of your Miftris : my ten thoufand Duckets are yours
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fo is your Diamond too: if I come off, and leave her in

fuch honour as you hare truft in : She your Jewell , this

your Jewell , and my Gold are yours: provided I have

your commendacion, for my more entertainment.

PoU. 1 embrace there Condiiions, let us have Articles

betwixt us : oncly thus far you (hall anfwer , if you

make your voyage upon her , and give me direftly to un-

derhand, you have prevajl'd, lam no further your Ene-

my, (he is not worth our debate. If fhe remain unfc-

duc'd
,
you not making it appear otherwife : for your ill

opinion, and th'afTault you have made to her chaftuy,you

fhaHanfwcr me with your Sword.

Uch Your hand % a Covenant : we will have thcfc

thin« fet down by lawful! Counfell , and ftraight away

for Britain , left the Bargain (hould catch cold , and

(tarve : I will fetch my Cold, and have our two Wagers

recorded.

Ptil. Agreed.

Frtnch. Wilkhis hold, think you.

Phil, Signior lachimo will not from it.

Pray let us follow 'em. BxtHHt.

Scena Sexto,

Enter Qjueu, Ladiej^ 4>td Corntiiut.

Que. Whiles yet the dew's on ground

Gather thofe Flowers,

Makehafle. Who has the note of ihem.>

Ltd. I Madam.
Que. Difpatch. Exeunt Ladles.

Now Maftcr Doflor, have you brought thofe drugs

:

Cer, Pleafcth your hi'ghnefs, I : here they are,Madam:

But 1 befcech your Grace, without ofFcnce

( My Confcicnce bids me ask ) wherefore you have

Commanded of me thefe moft poifonous Compound$>

Which are the moovers of a iangui/hing death

:

But though flow, deadly.

Qne. 1 wonder, DoiSlor,

Thou ask'ft me fuch a Queflion ; have I not been

Thy Pupill long? haft thou notleam'd me how
To make Perfumes? Diftill? Prcfervc? Yea fo.

That our great Kmg himfelfdoth wooe me oft

For my Confeftions ? having thus far proceeded,

( UnlefTe thou ihink'ft me devclifh ) is't not tDcct

That I did amplifiemy judgement in

Other Conclufions ? I will try the forces

Of thefe thy Compounds, on fuch Creaatres^s

We count not worth the hanging ( but none humane )

To try the vigour of them, and apply

AUayments to their AA, and by them gather

Their feveral vcrtues,and eflfefts.

Corn. Your highneflc

Shall from this pra^tifc, but make hard your heart

:

Befides,the feeing thefe effcifls will be

Both noyfome and infe£lious.

Que. O content thee.

Enter Pifdnia.

Here comrs a flattering Rafcal,upon him
Will I fitft work : He's for his Mafter,

And enemy to my Son, How now ?i/iu9u? ?

Doftor, your fervice for this time is ended.

Take your own way.

Cer. Idofufpc6l you, Madam.
But you fliall do no harme.

Qnt. Hatk thee a word.

Or. I do not like her. She doth think ftie hal

Strange ling'ring poifons : I do know her fpirit.

And will not truft one of her malice, with

A dnffi of fuch damn'd Nature. Thofe (he has,

Will ftupefie and dull the Senfea whiJe,

Which hrft ( perchance ) (he'll prove on Cats and Dogs,
Then afterward up higher: but there is

No danger in what fhew of death it makes.

More then the locking up the Spirits a time,

To be more fre(h, reviving. She is fool'd

With a moft falfc effeA rand 1 the truer,

So to be falfewith her.

Qne. No further fervice. Doctor,

Untill i fend for thee.

Or. I humbly take my leave. Exn
Qne. Weeps (he ftill ( faift thou ? )

Do ft thou think in time

She will not quench, and let inftrudlions enter

Where folly now pofTcfTes ? do thou work

:

When thou (halt bring me word (he loves my Son
I'le tell thee on the inftant, thou art then

As great as is thy Mafter : Greater, for

His Fortunes all lye fpccchlefTe, and his name
Is ac laft gafpc. Return he cannot, nor

Continue where he is: tofhift his being.

Is to exchange one mifery with another.

And every day that comes, comes to decay

A dayes work in him. What (halt thou expcft

To be depender of a thing that leans ?

Who cannot be new built, nor has no friend*

So much, as but to prop him ? Thou tak'ft up

Thou know'/t not what : But take it for thy labour,

It is a thing I make, which hath the King
Five times redecm'd from death. I do not kuow
What is more Cordial. Nay I prcthec take it.

It IS an earneft of a farther good
Tlut I mean to thee. Tell thy Miftris how
The cafe ftands with her : do't, as from thy felf

;

Think what a chance thou changed on, but think

Thou haft thy Miftris ftill, too boot, my Son,

Who (hall uke notice of thee. I'le move the Kii^
To any fhape of thy Preferment, fuch

As thou'lt defirc : and then my felf, I chiefly.

That fet thee on to this defert, am bound

To load thy merit richly. Call my women. Exit Pifdni*.

Think on my words. A (lye, and conftant kiMve,

Not to be fhak'd : the Agent for his Mafter,

And the Remembrancer of her, to hold

The hand faft to her Lord. I havcgiven him that.

Which if he take, (hall quite unpeople her

Of Leidgers for her Sweet: and which (he after,

Except fhe bend her humor, (hall beaiTur'd

To tafteofcoo.

Enter Pifaxio, and Ladies.

So, fo : well done, well done

:

The Violets, Cowflips, and the Prime^RoTes

Bear to my ClofTet : Fare thee well, Pifama,

Think on my words. Exit Qmten , and La£et,

Pifa. And (hall doe:

But when to my good Lord, I prove untrue,

ric choak my felf : there's all I'lcdoforyou. Exit.

Cccc J 5fei»4iJ
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Seem Seftima.

Enter Imogen nlone.

Imo. A Father crtiel, and a Stepdame falfr,

A foolifli Suiter to a Wedded Lady,

That hath her Husband banifh'd : O, that Husband,

My fupream Crown of grief, and thofe repeated

Vexations of it. Had I oin Thief-Roln,

As my two Brothers, happy : but moft miferablc

Isthcdcfire that's elorious. Bleffed be thofe

How mean fo ere, that have their honeft viMs^

Which feafons comfort. Who may this be ? Fie,

Enter P'lfanlo^ utii lachimo.

Plfa. Madam, a Noble Centlciman of Rome,

Comes from my Lord wich Letters.

Jach. Change you. Madam !

The Worthy Leouatiu is in fafety.

And greets your Highncffc dearly.

Into. Thanks,good Sir,

You're kindly welcome.

lack. All ofher, that tJ out of door, moft rich!

If fhe be fum (h'd with a mind fo rare,

She is alone ch'Arabian-Bird ; and I

Have loft the wager. Boldneftc be my Friend!

Armeme Audacity from head to foot,

Or like the Parthian I ftiall flying fight.

Rather direftly flye,

Imogen reAds.

He u one of the Noblefl ntte^ to vhofe kjndnejfes I a*n

moft inpn'uely tjed. Refleil upon him accordin^ljf^ 4tyou

value your truh. Leonatiu.

So far I read aloud.

But even the very middle of my heart

Is warm'd by th'reft, and take it thankfully.

You are as welcome ( worthy Sir) as I

Have words to bid you, and (hall find it fo

In all that 1 can do,

lach. Thanks faireft Lady:

What are men mad .' hath Nature given them eyes

To fee this va luted Arch, and the rich Crop

Of Sea, and Land, which can diftingutfh 'cw'ixt

The firey Orbes above, and the twinn'd Stones

Upon the numbet'd Beach, and can we not

Partition make with Spcftades fo precious

Twixc fair, and foul >

Imo What makes your admiration ?

Uch. It cannot be ith'eye : for Apes, and Monkeys

'Twixt two fuch She's, would chatter this way, and

Contemne with mowcs the other. Nor ith'judgement

:

For Ideots in this cafeof favour, would

Be wifely dcfink : Nor in the Appetite.

Sluttery to fuch neat Excellence, oppos'd

Should make delire vomit cmptlnefTe,

Nocfoallur'd to feed

Imo. What is the matter trow ?

iMh. The Cloyed will

,

That fatiate yet unfatisfi'ddefire, that Tub
Both fill'd and runnmg: Ravening fitft the Lamb,
Longs after for the Garbage,

Imo. What, dear fir.

Thus rap's you ? Arc you well?

l»eh. Thanks,Madam. well: Befcechyou,rir,

Dclirc my Man's abode, where I did leave him

:

He's ftrange and peevifli.

Plfa, 1 was going,Sir,

To give him welcome.

Imo. Continues well my Lord ?

His health befeech you?

I*ch. Well, Madam.
Imo. Is he dispos'd to mirth ? I hope he is.

Iitch. Exceeding pleafani : none a ftranger there.

So merry, and fo gamefome : be is call'd

The Britain Reveller.

Imo. When he was here

He did incline toradneire,and oft times

Not knowing why.

Idch. 1 never faw him fad.

There is a Frenchman his Companion, one

An eminent Monfieur, that it feems much loves

A CaUlan-Gitk at home. He furnaces

The thick fides from him ; whiles the jolly Britain,

("Yout Lord I mean ) laughs from's free lungs : cries oh.

Can my fides hold, to think that man who knows
By Hiftory, Report, or his own proof

What woman is, yea what Aie cannot choofe

But muft be : will's free hours languifh,

For affured bondage?

Imo. Will my Lord fay fo ?

lach. I Madam , wich his eyes in flood with laughter,

It is a Recreation to be by

And hear him n^ock the Frenchman .•

But heavens know fome men are much too blame.

Imo. Not he I hope,

lack. Not he:

But yet heavens bounty towards him, might

Be us'd more thankfully. In himfeif 'ds much

;

In you which I account his beyond all Talents,

Whilft I am bound to wonder, 1 am bound

To pitty too.

Imo. What <io you pitty, fir ?

lach. Two Creatures heartily.

Imo. Am I one, fir ?

You look on me : what wrack difcem you in me

Dcfervcs your pitty ?

lach. Lamentable : what

To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folace

I'th'Dungeon by a Snuff.?

Imo. I pray you, fir,

Deliver with more openneffe your anfwers

To my demands. Why do you pitty me ?

lach. That others do

( I was about to fay ) enjoy your but

It is an office cf the gods to venge it.

Not mine to fpeak on't.

Imo. You do feem to know

Something of me, or what concerns me; pray you

Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more

Then to be fure they do. For Certainties

Either are paft remedies ; or timely knowing.

The remedy chen born. Difcover to ms

What both you fpurand fiop.

lach. Had I this cheek

To bath my lips upon : this hand, whofe touch,

( Whofc very touch ) would force the feelers foul

To th'oath ofLoyalty. This objeft, which

Takes Prifoner, the wild motion of mine eye.

Fixing it only here, (hould I ( damn'd then )

Slaver

il
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Slaver wuh lips as common as che ftaires

That mount the Capitol : )oyn gf ype*, with hands

Midc hard \Mth houily falOiood (falfhood >$

With labour : ) then by peeping in an cya

Bafc and illufinous as the fmoaky hght

That's fed with ftinking Tallow : It were fit

That all the plagues of hell fhould at one time

Encounter fuch revolt.

Imo. My Lord, I fear

Has forgot Britain.

/ach. And himfclf, not I

Inclin'd to this /ncfUigence, pronounce

The Beggery of his change : but 'tis your G races

That from my niutcft Confcience, to my tongue,

Charmcs this repon out.

Imo, Let me hear no more.

/dch. O deareft foul r your Caufc doth ftrike my heart

With pitty, that doth make me fick, A Lady

So fair, and faftncd to an Empcry
Would make ihcgrcat'ft King double, to be partner'd

With Tomboycs hyr'd,with that fclf-cxhibition

Which your own Coffers yield : with dileas'd ventures

That play with all infirmities for Gold,

Which rottennefTe can lend Nature, Such boy I'd fluff

As well might poifon Poifon. Be rcvcng'd.

Or rtic that bore you, was no Queen, and you

RtcoyI from your great Stock.

tmo. Revcng'd

:

How fhould I be revcng'd ? if this be true,

( As I have fuch a heart, that both m'lnc ears

Muflnot in haQeabufe ) if it be true.

How fhall I be revcng'd .'

/ach. Should he make me
Live like Diana' I Pncfl, betwixt cold fliects;

Whiles he is vaulting variable Ramps

In your dcfpight, upon your purfe : revenge it*

I dedicate my felf to your fwcet pleafure,

More Noble then that runnagate to your bed.

And will continue faft to your Affcftion,

Siill cIofe,as fure.

/m9. What hoa, P'rfanlo ?

lach. Let my fervicc tender on your lips

Imo. Away, I do condcmne mine ears, that have

So long attended thee. If thou wert honorable

Thou-wouldft have told this tale for Vertue,not

For fuch an end thou feck'ft, as bafe,as ftrange

:

Thou wrong'ft a Gentleman, who is as far

From thy reprt,as thou from honor : and

Solicitft here a Lady, that difdains

Thee, and the Devil alike. What hoa, Tifanitf

The King my father fhall be made acquainted

Of thy Affault: if he rtiall think it fit,

A fawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart

As is a Romilh Stew, and to expound

His beaflly mind to us ; he hatn a Court

He little cares for, and Daughter, whom
He not refpeds at all. What hoa, Pifania ?

lach. O happy Leonatus^ may fay.

The credit that thy Lady hath of thee

Defervcs thy truft, and thy moft perfe6l goodncfle

Her aflut'd credit, bleffed U vc you long,

A Lady to the worthicft fir, that ever

Country call'd his: and you his Miftris, only

For the moft worthieft fie. Give me yourpaidon.

I have fpoke this to know if your Affiance

Were deeply rooted, and flull make youf Lord,

That which he is, new ore ; and he is one
The tttieft manner'd : fuch a holy Wxtch,
That he inchants Societies into him

:

Half all mens heartsare his.

Imo. You make amends.

Inch. He fns amongft men, like a dcfcendcd god

:

He hath a kind of honourfets him off,

More then a mortal fecming. Be not angry
(Moft mighty Princeflc) that I have adventur'd
To try your taking ofa falfe report, which hath
Honour'd with confirmation your great judgement.
In theeled\ion of a Sir, fo rare,

Which you know, cannot erre. The Love I bear him,
Made me co fan you thus, but the gods made you

( Unlike all others) chaffelefle. Pray your Pardon.
Imo. All's well, fir

:

Take my power ith'Court for yours.

lach. My humble thanks -. I had almoft forgot
Pmtreat your Grace, but in a fmall requeft.

And yet of moment too, for it concerns.

Your Lord, my felf, and ot.her Noble fricndi

Areprtncrs in the bufineffe.

Imo Pray what is't ?

I*ch. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord
( The bcft feather of our wing ) have mingled fums
To buy a Prcfent for the Emperor :

Which I ( the faftor for the reft ) have done
In Franct : 'tis Plate of rare device, and Jeweli
Of rich and exquifite forme, their values great.

And I am fomething curious, being ftrange.

To have diem in fafe ftowage : May it pleafc you
To take them in proteftion.

Imo. Willingly:

And pawn mine honor for their fafety, fmce
My Lord hath intcreft in them, I will keep them
In my Bed chamber.

lach. They are m a Trunk
Attended by my men : I will make bold

To fend them to you, only for this night:

I muft aboard to morrow,
Imo. Ono,no.
lach. Yes I befeech you : or I ftiall ftiort my word

By Icngth'ning my return. From Gallia,

I croft the Seas on purpofe, and on promife

To fee your G race.

Imo. I thank you for your pains:

But not away to morrow.

lach. O I muft Madam.
Therefore I ftiall befeech you, if you pleafe

To greet your Lord with writing, do "t to night,

I have out-ftood my time, which is material

To th' tender of our Prefent.

Imo. I vwill write

:

Send your Trunk to me, it ftiall be fafe kept.

And truly yielded you : you're very welcome. Exfttm

^AUhs Secmdus, Seem Trima.

Enttr CUttin^and the two Lords.

Clot. Was there ever man had fuch luck ? when I kift

the Jack upon anup-caft, to be hit away ? I had an hun-

dred pound on't; and then a whorfon Jack-an<Ape$,

muft
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muft take me up for fwearing , as if I borrowed mine
j

Lai. Almoft midnigh
rtarhc rtf Viim it\A mioV<r nnt (nfnA t\\rm nr mv nteafurC. Imo. I havp read thrrpoachs of him , and might not fpcnd them at my pleafurc.

1. What got he by that/ you have broke his pate with

you Bowl.

2. If his wit had been like fiim that broke it : it would

have run all out.

Clot. When a Gentleman is difpos'd tofwcar:it is

not for any ftandcrs by to curtalhis oaths. Ha >

2 No my Lord ; nor crop the ears of them.

Clot. Whorfon dog : I give him facisfadlion ? would

he had bin one ofmy Rank.

2. To have fmclt like a fool.

Clot. I am not vext more at any thing in the earth : a

pox on't. I had rather not be fo Noble as I am : they dare

not fight with me,becaufe of the Queen my Mother; every

Jack-flave hath his belly full of fighting, and I muftgo

up and down hke a Cock, that no body can match.

a. You are a Cock and a Capon too , and you crow

Cock, with your combe on.

Clot. Sayeft thou.?

2. It is not fit your LordQiip fliould undcrukc every

Companion, that you give offence to.

Clot. No, I know that : but it is fie I Should commit

offence to my inferiors,

2. I, ir is fit for your Lordiliip only.

Clot. Why fo I fay.

1. Did you heaiofa Stranger that's come to Court to

night ?

Clot. A Stranger, and I not know on't?

2. He's a Strange fellow himfelf, and knows it not.

1. There's an Italtgn come, and 'tis thought one of

Leomutu friends.

Clot. LtonatHs ? A banifti'd Rafcal ; and he's ano-

ther, whercfoever he be. Who told you of this Stranger ?

1 . One of your Lordfliips Pages.

Clot. It is fit I went to look upon him ? Is there no
derogation in't ?

2 , You cannot derogate my Lord.

Clot. Not eafily I think.

2. You are a fool granted , therefore your Iffues being

foolifh, do not derogate.

Ctat. Come, I'le go fee this ItalUn : what I have loft

to day at Bowls, Tie win to night of him. Come: go
2. rie attend your Lordfhip. Exit

That fuch a crafty Devil as is his Mother.

Should yield the world this Affe: a woman, that

Bears all down with her Brain, and this her Son,

Cannot take two from twenty for bis heart.

And leave eighteen. Alas poor Princeffe,

Thou divine Imogen., what thou endur'ft.

Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govem'd,
A Mother hourly coyning plots:A Wooer,
More hateful then the foul expulfion is

Of thy dear husband, then that horrid Aft
Of the divorce, he'ld make the heavens hold firme

The walls of thy dear honor. Keepunlhak'd

That Temple thy fair mind, that thou maift ftand

T'enjoy thy banifh'd Lord:and this great Land. Exeunt.

Lad. Almoft midnight. Madam.
Imo. I have read three hours then

;

Mine eyes arc weak,

Fold ck)wn the Leaf where I have left: to bed
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning

:

And jfthou canft awake by four o'th'CIock,

I prithee call me : Sleep hath feiz'd me wholly.

To your proteftion I commend me, gods.

From Fairies, and the Tempters of the night,

Guard me befeech ye, Sleept.

lachtmofrom the Trnui^
lach. The Crickets fing , and mans ore-labour'd fenfc

Repairs it fclf by reft : Our TVtr^w/^ thus

Did fofcly prefle the Rufties, ere hewaken'd
The Chaftity he wounded. Cjtherea^

How bravely thou becom'ft thy Bed ; frefh Lilly,

And whiter then the Sheets: thai I might touch,

But kifle, one kifte. Rubies unparagon'd.

How dearly chcy do't : 'Tis her breathing that

Perfumes the Chamber thus: the flame oth'Taper
Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids.

To fee th'indofcd Lights, now Canopied
Under the windows, White and Azure lac'd

With Blew of heavens own tind, bu: my dcfigne's

To note the Chamber, I will write all down,
Such, and fuch piftures: there the window, fuch

Th'adornment ofher Bed ; the Anas, Figurei,

Why fuch, and fuch : and the Contents oth'Scory,

Ah, but fome natural notes about her Body^
Above ten thoufand meaner Moveables
Would tcftifie, t'enrich mine Inventory.

O flcep, thou Ape of death, lye dull upon her.

And be her fenfe but as a Monument,
Thus in a Chappel lying. Come off, come off;

As flippery as the Gordian-knot was hard.

'Tis mine, and this witneffe outwardly,

As ftrongiy as the Confcience do's within :

To th' madding of her Lord. On her left breft

A mole Cinque-fpotted : Like the Crimfon drops

I'th'bottome of a Cowflip. Heres a Voucher,

Stronger then ever Law could make: this Secret

Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and t'anc

The treafure of her honour. No more: to what end.?
Why ftiould I write this down, that's rivitted,

Screw'd to my memory. She hath bin reading late.

The Tale of TVrw, here the leaf's turn'd down
VJhete Philomele give up. I have enough.

To th* Trunk again, and fhut the fpring of it.

Swift, fwift, you Dragons of the night, that dawning
May bear the Ravens eye : I lodge in fear.

Though this a heavenly Angel : hell is here.

Clockjlrikfs.

three ; time, time. Exit.One, two,

Scena Tenia.

Scena Secunda,

Enter Imogen^ in her bed^ and a Lady.
Imo. Who's there ? my woman Helen ?

Lad. Plcafe you Madam.
Imo. What hour is it .?

Enter Clotten^ and Lords,

I . Your Lordfhip is the moft patient man in IofiV,thc

moft coldeft that turn'd up Ace.

Clot. It would make any man cold to loofe.

I. But not every man patient, after the noble temper

of your Lordfliip; You are moft hoc , and furious

when you win.
,

Clot}
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Winning will puc any man into courage : if I could gtt

this foolirti Imogen^ I Should have Gold enough : it's al-

mol\ morning, is'tnoc '

1

.

Day, my Lord,

Clot. I would this Mufick would come : I am advtfed.

to give hct Mufick a mornings, they fay u will penetrate

Enter Mujltlans.

Come on, tune: if you can penetrate here with yourfiri-

gering, fo : we'll cry with tongue too : if none will do, let

her remain : but I'le never give o'rc. Firft, a very excel-

lent good conceited thing ; after a wonderfull fweet aire,

with admirable rich words to it, and then let her con-

fidcr.

Song.

Hark^y ft/trk^y the Lark^ at Heavensgate Jingty

and Phabm 'gins ar'ife^

Hit Steeds to vtater at thoft Springs

on chalic'd Flowers that lies :

jind winkjfg Marj-hudt l^eg'in to oft their GoUeu eyes

fyith every thl»g that pretty if, m^ Ladyfjvttt 4rife •

yirife^ strife.

So, get you gone : if this penetrate , I will conHderyour

MuHck the better : if it do not , it is a voice in her cars

which Horfe.haifs, and Calyes-guis, nor the voice of

unpaved Eunuch to boot, can never amend.

Enter Qtteen and CymieUne,

2. Here comes the King.

dot. I am glad I was up fo Iate» for that's the reafon

I was up fo early : he cannot choofc but take this Ser-

vice I have done , fatherly. Good morrow to your Xla-

jcfty, and gracious Mother,

Cjm. Attend you here the door of our ftcrt» daughter.

Will fhe not forth ?

Clot. I have aflail'd her with Maficks, but flic vouch-

fafes no notice,

Cjm. The Exile of her Minion istoonevff.

She hath not yet forgot him, fomc more time

Muft wear the print of his remembrance ou't,

And then fhe's yours.

Qne. You arc moft bound to ih'King,

Who lets go by no vantages, that may
Ptcferre you to his daughter : frame your fclf

To orderly folicits, and be friended

With aptnefle of the fcafon : make denials

Encreafe your fcrvices : fo feem,as if

You were infpir'd to do thofe duties which

Yoa tender to her : that you in all obey her.

Save when command to your difmifljon tends,

And therein you are fenfeleffe.

Clot. Senfeleffef Not fo.

Mef. So like you ( Sir ) Ambafladours from Rime ;

The one is Caitti Lsultts.

Cym. A worthy Fellow,

Albeit he comes on angry purpofenow

;

But that's no fault of his : we muft receive him
According to the honour of his Sender,

And towards himfelf, his goodnciTc forc-fpent on us

Wc muft extend our notice : Our dear Son,

When you have given good morning to your Miftiis,

Attend the Q^icen, and us, we have need

T'employ you towards this Roman.
Come our Queen. Sxennt

Clot. If ftic be up,riefpeak with her: if not,

Let her lye IHU, and dream : by your leave hoa,

II know her women arc about her : what

If I do line one of their hands: 'tis gold
Which buyes admittance (oft it doth ) yea and nukes
Diana's Rangers falfe themfclvcs, yield up
Their Deer to'th'ftand o'th Stealer : and 'tis gold

Which makes the True-man kill'd , and faves the Thief;
Nay,fometime hangs both Thief, and True-nun : what
Can it not do, and undo: I will make
One of her women Lawyer to me, for

I yet not underfland the cafe my felf.

By your leave, Kaockj.

Enter a Lady.
Lad, Who's there that knocks .'

Clot. A Gentleman.

Lad. No more.

Clet. Yes, and a GcntlewotnansSon.

Lad. That's more
Then feme whofe Taylors are as deer as yours,

Canjuftly boaftof: what's your Lordftiipspleafure?

Clot. Your Ladies pcrfon, is ftic ready ?

Lad. I, to keep her Chamber.
Clit. There is gold for you,

Sell me your good report.

Lad. How, my good name ? or to report ofyou
What I (hall think is good. The Princeflc,

Enter Imogen.

Clot. Good morrow faircft. Sifter your fweet hand.

Imi. Good morrow, fir, you lay out too much pains

For purchafing but trouble : the thanks I give,

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks,

And fcarcecan fpare them.

Clot. Still I fwear I love you.

Imo, I f you'd but faid fo , 'twere as deep with mc

;

If you fwear ft ill, your recompencc is ftill

That I regard it not.

Clot. Thisisnoanfwer.

Into, Bur that you fliall not fay, I yield being filentj

I would not fpeak. I pray you fpare mc, faith

I ftiall unfold equall difcourtefie

To your bcft kindneffe: one of your great knowing
Should learn ( being taught ) forbearance.

Clot. To leave you in your madneffe, 'twere my fin,

I willnot.

Imo. Fools arc not mad folks.

Clot, Do you call mc fool ?

Imo. As I am mad I do:

If you'll be patient, I'lc no more be mad.

That cures us both. I am much forry (Sir)

You put mc to forget a Ladies manners

By being fo verbal : and learn now, for all.

That I which know my heart, do here pronounce

By th'very truth of it, I care not for you.

And am fo near the lack of Charity

To accufe my felf, I hate you : which I had rather

You felt, then make't my boaft.

Clot. You fin againft

Obedience, which yoa owe your father, for

The Contract yoa pretend with that bafc Wrttch,

One, bred of AImes,and fofter'd with cold dirties

With fcraps oth'Coon : It is no Contra^,none

;

And though it be allowed in meaner parties

( Yet who then he more mean ) to knit their fouls

( On whom there is no more dependancy

But Brats and Beggery ) in felf figur'd knot,

Yet you arc curb'd from that enlargement, by

Tht>
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The confcquence oth'Crown, and muft notfoylc

The precious nore of it ; with a bafe Slave,

A Hildingfor a Livory, a Squires Cloth,

A Pander ; not fo eminent.

/me, Prophane Fellow

:

Wert thou the Son of Jupiter^ and no more.

But what thou art befides : thou wer'c too bafe»

To be his Groom: thou wer't dignified enough

Even to the point of Envy, if 'twere made

Comparative for your Vertues,to be ftil'd

The underHangman of his Kingdoms; and hated

For being prcferr'd fo well.

Clot. The South-Fog rot him..

/»». He never can meet more mifchance, then come

To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneft Garment

That ever hath but dipt his body, isdcaret

In my refpeft, then all the hairs above thee,_

Were they all made fuch men : How now Plfanlo }

Enter Pifanio,

Clot. His Garment? Now the devill.

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hye the prcfently.

Clot. His Garment

f

Itne. I am fprighted with a foo!.

Frighted, and angred woife: Go bid my woman
Search for a Jewell, that too cafualiy

Hath left mine Armc; it wasihy Matters. Shrevw me
If I would lofe it for a Revenew,

Of any Kings in Earope. I do think,

I faw't this morning: Confident I am.

Laft night 'twas on myArmet Ikifs'd it,

I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord
That I kifle ought but him.

Pffa. 'Twill not be loft.

Im/>. I hope fo : go and fearch.

Clot. You have abus'd me

:

His meaneft Garment?
Into. I, I faid fo, fir.

If you will make't an Action, call witnefsto't.

Clot, I will enforme your Father.

Imo. Your Mother too:

She's my good Lady ; and will conceive, I hope

But the worft of me. So I leave you, fir,

To th'worft of d ifcbntent. Exit,

Clot, rie be reveng'd :

His meaneft Garment f Well. Exit.

Scena Quarta,

Enter Pojlhumui^ andPhlUrh,

Pojl. Fear it not, fir : I would I were fofure

To win the King, as I am bold, her honour

Will remain hers.

Phil. What means do you make to him ?

Pofl. Not any : but abide the change of Time,

Quake in the prefent winters ftate, and wifti

That warmer dayes would come : In thefcfear'd hopes

I barely gratifieyour love ; they failing

I muft die much your debtor.

Phil. Your very goodneffe, and your company,

O'repayesall I can do. By this your King,

Hath heard of Great Augufitu: Cditu^ Luciut^

Will do's Commil!ion throughly. And I think

He'll grant the Tribute: fend th'Arrcrages,

Or look upon our Romans, whofc remembrance
I s yet frefti in their grief.

Poft. I do believe

( Sratift though I am none, nor like to be )
That this will prove a War ; and you ftiall hear

The Legion now in Cttllia^ (boner landed

In ournot>fearing-3r<>4t8, then have tidings

Ofany penny Tribute paid. Our Countrimen
Are men more order'd then when JhUms Ctefar

Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their courage

Wonhy his frowning at. Their difciplinc,

( Now mingled with their courages ) will make known
To their Approvers, they arc People, fuch

That mend upon the world. Enter lacbmo,
Phil. Sttlachime.

'Poft. The fwifteft hearts, have pofted you by land ;

And Winds of all the Corners kifs'd your Sails.

To make your veffel nimble.

Phil. Welcome, Cr.

Pofi. I hope the briefneffe of your anfvvcr, nude
The fpeedinefle of your return.

lach. Your Lady,

Is one of the faireft that I have look'd upon

Pofl. And therewithal! the beft, or let her beauty

Look thorough a Cafementto allure falTc hearts^

And be falfe with them.

lach. Here are Letters for you.

Pofl. Their tenure good I truft.

lach. Tis very like.

Pofi. Was Caita Lueitts in the Britain Court,

When you were there ?

lach. He was expcftcd then.

But not approach'd.

Poft. All is well ycr.

Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or is'tnoc

Too dull fox your good wearing ?

lach. If I have loft it,

I ftiould have loft the worth of it in Gold,

rie make a journey twice as-far, t'enjoy

A fecond night of fuch Iweet ftiortneffe, which •

Was mine in Britain^ for the Ring is won.

7oft. The Stones too hard to come by.

lach. Not a whit.

Your Lady being fo eafie.

Poft. Make not, fir.

Your loffe, your Sport : I hope you know that wc
Muft not continue friends.

lach. Good fir, we muft

If you keep Covenant : had I not brought

The knowledge of your Miftris home, I grant

We were to queftion farther ; but I now
Profeffe my felf the winner of her honour,

Together with your Ring; and no: the wronger

Of her, or you , having proceeded but

By both your wills,

Poft. If you can make't apparant

That you have tafted her in Ekd ; my hand,

And Ring is yours. If not the foul opinion

You had of her poor honour : gains, or loofc%

Your Sword or mine, or Mafterleffe leave both

To who ftiall find them.

lach. Sir, my Circumftances

Being fo nere the truth, as I will make them,

Muft firft induce you to believe : whofe ftrength

I will confirme with oath, which I doubt not

You'U
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You'll give mc leave to fpare, when you fliall find

You need it noc.

Pofl. Proceed.

Inch. Firft, her Bcd-chambcr

( Where 1 confefle I flcpt not, but profcfTe

Had that Was wellwoith watching) ic was hang'd

With Tapiftry of Silk, and Silver, the Story

Proud CUofatra^ when fhe met her Roman,

And C'ldntu fwell'd above the Banks, or for

The prcfTe of Boats, or Pride : A piece of Work

So bravely done, fo rich, that itclid flrive

In Workmanfhip, and Value, which I wonder'd

Could be fo rarely, and exaiftly wrought

Since the true life on't was —
Pofl. This iatroc

:

And this you might have heard of here, by me,

Or by fome other.

lach. More particulars

Muft juftific my knowledge

Po§l. So they muft.

Or do your Honor injury.

lach. The Chimney

Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-piece

Chart £)/(»», bathing : never Taw I figures

So likely to report themtelves; the Cutter

Was as another Nature dumb, out-went her.

Motion, and Breath left out.

Po^. This is a thing

Which you might from Relation likewifc read,

Bein^* as it is, much fpokc of.

lach. The Roofe o'th'Chamber,

With golden Cherubins is fretted. Her Andirons

( I ha«f forgot them ) were two winking Cupids

Of Silver, each on one foot (landing, nicely

Depending on their Brands.

*Pon. This is her honours

Let it be granted you have Ceen all this ( and praife

Be given to your remembrance ) the defcription

Of what is in her Chamber, nothing favcs

The wager you have laid,

lach. Then ifyou can

Be pale, I beg but leave to aire this Jewel : See,

And now 'tis up again : it muft be married

To that your Diamond, I'lckeep them.

Po^. Jove

Once more let me behold it : Is it that

Which I left with her ?

lach. Sir ( I thank her ) that

She ftript it from her Armc : I fee her yet

Her pretty Aftion, did out-fell her gift.

And yet enrich'd it too : fhe gave it mc.

And faid fhe priz'd it once.

Pofl. May be, fhe pluck'd it off

To fend it me.

lach. She writes fo to you ? doth fhe?

Pofi. O no, no, no, 'tis true. Here take this too.

It isa Bafiliskunto mineeye.

Kills mc to look on't : Let there be no Honour,

Where there is beauty : Truth, where fcmblance: Love,

Where there'sanothcr man. The Vows of Women,
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made.

Then they are to their Venues, which is nothing:

O, above mcafure falfe.

Phil. Have patience, fir.

And take your Ring again, 'tis not yet won ;

It may be probable £he loll it : or

Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted

Hath floln it from her.

Pofl. Very true.

And fo I hope he came by't : back my Ring,

Render to me fome corporal figne about h«
More evident then this: for this was ftole.

lach. By Jupiter, I had it from her Arme.

Pofl. Hark you, he fwears: by Jupiter he fwears.

*Tis true, nay keep the Ring ; 'tis true : I am furc

She fhould not loofe it ; her Attendants arc

All fworn,and honorable : they induc'd to fteal it ?

And by a Stranger ? No, he hach enpy'd her,

The Cognizance of her incontinency

Is this: fhe hath bought the name of Whore, thus dearly.

There, take thy hy re, and all the fiends of hell

Divide themfelves between you.

Phit. Sir, be patient

:

This is not flrong enough to be believ'd

Of one perfwaded well of.

Pofl. Never talk on't

:

She hath been colted by him.

Inch. If you feck

For further fatisfying ; under her Breafi

( Worthy her prefTing) lies a Mole, right proud
Of that moft delicate Lodging. By my life

I kift it , and it gave me prefent hunger

To feed again, though full. You do remember
This (lain upon her?

Pofl. I, and it doth confirm

Another (lain, as big as Hell an hold,

Were there no more but it.

lach. Will you hear more ?

Pofl. Spare your A rithmctick.

Never count the Turns : Once, and a Million.

lach. ricbcfworn.

Poft. No fwearing

:

If you will fwear you have not don't, you lye,

And I will kill thee if thou do'ft deny
Thou'ft made me Cuckold.

lach. rie deny nothing.

Pofl. O that I had her here, to tear her Lirob-mcal;

I will go there and do't ith'Court, before

Her father. I'le do fomething. Exit.
Phil. Quite befides.

The Government of Patience. You have won

:

Let's follow him, and pervert the prefent wrath
He hath agai'nft himfclf.

lach. Wich all my heart. Extmat.

Enter PoflhMm$u.

Pofl. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women
Muft be half-workers f We are all Bfiftards,

And that moft venerable man, which I

Did call my father, was, I know not where
When Iwasrtampt. Some Coyner with his Tools
Made me a counterfeit : yet my Mother feem'd

The D;<!»« of that time: fo doth my Wife
The Non-pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance I

Me ofmy lawfull pleafurefhc rcftrain'd,

And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with

A pudency fo Rofic, the fweet view on't

Might well havcvvarm'd old Saturn

:

That I thought her

As Chafte,asim-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, allthedtvib !

This yellow lachlmo in an hour, was't not t
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Or IciTe ; at firft ? Perchance fpoke not, but

Like a full Acorn'd Boar, a Jarinen on,

Cry'doh, and mounted, found no oppoficion

But what he bok'd for, fliould oppofe, and flie

Should fiom encounter guard,' Could I find out

The Womans part in me, for there's no motion

That tends to vice in man, but I afiirm

h is the Womans part : be it Lying, note it,

The Womans: Flattering, hcrs: deceiving, hers :

L«ft, and rank thoughts, hers, hers : Revenges hersj

Ambitions, Covetings, changeof Prides, Difda'in,

Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability

:

All faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knows,

Why hers,in part, or all : bur rather all. For even to Vice

They are not conftant, butare changing ftill

;

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one

Not half fo old as that. Tie write againft them,

Deicff them, curfe them : yet 'cis greater Skill

(n a true Hate, to pray they have their will:

The very Devils cannot plague them better. Sxit.

(tABus Tertim, Scena Trima.

Enter in State, Cjml>eliHe, QaeenjClotteu, and Lords at

one daor, and at another, Caiuty LucttUy

and Attendants.

Cym. Now fay, what would Augu^tu Cdfar with us?

Luc. When Juhm Cafar (whofe remembrance y et

Lives in mens eyes, and will to Ears and Tongues

Be Theam, and hearing ever) was in this Brittain^

And Conquei'd it, QaJfibelaM thine Unkle

( Famous in Cdfars praifes, no whit Jcflc

Then in his Feats deferving ic ) for him.

And his fucceffionj granted ^owf a Tribute,

Yearly three choufand pounds ; which (by thee) lately

Isleftuntender'd.

Que. And to kill the meryaiJ,

Shall be fo ever.

Clot. There be many C<e/4rx,

Ere (nch anotlier Jti/itu : Britain'sz world

By it felf, and we will nothing pay

For wearing our own Nofes.

Qtteen. That opportunity

Which then they had to take from's, to refumc

We have again. Remember, fir, my Liege,

The Kings your Anceftors, together with

The Natural bravery of your I(le, which ftancjj

As Neptunes Park, ribb'd, and pal'd in

With Oaks unskalcable,and roaring Waters,

With Sands that will not bear your Enemies Boats

But fuck them up lo'th'Top-maft. A kind of Conqueft

Cafar made here, but made not here his brag

Of came, and Saw, and Overcame : with ftiame

( The firfl that ever touch'd h'lm ) he was carried

From offour Coalt, twice beaten ; and his Ihipping

( Poor ignorant Baubles) on out terrible Seas

Like Egg-fhels, mov'd upon their Surges crack'd

As eafily 'gainfl our Rocks. For joy whereof,

The fam'd CajJlhetanyvMo'Mzs once at point

( Oh giglet Fortune) tomafter C<«/<ir/ fword.

Made Luds.Town with rejoycing Fires bright,

And Brita'ins ftrut with Courage.
Clot. Comr, there's no more Iribute to be paid. Our

Kingdome is (honger then it was at that time : and (as I

faid) chere is no more fuch Cafars ^ other of them may
have crook 'd NoIes,but to owe fuch ftrait Armes, none.

Cym, Son, let your Mother end.

Clot. We have yet many among us , can gripe as hard
as Cajfibelan, I do not fay I am one : but 1 have a hand.
Why Tribute ? Why /hould we pay Tribute ? If Cafar
can hide the Sun from us with a Blanket, or put the Moon
in his pocket : we will pay him Tribute for light : elfe
fir, no more Tribute, pray you now,

Cym. You muji know.
Till the injurious Romans, did extort

This Tribute from us, we were free, dtfars Ambition
Which fwell'd fo much, that it did almoft ftretch *

The fides o'th'world, againfl all colour here.

Did put the yoak upon'?; which to (hake off

Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon
Our felves to be, we do. Say then to Cxfar^
Our Ancefter vvas that Mulmutisuy which
Ordain'd our Laws, whofe ufe the fword of Caf/tr
Hath coo much mangled : whofe repair, and franchifc

Shall (by the power we holdj be our good deed.

Though Rome be therefore angiy. MHlmutitts made our
Who was the firft of Britain, which did put laws
His brows within a golden Crown, and call'd

Himfelf a King,

Lhc. I am forry Cymbeline,

That I am to pronounce AHgHfltu C<tfar

( C<tfar that hath more Kings his Servants, then
Thy felf Domeftick Officers ) thine Enemy .

Receive it from me then. War, and Confufion

In Citfarsnzme pronounce I 'gainft thee : Look
For fury, not to be refifted. Thusdefi'd

I thank thee for my felf,

Cym. Thou art welcome Calm,
Thy Cafar Knighted me ; my youth I fpent

Much under him : of him, I gathet'd Honour,

Which he, to feek of me again
,
perforce.

Behooves me keep at utterance. 1 am perfe£^,
'

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for

Their Liberties are now in Armes : a Piefidenx

Which not to read, would fhew the Britains cold:

So Cdfar (hall not find them.

Luc. Let proof fpeak.

Clot. His Majefty bids you welcome. Make paflime

with us a day , or two , or longer : if you feek us afcer-

wards in other tearmes,you fhall find us in our Salt-wa-

ter-Girdle: ifyou beat us out of it, it is yours : if you fall

in the adventure, our Crows Ihali fare the better for you;

and there's an end.

Lnt. So, fir.

Cym. I know your Makers pleafure, and he mine

:

All the Remain, is welcome.

Exeunt,

Scena Secmda.

Enter Pifania reading of a Letter.

Ptf, How ? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not

What Monfters her accufc ? Letnattu

:

Oh Mafter, what a ftrange infe(5tion
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•

Is fain into thy ear? What falfc ItalUn^

(As poifonous tongu'd, as handed) hath prcvailM

On thy too leady hearing * Difloyal ? No.
She's punilli'd for her truth ; and undergoes

More Goddcfs-like, then Wife- like ; ftich Aflaults

As would take in fome Virtue. Oh ray MaRcr,

Thy mind to her, is now as low, as were

.

Thy Fortnncs. How ? that I fliould murthcr her,

Upon the Love, and truth, and vowcs ; which 1

Have made to thy command ? I her ? Her bloud ?

If it be fo, to do good fervicc , never

Let me be counted ferviceablc. How look I,

That 1 fhould feem to lack humanitie.

So much as this Faft comes to ? Do't : the Letter.

That I have ^ent hir^ by her otvit command^

Shall give thee opportHnltie. Oh damn'd paper,

Black as the Ink that's on thee : lenfelefs bauble,

Art thou a Foedaiie for this aft ; thou look'ft

So Virgin-like without ? Loe here fhc comes.

Enter Imogen.

I am ignorant in what T am commaaded.

Im'). How no, *?'/"'"'"' •'

P//. Madam, here isa Letter from my Lord.

Ime, Who ! thy Lord ? that is my Lord Ltonnttu f

Oh, ieiirn'd indeed were that Aftronomer

That knew tlic Startcs, as I his Chara6brs»

Hel'd lay the Future open. You good gods,

Let what is here contain'd, rellil'h of Love,

Of my Lord's health: of his content : yet not

That wetwoarea-funder, let that grieve him ;

Some griefs are medcinable, that is one of them,

For it doth phyfick Love, of his content.

All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave : bleft be

You Bees that make thefe Locks of counfd. Lovers,

And men in dangerous Bonds piay not alike.

Though Forfcitours you caft in pnfon, yet

You clafp young Cupid^i tables : good Ncwcs gods.

IUfiiee^ and your Father's wrath ( fheuld he take mt In

his Viminlon) canld not befo erne! to me, as joH , {oh

the dearejt of Creatures ) would tven renew me with yonr

eyes. Take nettce that 1 am in Cambria at Milford-Ha.

vcn : whatJour own Love^ wHl out of this advifeytft^ fel-

low. Sv he wifhesyottaH happ'ine^ , that remains [ojalto

hit Veriy andyour increa/tn^ in Love.

Leonatus Pofthumus.

Oh for a Horfe with wings : Hear'ft thou, Pifanio ?

He is at tJiiilford-HaveH .• Read, and tell mc
How far 'tis thither. If one ofmean affairs

May plod it in a week, why may not I

Glide thither in a day ? then true ^ifanlo^

Who long*!! like me, to fee thy Lord ; who long'ft

(Oh let mc bate) but not like rte : yet long'ft

But in a fainter kind. Oh not like me :

For mine's beyond, beyond ; fay, and fpeak thick

(Love's Couniellor fhould fill the bores ofhearing,

To tVfmoiherine of the Senfe)how far it is

To this fame blefled Mi/ford. And by ih'way

Tell me bow H^ales was made fo happy ,as

T'inherit fuch a Hivert. But firft of all,

How may we ftcal from hence : and for the gap

That we fliall make in time , from our hence-going,

And ou! return, to excufe : but firft, how get hence.

Why fhould excufe be borne or c're begot ?

We'll talk of that hereafter. Prythee fpeak.

How many fcore of Miles may wc weli ride

'Twixt hourand hour .'

Pif. One fcore 'twixt Sun, and Sun,

Madam's enough for you : and too much too.

Imo. Why, one that rode to's Execution, Man,
Could never go fo flow : I have heard of Ridin<' waoers
Where Horfes have been nimbler then the Sands
That run i'th'Clocks behalf. But this is Foolric,

Go, bid my Woman feign a fickncfs, fay

She'll home to her Father, and provide me prefently

A Riding Suit : No coftlicrihcn would fit

A Franklins Hulwife.

Pif. Madam, you're bert confider.

fmt. I fee before me (Man) nor here, nor here.

Nor what enfues but have a Fog in them,

That I cannot look through. Away, I prytbee,

Do as I bid thee : there's no more to fay :

Acceflible is none but Milford way. Exennt.

Enter Belarim, Cuidertm^ and ArviragM,

Bet. A goodly day, not to keep houfe with fuch,

Whofe Roofe's as low as ours : Sleep Boycs, this <»atc

Inltrufts you how t'adorc the Heavens ; and bows you
To a mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarchs
Arc Arch'd fo high , that Giants may jet through

And keep their impious Turbands on, without

Good morrow to mc Sun. Hail thou fair Heaven,
We houfe I'th' Rock, yet ufc thee not fo hardly.

As prouder livers do.

Guid. Hail Heaven.

t^rvir. Hail Heaven.

Bel/t. Now for our Mountain fporc, up to yond hill

Your leggs are young : 1 le tread thefe Flats. Confider,

When you above perceive mc like a Crow,
That it is Place, which lelfens and fees oft

And you may then revolve what talcs I have told you,

Of Courts of Princes ; of the tricks in War.
This fervicc, is not Service ; fo being done.

But being fo allowed.- To apprehend thus,

Draws us a profit from all things we fee

:

And often to our comfort, fhall we find

The fliarded Beetle, in a fafer hold

Then is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this life.

Is Nobler, then attending for a check

:

Richer, then doing nothing for a Babe

:

Prouder then ruftling in un-paid-for Silk

;

Such gain the Cap of him, that makes him fine.

Yet keeps his Book uncrofs'd, no life to ours.

Gui, Out of your proofyou fpeak : we poorunfledg'd.

Have never wing'd from view o'th'ncft ; nor know not

What Air's from home. Hap'ty this life is bcft,

(If quiet life be beft) fweeter to you

That have a fharper known ; Well correfponding

With your ftiffAge ; but unto us, it is

A Cell of Ignorance : travailing a bed,

A Prifon or a Debtor, that not dares

Toftridc a limit.

t/frvl. What fliould we fpeak of

When we are old as you i when we fhall heat

The rain and wind beat dark Decemier f How
In this our pinching Cave, (lull we difcouife

D d d d The
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The freezing liourc!. away ? We havefeen iiothin;;:

VVc arc beaHIy ; liibtlc as the Fox for prey,

Like warlike as the Woif, for what we cat

:

O'Ji Valour is to chafe what flies : our Cage

We make a Quire, as doth the prifon'd Bird

,

And fing our Bondage freely.

Bel. How you fpeak ?

Did you but know the Citie's Ufuries,
^

And "felt them knowingly : the Art o'dv'Court,

As hard to leave, as keep : whofe cop to climb

Is certain falling : or fo flipp'iy, that

The fear's as bad as falling. The toil o'th'War

A pain that onely feems to feek our danger

Ith'name of Famc,and Honour, which dyes i'lh'fearcb,

And hath as oft s fland'rous Epitaph,

As Record of fair Aft. Nay, many times

Doth ill dcfcrve, by doing well t what's worfc

Mull curt'fie at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes^thisStoric

The world may read in me : My bodie's mark'd

With Roman Swords ; and my report was once

Firfl with the beft of Note. Qymhdlne lov'd me,

And when a Sonldier was the Theme, my name

Was not far off : then was I as a Tree

Whofe bougiies did bend with fruit. But in one night,

A Storm, or Robbery (call it what you will)

Shook down my mellow hangings : nay my Leaves,

And left' me bare to weather.

Gm. Uncertain favour.

hel. My fault being nothing (as I have toki you oft)

But that two Villains, whofe falfe Oathcs prevail'd

Bffore my perfeft Honour, fwore loCymhdlney

1 was Confederate with the %^mans : fo

Followed my Banifhmcnt, and this twenty yeares.

This Rock,and thefe Dcmefnes, have been my World,

Where 1 have liv'd at honefi frcedome
,
payed

More pious debts to Heaven , then in all

The fore-end of my time. But, up to th'Mountains,

This is not Hun tet's Language ; he thatflrikes

The Vcnifon fiill, (hall be the Lord o'th'Pealt,

To him the other two fhall minifter.

And we will fear no poifon, which attends

In place of grcatet- State :

rie meet you in the Vallycs. Exeunt,

How hard it is to hide the fparks of Nature ?

Thefe Boyesknow little they areSonncs toth'King,

Nor Cymheline dreams that they are alive.

They think they are mine.

And though train'd up thus meanly

I'th'Cave, whereon the Bow their thoughts do hit

The Roofcs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them
In Gmpleand low things, to Prince it, much
Beyond the trick of others. 1'Kis PaladouTy

The heir of CymheHne and Britain, whom
The Kmg his Father call'd ^Hideritu. Jovffy

When on my three-foot ftool I fit, and tell

The warlike feats I have done, his fpiritsfly out

Into my ftory : fay thus mine Enemy fell.

And thus I fet my foot on's neck, even then

The Princely bloud flows in his Cheek, he fweats.

Strains his young Nerves, and puts himfelf in pofture

That afls my words. The younger Brother Cadrvall,

Once Arvlragits, in as like a figure

Strikes life into my fpecch,and lliews much more
His own conceiving. Hcark, the Game is rouz'd.

Oh Cjintheline. Heaven and my Confcicnce knows
Thou did'd unjultly banifh me : whereon

At three, and two years old, I fiole thcfc Babes,

rhinking to bar thee of SuccefTion, as

Thou refts me of my Lands. EuriphlUy

Thou waft their Nurfe, they took thee for their mother

And every day do honour to her Grave:

My fcif BelayiMyihii am Oiior^ati call'd

They take for Natural Father. The Game is up. Exit,

Scena Quarta*

Exter PiJ/tnlo aud Imogen.

Into. Thou told'ft me when we came from horfe,thc piac:

Was near at hand : Ne're long'd my Mother fo

To feem firft, as I have now : Piftinloy Man

:

Where is Pofihumnt ? What is in thy mind
That makes ihee (tare thus ? Wherefore breaks that figh

From th'inwardof thee? One, One , but painted thus

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd

Beyond felf-explication. Put thy fclf

Into a haviourof Icfsfear, c'rc wildnefs

Vanquilli my fiaider Senfes. What's the matter >

WHy tcnder'ft thou that Paper to me, with

A look untender f If 't be Summer News
Smile to't before : if Winterly , thou need'ft

But keep thatcount'nance ftill. My Husband's hand ?

That Dfug-damn'd/trf/^jhath out-craftied him.

And he's at fonic hard point. Speak man, thy tongue

May take offfomc extremity, which to read

Would be even mortal to me.

Pif Pleafe you read.

And you fhallfind me (wretched man)a thing

The moft difdain'd of Fortune.

Imogen reads,

THyMiflrej?{P'ifanlo) hath play'd theStrHtnpet in

my Bed : the Tefilmomes whereof̂ lygi bleediftg in

me. Ifpeak^not out ofvueak^Surmlfes , hut from proof as

Jirong as my grief^ and a* certainm I expeti my Revenge,

That party thou
(
Pifauto mull r.Sifor me, ifthyfaith he

not tainted with the hrtach of hers ; let thine own hands

take away her life : I (h II give thee opportunity at Md'
ford Haven, She hath my Letter for the purpofe; -where^

ifthoufear to itrlkf , and to make me certain It us done,

thou art the Pander to her difhoMOMr,^ and equally to mt
difloyaU

P'if. What fhall T need to draw my Sword, the Paper

Hath cut her throat already. No, 'tis flander,

Whofe edge is fliarper then the Sword, whofe tongue

Out-venoms allthe Worms of A^/Ve, whofe breath

Rides on the pofting winds, and doth belyc

All corners of tha World. Kings, Queens, and States,

Maids, Matrons, nay the fecrets of the Grave

This viperous flander enters. What chear. Madam ?

Imo. Falfe to his Bed ? What is it to be falfc ?.

To lye in watch there . and to think on him ?

Towcep'twixt clock and clock ? Ifflcep charge Nature,

To break it with a fearfull dream of him,.

And cry my felfawake .? that's falfe to's bed ? is it ?

Pifa. Alas
,
good Lady.

Imo. I falfe ? thy Confcience witnefs : lachimo^

Thou did'ft accufe him ofIncontincncie,

Tiiou then look'dft like a Villain : now, me thinks

Thv
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Thy favours good enough. Some Jayot"/M/;

(Whofe Motlicr was her painting) hath bctraid liim :

Poor I am rtale,a Gaiment out of falliion,

And fori am richer tlien to hang by th' walles,

I miift be ripe : To pieces with me : Oh I

Mens Vowjs are womens Traitors. All good fccming

By thy revolt (oh Husband) fliall bethought

Put oi\ for Villany ; not born wher'c growcs,

But worn a bait for Ladies.

<p/y>. Good Madam, hear mc.

Imo. True honed men being heard, like falfc«y£w<ij,

Were in his time thought falfe : and SynoHs weeping

Did fcandall many a holy teare : took pitty

From moft true wretchcdncrte. So thou, PtHhumtUt
Wilt lay the leven to all proper men ;

Goodly, and gallant, (Tiall be falfc and pcrjur'd

From thy grrat faile : Come, Ftllovv, be thou honef^.

Doc thou thy Matters bidding. When thou feeft him,

A little witneffe my obedience. Look.

I draw the Sword my fclf, take it, and hie

The innocent Manfion of my Love ( my Heart
:

)

Fear not, 'tis empty of all things, but Grief:

,Thy Maftcr is not there, who was indeed

The riches of it. Do his bidding, ftrike,

Tliou may'ft be valiant in a better caufc;

But now thou fecm'tt a Coward.

P;/. Hence, vile Inftrument,

Thou (Tialr not damn my hand.

Imo. Why, I muft dye.:

And if I doc not by thy hand, thou art

No Servant of thy Matters. Againft Sclf-flaughter,

There is a prohibition (o Divine

That cravensmy weak band : Come, here's my heart

:

Something's afoot : Soft,foft, we'll no defence,

Obedient as the Scabbard. What is here.

The Scriptures of the Loyall LeonattUy

All turn'd to Herefie? Away, away,

Corrupters of my Faith, you (hall no more

Be Stomachers to my heart : thu$ may poor Foolcj

Believe falfc Teachers : Though thofe that arc bitraid

Doe fecle the Trcafon fhaiply, yet the Tiaitor

Stands in worfe cafe of woe. And thou, Pofihttmuf,

That didd'fl fet up my difobedience "gaintt the King

My Father, and makes me put into contempt thcluits

Of Princely Fellowcs, fiialt hereafter findc

It is no a6l ofcommon paflage, but

A ftrain of Raicncfic : and I giicve my felf.

To think, when thou fhaltbe difcdg'd by her,

That now thou tircft on, how thy memory
Will then be pang'd by me, Prethecdifpatch,

The E-amb entreats the Butcher. Where's thy Knife ?

Thou art too flow to doc thy Matters bidding

When I dcfirc it too.

Pif. Oh gracious Lady

:

Since I rcceiv'd command to doe this bufincffe,

I have not flcpt one wink.

fmo. Do't, and to bed then.

Pif. rie wake mine eye-ballcs firft.

/mo. Wherefore then

Didd'tt undertake it ? Why haft thou abus'd

So many Miles, with a pretence ? This place ?

Mine AiSlion ? and thine own ? Our Horfcs labour ?

The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd Court
For my being abfcnt ; whercunto I never

Purpofe return. Why haft thou gone fofarre

To be un-bcnt ? when thou haft tanc thy ftand,

,

,
Th' elcfted Deer befoie tbce ?

I
Pif. But to win time

I
To loofefo bad employnKnt, in the which

• 1 have confider'd ofa couifc: good Lady,
' Hear me with patience.

fmo. Talk thy Tongue weary, fpeak

:

I have heard I am a Strumpet, and mine care

Therein falfe ftrook, can tike no greater >Vound>

Nor tent, to bottomcthat. But fpeak.

Pif. Then, Madam,
I thought you would not back again.

/mo. Moft like.

Bringing mc here to kill me.

Pif. Notfo neither:

But if I were as wife, as honeft, thfn

My purpofe would prove well : it cannot be,

But that my Maftcris abus'd. Some Villain,

I, and fingular in his Art, hath done you both

This curfcd injury.

tma. Some Roman Curcczan ?

Pif. No, on my life:

riegive him notice you are dead, and fend Wm
Some bloody fign of It. For 'tis commanded
I ftiould doc fo : you ftiall be mift at Court,

And that will well confirm it,

/mo. Why, good Fellow,

What ftiall I doc the while f Where bide ? How live.'

Or in my life, what comfort, when I am
Dead to my Husband ?

Pif If you'll back to th' Court,

/mo. No Court, no Father : nor no more adoe

With that harfh, noble, fimple nothing ?

That C/mf«,whofe Love-fujt hath been tome
As fcarfull a$ a Siege.

Pif. Ifnot at Court,

Then not in Britain muft you bide.

/mo. Where then f

Hath Britain all the Sun that fliincs ? Day f Night ?
Are they not but in Britain } |ih' woilds Voiunic

Our Britain fecms as of it, but not in't

:

In a great Poole a Swanncs ncft, prethcc think

There's livers out of Britain.

Pif. I am moft glad

You think of otlier Place : Th* AmbafTador

Lucita the Roman, comes to Milford-Hnven

To morrow. Now, if you could wear a minde

Dark, as your Fortune is, and but difguifc

That which t'appcar it fclf, muft not yet be.

But by fclf-danger, you fhould tread a ccurfe

Pretty, and full of vie.w : yea, happily, near

The rcfidcnce of T>ofthnmui ; fo nigh (at laft)

That though his Anions were not vifiblc, yet

Report ftiould render him hourcly to youi care.

As truly as he move?.

/mo. Oh for fuch meanes.

Though perill to my modcfty, not death on't

I would advtnture.

Pif. Well then, here's the point:

You muft forget to be a Woman : change

Command into OlKdicncc. Fear and Nicencffc

(The Handmaids of all Women, or more truly

Woman it pretty fclf) into a waggifti courage.

Ready in gybes, quick-anfwer'd, fiwcy,ana

As quarrellous as the Wcazell : Nay, you muft

Forget that rareft treafurc of your Check,

Expofing it (but oh the harder heart,

Dddd t A?ack
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Alack no reineoy) to the greedy touch

Of common- kiiringT/frfw -. and forgec

Your laboiirfome and dainty trimmes, wherein

You made orzu^uuo angry.

Imo. Nay, be brief:

I fee into thy cnd,and anvalmoft

A man already.

Pif. Firtt; make your felf but like one,

Forc-rhinkiiTg this. I havealrcady fit

('Tis in my Cloak-bagge) Doublet, Hdt, Hofe, alt

That anfwer to them: VVouId you in their fcrving,

(And with what imitation you can borrow

From youth of fuch a feafonyforc Noble Laeim

prefent your felf, dcfire his fervice : tell him

Wherein you're happy, which will make him know,

Ifthat his head have care in Mufick,doubtlcflc

With joy he will embrace you : for he's Honourable,

And doubling that, moft holy. Your means abroad

:

You have me rich, and I will never faiie

Beginning, nor fupplymcrit.

Imo. Thou art ail the comfort

The Gods.will'dietmewith. Pretheeaway,

There's moretobc confider'd : but we'll every

All thatgood time will give us. This attempt,

I am Sculdiei too» and will aoide ir with

A Prmcfs Courage. Away, I prethce.

Ptf. W«l,MadBm,we nurft take a (hoit farewell,

Left being mil}, i be Tufpeded of

Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris,

Here is a box, I had it from the Queen,

What's in*t if precious r If you are fick at Sea,

Or Sromack-qualm'd at Land, a D ammc of this

Will drive awa V diftemper. To fome tliade.

And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods

Direft vou to the beft.

Ime. Amen : I thank thee, Exeunt.

Scena Quinta,

Snler Cjfmbelifie^ Qftetiy Chttn^ Luc'iKt^

and Lords.

Cjm. Thus fJrre, and fo farewell.

Luc. Thanks, Royall Sir

:

My fcmperor bath wrote, 1 muft from hence.

And am right forvy, that I muft report ye

My Matters Enemy.

Cym. Oui Subjc<f>s(Sir)

Wilt not endure his yoake ; and for our felf

To (licw leffe Soveraignty then they, muft needs

Appear un-Kingtlke,

Luc. So, Sir; I defire of you

A Conduit over Land, to M'tlfori-Haven.

Mad.im,al! joy befall your Grace, and you.

Cym. My Lords, you arc appointed for that Office

;

The due ofHonour in no point omic:

So farewell Noble Lutius.

Luc, Youi hand, my Lord.

CUc. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth

I wear it as your 'Enemy.

L'ic. Sir, the Event

Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well,

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius^ good my Lords,

Till he have cioi\ Severn. Happineire. Exit Lucitee^&c.

Qh. He goes hence frowning : but it bonouis us
That we have given him caufe,

Chr. 'Tis -iW the better.

Your valiant Brlta'ws have their wiHics in it.

Cym. Luclw hath wrote already to the Emperor
Howngocshere. It fits us therefore ripely.

Our Chariots, and our Horfemen be in readinefle :

The Powers that he already hath in Gallia
Will foon be dravyn to head, from whence be moves
His warre for Britain.

Qh. 'Tis not fleepy bufinefte,

Butniuft be look'd to Ipeedily, and ftrongly,
Cym. Our expcaation chat itfhould be thus

Harh made us forward. But my gentle Qjieen, '

Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd |
Before the Roman., nor to us hath tenderd \

The duty of the day. She looks as like

\ thmg more made of malice, then of duty,
We have noted it, Call her before us, for
We have been too light in fiiffctance.

Qh. Royall Sir,

Since the exile of Tofihumui, moft rctir'd

Hath her life bin : the Cure whereof, my Lord,
Tis time muft doe. 'Befcech your Majcfty,
Forbear Charp fpceches to her. She's a Lady
So tender of rebukes, that words arc ftrokcs,

And ftiokcs death to her.

Enter a Meffenoer,
Cym. Where is ftie. Sir ? How

Can her contempt be anfvver'd ?

Mef. Pleafc you. Sir,

Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's noanfwer
That will be given td th' loud of noifc we make.

Qu. My Lord, when laft I went to vifu lier,

She pray'd metoexcufe her keeping clofe,

Whereto conftrain'd by her infirmity.

She ftiould that duty leave unpaid to you
Which daily (\^t was bound to proffer : this

She witli'd me to make known : but our great Court
Made me too blame in memory.

Cym. Her doores lock'd >

Not I'cen of late .? Grant Heavens, that which I

Fear, prove falfe. Exit,

Qj4. Son, I fay, follow the King.

Clot. That man of hers, Pifanio, her old Servant

I have not fcen thefc two daycs. Exit.

Qu. Go, look after:

Pifanio, thou that ftand'ft fo for PoUhumue^
He hath a Drugge of mine: I pray, his abfence

Proceed by fwallovCtng that. For he believes

It is a thing moft precious. But for her,
}

Where is (he gone ? Haply defpairc hath fciz'd her : !

Or vving'd with fervour of her love, (he's frown
|

To her defired 'Pojthtimus : gone Ihe is.

To death, or to dishonour, and mv end
'

Can make goodufc of either. She being down,
!

I have the placing of the Brittifh Crown

.

'

Enter Cloten,

How now, my So.'^ ?

pot. 'Tis certain ftie is fled.

Go m and cheer the King, he rages, none

Dare come about him.

2.«. AH the better : may
This nightfore-ftall him of the comming day, fxit i^tf.

Clot. I love and hate her : for flic's fair and Royall,

And that (he haih all courtly parts more cxquifitc

Then
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Tlien Lady, Ladies, Woman, from every one

'riie be(t His linth, and (lie ot'all coinpouniicd

Out-fdls them all. 1 iovc hci tiieicforc, buc

Difdaininginf, ni\d thiowiiig Tavourson

The low I'ofthiimH^, (landers fo her judgement,

That what's elfc laie, is choak'd : and in that point

I will conclude to hate her, nay indeed,

lo bcicvcng'dnpon l)cr. For, when Foolcs—-.

Emcr P'ljann.

Who is lierc ? What, arc you packing, finah ?

Come hkhci • Ah yoti piccious Pander, Villain,

Where is thy Lady ? In a word, or elf?

Thou art (Irainlit way witli the Fiends.

Pif. Oh, good my Lord.

Clo. Where is thy Lady? Or, by Jupiter^

I will not a^keagaii). Clofe Villain,

I'lc have this fccre; fro(n thy heart, or rip

Thy heart to find it. Is flie with Poflhumus >

Froai whofcfo many weights of bafencile, cannot

A dtamme of worth be drawn.

Pif, AlafSjmy Lord,

How can fhe be wiili him ? When was Hie mifs'd ?

He is in Rome.

Clot. Where is (Tie, Sir ? Come nearer

:

No farther halting : fatisfie me home,

What is become of her

:

T'"/. Oh, my all-worthy Lord.

Cla, All-worthy Villain,

Difcovcr where thy Millris is, at once,

At the next word : no more of worthy Lord :

Speak, or thy filence on the inftant, is

Thy condemnation and thy death.

Pif. Then, fir,

Thfs Paper is the hirtory of my knowlcc/gc

Touchin" her flight,

Ch. Let's fee't ; I will purfue her

Even to Augufltu Throne.

Pif. Or this, or perifh.

She'sfarre enough, and what he learns by this,

May prove his tra veil, not her danger.

Clo. Humh.
Pif. Tie write to my Lord flie is dead : Oh, Imogm,

Safe may'ft thou wander, fafe return agen.

Clot. Sirrah, is this Letter true?

Pif. Sir, as I think.

Clot It is PoFlhumtu's hand, I know't. Sirrah , if

thou would'ft not be a Villain, but doc me trUe fervicc :

undergo ihofc employments wherein I Hiould have caufc

to ufe thee with a ferious induftry, that is, what villainy

foc'rc I bid thee doe to perform it, direftlyand truly, I

would think thee on honcft man : thou Ihould'ft nci-

tlicr want my mcancs for thy relief, nor my yoycc for thy

preferment.

Pif. Well, my good Lord

.

Clot. Wilt thou fervc mc ? For fincc patiently and

condantly thou haft ftuck to the bare Fortune flf that

IJc"gar Pofihumtii, thou canft not in the courfc of grati-

tude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou fervc

me ?

Pif. Sir, I will.

Clo. Give me thy hand, here's my Piirfc. Haft any
of tliy late Mafters Garments in thy poffclTion ?

Pifan. I have (my Lord) at my Lodging, the fame
Suit he wore, wlien he took leave of my Lady and Mi-
ftrtlTe.

Clo. Thefiift fervicc thou do'ft mc, fetch that Suit

hither ; let it l^c thy fiift fervice,go.

Tif. I Hiall, my Lord, Exeunt.
Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Htiven : ( I forgot to askc

hnn one thmg, I'le rcmcmbei'c anon : ) even there, thou

vi!lain,/'o/?A«w«/, will I kill thcc. 1 would thefc Gar-
iTients were come. She fa id upon a time (the bittcrncfTc

of it, I now belch from my heart) chat (lie held the very

Garment of Pofi humus, in more refpe(fV, then my Noble
and naiurall perfon ; together with the adornment of

my Qiialities. With that Suit upon my back will I ra-

vilh her : fnft kill him, and in her eyes : there null flic

fee my valour, which will then be a torment to her con-

tempt. He on the (iround, my fpcech of infukmcnt end-

ed on his dead body,3nd when my luft hath dincd(which,

as I fay, to vex her, 1 will execute in the Cloathcs that

(lie fo prais'd:) to the Court I'le knock her back, foot her

home again. She hath defpis'd me rcjoycingly, and I'le

be merry in my Revenge,

Enter Plfanlo,

Be thofe the Garments ?

Pif. I, my Noble Lord.

Clo. How long is't fincc ftie went to Milford-Hato: >

Pif. She can fcarce be theie yet.

Ch. Bring this Apparell to my Chamber, that is the

fecond thing that I have commanded thee. The third is,

that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to my defign. Be but

dutious,and true preferment fhall tender it felf to thcc.

My Revenge is now at Mllford^ would i had win"? to

follow it. Come and be true. Exit.

Pif. Thou bidd'ft mc to my lolTc : for true to thee,

Were to prove falfe, which I will never be

To him that is moft true. To Mllford^ooy

And find no: her, whom thou purfueft. Flow, flow

You heavenly blclfings on her :This Fool's fpced

Be croft with flownelTc ; Labour be his meed. Exit.

Scena Sexta,

Enter Imogen alone,

tmo. I fee a man's life is a tedious one,

I have tired my felf : and for two nights together

Have made the ground my bed. I fhould be lick,

But that my rclolution helps me : Mllford^

When from the Mountain top Tifanlo fhew'd thee.

Thou was't within a kennc. Oh, jove, 1 think

Foundations flye the wretched, fuch I mean,

Where they fhould be rcliev'd. Two Beggars told me,

I could not miflc my way. Will poor Folks lye

That haveaffliflionson them, knowing 'tis

A punifhmcnt, ortriall .' Yes ; no wonder,

When Rich-ones fcarce tcll true. To lapfc m FulnclTc

Is forer, then to lye for Need : and FalHiood

Is worfe in Kings, then Beggars, My dear Lord,

Thou art one oth' falfe Ones: now 1 think on thee.

My hunger's gone ; but even before, I was

At point to fink for Food, But what is this f

Here is a path to't : 'tis fome favage holil

:

I were bcfl not call ; I dare not call : yet Famine

Ere it clean o're-throw Nature, make it valiant.

Plenty and peace breeds Cowards, Mardneflc crer

Of Hardineflc is Mother. Hoa f who's here ?

If any that's civil, fpeak, if favage,

Dd.id 3 Take
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Take, or lend. Hoa ? no anfwer ? then I le enter,

Beli draw my Swoid ; and if mine Enemy

But fear the Sword like me, he'll fcavcely look on'c

Such a Foe, good Heavens. ^•*'"'

Scena Sept'ma,

Enter Belarim, gu'idertm^ and Arvlragm.

Bel. You /'o/Zr/orr have prov'd belt Woodman, and

Are Mafter of the feaft : Cadrvall and I

Wil! play the Cook, and Servant, 'tis our match

:

Thcfwcat of induftry would dry, and dye

But for the end it works to. Come, our Itomacks

Will make what's homely, favoury ; Wearincffe

Can fnore upon the Flint, when relly Sloth

Findes the Down-pillow hard. No peace be here.

Poor houfc,that keep'll thy felf.

Gu'i. I am throiigly weary.

Arvl. I am weak with toyle, yet ftrong in appetite.

Gtil. There is cold meat ich' Cave, well brouz on that

Whil'lt what we have kiird beCook'd.

Bel. Stay, come not in :

But that It cats our viftualls, I fliould think

Here were a Faiery.

Car. What's the matter,Sir?

Bel. By Jupiter an Angel : or if not,_

An earthly Paragon. Behold Divinenefic

No elder then a Boy.

Euter Imogen.

IfM. GoodMaftcr,harmcmenot:

Before I entcr'd here, I caird,and thought

To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : good troth

Ihaveftoln nought, nor would not, though i had found

Gold ftrcw'd ith' Fioore. Here's money for my Meat,

] would have left it en the Boord fo fooa

As 1 had made my Mcale : and parted

With Prayers for the Provider.

Cm. Money ? Youth.

Arv't. All Gold and Silver rather ttun doe ourt,

As 'tis no better reckon'd, but ofthofc

Who worlTiip durty gods.

Into. I fee you're angry

:

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I rtiduld

Have died, had I not made it,

Bel. Whether lx)und ?

tmo. 'Xo MUford-Hdven.

Bel. What's your name?
Imo. Fidele^ Sir ; I have a Kinfman, who

Is bound for Italj : he cmbark'd at Milford,

To whom being going, almoft fpcnt with hunger,

I am fain in this offence.

Bel. Prcthee Cfair youth)

Think us no Chuiles : nor ir.eafure our good mindes

By this rude place we live in. Well cncounter'd,

'Tisalmofi night, you fhall have better chccrc

Ere you depart, and ihanks to flay and cat it:

Boyes, bid him Welcome.

Gttl. Were you a woman, youth,

I fhould vrfooe hard, but be your Groom in honeft,y
;

I bid for you, as I doe buy.

/.rv't. rie make't my comfort

He is a man. Tie love him as my Brother;

And fuch a welcome as I' Id, give to hitn

(Afceriongabfence)luch is yours. Molt welcome:
Be fprightlyy for you fall 'monglt friends.

fmo. 'Mongft friends.

If Brothers : would it had bin fo, that they

Had bin my Father's Sons, then had my pnzt
Bin lefle, and fo more eqnall ballafting

To thee, PoBhnmus.
Bel. He wrings at fome diftrelTc.

Gut. Would I could free't,

Arvl. Or I, what ere it be.

What pain it coft, what danger : gods I

Bel. Harke, Boyes.

Imo. Great men
That had a Court no bigger then this Cave,
That did attend themfelves, and had the virtue

Which their own Confciencc fcal'd them : laying by
That nothing-gift of differing Multitudes

Could not out-piece thefe twain. Pardon me gods,

I'id change my fcx to be Companion v\'ithlhem,

Since Leonattu falfe.

Bel. Jcdiallbcfo:

Boyes, we'll go dreffe our Hunt. Fair, you come in;

Difcourfe is heavy, fafting: when we have fupp'd

We'll mannerly demand thee of thy Story.

So farre as thou wilt fpeak it,

Gu'i, Pray draw near.

Arvi, The night to th* Owle,
And Morn toth' Larke leftc welcome.

Imo. Thanks, Sir.

Arvl. I pray draw near. Exeunt.

Scefia O&ava,

Enter trvo Roman Senators^ and Tribunes.

1

.

Sen. Tills is the tenour of the Emperors Writ

;

That fincc the common men arc now in Adtion
'Gainft the Pannonlans^ and Dalmatians^
And that the Legions now in Gallla^zxz

Full weak to undertake our Warrcs againft

The faln-off Srltains, that we doe incite

The Gentry to this bufineiTe. He creates

Lucltu Pio-Confull: and to you the Tribunes
For this immediate Levy, he commands
Hisabfolute CommilTion. Long live C<tfitr.

Tri. Is Lucltu Gcnciall of the Forces ?

2. Sen. I.

TV/. Remaining now in Gallia ?

T, Sen. With thofe Legions

Which I have fpoke of, whereunto your levy

Muft be fuppliant : the words of your Comniiflion

Willtye you to the Numbers and the time

Of their difpatch.

Trl, Wc will difchargc our duty. Exeunt.

d^Sius Quartus. Scena Trirm^

Enter Cloten alone. \

Clot. I am near to th' place where they fhould meet,

'

if Pifanlo have mapp'd it truly. How fit his Garments
fcrve mc .? Why {hou|d hisMiflris .who was made by him

that
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that made the Taylor, noc be fie coo? The rather (favin|5

reverence of the WortO for 'tis faid a WomanshtHcfle

comes by fits: therein I mufl play the Woikman, I dare

fpeak i: to myfclf, foric is not Vain-glory for a man,

and his Giaffe, to conferrc in his own Chamber ; I mean,

the Lines of my body arc as well drawn as his ; no IcfTe

youog, more rtrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be-

yond him in the advantage of the time, above him in

Binh, alike converfant in oenerall fcrviccs, and more re-

markable in finglc oppofuions : yet this imperfcverant

Tiling loves him in iny defpight. Whac Mortality is ?

PoJihumWy thy head (which now is growing upon thy

thouldcis) iTiall within this houre be oft, thy Mirtris in-

forccd, thy Garments cut to pieces before thy face : and

all this done, fpuxn her home to her Father, who may

(happily) be a little angry for my fo rough ufage : but my

MotlKT having power of his tf(Hnefl'e, fhall turn all in-

to my commendations. My Horfe is tycd up fafc, cue

Swoid, and to a fore purpol'e : Fortune put them into my
hand : This is the very delcription ofihcir meeting place

and i!w fellow dares not deceive me. Sxtt.

Scena Secmida.

Enter Belarlto, Gulderiniy Arvlragttty ani
Imogen from the CaVe.

Bel. You arc not well : Remain here in the Cave,

We'll come co you after hunting.

Arvi. Brother, (tay here :

Arc we not Brothers ?

Imo. So man and man fhould be.

But Clay and Clay differs in dignity.

Whole duft is both ajike. I am very hck,

Gut. Go you to hunting, I'lc abide with him.

Ima, So fick I am not, yet I am noc well

:

But not fo Citizen a wanton, as

To (ccm to dye, ere (jck : So pleafe you, leave me.

Stick to your journall courfc : the breach of Cuftomc,

Is breach of all, I am ill, but your being by me
Cannot amend me. Society is no comfort

To one not fociabk : I am not very fick.

Since I can rcafon of it : pray you truft me here,

ric rob none but my felf, and let me dye

Stealing fo poorly.

Cut. I love thee : I have fpokc it.

How much the quantity, the weight as much.

As I doe love my Father.

Be!. What ? how ? how ?

Arvl. If it be fin to fay fo (Sir) I yoak mz
In my good Brothers fault : I know not why
I love this youth, and I have heard you fay,

Love's reafons without reafon. The Beer at door,

And a demand who is't fhall dye, I'id fay

My Father, not this Youth.

Bel. Oh noble (train !

worthincflfc of Nature, breed of grcatncflc

!

" Cowards,Fathcr,Cowards, and bafc things, Sire,bafc ;

" Nature hath Mcale and Bran ; Contempt and Grace.

I'nie not their Father,yct who this fliould be.

Doth miracle it fclf, lov*d before me.

Tis the ninth hour oth' Morn.

1
Arvl. Biothcr, farewell.

Imo. I wi(Ti ye fport.

yirv'i. You health. So picafc yoo, Sir,

Imo. Thefc are kind Creaturcj.

Gods, what lyes I have heard ;

Our Coui tiers fay, all's favage, but at Court

:

Experience, oh thou difprov'ft Report.

Th'impctious Seas breed Monftcrs ; for the Difl),

Poor Tributary Rivers, as fweet fi(h :

I am fick ftill, heart-fick : T'lfnnioy

ricnowuftcof thy Druggc.

ChI, I could not ftirrc him :

He faid he was gentle, but unfortunate
;

Diflioneltly afflirted, but yet honefh

Arvl. Thus did heanfwer me : yet faid hereafter

I might know inore.

Bel. To th' field, to th* field:

We'll leave you for this time, go in, and refl.

Arvl. We'll not be long away.

Bel. Pray be not fick.

For you mult be our Hufwife.

Imo. Well or ill,

I am bound to you. Exit.
Bel. And fl«lt be ever.

This youth, how e'rc dilhcft,appeares he hath had

Good Anccfiors.

Arvl. How Angel-like he fings ?

Gut. But his neat Cookei y ?

Arvi. He cut our Roots m Charadlers,

And fawc't our Broths, as ]uho had been fick,

And he her Dieter.

Arvi. Nobly he yoaks

A fmiling with a /igh : asif the figh

Was that it was, for not being fuch a fmile;

The fmile mocking the Cgh,that it would flyc

From fo divine a Temple, to commix

With windes that Sailors raile ac.

Gut. I doe note,

j
That grief and patience rooted in them both,

Mingle their fpurres together,

Arvi, Grow patient.

And let the (linking Elder (Grief) untwine

His perifhing root, with the cncrcafing Vine.

Btl. It is great morning. Come away : who's there ?

Enter (^letten.

Clot. I cannot find thofc Runagates, thatVillain

Hath mock'd me. I am faint.

Bel. Thofc Runagates .'

Means he not us? I partly know him, 'tis

Cloten, the Son oth' Queen. 1 fear fomc Ambufh

:

I faw him not thefc many yeares, and yet

I know 'tis he : wc arc held as Oiit-lawes ; hence.

Gki. He is but one : you, and my brother fcarc!'.

What Companies are near: pray you away.

Let me alone with him.

Clot. Softi what arc you

That flyc me thus? Some Villain Mountaincrs ?

I have heard of fuch. What Slave art thou ?

Gui. A thing,

More fla villi did I nc'rc,then anfwcriog

A Slave without a knock.

Clot. Thou art a Robber,

A Law-breaker, a Villain: yield ihcc. Thief.

gui. To whom? to thee ? what art thou ? Have not I

An Armc as big as thine fa Heart as big

:

Thy words I grant arc bigger ; for I wear not

My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou «rt

:

WhyJ
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VVIiyl flioiild vitW to thee?

Clo. Thou Villa in bafe^

Know'ft me not by my CloacheS ?

Gh'i. No, nor thy Taylor^ Rafcall,

Who is thy Grandfather : He made thofe Cloathes,

Which (as it fcems) make thee.

Clo. Thou precious Varlet
^

My Taylor made them not.

C7«/. Hence then, and thank

The man that gave them thee. Thou art fomc Foole,

I am loth to beat thee.

Clot, Thou injurious Thief,

Hear but my name, and tremble.

Cm. What's thy name ?

Cle. ClottM, thou Villain,

Cm. Clotttiy thou double Villain be thy name,

I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad, or Adder, Spider,

'Twould move fooner.

Clot. To thy further fear,

Nay, to thy nicer Confufion, thoU fhalt know

I am Son to th' Queen,

Gn'u I am forry for't : not fccming

So worthy as thy Birth.

Clot. Art not afeard >

Gm. Thofe that I rcveienee, thofe I fear, the Wife:

At Fooles I laugh, not fear thcm„

Clot. Dye the death ;

When I have flain thee with my proper hand,

rie follow thofe that even now fled hence :

And on the Gates of Luh-Town fet your heads

:

Yield Ruftick Mountaineer. I'tght and Extuttt.

Enter Belariut and Arvlragw.

Bel. No Company's abroad .?

^rvl. None in the world : you did raiftake him furc.

Bel. I cannot tell : long is it fmce I faw him,

But Time hath nothing blurr'd thofe lines of Favour

Which then he wore : the fnatches in his voyce,

And burft of fpeaking were as his : I 3m abfolutc

'Twas very Cloten.

ylrvl. In this place we left them

;

I wifh my Brother make good time with him,

You fay he is fo fell,

Bel. Being fcarcc made up,

I mean to man ; he had not apprchenfion

Of roaring terrors : For dcfeft ofjudgement

Is oft the caufe of Fear.

Enter GuUer'tta,

But fee thy Brother.

Cut. This Cloten was a Fool, an empty purfe,

There was no mony :n'c : Not Heracles

Could have knock'd out his Brains, for he had none:

Yet I not doing this, the Foole had born

My head, as I dot his.

,

Bel^ What hafl thou done ?

Cut. I am petfeft what ; cut offone Cloteni's head.

Son to the Q^ieen (after his own report)

Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and fwore

With his own hand he Id take us in,

Difplace our heads,where (thanks to th' gods) they grow

And fet them on Luds-Town.

Bel. We are all undone.

Gut. Why, worthy Father, what have we to loofe,

But that he fwore to take our Lives ? the Law
Proted'ls not us, then why rtiould wc be tender,

To let an arrogant piece of ficlh threat us.?

Play Judge, and Executioner, all himfelf ?

'o>

£xif.

For we doe fear no Law. Wliac company
Difcovcr you abroad .'

Bel. No fingle foule

Can we fet eye on : but in all fafe reafon
He mult have fome Attendants. Though his Honour
Was nothing but mutation ; I, and that
From one bad thing to worfe : Not Frenzy,
Not abfolutc madnefle could fo farrc have ra v'd
To bring him here alone, although perhaps
It may be heard at Court, that fuch as wc
Cave here, haunt here, arc Out-lawes, and in time
May make fome flronger head, the which he hearin".
(As It is like him) might break out, and fwear
Hc'ld fetch us in, yet is't not probable
To come alone, either fo undertaking,

Or they fo fuffering : then on good ground wc fear
If we doe fear this body hath a tailc

'

More perilous then the head.

j^rvi. Let Ord'nance

Come, as the gotis fore-fay it, howfoc're
My Brother hath done well.

Bel. I had no mindc
To hunt this day : The Boy Fldeles fickneflc

Did make my way long forth.

Gui. With his own Sword,
Which he did wave a"ainft my throat, I have tane
His head from him : 1 le throw't into the Creek
Behinde our Rock, and let it to the Sea,

And tell the Firtics, he's the Queens Son, Clote/tf

That's all I reake.

Bel. I fear 'twill be reveng'd:

Would (fol'idore) thou hadft not done't : though valour
Becomes thee well enough.

Arv't. Would I had done't

:

So the Revenge alone purfu'd me : Pclidorcy

I love thee brotherly, but envy much
Thou haft robb'd me of this deed : I would Revenues
Thatpoffibic ftrength might meet,wou]d feck us through
And put us to our anfwer.

Bel. Well, 'tis done

:

We'll hunt no more to day, nor feek for danger

Where there's no profit. I prethee to our Rock,
You and Fsdele play the Cooks : I'le fiay

Till hafty /'<?//V«tf return, and bring him
To dinner prefently.

Arvt. Poor fick Fidele.

ric willingly to him, to gain his colour,

I'ld let a PariOi of fuch Clotens blood.

And praifc my felf for charity, BJtit.

Bel. Oh thou Coddeffe,

Thou divine Nature ; thy felf thou blazon'ft

In thefc two Princely Boyes: they are as gentle

As Zephires blowing below the Violet,

Not wagging his fweet head ; and yet, as rough

(Their Royall blood enchaf'd) as the rud'ft winde.

That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine,

And make him floop to th' Vailc. 'Tis wonder

That an invifible inftinft fhould frame them

To Royalty unlearn'd. Honour untaught,

Civility not fecn from other : Valour,

That wildly growes in them , but yields a crop

As if it had been fow'd : yet fiill it'sftrange

What Clotens being here to us portends.

Or what his death will bring us.

Enter GuidertHf,

Cut. Where's my Brother ?

M I I ilJI^M
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1 liave Cent Ctotms Clocpolc down the (Ireamc
;

In Enibaflic to his Mother jhis Bodies hofiage

For his return* Solemn MaJichJ

Bet. My ingenuous Inflrument,
I

(Harke Pot'idore) it founds : but what occafion

Hath Cadwttli now to give it motion ? Hark.

Gui. U he at home >

Bel. He went hence even now.
,

Ciu\. What docs he mean ?

Since death of my dcai'll Mother

It did no: fpcakbetbrc. All folemn things

Should anfwerfolemn Accidents. The matter?

Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toyes,

Is jollity for Apes, and grief for Boycs.

Is C>>(ltvall mad ?

inter Arvir/t^Ms., nit h Imogen dead^ hearing

her in hit Armes.

Bel. Look, here he comes

,

And brings the dire occafion iu his Armes,

Of what we blame him for.
;

Arv't. The Diid is dead

That we have made fo much on. I had rather

Have skipc from fixteen yeares of Age, to fixty •

"Jo have turn'd my leaping time into a Crutch,

Then have feen this.

GhI. Oh fwecteft, faircf} Lilly :

My Brother wcarcs thee not the one half fo we!!,

As when thou giew'lt thy Iclf.

Bel. Oh mcUncholly,

Who ever yqt could found thy bottomc? Findc

The OoZf, to flicw that Coaft thy fluogifh care
j

Might eafilcd harbour in. Thou blcflcd thing.
j

Jove knowc! what man thou might'ft have made: bud,

Thou dyed'il a more i a re Boy, of Melancholly.

How found you him ?

Arvl. Swrke, as you fee :

Thus fmiling as Tome Flyc hid tickled flumber,

Not as deaths dart being laugh'd at : his righc Check

Rcpofing on a Cufliion,

Gui. Where ?

Arv't. O'ch' floorc :

His armes thus Icagu'd,! thought lie flcptjand put

My clouted Brogues ftom off my feet, vvhofe ludcnene

Anfwct'd my ftcps too loud.

GhI. Why, he but flecps

:

If he be gone he'll make his Grave a Bed :

With Female Faieries will his Tombc be haunted.

And Wormes vnll not come to thee.

tArvl. With faircft Flowers

Whil'ft Sommer lafts, and I live here, Vliele^

rie fwecten thy fad grave : thou flialt not lack

The Flower tliat's like thy face. VaXt-Prlmrofe^ nor

The azur d Hare-hell, like thy Veins : no nor

The k2iioi Eglantine., whom not to flander,

Out-fwectncd not thy breath : the Raddock would

With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore fhaming

Thofc rich-kft-heircs, that let their Fathers lye

Without a Monument) bring thee all this,

Yea, and furr'd Mofle beftdes. When Flowers arc none

To winter-ground thy Coarfc

Gut. Prethee have done.

And doe not play in Wench-like words with that

Which is fo fcrious. Let us bury him.

And not piotradt with admiration, what

Is now due debt. To th" grave.

1 Arvi. Say,whctc'srtiairslay him .'

Gui. By good EuriphiUy our Mother.

iy4rvi. Bc'tfo:

Ami let us (Polidore) tlioiighnowour voycei

Have got the mannirti crack. Ting him to th'ground
As once to our Mother : ufe like note, and words,
Save that EMrlphilemu{{ be Fidele.

GhI. Cadipal/j

I cannot fing : I'le weep, and word it witli tliec,

For Notes of forrow, out of tunc, arc worfc

Then Prjcds, and Vanes that lye.

Arvi. We'll fpeak it then,

Bel. Great gticfi I fee mcd'cine the lefTc, For Clote/t

Is quite forgot. He was a Queens Son, Boyes,

And though he came our Enemy, remember
He was paid for that : thou mean, and mighty rotting

Together have one duH, yet Reverence

(That Angel of the world) doth make di.Qinflion

Of place 'cwixt high and low. Our Foe vvas Princely,

And though you took his lifej as being our Foe,

Yet bury him, as a Prince.

Gui. Pray thee fetch him hither,

Therfitc! body is as good as Ajax,

When neither are alive.

Arvi. If you'll go fetch him.

We'll fay our Song the whil'ft : Brother'bcgin.

Gui. Nay Cadwalt., we mu(} lay his head to th' Eaf^,

My Father hath a reifon for'c.

Arvi. 'Tis true.

Gui. Come on then, and remove him.

Arvi. So, begin.

Song.
Guid. Tear nomore the heat eth' Sun,

Nor the furious H^inten ragety

Thou thy vforldljtask^hajl done.,

Home art gone., and take thy wages.

Golden Lads and Girles all muH^
As Chir»nej-Sweepers come to dnfl.

Arvi. Fear no more thefrown otb' Great^

Thou art faft the Tirantsftroakj.,

Care no more to cloathe and eate.

To thee the Reed u at the O^kj '

The Scepter, Learning, Phyfck^mnlJ-y

All follow ihn and come to dufh.

Guid. Fear no more the Lightning fiafh.

Arvi. Nor tV all. dreaded Thunder.ftone.

Gui. Fear no flander, Certfure rajh.

Arvi. Thou haftfinijh'd Joy and Moan.

Both. All Loversyoung, all Lovers mufl.,

Confign to thee, and come to duft.

Guid. No E.xorcifer harme thee,

Arvi. Nor no witch-craft charme thee.

Guid. Ghofl unlaid fortear thee.

Arvi. Nothing ill come near thee.

Both. Quiet confummation have.

And renowned he thy grave.

Enter Belariiu with the bodj tfCttten.

Gui, We have done ourobfcquics

:

Come lay him down.

Bel. Here's few Flowers, but about midnight more ;

The hearbs that have on them cold dew oth' night

Are ftrcwings fitt'ft for Graves : upon their Faces.

You were as Flowers, now witha'o : even fo

Thcfc Herbclets (hall, which we upon you ftrew.

Come on away, apart upon our knees :

The ground that gave them fit fl, has them again

:

Their pleafurcs here arc paft, fo are their pa"in. Exeunt.

Imogen
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Mo^en awakes.

Yes, Sir, to MUford-Havtft, which is the way ?

I thank you : by yond bulli ? pray how farrc thither ?

•Ods pitHkins : can it bcfix mile yet?

1 iiavcgonc all jiight :'faich, Tie lye down and lleep.

Batfoft: no Bedfellow? Oh Gods, and Goddeffes J

Thele Flowers are like the pitafures of the World i

this bloody man the care on't. I hope I drcame

:

For fo I thought 1 was a Cave- keeper,

I
And Cook to honefi Creatures. But 'cis not fo

:

'Tvwas but a bolt of nothing, (ho: at nothing.

Which the Brain makes of Fumes. Our very eyes,

Are fometimcs like our Judgeinents, blindc. Good faith

I trembic ftill with fear : but if there be

Yet left in heaven, as fmalla dropofpitty

As a Wrens eye ; fear'd Gods, apart of it.

The Dreame's here fiill : even when I wake it is

Without me, as within me : not imagin'd, felt.

A headlelie man ? The Garments of ToBhumw ?

1 know the ihapc of 's Leg : this is his Hand :

His Foot Mercuriall : his Martiall Thigh

The Brawns oi Hercules : but his Joviall face.-—

—

Murthcr in heaven ? How ? 'tis gone. P'lfAftlo^

Allcurfes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks^

And mine to boot, be darted on thee : thou

Confpir'd with that irregulous devil Ctetteti^

Hath here cutoffmy Lord. To write, and read,

Be henccfordi treacherous, Damn'd Pifanlo

Hach with his forg d Letters (damn'd Plfama)

From this moft braveft vcflsll of the world

Strook the main top ! Oh PofihtttuuSy alafs,

Whereis thy head ? where's that ? Aye me \ where's that

P'rfanio might have kill'd thee at the heart.

And left his head on^ How fhould this be, Pifanlo}

Tis he and Qletttn. Malice and Lucre in them

Have laid this Woe here. Oh 'tis pregnant, pregnant 1

The Druggc he gave me, which he faid was precious

And Cordiall to me, have I not found it

Muid'rous to th' Senfes > that confirmes it home:

This is *piJa)fio's deed, and Clatteti : Oh I

Give colour to my pale check with thy blood,

That we the horrider m^y fecm to thofc

Which chace to findc us. Oh, my Lord ! my Lord

!

Enter Lhcius, Captains^ and a Soothfayer,

^af. To them, the Legions garrifon'd in Gallia

After your will, have croft the Sea, attending

You here at M'llfori HavertyWith your Ships

:

They are in readinefTe.

Luc. But what from Rome >

C^p. The Senate hath ftirr'd up the Confiners,

And Gentlemen oiltaly^moR willing Spirits,

That p omife Noble Service : and they come

Under the Conduft of bold lachlmoy

Sjenna'i Brother.

Luc. When expeft you them?

Cap. With the next benefit oth' windc.

Luc, This forwardncflc

Makes our hopes fair. Command our prefent numbers

Be muttered, bid the Captains look to't. Now, Sir,

What, have you dream'd of late of this warrcs purpofc.

Sooth. Laft night the very gods fliew'd me a vifion

(I fean,and pray'd for their Intelligence) thus

:

I faw Jovts Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd

From the Spungy South, to this part of the Weft,

There vanifli'd in the Sun-beamcs, which portends

Pnleffe my Sins abufc my Divination)

Succefle to th' Roman hoaft.

Luc. Dreame often fo

,

And never falfe. Soft hoa, what Trunk is here i
Without his top? the mine fpeaks, that fometime
It was a worthy building. How ? a Page i

Or dead, or fleeping on him ? but dead rather :

For Nature doth abhorrc to make his bed

With the defunft, or fleep upon the dead.

Let's fee the Boyes face.

Ctp. He's alive, my Lord.

Lstc. He'll then inftruft us of his body. Young one,
Infoim us of thy Fortunes, for it feems

They crave to be demanded : who is this

Thou mak'ii thy bloody Pillow ? Of who was he
That (otherwifc then noble Nature did)

Hath alter'd that good pi6ture ? What's thy intcrcft

In this fad wrack ? How cam't ? Who is't ?

What art thou ?

/wo. I am nothing : or if not,

Nothing to be were better : This was my Mafter,
A very valiant Britain^ and a good,

That here by Mountalners lies flain : Alafs,

There are ho more fuch Maikrs : I may wander
From Eafl to Occident, cry our for Service,

Try jnany, all good : ferve truly: never

Finde fuch another Mafler.

Lue. 'Lack, good youth :

Thou mov'ft nolcflc with thy complaining, then

Thy Mafter in bleeding : fay his name, good Friend,-

fmo. Richard du Camp : If i doe lye and doc,

No harmc by it, though the Cods hear, I hope

They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir ?

Ljk, Thy name T

Imo. FldelCy Sir.

Luc. Thou do'ft approve thy felf the very fame s

Thy name well fits thy Faith, thy Faith, thy Names
Wilt take thy chance with me .' I will not fay

Thou rtialt be fo well mafter'd, but be furc

No lefle belov'd. The Roman Emperors Letters

Sent by a Confull to me, fhould no fooncr

Then thine own worth preferrc thee : Go with me.

/mo. I'le follow, Sir. But firft,an't pleafc thcgods,

I'le hide my Mafter from the Flyes as deep

Asthefcpoor Pickaxes can dig rand when
With wild wood-leaves & weeds I ha' ftrew'd his gtive.

And on it faid a Century of prayets,

(Such as I can) twice o're. Tie weep, and figh.

And leaving fo his fervice, follow you.

So pleafe you entertain me.

Luc. I, good youth.

And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee : My Friends,

The Boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us

Finde out the pretticft Dazied-Piot we can.

And make him with our Pikes and Partizans

A Grave : Come, Arme him : Boy he is preferr'd

By thee, to us, and he (hall be interr'd

As Souldiers can. Be cheerfull,wipc thincs eyes.

Some falls are means the happ jer to arife. Exeunt.

Seem Tertia.

Enter Cymbelint^ Lords^ and Pifanie,

Cynt. Again : and bring we word how 'tis with her,

A Feavcr with the abfence of her Son ;
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A madncfsjof vvhich hci life sin dangffr : Heavens,

How deeply yo'.i at once do touch me. fmoi^tn
,

1 he grestjMic ofmy comfort, gone: My Q^ieen

Upon a dclperatc bed, and in a time

VVlirn fearftill Wanes point at mc : Her Son gone,

So needfuil for liis prefent > It ftnkes me, nie, pafl

Tlie hope ofcomfort. But for iIkc, Pcllow,

VViio needs mull know of licr departure, and

Do(l fcem fo ignorant, wcM inforce Ic from thee

By a fliarp toiture.

P'lf. Sir, my life is yours,

1 liumbly fee ic at your will .- Hut for my Miflrcfs,

1 nothing know where (lie remains: why gone,

Noi when Ci\t purpofes return. Bcfeech your Hi^hncfs,

Hold me your loyal Servant.

Lord. Good my Liege,

The day that ("he was mifling, Hk was here

;

I dare be bound he's true, and lliall perform

Ail pans of his fubjeilion loyally. For C/ot<»,

There wants no diligence in fccking him,

And will no doubt be found.

Cjm^ The tiine is troublcfome :

We'll (lip you for a fcafon,but with jealoufic

Do's ycc depend.

Lord. So pleafe your Ma jelly,

The Roman Lcgionsall from Gallia drawn,

Are landed on your Coart ,withfupply

Oi Rom.in Gentlemen, by the Senate fcnt.
-

Cfm. Now for the Counfel of my Son and Q^iccn.

[ am amaz'd with matter.

Lord. Good my Litgc,

Your preparation can affront no lefs ( ready :

Then what you hear of. Come more , for more you're

The want is, but to put thcfe powers in motion,

That long to move.

Cym. 1 tliank you ; let's withdraw

And meet the time, as it fecks us,Wc fear not

What can from Italjf annoy us, but

We grieve at chances lierc. Away. ExtHitt.

Pif. I heard no Letter from my Mafter, fincc

I wrote him Imogen was flain. 'Tis ({range :

Nor hear I from my Miflrcfs, who did promifc

To yield me often tidings. Neither know I

What is betide CO Cloten^hw remain

Pcrplcxt in all. The Heavens ftill muftvvork

:

Whereinl3mfalfc,Iam honed : not true, to be true.

Thcfe picfent warrcs fliall find I love my Couiurcy,

Even tothcnoteo'th'King,or riefall in them:

All other doubts, by time let them be dcer'd,

Fortune brings in fomc Boats, that arc not fteer'd. Exit.

Scend Quarta.

Efi'er Belariuty CJuideritu, and Arvlragus.

Gu'i, The noife is round about us,

Bel. Let us from it.

Arv't. What pleafurc. Sir, find wc in life, to lock it

From Adion, and Adventure t

Cm. Nay, what hope

Have wc in hiding us ? this way the Ronntns

Muft, or for Brltalns flay us, or receive us

For barbarous and unnatural Revolts

During their ufc, and flay us after.

Jitl. Sonnes,

We'll iiiglifr to the Mounra ins , there fccurc us

To tlie King's party there's no going : ncwnefs
OfClet en's death (wc being not known, not muftcr'd

i Among the Bands} may drive us to 3 render

Where we have liv'd ; and fo extort from's that

Which wc have done, whofe anfwer would be death

Drawn on his torture,

Gui, This is (Sir) a doubt

In fucli a rime , nothing becoming yoo.

Nor fatisfying us.

i4rvi. It Is not likely,

That when they hear their /?»«>*« horfcsncioh.

Behold their quarter'd Fires ; have both their eyes

And cares fo cloyd importantly as now.
That they will waHc their time upon our note,

To know from whence we are.

Be/. Oh, 1 am known
Of many in rhe Army : Many yeares I

(Though Clotten then but young ) you fee, not wore him
From my rcniembrance. And befides, the Kln'^

Hath not deferv'd my feivice, nor your loves

Who find in my Exile, the want of Breeding
;

The certainty of this hard life , aye hopelefs

To have thccoutcfie your Cradle proniis'd.

But to be Hill hot Summer's ianlings,and

The (liiiiiking Slaves of Winter.

Gui. 1 hen be fo,

Better to cealc to be. Pray, Sir, to tii'Army

:

I, and my Brother arc not known
; your felf

So out of thought, and thereto foo're-grown.

Cannot be quciiion'd.

-Arvl. By this Sun that fliincs

rie thither : what thing is it, that I never

Did fee man dye, fcaice ever look'd on bloud,

But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Vcnifon }

Never bcrtrid a Horfe fave one, that had

A Rider like my felf, who nc're wore Rowel,

Nor Iron on his heel ? I am afham'd

To look upon the holy Sun, to have

The benefit of his bleft Beams, remaining

So long a poor unknown.
GhI. By heavens rie go.

If you will blefsme, Sii,and givemc leave,

I'le take the better care : but if you will nor.

The hazard therefore due fall on mc,by
The hands oiRtmans,

j4rvl. So fay I, Amen,
Bel. No reafon I (fince of your lives you fct

So flight a valuation ) ll>ould rcfcrvc

My crack'd one to more care. Have with you Boyes

:

If in your Countrey warres you diancc to dye,

That is my Bed too (Lads) and there Tie lye.

Lead, lead; the time fecms long, their blond thinks fcorn

Till it flic out, and fhcw them Princes born. ExeufU,

AUm Quintus. Sccna Trima.

Enter Poffhttrntu alonct

PeJt. Yea blotidy cloth , I'lc keep thee: for 1 am wiflu

Tliou flrould'll be colour'd thus. Ycni married ones,

If each of you would take this cooife, how many
Muftmurthcr Wives much better then themfelves

For
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For wiying but a little ? Oh 'plfanlo^

Every good Scivant does not allCommands :

No Bond, but to do juft ones. Gods, if you

Should have ta'ne vengeance on my faults, I never

Had hv'd to put on this : fo had you faved

The noble Imogen to repent, and ftrook

Mc(wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alack

,

You fnatch from hence for little faults ;
that's love

To have them fall no more : you fome permit

To fccond ills with ills, each Hlder worfe,

And make them dread it, to the doers thrift

But Imogen is your own, do your belt wills,

And make me bicft to obey. I am broughc hither

Among ih' Italian Gentry, and to fight

Againfl my Ladies Kingdome : 'cis enough

That (Britain) I have kill'd thy Miftiefs : Peace,

I Ic give no wound to thee : therefore good Heavens,

Hear patiently my putpofc. Tie difrobemc

Of chefe Italian weeds, and fuit my felf

As do's a Britain Pczant : fol'le fight

Againft the part I come with : fo I'lc die

For thee (O Imogen) even for whom my life

Is every breath, a death : and thus unknown,

Pitied, nor hated, ro the face of peril

My felf U'c dedicate. Let me make men know

More valour in me, then my habits (how.

Gods, put the ftrengih o\WLeo»att in me

:

To fhame the guife o'th'world, 1 will begin,

The faOiion lels without, and more within. Exit.

Scena SecunJa,

Enter Lucius , lachimo , and the Roman Army at one

door : and the Britain Army at another : Leonatm

Pofihumus folUmng likje a poor SoHldler. They march

over^ andgo out. Then enter again in Skjrmijh lachi-

mo and P ofthumus : he vanquiftttth an4dif«rmeth /<«-

chimo^and then leaves him.

lac. The hcavinefs and guilt within my bofome,

Takes ofFmy manhood : I have bclyed a Lady,

The Princefs of this Countrey ; and the air on't

Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle,

A very drudge of Natures , have fubdu'd me
In my profemon .' Knighthoods, and Honours borne

(Asl wear mine) are titles but of fcorn.

If that thy Gentry {Britain') go before

This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the odds

Is, that we fcarce arc men, and you are gods. Sx'tt.

The Battel ctntinues ^the Britainsfije , Cymbetine is

taken : then enter to his refeue^ Bettaritte , Guide-

riwy and ty^rviragttt.

5f/.Stand,(hnd, we have the advantage of the ground,
The Lane is guarded : Nothing routs uj, but

The villan^ of our fears.

Gui.uirvi. Stand, ftand and fight.

Enter Pofthttmtu^ andfcconds the Brit/ins. They refcue

CymbelinCy and Exeunt.

Then enter Lucius^ lachimo, and Imogen.

Luc. Away boy from the troops, and favc thy felf:

For friends kill friends, and the difordcr's fuch

As War were hood-wink "d.

lac, 'Tis their ficfh fwpplies,

Luc, It isaday curn'dltrangely : or betimes

Let's r«-inforce, or fly. Exeunt.

Scetia tertio-j.

Enter Pofthumw^ and a Britain Lord.

Lor. Cam'ft thou from where they made the fiand >

Poft. I did.

rhoiigh you it feems came from the Fliers.

Lo. I did.

Potl. No blame to you. Sir, for all was loft,

But that the Heavens fought : the King himfelf

Of his wings deHicute, the Army broken.

And but the backs of Britains leen ; all flying

Through a ftraigln Lane, the Enemy full-hearted,

Lolling chc tongue wuh llaught'ring : having woik
More plcntifull, then tools todo't: (trook down
Some moi tally, fome fliglnly touch'd, fome falling

Merely through fear, that the ftrait pafs was damm'd
Wuh dead-mcn, hurt behind, and Cowards living

fo dye with length'ned lliame.

Lo. Where was this Lane?

Poft Clofe by the battel, ditch'd,and wall'd with turfe,

Which gave advantage to an ancient Souldicr

(An honeft one I warrant) who deferv'd

So long a breeding, as his white beard came to.

In doing this for's Countrey. Athwart the Lane,.

He, with two ftripiings (Lads more like to run

1 he Countrey bafe, then to commit fuch (laughter.

With faces fit for Masks, or rather fairer

Then thofe for prefervation cas'd, or (liame)

Made good the paffagc, cryed to thofe that fled.

Our Britain's hearts die flying, not our men.

To darknefs fleet foules that fly backwards ; ftahd,

Or we arc "K^mans, and will give you that

Like bcalts, which you fhun bcaUly,3nd may favc

But to look back in frown : S:and,(iand. Thefe three.

Three thoufand confident, in ail as many :

For three performers are the File, when all

The rclt do nothing. With this word ftand, (land,

Accortiitiodated by the Place ; more Charming
With their own NobJencfs, which could have turn'd

A Diftafftoa Lance, guilded pale looks

;

Part iliame, part fpirit renew'd,that fome turn'd coward
But by example (Oh a fin in War,
Damn'din the firft beginners ) 'gan to look

The way that they did, and to grin like Lyons
Upon the Pikes o'th'Hunters. Then began

Aftopi'th'Chafer ; a ilctire: Anon
A Rout,confu(lon thick : forthwith they flic

('hickens, the way which they flopt Eagles : Slaves

The ftrides the Vidors made : and now our Cowards
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became

The life o'th'necd : having found the back door oper\

Of the unguarded hearts : heavens, how they wound.

Some flain before,fomc dying ; fome their Friends

O're-born i'thTormer wave, ten chac'd by one,

Are now each one the flaugh:er-man oftwenty :

Thofe that would dye, or eVe rcfift, arc grown
The mortal bugso'th'Field.

Lor.
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LorJ, This was a fti ange dunce :

A nanow r.anc, an old man, and twoBoycs.

T"/?. Nay, do not wonder ac it : you are made

Rather to wondei at ihc things you hear.

Then to work any. Will you Rimeiipon't,

And vent it for a Mock'ry ? here is one

:

" Ttpo Iloyis, an Old-man {tw'ice .1 Boy) a Lane^

" Preftrvdthc Britains, Wiuthe Romans ^<«»f.

Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir.

Pojl, Laclv , to what end >

Who dares not Hand his Foe ,I'Iehc his Friend :

Torif lie II do, as he is made to do,

I know he'll quickly flye my fncndniip too.

Yoii hnve put me into Rime.
Lord. Farewell, you re angry. E.vit.

Pofl. Still going? this is a Lord: Oh Noble mifcry

To be i'th'ficld, and ask what ncwcs of me :

To day, h6w many woold have given theit Honours

To liave fav'd tlieir Carkafles ? took bee! to do'c.

And yet dyed too. I, in mine own woe charin'd,

Could not find deatli, where I did hear him groan,

Nor feel him where he ftrook. Being an ugly Monftcr,

'Tisftrange he hides him ih frcfh Cups, foft Beds,

Sweet words ; or hath more miniftcrs then wc
That draw his knives i'th'war. Well, I willfind him :

For being now a Favourer to the Brha'iH.,

No more a Britain , 1 have refuni'd again

The part I caiTic in. Fight I will no more.

But yield me to the rerleft Hind, that (hall

Once touch my (liouidci. Great the flaughtcr is

Here made by Ci\ Rom-n
; great tlic an(wcr be,

Britains muft take. For me, my Ranfom's death,

On ci'ther fide I come to fpcnd my breath ;

Which neither here Tie keep, nor bear agen,

But end it by fome means for Imogen,

Enter two Captains , a^id Souldieft.

1

.

Great Jupiter be praisd, Lucius is taken,

'Tis chought the old man , and his Sonncs, were Angels.

2. There was a fourth man, in a filly habit.

That gave th'Affront with them.

1

.

So 'tis reported :

But none of 'cm can be found. Sund, who's there ?

Pofi. A Roman,

Who had not now been drooping here, if feconds

Had anfwer'd him.

2. Lay hands on him : a Dog,
A legof T^wf fliall not return to cell

What Crowes have pcckt them here ; he brags his fervice

As if he were of note : bring him to th'King.

Enter C/mOelltte
.,
Belarlus^GuIderitts, j4rvlragHs,Pi-

fanio^and %nman Captives.The Captalntprefent Pofi

hnmus to Cjmbeline,who delivers him over to a Gaoler.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Pofihumus, and Gaoler.

Gao. You fhallnoc nowbcltoln,
You have locks upon you r

So graze, as you find Pafture.

2. Gao. I,oraftom3ck.

T'ofl. Molt welcome Bondage : for thou art a way
(I think) to liberty : y^t am I better

Then one that's hck o'th'Gout, fincchc had rather

Groan fo in perpetuity, then be cur'd

By th'furePhyfitian, Death ; who is the key
T'unbarre thefc Locks. My confciencc, thou art fetterM
More then my (lianks, and wriUs : you good gods gjve mci
Ihc penitent Inftrument to pick that Bolr,

Tlicn irtc for ever. Is't enough I am forry f
So Children temporal fathers doappcafc

;

Gods arc more full of mercy. Mult 1 repenr,
1 cannot do it better then in Gyves,
Defir'd,more thenconfhain'd, tofatisfic

If of my freedome 'tis the main part, take
No flridler render ofme, then my All.

I know you are more clement then vild men,
Who of their broken Debtors take a third,

A fixt, a tenth, letting them thrive aoain
On their al>atement ; thats not my dcfire.

For Imogens dear life, take mine, and thougli

'Tis not fo dear, yet 'tis a life, you coyn'd it,

Twcen man, and man, they waigh not every (lamp :

Though light, take Pieces for the figure's fake,

(You rather) mine being yours : and fo great Powrcs,
If you will take this Audit , take this life.

And cancel thofe cold Bonds. Oh Imogen^
ric fpeak to thee in filence.

Solemn (Jituflck^ Enter (<« In an apparition ) Stcllljif

LeonatM!,Father to Pofthumns,an old man, attired Ilk*
a ly^irriourjeadlng In his hand an ancient Matron (his

wife , and mother to Pofthumui ) with Mufck^before
them.Then after other Muftck,,follows the two young
Leonat I (Brothers to Poflhumus) with wounds as they

dyed In the warres , They circle Pofthumns round m
he Ijes fieeplng.

Slcil. No more thou thunder- Mafier
flicw thy fpite, on Mortal flycs

:

With Afart fall out, with Juno chide, that thy Adulteries
Rates, and Revenges.

Hath my poor Boy done ought but well,

whofe face 1 never faw :

I dy'd whil'lt in the womb he ftai'd,

attending Natures Law,
Whofe Father then (as men report,

thou Orphans Father art)

Thou fhould'li have bin, and (hielded him,

from this earth-vexing fmart.

cMoth. Lucina lent not me her aid,

but took mc in my throwes,

That from me was Pofihumut ripr,

came crying "mongrt his Foes.

A thing of pity.

Slcl. Great Nature like his Anceftry,

moulded the HufFfo fair :

Tliathe deferv'd the praife o'th' World,
as great SlclHushcir.

1 , Bro. When once he was mature for nian<

in Britain where was he

That could ftand up his parallel .'

or fruitfull objeft be ?

In eye oi Imogen, that bed

could deem his dignity.

Moth. With Marriage therefore was hcmcckt
to be exil'd, and thrown

From Lwjr/«fi Scat, and call

fronv her his dearcll one

:

Sweet /»i#ff« t

Slcl.'Wh'i did you fiiffer Uchlmt, flight thing of Itah^ \

Eccc To'
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To taint his nobler heart & brain, with ncedlefs jcaloiific,

And to become the geek and fcorn o'th'others vi'.lany i

z. Bro. For this, tcomftilfcr'featswc came,

our Parents, and us twain,

That ftrikmg in our Countries caufe,

fell bravely , and were flajn.

Our Fealty,& Teuantitu righf,with honour to maintain.

1. 5r*.Likc hatdimcnt T'oJlhumM hath

to CjfmbtliHe perform'd : (journ'd

Then JupittKy thou King of gods, why haft thou thus ad-

The Graces for her Merits due,bcini; all to dolors turn'd?

Sici. Thy Chryftal window ope ; look ouc

no longer exercifc

Upon a valiant Race, thy har(h,and potent injuries

:

Moth. Since ( Jupiter ) our Son is good,

take off his mifcries.

SlciJ. Peep through thy Marble Manfion, help,

or we poor Ghofts will cry

Toth'fhining Synod of the relt, againft thy Deity.

Bre. Help ( 'Jupiter ) or wc appeal,

and from thy juHice flye,

Jupiter defcends in Thunder and Lightnings fitting upon

an Eagle • he rhrorves a Thunder. bolt. The Ch'Jis

ftitl on their kjiees,

Jup. No more you petty Spirits of Region low

Otteiid our hearing : hulh. How dare yoMGhoHs
Accufe the Thunderer, whole Bole (you know)
Sky-planted , batters ail rebelling Coafts.

Poor fliadows of £/;.c(««i», hence, and reft

Upon your never-withering banks of Flowres,

Benot with mortal accidentit>ppreft,

No care of yours it is ,you knov«'iis ouis.

Whom btft I love, 1 crofs : to made my gift

The more delay 'd, delighted. Be content.

Your low-laid Son, our godhead will uplift

:

Mis comforts thrive, his Tryals well are fpcnt

:

Our Jovial Star reign'd at his Birth, and in

Our Temple was he married : Rife, and fade,

He ftiallbe Lord of Lady Imogen^

And happier much by his AfflicVion made
This tablet lay upon his brcaft, wherein

Our plcafure, his full Fortune, doth confine.

And I'oaway : no farther with your dinnc

Exprtfs Intpatience, left you ftir up mine :

Mount Eagle, to my Palace Chryftalline. uifetnds,

Sicil. He came in thunder, his Cekfiial breath

Wasiulphuroisto fmell: the holy Eagle

Stocp'd, as to foot us : his Afccnlion is

More fweet then our blcft fields : his Royal Bird

Prunes the inimoital wing, and doyes his Beak,

As when his god is pleas'd.

tAll. Thanks Jupiter.

Sici. 7 he Marble Pavement clozes, he is enter 'd

His radiant Roof: Away, and to be blell

Let us with care perform hisgrcat bchcft. Vamfh.
Pojl. Sleep, thou haft bin a Grandfire, and begot

A Father to me : and thou haft created

A Mother, and two Brothers. Buc (oh fcorn)

Gone , they went from hence fo foon as they were botn

;

And fo I am awake. Poor Wretches, that depend
On Greatnefs, Favour ; Dream asl have done.

Wake, and find nothing. But (alas) I fwerve

:

Many Dream not to find, neither deferve.

And yet are fteep'd in Favours ; fo am I

That have this Golden chance, and know not why :

-What Fairies haunt this ground ? a book ? Oh rare one,

Benot, as isourfanglcd world, a Gaimfn:
Nohlei [hen chat it covers. Let thy clft6ts

So follow, to be nioft unlike our Courtiers,

As good, as promife.

WHen O! a Lyons nvhelp
,
Jhall to hlmfclf unknown

withoutfeekjngfind, and he embraced bj a piece of
tender Air : And whenfrom a flat eljf Cedar fhall be lop:

branches , which being dead many yeares
, (hall after re-

vive, be jojnted to the old Stock,, andfrefhljgrovf , then
(hall PoJlhumus end his m'Jeries , Britain be fitrtunate
andflouri(h in Teace and Plenty.

'Tisftill a Dream : or elfe fuch ftufFas Mad-men
Tongue, and brain not: cither both, or nothing
Or fcnfelefs fpeaking,or a fpeakingfuch

b»

As fenft cannot untie. But what u is,

TheAd^ionofmylifeislike it, which I'lc keep

If butfor fympathy.

Snter Gaoler.

' Gao. Come Sir, are you ready for death ?

Pfjl. Over- roafted rather: ready long agoe.

Gao. Hanging is the woid , Sir , if you be ready for

that, you arc well Cook'd.

Pojl. So if I prove a good rcpaft to the Spedlators, the
difti payes the (not.

Cae. A heavy reciconingfor you. Sir: hut the comfort
»s,yoi.i (liall be called to no more payments, fear no more
Tavern Bills, which arc often the fadnefs of parting, as

the procuring of mirth: you come in faint for want of
meat, depart reeling with too much drink : fovry that

you have payed too much, and forty thai you are payed
too much : Puffeand Br-iin , both empty : the brain the

heavier, for being too light; thePurft too light, bcin<»

drawn of heavinefs. Oh , of this contradiiftion you ftiall

now be quit : Oh the charity of a penny Cord,itfummc$
up thoulands in a trice; you have no true Debtor, and
Creditor but it : of what's pc?ft , is , and to come , the dif-

charge : your neck (Sir) is Pen, Book, and Counters: fo

the Acquittance follo'Ais.

Poji I am merrier to die, then tlwu art to live,

Gao. Indeed,Sir,hcthatfleeps, feels not the Tooth-
Achc : but a man that were to flecp your fleepj and a

Hangman to help him to bed , 1 think he would change
places With his Officer : foi look you , Sir ,

you know not

which way you fhall go.

Poll. Yes indeed do F, fellow.

<7<i». Your death has eyes in's head then : I have not
feen him fo pidtur'd : you muft cither be dircdied by
fomethat take upon them to know, or to take upon your

felf that which I am fure you do not know : or lump
the after-enquiry on your own peril: and howyouftiall

fpced in your journies end , 1 think you'll never retvrn

to tell one.

Poji. I tell thee , Fellow, there are none want eyes , to

dire(ft them the way I am going, but fuch as wink , and
and will not ufe them.

Gao. What an infinite mock is this, that a man fliould

have the bcft ufc of eyes , to fee the way of blindnefs :

I am fure fuch hanging's the way ofwinking.

Entef a Mejfenger.

Mef. Knock ofFhis Manacles , bring your Prifoncr to

the King.

P^.Thoubtingftgood newcs,I am «Jl'd to be made
free.

Gao. rie be hang'd then.

PoJl. Thou (halt be then freer then a Gaoler ; no boIi$

for
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for the dead. exerm.

Gao. Unleffea man would marry a Gallowj, and be-

get young Gibbets, 1 never faw one fo prone: yet on my

Confcicpcc, thcrcarc vcncr Knaves dcCirc to live, for all

he be a Iloiran : and there he fomc o( them too that die

againlt ihcir wills: fo flioiild I , if I were one. I would

we. were all oF oiic mind , and one mind good : O there

were dcfolition of Gaolers and Galowfcs : I fpeak a-

gaind my prefent profit, but my wiflihatba preferment

in'c. Exit..

Scena Quintn*

Entfr C^hthUne, Bcllantu, GitidenMy Arvl-
ragudy Flfamoy and Lords.

C^w.Stand by my fide yoii, whom the gods have made

Prefcrvcrs of my Tin one ; wo is my heart.

That the poor Souldier that fo richly fought,,

Whofcrags,niam'd gilded Aimcs, whofc naked breft

Slept before Taiges of proof, cannot be found

:

Heihall be happy that can find him, if

Our Grace can make him fo.

Stl. I never faw

Siidi Noble fury in fo pooc a Thing

;

Sucii precious deeds, in one that promis'd nought

But beggcry and poor looks,

C^m. No tidings of him ?

Pif^. He hath bin fearch'd among the dead,and living,

But no.traccof him.

Cjfm. To my grief, I am
The heir of his reward, which I witladdc

To you ( the Liver, Heart, and Biain of Britain )

By whom ( I grant ) l"hc lives. Tis now ihc liliic

To ask of whence you arc. Report it.

Bel. Sir,

In Cambria arc we born, and Gentlemen:

Further to boaft, were neither true, nor modeft,

Unlcffe I addc, wc atr honcft.

Cjm. Bow your knees:

Avifc my Knignts oth'Battle, I create you

Companions to our pcrfon, and will fit yoit

With Dignities becoming your cfiates.

Enter Corncllm and Ladles.

There's bufincffc in thefc faces : why fo fadljT

G rcet you our Viilory ? you look like the llOITianS,

And not oth'Court of Brltal/i,

Corn, Hail great King,

To fowrc your happincffe, I muR report

Tiic Q^ieen is dead,

Cjfm. Whom worfc then a Phyfitian

Would this report become ; but I conficfcr,

By Mcd'cinc life may be prolong'd, yet death

Will fcize the Doflor too. How ended fhe ?

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life,

Which (being cruel to the world) concluded

Moft crucll to hcrfclf. What fhc confcftj

I will report fo pleafc you. Thefc lier Women
Can trip me, if I crrc, who with wet cheeks

Wcrcprcfent when fhe finifli'd.

CyiM. Prithee fay.

Cor. Firlt, fhe confcft fhc neveflov'd you : only

Affefted Greatneffc got by you : not you

:

Married your Royalty, was wife to your place

:

J •
^ "-^—

Abhorr'd yourperfon.

Cjm. She alone knew this

:

And l>ut flic fpokc it dying, I would not

Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed.

Corn. Your daughter , whom fhe bote in hand 10 loYi

With fuch integrity, fhe did confeflie

Was a Scorpion to her fight, whofc life

( But that her flight prevented it ) flic had

Tane off by poifoft.

C//W. O moft delicate fiend

!

Who is*t can read a Woman ? is there more ?

Corn. MoiCjfir, and worfc. Slic did confcfle fliehad

For you a mortal Mineral, which being took,

Sliould by the minute feed onIifc,andIingring,

By inches Vvafte you. In whidi time, flic purpoj'd

By watching, weeping, tendance, kilfing, to

O'recomc you witii her fliew: yes and in time

( When flie had fitted you with her craft, to work
Her Son into th'adoption of the Crown

:

But failing of her end by his ftrange abfenfc,

Grew fliameleflc defperatc, open'd( in dcfpight

Of heaven, and men ) her purpofes : repented

The evils fhe hatch'd,werc notcffefted: fo

Difpaiiingjdicd.

C)fM. Heard you all this, her Women ?

Lad. We did, fo pleafc your highneffc.

Cj^m. Mine eyes

Were not in fault, for flic was bcautifull:

Mine cars that heard her flattery, nor my heart,

That thought her like herfecming. It had been vitious

To have miftiuflcd her : yet (Oh my Daughter)

That it was folly in me, thou maift fay.

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all..

Enter Lucius^ lachimo, and other Roman trlfomrSy

Leonattu behind., and Imogen.

Thou com'fl: not Caltu now for Tribute, that

The Brltalns have rac'd out, though with the loflc

Of many a bold one: whofc Kinfmcn have made fuit

That their'good fouls may be appcas'd, with fliughter

Of you their Captives, which our felf have granted,

So think of yourefiate.

Lhc. Confider, fir, the chanCc ofWar the day
Was yours by accident : had it gone with us,

Wc mould not when the bloud was cool, have ihrtatncd

Our Prifoners with the Sword. But fincc the gods

Will have it thus, that notlwng but our lives

May be call'd ranfpmc, let it come : fufficcth,

A Roman, with a Romans heart can fuffer

:

j^ugHJltu lives to think on't : and fo much
For my peculiar care. This one thing only

I will entreat, my Boy ( a Britain born)

Let him be ranfom'd : never Mafter had

A page fo kind, fo duteous, diligent,

So tendcrover hisoccafions,truc.

So feat, fo Nurfe-like : let his vertue joyn

With my rcqiicft, which Tie make bold, vourhighnefTc

Cannot deny : he hath done no Britain hirmc.

Though he have ferv'd a Roman, Save hini ( Sir )
And fparc no bloud bcfidc.

Cjm. I have furely feen him

:

His favour is familiar to me : Boy,

Thou haft look'd thy felfinto my grace,

And art mine own. I know not why,whcreforej

To fay, live boy : nere thank thy Maftcr, Jitc ;

And ask oi Cjmbellne what Boon thou wilt.

Fitting my bounty, and thy ftatc, I'le gWe it
."

Ecce » Ycs,»
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Yea , though thou do demand a Prit'oner,

The Nobrcfi tane.

into. I humbly tllahk your Highftefle.

Luc. I do nottid thee beg my life, godd Lad,

And yet I know thou wile.

Imo. No, no, alack.

There's other work in hand : I fee a thing

Bitter to me as death : your life, good Malier,

MuftlTiufflcforit felf.

Lhc. The Boy difdains me.

He leaves me, fcorns me: briefly dye their joyes,

That place them on the truth of Girls, and Boyes.

Why ftands he fo perplext .?

Cjm. What would'ft thou Boy ?

I love thee more, and more : tliink more and more

What's beft to ask. Know'Il him thou look'il on > fpeak

Wilt have him live? Is he thy Kin ? thy friend ?

Iiiio. He is a Roman, no more kin to mc,

Then I to your HighnciTe, wlio being born your vaiTail

Am fomcihiiig nearer.

Cym. Wheicforc ey'H ihouhimfo?
Imo. ric tell you (Sir) in private, if you plcafc

To give mc hearing.

Cym. ], with all my heart.

And lend my bed attention. What's thy name?
Imo. Fldele^ fir.

Cjfm. Thou'rt my good youth, my Page,

I'lc be thy Mailer : walk with mc: fpeak freely.

Bel. Is not this Boy reviv'd from death ?

zArvi. One fand another

Not moie rcfembles that fweet Rofie Lad :

Who dyed, and was Flielc : what think you ?

GhI. The fame dead thing alive.

Be/'. Peace, peace,fec further; he eyes us not, forbear,

Creatures may be alike : wet't he, I am furc

He would have fpoke to us.

Gui. But we fee him dead.

Be/, Be filentr let's fee further.

P'f^. It is my Miltris

:

Since flie is living, let the time run on,

To good, or bad.

Qw. Come, {land thou by our fide.

Make thy deinand aloud. Sir, ftep you forth.

Give anfwer to this boy, and do it freely.

Or by your Greatnefie, and the grace of ii

4 ( Which is our honour ) bitter torture iliall

I
Winnow the truth from falHiood. On, fpeak to him,

Imo. My boon is, that this Gentleman may tender

Of whom he had this Ring.

PoJ}. What's that to him

:

Cym. That Diamond upon your finger, fay

How came it yours.?

lach. Thou'ic torture me to leave unfpoken, that

Which to be fpoke wou'd torture thee.

Cym. How? me.?

lach. I am glad to be conflrain'd to jitter that

Which torments mc to conceal. By Villany

I got this Ring ;• 'twas Leonattu Jewel,

Whom thou did'H banlfli : and, which more may grieve

As it doth me , a Nobler Sir nc'rc liv'd (chee,

'Twixt sl<y and ground. Wik thou hear more my Lord .^

Cym. All that belongs to this.

lach. That Paragon, thy daughter.

For whom my heart drops bloud, and my falfc fpirits

Q;iail to remember. Give me leave, I faint.

Cym. My daughter what of her ? Renew thy ftrength

I had rather thou fhoul'^tlive, while Nature will

Then die ere I hear more : llrive man, and fpeak.*
I«ch. Upon a time, unhappy was the dock

That Itrook the hour : it was in Rome, acciird

The Manfion where : 'twas at a fcaft, oh would
Our Viands had bin poifon'd ( or at lead

Thofc which I hcav'd to head : ) tiic good Poflhumm
( What Ihould I fay ? he was too good to be
Where ill men were, and was the beft of all

Ameng'll the rar'ft of good ones) fittin" fadly,

Hearing us praife our Loves of Ita/y

For beauty, that made barren the fwcU'd boaJt

Of him that bcfl could fpeak : for Feature, lamin"
The Shrine of l^etiui, or ftraight-pigbt Minerva
Pofturcs, beyond brief Natuie. For Condition,
A Hiopof the qualities, that man
Loves woman for, bcfides that hook of Wiving,
Fairncflc, which ftrikcs the eye,

Cjm. I ftand on fire. Come to the matter.

lach. All too foon I (hall,

Unlcflc thou would'ft grieve quickly. T\i\i PoJlhfimHs^

Moft like a Noble Lord, in love, and one

That had a Royal Lover, took his hint,

And (not difpraifing whom wc prais'd, therein

He was as calme as vcrtue ) he began

His Miftris pi(5lurc, which by his tongue, being made.
And then a mind put in'c,ciihcr our brags

Were crack'd of Kitchin-Tiulls, or his dcfcription

Prov'd usnnfpeakmg fots.

Cym. Nay, nay, to th'purpofc.

lach. Your daughters Chaftity
, (there it begins)

He fpakc of her, as Dlan had hot dreams,

And flic alone were cold : Whereat, I wretch

Made fcruplc of his ptaifc, and wag'd with him
Pieces ofGoldj'gainft this, which then he wore
Upon his honor'd finger; to attain

In fuit the place of's bed, and win this Ring
By hcrs,and mine Adultery: he (true Knight )

No Icffer of her honour confident

Then I did truly find her, flakes this Ring,

And would fo, had it been a Carbuncle

Of Phcfhiu Wheel ; and might fo fafely, had it

Bin all the worth of's Car. Away to Britain

PoftI inthisdcfigne: well may you (Sir)

Remember me at Court, where I was taught

Of your chaft Daughter, the wide difference

'Twixt Amorous, and Villanous, Being thusquench'd

Of hope, not longing ; mine Italian brain,

'Gan in your duller Britain operate

Moft vJIdly : for my vantage excellent.

And to be brief, my pra(5life fo prevail'd

That I rcturn'd with fimular proof enough.

To make the Noble Ltonatus mad,

By wounding his belief in her Renown,
With Tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes

Of Chamber hanging. Pictures, this her Bracelet

( Oh cunning how I got it ) nay fome marks

Of fccret on her perfon, that he could not

But think her bond of Chaftity quite crack'd,

I having tanethe forfeit, whereupon.

Me thinks I fee him now.

Pcfl. I,fothoudo'ft,

Italian Rend. Aye me, moft credulous fool.

Egregious murtherer, Thief, any thing

That's due to all the Villains paft, in being

Tocome. Oh give mcCord, Knife, or poifon.

Some
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Some uprighc Jufliccr. Thou King, fend out

For (orcurcs ingenious : ic is I

Thac all th'abhorred things otireanh amend
By being worfe then they, lam PofihumMy
That kill'd thy Daughter : Vjllain-hke, I lir,

Th«t caus'd a lefTcr villain then my felf,

A facrjlegious Thief to do' t. The Temple
Of Vcrtue was (he : yea, and rtic her felf

Spet, and throw ftones,caft myrcupon me,fet

The dogsoth'ftfcet to bait me : every villain

Be call'd Pofthnmiu LeoatUHs,:Lnd

Be villany leffe then "iwas. Oh Imogm /

My Queen, my life, my wife : oh ImogtUy

Imogen^ ImsgtH.

Into. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear.

*pon. Shall's have a play of chis ?

Thou fcornfuli Page, there lie thy part,

Plfa. Oh Gentleman, help,

Mine and your Miftris ; Oh, my Lord PoJUntmrnSy

You nc'rc kill'd Imogen till now : help, help.

Mine honor'd Lady.

Cjim. Does the world go round?

Pojf. How comes tbefe (laggets on me ?

71/4. Wake my Miftris.

Cj/m. If this be (o, ihe gods do mean to flrikc me
To death with mortal joy.

Pifa. How fares my Miftris.

fmo. Oh get thee from my fight.

Thou gav'ft me poifon : dangerous Fellow hence.

Breath not where Princes are.

C7W. Thctuneaf/mogfH.

f//W.Lady, the gods throw ftonesof fulphure on me, if

That box 1 gave you, was not thought by me
A pretious thing, I had it from the Queen.

C/w. New matter ftill.

Jmo. It poyfon'd rac.

C#r«. Oh gods /

I left out one thing which the Queen confeft,

Which muft approve thechoneft, \i Pifdnle

Have ( faid fhe ) given his Miftris that Confe<5Uon

Which I gave him for Cordial, (he is fcrv'd,

As I would ferve a Rat.

Cjm. What's this, Orw/;*/?
Corn. The Queen ( Sir ) very ofc importun'd mc

To temper poifons for her, ftill pretending

The laiisfa<5lion of her knowledge, only

In killing Creatures vild, as Cats and Dogs

Of no eftccm, I drcading,thac her purpofe

Was of more danger, did compound for her

A certain ftuff, which being tane, would feize

The prcfent power of life, but in (hoxi lime.

All Offices of Nature, (hould again

Do their due Funitirni. Have you tane of it?

Im«. Moft like 1 did, for I was dead.

Bel. My Boyes, there wasourcnor.

^uu This is fure Fiiele.

Inu. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you?

Think that you arc upon a Rock, and now
Throw mr again.

Poft. Hang there like fruit, my fcuj,

Till the tree die.

Cjm. How now, my flefti ? my child f

What, mak'ft thou mea dulUidin this A61?

Wilt thou not fpcak to me .»

Into. Your blefling, fir.

Bel. Though you did love this youth T bUine ye not.

You had a motive for*!.

Cy^- My tears that fall

prove holy-water on tbec ; Imtgtny

Thy Mother's dead.

Into. I am forry for't, my Lord.

Cjm. Oh, ftie was nought ; and longof hetit v»a$

That we meet here fo ftrangety : but her Son
Is gone, we know not how, nor where.

Pif*. My Lord,

Now fear ii from me, lie fpcak troth. Lord CiMttn
Upon my Ladies miffing, came tome
With his fword drawn, foaro'd at the mouth , and fv»ore
If I difcover'd not which woy ftie was gone,
It was my inftant death. By accident,

I had a feigned Letter of my Mafter*
Then in my pocket, which directed him
To feek her on the Mounuins nere to M'tlffi^
Where in a frenzy, in my Maftcri Garment*
( Which he inforc d from me ) away he pofb
With unchaft purpofe, and with oath to violate

My Ladies honour, what became of him,
I further know not.

Cm*. Let me end the Story : I Ilevv hitn there.

C)mb. Marry, the gods forefend.

I would not thy good deeds, ftiould from my lips

Pluck a hard fentence : prithee valunt youth
Deny't again.

G«/ I have fpoke it, and I did it,

Cjm. He was a Prince.

9*». A moft incivil one. The wrongs he did me
Were nothing Prince-like ; for he did piovokc me
With Language that would make me fpurn the Sea,
If it could fo roar to me. I cut off's head.
And am right glad he is not flanding here
To tell this tale of mine,

tjm. lam forry for thee

:

By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and muft
Endure our Law : thou'rt dead.

Imo, That headleffc man I thought had bin my Lord
Cym. Bind the offender.

And take him from our prefence,

Bel. S«y, Sir King.

This man is better then the man he flew,

Aswelldefcendedai thy felf,and hath

More of thee merited, then a band of Qlatttnt

Had ever fear for. Let h« Armcs alone.

They were not born for bondage.

Cjm. Why old Souldier

:

Wilt thou undo the worth thou an unpaid for

Bytaftingofourwrath? how ofdcfccnt

As good as we ?

Arvi. In that he fpakc too far.

Cjm. And thou ftialt die for't.

iel. We will die all three,

But I will prove that two on'sare as good
As I have given out him. My Sons, I muft

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous fpcech.

Though haply well for you.

^Tvl. Your danger's ours.

6«iV. And our good his.

Bel. Haveatit then, by leare

Thou had'ft (great King ) a Subject, who
Was caird Belarims.

Cjm. What of him f he is a banifti'd tx«itor.

Mel. He it is that hath

AfTum'd this age : indeed a banilh'd mai^
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I know how, a Traitor.

Cjfm. Take him hence.

The whole world fliaH not favc him.

Bel. Not too hot

;

Firft pay me for the Nuriingof thy Sons

And let it be confifcate ail, fo foon

As I have rectiv'd it.

Cjm. Nurfing of my Sons ?

Bel. I am too blunt, and fawcy : here's my knee:

Ere I arife, I will preferre my Sons,

Then fpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir,

Thcfe two young Gentlemen that call me father,

And think they are my Sons, are none of mine.

They are the ifluc of your Loyns, My Liege,

And bloud of your begetting.

Cjm. How ? my ilfue.

Bel. So fare as you, your fathers : I ( old Morgan )

Am ihat Bellarim^ whom you fometime banifh'd :

Your pieafure was my near offence, my puni(bmcnc

It felf, andallmy treafon that 1 lufter'd.

Was all the harme I did. Thefe gentle Princes

( Forfuch,and fothey are ) thefe twenty years

Have I tratn'd up ; tbofe Arts they have, as I

Could put into them. My breeding was ( Sir )

As your HtghnefTe knows, their Nurfe Euriphll*

( Whom for the Theft f wedded ) flole thefe Children

Upon my Banifhment : I moov'd her too't.

Having receiv'd the punirtiment before

For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty,

Excited me to treafon. Their dear loffe.

The more of you 'twas felt , the more it (hap'd

Unto my end of ftcaling them. But gracious Sir,

Here are your Sons again : and I rauft loofe

Two of the fwect'ft Companions in the World.
The bcnedi6lion of thcfe covering heavens

Fall on their heads like dew,for they are worthy

To in-lay heaven with Starrs.

Cjt». T hou weep'ft, and fpeak'fl :

The Service that you three have done, is more

Unlike, then this thou teil'ft. I loft my children.

If thefe be they, I know nothow to v«i{n

A pair of worthier Sons.

Bel. Be plras'd a while :

This Gentleman, whom I call PollJore^

Moft worthy Prince, as yours, is true Gulderliu :

This Gentleman, my Cadnall^ ^rviragtu.

Your younger Princely Son, he fir, was lapt

In a moft curious Mantle, wrought by th'hand

Of his Queen Mother, which for more probation

I can witheafc produce.

Cym. Guideriiuhzd

Upon his neck a Mole, a fanguine Scar,

It was a mark of wonder.

Bef. This is he.

Who hath upon him ftill that naturall ftamp

:

It was wife Natures end, in the donation

To be his evidence now.

Cjm. Oh, what am I

A Mother to the birth of three » Ncre Mothef
Rejoyc'd deliverance more » Bleft, pray you be.

That after this ft range ftartmg from your Orbes,

You may reign in them now : Oh Imogen^
Thou haft loft by this a Kingdome.

Im7. No, my Lord ;

I have got two worlds by'c. Oh my gentle Brothers,

Have we thus met ? Oh never fay hereaftet

But t am trneft fpeaker. Youcall'dme Brother

When 1 was but your Sifter : I you Brother,

When we were fo indeed.

Cym. Did you ere meet ?

^rvl. I my good Lord,

Chi. And at fiifl meeting lov'd,

Continu'd fo, nntill we thought he died.

Cart. By the Queens Dram flic fwallow'd.

Cjm. O rare inftindt !

When fliall I hear all through f this fierce abridgement.

Hath to it Circumftantial branches, which

DiftinAion fliould be rich in. Where.' how liv'd you?
And when came you to ferve our Roman Captive ?

How parted with your Brother * How fiiftmet them?
Why fled you from the Court .' And whether thefe ?

And your three motives to the Battle; with

I know not how much more fhould be demanded,

And all the other by-dependances

From chance to chance ? But not the time, nor place

Will ferve our long Interrogatories. See,

Pofihumtu Anchors upon Imogen
;

And flie ( like harmlefle lightning ) throws her eye

On him : her brothers , Me : her Maftcr hitting

Each objeft wiih a Joy : the Counter.change

Is fcverally in all. Let's quit this ground.

And fmoak the Temple with our Sacrifices.

Thou art my Brother, fo we'll hold thee ever.

Imo. You are my Mother too, and did relieve me:
To fee this gracious feafon,

Cjm. All orc-joy'd

Save thefe in bonds, let them be joy full too.

For they fhall tafte our Comfort.

Imo. My good Mafter,! will yet do youfcrvice.

Luc. Happy be you.

Cym. The forlorn Souldierthat fo Nobly fought

He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd

The thankings of a King.

P»fi. I am, fir.

The fouldicrthat did company thefe three

In poor befeeming : 'twas a fitment for

Thcpurpofel then follow'd. That I was he.

Speak faehimPy I had you down and might
Have made yourfinim.

/ach. lam down again :

But now my heavy Confcicnce finks my knee,

As then your force did. Take that life, befeech you,

Which 1 fo often owe: but your Ring firft.

And here your Bracelet of the trueft PrinccflTe

That ever fworc her faith.

Ptfi. Kneel not to me

:

The power that I have on you is to fpare you :

The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live

And deal with others better,

Cym. Nobly doom'd

:

We'll learn our FreenefTe of a $on-in-L»>N

:

Pardon's the word to all.

t/frvi. You holp us, fir.

As you did mean indeed to be our Brother,

Joy'darewe, that you are.

Pojf. Your Servant, Princes. Good my Lord of Rome
Call forth your Sooth-fayer : As I flept, me thought

Great Jupiter upon his Eagle back'd

Appcat'd to me, with other fprightly Qiews

Of mine own Kindred. When I wak'd, I found

This Labell on my bofome : whofe containing

Is fo from fcnfc in haidneflc, that I can I

Make'
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MakenoColleftionof it. Let himfhcw
H sskilj in the conftru(flion.

Luc. PhllarfHOKHi.

Sooth. HerCjTOy good Lord.

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning.

WHtn Af a Lyon's whelf ^fhallto himfelf unksiotun,

Jv'irhaMt /eekj»£fi>'dy and he embrac d hj a piece

of lender yi'ir:and whenfrom aflately Cedar (hall be lopt

branches, which being dead ntftnyjeares
,
^all after re-

Vive , be wjnted to the old Stock^^ and frefhlygrorv, then

(h'i/i PojlhitmHS end his m'lfer'ies , Britain he fortHnate,

And floMrifh in Peace^ and Plenty.

Thou Leouatut art the Lyon s VVhelp,

The fit and apt Conftruftion of thy name
Being Leonattu, doth import fo much

:

The piece of tender Air, thy virtuous daughter,

Which wc call Afotlii Atr , and Molli4 Aer
We term it Mulier : whidi Mttlier I divine

Is this moft conftant Wife , who even now
Anfwering the Letter of the Oracle,

Unknown to you unfought , were dipt about

With this moli tender Air.

C//W, This hath fomc feeming.

Sooth. The lofty Ceda r, Royal ^jmbellne^

Perfonates thee ; And thy lopt Branches, point

Thy two Sonnes forth : who by Belaritu (\oln

For many ycares thought dead, are now rcvi v'd

To the Majeftick Cedar joyn'd ; whofc ilfuc

Promifcs Sritdin, Peace and Plenty.

Cym. Well,

My Peace we will begin : And Calw LffctHt,

Although the Vi'ftor, we fubmit to Ctefur^

And to the Roman Empire
; promifing

To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which

We were dilTwadcd by our wicked Q^cen,
Whom Heavens in juftice both on her, and her?.

Have laid moft heavy hand.

Sotth. The fingers of the Powrei above, do tune

The harmony of this Peace : the Vifion

Which I made known to LhcIim e're the ftrokc

Of this yet fcarce-cold- Battel, at this inftant

Isfullaccomplifli'd. For ihe Roman Eagle

From South to Weft, on wing foaring aloft

Leflcn'd her felf, and in the Beams o'th'Sun

So vanifli'd ; which forc-fhew'd our Princely Eagle

ThTmpcrial Cafar^ (hould again unite

His favour, with the Radiant Cymbeltntf

Which fhines here in the Weft.

Cym, Laud we the god^.

And let our crooked Smoaks climb to their Noftrils

From ourbleft Altars. Publilh we this peace

To all our Subjcfts. Set we forward : let

A Roman, and a Brittifh Enfign wave
Friendly together ; fo through Lwi's-T^w/j march.

And in the Temple ofgreat Jupiter

Our Peace we'll ratifie. Seal it with fcafts.

Set on there : Never was a War did ceafe

'(E're bloudy bands were wafli'd) with fuch a Peace.

ExtMHt,

FINIS.





The much admired Tlaj/^

CALLED.

PERICLES, PRINCE of Tyre.

JVtth the true ^lation ofthe vphole HiFlory , Adventures,

and Fortunes oj thefatd Trince.

Written by VV. Shakespeare,
and publiftied in his hfc time*

^ABut Trimm. Scena Trima.

Enier Gowcr,

OJiig 'fofg that old WM fttti^.

From ajhes anc'ierit Gower is etme^

^jfuming man) mfirmitieSf

Togladyour e*r and fleafe jtur e/ai

It hath beenfnng at Feftlvals^

On Smber cvts^ and holj-dajts^

And Lords and Ladles in their tlves^

Have read It for reftoratives.

The pH^thafe if to make menglorlotu

.

Et bonumquo Antiqu'ius,eo melius.

If youy torn in thefe latter times,

when wits more ripe^ accept my Rimes ;

/ind that to hear an old manfing,

t_May to jour vfifhes pleafure brinr :

J life woHld wifh, and that I might

fVajle it for you Hks Taper-light.

This Ancioch, then, Anciochus the greaty

Built up this City for his chiefeft[eat ;

The faireil in all Syria.

/ teUyoy vthat mine Authorsfay .•

This King unto him took^ a ^Peer^

who died, and left aftmale helr^

So hwkjffme, hiltbe, and full office.

As heaven had tent her all his grace .*

iVlth rvhom the Father llkjng tool^y

And her to inceft did provokj.

Bad childe, vrorfe father, to entice his tmn.

To evil (hould he done hj none :

But cnftome, what they did hegiu^

Was with long ufe, counted nojik.

The heauty of thitjinfull Dame,
Made many Princes thither framfy

Tofeek, her as a bed-feUoWy

In marriage pleafurest play.feSow :

which to prevent, he made a LaWf
To keep htrftill, and men in awcy

That who fo asks herfor his wifey

His Riddle told not, loft hu life:

So for her many a wight did dle^

As yongrim look^i dote/fifie.

what enfues to the judgement of youreyty

Igive my caufe^ nbo heft tan teftifte. £xlt.

Enter i/iotlocbMt y Trince PericUs^etni folhwtrf.

Ant. Young Prince of Tyre,y<M have at Urge recciv'd

The danger of ihc task you underukc.

Per. I have ( Antlochm ) and wich a foul emboldncd
With the glory of her praifc, think death no hazard,

In this cnterprize.

AntMufick bring in our daughter,c!oathcd Ukc a bride

For cmbraccments, even of Jove himfelf

;

At whofe conception, till Luclna reign'd.

Nature this dowry gave, to glad her prcfcnce.

The Senate houfe oi Planets all did fit,

To knit in her chcir bcRpetfedlions.

Enter t/fntlochus Daughter.

Per. Sec where fhe comes, apparcll'd Ukc the Spring,

Graces her (ubjcfts, and her thoughts ihc King,

Of every vertuc gives renown to men

:

Her face the book of praifcs, where is read.

Nothing but curious pleafurcs as from thence,

Sorrow were ever rackt, and tcfty wrath

Could never be her mild companion.

Yaui



Tericles Trince ofTyre-

you gods that made me man,and fway in love.

That have inflam'd defirc with in my brcft
,

To taftcthe fruite of yon cclcdiall tree,

(Or die in the adventure)be my helpes.

As I am fonne and fcrvantto your will,

Tocompafle fuch a bondkffe happineflc.

^»f»,Prlncc Pericles.

Per. That would be fonne to great j^ntiochus.

j4nti. Before chee ftands this Fairc Hesperides,

With golden fruite,but dangerous to be toucht:

For death like Dragons here affright thee hard ?

Her face like heaveftenticeih thee to view

Her coundefle glory, which defert muft gaine:

And which wichout defert, bccaufe thine eye

Prefumes to reach,all the whole hcapc muft dye,

Yon fometimes famous Princes like thy felfc

Drawn by ieport,adventurous by defire,

Tell thee with fpeechleffe tongues, and femblanccpale,

That without covering favc yon field of ftarres ,

Here they ftand martyrs flaine in Cupids warrcs

:

And with dead cheeks advife the to defift.

For going on deaths net,whomc none refift.

Per. ^HtiacfjMslthznk thee, who hath taugh:-

My fraiJ mortality to know it felfe,

And by thofc fearefiill obieftsro prepare

This body, like to them,to what I muft

:

For death rcmembrcd,fhouId be like a Myrrour,
Who teJs uSjIife's but breath, to truft in error :

He make my will then,and as ficke men do.

Who know the world, fee heaven, but feeling woe ,
Gripe not at earthly ioyes, as erft they did.

So I bequeath a happy peace to you
And all good men, as every prince fhould do,

My riches to the earth from whence they came:

But my vnfpotted fire ofLove to you,

Thus ready for the way of Fifeor death,

I vyaite th« fliarpeft blow {j^Htiochns)

Scornmg advice. Reade the conclufion then.

-/^»r.Which read and not expounded, tis decreed
As these before thou thy feKe fllalt bleed.

'Daugh .Of all faid yet, thou prove profperou%
Of all faid yet, I wifh Thee happ incffe.

Per. Like a bold champion laffume the liftes.

Nor aske advice ofany other thought,
But faichfuUneffc and courage.

The R'ldile.

lam no Viper.,j/et Ifeed

On mothersflejh Tvh'ichdtd me heed,

//ought a hufba»d,i» which labour^

Ifound that kj»dneffe in ti father,

Hee's father.^ fonne., and hHJhand milde^

IMother., fVife^and^et his child.

Hew they may belaud yet in two^

As yen will live^ refohe ityou.

Sharp phyfick is the laft ? butO you Powers •

That gives heaven countlefte eyes to view mens aflcs

Why could they not their fights perpetually?

If this be true, which makes me pale to read jr,

Fairc glaffc of light, I loved you, and could ftill.

Were not thisglorious Casket ftor'^d with ill

:

But I muft tell you, now my thoughts revolt,

for he's no man on whom pcrfeftions wait

;

TTiat knowingfmne within, will touch the gate:

You are a fair VyoI,and your fence the flrings,

' Who fingct'd to make man hislawfuU mufick.

Would draw heaven down , and all the gods to hearken,

But being plaid upon before your time.

Hell only danceth at fo harlh a chime

:

Good footh I care not for you.

Anti. Prince Pericles^ touch not upon thy life.

For that's an Article within our Law,
As dangerous as the reft : your times expir'd.

Either expound now, or receive your fentence.

Peri. Great King,

Few love to hear the fins they love toa£l,

'Twould braid your felf too near for me to tell it:

Who hatha book of all that Monarchs do.

He's more fecure to keep it (hut, then fliewn

:

For vice repeated, is hke the wandring wind.
Blows duft in others eyes, to fprad it felf;

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear.

The breath is gone, and the fore eyes fee clear.

To ftop the aire would hurt them, the blind Molecaft

Copt hills toward heaven, to tell the earth is ihrong'd

By mans oppreffion, and the poor worme doth die for't.

Kings are earths Gods : in vice their law's their will.

And if Jove ftray, who dares (^y^Jove doth ill.

It is enough you know it,and 'tisiit

;

What being more known, grows worfe to fmother it.

Ail love the womb that their Being bred,

Then give my tongue like leave to love my head.

Ant. Heaven that I had it ; he has found the meaning,

But I will gloze with him. Young Princeof7/rr,
Though by the tenourof our ftrift edi(5^,

Your expofition mif-interpreting,

We might proceed to cancel off your dales

;

Yet hope, fucceedingfrom fofair a tree.

As your fair felf, doth tune us otherwife

:

Forty daies longer we do refpite you.

If by which time our fecret be undone.

This mercy (hews, we'll joy in fuchafon:

And untill then, your entertain fliall be

As doth befit our honour, and your worth. Exit»

Mantt Peritltsftlm,

Per. How ctirtefie vgould feem to cover fim,

When what is done is like an hypocrite.

The which is good in nothing but in fight.

If it be true that I interpret falfe.

Then were it certain you were not fo bad.

As with the foul Inceft to abufe your foul

:

Where now you'r both a father and a fon.

By your untimely clafpings with your child,

( Which pleafurcs fits an husband, not a father)

And (he an eater of her mothers flefh.

By the defiling of her parents bed.

And both like ferpents are, who though they feed

On fwecteft flowers, yet they poifon breed.

Antitch farewell, for wifdome fees, thofe men
Blufh not in aftions blacker then the night,

'

Will fticw no courfe to keep them from the l^ht:

One fin ( I know ) another doth provoke

;

Murder's as near to luft, as flame to fmoak.

Poyfon and treafon are the hands of fin,

I, and the Targets to put off the fliamc

;

Then leafl my life be cropt to keep you clear.

By flight rie fiiun the danger which 1 fear. Exit,

Enter tAfntiechtu.

Anti. He hath found the meaning.

For which we mean to have his heac^

H,



He muft not live to trumpet rorth my infamy.
Not tcif the world tAntiochns doch finnc
In fuch a loathed manner.

And therefore inftantly this Prince muft die

,

For by his fall my honour muft keep hi"h.
Who attends us here ?

"
'

€nter ThalUrd.
That. Doth your Hjohneffe call ?

yinil. 7hati»rd, you arc of our Chamber,
And our mind pertakrs her private a6lions
To your ffcrcfic ; and for your faithfulnefs

We will advance y<M,Th4/i4rd.

Behold, here's poifon and here's gold.
We hate the Prince of Tfre.znd thou muft kiU him.
It fits thee not to ask the reafon why ;

Bccaufe we bid it : fay, is it donef
That. My Lord, 'tis done.

Snter a Mffen£er.

Ant. Enough. Let your brtath cool your felf , telling

your hafte.

Mef. My Lord, Prince Tfr'ieltt is fled.

jilt. As thou wilt live , flye after ; and as an irrow,
ftiotfrom a well experient Archer, hits the mark his eye
doth level at

: fo do ihou never return , unlefs thou fay,

Prince Pericles is dead.

TfjM My Lordjif I can get him within my piflols length,

Tie make him fure enough : fo farewell to your Highnefs.
^fiti. ThaHard adieu, till Ptriclts be dead.

My heart can lend no fuccour to my head. Exit.

Enter FerlcleSf fJeUicanm^ vltb other Ltrds.

Per. Let none difturb us

:

Why fliouW this change of thoughts.

The fad companion dull-cy'd meJanchoIIy,

By me fo us'd, a gucfl as not an hour.

In the dayes glorious walfc or peaceful! night,

The tombe where grief ftiould flcep.can breed me quiet.

Here pleafures court mine eyes, and mine eyes ftiun them,

And danger which I fcar'd, is at jlntlcch^

Whofe arme feems far too ftiorttohit me here,

Yet neither pleafures art can joy my fpiritJ,

Nor yei the others diflance comfort me:
Then it is thus, that paftions of the mind.
That have their firft conception by mif-dread.

Have after nouriftimrnt and life by care

;

And what was firft but fear, what might bc dooe.

Grows elder now, and cares it be not done.

And fo 'tis with me, the great jintiochtu^

'Gainft whom lam too little to conrend.

Since he's fo great, can make his will his »<R,

Will think me fpcal(ing,though I fwcar to filence.

Nor boots it me to fay 1 honour.

If he fufpedt I may diftionor him.

And what may make him blufti in being known.

He'll ftop the courfc by which it might bc knov«n,

Wiihhoflile forceshc'Uorc-fpread tne Land,

And with the ftint of war will look fo huge.

Amazement ftiall drive courage from the ftatei

Our men bc vanquifh"d,erc they do refift,

And fubje<Sls punifht, that never thought ofFcnce,

I Which care of them, not pitty of my felf,

I

Who once no more but as the tops of trees, I

(Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend ihcm,
(

Tericles Trince of Tyre.
I

Make both my body pine, and foul to languifh
And puniftj that before that he would puniftj.

*

1. Lord Joy and all comfort in your facred braft
2. Lord. And keep your mind till ye return uj'ui

peaccfull and comfortable,

^f//. Peace, peace.and give experience tongue:
They do abufe the King that flatter him,
For flancry is the bellows blows up fin,

The thing the which is flattered, but a fpark
To which that fpark gives heart and ftrongirglovfing;
Whereas reproofobedientand in order,

*

Fits Kings as they arc men, for they may errc,
When Signior Sooch here doth proclaim peace.
He flatters you, makes war upon your life.

Prince, pardon me, or ftrike me if you pleafe,
I cannot be much lower then my knees.

Per. All leave us elfc : but let your cares orc-Iook
What Shipping, and what ladings in our Haveoj
And then return to us : HeSicautu hoo haft
Moov'd us : what fceft thou in our looks

:

ffeB. An angry brow, dread Lord.
Per. If (here be fuch a dart in Princes frowns.

How diirft thy tongue move anger to our face?
ffeU. Howilares the planets look up unto heaven.

From whence they have their nourifhment ?

Per. Thouknow'ftI have power to take thy life from
ffelt. I have grourd the aic my felf, ^Jiee

Do you but ftrike the blow.

Per. Rife, prithee rife, fit down, thou art no flatterer,

I thank thee for it, and heaven forbid.

Thai Kings fhould let their ears hear their faults hid.
Fit Gxmccllor, and fcrvant for a Prince,

Who by thy wifdome makes a Prince thy fervant,

What wouid'ft thou have me do

:

ffell. To bear with patience fuch griefs,

As you your felfdo lay upon your felf.

Per. Thou fpeak'ft like a Phyfitian, ffeUUaMftr^

Thatminifter'sa pot on untome.
That thou wouid'ft tremble to recei vethy felf.

Attend me then ; I went to jlntiocb.

Whereas thou know'ft ( againft the face of death}

I fought the purchafe of a glorious beauty.

From whence an iflue I might propigate.

Are armes to Princes, and bring joyes to Subjeftf,

Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder.

The reft ( hark in thine ear ) as black as inceft.

Which by my knowledge found, the finfull father,

Secm'd not to ftrike, but fmooch : But thou kaoWR this,

*Tis time to fear, when tyrants feem to kifs.

Which fear fo grew in me, I hither fled.

Under the covering of a carcfuU night,

Who feem'd my good Proteftor : and being-herc,

Bethought what was paft, what might fuccecd;

I knew him tyrannous, and tyrants fear

Decrealenot, but grow fafter then the yearsj

And ftiould he think, as no doubt he doth.

That I ftiould open to the liftening air.

How many worthy Princes bloud were ftied.

To keep his bed of blacknefs unlaid ope.

To lop that doubt, he'll fill this Land with armes.

And make pretence of wrong that I have done him,

When all for mine, if I may call offence,

Muft feel warrs blow, who fears not innocences

Which love to all, of which thy felf art one^

Whonow reproved'ft me for it.

H0II. Alas, fir.

a »



Terides Trince of Tyre.

\/'rr.Drewflcep out ofmine eyes,bloud from my check?)

Mufings into my mind, with a thoufand doubts

How I might ftop their tempcft ere it came.

And finding h'ttle comfort co relieve them,

I thought it princeJy charity to grieve for them.

Hell. Well, my Lord,fince you have given me leave to

Freely will I fpeak. ^ntlochta you fear, ( fpeak,

And juftly too I think you fear the tyrant,

Who either by publick war or private trcafon.

Will take avway your life : therefore, my Loid,go travel

for a while, till that his rage and anger be forgot ; or till

the Dcrtinies do cut the tbred of his life : your Rule di-

reft to any, if unto me , day fcrvcs not light more faith,

full then rie be.

I
Per. I do not doubt thy faith.

But fhould he vwong m^ liberties in my abfencc ?

hell. We'll mingle our blouds together in the earth,

From whence wc had our being, and our birth.

Per. Tyre^ I now look from thee then,and to Thar^tu
Intend my travel, where Tie hear from thoe

;

And by wjiofe Letters Tie difpofc my felf.

The care I had and have of Subjcfts good.

On thee I lay, whofe wifdomes ftrength can bear it,

rie take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath,

Who fhuns not to break one, will fure crack both

:

But in our orbes we live fo round and fafe,

i'

That time of both this truth rtiall nere convince,

Thou (ht weft a fubjeds fhine, I a true Prince.

fage muft return from whence it came.

Hell. Wc have no reafon lo dcfire ii , commended to

our Mafter,not to us ; yet ere you fliall depn,this wc de-

fire as friends to Antiach^^t may fcaft in Tyre. Exeunt,

Enter Clean the Governor »f Tharfiu^v'uh
his wife and othtrs.

Enter Thaliarifolut,

Thai, So, this isT/rf, and this is the Court, here muft

} kill Kmg Pericles , and if I do it not, I am furc to be

hang'd at home : it «s dangerous.

Well , I perceive he was a wife fellow , and had good
difcretion , that being bid to ask what he would of the

Kmg, dcfired he might know none of his fecrets. Nowdo
I fee he had fome reafon for it! for if a King bid a man
be a villain,he is bound by the indenture of his oath to be

one.

Huftit, here comes the Lords of Tjit,

Enter HelUcansu^ Efc/ines^ with ether

Lords of Tyre.

Hell. You fhall not need my fellow-Peeis of T)rf,

fuither to qucftion me of your Kings departure. Hisftal-

ed Comm fTion left in truft wuhme, doth fpeak fuffi.

cicntly, he's gone to travel.

Th^l. How the King gone ?

Hell. If further yet you will befatisfied, why (as it

wereunlicenc'dofyoui loves) he would depart ? Tiegive

fome light unco you : Being at t/fmiech.

Thai. V/hai from Antiochf

HeB. Royal Antiochtu ( on what caufe I know not

)

took fome dilpleafure ai him , at leaft he judged fo : and
doubting that he had erred or fmned,toftiewhisforrow,

he -would corrcfthimfeif; fo puts himfeif unco the ftiip-

roanstoyljwith whom each mmute threatens life or death.

Thai, Well , I perceive I fliall not be hanged now

,

although I would ; but fince he's gone, the Kings Seas

Diufl pleafe : he fcaptc the Landi to perilh ac the Sea : Tie

pcfent my felf, Peace to the Lords of Tyre.

Hell. Lord Thaliard from Antiochns is welcome.
That. From him I come with meflage unto Princely

Pericles
i but fince my landing I have underftoc)d

,
your

Lord hath betook h imfelf to unknown travels , my mef-

Cleea. My 'Dionifa^ fhall we reft us herCj

And by relating tales ofothers griefs,

See if 'twill teach us to forget our own ?

Dion. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it,

For who digs hills becaufe they do afpire.

Throws down one Mountain tocaft up a higher:

O my diftiefled Lord, even fuch our griefs are,

Here they are but felt, and feen with mifchiefs eyes.

But like to groves being topt, they higher rife.

Cleen. O Dioaifa.

Who wanteth food, and will not fay he wants it;

Or can conceal his hunger till he famifti 7

Our tongues and forrowes do found deep

:

Our woes into the air, our eyes to weep.

Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim

Them louder, that if heaven (lumber, while

Thc/r creatures want, they may awake

Their helpers, to comfon them,

rie then difcourfe our woes felt fevcral years,

And wanting breath to fpeak, help me with tear*.

D'lon. Tie do my beft, fir.

Cle. 1 hisTharfnt, ore which I have the gOYCrftOient,

A City, on whom plenty held full band,

For riches ftrew'd her felfeven in the ftreew,

Whofe towers bore heads fo high, they kift the Clouds,

And ftrangeis nere beheld, but wonder'd at,

Whofe men and dames (o jetted and adorn'd.

Like one anothers glaflfe to trim them by:

Their tables were ftcr'd full, to glad the fight,

And not fo much to feed on, as delight,

A II povei ty was fcoi n'd and pride fo great,

The name of help grew odious to repeat.

Dion. Oh 'tis tme.

Clean. But fee what heaven can do by this our change:

Thefe mouths, who but of late, earth, fea, and ayrc.

Were all too licde to content and pleafe.

Although [hey ga.ve their creatures in abundance

:

As houfes are dcfil'd for want of ufe.

They are now ftarv'd for want of cxercifc

;

Thofepailacs, who, not yet to favers younger,

Muft have inventions to delight the tafte.

Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it:

Thefe mothers who to nouzle up thrir Dabes,

Thought nought too curious, arc ready now
To eac chofc little darlings whom they loved,

So ftiarpare hungers teeth, that man and wife,

Draw lots who firft ftiall die to lengthen life.

Here ftands a Lord, and there a Lady weeping,

Here many fink, yet thofe which fee them fall,

Have fcarce ftrcngch left tojgivc them burial.

Is not this true?

Dion. Our checks and hollow eyes do wicneflc it.

Clean. O let thofe Cities that of plenties cup.

And her profperities folaigely tafte.

With their fupetfluous ryots hear thefe tears,

The mifcry of Thar/tu may be theirs.

Enter a Lard.

Lord. Where's the Lord Coycrnor ?

PeonJ



Tender Trince of Tyre,

clean. Here, fpcak out thy forrows,whlch thou bring'ii

in haftc, for comfort is too far for us to cxpf^.
hori. We have defcried upon our neighbouring (horf,

A portly failof fliips make hitherward.

Clean. I thought as much.

One forrow never comes but brings an heir.

That may fuccced as his inheritour :

And fo in ours; fomc neighbouring Nation,

Taking advantage of our mifcry,

That ftuft the hollow vefTcls with their power.

To beat us down, the which are down already,

And make a conqueft ofunhappy me.

Whereas no glory is got to ovcicomc.

hori. That's thclea ft fear.

For by the femblancc of their flags difplaid, they bring

us peace, and come to us as favourers, not as foes.

Cle»n. Thoufpeak'ftlikc hymncsuntutcr'd to repeat,

who m».kjsthefa'trejl /^(Tjt, means majl deceit.

But bring they what they will, and what they can.

What need we fear, the ground's the lowcft.

And wc are halfway there : Go tell their General we at-

tend him here, to know for what he comes , and whence

he comes, and what he craves.

Lord. I go, my Lord.

CltoH, Welcome is peace, if he on peace confift

;

If warrs, wc arc unable to refitt.

Enter Pericles with Mteudantt.

Per. Lord Governor, forfo we hear you are,

Let notour (hips and number of our men.

Be like a Beacon fired, to amaze your eyes.

We have heard your miferics as far as T^re^

And feen the defolation of your (treets

;

Nor come we to addc forrow to your tears.

But to releafe them of their heavy load.

And thcfc our Oiips, you happily may think

Are like the Trojau horfe,was ftuft within

With bloudy veins cxpefting overthrow.

Arc ftor'd with corn, to make your reedy bread.

And give them life, whom hunger ftarv'd half dead.

Omnes. The gods of Greece prote^ you.

And we'll pray for you.

Per. Arife, I pray you,arife ; we do not look for reve-

rence , but for love, and harbourage for our fclf, our (Kips,

and men.

Cleou. The which when any ftiall not gratifie.

Or pay you with unthankfulnefle in thought.

Be it our wives, our children or our felves.

The curfc ofheaven and men fucceed their evils:

Till when, the which (I hope) ftiall ne're be feen.

Your Grace is welcome to our Town and us.

Per. Which welcome we'll accept, fcaft here a while,

Uncill our ftars that frown, lend us a fmilc. Exeunt.

ABhs Secundus.

Enter Gower.
Cower. Here h/ive jou feen a mighty Kutg

Hit child, I rvts^ to Incefihrlng :

A better Prince and hemgne Lord^
That willprove MwfuUhoth in deed and word.

Be cjitiet then., as men (houldbey

Till he hath pafi necejftij :

rie (hew JOU thofeiH troubles reigne.

Loafing a mjce., a Mountaingmin :

The goad Inconverfatleny

To wham I give mj benix,on.

IsfiiUat Tharfus, where each man
Thlnkj all IS writ he fpokjn can :

yind to remember what he doet^

Build his Statue ti makj him glorious

:

But tydlngsto the contrary,

Are brought t'your eyes., what needfftak /•

Dumb (how.

En ter at one dooor Ptncles ulk'ing with Cleon , all the

Train with them. Enter at another door,a Gentleman witii

a letter to Pericles; Pericles fhtWs the letter to C/m«, Pc'
r/V/« gives the MefTcnger a reward, and Knights him.

Exit Pericles at ane door^ and Cleon at another,

<jood\ie\\\ctnthatflaldat home,
Nat to tat hany ll^e a Drgne^
From others labours

; far though btjirivt
To kj/len bad, k.eepgood alive :

And to fulfill hit 'prlmtes dejire^

Sav'd one of all that hap/ In Ty re

:

How Thaliard came full bent withfit,
And had Intent to murder him

;

And that in Tharfus was not beil^

Longer for him t» maJ^j his reil

:

He doing fo,put forth t* Seas,

where when men bin, there'sfeldomt fafe^

Tor now the wind begivs to blow.

Thunder above, and deeps beltw,

Makjsfach untiulet, that thefhlf
Should houfe htmfafe , is wrac^t andfpllr.

And he {good Prince) having all lofty

By waves, from coaft to coaflis toil :

tyfIIper I(hen of man, oftetf,

Ne ought efcapen'd but hlmfelf;
Tillfortune tired with doing bad.

Threw him afhore to give hlmgladi
And here he comes ; what fhallbe next.

Pardon old CovKT,thus long's the Text.

Enter Pericles wet.

Per. Yet ccafe your ire, you angry Stars of heaven,
Wind, Rain, and Thunder: Remember earthly man
Is but a fubftance that inuft yield to you

:

And 1 ( as fits my nature ) do obey you.
Alas, the Seas hath caft me on the Rocks,
Walht me from rtiorc to ftiore, and left my breath
Nothing to think on, but cnfuing death:

Let it fuflice the greatneffe of your powers.
To have bereft a Prince of all his fortunes.

And having thrown him from your wacry grave,
Here to have death in peace, is all hell crave.

Enter three Fifhermen,

Whar,topeich >

Ha, come and bring away the Nets.

What patch-breech, I fay.

What lay you, Mafter ?

I . Look how thou ftirreft now.
Come away, or Tie fetch thee with a wannion.

3. Faith Mafter, I am thinkingof the poor men
That were caft away before us, even now,

I . Alas poor fouls, it grieved my heart to hear

What pittifuU cries they made to us, to htlp them.

When ( welladay ) we could fcarcely help our feWcs.

3. Nay Mafter, faid not I as much.

When I faw the Porpashow bcbounft and tumbled?
They fay, they arc half fiih, half flcih

:

A plague on thcm,they nc'rc come but I look to be Nvaftu.

Mafter, I marvel how the fifties live in the Sea ?

a J I . Why

I.

z.

I.

3.



Tenc/es l^rmce of Tyre-

1. Why as men do a Land,

The grea: ones cat up the hctle ones

:

I can compare our rich Mifers, to nothing fo fitly

As to a Whale ; he plaies and tumbles,

Driving the poor Fry before him,

And at lad devour them ail at a mouthfiin.

Such Whales have I heard on a'th land,

I

Who never leave gaping, till they fwallowed

The whole Parifh, Church, Steeple, Bells and all.

Pe/, A pretty Moral.

3. But Mafter, if I had been the Sexton,

I would have been that day in the Beltrey.

z. Why man .'

3. Becaufe he fhould have fvvallowed me tdo,

And when 1 had been in his belly,

I would have kcpc fuch a jangling of the bcll<;,

That he fhould never have left,

Till he caft Bells, Steeple, Church and Pari/h up again

:

But if the good King Simomiies were of my mind.

Per. Simonides?

3. Wc would purge the Land of thefe Drones,

That rob the Bee of her honny.

Per. How from the fenny ftib)c<ft of the fea

Thefe fifhers tell the infirmities of men,

And from their watry Empire recollrfV,

All that may men approve, or men detefl.

Peace be at your labour, honeft filTiermen.

2.Honcft,good ffl!ow,what'sthat,if itbea day fits you,

Search out of the Kalender, and no body look after it ?

Per. Y'may fee the fea hath caft me upon your coaft.

2. What a drunken knave was the fea,

To caft thee in our way.

Per. A man whom both the wateisand the wind,

In that vaft Tennis-Court, hath made the Ball

For them to play upon, iturcats you pitty him

:

He asks of you, that never us'd co beg.

1

.

No friend, cannot you beg ?

Here's them in our Country of (jreece^

Gets more with begging, then wc can do with working.

2. Canft thou «tch any Fi/hesthen?

Per. I never pradlis'd It,

2. Nay then thou wilt ftarvc fure ; for here's nothing

to be got now-a-daics, unleflc thou canfl fifh for't.

Per. What I have been, J have forgot to know;
But what I am, -.i/ant teaches me to think on :

A man throng'd up with cold, my veins are chilJ,

And have no more of life, then may fufhcc

To give my tongi^e that heat to ask your help:

Which if you fhall refufe, when 1 am dead.

For that lama man, pray fee me buried.

1. Die ke-tha, new gods forbid, 1 have a gown here,

come put it on, keep thee warme: now afore me a hand-

fome fellow: Come, thou /halt go home , and we'll have

flefh forall day, fifh for fafling dayetand more ; or Pud-

dings and Fla p- jacks, and thou /halt be welcome.

Per. 1 thank you, fir,

2. Hark ycu, my friend. You fajd you could not beg.

Per. I did but crave.

2, But crave? then I'le turn craver too.

And fo I (hall fcape whipping.

Per, Why, arc all your beggers whipt then ?

3. Ohnotall,my friend, not all r for if all your beg-

gers were whipt. 1 would wi/h no better office, then to be

Beadle. But Maftei'i, Tk go draw the Net.

Ptr. How well this hone/t mirth becomes their labour?

1. Hark, you, fir, do you know whcte ye arc ?

/»fh Not well.

I. 1 tell you, this is called PantafoUt^

And our King, the good Symonides

Per. The good King Symonides., do you call h'im,;

I . I fir, and he deferves fo to be cali'd.

For his peaceable reigne, and good government.
Per. He is a happy King, fincc he gains from

HisSubjefts, the name of good, by his government.
How far is his Court di/tant from this /hore ?

1

.

Marry, fir, half a daies journey : and I'le tell you,he
hath a fair daughter,and tomorrow is her birth-day, and
there arc Princes and Knights come from all parts of the
world, to Ju/t and Turney for her love.

Per. Were my fortunes ec^ual to my defireS-

I could wifh to make one there.

2, O fir, things muft be as they may : and whita man
Cannot get, he may lawfully deal for his wives foul.

Enter the two Flfher-men, drart'ing up <t I^et,

2, Hclp,Ma/^er,help, here's a fifh hangs in the Net,!ike
a poor mans right in the law, 'twill hardly come out. Ha
bois on'tj'tis come at la/t,and 'tis turned to a rufty Armor.

Per. An Armor, friends, I pray yon let me fee it.

Thanks Fortune, yet that after all cro/TeJ,

Thou give/t me fpmewhat to repair my fclf r

And though it V^lrt mine own part of mine heritage,

Which my dead father did bequeath tome,
With this /hi<ft charge, even as he left his life

:

Keep it, my Peric/er.,'n hath been a /hield

Twixt me and dearh ; and pointed to this Brayfe:

For that it faved me ', keep it in like nece/fity

:

The which the gods proted^ thee. Fame may defend thee.

It kept where I kept, I fo dearly loved it.

Till the rough Seas ( that fpares not any man )

Took it in rage, though calm'd hath given't again:

I thank thee for't, my fhipwrack now's no ill,

Since I have here my fathers gift in's will.

I. What mean you, fir ?

Per.Jo beg of you ( kind friends ) this coat of worth,
For it was fometime Target to a King,

I know it by this mark: beloved me dearly.

And for his fake, I wi/h the having of it

:

And that you'd guide me to your Soveraigns Court,

Where with it 1 may appear a Gentleman :

And if that ever my low fortune's better,

I'le pay your bounties ; till then re/i your debtcr.

1 . Why, wilt thou turney for the Lady ?

Per. Tie fliew the vcrtue I have born in Armes.

1. Why take it, and thegodsgivethcegood an't.

2. But hark you,my friend, 'twas we that madcupthis

gaimcnt through th&rough feamsofthe waters: therearc

certain condolements , certain vails ; I hope, fir, if you

thrive, you'll remember from whence you bad them.

Per. Believe if 1 will:

By your furtherance 1 am cJoathedin Steel,

And fpight of all the rupture of the fea.

This Jewell holds his building on my artnc:

Unto thy value I will mount my fclf.

Upon a Courfer,whoredelightfull fleps,

Shall make the gazer joy to lee hi'm tread;

Only(my friend)! yet am unprovided of a payre ofBafcs.

2. We'll fure provide, thou fbalt have

My bef^ gown to make thcca pair;

And rie bring thee to the Court my fclf.

Per. Then honour be but a Goal to my will,

This day I'le rife, or eii'e adde ill to ill.

E/fter-



Tericles Tr'mce ofTyre.

Ept^er Simonides with artcniants, and Thmf*.

Are the Knights ready to btgin thfTriumph >

x.Lord. Thfy 3re,my Liegf,and ftay your comming,

To pre fent thcmfelves.

i
Kl»g. Return them ', vie are rwrly, and our Daughter

In honour of whofc birth. th;fe tciuinphs are, (here,

Sns here lilcc I'ies child, whom Nature gat,

Formmtofe I feeing wonder ar,

TImi. Itp h you (my royal! father) to expreffe

My commejvd ngreat, whofe merit's le(Te.

King. It's ht It fhould be fo ; for Princes ait

A model! which heaven maltci like it fclf .•

As Jewels lofe their glory, if neglcfted.

So Princes their Renownes, if not refpefted.

'Tis now y our honour (Daughter) to entertain

The labour of each Knight, in his device.

That, which to p referve mine honour, I'le perform.

Tht firft Knight faffes by.

King. V/|io is the fir(^, that doth preferre himfelf f

ThAi, A Knight of Sparta (my renowned Father)

And the device he bearcs upon his fhield,

Is a black i£thiope reaching at the Sun ;

The word ; Lux tna vita mlhi. '

King. He lores you well, that holds his life ofyou.

The fecond Knight.

Who is the fecond, that picfents himfclf ?

Tha. A Prince of Mactdon (my royall Father)

And the device he bearesupon his Shield,

Is an armed Knight, that's conqlier'd by a Lady.

The Motto thus in Spanifh. Pue Per doUera ktc perforfa.

The third Knight,

King. And what's the thud ?

Thai. The third of Antiochf and his device

A wreathe of Chivalry : the word, tie Pompejprovexit

rhe fourth Knight. (apex.

King. What is the fourth ?

Thai. A burning Torch that's turn'd upGdc down ;

The word, Qiti me alit me exttngitit.

King. Which fhewes that beauty hath his power and

Which can as wellenflime, as it can Itill. (will,

The fifth Knight.

Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds,

Holding out goM, that's by the touch-ftonc tri'd :

The Motto thus: Stc fpeclanda fides.

Thefixth Knight.

King. And what's the fixth and laft, the which the

Knight himfclf with fucha gracefull courtefic dcliverd ?

7 hat. He feems to be a ft ranger : but his Prefent is

A withered Branch, that's onc|^ green at top ;

The Motto, /« hac fpe viva.

King. A pretty morall ; from the dejefted ftate

wherein he is, he hopes by you his fonunes yet may

flourish.

I. Lord. He had need mean better then his outward

/Hew can any way fpeak in his juft commend : For by

his rufty out fide, he appeares to have praftifcd more the

Whipfiock,then the Lance.

1 Lo^d. He weH iniy be a ftranger, for he comes to

an honour'd triumph ftrangcly fumimt.

3 . Lord. And on fet purpofc let his armour ruft

•Until! fhi? day, to fcowre it in the dufi.

King Opinion's but a foole, that make us fcan

The outward habit by the inward man.

But ftay, the Knights are comming,

We will withdraw into the Gallery.

Great fljontj^ 4nd allcrj, the meah Knight.

Entff the King and Knights ftoth Tllcing.

/C/«^,Kmghti,to fay you're welcome,were fuperfluous.

I place upon the volume of your deeds.

As in a "Title page, your worth in armes

,

Were more therr you expeft, or more then'sfit,

Since every worth in fhew commends it felf

:

Prepare for mirrh, for mirth comes at a fcaft.

Yoi^ are Princrs, and my gtnfJs.

Thai. But you, my Knighcandgueft,
To whom (his wreathe of viftol y I give.

And Crown you King of this dayeshappinefTc,

Ter. Tis more by fortune (Lady) then by merit.

King, Call it by what you will, the day is yours,

And here, I hope, is none that en«ie$ \\ -.

In framing an Artift,Art hath thus decreed.

To makefomc good, but others to exceed.

And you her labour'd Schollar : come. Queen oth' Feaft,

For (Daughter) fo you a re, here take your place:

Maitiall the reft, as they deferve their grace.

Knlghtt. We are honoured much by good Sjmonldts.

King, Your prefence glads ourdayes, nonour we love.

For who hares honour, hatti the gods above.

Mar(h. Sir, yonder isyoCTT place.

Per. Some othef is more fit.

I . Knight. Contend not, fir, for weare Gentlemen,
That neither in cxir hearts, nor outward eyes,

Envy the great, nor doe the low dt fpife. .

Per. You arc rijght courteous Knighti.

King. Sit, fit, Mt.

By Jove (I wonder) that is King of thoughts,

Thefe Cates refift me, he not thought upon.

Thai. By Juno (that is Queen of Marriage)

Ail Viands tha; I eat doe feem unfavoury,

Wifhing him my meat : furehe's a gallant Gentleman.

Klng.Ht's but a country gentleman ; has done no more

Then other Knights have don*, has broken a (lafFe,

Orfo; let It pafle.

Thai. To me he feems a Diamond to ClafTe.

Per, Yon King's to me, like to my Father's pifturc,

Which tells me in that glory once he was.

And Princ s (at hk'e ftarrcs about bis Throntf,

And he the Sun, for them to reverence;

None that belield him , but like lefler lights.

Did vaile their Crowns to his fuprcamacy
;

Where now his Son, like a Glo-worm in the night,

The which hath fire in daikneffe none in light:

Whereby I fee that Time's the King ofmen,

For he's their Parents, and he is their grave.

And gives them what he will, not what they cr»vc.

King. What, are you merry. Knights .'

Knights. Who ran be other in this royall prefence ?

King. Here, with a cup that's ftirr'dunto tbcbiunme.

As you doe lovr, fill to your Miftrelfc Tips,

We drink this health ro you.

Knights. Wcltiahk your Grjcr.

King. Yet pwfe a wiiilf; yon Knight dotKnttootni-

As if the entertainment in our Court. (UncboUy,
Had not a fhew might countervailc his worth

:

Note It not yo\},Thaifa
;

Th/i{. What Is't to me, my Father .'

King. O, attend, my Daughter,

Princes in this, (hould live like gods above.

Who freely give to every one that come to honour them :

And Princes not doing fo, are like to Gnats,

Which make a found, but kill'd, are wondred at

;

Therefore to make his entrance now more fv»est.

Here,



s T^ericles Prince of Tyre.

Hete, tay wc d ink this ftanding cowlc of wine to him.

Thdl. Aiafie, my Father, it befits not mc.

Unto a ftrangtt Knight to be fo bold.

He may my proffer take for an offence,

Since men take womens gifts for impudence.

Klftg, How ? doe as I bid you, or you'll more me eife.

Thai. Now by the gods, he could not plcafe me better.

King. And furthermore tell him, wedcfuc to know of

Of whence he is, his name and Parentage. (him,

Thai. The King my Father (fir) hath diunk to you.

Per. I thank him.

Thai. Wifliing it fo much blood unto your life.

Per. 1 thank both him and you, and pledge him freely.

Thai. And further, he defircs to know of you,

Of whence you arc, your name and parentage.

Per. A Gentleman of Tyre., my name Pericles^

My education been in Arts and Atmes,

Who lookmg for adventures in the world,

Was by the rough Seas reft of fhips and men,

And afcer fiiip-wracfk, driven upon this fhore.

Th/ti. He thanks your Grace ; names himMf Pericles,

A Gentleman of T/r^jWho only by misfortune of the leas,

Bereft of fhipsand men, csft on the fhore.

King. Now by the gods,! pitty his misfortune,

And will awake him from his mclanchoUy.

Come, Gentlemen, we fit too long on trifles,

And wafte the time, which looks for other revels.

Even in your armours as you are addreft,

Will very well become a Souldicrs dance

:

I will not have cxcufe, with faying that

Loud Mufick istooharfh for Ladies heads,

Since they love men m Armes, as well as beds.

Thej Ddfrce.

So, this was well ask'd,'twjs well perform'd.

Come, fir, here's a Lady that wants breathing too

:

And I have heard, you Knights of 7/rr,

Are excellent in making Ladies trip.

And that their meafuresare as excellent.

Per. In thofe that pradVife them, they are (my Lord.)

King. Oh that's as much, as you would be deny'd

Of your fair courtefie : unc!arpe,unclaipc.

The^ Da/ice.

Thanks, Gentlemen, to all ; all have done v»cll.

But y 00 the bcfi : Pages and lights, to conduft

rhele Knights unto their feverall Lodgmgj

:

Yours, fir, wc have given order to be next our own.

Per, 1 amatyour Cracesplcafure.

King. Princes, it is too late to talk of love,

And that's the matke I know you levell at

:

Therefore each one beuke him to his reft,

To morrow, all for fpeeding doe their bcft.

EvterHellicamUyand Efcanes.

Hell No, £/f^«f/, know this of me,

t/lntiochmUom inceft liv'd notfree :

For which, the moO high gods not minding

Longer to withhold the vei\geance that

They had in (lore, due to his hainous

Capitall offence ; even in the height and pride

Ofall hisglory,when hewaslcated in

A Chaiiot ofanincfiimable value, and his Daughter

With him ; a fire from heaven came and fhriveld

Up thofe bodies, even to loathing, for they foftunk,

That all thofe eyes ador'd them, ere their fall.

Scorn now their hand (Tiould give them butiall.

Efcanes. It was very ftrange. (g"""'!

HtU. And yet but juftj« ; for though this King were

j
His greatncfle was no guard to barrc beavenS (haft.

By fin had his reward.

EfcAii. 'Tis very true.

Enter trta or three Lords.

1

.

Lord. Sec, not a man in private conference,

Orcounfell, hath rcfpeft with him but he.

2. Lord. It fhall no longer grieve wifhout reproof,

I. Lord. And curft behe that will no fccondit.

1 . Lord. Follow me then : Lord Her icanc, a v^ord

Hell. With me ? and welcome, happy day, my Lords.

i.Lord. Know that our griefs arc rifen to the top.

And now at length they over-flow their banks.

Hell. Your gricfs,for what ?

Wrong not your Prince you love.

I . Lord. W rong not your felf then, noble HtllicMity

But if the Pr'ince doe live, let us falutc him.

Or know what ground's made happy by his breach:

If in the world he live, we'll feek him out:

If in his grave he re(^, we'll find him there,

And be refolv'd, he lives to govern us:

Or dead, give's caufc to mourn his Funeral!,

And leave us to our free Eleftion.

2.L<»r.Whofedeathindeed,the flrongeflin ourcenfure,

And knowing this Kingdome'u without a head

Like goodly buildings left without a Roof,

Soon fall to ruine : your noble felf.

That bcft knowes how to rulcf and how to rci^n.

Wc thus fubmit unto our Soveraign.

Omnes. Live, noble HelUcan.

Hell. Try honours caufe ; forbear your fufFrJgCS ;

If that you love Prince Perules, forbear,

(Take I your wifh, I leap into the Seas,

Where's hourely trouble, for a minutes cafe)

A twelve- moncth longer, let me entreat you
To forbear the abfence of your King ;

If in which time cxpir'd, he not return,

I (hall with aged patience bear your yoke

But if I cannot win you to this love,

Go fearch like Nobles, like noble Subjeits,

And in your fetrch, fpend your adventurous worth,

Whom if you finde,and winnc unto return.

You (hall like Diamonds fit about his Crown.
1 .

Lord. To wifedome, he's a fooic that will not yield.

And fince Lord HolHtdtt cnjoyneth us.

We with our travels will endeavour.

Hell. Then you love uj, we you, and we'll dafp hands,
When Peeres thus knit,a Kingdomecvet (^ands. Exit.

Enter the King reading of * Letter,4t one door

and the Knights meet him.

I. Knight
.
Good morrow to the good Simonides,

King. Knights, from my Daughter this I let you know.
That for this twelvc-moneth, fhc'll not undertake

A married life : her rcafon to her felf is onely known,
Which yet from her by no meancs can 1 get.

1 .
Knight. May we not get accclTe to her (my Lord)

King. Faith, by no meanes, flie hath fo ftri<5tly

Ti'd her to her Chamber, that 'tis impoifiblc :

One twelve Moons more (he'll wear 7)i*Htti livery :

This by the eye of Cjnthla hath (he vowed.
And on her Virgin honour will not break.

i.Knig. Loth to bid farewcll,we take our leaves. Eisit,

Kirg. So, they are well difpatchr,

Now to my daughters Letter ; fhe tells me here.

She'll wed the granger Knight,
Or never more to view nor day nor light.

'Tis well, Miftris, your choyce agrees with mine,

I
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1 like that well : nay how abfolutc fht's in'r.

Not minding whether I diflikc or no.

Well, I doe commend her choyce, and will no longer

Have it be delayed ; foft, here he comes,

I muft diflembleit.

Enter PertcUs.

Per. AH forcune to the good Simanides,

King. To you as much : Sir, 1 am beholding to you.

For your fweet mufick this laft night :

I doe proteft,my cares were never better fed

With fuch delighifull pleafing harmony.

Per. It is your Graces pleafurc to commend,

Not my defert.

King. Sir, you are Muficks mafter.

fer. The worft of all her Schollars(my good Lord)

King. Let me aske you one thing.

What doc you think ofmy Daughter, fir .'

*Per. A molt virtuous Princeffe.

King. And ftie's fair too, isfhc not *

Per. As a fair day in Summer : wondrous fair.

King. Sir, my Daughter thinks very well of you,

I, fo well, that you muft be her Mafter,

And ftie will be your Schollar ; therefore look to it.

Per. I am unworthy to be her Schoolmafter.

King. She thinks notfo, perufe this writing elfe.

J>*r, What's hcre,a Lctter,that fhe lores the Knight of

"Tis the King's fubtilty to have my life : CO''"'

Ohfeeknot to intrap me, gracious Lord,

A ftranger and diftrclTed Gentleman,

That never aim'd (ohigh to love your Daughter,

But bent all offices to honour her.

King. Thou haft bcwitcht my Daughter,

And thou art a Villain.

Per. By the gods I have not ; never did thought

Of mine levy oftence ; nornever did my anions

Yet commence, a deed might gam her love

,

Or your difplcafurc.

King. Traitor, thou ly eft.

Per. Traitor !

King. I, Traitor.

Per. Even in his throat, unlcffe it be a King,

That calls me Traitor, 1 return the lye.

King. Now by the gods I doc applaud his courage.

Per. My a(Sbions arc as noble as my thoughts,

That never relliftitofa bafe defcent

:

I came unto the Court for honours caufcj

And not be a Rebel to her ftatc :

And he that othcrwifc accounts ofme.

This Sword ftiall prove, he's honours enemy.

King. No.'herc comes my Daughter,ftie can witnefs it

Enttr Thaijfa.

Per. Then as you arc as virtuous, as fair,

Refolve your angry Father, if my tongue

Did e're folicite, or my hand fuljfcrLbe

To any lyllable that made love to you f

Thui. Why, fir, if you had, who takes offence.

At that would make me glad ?

King. Yea,miftris, arc you fo peremptory >

I am glad of i: wiihall my heai t,

rie tame you. Tie bring you in fubjeflion.

Will you, not having my confent,

Bfftow your love and your affe(f\ions.

Upon a ftranger ? who, for ought I know.

May be (nor can I think the contrary)

As gteat in blood as I my fclf.

[Therefore hear you, Miftrcffe, either frame

Afide,

^Jidr

Your will to mine ; and you, fir, hear you.

Either be tul'd by me, or I'le niake you>.^~M
Man and Wife ; nay, come your hands

And lips muft fcale it too : and being joyn'd,

I'le thus your hopes deftroy, and for further grief,

God give you joy ; what, arc you both pleafed ?

7'hM, Yes, if you love me, fir.

Per. Even as my life, or blood that foftcrslt.

King. What, are you both agreed ?

j4mt. Yes, ifitpleafe your Majefty.

King. Itpleafethme fo well, that I will fee you wed,

And then with what haftc you can, get you to bed.

Enter Golfer.

Now yjleefflakji hath tht rout.

No dm hut fnores about the houfe.

Made louder bj the ore-fee beait^

Of this moji pompoM marriage feafl

:

The Cat vfith ijnt tf burning coale^

Now couches from the Monfei hole ;

And Crickjt fing at the Ovens momthf
Are the blither for their drouth :

H/men hath brought the Bride to bed^

where by the lojfe of Maiden-head^

A Babe U moulded^ by attent.

And time that isfo briefif fpent,

H^ith your finefancies ejfiaintlj each,

what's dumbt infhew^lle plain withfpeecb.

Enter Pericles and Simonldn at one door with atten-

dants, a Meffenger meeu them, kneeles, and give« Pe-

ricles a Letter, Pericles (hewei it Simonidet, the Lords

kneele to him ; then enter Thaifa with childe, with

Ljchorida i Nurfe, the Kmg fhewes her the Letter,

ftie icJoyces : (he and Pericles ake leave of bei Father,

and deprt.

By many a dearut and painfull flarch

OfPet\c\ciythe carefnllfearchy

By the four oppofng Crignes.,

which the world together joynit^

It made with all due diligence.

That horft andfaile, and high expence^

Can Reed the <juefi at lafifrom Tytc,

Fame anfwering tht mo{l grange en(juirei

To th' Court of King Simonides,

Art Letters brought, the tenomr theft •

Antiochus and his Daughter's dead^

The men of Tyms, on the head

Of l-icWianui would fet on

The Crown ofTyre, bur he will none :

The mutiny, he there hades t'opprejfe^

Sayesto them, if King Pericles

Come not home in twice ^x i^oones^

He, obedient to their doomeSy

Will takj the Crown : the fummt ofthtt

Brought hither to Ptntafalis^

Irony (hed the Regions round,

^nd every one with claps canfoundy

Our heir apparant is a King •

lyho dreamt f who thought offuch a thing {

Brief, he mup hence depart to Tyre,

//(/ Queen with child, makjs her de^rt^

which who (hall croffe along togo^

Omit we all the'ir date and woe :

Lychorida her Nurft (he tal^es^

Anip to Sea ; tbenvejfell fljjkjSf

Om\
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Oh Nepiunes bUl<m^ halfcht flood.

Hath their Kefle cut • hnt fortune mov i

Var'tes-agtun, thegr'i^j North

Difgorges fitch * temfefl forth.

That as a Diickjor life that drives^

So ufandiovn the poor fhip dives :

The Lady fhreek.s.ar'd vnelt-a-near.

Dothfall \n travell jpith her fear :

And vnhat enfues inrhis/elfjiormfy

Shtll for it felf, itfelfferform :

1 nill relate, aBion m*j

Conveniently the rejl convey ;

Which might not > what by me u toldy

In yoHr im gination hold.-

This Stage, the Ship, upon vhofe Deck^

The Seas toft Peuctes, appeares to fpeak..

Entir Pericles »n Shipboerd.

Per. The God of this great vaft, rebuke tbcfc furges

Which wafh both heaten and hell, and thou that haft

Upon the windes command, bind them in Braffe,

Having call'd them from the deep, O ftiU

Thy dcaining dreadful! thundeis; daily quench

Thy nimble fulpherous flaft>e$ : O how, Ljchorid* ?

Ho>A( does my Queen ? then ftorm venomoufly,

Wilt thou fpetall thy felf ? the Scamans whiflic

Is a whifpcr in the cji^es of death,

Unheard Lychorida f Lucina, oh !

Divmcft PacronefTe, and my Wife, gentle

To thofe thac cry by night, convey thy Deity

Aboard our dancing Boa?, make fwift the pangs

Of my Qviccns travels. Now, L/chtrida.

Enter Ljchorida.

Ljchor. Here is a thing too young for fuch a placcj

Who if it had conceit, would dye, a$ I am like to doc :

Take in your armes this piece of your dead Q^een.

Per. How .' how, Ljchorida ?

Lichor. Patience, good fir, doe not aflift thefiorme,

Here's all that is'lcft living of our Queen ;

A little Daughter, for the fake of it

Be manly, and take comfort.

Per. Oh you gods !

Why doe you make us love your goodly gifts.

And fnatch them flraight away ?

We here below, recall not what we give,

And we therein may ufc honour with you,

Lychor, Patience, good h, even for this charge.

Ler. Now milde may be thy life,

Fora mojcb'ufterous biiih had never Babe :

Qjtiet and gentle thy conditions

;

For thou art the rudelief^ welcome to this world,

Thatfver was Princes Childe : happy that foUowej,

T hou haft as chiding a Nativity,

As Fire, Aire, Water, Eaith, and Heaven can make,

1 o harold thee from the wombc :

Even at the firlt, thy lofTc is more then can

Thy portage quite* wiih all thou canft finde here :

Now the good gods throw their btft eyes upon it.

Enter two Saylors.

t.Sayl. "What courage, fir .' God fave you.

Per. Courage enough, I doe not fear the flaw,

It hath done to me the word : yet for the love

Of this poor Infant, this frcfh new Sca-farcr,

I would it would be quiet.

i.5«>/. Slack the bolins ibcrcjthou wilc not,wiU ihou

Blow and fplit thy fclf.

Tt.Sayl. But Sea-room, and the biinc and cloudy bll

low kiffe the Moon, i care nor.

r . Sayl. Sir, your Queen muft over-board,

The Sea works high, the windc is loud.

And will not lie till the Ship be cleared of the dead.

Per, That's your fuperftition.

1 .Pardon us,(ir;with us at Sea it flill hath bin obferved,

1 And we are flrong in Eaftern, therefore briefly yield her

Per. As you think meet, for ftie mufi o're-board

Moft wretched Queen. (ftraight,

Lychor. Here (he lies, fir.

Per. A terrible Child-bed hafl thou had (my Dear)

No light, no fire, the unfriendly Elements

Forgot thee utterly, nor have I time

To bring thee hallowed to thy grave, but ftraight

Muft Cift thee fcarcely Coffind, in oare,

Where for a Monument upon thy bones.

The ay re remaining lampi, the belching Whale,

And humming water muft o'tewhelme thy Corps,

Lying with firaple fhclls : Oh Lycharlda,

Bid Neflorbt'm^ me Spices, Ink and Paper,

My Casket and my Jewels, and bid Nicandct

Bring me the Sactin Coffin ; lay the Babe

Upon the Pillow ; hie thee, whiles I fay

A Prieftly farewell to her : iuddcnly, woman.

z.Sayl. Sir, we have a Chcfl beneath the hatches,

Caulkt and bictumed ready.

Per. I thank thee: Marriner fay, what Coaft is this?

2 . Sayl. We are near Tharftu.

Per. Thither, gentle Marriner,

Alter thy courfe for Tyre : when canft thou reach it ?

2 Sayl. By break of day,if thewinde ceafe.

*Per. O make for Tharfw,

There will I vifit C/w». for the Babe

Cannot hold out to Tyrtu ; there I'le leave it

At ca refull nurfing : go thy vvayes, good Marriner,

rie bring the body prefently. Exit.

Enter Lord Cerumen with a Strvaat.

Cer. Phylemon, hoa.

Enter Philemon^

Phil. Doth my Lord call ?

Cer. Get fire and meat for thefe poor men,

It hath been a turbulent and ftormy night.

Ser. I have been in many : but fuch a night as this,

Till now,l ne're endured.

Ctr. Your Mafter will be dead ere you return,

There's nothing can be miniftredto nature.

That can recover him : give this to the Pothetary,

And tell me how it works.

Enter two Gentlemm.

1

,

Cent. Good morrow.

2. Cent. Good morrow to your Lordfhip.

Cer Gentlemen, why doe you ftirre fo early?

I .Gent. Sir, our lodgings ftanding bleak upon the Sea,

Shook as if the earth did quake :

The very principles did feem to rend and all to topple,

Pure furprize and fear made me to leave the houfc,

2 . Gent. That is the caufe we trouble you fo early,

'Tisnot our husbandry.

Cer. O you fay well.

1 . Gent. But I much marvell that your Lordfhip

Having rich attire about you, fhould at thefe early houres

Shake off the golden (lumber of repofc ; 'tis moft (ttangc.

Nature fliould be fo converlant with pain.

Being thereto not compelled,

Cer. I hold it ever Vutuc and Cunning.

Were
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Were endowments greater, chcn Noblenefsand Riches,

Carelcfs heirs may the two latter darken and expend ;

But immortality attends the former,

Making a Man a God :

'Tis known, I ever have ftudicd Phyfick,

Through which fccrct Art,by turning o' re Authority,

I have together witli my praftife, made familiar

To me and to my aide, the bcft infufions thatdv»ell$

In vegetivcs, in Mcttais, Stones ; and can {"peak of the

Difturbances that Nature works,and of her cures

;

Which doth give mca more content in courfc of tiuc de-

(lightThen to be thirfty after tottering Honour,

Or tyc my pleafurc up in filken Bags,

To pleafe the Fool and Death.

2, Gent, Your honour hath through Efheftu,

Poured forth your charity, and hundred call themfelvcs

Your Creatures ; who by you have been rcflorcd,

And no: your knowledge, your perfonall pain,

Buc even your purfcnill open, hath built Lord Cerimon

Such ftrong renown, as never (hall decay.

Enter two tr thrtt with a chefi.

Ser. So, lift there,

Cer. What's that?

Ser; Sir,even now did the SeajtofTc up upon our fhorc

This Cheft ; 'tis of fome wrack.

Cer. Set it down, let us look upon it.

2. ^ent. 'Tis like a Coffin, fir.

Cer. What c'rc it be, 'tis wondrous heavy ;

Wrench it open flraight

:

If the Seas ftomack be o're-sharg'd with gold,

'Tis a good conftraint of Fortune it belches upon us.

Z.Gent. 'Tis fo, my Lord. (it up?

Or.How clofc 'tis caulkt and bottom'd,did the fea cart

Ser. I never faw fo huge a billow, fir, as toft it upon

fliore.

Cer. Wrench it open ; it ftnclls moft fwectly in my

2. Gr/>/. A delicate Odour. (fence.

Cer. As ever hit my noftrill : fo, up with ir.

Oh you moft potent gods ! what's here, a Coarfc ?

1. Gent. Moft ft range,

Cer. Shrowded in cloth of ftate,balm'd and cntreafurcd

With full bags of Spices, a Pafport to yipolh^

Perfcd me in the CharaiSlers.

Ifere I give to underfland,

If e're this Coffin drive a land
}

/ King Peridcs h/ive Ufi

This Queeny worth all our munddne cofl :

yyho finds her., give her kurjing
,

She was the Danghter of a King.

Befidei this treafnre for afee^

The gods reejuttc his (harity.

If thou liveft Pericles^ thou haft a heart

That even cracks for woe: this chanc'd to night.

2. Gent. Moft likely, fir.

Cer. Nay certainly to night, for look how frcHi flic

They were too rough,that threw her in the fea, (looks.

Make a. fire within,fetch hither all my boxes in my Clofet,

Death may ufurpc on Nature many houres,

And yet the fire of life kindle again the o'tc-preft fpirits.

I heard of an ty£gyptian that had nine houres been dead.

Who was by good appliance recovered.

Enter one with Napkjns and "Birt,

Well faid, well faid, the fire and doathes,

The rough and wofull mufick that we have, .

Caufc it to found I befccch you :

The Viall once more ; how thou ftirreft, thou block ?

The Mufick there: I pray you give her aire ;

Gentlemen, this Queen will live,

Nature awakes a warmc breath out of her ;

She hath not been cntranft above five houre?.

Sec how fhe gins to blow into lifcs flower again,

1

.

(jen. The hea vcns through you, encreafe our wonder,

And fets up your fame for ever.

Cer. She is alive, behold her eye-lids.

Cafes to thofc heavenly jewels which Pericles hath loft,

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold

The Diamonds of a moft praifcd water doth appear.

To make the world twice rich, live, and make us weep.

To hear your fate, fair creature, rare as you fccm to be.

She moves.

Thti. O dear Diana^ where am I ? wherc's my Lord .'

What world is this?

2. Cent. Is not tl.isftrange .'

1 . Gent. Moft rare.

Cer. Hufti (my gentle neighbour) lend me your hands,

To the next chamber bear herjgetlinnen ;

Now this matter muft be lookt too, for the relapfc

Is mortall :comf, come, and, EfcuUfiiu., guide uj.

TheJ carry her away. Exeunt omnei

(lAUhs Tertim.

Enter Pericles at Tharfrn., -with Cleon and Dioni^i/i,

Per. Moft honoured Cleon^ I muft needs be gone,

My twelve monethsare expir'd, and Tyre ftands

In a peace : you and your Lady take from my heart

All thankfulncffe. The gods make up the reft upon you.

Cleon. Your ftiakes of fortune, though they hate you

Mortally, yet glance full wondringly on us. (pleafed

Dion. O your fweet Queen ! that the ftrift fates had

You had brought her hither to have bicft mine eyes with

Per. We cannot but obey the powers above us ; (her.

Could I rage and rorc as doth the Sea fhe lies in.

Yet the end muft be as 'tis : my gentle babe {.Marina^

Whom (for ftic was born at Sea) I have named fo.

Here, I charge your charity withall ; leaving her

The infant of your care, befeeching you to give her

Princely training, that flic may be mannct'd as (he is

born.

Cleon. Fear not (my Lovd)butthinli: your Grace,

That fed my Countrcy with your Corn ; for which.

The peoples prayers daily fall upon you, muft in your

Childc

Be thought on, ifneglcfl fhould therein make me vile.

The common body that's by you reliev'd.

Would force me to my duty ; but if to that.

My nature need a fpurrc, the gods revenge it

Upon me and mine, to the end ofgeneration.

Per. I believe you, your honour and your goodncfle.

Teach me toot without your vowes, till (ne be married,

Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour,

Atlunfirter'd (hall this heir of mine rrmafn,

Though I fticw will in't : fo I take my leave

:

Good Madam, make me bleffcd, in your care

In bringing up my Childc.

Dion. 1 have one my fclf, who (hall not be more dear

to my refpe<St than yours,my Lord.

ftr*
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Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers.

Clton. We'll bring your Grace lo the edge of the

fliore, then give you up to ihc masked Neptune, and the

gentlcft v/indes of heaven.

'Per. 1 will embrace your offer,come,deareft Madam r

Ono teares, Lichorlia, no tcares ; look to your little

Miftris, on whofc giacc you r^iay depend hereafter;

come, my Lord.

Enter Cerjrrftoi, aniThdifa.

Cer. Madam, this Letter, and feme certain Jewels,

Lay with you in your Coffer, which are at your com-

Know you the Charaaer ?
("««n<i

:

TA/i/, It is, my Lords, that 1 was Aiipt at Sc3,I well

remember, even on my eanitig time: but whethtr there

delivered, by the holy gods, 1 cannot rightly fay : but

fmceKirg 7>rr/V/«, my wedded Lord, 1 ne'te fhall fee

again, a veftalllivciy willl take me to, and never isore

have joy.

C/er. Madam, if this you purpofe as ye fpcak,

Dlatmet Temple is not dillant farre,

Whete you may abide till your date expire.

Moreover if you pleafe, a Ncece of mine,

Shall there attend you.

Thai. My recompence is thanks, that's all.

Yet my good will is great, though the gift fmall. Sxit.

Enter Govter.

Cower. Imagine Pericles arrived M Tyrcj

PTelcem'd Mud fettled t» his own defrt ;

His wofull Qmten we leave tit Ephefus,

Unto Diana, there's * Votarejfe.

Now to Marina bend jour minde^

ffhem ourfAfl growing fcene mtfi finde

jit Tharfus, and hy Cleon trAtnd

In Mujickj letters^ rrht hath gain i

Ofedtuat'ioH all the grace^

ffhich makes high loth the art andflflct

OfgeneraII wonder : hnt alack^

That morfier Envy oft the wrac^

Of earned pr4ife, Marina's A/r

Seek, to takj off hytreafon s kj'if'y

Jind in this kjnde., oar Cleon hath

One Daughter and a fullgrown wench.

Even ripe far Marriagefight : this M^id
Highi Philoten .• and it is faid

For certain in ourfiery, fhe

ffoitld ever withMzr'mi te,

Be'tTfhen they weav'd the [lededftk^

With fingers long, fmall, white M milk.

Or when fhe would with (harp needle wound

The Cambmk^, which fhe made more found

By hurting it, or when loth' Lute

Shefung, and made the night bed mutfy

Thatjlitl records within onr, or Xfhen

She woitld with rich andcor.Jlant pen,

raile to her Miftreffe Dion flilly

This Phyloten contends in skjll

Ifith abfolnte Maiina .•/»

The Dove e/Paphos m!ght with the Crov
Vie feathers white. Marina gets

^Upraifes, which are paid as debtSy ^

^tid Hit as givetty thisfo darkj

Jit Phyloten illgracefuR markjSy

That CkoTi'iWife with envy rart^

A prtfe»t Mtirierer do's prepare

Tor good Marina, that her Daughter
Might ilandpeerlefft bjthis flanghttr.

The foouer her vile thoughts to Jlead^

Lychorida our Narfe ts dead^

And curfed Dionizia hath

The pregnant tnfirument of wrath

Freft for thia blow, the unborn event,

I doe commend to your content,

Onely [ carried wipiged Time,

Pofle on the lame feet efmy rime,

IVhich never could I fo convey,

Untef^e your thoughts went on my waj^

Qionizia doth appear,

with Leonins « Murderer. Exit,

Enter DloniK.ta, and Leonine.

'Dion. Thy oath remember, thou haft fworn to do it,

'tis but a blow, which never fhall be known , thou canft

not doe a thing in the world fo foon, to yield thee fo

much profit, let not confcicnce which is but cold, infla-

ming thy love bofome, enflame too nicely ; nor Icipitty,

v»hich even women have cafl off, rock thee, but be a fouJ-

dier to thy purpofe.

Lton. I will do't, but yet (he is a goodly Creature.

Dion, The fitter then the gods ftiould have her.

Here fhe comes weeping for her onely Miftrefic death

:

Thou art relolv'd ?

Leon. I am refolv'd.

Enter Marina with a Basket «f Flowers.

Mar, No : I will rob TelliM of her weed, to ftrew thy

Grave with Flowers: the yellowes, blewes, the purple

Violets and Mangolds, fhall as a Carpet hang upon thy
Grave, while Summer dayes doth laft. Aye me, poor
Maid, born in a tempeft, when my Mother di'd : this

world to me is like a lafting flormc, hurrying me from
my friends.

Dion. How now, tsarina f why de'ye weep alone f
How chance my Daughter is not with you ?

Doe not confume your blood with forrowing.

You have a Nurfe of me. Lord ? how your favour's

Chang'd, with this unprofitable woe:
Come give me your Flowers, ere the Sea marre ic.

Walk with Leonine, the aire is quick there,

And it pierces and /harpens the ftomack i

Come, Lefni/ie, take her by the arme, walk with her.

Mar, No I pray you, I'lc not bereave you of your

Servant.

Dion. Come, come, I love the King your Father, and
your felf, with more then forrcign hean ; we every day
expc^ him here, when he fhall come and finde our Para-
gon, to all reports thus blafied. He wtll repent the breadth
of his great voyage, blaine both my Lord and me, that we
have taken no care to your beft couifes. Go I pray you,
w«lk and be cheerfull once again ; leferve that excellent

complexion, which did ftcale the eyrs ofyoung and old.

Care not for me, I can go home alone.

C^ar, Well, I will go, but yet I have no defire to it.

Dion. Come, come, I know 'tis good for you

:

Walk half an houre. Leonine, ii the lea H.
Remember what I have faid.

Leon. I warrant you, Madam.
Dion, ric leave you, my fweet Lady, for a while : pray

walk foftly, doc not heat your blood : What, I muft have
a care of you.

Mar. My thanks, fweet Madam. Ts the wind? Wefter-
ly that blowf s f

LeoB. South-weft.

Mar. When I was born, the winde vsas North,
Leon. Was'c fo ?

Afar.
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Mar My Father, as Nurfc faitK, did never fear^ but

cryeJgood Sea-men to the Sailori, galling hii Kjngly

hands hailing ropes, and clafping to the Mart, endured a

Sea that aim oft burft the deck.

Lean. When wat th J ?

Afur. When I waj born, never wai waves nor winde

move violcnc, and fcofn the ladder tackle, vvafhcJofF*

Cdnvasciymct, ha, faith one, wiliomf and v»ith a drop-

ping induflry they skip from ftcm to ftemtthe Boat-fwain

whiftles, and thcMaftcr calls and trebles cbeir confijfion.

Lfen. Come, fay your prayers.

Af^r, Whit mean you?
Lean. If you require a little fpacc for prayf r, I grant

it, p ay, but be not tedious, for the gods arc quick of car,

and I am fwom to doc my vwoik with haftc.

Mtr. Why, will you kill me?
Leon, To fatisfie my Lady.

Afdr. Why would fhe have me kill'd now? is lean

remember by my troth, I never did hurt her in all my
life, 1 never fpake bad word, nor did ill turn to any li-

ving creature : believe me now, I never kill'd a Moufe,

nor hurt a Flye. I trod upon a wormc once againft my
will, but I wept for it. How have I offended, wherein

my death might yield her any profit, or my life imply

her any danger f

Lton. My Commiflion is not to reafon of the deed,

but do'c.

U.ar. You will not Ao\ for all the world, I hope :

you arc well favoured, and your looks forc-fhew you have

a very gentle heart, 1 faw you lately when you caught

hun in parting two that fought: good-footh it fliewed

well in you, do fo now, your Lady feeks my life, come you

between, and fave poor me the weaker.

Lton. I am fworn, and will difpatch.

Mttitr Ptratcs.

Plmt. t . Hold villa in.

PirMt. 1. A prize, a prize.

Plrat. ?. Half part mates, half part. Come lets have

her aboard fodainly. ExtMMt.

Enter Leettine.

Leen.Thck roguing thieves fervethe grtat Pirate f^<il-

dctfind they have feized Marina^ let her go, there's no

hope fhe will return : I'le fwear rtie's dead, and thrown

into the Sea, but I'le fee further, perhaps they will but

pleafc thcmfelves upon her, not carry her aboard, if fhe

remain.

Whom they have ravirtit, muft by me be flain.

Encer Pander^ Biuit dtii Bdwd.

<pMider. Btult.

Boult. Sir.

Pander. Search the market narrowly, Mttaline is fa\]

of oalbnts, we loll too much money this Mart, by being

too WenchlclTe.

Bawd, Wc were never fo much out of creatures, we

have but poor three, and they can doe no more then they

can doe, and they with contmuall a<Slion, are even as

good as rotten.

Pdudtr. Therefore let's havcfrefh ones what e'le we

pay for them, if there be not a confcicnce to be us'd in

every trade, we fhall never profpcr.

Bawd. Thou fay'ft true, 'tis not our bringing up of

poor bartards.asi think,! have brought fomc eleven.

Beult. I too eleven, and brought them down again,

But rtiall I fcarch the market ?

Bawd. What elfc, man? the rtuflfc we have, a rtrong

winds will blow it to pieces, they arc fo pittifuily fodden.

Patiier. Thou fay'tt true, there's two unwholefome in
con fcience, the poor 7>«*/J/w^*»4/i is dead that lay with
fhc little baggage.

Bnlt. I, fhe quickly ooopt him, (He made hun roaft-

meat for wormes, but I'le go fcarch the market. Exit.

Pand. Three or four thoufand Chickeeru were ai pmty
a proportion to live quietly, and fo give over.

Bavfd. Why, to give over I prayyou ? Is it a fhame
CO get when we are old .'

Pand. Oh our credit comes not in like the commodiey,
nor the commodity wjigcs not with the danger : there-

fore, ifm our youths we could pick up fome pretty eftate,

'twere not imifTe to keep our door hatch'd ; befid.s the

fore termes we ftand upon with the gods, will be ftrong

with us for giving o're.

Bawd. Come, other forts offend as well as we.

Pand. As well as we,l,and better too,we offend worfe,

neither is our pofclTion any Trade, it's no calling : but

here comes Btult.

Enter Btult vfith Pirates, aud Mlrana.
BouU. Come your wayes, my marters, you fay die's a

Saj[. O fir, we doubt it not. (v'''g''* ?

Boult. Mafier, I have gone through for this piece you
If you like her, fo ; if not, I have lofl my earnclV. (fee,

B/tvd. Betttt, has (he any qualities ?

Bou/t. She has a good face, fpcaks well, and has ex-

cellent good cloathes : there's no farther nccdTity of qua.

litiescan make her be reftifed.

B^wd. What s her price, Beult ?

B«u/t. I cannot be bated one doit of a thoufand pieces.

Pand. W<ll, follow me, my Marters, you fhall have

your money prefcntly : wife, take her in , inrtruA her

what (he has to dor, that fhe may not be raw in her en-

tertainment.

Bawd. Btult, take you the markes of her, the coloor

of her haire, compleiion,height, age, with warrant of her

virginity, and cry ; He that will give mort,fTull have her

firrt. Such a maiden-head were no cheap thirig , ifmen
were as they have been : Get this done as I command you.

Btult. Performance fha 11 follow.

Mar. Alack that Leamne was fo Hack, fodow:
He fhould have ftruck, not fpoke ;

Or that thefe Pirates, not enough barbarous.

Had not o're-board thrown mr, for to feek my Mother.

Bavtd, Why weep you, pretty one ?

Mar. That I am pretty.

Bawd. Come, the gods have dene chcir part m you.

Mar. I accufe them not.

Bawd. You are light into my hands.

Where you are like to live.

Mar. The more'i my fault, to fcapc his hands^

Where I was like to dye«

Bawd. I, and you fhall live in pleafure.

Mar. No.
Bawd. Yes indeed fha II you, and tafte Gentlemen of

all fafhions. You fhall (are well ; you (hall have the dif.

fercncc of all complexions : what de'ye (top your cares }

Mar. Arc you a woman ?

Bawd. What would you have me to be, if I be not a

woman }

Mar. An honert woman, or not a woman.

Bawd. Marry whip thee, Goflingrl think I (hall have

fomcthingtodocwith yoji. Come, y 'are a young foolilh

fapling, and mi ft be bowed as I would have ye.

Mar. The gods defend me.

Bawd. If it pleafe the gods to defend you by men,

b tlicn
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then men muft comfort ypu, men muft feed you,nacn muft

ftirte you up : Bcftif's retilrn'd.

Enter Bontt.

Now, fir, haft ihou cry'd her through the Market ?

Boulc.X have cri 'd her almoft to the number of her hairs,

I have drawn her pifture wiih my voice.

Band. And prithee rcit me, howdo^ thou find the in-

cllnanon of the people, efptcially of the younger fort f

Boult. Faith they liftened rome , as they <*ouId have

hearkned to thir fathers Teftamcnt.Thcrc wasa Spaniards

mouth fo waicrcd, that he went to bed to her very dcfcri-

ption.

Band. We fhall have him here to morrow with bis

beft ruffe on.

Boult. To night, to night, but Miftris, do you know

the Fiench Knight that cowres i'th hams?

Btiud Who, Moufifieur t^erolliu ?

Bault. I, he offered to cue a caper at the proclamation,

but hf made a groan at it, and fv\'orc he woUld fee her to

morrow.

Baud. Well , well , as for him he brought his difeafe

hither , here he doth but repair it , I know he will come

in our fhadow, to fcatter his crowns in the fun.

BohIi. Well , if v»e had of every Nation a Traveller,

we fhould lodge them with this figne.

Baud, pray you come hither a while, you have For-

tunes comming upon you , mark me, you muft feem to do

that fearfully, which you commit willingly, defpife pro-

fit , where you have moft gain t to weep that you live as

you do, makes pitty m your lovers feldome, but that pie-

ty begets you a good opinion, and that opinion a mcer

profit.

M<ir. I undetftond you not.

Bonlt. O take her home, triftris, take her home, thefe

blufhes of hers m ft be quencht with fome prefent praftife.

Baud. Thou fayef^ true ifaith , fo they muft, for your

B ide goes to that with ftiame , which is her way to go

with warrant,

Bonlt. Faith fome do, and fome do not , but Miftris,

if 1 have bargained for the )oynt.

BuHi. Thou maift cut a morfcl ofFtbc fpit.

Boult. I may fo.

Baud. Wiio ("hould deny it?

Come young one,I like the manner of yourgarmcnis welU

Boult 1 by my faith, they fhafl not be changed yet.

Band. Bonlt., fpend thou that in the Town , report

what a fojourner we havc,you'll lofe nothing by cuftome.

When nature framed this piece, fhe meant thee a good

turn, therefore fay what a parragon ihc is, and thou haft

the harveft out of thine own report.

Boult. I warrant you miftris, thunder ftiall not fo

awake the beds of Eels, as my giving out her beauty fiirs

up the lewdly enclined, ricbnng home fome tonight.

Baud. Come your, wa yes, follow me.

Mfr If fires be hot, knives ("harp, or waters deep,

Untt'd I ft ill my virgin knot will keep.

Diana aid my puvpofc.

Battd. What have wc to do with Diana} pray you

go wi thus. Exeunt.

Enter Cle»nattd Diomx,ia.

Dion. Why are you foolifh, can it be undone ?

Cleon. O DJ<>»;.C(4, fuch a piece of (laughter.

The Sun and Moon ne're look'd upon.

Dion. I think you'll turn a child again.

Clean. Were t chief Lord of all this fpacious world,

I'd give it to undo the deed. O Lady, much lefs in bloud

then venue, ycca.Ptinccfs to equall any finglc Crown of
the earth, in the juftice of compare,© villain, Letnine,
whom thou haft poifoned too, if thou had'ft drunk to him
it had been a kindncfs becoming well thy face,what canft

thou fay, when Noble ffr/V/« Avail demand his child ?

DioH. That (he is dead. Nutfes are not the fates to
fofter it,norevertoprefetvt,fhcdi'datnig>it , lie fay

iOy who can crofTe it, unlcffe you play the Innocent, and
foran honeft attribute, cry out fhe di'd by foul play.

CleoH. O gotoo,A*ell,well, of all the faults benearh
the heavens, the gods do like this worft.

Di$o. Be one of thofe that thinks the prert7 wrens
of Tharftu will fly hence , and open this to Pericles

;

1 do fhamc to think of what a Noble ftrain you are , and
of how coward a fpirit.

Cleoti. To fuch proceeding, who ever but his approba.
tion added, though not his whole confcnt, he did not flow
from honorable courfes.

Dion. Be It fo then
,
yet none doth know but you

how fhe came dead , nor none can know, Lionme being
gone. She did difdain my child , and ftood between her
and her fortunes -. none would look on her, but caft their

gazes on Manna's face , whilft ours was blurred at, and
held a Mawkin , not worth the time of day. It picrc'd

me thorow , and though you call my courfc unnaturil,

you not your child well loving, yet J find it greets me as

an enterpnzeofkindnefs perform'dto your folc daughter.
CletH, Heavens forgive it.

Dion. And as for Pericles , what fhould he fay ? vvc

wept after her hearfe, and yet we mourn : her monument
almoft finifhcd , and her Epitaph in glittering golden
charaders, cxprcft a general praifc to her, andcarrin us,

at whofe expcnce "tisdone.

Cleon. Thou art like the Harpie,

Which to betray, doft with thy Angels face,

Ceazewith thine Eagles talents.

Dion. Yoa are like one, that fuperftitiouQy

Doth fwear to th'gods,that wintc. kills the flics,

But yet I know, you'll do as I advife. Exit.,

QyfBus Quartus-

Enter Cower.

Thus time rte mafte, and longefl leagues make fharty

Sail feas in Cock,les, have and (vt(h butfor't :

Afakjng to take our imagination.,

Erom bourn to beam. Region to Region.

Br you being Pard'ned, we commit no crime

To ufe one Language., in eachfeveral clime.,

H'here oar fcents feem to live. I do befeech yoa

To learn of me., vho ftands ingaps to teach/an.

Theftages of ourfiory Pericles,

Is MOW again thtvarting the waypeardfeas •

( Attended on bji r/tanj a Lord and Knight )

To fee his daughter., all hu lives delight^

Old Heilicanus^cw along behinde.

Is left to govern it : you bear in minde

Old Efcancs, whom Hellicanus late

jidvanc'd in time togreat and high eflate.

f^ellfailing (hips, and bounteous tvindes have brought

This King to Tharfus, think^thi* Pilate thought

So with his B-eerage., (hall jour thoughts groue

To fetch his T)aughter horise, whs fir/} isgone

Like
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Lt\e motut and fhadowes fee them move m whlle^

ToMT tares tintoytHr ejes I'le rettncUe.

Enter Perldet at one door with all his train, CttoH and
D'ienlx.'ia at the other. Clean fhewes ferlclet the

Tombc, whcjcac Perldet makfs Umenution, puts on
Sack-cloth) and ia a mighty pafTion departs.

Gower, See ho-» hel'itf may fufer bj faule fhtw^

Th^ horr(nved faffitn fiaadi for trut old veoe :

^nd Pericles inforran all devaMted,

tyichjighet fh»t through^ and b'lggtfl te«res o're-fhowrd^

Leaves Tharfus, and again ImhAykj^he fwearet

Never to wafh hu face^ nor cut hit halres^

He tut on Sackjcloth and to Sea he bearety

A temptfl which hit mortatl l^ejfilt teares.

And yet he rides It out. Now take vu mr way

To the Epitaphfor Marina, writ by Dioniria.

Thcfaircfl,fweeteft, and beft lies here.

Who withered in her fpring of year

:

She was oiTjrsu the King s Daughter,

On whom foule death hath made this flaughter

:

Marina was (he catl'd, and at her birth

,

That is, being proud, fwallow'd fome part of th'earth

Therefore the earth fearing to be o'reflow'd

HathTAwfcf birih-childe on the heavens beftow'd.

Wherefore fhe docs and fweares Ibe'l! never ftint.

Make raging Battry upon (hores of flint.

No vlx,or does become black_ vlllany^

So well ASfoft and tender flattery.

Let Pericles believe his 'Dauhter's dead.

And bear his courfes to be ordered

By Lady Fortune, while our fleare mufl pUy
His Daugb er woe and heavy wtll-a~day.

In her unholyferv'tce : Patience then^

And thlakjioH now are all in Metaline.

Enter two Gentlemen.

I . Cent. Did you ever hear the like ?

Z.Gent. No, nor never ftiall doc in fuch a place as

this, (he being once gone.

I.Gent. But to have Divinity preacht there, did you

ever drcame of fuch a thing f

i.^ent. No, no, come, I am for no more Bawdy

Houfes, fhaU we go hear the VeQalls ling ?

I.Gent, rie doe any thing now that is virtuous, but

I am out of the road of rutting for ever. Exeunt.

Enter the-three Bawdes.

PanJ. Weil, I had rather then twice the worth of her

flic had ne'fc come here.

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her, rtne is able to frieze the god

TrlapMy andundoe a whole generation, we muft either

get her ravifht, or be rid of her, when fhe ftiouid doc for

clyents her fitment, and doe me the kindnelTe of our pro-

feflion, (he has me her quirks, her reafons, her mafter-

teafons, her prayers, her knees, that ftic would make a

Puritane of the Devil, if he (hould cheapen a kiffc of her.

Boitlt. Faith I muft ravifh her, or (he'll di$fumi(h US

of all our Cavaleers, and make all our Swearers Priefts.

Pand. Now the poxe upon her green (icknelTc for mf.

tB^.Faith
there's no way to be rid of it, but by the way

to the Pox. Here comes the Lord L;/»«MfA«M difguifed.

Boul. Wc (hould have both Lord and Lown,if the

pecvi(h Baggage would but give way to cuftomers.

.

Enter Lyfimaehm,

Lyf. How now, how a dozen of virginitiei f

Bawd. Now the gods blefle your Honour.
Bouh. I am glad to fee your Honour in good health.

Lyf. You may fo, 'tis the better for you, that your

reforters (tand upon found Legs, how now ? wholfome
impunity have you, that a man may dealc withall, and
dehe the Surgeon ?

Bawd. We have one here, fir, if (he would-
But there never came her like in Metaline.

Lyf, If (he'd doc the deeds of darknefTe.thou would'ft
fay.

Bawd. Your honour knowes what 'tis to fay welle
nough.

Lyf Well, call fonh, call fonh.
Bonlt. For flelh and blood, fir, white and red, you

(hall fee a Rofe, and (he were a Rofe indeed, if (he had
but—~..

Lyf. What prethee .'

Bomlt. O fir, I can be mode(»,

Lyf. That dignifies the renown ofa Bawd, no Icfli

then It gives a gooid report to a number to be chaftc.

Enter Marina.
Bawd. Here comes that which growtJ to the ftalkc.

Never pluckt yet I can a(rureyou.

It (he not a fair creature f

Lyf. Faith (he would ferve after a Jong voyage at Set,

Well, there's for you, leave us.

Bawd. I bcfeech your honour give me leave a word.
And rie have done prefently.

Lyf. I befcech you doe.

Bawd. Fir(}, I vvould have you note, this is an honoo*
rable man.
Mar. I defire to find him fo, that I may worthily

note him.

Bawd. Next, he's the Govemourof this Country, and
a,man whom I am bound to.

Mar. If he govern the Countrey, you are bound to

him indeed,but how honourable he is in that, l know not.

Bawd. Pray you without any more virginall fencit\g,

will you ufe him kindly ? he will line your Apron with

Gold.

Mar. What he will doc gradoufly, I will thankfully

receive.

Ljf. Have you done.

Bawd. My Lord, (he's not pace't yeti you muft take

fome pains to work her to your maniuge, come, we will

leave his Honour and her together. Exit Bawde.

Lyf Now, pretty one, how long have you been at this

trade?

Mar. What trade. Sir ?

Lyf Why, I cannot namc't but I (hall offend.

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade, pleafe you

to name ir.

Lyf. How long have you been of this profcfllon ?

Mar. E're fince I can remember.

Lyf. Did you go to't fo young, were you a gamefter

at five, or at feven?

Mar. Eatlier too, fir, ifnow I be one,

Lyf. Why the houfe you dwell in, procbimes you to

be a creature of fale.

Mar. Doe you know this houfe to be a place of foch

refort, and will come into it / I hear fay you are of ho*

noutable parts, and the Goveinour of this place.

Ljf. Why ? hath your pnncipall made known unto

you, who I am ?

b 1 Mar.
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yi/<»r. Who is my Principal ?

Lj'. Why your hearb woman , fhc that fcts feeds and

roots ofOiamc and iniquity. O you have heard fome

thing of my power , and fo flaiid aloft for more ferious

wooing, but I protcR to thee, pretty one, my authority

(Tiall not fee thee , or elfe lool< fr;end!y upon thee; come

bring me ro fome private place, come, come.

Aiar. If you were born to honour, flicw it now, ifput

upon you , make the judgement good , that thought you

worthy of K,

Lyf. How's this ? how's this > fome more, be fage.

M^r. For me that am a maid, chough moft ungentle

Fortune have plac'd me m this Stie, where fined came,

difeafes have been fold dearer then Phyfick , O that the

gods would fct me free from this unhallow'd place
,

though they did change mc to the meaneft bird thac flies

i'th purer aire.

Ljf. I did not think ihou could'd have fpoke fo well,

I ne're drcam'd thou could'fl ; had I brought hither a

corrupted mind, thyfpeech had altered it , hold, here's

gold for thee, perfever in that clear way thou goeft, and

cnegodsftrengchen thee.

Mar. The good gods preferve you.

Ly. For my part, I came with no ill intent, for to me
the very doors and windows favours vilely ,fare thee well,

thou art a piece of vertue, and I doubt not but thy train-

ing hath been Noble, hold , here's more gold for thee , a

curfeupon him, die he like a thief thac roijs thee of thy

goodnels , if thou doft hear from me , i: fhall be for thy

good.

Beult. I befeech your honour, one piece for nie.

Lp Avant thou damned door-keeper, your houfc but

for thi? virgin that doth prop it , would fink and over-

whelm you, away.

Boftic. How's this ? we muft take another courfe with

you? if your pecvifli chaftity , which is no: worth a

break-faft in the chcapcfi Country under the coap , fhall

undo a whole houfehold , let mc be gelded like a fpanicl

,

come your waycs.

Mar. Whither would you have me >

Battlr. I muft have your maidenhead taken off, or the

common hangman fhall execute it, come your way, we'll

have no more gentlemen driven away , come your wayes

I fay.

Enter Bawds.

Batvd. How now, what's the matter ?

Boult. Worfe and worfe, Miftris, (Tie hath herefpo-

ken holy words to the Lord Lyfrnachud.

Bawd. O abominable.

Boult. He makes our profcfTion as it were lo (tink be-

fore the face of the gods.

Bawd. Marry hang her up for ever.

Boklt The Nobleman would have dealt with her like

X Nobleman , and fKefent him away as cold as a Snow-
tall, faying his prayers too.

Bawd. ^a«/f, take her away, ufehcr at thy picalure,

crack the glafle of her virginity,& make the reft maleable.

Boult And if /he were a thornier piece of ground
then fhe is, fhe ftiall be ploughed.

Afar. Hark, hark, you gods.

Bawd. Sheconjures, away with het* , would Hie had
never come within my doors, MaiTy hang you, (he's born
to undo us I will you not go the way of women-kind ?

Marry come up my dilTi of chaftity , with lofcmary and
fa«yfe. £xh.

I

Boult. Come miHiis, come your waycs with mc.
Mar. Whither would you have me?
Sote/t. To take from you the jewel you hold fo deer.

Mar, Prithee tell mc one thing firft.

Btttlt. Come now, your one thing.

Mar. What can'ft thou wifh thine enemy to be ?

Boult. Why I could wilh him to be my Maftcr , or

rather my Miftris.

Mar. Neither of thtfe are fo bad as thou an, fince

they do better thee in their command; thou hold'ft

a place, for which the painedft fiend in hell would
not in reputation change: thou art the damned door-

keeper to every cufherel thac comes enquiring for hii

Tib ; to the cholerick fifting of every rogue,thy ear is

liable , thy food is fuch as hath been belcht on by infe-

(ftious lungs.

Boult. What would you have me do ? go to the v»arrj,

would you , where a man mzy ferve feven years for the

loflc of a leg , and have not money enough in the end to

buy him a wooden one ?

M4r. Do any thing but this thou doft, empty old re-

ceptacles, or common-fnoies of filth ; ferve by Indenture
to the common hangman, any of thefe wayes are yet bet-

ter then this : for what thou profcflfeft, a Baboon,could he

fpeak , would own a name too dear : Oh , that the gods
would fafcly deliver me from this place: here, here'i gold

for thee, if that thy Mafter would gain by me , procUim
that I can fing, weave, fowc, and dance , with other ver-

tues , which lie keep from boaft, and will undertake all

thefe to teach. I doubt not but this populous City will

yield many fchollars.

Btult. But can you teach all this you fpeak ofif?

Mar. Prove that I cannot , take mc home again, and
proftitute me to the bafcft grOom that dothfrequcnt your
houfe.

Boult. Well , I will fee what I can do for thee : If I

can place thee I will.

Mar. But amongft honeft women.
Boult. Fiith my acquaintance lies little among them;

but fincc my maftcr and miftris hath bought you, there's

no going but by their confent : therefore I wiUniake them
acquainted with your purpofe, and I doubt not but Khali
find them trainable enough. Come, I'le da for thee what
I can, come your wayes. Extmit,

Enter Cower.

Marina thus the Brothilfcapes , and chanctt

Into an honefl houfe, ourfiorj [ales ;

She filths likj one immortal, and fhe dances

^1 goddeji-lihj to her admired laies :

T)cep Clearkj fljt dumbs, andwlth her needit e»mt»fo
Natures ownjhape, ofhud, bird, branch or l>trrj^

That even her art,fifiers the natural R'fes,

Her Incle, S'tlk^, Tvt'ine,-<9'ith the rubied Qhtrrj^

That pupils lackjfhe none of noble race,

fVho pour their bounty on her, and her gain

She gives the curfed Batfd. Leirve ve her pUtt^
Andto her Father tnrn our thoughts again,

Habere wt left him at fea, tumbled and tofl^

And driven before the -wind, he is arr'rv'd

Here rehere his daughter drvels, and on this Ceafi^

Suppofe him now at Anchor : the Cltyjlrlv'd

God Nepiunrs annualfeafi to keep, from whenn
Lyfimachus our Tyx'nn flfip efpies.

Hit bannersfable, trlm'd t^lth rich expence^

And to him in his Barge relthfervour hjes.
|
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In jenr (itpf»lt»g% o»ct mart fnt jenr ^gbt

Oa hcsmj Pericics, think, *y* hit Bta\^^

jvhtre whit it iant in aiiion ( more tfmight

Shulilre difcevtrti ) fltufeje»Jit dmd hdrkj Exit.

Eater HeUicttmu^ to him twt S^ltrs,

1

.

Sayl. Where i$ the Lord Hellieaniu ? he can re-

foWff you. O here he is, fir, there is a Barge put offfrom

Metalirtey and in it is Ljjimathm the Governor , vwho

craves to come aboard, what is your will ?

Hell. That he have his, call up fomc gentlemen.

2 . Sajfl. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls.

Enter tvfa or three Gentlemen.

Hell. Gentlemen , there is fome of worth would come

tixmd, I pray thee greet them fairly.

Enter L/Jimdchits.

x.S*yl. Sir , this is the man that can in ought yoo

would, refolvc you.

Lyf. Hail, reverent fir, the godi preferve you.

Hek. And you to out-live the age I am , and die as I

would do.

Lyf. You wifh me well ; being on fiiorc , honoring

of NeptuHts triumphSjfecing this goodly veffel ride before

us, I made to it, to know of whence you are.

Hell. Firft, what is your place ?

Lyf. I am the Governor of this place you lie before.

Hell. Sir,ourYeirel'sofT)r*, initthe King, tman,

who for this three months hath not fpokcn to any one,

nor taken fuftenance, but to prolong his grief.

Lyf. Upon what ground is his diftemperance f

Hell It would be too tedious to repeat, but the main

grief fprings from the loffc of a beloved daughter, a»d a

wife.

Lyf. May wc not fee him f

Hell. You may , but bootlefsis your fight, he will not

fpeak to any.

Lrf Let me obtain my wifli.

HeJl. Behold him , this was a goodly perfon , till the

difafterthat one mortal wight drove him to this.

Lyf. Sir King, all hail , the gods preferve you , hail,

Royal Sir.

Hell. It is in vain, he will not fpeak to you.

Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Metal'tne^ I durft wager

wouli win fomc words from him.

Lyf. 'Tis well bethought, (he qucftionlelTc with her

fweet harmony , and other chofen attractions, would al-

lure and make a battery through hisdefendcdparts,which

now arc mid-way ftopt,ihc is all happy, as the faireft of

all, and her fellow maids, now upon the levic (belter that

abutts again(t the Ifland fide.

Hell. Sure all cffeftlefi, yet nothing wce'l omit that

bears recoveries name. But fince your kindnefs we have

ftrecht thus farre, let us bcfeech you, that for our gold we
may have provifion,wherein we arc not deltituie for want,

but weary for the ftalenefs.

Ljf. O, fir, a courtefie, which if we (hould deny, the

moftjuftGodfor every graffc would fend a Caterpiller,

and foinflift our Province ; yet once more let me entreat

to know at large the caufe of your Kings forrow.

Hell. Sit, fir, I will recount it to you ; but fee, I am
prevented.

Enter Afarinn,

Lyf. O here s the Lady that I fenc for.

Welcome fair one : Is't not a goodly pccfeni f

Htlf. She's a ealUnt Lady.

Lyf, She's fuch t one, that were I well iS\u'd,

Came of a gentle kind and noble (lock,

I'd wifh no better choife, and chink me rarely wed.

Fair and all goodneffe that confi/ls in beauty,

Expeft even here, where is a kingly patient,

If that thy profpcrous and artificial fate.

Can draw him but to anfwer thee in ought.

Thy facred Phyfick (hall receive fuch pay.

As thy defires can wi(h.

A^nr. Sir, I will ufc my uttermo(l skill in his recovery

provided that none but I and my compnion maid, be

fuffered to come near him.

Lyf. Come , let us leave her, and the gods make hei

profpcrous. The Stng.

Lyf. Markt he your raufick :

A/*r. No, nor lookt on us.

L^f. See, (he will fpeak to him.

M4r. Hail, fir, my Lord, lend ear.

Per. Hum, ha.

Mar. lama maid, my Lord, that nere before invited

eyes, but have been gazed on like a Comet : (he ipcak$,my

Lord , that may be , hath endured a grief might equall

yours, if both were juftly weighed, though wayward for-

tune did maligne my (late , my derivacion was from an-

ceftors who ftood equivolent with mighty Kings, but time

hath rooted out my parentage, and to the world and auk-

ward cafualties , bound me in fervitude, I will defift, but

there is fomething glows upon ray cheek, and whifpers in

mine ear. Go not till hefpe^k^

Fer, My fortunes, parentage
, good parentage to equal

mine ; was it not thus, what fay y«i f

Mar. I faid, my Lord, if you did know my parentage,

you would not do me violence.

Per. I do think fo, pray you turn your eyes upon mc

,

y'are like fome-thing that, what Countrey-womcn bear of

thcfe (hews f

Mar. No, nor of any (hews, yet I wis morttUy

brought forth, and am no ocher then I appear.

T>er. I am great with woe, and (hall deliver weeping:

mydeareft wife was like this maid, and fuch a one my
daughter might have been : my Qiieens fquare brows,her

ftature to an inch, aswand-likefttaight,as filvfrvoyc'ft,

her eyes as jewel-like , and caft as richly, in pace another

Jnno. Who ftarves the cars (he feeds, and makes them

hungry, the more (he gives them Ipccch; where do you

live ?

Mar. Where I am but « ttranger, from the deck yoo

may di(cem the place.

Per. Where were you bred ? and how atchiev'd

you thcfe endowments which you make more rich

to owe ?

Mar. If I (hould tell my hiftory , it would feem like

lies difdain'd in the reporting.

Per. Prithee fpeak , falfene(re cannot come from

thee , for thou looked modeft as Juflice, and thou fctm'ft

a Pallas for the crowned truth todwcll in , I will believe

thee , and mike my fenfes credite thy relation , to

points that feem impoffible , for thou look 'ft like one

I loved indeed ; what were thy friends } Did 'ft thou

not fJay when T did pufh thee back ; which was when
1 perceived thee that thou cam'ft from good delcent.

Mar. So indeed I did.

'Per. Report thy parentage , I think thou faid'ft thou

I
had'ft been toft fron wrong to injury , and that cht>o

|

thoughc'0
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thought*ft thy grkfs mighE equall auoe,if both were o-

penc^.

t^ar. Some fuch thing I faid , and faid no more,

but what my thoughts did warrant mc was likel/,

Ter. Tell thy ftory , if thine confidcrcd prove the

tbouland part of my endurance , thou an a man , and I

have lufFcred like a girJe, yet thoudo'ft look like patience,

gazing on Kings graves, and fmiling extremity out of

zSt , what were thy friends .' how loft thou thy name,

my moftkind virgin ? recount I do bcfcech tbee^ Come
(h by me.

M»r. My name is Mat'ika.

'Ptr, Oh I am mockt, and thou by fome infcnccd god

ftnt hither to make the world to laugh at me.

M«r. Patience, good fir, or here Viz ceafe.

Per. Nay I'lc be patient, thou little know'ft how thou

docft ftartle mc to call thy Mi Marina.

Mar. The name was given me by one that had fome

power, my father and a King.

Per. How, a Kings daughter, and cali'd Marina f

Mar. You faid you would believe me, but not to be a

troutic of your peace, I will end here.

Per. But are you flerti and bloud ?

Have you a working pulfe, and are no Fairy?

Motion ? well fpcaV on, where were you born ?

And wherefore cali'd Marina ?

Mar. Cali'd Marina^ for I was born at fea.

Per. At fea ? who was thy mother ?

Mar. My mother was the Daughter of a King , who
died the minute I was born, as my good Nutfe Lfchert,
da hath oft delivered weeping.

Per. O ftop there a little, this is the rareft dream
That ere dull fleep did mock fad fools withall.

This cannot be my daughter ; buried • well , where were

you bred ? Tic hear you more to the bottome of your Hory

and never interrupt you.

Mar. You fcorn,bclieve me 'twere beft I did give ore.

Per. I will believe you by the fyllable of what you

fliall deliver
,
yet give me leave, how came you in ihefc

parts ? where were you bred ?

Mar. The King my Father did in Tharftu leave mc,
Till ciuel Cleen with his wicked wife.

Did fcek to munher me r and having wooed a villain

To attempt it, who having drawn todo't,

A crew of Pyrats came and refcued me,

BrougVit me to Metaline.

Butjgood ftT,whether will you have me? why do you weep?

It may be you think me an impolturc, no good faith. lam
the daughter to King Pericles , ifgood King Pericles be.

Per. Hoe, HtUlcaxiuf

Hell. Call's my Lord i

Per. Thou art a grave and noble CounfcUor,

Moft wife in general , tell me if thou can'ft, what this

maid is.

Or what is like to be , that thus hath made me weep ?

Hell. I know nor, but here's the Regent , fir, oiMe.
tallns, fpeaks nobly of her.

Ljf. She never would tell her parentage,

Being demanded that, (he would fit ftill and weep.

Per. Oh //e///M»«f,ftrike me , honored fir, give me
a gafli

, put me to prefcnt pain , leaft this great fea of

joycs ruming upon me, ore-bear the fliores of my mor-
tality , and drown me with their fweetneflc : Oh come
hither.

Thou that beget'ft him that did thee beget.

Thou that waft bovn at fea, buried at Tharfm
, f

And found at fea again : O fietllcansa,

Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud
As thunder threatens us ; this is Marina.
What was thy mother* name? tell me but that,

For truth can never be confirm'd enough,
Though doubts did ever deep.

Mar. Firrt,fir, I ptay what is your Title f
Per. I am Pericles of Tjre., but tell me now my

Droun'd Queens name, as in the reft you faid.

Thou haft bin god-like pcrfc6t,the heir of Kmgdomes,
And another like to Pericles thy father.

Mar. Is it not more to be your daughter, then to fay,

my Mothers name is Thalfa} Thalfa was my mother,
who did end the micutc I began.

Per. Now blelTing on thee, rife, thou art my child.

Give me frefh garments, mine own HelllcanMSy{he isnot
dead at Tharjtu , as ftie (hould have been by favage
Cleen , ftie fhall tell thee all, when thou (halt kneel, and
juftifie in knowledge , (he is thy very Princes ; who is

fhiss

Hell. Sir, 'tis thee Governor of ^ff^/;»* , who hear-

ing of your melanchoUy, did come to fee you.

.

Per. I embrace yon; give mc my robes ;

J am wild in my beholding. Oh heaven blcffc my girlc.

But hark, what Mufick'J this Hellltantu ? my Marina^
Tell him ore point by point, for yet he fcems to doat.

How furc you are my daughter ; bnt where's this nwfick ?

Hell. My Lord, I hear none.

Per. None? the mufick of the fphears,lift my Marina.

Ljf. It is not good to crofTe him, give him way.
Per. Rareft founds, do yc not hear ?

Ljf, Mufick, my Lord, I hear.

Per. Moft heavenly mufick,

It nips me unto liftning, and thick flumber

Hangs upon mine eyes, let me reft,

Lyf. A pillow for his head, fo leave him all.

Well my companion friends, if this but anfwer to my
juft belief, I'le well remember you.

Mm Quinms,

Diana.

Diana. My Temple ftands in Efhejm.,

Hie thee thither, and do upon mine Altar facrlfice. There

when my maiden priefts are met together, before all the

people reveale how thou at fea did'ft lofe thy wife , to

mourn thy crolTes with thy daughters call , and give

them repitition to the like : or performe my bidding , or

thou liveft in woe: do't , and happy by my filver bow

;

awake and tell thy dream,

T>er. Celeftia! Z><W», Goddefs Argentinej

t will obey thee : Helllcantu

.

Per. My purpofe was for Tharfns^ there to ftrike

The inhofpitable Cleen , but I am for other fervice firft.

Toward Epheftu turn our blown fay Is,

Eftfoons rie tell why , fhall we refrefti us, fir, upon 'your

(hore, and give you gold for fuch provifionas our intents

will need.

Z,^/. Sir,with all my heart, and when you comealhore,

I have another fteight.

<Perlcl. You fhall prevaile , vwere it to wooe my
daughter.
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daughter, for it feems you have been noble towards her '

Ljif. S;r, lend me your armc.

Ter. Come, my Marina. Exeu/tt.

Enter Cower.

Mow our fands art almojl run^

Mart a liccle, and then dum,

Thtj mj laft boon give me^

Forfuch kjnd/tef? mull relieve me:
That jou apiijf will fuppofe,

what pageantryiwhat ftati, jrhat fheivt^

tvhat Aiinjlrelfte^ tehat preitj diir^

The Regent made in Meralin,

To greet the King; ft he thrived^

That he is promijed to be wived

To fair Marina, but in no wife
,

Till he had done his facrificej

As Dian bad, whereto being boanif

The Interim praj,joH all confonid.

In ferher'd briefneJ! falls are fill 'J,

And wifhesfall out as their will'd.

At Ephefus the Temple fety

Our King, and all his company.

That he can hither comefo foon^

Is by your fancies thankJfHlt doom. Exit.

Enter Pericles, Lyftmachus, TJellicanmy

(^arina^ and others.

Per. Hail Dian, lo performe thy juft command,

I here confefs my felf the King o(Tjre.

Who frighted from my Country, did wed at Pentapolis^

the fair Thaifa , at fca in childbed died fhe, but brought

forth a Maid childe called Marina , whom, O goddcff
,

wears yet thy filvcr livery, (lie at Tharftu was nurft with

Cleon^ who at fourteen years he fought to murder, but her

better ftars brought her to /l/«^f«*//i»f,'g8)nft whofefhore

riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard to us.where

by her own moft clear remembrance , rtie made known

her felf my daughter.

TA.Voice and favour,you are,you are,0 royal Pericles.

Per.VJhzz means the woman>fhedies,help gentlemen.

Cer. Sir, if you have told Diana's Altar true, this is

your wife.

Per. Reverend appearcr, no, I threw her over-board

with thefe very armes.

(^er. Upon this Coaft, I warrant you.

Per. 'Tis moft certain.

Cer. Look to the Lady ; O (Tic's but overjoy 'd.

Early in bluft'ring morn , this lady was thrown upon

this (hore. 1 opened the Coffin, found thefe rich jewels,

recovered her, and placed her here in 2)' ^/wiV Temple.

Per. May we fee them ?

Cer, Great (w, they fhall be brought you to myhoufc,

whether I invite you, look, Thaifa is recoveredi

I^Kj
Thai, O let me look if he none of mine , my fanftity

[p will to my fence bend no licentious ear, but curb icfpJght

of feeing: O my Lord, are you not Pericles} like him

you fpeak , like him you are : did you not name a tem-

peft, a birth, and death?

Per. The voice of dead T^rtz/W.

Thai, That Thaifa am I, fuppofed dead and drown'd

Per. Immortal Dian

!

TA<»».Now I know you better,when we with tears ^W'
cd Pentapolts, the King my father gave yon fuch a ring.

Per. This, this, no more ,
you gods, your prefed

kiodneffe makes my paft miferjes fport, you /hall do
well , that on the touching of her lips I may melt , and

no more be feen ; O come, be buried a fecond time with-

in thefe armes

C^^r. My hcjrt leaps to he gone into my mother]

bofomc.

Per. Look who kneels here, fleOi of thy Rcih^Thaifi

thy burden at the fca , and call'd Marind , for fhc wis

yielded there.

Thai. Bleft, and mine own.
Hell Hail Madam,and my Quern
Thai. I know you n«.
Per. You have heard mc fay when 1 did fly« from

7)rc, T left behind an ancient fubftjtutc ; can you reinon

bcr what I call'd the man, I have nam'd him oft.

Thai 'Twas Hellicania then.

Per. Still confirmation , embrace him dear Thaifa,

this is he , now do I long to hear haw you were found ?

how poffibly prefer ved > and who to thank (befidrsthe

gods) for this great miracle ?

Thai, Lord Ctrimon, my Lord, this man through

whom the gods have fhcwn their power , that can from

firfl to laft lefolve you.

Per. Reverend fir, the gods can have no mortal offi*

cer more like a god then you , will you deliver how this

dead Queen re-lives?

Cer. I will, my Lord, befcech you firft go with me un.

to my hourc,whcre rtiall be fhewn you all was found with

her ; how fhe came plac'ft here in the Temple , no need-

full thing omitted.

Ter. Pure Dian blefle thee for thy vifion , I will ofFct

night oblations to thee ; TA4//rf,this Prince , the fair be-

trothed of your daughter, (hall nurry at Pentapolis , and
now this ornament that makes me look difmal, will 1 clip

to forme , and what this fourteen years no razor toucht

.

to grace thy marriage day, I'le beautifie.

Thai. Lord {'erimon hath letter? of good credit. Sir,

my father's dead.

Per. Hea vens make a Sta r of him, yet here,my Queen,
we'll celebrate their Nuptials , and our felvcs will m that

kingdomc fpend our following dayes ; our fon and
daughter fhall m Tjrms reign.

Lord Cerimon, we do our longing ftay.

To hear the reft untold, Sir, lead's the way.

Exeunt omnts.

Enter Cower.

Th Antiochus and hi* daughter,you have heard

Of mo/ifirous lufl, the due andjufl reward :

In Peridts his Queen and daughter feen^

All hough affayl 'd \tith Fortune fierce and kffUy

yenue preferred from fell de/trufHonr blalh.,

Led OH by heaven, and crowu'd with joy at Imft.

In Hellicanus may you well defery,

^figure of truth, of fiith, of lojaltj .-

In reverend Cerimon rA^re well appcdrs^

The worth that learned charity tye wears.

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when Fame
Had fpread their curfed deed, and honor d

Of Pericles, f 9 rage the City turn.

That him and his, they in hu Pallace burn :

The gods for murderfeemedfo content,

Tofunifh, although not done, hut meant

So onjour patiences ever more attendinf,

here our play hath ending.NewIV wait on you.

THE
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Written by W, Shal^efpeare.

Enter eld Tlovtriale dnd hi^ brtthtr,

FMth.

Rothcr, from VtHice, being thus difguis'd,

I come to prove the humours of my fon :

Ho^* hath he bom himfclffince my departure,

I leaving you his patroii and his guide '

Uhc. Ifaith, brother, fo, as you will grierc to hear.

And 1 almoftaftiam'd ro report it,

Fith. Why how is 't, brother? what doth he fpcnd

Beyond the allowance I left him.'

Unc. How I beyond that .' and far more : why ,
your

cxibition is nothing , he hathfpent that, and fince hath

borrowed
,

protcftcd with oaths , alledged kindred to

wring money from me , by the love I bore his father, by

the fortunes might fall uponhimfclf, to furnifh his wants:

that donCjl have had fincCjhis bond, his friend and friends

bond , although I know that he fpcnds is youri ; yet it

grieves roc to fee the unbridled wildncffe that raigns over

him.

F*th, Brother, whatis the nunner of his life? how is

the name of his offences ? ifthcydonot rellifh altoge-

ther of damnation, hi? youth may ptiviledge his wan*

tonnefTe : 1 my feif ran an unbridled courfe till thirty,nay

almoft till forty ; well
,
you fee how I am: for vice once

looked into with the eyes of difcrction,and well ballanccd

with the weights of reafon, the courfe paft, fecms fo abo-

minable, that the Landlord of himfeif, which is the hean

of his body , will rather intombc himfclf in the earth,

or feck a new Tenant to remain in him , which once fet-

tled , bow much better are they that in their youth have

known all thefe vices, and left it, then thofc that knew
little , and in thci r age runs into it p Belivc me, brother,

they that die moft vertuous , hath in their youth , lived

moft vicious, and none knows the danger of the fire, more

then he that falls into it : But fay , how is the courfe of

his life? let's hear his particulars.

<(«f.Why rie tell you,brother,he is a continual fweaier,

And a breaker of his oaths, which is bad.

F*th. I grant indeed to fwcar is bad,but not in keeping

thofe oaths is better t for who will fee by a bad thing ?

Nay by my faith, 1 hold this rather a vcitucthcna vice,

Well, I pray proceed.

Unc. He is a mighty brawler, and comes commonly

by the worft.

F*tb. By my faith this is none of the worft neither ,

for if he brawl and be beaten for it, it will in time make

him fhun it: For what brings a man or child , more

to vertue, then corrcftion ? What raigns over him elfe?

tlitc. He is a great drinker , and one that will forget

himfclf.

f4.0be(l of all,vicefhould be forgotten : let him drink

So he dunk not Churches. ( on,

Nay and this be the woift , I hold it rarher happineflein

Then any miquitjf. Hath he any more attendants? (him,
Uhc. Brother , he is one that will borrow of any man.
f*.Why you fee fo doth the fea, it borrows of all the

Currents in the world, to encrcafe himfclf. (fmall

^».I,but the fea paics it again,8£ fo will never your fon.
FA:h. No more woold the fea neither, if it were as dry

as my fon.

Uhc. Then, brother, I fee you rather like thefe vices m
Then any way condcmne them.

( yoor fon
Tath. Nay miftake mc not, brother, for though I flur

them over now.

As things flight and nothing, his crimes being in the bud,
It would gall my heart, they ftiould CTCrraign in him.

Flow. Ho! who's within ho ?

Flowerddle kjiotkj •miibln.

Unc. That's your fon , he is come to borrow more
money.

F/uh. For Godfake give it out I am dead,fee bow he'U

take it.

Say I have brought you news from his father,

I have here drawn a formal will, as it were from my fcif.

Which rie deliver him.

Unt. Go too, brother, no more : I will.

¥Uw. Uncle, where are you, Uncle ? wUh'm,
Une. Let my coufin m there.

Fath. I am a Saylor come from Venice^ and my name
is Chriftofber.

Enter FltverdMle.

Flofw. By the Lord, in truth Uncle.

Unc. In truth would a fcrv'd, coufin,v\nthoui the Lord.

FUw. By your leave. Uncle, the Lord is the Lord of

truth.

A couple cfrafcalls atthega.te, fetupon me for my purfe.

Unc. You never come, but you bring a brawl in your

mouth. (pound.

Flaw. By my truth, Unckiyou muft ncedslend mc ten

Unc. Give my coufin feme fmall beer here.

Flov. Nay look you , you turn it to a jeft now , by
this light, ('•f't*

I fhould ride to Crtjdtn Fay r, to meet fir Ltucelot Sfmr~

I (hould have his daughter £-«cf , and fcr fcurvy

Ten pound , a man fhall lofe nine hundred thtte-fcore

and
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and odde pounds, and a daily friend befidCjby this hand,

Uncle, 'CIS true.

tlnkj Why, any thing is true for ought I know.

Flow, To fee now : why you ftiall have my bond Un-

cle, or Tom H^hites
j
James Brockj : or Nick^Hatts , as

good rapier and dagger men, as any be in England ^ let's

be damn'd if we do not pay you , the worft of us all will

not damnc our felves for ten pound. A pox of ten pound.

Unc.CoMCm^^'is is not the hift time I have bclicv'd you,

FloTv.Why trufl- me now,you know not what may fall :

Ifone thing were but true, I would not greatly care,

I fliouid not need ten pound, but when a man cannot be

belicv'dj there's it.

Ufc. Why what is it, coufin ?

Flvjv. Marry this Uncle, can you tell me if the Katern-

hue be come home or no ?

Unc. I marry is't.

Flotv. By God I thank you for that news.

What is't in the pool can you tell.?

Uf/c. It is ; what of that ? (me
Flotv. What ? why then I have fuc pieces of velvet fcnt

lie give you a piece, Uncle : for thus faid the letter,

A piece ofAfti-colour, a threc-pil'd black, a colour'd , de-

A crimfon, a fad green, and a purple : yes ifaith. (roy,

S»c. From whom (hould you receive this?

TloTv. From who? why from my father.' with com-

mendations to you , Uncle, and thus he writes : I know,

Ifaith he, thou baft much troubled thy kind Unkle, whom
God-willing at my return I will fee amply farisfied

;

Amply, I remember was the very word ; fo God help me.

Um:. Have you the letter here.?

Flo.Yes I have the letter herc,hcre is the letter : no,ycs

,

no, let me fee, what breeches wore I on Saterday : let me
fec,a Tuefday,my Calymanka, a Wedncfday, my peach-

colour Sattin,a Thurfday my Vellure, a Friday my Ca-
lymanka again, a Saterday, let me fee, a Saterday, for in

thofc breeches I wore a Saterday is the letter : O my ri-

ding breeches. Uncle, thofe that you thought bad been

velvet. In thofe very breeches is the letter.

U»c. When iliould it be dated ?

FUn>. Marry Dldljftmo terjtos Septemiru , no , no,

tridijfi-mi tertlos OEiobris^ I OBobriSy fo it is.

Ufic. Dicditlmo tcrfios OBohrig; and here receive I a

letter that your father died in June : how fay you, Kefier}

Fath. Yes truly, fir, your father is dead , thefe hands

of mine holp to windehim.

Flow. Dead?
Fath. I, fir, dead.

Flow. 'Sbloud, how Hiould my father come dead ?

Fath, Ifaith fir, according to the old Proverb,

The child was born , and cryed, became man,
After fell fick, and died.

Unc, Nay, coufin, do not take itfo heavily.

Flew, Nay I cannot weep you extempory, marry

fome twoor three daycs hence , I fhall weep without any
ftintance. But I hope he dyed in good memory.

Fath, Very well, fir, and fet down every thing in

good order,

And the Katherine and Hue you talkt of, I came over in;

And I faw all the bills of lading, and the velvet

That you talkt of, there is no fuch aboard.

Flo. By God I aflure you,then there is knavery abroad.

Fath. rie be Iwornofthat: there's knavery abroad.

Although there were never a piece of velvet in V'emce.

Flow. I hope he died in good cftate. (will,

Fath. To the report of the world he did , and made his
|

Of which I am an unworthy bearer.

Flow. His will, have you his will ?

Fath, Yes, fir,9nd in thcprefcnce of your Uncle,
I was willed to deliver it.

Unc, I hope, coufin. now God harh blelTed you with
wealth, you v.-ill not be unmindful! of me.

Flow, rie do reafon, Unkle; yet ifaith I take the
denial of this ten pound very hardly.

Knc. Nay I dcny'd you not.

Flow. By God you deni'd me diredlly.

Unc. rie be judg'd by this good fellow.

fdth. Not diretily, fir.

Flow, Why he faid he would lend me none, and thac
had wont to be a direft denial, if the old phrafe hold :

Well, Uncle, come we'll fall to the Legafies,

In the name ofGod, Amen.
Item, I bequeath to my brother Floweriale^ihxit hun-

dred pounds, to pay fuch trivial debts as I owe in London.
Item, to my fon Mat Flowerdale^ I bequcwh two bail

of falfe dice, f^idellicet.h'igh men and low men, fiillomcs,

ftop cater traies, and other bones of funftion.
Flow. 'Sbloud what doth he mean by this ?

Unc. Proceed , Coufin.

Flow.TMc precepts 1 leave him , let him borrow of his

For of his word no body will truft him. (oath,
Let him by no means marry anhoneft woman.
For the other will keep herfelf.

Let him fteal as much as he can, that a guilty confcience

May bring him to his deftinate repentance,

I think he means hanging. And this were his lift will

and Teftament, the Devil ftood liughing at his beds

feet while he made it. 'Sbloud, what doch he think to fop
offhispofterity with Paradoxes.

Fath, This he made, fir, with his own hands.

Flow. I, well, nay come, good Uncle , let me have this

ten pound , Imagine you have loft it , orrob'd of it , or
mifrcckon'd your felf fo much : any way to make it come
eafily off, good Uncle.

Unc, Not a penny.

Fath. Ifaith lend it him, fir,; I my felf have an c-

ftate in the City worth twenty pound, all that I'lt ingage

for him, he faith it concerns him in a marriage.

Flow. I marry doth it, this is a fellow of fome fenfc,

this: come, good Uncle.

Unc. Will you give yoor word for it, Kefier ?

Fath. 1 will, fir, willingly.

Unc. Well, coufin., come to mc fome hoar hence
,
you

ftiall have it ready.

Flow. Shall I not fail?

U»c. You ftiall not, come or fend.

Flow. Nay Tie come my felf.

Fath, By my troth. Would I were your worftiips man.
Flow. What .? would'ft thou ferve ?

Fath. Very willingly, fir.

Flow. Why rie tell thee what thou (halt do , thou

faift thou haft twenty pound
,
go into Sttrchln Lane

,

put thy felf into cloatns , thou fhalt ride with me to

Crejdsn Fayr.

Fath. I thank you, fir, I will attend you.

Flow. WelI,Unclc, you will not fail mc an hour hence.

Unc. I will not, coufin.

Flow. What's thy name, Kefier ? Fath. I, fir.

Flo. Well, provide thy felf: Uncle,fareweli tillanon.

Eidt FJewtrdale.

Unc. Brother, how do you like your fon ?

Fath. Ifaith brother, like a mid unbridled colt

,

Or
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Or as a Hawk, thac never floop'd to lure :

The one rrtufl be earned with an iron bit,

The other muft be waich'd, or fti II Hie \s wild.

Such is my fon, a while let him be fo

;

For counfel flill is follies deadly for.

lie ferve his youth, for youth mufl have his courfc.

For being reftrain'd, i: makes him ten times worfc

:

His pi ide, his riot, all that may be nam'd.

Time may recall, and all his madneflc tam'd.

EKter Sir Ld/tcelot, Mafler fVeathercock^^ DAJfidlU^

ny^rtlchoak^^ Luce, and Prank,,

hurtce. Sirrlia Artichoai^, get you home before.

And as you proved yourfelf a calf in buying,

Drive home your fellow calfes-chat you have bought,

Ani. Yes forfooih , fliall not my fellow Daffidill go

along with me.

Lane:. No, fir,no, I muflhaveoncto waiton me.

jirtl. D<!j^<!(i///, faiewcll, good fellow Duffidilly

You may fee, mifiris, I am fet up by the halves,

Itifteadofwaitingonyou, 1 am fcnt to drive home calves.

LUHce. Ifaith Frank) I murt tu.rn away this DaffidtUy

He's grown a very foolifh fawcy fellow.

Fritn. Indeed- law, father, he was fo fincc I had him :

Before he was wife enough, for a foolifh fcrving-man.

Wea. But what fay you to me. Sir Lancelot >

Lan. O, about my daughters , well I will go foi^ward.

Here's two of them, God fave them : but the third,

O One's a Granger on her courfe of life,

She hath tcfufcd you, MiRev PVeachercock^

IVea. 1 by the Rood, Sir Lancelot, that flic hath.

But bad fhe tn'd mc , fhe fhould a found a man ofme in-

Lan. Nay be not angry, fir, at her danial, (deed.

She hath refus'd feaven of the worfhipfuirft and wor-

thieft houfe-kecpers this day m Kent :

Indeed fhe will notmairy I fuppofe.

kye». The more fool fhe.

Lance. What is it folly to love Charity ?

yvea. No,miftakc mc not, Su L/twr/sr,

But 'tis an old proverb, and you know it well,

Thac women dying maids, lead apes in hell.

Lance, That's a foolifh proverb, and a falfc,

yyea. By the mafs, I think itbc, and therefore letit go:

But who rtiall marry with Miiiris Frances ?

Fr^tft. By my troth they arc talking of marrying me.

Luce. pcacc,let them talk : (fiftcr.

Fools may have leave to prattle as they walk.

Daff. Semeffes ftill, fweei Miftris,

You have <i wit, and it were your Allablaffer.

Luce. Ifaith and thy tongue trips trench-more.

Lance. No of my Knight-hood, not a futer yet:

Alas God help her, filly girle, a fool, a very fool:

But there's the other black-brows a flirewd girle,

She hath wit at will, and futcis two or three:

Sir tiy/frthur Green.fheld one, a gallant Knight,

A valiant Souldier, but his power but poor.

Then there's youne, Oliver, the Devon-Pjire lidy

A wary fellow, marry full of wit,

And rich by the Rood, but there's a third all aire,

Light as a feather , changing as the wind:young Hower-

H^e*. O he, fir, he's a defpetatc dick indeed. (<i<?/f

Bar him your houl'e.

Lance. Fyc, not fo, he's ofgood parentage.

ffea. By my fate and fo he is, and a proper man.

Lance. I proper enough, had he good qualities,

fVea. I marry, there's the point, Sir LauceUt:

For there's an old faying,

Be he rich, or be he poor.

Be he high, or be he low

:

Be he born in Barn or Hall,

Tis manners makes the man and all.

Lance. You arc in the right, Madcr H^eat herctcl^f

Enter Mtunjieur Civtt.

Civet. Soul, I think I am fure crofled.

Or witcht with an owle, I have haunted them, Inne after

Inne, Booth after Booth, yet cannot find them ; ha, yon-
der they are , that's fhe , I hope to Cod 'tis (he , nay I

know "tis fhe now, for fhe treads hcrftiooca little «wry.

Lance. Where is this Inne ? we arc paft it, 7)'ffidiU.

I^af. The good figne is here, fir , but the black gate is

before.

Cif^et. Save you, fir, I pray may I borrow a piece of

a word with you ?

I^aff". No pieces, fir.

Civ. Why then the whole.

I pray, fir, what may yonder Gentlewomen be

»

Daf. They may be Ladies, fir, if the deftinies and mor-
tality work.

Civ What's her name, fir.

Daff'. lAidm Frances Spurcock^y %\i Lancelot Spur-

cock^s daughter.

Civ. Is flie a maid, fir ?

Daff. You may aV Pinto, and dimtProferpintihii:

I would be loth to be riddled, fir.

Civ. Is file married J mean, fir.'

Dajf. The Fates know not yct what (hooe-makcr

(hall make her wedding fhooes.

CitJ I pray where Inne you fir ? I would be very

glad to beftow the wine of that Gentlewoman.

D*jf. At the George, fir.

Civ. God favcyou, fir.

Dajf. 1 pray your name, fir ?

Civ. My name is Mafter Civet, fir.

Daff. A fweec name, God be with you
,
good Matter

Civet. Exit Civtt.

Lance. A, have we fpi'd you ftout S. George >

For all ydur dragon, you had bcft fell's good wine

:

That needsno Ivy-bulh : well, we'll not fit by It,

As you do on your horfe, this room fhall ferve

:

1

Drawer, let me have fack foi us old men :

For thefe girls and knaves fmall wines are bcft.

A pmte of Sack, no move.

Draw. A quart of Sack in the three Tuns,

Lance. A pinte, draw but a pinte, DuffidiBy

Call for wine to make your felves drink.

Fran. And a cup offmall beer, & a cake,good Dtffidill.

Enter jomng Floverdale.
Flow. How now, fie, fit in the open room , now good

Sir Lancelot , and my kind friend, wotfhipfuU Mafter

fyeatktrcock,.

What at your pinte, a quart for (hame.

Lan. Nay Royfter, by your leave we will away.

Flow. Come,give'sfome Mufick, we'll go dance.

Be gone Sir Lancelot, what, and fair day too >

Lan. 'Twcre fouly done, to dance within the fayr.

Flow Nay if you fay fo, faireft of all faires.

Then ric not dance, a pox upon my Taylor,

He hath fpoyi'd me a peach-colour fattin fute.

Cut upon cloth of filvei , but if ever the Rafcal fcive mc
fuch another ttickjl'le give him leave, ifaith, to put me

in the calender of fools : and you, and you, Sir Lancelot ;

and Matter Weathercock^, my gold-fmith too on tether

fide, 1 bcfpokc ihee, /./irrfja caikcr.etofgoId,and thought
* 3 thou
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ihou (hould'ft a had it for a Fayring, and the Rogue puts

mc in rerages for Orient Pcarle: but thou fhalt have it

by fundaynighc, wench.

Enter the Dranxr.

Draw. Sir, here is one that hath fcnt you a pottle of

rennifh wine, brewed with Rofe-wacer.

Flow. To me ?

Draw. No, fif, to the knight; and defucs his more

acquaintance.

Lance. To me ? what's he that proves fo kind >

D f r ha vc a trick to know his narne, fir,

He hath a months mind here to Mifins Frances^ his name

JsMaftcr CiW.
Lance Call him in, D^ffidUl.

flow O, I know him, fir, he is a fool,

Bur reafonable rich,his father was one of thefc Icafc-fflon-

gers, thefe corn-mongers , thefc mony-mongers, but he

never had the wit to be a whore-monger.

Enter Mafter Civet.

Lau. I promife you, fir, you are at too much charge.

Civ. The charge is fmail charge, fn,

I thank God my father left me where withall, if it plcafc

you, fir , 1 have a great mind to this Gentlewoman here,

m the way of marriage.

Lan. 1 thank you, fir : pleafe youto come to Lnffomt

to my poor houfe
,
you fiiali be kindly welcome: T knew

your father, he was a war y husband : to pay here Drawer.

Draw. All is paid, fir : this Gentleman hath paid all.

Lance. Ifaichyou do us wrong,

But we /hall live to make amends ere long:

Mafter Flcwerdale, is that your man ?

Fltw. Yes faith, a good old knave.

Lance. Nay then I think you will lUtn wife,

Now you take fuch a fervant

:

Come, you'll tide with us to Ltwfome^ let's away,

Tisfcarce two hours to the end of day. ExetiKt.

Enter Sir .Arthur Greeu.fhaodyOliver, Lieu.

tenant and Sottldlert,

Arth. Lieutenant, lead your Souldicrs to the (hips,

There let them have their coats, at their arrival

They (hall have pay : farewell, look to your chaige.

Sal. I, we are now fenc away , arwl cannot fo much as

fpeak with our friends.

OH. No man what ere you ufcd a zutch a fafiiion

,

thick you cannot take your leave of your vrccns.

uirth. Fellow no more. Lieutenant lead them off.

Sol. Well, if I have not my pay and my doachs,

ric venture a running away, though I hang for't.

Arth. Away firrha,charme your tongue.

Exeunt So/tldiers.

Oil. Bin you a preffer, fir .'

Arth. lama commander, fir, under the King.

OH. Sfooc man, and you be nere zutch a commander

Shud a fp oke with my vrcens before I chid agone, fo fhud.

Arth. Content your felf man , my authority will

ftretch to preffe fo good a man as you.

OH. Preffeme.? I devy
,

prefie fcoundrcls, and thy

meflels : prefle me, chee fcorns thee ifaith : For feeft thee,

here's a worfliipfuU knight knows, cham not to be pref-

fcd by thee.

Enter Sir Lancelot Weathercocks ,
young Flowriale^

old Floweraale^ Luce., Fran^.

Lan.SU A rtharyVJilcome to Lervfome^vidcotat by my
What's the matter man, why arc you vex; ? (troth,

OH. Why man he would preffc me.

Laii. Ofie, Sir ...^r/W, prefshim? he is a man of rec-

koning.

fVea. I that he is, Sir Arthur , he hath the nobles,

The golden luddocks he.

Ar. The fitter for the wtrrs : and were he not in fa-

.

With your worfhips, he fliould fee, ( vour

That 1 have power to preffc fo good as he.

Oli. Chill ftand to the triall, fo chill,

Flo)9. I marry (hall he, preffe-cloath and karfie,

White pot and drowfen broth : tut, tut, he cannot.

OH. Well, fir, though you fee vlouten cloth and karfie,

chee a zeen zutch a karfie coat wear out the town fick a

tilken Jacket, as thick a one you wear.

Flow. Well fed vlitan vlattan.

OH. A and well fed cocknell , and boe-bell too : what

doeft think cham aveard of thy zilkcn coat , no fer verc

thee.

Lance. Nay come no more, be all lovers and friends.

pyea. I 'tis befi fo, good Maficr Oliver.

Flow. Ij your name Mafter Ol'iver I pray you ?

Oly. What ticand be tit, and grieve you.

Flow. No but I'd gladly know if a man might not

have a foolifh.plot out of Mafter Oliver to work upon.

OH. Work thy plots upon me, ftand a fide, work thy

foolifti plots upon mc, chill fo ufe thee, thou wcrt never fo

ufed fince thy dam bound thy head, work upon me ?

Tlosfi. Let him come, let him come.

Oli. Zyrrha , zyrrha, if it were not for (hame , chee

would a given thee zuich a whifter poop under the car

,

chee would have made thee a vanged another at my feet

:

ftand a fide let me loofe,cham all of a vlaming firebrand;

ftand afide.

Flow. Well I Forbear you for your friends fake.

OH. A vig for all my vreens, do'ft thou tell me ofmy
vrcens?

Lani^o morCjgood mafter 0//W,no more,Sir Arthur.

And maiden ,
herein the fight of a II your futers , every

man of worth. Tie tell you whom I faincft would prefcrrc

to the hard bargain of your marriage bed : ftiall I be plain

among you Gentlemen .'

Arth. I, fir, 'tis bcft.

Lance. Then, fir, firft to you, I do confeflc you a moft

gallant Knight , a worthy Souldier , and an honcftman :

but honefty maintains a Frf«fA-hood, goes very fcldome

in a Chainof Gold, keeps a fmall tram of fervants: hath

few friends : and for this wilde oats here ,
young Flower

dalcy 1 will not judge, God can work myradcs, but he

were better make a hundred new, then thee a thrifty and

an honcft one.

fVea. Believe me he hath hit you there, he hath touch-

ed you to the quick, that he hath.

Flov. Woodcock a my fide , why, Mafter IVeather-

cocksy you know I am honeft, howfocver trifles.

Wea. Now by my troth, I know no othcrwifc,

O, your old mother was a dame indeed

:

Heaven hath her foul, and my wives too I truft

:

And your good father, honeft Gentleman,

He is gone a journey as 1 hear, far hence.

Flow, I God be praifed, he is far enough,

He is gone a pilgrimage to Paradife.

And left me to cut a caper againft care.

Luce look on me that am as light aire.

Luce. Ifaith I like not fhadov/s, bubbles, broth,

I hate a light a love, as I hate death.

Lanee. Girle, hold thee there: look on this Devon

(hire lad

:

Fat, fair, and lovely, both in purfe and perfon.

OH. Well, fir, cham as the Lord hath made me,

Yoiii

I
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Yojiknow mc well ivin » cha have chrcc-fcorc pack of

kaifay, and Blackcm hall, and chief crcdic bcfidc , and

my fortunes may be fo good as an othefS, zo it may.

Lufite. 'Tis you I love, whacCocvcr ochcrs fay ?

uirth. Thanks faiieft.

Flow. Whac would' ft ihou have me quarrel widi him?

F-jrA. Do buc fay he (hall hear from you.

Lan. Yet Gentleman , howfoever Iptefcrre thisUf-

von-fhtre futer.

rie enforce no love , my daughter fhall have liberty to

choofe whom Hie likes bcft : in your love-fute proceed.

Not all oi you, but oncly one muft fpeed

(Vea. You have faid well : indeed right well.

Entjcr Artichtak.

yirti. MiRris, here's one would fpeak with you , my

fellow Diijfiiiin hath him in the feller already , he knows

him, he met him at Croydon fair.

Z/<f««. O, I remember, a little man.

Artt. la very little man,

Jjance. And yet a proper man.

Ant. A vej-y proper, very little man.

hance. His name is Mounficur Civet.

Art I. The fame, fir.

Lmnce. Come Gcntlen.cn, if other futcrs come.

My foolifh daughter will be fiucd too

:

But Df/M my faint, no man daie move,
,

Siunfct dt Atlhut joung Floverdxle ani OU'jct.^

and old FU-xerd^ilt,

Fhw. Hark you, fir, a word.

Oil. What ha an you fay to mc novi» >

flow. Ye fhall hear from me, and that very fliortly.

Oil. Is that all, vare thee wcll,chee vere thee not a vig.

Exit Oliver.

Flow. What if fhould come more .' I am fairly dreft.

Feith. I do not mean that you fhall meet with him,

But prefently we'll go and draw a Will

:

Where we'll fet down Land, that wc never faw.

And we will have it of fo large a fum,

Sir LttHcelot fhall intreat you take his daughter :

This being foimcd, give it Mafter iVeathercock..,

And make Sir Lamelots daughter heir of all

:

And make him fwcar never tofhowihc Will

To any one, untill that you be dead.

This done, the foolifh changling Weatbercock^y

Will firaight difcourfe unto Sir Lanctlety

The forme and tenor of your Tcftament,

Nor ftand to paufe of it be rul'd by mc

:

What will enfue, that fhall you quickly fee.

Flow. Come let's about it ; if that a Will, fwcct Kit,

Can get the Wencb, I fhall renown thy wit.

S.vtitttt.

Enter D^ffidill.

D.tf. Miftris, ftill fioward .'

No kind looks unto your Dafidill, no^Nhy the gods.

Luce. Away you foolilli knave, let my hajidgo.

Daff". There is your hand, but this fhall go with mc

:

My heart is thine, this is my true loves fee.

Luce, rie have your coat ftript o'rc your ears for this,

You fawcy rafcall.

£nter Lancelot and Weathercock..

Lance. How now maid, what is the news with you ?

Luce. Your man is fomechingfawcic. Exit Ltfce.

LA»ce. Go too, firrha. Tie talk with you anon.

Drfjf. Sir, 1 am a man to be talked withalU

1 1 am no horfe I tro :

1 1 Know my fhength, then no more then fo.

fVea. A by the matkins, good Sir Lancelot, I faw htm
the other day hold op the Bucklers, likean HercHUs^
Ifaith God-a-mercy Lad, I like thee well.

I/<«J,l,like him well,go rirrha,fetch me a cup ofwine.
That ere I part with Matter Weathercock^^

Wc may drink down our farewell in French wine.

Wea. I thank you, fir, 1 chank you, friendly Knight,
I'le come and vifit you, by the moufe-foot I will

:

In the mean time, take heed of cutting Ftowtrdalt^

He is a defperatedick I warrant you.

Lance. He is, he is : fill Daffidlll^ fill me fome vwnc
Hajwhat wears he on his arme ?

My daughter Luces bracelet, 1 'tis the fame

:

Ha to you Mafter FFeathercoct^

fVea. I thank you, (ir : Here DaffiJill, an honcft fel-

low and a tall thou art ; well : I'le take my leave
,
good

night, and hope to have you and all your daughters at roj

poor houfe, in good footh I muft.

Lance. Thanks Maflcr tVeathercock,, I fhall be bolt

CO trouble you be fure.

JVea. And welcome , heartily farewell. SxltH^eath.

Lance. Sirrha , I faw my daughters wrong * and
wichall her Bracelet on your arme; off with it : and with

it my livery too : have I care to fee my daughter matched
with men of Worfhip , and are you grown fo bold .' go,

fi rha, from my houfc, or lie whip you hence.

Daff. I'ic not be whipt, fir, there's your Livery.

This isa Servingmans reward, what care I,

I have means to truft to : I fcorn fervice I.

Exit Daffidlll.

Lance. I a lufly knave, but I mufl let him go,

Our fervants muft be taught, what they fhould knovj.

SnterSlr Arthur and Luce.

Luce. Sir, as I am a maid, 1 do affeft you above any

Suicrthatl have, although that Souldiers fcarcc know
how to love.

Arth. I am a Souldier, and a Gentleman,

Knows what belongsto War, what to a Lady

:

What man offends mc, that my fword fhall right

:

What woman loves me, I am her faithfuU Knight.

Luce. I neither doubt your valour, nor your love, but

there be fome rhat bares a Souldiers forme, that fwears by

him they never thmk upon,goesfwaggetingupanddown

from houfc to houfe, crying God paycsr and.

Arth. Ifaith, Lady, I'le defcry you fuch a man.

Of them there be many which you have fpoke of.

That bare the name and fhape of Souldiers,

Yet God knows very feldome faw the War :

That hant your Taverns, and your ordinaries*

Your Alc-houfcs fometimes, for alla-likc

To uphold the brutifh humor of their minds.

Being marked down, for the bondmen ofdefpair

:

Their mirth begins in wine, but ends in bloud.

Their drink is clear, but their conceits are mud.

Luce. Yet thefe arc great Gentlemen Souldiers,

ey^rth. No they are wretched flavcs,

Whofc defperate lives doth bring them timelefTe graves.

Luce. Both for your felf,and for your forme of life.

If I may choofe, I'le be a Souldiers wife.

Enter Sir Laaceht and Oliver,

OH. And tyt trufi to it, fo then.

Lance. Affure yout felf,

You fhall be married \A#ith all fpeed we may:

One day fhall fcrve for Frances and for L««,
Oli. Why chc wood vain know the time, for provi-

ding Wedding R^ymencs.

Lante
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Lance. Why no more but this, fiift gci your affurancc

made touching my daughters Joyiuer , that difpatchcd,

we will in two daies make provifion.

O/.Why man,chil have the writings made by tomorrow.

Lance. To morroW be it then , let's meet at the Kings

head in Fifli-ftrcet.

Oli No, fie man,no,!et's meet at the Rofe at Temple.

That will be nearer your Counfellor and mine. (*'"',

Lance. At the Rofe be it then, the hour nine,

He that comes laft, forfeits a pinte of wine.

OI'k a pinte is no payment, let it be a whole quart, or

Enter Artlchoak^. (nothing.

Arti Mafler, here is a man would fpeak with Ma-

fter Oliver^ hccorties from young Mafter flowerdale.

Oli. Why chill fpeak with him, chill fpeak with him.

Lance. Nay, fon Oliver, Tie fureiy fee,

What young Fhwerdxle hath ferttto you.

I pva y God K be no qua rrel

.

Oil. Why man, if he quarrel with me, chill give him

his hands full.

Fath. God fave you, good Sir Lancelot.

Lance. Welcome honefi friend.

Enter old Flowerdale.

Fath. To you and yours my Maftcr wiflicth health,

But unto you ,fir,chi!,and this he fends:

There is the length,fjr,of his Rapier,

And in that paper fhall you know his mind.

Oil. Here, chill meet him my friend, chill meet him.

Lance. Meet him, you ftial! not meet the Ruflin, fie.

Oil. And I do not meet him, chillgivc you leave to call

Me Cut, where is't,firrha? where is't? where is't.'

Fath. The Lettct (hows both time and place,

And if you be a man, then keep your word.

Lan. Sir, he fhall not keep his word, he (hall not meet.

Fath. Why let him choofe, he'll be the better known

Fov a bafe rafcal, and reputed fo.

Oli. Zirrha, zirrha : and 'twerciiot an old felIow,and

fcnt after an arrant, chid give thee fomething , but chud

be no mony : But hold thee, for I fee thou art fomcwhat

te(tom,hold thee,there'5 vorty (hillings, bring thy Maftcr

a veeld , chil give the vorty more , look thou bring him,

chill mall him tell him, chil mar his dancing trelTels, chil

ufe him, he was nerefoufedfince his dam bound his head,

chil make him for capering any more chy vor thee.

Fath, You feem a man, (lout and refolute,

And I will fo report, what ere befall.

Lance. And fall out ill, a(rure thy Mafter this,

Tie ma ke him fly the Land, or ufc him worfe.

Fath. My Mafter, (ir, defer yes not this of you,

And chat you'll fhortiy finde.

Lan. Thy Maiier is an unihrift, you a Rnave,

And ric attach you (ir(i, next clap him up

:

Or have him bound unto his good behaviour.

Oli. I wood you were a fprite if you do him any harm
for this : And you do, chil ncre fee you, nor any of yours,

while chil have eyes open: what do you think, chil be

aba(Felled up and down the town for a meflel , and a

fcoundrcl, no chy bor you : iinha chil tome, zay no more,

chil come tell him.

Tath. Wei!, fit, my Mafter deferves not this ofyou,

And that you'll (hortly finde. Exit.
Oli. Noi matter, he's anunthrift,! defiehim.

Lan. No, gentle foni let me know the place.

Oli. Now chyc vor you.

Lan. Let me fee the Note.

Oil. Nay, chil watch you for 7Utch a trick.

But if chee meet him,zo, if not,zo: chil make him know
me, orchil know why 1 (hall not, chil varc the woife.

Lan. What will you then ncglefl my daughters love?

Venture your ftate and hers, for a loofe brawl >

Oil. Why man, chil not kill him, marry chil veze him
too, and again ; and zo God be with you vather.

What man we fliall meet to morrow. Exit.

Lan.Who would have thought he had bin fo defpeiate.

Come forth my honeft fervant Artlchoal^.

Enter .Artlchoak.

Artl. Now , what's the matter ? fome brawl toward
,

I warrant you.

Lan. Go get me thy fword bright fcowrcd, thy buckler

mended , Ofor that knave, that villain Daffidlll would
have done good fervice. But to thee.

Arti. I, this is the tricks of all you Gentlemen, when
you ftand in need of a good fellow. O for that Daffidlll^

O where is he f but if you be angry, and ic be but for the

wagging of a ftraw, then out a doors with the knave,turn

the coat over his ears. This is the humour of you all.

Lan. O for that knave, that lufty Daffidlll.

Arti. Why there 'tis now r our years wages and our
vails will fcarce pay for broken fwoids and bucklers that

we ufe in our quarrels. But I'Je not figh: if Daffidlll

be a tother fide, that's flat.

Lan. 'Tis no fuch matter man, get weapons ready,and

beat London ere the break of day : watch near the lod-

ging of the Devon-(hire Youth, but be unfcen : and as he

goes out , as he will go out , and that very early without

doubt.

Arti. What, would you have nje draw Upon him,
As he goes in the ftrect ?

Lance. Notfora world man, into the fields.

For to the field he goes , there to meet the defperate

Flowerdale:

Take thou the part of Oliver my fon, for he (hall be my
And marry Lnce -• Do'ft underftand me, knave ? (fon,

Arti. I, fir, I do underftand you,but my young Miftris

might be better provided in matching with my fellow

Lad. No more; Daffidlll is iknzvz. (Daffidlll.

Thil Daffidlll is di moft notorious knave. Exit.

Enter Pfeat hercocl^^.

MiRer fyeatkercock^y you come m happy time. The de-

fperate Flowerdale hath writ a Challenge : And who
think you muft anfwcr it , but the Devon-Jhire man,my
Con Oliver.

H^ea. Mari-y T am forry for it, good Sir Lancelot^

But if you will be rul'd by me, we'll (iay the fury.

Lance. As how I pray ?

pyea. Marry i'le tell you, by promifing young Flower-

dale the red lipped Luce.

Lan. I'le rather follow her unto her grave.

fVea. I, Sir Lancelot.^ I would have thought fo too,but

you and I have been deceived in him , come read this

Will, or Deed , or what, you call ic, I know not : Come,
come, yoilr Speftaclcsl pray.

Lan. Nay, I thank God, I fee very well.

fVea. Marry God blelfe your eyes, mine hath bin dim

almoft this thirty years.

Lance. Ha, what is this .? what is this >

PFea. Nay theie is tiuc love indeed , he gave it to me
but this very morn, and bad me keep ic unfeen from any

one, good youth, to fee how men may be deceived.

Lan. PalTion of me , what a wretch am I to hate this

Loving youth , he hath made me, together with my Luce

he loves fo dear, Executors cjiaW his wealth.

PVea. All



The London Trodigal.

ivea. All, all,good man, he hath given you all.

Lan.ThtK (hips now in the Stiaits,& homewird bound,

Two Lordfhips of two hundred pound a year

:

The one in Walei^ the other in Glofier-fhire •

Debts and accounts are thirty thoufand pound,

Plate, Money, Jewels, fixtecn thoufand more,

Two hoiifen fuinifhed well in Celi-man fitect

:

Bcfide whatfoever his Uncle leaves to him,

Being of great demeans end wealth at Peckham.

Wca. How like you this good Knight? how like you this?

LtinX have done him wiong,but now lie make amends,

The DevoH-fhire man rtiall vvhiftle for a wife,

He marry Luce^ Luce Ihall be Flonerink"s.
Wea. Why that is friendly faid , let's ride to Lonion

and prevent their match , by promifing your daughter lo

that lovely Lad.

Lance. We'll ride to London, or ic fliall not need,

We'll crolTe to Dedford-firand, and take a boat

:

Where be thefe knaves ? what .Artlchoakjt v/hnFop ?

Enter Artichoak^.

^r. Here be the very knaves,but not the merry knaves.

Lan. Here take my Cloak,riehavea viiiVio Bedford,

j4rti. Sir, we have be been fcouting of our Swords

and Bucklers for your defence.

Lance. Defence me no defence , let your fwords ruft,

rie have no fighting : I, let blows alone , bid Delia ke
all things bcin readineflcagainft the wedding, we'lliiavc

two at once, and that will fave charges, Maftcr tVeather-

cockj ^rti Well we will do it fir. Exeunt,

Enter Civet, Franks, and Del'iA.

Civ. By my troth this is good luck, I cbankGod for

this. In good footh I have even my hearts defire : fiftcr

Delia, now I may boldly call you fo, for your father hath

frank and freely given me his daughter Franck^.

Fran. I by my troth. Tow, thou haftmy good will too,

for I thank God I longed for a husband , and would I

j
might never ftir, for one his name was Tom.

Delia. Why, fifter,now you have your wifh.

Civ. You fay very truc,fifler Delia, and I prcthee call

me nothing but Tom : and I'lc call thee fwcc: heart , and

Frank^: will it not do well fifter Delia ?

Delia. It will do very well with both ofyou.

Fran. But Tom , muft I go as I do now when I am
married ?

Civ. NTo Franck^ , Tie have thee go like a Citizen

In a garded gown, and a French-hood.

Fran. By my troth that will be excellent indeed.

Delia. Brother, maintain your wife to your cftate,

Apparel you yourfelf like to your father :

Ana let her go like to your ancient mother.

He fparing got his wealth, left it to you.

Brother taKC heed of pride, fome bids thrift adieu.

civ. So as my father and my mother went , that's a

jeft indeed , why flie went in a fringed gown , a fingle

RufFc, and a white Cap.

And my father in a mocado coat, a pair of red Sactin

Sleeves, and aCanvisback.

Del. And yet his wealth was all as much as yours.

Civ. My ertate, my cflate, I thank God,is forty pound

a year in good leafes and tenements , bcfides twenty mark

a year at CuckolcU^havcn , and that comes to us all by

inheritanc .

Delia. That may indeed, 'tis very fitly plied,

I know not how it comes, but fo it falls out

Thatthofe whofe Fathers have died wondrous, rich,

And took no pleafurc but to gather wealtl\>

Thinking of Jittic that they leave behind :

For them they hope, will be of their like mindc.
But falls out contrary, forty years fparing

Is fcarce three feaven years fpending,ncvcrcanng
What will enfue, when all their coyn is gone.

And all to laxc then Thrift is thought upon

:

Oft have I heard, that Pride and Riot kift,

And then repentance crycs, for had I wift.

Civ. You fty well, fiftcr Delia, you fay well : but I

mean to live within ray bounds : for look you, I have fet

down my reft thus far, but to maintain my wife in her

French Hood,and her Coach, keep a couple of Geldings,

and a braceof Gray-hounds, and this isalU'kdo,
Del. And you'll do this with forty pound ay ear .>

Civ. I, and a better penny, fider.

Fran. Sifter, you forget that at Cuckolds-Haven.
civet. By my troth well rcmcmbrcd, Franks,

I'Jc give thee that to bUy thee pinns.

Delia. Keep you the reft for points,alas the day.

Fools fliall have wealth, though all the world fay nay :

Come, brother, will you in, dinner ftaics for us.

civ. I, good fifter, with all my heart.

Fran, I by my troth, Tom-Sox I have a good ftomacV

Civ, And I thf like,fwcetfr4»i^, no fifter

Do;noc think Tie go beyond my bounds.

2)elia. God gram you may not. Exeunt
Enter joHng Floiverdale and htf F^her,wlth

fojles In tfioir hands.

Flow. Sirrh^ Kit , tarry thou there, I have fpied Sir

Lancelot, and old fVenthercock._com\r^ this way, they are

hard at hand,l will by no means be fpoken withall.

Fath. Tie warrant you, go get you in.

Enter Lancelot and fVeathercockj

Lan. Now, my honeft friend, thou doft belong to M*-

Fath. I do, fir. {Flowerdale *

Lance. 1$ he within, my good fellow ?

Fath. No, fir, he is not within.

Lan. Ipretbtcifhc be within, letmcfpeak with him,

Fath. Sir, to tell you irue, my Mafter is within , but

indeed would not be fpokc withall: there befometermes

that ftands upon his reputation, therefore he will not ad-

mit any conference till he hath fhook them off.

Lance. I prithee tell hun his very good friend Sir

Lancelot Sjurcocl^, intreats tofpeak with him.

Fath. By my troth, iir , if you come to.takc up the

matter between my Mafter and the Devon-fljire man,you

do but beguile your hopes, and loofe your labour.

Lan. Honeft friend, I have not any fuch thing to him,

I come to fpeak with him about other matters,

Fath. For my Mafter,fir, hath fctdov^n his rcfolution.

Hitherto redeem his honor, or leave his life behind him.

Lance. My friend, I do not know any quarreI,touch-

ing thy Mafter or any other perfon, my bufineflc is of a

different nature to him, and I prithee lo tell him.

Fath. For howfocver the Deuonfhlre man is, my Ma-
Mind is bloudy : that's a round O, (fterj

And therefore, fir, incrcatits is but vain

;

Lan.l have no fuch thing to him,I tell thee orcc again.

Fath. I vvill then fo fignifie to him. Exit Father.

Lance. A firrha, I fee this matter is hotly carried.

But rie labour to diffwtde him from it.

Enter Flowerdale.

Good morrow Maftcr Ilowerdal*.

Flow. Good morrow , good Sir Lancelot
.,
good mor-

row, Mafter Weathercock^

By my troth. Gentlemen, I have been a reading over

NicV
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Nick^Mechivcl , 1 find him
Good to be known, noc to be followed :

A pefiilent humane fellow, I have made

Certain anatatioro of himfuch as they be:

And how is'j,Sir Lanctlot ? ha ? how is't ?

A n ad world, men cannot live quiet in it.

Lan. Maftcr FIoverdale^ do undcrfiand there is fome

Between the Devott-Jhire man and you. (jar

Fath. They, fir ? they are good friends as can be.

F/i>.WhoMaflerO/<W&l?as good friends as can be.

La.U is a kmd of fafety in you to deny it, & a generous

Silence, which too few are indued withall : But, fir, fuch

A thing I hear, and I could wi/h it othcrwifc.

F/ojr. No fuch thing! Sir X'Jirt/o/, a my reputation,

As I am an honefl man.

L^Kce. Now I do believe you then, if you do

Ingage your reputation there is none.

T/aip. Nay I do not ingage my repuution there is not.

You fhaJl not bind me to any condition of hardneffe

:

Bnt if there be any thing between us, then there is.

If there be not, then there is not : bc,or be not, all is one.

Lance. } do perceive by this, that there is fomething

between you, and I am very forry for it.

Flevf, You may be deceived. Sir LaaceUty the Italian

Hath a pretty faymg, Quejio } I have forgot it too,

'Tis out of my head, but m my tranflation

Ift hold thus,thou hafia friend,keephim;If a foe trip him.

Lan. Comcjl do fee by this there is fomewhat between

And before God 1 could wifh it otherwife. (you,

Flevp. Well what is between us, can hardly be alcetcd:

Sir Lancelot^ I am to ride fonh to monow.
That way which 1 muft ride, no man muft deny
Me the Sun« I would noc by any particular man.
Be denied common and general pflage. If any one
Saith Floverdale^ thou paffeft noc this way :

My anfwer is, 1 muft either on or returnj

But return is not my word, I muft on:

If I cannot, then make my way, nature

Hath done the laft for me, and there's the fine.

Laa. Mr. Flowerdale^ every man hatbone tongae^

And two ears, nature ir^ ber building*

Is a moft curious work-mafter.

Flaw. That is as much to fay, a man fhould hear more
Then he fhould fpeak.

Lan, You fay true, and indeed I have heard mote.

Then at th s time I will fpeak.

Flow. You fay well.

Lan. Slanders arc more common then troths Mafter

But proof is the rule for both. {FUwerdale:

Flow. You fay true, what do you call him

Hath it there in his third canton ?

Lan, I have heard you have bin wild: I have believ'd it.

Flow. 'Twas fit, 'twas neceffary.

Lanee. But I have fcen fomewhat of late in you.

That hath confirmed in me an opinion of

Goodnefle toward you.

Flow. Ifaith fir, I am fure I never did you harme

:

Some good I have done, either to you or yours,

I am fure you know not, neither is ic my v/ill you ftiould.

Lance. J, your will,fir.

Flow. I my will,fir:'sfoot do you know ought of my
Begod and you do, fir, I am abufed. (wiJlj

Lan. Go Mr. Fltwerdale^ what I know I know

:

And know you thue much out ofmy knowledge,

That I truly love you. For my daughter.

She's youis. And if you like a rrarriage bccccr

Then a brawl, all quirks of reputation fet afide, go wirh
me prefently : And where you fhould fight a bloudy bat-

tle, you fiial! be married to a lovely Lady.

Flow. Nay but y Sn Lancrh: >

Lan. If you will not imbracc my offer, yet afTure your
fclf thus much,I will have order to hinder your encounter.

Flat*. Nay but hear me. Sir Lancelot.

Lance. Nayftand not you upon imputative honor
'Tis meerly unfound, unprofitable, and idle:

Inferences your bufineffc is to weddc my daughter, there-
fore give me your prefent word to do it, Tie go and pro-
provide the maid, therefore give me your prefent refolu-
tion, either now or never.

Flfw. Will you fo put me Co it ?

Lhcc.I a fore God,either take me now,or take me never.
Elfc what I thought lliould be our macch,(liali be our part-
So fare yoQ well for ever. /-,„„

Flow. Stay: fall out, what may fall, my love

Is above ail : I will come.

Lance. I expc6t you, and fo fare you well.

Exit Sir Lancelot.
Faxh. NoWjfir, how fiiall we do for wedding apparel >

Flaw. By the Mafs that's true : now help Kit^
The marriage ended, we'll make amends for all.

Fath, Well, no more, prepare you for your Bride,

We will not want for cioaths, what fo ere betide.

f/ow.And thou flialt fee,when once I have my Dower,
In mirth we'll fpend.

Full many a merry hour

;

As for this wench, I not regard a pin.

It is her gold muft bring my pleafures in.

Fath. Is't polfible, he hath his fecond living,

Forfaking God, himfeif to the devil giving:

But that I knew his modier firme and chaft.

My heart would fay, my head flic had difgrac'c:

Elfe Would 1 fwear, he never was my fon.

But her fair mind, fo foul a deed did fhun.

Enter Uncle,

Unt. How now,broiher, how do you find yoUt fon ?

Fath. O brother, heedlcflfc as a libertine,

Even grown a Mafter in the School of Vice,

One that doth nothing, but invent deceit

:

For all the day he humours up and down,
Kow he the next day might deceive his friend,

He thinks of nothing but the prefent time

:

Foronegroat ready down, he'll pay s ftiilling.

But then the lender muft needs ftay for it.

When I was young, I had the fcope of youth.

Both wild, and wanton, carclefle and dcfp<;rater

But fuch mad ftrains, as he's poflcft withall,

I thought it wonder for to dream upon.

Unc. I told you fo, but you would not believe it.

Fath, Well I have found it,but one thing comforts mc
Brother, to morrow he's to be married

To beauteous !.*«, Sir Lancelot SfMreocJ^s daughter.

Vnc. Is'cpolTible.>.

Fath, 'Tis true, and thus I mean to curb him.

This day, brother, I will you Ihall arrcft him

:

If any thing will tame him, it muft be that,

For he is rank in mifchief, chained to a life.

That will increafe his fhame, and kill his wife.

Unc. What arreft him on his wedding day .'

That were unchriftian, and an unhumanc part^

How many couple even for that very day

,

Hath purchaft fcven yeais forrow afterward r

For-
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Forb«r,himthcnto day,(lo it tomorrow,

And this day mingk not his joy with forrow.

Fath. Brother, I'lc have it done this very day.

And in the view of all, as he comes from Church:

Do but obfetv€ the courfe that he will take,

Upon my life he will forfwcar the debt r

And for we'll have the fum fhall not be flight.

Say that he owes you neer three thoufand pound

:

Good brother let it be done immediately.

Uttc. Well, feeing you will have it fo.

Brother Tie do't, and ftraight provide the Sheriff.

tath. So brother, by this means (hall we pcrcejvc

What Sir Lancelot in this pinch will do :

And how his wife doth ftand affefted to him.

Her love will then be tried to the uttermoft

:

And all the reft of them. Brother,what I will do,

Shall harm him much, and much avail him too. Extt.

Oil, Cham afhured thick be the placc,that the fcoundrcl

Appointed to meet mc,if a come, zo : if a come not,2o.

And che war avife,he would make a Coyftrelan us,

Ched vefe him, and che vang him in hand, che would

Hoyft him, and give it him too and again, zo chud

:

Who bin a there, Sir Arthnr^ chill flay afide.

jir. 1 have dog'd the Devou.Jhire man into the field,

For fear of any harme that (hould befall him

:

I had an inckling of that yefternight,

That TlowerdaU and he (hould meet this morning

:

Though of my fouljO/iV^** fears him not,

Yet for I'd fee fair play on either fide,

Made mc to come, to fee their valours tri'd.

Good morrow to Maftcr Oliver.

Oil. God an good morrow.

j4rth. What Mifter OUver^irc you angry ?

Oil. What an it be, tyt and grieven you ?

u4rth. Not meat all, Hr, but I imagine

By your being here thus armed,

You ftay for fome that you fhould fight withall.

Oil. Why and he do, che would not dczirc you to take

his part.

y^rth. No by my troth, I think you need it not,

For he you look for, I think means not to come.

Oil. No, and che war afhurc of that , ched avefc him
in another place. Enter Daffidlll.

Daff. O, Sir Arthur^ Mafter Oliver^ aye me.

Your Love, and y outs^ and mine, fwect Miftris Lnce^

This mornitVg is married to young Flowerddle.

Arch. Married to Flowerdale \ 'tis impoffible.

OH. Married man f che hope thou do'ft but jeft

:

To make an a volowten merriment of it.

Daff, O 'tis too true. Here comes his Uncle.

Enter Flowerdale^Sher'tf, Officers.

Unc.Good niorrow,Sir Arthur,^ood morrow, M.Ollv.

OH. God and good mom, M.Flowerdale. I pray tellen

Is your fcoundrel kinfman married .' ( us,

Ar. M. Ollver^aW him what you will,but he is married

To Sir Lancelot's daughter here.

Unc. Sir Artkury[inio her ?

OH. I, ha the old vellow zerved me thick a trick?

Why man,he was a promifc, chill chud a had her.

Is a zitch a vox, chill look to his water che vor him.

Umc. The mufick playes ; they axe coming from the

Church.

Sheriff, do your office r fellows, ftand ftoutly toil.

Euter all to the Wedding.

Oil. God give you joy, as the old zaid Proverb is, and
fome zotrow among. You met os well , did you not .'

Lance. Nay,be not angry, fir, the fault is in mc,

I have dooe all the wrong , kept him from coming to the

field to you, as I might, fir, for I am a Juftice, and fwom
to keep the peace.

H^ea. I marry is he, fir, a very Juftice, and fworo to

keep the peace, you muft not difturbthe weddings.

Lan. Nay, never frown nor ftorm, fir, if you do,

I'le have an order taken for you.

OH. Well, well, chill be quiet.

pyea.lAJFlowerddle^ Sir Lancelot^look you vsdio here ii?

M, Flowerdale.

Lance. M. Ilowerdaleyynckomz with all my heart.

Flow. Uncle, this is (he ifaith : Mafter Under-flieriff

Arreft me ? at whofe fate ? draw Kit.

tine. At my fute, fir.

Lan. Why what's the matter, M. Fltwerdale ?

Unc. This is the matter, fir, this unthrift here.

Hath cozened you, and hath had of me,
In fcveral fums three thoufand pound.

flow. yNii'j.^ Uncle, Uncle.

l^nc. Coufin,Coufin, you have Uncled me^
And if you be not ftaid, you'll prove

A cozoncr unto all that know you,

Lance. Why, fir, fuppofe he be to you in debt
Ten thoufand pound, his flatc to me appears.

To be at leaft three thoufand by the year.

f^nc. O, fir, I was too late informed of that plot.

How that he went about to cozen you:

And form'd a will, and fent it to your good
Friend there Mafter fVeathercock.^ in which was

Nothing true, but brags and lies.

Z.4».Ha,hath he not fuchLordftiips,Lands,and Ships?

f^nc. Not worth, a groat, not worth a half-penny he.

Lance. I pray tell us tiuc, be plain, young Flowerdale.

Lan.My Uncle here'smadi 8t difpofcd to do me wrong,
But here's my man, an honeft fellow

By the Lord, and of good credit, knows all is true.

Fath. Not I, fir, I am too old to lie, I rather knovtf

You forg'd a will, where every line you writ,

You ftudied where to coat your Lands might lye.

f^ea. And I prithee, where be thy honeft friends ?

Fath. Ifaith no where, fir, for he hath none at all.

fna, Benedicity,wc are ore reached I believe.

Lan. I am cozcn'd, and my hopefull'ft child undone.

How. You are not cozen'd, nor is fhc undone.

They flander me, by this light, they flander me :

Look you, my Unkle here's an Ufurer, & would undo me,
But I'lc ftand in Law , do you but bail mc , you ftiall do
no more

:

You, brother CiW.and lAnRer H^eathercock^^ do but

Bail me, and let me have my marriage money
Paid me, and we'll ride down, antf there your own
Eyes ftiall fee, how my poor Tenants there will welcome

You fhall but bail mc, you ftiall do no more, (me.

And you greedy gnat, their bail will fervc.

Unt. I fir, I'le ask no better bail.

Lan. No, fir, you ftiall not uke my bail, nor his,

Nor, my fon Civets, lie not be cheated, I,

Sheriff, take your ptifoner, I'le not deal with him

:

Let's Uncle make falfe Dice with hisfalfc bones,

I will not have todowithhim:mocked,guird,8i wrong'd.

Come Girle, though it be late it falls out well,

Thou ftialt not live with him in b^ers bell.

Lmc. He is my Husband,and high heaven doth Know,
With whatunwillingneflc I went to Church,

But you enforced me, you compelled me to it

:

TIk
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The holy Church-man pronounc'd thefc words but now,

I mud not leave my Husband in diftreffe:

Now I muft comfort him, not go with you.

Lance. Comfort a cozener ? on my curfe forfake him:

Z.«f.Thisday you caufcd me on your curfe to rake him:

Do not I pray my grieved foul opprefic,

God knows my hcartdoth bleed at his diftrcfle.

Lan. O M. JVcAthercock. , I muft corifefs I forc'd her to

Led with opinion his falfe will was titie. (this match.

W(f4, A, he hath over-reached me too.

Lan. She might have liv'd like Delta, in a happy Vir-

gins ftace.

DtHa. Father, be patient, forrow comes too late.

LaHce. And on her knees (lie bcgg'd and did entreat,

If (he muft needs tafte a fad marriage life.

She craved to be Sir jlrthur Greenfhtll^% Wife.

uir. You have done her and me the greater wrong.

Lar.ce. O take her yet,

Arthur. Not I.

Lixitc. OrM.O/iW, accept my Child, and ha!f my
wealth is yours.

Oil. No, fir, chill break no Lawcs.

Luce. Never fear, (he will not trouble you.

Delta, Yet, fitter, in this pafTion doe not run head-

long to confufion. Youmayaffeft him, though not fol-

low him.

Irauk, Doc, fifter, hang him, let him go.

Wea. Doe faith, Miftreffe Luce, leave him.

Luc. You are three groffe fooles, let me alone,

I fwear I'le live with bim in all moan.

Oil. But an behave his Legs at liberty,

Cham aveard he will never live with you.

Art. I, but he is now in huckfters handling for run-

ning away.

Lauci Huswife, you hear how you and I am wrong'd,

and ifyou wilhedreffeityetyoumay

:

But if you fland on tearmes to follow him.

Never come near my fight, nor look on me.

Call me not Father, look not for a Groat,

For all the portion I will this day give

Unto thy fifter Francts,

Fran. How fay you to that, Tom } I (hall have a good

Befides I'le be a good Wife, and a good Wife (dcale,

Is a good thing 1 can tell.

Civ, Peace, franck, I would be forry to fee thy fifter

Caft away, as I am a Gentleman.

Lanct, What, are you yet tefoltcd .'

Luc, Yes, I am rcfolved.

Lane. Come then away, or now, or never come.

L»c. This way I turn, go you unto your feaft,

And I to weep, that am with grief oppief^.

Lane, For ever flie my fight : come. Gentlemen,

Let's in, rie help you to far better Wives then her.

Z)</;<«,upon my blcffingtalk not to her,

Bafe Baggag8,1n fuch hafte to beggery ?

Unc. Sheriffc, take your prifoner to your charge.

. F/#. Unckle, be-god you have us'd me very hardly

,

By my troth, upon my wedding Day.

Exeunt all : Jtung Flowerdale^ his Father^Uuckff,

Sherlffe, and Officers.

Luc. 0,M. Floverdale^ but hear me fpeak.

Stay but a little while, good M. SherifFe,

If not for him, for my fake pitty him :

Good fir, (^op not y ouv earcs at my complaint,

I

My voyce growes weak, for womens words are faint.
Flow. Look you, (he knecles to you,

Unc. Fair maid, for you, I love you with my heart
And grieve, fwect foul, thy fortune is fo bad,

'

That thou (hould'ft match with fuch a gracele(re Youth
Go to thy Father, think not upon him,

'

Whom Hell hath mavk'd to be the fonoffhame,
Luc. Impute his wildne(re, fir, unto his youth,

And think that now is the time he doth repent

:

Alafs, what good or gain can you receive,

To imprifon him that nothing hath to pay ?

And where nought is, the King doth lofe his due,
pitty him as God (hall pitty you.

Vnc. Lady, I know his humours all too well,

And nothing in the world can doe him good.
But mifcry it fclftochain him with.

Luc. Say that your debts were paid, then is he free f
Unc. I, Virgin, that being anfwered, I have done.

But to him that is all as impoffible.

As I to fcale the high Piramidies.

SherifFe, take your Prifoner, Maiden, fare thee wclJ.

Luc. O go not yet, good M. FUwerdale :

Take my word for the debt, my word, my bond.
Flow. I, by God,^»fi^/f,andmy bond too.

luc. Alafs, I nc're ought nothing but I paid it ;

And I can work, alafSjhe can doc nothing

:

1 have fome friends perhaps will pity mc,

His chiefcft friends doe fccK his mifery.

All that 1 can, or beg, get, or receive.

Shall be for you : O doe not turn away :

Me thinks within a face fo reverent.

So well experienced in this tottering world.

Should have fome feeling ofa maidens grief:

For my fake, his Fathers and your Brothers fake,

f, for your fouls fake that doth hope for joy,

Pitty my ftate, doe not two foules deftroy,

F'nc. Fair maid, (land up, not in regard of him,

But in pitty of thy hapleffechoyce,

I doe releafc him : M. SherifFe, I thank you

:

And Officers, there is for you to drink.

Here, maid, take this money, there is a hundred Angels ;

And for I will be fure he (hall not have it.

Here, Kefler, take it you, and ufe it fparingly,

But let not her have any want at all.

Dry your eyes. Niece, doe not too much lament

For him, whofe life hath been in riot fpent

;

If well he ufeth thee, he gets him friends,

(fill, a fhamefiJll end on him depends.

Exit Vneii.

Flow. A plague go with you for an old fornicator

:

Come,X'«V, the money, coine, honeft ^iV.

Fath. Nay by my faith, fir, you (hall pardon me.

Flov. And why,fir, pardon you ? give me the money,

You old Rafcall, or I (hall make you.

Z/«f.Pray hold your hands, give it him honeft friend.

Fath. If you be fo content, withall my heart.

Flott. Content, fir, 'sblood (he (hall be content

Whether (he will or no.A rattle-baby come to follow me ?

Go,get you gone to the greafie chufFe your Father,

Brino me your Dowry, or never look on me.

Fath. Sir, (he hath forfook her Father, and all her

friends for you.

Flow, Hang thee, her friends and Father altogether.

Fatb. Yet part with fomething to provide her lodging.

Flo. Yes, 1 mean to part with her and you, but if 1

part with one Angel, hang meat a pofte. Tie rather

throw
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throw chrm at a cafl at Dice, as 1 have done a thouland

of their ffHowes.

Path. Nay then I will be plain degenerate, boy,

Thouhadfla Fathei would have been afhamcd.

Flow. My Father wasan Affe, an old A(Te.

Faih. Thy Father? proud licentious villain:

What are you at your foyles ? I'le foyle with you.

Lhc. Good fir, forbear him.

F*th. Did not this whining woman hang on rae,

I'dc teach thee what it was to abufc thy Father

Go hang, beg, ftarve, Dice, Game, that when all is gone

Thou may 'fl after defpaire and hang thy fclf.

Luce. O doc not curfe him.

Fath. I doe not curfe him , and to pray for htm were

It grieves me that he beares his Fathers name. (vain,

FUw. Well, you old Rafcall, 1 fhall meet with you:

Siriah, get you gone, I will not ftrip the liTcry

Over your eares, becaufe you paid for it

:

But doe not ufe my name,firrah, doe you hear ? look you

life my name, you were bed. (doc no:

F^h. Pay me the twenty pound then that I lent you,

Or give mc fecurity when 1 may ha vc it.

Fl»w. Tie pay thee not a penny, and forfecurity, Tie

give thee none.

Minckins, look you doe not follow me,Iook you doe not

:

If you doe. Beggar, I fhall flit your nofe.

Lnct, Alafs, what fhall I doe f

FUw. Why turn whore, that's a good trade,

And fo perhaps I'le fee thee now and then.

Exit FUweriAle.

Luce. Alafs-the-day that ever I was born.

Fath. Sweet MiftreHe.doe not weep, I'lefticktoyou.

Lnce, Alafs, my friend, 1 know not what to doe,

My Father and my friends, they have defpifed mc

:

And 1 a wretched Maid,thuscaft away.

Knows neither where to go, nor what to fay.

Fath. It grieves me at the foul, to fee her teares

Thus ftain the crimfon Rofes of her cheeks

:

Lady, take comfort, doe not mourn in vain,

I have a little living in this Town,
The which I think comes to a hundred pound.

All that and more (hall b« at y ou difpofe ;

rie ftrait go help you to fomeftrange difguife,

And place you in a fervice in this Town :

Where you fhall know all, yet your fclf unknown :

Comegiieve no more, where no Iiclp can be had.

Weep not for him, that is more worfe then bad.

Luce. I thank you, fir.

Enter Sir Lancelot , M^fter H^eatheretck^anJ them.

I
Oli. Wcll,cha a bin zerved many a fluttifh rnck.

But fuch a lernpoopas thick ych wasne're a farved.

Lince. Son Civet ^ Daughter Francesy bear with me.
You fee how I am prefTcd down with inward grief.

About that lucklcflc Girl, your fifter Luce :

But 'tis fain out with me,aswiih many families belide,

They are mofi unhappy, chat are moft beloved.

Civ. Father, 'tis fo, 'tis even fain out fo.

But what remedy.? fet hand to your heart, and let it pafs

Here is your Daughter FrdnctstnA I, and we'll not fay,

We'll bring forth as witty Children, but as pretty

Children as ever fhe was : tho (he had the prick

And praife for a pretty wench : But, Father, done is

The moufe, you'll come >

Linee. I, fon Civet ^ V\t come.

Crt*. And you, Mafter Oliver f

Oli. I» for che a vext out this veaf?, chill fct if a giJi

Make a better veaft there.

Civ. And you, Sir Arthmr }

Ar. I, fir, although my heart be full,

lie be a partner at your wedding fcaft.

Civ. And welcome all indeed, and welcome, com^
Franckj, are you ready.'

Fr*n. Jemue how hafly thefc Husbands are, I pray,

Father, pray to God to blefTc me.

Ldnce. God blcfTe thee, and I doc : Cod make thee

Send you both joy, I wifh it with wet eyes. (''''f<>

FrMn. But, Father, (hall not my fidcr Delia go along

with us ?

She is excellent good at Cookery, and fuch things.

Lance. Yes marry (hall (he : Delia, make you ready.

Deli. 1 am ready, (ir, I will (irfl go to Greenwitch,

From thence to my Coufin Chefter^eld, and fo to L«n.

dttt.

Civ. It (hall fufHcP, good fifler Delia, it (hall fufJice,

But fail us not, good (irter, give order to Cooks , and o-

Forl would not have my fweet Frauck^ (tbers,

To foile her fingers,

Fran. No by my troth not I, a Gentlewoman, and a

married Gentlewoman too, to be companions to Cooks,

And Kitchin-boyes, not I, ifaith, I fcom that.

civ. Why, I doc not mean thou (hilt, fwect heart,

Thou feef^ I doe not go about it : well, faitwelltoo :

You, Gods pitty M.f^eafhercnk^ We (hall have yolH

company too >

fVea. Withall my hean, for I love good cheer.

Civ. Well, God be with you all, comCffrauckj
Fra.God be with you,Father,God be with you,rir Ar.

thttr y MaAer O/iwr, and Mafter IVeathereecli^Sifhr,

God be with you all : God be with you. Father, God be

with you every one.

H^ea. Why, how now, Sir Arthur ? all a mort, Ma-
fter Oliver, how now man ?

Cheerely, (ir Lancelot, and meriiy fay,

Who can hold that will away.

Lance. I, fhe is gone indeed, poor Girl, undtmc.

But when thefc be felf- willed, children muft (mart.

Ar. B'Jt, fir, that (he is wronged, you au the chiefcA

Therefore 'tis reafon you redrcfTe her wrong. (caufe,

ff^ea. Indeed you muft. Sir Lancelot, ycu mu(t.

Lance. MM f who can compell me, M. ffeatbrrctcl^J

I hope I nuy doe what I Wd.

fVea, I grant you may, you may do what you \\(k.

Oli. Nay,but and you be well evifen,it were not good,

By this vrampolneiTe, and vrowardnefTc, to caft away
As prety a dowlTabell, as am chould chance to fee

In a fummcrsday : chill tell you what chall doc.

Chill go fpy up and down the Town, and fee if I

Can hear any tale or tidings of her,

And take her away from thick a raelTell, vor cham

Afhured, heel but bring her to the fpoile,

And fo var you well, we (hall meet at your fon Clvtts,

Lance. 1 thank yoo, fir, I take it very kindly.

Arti, To (ind her out, I'le fpend my dcarcft blood.

£xit koth.

So well I loved her, to affc(fl her good.

Lance. O, Maf^er H^eathercockj, what hap had I, to

force my Daughter.

From Marter Oliver, and this good Knight ?

To one that hath no goodnefTc in his thought.

fyea. Ill luck, but what rerriedyf

Lamer. Yes, I have almoft devifed a remedy.

Young Flowerdate is (hure a prifoner.
*• a PTea.
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ft'ca. Shure, nothing more (hure.

L«nce. And yet perhaps his Unklchath released him.

WeA. It may be very like, no doubt he hath.

Latice. Well if he be in prifon , i'Je have warrants

To tachc my daughter till the law be tried

,

Fori will fhiie him upon cozenage.

IVra. Marry may you, and overthrow him too.

Lance. Nay that's not fo ; I may chance be (cofc.

And fentence part with him.

Wf<f. Believe me,fo he may, therefore take heed.

Laitct, Well howfoevcr, ycc I will have warrants,

In prifon, or at liberty, all's one

:

You will help toferve them, mafter fVeatherc9ck.f

Exiunt omnts

Efster Vhweri^le.

flow. A plague of the devil, the devil take the dice,

The dice, and the devil, and his damme go together

;

Of all my hundred golden angels,

I have not left me one denier

:

A pox of come a five, what fliall I doe?
I can borrow no more of my credit :

There's not any of my acquaintance, man, nor boy,

But I have borrowed more or leffe of:

1 would I knew where to take a good purfe

,

And go clear away, by this light Tic venture for it,

Cods lid my fifter Delia ,

rie rob her, by this hand.

Enter Delia and Artlchoake.

Delia. I prethce, f^rtlehoak/y goe not fo fad

,

The weather is hot, and I am fomething weary.

>^?t.Nay I warrant you,miftrefs Della,Vle not tire you

With leading, we'll go an extream moderate pace.

Flo». Stand, deliver your purfe.

yirr. O Lord, thieves, thieves.

Exit jirtlchoakj.

Eloto. Come, come, your purfe Lady, your purfe.

Delia. That voice I have heard often before this time>

What, brother Floveriale become a thicfe *

How. I, a plague ont, I thank your father

;

But fifter, come, your money, come

:

What the world muft find me, I am borne to UtCj

'Tis not a fin to fteal, when none will give.

Delia. O God, is all grace banifht from thy heart,

Think of the fliame thatdoth attend this faft.

Tlow. Shame me nofhames, come give me your purfe,

rie bind you, fifter, leaft I fare the worfe.

Delia. No, bind me not, hold, there is all 1 have,

And would that money would redeem thy fliame.

Snter Oliver^ Sir Arthuryatti Artlchoake.

aArtl. Thieves, thieves, thieves. (Delia,

Oil. Thieves, where man ? why how now,miftreffe

Ha you a liked to bin a robbed ?

Dell. No, mafter Oliver^ 'tis imRcvFlofverdale^ he

did but jcft with me.

Ollv. How, Tlojverdale, that fcoundrell ? firrah^ you

meten us well, vang the that.

Flotv. Well, fir. Tie not meddle with you , bccaufe I

have a charge.

I

Delia. Here, brother Flmerdale^ I'le lend you this

fame money.

Flow. 1 thank you, fifter.

Ollv. I wad you were yfplit> and you let the mezell

have a penny ;

But fince you cannot keep it , chil keep it my felf.

t/irt. 'Tis pity to relieve him in this fort

,

Who makes a triumphant life his day ly fport.

Delta. Brother, you fee how all men cenfure you,
Farewell, and I pray God amend your life.

O/iV.Come, chil bring you along, and you fafc enough
From twenty fuch fcoundrclls as thick an one is,

Farewell and be hanged, zyrrah, as I think fo thou
Wik be fliottly,come, Cit Arthur.

Exit all but Flowerdale.
Flow. A plague go with you for a karfic rafcall .•

This Devonfhlre man I think is made all of Pork

,

His hands made onely for to heave up packs

:

His heart as fat and big as his face

,

As differing far from all brave gallant minds
,

As I to fetve the Hoggs, and drink with Hindes,
As I am very near now : well what rcmedie

,

When money, means, and friends, do grow fo fmalt,
Then farewell life, and there's an end of all.

Exeunt emnes.
Enter Father, Luce tlkj a Dutch FroWy Clvety

and his wife mljlreffe Frances.
Civ. By my troth God a mercy for this, good Chrl.

I thank thee for my maid, I like her very well, (flopher
How doeft thou like her, trances ?

Fran. In good fadncfs, Tonty very well, excellent well,
She fpeaks fo prettily, I pray what's your name ?

Luce. My name, forfooth, be called Taalkln.
Tran. By my troth a fine name : O TanlktHy you are

excellent for drefling one bead a new faftiion.

Luce. Me fall doe every ting about da head.

Civ. What Countrcy woman is fhe, Kefler ?

Fath. A Dutch woman, fir.

Civ. Why then fhe is outlandifli, is flie not ?

Fath. I, Sir, flic is.

Fran, O then thou canft tell how to help me to cheeks

and ears ?

Luce. Yes, miftrcfle, very veil.

Fath, Cheeks and ears, why, miftrefle Francesy want
you checks and ears? me thinks you have very fair ones.

Fran, Thou art a fool indeed , Tonty thou knoweft

what I mean.

Civ, I, I, Keftery 'tis fuch as they wear a their heads,

I prechee, Klty have her in, and fliew her my houfc.

Fath, I will, fir, come Tanlkjn,

Fran. O Tonty you have not buffed me to day, Tom.

Clv. No Frances, we muft not kiffc afore folkes,

God fave my Tranck^y

Enter DelUy and Artlchoake.

Sec yonder, my fifter Delia is comc,welcome, good fifter.

Fran. Welcome
,
good fifter , how do you like the

tire of my head ?

Delta. Very well, fifter.

Clv. I am glad you're come, fifter 7}ellay to give or-

der for Supper, they will be here foon.

Artl. ]y but ifgood luck had not ferved, flie had

Not bin here now, filching Flowerdale had like

To pepper'd us, but for mafter Olivery we had bin robbed.

'Delia. Peace, firrah, no more.

Fath. Robbed 1 by whom ?

Artl. Marry by none but by Flowerdale y he is turned

thiefc.

(^Iv. By ray faith , but that is not well, but Cod be

For your efcape, will you drawnear, fifter ? (praifcd

Fath. Sirrah, come hither, would Florrterdaley he that

was my mafter, a robbed you, I prethee tell me true ?

Artl. Yes ifaich, even that Flowerdale, that was thy

matter.
, „ I

Fath. HoJdJ
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Path. Hold chec, there is a French Crown, and (peak

no more of this.

^rtl. Not I, not a word, now do I fmell knavery':

In every purfe Florverdate takes, he is halfc:

And gives me this to keep counfel, not a word I.

lath. Why God a mercy.

fran. Si(lcr,Iook here,l have a new Dutch maid,

And Oie fpeaks fo fine, it would do your heart good.

Civ. How doyoulikeher, fifter?

Del. I like your maid well.

Civ. Well, dear fifter, will you draw near, and give

dirc£>ior\s for fupper, gucfTe will be here prcfently.

Del. Yes, brother, lead the way, I'lc follow you.

Exit all but Deli4 Mui Lttce.

Hark you, Dutch Frow, a word.

Lttce. Vat is your villwic me ?

Del. Sifter Lttce., 'tis not your broken language,

Nor this fame habit, can difguife your face

From 1 that know you : pray tell me, what means this ?

Luce. Sifter, I fee you know me, yet be fecrct

:

This borrowed fhape that I have taneupon me.

Is but to keep my felf a fpace unknown,

Both from my father, and my ncareft friends:

Untill I fee how time will bring to pafTe,

The defperate courfc of Mafter Tlowerdale.

Del. O he is worfe then bad, I ptithee leave him,

And let not once thy heart to think on him.

Luce, Do not perfwade me once to fuch a thought.

Imagine yet, that he is worfe then nought:

Yet one lovers time may all that ill undo,

That all his former life did run into.

Thereforc,kind fifter, donotdifclofc my cftate.

If e're his heart doth turn, 'tis n'ere too late.

Del, Well, feeing no counfel can remove your mind,

rie not difclofe you, that art wilfull blind,

Lhc. Delia^l thank you,! now muft plcafe her eyes.

My fifter Frances., neitner fair nor wife. Sxennt.

Enter Flowerdalefoltu.

Tlow, On goes he that knows no end of Viis journey,

I have parted the very utmoft bounds of fhifting,

I have no courfe now but to hang my felf:

I have lived fincc yeftcrday two a clock, of a

Spice-cake I had at a burial : and for drink,

I got it at an Ale-houfc among Porters, fuch as

Will bear out a man, if behave no mony indeed.

I mean ou: of their companies, for they are men
Ofgood carriage. Who comes here .*

The two Cony-catchers, that won all my mony of me.

ric trie if they'll lend me any.

Enter Di'ct^a»d Rafe

What, M. Richard., how do you ?

How do'ft thou, Rafe ? By God, gentlemen, the world

Grows bare with me, will you do as much as lend

Me an Angel between you both, you know you

Won a hundred ofme the other day,

Raf. How,an Angel ? God damn us if we loft not every

Penny within an hour after thou wert gone.

Fh.\ prithee lend me fo much as will pay for my fupper,

rie pay you again, as I am a Gentleman,

Rafe. Ifaith, wc have not a farthing, not a mite

:

I wonder at it, M. Flawerdale^

You will fo carclcflcly undo your felf

:

Why you will lofe more money in an hour,

Then any honeft man fpends in a year
;

For fhame betake you to fomc honeft Trade,

And live not thus fo like a Vagabond. £x!t both.

Flew. A Vagabond indeed, more vilUins you :

They gave me counfel that fiift cozen'd me:
Thofc Devils firft brought mc to this I am.
And being thus, the firft that do mc wrong.

Well, yet I ha ve one friend left in ftore.

Not far from hence there dwells a Cokatrice ,

One that I fiift put in a Sattingown,

And not a tooth that dwells within her head,

But ftands me at the Icaft m twenty pound

:

Her will 1 vifit now my Coyn isgone.

And as I take it here dwells the Gentlewoman.

What ho, u Miftris /Iprlcock. within ?

Enter Ruffitt.

Ruf.Whit fawcie Rafcal isthat which knocks fo bold,

O, is it you, old fpend-thnft .' are you here .'

One that is turned Cozener about the town :

My Miftris faw you, .ind fends this word by me»

Either be packing quickly from the door.

Or you fhall have fuch a greeting fent you ftraight,

As you will little like on, you had beft be gone.

Flow. Why fo, this is as it ftiould be, being poor,

Thus art thou ferved by a vile painted whore.

Well, fince thy damned crew do fo abufe thee,

I'le try of honeft men, how they will ufe mc.

Enter an *ttc\tnt Cltit.en,

Sir, I befeech you to take compalfion of a man,

One whofe Fortunes have been better then at this in-

ftant they feem to be : but If I might crave of you fo

much little portion , as would bring me to my friends, I

fhould reft thankfull, untill I had requited fo great a cur.

tefie.

Citlz.. Fie, fie, young man, this courfc is very bad,

Too many fuch have we about this City;

Yet for I have not fecn you in this forr.

Nor noted you to be a common beggar.

Hold, there's an Angel to bear your charges,

Down, go to your friends, do not on this depend.

Such bad beginnings oft have worfcr ends. Exit ^n.
Flow. Worfcr ends : nay, if it fall out

No worfe then in old Angels I care not,

Nay,now I have had fuch a fortunate beginning,

I'le not let a fix-penny-purfc efcape me:

By the Maffc, here comes another.

Enter a Citiz.ens wife vith a torch before htr.

God blcflc you, fair Miftris.

Now would itpleafe you, Gentlewoman to look into the

wants of a poor Gentleman, a younger brother , I doubt

not but God will treble reftore it back again , one that

never before this time demanded penny, half-penny , nor

farthing.

Cit. wife. Stay yllexander, now by troth a very pro-

per man, and 'tis great pitty : hold, my fi I'end, there's all

the money 1 have about me,a couple of ftiillings, and God
bicfle thee.

FlovD. Now God thank you, fweet Lady : if you have

any friend , or Garden-houfc, where you may imploy a

poor Gentleman as your friend, I am yours to command
in all fecrct fervlce.

Citix,. W. I thank you
, good friend , 1 prithee let me

fee that again I gave thee , there is one of them a brafle

fhilling, give mc them, and here is half a crown in gold.

Ht g'tvet it her.

Now out upon thee, Rafcal, fccret fervice : what doeft

thou make of mc ? it were a good deed to have thee

whipt

:
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whipc : now I have my money again, Tie fee thee hanged

before I give thee a penny : fccret fetvice : on good Ale-

xa„deT. £xif both.

Flow. This is villainous luck, I perceive difhonefty

Will no: thrive : here comes more, God forgive me,

Sir Arthur^and M. Oliver, aforegod, I'le fpeak to them,

Godfave you, Sir jirthur • Cod lave you, U. Oliver.

0//.Bin you there,zirrha,come w\\ you y taken yourfeJf

To your tools, Coy Urcl ?

Flow. Nay, M. Oliver^ I'le not fight with you,

Alas, fir, you know it was not my doings,

It wa?oneIy a plot to get Sir L««f^/«/'i daughter -.

By Cod, I never mean: you harme.

0//.And whore isthe Gentlewoman thy wife, Meicl ?

Whore is fhe, Zirrha,ha ?

F/tfw. By my troth, M. Oliver^^KV^ very fick ;

And God is my Judge , I know no: what means to make

for her, good Gentlewoman.

0//.Te!l me tme, is flic fick ? tell me tnje itch vife thee.

Flow. Yes faith, tell you true : M.Oliver^ if you would

do me the fmalikindne(fe,butto lend me forty fliillings:

So Cod help me,I will pay you fo foon as my ability fliall

make me able, as I am a Gentleman.

0//.Well,thou-zaift thy wife is zick: hold, there's vor-

ty fhillingtjgived it tothy wife, look thou give it her, or

I (hall 20 veze thee, thou wert not zo vezed this ztven

year, look to it,

yirih. Ifaith,M. Oliver^ it is in vain

To give to him that never thinks of her.

Oil. Well, would che could y vind it.

Flaw. 1 tell you true , Sir >4r//»«r,as I am a gentleman.

Oli. Well, farewell zirrha: come. Sir t/frthnr.

Exit both.

Tltw, By the Lordjthis is excellent.

Five golden Angels compaft in an hour.

If this trade hold, I'lc never fcek a new.

Welcome fwee: gold , and beggery adieu.

Enter Uncle and Father.

Uric. See, Kefler^ if you can find the lioufc,

Tlow, Whofe here, my Uncle, and my man Kefler?

By the MafTc 'tis they.

Howdo you. Uncle, howdo'ft thou, Kejltrf

By my troth. Uncle, you mufl needs lend

Me fome money, the poor Gentlewoman

My wife, fo Cod help me, is very fick,

I was rob'd of the hundred Angels

You gave me, they are gone.

Ukc, I,tbey are gone indeed, come, Kefter^ 2\nz<j.

flow- Nay, Undf , do you here ? good Uncle.

Unc. Out Hypocrite, I will not hear thee fpeak.

Come leave him, Kefler.

Flow. Kffier, honeft Kejler.

Fath. Sir, 1 have nought to fay to you.

Open che door to my kin, thou had'fl beft

Lockt faft,for there's a falfe knave vithour.

Flow. You ai^e an old lying Rafcal,

So you are.

Exit both.

Enter Luce.

Luce. Vat is de matter. Vat be you, yonker ?

Flow. By this light a Dutch Frow , they fay they arc

Kind, by this light I'le try her. (cal'd

Luce. Vac be you, yonker, why do you notfpcak

?

Flow. By my troth , fwcct hear: , a poor Gentleman
that would defire of you, if it ftand with your liking, the

bounty of your purfe.

Enter Fathr.

Luce. O here Godf fo young an Arminc.

Flow. Armine,fwcet-heart, I know nor what you mean
by that, but I am almoft a beggar.

Lfice. Are you not a married man,vere bin your vife ?

Here is all 1 have, take dis.

Flow What gold, young Frow ? this is brave.

Fath. If he have any grace, he'll now repent.

Lhce. Why fpeak you not, were be your vife ?

Flow. Dead,dead, Hie's dead,'cis /he hath undone me?
Spent me all 1 had, and kept Rafcalj Under my nofe to

brave me.

Luce. Did you ufe her veil ?

Flow. Ufe her, there's never a Gentlewoman in En-
gland could be better ufed then I did her, I could but

Coach her , her Diet ftood me in forty pound a month>

but flie is dead and io hergrave, my cares arc buried.

Luce. Indeed dat vas not fcone.

Fath. He is turned more dcvil then he was before.

Flow. Thou do'ft belong to Maftcr Civet here , do'ft

thou not ?

Luce. Yes, me io.

Flow. Why there sit, there's nota handfull of plate

But belongs to me, God's my Judge

:

If I had fuch a wench as thou art.

There's never a man in England would make more

Of her, then I would do, fo fhe had any ftock.

They call mthiit.

O why Tanlkjn,

Luce. Stay , one doth call, I (halt come by and by a.

gain.

Flow. By this hand, this Dutch wench is in love with

Were it not admirall to make her fteal (me,

All civet's Plate, and run away.

Fath. 'Twere beaftly. OM. Flowerdale^

Have you no fear of God, norconfcience

:

What do you mcan> by this vild coutfc you take ?

Flew. What do I mean f why,to live, that I mean*

Fath. To live in this forr, fie upon the courfc.

Your life doth fhow, you are a very coward.

Flow. A coward, 1 pray in what ?

Fath. Why you will borrow fix-pence of a boy.

Flow. 'SnailSjis there fuch a cowardife in that } I dare

Borrow it of a man, I, and of the talleft man
In England^ if he will lend it me :

Let me borrow it how I can , and let them come by it

how they dare.

And it is well known,! might a rid out a hundred times

If I would , fo I might,

Fath. It was not want of will, but cowardife,

There is none that lends to you, but know they gain

:

And what is that but onely ftealth in you ?

Delia might hang you now, did not her heart

Take pitty of you for her fifters fake.

Go get you hence, Icafl lingering here you ftay,

You fall into their hands you look not for.

Flt9. Vie tarry here, till the Dutch Frow

Comes, if all the devils in hell vwerc here.

Exit Father,

Enter Sir Lancelot, M. Weathercock.^,

and Artichoak^.

Li(0.Where is the door ? arc we not paft it Articbtal^r

Arti\
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jlrti. By th'Mafle here's one, Tie ask him , do you

hear, fir ?

What, are you fo proud'? do you hear, which is the way

To M. Civet's houfc ? whac, will you not fpcak ?

O me, this is fikhing Flowerdale.

Lance. O wonderful, is this lewde villain here ?

Oyoii cheating Rogue, you Cur-purfe, Cony-catcher,

What ditch, you villain, is my Daughters grave?

A cozening rafcal, that muftmake a will,

Takeonhimthatflrift habit, very that :

When he fhould turn to angel, a dying grace,

rie Father-in-Law you, fir, Tie make a will

:

Speak villain, where's my Daughter .'

Poyfoned, I warrant you, or knocked a the head :

And to abufe good Mafter tyeathercock^ with bis forged

will,

And Mafter H'eat hereockj to make my grounded refolu-

Then to abufe the 7)ev9nfhlre Gentlemen : (tion

>

Go, away with him to prifon.

Flow. Wherefore to prifon ? fir, I will not go.

Enter M'fier Civety his fvlfe, OUvtr, Sir Arthur,

Father,f^»ckjf, end Della.

LMce. O here's his Unckle, welcome, Gentlemen,

welcome all :

Such a cozener. Gentlemen, a murderer too

For any thing I know, my Daughter is milting.

Hath been looked for, cannot be found, a vild upon thee.

l^nc. He is my kin(man, although his life be vild.

Therefore, in Gods name, doc with him what you will.

L«/»«. Marry to prifon.

f/sw. Wherefore to prifon , fnick-up ? I owe you

nothing

Lan. Bring forth my daughter then , away with him.

Jim. Go feck your daughter, what do you lay to my
charge .'

Lance. Sutpition of murder, go , away with him.

Fiorv. Murder your dogs, I murder your daughter ?

Come, Uncle, I know you'll bail me.

tine. Not I, were there no more,

Then I the Jaylor, thou the prifoner.

Lance. Go, away with him.

Enter Luce like a Frew.

Luce. O my life, where will you ha de man ?

Vat ha de yonker done ?

fVea. Woman, he hath kill'd his wife.

Luce. His wife, dat is not good, dat is not feen.

Lance. Hang not upon him,hufwife, if you do I'le lay

you by him.

Luce. Have me no,and or way do you have him.

He tell me dat he love me heartily.

Fran. Lead away my maid to prifon, why, Ttf/w, will

you fuffcrthat ?

Civ. No, by your leave. Father, fhe is no vagrant :

She is my Wives Chamber-maid, and as true as the skin

between any m.ans browcs here.

Lance. Go to, you're both foolcs : Son Civet,,

Of my life this is a plot,

Some ftragling counterfeit profer'd to you !

No doubt to rob you of your Plate and Jewels

:

I'Je have you led away to prifon, Trull.

Luce. I am no Trull, neither outlandifli prow.

Nor he, nor I (hall to the prifon go

:

Know you me now ? nay never ftand amazed.
Father, I know I have offended you.

And though that duty wills me bend my knecJ

To you in duty and obedience
;

Yet this wayesdol turn, and to him yield

My love, my duty , and my humblenefTe.

Lance. Baftard in nature, kneel to fuch a natc ?
Luce. O M. Flowerialty if too much grief

Have not ftopt up the organs of your voice,

Then fpeak to her that isihy faithfullwife,

Or doth contempt of me thus tie thy tongue

:

Turn not away, I am no.£ihiope,

No wanton Crejfed., nor a changing Helleu :

But rather one made wretched by thy lofj.

What turn'ft thou ftill from me? Othcn
I guefs thee wofull'ft among hapleffe men.
Fhw. 1 am indeed, wife, wonder among wives 1

Thy chaftity and vcrtuehath infufed

Another foul in me, red with defame,

For in my blufhing cheeks is feen my (liamc.

Lance. Out Hypocrite, I charge thee truft him not.
Luce. Not tmft him, by the hopes after blifs,

I know no forrow can be compar'd to his.

Lan. Well, fince thou wert ordain'd to beggery.
Follow thy fortune, I defie thee.

Oil. Ywood chc werefo well ydoufTcd as was ever v»hite

cbth in rocking mill, an che ha not made me weep.
Faih. If he hath any grace he'll now repent.

.^rth. It moves my heart.

ffea. By my troth I muft weep, I cannot choofc.
Unc. None but a beaft would fuch a maid mifufe.
flow. Content thy Celf^ I hope to win his favour.

And to redeem my reputation loft :

And,Gcntlemen,belicvc me, I befecch you,
I hope your eyes fhall behold fuch change,
As fhall deceive your cxpe(Sbtion.

Oil. I would chc v»crc fpJit now, but chc beJievc him.
Lance. How, believe him.
f*^ea By the Maikins, I do.

Laa What do you think that e're he will have grace .'

w e«. By my faith it will go hard.

Oil. Well, che voryc he is changed : and, M. f/*»rr-
dale

, in hope you been fo, hold there's vorty pound co-
ward your zctting up : what be not afliamed, vang it

man, vang it, be a good husband , bvcn to your wife

:

and you fhall not want for vorty more, I che vor thee.

ylrth. My means are little, but if you'll follow mc,
I will infttufl youin my ableft power:
But to your wife I give this Diamond,
And prove true Diamond fair in all your life.

F/»H». Thanks, good S\t jlrthur-.M.. Oliver^
You being my enemy, and grown fo kind.

Binds me in all endeavour to reftore.

Oil. What, reftore me no reftorings, man,
I have vorty pound more here,vang it

:

Zouth chill dcvie London elfe : what,do not think mc
A Mezel or a Scoundrel, to throw awiy my money f che
have an hundred pound more to pace ofany good fpota-

tion : I hope your under and your Uncle will follow my
zamples.

Unc. You have gucft right of me , if he leaye ofF this

courfe of life, he fhall be mine Heir.

Lan. But he fhall never get a groat of me ;

A Cozener, a Deceiver, one that kill'd his painful!

Father, honeft GentlenMn,tha: paffed the fearfull

Danger ofthe fca,to get him living & mainu in him brave.

fVta.
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Wea. Whac hath he kill'd his father ?

Lance, J, fir, with conceit of his wildcouffes,

Tath. Sir, you are mifinfoi-med.

Lav. Why, thou old knave,thou totd''ft me fo thy felf.

V^th. I wrong'd him then : and toward my Maftcr's

There's twenty Nobles for to make amends. (Stock,

Flo-i*. No Ke^cr , I have croublcd thee, and wiong'd

thee more,

Whac thou in love gives, I in love reftorc.

Tran. Ha, ha, fifter, there you plaid bo-peep vjich

7'ow, what fliall f give her toward hoiifliold ?

Sifter Delta, fhall I give her my Fan ?

Del. You were beft ask your husband.

¥ran. Shall T, Tew i>

C/V. I do Franl^y Tie buy thee a new one,with a longer

Fr^H. A ruffcc one, Tern. (handle.

civ. 1 with ruffec feathers.

Fran, Here, fifter, there's my Fan toward houfhold,

to keep you warme.

Luce, I thank you,fifi:er,

AfVrf. Why this is well, and toward fair Luces Stock,

here's forty fhillings : and forty good fhillings more, ]'Je

give her marry. Come Sir Lancelot , 1 muft haVe you

friends.

Lance. Not I, ail this is counterfeit,

He will confume it, were it a Million.

Fath. Sir, what is your daughters dower worth ?

Lance. Had fhe been married to an honcR man.

It had been better then a thoufand pound.

Fat/;. Pay it him, and I'le give you my bond,

To make her joynter better worth then three.

Lance. Your bond, fir, why v?hat are you ?

Path. One whofe word in London chough I fay it,

Will parte there for as much as yours.

I-^rw.Wertnot thou late that unthrifts ferving-man ?

Fath. Look on me better, now my fear is off.

Nere miifc man at this metamorphofie.

Lance. M3(ier Floiverdale.

f/arv. My father, O I fhame to look on him.

Pardon, dear father, the follies chat are paft.

Fath. Son, fon, I do, and joy at this chy change.

And applaud thy fortune in this vertuous maid,

Whom heaven hath fent to thee to fave thy foul.

Luce. Thisaddeth joy to joy , high heaven be prais'd

h^ea. M. Floxverdale, welcome from death
,
good Mr

Floyverdale,

'Twas fed fo here, 'twas fed fo here good faich.

Fath. I caus'd chat rumour to be fpread my fdf,

Becaufe I'd fee the humours of my fon.

Which to relate the circumflancc u ncedleffe

:

And firrha, fee you run no more into that famedrfeafe,-

For he that's once cured of that maladie.

Of Riot, Sweating, Drunkennefs, and Pride,

And falls again into the like diftreffe.

That fever is deadly, doth nil death mdure

:

Such men dtemadasof a calenture.

Flow. Heaven helping me, I'le hate the courfcas hell.

Unc. Say it,and do it Coufin, all is well.

Lan. Well, being in hope you'll prove an honeftraai\,

1 take you to my favour. Brother Florvtrd^le^

Welcome with all my heart : I fee your care

Hath brought thefc acfts to this conclufion,

And lam glad of it, come let's in and fcaft.

Oil.Nay zoft you a while, you promifcd to make
Sir y^rthunnd me amends, here is your wifeft

Daughter, fee which an's fhe'Uhave.

Lan. A Gods name, you have my good will, get hers.

Oli. How fay you then Damfel, tyters hate .>

Delia. I fir, am yours.

Oli. Why, then fend for a Vicar, and chill have it

Difpatched in a trice, fo chil!.

Del. Pardon me, fir, I mean I am yours,

In love, in duty : and afPeflion.

But not to love as wife, fhall nere be faid,

Dtlia was buried, married, but a maid.

yirtf,. Do not condemnc your felf for ever

Vertuous fair, you were born to love.

0//.Why you fay truc,Sir j^rthur, (he was ybore to it,

So well as her mother : but I pray you fhew us

Some zamples or reafons why you will not marry >

Del Not that I do condemne a married life,

For 'tis no doubt a fandtimonious thing :

But for the care and crolTes of a wife,

The trouble in this world that children bring.

My vow is in heaven in earth to live alone,

Husbands howfoevcr good, I will have none.

Oli. Why then, chill live a Bacchelor too,

Chezetnot a vigby a wife, if a wife zee not a vig

By me : Come, rhall's go to dinner ?

Fath.To morrow I crave your companies in Mark^lAtit:

Tonight we'll frolickin M. Civet's houfc,

And to each health drink down a full Caroufcj

FINIS.
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The Hiftory ofthe Life andDeath ofThoma s

Lord Cromwell.

Enter three Smiths^ Hodggy and tvat tther^ old ^rent-

welis men.

Hodge.

Ome, Maflers j I think it be paft five a clock,

Is it not time we were at work ?

My old Matter he'll be ftirring anon.

I . I annoi tell whether my old Matter will

be ftirring or no: but I am fare I can hardly take my
afternoon's nap, for my young Matter Thomat^
He keeps fuch aquilc in hisftudie.

With the Sun, and the Moon, and the feven Starres,

That I do verily think he'll read out his wits.

Hodge. He skill ofihc ftarres? there's good-man C4r
of Fttlhamy

He that carried us to the ftrong Ale,where goody Trundel

Had her maid got wich child : O , he knows the Starres,

He'll tickle you Charles fVain in nine degrees ;

That fame man will tell goody Trundel

When here Ale ftiall mifcarry, only by the ttarres.

2. (, that's a great virtue mdeed, I think ThomM
Bene body in comparifon to him.

I . Well, Matters, come, ttiall wc to our Hammers

?

Hod. T, concent ; ftrtt let's take our mornings draught,

And then to work roundly.

I. I, agreed, go in Hodge. Exeunt omaeii

Enter yoHtig Cromwell.

Crom. Good morrow, mom, I do falutc thy brightnefs,

The night fcems tedious to my troubled foul

:

Whofe black obrcuritic binds in my mind

A thoufand fundry cogitations:

And now Aurora with a lively dye.

Adds comfort to my fpirii that mounts on high.

Too high indeed, my ftate being fo mean

:

My ttudic like a mineral ofGold,

Makes my heart proud , wherein my hope's inroll'd

;

My Books is alt the wealth I do poflefs , Here withlu

And unto them 1 have ingag'd my heart ; thtymujl beat

O, Learning, how divine thou feems to me 1 -with thetr

Within whofe armcs is all felicity. Hammers.

Peace with your hammers, leave your knocking there.

You dodifturbmy ftudy and my reft ;

Leave off, I fay >
you mad me with the noifc.

Enter Uodgey and the two A/en.

I Hod. Why , how now , Matter Thomas^ how now j

Will you not let us work for you ?

Crom. You fret my heart, with making of this noife.
Hod. How, fret your heart? I but Tioiw^r, you'Ji

Fret your father's purfeif you let us from workin".

2. I, this 'tis for him to make him a Gentleman

:

Shall we leave work for your mufing ? that's well ifaith

;

But here comes my old Matter now.

Enter oldCromweU,

Old Crom,Yo\i idle knavei,what arc you loytring now?
No Hammers walking, and my work to doe ?

What, not a heat among your work to day f (at all.

//<;</,Marry, (ir, yoUr fon Thomas will not let us work
OldCrom.Why knaveIfay,haTel thus cark'd & cir'd

And all to keep thee like a Gentleman,
And doft thou let my fervants at their vvork ;

That fwcat for thee, knave? labour thus for thee?

Crem. Father, their Hammers do offend my Studie.

Old.Crom.Outoimy doors, knave,ifthou lik'ft it not:
I cry you mercy, arc your cares fo fine ?

I tell thee, knave , thefe get when I do flcep

;

I will not have my Anvil ftand for thee.

Crom. There's money, father, I will pay your men.
He throws Money among them.

Old Crom. Have I thus brought thee up unto my coft,

In hope that one day thou would'tt relieve my age.

And art thou now fo lavifti ofthy coin.

To fcattcr it among thcfe idle knaves ?

Crom. Father, be patient, and content your felf,

The time will come I Ihall hold gold as cratti

:

And here T fpcak with a prefaging foul.

To build a Paliace where now this Cottage ttands.

As fine as is King Henrit'i houfe at Sheen.

Old Crom. You build a hoUfe ? you ktuvc , you'll be a

Now afore God all is butcatt away ( beggar j

That is bcttowed upon this thnftlefsLad,

Well, had I bound him to fome honcft trade.

This had not been ; but it was his mochet's doing,

To fend him to the Univerfity :

How ? build a Houfe where now this Cotnge ttands

,

As fair as that at Sheet ? he fliall not hear me,

A good Boy Tern, I con thee thank T#w,

Well faid Tow, grammarcics Tow :

In to your work, knaves ; hence faucie Boy.

Exeunt aB kutyoung CromweS.

Cro. Why• •
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Cro. Why (hould my birth keep dovm my mounting

fpirit ?

Are not all creatures fubjeft unto time ?

To time, who doth abufe the world.

And /ills it full of hodge-podge baftardy

;

There's legions novs of beggars on the earth.

That their origmal did fpring from Kings

,

Anjlpiany Monarchs novw, whofe Fathers were

The riffe-raffe of their age ; for time and fortune

Weares out a noble train to beggery ;

And from the Dunghill minions doe advance

To ftate : and mark, in this admirmg VJorld

This is but courfe, which in the name of Fate

Is feen as often as it whirlcs about

:

The River Thawts that by our door doth paffc,

His firft beginning is but fmall and fhallow,

Yet keeping on hit courfe growes to a Sea.

And likewife Wolfey^ the wonder of our age.

His birth as mean as mine, a Butchers Son ;

Now who within this Land a greater man ?

Then, Cromwell, cheer thee up, and tell thy foul.

That thou may 'ft live to flouriHi and controulc.

Enter tld Cromxfell.

Old Crem. Tom Cromwell, what Tomliz'j.

Crom. Doe you call, fir ?

Old Crom. Here is Mafter Bowfer come to know if

you have difpach'd his petition for the Lords of the

Council, or no.

Crom. Father, I have, pleafe you to call him in.

Old €ref». That's wellfaid, T«w, a good Lad, Tom.

Enter Mafitr Barvfer.

Sow. Now, Mr. Cremwelly have you difpatch'd this

petition ?

Crom. I have, fir, here it is, pleafe you perufe it.

Bow. It fliall not need.wc'll read it as we go by water.

And, Mafter Cromwell, I have made a motion

May doe you good, and if you like of it.

Our Secretary at Jlntwerpe, fir, is dead,

And the Merchants there hath fent to me.

For to provide a man fie for the place -.

Mow I doe know none fitter than your felf.

Ifwith your liking it ftand, Mafter Cromwell.

Crom. With all my heart, fir, and I much am bound.

In love and duty for your kindneffc ftiown.

Old Crom. Body of me, Tom, make hafte, leaft fome

Gee between thee and home. Tow, (body

I thank you, good Mafter Bowfer^ I thank you for my
Boy,

I thank you alwayes, I thank you moft heartily, fir

;

Ho ,a Cup of Beet here for Mafter Bowfer.

Baw. Itftiall not need, fir : Mafter Cromv/tll, will you

Crom. I will attend you, fir. (go .'

Old Crom. Farewell,Tow, God bleffe thee, Tom,

G od fptcd thee, good Tom. Exeunt omnes.

Enter Bagot 4 Brokjr folus,

Ba£. 1 hope this day is fatal unto fome,

And by their lofTc muft Bagot feek to gain.

This is the Lodging of Mafter Frlskjball,

A liberall Merchant, and a Flore»tine,

To whom Banlfler owes a thoufand pound,

A Merchant-Banckrupt, whofe Father was my Mafter.

What dot I care for pity or regard,

He once was wealthy, but he now is fain,

And this morning have I got him arrefted

At the fuit of Mafter Fritkjl'allt

And by this meanes ftiall I be fureof Coyn,

For doing this fame good to him unknown :

And in good time, fee where the Merchant comes.

Enter FriikJMl.

Good morrow to kind Mafter Frlskjball.

¥rlf. Good morrow to your felf, good Mafter Bagoty

And whats the newes your arc fo early ftirring >

It is for gain, I make no doubt of that.

Sag. It is for the love, fir, that 1 bear to you.

When did you fee your debtor Bart'tHcr ?

Frif. I promife you, I have not feen the man
This two moneths day, his poverty is fach,

As I doe think he ftiames to fee his friends,

B¥ig. Why then afiure your felf to fee him ftraight,

For at your fuit I have arrefted him.

And here they will be with him prefently.

Frif. Arreft him at my fuit ? you were too blame,

I know the mans misfortunes to be fuch,

As he's not able for to pay the debt,

And were it known to fome, he were undone.

Bag. This is your pittifull heart to think it fo.

But you arc much deceiv'd in Bamfter :

Why, fuch as he will break for faftiion fake,

And unto thofe they owe a thoufand pound.

Pay fcarce a hundred : O, fir, beware of him.

The man is lewdly given, to Dice and Drabs,

Spends all he hath in Harlots companies,

It is no mercy for to pity him :

I fpeak the truth of him, for nothing elfe,

But for the kindneffc that Tbear to you.

Frif. If it be fo, he hath deceiv'd me much.

And to deale ftriftly with fuch a one as he.

Better fevere than too much lenity :

But here is Mafter Bamfter himfelf.

And with him, as I take'c, the Ofificcrs.

Enter Banifier, his ifife, an4 two Officers.

San. 0» Mafter Friskibally you have undone me :

My ftate was well nigh overthrown before,

Now altogether down-caft by your meanes.

MiJi.Ba. O, Mr.fn;4,/^<«//,pity my husband's cafe.

He is a man hath liv'd as well as any,

Till envious Fortune, and the ravenous Sea

Did robjdifrobe, and fpoil us of our own.

Frif. Miftrefle Banifler,\ envy not your husband.

Nor willingly would I have us'd him thus

:

But that I hear he is fo lewdly given,

Haunts wicked company, and hath enough

To pay his debts, yet will not be known thereof.

Ban. This is that damned Broker, that fame Bagot,

Whom I have often from my Trencher fed ;

Ingratcfull villain for to ufe me thus.

Bag. What I have faid to hjm is nought but truth.

Mi. Ba. What thou haft faid fprings from an en-
A Cannibal that doth cat men alive : (vious heart.

But here upon my knee believe mc, fir.

And what I fpeak, fo help me God, is true,

We fcrace have meat to feed our little Babes

:

Moft of our Plate is in that Broker's hand.

Which had we money to defray our debts,

O think, we would not bide that penury

:

Be mercifull,kind Mafter Friskjball,

My husband, children, and my felf will eat

But one mealc a day , the other will we keep and fell.

As
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lEri. Go to, I fee thou art an envious man:

Good Miftris lidHrfier, kneel not to me,

I pray rife up, you fhall have your defire,

Hoid officers ; be gone, there's for your pains,

You know you owe tome a thoufand pound,

Here take my hand, if t'rc God make you able ;

And place you in your former ftace again,

pay me : but if ftill your fortune frown,

Upon my faith Tie never ask you crown :

I never yet did wrong to men in thrall,

For Cod doth know what to my felf may fall.

Bait, This unfxpefled favour undcfcrvcd.

Doth make my heart bleed inwardly with joy :

Ncrc may ought profper with me is my own,
If I forget this kmdnefs you have fhown.

Mi. Ba. My children in their prayers both night and

For your good fortune and fuccef$ ihal! pray. (d'y>

Fri. I thank you both, 1 pray go dine with me.

Within thefe three dayes, if God give me leave,

I will to Florence to my native home,

B^£*tyho\d, there's a Portague to drink,

Although you ill deferved it by your merit

;

Give not fuch cruel fcope unio your heart

;

Be furc the ill you do will be requited :

Remember what I fay, Bugot, farewell.

Come, Mafter Baniltcr, you fhall with me.

My fare's but fimplc , but welcome heartily.

Exit Mil tnt BdgOT.

Bag. A plague go with you,would you had cat yourlaft,

Is this the thanks I have for all my pains ?

Confufion light upon you all for me :

Where he had wont to give a fcore of Crowns,

Doth he now foyft me with a Portague :

Well, I will be revenged upon this Bttrnfier.

ric to his Creditors, buy all the debts he owes,

As feeming that I do it for good will,

I am fure to have them at an eafic rate

;

And when 'tis done, in Chriftendome heftayesnot.

But ric make his heart t'akc with forrow.

And if that Banijltr become my debter,

By heaven and earth rie make his plague the greater.

Exit Bdgtt.

Enter ^hortu.

Chi>.Novi Gentlemen imagine,that young CromwtU is

In e/-f«rn'fr;),Ledger for the Englirti Merchants:

And BuHifiir to fhun this Bagots hate.

Hearing that he hath got fome of his debts.

Is fled to Atttrverp^ with his wife and children.

Which Bagot hearing is gone after them

:

And thither fends his oills of debt before,

To be revenged on wretched Bunijltr^

What doth fall out, with patience fit and fee,

A juft requital of falfc trechcrie. Exit.

Enter Cromwell »« hiaftuiy,w'tth hagi of mottej h'
fere him, («fti»g of account.

Crtm.lhusfzr my fcckoningdoth gortiaight fit even.

But, Cromvpt/l^ this fame plodding fus not thee ;

Thy mind is altogether fct on travel.

And not to live thus cloynercd, like a Nun ;

It is not thi? fame trafh, that I regard.

Experience IS the icwclofmy heart.

Enter a Tofl.

Pai?. I pray, fir, are you ready to difpatch me ?

Crt.Ycs, hcie's chofe fummes of money you muft carry

You go fo far as Fr/i»k,fort{, do you not ?

Poft. 1 do, fir.

Cram. Well, prithee make all the haft thoucan'ft.

For there be certain Englifli Gentlemen
Are bound for f^enice^znd may happily want,

And if that you fhould linger by the way :

But in hope that you will make good fpced.

There's two Angels to buy you fpurrs and wandt.

fofi. I thank you, fir, this will adde wings indeed,

Crom. Gold isof power to make an Eagles fpced,

Eitter MijirU Banifitr.

What Gentlewoman is this, tliat grieves fo much ?
It feems fhe doth addreflc her felf to me.

Ml. Bm. God favc you, fir,pray i$ your name Maflcr

Cromwell *

Crom. My name is Thomdt Cromwell, Gentlewoman.
Ml. Bah, Know you not one Bdgot, fir, that's come to

jlntwern }

Crom, No, truft me, I never faw the man.
But here arc bills of debc I have received

Againft one Bdnijleri Merchant fallen intodeay.
Mt. Bd. Into decay indeed, long of that wretch:

I am the wife to wofull Bditifter,

And by that bloudy villain am pur(u'd|

From LottdoHyhtrz to yifitwerf :

My husband he is in the Governors handt

,

And God of heaven knows how he'll deal with him,
Now, fir, your heart is framed of milder temper.

Be mercifuU to a diftrclTed foul.

And God no boubt will treble bJeflc your gain.

Crom. Good Miftris BaHi/hr, what I can, I will.

In any thing that lies within my power.

Mi.Ban. O fpeak to Bagot.,x.\\zx. fame wicked wretch,

An Angels voice may move a damned devil,

Crom. Why is he come to jintwerp, as you hear?

M*. Ban.l heard he landed fome two hours fince.

Crom. Well, Miftris Ban'ifier^ aflurc your felf,

ric fpeak to Bagot in your own behalf

,

And win him t'all the pitty that I can :

Mean time, to comfort you, in your diftrefle.

Receive thefc Angels to relieve your need,

And be affured, that what I can cfFecfl :

To do you good, no way I will ncglcA, (heart.

Hi. Ban. That migluy God that knows each monais

Keep you from trouble, forrow, grief and fmart.

Exit Mlflri* Banlfier,

Crom. Thanks, curteous woman,
For thy hearty prayer

:

It grieves my foul to fee her mifery.

But wc that live under the work of farr.

May hope the beft, yet knows not to what ftarc

Our ftarrs and dcftinies hath us affign'd.

Fickle is Fortune, and her face is blind,

Enter Bigotfolm.

Bag. So a!! goes well, it is as I would have it,

BoMtfiery he is with the Governor:

An^ fhortly fhall have gyves upon his hecb.

It glads my hcan to think upon the (lave ;

I hope to have his body rot in prifon,

And after herc,his wife to hang her felf.

And all his children die for want of food.

The Jewels I have brought to AHtwetp
• • a Arc

I
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Are reckon'd to be worth Hvc thoiifand pound,

Which fcarcely ftood mc in three hundreth pound;

E bought them at an cafie kind of rate,

1 care no: which way chcy came by them

Thai fold them me, it comes not near my heart

;

And lealt they (hould be ftoln , as furc they arc,

I thought it meet to fell them herein yifttwerpy

Andfo have left them in the Governour's hand,

Who offers me within two hundreth pound

Of all my price : but now no more of that,

I muft go fee and ifmy Bills be fafc,

The which 1 fent to Mafter Crtmrvell,

That if the wmd Ihould keep me on thefea.

He might arreft hifn here before I came :

And in good time, fee where he is : God fare you , fir.

Crom. And you, pray pardon me, I know you nor.

Btr^. It may be fo, fir, but my name is Ba^ot^

The man that fcnt to you the Bills ofdebt.

Crom. O, the man that purfues B/ttiiTtcr,

Here are the Bills of debt you fent to me :

As for the man, you know beft where he is

;

It IS reported y'ave a flintie heart

,

A mind that will not floop to any pictie ;

An eye that knows not how to fhed a tear,

A hand that's alwayes open for reward :

But,Mafter Ba^ot^ wonhJ you be ruled by mc,

You fhould turn all thefe to the contrary ;

Your heart fliould ftill have feeling of rcmorfc.

Your mind, according to your flatc , be liberal

To thofe that ftand in need, and in diftrefs ;

Your hand to help them that do (land in want.

Rather then with yourpoife to hold them down.

For every ill turn lliow your felf more kind.

Thus fhould I doe, pardon, I fpeak my mind.

Bag. I, fir, you fpeak to hear what I would fay.

But you muft live I know, as well as I

:

1 know this place to be Extortion,

And 'tis not for a roan to keep fafe here.

But he muft lye, cog, with his deareft friend ;

And as for pit:y,fcorn it, hate all confcience

:

But yet I do commend your wit in this.

To make a (how, ofwhat I hope you arc not.

But I commend you, and 'tis well done

;

This is the oncly way to bring your gain.

Crom. My gain f I had rather chain me to an Oare,

And like a flave there toil out all my life.

Before I'de live fo bafe a flave as thou.

1, like an Hypocrite, to make a fhow

Of fceming virtue, and a Devil within ?

No, Bagot^ if thy confcience were as clear.

Poor BamBer ne'rc had been troubled here.

Beg. Nay, good Mafter Cromwell,hc not angry, fir,

1 know full well that you are no fuch man,

But if your confcience were as white as Snow,

It will be thought that you are othcrwife.

Crom. Will it be thought I am otherwife?

Let them that think fo, know they are deceiv'd ;

Shall Cromwell live to have bis faith mifconfter'd ?

A/jtwerf, for all the wealth within thy Town,
I will not flay here full two houres longer

:

As good luck ferves, my accounts are all made even.

Therefore I'le ftraight unto the Treafurer

;

Bagot^ I know you'll to the Governour,
Commend me to him, fay I am bound to travel.

To fee the fruitfull parts oUtafy
;

And as you ever bore a Chtiftiaa mind.

Let Banifier fome favour of you find.

Bag. For your fake, fir, I'lc help him all I can,

To ftarve his heart out c'rc he gets a groat ;

So, Mafter Cromvclly do I take my leave.

For I muft ftraight unto the Governour.

Exit Bagot.

Crom. Farewell, fir ,
pray you remember what 1 faid :

No, CroTMwell, no, thy hean was nc're fo bafc.

To live by fal(liood,or by brokery
;

But 't falls out well, I little it repent.

Hereafter, time in travel fhall be fpcnt.

Enter ffodge^ his Father^ mAtt.

Hod. Your fon Thomat^ quoth you,! have been Th«-
"mH-; I had thought it had been no fuch matter to a

[one by water : for at ^Putney I'le go you to Pitrljh-

jarden for two pence , fit as ftill as may be, without

any wagging or joulting in myguttes, in a little Boat
too : here we were fcarce fome four mile in the great

green Water , but f thinking to go to my afternoons

unchines , as 'twas my manner at home , but I felt a kind
ofrifing in myguttes : atlaft one a the Sailers fpying of
me, be a good cheer fayes he , fct down thy viftuals, and
up with it , thou haft nothing but an Eele in thy belly :

Well ,to'twentI,tomy victuals went the Sailers, and
thinking me to be a man of better experience then any
in the (hippe , asked me what Wood the (hip was made
of : they all fwore I tould them as right as if I had been

acquainted with the Carpenter that made it ; at laft wc
grew near Land , and I grew villanous hungry , went to
my bagge , the Devil a bit there was, the Sailers had tick-

led me ; yet I cannot blame them , it was a part ofkind-
nefs, for I in kindnelTe told them what Wood the fliip

was made of, and they inkindnefseat up my victuals, as

indeed one good turn askcth another: well, would I,

could I, find my Mafter Thomas in this Dutch Town, he
might put fome Sfigllfh Beer into my belly. (com?:

Crtm.'VIh2:^Hodge,my father's manjby my hand wcl-
Howdoth my Father ? what's the newes at home ?

Hod. Mafter Thomat, 6 God , MzRerTfjomoi
, your

hand, glove and all, this is to give you tounderftanding
that your Father is in health , and A/ice Dorfning here

hath fent yo.u a Nutmeg , and Be(l Makervater a race of
Ginger, my fellow pyill and Tom hath between them fent

you a dozen of Points , and goodnian 7*o//, of the Goat,
a pair of Mittons, my Self came in perfon , and this is all

the newes.

Cro.Gramarcy,good Hedge^y. thou art welcome to me.
But in as ilia time thou comeftas may be ;

For I am travelling into Italy^

What fay'ft thou, Hodge., wilt thou bear me company ?

Hod. Will I bear thee company , Tern ? what tell'ft

me of Italy ? were it to the furtheft part of Flanders^ I

would go with thee , Tom ; I am thine in all weale and
woe , thy own to command ; what , Ttm , I have paffed

the rigorous waves of l^eftune's blafts , I tell you , Tho-
moi, I ha.\c been in danger of the Flouds , and when I

have feen Bortat begin to play the Ruffin with us , then
would I down a my knees, and call upon f^ulcaa.

Crom. And why upon him ?

Hod. Becaufc, as this fame izWovi Neptune is God of

the Seas,fo Vulcan is Lord over the Smiths, and there-

fore! being a Smith, thought his Godhead would have
fome care yet of me,

Crom. A good conceit: but tell me,haft thoii din'd yct>

HoJ^e\

II
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Hod. Thamasy to fpcak the truth, not a bit yet, I.

CrDiT}, Come, go with me, thou (halt have cheer good

And farewell Antweiy^ if I come no more. (ftorc :

Hod. I follow thee, fwect Tom , I follow thee.

Exeunt, /tmbo.

Enter the G»vern*nr of the Englifh Houfe, Bugot^

Baaijier, his l^ife, and nvo Officers.

Cover, Is CroTKfveii gone ibin ? fay you M.Bagot^

What diflike, I pray ? what was the caufe ?

Bag. To cell you true, a wildc brain of his own,

Such youth as they cannot fee wiicn they arc well.

He is all bent to travell, that's his reafon,

And doth not love to cat his bread a: home.

Gov. Well,good fortune with him,if thcman begone.

We hardly fhall find fuch a man as he ,

To fit our turns, his dealings wcrcfo honcft.

But now, f\ry for your Jewels that 1 have.

What doe you fay ? what, will you take my price ?

Bdig, 0,fir, you offer too much under foot.

Gov. 'Tisbut two hundred pound between us, man,

What's that in payment of five thoufand pound ?

Bag. Two hundred pound, birlady iir, 'tisgreatj

Before I got fo much it made we fwcac.

^ov. Well, Mafter Bitget, I'ic proffer you fairly,

You fee this Merchant, Maftcv Banifler,

Is going now to prifon at yourfute:

His fubftance ail is gone, what would you have ?

Yet in regard I knew the man of wealth,

Never diflioncft dealing, but fuch midiaps

Hath fain on him, may light on me or you :

There is two hundred pound between us,

We willdividcthe fame,rie give you one,

On that condition you will fet him free

:

His Rate is nothing, that you fee your fclf,

And where nought is the King mufl: lofe his right.

Bag. Sir, fir, you fpcak out of your love,

'Tis foolifh love, fir, furc to pitty him :

Therefore content your felf, this is my minde.

To doe him good I will not bait a penny.

Ban. This is my comfort, though thou do'ftno good,

A mighty ebbe follows a mighty flood.

Ml. Ba. O thou bafe wretch,whom we bavefoflcrcd,

Even as a Serpent for to poyfon us

,

If God did ever right a womans wrong.

To that fame God I bend and bow my heart,

To let his heavy wrath fall on thy head.

By whom my hopes and joyes arc butchered.

Bag. Alafsjfond woman, I prethee pray thy viotR,

The Fox fares better (tiU when he is curfl.

Enter (Majier Borvfer a Merchant.

Ctv. Mafter Borvfer ! your welcome, fir, from S»-

gland,

Wiiat'sthc beft: newes ? how doth all our friends ?

Borv. They arc ail well, and doe commend them to

you :

There's Letters from your Brother and your Son :

So fare you well, fir, I muft take my leave,

My haflc and bufmeffe doth require fo.

GuV. Before you dine, fir? what, go you out of town?

Borv. Ifaith unlcffc I hear fome newcs in town,

I muft away, there is no remedy.

Gov. Mafter Borvfer^ what is your bufinefTr, mayl
know it ?

Bow. You may, fir, and fo fhall all the City.

The King of late hath liad his treafury robb'd.

And ofthe choyfeft jewels that he had

:

The value of them was fcven thoufand pounds,

The fellow that did ftealc thefc jewels is hanged

,

And did confcfTe that for three hundred pound.

He fold them to one Baget dwelling in L»nd*n

:

Now Bagot's fled, and as we hear, to Aniwerpe^

And hither am I come to feek him out.

And they that firfl can tell mc ofbis ncwes.

Shall have a hundred pound for their reward.

Ban. How juft is God to right the innocent ?

Gov. MiiictBowfer^ you come in happy time.

Here is the villain Bagtt that you feek.

And all thofe jewels have I in my hands:

officers, look to him, hold him faft.

Bagot. The Devil ought mc a fharae, and now he hath

paid it.

Baw. 1$ this that Bagot f fcUowcs, bear him hence.

We will not now ftand for his reply ;

Lade him with Irons, we will have him trj'd

In England where his villanics arc known.

Bag. Mifchief, confufion, light upon yoitall,

O hang mc,diownmc, let me kill my felf.

Let go my armes, let rac run quick to hell.

Bom. Away,bear him away, ftop the flaTca mouth.

Theyct:rry him away.

(J\ii. Ba. Thy works arc infinite, great Goiof
heaven.

Gov. I hcaid this Baget was a wealthy fellow.

Bon'. He was indeed, for when his goods were fcizcd,

Of Jewels, Coyn, and Plate within his houfe,

Was found the value of five thoufand pound.

His furniture fully worth half fo much.

Which being all ftrain'd for the King,

He franckly gave it to the Antvterfe Merchants,

And they again, out of their bounteous mind.

Have to a brother of their Company,

A man decay'd by fortune of the Seas,

Given B>»^»f's wealth, to let him up again
,

And keep it for him, his name is Banl/ler.

Gov. Mafter B(»»'/(rr,with this happy newes,

You have revived two from the gates of death

,

This is that ^amjier^ and this his Wife.

Btf<r. Sir, I am glad my fortune is fo good

,

To bring fuch tidings as may comfort you.

Ban, You have given life unto a man deem'd dead,

For by thcfe newes my life is newly bred.

Mi. Ba. Thanks to my God, next to my Soveraign

King,

And laft to you that thefe good newcs doc bring.

Gov, The hundred pound I muf^ receive, as due

For finding Bagot, I freely give to you.

Bow. And, Mafter B4»/j?;r,iffoyouplcafc,

riebear you company, when you croffc the Seas.

Ban. If it pleafe you, fir, my company is but mean.

Stands with your liking, I'le wait on you.

Gov. I am glad that all things doc accord fo Well

:

Come, Mafter Bowfcr^ let us to dinner

:

AndiMiftrcfTe Baniftery be merry, woman,
Come, after forrow now let's cheer your fpirit.

Knaves have their due, and you but what you merit.

ExtMMt gmMS,

Snttr Crtmwell and Htdge in their Shinty a»i

withotu Hats,

Htdg. Call ye this feeing of fafliions.'

Marry
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Marry would I had flaidac Ppitnej ftill,

O, Mafler Thomas^ wc are fpoiled, we are gone.

CrotH. Contc^^: thee man, this is but fortune,

Hcd Fortune, a plague of this Fortune,! tmakcs me go

wet-diod , the rogues would not leave me a fhooe to my

feec ; for my Hofe , they fcorned them with their heels

;

but for my Doublet and Hat, 6 Lord ; they embraced me,

and unlaced me, and took away my doachcs, and fo dis-

graced me.

Crom, Well, Hoige, wh«t remedy ?

What fhift fhall wemak^nbw?
Hodg. Nay I knovtf not , for begging I am naught,

for ftealing worfe : by my troth I muft even fall to my

old trade, to the Hammer and the Horfc- heels again : but

now the worft is,I am not acquainted with the humour of

the Horfes in this country ; whether they are not coltidi,

gJTcn much to kicking, or no, for when I have one leg in

my hand , if l>e flioiild up and lay totbcr on my chops, I

were gone, there lay I, there lay H»dge.

Cyff*. Hoigi ,1 believe thou muft work for us both.

IJoi. O, MaflcrT^ow'*/, have not I told you of this?

have not I many a time and often, faid, Tom, or Mafter

ThorttdSy learn to make a Horfe-fliooe , it will be your

own another day: this was not regarded. Hark you,

Thomas, what do you call the fellows that rob'd us ?

Crom. TheBandettl.

Hod. The Bandettly do you call them, I know not

that they are called here, but I am fure we call them

plain Thieves in Englnad: 0,7«w, that wc were now

at Putftejy at the Ale there.

Crom. Content thee, man, here fet up thcfe two Billj,

And let us keep our (landing on the Bridge ;

The fartiion of this countrey is fuch.

If any ftranger be oppreffcd with want.

To write the manner of his mifery,

And fuch as are difpos'd to fuccour him,

Will do if» what, haft thou fet them up?

Hod. I they're up. Cod fend fomc to read them.

And not only to read them, but alfo to look on us

:

And not altogether look on us, Ontfiandsm one end,

But to rcl icvc us,O cold , cold , cold . and ont at tother.

Enter TrUkjhdll the Merchttnt^ and

reads the Blth.

Frif, What's here? two Engtifhmen rob'd by the

Baniettiy

One of them fccms to be a Gentleman ;

'Tis pitty that his fortune was fo hard,

To fall into the dcfperate hands of thieves,

ric queftionhim,of whatcftatc he is,

God fave you, fir, are you an Englifhman ?

Crom. I am, fir, a diftrcffcd Englifliman.

Frif. And what arc you, my friend.

Hod. Who Ijfir, by my troth I do not know my felf,

what I am now, but, fir, I was a Smith, fir , a poor Far-

rier of Putney, that's my Maftcr, fir, yonder, I was rob-

bed for his fake, fir.

Frif. I fee yoii have been met by the Bandett'i^

j
And therefore need not ask how you came thus:

But Friskji>all,vihy do'ft thouqueftion them
Of their eftate, and not relieve their need .?

Sir, the coyn 1 have about me is not much

:

There's fixteen Duckets for to cloath your felves,

[There's fixteen more to buy your diet with,
" nd there's fixteen to pay for your horfe-hire

:

'Tis all the wealth you fee, my purfc porfcffcs.

But if you pleafe for to enquire me out.

You fliall not want for ought that I can do,

My name isFriskjhall, a Florence Merchant:
A man that alwaycs loved your nation.

Crom. This uncxpeded favour at your hands.
Which God doth know, if ever I Oiall requite it,

NccefTity makes me to take your botinty.

And for your gold can yield you naught but thanks.
Your charity hath help'd me from defpair ;

Your name fhall ftill be in my hearty prayer.

Frif. It is not worth fuch thankt,come to my houfe,
Your want fhall better be reliev'd then thus.

Crom. I pray excufe me, this ftiall well fuffice,

To bear my charges to Bononla,

Whereas a noble Earl is much diftrefTcd

:

An Englifliman, Ruffel the Earl of Eedfari
Is by the French King fold unto his death.

It may fall out, that I may do him good :

To fave his life, lie hazard my heart bloudr
Therefore, kind fir, thanki for your liberal <»ift,

I muft be gone to aid him, there's no fhift.

Frif. Tie be no hinderer to fo good an ad.
Heaven profpcr you, in that you go about:

If Fortune bring yoir this way back again,

Pray jet me fee you : fo I take my leave.

All good a man can wifb, 1 do bequeath. Sxlt Fritkji.

Cro. All good that God doth fend, light on your head.
There's few fuch men within our Climate bred.

How fay you now. Hedge, is not this good fortune ?
Hod. How fay you, J'le teU you what, Mafter TbtmMty

I fall men be of this GentJemans mind.
Let's keep our ftandings upon this Bridge,

Wc ftiall get more here, with begging in one day.
Then I fliall with making Horfelhoocs in a whole year.

Crom. No, Hodge, v;c muft be gone unto BmoaU,
There to relieve the noble Earic oiBedford:
Where if I fail not in my policy,

I fliall deceive their fubtle treachery.

Hod. Nay, Tie follow you, God bleflc utfrom the

thieving Bandetti again. Exeunt.

Enter Bedford And hit Hoft.

Bed. Am I betraij, was Bedfordhom to die,

By fuch bafe fla yes, in fuch a place a a this ?

Have I efcap'd fo many times in FrMce^
So many Battels have I ovcr-paffed.

And made the French ftir, when they heard my name

;

And am I now betraid unto my death ?

Some of their hearts bloud, firft fliall pay for it.

HoJ}. They do deCire, my Lord, to fpcak with you.

Bed. The traitors do defire to have my bloud.

But by my Birth, my Honour, and my Name ;

By all my hopes, my Life fliall coft them dear.

Open the door, I'le venter out upon them,

And if I muft die, then Tie die with Honour.

HoJ}. Alas, my Lord, that is a defpcrate courfe.

They have begirt you, round about the houfe:

Their meaning is to take yon prifoner.

And fo to fend your body unto France.

Bed. Firft fliall the Ocean be as dry as fand.

Before alive they fend me unzo France :

I'le have my body firft bored like a Sivc,

And die as Hefior, 'gainft the Mermjdont,

E're France fliall boaft, Bedford's their prifoner,

Trechetous
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Treacherous fr4»«,that'gainft thelawof armcs:

Hath here bctraid thy enemy to death :

But be allured, my bloud (liall be revenged.

Upon the belt lives th.it remains tn France •

Stand back, or elfcthou run'ft upon thy death.

Efiter Servant.

Mef. Pardon ,my Lord, I come to tell your honour

That they have hired a NeaftHt»n^

Who by his Oratory, hath promifed them

Without the rtieddingofone drop of bloud.

Into their hands, fafe to deliver you.

And therefore craves, none but himfelf may enter,

And a poor fwam that attends on him. Exit fervant.

Bid. A ArM^»/;'M»?bid himcomeir.

Were he as cunning in his Eloquence,

As Cicero the famous man of Rontey

His words would be as chaffe againft the wind.

Sweet tongu'd UHlfei, that made yijax mad

,

Were he and hig tongue in this fpeakcr's head.

Alive he v»inncs me not ; then 'tis no conquefl.

Eftier Crtmvtell llkj * Ne/ipolltan, and Hadge with htm.

Crom. Sir, are you the Maftcr of the houfe '

Hofi. I am, fu.

Crom. By this fame token you mufl leave this place,

And leave none but the Earl and I together,

And this my Pefant here to tend on uf.
(
good.

Hofl. With all my heart > God grant you do feme

Exit Hofl. Cromwell (hutJ the door.

Belt. Now, fir, what's your will with me ?

Crom. Intends your Honour , not to yield your fcif ?

^f</.No good-man goofe,not while my fworddoth laft;

Is this your eloquence for to perfwade me .'

Crem. My Lord, my eloquence is for to fave you ;

I am not, as you judge, a Netpolitan^

But CromrveS yout fervant, and an EnglifhmaK.

Bed. How ? Crtrnvtelll not my Farrier's fon >

Crom. The fame , fir, and am come to faccour you.

//tf(^. Yes faith, fir, and am I ffodge^yout poor Smith ;

Many a time and oft have I fhooed your Dapper Gray.

Bed. And what avails it me, that thou art here ?

Cr*m. It may avail, if you'l! be rul'd by mc ;

My Lord, you know the men of Mawtuj^

And thcfe £»«»»/<?«/ arc at deadly ftrifc,

And they, my Lord, both love and honour you

;

Could you but get out of the MantuA port.

Then were you fafe, dcfpight of all their force.

Bed. Tut, man thou talk'ft of things impoffible ;

Do'ft thou not fee, that we are round befet,

How then is't poifible, we fhould efcape ?

Crom. By force wc cannot, but by policie :

Put on the .ipparcl here that Hodge doth wear,

And give him yours ; the States they knov» you nor,

For as I think, they never faw your face.

And at a watch-word muft I call them m.

And will dcfirc , that wc two fafe may pafs

To Atantua^ where I'lc fay my bufincfs lies ;

How doth your honour like of thisdcvicc ?

i?^f/.0,wondrous good: But wile thou venture, Hodge }

Hod. Will I ? O noble Lord, I do accord,in any thing

I can ;

And do agree, to fct thee free , do Fortune what fhe can.

Bed. Come then, let's change our apparel ftraight.

Crom. Go, Hodge,m2\ie harte, left they chance to call.

Hod. I warrant you I'le fit htm with a Sutc.

Exeunt Fori (jr H»dge,

Crom. Heavens grant this policic doth take fuccefi.

And that the Earl may fafcly fcapcaway.

And yet it grieves me for this fimple wretch.

For fear they ftiould offer him violence ;

But of two evils 'tis beft to fhun the grcatcft,
,

And better is it that he lire in thrall,
j

Then fuch a noble Earl as he fhould fall.

Their ftubbom hearts, it may be will relent

;

Since he is gone, to whom their hate is ben:.

My Lord, have you difpatchcd ?

Enter Bedf*rd tikj the Clowr. , and Hodge in hU
cloak^andhu hat

BedMowv doft thou like us , Qrommell, is it well >

Qtem. O, my good Lord, excellent : Hodge, hovw do "ft

feel thy felf f

Hod. How do I feel my felf > why, as a Noble man
fhould do.

O how I feel Honour come creeping on,
My Nobility is wonderfull melancholy :

Is it not moft Gentleman-Iikc to be melancholy }

Crom. Yes, Hodge ; now go fit down in the ftudy.

And take ftate upon thee.

Hod. 1 warrant you, my Lord, let me alone to take

ftate upon me : but hark , my Lord , do you feel nothing
bite about you ?

Bed. No, truft me, Hodge.

f^od. I, they know they want their oldpaHuref 'tis a

ftrange thing of this vermin , they dare not meddle with

Nobility.

Crom. Go take thy place i Hodge, I will al! them in.

Hodgefits in the fludr,&CromweU calls i» the States.

All is done, enter and if you picafc.

Enter the States , and Officers with HAlberts.

Gov. What, have you won him > will he yield himfelf ?

Crom. 1 have, an 't pleafc you, and the quiet Earl

Doth yield himfelf to be difpofed by you.

Gov. Give him the money that wc promis'd him :

So let him go, whither he pleafc himfelf.

Crom, My bufinefs, fir , lies unto MantuA
;

Plcafe you to give me fafe condufl thither.

Gov. Go, and conduft him to the AfantHA Port,

And fee him fafe delivered prefently. Exit Cromwtll.^

Go draw the curtains, let us fee the Earl : and Bedford.

O, he is writing, ftand apart a while.

Hod. Fellow kVilli^m , I am not as I have been ; I

went from you a Smith , 1 write to you as a Lord : I am
at this prelent writing, among ihc PoloniAn Cafges. 1 do
commend my Lordfhip to 'Rjphe and to Roger , to Brid-

get and to 2)#rjV^,and To to all the youth of Putney.

Gov. Sure thcfe are the names of Engtilh Noblemen,
Some of his fpecial friends, to whom he writes :

But ftay, he doth addrefs himfelf to fing.

Here hejings a Sorg

My Lord, I amgladyou ate (ofioJick and fo blithe ;

Believe me. Noble Lord, if you knew all.

You'd change your merry vein to ludden forrow.

Hod. I change my merry vein ? no,thou BenoniAA,no
;

I am a Lord, and therefore ler me go ;

And do dcfie thee and thy Ca':ges:

Therefore ftand off , and come not near my Honour.

Gov. My
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Gov. My Lovd, this jefting canno: fervc your turn,

Had. Do 'ft think, ihou black Bontnian beaft,

That I do flout, do gibe, or jeft ;

No, no, thou Bear-pot, know thac I,

A Noble Earl, a Lordpar-dy.

Gov. What means this Trumpet's found ?

wi Trnrnfet ftitnds. Enter a Meffenger.

C»V. One come from the States o(Mantua.

Gov. What, would you with us, Ipeaki thou man of

Mef. Menof5fl«flw<«,thismymcflagcis, (ila/ana}

To let you know the Noble Earlc of 5*<//«r</

Is fafe within the Town o£ Mantua ,

And wills you fend the pefant that you have,.

Who hath deceived your expeAation ;

Or clfethe States of Mantua have vowed^

They will recall the truce that they have made.

And not a man fhall ftirre from forth your Tovra,

That (bin return unlcffe you fend him back.

^ov. O this misfortune, how it mads my heart ?

The Neepolitau hath beguiled us all

:

Hence with this fool, what (hall we doc with him

,

The Earl being gone ? a plague upon it all.

Hod. No rieaffure you,I am no^arl, but a Stnith,fir,

One Hodfe^ a Smith at Putnejf^ fir :

One that hath gulled you, that hath bored you, fir.

Gov. Away with him,takc hence the fool you came for.

Hod. I, fir, and Tie leave the greater fool with you.

LMef. Farewell, Bonomans, ComCjfriend, along with

me.

Hod. My friend, afore, my Lordfliip will follow thee.

Exit.

^0v. Well, Mantua^ fince by thee theEarl is loft,

Within few daycs I hope to fee thee croft. Ex, em.

Enter Chorut.

Cho. Thus far you fee how Cremrveirs fortune p^fled.

The Earle of Bedford being fafe in Mantua^
Defires Cromwell's company into Franety

To make requitall for his courtcfie :

But Cromwell doth deny the Earl his fuit

,

And tells him that thofe parts he meant to fee,

He had not yet fct footing on the Land,

And fo directly takes his way to Sfaln :

The Earl to Fr4w^y and fo they both doc part.

Now let your thoughts as fwift as is the wind,

Skip fome few yeares, that Cromrve/l (pent in travclf.

And now imagme him to be in England^

Servant unto the Maftcr of the RoUes :

Where in (hort time he there began to flourifti,

An hour (hall ftiow you what few yeares did cherifli.

Exit.

The Mufck^ fttyet-, they f>rtng »ut the h*ntjHet. Enter

Sir Chrlfiofber Hales^ Crom»ell, «nd two Servants

Hales. Come, firs, be carefull of your Matters credit

;

And as our bounty now exceeds the figure

Ofcommon entertainment, fo doe you
With looks as free as is your Mafters foule.

Give formal welcome to the thronged tables

,

That ftiall receive the Cardinals followers.

And the attendants of the great Lord Chancellor.
But all my care, Crommll^ depends on thee

:

Thou art a man differing from vulgar form.

And by how much thy fpirii is ranckt 'hove thefe.

In rules of Art, by fo much it ftiines brighter by traycU,

Whofcobfervance pleads his merit.

' Jn « moft learned, yet unaiFctSling fpirit.

Good Cromwell, caft an eye offair regard
'Bout all my houfe, and what this ruder flefh.

Through ignorance, or wine, doe reifcrcate,

Salve thou with courtefie : if welcome want.
Full bowles, and ample banquets will fecm fanc.

Crom. Sir, whatloever lies in me,
Aflure you 1 will (hew my utmoft duty. Exit Crom.

Hales. About it then, the Lords will ftraight be here :

Cremwelly thou haft thofe parts would rather futc

The fcrvice of the ftate then of my houfc:
I look upon thee with a loving eye.

That one day will prefer thy dcftiny.

Enter Me^enger.

Meff. Sir, the Lords be at hand.
Hales. They are welcome, bid Crawwr// ftraight at-

tend us.

And look you all things be in perfedl rcadineffe.

The Muftck, flayes. Enter Cardinal tVolfej^ Sir
Thomas Moore and Gardiner.

H^ol. O, Sir Chrlfiopher, you are too liberall : what, a
banquet too?

Hal. My Lords, if words could (how the ample wel-
come.

That my free heart affords you, I could then become a
But I now muft deale like a feaft Pelltltlan (prater :

With your Lord/hips, deferre your welcome till the ban-
That it may then falve our dcfe6t of fare : (quet end.
Yet welcome now, and all that tend on you.

fVol. Thanks to the kind Matter of the Rolles.

Come and fit down, fit down. Sir Thomas Metre :

Tis ftrange, how that we and the SpMlttri differ.

Their dinner is cur banquet, after dinner.

And they are men of aftive difpofition

:

This leather, that by their fparing meat.

Their bodies are more fitter for the Warres

:

And if that famine chance to pinch their mawe^
Being us'd to fatt,it breeds lefle pain.

Hal.FiM me fome Wine: I'lcanfwer Cardinal fVolftj ;

My Lord, we Englijh.mtn are of more freer foules,

Then hunger-ftarv'd,and ill-compl:xion'd 'SpanfArds;
They that are rich in Spaln^ fpare belly food.

To deck their backs with an ItaUato hood.
And Silks of Civil : and the pooreft Snake

,

That feeds on Lcmmons, Pilchers, and ne're heated

His pallet with fweet flefti, will bear a cafe.

More fat and gallant then his ftarved face.

Pride, the Inquifition, and this bclly-evil,

Are in my judgement Spalns three 'headed Devi}.

Mo. Indeed it is a plague unto their Nation,
Who ftagger after in blind imitation.

HaI. My Lords, with welcome, I prcfcnt your Lord-
ftiips a folemn health.

Mo, I love health well, but when as healths doe bring
Pain to the head, and bodies furfetting ;

Then ceafe I healths : nay fpill not, friend.

For though the drops be fmall.

Yet have they force, to forcemen to the v»all.

Wo/. Sir Chriftopher, is that your man ? (£**'fiy
Hal. And like y our Grace,he is a Scholar, and a Lin

One that hath travelled many parts of Chriftcndome,

my Lord.

fFol. My friend, come nearer, have you beca a travel-

ler?

Crom



/ of the Lord Cromrt>e!L 2$

Cmm. My Lord, I have added to my knowledge the

Low Countreys,

France^ Spaiiiy Germany, and Italy :

And though fitiali gain of profit I did fine}.

Yet did It pleafe my eye, content my mind.

IVol. What do you think of the feveral States;

And Princes Courts as you have travelled ?

Crow.My Lord, no Court with Sngland may compare.

Neither for State, nor civil govcrnmcnc

:

Lufl: dwells in France, in Italj, and Spain,

From the poor pefant, to the Princes train.

In Germany, and Holland, Riot fervcs,

And he that moft can drink, moft he defervcs

;

England 1 praife not : for 1 here wasborn^

But that Hie laughah the others unto fcom.

fVol. My Lord, there dwells within that fpjrir.

More then can be difcern'd by outward eye;

Sir (yjriflofher, will you part with your man ?

Hal.l have fought to proffer him to your Lordfliipi

And now I fee he hath prefen'd himfelf ?

fVol. What is ihy name ?

Crom. Cromwell, my Lord.

fVol. Then, Cromwell, here we make thee folliciter of

And neareft next our felf

:

(our caufes,

Gardiner^ give you kind welcome to the man.

Gardiner emhtves him.

Moor. My Lord, you are a royal Winner.

Hath got a man, bcfides your bounteous dinner,

Well, Knight, praiy we come no more :

If we come often, thou maifl (hut thy door.

Wol. Sir Chriftopher, had'ft thou given me.

Half thy lands, thou couldeft not havcpleafedrac

So much as with this man of thine.

My infant thoughts dofpell

:

Shortly his fortune (hall be lifted higher.

True induftry, doth kindle Honours fire.

And fo, kind Mafter of the Rolls, farewell.

Hal. Cromwell, farewell.

Crom. Cromvell takes his leave of you

That ne're will lea veto love, and honour you.

Enter Qberut.

Exeunt.

The Mmjickjpl*yes as thejgo out.

Cho, Now Cromwtlls hicheft fortunes doth b^in.

fVolfey that lov'd him, as he did his life

:

Committed all histrcafure to his hands,

Wolfej is dead, and Gardiner his man
Is now created Bifhop of ivinchefler :

Pardon if we omit all Wolfefi life,

Becaufeout play depends on Cro»«»>f//j death,

Now fit and fee his higheft flateof all ;

His height of rifing : and his fodain fall.

Pardon the errors is already paft.

And live in hope the befl doth come at laft

:

My hope upon your favour doth depend.

And look to ha vc your liking ere the end. E*

Enter Gardiner B Ifhof of Wlgchefter, t he Dukes tf

Norfolk. , *nd of Suffolk^ Sir Thomas Moor,

Sir Chrijiopher Hales^ and Cromtsell.

Nor. Mi^iT Cromwell,(\nee Cardinal f^'eZ/r/'f death.

His Majcftie isgiven to undetHand,

'tt.

There's ceruin billes and writmgi m your hand,

That nuich concerns the ftate of England :

My Lord oitylncbejier, is it not fo i»

Car.My Lord of NorjfoH^,<Mc two were whilome fellows,

And Mafter O-^ww^iZ, though our Maftets love :

Did bind us, while his love was to the King,
It is no boot aow to deny thofe things.

Which may be prejudicial to the State

:

And though that God haihiau'd my fortune higher^

Then any way I look'd for, or defer v'd.

Yet my ufc, no bnger with me dwell,

Then 1 prove true onto my Soveraigne.

Sitf. What fay you, YA. Cromwell f have you ihofo

writings, I,orno^
Crom, Hcrcare the writings, and upon my knees,

I give them np, unto the worthy Dukes,

OiSMJfolk, , and of Norfolk,: he was my Mafter,

And each vcrtuous part

That lived in him, I tendered with my heart.

But what his head complottcd 'gamft the Sutc,

My Countries love, commands me that to hate.

His fuddcn death, I grieve for, not his fall,

Bfcaufe he fought to work my Countries thrall.

Suff. Cromtvell, the King fhall hear of this thy dury

;

Whom I afTurc my felf, will well reward thee :

My Lord, Ict'sgo unto his Majefty,

And (how thofe writings which he longs to fee.

Exit N»rf0lk,and Snf^k.

Enter Bedford hafillj.

Bed. How now, whofe this, Crtm»eU}
By my foul, welcome to England

:

Thou once did'ft fave my life, did'ft ibou noi,Crer>rmell

f

Crom. If I did fo, 'tis greater glory for mc that you
remember it.

Then for my felf vainly to report it.

Bed. Well, Crtmvell, now it the time,

I (hall commend thee to my Soveraigne:

Cheer up thy felf, for I will rtife thy Sutc,

A Rtiffel yet was never found ingrate. l3cit,

Hal. O how uncertain is the wheel of State,

Who lately greater then the Cardinal,

For fear, and love : and now who lower lies ?

Gay honours, are but Fortunes flatteries,

And whom this day, pride and promotion fwelll.

To morrow, envy and ambition quells.

Mo. Who fees the Cob-web intangic the poor Flic,

May boldly fay the wretches death is nigh.

Gar. I know his ftate, and proud ambition^

Was too too violent to laft over-long.

Hal. Who foars too near the Sun, with golden wings,

Melts them, to tuinc his own fortune brings.

Enter the Dakjof Stfolk,

Stff.Cremwell,kneel down in King Henrle's name^

Arife Sit Thoma* Crornvtell, thus begins thy fame.

Enter the Drnkf of Norfolk,

Norf. Cromtoelly the Majefty of England,

For the good liking, he conceives of thee •

Makes thee Mafter of the Jewel houfe.

Chief Secretary to himfelf, and withall.

Creates thee one of his Highnefs Pri vie Council.
• * * • f«fw
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£nter the Earl »f Bedford.

Bed.VJherc is fir ThomM Cromwell ? is he Knighted ?

Stif. He is, my Lord.

Bed. Then , to adde Honour to his Name,
The King creates him Lord Keeper of his privy Seal,

And Mafter of the Rolls ;

Which you, fir Chnflofher^ do now enjoy
;

The King determines liigher place for you. ( fert.

Cr»»ir.My Lords, thefe honours are too high for ray de-

Moor, O content thee, man, who would not chulc it ?

Yet thou art wife, in feeming to refufe it.

Gard. Here's Honours, Titles and Promotions;

I fear this climbing, will have a fudden fall.

iVi»r/".Then come, my Lords, let's altogether bring,

This new-made Counfellor to England's King.

Exeunt all hat Gardiner.

Card. But Gardiner means his glory fhall be dim'd :

Shall CromweU live a greater man then 1 ?

My envy with his honour now is bred,

I hope to fliorten Cromwell by the head. Exit,

Enter Friil^iball^ver^ffor.

Frlf. O Triikiball., what fhall become of thee ?

Where fhalt thou go, or which way fhalt thou turn /

Fortune that turns her too unconftant wheel,

Hathtin-n'd thy wealth and rjchesin the Sea,

All parts abroad where-ever I have been,

Grows weary of me, and denies me fuccour

;

My debters they, that fhould relieve my ^ant,
Forfwear my money, fay they owe me none :

They know my ftate too mean, to bear out Law |

And here in London , where I oft have been,

And have done good to many a wretched man.
And now moft wretched here, dcfpis'd my felf |

In vain it is, more of their hearts to try;

Be patient therefore, lay thee down and die.

Ht lies dotrn.

Entergood-man Seel/ , and bit- Wift Joan.

Seelj, Come Joan, come, let's fee what he'll do for us

now? I wis wehavedonefor him, when many a time and
often he might have gone a hungry to bed,

ffife. Alas man , now he is made a Lord, he'll never
look upon us ; he'll fulfill the old Proverb , Set Beggars a
f)orfe.(>ack^, and they ll ridt : a, well-a-day for my Cow;
fuch as he hath made us come behind-hand , we had never
pawn'd our Cow elfe to pay our Rent.

Seely. Well Joan^ he'll come this way : and by Gods
dickers Tie tell him roundly ofit,and if he were tenLords

:

a fhall know that I had not my Checfe and my Bacon for

nothing,

f^ife. Do you remember Husband , how he would
mouch upon my Cheefe-cakes , he hath forgot this now,
but now we'll remember him.

Seelj. r, we (hall have now three flapps with a Fox
tail: but ifaith Tie gibber a joint, but I 'le tell him his

own: ftay, who comes here? O, ftand up, here he comes,
ftand up.

Enter Hodgevery fine., with a Tip.ftaf, Cromwell^ the
Mace carried before him ; Norfolk^, and

Suffolk^ , and attendants.

H»«/.Come,away with thefe Beggars here,Tife up, firrah;

jComcout, good people ; run before there ho.

Friikjball rlfeth, indflandsa.far.oF
Seely. I , we are kicked away now, we come for our

own
; the time hath been , he would a looked more

friendly upon us : And you, Hodge^ we know you well
enough, though you are fo fine.

Crom. Come hither, firrrah : fiay, what men are thefe/'
My honert Holt of Honnflaw^ and his wife ;

I owe thee money, father,do I fxot .?

Seely. I, by the body of me , doft thou ; would thou
wouldcft pay me, good four pound it is ,1 have a the Poft
at home.

Crom. I know 'tis true ; firrah
, give him ten Angels,

And look your wife, and you do ftay todmner

;

And while you live, I freely give to you.
Four pound a year, for the four pound I ought you.
S"h- Art not changed, art old Tom ftiU ?

Now God blefs thee, good Lord Tom .•

Home Joan , home ; ] 'ie dine with my Lord Tom to day
And thou fhalt come next week.

*

Fetch my Cow ; home Joan^ home.

Pfife. Now God blefs thee, my good Lord Tom
\

rie fetch my Cow prefently.

Enter Gardiner.

Crom. Sirrah, go to yon ftranger, tell him I defire him
Stay to dinner : I muft fpeak with him.

gard.U^ Lord of Norfolk, , fee you this fame Bubble?
That fame pufFc ; but mark the end , my Lord , mark the

end.

Norf.l promife you,I like not fomething he hath done-
But let that pafs ; the King doth love him well.

'

Crom. Good morrow to my Lord offvincheiftr :

I know you bear me hard, about the Abbey lands.
Card. Have I not reafon, when Religion is wronged ?You had no colour for what you have done,
Crom. Yes, the abolifliing of Antichrift,

And of his Popirti order from our Realm :

I am no enemy to Religion,

But what is done, it is for England's good :

What did they ferve for, but to feed a fort

Of lazy Abbots, and of fuU-fed Fryers?
They neither plow, nor fow , and yet they reap
The fat of all the Land, and fuck the poor

:

Look what was theirs, is in King Henrie's hands,
His wealth before lay in the Abbey lands.

Gard. Indeed thefe thmgsyou havealledg'd, my Lord,
When, Cod doth know, the infant yet unborn,
Willcurfe the time, the Abbies werepul'd down :

I pray now where is Hofpitality ?

Where now may poor diftrefled people go.

For to relieve their need, or reft their bones.

When weary travel doth opprefs their limmes ?

And where religious men Oiould take them in.

Shall now be kept back by a Maftivc dog:

And thoufand thoufand

Nor. O my Lord, no more : things paft red refs,

'Tis bootlefs to complain.

Crom. What Ihall we to the Convocation-houfe ?

Nor. We'll follow you, my Lord, pray lead the way.

Enter old CromvnSy iiks a Farmer.

Old Crom. How? ont Crtmpftll made Lord Keeper,!

And!
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And dwelt 'm Torl^-(h'\re ? I never heard becccr newcs :

ric fee that Cromwell, or it fhall go hard.

Crom. My aged Father ! Rate fee afidc :

Father, on my knee f crave your blcfling :

Oneof my Servants go and have him in,

At better leifute will we talk with him,

OU Crom. Now if \ die, how happy wetr the day,

To fee this comfort rains forth (howets of joy.

€xit old Crom:»tll

Nar. This duty in him fhowes a kind of grace.

Crom, Goon before, for time drawes on apace.

Exeunt all but Frlskjhall.

Vrif. T wonder what this Lord would have with mc,

His man fo ftriftly gave me charge to ftay

;

I never did offend him to my knowledge ;

Well, good or bad, I mean to bide it all,

Worfc then I am, now never can befall,

Enter Bxmfitr ani his Wlft,

Stt. Come, Wife, I take it be almoft dinner timr,

For Mr, Nervton^and Mr. Cro/biftcnt to me
Lafl night, they would come dine with me,

And rake their bond in : I pray thee hie thee home.

And fee that all things be in readinefle,

(Jfi'hBa. They fhall be welcome, Husband, Tie go

But IS not chat man Mafter Friikjkall > (before

She runs And. tmhMes him.

Ba. O heavens i it is kind Midcr FrifkJMl:

Say, fir, what hap hath brought you to this palTe ?

Frif. The fame that brought you to your mifery.

Ba. Why would you not acquaint mc with your ftatc f

Is BaniHer your poor friend forgot?

Whofc goods, whofc love, whofc life and all is yours.

Frif, I thought y o'lr ufage would be as the reft,

That had more kindne(fc at my hands then you.

Yet look'd afcancc whenas they faw mc poor.

Mi. Ba. liBxnifier fliould bear fobafc a heart,

I never would look my husband in the face.

But hate him as 1 would a Cockatrice.

Ba. And well thou mighieft, (hould BdmfterdaKoy

Since that I faw yoo, fir,my ftatc is mended:

And for the thoufand pound I owe to you,

I have It ready for you, fif, at home :

And though 1 grieve your fortune is fo bad

:

Yet that my hap's to help you makes me glad

:

And now, fir, will it pleafc you walk with me.

Frif, Not yet I cannot, for the Lord Chancellor,

Hath here Commanded mc to wait on him
,

For what 1 know not, pray God it be for good.

Ba. Never make doubt of that, Tie warrant you

,

He is as kind a noble Gentleman,

As ever did polTeffethe place he hath.

Afi. Ba. Sir, my Brother is his Steward, if you pleafe,

We'll go along and bear you company :

I know we ftiall not want for welcome there »

Frif. Withall my heart : but what's become o^Baptf

Ba. He is hanged for buying Jewels of the Kings.

Frif A juft reward for one fo impious.

The time drawes on, fir, will you go along.

Ba. Tie follow you, kind Mafter Friskib»ll.

Exeunt omues.

Enter two Merchants.

1 , Now, Mafler Crofhie^ I fee you have a care

To keep your word, in payment of your money.

2 . By my faith I have rcafua upon a Bond,
Three thoufand pounds is too much to forfeit.

Yet I doubt not, Mafter Banifter.

1 . By my faith your (umme it more theoniiae.
And yet I am not much behind you too,

Confideririe that to da/ I paid k Courc
2. Mafic, and well remcmbrcd :

What's the rcafon the Lord Cromt»el/'s men
Wearfuch long Skins upon their Coat»?
They reach dov^n to their very Hams.

I, Iwillrcfolve you, fir, and thus it is;

The Biftiopof W*«tri&*/?rr, that loves not Cromwelly
As great men arc envied as well as Jeffe,

A while a go there was a jar between them,

And ic was brought co my Lord Qromwell'i car.

That BilhopG^i-i/iwrr would fit on his Skirts,

Upon which word he made his men long blew Coats,
And in the Court wore one of them himfclf

;

And meeting with the Biftiop, quoth he, my Lor^,
Here's Skuts enough now for your Grace co fit on ;

Which vexed the liifiiop to the very heart

;

This is the reefon why they wear long Coats.

». 'Tisalwayes teen and mark it for a ruJc,

That one great man will envy ftill another

:

But 'tis a tning that nothing concerns me:
What, ftiall we now to Mafter Bamfier's }

I . I, come, we'll pay him royally for our dinner. Ex.

Enter theUfheranithe Sbfmer^ tbemiat^Ht
over the Stage.

Ujher. Uocover there, Gcaclemen.

Enter CromrnU., BedforI, Suffolk., OUCromwell^
Friskiball, good-man Seelj^ and attendantt.

Crom. My noble Lords (ASmfolk, and Bedford^

Your Honours welcome to poor Cromwell i houfe :

Where ts my Father ? nay, be covered Father,

Although that duty to thcfc noble men doth chaileoge it,

Yet riemake bold with them.

Your head doth bear the calender of care r

What ? Cromwell covered, and his Father bare /

It muft not be. Now, fir, to you {

Is not your name Triskjbalt ? and a Florentine.

Frif. My name %vas Friskjkall, till ctuell fate,

Did rob mc of my name, and of my ftatc.

Crom. What fortune brought yoo to this Counttcy

now>
Frif. All other parts hath left me fuccoorlelTe,

Save onely this, bccaufe ofdebts I have

I hope to gain, for to relieve my want.

Crom. Did you not once upon your Florence bridge.

Help a diftrefled man,robb'd by liKBandetti,

His name was Cromwell >

Frif. I never made my brain a Calender of any

good I did,

lalwayes lov'd this nation with my heart.

Crom. I am that Cromwell that you there rdieT'd,

Sixteen Duckets you gave me for to cloath me.

Sixteen to hear my charges by the way.

And fixtccn more I had for my Horft hire.

There be thofc feverall fummes juftly reium'd

:

Yet It injuftice were, that ferving at my need,

Foi to repay them without iniereft :

Therefore receive of me tbefe four feverall Bags
•••• 1 In
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Ineachof chem there is four hundred Markc,

And bring CO me thenamcsof all your debtors.

And if they will not fee you paid, I will.

Cod forbid, ihic 1 fliould fee him fall.

That helpt me in my gieateft need of all.

Here ftands my Father that firft gave mc life,

Alafs, what duty is too much for him?

This man in time of need did favc my lift.

And therefore cannot doc too much for him.

By this old man 1 oftentimes was fed,

Elfe might I have gone fuppcrkfle to bed.

Such kindnefTc have I had of thcfe three men,

That Cromrrellno way can repay agen.

Now in to dinner, for wc ftay too long,

And to good ftomacks is no greater wrong.

Exeunt »mnes.

Sntcr Gardiner in his Studj^ and bn man.

Card. Sirrah, where be thofe men I caus'd to ftay ?

Ser. They do attend your pleafure. Sir, within.

Card. Bid them come hither, and ftay you without,

For by thofe men the Fox of this fame land.

That makes a Goofc of better then himfelf,

Muft worried be unto his lateft home.

Or Gardiner will fail in his intent.

As for the Dukes of Suftlkjtnd of Norfolk^ ,

Whom I ha ve fent for to come fpeak with me;

Howfoever outwardly they fhadow it.

Yet in their hearts I know they love him not

;

As for the Earl of Bedford, he is but one.

And dares not gain-Cay what we do fa down.

Enter the trtt fyitneies.

Now,my friends, you know Ifav'd your lives.

When by the Law you had dcferved death
;

And then you promifed me upon your Oathes,

To venture both your lives to do me good.

Beth fvit. We fwore no more then that we will per-

form.

Card. I take your words, and that which you mufl do,

Is fervice for your Cod, and for your King ;

To root a Rebcll from thisflouriQiing Land,

One thai'san enemy unto the Church :

And therefore muft you take your folemn Oathes,

That you heard Cromwell, the Lord Chancellor,

Did wifh a Dagger at. King Henrie's Heart:

Fear nottofwear!t,for I heard him fpeak it j

Therefore we'll ftiield you from enfuing harmcs.

2. l^it. If you will warrant us the deed is good.

We'll undertake it,

Gtird. Knee! down, and I will here abfolvc you both ;

This Crucifix I lay upon your heads,

And fprinckle Holy-water on your browes:

The deed is meritorious that you do.

And by itfhall you purchafe Grace from Heaven.

1

.

Now 6r we'll undertake it,by our Soules.

2. For Cromwell never loved none of our fort.

Card. I know he doth not , and for both of you,

1 will prefer you to fome place of worth

;

Now get you in, until I call for you,

For prtfently the Dukes mean to be here. Exeunt yyit.

Cromwell, fit faft, thy time's not long to reign

;

The Abbies that werepul'd down by thy means,

Is now a mean for me to pull thee down:

IThy pride alfo thy own head lights upon.

For thou art he hath chang'd Religion.:

But now no more, for here the Dukes are come.

Enter Supll^yl^rfolk^^ and the Earl of Bedford.

Suff Good even to my Lord Bi/hop.

Nor. How fares my Lord f what , are you all alone ?

Card. No, not alone, my Lords, my mind is troubled

:

I know your honours mufe wherefore I fent.

And in fuch hafte : What came you from the King ?

Norf. We did, and left none but Lord Cromivtll with
him.

Card. O what a dangerous time is this we live in ?

There's Thomeu Wolfty , he's already gone.

And ThomdiMoory he followed after him

:

Another TAffw<t^ yet there doth remain.

That is far worfc then cither of thofe twain ;

And ifwith fpeed, my Lords, we not purfue it,

I fear the King and all the Land will rue it.

Bed. Another Thomas f pray God it be notCromwell.

CardMy Lord of Bedford,k is that Traitor Cromwell.
Bed. Is CromrpelKalCt } my heart will never think it.

Snf. My Lord of W^»»r/?f/?fr, what likelihood,

Or proofhave you of this bis treachery.

Card. My Lord, too much , call in the men within
;

Enter the fVt'tneJfes.

Thefe men, my Lord, upon their Oathes affirm.

That they did hear Lord Cromwell in his Garden,
Willed a Dagger fticking at the Heart

Of our King Heary, what is this but Treafon f

Bed. If it be fo, my heart doth bleed with forrow.

Suf. How fay you, friends ; what , did you hear thefe

i.tvlt, Wcdid,an'tlikeyourgrace. (words?

Norf. In what place was Lord Cromvfell when be

(pake them .'

2. Wit. In his Garden ; where wcdid attend a fuitc.

Which we had waited for two yeares and more.

Suff. How long is't fince you heard him fpeak thcfe

i.f^it. Some half a year fince, (words.?
Bed. How chance that you conceal'd it all this time .'

I . H'it. His Greatnefs made us fear, that was tiiecaufe.

Gard. I, I, his Greatnefs, that's the caufe indeed ;

And to make his Treafon here more mahifeft,

He calls his fervants to him round about.

Tells them of Ifolfe/s life, and of his fall,

Sayes that himfelf hath many enemies.

And gives to fome of them a Park, or Manner,
To others Lcafes, Lands to other fome :

What need he do this in his prime of life.

An if he were not fearfull of his death ?

Suff. My Lord, thcfe likelihoods are very great.

Bed. Pardon me»Lords,for I muft needs depart

;

Their proofsare great, but greater is my heart.

Exit Bedford.

Norf. My friends, take heed of that which yon have

faid ;

Your foules muft anfwer what your tongues report

:

Therefore take heed, be wary what you do.

z.JVit. My Lord, we fpeak no more but truth.

Norf. Let them depart, my Lord oi Winchejler ,•

Let thefe men be clofe kept

Until the day of cryal.

G4r</.Thcy ftiall, my Lord ; ho, take in thcfe two men,
Exennt fy'ttneffes.

My Lords, ifCrowwf/Zhave a publick Tryal,

That which wc do, is void, by his denial

;

Yon
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You kno\A) the King will credit none but him.

No*. 'Tis :riie , he rules the King even as he plcafes.

Suf. How fhall we do for to attache him then ?

Cari. Marry, my Lords, thus,by an Adl he made him-

With an intent co mtrap fomc of our hves« ( felf,

And this ir is ; If any Counfclloi

Be convifted of high treafon,

He fliall be executed without a publick triall.

This A£l my Lords, he caus'd the King to make.

Suf. A did indeed, and 1 remember ir.

And now it is like to fail upon himCclf.

Nor. Let us not flack it, 'tis for Engiandsgood,

We muft be wary, elfe he'll go beyond ii$.

Our. Weil hath your Grace faid, aiy Lord of Norfolk^

Therefore, let us prcfently to Lambeth^

Thither comes Cr#wi»*/7,fiom the Court to night,

Let us arreft him, (end him to the Tower.

And in the morning, cut ofV the traitors head.

Norf. Come th«n about it, let us guard the town,

This is thcday that CrojMWf// muft go down.

Car. Along my Lords, well, QrtmwtU if halfc dead,

He rtiak'd my heart, but I will Qiave his bead, fxfttnt.

Enter Beiftrdftlm,

Bed. My foul is like a water troubled.

And Gardiner is the man that makes it fo ;

Cromwell^ 1 do frar thy end is near

:

Yet ric prevent their malice if I can.

And in good time, fee where the man doth come,

Who little knows ho\Aj neat's his day of doom.

Enter Ctomrvell with hi^ trttin, Bedford mtikjs as

though he wonld fpeak^ to him . hegoes on.

Cro, You'rv«ellencountred,my good Lord oiBtdford,

Pray Pardon mc, I am fent for to th'King,

And do not know the bufincffe yet my fclf,

So fare you well, for I muft needs be gone.

Exit dlt the train.

Bed. You muft, well, what remedy ?

1 fear too foon you muft be gone indeed,

The King hath bufinclTe, but little do'ft thou know,

Whofc bufie for thy life : thou chink'ft not I'o.

Enter QroiHwcU and the train a^ain.

Cram. Thefccond time well met my Lord uf Bedford.

I am very foriy that my hafte is fuch,

Lord Marqucfs Dorfet being fick to death,

I muft receive of him the privy Scale

At Ltmbeth^ foon my Lord, we'll talk our fill.

Exit the train.

Bed. Howfmooth andcafieisthe way to death.

Enter a Afejfenger.

Mef. MyLord,thc Dukcsof ATor/i^/i^andof 5*;^*//^,

Accompanied with the Biftiop o( fviachefier^

Intreats you to come prel'ently to Lambeth.,

On cariieft matters that concerns the State.

fied. To Lambeth., fo : go fetch me pen and ink,

I and Lord Cromwelhhzxc ("hall talk enough :

I, and our la ft, I fear, and if he come.

He writes a Letter.

Here, tafce this Letter, and bear it to Lord QrtmwiU^
Bid him read It, fay it concerns him near,

29

Exit,

Away, begone, make all the hjfte you can,

To Lambeth do I go, a wofull man.

Enter Cromwell and hu train.

Qrom\% the Barge ready ? I will ftrtight to Lambeth,
And if this one diycs bufinefle, once were part,

I'd take my cafe to morrow after trouble.

How now my friend, would ft thou fpeak with me *

The meffeu^er brin£i the Letter,

he putt It in hisfoc^et.

Mef. Sir, here's a Letter from my Lord of Bedford.
Crom. O good my friend, commend me to thy Lord,

Hold, take thofe Angelj,drink them for thy pains.

Mef. He doth defire your Grace to read it,

Becaufe he fayes it doth concern you near.

Crom. Bid him alTure himfelf of that, farewell.

To morrow, tell him, he ftiall hear from me.

Set on before there, and away to Lambeth.

Exeunt imnes.

Enter H'inchefler, Snfe/k., Norfolk, Bedford, Str.
jeant at armes,the Herold, and Halberti.

Car. Halberts ftand dofe unto the water fide,

Serjeant at armes, be bould in your office.

Herald, deliver your Proclamation,

Her. This is togive notice to all the Kings fubjei^s.

The late Lord Cramwetl, Locd Chancellor of England,
Vicar general over the Realm,
Him to hold and efteem as a traitor,

Againrt the Crown and dignity of England:
So God fave the King.

Gar. Amen.
Bfd. Amen, and root thee from the land,

For whirft thou livell truth cannot ftand.

Nor. Make a lane there, the traitor is at hand.
Keep back Cromwell's men :

Drown them if they come on, Serjeant your office ?

Enter Cromwell
^ they muks a lane with their Halberts.

Cr#.What means my Lord of Norfolk^ by thcfc woids?
Sirs, come along.

Gar. Kill them, if they come on.

Ser. Lord Cromwell, in King Henries t\tmtf

I do arreft your honour of high treafon.

Crom. Serjeant, mc of treafon .'

Cromwell'smen ojftr to dram.

Suff. Kill them, if they draw a fword.

Crom. Hold, I chaige you, as you love me, draw not a

Who dares accufe Creiww*// of treafon now ? (fword.
Gar. This is no place to reckon up your crime.

Your Dove-4ike looks weic view'd with ferpentt eye.';.

Crom. With ferpents eyes indeed, by thine they were,

Bur, Gardiner, do thy worft, I fear thee not,

My faith compar'd with thine,as much (hall pafS|

As doth the Diamond excel! the glaft

;

Attach'd of treafon, noaccufrn by.

Indeed what tongue dares fpeik fo foul a lie f

Nar.M^ Lord, my Lord, matters are too well known.
And is it time the King had note theieof.

Crom. The King, let me go to him face to face.

No better triall I delirc then that.

Let himisut fay,that CromweU'ifz'iXh wasfained,

Then Let my Honour, and my Name be ftiined r

ll
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If ever my heart agairift the King wasfct,

let my foule in )udgement anfwer it.

Then if my faith's confirmed with his reafon,

'Gain ft whom hath CromwiU then committed crcafon ?

Shf, My Lord, your matter fhall be tried.

Mean time witli patience corvtent your felf.

Qrem. Perforce I murt with patience be content

O, dear friend Bedferdydod thou Uand fo near f

Cromvtll rejoyceih one friend fheds a tear :

And whether is't ? which way muft Cromwell now

,

(jor. My Lord, you muft unto the Tower:

Lieucenant, taKe him to your charge.

Cr<w#, Well, where you pleafc, yet before I pJrc,

Let rtic confcrre a little with my men.

G4r. As you go by water fo you fhall.

^rom. I have feme bufinefle prefent to impart.

Nor. You may not ftay, Lieutenant, take your charg.

Crtrn. Well,well,my Loid,you fecond Cardlners text.

J^orftl^, farewell, thy turn will be the next.

£x/f Crommll and the Lieutenant.

Gar. His guilty Confcicnce makes him ravc,my Lord.

Nor. I, let him talk, his time is fhorc enough.

Gar. My Lord of Bedford^ come, you weep for him,

That would not flied a tear for you.

Bed. It grieves nrjc for to fee his fudden fall.

Car. Such fuccefle wifli I unto Traitors all. Exeunt.

Enttr two Citli^eiit,

1. Why .?an thlsnewesbe true ? is't poflibk ?

The great Lord Cr«ww^// arretted upon Treafon,

1 hardly will believe it can be fo.

2, It is too true, fir, would it were otherwife.

Condition 1 fpent half the wealth I have ;

I was at Lambeth^ faw him there arrefted

,

And afterward committed to the Tower.

1

.

What wa5*i for Treafon that he was committed >

2. Kind, Noble Gentleman : I may rue the time ;

All that I have, I did enjoy by him,

And if he die, then all my ftatc is gone.

I, It may be hoped that he (hall not die,

Becaufe the King did favour him fo much.

3. O, fir, you arc deceived in thmking fo •

The grace and favour he had with the King

,

Hath caus'd him have fo many enemies :

He that in Court fecnre will kcephrmfelf.

Mutt not be great, for then he is envied at.

The Shrub is fafe, when as the Cedar fhakrs.

For where the King doth love above compare.

Of others they as much more envied arc.

I . 'Tis pitty that this noljle man rtiould fall.

He did fo many charitable deeds.

1. 'Tis true, and yet you fee in each ettate,

There's none fo good, but fome one doth him hate,

And they before would fmilc him in the face.

Will be the formott to doe him difgrace :

What, will you go along unto the Court?

1

.

I care not if I doe, and hear the newes,

How men will judge what fliall become of him,

2. Some men will fpeak hardly, fome will fpeak in

Go you to the Court. I'le go mto the City
,

(pi'y»

yhcre I am furc to hear more newes then you.

I. Why then foon will we meet again. Exeunt

,

Enter Qrsmaell iti the Tower.

(^rotn. Now, Cromwell
J hafi thou time to mediutc.

And think upon thy ttate, and ofthe time :

Thy honours came unfought, I, and unlooked for.

They fall as fudden, and unlooked for too

:

What glory was in England that I had nor ?

Who in this Land commanded toorc then Cromwell f

Except the King, who greater then ray felf?

But now I fee what after ages (hall.

The greater mcn,morc fudden is their fall..

And now I doe remember, the Earl of Bedftrd

Was very defirousforto fpeak tome :

And afterward fent unto me a Letter,

The which I think I have ftill in ray Pocket,

Now may I read it, for I now have leifure.

And this I take it n. He reads the Letter.

Mj Loid, comv not thit night tf Lambeth

,

tor IfjoM doe^jotrrfiate is overtbrovn.

And much I douht jour life^ and if pit tome

:

Then ifjou loveyourfdfy Baj where jau are.

God, had I but read this Letter,

Then had I been free from the Lyons paw :

Deferring this to read untill to morrow,
1 fpurn'd at joy, and did embrace my forrow.

Enter the Lieutenant ofthe Toiftr and Oncers.

Now, Matter Lieutenant, when's this day of death f
lien. Alafs, my Lord, would I might never fee it :

Here arc the I>ukes oiSufolk__ and of Norfolk^,

py'iuchtfter, Bedford^ and Sit Richard Ratclife^

With others, but why they come I know not.

Crom. No matter wherefore, Cr<;ww;// is prepat'd.

For Gardiner has my life and ttate infnar'd :

Bid them come in, or you fhall doe them wrong,
For here ftands he, whom fome thinks lives too long,

Learning kills Learning, and, inficad of Ink

To dip his Pen, Cromwell' $ heart blood doth drink.

Snter all the Nobles.

Norf. Good morrow, Crtmwell^ what, alone fo fad
Cram. One good among you, none of you are bad :

For my part. It bett fits me be alone,

SadnefTe with me, not I with any one.

What, is the King acquainted with my caufe ?

Norf. We have, and he hath anfwered us, my Lord.
Crom. How fhall I come to fpeak wich him my felf.

Gard. The King is fo adveriifed of your guilt,

He will by no meanes admit you to his prefcnce.

Crom. No way admit me, am I fo foon forgot ?

Did he but ycfterday embrace my neck,

And fa id that Cromwe/l wai eytn half himfelf,

And is his Princely cares fo much bewitched

With fcandalous ignominy, and flanderous fpcechcs.

That now he doth deny to look on me ?

Well, my Lord of W/?f/ii?/?^r, no doubt but you
Are much in favour with hisMajcfty,

Will you bear a Letter from me to his Grace ?

Gar. Pardon me, I'le bear no Traitors Letters,

Crom. Ha, will you doe this kindefl"e then ?

Tell him by word of mouth what 1 fhall (ay to you.

Gard. That will I.

Crom But on your honour will you ?

Gar. I, on my honour.

Crom. Bear witncfle, Lords.

Tell
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Tell him, when he hach known you.

And cry'd your faith but half fo much as mine.

He'll find you to be the falfcft hearted mati

In EagUni : Pray tell him this.

Bed. Be patient, good my Lordi in thefe extremities.

Qrom. My kind and honourable Lord oi Bedford^

I know your honour alwayes lov'd mc well.

But, pardon me , this flill fhall be my theam,

Gardiner is the caufe makes Cromivell fo extream :

Sir Riilph Sadler, pray a word with you j

You were my man, and all that you poflefs

Came by my means, to requite all this,

Will you take this Letter here of mc.

And give it with your own hands to the King.

Sjid. I kifsyour hand, and never will I relt,

E're to the Kmg this be delivered. Extt SAdler.

Cram. Why yet Cromwell hath one Friend in (tore.

Card. But all the hafte he makes fhali be but vain ;

Here's a difchargcfor your Prifoncr,

To fee him executed prefently :

My Lord, you heare the tenor of your life.

Crom. I do embrace it , welcome my laft dace,

And of this gliftering world I take laft leave ;

And, Noble Lords,! take my leave of you;

As willingly I go to meet with death,

A« Gardiner did pronounce it with his breath

;

From Treafon is my heart as white as Snow,

My death onely procured by my Foe

;

I pray commend mc to my Soveraign King,

And tell him in what fort his Cromwell dy'd.

To loofe his head before his caufe was try'd :

But let his Grace, when he fhall hear my name,

Say onely this, Gardiner procur'd the fame.

Enter jonng Cromwell.

L'lev. Here is your Son come to take his leave.

Crom. Totake his leave?

Come hither, Harry ^romwelt ;

Mark, Boy, the laft words that I fpeak to thee

;

Flatter not Fortune, neither fawn upon her ;

Gape not for (iate, yet lofe no fpark of honour j

Ambition, like the plague fee thou efchewit

;

I die for Treafon, Boy, and never knew it *

Yet let thy faith as fpotlefs be as mine.

And Cromwell's virtues in thy face fhall ftiine

:

Come, go along and fee me leave my breath,

And ric leave thcc upon the floor of death.

Son. O father , 1 (hall die to fee that wound.

Your bioud being fpilt will make my heart to found.

Crom. How, Boy, not look upon the Axe f

How (hall I do then to have my head ftrook off?

Come on, my child, and fee the end of all,

And after fay that Gardiner was my fall.

Card. My Lord, you fpeak it of an envious heartt

I have done no more then Law and equity.

Bed. O, my good Lord of iVinchefler, forbear

;

It would better feemed you to been abfent.

Then with your words difturb a dying man.
Crom. Who me,my Lord ? no : he difturbs not me,

My mind he ftirres not, though his mighty (hock

Hath brought moc Peers heads down to the block.

Farewell, my Boy, all Cromwell can beC)uctth,

My hearty blefling, fo I take my leave.

Hang.l am your death's- man,pray my Lord forgive me.
Cro. Even with my foul,why man thou art my Dcxilor,

And brjng'ft me precious Phyfick for my Soul

;

My Lord of Bedford^ I dc(ire of you.

Before my death a corporal embrace.

Bedford comes to him, Cromwell embrgces him.

Farewell, great Lord, my love I do commend

:

My heart to you, my foul to heaven I fend

;

This is my joy, that e're my body fleer.

Your honour'd armesis my true windtng-fheet;

Farewell, dear Bedford, my peace is made in heaven ;

Thus falls great Cromwell z poor ell in length
,

To rife to unmeafur'd height, winged with newftrength.

The land of Wormes, which dy ing men difcover.

My foul is(hrin'd with heaven's celeftial cover.

Exennt Cromwell and the Officers, and otberf.

Bed. Well, farewell Cromwell, the ttucft friend

That ever iff/Z^pri fhall polfefs again.

Well, Lords, I fear when this man is dead,

You'll wi(h in vain that Cromwell had a head.

Enter oni with CromwelPs hedd.

Off. Here is the head of the deceafcd Cromwell.

Bed. Pray thee go hence, and bear his head away.

Unto his body, interre them both in clay.

Enter Sir Ralph Sadler.

5<ii.Hownow my Lords,what is Lord Cr«»w/// dead?

Bed. Lord Cromwell s body now doth want a head.

Sad. O God, a little fpccd had fav'd his life.

Here is a kind Reprieve come from the King,

To bring him ftraight unto his Majefty.

Suff". I, I, fir Ralfh , Reprieves come now too late.

Gar.My confcience now tells me this deed was ill.

Would Chrift that Cromwell were z\i\e again.

JVor. Come let us to the King, whom well I know.

Will grieve for ^romwell, that his death was fo.

Exennt omnes.

FINIS.
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THEACTORS
Qld Crofnwcll, a Black^.fmtth of^Pntnej.

ToHg Thomas Cromwell his[on.

Hodge,Will and Tom, tli CiomwcWsfervaHts.

Earle of Bedford and bis Hafi.

Dukes o/" Norfolk and Suffolk.

Sir Chtiftophcr Hales.

Cardinal Wolfey,

Sir Thomas Moor.

Gardiner Bijhop »f
[finchefter.

Sir Ralph Sadler,

cM. Boufer a OUerchant

Banifter,<i ^rekjn Merchant and bit wife.

Bagot, a cruel covetata Broker.

Friskiball a Florentine Merchant.

The Governours of the Englifli honfe at Antwerp.
States and Officers of Bononia.

Good-man Seely and hts wife Joan.
Choriu.

tAPoIf.
CMejfengers.

Ufhers andfervants.

Lieutenant of the Tower

Trvo Citiz,ens.

Two Merchants.

The Aftors Names in the London Prodigal. The Scene London.

M. Flowcrdale, a Merchant trading at Venice.

Matth, Flowerdale hi* Prodigal Son.

M. Floweidale, Brother to the Merchant.

Sir Laneelot Spurcock, of Lewfome in Kent.

Frances. ?
Luce. S Daughters to Sir Lancelot Spurcock.

Delia. S

Hartichaak \ ^"^""'^ *' '^"" Lancc. Spurcock.

Sir Arthur Greenfliood, a Commander p In love with

Oliver a Cornlfj Clothier. 5 Luce.

Weathercock, a Parajite to Sir Lance. Spurcock,

Tom Ci vet, in love with Frances,

Dick and Raph, two cheating Gamejlert.

Rkjfn a fanderto Mijhit Apricock a Bawd.
Sheriffand Officers.

A Citiz^en and his wife.

Drawers,

The Aftors Names in the Hiftory of Sir lohn otdcaJiU.

King Henry the fifth.

Sir John Oldcaflle, Lord Cobham.

Harpool Servaut to the Lcr^/ Cobham.

Lord Herbert, with Cough hif man.

Lord Powis, with Owen and Davy his men.

The Mayor of Hereford , and Sheriff' efHerefordshire
,

with Bayliffs and Servants.

Two "judges of Affile.

The Bifhop of Rochefter and Ciun his Sumner.

5/V John the ParfonoftVrotham^ andXioW hit Concubine.

The Dukj of Suffolk.

The Earl of Huntington.

The Earlef Cambridge.

Lard Scroop and Lord Grey.

Chixitti the French Jtgent.

Sir Roger A (Son,

Sir Richard Lee.

M. Bourn, M. Beverly, andMutky the Brewer tf Dun.
ftabUy rebels,

M. Butler Gentleman ofthe Privy Cbamber.
Lady Cobham and Lady Powis,

Cromer Sheriff of Kent.

Lord Warden of the ^Inijue Ports,

Lieutenant of the Tower.

The Mayor, Cenfiable, and Goaler of S. Albans.

A Kenttfh Conftabte and an Ale-man. I

Souldiers Mtd old men begging.

Dick and Tom, fervants to Murlcy.

An Irifhman.

AH Holty hojller^ a farrier and Kate.
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The Hiftory of Sir Jo hn O l d c as t l e,

thegoodLord Gobham.

THE PROLOGUE.

TU E dauhfull Title {Gtnthmtn) frefixt

Upon the Argument ve have in hand^

May breed fuffence, and rvrongfultj dlFlurb

The peaceful/ cju'iet ofyour fetted th»itghti

:

Toflap whichfcruple^let t hit brieffuffiee.

Jt unopamper'd GlHttonvte frefent^

Nor aged Counfellor to jouthfullpn ;

Bnt one^ vhofe vertue fhone above thereffy

A valiant Martyr^and a vertuoiu Petr^

In whofe trHe faith and loyalty expreft

Unto hit Soveraigney and hu CouHtrlts wtat:

tVeflrlve to pay that tribute of our love

Tonr favours mtrlt : LetfMr truth btgrat'df

Sinceforg'd inventionformer tlmtdefne'd.

Sheriff.

Y Lords I charge ye in his Highnefs name.

To Iteep the peace, you and your followers.

Her. Good M. Sheriff, look unco your fclf.

Pow. Do fo, for we have other bufinelTe.

Proffer to fight mgaln.

Sher. Will yc difturb the Judges, and the Adizc ?

Hear the King's Proclamation, ye were bcft.

Pew. Hold then, let's heat it.

Her. Bu: be brief, ye were beft.

Ball. O yes.

1>avj. Coffonc,make (horter O, or fliall mar your Yes.

Ball. O yes.

Owjn. What, has her nothing to fay, but O yes ?

Bay. Oyes.

Va.O nay, py cofs plut,down with her,down with her.

A Poweffcy a Powejfe.

Cough. A Herbertyi fferbertyZnd down with Poweffe.

Helter sl^elteragain.

Sher. Hold in the King's name, hold.

0»7». Down with a kanaves name, down.

Xm this ^ght the Bailiffis knotk^d down ^ and the Sheriff

arid the other run ttwaj,

her. Poweffcyl think thy welth and thou do fmart.

Pow. Hirberty I think my fword came near thy heart.

Her, Thy hearts beft bloud fhallpay the lofsofmloe.

Cough. A Herbert y a Herbert.

Davy. A Poweffey a Poweffe.

jis theJ are figbtlng , enter the Mayor of Hertford , /w

Officers and Townr-men with Qlubs.

Mat. My Lordj,as you «tc Liege-men to the Crown,

True Noblemen, and fubjeflsto the King»

Attend his bighneffc Proclamation,

Commanded by the Judges of-AdJze,

For keeping peace at this affcmbiy.

her. Good M, Maior oiHtrefordy be brief.

Mai. Serjeant, without the ceremonies of O ye5,

Pronounce aloud the Proclamation.

Ser. The Kings Juftices, perceiving what publick mif-
chief may enfue this private quarrel : in his Majefties

name, do ftraightly charge and command all perfons , of
what degree foever, to depart this City of Herefordy ex-

cept fuch as are bound to give attendance at this Aflizc,

and that no man prefume to wear any wcapon,cfpccially

Welfli-hooks.Forteft Bills.

Owyn. Haw ? No pill nor Wells hoog ? ha ?

Mai. Peace, and hear the Proclamation.

Str. And that the Lord Poweji do prefently difperfe

and difcharge his retinuc,and depart the City in the Kings
peace, he and his followers, on pain of imprifonment.

Dav. Haw?pud her Lord Pawef! in prifon ? A Paweji

A Pawef. Codoon, her will live and tye with her Lord,
Cough. A Herberty a Herbert.

In this fight the Lord Herbert it wounded, and falls to

thegrouitdy the Malor ffr his company cry for clubs:

Powe^ runs away. Cough and Herbertsft^lou

an bujteab0ut him. Enter thetwojud-

gesy the Sheriffy and bit Bayllffs

afore themy f^c.

X .Jud.Vf hue's the Lord Herbert} Is he hurt or flain?

Sher. He's here, my Lord.

1" Jud. How fares his Lordfhip, friends ?

Cough. Mortally wounded, fpeechlcfs, he cannot live.

i.Jud. Convey him hence,Iet not his wounds akc air.

And get him dreft with expedition.

£jcif L. Herbet t and Cou^h.

«T A M.May.
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M. Mayor of /^*rrf«r<iM. Sheriff o'ch'Shirc,

Commie Lord Povc^ to fafc cuftody,

To anfwer the difturbance of the peace.

Lord Herberts peril, and his high contempc

Of us, and you the Kings CommitTioncrs,

See it be done with care and diligence,

Sher. Pleafe it your Lordftiip, my Lord Pewe^ is gone

Paft all recovery.

2. Jui. Yet let fearch be made.

To apprehend his followers that are left.

Sher, There are forae of them : firs, lay hold ofthem.

OviH.Oi us? and why ? what has her done I pray you?

Sher. Difarme them. Bailiffs.

May. Officers afltft.

Davy. Hear you. Lord Shudgc, what rePTon for this f

Owen. ColToon, pc pufc for fighting for our Lord ?

lijud. Away with them.

Davy. Harg you my Lord.

Orfen.CsHgh my Lord Herberts man's a (bitten kanave.

Davy. Ice live and tye in good quarrel.

Owen. Pray you do fhufticc, let awl be prifon.

Davy, Prifon, no.

Lord Shudge,! wool give you pale, good furety.

^.Jud, What bail? what fureties

>

Davy. Her Co2en ap Rice^ ap Evan^ ap Mcrice, ap

Mergan^i^ Lluelljn, ap Madoc^ ^^ Meredith^ ap Griffiuy

ap Davy^ ap Owen^ ap Shrnksn Shores.

2. Jud, Two of the moft fufficient are enow,

Sher, And't pleafe your Lordfhip thefe are all but one.

1 .Jud. To Jayl with them, & the Lord Herberts men.

We'll talk with them, when the AfTize is done. Exennt.

Riotous, audacious, and unruly Grooms,

Muft we be forced to come from the Bench,

To quiet brawls, which every Conftable

In other civil places can fuppreffe .»

2. Jud. What was the quarrel that caus'd all this (lir .'

Sher. About Religion as I heard, my Lord.

Lord Pfjfef? detrained from the power of %omty
Affirming WickJ'iff's Dofttine to be true.

And Barnes erroneus : hot reply was made
By the Lord Herbert^ they were Traitors all

That would maintain it, Pdivr^ anfwered,

They were as true, as noble, and as wife

As he, that would defend it with their lives.

He nam'd for ii\flance Sir John Oldcafile

The Lord Cobham : Herbert replyed again.

He, thou» and all are Traitors that fo hold.

The lye was given, the feveral Faftions drawn,

And fo enrag'd, that we could not appeafeit.

I . Jttd. This cafe concerns the Kings Prerogative,

And 'tis dangerous to the State and Common-wealth.

Gentlemen
, Juftices, M, Mayor, and M, Sheriff,

It doth behoove us all, and each of us

In general and particular, to have care

For the fuppreffing of all mutinies.

And all affcmblies, except fouldiers mufters.

For the Kings preparation into France.

We hear of fecret Conventicles made.

And there is doubt of fome Confpiracies,

Which may break out into rebellious armcs

When the King's gone, perchance before he go:

Note as an inf^ancc, this one perillous fray.

What factions might have grown on cither part.

To the deftru<5tion of the King and Realme

:

Yet, in ray confcience. Sir JohnOldcaflle's

Innocent of it, onely his name was us'd.

We therefore from his HighnefTe give this charge :

You Mafter Mayor, look to your Citizens,

You Mafler Sheriff, unto your Shire, and you
As Juflicesin CTcryones precind

There be no meetings. When the vulgar fort

Sit on their Ale-bench, with their cups and cans.

Matters of State be not their common talk.

Nor pure Religion by their lipi prophan'd.
Let us return unto the Bench again.

And there examine further of this fray.

Enter a Bailiffand a Serjeant.

Sher. Sirs, have ye taken the Loid Ftwe^ yet ?

Bail, No,nor heard of him.
Ser. No, he's gone far enough.

2. Jnd. They that arc Icfl behind , (hall anfwer 4l!.

Enter Suffolk^, Bifhop of RocktJier^M. Bue.
ier^Str John the Parfon effyrotbam.

Snf. Now, my Lord Bifliop, take free liberty
To fpcak your mind ; What is your fuit to us ?

Bi^. My noble Lord , no more then what you know.
And have been oftentimes inverted with;
Grievous complamts have paft between the lips

Of envious perfons to upbraid the Clergy,
Some carping at the livings which we have;
And others fpurning at the Ceremonies
That are of ancient cuftome in the Church.
Amongft the which, Lord Cobbam\%ia\(xdi
What inconvenience may proceed hereof.

Both to the King, and to the Common-wealth,
May eafily bedifcern'd,when like a frenfic

This innovation fball poffeffc their minds.
Thefe upftarts will have followers to uphold
Their damn'd opinion, more than Harry (hall.

To undergo his quarrel 'gainft the French.

Snf. What proof is there againft them to be hacf.

That what you fay the Law may juftifie ?

B'lsh. They give themfelves the names of Protcftants,

And meet in fields and folirary groves.

S.Jeh. Was ever heard (my Lord) the like till now i
That thieves and rebels, sbloud hercticks.

Plain hercticks, I'le fbnd to't to their teeth,

Should have to colour their vile praftifes,

A Title of£uch worth, as Proteftant ?

Enter one with a Letter.

Suf. O but you muft not fwear, it ill becomes

One of your coat, to rap out bloudy oaths.

Bip}. Pardon him, good my Lord, it is his zeal.

An honefl country Prelate, who laments

To fee fuch foul difordcr in the Church.

S.Jeh. There's one they call him Sir John Olicajile^

He hasnot hisnamefor nought : for like a Cattle

Doth he encoropaffe them wilhin his walls.

But till that cattle be fubverted quite,

Wene're fhall beat quiet in the Realme.

Bifl7. This is our fuit (my Lord) that he be anc
And brought in queftion for his herefie

:

Bc/ide, two Letters brought me out of fVales,

Wherein my Lord Hertford writes to me.
What tumult and feduion was begun.

About the Lord Cebham^ at the Sizes there.

For they had much adoe to calme the r^ge^

And that the valiant Herbert is there flain.

Suf. A fire that muft be qucncht. Well, fay no more,

The King anon goes to the Council Chamber,

There
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Ojftr him 4 fHrfe,

Thetc CO debate of macccrs touching tr^nce^

As he doth parte by, I'le informe his Grace

Concerning your Perition. Mafter5«f/fr,

If I forget, do you remember me.

But. I will my Lord.

Bifh. Not as a Recompence,

But as a ToKen of our love to you.

By mc (my Lords) the Clergy doth prefent

This purfe, and in it full a thoufand Angels,

Praymg your Lordftiip to accept their gift.

Sttf I thank them, my Lord Biftiop, for their love,

But will not take ihfir money, if you pleafe

To give it to this Gentleman, you may.

BiPf. Sir, then we crave your furtherance herein.

Bmi. The bcft I can, my Lord of Rochefter.

Bifh. Nay, pray take it, truft me you fhall.

S, John. Wcie ye all three upon New-Maiket heath.

You rtiould not need (train curt'fie who fhould ha't.

Sir Jehu would quickly rid ye of that care,

Suf. The King is coming : Fear yea not, my Lord,

The very firft thing I will break with him
Shall be about your matter.

Enter King Harry and HuutingtiH in ttlk^

Hay. My Lord oiSufoll^^

Was itnot faid the Clergy did refufc

To lend us Money toward our warrs in Franct ?

Suf, It was my Lord, but very wrognfully.

Httr. I know it was : for Huntington here tells mc
They have been very bouncifull of late.

Suf. Andftill they vow, my gracious Lord, to be fo.

Hoping yourMajffty will think on them
As of your loving Subjcds, and fupprelTc

All fuch malicious errors as begin

To fpot their calling, and diftutb the Chuich.

Har. God elfe forbid : why, 5«r/ftf/i^

,

Is there any new rupture to difquiet them?

Snf. No new my Lord, the old is great enough.

And fo incrcafing, as if not cut down.
Will breed a fcandal to your Royal State,

And fct your Kingdome quickly in an uproar.

The Ktntifh Knight, Lord Ccbham in defpight

Of any Law, or fpiriiudi difcipline.

Maintains this uprtart new Religion ftill.

And divers great aflemblics by his means
And private quari*ls, arc commenc'd abroad,

As by this letter more at large my Liegc,is made apparent,

Hat. Wc do find it here,

There was in Walts a certain fray of late

Between two Noblemen. But what of this ?

Follows It flraight Lord Cobhammn^ be he

Did caufc the (amc ? I dare bcfworn (good Knight)

He never dreamt of any fuch contention.

BiJh^fBui in h:s name the quarrel did begin.

About the opinion which he held my Liege.

Har. What if it did ? was either he in place

To take part with them ? or abet them in it f

If brabling fellows, whofc enkindled bloud

Sectf sin their fiery veins, will needs g^o fight.

Making their quarrels of fome words that paft

Either if you, or you, amongll their cups.

Is the fault yours? or are they guilty of it .'

Suf. With pardon ofyourHighnefTe, my dread Lord,

Such little fparks iicgle<5ted. may in time

Grow to a mighty flame. But that's not all.

He doth bdlde mjtutain a ftrange Religion,

And Will not be compell d to come to Mats.

Biih. Wc do belcech you therefore, gracious Pnncf
Without offence unto your Majcrty,

We may be bold to ufe authority.

Har. As how ?

Bish. To fummon him untothe Arche»,

Where fucb offences have their ponirtimcnt.

Hat . To anfwcr perfonally, is that your meaning T
Bish. It is, my Lord,

Har. How if he appeal '

Bish. My Lord, he cannot in fuch a cafe as ihif,

Suf. Not where Religion is the plea, my Lord,

Har. I took it alwaycs, that our felf flood on't

As a fufficient refuge : unto whom
Not any but might lawfully appeal.

Rut we'll not argue now upon that point.

For Sir John Oldcajfle whom you accufr,

Let me intrcat you todifpencca while

With your high Title of prehemmence. fnfcirn.

Report did never yet condemne him fo.

But he litth alwayes been reputed loyal

:

And in my knowledge I can fay thus much,

That he is vcrtiious, wife, and honorable.

If any way his confcience be feduc'd

To waver in his faith. Tie fend for him

And fchoole him privately : If that fcrvc not,

Then afterward you may proceed againft him,
But/tr, be you the MelTcnger for us,

And wili him prefently repair to Court. Exeunt,
S Jthn.How now my Lord? why Hand you difconcenc'

Inlooth (meihinksj the King hath well decreed

Bish. I,f,Sir John, if he would keep his word

:

But I perceive he favour him fo much
As this will be to fmall effc(ft, I fear,

S. John. Why then I'le telJ you what y 'are bcft to do

:

If you fufpe^V the King will be but cold

In reprehending him, fend you a Proceft too

To fcrvc upon him : fo ye may be fure

To make him anfwei't, howfocre it fall,

Bish. And well remembred, I will have it fo,

A Sumner fhall be fcnt about it ftraight. Exit.

S. John. Yea do fo. In the mean fpace this rcmaios

For kind Sir John oiWrtthamy honeit Jack.

Me thinks the purfe of Gold the Bifhopgavc
Made a goodfhew, it had a tempting look :

Befhrew me, but my fingers ends do itch

To be upon thofc golden ruddocks. WeU,'ti$ thus

;

I am not as the world doth take me for

:

Ifever wolfc were cloathed in ftieeps coat.

Then I am he ; old huddle and twang" ifaith

:

A Priefl in rticw, but (in plain termcs)! Thief:

Yet let me tell you too, an honcfl Thief

;

One that will take it where it may be fpar'd.

And fpend it freely in good fellowfhip,

I have as many fhapcs as Frotem had.

That ilill when any villany is done.

There may none fufpoft it was Sir John
Befides, to comfort mc (for what's this life.

Except the crabbed bmernefTe thereof

Be fweetned now and then with Letchery >

)

I have my D»ll, my Concubine as 'twere,

Tofrolick with, a lufly bouncinggitlc.

But whiPrt I loyter here, the Gold may fcapc.

And that muli not be fo : It is mine own.

Therefore I'le meet him on his way to Court,

And ftuivc him of it, there will be the fpoic Exin
f A» £*,/
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Enter ft ur poor fco^te^Jomc foldlers^foine oUmtn.

I, God help, God help, there's law for punidiing,

But there's no law for our necefTicy ;

There be more ftocks to fet poor foldiers in,

Than there be houfes to relieve them at.

Oldmttn. r,houfc-f:cepingdecayes in everyplace,

Even as S. T'r^r writ,ftill worfe and worfc.

a. Maftcr Mayor of 'Richefler has given command,

That none fhall go abroad out of the parifh, and has fet

down an Older forfooth , what every poor houlnolder

muft give for oUr relief : where there be feme ceafed (

I

may fay to you ) had almofl as much need to beg as wc.

I. It is a hard world the while.

Old. If a poor man ask at door for God's fake, they

ask him for a licence or a certiitcate from a Juftice.

a. Faith we have none , but what we bear upon our

bodies, our maim'd limbs, God help us.

4. And yet as lame as I am , lie with the King into

Fr^ncCy if 1 can but crawl a fhip-board, I had rather be

flain in Fr<J»fr, than Itarvc in England.

Old. Ha, were 1 but as lufly as I was at Shrertshury

battle , 1 would not do as I do : but we arc now come to

the good Lord Cokhum't houfe, the bcfl man to the poor

in all Ktvt.

4. God blefshim, there be but few fuch.

Enter Lord. Cakham vnth Harptol. (have ?

Co^. Thou peevifK froward man, what would'ft thou

Har. This pride, this pride, brings all to beggery,

I ferv'd your Father, and your Grandfather,

Shew me fuch two men now : No, no,

Your backs, your backs ; the devil and pride

Has cut the throat of all good houfe-kceping.

They were the beO Yeomens Mafters that

Ever were in England.

Cob. Yea, except thou liave a crew of filthy knatcs

And flurdy Rogues flill feeding at my Gjitc,

There is nohofpitality with thee.

Harp. They may fit at the gate well enough , but the

devil of any thing you give them, except they'll cat ftoncs.

Cot. Tislong then of fuch hungry knaves as you:

Yea fir, here's your retinue, your guefts be come.

They know their hours, I warrant you.

Old. God blcfs your honour, God fave the good Lord
CohkaiMyind all his houfc.

S*hI. Good your honour, beftow your blefled almes

Upon poor men.

Coi>. Now fir, here be your almes Knights :

Now are you as fafe as the Emptrour.

Harp. My almes Knights? Nay th'are yours:

It is a fhame for you, and Tie fiand to't,

Your foolifli almes maintains more vagabonds

Then all the Noblemen in Kent bcfidc.

Out you rogues, you knaves, work for your livings.

Alas poor men, they may beg their hearts out,

There's no more charity among men
Then amongft fo many Maftjve dogs.

What make you here, you needy knaves ?

Away, away, you villains.

». SohI. I befcech you fir, be good.

Coll. Nay , nay , they know thee well enough , 1

think that all the beggers in this land are thy acquain-

tance : go beftow your almes, none will controll you, fir.

JJarp. What fhould I give them ? you are grown fo

beggarly, that you can fcarce give a bit of bread at your

Idoor: you talk of your Religion folong, that you have

t

banilhed charity from you : a nun may makca plax.fhop

in your Kitchingchimnics, for any fire there isfhrring.

Cob. If thou wilt give them nothing, fend them hence

:

Let them not ftand hcie ftarvmg in the cold,

Har, Who, I drive them hence .' If I drive poor men
from the door. Tie be hang'd : I know not what I may
come to my fclf : God help ye poor knaves , ye fee the

world. Well, you had a mother : O God be with thee

good Lady, thy foul's atreft; fhc gave morcin fhirtsand

fmocks to poor children , then you fpend in your houfe,
and yet you live a beggar too.

Cob. Even the woift deed that ever my mother did,

was in relieving fuch a fool as thou.

Har. I, I am a fool ftill: with all your wit you'll die

a beggar, 00 too.

Cob. Go, youoldfool, give thee poor people fome-
thing : Go in poor men into the inner Court , and take

fuch almes as there is to be had.

Soul. God blcfic your Honour.
Har. Hang you rogues, hang you, there's nothing but

mifcry amongft you, you fear no Law, you. Sx'tt.

Oldm. God blcffe you good Milter Rafe, God fave

your Jife, you are good to thee poor /}ill.

Enter the Lord PovfU dlfgutfei.

Cob. What fellow's yonder comes along the CroVC
Few palfcngers there be that know this way

:

Me thinks he flops as though he (iaid for me.
And meant to Oirow'd himfelf amongft the bulhes.

I know the Clergy hates me to the death.

And my Religion gets mc many foes

:

And this may be lome dcfpcrate rogue

Suborn'd to work me mifchief : as it pleafeth God.
If he come toward nie, fure I'le fiay his coming.

Be he but one man, what foere he be. L. Favus tomes en,

I have been well acquainted with that face.

Pow, Well met, my honorable Lord and friend,

0>. You arc welcome, fir, what ere you be

;

But of thisfudden, fir, I Jo not know you.

Per». I am one that wifhcth well unto your Honour,

My name is Powui^ an old friend of yours.

Cob. My honorable Lord, and worthy friend.

What makes yourLordfhIp thus alone in Kent^

And thusdifguifed in this Arange attire ?

Pow. My Lord , an unexpected accident

Hath at this time cnfoic'd me to theft parts.

And thus it hapt. Not yet full five dayesfince.

Now at the laft adize at Hertford^

It chanc'd that the Lord Herbert and my felf,

'Mongft other things difcourfing at the Table,

To fall in fpeech about fomc certain points

0( fVlckliff's do^rinc 'gainfl the Papacie,

And the Religion Catholick maintam'd

Through the moft part of Europe at this day.

This wilfull tefty Lord ftuck not to fay.

That ff^!ckJljf\'J3S a knave, a fchifmatick.

His Doflrinc develifli and Heretical

^

And whatfoere he was maintam'd the fame.

Was Traitor both to God, and to his Countrey.

Being moved at his peremptory fpeech,

I told him, fomc maintain 'd thofc opinions,

Men, and truer fubjeds then Lord Herbert was:

And he replying in comparifons.

Your name wasurg'd, my Lord,agiinft this challenge,

To be a perfect favorour of the truth.

And to be fhort, from words we fell to blows,

Our fervants, and our Tenants taking parts.

Many
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Many on both (ides hurt : and for an hour

The broil by no means could be paciHcd,

Untill the Judges nfing from the bench^

Were in their perfonsforc'd to part the fray.

Cob, I hope no man was violently flam.

ftw. Faith none I ttuft, but the Lord Htrhtrtt felf,

Who is in truth fodangeroully hurt.

As itii doubted he can hardly fcape.

Ctb. I am forry, my good Lord, of thefe ill news.

f»n. This is the caufc that drives mc into Kent,

To flirowd my fcif with you fogood a fiiend,

Until! r hear how thmgs do fpced at home.

Cob. Your Lordfhip is mcfl welcome unto Cobb*m

:

But I am very forry, my good Lord,

My name was brought in qucA ion in ihisnnaccer,

Conltdering I have many enemies.

That threaten malice, and do lye in wait

To cake the vantage of the fmalleft thing.

But you are welcome, and repofe your Lordfliip,

And keep your felf here fccret in my houfe,

Untill we hear how the Lord Herbert fpeeds

:

Enter Harpoot,

Here comesmy man : lirrah, what news ?

Har. Yondcr'sonc M. Butler of the privie Chamber,

is fent unto you from the Kmg.
Port. Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead , and

the King hearing whether I am gone, hath fent for me.

Cob. Comfort your felf, my Lord,l warrant you,

Har. Fellow, what ayls thee ? do'ft thou quake fdo'ft

thou fhake } do'ft thou tremble > ha >

Cob, Peace,you old fool : Arrah,convey this Gentleman

in the back way, and bring the other into the walk.

Htir, Come,fir,y'are welcome, if you love my Lord.

Pow, Gramercy, gentle friend. Exeunt.

Cob.l rhooght as much,that it would not be long before

Iheardoffomethingfrom the King , about this matter.

Enter Harfoot with M. Butler,

Hmt, Sir, yonder mry Lord walks, you fee him

;

rie have your men into the feller the while.

Cob. Welcome, good M. Butler.

Bttt. Thanks, my good Lord : his Majefty doth com-

mend his loveuntoyoucLordrhip, and wills you to repair

unto the Court.

Cob. Cod blefs his Highnefs, and counfound his ene-

roiei, I hope his Majeftie ts well ?

Bmt, In good health, my Lord.

Cob. God long continue it r me thinks you look as

though you were not well, what ayle ye,rir ?

Bnt. Faith I have had a foolim odde m ifchance , that

angers me: coming over Shooters hill ^ rhcre came one

to me like a Sailor , and atkt me money ; and whilft •

ftaid my horfe to draw my purfe , he takes th'advancage

of a little bank, and leaps behind me, whips my purfe a-

way, and with a fuddcn jerk, I know not how, threw me

at leaft- three yards out of my faddle ; I never was fo rob*d

in all my life.

Cob. I am very forry, fir, for your mifchance ; we will

fend our warrant forth, toflayTuch fufpitious petfons

as fhall be found, they lA^ Butler we'll attend you.

Bmt. I humbly thak your Lordfliip, I will attend you.

Enter the Sumner.

Skm.l have the Law to \Narrant what I do,and though

ihttord Cobham be a Noblem3n,thatdirpenfesnot with

Law , I dare fctvc a Procefs were he five Noble men,

though we Sumnerj make romenmrsa mad flip ma cor-

ner with a prcay wench , • Suntuer muf> not go alwjies

by feeing :a roan may be content to hide his cyei where
he may feel his profit. Well, this is Lord Cobtnm'i houfe,

if I cannot fpeak with hun, I'lcclap my ciuiion upon's

door, fo my Lord of Raehtfhr bad me ; but one thioks

here comes one of hu men.
Hmr, Welcome good fellovi, welcome , who would'ft

ihou fpeak with r

Sum. With my Lord Ctbbdm I would fpeak , if ihdu

be one of his men.

Hmt, Yes, I am one of hisinen , bat thoo cao'fl nbt

fpeak with my Lord.

Sum. May I fend to him then }

H^r. I'le tell thee that, when 1 know thy errand.

Sum, I will noctellmy errand to thee.

Har. Then keep it to thy felf, and walk like a koavc
as thou cameli.

Sum. I tell thee, my Lord keeps no knaves, firrah.

Har. TTien thou fervefl him no< , I believe. What
Lord is thy Mafler f

Sum. My Lord of K^beBer.
Har. In gcx>d time : and what WKXlld'A thoa have

With my Lord Cobham ?

Sum. I come by vertue of a Procefs , to fcite him to

appear befott ray Lord in the Court at Rochester.

Har. afdi. Well, God grant me patience, I could cat

this Counger. My Lord is not at home , therefore it

were good Sumner^ you earned your Procefs back.

Sum, Why, if he will not be fpoken wichall, then will

I leave it here, and fee that he nkc knowledge of it.

Hnr. Zounds you Have, do you fet up your bilbhcre ;

go too, take it down again. Do*ft thou know what thou

do'ft? Do'ftxhou know on whom thoufcivrft aPiccefs ?

Sum. Yes marry do I, on Sir John OUcalllt , Lord

Cobham.

Har, I am glad ihouknowtft him yet; and firrah,

do'ft not know that the Lord Cobham n a brave Ltnd,

that keeps good Beef and Beer in his houfe, attd every

day feeds a hundred poor people at's Gate , and keeps a

hundred tall fellows }

Sum. What's that to my Procefs ?

Har. Marry this, fir, is tnis procefs parchment f
Sum, Yes marry a ir.

Har. And this Seal wax ?

Smut, liisfo.

Har. If this be parchment, and this wax, est you this

parchment and this wax , or I wilt make, parchment of

your skin, and beat your brains into wax. Siaah,5Mr«gur,,

difpatch, devour firrah, devour.

Sum, I am my Lord of Rothefiar'i Siaoutr^ I came to

to do-my office, and thou rtiatt anfwer it.

Har.. Siriah,no raihng; but betake your felf to your

teeth, thou flult eat no worfc then thoo bi ir^'ft with ihee,

thou bring'tt it for my Lord, and wilt thou bring my

Lord worfe then thou v*ilt eat thy felf?

Sum. Sir, I brought it not my Lord to eat.

Har. O do you fir me now; all's one for that , l*k

make you eat it, for briaging it.

Rum. I cannot eat it

Har. Can you not ? sbloud Tie beat you till you have

a flomack. Beats turn

Sum: O hoW, hold, good M.Serving^an, I Will eat n,

Har, Be clumping, be chawing, fir,or i'lechaw you

you rogue, the pureftof the honey.

Sum. Tough wax is the purefthony.
• *.• ? Htr. O
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Har. O Lord, fir, oh, oh.

Feed, feed, 'tiswholfomp, Rogue, wholfome.

Cannot you like an honeft 5»<w«<'r,walk with the Devil

your brother, to fetch in your Bailiff's rents; but you

muft come to a Noble mans houfe vyith proccffe ? If thy

Seal were as broad as the Lead that covers %oche^er

Church, thou (liould'rt cat it.

Sum. O, I am almoft choaked, I am almoft choaked.

Har. Who's withm there ? will you fliamc my Lord,

is there no beer in the houfe ? Butler I fay.

But. Here, here. Snt. Butler.

Har. Give him beer. He drlnkj.

There : tough old fliecpskirs, bare dry meat.

Sum. O fir, let me go no further, Tie cat my word,

Har. Yea mnrry fir , I mean ye iliall ea: more then

your own word, for I'le make you eat all the words in the

Procefs. Why you Jrab-monger, cannot the fecretsof all

I

the wenches in a Shire fcrve your turn, but you muft come

hither with a citation with a pox ? I'le cite you.

A cup of Sack for the Sum»er.

But. Here, fir, here.

Har. Here, flave, I drink to thee.

Sum. I thank you, fir.

Har. Now if thou find'ft thy ftomack well , bccaufe

thou flialt fee my Lord keeps meat in's houfe, if thou wilt

go in, thou fhalt have a piece of beefto thy break-faft.

Sum. No I am very well ,
good M. Servingman , 1

thank you, very well, fir.

Har. I am glad on't,then be walking towards Reche-

Ber to keep your ftomack warme. And Sumner^ If 1 do

know you difturba good wench within thisDioceffe, if

I do not make thee eat her petticoat , if there were four

yards of Kcntifh cloth in't, I am a villain.

Sum. Cod be w'ye, M. Servingman. Exit.

Har. Farewell, 5«»»«;r Snter Conjiable.

Con. Save you, M. Harpool.

Har. Welcome Conftable, welcome Conftable, what

news with thee I

Con. And't pleafc you, M. Harpool, I am to make hue

and cry for a fellow with one eye , that has rob'd two

Clothiers, and am to crave your hindrance to fearch all

fufpefted places; and they fay there was a woman in the

company.

Har. Haft thou been at the Alc-houfe ? haft thou

lee her , let's fee her.

fought there ?

Ce». I durft not fearch in my Lord Cobham'i liberty,

except 1 had fome of his fcrvants for my warrant.

Har. An honeft Conftable , call forth him that keeps

the Ale-houfe there.

Co». Ho, who's within there ?

Ale-m. Who calls there ? Oh is't you, M. Conftable,

and M. Harpool> y^are welcome with all my heart,what

make you here fo early this morning.'

Har. Sirra, what ftrangers do you lodge? there «$ a

robbery done thi's morning , and we are to fearch for all

fufpcftcd peifons.

Ale man. Gods bores, I am forry for't. Ifaith, fir, I

lodge no body but a good honeft Prlcft, call'd Sir John

a Wrotham , and a handfome woman that is his Necce

,

that he faies has fome fuit in law for, and as they go up

and down to London^ fometimes they lye at my houfe.

har. What, is fhc here in thy houfe now?
Ale-m. She is , fir:I promife you, fir, he is a quiet

man, and becaufc he will not trouble too many rooms, he

makes the woman lye every night at his beds feet.

Har. Bring her forth, Conftable, bring her forth,Iet's

( ftablc.

Ale-m. Dorothy
, you mqft come down to M. Con,

Dol. Anon forsooth. She tmeri.
Har. Welcome, fweet Laffe, welcome.
Dot. I thank you, good fir,and M. Conftable alfo.

Har. A plump girle by the Mafte , a plump girle : ha,
Dfl, ha. Wile thou forfakc the Pricft , and eo with mc
Dollf

^

Con. A well faid M. Harpetl
^ you are a merry old

man ifaith
; you will never be old now by the mack , a

pretty wench indeed.

Har. Ye old mad merry Conftable , art thou advis'd
of that ? Ha, well faid Doll, fill fome Ale here.

DolUJlde. Oh if I wift this old Pricft would not ftick

CO mc, by Jove I would ingle this old fcrving-man.
Har. Oh you old mad colt , ifaith I'le fcrk you : fill

all the pots in the houfe there.

Con. Oh well faid M. Harpool, you are heart of oak
when all's done.

Harp. Ha Dol , thou haft a fweet pair of lips by the
Maffe.

Dol. Truly you are a moft fweet old man , as ever I

faw ; by my troth, you have a face able to make any wo-
man in love with you.

Har. Fill, fweet Doll, I'le drink to thee.

Doll. I pledge you, fir, and thank you therefore , and
I pray you let it come.

Harp. Imhacln£ her, Doll, canft thou love me ? a
mad merry Lafle, would to God I had never fccn thee.

Dol. I warrant you, you will not out of my thoughts
this twelvemonth, truly you are as full of favour , as any
man may be. Ah thefc fwccc gray Jocks , by my troth,

they are moft lovely.

Con. Cuds bores, M. Harpool , Tie have one bufs too.

Har.No licking for you,Conftable, hand off.hand off.

Con. Berlady I love kilTing as well as you.
Dol. Oh you are an odde boy, you have a wanton eye

of your own : ah you fweet fugar-lipt wanton
,
you will

win as many womcns hearts as come in yourcompany.
Enter Trie!}.

PrieB. Doll, come hither.

Har. Prifftjftieftiallnot.

Dot. rie come anon, fweet love.

Priell. Hand off, old fornicator.

Har. Vicar, I'le fit here in fpight of thee , is ibis fluff

for a Pricft to carry up and down with him ?

Prtefi. Sirra, do'ft thou not know that a good fellow

parfon may have a chappel of cafe, where his paiifh
Church is far off ?

Har. You whorfon fton'd Vicar.

Prleft. You old ftale RufHn,you Lion of Cotfoll.

Har. Zounds,Vicar, I'le geld you. ElitJHptnhim.
Con. Keep the Kings peace.

Dol. Murdcr,murder, murder.

Ale-m. Hold,as you are men, hold ; for Gods fake be

quiet : put up your weapons, you draw no: in my houfe.

Har. You whorfon bawdy Prieft,

Priejl. You old mutton-monger.

Con. Hold,Sir JtfA«, hold.

Dol. I pray thee, fweet heart, be quiet, I was but fit-

ting to dnnk a pot of Ale with him, even as kind a man
as ever I met with.

Har. Thou art a Thief, I warrantthee.

Priejl. Then lam but as thou haft been in thy dayes,

let's not be afhamed of our Trade, the King has been a

Thief himfelf.

Doll.
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Dot. Come, be quiet, haft ihou fpfd f

Pri. I have wtnch, here be crowns ifaich.

Vol. Come, let's be all friends then.

Con. WellfaidMiftriS Dorothy.

Har. Thou art the maddeft Pncft that ever I met with.

Prl. Givemethy hand, thou art as good a fellow:

lama finger, a drinker, a bencher, a wcncher ; I can fay

a Maflc, and kilTc a LafTe : Faith , I have a Parfonagc,

and bccaufc I would not be at too much charges , this

wench fcrveth me for a Sexton.

Harf. Well faid mad.Prieft, we'll in and befriends.

Exeunt

.

Enter Sir Roger AHon^ At. Bourn, M. BeverUj^ and

IvUllam M»rley the Brewer of DuKftahle,

AElon. Now M. Murlej, I am well alTur'd

You know our errant, ancl do like the caufe .'

Being a man affeifled as we are ?

Mur. Marry Goddild ye dainty my dear : No Ma-
fter, good Sir Roger ABon, M. Bourn, and M. Beverley,

Gentlemen and Juftices of the Peace, no Mafler, I, but

plain Ifilliam Murlej the Brewer of Dunflahle ,
your

honeft neighbour and your friend , if yc be men of my
profcffion.

Biv. PrcfelTed friends to PVickJiff; foes to Rome.

Mur. Hold by me, Lad , lean upon that flaff
,
good

Maftet Beverley, all of a houfc, fay your mind, fay your

mind,

Ai}on. You know our facftion now IS grown fogreat

Throughout the Realm, that it begins to fmoak

Into the Clergies eyes, and the King's ears.

High time it is that we were drawn to head,

Our General and OfHcers appointed.

And warrs ye wot, will ask great ftorc of coyn,

Able to ftrength our adion with your puife,

You are clefted for a Colonel

Over a Regiment of fifteen Bands.

Muf. Fue, paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro , be

it more or lelTe upon occafion, Lord have metcy upon us,

what a world is this ? Sir Roger Ailon^ I am but a D»n.
iltiblt man , a plain Brewer, ye know: will lufiy cave-

liermg Captains (Gentlemen) come at my calling, go

at my bidding ? Dainty my deer, they'll do a dog of wax,

a horfe of cheefe, a pricic and a pudding ; no,no, yc muft.

appoint fome Lord or Knight at leaft, to that place.

Bonr. Why, Mafter Murley^you fhallbe a Knight:

Were you not in eleftion to be Sheriff?

Have yc not part all Offices but that ?

Have yc not wealth to make your wife a Lady .'

I warrant you,my Lord, our General

BcHows that lionour on you, at fiift fight.

Mur. Marry God dild yc dainty my dear:

Bui tell me, who (hall be our General ?

Where's the Lord Ctbham, Sir John Old-cajlle

That noble almfc-giver, houfe-keeper, vertuous.

Religious Gentleman ? Come to me there boyes.

Come to me there.

AHon. Why who but he (liall be our General ?

Afur. And fhall he Knight me, and make me Colonel?

AR. My word for that, Sit mlliAm MurleyKnight.

Mur. Fellow Sir %eger ABon Knight , all fellows 1

mean in armes, how flrong are we ? how many partners?

Our enemies befide the King are mighty , be it more or

lefle upon occafion, reckon our force.

tx/ff. There arc of us our friends and followers,

Three thoufand and three hundred at the leaft :

OfNorthern lads four thoufand, befide horfe,

From Keut there comes with Sir Jchn Oli.cflle

Seven thoufand : then from London ilTue out,

Of Maflers, fervants, ftranger$,prcntifes.

Forty odde thoufands into Picket field.

Where we appoint our (pccial Randevouze.

i^Mur. Fue, paltry
,
paltry , in and out, to and fro.

Lord have mercy upon us, what a world is this? Wheie's
that Picket field. Sir Roger.

Afl. Behind S. Gifej in the field, near Holhorn.

Mur. Newgate, up Htlbom, S. diet in the field,

and to Tykurn , an old faw. For the day, for the day '

All. On Friday next, the fourteenth day of January.

Mur. 1 illy vally, truft me never If I have any liking

ofthatdny. Fue, paltiy,paln:y, Friday quotha , difmal

day, ChlldertHOi Aty i\\\% year was Friday.

Bev. Nay M. /^^r/r/, if youobfervefuch dayes.

We make fome queftion of your conftancie.

All daycs are alike to men rcfolv'd in right.

Mur. Say Amen, and fay no more, but fay and hold

Mallet Beverley : Friday next , and Picket field, and

tyiliiam Murlej and his merry men fhall be all one: I

havehalfe a fcore jades that draw my Beer Carts, and e-

very jade fliall bear a knave, and every knave fhall we»r

a jack , and every jack fhall have a fcull , and every fcull

fhallfhewafpear, andevery fpear fhall kill a foe at Pu-
kjt field , at Piektt field : John and Tom , Dick, and

Hodge,Rafe and Rohbin^lviUiam and George,'iT\d all my
knaves fhall fight like men,atfK4.« field,on Friday next.

Bour. What fum ofmoney mean you todifburfe?

Mur. It may be modeftly , decently, and foberly, and
handfomcly I may bring five hundred pound.

AEl. Five hundred, nwnPfivethoufand's not enough,

A hundred thoafand will not pay our men
Two month's together, either come prepat'd

Like a brave knight, and martial Colonel,

In glittering gold, and gallant Furniture,

Bringing in Coin, a Cart-load at leaft.

And all your followers mounted on good horfe.

Or never come difgracefull to us all.

Bev. Perchance you may be chofen Treafurer,

Ten thoufand pound's the leaft that you can bring.

Mur. Paltry, paltry, in and our, to and fro : upon

occafion I have ten thoufand pound to fpcnd,and ten too.

And rather then the Bifhop ihall have his will of me for

my Confcience, it fhall all. Flame and flax, flax and

flame. It was got with water and Malt , and it fhall fiye

with fire and Gun-powder. Sir Roger , a Cart-load of

money till the Axletrcc crack ; my felfand my men in

Pickjt field on Fiiday next : remember my Knight-hood

and my place : there's my hand Tie be there. Exit.

A£l. See what ambition may perfwade men to.

In hope of honour he will fpend himfelf.

Bour, I never thought a Brewer halfe fo rich.

Btv. Was never bankerouc Brewer yet but one,

With ufing too much Malt, too little water.

Ail. That's no fault in Brewers nowadayes:

Come, away about our bufinefs. Exeunt,

Enter King Harrj,Suplk._, M. But/er, Old.

Ci^lekjieelinf to the King
King. 'Tis not enough. Lord Cobham, tofubmit.

You muft forfake your grolTe opinion ;

The Bifhops find themfelves much injured.

And though for fome good fervice you have donr,

Wc for our part are pleas'dto pardon you,

Yet they will not fo loon be fatisficd.

Cob. My gracious Lord , unto your Majefty

,

Ne«
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Ntxt unto my God, I owe my life ;

And what is mine, either by Natuccs gift,

Or fortunes bounty, all is at your (ervicc.

But for obedience to the Pope of i^wf,

I ow him none ; norfhall his fhaveling Prjcfls

Thatare inEngland, alter my belief.

Ifout of holy Scripture thcj can prove

That 1 am in an error, I will yield,

And gladly take inftruflion at theirhands

:

But otherwife, I do befeech your G race^

My confcienee may not be incroach'd upon.

King. Wc would be loath to prefs our fubjefls bodies,

Much lefle their fouls, the deer redeemed pan

Of him that is the Ruler ofus all

:

Yet let me counfel you, tha: might command

;

Do not prefume to tempt them with ill words.

Nor fuflrer any meetings to be had

Within your houfe, but to the uttermoft

Difporfe the floclts ofthis new gathering {c&c.

Coh. My Liege,ifany breath that da res come forth.

And fay, my life in any of thcfe points

Deferves th'attainder of ignoble thoughts:

Hcrefiand], craving noiemorfeat all.

But even the utmoft rigour may be fhown.

iK'iwg-. Letitfuffice wcknow your loyally,

What have you there ?

j Coh. A Deed of clemency.

Your highnefle pardon for Lord Pavfcj! life,

Which I did beg, and you my Nobk Lord,

Ofgracious favour did vouchfafe to grant.

Klog, But yet it is not figned with our hand.

Ceh, Not yet» my Liege.

King. The faft you fay was done

Not ofpretenfed malice, but by cbancc.

Coh. Upon mine Honour fo, no otherwife. ff^ritet.

King. There is his pardon, bid him make amends,

And deanfe his foul to God for bis offence.

What we remit, is but the bodies fcourge.

How now, Lord Bifhop > Enter Bifhof,

Bifh. juft ice dread Sovcraigne,

As thouart King, fo grant I may hiave Jufticc.

Ki»g. What means this exclamation ? Let us know,

Bijh' Ah,mygood Lord, the State's abus'd,

And our Decrees moft ftiamefully prophan'd.

Kifig. How ? Or by whom ?

BiJh, Even by this Heretick

,

This Jew, this Traitor to your Majcfly.

cd. Prelate, thou lyeft, even in thy gieafie maw,
Or whofoevcr twit's me with the name
0£ either Traitor, or of Heretick.

Ki>ig. Forbear I fay : and Bidiop, fhew the caufe

From whence this lateabufe haih beendenv'd.

Bish. Thus mighty King r by general confent

A meffenger was fent to fcite this Lord

To make appearance in the Confiftory :

And coming to his houfe, a Ruffian flave.

One of hisdailv followers, met the man,

Who knowing him tobea Parator

Affaults him nrft, and after in contempt

Of us, and out proceedings, makes him cat

The \A)rittcnProcefs, parchment. Seal and all r

Whereby this matter neither was brought forth.

Nor we but fcorn'd for our authority.

King. When was this done ?

Btfh. At fix a clock this morning.

King And when came you to Court »

Cob. La fl night, my Liege.

Ki>^, By this it fecms he is not guilty of it.

And you have done him wrong I'accofe him fo.

Bifh, Butit wasdonc,my Lord^by hisappointment,
Or clfc his man dutft not have been fo bold.

King. Or elfe you durA be bold ot interrupt

And fill our ears with frivolous complaints,

is this the duty you do bear to us ?

Was't not fufiicient wc didPaflc our word
To fend for him, but you mifdoubiing ir.

Or which is worfe, intending to foreftaij

Our Regal power, muft likewife fummon him ?

This favours of Ambition, not of zeal.

And rather proves you malice his efjate.

Then any way that he offends the Law.
Co too, we like it not : and he your Officer

Had his defert for being infolent,

Enter Hufinngtim.

That was jmpjoyed fo much amiffe herein.

So Cdhham wlicn you pleafe, you may depart.

C»b. I humbly bid farewell unto my Liege. Exit.
King. FareweO: what's the news by Hunnngteu ?

Hufi. S\f Roger a£Iom, and a crew (my Loroj
Of bold fedetious RebcUs,8re in Arraes,

Intending reformation of Religion.

And with their Army they intend to pitch

\a Picket field, unleflTc they be repuls't.

King. So near our prefence ? Dare they be fo bold ?

And will proud War and eager thirft of bloud,
Whom we had thought to entertain far off,

Prefs forth upon us in our Native bounds ?

Muft we be forc'd to hanfel our fharp blades

In England here, which we prepar'd for Trance ?

Well, a Gods name be it. What s their Number.? fay,

Or who's the chief Commander of this Rowt.?
Hhu. Their number is not known, as yet my Lord,

But 'tis rcpariedjSir "John OUcattle

hihc chiefman, on whom they do depend.

King. How ? the Lord Cohham >

Hue. Yes, my gracious Lord,

Bish. I could have told your Majefly as much
Before he went, but thar I faw your Grace
Was too much blinded by his flattery.

Stf. Send pof?,my Lord, to fetch him back again.

But. Traitor unto his Country, how he imocth.d

And feem'd as innocent as Truth it fclf ?

King. 1 cannot think it yet he would be falfe :

But if he, no matter, let him go.

We'll meet both him and them unto their woe.

hish. This falls out well, and at the lafl I hope

To fee this heretick die in a rope. Exeunt.

Ejiter Earlt of Cap^riige^ Lord Screop^ Cray^

and Chttrtrts thi French Faflar.

Scr, Ona more, my Lord oi Cambridge, make reherfal

How you do ftand intitled to the Crown,
The deeper fhall we print it in our minds.

And every man the better be refolv'd.

When he pcrceiv's his quarrel to be juft.

Cap*. Then thus. Lord 5fr»op,Sir Thomat Greji & you

Mounfieut de Chants, Agent for the French.

This Lionet Duke of Clarence (as f faid )

Third fonof Edward (^f/;^//»Wr King) the thif<l.

Had ilTue Philip his fole dsiighter and Vieit

;

Which Philip, afterward was given in marriage

To Edmund Mortimer the Eaile oi March.,
\

And by him had a fon cat I'd Roger y^^trtimer
;

Which!
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Which ^oger likewifc had of his dclccnc,

Sdmund, Roger, Anne^ and Eliatior,

Two Daughters and two Sons, but of thofe, three

Di'd without iffue : AnHt, chat did furvlvc.

And now was left her Fathers onely Heir,

By fortune was to marry, Being too

By my Grandfather of King Edward'i Line .•

So of his Sir-name, I am cal'd you know.
Richard PUnfagir.et, my Father was,

Edward the Duke of Tork^ , and fon and heir

To Edmund LangUj, Edwari^t. third's fiift fon,

Scro. So that it feems your claim comes by your wife,

As lawful! heir to Roger Mortimer

The fon olEdmnni, which did marry ThlUlf
Daughter and heir to Lyonet Ha'i/it of ^larence.

^am. True, for this Harrjf, and his father both

H^rr;- the fittt, as plainly doth appear,

Are falfe intruders, and ufurpthc Crown.
For when young Richard was at Pornfret flain,

In him the Title of Pnnce Edward d\'6y

That was the eldeft of King Edward'$ fon$

:

fvilliam of Hatfield, and their fecond brother.

Death in his iwnagc had before bereft

:

So that my wifederiv'd from Lionel

Third fon unto King Edward, oughc proceed

And take poffelTion of the Diadem

Before this Harry, or his Father King,

Who fetch their Title but from Laneafter^

Forth of that royal line. And being thus,

vVhat reafon is' t, but (he (hould have her right ?

Scro. \ am rcfolv'd, our enterprize is juft.

Gray. Harry fhall die or elfe vcfigne his Crown.

Chart. Performe but that, and CW/« the King of

Shall aid you Lords, not only with his meni {Franct

But fend yor money to maintain your warrs:

Five hundred thoul'and Crowns he bad me proffer^

If you can flop but Harris's voyage for France.

Scr. Wc never had a fitter time then now.
The Realme in fuch di vifion as it is.

Cam. Bcfidis you mu{} pcrfwadc you, there is due

Vengeance for Richards murther, which although

It be defeir'd,yet will it fall at laft.

And now as likely as another time.

Sin hath had many ye?rsto ripen in.

And now the harvcft cannot be far off.

Wherein the weeds of ufurpation

Are tobecropt,andcaft into the fire.

Scr^o mote,EarIe Cambrldge^erc I plight my faith.

To fet up thee, and thy renowned wife.

Gray. Cray will performe the fame, as he is Knight.

Chart. And to alhlt ye, as I faid before,

Chartres doth 'gage the honour of his King,

Scr. We lack but now Lord Col/ham's fcllowl'hip.

And then our plot wereabfolute indeed.

Cam. Doubt not of him, my Lord, his life's purfu'd

By th'incenfed Clergy, and of late

Brought in difplcafure with the Kin<;, aflurcs

He may be quickly won unto our fa^ion.

Who hath the Articles were drawn at large

Of our whole purpofe ?

Gray. That have I, iny Lord.

Cam. We (Lould not now be far off from his houfc,

Our fcrious Conference hath bcguild the way :

See where his Caflleftands, give mc the writing,

i
When we are come unto the fpccch of him,

Bccaufe we will not (land to nukcrecoant

Ot that which hath been faid, here he fhall read

Our minds at large, and what we crave of him.

fnter Cobham.
Scr. A ready way : here comes the man himfelf

Booted and fpurr'd, it feems he hath been riding.

Cam. Well met. Lord Cobham.
Cth. My Lord of Cambridge r

Your Honour is moft welcome into Kent,

And all the reft of this fair company.

I am new come from London, gentle Lords

:

But will ye not take Cowling for your Hoft,

And fee what entertainment it affords >

^am. Wc were intended to have been your guefti •.

But now this lucky meeting fhall fuffice

To end our bufineffc, and deferre that kindeffr.

Cob. Bufincfs my Lord ? what bufinefs Ihould

Let you to be merry ? we have no delicates

;

Yet this rie promife you, a piece of Venifon,
A cup of wine, and fo forth, hunters fare

:

And if you pleafe, we'll ftrike the ftag our felveJ

Shall fill our diflies with his well.fod flefh.

Scro, That is indeed the thing wc all defire.

Cob.My Lord$,and you (ball have your choice with me,

Cam. Nay but the Stag which we defire to (irike.

Lives not in Cowling : if you will confcnt.

And go with us, we'll bring you to a Forreft,

Where runs a jufty heard : among the which
There is a Stag fuperiour to the reft

;

A ftately beaft, that when his fellows run

He leads the race, and beats the fullen earth.

As though he fcorn'd it with his trampling hoofs,

Alofthe bears his head, and with hisbreft

Like a huge bulwark counter-checks the wind

:

And when he ftandcth ftill, he ftretchcth forth

Hisproud ambitious neck, as if he meant
To wound the firmament with forked horn*.

Cob. 'Tis pitty fuch a goodly beaft ftiould die.

Cam. Not fOjSir John, for he is tyranouj.

And gores the other Deer, and will not kceo

Within the limitsarc appointed him.

Of late he's broke into a fcvcral,

Which doth belong to me, and there hefpoilcs

Both corn and palture, two of his wild race

Alike forrteahh,and covetous incroaching,

Already are reraov'd ; if he were dead,

I (hoiild not only be fccure from hurt.

But with his body make a royal fcaft.

Sero. How fay you then, will you firft hunt with us ?

Cob. Faith Lords,! like the paftime, whcrc's the place?

Cam. Pci ufc this writing, it will fhew you all.

And what occafion we have for the fporr. He reaJt.

Cob. Call ye this hunting, my Lords ? IsthistheSug

You fain would chafe, Harry our dread King ?

So wc may make a banquet for the devil ?

And in theftead of wholfomc meat, prepare

A diHi ofpnifon to confound our felrci.

Cam. Why fo,Lord Cobham ? See you not our claim ?
And how impcrioufly he holds the Crown f

Scro. Befides, you know your felf is ia difgrace,

Held as a recreant, and purfu'd to death.

This will defend you from your enemies,

And (UbliOi your Religion through the Land.

Cob. Notorious trcafon ! yet I will conceal .^^Je.
My fccret thoughts, to found the depth of it.

My Lord of Cambridge, I do fee your claim.

And what good may redound unto the Land,

Bv
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Byprofecutingof this cncerprizc.

Bu: where arc men ? wherc's power and furniture

'

To order fuch an aftion ? we are weak,

Harry, son know's a mighty Potentacc.

Cam'.Tuty we arc ftrong enough ;
you arcbelov'd.

And many will be glad to follow you,

Wc are the like , and fomc will follow us;

Nay, there is hope from France •• here's an Ambaffador

That promifeth both men and money too.

The Commons likewifc (as we hear) pretend

A fuddcn tumult, wc will joyn with them.

Cob. Some likelyhood , I mufl confeflc.to fpecd :

But how (hall I believe this in plain truth ?

You aie (my Lords )fuch men as live in Court,

And have been highly favoured of the King,

Efpecially Lord 5frffff^,whom oftentimes

He maketh choice for his bed-fellow.

And you, Lord Gray, are of his privy Counfel

:

Is not this a train laid to intrap my life ?

Crfw. Then peridi may my loul: what, think you fo ?

Scr. We'll fwcar to you.

Gray. Or take the Sacrament.

Coh. Nay you arc Noble men, and I imagine,

As you are honourable by birth, and bloud,

$0 you will be in heart, in thought, in word.

I crave no other tcftimony but this.

That you would all fubfcnbe, and fet your hands

Unto this writing which you gave CD me.

C<»«>.With all our hearts: who hath any pen and ink ?

Ser. My pocket fliould have one; O, here it is.

Cam. Give it me, Lord 5frw^. There is p>y name,

Scr. And there is my name.

Gray. And mine.

Cob. Sir, let me crave that would likewifc write your

name with theirs, for confirmationofyourMadeis words

tbic King of France.

Char. That will I, Noble Lord.

Cob, So, now this action is well knit together,

Arid I am for you ; where's our meeting. Lords ?

CatM. Here if you pleafe, the tenth oljuly next.

Ceb. In Kent ? agreed. Now let UJ in to fupper,

I I vope your honours will not away to night.

Cam. Yes prefently, for I have far to ride,

A bout foliciting ofother friends.

Ser. And we would not be abfent from the Court,

Left thereby grow fufpition in the King.

Cob. Yet tafte a cup of wine before ye go.

Crfw.Not now,my Lord,we thank you:fo farewel.E;eiV.

Cob. Farewell,my Noble Lords. My Noble Lords ?

My noble villains, bafc Confpirators,

How can they look his HiohnclTe in the face,

Whom they fo dofely ihay to betray ?

But Tie not fleep until I make it known.

This head fliall not be burthen'd with fuch thoughts,

Nor in this heart will I conceal a deed

Of fuch impiety againft my King.

Madam, how now ?

Enter Harfool, and the reft.

La. Cob. Y'arewekome home, my Lord:
Why feem ye fo unquiet in your looks?

What hath befain you that difturbs your mind ?

La.Powis.Bid news lam afraid touching my husband.

Ci<i. Madam, not fo : there is your husband's pardoj^

;

Long may ye live,each joy unto the other.

La. Po. So great a kindneffe , as I know not how to

I reply, my fenfeis quite confounded.

Cob. Let that alone : and Madam ftay me not,

For I muft back unto tlie Court again,

With all the fpecd I can : Harpool , my horfe,

L.^ob.So foon my Lord?what will you ride all night?

Ctb. All night or day, it muft be fo fweet wife

;

Urge me not why, or what my bufineffe is,

But get you in : Lord Powefs, bear with me.

And Madam, think your welcome ne're the worfe,

My houfe is at your ufe. Harfool, away.

Har. Shall I attend your Lordiliip to the Court ?

Cob.Yci fir, your Gclding,mounc you prefently. Exit.

La.Cob. I prythee ffarpeol look unto thy Lord,

1 do not like this fudden porting back,

Po. Some earneft bufinefs is a-foot belike.

What ere it be , pray God be his good guide.

La. Po. Amen, that hath fo highly us befted,

La.Cob.Come Madam & my Lord, we'll hope the beftj

You fhall not into fVa/es till he return.

Pew. Though great occafion be wc iTiould depart, ycr,

Madam, will wc ftay to be rcfolv'd of this unlookt for

doubtfull accident. Sxeirnt,

Enter Mnrtej and his men
,
prepared infemtfitfhy

order for roar.

CMur. Come my hearts of flint, modeftly , decently,

foberly, and handfomly ; no man afore his Leader : fol-

low your Mafter
, your Captain, your Knight that fhall-

be , for the honour of Meal- men, Millers,and Malt-men,
dun isthemoufc: 7)lck.in(i Tarn for the crcditof Dun-
ilaklt , ding down the Enemy to morrow. Ye rtiall not
come into the field like beggars. Where be Leonard and
La-0reHC»myvf)o Loaders ? Lord have mercy upon us,

what a world is. this .? I would give a couple of (hillingi

for a dozen ofgood Feathers for ye , andfourty pence for

as many Scarffts to fet ye out withall. Froft and fnow,
a man has no heart to fight till he be brave.

Diek.j Mafter, we are no babes, our town foot-balls

can bear witneffe : this little parrel we have ftiall off, and
we'll fight naked before we run away.

Tom. Nay, I'me of L<iwr*«ff mind for that , for he

means to leave his life behind him, he and Leonard^ yottr

two Loaders are making their Wills beaufe they nave
wives, now we Batchellors bid our friends fcramble for

our goods ifwe dyerbut M3ftcr,pray let me ride upon Cut,
Mur. Meal and fait , wheat and Malt , fire and cow,

froft and fnow , why Tom ihou (halt. Let me fee , here

are you, fvilliam and George arc with my Cart, and Ro.
bin ind Hodge holding my cAn two Horfcs ; proper

men, handl'ome men, tall men, true men.
Diekj But Mafter , Mafter , me thinks you arc mad

CO hazard your own perfon,and a cart-load of money too.

Tom. Yea, and Mafter there's a worfe matter in't ; if

it be as I heard fay , we go fight againft all the learned

Bifhops, that fhauld give us their blcfTrng , and if they

curfe us, we (hall fpecd nere the better.

Dick^ Nay birlad)r,fome fa y the King takes their part^

and Mafter dare you fight againft the King,
Mur. Fie paltry, paltry , in and out ,to and fro upon

occafion, if the King be fo unwife to come there , we'll

fight with him too.

Tom. What ifyefhould kill the King?
Mnr. Then we'll make another.

Diek^ Is that all ? do ye not fpcak Treafon ?

Mur.U we do,who dare trip us?Wc eomc to fight foj

our confcience,and for honour: lictleknowyou what is i^

my boferne, look here mad. knavcs»a pair ofgilt Spurrcs.

Tom. A,



f the good Lord Cobham, 4?
Tom. A pair of golden fpurs ? why do you not put

them on your heels? your hofome's noplace for fpurs.

Mnr. Be't more or IcfTc upon occafion , Lord have

mercy upon lis, Tom th'art a fool, and thou fpeakHt trea.

fon to Knight-hood ; dare any wear gold or filver fpurrs

till he be a Knighc ? No, I fliall be knighted to morrow,

and then they fhall on: Sirs, was it ever read in the

Church book of Dunjlttble, that ever Malt-man wa$ made

Knight ?

Tom. No but you arc more : you arc Meal-man, Malt-

man, Miller, Corn-Mafter and all,

D'ltk^ Yea, and half a Brewer too, and the devil and

all for wealth : you bring more money with yop, then all

the reft.

Mnr. The more's my honour, I rtiall be a Knight to

morrow. Let me fpofe my men , Tom upon Cur, Dlck^

upon Hob, Hodge upon Ball , Ra^h upon Sorcl, and Ro-

bin upon the fore-horfe.

Enter jiSlon^ BoHrtiytiMii Beverley.

Tom^ Stand, who comes there ?

j4B. All friends, good fellow,

Mur. Friends and fellows indeed, Sir %zger.

j4il. Why thus you flicw your felf a Gentleman,

To keep your day, and come fo well prepar'd.

Your Cart ftands yonder, guarded by your men,

Who tell me it is loadcn well with Coin,

What fuinme fs there?

Mur, Ten thoufand pound. Sir Roger^znA modeftly,

decently, fobciiy, and handfomely, fee what I have here

againft I be Knighted.

j4EI. Gjlt fpurrs ? 'Tis well.

Mur. Where's our Army, fir ?

jil}. Difpcrft in fundry villages about

;

Some here with us in Hygate^ fomc at Firtchlej^

Totnam, Enfield, Sdmunten, NexolugtoH^

Ifllngton, Hogsdene, Pancredge, KettK,ingtoHy
;

Some nearer Thames^ Ratcliffy Blackjvally and Bow

:

But our chief ftrergth muft be the Londoners^

"Which ere the Sun to morrow fhinc.

Will be near fifty thoufand in the field,

Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear , but upon

occafion S'u Roger A[lon,Aot\\ not the King knov> of it,

and gather his power againft us ?

>^ff. No, he'sfecute at Eltham.

Mur. What do the Clergy >

AU. Fear extreamly, yet prepare no force.

A4Mr. In and outj to and fro , bully my boykin , wc
ftiall carry the world afore us, I vow by myworfhip,
when I am Knighted, we'll take the King napping , ifne

fiand on their part.

AEi. This night we few in tJygxte will repofe,

With the fiift Cock we'll rife andarmeourfelves,
To be in Fick^t field by break of day,

And there cxpcft our General,

Mur. Sir John Oldcaltle, what if become not ?

Bonr. Yet our action ftands.

Sir Roger 4^oh may fupply his place,

,

Mar.TxMc M. fiff«r»,but who fliail make me Knight *

Bev. He that hath power to be our General.

AEl. Talk not of trifles, come let's away.

Our friends of Loudon long till it be day. Sxettnt.

Enter PrleSl and Doll.

T)ull. By my troth, thou art as jealous a man as Jives,

Prlefi. Cand thou blame mt^Doll. thou art my Lands,
my Goods, my Jewels, my Wealth,my purfe, none walks

within forty miles of London, but a plies thee as truly, a«

the Parifh does the poor mans box.

Dell. lam as true to thee, as the ftonc is in the wall,

and thou know'ft well enough , I was in as good doing,

when I came to thee, as any wench need to be: and
therefore thou haft tryed me that thou haft : and I will

not be kept as I ha bin, that I will not.

PrleFt. Don , if this blade hold , there's not a Pedler

walks with a pack , but thou ftialt as boldly choofe of his

wares , as with thy ready mony in a Merchants ftiop

,

we'll have as good filver as the King coins any.

Doll. What is all the Gold fpent you took the laftday

from the Counier f

Priefl. 'Tis gone Dfli7,'tis flown ; merrily come,mcr-

rily gone; he comes a hotfc back that muft pay for all

;

we'il hare as good meat as mony can get , and as good

gowns as can be bought for gold , be merry wench , the

Malt-man comes on Monday.
Doll. You might have left mc at Cetbaio^ until] you

had been better provided for.

Prie/l. No fweci Dell, no, I like not that
, yon old

Ruffian is not for the Pricft : I do not like a new Cleark

fhould come in the old Bel-fry.

Doll. Thou art a mad Pricft i&ith.

PrteH'. Come Doll, I'le fee thee fafe at fome Ale-houfe

here at Cray , and the next ftieep that comes ftiall leave

behind his fleece. Extmit.
Enter the King, Sufolk,, and Butter

.

K. ingreat ba/l. My Lord of SHfoll^^ poft away for

And let our forces of fuch horfc and foot, (lif(^

As can be gathered up by any means.

Make fpccdy randevouzc in Tuttle fieUt^

It muft be done this evening my Lord,

This night the Rebels mean to draw to head

Nczx Jflingteu, which if your fpecd prevent not.

If once they ftiould unite their fcveral forces.

Their power is almoft thought invincible.

Away my Lord, I will be with you foon.

Sffff". I go, my Sovcraigne, with all happy fpecd. Exit.

Km. Make haft, my Lord oiSKffolk^, as you love m.
Butler, poft you to Lor/den with all fpeed :

Command the Ma ior and Sheriffs on their allegonce^

The City gates be prefently ftiut up.

And guarded with a ftrong fufficicnt watch.

And not a man be fuffcred topafle.

Without a fpecial Warrant from our felf.

Command the Poftcm by the Tower be kept.

And Proclamation on the pain of death.

That not a Citizen ftir from his doors

,

Except fuch as the Mayor and Sheriff's (hall choofe

For their own guard, and fafety of their perfons:

Butler away, have care unto my charge.

But. I go, my Soveraigne.

King. Bntler.

But. My Lord.,

K In. Go down by GreeMmttb, and command t boat,

At the Friars Br'tdgemtud my coming down.

But. I will, my Lord. Exit Bmler,
King. It's time I think to look unto Rebellion,

When ty^^on doth cxpcft unto his aid.

No leffe then fifty thoufand Londcxtrt.

Well, I'le to fyeftminjfer in this difguifc.

To hear what news is ftirring in thcfc brawls.

Enttr Prttfl.

Prleft. Stand true-man, fayes a Thief.

King, Stand Thief fayesa tnic-man : how ifaThief ?

frl. Stand
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Pri. Scand Thief coo.

Kin. Then thief or trucmsn, I miirt ftand I fee,

howfocver the world vvags, the trade of thieving yet will

never dowo. What arc thou?

Pri, A good fellow.

Kin: So 1 am too, I fee thou doft know me.

Pri. If thou be a good fellow, play tiic good fellowes

part, deliver thy purfe without more adoe.

KiM^, I have no money.

Pri. Imuftmake you'findcfomc before wc part, if

you have no money you iTiall have wa.re, as many found

blowes as your skin can carry.

Kin, Is tlnat the plain truth?

T'r/. Sirrh3,.no more adoe ; come, come, give me the

money you have. Difpatch, I cannot ftand all day.

Kin. Well, if thou wilt needs have it , there it is : juft

the Provcrfce, one thief robs another. Where the Devil

are all my old thieves ? Falflaffe ih^i villain is fofat, he

cannot get on's Horfe, but me chinks 'Poynfs and Ptto

fliould be ftirring hereabouts,

*Pri. How much is there on't of thy word?
Kin. A himdred pound in Angels, on my word,

The time has been I would have done as much

For thee, if thou hadft paft this way, as 1 have now.

Pri. Sitrli3,what art thou f thou feem' ft a Gentleman ?

Kiu, lamno leffc
, yet a poor one now, for thou haft

all my money.

Pri. From whence cam'ft thou ?

Kin. From the Court at Ettham.

Pri. Art thouoneof the King's Servants?

K/». Yes that I am, and one of his Chamber.

Pri. I am glad th'art no worfc : thou may 'ft the better

fpare thy money, and think thou mighc'ft get a poor

Thief his pardon if he (liould have need.

Kin. Yes that I can.

Pri. Wilt thou doe fo much for me, when I Hiall have

occafion ?

K;«, Yes faith will I, fo it be for no murther.

Pri. Nay,! am a pittifull thicf,all the hurt I do a man;
I take but his purfe. Tie kill no man.

Kin. Then ofmy Word I'ledo't.

Pri. Give me thy hand ofthe fame. \

K/». There 'tis.

Pri. Me thinks the King ftiouJd be good to Thieves,

becaufc he has bin a thief himfelf , although I chink now
he be turned a true-man.

Kin. Faith I have heard indeed h'as had an ill name
that way in'syouch: but how canft thou tell that he has

been a thief ?

Pri. How ? becaiife he once robb'd me before I fell to

the trade my feif, when that foul viilanousguts, thaclcd

him to all that Roguery, was in's company there, that

FalFlafe.

Kitig ajide. Well, if he did rob thee then, thou art but

even with him now I'le be fworn :Thou knoweft not the

King now I think, if thou faweft him ?

Pri. Not ], ifaitb.

KingAfide. So it fliotikl fcem.

Pri. Well, if old King Harry had liv'd, this King
that is now,!iad made thieving the bcft trade in England.

King. Why fo?

Pri. Becaulehewas the chief Warden of our Com-
pany, it's pitty that c're he ftioiild have been a King, he

was fo braveaihief. But lirtha, wilt remember my par-

don if need be >

Kifig, Yes faiih Willi.

Tri. Wilt thou? well :hen,becaufe thou /hale go (afe,

for thoumay'ft hap (being fo early) be met with again,
before thou come to Sofitbn>ark.e , ifany man when he
ftiould bid thee good morrow, bid the Hand, fay thou but
fir John, snd they will let thee paffe.

King. Is that the word ? then let me alone.

Pri. Nay firrha, becaufcl think indeed I ftiall have
fomc occafion to ufe thee, and as thou comm'ft oft this

way, I may light on thee another time not knowing thee,

here I'le break this Angel, take thou half of it, this is a to-
ken betwixt thee and me,

Ki>fg. God a mercy : farewell. Exit.
Tri. O my fine golden flaves, here's for thee, wench*,

ifaith. Now, D(?//, we will revcll in our Bcver,thi$ is a
Tythe Pigofmy Vicarage. God a mercy, neighbour
5Wrr.f-/>;V/, you hi paid your Tythchoneftly. Wei! I

hear there is a company of Rebels up againft che Kin",
got together in Ticket-fieU near Holhortiy and as it u
thought, here in ^«f, the King will be there toni^h:
in's ownperfon : well, I'le to the Kings Camp, and it

fhall go hard, if there be any doings but I'le make feme
good boot among them. Exit.

Enter King ffenry, Snffolkj, Huntington, And
tvno with Lights.

King. My Lords ofSufoll^znd of Hantingtffn,
Who fcours it now ? or who ftands fenrinels ?

What men of worth ? what Lords do walk the.round ?

Suf. May't plrafe your HighnefTe.

King. Peace, no more of that.

The Kmg's aflcep, wake not his Ma jefty.

With termcs nor Titles ; he's at reft in bed.
Kings do not ufe to watch themfelvcs, they flcep,

j^nd let rebellion and confpiracy

Revel and havock in the Commonwealth.
Is London look'd unto ?

Hun. It is, my Lord :

Your noble Unckic Exeter is there.

Your Brother C7/of<?/?(rr, and my Lord of IVArrvickj,

Who with the Mayor and the Alderm.en
Doguard the Gates, and keep good rule within.
The Earl of Cambridge, and fir ThomAs GrAy
Do walk the round. Lord Scroof and Butler fcour.
So though it pleafe your Majefty to jeft.

Were you in bed, well might you take your reft.

King. I thank ye Lords : but you do know ofold,
That 1 have been a pcrfedl night-walker :

London., you fay, is fafcly lookc unto,

Alafs, poor Rebels, there your aid muft fail.

And the Lord Cohham Sir JohnOldcaftle^

Qiiiet in Kent, AElon, yc arc deceiv'd :

Reckon again, you count without your Hofte.

To morrow you ftiall give account to us.

Till when, my frienrfs, this long cold winters night
How can we fpend ? King /f^rr; is aflecp,

And all his Lords, thcfe garments tell us fo :

All friends at Foot-ball, fellowes all in field,

Harry, and Dickj, and George,hr\no us a Drumme,
Give us fquaie Dice, we'll keep this Court of Guard,
For all good fellowes companies that com;.

Where's that mad Priefi ye told me was in Armes
To fighr, as well as pray, if need required.

Suf. Hi's in the Camp, and if he knew of this,

I undertake he would not be long hence.

King. Trip D/V^j trip (jMr^f.

Hun. I muft liave the Dice : what doe we play a: >

Suf. Paffageif ye pleafe.

Hun



the good Lord Cohham. 4S

Hunt. Sfc round tbcn : fo, ac all.

Har. C7«>*^^, you aredut.

Give mcche Dice, I paflc for twenty pound,

E-Jerc*s to our lucky paflaac into Franct.

Hun. Harryy^oxi paflc indeed, for you fwccp all.

Stif. A fign King H<?rrr (hall fweep all in ¥ratK(.

Entir Trltft.

Prl. Edge ye good fellowcs.takc a fredi gameftcr in.

HAr. Mslhr Parfon, we play nothing but gold ?

Trt. And, fellow, I tell thee that the Prieft hath gold,

gold : what ? ye arc but beggarly foldicrs to mc, I chink I

have more gold then all you three.

Hun. It may be fo, but we believe it not.

H.ir. Set, Pricfljfec, 1 paffcforalhhatgold.

Pri. Ye paffe indeed,

Har, Prieft, haft any more .'

Pri. More ? what a queftion's that ?

I tell thee I have more then all you three,

Acthefe ten Angels.

Har. 1 wonder how thou com'ft by all this gold.

How many Benefices haft thon, Ptieft ?

Pri. Faith, but one, doft wonder how I conic by gold ?

T wonder rather how poor foldiers (hould have gold : for

rie tell thee, good fellow, we have every day tythcs,

off'rings, chriftnings, weddings , burials .• and you poor

fnakcs come fcldome to a booty. I'le fpeak a proud word,

I have but one Patfonage, fyretham^ 'tis better then the

Bifhoprick of Rochefler : there's ne're a hill, heath, nor

down in all iCtHt^ but 'tis in my Parifh, Barrbam-domn^
Chdham-dowH, Gads-h'ill, Wrotham.hilU hlaek^-hettth^

Cockj-htathy Birche».woody all pay mc tjthc, gold quoth

a ? ye pas not for that.

Suf. Harrjy ye arc out 5 now,Parfon,fhakc the Dice.

Pri. Set, fet, I'lc cover yc,at all : A plague on't I am
out the Devil, anj Dice, and a Wench, who will uuft

them ?

Suf. Say'ft thou fo, Prieft ? fee fair, at all for once.

Har. Out,fir,pay all.

Pri. Sir, pay me Angel gold,

ric none of your ctackt Frtncb Crownes nor Piftolets,

Pay mc fair Angel gold, as I pay you.

King. No crackt French Crownes ? I hope to 0:e more

cnckt French Crownes ere long.

Prl. Thou mcan'ft of Frencb-vatm Crowne*, when

the King's in trance.

Hnn. Set round, at all.

Prl. Pay all ; this is fomc luck.

King. Give me che Dice, 'tis I muft flircd the Ptieft

:

At all. Sir Jthn.

Pri. The Detil and all is yours: at that, 'Sdeath, what

cafling's this ?

Snf. Well thrown, Harrj^ Ifaith.

King, rie caft better yet.

Pri. Then ric be hang'd. Sitrha, haft thou not giycn

thy foul to the Devil for cafting.'

Har. I paflc for all.

Pri. Thou pafleft all that e'rc I plaid withal!;

Sirrha, doft thou not cog, nor foift, nor flurrc ?

Kin. Set, Parfon, fet, the Dice die in my hand.

When, Paifon, when ? what, can yc Snd nomoie ?

Already dry ? was'c you brag'd of your ftore ?

Pri. All's gone but that.

Hun. What? halfa broken Angel,

/'r/. Why, fir
?

'tis gold.

Kin. Yea^ and I'lc cover it.

Pri. The Devil give yc good on't, I am blind, you
have blown me up.

Kin. Nay, tarry, Prieft, you ftiall not leave us yet

,

Do not thcfe pieces fit each other well /

Pri. What if they doe?

King. Thereby begins a talc

;

There was a Thief, in face much like Sir Jehn ,

But 'twas not he. That thief was all m green.

Met me laft day on Black^-heath, near the P^rkj,

With him a Woman. I was all alone

And weaponlcflc, my boy had all my tooles.

And was before providing mc a Boat.

Short tale to make. Sir J»/i«, the Thief I mean,
Took a juft hundreth pound in gold from me.

I ftonn'd at it, and fwore to be rcveng'd

If e'rc wc met ; he like a lufty Thief,

Brake with hi» Teeth this Angd juft in two.

To be a token at our meeting next.

Provided, I ftiould charge no Officer

To apprehend him, but at weapons point

Recover that, and what he had befide.

Well met. Sir John, betake ye to your tooles

By Torch-light, for, Maftcr Parfon, you are he

That had my Gold.

'Pri. Zounds, I wion't in play, in fair fquarc play, of
the Keeper of Eltham-Parkj , and that I will mainuin
with this poor Whinyard.-be you two hoi\eft men toftand

and look upon'i, and let's alone, and neither part.

Kin. Agreed, I charge ye doc not budge a foot,

Sir y»i&*, have at ye.

Pr't. Souldicr, ware your fconce.

jis th*} prefer, enter Butler^ and drawnJ hit
Svfird to fart them.

But. Hold, villain, hold : my Lords, what d'ye mean,
To fee a Traitor draw againft the King ?

Pri. The King f Gods will, I am in a proper pickle.

King. Buttery what newes ? why doft thou uoubk mi
But. Pleafeyour Majefty, it's break of day,

And at I fcouted near to IfllngtoHy

The gray-ey'd morning gave me glimmering.

Of armed men comming down H^ate. hilly

Who by their courfe are coafling hithcrwaid.

King. Let us withdraw, my Lords, prepare our troops
To charge the Rebels if there be fuch caufe ;

For this lewd Prieft, this devillifti Hypocrite,

That is a Thief, a gamefter, and what not.

Let him be hang'd up for example fake.

Prieft, Notfo, my gracious Sovcraign, T confcffe I ara

a fraile man,flefti and blood as otherare ; but fet my inu

pcrfeftioi« afide, yc have not a taller man, nor a truer

Subjedl to the Crown and State, than Six John of /fr*

tbam is.

Kin. Will a true Subjeil rob his King ?

Pri. Alafs 'cwas ignorance and want, my gracious

Liege.

K$ng. 'Twas want of grace. Why, you fliould be as I

To feafon others with good document, (fait

Your lives as lamps to give the people light,

As ftnepheards, not as Wolves to fpoile the flodt

;

Go hanghim, Butler,

But. Uidft thou not rob mc f

Prie. I muft confeffe I faw fome of four «old, but, my
dread Lord, I am in no humour for death : God Will that

iTnners live , doe not you caufe me to die, once in their

livrt the beft may "oaftray,and if the world lay tiuc,

your felf(my Liege) na»c bin a Thief. (

q B Klm.\
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Km. I confcffcl havr.

But I rcpen: and have rcclaim'd my fclf.

PtI, So will 1 doc if you will give me time.

Kin. Wilt thou ? My Lords, will yoa be his furetics ?

Hnn. That when he robs again he (hall be hang'd.

Prl. I askc no more.

Kin. And we will grant thee that.

Live and repent,and prove an honcftman.

Which wlicn I hear, and fafe return from France

^

ric give ihee living. Till when, take thy Gold,

But fpend it better then it Cards or Wine,

For better virtues fie that Coat of thine.

Frl. f^ivat Rex,& cHrrat Lex. My Liege, if ye have

caufcofBattcl,ycfliall fecSir J»A» beftirhimrelf in your

quarrell.

jitt tiUrum. Enter K\n^^ Suplk-, TJuritington^Str

John bringing ftrth yi^on, Beverly, and

Mnrly prifoners.

King. Bring in tliofe Traitors, whofe afpiring minds

Thought to have tviumpht in our overthrow i

But now ye fee, bafc villains, what fucceflc

Attends ill aftions wrongfully attempted.

Sir Roger ABon^ thou rctain'ft the name

Of Knight, and {hould'tt be more difcreetly temper'd

Than joyn with pezants, Gentry is divine,

But thou haft made it more then popular.

^Ei. Pardon, my Lord, my confdcncc ufg'd me to it

Kin. Thy confcicncc ? then confciencc is corrupt,

For in thy confcience thoU art bound to us,

And in thy confciencc thouQiould'ft love thy Coantrcy,

Elfe what's the difference 'twixta Chriflian,

And the uncivil manners of the Turk .>

Bev. Wc meant no hurt unto your Majcfty,

But reformation of Religion.

King. Reform Religion .? was it that you fought .?

I pray who gave you that authority ?

Belike then we hold the Scepter up

,

And fie within the Throne, but for a Cipher.

Time was, good Subjedls would make known their grief,

And pray amendment, not enforce the fame,

Unleffe their King were tyrant, which I hope

You cannot juftly fay thitH^rrjr is,

What is that other ?

Suf. A Malt-man, my Lord,

And dwelling in Dnnflahle as he fayes.

King. Sirrha,what made you leave your Barley broth,

To come in armour thus againft your King ?

Mur. Fie,pa!:ry,paltry,to and fro,in and out upon oc-

cafion, what a world it this? Knighthood (my Liege)

'twas Knighthood brought me hither, they told mc I had

wealth enough to make my Wife a Lady.

KIk. And fo you brought chofe horfes which we faw,

Trapc all in coftly furniture, and meant

To wear thefe Spurres when you were Knighted once.

Mur. Inand out upon occafion I did.

Kin, In and out upon occafion, therefore you ftiall be

hang'd, and in the ftead of wearing thefe SpuiTcsupon

your heeles, about your neck they (hall bewray your fol-

ly to the world.

Vri. In and out upon occafion, that goes hard.

Mar. Fie, paltry, paltry, too and fro : good my liege,

a pardon, I am forry for my fault.

King, Thatcomes too late : but tell me, went there

none bcfide Sir Roger jiifon, upon whom
You did depend to be you Governour.

Mur. None, my Lord, but Sir John OUcaflte.

Enter Bljhop.

Kin. Beares he a part in thisconfpiracy.

-^ff. Wc lookt,my Lord, that he would meet us here.

King. But did he promifeyou that he would come.
u4^. Such Letters we received forth of Kenty

Bifi.VJhcK is my Lord the KingPhcalth to your grace.

Examining, my Lord, fomc of thefe Rebels,

It is a generall voyce among them all

,

That they had never come into this place.

But to have met their valiant Generall

The good Lord Cohham as they title him

:

Whereby, my Lord, your Grace may now perceive.

His Tfcafon is apparant, which before

He fought to colour by his flattery.

King. Now by my Royalty I would have fworn,

But for his confcience which I bear withall.

There had not liv'd a more true hearted Subject.

Bljh. It is but counterfeit, my gracious Lord,

And therefore may it pleafe your Majefty,

To fet your hand unto this precept here.

By which we'll caufc him forthwith to appear.

And anfwer this by order of the Law.
Ki». Not onely that, but take CommilTion

To fcarch, attach, imprifon, and condemn.
This moft notorious traitor as you pleafe.

Bipj. It fliall be done, my Lord, without delay :

So now I hold Lord Cohham in my hand,

Thac \A^ich {hall finifh thy difdained life.

King. 1 think the Iron age begins but now.
Which learned Poets have fo often taught.

Wherein there is no credit to be given

To cither words or looks, or folemn oaths :

For if he were, how often hath he fworn,

How gently tun'd the mufick of his tongue,

And with whacamiablc face beheld he me,

When all, God knowes, was but hypocrifie.

Enter Cohbam.
Cob, Long life and profperous reign unto my Lord,
Kin. Ah, villain, canfi thou wi(h profperity,

Whofe heart includeih nought but treachery ?

I do arreft thee here my felf, falfc Knight,

Of treafon capitall againfi the ftace.

Ceb. Of treafon,mJghty Prince .'your Grace miftakes,

I hope it is but in the way of mirth.

Kin. Thy ncclc fhall feel it is in earnefl fhortly,

Dar'ft thou intrude into our prefence, knowing
How hainoufly thou haft offended us ?

But this IS thy accuftomcd deceit.

Now thou perceiv'ft thy purpofe is in vain, i

With fomecxcufe or other thou wilt come
'

To dear thy felf of this Rebellion.

Cob. Rebellion, good my Lord, I know ofnone.
Kin. If you deny it, here is evidence.

Sec you thefe men ;
you never counfclled.

Nor offered them afltftancein their Warres.

C»b, Speak, firs, not one but all, I crave no favoux,

Have ever I been convcrfant with you ?

Or written Lettus to encourage you ?

Or kindled but thcleaft orfmallcft part

Of this your late unnaturall Rebellion .?

Speak, for I date the uttennoft you can.

Mur. In and out upon occafion, I know you nor.

King. No, didft thou not fay, that Sir John OUsaJile

Was one with whom you purpofcd to have met?
Mur. True, I did fay fo, but in what refpcfS^,

Bccaufc I heard it was reported fo.

Kin. Wis
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Kir^. Was there no o:hcr argument bnc that ?

Ail. I muft eonfcrtc vet have no other ground

But onely ranour toaccuCc this Lord,

Which DOW I Ice was mcerly fabulous.

Kin. The more pcmitious you to laint him then,

Whom you know was not Faulty, yea or no.

Cob. Let this, my Lord, which I prefcnt your Grace

Speak for my loyalty, read ihefe Article*,

And then give fcntcnce ofmy life or death.

Kin. £3.11 CamlrldgtyScroop^iad Gray corrupted

With bribes from Charles offr4»«, either to win

My Crown from me, or fecrctly cx)i]ttive

My death by Treafon? Is't pofTiblc.

Ceb. There is the piacforme, and their hands,my Lord,

Each feverally fubfcribcd to the fame.

Kifi. Oh never heard of bafc ingratitude /

Even thofc I hug within my bofomemort

,

Are rcadiert evermore to tting my heart. I

Pardon mt^Cobham^ I have done thee wrong.

Hereafter I wilUivc to maVe amends.

Is then their time of meeting fo near hand ?

We'll meet with ihcm, but littl; for their eafe.

If God permit. Go take thefc Rebels hence,

Let them have martiall law : but asfor thee.

Friend to thy King and Countrey, ftill be free. Exetmt.

Mar. Be it more orlcflc, what a workJ is this?

Would I had continued ftill of the order of knaves,

And ne're fought Knight-hood, fince it cofts

So dear : Sir Roger.,! nay thank you for all.

yiElon. Now 'tis too late to have it remedied,

I prcthee, (JHurlejr, doe not urge me with it.

//«*. Will you away, and make no more to doe ?

Afur. Fie paltry,paltry,too and fro,as occafion fcrvcs,

If you be fo hafty, take my place.

Hmh. No, good fir Knight, e'ne tak't your fclf.

Mur. I could be glad to give my betters place. Exeient,

Enttr Bifljofy Lord Warden , Cromer the ShreevCf

Lady Cobham and attendants.

Blfh. I tell ye. Lady , it's impoffiblc

But you fhould know where he conveyes himfelf.

And you have hid him in fome fccret place.

La. My Lord, believe mc, as I have a foulc,

I know not where my Lord my Husband is,

B'ljh. Go to, go, ye are an Heretick,

And will be fore t by torture to confeffe.

If fair roeanes will not fervc to make you tell.

La. My Husbat\d is a noble Gentleman,

And need not hide himfelf for any fa(5l

That e'rc I beard of, therefore wrong him not,

Blfh. Your husband is a dangerous Schifmatick,

Traitor to God, the King,and Commonwealch,

And therefore, M. Cromer^ Shreeve of Kent^

I charge you take her to your cuftody.

And feize the goods of Sir John Oldcafile

To the Kings ufc ; let her go in no mote.

To fetch fo much as her apparell out.

There is your warrant from his Majcfty.

L. War. Good my Lord Bi(}iop, pacific your wrath

Againft the Lady.

Bl^. Then let her confcffe

Where Oldcafile her husband is conceal'd.

h. War. 1 dare engage mine honour and my life
,

jPoor Gentlewoman, flic is ignorant

And innocent of all liispraaices

If any evil by him be pra<f^ifcd.

Blfh. If, my Lord Warden ? Nay then I charge you,

\ That all Cinque- pores wiiereof yeu arc chief,

Be laid forthwith, that heeicapousnot.

Shew him hisHighneflfe warrant, M. Shcriffe.

L. War, 1 am forry for the Noble Gentieoun.

Bi^. Peace, lie comes here, now do your oSkc,
En\er Harf^ole and OldcaflU.

Cob. HarpetUy what oufineffc have we here in ha^d ?

What makes the Billiop and the Sheritfc here /

I fear my coinming home is dangerous,

I would 1 had not made fucb hafte to Cobham,

Hot. Be of "ood cheer, my Lord , if tbey be foci,

we'll fcramble Jhrewdly with them : if they be fiiend)

they arc welcome.

Cr», Sir John Oldcafile Lord Cobham^ in the Kings
name, I arrcft ye of high treafon.

Cob. Treafon, M. Cromer >

Har. Treafon, M. SherifFe, what Treafon ?

Cob. Harpoole^ I charge thee ftirre not, but be <JuIet.

Do ye arrcft iiie of Treafon, M. Shcriffe f

Blfh. Yea, of high Treafon, Traitor, Hrretick.

Cob, Defiance in his face that calls me fo,

I am as true a loyall Gendcman
Unto his HighnclTe, as my proudeft enemy,
ThcKing lliall witneffemy latefaithfull fervice.

For fafcty of his facred Majefty.

Blfij. What thou art, the Kings hand ftialJ teftifie.

Shew him. Lord Warden.

Ceb, Jefu defend tac

,

Is't pofliblc your cunning could Co temper

The Princely difpofition of his minde.

To fign the damage of a royall Subje^ ?

Weill the bcft is, it bcares an antedate.

Procured by my abfenccand your malice.

But I, fince that, have ihew'd my felf as true.

As any Churchman that dare challenge me.
Let mc be brought before his Majcfty,

If he acquit me not, then doc your worft.

Bljh. Wc are not bound to doe kinde offices,

For any traitor, fchifmatick, nor heretick :

The Kings hand is our warrant for our work.
Who is departed on his way for France,

And at iS0«ri&<iMi^r0/( doth repofc this night.

Har. O that thou and I were within twenty miles of
it, on Salubutj/ph'inl I would lofe my hc*d if thou
brought'ft thy head hither again. Jl^d*.

Cob. My Lord Warden o'th Cinque-ports, and Lord
oCR^eheifer^ ye are joynt CommilTioners, favour mc fo

much on my expencc, to bring mc to th: King.

Bfjh. What , to Southamftoa }

Cob. Thither, my good Lord,

And if he doe not clear mc of ali guilt,

And all fufpicion ofconfpiracy.

Pawning his Princely warrant for my truth :

I aske no favour, but extrcameft torture.

Bring mc, or fend me to him, good my Lord,

Good my Lord Warden, M. Shrievc entreat.

Thtji both entreat for me
Come hither. Lady, nay fwcct wife, forbear

To heap one ibrrow on a not hers neck :

'Tis griefenough falfcly to be accus'd.

And not permuted to acquit my fclf.

Doe not thou with thy kinde refpe<5tive teares,

Torment thy husbands heart that Llecdsfor thee

But be of comfort, God hath help in ftore

For thofc that put afTured truft in hint.

j

Dear Wife, if they commit me to the Tower

,

1 Come up to Loudon to your fiftcts houle :

^^__
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The Htftory of S'trfohn Oleica/lie

,

That being, near mc, you may comfort me.

One folacc find I fcdcd in my foul,

That I am free from Trcafons very thought,

Oncly my confcicncc for the GofpeJs fake,

Is caufe of all the troubles I fuftain.

La. 0,my dear Lord, what fhall betide of as?

You to the Tower, and I turn'd out of doors,

Ourfubftance feiz'd unto his Highncfl'eufc,

Even to the garments longing to our backs.

W<»/-.Patiencc,good Madam,things at worft will mend,

And ifthey do not, yet oar lives may end.

Bljh, Urge it no more, for if an Angel fplce,

I fwearby fwect S. Teter'i blefFed keyes,

Firft goes he to the Tower, then to the ftake.

Crow.But by your leave, this warrant doth not ftrctch

Toimprifon her.

BiJh,No, turn her out ofdoon,

Even as fhe is, and lead him to the Tower,

With guard enough, forfcar of vefafing.

La, O God requite thee thou blond-thirfty rran.

Col>, May it not be, my Lord of "E^cheiler ?

Wherein have I incurr'd your hate fo far.

That my appeal unto the King's deny *d.

Sfjh. No hate of mine, but power ofholy Church j

Forbids all favour to falfc Hereticks.

Coi. Your private malice more then publick power.
Strikes moft at tne, but with my life it ends.

Har.afidt. O that I had the Bifhop in that fear

That once 1 bad his Sumner by our felves.

Cro. My Lord
,
yet grant one fuit unto us all^

That this lame ancient fervingman may v«tit

Upon my Lord his matter in the Tower.
Btfh. This old iniquity, this hcrctick ?

That in contempt of our Church difcipline,

Compel'd my Sumner to devour his Proceffc ?

Old ruffian paft-gracc, upflart fchifmatick.

Had not the King pray'j us to pardon ye ,

Ye had frycd for't, ye grizeled herctick.

Har, Sblood , my Lord Bifliop, ye wrong me, I am
neither Hcretick nor Puritan, but of the old Church, I'lc

fwcar, drink ale , kifs a wench, go to mafs , eat fifh all

Lent, and fafl Frydaycs with cakes and winc,fruitand
fpicciy,fhriveme of my old finnes afore Eaftcr , and be-
gin new before Wiiitfomidc.

Cro. A merry mad conceited knave , my Lord.
Har. That knave was fimply put upon the Bifhop.
Bl(h, Well, God forgive him, and I pardon him J

Let him attend his maftet in the Tower,
For I in charity wifh his foul no hurt.

Coh. God blefs my foul from fuch cold charity.

Bifh. To th'Tower with him, & when my leifure ferves

I will examine him of Articles 5

Look, my Lord Warden , as you have in charge

The Slihe ve perform hit office.

fVar. I,myLoid. Enter Sumner with Bovkj.

B'i(h. What bring'fi thou there? what,books of herefie ?

Sun*. Yea, my Lord, here's not a Latine Book,
No not fo much as our Ladies Pfalter :

Here's the Bible,the Teftament, the Pfalmcs in meeter,

Thefick-man's falvc, the Treafure of Gladnefs,
All Ettgtlfh^ no not fo much but the Almanack's Engl'ifh.

Bi(h. Away with them , to th'fire with them, C/v»,
Now fic upon thefe upftart Hereticks.

AH Eti^li'jh^ bum them, burn them quickly, C/«».
Harp, But do not, Sumner, as you'll anfwcr it, for I

have there En^lijh books , my Lord, that I'lc not part

wicl%all for your Bifhoprick, Bevr^ ni HarKprcn
., OvcU

gifjfe. The Fryer and rhe Boy^ Ellen of kummiKV ,
%o.

i>i/i-hood^ and other fuch gf^dly ftoncs, wliich it' you burn,

by this fldh I'le make yc drink clvjir aHies in S. Mtirpet's

Ale. £tf<V.

Enter the B'fhop of Roch'fler ^ with his men
in Livery (^oatt,

t.Ser. Is it your honours we iliall flay,

Or come back in the afternoon to fetch you.

Bifh. Now have ye brought mc hereunto the Tower,
You may go back unto the Porter's lodge,

Where if I havcoccafion toemploy yo'j,

I'le fend fome officer to call you tome.

Into the City go not, I command you.

Perhaps I may have prcfent need to ufe you.

2. We will attend your honour here without.

J. Come, we may ha ve a quart ofwine at the Rofcat
Bark^iHgy and come back an hour before he'll go.

t . Wc muft hie us then.

3. Let's away. Exeunt.

Bifh. Ho, Mr. Lievtcnanr.

Ltev. Who calls there ?

Bijh. A friend of you 1^.

Ltev. My Lord of Rachefftrffonr honour's welcome.

Biflj. Sir, here'smy warrant from the counfel,

For conference with Sit John Oldcafi/e^

Upon fome matter of gicat confequcnce.

Liev. Ho , Sir Joh^.
Har. Who calls there?

Liev. Harpoffl, tell fir Joi&«,that my Lord of Rochefler

Comes from the counfel to confer with him,

I think you may as fa fc without fufpition.

As any man in Engtund as i hear,

For it was you moft labour'd his commitment.

Blfh. I did, fir, and nothing repent it I afl'jvc you.

Enter Sir JohMOldcafile,

Mr. Lievtcnant, I pray you give us leave,

I mufl confer here with fir John a little.

Liev. With all my heart, my Lord.

Nar.afde. My Lord, be rul'd by me,take thisoccdfinn

while ir is offered,5ton my life your Lordiliip will cfcape.

Coi). No more I fay, peace left he fliould fufpcdl it.

Bipj. Sir John , I am come to you from the Lords of
the Counfel, to know if you dotccant your en ours.

Col/. My Lord of RacheFler, on good advice.

I fee my errour ; hut yet underfland me,

I mean nor errour in the Faith I hold.

But errour in fuhmitting to your pleafurc.

Therefore your Lorddiip without more to do^

Muft be« means to help me to efcape.

Bifh. What means, thou heretick ?

Dar'ft thou but lift thy hand againft my calling ?

Ceh. No, not to hurt you fora thouCand pound,

Har. Nothing but ro borrow your upper garment a

little , not a word more, peace for vvaking the children
;

there, put on , difpatch , my Lord , the window that goes

out into the Leads is fure enough : as for you, I'le bind

you furcly in the inner foom.

Co(>. This is well begun, God fend us happy fpecd,

Hard fhift you fee men make in time of need.

EnterfervinPmen again.

1. I marvel that my Lord fhould ftay fo long.

2. He hath fent to leek us I dare lay my life.

3. We come in good time, fee where he is coming.

Har. I bcfecch you
,
good my Lord of Rechtlter , be

favourable to my Lord and niafter.

OA.Tht
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Cob. The inner roomes be very hot and dofc,

I do not like this air here in the Tower.

Harf. His cafe is hard, my Lord: you (hall fafety get

out of the Tower, but I will down upon them ; in which

time get you away. Hard under Tjlitigten wait you my

coming , I will bring my Lady ready with horfes to get

hence.

Cob. FelloWjgo back again unto my Lord, and coun-

fel him.

Har. Nay, my good Lord oi RechtJitr^Vlt bring you

CO S, AlboHs through the woods I warrant yoji.

Cob. Villain away.

Har. Nay fincc I am part the Towers liberty,

You part not fo. Ht dravfes.

Bljh. Clubs, dubs, clubs.

t. Murther, rrurthcr, murther.

,^a. Down with him,

Har. Out you coWardly revues. Ctbb. tfcafts.

Enter LieMtenant , dni hit tutu..

Liev. Who is fo bold as to dare to draw a fwoid

So near unto the entrance of the Tower.

r. This Ruffian, fcrvant to fir J»hft OUcaftUy was

like to have flain my Lord.

Litv. Lay hold on him,

Har. Stand off if you love^our puddings.

Rochejicr caij wtthiH.

Help, help, help, Mr. Lievttfnant, help.

Liiv. Who's that within? fome Treafon in the

Tower on my life, look in , who's that which calls ?.

Enttr Rochejier beund.

Litv, Without your cloak, my Lord oCJ^chefttr ?

Har. There, now it works ; then let mc fpecd,

For now's the fittefl time to fcape away. Exit.

Liev. Why do you look fogaftly and affrighted?

Blfh. OUcAlilt thac Traitor and his man

,

When you had left me toconfcrrc with him.

Took, bound , and ftript me as you fee«

And left me lying in this inner chamber.

And fo departed, and I—

-

Litv.hnd you 1 Nere fay thac the Lord Cobbam's man
Did here fee on you like to murther you.

I. And fo he did.

JBiJh. It was upon his Mafter then he did,

That in the brawl the Traitor might efcape.

. Litv. Where is this Harfttl ?

a. Here he was even now.

Lttv, Where, can you tell ? They art both cfcap'd.

Since it fo happens that he is efcap'd,

I am glad you are a witneffe of the fame

:

It inight have clfc beert laid unto my charge,

That I had been confcnting to the faft.

Btjh. Come, fearch (hall be made for him with expedi-

tion, the Haven's laid that he (hall not efcape , and hue

and cry continue through England , to find this damned,
dangerous heretick. Exeunt,

Enter Cambrldge^Screop^and Gray^ as in a chamber^ and

ftt down at a Table^ confnlting about tbtir Treafon^

King Harry and Sufolk^Hftning at the deer.

Cant. lnmintopinion,5f>-oo^ hath welladvis'd,

Poifon will be the onely apteft mean.

And fitteft for our purpofe toiiifpatch him.

Cray. But yet there may be doubt in their delivery,

Harry is wife, thei efoi e Earl of Cambridgfj

I judge that way not fo convenient.

5fr. What think ye then ofthis ? I am his bedfellow,

And nnfufped^cd nightly flccp with him.

What if I Tcnture in thofe filrnt houres,

When fleep hath fealed up all mortal cye«

To murther him in bed ? how like yt that ?

Cam. Herein confi(ts no fafety for yourfelf.

And you difdos'd, what (hall become of us ?

But this day (as ye know) he will aboard.

The wind's fo fair, and fet away for France^

If as hegde$,or enttingin the (hip

Ic might be done, then were it excellent,

Cray. Why any of thefc, or if you will,

riecaufea prefent fitting of the Councel,

Wherein I will pretend lomc matter of fuch vvaght,
Aineeds muft have his royal company.
And fodifparch him in his Councel chamber.

Cam. Tufti,yet I hear not any thing to purpofc

;

I wonder that Lord Cobbam^i^a folong,

Hiscounfelin this cafe would much avail us.

The Kingjfeps in npon them with hit Lirdt.
Ser. What (hall we rile thus, and determine nothin«».'

King. That were a (hame indeed : no, (it a<»ain

,

And you (hall have my counfel in this cafe ;

If you can find no way to kill the King,

Then you (lull fee howl can furni(h ye
;

Scroep'svay by poifon vvas indifferent,

But yet being bcd-fellow to the King,

And unfufpeftcd, flccping in his bofomet

In mine opinion that's the likelier way.

For fuch falfe friends are able to do much,

Andfilent night is Treafon's fitteft friend.

Now, Cambridge in his fetting hence for France^

Or by the way, or as he goes aooard

To do the deed, that was indifferent too.

But fomewhat doubtful!.

Marry Lord ^ray carac Very near the point.

To have the King it Counfel, ani there murder him.
As Cafar was amongfl hisdcare(t friends.

Tell me, oh tell me ,
you bright honour's (taincs.

Foe which ofall tny kindne(res to you.

Arc ye become thus Traitors to your King f

And France muft have thefpoil of ff4rr«**$Iife.

ft/f//, Oh pardon us, dread Lord.

King. How, pardon ye ? that were a fin indeed.

Drag them to death, which juftly they defervc

:

And France (hall dearly buy this villany,

So foon as wc fet footing on her breaft.

God have the praife for our delivennce.

And next our thanks. Lord Cebhamy is to thee.

True perfeft mirrour ofNobilitie. Exit.

Snter the Hejt, L. Cehham^ and Harptol.

Hofl, Sir, y'are welcome to this houfc, to fuch as is

here with all my heart : but I fear your lodging wjll be

the worft. I have but two beds , and they are both in a

chamber , and the Carrier and his daughter lies in the

,
one, and you and your wife mult lye in the other.

j
Cob. Faith fir, for my felf I do not greatly pafs,

1 My wife is weary, and would beat reft.

For We have travd'd very far to day.

We muft be content with fuch as yoa ha«c.

Hofl, But I cannot tell how to do with your man.
Har, What ? haft thou never an empty room in thy

houfe for me ?

i
Hoit. Not a bed in troth. There came a poor Irifh-

man, and I lodg'd him in the barn, where he has fair

ftraw, although he have nothing elfc.

Wrfr.WdlmineHoft, I prythee help me to a pair of

clean flicets,and I'lego lodge with him.
' f B J H*{t. By



SI The Hiftory ofSir fohn Oldcaftle,

Hon. By ihcMals that thou (halt, a good pair ot

hempen {heccs were nere lay n in ; come. Exeunt.

Enter Conftablt., M4pr^ and fVatcb.

(JUdi. What ? have you fearcht the Town ?

C<7». AH the town , fir , we have not left a houfe un-

fearcht that ufes to lodge.

M4y. Surely j my Lord of Rochejier was then dcceiv d,

Or ill inform'd of {\t John OUcaftU^

Or if he came this way , he's paft the Town,

He could not elfchavefap'd you in thefearcb.

CoK. The privy watch hath been abroad all night,

And not a ftranger lodgeth in theTown

But he is known ; onely a lufty Prieft

Wc found in bed with a pretty wench,

That fayes flic is his wife, yonder at the Shears r

But we have charg'd the hoft with iris forth coming

To morrow morning.

M*j. What tbinJt you bcft to do ?

Co«. Faith, Mr. Maior, here's a few ftragling houfes

btyond the hrigde , and a little Innewhcre Carriers ufe

to lodge, although I think furely he would nere lodge

there: but we'll go fearch , and the rather, bccaufe

there came notice to the town the laft night ofan /r»/&

man, that had done a murther, whom we are to make

fearch for.

MaytrX-omz I pray you,and be circumfpe^. Exeunt.

Con. Firft bcfct the honfe, before you begin to fearch.

00. Concept, every man uke a feveral place.

.A ntife tPithln.

Keep, kecp,ftrikc him down there^down with him.

EnttY ConfiabU with thf IrlfhmM in Harptol's apparel^

fan. Come you villanous hcrctick ,tdl us where your

Matter is.

Irifl}. Vatmcfter.?

May. Vatmcfter, you counterfeit Rebel ? This fliaU

not ferve your turn.

/n(h. Be fenc TAtricl^I ha no meftcr.

Con. Where's the Lord prhham , fit John OldcaJiUj

that lately efcaped out of the Tower f

Irijh. Vat Lort Cobham ?

Mtij. You counterfeit this fliall not ferve you , we'll

torture you , we'll make you confeffc where that arch-hc-

retick is. Come bind him faft.

Iri^, Ahone,ahone,ahonejaCree.

Con, Ahonc you.crafty rafcaj ? Exeunt.

Lori Cobhdm comes outfiealltig in hit gown.

Coh, Harpool.^ Harpool ^ 1 hear a marvellous noife a-

about the houfe, God warrant us , I fear We are purfued :

,

what Harpoot ?

Har. within. Who calls there ?

Cob.'Tisly doft thou not hear a noife about the houfe ?

Har, Yes marry do I , zounds I cannot find my hofe,

this Irip} rafcal chat lodg'dwich mc all night,hach ftollen

my apparel , and has left me nothing but a lowfie mantle,

and a pair of broags. Ga up, get up , and if the Carrier

and his wench be afleep , change you with him as he hath

done with me ,?nd fee if wc canfcape.

Neift heard about the houfe a prett/whiley then enter

the Confiabie meeting Harpoal in the Irifflj-

man's aparell.

Ceu. Stand clofe, here comes the /r;jf&i»*w» that did the

murther, by all tokens this is be.

May.hrid perceiving the houfe befet, would get away:
ftandhrra.

Har. What an thou that bid'ft me ftand f
Con. I am the OfficCT , and am come to fearch foran

Irijhmzn, fucha villain as thy fcif, thou haft murther'd
a man this laft night by the high way.

Harp. Sbloud Conftable arc thou njad?.ain I an
Irijh-imn ?

May. Sirra,wc'll find you an Irtjh*tmn befor we;part:
Lay hpld upon him.

Con. Make hiiD faft, O thou bloudy rooue 1

Enter Lerd Cebham and kit Lady , »« the Carrier
and Trenches apparel.

Cob. What will thefe Ofifersrfleep all day ?

Good morrow, good morrowj come wench, come ;

Saddle, faddlc, now afore God two fair dayes, ha ?
Con. Who goes there ?

May. O 'tis LancaJhireC»xticti\K thenj pafs.

Cob. What, will no body ope the gates here .?

Come, let's int'ftablc to look to our Capons.
The Carrier calling.

Hoft, why Oftler >

Zwooks here's fuch a bomination company ofBoycs

:

A poxof this pigftie at the houfe end.

It fills all the houfe full offleas, Oftlor, Oilier.

Ofi. Who calls there ? what would you have ?

Club. Zwooks, do you rob your guefts ?

Do you lodge rogues, and flaves, and fcoundrcls, ha i
They ha ftoln our clothes here : why Oftler ?

Ofi. A murren choakyou,whica bawling you keep.

Hofi. How now? what would the Carrier have ?

Look up there.

OJller. They fay the man and the woman that lay by
them, have ftoln their clothes.

Hofi. What, are the ttrange folks up yet that came in
j

yefter night ?

Coh. What mine Hoft, up fo early ? I

He/?, What Mr. Maior, and Mr, Conftable ?
May. We aire come to feek for fome fufpe(aed per-

fons, and fuch as here we found have apprehended.

Enter Carrier and Kate in Cobham and Ladies apparel.

Con, Who comes here?
Club. Who comes here ? A plague found omc

, you
bawl quoth 3,ods hatl'le forcwear your houfeiyou lodg'd
a fellow and his wife by us , that ha run away with our
parrel, and left us fuch gew-gaws here, come X<«^*,.comc
to mc, thowfe dizeard yfaich.

Mayor. Mine hoft , know you this man ?

Hofi. Ycs.maftcr Maior , I'lc give my word for him,
why neighbour Club^ how comes this gear about .'

Kate, Now a foulc on'c , I cannot make this gew-gaw
ftandonmy head.

Con.. How ame this man and woman thus attired ?

Hofi. Here came a man and woman hither this laft

night , which I did take for fubftancial people,and lodg'd

all in one chamber by thefe folks : me chinks have been

fo bold to change apparel , and gone away this morning
ere they rofc.

May. That was chat Traitor Oldcafile thzt thus cfcapt

us: make hue and cry after him »keep faft thattraiterous

Rebel his fervant there : farewell, mine Hoft.

Crfr.Come Kate 0i9dhaitf,iho\i and Ife trimly dizard.

Kate. llikh
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Kate. Ifaith ncam-'C/w^, \{t wot ncrc what to do, Ifc

be fo flouted and fo. (boated at : but by ch'Mcfs Ifc cry.

Exit.

Ehter'Priefi /md Dill.

Vritfl. ComeI3i>//,cofnir,b6merfy weoch,-

Farcwcll Ktnt^ w:»arc not for thee.

Be Ibfty my EafTccomc forZ,<Jwir«j/j/Vr,

Wc muft nip the Boung for thcfe Crowns.
Doll. Why is all the gold fpentalerady, that you had

the other day,

PrieSi. Gone X>i>//,-;goTie; flown , fpent, vanished*

the Devil, drink, and dice, ha? devoured ell.

Doll. You might have left mc in Kent till you had

been better provided.

Prlift. No, Dolly no , KiHt's too hot, Doll , Kent's

too hot : the weathercock of T^'ref^rfw will crow no lon-

ger , we have{)lockt him, he has loft his feathers, I have

ptun'd him bare ,'lcft him thrice , i$ moulted, is moulted

wench,

Doll. I might bavegorte to ferviCe again, old M. Hat-

pool told mchewould provide me a Miftris.

Prieii. Pe3Cfy Dolly peace; come itiad wench , Tie

taikc thee an honeft woman, we'lHmo Laneafhire lo

our friends,, the troth iSylMe marry thee, wc want but a

little money , and money we will hare I warrant thee :

ftay, who coinesjierc ? fome /ny3!> villain mc thinks that

has (lain a man,and now he is^ rifling on bim,ftand dofc,

Do//, we'll fee the end.

Enter the Irifhmanvhh hit iedi (Jliaifery

and rifles him.

frljh. Alas poe Mafter, Sir Rishurd Lee, be S. Patricks

is rob and cut thy trbtc, focderhatn,and dy mony, and
dy gold ring , be nfie tiuly is love dc well, but now dow
be km dc, be fhittcn kanave.

PrieH-. Stand, Grra, what art thou ?

Irish. Be S. Pdtrick^Mti\er , is poor Itifrndu , is a

Jeufcer.

Prieft. Sirra, firra
,

y'are a damn'd vogue, you have

kill'd a man here , and rifled him of all that he has :

sbloud you rogue deliver, or Tic not leave youfo much as

a hair above your flioulders
,
you whorfon Ins dog.

%ibthim.
Irish. We's me S, Patrlck^y Ife kill my Mcfter for

fliain and his ring, and now's be rob of all, me's undo.

Prielf. Avant you Rafcaljgo firra, be walkirtg: come
Dolly the devillaughs when one thief robs another: come
wench , we'll to S. AlbunSy and revel in our bower , my
brave girle.

Doll. O thou art old Sir John when all's done ifaith.

Enter the hoft of the houfe with the Irishman.

Irish. Be mc tro Meftcr is poor IrifmAUy is want lud-

ging, is have no mony , is ftarvc and cold, good Mcftcr,

give herfomcmear, is famifcand tye,

Hofl. Faitl) fellow I have no lodging, but what I keep

tor my GuclTe : as for meat, thou (halt have as much as

there js, and if thou wilt lie in the barn, there's fairitraw,

and roomenough.

Irish. Is tank my. Mcfler hettily.

Hon. Ho, RobiTTk

Rob. Who calls .3

Hofl. Shew this poor Irishman to the barn , go firra.

Enter Carrier and Kate.

Club. Who's within here .' who looks to the horfci t

Uds hat, here's ffne woik , the Hens in the manger , and

the Hogs in the litter, a bots found you all, here's a houfc

well lookt too ifaith.

Kate. Mas GoffClaby Ifc very awd.
Club. Get in Katey^cx. into fire and warrae thet,

John.Oftler f

Hffl. What, Gaffer Clnby welcome to S. Albans,

How do'sflU our friends in Lancashire >

Cltib. Well, God a mercy Johny how do's Tomf
where is he ?

Oft. Tom's opne from hence, he's at the three HorTc-
loves at Rony-Stratford : bow do's old Dick^ Dun.

Club. Uds hat , old Dun is moyt'd in a flough in

Brick^ hill-lane : a plague found it , yonders fuch abomi-
nation weather as was never fcen.

Ofi. Uds hat Thief, have one halfe peck of pcafe and
oats more for that, as I am John Oflliry he has bin ctcr

as good a jade as ever travelled.

Club. Faith well faid old Jack, thouart the old lad (till.

Ofl. Come Gaffer Cluby unload, unload , and get to

fupper.

Enrer Cobham and his Lady dlfgulfed.

Cob. Come Madam, happily efcapt, here i« us (it.

This place h far remote from any path,

And here a while our weary limbs may refl.

To take refre(liing,frce from the purfuit

Of envious Rochester.

La, But where , my Lord , (hall vvc find reft for our

difquiet minds ?

There dwell untamed thoughts that hardly ftoop

to fuch abaferaent of difdained rags :

We were not wont to travel thus by night,

Efpecially on foot,

Ctf^.No mattcr,love,atremities admit no better choice:

And were it not for thee, fay froward time

Impos'd a greater task, I would c(teem it

As lightly as the wind that blows upon us.

But in thy fuffcrance I am doubly taskr.

Thou wall not wont to have the earth thy flool,

Nor the moift dewy grafTc thy pillow , nor

Thy chamber to be the wide Horizon.

La. How can it fcem a trouble, having you

A partner with me, in the worft I feel ?

No gentle Lord, your prefence would give eafc

To death it fcif, (hould he now feize upoame

:

Here's bread and cheefe and a bottle.

Behold what my fore- fight hath undertanc

For fear we faint, they are but homely Catcs,

Yet fawc'd with hunger, they may feem as fweet

As greater dainties wc were wont to talie.

Cob. Praife be to him, whofe plenty fends both this

And all things elfeour mortal bodies need :

Nor fcorn we this poor feeding, nor the ftatc

We now are in, for what is it on earth,

Nay under heaven, continues at a (by ?

Ebbsnot the Sea, when it hath overflown /

Follows not darkneffc when the day is gone ?

And fee we not fometime the eye of heaven

Dim'd with orcflying clouds ? There's no: that work
Of carefull Nature, os of cunning Art,

( How (Irong, how beauteous, or how nch it be )

I3ut falls ill time to tuine : here, gentle Madam,
In
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In chis one drauht I wafli my forrow down. Drlnkj

La. And 1 cncourau'd with your chcarfull fpccclij

Will do the like.

Cob. Pray God poor Harpol come,

If he fhouldfall into the BiOiops hands,

Or no: remember where we bad him meet us,

It were the thing of alJ things elfe , that now
CouJd breed revolt in tliis new peace of mind.

Ltt. Fear not, my Lord, he's witty to dcvi(e,

Andftrong toexecutca prcfent ftiift,

Coh, That power be ftill his guide hath guided us.

My drowfic eyes wax heavy ; early rifing ,

Together with the travel we have had,

Makes mc that I could take a nap,

Were I perfwaded we might be fccure,
.

I a. Let that depend on me, whilft you do flcep,

rie watch that no miffortune happen us.

Cob. I fhall, dear wife, be too much trouble to thee.

La. Urge not that.

My duty binds me, ajid your love commands,

I would I had the skill witK-tuned voice

To draw on flecp with fome fwect melody.

But impetfedlion and unaptncflc too

Arc both repugnant ; fear inferts the one,

The other nature hath denied me ufe.

But what talk I ofmeans,topurchafc that

Is freely happen'd ? Sleep with gentle hand,

Hath fliut his eyc-lids : Oh viftorious labour.

How foon thy power can charme the bodies fenfc ?

And now thou likevvife climb'ft unto my brain,

Making^my heavy temples ftoop to thee,

Great God of heaven from danger keep us free. Fall a

£nttr Sir Richard Lee sni his men.

Lee. A Murther dofely done, and in my ground ?

Search carefully, ifany where it were.

This obfcure thicket is the likeljeft place.

Ser. Sir, I have found the body ftiff with cold

And mangled cruelly with many wounds.

Let. Look if thou know'ft him, turn his body up :

Alack, it is my Con, my fon and heir.

Whom two years fince, I fent to Ireland^

To praflife there thedifciplinc of war.

And coming home, for fo he wrote to me,

Some favage heart, fome bloudy devilifh hand,

Either in hate, or thirfting for his coin.

Hath heiefluc'd out his bloud. Unhappy hour,

A curfed place, but moft inconflant fate.

That had'ft referv'd him from the bullets fire,

Ahd fuffercd him to fcape the wood-kerns fury.

Did'It here ordain the treafurc of his life.

Even here within the armcs of tender peace.

To be confum'dby treafons waflfull hand ?

And which is moft afflifting to my foul.

That this his death and murther fhould be wrought

Without the knowledge by whofc means 'twas done.

i.Ser. Notfo,nr, I have found the authors of it.

See where they fu, and in their bloudy fifts

The fatal infttuments of death and fin.

Z,«.Juft judgement of that power, whofc gracious eye.

Loathing the fight of fuch a heinous fail,

Dazling their fenfcs with benumming fleep,

rill their unhallowed treachery was known.

Awake ye monflers, munherers awake.

Tremble for horror, blulh you cannot clioofe.

Beholding this unhumanc deed of yours.
Cob. What mean you, fir, to trouble weary fouls.

And interrupt us of onr quiet flecp?

Lee. Oh develifh 1 can you boaft unto your felvei
Of quiet fleep, having within your hearts

The guilt of murder waking, tbat with cries

Dcafs the loud thunder, and folicits heaven
With more then rnandrakcs fhrccks for your offence ?

La, What murther ? you upbraid us wrongfully,
Lee. Can you deny the faft ? See you not here,

The body ofmy fon by you mifdone ?

Look on his wounds, look on his purple hue

:

Do we not find you where the deed was done >

Were not your knives faft dofed in your hands ?
Is not this cloth an argument befide.

Thus ftain'd and fpotted with his innocent bloud ?
Thefe fpeaking charafters were there nothing clfc

To plead againft yc, would convi<Jl yoa both.
To HArtford with them, where the Sizes now are kept,
Their lives flull anfwer for my fons loft life.

Ceb. As we are innocent, fo may we fpced.

Lee. As I am wrong'd, fo may the Law proceed.

Enter Rtchejier., Confiable cf S. Albans ^ yoithPrleTt,
DoUf and the IrifljntaH in Harfool's affarel.

S'lsh. What intricate confufion have we here?
Not two hours fince, wejpprehended one
In habit Irish, but in fpeech not fo

5

And now you bring another, that in fpeech ulrish^
But in habit 6»glish : yea, and more then fo,

The fcrvant of that heretick Lord Cobham.
Irish. Fait mc be no fervant of de Lort Cohhant^

Me be Mack, chane of tiljler.

Bish. Otherwifc call'd Harftol of Kent, go too, fir,

You cannot blind us with your broken Irish.

/'/•y.Truft me, Lord Biftiop, whether Iriih or English.

Harfool or not Harpotl, that I leave to the trial

:

But fure I am, this man by face and fpeech.

Is he that rourdred young Sir Richard Lee:
I met him prefently upon the faft.

And that he flew his Matter for that gold,

Thofe Jewels, and that chain I took from him,
Bish. Well, our affairs do call us back xaLondoH^

So that we cannot profecute the aufc
As we defire to do, therefcjrc we leave

The charge with you, to fee they be convey'd

To Hartford Size : both this counterfeit.

And you Sir John ofpyretham, and your wench.
For you arc culpable as well as they.

Though not for murther, yet for fcllony.

But fince you are the means to bring to light

This gracclefs murther
, ye fhall bear with you

Our Letters to the Judges of the Bench,

To be your friends in what they lawfull may.

Prleft. I thank your Lordftiip,

Enter Coaler, bringing forth Oldcajile,

<7i»4.Bring forth the prifoners, fee the Court prepar'd.

The Jufticesare coming to the Bench

:

So, let him ftand, away and fetch the reft. Exmnt.
Cob. Oh give me patience to endure this fcourge.

ThoU that art fountain of that vertuous ftream,

And though contempt of witnefs, and reproach

Hang on thefe Iron gives, to preiTe my life

As
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As low as earch, yet Itrcngthen mc wich fauh.

That I may mount in fpirit above the clouds.

Enter Ctaltr , bringing In La, Cablum 4ai HArpotlt

Here comes my Lady, forrow 'tis for her.

Thy wound is grievous, clfe 1 fcoflfc at thcc.

What and poor Hurfool ! art thou i'th'bryats too ?

Har. Ifaith my Lord, I am in, get out how I can.

La. Say (gentle Lord)for now we arc alone,

And m-»y conferrc, (hall wc confeffc in bi'ief.

Of whence, and what we are, and fo prevent

The accu(ation is commenc'd againli us ?

Ctt. What will that help us? Being known, fweet love.

We ihall for Uerefie be put to death,

For fo they term the Religion we profeffe.

No, if we dye, let this our comfort be

»

That of the guilt impos'd our foulcs are free,

H4r. 1,1 my Lord, HdrpooHs fore[oIv'd,

I wreak of Heath the le{f: in that I dye,

Not by the fentence of that envious Prieft.

Lm. Well , be it then according as heavcmplcafe.

Enter L. "judge
,
JuHlcts , Mijor of S. Athans^ Lerd

pawn and hit Ladj, old Sir Richard Lee : the

Jnd^e and Jufilces take their places.

Jttdg. Now Mr. Maior, what Gentleman is that

You bring with you before us to the bench ?

Majt. The Lord Powis, if it 1 kc your honour,

And this his Lady travelling toward Wales;

Who, for they lodg'd laft night within my houfc.

And my Lord Bilnop did lay wait for fuch.

Were very willing to come on with me,

Ldt for their fakes, fufpition we might wrong.

Jnd. Wc cry your honour mercy, good my Lord,

Wilt plealeyou take your place. Madam, your Ladyftiip

May here, or where you will repofc your fclf

Until this bufinefle now in hand be paft.

La, *P<».T will withdraw into fome other room.

So that yoar Lord(hip and the reft be pleas'd.

Jud. With all our hearts : attend the Lady there.

Povfi Wife, I have ey'd yon prii'ners ail this while.

And my conceit doth tell me, 'tis our friend

The Noble Cobhant , and his virtuous Lady.

La.Po. I think no lefs, arc they fufpefted for this mur-

'po. What it means ihcr ?

I cannot tell, but we ftiall know anon

:

Mean time as you pafs by them, ask the qucftion.

But do it fecretly you be not fecn.

And make fonncfign,ihatI may know your mind.

As^e fajfetb aver thfjl4gt bj them.

La. Pa. My Lord Cebham ? Madam ?

Qob. No Cohha'tt now, nor Madam, as you lottUJ,

But lohn of Lineasbireytnd Jean his wife.

LajPa. Oh tell, what is it that our love can do,

To pleafure you, for wc arc bound to you.

C»l>. Nothing but this, that you conceal our names

;

So, gentle Lady, pafle for being fpycd.

LaSPoMy heart I leave,to bear part of your grief, f'*''^

Jud. Call the Prifoners to the Bar : Cu Richard Lee,

What evidence can you bring againft thcfe people,

To prove them guiltyof the murther done ?

Lee. This bloudyTowel , and thefe naked Knives,

Befidc, we found tlicm fitting by the place,

Where the dead body lay within a bum.

I Ind. Wliacanlwer you why Lav/ ^ould not proceed.

According to t^ii evidence given in.

To tax ye with the perulty of death ?

Cob. That we arc free from murders very thougbr.

And know not how the Gcncleman was (lain.

I . ImJI. How came th s linnen cloath fo bloudV chen ?

L. Qcb. My husband hot with travelling, my Lord,
His nofe gufht out a bleeding, that was it.

i.litjl. But how came your ^arp cdg'd knives un<
flieath'd f

L. Ceb. To cut fuch Hmple viftual as we bad.

Jffd. Say we admit thisanfwer to thofe Articles,

What made you in io private a dark nook.

So far remote from any common path.

As was the thick where the dead corps was thrown f

C»^.Journying,my Lord,from L«)idoa^tca iheTetm,
Down into Lancafhlre , where wc do dwell

;

And what with age, and travel being faint.

We gladly fought a place where wc might reft.

Free from lefort of other pfTcngers,

And fo we ftray'd into that fecrct corner.

/*//. Thefe are but ambages to drive oflFtime,

And linger juftice from her purpos'd end.

But who arc thcfc ?

Enter Conjiable vtlth the Irljh-many Prlefl ^aad D»B.

C#». Stay judgement, and reicafc thofe innocent^

For here is he whofe hand hath done the deed.

For which they ftand enditcd at the Bar

;

This favagc villain, this rude frlfh fla ve.

His tongue already hath confeft the faift.

And here is witneftc to <onfirm as much.

'Pri, Yes, m/ good Lord, no fooner had he flaia

His loving Mafter for the wealth he had.

But I upon the inftant met with him i

And what he purchas'd with the loffc of bloud.

With ftrokes I prefcntly bercav'd him of

,

Some of the which is fpcnt, the reft remaining,

I willingly lurrcndcr to che hands
Ofold Sir Richard Lee, as being his;

Bcfide, my Lord Judgr, 1 greet your hor>our

With Letters from my Lord oi'Kiihesler.

Delivers them.

Ln. Is this the Wolf , whofe ihirfty throat did drmk
My dear Son's bloud ? art thou the Snake
He cherifht, yet with envious piercing fting

Aflaild'ft him mortally ? VVcrc't not that the Law
*

Stands ready to revenge thy cruelty,

Traytor co God, thy Mafter, ard to mc,

Theie hands ftiould be tiiy fxccutioner.

lud. Patience, fii Richard Lee, you ('hall have juftice.

The fait is odious, therefore take hini hence.

And being hang'd until the wretch be dead.

His body after lliall be hang'd in chains

,

Near to the place where he did ad rhe murther.

Irish. Prythee, Loid Shudgf ,let me have mine own
cloathcs, my ftrouccs there , and let me be hang'd in a

wyth after my country the Irish faihion. £jrit.

Imd. Go to, away with him. And now, (lr/#A«,

Although by you this murther carve to lighc :

Yet uptight Law will not hold you excusd,

Fcr you did rob the IrilVi-man, by which

You ftand attainted here of Feltony:

Bcfidc,you have been lewd, and many yeares

Led laicivious, unbefecming life.

^'- Cj
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Pri.O but, my Lord,fir hhn rcpcnts,and he will mcnd.i

lad. In hope thereof, together with the favour

MyLord of Rochefter inireats for you,

We arccontet\t you (Tiall be proved.

Pri. I thank your good LordHiip.

Iftd. Thcfc fainy here accus-d, and brought

In peril wrongfully,we in like fort do fct at liberty.

Let. And for amends

,

Touching the wrong unwittingly I have done,

I give thcfe few Crowns. • r j

lud. Yourkindncffe merits ptaifc, fir RtchAri Lte,

So let us hence.

Exeunt all but L. Poweji ahA Cebbam

PoTf. But?<»»v^ftil'tn''ftft»y»

There yet remainsa partof thutvue loYC

He owes his noble Friend, unfatisEed

And unperforni'd , which htft of ail doth bind me
To gratulate your Lordship's fafe delivery :

And then intreat, that fine? unlookc for thus

We here are met, your honour would vouchfafe

To ride W!th me toWales^ where though my power,
(Though not to quittance diofc great benefits

I have rcceiv'd of you) yet both my houfe.

My purfc, my fervants , and what elfe I have
Are all at your command. Deny me not,

I know the Biftjop's hate purfues ye foj

As there's nofaftty in abiding here.

C6b. 1m true my Lord, and God forgive him for ic.

•Pow. Then let us hence,you (hall be ftraight provided
Of lufty geldings : and once eotred ry^es^
Well may the Bifliop hunt, but fpight his face,

He never more (hail have the game in chacc. ExeMiit.

FINIS.
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The Puritan: or. The Widow
of PFatling"fireet.

Enter the Lady wUdow-PtttsJjer tvfo Daughtert, Fr/tnk.

and Mall, her husbands Brother an old Knight Sir

Godfrey, with her Son and Heir M*fler Edmend, all

in mourning apparell, Edmond in a Cyfreffe Hat.

The widow wringing her har.ds, and hnrfiing out in-

to pajjion, as ntwlj comefrom the BMriallof her hus-

band.

widow.

H, that ever I was born, that ever 1 was born I

Sir Godfrey. Nay good fifter, dear fitter,

fweet fifter, be of good comfort, fhew your

felfa woman, now or never.

Wld. Oh, I have loft the deareft man , I have buried

the fweeteft husband that ever lay by woman.

Sir G0J. Nay give him his due, he was indeed an ho-

neft, virtuous, difcreet wife man, —he was my Brother,

as right, as tight.

IVid. 0, 1 (hall never forget him , never forget him,

he was a man fo well given to a woman—oh !

Sir God. Nay, but kind fiflcr , I could weep as much

as any woman, but alafs,our teares cannot call him again :

me thinks you are well read, fifter, and know that death

is as common as Htmo^ a common name to all men ; ^»-a

roan fhall be taken when he's making water,—nay,

did not the learned Parfon Mafter Pigman tell us c'ne

now, that all Flefti Is frail, we are born to die, Man has

but a time : with fuch like deep and profound perfwafi-

ons, as he is a rare fellow you know, and an excellent

Reader : and for example, fas there arc examples abun-

dance) did not Sir Humfhrey Bubble die tother day,

there's a lufty Widow, why (hccri'd not above half an

hour—for (hapic,for fliame : then followed him old Ma-

fter Eulfomt the Ufurer, there's a wife Widow, why (he

cry'd ne're a whit at all.

Wid. O ranck not me with thofe wicked women, 1

had a husband out-(hln'd 'em all.

Sir God. I that h9did,ifaith, he out-(hin'd 'cm all.

Wid. Doft thou ftand there and fee us all weep, and

not once (hed a tear for thy fathers death ? oh thou un-

gracious fon and heir thou ?

Edm. Troth, Mother, I Ihould not weep I'me (bre ;

lam part a Child I hope, to make all my old Schoel-fcU

lowes lauoh at me ; I (hould be mockt, fo I (hould ; pray

let one ofmy (ifters weep for me, I'le laugh as much for

her another time ?

Wid, Othou paft-Grace thou, out of my fight, thou

graceleflc Imp, thou grievcft me more then the death of

thy Father roh thou ftubborn oncly Son : hadft thou fuch

an honeftmart to thy Father—that would deceive all the

world to get riches for thee, and canft thou not afford a

little fait water ? he that fo wifely did quite overthrow
the right heir of thofe Lands, which now you refpe6l not t

up every morning betwixt four and five, fo duely a: Wefi-
«»« wy?/r.H4// every Tearm-tlme, with all hisCatdsand
Writings, for thee, thou wicked -(^A/j/ff*—oh dear hus-

band I

Edm. Weep, quotha ? I proteft I am glad he's Chur-
ched ? for now he's gorv I (nail fpcnd in quiet.

Eran. Dear Mother,pray ceafe,half your teares fuificc,

'Tis time for you to take Kuce with your eyes.

Let me weep now ?

Md. O fuch a dear Knight, fuch a fv»e« Husband have
I loft, have I loft ?—if blefl'ed be the Coarfc the rain

rains upon, he had it, pouring down ?

Sir. God. Sifter, be of good cheer, we arc all mortall

ourfelves, I come uiwn you frcfhly,Ine're fpcak without
comfort, hear me what I (hall fay ; —my brother has left

you wealthy, y'arc rich.

Wld. Oh I

Sir God. I fay y'are rich : you are alfo fair.

wid. Oh!
Sir god. Go to, y'are fair

, you cannot fmother it,

beauty will come to light ; nor are your yeares fofar en-

ter'd with you , but that you will be fought after, and
may very well anfwer another husband ; the world is

full of fine Gallants, choyce enow » (ifter, —for what
fhould we doe with all our Knights I pray f but to marry
rich Widowes, wealthy Citizens Widowes; iuftyfair-

brow'd Ladies
; goto, he of good comfort I fay, leave

fnobbing and weeping—yet my Brother was a kind-
hearted man—.1 would not have the Elf fee me now f

—come, pluck up a womans heart—here (lands your
Daughters, who be well eftated, and at maturity will alfo

be enquir'd after with good husbands, fo all thefe teares

(hall be foon dried up, and a b)ettCT world then ever—
what, Wooian ? you muft not weep fHll ? he's dead, he'i

buried—yet 1 cannot chufe but weep for him.

ivid. Mjrry again ! no, let me be buried quick then I

And that fame part of Quire whereon I treaa

To fuch intent, O may it be my grave r

And that the Prieft may turn his wedding prayers.

Ever
V
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Evcii wiih a breath, to funerall dult and afhcs
;

Oh, out of a million of millions, I fliould ne're find fuch

a husband;; he was unniatchablc—unmatchable : nothing

was fo hot, nor too dear for me, I could not fpcak of

that one thing that I had noc,befidc, I had kcycsof all,

kept all, recciv'd all, had mon«y in my purfe, fpent what

I would, went abroad when 1 would, came home when I

would, and did all what I would : Oh—my fwcethus.

band ; 1 fhall never have the like.

Sir God. Sifter ? ne're fay fo, he was an honeft Bro-

dicr of mine, and fo, and you may light upon one as ho-

neft again, or one, as hbncft again may light upon you,

that's the properer phrafe indeed,

wid. Never : oh if you love me urge it not:

Oh may I be the by-word of the world.

The common talk at Table in the mouth

Of every Groom and Waiter, if c'rc more

I entertain the carnajl fuit of man.

Mol. I murt kneel down for fadiion too.

Branck. And I, whom never man as yet hath fcal'd,

E'nc in this depth of gencrall forrow, vow
Never to marry, to fuftain fuch lofle,

As a dear husband feems to be, once dead.

lMoI. I lov'd my Father well too ; but to fay,

Nay vow, I would not marry for his death,

Sure I fhould fpcak falfe Latin, fliould I not ?

rdeas foon vow never to come in Bed

:

Tut, Women muft live by th* quick, and not by th'dcad,

py'td. Dear Copy ofmy husband, oh let me kifs thee :

Drawing out her Husbands PiEiure,

How like him is their Model ; their brief Pifturc

Quickens ray tearcs : my fortowesarc renew'd

At their frcln fight.

Sir God. Sirtcr---

IVtd, Away,
Allhonefty with him is turn'dto clay.

Oh my fwect husbnnd, oh-.—

FrankjM'j dear Father? Sxeunt mother (^dafigkers,

Mel. Here's 9 puling indeed ! I think my Mother
weeps for all the vvomen that ever buried husbands : for if

from time to time all the Widovvcrs tearcs in Ettglaud

had been bottled up, I doe not think all would have fiil'd

a three- half-penny Bottle : alafs , a fmall matter bucks a

Handkercher,—-and fomccimes the fpittle ftands too

nigh Saint Themns a Ji^atrlngt : well, I pn mourn in

good fober fort as well as another ? but where I fpentf one
tear for a dead Father, I could give twenty kifTes for a

quick husband. Exit Mol.
Sir Cod. Well, go thy wayes, old Sir Godfrey^ and

thou may 'ft be proud on't, thou haft akind loving fifter-

in-law : hovvconftant ? how padionate? how full of -i^.

pr// the poor foules eyes are; well, I would my Brother

knew on't, be (hould then know what a kind Wife he

had left behind him ; truth, and 'twere not for fliame that

the neighbours at th'hext Garden fhould hear me be-

twixt joy and grief, I (hould e'pe cry out-right.

Exit Sir Godfrey.

Edmotid. So, a fair riddance,my Fathci''s laid in duft,

his Coffin and he is like a whole Meat Pye, and the

wormes willcut him up fliortly : farewell, old Dad, fare-

well ;riebecurb*d,innomore: I perceive a fon and heir

may quickly be made a fool and he will be one, but Tie

take another order ; —Now ftie would have me weep

why all the world knowcs, as long as 'twas his pleafure to
get me, 'twas his duty to get for me : I know the Law in
that point, no Attumey can gull me. Well, my Unckic
is an old A(re,and an admirable Coxcombe, J'Jc rule the
Roaft my felf. Tie be kept Under no more, I know what
I may doe well enough by my Fathers Copy : the Law's
in mine own hands now may now I know my ftrcnoth

I'lc be ftrong enough for my Mother I warrant you ?*

Exit

Enter George Pj-hord a Schollar and 4 CltUtft^ 4nd hk-
to him tilt old Souldlery Peter Sklrml/h.

Pye. What's to be done now, old Lad of War, thou
that wcrt Wont to be as hot as a turn-fpit,as nimble as
Fencer , and aslowfie as a Schoole-mafter; now thou
art put to filence like a Senary,—War fits now like a
Jufticeofpcacc, and does nothing: where be your Mus-
kets, Calivers and Hotftiots ? in LoHg.laney at pawn, at
pawn ;—Now kcyes are ouronely Guns,Key.guns,Kcy-
guns,and Bawdes the Gunners,—who arc your fenti-

I nells in peace, and ftand ready charg'd to give warning
;

with hems, hums, and pocky-cofFs ; oncly your Chambers
arc licenft to play upon you, and Drabs enow to give fire

to 'cm.

Sk.lr. WcII,IcannottclI,btitIamfureit goeswron^
with me, for fince the ceflure of the wars, 1 have fpent a-
bove a hundred Crownes out a purfe : I have been a Sol-
dier any time this forty ycares,and now I perceive an old
Soldicr,and an old Courtier have both one deftiny,and in
the end turn both into hob-nayles.

Pye. Pretty myftcry for a Beggar, for indeed a hob-
.naileisthctrue embleme of a Beggar's Shocwfoalc.

Skjr. I will not fay but that War is a bloud-fuckcr,

and fo ; but in my confcience, (as there is no foldier but
has a piece of one, though it be full of holes like a fliot

Ancient, no matter, 'twill ferve to fwear by) in my con-
fcience, I think fomc kinde of Peace has more hidden op-
prclTions, and violent heady fins, (thoUgh looking of a
gentle nature) then a profeft warre.

Pyt. Troth, and for mine own part,l ama poor Gen-
dcman, and a Schollar, I have been matriculated in the

Univerfity, wort out fix Gowns there, fecn fome fools,

and fome Schollars, fomc of the Cicy, and fome of the

Countrcy, kept order, went bare-headed over the Qua-
drangle, eat my Commons with a good ftomack, and
Battled with Difcretion; at laft, having done many
flights and tricks to maintain my wit in ufe(asmy brain

would never endure me to be idle,) I was expcU'd the

Univerfity, onely for ftcaling a Checfc out o^Jc/hs Col-
ledge,

SkJr. Is't poflible ?

Pye. Oh • there was one ffelfhman^God forgive him)
purfued it hard f and never left, till I tutn'd my ftafFe to-

ward LtiudoMy where when I came, all my friends were

pit-hold, gone to Graves., (as indeed there was but a few

left before) then was I turn'd to my v<iits, to fliift in the

world, to towre among Sons and Heires,and Fooles,and

Gulls, and Ladies eldcft Sons, to work upon nothing, to

feed out of Flint, and ever fince has my belly been much
beholding to my brain r Butno^to return to you, old

Skjrmifh. I fay as you fay, and fot my part wifli aTur-
bulency in the world, for I have nothing in the world,.

for him forfooth, and why ; becaufe he cozen'd the right but my wits, and I tfiink they are as mad as they will be

heir being a fool , and beftov/d thofe Lands on me his land to ftrengthen your Argument the more, I fay an ho-

cldeft Son; and therefore I niuft weep for him, ha, ha : |
neft warrc, is better than a bawdy peace : as tonching

my
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my profcffion ; the multiplicity of Schollars, hatcht , and

nourirtic in the idle Calmes of peace , makes'cm like Fi-

flies GDC devour another ; and the communitic of Learn-

ing hasfo plaid upon afFc£lions, and thereby almoft Re-

ligion is come about to Phantafic , and difcrcditcd by be-

ing too much fpoken of--in fo many and mean mouths. I

my felf being a Schoilar and a Graduate, have no other

comfort by my learning , but the affeftion of my words,

CO know how Schollar-like to name whic I want , and

can call my fclfa Beggar both in Greek and Latine, and

therefore not to cog with Peace, Tic not be afraid to fay,

'tis a great Breeder, but a bad Nourifher: a great getter

of Children, which muft either be Thieves or Rich men,

Knaves or Beggars.

Skjrmijh. Well, would I had been born a Knave then,

when I was born a Beggar, for if the truth were known,

I think I was begot when my Father had never a penny

in his purfc.

P/f . Pub, faint not old Skjrmijh^ let this warrant thee,

Fticilu Difcenfiu Averni , 'tis an eafie journey to a

Knave, thou maift be a Knave when thou wik; and

Peace is a good Madam to all other profeflions , and an

arrant Drab to us, let us handle her accordingly, and by

our wits thrive in defpiaht of her ; for the law lives by

quarrels, the Courtier by fmooth good-morrows , and

every profeflion nrakes it fclf greater by imperfedions,

why not we then by fliifts , wiles, and forgeries? and

feeing our brains arc the onely Patrimonies , let's fpcnd

with judgement , not like a defperate fon and heir , but

like a fober and djfcreet Tempter,—one that will never

march beyond the bounds of his allowance , and for our

thriving means, thus, I my fclf will put on the Deceit of

a Fortune-teller, a Fortune-teller.

Skirm. Very proper.

Pyf, And you a ngure-caftcr, or a Conjurer.

s'kjr. A Conjurer.

P;e. Let mc alone. Tie inftnift you, and teach you to

deceive all eyes, but the Devils.

Skjr. Oh I, for I would not deceive him and I could

choofc, of all others'.

Pre. Fear not I warrant you ; and fo by ihefc means

we (nail help one another to Patients, as the condition of

the age affords creatures enow for cunning to work upon.

SkJr. Oh wondrous, new fools and fre(h aflcs.

Pjre. Oh, fit, fit, excellent.

Skjr. What in the name of Conjuring ?

Pje-hord. My memory greets me happily with an ad-

mirable fubjcft to grate upon. The Lady-Widow, who

of late I faw weeping in her Garden, forthe death of her

Hufband, fure flic's but a watrifh foul, and half on*t by

this time is dropt out of her eyes : device well manag'd

may do good upon her : it ftands firme, my firft praftife

(hall be there.

5i^«r.. You have my voice, Cttrrt.

Pjt-hotrA. Sh'as a gray Gull to ncr Brother, a fool to

htr cncly fon, and an ape to her youngeft Daughter;

—

I Qver-heard'cm feverally,and from their words Tie drive

my device ; and thou old Ptttr Sk^irmifh flialt be my fe-

cond in all flights.

Skjr. Nc're doubt mtyGeor^i /'/r-^4r</,—-only you

muft teach me to conjure.

Enter Captain IdU^tinlofi^ ani with agHori

efOffeers fajjeth ovtr the Stage.

,
Pje. Puh, rie pcrfcft thee, Peter :

How now ? what's he .'

Skjr. Oh ffrw^f/ this fight kills me,
Tis my fworn Brother, Captain lilt.

Pje. Captain Idle.

Skjr. Apprehended for fome felloniais tGtox Other,

he has ftaried out , h'as made a Night on'r , lackt filver

;

I cannnc but commend his rcfolution, he would not pawn
his Buff- Jerkin, I would either fome of us were employed,
or might pitch our Tents at Ufurcrj doors , to Kill the

flaves as they peep out at the Wicket.

Pj/e. Indeed thofe are our ancient enemies ; they keep
our money in their hands, and make us to be hang'd for

robbing of 'em, but come let's follow after to the Prifon,
and know the nature of his offence , and what we can
ftead him in, hcflial] be fure of; and I'le uphold it ftilj,

that a charitable Knave , is better then a foothing Puri-
tan. £xennt.

Enter at tne ioor Corpora/ Oath, a vuln-glarlotufeller^
and at the other , three of the PFi'ddaw Puritans Str.
vingmen , Nieholae Saint-Tantlings , Simon Saint

Mary-Overies , and Frailty in blackyfcurvy ntourn.

in^ccatSy and Bcokj at their Girdles, as comingfrom
0iurch. Thtj meet.

Nich. What Corporal Oath* I am forry vre have
met with you next our hearts

; you are the man that we
are forbidden to keep company withall , we muft not
fwear lean tell you, and you have the name for fwearing.

Sim. I, Corporal Oath , I would you would io fo

much as forfake us, wc unnot abide you, we muft not be
fccn in your company.

Eratl. There is none of us I can tell you, but fliall be
foundly whipt for fwearing.

Corp. Why how now ? we three ? Puricanial Scrapc-

(hooes, Flefliagood Fridayes; a hand.

An. Oh.
Corp. Why Nicholas Saint^TantHngt y Sirun Saint

LMary'Oviriesy has the De'il pofleft you, that you fwear

no better, you half-Chriftcncd Katomites
, youungod-

mother'd Varlets, do's the firft leflon teach you to be

proud , and the fecond to be Cox-conibs
; proud Cox-

combs ; not once to do duty to a man of Mirk.

Frail. A mm of Mark, quatha, I do not think he can

fhewa Beggais Noble.

Corp. A Corporal, a Commander, one of fpirit,that

is able to blow yon up all dryc with your Books at your

Girdles.

Simon. We are not tiught to believe that, fir , for vfc

know the breath ofman is weak, Corp heaths on Frailty.

Frail. Fob, you lie iV»V^f//M ; for here's one ftron"

enough; blowusup, quatha, he may well blow me above

twelve-fcorc off on him : I warrant if the wind flood

right, a man might fmell him from the top oiNet^gatey to

the the Leads ofLndgate.

Corp. Sirrah, thou hollow book of Wax-candle.

Nich. I, you may fay what you will, fo you fwear nor.

Corp. I fwear by the—

—

Nich. Hold, hold
, good Corpora! Oath ; for if you

fwear once, we fhall fall down in a fown prefcnrly,

Cerp. I muft and will fwear : you quivering Cox-
combs, my Captain is imprifoned, and by ftelcan's Lea-

ther Cod-piece point——

7{ich. O Simony what an oath was there.

Frail. If he fhoutd dunce to break it, the poor roan"^

Breeches would fall down about his heels , for yemim al-

lows but one point to his Iiofe.

f C CoTfS

\
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Cor With thefe , my Bully-Feet , 1 will thumpope the

Prifon doors , and brain the Keeper \^ith the begging-

Box, but ric fet my honeft fweet Captain Jdfe at liberty.

Nie. How ,Captain Idle ? my old Aunts fon ,
my

dear Kinlman in Cappadochio.

Cor. I, thou Church-peelingjthou Holy-panng, Keli-

ligiousout-fidethoii; if thou had 'ft any grace in thee,

thou would 'ft vifit him,relieve him, fweat to |ct hun out

N!e. Affure you , Corporal , indced-la , tis the hrit

time I heard on' t. l • r u
Cor. "Why do't now then / Marmafet ; bring toi th

thy yearly -wages, let not a Commander penfii ?

Simol But if he be one of the wicked, he fhall pc-

rJfh. .

,

T
Nlc. Well Corpora!, I'le e'en along with you , to vilit

my Kinfman, if I can do him any good , I will ,
--- but I

have nothing for him, Simon Si\m M^.ryOvtries ^ni\

frAllty, pray make a Lye for me to the Knight my Ma-

fter , old Sir Goifrej.

Cor. A Lye ? may you lye then ?

Frail. O I,we may lye, but we mufi not fwear.

Sim. TtUe, we may lie with our Neighbour's wife,

but we rouftnot fwear we did fo.

Cor. Oh, an excellent Tag of Religion

!

Nlc. Oh S'tmen , I have though: upon a found ex-

cUfc,it will go currant, fay that lam gon to a Faft.

Sltflt. To a Faft ? very good.

i\;^»V.r,toa Faft fay,with mafter Ff{ll-l>effji theM nifter.

S'tm.MzAtxFuUbelly} an honeft man: he feeds the

flock well, for hi's an excellent Feeder.

Exeunt Corporate^ Nicholas.

Tritil. 1, 1 have feen him cat up a whole Pig , and

afterwards tat! to the pettitoes. Exeunt Sim.& Frailty.

The Prifon t
Marjhalfea.

Etiter C'aftaltt Idle at one door , <j»<f old Seuldier

at the other.

George Pye-board fpfokjng within.

Pfe. Pray turn the key.

Skir. Turn the key I pray ?

Caf. Who fliould thofc be, I almoft know their voices?

O my friends • Eutrittg.

Y'arc welcome to a fmelling Room here ? you newly

took leave of the air , is't not a ftrange favour ?

Pie. As all Prifons have fmclls of fundry wretches;

Who though departed, leave their fents behind 'cm.

By Gold Captain , I am fincerely forry for thee.

Capi By rny troth, Cj«»-^*, I thank thee; but,piQi—

what muft be, muft be.

Skjr. Captain , what do you lie in for ? is't great ?

what's your offence ?

Cap. Faith, my ofFertcc is ordinary^— common, a

High-way , and I fear me my penalty will be ordinary

and common tco,a Halcer.

Pye. Nay, ptophefie not fo ill, it fhall go hard

But I'le ftiift for thy life.

Cof, Whether I live or dye , thou'rt an honeft George.

ric tell you— Silver flow'a not with me , as it had done,

(for now the tide runs to Bawds and Flatterers ) I had a

(tart out, and by chance fet upon a fat Stcward,thinking

his Purfe had been as purfie as his body; and the flavc

had about him but the poor purchafe often groats : not-

withftanding being defcryed, purfued, and taken, I know
the Law is fo grint, in tcfpeft of many defperate, unfet-

I.

led Souldiers, that I fear me I fiiall dance after their pipe

for't.
_

Skjr. I am twice forry for you , Captain ; firft, that

your purchafe was fo fmall, and now that your danger is

fo great.

Cap. Pufh, the woift is but death , — ha you a pipe of

Tobacco about you ?

Skir. I think I have thereabouts about me |

Captain blows a Pipe.

Cap. Here's a clean Gentlman too, to receive.

Pye. Well, I muft caft about fome happy flight

:

Work brain, that ever did'ft thy Mafter right.

Cer. Keeper, let the key be turn'd.

Corporal and Nicholas vnithlH.

Nle.JyJy pray mafter Keeper give's a caft of your office.

^ap.Hovj nowpmorc vifitants?-.what,Corporal Oath}
Pjt. Skir. Corporal.

Cor. In prifon, honeft Captain ? this muft not be.

Nlc. How do you, Captain Kinfman i

Cap. Good Coxcomb , what makes that pure, —ftarcht

fool here ?

Nlc. You fee , Kinfman , I am fomewhat bold to call

in, and fee how you do; I heard you were fafe enough,
and I was very glad on't, that it was no worfc.

Cap. This is a double torture now, — this fool by th'

book doth vex me more then my imprifonment. What
meant you, Corporal, to hook him hither ?

Ctr. Who, he .? he fhall relieve thee, and fupply thee,

i'le make him do't.

Cap. Fie , what vain breath you fpend

:

He fupply ? rie fooner cxpe<fl mercy from a Ufurer when
my Bond's forfeited , fooncr kindneffe from a Lawyer
when my money's fpent : nay, fooner charity from the

Devil, then good from a Puritan. I'le look for relief from

him, when Lucifer is reftor'd to his bloud , and in Hea-
ven a^ain.

Nic. I warrant my Kinfman's talking of me , formy
Itft ear burns moft tyrannically.

Pye. Captain Hie ? what's he there .? he looks like a

Monkey upward, and a Crane downward.

Cap. Plliaw ; afoolifh coufinofmine:! muft thank

God for him.

Pye. Why the better fubjeft to work a fcape upon ;

thou ("halt e'en change clcathes with him , and leave him
here, and fo—

Cap. Pufti , I publifht him e'en now to my Corporal,

he wjll be damn'd ere he do me fo much good ; why I

know a more proper , a more handfome device then that,

if the flave would be fociable , -— now goodman Pleer-

face ?

Nic. Oh , my Coufin begins to fpeak to me now , I

ftiall beacquainted with him again, I hope.

SkJr. Look ! what ridiculous Raptures take hold of his

wrinckles.

Pye. Then what fay you to this device , a happy one.

Captain.?

Cap. Speak low , George ; Prifon Rats have wider

eares then thofe in Malt-lofts.

iV;V.Coufin,if it lay in my power,asthey fay,--to—do-

Cap. 'Twould do me an exceeding pleafure indeed,

that ; nere talk forder on't , the fool will be hang'd ere

he do't.

Cor. Pax, ric thump'im to*t.

Pye. Why do but try the Fopfter , and break it to

him bluntly.

Cap. And fo my difgrace will dwell in his J3wes,?£ the

Slave
i
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Slave flaver out our purpofc to bis Matter , for would I

were but as fure on't, as 1 am fure he will deny to do't.

N)c. I would be heartily glad , Coufin , if any of my
friendships) as they fay, might —ftand,ah--

Pj!t. Why, you fee he ofters his fricnddiip foolifhiy to

you already.

Cap. I , that's the hell on't , I would he would offer it

wifcJy.

Nlc. Verily, and indccd-la , Coufin —
Cap. I have took note of thy fleers a good while , if

thou a rt minded to do me good ? as thou gap ft upon me

comfortabIy,andgiv'ft me charitable faces; which indeed

IS but a fartiion in you all that arc Puritans , wilt foon at

night fteal me thy Matter's Chain ?

Nle, Oh,I (hall fowne /

Pji. Corp oral, he ftarts already /

Cap. I know it to be worth three hundred Crowns,

and with the half of that , I can buy my life at a Bro-

kers , at fecond hand , which now lies in pawn to the

Law , if this thou rcfufc to do, being eafie and nothing

dangerous , in that thou art held in good opinion of thy

Maitcr ; why 'tis a palpable Argument thou hold'ft my
life at no price, and thcfc thy broken and unjoynted

offeisi ire but only created in thy lip , now born , and

rvow buried, fooli(h breath only : what,woult do't ? ttiall 1

look for happineffc in thy anfwer ?

Nick. Steal my Matter's Chain quoth he ? no, it ttiail

nere be faid , that Nichelas SimiTntitUngi committed

Bird-lime .'

Cap. Nay, I told you as much , did I not ? though he

be a Puritan, yet he will be a true man.

Nlc. Why Coufin, you know 'tis written, Thou (halt

noc ttcal.

C^p. Why , and fool , thou rtialt love thy Neighbour,

and help him in extremities.

Nic. Mafs 1 think it be indeed j in what Chapter's

that , Coufin .?

Capt. Why in the firft of Charity, the fecond verfe.

Nic. The firft of Charity, quith a , that's a good

jeft, there no fiich Chapter in my book /

Cap. No, 1 know twastorn out of thy Book, and that

makes fo little in thy heart.

Pyt. Come, let me tell you
,
y'are too unkind a Kinf-

man ifaith ; the Captain loving you fo dearly, I , like the

Pomwater of his eye,& you to be fo uncomfortablc,fie,fie.

Nte. Pray do not wifti me tobe hang'd, any thing clfc

that I can do;had it been to rob ,1 would ha don't , but 1

muft not Steal, that's the word , the literal , Thou (halt

not fteal ; and would you wilh me to fteal then ?

Pje. No faith , that were too much , to fpeak truth ;

why wih thou Nim it from him ?

Nlc, That I will.

Pye, Why enough, Bully ; he will be content with that,

or he (hall ha none; let me alone with him now , Cap
tain, I ha dealt with your Kinfman in a corner ; a good,

—kind-natur'd fellow , me thinks : go to
,
you (hall not

have all your own asking, you fhall bate fomcwhat on't,

he is not contented abfoluiely, as you would fay , to fteal

the Chain from him, but to do you a picafurc , he will nim
it from him.

Nle. I, that I will, Coufin.

Cap. Well, feeing he will do no more , as far as I fee,

I mu(l be contented with that.
'

Cor. Here's no notable guUery ?

Pye. Nay, I'le come nearer to you, Gentleman, becaufe

we'll have only but a help and a mirth on't , the Knight

(hall not iofe his Chain neither , but be only Ui J out of

the way feme one or two dayes.

Nlc. I, that would be good indeed, Kinfman.

Pje. For I hare a farder reach , to profit us better , by

the milting on't only, then if wc had it out-right , as my
difcourfe (hall make it known to you ; — when thou haft

the Chain, do but convey it out at a back-door into the

Garden, and there hang it clofc in the Rofemary banck^
but for a fmall feafon ; and by that harmlefTc device , I

know how to wind Captain lilt out of prifon,the Knight
thy Mafter (hall get his pardon , and releafe him, and he

fatisficthy Mafter with his own Chain, and wondrous
thanks on both hands.

^/f.That were rare indeed la, pray let me know how.
Pjt. Nay , 'tis very neccCfary thou ftiould'ft know,

bccjufe thou muft be employ 'd as an Aftor t

Nlc. An A(ftor ? O no, that's a Player ? and our Par-

fon rails againft Players mightily I can tell you , becaufe

they brought him dtunk upo'th'Stage once, --as he will be

horribly drunk.

Cor.Mafs I cannot blame him then,poot Church-fpout.

Pye. Why as an Intermedler then ?

Nlc. I, that, that.

Pye. Give m? audience then; when the old Knight thy

Malter has rag'd his fill for the lofs of the Chain,tell him
thou haft a Kinfmaninprifon,offuchexquifitc Art, that

the Devil himfelf is Frtneh Lackey to him, and runs

bare-headed by his horfe bcUy ( when he has

one:) whom he will caufc, with moft /n"/J!» dexteri-

ty to fetch his Chain, though 'twere hid under a mine
of Sea-coal, and ne're make Spade or Pick-axe his

inftruments ; tell him but this, with farder inftruftions

thou (halt receive from me, and thou (how'ft thy felf a

Kinfman indeed.

Cer. A dainty Bully.

Skjr. An honcft — Book-keeper.

Cap. And my three times thrice honey-Coufin.

Nic. Nay,gracc of God I'le rob him on't fuddenfy

,

and hang it in the Rofemary banck,but I bear that mind,

Coufin, i would not Steal any thing, mc ihinb,for mine

own Father.

Skjr. He bears a good mind in that. Captain.

/•/.Why well fa id,hc begins to be an honeft feliow/aitti.

Ccr. In troth he does.

N/f.You fee,Coufin, I am willing to do you any kind-

ncfs, alwayes faving my felf harmlefs. Exit NiehtLm.

Cgptain. Why 1 thank thee , fare thee well, I (hall re-

quite It .

Cer. 'Twill be good for thee , Captain , that thoU haft

fuch an egregious A(Tc to thy Coufin.

C4p. I, is not that a fine fool. Corporal ?

But George , thou talk'ft of An and Conjuring,

How ftiall that be >

'Pyb. Puh, be't not in your care.

Leave that to me and my dirc<5tions

;

Well, Captain, doubt not thy delivery now,

E'en with the vantage, man, to gain by Prifon,

As my thoughts prompt me : hold on brain and plot,

( aim at many cunning far events.

All which I doubt not to hit at length,

Cle to the Widow with a quaint aflault,

Captain be merry.

C*p. Who I ? Kerry merry Biiffe-Jerkin.

'Pye. Oh , I am happy in more fligh« , and one v»ill

knitrtrong in another, —Corporal 0<tfA.

Cir. Hoh Bully .'

fC a Pye.Knd
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Pye. And thou,o!d ftier Skjrmijh,\ have a ncceflary

task for you both.

Skjr. L^Y'urpon ^torgf Pjie.hrd.

Corp. What c're it be, we'll manage it.

Pye. I would have you two rtiaintain a quarrcll before

the Lady Wldioms door, and draw your Swords ith' edge

of the Evening tdafti a little, clafli,cla{li.

Corf. Fuh,

Let us alone to make our Blades ring noon.

Though it be after fupper.

Pyt.l know you can;

And out of that falfe fire, I doubt not but to raifc rtrange

belief—andjCaptain, to countenance my device the bet-

ter, and grace my words to the Widow, I have a good

plain Sattin Suie, that I had of a young Reveller tother

night,for words pafs not regarded now a dayes,unlefs they

come from a good fuit of cloathcs,which the Fates and my

wits have beftowed upon me. Well, Captain Idle^ if I

did not highly love thee, I would ne're be feen within

twelve fcore of a prifon, for I proteft at this inftant, I

walk in great danger of fmali debts ; I owe money to fe-

verall Hofteffes, and you know fuch Jills will tjuickly be

upon a mans Jack.

C*pt. True, Georgtf

Pye, Fare thee well, Captain. Come Corporall and

Ancient, thou (halt hear more ncwes next time we greet

thee.

Corp, Morcnewes ? I, by yon Bear at Bridge-Foot in

lieaven ihalt thou

.

Exeunt,

Capt, Enough : my friends farewell.

This prifon (liewes as if Gho/U did prtin Hell,

Enter MollyoHHgtJl Daughter to the ivldow, alone.

Moll. No: marry .? forfwear marriage ? why all wo-

men know 'tis as honourable a thing as to lie with a man ;

and I tofpighcmy Sifters vow the more, havcentertain'd

a Suiter already , a fine Gallant Knight of the laft Fea-

ther, he faycs he will Coach me too, and well appoint me,

allow me money to Dice withall, and many fuch pleafing

proteftations he fticks upon my lips : indeed his (liort-

windcd Father irh' Countrey is wondrous wcalthy,a moft

abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote in time

:

troth rie venter upon him ; women arc not without

wayes enough to help thcmfelvcs : if he prove wife and

good as his word, why I fliall love him, and ufc him
kindly ; and if he prove an Aflfe, why in a quarter ofan

houres warning I can transform him into an Oxe ;

there comes in my relief again.

Enter Frailty.

Frail. 0,Miftre(re/^<j//, Miftrede McS.
MoH. How now ? what's the newcs ?

Frail. TTie Knight your Suiter, Sir John Penny-Dulf.

Moll. Sir John Penny-Dub ? where ? where ?

Frail. He's walking in the Gallery.

Moll, Has my Mother feen him yet ?

Frail. O no, {he's—fpittingin the Kitchin,

Moll. Diredl him hither foftly, good Frailty^

rie meet him half way.

Trail, That's juft like running a Tilt ; but I hope he'll

,
break nothing this time.

Enter Sir John Penny-Dub.

Moll. 'Tis happincffe my Mother faw him not

:

O welcome, good Sir John.

Penny.'Dnb. I thank you faith,—Nay you muft ftand

me till I kifle you : 'tis the fashion every where ifaith,

and I came from Court enow.

Moll. Nay the Fates forfend that I (hould anger the

fafliion ?

Penny. Then not forgetting the fweet of new cere-

monies, I firft fall back, then recovering my fclf ; make
my honour to your lip thus : and then accoft it.

Moll. Truft me, very pretty, and moving, y'are wor-
thy on't, fir,

my Mother^ my Mother, now fhe's here,

Kijfmg. Enter tvidow And Sir Godfrey.

We'll ftealc into the Gallery. Exeunt,

Sir Godf. Nay , Sifter, let Reafon rule you, doc not
play the foole, ftand not in your own light, you have

wealthy offers, large tendrings, doe not withftand your

good fortune : who comes a wooing to you I pray ? no
fmall fool, a rich Knight oth' City,Sir Oliver Muckj-hill,

no fmall fool i can tell yourand furthermore as i heard late

by your Maid-fervants (as your Maid-fervants will fay

to me any thing, I thank 'em) both your Daughters are

not without Suiters, I, and worthy ones too ; one a brisk

Courtier, Sir t/indrew Tip.ftaff'e, [u\ier afar off to your

eldcft Daughter, and the third a huge wealthy Farmers
Son} a fine young Country Knight , they call him Sir

John Penny-Dub^z good mmt mzny , he may have it

coynd when he lacks money : what blcllings are thefe

,

Siller?

fvid. Tempt me not, Satan,

SirCjod. Satan.? doe I look like Satan .' I hope the
Devil's not fo old as I, I trow.

WtV. You wound my fences, Brother, when you name
A fuicer to me,—oh I cannot abide it,

1 take in poyfon when I hear one nam'd.

Enter Simon,

How now, Simon f where's my fon Sdmond ?

Sim, Verily, Madam, he is at vain Excrcife, dripping

in the Tcnnis-Court.

tvid. At Tennis-Court? oh, iww his Father's gone,
I iliall have no rule with him ; oh wicked Edmond^l
might well compare this with the Prophecy in the Chio-
mdc, though far inferiour,a$ Harry oi Monmouth won
all, and Haryy of fvindfor loft all ; fo Edmond of Bri^

y?!"" that was iheFathcr,got all, zndEdmoud of London
that's bis fon now, will fpend all.

Sir Godf, Peace, fiftcr, we'll have him reform'd,there's

hope on him yet, though it be but a little.

Snter Fr/iilty,

Frail, Forfootli Madam ; there are two or three Ar-

chers at dooi would very gladly fpcak with your Ladi-

fhip.

H^td. Archers .>

Sir God. Your Husbands Fletcher I warrant.

Prid. Oh,
Let them come near, they bring home things of his,

Troth I flioiild ha forgot *em,how now ?

Villain, which be thofe Archers?

Enter the Suiters^ Sir Andrew Tipflaff'e, Sir Oliver

MMck.-hill^ andPenni-Dub.

Frail. Why, do you not fee 'cm before you > arc not

t!«fe
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thefc Archers , what do you call'em Shooters ; Shooter?
and Archers arc all one I hope.

fy'id. Out ignorant flave.

Mitck^ Nay, pray be patient Lady,
We come in way of honorable love

Tlffl. Penny. We do.

Mnek,. To you.

Tiffit Penny. And to your Daughters,

Wti. O why will you ofFcr me this, Gentlemen ? in,

deed I will not look upon you ; when the tears are farce
out ofmine eyes, not yet waftit off from my cheeks, and
my deer husbands body fcarcc fo cold as the Coffin, what
reafon have you to offer it? I am not like fome of your
Widows that will bury one in the evening, and be fure

to another ere morning ; pray away, pray take your an-

fwersgood Knights, and you be fweet Knights , I have

vow'd never to many ;—and fo have my daughters too

!

61

Mtickj Lady,a ihrewd anfwer marry ; the beft is,'tis

but the firft , and he's a blunt wooer, that will leave for

one fharp anfwer.

Tif. Where be your Daughters Lady , I hope they'll

give us better encouragements?

Wii. Indeed they'll anfwer you fo, take't a my word
they'll give you the very fame anfwer ^r»'^4fi« truly la.

Penny. Mum : Ma]l'$ a good wench ftill, I know what
Ihe'Il do ?

Mucy, Well, Lady, for this time we'll ttke our leaves,

hoping for better comfort.

WU. O never, never : and I live thefe ihoufand years;

and you be good Knights, do not hope ; 'twill be all Vain,

Vain,—-look you put off all your fuitt, and you come to

me again.

trail. Put of all their fuit$,quatha? I that's the beft

wooing of a Widdow indeed, when a man's Nonfuted,

that is, when he's a bed with her.

Going ant Muckjilll and Sir Godfrey,

Miukj. Sir Godfrey ? here's twenty Angels more, work

hard for me ; there's life in't yet. Exit Muekjiill.

SirGodf. Fear not Sir Oliver MMtkbiU ^ I'leftick

dofe fpr you, leave ail with mc.

Enter George Pye-haritbt ScholUr.

Pje. By your leave Lady Widow.

tvid. What another fuiter now ?

Pye. A fuiter, no, I proteft Lady ? if you'd give one

your felf, I'de not be troubled with you.

Wid. Say you fo Sir, then you're the better welcome fir.

Pye. Nay, Heaven bleffe me from a Widow, UDleffe I

were fure to bury herfpeedily

!

Wid. Good bluntneffe : well, your bufineffe,fir ?

Pye. Very needfuU ; ifyou were in private once.

fvid. Needfull? Brother, pray leave us; and you fir.

Fmil, I Hiould laugh now, if this blunt fellow ftiould

put'em all befide the ftirrop, and vault into the faddle

himfelf, I have fcen as mad a trick. Sxit Frailty,

Enter Daughters.

tyid. Now Sir?—here's none but wee—Daughters

forbear.

Pye. O no, pray let'em ftay, for what I have to fpeak

importeth equally to them as you ?

W>d, Then you may ftay.

Pje. I pray beftow on me a ferious car.

For vvhat 1 fpeak i% fuU of weight and fear.
fVid. Fear?

Pyt. I, if't paffe unregarded, and uncffcfted,
Elfe peace and joy:-^! pray Attention.
Widow

, I have been a meet ftranger for thefe parts that
you live m, nor did I ever know the Hi^and of yoo,
and Father of them, but I truly inow by ceruin fpintual
Intelligence, that he is in Purgatory.
ml Purgatory? tuh; that word deferves to be fpit

upon
;

I wonder that a man of fober tongue, as you feem
to be, (hould have the foUy to believe there's fuch a pUce.

Pye. Weil Lady, in cold bloud I fpeak it, I affurc you
that there is a Purgatory , in which place I know your
husband to recide, and wherein he is like to remain , tiU
che diffolution of the world, till the Uft general Bon-fire

:

when all the earth ftiall melt into nothing , and che Seas
fcaid their finny labourers : fo long is his abidance, uo_ r L 1— 1 1. Y —o--"— ~''* ---— "7 •«'~>">-«j. luioiig li nis aoiaance, un-

Penny. I,two of you have, but the third'sa good wench! Icffc you alter the property of your purpofe, together with
each of your Daughters theirs, diat is, the purpofe of fin-
glelifc in your felf and your eldeft Daughter , and the
fpcedy determination of marriage in your youngeft.

Mall, How knows he that, what, has fome Devil told
him ?

wid. Strange he ftiould know our thouohts

:

Why but Daughter, have you purpos'd fp«dy Marriage ?

Pye. You fee fiie tells you 1, (he fayes nothing.
Nay, give me credit as youplcafe,! am a ftranger to you,
and yet you fee I know your determinations, which
muft come to me mcuphifically , and by a fuper-natural
intelligence.

tvid. This puts amazement on me.
Pranks Know our fecrets f

Mai. I'de thought to fteal a maniage,v»ould his tongue
Had dropt out when he blab'd it.

Wtd. But fir , my husband was too honeft a dealing
man, to be now in any Purgatories—

-

Pye. O do not load your confciencc with untruths,

'Tis but meer folly now to gild'em ore ;

That has paft but for Copper ; Praifes here.

Cannot unbind him there : confeffe but truth,

I know he got his wealth with a hard gripe

:

Oh hardly .hardly.

wid. This is moft ftrange of all, how knows he that ?

Pje, He would eat fools and ignorant heirs clean up |

And had his drink from many a poor mans brovvi

Even as their labour brew'd it.

He would fcrape riches to him moft unjuftly ;

The very dirt between his nails was ill got

And not his own,—oh
I groan to fpeak on't, the thought makes me ftiudder \—
fliudder 1

wid. It quakes me too, now I think on't— fir , I am
much griev*d,that you a ftranger, fhould fo deeply wrong

my dead husband (

Pye.board. Oh.'

wid. A man that would keep Church fo duly ; rife

early before his fervants, and e'en for Religious haft, go

ungarter'd , unbutton'd % nay fir Reverence unttuft , ro

MorningPrayer ?

'Pje. Oh uff.

wid. Dine quickly upon high-dayes, and when I had

»rcat gueffe, would e'en Thame mc, and rife from the Ta-

ble, to get a good feat at an after-noon Sermon.

/'^'.There's the devil.thcre's the devil, true, he thoitght

it Sanftity enough, if he had kiU'd a man, fot'adbin

done in a Pue, or undone his Neighbour, fo t'ad bin

nMi
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near enough toth' Preacher , Oh / — a Seimon's a fine

fhor: Cloak of an hour long, and will hide the upper part

ofadiflembler, — Church , I , he feem'd all Church ,and

his confcicnce was as hard as the Pulpit,

H'id. I can no more endure this.

Pye. Nor I, Widow,
Endure to flatter.

fVid. Is this all yoiir bufinefs with me ?

'Pye. No, Lady, 'tis but the induftion to'r,

You may believe my drains, I fttikc all true.

And if your confciencc would leap up to your tongue,

your felf would affiitn it, and that you fliall perceive

I know ofthings to come, as well as I do ofwhat is pre-

fcnt ; a Brother of your husband's ihall fhortly liavca

lols.

W;W, A lofs ? marry Heaven forfend, Sir Gfdfrey,my

Brother /

Pje. Nay, keep in your wondeis, 'til! I have tolJ you

the fortunes of you all; which are morefearfuU, if not

happily prevented, —for your part and your Daughter!, if

there be not once this day fome bloud-fticd bcfoie your

door, whereof the humane creature dyes , of you two tJie

elder Aiall run mad.

Mother (fr FrAfik^. Oh I

Mol. That's not I yet.

Pyt. And with moft impudent proftitution, (how your

naked Bodies to the view of all beholders.

fy'td. Our naked Bodies ? fie for ftiamc.

Pye. Attend me , and your younger Daughter be

ftrucken dumb.

Afol. Dumb ? out alas ; 'tis the worft pain of all for

a Woman, I'dc rather be mad , or run naked ,or any

thing : dumb ?

Tyr. Give ear : ere the evening fall upon Hill , Bog,

and Meadow, this my fpeech fhall have paft probation,

and then ftiall I be believed accordingly.

mdovf. If this be true, we arc all (ham'd j all un-

done.

Mol. Dumb? ric fpcak as much as ever Icanpoffi-

ble before evening^.

Pye. But if ic fo come to pafs ( as for your fair fakes I

Willi it may) that this prefage of your ftrangc fortunes

be prevented by that accident of death and bloud-fhcd-

ding, which I bcfoie told you of ; take heed upon your

lives, that two of you which have vow'd never to marry,

feck out Husbands with all prcfent fpccd , and you the

third, that have fuch a defire tooutftrip Chaflity , look

you meddle not with a Husband,

Moll. A double Torment.

Pye. The breach of thiskeeps your Father in Purgn-

torj^ and the punifhments that fhall follow you in this

world, would witb horrour kill the car {hould hear 'em

related.

W'td. Marry ? why I vow'd never to marry.

Franks And fodidl.

MoH. And I vow'd never to be fuch an Afs, bu: to

marry .- what a crofs Fortune's this ?

/'^f.LadfeSjthough I be a Fortune-teller , I cannot bet-

ter Fortunes
,
you have'em from me as they arc revealed

to me : 1 would they were to your tempers , aivd fellows

with your blouds, that's all the bitternefs I would you.

Pf^'idow. Oh .' 'cis a juft vengeance, for my Husband's

hard purclufes.

Pjfi. I widi you to bethink your felves, and lea ve'em.

fyid. rie to Sir Godfrey my Brother , and acquaint

him \vith thefe fearful! prcfages.

Fr/ink^. For, Mother, they portend loffes to him.
md. Oh I, they do, they do ;

If any happy iflue crown thy words,
I will rc%\;ard thy cunnin^.

Pye. 'Tis enough. Lady,
I w.iTi no higher. Exit.

Moll. Dumb ? and not Marry ? worfe.
Neither to fpcak, nor kifs, a double curfe. £xlt.

Pye.So,z\\ this comes wellabout yet,I play tlic Fortune-
teller, aswcllasifl hadhada Witch tomy Grannam {

foi bygood happincffc, being in my Hoftcffcs Gar-
den

, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow I
Jaid the hole of mine ear to a hole in the wall, and heard
'em make thefcVowes,and fpcak thole words, upon which
I wrought thefe advantages

; and to encourage my for-
gerie the more, 1 may now perceive in 'em a natuial fim-
plicitie which will eafily fwallow on abufe , ifany cover-
ing be over it: and to confirm my former prefagf to the
Widow, 1 haveadvis'd old Peter Skjrniijh the Souldier,
to hurt Corporal 0<jr* upon the Leg , and in that hurry
rie nilh amongd'em, and in ftead of giving the Corpo-
ral fome Cordial to comfort him. Tie pour into his mouth
a potion of a flecpy nature, and make him feem as dead

;
for the which the old Souldier being apprehended and
ready to be borne to execution , I Ic itep in, and take up-
on mc the rare of the deatf man , upon pain of dying the
condeoined's death : the Corporal will wake at his mi-
nurc, when the fleepy force hath wrought it felf, and fo
Phalli get my fcifintoa moft admired opinion , and un-
der the pretext of that cunning, beguile as I fee occafion :

and ifthatfbolifh Nicholae Simt Tntttllngs keep true
time with tlie Chain, my plot will be found , the Captain
delivered

, and my wits applauded among Schollars and
Souldicrs for ever. Sxit Pye^hoard,

Enter Nicholas Saint Tani lings ywlth the Chain.

Nit. Oh, I have found an excellent advantage to take
away the Chain,my Mafter putic off e'en now,to fay on
a new Doublet, and Ifncakt it away by little and little

moft Puritanically/ we ftisfl have good fport anon
when has miftit,aboutmy CoufinihcConjure'jthe world
fhall fee I'me an honeft man ofmy word , for now I'mc
going to hang it between Heaven and Earth among the
Rofcmary branches. Exit 7{jch,

(tABm Tertim.

Enter Simon Saint Mary-Oveties , and Frailty,

Frail, Sirrah Simon Saint Mary-Overles ^n\y Miftris

fends away all her ruitcrs,and plus flsas in their eares.

Sim. Frailty^(he does like an lioneft , chaft, and vir*

tuous woman ; for Widows ought not to wallow in the

puddle of Iniquity.

Frail. Yet, Simon , many Widows will do't , wliat fo

ere comes on't.

Sim. 'itiK^Frallty , their filthy flefh defires a Con-
jundtion Copulative ; what ftrangers are within

,

Frailty ?

Fr<j//.Thcre's none,5/wc>»; but mafter PiV/Vr tlie Tay-
lor:he's above with Sir Godfrey

,
praifing of a Doublet:

and I uiuft trudge anon to fetch Mafter Snds the Barber.

Sim. Ma_
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Sim. Mafter 5Wsagoodinan, bcwaftics chcfinsof

the Beard clean.

Skjr. How now, creatures? what's a Clock ?

Enter eld Skjrmi^j the Soldiers.

Frail. Wliy, doc you take us to be Jack at th' Clock-

houfc ?

Skjr, I fay again to you what's a Clock ?

Sim. Truly la, wc go by the Clock of our Confcicnce,

all worldly Clocks wc know go falfe , and arc fe: by

drunken Sextons.

i'/^iV.Thcn what's a Clock in your Confcicnce ?."oh,

I muft break off, bere comCs the Corporall—hum, hum :

—what's a Clock ?

Enter Corporall,

Corp. A Clock ? why part fcventeen.

Fritil. Paft fcventeen ? nay, h'as met with his match

now, Corporall Oath will fit him.

Skjr. Thou doft not bawkc or baffle me, doft thou ?

I am a Souldier—paft feveotcen.

Corp. I, thou art not angry with the figures, art thou ?

J will prove it unto thee, 12. and 1. is thirteen I hope,

2. fourteen, 3.fiftecn,4.fixteen,and 5. fcventeen, then

paft fcventeen, I will take the Dialls part in a juft caufc.

Skjr. I fay 'tis but paft five then.

Corp. rie fwcat 'tis psft fcventeen then : doft thou

not know numbers ? cantt ihou not caft ?

Skjr. Caft ? doft thou fpcak of my cafting ith* ftrect ?

Draw.
Corp. I, and in the Market place.

Sim. Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. Simon runs in.

Trail. I, I knew by their ftiuffling Clubs would be

Trump ; mafle here's the Knave, and he an do any good

upon 'cm : Clubs, Clubs, Clubs.

Inter Pye.boori.

Cap. O Villain, thou haft opcn'd a vain in my Leg.

T/f. How now ? for (hame, for ftiame, put up,putup.

Cap. By yon blew Wrfkin, 'twas out of my part

,

CecrgCy to be hurt on the Leg.

Enter Officerr,

fje. Oh peace now—1 have a Cordiall here to com-

fort thee.

O^. Down with 'em, down with 'cm, lay hands upon

the Villain.

Skir. Lay hands on me ?

Pjt. I'le not be fcen among 'cm now.

Cap^ I'me hurt, and had more need have Surgeons,

Lay hands upon me then, rough Officers.

Of^. Go, carry him to be drcft then :

This mutinous Soldier fhall along with me to prifon.

Sk*r, To prifon ? wherc's George *

Offi. Away vvith him. Exeunt with S^ir.

"Pje. So,

All lights asT would wifh, the amaz'd Widow,

Will plant me ftrongly now in her belief.

And wonder at the virtue of my words

:

JFor the event turns thefc prefaces from 'cm.

Of being mad and dumb, and begets joy

Mingled with admiration : thefc empty creatures,

Souldiei and Corporall, were but ordain'd

As inrirumcnts for me to work upon.

Now to my Patient, here's his Potion. Exit ?je-h»tri.

Enter the widow with her two Daughter/.

fVid. O wondrous happineffc, beyond our thoc^hts I

luckky fair event I I think our fortunes

Were bleft e'ne in our Cradles : wcarc quitted

Of all thofe fhamtfull violent prefages

By this raft\ bleeding chance : go,Fr4//y,run,and knov*
Whether he be yet living, or yet dead,

That here before my door rcceiv'd his hurt.

Frail. Madam, he was carried to the fupetiour, but i£

lie had no money when he came there, I warrant he's

dead by this time. Sxtt frailty.

Franckj Sure that man is a rare fortune-teller, never

lookt upon our hands , nor upon any mark about us, a
wondrous fellow furely.

Moll. I am glad I have the ufe of my tongue yet

,

though of nothing clfe, I fliall find the way to many too,

1 hope ftiortly.

md. O where'j my Brother fir Godfrey^ I would he
were here, that I might relate to him how prophetically

the cunning Gentleman fpoke in all things.

Enter Sir Godfrey in a rage.

Sir Gad, O my Chain, my Chain, I have loft my
Chain, where be thefc Villains, Varlcts ?

md. Ob, h'as loft his Chain.

Sir God. My Chain, my Chain.

IVid. Brother, be patient, hear mc fpcalc, you knovs

I told you that a Cunning-man told me, that you ftiould

have a loflcjand he has prophccicd fo true.

Sir Cod Out, he's a Villain to prophecy of the loflc

of my Chain,*twas worth above three hundred Crowns,
bcfides 'twas my F8thcrs,my Fathers Fathers, my Grand
fathers huge Grandfathers : I had as lieve ha loft my
Neck, as the Chain that hung about it ; O my Chain,my
Chain.

tvid. Oh, Brother, who can be againft a misfortune,

'cis happy 'twas no more.

sir God. No more I O goodly godly fiftcr, would you

had me loft more ? my bcft Gown too, with the Cloth

of Gold-Lace? my hoiyday Gafcoins, and my Jcikin

fet with Pearl ? no more J

fvid. Oh, Brother, you can read.

—

Sir God. But I cannot read where my Chain is : what

ftrangcrs have been here .? yoo let in ftrangers. Thieves

and Catch-poles : how comes it gone .? there was none a«

bore with mc but my Taylor, and my Taylor will not—
ftcale I hope ?

Moll. No, he's afraid ofa Chain.

Enter Trmltj.

Wid. How now, firrha ? the ncwes ?

Trail. O, Mdhefle, he may well be call'd a Corpo

rail now, for his Corps arc as dead as a cold Capons ?

wid. More hjppinefle.

Sir God. Sinha , what's this to my Chain .' wherc'i

my Chain, knave f

Frail. Your Chain, fir f

Sir God. My Chain is loft, Villain.

Trail. I would he w-crc hang'd in Chains that has it

then for me r Alafs, fir, I faw none of your Chain fince

you were hung with it your felf.

Sir Cod.
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sir God. Out var4«? ic had full three thoJiiahd Lmcks,

I have oft told it over at my prayers r

Over and over, full three thoufand Lincks.

frali. Had it fo, fir, fure it cannot be loft then ;rie

put you in that comfort.

S'trGol. Why? why?
Irail. Why if your Chain had fo many Lincks, it

canaoi chufc but come to light.

EHter Nicholas.

Sir God. Delufion, Now, long NicheUs^ where is my

Chain.

Nich. Why about your neck, is't not, fie?

Sir God. About my neck, Varlct ? my Chain is loft,

'Tis ftoln away, I'me robb'd.

md. Nay,Brother,ftiowyourfcIfaman.

Nic. If it be loft or ftole, if be wotild he patient, Mi-

ftrefle, I could bring him tc^a Cunning Kinfman ofmine

that would fetch it again with a Sefarara.

Sir God. Canft thou ? I will be patient, fay, where

dwells he ?

Nie. Marry he dwells now, fir, where he would noi

dwell and he could choofe , in the Marfhalfea^ fir ; but

he's an exlent fellow if he were out : h'as tiavcll'd all the

world o're, he, and been in the feven and twenty Pwvin-

ccs: why he would make it be fctcht, fir, if it were rid a

houfand nule out of town.

Sir Cod. An admirable fellow, what lies he for ;

Nic. Why he did but rob a Steward often groats

totber night, as any man would ha done, and there he

lies for't.

Sir God. I'le make his peace, a trifle, Tie get his par-

'Befides a botmtifull reward, I'le about it, (don.

But fee the Clerks, the Juftice will do much ;

I will about it ftriaight, good fifter pardon me,

All will be well I hope, and turn to good.

The name of Conjurer has laid my blood. Sxeutit.

Enttr Puttock^and 'Ravtrpraw two Seritants , rvith Tto.

man Do^en^te arrefi the SehoUtr CeorgePje-hoord.

Put. His Hofteffe where he lies will truft him no

longer, fliehath feed me to arreflhim; if you will ac

company me , becaufc I know not of what nature the

Schollar is, whether defperate or [wift, you (hall ftiare

with me, Serjeant %avcn-^itw^ I have the good Angel to

arreft him.

Raven. Troth I'le take part with thee then, Serjeant,

not for the fake of the money fo much,a$ for the hate I

bear to a Schollar: why, Serjeant, 'tis naturall in us

you know to hate Schollafs: natuiall befides , they will

publidi our imperfcftions, knaveries, and Conveyances

upon Scaffolds and Stages.

Put. I, and fpightfully too; troth I have wondred

how the flaves could fee into our bieafts fo much , when
our Doublets aie button'd with Pewter.

Raven. I, and fo dofe without yielding : oh, their

parlous fellowes, they willfearch mote with their wiu,

than a Conftable with all his Oflficers.

Put. Whift, whift, whift. Yeoman Dogftn^ Yeoman
Dogfon.

Dog. Ha ? what fayes Serjeant ?

P-»r. Is he in the Pothecaiies ftiop ftill,

Dog. I, I.

P»t. Have an eye, have an eye.

"R^ett. Thebcftis,Serjeant, if hebc a true Scholia*

he weares no weapon I think.

Put. No, no, he weares no weapon.

Rmen. Maffe, I am right glad of that : 'thas put mc
in better heart ; nay if I clutch him once, let mc alone
to drag him if he be ftifF-nccked ; I have been one of
the fix my felf, that has dragg'd as tail men of their hands,
when their weapons have bin gone, as ever baftmado'd
a Serjeant—I have done I can telJ you.

Dog. Serjeant Puttocl^ Serjeant Putteck..

Put. Hoh.
Dog. He's comming out fingle.

Put. Peace, peace, be not too greedy, let him play a
little, let him play a little, we'll jerk him up ofa fudden
I ha filTit in my time.

I^en. I, and caught many a fool, Serjeant.

Enter Pje-boerd.

Pye. I parted now from Nickalas-.iht Chain's couch'c^
And the old Knight has fpent his rage upon't,

The Widow holds me in great admiration
For cunning Art: 'mongftjoyes I'me e'ne loft,

r or my device can no way now be croft.

And now I muft to prifon to the Captain, and there-
Put. I arreft you, fir.

Pje. Oh—I fpoke truer then I wasawarc,Imuft to
prifon indeed.

Put. They fay you're a Schollar, nay fir—Yeomait
Dogfon^ have care to his armes—you'll raile again Ser-
jeants, and ftagc 'em .- you tickle their vices.

Pye. Nay, ufe me like a Gentleman, I'me little Icfle.

'Pat. You a Gentleman ? that's a good jeft ifaith;
can a Schollar be a Gentleman,—when a Gentleman
will not be a Schollar ;—look upon your wealthy Cui-
zens Sons, whether they be Scholia is or no, that are Gen-
tlemen oy their Fathers Trades : a Schollar a Gentlrman •

Tje. Nay, let Fortune drive all her ftings into me*
(Tie cannot hurt that in me, a Gentleman, Accident in-

fefarabile to my blood.

Raven. A rablemenr, nay you (hall have Ji bloody
rablcment upon you I warrant you.

Put. Go, Yeoman Dogfon^ before, and enter the A-
ftion ith' Counter.

Pye.Vrzy doe not handle me cruelly, I'le go Ex.DogJ.
Whether you pleafe to have me.

Put. Oh, he's tame, let him loofe Serjeant.

Pye. Pray at whofe Suit is this ?

Put. Why, at yourHoftefles Suit where you lie, Mi-
ftrcffe Cunniburrow^ for bed and board, the fumme four

pound fiveihillings and five pence.

Pye. I know the fumme too tme, yet I prcfum'd
Upon a farther day ,• well, 'tis my ttarrcs

:

And I muft bear it now, though never harder.

I fwear novrf,my device is croft indeed.

Captain muft lie by't : this is Deceits feed.

Ptu. Come, come away.
Pye. Pray give mc fo much time as to knic my garter,

and rie away with you.

Put. Well, we muft be paidfor this waiting upon you,
this is no pams to attend thus. Makjng tt tie bis Garter.

Pye. I am now wretched and miferable, I ftiall ne'rc
recover of this difeafe ;hot Iron gnaw their fifts.-thcy

have ftruck a Fever into my (houlder, which I ftuU ne're
lliake out again I fear me, till with a true HabtojConits
the Sexton icmove me, oh ifI take prifon once, I ftiall be

preft
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prcft to death with Actions, but not fo happy as fpeedily;

perhaps I may be forty year a prclTmg till 1 be a thin old

man , that looking through the grates , men may look

through mc ; all my means is confounded, what fhall I

do ? has my wit fcrvcd me fo long, and now give me the

flip (like a train'd fervant) when I have moft need of

'cm : no device to keep my poor carcafc from thefc Pnt-

teckj ?"*ycs, happincffe , have I a paper about me now ?

yes too, Tie try it, it may hit, Extremity is ToHch-Jlone

Milta wit, I, I.

pfit. 'Sfooi how many yards are in thy Garters, that

thou art fo lo long a tying on them ? come away fir.

Pjte. Troth Serjeant I protcfl ; you could never ha

took me at a worfe time, for now at this inliant , I have

no lawfull pi6^ure about me.

Put. 'Slid how fhall we come by our fees then.

Rav. We muft have fees, firra.

P^e. I could have wifht ifaith, that you had took me

halfe an hour hence for your own fake , for I proteft if

you had not croft mc, I was going in great joy to receive

five pound of a Gentleman , for the Device of a Mask

here, drawn in this paper but now, come , I muft be con-

tented, 'tis but fo much loft, and anfwerablc to the reft of

my fortunes.

Put. Why how far hence dwells that Gentleman ?

Rav. I, well faid Serjeant , 'tis good to caft about for

mony.
Put. Speak, if it be not far—

PjieMVe are but a little paft it,the next flrecec behind us.

Put. 'Slid we have watted upon yougrkvoufly already,

if you'll fay you'll be liberal when you ba't, give us double

fees, and fpend upon's , why we'll ftiow you that kind-

ne(s, and go along with you to the Gentleman.

Rav. I, well faid ftillSerjc3nt,iirge that.

'Pjic Troth if it will fufifice, it (hall all be among you,

for my part Tie not pocket a penny , my Hoftefs ftiall

have her four pound five fhillings , and bate mc the five

pence, and the other fifteen fhillrngs I'Je (pend upon you.

Ravlnlfh. Why now thou art a good Scholiar.

Pnt. An excellent Schollar ifaith ; has proceeded very

well alatc ; come, we'll along with you.

Exeunt with hinty puffing in they k»ock^ at the

door with 4 kjtocker wlthinjtde.

Ser. Who knocks, whofeatdoor? we had need of a

Porter.

Pye. A few friends here.

youv!• Maftcr within?

-pray is the Gencleman

Ser: Yes, is your bufinefs to him ?

Pn. I, he knows it, when he fees mc

:

I pray you, have you forgot me.

Ser, I by my troth, fir, pray come near , I'ic in and

tell him of you, pleafe you to walk heic in the Gallery till

he comes.

Pje. We will attend his worrtiip,—worfliip I think,

for fo much the pofts at his door ftiould fignifie , and the

fah' coming in, and the wicket, elfc I neither knew him

nor his worfhip, but 'tis happinefs he is within dooi5,

what fo ere he be, if he be not too much a formal Citizen,

he may do me good : Serj«nt and Yeoman , how do you

like this houfe, is't not moll wholfomely plotted ?

Rav. Troth prifoner, an exceeding fine houfe.

Pji. Yet I wonder how he fhould forget rr.e y for he

ne're knew me : No matter, what is forgot in you, will be

remcmbred in your MaQer.

A pritty comfortable room this methinks

:

You liave no fuch roomes in prifon now ?

I

Pmt. Oh dog-holes tot.

Pje. Dog-lwles indeed— I can tell you I have^reat
hope to have my Chamber here (honly , n*y and dyet
too , for he's the moft frec-hearted'ft Gentleman where he

ukes : you would little think it f and what a fine Gal-
lety were here for me to walk and ftudy, and make vcrfes.

Phi. O it ftands pleafantly for a Schollar.

Enter Ge»tlefu-'K.

Pye, Look what maps, and pi(fturc$, and devices, and
things, neatly, delicately ? Mafle here he comes,hc fhoold

be a Gcn:leman, I like his Beard well ;—All hapcinefi'c

to your wotfhip.

iSent. You're kindly welcome, fir.

Pur. A fimplefaluiation.

Rav. MafTc it fcenw the Gentleman makea great ac-

count of him.

Gent. I have the thing here for vou,fir.

Pye. 1 bcfeech you, conceal me fir, I'm undone clfe,—

I have the Mask here for you fir. Look you fir,---I be-

Teech your worfhip , fiift pardon my rudenefTe , for my
cxtreams makes me boulder then I would be ; I am a poor

Gentleman and a Schollar, and now moft unfoitunately

falneinto the hands of unmercifull Officers , arretted for

debt, which though fma 11, I amnot able tocompaflct by

reafon I'm deftitutc of lands, mony, and friends , fo that

if I fall into the hungry fwallow of the piifon , I am like

utterly to pcrifh , and with fees and extortions be pincht

clean to the bone : Now, if ever pitty had intereft in the

bloud of a Gentleman , I hcfcech you vouchfafe but to

favour that means of my cfcape, which I have already

thought upon.

Gent. Go forward.

Put. I warrant he likes it rarely.

Pye. In the plunge of my extremities, being giddy,

and doubtfull what to do ; at laft it was put in my labour-

ing thoughts, to make a happy ufc of this paper, and to

blear their unlettered eyes, 1 told them there was a Device

for a Mask drawn in't, and that (but for their intercep-

tion,) I was going to a Gentleman to receive my reward

for't : they greedy at this word, and hoping to make pur-

chafe of me, offered their attendance , to go along with

me, my hap was to make bold with your door, fir , which

my thoughts (hew'd me the moft faireft and comforrablcft

entrance, and I hope I have happened right upon under-

ftanding , and pitty : niay it pleafe your good worfhip

,
then, but to uphold my Device, v^hIch is to let one ofyour

men put me out at a back door , and 1 Ihall be bound td

your woiftiip for ever.

Gent. By my tioth, an excellent Device.

Put. An excellent Device he fayes ; he like* it won
derfully.

Gent. A my faith, I never heard a better.

"Raven. Haik, he fwears he never hcaid a better,

Serjeant.

Put. O there's no talk on't, he's an excellent Scho!!ar|

ind efpcdally for a Mask.

Gtnt. Give me your P»pcr, your Device ; I was never

better pleas'd in all my life : good wit, brave wi:, finrly

wiought, come in fir, and receive your mony, fir.

Pye. I le frJlow yout good Woifhip,

—

You heard how he hke'i it now f

Put. Puh , we know he could not choofe but like it t

go thy wayes , thou ant fine witty fellow ifath, thaiA

ilralt d)fc6uife it to os at the Tavcm anoni wilt thou t
j

^ D Pft. ij
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Pje. I, I, tha: I will,— look Serjeants, here ate Maps,

and pretty toyes,be doing in the mean time,! {hall quick*

!y have told out the money, you know.

Put. Go, go, little villain , fetch thy chinck , I begin

to love thee, I'lc be drunk to night in thy company.

Pje. This Gentleman I may well call a part

Of my falvation, m theCc earthly evils.

For he has fav'd me fromthrec hungry Devils.

Exit Geargt.

Put. Sirrah Serjeant , thefe Maps are pretty painted

things, but I could nere fancie them yet, me thinks they're

too bufie, and full of Circles and Conjurations ; they fay

all the World's in one ofthem , but I could nere find the

Counter in the Poultry.

Rav. I think fo : how could you find it .? for you know

it ftands behind the houfes.

Dog. Mafs that's true, then we muft look o:h'back-

fide fot't : sfoot here's nothing , all's bare.

Rtm. I warrant thee that ftands for the Counter , for

you know there's a company ofbare fellows there.

'Ptti. Faith like enough , Serjeant , I never mark: fo

much before. Sirrah Serjeant, and Yeoman , I fliould

love thefe Maps out a cry now, if we could fee men peep

out of door in 'em, oh we might have'em in a morning to

our Break-faft fo finely , and nere knock our heels to the

ground a whole day for 'em.

Kav. I marry fir, I'de buy one my felf.

But this talk is by the way, where ftiall's fup to night

:

Five pound receiv'd , let's talk of chat.

I have a trick worth all , you two (hall bear him toth'Ta-

vem, whilft I go dofc with his Hoftcfs , and w6rk out of

her , I know (he would be glad of the ftimmc , to finger

money ; bccaufe (hee knows 'tis but a defperate debt,and

full of hazard : what will you fay if I bring it to pafs, that

the Hoftefs (hall be contented with one lulffor all i and

we to (hare tother fifty (hillings. Bullies.

Tut, Why I would call thee King of Serjeants , and

thou iliould'(l be Chronicled in the Counter-Book for

ever.

%f. Well,put it to me, we'll make a Night on't Ifaith,

Dog. Sfoot, I think he receives more money , he ftayes

folong.

tut. He tarries long indeed , may be , lean tell you,

upon the good liking on't the Gentleman may prove

more bountifulL

Rm. That would be rare, we'll fcarch him.

?«f. Nay be fure of it, we'll fcarch him, and make
him light enough,

'Enter tht GtKtlimnn,

Ra. Oh here comti the Gentleman, by your leave , Sir.

Ce/i, God you god den firs,—would you fpeak with me ?

Put. No, not with your wor(hip,fir ; only we are bold

to (lay for a friend of ours, that weotin with your wor*

(hip.

Cen. Who ? not the Schollar?

Put. Yes, e'en he, an it pleafe your worlhip.

(iM.Did he make you (lay for him ? he did you wrong

then i why , I can a(lure you he's gon above an hour ago.

Rav. How, Sir.?

<jtn. I paid him his money , and my nan told me he

went out at back-door.

Put. Back-door?

CtH. Why, what's the matter ?

Put. He was out prifoner, fir,we did arreft him. \

Gtn. What he was not ? you the Sheriff's OfficctJ
you were too blame then.

Why did you not make known to me as much •

I could have kept him for you , I proteft,

He receiv'd all ofme in Britain Gold,
Ofthclaftcoyning.

Ra. Vengeance dog him with't.

Put. Sfoot has heguU'd us fo ?

Dog. Where (hall we fup now, Serjeants ?

Put. Sup Simon, now, eat Porridge for a month.
Well , we cannot impute it to any lack of good will in
your\yor(hip , -you did but as another would have
done, 'twas our hard fortunes to mifs the purchafe but
if e'er we clutch him again, the Counter (hall charm'him.

Ra. The Hole (hall rot him.

Dog. Amen. Exenvt.

Gent. So,

Vex out your Lungs without door;, I am proud.
It was Biy hap to help him , it fell fit.

He went not empty neither for his wit :

Alas poor wretch, I could not blame his brain,

To labour his delivery, to be free.

From their unpittying fangs, —I'mc glad it ftood,

Within my power to do a Scholar good. Exit.

Enter in the PrifoK , meeting George and Caftain^

George coming in muffied.

Cap. How now, who's that ? what are you >

Pjfe. The fame that I (hould be, Captain.

Cap. ^eorge Pye-hoard , honeft ^eorge i why cam'ft

thou in half.fac'd, muffled To ?

Pye. Oh Captain, I thought we (hould nere ha laught

agen, never fpcnt frolick hour agen.

Cap. Why f why f

Tjt. I coming to prepare thee, and with news
As happy as thy quick delivery,

Was trac'd out by the fcnt, arrcftcd, Capuin.
Cap. Arfefted, £7«rg-f ?

Pye. Arretted ; guefs, gucfs, how many Dogs do you
think I'de upon me ?

Cap. Dogs? I fay , I know not.

Pye. Almo(tas nany as George Stone the Bair

:

Three at once, three at once.

Cap. How did'ft thou fhake'em oflFthcn ?

Tye. The time is bu(k , and calls upon our wits , let it

Here I ftand fafe, and fcap't by miracle

:

( fufficc,

Some other hour (hall tell thee, when we'll ftcep

Our eyes in laughter : Captain, my device

Leans to thy happinefs, for ere the day

Be fpent toth'Girdle, thou (halt be free :

The Corporal's in'sfirft fleep, the Chain is mift.

Thy Kinfman has expre(tthce, and the old Knight

With Palfey»hams now labours thy rcleafc.

What refts, is ail in thee, to Conjure,Captain }

Cap. Conjure ? %£<xit,Cecrge
,
you know, the Devil a

conjuring I can conjure.

Pye. The Devil ofcorljuring? nay by my fay,I'de not

have thee do fo much. Captain, as the Devil a conjuring:

look here , I ha brought thee a Circle ready charactered

and all.

Ca.Sfoot^Georgeyitt in thy right wits,do(i know what
thou fayft?why doft talktoa Captain a conjuring ? didft

thou ever heat of a Captain conjure in thy life? doft call'c

a Circle f 'tis too wide a thing, me thinks ; had it been

a le(fcr Circle, then 1 knew what to have done.

Pye.Why
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Tjc. Why every fool knowesthat Captain:nay then

ric noc cog with you, Capain, if you'll ftay and hang

the next Scflions you may.

Caf. No, by my faith, Cttrgt^ Come, come, let's to

conjuring.

Pje, But if you look to be rclcafed, at my wits have

took pain to work it, and all means wrought to farther it,

befidesto put Crowns in your purfc,to make you a man
of better hopes, and whereas before you werea Captain

or poor Souldier, to make you now a Commander of rich

foolcs, (which is ttiily the onely beft purchafc peace can

allow you)fafer then High-wayes,Hcath;or Cony-groves,

and yet a far better booty ; for your greateft thieves arc

never hang'd, never hang'd ; for why ? they're wife, and

cheat within doores ; and we geld fooles of more money

in one night, then your falfc-tail'd Gelding will purchafc

in a twelve-moneths running, which confirmcs the old

Bedlams faying, he's wifeft , that keeps himfelf v»armcft,

that is, he that robs by a good fire.

Cap, Well opened ifaith , Gtorgty thou haft pull'd

that faying out cf the husk.

Pjt. Captain /<//f, 'Tis no time now to delude or de-

lay, the old Knight will be here fuddenly, I'lc perfeft

you, dirc6t you, tell you the trick on't : 'tis nothing.

C*}t, 'Sfoot, Gtorgt^ 1 know not what to fay to't,

conjure ? I (hall be hang'd ere I conjure.

Vjt. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll ne'rc

conjure after you're hang'd, I warrant you, look you, fir,

a parlous matter, furc,firrttofpread your circle upon the

ground , then with a little conjuring ceremony, as Tie

have an Hackney -mans wand filver'd o're a purpofefor

you, then arriving in tVie circle, with a huge word, and a

great trample, asfor inliancc : have you never feen a (tal-

king, ftamping Player, that will raifc a lenapeft with his

tongue, and thunder with his hceles ?

Ca^. O yes, yes, yes ; often, often.

?jt. Why be like fuch a one ? for any thing vwll blear

the old Knights eyes : for you muft note, that he'll ne'rc

dare to venture into the room, onely perhaps peep fear-

fully through the Key-hole, to fee how the Play goCsfor-

waid.

Cap. Well, I may go about it when I will, but mark

the end on't, I (hall but fliame my fclf ifaith, Getrge^

fpeak big words, and ftamp and (tare, and he look in at

Key-hole, why the very thought of that would make me
laugh out-right, and fpoil^allrnay I'lc tell thee, C/wr^f,

when I apprehend a thing once, I am of fuch a laxative

laughter, that ifthe Devil himfelf ftood by, I (hould

laugh in his face<

Pje. Pub, that's but the babe of a man, and may eafi-

ly be hufht, as to think upon fome difalter, feme (ad mis-

fortune, as the death ofthy Father ith' Countrey.

Cap. "Sfoot, that would be the more to drive me into

fuch an cxtafie, that I (hould ne.rc lin laughing.

Pje^ Why then think upon going to hanging elfc.

Cap. Maffc that's well reroembred,now Tie doc well,

I warrant thee, ne'rc fear me now : but how (hall I doe,

<jMrff, for boyfterous words, and horrible names ?
^

Pje, Puh, any fuftian invocations. Captain, will fcrve

aswellasthebert,foyou rant them out well, or yoa may

go to a Pothecarksfliop,and take all the word? from the

Boxes.

Cap. Troth, and you fay trae, Giorgi, there's ftrange

Words enow to raife a hundred Qjiack-falvers , though

they be ne'rc fo poor when they begin ? but here lies the

':ar on't, how in this falfe conjuration,, a true Devil

I
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(hould pop up indeed.

Pje. A true Devil, Captain ? why there was ne'reCjch
a one, nay faith he that has this place, is as falfe a Knave
as our la(t Church-warden.

O^.Then h'as falfe enough a confcieiKC ifaith,C/w/#.

Tht Crj at AUt^alfea.

Cry prifoners. Good Gentlemen over the vnyj fend
your relief:

,

Good Gentlemen over the way,—Good fir Godfrey }

Pje. He's come, he's come.

N'lch. Mafter, that's my Kinfman yonder in the Bu(F-

Jerkin—Kinfman, that's my Ma(tcr yonder ith' Tafia.
ty Hat"-pray falute him intirely ?

Thtyfalute : and, Pye-botrifatutes Mafler liimnJU

Sir God. Now my friend.

Pyt. May I pruke your name,(ir ?

Edm. My name is Mafter Sdmond.
Pye, Malter Edmend,—are you not a Wf//i&-man, fir ?

Edm. A fVelJh-mtn ? why ?

Pye. Becaufe Mafter is your Chriften name, and Ei-
ntond your fir-name.

Edm. Ono: I have more names at home, Mafter
Edmond Plus is my full name at length.

Pye. O cry you mercy (ir ? ffhifferlng.

Cap. I underftand that you arc my Kinfmansgood
Mafter , and in regard of that, the be(t of my skill is at

your fervice : but had you fortun'd a meer ft ranger, and

made no meanes to me by acquaintance, I (hould have

utterly denyed to have been the man ; both by reafon of

the A(a of Parliament againft Conjurers and Witches,

as alfo, becaufe I would not have my Art vulgar, trite,

and common.
Sir God. I much commend your care there

, good

CapMin Conjurer, and that I wiU be fure to have itpri

vate enough, you (hall do't in my Sifters houfe,—mine

own houfe I may call it, for both our charges therein are

proportion'd.

Cap. Very good,(ir, -.--what may I cillyour lo(rc,fir?

Sir God. O you may call't a great lofle, a grievous

lolTe, fir, as goodly a Chain of Gold, thoughllay it, that

wore it : how fayeft thoa,Nichol*jf

Nicb. O 'twas as deliciousa Chain a GokI,KinIiiitn

you know,—

.

Sir God. You know ? did you know't. Captain /

Cap. Truft a fool with fecrcts ?—Sir he may (ay I

know : his meaning is, becaufe my Art is fuch, that by it

I may gather a knowledge of all things.~*

Sir God. 1 very. true.

Copt. A pax ofallfboles—the ejccufe (hick upon my
tonoiie like Ship-pitch uoon a Mariners Gown, not to

come off in hafte—ber-lady. Knight, to lofe fuch a fair

Chain a Gold, were a foulc lolTe : Well, I can put you in

this good comfort on't, if it be between heaven and canh.

Knight, rie ha't for you f

Sir God. A wonderfull Conjuter,—O I, 'tis berwen

heaven and earth I warrant you, it cannot go out of the

Realm,— I know 'tis fomcwhcrc about the earth.

Cap. J, nighcrthtf earth then thou wot'ft on.

Sir God. For (irft my Cliain was rich, and no rich

thing ftiall enter into heaven, you know.

N'lch^ And as for the Devil, Maiter, he has nonetd

on't, for you know he has a great Chain of his own.

1 D

1

Sir God.
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S;r G»df. Thou fa^ (i true , Nichlat , but he has put

off that now, that lyes by him.

Crf*. Faith Knight, in few words, I prefumc fo much

upon the power of my Art, that I could warrant your

Chain agen.

Sir Godf. O dainty Captain .'

Cap. Marry it willcoft me much fwcat , I were better

gotofixtcen Hot-houfes.

Sir Godf. I, good man , I warrant thee.

Cap. Bcfide great vexation of Kidney and Liver.

NIc. O, 'twill tickle you hereabouts , Coufin , becaufc

you have not been us'd to' t.

Sir Godf. No ? have you not been us'd to't. Captain ?

Cap. Plague of all fools ftill ; -- indeed Knightlhave

t us'd it a good while , and therefore 'twill fttain me fonot

much the more, you know

Sir Godf. Oh it will, it will

Cap. What plunges he pats me to ? were not this

Knight a fool, I had been twice fpoil'dnowj that Cap-

tains worfe then accurft that has an Affe to aKinfman,

sfoot I fear he will drivcl't out before i come to't.-Now

fir, — to come to the point indeed , ~ you fee 1 ftick here

in the jaw of the iMarfhalfea, and cannot do't.

Sir Godf. Tut lutjl know thy meaningjthouwouldft

fay thou'rt a prifoner, I tell thee th'art none.

Cap. How, none ? why is not this the Marjhalfea ?

Sir Godf. Woult hear me fpeak ? 1 heard ofthy rate

Conjuring

:

My Chain was loft, I fweatfor thy fcleafe»

As thou (halt do the like at home for me

:

Keeper.

Enter Keeper,

Ketp. Sir.

Sir Godf. Speak, is not this man free ?

Keep. Yes, at his pleafuie, Sir,the Fees difcharg'd.

Sir Godf. Go, go, I'lc difcharge them,T.

Keep. I thank your Worfliip. Exit Keeper.

Cap. Now , truft me ,y'are a dear Knight ; kindneffe

unexpedted / oh there's nothing to a free GenUcman. — I

will Conjure for you , fir, 'till Froth come through my
BufFe-Jerkin.

Sir Godf. Nay, then thou fhalt not pafle with fo lit-

tle a bounty , for at the firft fight of my Chain ageti,—
Fourty five Angels (hall a ppear unto thee.

Cap. 'Twill be a glorious (liow , ifaith Knight, a very

fine (how ; but are all thcfe of your own houfe .? arc you
fureof that,55ir?

Sir Godf. I, I, no, no ; what's he yonder talking with
my wild Nephew, pray heaven he give him good Counfel.

Cap. Wiio, he ? he's a rare friend of mine, an admi-
rable fellow, Kniglit , the finett Forume-telfcr.

Sir Godf. Oh J 'tis he indeed , that came to my Lady
fifter, and foretold the loffe ofmy Chain ; I am not an-
gry with him now, for I fee 'twas my Fortune to lofe it

:

By your Icavei Mr. Forcune-teller,! had a glimps of you
at home , at my Sifters the Widows , there you prophe-
Cki\ of the lofs of a Chain : - fimply though I ftand here,

I was'he that loft it.

Pje. Was it you, fir?

Edm. A my troth, Nuncle , he's the rareft fellow, has
told me my fortune fo right ; I find it fo right to my na-
ture.

Sir Godf. What is't ? God fend it a good one.
Edm. O, 'tis a pafTing good one, Nuncle : for he fayes

I fliaU prove fucli an excellent Gamefter in my ti"me,thai

I (hall fpend all fafter then my Father got it.

Sir. Godf. There's a Fortune indeed.

Edm. Nay, it hits my humour fo pat.

Sir Godf. I, that will be the end on't : will the Curfe
of the Beggar prevail fo much, that the fon (hall confume
that fooluhly, which the father got craftily ; I, I, I

j

'twill, 'twill, 'twill.

P/f.Stay, (lay, ftay. Pye-boari with an Almanack^
Cap. Turn over, George. and, the Captain.

?je, June., falj ; here, jHl/,t\\zis the month, Sunday
thirteen, yefterday fourteen, to day fifteen.

Cap. Look quickly for the fifteen day, —if within the

compaffe of thefe two daycs there would be fomc Boy-
ftrous ft:orni or other, it would be the beft , I'de defer him
.offtill then ; fome Tcropeft , and it be thy will.

P^ff.Here's the fifteen day, —Hot and fair.

Cap. Pah, would t'ad been. Hot and foul.

Pj'e. The fixteen day , that's to morrow ; The mor-
ning for the moft part, fair and pleafant.

Cap. No luck.

Pye. But about high-noon , Lightning and thunder.

Cap. Lightning and thunder? admirable/ belt of all,'

I'le Conjure to morrow juft athigh-noou, George.

Tje. Happen but tnie to morrow, Almanack, and I'Jc

give the leave to lye all the year after.

Cap. Sir , I muft crave your patience , to beftow this

day upon me, that I may (tirnilh my felf ftrongly,—T fent
a Spirit into Lancajhire tot\\ct: day , to fetch back a knave
Drover,and I look for his return this evening — to mor-
row morning, my friend here, and I willcome and break-

faft vvithyou.

Sir Godf. Ob, you (hall be moft welcome.

Cap. And about noon, without fail , I purpofc to Con-
jure._

Sir Godf. Mid-noon vvill be a fit time for you.

Edm. Conjuring ? do you mean to Conjure at our
houfe, to morrow. Sir ?

Cap. Marry do I, fir ,? 'tis my intent , youn^ Gentle-

man.

Edm. By my troth , Tie love you while I live for't : 6
rare / Nicholoi^ we (hall have Conjuring to morrow.

Nie. Puh T, 1 could ha told you of that.

Cap. Law, jbe could ha told him of that, fool, coxcomb,

could ye ?

Edm.Do you hear me , fir , I defire more acquaintance

on you, you (hall earn fome money ofme , now I know
you can Conjure ; but can you fetch any thatis loit ?

Cap. Oh, any thing that's Mi.
Edm. Why look you, fir, I tell't you as a friend and a

Conjurer ;I(hould marry a Pothecaries Daughter , and
'twas told me , (he loft her Maiden-head at Stome-Strata
ford : now if you'll do but fo much as Conjure for't , and
make all whole agen •-•

Cap. That I will. Sir.

Edm. By my troth I thank you, la.

Cap. A little merry with your fifters fon, fir.

Sir Godf. Oh, a fimple young man, very fimple, come

Captain,andyou, fir; we'll e'en part with agallonof

wine 'till to morrow break-faft.

Tip. Cap. Troth, agreed, fir.

Nic. Kinfman -- Scholar,

Pjre. Why now thou art a good Knave, worth a hun-

dred Browrtifts.

Nic'. Am I indeed, la : I thank you heartily, la.

Exeunt.



The Tur'ttan fVidoVf,

d/^&us Quartui,

69

Enttr MoH^ and Sir John Pcnny-Dub.

Pen. But I hope you will not fcrve a Knight fo. Gen.

ticwonian, will you ? to cafhccr him, and caft him off

at your pleafurc ; what doe you think I was dubb'd for

nothing, no by my faith Ladies daughter.

Moll. Pray Sir John Penny.D$tl^ la it be defer'd a-

whilc, I have a heart to marry as you can have ; but as

the Fortune-teller told me.

Penny. Pax oth' Fortuneteller, would 'Derrick, had

been his fortune feven yearc ago, to croflfe my love thus

:

did he know what cafe I was in ? why this is able to make

a man drown himfelfin's Father's Fi(h-pond.

Moll. Andthcnhe told mc moreover. Sir "j^hn, that

the breach of ir, kept my Father in Purgatory.

Penny. In Purgatory ? why let him purge out his heart

there, what have we ro doc with that ? there's Phyficians

enow there to caft his water, is that any matter to us ?

how can he hinder our love ? why let him be hang'd now
he's dead ? —Well, have I rid poft day and night , to

bring you merry newes of my Fathers death, and new

—

Moll. Thy Fathers death ? is the old Farmer dead *

Penny. As dead as his Barn door^ Mill,

Mtll. And you'll keep your word with me now, fir

J#A«, that I fliall have my Coath and my Coach-man ?

Penny. I faith.

Moll. And two white Horfeswith black Feathers to

draw it ?

Penny, Too.

Moll. A guarded Lackey to run bcfor't, and py'd Li-

veries to come tralliing after't.

Pen, Thou (halt Moll,

Mil.A.nd to let me have money in my purfe to go whc -

ther I will.

Pen. All this.

kM*11, Then come, whatfoe're comc's on't, we'll be

made Cure together before the Maids oth' Kitchin. Ext.

Enter PVldew with her eldeji DAUghttr.^ Fr4»ek^

And FrAilty.

md. How now ? Where's my Brother Sir Ctifrtj f

went he forth this morning ?

FrAil, O no Madam, he's above at break-faft, with

fir reverence a Conjurer.

fvld. A Conjurer ? what manner of fclUw is he ?

FrAll, Oh, a wondrous rare fellow, Miftreffe , very

ftron^ly made upward, for he goes in a Buff-Jerkin : he

fayes he will fetch Sir Godfrey i Cbaina|en,if it hang

between heaven and earth.

yyid. What he will not ? then he's an exlent fellow I

warrant : how happy were that woman to be bleft-with

fuch a Husband, a man cunning ? how do's he look,fr-wV-

ty ? very fwanly I warrant , with black beard , fcorcbt

checks,and fmoaky eyc-browcs

Frail. Fooh—he's neither fmoak-dryed, nor fcorchr,

nor black , nor nothing, I tell you. Madam, he looks as

fair to fee to, as one of us ; 1 do think but if you faw him

once, you'de take him to be a Chriftian.

FrAHck,. So fair, and yet lo cunning, that's to be won-

dted at, Mother.

Enter Sir Andrew U^nekj-htll^MjUSir ^Am.
drev, TipflAft.

Muck^ Bleffe you, fwcct Lady.
Tif. And you, fair Miftreffe.

*

Exi$ FrAilty
md. Coades, what do you mean , Gcmlemcn .' fie,

did I not give you your anfwcrs ?

Muckj Sweet Lady f

ffid. Well, I will not ftick with you for a kiffe :

Daughter, kiffe the Gentleman for once.
Franc^j Ye$ forfooth.

Tif. I'me proud of fuch a favour.

md. Truly la, fir Oliver^ y'are much to blame to
come agen when you know my roind,fo well delivcr'd

as a Widow could deliver a thing.

Mitck^ But 1 exfpeft a farther comfort, Lady.
tyid. Why la you now, did I notdefire you to put off

your fuit quite and clean when you ume to me again .'

how fay you ? did J not ?

Muckj. But the fincere love which my heart beares to

you

fyid. Co to, Tie cut you off ; and Sir Oliver to put

you in comfort, afar off, my fortune is read me , I muff
marry again.

Mucl^ O bleft fortune /

ffid. ButnotaslongasI can choofc ; nay, Tie hold

out well.

Enter FrAilty.

FrAll. O Madam, Madam.
mid. How now f what's the hafte ? Imlnr tAr.

Tifft. Faith, Miftreffe FrAncesy I'le maintain you gal-

lantly, rie bring you to Court, wean you among the fair

fociety of Ladies poor Kinfwomen of mme in cloth of

Silver, bcfideyou (hall have your Moncky, your Parrat,

your Muskat.and your Piffe, Piffc, Piffe.

Franck. It will doe very well.

fyid. What, do's he mean to Conjure here then ? how
Hiall I do to be rid of thefe Knights, —pleafe you Gen-
tlemen to walk a while ith' Garden, to gather a pinck, or

a JilUy-flower.

B$th. With all our hearts , Lady , and count us fa-

vour' d. Exit.

Str God. within. Step in NichtlAj, look, is the coaft

clear ?

Nicb. Oh, as clear as a Carter's eye, fir.

Sir (jod. Then enter Capuio Conjurer: —now-~
how like you our Room, fir ?

inter Sir Godfrey^ CA^tAtn^ Pyi-itord^ Sdmttdt

NicbotAj.

CAf. Owondcrfull convenient.

Edm. I can tell you , Captain, fimpJy though it lies

herc,tis the faireft Room in my Mothers houfe, as dainty

a Room to Conjure in, me thinks—why you may bid,

I cannot tell how many Devils welcome in't ;
my Father

has had twenty in't at once 1

Pye. What Devils?

Edm. Devils, no Deputies, and the wealthieft men he

could get.

Sir Gad. Nay put by your ehats now, fall to your bu-

fincffc roundly, the Pefcue of the Diall is upon the Chris-

croffc of Noon rbut oh, hear me. Captain , a qualme

comes o're my ftomack.

Cap. Why, what's the matter, fir ?

Sir God. Oh, how if tbc Devil (houiil prove a knay?,

,

and tear the hanguigs. \
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Cap. Fuh, 1 warran: you,5/r Godfrey.

Edm. I,Nuncle,or fpi: fire upo'th'fealing.

SirGedf. Very crue too , for 'tis but thin plaiftered,

and 'twiil quickly take hold a the laths : and if he chance

to fpit downward too, he will burn all the boards.

Cap. My life for yours, Sir Godfrey.

Sir Godf. My fitter is very cnrious and dainty ore this

room I can tell you, and therefore if he muft needs fpit, I

pray dcfire him to fpit i'ch'Chimney.

P7f.Why,affure you,fir Godfrej.he (hall not be brought

up wit h lo little manners, to fpit and fpawl a'th'floor.

Sir Godf.\Nhyl thank you, good Captain,pray have a

care I,., fall to your Circle , we'll not trouble you I war-

rant you, come , we'll into the next room , and becaufe

we'll be fure to keep him out there , we'll bar up the door

with fome of the Godlies Zealous works,

£rf«».That will be a fine device, Nunde ; and becaufe

the ground fliall be as holy as the door , I'le tear two or

ihree.Rofaries in pieces , and ftrew the pieces about the

Chamber : Oh / the Divil already, rms in. Thunders.

Pye. Sfoot , Captain , fpeak fomewhat for (hame : it

lightens and thunders before thou wilt begin,why when ?

Cap. Pray peace, (7*or^f, —thou'k make me laugh

anon, and fpoil all.

P;'i?.Oh,now 1% begins agen; now,now,now t Captain.

Cap. Rhtimhos-ragdayonypHr^pur^ eolttcnndriony Hots-

Tltie.

Sir Godfrey through the kfy-hele , within.

Sir Godf.Oh admirable Conjurer .' hasfctchtThundcr

already.

Pye. Hark hark, agen Captain.

Cap. Benjamino, .gafpotS'kay-gofgothoteren-umhroU.

Sir Godf. Oh, I would the Devil v^ould come away

quickly , he has no confcicnce to put a man to fuch pain.

Pye. Agen.

Cap. Flowfie-k^pHmpos-dragene-leloomeHOS-hedge-

fodge.

Pye. Well faid , Captain.

Sir Godf.So long a coming ? Ob would I had nere be-

gun't now , for I fear me thefe roaring Tempefts will de-

ftroy all the fiuitsof the earth, and tread upon my corn—

ohji'tb'Countrey.

Cap, Gog degogy hobgoblin^ hunckj^ hoanfloWy hockjey

te coome park.

fVid.O brother, brother,what a Tempefi's ith'Gardcn,^

fure there's fome Conjuration abroad.

Sir Godf. 'Tis at home, fifter.

'Pye. By and by I'lc ftep in, Captain.

CAp.Nmck^N'ftfick..Rtp.Gafcewes.,IpSyDrip'Dropite.

Sir God. fie drips and drops , poor man : alas, alas.

'Pye. Now, I come.

Cap. O Sulphttre Sootface.

Fye. Arch-Conjurer, what VTOuld'ft thou with me f

Sir Godf. O, the Devil, fifter, i'th*"dining-Chamber :

fmg fifter,! warrant you that will keep him out ; quickly,

quickly
,
quickly. goes in.

Pye. So, fo, fo ; I'le releafe thee : enough Captain , c-

nough: allow us fome time to laugh aMittFe, they're

fhuddering and (haking by this time, as if an Earthquake

were in their kidneyes.

Cap. Sirrah ^ecrge,hov: was'c, how wa$'£ ? did I do't

well enough ?

Pye. Woult believe me, Captain, better then any Con-
jurer, for here was no harm in this ; and yet their horri-

ble expeSation fatisfied well
,
you were much beholding

to Thunder and Lightning atthis time,itgiac'ft you well,

lean tell you.
'

i

Cap. 1 muft needs fay fo , George : firrah if we could
ha convey'd hither cleanly a cracker, or a fire-wbeej
t'ad been admirable.

*

Pye. Blurt, blurt, there's nothing remains to put thee
to pain now. Captain.

Cap. Pain .?! protcft, George , my heeJs are forer then
a Whifon Morris-dancer's.

Pj>e. All's paft now ,~ onely to reveal that the Chain's
i'th'Garden , where , thou know'ft , it has lain thcfc two
dayes,

C^.But I fear,that fox Nichtlat has revcal'd it already.
Pye. Fear not , Captain

, you muft put it toth'venture
now : Nay 'tis time, call upon'em , take pitry on'em for
I believe fome of 'em are in a pittifullcafe by this time.

CMp. Sir Godfrey^ Nicholas, Kin fnian, *- sfoot they're
faftatitftill: George, Sir Godfrey?

Sir godf. Oh, is that the Devil's voice? how comes
he to know my name ?

Cap. Fearnot.Sir Godfrey,i.\\\ quieted.

Sir godf. What, is he laid?

Cap, Laid : and Iws newly dropt

Your chain i'th'Garden.

Sir Godf. I'th'Garden / in our Garden ?

Cap^ Your Garden.

Sir Godf. O fweet Conjurer / whereabouts there ?

Cap. Look well about a banck of Rofemary.

Sir Godf. Sifter, the Rofcmary-banck ,come , come
;

there's my chain he faycs.

md. Oh happinefs / run, run, fitppofed togoe.

Edm. Captain Conjurer? JB</ot. at kfy-hole.

Cap. Who ? MzRei Edmond?
Edm. I, Mafter Edmoni; may I come in fafely with-

out danger, think you ?

Cap. Puh, longagoc, 'tis all as 'twas at firft :

Fear nothing, pray come near, - how now, man f

Edm. Oh.' this room's mightily hot ifaich : flid,my

(hirt flicks to my Belly already ; what a fteam the Rogue
h^s left behind him ? foh , this room mufl be air'd , Gen-
tlemen, It fmells horribly of Brimftone, - let's open the

windows.

Pye. Faith, Mafter Sdmond, 'tis but your conceit.

Edm. I would you could make me believe thac,ifaith,

why do you think I cannot fmell his favour,from another:

yet I take it kindly from you, becaufe you would not

putmeina fcar,if*aith: a my troth I fhall love you for

this the longcft day of my life.

Cap. Puhj 'tis nothing. Sir, love me when you fee

more.

Edm. Mafs, now I remember , Tie look whether he

has finged the hangings, or no.

'Pye. Captain, to entertain a little fport till they come ;

make him believe ,
you'll charm him invifible, he's apt to

admire any thing
,
you fee, let me alone to give force to't.

Cap. Go, retire to yonder end dicn.

Edm. I proteft you are a rare fellow , are you not .?

Cap. O Mafter Edmon^, you know but the Icaft pate of

me yet; whynowat thismftant I coujdbut flourifh my
wand thrice ore your head, and charm you invifible.

Edm. What you couid not ? make me walk' invifible

man? I iliould laugh at that ifaith ftroth I'le requite your

kindnefs,an you'll do'r,good Captain Conjurer.

Cap. Nay, I fliould hardly deny you fuch a fmall

kindnefs, Mafter Edmond Plusy why, look you, fir, 'cis no

more but this, and thus agen, and now y'arc invifible.

Edm, Am I faith ? who would think it ?

Capt. You fee the Fortune-teller yonder at fardcr end

ath'i
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a'ch'chambcr, go toward him, do what you will with him,

he fhall nerc find you,

idm. Say you fo, Tic try that ifaith,— "juftles him.

Pyc. Hoc now, Captain ? whofe that juftkd me ?

Caf. Juftled you ? I faw no body.

£</w. Ha, ha,ha, fay 'twas a fpirit.

C<»p.Shall I ?—may be feme fpirit that haunt the circle.

Pj(. O my nofc,agcn, pray conjure then Captain.

PhUs him bj the Noft.

Edm. Troth this is cxlent, I may do any knavery now

and never be feen,—and now I remember me, Sir God-

frey my Uncle abus'd me tother day, and told talcs of me

CO my Mother— Troth now I'me invifiblc , I'lchit

him a found wherrit a'th'ear, when he comes out a'th'gar-

den, I may be xevcng'd on him now finely.

Enter Sir Godfrey, mder», Franks, Nlcbo-

tat rvith the Chain.

SlrGodf. I have my Chain again ,my Chain'sfotind

aoain, Edmo/idjlrlkjs htm.

fwcec Captain,O admirable Conjurer.

Oh, what mean you by that, Nephew ?

Edm. Nephew? 1 hope you do not know mc, Uncle?

md.\^hy did you (trike your Uncle, Son?

Edm. Why Captain, am I not invifiblc ?

Cap. A good jeft, George,—not now you arc not fir,

Why did you not fee me, when I did uncharnae you ?

Edm. Not I, by my troth, Captain

:

Then pray you pardon me, llnde,

1 thouglu rdc been invifiblc wheni ftruck you.

Sir Godf.So,yo\i would do't ? go,—
y
'arc a foolifh boy,

And were Inocorc-comcwith greater joy,

rdc make you talie corrcftion.

Edm. Corrcdion
,
pufh—no , neither yoU nor my

Mother, rtiall think to whip me as you have done.

5/r Godf. Captain, my joy is fuch , I know not how

to thank you , let me eitibrace you , O my fwect Chain,

giadneffc e'en makes me giddy, rare man : 'twas juft i'th'

Rofemary bank , asifonefhouldhalaid it there,—oh

cunning, cunning

!

md. Well, feeing my fortune tells mc T muft marry

;

let me marry a man of wit, a man of parts, here's a wor-

thy Captain , and 'tis a fine Title truly la to be a Cap-

tain's Wife, a Captain's Wife, it goes very finely, befide

all the world finO'WS that a worthy Captain, is a fit Com-
panion to any Lord , then why not a fwcet bed-fellow

for any Lady,— I'le have itfo—-

—

Sater Frailty.

Frail. O Miftris, Gentlemen, there's the braveft fight

coming along this way.

md. What brave fight?

Frail. Oh, one going to burying, and another going

to hanging.

md. A rueful! fight.

Fye. 'Sfoot Captaini Tie pawn my life the Corporal's

coffin'd,and old Skjrmifh the fouldier going to execution,

and 'tis now about the time of his waking; hold out a

little longer fleepy potion » and we Oiall have exlcnt ad-

miration ; for rie take upon rac the cure of hini.

Enter the ^offnefthe Corf»ral,tbe fouldier boHndy

and led by Officers^the Sheriff there^

Trait. Oh here thty come, here they come *

Pye. Now raufl I clofc fecretly with the Souldier,

prevent his impatience, or elfe all's difcovered.

mid, O lamcnubic feeing , thcfc were thofc Brothers,

that fought and bled before our door.

Sir Gedf. What they were not. Sifter ?

Skjrm. George, look to't, Tie peach at Tlburn elfc.

Pye. Mum,—Gentles all, voucnfafc mc audicncf, and

you efpecially Mafter Sheriff:

Yon man is bound to execution,

Beaufe he wounded this that now lies coffln'd ?

Sher: True,true, he fhall have the Uwj—and I know
the law.

Pye. But under favour,Maftcr Sheriff, if this man had
been cured and fafc agen , he Chould have been releas'd

then?

Sher. Why, make you queftion of that. Sir f

Tye. Then I releafc him freely, and will ukc upon mc
the death that he iliould die, if within a little fcafon, I do
not cure him to his pioper health again.

Sher, How fir ? recover a dead man .'

Tha t were moft lira nge of all, Franks comet to blm,

Frankj. Sweet fir , I love yon dearly , and could wilh

my bcft part yours,—oh do not undertake fuch an impof-
fible venture.

Pye. Love you me ; then for your fwcet fakcl'lc do'c:

Let me entreat the corps to be fet down.
SherXkztm fet down the Coffin,., this is wondctfulli

and worthy 5r«/ Chronicle.

Pye. I pray beftow the freedome of the aire upon our

wholfonie Art,—Msffchis cheeks begin to receive natu-

ral warmth : nay good Corporal wake betime, or I fliall

have a longer fleep then you,—'Sfoot if he (hould prove

dead indeed now , he were fully revcng'd upon mc for

making a property on him
,

yet I had rather run upon
the Ropes, then have the Rope like a Tetter run upon me,

oh—he ftirs-hc ftirs agen—look Gentlemen, he reco-

vers, he ftarts, he rifes,

Sher. Oh,oh, defend us--out alas.

Pye. Nay pray be 9ix\\ ; you'll make him more giddy

elfe,—he knows no body yet.

CflrZowns:where am I.? cover'd with fnow.? I marvail?

Pye. Nay, I knew he would fwear the fitft thing.hc

did, as foon as became to Ufa again.

Corp. 'Sfoot Hcftc(rc---fome hot porridge,—oh,oh)

lay on a dozen of Fagots in the Moon Parler, there.

Pjt. Lady, you mutt needs take a little pitty of him
ifaith, and fend him into your Kitchin fire.

mid. Oh, with all my heart fir, Nlcboltu and FralU
ty^ help to bear him in.

Nlc. Bear him in
,
quatha, pray call out the Maids, I

(liall nere have the hcan to do't indeed la.

Frail. Nor I neither, I annot abide to handle a Ghoft

ofall men.

C»r.'Sloud,let me fee,where was I drunk lafl nlght,hah-

mld. Oh, fhall I bid you once agen take him away.

Fr(»»".Why,we're as fearfull as you I warrant you—oh—
mli. Away villains, bid the maids make him a Caw«

die prcfently to fettle his brain—or a poffet of Sack
,

quickly, quickly. Fxemnt, pushing l» th4 corps.

Sbir. Sir,whatfoere you are, I do more then admire
yot).

mli. CI, if you knew all,Mafter Sheriff, asyouOuIl
do, you would fay then, that here were two of the rareft

men within the walls of Chriftendome.

Sher. Two of 'em, Owondetfijll; Officers I difcharge

you, fet him free, all's in tune.

Sir Godf.

I
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sir Ged. 1, and a banquet ready by this tin.e, Maftcr

Shenffe, lo'which I moft cheerfully invite you, and your

late prifoner there: fee you this goodly Chain, fir, mum,

no more words, 'twas loli and is found again ; come, my

ineftimable Bullies , we'll talk of your noble Afts in

fparkling Chatnico, and inftead of a Jefter, we'll ha the

Ghoft jth' white rtieet (\i at upper end oth* Table.

Sherlfe. Exlent merry man i faith. E•*«^

Tratick^. Well, feeing I am enjoyn'd to love and niar-

My fijolifli vow thus I caftieere to aire (ry)

Which firft begot it,- -now love play thy part

;

The SchoUar leads his lecture in my heart.

^ABm Q^intm.

Enter in haj}e MafterEdmond. And frailty,

EdtH. This is the Marriage morning for my Mother

and my Sifter,

Trail. OmCyMzRer Edmt>Hd,w ftiall have fare do-

ings.
,

Sdm. Nay go, Frailty, run to the Sexton, you know

my.mother will be married at Saint ^utli»£s,hiz thee,'tis

paft five, bid them open the Church door, my Sifter is al-

nioft ready.

Fra, What already,Mafter Edmavd ?

Edm. Nay go hie thee, firft run to the Sexton, and

run to the Clerk , and then run to Matter Pigman the

Parfon, and then run to the MUUneryiViA. then ton home

agen.

Fra'tl. Here's run, run, tun-*-*

Ed. But hark, Fr4/7/'^.

tra. What, more yet ?

Edm. Has the Maids remembred to ftrcw the way to

the Church.

Ffa. Foh, an hour ago I hclpt 'cm my felf.

£(/. Away, away, away, away then.

Frait. Away,away,away,aWay,then. ExltFratlty

Edm. I (hail have a fimplc Father-in-law, a brave

Captain, able to beat al! our ftreet : Captain Idle, now

toy Lady Mother will he fitted for a delicate name, my

Lady Idle, my Lady /<//;,the fineft name that can be for

a woman, and then the Schollar, VizWtx Pye-ifovrd iox

my Sifter Frances, that will beMiftrelTe Trantes Pje-

hoord,M\^xt^t trances 'pye-b*ord,xht'j'\\ keep a good

Table I warrant you : Now all the Knights nofes are put

out of joynt, they may go to a Bone-fetters now.

Enter Captain and Pje-boord.

Hark, hark ; oh who comes here with two Torches before

'em, my fweet Captain, and my fine Schollar? oh ho\Ai

bravely they are ftiot up in out night, they look like fine

Brltains now mc thinks, heic's a gallant change ifauh ;

'Aid, they havehir'd men and all by the Clock.

Cap. Maftcr Edmond , kind, honeft, dainty Mafter

^dmond.
Edm. Foh, fweet Ceptain Father-in-law, a rare per-

fume ifaith.

Pye. What, are the Brides ftirring ? may we fteall up-
on 'cm think'ft thou, Mafter Sdmond ?

,

IEdm. Faw, their c'ne upon rcadinefle I can aflure

yoit : for they were at their Torch e'ne noW,by the fame
token I tumbled down the ttai^cs.

Pje. Alafs, poor Maftcr Edmond.

Enter Mttjicianj.

Cap. O, the Miificians J I prethce, Mafler Edmond,
call 'em in and liquor 'em a little.

Edm. That I will, fweet Captain Father-in-Uw and
make each of them as drunk as a common Fidicr.

'

Exetint amnes.

Enter Sir John Penni-Duh, and Moll above laclnr

of her cltathes.

Pen. Whcwh, Miftreffc Moll, Miftreffc Moll.

Moll. Who's there ?

l?eH. 'Tisl.

M>n. WhojSir JehnPenny-Dnh ? O you're an early

Cock ifaith, who would have thought you to be fo rare a

ftirrer }

Pen. Prethce, M»ll, let me come up,

MoU. No by my faith Sir John, I'lc keep you down,
for you Knights are very dangerous if once you geta-

bove.

Pen. ric not ftay ifaith.

Mol. Ifaith you fhail ftay : for, Sir John, you muft

note the nature of the Climates : yotir Northern Wench
in her own Countrey may well hold out till ftie be fif-

teen» but if (he touch the South once, and come up to

Londen,hcrc the Chimes go prefcntly after twelve.

Pen . O th'art a mad Wench , Moll
, but 1 prethce

make hafte,for the Pricft is gone before.

Moll. Do you foHow him, lie not be long after.

Exeuni.

Enter Sir Olivrr Muck^hill, Sir Andren> Tipjlafe,

and old Skjrmifhtalkjn^.

Mf4c^. O mOn(^rotis onhcard of forgery.

Tip. Knight, 1 never heard of fuch villan y in out own
Countrey, in my life.

MMck^. Wjiy 'tis impolTible. dare you maintain your

Wkjrds ?.

Skjr. Dare we? e'ne to tlrcir wczcn pipes : we know
all their plots, they cannot fquander with iis , they hav^e

knavifhly abus'd os,m3deoncly properties on's to ad-

vance their fdvcs Upon otnr (honlders, but they ftiall rue

their abufes,this morning they arc to be married.

Muckj. 'Tis too true, yet if the Widow be not too

much betotted on ftighrs and forgeries, the revelation of

their villanies will make 'em loarhfome, and to that end,

be it in private to you , I fent late laft night to an ho-

nourable pcrfonage, to whom I am much indebted in

kindnefTcjas he isto me, and therefore prefume upon
the payment of his tongue, and that he will lay out good

words foir mc,and to fpeak tvuoh, for fuch needfull occa-<

fions, I oncly preftrve him in bond, and fomctimes he

may doe me more good here in the City by a free Word

of his mouth, then if he had paid one halfin hand, and

took Doomesday for tothcr.

Tip. Introth, fir, without foothing be it fpoken, you

havepubli(ht much judgement in thefe few words.

Muckj For yon know, what fuch a man utters will

be thought eft"ei5\uall, and to weighty purpofe,and there-

fore into his mouth we'll put the approved theame of

their forgeries.

Skjr. -And I'letiiaintain it. Knight, if (lie'll be true.

Entet
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Enter * Servant.

Aiack^. How now, fellow,

Serv. May it pleafc you, fir, my Lord is newly lighted

from his Coach.

Muck^. Is my Lord come already ? his honour't early :

You fee he loves me well ; up before heaven,

Tnjft rae,T have found him nighr-capt at eleven t

There's good hope yet : come, I'lc relate all to him,

ExeMHt.

Enter the trrt Bridegr»om< , CdftatH and Scholar after

themiy Sir Godfrey and Edmoni^wldow changed in of.

paret, f^Miflrefi Frances led between two Knights^Sir

John Pennj-duh and Atoll: there meets them a Noble

man,Sir Oliver MMckrhill^and Sir Andrew Tif-ftaff,

Nob. By your leave, Lady.

ivid. My Lord, your honour is moft chaftly weJcomc.

Nob. Madam, though 1 camenow from Court,I come

not to flatter you : Upon whom can I juftly caft this blot,

but upon your own forehead, that know not Ink from

Milk , fuch is the blind befotiing in the ftatc of an un-

headed woman that's a Widow. For it i? the property

of all yoa that axe Widows ( abandfull excepted) to hate

thoCc that honeflly and carefully love you , to the

maintenance of credit, ftate, andpofterity , andftrdngly

to doat on ihofe , that oneTy love you to undoe you : who

regard you leaft , are beft rcgatded ; who haxe yoa mod,

are beft beloved. And if there be but one man amongft

ten thoufand millions of men, that is accutft vdifafttous,

and evilly Planeted ; whom Fortune beats moft , whom
God hates moft , and all Societies efteem leaft , that man

js furc to be a Husband— Such is the peevifti Moon that

rules your blouds. An impudent fellow beftwoos you, a

flattermg lip beft wins you, or in mirth,who talks rough-

lieft, is moftfweeifift ; nor can youdiftinguifh truth from

foi^eties, mifts from (Tmplicity : wicnefs thofe two de-

ceitful! Monftcrs, that, you have cntcruin'd for Bude-

grooms.

tvid. Deceitfull—

Pje. All will out.

Cap. Sfoot, who has blab'd, George ? that fooUHi T^i-

chtlas.

Nob. For, what they have befotted youreafie bloud

withall, were nought but forgeries, the Fortune-telling

for Husbands , and the Conjuring foj the Chain ; Sir

Gjdfrey heard the falfhood of all : nothing but mcer

knavery, deceit, and cozenage.

tvid. O wonderful! .' indeed I wondred that my Hus-

band with all his craft, could not keep himfelf out of

Purgatory.

Sir Coif. And I more wonder, that my Chain fhould

bcgon.and my Taylor had noneof it.

Moil. And I wondred moft of all , that I fhould be

tyed fiom Marriage, having fuch a mind to't : come Sir

"John FeMnjf-dsbJur weather on our fide , the Moon has

chang'd fincc ycftcrnight.

P^e. The Sting of every evil is within me.

Nob. And that you may perceive 1 feign not with you,

behold their fe!low.a6\or in thofe forgeries, who full of

Spleen and envy at their fo fudden advancements, ravel'd

all their Plot in anger.

Pye. Bafc Souldier , to reveal us.

ff'id. Is't polTible we fhould be blinded fo , and our

eyes operv ?

Nob. Widow, w'lll you now believe that falfe , which

too foon you believed true f

H^ii. O, to my (hame, I do.

Sir Godf. But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was
truly loft, and ftrangely found again.

Nob. Rffolve him of that, Souldier.

Skjr. In few words. Knight, then thou wert the arch-

Cull of all.

Sir Godf. How, Sir ?

Skjr. Nay I'lc prove it : for the Chain was but hid

in the Rofeinary-banck all this while, and thou gotft

him out of prifon to Conjure for it, who did it admirably

fuftianly , for indeed what needed any others, when he

knew where it was ?

Sir Godf. O villany of villains / bu: how ame my
Chain there ?

Sk,ir. Where's, Truly la. Indeed la ? he that will no:

Swear , but Lye ; he thac wiUnot Steal , but Rob; pure

NichtliU Saint Antlings.

Sir (]odf. O villain / one of our Society,

Deem'd alwaycs holy, pure, religious:

A Purican,a thief? when was'tever heard ?

Soon we'll kill a rum, then Steal, thou know' ft.

Out Slave, I'le rend my Lyon from ihy back —with mine
own hands.

Nich. DearMafter,oh.

Nob. Nay Knight, dwell in patience.

And now, Widow , being fo near the Church »
'twere

greatpitty,nay uncharity, tofend you home again with-

out a Husband : draw near
,
you of true Wotinip , ftate

and credit , that fliould not ftand fo far off from a Wi-

dow, and fuffer forged fhapesto come between you ; Not

that m thefe I blemifh the true Title ofa Captain, or blot

the fair margent of a Scholar : for I honour worthy and

defcrving parts in the one, and cherifhfruiifullVirnies in

the other. Come Lady, and you Virgin, beftov» your eyes

and your pureft affedions , upon men of eftimation,

both in Court and City, that have long wooed you , and

both with their hearts and wealth, finccrely love you.

Sir Godf. Good lifter, do rfwcet little Frank^., thefe

are men of reputation, you (hall be welcome at Courc; a

great credit for a Citizen, fwectfifter.

Nob. Come, her filence do's confent to't.

ivid. I know not with what face.

A7»^.Pah,pah,with your own face,they defire no other.

ivld. Pardon me, worthy Sirs,I and my daughter have

wrong'd your loves.

MMcky'T\s cafily pardon' d. Lady,

If you vouchfafcitnow.

md. With all my foul.

Fran. And I, with all my heart.

Moll. And I, Sir Jthn with foul, heart, lights and all,

Sir Godf. They are all mine, MoU.
Nob. Now, Lady

:

What honeft Spirit, but will applaud your choice.

And gladly furniftr you with hand and voice ;

A happy change, which makes e'en heaven rejoice.

Come, enter in your Joyei,you (hall not want.

For, fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me.

But that you (hall have hands enough to give me.

Exeunt emnes»

FINIS. f E
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A YORK-SHIRE Tragedy,
J\(otfo J\(jn^y as Lamentable a?id True.

Enter Oliver and Rdfhe^ tvft Servlrrg-meti.

Oliver.

Ixra Riifhe^ my young Miftris is in fuch a pit-

tifull paJfionatc humour for the long abfcncc

of her Love.

Raphe. Why can you blame her, why, Ap-

ples hanging longer on the tree then when they arc npc,

makes fo many faliings,T//t.Maci wenches becaufc they arc

not gathered in time, are fain to drop of themfelves, and

then 'tis common you know for every man to take them

up.

Oliver. Mafle thou faifl true, 'tis common indeed, but

firrah, is neither our young Maftcr returned, nor our fel-

low Sam come from Louden ?

Raphe. Neiihcrof either, as the Puritan Bawd fayes.

'Slid Ihcar Sam, Sam's comi^ here tarry, come ifaith,

now my nofc itches for news.

Oilv. And fodoth mme elbow.

Sam calls rvlthin. Where are you there ?

Sam. Boy, look you walk my horfc with difcretjon,

I have rid him fimply , 1 warrant his skm flicks to his

back with very heat , if he fliould catch cold and get the

cough of the lungs, I were well ferved, were I not > What
'R^phiTid.Ollver.

Am. Honeft fellow 5-»w, vcelcomc ifaith, what tricks

haft thou brought from Ltnion f

Furmshtwlth thingsfrom London.

Sam. You fee I am hang'a after the trueft fafhion,

three Hats, and two-GlalTcs bobbmgupon them, two re-

batowyertuponmy brcft,aCapcafeby myfide, a BtuOi

at my back, an Almanack in my pocket, and three Bal-

Jats in my codpiece , nay I am the true pidturc of a com-

mon fervingman.

Oliv. rie fwear thou art, thou maift fet up when thou

wilt, there's many a one begins with kfic I can tell thee,

that proves a rich man crc he dies , but what's the news

from London, Sam f

Raph. I that's well fed, what is the news from London,

firrah. My young Miftris keeps fuch a puling for her

Love.

Sam. Why the more fool fhe, I, the more ninny-ham-

mer fhc.

O/lv. Why Sam, why ?

Sam. Why, he is married to another, long ago.

Ami. Faith ye jclt.

^

Sam. Why, did you not know that till now ? Why
he's married , beats his wife , and has two or three chil-
dren by her \ for you muft note , that any woman bears
the more when flic is beaten.

Raphe, I that's true, for (he bears the blowfj.

Ollv. Sirrah Sam , I would not for two years wioe$
my young Miftris knew fo much, flii'd nin upon the Uft
handofher wit, and netebe her own woman a^ain.

Sam. And I think fhc was bleft in her Cradle', that
he never came m her bed , why be has confomed all

pawn'd his Lands , and made his Llnivcrfity Brother
ftand in wax for him

; There's a fine phrafc for a Scrive-
ner, puh, he ows more then his skin is worth.

Oliver. Is't pofliblc >

Sam. Nay, I'lc tell you moreover , he calls his Wife
whore, as familiarly as one would allMoUind DtU and
children balbrds

.,
at naturally as can be, but what have

we here ? 1 thought 'twas fomething puli'd down my
Breeches : I quite forgot my two poring flicks, thefeamc
from London, now any thing is good here that comes from
London.

Oliver. I, farfetcht youknow,
Sam. But fpeak in your confciencc ifaith, have not wc

asgood poting flicks ith'Country as need to beputi'th
fire, the mind of a thing is all , and as thou faid fl even
now, far fetcht are the bcft things far Ladies.

Ol'tv. I, and for waiting gcntlewomeir too.

Sam. But Raphe,i$ our beer fowcr this thunder?

Raph. No, no, it holds countenance yet.

Sam. Why then follow me. Tie teach you the fincft

humour to be drimk m, I Icarn'd it at LendoH la/i week.

Amh. Faith let's hear it, let's hear it.

Sam. The bravefl humour, 'twould do a man "ood to

be drunk in it, they call it knighting in L#W»», when
they drink upon their knees.

Amh. Faith that's excellent.

Ccme follow me, Tie give you ail the degrees of it in or-

der. ExCMMt.
Enter tylfe.

Wife. What will become of us? all will away.

My husband never ccafes in expence.

Both to confume his credit and his houfe.

And 'tis fet down by heavens ju(l decree.

That Riots child muft needs be beggery.

Arc thcfc (he vertues that his youth did promife f

^ E a Dice
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Dice and voluptuous meetings, midnight Revels,

Taking his bed with furfets. 111 befccming

The ancient honour of his Houfe and Name

:

And this not all, but that which kills me nioft.

When he recounts his loffts and falfe fortunes.

The wcakneffe of his ftatc fo much dejefted.

Not as a man repentant, but half mad.

His fortunes cannot anfwer his expcnce :

He fits and fullenly locks up his armes,

Forgetting heaven, looks downward, which makes

Him appear fo dieadfull, that he frights my heart

:

Walks heavily, as if his foule were earth j

Not penitent for thofe his fins are paft.

But vexr, his money cannot make them lali :

A fearfull melancholy, ungodly (orrow.

Oh yonder he comes, now in defplght of ills

rie fpeak to him, and I will hear him fpeak,

And do my beft to drive it from his heart.

Eeter Hufbtrnd.

Hu[. Pox of the lai^ throw, it made

Five hundred Angels vanilh from my fight

:

I'me damn'd, Ime damn'd,thc Angels haveforfcokmc;

Nay 'tis certainly true : for he that has no coyn.

Is damn'd in this world ; he's gone, he's gone.

wife. Dear HusBand.

Unf. Oh ! moft punifhment of all, I have a Wife.

wife. I doe entreat you as you love your foule^

Tell me the caufc of this your difcontent.

Huf. A vengeance ftrip thee naked, ihou arc caufe,

Effedl, quality, property, thou, thou, thon. Exit,

wife. Bad turn'd to worfe ?

Both bcggery of the foule as of the body.

And fo much unlike himfclf at firft.

As if fome vexed fpirit had got his form upon him.

Enter Hufhand again.

He comes again.

He faycs I am the caufe, I never yet

Spoke lefle then words of duty and of love.

Huf. If marriage be honourable, then Cuckolds arc

honourable, for they cannot be made without marr/age.

Fool, what meant I to marry to get Beggars ?

Now muft my eldeft Son be a Knave or nothing, he can-

not live but upoth' fool, for he will have no Land to

maintain him : that morgagc fits like a fnaffle upon mine
inheritance, and makes me chaw upon Iron.

My fecond Son rouft be a promoter, and my third a

Thief, or an undcr-putter, a Slave Pander.

Oh beggery, bcggery,to what bafc ufes doth it put a man.
I think the Devil fcoms to be a Bawd :

He beates himfelf more proudly, has more care on his

credite.

Bafe, flaviHi, abjeit, filthy poverty.

Wi. Good fir, by all our vowes I doe befeech you.

Shew me the true caufe of your difcontent.

Huf Mony, mony, mony,and thou muft fupply me.
W^. Alafs, I am the leaft caufe of your difcontent.

Yet what is mine, either in Rings or Jewels,

Ufe to your own defire, but I befeech you.
As you are a Gentleman by many bloods.

Though 1 my felf be out of your refped.
Think o^theAateofthefc three lovely boyes
You have been Father to.

Huf. Puh, Baftards,Baftards,Baftard$,bego: in tricks,

begot in tricks.

wi. Heaven kncvyfs bow thofe words wrong me.
But rie endure thefe griefs among a thoufand moie:
Oh call to mind your Lands already morgag'd.

Your felfwound into debts, your hopefull Brother

At the Univerfity into bonds for you

,

Like to be feiz'd upon. And—.>

Huf. Ha done, thou Harlot,

Whom though for falTi ion I married,

I never could abide^ Think'ft thou thy words
Shall kill my pieafure ?fall off to thy friends.

Thou and thy Baftards beg, I will not bate

A whit in hun\oai : Midnight ftill I love you.

And revel in your company : curb'd in ?

Shall It be faid in all fociecies,

That I broke cuftome ? that I flagd in money ?

No, thofe thy Jewels I will play as freely,

Arwhen my ftate was fulkft.

wife. Be it fo.

Huf, Nay I ptoteft,and take that for an carneft
,

Hefpurxsher.
I will for ever hold thee in contempt

,

And never touch the Sheets that cover thee,

But be divorc'tin bed, till thou confent.

Thy dowry Ihall be fold to give new life

Unto thofe pleafures which I moft afFedl.

wife. Sir, do but turn a gentle eye on mc.

And what the law (hall give me leave to do.

You fhall command.

Huf. Look it be done, ftiall I want duft.

And like a Slave wear nothing in my pockets,

Heids bis HAnds in hif Vockfts.

But my hands to fill them up with nayles^

Oh much againft my blood, let it be dow,
1 was never made to be a loker on :

A Bawdc to Dice ; Tie Ihake the Drabs my felf.

And make them yield, I fay look it be done.

wife. I take my leave, it fhall. Exit.

Huf. Speedily, fpeedily, I hate the very hour I chofe

a Wife, a trouble, trouble, three Children like three evils

hang upon me, fie, fie, fie, ftrumpet and baftards, ftrum-

pet and baftards.

Enter three Gentlemen^ bearing hinf.

1

.

Gent. Still do thefe loathfome thoughts jar on your

Tongue ?

Your felf to ftain the honour of your Wife,

Nobly difcendcd ; thofe whom men call mad,

Endangei s others, but he's more then mad
That wounds himfclf, whofe own words

Do proclaime it isnot fit, I pray forfakc it.

2, Gen. Good fir, let modcfty reprove you.

%.Gen. Let boneft kindnefs fway fo much with you,

Huf. God den, I thank you, fir, how do you .? adieu, I

am glad to fee you, farewell Inftruflions, Admonitions.

Exennt (jeitt.

Enter a Servant.

How now firrha ? what would you >

Ser. Onely to certifie you, fir, that my Miftreffe was

met by the way, by them who were fent for her up to

£>•»</«» by her honourable Unckle, your WorHiipslate

Guardian.

Huf. So,fir, then ftie isgone,and fo may you be.

But
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Buc let her look that the thing be done fhc wots of,

Of hell will Hand moiepleafant then her houfeat home.

Exit Servaut.

Enter a GtHtltttntH.

Gent. Well or ill met, I care not.

//•r/, Nonorl.
Cent. I am come with confidence to chide you.

Hitf. Who me ? chide me ? do't finely then , let it not

move me, for ifthou chid'ft me angry, I fhall ftnkc.

Cent. Strike thine own follies, for it is they

Defcrveto be well beaten ; we are now In private.

There's none but thou and I, thou art fond and pecvifli,

An unclean Rioter,thy lands and credit

Lie now both fick of a confumptioni

I am forry for thee ; that man fpends witTi fhamc,

That with his liches doth confume his name,

And fuch art thou,

H^f. Peace.

Cent. No,tbou{lia!t hear me further.

Thy fathers and fore-fathers worthy honours,

Wliich were our Countrey monuments, our grace,

Follies in thee begin now to deface.

The fpting time ofthy youth did fairly promife

Such a moft fruitfuU fummer to thy friends.

It fcarce can enter into mens beliefs.

Such dearth iliould hang on thee, we that fee it.

Are forry to believe it : in thy change.

This voice into all places will be hurld

:

Thou and the Devil has deceiv'd the world.

Hitf. rie not endure thee.

Cent. But of all the worft,

Thy virtuous wife, right honourably allied,

Thou haft prodaim'd a ftrumpct.

Hnf. Nay then I know thee.

Thou art her Champion thou, her private friend.

The party you wot on.

Gent. Oh ignoble thought,

1 am part my patient bloud, fhalll ftandidle

And fee my reputation touchtto death }

Httf. This has gal'd you, has it >

Gent. No monfter, I prove

My thoughts did onely tend to vimiouslove.

Hnf. Love of her virtues ? there it goes.

Cent. Safe fpirit, to la y thy hate upon

The ftuitfuU honour of thine own bed.

They fighty uni the Hmbtui u hurt.

Hnf. Oh.

Gent. Wilt thou yield it yet ?

Hnf. Sir, fir, I have not done with you.

Cent. I hope, nor nc'rc fhall do. Fight dgen.

Hnf. Have you got tricks>areyou in cuiuiing with me.?

Cent. No, plain and right.

He needs no cunning that for truth doth fight,

HusliMnd falls dowH,

Huf. Hardfortunf, ami level'd with the ground ?

Cent. Now, fir, you lie atmcroy.

Huf. I.youflave.

Cent. Alas, that hate ftiould bring us to our grave.

You fee, my Sword's not thiifty for your life,

I am forricr for your wound,thcn your felf

;

Y'are of a virtuous houfe, fticw virtuous deeds,

'Tisnot your honour , 'tis your folly bleeds

:

Much good has been expcdlcd in your life.

Cancel not all mens hopes, you have a Wife,

Kind and obedient : heap not wrongfull fhame

/ On her and your poftcrity : let only fin be fore.

And by this fall, rife never to fall more.
And fo I leave you. £xit,

Huf. Has the dog left me then,

After his tooth hath Irft me ? Oh, my heart

Would fain leap after hini, revenge I fay,

I 'me mad to be reveng'd, my ftrumpet Wife,
It is thy quarrel that rips thus my flc/h ,

And makes my breaft (pit bloud, but thou ftult bleed

:

Vanquiftit * got down ? unable e'en to fpeak ?

Surely 'tis want ofmoney makes men weak,
I,*twas that ore-threw me,rdc ncrc been dovm t.\h£xlt.

Enter fVife in a riding.fnte , vith a Sentrng-ntMH.

Ser. Faith Miftrefs, if it may not be prefumption
In me to tell you fo, for his etcufe

You had fmall reafon,knowing his abufc.

ff^ife. I grant J had, but alas.

Why fhouid our faults at home be fpread abroad ?

Tis grief enough within doors ; at firft fight

Mine Uncle could run o're his prodigal life

As perfeftiy,as if hisferiouscyc

Had numbrcd all hfs follies .-

Knew of his morgag'd lands, his friends in bonds,

Himff If withered with debt ; and in that minute
Had I added his ufage and unkihdnefs,

'Twould have confounded every thought ofgood:
Where now, fathering his riots on his youth.

Which time and tame experience will ftiakcoff*

Guefling his kindnefs to me (as I fmooth'd hin»

With all the skill I had) though his defcrts

Arc in form uglier then an unfhapt Bear.

He's ready to prefer him to fome Office

And place at Court : a good and fure rcleif

To all his ftooping fortunes, 'twill be a means, I hope ,

To make new league between us , and redeem
His virtues with his lands.

Str. I (hould think fo : Miftrcfs, if he fhouid not now
be kind to you,and love you, and cheriOi you up,I (hould

think the Devil himfelf kept open houfe in him.

fyife» I doubt not but he will now ,
pry thee lave me,

I think I hear him coming.

Serv. I am gone. Exit.

n^ife. By this good means I (lull prefervc my laods^,

And free my husband out of Ufurcrs hands t

Now there is no need offale, my Uncle's kind,

I hope, if ought, this will content his mind.
Here comes my husband. Enter Hmbdied.

Hnf. Now, are you come? Where's the money.' let's

fee the money, isthcrubbifh fold? thofewifeakersyour

Lands , v»hy then , the money , where n it .' pourc it

down* down vnth It, down with it ; Ifaypout't on che

groound, let's fee it, let's fee it.

wife. Good fir, keep but in patience,and I hope

My words (hall like you well, I oring you bntei

Comfort then the fale ofmy Dowry.

Hnf. Ha, what's that >

Afz/r.Pray do not fright mc,fir,but vouchfafeme hcacr

ing.My Uncle,glad of your kindnefs to me and mild ufc-

agc( for fo I made it to him ) hath in pitty of yoordecli

ningfortunes.providcda place for you at Court, of worth
and credit ; which fo much overjoyed me —

—

Huf. Out on thee, filth , over and over*joyed.

When Tme in torment. fparm her.

Thou politick whore , fubtiilec then tunc Deviis, wa:

(bid
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this thy journey to Nunck,^ to fet down the hiftory of

me, my Rate and fortunes

:

Shall Ijthat dedicated my felf to pleafure, be nowcon-

fin'd infervice to crouch, and ftand like an old man ith'

iiams,myHatoff? I that could never abide to uncover

my head ith' Church-, bafeflut, this fruit bearcs thy com.-

plaints.

mfe. Oh, heaven knowes.

That my complaints were praifes, and beft words

Of you, and your eftate ; onely my friends

Knew ofyourmorgag'd Lands, and werepoffeft

Of every accident before I came.

If you fufpeft it but a plot in mc,

To keep my dowry, or for mine own good,

Or my poor Childrens (though it fuits a mother

Tofliew a natural! care in their reliefs)

Yet rie forget my felf to calme your blood,

ConfHmeit,as your pleafure counfels you.

And all I wi(h, e'ne Clemency affords.

Give me bat pleafant looks, and modeft words.

»*/>lony,whore,mony,orrk.— draws hlsiaiger.

Enter a Servant h4BUj.

What the Devil? how now ? thy hafty newcs ?

Ser, May it picafe you, fir.

Huf. What, may I not look upon my Dagger ?

Speak, Villain, or I will execute the point on thee

:

quick, (hort.

Str. Why fir, a Gentleman from the Univerfity ftaycs

below to I'peak with you.

Huf. From the Univetfity ? fo, Univerfity,

That long word runs through me. £xit.

mfe. Was ever Wife fo wretchedly bcfet ?

Had not this newes ftept in between, the point

Had offered violence unto my breaft.

That which fome women call great mifery,

A^ould fhew but little here, would Tea rce be feen

Among my miferies : I may compare

For wretched fortunes, with all Wives that are,

Nothing will pleafehim, untill all be nothing.

He calls it flavery to be pteferr'd,

A place of credit, a bafe fervitude. ,

What (hall become of me, and my poor Children ?

Two here, and one at Nurfe, my pretty beggars

,

I fee how ruine with a palfie hand

Begins to ftiake the ancient feat to duft :

The heavy weight of forrow driwes my lids

Over my dankilh eyes : I can fcarce fee

;

Thus grief \4(ill iaft, it wakes and fleeps with me.

Eater the Hnskdni vn'th the Mafter efthe C'>^Uige.

Huf. PJeafe you draw near, fir, y'arC exceeding wel-

come.

t^U. That's my doubt, I fear I come not to be wel-

come.

Huf. Yes, howfoever.

Ma. 'Tis not nny faChlon, fir, to dwell in long cir,

cumftance , but to be plain and effeiluall ; therefore to

the purpofe.

The caufe ofmy fetting forth was pittious and lamenta-

ble ; that hopefull young Gentleman your Brother,whofe

virtues we all lovedearly^through your default and unna-
lurall negligence, lies in bond executed for your debt, a

prifoner,all his ftudies amazed, his hope fttuck dead, and

the pride of his youth muffled in thefc dark clouds of op-
preflion.

Huf. Hum, hum, hum.

Afaft. Oh you have kill'd the towardeft hopeofall
our Univerfity, wherefore without repentance and a.
mends, expea ponderous and fudden judgements to fall

grievoufly upon you
; your Brother, a man who profited

in his divine employments, and might have made ten
thoufand foules fit for heaven, now by your carcleffe
courfes caft in prifon, which you muft anfwer for, and
affure your fpirit it will come home at length

Huf Oh God, oh. ^ *

iW-t. Wife men think ill ofyou,others fpeak ill ofyoupo
man loves you,nay,even thofe whom honefty condemns,
condemns you : and uke this from the virtuous affeai<»
I bear your Brother, never look for profperous hour,
good thought, quiet fleeps, contented walks, nor any
thing that makes man perfcA, till you redeem him : what
is your anfwer ? how will you beftow him ? upon defpe-
rate mifery, or better hopes ? 1 fuffertili I hear your an-
fwer.

Huf. Sir, you have much wrought with me, I feel vou
in my foule, you are your Arts mafter.

I never had fence till now; your fyllablcs have cleft mc,
both for your words and pains I thank you : I cannot
but acknowledge grievous wrongs done to my Brother,
mighty, mighty, mighty, mighty wrongs.
Within there.

Snter a ServingmM,

Huf. Fillmca Bowie of Wine. Alafs poor Brother,
Brtiifed with an execution for my fake.

Ut. A bruife indeed makes many a mortal] fore.

Till the Grave cure them. Enter with tviitt.

Huf. Sir, I begin to you, y'ave chid your welcome.
Md. I could have wilTit it better for your fak^

I pledge you, fir, to the kind man in prifon.

//«/. Let itbefo.

Now, fir, if you fopleafe, to fpend but a few minutes in
walking about my grounds below, my man fliaU here
attend you : I doubt not but by that time to be fiirniftit

ofafufiicient anfwer, and therein my Brother fully fa-

tisfied.

Ma. Good fir, in that the Angels would be plea fed,

and the worlds murmures calm'd, and I fhouldfay, I fet

forth then upon a lucky day. Exit.

Huf O thou confufed man, thy pleafant fins have un-
done thee, thy damnation has bcgger'd thee, that heaven
fliould fay we muft not fin, and yet made women: gives
our fences way to find pleafure, which being found, con-
founds us, why ftiould we know thofe things fo much
mifufe us ? Oh would virtue had been forbidden, we
rtiould then have proved all virtuous, for 'tis our blood
to love what we are forbidden, what man would have
been forbidden, what man would have been fool to a
beaft, and zany to a fwine, to ftiew tricks in the mire,
what is there in three Dice, to make a man draw thrice

three thoufand acres into the compafle of a little round ta-

ble, and with the Gcntlemans palfie in the handftiakc

out his Doftcrity , thieves, or beggars ; 'tis done, I have
don't ifaith: terrible, horrible mifery, how well

was I left, very well, very well.

My Lands fhewcd like a Full-Moon about me, but
now the Moon's in the Iaft quarter, waining, wain-
ing, and I am mad to think that Moon was mine:

ruine

I
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mine and my fachcTs , and my forc-fachets generations,

generations , down goes the .houfc of uS, down, down it

finks : Now is the name a beggar, begs in me that name

which hundreds of years has made this Stiirc famous ; in

me and my poflcrity runs out.

In my feed five arc made miferablc bcfidesmy felf,

my Riot is now my Brothers Jay lor , my Wifesfighing,

my three boyes penury, and mine own confufion.

He tears hu h*ir.

Why fit my hairs upon my curfed head f

Will not this poifon fcatter them ? oh my Brother's

In execution among devils that ftretch him :

And make him give ; and I in want.

Not able for to lire, nor to redeem him.

Divines and dying men may talk of helJ,

But in my heart her fcvera! torments dwell,

Slavery and mifery. Who in this cafe

Would not take up money upon his foul ?

Pawn his falvation, live at intereft :

I, thai did ever In abundance dwell,

For me to want, exceeds the throws of hell.

Enter his littlefon^ with a Top and Scourge.

Son. What aile yo,u father , arc you not well, I cannot

fcQurge my Top as long as you ftand fo : you take up all

the room with your wide legs, puh,you cannot make roc

afraid with this, 1 fear no vizards,nor bugbears.

He tahjs up the child hy the skjrts of hit long coat in one

hand, and draws his dagger with the other.

Huf. Up fir, for here thou haft no inheritance left.

Son. Oh what will you do father , I am your white

boy. Strikes him.

Muf. Thou Cm\t be my red boy , take that.

Son. Oh you hurt me father.

Huf. My eldcft beggar , thou fhalt not live to ask an

ufurcr bred, to cry at a great mans gate , or follow, good

your Honour by a Coach, no, nor your brother : 'tis cha-

ncy to bram you.

Son. How fhall I learn now my head's broke ?

Huf. Bleed, bleed, rather then beg, beg, fiabshim.

Be not thy names difgracc :

Spurn thou thy fortunes fii ft , if they be bafe

:

Come view thy fccond Brother: Fates,

My chiidrens bloud (hall fpin into your faces,

You (liall iec.,

How confidently we fcorn beggery. Exit with hufon.

Enter a maid with a child in her armes, the

(^Mother b]i her ajleep.

Maid. Sleep fweet babe,forrow makes thy mother fleep,

It bciads fmall good when heavineffc falls fo deep,

Hufli, pretty boy, ihy hopes might have bin better,

Tis loll at Dice, what ancient honour won.

Hard when the father plai'cs away the Son :

Nothing but mifery fei vcs in this houfe,

Ruine and defolaiion ; oh'

Enter Husband wiihthe Boy hleidlng,

Huf. Whore, give me that Boy.

He ftrives with herfor the child.

Maid. Oh help, help, out alas, murder, murder.

Huf Are yoiigofriping, prating ftaidy queaa,
I'le break your clamour with your neck,
Down ftaycrs ; tumble, tumble, headlong.

He throws her tUwm,
So, the fiireft v»ay to charme a womanj tongue-
Is break her neck, a Poliuuin did it.

Son. Mother, mother, I aai kill'd mother.
Hu wife awakes, and catebetb up tb*pmntifl.

mfe. Ha, who's that crv'd/ Omeniy childxen.
Both, both; bloudy, bloudy.

Huf. Stnitnpet, let go the boy, letgo the fa»gar.
fVife. Oh my fweet husband.

H„f Filth, Harlot.

i^ife. Oh, what will vou do, dear husband ?
Huf. Give me the baftard.

W/>, Your own fweet boy.

Hnf. There are too nrany beggary

fVife. Good my husband.

Haf. Do'ft thou prevent me ftill?

fyife. Oh Cod !

Stabs *t the child in her armes^ andfetj itfrom her,
Huf. Have 8 1 his heart.

1*^1 fe. Oh my dear boy.

Huf Brat, thou (halt not live to (hame thy houfe.

«'//>. Oh heaven. She it hurt andfnkj down.
Huf. And pcfi(h, now be gone.

There's wliores enow, and want would make thee one,

Etiter 4 lufij Servant.

Ser. Oh fir, what deeds are thefe t

Huf. Ba fe flave, my vaffj il,

Comft thou between my fury to queftion me ?
Ser. Were you the devil, I would hold you, fir.

Huf. Hold me f prefumption. Tie undo thee for it.

Ser. •Sbloud,you ha ve undone us all, fir,

Huf. Tug at thy Mafter?

Ser. Tug at a monftcr.

Buf. Havel Dopower?(hallmyflavefettermc?
Ser. Nay then the dcfil wraftles, I am thrown.

Husband overumtt h'lm.

Huf. Oh villain, now T'le tug thee, now fie tear thee,

fet quick fpurs to my valTail , bruife him, trample him

;

fo, I think thou wilt not follow me in hafte.

My horfe (lands ready fadled, away, away.

Now to my brat at nurfe, my fucking beggar %

Fates, rie not leave you one to trample on.

The Mafler meets him.

Mr. How is't with you fir , mc-thiiOts you look of a
diftndlrd colour.

Huf. Who, I fir? 'tis but your fancy,

Pleafe you walk in, fir, and I'le foon rcfolve yoo,

I want one fmall part to make up the fum.

And then my brother (hall reft fatisfied.

M. I ihall be glad to fee it, fir,rie attend you. Extiut,

Ser. Oh, I am fcarce able to heave up my felf.

He has fo bruis'd me with his devilli(h weight.

And torn my fle(h with his bloud«hafty fpur,

A man before of eafic conftitution,

Till now hellj power fupplied , to his fouls wrong,

Oh how damnation can make vweak men ftrong.

Snttr Majler aadtw* ftrVOHs,

Ser. Oh the mo(^ pitiious deed,fir, finoe you atoe.

Mr. A deadly greeting ; bath he fum'd up thcfc

To
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To fatisfie his brothei f here's another,

And by the bleeding infants, the dtad mother.

mfe. Oh, oh.

Ma. Surgeons , Surgeons, (he recovers lite,

One of his men all fait\t and bloudied.

1 Ser Follow, our murderous Maftcr has took

Horfe to kill his child at nurXe, oh follow quickly.

Ma. I am the readiel>,it Hiail be my charge

To raife the Town upon him.

Exit Mafler anA Servants.

1 . Ser. Good fir follow him.

tv'tfe. Oh my children.

I . Ser. How is it my moft affli(5led Miftrefs ?

mfe. Why do I now recover ? why half live ?

To fee my children bleed before mine eyes,

A fight , able to kill a Mothers breaft without an Execu-

tioner ; what, art thou mangled coo ?

1 . Ser. I thinking to prevent what his quick mitchiefs

had fo foon afted, came and rufht upon him,

We ftrugled, but a fouler ftrcngth then his

Oicthrew me with his armes ,then he did bruifc mc,

And rent my flc/h,and rob'd me of my hair,

Like a man mad in execution,

Made me unfit to rife and follow him.

mfe. What is it hath beguil'd him of all grace ?

And fiole away humanity from his breaft,

Today his children, purpofed to kill his wife,

And fpoil his fervants.

lEnter trvo Servants.

^of^.Pleafeyou leave this accurfcd place,

A Surgeon v^aits within.

tv'^e. Willing to leave if,

'Tis guilty orXwcet bloud, innocent bloud.

Murder hath took this chamber with fullhaiids,

And will not out as long as the houfe flands. Exeunt.

Enter Hwhttod, as being thrown ofhu
herfe, andfalls.

fJtff. Oh ftumblTrtg Jade , (he fpavin overtake thee,

The fifty difeafes flop thee

:

Oh, I am forely bruis'd, plague fonnder thee.

Thou run'ft at eafe and plcafure, heart of chance,

To throw me now, within a flight o'thTown,

In fuch plain even ground,

Sfoot, a roan may dice upon it, and throw away the

Meadows, ah filthy beaft.

Cr^r jvlthin. Follow, follow, follow.

Huf. Ha?I hear founds ofmen, like hucand cry;

Up, up, and ftiuggic to my horfe, make on,

Difpatch that little Beggar, and all's done.

Cry within. Here, this way, this way.

Huf. At my back ? oh,

Whatfatehavel, my limbs deny me to go.

My will is bated , Beggery claims a part.

Oh I could here teach to the infants heart.

Enter Majier ef the Colleiige , three ^entlemen^aitd

others tvith Halberds.

ill. Here, here, yonder, yonder.
Ma. Unnatural, flinty, more then barbarous.

The Scythians in their marble, hearted fates.

Could noc haveafted more rcmorfelcfs deeds

In their relentlefs natures, then thefe of thine :

Was this the anfwer I long waited on,

Thefatisfaftion for thy prifoncd brother .?

Huf. He can have no more of us, then our skins,

And fome of them want but flcaing.

1. ^ent. Great finnes have made him impudent.

mta. Has Hied fo much bloud, that he cannot blufh.

z.^ent h\Ni'j with him, bear him to the Juftices,

AGcntlemanof woifhipdwellsat hand

There fhall his deeds be blazed.

Huf. Why all the better,

My glory 'tis to have my a(5lion known,

I grieve for nothing, but I mift of one.

Ma. There's little of a father in that grief:

Bear him away. Exeunt.

Enter a Knight y with two or three Gentlemen.

Knight. Endangeied fo h:s Wife , murdered his

Children ?

I . Gent. So the cry goes.

Knight. I am forry 1 e'rekncw him.

That ever he took life and natural being

From fuch an honoured flock, and fair dcfcent.

Till this black minute without ftain or blemifli.

I . Gent. Here come the men.

Enter the Mafier ofthe ColUigt , Mdlhereli
with the Prifoner.

Knight. The Serpent of his houfc : I'me forry for this

time, that I am in place of juftice.

Ma. Pleafe you, fir.

Knight. Do not repeat it twice , I J^now too much,

Would it had nere been thought on.

Sir, I bleed for you.

I . Gent. Your father's forrows are alive in me

:

What made you flicw fuch monftrous cruelty ?

Huf, In a word, fir,

I hare confum'd all, plaid away long acre,

And I thought it the charitablcft deed I could do.

To cozen Beggery, and knock my houfc o'th'head.

Kni. I do not think, but in to morrow's judgement,

The terrour will fit clofer to your foul.

When the dread thought of Death remembersyou
;

To further which, take this fad voice from me.

Never was ad^ plaid more unnaturally.

Huf. I thank you. Sir.

Knight. Go lead him to the Jayle.

Where juflice claims ail, there muA pitty fail.

Huf. Come, come, away with mc.

Exit Prifoner.

Ma. Sir, yoo defervethe worfhip ofyou place,

Would all did fo, in you the Law is grace.

Knight. It is my wifh it fhould be fo ;

Ruinous man, the defolation of his houfe.

The tlot upon his predecelToi'shonour'dnamc:

That man is ncareft (hame , that is paft (hame. Exit.

Enter Htuband vcith the Officers ,
the Mafier and Gen-

tlemen, oi going bj hii houfe.

Huf. I amrigbt againfl my houfe , feat of my Ance-

ftors : I hear my Wife's alive, but much endangered ;

let me intreat to fpcak with her before the pril'on

gripe me.

Enter

I
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Enter hUW'ife brought in a Chair

j

Gent. Sec here (he comet of her fclf.

tvife. Oh my fwec: husband , my deer diftreffcd hus-

band, nowin the hands of unrelenting laws, my greatefl

forrow, my cxtrcamcft bleeding ; now my foul bleeds.

Huf. How now > kind to mc ? did not I wound

thee, leave thee for dead?

tvife. Tur, far greater wounds did my breaft fret,

Unltindneffe flrvkes a deeper wound then fteci,

You have been ftiil unkind to me.

Httf. Faith, and fo 1 think I Have

;

I did my murders roughly out of hand,

Defperatc and {udden, but thou halt devis'd

A fine way now to kill mc, thou halt given mine eyes

Scavcn wounds apiece ; now glides the devil from

Me departs at every joint, heaves up iny nails.

Oh catch him new torments, that werenerc invented:

Bind him one thoufand more you blcflcd Angels,

In that bottomlcfle pit, let him not rife

To make men a£t unnatural Tragedies,

To fpread into a Father, and in fury,

Make him his childrens executioners,

Murder his wife, his fervants, and who not ?

For that man's dark, where heaven is quite forgot.

fyife. Oh my repentant husband.

Huf. My dear foul, whom I too much have wrong'd

For death 1 die, and for this havel long'd.

mfe. Thou fliould'ft not (be affured) for thcfe faults

Die, if the law could forgive as foon as I.

Children laid ont.

Huf. What fight is yonder ?

ivife. Oh our two bleeding boycs

Laid forth upon the threniold.

/////.Here's weight enough to make a heart-ftring crack,

Oh were it lawfull that: your pretty fouls

Might look from heaven into your fathets eiies.

Then (Viould you fee the penitent glaffes meic.

And both your murders (hoot upon my cheeks.

But you are playing in the Angels laps,

And will not look on me,

Who void of grace, kill'd you in bcggery.

Oh that I might my wifhes now attain,

I fhould then wifh you living were again
;

Though I did beg with you, which thing I feat'd,

Oh 'twas the enemy my eyesfo bleat'd.

Oh would you could pray heaven me to forgive.

That will unto my end repentant live.

fVife. It makes me e'en forget all other forrows,

And leave part with this.

Officer. Come, will you go f

Huf. rie kiffc the bloud I fpilt, and then Mc go,

My foul is bloudied, well may my lips be fo.

Farewell dear Wife, now thou and I muft part,

I of thy wrongs, repent me with my heart.

wife. Oh Hay. thou fhalt not go.

Huf. That's hit in vain, you fee it muft be fo.

Farewell ye bloudy afhesof my boyes.

My punimments are their eternal joyes.

Let every father look well into his deeds.

And then their heirs may profpcr, while mine bleeds.

ExetiHt Husbdnd with Officers.

H'ife. More wretched am I now in this diftrcfle.

Then former forrows made me,

Mr. Oh kind Wife, be comforted.

One joy is yet unmurdered,

you have a boy at nurfc, your joy's in him.

Wf>. Dearer then all is my poor husbarul's life :

Heaven give my body ftrength, which i$ yet faiot

With muchexpence of bloud, and 1 will kneel,

Sue for his life, number up all my friends,

To plead for prdon for my dear husbandls life.

Mr. Was it m man to wound fo kind « creature?

rie ever praife a woman for thy fake.

I muft return with grief, my anfwer's fet,

I (hall bring news weighes heavier then the debt.

Two Brothers ; the one in bond lies ovenhrown.

This, on a deadlier execution.
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The Tragedy of L o c r i n e, the eldeft

Son of King Brutus.

dJBus Trimm. Scena Trtma.

Enter At ej with ThHttder and Lightmng , nil t» black,^

with a {Turning Torch in one hand , and a hloitdte

Sword in the other hand ; and frefemlji let there come

forth a Lion runMing after a Bear or any other

teall , then come forth an t^rchtr , vho mnft

kjll the Lion in a dumb (how , and then depart. Re.

main %Atey,

tAtej.

In fcinamfiBatitr& Fmb.

Mighty Lion , ruler of the woods

,

Of wondrous ftrengih and great proportion,

With hideous noife fearing the trembling

trees.

With yelling clamours (liakingaUthe earth,

Travcrft the groves, and chac't the wandring beafts :

Long did he range among the (liadie trees,

Ana drave the filly beafts before his face :

When fuddenly from out a thorny bufh

A dreadfull Archer with his bow ybent.

Wounded the Lion with a difmal fhaft.

So he him ftrook, that it drew forth the bloud,

And fill'd his furious heart with fretting ire ;

But all in vain he threatneth teeth and pawes,

And fparkleth fire from forth hisflaming eyes,

For the rtiarp fhaft gave him a mortal wound :

So valiant Brute^ the terrour of the world,

Whofconly looks did fcare his enem;es.

The Archer Death brought to his lateft end.

Oh whatmay long abide above this ground
,

In ftate of bliCsand healthfull happinefs .'

Exit.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Brutus carried in a chatr , Locr'me^ Camber, Al-
hanaQ

, Corineitu , Guendelin , A^aractu , T>ebon
,

Thrafimachfu.

Brntm. Moft loyal Lords, and faithfull foUowers,
That have with mc, unworthy General,

Parted the greedy gulfof th'Occan,

Leaving the confines of fair Italle^

Behold, your Brnttu draweth nigh his end.

And I muft leave you, though agaioft my wiJI

;

My finews fhrunk, m^ numbred fenfes fail,

A chilling cold polleflcth all my bones.

Black ugly death with vifagc pale and wan
Prefents himfelf before my dazeled eyes.

And with his dart prepared is to ftnke:
Thefe armes, my Lords, thefc never daunted armes
That oft have queird the courage of my foes.

And eke difmay'd my neighbour's arrogance.

Now yield to death, o'rclaid widi crooked age,
Devoid of ftrength and of their proper force •

Even as the iufty Cedai worn with yeares,

That far abroad her dainty odour throws,

'Mongft all the daughters ofproud Lebanon^
This heart, my Lords, thisne'rc appalled heart.

That was a terror to the bordring lands,

A dolefull fcourge unto my ncighboui Kings,
Now by the weapons of unpartial death,
Is clove afunder and bereft of life

;

As when the facred oak with thunderbolts,

Sent from the fiene circuit of the heavens,
Sliding along the aires celeftial vaults

,

Is rent and cloven to the very roots.

In vain therefore I ftmggle with this foe.

Then welcome death, fince God will have it fo,

Affar. Alas my Lord, weforrow at your cafe.

And grieve to fee your perfon vexed thus ;

But whatfoe're the fates detetmin'd have,

It lieth not in us to difanull.

And he that would annihilate his mind.
Soaring with Icartu too near the Sun,

May catch a fall with young Belterophan :

For when the fatal fifters have decreed

To feparate us from this earthly mould,

No mortal force can countermand their minds :

Then, worthy Lord, fince there's no way but one,

Ceafe your laments, and leave your grievous moan.
Conn. Your Highnefs knows how many vlclories.

How many Trophees I ere(Sed have

Triumphantly in every place we came ;

The Grecian Monarch, warlike Pandrajftu

And all the crew of the Atoloffians :

Gofarim the arme-ftrongK ingof Ganlesy

Have felt the force of our vi6torious armes,

And to their coft beheld our Chivalrie,

Where ere Ancora handmaid of the Sun,

Where ere the Sun-bright gardiant of the day.

Where
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Where e'rc the pyfuU day with chccrfull light,

Where e're the light illuminates the worl(^

The TraJ4»s glory flics with golden wings.

Wings that do foar beyond fdl envious flight

,

The fame oiBrutm and his followers

Pierccth the skies, and with the skies the throne

Of mighty Jwf, Commander of the world.

Then, worthy Brutus^ leave thcfe fad laments,

Comfort your felf with this your great renown.

And fear not Death, though he fecm terrible.

Brntus. Nay, Corlnuty you miftake my mind.

In conft ruing wrong the caufe of my complaints,

I fear'd not t* yield my felf to fatall death,

God knowes it was the leaft of all my thoughts,

A greater care torments my very bones,

And makes me tremble at the thought of it.

And in your Lordings doth the fubftance lie.

Thrafi. Molt noble Lord, if ought your loyal Peers

Accomplish may, to eafe your lingring grief,

I m tV\e name of all proteft to you.

That we will boldly enterprife the fame,

Were it to enter to black Tartatut^

Where triple Ctrherms with his venonxws throat,

Scareth the Ghofts with high refounding noyfc.

We'll either rent the bowels of the eanb.

Searching the entrailsof the bruitifli earth.

Or with his Ixtons ovcrdaring foon

,

Be bound in Chains of everduring Steele.

BrH. Then hearken to your Soveraign's latdt words,

In which I will unto you all unfold.

Our royall mind and refolute intent.

When golden Hebe^ Daughter to great Jwf,
Cover'd my manly Checks with youthfull Down,
Th'unhappy flaughter of my luckleffe Sire,

Drove me and old ^flarachKt mine Eamc,

As exiles from the bounds of /r<»/y.

So that perforce wc were conftrain'd to flyc

To GrecUns Monarch, noble 'Panirt^mty

There I alone did undertake your caufe.

There I rellor'd your antique liberty.

Though GrtcU frown'd, and all Molojfm Itorm'd

,

Though brave tyfitigo/iftft with martiall band,

In pitched field cncountred mc and mine,

Though PandrafMs and his contributa tics.

With all the rout of their confederates,

Sought to deface our glorious memory.

And wipe the name oiTrojant from the earth :

Him did I captivate with this mine Arme,

And by compulfion forc't him to agree

To certain Articles, which there wc did propound.

From Cretin through the boifterous liellefftuty

Wc came into the Fields of Lejirigtn^

Whereat our Brother Corifieitu was
;

Which when we paffed the Cicilian gulf,

And fo tranffretting the /IHcImm fea,

Arrived on the coafts of AtjuitAtH
;

Where with an Army of his barbarous GahUs

Goffar'tui and his Brother Gatheiui

Enconncring with our hoa({,fullain'd the foile.

And for your fakes my Turnut there 1 loft :

Txrittu that flew fix hundred men at Armes

,A1I in an hour, with his Hiarp Battle-Ak.
From thence upon the ftronds oi AlbioH

To CoTHS Haven happily we came.

And queird the Giants, come of AlhloHs race,

With Gtgmagog^ Son to Sttmotbeus^

The curfcd Captain of that damned crew.
And in that Ifleat length I placed you.
Now let me fee ifmy laborious toy les,

If all my care, if all my grievous woands.
If all my diligence were well employ'd.

Cerim. When firlt I foUowed thee and diinc (brave
I hazarded my life and deareft blood. King)
To purchafe favour at your Princely hands.
And for the fame m dangerous attempts
In fundryconfli(fts,and in divers broy les,

I rticw'd the courage ofmy manly miiwle

:

For this I combated with Gdthelmy
The Brother to Goffartm oiGamU :

For thisl fought with furious Gogmagofy
A favage Captain of a favage crew

:

And for thefe deeds brave Cormmalt I rcceiv'd,

Agratefull gift given by a gracious King ;

And for this gift, this life and dcarcft blood.
Will Ctrineim fpend for Br$itm good.
Deb. And what my friend, brave Prince, hath vow'd

The fame will Dehon doc unto his end. (to you,
Brm. Then, loyal Peers, fince you are all agreed,

And refolute CO follow Brmtu hoafts.

Favour my Sons, favour thofe Orfh^s^Lordiy
And Ihield them from the dangers of theu foes.

Lecrint., the Columnc of my Family,

And oncly Pillar of my weakned age:

Ltcrine^ draw near, draw near unto thy Sire,

And ukc thy lateft bfelTings at his hands;
And for thou art the cldeft of my Sons

,

Be thou a Captain to thy Brethren,

And imitate chy aged Fathers fteps.

Which will conduft thcc to true honours gate

;

For if thou follow facred virtues lore.

Thou (halt be crowned with a Lawrel branch.

And wear a wreathe of fcmpitemall fame.

Sorted amongfl the glorious happy ones.

Locrnt. If Locrine do not follow your advice ,

And bcare himfelf in all things like a Prince

Thatfeeks to amplifie the great renown
,

Left uuto him for an inheritance

By thofe that were his Anceftours

,

Let me be flung mto the Ocean,

And fwallowed in the bowels of the earth.

Or let the ruddy lightning of great J»v#,

Defcend upon this my dcvoltcd head.

Brmtmt taking CMfndfline hj the hdml.

Btm. But for I fee you all to be in doubt.

Who fliall be matched with our Royal Son,

Ltcriney receive this prcfent at my hand ;

A gift more rich then arc the wealthy Mines

Found in the Bowels of AmtricM.

Thou flialt be fpoufed to fair Gmerndtiiiie

:

Love her, and take her, for (he is thine own.

If fo thy Unckle and her felf do pleafe.

Corim. And herein how your Higbneffc honours me.

It cannot nowbc in my fpecch expreii :

For carefuU Parents glory not fo much
At their honour and promotion.

As for to fee the iflue of their blood

Seated in honour and profpenty.

Gue/td. And far be it from my pure Maiden ihotights,

Tocontradi<ft her aged Fathers will.

Therefore fince he to whom I muft obey.

Hath given me now unto your Royal Self,

I will not fland aloof from off the lure,

f F 2 Like
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Like crafty Dames that moft of all deny

That, which they moft dcfirc to poffeffe,

Brntm turning to Locrlne.

Locrlne k»ccl'ng.

Then now my fon thy part is on the flage,

For chou muft bear the perfon of a King.

Pats the CroTPH on hii head.

Ltcrlnr ftand op, and wear the regal Crown,

And think upon the ftatc of Majcfty,

That thou with honour wellmaitt wear the Crown,

And ifthou tendicft thefe my lateft words,

As thou requii'ft my foul to be at reft,

As thou dcfireft thine own fecurity,

Chcri(h and love thy new betrothed wife.

Locrine. No longer let me well enjoy the Crown,

Then I do peerlefle Guendoline.

Brut. Camber.

Cam. My Lord.

Brut. The glory of mine age,

And darling of thy mother Juntger^

Take thou the South for thy dominion.

From thee there fha 11 proceed a royal race.

That (hall maintain the honor of this land.

That fway the regal fcepter with their hands.

Turning to AUbanaEl.

And AlkaHttU thy fathers onely joy,

Youngeft in years, but not the young'ft in mind,

A pcrfeft pattern of all chivalne.

Take thou the North for thy dominion,

A country full of hills and ragged rocks,

Replenifhed with fierce untamed beafh.

As correfpondent to thy martial thoughts.

Live long my fons with endleffe happineffc.

And bear firm concordance among your felves,

Obey the counfeis of thefe fatheis grave.

That you may better bear out violence,

But fuddenly through weakneffc of my age.

And the defc(5V of youthfull puifTanee,

My Maladie increafeth more and more.

And cruel death hafteneth his quicknedpace.

To difpoffcfle me of my earthly ftiape.

Mine eyes wax dim, o're.caft with clouds of nge.

The pangs of death compafTe my crazed bones.

Thus to you all my bleflingsl bequeath.

And with my bleflings, this my fleeting foul.

My glaflcisrun,and all my mifcries

Do end with life : death dofeth up mine eyes,

My foul in baftflies to the Elifian fields.

"

He dieth.

Ltc. Accurfed flarrs, damn'd and accurfed ftarrs.

To abfcviate my noble father's life,

Hard-hearted gods, and too envious fates.

Thus to cut ofrmy father's fatal thrcd,

Brutus that was a glory to us all,

Bruttu that was a terror to his foes,

Ma lie too foon by Dtmagorgon's\x\ fe.

The martial Bruttu is bereft of life.

No fad complaints may move jofl Lactu.
Conn. NodreadfuU threats can fear judge Rhodtmttuth^

Wert thou as ftrong as mighty Hercules,
I hat tam'd the hugie monfters of the world,

Plaid'ft thou is fweer, on the fweet founding Lute,
As did the fporfe of fair Enr'idice,

That did enchant the waters with hjsnoife,

And made the ftones,. birds, hearts, to lead a dance,

Conftiained the hilly trees to follow him,

iThou could'ft not move the judge of Crebu*^

Nor move compafTion in grim Pluto's heart.

For fatal Mtrs cxpefteth all the world.

And every man muft tread the way ofdeath,

BtzytTafitalta^ the valiant Pelops fire,

Gueft to the gods, fuffrcd untimely death,

And old Fletthontu husband to the morn.
And eke grim Mines V4\\om juft Jupiter

Deign'd to admit unto his facrince,

The thundring trumpets ofbloud-thirfty M^rs.
The fearfuU rage of fell Tifphoen.

The boiftrous wares of humid Ocean,

Are infliuments and tools of difmal death.

Then noble coufin ccafe to mourn hii chance,

Whofeageand years wttefigncs that heftiould die.

Jt refteth now that we interre his bones.

That was a tenor to his enemies.

Take up hi$coarfe,and Princes hold him dead,

Who while he liv'd, upheld the Troyan ftatc.

Sound drums and trumpets, march to Trintvant,

There to provide our chieftains funeral. Exeunt

Scena Tertian,

Enter Strumbo above in a gourn^ vith ink^ and

paper in hii hand faying.

Strum. Either the four Elements , the fevcn Planets

and all the particular Starrs of the PoleAnraflick, arc

adverfitivc againft me , orelfe Iwasb^ottcn andboru
in the wain of the Moon , when every thing , as

LaBantitu in his fourth book of Conftultations doth

fay
, gocth arfward. 1 Mafteis, I, you may laugh, but

I muft weep ; you may joy, but 1 muft forrow ; ftied-

ding fait teats from the watry fountains of my moift

dainty fair eyes,along my comely and fmoothcheek$,in as

great plenty as the water runneth from the bucking-tubs,

or red wine out of the Hogs-heads : for rruft me gentle-

men and my very good friends , and fo forth : the little

god , nay the defpeiate god Cuprit , with one of his

vcngible bird-bolts , hath fViot me unto the heel : fo not

only , but alfo , oh fine phrafe , I burn , I burn , and

I burn a , in love , in love , and in love a , ah Strum-
bo , what haft thoufecn , not Di»a with the ACfe Tont ?

Yea with thefe eyes thou haft fcen her, and therefore

pull them out : for they will work thy bail. Ah Strum-

^0, haft thou heaid the voice of the Nightingale , but a

voice fweeter then hers, yea with thefe ears haft thou

heard them , and therefore cut them off , for they have

caus'd thy forrow. Nay Strambo^ kill thy felf , drown

thy felf , hang thy felf, ftarve thy felf. Oh but then

I (hall leave my fweet heart. Oh my heart ! Now pate

for thy Mafter, I will due an aliquant love-piftle to her,

and then fhc hearing the gland verbodty of my fcripture,

will love roe prefently.

Let him write a little , and then read.

My pen is naught , Gentlemen lend me a knife, 1 think

the more hafte the woift fpeed.

Then write again^ and lifter read.

So ft IS, Miftiis Dorothie y and the fole effence of

my foul, that the little fparkles of a(fc(f>ion kindled in

me towards your fweet felf, hath now increafed to a great

flame, and will ere it be long confume my poor heart,

xcept you with the pleafant water of your fecrct foun-

tain.
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tain, quench the furious hcatof che fame. Alafs, 1 ama
Gentleman ofgood fame, and name, ma jefticall, in ap.

parell comely, in gate portly. Let not therefore yoor gen-

tle heart be fo hard, as to dcfpife a proper ull young

man of a handfomc life, and by defpifing him, not only

but alfo to kill him. Thus expeAing time and tide, 1 bid

you farewell. Your Servant, Sigttior Strum/>o.

Oh wit,O pate,O memory, O hand, OInk, O paper.

Well, now I will fend it away. Trompart, Tromftrt^

what a Villain is this ? Why firrha , come when your

Mafter calls you. Trtwf4rt.

Trontfurt entnitg faith

Anon, fir.

StrHtnho, Thou knowe{l,my pretty Boy, what a good

Mafter I have been lo thee ever fince I took thee into my
fervicc.

Trom. I, fir.

Smm. And how 1 have cheriflied thee alwayes, as if

thou hadft been the fiuit ofmy loyncs, flefli of my flefh,

and bone of my bone.

Trom. I, fir.

Strtlm. Then (hew thy fclfhercin a trufty fer vant,and

carry this Letter to Miftrefs Dorath^,and tell her.

Sftaking in his earl.

Exit Trtmfart,

Strum. Nay, Mafters, you fhall fee a Marriage by

and by. But hcic fhe comes. Now muft 1 frame my a-

morous palfions.

Enter T)orBthy and TrQmpart.

Doro. Siguier Strumhy well met, 1 received your

Letters by your man here , who told me a pittifull ftory

of youranguini,and founderftanding your pafTions were

fo great, I came hither fpeedily.

Strum. Oh, my fwect and pigfney, the fecundity

of my ingcnie is not fo great, that may declare unto you

the forrowfuU fobs, and broken fleeps that I fuffered for

your fake ; and therefore I dcfire you to receive mc into

your familiarity.

For your Lwe doth lity

At mar a»d as nigh

:

Ufito mj heart vith'iu,

As ati/te Eye to my Nofe ,

Aiy Leg unto my Hofe
,

And my Fle^ unto my Skjn.

Dor. Truly, M. Strumho,you fpeak too learnedly

forme to underftand the drift of your mind, and there-

fore tctl your tale in plain tcrmes, and leave off your dark

riddles.

Stram. Alafs, Miftreffc Dorothy, this is my luck, that

when I moft would, I cannot be underftood ; fo that my
great learning is an inconvenience unto me. But to

fpeak in plain termes, I love you, Minrelfe Dorothy, if

you like to accept me into your familial ity.

Dor. If this be all I am content.

Turning to the people.

Strum. Say 'ft thou fo, fweet wench, let mc lick thy

Toes. Farewell, MiltrelTc. If any of you be in love,

provide ye a Cap-cafe full of new coyn'd words, and
then fhall you foon have ihefuccado de lalres, and fome-
thmg elfe.

ExtMUt.

Scena Quarta,

Enter Loerine, ^uendoline, Camher^ AlbanAH^ Ctrl,

uetutf Afarachwy Deion, Thrafmachui.

Locr'tHt. Uncle and Princes ofbrave Bruauf,
Since that our noble Father is cntomb'd,

Ai beft befeem'd fo brave a Prince as he «

If fo you pleafe, this day my Love and 1,

Within the Temple oi Concordia,

Will folemnize our royall marriage.

Thra. Right noble Lord, your fubje^s every one ,

Muft needs obey your HighnefTe at command,
Efpccially m fucha caufeasthis,

That much concerns your Highneffe great content.

Locr. Then frolick, Lordings, to fair Concords walk.

Where we will paflc the day in Knightly fpoits.

The night m Dancmg and in figured Miskes,

And offer to God Rifus all our (ports.

ExtMMT.

d^&us Secmdm, ScenaTrima.

Enter Ateyasbefore^after a little Lightninp andThun-
driHg,let there comeforth this jhow : Perfeus and An.
dromeia., hand in hand., and Cepheus alfo with Swords
and Targets. Then let there come out of another door

Phineus, all black.^ in tArmour
.,
with tyfthiopians

after him, driving in Perfeut, and having takjn a-

vay tAndromeda, let them depart. Atey remaining,

Jayiug.

Regit omnia numen.

When Perfttu married fair Andromeda^
Theonely Daughter of King Cr^A**^,

He thought he had efiablirtit well his Crown,
And that his Kingdome (hould for aye endure.
But loe proud PA/'«fi»/ witha band of men,
Contriv'd of (un-burnt Ethiopians.,
By force of Armcs the Bride he took from him

,

And turn'd their joy into a flood of teares.

So fates it with young Locrine and his Love,
He thinks this marriage tendeth to his wcale

,
But this foule day, thisfoule accurfed day.

Is the beginning of his miferies.

Behold where Humber and his Scythians

Approcheth nigh with all his warlike train,

1 need not I,thefequel (hall declare,

What tragick chances fell out in this Warre. Excutc.

Scena Secunda,

Enter ^ Hnmher ^ Hubha, EJirilo ^ Segar , dni
their Souldiirs.

Hum. At length the Snaile doth climbc the highcft

Afccnding up the ftately Caftle Walls, (tops,

A
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At length the water with continual drops,

Doth penetrate thehardeft marble ftone,

At length we arc arrived in jilbioH^

Nor could the barbarous Ddeian foveraign,

Nor yet the ruler of brave Bt/^lA

Stay us from cutting over to this He

;

Whereas I hear a troop of Phrygians

Under the condiift of Pofibttmltu fon.

Have pitch'd up lordly pavitlions.

And hope to profper in this lovely He

:

But I will fruftratc all their foolidi hope,

And teach them that the Scythian Empcrour

Leads fortune tied in a chain of gold,

Conftraining her to yield unto his will,

And grace him with their Regal diadem ••

Which I will have, maugre their treble hofts,

And all the power their pettie Kings can make.

Huhba. If fhe that rules fair Rhamnis golden gate,

Grant us the honour of the viftory ,

As hitherto fhe alwayes favoui'd uJ,

Right noble father, we will rule the land,

Enthroniz'd in feats of Topace ftones,

That L«crine and his brethren all may knovr.

None muft be King but Humher and his fon.

HMm. Courage my fon, fortune fhall favour us.

And yield to us the coronet of bays

,

That decketh none but noble conquerours

:

But what faith Elflrid to thefe regions ?

How liketh fine the temperature thereof?

Arc they not pleafant in her gracious eyes ?

E^r.Theplains,my Lord,garnifiit with Florals wealth,

And overfpread with party-coloured flowers,

Do yield fweetcontentation to my mind,

The aerie hills enclos'd with fhadie groves,

The groves replcnifht with fweet chirping birds.

The birds leCoundmg heavenly melodic.

Are equall to the groves oiThijialy^

Where Phalriu with the learned Ladies nine.

Delight themfelvcs with mufick harmony,

And from the moifture of the mountain tops,

The filcnt fprings dance down with murmuring ftreims,

And v»atcrall theground with chryftal waves.

The gentle blafts of Eurus modeft wind.

Moving the pittering leaves of SihaMt's woods.

Do equall it with Tempers paradicc.

And thus comforted all to one efFed^,

Do make me think thefe are the happy lies,

Moft fortunate , if Humker may them win.

Hubba. Madam, where refolution leads the way,

And courage follows with emboldened pace,

Fortune can never ufe her tyranny ;

For valiantnelTe is like unto a rock

That ftandeth on the waves of Ocean,.

Which though the billows beat one every fide,

And5(7re4»fell with his tempeftuous ftorms,

Bloweth upon it with a hideous clamour.

Yet it rcroaineth ftill unmovcable.

Hum. Kingly refolv'd, thou glory of thy fire :

But worthy Segar, what uncouth novelties

Bring'ft thou unto our royal Majefty .'

Seg. My Lord , the youngeft of all BrutHs fonnes.

Stout AlfmrniEl^v4\t\i iBiUionsof nncn,

Appioacheth nigh, and meaneth e're the mom,
To try your force by dint of fatal fword.

Hum. Tut, let him come with millions of hofts.

He fiiall find entertainment good enough,

Yea fit for thofe that are our enemies J

For we'll receive them at the lances points,

And maflacrc their bodies with our blades :

Yea though they were in number infinite.

More then the mighty Baiylon'mn Queen,
Sem'tmmis the ruler of Weft,

Brought 'gainft the Emperour of the Scythians
,

Yet would we not ftart back one foot from them :

That they might know we are invincible,

Hnlt. Now by great Jove the fupremc King of heaven,
And the immortal gods that live therein

,

When as the morning (hews his chearfull face.

And Lucifer mounted upon his ftccd.

Brings in the chariot of the golden fun,

rie meet young jilhanaSl in the open field

,

And crack my launcc upon his burganct.

To try the valour of his boyifii ftrengch

;

There will I fhew fuch ruthfull fpe£laclcs

And caufe fo great effufion of bloud.

That all his boyes fhall wonder at my ftrength :

As when the warlike Queen oiAmas.on.,

PtHthefilea armed with her launce.

Girt with a corflec of bright fhining fteel,

Coopt up the faint-heart Grecians m the camp.

Hum. Spoke like a warlike Knight, my noble fon,

Nay, like a Princethat feeks his father's joy.

Therefore to morrow ere fair Titan fliine.

And bafiifuU Eos meffenger of light,

Expclls the liquid fleep from out mens eyes,

Thou fhalt conduft the right wing of the hoft.

The left wing fhall be under Segars charge.

The rearward (hall be under mc my felf

;

And lovely £l[lrid fair and gracious.

If fortune favour me in mineattempts.
Thou fhalt be Q^ueen of lovely Alhion.

Fortune (hall favour me in mine attempts.

And make thee Queen of lovely Albion.

Come let us in and mufter up our train,

And fumilh up our Itil^y fouldiers,

That they may be a bulwark to our ftate,

And bring our wifhed joyes to perfect end. Exeunt.

Scena Tenia.

Enter Strumbe^ Dorothyy Trempart , cotliftg/haoes , and

fngtng.

Trtm. We Coblcrs lead a merry life;

All. Dan, dan, dan, dan :

Strum. Void of all envy and offtrifc :

All. Dan diddle dan.

Dor. Our eafe is great, our labour fmall

:

All. Dan,dan,dan>dan.

Strum. And yet our gains be much withall

:

All. Dan diddle dan.

Dor. With this art fo fine and fair :

AH. Dan, dan, dan, dan.

Trom. No occupation may compare :

All. Dan diddle dao.

Strum. For merry paftime and joyfull glee

:

Dan, dan, dan, dan.

Dor. Moft happy men we Coblcrs be

:

Dan diddle dan,

Trew.The
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Trum. The can ftands full of na ppy ale,

Djn : dan : dan : dan :

Strum. In our rtiop ftiU withoutcn fail;

Dan diddle dan.

Dor. This is our meat, this is our food

:

Dan : dan : dan : dan ;

Trum. This brit\gs us to a merry mood :

Dan diddle dan.

Strum. This makes us work for company :

Dan, dan, dan, dan :

Dar. To pull the Tankards cheerfully

:

Dan diddle dan.

Trum. Drink to thy husband Dorothlty

Dan, dan, dan, dan:
Dor. Why then my Strumho there's to thee :

Dan diddle dan

:

Srum. Drink thou the reft Trumfart amain ;

Dan, dan, dan, dan.

Dor. When that is gone, we'll fiJl'c again

:

Dan diddle dan.

Cap. The pooreft ftate is fartheft from annoy,

How merrily he fitteth on his ftool :

But when, he fees that needs he muft be preft,

He'll turn his note and fmg another tune.

Ho, by your leave Maftcr Cobler.

Strum. You arc welcome gentleman, what will you

any old fhooes or buskins , or will yon have your (hooes

clouted , I will do them as well as any Cobler in Cathnts

whatfocvct ?

Captain fhtwlng him pref-mtnej.

O Mafter Cobler
,
you arc far deceived inmc, for

don you fee this ? I come not to buy any Hhooes , but to

buy your felf ; come fir ,
you muft be a fouldier in the

King's caufe.

Strum. Why, but hear you fir, has your King any

CommiflTion to take any man againft his will. 1 pro-

mife you , I can fcant believe it , or did he give you

CommifTion ?

^ap. O fir
,
ye need not care for that , I need no

CommifTion : hold here, I command you in the name of

our King AlbanaU , to appear to morrow in the town-

houfe of Cathnes,

Strum. King Naclahll., I cry Cod mercy, what have

we to do with him , or he with us ? but you fir mafter

capontail, draw your pafteboard , or elfe I promife you
,

rie give you a canvafado with a baftinado over your

ftiouldcrs , and teach you to come hither with your im-

plements.

Cap. I pray thee good fellow be content, I do the Kings

command.
Strum. Put me out of your book then.

Cap. I may not.

Srumke Snatching up a fiaff".

No will, come fiv, will your ftomacktervc you, by gogs

blew hood and halidom, 1 wiHhave about with you.

Fight b»th.

Enter Thrafmachm.

Thra. How now,what noifc,w)iat fuddcn clamor's this ?

How now, my Captain and the Cobler fo hard at it ?

Sirs what is your quarrel ?

Cap. Nothing,rir,but that he will not take prefs-mony.

Thra. Here good fellow, take it at my command,

Unlfffe you mfan to be ftrctch'd.

Strum. Truly, Mafler gentleman,! lack no mony, if

you pltalc 1 will icfigne it to one of thefe poor fellows.

Thraji. No fuch matter,

Look you be at the common houfe to morrow.
Exit Thrafmachtuandth Captmn,

Strum. O wife I have fpun a fair thred , if I bad
been quiet, I had not been preft, and therefore well
hiay I wayment ; But come firra jftiuc up, for wc muft to
the warrs. Ixemnt.

Scena Quarta*

Enter jHhanaH, Dehn. ThrafimachtUf
Mud the L*rds.

jity. Brave Cavaliers, Princes of Albanj.^

Whofc trenchant blades with our deceafed fire,

Pafline the frontiers of brave Crecia,

Were bathed in our enemies lukewarme bloud,

Now is the time tomanifeft your wills.

Your haughty minds and refolutions,

Now opportunity is offred

To try your courage and your earneft leal,

Which you alwaycsprotcftto AlbanaSy

For at this time, yea t*: this prefent time,

Stout fugitives come from the Sclthiant bounds

Have peftred every place with mutinies

:

But truftme,Lordingt, I will never ceafe

To perfecute the rafcal runnagates.

Till all the rivers ftained with their bloud,

Shall fully ftiew their faul overthrow.

Deh. So fhall your HighnefTe merit great renown,

And imitate your aged father's fteps.

AlbSat tell me coufin,cam'ft thou through the plains?

And faw'ft thou there the faint-heart fugitives

Muftring their weather-beaten fouldiers.

What order keep they in their marftialling f

Thra. After we paft the groves of Caledone^

We did behold cheftragling 5firAi4*jCamp,

Repleat with men, ftor'd with munition

;

There might we fee the valiant minded Knights

Fetching carriers along thefpcious plains,

Humher and Huhka arm'd in azure blew,

Mounted upon theircourfers white as fnow.

Went to behold the pleafant flowring fields

;

HeHor and Trtiltu, Priamtu lovely fons.

Chafing the Grecians over Simoeu^

Were not to be compared to thefe two Knights.

%Alb*. Well haft thou painted out in eloquence

The portraiture oiftumhennd his fon ;

As fortunate as was Tolicrates.,

Yet fhould they not cfcape our conquering fwords.

Or boa ft of ought but of our clemencie.

Enter Strumh andTrempart crpng often ;

Wild fire and pitch, wild fire and pitch, fitc.

Thra. What firs,what mean you by thefe clamors made,

Thofe outcries raifcd in our ftatcly Court >

Strnm. Wild-fire and pitch, wiW-fire and pitch.

Thra. Villains T fay, tell us the caufe hereof f

Strum. Wid-fiie and pitch, wild-fire and pitch.

Thra. Tell me you villains, why you make thisnoifc,

Or with my Lance, I will prick your bowels out.

-^/.Where are your houfes,where's your dwelling place

^'rr««i
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Strum. Place , Ha, ha, ha , laugh a month and a day

at him ;
place ! I cry God mercy, why doe you think that

fuch poor honeft men as we be, hold our habitadesin

Kin«>s Palaces: Ha, ha, ha. But becaufe you feem tobe

an abominable Chiefuin, I will tell you your flaie.

From the tep to the toe^

from the head to the (h»e ;

From the hgioKnig to the ending.

From the bmldiug to the burmng.

Tliishonefl fellow and I had out manfion Cottage in

the fuburbs of this City, hard by the Temple of Mercury.

And by the common Souldiers of the Shittens.the Scythi-

<*»jwhat doe youcall them?vgith all the fuburbs were burnt

to the ground, and theadies are left there for th« Coun»

trey Wives to walh bucks withal!. And that which

grieves me moll, my loving Wife, O cruell ttrjfe; the

wicked flames did roatt.

And therefore Captain Cr«/?,

IVe wilt contlnHntly cry.,

Except yoitjeek. « remedy.

Our Houfei to reedifie,

which now are burnt to duFi.

Both cry. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch.

jilha. Well, we muft remedy thefe outrages,

And throw revenge upon their hatefull heads,

And you good fellows for your houi'es burnt,

Wc will remunerate your ftore of Gold,

And build your houfts by our Pailace gate.

Strumbo, Gate lO petty treafon to my pcrfon, no
where elfe but by your backfide; Gate • oh how I am
vexed in my Coller : Gate / 1 cry God mercy, do you

hear. Matter X'i»^? If you mean to gratifie fuch poor

men as we be, you muft build our houfes by the Ta-

vern,

jilba. It fiiall be done, fir.

Strum. Near the Tavern, I, by Lady, fir, it was fpo-

ken like a good fellow. Do you hear, fir ? when our houfc

is builded, if you do chance to paffe or re-paffe that way,

we will beftow a quart of the beft Wine upon you? Exit.

Alb. It grieves nie,Lordings, that my Subjeftsgoods

Should thus be fpoyled by the ScythlanSy

Who as you fee with lightfoot forragcrs.

Depopulate the places where ihey come,

But curfed Humber thou fiialt lue the day

That ere thou cam'ft unto Cathnefta. Exeunt.

Scena Qu'inta.

Enter Humber, Huiba, Segar^ Truffier^ and
their Soldiers,

Hum. Hubba, go take a Coronet of our Horfe,

Asmany Launciers, and light-arnied Knights,

As may fufficefor fuch an encerprifr,

And place them in the Grove oiCalcedon^

With thefr, when as the skirmifli doth encreafe.

Retire thou from the (Vieliers of the wood.
And fet upon the weakned Trojans backs,

\For policy joyned with Chivaliy,

i . -».

Can never be put back from viftory. Exeunt.

Enter jtlhanaEl., Clownes with him,

Alb.Thon bafe born Hunne^how durft thou be fo bold,

As once to menace warlike Albana[i >

The great Commander of thefe Regions,

But thou (Tlalt buy thy rafhnefle with thy death,

And rue too late thy over-bold attempts,

For with this Sword, this Inftrument of death.

That hath been drenched in my Foe-mens blood,

rie feparatcthy body from thy head,

And fet that Coward blood of thine abioach

Strum. Nay with this ftafte great Strumbo's Inftru-

I'le crack thv Cockscombe, paltry Scythian. (ment.
Hum. Nor wreak I of thy threats, thou princox boy,

Nor doe I fear thy foolifli infolency,

And but thou better ufe thy bragging blade.

Then thou doft rule thy overflowing tongue

,

Superbious Britain, thou (halt know too foon

The ioicco£ Httmber 2ind his Scythians.

Let themfight.

Humber and his Soldiers run in,

Strtiftf. O horiible, terrible.

Scena Sexta,

SotcTtdtbt Alarm, Enter Humber and his Soldiers.

Hum. How bravely this young BritMn, Aliana3^

Darteth abroad the thunderbolts of warrc

,

Beating down millions with his furious mood :

And in his glory triumphs over all.

Moving the maflfie fquadrants of the ground 5

Heap hills on hills, to fcale the ftarry skie

:

As when Brlareus armed with an hundred hands,

Flung forth an hundred mountains at great Jove^

And when themonftrous gyant Momchus
Hurl'd mount Ollmpus zipt^iMars his targe.

And fhot huge Cedars at LMlnerva^i fhield.

How doth he overlook with haughty front

My fleeting hoafts, and lifts his lofty face

Againft us all that now do fear his force,

Lilce as we fee the wrathfull Sea from farre,

In a gtcat mountain hcapt with hideous noyfe,

With thoufand bilbwes beat agamft the Ships,

And toffe them in the Waves like Tennis Balls.

Sound the Alarm^

Humb, Ay me, I fear my Hubba is furpris'd.

Sound again. Enter AlbanaSt.

Alba. Follow me, Souldiers, follow AlbtlnaEl ;

Purfue the Scythians flytng through the field :

Let none of them efcape with vi<Jlory

;

That they may know the Brltalns force is more

Than all the power of the trembling Hunnes.

Thra„ Fotward,bravefoldiers,forward,kecp the chafe.

He that takes captive Humber or his Son,

Shall be icwardcd with a Crown ofgold.

Sound alarm, then let themfight., Humbergive backj,

Hubba enters at their backj,a':d kjUs Debonjet Strumbo

fall down-, AlbanaR run Inland afterwards enter wounded.

Alba. Injurious fortune, haft thou croft me thus *

Thus in the morning of my vjftoues,

Thus
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Thus in the piimcjofmy felicity

To cut mc off by Inch hard overthrow.

Uadft [hou no time thy rancour to declare,

B:it in chc fpring of all my dignities ?

Hadii thou no place to fpit thy vcnomcout

But on the perfon of young Albanaii ?

I that ere while did fcarc mine enemies.

And drove them almoft to a fliamcfull flight:

i that ere while full Lyon-likc did fare

Amongrt tlie dangers of the thick throng'd pikes,

Miift now depart moft lamentably flam

By Humher'i treacheries and fortunes fpighrs :

Curft be their charracs, damn'd be her curfcd charmcs

That doth delude the wayward hearts of men.

Of men that trufl: unto her fickle whecic,

Which never leaveth turning upfide down.

Ogods, O heavens, allot mc but the place

Where I may finde her hatcfull manfion

,

ric paflc die Alpes to wacry Mcroe,

Where fiery Tkocbm in his chariiot.

The wheeles -whereof aie dei^ with Emeralds,

Cad fuch a heat, yea fiich a fcorching hcac.

And fpoileth f/or/i of her chequered grafle,

ric overturn the mountain Ctuaifus,

Where fell (^himitra in her triple fliape,

Rolleth hot flames from out her inonftroiis panch,

Scaring the beafts with ilTuc of her gorge,

ric palle the frozen Zone where Icy flakes

Stopping the paflage of the fleeting fhips

Do lie, like mountains in the congeal'd Sea,

Where if I find that hfttcfull houfe of Hers,

ric pull the fickle wheeic from out her hands.

And tie hei: feif in everlafling bands:

But all in vain I breathe thefe thrcatnings,

The day is loft, the Hnnnes are conquerors,

Debon is flain, my men are done to death,

The currents fwift fwimme violently vvith blood.

And laft, O that this laft night fo long laft,

My felfwithwounds pall all recovery,

Muit leave my Crown for Humber to poifefl"?.

Strum. Lord have mercy upon us, Maftcis, I think

this is a holy day, every man lies fleeping in the fields,

but God knowcs full fore againft their wills.

Thra. Fly, noble Alhanacl^ and fave thy fclf.

The Sc)thlans ioWo'N with great celerity ,

And there's no way but fight, or fpeedy death,

Flic, noble AlbanaEiy and fave thy felf.

Sourid the Alarm.

Alba. Nay let them flie that fear to die the death,

That tremble at the name of fatall Mors ,

Ne're fliall proud Humber boaft or brag himfelf,

Tliat he hath put young AlbanaEl to flight

:

And leaft he fhould triumph at my decay.

This fword fliall reave his Mafler of his life.

That oft hath fav'd his Mafters doubtful! life :

But oh my brethren if you care for me

,

Revenue my death upon his traiterous head.

Et vos ejueif domtis fft mgrantls regm i\tU^

QHiregitis rigtdufl'igios moderamine Ittcos :

Nox ctc'i reglna poll furiaHs Erinnls^

Dliejfte dedffue omnes Albanum tollltt regtm^

To/t'icefiumi»ei$ Hr.disrig'tdAijue falitde

Nunc me fata vocant, hoc condam peiltre ferrum.

I Thruft liinifcif through

Enter Trumtart.
O what hath he done? his Nofc bleeds : but Ifmclla Fox,

j

Look where my Mafter lies, Maftcr,Mafter.
Strum. Let me alone, I cell thee, for I am dead.
Trum. Yet one, good, good, Maftcr.
Strum. I will not fpeak, for I am dead I tell thee.
Trum. And is my Matter dead ?

O flicks and ftones, brickbats and bones,

and is my Mafler dead ?

O you cockatrices, and you bablacriccs,

that in the woods dwell :

You briers and brambles, you Cook (hops and (hamblcs,
come howie and yell.

With howling and Icreeking.wiih wailing and weepinf

,

come you to lament.

O Colliers of Crojden, and Rufticks of Rojien^
and Filliersof iCr»/.

?ox Sirumbo the Coblcr,the fine merry Cobler
of Cathues town

:

At this fame ftourc, at this very hour

lies dead on the ground.

O Mafler, thieves, thieves, thieves.

Strum. Where be they ? cox me tunny , bobekin,
let mc be rifing, be gone, we (hall be robb'dby and by.

Scena O&ava,

Enter Humber^ Kuhba, Segar, Thrajjier^ Efirili^

and the Souldiers.

tium. Thus from the dreadful fliocks of furiouS/l/^r/'s

Thundring alarmes, and RhamnuftiC% Drum
Wc are retired with joyfull viftory,

The flaughter'd Trojans fqueltring in their blood,
Infeft the aire with their carcaflci,

And are a prey for every ravenous bird.

EFlrtld. So pcrifli they that arc our enemies.

So perilTi they that lovcnot Humber's wcale.

And mighty Jave, Commander of the world,

Proteifl my love from all falfe treacheries.

Hum. Thanks lovely £i?r/7</, lolacc to my fouk.
But, valiant Hubba^ for thy Chivalry
Declar'd againft the men of Albany,

Loe here a flowring garland wrcath'd of bay,

Asa reward for this thy forward minde.

Set it on hit bead.

Hub. This unexpeftcd honour, noble Sire,

Will prick my courage unto braver deeds,

And caufc mc to attempt fuch hard exploits,

Tliat all the world ihall found of fiubba's name.
Hum. And now, brave Soldiers, for this good fuc«f$,

Caroufe whole cups of Amaz-onixn Wine,
Sweeter then NeSar or Ambrojia^

And cail away the Clods of curfed care.

With goblets crown'd with Semtleim gifts.

Now let us march to Abis fllver ftrcames,

That clearly glide along the Champane fields,

And moift thcgrart"y meads with humid drops.

Sound Drums and Tnimpcts, found up cheerfully,

Sith wc return with joy and vitS^ory.

1G t/ffim



90 The Tragedy of Locrine.

aJUusrertius, Scena prima.

Enter Ate as before. The dumb fhow. A Crocadi/e ft-

ting en a rivers bar,k> ^"^ ** /'""^^ Snakeflmgmg it.

Then let both ofthemfall into the water.

Ate. Scelera in anthorem tadntit.

Hioh on a bank by Nilw boyttrousdieams,

Fearfully fat iWEgfptian docoiiile.

Dreadfully gvindiug in her (harp long teeth,

The broken bowels of a filly fiOi,

His back was arm'dagainft the dint of fpear,

With (liields of brafle that ihin'd Ifke burnilTit gold,

And as he (fetched forth his cruel paws,

A fubtil Adder creeping dofely near,

Tiirulling his forked iVii^g into his claws,

Privily fhead his poifon through his bones,

Which made him Iwclhhat there his bowels biitft,

That did Co niuch in his own greatnefle truft.

So f/«w^rr having conquered AlbanaSl,

Doth yield his glory unto Locn»<r's fword.

Mark wiiat enfues , and you may calily fee,

That all our life is but a Tragedy. Exit.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Locrlte , (jnendoHne , Cerinetu , AJfaraCHS^

ThrafimachuSy Camber.

Locrine, And is this true, is Albanaffusdim ?

Hath curfed Humber wich his Itragling holt,

With that his aimy made ofmungrel currs.

Brought our redoubted brother to his end ?

O that I had the Thracian Orpheus harp,

For to awake out of die infernal fhade

Thofeugly Devils of black Erebus,

That might torment the damned traitor's foul

:

that I liad Amphion's inlhument.

To quicken wich his vital notes and tunes

The flintiejoynts of every ftonie rockj

By whidi the Scythians might be punifhed ;

For, by the lightning of almighty Jove ,

The //«»»(? fnall die had he ten thoufand lives :

And would to God he had ten thoufand lives,

Thit I migiit with the arm-ftronjz Hercules

Crop off fo vile an Hjdra's hirfing heads.

But fay mc,Cou(in,for 1 long to hear

How AlhanaEl came by untimely death ?

Thraji. After the traiteioushofl of Scythians

Eiured the field wich martial equipage,

Young Albaunn impatient of delay,

1
Led forth his army 'gainit the ftragling mater,

Whofe multitude did dauiu our fouldieis minds,

Yet noihing could difmay the forward Pnnce ;

But with a courage moll heroical,

Like to a lion 'mongft a flock of lambs,

Made havock of the faint-heart fugitives,

Hewing a pafl'age through them with his fword ;

Yea we had almoll given them the lepulfe,

When fuddcnly from out the filent wood

Hubba with twenty thoufand fouldicrs,

Cowardly came upon our weakned backs.

And murthered all with fatal maflacrc ;

Amongft the which old D«^o», martial KiVight,

I

With many wounds was brought unto the death ;

I
And Albanatl oppreft with multitude

,

Whilfl valiantly he feld his enemies.

Yielded his life and honour to the duft.

He being dead, the fouldiets fled amain.

And I alone efcaped them by flight.

To bring you tidings of thefe accidents.

Locr. Not aged Priam King of ftatcly 7V(y,

Grand Emperour of barbarous AJla,

When he beheld his noble minded fonncs

Slain troiteroufly by all the MnmidonSy

Lamented more then I for AlbanaEl.

^uen. Not Hecuba the Q;ieen of ///«»«,

When fhe beheld the town of Pergamus,

Her pallace burnt , with all-devouring flames,

Her fifty fonnesand daughters frcfli of hue,

Murthred by the wicked Pjrrhus bloudy fword.

Shed fuch fad tears as 1 for Albana^.

Cam. The grief of Nlobe fair Athens Queen,

For her feven fonnes magnanimous in field.

For her feven daughters fairer then ihe faireft,

Is not to be compar'd with my laments.

Cor. In vain you forrow forthcflaughtred Prince,

In vain you forrow for his overthrow

;

He loves not molt that doth lament the moft,

But he that feeks to venge the injury.

Think you to quell tire enemies warlike train.

With childifh fobs and womanlfti laments ?

Unflieath yourfwords, unfheath your conquering fword.?

And feck revenge, the comfort for this fore :

In CornToatl vihsiil hold my regiment.

Even jufl ten tlioufand valiant men at armes

Hath Corincius ready at command :

All thefe and more, if need (hall more require,

Hath Corioeins ready at command.

Cam. And in the fields of martial Cambria^

Clofe by the boyftrous//Ir<t»'s filvcrflreams.

Where lightfoot Fairies skip from bank to bank,

Full twenry thoufand brave couragious Knights

Well cxercis'd in feats of Chi valrie.

In manly manner moft invincible.

Young C<«w^fr hath with gold and viflual

;

All thefe and more, if need lliall more require,

I offer up to venge my brothers death.

hoc. Thanks'loving Uncle, and good Brother too.

For this revenge ; for this fweet word Revenge

MuH eafe and ceafe my wrongfull injuries

;

And by the fword of bloudic Mars I fweai.

Ne'er fliall fwcct quiet enter this my front

,

'Till 1 be venged on histraiterous head

That flew my noble brother AlbaaaSi.

1

Sound drums and trumpets, mufkr up the camp,

For we will ftiaiglu match to Albania. Exeunt.

Scena Tertia.

Enter number, Efirild,HubbaJ'rnffler.,& thefauldiers.

Hum. Thus arc we come vi(5torious Conqucrotr

Unto
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Unto the flowing currents filver ftreams,

Which, in memorial of our viftory.

Shall be agnominated by our name.

And talked of by our pofterity :

For fare I hope before the golden Sun

Pofteth his horfes to fair Thetu plains,

To fee the waters turned into bloud.

And change his blcwifli hue to rueful! tzdy

By rcafon of the fatal maffacre.

Which (haU be made upon the vircnt plaini.

Enter the Ghoji of Alhntt^.

See how the Traitor doth ptcfape hi» harm.

Sec how he glories at his own decay,

Sec how he triumph* at his proper lofs.

O fortune vild, imftable, fickle, frail

!

Hum. Mc thinks I fee both aimies in the field.

The broken lances climb thccryltal skies.

Some headlefs lie, fomc brcathlefs on the ground,

And every place is ftrew'd with carcaffcs,

Behold the grafs hath loft hisplcafant green,

The fwcetcft fight tliat ever might be fccn.

Ghofi. I, traiterous Hnmber, thou Oialt find it fo.

Yea to thy coft thou flialtthe fame behold.

With anguifh, forrow, and with fad laments

;

The grame plains,that now do plcafe thine eyts^

Shall c'te the night be coloured all with bloud ;

The fhadie groves that now inclofe thy camp.

And yield fweet favour to thy damned corps.

Shall ere the night be figured all with bloud

;

The profound ftrcam that paflcth by thy tents.

And with his moiftuie feivcth all thy camp.

Shall ere the night converted be to bloud,

Yea with the bloud of thofe thy ftragling boyet

For now revenge iTiall eafe my lingring grief.

And now revenge fhallglut my longing foul.

Hith. Let come what will, I mean to bear it out.

And cither live W\i\\ glorious viflorie

,

Or die with fame i cnown'd for chivalrie :

He is not worthy of the honey-comb.

That (liuns the hives bccaufc the bees have fimgs

;

That likes mc bcft that is not got with eafe,

Whiclj thoiii'and dangfis do accompany ;

Fornotliirg can diliiuy our Regal mind
;

Which aims at nothing but a golden Crown,
The only iipfliot of mine cnrerprifes.

Were they inclianted in grim Pluto's Court,

And kept fortrcafure 'monglt his hellifli cicw,

1 would either quell the triple Cerherm

And all the armic of his hatefull hags,

Or roll the ftone with wretched Syjifhus.

W«iw.Right martial be thy thoughts , my noble fon,

And allthy words favour of Chivalrie,

But, warlike Segar^ what ftrangc accidents

Makes you to leave the warding of the Camp \

Stgar. Toarmcs, my Lord, to honourable a imes ;

Take helm and targe in hand, the BritAins come

With greater multitude then erft the Greeks

Brouoht to the ports of Phrygian Tenedos.

I

Hnm. But what faich Segar to thefe accidents <•

Iwhat counfcl gives he in extremities ?

Seg. why this, my Lord, experience teacheth UJ,

That Refolucion is a (ole help at need.

And this, my Lord, our honour teacheth us,

That we be bold in every enterprife

;

i

Then fince there is no way but fight or die^

I

Berefolute, my Lord, for viftory.

I Hum. And rcfolute, SegMr^ 1 mean to be.
Perhaps fome blisfull ftar will favour us.

And comfort bring to our perplexed ftatc :

Come Ictus in and fortifieour camp.
So to withftand their ftrong invafion. Exeunt.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Strumto, Trnmf*rt^ Oliver^ ani hie fon tfil.

lUmfoilowing them.

Strum. Nay neighbour Oliver , if you be fo whot,

come prepare your felf, you ftull find two as ftout fcUovu

of us, as any in all the North.
Oliv, No by my dorth neighbour Strnmbo , Ich x«

dat you are a man of fmall zideration , dat will zeck to

injure your old vreends , one of your vamiliar guefts, and
derefore zeeing your pinion Is to deal withoutcn reazon,

Ich and my zonne py'tUiam^xW take dat courfr,dat fliall

be fardeft vrom reafon ; how zay you , will you have my
Daughter or no.'

Strum. A very hard qucf^ion neighbour, but I will

folve it as I may : what rcaCon have you to demand it

of me?
fvlll. Marry fir, what reafon had you when my fifter

was in the barn to tumble herupon the hay, andtofiDi

her Belly.

Strum. Mafs thou fay'ft true ; well , but would you

have me marry her therefore ? No, I fcom her , and you,

and you. I, I fcom you all.

Ollv. You will not have her then >

Strum. No, as I am a true Gentleman.
tyiU. Then will we fchool you , ere you and wc part

hence.

Enter Marger'ie ^ andfnatch thejlafant of her krt-

thers h.i»d iu he it fighting.

Strum. I, you come in pudding time, oi elfe I lad
drcft them.

LMar. You mafter fawcc-box , lobcock , cocks-cotnb.

you flopfawce, lickfingers, will you not hear f

Strum. Who fpeak you to, me .'

Mar. Ifir,toyou,JflAii!ackhoncftie,littlewu, is it

you that will have none of me .'

Strum. No by my troth, iniftrefs niccbicc , how fine

you can nick-name me ; I think you were brought up m
the Univerfity of BrtJeweS^ you have your Rhetorick fo

ready at your tongues end , as if you were never well

warned when you were young.

Mar. Why then goodman cods-head, if you will have

none of mc, farewell.

Strum. If you be fo plain , miftrcfsdriggle-draggic,

fare you well.

Mar. Nay,mafter Strunjbo, ere you go from hence wc
muft have more words, you will ha ve none of me ?

Thej bothfight.

Strum. Oh my head, my head , leave , icave , leave,

I will, I will, I will.

Mar. Upon that condition I let tl>ee alone.

Oliv. How now mifter Strumbe , huh nay daughder

taught you a new IcAiao f

f G a Strum. I,
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Strnm. I but hear you, goodman OUvtr ? i: will not

be for my eafeto have my head broken every day, there-

fore remedy this, and we fliall agree.

OH. Well, Zon,welI, for you are my Zon now, all

(hall be remedied, Daughter be friends with him.

Shake hands.

Strum. You are a fweet Nut, the Devil crack you.

Maftcrs, I think it be my luck, my firft wife was a loving

quiet wench, but this I think would weary the Devil. I

would flie might be burnt as my other Wife was 5 if not,

I murt run to the Halter for help. O Codpiece, thou haft

undone thy Mafter, this it is W bcmediing with v\'arm

plackets.

ExeHKt.

Scena Quinta,

Enter Locrine^ Camhr, Corlneltts^ Thr^Jlmachutf

z/^Jiarashw,

Lfc. Now am I guarded withanhoaftof men

,

Wbofe haughty courage is invincible ;

Now am I bcmm'd with troiips of Souldiers,

Such as might force Bellona to retire,

And make her tremble at their puiffance;

Now fit I like the mighty god of warre.

When armed with his Coat of Adamant,

Mounted his Chariot drawn with mighty Bulls,

He drove the Arglvts over Xanthus ftrcames.

Now, curfed Humhr, doth thy end draw nigh,

Down goes the glory of his viftories,

And all his fame, and all his high renown,

Shall in a moment yield to Locrine'siviord :

Thy bragging banners croft with argent ftreamcs,

Theornamentsof thy pavillions.

Shall all be captivated with this hand.

And thou thy felf at AlbAnaEiiu Tombe
Shalt offered be, in fatJ5fa(5tion

Of ail the wrongs thou didft him when he liv'd.

But canft thou tell me, brave Thrafmachm^
How far we are diftant from Httmhrs camp f

Thra, My Lord, within your foulc accuifed Grove
Thatbeares the tokens of our overthrow,

IVviHumhtr hath inttenchi iiis damned camp.
March on,my Lord,becaufc I long to fee

The treacherous Scythians fquekring in their gore.

Locri. Sweet fortune, favour I.»fn»e withafmile,
That I may venge my noble Brothers death.

And in the midft of ftatdy Trtimovant
,

rie build a Temple to thy deitie

Of perfect matblCj and oi Jacinth ftones,

That it ftiall palfethc higli Pjramides^

Which with their top furmount the firmament.

Cam, The arm-ftrong ofF-fpring of the doubted

Stout Hercnlis Alcmenas^ mighty Son, (Knight,

That tam'd the monftcrs of the three-fold world,

And lid the oppreffcd from the tyrants yokes,

Did never fhcw luch viliantnrft'e in fight,

As 1 will now for noble Albanal}.

Qori. Full foutfcoic ycares hath Csrineii4s Uv'dj

Sometime in warrr, fomcume in quiet peace,

And yet 1 feel my felf to be as ftrong

As crft 1 was in fucnmer of mine ase.

Able to toffe this great unweildy Club,
Which hath been painted with my foe-men$ brains.-

And with this Club Tie break the ftrong array

Of Humber and his ftragling Souldiers,

Or loofe my life amongft the ihickeft preffe.

And die with honour in my lateft dayes

:

Yet ere I die they all fhall underfland,

What force lies in ftout Corineiiu band.
Thra, And i( Tbra/imachns detraft the fight.

Either for wcakneflc or for cowardife.

Let him notboaft that Brtttus washisEame,
Or that brave Cerineius was his Sire.

Loc. Then courage, Souldiers, firlV for your fafety.

Next for your peace, laft for your victory. Exeunt

.

Sound the Alarm. Enter Hubba and Segar at tnt dftr^

aniCorine'iM at the other.

Cerl. Art thou that Humber^ Prince of Fugitives,

That by thy trcafon flew'ft young Albanall ?

Hub. I am his Son that flew young A/banail^
And ifthou take not heed proud Phngian^
riefend thy foule unto the Stigian lake,

There to complain ofWaw^rr's injuries.

Cert, You triumph, fir, before the viflory,

For Corineiw is not fo foon flain.

But, curfed Scythians^ you fhall rue the day.

That c're you came into Albania,

So perifh they that envy Brltains wealth,

So let them die with endleffc infamy.

And he that feeks his Sovcraigns overthrow.

Would this my Club might aggravate his woe.

Strikes them both down with his Club.

Enter ffumber.

Hum. Where may 1 find fome defart wilderneffe,

Where I may breathe out curfes as I would.

And fcare the earth with my condemning voyce.

Where every ecchoes reperculTion

May help me to bcwaile mine overthrow,

And aid me in my forrowfuU laments ?

Where may I find fomc hollow uncothrock.

Where I may damn, condemn, and ban my fill .'

The heavens, the bell, the earth, the aire, the fire,

And utter curfes to the concave skie.

Which may infedl the aiery regions.

And light upon the Britain Lecrine's head.

You ugly fpritcs that in Ctcitus mourn,

Andgnalh your teeth with dolorous laments.

You fearfull dogs that in black Lathe howle.

And fcare the Ghofts with your wide open throats.

You ugly Ghofts that flying from thefedogs.

Do plunge your felves in Puryflegiton,

Come all of you, and with your ihrieking notes

Accompany the Britain! conquering hoaft.

Come fierce Erinnis^ horrible with Snakes,

Come ugly Furies, armed with your whips,

You tluecfold judges of black Tartarus^

And all the army of you hcllilh fiends,

With new fonnd torments rack proud Locrine'% bones.

O gods and ftarres, damn'd be the gods and ftarrcs,

That did not drown me in fair Thetis plains.

Curft lie the fca that with omra^ioui wave?,

With furging billowesdidnot nve my (h.ps

Againft the rocks of \\\^Ceranyiia,

Or Iwallowcd me into her watry gulf-

Would
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Would God he had arriv'd upon thcfhore

Where PdlfbemuanA tfic Cyclops dwell,

Or where the Woody Anthrofomphagi*

With greedy jawes dcvourcs the wandring wights,

EHSer the Ghefl of Athanafl.

But why comes AlhanaWi bloody Ghoft,

To bring a corfive to our miferics /

Is'cnoc enough to fuffer rhamcfull flight,

But we mult be tormented now with Ghofts ?

With apparitions fearful! to behold ?

Ghofl. Revenge, rcvengp for blood.

Hum. So nought will latisfieyourwandiingGhoft,

But dire revenge, nothing but Humber'shW^

Becaufe he conquered you m Albany.

Now by my huk^Hunthr would be condcmn'd

To Tatitais hunger, or Ix'ior.s Wheele,

Or to the vulture of PromothemSy

Rather then that this murther were undone.

When as I I diel'lc drag thy curfed Ghoft

Through all the Rivers of foulc Erebus^

Through burning fulphur of the Limbo-Iakc,

To allay the burning fury of that heat,

That rageth in mine everlafting foulc.

Exeunt^

Alba.Ghofi. VtHitEia^vlndlSla.

qJBus Quartus. ScenaTrima.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Atej as before. Then Omphale Daughter

to the King ?/" Lydla^ havinga Club in her hand ,

and a hyous it^n on her buck,, hfetcules follevftfig

vDith a din-aff'e. Then let Omphale turn abotu, and

tailing ofher Pantofle^ Strike Hercules en the hcai^

then let them depart^ Atey remaining^faying
;

Quern non Argolin maniatafeveraTyratini^
Non potuit Juno vmcere^ vieit amor.

Stout Htrculet the mirrour of the wotid,

Son to Alcmena and great Jupiter^

After fo many conqucfts won in field,

After fo many Monfters quell'd by force,

Yielded his valiant heart to Omph/tle,

A fearfull woman void of manly rtrength
,

She took the Club, and wore the Lyons skin.

He took the Whteir, and maidenly gan fpin

So martiail Locrine cheer'd with viftory,

Falkthin love with //xw^er's Concubine,
And fo forgetteth pccrleiTc Gutudoline.

His llnckle Corlneim .ftormes at this,

And fo'.xeth Locrine hx his grace to ftic,

Loe here the fumme, the prcceffe doth enfue.

Exit,

Enter Locrine, Camber., Corineius, ARarachus, Thra-

fimachus, and the SouUiers.

Ltc. Thus from the fury of 5^//(»«rf'sbroiIcs,

With found of Druiiimcand Trumpets melody ,

The BrltaiuKmo returns triumphantly,

The Scythians (Izin with great occifion.

Doc tquallize the graffein multitude.

And with their blood have (iain'd theflreaming brooks.

Offering their bodies and their dearcft blood

As facrifice to Albanailus Ghoft,

Now curfed ffamber haft thou paid thy due,

For thy deceits and crafty treacheries.

For all thy guiles, and damned ftratagems.

With lode of life, and everduringfhame.

Where are thy Horfes traptwith burnifhtgold.

Thy trampling Courfers rul'd with foaming bits'

Where are thy foldicrs ftrong and numberlcflc, ?

j
Thy valiant Capuins, and thy noble Perrs f

I
Even as the Country Clownes with fliarpeft Scythes,

Doe mow the withered graffe from off the earth,

Or as the Ploughman with his piercing ftiarc

Renteth the bowels of the fertile fields.

And rippeth up the roots with Razors keen.

So Locrine with his mighty curtle-axe

,

Hath cropped off the heads of all thy ffannes.

So Locrine's Peers have daunted all thy Pcercs,

And drove thine hoaft unto confufion.

That thou maift fufFcr penance for thy fault,

And die for murdring val/ant AlioMail,

On. And thus, yea thus, ftiall all the reft be ferv'd

,

That feek to enter iilbion 'gainll our wills.

If the brave Nation of the Trogloditesj

1 If all the Cok-hhcV. cA thiypians,

if all the forces of the t^maA.ons,

If all the hoaftsof the Barbarian lands.

Should dare to enter this our little world.

Soon ftiould they rue their overbold attempts.

That after us our progeny may fay.

There lie the bealh rhat fought to ufurp our Land.

Loi. I, they are bealis that feek to ufurp our Land,

And like to bruitilh beafts they ftiall be ferv'd.

For mighty Jove, the fupream Kmg of heaven.

That guides the concourfe of the tjiietetrs^

And rules the motion of the azure skie.

Fights a Iwayes for the Britains fafety.

But ftay, me thinks I hear fome (Ktieking noyfe,

That drawcth near to our pavillion.

Enter the Seuldiers leading im Efiritd.

Efirild. What Prince foc'ic adorn 'd with golden

Doth fway the Regall Scepter in his hand : (Crown,
And thinks no chance can ever throw him down.
Or that hisftjtefliall everlafting ftand.

Let him behold poor Efirild in this pfight,
j

Thepeife(ft platfonnofa croubltd wight. j

Once was 1 guarded with nuvortiall bands, ;

Compatft with Princes of the noble blood,
|

Now iin.1 fjjn into my focmaii hands, \

^Gj And-
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And with iTiy death muft pacific their mood.

O life the harbour of calamities,

death the haven of all piiferies,

1 could compare my forrows to thy woe,

Thou wretched queen of wretched Pergamia,

But that thou \iewd'ft thy enemies overthrow,

Nigh to the rock of high Capharetu^

Thou faw'lt their death, and rlien departed'ft thence.

I muft abide the viili^ors infolcnce.

The gods that pictied thy continual grief,

Transform'd thy corps, and with thy corps thy care,

Voov EfirlU lives dtfpairingof .••elief,

For friends in trouble arc but few and tare.

Whatfaid I few.? I, few or none at all, v.

For cruel death made havock of them all.

Thrice happy they whofc fortune was fo good,

To end their lives, and with their lives their woes.

Thrice haplcfTc I, whom fortune fo withftood

That cruelly flie gave me to my foes.

Oh fouldiers is there any mifery.

To be compar'd to fortunes treacherie.

Loe. Camber^i\\\s fame fhould be the Scythian C^iaen.

Cam. So may we judge by her lamenting words.

Loc. So fair a dame mine eyesdid never fee,

With flouds of woes (he fcems o'rc-whelm'd lo be.

Cam. O Locrine hath fhe not a caule for to be fad ?

Locrlne at onejtde of thefiage.

Lee. If flie have caufc to weep for Humher's death.

And llied fait tears for her overthrow

:

Lffmw may well bewaile his proper grief,

Locrlne may move his own peculiar woe.

He being conqucr'd died a fpeedy death,

And felt not long his lamentable fmart,

I being a conquerour, live a lingring life.

And feel the force o( Cupid's fuddcn (Irokc

I gave him caufe to die a fpeedy death.

He left me caufe to wifli a fpeedy death.

Oh that fweet face painted with natures dye,

Thofc rofeal cheeks mixt with a fnowy white,

That decent neck furpalling ivory,

Thofc comely breafts which f^enui well might fpite,

Are like to fnares which wylie fowlers wrought,

Wherein my yielding heart is prifoner caught.

The golden trefles of her dainty hair

Which Thine like Rubies glittering with the Sun,

Havefo cntrapt poor Locrine's lovefick heart,

That from the fame no way it can be won.
How true is that which oft I heard dedar'd.

One dram of joy, muft have a pound of care,

£/?r. Hard is their fall, who from a golden Crdv^n
Are caft into a Sea of wretchednefle.

Loc. Hard is their thrall, who by Cupid's frown
Are wrapt in waves of cndlcflc carefulneflt.

Eflr. Oh Kingdome objcft to all miferics*

Loc, Oh love, the extrtam'ft of all extremities.

Let himgo into his chair.

Sold. My Lord, in ranfacking the Scythian Tents,
I found this Lady, and to manifcft

That earneft zeal I bear unto your Grace,
I here prefent her to your Majefty.

Another fold.HclkSy my Lord, I found the Lady firft,

And here prefent her to your Majefty.

1. i'o/'f. Prefumptuousvillain,wiItthou take my prize?
Z.Sol. Nay rather thou deprivftme of my right.

I. Sol. Refigne thy title (cative) unto me,
Or with my fword I'lc pierce thy cowardsloin?.

2. Sol. Soft wordSjgood fir, 'tis not enough to fpeak :

A barking dog doth feldome ftrangersbite.

Loc. Unrevercnt villains, ftrive you in oiir fight }

lake them hence Jaylor to the dungeon.
There let them lie and trie their quarrel out.

But thou fair PrinccfTe be no whit difmaid.

But rather joy that Locrine (a\oms thee.

Efir. How can he favour me that flew my fpoufe ?

Loc. Tlie chance of war (my love) took him from thee.

Eftr. But Locrine was the caufcr of his death.

Loc. He was an enemy to Locrine's ftatc.

And flew my noble brother ^Ihana^.

Efir. But he waslmk'd to me in marriage bond.
And would you have me love his flaughterer?

Loc Better lo live, then not to live at all.

EJlr. Better to die renowned for chaftitie,

Then live with fxjame and endleife infamie.

What would the common fort report of me,
]f I forget my love, and cleave to thee ?

Loc. Kings need not fear the vulgar fcntences.

Eflr. But Ladies muft regard their honeft name.
Loc. Is ita ftiame to live in marriage bonds ?

Efir. No, but to be a Strumpet to a King.

Loc. If thou wile yield to Locrine's burning love.

Thou (halt be Queen of fair jilba»ia.

Eitr. But Guendtline will undermine my ftate.

Loc. Upon mine Honour, thou ftialt have no harme.
ESir. Then lo brave Locrine^ €ilrild yields co thee.

And by the gods,whom thou do'ft invocate.

By the dread ghoft of thy deccafedSire,

By tliy right hand, and by thy burnmglove,

1 ake pitty on poor Eltrilds wretched thrall.

Cori. Hath Locrine then forgot his Guendoliuff

1 hat thus he courts the Scythians paramour ?

What, arc the Viordsoi Brute fo (oon forgot f

Are my deferts fo quickly out of mind .?

Have I bin faithfull to thy Sire now dead.

Have I proredled thee from Humber's hands.

And do'{l thou quit me with ungratitudc ?

Is this the guerdon for my grievous wounds.

Is this the honour for my labours paft ?

Now by my fword, Locrine, I fwear to thee.

This injury of thine ftiall be repaid.

Loc. Uncle, fcorn you your royal foveraigne,

As if we fiocd for cyphers in the Court ?

Upbrai'd you me with tlicfe your benefits } '"

Why, it was a ftibjefls duty fo to do.

What you have done for our dcceafed Sire,

We know, and all know, you have your reward.

Cori. Avant proud princox , brav'ft thou me withall,

Affure thy fclf, though thou be Emperour

Thou ne're ftialt carry this unpunillied.

Cam. Pardon' my brother, noble ^orineuSy

Pardon this once,and itlliall be amended.

yifi'ar. Coufin, remember Brutut lateft words,

How he defired you to chenfti them

:

Let not this fault fo mucbincenfe your mind.

Which is not yetpafled all remedy.

Cori. Then Locrine, loe I reconcile my felf,

But as thou lov'ft thy life, fo love thy vvifc :

But if thou violate thofc promifes,

Bloud and revenge fliall light upon thy head.

Come>lct us back to ftately Troynovant,

Where all thefe matters ftiall be fetlcd.

Locrine to himjilf.

Millions of devils wait upon thy foul.

Legions}
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Legions of fpirits vex thy impious ghoft :

Ten thoufand torments rack thy cutfcd bones.

Let every thing that hath the ufe of breath,

Be inltruments and workers of thy death. Exeunt.

Sceua Tertia.

Enter Humher alontjw hair banging ever his fhouUers^

hiS Arms all hlettdit^ and a dart in ene hand.

Hum. What Bafilisk hath hatched in this place,

Where every thing confumed is to nought?

What fearfull Furic haunts ihefe curfcd groves.

Where not a root is left for Humher's meat ?

Hath fell AlcElo with envenomed blafts,

Breathed forth poifon in thefe tender plains f

Hath triple Cerbertu with contagious foam,

Sow'd AconitMm 'mongft thefe withered hcarbs?

Hath dreadfull Fames with her charming rods

Brought barrenneffc on every fruitfull tree }

What not a root, no fruit, no bcaft, no bird.

To nouriih Humber in this wilderneflTe ?

What would you more, you fiends of Erettu f

My veiy intrails burn for want of drink.

My bowels cry, Humber give us fomemeat.

But wretched Humber can give you no meat,

Thefe foul accurfc<l groves aiford no meat

:

This fruitlefs foil, this ground brings forth no meat.

The gods, hard hearted gods, yield me no meat

Then how can Humber give you any meat ?

Enter Strumbo with a fitch-fork^y and a
Scotch-cap,

St. How do you, Maftcrs , how do you ? how have you
faped hanging this long time ? ifaith I have fcapt many
a fcounng this year , but I thank God I have paft them
all with a good couragio , couragio , and my wife and I

are in great love and charity now , I thank my manhood
and my flrength ; for I will tell you , Maflers , upon a
certain day at night I came home , to fay the very truth,

with my Itomack full of wine, and ran up into the cham-
ber, where my wife fobcrly fate rocking my little bable,

leanin" her back againft the bed ,finging lullaby. Now
when (lie faw me come with my nofe formoft , thinking
that I had been drunk,as I was indecd,fnatcht up a fa«»ot-

ftick in her hand , and came furioufly marching towards
me with a big face , as though (he would have eaten me
at a bit ; thundering out thefe words unto me. Thou
drunken knave where haft thou been fo long f I (hall

teach thee how to benight me another time : and fo(he
began to play knaves trumps. Now although I trembled
fearing (he would fet her ten commandcments in my
face , ran within her , and taking her luftily by the mid-
dle, 1 carried her valiantly to the bed , and flinging her
upon it, flung my felf upon her , and there I delighted
her fo with the foort I made , that ever after (he would
call me fweet husband , and fo bani(ht brawlino for ever

:

and to fee the good will of the wench i (he bouohe with
her Portion a yard of land, and by that I am now be-
come one of the richcft men in our pari(h. Well,

95
Mafters, what's a clock ? it is now break-faft time

, you
(hjU fee what meat I have here for my break-falt.

HefitJ down andfull{ »mt hit viiliutt

Hum. Was ever land fo fraitlefs aj this land ?
Was ever grove fograceIe(re as this grove t
Was ever foil fo barren as this foil }

Oh no : the land where hungry F<(mr/dv«elc,
May no wife equalize this curfed land

;

No, even the climate of the torrid zone
Brings forth more fruit then this accurfed grove.
Ne'er came fweet Ctrety ne'er came l^enui here;
Trlptoltmui the god ofhusbandmen.
Ne'er fow'd his feed in this foul wilderne(rc.

The hunger-bitten do^s of AchertUy
Chac't from the nine-u»ki Purlfltgltouy

Have fet their footlleps in this damned ground.
The iron-hearted Furies arm'd with fnakes,

Scatercd huge Hydra's over all the plains.

Which have confum'd the erafs , the herbs, the trees,

Which have drunk up the nowmg water fprin^s.

Strumbo hearing his voice {tarts ut , aod puts his mtat
in hie ftckjtjeikjng to hide himfelf.

Hum. Thou great commander of the ftarry sky.
That guid'lt the life ofevery morul wight,
From the indofures ofthe fleeting clouds

Rain down fome food, or clfe I faint and dye

:

Pour down fome drink, or elfc I faint and dye.
Jupitery ha(t thou fent Mercury

In clownifli (hapc to mini(ter fome food ?

Some meat, fome meat, fome meat.

Strum. O alas fir, ye arc deceived, I am not Mercury^
1 am Strumbo.

Hum. Give mefomc tneat,villain,givemefomcmcar.
Or 'gainft this tock. Tie da(h. thy curfed brains.

And rend thy bowels with my bloudie hands.
Give me fome meat,villain, give me fome meat.

Strum. By the faith of my body
,
good fellow, I had

rather give an whole oxe, then that thou (hould'ft fcrvc
me in that fort. Dafh out my brains ? O horrible , ter-
rible. I think 1 have a quarry of ftoncs in my pocket.

He makjs as though he would give him feme , and
eu he futtethout his hand , enter the ghoU of Alba.
na{l , andflrlkts him on the hand ^ and fo Strumha
runs oHtt Humberfollomng him. Exeunt,

Alba, ghofi. Loc here the gift of fell ambition.
Ofufurpation and of treachery.

Loc here the harms that wait upon all chofc

That do intrude themfelves in others lands,

Which are not under their dominion. Exit.

Scena Quarta,

Euttr Ltcr'tM alene.

L»e. Seven ycarcs hath aged Cerlneus \Wd
To Lccrlne's giief, and fair Eftrllda's woe,
And feven ycarcs more he hopeth yet to live

;

Oh fupremc J»vr ,annihilat4 this thought.

Shouldj
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ShouW lie enjoy the aires ffuidon ?

Should he enjoy the benefit of life ?

Should he comeraplace the radiant fun,

That mskesmy life cqnaU to dreadfull dcach ?

Tf^Mf convey this monflcr fro the earth,

That difobeyeth thus thv facred hefts.

Cupid convey this monfter to dark hell,

Thacdifannulls thy mothers fugred lawes.

/T/4rj .with thy target all bcfc: with flames,

Wkhmurthering blade bereave him of his life,

That hindreth Locrl»e in his fwecteft joyes.

And yet for all his diligent afped,

His wiathftill eyes piercing like Linccs eyes.

Well have I overmatcht his fubtiltie.

Nigh Deucolkum by the pleafant Lee,

Where brackilli Thamu Aides witli filver flrcams,

Making a breach into the gralfiedownes,

,

A curious arch of coftly marble fraught,

Hath Locrlne framed underneath the ground,

The walls whereof, garniflit with diamonds.

With ophirs, rubies, gliftering emeralds,

And intcrlac'twich fun-bright carbimcles,

Lightens the room with artificial day,

And from the Lee with water-flowing pipes

ThemoilHire is deriv'd into this arch.

Where I have plac'd fair Ei?n'Wfecretly ;

Thither eftfoons accompanied with my page,

I covertly vifit my hearts defirc,

Without fufpition of the meanefteye,

For love aboundcth fiil! with policie :

And thithef ftill means Locrlne to repair.

Till tAtropos cut off mine uncle's life. Extt.

Scena Quinta.

Enter Humber alone^fajing t

Hum. O vita mifero longa^ fal'ici hrevis

!

Eheu malorHtnfames extremum raalam.

Long have I lived in this defart cave,

With eating hawes and mifcrable roots.

Devouring leaves and bcaftly excrements.

Caves were my beds, and ftonesmy pillow-beres,

Fear was my fleep, and horrour was my dream ;

For ftill me thought at every boiftcrous blaft.

Now Locrlne comes, now Humbsr thou muft dye ;

So that for fear and hungcr,H«»»^irr's mind

Can never reft, but alwaycs trembling ftands.

Q what Danubim now may quench my thirft .?

What Euphrates, what light-foot Eunpttt

May now allay the Fury of that heat,

Which raging in my entrails eats me up ?

You ghaftly devils of the ninefold Stjx^

You damned ghofts of joylefs a/fcherony

You mournful! foules, vcxt in zAbjjfm vaults,

You coal-black devils of Averr.us pond,

Come with your flefli-hooks, rend my famifht armcs,

Thefearmes that havefuftain'd their mafterslife ;

Come with your razoursrip my bowels up,

With your fharp fire-forks crack my (iarved bones,

life me as you will, fo Humber may not live.

Accurfed gods tiiat rule the ftarrie poles,

Accurfcd Jovf king of the accurfed gods.

Caft down your lightning on ^oof.Humber i head,

That-1 may leave this deathfull like life of mine

:

What hear you not, and fiiall not Hww^^r dye?
Nay I will dye though all the gods fay nay.

And gentle JibjuVz ray troubled corps,

Take it and keep it from all mortal eyes,

That none may fay when I have loft my breath.

The very flouds corvfpir'd 'gainft Humber i death.

Flings himfelf into the river.

Enter the Ghofi ofAlbamEl,

En citdem fe^ultHr^ adcs in cade ejuiefco.

Humber is dead, joy heavens, leap earth, dance trees;

Now may 'ft thou reac!\ thy apples 7'^«t<?/«/,

And withem feed thy hunger-bitten limmcs:

Now Syjiphus Jeave the tumbling of thy rock.

And reft thy reftlefs bones upon the fame :

Unbind Ixion, cruel Rhadamanth,

And lay proud Humber on the whirling wheel.

Back will I poft lo hell mouth Tainartu,

And pafsCtff/fWjto the Slylitn fields,

And tell my father Bruttts of thefe ncwes. Exeunt.

ABus Quinm* ScemTrima.

Enter Ate as before, fafon leading Creons daughter.

Medea following^ hath a garland in her hand , and

fttttifigit on Creon's daughters headjettethiton fire^

andthenkjlllng Jafonand her^departeth.

Ate. Non tarn TrlnacrlU ex^uat nAitna cavernis,

Ltefd furtlvo quam cer mulleru amore.

Medea feeing fafon leave her love,

And choofe the daughter of the Theban King,

Went to her devillifn charms to work revenge

;

And raifing up the triple Hecate^

With all the rotit of the condemned fiends,

Framed a garland by her magick skill,

With which fhe wrought J/f/c» and treon'i ill.

So GuetfdoltM feeing herfelf mifus'd,

And number's paramour poffefTe her place,

Flies to the Dukedome of Cornubla,

And with her brother AomThraJimachtu^

Gathering a power of ^ornijh fouldiers.

Gives battel toher husband and his hoft,

Nigh to the river ofgreat Mertia

:

The chances ofthis clifmal maflacre.

That which cnfueth (hortly will unfold. Exit.

Scena Secunda,

Enter Locrlne^ Camber^ Affaracus ^Thrafm4chas.

AJJa. But tell nic,Coufin, dyed my Brotherfo ?

Now who is left to haplefs Alblouy

That as a pillar might uphold our ftatc.

That might ftrikc tcrrour to our daring foes ?

Now who is left to haplefs Brltaniey

Thatj
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That might defend herfroni the barbarous hands

Of thofc thacftill dcfue her ruinous fall,

And feck to vvork her downfall and decay.

Cam. I Uncle, death is our common enemy,

And none but death can match our nutchUffc povicr

,

Witneffe the fall of Alhione$u crew,

^Uritneffc the fall ofHumber and his H»»»«,

And this foul death hath now incrcas'd out woe,

By taking Corintm from this life.

And in his room leaving us worlds of Care.

Thra.Yinx. none may more bcwailc hjs moumfull hcarfc,

Then I that am the ifluc of his loins.

Now foul befall that curfed Humber's throat.

That was the caufer of his lingring wound.

Loc. Tears cannot raife him from the dead again,

But wheie's ray Lady Miftiis Guendolint ?

Thra. In i»rnwaU^ Ltcrint., is my filler now,

Providing for my Father's funeral.

Loc. And let ncr there provide her mourning weeds.

And mourn for ever her own widdow-hood:

Ne're iTiall Hie come with'in our Palace gate.

To countercheck brave Locrine in his love.

Go, boy, to DtMCtlitum, down the Lee,

Unto the arch where lovely Eflrild lies.

Bring her and Stthrtn ftraight unto the Court,

She ihall be Queen in GuendtUHAts room.

Let others waile for CorincM death,

I mean not fo to macerate my mind.

For lum that bart'd me from my hearts dcfirc.

Thra. Hath Lferine then forfook his GHtnioUnt'i

Is Cori/iem death fo foon forgot ?

If there be gods in heaven, as fure there be,

If there be hends in hell, as needs there muft,

They will revenge this thy notorious wrong,

Ande pour their plagues upon thy curfed head.

Lee. What> prac'ft thou, pcfant, to thy Sovetaignc ?

Or art thou Ilrucken in fomc extafie .?

Do'rt thou not tremble at our royal looks ?

Do'ft thou not quake when mighty L^trint frowns >

Thou beardlcffe boy, were't not that Locrint fcoms

To vex his mind wiih fuch a hcartlcflc child.

With the {harp point of this my battcl-axe,

I'dc fend thy foul to THryflegltoH.

Thra. 1 hough I be young and of a tender age,

Yet will I cope with Locrine when he dares.

My noble father with hisconqucringfword,

Slew the two gyants Kings of ylejmtMin.

Thrnjimachtu is not fo degenerate.

That he fliould fear and tremble at the looks

Or taunting words of a Venetian fquirc.

Loe. Mcnaceftthou thy royal Sovcraign ?

Ucivil, not bcfecming fuch as you.

Injurious traitor (for he is nolcffe

That at defiance flaudcth with his King )

Leave thcfe thy taunts, leavcthcfethy bragging words,

Unlcflc thou iTican'ft to leave thy wretched life.

Thra. If Piinccs (bin their glorious digniiic

With ugly Tpots of monftrous int'aimc,

They leelc their former eftiaiaijon.

And throw themfclvcs into a hell of hate.

Loe. Wilt thou abufc my gentle patience,

As tlioiigli thou did"fi our high difplcafure fcorne ?

Proud boy, that ihou ma(l know thy Prince is mov'd,

Yea, greatly tnov'd at thisUiy fwclling pride,

IWe
banifli tliee for ever from our Court,

Thra. Then, lofell Locrine, look unto thy fclf,

Thrafimachtu will vcnge this injuric. Exh,
Loe. Farcwclljproud boy, and learn to ufc thy tongue

jlffa. Alas,my Lord, youfhould havecall'diomind
The latcft words that Brntrnt fpake to you^
How he dcfit'd you, by the obedience

That children ought to bear their fire,

To loveand favour Lady GHendolitit ;

Confider this, that if the injurie

Do move hermind,ascenainly it will.

War and dificntion follows fpcedily.

What though her power be not fo great as youn,
Have you not fecn a mighty Elephani
Slain by the biting ofa filly Moufe ?

Even fothc chance of war inconftant is.

Lie. Peace Uncle, peace, and ceafe to talk hereof,

For he that feeks by whifpering this or that.

To trouble Locrine in h.s fweeteft life.

Let him perfwadc himfelf to die the death.

Enter thePage^ with EftrildMndSahren.

Eftr.O fcy me.Page ? tell me,wherc is the King >

Wherefore doth he fend for me to the Court ?
Is K to die ? is it to end my life ?

Say me,fwcet boy ? tell meand do not fain.

Page. No, truft me, Madam , if you will credit the

little honeftic that is yet left me, 'there is no fuch dan-
ger as you fear, but prepare yoar felf, yondcr's thr

King.

EJlr. Then, Eflriid, lift thy dailed fpirits up,
Andbleffetlutbleffed time, that day,thathour.
That warlike LwrineRxR did favour thee.

Peace to the King of Britany, my Love,
Peace to all thofe that love and favour him.

Locrine taJ(Jng her ttP.

Doth fi^riVi/ fall with fuch fubmilfion

Before her fervant King oiAlhion f

Atife,fair Lady, leave this lowly chear.

Lift up thofe looks that cherilh L#friWi heart,

1 hat I may freely view that rofcal face,

Which fo intangled hath my love-fick brcft.

Now to the Court, where we will court it out.

And palTe the night and day in f^tnm fports.

Frolhck, brave Pecrs,bc joyfull with your King ExtKMt.

Sce?ja Tert'ta-j.

Snter Ctundoltne^ TlraJim^chfUy Mud<tn,aHdf»m/dierj.

Cutn. You gcntk winds that with yourincdeft bUns,
PalTc through the circuit of the heavenly vault.

Enter the clouds unto the throne oijove^

And bear my prayers to hit alUhearing ears.

For Locrim hath fotlaken Gmtmdoiine^

And learnt to love proud Numbers concubine.

You happy fprites that in the conavc >kic

With plcalant )oy, en/oy your Iwcetett love,

Shed forth thofc teais with itic, which titcn you (bed.

When firft you wood your Ladies to your wills

:

Thofe tears arc rittdl for my wofull cafe.

Since Locrint lliuns my nothing plfafantface.

Blulh Heavens, biulh Sun, and hide thy lliining beams,

Shatiow thy radtaat locks iri gloomy douds,

2!2l
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Deny thy chccrfuU light unto the world

,

Where nothing reigns but falfhood and deceit.

What fajd I, falrtiood ? I, that filthy crime,

For Loer'iHe hath forfaken GuendoUne.

Behold the heavens do wail for Guindohne :

The fiiining fun doth blufli for GutHdoline

:

The liquid air doth weep for GuetideUHe :

The very ground doth groan ioxGHendoliM.

I, they are milder then the Brltaw King,

For he rejedVeth lucklefs (juendoUne.

Thra. Sifter, complaints are bootlcfs in this caufe,

This open wrong muft have an open plague:

This plague murt be repaid with grievous war.

This war muft finirti with Locrhus death.

His death willfoon extinguifli our complaints.

Cuen. O no, his death wnll more augment my woes,

He was my husband,bravc Thtafimactttj

More dear to me then the apple ofmine eye.

Nor can I find in heart to work his fcathc.

Thrs. Madam, if not your proper injuries.

Normy exile, can move you to re\'Enge

:

Think on our father Coriueus words

,

His words to us ftand alwayes for a Law.

Should tecrine live thaccaus'd my fathers death?

Should Locr'me live that now divorceth you ?

The heavens, the earth, t^e air, the fire reclaims ;

And then why flionld all we deny the fame ?

GHeu.Thm henceforth farewell womanifh complaints,

Allchildifh pitty henceforth then farewell ;

But curfcd Ltcrihe look unto thy felf.

For Nttheftt the miftrefle of Revenge,

Sits arm'd at all points on our difmal blades.

And curfcd £i?r»7(/that inflam'd hishearti

Shall if I live, die a reproachful! death,

M^dan. Mother, though nature makes me to lament

My lucklefs fathers froward lechery
;

Yet for he wrongs my Lady motlicr, thus,

I, if I could, my fcifwould W6rk his death.

Thra. See Mardam, fee, thedcfire of revenge

Is in the children of a tender age,

Forward, brave fouldicrs, into<^^rfM,

Where we (hall brave the coward to his face. Exeunt.

The Tragedy of Locrine,

Scena Quarta.

Enter Locrine y EJfrild, Hdbren^ udfarachus, find

the Souldiers.

Locr, Tell me, ^J?aracus, a re the Cornijh cliufFes

In fuch great number come to Afertia,

And have they pitched there their hoft,

Soclofe unto our Royal manfion ?

^Jfa. They arc, my Lord, and inean incontinent

To bid defiance to your Majefty.

Leer. It makes me laugh , to think that Gnendol'me

Should have the heart to come in amies 'gainft me.

ifir. Alas, my Lord, the horfc will run amain
When as the fpur doth gall him to the bone

;

Jcaloufie, Locrine^ hath a wicked fting.

Loer. Say ft thou fo, Eftrild^ Beauties paragon ?

Well, we will try her cliolef to the proof,.

And makeherknow, Locrine can.brook no braves.

Ma rch on, ^Jfarachus, thou itnjft lead the way.
And bring us to their proud pavillion. Exeunt,

Scena Quima.

Enter the (jheft ofCorineus , with thunder d' lightning.

Chofi. Behold, the circuit of the azure sky

Throws forth fad throbs, and grievous fufpirs,

Prejudicating Locrine's overthrow

:

The fire caftcth forth fharp darts of flames,

The great foundation of the triple world

Tremblcth and quaketh with a mighty noife,

Prefaging bloudy maflacres at hand.

The wandring birds that flutter in the dark.

When hellifli night in cloudie chariot feated,

Cafteth her mitts on ftiadie TelUts face.

With fable mantles covering all the earth

,

Now flies abroad amid the cheerful! day.

Foretelling fome unwonted mifery,

Thefnarling curres of darkncd Tartarus^

Sent from Avernus ponds by %adaBtanthj

With howling ditties pcfter every wood ;

The watrie Ladies and the lightfoot Fawns,

And all the nbbic of the woodie Nymphs,
All trembling hide themfclvcs in ftiadie groves,

And ftirowd themfclvcs in hideous hollow pits.

The boyfterous Boreas thundreth forth revenge :

The ftonie rocks cry out on ftiarp revenge

:

The thornie bufti pronounccth dire revenge.

Sound the aUrme.
Now Ccrinens ftay and fee revenge,

And feed thy foulA/vith LornWs overthrow.

Behold they come, the Trumpets call them forth

:

The roaring drumms fummon the fouldicrs.

Loe where their armygliftercthonthe plains.

Throw forth thy lightning, mighty Jupiter^

And pout ihy plagues on curfed Locrme's head.

Stand /tjide,-

Enter Lccriue ,EJ}ri/d, AJfaracus y Hahrin and their

fouldiers at one dear , Thraf.macbus^ Guendoline^Ma-
dan and theirfollorvers at anothet.

Ltc. What is the Tygrc ftartcd from his cave ?

Is GuendoUne come from Cornul>i,i,

That thus ftic bravcth Licrine to the teeth ?

And haft thou found thine armour, pretty boy,

Accompanied with tbefe thy ftragling mates ?

Believe me but this enterprifc was bold.

And welldefcrveth commendation.

Guen. I Locrine^ traircroiis LftriKeyVvtive come.

With full pretence to feek thine overthrow :

What have I done that thou ftiould'ft fcorn me thus ?

What have I faid that thou fliould'ft mc reject ?

Have I been difobedient to thy words?

Have I bewray'd thy arcane fecrccie ?

Have 1 dilTionourcd thy marriage bed

With filthy crimeSjOr with lafcivious lufts ?

Nay it is thou that haft diflionourcd ir.

Thy filthy mind orecomc with filthy lufts,

Yieldeth unto affeftions filthy darts.

Unkind, thou wrong'ft thy firft and trucft fcer.

Unkind , thou wrong'ft thy belt and deareft friend

;

Unkind, thou fcom'ft all skilfull Brutus lawfes.

For
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Fopoctcing fatlicr, uncle, and thy fclf.

Eflr. Believe mc Locrlne^ but the girlc is wife,

And well would fccmtoinakc a veftalNun,

How finely frames fhc her oration.

Thra. Locrlne we came not here to fight with words,

Words that can never win the viftory,

But for y ou are fo merry in your frumps,

Unflieath your fwords, and trie it out by force,

That we may fee who hath the better hand.

Locr. Think'ft thou to dare me, bold Tbrajimactu }

Think'Jb thou to fear me with thy taunting braves,

Oi" do wc fecm too weak to cope with thee ?

Soon fhall I lliew thee my fine cutting bladci

And with my fword,the mefTcnger ofdeath.

Sea 1 thee an acqui ttancc for thy bold attempts. Exeunt.

SoHrti the alarum. Enter Locrlne , Ajfaracus , and a

ftuldier at one door, GHendollne, ThrafimdCHSy

at an other, Locrlne and hi^follotv-

ers driven hack^.

Then let Locrlne and Eftrlli enter again In a m4z,e,

Locr. O fair EJirilda, we have loft the field,

Thrajimachus hath won the viftory.

And we are left to be a laughing ftock,

Scoft at by thofe that are our enemies.

Ten thoufand fouldici-s arm'd with fword and (hieldj

Prevail againft an hundred thoufand men,
Thrajimachus inccft with fuming ire,

Rageth among'ft the faint-heart fouldiers

Like to grim Mars, when covered with his urge

He fought vyiih Dlomedes in the field,

Clofe by the banks of filver Slmois, Sound the alarurn.

O lovely Eflrlld now the chafe begins,

Ne're {hall we fee the ftately Trojnovant

Mounted with courfers garni (ht all with pcarles

Ne're fliall we view the fair Concordia^

Uulelfe as captives we be thither brought.

Shall Locrlne then be taken prifoner,

By fuch a youngling as Thrajimachus ?

Shall G«f»</o//«tf captivate my love?

Ne're (hall mine eyes behold that difmal hour,

Ne're will I view that ruthfull fpeftacle,

For with my fword, thisfharp curtle axe,

ric cut in funder my accurfed heart.

Bui O you judges of the ninefold Stixy

Which with inccflant torments rack the ghofls

Within the bottomlelfe Ahjifus pits,

You gods, commanders of the heavenly fphccrs,

Whofe will and laws irrevocable ft anas.

Forgive, forgive, this foul accurfed fin,

Forget O gods, this foul condemned fault

:

And now my fword that in fo many fights k^huftttri.
Haft fav'd the life of Brutus and his fon.

End now his life that wifheth ftill for death,

Work now his death that wifheth ftill for death,

Work now his death that hateth ftiU his life.

Farewell fair Eflrlld, beauties paragon,

Fram'd in the front offorlorn miferies,

Ne're fliall mine eyes behold thy fun-ft\ine eyes,

But vvheu we meet in xhzElyJlan fields,

Thither 1 go before with haftcncd pace.

Farewell vain world, and thy inticingfnarcs.

Farewell foul fin, and thy inticing pleafures.

And welcome death, the end of mortal fmarr.

Welcome to Locrlne' s over-bunhened heart.

Thrufts hlmfelf through with hisfaard, I

Eftr. Break heart with fobs and grievous fufpin,

Stream forth you tears from forth my watry eyes.

Help mc to mourn for warlike Ltcrtne's death,

Pour down your tears you watry regions.

For mighty Locrlne is bereft of life.

O fickle fortune, O unftable world,

Whatclfe arc all things, that this globe contains,

But a confufcd chaos cf miftiaps >

Wherein as in a glaffe we plainly fee.

That all our life is but a Tragcdie.

Since mighty Kings are fubjcA to miftiap,

I, mighty Kings are fubjcft to miftiap.

Since martial Loerlne'n bereft of life;

Shall £/?r(7</ live then after Locrlne' s AtvCti >

Shall love of life bar her from Locrlne'i fword/
O no, this fword that hath bereft hij life.

Shall now deprive me of my fleeting foul

:

Strengthen thcfc hands O mighty Jupiter^

That I may end my wofull miferic,

LocrtHt I come, Locrine I follow thee. Kits herfelf.
Sound the alarme. Enter Sahren.

Sab. What dolefull fight, what ruthfull fpcirlatlc

Hath fortune offred to my haplcffc heart }

My father flain with fuch a fatal fword.

My mother murthrcd by a mortal wound .'

What TAr<ff/<i« dog, what barbarous yt/«Vw;(/i>#,

Would not relent ac fuch a ruthfull cafe ?

What fierce Achilles, what hard ftony flint ,

Would not bemonc this moutnfull Tragcdie .*

Locrine, the map of magnanimitie.

Lies flaughtercd in his foul accurfed cave,

Eflrlld, the perfcft pattern of renown.

Natures folc wonder, in whofc beauteous breflt.

All heavenly grace and vertuc was inlhrind.

Both maffacred arc dead within this cave,

And with them dies fair Pallas and fwcct love.

Here lies a fword, and Satreu hath a heart.

This bleffcd fword fhall cut my curfed heart.

And bring my foul unto my parents ghofts.

That they that live and view our Tragedy,
May mourn our cafe with mournful! plaudities.

Let her offer to kjltherfelf.
Ay me, my virgins hands arc too too weak,
TopenetraK the buUwarkeof my breft,

My fingers us'd to tunc the amorous Lute,

Arc not of force to hold this ftccly glam.
So I am left to waile my parents deatli,

Not able for to work my proper death.

Ah Locrlne, honour'd for thy noblcneflc.

Ah Eftrild, famous for thy conftancie.

Ill may they fare that wrought your mortal ends. !

Euter Cuendillne, Thrafmaehiu, Madau,
audtbe Souldlers.

Cuen. Search fouldiers fearch,find Locrlne & his Love,
Find the proud ltTumpet,ff«w^rr'jconcabine,

That I may change thofe her fo pleafing looks.

To pale and ignominious afpcA.

Find mc the iflTuc oftheir curfed love.

Find mc young 5<i^r*», Locn'mt's only joy,

That I may glut my mind with lukewinrc bloud,
Swiftly diftillin" from the baftards brett.

My fathers ghoft ftill hants me for revenge.

Crying, revenge iny ovcr-iiafttned deatli.

My brother's exile, and mine own divorce,

Banilh rcmoife dean from my brazen heaut,

Al



IDO ^he tragedy ofLocrine,

Ai) mercy from mine adamantive brcfts.

Thra. Nor doth tby husband, lovely Giteniuliney

That wonted was to^uiOc oar flaiJcflie ueps,

Enjoy this lighc ; fee where he mudred lies :

By lucklefle lot and fro-^ard frowning fate,

And by Kim Ues his lovely paramour

Fair EJirlld goarcd with a difmaJ (word.

And as it fcems, both murdred by thenofelvcs,

Gla/ping each other in their fecbicd armes,

With loving zeal, as if for company

Their uncontented corps were yit content

To paffe foul Stlx in Cbaren's ferry-boat.

Gueu. And hath proud EJtrild then prevented me,

Hath (he dcape<J GHendoUna't wrath.

Violently by cutting off her life ?

Would God fhehad the monftroD$Wi</r4*j lives.

That every hour fl;ie might have died a death

Worle then the 1wiiAg of old Ixlens wheel,

And every hour revive to die again,

As Titttu bound to hoi.fles CuMcafoHy

Doth feed the fubftance of his own mifliap.

And everv day for want of food doth die.

And everj nighc doth live again to die.

But Hay, me thinks I hear fome fainting voice,

Mournfully weeping for their luckkflc death.

5«. You mountain ninighs which in ihefe defatts raign,

Ccafe off y oirr hafly chatc of favage bcafts.

Prepare to fee a heart oppreft with care,

Addtfife your ears to hear a mouinfull ftile.

No humane ftrength, no work can work my weaJ,

Care in my heart {q tyrant like doth deal.

You lin tides and lightfoot5«»V»,

You gracious Fairieswhich at evening tide,

Yourclofetsleave with heavenly beauty ftoi'd.

And on your fliouldei-s fpread your golden locks.

You favftge bears in Caves and darktird Denns,

Come wail with me the martial Locrine's. death.

Come mourn with me, for beatcous Efirdds death.

Ah loving parents littlcdo you know.

What fotrow Sahren fuflfers for your thrall.

Guen. But may this be, and is it poflTible,

Lives Sahren yet to expiate my wrath ?

Fortune 1 thank thee for thiscurtefic.

And let me never fee oneprolperous hour.

If Sahren die not a reproachful! death,

Sa. Hard Hearted death, that when the wretched call.

Alt fartheli off, and feldome hear'ft at all.

But in the mi'd'fi of fortunes good fucceffe.

Uncalled comes, and ("beets our life jn twain :

When will chat hour, that bleffed hour draw nigh.

When poor diftreffed Sabrtn may be gone.

Sweet Atrofoi cut offmy fatal thred.
J

What art thou death, fha II not poor Sabrtn die?

GucHdoline takjrtg her by the chiny fhnUfay thus
Cuen. Yes damfel,yes, Sabren Oiali fureiy die.

Though all the world ilioiild feck to fa ve her Ijfe,

And not a common death fball Sabren die.

But after ftrangc and grievous punifhnients.

Shortly inflicted upon thy baHardshead,

Thotj (halt be calt into the curfed ftrcams.

And feed the fiflies with thy tender flefli.

Sab, And think'ft thou then, thou cruel homlcid
That thefe thy deedj fliall be unpunifhed .'

No traitor, no, the gods will venge thefe wrongs,
The fiends of hell will maik thefe injuritSj

Never ftali thefe bloud-fuckingmafiy airi-s.

Bring wi etched Sabren to her latett home.
For I my feff in fpite of thee and thine.

Mean to abridge my former deflinies,

And that which L»fri»fV fword could not perftjrifl,

Tnis prefent ftreame (hall prefent bring to paffe.

She drovneth her [elf,
Guen. One michief follows anothers neck,

Wlio would have thought fo young a maid as ftie

With fuch a courage would have fought her death.
And for bccaufe this River was the place

Where little Sabren vefohttdy died,

Sabrenjiox ever lliall this fdine be call'd.

A nd as for Lecrine out dcceafcd Ipoufc,

Bccaufe he was the fon ofmighty BrMtey

To whom we owe our country, lives and goods,

He fhail be buried in a ftateiy tombc,
Clofe by his aged father Brutits bones.

With f.ic:i great pomp and great folemnity.

As well ueieems fo b ave a Prince as he.

Let Eftrlld lie without the (hallow vaults.

Without the honour due unto the dead,

Becaufe (he was the autliour of this War.
Retire brave followers unto Troynovanty

Where we will celebrate thefe exequies,

And place young Locrlnt in his father's Tombe.
Exeunt emnis,

Atej. Lo here the end of lawleffe treachery,

Of Ufirrpation and ambitious pride.

And they that for their private amours dare

Turmoileour land, and fct their broils abroach.
Let them be wamed by thefe premiffes,

And as a woman was the onely caufe

That civil difcoid was then itirred up.

So let us pray for that renowned maid.

That eight and thirty years the Scepter fway'd
Jn quiet peace and fwect fellcitie.

And every wight that fecks her graces fmart.

Would that this fword were pierced in his hear t, Sx'xt.

FINIS.
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