THE
METAMORPHOSIS

OF
" PicMALIONS IMAGE.

-~

- AND

Certaine SATYRES.

By IOHN MARSTON.

’

AT LONDON,

Printed for Edmond Matts; and are
to be fold at the figne of the hand and
Plough in Fleetftreete.

1598. :
Reprinted 1764.



EROSHS §ﬁ§

TO THE

WORLDS.
MIGHTIE MONARCH,
GooDp 6P INION:

Sole Regent of Affedtion, perpetuall Ruler
-of ‘Tudgement, moft famous Iuftice of Cen-
fures, only giuer of Honor, great procurer
of Aduvancement, the Worlds chiefe Bal-
zlance, the All of all, and Al in all, by
whom all things are yet that they are. I
humbly éffer thys my Poem. '

THoa Joule ‘of Pleafure, Howors only fubftance,
Great Arbitrator, Umpiref the Earth,
Whom flepbly Epicires call ¥anmes effence,
Thou moouing Orasor, whefe powrefull breath
Swaies all mens igdgements. Great OPINION,

Vouckfafe to guild my imperfestion,

L. A
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If thou but daine 0 grace my blufbing file,
And crowne my Mufe with good opinion :
If thou vouchfafe with gracious eye to fimile
Vpon my young new-born Inuention, -
Tie fing an Hymne. in bonour of thy name, -
And add fome Tropbic to enlarge thy fame.

.

Bzu" if thoy wilt not with thy Deitie i
Shade, and inmafke the errors of my pen,
Proteft an Orpbane Poets infancie, -
I will difclofe, that all the world fball ken
How partiall thou art in. Honors giuing-:
Crowning the fbade, the jubjiancc prazj& de-
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THE

A R G ‘UM E N Tf
. Of the POEM.

IGMALION whofe chaft mind all the

- beauties in Cyprus could not enfnare, yet
at the length hauing carued in Iuorie an ex-
cellent proportion of a beauteous woman, was
fo deeplie enamored on his owne workman-
fhip, that he would oftentithes lay the Image
in bedde with- hlm,(“and -fandlie vfe fuch pe-
titions and dalliance, as-if ithad been a brea-
thing creature, But in the end, finding his
fond dotage, and yet perfeuering in his ardent
affection, made his deuout prayers to: Penus,
“that fhe would vouchfafe to enfpire life into-
his Loue, and then ioyne them both toge- -

. L2 . ther
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ther in marriage. . Whereupon- Vemws gra:
cionfly condifcending to. his earnef- fute, the

Mayde, (by the power of her Deitie] was
metamorphofed into & living Woman. And
- After, Pigmalion (becing. in Cyprus,) begat
4 fonne of her, which was called Papbus;
whereupen, that Band ‘Cyprus, in honor of
Venus, was aftcr, and is now calkd by the
whabxm. Papbor o

- Fe his
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"To his MISTRES.

Y wanton Mife lafciuioufly doth fing:
Of [portiue loue, of lowely dallying..
- © beauteous Angell, daine thou to infufe

A fprightly wit, into my dulled Mufe..

I inuocate none other Saint but thee,
90 grace the firft bloomes of my Poefe.

Thy fauours like Promethean facred fire,.

Dn dead, and dull conceit can-life infpire..

Or ke that rare and rich Elixar flone,.

Can turn to gold, leaden inuention.:

Be gracious th.n, and daine to fbow in mee;, -
The mighty power of tby Deitse.

And as thou readft, (F Faire) take compaﬁon,
Eorce me not enuie my Pigmalion..

Then when thy kindnes gramts me fuch [week
biffe,
Be gladly write thy metamorphiofis..

L 3 BIG .






I1GMALON, whofe hie loue-hating minde

Difdain’d to yeeld feruile affeion, .

: Or améyous fate to any woman-kinde,
Knowing their wants, and mens perfeftion.

Yet loue at length forc’d him to'know his fate,

And loue the fhade, whofe fubftance he did hate.

B | A

For haning wrought in pureft Iuorie,

So faire an Image of a Woman’s feature, °

_ 'That ncuer yet proudeft inortalitie =~
Could fhow fb rare and beaatious a creature.

(Vnlefle my Mifires all-excelling face,

Which giues to beautie, beautics oncly grace.)

.

Me was amazed at the wondrous rarencfle
Of his owne warkmanthips perfeltion.
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He thought that Natare nere produc’d fuch fairenes-
- In which all beauties haue their mantion.
And thus admiring, was enamored
, On that fayre Image himfelfe portraied.

Iv.

And naked-as it ftoad before hideyes,, .,
Imperious- Loue declares his Peitie. '
O what alluring beauties he defcries
Ineach part of his faire imagery !
Her nakednes, each beauteous fhape containes 3:
All beautie in her nakednes remaines.
: DV Ty T
He thought he.faw the blood.run through the vaine:
- And leape,’ and fwell with all alluring meanes:,
* Then feares he is deceiu’d, and then againg, ..
He thinkes he fee’th the brightnes. of the beames.
Which fhoote from out the fairenes of her eye:.
At which he ftands as in an extafie.

.

VI... ..
Her amber-colouréd; Rer. ﬁunmg haite,, 1’
Makes him proteft, the Sunne hath [pread her’ head\
- With golden béames,. to make hzr farre. more f:une.
But when her cheeks his amorous thoughts haue, fcd,
Then ke €éxclaimes, fich reddé and fo pure wlutc,.
Did neuer blefle the eye of. mortal fight.

t
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‘Then view’s-ker lips, no-lips did fieme 0 faire
In his conceit, through which he thinks doth flie
So fweet a breath, that doth perfume the ayre.
‘Then next her chmpled chin he doth dxfcry,
And views, and wonders, and yet views her ftill,
-« Loues eyes in viewing meuer haue their £ill.”*

VIIIL.

Her breaffs, like-polifht Fuory appeare,

Whofe modeft mount, doe hlefle admiring eye,

And makes him with for fach ‘a Pillowbeare.

Thus fond Pigmalien fviueth- ta difery '
Each beaufeous part, not lesting oner-flip.
One parcell of his curions workmanthig.

IX.

VatilF his eye- diftended £ farre downe

That it difcried Loues pauillion:

Where Capid doth enioy his oncly crowne,

And Venxs hath her chiefef mantion :
There would he winke, and winking loolee againe,
Both eyes and thoughts would gladly there samaine. -

X.

Who ever faw tire fubtile Citty-dame
In facred church, when her pure thoughts fhold png,
eire
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Peire through her fingers, fo to hide her fhame,

When that her eye, her mind would faine bewray. -
So would he view, and winke, and view againe,
A chafter thought could not his eyes retaine..

XI.
He v.ondred that fhe bluflit not when his eye
Saluted thofe fame parts of fecrecie :
" Conceiting not it was imagerie
That kindly yeelded that large libertie.
O that my Miftres were an Image too, .
" ThatI mxght blameles her perfeQions view.

XIIL.

But when the faire proportion of her thigh "~
Began appeare. O Owid would he‘cry,
Did ere Corinna thow fuch Iuorie -
‘When fhe appeared in Penus livorie ?
And thus enamour’d dotes on his owne Art
Which he did work, to work his pleafing fmart..

. XL

And fondly dating; oft he kift her lip:

Oft-would he dally with her Iuory breafts.

No wanton loue-trick would hé ouer-flip, -

But ftill obferu’d all amorous beheafts.
Whereby he thought he might procure the lone -
Oof h.:s dull Image, which'no plaints coulde moue..

! [LWk.
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Xv. '

Looke how the peeuith Papifls crouch and kneele,

To fome dum Idoll with their offering,

As if a fencelefs carued ftone could feele

‘The ardor 'of his bootles chattering

So fond he was, and earneft in his fute -
To his remorfles Image, dum and mute.

. Lo . .
He oft doth with his foule might part in funder
So thar one halfe in her had refidence :
Oft he exclaimes, O beauties onely wonder !
Sweet modell of delight, faire excellence,

*Be gracious vato him that formed thee,
Compaflionate his true-loues ardencie.

. XVL
She with her filence feemes to graunt his fute;
Then he all iocund like a wanton louer,
‘With amorous embracements doth falute
Her flender waft, prefuming to difcouer

" The vale of Loue, where Cupid doth delight
To fport, and dally all the fable night.

XVII.

" His eyes, her eyes, kindly. encountered,
Hls breaft, her breaft, oft ioyned clofe vnto,
‘His armes embracements oft the fuffered,, -
‘Hands, armes, eyes; tongue, lips, and all parts d:d woe.
His thigh, with hers, his knee playd with her knee,
‘A happy confort when all parts agree, B
. - ut
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XVILL,

But when he faw poor foule he was deceaned,
(Yet.fcurce he could beleeue his fence had failed)
Yet when he found all hope from him bereaued,
And faw how fondly all his thoughts had erred,
Then did he like to poot Zxiom feeme,
That clipt a cloud in fteede of heauens Queene.

xlx.

I oft haue {mil’d to fee the foolery
Of fome {weet Youths, who ferioufly provett
That loue refpedts not aual Laxury,
But onely ioys to-dally, fport, and ieft ¢
Loue is a child, centented with a toy,
A bufk-point, or fome faour fiili’s the boy.

XX.

' Marke my Ptgmalwu, whofe affe@ions ardor -
May be a mirror to pofteritie.
Yet viewing, touching, kifiag, {common faveur)
Could neuer fatiat his lanes ardencie :
-And therefore Ladies, thinke that they neréloveyoun,
‘Who do aot vnto more then kiffing- moue you.

 XXI,

For Pigmalion kift, viewd, and mbraced,
And yet exclmmeo, why were thefe women made
O facred God¢! and with'fuch beauties graced ?
. Haue they not power as well to coole, and thade,
.As'forto heate mens harts ¥ or is ‘there xtone
Os .are:they- all dilie niine ? -relentiéfie ‘fione, . -
' . With
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XXII,

Wxth that he takes her in his louing armes,
And downe within a Downe-bed foftly layd her,
‘Then on his knees he all his fences charmes,
To inuocate fweet Venus for to raife her
To wifhed life, and to infufe fome breath,
To that which dead, yet gaue a life to death,

XXIII.

Thou facred Queene of fportiue dallying,

(Thus he begins) Loues onely Empereffe,

‘Whofe kingdome refts in wanton reuelling,

Let me befeech thee thew thy powerfullnefle
In changing ftone to fleth, make her relens, .
And kindly yeeld to thy fweet blandifhment,

XXIV.

‘O gracious Gods, take compaflion,

Inftill into her fome celeftiall fire,

That fhe may equalize affe&tion, .

And haue a mutuall loue, "and loues defire.
Thou know'ft the force of loue, thén pitty ni¢y
Compaflionate my true loues ardencie.

XXV,

*Thus hauing"fai‘d, he rifeth from the floore,
As if hie foule diuined him good fortune, '
M Hoping. -
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Hoping his prayers ta pitty moou’d fome power.

For all his thoughts did all goed luck importune.
And therefore ftraight he ftrips him naked quite,
That in the bedde he might haue more delight.

XXYI.

Then thus, Sweet Theetes he fayes, which nowe do couer,
The Idol of my foule, the faireft one
‘T'hat ever lou’d, or had an amorous louer: -
Earths onely modell of pérfeftion,
Sweet happy fheetes, daine fer to take me jn,
That'I my hopes and longing thoughts may win.

XXVIL

"With that his nimble limbs doe kiffe the flectes,
" And now he bowes him for to lay him downe,
- And now each part, with her faire parts doe meet,
Now doth he hope for to enivy Toues crowne:
Now do they dally, klﬂ'e, _embrace together,
kae Leda’s Twins at ﬁght of faireft weathier.’

XXV"III.

Yet allk concei. Bu; thadow of that blifle

Which now my Mufe ftriues fweeily to difplay

In this my wondrous metamorphofis.

Daine to beleeve me, now I fadly fay,
The flonie fubftance of his Image feature, - .
Was ﬁranght transform’d into a living credture.

For




PIGMALION. 13

XXIX.

For when his hands her faire form’d limbs had fclq,
And that his armes her naked waift imbraced,
Each part like wax before the fandid melt,
And now, oh now, he finds how he is graced ~
By his owne worke. Tut, women will relent
‘When as they finde fuch mouing blandithment.

XXX,

Doe but conceine a Methers pafling gladnes,

( After that death her onely fonne had feazed

And ouerwhelm’d her foyle with endleffe fadnes)

When that fhe fees him gin for to be raifed
From out his dead]y fwoune to life againe: ..
Such ioy Pigmalies feeles in euery vaing.

XXXI..

And yet he foares he doth but dregming fnd -

So rich content, and fuch celeftiall bliffe.

Yet when he proues and finds her wondrous kind,

Yeelding foft touch for touch, . fweet kiffe, for klﬂ'c,
He’s well affur'd 5o fajre.imagery

Could yeeld fuch pleaing, louss falicity.
XXXiI
O wonder not to hearg me thas relate,

And {ay tq fleth transformed was a flone. .
M2z Had
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Had I my Loue in fuch a withed ftate

As was afforded to Pigmalion,
Though flinty hard, of her you foone fhould fee
As firange a transformation wrought by mee.

i XXXIIIL.
And now me thinkes fome wanton itching eare
With luftfull thoughts; and ill attention, .
" Lif’s to my Mufe, expecing for toheare
The amorous defcription-of that a&ion
‘Which Venus feekes, and-ever doth require,
When fitnes graunts a place to pleafe defire. -
XXXIV.
* Let him conceit but what himfelfe would doe
When that he obtayned fuch a fanour, -
Of her to whom his thoughts were bound vnto,
¥f the, in recompence of his loues labour,
Would daine to let one payre of fheets containe
The willing bodies of thofe louing twaine.

XXXV.

Could he, oh could he, when that each to eyther
Did yeeld kind kiffing, and more kind embracing,
Could he when that they felt, and clip’t together
And might enioy the life of dallying, :
Could he abftaine mid’ft fuch a wanton fporting
From doing that, which is not fit réporting

. What
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: ‘ XXXV
What would he doe when that her fofteft tkin. E
Saluted his with a delightfull kiffe? :
When all things fit for loues fveet pleafuring
Inuited him to reape a Louers blifle?

What he would doe), the felfe fame action::

‘Was not negle@ed by Pigmalion.. . -

- XXXVIK.

" For when he found that life had tooke his feate: -
Within the breaft of his kind beamegus loue,
‘When that he found that warmth, and withed heate
Which might 2 Saiat and coleft fpirit moge,
Then arms, ayss, baods, tong, ligs, and wmton thigh,,
Were willing agents'in Loves luxwris, -

T XEXVIE. W
‘Who knowes not what.enfues?- O pardon ‘me:
" Yée gaping ears that fwallow vp my lines
Expe@ no more. Peace idle Poefie, "
"Be not obfceane though wanton in thy rimess
" And chafter thoughts, pardon if I doe trip, .
-Qrif fome loofe lines from my pen do flip..

XXXIX.
Let this faffice, that that fame happy ni'giita—

So gracious were the Gods of marriage
M3 - Mid't
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Mid’ft all there pleafing and long wifh’d delight
Paphus was got: of whom in after age
Cyprus was Paphos call’d, and enermore

Thofe Napdars do #zxxs name adore,.

The.
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The Autnor in prayfé of his precedent
+ Foem..

OW Rufus, by old Glebrens fearfull mace-
Hath not my Mufe deferu’d a worthy place?
Come come Luxurio, crowne my head with Bayes,
. Which like a Paphian, wantonly difplayes .
The Salaminian titilations,.
Which tickle vp our leud Priapians.
Is not my pen compleate? are not my lines-
Right in the fwaggering humour of thefe times 2.
O fing Peang to my learned, Mufe.,
Io bis dicite,. Wilt thou refufe?
/Doe not I put.mnyﬂ:r%s in before 2.
And pitioufly her gragious ayde implore?
Doe not I flatter, call her wondrous faire?
Vertuous, divine moft dehonaire?

-Hath not my Goddefle in the vaunt.gard place,
The leading of my lines theyr plumes to grace?
And then enfues my ftanzaes, like odd banda
Qf voluntaries, and mercenarians: -

Which like Soldados of oyr warlike age, .,
March rich bedight in warlike equipage: .
Glittering in dawbed lac’d accouftrements, .,
And pleafing:futes of loues habiliments. _
Yet puffic as Dutch hofe they are within,
Faipt, and white.liuer’d, ,as our gallants bin:
. ‘ Parch’d
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Patch’d like 2 beggan cloake, and run as fweet

As doth a tumbrell in the paued frect,

And in the end, (the end of loue I wot) '

Pigmalion hath a iolly boy begot.

So Labea did complaine his loue was fone,

Obdurate, flinty, fo relentleffe none:

Yet Lynceus knowes, that in the end of this,

He wrought as ftrange a metamorphofis.

Ends not my Poem then furpaffing ill?

Come, come, Auguftus, crowné my laureat quill.
Now by the whyps of Epigramatifis, :

Ile not be latht for my diffembling thifts,

And therefore I vfe Popelings difcipline, .

Lay ope my faults to Mafigophores eyne:

Cenfure my felfe, fore others me deride

And fcoffe at mee, as if I had deni’d

Or thought my Poem good, when that I fee

My lines are froth, my ftanzaes fapleife be.

Thus hauing rail’d againft my felfe a while,

Xle fnarle at thofe, which doc the world begaife

With niaked fhowes. Ve changing Proteans lift,.

And tremble at a barking Satyrist,

'SATYRES.
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- .

SATYRE L
RQuedam videntur, & non funt.

" Cannot fhow in ftrange propqrtion,

Changing my hew like a Camelion.
Bt you all-canning wits, hold water out,
Yee vizarded-bifronted-Janian rout.
Tell mee browne Ruftus, haft thou Gyges ring,
That thou prefum’ft as if thou wert vnfeene?
If not. Why in thy wits halfe capreall
Lett'ft thou a {uperfcribed Letter fall2
And from thy felfe, vnto thy felfe dooft fend, .
And in the fame, thy felfe, thy felfe commend?
For fhame leaue running to fome Satrapas,
Leaue glauering on him in the peopled preffe:
Holding him on as he through Paul’s doth walke,
With nodds and leggs, and odde fuperfluous talkes
Making men thinke thee gracious in his fight,
‘When he efteemes thee but a Parafite.

Far
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For fhame vematke, lesue for to cloke intent,
And thow thou art vaine-glorious, impudent.

. Come Brifas, by the foule ef Compiement, .
I’le not endure that with thine inftrument

(Thy Gambo violl plac’d betwixt thy thighes,
Wherein the beft part of thy courtthip lyes)
Thou entertaine the time, thy Miftres by:
Come, now let’s heare thy mounting Mercurie, -
What mum ? Giue him his fiddle once againe,
Or he’s more mute then a Pyrbagoran,

But oh! The abfolute Cafilie, .
He that can all the poynts of courtthip fhow.
He that can trot a Courfer, breake a ruth,

And arm’d in proofe, dare dure a ftrawes ftrong puth.
He, who on his glorious fcutchion

Can quaintly fhow wits seaoe inuention,
Aduauncing forth fome thirftie Tanralus,

Or els the Vultare on Promethens,

With fome fhort motto of a dozen lines.

He that can purpofe it in dainty rimes,

Can fet his face, and with his eye can fpeaks,

Can dally with his Miftres dangling feake,

And with that he were it, to kiffe her cye

And flare about her beauties deftie,

Tut, heis famous for his reueling,

For fine fette fpeeches, and for fonetting ;

He fcornes the violl and the fcraping fticke,

And yét's but Broker of anothers wit.

Certes if all things were well knowne and view'd
He doth bat champe that which another chew'd.
Come come Caffilion, tkim thy poflat eurd,
Show thy queere fubflance, worthlefle, moft abfurd.

Take
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* “Take ceremonius complement from thee,
* Alas, I fee Caftilios beggery.
O if Democritns were now aline

How he would langh to fe¢ this deuill thrine!

And by an holy femblance bleare mens eyes

When he intends fome damned villanies.

- =Ixion makes faire weather vnto Joxe,

That he might make foule worke with his faire loue,
And is right fober in his outward femblance,

Demure, and modeft in his countenance;

Applies himfelfe to great Satursus fonre,

Till Saturns daughter yeeldes his meotion.
Night-thining Pharbe knowes what was begat,’

A monftrous Centaure, dlcgmmate.

Who would not chick to fee fuch pleafing fport?

To fee fuch troupes of gallants fiill refort

Vnto Cornutos fhop ¢ What other caufe

But chaft Breansetta, Spero thether drawes ?

Who now fo long hath prays’d the Choughs white bill *
That he hath left her ne’er a flying quill:

‘His meaning gain, though-outward femblance loue,

So like a Crabfith Sporo fill doth moue.
Laugh, laugh, to fee the world Democritus

Cry like that ffrange transfermed Tyrewus. .

Now Serbo with a fayned grauity.

Doth fith for honour, and high dignity.
Nothing within, nor yet without, but beard
Which thrice he firokes, before Ievgr heard
*One wife graue word, to blefle my liftning eare.
But marke how Good-opinion doth him reare,
See, he’s in office, on his foot-cloth placed:
Now each man caps, and ftriues for to be graced Wit

. . 1
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‘With fome rude nod of his maieftick head,

Which all do with in Limée harried.

But O I greeue, that good men daine to be

Slaues unto him, that’s flaue to villany.

Now Sordo fwels with felfe conceited fence,

Thinking that men do yeeld this reuerence

Vnto his vertues: fond creduhty'

Affe, talke of 1fis, no man bonours thee. . B

Great Tubrios feather gallantly doth waue,

Full twenty falls doth make him wondrous braue.

Oh golden Ierkin! Royall arming coate!

Like fhip on Sea, he on the land doth flote.

He's gone, be's fbipt, bis refolution
" Pricks (by beaven) to this action.

The poxe it doth: not long fince I did view

The man betake him to a common ftew.

And there (I wis) like no quaint ffomack’t man

Eates vp his armes. And warres munition

His wauing plume, falls in the Brokers cheft.

Fie that his Oftridge ftomack fhould digeft

His Oftridge feather: cate vp Venis-lace.

Thou that did’ft feare to eate Poore-Iobns a fpace.
* Lie clofe ye flaue at beaftly luxury! - -

Melt and confume in pleafures furquedry.

But now, thou that did’ft march with Spanith Pike before,
Come with French-pox out of that brothell dore.

The figet’s return’d. What news from Rodio?
Hote feruice, by the Lord, cries Tubrio.
Why do’ft thou halt? Why fix times throgh each thigh
Pufbt awith the Pike of the bote enemie. -
Hote feruice, hote, the Spaniard is a man,

1/ay no more, and as a Gentleman

'

2 ferued

.
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J ferved in bis face. Farwell. Adew.
"Welcome from Netherland, from: ftreaming fteva.

Affe to thy crib, doffe that huge Ltyons fkm,

«Or els the Owla will hoote and drine thee in.

.For fhame, for thame, -lew’d liuing Tubrio

Prefume not troupe among’ that gallant crue

-Of true Heroike {pirits, come vncafe,

-Show vs the true forme of Damrtas face. .

.-Hence, henec:ye flaue, diffemble not thy fate

‘But hence-forth be a turge-coate, runnagate.

‘Oh hold my fides, that I.may breske my {pleetto,
With laughter at-the fhidowes I haue- feene. :
Yet I can bearc Wwith Curies nimble feete

‘Saluting me with capers in the firoete,

Although in open view, and peoples facs,

-He fronts me with fome {pruce, -geat, finquepace,

-Or Tullus, though when ere he me efpies

Straight with loud mouth (& bendy Sir) he cries,

‘Or Robras, who adlc~t to nimble fence,

Still greetes-me wnth Stoekadoes violence.

. Thefe [ doe beare, becaufe I too-well know

They are the fame, they feeme in outward how.
But all confufion feuer from mine eye .

* "This Janian-bifront hypocrifie.
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That euen now lifp’d like an Amorift,

Am turn’d into a {naphaunce Satyrift.
O tytle, which my iudgement doth adore !
But I dall-fprighted fat Boetian Boore, ‘-
Doe farre off honour that Cenforian feate.
But if I could in milk-white robes intreate’ *
Plebicans favour, I would fhew to be
Tribunus plebis, gainkt the villany °
Of thefe fame. Pramm, whofe hxpocnﬁe,
Doth ftill abufé-our fond credulity: ‘
But fineé my felfe am not imaculate,
But many fpots my minde doth vitiate,
I'le leaue the white rodbe, and the biting Tinies
Vnto our moderre Satyres fharpett lines ;
Whofe hungry fangs fnarle at fome fecret fi inne.
And in fuck pitchyclonds enfwrapped beee
His Sphinxian ridles, thateold- Oe&pd: e
‘Would be amaz’d and take it in foule fnufs
‘That fuch Cymerian darknes fhould inuolue
A quaint conceit, that he could not refolue.
O darknes palpable! Egipts black night!
My wit is ﬁucken blind, hath loft his fight.
My thins are broke, with groping for fome fence °
To konow to what his words haue reference,

. -
. a ~

" Certes
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Certes (funt) but (nox videntur ) that I know.

Reach me fome Poets Index that will fhow.

Tmagines Deorum. Booke of prthues,

Natales Comes, thou I know recites, :
" And mak’ft Anatomie of Poefie.. .’ o

Helpe to unmatke the Satyres'fecrefie. -

Delphick Apollo, ayde me to varip,

Thefe intricate deepe Oracles of wit.

Thefe darke Emgmaes, and ftrange ridling fence i

" Which paffe my dullard braines mtelhgencg. )
Fie on my fenceles pate; Now I can fhow

143

Thou writeft that which I, nor thou, doo’ft know.

Who would imagine that fuch fquint-ey’d fight
Could ftrike the wotlds deformities fo right.
But take heede Pallas, ‘teaft thou _ayme awry
Loue, nor yet Hate, had ere true iudging eye.
Who would énce dredme. that that fame Elegxe,
That faire fram’d peece of fweeteft Poefic e,
Which Muto putt betwikt his Miftris Paps,.
(When he (quxck~w1tted) cal’d her Cruell Chaps,.
And told her, 'there the might his dolors read
Which fhe, oh fhe, vpon his hart had fpread) .
Was pean’d by Rofzio the Tragedmn . '
- Yet Muto, like a good Vileanian,
An honeft Cuckold, calls the-baftard fonne, -
And brags of that which étliers for him done.
Satyre thou lyeft, for that fame Elegie
Is Mutos owne, bis owne deere Poefie :
Why tis his owne; and deare, for he did pay.
‘Ten crownes for it, as I heard: Rq/'cm: fay
Who would imagine’ yonder fober man,
Thqt fame deuout meale-mouth’d Precifean, -
-N 2
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That cries gnd&mlm-, kind\fifler, makes a duck;._
After the Antique grace, can alwayes pluck.
A facred booke, out of kis ciuillhofe, .
And at-th’op’ning, and at.our flomacks clofe
Sayes with a turn’d-vp eye a.folemne-grace -
Of halfe an houre, then with filken face
Smiles on the holy crue, . and then dath cry.
O manyers! O times gf impurity ! ‘
With that depaints a church reformed fate,
The which the female tongues magmﬁcatc,. "
Becaufe that Platees odd. opuuon, .
Qf all things (‘common) hath ﬁrong ‘motion-
In their weake minds. ‘'Who thinks that this- good man
Is a vile, fober, damn’d, Polititian?
Not I, till with his baite of purity
He bit me fere in: doepeﬁ viury, i
No Few,, no Turke, woulde vfe a Chriftian. :
So inhumanely as this Puritan, . :
Diemedes Iades were not {o beftiall, - .., oot
As this fame feeming-faint, vile Canniball..
Take htede Q world, take heede admfedly
- Of thefe fame damned Anthropophagy.
I had rather be within a Harpies clawes
Then truft my felfe in their denouring iawes. .
“Who all confufion to the world would bring
- Vnder the forme of their new difcipline. .
O I could fay,. Briareus hupdred hands
Were not fo ready ta bring Joss in bands.
As thefe to fet endles contentious ftrife. - 3
Betwixt I:lmm, and his fm wife.
But fee who’s yonder,  true Humlhtlf
The perfe image of faire Curtifie,. - . '
) See:
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See, he:doth daine to be in feruitude
‘Where he hath no promotions linelihood. .
Marke, he doth curtfie, and falytes a block, .
Will feeme to wonder at a weathercock, '
‘Trenchmore with Apes, play mufick to, an Owle,.
#lefle his fweet honours ranning brafell bowle:
€ries (Brasly bronke) when that his Nordthip mis,,
And is of all the thrunged feaffold hift: '
© is not this a-curteous minded man
No fovle, no, & damn’d Machenclians.
" Holds candle to the deuill for a while,
That he the better may the world beguile-
That’s fed with fhows, He hopes thogh fom repine;,
‘When funne is fet, the leffer'Rarres will fhine: .
He is within a haughty malecontent, .
Though he doe ufe fach humble blandifhments.
. But bold-fac’d Satyre, &ra_me not ouer hie,
Bat laugh and chuck at meaner gullery.
In fayth yon is a welt fac'd- Gentleman,
See how he pacethlike a-Ciprian:-
Faire Amber trefles of the faireft haire-
That ere were waued by our London aire;
Rich faced fuit, allfpruce, all neat in truth..
Ho Linceus! -What's yonder brifk neat youth
Bout whom yon treupe of Gallants flocken fo?.
And now together to Browges.common goe?”
Thou knewft I'am fure, for thou canft caft thine eié:
Through nine mud wals, or els old Poets lie,
Tis loofe legd Lais, that fame common Drab,
For awhom good Tubtio taoke the. mortall ﬁa6 ’
Ha ha, Nay then I'le neuer raile it thofe .
'I‘hat weare.a codpis, thereby to difclofe :
N 3. What
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What fexe they are, fince frumpets brecches vie,

And all mens eyes faue Linceus.can abufe..

Nay fteed of thadow, lay the fubftance out,.

Or els fair Brifeus I thall ftand in-doubs

What fex thou art, finge {ych Hermaphrodltes

Such Protean thadowes fo deladq our fights.
Looke, looke. wnh what a difcontented grace:

Bruto the trauailer dotch ‘fadly pace

Long Weftminfter, O civil feeming fhade, .

Marke his fad colours, how demarely clad,.

Staidnes it felfe, and Nefors granity

Are but the fhade of his iciuility.

And now he fighes. O hqu corrupsed ag:,

Which flight regard’fi men of found (arrugc,

Vertue, knowledge, flie 10 beanen againg . i

Daine not mong thefe ungrateful fois remgine..

Well, fome tongs I knosw, fome counsries I haye feene

Andyet thefe oily Snailes refpedles begne | | .

Of my good parts. O worthles puffic flave !, -

Didft thou to Venis goe oft els o hane;. Co

But buy a Lute and vfe a Curtezan ?

And there to liue like a Cyllenian ?

And now from thence what hether do’ﬁl thou bring ¥,

But furphulmgs, new pamt,s and poyfqmng, .

Aretines pl&utes, fome ﬂrm}ge Luxury, PR

And new found vie of Penis venery ? .

What art thou but black clothes ? Say Brure fay

Art any thing but only fay array ?

Which I am fure is all thou brought’® from F rance,

Saue Naples poxe, and French-mens dalliance.

From haughty Spayic, what brought’ft thou els bel' de,

But lofty lookes, and their Lucxfnan pnde? -

From
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‘From Belgia-what ? but their deep bezelirg,.
Their boote-caroule, and their. Beq'cahnmringf
Well, then exclaime noton our.age good man,
But hence poluted. Neopolitans .0+ "«
Now Satyre ceafe to.rab our gauled tkmnes, .
And to vamatke. the worlds detefted finnes.
Thou fhalt.as fgone draw Nitis riuer dry,.
As cleanfe the wo:ld from foule mptens.

&%%%%@ﬁ%%%%%%%&
- SATY RE IL

S’Z;«m & /imt, & wdawa'

0 W grith Reprgfes.fwell in my wughheu‘d xjme;.
That thaw maift: vexs. she, guilty of our nmo‘
¥on is a youth, whom how cén.I are flip,. -

Since he fo iumpe doth in miy mathes hit?

He hath been longer in preparing him

Then Terencs wench, and now. behold he’s feene.-

. Now after two yeeres.faft and carneft prayer, . . S
The fathion change ndt,. (left he diould difpaite - . - °
©f euer hoording yp mos faire gay clothes) .

Behold at length mLondpd fieets he fhowes. -

His ruffe did eatg more, time inneateft fetting

‘Then Waodfocks worke in painfull perfeQing: .

It hath more doubles farre, then Aiax hield

When he gainfkt Troy did farions battle weild:

Nay he doth weare gn Embleme bout his’ neck. '

For under that fayre Ruffe fo fprucely. fet
. . Appeares
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Appeares a fall, a falling-band forfooth..

© dappen, rare,. compleat;: fweet nittie-youth {'
Iefu Maria! How his clothes appeare
Croft and recroft with lace; fure for fome iare
Leaft that fome fpirit with a tippet Mace .
Should with agaftly thow affright his face. i
His hat, himfelfe, fmall crowne and huge great bnm,
Faire outward foow, andlittle wit within.
And all the band with feathers he doth fill,
Which is a figne of a fantaftick fill, .
A fure;. as (fome doe tell-me) ewermore
A Goate doth ftand before a brothell dore.
His clothes perfum’d, his faftié mouth-is ayred,
His chinne new fwept, his very cheekes are glazed..

But ho, what Gasimede is that deth-grace.:

- The gallants heeles. One, awhbo for tawo daies /}ace
Ir.clefely byred:  Now who dares not calt*

This «&fops crow, fond, mad, fantaficall, -

Why fo he is, his clothes doe fympathize,:

And with his inward fpirit humorize; :

An open Affe, that.is not.yet-fo wife
"As his derided fondnes to difguife. -

Why thou art Bedlam mad, ftarke lanaticke;:

And glori'fi to be counted a fantaftick: <

Thou neyther art, nor yet will feeme to. be- -

Heire to fome vertous praifed qualitie.

O frantick-men! that thipke all villanie--

The complete honers of Nobilitie.

When fomé damn’d vice, fome ﬁnnge mxlhapen fate, .
Make youths efteeme themfelnes-in hie repute.
@ age! in which our gallants boaft to be
Slaues.vnto riot, and rud¢ luxur;!

Nay,,
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Nay, when they bluth, and thinke an Lionef act
Dooth their fappofed vertues inaculase L
Bedlame, Frenzie, Msdues, Looucie, -
E challenge all your mbodj. Einpery
Once to produge a more diftmaéted mtn
Then is inamoratp Lucian.
For when my eares receau®d 2 fearefull found: .
‘That he was ficke, I went, and there-1 feoind
Him layde of loue, and sewly brought to bed:
Of monftrous folly; . and 2 framticke head.
. His chamber hangd aboui with Elegies,

- With fad complaints. of hix loues miferies =
His windows. firow’d with Soanets,. and, the glaffe--
Drawne full of lonc-knots. [ approacht the Afle,
And firaight be weepes, and fighes fome fonnet out
To his faire loud.I. And then ho goes abeut
For to perfume her rarepesfedtion” -
With fome fweet-fmelling pinck: Epitheton.
Then with.a melting looke he ‘writhes his head,.
And ftraight in paffion rifeth in his bed ;
And hauing kif his hand, ﬁroke up his haire,.
Made a French conge, cryes, @ cruell fuare
Totheanuqqued.po&. -1 langht a maipe
That down iny cheeks the mirthfull drops did mnea
Well kds no Jawus, but fabfantiafl, !
In fhow, and effence a good naturall.
When as thou hear’ft me atke fprace Ducens ~. - .
From whenee he comes..  And he tmght anfwers vs, -
¥rom Lady Lille.” Aod is goingsfthtight . - .
‘To the Countefle of ( ) for fhe-deth: waite N
His comming.:. And will focely fesd her Coach,
Ynleﬂ'e he make the fpeedicr ayprodv:b. .
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Art not thou ready for to breake thy fpleene

At laughing at the fondnefs thow haft feene

In this vaine-glorious foole ?} When thou doft know
He neuer durft vato thefe Lidies thow

His pippin face. Well, he’s nouccident,

But reall, reall, fhameleffe, impudent.

And yet he boafts, and wonders that each man. ,

Can call him by his name, fweet Dacean :

And is right psoude that thus his name is knowne.
I Duceus, I, thy name is too farre blowne.

The world too much, thy felfe tob little know’f
Thy priuate felfe. - Why thdn fhoold Decews boaf
But humble Satyre, wilt thou daine difplay

Thefe open naggs, which purblind eyes bewray ?
Come, .come, and fnasle more darke:at fecrete fin,
Which in fuch Lahorinths enwrapped bi., : '
That driadne I muft crauethyayde- - :
To helpe me finde where thia foul monﬁer’s laxd, .
"Then will I dgive the Mingtaute -from; vs,. - :
And feeme to be.a fecond Thefens,

%*%#%*%*%*%*%#%#%*%*%*%ﬁ%ﬁt%
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N OW doth Ramaufia Adraflian, -

Daughter of Night, and.of the Ocean
Prouoke my pen. What cold Satérmian'. *
Can hold, and hedre'fuch uile detra@ion ¢ -

Yee Pines of Ida, Gsake your faire growne height; -
For Joue at firft dath will with thunder fighty - ! =
St ’ Yee
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Yee-Cedars bend, fore lightning you dlﬁmy,
Ye Lyons tremble, for an Affe doth bray.

‘Who cannot raile ? what dog but dare to barke
Gainlt Pbebes brightnes in the filent darke ? -
What ftinking Scauenger (if *fo: he will
Though ftreets.be fayre,) but may righteafily fill, - -
His dungy tymbrel ? fiveep, pare, wafh, make cleane, -
Yet from your fairnes he fome durt can gleane.

The windie-chollicke ftriu’d to have fome vent,

And now tis flowne, and.now hisrage is fpent.

So haue I feene the faming waues to fret, Cot

And in the end, naught but white foante beget.’"

So haue I feene the {ullen clowdes te cty, :

And weepe for anger that the earth was dry

After theyr fpight, that all the haile-fhot drops

Could neuer peirce the chriftiall water tops, ,
And neger yet'coald worke her mort: difgrace . .
But onely bubble quiét Fheris fades: - . 0~
Vaine enuious detra&or frém the pood: . Co
What Cynicke fpirit rageth ini thy blood? ~ . .!
Cannot a poore miftaken title fcape .

But thou muft that into thy Tumbre}l fcrape ?

Cannot fome lewd, immodeft beaftlines

. Lurke, and lie hid in iuft forgetfulnes, Lo

But Grillus fubtilefmtelling fwinifth fnout A
Mauft fent, and gront, and needes'will finde it ont?" -
Come daunce yee fumbling Satyres by his fide

If he lift ance the Syon Mufe deride.

Ye Granta’s white Nymphs come, and with you bring -
Some fillabub, whilfthe doth fweetly fing
Gainft Peters teares, and Mariss mouing moane,
Andlike a figrce. enraged Boage-doth foame

Ay
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At facred Sonnets. O daring hardiment) -
At Barias fweet Semaines, raile impadent

At Hopkins, Sternbold, and the Swvitip King,
At all Tranflators that do ftfiue to bring
‘That firanger danguage to. out vaigar tongue,
Spett in thy poyfon theyr fair aéts amiong.
Ding them all. downe from faire Ierufaiém,
And mew themvp in thy deferned Bedlem.

Shall Painims honor, their vile falfed gods. -
‘With {prightly wits ? and fhall mot we by ods
Farre, farre, more frine with wits beft quinteffence
"To adore that acred euér-living. Eflence? - )
Hath fot firong reafon moou'd the Logifts mind,
To fay the fayreft of all Natures kinde .~

- The Prince by his prerogatiue may claime?

‘Why may not then our foules without thy blame
{Which is the beft thing that obr God did frame}-

. Deuote the beft part to his facred Name?
JAnd with due reuérence @nd denation
Honor his Namé¢ ‘with our: imuention?
No, Pocfse not fit_for fuch an aition,

It is defild with fuperfiition:

It bonord Baal, therefore pulute, polute,

Unfit for fuch a facred infiiente. E

So haue I heard an Herotick maintaine .

The Church vaholy, where debosas Name

Is now ader’d :’ Becaufe he furely kndwes
_Some-times it was defil’d with Papith thowes.

‘The Bélls profane, andnot to'be endar’d,

Becaufe to Popith rites they were inur'd; .

Pure madnes peace, ceafe to' be infolent; .

And be not outward fober, inlye impudenss - ' -
: ’ Fie
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Fie inconfiderate, it grecuoth me - :
An Academick fhould fo. fenceles be. . \
Fond Cenfurer! Why {hould thofe mirrors fecme
So vile to thee ? Which bettcn mdgements deeme
Exquifite then, .and in aur pohlh'd times -
May run for fencfull toljerable Jines.
What, not mediicria firma from thy fpight? -
But muft thy enuious hungry fangs needs light
On Magifirates mirroiw ? Matlt thagneeds detradl
And ftrive to worke :his. antiant-hbnors wrack ?
What, fhall not Refdmeis 'or:Gadgen, =
Ope their fweet lips.avithout detinétion?
But muft’our moderme Crizticks enuions eye
Seeme thus to quote fome groffé deformity ?
" Where Art, not error thinethin ¢heir ftile,
But error, and no Art'doth ther beguile,
For tell me Cristich, i mot Erabp ;e
The foule of Pockiexcinhichtionh--
Is’t not the farmie,: the #pirit, dnd &e éﬁ'aml
The lifé, and the eflentisll diffefence? -
Which emni, fempes, fili; dith agree *
To heauenly difcended Poefie?...... .
Thy wit God comfort mad Chirergion '
What, make fo dangerous an Incifion ? T
At firft dath whip. swey the inflrument "
Of Poets Procreation?. fie ignorantl, . !
When as the foule, .and vitall-bloed doth reft
And hath in Figiow opely intereft? . ’
What-Satyre! fucke the foule from Pocfie
And leauc him fprivles? O impiety!-
Would guer any erudite Pedase -
_ Seeme in his artkea lioes fo infolent?

. 0

But:
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But thus it is when pitty Prifcians
Will needs ftep vp to be Cenforians.
When once they can in true fkan’d verfes frame
A braue Encomium of good Pertues name.
Why thus it is, when Mimick Apes will ftrive
With Iron wedge the trunks of Oakes to riue.
But fee, lu'n fpirit of detration
Mauft nible at a glorious ation.
Euge! fome gallant fpirit,- fome refolued blood
Will hazard all to worke his Countries good
And to enrich his foule, 'and raife his name
Will boldly faile vnto thie rich Gaiaxe.’ ’
What then ? muft firaight fome thameles Satyrift
‘With odious and opprobions sermes infift
To blaft fo high refolu'd intention
. With a malignant vile detration?
“So haue I feene a curre dogge in the freete
Piffe gainft the faireft pofts he fill could meete.
So haue I feen the march wind Rrive to fade
The faireft hewe that Art, or Nature made. .
So Enuy #fill doth bark at cleareft fhine
And ftriues to ftaine heroick adts, dewine.
Well, I haue caft thy water, and I fee
Th’art falne to wits extreameft pouerty,
Sure in Cenfumption of.the fpritly part.
Goe vfe fome Cordiall:for to cheere thy hart:
Orels I feare that I one day fhall fee )
Thee fall, into fome dangerous Lethargie, :
But come fond Bragart, crowne thy browes with Bay
Intrance thy felfe in thy fweet-extafie.
Come, manumit thy plumie pinion, s
And fcower the fword of Eluith 'aahp‘ion, :
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Or els vouchfafe to breathe in wax-bound quill,
And daine our longing eares-with mufick fill:
Or let vs fee thee fome fuch ftanzacs frame
That thou maift raife thy vile inglorious name.
Summon the Nymphs and Driades to bring
- Some rare inuention, whilft thou doof fing
So fweet, that thou maiff foulder from aboue
Tbe Eagle from the flaires of friendly Ione:
And leade fad Pluto Captiue wwith thy fong,
Gracing thy felfs, that art obfcur’d fo tong.
Come fomewhat fay (but hang.me when tis done)
Worthy of braffe, and boary marble flone;;
Speake yes attentive Swaines that beard bhim nexer
‘Will not his Paftorals indure for euer? .
Speake yee that neuer heard him ought but raile
Doe not his Poems beare 2 glorious faile?
Hath not he ftrongly luitled from aboue
Tbe Eagle from the Raires of friendly Ioue?
May be, may be, tut tis bis modefly,
Ha could if that be would, nay would if could I feco
‘Who cannot raile 2, and with a blafting breath
Scorch cuen the whitelt Lillies of the earth?
Who cannot ftumble in a ftuttering file?
And fhallow heads with feming fades beguile?
Ceafe, ceafe, at length 1 be maleuolent,
To faireft bloomes of Vertues eminent.
Striue not to foile the frefheft hewes on earth
With thy malitious and vpbraiding bieath.
Enuie, let Pines of Ida reft alone,
For they will growe fpight of thy thunder ftone,
Striue not to nible in their fwelling graine
With toothles gums of thy deraQing bume‘

Oz2-
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Eate
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Eate not thy dam, but laugh and fport with me
At ftrangers follies with a merry glee, .

Lets not maligne our kin. .* Then Satyvi&

I doe falute thee with-an open it~

mm*zmmm’
SA.’I’Y‘RE V.

Pama mm, mogna mllo.
Mbitiouns Gngom, wnde-month'd Lamians, _
Shape-c hangang Proteans, damn’d Briarians,
Is Minos dead,- is Radamanth a fleepe 3
That yee thus dare vato Jowss Pallace.creepe?
What, hath Ramesfia fpent her kuotted whipt -
That yee dare ftriue.on Hebes cup-to fip?. .
Yet know Apolloes quiuer is mot fpent . . >
But can abat¢ your diring hardiment. L
Python is {laine, yet hisatcurfed race, .-
Dare looke digine 4ffres in'the face:
Chaos returne, aod with gonfhfion ... . -
Inuolue the world with fixange difiiniokz : .
. For Pluto fits in that adowed chatre - © -~ .
Which doth belong vato Minersas heire. - ;

O Hecatombe!. O-Cataftraphed . . .. . . Hec v
From Mydas porape, te fius beggery! gue Xili-
Prometheus, who celeftigll fier. - - . mum.

Did fteale from heauen, .therewith to mfp&rt .
Our earthly bodies witha fenge-full miinde, . .
Whereby we might the depth of Nature find,..

‘Is

-
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s ding’d to hell, and vulture eites his hait '
‘Which did fuch deepe Philofophy impart
To mortall men. When theening Mercury
‘That euen in his new borne infancy .’
Stole faire Apollos quitier,- and Joxes mace, T
And would haue filch’d the hghtmug from his place,
But that he fear’d he fhould haue barnt his wing .
And fing’d his downy, feathers new come fpring;
He that in gaftly thade of night doth leade :
Our foules, vnto the empire of the dead.
When he that better doth deferue. a rape
Is a faire planet in our Horofcopc.
And now hath Caduceus in his hand
- Of life and death that hath the fole command.
‘Thus petty thefts are payed, and foundly whipt,.
Bat greater crimes are flightly ouerflipt :
Nay he’s.a God that can doe villany
‘With a good grace, and glib facility. _
The harmles hunter, with a ventrous eye
When vnawares he did Diana {pie,
Nak’d in the fountdine he became ﬁnughtway
Vnto his greedy hounds a withed pray, -
His owne delights taking away his breath,..
And all ungratefull forc’d his fatal desith.
{And eger fince Hounds eate their Maifters cleane,
For o Diana cusf them in the ftreame.) - .
‘When frong backt Hércules in one poore night
" With great, great éafe, and wondrous delight
I frength of Jift and Uenss furquedry
Rob’d fifty wenches of virgiity,. ..
Farre more than lufty Laurence, Yet poore foule
He with 4%¢on drinks of Nemis bole,
o3 o When

’
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- When Hercules lewd a&, 'is regiftred, -

And for his fruitfull labotr Deified.

And had a place in heauen him afligned . .
When he the world, vato thie world . refigned.
Thus little fcapes are deepély punithed, -

* Buumighty villanes are for Gods adored.

Toue brought his fifter o a nuptialf bed,

And hath an Hebe, and a Ganemede,

A Ledz and a thoufand more befide,

His chafte Alomens, and his fifter bride :

Who fore his face was odioufly defil’'d

And by Ixion grofely got with child.

This thunderer, that right vertuoufly

Thruft forth his father fromr his empery

Is now the great Monarkd of the earth, -* -
‘Whofe awfull nod, .whofe all commaunding breatﬁ
Shakes Europe’s ground-worke§. - And his title makes
As dread a noyfe, as when a Canon fhakes.

The fubtile ayre. Thushelk-bred villany = :

Is ftill rewarded with high dignityl. -

When Sif5pbus that did bat once nu&ﬂe

That this inceftions vilahe had to deaje- -

In lle Phliunte with Egixa faire, - af T

Is damn’d to hell; in'endles black dd’ph‘inb

Euer tq- reare his tnmbhng flone vpright .| e
Vpen the fteepy mountaifies. lofty height. o
His ftope will nenexnow get greenidh mofle
Since he hath thus encur'd {o great a lofle
As Toues high fauoue. - Bat it needs muft be.
Whilkt Joue doth rule, and fvay the empery

- -

PN 51
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And poore Afired’s fled inte 2n Te "

And liues a poore Zud banifhed exile: :

And there pep’d vp, . fighs in her fod Jamant,” © 7

Wearing away in pining’languithmert. ., ;.

If that Sylenus Afle.do¢ chautce to bray; e

And fo the Satyres lewdnes doth bowuy.

Let him for euer be a facrifice§

Pricke, fpurre, beate, loade; for euer tyranife’

Ouer the foole; But let fome. Cerderus -

Keepe back the wife of fweet toriga’d Orphensy . ..

Gnato applaudes the Hounds °Lét that{ame child:i..; =f

Of Night and Sleepe, {which bath the'world defil’do..

With odioys railing). batke geing all thework -

Of all the Gods, and firid fome error lurke

In all the graces.- Lethis.lauer lip : -

Speake in reproach of Natufesisorkihanthip,i -

Let him vpbraid fdte Verwsifhe lig - ' 3> 07"

For her fhort hetele. Let bim'with rage infift: 1..» !

To fnarle-at Vukans mamyibecadfehe was. - .~ © .7

Not made with windowes of trarfparant glas, ' -

That all might fee the, paffions of his mind. S

Let his all-blating. tongue great ervors find .~ ..

In Pallas houfe, :Be¢aufe if next hould bume -

Xt conild not:fréan the-fodaine-perill tirne: e

Let him vpbraide great- fiudiwith Ioxory. .: . - %

Condemne the Heanans Queent of icloufie. - "»°  *

Yet this fame Stygian Memus muft be prayfed -

And to fome Gadhead:at the leaft-be raifed.

But if poor Orpls: fing melodieuly,

And ftrive with duficks fiveetéft !'ymphon:e-

To praife the Gods; «and voadvifedty -~ - 7 0 !

: Doc but ore-flip one‘d:unkelnema :oo I
, Forthwzﬁ

—
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Forthwith the bouzing Bacchus out doth fend

His furious Bacchides, to be reueng’d.

And firaight they teare the fweet Mufitian,

And leaue him to the dogs diuifion..

Hebras, beare witnes of their crueltie,

For thou did’ft view poore Orpbexs tragedi.

Thaus flight negles are deepett villanie,

But blafting mouthes deferue a deitie.

Since Gallus flept, when he was fet to wateh

Leaft §o or Uslcan thould Masertizs catch

In ufing Uenae: fince the boy did nap,

Wheseby bright Pbabus did great Mars intrap.
"Poore Gallys now, (whilom to Mars fo deere)
. Is turned to a crowing Chaunte¢lere ;
And euer fince, fore that the fun doth fhine;

{Leaft Phabus thould with his all-peircing eyne
Difcry fome Uslcan,) he doth crow full fhrill,

That all the ayre with Ecchoes ke doth &1, -

Whilkt Mars, though alt the Gods do fee his &in,.
- And know in what lewd vice he liueth in,.

Yetis adored Rill, and magnified,

And with all honors duly worﬂnpped
Euge! {mall faults to mountaines ftraighit are raifed,.
Slight fcapes ate whipt, but damned deeds are praifed..

Fie, fie, I am deceiued all thys while,

A mift of errors doth my fence beguile;
I haue beene long of all my wites bereauen,
* Heauen for hell taking, taking hell for heauen;.
Vertue for vice, and vice for vertue flill,
Sower for fweet, and-good for pafling ill.

If not? Would vice and odious villanie-~
Be fill rewarded with high dignity.? L,

o Would
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Would damned Fawians, be of all men praifed,
And with high honors vnto heauen raifed? ~
Tis fo, ‘tis fo; 'Riot, and Laxurie -
Are vértuous, meritorious chaftitie: ’
’I\‘hat which I thougt to ke damn’d hel-borne pndé
Is humble modeftie, and nought befide;
That which Idee med Barchus furquedry,
Is graue, and ftaied, civill, Sobrictie. ,
O then thrice holy age, thrice facred men!
Mong whom no vice a Satyre can difcerne,
Since Luft is turned into Chafitie,
- And Riet, vnto fad Sobrietie.
Nothing but goodnes rzigneth in our age,
And vertues all are ioyn’d in marriage,
Heere is no dwelling for Impiety, -
. No habitation for bafe Villanie.
Heere are no fubie&s for Reproofts fharpe vaine,
Then hence rude Satyre, make away amaine; -
And feeke a feate where more Impuritie
Doth lye and lurke in fiill fecuritie.
Now doth my Satyre lhgger in a doubt,
Whether to ceafe, or els to write it out.
The fubie& is too fharpe for my dull quill,
Some fonne of Maya thow thy riper fkill.
* For Ile goe turne my tub againt the funge, .
‘And wiftly marke how higher Plarnets runne,
Contemplating their hidden motion. -
Then on fome Latmos with Eundimion,
I’le flumber out ty time in difcontent,
And neuer wake to be maleuolent,
A beedle to the worlds impuritie;

But euer fleepe in flill fecuritie. :
' ' - If thys
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If thys difpleafe the worlds wrong-indging fight, -
. It glads my foule, and in fome better fpright
D’le write againe. But if thas this doe pleafe,
Hence, hence, Satyrick Mufe, take endlefle eafe.
Huth now yee Band-doggs, barke no more at me,
But let me flide away in fecrecie. .

- EpicTETUS

AT LONDON,
Printed by Iames Roberts.- 1598.
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DerractioN 1 préfcnt my PoEeste.”

Oulé-canker of fau'e vertuous a&wn,
Vile blafter of the ﬁe&e&b‘ioomes on-earth,
Enuies abhorred childe, Da‘raémn,
1 here expofe, te thy al-tainting breath,
The iflue-of my braine : fnarle, ‘raile, barke, bite,
Knowe that my fpirit feornes. Detradtions fpi ght.

Xnowe that the Gesius, which attendeth on,
And guides my powers intelle&uall,
Holds in all vile repute D.traction, o
My foule an effence metaphyficall, - = o
* Thatin the bafeft fort fcornes Critickes rage,
Becaufe he knowes his facred parentage.

My fpiritds not puft vp with fatte fume
Of flimie Ale, nor Bacchus heating grape.
My minde difdaines the dungy muddy fcum
Of abie& thoughts, -and Enuies raging hate.
_ True iudgement /ngbt regardr Qpinion, .
A fprightly wit difdaines Detraipn.
A partiall praife fhall neuer eleuate
My fetled cenfure of my own eftecme.
- A cankered werdit of malignant hate .
Shall nere proucke me, worfe my felfe to deeme,
Spight of defpight, and rancors villanie, -
‘T am my felfe, - fo is'my poefie, - - - - T
- - P Fy
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In Leﬁom prorfus indignos.

Y Satyre fie, fhall eagh mechanick flaue,
. Each dunghill pefnt, frep perefallbaue. = -

of thy well labor'd lines? Each fattin fute,
Each quaint faﬂuon-mnngc whofe @Qle sepute - -
Refts in-his trim, 83y, clothess Ke flanering - )
Tamnng thy lines with his lqd cenfuring? . .- -
Sbaﬂe.cboddcymfneof:kghuycn,hu;, .
Each barmy-froth, that lak.day did baginge. -
Toread lnslw.le, qrh[smdwkh e s
Or fhall fome greater auntient, of leﬂ'&.wxr. R
(That never'turn’d but browne T'obacco 1eaq;s s
Whofe fences fome damn’d Occupant berunesi

~ Lye gnawing on thy Vacant times expence? B .. -,:

Tearing thy rimes, quite ahermg the fegee? -, .
Or fhall perfum’d Caftilie cenfure-thee? - - .~
Shall he oreview thy ﬂmrpe-fang’d poeﬁe? sy ne g
(Who nere read further than his Mikre®e fps)’
Nere praltiz’d-ought, but-fom fprite cipring mPs
Nere in his ffe did other ‘anguage vie,
_ But faveer Lady, faire ijru, “kind’ H-m, Jetrl an, ’
" Shall this Fantafma, this €aly ﬁpemﬁ, :
And blaft with ftinking bfeath, my b\xdﬂing Muft’
Fie, wilt thou make thy wit a Curtexin®’ .
For euery broking hand-crafts artizan?
Shall brainleffe Cytern¢ heads; eachiobermole, .
Pocket the very Gymias of. thy foujed. <. . -

1 Pb_ylo, I, I'lgkeepe an. open hall,” Calh

A common, and a fumpguom Mmaﬂ. FE TN

' Welcome

"
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Welcome all oyes, all eares, all tongues to mee,
Gnaw pefagts on my fcraps of Poefie.
Cafiilies, Cyprians, court-boyes, {panifh blocks,
Ribanded eares, Granado-netherftocks,
Fidlers, fcriveners, pedlers, tynkering kmaues,
Bafe blew-coates, tapfters, broad-minded flaues
Welcome I-faith: but may you nere depart,
Till I haue made your gauled hides to fmart.’
Your gauled hides? ausunt bafe muddy fcam.: ~
Thinke you a Satyses dreadfal ounding drom
Will brace itfelfe? and dxine to terrific. ‘
. Such abie& pefaats bafeit roguery? - -
No, no, pafle on ye vaine fantafticke troupe
Of puffie youths; Knowe I do {corne to fiowpe-
To rip your liues. Then hon¢ce'lewd nags away,
"Goe read each poaft, view what is plaid to day,
Then to Pridpus gardens. Yeu Caflio, °
I pray thee let my lines in freedome goo,
Let me alone, the madams call for thee,
Longing to laugh at.thy wits pouerty.
Sirra, livorie cloake, you lazie flipper flaue,.
Thou fawning dradge, what would’ft thou Satyres haue?
Pafe mind away, thy mafter cals, be gone,
Sweet Gnato let my poefie alone..
Goe buy fome ballad of the Faiery ng',
And of the begger wench,. fome roguie thing,.
Which thod maift chaunt vato the chamber-maid
To fome vile tune, when that thy Mafter’s laid.-
But will.you needs ftay'? "am I forc’t to bearg
The blafting bresth of each lewd cenfuter ?
Muft naught bus cloths, and isbagesiof men,
But fprightlefle trunks, be Iudges of thy pen? .
Voo _ P2 Nay
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Nay then came all. I proftitute my Mufe,

For all the fwarmes of Idiots to abufe.

Reade all, view all, euen with my full confent, .
So you will know that which I neuer meants
So.you will nere conceiue, and yet difpraife.

That which yon nere conceiu’d,. and laughter raife
Where I but ftrive in honef ferioufneffe,

T'o fcourge fome foule-polluting beafMinefe:

So you will zaile, - and finde huge esgors. lurke:

In euery coraer of my Cynick worke.

Proface, read on, for yeur extream# diflikes -

Will adde a pineon, to my praifes flights.

O, how I briftle yp my plumes of pride,

O, how I.thinke my Satyres dignifi’d,

When I once heare fome quaint Gaffilre, .. : -
Some fupple mouth’d flaue, fome lewd Tubiie,
Some fpruce pedant, or fome fpan-new come fry
Of Innes a-court, firiuing to vilefie * : R
My dark reproofes. Thea doe but rsile at.me; .
No greater honour craues my ppefie. . : :

. 1. But'ye diyiner wits, celeftiall foules, (troules,
Whofe free borne minds no kennell ‘thought con
Ye facred fpirits, Mayas eleft fonnes, . .
2. Yee fubfance of the hadowes of our age, .
In whom all graces linke in mariage, ., .

To you’ how cheerefully my Poem runnes. . ,

3. Tme indging eyes, quick fighted cenfurefs, °
Heauens beft beauties, wifdomes treafurers, °
O how my kmeenhac#th your gteatwonh‘ " o
’ ' ' g ' " Yee




, i w5 J° "
e Yo TI oF iy e, yee blefed Tpirits,
" How fall P ghue 4rab-honor to your merrits '
'M tewbmer eame, men here pamt farth

-Yov Gnered Tpicigs,, Mgy ﬂldeft fonmes,’
_ Fo you haw- chsercfully my.peeme runnealt
@ how my lope embraceth your great worth! .
thch 1 can heus: tlunk; then herc paint forth.
Orarel

_ Wmiwlm
o ,T o thpfc that feeme . iudiciall Perufcts. :

K Nowe, I hate toaﬁ'e& toomuch obff.nmne and harlh
neffe, becapf they profit no fendg. . Ta note vices,
fgqbatpomm updesftand them,: is as fond, ‘ay the
trgndl exqcution. in piure.  Yes. there re fome (too
~any) -that thigke.nthing, good,. that. is focpsteons,.ap
9.cope within theinreach. Tearming all.Sayres. bas-
gard) whish arg not palpable darke, and fo pough writ,.
. that the hearing of them read, wauld fct a-mans teeth.
“en M -Ror wipfewhfeatoned palate I wrote the firft.
Satyre, in fome places too obfcure, in all places miflyk-
ing me. Yet when by fome fcuranie chaunce it fhall:
come into the late perfumed it of indiciall Torguatus,
(that like fome rotyen Bick in #-troubled water, hath
gotte a great deal of hanmie fothjto fick to his fides) I
knowe hee will voucm;b.ﬁme of his new-minted . -
Epithets, (as Reall, Lusrinfecate, Delphicks,) when in my.
confcience hee vnderftands not the leuft partof it. But.
fromygbgnce proccedes his judgment. Perfius is crabby,
P3; . becaufe-
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becauﬁ a\umeat, and his. ieriges, (heing" porticalasly
iven.to priuate cuftomes of ‘hip time) duky. .- Fuvenal
?upon the like occafion) feemes to our iudgement, gloow
my. Yet both of them goe a geod feemely pafe, not
ﬁumblmg, thufling. Chascer is hard euen to our vn. )
derftandings: who knowes .niot the reafon? how much
more thofe olde Satyres which expre!k themfélues in
.termes,- that breathed not long euen in their daies. But
had wee then liued, the vnderftanding of them had beene
nothing hard. I will not deny there is a feemely deco-
¥umn to be abferued, and 2 pecdliar kinde of -fpegch for 2
Satyres lips. which I can willinglyer copceipe, _then dare
to prefcribe; yet let me haue the fabftance romgh, nbt
- the fhadow. I cannot, nay I will not delude your fight
“with mifts § yet I dare defend iy pléincnefle againgt the
Venuxce-face, of* the Crabbedf Sat‘yri& ‘that euer ftut-
tered.’ He that thinks worfe of my rimes ‘théh my felfe,
-{ foorn him, for hee cannot i Be that thﬁlﬁés better, is a
foole. - 86 fauour'me, Good opinio,” ‘a} 1 am- farre: from
being a Sufewus. If thou perufeft:’mee With an vnpar-
tiall eye, reade on: if otherwxfe,al knowlﬁéﬂxcr vzlne
thee, nor th'y'cenfuxc.
W""I(MAYMR
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LIBRUM PR IMUM.,
Beare the kourgrof mll Rbawnyfia,.
. Lathing the }ewdnefle of Britammia.
Let others fing astheir. good. Genins moues,
Of decpe defignes;, o5 elfe of clipping loues
Faire fall them all, Shat with wits mduﬁrx,
Doe cloath good fub:eé’tca in‘true poeﬁe, e .
But as for me, my vexed thoughtful foule =~ -
Takes pleafure in difpleafing tharpe controule.
Thon nurfing Mother of faire awifdemes lon, W
Ingenuous Melancholy,, I implore RN
Thy grape-affifigage: take thy gloomy feater. . 1

S
.-

Inthrone thee in my blood, let me intyeate. . E
Stay his quicke mcund fkips,. and force lnm!‘\mnc s
A fad pag't courfe vntill my whips be doge..” ;. | -

Dapbne, vnclip thine.armes from my fad brow,

Blacke Cyprefle crowne ne, whilit I vp doe ylow

The hidden entsailes of sank viflany, © - Hieho

'I‘emqs ﬁhe-lvﬁlk from, danin’d i nnpuue,. .1( G
Quake guzzell dqgs, that'line on putred ﬂxmo. o L
Skud from the lafhes.of my yerking rime. 0 it

o7 Marry
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A.rry God forefend, Martius fweares he’le ftab.
Pbriges, feare not, thbu art o lying drab.

Whatthough dagger hacle'd quﬂmpf bis biade fiweares.
It fleW 3 nidng as figures of yedres ~ - = ‘= ~ -
Aqua fortis eate in’t, or as many more, :
As methodift Mu/ies k¥ with Helfebote -
In autumne laft, yethe beares the male rye
With as fipooth calme, as Mecho rinairie,
How ill his fhape with invard forrne mﬂge,
Like Apbrogedéas ill-yoltdr mrmge, "l e
Fond Phyfiognomer, Onﬂmu ot
Guides not the iiward diﬁqﬂm:, P
Iuclines I yedld; Thou fai't law Julie, " « 4 . -
‘Or Catoes ofsen curht Scatinia } no
Can take no.hold on fimpting ZefBias ° 25
True, not or*her eye: yet Allomioft doth' m,
The fprouting ' %a& that faie would linger Ta#t. "
CharyCafea, - ure, ‘or Rbodanxs; ¢ i
Yet ‘each. night: e:inglﬁc!’hipw b T

Yon pine is faire, yet fouly-doth it ill' -
'To his'owne fproges : marke,. his rank drops m
Foule Naples canker in theirtender.rinde.. '
Woe worth when trees- deop it their proper kinde.’
" MiftagoghsyiWhat meanes this prodigy? - ¢ -

WhenHub@@egkﬂWvﬁuy, S TV PO
. Whes

.~ o~
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When Verres railes *gainft thieues, Mylo doth hate-
- Murder, Cledius cuckolds, Murius the gate

Of fyuinting fanus fhuts? Runne beyond bound

Of Nil wItra, and hang me when on’s found -
“Will be himlfe. - Had Nature tarn’d our eyes’

Into our proper felues, thefe curious fpies -
Would beatham’d: Flavia would bluth to flout;

When, Oppia cals Lucina helpe-her out.

If the did thinke, Lyaceas did know her ill,

How Nature Art, how Art dodx Nature fgxll.
- God pardon me, I often did auer

Quod gratis grats : the Aftronomer--
“An honeft man, but Iledo fo no more,

His face decein’d me; but mow, fince liis whore

And fifter are all ‘one, .his honeftie

" Shall be as bare.as his Anatomie, .

To which he bound his wife: O packftaffe rimes !
Why rot, when court of ftars fhall fee thefe crimes?
Rods are in piﬁ'e; ‘I for thee Empericke, .
‘That twenty graines of Oppium will not ficke

To minifter to babes. *'Heet’s bloody daies,

‘When with plaine hearbes Masins more men flaies

Then ere third Edwards fword.  Sooth in our age,

Mad Corsbantes neede not to enrage

The peoples mindes. You Opbiogine ',

Of Hellefpont, with wrangling villanie

The.fwoln world’s inly ftung, then daine a wuch

If that your fingers can effe fo much. ,
“Thou fweete Arabian Pascbaia,. , ;. .~ ' - ., *
Perfume this nafie age : .ﬁmml-g&m Y
'Hath ftinking luriges, -although & ﬁmpnng graces, .
A muddyinfide, though a furphul'd face.. - o0&

. g or
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O for fyuc deep-fearching Corycear,
T'o ferret out yon lawd Cyardiax.

How now Braius, what fhape belt plufcth thee ?
All Protean formes, thy wife in veaery,
At thy inforcement takes 2 well goe thy way,
Shee may ttansforme thee ere thy dying day.
Huth, Graccbus heares; that hath retaild more lyes,
Broched more flaunders, done more villanies,
Then Fabius perpetuall golden coate .
(Which might haue Semper idem for a mott)
. Hathbeen at feafts, and led the meafuting
At Court, and in each mariage reueling, .
Writ Palepbatus comment on thofe dreasnes, -
That Hylus takes, midft dung-pit reaking fieames
Of Athos hote houfe, Gramercie modeft fmyle,. .
Chremes afleepe, Paphia, {poxt the while. ..
Lucia, new fet thy ruffe, tutthou drt pure, .
Cané thou not lifpe, (gead érother ) look. densuse ¥
Fye Gallus, what, a Skeptick Pyrrbeniift 7
When chat Di@isna, breakes the Zonelike twik ¥
Tut, hang vp Hieraglyphickes. lle pot faine
Wrefting my humor, from his natige firaine. ;; .

m*mm
. SATYRE IL -
Dxﬁctle ¢} Satyram now jmbere.

Tuve.

Cannot holde, I cannot I indure -

To view a big womb*d foggy clowde immure
The radisnt trefles of the quickning funne, - '
Let Cuftards quake, my rage maft freely runne. Preach
. rea
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Preach not the Stoickes patience to'me.

I hate no man, but mens impiede.

My foule is vext: what power will refift,

Or dares to flop a tharpe fangd Satyrift? -

Who’le coole my rage ? who'le fiay my ecking £ft?
But I will plague and torture whom I ligt.-

If that the three-fold wals of Babilen

Should hedge my tongue, yet I (hould raile vpon

This fuftie world, that now dare put in wvre
-To make JEHO U 4 but a-coutertuce,” . . -

‘To thide ranck filth. Leofe confecsonce is free, - -
From all confcience; avbat ¢l bath libertie?

-As't pleafe the Thracias Boyeas.to bléw,

8o turnes our ayerie-confiience, to, and fro.

‘What icye Satursiff, ‘what Northerne pate,

But fuch groffe lelvdnefle would exafperate? o

T thinke, the blind doth fee the flame-God:rife -~
From fifters couch, each motning tothe flies;, .~ .~
Glowing with luf. Walke but in dufkie night, *~ /.
With Lynceus eyes, .and to thy piercing fight '
Difguifed Gods will.fhowe, in pefntsﬂnpe,

Preft to commit fomé'exectable rape. ~ "
Here Joues luft-Pandar, . Maias inggling ﬁnne e
In clownes difguife, doth afeermilk-maids funne,: -

And, fore be’le-loofehis bratith lechery, ~ '% ¢ . C

The truls thail tafie fweet Nectars I‘urqnedry v

"There Junos brat, forfakes Neries bed, .

And like a fwaggerer, 1uft fiered,

Attended ogly with his fmoek-fworge Pagey

Pert Gallw, {lily dipe alang, 10 wage Coe T
B Tildsg
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Tilting incounters, with fore fpurions. feede
Of marrow pies, and yawnmg Oyfters breede.
O damn’d!
Who would nodhake a Satyres knotty rod t
When'to defile the facred feateof God
Is but accounted Gentlemens difport? -
To fnort in filth, each howerto refort
‘To brothell pits; alas a veniall ‘crime,
Nay, royall, to belaft in #birtith flime.
Ay me, hard world for Saryrifts begimme
" To fet vp thop, when no fmall petty finne
1s left vnpurg’d.  Once to-be purfié fat °
Had wont be caufe that life-did macerate.
Marry the iealous Queene of ayre doth frowne,
That Ganimede is vp, and Hebe Q{oﬂwn.
Once Albionlia'd in facha cruell age’
Than men did hold by feruile villenage, -
Poore brats were flaves, of bondwmen that were borne,
And marted, fold :” but vhat rude law is: tome,
And difannpld, astootoo inhuinane, -
"That Lordy ore pefants fhould fach fernice firaine.
But now, (fad change!) the kennell ﬁxd'e q/' " flaues
Pefant great. Lérds, and Jeruile jerusce eraves.’
Bondflaue foanes had wont be bought and fold:
But now Herdes heires (if they haue not told -
A difcreet number, ’fore their dad did die): '
Are made much of : how much from merchandie ? -
Tail’d, and retail’d, till to the pedlers packe,
The fourth-hand wardsware comes: alaek, alack.
Would truth did ksows Ilyed : but trath, and I
- Dot know that fenfe is borne to mifery.
' . ©Oh would
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Oh would to God, this were their worft mifchance,
Were not their foules fonld to darke ignorance.
Fair godnes is foul ill, if mifebiefes awit
Be not repreft fram lewd corrupting it .
O what dry braine melts not tharp muftard time,
To purge the fnottery of oitr fimie time
Hence idle Caxe. Vengeance pricks me on,
When mart is made of faire Rclxgxon.
Reform’d bald Trebus fwore, in Romifh quie,
He fold Gods effence for a poor denier.’
The Egypuans adored anons,
- To Garlike yeeldmg all deyotions.
O happie Garlike, but thyice happic you,
Whofe fenting gods in your large gardens grews-
Democritus, rife from thy, putred {ime,
Sport at the madneffe of that hotter clime,
Deride their frenzy, that for policie
Adore Wheate dough, as reall deitie.
Almighty men, thatcan their maker make,
And force his facred bodie to forfake
- "The Cherubias, to be gnawng auslly,
Dividing indiuiduum, really: _
. Making a fcore of Gods, with one poore ward,
I, fo I thought, in that you, could afford,
So cheape a penny-wo'rth O ample field, .
In which a Satyxc may iuft weapon weelde.
Bit I am vext, when fwarmes of Julisns
Are ftil manur’d by lewd Precifiaps. -
Who fcorning Chuxch rites, take the fymbele YP»
As flouenly, as carelefle Courtiers flup
" Their mutton gruell. Fie, who ean with-hold,
But muft of force make his mild mufe a foold?

Whey
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When that hee greeued fees, with red vext efes, TS
That Athens antient large immunities
Are eyefores to the Fates. Poore cels forlorne,
Ift not enough you are made an abie& fcorrie
To ieering apes, but muft the fhadow too -
Of auncient fubftance, be thus wrung from you!
O fplit my heart, leaft it doe breake with rage,
To fee th’'immodeft loofenefle of our age.
Immodeft loofeneffe? fie, too gentlz word,
When euery figne can brothelry afford:
# When luft doth fparkle from our females eyes,
And modeftie is roufted in the fkyes. ’
Tell me Gallioite, what meanes this ﬁgne.
* When impropriat gentles will turne Capuckine?
Sooner be damn’d. O ftuffe Satyncall 1
. 'When rapine feeds our pomp, pomp ripes our fall:
‘When the gueft trembles at his hofts fwart looke,
The fon doth feare his ftepdame; that hath tooke .
His mothers place, for luft: the’ twin-borne brother
Malignes his mate, that firft came from his mother.
When to be buge, is to be dead_ly Sicke.:
When vertuous pefants will not fpare to lick
The diuéls taile for poore promotion.
When for negle&, flubbred Dexotion
Is wan with griefe. * When Riifus yauns for death
Of him that gaue him vndeferued breath:
When Hermus makes a worthy ‘queltion,
Whether of Wright, as Paraphonalion
A filuer piffe-pot fits his Lady dame? _
Or is’t too good ? a pewter beft became. = * .
°  When Agnppma poyfons Cleudius fonne, * " .
Thatall the world to hes owae brat ihight run.
v When
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When the hufband gapes that his ftale wife would dy, -
That he might once be in by Curtifie.

Thebig paunch’t wife longs for her loth’d mates death,
That fhe might haue more ioyntures here on earth. :
When tenure for fhort yeares (by many a'one)

Is thought right good be turn’d forth Littleton,

All to be beaddy, or free-bold at leaft, o

When tis all one, for long life be a beaft,

A flaue, as haue a fhort term’d tenancie.

When dead’s the ftrength of Englands yeomanry;
When invadation of luxurioufnefle .

Fats all the world with fuch grofi¢ beaftlinefle, -

Who can abftaine? what modeft braine can hold, .-
But he muft make his fthamefac’d Mufc a fcold? )

mwmwmmwwmwmm
SAT Y R E IIL
Re,dde, age, que deinceps ri/i_/}i.

T’s gobd be wasie, whilft the funne thines cleer;
(Quoth that old chuffe, that may difpend by yeer
Three thoufand pound) whil’ft hee of good pretence -
Commits himfelfe to Fleet, to faue expence, -
No Countries Chriftmas: rather tarry heere,
The Fleete is cheap, the'country hall too deere.
But Codrus, harke, the world expedts to fee
Thy baftard heire rot there in mifery.
What ? will Luxurio keepe fo great a hall, .
Thathewﬂlpmoneataﬁardmhu&lh‘ -
Q: No:
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Na: come on fine : .S. George, by beaxén at all
Makes his cataftrophe right tragicall,
i all? till nothings left: Come ox, till all comes off,
I haireand all: Laxarie left a fcoffe -
To leaprous filths: O ftay, thou impious flaue,
Teare not the lead from off thy fathers graue,
To ftop bafe brokeage : fell not thy fathers fheet,
Hig leaden fheet; that firangers eyes may grecte
Both putrifation of thy greedy Sire;
And thy ablwogred viperous defire.
But wilt thou needs, fhall thy Dads lacky brat
Weare thy Sires halfe-rot finger in his hat?
Nay ther Lauurie wafte in obloquie,
And I fhall fport to heare.shee faintly cvy)
A die, a drab, and flthy broking knaues
" Ao the worlds wide monthes, all dewouring gravss.
.Yet Samus keepes a right good houfe I heare.
No, it keepes him, and free’th him. fram chill feare . -
Of fhaking fits. How then fhall his fitug wench,
How fhall her bawd (fit time) affift her quench
Her fanguine heate? Eymens, cantt thou fene?
She hath her Monkey, and her inftrument
Smooth fran’d at Ustrio. O greeuous mifery !
Luftus hath left her female huznry.
I, itJeft him; No, his old Cynick Dad
Hath forc’t him cleane forfake his Pickhatch drab.
Alack, alack, what peece of luftfull flefh.
"Hath Lufeus left, his Prigpe to redreffe?
Grieue not good foule, he hath his Ganimede,
His perfum’d fhe-goat, fimoqth kembd and high fod.
At Hogfon now-his monftrous luft he feafts,
For there he Keepes a baudy-houfe of beafts.
: ’ ' Papbus
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Paphus, let Lufeus haue his Curtezan,
Or we fhall haue a monfter of a man.
Tut, Paphus now detaines him from that bower,
And clafps him clofe within his brick-built tower. -
Diogenes, thou art damn’d for thy. lewd wit, . "
For Lufeus now hath fkill to pra&ife it.
Faith what cares he for faire Cynedian boyes?
Veluet cap’t Goats, dutch Mares? tut common toies, _
Detaine them all, on this condition
He may but ufe the Cynick frition.. -

.O now ye male ftewes, I can giue pretence
For your luxurious incontinence. . .-
Hend®, hence, ye falfed, feeming’ Patriotes,
Returne not with pretence of faluing fpots, .
When here yee foyle vs with impuritie,
And montftrous filth of Doway feminary. .
What though Zberia yeeld you libertie, : :
To fnort in fource of Sodome villany? - :
‘What though the bloomes of young nobilitie, -
Committed to your Rodens cuftedie, -
Yee Nero like abufe ? yet nere apprathe,
Your new S. Homers lewdnes here to broche;
* 'Taynting our Townes, and hopefull Academes, -
With your lu@t-bating moft abhorred meanes.

Valladolid, our Athens gins to tafte
Of thy rank filth. Camphire and Lettuce chalte
Are clean catheird, now Sopbi Ringoes eate,,
Candi’d Potatoes arc Athenians meate..
Hence Holy-thiftle, come fweete marrow pie,
Inflame our backs to itching luxurie«
A Crabs bak’t guts, a Lobfters butterd thigh,
I heare them fweare is bloud for venerie. . _

’ Qi - Had
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Had I fome fnout-faire brats, they thould indure.
The new found Caf¥lion calienture,
Before fome pedant Tator; in his bed, S
Should vie my frie, like Phrigian Gammen, {
Nay then chafte-cels, when greafio Aresine, |
For his rank Fico, is firnam’d divine. |
Nay then come all yee.verialt fcapes to me,
I dare welt warrant, yeu'le abfolued be. "
Rufus, Ile terme thee but intemperate,
I will not once thy vice exaggerate: .
Though that each bowrg thou- lewdly- fiveggerafl,
And at the quarter day, - pay’f intereft:
For the forbearance of thy chalked feore: -
Though that thou keep’ft a taly with shy whore:
Since Nero keepes. his mother Agrippine,
And no ftrange luft can.fatiuto Ms/bkina. -
" Tulhis goe {cotfree, thougl thou often hragh
That for a falfe French-Cromone, thou: vaulsing hadflss
‘Though that thou kngw!®, for-thy: incomtinence,.
Thy drab repaid thee. srus Rrench pefiihmen,
But tuth, his boatb L begre, when Tegeraw.
Brags that hee foyfis his rotten Curtezan-
Vpon his Reire, that muft haue alt Mis landss
And them hath ioyn’d in Hymens facred-Bands. i
I’le winke at Robras, that-for wicinage- !
Enters common, on his next neighbors flage : i
When Foue maintaines his fifter and Ais whores
' And fhe inceftuous; icalous-enermore,
Leah that Exvrepa on the Bull fhould ride:
Woe aworth, awben beafts for filih are deified.
Alacke poore rogues, what Cenfor interdi&s
‘The veniall fcapes of him-that purfes picks?

-

When
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When fome flie, goiden-flopt Caffil
Can cut % magors firings at Primero?
Orwith a pawne; fall give a Lordthip mate;
In flatate fiaple chaining faftthis flaw X .

‘What Academick flarued Sn,m& '
Would gnaw ez’ Bacon »- or, mm bhch ﬁﬂ,
Would tofii each mock-heap, for{ome-outeaft (craps
Of halfe-dung bones, ta fop his yawning chape®
Or, with: a hungry hollows halfe .pin’d iaw,
Would ance, & thrise-turnid,. bonn.pielt fulieft gnm?v
. When fwarmes of Mouagebands, .and lndod '
Damn’d Brisregins, finks of villanie, - .
Fa&ors for lewdnen, . Bodkers. fer: vie: dewill,
Infe& our foules withialk poliuting ewilk.

Shall Zuci fesitnehés botfhands. lulso-warm: bed:#
(Becaufe her plnafre; Weimghowsied - .
In ioulting Qendin; wikly pinflic infimment,
- Doth farre exaedt the: mu.mm» i
Whilft I (like toxibeenbtel Bytdgenbn). .. - 11- .
Halter my hate, and MOWM R
Such brutifk filghe Shallk Mmtbe raide his. farne;.
By printing passphiets- idasethess: mame,
And in thos: preiée Kimfil ;. hiswit, his might,
All to be deem’hlis Chansriss: Lagthorne light -
Whilft my tongues sylde:wisthvbonda oﬁhlu&mga ﬂumy
For fear of brochig mpaahesaled aamed:  * - i .
Shall Balbus, tlie demuire: Athemian; ’
Dreame af: tho:deathafinent - Kiaryan? -
Catft his natjuisie:?- marke his complexiow?
Waigh well bis badies weakeconditiond -
That, with guils Seight, he may' be fure to.ges
"The Plancts piaoe, whon Itis: dim-fhine (halbfet?
: . ‘ Shal}
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Shall Curie freake his lims on his daies conch,
In Sommer bower? and with-bare groping touch N
Incenfe his luR, confoming all the yeere i
In Cyprian dalliance, and in. Belgick cheerel :
Shall Faunus {pend a hundred gallions - Lo
Of Goates pyre milke, tohnehis»lhlicm, cr T
As much Rofe iuyce? O bath! O royall; rich :
To fcower Faunus, and his faut proud bitch. '
And when all’s cleans’d, fhal the flaues infide. flinke
Waerfe than the new caft flime of Thama ehd'hink;
Whiltt I fecarely let him ouer-flip, - .
Nere yerking him with my Satyricke wlnp 2

Shall Cri/pus with hypoerifie beguile, .
Holding a candle to fome fiend a while? -
Now Iew, then Turke, then feeming Chnﬁun,
Then Athifte, Papift, and firaight Paritan,. - .
Now nothing, any thing, euen what yod lift, -~ -
So that fome guilt may greafe his greedy fift>: - -~

Shall Damas vie his third-hund wasd asi¥:.. 4
' Asany iade that tuggethin themilld-: - <~ .: "7
What, fhall law, nature, vertue be reie@ed? - ‘ K

Shall thefe world Arteries be foule-infeGed,
With corrupt bloud? Whilft I thal Maersia takke?
_ Or fome young Fillis, all in choller afke,’

How he can keepe a lizie waiting man, -
And buy a hoode, and filuer-handled fhn,
With fortie pound? Or fnarle at Le#¥es fonnes
That with induftrious paines -hath harder wonne
His true got worfhip, and his gentries nime,
‘Then any Swine-heards brat, that loufie.came: -
To lukifh Athens: and, with farming pows, -
Compiling beds, and fcouring greafie fpots, .
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By chance (when he can like taught Parrat cry,
- Deerely boboa*d,. with fumpering grauitis)
Hath got the farme of fome gelt Vicary,
And now on cock-horfe, gallops iellily; *
Tickling with fome ftolne ftuffe his fenfelefle cure,
Belching lewd termes gainft all found littrature.
Shall I with thadowes fight? tatke bitterly
Romes filth? fcraping bafe chaafll roguerie?
Wlnllt fuch huge Gyants fhall affsight our eyes .
With execrablc, damn’d impieties? .
Shall I finde t:aqlmg Mecko,. neyer loath. .
Frankly to-take a damning periured oath?
Shall Fyria brooke her fifters madefty,
And proftitute her fonle ta brathelry?
Shall Coffus make his well-fac’t wife z Ra:lc,, N
To yeeld his braided ware a-quickey faler . .
Shall cock-hoxfs,. fat-pawmchs Milo flaine whelg: n'qch
Of well borne foules, -with his adulterings fpatsd . - ,
Shall broking Pandars fucke Nobilitie 2. :
Soyling faire ftems with foul impyritie? -
Nay, fhalla treacher flane. extennate.
Some Lucresesape? and fmight. uagmﬁmc
» Lewde Jouian. lulk ¢ Whilft my Satyrick vaine -
" Shall mnzled.,b;, not daring aut to fizaing:
His tearing paw? Neo, glacmy enrally
Though to thy fostunes I difaflzons fail.

. oot s . ’
< P ot v T e
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WM*W
SATY'RE IV
CRAS.

Marry Sir, here’s perfect honefty,
When Martius will forfweare all villany,
(All damn’d abufe of paiment in the warres,
_ All filching from his prince and Souldiers) -
When once he can but fo much bright dirt gleane,
As may maintaine one more White-friers queanc,
* One drab more, faith then farewell villany,
He’le cleanfe himfelfe to Shoreditch  puritie. -
As for Stadxt.r, I thinke he hathi a foule:
And if lie were but free from fharpe controute
Of his fower hoft, and from his Taylors bill,
He would not thus abufe his riming fkill ;
Iading our tired eares with. foolenes, -
Greafing great flaués, with oyly | flatteries :
Good faith ¥ thm!ce, he would not ﬁnue to fnte
The back of humorous Time (for baf¢ repiite;
Mong dunghill pefants)-betching vp fuch ‘wu'é,
As may be falable in Smbndge fare.
If he were once but freed from fpeciahy: - .
But footh, till then, beare with his balladry.
I afk’t lewd Gallus when he’le ceafe to fweare,
And with whole-culuerin, raging oaths to tears ° -
The vault of heauen; fpitting’ in the eyes
Of natures Nature, lothfome blafphemies..
' Te
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To morrow, he doth vaw he will ferbeare. )
Next day I'meete him, but.I beare him {weare -
Worfe then before: I put his vowe invminde.
He anfwerrs me, fa morroww ; but I finde,’
He fweares next day, farre worfe then ere before;
. Putting me off, .with morrew.euesmare.
Thus when T vrge him, with his fophiftrie
« He thinkes to falue his damned periury.
Sylenus mow 1is old, I wonder, I
He doth not hate his triple venerie.
Cold, writhled Eld, his lines-wet almoft I'Pent,
Me thinkes a vnitie were competent :
But O faire hopes! he whifpers fecretly,
When it leaues him, he’lé leaue his lechery.
When fimpring Flaccus (that demarely goes
Right neatly tripping on his new blackt toes)
Hath maderich yfe of his Religion,
Of God himfelfe, inpure deuotion:. .
When that the ﬁra.nge Ideas in his head :
{Broched *mong# curiqus fots, by fhadowes led)
Haue furifh’t him, by his hore auditors -
Of faire demeafnes, and goodly rich mannors,
Sooth then he will repent, when’s treafury
Shall force him to difclaime his herefie. -
What will not poore neede force ? But being fped,
God for vs all, the gurmonds paunch is fed:
His mind is chang’d: but when will he doe good ?
To morrow: 1, .10 morrow, &y the Rood. -
Yet Rufeus fweares, he’le ceafe to broke afute :
By peafant meanes ftrining to get repute,
Mong puﬁie Spunges, when the Fleet’s defraid,
His reuell tier, and his Laundrefle paid. R
tL. There

. L
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There is a crewe.which I toe plaine could name,
If fo I might without th’ fguinians blame,
Thatlick the tail of greatnefle with their lips :

Laboring with third-hand defts, and Apith !lups,
Retayling others wit, long barrelled,

To glib fome great mans eares, titl panch be fed :
Glad if themfelues, as fporting feoles, be made,
To get the fhelter of fome high-growne fhade.

To morrow, yet thefe bafe tricks they’le caft off,
And ceafe for lucre be a icering fpoffe.

Rufeus will leave, when once he can renne

His wafted clothes, - that are atham’d to view

The worlds proud eyes, Drufus wil ceafe, to fawne,
When that his.Farme, that leaks in stelting pawne,
Some Lord-applauded ieft hath once fet free.

All will #0 serrow leaue there roguery. -

When fox-furd Meche (by damn’d viury,

Cutthrote deceite, and his craftsvillany)
Hath rak’t together fome fout thoufand pound,

To make his fmug gurle beare a bumming found
In a young merchants eare, faith then (may be) = -
He’le ponder if there be a Deitie;

Thinking, if to the Parith pouerty,

At his wifht death, be dol’d a half—penny,
A aworke of Supererogation,

A good filth-cleanfing firong purgation. -

Aulxs will leave begging Momnopolies, ’
‘When that mong treopes of gaudy Butter-flies,
He is but able iet it iollily,

In pie-bald futes of proud Court brauery.
- To morrow doth Luxario promife me,
He will vnline-himiclfe from bitehery.
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" Marry Alcides thirteenth 2& muf lend”
A glorious period, and his luft-itch end.
When once he hath froth-foaming Etna paft,
At one an thirtie being alwaies laft.
Ifnot to Day (quoth that Nafenian)
Mauch leffe to morvow. ~ Yes faith Fabian:
For ingrain’d Habits, died awith often-dips,
Are not fo foone difcoloursd. Yeung flips
Neww fet, are eafily mou’d, and pluck’t away:
But elder rootes clip fafler inthe clay.
I fmile at thee, and at the Stagerite:
Who holds, the liking of the appetite, N
Being fed with alions often put in vre,
Hatcheth the foule, in quality impure,
Or pure. May be in vertae : but for vice,
That comes by infpiration, with a trice.
Young Furixs ftarce fifteen yeares of age
Baut is, ﬁmght-wales, right fit for marnage,
Vnto the diuell: for fure they would agree;
Betwixt their foules their is fuch fympathy:
O where’s your fiweatie habit? when each Ape,
“That can but fpy the fhadowe of his fhape,
"That €an no fooner ken what’s vertuous, .
‘But will auoid it, and be vitious.
‘Without much doe, or farre fetch’t habiture,
In earneft thus; J¢ is a facred cure
To falue the foules dread awounds, Omnipotent
That Nature is, ‘that cures the impotent,
Euen in a moment, Sure, Grace is infus'd
By diuine fauour, not by actions us'd.
Which is as permanent as heduens bliffé
Do them that baxe ity then no babit is
M . R
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7o morrow, nay, to day, it may be got.
So pleafe that gratious Power cleanfe thy fpot.
Vice, from priuation of that facred Grace,
Which God with-drawes, bat puts not vice in place.
Who faies the funtig is caufe of vgly night?
Yet when he vailes our eyes from his faire fight,
The gloomy curtaine of the night is fpred,
Yee curious fotts, vainely by Nature led,
Where is your vice, or vertuous habite now ?
For, Suffine pro nunc doth bend his brow,
And old crabb’d Scotus, on th’ Orgasos,
Pay’th me with fnaphaunce, quick diftin&ion ;
Habits, that intelleituall tearmed be,
Are got, or elfe infus'd from Deitie.
Dull Sorbonift, fly contradi&ion.
Fie, thou oppugn’f the definition,
If one fhould fay; Of things tearm’d rationall,
Some reafon haue, others mere fenfuall:
Would not fome frefhman, reading Porpbirie,
Hiffe and deride fuch blockifh foolery.
Then vice nor wertue bave from babite place:
The one from aant, the other facred grace,
Infus’d, difplac’t, not in our will or force, . .
Bnt as it pleaﬁ Iehoua baue remorfe. .4
I will, cries Zenmo: O prefumPtion'! :
I can: thou maift, dogged oymxon
Of thwarting Cynicks. To day vitious,
Lift to their percepts, next day vertuous,
Peace Semeca, thop belcheft blafphemy.
To liue from God, but to line bappily
(I heare thee boaft) from thy Philefophy,
And from lly JSdfe, O xaucmng lunacy' )
S 'Cynic'ks:

- .
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‘Cynicks, yee wound your felues. For Deftiny,
?euitable Fate, Neceffitie '
ou hold doth fway the a&s fpirituall,
As well as parts of that wee mortall call. . .
Wher’s then I will? wher’s that firong Deity,
You do afcribe to your. Philofophy ?
Confounded Natures brats, can @i/l and Fate
Haue both their feate, and office in your pate?
O hidden depth of that dread Secrecie,
Which I doe trembling touch in poetry!
Todhay, today, implore obfequioufly:
T'ruft not to morrowwes awill; leaft vteerly
Yee be attach’t with fad confuffon,
In your Grace-tempting lewd prefumption..
But I forget: why fweat I out my braine,
In deep defignes, to gay boyes, lewd, and vaine?
Thefe notes, were better fung, >mong better fort:
But, to my pamphlet, few, faue fooles, réfort.

Libri primi. finis,

"Rz .. Icanmot
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LIBRUM SECUNDUM.

I Cantot quote a motte Italionate, _
Or brand my Satyres with fome Spanith terme,
I cannot with fwolne lines magnificate. .
Mine éwne poore worth, or as immaculate
Tafk others rimes ; as if no blot did ftaine,
No blemifh foyle my young Satyrick vaine,

Nor can I make my foale a merchandize,
.Seeking conceits to fute thefe Artlefle times,
Or daine for bafe reward to poetize:
Soothing the world, with oyly flatteries.
Shall mercenary thoughts prouoke me write ?
Shall I, for lucre, be a Parafite?

Shall I once pen for vulgar forts applaufe ?

To pleafe each hound ? each dungy Scauenger?
To fit fome Oyfter-wenches yawning iawes?

With trickfey tales of fpeaking Cornith dawes ?
Firft let my braine (bright hair’d Latenas fonne)
Be cleane diftraé with all confufion,
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What shough fome Jobn-a-file wilt bafcly toyle,

- Only incited with the hope of gaine :

"Though roguie thoughts do force fome iade-like Mozle :
Yet no fuch filth my tree-borne Mufe will foyle.

O Epifetus, 1 doe honour:thee,

To thinke how.rich thou wert in pouertie;

LBEEEDELS PREEEIASS
A rithmum,

Ome prettie pleafing fymphonie of words,
Ye wel-matcht twins (whofe like-tun’d tongs affords
Such mauficall delight) come willingly
And daunce Lewoltoes in my poefie.
Come all as.eafie, as fpruce Cunio will,
In fome Cousthall,. to fhew his capring fkill, -
As willingly come meete and iump together,
" -As new ioyn’d loues, when they do clip each other.
As willingly, as wenches trip a round,
About a May-pole, after-bagpipes found..
Come riming numbers, ‘come and grace conceite,
Adding a pleafing clofe; with your deceipt,
Inticing eares. Let not my ruder hand
Seeme onge to force you in my lines to ftand.
Be not fo fearefull (prettie foules) to meete,
As Flaccus is, the Sergeants face to greete.
Be not fo backward, loth to grace my fenfe, -
As Drufus is, to haue mtelhgence
His Dad’s aliue; but come iito my head
As mcundly, as (when his wife was dead)
R3 . ’ Young
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Young Lekius to his home. Come like-fac’t rime,
In tunefull numbers keeping mufiks time.
But if you hang an arfe, like Tubered,
Whep Chremes dragd bim from his brothell bed, .
Then hence bafe ballad fuffe: my poetry
Difclaimes yau quite. For know, my libertie
Scornes riming lawes.  Alas poore idle found =
Since I firft Pbzbus knew, I neuer found
‘Thy intereft in facred poefie.
Thou to Inuention add’ft but furquedry,
A gaundie ornature : but haft no part, .
In that foule-pleafing high infufed art,
Then if thou wilt clip kindly in my lines,
Welcome thou friendly aide of my defignes.
If not? No title of mhy fenfeleffe change
To wreft fome forced rime; but freely range.
Yee fcrupulous obferaers, goe and: Learne
Of Efops dogge; micat from a fhade difoerne.

/mmmaemm
SATYRF V

%tum ir_t toto.

HAng thy felfe Drufus: haft nor armes nor braine#

Some Sophy fay, The Gods fell all for paine.
Not fo.

Had not thit toyling Thebans ftecled back

Dread poyfoned fhafts, liu’d he now, he thould Tack,

Spight of his farming Oxe-ftawles. Themis felfe

‘Waeuld be cafheir’d from one poore fcrap of pelfe.



Lib.H. Mrgt of ViLLANiE. Saf. V. 195-

T I that ﬂse were incarnate in our time,

She might luke {corned in difdained dime, .
Shaded from honour by.fome esnious mift
Of watry fogges, that fill thg ill-faft lift

+ . Of faire Defert, iealous emen of blind dark,

Leaft it thould fpie, .and at their lamenefle barke.
Honors fbade thrufts bowors fubfiance from bis place.
Tis firange, when fhade the fubftance can difgrace.
Harth lines cries Curas,. whafe eares nere reioyce,
But as the quauering of - my Ladies. voice. : '
Rude limpinig lines fits this lewd halting age.
Sweet fenting Curus, pardon thenimy rage, )
‘When wifards fiveare plaine vértue neues thriuess
None but Prigpus by plaine dealing wines. . .
'Thou fubtile Hermes, are the Deftinies

Enamour’d on thee?. then vp mount tie fkies, .
Aduance, depofe, do euen what thou lift,

So long as Fatgs doe grace thy iuggling fift.
Tufeus, hatt Beuclarkes arines and ftrong finewes,
Large reach, full-fed vaines, ample reuenewes?:
Then make thy miarkets by thy proper arme,
O, brawny ftrength is an all-canning charme.
Thou-dreadlefle Thracian, haft Hallerbotius ﬂa.xnc!
What? ift not poffible thy caufe maintaine, ..
Before the dozen Hreopagites? :

Come Enagonian, furnith him with flights,

Tut, Plutos wrath, Proferpina can mels,

So that thy facrifice be freely felt.

What cannot Juna force in hed with foze? .
‘Turne and returne a fentence with her loue,
Thou ayt too dufky. IFie, thou fhallow Affe,
Put on more eyes, and marke me as | pafle,

) T wey



296 Lib; IL. Scearge of ViLuawse.  Sat W,

Well plainely thus; Skight, Farce are mighty things,.
From avbich, much (if not moft) earths glory Prings
If wertues felfe, awere clad in bumane foape,
Vertue awithout thefe, might goe beg and firape..
The naked truth is, a aellcloashed Ney.
A nimble quick pate mounts 10 dignitie.
By force or fraxde that matters not a-iot; .
So maffie wealth may fall wnto thy lot. .

1 hegrd old Albius fweare; . Flavus fhould have-
His eldeft gurle, for Flawus was a knane:.
A damn’d deep-reaching villain, and wonld moung:
{He durft well warrant him) to great account. .
What though he laid forth all his ftock and ftore
Vpon fome office, yet he’le gaine much more,
Though purchaft deere. Tut, he will trebble it-
In fome fewe Tetmes, .by.his extorting wit.

When I, in fimple meaning;. went to fue
For tong-tide Damas, that would needs go wooe,.

. I prais’d him for his vertuous honeft life.

By God,. cryes Flora, Ile not be his wife.
He'le nére come on. Now I fwear folemnely, .
When I goenext, I’le praife his villany:.
A better ficld to range n now a daies. .
If vice be vertue, I can all men praife;

What though pale Maurss paid huge fymonids « -
For his halfe-dozen gelded vicaries : '
Yet with good honeft cut-throat vfury,
I.feare he’le mount to reuerent dignity. .
O fleight ! all-canning fleight ! all-damning jlltgbl !
Tbe onely gally-ladder wnto might. -

Tufeus is trade falne : yet great hope he’le rife,
For vow he makes no count of periuries, . h
. ‘ at

P S
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Hath drawn falfe lights from pitch-black loueries
Glafed his braided ware, cogs, fweares, and lies.
Now fince he hath the grace, thus gracelefle be,
His nexghbours fweare, he’le fwell with treafurie.
Tut : Who maintaines, fuch goods, ill got, decay?
No: theyle fiicke by the foule, thep’le neré away.
Lufeus, my Lords perfamer, had nofale,
Vntill he made his wife a brothell ftale.
Abfurd, the gods fell all for induftry ?
When, what’s not got by hell-bred villany ?
Codrus my well-fac’t Ladies taile-bearer,
(He that fome-times play th’ Flauias viherer) .
I heard one day complaine to Lynceus,
How vigilant, how right ohfeq\uous,
Modeft in carriage, how true in truft, = -
And yet (alas) nere guerdond with & craft.
But now I fee, he findes by his accounts,
That fole Priapus, by plaine dealing, moumss.’ R
How now? what, droupes the newe Pegafian Inne?
I feare mine hoft is honeft, .Tut, beginne
To fet vp whorchoufe. Neretoo late to thriue,
By any meanes, at Porta Rich arriue;
Goe vie fome fleight, or }ine peore Irus life,
_ Straight proftitute thy daughter, or thy wife;
And foone be wealthy: but be damn’d with it. ,
Hath not rich My/e then decpe reaching wit?®  ~ ~

Faire age!
When tis a high; and hard thing t'haue repute
Of a compleat villaine, perfe, abfolute,

And roguing vertue brings a man defame,

A packftaffe Epethite, and fcorned name. Fies :
€3
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Fic; how my wit flagges! how heauily,
Me thinks I vent dull fpritelefle poefie !
What cold black froft congeales my nummed brain ?
. What enuious power ftops a Satyres vaine?

O now I knowe, the iuggling God of fleights,
With Caduceus nimble Hermes fights, :
And mifts my wit; offended, that my rimes
Difplay his odious, world-abufing crimes,

O be propitious, powerfull God of Arts,
I fheath my weapons, and do break my darts.
'Be then appeas’d, He offer to thy flirine,.
An Hecatombe, of many fpotted kine.
Myriades of beafts fhall_fatisﬁe thy rage,
Which doe prophane thee in this Apith age:
Infetious bloud, yée gouty humors quake,
Whilft my.fharpe Razor doth inuﬁon make.

SATYRE VI
Hmnq/h”.

Vrio;.know’ﬁ me ?-why thoy bottle-ale;
Thoubarmie froth! O ftay me leaft I raile-
Beyond Nil wltra ; to fee this butterfly,
This windy bubble tafke my balladry, ’
With fenfelefle cenfure, Curio, know’ft my {p’rite 2.
Yet deem’ft that in fad fesioufnefle I write? .
Such nafty ftuffe, as is Pigmalion?
Such maggot-tainted, lewd corruption.

'Ha,
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- Ha, how he glauvers with his fawning fnowt,

My fine fmug rime, O barbarous dropfie naule !
Think’ft thou, that Gensius that attends my foule,
And guides my fift to fcourge Magnificoes,”
Wil daigne my minde be rank’t in Papbian thowes?
Think# thou, that I, which was create to wlup ‘
Incarnate fiends, will. once vonchfafe to trip
A Paunis traverfe ? or will lifpe (fweet loxe)
Or pule (4ye me) fome female foule to moue?
Think’ft thou, that I in melting poefie
Will pamper itching fenfualitie ?
(That in the bodies feumme all fatally
Intombes the Joules moft facred faculty.)

Hence thou misiudging Cenfor : knowI wrot,
Thofe idle rimes, to note the odious fpot

" And blemifh, that deformes the lineaments
. Of moderne Poefies habiliments. .

Oh that the beauties of inuention,
For want of iudgements difpofition,
Should all be fpoil’d. O that fuch treafurie,
Such ftraines of well-tonceited poefie,
Should moulded be, in fuch a fhapeleﬂ'e forme,
‘That want of Art fhould make fuch wit a fcorne.
Here’s one muft inuocate fome lofe-leg’d Dame,
-Some brothel drab, to helpe him ftanzaes frame, ~
Or els (alas) his wits can haue no vent,
‘T'o broch conceits induftrious intent.
Another yet dares tremblingly come qut:
But firft he muft invoke good Colin Clont.
Yon’s one hath yean’d a fearefull prodigy,
Some monﬁrous auslhapen Balladry,

.And fweares, he thought, I meant but faintly flowt .
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His guts are in his brainés, hnge Iobbérnoule,
Right Gurnets-head, the reft without all foule,
Another walkes, is lazie, lits him downe, )
Thinkes, reades, atlength fome wonted flepe doth crowne
His new falne lids, dmmes, firaight, ten pound to one,
Out feps fome Fayery with quick motion,
And tells him wonders of fome flowry vale,
Awakes, ftraight rubs hiseyes, and prints his tale.

Yon’s one, whofe ftraines haue flowne fo high a pitch,
That ftraight he ﬂags, and tumbles in a ditch.
His fprighsly hot high-foring poefic, ‘
Is like that dreamed of Imagery, .
Whofe head was gold, breft filuer, braflie thigh,
Lead Leggs, clay feete; O faire fram’d poefie.

Here’s one, to get an vndeferu’d repute
Of deepe deepe learning, all in fuftian fute
Of ill pat, farre fetch’t words attireth
His period, that all fenfe forfweareth.

Another makes old Homer Spencer cxte,
Like my Pigmalion, where, with rage, delight
He cryes, O Ouid ! This caus’d my idle quill,
The world’s dull eares with fuchlewd ftuff ta fill,
And gull with bumbaft lines, the witlefle fenfe
Of thefe odde nags ; whofe pates circumference
Is flI'd with froth. O thefe fame buzzing Gnats
That fing my fleeping browes; thefe Nilus Rats,
Halfe dung, that haue theif life from pntnd flime,
Thefe that do praife my loofe lafcinious rime;
For.thefe fame fhades, I ferioufly proteft,
I flubberd vp that Chaos md:geﬁ,
To fith for fooles, that ftalke in goodly fhape:
Woat though in elues cloake? yet fiill an Ape.

Cagre
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" Capro mds: fweares, fcrubs, and {weares againe,
Now by my foule an admirable ftraine,
Strokes vp his haire, cries pafling pafling good.
Oh, there’s a line incends his lutfull blood.

*Then Muto comes, with his new glaffe-fet face,
And with his late kift-hand my booke doth grace,
Straight reades, then fntiles, and lifps (is presty good)
And praifeth that he neuer vnderftood.
But roome for Flaccus, he’le my Satyres read.
Oh how I trembled ftraight with inward dread! -
But when I fawe him read my fuftian,
And heard him fweare I was a Pythian,
Yet fraight recald, and fweares I did but quote
Out of Xilinum to that margents note;
I could fcarce hold, and keepe mylelfe conceal’d,
But had well-nigh myfelfe and all reueal’d.
Then ftraight comes Frifcus, that neat Gentleman,
That newe difcarded Academian,
Who for he could cry Ergo, in the fchoole,
Straight-way, with his huge iudgment dares controule
What{o’ere he viewes; That’s prety goods
That Epithite bath not that fprightly blood
" Which fbould exforce it fpeake: that's Perfius vaines
Tbas’s Iuvenal’s, beere’s Horace crabbid firaine;
Though he nere read one line in Juvenall,
Or, in his life, his lazie eye let fall
On dutkie Perfius.” O indignitie
To my refpettlefle free-bred poefie. :

Hence ye big-buzzing little-bodied Gnats,
Yee tatling Ecchoes, huge tongu’d Pigmy brats:
I meane to ﬂeepc wake not my flumbring brame,
With your malignant, wcake, den'a&mg vaine.
What
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‘What though the facred iffuc of my foule -
I here expofe to Idiots controule?
What though I beare, to lewd Opinion, .
Lay ope, to vulgar prophanation, '
My very Genius? ¥et know, my poefie
Doth fcorne your vtmoﬁ, rank’@t mdngnme.
My pate was gnat with child, and here tis eas’d
Vexe all the world, fo that thy felfe be pleas’d.

LHLVTLEVLLLRVLLRLE
SATYRE V}I.
A Cynicke Satyre.

Man, aman, akingdome for a man.
Why how now currith, mad Athenian?
Thou Cynick-dog, fee’lt not the ftreets do fwarme.
With troups of men? No, no: for Cyrces charme .
Hath turn’d themall td Swite, I neuner fhall
Thinke thofe fame Samsian fawes authenticail ; N
But rather I dare fweare, the foules of fwine
Doe liuein men. For that fame radiant thine,
That luftre wherewith natures Nature decked
Our intelle&uall part, that gloflt is foyled
_ With ftayning fpots of vile impiety,
And muddy durt of fenfualitie.
Thefe are no men, but Adpparitions,
Ignes fatui, Gloweavormes, Fiftions,
Meteors, Rats of Nilus, Fantafies,
Cnlg[i:, Pxﬂure.r, Shades, Refemblances.

Ho Linceus?
Seeft t}:o‘
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Seeft thou yon gallant in the famptuous clothes,
How brifk, how fpruce, how gorgioufly he Mhows
Note his French-herring bones: but note no more,
Vnlefle thou {p§ his faire appendant where, -
That lackies him. Marke nothing but his clothes,
His new ftampt complement, his Cannon oathes.
Marke thofe: for naught, but fuch lewd vicioafnes,
Ere graced him, faue Sodome beaftlineffe.
Is this a Mas? Nay, anincarnate deuill,

That ftruts-in vice, and glorieth in eaill.

A man, aman.. Peace-Cynick, yon is ene:

A compleat foule of all perfeftion.
What, mean’ft thoa him that walks ail open brcﬁ.ed?
Drawn through the eare with Ribands, plumy cte&c F
He that doth frert in fat-fed luxury,’
And gapes for fome grinding Monopoly *
- He that in effeminate inuention,
In beattly fource of all pollution,
- In ryot, luft, and flethly feeming fweetnefle,

Slecpes found fecure, under the fhade of greatneffe?

Mean’ft thou that fenceleffe, fenfuall Epicure?

‘That finke of filth, that guzzle mo& impare?

What he? Linceus on my word thus prefume,

He’s nought but clothes, and fenting fweet perfume.

His verie foule, affure thee Limcens,

Is not fo bxgge as is an Atomus:

Nay, he is {prightlefle; fenfe or foule hath none,

Since laft Medzufa tarn’d him to a ftone.

A man, a man; Lo yonder I elpic

- The fhade of Nefor in fad grauitie.

Since old Sylezxs brake his Afles back,

He now is forc’t his paunch, and guts o pack

§ 2 Ina
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In a faire Tumbrell. Why, fower Satyrift,

Canft thou vaman him ! Here I dare infift

And foothly fay, he is a perfe& foule,

Eates Ne&tar, drinkes Ambrofia, faunce contronle\
An inundation of felicitie

Fats him with honor, and huge treafurie.

Canft thou not Linceus caft thy fearching eye,

And fpy his eminent Cataftrophe ?

He’s but a fpunge, and fhortly needes mutt leefe
His wrong got inice, when greatnes fift fhall fqueefe
His ljquor out. Would not fome head,

‘That is with feeming fhadowes only fed,

Sweare yon fame Damafke-coat, yon garded man
Were fome grauc fober Caro Ptican?

‘When let him but in iudgements fight vacafe,

He’s naught but budge, old gards, browne fox-fur face
He hath no foule, the which the Stagerite

‘Term’d rationall: for beaftly appetite,

‘Bafe dunghill thoughts, and fenfuall a&tion
-Hath made him loofe that faire creation.

And now no man, fince Circes magick charme
‘Hath turn’d him to a maggot, that doth fwarme

In tainted flefh: whofe foule corruption

Is his faire foode: whofe generation

Anothers ruine. O Canaans dread curfe

To liue in peoples finnes.  Nay far more worfe:

To muke.ranke hate. But firra, Linceus,

Seeft thou that troupe that now aftronteth vs?

‘They are nought but Eeles, that neuer will appeare: -
‘Till that tempeftuous winds or thunder teare

‘Their flimy beds. .But prithee ftay a while, .
Looke, yon comes Jobn-a-noke, and Iokn-a-flile,

They are
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They are nought but flowe-pac’t, dilatory pleas,
Demure demurrers, fil firiviag to appeafe
Hote zealous loue. The language that they fpealie,
Is the pure barbarous blackfaunt of the Geare:
Their onty fkill refts in Coflufiorns,
Abatements, foppels, inbibitions.
Heauy-pas’t Iades, dult pated Tobernoales
Quick in delayes, checking with vaine controules
Faier Iuftice courfe, vile neceﬂ'ary enils,
Smooth feeming-faints, yet damn’d incarnate diuels.

Farre be it from my fharpe Satyrick Mafe,
Thofe graue and reuerend legifts to abufé,
‘That aide Affrea, that doe farther right:
But thefe Megera’s that inftame defpight,
That broche deepe rancor, that do ftudy filr
'To ruine right, that they their panch may £It
With Irus bloud; thefe Furies I doe meane,
Thefe Hedge-hogs, trat difturbe A4freas Scean.

Aman, a man: peace Cynicke, yon’s a man,
Behold yon fprightly dread Mauortian - .
With him I ftop thy carrith ba:kmg chops. :
What, meanft thou him, that in his {fwaggring Kops
Wallowes vnbraced, alf along the fireete -
_ He that falutes each gaifant he doth meete, -

With farewell faveete captaine, kind’barty adew,
He that laft night,, tumbling thou didft view
From out the great mans head; and thinking filt
He had beene Sentinell of was¥ke Brill,
Cryes out Que va la? zounds Qye? and out doth draw
His transformd ponyard, to liis Syringé ftraw,
And ftabs the drawer.’ What, that-Ringo roote?
Mean’f thou that wafted leg, puffe bumbaft boot#
S 3 ‘What, bhe
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What, he that’s drawne, and quartered with lace 2
That #% ﬁ)balw: gamon Cleue-ftuck face ?
Why, ke is neught but huge blafpheming othes,

Swart fnout, big looks, misthapen Switzers clothes.

‘Weake meager luft hath now confumed quite,,
And wafted cleane away his Martiall fprigh: ,
Infeebling ryot,. all vices confluence

Hath eaten out that facred influence

Which made'him man,

That diuine part is foak’t away in finng;.

In fenfuall laft, and midnight beaeling,

Ranke inundation of luxurioufneffe

Haue tainted him.with fuch groffe beaftlinefle,,
That gow the feat of that celeffiall effence.

s all poffeft with Naples peﬁilenc:..

Fat peace, and diffolute impietie. .-
Haue 1plled him in fuch fecusitie;,

‘That pew, let whirlwinds and confufion teare:
The Center of our ftate, let Giants reare

Hill upon hill, let wefterne Termagant

§hake heauens vault; he with his Occupant,

Are clingd fo clofe, like deaw-worms in. the morne:

, That he’le not ftir, till out his guts.are-torne

With eating filth, Twbrio, fnort.on, fnort on,,
Till thou art wak’t with fad confufion..
Now raile ng more at my fharps Cynick found,.
Thou brutjth world, thatin.all yilenefle drown’d,
Haft loft thy foule: for naught.but fhades I fee,,
Refemblances of men inhabite thee.
" Yon Tiffue flop, yon Holy-croffed pane,,
s hut a water-fpaniell that will faune, - .

Sud il
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And kiffe the water, whilft it pleafures bim:
But being once arriued at. the brim,
He fpakes it off. '
Yon in the capring cloake, 2 mimick Ape,
That ouely ftriues to feeme an others thape. °
Yon’s &fops Affe, yon fad ciuility
Is but an Oxe, that with bafe drudgery
Eates vp the land, whilft fome gik Afle doth chaw
‘The golden wheat; he welk apayd with firaw.
. Yon’s but a myckhill ouer-fpred with frowe,
Which with that vaile doth euen as fairely fhowe
As the greene meades, whofe native outward faire
Breathes fwéet perfumes into the neighbour ayre.
Yon effeminate fanguine Ganimede,
Is but a Beuer, hunted for the bed. .
. Peace Cynick, fae wwbat yonder doth approach
A cart? a tumbrell? na 4 badged coach.
What’s in’t? ‘fome man. No, mor yet woman kinde;. *
But a celefiall Angell, faire refinde.
The diuell as Toone. Herx malke fo hinders me
I cannot fee her beauties deitie.
Now thas is off, fhe is fo vizarded, '
So fteept in Lemons iuyce, fo furphuled
T cannot fee her face. Vnder one hoode
Two faces: but I neuer underftood
Or faw one face vnder two lioods till now.
Tis the right femblance of old Janus brow. -
Her mafke, her vizard, her loofe-hanging gowne,’
¢For her loofe lying body) her bright fpangled crowne:

HMer long flit fleeues, ftiffe butke, puffe verdin
ks all that makes her thas angehcaﬁ el
Aks,, hier:
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Alas, her foule firuts round about her neck,

Her feate of fenfe is her rebato fet,

Her intelle&tuall is a fained nicenefle,

+ Nothing but clothes, and fimpring precifenefle.

Outon thefe puppets, painted Images,

Haberdathers fhops,: tonch-light mafkeries,

Perfuming pans, Dutch ancients, Glowe-warms bright

That foyle eur foules, and dampe our reafons light:

Away, away, hence Coach-mag, goe infhrine

Thy new glas’d puppet in port Efjueline.

Bluth Martia, feare not, or looke pale, . all’s one,

Margara keepes thy fet eomplean.

Sure I nere thinke thofe axioms to be true,

"That foules of men, from that great fonle enfue,.

And of his effence doe participate

As 'twere by plpes 5 when fo degenemz

So aduerfe is our natures motiom,

‘T'o his immaculate condition :

‘That fuch foulé filth, from fuch faire puritie,

Such fenfuall aéts, from fueh a Deitie,.

Can nere proceed.  But if that dreame were fo, .

Then fure the flime, that from our foules dof flewe,

Haue ftopt thofe pipes by which it was conuei’d,

And now no humane creztnres ; once difrai’d

Of that faire iem.

Beafts fenfe, plants grosuth, hke hemg as a flione.

But out alas, our Cogrifance is gone. N

. L
Fiuis libri [ecundi.

In ferious

— ——
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I N ferious ieft, and iefting ferioufnefle,
I ftriue to {courge polluting beaftlinefle, .
I inuocate no Delian Deitie,
Nor facred of-fpring of Mnemo/yne :
I pray in aid of no Cafalian Mufe, '
No Nymph, no femal Angell to infufe
A fprightly wit to reife my flagging wings,
And teach me tune thefe harfh difcordant ftrings.,
I craue no Syrens of our Halcion times,
To grace the accents of my rough-hew’d rimes :
But grim Reproofz, ftearne hate of villgny,
Tnfpire and guid a Satyres poefic
Faire Deteflation of foule odious finne,
In which our fwinifh times lye wallowing.
Be thou my conduét and my Gensus,
My wits inciting fweet breath’d Zepbirus. =
©O that a Satyres hand had force to pluck
Some fludgate vp, to purge the world from muck = .
: ‘ Would God
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Would God I could turne Alpbeus riuer in,

To purge this dugean Oxftall from foule finne.
Well, I will try: awake impuritie,
And view the vaile drawne from thy villany.

"SATYRE VIIL

Iam'orat.g’ Curio.

Prio,-aye me! thy mifirewMonkey’s dead,
Alas, alas, her pleafm'es buriéd,

Goe woman’s {laue, pcrforme his exequies,
Condole his death in mournfull Elegies.
‘Tut, rather Peans fmg Hermaphrodite :
For that fad death giues life to thy dzlight.

Sweete fac’t Corinza, daine.the ribaad tie
Of thy Cork:fhooe, or els thy flaue will die:
Some’ puling Sonnet toles his pafling bell,
Some fighing Elegie muft ring his knell,
Valefle bright funthine of thy grace reuiue
His wambliag ftomack, certes he will dise
Into the whirle-pacle of denouring death,
And to fome Mermaid facrifice his breath,
Then oh, ob thes, to thy eternall thame,
And to the honour of fweet Carses name,
This Epitaph, vpon the Marble flons,
Muft faire be gran'd of that true louing one;

Heere lyeth be, ke lyeth Jore,
That bowsic’t avd gittie cryed :
Thbe doore not op’t, fzll ficke alas,

Alas and dyed. :
MM . What Mirmidon

-~
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What Mirmidon, or hard Dolopian,
‘What fauage mmdec} rude Cyclopxan,
But fuch a fweete pathetique Paphian
Would force to laughter ?  Eo Amphitrion,
Thou art no Cuckold. What thoagh Joxe dallied,
During thy warres, in faire Alemenas bed,
Yet Hercules true borne, that.imbecillitie
Of corrupt nature all apparantly
Appeares in him. O foule indignitie,
I heard him vow himfelfe a laue to Omphale,
Puling (‘aye me) O valours cbloquie !
He that the inmoft nookes of hell did know, .
Whofe nere craz'd proweffe all did oner-throw, ‘
Lyes ftreaking brawny limmes in weakning bed,_ -
Petfaum’d, fimooth kemb’d, new glaz’d, fair forphuled:
'O that the: boundleffe power of the foule
Should be fubie&ed to fuch bafe controule !
Big limm’d Alcides, duffe thy honours crowne,
Goe fpin, huge flaue, leaft Omphale thould frowase,
By my beft hopes, I bluth with griefe-and fhame
'To broach the peafant bafeneffe 'of our name.
O now my ruder hand begins to quake,
To thinke what loftic Cedars I muft fhake:
But if the canker fret the barkes of Oakes, *
Like humbler fhrubs fhall equal beare the ftroaks
Of my refpettlefle rude Satyrick hand.
Vhnlefle the Deftin’s adamantine band .
Should tye my teeth, I cannot chufe bat bite,
To view Masortins metamorphoz’d quite
To puling fighes, and into (‘aye mre’s) ftate,
With voice diftin&, all fine articulate. L
, Lifpings
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Lifping, Faire faint, my wee compaffionate :
By beauen, thine eye is my foule-guiding fate.
The God of wounds had wont on Cyprian couch
To ftreake himfelfe, and with incenfing touch
To faint his force, onely when wrath had end:
. Butnow, ’mong furious garboiles, he doth fpend -
His feebled valour, in tilt and turneying,
With wet turn’d kiffes, melting dallying.
A poxe vpon’t, that Bacchis name fhould be -
The watch-word giuen to the fouldierie.
~ Goe troupe to field, mount thy obfcured fame, -
Cry out 8. George, invoke thy miftreffe name;
Thy Miftrefle and S. George, alarum cry
Weake force, aveake ayde, that fprouts from luxury.
Thou tedious workmanthip of luft-Rung Joue,
Down from thy fkyes, enioy our females loue:
Some fiftie more Beotian girles will fue.
To haue thy loue, fo that thy back be true.
O now me thinks I heare fwart Martius cry,
Souping alonig in wastes faind mafkerie,
By Lais ftarrie front he’le forth-with die
In cluttred bloud, his Miftres liuorie.
. Her fancies colours waues vpon his head.
O well fenc’t Albion, mainly manty fped,
When thofe, that are Soldadoes in thy ftate, '
Doe beare'the badge of bafe, effeminate,
Eyen on their plumie crefts : brutes fenfuall,
Hauing no fparke of intelleGtual.
Alack, what hope? when fome rank ‘nafty werch
Is fubieét of their vowes and confidence?
- Publius hates vainly to idolatries,. .
And laughes that papifts honour Images:

v

_ And yet

.
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And yet (O-madnefle) thefe mine eyes did fee
Him melt in mouing plants, obfequioufly
Imploring fauor, twining his kinde armes,
Vfing inchauntments, exorci{mes, charmes,
The oyle of Sonnets, wanton blandifhment,
The force of teares, and feeming languifhment,
Vnto the pi€ture of a painted lafle:

I faw him court his Miftrefle lookmg-glaﬂ'c,
Workhip a bufk-point, which in fecrecie ‘
I feare was confcious of ftrange villany.

1 fawehim crouch, deuote his Tjuelihood,
Sweare, proteft, vow pefant feruitude

Vnto a pdintéd puppet, to her eyes

I heard him fweare-his fighes to facrifice,

But if he get her itch-alaying pinne,

O facred relique, ftraight he muft beginne ~

. To raue out-right: ‘then thus; Celefiall Slift,

Can beauen gramt fo'rich & grace as this? o
Touch it ot (by the Lord Siv ) ¥is dinine,
It once bebeld ber radéant eyes bright fhine:
Her baire imbrac’t it, O thrice bappy priek
That there was shrow'd, and in her baire didp fick,
Kiffe, ‘blefle, adore it Publius, neuer linne,
Some facred vertue lurketh in the pinne,
O frantick fond pathetique pafiion!
Ift poflible fuch {enfasll ation
Should clip the wings of contemplation?
O can it be the fpirits fun&tion,
‘The foyle, not fubie& to dimenfion,
Should be made flaue to reprehenfion
Of crafty natures paint? Fie, can our foule

* Be vaderling to fuch a vile controule? - ‘

T . Saturie..



214 Lib. 11L. Scourge of VILLANIE. Sat. VIIL.

Saturio wifh’t himfelfe his Miftreffe bu&e,
That he may fweetly lie, and foftly }nike
Betweene her paps, then muft he haue an eye
Ateytherend, that freely might defcry
Both hils and dales. But out on Pbrigio,

That wifh’t he were his Miftrefle dog, to goe
And licke her milke-white fit. O pretty grace,
*That pretty Phrigio begs but Pretties place..
Parthenophell, thy wifh I will omit, -

So beaftly tis I may not vtter it.

But Punicus, -of all I’le beare with thee,

That faine would’ft be thy miftreffe fmug munkey :
Here’s one would be a flea, (ieft comicall)
Another his fweet Ladies verdingall,

“To clip her tender breech: Another he

Her filuer-handled fan would gladly be:

Here’s one would be his Miftrefle neck-lace faine,
To clip her faire, and kiffe her azure vaine.
Fond fooles, well witht, and pitty but fhounld be:
For beaply foaps to brusifb Joules agree.

If Lauras painted lip doe daine a kifle
To her enamour’d flave, O Beauens blife!
(Straight be exclames) ot to be matcht awith this!
Blafpheming dolt, goe three-fcore fonnets write
Vpon a pi&tares kiffe, O rauing fpright!

- 1 am not faplefle, old, or reumatick,

No Hipponax misthapen figmatick,

That I fhould thus inueigh ’gainft amorous fpright
Of him whofe foule doth turne Hermapbredite :

But I doe fadly gricue, and inly vexe, -

To viewe the bafe dithonour of our fexe.
"Tufh, gnilt1
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Tufh, guiltlefle Doues, when Gods to force foule rapes
Will turne themfelues to any brutifh fhapes:
Bafe baftard powers, whom the world doth fee
Transform’d to fwine for fenfuall luxurie.

The fonne of Saturne is become a Bull,

“To crop the beauties of fome female trull. N
Now, when he hath his firlt wife Metim {ped,
And fairely clok’t, leaft foole gods fhould be bred
Of that fond Mule: T%emis his fecond wife
Hath turn’d away, that his vnbrideled life
Might haue more fcope.  Yet 1aft his filters loue
Mutt fatiate the luftfull thoughts of Joxe.

Now doth the lecher in a Cuckowes fhape
Commit a monftrous and inceftuous rape.
Thrice facred gods, and O thrice bleffed fkies; -
Whofe orbes includes fuch vertuous. deities.

What thould I fay? Luft hath confounded all.
The bright gloffe of our intelle&tuall
Is fouly foyl’d. 'The wanton wallowing
In fond delights, and amorous dallying,

Hath dufk’t the faireft fplendour of our foule:
Nothing now left, but carkas, lothfome, foule.
For fure, if that fome {pright remained ftill,
Could it be fubiet to lewd Lais will? -

Reafor by prudence in ber funBion

Had «wont to tutor all our aBion,

-Ayding with precepts of philofopbie

Our feebled natures imbecillitie :

But now affeltion, will, concupifcence

Haut got o’re Reafon chicfe prebeminence

Tis fo: els how fhould fuch vile bafenefle taint
As force it be made flaue to natures paint?

T 2 Me thinks
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Me thinks the fpirits Pegafe Fantafie
Should hoyfe the foule from fuch bafe flauery:
But now I fee, and can right plainly fhowe
From whence fuch abio&t thoughts and actions grow.
Our aduerfe bodie, being earthly, cold,
Heauie, dull, mortall, would not long infold
A ftranger inmate, that was backward ftill
‘To all his dungy, brutifh, fenfhall will:
Now here-vpon, our ‘Intellettuall,
Compa& of fire all celeftiall,
Invifible, immortall, and diuine, .
Grew ftraight to fcorn his land-lords muddy flime:
And therefore now is clofely flunke away
(Leauing his fmoaky houft of mortall clay)
Adorn’d with all his beauties linecaments
And brighteft iems of fhining ornaments, .
His parts diuine, ‘facred, fpirituall,
Attending on him; leauing the fenfuall
Bafe hangers on, lufking at home in flime,
Such as wont to ftop port Efqueline.
Now doth the bodie, led with fenfelefle will,
(The which in reafons abfence ruleth fill)
Raue, talke idely, as t’'were fome deitie
Adorning female painted puppetry,
Playing at put-pin, doting on fome glaffe
(Which breatb’d but on, his falfed gloffe doth pafle)
“Toying with babies and with fond paftime,
Some childrens fporte, deflowring of chafte time,
Imploying all his wits in vaine expenfe,
Abufing all his organons of fenfe.
Returne, returne, facred Sysderefss,
Infpire our trunks: let not fuch mud as this
. e - Pollute
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Pollute vs fill : Awake our lethargy,
Raife vs from out.our brain-ficke foolery:. -

HOBKINIOIIOK W HCIIKRONNOOK
‘SATYRE IX.

Here’s a toy to mocke an Ape indeede,

Rim-fac’t Reproofe, fparkle with threatning eye,
Beénd thy fower browes in my tart poefie. -
Auaunt yee curres, houle in fome cloudy mif,.
. Qaake to behold a fharp-fangd Satyrift.
O how on tip-toes proudly mounts my Mufel-
Stalking a loftier gate then Satyres vfe..
Me thinks fome facred rage warmes all my vaines,
Making my {pright mount vp to higher ftraines
Then well befeemes a rough-tongun’d Satyres part:..
But Art curbs Nature, Nature guideth Art..
Come downe yee Apes, or Lwill ftrip-you quite;.
Baring your bald tayles to the peoples.fight.
Yee mimick flanes, what are you percht fo.hie?. -
Downe Iack an Apes fromr thy fain’d royalty. .
‘What furr’d with beard,, caft.in a Satin fute,.,
Tudiciall Tick? how haft thou got repute..
©Of a found cenfure? Q idiot times,.
When gaudy Monkeys mowe ore {prightly nmes!
© world of fooles, when all mens indgement’s fet,,
And reft vpon fome mumping Marmofet! -
Yon Athens Ape (that can but fimpringly -
Yaule Auditores humaniffimi, .
T 3: ) Bopndi

L
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Bound to fome feruile imitation,
Can with much fveat patch an oration)
Now vp he comes, and with his crooked eye
Prefumes to {quint on fome faixe Poefie;

-And all as thanklefle-as-ungratefull Thames
He flinks away, leauing but reaking fteames .

. Of dungy {lime behinde. All as ingrate
He vieth it, as when I fatiate )
My fpanielles paunch, who ftraight perfumes the roome,
‘With his tailes filth: fo this vnciuill groome,
Ill-tutor’d pedant, Mortimers numbers

- With much-pit Efculine filth befcumbers. -
Now th’Ape chatters, and is as malecontent
As a'bill-patch’t doore, whofe entrailes out haue fent
And fpewd their tenant.

My foule adores iudiciall fchollerfhip:

But when to feryile imitatorfhip
Somé¢ fpruce Athenign pen is prentized,
Tis worfe then Apith. Fie, be not flattered

. With feeming worth. Fond affetation.
Befits an Ape, and mumping Babilon.
© what a trickfie lerned nigking #rain

.Is this gpplauded, fenfelefle, madern + vain?
When late I heard, it from fage Mutius lips
How ill me thought fuch wanton Iiggiu.ﬂ;ip;
Befeem’d his grauer fpeech. Farre fiy thy.fame
Moft, moft, of me beloued, awbqfe filent name
One letter bounds.  Thy true iudiciall file.

7 euer henour : and if my haue beguile

4 Non ledere, fed ludere: non lanoa, fed linca: men»
ius, [fed niflus potius.

Not much
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- Not much my bopes, then thy wiualued worth

Shall mount faire place, when Apes are turned furt&.

I am too mild: reach me my fcourge agamc.

O yon’s a pen fpeakeun a learned vaine,

Deepe, patt all fenfe. Lanthorne and candle light,

Here’s all inuifible, alf mentall fpright.

What hotch potch, giberidge doth the Poet bring?

How ftrangely fpeakes? yet fweetly doth he fing.

I once did know a tinkling Pewterér,

That was the vilef ftumbling ftutterer

That euer hack’t and hew’d our natine tongue:

Yet to the Lute if you had heard him fung,

Iefu how fweet he breath’d! You can apply.

Q fenfelefie profe, iudiciall poefie,

How ill yau’rlink’t. This affeftation,

To fpeake beyond mems apprehenfion,

How Apith tist When all-in futian fute

Is cloth’d a huge nuthing, all for repute-

Of profound knowledge, when profoundnefs knowes

There’s naught contain’d, but onely feeming thowes.

Ol Iack of Paris-garden, canft thou get

A faire rich fute,. thowgh fouly run in debt?

Looke fmug, fmell fweet, take vp commodities, -

Keepe whores, fee bauds, belch impious blafphemies,
Wallow along in fivaggering difpuife,

Snuffe vp fmoak-whiffs, and each morne *fore ﬂ\e nfc,

Vifit thy drab? Canft vfe a falfe cut die )
- With a cleane grace, and glib facilitie?
Canft thunder cannon oathes, like th'rattling
Ofa huge, dauble, ful-charg’d culuering ? ‘
"Then Iack troupe 'mong our gallants, kiffe thy fift,
And call them brothers: Say a Satyrift

: Sweares



220Lib. IIL. Scourge of ViLLavie.  Sat. IX,

Sweares they are thine in neere affinitie,
-All coofin germanes, fage in villany.
For (fadly truth to fay) what are they elfe
But imitators of lewd beaftlynefle?
Farre worfe than Apes; for mowe, or fcratch your pate,.
It may be fome odde Ape will imitate -
But leta youth that hath abus’d his time,
In wronged trauaile, in that hoter clime,
Swoope by old Iack, in cloathes Italionate: .
And I’le be hang’d if he will imitate.
His ftrange fantaftique fute fhapes ::
Or let him bring or’e beaftly. luxuries,.
Some hell-deuifed luftfull villanies,
Euen Apes and beafts would bluth.with natiue thame;,
- And thinke it foule difhonour to their name,
Their beatly name, to imitate fuch finne-
As our lewd youths doe boaft and glory:in.

Fie, whether do thefe Monkeys carry meée?:
Their. very names do foyle my poefie.
Thou.world of Marmofets and mumping Apes, .
Vnmatke, put off thy fained borrewed thapes...
Why lookes neat Curxs all fo fimpringly2 .
Why babbleft thou of deepe Diuinitie ? -

And of that facred teftimoniall ?

Liuing voluptuous like a Bacchanall?

Good hath thy tongue:_ but thou rank Puritany,
I’le make an Ape as good a Chriftian.

D’le force him chatter, turning vp his eye,-.
Looke fad,. go grave. Demure ciuilitie -

Shall feeme to fay, Good brother,. fifier deers.

As for the reft, to fnort.in belly cheere,

‘To bite-
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To bite, to gnaw, and boldly intermell

With facred things, in which thou doft excell,

. Vaforc’t he’le doe. O take compaflion T
Euen on your foulea: make not religion

A bawde to lewdnefle. Civill Sacrates

Clyp not the youth of Llcibiades

With uncha@ armes. Difguifed Mefaline

D’le teare thy matke, and bare thee to the eyne

Of hifling boyes, if to the Theatres

I finde thee once mare come for Jecherers,

To fatiate (ay, to tyer) thee wich the vfe

Of weakning luft. Yec fainers,” leaue tabufe
Our better. thonghts with your hypocrifie:

Or by the euer-lining veritie,

Ple ftrip you nak’t, and whip you with my nmes,
Caufing yeur fhame to liue to after-times,

gagesninioteiefuinisinindoing
SATYRE X °
Stultorum pl:ma funt ommia,
“To bis ey friend, Mafter E G.

FRom out the fadnefle of my difcontent,
Hating my wonted iocund merriment,
(Only to giue dull time a fwifter wing)
‘Thus fcorning fcorne, of Idiot fooles I fing.
I dread no bending of an angry brow,
Or rage of fooles that I thall purchafe now.
t . ' o Who'le
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Who'le fcorn to fit in ranke of foolery,
When I’le. be maiter of the company ¥
For pre-thee Ned, I pre-thee gentle lad,
Is not he frantique, foolith, bedlam mad,
That wattes his {pright, that melts his very braine
In deepe defignes, in wits dark gloomy ftraine?
That fcourgeth great flaues with a dreadlefle fift,
Playing the rough part of a Satyrif,
To be perus’d by all the dung-fcum rable
Of thin-braind Idiots, dull, vncapable?
For mimicke apifh fchollers, pedants, guls,
Perfmu’d inamoratoes, brothell truls? -
Whilft I (poore foule) abufe chaft virgin time, *
Deflowring her with unconceiued rime.
Tut, tut, a toy of an idle empty braixe,
Some fearril iefts, light gewn-gawes, fruitlffée, vaine.
Cryes beard-grane Dromus, when alas, god knows
His toothleffe gum nere chew bat outward fhows.
Poore budge face, bowcafe flecue, but let him paffe
Once furre and beard ppall priuiledge an Aff.
And tell me Ned, what might that gallant be,
Who to obtaine intemperate luxury,
- «Cuckolds his elder brother, gets an heire, -
- By which his hope is turned to defpaire ?
In faith (good Ned) be damn'd himfelfe with coft:
For well thou know’ft full goodly land was loft.
I am too priuate, et me thinkes an Affe
Rimes awell with VIDERIT VT ILITAS.
Euen full as well, I boldly dare auerre
As any of that ftinking Scauenger
Which from his dunghill he bedaubed on.
The latter page of old Pigmalion. -
’ . O that
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O that this brother of hypocrifie
(Applauded by his pure fraternitie)
Should thus be puffed, and fo proude infift,
As play on me the Epigrammatift.

Opinion mounts this froth wnto the fkies,
Whom iudgemente reafon infily wilifies,

- For (thame to the Poet) reade Ned, behold -
How wittily a Maifters-hoode can fcold.

An Epigram which the Author Vergidemiarum, caufed t.

be pafted to the latter page of euery ngmalmx, that
came to the Stationers. of Cambridge.

I ARt Phifitions awhat their counfell was

For a mad dogge, or for a mankind Affe?
They told me.though there aere confeftions flore
Of Poppie-feede, and foueraigne Hellebore,
The dogge was beff cured by cutting and t kinfing,
The Affe muft be kindly awbipped for winfing.
Now then 8. K. I little paffe

Whether thou be a mad dogge, or a mankind Affe.

Medice cura teipfum.
Smart ierke of wit! Did ever fuch a ftraine
Rife from an Apith fchoole-boyes childith braine?
Dotft thou not bluth good Ned, that fuch a fent
Should rife from thence where thou hadft nutriment?
Shame to Opinion, that perfumes bis dung,
And fireweth flowwers rotten bones among.
Idggling Opinion, thou inchaunting awitch,
" Paint not a rotten poft with colours rich.

3 Mark the witty allufion to my name,
) But now
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But now this iuggler with the'worlds confent
Hath half his foule; the other, Complomnent, .
Mad world the whilft. But I forgct mee, I

I am feduced with this poefie :

And madder then a Bedlam fpend fwest time
In bitter numbers, in this idle rime.

Out on this humour. From a fickly bed,

And from a moodie minde diftempered,

I vomit forth my loue, now turn’d to hate,
Scorning the honour of.a Poets ftate.

Nor fhall the kennell rout of muddy braimes
Rauith my Mufes heyre, or heare my ftraiwes,
Once more. No nittie pedant fhall corret -
ZEnigmaes to his fhallow intellet.
Inchauntment Ned hath ravithed my fenfe

In a Poetick vaine circuniference.

Yet thus I hope (God thield I now fhould lie) |
Many more fooles, and moft more wife then I.

. S V.4LE.

BRBEDRRBR BREFIR SRS

"“SATYRE XL
Humours.

Leep grim Reproofz:  my idcund Mufe doth fing
In other keys, to nimbler fingering.
Dull fprighted Melancholy, leaue my brain
To hell Cimerian night, in liuely vaine
I'frive to paint, then hence all darke intent
And fullen frownes: come fporting merriment,
: Checke

.
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" Checke dimpling laughter, crowame xﬁyver_y foule

‘With iogifance, whilft mirthfell sefts controule ~ -

‘The gouty' huthowrs of thele pride-fwolse daies, -

Which I do lomg-vatill mypon difplaies.

O Iam gredt witimicth fonve midwifite,

Or I thalk baeakte ny/ideéaovmma.' ’

Roome for a capering msonth, whof hps.nereﬂur,

But in difcourfingrof the'\gracefudl flur.

Who euer heard fpruve kipping Cario .

Ere prate of ought, tsat! of the white on toe, = -

"The teme:abont grownd, Rebris fprauling kicks,

Fabius caper;. Mwﬁngtncks? : o

Did euer any eare ere heare him fpeake :

Vlefle hisisongue of croffe-pofiits did itrett¥”

His teeth doe caper whilst he loutes kis meat,

His heeles doe caper, ‘whilft He cakes his d'eate,

His very foule, his intelleaull -

1s nothing butwiuincingnegpwedlf. s .

He dreames of foe-turnese. ewch: gallaht kede!k- meete

He fronts him ‘'with &' trewerfe in ihe freete.’ :

Praife but Orchefira, and the. Saipping Ast, .. -

*You fhall commaund himg fathytit haue his hart:

Euen capring;in youwr 4. -..A hall, .2 hall,

Roome for the Spheres, the orhts caleftiall .

Will daunce Kemps Kgge. Tm’)e.reulmh& namumps.« :

A worthy Poet-hath puet on thair: Pdmps.

O wits quick trauesie; bus sk ilqu

Good faith tis hard fae-nimbde Gimier ' .

2 gracious Orbes, M decadimeafaring,

All’s fpoilde if once yee fall foxapeiing.. ‘
Lufau what’s plaid-ta dey? hhwikww .
fua\,kpcﬁtoach, from w-hencc doth flowe

Naughs
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Naught but pure Ixliet and Romro.

Say who a&ts bek? Dryfus or Rofcio? . .

Now I haue him, that nere of ought did fpeake

Bat when of playes or Players he did treat.:

Hath made 2 common-phce booké out of playes,

And fpeakes in print: at leaft whatere he ﬁaes

Is warranted by Curtaine pladities, .

If ere you heard him courting Lefias eyes;

Say (Curteous Sir) fpeakes he not moningly,

From out fome new pathetique Tragedy? -

He writes, he railes, he iefts, -he courts, (vhat not?).

And all from out his huge long fcraped fiock

Of well penn’d playes. = -

©Oh come not within diftance: Mmm ﬁ:enlm.

Who nere difeourfeth but of féncing feats, .

Of counter times, finiures, fly pajjataes,

Stramaszones, refolute Stm'atn, .

Of.the quick change with wiping aadnmx,

The carricads, with th’ enbrocata,

Ok, blﬁﬁr(methmhllmelmcry)

The bonourable fencing myflery

Who doth not bonour? Then fals be in againe,

Iading our eares, and fomewhat muft-be faine -

Of blades, and Rapier-hilts, of fureft garde, -

Of Vincentio, and the Burgemians ward,” . : - - -

This bumbaft foile-button I once did fee

By chaunce, in Lisias modeft company, = - '

When after the God-/aning céremony, :

For want of talke-fluffe, fals to foinery, = -

Out goes his Rapier, and to.Livia - - o
-He fhewes the ward by)uﬂa rmﬁ,
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The incarnata. Nay, by the blefled light,
Before he goes, he’le teach her how to fight
And hold her weapon, Oh I laugh amaine,
To fee the madnes of this Martius vaine.

But roome for Tufcus, that ieft-mounging youtk
Who nere did ope his Apith gerning mouth
But to retaile and broke anothers wit.
Difcourfe of what you will, he ftraight can fit
Your prefent talke, with, Sir, Dle tell a ieff >
(Of fome fweet Ladie, or graund Lord at leaft)
Then on he goes, and nere his tongue thall lie
Till his ingroffed iefts are all drawne dry:
But then as dumbe as Maurss, when at play
Hath loft his crownes,- and paun’d his trim array,
He doth naught bat retaile iefts : breake but one,
Out flies his table-booke, lct Rim alone, -
He'le haue it i-faith; ‘Lad; haft an Epigram,
Wilt haue it piit intd the chaps of Fame?
Giue Tufcus copies ; footh, as his owne wit
(His proper iffue) he will father it.
O that this Eccho, * that doth feake, fpet, write
Naught but the excrements of others fpright,
" 'This il-fuft trunke of iefts (whofe very foule
‘Is but a heape of Iibes) fhould once inroule
His name *mong creatures termed rationall!
‘Whofe chiefe repute,’ whofe fenfe, whofe foule and all
Are fed with offall fcraps, that fometimes fall
From liberall wits,in their large feftiuall, '

Come aloft Inck, roome for a vaulting fkip,
Roome for Torguatus, that nere op’t his lip
But in prate of pummado reser/a,
Of the nimbling tumbling Angelica.

2 Now on
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Now on my foule, his wery daellect
Is naught but a curustting Sowaesks. AR
Huth, hufh, (cries honeft Paylo) peace, dedafty
Doft thou not tremble forwer Satyrift,
Now thet iudiciall Mulas regdeth thee?
He'le whip each Lue bo'le feourge thy balladry,
Good faith be will, Phije I pre thee fay
‘Whilft I the humour of this dogge difplay: . .
He’s naught but cenfure, wik theu credit me,
He neuer writ ane line in poeSe,
But once at Athens in a theame did frame
A paradox in praife of vertucs name:
Which ftill he hugs, and luls as tendedy -
- As cuckold 7i/us his wifks bafardie.
Well, here’s a challange,. I'flady fay he Jyap . -
"That heard him ought bus cqufure poefiss. . -
Tis his difcourfe, firft bauing kmit:the brow, : -
Stroke vp his fore-top, champed cuery. sow,, -
Belcheth his flauering cenfure on each baoke
That dare prefume euen on Medu/e lacke.
I haue no Artifts &ill in fymphonies,
Yet when fome pleafing Diapafon flies .
From out the belly of a fixeete touch’s Late, ., -
My eares dare fay tis-good: or when they fm
Some harfher feanens for varictie,
My natige fkill.difcernes it prefensly, .
What then? will any fatsifh dolt repuse,, -
Or euer thinke me Qxpheys abfolutc? e
Shall all the world of Fidlers £ouow Jpea, . .
Relying on my voige in muﬁckuet’ . ‘
Mufus heere’s Rbodes, lets fee thy boaﬁed leg?e,
Or els avaunt lewd curre, gre(u,mc not {peake,

~

with

-
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Or with thy venome-fpnttcnng chaps to barke
’Gainft well-pend poems, in the tongue-tied dark.

O for a humour, looke whoyon doth goe,
The meager lecher, lewd Luxurio:
Tis he that hath the fole monopoly
By patent, of the Superb lechery.
No newe edition of drabbes comes out,
But feene and allow’d by Luxuriss fucat. - -
Did euer any man ere heare him talke.. -
But of Pick-hatch,. or of fome Shoreditch baulke
Aretines filth, or of his wandring whore,, :
Of fome Cymidiax, or of Tacedore, = .
Of Rufeus nafty lothfome brothell rimey* .
That ftinks like Aiax froth, or mack-pit fime?
The news he tels you,. is of fome newe fiefh,
Lately brooke vp, fpan newe, hote piping frefli
The curtefie he fliewes you, is fome morne o -
To giue you Uenus fore his fmock be onu t
His eyes, his tongue; his foule,, his all is luft,,
Which vengeance and confafion follow muft.
.©ut on this falt hamour, letchets dropfie,,
Fie, it doth foyle my chafter poefie..

O fpruce! How now Pifo, Aureliiss Ape, N
‘What firange difguife, what new deformed fhape:
Doth hold thy thoughts in contemplution
Faith fay, what fathion art thou thinKing on .
A ftitcht Taffata cloake, a pan' of flops. -
- ©Of Spanith leather? O -who heard his. ciops-
Ere chew of ought, but of fome. ftrange difguife F
This fathion-mounger,. eac: morne_fore he rife:
_Contemplates fute fhapes,, and once from out his. bed,
He bath them fraight full lively portrayed. ,

. U3 ‘ And them
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And then he chukes, and is as proude of this

As Tapbus when he got his neighbours ‘blifle.

All fathions finee the firft yeare of titis Queene -

May in his fiudy fairely drawne be fesre, -

And all that fhall be to his day of doomé,‘

Youw may perufe within- that little roome.

For not a fathion ence dare thow his face,

But from. neat Py firt muft take his grace.

The long feoles coat,. the hage flop, the kigd beos

From mimick Py, ail.doe claime their moote,

Q that the boundleffe pawer of the foule

Should be coop’t ¥p in fathiening {ome roulel;

But O, Suffenfts, (that doth hugge, imbrace =

" His proper felfe, admires his owane fveet face,.

Prayfeth his owne faire limmes proportion,

Xiffeth his thade, regouwnteth all:alone . .. .o
"His owne good pants) who-enwies him i not I,

For well lie may,~wislious alk rfwalea.. =

Fie, whather’s flied my {prites algeritiek

How dull I vent this humerous pocfie!.

In faith I am f3d,. I am poffeft with ruth,.

To fee the vainenefle of faire. 4léions youth ;-

T'o fee their richeft time euen wholly fpent

In that whichis byt Gentnes aernament, .

Which béing meaply d,aqq. becomes them well

But when with deere times loffe they dae excell;

How il they doe things well!' To-daunce and fing;.
"To vault, to fence, and fairely trot a.ring

With good grace, meanely done, Q what repute.
- They doe beget! Rut being abfolute;
It argues. too much time, too much reg: ard
Imploy’d in tbgtwlnch m:glu be better @ar’d -

en:
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Then fubftance thould be loft, If one thould fewe
For Lefias loue, hauing two daies to woce

And not one more, and fhould imploy thofetwaine .
"The fauour of her-wayting:weanch to gaint,
Were he not mad? - Vour apprehénfion: -
Your wits are quick in application. . . ..

Gallants. - -
Me thinks your foules thould grudge, and inly ﬁorn
To be made ﬂaues, to humours that are bome :
In flime of filthy fgufualme '
That part, not fubie& to mortalitie
{Bogndlefle, difcurfive apprehenfion
Qiumg it wings to aft hic Suflion)
Me thinks fhould murmur, when you ftop his courfe,
And foyle his beantids In’ i)he heallly foursce
Of brutifh pleafures. But it is fo poore,

_Soweake,’ ﬂ)hun'gei- b]tﬁm, euegmore © 0 Tt
Kept from his'foode, meager fof want of meat, | ‘.
Scorn’d and reie@ed, thruft from out his fémo,
Vpbrai’d by Capons greace, confamed quite
By eating ftewes, that wafte the better fpright,.

Snibd by his bafer parts ; that now poore Soule .
(Thus pefanted to each lewd thoughts controule}

Hath loft all heare, bearmg ‘all iniaries,.

The vemoft fpight, and radk’ft mchgnmes

With forced willingneflé. Taking great ioy

I you will daine his faculties mploy

But it the mean'#t .ingenious qualitie.

(How proud he’lt be of any Jagnme iy

Put it to mufick, dauncing,’ fencing febools, -

Lord how I laugh to heare the prettie fools -
How it -
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How it will prate! his tongue fhill neuer lie,
Bat #ill difcourfe of his fpruce qualitie;
Egging his mafter to proceede from this,

And get the fubftance of celeftiall bliffe. . . ,
‘His Lord ftraight cals his parliament of fence,
Bat ftill the fenfuall haue preheminence.

The poore foules better part fo feeble is,

So colde and dead is his Syderefs,

Fhat padorvoes by odde chaunce fometimes are got,
Buat O the fubflance is refpefied not.

Here ends my rage, thoagh angry brow was bent, -
Yet I haue fung in fporting merriment.

To cuerlafting OBLIUION.

HOU mightie gulfe infatiat cormorant.
Deride me not, though I feeme pctnlant
T'o fall into thy chops. Let others pray
For euer their faire Poems flourith may.
But as for mee, hungry Qblisien i
Deuour me quick, accept my orizon: ‘
My earneft prayers, which doe importune thee,
With gloomy fhade of thy fill Emperie, *
T'o vaile both me and my rude paefie..
Fasre worthier lines in filenee of thy flate
Doe fleepe fecurely free from loue or hate:s
From which this liuing nere can be exempt,.
_.But whilft it breathes, will hate and furie tempt..
> Then clofe his eyes with thy all-dimming hand,
Which not right glorious ations can with-Rand, .
Peace
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Peace. hatcfull toﬁgues, Y now in filence pace,
Vnleffe. fome hound doe wake me from my place,
Iwith this fharpe, yet well meant poeﬁc,
Will fleepe fecure, right free from iniurie
Of cancred hate, or rankeﬁ villanie.

LHEEEBRRRRLLBRLBRED

To him that bath perufed mee.

ENTLE, or vngentle hand that holdeft mee, let
not thine eye be caft vpon prinateneffe, for I pro-
teft I glaunce not o it.  If thou haft perufed mee, what,
 leffer fauour canft thou gfant then-not wo abufe mee with -
vniuft application? Yet I feare mee, I fhall be much,
much iniured by two fortes of readers: the one being
ignOrant, not knowing the nature of a Satyre, (which
is, vnder fained priuate names, ta note generall vices,)
‘will needes wreft each fained name to.a priuate unfained
perfon. The other too fubtile, bearing a prigate ma-
lice to fome grea;ﬁt Peﬂbmé; sben Beq dare in his owne
perfon fecme*to.mhgae will. ‘Rrive by a fonced appli-
cation of Geny gomesal Jfeproofes to broach Nig priuate
hatred. ‘Fhen- the which I knowe not 3 gregpir iniury
can be offered to a- Sttynk. pE T prefume, knew
they how guiltlefis, aud how, free T-were: flom ‘prying
into privatenefle, they woeig#eM Torhinke, how much
they wrong themfelues, in feeking to iniure mee. Let
this proteftation fatisfie our curious fearchers. So may I
obtaine my beft hopes, 4s I am free from endeauouring
to blaft anie priuate man’s good name. If any one
(forced with his owne guilt) will turne it home an; fay
is 1,








