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THE

PROLOGUE
IN Troy, there lyes the fcene : from IJIes of Greece

The Princes orgillousy their high blood chafd^

Have to the port of Athens fent their JhipSy

Fraught with the mimjiers and inflri4ments

Of cruel war. Sixty and nine that wore

Their crownets regal, from Athenian bay

Putforth toward Phrygia, and their vow is made
To ranfack Troy ^ within whofe ftrong immures^

The ravijhd Helen, Menelaus' ^een
With wanton Paris fleeps^ and thafs the quarrel.

To Tenedos they come

And the deep-drawing barks do there difgorge

Their warlike fraughtage. Now on Dardan plains

y

The frefh and yet unbruifed Greeks do pitch

Their brave pavilions. Priam'i fix-gated city,

Dardan, and ICimhriay Helias, Chetas, Troien,

And Anteroridas, with maffy fiaples

And correfponftve and fulfilling boltSy

Stir up the fons of Troy.

Now ExpeBation tickling sKtttifh fpirits

On one and otherfide, Trojan and Greek,

Sets all on hazard. Hither am I come

A Prologue arrr^dy but not in confidence

Of Authors pen, or AElofs voice ; but fuited

In Itke conditions as our argument
\

To tell you, {fair beholders) that our play

Leaps o'er the vaunt andfirfilings of thofe broilsy

Beginning in the middle : fiarting thence.

To what may be digejled in a play.

Like, or find fault, do as your pleafures are,

Now goody or hady 'tis but th e chance of war,

Dran^atis



Dramatis Perfonse.

PRIAM,
Hedor,
Troilus,

Paris,

Deiphobus,

Helenas,

i^neas,

Pandarus,

Antenor,

;> TROJ ANa

J

> GREEKS.

Agamemnon,
Achilles,

Ajax,

Menelaus,

Ulyires,

Neftor,

Diomedes,

Patroclus,

Therfites,

Calchas,

Helen, fFife to Menelaus, in Love with Paris.

Andromache, Wife to Hedor.

Creffida, daughter to Calchas, in Love with Troilus.

Trojan and Greek Soldiers^ whh other attendants^

SCENE Troy and the Grecian Camp.

The Story originally written by an old Lombard Author^ and

fmce by Chaucer.
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fTROILUS and CRES SIT)A

ACT I. SCENE L

TROT.
Enter Pandarus and Troilus.

T R o I L u s.

ALL here my varlet, I'll unarm again.

Why (hould I war without the walls of Troy,

That find fuch cruel battle here within ?

Each Trojan that is mafter of his heart.

Let him to field, TroUus alas hath none.

Pan, Will this geer ne'er be mended ?

' Trot. The Greeks are ftrong, and skilful to their ftrength,

' Fierce to their skill, and to their fiercenefs valiant.

* But I am weaker than a woman's tear,

* Tamer than fleep, fonder than ignorance ;

* Lefs valiant than the virgin in the night,

* And skil-lefs as unpradis'd infancy.

-|- Before this Play of Troilus and Creflida printed in i (5a^ is a BookfelUr'^s preface,

Jhoiving that firfl imprejjion to have been before the Play hrii^een a^ed^ and that it was
publifbed without ShakcfpearV knowledge from a co^ thaf^ad fallen into the Bookfel-

ler's hands. Mr. Dryden thinks this one of the jiril of. our Author's-ipiays : But on the

contrary^ it may be judg'dfrom the foremenHM^d Preface that it was one -i^'his lafi ; and
the great number of obfervations, both n^orJi^nd politick, (with which this pleUns crowd-

ed more than any other of his) feem^o 'cojpftrm my^inion.

'iCi^ • Pan.
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Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : for my part,

I'll not meddle nor make any farther. He that will have a cake

out of the wheat, muft tarr.y the grinding.

Troi. Have I not tarried ?

Pan, Ah, the grinding 5 but you muft tarry the boulting.

Troi. Have I not tarried ?

Pan. Ay, the boulting,- but you muft tarry the leav'ning.

Trot. Still have I tarried.

Pan. Ay, to the leav'ning : but here's yet in the word here-

after, the kneading, the making of the cake, the heating of

the oven, and the baking
j
nay, you muft ftay the cooHng too,

or you may chance to burn your lips.

Troi. Patience her fclf, what Goddefs e'er flie be,

Doth lefTer blench at fufferance than I do :

At Priam's royal table I do fit
;

And when fair CreJJid comes into my thoughts,

So traitor! when flie comes? when is flie thence?

Pan. Well, flie look'd yefternight fairer than ever I faw her

look, or any woman elfe.

Trou I was about to tell thee, when my heart

As wedged with a figh would rive in twain.

Left HeElor or my father fliould perceive me
I have (as when the^ fun doth light a ftorm)

Buried this figh in wrinkle of a fmile :

But forrow, that is couch'd in feeming gladne/s,

Is like that mirth fate turns to fudden fadnefs.

Pan. An her hair were not fomewhat darker than Helenas

well, go to, there were no more comparifon between the wo-

men. But for my part flie is my kinfwoman, I would not ('as

they term it) praife her but I would fomcbody had heard her

talk yefterday, as I did : I will not diipraife your fifter Caffan-

dra\ wit, but

Trot. O Pandarm / I tell thee, Pandaras-—
When
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when I do tell thee, there my hopes lye drowned,

Reply not in how many fathoms deep

They lye intrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad
In Crejfid'% love. Thou anfwei-'fl:, flie is fair,

Pour'ft in the open ulcer of my heart ,•

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gate, her voice,

Handled in thy difcourfe O that! her hand!

(In whofe comparifon, all whites are ink

Writing their own reproach) to whofe foft feizure

The cignet's down is harfli, and fpirit of fenfe

Hard as the palm of ploughman. This thou tell'ft me;

As true thou tell'ft me when I fay I love her

:

But faying thus, inftead of oil and balm.

Thou lay'ft in every gafli that love hath given me.

The knife that made it.

Pan. I fpeak no more than truth.

Thw. Thou doft not (peak fo much.

Fan. 'Faith, Til not meddle in't. Let her be as {he is, if fhe

be fair, 'tis the better for her; an (lie be not, {he has the mends

in her own hands.

Trot, Good Pandams'j how now, Pandarus^

Pan. I have had my labour for my travel, ill thought on of

her, and ill thought on of you: gone between and between, but

fmall thanks for my labour.

Trot. What art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with me?
Pan. Becaufe {he is kin to me, therefore {he's not fo fair as He'

Jen -y an fhe were not kin to me, {he would be as fair on Friday^

as Helen is on Sunday. But what care I ? I care not an {he were

a black-a-more, 'tis all one to me.

Trot. Say 1, {he is not fair ?

Fan. 1 do not care whether you do or no. She's a fool to {lay

behind her father : let her to the Greeksy and fo I'll tell her tTie

Vol. VL B next
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next time 1 fee her : for my part, I'll meddle nor make no more

i' th' matter.

Trol. Fandarus

Fan, Not I.

Tro'i, Sweet Pandarm—
Pan, Pray you /peak no more to me, I will leave all as I found

it, and there's an end. [Exit Fandarus.

\Sound Alarum^

Trot, Peace, you ungracious clamours, peace rude founds,

Fools on both fides. Helen mufl needs be fair.

When with your blood you daily paint her thus.

I cannot fight upon this Argument,

It is too flarv'd a fubjed: for my fword

:

"Sixxt Pandarus—— OGods! how do you plague me f

I cannot come to CreJJld, but by Pandarus

And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe.

As fhe is ftubborn, chafl, againfl all fute.

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love.

What CreJJid is, what Pandar, and what we:

Her bed is Indm, there fhe lyes, a pearl
j

Between our Il'mm, and where fhe refides

Let it be call'd the wild and wandring flood.

Our felf the merchant, and this failing Pandar

Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark.

SCENE II.

\Alarum^ Enter i£neas.

JEne, How now Prince Troths} wherefore not i'th' field?

Trou Becaufe not there ; this woman's anfwer forts.

For womanifh it is to be from thence

:

What news, JEneas^ from the field to-day ?

JEne, That Paris is returned home, and hurt.

Tro'f,
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Trot, By whom, ^neas}

jEne, Tro'tlusy by Menelaus,

Trot. Let Parts bleed, 'tis but a fear to (corn.

Parts is gor'd with Menelauf horn. \Alarum,

jEne, Hark, what good fport is out of town to-day ?

Trot. Better at home, if would I might, were may—
But to the (port abroad—-are you bound thither?

j^lne. In all (wift hafte.

Trot, Come, go we then together. [Exemf.

SCENE III.

E^iter Creflida a^d a Servant,

Cre. Who were thofe went by ?

Ser, Queen Hecuba and Helen.

Cre. And whither go they ?

Ser. Up to th' eaftern tower,

Whofe height commands as fubjed all the vale.

To fee the fight. HeBor^ whofe patience

Is as a virtue fix'd, to-day was mov'd

:

He chid Andromache^ and ftruck his armorer.

And like as there were husbandry in war.

Before the fun rofe, he was harnefl light.

And to the field goes hej where ev'ry flower

Did as a prophet weep what it forefaw.

In HeBor's wrath.

Cre. What was his caufe of anger ?

Ser. The noife goes thus 5 There is among the Greeks,

A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to HeEior,

They call him Ajax.

Cre. Good, and what of him ?

Ser. They fay he is a very mzn per fe, and flands alone.

Cre. So do all men, unlefs they are drunk, fick, or have no legs.

B 2 Ser^
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Ser. This man, lady, hath robb'd many beafts of their pajrti-

cular additions j he is as valiant as the lyon, churUfli as the bear,

flow as the elephant j a man into whom nature hath fo crouded

humours, that his valour is crufht into folly, his folly fauced with

difcretion : there is no man hath a virtue, that he hath not a

glimpfe of, nor any man an attaint, but he carries (bme ftain of

it. He is melancholy without cau(e, and merry againft the hair

he hath the joints of every thing, but every thing fo out of joint,

that he is a gouty Bnarem, many hands and no ufe or purblind

Argus^ all eyes and no fight.

Cre. But how fhould this man (that makes me fmile) make He-

Bor angry ?

Ser, They fay, he yefterday cop'd HeBor in the battel and

ftruck him down, the difdain and fhame whereof hath ever fince

kept HeBor fafting and waking,

SCENE IV.

Enter Pandarus.

Cre. Who comes here ?

Ser, Madam, your uncle Pandarus,

Cre, HeBofs a gallant man.

Ser. As may be in the world, lady.

Pan. What's that? what's that?

Cre. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus,

Pan. Good morrow, coufin Crejfid: what do you talk of? \

how do you, coufin ? when were you at ll'mnt ?

Cre. This morning, uncle.

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came? was HeBor

arm'd and gone, ere ye came to Ilium ? Helen^2iS not up ? was fhe ?

Cre. HeBor was gone, but Helen was not up.

Pan. E'en fo ; HeBor was ftirring early.

Cre,

'\ Good morrow Alexander h added in all the Editions very ahfurdly^ Paris not

' being on the Stage, 6
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Cre. That were we talking of, and of his anger.

Pan. Was he angry ?

Cre. So he fays here.

Pan, True, he was fo,- I know the caufe too: he'll lay about

him to-day, I can tell them that and there's Tro'tlm will not

come far behind him, let them take heed of TroduSy I can tell

them that too.

Cre, What, is he angry too ?

Pan, Who, Tro'tlm ? Tro'dus is the better man of the two.

Cre. Oh Jupiter, there's no comparifon.

Pan. What not between Trodus and He5lor> do you know a

man if you fee him ?

Cre. Ay, if I ever faw him before, and knew him.

Pan, Well I fay Trodus is Trodus,

Cre. Then you fay, as I fay, for I am fure he is not HeBor,

Pan, No, nor HeBor is not Trodus^ in (bme degrees.

Cre. Tis juft to each of them, he is himfelf

Pan, Himfelf? alas poor Trodus I I would he were.

Cre. So he is.

Pan. Condition I had gone bare-foot to Indrn^

Cre, He is not HeBor,

Pan. Himfelf? no, he's not himfelf, would he were himfelf,-

well, the gods are above, time muft friend or end
j

well, Trodus^

well, I would my heart were in her body— no, HeBor is not a

better man, than Trodus,

Cre, Excufe me.

Pan, He is elder.

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me.

Pan, Th' other's not come to't, you fhall tell me another

tale when th* other's come to't : HeBor fhall not have his wic

this year.

Cre, He fhall not need it, if he have his own,

Pan, Nor his Qualities. Cre,
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Cre. No matter.

Pan, Nor his beauty.

Cre. 'Twould not become him, his own's better.

Pan. You have no judgement, neice^ Helen her (elf fwore

th' other day, that Tro'dus for a brown favour, (for fo 'tis I muft

confefs) not brown neither—
Cre. No but brown.

Pan. Faith, to fay truth, brown and not brown.

Cre. To fay the truth, true and not true.

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Parts,

Cre. Why Parts hath colour enough.

Pan. So he has.

Cre. Then Troths (hould have too much ; if flie prais'd him a-

bove, his complexion is higher than his, he having colour e-

nough, and the other higher, is too flaming a praife for a good

complexion. I had as lievQ Helen's golden tongue had commen-

ded Troths for a copper nofe.

Pan. I fwear to you, I think Helen loves him better than Paris.

Cre. Then fhe's a merry Greek indeed.

Pan. Nay, I am fure ihe does. She came to him th' other

day into the compaft window 5 and you know he has not paft

three or four hairs on his chin.

Cre. Indeed a tapfter's arithmetick may foon bring his particu-

lars therein to a total.

Pan. Why he is very young, and yet will he within three

pound lift as much as his brother HeBor.

Cre. Is he fo young a man, and fo old a lifter?

Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, (he came and

puts me her white hand to his cloven chin.

Cre. Juno have mercy, how came it cloven ?

Pan, Why, you know 'tis dimpled. I think his fmiling becomes

< him better, than any man in all Phr'ygta,

Cre, Oh, he fmiles valiantly. F^^.
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Pan. Does he not?

Cre, O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn.

Pan. Why, go to then— but to prove to you that Helen

loves Troilus.

Cre. Troths will (land to the proof, if you'll prove it fb.

Pan. Tro'tlus} why he efteems her no more, than I efteem an

addle egg.

Cre. If you love an addle egg, as well as you love an idle head,

you would eat chickens i'th'fhcU.

Pan. I cannot chufe but laugh to think how fhe tickled his

chin j indeed {he has a marvellous white hand, I muft needs con-

fefs.

Cre. Without the rack.

Pan. And (he takes upon her to fpy a white hair on his chin.

Cre. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer.

Pan. But there was fuch laughing. Queen He&uba laught that

her eye run o'er.

Cre. With milftones.

Pan. And Cajfandra laught.

Cre. But there was more temperate fire under the pot of her

eyes j did her eyes run o'er too ?

Pan. And HeBor laught.

Cre. At what was all this laughing ?

Pan. Marry at the white hair, that Helen fpied on TroMm^^

chin.

Cre: An't had been a green hair, I (hould have laught too.

Pan, They laught not fo much at the hair as at his pretty anfwer.

Cre. What was his anfwer ?

Pan. Quoth flie, here's but two and fifty hairs on your chin,

and one of them is white.

Cre. This is her queftion.

Pan. That's true, make no queftion of that: two and fifty

hairs, quoth he, and one white 3 that white hair is the father, and

all
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all the reft are his Tons. Jupiter ^

quoth flie, which ofthefe hairs is

Pans, my husband ? the forked one, quoth he, pluck't out and

give it him : but there was fuch laughing, and He/en fo blulh'd,

and Pans fo chaft, and all the reft fo laught, that it paft.

Cre. So let it now, for it has been a great while going by.

Pa^. Well, coufin, I told you a thing Yefterdayj think on't.

Cre, So I do.

Pa^. I'll be fworn 'tis truej he will weep you an 'twere a man
born in Apr'tL [Sound a retreat.

Cre. And I'll Ipring up in his tears, as 'twere a nettle againft

May.
Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field, fhall we ftand up

here and fee them as they pafs towards Ilium ? good neice do,

fweet neice CreJJlda.

Cre. At your plealure.

Fan. Here, Jiere, here's an excellent place, here we may fee

moft bravely, I'll tell you them all by their names, as they pafs by,

but mark Troths above the reft.

yEneas pajfes over the Stage.

Cre. Speak not fo loud.

Pan. That's ALneas-, is not that a brave man? he's one of the

flowers of Troy, I can tell you 5 but mark Tro'dus^ you fhall fee

anon.

Cre. Who's that ?

AnttnoT pa(fes ever the Stage.

Pan. T\iZX!sAntenor, he has a ftirewd wit, I can tell you, and he's

& man good enough, he's one o'th' fbundeft judgment in Tro)) who-

foever, and a proper man ofperfon j when comes Trodus ? I'll flicw

you Trodus anon ^ ifhe fee me, you fhall fee him nod at me.

Cre. Will he give you the nod ?

Pan. You fhall fee.

Cre. If he do, the rich fhall have more. Hedor
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Hector pajfes over.

Pan. That's HeBor^ that, that, look you, that: there's a

fellow! go thy way, HeBori there's a brave man, neice: O brave

HeBorl look how he looks? there's a countenance! is'tnotabrave

man ?

Cre. O brave man

!

Pan. Is he not? It does a man's heart good, look you what

hacks are on his helmet, look you yonder, do you fee ? look you

there? there's no jefting; there's laying on, take't off who will,

as they fay ; there be hacks.

Cre, Be thofe with fwords ?

Paris pajfes over.

Pan. Swords, any thing, he cares not, an the devil come to

him, it's all one; by godslid is does ones heart good. Yonder

comes Paris, yonder comes Paris : look ye yonder, neice, is't

not a gallant man too, is't not ? why, this is brave now : who
faid he came home hurt to-day ? he's not hurt

;
why, this will do

Helen's heart good now, ha ? would I could fee Tro'dus now, you

fhall fee Tro'dus anon,

Cre. Who's that ?

Helenus pajfes over.

Pan. That's Helenus. I marvel where Tro'dus is : that's Hele-

nus— I think he went not forth to-day; that's Helenus.

Cre. Can Helenus fight, uncle?

Pan. HelenusJ
no yes, he'll fight indifferent well 1

marvel where Trodus is ? hark, do you not hear the people cry

Trodust Helenus is a prieft.

Cre. What fneaking fellow comes yonder?

Vol. VL C Troilus
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Troilus pajfes over.

Pan. Where! yonder? that's De'tphohus, 'Tis 7^i?///;^5 ! there's

a man, neice—— hem— brave 7>^7///^Xj the prince of chivalry.

Cre. Peace, for {hame, peace.

Fan. Mark him, note him : O brave Tr^?////^ : look well upon

him, neice, look you how his fword is bloodied, and his helm

more hack'd then He^lor's, and how he looks, and how he goes

!

O admirable youth ! he ne*er faw three and twenty. Go thy way

Tro'dus^ go thy way j had I a fifter were a grace, or a daughter a

goddefs, he {hould take his choice. O admirable man / Pans .>

Pans is dirt to him, and I warrant Helen to change would give

* one eye to boot.

Enter common Soldiers.

Cre. Here come more.

Pan. AlTes, fools, dolts, chaff and bran, chaff and bran
;
por-

ridge after meat. I could live and dye i'th' eyes of Tro'tlm. Ne'er

look, ne'er look j the eagles are gone • crows and daws, crows

and daws. I had rather be fuch a man as TroUus^ than Agamem*

non and all Greece.

Cre. There is among the Greeks Achilles^ a better man than

Troilus.

Pan. Achilles ? a dray-man, a porter, a very camel.

Cre. Well, well.

Pan. Well, well— why, have you any difcretion ? have you

any eyes? do you know what a man is? is not birth, beauty, good

fhape, difcourfe, manhood, learning, gentlenefs, virtue, youth,

liberality, and fb forth, the (pice and fait that feafons a man ?

Cre. Ay, a minc'd man, and then to be bak'd with no date in

the pye, for then the man's date is out.

Pan. You are fuch another woman, ooe knows not at what

ward you lye.

Cre. Upon my back, to defend my belly
;
upon my wit, to de-

fend
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fend my wiles
j

upon my fecrefie, to defend minehonefty; my
mask to defend my beauty, and you to defend allthefe; and at

all thefe wards I lye, at a thoufand watches.

Pan, Say one of your watches.

Cre. Nay I'll watch you for that, and that's one of the chief-

eft of them too ; if I cannot ward what I would not have hit, I

can watch you for telling how I took the blow, unlefs it fwellpaft

hiding, and then it is paft watching.

Pan, You are (uch another.

Enter Boy,

Boy, Sir, my lord would inftantly (peak with you.

Pan, Where?

Boy, At your own houfe, f there he unarms him.

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come, I doubt he be hurt. iFare ye

well, good neice.

Cre. Adieu, uncle.

Pan. ril be with you, rieice, by and by.

Cre. To bring, uncle

—

Pan. Ay, a token from Troths,

Cre. By the fame token, you are a bawd. Pan.

Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full facrifice,

He offers in another's enterprize:

But more in Tro'dus thoufand fold I fee.

Than in the glafs of Pandar's praife may be.

Yet hold I off. Women are angels wooing,

Things won are done, the foul's joy lyes in doing:

That fhe belov'd knows nought that knows not this

Men prize the thing ungain'd, more than it is.

That (he was never yet, that ever knew

Love got, fo jfweet, as when defire did fue

:

Atchievement is command i ungain'd, befeech.

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach j

C 1 That
- '\ 'Thefe nccejfary luords addedfrom the firji quarto edition.
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That though my heart's content firm love doth bear.

Nothing of that fliall from mine eyes appear. [Exit

S C E N E V.

Agamemnon'5 Tent m the Grecian Camp,

Trumpets. Enter Agamemnon, Neftor, Ulyfles, Diomedes,

Menelaus, with others,

Agam, T)RINCESj
Jl What grief hath fet the jaundife on your cheeks ?

The ample propofition that hope makes

In all defigns begun on earth below.

Fails in the promis'd largenefs^ checks and difafters

Grow in the veins of adions higheft rear'd

:

As knots by the conflux of meeting fap

Infed the (bund pine, and divert his grain

Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth.

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us,

That we come fliort of our fuppofe fo far.

That after fev'n years fiege, yet Tro'^ walls ftand,-

Sith every adion that hath gone before.

Whereof we have record, tryal did draw

Bias and thwart j not anfwering the aim,

And that unbodied figure of the thought

That gave't furmifed fhape. Why then, you princes.

Do you with cheeks abafh'd behold our works?
.

And think them fhame, which are, indeed, nought elle

But the protradtive tryals of great Jove^

To find perfiftive conftancy in men ?

The finenefs of which metal is not found

In fortune's love • for then, the bold and coward.

The wife and fool, the artift and unread.
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The hard and foft, feem all affin'd, and kin

But in the wind and tempefl: of her frown,

Diftindion with a ^ broad and powerful fan

Puffing at all, winnows the light away
j

And what hath mafs, or matter by it felf.

Lies rich in virtue, and unmingled.

Nefi, With due obfervance of thy goodly feat,»

Great Agamemnon^ Nefior (hall apply

Thy lateft words. In the reproof of chance ,

Lies the true proof of men : the fea being fmooth.

How many {hallow bauble boats dare fail

Upon her patient breaft, making their way

With thofe of noble bulk ?

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage

The gentle Thethy and anon behold

The fbrong-ribb'd bark thro' liquid mountains cuts,

Bounding between the two raoift elements.

Like Perfeuf horfe ; Where's then the fawcy boat,

Whofe weak untimber'd fides but even now

Co-rival'd Greatnefs? or to harbour fled.

Or made a toaft for Neptune. Even fo

Doth valour's fhew and valour's worth divide

In ftorms of fortune. For in her ray and brightnefs

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize

Than by the tyger : but when fplitting winds

Make flexible the Jcnees of knotted oaks.

And flies get under (hade,- the thing of courage.

As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth fympathize,

And with an accent tun'd in felf-fame key,

* Returns to chiding fortune.

Vhf. Agamemnon^

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece^

Heart of our numbers, foul, and only fpirit.

t htid. « retires.



22 Troilus and Cressida.
In whom the tempers and the minds of all

Should be fhut up : hear what Ul'yffes fpeaks.

Befides th' applaufe and approbation

The which, moft mighty, for thy place and fway, [T^Aga.
And thou, moft rev'rend for thy ftretcht-out life, \To Neft.

I give to both your fpeeches, which were fuch

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece

Should hold up high in brals; and fuch again

As venerable Neflsr (hatch'd in filver)

Should with a bond of air, ftrong as the axle-tree

On which heav'n rides, knit all the Grecian ears

To his experienc'd tongue : yet let it pleafe both

(Thou great, and wife) to hear Ul'y[fes (peak.

Aga. Speak, prince of Ithaca: we lefs expedt

That matter needlefs, of importlefs burthen

Divide thy lips : than we are confident.

When rank Therfites opes his maftiff jaws.

We fliall hear mufick, wit, and oracle.

Ulyf. Troyy yet upon his bafis, had been down.

And the great HeBof^ fword had lack'd a mafter,

But for thefe inftances.

Thefpecialty of rule hath been negleded;

And look how many Grecian tents do ftand

Hollow upon this plain, fo many hollow factions.

When that the general is not like the hive.

To whom the foragers fhall all repair.

What honey is expcd:ed ? degree being vizarded,

Th' unworthieft fhews as fairly in the mask.

The heav'ns themfelves, the planets, and this center,

Obferve degree, priority and place,

Infifture, courfe, proportion, feafbn, form.

Office and cuftom, in all line of order

:

And therefore is the glorious planet Sol

la
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la noble eminence enthron'd and fphear'd

Amidfl: the reft, whofe raed'cinable eye

Correds the ill afpeds of planets evil.

And pofts like the command'ment of a king.

Sans check, to good and bad. But when the planets

In evil mixture to difbrder wander.

What plagues, and what portents, what mutiny ?

What raging of the fea ? (baking of earth ?

Commotion in the winds ? frights, changes, horrors.

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate

The unity and married calm of ftates

Quite from their fixture ? when degree is fhaken,

(Which is the ladder to all high defigns)

The enterprize is fick. How could communities,

Degrees in fchools, and brotherhoods in cities.

Peaceful commerce from dividable fhores,

The primogeniture, and due of birth,

Prerogative of age, crowns, fcepters, lawrels,

(But by degree) ftand in authencick place ?

Take but" degree away, untune that ftring.

And hark what difcord follows j each thing meets

In meer oppugnancy. The bounded waters

Would lift their bofoms higher than the fhores.

And make a (bp of all this folid globe :

Strength would be lord of imbecility.

And the rude fon would ftrike his father dead

:

* Force would be right or rather, right and wrong
* (Between whofe endlefs jar juftice refides)

- ' Would lofe their names, and fo would juftice too.

* Then every thing includes it felf in power,

* Power into will, will into appetite,

* And appetite (an univerfal wolf,

* So doubly feconded with will and power)
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* Mufl: make perforce aa univerfal prey,

* And lafl: eat up itfelf Great /igamemnon \

This chaos, when degree is fufFocate,

Follows the choaking

;

And this negledion of degree is it,

That by a pace goes backward, in a purpofe

It hath to climb. The general's difdain'd

By him one ftep below ^ he by the next;

That next by him beneath ; fo every ftep,

Exampled by the firft pace that is fick

Of his fuperior, grows to an envious feaver

Of pale and bloodlefs emulation.

And 'tis this feaver that keeps Troy on foot,

Not her own finews. To end a tale of length,

Troy in our weaknefs lives, not in her ftrength.

Nefi, Moft wifely hath Ulyjfes here difcover'd

The feaver, whereof all our power is fick.

^ga. The nature of the ficknefs found, Ulyff'esy

What is the remedy ?

Ulyf. The great Achilles^ whom opinion crowns

The finew and the fore-hand of our hoft.

Having his ear full of his airy fame.

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent

Lies mocking our defigns. With him Patroclus,

Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day

Breaks fcurril jefts ,•

And with ridiculous and aukward adion

(Which, flanderer, he imitation calls)

He pageants us. Sometimes, great AgamemnoHy

Thy toplefs deputation he puts on j

And like a ftrutting player, (whofe conceit

Lies in his ham-ftring, and doth think it rich

To hear the wooden dialogue and found

'Twixt
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'Twixt his ftretch'd footing and the fcafFoldage)

Such to-be-piticd and o'er-wrefted feeming

He adts thy greatnefs in : and when he (peaks,

'Tis like a chime a mending ; with terms unfquar'd

;

Which from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropt

Would feem hyperboles. At this fufty ftufF

The large Achilles^ on his preft-bed lolling,

From his deep cheft laughs out a loud applaufe :

Cries—excellent——'tis Agamemnon juft

Now play me Neftor— hum, and ftroke thy beard

As he, being dreft to fbme oration.

That's done as near as the extremeft ends

Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife :

Yet good Ach'tUes ftill cries, excellent

!

'Tis Nefior right ! now play him me, PatrocluSy

Arming to anfwer in a night-alarm :

And then, for(ooth, the faint defeats of age

Muft be the fcene of mirth, to cough and fpit,

And with a palfic fumbling on his gorget.

Shake in and out the rivet— at this fport.

Sir Valour dies,- cries, "O! enough PatrocluS"--'

Or, " give me ribs of fteel, I fhall fplit all

" In pleafure of my fpleen." And in this fafhion

All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhapes,

Severals and generals of grace exad,

Atchievemcnts, plots, orders, preventions.

Excitements to the field, or fpeech for truce,

Succefs or lofs, what is, or is not, ferves

As ftufF for thefe two to make paradoxes.

Nefi. And in the imitation of thele twain,

(Whom, as Ulyjfes fays, opinion crowns

With an imperial voice) many are infect

:

Ajax is grown felf-will'd, and bears his head

Vol VL D
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In fach a rein, in foil as proud a ** pace,

As broad Achilles
-y

keeps his tent like bim

;

Makes faf ious feafts, rails on our ftate ofwar,

Bold as an oracle j and fets Therfites

(A flave whofe gall coins flanders like a mint)

To match us in comparifons with dirt,

To weaken and difcredit our expofure.

How hard foever rounded in with danger.

Ulyf, They tax our policy, and call it cowardife.

Count wifdom as no member of the war,

Fore-ftall our prefcience, and efteem no a6t

But that of hand :
* the ftill and mental parts,

* That do contrive how many hands fhall ftrike

* When fitnefs calls them on, and know by meafure

* Of their obfervant toil, the enemies weight,

* Why this hath not a finger's dignity j

* They call this bed-work, mapp'ry, clofet-war

:

* So that the ram that batters down the wall,

* For the great fwing and rudenels of his poize,

* They place before his hand that made the engine
j

* Or thofe that with the fincnefs of their fouls

* By reafon guide his execution.

Neji. Let this be granted, and Ach'dles* horfc

Makes many Theus' fons. \Tucket founds.

Aga, What trumpet ? look Memlaus,

Men, From Troy»

SCENE VI.

Enter ^neas.

Aga, What would you 'fore our tent?

M,ne, Is this great Agamemnon's tent, .1 pray you ?

Aga, Even this,

jEne,
d placa
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JEne. May one that is a herald and a prince.

Do a fair meffage to his kingly ears ?

Aga. With furety ftronger than Achilles^ arm,

'Fore all the Greektfh heads, which with one voice

Call Agamemnon head and general.

M<ne, Fair leave, and large fccurity. How may
A ftranger to thofe moft imperial looks

Know them from eyes of other mortals ?

Aga. How?
M.ne. I ask, that I might waken reverence.

And bid the cheek be ready with blulh

Modeft as morning, when fhe coldly eyes

The youthful P^a?^»^:

Which is that god in office, guiding men?

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ?

Aga, This Trojan fcorns us, or the men of Tro^^

Are ceremonious courtiers.

^ne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'dj

As bending angels ; that's thefir fame in peace

:

But when they would feem fbldiers, they have galls,

Good arms, ftrong joints, true fwords, and Jove's accord.

Nothing fo full of heart. But peace, JRneaSy

Peace Trojan^ lay thy finger on thy lips

;

The worthinefs of praife diftains his worth,

If he that's prais'd hirofelf bring the praile forth

:

What the repining enemy commends.

That breath fame blows, that praife (ble pure tranfcends.

Aga. Sir, you of Tro'^^ call you your felf JEneas ?

JEne, Ay, Greek, that is my name.

Aga. What's your affair, I pray you ?

^ne. Sir, pardon, 'tis for Agamemnon's ears.

Aga, He hears nought privately that comes from Troy,
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jEne. And I from Troy come not to whifper him,

I bring a trumpet to awake his ear.

To fet his fenfe on that attentive bent,

And then to fpeak.

Aga. Speak frankly as the wind,

It is not Agamemnon^ fleeping hour;

That thou fhalt know, Trojan^ he is awake.

He tells thee fo himfelf

^ne. Trumpet blow loud

;

Send thy brafs voice thro* all thefe lazy tents.

And every Greek of mettle, let him know

What Troy means fairly, fliall be jfpoke aloud.

^
[7^(? trumpets found.

We have, great Agamemnon^ here in Troy

A prince call'd HeEior, (Priam is his father)

Who in this dull and long-continu'd truce

Is rufty grown, he bad me take a trumpet.

And to this purpofe fpeak : Kings, princes, lords.

If there be one amongft the fair'ft of Greece^

That holds his honour higher than his eafe.

That feeks his praife more than he fears his peril.

That knows his valour and knows not his fear.

That loves his miftrefs more than in confeflion

With truant vows to her own lips he loves.

And dare avow her beauty and her worth

In other arms than hers: to him this challenge.

HeBor^ in view of Trojans and of Greeks,

Shall make it good, (or do his beft to do it)

He hath a lady, wifer, fairer, truer.

Than ever Greek did compafs in his arms

;

And will to-morrow with his trumpet, call,

Midway between your tents and walls of Troy,

To rowze a Grecian that is true in love.
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If any come, HeBor fhall honour him;

If none, he'll fay in Troy when he retires.

The Grecian dames are fun-burnt, and not worth

The fplinter of a lance ^ even fo much.

Aga, This fhall be told our lovers, lord ^neas.

If none of them have foul in fiich a kind.

We've left them all at home: but we are foldiers

And may that fbldier a meer recreant prove,

That means not, hath nor, or is not in love;

If then one is, or hath, or means to be.

That one meets HeBor j if none el(e, I'm he.

Nefl. Tell him of Neftor j one that was a man
When He&or's grandfire fiickt he is old now.

But if there be not in our Grecian ' hoft

One nobleman that hath one (park of fire.

To anfwer for his love: tell him from me,

I'll hide my filvcr beard in a gold beaver.

And in my \ vantbrace put this wither'd brawn.

And meeting him, will tell him, that my lady

Was fairer than his grandam, and as chafte

As may be in the world : his youth is flood ,•

I'll pawn this truth with my three drops of blood.

^ne. Now heav'ns forbid (uch fcarcity of youth.

Ulyf. Amen,

Aga. Fair lord A^neas^ let me touch your hand

:

To our pavillioQ fhall 1 lead you firft

:

Achilles ftiall have word of this intent.

So fhall each lord of Greece from tent to tent

:

Your felf fhall feaft with us before you go.

And find the welcome of a noble foe. \Exeunt,

« mold i" An armour for the arm^ Avant-bras.

SCENE
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SCENE VII.

Manent Ulyffes and Neftor.

Vl^f, Neftor,

Neft, What fays Ulyffes?

Ulyf, I have a young conception in my brain,

Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape.

Neft, What is't?

JJlyf. This 'tis:

Blunt wedges rive hard knots ; the feeded pride

That hath to this maturity blown up

In rank AchUleSy muft or now be cropt.

Or, (hedding, breed a nurfery of like evil

To over-bulk us all.

Neft. Well, and how now ?

Ulyf. This challenge that the valiant HeBor (ends,

However it is (pread in general name.

Relates in purpofe only to Achilles,

Neft. The purpofe is perfpicuous even as fubftance,

Whofe groffnefs little charaders fum up.

And in the publication make no ftrain

:

But that Achilles, were his brain as barren

As banks of Lyb'ta, (tho', Apollo knows,

'Tis dry enough^) will with great fpeed of judgement,

Ay, with celerity, find HeBor's purpofe

Pointing on him.

Ulyf. And wake him to the anfwer, think you?

Neft. Yes, 'tis moft meet ^ whom may you elfe oppofe

That can from HeBor bring his honour off.

If not Achilles 7 though a fportful combat.

Yet in this tryal much opinion dwells.

For here the Trojans tafte our dear'ft repute
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With their fin'ft palate; truft to me, Ulyjfes^

Our imputation fhall be odiy pois'd

In this wild adion. For the fuccefs,

Although particular, fhall give a fcantling

Of good or bad unto the general

:

And in fuch indexes although fmall pricks

To their fubfequent volumes, there is feen

The baby figure of the giant-mafs

Of things to come, at large. It is fuppos'd^

He that meets HeBor ilTues from our choice,-

And choice being mutual a6t of all our fouls,

Makes merit her election ,• and doth boil

As 'twere from forth us all, a man diflill'd

Out of our virtues who mifcarrying,

What heart from hence receives the conqu'ring part

!

To fleel a flrong opinion to themfelves
;

Which entertain'd, limbs are his inftruments,

In no lefs working, than are fwords and' bows

Diredive by the limbs.

Ul'^f. Give pardon to my fpeech ,•

Therefore 'tis fit Achilles meet not HeBor,

Let us, like merchants, fhew our fowlefl wares.

And think perchance they'll fell j if not,

The luflre of the better, yet to fhew.

Shall fhew the better. Do not then confent

That ever HeBor and Achtlles meet

:

For both our honour and our fhame in this

Are dogg'd with two flrange followers.

Nefl, I fee them not with my old eyes : what are they

C//y/ What glory our Achtlles fhares from HeBor^

Were he not proud, we all fhould fhare with him

:

But he already is too infolent j

And we were better parch in Afrkk Sun
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Than in the pride and fait fcorn of his eyes.

Should he (cape HeBor fair. If he were foii'd.

Why then we did our main opinion crufh

In taint of our beft man. No, make a lott'ry.

And by device let blockifli Ajax draw

The fort to fight with HeBor : 'mong our felves.

Give him allowance as the worthier man.

For that will phyfick the great Myrmidon

Who broils in loud applaufe, and make him fall

His creft, that prouder than blue Irts bends.

If the dull brainlefs Ajax come fafe off.

We'll drefs him up in voices : if he fail,

Yet go we under our opinion ftill,

That we have better men. But hit or mifs.

Our projed's life this fliape of fenfe aflumes,

Ajax imploy'd, plucks down Achilles' plumes.

I^eft, Ulyjfesy now I relifli thy advice.

And I will give a tafte of it forthwith

To Agamemnon, go we to him ftreight
j

Two curs (hall tame each other
^

pride alone

Muft f tar the maftiffs on, as 'twere their bone. {Exeunt,

f Tarre, an old englijh word ftgnifying to provoke or urge on. See K. John,

4^ Jc, i,.^Uke a dog, fnatch at his majier that doth tar him on.
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A C T II. S C E N E I.

The Grecian Camp,

Enter Ajax^ and Therfites.

A J A X.

HERSITES.
Ther, Agamemnon— how if he had biles—

full, all over generally. [Talking to htmfelf.

Ajax. Therfites,

Ther, And thofe biles did run— fay fb— did

not the general run, were not that a botchy core ?

Ajax, Dog.

Ther, Then there would come (bme matter from him : I fee

none now.

Ajax, Thou bitch-wolfs fbn, canft thou not hear ? feel then.

\Str'tkes htm,

Ther, The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mungrel beef-

witted lord.

Ajax, Speak then, you ^ unfalted leaven, fpeak, I will beat

thee into handlbmnefs.

Ther, I fliall fooner rail thee into wit and holinefs ^ but I think

thy horfe will fooner con an oration, than thou learn a prayer

without book : thou canft ftrike, canft thou ? a red murrain o'thy

jades tricks.

Ajax, Toads-ftool, learn me the proclamation.

Ther. Doeft thou think lhave no fenle, thou ftrik'ft me thus >

Ajax, The proclamation.

Ther. Thou art proclaim'd a fool, I think.

Ajax, Do not, porcupine, do notj my fingers itch.

Vol. VI. E Ther,

* ivhinid'fi



34 Troilus and Cressida.
Ther, I would :thou didft itch from head to foot, and I had

the fcratching of thee, I would make thee the loathfom'ft fcab in

Greece.

j^jax» I fay, the proclamation.

Ther, Thou grumbleft and raileft every hour on Achtlles^ and
thou art as full of envy at his greatnefs, as Cerberus is at Profer-

pwa's beauty. I, that thou bark'ft at him.

Ajax. Miftrefs Therfttes.

Ther, Thou fhouldft ftrike him,

Ajax. Gobioaf

Ther, He would pound thee into fhivers with his fift, as a fai-

lor breaks a bisket.

Ajax, You whorfon cur. \Beattng htm,

Ther, Do, do.

Ajax. Thou ftool for a witch.

Ther, Ay, do, thou fodden-witted lord; thou haft no more

brain than I have in my elbows : an AJJinego may tutor thee.

Thou fcurvy valiant afs, thou art here but to thrafh Trojans^

and thou art bought and fold among thofe of any wit, like aBar-

barmn flave. If thou ufe to beat me, I will begin at thy heel,

and tell what thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thos.

Ajax. You dog.

Ther, You fcurvy lord.

Ajax, You cur. [Beating hm,

Ther, Man his \^QOt\ do rudenefs, do camel, do, do.

S C E N E 11.

Enter Achilles and Patroclus.

Achil. Why how now, Ajax ? wherefore do you this ?

How now, Therfttes^ what's the matter, man?

Ther. You fee him there, do you?

AcBI. Ay, what's the matter ?

Ther,
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ner. Nay look upon him.

j^ch'tl. So I do, what's the matter?

Ther. Nay, but regard him well.

Jch'tl. Well, why I do fo.

- Ther. But yet you look not well upon him ; fbr whofoerer you

take him to be, he is /^jax»

Ach'iL I know that, fool.

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himfelf.

y^jax. Therefore I beat thee.

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters, his eva-

fions have ears thus long. I have bobb'd his brain more than he

has beat my bones : I will buy nine fparrows for a penny, and

4iis P'ta Mater is not worth the ninth part of a fparrow. This

lord {^Achilles) Ajax, who wears his wit in his belly, and his guts

in his head, I'll tell you what I fay of him.

AchlL What ? [Ajax offers to flr'tke h'tm^ Achilles mterpofes.

Ther. I fay, this Ajax.—
Ach'il. Nay, good Ajax.

Ther. Has not fo much wit

Ach'tl. Nay, good /Ijax.

Ther. As will flop the eye of Helen's needle, for whom he

comes to fight.

Ach'il. Peace, fool.

Ther. I would have peace and quietnefs, but the fool will not ;

he there, that he, look you there.

Ajax. O thou damn'd cur, I (hall—
Ach 'tl. Will you fet your wit to a fool's ?

Ther. No, I warrant you, for a fool's will fhame it.

Pat. Good words, Therfites.

Ach 'tl. What's the quarrel >

Ajax, I bad the vile owl go learn me the tenure of the pro-

clamation, and he rails upon me.

E 2 Ther,
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Ther. I ferve thee not.

y^jax. Well, go to, go to.

Ther, I ferve here voluntary.

Achtl. Your laft fervice was (ufferance, 'twas not voluntary,

no man is beaten voluntary
j
Ajax was here the voluntary, and

you as under an imprefs.

Ther. Ev'n (b— a great deal of your wit too lies in your fi-

news, or elfe there be liars. HeBor fhall have a great catch, if he

knock out either of your brains, he were as good crack a fufty

nut with no kernel.

Achil. What, with me too, Therfttes ^

Ther. There's Ulyjes, and old Neftor^ (whojfe wit was mouldy

ere their Grandfires had nails on their toes,) yoke you Hke draft

oxen, and make you plough up the wair,

Ach'tl What! what!

Ther. Yes good footh, to Achilles, to Ajax, to

—

Ajax. I fhall cut out your tongue.

Ther. 'Tis no matter, I fhall fpeak as much as thou afterwards.

Pat. No more words, Therfites.

Ther. I will hold my peace when AehUles'hxzch. bids me, fhall I?

AM, There's for you, Patroclm.

Ther. I will fee you hang'd like clotpoles, ere I come any more

to your tents. I will keep where there is wit ftirring, and leave the

fadion of fools {Exit,

Pat. A good riddance.

AM. Marry this. Sir, is proclaim'd through all our hofl.

That HeBor, by the fifth hour of the fun.

Will with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy,

To-morrow morning call fome knight to arms.

That hath a flomach, fuch a one that dare

Maintain I know not what : 'tis trafh, fareweL

Ajax. Farewel! who fhall anfwer him?

6 AM.
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AchiL I know not, 'tis put to lottery ; otherwiie

He knew his man,

^jax. O, meaning you : I'll go learn more of it. [Exeunt,

SCENE III.

Priam'i Palace m Troy.

Enter Priam, He<5tor, Troilus, Paris and Helenus.

Prt. \ Fter fb many hours, lives, fpeeches (pent,

jljL Thus once again fays Nefior from the Greeks

:

Deliver Helen^ and all damage elfe

(As honour, lo(s of time, travel, expence.

Wounds, friends, and wha^ elfe dear that is confum'd

In hot digeftion of this cormorant war)

Shall be ftruck off. He&or, what fay you to't

HeB, Though no man lefler fears the Greeks than I,

As far as touches my particular; yet

There is no lady of more fofter bowels.

More Spungy to fuck in the fenfe of fear,

More ready to cry out, who knows what follows^

Than HeBor is. The wound of peace is furety,

Surety (ecure ; but modeft doubt is called

The beacon of the wife ; the tent that learches

To th' bottom of the worft. Let Helen go.

Since the firft fword was drawn about this queftion,

Ev'ry tithe foul 'mongft many thoufand f difmes

Hath been as dear as Helen, I mean of ours.

If we have loft fo many tenths of ours

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us

(Had It our name) the value of one ten

;

What merit's in that reafon, which denies

The yielding of her up?

7ro).

\ difmes tenths.
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Trot, Fie, fie, my brother:

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king

(So great is our dread father) in a fcale

Of common ounces? will you with counters fum

The vaft proportion of his infinite?

And buckle in a wafte, mod fathomlefs,

With (pans and inches fb diminutive

As fears and reafbns ? fie for godly (hamef

Hel. No marvel, tho' you bite (b fliarp at reafbns,

You're empty of them. Should not our father Priam

Bear the great fway of his affairs with reafons,

Becaufe your fpeech hath none that tells him fo ?

TroL You are for dreams and {lumbers, brother prieft.

You fur your gloves with reafons. Here are your realbns.

You know an enemy intends you harm.

You know, a fword imploy'd is perillous.

And reafon flies the objed: of all harm.

Who marvels then when Helenus beholds

A Grec'tan and his fword, if he do fet

The very wings of reafon to his heels,

,f And fly like chidden Mercury from JovCy

t Or like a ftar dis-orb'd.—Nay if we talk of reafon.

Let's fhut our gates, and fleep : manhood and honour

Should have « hare-hearts, would they but fat their thoughts

With this cramm'd reafon : reafon and refped:

Make ^ Hvers pale, and lufl:yhood dejed.

HeB. Brother, fhe is not worth

What fhe doth coft the holding.

Trot, What's ought, but as 'tis valu*d ?

HeB. But Value dwells not in particular will,

It holds its eflimate and dignity

As well wherein 'tis precious of it felf.

As in the prizer : 'tis mad idolatry.

•j" I'hefe two Jims are mi/placed in all the folio editions. % hard
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To make the fervice greater than the god

And the will dotes, that is f inclinable

To what infedtioufly it felf aflfedts.

Without fome image of th' aflFedted merit.

Troi, I take to-day a wife, and my eledion

Is led on in the condud of my will
^

My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears,

(Two trading pilots 'twixt the dangerous fliores

Of will and judgment.) How may I avoid

(Although my will diftafte what is elected)

The wife I chufe? there can be no evafion

To blench from this, and to ftand firm by honour.

We turn not back the filks upon the merchant

When we have fpoil'd them ; nor th' remainder viands

We do not throw in unrefpecStive place,

Becaufe we now are full. It was thought meet

Parts fliould do (bme vengeance on the Greeks:

Your breath of full confent bellied his fails

The feas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce.

And did him fervice : he touch'dthe ports defir'd
j

And for an old aunt whom the Greeks held captive.

He brought a Grecian queen whofe youth and frefhnefs

Wrinkles /^polio's, and makes 'pale the morning.

Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt

:

Is (he worth keeping ? why, (he is a pearl,

Whofe price hath launch'd above a thoufand fliips,

And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants

If you'll avouch 'twas wifdom Paris went,

(As you muft needs, for you all cry'd, go, go:)

If you'll confefs he brought home noble prize,

(As you muft needs, for you all clap'd your hands

And cry'd, ineftimablej) why d'you now

The ilTue of your proper wifdoms rate,

t Old edition^ not fo well, has it attributive
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And do a deed that fortune never did,

Beggar that eftimation which you priz'd

Richer than feaand land? O theft moft bafe!

That we have ftoln what we do fear to keep

!

But thieves, unworthy of a thing (b ftoln.

Who in their country did them that difgrace,

We fear to warrant in our native place.

S C E N E IV.

Enter Caffandra with her hair about her ears,

Caf, Cry, Trojans^ cry!

Pri. What noife? what fliriek is this ?

Troi. 'Tis our mad fifter, I do know her voice.

Caf, Cry, Trojans!

HeB, It is Caffandra,

Caf Cry, Trojans^ cry^ lend me ten thoufand eyes.

And I will fill them widi prophetick t^ars.

HeB. Peace, fifter, peace.

Caf Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled old.

Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry.

Add to my clamour ! let us pay betimes

A moiety of that mafs of moan to come

;

Cry, Trojans^ cry, pradife your eyes with tears.

Troy muft not be, nor goodly Ilion ftand ;

Our fire-brand brother, Paris burns us all.

Cry, Trojans^ cry ! a Helen and a wo

Cry, cry, Troy burns, or elle let Helen go. [Exih

HeB, Now, youthful Troilus^ do not the high ftrains

Of divination in our fifter work

Some touches of remorfe ? Or is your blood

So madly hot, that no djfcourfe of reafon

Nor
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Nor fear of bad fuccefs ia a bad caufe,

Can qualifie the fame ?

Trot, Why, brother HeBor,

We may not think the juftnefs of each a6t

Such and no other than event doth form it ,•

Nor once deje6t the courage of our minds,

Becaufe Cajfandra's mad j her brain-fick raptures

Cannot diftafte the goodnefs of a quarrel.

Which hath our feveral honours all engag'd

To make it gracious. For rny private part,

I am no more touch'd than all Priam's fons.

And Jove forbid there (hould be done amongft us

Such things as might offend the weakeft fpleen,

To fight for and maintain.

Par. Elfe might the world convince of levity

As well my undertakings, as your counfels

:

But I atteft the gods, your full confent

Gave wings to my propenfion, and cut off

All fears attending on fo dire a project.

For what, alas, can thefe my fingle arms?

What propugnation is in one man's valour,

To ftand the pufh and enmity of thofe

This quarrel would excite ? yet I proteft.

Were I alone to pafs the difficulties.

And had as ample power, as I have will,

Paris fhould ne'er retradt what he hath done.

Nor faint in the purfuit.

Pru Paris, you fpeak

Like one befbtted on your fweet delights
;

You have the honey flill, but thefe the gall,

So to be vaUant is no praife at all.

Par. Sir, I propofe not meerly to my felf.

The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it

:

Vol. VI. F
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But I would have the (oil of her fair rape

Wip'd off in honourable keeping her.

What treafon were it to the ranfack'd queen,

Difgrace to your great worths, and fliame to me.

Now to deliver her poffeflion up,

On terms of bafe compulfion? can it be.

That fb degenerate a flrain as this

Should once fet footing in your generous bofbms ?

There's not the meanefl fpirit on our party,

Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw.

When Helen is defended : none fo noble.

Whole life were ill beftow'd, or death unfam'd.

Where Helen is the fubjed. Then, I fay,

W^ell may we fight for her, whom we know well

The world's large fpaces cannot parallel.

HeB, Pans and Tro'dus, you have both faid well

:

Andon the caufe and queflion now in hand

Have glofs'd, but fuperficially ,• not much

Unlike young men, whom ^ graver fages think

Unfit to hear moral philofbphy.

The reafons you alledge, do more conduce

To the hot paffion of diftemper'd blood.

Than to make up a free determination

'Twixt right and wrong : for pleafure and revenge

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice

Of any true decifion. Nature craves

All dues be render'd to their owners ; now

What nearer debt in all humanity.

Than wife is to the husband ? if this law

Of nature be corrupted through afFed:ion,

And that great minds, of partial indulgence

To their benummed wills, refifl: the fame
;

There is a law in each well-order'd nation.

lAriftotle thought
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To curb thofe raging appetites that are

Moft difobedient and refradiory.

If Helen then be wife to Sparta'% king,

(As it is known fhe is) thefe moral laws

Of nature, and of nations, fpeak aloud

To have her back return'd. Thus to perfift

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong,

. But makes it much more heavy. HeBofs opinion

Is this in way of truth
;

yet ne'erthelefs.

My fpritely brethen, I propend to you

In refolution to keep Helen ftill

;

For 'tis a caufe that hath no mean dependance.

Upon our joint and feveral dignities.

Trot. Why there you touch'd the life of our defigns:

Were it not glory that we more affeded.

Than the performance of our heaving fpleens,

I would not wirti a drop of Trojan blood

Spent more in her defence. But, worthy HeBor^

She is a theam of honour and renown,

A fpur to valiant and magnanimous deeds,

Whofe prefent courage may beat down our foes^

And fame, in time to come, canonize us.

For I prefume, brave HeBor would not lofe

So rich advantage of a promis'd glory,

As fmiles upon the forehead of this adion^

For the wide world's revenue.

HeB. I am yours,

You valiant off-fpring of great Pr'tamm,

I have a roifting challenge fent amongft

The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks,

Will ftrike amazement to their drowfie fpirits.

I was advertis'd, their great general flept,

This I prefume will wake him—- [Exemtl

F i SCENE
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SCENE V.

The Grecian Camp,

Enter Therfices folus.

HO W now, Therfites} what, loft in the labyrinth of thy fu-

ry? (hall the elephant y^jax carry it thus? he beats me,

and I rail at him: O worthy fatisfadion ! would it were other-

wife; that I could beat him, whilft he rail'd at me: 'sfoot, I'll

learn to conjure and raife devils, but I'll fee fbme iffue of my fpite-

ful execrations. Then there's Achilles, a rare engineer. If

Troy be not taken 'till thefe two undermine it, the walls will

ftand 'till they fall of themfelves. O thou great thunder-darter

of Olympus, forget that thou art Jove the king of gods ; and

Mermry lofe all the ferpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou

take not that little, little, left than little wit from them that

they have,- which fhort-arm'd ignorance it felf knows is fb abun-

dant fcarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a fly from a fpi-

der, without drawing the maffy irons and cutting the web. After

this, the vengeance on the whole camp ! or rather the bone-ach,

for that methinks is the curfe dependant on thofe that war for

a placket. I have faid my prayers, and devil Envy fay Amen.

What ho ! my lord Achilles /

Enter Patroclus

Patr, Who's there? Therfitest Good 7^<f^/f5 come in and rail.

Ther, If I could have remcmber'd a gilt counter, thou could'ft

not have llip'd out of my contemplation, but it is no matter, thy

felf upon thy felf! The common curfe of mankind, folly and

ignorance, be thine in great revenue ! heaven blefs thee from a tu-

tor, and difcipline come not near thee. Let thy blood be thy

direction 'till thy death, then if flie that lays thee out fays thou

arc
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art a fair coarfe, I'll be fworn and fworn upon't ihe never fhrow-

ded any but Lazars-^ Amen. Where's Achilles}

Patr, What, art thou devout? waft thou in a prayer?

Ther, Ay, the heav'ns hear me.

Enter Achilles.

Ach'tL Who's there ?

Patr, Therftte$y my lord.

Ach'iU Where, where ? art thou come ? why, my cheefe, my
digeftion—why haft thou not ferved thy felf up to my table, (b

many meals ? come, what's Agamemnon ?

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles; then tell me, PatrocluSy

what's Achilles?

Pair, Thy lord, Therfttes : then tell me, I pray thee, what's

thy felf?

Ther, Thy knower, Patroclus : then tell me Patroclus, what

art thou?

. Patr. Thou may'ft tell, that know'ft.

Achil, Otell, tell.

Ther. I'll decline the whole queftion. Agamemnon commands
Achillesy Achilles is my lord, I am Patroclus's knower, and Patroclus

is a fool.

Pair. You rafcal

Ther. Peace, fool, I have not done.

AchiL He is a privileged man. Proceed, Therfttes.

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool, Achilles is a fool, Therfites is a

fool, and, as aforefaid, Patroclus is a fool.

AchiL Derive this j come.

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command Achilles^

Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agamemnon^ Therfites

is a fool to ferve fuch a fool, and Patroclus is a fool pofitive.

Pair. Why am I a fool

!

Ther, Make that demand to thy creator, it fuffices me thou art.

SCENE
6
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SCENE VI.

E^ter Agamemnon, UlyfTes, Neftor, Diomedes, Ajax, afid

Chalcas.

Look you, who comes here?

u^chil, Patroclusy I'll (peak with no body : come in with me,

Therfttes, [Exk.

Ther. Here is fuch patchery, fuch jugling, and fiich knavery

:

all the argument is a cuckold and a whore, a good quarrel to

draw emulous fadions, and bleed to death upon : now the dry

Serpigo on the fubjed, and war and lechery confound all.

Aga. Where is Achillea ?

Fatr. Within his tent, but ill difpos'd, my lord.

Aga. Let it be known to him that we are here.

He fent our meflengers, and we lay by

Our appertainments, vifiting of him

:

Let him be told fb, left perchance he think

We dare not move the queftion of our place^

Or know not what we are.

Fair, I fhall fo fay to him. \Ex'it.

Ulyf. We faw him at the opening of his tent.

He is not fick.

Ajax. Yes, lion-fick, fick of a proud heart : you may call it

melancholy, if you will favour the man, but by my head 'tis

pride j but why, why ?— let him ihew us the caufe. A word,

niy lord. Agamemnon.

Nejl, What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ?

Ul'yf. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him.

Nejl. Who, Therfitesl

Vlyf. He.

Nefl^ Then will Ajax lack matter^ if he haye loft his argument.
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Ulyf, No, you fee he is his argument, that has his argument,

Achilles.

Nejl. All the better, their fradion is more our wifli than their

fadion
J
but it was a ftrong counfel that a fool could difunite.

Ulyf, The amity that wifdom knits not, folly may eafily

untye.

SCENE VIL

Enter Patroclus.

Here comes Patroclus,

Nefi, No Achilles with him r

Ulyf, The elephant hath joints, but none for conrtefie;

His legs are for neceflity, not ^ flexure.

Pair. Achilles bids me fay, he is much fbrry.

If any thing more than your fport and pleafure.

Did move your greatnefs, and this noble ftate,

To call on him ; he hopes it is no other.

But for your health and your digeftion-fake
j

An after-dinner's breath.

Aga, Hear you, Patroclus

;

We are too well acquainted with thefe anfwers

:

But his evafion wing'd thus fwift with fcorn.

Cannot outflie our apprehenfions.

Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon

Why we afcribe it to him
;

yet his virtues

(Not virtuoufly on his own part beheld)

Do in our eyes begin to lofe their glofs

And like fair fruit in an unwholfom difh.

Are like to rot untafted. Go and tell him,

We come to (peak with him, you (hall not fin

If you do fay we think him over-proud.

In (elf-affumption greater than in note

Of
* flight.
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of judgment : fay, men worthier than himfelf

Here tend the favage ftrangenefs he puts on,

Difguife the holy ftrength of their command,

And under-goe in an obferving kind

His humorous predominance
;

yea, watch
^ His courfe and times, his ebbs and flows ; as if

The paffage and whole carriage of this adion

Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add.

That if he over-hold his price fo much.

We'll none of him,- but let him, like an engine

Not portable, lye under this report.

Bring adion hither, this can't go to war :

A ftirring dwarf we do allowance give.

Before a fleeping gyantj tell him fo.

Patr, I {hall, and bring his anfwer prefently. \Exlt,

Aga. In fecond voice we'll not be fatisfied,

We come to (peak with him. Vh^ffes^ enter. \Exit Ulyffes.

Ajax. What is he more than another ?

Aga. No more than what he thinks he is.

Ajax, Is he fo much ? do you not think he thinks himfelf a

better man than I am ?

Aga. No queftion.

Ajax. Will you fubfcribe his thought, and fay he is ?

Aga. No, noble Ajax^ you are as ftrong, as valiant, as wife,

no lefs noble, much more gentle, and altogether more tradable.

Ajax. Why fhould a man be proud ? how doth pride grow ? I

know not what it is.

Aga. Your mind is clearer, Ajax^ and your virtues the fairer,-

he that is proud, eats up himfelf Pride is his own glafs, his own
trumpet, his own chronicle, and whatever praifes it felf but in the

deed, devours the deed in the praife.

SCENE
^ His pttijh lines.
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SCENE VIII.

Enter Ulyffes,

Ajax* I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engendring of

toads.

Nefi. Yet he loves himfelf : is't not ftrange?

Ulyf, Achilles will not to the field to-morrow.

Aga» What's his excufe ?

Ulyf. He doth rely on none;

But carries on the ftream of his difpofe.

Without obfervance or relpe^t of any.

In will peculiar, and in (elf-admiflionk

Aga, Why will he not, upon our fair requeft,

Un-tent his perfon, and fliare the air with us ?

Ulyf, Things fmall as nothing, for requeft's fake only

He makes important : he's polfeft with greatnefs.

And (peaks not to himfelf, but with a pride

That quarrels at (elf-breath. Imagin'd worth

Holds in his blood (uch fwoln and hot difcourfe.

That 'twixt his mental and his adive parts, .

Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages.

And batters ° down himfelf5 what fhould I fay ?

He is fo plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it

Cry, no recovery.

Aga. Let Ajax go to him.

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent;

'Tis faid he holds you well, and will be led

At your requeft a little from himfelf.

Ulyf O, Agamemnon^ let it not be (b.

We'll confecrate the fteps that Ajax makes.

When they go from Achilles, Shall the proud lord.

That baftes his arrogance with his own feam.

Vol VI. G And
« ivratb o ^gainji it felf.
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And never fufFers matters of the world

Enter his thoughts, fave (iich as do revolve

And ruminate himfelf? fhall he be worfhip'd.

Of that we hold an idol more than he ?

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord

Mud not fo ftale his palm, nobly acquir'd.

Nor by my will affubjugate his merit,

(As amply titled, as Achilles is,) by going to Achtlks :

That were to 'enlard his ° pride, already fat,

And add more coals to Cancer^ when he burns

With entertaining great Hyperion,

This lord go to him ? Jupiter forbid.

And fay in thunder, Ach'tlles go to him.

Nejl, O this is well, he rubs the vein of him.

Dio, And how his filence drinks up this applaule f

Ajax, If 1 go to him— with my armed fift

I'll pafh him o'er the face.

Aga. O no, you fhall not go.

Ajax, An he be proud with me, I'll pheele his pride ; let me
go to him.

Vhf, Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel,

Ajax, A paultry infolent fellow

Nefi. How he defcribes himfelf.

A\ax, Can he not be fociable ?

Ul^f, The raven chides blacknefs,

Ajax. I'll let his humours blood.

Aga, He'll be the phyfician, that fhould be the patient.

Ajax, And all men were o'my mind

Z7/}//r Wit would be out of fafhion.

Ajax. He fliould not bear it fo, he fliould eat fwords firft;

fhall pride carry it?

JSefi. An 'twould, you'd carry half.

L//yi He would have ten (hares.

Ajax.

• fat-) already-) fride.



T R o I L u s and CressidA: yi

^jax, I will knead him. Til make him fupple, he's not yet

through warm.

Nefi, Force him with praifes; pour in, pour in; his ambition

is dry.

Ulyf, My lord, you feed too much on this diflike.

Nefi, Our noble general, do not do (o.

Dio. You muft prepare to fight without AMles,

Ulyf, Why, 'tis this naming of him doth him harm.

Here is a man——but 'tis before his face

—

I will be filent.

Nefi, Wherefore fliould you fo ?

He is not emulous, as Achilles is.

Ulyf, Know the whole world, he is as valiant.

Ajax, A whorfbn dog! that palters thus with us—

Would he were a Trojan/

Nefi, What a vice were it in /Ijax now —

—

Ulyf If he were proud.

D'w, Or covetous of praife.

Ulyf Ay, or furly born.

Dio, Or ftrange, or felf-affeded.

Ulyf Thank the heav'ns, lord, thou art of fweetcompofure,-

Praife him that got thee, her that gave thee fuck :

Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature

Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition ,•

But he that difciplin'd thy arms to fight,
^

Let Mars divide eternity in twain.

And give him half; and for thy vigor.

Bull-bearing MUo his addition yields

To finewy Ajax I'll not praife thy wifdom.

Which, like a bourn, a pale, a fhore, confines

Thy fpacious and dilated parts. Here's Nefior

Inftruded by the Antiquary times;

He muft, he is, he cannot but be wife:

G 2 But
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But pardon, father Nefior^ were your days

As green as Ajax^ and your brain lb temper'd.

You fhould not have the eminence of him,

But be as ^jax.

Ajax, Shall I call you father?

£//y/ Ay, my good (on.

Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax,

Uly/, There is no tarrying here 5 the hart Achilles

Keeps thicket
^

pleafe it our great general

To call together all his ftate of war
j

Frefti kings are come to Troy
5
to-morrow, friends.

We muft with all our main of pow'r ftand faft :

And here's a lord (come knights from eaft to weft.

And cull their .flow'r,) Ajax^ fhall cope the beft.

Aga. Go we to council, let Achilles fleep
j

^ Light boats fail fwift, though greater hulks draw deep.

[Exeu»t»

ACT III. S C E N E I.

TROT.
Enter Pandarus, and a Servant, [Mufick within,']

P A N D A R U S.

R I EN D/ youf pray you a word: do not you

follow the young lord Paris?

Ser, Ay Sir, when he goes before me.

Pan, You do depend upon him, I mean ?

Ser, Sir, I do depend upon the lord.

Pan, You depend upon a noble gentleman : I

muft needs praife him.

Ser.

f Light hats may failfwift, tho' great bulks draw deep.
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Set, The lord be praifed.

Pan, You know me, do you not ?

Ser. Faith, Sir, fuperficially.

Part, Friend, know me better, I am the lord Pandarus,

Ser, I hope I fliall know your honour better.

Pan, I do defire it.

Ser, You are in the ftate of grace ?

Pan, Grace ? not fo, friend : honour and lordfhip are my titles

:

What mufick is this ?

Ser, I do but partly know. Sir ; it is muGck in parts.

Pan, Know you the muficians ?

Ser, Wholly, Sir.

Pan. Who play they to ?

Ser, To the hearers. Sir.

Pan, At whofe pleafure, friend ?

Ser, At mine, Sir, and theirs that love mufick.

Pan, Command, I mean, friend.

Ser, Who fhall I command. Sir ?

Pan, Friend, we underftand not one another : I am too courtly,

and thou art too cunning. At whofe requeft do thefe men play ?

Ser, That's to't indeed. Sir; marry. Sir, at the requeft of

Parts my lord, who's there in perfon ; with him the mortal

msy the heart-blood of beauty, love's invifible foul.

Pan, Who, my coufin Crejfida ?

Ser, No Sir, Helen
i

could you not find out that by her at-

tributes ?

Pan, It fhould feem, fellow, that thou haft not feen the lady

Crejfida, I come to (peak with Parts from the prince Troths : I

will make a complemental aftault upon him, for my bufinefs (eethes.

Ser, Sodden bufinefs ! there's a ftew'd phrafe indeed.

SCENE
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SCENE 11.

Enter Paris and Helen.

Pan> Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair company

:

fair defires in all fair meafiire fairly guide them, elpecially to you,

fair Queen, fair thoughts be your fair pillow.

Helen, Dear lord, you are full of fair words.

Pan, You (peak your fair pleafure, fweet Queen : fair Prince,

here is good broken mufick.

Par, You have broken it, coufin, and by my life you fliall

make it whole again, you (hall piece it out with a piece of your

performance. Nell, he is full of harmony

.

Pan, Truly, lady, no.

Helen. O, Sir—
Pan. Rude in (both, in good (both very rude.

Par. Well faid, my lord
5

well, you fay fo in fits.

Pan. I have bufinefs to my lord, dear Queen
j
my lord, will

you vouchfafe me a word?

Helen. Nay, this fhall not hedge us out, we'll hear you fing

certainly.

Pan. Well, fweet Queen, you are pleafant with mej but, mar-

ry thus, my lord, my dear lord, and moft efteemed friend,

your brother Troths

Helen. My lord Pandarus, honey-fweet lord.

Pan. Go to, fweet Queen, go to—
Commends himfelf moft affectionately to you.

Helen. You fhall not bob us out of our melody

:

If you do, our melancholy upon your head.

Pan. Sweet Queen, fweet Queen, that's a fweet Queen, Ffaith—
Helen. And to make a fweet lady fad, is a fbwer offence. Nay,

that fhall not ferve your turn, that fhall it not in truth la. Nay,

I care not for fuch words, no, no

Pan.
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Pan, And, my lord, he defires you, that if the King call for

him at fupper, you will make his excufc.

Helen, My lord Pandarus—
Pan, What fays my fweet Queen, my very very fweet Queen ?

Par, What exploit's in hand, where fups he to-night ?

Helen, Nay, but my lord.

Pan, What fays my fweet Queen ? my coufin will fall out with

you.

Helen, You muft not know where he fijps.

Par, ril lay my life with my difpofer Crejfida,

Pan, No, no, no fuch matter, you are wide ^
come, your dif-

pofer is fick.

Par, Well, I'll make excufe.

Pan, Ay, good my lord
j
why (hould you fay Crejfida 1 no,

your poor difpofer's fick.

Par, I fpy—
Pan. You (py, what do you fpy ? come, give me an inftru-

ment now, fweet Queen.

Helen, Why this is kindly done.

Pan, My neice is horribly in love with a thing you have,

fweet Queen.

Helen, She (hall have it, my lord , if it be not my lord Paru,

Pan, He? no, fhe'll none of him, they two are twain.

Helen, Falling in after falling out may make them three ?

Pan, Come, come, I'll hear no more of this. I'll fing you a

fong now.

Helen, Ay, ay, pr'ythee now
3
by my troth, fweet lord, thou haft

a fine fore-head.

Pan, Ay, you may, you may—
Helen. Let thy fong be love: this love will undo us all. Oh,

Cuptdy Cupidy Cupid,

Pan, Love ! ay, that it fliall, i'faith.

Par, Ay good now, love, love, nothing but love.

Pan,
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Pan, la good troth it begins fo.

Lovey love, noth'mg but love^ fttll more:

For 0, love's how

Shoots buck and doe

:

The /haft confounds

Not that h wounds

y

But ttckles ft'dl the fore :

Thefe lovers cry, oh oh they dye:

Tety that which feems the wound to hilly

Doth turn, oh oh, to ha ha he

:

So dying love lives fiilL

0 ho a whilef but ha ha ha

;

0 ho groans out for ha ha ha '"'"hey ho,

Helen, In love i'faith to the very tip of the nofe?

Par, He eats nothing but doves, love, and that breeds hot
blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, and hot thoughts be-

get hot deeds, and hot deeds are love.

Pan, Is this the generation of love ? hot blood, hot thoughts,

and hot deeds? why they are vipers, is love a generation of vi-

pers ? Sweet lord, who's afield to-day ?

Par, HeBor, Deiphohus, Helenus, Anthenor, and all the gal-

lantry of Troy, I would fain have arm'd to-day, buf my Nell

would not have it (b. How chance my brother Troilus went not?

Helen, He hangs the lip at (bmething; you know all, lord

Pandarus,

Pan. Not I, honey fweet Queen : I long to hear how they

Ipcd to-day. You'll remember your brother's excufe?

Par, To a hair.

Pan. Farewel, fweet Queen.

Helen, Commend me to your neice.

Pan, I will, fweet Queen, [Exit, Sound a Retreat,

Par.
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Par, They're come from field let us to Priam's hall,

To greet the warriors. Helen I muft woo you

To help unarm our HeBor\ his ftubborn buckles.

With thefe your white enchanting fingers toucht.

Shall more obey, than to the edge of fteel.

Or force of Greek'tjh finews : you fhall do more

Than all the ifland Kings, difarm great He&or,

Helen, 'Twill make us proud to be his fervant, Paris:

Yea, what he (hall receive of us in duty

Gives us more palm in beauty than we have,

Yea, over-ftiines our (elf

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exeunt,

SCENE III.

Enter Pandarus, and Troilus'^ Man.

Pan. "^T^W", where's thy m after ? 2it cou^m Crejjida'si

X\| Ser, No Sir, he ftays you to conduct him thither.

Enter Troilus.

Pan. O, here he comes j how now, how now ?

Troi. Sirrah, walk off.

Pan. Have you feen my coufin ?

Troi, No, Pandarus-. I ftalk about her door

Like a ftrange foul upon the St'ygtan banks

Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon^

And give me fwift tranfportance to thofe fields.

Where I may wallow in the lilly beds

Propos'd for the deferver! Gentle Pandarus,

From Cupids ftioulder pluck his painted wings,

And fly with me to Crejfid,

Pan. Walk here i'th' orchard, I will bring her ftraight.

\Exit Pandarus,

•Vol. VL H Troi,
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Trot, Vm giddy
;

expectation whirles me round.

Th' imaginary relifli is lb fweet,

That it enchants my fenfe j what will it be

When that the watry palates tafte indeed

Love's thrice reputed nedar ? death, I fear me
j

Swooning deftru6tion, or (bme joy too fine

Too fubtile, potent, and too (harp in fweetnefs.

For the capacity of my rude powers
j

I fear it much, and I do fear befides

That I (hall lofe diftindion in my joys,

As doth a battel when they charge on heaps

The flying enemy.

Re-enter Pandarus.

Pan. She's making her ready, {he'll come ftraight j
you muft

be witty now. She does fo blufli, and fetches her wind fo {hort,

as if (he were fraid with a fprite : I'll bring her. It is the prettieft

villain, (he fetches her breath as fhort as a new-ta'en fparrow.

[Exh Pandarus.

Trot. Ev'n fuch a pafTion doth embrace my bofom

:

My heart beats thicker than a fev'rous pulfe.

And all my pow'rs do their bellowing lofe.

Like vaffalage at unawares encountring

The eye of majefty.

SCENE IV.

Enter Pandarus and Creflida.

Pan. Come, come ; what need you blufh ? Shame's a baby^

Herefhe is now: (wear the oaths now to her, that you have fworn

to me. What, are you gone again ? you muft be watch'd ere

you be made tame, muft you? come your ways, come your

ways
J

if you draw backward well put you i'th' files: Why
do you not (peak to her? Come draw this curtain, and let's

(ee
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fee your pidure. Alas the day, how loth you are to offend day-

light ? an 'twere dark you'd clofe fboner. So, fo, rub on, and

ki(s the miftrefs how now, a kifs in fee-farm ? build there car-

penter, the air is fweet. Nay, you fliall fight your hearts out

ere I part you. The faulcon has the tercel, for all the ducks i'th*

Tiver : go to, go to.

Trot, You have bereft me of all words, lady.

Pan, Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but (he'll bereave

you of deeds too, if (he call your adivity in queftion ; what,

billing again ? here's in witnefs whereof the parties interchange-

ably— come in, come in, I'll go get a fire. \^lix't> Pan,

Cre, Will you walk in, my lord ?

Trot. O CreJ/ida, how often have I wifht me thus ?

Cre, Wifht, my lord! the gods grant— O, my lord.

Troi, What fhould they grant ; what makes this pretty abrup-

tion ? what too curious dreg efpies my fweet lady in the fountain

of our love?

Cre. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes.

Troi, Fears make devils of cherubins, they never (ee truly.

Cre, Blind fear which feeing reafba leads, finds fafer footing

than blind reafbn ftumWing without fear. To fear the worft, oft

cures the worfe.

Troi, O let my lady apprehend no fear, in all Cupid's pageant

there is prefented no monfter.

Cre, Nor nothing monftrous neither?

Troi, Nothing but our undertakings, when we vow to weep

feas, live in fire, eat rocks tame tygers,- thinking it harder for

our miftrefs to devife impofition enough, than for us to undergo

any difficulty impofed. This is the monftrofity in love, lady,

that the will is infinite, and the execution confin'd ; that the de-

fire is boundlefs, and the adt a flave to Hmit.

Cre, They fay all lovers fwear more performance than they

are able, and yet referve an ability that they never perform;

Hz. vow-
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vowing more than the perfedion of tenj and difcharging lels

than the tenth part of one. They that have the voice of lions,

and the a6t of hares, are they not monfters ?

Troi, Are there (uch ? fuch are not we : praife us as we are

tafted, allow us as we prove: our head fhall go bare, 'till merit

crown it^ no perfection in reverfion fhall have a praife inprefentj

w e will not name defert before his birth, and being born, his addition

(hall be humble 5 few words to fair faith. Troilus (hall be fuch to

CreJJlda j as what envy can fay worft, fhall be a mock for his

truth
J
and what truth can fpeak trueft, not truer than Troilus,

Cre, Will you walk in, my lord?

SCENE V.

Enter Pandarus.

Pan. What, blufhing flill ? have you not done talking yet ?

Cre. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to you.

Pan. I thank you for that j if my lord get a boy of you, you'll

give him me,- be true to my lord j if he flinch, chide me for it.

Trot. You know now your hoflages
j

your uncle's word and

my firm faith.

Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her too; our kindred, though

they be long ere they are woo'd, they are conftant being won :

they are burrs, I can tell you, they'll flick where they are thrown.

Cre. Boldnefs comes to me now, and brings me heart;

Prince TrotluSy I have lov'd you night and day,

For many weary months.

Trot. Why was my CreJJid then fo hard to win >

Cre. Hard to feem won : but I was won, my lord.

With the firft glance that ever pardon me—
If I confefs much, you will play the tyrant:

I love you now, but not till now, fo much

But I might mafter it-— in faith I lie—
My
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My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown
Too head-ftrong for their mother j fee we fools,

Why have I blabb'd ? who fliall be true to us

When we are fb unfecret to our felves?

But though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not.

And yet good faith I wiflit my felf a man :

Or that the women had mens privilege

Of /peaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue.

For in this rapture I fliall furely (peak

The thing I fliall repent
;

fee, fee, your filence

(Cunning in dumbnefs) from my weaknefs draws

My very foul of counfel. Stop my mouth.

Troi. And fliall, albeit fweet mufick ifTues thence. \KiJ[fmg^

Pan. Pretty, i'faith.

Cre, My lord, I do befeech you pardon me ,•

'Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kifs :

lamalham'd;—O heav'ns, what have I done!

—

For this time will I take my leave, my lord.

Trot, Your leave, fweet CreJJid\

Pan. Leave! an you take leave 'till to-morrow-morning—»y

Cre. Pray you, content you.

Trot. What offends you, lady?

Cre. Sir, mine own company.

Trot. You cannot fhun your felf.

Cre, Let me go try

:

I have a kind of felf refides with you

:

But an unkind felf, that it felf will leave,-

To be another's fool. Where is my wit ?

I would be gone: I fpeak I know not what.

Trot. Well know they what they fpeak, that fpeak fo wifely.

Cre^

^ tjour filence

Coming In dumbnefsy frm my iveaknefs draivs

My foul of counfel from. me.
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Cre. Perchance, my lord, I llicw more craft than love,

And fell fo roundly to a large confeflion,

To angle for your thoughts : but you are wife.

Or elfe you love not : To be wife and love.

Exceeds man's might, and dwells with gods above.

Troi. O that I thought it could be in a woman
;

(As if it can, I will prefume in you,)

To feed for ay her lamp and flames of love.

To keep her conftancy in plight and youth.

Out-living beauties outward, with a mind
That doth renew fwifcer than blood decays.

Oh that perfwafion could but thus convince me.

That my integrity and truth to you

Might be affronted with the match and weight

Of fuch a winnow'd purity in love

:

How were I then up-lifted ! but alas,

I am as true as truth's fimplicity,

And fimpler than the infancy of truth.

Cre. In that I'll war with you.

Trof. O virtuous fight

!

* True fwains in love (hall in the world to come
* Approve their truths by Trodus ; when their rhimes,

* Full of proteft, of oath, and big compare,

* Want (imilies : truth tired with iteration,

< As true as fteel, as ' planets to the moon,
* As fun to day, as turtle to her mate,

* As ir'on to adamant, as earth to th' center

:

' Yet after all comparifons of truth,

* (As truth's authentick author to be cited)

^ As true as Troths fliall crown up the verfe

And fandifie the numbers.

Cre. Prophet may you be

!

* If I be falfe, or fwerve a hair from truth,

' When
' pUntage.



T R o I L u s and Cressida. 63
* When time is old and hath forgot it felf,

* When water-drops have worn the ftones of Troy^

* And blind oblivion fwallow'd cities up,

* And mighty ftates chara6terlefs are grated

* To dufty nothing
;

yet let memory,
* From falfe to falfe, among falfe maids in love,

* Upbraid my falfehood,- when they've faid as falfe

* As air, as water, wind, as fandy earth;

* As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf

;

* Pard to the hind, or ftep-dame to her fon
;

* Yea let them fay, to ftick the heart of falfehood,

* As falfe as CreJJid.—
Pan, Go to, a bargain made : feal it, feal it, Til be the wit-

nefs. Here I hold your hand ^ here my coufin'sj if ever you

prove falfe to one another, fince I have taken fuch pains to bring

you together, let all pitiful goers-between be call'd to the world^s

end after my name; call them all Pandars-, let ail conftant men
be Tro'tlus's, all falfe women CreJJida'Sy and all brokers between

Pandars: fay Amen.

Trot. Amen.

Cre, Amen.

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will fhew you a chamber, which

bed, becaufe it (hall not fpeak of your pretty encounters, prcfs it

to death: away.

And Cupfd grant all tongue-ty'd maidens here.

Bed, chamber, Pandar^ to provide this geer. \Exeunt.

SCENE
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S C E N E VI.

The Grecian Camp,

Enter Agamemnon, Ulyffes, Diomedes, Neftor, Menelaus,

and Calchas.

CaL O W, Prrnces, for the fervice I have done you,

x\l Th' advantage of the time prompts me aloud

To call for recompence : appear it to you

That, through the fight I bear in things to come,

I have abandon'd Tro^y left my poffeflion,

incurr'd a traitor's name, expos'd my (elf.

From certain and pofleft conveniencies,

To doubtful fortunes
^

fequeftred from all

That time, acquaintance, cuftom, and condition.

Made tame and moft familiar to my nature.

And here to do you fervice am become

As new into the world, ftrange, unacquainted.

I do befeech you, as in way of tafte.

To give me now a little benefit.

Out of thofe many regiftred in promife,

Which you fay live to come in my behalf.

j^ga. What would ft thou of us, Trojan} make demand.

Cal. You have a Trojan prifbner, call'd Antenor^

Yefterday took : Tro'^ holds him very dear.

Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore)

Defir'd my Creffid in right great exchange.

Whom Troy hath ftill deny'd: but this Antemr,

I know, is fuch a wreft in their affairs,

That their negociations all muft flack.

Wanting this manage j and they will almoft

Cive us a prince o' th' blood, a fon of Frtam^

la
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In change of him. Let him be fent, great princes,

And he fhall buy my daughter : and her prefence

Shall quite ftrike off all fervice I have done,

In moft accepted pain.

/^ga. Let Diomedes bear him,

And bring us Crejfid hither : Calchas (hall have

What he requefts of us. Good D'tomede\

Furnifti you fairly for this enterch^nge;

Withall, bring word if HeBor will to-morrow

Be anfwer'd in his challenge. Ajax is ready.

Dh. This fhall I undertake, and 'tis a burthen

Which I am proud to bear. \Exit,

SCENE VII.

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, their tent,

Ulyf, Achilles ftands i'th' entrance of his tent
j

Pleafe it our general to pals ftfangely by him.

As if he were forgot ,• and princes all,

Lay negligent and loofe regard upon him

:

I will come laft, 'tis like he'll queftion me.

Why fiich unplaufive eyes are bent on him ?

If fo, I have decifion medicinable
*

To ufe between our ftrangenefs and his pride,

Which his own will fhall have defire to drink.

It may do good : Pride hath no other glafs

To fhew it felf, but pride; for fupple knees

Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees.

Aga, We'll execute your purpofe, and put on

A form of ftrangenefs as we pals along

;

So do each lord, and either greet him not.

Or elle difdainfuUy, which fhall fhake him more

Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way.

Vol. VI. I Ach'tl
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AM. What, comes the general to (peak with me ?

You know my mind. I'll fight no more 'gainfb Troy,

Aga, What fays Achtlkt} would he ought with us?

Nefl, Would you, my lord, ought with the general ?

Achil. No.

Nefl. Nothing, my lord.

Aga. The better.

Ach'tl. Good day, good day. •

Men. How do you ? how do you ?

Ach'tl. What, does the cuckold fcorn me \

Ajax. How now, Patroclus}

Ach'tl. Good morrow, Ajax,

Ajax. Ha?
Achil. Good morrow.

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. [Exemt.

Achil. What mean thefe fellows ? know they not Achilles >

Patr. They pafs by ftrangely : they were us'd to bend,

To fend their fmilcs before them to Achilles,

To come as humbly as they us'd to creep

To holy altars.

Achil. What, am I poor of late?

^/Tis certain, Greatnefs once fall'n out with fortune

' Muft fall out with men too: what the declin'd is,

* He fhall as foon read in the eyes of others,

* As feel in his own fall : for men, like butter-flies,

* Shew not their mealy wings but to the fummerj
* And not a man, for being fimply man,
* Hath honour, but is honour'd by thofe honours

* That are without him ^ as place, riches, favour,

* Prizes of accident as oft as merit

:

* Which when they fall (as being flipp'ry ftanders)

* The love that lean'd on them, as flipp'ry too,

* Doth one pluck down another, and together

Dye
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Dye in the fall. But 'tis not fo with me :

Fortune and I are friends, I do enjoy

At ample point all that I did poflefs.

Save thefe men's looks, who do methinks find out

Something in me not worth that rich beholding

As they have often giv'n. Here is Ulyjfes,

I'll interrupt his reading.—Now Uljffes?

Ulyf. Now, Thetis' fon I

AchiL What are you reading ?

Ulyf A ftrange fellow here

Writes me, that Man, how dearly ever parted^

How much in having or without, or in, •

Cannot make boaft to have that which he hath,

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection

As when his virtues fhining upon others

Heat them, and they retort that heat again

To the firft giver.

Jich'tL This is not ftrange, Ulyffes,

The beauty that is born here in the face

The bearer knows not, but commends it (elf

f To others eyes : nor doth the eye it (elf

f (That moft pure (pirit of fenfe) behold it felf

Not going from it felf, but eyes opposed

Salute each other with each others form.

For (peculation turns not to it felf,

'Till it hath travell'd, and is marry'd there

Where it may fee its felf ; this is not ftrange.

Ulyf. I do not ftrain at the pofition.

It is familiar j but the author's drift,-

Who in his circumftance exprefly proves

That no man is the lord of any thing,

(The' in and of him there is much confifting)

'Tiil he communicate his parts to others:

t thefe fdoo lines are totally omitted in all the editions but the firfi quarto.
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Nor doth he of himfelf know them for ought,

'Till he behold them formed in th' applaufe

Where they're extended j which like an arch reverb'rates

The voice again, or Hke a gate of fteel

Fronting the fun, receives and renders back

His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this.

And apprehended here immediately

The unknown /Ijax

Heav'ns! what a man is there? a very horfe,

* He knows not his own nature : What things are

Moft abjed: in regard, and dear in ufe ?

What things again moft dear in the efteem.

And poor in worth ? now fhall we fee to-morrow

An ad that very chance doth throw upon him

:

^jax renown'd ! O heav'ns, what fome men do,

While fome men leave to do!

How fome men creep in skittifh fortune's hall.

While others play the ideots in her eyes:

How one man eats into another's pride,

While pride is feafting in his wantonnefs \

To (ee thefe Grecian lords ! why ev'n already

They clap the lubber Ajax on the (houlder.

As if his foot were on brave He&or's. breaft.

And great Troy (hrinking.
\

Achih This I do believe,

They pafs'd by me, as mifers do by beggars.

Neither gave to me good word, nor good look .*

What, are my deeds forgot ?

* JJlyf. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back,

' Wherein he puts alms for oblivion:

* (A great-fiz'd monfter of ingratitudes)

* Thofe fcraps are good deeds paft, which are devour'd

* As faft as they arc made, forgot as foon

» Tljat has he knows not ivbat nature^ nohat things are, 8cc.
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* As done; perfeverance keeps honour bright:

* To have done, is to hang quite out of fafhion,

' Like rufty Mail in monumental mockery.

For honour travels in a ftreight fb narrow,

Where one but goes abreaft; keep then the path.

For Emulation hath a thoufand (bns.

That one by one purfue if you give way

Or turn afide from the diredt forth-right,

Like to an entred tide they all rufh by,

And leave you hindermoft j and there you lye

Like to a gallant horfe fall'n in firft rank,

• For pavement to the abject, near o'er-run

And trampled on : Then what they do in prefent,

Tho' lels than yours in paft, muft o'er-top yours.

* For time is like a fafhionable hoft,

' That {lightly fhakes his parting gueft by th' hand
;

' But with his arms out-ftretch'd, as he would fly,

' Grafps in the comer ^ Welcome ever fmiles,

* And Farewel goes out fighing. O let not virtue feek

Remuneration for the thing it was ^
•

For beauty, wit, high birth, defert in (ervice.

Love, friendfhip, charity, are fubjeds all

To envious and calumniating time.
*

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin

That all with one confent praife new-born gauds,

Tho' they are made and moulded of things paft j
*

The prefent eye praifes the prefent objed.

Then marvel not, thou great and compleat man.

That all" the Greeks begin to worihip j^jax
j

Since things in motion fooner catch the eye,

Than
——things paft

And go to duft that is a little gilt,
,

More laud than gilt o'er-dulted:

The prefent eye, ^t.
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Than what not ftirs. The cry ' went once for thee,

And ftill it might, and yet it may again,

If thou would'ft not entomb thy felf alive,

And cafe thy reputation in thy tentj

Whofe glorious deeds but in thefe fields of late

Made emulous miflions 'mongft: the gods therafeives,

And drave great Mars to faction.

y^cbil. Of my privacy

I have ftrong reafons.

Ulyf. 'Gainft your privacy

The reafons are more potent and heroical.

'Tis known, Achilles^ that you are in love

With one of Pnanf% daughters.

Ach'iL Ha! known!

Vhjf, Is that a wonder ?

The providence that's in a watchful ftatc,

Knows almoft ev'ry grain of Pluto's gold;

Fiads bottom in th' uncomprehenfive deep,-

Keeps place with thought ,• and almoft like the gods

Does ev'n our thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles:

There is a myftery (with which relation

Durft never meddle) in the foul of ftate,-

Which hath an operation more divine,

Than breath of pen can give expreffure to.

All the commerce that you have had with 7r<?y

As perfed:ly is ours, as yours, my lord.

And better would it fit Achilles much.

To throw down HeBor, than Polyxena.

But it mufl: grieve young Pyrrhus now at home,

When fame fhall in his ifland foutid her trump,-

And all the Greekifh girls fnall tripping fing,

Great PltBofs fifter did Achilles win
^

But our great Ajax bravely beat down HeBor,

' ivcnl^ciit on thee. " him.
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Farewel, my lord— I, as your lover, /peak ,•

The fool Aides o'er the ice that you fhould break. [Exit,

SCENE VIII.

Patr. To this effed, AchUles^ have I movM you
;

A woman, impudent and mannifh grown,

Is not more loath'd than an effeminate m an

In time of ad. I ftand condemn'd for this.

;

They think my Httle ftomach to the war,

And your great love to me, reftrains you thus

:

' Oh roufe your (elf^ and the weak wanton Cupid

' Shall from your neck unloofe his am'rous fold,

' And like a dew-drop from the lion's mane,

' Be fliook to air.

Ach'd. Shall /^jax fight with HeBor !

Patr. Ay, and perhaps receive much honour by hirti. •

Ach'tL I fee my reputation is at (lake.

My fame is fhrewdly gor'd.

Pair. O then beware

;

Thole wounds heal ill that men do give themfelves:

OmifTion to do what is neceffary

Seals a commiffion to a blank of danger

;

And danger, Hke an ague, fubcly taints

Even then when we fit idly in the fun.

Ach'iL Go call Therfites hither, fweet Patroclus:

I'll fend the fool to Ajax^ and defire him

T'invite the Trojan lords, after the combat.

To fee us here : I have a woman's longing,

An appetite that I am fick withal,

To fee great HeBor in the weeds of peace.

To talk with him, and to behold his vifage, *

Ev'n to my full of view. A labour fav'd

!

SCENE
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SCENE. IX.

Enter Therfites.

Ther. A wonder!

Achil, What?

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the field, asking for himfelf.

Achll. How fo ?

* Ther, He muft fight fingly to-morrow with HeBory and is fo

prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, that he raves in

faying nothing.

Ach'tl, How can that be?

Ther. Why, he ftalks up and down like a peacock, a ftride

and a ftand j ruminates like an hoftefs that hath no arithmetick

but her brain, to fet down her reckoning ; bites his lip with a po-

litick regard, as who (hould fay, there were wit in his head, if

'twou'd out j and fo there is, but it lies as coldly in him as fire in

a flint, which will not fhew without knocking. The man's un-

done for ever : for if HeBor break not his neck i'th' combat,

he'll break't himfelf in vain-glory. He knows not me: I faid,

good morrow Ajax. And he replies, thanks Agamemnon.

What think you of this man, that takes me for the general ? he's

grown a very land-fifh, language-lefs, a monfter. A plague

of opinion, a man may wear it on both fides, Hke a leather jer-

kin.

Achtl. Thou muft be my ambaffador to him, Therfites,

7her. Who I?— why he'll anfwer no body^ he profelTes not

anf\?/eringj fpeaking is for beggars j he wears his tongue in's

arms. I will put on his prefence ^ let Patroclus make his demands

to me, you fhall fee the pageant of Ajax.

Achtl. To him, Patroclus— tell him, I humbly defire the va-

liant AjaXy to invite the moft valorous HeBor to come unarm'd

to my tent, and to procure fafe conduct for his perfbn of the

^ magna-
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magnanimous and moH illuftrioiis, fix or feven times honour'd
captain, general of the Grecian army, Agamemnon, &c\ Do this.

Patr, Jove blefs great ^jax.

Ther, Hum
Patr» I come from the worthy Achilles.

Ther, Ha!

Pair, Who moft humbly defires you to invite HeBor to his

tent.

Ther, Hum—
Patr. And to procure fafe condud from Agamemnon.
Ther. Agamemnonl

Patr. Ay, my lord.

Ther, Hal

Patr, What fay you to't ?

- Ther, God be wi'you, with all my heart.

Patr. Your anfwer, Sir.

Ther, If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven a clock it will go
one way or other

^
howfoever, he fhall pay for me ere he has me.

Patr. Your anfwer. Sir.

Ther, Fare ye well with all my heart.

Ach'tl, Why, but he is not in this tune, is he?

Ther. No, but he's out a tune thus ,• what mufick will be ia

him, when He&or has knocked out his brains, I know not. But

I am fure none; unlefs the ^^tt Apollo get his finews to make
Catlings on.

Ach'd. Come, thou ftialt bear a letter to him ftraight.

Ther. Let me carry another to his horfe j for that's the more

capable creature.

Ach'il. My mind is troubled like a fountain ftirr'd.

And I my felf fee not the bottom of it. [Exk.

Ther. Would the fountain of your mind were clear again, that

I might water an afs at it ; I had rather be a tick in a fheep, than

fuch a valiant ignorance. \Exeunt,

Vol VI. K ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

TROT.

Enter at one door i£neas with a torch \ at another^ Paris,

Deiphobus, Antenor, and Diomede with torches,

Paris.
E E ho, who is that there ?

Det, It is the lord Mneas,

M,ne. Is the prince there in perfbn ?

Had I fb good occafion to lie long,

As you, prince Parts, nought but heav'nly bufi-

nefs

Should rob my bed-mate of my company.

Dto, That's my mind too : good-morrow, lord JEneas,

Par. A valiant Greek^ Mneas, take his hand

;

Witnefs the procefs of your fpeech, wherein

You told, how D'lomede a whole week, by days

Did haunt you in the field.

jEne. Health to you, valiant Sir,

During all queftion of the gentle truce:

But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance

As heart can think, or courage execute.

Dio. The one and th'other Diomede embraces.

Our bloods are now in calm, and fo long, health \

But when contention and occafion meet,

By 'jove V\\ play the hunter for thy life, •

With all my force, purfuit and policy.

JEne, And thou (halt hunt a lion that will flie

With his face back in human gentlenels ;

Welcome
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Welcome to Troy— now by Anch'tfes^ life.

Welcome indeed

—

h'j Items' hand I fwear.

No man alive can love in fuch a fort.

The thing he means to kill, more excellently.

Dto. We fympathize. Jove, let Mneas live

(If to my fword his fate be not the glory)

A thoufand compleat courfes of the fun :

But in mine emulous honour let him die.

With every joint a wound, and that to-morrow.

Mne, We know each other well.

Dto, We do
J
and long to know each other worfe.

Patr. This is the moft defpightful, gentle greeting
j

The nobleft, hateful love, that e'er I heard of.

What bufinefs, lord, fo early ?

Mne, I was (ent for to the king j but why, I know not.

Par, His purpofe meets youj 'twas, to bring this Greek

To Calchas^ houfe, and there to render him

(For the enfree'd Antenor) the fair Crejfid,

Let's have your company
;

or, if you pleafe,

Hafte there before. I conftantly do think

(Or rather call my thought a certain knowledge)

My brother Tro'dus lodges there to-night.

Roufe him, and give him note of our approach.

With the whole quality whereofj I fear

We fhall be much unwelcome.

^ne. That alTure you.

Troths had rather Troy were born to Greecey

Than CreJJld born from Troy,

Par, There is no help j

The bitter difpofition of the time

Will have it fo. On, lord, we'll follow you.

^ne. Good morrow all.

Par, And tell me, noble D'tomede-y tell me true,

K 2 Even
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Ev'n in the foul of good found fellowfliip.

Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moft?

My feif, or Menelausl

Dto, Both alike.

He merits well to have her that doth feek her,

(Not making any fcruple of her foilure,)

With fuch a hell of pain, and world of charge.

And you as well to keep her, that defend her

(Not palating the tafte of her difhonour,)

With (uch a coftly lofs of wealth and friends.

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up

The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece
j

You, like a letcher, out of whorifh loins

Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors

;

Both merits pois'd, each weighs no lefs nor more,

But he as he, the heavier for a whore.

Par. You are too bitter to your country-woman.

Dio. She's bitter to her country : hear me, Paris,

For ev'ry falfe drop in her baudy veins

A Grecian's life hath funk j for every fcruple

Of her contaminated carrion weight,

A Trojan hath been {lain. Since flie could (peak,

She hath not giv'n fo many good words breath.

As, for her, Greeks and Trojans fuffer'd death.

Par. Fair D'lomede, you do as chapmen do,

Difpraife the thing that you defire to buy;

But we in filence hold .this virtue well
^

We'll not commend what we intend to fell.

Here lyes our way. \Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE II.

Emer Tfoilus and Creflida.

Trot, Dear, trouble not yourfelf- the morn is cold.

Cre. Then, fweet my lord, I'll call my uncle down

:

He fliall unbolt the gates.

Trot. Trouble him not

To bed, to bed— deep feal thofe pretty eyes.

And give as fbft attachment to thy fenfes.

As infants empty of all thought \

Cre. Good-morrow then.

Trot. I pr'ythee now to bed.

Cre. Are you a weary of me ?

Trot. O Crejfida I but that the bufie day,

Wak'd by the lark, has rous'd the ribald crows,

And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer,

I would not from thee.

Cre. Night hath been too brief.

Trot* Befhrew the witch ! with venomous wights (he (lays

Tedious as hell j but flies the grafps of love.

With wings more momentary-fwift than thought :

You will catch cold, and curfe me.

Cre. Pr'ythee tarry— you men will never tarry—
0 fooli{h Crejfida— I might have ftill held off.

And then you would have tarried. Hark, there's one np..

Pan. withtn\ What's all the doors open here.^

Trot. It is your uncle.

Enter Pandarus.

Cre. A peftilence on him,- now will he be mocking;

1 (hall have fuch a life

Fan. How now, how now ? how go maiden-heads ? Hear

maid ; where's my coufin Crejfidi
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Cre, Go hang your felf, you naughty mocking uncle:

You bring me to do— and then you flout me too.

Pan. To do what ? to do what ? let her fay what : What have

I brought you to do ?

Cre. Come come, befhrew your heart
;

you'll ne'er be good

;

nor fiifFer others.

Pan. Ha, ha ! alas poor wretch j a poor Chipochia, haft not

fleept to-night? would he not (a naughty man) let itfleep? a bug-

bear take him. \One knocks,

Cre. Did I not tell you?— would he were knock'd o'th'

head— who's that at door ?— good uncle, go and fee.— My
lord, come you again info my chamber:— you fmile and mock
me, as if I meant naughtily.

Trot. Ha, ha

—

Cre. Come, you are deceived, I think of no iiich thing.

How earneftly they knock—— pray you come in. [Knock,

I would not for half Troy have you feen here. [Exeunt,

Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you beat down the

door? how now? what's the matter ?

SCENE III.

Enter yEneas.

j^ne. Good-morrow lord, good-morrow.

Pan. Who's there ? my lord JEneas 7 by my troth,

I knew you not j what news with you fo early ?

yEne. Is not Prince Troilus here ?

Pan. Here ! what (hould he do here ?

jEne. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him:

It doth import him much to fpeak with me.

Pan. Is he here, fay you? 'tis more than I know, I'll be

fworn J
for my own part, I came in late: what fliould he do here?

Mne. Who— nay, then:— come, come, you'll do him

^ wrong,
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wrong, ere y'are aware: you'll be fo true to him, to be falfe to

him: do not you know of him, but yet go fetch him hither, go.

Enter Troilus.

Trot, How now ? what's the matter ?

j^ne. My lord, I fcarce have leifure to falute you.

My matter is fo harfh : there is at hand

Parts your brother, and De'tphobm^

The Greetan Diomede^ and our Antemr

Deliver'd to us, and for him forthwith.

Ere the firft facrifice, within this hour,

We muft give up to D'tomedes' hand

The lady CreJJlda,

Trot, Is it concluded fb ?

^ne. By Fr'tam^ and the general ftate of 7r<?y.

They are at hand, and ready to effed it.

Trot. How my atchievernents mock me!

I will gQ meet them ; and (my lord M.mas)

We met by chance, you did not find me here.

j^ne. Good, good, my lord,- the (ecrets of * neighbour P^^^^s'/-

Have not more gift in taciturnity. [Exeunt,

S C E N E IV.

Enter Pandarus and Creffida.

Pan. Is't pofTible ? no fooner got, but loft : the devil take /^n^

tenor; the young prince will go mad: a plague upon /f;/^^';/i?r I

would they had broke's neck.

Cre, How now ? what's the matter ? who was here ?

Pan, Ah, ah!—
Cre. Why figh you fo profoundly? where's my lord? gone! \

tell me, fweet uncle, what's the matter ?

Pan, Would I were as deep under the earth, as I am above.

Cre,

« nature.
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Cre. O the gods ! what's the matter ?

Pan. Pr'ythee get thee in,- would thou had'ft ne'er been born:

I knew thou would'fl: be his death. O po'or gentleman ! a plague

upon Anterior.

Cre. Good uncle, I befeech you, on my knees, I befeech you

what's the matter ? .

Pan. Thou muft be gone, wench, thou mufl begone: thou

art chang'dfor Antenor-^ thou muft go to thy father, and begone

from Tro'ilus : 'twill be his death ; 'twill be his bane ; he cannot

bear it.

Cre. O you immortal gods! I will not go.

Pan. Thou muft.

Cre. I will not, uncle : I've forgot my father.

I know no touch of Confanguinity

:

No kin, no love, no blood, no foul (b near me,

As the fweet Troilus. O you gods divine!

Make CreJ/ld's name the very crown of falftiood,

If ever fhe leave Tro'ilus. Time and death.

Do to this body what extreams you can
;

But the fttong ba{e and building of my love

Is, as the very centre of the earth.

Drawing all to it. I'll go in and weep.

Pan. Do, do.

Cre. Tear my bright hair, and fcratch my praifed cheeks,

Crack my clear voice with fobs, and break my heart

With founding Trotlus. I'll not go from Troy. [Exeunt.

S C E N E V.

Enter Paris, Troilus, yEneas, Deiphobus, Antenor, and
Diomedes.

Par. It is great morning, and the hour prcfixt

Of her delivery to this valiant Greek

Comes
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Comes faft upon us ; good my brother Troilus,

Tell you the lady what flie is to do,

And hafte her to the purpofe.

Troi Walk into her houfe:

ril bring her to the Grecian prefentlyj

And to his hand when I deliver her.

Think it an altar, and thy brother Troilm

A prieft, there offering to it his heart.

Par, I know what 'tis to love,

And would, as I fhall pity, I could help.

Pleafe you walk in, my lords. \ExeunU

S C E N E VI.

Enter Pandarus and Creffida.

Pan, Be moderate, be moderate.

Cre, Why tell you me of moderation ?

The grief is fine, full, perfed that I tafte,

And in its (enfe is no lefs ftrong, than that

Which caufeth it. How can I moderate it?

If I could temporize with my affedion,

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate.

The tike allayment could I give my grief,*

My love admits no qualifying ^ drofs.

Enter Troilus.

No more my grief, in fuch a precious lofs.

Pan, Here, here, here he comes,— a fweet duck,

—

Cre, O Trothsy Tro'dus

!

Pan, What a pair of fpedacles is here ! let me embrace too

:

Oh heart, (as the goodly faying is 5)

0 hearty 0 heavy heart.

Why ftgh'fi thou without breaking 7

V o L. VI. L where
y crofs
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where he anfwers again

Becaufe thou cavCfi mt eafe thy fmart^

By frkndjhipy nor by fpeakmg.

There was never a truer rhyme. Let us caft away nothing,
for we may live to have need of fuch a verfe,- we fee it, we fee it.

How now, lambs ?

Trok Creffid, I love thee in fb ftrange a purity
j

That the bleft gods, as angry with my fancy,

(More bright in zeal than the devotion which
Cold lips blow to their deities) take thee from me.

Cre, Have the gods envy ?

Pan, Ay, ay, 'tis too plain a cafe.

Cre, And is it true, that I muft go from Troy ?

TroL A hateful truth.

Cre, What, and from Troilus too ?

Trot, From Troy, and Troilus,

Cre. Is it poflible?

Trot. And fuddenly : while injury of chance

Puts back leave-taking, juftles roughly by

All time of paufe, rudely beguiles our lips

Of all rejoyndure, forcibly prevents

Our lock'd embraces, ftrangles our dear vows,

Ev'n in the birth of our own labouring breath.

We two, that with fo many rhoufand fighs

Each other bought, muft poorly fell our felves

With the rude brevity and difcharge of one.

Injurious Time, now with a robber's hafte.

Crams his rich thiev'ry up, he knows not how.

As many farewels as be ftars in heaven.

With diftind breath and confign'd kiffes to them,

He fumbles up all in one loofe adieu,-

And fcants us with a fingle famifh'd kifs,

Diftafted with the fait of broken tears.

^neas
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JEneas wtth'tn?^ My lord, is the lady ready ?

Tro 't» Hark, you are call'd. Some fay, the Genius fo

Cries, come, to him that inftantly muft die.

Bid them have patience j flie (hall come anon.

Pan, Where are my tears? rain, to lay this wind, or my
heart will be blown up by the root.

Cre, I muft then to the Grecians ?

Trot, No remedy. When fhall we (ee again ?

Hear me, my love ; be thou but true of heart—
Cre, I true? how now? what wicked deem is this?

Trot, Nay, we muft u(e expoftulation kindly,

For it is parting from us :
—

I (peak not, be thou true, as fearing thee

:

For I will throw my glove to Death himfelf.

That there's no maculation in thy heart

;

But be thou true, fay I, to fafliion in

My fequent proteftation ; be thou true.

And I will fee thee.

Cre. O you (hall be exposed, my lord, to dangers

As infinite, as imminent : but I'll be true.

Trot, And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear this fleevc.

Cre, And you this glove. When (hall I fee you?

Trot, I will corrupt the Grecian centinels

To give thee nightly vifitation.

But yet be true.

Cre, O heav'ns ! be true again ?

Trot. Hear while I fpeak it, love

:

The Grecian youths are full of fubtle qualities,

They're loving, well compos'd, with gift of nature

Flowing, and fwelling o'er with arts and exercifcj

How novelties may move, and parts with perfon—
Alas, a kind of godly jealoufie

L 2 (Which
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(Which, I befeech you, call a virtuous fin)

Makes me afraid.

Cre. O heav'ns, you love me not

!

Trot. Die I a villain then :

In this I do not call your faith in queftion

So mainly as my merit : I can't fing,

Nor heel the high lavolt ,• nor fweeten talk
j

Nor play at fubtle games j fair virtues all,

To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant

But I can tell, that in each grace of thefe

There lurks a ftill and dumb-difcourfive devil.

That tempts moft cunningly : but be not tempted.

Cre. Do you think I will?

Troi No.

But fomething may be done that we will not

:

And fbmetimes we are devils to our felves.

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers,

Prefuming on their changeful potency.

jEneas w'tthm.'] Nay, good my lord.

Trot. Come kils, and let us part.

Parts within.^ Brother Troths,

Trot. Good brother, come you hither.

And bring Mneas and the Grecian with you.

Cre. My lord, will you be true?

Trot. Who I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault

:

While others fifh with craft for great opinion,

I, with great truth, catch meer fimplicity.

While fome with cunning gild their copper crowns.

With truth and plainnefs I do wear mine bare.

Fear not my truth j the moral of my wit

Is plain and true, there's all the reach of it.

SCENE
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SCENE VII.

Enter iEneas, Paris, and Diomedes.

Welcome, Sir D'tomede ; here is the lady,

Whom for Antenor we deliver you.

At the port (lord) Pll give her to thy hand.

And by the way poffefs thee what fhe is.

- Entreat her fair, and by my foul, fair Greeky

If e'er thou ftand at mercy of my fword.

Name Crejjid^ and thy life fliall be as (afe

As Prtam is in ll'ton.

Dfom, Lady CreJJldy

So pleafe you, fave the thanks this prince expeds

:

The luftre in your eye, heav'n in your cheek.

Pleads your fair ufage^ and to Dtomede

You fhall be miftrefs, and command him wholly.

Trot, Grecian, thou doft not ufe me courteoufly.

To fliame the feal of my petition towards thee

By praifing her. I tell thee, lord of Greece,

She is as far high-foaring o'er thy praifes.

As thou unworthy to be call'd her (ervant.

I charge thee ufe her well, even for my charge

:

For by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doft not,

(Tho' the great bulk Achilles be thy guard)

I'll cut thy throat.

Diom, Oh be not mov'd, prince Troilus,

Let me be privileg'd by my place and melTage,

To be a fpeaker free. When I am hence,

I'll anfwer to my lift : and know, my lord,

ril nothing do on charge ; to her own worth

She (hall be priz'd : but that you fay, be't fo
i

rll4peak it in my fpirit and honour— no.

^ Trot,



86 T R o I L u s and Cressida,
Troi, Come to the port—-I'll tell thee, Dtomede^

This brave fhall oft make thee to hide thy head.

Lady, give me your hand— and as we walk,

To our own felves bend we our needful talk. [Sound trumpet.

Par, Hark, HeBor's trumpet!

ALne, How have we fpent this morning ?

The Prince muft think me tardy and remifi,

That fwore to ride before him in the field.

Par, 'Tis Trotlus' fault. Come, come to field with him.

Diom, Let us make ready ftrait.

JEne, Yea, with a bridegroom's frefh alacrity

Let us addrefs to tend on HeBor's heels

:

The glory of our Troy doth this day lye

On his fair worth, and fingle chivalry. [Exeunt,

SCENE VIII.

The Grecian Camp.

Enter Ajax arme^/, Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus,

Menelaus, Ulyffes, Neftor, Calchas, &^c,

Aga, T T ERE art thou in appointment frefh and fair,

X X Anticipating time. With ftarting courage,

Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Tro^y

Thou dreadful Ajax^ that th' appalled air

May pierce the head of the great combatant.

And hale him hither.

A^ax, Trumpet, there's my purfej

Now crack thy lungs, and fplit thy brazen pipe:

Blow villain, 'till thy fphered bias cheek

Out-fweil the cholick of puft Aqmkn:

Come
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Come ftretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes /pout blood :

Thou blow'ft for HeBor,

Vlyf. No trumpet anfwers.

Ach'tl. 'Tis but early day.

Enter Diomede and Creffida.

Aga. Is not yond' Dtomede with Calchas* daughter ?

Ulyf 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate,

He rifes on his toe ; that /pirit of his

In a/piration lifts him from the earth.

Aga. Is this the lady Crejflda?

Dio, Ev'n /he.

Aga, Moft dearly welcome to the Greeks, fweet lady. *

Dio.
* fweet lady.

Neft. Our general doth falute you with a kift.

Ulyf. Yet is the kindnefs but particular 5

'Twere better fhe were kifs'd in general.

Neft. And very courtly counfel : I'll begin.

So much for Neftor.

jichil. I'll take that winter from your lips, fair lady

:

Achilles bids you welcome.

Men. I had good argument for killing once.

Pair. But that's no argument for kiffing now

:

For thus pop'd Paris in his hardiment,

"f And parted thus, you and your argument.

Ulyf. Oh deadly gall, and theme of all our fcorns,

For which we lofe our heads to gild his horns.

Patr. The firft was Menelaus' kifs— this mine—
Patroclus kiffes you.

Men. O, this is trim.

Patr. Paris and I kifs evermore for him.

Men. I'll have my kifs, Sir : lady, by your leave.

Cre. In killing do you render or receive ?

Patr. Both take and give.

Cre. I'll make my match to give,

The kifs you take is better than you give 5

Therefore no kifs.

Men. I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one.

Cre. You are an odd man, give even, or give none.
Men. An odd man, lady ? every man is odd.

Cre. No, Paris is notj for you know 'tis true,

That you are odd, and he is even with you.

Men. You fillip me o'th' head.

f This line only in the quarto edition of i6oj.

Cre.
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Dto, Lady, a word— I'll bring you to your father

Nefi, A woman of quick fenfe.

[Diomedes leads out Creflida, then returns-

Ulyf. Fie, fie upon her

:

* There's language inhier eye, her cheek, her lip;

* Nay, her foot (peaks, her wanton fpirits look out

* At every joint, and motive of her body :

* Oh thefe Encounterers ! So glib of tongue,

* They give a coafting welcome ere it comes,-

^ And wide unclafp the tables of their thoughts,

^ To every ticklifli reader : fet them down
^ For fluttifh fpoils of opportunity,

* And daughters of the game.

Enter Hedor, Paris, Troilus, iEneas, Helenus, and attendants,

AIL Th^Trojansixum^ttl

Aga. Yonder comes the troop.

^ne. Hail all the ftate of Greece] what (hall be done

To him that vidtory commands? do you purpofe,

A vidor (hall be known ? will you, the knights

Shall to the edge of all extremity

Purlue each other, or fhall be divided

By any voice, or order of the field ?

Heclor bad ask.

Cre. No, I'll be fworn.

Ulyf. It were no match, your nail againft his horn

:

May I, fweet lady, beg a kifs of you ?

Cre. You may.

Ulyf. I do dehre it.

Cre. Why beg then.

Ulyf. "W hy then, for Venus' fake give me a kifs :

When Helen is a maid again, and his

Cre. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due.

Ulyf. Never's my day, and then a kifs of you.

Dio. Lady, a word— (sff.

Aga,
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^^a. Which way would HeBor have it ?

Mne. He cares not ; he'll obey conditions.

Aga. 'Tis done like HeBoVy but fecurely done,

A little proudly, and great deal mi/prizing

The knight oppos'd.

^ne. If not Achilles^ Sir, what is your name ?

Ach'tl. If not Achilles^ nothing.

Mne. Therefore Achilles; but whate'er, know thisj

In the extremity of great and little

Valour and pride excel themfelves in HeBor

;

The one almoft as infinite as all,

The other blank as nothing ,• weigh him well ;

And that which looks like pride, is courtefie.

This Ajax is half made of HeBor's blood.

In love whereof, half HeBor ftays at home,-

Half heart, half hand, half HeBor^ come to (eek

This blended knight, half Trojan and half Greek,

Ach'il. A maiden battel then ? O, I perceive you.

Aga. Here is Sir Diomede : go, gentle knight,

Stand by our Ajax; as you and lord JRneas

Confent upon the order of their fight.

So be it ; either to the uttermoft.

Or elfe a breath. The combatants being kin

Half ftints their ftrife before their ftrokes begin.

Vl'yf, They are oppos'd already.

Aga. What Trojan is that fame that looks fo heavy ?

Ubyf. The youngeft fbn of Pnam, a true knight ;

Not yet mature, yet matchlefs, firm of word.

Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his tongue ,•

Not foon provok'd, nor being provok'd foon calm'd

;

His heart and ha;id both open, and both freej

For what he has, he gives j what thinks, he fhewsj

Yet gives he not 'till judgment guide his bounty,

Vol. VL M
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Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath

:

Manly as HeBor, but more dangerous

;

For HeBor in his blaze of wrath (ubfcribes

To tender objedsj but he in heat of adion

Is more vindicative than jealous love.

They call him Tro'tlus^ and on him ered:

A fecond hope, as fairly built as HeSor,

Thus fays Mneasy one that knows the youth

Ev'n to his inches; and with private foul,

Did in great ll'ton thus tranflate him to me. \Alamm,

S C E N E IX.

Hedor and Ajax fi^t,

Aga, They are in adtion.

Nefi. Now Ajax hold thine own.

Trot, HeBor^ thou fleep'ft, awake thee.

Aga, His blows are well difpos'd^ there Ajax,

\Trumpets ceafe,

Djo, You mud no more.

M.ne, Princes, enough, fo pleafe you.

Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us fight again.

Dio. As HeBor pleafes.

HeB, Why then, will 1 no more.

Thou art, great lord, my father's filler's (on ^

A coufin-german to great Prtam^s feed

:

The obligation of our blood forbids

A gory emulation 'twixt us twain
^

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan (b

That thou coud'ft fay, this hand is Grecian all.

And this is Trojan-^ the finews of this leg

All Greeky and this all Troy my mother's blood

Runs on the dexter cheek, and this finifter

Bounds
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Bounds in my fire's : by Jove multipotent,

Thou fliould'ft not bear from me a Greek'tjh member.
Wherein my fword had not impreflure made
Of our rank feud : But the juft gods gainfay,

That any drop thou borrow'ft from thy mother.

My facred aunt, fhould by my mortal fword

Be drain'd. Let me embrace thee, /Ijax

:

By him that thunders, thou haft lufty arms;

HeBor would have them fall upon him thus—
Coufin, all honour to thee.

Ajax. I thank thee, HeBor f

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man

:

I came to kill thee, coufin, and bear hence

A great addition earned in thy death.

HeB, Not Neoptolemm (b mirable.

On whofe bright creft. Fame with her loud'ft O yes,

Cries, this is he, could promife to himfelf

A thought of added honour torn from HeBor.

JEne. There is expedtance here from both the fides.

What further you will do.

HeB. We'll anfwer it:

The iflfue is embracemcnt : Ajax^ farewel.

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find fiiccels,

(As feld I have the chance) I would dcfire

My famous coufin to our Grecian tents.

D 'to. 'Tis Agamemnon^ wifh, and great Achilles

Doth long to fee unarm'd the valiant HeBor,

HeB, Mneasy call my brother Troilus to me

:

And fignifie this loving interview

To the expedors of our Trojan part

:

Defire them home. Give me thy hftnd, my coufin :

I will go eat with thee, and fee your knights.

M 1 Agamcm
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Agamemnon and the refi of the Greeks come forward.

Ajax, Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here.

HeB. The worthieft of them tell me name by name
^

But for Achilles^ mine own fearching eyes

Shall find him by his large and portly fize.

Aga, Worthy all* arms, as welcome as to one

That would be rid of (iich an enemy,

f But that's no welcome: underftand more clear,

What's paft and what's to come is ftrew'd with husks

And formlefs ruin of oblivion

:

But in this extant moment, faith and troth,

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias drawing.

Bids thee with moft divine integrity.

From heart of very heart, great He5lor, welcome.

HeB. I thank thee, moft imperious Agamemnon,

Aga: My well-fam'd lord of Troy, no lefs to you. [To Troi.

Men, Let me confirm my princely brother's greeting.

You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither.

HeB. Whom muft we anfwer?

Mne. The noble Menelaus.

HeB. O— you my lord— by Mars his gauntlet thanks.

Mock not, that I affed: th' untraded oathj

Your quondam wife fwears ftill by /^d-w^j' glove.

She's well, but bad me not commend her to you.

Men, Name her not now. Sir, {he's a deadly theme.

HeB, O pardon— I offend.

' Neft, I have, thou gallant Trojan, feen thee oft

* Labouring for deftiny, make cruel way
* Through ranks of Greekijh youth; and I have feen thee,

< As hot as Perfeus, fpur thy Phrygian deed,

* Bravely defpifing forfeits and fubduements,

< When thou haft hung thy advanc'd fword i'th' air,

< Not

•\ 7'he fix following lines are not in the old edition.
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^ Not Jetting it decline on the declin'd :

* That I have faid unto my ftanders-by,

' Lo, Jupiter is yonder dealing life.

And I have feen thee paufe, and take thy breath,

When that a ring of Greeks have hem'd thee in,

Like an Olympian wreftling. Thus I 've feen :

But this thy countenance, ftill lock'd in fteel,

I never faw 'till now. I knew thy grandfire,

And once fought with him ,• he was a foldier good,

But by great Mars, the captain of us all,

Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee.

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents.

AUne. 'Tis the old Neftor.

HeB. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle,

That haft fo long walk'd hand in hand with time

:

Moft reverend Nejior, I am glad to clafp thee.

Nefi. I would my arms could match thee in contention.

As they contend with thee in courtefie.

HeB, I would they could.

Nefi. By this white beard I'd fight with thee to-morrow.

Well, welcome, welcome; I have feen the time

Ulyf, I wonder now how yonder city ftands.

When we have here the bafe and pillar by us.

HeB. I know your favour, \ov^ Ulyjfes, well.

Ah, Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead.

Since firft I faw your felf and Diomede

In Ilioriy on your Greek'tjh embaflie.

Ulyf. Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue.

My prophefie is but half his journey yet
j

For yonder walls that pertly front your town,

Yond towers, whofe wanton tops do bufs the clouds,

Muft kifs their own feet.

HeB. I muft not believe you:
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There they ftand yetj and modeftly I think.

The fall of every Phygtan ftone will cod

A drop of Grecian blood j the end crowns all,

And that old common arbitrator, time.

Will one day end it.

Vlyf. So to him we leave it.

Moft gentle, and moft valiant HeBor, welcome,-

After the general, I befeech you next

To feaft with me, and (ee me at my tent.

Ach 'tl. I fhall foreftal thee, lord UlyJfeSj thou .*

Now HeElor, I have fed mine eyes on thee,

I have with exad view perus'd thee, HeBoVy

And quoted joint by joint.

HeB. Is this Achilles ?

Ach'iL I am Achilles,

HeB. Stand fair, I pr'ythee, let me look on thee.

Achil. Behold thy fill.

HeB. Nay, I have done already.

Achil. Thou art too brief I will the fecond time.

As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb.

HeB. O, like a book of fport thou'lt read me o'er

:

But there's more in me than thou underftand'ft.

Why doft thou (b opprefs me with thine eye ?

Achil. Tell me, you heav'ns, in which part of his b(

Shall I deftroyhim? whether there, or there.

That I may give the local wound a name,

And make diftin(5t the very breach, where-out

HeBofs great fpirit flew. Anfwer me, heav'ns.

HeB. It Would difcredit the bleft gods, proud man.

To anfwer fuch a quefticn : ftand again.

Think'fl: thou to catch my life fo pleafantly.

As to prenominate in nice conjedure.

Where thou wilt hit me dead ?
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^chll. I tell thee, yea.

HeEl. Wert thou the oracle to tell me fb,

I'd not believe thee: henceforth guard thee well.

For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there

But by the forge that ftythied Mars his helm,

ril kill thee every where, yea o'er and o'er.

You wifefl: Grecians, pardon me this brag.

His infblence draws folly from my lips,

But I'll endeavour deeds to match thefe words,

Or may I never—
y^jax» Do not chafe thee, coufin ,•

And you, Achilles, let thefe threats alone

'Till accident or purpofe bring you to't.

You may have ev'ry day enough of HeBor,

If you have ftomach. The general ftate, I fear.

Can fcarce intreat you to be odd with him.

HeB, I pray you, let us fee you in the field

:

We have had pelting wars fince you refus'd

The Grecian's caufe.

^chil. Doft thou intreat me, He&or 7

To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death
j

To-night, all friends.

HeB, Thy hand upon that match.

^ga. Firft, all you peers of Greece go to my tent,

There in the full convive you
j

afterwards,

As HeBor's leifure and your bounties {hall

Concur together, feverally intreat him

To taft your bounties: let the trumpets blow,-

That this great foldier may his welcome know. {Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE X.

Manent Troilus and UlyfTes.

Trot, My lord Ulyjfes, tell me, I befeech you.

In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ?

£//}'/ At Menelaus* tent, moft princely Troilus

There Diomede doth feaft with him to-night

;

Who neither looks oa heav'n, nor on the earth.

But gives all gaze and bent of am'rous view

On the fair CreJJid.

Trot. Shall I, fweet lord, be bound to thee fo much,

After you part from Agamemnon\ tent,

To bring me thither ?

£//);/ You {hall command me, Sir;

As gently tell me, of what honour was

This CreJJida in Tro^ had (he no lover there,

That .wails her abfence?

Trot. O Sir, to fuch as boafting fhew their (cars,

A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord?

She was belov'd, (he lov'd fhe is, and doth.

But ftill, fweet Vove is food for fortune's tooth, [ExeM.
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ACT V. SCENE I.

SCENE before Achilles'j tern m the Grecian Camp.

Enter Achilles and Patroclus.

Achilles.
' L L heat his blood with Greekijh wine tc-night,

Which with my fcimitar I'll cool to-morrow.

Patrocksy let us feaft him to the height.

Pair. Here comes Therfttes,

Enter Therfites.

Ach'tL How now, thou core of envy ?

Thou crufty batch of nature, what's the news ?

Ther. Why, thou pidure of what thou feem'ft, and idol of

idiot-worfhippers, here's a letter for thee.

Ach'd. From whence, fragment?

Ther. Why, thou full dilh of fool, from Troy.

Patr. Who keeps the tent now ?

Ther. The furgeon's box, or the patient's wound.

Patr. Well faid, adverfity j and what need thefe tricks ?

Ther. Pr'ythee be filent, boy, I profit not by thy talk ; thou

. art thought to be Achilles'% male-varlet.

Patr. Male-varlet, you rogue ? what's that ?

Ther. Why, his mafculine whore. Now the rotten difeafes of

the foutb, guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, loads o' gravel i'th'

back, lethargies, cold palfies, f raw eyes, dirt- rotten livers, whee-

zing lungs, bladders fall of impoftume, fciatica's, lime-kilns i'th'

palme, incurable bone-akc, and the rivell'd fee-fimple of the

tetter, take and take again fuch prepofterous difcoveries.

Vol VI. . N Patr.

\ What follows is added out of the firfi edition.
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Pair, Why, thou damnable box of envy thou, what mean'ft:

thou to curfe thus ?

Ther. Do I cuiTe thee ?

Patr. Why no, you ruinous butt, you whorefbn indiftinguifti-

able cur.

Ther, No ? why art thou then exafperate, thou idle immate-

rial skein of fley'd filk : thou green farcenet flap for a fore eye
j

thou taffel of a prodigal's purfe, thou ? Ah, how the poor world

is pefter'd with fuch water-flies, diminutives of nature.

Patr. Out gall!

Ther. Finch egg!

Ach'd. My fweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite

From my great purpofe in to-morrow's battel

;

Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba^

A token from her daughter, my ftir love,

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep

An oath that I have fworn. I will not break it,

Fall Greek, fail fame ;
honour, or go, or (lay.

My major vow lyes herej this I'll obey.

Come, come, Therfites, help to trim my tent,

This night in banqueting mufl; all be fpent.

Away, Patroclus. [Exh.

Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, thefe two

may run mad : but if with too much brain, and too little blood,

they do, lilbeacurcrof mad-men. Wort's ^gamemmn, an ho-

neft fellow enough, and one that loves quails, but he hath not fo

j-nuch brain as ear-wax^ and the goodly transformation of Juptter

there his brother, the bull, the primitive ftatue, and oblique me-

morial of cuckolds j a thrifty fliooing-horn in a chain, hanging

at his brother's legj to what form, but that he is, fhould wit lar-

ded with malice, and malice ^ farced with wit turn him to? to an

afs were nothing, he is both afs and ox,- to an ox were nothing^

he is both ox and afs^ to be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a

toad,

« forced
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toad, a lizard, an owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I

would not care : but to be Menelaus^ I would confpire againft deftiny.

Ask me not what I would be, if I were not Therfites ,• for I care

not to be the lowfe of a lazar, fb I were not Menelaus,—
Hey-day, (pirits and fires I

SCENE II.

Enter Hedor, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyffes, Neftor, emd
Diomede, wtth lights,

Aga, We go wrong, we go wrong.

Ajax, No, yonder 'tis, there where we fee the light.

HeB, I trouble you.

Ajax, No, not a whit.

Enter Achilles.

Uhyf, Here comes himfelf to guide you.

Ach'tL Welcome brave HeBor^ welcome princes all.

Aga, So, now fair prince of Tro^^ I bid good-night.

Ajax commands the guard to tend on you.

HeB, Thanks, and good-night to the Greek's general.

Men, Good-night, my lord.

HeB, Good-night, fweet lord Menelaus,

Ther, Sweet draught— fweet quoth a — (weet fink, fweet fewer.

Ach'tL Good-night, and welcome, both at once, to thofe that

go or tarry.

Aga. Good-night.

AM, Old Nefior tarries, you too D'tpmede

Keep HeBor company an hour or two,

Dto, I cannot, lord, I have important bufinefs.

The tide whereof is now
;
good-night, great HeBor,

HeB, Give me your hand.

N 2 Vlyf.
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Ulyf. Follow his torch, he goes to Calchas" tent

:

I'll keep you company. \To Troilus.

Trot. Sweet Sir, you honour me.

HeB. And fo good-night.

Ach'tl. Come, come, enter my tent. [Exeunt*

Ther. That fame D'tomede's a falfe-hearted rogue, a moft unjuft

knave: I will no more truft him when he leers than I will a fer-

pent when he hiffes : he will fpend his mouth and promile, hke

Brabler the hound j but when he performs, aftronomers foretel it,

that it is prodigious, there will come fome change: the fun bor-

rows of the moon, when D'tomede keeps his word. I will rather

leave to fee HeBor^ than not to dog him : they fay, he keeps a

Trojan drab, and ufes the traitor Calchas his tent. I'll after

Nothing but lechery j all incontinent varlets. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Calchas'5 Tent,

Enter Diomede.

J^'to, \ TC 7" ^ "P • ^eak.

VV Cal Who calls?

T>to, Dtomede
\
Calchas^ I think j where's your daughter ?

CaL She comes to you.

Enter Troilus and Ulyffes, after them Therfites.

Vhjf. Stand where the torch may not difcover us.

Enter Creffid.

Trot. CreJJld come forth to him ?

Dio. How now, my charge?

Cre. Now my fweet guardian j
hark, a vord with you.

[Wh'tfpers,

Trot. Yea, fo familiar?
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Ulyf. She will fing to any maa at firft fight.

Ther. And any man may fing to her, if he can take her
cliff. She's noted.

Dio. Will you remember ?

Cre. Remember? yes.

Dio, Nay, but do then ; and let your mind be coupled with
your words.

Trot. What fliould (he remember?

Ul'yf. Lift.

Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly.

Ther, Roguery

Dio, Nay then.

Cre. I'll tell you what.

Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a forfworn—
Cre, In faith I can't : what would you have me do ?

Ther, A jugling trick, to be lecretly open.

Dio, What did you fwear you would beftow on me ?

Cre, I pr'ythec do not hold me to mine oath ,•

Bid me do any thing but that, fweet Greek,

Dio^ Good-night.

Troi. Hold, patience

Ulyf, How now, Trojan}

Cre, Diomede,

Dio. No, no, good-night : Til be your fool no more.

Troi, Thy better muft.

Cre, Hark, one word in your ear.

Troi. O plague and madneft

!

£//yr You are mov'd, prince 5 let us depart, I pray you.

Left your difpleafure ftiould enlarge it fclf

To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous
j

The time right deadly : I befeech you go.

Troi. Behold, I pray you—
Ulyf,

^ find her, if he can take her life.
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Ulyf, Good my lord go off

:

You fly to great diftracftion : come, my lord.

Trot, I pr'ythee ftay.

Ulyf, You have not patience ; come.

Tro'i. 1 pray you ftay
j
by hell, and by hell's torments,

will not fpeak a word.

Dio, And fo good-night.

Cre. Nay, but you part in anger.

Trol Doth that grieve thee ? O wither'd truth

Ulyf, Why, how now, lord?

Trol. By Jove^ I will be patient.

Cre, Guardian— why Greek—

-

Dio. Fo, fo, adieu, you palter.

Cre. In faith, I do not: come hither once again.

Ulyf. You ftiake, my lord, at fomething j will you go ?

You will break out.

Trot. She ftroaks his cheek.

Ulyf. Come, come.

Trot. Nay, ftav; by Jove, I will not fpeak a word.

There is between my will and all offences

A guard of patience : ftay a little while.

Ther. How the devil luxury with his fat rump and potato

finger tickles thefe together! fry, lechery, fry.

Dlo. But will you then ?

Cre. In faith I will come j never truft me elfe.

Dto, Give me fbme token for the furety of it.

Cre. I'll fetch you one. \Exk,

Ulyf. You have fworn patience.

Trot. Fear me not, fweet lord,

I will not be my felf, nor have cognition

Of what 1 feel : 1 am all patience.

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Enter Creffida.

7her. Now the pledge
j
now, now, now.

Cre. Here Dtomede^ keep this fleeve.

Trot, O beauty ! where's thy faith ?

V^f, My lord.

Trot, I will be patient, outwardly I will.

Cre, You look upon that fleeve ,• behold it well :—
He lov'd me :—O falfe wench :— Give't me again.

Dto, Whofe was't ?

Cre. It is no matter, now I have*t again.

I will not meet with you to-morrow night

:

I pr'ythee, Dtomede, vifit me no more.

Ther, Now fhe fharpens : well faid whetftone.

Djo» I fliall have it.

Cre, What, this?

Dio. Ay, that.

Cre, O all you gods—O pretty, pretty pledge;

Thy mafter now lyes thinking in his bed

Of thee and me, and fighs, and takes my glove,

And gives memorial dainty kiffes to it

:

As I kifs thee.

Dto, Nay, do not fnatch it from me.

Cre. He that takes that, muft take my heart withal.

Dto. I had your heart before, this follows it.

Trot, I did fwear patience.

Cre. You (hall not have it, Dtomede \ 'faith you fliall not,

I'll give you fomething elfe.

Dto. I will have this : whofe was it ?

Cre, 'Tis no matter.

Dio, Come tell- me whofe it was ?

Cre.
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Cre, 'Twas one that lov'd me better than you will.

But now you have it, take it.

Dio, Whofe was it ?

Cre, By all Diana's waiting-women yonder.

And by her felf, I will not tell you whofe»

Dio, To-morrow will I wear it on my helm,

And grieve his fpirit that dares not challenge it.

Troi, Wert thou the devil, and wor'ft it on thy horn,

It fhould be challenged.

Cre, Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis paft^ and yet it is not—^-

I will not keep my word.

Dio, Why then farewel.

Thou never fhalt mock D'tomede again.

Cre, You (hall not go \
— one cannot /peak a word.

But it ftraight ftarts you.

Dio. I do not like this fooling.

Ther, Nor I, by Fluto : but that that likes not you, pleafes me
beft.

Dh. What, (hall I come? the hour?

Cre, Ay, come :— O Jove I— do, come :— I fhall be plagu'd.

Dh. Farewell 'till then. [Exit,

Cre. Good-night : I pr'ythee come.

Troths^ farewel j one eye yet looks on thee.

But with my heart the other eye doth fee—
Ah poor our fex ,• this fault in us I find,

The error of our eye directs our mind.

What error leads, muft err : O then conclude,

Minds fway'd by eyes are full of turpitude. [Exit,

SCENE V.

Tier, A proof of ftrength (he could not publifh more
j

Unlefs (he fay, my mind is now turn'd whore.
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Ukff, All's done, my lord.

Trot. It is.

Uljf, Why (lay we then ?

Trot. To make a recordation to my foul.

Of every fyllable that here was fpoke

:

But if I tell how thefe two did co-a6t.

Shall I not lie in pubhfliing a truth?

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart.

An efperance (b obftinately ftrong,

That doth invert that teft of eyes and ears

;

As if thofe organs had deceptious functions.

Created only to calumniate.

Was Cr€j[Jid\\tx^^.

Ulyf, I cannot conjure, Trojan,

Troi. She was not fure.

Ulyf. Moft fure (he was.

Troi, Why, my negation hath no tafte of madnefs.

Ulyf, Nor mine, my lord : Crejfid was here but now.

Trot, Let it not be believ'd, for woman-hood

!

Think we had mothers j do not give advantage •

To ftubborn criticks, apt without a theme

For depravation, to (quare all the fex

By Crejfid\ rule. Rather think this not Crejfid.

Ulyf, What hath (he done. Prince, that can (oil our

Trot, Nothing at all, unlefs that this were (he.

Ther, Will he fwagger himfelf out of his own eyes ?

Trot. This fhe? no, this is Dtomede's CreJJida.

If beauty have a foul, this is not fhe;

If fouls guide vows, if vows are fandimony,

If fandimony be the gods delight,

If there be rule in unity it (elf,

This is not fhe. O madnefs of difcourfe!

That caufe fets up with and againft thy felf!

Vol. VI. O
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* By-fold authority! where reafon can revolt

Without perdition, lofs afTume all reafon

Without revolt. This is, and is not Crejfid.

Within my foul there doth commence a fight

Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeparate

Divides far wider than the sky and earth,

And yet the (pacious breadth of this divifioa

Admits no orifice for a point as fiibtle

As flight Arachne^ broken woof, to enter.

Inftance, O inftance! ftrong as Plutfs gates;

Creffid is mine, tied with the bonds of heav'n

:

Inftance, O inftance ! ftrong as heav'n it (elf,

The bonds of heav'n are flip'd, diffolv'd and loos'd,

And with another knot five-finger-tied :

The fradions of her faith, orts of her love,

The fragments, fcraps, the bits, and greafie reliques

Of her o'er-eatcn faith, are bound to Diomede,

Ulyf. May worthy Tro'ilus be half attach'd

With that which here his paftion doth exprefs ?

Trot. ?^y, Greeky and that ftiall be divulged well

;

In characters, as red as Mars his heart

Inflam'd.with Venus ne'er did young man fancy

With fo eternal, and fo fix'd a foul—
Hark, Greek, as much as I do Creffid love.

So much by weight hate I her Dtomede.

That fleeve is mine, that he'll bear in his helm

:

Were it a cask compos'd by Vulcan's skill,

My fword fliould bite it : not the dreadful (pout.

Which fliip-men do thehurricano call,

Conftring'd in mafs by the almighty ^ fun.

Shall dizzy with more clamour NepUme's eat

In his defcent, than ftiall my prompted fword

Falling on Dtomede.

« By foul authority. d finger
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Ther. He'll tickle it for his concupy.

Trol OCreJJidf O Crejfidf falfe, falfe, falfe!

Let all untruths ftand by thy ftainod name,'

And they'll feem glorious.

Ul^f. O contain your felf:

Your paflion draws ears hither.

Enter yEneas.

^ne, I have been feeking you this hour, my lord

:

HeBor by this is arming him in TVoy.

Ajax^ your guard, ftays to conduct you home.

Trot, Have with you, prince
;
my courteous lord adieu.

Farewel, revolted fair: and, D'tomede^

Stand faft, and wear a caftle on thy head.

£//y/ I'll bring you to the gates.

Tro\. Accept diftraded thanks.

[Exemt Troilus, yEneas, and Ulyffes.

Ther, Would I could meet that rogue D'tomede^ I would croak

like a raven : I would bode, I would bode. Patroclus will give

me any thing" for the intelligence of this whore: the parrot will

not do more for an almond, than he for a commodious drab

:

letchery, letchery, ftill wars and letchery, nothing clfe holds

fafliion. A burning devil take them! [Exit,

SCENE VI.

TROT,
Enter Hedor and Andromache.

And, "T "T 7H EN was my lord fo much ungently temper'd,

VV To ftop his ears againft admonifhment ?

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day.

O 1 He6l.
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HeB» You train me to offend you

j
get you gone.

By all the everlafting gods, I'll go.

j^nt. My dreams will fure prove ominous to-day.

HeB, No more, 1 fay.

'Enter Caflfandra.

Caf. Where is my brother HeEior?

And, Here fifter, arm'd, and bloody in intent

:

Confbrt with me in loud and dear petition

;

Purfue we him on knees ; for I have dreamt

Of bloody turbulence and this whole night

Hath nothing been but fhapes and forms of flaughter.

Caf, O, 'tis true.

HeB. Ho ! bid my trumpet found.

Caf. No notes of fally, for the heav'ns, fweet brother

HeB, Be gone, I fay : the gods have heard me fwear.

Caf The gods are deaf to hot and peevifh vows;

They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd

Than fpotted livers in the facrifice.

And. O be perfwaded, do not count it holy,

To hurt by being juft j it were as lawful

For us to count we give what's gain'd by thefts,

And rob in the behalf of charity.

Caf It is the purpofe that makes ftrong the vow^

But vows to every purpofe muft not hold

:

Unarm, fweet HeBor

HeB. Hold you (till, I fay;

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate,*

Life every man holds dear, but the brave man
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life.

Enter Troilus.

How now, young man ^ mean'fl: thou to fight to-day ?
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Cajfdndra^ call my father to perfwade. \Extt Caffandr;

HeB, No faith, young Troilu$ ; doff thy harnefs, youth

;

I am to-day i'th' veia of chivalry ;

Let grow thy finews till their knots be ftrong,

And tempt not yet the bruQies of the war.

Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy,

I'll ftand to-day, for thee, and me, and Tro^,

Trot. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you
j

Which better fits a lion, than a man.

HeB, What vice is that? good Tro'tlus^ chide me for it.

Trot, When many times the captive Grecians fall,

Ev'n in the fan and wind of your fair fword,

You bid them rife; and live.

• HeB. O, 'tis fair play.

Trot. Fools-play, by heav'n, HeBor,

HeB. How now ? how now ^

Trot. For love of all the gods.

Let's leave the hermit pity with our mothers
j

And when we have our armours buckled on.

The venom'd vengeance ride upon our fwords,

Spur them to ruful work, rein them from ruth.

HeB, Fie, favage, fie.

Trot. HeBory thus 'tis in wars*

HeB. Tro'tlusy I would not have you fight to-day.

Trok Who fbould with-hold me >

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars

Beckning with fiery truncheon my retire

,

Not Pr'tamus and Hecuba on knees.

Their eyes o'er-galled with recourfe of tears
j

Nor you, my brother, with your true fword drawn

Oppos'd to hinder me, ftiould ftop my way,

But by my ruin.

SCENE
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SCENE VIL

Enter Priam and Caffandra.

Caf, Lay hold upon him, Priam hold him faft

:

He is thy crutch ; now if thou lofe thy ftay.

Thou on him leaning and all Troy on thee,

Fall all together.

Priam. HeBor come, go back;

Thy wife hath dreamt
;
thy mother hath had vifions

;

Cajfandra doth forefee j and I my felf,

- -Am like a prophet, fiiddenly enrapt

To tell thee that this day is ominous :

Therefore come back.

HeB. JEneas is a-field.

And I do ftand engag'd to many Greeksy

Ev'n in the faith of valour, to appear

This morning to them.

Priam. But thou fhalt not go.

HeB. I muft not break my faith

;

You know me dutiful, therefore, dear Sir,

Let me not (hame refpedt j but give me leave

To take that courfe by your confeat and voice.

Which you do here forbid me. Royal Priam. *

XJaf. O, Priam, yield not to him.

And. Do not, dear father.

HeB. Andromache, I am offended with you

.

Upon the love you bear me, get you in. \F.xit Andromache,

Troi. This foolifh, dreaming, fuperftitious girl.

Makes all thefe bodements.

Caf. O farewel, ^tzx HeBor:

Look how thou dieftj look how thy eyes turn pale !

Look how thy wounds do bleed ajt many vents

!

Hark
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Hark how Troy roars ,• how Hecuba cries out

;

How poor Andromache fhrills her dolour forth!

Behold diftraiflion, frenzy and amazement.

Like witlefs anticks, one another meet,

And all cry, HeBor, He&or's dead f O He&or \

Trot. Away.

Caf. Farewel : yet, foft : HeBor^ I take my leave

Thou do'ft thy felf and all our Troy deceive. \Ex'tt,

HeB. You are amaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim

:

Go in and cheer the town, we'll forth and fight
.

Do deeds worth praife, and tell you them at night.

Prtam. Farewel : the gods with fafety ftand about thee.

[Alarum,

Trot. They're at it, hark : proud D'tomede^ believe

I come to lofe my arm, or win my fleeve.

SCENE VIII.

Enter Pandarus.

Pand, Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear ?

Trot. What now?

Band. Here's a letter come from yond poor girl.

T^ot. Let me read.

Fund, A whorfon ptifick, a whorfon rafcally ptifick fo troubles

me j and the foolifli fortune of this girl, and what one thing

and what another, that I fhall leave you one o'thefe daysj

and I have a rheum in mine eyes too, and fuch an ach in my
bones, that unlefs a man were curfV, I cannot tell what to

think on't. What fays flie, there?

Trot. Words, words, meer words ,• no matter from the heart.

Th' effed dctfh operate another way.i [Teartng the kttn\

Go wind to wind, there turn and change together ;

My love with words and errors ftill (he feeds .

But edifies another with her deeds. Pand.
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Vand. Why, but hear you-

—

Trot. Hence, brothel, lacquy! igoominy and fliame

Purfue thy life, and live ay with thy name/ {Exeunt.

SCENE IX.

The field between Troy and the Camp,

\Alarum\ Enter Therfites.

Ther, "V TOW they are clapper-clawing one another. Til go
look on : that diffembling abominable varlet, Dto-

mede^ has got that fame fcurvy, doating, foolifh young knave's

fleeve of Tro)', there in his helm : I would fain fee them meet,

that, that fame young Trojan afs that loves the whore there,

might fend that Greekijh whore-mafterly vallain, with the fleeve,

back to the diffembling luxurious drab, of a fleevelefs errant.

O'th' t'other fide, the policy of thofe crafty fwearing rafcals, that

ftale old moufe-eaten dry cheefe Nefior^ and that fame dog-fox

Ulylfesy is not prov'd worth z blackberry. They fet me up in po-

licy that mungril cur Ajax^ againft that dog of as bad a kind,

Achilles. And now is the cur Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles^

and will not arm to-day. Whereupon the Grecians begin to pro-

claim barbarifm, and policy grows into an ill opinion.

Enter Diomede Troilus.

Soft— here comes fleeve, and t'other.

Troi, Fly not^ for fliould'fl: thou take the river Styx^

I would fwim after.

Dio. Thou doft: mifcall Retire:

I do not fly, but advantagious care .

Withdrew me from the odds of multitude,-

Have at thee ! [They go offfight'wg

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian : now for thy whore, Trojan

:

now the fleeve, now the fleeve, now the fleevej

SCENE
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S C E N E X.

E^ter He6tor.

HeB, What art thou, Greek ? art thou for He&or's match ?

Art thou of blood and honour ?

Ther, No, no : I am a rafcal j a fcurvy raiHng knave ^ a very

filthy rogue.

He5l. I do believe thee— live. [Exit'

Ther, God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; but a plague

break thy neck for frighting me ! What's become of the

wenching rogues? I think they have fwallowed one another.

I would laugh at that miracle— yet in a fort, letchery eats it felf:

I'll feek them. [Exit,

Enter Diomedes aud Servant,

Dio. Go go, my fervant, take thou Troilus's horfe,

Prefent the fair fteed to my lady Crejfid-.

Fellow, commend my fervice to her beauty

:

Tell her, I have chaftis'd the amorous Trojan^

And am her knight by proof.

Ser, I go, my lord.

SCENE XI.

Enter Agamemnon.

Aga. Renew, renew : the fierce Polydamas

Hath beat down Menon : baftard Margarelon

Hath Doreus prifoner,

And (lands Coioffus-m^Q^ waving his beam

Upon the paftied coarfes of the kings,

Epiftropus and Odms, Polyxenus is flain

;

Arhph'tmachus and Thoas deadly hurt ; v

Vol. VI. P Pa-
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Patroclm ta'en or flain, and Palamedes

Sore hurt and bruis'd ,• the dreadful ' Sagittary

Appals our numbers : hafte we, Dtomede^

To reinforcement, or we perifli all.

Enter Neftor.

Nefi. Go bear Patroclus^ body to Achilles^

And bid the fnail'd-pac'd Ajax arm for (hame.

There are a thoufand HeBors in the field

;

Now here he fights on Galathe his horfe,

And there lacks work ; anon he's there a-foot.

And there they fly or dye, like fcaled fhoals

Before the belching whale : then is he yonder.

And there the ftrawy Greeks^ ripe for his edge,

Fall down before him, Hke the mower's fwath ,•

Here, there, and ev'ry where, he leaves and takes,-

Dexterity fo obeying appetite.

That what he will, he does j and does fo much.

That proof is call'd impoffibility.

. Enter UlyfTes.

JJh^f, Oh, courage, courage, princes
j

great Achilles

Is arming, weeping, curfing, vowing vengeance;

Patroclm^ wounds have rowz'd his drowfie blood.

Together with his mangled M'yrm'idonSy

That nofelefs, handlefs, hackt and chipt, come to him.

Crying on HeBor. Ajax hath loft a friend.

And foams at mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it,

Roaring for TroUus^ who hath done to-day

Mad and fantaftick execution :

Engaging and redeeming of himfelf.

With fuch a carelefs force, and forcelefs care,

As if that luck in very fpite of cunning

Bad him win all. S C E N E
^

c 'teucer.
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SCENE XII.

Enter Ajax.

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Trotlus. [Exit,

Dto. Ay, there, there.

Nejl, So, fb, we draw together. [Exeunt',

Enter Achilles.

AchiL Where is this HeBor 7

Come, come, thou boy-killer, fliew me thy face ;

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry.

HeBor^ where's HeBor ? I will none but HeBor. [Exit,

Re-enter Ajax.

Ajax. Troilusy thou coward Trotlus, fliew thy head.

Re-enter Diomede,

Dio. Trotlus, I fay, where's Trotlus ?

Ajax, What wouldft thou ?

Dto. I would corred him.

Ajax, Were I the general, thou fliould'ft have my oiEce,

Ere that corredion : Trotlus, I fay, what Trotlus

Enter Troilus.

Trot, Oh traitor Diomede / turn thy falfe face, thou traitor.

And pay thy life, thou oweft me for my horfe.

Dio, Ha, art thou there ?

Ajax, I'll fight with him alone : ftand Diomede,

Dio, He is my prize, I will not look upon.

Troi. Come both you cogging Greeks, have at you both. -

[Exeunt fighting.

Enter Hedor.

HeB, Yea, Troilus ? O well fought ! my youngeft brother.

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Now do I fee thee ; have at thee, HeBor,

HeB, Paufe, if thou wilt. [Fight,

P i Achil,
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Ach'd. I do difdain thy courtefie, proud Trojan^

Be happy that my arms are out of ufe,

My reft and negligence befriend thee now,

But thou anon fhalt hear of me again :

Till when, go feek thy fortune.

HeB. Fare thee well ^

I would have been much more a freflier man.

Had I expeded thee. How now, my brother ?

Enter Troilus.

Trot. Ajax hath ta'en JEneas ; fliall it be ?

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heav'n

He (hall not carry him : I'll be taken too.

Or bring him off: Fate, hear me what I fay^

I I reck not, though thou end my life to-day. \Extt,

Enter one in armour.

HeEi, Stand, ftand, thou Greeky thou art a goodly mark;

N6T wilt thou not? I like thy armour well,

I'll fruCh it, and unlock the rivets all.

But I'll be mafter of it ; wilt thou not, beaft, abide ?

Why then fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. [Exit,

E^nter Achilles with Myrmidons.

Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons,

Mark what I fay, attend me where I wheel 5

Strike not a ftroke, but keep your felves in breath ^

And when I have the bloody HeBor found.

Empale him with your weapons round about;

In felleft manner execute your arms.

Follow me, firs, and my proceeding eye :

It is decreed-

—

HeBor t\it great muft dye. [Exemt,

\ Ofy care not,

SCENE
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SCENE XIII.

Enter Therfites, Menelaus and Paris.

Ther, The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are at it : now
bull, now dog

^
loo, Parh, 'loo j now my double-hen'd s fpar-

row; 'loo, Pans/loo', the bull has the game : 'ware horns, ho.

[Ex. Paris and Menelaus.

Enter Bafiard,

Bafi, Turn, flave, and fight.

Ther, What art thou ?

Bafl. A baftard Ton of Priam's,

Ther, I am a baftard too, I love baftards. I am a baftard be-

got, baftard inftfuded, baftard in mind, baftard in valour, in

every thing illegitimate: one bear will not bite another, and where-

fore fhould one baftard ? take heed, the quarrel's moft ominous to us

:

If the fon of a whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgment :

farewel baftard.

Bafi, The devil take thee coward. [Exeunt,

SCENE XIV.

Enter Hedor.

HeB. Moft putrified core! fo fair without:—
Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy life.

Now is my day's work done j Til take my breath

:

Reft fword, thou haft thy fill of blood and death.

Enter Achilles and his Myrmidons.

Achil. Look HeBor, now the fun begins to fet
j

How ugly night comes breathing at his heels

:

Ev'n with the veil and darkningof the fun.

To clofe the day up, HeBofs life is done.

[They fall upon Hedor and kill him.

HeB,
t Spartan in the old edition. 7
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HeB. I am unarm'd, forego this vantage, Greek.

AM, Strike, fellows, ftrike, this is the man I feek.

So, U'lon^ fall thou next. Now, Tro'j^ fink down :

Here lies thy heart, thy finews and thy bone.

On Myrmidonsy and cry you all amain,

Achilles hath the mighty He&or flain. [Exeunt,

Hark, a retreat upon our Grecian part.

My. The Trojan trumpets found the like, my lord.

AchiL The dragon wing of night o'erfpreads the earth;

And, ftickler-like, the armies feparate ;
*

Come, tye his body to my horfe's tail

:

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeunt^

[Sound retreat. Shouts

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Neftor, Diomede,

and the refi^ marching,

Aga. Hark, hark, what fhouc is that ?

Nejl. Peace, drums.

Sol. Achilles/ Achilles/ HeBor's flain! Achilles/

Dio. The bruit is, HeBor's flain, and by Achilles,

Ajax. If it is fo, yet braglefs let it be

:

Great HeBor was as good a man as he.

Aga. March patiently along j let one be fent

To pray Achilles fee us at our tent.

If in his death the gods have us befriended.

Great Troy is ours, and our fliarp wars are ended. [Exeunt,

S N E N E XV.

Enter /Eneas, Paris, Antencr and Deiphobus.

JEne. Stand ho, yet are we niafters of the field,

Never go home, here ftarve we out the night.

Enter

* the armies feparate;

My half-fupt fword, that frankly would have fed,

Pleas'd. with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed.

Come, tye ^c.
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Enter Troilus.

Trot. HeBor is flain.

All HeBor !— the gods forbid

!

Trou He's dead, and at the murtherer's horfe's tail

Iq beaftly fort dragg'd through the fliameful field.

Frown on, you heav'ns, efFed: your rage with (peed;

Sit gods upon your thrones, and fmile at Tro^.

I fay at once, let your brief plagues be mercy.

And linger not our fure deftrudions on.

JEne. My lord, you do difcomfort all the hoft.

Trot, You underftand me not, that tell me fb :

I do not (peak of flight, of fear, of death.

But dare all imminence, that gods and men
Addre(s their dangers in. HeBor is gone!

Who (hall tell Pr'tam fo ? or Hecuba ?

Let him that will a fcrietch-owl ay be call'd.

Go in to Troy
J
and fay there, HeBor's dead

:

That is a word will Priam turn to (lone j

Make wells and N'lohes of the maids and wives
;

Cold ftatues of the youth; and in a word,

Scare Troy out of it felf. But march away,

HeBor is dead : there is no more to fay.

Stay yet, you vile abominable tents.

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains

:

Let Titan ri(e as early as he dare,

I'll through and through you. And thou, great-fiz'd coward \

No fpace of earth (hall funder our two hates,

ril haunt thee, like a wicked confcience ftill,

That mouldeth goblins fwift as frenfy's thoughts.

Strike a free march to Troy! with comfort go :

Hope of revenge (hall hide our inward woe.

Enter Pandarus.

Pan, But hear you, hear you ?

\ Troi,
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Troi. Hence, brothel, lacky,- ignominy, fliame [Strikes httn,

Purfue thy life, and live aye with thy name. [Exeunt.

Pan. A goodly med'cine for mine a king bones! Oh world!

world! world! thus is the poor agent defpis'd: Oh, traitors and

bawds, how earneftly are you fet at work, and how ill requited? why

fliould our endeavour be fb lov'd, and the performance lb loath'd?

what verfe for it? what inftance for it?— let me fee—
Full merrily the humble-bee doth fing,

'Till he hath loft his honey and his fting;

But being once fubdu'd in armed tail,

Sweet honey and fweet notes together fail.

Good traders in the-flefh, fet this in your painted cloths——

As many as be here of Pandar's hall.

Your eyes half out, weep out at Pander's fall |

Or if you cannot weep, yet give fome groans,

Though not for me, yet for your aking bones.

Brethren and fitters of the hold-door trade.

Some two months hence my will fhall here be made:

It fhould be nowj but that my fear is this,

-f Some galled goofe of I4^mchefler would hifs

;

'Till then, I'll fweat, and feek about for eafes.

And at that time bequeath you my difeafes. \Exit.

•j- The puhlick flews were anciently under the jurifdi^lion of the Bijhop 0/ Wincheftei'.
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Dramatis Perfonse.

C Y M B E L I N E, K'mg <?/ Britain.

Cloten, Son to the §tieen by aformer husband.

Leonatus Pofthumus, a gentleman in love with the ^rincefs, and^ri"
vately married to her,

Guiderius,? 'Difguis'd under the names o/Polidore and Cadwal, fuf^o^

Bellarius, a banijh'd Lord^ difguis'd under the name of'^orgm,
Phiiario, an Italian, Friend to Pofthumus.

lachimo, Friend to Phihrio.

Caius Lucius, AmbajfadorfromlkomQ,

Pifanio, Servant to Pofthumus.

A French gentleman^ friend to Phiiario.

Cornelius, a ^Do&or, Servant to the ^een.
Two Gentlemen.

§lueeny Wife to Cymbeline.

Imogen, daughter to Cymbeline by a former ^een,
Helen, Woman to Imogen.

Lordsy Ladies^ Roman Senators^ Trlhunes^ Ghofisy a Soothfaster

^

Capta'wSy SoldterSy Mejfengersy and other attendants.

S c E N E5 for fome part of the firft'i fecond^ and third

^6^X5 lyes inRome
; for the reft of the Play in Britain.

fedfins to Bellarius.

Story partly taken from BoccaceV Decameron, day 2. nov,

IMe heftdes the names lemg hiflorkal.
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CYMBELINE.
ACT I. SCENE I.

Cymbeline*^ Palace in Britain.

Enter two Gentlemen,

I Gentleman.
OU do not meet a man but frowns. Our bloods

No more obey the heavens than our courtiers,-

But feem as do's the king's.

2 Gent, But what's the matter ?

I Gent, His daughter, and the heir of's king-

dom (whom

He purpos'd to his wife's fole (on, a widow

That late he married) hath referr'd her felf

Unto a poor, but worthy gentleman.

She's wedded.

Her husband banifli'd j (he imprifon'd. All

Is outward forrow, though I think the king

Be touch'd at very heart. .

z Gent. None but the king?

1 Gent. He that hath loft her too: fo is the queen,

That moft defir'd the match. But not a courtier,

(Although they wear their faces to the bent

Of



124 Cymbeline.
Of the king's looks) but hath a heart that is not

Glad at the thing they fcoul at.

2 Gent, And why fb ?

1 Gent. He that hath mifs'd the princefi, is a thing

Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her,

(I mean that marry'd her, alack good man!
And therefore banifli'd) is a creature fuch.

As to feek through the regions of the earth

For one his like, there would be fbmething failing

In him that fhould compare. I do not think.

So fair an outward, and fuch fluff within

Endows a man but him;

2 Gent, You fpeak him fair.

1 Gent, I do extend him. Sir, within him(elfj

Crufli him together, rather than unfold

His mealure fully.

2 Gent, What's his name and birth ?

1 Gent. I cannot delve him to the root: his father

Was call'd SkiUusy who did join his honour

Agaiiift the Romans, with CaffihelaUy

But had his titles by Tenant'tus, whom
He ferv'd with glory and admir'd fuccefs

^

So gain'd the fur-addition, Leonatus.

And had, befides this gentleman in queftion.

Two other fons
i
who in the wars o'th' time

Dy'd with their fwords in hand. For which their father,

(Then old and fond of ifTue) took fuch forrow

That he quit being j and his gentle lady

Big of this gentleman, our theam, deceas'd,

As he was born. The king, he takes the babe

To his protedion, calls him Pofthumus,

Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber.

Puts to him all the learnings that his time
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Could make him the receiver of, which he took

As we do air, faft as 'twas miniftred.

His fpring became a harveft : liv'd in court

(Which rare it is to do,) moft prais'd, moftlov'd,

A fample to the young'ft; to th' more mature,

A gla(s that featur'd them j and to the graver,

A child that guided dotards. To his miftrefs,

(For whom he now is banifli'd) her own price

Proclaims how flie efteem'd him and his virtue.

By her eledion may be truly read

What kind ofman he is.

2 Ge^t, I honour him, ev'n out of your report.

But tell me, is flie (ble child to the king ?

1 Gefit, His only child.

He had two Ions (if this be worth your hearing,

Mark it) the eldeft of them at three years old,

Pth' fwathing cloaths the other, from their nurfery

Were ftol'n ,• and to this hour, no guefs in knowledge

Which way they went.

2 Gefit, How long is this ago ?

1 Ge^t. Some twenty years.

2 Gent, That a king's children ftiould be Co convey'd

!

So flackly guarded, and the fearch (b flow

That could not trace them !

1 Gent. Howfoe'er 'tis ftrange.

Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at.

Yet is it true. Sir.

2 Gent, I do well believe you.

1 Gent. We muft forbear. Here comes the gentleman,

The queen, and princefs. [Exeunt

SCENE
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SCENE II.

Enter the ^deen^ Pofthumus, Imogen, and attendants,

^leen. No, be affur'd you {hall not find me, daughter.

After the (lander of moft ftep-mothers,

rll-ey'd unto you : you're my pris'ner, but

Your goaler (hall deliver you the keys

That lock up your reftraint For you, Pofihumtis,

So foon as I can win th' offended king,

I will be known your advocate : marry yet

The fire of rage is in him, and 'twere good

You lean'd unto his fentence, with what patience

Your wifdom may inform you.

Pofi. Pleafe your highneft,

I will from hence to-day.

^teen. You know the peril r

I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying

The pangs of barr'd affedions, though the king

Hath charg'd you fhould not fpeak together. [Exit,

Imo. DifTembling courtefie! how fine this tyrant

Can tickle where fhe wounds ! My deareft husband,

I fomething fear my father's wrath, but nothing

(Always referv'd my holy duty) what

His rage can do on me. You muft be gone,

And I (hall here abide the hourly fhot

Of angry eyes: not comforted to live.

But that there is this jewel in the world,

That I may fee again.

Pofi. My queen ! my miftrefs

!

O lady, weep no more, left I give caufe

To be fufpedied of more tendernefs

Then doth become a man. I will remain

The
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The loyall'ft husband, that did e'er plight troth.

My refidence in Rome, at one Philano's,

Who to my father was a friend, to me
Known but by letter thither write, my queen,

And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you fend.

Though ink be made of gall.

Re-enter ^een.

^een. Be brief^ I pray you

;

If the king come, I fliall incur I know not

How much of his difpleafure— yet I'll move him [^Jtde»

To walk this way ,* I never do him wrong,

But he does buy my injuries to be friends,

Pays dear for my offences. [Exit,

Pofi. Should we be taking leave,

As long a term as yet we have to live.

The lothnefs to depart would grow : adieu.

Imo. Nay, ftay a little—
Were you but riding forth to air your felf,

Such parting were too petty. Look here, love.

This diamond was my mother's ; take it, heart,

But keep it 'till you woo another wife,

.

When Imogen is dead.

Pojl. How, how? another !

You gentle gods, give me but this I have,

And fear up my embracements from a next

With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here

!

[Putt'mg on the rwg.

While fenfe can keep thee on : and fweeteft, faireft.

As I my poor felf did exchange for you

To your fo infinite lofs ^ fo in our trifles

I ftill win of you. For my fake wear this,

It is a manacle of love, I'll place it [Putting a bracelet on her arm.

Upon
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Upon this faireft prisoner.

Imo. O the gods!

When fliall we fee again ?

S C E N E III.

Enter Cymbeline, md lords.

Pofi, Alack, the king!

Cym, Thou bafeft thing, avoid, hence, from my fight:

If after this command thou fraught the court

With thy unworthinefs, thou dy'ft. Away

!

Thou'rt poifon to my blood.

Poft, The gods proted you,

And biefs the good remainders of the court!

I'm gone. \Exh
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death

More fliarp than this is.

C'ym. O difloyal thing,

That fliould'ft repair my youth, thou heap'ft

A year's age on me-

Imo, I befeech you. Sir,

Harm not your felf with your vexation,

I'm fenfelefs of your wrath j a touch more rare

Subdues all pangs, all fears.

C'ym. Paft grace? obedience?

Imo, Paft hope, and in delpair ; that way paft grace.

Cym. Thou might'ft have had the fole fon of my queen.

Imo. O bleft that I might not I I chofe an eagle.

And did avoid a f puttock.

Cym. Thou took'ft a beggar,- would'ft have made my throne

A feat for bafenefs.

Imo. No, I rather added

A luftre to it.

Cym.

f a fi^t of Kite,
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Cym. O thou vile one \

Into, Sir,

It is your fault that I have lov'd Pofihumm :

You bred him as my play-fellow j he is

A man, worth any woman
j

over-buys me
Almoft the (iim he pays.

Cym. What ? art thou mad ?

Imo, Almoft, Sir j heav'n reftore me : would I were

A neat-herd's daughter, and my Leonatus

Our neighbour-fhepherd's fbn

!

Enter ^een.

Cym. Thou fooHfh thing ,•

They were again together, you have done

Not after our command. Away with her.

And pen her up.

^een, Befeech your patience; peace.

Dear lady daughter, peace. Sweet (bvereign,

Leave us t' our felves, and make your felf fome comfort

Out of your beft advice.

Cym. Nay let her languifh

A drop of blood a-day, and being aged

Die of this folly.

Enter Pifanio.

^een. Fie, you muft give way

:

Here is your fervant. How now. Sir ? what news ?

P'lf. My lord your fon, drew on my mafter.

^een. Hah!

No harm, I truft, is done >

P'tf. There might have been.

But that my mafter rather play'd than fought,

And had no help of anger : they were parted

Vol. VI. R
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By gentlemen at hand.

^ueen. Fm very glad on't.

Imo, Your Ton's my father's friend, he takes his part,

To draw upon an exile : O brave Sir f

I would they were in Afrtck both together,

My felf by with a needle, that I might prick

The goer-back. Why came you from your mafter?

Ptf. On his command j he would not fufFer me
To bring him to the haven : left thefe notes

Of what commands I fhould be fubje(5t to,

When't pleafe you to employ me.

^ieen. This hath been

Your faithful fervant : I dare lay mine honour

He will remain fo.

P'tf. I humbly thank your highnefs.

^een. Pray walk a while.

Imo, About fome half hour hence, pray fpeak with me,-

You fhall, at leaft, go fee my lord aboard.

For this time leave me.— [Exeunt,

S C E N E IV.

Enter Cloten, and two Lords,

I Lord. Q I R, I would advife you to fhifc a fliirt the violence

v3 of adion hath made you reek as a facrifice.

Where air comes out, air comes in : there's none abroad (b whol-

fome as that you vent.

Clot, If my fhirt were bloody, then to (hift it

Have I hurt him ?

2 Lord, No faith : not fo much as his patience.

I Lord, Hurt him ? his body's a pafTable carkafi if he be not

hurt. It is a thorough-fare for fteei if it be not hurt,

2 Lord,
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1 Lord. His fteel was ia debt, it went o'th' back-fide the town*

Clot. The villain would not ftand me.

2 Lord, No, but he fled forward ftill, toward your face.

1 Lord, Stand you ? you have land enough of your own ; but

he added to your having, gave you fome ground.

2 Lord. As many inches as you have oceans, puppies \ [aftde.

Clot, I would they had not come between us.

2 Lord. So would I, 'till you had meafur'd how long a fool

you were upon the ground. [afide.

Clot. And that (he (hould love this fellow, and refufe me!

2 Lord. If it be a fin to make a true eledion, (he's damn'd.

\afide*

1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and her brain

go not together. She's a good fign, but 1 have feen finall re-

fledion of her wit.

2 Lord. She fliines not upon fools, left the refledion fhould

hurt her. \aftde.

Clot, Come, I'll to my chamber : would there had been fbme

hurt done!

a Lord. I wifii not fo ^ unlcfs it had been the fall of an afs,

which is no great hurt. \afide*

Clot. You'll go with us ?

1 Lord. I'll attend your Lordfliip.

Clot. Nay come, let's go together.

2 Lord. Well, my lord. \Exetmt,

SCENE V.

Enter ^WPifania

Imo. T Would thou grew'ft unto the fhores o'th' haven,

X And queftioned'ft every fail : if he fliould write.

And I not have it, 'twere a paper loft

R z As
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As ofFer'd mercy is. What was the laft

That he (pake with thee?

P'tf. 'Twas, His queen, his queen!

Imo, Then wav'd his handkerchief?

P'tf. And kifs'd it, madam.

Imo. Senfelefs linnen, happier therein than I

:

And that was all ?

P'tf. No, madam ; for fo long

As he could make me with his eye, or ear,

Diftinguifh him from others, he did keep

The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief^

Still waving, as the fit and ftirs of's mind

Could beft exprefs how flow his foul fail'd on,

Howfwift his Ihip.

Imo. Thou fhould'fl: have made him

As little as a crow, or lefs, ere left

To after-eye him.

Pif. Madam, fb I did.

Imo. ^ I would have broke mine eye-ftrings 5 crackt 'em,_Jbat

* To look upon him j 'till the diminution

* Of fpace had pointed him fliarp as my needle;

< Nay follow'd him, 'till he had melted from
* The fmallnefs of a gnat, to air j and then

' Have turn'd mine eye, and wept but, goodi Pifanlo^

When fhall we hear from him ?

Pif. Be aflur'd, madam,

With his next vantage.

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had

Moft pretty things to fay : ere I could tell him

How I would think on him at certain hours,

Such thoughts, and fuch ,• or I could make him fwear.

The flie's of Italy fliould not betray

Mine intereft, and his honour ; or have charg'd him
4 At'
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At the fixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight,

T'encounter me with orifons, (for then

I am in heav'n for him) or ere I could

Give him that parting kifs which I had fet

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father,

And like the tyrannous breathing of the north.

Shakes all our buds from growing.

Enter a Lady.

Lady, The Queen, madam,

Defires your highnefs' company.

Into, Thofe things I bid you do, get them difpatch'd.

I will attend the Queen.

Pif. Madam, I fhall. {Exeunt,

SCENE VL
ROME,

Enter Philario, lachimo, and a French man,

lach. TJ EL I EVE it. Sir, 1 have feen him in Britain he was

X-) than but crefcent, none expedted him to prove fo wore

thy as fince he hath been allowed the name of But I could then

have look'd on him, without the help of admiration, though the

catalogue of his endowments had been tabled by his fide, and I

to perufe him by Items,

Ph'tl, You fpeak of him when he was lels furnifh'd than now
he is, with that which makes him both without and within.

French, I have feen him in France ,• we had very many there

could behold the fun with as firm eyes as he.

lach. This matter of marrying his king's daughter, (wherein

he muft be weighed rather by her value, than his own) words

him, I doubt not, a great deal from the matter.

French,
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French, And then his banifhment

—

lach. Ay, and the approbation of thofe that weep this lamen-

table divorce under her colours, are wonderfully to extend him
;

be it buttofortifie her judgment, which elfe an eafie battery might

lay flat, for taking a beggar without more quality. But how comes

it he is to fojourn with you? how creeps acquaintance?

Phil. His father and I were foldiers together, to whom I have

been often bound for no lefs than my Ufe.

Enter Pofthumuj.

Here comes the Britain. Let him be fb entertained amongfl: you,

as fuits with gentlemen of your knowing, to a ftranger of his qua-

lity. I befeech you all be better known to this gentleman, whom
I commend to you as a noble friend of mine. How worthy he

is, I will leave to appear hereafter, rather than ftory him in his

own hearing.

French, Sir, we have been known together in Orleans, •

Pofi, Since when I have been debtor to you for courtefies,

which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay {till.

French, Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindnefs ^ I was glad I did

atone my countryman and you j it had been pity you fhould have

been put together with fo mortal a purpofe, as then each bore,

«pon importance of fo flight and trivial a nature.

Pojl. By your pardon. Sir, I was then a young traveller,* ra-

ther fliun'd to go even with what I heard, than in my every acti-

on to be guided by other experiences but upon my mended judg-

ment, (if I offend not to (ay it is mended,) my quarrel was not

altogether flight.

French. Faith yes, to be put to the arbitrement of fwords ,• and

by fuch two, that would by all likelyhood have confounded one

the other, or have fain both.

lach. Can we with manners ask what was the difference ?

French, Safely, I think 5 'twas a contention in publick, which

may
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may without contradidion fufFer the report. It was much Hke an

argument that fell out laft night, where each of us fell in praifc

of our country-miftreiTes. This gentleman at that time vouching,

and upon warrant of bloody affirmation, his to be more fair, vir-

tuous, wife, chaft, conftant, qualified, and lefs attemptable than

any the rarefl: of our ladies in France.

lach. That lady is not now living ; or this gentleman's opi-

nion by this worn out.

Pcfi. She holds her virtue ftill, and I my mind.

lach. You mud not fb far prefer her, 'fore ours of Italy,

Pofi, Being fb far provok'd as I was in Francey I would abate

her nothing, tho' I profefs my felf her adorer, not her friend.

lach. As fair, and as good ; a kind of hand-in-hand comparifbn

had been fomething too fair and too good for any lady in Brita-

ny: if flie went before others I have feen, as that diamond of

yours out-lufters many I have beheld, I could not believe (he ex-

celled many but I have not feen the moft precious diamond that

is, nor you the lady.

, Pofi. I prais'd her, as I rated her; fo do I my ftone.

lach. What do you efteem it at ?

Pofi. More than the world enjoys.

lach. Either your paragon'd miftrefs is dead, or (he's out-priz'd

by a trifle.

Pofi. You are miftaken,- the one may be fold or given, ifthere

were wealth enough for the purchafe, or merit for the gift. The
.
other is not a thing for fale, and only the gift of the gods.

lach. Which the gods have given you?

Pofi. Which by their graces I will keep.

lach. You may wear her in title yours
;

but, you know, ftrange

fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. Your ring may be ftoln

too
J

fo your brace of unprizeable eftimations, the one is but frail

and the other cafual. A cunning thief, or a (that way) accom-

plifh'd
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plifli'd courtier, would hazard the winning both of firft and laft.

Pofi. Your Italy contains none fo accomplifh'd a courtier to

convince the honour of my miftrefs ; if in the holding or lofs of

that, you term her frail ,• I do nothing doubt you have ftore of

thieves, notwithftanding I fear not my ring.

Ph'tl. Let us leave here, gentlemen.

Pofi, Sir, with all my heart. This worthy fignior, I thank

him, makes no ftranger of me, we are familiar at firft.

lach. With five times fo much converfation, Ifhouldget ground

of your fair miftrefs ; make her go back, even to the yielding :

had I admittance, and opportunity to friend.

Pofi, No, no.

lach. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my eftate to your

ring, which in my opinion o'er-values it fomething : but I make

my wager rather againft your confidence, than her reputation.

And to bar your offence herein too, I durft attempt it againft any

lady in the world.

Pofi. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a perfwafionj

and I doubt not you'd fuftain what you're worthy of, by your at-

tempt.

lach. What's that

:

Pofi. A repulfe,- though your attempt, as you call it, deferves

more; a puniftiment too.

Phtl. Gentlemen, enough of this,- it came in too fuddenly,

let it die as it was born, and I pray you be better acquainted.

lack. Would I had put my eftate and my neighbour's, on th' ap-

probation of v/hat I have fpoke.

Pofi. What lady would you chufe to affail }

lach. Yours ; who in conftancy you think ftands fo fafe. I

will lay you ten thoufand ducats to your ring, that commend me

to the court where your lady is, with no more advantage than

the opportunity of a fecond conference, I will bring from thence

.that honour of hers, which you imagine fo referv'd.

Pofi.
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Pofl. I will wage againft your gold, gold to it: my ring I

hold dear as my finger, 'tis part of it.

lach. You are a friend, and therein the wifer j if you buy la-

dies flefli at a million a dram, you cannot preferve it from taint-

ing. But I fee you have (bme religion in you, that you fear.

Pofi, This is but a cuftom in your tongue,- you bear a graver

purpofe, I hope.

lach. I am the mafter of my Ipeeches, and would undergo

what's fpoken, I fwear.

Pofi. Will you ? I fhall but lend my diamond 'till your return ,•

let there be covenants drawn between us. My miftrefs exceeds in

goodnefs the hugenels of your unworthy thoughts. I dare you to

this match j here's my ring.

Phil. I will have it no lay.

lach. By the gods it is one. If I bring you not fufficient tefti-

mony that I have enjoy'd the deareft bodily part of your miftrefs,

my ten thoufand ducats are yours : fo is your dramond too ^ if I

come off, and leave her in liich honour as you have truft in ,• (he

your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are yours ,• provided I

have your commendation, for my more entertainment.

Pofi* I embrace thefe conditions ; let us have articles betwixt

us ,• only thus far you (hall anfwer j if you make your voyage upon

her, and give mc diredly to underftand you have prevail'd, I

am no further your enemy, fhe is not worth our debate. If (he

remain unfeduc'd, you not making it appear otherwile ; for your

ill opinion, and th' aflault you have made to her chaftity, you

fhall anfwer me with your fword.

lach. Your hand, a covenant,- we will have thefe things let

down by lawful counfel, and ftraight away for Bntam^ left the

bargain ftiould catch cold, and ftarve. I will fetch my gold, and

have our two wagers recorded.

Hofi. Agreed.

French. Will this hold, think you?

V o L. VI. S Phtl.



[Exeunt^

SCENE VII.

Cymbeliae'5 Palace in Britain.

Enter ^een, Ladies, and Cornelius with a viol.

^eenJ^^^\ THile yet the dew's on ground gather thofe flowers.

V V Make hafte* Who has the note of them ?

Ladies. I, madam.

^een. Difpatch. [Exeunt Ladies,

Now mafter dodor, have you brought thofe drugs ?

Cor. Pleafeth your highnefs, ay ; here they are, madam
j

But I befeech your grace without offence

(My confcience bids me ask) wherefore you have

Commanded of me thefe moft pois'nous compounds?

Which are the movers of a languifhing death
j

But though flow, deadly.

^een. I wonder, doctor.

Thou ask'ft me fuch a queftion; have I not been

Thy pupil long? haft thou not learn'd me how-

To make perfumes ? diftil ? preferve ? yea (b,

That our great king himfelf doth woo me oft

For my confedions ? having thus far proceeded,

Unlefs thou think'ft me dev'lifli, is't not meet

That I did ampHfie my judgment in

Other conclufions r I will try the forces

Of thefe thy compounds on fuch creatures as

We count not worth the hanging, but none human,-

To try the vigour of them, and apply

Allayments to their ad, and by them gather

Their fev'ral virtues, and effeds.

' Cor.



CVMBELINE. 139
Cor. Your highnefs

Shall from this pradtice but make hard your heart;

Befides, the feeing thefe effeds will be

Both noyfome and infedious.

^een, O, content thee.

Enter Pifanio.

Here comes a flatt'ring rafcal, upon him
Will I firft work ; he's for his matter's fake

An enemy to my fon. How now, Pifanio ?

Dodor, your fervice for this time is ended.

Take your own way.

Cor. I do fufped you, madam. [^c^de.

But you (hall do no harm.

^een. Hark thee a word. \To Pifanio.

Cor» I do not like her. She doth think flie has

Strange lingering poifons ; I do know her (pirit,

And will not truft one of her malice with

A drug of (uch damn'd nature. Thofe (he has

Will ftupifie and dull the fenfe a while

;

Which firft perchance (he'll prove on cats and dogs.

Then afterward up higher but there is

No danger in what (hew of death it makes.

More than the locking up the fpirits a time,

To be more frefh, reviving. She is fool'd

With a moft fal(e efFed ; and I the truer.

So to be falfe with her.

^teen. No further fervice, do6tor,

Until I fend for thee.

Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Exit,

^een. Weeps (he ftill, fay'ft thou? doft thou think in time

She will not quench, and let inftrudions enter

Where folly now poffefTes? do thou work;

When thou fhalt bring me word fhe loves my fon,

s 1 ni
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I'll tell thee on the inftant, thou art then

As great as is thy mafter ,• greater for

His fortunes all lye fpeechlefs, and his name

Is at laft gafp. Return he cannot, nor

Continue where he is : to fhift his being,

Is to exchange one mifery with another
;

And every day that comes, comes to decay

A day's work in him. What (halt thou expert

To be depender on a thing that leans ? '

Who cannot be new built, and has no friends.

So much as but to prop him ? Thou tak'ft up

[Pifanio looking on the viol.

Thou know'fl not what ^ but take it for thy labour,

It is a thing I make, which hath the king

Five times redeem'd from death I do not know

What is more cordial. Nay I pr'ythee take it.

It is an earned of a farther good

That I mean to thee. Tell thy miftrefs how
The cafe ftands with her,- do't, as from thy felf;

Think what a chance thou chanceft on, but think

Thou haft thy miftrefs ftill ; to boot, my fbn,

Who (hall take notice of thee. Ill move the king

To any fhape of thy preferment, fuch

As thou'lt defire j and then my felf, I chiefly

That fet thee on to this defert, am bound

To load thy merit richly. Call my women :— [Exh Pifa.

Think on my words.— A fly and conftant knave,

Not to be fhak'd the agent for his mafter,

And the remembrancer of her, to hold

The hand faft to her lord. I've giv'n him that.

Which if he take, fhall quite unpeople her

Of leidgers for her fweet; and which ftie after

(Except (he bend her humour) fhall be aftur'd

To tafte of too. Enter
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Enter Pifanio, and Ladies,

So, fo; well done, well done;

The violets, cowflips, and the prim-rofes,

Bear to my clofet ; fare thee well, P'tfamo^

Think on my words. \Ex, ^ieen and ladies^

Pif. And fliall do:

But when to ray good lord I prove untrue,

I'll choak my felf there's all I'll do for you. ^ [Exit,

SCENE VIII.

Enter Imogen alone.

Imo. \ Father cruel, and a ftepdame falfe,

Xjl a foolifli fiiitor to a wedded lady.

That hath her husband banifh'd— O, that husband

!

My fupream crown of grief, and thofe repeated

Vexations of it—had I been thief-ftoln,

As my two brothers, happy ! but mod miferable

Is the defire that's glorious. Blefs'd be thofe,

How mean foe'er, that have their honeft wills.

Which feafons comfort. Who may this be ? fie.'

Enter Pifanio, a/idlzzhimo.

Pif. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome
Comes from my lord with letters.

lach. Change you, madam ?

The worthy Leonatus is in fafety,

And greets your highnefs dearly.

Imo, Thanks, good Sir,

You're kindly welcome.

lach. All of her, that is out of door, moft rich !

If fhe be furnifh'd with a mind fo rare, {aftde.

She
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she is alone th' Arabian bird and I

Have loft the wager. Boldnefs be my friend!

Arm me audacity from head to foot.

Or like the Parthian I ftiall flying fight,

Rather diredly flye.

Imogen reads.

He is one ofthe nohlefi note, to whofe Ktndnejfes I am moft infi^

fiitely tyed, RefleB upon h'lm accordingly^ as you value your trujf.

Leonatus.

So far I read aloud.

But even the very middle of my heart

Is warmed by the reft, and takes it thankfully——

You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I

Have words to bid you, and fliall find it fo

In all that I can do.

Iach» Thanks, faireft lady.

What, are men mad ? hath nature given them eyes

To fee this vaulted arch, and the rich crop

Of fea and land, which can diftinguifii 'twixt

The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd ftones

Upon the numbered beach ? and can we not

Partition make with (pedacles fo precious

'Twixt fair and foul ?

Jmo. What makes your admiration?

Jach. It cannot be i'th' eye j for apes, and monkeys,

'Twixt two fuch (he's, would chatter this way, and

Contemn with mowes the other. Nor i'th' judgment

For Ideots in this cafe of favour, would

Be wifely definite. Nor in the appetite,

Slutt'ry to fuch neat excellence oppos'd.

Should make dcfire vomit ev'n emptinefs.

Not Co allur'd to feed.

Jmo, What is the matter trow?

Jach.
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lach. The cloyed will.

That latiate, yet unfatisfy'd defire, that tub

Both fiU'd and running : ravening firft the lamb,

Longs after for the garbage -

—

Imo. What, dear Sir,

Thus raps you? are you well?

lach. Thanks, madam, well— Befeech you, Sir, \To Pifanio.

Defire my man's abode, where I did leave him 5

He's ftrange and peevifli.

Pif, I was going, Sir,

To give him welcome.

Imo, Continues well my lord ?

His health, befeech you ?

lach. Well, madam.
Imo, Is he difpos'd to mirth ? I hope he is.

lach. Exceeding pleafant ^ none a ftranger there.

So merry, and fo gamefbme j he is call'd

The Britam reveller.

Imo, When he was here

He did incline to fadnefs, and oft times-

Not knowing why.

lach. I never faw him fad.

There is a Frenchman his companion, one

An eminent monfieur, that it feems much loves

A Gall'ian girl at home. He furnaces

The thick fides from himj whiles the jolly Bnta'm,

(Your lord I mean,) laughs from's free lungs, cries Oh!—

-

Can my fides hold, to think, that man who knows

By hiftory, report, or his own proof

What woman is, yea, what ftie cannot chufe

But muft be, will his free hours languifii out

For affur'd bondage ?

Imo.
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Imo. Will my lord fay fo ?

lach. Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood with laughter.

It is a recreation to be by

And hear him mock the Frenchman : but heav'n knows

Some men are much to blame.

Imo, Not he, I hope.

lach. Not he. But yet heav'n's bounty tow'rds him mig

Be us'd more thankfully. In himfelf 'tis much
j

In you, whom I count his beyond all talents,

Whilft I am bound to wonder, I am bound

To pity too.

Imo. What do you pity, Sir ?

lach. Two creatures heartily.

Imo. Am I one, Sir?

You look on me ,• what wreck difcern you in me
Deferves your pity ?

lach. Lamentable! what

To hide me from the radiant (iin, and fblace

I'th' dungeon by a fnuff ?

Imo. 1 pray you, Sir,

Deliver with more opennefs your anfwers

To my demands. Why do you pity me ?

lach. That others do,

I was about to fay, enjoy your— but

It is an office of the gods to venge it.

Not mine to fpeak on't.

Imo. You do feem to know

Something of me, or what concerns me; pray you

(Since doubting things go ill, often hurt more

Than to be fure they do; for certainties

Or are paft remedies, or timely knowing,

The remedy then born ;) difcover to me

What both you fpur and ftop.
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lach. Had I this cheek

To bath my lips upon this hand, whofe touch,

Whofe very touch would force the feeler's foul

To th' oath of loyalty ; this objed, which

Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye,

Fixing it only here j (hould I, damn'd then.

Slaver with lips, as common as the ftairs

That mount the capitol ? join gripes with hands

Made hard with hourly falfliood, as with labour ?

Then glad my (elf by peeping in an eye

Bafe and unluftrious as the fmoaky light

That's fed with ftinking tallow ? it were fit

That all the plagues of hell fhould at one time

Encounter fiich revolt.

Imo. My lord, I fear.

Has forgot Brttatn.

lach. And himfelf Not I

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce

The beggary of his change j but 'tis your graces

That from my mutefl: conlcience, to my tongue.

Charms this report out.

Imo. Let me heat*no more.

lach. O deareft foul ! your caufe doth ftrike my heart

With pity, that doth make me fick. A lady

So fair, and faftned to an empery,

Would make the great'ft king double ! to be partner'd

With tomboys, hir'd with that felf-exhibition

Which your own coffers yield! with difeas'd venters

To play with all infirmities for gold.

Which rottenefs lends nature! fuch boyl'd fluff

As well might poifon poifon ! Be reveng'd.

Or fhe that bore you was no Queen, and you

Recoil from your great ftock.

Vol VI. T Imo,
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Imo. Reveng'd!

How fhoiild I be reveng'd, if this be true?

As I have fuch a heart, that both mine ears

Mud not in hafte abufe if it be true,

How fhali I be reveng'd ?

lach. Should he make me
Live like Diana's prieft, betwixt cold fheets?

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps

In your defpight, upon your purfe ? revenge it

!

I dedicate my felf to your fwcet pleafure,

More noble than that runagate to your bed.

And will continue fafl: to your affection.

Still clofe, as fure.

Imo. What ho, P'ifamo\—
lach. Let me my fervice tender on your lips.

Imo. Away, I do condemn mine ears, that have

So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable

Thou wouldft have told this tale for virtue, not

For fuch an end thou feek'ft, as bafe, as ftrange

:

Thou wrong'ft a gentleman, who is as far

From thy report, as thou from honour ; and

SoUicit'ft here a lady, that difdains
"

Thee, and the devil alike. What ho, P'lfamo !
—

The king my father fliall be made acquainted

Of thy aflault; if he fhall think it fit,

A fawcy ftranger in his court to mart

As in a Rom'tfh ftew, and to expound

His beaftly mind to us ; he hath a court

He little cares for, and a daughter whom
He not refpeds at all. What ho, P'tfamo !—

lach. O happy Leonatus^ I may fay,

The credit that thy lady hath of thee

Deferves thy truft, and thy moft perfed goodnefs
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Her alTur'd credit! blefTed live you long,

A lady to the worthieft Sir, that ever

Country call'd his ; and you his miftrefs, only

For the moft worthy fit. Give me your pardon.

I have fpoke this, to know if your affiance

Were deeply rooted and fliall make your lord,

That which he is, new o'er: and he is one

The trueft-manner'd, fuch a holy witch.

That he inchants fbcieties into him

:

Half all mens hearts are his.

Imo, You make amends.

lach. He fits 'mongft men like a defcended god;

He hath a kind of honour fets him off.

More than a mortal feeming. Be not angry,

Moft mighty Princels, that I have adventur'd

To try your taking of a fahe report, which hath

Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment.

In the eledion of a Sir, fb rare.

Which you know cannot err. The love I bear him.

Made me to fan you thus ; but the gods made you,

Unlike all others, chaffle{s. Pray, your pardon.

Imo. All's well. Sir ; take my pow'r i'th' court for yours.

lach. My humble thanks j I had almoft forgot

T' intreat your grace but in a fmall requeft.

And yet of moment too, for it concerns

Your lord
j
my felf, and other noble friends

Are partners in the bufinefs.

Imo. Pray what is't ?

lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord,

(Beft feather of our wing,) have mingled fums

To buy a prefent for the Emperor

:

Which I, the fador for the reft, have done

In Fi-ance; 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels

T 2 Of
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'Of rich and exquifite form, their values great

^

And I am fomething curious, being ftrange, j
To have them in fafe ftowage : may it pleafe you

To take them in protedion*

Imo, Willingly
j

And pawn mine honour for their fafety. Since

My lord hath int'reft in them, I will keep them
In my bed-chamber.

lach. They are in a trunk

Attended by my men : I will make bold

To fend them to you, only for this night ,•

I muft aboard to-morrow.

Imo, O no, no.

lach. Yes, I befeech you : or I fliall fliort my word

By length'ning my return. From Ga/liay

I croft the leas on purpofe, and on promife

To fee your grace.

Imo» 1 thank you for your pains,-

But not away to-morrow ?

Iacb» I muft, madam.

Therefore 1 (hall befeech you, if you pleafe

To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night.

1 have out-ftood my time, which is material

To th' tender of our prefent.

Imo. I will write

:

Send your trunk to me, it fhall be fafe kept.

And truly yielded you : You're very welcome. [Exeunt,

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE I.

Cymbeline'^ Palace.

Enter Cloten, and two lords,

C L O T E N.

AS there ever man had fuch luck! when I kifs'd

the Jack upon an up-caft, to be hit away ! I had

an hundred pound on't; and then a whorfoA

jack-an-apes muft take me up for fwearing, as if

I borrowed mine oaths of him, and might not

fpend them at my pleafure.

1 Lord, What got he by that ? you have broke his pate with

your bowl.

2 Lord. If his wit had been hke him that broke it, it would

have run all out.

Clot. When a gentleman is difpofed to fwear, it is not for any

ftanders-by to curtail his oaths. Ha?

2 Lord. No, my lord : nor crop the ears of them.

Clot. Whorfon dog! I give him fatisfadion? would he had

been one of my rank.

2 Lord. To have fmelt like a fool. {a/tde.

Clot. I am not vext more at any thing in the earth,— a po?^

on't. I had rather not be fo noble as I am
^

they dare not fight

with me, becaufe of the Queen my mother^ every jack-flave hath

his belly full of fighting, and I muft go up and down like a cock

that no body can match.

2 Lord. You are a cock and a capon too, and you crow cock

with your comb on. [aftde.

Clot,
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Clot. Say'ft thou?

2 Lord. It is not Ht your lordfhip fliould undertake every

companion, that you give offence to.

Clot. No, I know that : but it is fit I fhould commit offence

to my inferiors.

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordfhip only.

Clot. Why fo I fay.

1 Lord. Did you hear ofa ftranger that's come to court to-night ?

Clot. A ftranger, and I not know on't ?

2 Lord, He's a ftrange fellow himfelf, and knows it not.

I Lord. There's an Italian come, and 'tis thought one of

Leonatus's friends.

Clot. Leonatus / a banifli'd rafcal and he's another, wherefb-

ever he be. Who told you of this ftranger?

1 Lord. One of your lordfhip's pages.

Clot. Is it fit I went to look upon him ? is there no derogation

in't?

2 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord.

Clot. Not eafily, I think.

2 Lord. You are a fool granted, therefore your ifTues being

foolifh, do not derogate. \afide.

Clot. Come, I'll go fee this Italian : what I have loft to-day at

bowls, I'll win to-night of him. Comej go.

2 Lord, rll attend your lordfhip. \Ex]t Clot.

That fuch a crafty devil as his mother,

Should yield the world this afs j a woman, that

Bears all down with her brain, and this her fon

Cannot take two from twenty for his heart.

And leave eighteen. Alas poor princefs.

Thou divine Imogen^ what thou endur'ft,

Betwixt a father by thy ftep-dame govern'd,

A mother hourly coining plots; a wooer.

More hateful than the foul expulfion is

Of
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Of thy dear husband, than that horrid ad

Of the divorce— he'll make the heav'ns hold firm

The walls of thy dear honour; keep unfhak'd

That temple thy fair mind, that thou may'ft (land

T' enjoy thy baniih'd lord : and this great land. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

A magmficent bed-chamher, in one part of it a large trunk.

Imogen is difcover'd reading in her hed^ a lady attending.

Imo. \7S'7"HO's there? woxmn Helen 7

\ V Lady. Pleafe you, madam—
^

Imo. What hour is it ?

Lady. Almoft midnight, madam.

Imo. I have read ihree hours then, mine eyes are weak.

Fold down the leaf where I have left ; to bed

Take not away the taper, leave it burning

:

And if thou canft awake by four o'th' clock,

^ pr'ythee call me——deep hath feiz'd me wholly. [Exit lady.

To your protection I commend me, gods j

From fairies, and the tempters of the night.

Guard me, befecch ye. [/leeps^

[lachimo rifes from the trunk.

lach. The crickets fing, and man's o'er-labour'd (enfe

Repairs it felf by reft : our Tarquin thus

Did foftly prefs the ruHies, ere he waken'd

The chaftity he wounded. Cytherea,

How bravely thou becom'ft thy bed! frefh lilly,

And whiter than the (lieets ! that I might touch.

But kifs, one kifs— rubies unparagon'd

How dearly they do't!— 'tis her breathing that

Perfumes the chamber thus : the flame o'th' taper

Bows
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Bows toward her, aud would under-peep her lids,

To fee th' inclofed lights, (now canopy'd

Under the windows,) white and azure, lac'd

With blue of heav'n's own tind— but my defign's

To note the chamber 1 will write all down,

Such and fuch pictures there the window,— filch

Th' adornment of her bed— the arras, figures

Why fuch, and fuch— and the contents o'th' ftory—
Ah, but (bme natural notes about her body.

Above ten thoufand meaner moveables

Would teftifie, t' enrich mine inventory.

0 Qeep, thou ape of death, lye dull upon her,

And be her fenfe but as a monument.

Thus in a chappel lying. Come off, come off.—
[Taking off her bracelet.

As flipp'ry as the gordian-knot was hard.

'Tis mine, and this will witnefs outwardly.

As ftrongly as the confcience do's within,

To th' madding of her lord. On her left bread

A mole cinque-fpotted, like the crimfon drops

I'th' bottom of a cowflip. Here's a voucher,

Stonger than ever law could make: this fecret

Will force him think I've pick'd the lock, and ta'en

The treafure of her honour. No more -— to what end ?

Why fhould I write this down that's rivetted,

Screw'd to my mem'ry. Sh' hath been reading late.

The tale of Tereus, here the leaf's turn'd down

Where Phdomele gave up—- 1 have enough—
To th' trunk again, and fhut the fpring of it.

Swift, fwifr, you dragons of the night! that dawning

May * ope the raven's eye: I lodge in fear,

1 hough this a heav'nly angel, hell is here. ^ [Clock ftrikes.

One, two, three: time, time! [Goes into the trmk^ the Scene clofes,

SCENE
* bear
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SCENE III.

The Palace again.

Enter Cloten and Lords,

I Lord, XZOUR lordfhip is the moft patient man in lofs,

JL thecoldeft that ever turn'd up ace.

Clot, It would make any man cold to lofe.

I Lord, But not every man patient, after the noble temper

ef your lordfhip
j
you are moft hot and furious when you win.

Clot, Winning will put any man into courage : If I could get

this foolifh Imogen^ I ihall have gold enough : It's almoft morn-

ing, is't not ?

I Lord, Day, my lord.

Clot, I would this mufick would come : I am advifed to give

her mufick a-mornings, they lay it will penetrate.

Rnter Mufmans,

Come on, tune j if you can penetrate here with your fingering,

fo; we'll try with tongue too; if none will do, let her remain :

but I'll never give o'er. Firft, a very excellent good conceited

thing J
after, a wonderful fweet air with admirable rich words to

it j and then let her confider.

SONG
Harky hark, the lark at heav'rfs gate ftngs.

And Phoebus ^gtns ar'tfe.

His fieeds to water at thofe fpr'mgs

On chalic'd flowers that lyes

:

And winking MsLty-huds hegm

To ope their golden eyesy

With every thing that pretty isy

My lady fweet arife:

Arifcy arife.

Vol. VI. U So
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So, get you gone— if this penetrate, I will confider your mu-

fick the better: if it do not, it is a vice in her earsj which

horfe-hairs, and cats-guts, nor the voice of unpav'd eunuch to

boot, can never amend.

Enter ^een and Cymbeline.

2 Lord. Here comes the King.

Clot. I am glad I was up fo late, for that's the reafon I was up

fo early : he cannot chule but take this fervice I have done, fa-

therly. Good-morrow to your majefty, and to my gracious mother,

C^m. Attend you here the door of our ftern daughter ?

Will fhe not forth ?

Clot. I have affaiPd her with muficks, but fhe vouchfafes no

notice.

C'^m. The exile of her minion is too new.

She hath not yet forgot him : (bme more time

Muft wear the print of his remembrance out,

And then fhe's yours.

^ueen. You are moft bound to th' King,

Who lets go by no vantages, that may

Prefer you to his daughter. Frame your felf

To orderly folicits j and befriended

With aptnefs of the feafbn, make denials

Encreafe your (ervices ,• fo feem, as if

You are infpir'd to do thofe duties which

You tender to hen that you in ail obey her.

Save when command to your difmiflion tends^,

And therein you are fenfelefs.

Clot. Senfelefs ? not fo.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mef. So like you. Sir, ambalfadors from Rome^

The one is Cams Luc'ms.

C'ym. A worthy fellow,

Albeit he comes on angry purpofe now j

But
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But that's no fault of his : we muft receive him

According to the honour of his fender
j

And towards himfelf, his goodnefs fore-Jfpent on

We muft: extend our notice: our dear fbn.

When you have giv'n good-morning to your miftrefs.

Attend the Queen and us ^ we fliall have need

T' employ you towards this Roman, Come, our Queen.

[Exemt,

SCENE IV.

Clot. If fhe be up, Til (peak with her ; if not.

Let her lye ftill, and dream. By your leave ho!

I know her women are about her— what

If I do line one of their hands ?— 'tis gold

Which buy admittance, oft it doth, yea makes

Dram's rangers falfe them(elves, and yield

Their deer to th' ftand o'th' ftealer : and 'tis gold

Which makes the true man kill'd, and faves the thief;

Nay, fometimes hangs both thief and true-man ; what

Can it not do, and undo ? I will make

One of her women lawyer to me, for

I yet not underftand the cafe my felf.

By your leave. [hock.
Enter a Lad^.

Lady, Who's there that knocks ?

Clot. A gentleman.

Lady. No more?

Clot. Yes, and a gentlewoman's fori.'

Lady. That's more

Than fome whofe tailors are as dear as yours.

Can juftly boaft of: what's your lordfliip's pleafure?

Clot. Your lady's perfon, is Hie ready?

Lady. Ay, to keep her chamber.

U i C/ot.
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Clot. There is gold for you, fell me your good report.

Lady. How, my good name ? or to report of you

What I (hall think is good ? The princefe -

Enter Imogen.

Clot, Good-morrow faireft, fifter your fweet hand.

Imo. Good-morrow, Sir you lay out too much pains

For purchafing but trouble : the thanks I give

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks^

And fcarce can (pare them.

Clot, Still I fwear I love you.

Imo. If you but faid (b, 'twere as deep with me

:

If you fwear ftill, your recompence is ftill

That I regard it not.

Clot, This is no anfwer.

Imo. But that you fhall not fay I yield, being filent,

I would not fpeak. I pray you fpare me, faith

I fhall unfold equal difcourtefie

To your beft kindnefs : one of your great knowing

Should learn, being taught, forbearance.

Clot. To leave you in your madnefs, 'twere my fin^

I will not.

Imo. Fools are not mad folks.

Clot. Do you call me fool >

Imo. As I am mad I do

:

If you'll be patient. Til no more be mad.

That cures us both. I am much forry, Sir,.

You put me to forgtt a lady's manners

By being fo verbal: and learn now for all.

That 1 who know my heart, do here pronounce

Ey th' very truth of it, I care not for you ;

And am fo near the lack of charity

T' accufe my feif, I hate you: which I had rather

Yoo
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You felt, than make my boaft.

Clot, You fin againft

Obedience, which you owe your father,- for

The contract you pretend with that bafe wretch,

(One, bred of alms, and fofter'd with cold dirties.

With fcraps o*th' court,) it is no contrad, none:

And though it be allow'd in meaner parties,

(Yet who than he more mean ?) to knit their (buls

On whom there is no more dependency

But brats and beggary, in felf-figur'd knot

Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement, by

The confequence o'th' crown, and muft not foil

The precious note of it with a bafe flave,

A hilding for a livery, a (quire's cloth,

A pantler j not fo eminent.

Imo. Prophane fellow

!

Wert thou the fbn of Jupiter^ and no more

But what thou art befides, thou wert too bafe

To be his groom: thou wert dignify'd enough,

Ev'n to the point of envy, if 'twere made
Comparative for your virtues to be ftil'd

The under hangman of his realm j and hated

For being preferr'd fb well.

Clot, The fbuth-fog rot him ?

Imo. He never can meet more mifchance, than come
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneft garment

That ever hath but dipt his body/s dearer

In my refped, than all the hairs above thee.

Were they all made fuch men. How now, P'tfanto ?

Enter Pifanio.

Clot, His garment ? now the devil.

Imo, To Doroih'j^ my woman, hye thee prefently.
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Clot, His garment ?

Imo. I am fprighted with a fool,

Frighted, gnd angred worfe— go bid my woman
Search for a jewel, that too cafually

Hath left mine arm— it was thy mafter's. Shrew me
If I would lole it for a revenue

Of any king in Europe. I do think

I faw't this morning ; confident I am,
Laft night 'twas on my arm ; I kiffed it.

I hope it be not gone, to tell my lord

That I kifs ought but him.

Pif, 'Twill not be loft.

Imo. I hope fo
5
go and fearch.

Clot. You have abufed me— his meaneft garment ?

—

Imo, Ay, I faid fo, Sir,

If you will make't an adion, call witnefs to't.

Clot, I will inform your father.

Imo. Your mother too

;

She's my good lady j and will conceive, I hope,

But the worft of me. So I leave you, Sir,

To th' worft of difcontent. [Exit.

Clot, I'll be reveng'd

;

His meaneft garment ?— well. [Exk^

SCENE V.

ROME.
Enter Pofthumus, and Philario.

p^.Tj^FAR it not, Sir^ I would I were fo fure

x7 To win the king, as I am bold her honour

Will remain hers.
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Phi. What means do you make to him ?

Pofi, Not any, but abide the change of time.

Quake in the prefent winter's ftate, and wifh

That warmer days would comej in thefe fear'd hopes

I barely gratifie your love; they failing,

I muft die much your debtor.

Phi, Your very goodnefs, and your company,

O'er-pays all I can do. By this, your king

Hath heard of great Augufius ^ Cairn Lucius

Will do's commiflion throughly. And I think

He'll grant the tribute fend th' arrearages.

Or look upon our Romans^ whofe remembrance

Is yet frefh in their grief.

Pofi. I do believe,

(Statift though I am none, nor like to be,)

That this will prove a war ^ and you fhall hear

The legion now in Gallia, fooner landed

In our not-fearing Britain^ than have tidings

Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen

Are men more order'd than when Julius Cafar

Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their courage

Worthy his frowning at. Their difcipHne

Now mingled with their courages, will make known

To their approvers, they are people fuch

As mend upon the world.

SCENE VI.

Enter lachimo.

Phi, See lachimo.

Poft. Sure the fwift harts have pofted you by land ;

And winds of all the corners kifs'd your fails,

To make your velfel nimble.
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Phi. Welcome, Sir.

Pofi. I hope the briefnefs of your anfwer, made

The fpeedinefs of your return.

lach. Your lady,

Is of the faireft I e'er look'd upon.

Pofi. And therewithal the beft, or let her beauty

Look through a cafement to allure falfe hearts,

And be falfe with them.

lach. Here are letters for you.

Pofi. Their tenure good, I truft.

lach. 'Tis very like.

Pofi. Was Cams Lucius in the Br'ttain court,

When you were there?

lach. He was expeded then,

But not approach'd.

Pofi. All is well yet.

Sparkles this ftone as it was wont, or is't not

Too dull for your good wearing ?

lach. If I've loft it,

I {hould have loft the worth of it in gold

;

I'll make a journey twice as far, t'enjoy

A fecond night of fuch fweet fliortnefs, which

Was mine in Bnta'm, for the ring is won,

Pofi. The ftone' s too hard to come by.

lach. Not a whit.

Your lady being fb eafie.

Pofi. Make not. Sir,

Your lofs your fport j I hope you know that we

Muft not continue friends.

lach. Good Sir, we muft.

If you keep covenant j had I not brought

The knowledge of your miftrefs home, I grant

We were to queftion farther 5 but I now
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Profefs my felf the winner of her honour,

Together with your ring and not the wronger

Of her, or you, having proceeded but

By both your wills.

Pofi, If you can make't apparent

That you have tailed her in bed
j
my hand.

And ring is yours. If not, the foul opinion

You had of her poor honour, gains, or lofes

Your fword or mine, or mafterlefs leaves both

To who (hall find them.

lach. Sir, my circumftances

Being (b near the truth, as I will make them,

Muft firft induce you to believe j whofe ftrength

I will confirm with oath, which I doubt not

You'll give me leave to (pare, when you fhall find

You need it not.

Poft, Proceed.

lach, Firft, her bed-chamber,

(Where I confefs I flept not, but profefs

Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd

With tapeftry of filver and filk ; the ftory

Proud Cleopatray when flie met her Roman^

And Ctdnm fwell'd above the banks or for

The pre/s of boats, or pride: a piece of work

So bravely done, fb rich, that it did ftrive

In workmanfhip, and value ^ which I wonder'd

Could be fo rarely and exa(aiy wrought.

Since the true life on't was—
Foft. This is true ,•

And this you might have heard of here, by me,

Or by fome other.

lach. More particulars

Muft juftifie my knowledge.

Vol. VI. X



l62 C Y M B E L I N E.

Pojl. So they mud, lio b'iDr^- ycM
Or do your honour injury.

{^^^^

lack The chimney 4..^ ..jnw 3^2' .^..A
Is fouth the chamber, and the chimney-piece q iy^<^
Chad Dia^, bathing,- never faw I figures ' ^'--^

.

So likely to report themfelves ,• the cutter ^
Was as another nature dumb, out-went her,

Motion and breath left out. -y

Pqfi. This is a thing

Which you might from relation likewife read;

Being, as it is, much (poke of
^

Jacb» The roof o'th' chamber

With golden cherubims is fretted. Her andirons,

(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids

Of filver, each on one foot (landing, nicely :

Depending on their brands.

Pofl. This is her honour

;

Let it be granted you have (een all this,

Praife be to your remembrance, the de(cription

Of what is in her chamber nothing faves ^

The wager you have laid*

lach. Then if you can \Pullmg out the Bracelet,

Be pale, I beg but leave to air this jewel; fee!—— ^
And now 'tis up again ^ it muft be married

To that your diamond. Til keep them.

P
oft. Jove/—

Once more let me behold it : Is it that

Which 1 left with her?

lach. Sir, I thank her, that

:

She ftrip'd it from her arm, I fee her yet,

Her pretty adion did out-fell her gift.

And yet enrich'd it too ; (lie gave it me.

And (aid (he priz'd it once.

Poft^
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Pofl, May be, fhe pluck'd it off -^nrn 7^r?-»

To fend it me.

lach. She writes fo to you? doth fhe? ^-"^t

f'cy?. O no, no, no, 'tis true. Here take this too.

It is a bafilisk unto mine eye, " "
.

.

Kills me to lookon't: let there be no honour, *o(j

Where there is beauty
;

truth, where femblance
j love.

Where there's another man. The vows of women
Of no more bondage be, to where they're made.

Then they are to their virtues, which is nothing
j

O, above meafure falfe!—
Phi, Have patience. Sir,

And take your ring again: 'tis not yet won;

It may be probable fhe loft it ; or

Who knows, one of her women, being corrupted.

Might ftoln it from her.

Pofi, Very true.

And fb I hope he came by't 5 back my ring,

Render to me fome corporal fign about her

More evident than this^ for this was ftole.

lach. By Jupiter^ I had it from her arm.

Poft, Hark you, he fwears j by Jupiter he fwears.

»Tis true— nay keep the ring
—

'tis true^ Pm fure

She could not lofe it j her attendants are

All honourable
j they induc'd to ileal it

!

And by a ftranger !— no, he hath enjoy'd her.

The cognizance of her incontinency

Is this : {h'hath bought the name of whore thus dearly.

There, take thy hire, and all the fiends of hell

Divide themfelves between you.

Phi. Sir, be patient,-

This is not ftrong enough to be believ'd.

Of one perfuaded well of

—

X 2
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Pofi, Never talk on't;

She hath been colted by him.

lach. If you feek

For further fatisfying ,• under her breaft.

Worthy the prefling, lyes a mole, right proud

Of that moft delicate lodging. By my life

I kift it, and it gave me prefent hunger

To feed again, though full. You do remember

This ftain upon her ?

Pofi, Ay, and it doth confirm

Another ftain, as big as hell can hold.

Were there no more but it.

Jach, Will you hear more ?

Pofi, Spare your arithmetick.

Count not the turns : once, and a million!

lach. rll be fworn—
Pofi, No fwearing :

If you will fwear you have not done't, you lie.

And I will kill thee if thou doft deny

Thou'ft made me cuckold.

lach. I'll deny nothing.

Pofi. O that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal 5

I will go there and do't i'th' court, before

Her father— I'll do fomething

Pht. Quite befides

The government of patience ! you have won
5

Let's follow him, and pervert the prefent wrath

He hath againft himfelf

lach. With all my heart.

^»
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SCENE VIL

Enter Pofthumus.

Poft, ' Is there no way for men to be, but women
' Muft be half-workers ? we are baftards all,

* And that moft venerable man which I

* Did call my father, was I know not where,

^ When I was ftampt. Some coyner with his tools

^ Made me a counterfeit; yet my mother feem'd
^ The Dtan of that time ; fb doth my wife

* The non-pareil of this— Oh vengeance, vengeance!
* Me of my lawful pleafure fhe reftrain'd,

^ And pray'd me oft forbearance; did it with
* A pudency (b rofie, the fweet view on't

* Might well have warm'd old Saturn— that I thought her
^ As chafte, as unfiinn'd fnow. Oh, all the devils

!

* This yellow lachimo in an hour was't not?

* Or lefs ; at firft ? perchance he (poke not, but

* Like a fuU-acorn'd boar, * a-churning on,

* Cry'd oh! and mounted; found no oppofition

' But what he look'd for fhould oppofe, and fhe

* Should from encounter guard. Could I find out

* The woman's part in me for there's no motion

* That tends to vice in man, but I affirm

* It is the woman's part; be't lying, note it,

' The woman's
j

flattering, hers
;

deceiving, hers ;

* Luft, and rank thoughts, hers, hers
;
revenges, hers

;

* Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, difdain,

* Nice-longings, flanders, mutability;

* All faults that may be nam'd, nay that hell knows,

' Why hers, in part, or all; but rather all for even to vice

* They are not conftant, but are changing ftill

;

*:jOne vice, but of a minute old, for one * Not
* * " A Jermen one, in the firft editions ; fince altered to a German one.
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* Not half fo old as that. I'll write againft thein^^^^i n^di rfaidW

* Deteft them, curfe them yet 'tis greater skill ^JBg^ 3VBd

* In a true hate, to pray they have their vvillj . ^ loo^ z^nlA "HT
* The very devils cannot plague them better. :

' ' "^"^Exh,

ACT III. SCENE L

Cymbeline'j Palace.

. j1 i£j3

Enter m ftate^ Cymbeline, ^een^ Cloten, and lords at.i\

one door and at another^ Caius hucms andattendants.,Q^q^

Cymbeline.
.3 zA

on.

lOW fay, what would j^ugujim Cafar with us ? ^

Luc. When Julius Cafar^ (whole remembraace

yet /

Lives in mens eyes, and will to ears and tongues

Be theme, and hearing ever) was in Britain^

And conquer'd it, CaJJibelan thine uncle

(Famous in Caefaf^ praifes, no whit lefs

Than in his feats deferving it) for him

And his fucceflion, granted Rome a tribute,

Yearly three thoufand pounds ,- which by thee lately

Is left untender'd.

^een. And, to kill the marvail,

Shall be fo ever.

Clot, There be many defars,

Ere fuch another Julius: Britain is

A world it felf, and we will nothing pay

For wearing our own nofes.

ludiiJ

^een. That opportunity

Which
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Which then they had to take from's, to refdfn^ hlo ol V-

We have again. Remember, Sir my liege, jmsrii :

The kings your anceftors
;
together with- 4 tSifid 3ui3

The nat'ral brav'ry of your ifle, which (lands zlivab

As Neptune's park ribbed and paled in

With oaks unskaleable, and roaring waters.

With fand that will not bear your enemies boats,

But fuck them up to th' top-maft. A kind of conquefl:

C^efar made here, but made not here his brag

Of, came, and faw, and overcame: With fhame,

(The firft that ever touch'd him) he was carried

From off our coaft, 'twice beaten j and his (hipping,

(Poor ignorant baubles,) on our terrible (eas.

Like egg-fhells mov'd upon their furges, crack'd

As eafily 'gainft our rocks. For joy whereof.

The fam'd CaJJihelan, who was once at point

(Oh giglet fortune !) to mafter Cafar's fword.

Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright.

And Britatns ftrut with courage.

Clot. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid. Our king-

dom is ftronger than it was at that time
^

and, as 1 faid, there is

no more fuch Cafars ,• other of them may have crook'd nofes, but

to own (uch ftrait arms, none.

6)fw. Son, let your mother end.

Clot, We have yet many among us can gripe as hard as Caffi-

belan, I do not fay I am one^ but I have a hand. Why tribute.^

Why fliould we pay tribute? if Cafar can hide the fun from us

with a blanket, or put the moon in his pocket, we will pay him
tribute for light ; t lfe, Sir, no more tribute, pray you now.

Cym, You muft know,

'Till the injurious Romans did extort

This tribute from us, we were free. Cafar's ambition,

Which fwell'd fo muchj that it did almoft ftretch
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The fides o'th' world, againft all colour here

Did put the yoke upon's ; which to fhake off

Becomes a warhke people, (which we reckon

Our felves to be) to do. Say then to Cafar^

Our anceftor was that MulmuUus^ who
Ordain'd our laws, whofe ufe the fword of Cafar

Hath too much mangled \ whofe repair and franchife,

Shall by the power we hold be our good deed,

Though Rome be therefore angry. That Mulmuims
Who was the firft of Bnta'm^ which did put

His brows within a golden crown, and call'd

Himfelf a King.

Luc. I'm (brry, Cymhelwe,

That I am to pronounce Auguftus C^far,

{C^far that hath more kings his (ervants, than

Thy felf domeftick officers) thine enemy.

Receive it from me then. War and confufion

In defar's name pronounce I 'gainft thee : look

For fury, not to be refifted. Thus defy'd,

I thank thee for my felf.

Cym, Thou'rt welcome. Cams,

Thy C^efar knighted me; my youth I fpent

Much under him: of him I gather'd honour.

Which he to feek of me again perforce.

Behooves me keep at variance. I am perfect,

That the Pamomans and Dalmatians^ for

Their liberties, are now in arms: a precedent

Which not to read, would fhew the Bntams cold:

So defar fhall not find them.

Luc. Let proof fpeak.

Clot. His Majefly bids you welcome^ Make paftimc with us a

day or two, or longer : if you feek us afterwards on other terms,

you fhall find us in our falt-water girdle : if you beat us out of it,

it
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it is yours: if you fall in the adventure, our crows fliali fare the

better for you ; and there's an end.

Luc. So, Sir.

C'^m, I know your mafter's pleafure, and he mine:

All the remain, is welcome. [Exeunt,

SCENE 11.

Enter Pifanio reading a letter,

Ptf, T TOW ? of adultery ? wherefore write you not

XJL What monfters have accus'd her ? Leonatus /

Oh mafter, what a ftrange infedion

Is fali'n into thy ear ? what falfe Italian^

As pois'nous tongu'd as handed, hath prevail'd

On thy too ready ear! Difloyal? no,

She's punifti'd for her truth ; and undergoes

More goddefs-like than wife-like, fuch affaults

As would take in fome virtue. Oh my mafter

!

Thy mind to her is now as low, as were

Thy fortunes. How? that I fhould murther her?

Upon the love and truth and vows, which I

Have made to thy con and!— I her!— her blood!

If it be fo to do good fervice, never

Let me be counted ferviceable. How look I,

That I (hould feem to lack humanity.

So much as this fad comes to ? DoH— the letter [Reading

That I have fent her, by her own command

Shallgwe thee opportunhy. Damn'd paper!

Black as the ink that's on thee: fenfelefs bauble!

Art thou a foedaric for this ad ; that look'ft

So virgin-like without ? Lo here (he comes.

Vol VI. Y En
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Enter Imogen.

I'm Ignorant in what I am commanded.
Imo. How now, Ptfan'tol

Pif, Madam, here is a letter from my lord.

Imo, Who ! thy lord ? that is my lord Leonatus

:

Oh, learn'd indeed were that aftronomer

That knew the ftars, as I his characters :

He'd lay the future open. You good gods.

Let what is here contain'd relifh of love,

Of my lord's health, of his content, yet not

That we two are afunder j let that grieve him!

Some griefs are medicinable, that is one of them,

For it doth phyfick love of his content.

All but in that. Good wax, thy leave bleft be

You bees that make thefe locks of counfel! Lovers,

And men in dang'rous bonds pray not alike.

Though forfeitures you caft in prifon, yet

You clafp young Cuptd's tables : good news, gods ? [ReaJmg.

Tils' TI CE, and jour father"s wrath, fhould he take me m hh

dom'mion, could not be fo cruel to me ; hut jou, oh the dearefi

of creatures, would even renew me with your e^yes. Take notice

that I am m Cambria at Milford-Haven : what jour own love will

out of this advtfe jou, follow. So he w'lfhes you all happinefs,

that remains loyal to his vow, and your increajing in love,

Leonatus Pofthumus,

Oh for a horfe with wings! hear'ft thou, Pifanio?

He is at Mdford-Haven : read, and tell me

How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs

May plod it in a week, why may not I

Glide thither in a day? then, true Pifanio^

Who
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Who long'ft like me to fee thy lord ; who long'fl,

(Oh let me bate) but not like me, yet long'ft,

But in a fainter kind oh not like me,-

For mine's beyond, beyond fay, and (peak thick
^

Love's counfellor fhould fill the bores of hearing

To th' fmoth'ring of the fenfe— how far it is

To this fame bleffed M'dford} and by th' way

Tell me how Wales was made (b happy, as

T'inherit fuch a haven. But firft of all,

How may we fteal from hence ? and for the gap

That we fhall make in time, from our hence going

Till our return, t' excufe— but firft, how get hence?

Why (hould excufe be born or -ere begot?

Well talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee fpeak,

How many fcore of miles may we well ride

'Twixt hour and hour ?

Pif, One fcore 'twixt fun and fiin.

Madam's enough for you: and too much too.

Imo. Why, one that rode to's execution, man.

Could never go fo flow : I've heard of riding wagers,

Where horfes have been nimbler than the fands

That run i'th' clock's behalf But this is fool'ry.

Go, bid my woman feign a ficknefs, fay

She'll home t'her father: and provide me prefent

A riding fuit ; no coftlier than would fit

A Frankl'm's houfewife.

Ptf, Madam, you'd beft confider.

Imo. I fee before me, man, nor here nor here.

Nor what enfues, but have a fog in them,

That I cannot look thro'. Away, I pr'ythee.

Do as I bid thee ^ there's no more to fay j

Acceffible is none but M'dford way. [Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE HI.

A Forefl with a cave^ m Wales.

Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus»

Bell*' \ Goodly day ! not to keep houfe with fuch,

±\. ' Whofe roof's as low as ours: fee, boys! this gate
* Inftruds you how t'adore the heav'ns ,• and bows you
* To morning's holy office. Gates of monarchs
' Are arch'd fo high, that giants may jet through
* And keep their impious turbands on, without

* Good-morrow to the fun. Hail, thou fair heav'n I

* We houfe i'th' rock, yet ufe thee not fo hardly

* As prouder livers do.

Guid, Hail, heaven!

Arv. Hail, heav'n!

Bel. ' Now for our mountain (port, up to yond hill,

* Your legs are young : I'll tread thefe flats. Confider,

' When you above perceive me like a crow,

* That it IS place which lefTens and fets off,-

* And you may then revolve what tales I told you^,

* Of courts of princes, of the tricks in war,

* That fervice is not fervice, fo being done,

' But being fo allow'd. To apprehend thus.

Draws us a profit from all things we fee :

And often to our comfort, fliall we find

The fliarded beetle in a fafer hold

Than is the full-wing'd eagle. Oh this life,.

Is nobler than attending for a check
;

Richer, than doing nothing for a bauble;.

Prouder, than ruftling in unpaid-for filk :

Such gain the cap of him that makes them fine.
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' Yet keeps his book uncrofs'd ; no life to ours.

Gmc/, ' Out of your proof you fpeak; we poor unfledg'd

' Have never wing'd from view o'th' neft ; nor know
' What air's from home. Hap'Iy this Hfe is beft,

* If quiet life is beft, fweeter to you
* That have a fharper known : well correfponding

' With your ftilF age but unto us, it is

* A cell of ign'rance travelling a-bed,

' A prifbn, ' for a debtor that not dares

* To ftride a limit.

^rv, ' What (hould we (peak of
* When we are old as you ? when we fliall hear

' The rain and wind beat dark December? how
* In this our pinching cave, fhall we difcourfe

* The freezing hours away ? We have (een nothing,

* We're beaftly j fubtle as the fox for prey,

* Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat

;

* Our valour is to chafe what flies j our cage

* We make a choir, as doth the prifon'd bird,

* And fing our bondage freely.

BeL ' How you (peak

!

* Did you but know the city's ufuries,

* And felt them knowingly j the art o'th' court,

* As hard to leave, as keep j whofe top to climb

* Is certain falling, or fo flipp'ry that

* The fear's as bad as falling. The toil of war,

* A pain, that only feems to feek out danger

* I'th' name of fame and honour ^ which dies i'th' fearch,

^ And hath as oft a fland'rous epitaph,

' As record of fair a6tj nay, many time

* Doth ill deferve, by doing well : what's worfe,

* Muft: curt'fie at the cenfure. Oh boys, this ftory

The world may read in me : my body's mark'd

With
a or
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With Roman fwords ; and my report was once

Firft with the beft of note. C'ymbel'me lov'd me.
And when a foldier was the theam, my name
Was not far off: then was I as a tree

Whofe boughs did bend with fruit. But fn one night,

A ftorm, or robbery, call it what you will.

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay my leaves,

And left me bare to weather.

Gutd. Uncertain favour!

BeL My fault being nothing, as I told you oft.

But that two villains (whofe falfe oaths prevailed

Before my perfed honour) fwore to Cymbelme^

I was confed'rate with the Romam\ (b

Follow'd my banifhment^ and this twenty years.

This rock and thefe demefnes have been my world
j

Where I have liv'd at honeft freedom, pay'd

More pious debts to heaven, than in all

The fore-end of my time— but, up to th' mountains?

This is not hunters language ^ he that ftrikes

The venifon firft, fhall be the lord o'th' feaft;

To him the other two fhall minifter.

And we will fear no poifon, which attends

In place of greater ftate

:

I'll meet you in the valleys. \Exeunt hoys.

How hard it is to hide the fparks of nature ?

Thefe boys know little they are fons to th' king,

Nor Cymhelme dreams that they are alive.

They think they're mine; tho' trained up thus meanly

Here in the cave, wherein their thoughts do hit

The roofs of palaces, and nature prompts them

In fimple and low things, to prince it, much

Beyond the trick of others. This Folydor^

(The heir of Cymhel'me and Britain^ whom
The
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The king his father call'd Guiderimj) Jove/
When on my three-foot ftool I fit, and tell

The warlike feats I've done, his fpirits fly out

Into my ftory : fay, thus mine enemy fell.

And thus I fet my foot on's neck— even then

The princely blood flows in his cheek, he fweats,

Strains his young nerves, and puts himfelf in pofl:ure

That adts my words—The younger brother Cadwall^

(Once Arv'tragus,) in as like a figure

Strikes life into my fpeech, and fhews much more

His own conceiving. Hark, the game is rouz'd-—

Oh Cymbel'me ! heav'n and my confcience know
Thou didfl: unjufl:ly banifh me: whereon

At three, and two years old, I fl:ole thefe babes, '

Thinking to bar thee of fucceflion, as

Thou reft'fl: me of my lands. Eunph'tky

Thou waft their nurfe, they take thee for their mother.

And every day do honour to her grave
j

My felf Belanus that am Morgan call'd,

They take for natural father. The game's up. \Exk,

S C E N E IV.

Enter Pifanio and Imogen.

Imo. Thou told'ft me when we came from horfe, the place

Was near at hand. Ne'er long'd my mother fb

To fee me firft, as I have now PtfamOy

Where is Pofihumus? What is in thy mind

That makes thee ftare thus ? wherefore breaks that figh

From th' inward of thee ? one but painted thus

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd

Beyond felf-explication. Put thy felf

Into a 'haviour of lefs fear, ere wildnefs

Van^
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Vanquifli thy fteadier fenfes—- what's the matter ?
'

'

Why ofFer'ft thou that paper to me, with

A look untender ? if't be fummer news, '-^^ *

Smile to't before j if winterly, thou need'ft

But keep that count'nance ftill. My husband's hand ?

That drug-damned Italy hath out-craftied him,

And he's at fome hard point. Speak, man,- thy tongoe

May take off fome extremity, which to read

Would be ev'n mortal to me. Y^T
Ptf, Pleafe you read, odW)

And you (hall find me, wretched man, a thing ^ roo^

The moft difdain'd of fortune. ' ^^A

Imogen reads. - ^-jM

^^HT m'tjlrefsy Pifanio, hath play'd the firumpet m my bed:

the tefitmonm whereof lye bleeding in me^ I /peak not out

of weak furmifesy but from proof as firong as my grief and as

certain as I expeB my revenge. That part thou Pifanio mufl aci

for me, if thy faith be not tainted with the breach of hers let

thine own hands take away her life : I Jloallgive thee opportunity

at Milford -Haven. She hath my letter for the purpofe ;
where^

If thou fear to firikcy and to make me certain it is done, thou art the

Pander to her dijhomur, and eo[ually to me difloyal,

Pif. * What fhall I need to draw my fword ? the paper

< Hath cut her throat already. No, 'tis flander,

« Whofe edge is (harper than the fword, whofe tongue

* Out-venoms all the worms of Nile, whofe breath

* Rides on the porting winds, and doth belye

' All corners of the world. Kings, Queens, and dates,

' Maids, matrons, nay the fecrets of the grave

' This viperous flander enters. What chear, madam ?

Imo. Falfe to his bed ! what is it to be falfe ?

To
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* To lye in watch there, and to think on him ?

* To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if fleep charge nature,
< To break it with a fearful dream of him,
' And cry my felf awake ? that falfe to's bed!

Pi/. Alas, good ladyf

Imo, I falfe ? thy confcience witnefi, lachtmo^

Thou didft accu(e him of incontinency,

Thou then look'dft like a villain : now, methinks.

Thy favour's good enough. Some Jay of Ital^

(Whofe mother was her painting) hath betray'd him ;

Poor I am ftale, a garment out of fafhion.

And for I'm richer than to hang by th' walls,

I muft be ript: to pieces with me: oh.

Mens vows are womens traitors. All good feeming

By thy revolt, oh husband, fhall be thought

Put on for villany : not born where't grows.

But worn, a bait for ladies.

Pif Madam, hear me—
Imo, * True honeft men being heard, like falfe Mneas^

* Were in his time thought falfe ; and Symn's weeping
' Did fcandal many a holy tear, took pity

< From moft true wretchednefs. So thou Pofihumus^
' Wilt lay the Icven to all proper men
' Goodly, and gallant, fhall be falfe and perjur'd,

* From thy great fail. Come, fellow, be thou honefl.

Do thou thy matter's bidding : when thou feeft him,

A little witnefs my obedience. Look!

I draw the fword my felf, take it, and hit

The innocent manfion of my love, my heart
j

Fear not, 'tis empty of all things, but grief

;

Thy mafter is not there j who was indeed

The riches of it. Do his bidding, flrike,-

Thou may'fl be valiant in a better caufe,

V o L. VI. Z
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But now thou feem'ft a coward.

Pif. Hence, vile inftrument!

Thou flialt not damn my hand.

Imo. Why, I muft die
;

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art

No fervant of thy mailer's. 'Gainft felf-flaughter

There is a prohibition fo divine

That f cravens my weak hand: come, here's my heart—

-

(Something's afore'c— foft, foft, we'll no defence ,•

[Opemng her breajl.)

Obedient as the fcabbard !— What is here ?

The fcriptures of the loyal Leonatus,

All turn'd to herefie ? away, away,

[Ptdl'mg kls letters out of her bofom*

Corrupters of my faith, you fhall no more

Be ftomachers to my heart : thus may poor fools

Believe falfe teachers : thofe that are betray'd

Do feel the treafon fharply, yet the traitor i

Stands in worfe cafe of woe. And thou PofthumuSy

That (et my difobedience 'gainft the king,

And mad'ft me put into contempt the iiiits

Of princely fellows j fhalt hereafter find

It is no a6t of common paffage, but

A ftrain of rarenefs : and I grieve my felf.

To think, when thou fhalt be dif-edg'd by her

Whom now thou tir'ft on, how thy memory ^

Will then be pang'd by me Pr'ythee difpatch,

The lamb entreats the butcher. Where's the knife?

Thou art too flow to do thy matter's bidding.

When I defire it too.

P'tf, O gracious lady!

Since I receiv'd command to do this bufinefs^

I have not flept o:ie wink.

Imo. Do't, and to bed then. P^A
\ Tnakes rue a coward.
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F'tf. I'll break mine eye-balls firft.

-^^'^ ^ ^'^ng^l

Imo. Ah wherefore then

Didft undertake it ? why haft thou abus'd

So many miles, with a pretence? this place? ^ '

Mine adtion ? and thine own ? our horfes labour ?

The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd court

For my being abfent? whereunto I never

Purpofe return. Why haft thou gone fb far

To be unbent ? when thou haft ta'en thy ftand,

Th* elected deer before thee ?

Ptf. But to win time

To lofe fb bad employment, in the which

I have confider'd of a courfe
j
good lady,

Hear me with patience.

Imo, Talk thy tongue weary, (peak.

Pve heard I am a ftrumpet, and mine ear

(Therein falfe ftruck) can take no greater wound,

Nor tent to bottom that. But fpeak,

Ptf. Then, madam,

I thought you would not back again.

Imo. Moft like

Bringing me here to kill me.

Ptf. Not fo neither
^

But if I were as wife as honeft, then

My purpofe would prove well j it cann ot be

But that my mafter is abus'd, fome villain

And fingular in his art, hath done you both

This curfed injury.

Imo. Some Roman curtezan ?

Ptf. No, on my life.

I'll give him notice you are dead, and fend him

Some bloody fign of it: for 'tis commanded

I fhould do fo. You (hall be mifs'd at court,

Z 2
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And that will well confirm it. '^^^oq t^m ^md:i llaW Xi*^

Im9. Why, good fellow
J

^qsroow jb; ad 03 33g*»o^ ilocfi aoY ^

What {hall I do the while ? where tide? how live?- bnsrnmoD ^

Or in my life what comfort, when I am Li^mbnad sdT)
Dead to my husband? 4- -^^^

P(f. If you'll back to th' court—
Imo. No court, no father ^ nor no more ado

With that harfh, noble, fimple nothing, Cloten:

Whofe love-fuit hath been to me
As fearful as a fiege.

P 'tf, If not at court.

Then not in Britain muft you bide.

Imo, Where then ?

Hath Britain all the fiin that fhines ? Day ? night ?

Are they not but in Britain ? i'th' world's volume

Our Britain feems as of it, but not in it
^

In a great pool a fwan's neft. Pr'ythee think

There's living out of Britain,

Ftf, I'm moft glad

You think of other place : th' Ambaffador,

Lucius the Roman comes to Milford-Haven

To-morrow. Now, if you could wear a mind

Dark as your fortune is, and but difguife

That which t'appear it felf, muft not yet be.

But by felf-danger you (hould tread a courfe

Pretty, and full of view; yea haply near

Thti^t^iditnct oi Pojlhumus fb nigh, at leaft.

That though his adion were not vifible.

Report fhould render him hourly to your ear.

As truly as he moves.

Imo. Oh ! for fuch means,

(Though peril to my modefty, not death on't,)

I would adventure,

Pir.

>b£m xroY

•mdT

bnA

ill vor Aii'l
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P'tf, Well then, here's the point: ' ibw ll»

* You muft forget to be a woman, change
* Command into obedience; fear and nicenefs,

* (The handmaids of all women, or more truly

* Woman its pretty felf,) to waggifli courage,

* Ready in gybes, (]uick-anfwer'd, fawcy, and
* As quarrellous as the weazel : nay, you muft
* Forget that rareft treafure of your cheek,

* Expofing it (but oh the harder heart,

' Alack, no remedy) to th' greedy touch

* Of common-kifling Tttan-, and forget

* Your labourfbme and dainty trims, wherein

* You made great Juno angry.

Into, Nay, be brief:

I fee into thy end, and am almoft

A man already.

P'tf. Firft, make your felf but like one.

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit,

('Tis in my cloak-bag) doublet, hat, hofe, all

That anfwer to them. Would you in their ferving.

And with what imitation you can borrow

From youth of (iich a feafon, before Lucius

Prefent your felf, defire his fervice j tell him

Wherein you're happy, which will make him know.

If that his head have ear in mufick, doubtleft

With joy he will embrace you j for he's honourable.

And doubling that, moft holy. Your means abroad
^

You have me rich, and I will never fail

Beginning, nor fupply.

Imo. Thou'rt all the comfort

The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee away.

There's more to be confider'd j but we'll even

All that good time will give us. This attempt



l82 C? Y M B E L I N e!

I'm (bldier to, and will abide it with ^'^^^ "^"^"^ "^^^"^

A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee.

P'if, Well, madam, we mufl: take a ftiort farewel.

Left being mifs'd, I be fufped:ed of

Your carriage from the court. My noble miftrefs.

Here is a box, I had it from the queen,

What's in't is precious : if you're fick at fea.

Or ftomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this

Will drive away diftemper— to fome fliade,

And fit you to your manhood
^
may the gods

Dired you to the beft

!

Imo, Amen: I thank thee. \Exemt»

SCENE V.

The Palace of Cymbeline.

Enter Cymbeline, ^een^ Cloten, Lucius, and Lords,

C'ym, HU S far, and fo farewel.

JL Luc. Thanks, royal Sir.

My Emperor hath wrote j I muft from hence,

And am right (brry, that I muft report ye

My mafter's enemy.

C^m. Our (ubjeds. Sir,

Will not endure his yoak,- and for our felf

To fhew lefs foveraignty then they, muft needs

Appear un-kinglike.

Luc. So, Sir : I dcfire of you

A conduct over land, to Mtlford-Haven.

Madam, all joy befal your grace,- and you.

Cjm. My lords, you are appointed for that ofEce ;

The due of honour in no point omit:

So farewel, noble Luc'ms.

Luc*
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Luc. Your hand, my lord. »
. ,

6/(9/. Receive it friendly ; but from this time forth

I wear it as your enemy.

Luc, Th'event

Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well.

C^m. Leave not the worthy Lucius^ good my lords.

Till he have croft the Severn, Happinefs ! \_Extt Lucius, fe'r,

^een. He goes hence frowning ; but it honours us

That we have giv'n him caule.

Clot. 'Tis all the better,

Your valiant Br'ttom have their wifhes in it.

C^m. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor,

How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely.

Our chariots and our horfemen be in readinefs;

The powers that he already hath in Gallia

Will foon be drawn to head, from whence he moves

His war for Bntam.

^ueen. 'Tis not fleepy bufinefs.

But muft be look'd to fpeedily, and ftrongly.

C^m. Our expectation that it fliould be thus

Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen.

Where is our daughter ? fhe hath not appear'd

Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd

The duty of the day. She looks as like

A thing more made of malice, than of duty;

We've noted it. Call her before us, for

We've been too light in fufferance.

^een. Royal Sir,

Since th' exile of Pojihumus, moft retir'd

Hath her life been j the cure whereof, my lord,

'Tis time muft do. Befeech your majefty.

Forbear (harp fpeeches to her. She's a lady

So tender of rebukes, that words are ftrokes^

And ftrokes death to her. Enter
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Enter a Meffe^ger,

Cym. Where is fhe ? how '

Can her contempt be anfwer'd?

Mef. Pleafe you Sir,

Her chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anfwer

That will be giv'n to th' loudeft noife we make.

^een. My lord, when laft I went to vifit her,

She pray'd me to excufe her keeping clofe.

Whereto conftrain'd by her infirmity,

She fhould that duty leave unpaid to you

Which daily fhe was bound to proffer ^ this

She wifli'd me to make known ^ but our great court

Made me to blame in mem'ry.

C'ym. Her doors lock'd ?

Not feen of late ? grant heav'ns, that which I fear

Prove falfe f

^een. Son, I fay; follow the king.

Clot. That man of hers, PifamOy her old (ervant,

I have not feen thefe two days.

^een. Go, look after—
Plfanio^ thou that ftand'fl fb for Pofthumus !—
He hath a drug of minej I pray, his abfcnce

Proceed by fwallowing that,- for he believes

It is a thing mofl precious. But for her.

Where is fhe gone? haply defpair hath feiz'd her;

Or wing'd with fervor of her love, fhe's flown

To her defir'd Pofthumus 5
gone fhe is

To death, or to difhonour, and my end

Can make good ufe of either. She being down,

1 have the placing of the Brh'tjh crown.
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Re-enter Cloten.

How now, my fon ?

Clot. 'Tis certain fhe is fled.

Go in and cheer the king, he rages, none

Dare come about him.

^4een. All the better ,• may
This night fore-ftall him of the coming day ! [Exit ^een.

Clot. I love and hate her ^ for fhe's fair and royal.

And that fhe hath all courtly parts more exquifite

Than lady, ladies, woman ; from each one

The beft fhe hath, and fhe of all compounded

Out-fells them all. I love her therefore ^ but

Difdaining me, and throwing favours on

The low Pofthumm^ flanders fb her judgment,

That what's elfe rare, is choak'd, and in that point

I will conclude to hate her, nay indeed

To be reveng'd upon her. For when fools—
S C E N E VI.

Enter Pifanio.

Who is here ? what are you packing, firrah ?

Come hither; ah you precious pandar, villain.

Where is thy lady ? in a word, or elfe

Thou'rt ftraightway with the fiends.

Ptf. Oh, good my lord!

Clot. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter

j

I will not ask again. Clofe villain,

I'll have this fecret from thy heart, or rip

Thy heart to find it. Is fhe with Pojihumus l ,

From whofe fo many weights of bafenefs, cannot

A dram of worth be drawn.

V o L. VI. A a P/y:
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Alas, my lord,

How can fhe be with him ? when was flie mifs'd ?

He is in Rome.

Clot. Where is fhe, Sir? come nearer;

No farther halting ; fatisfie me home,

What is become of her.

Pif, Oh, my all-worthy lord!

Clot. AH'worthy villain!

Dijfcover where thy miftrefs is, at once,

At the next word ; no more of worthy lord.

Speak, or thy filence on the inftant is

Thy condemnation and thy death.

Pif. Then, Sir,

This paper is the hiftory of my knowledge

Touching her flight.

Clot. Let's lee't I will purfiie her

Even to Augufius' throne.

P'tf. Or this, or perifh. \pfide.

She's far enough, and what he learns by this.

May prove his travel, not her danger.

Clot. Humh.

P'lf. I'll write to my lord flie's dead. Oh, Imogen^

Safe may'ft thou wander, fafe return again.

Clot. Sirrah, is this letter true ?

P'tf. Sir, as I think.

Clot. It is Pojihumus's hand, I know't. Sirrah, if thou would'ft

not be a villain, but to do me true fervice
;
undergo thofe employ-

ments wherein I fhould have caufe to ufe thee with a ferious in-

duftry, that is, what villany foe'er I bid thee do to perform it,

diredly and truly; I would think thee an honeft man, thou

fhouldft neither want my means for thy relief, nor my voice for

thy preferment.

Pif. Well, my good lord.
,
j
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Clot. Wilt thou ferve me ? for fince patiently and conftantly

thou haft ftuck to the bare fortune of that beggar Pofihumus,

thou can'ft not in the courfe of gratitude but be a diligent follow-

er of mine. Wilt thou (erve me ?

Pif, Sir, I will.

Clot. Give me thy hand, here's my purfe. Haft any of thy

late mafter's garments in thy pofteflion ?

Pif, I have, my lord, at the lodging, the fam e fuit hewore

when he took leave of my lady and miftrefs.

Clot. The firft fervice thou doft me, fetch that fuit hither j let

it be thy firft fervice, go.

P'tf. I (hall, my lord. [Exit.

Clot. Meet thee at M'dford-Haven ? I forgot to ask him one

thing, I'll remember't anon ,• even there, thou villain Pojihu-

mus^ will I kill thee. I would thefe garments were come. She

faid upon a time, (the bitternefs of it I now belch from my heart,)

that flie held the very garment of Pofihumm in more refped:

than my noble and natural per(bn, together with the adornment

of my qualities. With that fuit upon my back will I ravifti her

5

firft kill him, and in her eyes— there fhall (he fee my valour,

which will then be a torment to her contempt. He on the

ground, my fpeech of infulrment ended on his dead body, and

when my luft hath dined, (which as I fay, to vex her, I will ex-

ecute in the deaths that fhe fo prais'd) to the court I'll knock her

back, foot her home again. She hath defpis'd me rejoycingly,

and I'll be merry in my revenge.

Enter Pifanio, w'nh a fiut of cloaths.

Be thofe the garments ?

Pif. Ay, my noble lord.

Clot. How long is't fince fne went to Milford-Haven!

Pif. She can fcarce be there yet.

Clot. Bring this apparel to my chamber, that is the fecond

thing that I have commanded thee. The third is, that thou wilt

A a 2 be
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be a voluntary mute to my defign. Be but duteous, and true

preferment (hall tender it felf to thee. My revenge is now at

Mdfordj would I had wings to follow it! come and be true. \Ex.

Pif. Thou bidd'ffc me to my lofs : for true to thee.

Were to prove falfc, which I will never be.

To him that is mofl: true. To M'tlford go,

And find not her, whom thou purfu'ft. Flow, flow,

You heav'nly bleflings on her! this fool's fpeed

Be croft with flownefs ; labour be his meed ! \Exit.

SCENE VII.

The Forefl and Cave.

Enter Imogen m ho'ys cloaths,

Imo. X See a man's life is a tedious one :

I I've tired my felf j and for two nights together

Have made the ground my bed. I fhould be (ick,

But that my refolution helps me. M'dford,

When from the mountain top Ptfanto fhew'd thee.

Thou waft within a ken. Oh Jove^ I think

Foundations fly the wretched, fuch I mean,

Where they fhould be reliev'd. Two beggars told me,

I could not mifs my way. Will poor folks lie

That have afflidions on them, knowing 'tis

A punifhment, or tryal? yes no wonder,

When rich ones fcarce tell true. To lapfe in fullnefs

Is forer, than to lye for need \ and falfliood

Is worfe in kings, than beggars. My dear lord!

Thou'rt one o'th' falfe ones; now I think on thee.

My hunger's gone ,• but ev'n before, I was

At point to fmk for food. But what is this? {Seeing the cave.

Here is a path to':-— 'tis fome favage hold;

'Twere
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'Twere beft not call ; I dare not call yet famine,

Ere it clean o'er-throw nature, makes it valiant.

Plenty and peace breeds cowards, hardnefs ever

Of hardinefs is mother. Ho! who's here?

If any thing that's civil, /peak; if favage,

Take, or lend— ho! no anfwer? then I'll enter.

Beft draw my fvvordj and if mine enemy

But fear the fword like me, he'll fcarcely look on't.

Grant fuch a foe, good heav'ns ! [She goes wto the cave.

Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Bel. You Poltdore have prov'd beft woodman, and

Are mafter of the feaft Cadwal and I

Will play the cook, and fervant, 'tis our match :

The fweat of induftry would dry, and die

But for the end it works to. Come, our ftomachs

Will make what's homely favo'ry^ wearinefs

Can fnore upon the flint, when refty floth

Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace be here,

Poor houfe, that keep'ft thy felf

!

Gutd, I'm throughly weary.

Arv. I'm weak with toil, yet ftrong in appetite.

Gmd. There is cold meat i'th' cave, we'll brouze on that

Whilft what we've kill'd be cook'd.

Bel Stay, come not in— [Looking in.

But that it eats our victuals, I ftiould think

It were a Fairy.

Guid. What's the matter. Sir ?

Bel. By Jupiter an Angel! or if not,

An earthly paragon. Behold divinenefs

No elder than a boy.

Enter Imogen.

Imo. Good mafter, harm me not
^

Before I enter'd here, I call'd, and thought

3 T'have
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T' have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : good troth

I have ftoln nought, nor would not, though I'd found

Gold ftrew'd i'th' floor. Here's mony for my meat,

I would have left it on the board fo foon

As I had made my meal : and parted thence

With prayers for the provider.

Gmd. Mony, youth?

Arv. All gold and filver rather turn to dirtf

As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of thofe

Who worfhip dirty gods.

Imo. I fee you're angry:

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I fhould

Have dy'd, had I not made it.

Bel. Whither bound ?

Imo. To Mdford-Haven.

Bel. What's your name ?

Imo. Fideky Sir^ I have a kinfman, who
Is bound for Italy : he'embark'd at M'dfordy

To whom being going, almoft (pent with hunger,

I'm fain in this offence.

Bel. Pr'ythee, fair youth.

Think us no churls; nor meafure our good minds

By this rude place we live in. Well-encounter'd!

'Tis almoft night, you fhall have better cheer

Ere you depart, and thanks to ftay and eat it.

Boys, bid him welcome.

Gmd. Were you a woman, youth,

I ftiould wooe hard, but be your groom in honcfty,-

I bid for you, as I do buy.

Arv. I'll make't my comfort

He is a man; Til love him as my brother:

And fuch a welcome as I'd give to him.

After long ablence, fuch is yours. Moft welcome!
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Be fprightly, for you fall 'mongft friends.

Imo, 'Mongft friends ? \afide.

If brothers, would it had been fo, that they

Had been my father's fons ^ then had my prize

Been lefs, and fo more equal ballafting

To thee, Pofihumus.

Bel. He wrings at fome diftrefs.

Gmd, Would I could free't

!

Arv. Or I, whatever it be.

What pain it coft, what danger,- gods!

BeL Hark, boys. \_[Vh'tfper}ng>

Imo, Great men.

That had a court no bigger than this cave.

That did attend themfelves, and had the virtue

Which their own confcience feal'd themj laying by

That nothing- gift of differing multitudes,

Could not out-peer thefe twain. Pardon me gods,

I'd change my fex to be companion with them.

Since Leonatus is falle.

Bel. It (hall be fo:

Boys, we'll go drefs our hunt. Fair youth come in
j

Difcourfe is heavy, failing j when we've fupp'd

We'll mannerly demand thee of thy ftory,

So far as thou wilt (peak.

Gu'td. I pray draw near.

A'v. The night to th' owl, and morn to th'lark, lefs welcon>e!

[^Exeunt. *

SCENE
* leCs welcome ! [Exeunt.

SCENE Vm. Rome.

Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes.

I Sen. H I S is the tenor of the Emperor's writ >

JL That fince the common men are now in adion

'Gainft the Pannonians and Dalmatians,

And that the legions now in Gallia, are

Full
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SCENE VIII.

Cymbeline'5 Palace,

Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Pifanio.

C^m. \ GAIN 5 and bring me word how 'tis with herj

jLJl a fever with the abfence of her fon

Madnefs, of which her life's in danger ^ heav'ns!

How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen^

The great part of my comfort, gone ! my queen

Upon a defperate bed, and in a time

"When fearful wars point at me! her fon gone.

So needful for this prefent! it ftrikes me, paft

The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow.

Who needs muft know of her departure, and

Doft feem fo ignorant^ we'll force it from thee

By a {liarp torture.

Pif. Sir, my life is yours,

I fet it at your will : but for my miftrefs,

1 nothing know where flie remains; why gone.

Nor when fhe purpofes return. Befeech your highnefs,

Hold me your loyal fervant.

Full weak to undertake our war againft

The fall'n ofF Britains; that we do incite

The gentry to this bufinefs. He creates

Lucius pro-conful : and to you the tribunes

For this immediate levy, he commands
His abfoluie commiffion. Long live C<iefar !

I'd. Is Lucius gen'ral of the forces?

z Stn. Ay.

I'ri. Remaining now in Gallia}

I Sen. With thofe legions

Which I have fpoke oF, whereunto your levy

Muit be fuppliunt : the words of your commilHon
Will tie you to the numbers and the time

Of their difpatch.

Tri. We will difcharge our duty. [Exeunt.

Lord.
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Lord, Good my liege.

The day that flie was miffing, he was hercj

I dare be bound he's true, and fhall perform

All parts of his fubjedion loyally. For Clotcriy

There wants no diligence in feeking him.

And will no doubt be found.

C^m, The time is troublefbme
;

We'll flip you for a feafbn, but our jealoufie

Do's yet depend.

Lord. So pleafe your majefty,

The Roman legions all from Gallia drawn.

Are landed on your coaft, with large fupply

Roman Gentlemen, by th' fenate (ent.

Cym. Now for the counfel of my fon and queen

:

I am amaz'd with matter.

Lord. Good my liege.

Your preparation can affront no lefs

Than what you hear of. Come more, for more you're ready
;

The want is, but to put thefe powers in motion.

That long to move.

Cym. I thank you ; let's withdraw

And meet the time, as it (eeks us. We fear not

What can from Italy annoy us, but

We grieve at chances here. Away. [Exemt,

P 'tf. I heard no letter from my mafter, fince

I wrote him Imogen was flain. 'Tis ftrange

;

Nor hear I from my miftrefs, who did promife

To yield me often tidings. Neither know I

What is betide to Cloten, but remain

Perplext in all. The heavens fl:ill mufl: work

;

Wherein I'm falfc, I'm honeft ; not true, to be true.

Thefe prefent wars fliall find I love my country,

Ev'n to the note o'th' king, or I'll fall in them j

V o L VI. B b All
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All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd
^

Fortune brings in fome boats that are not fteer'd.

ACT IV. SCENE 1.

The Forest.

Ef^ter Cloten alo^e.

Am near to th' place where they fhould meet, if

P'tfamo have mapp'dit truly. How fit his garments

ferve me! why fhould his miftrefs, who was made

by him that made the tailor, not be fit too?

^ the rather, (faving reverence ofthe word,) becaufe

'tis faid, a woman's fitnefs comes by fits. Therein I

muft play the workman, I dare fpeak it to my felf, for it is vain-

glory for a man and his glafs to confer in his own chamber
j

I mean, the lines of my body are as well drawn as his ,* no lefs

young, more ftrong, not beneath him in fortunes, beyond him

in the advantage of the time, above him in birth, alike conver-

fant in general (ervices, and more remarkable in fingle oppofiti-

ons; yet this imperfeverant thing loves him in my defpight.

What mortality is ! Pofthumus, thy head which is now growing

upon thy (boulders, fhall within this hour be off, thy miftrels

enforc'd, thy garments cut to pieces before thy faccj and all this

done, fpurn her home to her father, who may, happily, be a

little angry for my (b rough ufage,- but my mother having power

of his teftinefs, (hall turn all into my commendations. My horfe

is ty'd up fafe: out fword, and to a fore purpofe! fortune put

them into my hand j this is the very defcription of their meeting

place, and the fellow dares not deceive me. [Exit,

SCENE
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SCENE n.

Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imogen,

from the cave.

Bel You are not well : remain here in the cave.

We'll come t'you after hunting.

Arv, Brother, ftay here

:

Are we not brothers ?

Imo. So man and man fhould be.

But clay and clay differs in dignity,

Whofe dufl: is both alike. I'm very fick.

Gmd. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him.

Imo. So fick I am not, yet I am not well.

But not fo citizen a wanton, as

To feem to die, ere fick : fo pleafe you leave me.

Stick to your journal courfe; the breach of cuftom,

Is breach of all. I'm ill, but your being by me
Cannot amend me. Society is no comfort

To one not fociable : I'm not very fick.

Since I can reafbn of it. Pray you truft me here,

I'll rob none but my (elf, and let me die

Stealing fo poorly.

Gu 'id. I love thee : I have (poke it,

How much the quantity, the weight as much.

As I do love my father.

Bel. What? how? how?

Arv. If it be fin to fay fo. Sir, I yoak me

In my good brother's fault : I know not why

I love this youth, and I have heard you fay,

Love reafons without reafon. The bier at door.

And a demand who is't (hall die, I'd fay

My father, not this youth.

Bb 2 Beh
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Bel. Oh noble ftrain ?

0 worthinefs of nature, breed of greatnefs !
*

I'm not their father, yet who this fhould be

Doth miracle it felfj lov'd before me

!

'Tis the ninth hour o'th' morn.

j^rv. Brother, farewell.

Imo. I wifh ye fport.

^rv. You health— (6 pleafe you. Sir.

Imo. Thefe are kind creatures. Gods, what lies Pve heard!

Our courtiers fay, all's favage, but at court: *

1 am fick ftill, heart-fick— PifamOy

III now tafte of thy drug. {Dr'mks out of the vioL

Gmd. I could not ftir him
;

He faid that he was gentle, but unfortunate;

Difhoneftly afflicted, but yet honeft.

Arv. Thus did he anfwer me
j

yet faid, hereafter

I might know more.

Bel, To th' field, to th' field:

We'll leave you for this time
; go in, and reft,

Arv. We'll not be long away.

Bel. Pray be not fick,

For you muft be our houfewife.

Imo, Well or ill,

I am bound to you. {Exit Imogen.

Bel And (halt be ever.

This youth, howe'er diftrefs'd, appears to have had

* ^ breed of greatnefs

!

« Cowards father cowads, and bafe things fire the bafe:

" Nature hath meal and bran 3 contempt and grace.

I'm not, i^c,

* but at court

:

Experience, oh how thou difprov'ft report.

Th' imperious feas breed monfters for the difli.

Poor tributary rivers, as fweet fifh 5

I am fick ftill, ^^c.

Good
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Good anceftors.

Arv. How angel-likc he fings ?

Gmd. But his neat cookery ?

Arv. He cut our roots in characters,

And fauc'd our broth, as Jmo had been fick.

And he her dieter.

Arv, Nobly he yokes

A fmiling with a figh. *

Quid. I do note.

That grief and patience rooted in him both.

Mingle their ^ pow'rs together. *

Beh It is great morning. Come away ; who's there

SCENE III.

Enter Cloten.

Clot. Icannot find thofe runagates ; that villain

Hath mock'd me. I am faint.

Bel. Thofe runagates!

Means he not us? I partly know him,- 'tis

Cloten, the (on o'th' queen -y I fear fbme ambufh—

-

I faw him not thefe many years, and yet

I know 'tis he : we are held as out-laws j hence.

Gmd, He is but one^ you and my brother fearch

* a figh

:

As if the figh

Was that it was, for not being fuch a fmile;

The fmile mocking the figh, that it would fly

From fo divine a temple, to commix
With winds that fiilors rail at.

Guid. I do note, (^c.

*—— together.

uirv. Grow patience,

And let the ftinking cider, greif, untwine
His perifliing root, with the encreafing vine.

Bel. It is, e?^-.

^ fpurs
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what companies are near : pray you away,

Let me alone with him. [Exeunt Bellarius and Arvlragus.

Clot. Soft, what are you

That fly me thus? fome villain-mountainers-—

I've heard of fuch. What flave art thou?

Gmd. A thing

More flavifh did I ne'er, than anfwering

A flave without a knock.

Clot, Thou art a robber,

A law-breaker, a villain
;

yield thee, thief.

Gmd. To whom ? to thee ? what art thou ? have not I

An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ?

Thy words I grant are bigger : for I wear not

My dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art.

Why I fliould yield to thee ?

Clot, Thou villain ba(e,

Know'ft me not by my cloaths ?

Gmd, No nor thy tailor.

Who is thy grandfather j he made thofe cloaths.

Which, as it feems, make thee.

Clot. Thou precious varlet

!

My tailor made them not.

Gmd. Hence then, and thank

The man that gave them thee. Thou art fome fool,

I'm loath to beat thee.

Clot. Thou injurious thief,

Hear but my name, and tremble.

Guid. What's thy name ?

Clot, CloteUy thou villain.

Gmd, Cloten, then double villain be thy name,

I cannot tremble at it ; were it toad, adder, fpider,

'Twould move me fboner.

Clot, To thy further fear.

Nay,
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Nay, to thy meer confufion, thou (halt know
I'm Con to th' queen.

Guic^. I'm forry for't j not feeming

So worthy as thy birth.

CIoL Art not afraid ?

Guid, ' Thofe that I rev'rence, thofe lfear; the wife:

* At fools I laugh, not fear them.

Clot. Die the death:

When I have (lain thee with my proper hand,

ril follow thofe that even now fled hence.

And on the gates of Lud's town fet your heads;

Yield ruftick mountaineer. [Fight and Exeunt,

SCENE IV.

Enter Bellarius and Arviragus.

Bel. No company's abroad.

^rv. None in the world; you did miftake him fure,

Bel. I cannot tell : long is it fince I (aw him.

But time hath nothing blurr'd thofe lines of favour

Which then he wrote the fnatches in his voice.

And burft of fpeaking, were as his : I'm abfblute

'Twas YQry Cloten.

^rv. In this place we left them

I wifli my brother make good time with him.

You fay he is fo fell.

Bel. Being fcarce made up,

I mean to man j he had not apprehenfion

Of roaring terrors; for defed ofjudgment

Is oft the caufe of fear. But fee thy brother.

Enter Guiderius.

Gmd, This Ckten was a fool, an empty purfe.

There
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There was no mony in't ; not Hercules

Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none

:

Yet I not doing this, the fool had born

My head, as I do his.

BeL What haft thou done ?

Guid. Vm perfed what ; cut off one Cloten's head.

Son to the queen, after his own report,

Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer, and fwore

With his own fingle hand he'd take us in,

Difplace our heads, where, thanks to th' gods, they gro\*'.

And fet them on Lud's town.

Bel. We're all undone!

Gmd. Why, worthy father, what have we to lofe.

But what he fwore to take, our lives ? the law

Protects not us j then why fliould we be tender.

To let an arrogant piece of flefti threat us?

Play judge, and executioner, all himfelf?

For we do fear no law. What company

Difcover you abroad ?

Bel. No fingle foul

Can we fet eye on but in all fafe reafon

He muft have fome attendants. Though his honour

Was nothing but mutation, ay and that

From one bad thing to worfe
^

yet not his frenzy.

Not abfolute madnefs, could fo far have rav'd.

To bring him here alone
;
although perhaps

It may be heard at court, that fuch as we

Cave here, haunt here, are out-laws, and in time

May make fome ftronger head : the which he hearing,

(As it is like him,) might break out, and fwear

He'd fetch us in
j

yet is't not probable

To come alone, nor he fo undertaking.

Nor they fo fuftering then on good ground we fear,

If
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If we do fear this body hath a tail

More perilous than the head.

Arv, Let ordinance

Come, as the gods forefay it, howfoe'er

My brother hath done well.

Bel, I had no mind

To hunt this day : the boy Ftdele'^ Ccknefs

Did make my way long forth.

Gmd, With his own (word.

Which he did wave againft my throat, I've ta'ea

His head from him : I'll throw't into the creek

Behind our rock 5 and let it to the (ea,

And tell the fifties, he's the queen's fon Cloten,

That's all 1 1 reck. \Exh.

Bel, I fear 'twill be reveng'd

:

Would, Polidore, thou hadft not don't! though valour

Becomes thee well enough.

Arv, Would I had done't,

So the revenge alone purfii'd me! Pol'idorey

I love thee brotherly, but envy much

Thou'ft robb'd me of this deed ; I would revenges

That poflible fl:rength might meet, would feek us thro'.

And put us to our anfwer.

Bel. Well, 'tis done:

We'll hunt no more to-day, nor feek for danger

Where there's no profit. Pr'ythee to our rock.

You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll flay

'Till hafly Poltdore return, and bring him

To dinner prefently.

Arv, Poor fick Ftdele !

I'll willingly to him : To gain his colour

I'd let a parifh of (uch Clotens blood.

And praife my felf for charity. \Ex'it,

V o L. VI. C c Bel
•\ care
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BeL O thou goddefs.

Thou divine nature ! how thy felf thou blazon'ft

* In thefe two princely boys ? they are as gentle

* As Zephyrs blowing below the violet,

* Not wagging his fweet headj and yet as rough,

< (Their royal blood enchaPd,) as the rude wind,

* That by the top doth take the mountain pine,

* And make him ftoop to th' vale. 'Tis wonderful

* That an invifible inftind Ihould frame them
* To royalty unlearn'd, honour untaught,

* Civility not leen from other ; valour,

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop

< As if it had been fow'd. Yet ftill it's ftrange

What Cloien's being here to us portends.

Or what his death will bring us ?

Re-enter Guiderius.

Guid. Where's my brother ?

I have fent Cloten's clot-pole down the ftream.

In embaffie to his mother j his body's hoftage

For his return. [Solemn mufich

Bel. My ingenious inftrument

!

Hark Poltdore^ it founds : but what occafioa

Hath Cadwall now to give it motion ? hark,

Gmd, Is he at home ?

Bel, He went hence even now.

Guid, What does he mean ? Since death ofmy dear mother

It did not fpeak before. All folemn things

Should anlwer folemn accidents. The matter I
*

* The matter?

Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys,

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys.

Is Cadwall mad ?

SCENE V. e^ff,

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter Arviragus, with Imogen deady hearing her in hh

arms,

Bel. Look, here he comes

!

And brings the dire occafion in his arms.

Of what we blame him for.

^rv. * The bird is dead

* That we have made fb much on ! I had rather

* Have skipt from fixteen years of age, to fixty;

* And turn'd my leaping time into a crutch,

* Than have feen this.

Guid, ' Ohfweeteft, faireft lillyf

* My brother wears thee not one half fo well,

* As when thou grew'ft thy felf.

Bel. ' Oh melancholy!

* Who ever yet could found thy bottom ? find

* The ooze, to (hew what coaft thy fluggifh care

* Might easlieft harbour in? thou bleffed thing?

* Jove knows what man thou might'ft have made? but ah

* Thou dy'dft, a moft rare boy, of melancholy

!

* How found you him ?

Arv. * Stark, as you fee

:

* Thus fmiling, as (bme fly had tickled flumber,

* Not as death's dart being laugh'd at : his right cheek

* Repofing on a cufhion.

Gmd. ' Where?

Arv. ' O'th' floor:

* His arms thus leagu'd ; I thought he flept, ani^
* My clouted brogues from off my feet, whofe rudenefs

' Anfwer'd my fteps too loud.

Gusd> * Why, he but fleeps
j

C c z
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V he be gone he'll make his grave a bed,

With female Fairies will his tomb he haunted.

And worms will not come near thee.

Arv. With faireft flow'rs,

(Whilft fummer lafts, and I live here, FtdeJe,)

I'll fweeten thy fad grave. Thou (halt not lack

The flow'r that's like thy face, pale Primrofe^ nor

The azur'd Hare-bell, like thy veins ; no nor

The leaf of E^JanUne, which not to flander,

Out-fweetn'd not thy breath. The raddock would

With charitable bill (oh bill fore (haming

Thofe rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lye

Without a monument) bring thee all this,

Yea, and furr'd mofs befides. When flow'rs are none

To winter-ground thy coarfe—
Gmd, Pr'ythee have done,

And do not play in wench-like words with that

Which is fo ferious. Let us bury him,

And not protrad with admiration what

Is now due debt. To th' grave.

Arv\ Say, where fhall's lay him?

Gmd. By good Emtph'tle, our mother.

Aw. Be'tfo:

And let us, PoMore, though now our voices

Have got the mannifh crack, fing him to th' ground

As once our mother: ufe like note, and words.

Save that Eurtph'de muft be Ftdele,

Gmd. Cadwall,

I cannot fmg: I'll weep, and word it with thee 5

For notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfe

Than priefts and fanes that lie.

Jrv. We'll fpeak it then.

Beh Great griefs I fee med'cine the iefs. For Cloten
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Is quite forgot. He was a queen's Ton, boys,

And though he came our enemy, remember

Was paid for that: the mean and mighty rotting

Together have one duftj yet reverence,

(The angel of the world,) doth make diftindion

Of place 'twixt high and low. Our foe was princely.

And though you took his life, as being our foe.

Yet bury him, as a prince.

Gtnd. Pray fetch him hither.

Therfttes body is as good as AjaXy.

When neither are alive*

Arv. If you'll go fetch him^

We'll fay our fong the whilfl:: brother begin.

Gmd. Nay, Cadwall^ we muft lay his head to th' eaft j

My father hath a reafon for't.

Arv. 'Tis true.

Gmd, Come on then, and remove him.

Arv, So, begin.

SONG.
Guid. ^ Fear no more the heat o'th' fun^

* iV<?r the furtous winter''s rages
5

* Thou thy worldly task hafi done,

* Home art gone, and ta^en thy wages*

Golden lads and girls all mufl

As chimney fweepersy come to dufi,

Arv. ' Fear no more the frown o'th' great^

* Thou art pafi the tyrant's firoke i

* Care no more to cloath and eat
j

^ To thee the reed is as the oak

:

The fceptery learning, phyftck, mufi

Allfollow this^ and come to dufi^
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Guid. ' Fear no more the lightmng-flajh.

' Arv. Nor tif all dreaded thunder-ftone,

' Guid. Fear no flander^ cenfure rafh.

* Arv. Thou haft fimjh'djo'y and moan.

Both. All lovers youngy all lovers mufi

Con/ign to thee^ and come to duft,

Guid. No exorc'tfer harm thee I

Arv. And no witchcraft charm thee /

Guid. Ghoft unla'tdforbear thee /

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee /

-Both, ^iet confummation have^

And renowned he thy grave /

Enter Bellarius with the body of Cloten.

Guid. We've done our obfequies: come lay him down.

Bel. Here's a few flow'rs, but about midnight more,-

The herbs that have on them cold dew o'th' night

Are ftrewings fitt'ft for graves.— Upon their faces

—

You were as flow'rs, now withcr'd ; even fo

Thefe herbelets fhall, which we upon you ftrow.

Come on, away, apart upon our knees—

-

The ground that gave them firft, has them again :

Their pleafure here is paft, fo is their pain. [Exeunt^

S C E N E VI.

Imogen awakes.

* Yes, Sir, to Milford-Haven, which is the way ?—
^ I thank you by yond bufh— pray how far thither?

* 'Ods pittikins— can it be fix mile yet?

* I've gone all night— 'faith, I'll lye down and fleep.

* Butfoft! no bedfellow]— oh gods, and goddeffesf

[Seeing the body,

' The



Cymbeline.
* The flow'rs are like the pleafures of the world
* This bloody man the care on't. —— Sure I dream
* For fure I thought I was a cave-keeper,

* And cook to honeft creatures. 'Tis not Co:

* 'Twas but a bolt of nothing, fhot at nothing,

' Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes

* Are fometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith

' I tremble ftill with fear; but if there be

* Yet left in heav'n as fmall a drop of pity

* As a wren's eye, oh gods I a part of it .'

* The dream's here ftill ; ev'n when I wake, it is

* Without me, as within me ; not imagin'd, felt.

A headlefs man !— the garments of Pofthumu$7
I know the fhape of's leg, this is his hand.

His foot mercurial, his martial thigh.

The arms of Hercules \ but his jovial face

Murther in heav'n !— how !
—

'tis gone— P'tfamo t—

-

All curfes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks^

And mine to boot, be darted on thee! thou,

'Twas thou confpiring with that devil CloteUy

Haft here cut off my lord. To write, and read.

Be henceforth treach'rous. Damn'd P'tfamo

Hath with his forged letters damn'd P'tfamo—

~

From this the braveft veffel of the world

Struck the main top! oh Pofihumus, alas.

Where is thy head? where's that? ay me, where's that?^

P'tfamo might have kill'd thee at the heart,

And left his head on. How fliould this be, P'tfamo/'-^

'Tis he and Cloten, Malice and lucre in them

Have laid this woe here. Oh 'tis pregnant, pregnant!

The drug he gave me, which he (aid was precious

And cordial to me, have I not found it

Murd'rous to th' fenfes ? that confirms it home

;
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This is Pifamoh deed, and Cloterfs. Ohf
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood.

That we the horrider may feem to thofe

Which chance to find us. Oh, my lord! my lord?

SCENE VII.

Enter Lucius, Capta'mSy and a foothfayer.

Cap. To them, the legions garrifon'd in Gall'ta

After your will, have crofs'd the Tea, attending

You here at M'dford-Haveny with your fliips

:

They are in readinefs.

Luc, But what from Rome>

Cap, The fenate hath ftirr'd up the confiners.

And gentlemen of Italy, moft willing fpirits.

That promife noble fervice : and they come

Under the condud: of bold lacbimo,

Syenm's brother.

Luc. When exped you them ?

Cap. With the next benefit o'th' wind,

Luc. This forwardnefs

Makes our hopes fair. Command our prefent numbers

'

Be mufter'd, bid the captains look to't. Now, fir,

What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's purpofe?

Sootb. Laft night the very gods fiiew'd me a vifion

(I faft, and pray'd for their intelligence)

1 faw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd

From th' ipungy fbuth, to this part of the weft,

There vanifh'd in the fun-beams,- which portends

(Unlefs my fins abufe my divination)

Succefs to th' Roman hoft.

Luc. Dream often fo.

And never falfe,— Soft ho, what trunk is here

With-
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Without his top ? the ruin /peaks, that fbmetime

It was a worthy building. How ! a page f
—

Or dead, or fleeping on him ? but dead rather

:

For nature doth abhor to make his couch

With the defundl, or fleep upon the dead.

Let's fee the boy's face.

Cap, He's alive, my lord.

Luc, He'll then inftrud us of this body. Young one.

Inform us of the fortunes, for it feems

They crave to be demanded : who is this

Thou mak'ft thy bloody pillow ? who was he

That, otherwife than noble nature did,

Hath alter'd that goodpidure? what's thy intereft

In this fad wreck ? how came it, and who is it ?

What art thou ?

Imo, I am nothing; or if not.

Nothing to be, were better. This was my mafter,

A very valiant Britam, and a good.

That here by mountaineers lyes flain: alas!

There are no more fuch mafters : I may wander

From eaft to Occident, cry out for fervice.

Try many, all good, ferve them truly, never

Find fuch another mafter.

Luc, 'Lack, good youth!

Thou mov'ft no le(s with thy complaining, than

Thy mafter bleeding : fay his name, good friend.

Imo. Richard du Camp, If I do lye, and do

No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope {afide^

They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir?

Luc. Thy name ?

Imo, Fidele^ Sir.

Luc, Thou doft approve thy felf the very fame
j

Thy name well fits thy faith, thy faith thy name.

V o L. VI. D d Wile
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Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not fay

Thou fhalt be fo well mafter'd, but be fure

No lefs belov'd. The Roman emperor's letters

Sent by a Conful to me fhould no (boner

Than thine own worth prefer thee: go with me.

Jmo. I'll follow, Sir. But firft, an't pleafe the gods,

I'll hide my mafter from the flies as deep

As thefe poor pickaxes can dig : and when

With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha' ftrew'd his grave.

And on it faid a century of pray'rs,

(Such as I can,) twice o'er, I'll weep and figh,

And leaving fo his fervice follow you,

So pleafe you entertain me.

Lf^c. Ay, good youth,

And rather father thee, than mafter thee.

My friends.

The boy hath taught us manly duties : let us

Find out the prettieft dazied-plot we can.

And make him with our pikes and partizans

A grave
j
come, arm him : boy, he is preferr'd

By thee to us, and he (hall be interr'd

As foldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine eyes.

Some falls are means the happier to arife. [Exeufit.

SCENE VIII.

Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Gmd. The noife is round about us.

Bel. Let us from it.

j^rv. What pleafure, Sir, find we in life, to lock it

From adion and adventure ?

Gmd, Nay, what hope

Have we in hiding us ? this way the Romans
Muft
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Mufl: or for Brltalm flay us, or receive us

For barb'rous and unnatural revolters

During their u(e, and flay us after.

Bel. Sons,

We'll higher to the mountains, there (ecure us.

To the King's party there's no going j newnefs

Of Cloten's death (we being not known nor mufter'd

Among the bands) may drive us to confeflion

Where we have liv'd : and fo extort from us

That which we've done, whofe anfwer would be death

Drawn on with torture.

Gmd. This is. Sir, a doubt

(In fuch a time) nothing becoming you.

Nor fatisfying us.

Arv, It is not likely.

That when they hear the Roman horfes neigh,

Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes

And ears fo cloy'd importantly as now,

That they will wafte their time upon our note

To know from whence we are.

Bel. Oh, I am known

Of many in the army
j
many years.

Though Cloten then but young, (you fee,) not wore him

From my remembrance. And befides the King

Hath not deferv'd my fervice, nor your loves.

Who find in my exile the want of breedings

The certainty of this hard life, aye hopelefs

To have the courtefie your cradle promis'd.

But to be-ftill hot fiimmer's tanlings, and

The flirinking flaves of winter.

Gmd. Than be fb.

Better to ceafe to be. Pray, Sir, to th' army
5

I and ray brother are not known
j
your felf

D d i
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So out of thought, and thereto fo o'er-grown,

Cannot be queftion'd.

/^rv. By this fun that fhines

I'll thither,- what thing is it, that I never

Did fee man die, fcarce ever look'd on blood,

But that of coward hares hot goats and venifon ?

Never beftrid a horfe fave one, that had

A rider like my felf who ne'er wore rowel,

Nor iron on his heel ? I am alham'd

To look upon the holy fun, to have

The benefit of his bleft beams, remaining

So long a poor unknown.

GmJ. By heav'ns I'll go ;

If you will blefs me, Sir, and give me leave,

I'll take the better care; but if you will not,

The hazard therefore due fall on me, by

The hands of Romans,

Arv. So fay I, Amen.

Bel. No reafon I (fince of your lives you fet

So flight a valuation) {hould referve

My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys.

If in your country wars you chance to die,

That is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lye.

Lead, lead j the time feems long : their blood thinks fcorn

'Till it file out, and fhew them princes born. {Exeunt.

ACT
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ACTV. SCENE I.

A. Field between the Britifh and Roman Camps,

Enter Pofthumus with a bloody handkerchief.

POSTHUMUS.
E A bloody cloth, I'll keep thee ; for I wiflit

Thou fhould'ft be colour'd thus. You married

ones,

If each of you would take this courfe, how many
Muft murther wives much better than themfelves

For wrying but a little ? oh Pifanio /

Every good fervant does not all commands
No bond, but to do juft ones.—Gods! if you

Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never

Had liv'd to put on this j fo had you faved

The noble Imogen to repent, and ftruck

Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But alack

You fnatch fome hence for little faults ; that's love,

To have them fall no more
;
you fome permit

To fecond ills with ills, each worfe than other.

And make them dread it, to the doer's thrift.

But Imogen's your own : do your beft wills.

And make me bleft t'obey! I am brought hither

Among th' Italian gentry, and to fight

Againft my lady's kingdom j 'tis enough

That, Britain^ I have kill'd thy miftrefs : Peace,

I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heav'ns,

Hear patiently my purpofe. I'll difrobe me
Of
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Of thefe Italian weeds, and fuit my felf

As do's a Britain peafant fo Til fight

Againft the part I come with ; fo I'll die

For thee, O Imogen, for whom my hfe

Is every breath, a death ; and thus unknown,

Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril

My felf III dedicate. Let me make men know
More valour in me, than my habit's (how

j

Gods, put the ftrength o'th' Leonatt in me
j

To fhame the guife o'th' world, I will begin,

The fafliion, lefs without, and more within. \Exit,

Rnter Lucius, lachimo, and the Roman arm^y at one door and

the Britifh arm'^ at another : Leonatus Pofthumus following like

a poor foldier. They march over, and go out. Then enter a-

gam in skirm'ijh lachimo, and Pofthumus he vanquijheth and

difarmeth lachimo, and then leaves htm,

lach. The heavinefs and guilt within my bofbm

Takes off my manhood j I've bely'd a lady.

The princefs of this country ; and the air on't

Revengingly enfeebles me : or could this carle,

A very drudge of nature, have fubdu'd me

In my profeflion ? knighthoods, honours born.

As I wear mine, are titles but of fcorn,-

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before

This lowt, as he exceeds our lords, the odds

Is, that we fcarce are men, and you are gods. \Exit.

The battel continues the Britains fly, Cymbeline is taken then en-

ter to hh refcue, Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Bel Stand, ftand ; we have th' advantage of the ground

That lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but

a The
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The villany of our fears.

Gmd, Arv. Stand, ftand and fight.

Enter Pofthumus, and feconds the Britains. They refcue Cymbe-
line, and exeunt.

Then enter Lucius, lachimo, and Imogen.

Luc, Away, boy, from the troops, and fave thy (elf^

For friends kill friends, and the disorder's fuch

As war were hood-wink'd.

lach, 'Tis their frefli fupplies.

Luc, It is a day turn'd ftrangely. Or betimes

Let's re-inforce, or fly. [Exeunt,.

SCENE n.

Enter Pofthumus, and a Britifh lord.

Lord. Cam'ft thou from where they made the ftand ?

Pofi. I did.

Though you it feems came from the fliers.

Lord, I did.

Poft, No blame be to you, Sir, for all was loft,,

But that the heavens fought : the king himfelf

* Of his wings deftitute, the army broken

,

* And but the backs of Brttains feen 5 all flying

* Through a ftraight lane, the enemy full-hearted,

* Lolling the tongue with flaught'ring, having work
* More plentiful, than tools to do't, ftruck down
< Some mortally, fome flightly touch'd, fbme falling

< Meerly through fear, that the ftraight pa(s was damn'd
' With dead men, hurt behind ^ and cowards living

* To die with lengthened fliame.

Lord. Where was this lane ?

Pofi, Clofe by the battel, ditch'd, and wall'd with turf.

Which.
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Which gave advantage to an ancient foldier,

(An honeft: one I warrant, who deferv'd

So long a breeding as his white beard came to)

In doing this for's country. 'Thwart the lane,

He, with two ftriplings, (lads more like to run

The country Bafe, than to commit fuch flaughter,

With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer

Than thofe for prefervation cas'd, or fhame,)

Made good the palTage, cry'd to thofe that fled,

" Our Bntam hearts die flying, not our men
5

" To darknefs fleet fouls that fly backwards! ftand.

Or we are Romans, and will give you that

" Like beafts, which you fhun beafl:ly, and may fave

" But to look back in front: fl:and, fl:and— Thefe three,

Three thoufand confident, in ad: as many,-

(For three performers are the file, when all

The refl: do nothing j) with this word fl:and, ftand.

Accommodated by the place, (more charming

With their own noblenefs, which could have turn'd

A diftaff to a lance,) gilded pale looks

;

Part ftiame
;

part fpirit renew'd, that fqme turn'd coward

But by example (oh a fin in war,

Damn'd in the firft beginners) 'gan to look

The way that they did, and to grin like lions

Upon the pikes o'th' hunters. Then began

A flop i'th' chafer, a retire ; anon

A rout, confufion thick. Forthwith they flic

Chickens, the way which they ftoop'd eagles: flaves.

The ftrides the vidors made; and now our cowards

Like fragments in hard voyages, became

The life o'th' need
;
having found the back door open

Of the unguarded hearts, heav'ns, how they wound

!

Some Hain before, fome dying j fome their friends
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O'er-born i'th* former wave, ten chac'd by one,

Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty;

Thofe that would die or-ere refift, are grown

The mortal bugs o'th' field.

Lord. This was ftrange chance

A narrow lane! an old man, and two boys!

Pofi. Nay, do not wonder at it
;
you are made

Rather to wonder at the things you hear,

Than to work any. *

Lord, Farewel, you are angry.

Pofi, This is a lord ; oh noble mifery

To be i'th' field, and ask what news, of me?

To-day, how many would have given their honours

To've fav'd their carkalTes ? took heel to do't.

And yet died too. I, in mine own woe charm'd.

Could not find death where I did hear him groan,

Nor feel him where he ftruck. This ugly monfter,

'Tis ftrange he hides him in frefti cups, loft beds.

Sweet words ,• or hath more minifters than we

That draw his knives in war. Well I will find him

For being now a favourer to the Brltatriy

No more a Bri^am, I've refiim'd again

The part I came in. Fight 1 will no more.

But yield me to the verieft hind, that {hall

Once touch my ftioulder. Great the flaughter is

Than to work any.

Will you rhime upon't,

And vent it for a mockery ? here is one

:

" 7hvo boys, an old man tivice a boy, a lane,

* Preferv'd the Britains, "doas the Romans banc.

Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir.

Poft. Lack, to what end ?

Who dares not fland his foe, I'll be his friend j

For if he'll do, as he is made to do,

I know he'll quickly fly my friendfliip too.

You have put me into rhymes
Lord. Farewel, ^c.

Vol. VI. E e
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Here made by th' Roman

;
great the anfwer be,

Bnta'ms muft take. For me, my ranfom's death.

On either fide I come to fpend my breath

;

Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again,

But end it by fome means for Imogen,

Enter two Captains^ and Soldiers,

1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais'd, Lucius is taken.

'Tis thought the old man, and his fons, were angels.

2 Cap, There was a fourth man, in a filly habit,

That gave th' affront with them..

1 Cap. So 'tis reported
j

But none of 'em can be found. Stand, who's there l

Poft. A Romany

Who had not now been drooping here,- if feconds

Had anfwer'd him.

2 Cap. Lay hands on him ,• a dog,

A leg of Rome ftiall not return to tell

What crows have peck'd them here ; he brags his fervice

As if he were of note
j
bring him to th' king.

Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pifanio, and

Roman captives. The captains prefent Pofthumus to Cymbe-
line, who delivers him over to a goaler,

SCENE III.

A Prifon,

Enter Pofthumus, and two goalers,

I Goah XT'^^ ^^^^ ^ow be ftoln, you've locks upon

JL you;

So graze, as you find pafture.

2 Goal, Ay, or ftomach. [Exeunt Goalers,

Pofi.



CVMBELINE. 2ip

Poft, Moft welcome bondage! for thou art a way,

I think, to liberty j yet am I better

Than one that's fick o'th' gout, fince he had rather

Groan (6 in perpetuity than be cur'd

By th' fure phyfician, death ; who is the key

T'unbar thefe locks. My confcience thou art fetter'd

More than my {hanks and wrifts ,• you good gods give mc
The penitent inftrument to pick that bolt.

Then free for ever. Is't enough I'm fbrry ?

So children temp'ral fathers do appeafe

Gods are more full of mercy. Muft I repent ?

I cannot do it better than in gyves,

Defir'd, more than conftrain'd ^ to fatisfie

If of my freedom 'tis the main part, take

No ftridter render of me, than my all.

I know you are more clement than vile men.

Who of their broken debtors take a third,

A fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again

On their abatement ^ that's not my defire.

For Imogerfs dear life, take mine, and though

'Tis not fo dear, yet 'tis a life you coin'd it ,•

'Tween man and man they weigh not every ftamp

;

Though light, take pieces for the figure's fake.

You rather, mine being yours: and fb, great powers.

If you will take this audit, take this life.

And cancel thofe old bonds. Oh Imogen /

I'll fpeak to thee in filence.— [He Jleeps.
# * * *

SCENE
**** Henfollows aViCion, ^zMafque, and a Prophecy, ivhich interrupt the Fa-

ble ivithout the leaft necejffity^ and unmeafurahly lengthen this a£l. I think it

plainly foijled in afterwards for meer Jhow, and apparently not of Shakcfpear.

t t t.
^

Solemn mtijlck : Enter as in an apparition^ Sicilius Leonatus, father toVo^hurans,
an old man, attired like a warrior^ leading in his hand an ancient matron, his

wife, and mother to Pofthumus, with mufick before them. I'hen after othey- mu-
E e i ftck^
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SCENE IV.

Cymbeline'5 Tent.

Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus,

Pifanio, and lords,

Cym. C| T A N D by my fide, you whom the gods have made
^ Prefervers of my throne. Wo is my heart.

That the poor foldier that To richly fought,

(Whofe rags fham'd gilded arms, whofe naked breaft

Stept

ftck^ follow the two young Leonati, brothers to Pofthumus, with wounds as they

died in the wars, i'hey circle Pofthumus round as he lyes Jleeping.

Sici. No more thou thunder-mafter

Shew thy fpite, on mortal flies:

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide, that thy adulteries

Rates and revenges.

Hath my poor boy done ought but well,

Whofe face 1 never faw ?

I dy'd, whilft in the womb he ftay'd.

Attending nature's law.

Whofe father, Jove! (as men report,

Thou orphans father art)

Thou fhould'll have been, and fhielded him
From his earth-vexing fmart.

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid,

But took me in my throes,

That from me my Pofthumus ript}

Came crying 'mongft his foes,

A thing of pity!

Sici. Great nature, like his anccftry,

Moulded the ftuff fo fairj

That he deferv'd the praife o'th' world,

As great Sicilius' heir.

I Bro. When once he was mature for man.
In Britain where was he

That could ftand up his parallel.

Or rival objeft be,

In eye of Imogen.^ that beft

Could deem his dignity ?

Moth. With marriage therefore was he mockt
To be exil'd, and thrown

Fro m Leonatus' fear, and caft

From her his deareft one :

Swe2t Imogen! Sici,
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Stept before fhields of proof,) cannot be found;

He {hall be happy that can find him, if

Our grace can make him fo.

BeL I never faw

Such noble fury in (b poor a thing

:

Such precious deeds in one that promised nought

But begg'ry and poor looks.

Cym, No tidings of him ?

Pif. He hath been fearch'd among the dead and living.

But no trace of him.

Cym,

Ski. Why did you fufFer lachimo.

Slight thing of Italy,

To taint his noble heart and brain

With needlcfs jealoufie,

And to become the geek and fcorn

O'th' other's villany ?

2 £ro. For this, from ftiller feats we came,

Our parents, and us twain.

That ftriking in our country's caufe.

Fell bravely and were flain,

Our fealty and Temntlus' right,

With honour to maintain.

1 Bro. Like hardiment Pojlhumus hath

To Cymbeline perform'd j

Then Jupiter, thou king of gods,

Why haft thou thus adjourn'd

The graces for his merits due,

Being all to dolours turn'd ?

Sici. Thy cryftal window opej look out}

No longer exercife,

Upon a valiant race, thy harfli

And potent injuries.

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our fon is good,

Take off his miferies.

Sici. Peep through thy marble manfion, help,

Or we poor ghofts will cry

To th' fhining fynod of the reft,

Againgft thy deity.

2 Breth. Help, Jupiter, or we appeal,

And from thy juftice flie.

Jupiter defcencls in thunder and lightning, fitting upon an eagle
'j J:e throws a

thunder-bolt. The ghojis fall on their knees,

Jupit. No more you petty fpirits of region low
Oftend our hearing > hufh ! how dare you ghofts

Ac-
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Cym, To my grief, I am

The heir of his reward, which I will add

To you, the Hver, heart, and brain of Brha'm,

\To Bell. Guid. and Arvirag.

By whom, I grant, (he lives. 'Tis now the time

To ask of whence you are. Report it.

Bel

Accufe the thunderer, whofe bolt, you know,
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coafts.

Poor fliadows of Elizium^ hence and reft

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers.

Be not with mortal accidents oppreft,

No care of yours it is, you know 'tis ours.

Whom beft I love, I crofs i to make my gift,

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content,

Your low-laid fon our godhead will uplift:

His comforts thrive, his tryals well are fpentj

Our Jovial ftar reign'd at his birth, and in

Our temple was he married: rife, and fade!

He {hall be lord of lady Imogen,

And happier much by his affliction made.
This tablet lay upon his breaft, wherein LJup. drops a tablet.

Our pleafure, his full fortune, doth confine.

And fo away, no farther with your din

Exprefs impatience, left you ftir up mine

;

Mount eagle, to my palace cryftalline. \_Afcends.

Sici. He cam.e in thunder, his coeleftical breath

Was fulphurous to fmell j the holy eagle

Stoop'd, as to foot us : his afcenfion is

More fweet than our bleft fields j his royal bird

Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak,

As when his god is pleas'd.

^11. Thanks, Jupiter.

Sici. The marble pavement clofes, he is enter'd

His radiant roof : away, and to be bleft

Lec us with care perform his great beheft. [F'anijh.

Pofi. Sleep, thou haft been a grandfire, and begot
A f iher to me: and thou haft created

A mother, and two brothers. But, oh fcorn!

Gone they went hence fo foon as they were bornj
And fo I am awake Poor wretches that depend
On greatnefs favour, dream as I have done,

Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I fwerve:
Many dream not to find, neither deferve.

And yet are fteep'd in favours ; fo am I

Thar have tliis golden chance, and know not why
What fairies haunt this ground ? a book ! oh rare one

!

3 Be
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BeL Sir,

In Cambna are we born, and gentlemen :

Further to boaft, were neither true nor modeft,

Unlefs I add, we're honeft.

Cym, Bow your knees,

Arife my knights o'th' battel, I create you

Com^

Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment
Nobler than that it covers, I^et thy efFe£ts

So follow, to be moft unlike our courtiers.

As good as promife.

[Reads.]

WHEN as the lion's whelp Jhall, to himfelf unknown^ without feeking find,
and be embraced by a piece of tender air j and when from a fiately cedar

Jhall be lopt branches^ which being dead many years, fhall after revive, be jointed

to the old flock, and freply grow, then fhall Pofthumus end his miferies, Britain be

fortunate, andflourifh in peace and plenty.

'Tis ftill a dream i or elfe fuch ftufF as mad-men
Tongue, and brain nor: do either both, or nothing

5

Or fenfelefs fpcaking, or a fpeaking fuch

As fenfe cannot untie. But what it is,

The aftion of my life is like it, which I'll keep
If but for fympathy.

Enter Goaler.

Goal. Come, Sir, are you ready for death ?

Poft. Ovcr-roafted rather : ready long ago.

Goal. Hanging is the word, Sirj if you be ready for that, you are well cookt.
Poji. So if I prove a good repaft to the fpe£tators, the difh pays the {hot.

Goal. A heavy reckoning for you, Sir, but the comfort is, you fhall be called

to no more payments, fear no more tavern bills, which are often the fxdnefs of
parting, as the procuring of mirth j you came in faint for want of meat, depart

reeling with too much drink j forry that you have paid too much, and forry

that you are paid too much i purfe and brain, both empty > the brain the heavier,

for being too light} the purfe too light, being drawn of heavinefs. Oh, of
this contradiftion you fhall now be quit: oh the charity of a penny cord, ic

fums up thoufands in a trice j you have no true debtor, and creditor, but .»:}

of what's paft, is, and to come, the difchargej y»ur neck, Sir, is pen, book,
and counters i fo the acquittance follows.

Poft. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live.

Goal. Indeed, Sir, he that fleeps, feels not the tooth-ache ; but a man that

were to flecp your lleep, and a hangman to help him to bed, I think he would
change places with his officer : for look you. Sir, you know not which way
you fhall go.

Peft. Yes indeed do I, fellow.

Goal. Your death has eyes in's head thenj I have not feen him fo pi6lur'd:

you muit either be direded by fome that take upon them to knowj or to

take
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Companions to our perfon, and will fit you

With dignities becoming your eftates.

Enter Cornelius and Lad'tes,

There's bufinefs in thefe faces : why fo fadly

Greet you our victory ? you look like Romamy
And not o'th' court of Bntam.

Cor. Hail, great king !

To four your happinefs, I muft report

The queen is dead.

Cym. Whom worfe than a phyfician

Would this report become? but I confider,

By med'cine life may be prolong'd, yet death

Will feize the do6tor too. How ended fhe ?

Cor, With horror, madly dying, like her felf,

Who being cruel to the world, concluded

Moft cruel to her felf. What (he confeft,

I will report, fo pleafe you. Thefe her women

Can trip me, if I err j who with wet cheeks

Were prefent when flie finifh'd.

Cym. Pr'ythee fay.

t.ike upon your felf that which I am fure you do not knowj 'or lump the af-

ter-enquiry on your own peril j and how you fhall fpeed in your journy's-end,

I think you'll never return to tell one.

Pojl. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes, to dire6fc them the way
I am going, but fuch as wink, and will not ufe them.

Coal. What an infinite mock is this, that a manfhould have the beft ufe of
eyes, to feek the way of blindnefs : I am fure fuch hanging's the way ofwinking.

Enter a mejfenger.

Mef. Knock off his manacles, bring your prifoner to the king.

Pofl. Thou bring'll good news, I am called to be made free.

Goal. I'll be hang'd then.

Poft. Thou fhalt be then freer than a goaler: no bolts for the dead. \_Exeunt.

Goal. Unlefs a man would marry a gallows, and beget young gibbets, I ne-

ver faw one fo prone. Yet on my confcience, there are verier knaves defire to

live, for all he be a Roman: and there be fome of them too that die againft

their wills-, fo iliould I, if I were one. I would we were all of one mind,

and one mind good j O there were defolation of goalers and gallowfesj Ifpeak
againft my prelent profit, but my wifh hath a preferment in't. {Exit.SCENE IV. '^c.

Cor,
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Cor, Firft, flie confefs'd fhe neter lov'd you, only

AfFed:ed greatnefs got by you, not you

:

Married your royalty, wife to your place,

Abhorr'd your perfon.

Cym. She alone knew this

:

And but {he (poke it dying, I would not

Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed.

Cor. Your daughter, whom (he bore in hand to love

With (iich integrity, fhe did confefs

Was as a fcorpion to her fight, whole life.

But that her flight prevented it, fhe had

Ta'en off by poifon.

Cyw. O moft delicate fiend

!

Who is'c can read a woman ? is there more ?

Cor. More, Sir, and worfe. She did confe(s fhe had

For you a mortal mineral, which being took

Should by the minute feed on life, and lingring

By inches wafte you. In which time fhe purpos'd

By watching, weeping, tendance, kifling, to

O'ercome you with her fhew : yes, and in time

When fhe had fitted you with her craft, to work

Her fon into th' adoption of the crown :

But failing of her end by his ftrange abfence.

Grew fliamelefs, defperate^ open'd in defpight

Of heav'n and men, her purpofes : repented

The ills fhe hatch'd were not effected : fb

Defpairing, dy'd.

C'ym. Heard you all this, her women ?

Lady. We did, fb pleafe your highnefs.

Cym. Mine eyes

Were not in fault, for fhe was beautiful

:

Mine ears, that heard her flattery, nor my heart.

That thought her like her feeming. It had been vicious

V o L VI. F f
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To have miftrufted her. Yet oh my daughter

!

That it was folly in me, thou may'ft fay,

And prove it in thy feeling. Heav'n mend all \

SCENE V.

Enter Lucius, lachimo, afid other Roman prlfoners, Le
onatus behind, and Imogen.

Thou com'ft not, Caim, now for tribute j that

The Britains have rac'd out, though with the lofs

Ofmany a bold one j whofe kinfmen have made fuit

That their good fouls may be appeas'd with flaughter

Of you their captives, which our felf have granted.

So think of your eftate.

Luc, Confider, Sir, the chance of war ; the day

Was yours by accident : had it gone with us,

We (hould not, when the blood was cool, have threatned

Our pris'ners with the fword. But fince the gods

W^ill have it thus, that nothing but our lives

May be call'd ranfome, let it come. Sufiiceth,

A Roman with a Romans heart can fuffer.

Augufim lives to think on't. And (b much

For my peculiar care. This one thing only

I will intreat ;
my boy, a Britain born.

Let him be ranfbm'd ^ never mafter had

A page fo kind, fo duteous, diligent.

So tender over his occafions, true.

So feat, fo nurfe-like let his virtue join

With my requeft, which 111 make bold your highnefs

Cannot deny : he hath done no Britain harm,

Though he hath ferv'd a Roman. Save him, Sir,

And (pare no blood befide.

Cyn, Tve furely feen him

;

His favour is familiar to me. Boyj
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Thou haft looked thy felf into my grace.

And art mine own. I know not why, nor wherefore

To fay, live boy : ne'er thank thy mafter, live ;

And ask of Cyml?e/me what boon thou wilt.

Fitting my bounty, and thy ftate, I'll give it

:

Yea, though thou do demand a prifoner.

The nobleft ta'en.

Imo, I humbly thank your highnefs.

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad,

And yet I know thou wilt.

Imo. No, no, alack.

There's other work in handj I fee a thing

Bitter to me as death ;
your life, good mafter,

Muft fliuffle for it felf.

Ltic. The boy difdains me.

He leaves me, Icorns me : briefly die their joys.

That place them on the truth of girls and boys !

Why ftands he (6 perplext ?

Cym. What wouldft thou, boy ?

I love thee more and more : think more and more.

What's beft to ask. Know'ft him thou look'ft on ? fpeak

Wilt have him live ? is he thy kin ? thy friend ?

Iwo. He is a Roman, no more kin to me.

Than 1 to your highnefs, who being born your vaffal

Am fomething nearer.

Cym, Wherefore eye'ft him fo ?

Imo. I'll tell you, Sir, in private, if you pleafe

To give me hearing.

Cym. Ay, with all my heart,

And lend my beft attention. What's thy name?

Imo, Fidele, Sir.

Cym. Thou'rt my good youth, my page,

I'll be thy mafter: walk with me, fpeak freely.

Ff 2
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Bel, Is not this boy reviv'd from death ?

Arv. One fand another

Not more refembles that fweet rofie lad,

Who dy'd, and was Fidele, What think you ?

Guid. The fame dead thing alive.

BeL Peace, peace, fee more ^ he eyes us not, forbear.

Creatures may be alike : were't he, I'm fure

He would have fpoke t'us.

Gmd. But we faw him dead.

BeL Be filent : let's fee further.

Pif. 'Tis my miftrefs \afide.

Since (he is living, let the time run on,

To good, or bad.

Cym. Come, ftand thou by our fide.

Make thy demand aloud. Sir, ftep you forth, \To lach.

Give anfwer to this boy, and do it freely.

Or by our greatnefs and the grace of it

Which is our honour, bitter torture fliall

Winnow the truth from fahhood. On, (peak to him.

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render

Of whom he had this ring.

Poft. What's that to him ?

Cjm. That diamond upon your finger, fay

How came it yours ?

lach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unfpoken, that

Which to be fpoke would torture thee.

C'ym. How ? me
lach. I'm glad to be conftrain'd to utter what

Torments me to conceal. By villany

I got this ringi 'twas Leonatus' jewel.

Whom thou didft banifh : and, (which more may grieve thee.

As it doth me) a nobler Sir ne'er Hv'd

'Twixt sky and ground. Will you hear more, my lord ?
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Cjm, All that belongs to this.

lach. That paragon, thy daughter,

For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirits

Quail to remember— give me leave, I faint [Swoom,

Cym, My daughter, what of her ? renew thy ftrength.

Pad rather thou fhouldft live while nature will.

Than die ere I hear more: ftrive man, and fpeak.

lach. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock

That ftruck the hour) it was in Rome, (accurs'd

The manfion where) 'twas at a feaft, (oh would

Our viands had been poifon'd ! or at leaft

Thofe which I heav'd to head :) the good Poflhumm
What fhould I fay ? he was too good to be

Where ill men were, and was the beft of all

Amongft the rar'ft of good ones fitting fadly.

Hearing us praife our loves of Ital^y

For beauty, that made barren the fwell'd boaft

Of him that beft could fpeak \ for feature, laming

The fhrine of Venusy or ftraight-pight M'merva-y

Poftures, beyond brief nature ^ for condition,

A fhop of all the qualities, that man
Loves woman for j befides that hook of wiving, -

Fairnefs, which ftrikes the eye

C'ym. I ftand on fire.

Come to the matter.

lach. All too foon I (ball,

Unlefs thou wouldft grieve quickly. This PofthumuSy

(Moft like a noble lord in love, and one

That had a royal lover) took his hint
5

And, not difpraifing whom we prais'd, (therein

He was as calm as virtue) he began

His miftrefh' pidure j which by his tongue made.

And then a mind put in'tj either our brags

Were
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Were crack'd of kitching-trulls, or his defcription

Prov'd us unfpeaking fots.

Cym. Nay, nay, to th'purpofe.

lach. Your daughter's chaftity ; there it begins

:

He (pake of her, as D'mn had hot dreams,

And fhe alone were cold
;

whereat, I wretch

Made fcruple of his praife, and wag'd with him
Pieces of gold, 'gainft this which then he wore

Upon his honoured finger, to attain

In fuit the place of's bed, and win this ring,

By hers and mine adultery. He, true knight.

No lefTer of her honour confident

Than I did truly find her, (lakes this ring,

(And would fb, had it been a carbuncle

Of Phdehus^ wheel ; and might (b fafely, had it

Been all the worth of's car.) Away to Britain

Poft I in this defign : well may you. Sir,

Remember me at court, where I was taught

By your chafte daughter the wide difference

'Twixt amorous, and villainous. Being thus quench'

Of hope, not longing; mine Italian brain

'Gan in your duller Br'tta'm operate

Moft vilely : for my vantage excellent.

And to be brief, my pradice fo prevail'd.

That I return'd with fimular proof enough

To make the noble Leonatus mad,

By wounding his belief in her renown,

With tokens thus, and thus,- averring notes

Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet

(Oh cunning how I got it) nay fome marks

Of fecret on her perfon, that he could not

But think her bond of chaftity quite crack'd,

I having ta'en the forfeit
;
whereupon,

4
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Methinks I fee him now—
Pofi. Ay, fo thou do'ft, [Com'mg forward.

Italtan fiend! ay me, moft credulous fool.

Egregious murtherer, thief, any thing

That's due to all the villains paft, in being,

To come oh give me cord, or knife, or poifon.

Some upright jufticer! Thou king, fend out

For torturers ingenious \ it is I

That all th'abhorred things o'th' earth amend,

By being worfe than they. I am Poflhumm^

That kill'd thy daughter ; villain-like, I lie,

That caus'd a lelTer villain than my felf

A facrilegious thief to do't. The temple

Of virtue was {he, yea, and fhe her felf

—

Spit, and throw ftones, caft myre upon me, fet

The dogs o'th' ftreet to bait me : every villain

Be call'd Pofihumus LeonatuSy and

Be villainy le(s than 'twas. Oh Imogen /

My queen, my life, my wife! oh Imogen^

Imogen^ Imogen /

Imo. Peace, my lord, hear, hear

—

Pofi. Shall's have a play of this?

Thou fcornful page, there lie thy part. \StrtJLmg her^ Jhe falls,

P'ff, Oh gentlemen, help.

Mine and your miftrefs Oh, my lord Pofihumus /

You ne'er kill'd Imogen 'till now— help, help.

Mine honour'd lady—
C'ym. Does the world go round ?

Pofi, How come thefe ftaggers on me ?

Pif. Wake, my miftrefs.

C^m. If this be fo, the gods do mean to ftrike me

To death with mortal joy.

Pif, How fares my miftrefs?

Imo,
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Imo. Oh get thee from my fight,

Thou gav'ft me poifon : dang'rous fellow hence.

Breathe not where princes are.

Cym» The tune of Imogen /

P'lf. Lady, the gods throw ftones of fulphur on me,

If what I gave you was not thought by me
A precious thing, I had it from the queen.

C'ym, New matter ftill ?

Imo. It poifbn'd me.

Cor. Oh gods!

I left out one thing which the queen confefs'd.

Which muft approve thee honeft. If Pifamo

Have, faid fhe, giv'n his miftrefs that confed:ion

Which I gave him for cordial, ihe is ferv'd

As I would ferve a rat.

Cym. What's this, Cornelius')

Cor, The queen, Sir, very oft importun'd me
To temper poifons for her 3 ftill pretending

The fatisfadion of her knowledge, only

In kiUing creatures vile, as cats and dogs

Of no efteem^ I dreading that her purpofe

Was ofmore danger, did compound for her

A certain ftuif, which being ta'en would feize

The prefent power of life, but in fhort time

/ill offices of nature fliould again

Do their due fundions. Have you ta'en of it.^

Imo, Moft like I did, for I was dead.

Bel. My boys, there was our error.

Gu'id. This is fure Fidele.

Imo, Why did you throw your wedded lady from you

Think that you. are upon a rock, and now

Throw me again.

Pofl, Hang there like fruit, my foul,

^Till the tree die!
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Cym. How now, my flefli? my child?

What, mak'ft thou me a dullard in this ad ?

Wilt thou not fpeak to me?

Imo. Your bleffing, Sir. [Kneelmg.

BeL Tho' you did love this youth, I blame you not.

You had a motive for't. \To Guid. Arvir,

Cym. My tears that fall

Prove holy-water on thee^ Imogen^

Thy mother's dead.

Imo, I'm fbrry for't, my lord.

C'ym. Oh, fhe was naught ; and long of her it was

That we meet here fo ftrangely ; but her fbn

Is gone, we know not how, nor where.

Ptf. My lord.

Now fear is from me, I'll fpeak truth. Lord Cloten,

Upon my lady's miffing, came ro me
With his fword drawn, foam'a at chc mouth, and fwore

If I difcover'd not which way (he went

It was my inftant death. By accident

I had a feigned letter of my mafter's

Then in my pocket, which direded her

To feek him on the mountains near to M'tlford:

Where in a frenzy, in my mafter's garments,

Which he inforc'd from me, away he pofts

With unchafte purpofe, and with oath to violate

My lady's honour : What became of him,

I further know not.

Gu'td, Let me end the ftory ,•

I flew him there.

C|yw. Marry, the gods forefend.

I would not thy good deeds fliould from my lips

Pluck a hard fentence : pr'ythee valiant youth

Deny't again.

V o L. VI, G g Gi/id.
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Gutd. I've fpoke it, arid I did it.

Ojm. He was a prince.

Gu'td. A moft incivil one. The wrongs he did me
Were nothing prince-like 5 for he did provoke me
With language that would make me (pura the (ea,

Could it fo roar to me. I cut off's head.

And am right glad he is not (landing here

To tell this tale of mine.

C^m. I'm forty for thee
j

By thine own tongue thou art condtrtin'd, a&d maft

Endure our law : thou'rt dead.

Imo, That headlefs man
I thought had been my lord.

C^m. Bind the offender,

And take him from our prelence.

Bel. Stay, Sir King,

This man is better than the man he flew.

As well defcended as thy felf, and hath

More of thee merited, than a band of Clottns

Had ever fear for. Let his arms alone,

They were not born for bondage.

C^m. Why old foidtet

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for,

By tafting of our wrath ? how of defcent

As good as we ?

Arv. In that he fpake too far.

Ojm, And thou {halt die for't.

Bel We will die all three.

But I will prove that two on's are as good

As I've giv'n out of him. My fons, I muft.

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous fpeech,

Though haply well for you.

Arv. Your danger's ours.
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Gmd. And our good his.

Bel. Have at it then, by leave

:

Thou hadft, great king, a fabje<a, who was call'd

Bellar'ms,

Cym. What of him ? a banifh'd traitor.

Bel. He it is that hath

AfTum'd this age j indeed a bani(h*d man,
I know not how a traitor.

Cym. Take him hence,

The whole world (hall not fave him.

Bel. Not too hot

:

Firft pay me for the nurfing of thy fbns.

And let it be confifcate all, (b (bon

As I've receiv'd it.

Cym, Nurfing ofmy (bns ?

Bel. I am too blunt, and fawcy j here's my knee

:

Ere I arife, I will prefer my fons.

Then Ipare not the old father. Mighty Sir,

Thefe two young gentlemen that call me father

And think they are my fons, are none of mine.

They are the ilTue of your loins, my liege.

And blood of your begetting.

Cym. How ? my iffue ?

Bel. So fure as you, your father's : I, old Morgan,

Am that Bellartus whom you fbmetime banifli'd ,•

Your pleafure was my near offence, my punifliment

It felf, and all my treafon : That I fuflfer'd.

Was all the harm I did. Thefe gentle princes,

(For fuch and fo they are,) thefe twenty years

Have I train'd up j fuch arts they have, as I

Could put into them. Sir, my breedingwas.

As your Grace knows. Their nurfe Euriphiky

Whom for the theft I wedded, ftole thefe children

Gg z
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upon my banifhment : I mov'd her to'c.

Having receiv'd the punifhment before

For that which I did then. Beaten for loyalty,

Excited me to treafon. Their dear lofs,

The more of you 'twas felt, the more it fhap'd

Unto my end of dealing them. But Sir,

Here are your fons again 5 and I muft lofe

Two of the fweet'ft companions in the world.

The benedidion of thefe covering heav'ns

Fall on their heads like dew! for they are worthy

To in-lay heav'n with ftars.

Cym. Thou weep'ft, and fpeak'ft

:

The fervice that you three have done, is more

Unlike, than this thou tell'ft. I loft my children

If thefe be they, I know not how to wifh

A pair of worthier (bns.

Bel. Be pleas'd a while—
This gentleman, whom I call PoUdore,

Moft worthy prince, as yours, is true Gutder'tm :

This gentleman, my Cadwally Arvtragus^

Your younger princely fon
j

he. Sir, was lapt

In a moft curious mantle, wrought by th' hand

Of his queen-mother, which for more probation

I can with eafe produce.

C'^m. Gmdenm had

Upon his neck a mole, a fanguine ftar.

It was a mark of wonder.

Bel. This is he
^

Who hath upon him ftill that nat'ral ftamp:

It was wife nature's end, in the donation,

To be his evidence now.

C'ym. Oh, what am I

A mother to the birth of three ? ne'er mother
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Rejoic'd deliverance more j bleft may you be,

That after this ftrange ftarting from your orbs,

You may reign in them now: oh Imogen

y

Thou'aft loft by this a kingdom.

Imo. No, my lord :

I've got two worlds by't. Oh my gentle brothers,

Have we thus met ? oh never fay hereafter

But I am trueft (peaker. You call'd me brother

When I was but your fifter : I, you brother,

.

When ye were (b indeed.

C^m. Did you e'er meet.>

Arv, Ay, my good lord.

Gmd. And at firft meeting lov'd,

Continu'd (b, until we thought he died.

Cor. By the queen's dram flie fwallow'd.

C^m, O rare inftindt I

When fliall I hear all through ? this fierce abridgment

Hath to it circumftantial branches, which

Diftindlion fhould be rich in. Where f how liv'd you

And when came you to ferve our Roman captive ?

How parted with your brothers ? how firft met them ?

Why fled you from the court ? and whether thefe ?

And your three motives to the battel ? with

I know not how much more (hould be demanded,

,

And all the other By-dependances

From chance to chance ? but not the time nor place

Will ferve long interrogatories. See,

Pofihumus anchors upon Imogen
;

And (he, like harmlefs lightning, throws her eye

On him, her brothers, me, her mafter
j

hitting

Each obje6t with a joy. The counter-change

Is fev'rally in all. Let's quit this ground,

And fmoak the temple with our facrifices.
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Thou art my brother, fo well hold thee ever.

Imo, You are my father too, and did relieve me,

To fee this gracious (eafon!

C'ym. All o'er-joy'd,

Save thefe in bonds : let them be joyful too.

For they fhall tafte our comfort.

Imo, My good mailer,

I will yet do you fervice.

Luc. Happy be you \

Cym. The forlorn fbldier that fo nobly fought

He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd

The thankings of a king.

Poft. 'Tis I am, Sir,

The foldier that did company thefe three

In poor befeeming : 'twas a fitment for

The purpofe I then foUow'd. That I was he.

Speak, lach'imoy I had you down, and might

Have made your finifli.

lach. I am down again :

But now my heavy confcience finks my knee.

As then your force did. Take that life, befeech you

Which I (b often owe: but your ring firft.

And here your bracelet of the trueft princefs

That ever fwore her faith.

Pofl, Kneel not to me:

The power that I have on you, is to (pare you:

The malice tow'rds you, to forgive you. Live,

And deal with others better.

Cym. Nobly doom'd

:

We'll learn our freenefs of a fon-in-law;

Pardon's the word to all.

Arv. You help'd us, Sir,

As you did mean indeed to be our brother,
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Joy'd are we, thit ydu are.

Pofi. Your fervant, princes. *

Cym. My peace we will begiti: and Cam Lucius,
Although the vidor, we fubrtiit to Cgefiif,

And to the Roman empire
^ proitiifing

To pay our wonted tribute, from the which
We were dilTuaded by out wicked Queen,
On whom heav'n's jiiftice (both on her, and hers)

Hath laid moft heavy hand.

* -Pojl. Your fervant, princes.
'

Good ray lord of Rome
Call forth your Soothfayer: as I flept, methought
Great Jupiter upon his eagle back'd

Appear'd to me, with other fprightly fheWs
Of mine own kindred. When I wak'd, I fouiid

This label on my bofom j whofe containing
Is fo from fenfe in hardnefs, tliat I can
Make no colleftion of it. Let bim fhew
His skill in the conftruftion.

Luc. Philarmoms.
Sooth. Here, my good lord.

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning.

[Reads.]

WHEN as a lion's whelp Jhall, to himfelf unknown, without feeking find^^^

and be embraced by a piece of tender air \ and when from a flately ce^ar

Jhall be lopt branches, which being dead tkany yetirs, Jhall after revive, he joinred

'io the old ftock, aHd frejhly grow, then Jhall Pofthumus end his miferies, Britain be

fortunate, and Jlourijh in peace and plenty.

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp j

The fit and apt conftrudion of thy name
Being Leonatus, doth import fo much :

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter,

Which we call Mollis Aer^ and Mollis Aer
We term it Mulier : whicn IS^ulier I divfn'd

Is this moft conftant wife, who even nbfv

Anfwering the letter of tile oraclfe,

Unknown to you, unfoaght, were c)tvpX "about

With this moft tender air.

Cym. This hath fome feeming.

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal CyMhelirie,

Perfonates theej and thy lopt branches, point

Thy two fons forth : who by Bellarius ftoll'n.

For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd.

To the majeftick cedar join'd j whofe ilTue

Promifes Britain peace and plenty.

Cfm. My peace we will begin

:

Sooth-
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' Soothfayer. The fingers of the powers above do tune

The harmony of this peace: the vifion

Which I made known to Lucius ere the ftroke

Of this yet fcarce-cold battel, at this inftanc

Is full accomplifh'd. For the Roman eagle

From fbuth to weft on wing (baring aloft

LefTen'd her (elf, and in the beams o'th' fun

So vanifli'dj which fore -fhew'd our princely eagle,

Th' imperial Cdefar^ fhould again unite

His favour with the radiant Cymbelme^

Which fliines here in the weft.

Cym, Laud we the gods

:

And let the crooked fmoaks climb to their noftrils

From our bleft altars. Publifti we this peace

To all our fubjeds. Set we forward : let

A Roman and a Br'tttjh enfign wave

Friendly together ; fo through Lud's town march.

And in the temple of great Jupiter

Our peace we'll ratifie. Seal it with feafts.

Set on there : Never was a war did ceafe

Ere bloody hands were wafti'd, with fuch a peace.

[Exeunt omnes.

ROMEO



ROMEO
AND

JULIET-

Vol. VI. PRO





PROLOGUE.
TWO HouJhoUs, both alike in Dignityy

In fair Verona, {where we lay our Scene)

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny
y

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean*

From forth the fatal loins of thefe two foesy

Apair ofJlar-crofs'd lovers take their life ^

Whofe mif-adventur'd pitious overthrows^

Doy with their death, bury their parents firife.

The fearful paffage oftheir death-mark'd love.

And the continuance of their parents rage.

Which but their childrens end nought could remove

y

Is now the two hours traffick of our flage.

The which if you with patient ears attend^

What here fhall mifsy our toil Jhall ftrive to mend.

Hh X Dramatis



Dramatis Pcrfonae

E S C A L U S, Trince Verona.
Paris, a young Nobleman in love with Juliet, and kinfmnn to the Trince,
Mountague, p
Capulet, S

'^'^^ Lords of ancient families^ Enemies to each other,

Romeo, Son to Mountague.

Mercutio, Kinfinan to the Trince^ andfriend to Romeo.
Benvolio, Kin/man andfriend to Romeo.
Tibalt, Kinfman to Capulet.

Friar Lawrence.

Friar John.

Balthafar, Servant to Romeo.
Tage to Paris.

Sampfon,
^Servants to Capulet.

Gregory, 3 ^

Abram, Servant to Mountague.
Apothecary.

Mountague, Wife to Mountague.

Lady Capulet, Wife to Capulet.

Juliet, iiaiighter to Capulet, in love with Romeo.
Nurfe to Juliet.

Ctttzem of Verona, feveral men and women relations to Capulet,

Maskers^ guards^ and other attendants.

The S C E N E5 m the beginning of the fifth aB^
is in Mantua ;

during all the reft of the plaj^

in and near Verona.

The Plot taken from an Italian Novel of Bandello.



RO M EO and JULIET.

ACT I. SCENE I.

The Street in Verona.

Enter Sampfon and Gregory, with /words and bucklers^

two fervants of the Capulets.

Sampson.
R EGORT on my word we'll not carry coals.

Greg. No, for then we fhould be colliers.

Sam. I ftrike quickly, being mov'd.

Greg. But thou art not quickly mov'd to ftrike.

Sam. A dog of the houfe of Mountague moves

me.

Greg. To move, is to ftir; and to be valiant, is toftand:

therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou runn'ft away.

Sam. A dog of that houfe fhall move me to ftand : I will take

the wall of any man or maid of Mountague'^.

Greg. That fhews thee a weak (lave, for the weakeft goes to

the wall.

Sam. True, and therefore women, being the weakeft veffels,

are ever thruft to the wall : therefore I will pufti Momtague'% men
from
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from the wall, and thruft his maids to the wall.

Greg. The quarrel is between our mafters, and us their men.

Sam. 'Tis all one, I will fhew my felf a tyrant; when I have

fought with the men, I will be * cruel with the maids, and cut

off their heads.

Greg. The heads of the maids?

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden-heads, take

it in what fenfe thou wilt.

Greg. They muft take it in fenfe that feel it.

Sam. Me they fliall feel while I am able to ftand: and 'tis

known I am a pretty piece of fle(h.

Greg. 'Tis well thou art not fifli : if thou hadft, thou hadft

been Poor John. Draw thy tool, here comes of the houfe of

the Momtagues.

Enter Abram and Balthafar.

Sam. My naked weapon is out,* quarrel, I will back thee.

Greg. How : turn thy back and run ?

Sam. Fear me not.

Greg. No, marry: I fear thee.

Sam. Let us take the law of our fides: let them begin.

Greg. I will frown as I pafs by, and let them take it as they

lift.

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at them,

which is a difgrace to them, if they bear it.

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us. Sir }

Sam. I do bite my thumb, Sir.

y^br. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir ?

Sam. Is the law on our fide, if I fay ay ?

Greg. No.

Sam. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you^ Sir : but I bite

my thumb. Sir.

Greg. Do you quarrel. Sir ?

* civiL
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^hr» Quarrel, Sir? no, Sir,

Sam. If you do, Sir, I am for you I ferve as good a maa
as you.

Abr. No better >

Sam, Well, Sir.

:(; Enter Benvoiio.

Greg, Say better : here comes one ofmy matter's kinfmen.

Sam, Yes, better, Sir.

Abr, You lie.

Sam, Draw, if you be men. Gregory^ remember thy fwafii-

ing blow. \They fight.

Ben, Part, fools, put up your (words, you know not what
you do.

Enter Tybalt.

Tyh, What, art thou drawn among thefe heartlefs hinds ?

Turn thee, BenvoUo, look upon thy death.

Ben, I do but keep the peace
j
put up thy fword.

Or manage it to part thefe men with me.

Tyb. What draw, and talk of peace ? I hate the word

As I hate hell, all Mountagues and thee:

Have at thee, coward. [fight.

Enter three or four citizens with clubs,

Offic. Clubs, bills, and partifans! ftrike! beat them down,

Down with the CapuktSy down with the Mountagues,

Enter old Capulet in his gown, and lady Capulet.

Cap, What noife is this ? give me my long fword, ho ?

ha. Cap. A crutch, a crutch : why call you for a fword 1

Cap, A fword, I fay : old Mountague is come,

And flourilhes his blade in fpight of me.

Enter
\ Much of this Scene is added fince the\firft edition y but probably [by Shakefpear,

Jince we find it in that of the year ifpp.
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Enter old Mountague and lady Mountague.

Mom, Thou villain, Capulet Hold me not, let me go.

La Mom, Thou (halt not ftir a foot to feek a foe.

Enter Prince whh attendants^

Pr'm. Rebellious (ubjeds, enemies to peace,

Prophaners of this neighbour-ftained fteel—
Will they not hear ? what ho, you men, you beafts,

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage.

With purple fountains ifTuing from your veins :

On pain of torture, from thefe bloody hands

Throw your mif^temper'd weapons to the ground,

And hear the fentence of your moved prince.

Three civil broils, bred of an airy word.

By thee, old Capulet, and Mountague,

Have thrice difturb'd the quiet of our ftreets.

And made Ferona^s, antient citizens

Caft by their grave befeeming ornaments ;
*

If ever you difturb our ftreets again.

Your lives fhall pay the forfeit of the peace.

For this time all the reft depart away.

You, Capulet
J

ftiall go along with me

;

And, Mountague, come you this afternoon.

To know our further plealiire in this cafe,

To old Free-town, our common judgment-place

:

Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.

* befeeming ornaments,

To wield old partizans, in hands as old,

Cankred with peace, to part your cankred-hate }

If ever you ^c,

[Exeunt Prince <?W Capulet,

SCENE
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SCENE II.

La Moun. Who fet this ancient quarrel new abroach?

Speak, nephew, were you by when it began ?

Ben, Here were the fervants of your adverfary,

And yours, clofe fighting, ere I did approach
j

I drew to part them : In the inftant came

The fiery Tthalty with his fvvord prepar'd,

Which as he breath'd defiance to my ears,
^

He fwung about his head, and cut the winds.

While we were interchanging thrufts and blows,

Came more and more, and fought on part and part,

'Till the Prince came.

La, Moun. O where is Romeo /

Right glad am I, he was not at this fray.

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worfhipp'd (un

Peep'd through the golden window of the Eaft,

A troubled mind drew me from company;

Where underneath the grove of fycamour.

That weftward rooteth from this city fide,

. So early walking did I fee your fon.

Tow'rds him I made, but he was 'ware of me,

And ftole into the covert of the wood.

I meafuring his afFe(5tions by my own,
^ That moft are bufied when they're mofl: alone,

Pur(ued my humour, not purfuing his

t And gladly ftiun'd, who gladly fled from me.

Moun. Many a morning hath he there been (een

With tears augmenting the fre(K morning dew j

^ Edition ifpy. Inftead of which it is in the other editions thus.— by my own.
Which then moft fought, where moft might not be found,

Being one too many by my weary felF,

Purfued my humour, t^c.

t 'the ten lines following not in Ed. I fpy, hut in the next of i fpp.

^ VI. li But
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But all fo foot! as the all-cheering fiin

Should, in the fartheft eaft, begin to draw

The fhady curtains from Aurora'^ bed

Away from light fteals home my heavy fon,

And private in his chamber pens himfelfj

Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-light out.

And makes himfelf an artificial night.

Black and portentous mud this humour prove,

Unlefs good counfel may the caufc remove.

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the caufe?

Moun, 1 neither know it, nor can learn it of him*

f Ben. Have you importun'd him by any means?

Mom Both by my felf and many other friends j

But he, his own afFe(5tion's counfellor.

Is to himfelf (I will not fay how true)

But to himfelf fo fecret and (b clofe.

So far from founding and difcoveryj

As is the bud bit with an envious worm,

Ere he can fpread his fweet leaves to the air.

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame.

Could we but learn from whence his fbrrows grow,,

We would as willingly give cure, as know.

Enter Romeo.

Ben, See where he comes : fb pleafe you ftep a/ide,,

Fll know his grievance, or be much deny'd.

Mom. I would thou wert fb happy by thy ftay,

To hear true (hrift. Come, madam, let's away.

Ben. Good morrow, coufin.

Rom. Is the day fb young ?

Ben. But new ftruck nine.

Rom. Ah me, fad hours feem long!

Was that my father that went hence fb fafl?

Ben, It was: what fadnefs lengthens Remeo's hours

•\ Thefe tm fpeeches alfo omitted in Ed, ifp/. hut inferted in 1^99-
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Rom. Not having that, which having, makes them fliort.

Ben, In love?

Rom. Out

Ben, Of love?

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love.

Ben, Alas, that love (b gentle in his view.

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proof.

Rom, Alas, that love, whofe view is muffled ftill.

Should without eyes fee path-ways to his will :

Where fhall we dine?— O me!— What fray was here?—
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all.

Here's much to do with hate, but more with love

:

Why then, O brawling love! O loving hate!

Oh any thing of nothing firfl: create!

O heavy lightnefs! ferious vanity!

Mif-fhapen chaos of well-feeming forms?

Feather of lead, bright fmoke, cold fire, fick health

!

Still-waking fleep, that is not what it is :

This love feel I, that feel no love in this.

Doft thou not laugh ?

Ben, No coz, I rather weep.

Rom, Good heart, at what ?

Ben, At thy good heart's oppreffion.

Rom, Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breaft;

Which thou wilt propagate to have them preft

With more of thine ^ this love that thou haft fhewn

Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.

Love is a fmoke rais'd with the fume of fighs,

Being purg'd, a fire (parkling in lovers eyes.

Being vext, a fea nourifh'd with lovers tears

;

What is it elfe ? a madnefs moft difcreet,

A choaking gall, and a preferving fweet:

Farewel, my cozen. [Going,

I i X Ben,
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Be^. Soft, ril go along.

And if you leave me fb, you do me wrong.

Rom. But I have loft my felf, I am not here.

This is not Romeo, he's fome other where.

Be», Tell me in fadnefs, who fhe is you love?

Rom. What, fliall I groan and tell thee ?

Befj. Groan? why no,- but fadly tell me, who.

Rom. Bid a fick man in fadnefs make his will

O word, ill urg'd to one that is fo ill —

—

In fadnefs, coufin, I do love a woman.

Befi. I aim'd fo near, when I fuppos'd you lov'd.

Rom. A right good marks-man, and (he's fair I love.

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is fooneft hit.

Rom. But in that hit you mifs,— fhe'U not be hit

With Cupid's arrow
J

fhe hath D/an'smt:

And in ftrong proof of chaftity well arm'd,

From love's weak childirti bow, fhe lives unharm'd.

She will not ftay the fiege of loving terms.

Nor bide th' encounter of afifaiiing eyes.

Nor ope her lap to faint-feducing gold.

O fhe is rich in beauty
j
only poor,

That when (he dies, with beauty dies her ftore.

Ben. Then (he hath fworn, that fhe will ftill live chafte

f Rom. She hath, and in that /paring makes huge wafte.

For beauty ftarv'd with her feverity,

Cuts beauty off from all pofterity.

She is too fair, too wife
j

wifely too fair,

To merit blifs by making me defpair
j

She hath forfworn to love, and in that vow

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now.

Ben. Be rul'd by me, forgot to think of her.

Rom. O teach me how I fhould forget to think.

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes,-

Examine other beauties.

f None of the following fpeches of this Ssens in the firfi edition of r fp/.
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Rom. 'Tis the way

To call hers (exquifite) in queftion more :

Thofe happy masks that kifs fair ladies brows.

Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair j

He that is ftrucken blind, cannot forget

The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft.

Shew me a miftrefs that is pafling fair ,•

What doth her beauty ferve but as a note.

Where I may read who paft that paifing fair ?

Farewel, thou canft not teach me to forget.

Ben. I'll pay that dodrine, or elfe die in debt.

SCENE III.

Enter Capulet, Paris, and fervant.

Cap. And Mountague is bound as well as I,

In penalty alike \ and 'tis not hard

For men fo old as we to keep the peace.

Par. Of honourable reck'ning are you both,

And pity 'tis you liv'd at odds fo long

:

But now, my lord, what fay you to my fuit.^

Cap. But faying o'er what I have faid before

:

My child is yet a ftranger in the world,

She hath not feen the change of fourteen years,-

Let two more fummers wither in their pride.

Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.

Par. Younger than fhe are happy mothers made.

Cap. And too foon marr'd are thofe fo early made

The earth hath fwallowed all my hopes but (he.
*

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart,

My will to her confent is but a part
5

* but {he.

She is the hopeful lady of my earth

;

this line not in the firji edition.
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If flie agree, within her (cope of choice

Lies my confent, and fair according voice

:

This night, I hold an old accuftom'd feaft.

Whereto I have invited many a gueft,

Such as I love, and you among the ftore.

One more (moft welcome!) makes my number more.

At my poor houfe, look to behold this night,

Earth-treading ftars that make dark heaven light,

Such comfort as do lufty young men feel.

When well-apparell'd Apr'tl on the heel

Of limping winter treads, even fuch delight

Among frefh female-buds fliall you this night

Inherit at my houfe ^ hear all, all fee.

And like her moft, whofe merit moft fliall be:

Which on more view of many, mine being one,

May ftand in number, though in reck'ning none.

Come go with me. Go, firrah, trudge about.

Through fair Veronay find thofc perfons out

Whofe names are written there, and to them fay.

My houle and welcome on their pleafiire ftay.

\Exeunt Cap. and Par.

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written here? It is written,

that the fhooe-maker fhould meddle with his yard, and the tailor

with his laft, the fifher with his pencil, and the painter with his

nets. But I am fent to find thofe perfons whofe names are here

writ, and can never find what names the writing perfbn hath

here writ. 1 muft to the learned in good time.

Enter Benvolio and Romeo.

Ben, Tut man, one fire burns out another's burning,

One pain is lelTen'd by another's anguifh ,•

Turn giddy and be help'd by backward turning.

One defperate grief cure with another's languifh

:

Take
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Take thou fome new infedion to the eye,

And the rank poifon of the old will die.

Rom. Your plantan leaf is excellent for that.

Be». For what, I pray thee>

Rom. JFor your broken (hin.

Be». Why, Romeo, art thou mad ?

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a mad man is

:

Shut up in prifon, kept without my food,

Whipt and tormented ; and— Good-e*cn, good fellow. \Tothefer*

Ser. God gi' good-e'en : I pray. Sir, can you read ?

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my mifery.

Ser. Perhaps you have learn'd it without book: but, I pray^

can you read any thing you fee ?

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters and the language.

Ser, Ye fay honeftly, reft you merry.

Rom. Stay fellow, I can read.

[He reads the letter.]

SIgmor Martino, and h'ts wife and daughters: Count

and h'ts beauteous fiflers the lady widow of Y'xtxwtioi Signor

PIacentino, and his lovely netces Metcutio and his brother Vzlea"

tine; mine uncle Capulet, his wife and daughters my fair neice

Rofaline, Livio, y/^wi?r Valento, and his coujin Tihdlt
; Lucio,

and the lively Helena.

A fair afTembly y whither fliould they come \

Ser. Up.

Rom. Whither? to (upper?

Ser. To our houfe.

Rom. Whofe houfe ?

Ser. My mafter's.

Rom. Indeed I fhould have askt you that before.

Ser. Now I'll tell you without asking. My mafter is the great

rich Capukty and if you be not of the houfe of Mountagues, I

pray come and cruih a cup of wine. Reft you merry, \Extt.

' Bert.
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Ben, At this fame ancient feaft of CapuletSy

Sups the fair Rofalme, whom thou fo lov'ft

;

With all th' admired beauties of Verona.

Go thither, and with unattainted eye,

Compare her face with fome that I fhall fhow,

And I will make thee think thy fwan a crow.

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye

Maintains fuch falfehood, then turn tears to fires,-

And thefe who often drown'd could never die,

Tranfparent hereticks, be burnt for liars.

One fairer than my love! th' all-feeing fun

Ne'er faw her match, fince firft the world begun.

Ben, Tut, tut, you faw her fair, none elfe being by,

Her felf pois'd with her felf in either eye

:

But in thofe chryftal fcales, let there be weigh'd

Your lady's love againft fome other maid

That I will ihew you, (hining at this feaft,

And (he will fhew fcant well, that now (hews beft.

Rom. ril go along, no fuch fight to be (hewn.

But to rejoice in fplendor of mine own.

S C E N E IV.

Capulet'5 Houfe,

Enter Lad'y Capulet, and Nurfe.

L^.C^/.'XTURSE, Where's my daughter? call her forth

to me.

ISlurfe. Now (by my maiden-head, at twelve years old) I bad

her come
J

what lamb, what lady-bird, god forbid where's

chis girJ? what, Juliet 1

Enter
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Enter Juliet.

Jul, How now, who calls ?

Nur/e. Your mother.

JuL Madam, I am here, what is your will ?

La, Cap, This is the matter Nurfe, give leave a while,

we muft talk in fecret; nurfe come back again, I have remembred
me, thou flialt hear my counfel ; thou know'ft my daughter's

of a pretty age.

Nurfe, Faith I can tell her age unto an hour.

La, Cap, She's not fourteen.

Nurfe, rll lay fourteen of my teeth, and yet to my teeth be

it fpoken, I have but four, file's not four-teen ^ how long is it

now to Lammas'tldQ ?

La. Cap. A fortnight and odd days.

Nurfe. ' Even or odd, of all days in the year, come Lammas^
< eve at night fhall fhe be fourteen. Sufan and fhe (God reft: all

* chriftian fouls) were of an age. Well, Sufan is with God, fhe

* was too good for me. But as I faid, on Lammas-t\t, at night

* fhall file be fourreen, that fhall fhe, marry, I remember it well.

^ 'Tis fince the earthquake now eleven years, and fhe was wean'd,

' I never fhall forget it, of all the days in the year, upon that

* day
J

for I had then laid worm-wood to my dug, fitting in the'

^ fun under the dove-houfe wall, my lord and you were then at

* Mantua nay, I do bear a brain. But as I faid, when it

' did tafte the worm-wood on the nipple of my dug, and felt it

' bitter, pretty fool, to fee it teachy, and fall out with the dug.

' Shake, quoth the dove-houle 'twas no need I trow to bid
* me trudge j and fince that time it is eleven years, for then fhe

* could {land alone, nay, by th' rood fhe could have run, and
' wadled all about j for even the day before (he broke her brow,
' and then my husband, (God be with his foul, a was a merry
* man,) took up the child

j
yea, quoth he, dofl thou fall upon

Vol. VI. K k thy
' w, teen, as in the old edition.
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< thy face? thou wilt fall backward when thou haft more wit,

* wilt thou not, Jule7 and by my holy-dam, the pretty wretch

* left crying, and faid, ay j To fee now how a jeft (hall come
' about. I warrant, an I fhould live a thoufand years, I never

* fhould forget it : Wilt thou not, JalSy quoth he ? and pretty

^ fool, it ftinted, and faid, ay.

La, Cap, Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace.

t Nurfe, Yes, madam
^

yet I cannot chufe but laugh, to think

it fhould leave crying, and fay, ay ; and yet I warrant it had up-

on its brow a bump as big as a young cockrel's ftone : a perilous

knock, and it cried bitterly. Yea, quoth my husband, fall'ft

upon thy face ? thou wilt fall backward when thou comeft to agej

wilt thou not, Jule? it ftinted, and faid, ay.

Jul, And ftint thee too, I pray thee, nurfe, fay I.

Nurfe. Peace, I have done : God mark thee to his grace,

Thou waft the prettieft babe that e'er I nurft.

An I might live to fee thee married once,

I have my wifti.

La, Cap. ^ And that fame marriage is the very theam

I came to talk of Tell me, daughter Juliet

y

How ftands your difpofition to be married ?

Jul, It is an honour that I dream not of.

Nurfe, An honour ? were not I thine only nurfe,

Pd fay thou hadft fuck'd wifdom from thy teat.

La, Cap, Well, think of marriage nowj younger than you

Here in Verona^ ladies of efteem.

Are made already mothers. By my count,

I was your mother much upon thefe years

' That you are now a maid. Thus then in brief.

The valiant feeks you for his love.

Nurfe, A man, young lady, lady, fuch a man

As all the world Why he's a man of wax,

f this fpeech and tautology is not in the firjl edition,

* Marry, that marry is the very theam. * hour.

La.
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La. Cap, Veronals fummer hath not fuch a flower. »

Nurfe, Nay he's a flower, in faith a very flower. \
La, Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of Par'n^ love ?

Jul, I'll look to like, if looking liking move.

But no more deep will I ingage mine eye,

Than your confent gives ftrength to make it fly.

Enter a Servant,

Ser, Madam, the guefts are come, (upper ferv'd up, you call'd*

my young lady ask'd for, the nurfe curft in the pantry, and every

thing in extremity; I rnufl hence to wait, I befeechyou follow.*

[jEiXeunt.

SCENE V.

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or fix

other maskers, torch-bearers,

Rom. What, fliall this fpeech be fpoke for our excufe ?

Or fhall we on without apology ?

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixity.

We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a fcarf,

Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath.

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper,

t Nor a without-book prologue faintly fpoke

After the prompter, for our enterance.

But let them meafure us by what they will.

We'll meafure them a mea(ure, and be gone.

Rom. Give me a torch, I am not for this ambling,

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we muft have you dance.

:|: In the common editions here follows a ridiculous fpeech, which is entirely added

ftnce the firft.

* 1 befeech you follow.

La. Cap. We follow thee. Juliet, the county ftays.

Nurfe. Go, girl, feek happy nights to happy days.

\ 7'he two following lines are infertedfrom the firft edition.

Kk 2 Rom,
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Rom. Not I, believe me

j
you have dancing (hoes

With nimble foles, I have a foul of lead.

So ftakes me to the ground I cannot move, f
Mer. Give me a cafe to put my vifage in,

A vifor for a vifor,- what care I

What curious eye doth quote deformities,

Here are the beetle-brows fhall blufli for me.

Rom. A torch for me. Let wantons, light of heart,

Tickle the fenfelefs rufhes with their heels
j

For I am proverb'd with a grand-fire phrafe,-

ril be a candle-holder, and look on. *

I dreamt a dream to-night.

Mer. And fo did I.

Rom. Well ^ what was yours ?

Mer. That dreamers often lie.

Rom. — In bed afleep j while they do dream things true.

Mer. * O then I fee queen Mab hath been with you.

* She is the fairies mid-wife, and flie comes
' In fliape no bigger than an agat-ftone

* On the fore-finger of an alderman,

' Drawn with a team of little atomies,

* Athwart mens nofes as they lye afleep

:

"|- Other lines follow here which are not to he found in the firjl edition.

* and look on,

The game was ne'er fo fair, and I am done.

Mer. Tut, dun's the moufe, the conftable's own wordj
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire-,

Or, fave your reverence,, love, wherein thou ftickefl;

Up to the ears : come, we burn day-light> ho.

Rom. Nay, that's not fo.

Mer. I mean. Sir, we delay.

We burn our lights by night, like lamps by day. [ed. 1,3

Take our good meaning, for our judgment fits

Five times a day, ere once in her right wits. [fd. i]

Rom. And we mean well in going to this mask 5

But 'tis no wit to go,

Mer. Why, may one ask?

Rom. I dreamt a dream, (^c.

' Her
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' Her waggoil-fpokes made of long fpinners legs;

* The cover, of the wings of grafhoppers

;

* The traces, of the fmalleft fpider's web

< The collars> of the moonfhine's watry beams,-

< Her whip, of cricket's bone; the lafh, of film;

c Her waggoner a fmall grey-coated gnat,

< Not half fo big as a round little worm,

< Prickt from the lazy finger of a maid.

< Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut,

< Made by the joyner fquirrel or old grub,

* Time out of mind the fairies coach-makers :

* And in this ftate fhe gallops night by night,

* Through lovers brains, and then they dream of love

:

* On courtiers knees, that dream on curtfies ftrait

:

* O'er lawyers fingers, who ftrait dream on fees :

* O'er ladies lips, who ftrait on kifles dream,

* Which oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues,

* Becaufe their breaths with fweet-meats tainted arc.

* Sometimes {he gallops o'er a ^ lawyer's no(e,

' And then dreams he of fmelling out a fuit :

* And fometimes comes ihe with a tith-pig's tail,

' Tickling a parfon as he lies afleep
j

* Then dreams he of another benefice.

* Sometimes (he driveth o'er a foldier's neck,

* And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,

* Of breaches, ambufcadoes, Spamjh blades,

* Of healths five fathom deep j and then anon

* Drums in his ears, at which he ftarts and wakes,

* And being thus frighted, fwears a prayer or two,

* And fteeps again. This is that very Mab
* That plats the manes of horfes in the night,

* And ^ cakes the elf-locks in foul fluttifti hairs,

* Which once "^untangled, much misfortune bodefi

• This
f courtier's, 8 hakes, ^ intangkd.
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* This is the hag, when maids lye on their backs,

* That prefTes them, and learns them firft to bear,

* Making them women of good carriage

:

* This is fhe

Rom, Peace, peace, Mercutto^ peace;

Thou talk'ft of nothing.

Mer, True, I talk of dreams

;

Which are the children of an idle brain.

Begot of nothing, but vain phantafie.

Which is as thin of fubftance as the air,
"

And more unconftant than the wind ,• who wooes

Ev'n now the frozen bofom of the north,

And being anger'd puffs away from thence.

Turning his face to the dew-dropping fouth.

Ben, This wind you talk of blows us from our felves;

Supper is done, and we (hall come too late.

Rom. I fear too early j for my mind mi/gives

Some confequence, ftill hanging in the ftars.

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date

With this night's revels and expire the term

Of a defpifed life clos'd in my breaft.

By fome vile forfeit of untimely death.

But he that hath the fteerage of my courfe,

Dired: my fuit! On, lufty gentlemen.

Ben. Strike, drum.

The'^ march about the ftage, and Servants come forth

with their napkins,

1 Ser. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take away>

he (hift a trencher! he fcrape a trencher!

2. Ser. When good manners fhall lye all in one or two mens

hands, and they unwafh'd too, 'tis a foul thing.

1 Ser, Away with the joint-ftools, lemove thecourt-cup-board,

look
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look to the plate: good thou, fave me a peice of march-pane,-

and as thou loveft me, let the porter let in Sufan Grmdftone^ and

Nell^ Anthon'>j^ and Potpan.

1 Ser. Ay, boy, ready.

1 Ser, You are look'd for, call'd for, ask'd for, and (ought

for, in the great chamber.

2 Ser. We cannot be here and there too
; chearly boys ; be

brisk a while, and the longer liver take all. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

Enter all the guejls and ladies to the maskers.

1 Cap. Welcome gentlemen. Ladies that have your feet

Unplagu'd with corns, ' we'll have a bout with you.

Ah me, my miftreffes, which of you all

Will now deny to dance? (he that makes dainty

I'll (wear hath corns ,• am I come near ye now ?

Welcome all gentlemen, I've feen the day

That I have worn a vifor, and could tell

A whifpering tale in a fair lady's ear,

Such as would pleafe : 'tis gone ; 'tis gone ,• 'tis gone \

[Mufak pla'ys^ and thy dance.

More light ye knaves, and turn the tables up^

And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot.

Ah, Sirrah, this unlook'd-for (port comes well.

Nay fit, nay fit, good coufin Capulet,

For you and I are paft our dancing days

:

How long is't now fince laft your (elf and I

Were in a mask ?

2 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years.

I Cap. What, man! 'tis not fo much, 'tis not fb much;
'Tis fince the nuptial of Lucent'to,

Come Pentecoft as quickly as it will.

Some
» will walk about with you. <5



264 Romeo and Juliet.
Some five and twenty years, and then we mask'd.

2 Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more ; his Ton is elder, Sir

:

His fon is thirty.

I Cap. Will you tell me that ?

His fbn was but a ward two years ago.

Rom, What lady's that which doth enrich the hand

Of yonder knight ?

Ser, I know not, Sir.

Rom. O (he doth teach the torches to burn bright
5

jHer beauty hangs upon the cheek of night.

Like a rich jewel in an j^thiop's ear :

Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too dear

!

So fhews a fnowy dove trooping with crows.

As yonder lady o'er her fellows (hows.

The meafure done, I'll watch her place of (land.

And touching hers, make happy my rude hand.

Did my heart love 'till now? forfwear it, fight,-

I never faw true beauty 'till this night.

Tib. This by his voice fhould be a Mountague,

Fetch me my rapier, boy : what dares the Have

Come hither cover'd with an antick face.

To fleer^and fcorn at our folemnity?

Now by the ftock and honour of my kin.

To ftrike him dead 1 hold it not a fin.

Cap. Why how now kinfman, wherefore florm you

Tih. Uncle, this is a Mountague^ our foe:

A villain that is hither come in fpight.

To fcorn at our folemnity this night.

Cap. Young Romeo, is't?

7tb. That villain Romeo.

Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone,

He bears him like a portly gentleman :

And to fay truth, Verona brags of him,
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To be a virtuous and weil-govern'd youth.

I would not for the wealth of all this town

Here in my houfe do him difparagement.

Therefore be patient, take no note of him
;

It is my will, the which if thou relpe<5l.

Shew a fair prefence, and put off thefe frowns,

And ill'befeeming femblance of a feaft.

Ttb, It fits, when fuch a villain is a gueft.

rll not endure him.

Cap. He fhall be endur' d.

Be quiet, or (more light, more light, for fliame)

I'll make you quiet What ? cheerly, my hearts.

Tib. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting,

Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting.

I will withdraw
J
but this intrufion fhall

Now feeming (weet, convert to bitter gall.

Rom. If I prophane with my unworthy hand \To Juliet.

This holy fhrine, the gentle fin is this.

My lips two blufhing pilgrims ready ftand,

To fmooth that rough touch with a tender kifs.

Jul Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much.

Which mannerly devotion (hews in this
j

For faints have hands that pilgrims hands do touch,

And palm to palm, is holy palmer's kifs.

Rom. Have not faints lips, and holy palmers too ?

Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they muft u(e in prayer.

* He (hall be endur'd.

What, goodman-boy 1 fay he fhall. Go to——

—

Am I the mafter here, or you ? go to -

You'll not endure him ! God fhall mend my foul.

You'll make a mutiny among my guefts :

You will fet cock-a-hoop ? you'll be the man?
2/^. Why, uncle, 'tis a mame.
Cap. Go to, go to,

You are a fancy boy r—'tis fo indeed
This trick may chance to fcathe you ; I know what.
Be quiet, t^c.

V o L. VI. Li Rom.
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Rom. O then, dear faint, let lips do what hands do.

They pray, (grant thou) left faith turn to defpair.
*

Nur/e. Madam, your mother craves a word with you.

Rom. What is her mother ? [To her mrfe,

Nurfe. Marry, batchelor.

Her mother is the lady of the houfe,

And a good lady, and a wife and virtuous.

I nurs'd her daughter that you talk withal

:

I tell you, he that can lay hold of her

Shall have the chink.

Rom. Is flie a Capulet 7

0 dear account! my life is my foe's debt.

Ben, Away, be gone, the (port is at the beft.

Rom. Ay, fo I fear, the more is my unreft.

Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone,

We have a trifling foolifh banquet towards.

Is it e'en fo ? why then, I thank you all.

1 thank you honeft gentlemen, good night:

More torches here come on, then let's to bed.

Ah, firrah, by my fay it waxes late.

I'll to my reft. [EpceuHt.

Jul. Come hither, nurfe. What is yon gentleman ?

Nurfe. The fon and heir of old Tiherh.

Jul. What's he that now is going out of door ?

Nurfe. That as I think is young Petruchh.

Jul. What's he that follows here, that would not dance?

Nurfe, I know not.

* turn to defpair.

Jul. Saints do not move, yet grant for prayers fake.

Rom. Then move not while my prayers effect I take;

Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg'd.

Jul. Then have my lips the fin that late they took.

Rom. Sin from my lips ! O trefpafs fweetly urg'd :

Give me my fin again.

Jul. You kifs byth' book.
Nurfe. Madam, ^c.

[Kijfing her.

Jul
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Jul. Go ask his name. If he be married.

My grave is like to be my wedding bed.

Nurfe. His name is Romeo^ and a Mountague
y

The only fon of your great enemy.

Jul, My only love fprung from my only hate!

Too early feen, unknown j and known too late j

Prodigious birth of love it is to me.

That I muft love a loathed enemy.

Nurfe. What's this ? what's this ?

Jul, A rhime I learn'd e'en now

Of one I danc'd withal. [One calls whhmy Juliet.

Nurfe, Anon, anon

Come, let's away, the ftrangers all are gone. [Exeunt'

A C T II. SCENE!.
\ C H 0 RU S,

OW old defire doth on his death-bed lye.

And young affedtion gapes to be his heir;

That Fair, for which love groan'd fore, and

would die,

With tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair.

Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again.

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks:

But to his foe fuppos'd he muft complain,

And ftie fteal love's fweet bait from fearful hooks.

Being held a foe, he may not have accefs

To breathe fuch vows as lovers ufe to fwear^

L 1 i And
. •\ this chorus addedJince the firft edition.
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' And (he as much in love, her means much lefs.

To meet her new beloved any where

:

But paflion lends them power, time means to meet,

Tempting extremities with extream fweet.

SCENE 11.

The Street,

Enter Romeo alone,

Rom, Can I go forward when my heart is here >

Turn back, dull earth, and find thy center out. [Exit.

Enter Benvolio with Mercutio.

Ben. Romeo^ my coufin Romeo,

Mer. He is wife,

And on my life hath ftoln him home to bed.

Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard wall.

Call, good Mercutio.

Mer. Nay, 111 conjure too.

Why, Romeo f humours? madman? paflion? lover?

Appear thou in the likenefs of a Sigh,

Speak but one * Rhime, and I am Satisfied

.

Cry but Ay me / ^ couple but love and dove^

Speak to my goffip Venus one fair word.

One nick-name to her pur-blind fbn and heir,

(Young Abraham Cupid^ he that (hot fo true,

When t king Cophetua lov'd the beggar-maid——

)

tfe heareth not, he ftirreth not, he movcth not.

The ape is dead, and I muft conjure him.

I conjure thee by Rofal'me's bright eyes.

By her high fore-head, and her fcarlet lip,

By her fine foot, ftraight leg, and quivering thigh.

And the demeafns that there adjacent lye,

a time. ^ couple but love and day, « pur-Mindfon and her,

\ alluding to an old ballad.

That
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That in thy likenefs thou appear to us.

Bert. And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him.

Mer. This cannot anger him : 'twould anger him
To raife a fpirit in his miftrefs's circle,

Of fome ftrange nature, letting it there ftand

'Till fhe had laid it, and conjur'd it down

;

That were fome fpight. My invocation is

Honeft and fair, and in his miftrefs' name,

I conjure only but to raife up him.

Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelf among thefe trees,

To be conforted with the hum'rous night

:

Blind is his love, and beft befits the dark.

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark.

Now will he fit under a medlar-tree.

And wifli his miftrels were that kind of fruit,

Which maids call medlars when they laugh alone —

—

Romeo, good night, I'll to my truckle-bed.

This field-bed is too cold for me to fleep

:

Come, fhall we go?
^

Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vain

To feek him here that means not to be found. [Exeunt,

SCENE III.

A Garden, •

Enter Romeo.

Rom. TTE jefts at fears that never felt a wound

jTjL But foft, what light thro' yonder window breaks?

It is the eaft, and JuUet is the fun f

[Juliet appears above at a window,

Arife, fair fun, and kill the envious moon.

Who is already fick and pale with grief,

That

#
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That thou, her maid, art far more fair than fhe.

Be not her maid fince fhe is envious

:

Her veftal livery is but lick and green,

And none but fools do wear it, caft it off

She fpeaks, yet (he fays nothing ,* what of that?

Her eye difcourfes, I will anfwer it

I am too bold, 'tis not to me fhe fpeaks

:

Two of the faireft ftars of all the heav'n,

Having fome bufinefs, do intreat her eyes

To twinkle in their (pheres 'till they return.

What if her eyes were there, they in her head ?

The brightnefs of her cheek would fliame thofe ftars,

As day-light doth a lamp; her eyes in heav'n.

Would through the airy region ftream fb bright,

That birds would fing, and think it were not night

:

See how fhe leans her cheek upon her hand!

O that I were a glove upon that hand,

That I might touch that cheek!

Jul. Ah me

!

Rom. She fpeaks.

Oh fpeak again, bright angcl, for thou art

As glorious to this night, being o'er my head.

As is a winged meffenger from heav'n.

Unto the white upturned wondring eyes

Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him.

When he beftrides the lazy-pacing clouds,

And fails upon the bofbm of the air.

Juh O Romeo
J
Romeo wherefore art thou Romeo?

Deny thy father, and refufe thy name :

Or if thou wilt not, be but fworn my love.

And I'll no longer be a Capulet.

Rom. Shall I hear more, or fhall I fpeak at this?

Jul. 'Tis but thy name that is my enemy:

What's Mountaguel it is not hand, nor foot,

d laz)-puffing.
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Nor arm, nor face ' nor any other part.

What's in a name ? that which we call a rofe,

By any other name would fmell as fweet.

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd,

Retain that dear perfection which he owes,

Without that title
; Romeo^ quit thy name.

And for that name, which is no part of thee.

Take all my fel£

Rom. I take thee at thy word :

Call me but love, and I'll be new baptiz'd.

Henceforth I never will be Romeo,

Jul. What man art thou, that thus befcreen'd in night
So ftumbleft on my counftl ?

Rom. By a name
I know not how to tell thee who I am :

My name, dear faint, is hateful to my felf,

Becaufe it is an enemy to thee.

Had I it written, I would tear the word.

Jul. My ears have yet not drunk a hundred words

Of that tongue's uttering, yet I know the (bund.

Art thou not Romeo, and a Momtague 7

Rom. Neither, fair faint, if either thee ^ difpleafe.

Jul. How cam'ft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore?

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb.

And the place death, confidering who thou art.

If any of my kinfmen find thee here.

Rom. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch thefe walls.

For ftony limits cannot hold love out,

And what love can do, that dares love attempt

:

Therefore thy kinfmen are no ftop to me.

Jul. If they do fee thee, they will murder thee,

Rom. Alack there lies more peril in thine eye.

Than twenty of their fwords ^ look thou but fweet,

And
* Correlfed thus from the ift edition. f dijlike.
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And I am proof againft their enmity.

Jul. I would not for the world they faw thee here.

Rom, I have night's cloak to hide me from their eyes,

And but thou love me, let them find me here
;

My life were better ended by their hate.

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.

Jul By whofe diredion found'ft thou out this place ?

Rom. By love, that firft did prompt me to enquire,

He lent me counfel, and I lent him eyes:

I am no pilot, yet wert thou as far

As that vaft (hore, wafli'd with the fartheft fea,

I would adventure for fuch merchandife.

Jtd. Thou know'ft the mask of night is on my face,

Elfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheek

For that which thou haft heard me (peak to-night.

Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny

What I have fpoke— but farewel compliment:

Doft thou love me i I know thou wilt fay, ay,

And I will take thy word yet if thou fwear'ft.

Thou may'ft prove falfe ; at lovers perjuries

They fay Jove laughs. Oh gentle RomeOy

If thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully

:

Or if thou think I am too quickly won,

rU frown and be perverfe, and fay thee nay.

So thou wilt wooe: but elfe not for the world.

In truth, fair Mountague, I am too fond
j

And therefore thou may'ft think my 'haviour light:

But truft me, gentleman, I'll prove more true,

Than thofe that have more ^ cunning to be ftrange.

I ftiould have been more ftrange, I muft confefs,

But that thou over-heard'ft, ere I was ware.

My true love's pafTion j therefore pardon me,

And not impute this yielding to light love.

Which

6 coining, or coying.
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Which the dark night hath fo difcovered.

Rom. Lady, by yonder bleffed moon I vow.

That tips with filver all thefe fruit-tree tops—

—

Jul, O fwear not by the moon, th' inconftant moon.
That monthly changes in her circled orbj

Left that thy love prove likewife variable.

Rom. What fhall I fwear by ?

Jul. Do not fwear at all

;

Or if thou wilt, fwear by thy gracious fe^f,

Which is the god of my idolatry.

And I'll believe thee.

Rom. If my true heart's love

Jul. Well, do not fwear although Ijoy in thee,

I have no joy ofthis contrad to-night;

It is too ralh, too unadvis'd, too fudden,

Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be

Ere one can (ay, it lightens fweet, good night.

This bud of love by fummer's ripening breath

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet

:

Good night, good night as fweet repofe and reft

Come to thy heart, as that within my breaft.

Rom. O wilt thou leave me fb unfatisfied?

JuL What fatisfadion canft thou have to-night?

Rom. Th* exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine.

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didft requeft it:

And yet I would it were to give again.

Rom, Wouldft thou withdraw it ? for what purpofe, Iov£ ?

Jul, But to be frank, and give it thee again.

And yet I wifti but for the thing I have :

My bounty is as boundlels as the fea,

My love as deep j the more 1 give to thee,

The more I have, for both are infinite.

I hear fbme noife within 5 dear love adieu. \Nurfe caUs with

Vol. VL Mm
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Anon, good nurfe Sweet Mountague be true:

Stay but a little, I will come again.

Rom. O blelTed, blefTed night. I am afraid

All this is but a dream I hear and lee
j

Too flattering fweet to be fubftantial.

Re-erjter Juliet above.

Jul Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed :

If that thyj»bent of love be honourable,

- Thy purpofe marriage, fend me word to-morrow,

By one that I'll procure to come to thee.

Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite^

And all my fortunes at thy foot Til lay,

And follow thee, my love, throughout the world.

[fFttb'm: Madam,

I come, anon but if thou mean'ft not well,

I do befeech thee [pVhhm: Madam.] By and by I come—
To ceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my grief.

To-morrow will I fend.

Rom. So thrive my foul.

Jul. A thoufand times good night. [ExH,

Rom. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy light.

Love goes tow'rd love, as fchool-boys from their books,,

But love frora love, towards fchool with heavy looks.

Enter Juliet again.

Jul. Hift! Romeo, hifl:! O for a falkner's voice,

To lure this Tarfel gentle back again

Bondage is hoarfe and may not fpeak aloud,

Elfe would I tear the cave where Echo lyes.

And make her airy tongue more hoarfe than mine

With repetition of my Romeo,

Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name.

How
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How filver-fweet found lovers tongues by night,

Like fofteft mufick to attending ears?

Jul, Romeo/

Rom, My fweet!

Jul. At what a clock to-morrow

Shall I fend to thee?

Rom, By the hour of nine.

Jul I will not fail, 'tis twenty years 'till then,

I have forgot why I did call thee back. *

Rom. Let me ftand here 'till thou remember it.

Jul. I fhall forget, to have thee ftill ftand there,

Remembring how I love thy company.

Rom. And I'll ftill ftay to have thee ftill forget,

Forgetting any other ^ home but this.

' Jul, 'Tis almoft morning. I would have thee gone,

* And yet no further than a Wanton's bird,

* That lets it hop a little from her hand,

' Like a poor prifoaer in his twifted gyves

* And with a filk thread plucks it back again,

* So loving jealous of his liberty.

Rom. I would I were thy bird.

Jul Sweet, fo would I,

Yet I ftiould kill thee with much cherifliing.

Good night, good night. Parting is fuch fweet (brrow,

That I ftiall fay good-night 'till it be morrow. \Exh,

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaft.

Would I were fleep and peace, fo fweet to reft!

Hence will I to my ghoftly friar's clofe cell.

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [Exh,

Mm 2 SCENE
name.
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SCENE IV.

A Monaflery..

Enter Friar Lawrence, whh a basket.

* Fri, f^'Y^ H E grey-ey'd morn fmiles on the frowning night,

X Checkering the eaftern clouds with ftreaks of light.

And darknefs flecker'd like a drunkard reels

From forth day's path-way, made by Titan's wheels.

Now ere the fun advance his burning eye.

The day to chear, and night's dank dew to dry,

I mufl: fill up this ofier cage of ours

With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers.

The earth that's nature's mother, is her tomb.

What is her burying grave, that is her wombj
And from her womb children of divers kind

We fucking on her natural bofom find

:

Many for many virtues excellent,

None but for fome, and yet all different.

O mickle is the powerful grace, that lies

In plants, herbs, flones, and their true qualities.

For nought fb vile, that on the earth doth live.

But to the earth fbme fpecial good doth give

:

Nor ought fo good, but ftrain'd from that fair ufe,,

' Revolts to vice, and flumbles on abufe.

Virtue it felf turns vice, being mifapplied.

And vice fometime by adion dignified,

* 'thefe four firft lines are here replaced, conformably to the firft edition', lahert

fiich a defcription is much more proper than in the mouth ofRomeo juft before^ when
he was full of nothing but the thoughts of his mifirefs.

» Rivclts from true birthy ftumbling on ahufe..

Within
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Within the infant rind of this fmall flower

Poifon hath refidence, and medicine power:

For this being fmelt, with that (enfe chears each part

Being tafted, flays all fenfes with the heart.

Two fuch oppofed foes encamp them ftill

In man, as well as herbs,- Grace, and rude Will:

And where the worfcr is predominant.

Full fbon the canker death eats up that plant.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. Good-morrow, father.

Frt. Benedkhe,

What early tongue fo fweet falutes mine ear ?

Young (on, it argues a diftemper*d head.

So (bon to bid good-morrow to thy bed

:

Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye.

And where care lodgeth, fleep will never lye,*,

But where unbruifed youth with unftuft brain

Doth couch his limbs, there golden fleep doth reign.

Therefore thy earlinefs doth me aflure.

Thou art up-rouz'd by fome diftemp'rature^

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right.

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night.

Rom. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was mine.

Fri. God pardon fin! waft thou with RofaUne?

Rom. With Rofalme, my ghoftly father ? no.

I have forgot that name, and that name's woe.

Fri. That's my good fon : but where haft thou been then ?

Rom. I tell thee ere thou ask it me again

;

I have been feafting with mine enemy.

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me.

That's by me wounded j both our remedies

Within thy help and holy phyfick lies j

I
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I bear no hatred, blefled man, for lo

My interceflion likewife fteads my foe.

Fri. Be plain, good fon, and homely in thy drift;

Ridling confeffion finds but ridling fhrift.

Rom. Then plainly know my heart's dear love is fet

On the fair daughter of rich Capiilet ,•

As mine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine,

And all combin'd, fave what thou muft combine

By holy marriage : When, and where, and how
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow,

I'll tell thee as we pafs ,• but this I pray.

That thou confent to marry us to-day.

Fr't. Holy faint Franch, what a change is here?

Is Rofalme, whom thou didft love (b dear.

So fbon forfaken ? young mens love then lyes

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.

Jefu Maria ! what a deal of brine

Hath wafht thy fallow cheeks for Rofal'me?

How much fait water thrown away in wafte.

To feafbn love, that of it doth not tafte ?

The fun not yet thy fighs from heaven clears,

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears;

Lo here upon thy cheek the ftain doth fit

Of an old tear that is not wafh'd off yet.

If e'er thou waft thy fclf, and thefe woes thine,

Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaltne,

And art thou chang'd? pronounce this fentence then,

Women may fall, when there's no flrength in men.

Rom. Thou chidd'ft me oft for loving RofaJme,

Fri. For doating, not for loving, pupil mine.

Rom. And bad'ft me bury love.

Fri. Not in a grave,

To lay one in, another out to have.
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Rom. I pray thee chide not: flie whom I love now
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow

:

The other did not fo.

Fr't. Oh (he knew well

Thy love did read by rote, and could not (pell.

But come young waverer, come go with me,

In one refped I'll thy afTiftant be

:

For this alliance may fo happy prove.

To turn your houfliold-rancour to pure love.

Rom. O let us hence, I ftand on fudden hafte.

Frt. Wifely and flow
j
they ftumble that run faft. [Exeunt,

SCENE V.

The Street.

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio.

Mer. \ IT THERE the devil fhould this Romeo be ? came he

V V iiot home to-night ?

Ben. Not to his father's, I fpoke with his. man.

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that Rofal'tne^

torments him fo, that he will fure run mad.

Ben. Tybalt^ the kinfman to old Capulet, hath fent a letter to

his father's houfe.

Mer. A challenge on my life.

Ben. Romeo will anfwer it.

Mer. Any man that can write, may anfwer a letter.

Ben, Nay he will anfwer the letter's mafter, ^ if he be challeng'd.

Mer. Alas poor Romeo, he is already dead! ftabb'd with a

white winch's black eye, run through the ear with a love-fong,

the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind bow-boy's but-lhaft
j

and is he a man to encounter Tybalt ?

Ben.
^ bow be dares, being dared.
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Befi, Why, what is T'^hah ?

Mer, More than prince of cats. Oh he's the couragious cap-

tain of compliments
J

he fights as you fing prick-fbngs, keeps

time, diftance, and proportion 5 refts his minum, one, two, and

the third in your bofom j the very butcher of a filk button, a

dueUift, a duellift; a gentleman of the very firft houfe of the

firft and fecond caufej ah the immortal palfado, the punto re-

verfo, the hay

Ben. The what ?

Mer. The pox of (uch antick lifping affeded phantafies, thefe

new" tuners of accents: jefu, a very good blade, a very

tall man a very good whore. Why is not this a lamentable

tiling, grandfire, that we fliould be thus afflided with tlicfe ftrange

flies, thefe fafhion-mongers, thefe who ftand fb much
on the new form that they cannot fit at eafe on th^ old bench.

O their bones, their bones!

Enter Romeo.

Ben, Here comes Romeo.

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring. O fle/h, flefh,

how art thou fifliified ? Now is he for the numbers that Petrarch

flowed in : Laura to his lady was but a kitchen-wench
j
marry fhe

had a better love to berime her: Dido a dowdy, Cleopatra agipfie,

Helen and Hero hildings and harlots : Thishy a gray eye or fb,

but not to the purpofe. Signior RomeOy honjour^ there's a French

falutation to your French ftop.

Rom. Good-morrow to you both.

Enter

* Mer. You gave us the counterfeit fairly lafl: night.

Rom. What counterfeit did I give you?
Mer. The flip Sir, the flip : can you not conceive ?

Rom. Pardon Mercutio^ my bufinefs was great, and in fuch a cafe as mine,

a man may llrain curtefy.

Mer. That's as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours conftrains a man to bow
in the hams.

•° turners.

Rem,
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Enter Nurfe and her man.

Rom. Here's goodly gear : a/aylcf a fayle.

Mer. Two, two, a (hirt and a (mock.

Nurfe. Peter.

Pet. Anon.

Nurfe, My fan, Peter.

Mer, Do good Peter, to hide her facej for her fan's the fairer

of the two.

Rom. Meaning to curtfie.

Mer. Thou hail moft kindly hit it.

Rom, A moft courteous expofition.

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtefic.

Rom. Pink for flower.

Mer. Right.
Rom. Why then is my pump well flower'd.

Mer. Sure wit follow me this jeft, now, till thou haft worn out thy

pump, that when the fingle fole of it is worn, the jeft may remain after the

wearing, foly-fingular.

Rom. O fmgle-fol'd jeft.

Solely lingular, for the finglenefs.

Mer. Come between us good BenvoUo^ my wit faints.

Rom. Switch and fpurs,

Switch and fpurs, or I'll cry a match.

Mer. Nay, if our wits mn the wild-goofe chafe, I am done: for thou haft

more of the wild-goofe in one of thy wits, than I am fure I have in my
whole five. Was I with you there for the goofe?

Rom. Thou waft never with me for any thing, when thou waft not there

for the goofe.

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jeft.

Rom. Nay, good goofe bite not.

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter fweeting.

It is a moft fharp fawce.

Rom. And is it not well-ferv'd in to a fweet goofe ?

Mer. O here's a wit of cheverel, that ftretches from an inch narrow, to

an ell broad.

Rom. I ftretch it out for that word broad, which added to the goofe,

proves thee far and wide a broad goofe.

Mer. Why is not this better, than groaning for love?

Now thou art fociablej now art thou Romeo now art thou what thou art,

by art, as well as by nature 5 for this driveling love is like a great natural,

that runs lolling up and down to hide his bauble in a hole.

Ben. Stop there, ftop there.

Mer. Thou defireft me to ftop in my tale againft the hair.

Ben. Thou wouldft clfe have made thy tale large.

Mer. O thou art deceiv'd, I would have made it ftiort, for I was come to
the whole depth of my talc, and meant indeed to occupy the argument no lon-
ger.

V o L. VI. N n Nurfe.
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Nurfe, God ye good-morrow, gentlemea^

Mer, God ye good-den, fair gentlewomaii.

Nurfe. Is it good-den >

Mer. 'Tis no lefs, I tell you j for the bawdy hand of the dyal

is now upon the prick of noon.

Nurfe. Out upon you; what a man are you ?

Rom, One, gentlewoman, that God hath made, himfelf to

mar.

Nurfe, By my troth it is well faid : for himfelf to mar, quo-

tha? Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may find young

Romeo,

Rom, I can tell you: but young Romeo will be older when

you have found him, than he was when you fought him ; I am
the youngefl: of that name, for fault of a worfe.

Nurfe. You fay well.

Mer. Yea, is the word well ?

Very well took, i'faith, wifely, wifely.

Nurfe. If you be he. Sir,

I defire fome confidence with you.

Ben. She will invite him to fome (upper.

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd. So ho. *

Romeo
J

will you come to your father's ? we'll to dinner thither.

Rom. I will follow you.

Mer, Farewel, ancient lady

:

Farewel lady, lady, lady. [Exeunt Mercutio, Benvolio.

Nurfe. I pray you, Sir, what faucy merchant was this that

was fo full of his roguery ?

Rom, A gentleman, nurfe, that loves to hear himfelf talk,

*. ^Soho.

Rm. What haft thou found?

Mer. No hare, Sir, unlcfs a hai'C Sir, in a lenten pye j that is fomething

ftale and hoar ere it be fpent.

An old hare hoar, and an old hare hoar, is very good meat in Lent.
^

But a hare that is hoar, is too much foi" a fcore, when it hoars ere it be fpent.

Rcmco, will you come t^c.
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and will fpeak more in a minute, than he will ftand to in a

month.

Nfirfe, An a fpeak any thing againft me, I'll take him down
an a were luftier than he is, and twenty (uch jacks: and if lean-

not, I'll find thofe that fhall. Scurvy knave, I am none of his

flirt-gils ,• I am none of his skains-mates. And thou muft ftand

by too, and fuffer every knave to ufe me at his pleafure.

\To her man^

Pet. I faw no man ufe you at his pleafure ; if I had, my wea-

pon fliould quickly have been out, I warrant you. I dare draw

as foon as another man, if I fee oecafion in a good quarrel, and

the law on my fide.

Nurfe, Now afore God, I am fo vext, that every part about

me quivers Scurvy knave! Pray you, Sir, a word: and as I

told you, my young lady bid me enquire you out j what fhe bid

me fay, I will keep to my felf : but firft let me tell ye, if ye

(hould lead her into fool's paradife, as they fay, it were a very

grols kind of behaviour, as they fay, for the gentlewoman is

young
J
and therefore if you fhould deal double with her, truly it

were an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, and very weak

dealing.

Rom, Commend me to thy lady and miftrefs, I proteft unto

thee

Nurfe. Good heart, and i'faith I will tell her as much : Lord,

lord, (he will be a joyful woman.

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurfe ? thou doft not mark me.

Nurfe. I will tell her. Sir, that you do proteft
^ which, as I

take it, is a gentleman-like offer.

Rom. Bid her devife fome means to come to fhrift this afternoon.

And there (he (hall at friar Lawrence' cell

Be (hriv'd and married : here is for thy pains.

Nurje. No, truly Sir, not a penny.

Rom, Go to, 1 fay you (hall.

N a 1 Nurfe,
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Nurfe, This afternoon, Sir? well, fhe (hall be there.

Rom. And ftay, good nurfe, behind the abbey-wall:

Within this hour my man ftiall be with thee,

And bring thee cords made like a tackled ftair,

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy

Muft be my convoy in the fecret night.

Farewel, be trufty, and I'll quit thy pains

:

Nurfe. Now God in heav'n blefs thee : hark you, Sir.

Rom. What fayeft thou, my dear nurfe?

Nurfe, Is your man fecret ? did you ne'er hear fay,

Two may keep counfel, putting one away ?

Rom. I warrant thee my man's as true as fteel.

Nurfe. Well, Sir, my miftrefs is the fweeteft lady ,• lord, lord,

when 'twas a little prating thing O, there is a noble man in

town, one Paris, that would fain lay knife aboard j but fhe, good

foul, had as lieve fee a toad, a very toad, as fee him: I anger her

fometimes, and tell her that Parts is the properer man j but I'll

warrant you, when I fay (b, fhe looks as pale as any clout in the

verfal world. Doth not rofemary and Romeo begin both with

a letter ?

Rom. Ay nurfe, what of that ? both with an R.

Nurfe. Ah mocker! that's the dog's name. R. is for the no,

I know it begins with no other letter, and fhe hath the prettieft

fententious of it, of you and rofemary, that it would do you good

to hear it.

^

Romeo. Commend me to thy lady -

—

[Exh Romeo.

Nurfe. A thoufand times. Peter ?

Pet. Anon.

Nurfe. Take my fan, and go before. [Exeunt.

'^frm the frji edition.

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Capulet'j Houfe.

Enter Juliet.

Jul, ^T~^H E clock ftruck nine, when I did fend the nurfe :

A In half an hour fhe promised to return.

Perchance fhe cannot meet him That's not fo—
Oh Hie is lame: love's heralds fhould be thoughts,

Which ten times fafter glide than the fun-beams.

Driving back fhadows over lowring hills.

Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love.

And therefore hath the wind-fwift Cupid wings.

Now is the fun upon the highmoft hill

Of th is day's journey, and from nine 'till twelve

Ay three long honrs— and yet fhe is not come;

Had fhe affedions and warm youthful blood.

She'd be as fwift in motion as a ball.

My words would bandy her to my fweet love.

And his to me;

Enter Nurfe,

* O God, fhe comes. What news?

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man a^vay.

Nurfe. Peter
^

ftay at the gate.

Jul. Now good fweet nurfe

O lord, why look'ft thou fad ?

Nurfe, I am a weary, let me reft a while;

Fy, how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had ?

Jul I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy news:

Nay come, I pray thee fpeak Good nurfe fpeak.

Nurfe. Give me fome Aqua vtt^e,

*7%e verfes kft out here are nst in the old edition.

Jul
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Jul Is thy news good or bad? anfwer to that.

Say either, and I'll ftay the circumftance

:

Let me be fatisfied, is't good or bad ?

^ Nurfe, Well, you have made a fimple choice; you know not

how to chufe a man ; Romeo I no not he, though his face be

better than any man's, yet his legs excel all mens, and for ahand

and a foot, and a bo-dy, tho' they be not to be talk'd on, yet

they are pad compare. He is not the flower of courtfie, but I

warrant him as gentle as a lamb Go thy ways wench, fer?e

God What, have you dined at home?

'JuL No, no but all this did I know before:

What fays he of our marriage ? what of that ?

Nurfe. Lord how my head akes I what a head have I ?

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.

My back a t'other fide O my back, my back

:

Befhrew your heart, for fending me about,

To catch my death with jaunting up and down.

JuL rfaith I am (brry that thou art (b ill.

Sweet, fweet, fweet nurfe, tell me what fays my love ?

Nurfe. Your love fays like an honeft gentleman,

And a courteous, and a kind, and a handfbme.

And I warrant a virtuous where is your mother ?

JuL Where is my mother ? why (he is within,

Where fhould fbe be? how odly thou reply'ft!

Tour love fays like an honefi gentleman:

Where h your mother 7—
Nurfe. O god's lady dear.

Are you fo hot ? marry come up I trow.

Is this the poultis for my aking bones ?

Hence-forward do your melTages your felf.

JuL Here's fuch a coil
j
come, what fays Romeo 7

Nurfe. Have you got leave to go to ftirifc to-day?

JuL I have.

Nurfe,
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Nurfe, Then hie you hence to friar Lawrence' cell.

There ftays a husband to make you a wife.

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks,

They'll be in fcarlet ftraight at any news. ..t*

Hie you to church, I muft another way,

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love

Muft climb a bird's neft foon, when it is dark.

I am the drudge and toil in your delight,

But you (hall bear the burthen foon at night.

Go, I'll to dinner, hie you to the cell.

JuL Hie to high fortune ; honeft nurfe farewel. [Exemt.

SCENE VII.

The Monafiery,

Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo.

Fr't. O O fmile the heav'ns upon this holy a(Sb,

^ That after-hours with forrow chide us not I

Rom. Amen, amen j but come what forrow can.

It cannot countervail th' exchange of joy,

That one (hort minute gives me in her fight:

Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words.

Then love-devouring death do what he dare.

It is enough I may but call her mine.

Fr'f, Thefe violent delights have violent ends.

And in their triumph die like fire and powder.

Which as they meet confume. The fwceteft honey

Is loathfome in its own delicioufnefs.

And in the tafte confounds the appetite

:

Therefore love mod'rately, long love doth fo; ,

Too fwift arrives, as tardy as too flow.

Enter
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Enter Juliet.

Here comes the lady. O fo light a foot

Will ne'er wear out the everlafting flint;

^ A lover may bertride the gofTamour,

' That idles in the wanton fummer air,

* And yet not fall, fo light is vanity.

Jul. Good-even to my ghoftly confeffor.

Frt, Romeo fhall thank thee daughter for us both.

Jul. As much to him, elfe are his thanks too much.

Rom. Ah Juliet, if the meafure of thy joy

Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more

To blazon it; then fweeten with thy breath

This neighbour air, and let rich raulick's tongue

Unfold th' imagin'd happinefs, that both

Receive in either, by this dear encounter.

Jul. Conceit more rich in matter than in words.

Brags of his fubftance, not of ornament :

They are but beggars that can count their worth,

.But my true love is grown to (uch excefs,

I cannot (um up one half of my wealth.

fri. Come, come with me, and we will make fhort work.

For, by your leaves, you fhall not ftay alone,

'Till holy church incorp'rate two in one. \Exemt,

ACT
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ACT III. SCENE I.

The Street,

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and fervants,

B E N V O L I O.

Pray thee, good Mercutio^ let's retire,

The day is hot, the Capuleti abroad.

And if we meet, we (hall not fcape a brawl;

For now thefe hot days is the mad blood ftirring.

Mer. Thou art Hke one of thofe fellows, that

when he enters the confines of a tavern claps

me his fword upon the table, and fays, God (end me no need of

thee : and by the operation of a fecond cup, draws it on the

drawer, when indeed there is no need.

Ben, Am I like fuch a fellow ?

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood as

any in Ital'^ j and as foon mov'd to be moody, and as fbon moo-

dy to be mov'd.

Ben. And what to ?

Mer. ' Nay, an there were two fuch, we fhould have none
* (hortly, for one would kill the other. Thou! why thou

< wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or a

< hair le(s in his beard than thou haft : thou wilt quarrel with a

< man for cracking nutts, having no other reafon, but becaufe

* thou haft hafel eyes j what eye, but fuch an eye, would fpy out

fiich a quarrel? thy head is as full of quarrels, as an egg is full

< of meat, and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egg
' for quarrelling : thou haft quarrell'd with a man for coughing in

Vol. VI. O o * the
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< the ftreet, becaufe he hath wakened thy dog that hath
< lain afleep in the fun. Didft thou not fall out with a tailor for

* wearing his new doublet before Eaflerl with another, for tying
* his new fhoes with old ribband ? and yet thou wilt tutor me

for quarrelling!

Ben. If I were fo apt to quarrel as thou art, aay man fhould

buy the fee-fimple ofmy life for an hour and a quarter.

Mer, The fee-fimple? O fimple!

Enter Tybalt, Petruchio, and others,

Ben. By my head here come the Capulets,

Mer. By my heel I care not.

T^h. Follow me clofe, for I will fpeak to them.

Gentlemen, good-den, a word with one of you.

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? couple it with fbme-

thing, make it a word and a blow.

T^b. You ill all find me apt enough to that. Sir, if you will

give me occafion.

Mer. Could you not take fbme occafion without giving ?

T^h. Mercutio^ thou confort'ft with Romeo

Mer. Confort! what, doft thou make us minftrels! if thou

make minftrels of us, look to hear nothing but difcords : here's

my fiddleftick ; here's that fhall make you dance. zounds!

confort! \La'ylng his hand on his /word.

Ben. We talk here in the publick haunt of men:

Either withdraw unto fome private place.

Or reafon coldly of your grievances,

Or elfe departj here all eyes gaze on us.

Mer, Mens eyes were made to look, and let them gaze,

I will not budge for no man's pleafure, I.

Enter Rom.eo.

Tyb, Well, peace be with you, Sir, here comes my man»

Mer,
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Mer, But I'll be hang'd. Sir, if he wear your livery:

Marry go firft to field he'll be your follower.

Your worfhip in that fenle may call him man.

T^h. Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afford

No better term than this thou art a villain.

Rom. Tybalt, the realon that I have to love thee,

Doth much excufe the appertaining rage

To fuch a greeting: villain I am none,

Therefore farewel, I fee thou know'fb me not.

Tyh, Boy, this fhall not excufe the injuries

That thou haft done me, therefore turn and draw.

Rom. I do proteft I never injur'd thee.

But love thee better than thou canft devife;

'Till thou (halt know the reafon of my love.

And fo good Capulet (which name I tender

As dearly as my own,) be fatisfied.

Mer» O calm, di(honourable, vile fubmiflion!

Alia flucatho carries it away.

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk ?

Tyb. What wouldft thou have with me ?

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one of your nine lives,

that I mean to make bold withal and as you (hall ufe me here-

after, dry-beat the reft of the eight. Will you pluck your Sword

out of his pilcher by the ears ? Make hafte, left mine be about

your ears ere it be out.

Tyb. I am for you. [Drawing'

Rom. Gentle Mercutto, put thy rapier up.

Mer. Come, Sir, your palTado. [Mer. and Tyb. fight,

Rom. Draw, Benvolto— beat down their weapons

Gentlemen for ftiame forbear this outrage

Tybalt Mercutio the prince exprefly hath

Forbidden bandying in Verona ftreets.

W.Q\diTybah ^oo^ Mercutio. [Exit Tybalt.

O o z Mer,
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Mer. I am hurt

A plague of both the houfes ! I am (ped:

Is he gone, and hath nothing ?

Ben. What, art thou hurt ?

Mer, Ay, ay, a fcratch, a fcratch
;
marry 'tis enough.

Where is my page? go, villain, fetch a fiirgeon.

Rom. Courage, man, the hurt cannot be much.

Mer, No, 'tis not fb deep as a well, nor fb wide as a church

door, but 'tis enough, 'twill ferve : ask for me to-morrow, and

you (hall find me a grave-man. I am pepper'd, I warrant, for

this world: a plague of both your houfes! What? a dog, a rat,

a moufe, a cat, to (cratch a man to death ? a braggart, a rogue,

a villain, that fights by the book of arithmetick? why the devil

came you between us ? I was hurt under your arm.

Rom. I thought all for the beft.

Mer. Help me into fome houfe, Benvolfo,

Or I (hall faint ; a plague o'both your houfes f

They have made worms meat of me,

I have it, and fbundly too your houfes. [Exe. Mer. Ben,

SCENE 11.

Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near allie.

My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt

In my behalf,- my reputation ftain'd

With T^i^^j/z's flander ;
Tyi^a/ty that an hour

Hath been my coufin ; O fweet Juliet,

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate.

And in my temper fbftned valour's fteel.

Enter Benvolio.

Befi. O Romeo, Remeo^ brave Mercutlo's dead.

That gallant fpiiit hath afpir'd the clouds.

Which too muimely here did fcorn the earth.

T Rom,
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Rom, This day's black fate, on more days does depend.

This but begins the woe, others muft end.

Enter Tybalt.

Ben, Here comes the furious Tyhah back again.

Rom. ' Alive ? in triumph ? and Mercutto (lain ?

Away to heav'n refpedive lenity.

And fire-ey'd fury be my condu6t now f

Now, Tybahy take the villain back again.

That late thou gav'ft me ; for Mercuth's foul

Is but a little way above our heads.

Staying for thine to keep him company

:

Or thou or I, or both, muft go with him.

Tyh. Thou wretched boy, that didft confort him here,

Shalt with him hence.

Rom. This fhall determine that. [They fi^t^ Tybalt falh.

Ben. Romeo
^
away, be gone

:

The citizens are up, and Tybalt flain

Stand not amaz'd, the prince will doom thee death.

If thou art taken : hence, be gone, away.

Rom. O ! I am fortune's fool.

Ben. Why doft thou ftay ? \Extt Romeo.

SCENE III.

Enter Citizens.

Cit. Which way ran he that kill'd Mercutto 7

Tybalt that murtherer, which way ran he?

Ben. There lyes that Tybalt.

Cit. Up Sir, go with me

:

I charge thee in the prince's name obey.

Enter Prince, Mountague, Capulet, their wives, Sec,

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray?

Ben,

» He gone in triumph. fire andfury
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Ben* O noble prince, I can difcover all

The unlucky manage of this fatal brad

:

There lies the man (lain by young Romeo,

That flew thy kinfman brave Mercut'to,

La. Cap. Tybalt my coufm \ O my brother's child,

Unhappy fight! alas the blood is fpill'd

Of my dear kinfman Prince as thou art true,

For blood of ours, fhed blood of Mountague,

Prm. BenvoltOy who began this fray ?

Ben. Tybalt here flain, whum Romeo's hand did flay

Romeo that fpoke him fair, bid him bethink

How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal

Your high difpleafure ; all this uttered

With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd,

Could not take truce with the unruly fpleen

Of Tybalt^ deaf to peace, but that he tilts

With piercing fteel at bold Mercut'to\ breaft
j

Who all as hot, turns deadly point to point.

And with a martial /corn, with one hand beats

Cold death afide, and with the other lends

It back to Tybalt^ whofe dexterity

Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud.

Hold friends, friends part! and fwifter than his tongue,

His agil arm beats down their fatal points,

And 'twixt them ruflies,- underneath whofe arm

An envious thrufl: from Tybalt hit the life

Of ftout Mercut'to^ and then Tybalt fled.

But by and by come back to Romeo,

Who had but newly entertain'd revenge,

And to't they go like lightning: for ere I

Could draw to part them, was flout Ty'balt flain,-

And as he fell, did Romeo turn to fly:

This is the truth, or let Berwolio die.
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La. Cap. He is a kinfimn to the Mountague^

AfFedion makes him falfe, he fpeaks not true.

Some twenty of them fought in this black ftrife,

And all thofe twenty could but kill one life.

I beg for juftice, which thou prince muft give
j

Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo muft not live.

Prm. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercut'tOy

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe.

La. Cap. Not Romeo
y

prince, he was Mercutios friend^

His fault concludes but what the law fliould end,

The life of Tybak.

Prm. And for that offence,

Immediately we do exile him hence :

I have an intereft in your hearts proceeding,

My blood for your rude brawls doth lye a bleeding,

But I'll amerce you with (o ftrong a fine.

That you fliall all repent the lofs of mine.

I will be deaf to pleading and excufes,

Nor tears nor prayers fliall purchafe out abufes.

Therefore ufe none; let Romeo hence in hafte,

Elfe when he is found, that hour is his laft.

Bear hence this body, and attend our will .*

Mercy but murthers, pardoning thofe that kill. \^ExeuH(,

SCENE IV.

An Apartment in CapuletV Houfe.

Enter Juliet alone.

Jul. A L L O P apace, you fiery-footed fteeds,

vJ To Phabus manfion,- fiich a waggoner

As Phaeton, would whip you to the wefl:.

And
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And bring in cloudy night immediately.

Spread thy clofe curtain, love-performing night,

That run-aways eyes may wink j and Rameo
Leap to thefe arms, untalkt of and unfeen.

Lovers can fee to do their am'rous rites

By their own beauties: or if love be blind.

It beft agrees with night. Come civil night,

Thou fober-fuited matron, all in black.

And learn me how to lofe a winning match.

Plaid for a pair of ftainlels maidenheads.

Hood my unmann'd blood baiting in my cheeks,

With thy balck mantle ; 'till ftrange love, grown bold,

Thinks true love ad:ed, fimple modefty.

Come night, come Romeoy come thou day in night,

For thou wilt lye upon the wings of night.

Whiter than new fnow on a raven's back

:

Come gentle night, come loving black-brow'd night.

Give me my Romeo, and when he (hall die

Take him and cut him out in little ftars.

And he will make the face of heav'n fo fine.

That all the world will be in love with night,

And pay no worfhip to the garifli (iin.

I have bought the manfion of a love.

But not pofTefb'd it j and though I am fold.

Not yet enjoy'd ^ fo tedious is this day.

As is the night before fome feftival.

To an impatient child that hath new robes,

And may not wear them. O here comes my nurfe!

Enter Nurfe with cords.

And (he brings news, and every tongue that fpeaks

But Romeo's name, fpeaks heav'nly eloquence j

Now nurfe, what news? what haft thou there ?
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The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch i

Nurfe. Ay, ay, the cords.

Jul. Ay me, what news ?

Why doft thou wring thy hands ?

Nurfe, Ah welladay he's dead, he's dead, he's dead I

We are undone, lady, we are undone

Alack the day! he's gone, he's kiil'd, he's dead.

JuL Can heaven be fo envious ?

Nurfe. Romeo can.

Though heav'n cannot. O Romeo f Romeo/
Who ever would have thought it, Romeo 1

JuL What devil art thou, that doft torment me thus ?

This torture fliould be roar'd in difmal hell.

Hath Romeo flain himfelf ? fay thou but ay ,•

And that bare vowel ay, (hall poifbn more

Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice. *

Nurfe. I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes,

God fave the mark, here on his manly breaft.

A piteous coarfe, a bloody piteous coarfe ,•

Pale, pale as alhes, all bedawb'd in blood.

All in gore blood, I fwooned at the fight.

Jul. O break, my heart poor bankrupt break at once

To prifon, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty

Vile earth to earth refign, end motion here,

And thou and Romeo prefs one heavy bier I

Nurfe. O Tybalt
J

Tybalt, the beft friend I had:

O courteous Tybalt, honeft gentleman.

That ever I fhould live to fee thee dead.

Jul. What ftorm is this that blows fo contrary ?

Is Romeo flaughter'd? and is Tybalt dead?

My " dear-lov'd coufin, and my dearer lord ?

Then let the trumpet found the general doom,
* 'The ftrange lines that follow here in the common books are not in the old edition,

« deareji.

V O L. VI. P p
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For who is living, if thofe two are gone?

Nurfe. Tybalt is dead, and Romeo banifhed,

Romeo that kill'd him, he is baniihed.

Jul. O God ! did Romeo's hand (bed Tybalt's blood ?

Nurfe. It did, it did, alas the day \ it did.

Jul O fcrpent heart, hid with a flowring face,

Did ever dragon keep (b fair a cave?

Beautiful tyrant, fiend angelical !
*

O nature! what hadft thou to do in hell.

When thou didft bower the fpirit of a fiend

In mortal paradife of fuch fweet flefli ?

Was ever book containing fuch vile matter

So fairly bound? O that deceit (liould dwell

In fuch a gorgeous palace

!

Nurfe. There's no truft,

No faith, no honefty in men^ all perjur'dj

All, all forfworn 5 all naught j and all dilTemblers.

Ah, where's my man? give me (bme Aqtda vha
Thefe griefs, thefe woes, thefe forrows make me oldf

Shame come to Romeo !

Jul. Blifter'd be thy tongue

For fuch a wi{h, he was not born to fhame.

Upon his brow fhame is aiham'd to fit:

For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd^

Sole monarch of the univerfal earth.

O what a beaft was I to chide him fb?

Nurfe. Will you fpeak well of him that kill'd your coufin?

Jul. Shall I fpeak ill of him that is my husband ?

Ah poor my lord, what tongue fhall fmooth thy name,

* fiend angelical,

\ Ravenous dove, feather'd raven,

Wolvifh-ravening lamb,

Defpifed fubftance of divinefl: {how

:

Jull oppofite to what thoa judly feem'ft.

A damned faint, an honourable villain:

O nature! (^c.

\ Thefe lines not in the firji edition^ as well asfome others which I have omitted.
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When I thy three hours wife have mangled it f

But wherefore villain didft thou kill my coufin ?

That villain coufin would have kill'd my husband.

Back foolifh tears, back to your native ipring;

Your tributary drops belong to woe,

Which you miftaking offer up to joy.

My husband lives that Tybalt would have llain,

And Tybalt dead that would have kill'd my husband
j

All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then?

Some word there was worfer than Tybalt'^ death

That murther'd me I would forget it fain.

But oh it preffes to my memory,

Like damned guilty deeds to finners minds
j

Tybalt ts dead^ and Komeo bamjhedf

That bamjhedj that one word bamjhedf

Hath flain ten thoufand Tybalts: Tybalt^ death

Was woe enough, if it had ended there:

Or if (bw'r woe delights in fellowfhip,

And needly will be rank'd with other griefs,

Why follow'd not, when (he faid Tybah\ dead.

Thy Father or thy Mother^ nay, or both?

But with a rear-ward following Tybalfs death,

Romeo is bamjhed to fpeak that word,

Is father, mother, Tybalt^ Romeo
^

Juliet,

All flain, all dead! Romeo is banijhedf

There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound,

In that word's death j no words can that woe found.

Where is my father, and my mother, nurfe ?

Nurfe. Weeping and wailing over Tybalfs coarfe.

Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither.

Jul. Wafli they his wounds with tears ? mine (hall be (pent,

When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banifliment.

l^urfe. Hie to your chamber, I'll find Romeo

Pp 2 To
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To comfort you. I wot well where he is.

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night
j

I'll to him, he is hid at Lawrence cell.

JuL O find him, give this ring to my true knightj

And bid him come, to take his laft farewel. [Exeunt*.

SCENE V.

The Monaflery,

Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo.

Fri.'Yy OMEO come forth, come forth thou fearful man,

XV Afflidion is enamour'd of thy parts
j

And thou art wedded to calamity.

Rom, Father, what news ? what is the prince's doom?
What forrow craves ^ acquaintance at my hand.

That I yet know not ?

Fn, Too familiar

Is my dear fon with fuch (bw'r company.

I bring thee tydings of the prince's doom ?

Rom. What lefs than dooms-day, is the prince's doom?

Frt. A gentler judgment vanifli'd from his lips.

Not body's death, but body's banifhment.

Rom. Ha, banifhment ! be merciful, fay death ;

For exile hath more terror in his look, ^
Than death it felf Do not fay banifliment.

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banifhed:

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide.

Rom, There is no world without Verona's walls,

But purgatory, torture, hell it felf

Hence banilhed, is bani(h'd from the world,

And
^ admittance.
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* And world-exil'd, is death. Calling death banifhment.

Thou cut'ft my head off with an golden ax,

And fmirft upon the ftroak that murthers me.

Fit. O deadfy fin! O rude unthankfulnefst

Thy fault our law calls death, but the kind prince

Taking thy part hath rufht afide the law,

And turn'd that black word death to banifhment.

^ This is meer mercy, and thou feeft it not.

Rom, 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heav'n is here

Where Juliet lives j and every cat and dog

And little moufe, every unworthy thing

Lives here in heaven, and may look on her,

But Romeo may not. More validity.

More honourable ftate, more courtfhip lives

In carrion flies, than Romeo: they may feize

On the white wonder of dear Jultefs hand,

And fteal immortal bleffings from her lips j
*

8 But Romeo may not, he is banifhed

!

O father, hadft thou no ftrong poifon mixt,

No (harp ground knife, no prefent means of de^th.

But banifhment to torture me withal ?

O Friar, the damned ufe that word in hell ,•

Howlings attend it : how haft thou the heart.

Being a divine, a ghoftly confeflTor,

A fin-abfolver, and my friend profeft,

* j^nd world's exile is death. 'Then banijhed

Is death mif'term' d.^ caliing death banijhed.

' that is dear mercy.

8 Which even in pure and vejial modejly

Still blujh , and thinking their own kijfes fin.

This may flies do^ when I from this muft fly^

yirid fay'ft thou yet^ that exile is not death ?

But Romeo may not^ he is banijhed.

HadJl thou no poifon mixt^ no Jharp-ground knife^

No fudden mean of death^ tho' ne^er fo mean^

But banijhed to kill mi ? bj>mjh ed ?

O Friar^ 8cc.
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To mangle me with that word, banifhment ?

Fri, Fond mad-man, hear me (peak.

Rom. O thou wilt fpeak again of banifliment.

Fri. I'll give thee armour to bear off that word,

Adverfity's fweet milk, philofophy,

To comfort thee, tho' thou art banifhed.

Rom. Yet banifhed ? hang up philofophy :

Unlefs philofophy can make a Juliet^

Difplant a town, reverfe a prince's doom,

It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more

Fi t, O then I fee that mad men have no ears.

Rom. How (hould they, when that wife men have no eyes?

Frt. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate.

Rom. Thou canft not fpeak of what thou doft not feel:

Wert thou as young ^ as I, Juliet thy love,

An hour but married, Tybalt murthered.

Doting like me, and like me banifhed,-

Then might'fl thou fpeak, then might'ft thou tear thy hair.

And all upon the ground as I do now.

Taking the meafure of an unmade grave.

[Throwing htmfelf on the ground.

Fri. Arife, one knocks^ good Romeo hide thy felf

\_Knock within.

Thou wilt be taken flay a while fland up,- [Knocks,

Run to my ftudy By and by God's willj

What wilfulnefs is this 1 come, I come. [Kf0ck.

Who knocks fo hard? whence come you? what's your will?

Nur/e. [Within.'] Let me come in, and you fliall know my
errand

:

I come from lady Juliet.

Fri. Welcome then.

Enter Nurfe.

Nurfe. O holy Friar, oh tell me holy Friar,

Where
i» as young as Juliet my love.
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Where is my lady's lord ? where's Romeo ?

Frt. There, on the ground, with his own tears made drunk.

ISurfe. O he is even in my miftrefs's cafe,

Juft in her ca(e, O woful fympathy

!

Piteous predicament! even fb Hes flie,

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbering.

Why fliould you fall into fo deep an oh !

Rom, Nurfe.

Nurfe. Ah Sir! ah Sir I Death is the end of all.

Rom, Speak'ft thou of Jul'tet 1 how is it with her ?

Doth not (he think me an old murtherer,

Now have I ftain'd the child-hood of our joy

With blood, remov'd but little from her own ?

Where is fhe? and how does fhe? and what fays

My conceal'd lady to our ' cancell'd love?

Nurfe, O (he fays nothing, Sir, but weeps and weeps,

And now falls on her bed, and then ftarts up,

And Tybah cries, and then on Romeo calls.

And then down falls again.

Rom. As if that name

Shot from the deadly level of a gun

Did murther her, as that name's curfed hand

Murther'd her kinfman. Tell me, Friar, tell roe,

In what vile part of this anatomy

Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may fack

'rte' hateful manfion.

Frt. Hold thy defperate hand

:

Art thou a man? thy form cries.out, thou art:

Thy tears are womanifli, thy wild ads do note

Th' unreafonable fury of a beaft.

Thou haft amaz'd me. By my holy order^

I thought thy difpofition better temper'd.

Haft thou flain T'ybalt 7 wilt thou flay thy felf ?

And
» conceaVd
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And flay thy lady too, that lives ia thee ?

*

What, roufe thee, man, thy Jal^et is alive,

For whofe dear fake thou waft but lately dead

:

There art thou happy. T^halt would kill thee.

But thou flew'ft Tybalt • there thou'rt happy too.
^

The law that threatned death became thy friend,

And turn'd it to exile; there art thou happy.

A pack of bleffings light upon thy back,

Happinefs courts thee in her beft array,

But like a misbehav'd and fullen wench.

Thou ^ pout'ft upon thy fortune and thy love.

Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miferable.

Go get thee to thy love, as was decreed,

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her:

But look thou ftay not 'till the watch be fet,

For then thou canft not pa(s to Mantua,

Where thou flialt live, 'till we can find a time

To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends,

Beg pardon of thy prince, and call thee back

With twenty hundred thoufand times more joy,

Than thou went'ft forth in lamentation.

Go before, nurfe,- commend me to thy lady.

And bid her haften all the houie to bed,

Which heavy forrow makes them apt unto.

Romeo is coming.

Nurfe. O lord, I could have ftaid here all night long, . ^
To hear good counfel : oh, what learning is!

My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come.

Rom. Do fo, and bid my fweet prepare to chide.

Nurfe. Here, Sir, a ring flie bid me give you, Sir:

Hie you, make hafte, for it grows very late.

* Here follows in the common books a great deal of nonfenfe, not. one mrd of ivhieh

is to be found in the firft edition.

^ fhoufuttefl up thy fortuns.

Rom,
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Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this.

Frt, Sojourn in Mantua-, I'll find out your man.

And he (hall fignifie from time to time

Every good hap to you that chances here :

Give me thy hand, 'tis late, farewel, good-night.

Rom. But that a joy, paft joy, calls out on me.

It were a grief, fo brief to part with thee. [Exeunt,

* SCENE VI.

Capulet'5 Houfe.

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris.

(;7<j^. 'T"^ H IN G S have fain out. Sir, fo unluckily,

JL That we have had no time to move our daughter

;

Look you, fhe lov'd her kinfman Tybalt dearly.

And fo did I Well, we were born to die

'Tis very late, ftie'll not come down to-night.

Par. Thefe times of woe afford no time to wooe

:

Madam, good-night, commend me to your daughter.

Cap. Sir Parts, I will make a defperate tender

Of my child's love : I think flie will be rul'd

In all refpects by me, nay more, I doubt it not.

But foft; what day is this?

Par. Monday, my lord.

Cap, Monday ha! ha! well, fFedne/day is too Coon,

On Thurfday let it be : you fb^ be marry'd.

We'll keep no great a-do a friend or two

For, hark you, Tybalt being flain fo late,

It may be thought we held him carelefly,

Being our kinfman, if we revel much ;

V o L. VI. Q q There-
* Some few unmcejfary nerfes are omitted in this fcene according to the oldefi editions.
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Therefore we'll have fome half a dozen friends,

And there's an end. But what fay you to Thurfda^l

Par, My lord, I woald that Thurfday were to-morrow.

Cap, Well, get you gone on Thurfday be it then :

Go you to Julkt ere you go to bed, \To lady Capulet.

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding-day.

Farewel, my lord— light to my chamber, hoaf

Good-night. [Exeunt,

SCENE VII.

The Garden,

Enter Romeo and Juliet above at a window
-y a ladder

of ropes fet,

Jul. ^ T X 7" I LT thou be gone ? it is not yet near day :

' V V It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark,
* That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear,-

* Nightly fhe fings on yond pomgranate tree

:

* Believe me love, it was the nightingale.

Rom. * It was the Lark, the herald of the morn,
* No Nightingale. Look, love, what envious ftreaks

* Do lace the fevering clouds in yonder eaft:

* Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day

* Stands tiptoe on the mifty mountain tops.

* I muft be gone and live, or ft^^ and dye.

Jul. ' Yon light is not day-light, I know it well;

* It is fome meteor that the fun exhales,

« To be to thee this night a torch-bearer,

* And light thee on thy way to Mantua
^

' Then
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^ " Then ftay a while, thou fhalt not go fo foon.

Rom, ^ Let me then ftay, let me be ta'en and dye;

* If thou wilt have it fb, I am content.

* I'll fay yon gray is not the morning's eye,

' 'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow

;

' I'll fay it is the Nightingale that beats

' The vaulty heav'ns fo high above our heads,

* And not the Lark, the mefTenger of morn.
* Come death and welcome : Juliet wills it fo.

< What fays my love ? let's talk, it is not day.

JuL It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away

:

It is the lark that fings fo out of tune.

Straining harfh difcords, and unpleafing fharps.

Some fay the lark makes fweet divifion
5

This doth not fo : for (he divideth us.

t Some fay, the lark and loathed toad change eyes,

O now I would they had chang'd voices too !
,

0 now be gone, more light and light it grows.

Rom. Farewel my love ; one kifs, and Til defcend.

Enter Nurfe,

Nurfe. Madam.

JuL Nurfe.

Nurfe, Your lady mother's coming to your cham ber:

The day is broke, be wary, look about.

Jul Art thou gone (b? love! lord! ah husband! friend

1 muft hear from thee ev'ry day in th' hour.

For in a minute there are many days.

™ 'therefore ftay^ yet thou med'Jl not M be gone.

Rom. Let me be ta'en^ let me be put to death^

I am content, if thou wilt have it fo.

I'll fay yon gray is not the mornings eye,

^Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia'j brouu.

Nor that is not the lark whofe notes do beat

I'he vaulty heavens fo high above our heads.

I have more care to flay than luill to go.

Come death &c.

t alluding to fome fable, or forae notion of the Natui alifts.
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O by this count I fhall be much in years,

Ere I again behold my Romeo.

Rom, Farewel : I will omit no opportunity.

That may convey my greetings, love, to thee.

Jul O think'ft thou we fhall ever meet again >

Rom, I doubt it not, and all thefe woes fhall ferve

For fweet difcourfes, in our time to come.

Jul. O God! I have an ill-divining foul,

Methinks I fee thee, now thoU art belov/.

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : [Romeo defcends.

Either my eye-fight fails, or thou look'ft pale.

Rom. And trufl me, love, in mine eye fo do you :

Dry Sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu. \Exemt.

SCENE VIII.

Juliet'5 Chamber^

Enter Juliet.

Jul. Oh fortune, fortune, all men call thee fickle.

If thou art fickle, what dofl: thou with him

That is renown'd for faith ? be fickle fortune

:

For then I hope thou wilt not keep him long,

But fend him back.

Enter lady Capulet.

La. Cap. Ho daughter, are you up ?

Jul. Who is't that calls? is it my lady mother?

What unaccuftom'd caufe procures her hither >

La. Cap. Why how now, Juliet?

Jul. Madam, I'm not well.

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your coufin's death ?

What, wilt thou wafii him from his grave with tears? *

Jul. Yet let me weep, for fuch a feeling loft.

* Several unnecejjary lines are omitted in this fcene^ which is printed more agremhly

to the firfi edition.

La,
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La. Cap. Well girl, thou weep'fl: not fb much for his death,

As that the villain lives which flaughter'd him.

Jul. What villain, madam i

La. Cap. That fame villain, Romeo.

Jul. Villain and he are many miles afunder.

La. Cap. Content thee girl. If I could find a man,

I foon would fend to Mantua where he is,

And give him fuch an unaccuftom'd dram

That he fhould foon keep Tybah company.

Jul. Find you the means, and I'll find fuch a man,

For while he lives, my heart fhall ne'er be light

'Till I behuld him dead is my poor heart,^

Thus for a kinfman vext ?

La. Cap. Well, let that pals.

I come to bring thee joyful tydings, girl.

Jul. And joy comes well in fuch a needful time.

What are they, I befeech your ladyfhip ?

La. Cap. Well, well, thou haft a careful father, child
j

One, who to put thee from thy heavinefs,

Hath forted out a fudden day of joy,

That thou exped'ft not, nor I look'd not for.

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is this ?

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thurfday mom,
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman.

The county Pans, at St. Peters church.

Shall happily make thee a joyful bride.

Jul. Now by St. Peter's church, and Peter too,

He fhall not make me there a joyful bride.

I wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed

Ere he that muft be husband comes to wooe.

I pray you tell my lord and father, madam,

I will not marry yet, and when I do.

It (hall be Romeo^ whom you know I hate,
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Rather than Pans. Thefe are news indeed.

La. Cap, Here comes your father, tell him fo your felf,

And fee how he will take it at your hands.

Enter Capulet and nurfe.

Cap. How now? a conduit, girl? what, M in tears?

JEvermore fliow'ring? in one little body
Thou counterfeit'fl: a bark, a fea, a wind;

For ftill thy eyes, which I may call the fea.

Do ebb and flow with tears ^ the bark thy body is

Sailing in this fait flood : the winds thy fighs,

Which raging with thy tears, and they with them.

Without a fudden calm, will overfet

Thy tempefl-tofled body—— How now, wife ?

Have you deliver'd to her our decree ?

La. Cap. Ay, Sir ^ but ihe will none, flie gives you thanks

I would the fool were married to her grave.

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, wife.

How, will flie none ? doth fhe not give us thanks ?

Is fhe not proud ? doth (he not count her bleil.

Unworthy as fhe is, that we have wrought

S^o worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom?

Jul. Not proud, you have ^ but thankful, that you have.

Proud can I never be of what I hate.

But thankful even for hate, that is m.eant love.

Cap. Proud! and I thank you! and I thank you not!

Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds.

But fettle your fine joints 'gainfl Thurfday next.

To go with Parts to faint Peter's church

:

Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither.

La. Cap. Fie, fie, what are you mad ?

Jul Good father, I befeech you on my knees.

Hear me with patience, but to fpeak a word.
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Cap, Hang thee, young baggage, difobedienc wretch,

I tell thee what, get thee to church a Thurfday^

Or never after look me in the face.

Speak not, reply not, do not anfwer me.

My fingers itch. Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft,

That God had (ent us but this only child,

But now I fee this one is one too much,

And that we have a curie in having her;

Out on her, hilding.

Nurfe, God in heaven blefs her:

You are to blame, my lord, to rate her fb.

Cap. And why, my lady wifdom ? hold your tongue.

Good prudence, fmatter with your goffips, go.

Nurfe, I (peak no treafbn—^- O god-ye-good-den

May not one (peak ?

Cap, Peace you mumbling fool.

Utter your gravity o'er a goffip's bowl,

For here we need it not.

La. Cap. You are too hot.

Cap, God's bread, it makes me mad: "day, night, late, early,

At home, abroad ,• alone, in company,

Waking or fleeping,- ftill my care hath been

To have her match'd ^ and having now provided

A gentleman of noble parentage,

Of fair demeans, youthful, and nobly allied,

StufPd as they fay with honourable parts,

Proportioned as ones thought would wiHi a man

:

And then to have a wretched puling fool,

A whining mammet, in her fortunes tender.

To anfwer, I'll not wed, I cannot love,

I am too young, I pray you pardon me
" Day^ nighty hour, tide, time, work, and play,

uilone, in company, Jiiil my care hath been &c.
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But, if you will not wed, HI pardon you:

Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with me:
Look to't, think on't, I do not ufe to jeft.

Thurfday is near, lay hand on heart, advife
j

If you be mine, I'll give you to my friend

:

If you be not, hang, beg, ftarve, die i'th* ftreets;

For, by my foul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee,

Nor what is mine (hall ever do thee good

:

Trufl: to't, bethink you, I'll not be forfworn.

Jul. Is there no pity fitting in the clouds.

That fees into the bottom of my grief ?

0 fweet my mother, caft me not away.

Delay this marriage for a month, a week.

Or if you do not, make the bridal bed

In that dim monument where Tybalt lyes.

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not fpeak a word

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee.

Jul. O God! O nurfe, how (hall this be prevented?

Alack, alack, that heav'n {hould pradife ftratagems

Upon fo foft a fubjed as my felf

Nurfe. Faith here it is

:

Romeo is banifh'd, all the world to notliing

That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you:

Or if he do, it needs muft be by ftealth.

Then fmce the cafe fo ftands as now it doth,

1 think it bed you married with the count.

Oh he's a lovely gentleman!

Romeo's a difh-clout to him ,• an eagle, madam.

Hath not fo green, fo quick, fo fair an eye

As Pans hath. Befhrew my very heart,

I think you happy in this fecond match.

For it excels your firft ,• or if it did nor,
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Your firfl is dead, or 'twere as good he were,

As living here, and you no ufe of him.

JuL Speakeft thou f^om thy heart ?

Nurfe. And from my foul too.

Or elfe befhrew them both.

Jul. Amen.

Nurfe. What?

Jul. Well, thou haft comforted me marvellous much;
Go in, and tell my lady I am gone,

Having difpleas'd my father, to Lawrence* cell.

To make confeffion, and to be abfblved.

Nurfe, Marry I will, and this is wifely done. [Exit.

Jul, Ancient damnation ! O moft wicked fiend

!

Is it more fin to wifti me thus forfworn.

Or to difpraife my lord with that fame tongue

Which fhe hath prais'd him with above compare.

So many thoufand times? go, counfellor,

Thou and my bofom henceforth fhall be twain

:

rll to the Friar to know his remedy.

If all elfe fail, my felf have power to die. [Exit.

Vol. VI. Rr ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

The Monaftery,

Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris.

Friar.
- j^^f^r/day. Sir ! the time is very (hort.

Par. My father Capukt will have it fb.

And I am nothing flow to (lack his hafte.

Frt, You fay you do not know the lady's mind

:

Uneven is this courfe, I like it not.

Par, Immoderately flie weeps for Tybalfs death.

And therefore have I little talk'd of love,

For J/ems fmiles not in a houfe of tears.

Now, Sir, her father counts it dangerous

That flie fhould give her forrow fo much (way

And, in his wifdom, haftes our marriage,

To flop the inundation of her tears ,•

Which too much minded by her felf alone,

May be put from her by fociety.

Now do you know the reafon of this hafte ?

Fru I would I knew not why it fliould be flow'd.

Look, Sir, here comes the lady tow'rds my cell.

Enter Juliet.

Par. Welcome my love, my lady and my wife.

Jul. That may be, Sir, when I may be a wife.

Par. That may be, muft be, love, on Thmfday next.

Jul. What muft be, fliail be.

/ri. That's a certain text.

Par.
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Par, Come you to make confeflion to this father ?

Jul. To anfwer that were to confefs to you.

Par, Do not deny to him, that you love me.

JuL I will confefs to you that I love him.

Par, So will ye, I am fiire, that you love me.

Jul. If I do fb, it will be of more price,

Being (poke behind your back, than to your face.

Par. Poor foul, thy face is much abus'd with tears.

Jul. The tears have got fmall victory by that:

For it was bad enough before their /pight.

Par. Thou wrong'fl it, more than tears, with that report;

Jul. That is no (lander, Sir, which is but truth.

And what I (peak, I (peak it to my face.

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flander'd it.

Jul. It may be (b, for it is not mine own.

Are you at leifure, holy father, now.

Or (hall I come to you at evening mafs.'

Frt. My leifure (erves me, penfive daughter, now.

My lord, I muft intreat the time alone.

Par. God fhield, I fhould difturb devotion :

Juliet farewel, and keep this holy kifs. {Exit Paris.

JuL Go fhut the door, and when thou haft done fo,

Come weep with me, paft hope, paft cure, paft help.

Frt. O Juliet, I already know your grief,

I hear thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it,

On Thurfday next be married to this Count.

JuL Tell me not. Friar, that thou hear'ft of this,

Unlefs thou tell me how I may prevent it.

If in thy wifdom thou canft give no help,

Do thou but call my refolution wi(e,

And with this knife I'll help it prefently.

God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands,

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo feal'd,

Rr 1 Shall .
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shall be the label to another deed,

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt

Turn to another, this fhall flay them both

:

Therefore out of thy long-experienc'd time.

Give me (bme pre(ent counfel, or behold

'Twixt my extreams and me this bloody knife

Shall play the umpire; arbitrating that.

Which the commiflion of thy years and art

Could to no ifTue of true honour bring

:

"Speak not, be brief j for I defire to dye,

If what thou fpeak'ft fpeak not of remedy.

Fn, Hold, daughter, I do 'fpy a kind of hope,

Which craves as defperate an execution.

As that is defp'rate which we would prevent.

If rather than to marry County Paris

Thou haft the ftrength or will to flay thy felf.

Then it is likely thou wilt undertake

A thing like death to chide away this ftiame.

That cop'ft with death himfelf, to 'fcape from it:

And if thou dar'ft, I'll give thee remedy.

Jul. O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris,

From off the battlements of yonder tower,-

''Or chain me to fbme ftcepy mountain's top

Where roaring bears and favage lions roam;

Or fhut me nightly in a charnel houfe,

O'er-cover'd quite with dead mens ratling bones.

With reeky fhanks, and yellow chaplefs skulls

;

Or bid me go into a new-made grave.

And hide me with a dead man in his fhroud

;

Things that to hear them *^nam'd, have made me tremble;

And I will do it without fear or doubt. To
* £e not fo Jong to fpeaky I long to die.

•> Or walk in thievijh ways, or bid me lurk

Where ferpenis are^ chain me with roaring bears, ^
Or hide me nightly, &c. It is thus the editions vary.

« told.
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To live an unftain'd wife to my fweet love.

Fri. Hold Jul'm : hye thee home, get 'thee to bed •

(Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy chamber
)And when thou art alone, take thou this viol,

And this diftilled liquor drink thou ofF,

When prefently through all thy veins fliall run
A cold and drowfie humour, which fliall feize
Each vital fpirit j for no pulfe fhall keep
His nat'ral progrefs, but furceafe to beat.

No warmth, no breath (hall teftify thou iiveft,-

The rofes in thy lips and cheeks fhall fade

To ^ paly aflies the eyes windows fall

Like death, when he fhuts up the day of life •

And in this borrowed likenefs of flirunk death
Thou fhalt continue two and forty hours
And then awake, as from a pleafant fleep.

Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes
To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead ;

Then as the manner of our country is.

In thy beft robes uncover'd on the bier.

Be born to burial in thy kindreds grave

:

Thou fhalt be born to that fame antient vault,

Where all the kindred of the Capukts lye.

In the mean time, againfl thou fhalt awake,
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift.

And hither fhall he come and he and I

Will watch thy waking, and that very night

Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua
j

If no unconftant toy nor womanifh fear

Abate thy valour in the ading it.

Jul Give me, oh give me, tell not me of fear, {tahngthev'tal
Fru Hold, get you gone, be flrong and profperous

In this refolve, I'll fend a Friar with fpeed

To Mantua^ with my letters to thy lord, 7 /
^ mealy. *^
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Jul. Love give me ftrength, and ftrength fhall help afford.

Farewel, dear father [Exemt,

SCENE n.

Capulet'j Houfe,

Enter Capulet, Lad'^ Capulet, Nurfe^ and two or three

fervants.

Cap. O O many guefts invite as here are writ

v3 Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. *

We fhail be much unfurnifli'd for this time:

What, is my daughter gone to Friar Lawrence!

Nurfe. Ay forfooth.

Cap. Well, he may chance to do fbme good on her;

A peevifh felf-will'd harlotry it is.

Enter Juliet.

Nurfe, ^See where flie comes from her confeflion.

Cap. How now, my head-ftrong? where have you been

gadding?

Jul. Where I have learnt me to repent the fin

Of difobedient oppofition

To you and your behefts ,• and am enjoyn'd

By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here,

And beg your pardon : pardon I befeech you

!

Henceforward 1 am ever rul'd by you.

Cap. Send for the Count, go tell him of this,

twenty cunning cooks.

Ser. You fhall have none ill. Sir, for I'll try if they can lick their fingere.

Cap. How canft thou try them fo ?

Ser. Marry, Sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick his own fingers : therefore

be that cannot lick his fingers, goes not with me.

Cap. Go, be gone.

We lhall be much t^c.

e See where pe comes from Jhrift, 'with merry look.

^
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I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning.

Jtd. I met the youthful lord at Lawrence^ cell.

And gave him what becoming love I might,

Not ftepping o'er the bounds of modefty.

Cap, Why I am glad on't, this is well, ftand up.

This is as't fhould be, let me fee the County :

Ay marry, go I fay, and fetch him hither.

Now afore God, this reverend holy Friar,

All our whole city is much bound to him.

'Juh Nurfe, will you go with me into my clo/et,

To help me fort fuch needful ornaments

As you think fit to furnifh me to-morrow ?

La. Cap, No not 'till Thurfda'y^ there is time enough.

Cap, Go nurle, go with her we'll to church to-morrow

[Exemt Juliet and Nurfe,

La. Cap. We fhall be fliort in our provifion

'Tis now near night.

Cap. Tu(h, I will ftir about.

And all things (hall be well, I warrant thee, wife

:

Go thou to Jultety help to deck up her,

I'll not to bed to-night, let me alone:

I'll play the houfwife for this once. What ha ?

They are all forth j well I will walk my felf

To County Paris, to prepare him up

Againft to-morrow. My heart's wondrous light,

Since this fame way-ward girl is (b reclaim'd.

[Exeunt Capulet and lady Capulet.

SCENE III.

JulietV Chamber.

Enter Juliet and Nurfe.

JuL Ay, thofe attires are beftj but gentle nurfe,

I pray thee leave me to my felf to-night : For
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For I have need of many orifbns

To move the heav'ns to fmile upon my ftate,

Which well thou know'ft is crofs and full of fin.

Enter Lady Capulet.

La. Cap. What are you bufie, do you need my help >

Jul. No, madam, we have cuU'd fuch necelTaries

As are behoveful for our ftate to-morrow ;

So pleafe you, let me now be left alone.

And let the nurfe this night fit up with you;

For I am fure you have your hands full all,

In this fo fudden bufinefs.

La. Cap. Good-night,

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. [Exeunt,

Jul ' Farewel God knows, when we fhall meet again!

' I have a faint cold fear thrills though my veins,

* That almoft freezes up the heat of ^life.

' I'll call them back again to comfort me.

* Nurfe what (hould ftie do here?

' My difmal fcene I needs muft ad alone

:

* Come vial What if this mixture do not work at all?

' Shall I of force be marry'd to the Count.

' No, no, this ftiall forbid it ;
lye thou there

[Pointing to a dagger^

« What if it be a poifon, which the Friar

^ Subt'ly hath miniftred, to have me dead,

* Left in this marriage he ftiould be diftionour'd,

* Becaufe he married me before to Romeo ?

'
I fear it is j and yet methinks it (hould not,

< For he hath ftill been tried a holy man
' How, if when I am laid into the tomb,

<
I wake before the time that Romeo

< Comes to redeem me? there's a fearful point!

< Shall

( fire.
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shall I not then be ftifled in the vault,

To whofe foul mouth no bealthfome air breaths in?

Or if I live, is it not very like

The horrible conceit of death and night.

Together with the terror of the place,

(As in a vault, an ancient receptacle,

Where, for thefe many hundred years, the bones

Of all my buried anceftors are packt ,•

Where bloody T^halt^ yet but green in earth.

Lies feftring in his fhroud ,• where, as they fay.

At (bme hours in the night Ipirits refbrt
)

Alas, alas! is it not like, that I

So early waking, what with loath(bme fmells,

And (hrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth.

That living mortals hearing them run mad
Or if I wake, fhall I not be diftraught,

(Invironed with all thefe hideous fears,)

And madly play with my fore-fathers joints,

And pluck the mangled Tybah from his fhroud ?

And in this rage, with fome great kinfman's bone

As with a club, dafti out my defp'rate brains ?

* O look ! methinks I fee my coufin's ghoft

* Seeking out Romeo Stay, Tybalt, (lay!

' Romeoy I come ! this do I drink to thee.

\Sh€ throws herfelf on the bed.

SCENE IV.

A Hall.

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurfe,

La, Cap. TTOld, take thefe keys and fetch more fpices, nurfe.

JLx JNur, They call for dates and quinces in the paftry.

Vol. VI. Sf Enter
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E^ter Capulet.

Cap. Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, the fecond cock hath crow'd,

The curphew bell hath rung, 'tis three a-clock:

Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica,

Spare not for coft.

Nurfe. Go, you cot- quean, go,-

Get you to bed 5 faith you'll be fick to-morrow

For this night's watching.

Cap. No not a whit : what, I have watch'd ere now

All night for a lefs cau(e, and ne'er been fick.

Im. Cap. Ay, you have been a moufe-hunt in your time,

But I will watch you^ from (uch watching, now.

[ Ex, Lady Capulet and Nurfe.

Cap, A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood

Now, fellow, what's there?

Enter three or four with fphsy and logs, and baskets.

Ser. Things for the cook. Sir, but I know not what.

Cap. Make hafte, make hafte, firrah, 'fetch drier logs,

Call Peter, he will fhew thee where they are.

Ser. I have a head. Sir, that will find out logs^

And never trouble Peter for the matter.

Cap. Mafs and well faid, a merry horfon, ha!

Thou (halt be logger- head good faith, 'tis day. [Play muftcL

The County will be here with mufick ftraight,

For fo he faid he would. I hear him near.

Nurfe, wife, what ho? what, nurfe, I fay?

Enter Nurfe,

Go waken JtdUet, go and trim her up,

I'll go and chat with Parts: hie, make hade,

Make hafte, I fay. [Exh Capulet.

SCENE
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S C E N E V.

Scene draws and difcovers Juliet on a bed.

Nurfe. Miftrefs, what miftrcfs ! Juliet— Fafl: I warrant

Why lamb why lady— Fie you flug-a-bed—
Why love, I fay— Madam, fweet-heart why bride

What, not a word! you take your pennyworths now;
Sleep for a week ; for the next night I warrant,

The County Paris hath fet up his reft.

That you fliall reft but little— God forgive me—

—

Marry and amen— How found is ftie afleep?

I muft needs wake her: Madam, madam, madam.

Ay, let the County take you in your bed

He'll fright you up i'faith. Will it not be ?

What dreft, and in your deaths— and down again!

I muft needs wake you: Lady, lady, lady—
Alas! alas! help! help! my lady's dead.

O well-a-day, that ever I was born ?

Some Aqua v'tta^ ho ! my lord, my lady

!

Enter Lady Capjlec.

La. Cap. What noife is here?

Nurfe. O lamentable day

!

La. Cap. What is the matter ?

Nurfe. Look,— oh heavy day

!

La. Cap. Oh me, oh me, my child, my only life

!

Revive, look up, or I will die with thee:

Help, help! call help.

Enter Capulet.

Cap. For (hamc bring Juliet forth, her lord is come.

Nurfe, She's dead, deceaft, (he's dead": alack the day!

S f 1
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Cap. Ha! let me fee her— Out alas, ihe'scold.

Her blood is fettled, and her joints are ftifF,

Life and thefe lips have long been feparated :

* Death lies on her, like an untimely froft

' Upon the fweeteft flower of the field.

Accurfed time! unfortunate old man!

Enter Friar Lawrence, aji(J Paris with Muficians.

Frt. Come, is the bride ready to go to church ?

Cap. Ready to go, but never to return.

O fon, the night before the wedding-day

Hath death lain with thy wife : fee, there fhe lies.

Flower as fhe was, deflower'd now by him;

Death is my fon in-law.—
Par. Have I thought long to fee this morning's face.

And doth it give me fuch a fight as this ?

La. Cap. Accurft, unhappy, wretched, hateful day^

Moft miferable hour, that Time e'er faw

In lafting labour of his pilgrimage.

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child.

But one thing to rejoice and folace in.

And cruel death hath catcht it from my fight.

Nurfe. Oh woe! oh woful, woful, wofulday!f

Moft lamentable day! moft woful day!

That ever, ever, I did yet behold.

Oh day ! oh day ! oh day ! oh hateful day

!

Never was feen fo black a day as this:

Oh woful day ! oh woful day!

Frt. Oh peace for fhame

Your daughter lives in peace and happinefs.

And it is vain to wifti it otherwife.

Heav'n and your felf had part in this fair maid^

Now heav'n hath all Come

-j- T'hh fpeech of exclamations is not in the edition ahove cited. Several other parts,

unnecejfary or tautology, are not to be found in the faid edition 5 luhich occaftons the

'variation in this from the common hooks.
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Come ftick your rofemary on this fair corpfe,

And as the cuftom of our country is.

In all her beft and fumptuous ornaments

Convey her where her anceftors lie tomb'd.

Cap, All things that we ordained feftival.

Turn from their office to black funeral

:

Our inftruments, to melancholy bells,-

Our wedding chear, to a fad burial feafl:,-

Our (blemn hymns to (iallen dirges change
j

And bridal flow'rs ferve for a buried coarfe.

S C E N E VI.

Manent Mufictans,

Muf, Faith we may put up our pipes and be gone.

Nurfe, Honeft good fellows : ah, put up, put up.

For well you know this is a pitiful ca(e.

Muf. Ay, by my troth, the cafe may be amended.

Enter Peter.

Pet. Muficians, oh muficians, hearfs eafe^ hearfs eafe: oh,

an you will have me live, play hearfs eafe,

Muf Why hearfs eafe?

Pet, O muficians, becaufe my heart it (elf plays, my heart

is full of woe. O play me fome merry dump, to comfort me I

Muf Not a dump we, 'tis no time to play now.

Pet, You will not then ?

Muf No.

Pet. I will then give it you fbundly.

Muf What will you give us ?

Pet. No mony on my faith, I'll re you, HI fa you, do you

note me?

Muf An you re us, and fa us, you note us,

2 Muf

325

{Exeunt.
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2 Muf. Pray you put up your dagger, and put out your wit.

Pet. Then have at you with my wit, artfwcr me hke men

:

When gr'tpr/ig griefs the heart doth wound^

'Then muftck with her fdver found

Why fdver found? why mufick with her filver found?

What fay you, Simon CatJtng'i

Muf, Marry, Sir, becaufe filver hath a fweet found.

Pet, ^Pretty! what fay you, HugJo Rebeck?

z -Muf I fay filver found, becaufe muficians found for filver.

Pet. ^ Pretty too ! what fay you Samuel Sot4nd-hoard?

3 Mtif Faith I know not what to fay.

Pet. O I cry you mercy, you are the finger^ I will fa'^ for

you. It is mufick with her filver found, becaufe fuch fellows

as you have no gold for founding. \Exit,

Muf. What a peflilent knave is this fame?

2 Muf. Hang him, Jack^ come, we'll in here, tarry for the

mourners, and ftay dinner. \Roceim.

I pratejl. prateft too.



Romeo and Juliet. 327

ACT V. SCENE I.

M A N T U A.

Enter Romeo.

F I may truft the " flattery of fleep,

My dreams prefage feme joyful news at hand

:

My bofbm's lord fits lightly on his throne,

''And all this day, an unaccuftom'd fpirit

Lifts me above the ground with chearful thoughts.

I dreamt my lady came and found me dead,

(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to think)

And breath'd fuch life with kiffes in my lips.

That I reviv'd, and was an Emperor,

Ah me ! how fweet is love it felf polTeft,

When but love's fhadows are fb rich in joy ?

Enter Romeo'i Man.

News from Verona How now Balthazar!

Doft thou not bring me letters from the Friar ?

How doth my lady ? is my father well ?

How doth my Juliet 7 that I ask again.

For nothing can be ill, if fhe be well,

Man. Then (he is well, and nothing can be ill,

Her body fleeps in Capulefs monument,

And her immortal part with angels lives

:

1 faw her laid low in her kindreds vault.

And prefently took poft to tell it you

:

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill news*

Rom*
a flattring truth ofJleep. ^ and all this wmged, unaccuflm''d.
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Rom. Is it even fo ? then I defy you, ftars !

Thou know'ft my lodging, get me ink and paper,

And hire poft-horfes. I will hence to-night.

Man, Pardon me Sir, I dare not leave you thus.

Your looks are pale and wild, and do import

Some mifadventure.

Rom. Tufli, thou art deceiv'd.

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do

:

Haft thou no letters to me from the Friar ?

Man, No, good my lord.

Rom. No matter ; Get thee gone,

And hire thofe horfes, I'll be with thee ftraight. Man.

Well Juhet, I will lye with thee to-night
^

Let's fee for means

—

^-O mifchief! thou art fwift

To enter in the thought of defperate men \

* I do remember an Apothecary,

* And hereabouts he dwells, whom late I noted

* In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows,

' Culling of fimples
j
meager were his looks,

* Sharp mifery had worn him to the bones:

* And in his needy fhop a tortoife hung,

* An alligator ftufc, and other skins

* Of ill-fhap'd fifties, and about his flielves

* A beggarly account of empty boxes ,*

' Green earthen pots, bladders, and mufty feeds,

* Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of rofes

^ Were thinly fcattered, to make up a (hew.

Noting this penury, to my felf I faid,

And if a man did need a poifon now,

Whofe fale is prefent death in Mantua^

Here lives a caitiff wretch would fell it him.

Oh this fame thought did but fore-run my need,

And this fame needy man muft fell it me.
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As I remember, this fliould be the houfe.

Being holy-day, the beggar's (hop is fhut.

What ho! apothecary!

Enter apothecary.

Ap, Who calls fo loud?

Rorri. Come hither man, I fee that thou art poorj

Hold, there is forty ducats, let me have

A dram of poifon, fiich foon fpreading geer.

As will difperfe it felf thro' all the veins.

That the life-weary Taker may fall dead

;

And that the trunk may be difcharg'd of breath.

As violently, as hafty powder fir'd

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb.

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have, but Mantua's law

Is death to any he that utters them.

Rom. ' Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefs,

* And fear'ft to die ? famine is in thy cheeks,

* Need and oppreflion ftare within thine eyes,

* Contempt and beggary hang on thy back :

* The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law
^

* The world affords no law to make thee rich,

* Then be not poor, but break it and take this.

Ap. My poverty, but not my will, confents.

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will.

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will.

And drink it off, and if you had the flrength

Of twenty men it would difpatch you flraight.

Rom. T^here is thy gold, worfe poifon to mens fouls,

Doing more murther in this loathfom world.

Than thefe poor compounds that thou may'ft not fell

;

I fell thee poifon, thou hafl fold me none.

Farewel, buy food, and get' thee into flefh.

Vol. VI. Tt
< thy felf in flejh.
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Come cordial, and not poifon, go with mc
To Jidiefs grave, for there muft I ufe thee. [Exettftf.

SCENE 11.

The Menaftery at Verona.

Enter Friar John to friar Lawrence.

Jo/j^. T T O L Y Framifcan Friar ! brother I ho f

JlX Law. This fame fhould be the voice of Friar

John.

Welcome from Mantua y what fays Romeo?

Or if his mind be writ, give me his letter.

John. Going to find a bare-foot brother out,

One of our order, to alTociate me.

Here in this city vifiting the fick
j

And finding him, the fearchers of the town

Sufpeding that we both were in a houfe

Where the infedious peftilence did reign,

Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth.

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid.

Law. Who bore my letter then to Romeo?

John. I could not fend it,- here it is again.

Nor get a meffenger to bring it thee.

So fearful were they of infcdion.

Law. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood.

The letter was not nice, but full of charge.

Of dear import, and the negle<5i:ing it

May do much danger. Friar John^ go hence.

Get me an iron crow, and bring it ftiaight

Unto my cell.

John. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee. [Exit^
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Law. Now muft I to the monument alone:

Within thefe three hours will fair Juliet wake

;

She will befhrew me much, that Romeo

Hath had no notice of thefe accidents :

But I will write again to Mantua^

And keep her at my cell 'till Romeo come.

Poor living coarfe, clos'd in a dead man's tonrtb!

S C E N E III.

A Church-^ard: In a Monument belonging to the Capulets.

Enter Paris and his Page, with a light.

Par, IV E me thy torch, boy
;

hence, an<l ftand aloof.

vJ Yet put it out, for I would not be feen :

Under yond ^ yew-trees lay thee all along,

Laying thy ear clofe to the hollow ground;

So (hall no foot upon the church-yard tread',,

(Being loofe, unfirm, with digging up of graves)

But thou (halt hear it : whiftle then to me.

As fignal that thou hear'ft fomething approach.

Give me thofe flow'rs. Do as I bid thee ,• go.

Page. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone

Here in the church-yard, yet I will adventure.

Par. Sweet flaw'r! with flow'rs thy bridal bed I ftrew;

[Strewing flowers*

' Fair Juliet^ that with angels doft remain.

Accept this lateft favour at my hand,

That living honour'd thee, and being dead

With fun'ral obfequies adorn thy tomb. ]The Boy whifiks.— The boy gives warning, fomething doth approach,,

What curled foot waaders^ this way to-night,

Tt 1 To
^ young trees. * 'Thefe four lines from the old edition.
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To crofs my obfequies> and true love's rites?

What with a torch ? muffle me, night, a while.

S C E N E IV.

Enter Romeo and Peter whh a light,

Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching iron.

Hold, take this letter, early in the morning

See thou delrver it to my lord and father.

Give me the light; upon thy life I charge thee,

Whate'er thou hear'ft or feeft, ftand all aloof,

And do not interrupt me in my courfe.

Why I defcend into this bed of death,

Is partly to behold my lady's face ;

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger

A precious ring, a ring that I muft ufe

In dear employment, therefore hence be gone

:

But if thou, jealous, doft return to pry

In what I further fhall intend to do.

By heaven I will tear thee joint by joint,

And ftrcw this hungry church-yard with thy limbs
j

The time and my intents are favage, wild,

More fierce and more inexorable far

Than empty tygers, or the roaring (ea.

Pet. I will be gone Sir, and not trouble you.

Rom. So (halt thou win my favour. Take thou that.

Live and be profp'rous, and farewel good fellow.

Pet. For all this fame, I'll hide me hereabout,-

His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. \Exit^

Rom. Thou deteftable maw, thou womb of death,

Gorg'd with the dearell morfel of the earth ,•

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open,

^ ' [Breaking open the monument.

And
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And in defpight I'll cram thee with more food.

Par, This is that baniflit haughty Mouyitague

That murther'd my love's coufin; (with which grief

It is fuppofed the fair creature dy'd,)

And here is come to do fome villanous fliame

To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him.

Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Mountague

:

Can vengeance be purfu'd further than death ?

Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee
j

Obey, and go with me, for thou muft die.

Rom. I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither

Good gentle youth, tempt not a defp'rate man.

Fly hence and leave me ; think upon thofe gone.

Let them affright thee. I befeech thee, youth.

Pull not another fin upon my head.

By urging me to fury. Oh be gone!

By heav'n I love thee better than my felf ,•

For I come hither arm'd againft my felf.
*

Par, I do defie thy commiferation,

And apprehend thee for a felon here.

Rom, Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee boy.

\The'^ fight, Paris falls.

Page. Oh lord they fight ! I will go call the watch.

Par, Oh I am flainj if thou be merciful,

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet,

Rom. In faith I will : let me perufe this face

Mercut'io's kinfman! Noble County Paris f

\V hat faid my man, when my betofTed foul

Did not attend him as we rode? I think

He told me Parts {hould have married Juliet,

Said he not fo ? or did I dream it fo ?

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet

;

* Some lines are left out here and afterwards, which are unworthy of Shakefpear,

and no hint of them to be found in the old edition.

To
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To think it was fo? Oh give me thy hand.

One writ with me in four misfortunes's book,

I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave.

For here lyes Juliet Oh my love, my wife

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath,

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty ;

Thou art not conquer'd, beauty's enfign yet

Is crimfon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks.

And death's pale flag is not advanced there.

Tybalt
J

ly'ftthou there in thy bloody fheet.*

Oh what more favour can I do to thee,

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain,

To funder his that was thy enemy ?

Forgive me, coufin. Ah dear Juliet,

Why art thou yet fo fair ? I will btlieve

That unfubftantial death is amorous.

And that the lean abhorred monfter keeps

Thee here in dark, to be bis paramour :
•

For fear of that, I ftill will ftay with thee,

And never from this palace of dim night

Depart again : come lye thou in my arms.

Here's to thy health.—-^Oh true apothecary!

Thy drugs are quick. Here, here will I remaio.

With worms that are thy chamber-maids. 5 oh here

Will I fet up my everlafting reft ,-

And (hake the yoke of inaufpicious ftars

From this world-weary'd fleflb. Eyes, look your laft'

Arms, take your laft embrace!' and lips, oh you

The doors of breath, feal with a righteous, kii&

A datelefs bargain to engroffing death!

Come bitter condud, come unfavoury guide,

Thou defp'rate pilot, now at once run. on

The daflaing rocks V^y fea-fick. wear.y bark

f thy.
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Here's to my love ! oh trae apothecary I

Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kifs I die.

Enter Frtar Lawrence with lanthorn^ crow, and fpade

Fr'i, St. Francis be my fpeed, how oft to-night

Have my old feet ftumbled at graves ? who's there ?

Pet. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you well.

Frt. Biils be upon you. Tell me, good my friend.

What torch is yond, that vainly lends his light

To grubs and eyelefs (culls ? as I difcern,

It burneth in the Capulets monument.

Pet, It doth fo, holy Sir,

And there's my mafter, one you dearly love.

Frt. Who is it ?

Pet, Romeo,

Frt. How long hath he been there?

Pet. Full half an hour.

Frt. Go with me to the vault.

Pet. I dare not. Sir.

My mafter knows not but I am gone hence,

And fearfully did menace me with death.

If I did ftay to look on his intents.

Frt. Stay, then I'll go alone j fear comes upon me,-

0 much I fear fome ill unlucky thing.

Pet. As I did lleep under this yew-tree here,

1 dreamt my mafter and another fought,

And that my mafter flew him.

Frt. Romeo!

Alack, alack, what blood is this which ftains

The ftony entrance of this fepulchre ?

What mean thefe mafterlcfs and goary (words

To lie difcolour'd by this place of peace ?

Romeo I oh pale! who elfe? what Parts too?
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And fteep'd in blood ? ah what an unkind hour

Is guilty of this lamentable chance ?

The lady ftirs.

JuL [awaking,'] Oh comfortable Friar, where's my lord ?

I do remember well where I fhould be;

And there 1 am j but where is Romeo?

Frt, I hear fome noife! Lady, come from that neft

Of death, contagion, and unnatural fleep;

A greater Power than we can contradid.

Hath thwarted our intents
;
come, come away

;

Thy husband in thy bofbm there lyes dead,

And Parts too Come, I'll difpofe of thee.

Among a fifterhood of holy Nuns

:

Stay not to queftion, for the watch is coming. \Rx'tt,

Jul. Go, get thee hence, for 1 will not away.

What's here? a cup clos'd in my true love's hand?

Poifon I fee hath been his timelefs end.

Oh churl, drink all, and leave no friendly drop

To help me after ? I will kifs thy lips.

Haply fome poifon yet doth hang on them

;

Thy lips are warm.

Rnter Boy and Watch.

Watch, Lead boy, which way ?

Jul. Yea, noife?

Then I'll be brief O happy dagger! [Find'mg a dagger.

^ This is thy (heath, there ruft and let me die. [K'dls herfelf.

Boy. This is the place, there where the torch doth burn.

Watch. The ground is bloody. Search about the church-yard.

Go fome of you, whom e'er you find attach.

Pitiful fight! here lies the County (lain.

And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead.

Who here hath lain thefe two days buried.

Go
g "Tis in thy Jheath.
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Go tell the Prince, run to the CapuletSy

Raife up the Momtaguesy (bme others (earch

Enter fome of the watch with RomeoV man,

1 Watch. Here's Romeo's man, we found him in the church-

yard.

I Watch. Hold him in fafety 'till the Prince comes hither.

Enter Friar and a third Watchman,

3 Watch. Here is a Friar that trembles, fighs and weeps:

We took this mattock and this fpade from him.

As he was coming from this church-yard fide.

I Watch. A great fufpicion : ftay the Friar too.

S C E N E V.

Enter the Prince and attendants.

Prince, What mifadventure is fb early up,

That calls our perfbn from our morning's reft?

Enter Capulet and lady Capulet.

Cap. What fhould it be that they fb fhriek abroad ?

La. Cap. The people in the ftreet cry Romeo

,

Some Juliet, and (bme Paris ; and all run

With open out-cry tow'rd our monument.

Prince. What fear is this which ftartlcs in your ears ?

Watch. Sovereign, here lyes the County Paris flain.

And Romeo dead, and Juliet (dead before)

Warm and new kill'd.

Prince. Search, (eek, and know how this foul murther comes.

Watch, Here is a Friar, and flaughter'd Romeo's man.

With inftruments upon them, fit to open

Thefe dead mens tombs.

Cap. Oh heav'n ! oh wife, look how our daughter bleeds f

Vol. VI. Uu This
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This dagger hath mifta'efi, Tor toe'^Ae 'flKeath

Lies empty on the back of Mountague^

The point mif-fheathed in ffly daughter's bofom.

La, Cap. Oh me, this fight of death is as a bell,

That warns my old age to a fepulcher.

I^ttr MoUntague.

Prince. Come Moufitague^ 'for tficiu art 6afty tip.

To fee thy fon and heir now early ^ fallen.

Moun. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night.

Grief of my fon's exile hath ftop'd her breath :

What further wo confpires againft my age?

Prince. Look, and thou fhalt fee.

Moun. Oh thou untaught, what manriers is in this

To prefs before thy father to a grave ?

Prince. Seal up the mouth of out-i'age fot a while,

'Till we can clear thefe ambiguities,

And know their fpring, their head, their true defcen

And then will I be general of your woes.

And lead you ev'n to death. Mean time forbear,

And let mifchance be flave to patience.

Bring forth the parties of fufpicion.

Fri. I am the greateft, able to do Icaft,

Yet moft fufpeded, as the time and plac6

Doth make againft me, of tliis direful murther
j

And here 1 ftand both to impeach arid purge

My felf condemned, arid my felf 63tcus'd.

Prince. Then fay at once what thou doft know in

Fri^ I will be brief, for my fliort date of breath

Is not fo lottg as is a tedious tale.

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet j

And fhe there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife:

Tjs empty on the back of Mountague,

And is mis-Jheathed —— C dowt*
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I married them; and their ftoln marriage day

Was Tybalfs dooms-day, whofe untimely death

Banifh'd the new-made bridegroom from this city,

For whom, and not for Tybalt
, Juliet pin'd.

You, to remove that fiege of grief from her,

Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce

To County Paris, Then comes fhe to me.

And, with wild looks, bid me devife fbme means

To rid her from this (econd marriage.

Or in my cell there would fhe kill her ieJf.

Then gave I her (Jo tutor'd by my art)

A fleeping potion, which (b took effect

As I intended, for it wrought on her

The form of death. Mean time I write to Romeo,

That he fhould hither come, as this dire night,

To help to take her from her borrowed grave.

Being the time the potion's force fhould ceafe.

But he which bore my letter. Friar John,

Was ftaid by accident, and yefternight

Return'd my letter back then all alone.

At the prefixed hour of her awaking.

Came I to take her from her kindreds vault

;

Meaning to keep her clolely at my cell^

'Till I conveniently could fend to Romeo,

But when I came (fome minute ere the time

Of her awaking) here untimely lay

The noble Paris, and true Romeo dead.

She wakes, and I intreat her to come foriJb,

And bear this work of heav'n with patience

:

But then a noife did fcare me from the tomb,

And fhe too defp'rate would not go with me,

But, as it feems, did violence on her felf.

All this I know, and to the marriage

U u z
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Her nurfe is privy: but if ought in this

Mifcarried by my fault, let my old life

Be facrific'd, (bme hour before its time.

Unto the rigour of fevereft law.

Pr'mce. We dill have known thee for an holy man.

Where's Romeo's man ? what can he fay to this ?

Peter. I brought my mafter news of Jultefs death.

And then in poft he came from Mantua

To this fame place, to this fame monument.

This letter he early bid me give his father.

And threatned me with death, going to the vault.

If I departed not, and left him there.

Prime. Give me the letter, I will look on it.

Where is the County's page that rais'd the watch ?

Sirrah, what made your mafter in this place ?

Page. He came with flowers to ftrcw his laiy's grave,

And bid me ftand aloof, and fo I did

:

Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb,

And by and by my mafter drew on him.

And then 1 ran away to call the watch ?

Pr'mce. This letter doth make good the Friar's words,

Their courfe of love, the tidings of her death

:

And here he writes, that he did buy a poifon

Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal

Came to this vault to die, and lye with Juliet.

Where be thefe enemies? Capulet f Mountague f

See what a fcourge is laid upon your hate.

That heav'n finds means to kill your joys with love!

And I, for winking at your difcords too.

Have loft a brace of kinfmen : all are punifti'd

!

Cap. Oh brother Mountague^ give me thy hand,

This is my daughter's jointure j for no more

Can I demand.
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Mom, But I can give thee more.

For I will rai(e her ftatue in pure gold.

That while Verena by that name is known,

There fliall no figure at that rate be fet.

As that of true and faithful Juliet,

Cap. As rich (hall Romeo by his lady lye,

Poor facrificesof our enmity!

Pr'mce. A gloomy peace this morning with it brings.

The fun for (brrow will not (hew his head

;

Go hence to have more talk of the(e fad things
5

Some {hall be pardon'd, and fbme punifhed.

For never was a ftory of more woe,

'^Han this of Juliet j'nd her Romeo, [Exeunt omnes.

HAM
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ACT I. SCENE I.

An open Place before the palace.

Enter Bernardo and Francifco, two centinels,

Bernardo.

^HO's there?

Fran, Nay, anfwer me: ftand and unfold

your felf.

Ber, Long live the King.

Fran. Bernardo?

Ber. He.

Fran. You come moft carefully upon your hour.

Ber. 'Tis now ftruck twelve, get thee to bed, Francifio.

Fran. For this relief, much thanks : 'tis bitter cold.

And I am Tick at heart.

Have you had quiet guard?

Fran, Not a moufe ftirring.

Ber. Well, good-night.

If you do meet Horath and Marcel/us,

The rivals of my watch, bid them make hafte.

Filter Horatio and Marcellus.

Fran. I think 1 hear them. Standi who's there?

Vol. VI. X X Hor.
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Hor, Friends to this ground.

Mar. And liege-men to the Dane,

Fran. Give you good -night.

Mar. Oh farewel, honell foldier who hath relieved you ?

Fran. Bernardo has my place : give you good-night.

{Exit Francifco.

Mar. Holla, Bernardo.

Ber. Say, what is Horatio there ?

Hor. A piece of him.

Ber. Welcome Horatioy welcome good Marcellus.

Mar, What, has this thing appear'd again to-night?

Ber. I have feen nothing.

Mar. Horatio fays, 'tis but our phantafie,

And will not let belief take hold of him.

Touching this dreaded fight, 'twice feen of us
j

Therefore I have intreated him along

With us, to watch the minutes of this night.

That if again this apparition come,

He may approve our eyes, and (peak to it.

Hor. Tufti, tufh, 'twill not appear.

Ber. Sit down a while,

And let us once again affail your ears.

That are fo fortified againft our ftory.

What we have two nights feen.

Hor. Well, fit we down,

And let us hear Bernardo fpeak of this.

Ber. Laft night of all,

When yon fame ftar, that's weftward from the pole,

Had made his courfe t'illume that part of heav'n

Where now it burns, Marcellus and my (elf.

The bell then beating one

Mar, Peace, break theeoifj

Ejiter
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Enter the Ghoft,

Look where it comes again.

Ber» In the fame figure, like the King that's dead.

Mar. ThoH art a (cholar, (peak to it, Horatio,

Ber. Looks it not like the King? mark it, Horatio.

Hor. Moft like: it harrows me with fear and wonder.

Ber. It would be (poke to.

Mar, Speak to it, Horatio,

Hor. What art thou that ufurp'ft this time of night,

Together with that fair and warlike form.

In which the majefty of buried Denmark

Did fometime march ? by Heav'n I charge thee (peak.

Mar. It is offended.

Ber, See! it ftalks away.

Hor. Stay
;
fpeak j I charge thee, fpeak. \Ex, Ghofi,

Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not anfwer.

Ber. How now, Horatio 7 you tremble and look pale.

Is not this fomething more than phantafie ?

What think you of it ?

Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe.

Without the fenfible and true avouch

Of mine own eyes.

Mar. Is it not like the King ?

Hor. As thou art to thy felf

Such was the very armour he had on,

When he th' ambitious Norway combated

:

So frown'd he once, when in an angry parle.

He fmote the (leaded " Polack on the ice.

'Tis ftrange

Mer. Thus twice before, and juft at this Mead hour.

With martial ftalk, hath he gone by our watch.

• Pole-axe in the common editions-, he fpeaks of a prince of Poland iffhom he flew i»

battle . He ufes the word Polack again, a£l. z. fcene 4. ^ fame.

Xx 2 Hor.
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Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know not:

But in the grofs and fcope of my opinion,

This bodes fome ftrange eruption to our ftate.

Mar. Good now fit down, and tell me, he that knows,

Why this fame fl:ri6i: and moft obfervant watch

So nightly toils the fubjects of the land?

And why fuch daily caft of brazen cannon,

And foreign mart for implements of war?

Why fuch imprefs of fhipwrights, whole fore task

Does not divide the funday from the week ?

What might be toward, that this fweaty hafte

Doth make the night joint labourer with the day:

Who is't that can inform me ?

Hor. That can I,

At leaft the whifper goes fb. Our laft King,

Whofe image even but now appear'd to us,

W"as, as you know, by Fort'mbras of Norway,

(Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride)

Dar'd to the fight. In which, our valiant Hamlet,

(For fo this (ide of our known world efteem'd him)

Did flay this Fort'mbras: who by feal'd compact,

Well ratified by law and heraldry.

Did forfeit (with his life) all thofe his lands

Which he ftood feiz'd of to the Conqueror

:

Againft the which, a moiety competent

Was gaged by our Kingj which had return

To the inheritance of Fort'mbras,

Had he been vanquifher, as by that cov'nant

And carriage of the articles defign'd,

His fell to Hamlet. Now young Fort'mbras,

Of unimproved mettle hot and full.

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there,

Shark'd up a lift of landlefs refolutes,

For
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For food and dyet, to fome enterprize

That hath a ftomach in't: which is no other.

And it doth well appear unto our ftate,

But to recover of us by ftrong hand

And terms compulfative, thofe forefaid lands

So by his father loft : and this, I take it,

Is the main motive of our preparations,

The (burce of this our watch, and the chief head

Of this poft-hafte and romage in the land.

B.ir. I think it be no other, but even fb:

Well may it fort that this portentous figure

Comes armed through our watch fo like the King,

That was and is the queftion of thefe wars.

Hor. A mote it is to trouble the mind's eye.

In the raoft high and f palmy ftate of RomCy

A little ere the mightieft Julius fell.

The graves ftood tenantlels, the (heeted dead ,

Did fqueak and gibber in the Roman ftreets.

Stars ftion with trains of fire, dews of blood fell,

Difafters veil'd the fun, and the moift ftar

Upon whofe influence Neptune's empire ftands,

Was fick almoft to doom's-day with eclipfe.

And even the like precurfe of fierce events,

As harbingers preceding ftill the fates.

And prologue to the omen coming on,

Have heav'n and earth together demonftrated

Unto our climatures and country-men.

Enter Ghofi again.

But foft, behold! lo, where it eomes again!

ril crofs it, though it blaft me. Stay, illufion

!

[Spreading his arms.

If

f palmy for viftorious j in the other editions flouriiliing.
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If thou haft any found, or u/e of voice,

Speak to me.

If there be any good thing to be done,

That may to thee do eafe, and grace to me
;

Speak to me.

If thou art privy to thy country's fate.

Which happily foreknowing may avoid.

Oh ipeak !

Or, if thou haft uphoorded in thy life

Extorted treafure in the womb of earth, [Cock ^ows.
For which, they fay, you fpirits oft walk in death.

Speak of it. Stay, and fpeak Stop it, Marcellus

Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partizanr

Hor. Do, if it will not ftand.

Ber. 'Tishere

Hor, 'Tis here

• Mer, 'Tis gone. [Exit Ghofi.

We do it wrong, being fo majeftical.

To offer it the fhew of violence;

For it is as the air, invulnerable.

And our vain blows, malicious mockery.

Ber. It was about to fpeak, when the cock cr^w.

Hor. And then it ftarted like a guilty thing

Upon a fearful fummons. I have heard.

The cock that is the trumpet to the morn,

Doth with his lofty and ftirill-founding throat

Awake the God of day ^ and at his warning.

Whether in fea or fire, in earth or air,

Th' extravagant and erring fpirit hyes

To his confine. And of the truth herein.

This prefent obje<5t made probation.

Mar, It faded on the crowing of the cock.

Some fay, that ever *gainft that feafon comes

Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, The
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The bird of dawning fingeth all night long;

And then, they fay, no fpirit walks abroad.

The nights are wholfbme, then no planets ftrike.

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm

;

So haliow'd and fo gracious is the time.

Hor. So have I heard, and do in part believe it.

But look, the morn in rulTet mantle clad.

Walks o'er the dew of yon high eaftern hill

;

Break we our watch up, and by my advice

Let us impart what we have (een to-night

Unto young Hamlet, For upon my life.

This fpirit, dumb to us, will fpeak to him:

Do you confent we fliall ac<quaint him with it.

As needful in our loves, ficting our duty?

Mar. Let's do't, I pray, and I this morning know
Where we lhall find him moft conveniently. [Exeunt,

SCENE n.

The Palace.

Enter Claudius K'wg of Denmark, Gertrude the ^een^ Hamlet,

Polonius, Laertes, Voltimand, Cornelius, lords and attendants.

Ktng. HOUGH yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death

X The memory be greeny and that it fitted

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom

To be contracted in one brow of woe ,•

Yet fo far hath difcretion fought with nature,

That we with wifeft forrow think on him,

Together with remembrance of our felves.

Therefore our fometime filler, now our Queen,

Th' imperial jointrefs of this warlike ftate.

Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy.

With
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With one aufpicious, and one dropping eye,

With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage.

In equal fcale weighing delight and dole.

Taken to wife. Nor have we herein barr'd

Your better wifdoms, which have freely gone

With this affair along, (for all, our thanks.)

Now follows, that you know young Fort'mhraSy

Holding a weak fuppofal of our worth
;

Or thinking by our late dear brother's death

Our ftate to be disjoint and out of frame,

Colleagued with this dream of his advantage,-

He hath not fail'd to pefter us with melTage,

Importing the furrender of thofe lands

Loft by his father, by all bands of law

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him.

Now for our felf, and for this time of meeting:

Thus much the bufinefs is. We have here writ

To Norway, uncle of young Forunhras^

Who impotent and bed-rid, fcarcely hears

Of this his nephew's purpofe, to fupprcfs

His further gate herein. In that the levies,

The lifts, and full proportions are all made

Out of his fubjeds,- and we here difpatch

You, good CorneimSj and you Voltimand,

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway
j

Giving to you no further perfonal power

Of treaty with the King, more than the fcope

Which thefe dilated articles allow.

Farewel, and let your hafte commend your duty.

Vol, In that, and all things, will we (hew our duty.

Kmg, We doubt in nothing, heartily farewel.

\Ejxeunt Voltimand and Cornelius.

And now Laertes^ what's the news with you.^

You
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You told us of fome fuit. What is*t, Laertes?

You cannot (peak of reafbn to the Dane^

And lofe your voice. What would'ft thou beg, Laertesy

That (hall not be my offer, not thy asking ?

The head is not more native to the heart.

The hand more inftrumental to the mouth.

Than is the Throne of Denmark to thy father.

What wouldft thou have, Laertes?

Laer. My dread lord,

Your leave and favour to return to France
;

From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark
To (hew my duty in your coronation

;

Yet now I muft confefs, that duty done.

My thoughts and wifhes bend again tow'rd France:

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. *

Kmg, Have you your father's leave? what fays Polonm?
Pol. He hath, my lord, by labourfome petition.

Wrung from me my flow leave ^ and at the lafl

Upon his will 1 feal'd my hard confent.

I do befeech you give him leave to go.

Kwg. Take thy fair hour, Laertes, time be thine.

And thy befl graces
j
fpend it at thy will.

But now, my coufin Hamlet, and my fbn

Ham. A little more than kin, and lefs than kind.

Kmg. How is it that the clouds flill hang on you?

Ham. Not fb my lord, I am too much i'th' fun.

^een. Good Hamlet cafl thy •'nighted colour off,

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark.

Do not, for ever, with thy veiled lids.

Seek for thy noble father in the dufl
j

Thou know'fl 'tis common, all that live mufl: die,

Pafling through nature to eternity.

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common.

V o L. VI. Y y ^een.
nightly.
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^een. If it be
j

Why feems it fo particular with thee ?

Ham. Seems, madarn ? nay, it is j I know not feems:

'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother,

Nor cuftomary fuits of folemn black.

Nor windy fufpiration of forc'd breath, ^

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye.

Nor the dejeded 'haviour of the vifage,

Together with all forms, moods, fhews of grief.

That can denote me truly. Thefe may feem.

For they are adions that a man might play,-

But I have that within, which paffeth (how :

Thefe, but the trappings, and the fuits of woe.

Kwg. 'Tis f\veet and commendable in your nature,

To give thefe mourning duties to your father :

But you mufl: know, your father loft a father,

That father his, and the furviver bound

In filial obligation, for fbmc term

To do obfequious forrow. But to perfevere

In obftinate condolement, is a courfe

Of impious ftubbornefs, unmanly grief

It (hews a will moft incorred to heav'n,

A heart unfortify'd, a mind impatient,

An underftanding fimple, and unfchool'd :

For what we know muft be, and is as common
As any the muft vulgar thing to fenfe,

Why fhould we, in our peevifli oppodtion.

Take it to heart ? fie ! 'tis a fault to heav'n,

A fault againft the dead, a fault to nature.

To reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theam

Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cry'd.

From the firft coarfe, 'till he that died to-day,

" This muft befo." We pray you throw to ^arth
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This iraprevailing woe, and think of us

As of a father: for let the world take note,

You are the moft immediate to our throne.

And with no lefs nobility of love.

Than that which deareft father bears his fon.

Do I impart tow'rd you. For your intent

In going back to fchool to Wtttenbergy

It is moft retrograde to our defire

:

And we befeech you, bend you to remain

Here in the cheer and comfort of our eye.

Our chiefeft courtier, coufin, and our fon.

^een. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers, Hamlet:

I pr'ythee ftay with us, go not to Wtttenherg,

Ham, I fhali in all my beft obey you, madam.
King, Why 'tis a loving, and a fair reply.

Be as our felf in Denmark. Madam, come.

This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet

Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof

No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day.

But the great cannon to the clouds fhall tell-

And the King's rowfe the heav'n fhall bruit again

Re-fpeaking earthly thunder. Come away. {Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Manet Hamlet.

Ham, Oh that this too-too (olid flefh would melt,

Thaw, and refolve it felf into a dew,-

Or that the Everlafting had not fixt

His cannon 'gainft felf-flaughter. Oh God! oh God!
How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable

Seem to me all the ufes of this world ?

Fie on't! oh fie! 'tis an uaweeded garden

Yy z That
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That grows to feed
^
things rank, and grofs in nature

PofTefs it meeily that it fliould come thus.

But two months dead! nay, not fo much; not two,

So excellent a King, that was, to this,

HypenoH to a fatyr; fb loving to my mother,

That he permitted not the winds of heav'n

Vifit her face too roughly. Heav'n and earth \

Muft I remember? why, fhe would hang on him.

As if increafe of appetite had grown

By what it fed on; yet within a month?

Let me not think Frailty, thy name is woman!
A little month! or e'er thofe fhooes were old

With which (he follow'd my poor father's body.

Like Niohe^ all tears— Why fhe, ev'n flie,

Oh heav'n! a beaft that wants difcourfe of reafon

Would have mourn'd longer married with mine uncle,

My father's brother ; no more like my father,

Than I to Hercules. Within a month!

Ere yet the fait of moft unrighteous tears

Had left the fluftiing in her gauled eyes,

She married. Oh moft wicked fpeed, to poft

With fuch dexterity to inceftuous flieets

:

It is not, nor it cannot come to good.

But break, my heart, for I muft hold my tongue.

SCENE IV.

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus.

Hor. Hail to your lordfhip.

Ham. I am glad to fee you well,

Horami or I do forget my felf ?

Hor. The fame, my lord, and your poor fervant ever.

Ham, Sir, my good friend, I'll change that name with you

:

And
4
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And what make you from Wtttenherg^ Horatio 7

Marcellus !

Mar, My good lord

Ham. I am very glad to fee you; good even. Sir.

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg?

Hor, A truant difpofition, good my lord.

Ham. I would not ' hear your enemy fay (b
;

Nor fliall you do mine ear that violence.

To make it trufter of your own report

Againft your (elf I know you are no truant;

But what is your affair in Elfmoorl

We'll teach you to drink deep ere you depart.

Hor. My lord, I came to fee your father's funeral.

Ham. I pr'ythee do not mock me, fellow-ftudent

;

I think it was to fee my mother's wedding.

Hor, Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon.

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio : the funeral bak'd meats

Did coldly furnilh forth the marriage tables.

Would I had met my deareft foe in heav'n.

Or ever I had (een that day, Horatio,

My father methinks I fee my father.

Hor. Oh where, my lord?

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio.

Hor. I faw him once, he was a goodly King.

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all,

I fliall not look upon his like again.

Hor. My lord, I think I faw him yefternight.

Ham. Saw! who?—
Hor. My lord, the King your father.

Ham. The King my father!

Hor. Seafon your admiration for a while

With an attentive ear 5 'till I deliver

Upon the witnefs of thefe gentlemen.

This marvel to you. Ham*
< have
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Ham. For heaven's love, let me htar.

Hor. Two-nights together had thefe gentlemen,

Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch.

In the dead wafte and middle of the night,

Been thus encountred. A figure like your father,

Arm'd at all points exadly, Cap-a-pCy

Appears before them, and with (blemn march

Goes flow and ftately by them; thrice he walk'd.

By their opprefl: and fear-fiirprized eyes,

Within his truncheon's length whilft they (diftill'd

Almoft to jelly with the a(51: of fear)

Stand dumb, and (peak not to him. This to me
In dreadful (ecrecy impart they did.

And I with them the third night kept the watch.

Where as they had deliver'd both in time.

Form of the thing, each word made true and good,

The apparition comes. I knew your father :

Thefe hands are not more like.

Ham, But where was this ^

Mar, My lord, upon the platform where we watcht.

Ham, Did you not fpeak to it ?

Hor, My lord, I did ,•

But anfwer made it none ,• yet once methought

It lifted up its head, and did addreis

It felf to motion, like as it would (peak

:

But even then the morning cock crew loud;

And at the found it fhrunk in hafl:e away.

And vaniflit from our fight.

Ham, 'Tis very ftrange.

Hor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 'tis true;

And we did think it writ down in our duty

To let you know of it.

Ham* Indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me,

.Hold
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Hold you the watch to-night ?

Both, We do, my lord.

Ham. Arm'd, fay you ?

Both. Arm'd, my lord.

Ham. From top to toe?

Both. My lord, from head to foot.

Ham. Then faw you not his face ?

Hor. Oh yes, my lord, he wore his beaver up.

^ Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ?

Hor. A couQt'naace more in forrow than in anger.

Ham. Pale, or red ?

Hor. Nay, very pale.

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you ?

Hor, Moft conftantly.

Ham. I would I had been there.

Hor, It would have much amaz'd you.

Ham. Very like ftaid it long ?

^ Hor. While one with moderate hafte might tell a hundred.

All. Longer, longer.

Hor, Not when I faw't.

Ham. His beard was grifly ?

Hor, It was, as I have feen it in his life,

A fable-filver'd.

Ham, I'll watch to-night
j
perchance 'twill walk again^

Hor, I warrant you it will.

Ham. If it alTume my noble father's perfbn,

I'll fpeak to it, tho' hell it felf (hould gape

And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all.

If you have hitherto conceal'd this fight j

Let it be ''treble in your filcnce ftill:

And whatfoever fhall befall to-night.

Give it an underftanding, but no tongue

;

I will requite your loves; ib, fare ye well.

Upon
tenahkt
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upon the platform 'twixt eleven and twelve

rll vifit you.

All. Our duty to your honour. [Exeunt,

Ham, Your love, as mine to you : farewel.

My father's (pirit in arms f all is not well

;

I doubt fome foul play : would the night were come

;

'Till then fit ftill, my foul : foul deeds will rife,

(Tho' all the earth o'erwhelm them) to mens eyes. [Exiu

S GENE V.

An Apartment m Polonius's hotdfe.

Enter Laertes and Ophelia.

Laer, IV yf Y neceffaries are imbark'd, farewel
^

XVX And fifter, as the winds give benefit.

And convoy is afiiftant ; do not deep,

But let me hear from you.

Oph, Do you doubt that ?

Laer, For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favours.

Hold it a fafiiion and a toy in blood,

A violet in the youth of primy nature,

Forward, not permanent, tho' fweet, not lading,

* The perfume, and fuppliance of a minute j

No more.

Oph, No more but fo ?

Laer, Think it no more:

For nature crefcent does not grow alone.

In t thews and bulk 5 but as his temple waxes,

The inward fervice of the mind and foul

Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now,

And now no ^ foil nor cautel doth befmerch

The virtue of his ^ will : but you muft fear

His

« The fuppliance of a minuie. t thews^ or qualities. ^foii- *fear.
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His greatnefs weigh'd, his will is not his own :

For he himfelf is fubje<5t to his birth ,*

He may not, as unvalued perfons do,

Carve for himfelf,- for on his choice depends

The fandity and health of the whole ftate.

And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib'd

Unto the voice and yielding of that body

Whereof he's head. Then if he fays he loves you.

It fits your wifdom fo far to believe it.

As he in his peculiar ^ ad and place

May give his faying deed; which is no further,

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal.

Then weigh what lofs your honour may fuftain.

If with too credent ear you lift his fongs.

Or lofe your heart ^ or your chafte treafure open

To his unmafter'd importunity.

Fear it, Ophelia^ fear it, my dear fifter.

And keep within the rear of your affedion.

Out of the {hot and danger of defire.

The charieft maid is prodigal enough.

If (he unmask her beauty to the moon

:

Virtue it felf fcapes not calumnious ftrokes,

The canker galls the infants of the Spring,

Too oft before their buttons be difclos'd
;

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth

Contagious blaftments are moft imminent.

Be wary then, beft fafety lies in fear ,•

Youth to it felf rebels, though none elfe near.

Oph. I (ball th' effeds of this good lefTon keep.

As watchman to my heart. But good my brother.

Do not, as fome ungracious paftors do.

Shew me the fteep and thorny way to heav'n

;

Whilft like a puft and carelefs libertine,

V O L. VI. Z z
i» feet andforce.
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Himfelf the primrofe path of dalliance treads,

•f
And recks not his own reed.

Laer, Oh, fear me not. "

SCENE VI.

Enter Polonius.

I ftay too long ,• — but here my father comes

:

A double bleffing is a double grace
i

Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave.

Pol. Yet here, Laertes / get aboard for jfhame.

The wind fits in the fhoulder of your fail,

And you are ftaid for there. My bleffing with you,-

And thefe few precepts in thy memory
See thou character. ' Give thy thoughts no tongue,

* Nor any unproportion'd thought his a(5t:

' Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar,-

' The friends thou haft, and their adoption try'd,

* Grapple them to thy foul with hooks of fteel :

' But do not dull thy palm with entertainment

* Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade. Beware
* Of Entrance to a quarrel : but being in,

' Bear't that th' oppofed may beware of thee.

* Give ev'ry man thine ear; but few thy voice.

* Take each man's cenfure; but referve thy judgment.

*Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy.

But not expreft in fancy j rich, not gaudy

:

For the apparel oft proclaims the man.

And they in France of the beft rank and ftation

Are moft feled and generous, chief in that.

Neither a borrower, nor a lender be,-

For loan oft lofes both it felf and friend

:

A borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.

recks not his own reed, that is^ heeds not his own lefions.
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This above all ; to thine own (elf be true

;

And it mufl: follow, as the night the day.

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man.

Farewel; my blcfling feafbn this in thee!

Laer, Moll humbly do I take my leave, my lord.

PoL The time invites you, go, your fervants tend.

Laer, Farewel Ophelta, and remember well

What I have faid.

Oph, 'Tis in my mcm'ry lockt.

And you your felf fhall keep the key of it.

Laer, Farewel. [Exh Laer,

PoL What is't, Ophelia^ he faid to you ?

Oph. So pleafe you, fomething touching the lord Hamlet

PoL Marry, well bethought/

'Tis told me he hath very oft of late

Given private time to you ; and you your (elf

Have of your audience been mofl: free and bounteous.

If it be (b, as fo 'tis put on me.

And that in way of caution, I muft tell you.

You do not underftand your felf fo clearly,

As it behoves my daughter, and your honour.

What is between you ? give me up the truth.

Oph, He hath, my lord, of late, made many tenders

Of his aflFe(5tion to me.

PoL Affec^tion ! puh I you (peak like a green girl,

Unfifted in fuch perilous circumftance.

Do you believe his tenders, as you call them ?

Oph, I do not know, my lord, what I (hould think.

Pol, Marry I'll teach you; think your (elf a baby.

That you have ta'en his tenders for true pay.

Which are not fterling. Tender your felf more dearly

Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phrafe,)

Wronging it thus, you'll tender me a fool.

Z.Z 2 Oph,
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Opb, My lord, he hath importun'd me with love,

Iq honourable fafhion.

Pol. Ay, fafliion you may call't : go to, go to.

Oph. And hath giv'n count'nance to his fpeech, my lord.

With almoft all the holy vows of heaven.

Pol. Ay, fpringes to catch woodcocks. I do know
When the blood burns, how prodigal the foul

Lends the tongue vows. Thefe blazes, oh my daughter,

Giving more light than heat, extinct in both,

Ev'n in their promife as it is a making.

You muft not take for fire. From this time.

Be Tomewhat fcanter of your maiden prefence.

Set your intreatments at a highter rate.

Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlef,

Believe fo much in him, that he is young
^

And with a larger f tether may he walk.

Than may be given you. In few, Ophelia,

Do not believe his vows ^ for they are brokers,

*Not of that die which their inveftments (hew.

But meer implorers of unholy fuits,

Breathing like fandified and pious bonds.

The better to beguile. This is for all

:

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth.

Have you fo flander any moment's leifure.

As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet,

Look to't, I charge you ; come your way»

Oph. 1 (hall obey, my lord. [Exemt,

\ Tider, or tether, teder, a firing to tye horfes.

i Not of the eye which their invefiments fi)ein. SCENE
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SCENE VII.

The Platform before the palace.

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus.

Haryi, ^ H E Air bites fhrewdly j it is very cold.

JL Hor, It is a nipping and an eager air.

Ham. What hour now ?

Hor. I think it lacks of twelve.

Mar. No, it is ftruck.

Hor. I heard it not : it then draws near the feafon

Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk.

\No'ife of warlike muftck within.

What does this mean, my lord?

Ham. The King doth wake to-night, and takes his rowfe.

Keeps wafTel, and the Twagg'ring upftart reels

And as he drains his draughts of Rhenifh down,

The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out

The triumph of his pledge.

Hor. Is it a cuftom ?

Ham. Ay marry is't

:

But to my mind, though I am native here

And to the manner born, it is a cuftom

More honour'd in the breach, than the obfervance. *

E^jter

* "Thefe 21 lines folloiuing are in the firji edition^ hut fmce left out, perhaps as

being thought too verbofe.

This heavy-headed revell, eaft and weftj
Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations,

They clip us drunkards, and with fwinifli phrafe

Soil our addition > and indeed it takes

From our atchievements, though perform'd at height,

The pith and marrow of our attribute.

So oft it chances in particular men.
That for fome vicious mole of nature in them,

As



366 H A M L E Tj Prince of Denmark.

Enter Ghofi,

Hor. Look, my lord, it comes

Ham, Angels and minifters of grace defend us!

Be thou a (pirit of health, or goblin damn'd,

Bring with thee airs from heav'n, or blafts from hell.

Be thy ''intents wicked or charitable,

Thou com'ft in fuch a queftionable fhape,

That I will fpeak to thee. Ill call thee Hamlet^

King, Father, Royal Dane: oh! anfwer me,

Let me not burfl: in ignorance,- but tell

Why thy canoniz'd bones hearfed in death,

Have burft their cearments ? why the fepulclier,

Wherein we faw thee quietly in-urn'd.

Hath ope'd his ponderous and marble jaws.

To caft thee up again ? What may this mean ?

That thou dead coarfe again in compleat fteel

Revifit'ft thus the glimpfes of the moon.

Making night hideous ? and we fools of nature.

So horridly to (hake our difpofition

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our fouls.

Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what fhould we do ?

\GhoJi beckons Hamlet.

Hor. It beckons you to go away with it.

As in their birth (wherein they are not guilty.

Since nature cannot chufe his origin)

By the o'ergrowth of fome complexion,

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reafonj

Or by fome habit, that too much o'er-leavens

The form of plaufive manners j that thefe men
Carrying, 1 fay, the ftamp of one defeat:,

(Being nature's livery, or fortune's ftar)

His virtues elfe, be they as pure as grace,

As infinite as man may undergo,

Shall in the general cenfure take corruption

From that particular fault. —
Enhr Ghofi. i^c. ^ events.

As
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As if it (bme impartment did defirc

To you alone.

Mar, Look with what courteous adion

It waves you to a more removed ground

:

But do not go with it.

Hor, No, by no means. {hold'mg Hamlet.

Ham, It will not fpeakj then I will follow it.

Hor, Do not, my lord.

Ham, Why, what fhould be the fear >

I do not fet my life at a pin's fee;

And for my foul, what can it do to that ?

Being a thing immortal as it felf.

It waves me forth again. I'll follow it

Hor, What if it tempt you tow'rd the flood, my lord ?

Or to the dreadful fummit of the cliff.

That beetles o'er his bafe into the fea
j

And there aflume fbme other horrible form,

Which might deprive your (bv'reignty of reafon,

And draw you into madnefs? think of it.

* The very place puts toys of defperation,

Without more motive, into ev'ry brain.

That looks (b many fadoms to the fea ;

And hears it roar beneath.

Ham, It waves me ftill: go on, I'll follow thee

Mar, You fhall not go, my lord.

Ham. Hold off your hand.

Hor. Be rul'd, you fliall not go.

Ham, My fate cries out,

And makes each petty artery in this body

As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve:

Stillam I call'd? unhand me, gentlemen

[Break'mg from them.

By heav'n I'll make a ghoft of him that lets me
I

* 'The ^following lines addedfrom the firft edition. 6
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I fay away go on—-111 follow thee— [Ex. Ghofi and R&m*
Hon He waxes defp'rate with imagination.

Mar. Let's follow ,• 'tis not fit thus to obey him.

Hor. Have after. To what ifTue will this come ?

Mar. Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmark,

Hor. Heav'n will dired it.

Mar. Nay, let's follow him. \Rxeunt*

SCENE VIII.

Re-Enter Ghofi and Hamlet.

Ham. Where wilt thou lead me ? fpeak ^ I'll go no further.

Ghofi. Mark me.

Ham. I will.

Ghofi. My hour is almoft come,

When I to fulphurous and tormenting flames

Muft render up my felf.

Ham. Alas poor Ghoftf

Ghofi. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing

To what I fhall unfold.

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear.

Ghofi. So art thou to revenge, when thou fhalt hear.

Ham. What?

Ghofi. I am thy Father's fpirit

;

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the niglit,

And for the day, confin'd to faft in fires ,•

'Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature

Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid

To tell the fecrets of my prifon-houie,

I could a tale unfold, whofe lighteft word

Would harrow up thy foul, freeze thy young blood,

Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their fpheres,

Thy knotty and combined locks to part,
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And each particular hair to ftand on end

Like quills upon the fretful porcupine:

But this eternal blazon muft not be

To ears of flefli and blood; lift, lift, oh lift/

If thou didft ever thy dear father love

Ham. Oh heav'n!

Ghoji. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural murther.

Ham, Murther?

Ghofi, Murther moft foul, as in the beft it is,-

But this moft foul, ftrange, and unnatural.

Ham. Hafte me to know, that I with wings as fwift

As meditation or the thoughts of love, %
May fweep to my revenge.

GhoJl. I find thee aptj

And duller fliouldft thou be than the fat weed

That rots it felf in ea(e on Lethe's wharf,

Wouldft thou not ftir in this. Now, Hamlet^ hear

:

'Tis given out, that deeping in my orchard,

A (erpent ftung me. The whole ear of Denmark
Is by a forged procefs of my death

Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth.

The ferpent that did fting thy father's life

Now wears his crown.

Ham. Oh my prophetick foul! my uncle?

Ghofl. Ay, that inceftuous, that adulterate beaft,

With witchcraft of his wit, with trait'rous gifts,

(Oh wicked wit, and gifts that have the power

So to feduce!) won to his fha'meful luft

The will of my moft feeming virtuous Queen.

Oh Hamlet^ what a falling off was there

!

From me, whofe love was of that dignity,

That it went hand in hand ev'n with the vow

I made to her in marriage; and to decline

V o L. VI. A a a Upon
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upon a wretch, whofe nat'ral gifts were poor

To thofe of mine!

But virtue, as it never will be naov'd,

Though lewdnefs cou.rt it in a (fcape of heav'n.^

So luft, though to a radiant angel link'd.

Will fate it felf in a celeftial bed,

And prey on garbage

But foft, methinks I fcent the morning air—-r-i

Brief let me be
j

Sleeping within mine orchard^

My cuftom always in the afternoon.

Upon my fecure hour thy uncle ftole

With juice of curfed hebenon in a viol.

And in the porches of mine ears did pour

The leperous diftilment ^ whofe efFe(5t

Holds fuch an enmity with blood of man,

That fwift as quick-filver it courles through

The nat'ral gates and allies of the body
j

And with a fudden vigour it doth polfet

And curd, like eager droppings into milk.

The thin and wholfome blood: fo did it mine,

And a moft inftant tetter* bark'd about,

Moft lazar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft

All my fmooth body.

'

Thus was I flceping, by a brother's hand.

Of life, of crown, of Queen at once difpatcht;^

Cut off even in the blolToms ofmy fin,

f Unhouzzled, f unanointed, f unanel'dj

No rcck'ning made, but fent to my account

With all my imperfections on my head.

Oh horrible ! oh horrible ! moft horrible \

If thou haft nature in thee, bear it not;

•\ unhouzzled, 'without the facrament being taken.

\ unanointed, without extrcam un^lion..

\ unancl'd, no knell rung. ^ haJCd.
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Let not the royal bed of Denmark be

A couch for luxury and damtied inceft.

But howfbever thou purfu'ft this ad;,

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy foul contrive

Againft thy mother ought; leave her to heaV'ti,

And to thofe thorns that in her bofom lodge,

To prick and fting her. Fare thee well at oiicel

The glow-worm lliews the matin to be near.

And 'gins to pale his unefFedual fire.

Adieu, adieu, adieu ^ remember liie.

Ham. Oh all you hoft of heav'n! oh earth! what elfe?

And fhall I couple hell? oh hold my heart—^—

And you my finews, grow not inftant old;

But bear me ftiffly up; remember thee—

—

Ay, thou poor ghoft, while memory holds a feat

In this diftraded globe; remember thee

Yea, from the table of my memory
ril wipe away all trivial fond records,

All faws of books, all forms, all preffures paft,

That youth and obfervation copied there

;

And thy comniandment all alone fhall liv6

Within the book and volume of my brain,

UniTtlixt with bafer matter. Yes, by heav'n:

Oh moft pernicious woman!

Oh villain, villain, fmiling daniined villain I

My tables, meet it is I (et it down.

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villain

;

At leaft I'm fure it may be fo in Denmark, [fFrh'mg.

So uncle, there you are ; now to my word

;

It is
;

Adieu, adieu, remember me

:

I've fworn it

A a a 2 SCENE
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SCENE IX.

Enter Horatio and Marcellus.

Hor, My lord, my lord.

Mar, Lord Hamlet.

Hor, Heav'n (ecure him.

Mar. So be it.

Hor. Illo, ho, ho, my lord.

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy come boy, come^
Mar. How is't, my noble lord ?

.

Hor. What news, my lord?

Ham. Oh wonderful!

Hor. Good my lord, tell it.

Ham. No, you'll reveal it.

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heav'n.

Mar. Nor I, my lord.

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man once think it ?

But you'll be fecret ?

Both. Ay, by heav'n, my lord.

Ham. There's ne'er a villain dwelling in all Denmark^

But he is an arrant knave.

Hor. There needs no ghoft, my lord, come from the grave

To tell us this.

Ham. Why right, you are i' th' right ;

And fb without more circumftance at all,

I hold it fit that we fhake hands, and part;

You as your bufinefs and defires fhall point you,

(For every man has bufinefs and defire.

Such as it is) and for my own poor part,

I will go pray.

Hor. Thefe are but wild and hurling words, my lord.

Ham. I'm forry they offend you, heartily ,•

Yes heartily. Hor*



H A M L E Tj Prince of Denmark, 37 j

Hor. There's no offence, my lord.

Ham, Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is, my lord,

And much offence too. Touching this vifion here

It is an honeft ghoft, that let me tell you

:

Fof your defire to know what is between us,

O'er-mafter't as you may. And now, good friends.

As you are friends, fcholars, and fbldiers,

Give me one poor requeft.

Hor. What is't, my lord ?

Ham. Never make known what you have feen to-night.

Both. My lord, we will not.

Ham. Nay, but fwear't.

Hor. In faith, my lord, not I.

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith.

Ham. Upon my fvord.

Mar. We've fworn, my lord, already.

Ham. Indeed, upon my fword, indeed.

Ghofi. Swear. \Ghofi cries under the Jlage,

Ham. Ah ha boy, fay'fl thoufo,- art thou there truepenny,^

Come on, you hear this fellow in the celleridge.

Confent to fwear.

Hor. Propofe the oath, my lord.

Ham. Never to fpeak of this that you have feen,

Swear by my fword.

Ghojl. Swear.

Ham. Hie &' uhiquel then we'll fhift our ground.

Come hither gentlemen,

And lay your hands again upon my fword.

Never to fpeak of this which you have heard^

Swear by my fword.

Ghofi. Swear.

Ham. Well faid, old mole, can'ft work i'th' ground fo faft ?

A worthy pioneer ! Once more remove, good friends.

Hor,
<5
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Hor. Oh day and night! but this is wondrous ftrange.

Ham, And therefore as a ftranger give it welcome.

There are more things in heav'n and earth, Horatio^

Than are dreamt of in your philofophy. But come,
Here as before, never fo help you mercy,

(How ftrange or odd fbe'er I bear my feif,

As 1 perchance hereafter fhall think meet

To put an antick difpofition on)

That you at fuch time feeing me, never fhall

With arms encumbred thus, or this head fliake;

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful phrafe^

As well— we know— or, we could, and if we would—
Or, if we lift to fpeak or, there be and if there might—

-

Or fuch ambiguous giving out to note.

That you know ought of me; this do ye fwear.

So grace and mercy at your moft need help you.

Swear.

Ghofi, Swear.

Ham, Reft, reft, perturbed fpirit. So, gentlemen, ,

With all my love I do commend me to you;

And what fb poor a man as Hamlet is,

May do t' exprcfs his love and friendiqg to you,

God willing, fhall not lack j let us go in together.

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray.

The time is out of joint j oh curfed fpight,

That ever I was born to fet it right.

Nay, come, let's go together. [Exeunt,

ACT
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ACT IL SCENE 1.

An Apartment m Polonius''j houfe.

Enter Polbnius, and ReynoMo.

POLONIUS,
IVE him this mony, and thefe nates, Re^mldo^

Rey, I will, my lord

Pol. You fhall do marvellous wifely, good

Reynoldo.,

Before you vifit him, to make inquiry

Of his behaviour.

Re<y. My lord, I did intend it.

Pol. Marry, well faid, very well faid. Look you, Sir,

Enquire me firft what Damkers are in Pans
And how, and who, what means, and where they keep,

What company, at what expence? and finding

By this encompafsment and drift of queftion, ^,

That they do know my (on 5 come you more near,-

Then your particular demands will touch it,

Take you, as 'twere fbme diftant knowledge of him,

As thus— I know his father and his friends.

And in part him Do you mark this, Re'ynoldo?

Rey. Ay, very well, my lord.

PoL And in part him— but you may fay— not well y

But if't be he I mean, he's very wild
;

Addicted fo and fo and there put on him

What forgeries you pleafe^ marry, none fo rank;j

As may difhonour him ; take heed of thatj

But
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But, Sir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufual flips,

As are companions noted and moft known
To youth and liberty.

Rey. As gaming, my lord

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, fwearing,

Quarrelling, drabbing You may go Co far.

Rey, My lord, that would diflionour him.

Pol. Faith no, as you may feafbn it in the charge;

You mufl; not put another fcandal on him,

That he is open to incontinency.

That's not my meaning j but breathe his faults fo quaintly.

That they may feem the taints of liberty

;

The flafli and out-break of a^fiery mind,

A favagenefs in unreclaimed blood

Of general alTault,

Rey. But, my good lord

Pol. Wherefore fhould you do this?

Rey. Ay, my lord, I would know that.

Pol. Marry, Sir, here's my drift.

And I believe it is a fetch of wit.

You laying thefe flight Tallies on my fon.

As 'twere a thing a little foil'd i'th' working,

Mark you your party in conver{e j him you would (bund.

Having ever feen in the prenominate crimes.

The youth you fpeak]of guilty, be aflur'd

He clofes with you in this confequence^

Good Sir, or fo, or friend, or gentleman,

(According to the phrafe or the addition,

Of man and country.)

Rey. Very good, my lord.

Pol. And then. Sir, does he this?

He do's what was I about to fay?

I was about to fay " fomething? where did I leaver—
* nothing.
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Rey, At clofes in the confequence.

Pol. At clofes in the confequence— Ay marry,

He clofes thus. I know the gentleman,

I faw him yefterday, or t'other day,

Or then, with fuch and fuch, and as you fay,

There was he gaming, there overtook in's rowfe.

There falling out at tennis ; or perchance,

I faw him enter fuch a houfe of fale,

Videlicet^ a brothel, or fb forth— See you nowj

Your bait of falfhood takes this carp of truth j

And thus do we of wifclom and of reach.

With windlaces, and with afTays of byas.

By indire<5tions find direiStions out:

So by my former lecture and advice

Shall you my fon j you have me, have you not?

Rey. My lord, I have.

Pol, God b'w' you j fare you well.

Good my lord—
Poh Obferve his inclination in your felf.

Re^y, I (hall, my lord.

Poh And let him ply his mufick.

/^^y. Well, my lord. \E.xtU

SCENE IL

Enter Ophelia.

Poh Farewel. How now Ophelia^ what's the matter?

Oph. Alas my lord, I have been fo affrighted i

Poh With what, in the name of heav'n ?

Oph. My lord, as I was fowing in my clofet,

Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbrae'd,

No hat upon his head, his flockings foul'd,

Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ancle.

Vol. VL B bb Pale
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Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other,

And with a look fo piteous in purport.

As if he had been loofed out of hell,

To fpeak of horrors thus he comes before me.

Pol Mad for thy love ?

Oph, My lord, I do not know:

But truly I do fear it.

Pol. What faid he?

Oph. He took me by the wrifi:, and held me hard,

Then goes he to the length of all his arm;

And with his other hand, thus o'er his brow,

He falls to fuch perufal of my face,^

As he would draw it. Long time (laid he jfbj

At laft, a little (haking of my arm.

And thrice his head thus waving up and down,

He rais'd a figh, fo piteous and profound,

That it did feem to fhatter all his bulk,

And end his being. Thea he lets me go.

And with his head over his fhoulder turn'd.

He feem'd to find his way without his eyes,

For out-a-doors he went without their help,

And to the laft, bended their light on me.

Pol. Come, go with me, I will go feek the King.

This is the very ecftafie of love,

Whofe violent property foredoes it felf,

And leads the will to defp'rate undertakings.

As oft as any palTion under heav'n.

That do's afflid our natures. I am forry,-

What, have you giv'n him any hard words of late?

Oph. No, my good lord ; but as you did command,
I did repel his letters, and deny'd

His accefs to me.

PoL That hath made him mad.
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I'm (brry that with better ''heed and judgment

I had not quoted him. I fear'd he trifled

And meant to wrack thee; but befhrew my jealoufie;

It feems it is as proper to our age,

To caft beyond our felves in our opinions,

As it is common for the younger fort

To lack difcretion. Come, go we to the King.

This mufl: be known, which being kept clofe, might move

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. \Exeunt,

SCENE III.

The Palace.

Enter Ktng^ ^een, RofincrolTe, Guildenftern, lords

and other attendants.

King. "T'lI'T'ELCOME dear Rofmcrejfe and Gmldenftern,

V V Moreover, that we much did long to fee you,

The need we have to ufe you did provoke

Our hafty fending. Something have you heard

Of Hamlefs, transformation ; (o I call it,

Since not th' exterior, nor the inward man
Refembles that it was. What it (hould be

More than his father's death, that thus hath put him

So much from th' underftanding of himfelf,

I cannot dream of I entreat you both,

That being of (b young days brought up with him.

And fince fb neighbour'd to his youth and humour,

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our court

Some little time, fo by your companies

To draw him on to pleafures, and to gather

So m-uch as from occafions you may glean,

If ought, to us unkown, afflids him thus,

Bbb 2 That



380 Hamlet, Prince of Denmark.

That open'd lies within our remedy.

^een. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you;

And fure I am, two men there are not living.

To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you

To fliew us fo much gentry and good will,

As to extend your time with us a while.

For the fupply and profit of our hope.

Your vifitation fhall receive fuch thanks

As fits a King's remembrance.

Rof. Both your Majefties

Might by the fovereign power you have of us.

Put your dread pleafures more into command
Than to entreaty.

Gull. But we both obey.

And here give up our felves in the full bent.

To lay our fervice freely at your feet.

Kmg, Thanks, Rofincrojfe and gentle Gmldenftern,

^ieen. Thanks, Gmldenflern and gentle Rofmcrojfe

^

And I befeech you inftantly to vifit

My too-much changed fon. Go fome of ye.

And bring thefe gentlemen where Hamlet is.

GuiL Heav'ns make our prefence and our practices

Pleafant and helpful to him ! [Exeunt Rof and GuiL
^een. Amen.

EfJier- Polonius.

PoL Th' ambaffadors from Norway, my good lord.

Are joyfully return'd.

King, Thou ftill haft been the father of good news.

Pol, Have I, my lord ? alTure you, my good liege„

I hold my duty, as I hold my foul.

Both to my God, and to my gracious King
j

And I do think (or elfe this brain, of mine

Hunts
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1

Hants not the trail of policy, fo fiire

As I have us'd to do) that I have found

The very cau(e of Hamlefs lunacy.

Kwg. Oh (peak of that, that I do long to hear.

PoL Give firft admittance to th' ambaflfadors.

My news (hall be the fruit to that great feaft.

King. Thy felf do grace to them, and bring them in. [Ex. Pol.

He tells me, my fweet Queen, "that he hath found

The head and fcource of all your fbn's diftemper.

^een. I doubt it is no^ other but the main.

His father's death, and our o'er-hafty marriage.

S C E N E IV.

Enter Polonius, Voltimand, and Cornelius.

King, Well, we (hall fift him. Welcome, my good friends?

Say Volttmand^ what from our brother Norway ?

Volt, Moft fair return of greetings, and defires.

Upon our firft, he fent out to fupprefs

His nephew's levies, which to him appear'd

To be a preparation 'gainft the Polack

:

But better lookt into, he truly found

It was againft your highnefs. Whereat griev'd.

That fb his ficknefs, age, and impotence

Was falfely born in hand, fends out arrefts

Ovi Foritnhras which he, in brief, obeys.

Receives rebuke from Norway-, and in fine.

Makes vow before his uncle, never more

To give th' alTay of arms againft your Majefty.

Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy,

Gives him three thoufand crowns in annual fee.

And his commiflion to employ thofe foldiers.

So levied as before, againft the Polack:

With
s
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With an entreaty herein further (hewn,

That it might pleafe you to give quiet pa(s

Through your dominions for this enterprize

On fuch regards of fafety and allowance.

As therein are fct down.

Kmg. It Hkes us well ,•

And at our more confider'd time we'll read,

Anfwer, and think upon this bufinefs.

Mean time we thank you, for your well-took labour.

Go to your reft, at night we'll feaft together.

Moft welcome home. \Exh Amhaf,

Pol, This bufinefs is well ended. •

My liege and madam, to expoftulate

What Majefty fhould be, what duty is,

Why day is day, night night, and time is time,

Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time.

Therefore, fince brevity's the (bul of wit,

And tedioufnefs the limbs and outward flourifhes,

I will be brief
5
your noble (on is mad.

Mad call I it ^ for to define true madnefs.

What is't, but to be nothing elfe but mad.

But let that go.

^een. More matter, with leis art.

FoL Madam, I fwear I ufe no art at all :

That he is mad 'tis true^ 'tis true, 'tis pity
5

And pity, it is truej a foolifh figure,

But farewel it \ for I will ufe no art.

Mad let us grant him then ,• and now remains

That we find out the caufe of this effed:.

Or rather fay, the caufe of this defed;

;

For this effed: defedive, comes by caufe.

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus—-Perpend-

—

I have a daughter
j
have, whilft flie is mine.

Who
c ivell-Jook''d,
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Who in her duty and obedience, mark,

Hath giv'n me this ,• now gather, and furmife.

[He opens a letter, and reads.']

To the celefttal, a^id foul's idol, the mofl beautified Opheh'a.

That's an ill phrafe, a vile phrafe, beautified is a vile phrafe •

but you (hall hear Thefe to her excellent white bofom^ thefe—
^ieen. Came this from Hamlet to her ?

PoL Good madam Hay a while, I will be faithful.

Doubt thou, the fiars are fire, [Reading.

Doubt, that the fun doth move
;

Doubt truth to be a liar.

But never doubt, L love.

Oh dear Ophelia, / am ill at thefe numbers-, I have not art to

reckon m'y groans ; but that 1 love thee befi, oh mofi befi, believe

it. Adieu.

Thine evermore, mofi dear lady, whilfl this

M-achine is to him, Hamlet

This in obedience hath my daughter fhewn me

:

And more above, hath his fbllicitings.

As they fell out by time, by means, and place,

All given to mine ear.

King, But how hath fhe receiv'd his love ?

Fol. What do you think of me?

King. As of a man, faithful and honourable.

Pol, I would fain prove fo. But what might you think >

When I had feen his hot love on the wing,

(As I perceiv'd it, I muft tell you that

Before my daughter told me,) what might you,

Or my dear Majefty your Queen here, think ?

If I had play'd the desk or table-book,

Or given my heart working, mute and dumb,

Or look'd upon this love with idle fight,

What might you think ? no, I went round to work^

And
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And ray young miftrefs thus I did befpeak;

Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy fphere,

This mufl: not bej and then, I precepts gave her,

That fhe fhould lock her felf from his refort,

Admit no meffengers, receive no tokens:

Which done, fhe took the fruits of my advice.

And he repulfcd, a fhort tale to make,

Fell to a fadnefs, then into a fad,

Thence to a watching, thence into a weaknefs.

Thence to a lightnefs, and by this declenfion

Into the madnefs wherein now he raves.

And all we wail fbr.

Kwg. Do yois think this?

^een. It may be very likely.

FoL Hath there been fuch a time, I'd fain know that.

That I have pofitively faid, 'tis fb.

When it prov'd otherwife?

Ktng, Not that I know.

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwife.

If circumftances lead me, I will find

Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed

Within the center.

Ktng, How may we try it further ?

Pol. You know fometimes he walks four hours together.

Here in the lobby.

^een. So he does indeed.

PoL At fuch a time I'll loofe my daughter to him.

Be you and I behind an arras then,

Mark the encounter: If he love her not,

And be not from his reafon fain thereon,

Let me be no afliftant for a flate,

Afid keep a farm and carters,

K'mg. We will try it.

SCENE
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S C E N E V.

Enter Hamlet reacfmg.

^een. But look where, fadly, the poor wretch comes reading.

Pol, Away, I do befeech you, both away.

I'll board him prefently. {Exe, K'mg and ^een-
Oh give me leave. How does my good lord Hamlet ?

Ham, Well, God-a-mercy.

Pol. Do you know me, my lord?

Ham. Excellent well
J y' are a fifhmonger ?

PoL Not I, my lord.

Ham, Then I would you were fo honeft a man,

Pol, Honeft, my lord ?

Ham, Ay, Sir j to be honeft as this world goes, is to be one

pick'd out of ten thoufand.

Pol, That's very true, my lord.

Ham. For if the fun breed maggots in a dead dog,

Being a good kifling carrion

Have you a daughter ?

Pol, I have, my lord.

Ham. Let her not walk i'th' fun
j

conception is a blefling,

but not as your daughter may conceive. Friend, look to't.

Pol. How fay you by that? ftill harping on my daughter

Yet he knew me not at firft; he faid I was a fifhmonger.

He is far gone j and truly in my youth, \aftde,

I fufFered much extremity for love

;

Very near this. Til fpeak to him again.

What do you read, my lord ?

Ham. Words, words, words.

Pol. What is the matter, my lord?

Ham, Between whom?
Pol, I mean the matter that you read, my lord.

V o L. VI. C c c Ham,
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Ham. Slanders, Sir : for the fatyrical flave fays here, that old

men have gray beards? that their faces are wrinkled^ their eycg

purging thick amber, and plum-tree gum ; and that they have a

plentiful lack of wit, together with moft weak hams. All which.

Sir, though I moft powerfully and potently believe, yet I hold

it not honefty to have it thus fet down: for your felf, Sir, (hall

be as old as-I-am, if like a crab you could go backward.

Pol. Though this be madnefs, yet there's method in't :

Will you walk out of the air, my lord ?

Ham. Into my grave ?

Pol. Indeed that is out o'th' air :

How pregnant (fometimes) his replies are ?

A happinefs that often madnefs hits on.

Which fanity and reafbn could not be

So profp roufly dcliver'd of I'll leave him,

And fuddenly contrive the means of meeting

Between him and my daughter.

My honourable lord, I will moft humbly

Take my leave of you.

Ham. You cannot. Sir, take from me any thing, that I will

more willingly part withal, except my life.

Pol. Fare you well, my lord.

Ham. Thefe tedious old fools.

Pol You go to feek lord Hamlet ^ there he is. [Exit,

SCENE VI.

Enter RofincrofTe and Guildenftern.

Rof. God fave you, Sir.

Guild. Mine honour'd lord

!

Rof. My moft dear lord!

Ham. My excellent good friends! how doft xhoxiGutldenfierH^

Oh, Roftmroffe^ good lads \ how do ye both I
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Rof, As the indifferent children of the earth.

Gu'tl. Happy, in that we are not over-happy; on fortune's

cap, we are not the very button.

Ham. Nor the foals of her (hooe ?

Ref, Neither, my lord.

Ham, Then you live about her wafte^ or in the middle of her

favours ?

Gml. Faith, her privates we.

Ham. In the fecret parts of fortune? oh, moft true^ fhe is a

ftfumpet. What news ?

Rof. None, my lord, but that the world's grown honed.

Ham. Then is dooms-day near ^ but your news is not true,

ij; Let me queftion more in particular: what have you, my good'

friends, deferved at the hands of fortune, that fhe fends you to

prifon hither?

GmL Prifon, my lord

!

Ham. Denmark's a prifon.

Rof. Then is the world one.

Ham. A goodly one, in which there are many confines,

wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being one o'th' worfl.

Rof. We think not fo, my lord.

Ham. Why then, 'tis none to youj for there is nothing either

good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: to me it is a prifon.

Rof Why then your ambition makes it one : 'tis too narrow

for your mind.

Ham. Oh God, I could be bounded in a nut-fhell, and count

my felf a King of infinite fpace ; were it not that I have bad

dreams,

Gml. Which dreams indeed are ambition j for the very fiib-

fiance of the ambitious, is meerly the fhadow of a dream.

Ham. A dream it felf is but a fliadow.

Rof Truly, and I hold ambition of fo airy and light a quality,

that it is but a fhadow's fhadow.

C c c 2 Ham»
\ From this marky feveralJj[^eeches are «t/ in the old edition.
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Ham, Then are our beggars bodies, and our monarchs and

ou'--ftretch'd heroes, the beggars fhadows j Shall we to th' court?

for by my fay, I cannot reafon.

Both. We'll wait upon you.

Ham, No fuch matter. I will not fort you with the reft of

my fervants : for to fpeaic to you like an honeft man, I am moft

dreadfully attended ; but in the beaten way of friendfhip, what

make you at Elftmor?

Rof. To vifit you, my lord ; no other occafion.

Ham, Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks,- but I

thank youj and fure, dear friends, my thanks are too dear a

half-penny. Were you not fent for? is it your own inclining? is

it a free vifitation? come, deal juftly with mej come, come;

nay, fpeak.

GutL What fhould we fay, my lord ?

Ham, Any thing but to the purpofe. You were fent for j and

there is a kind of confeffion in your looks, which your modefties

have not craft enough to colour. I know the good King and

Queen have fent for you.

Rof. To what end, my lord ?

Ham. That you muft teach me; but let me conjure you by

the rights of our fcllowfhip, by the confonancy of our youth, by

the obligation of our ever-preferved love, and by what more

dear, a better propofer could charge you withal ; be even and di-

re^ with me, whether you w ere fent for or no ?

Rof. What fay you?

Ham, Nay then I have an eye of you: if you love me, hold

not off.

Gml, My lord, we were fent for.

Ham, I will tell you why; fb fhall my anticipation prevent

your difcovery, and your fecrecy to the King and Queen moult

no feather. I have of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all

my mirth, forgone all cuftom of exercife ^ and indeed, it goes

fo
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fo heavily with my difpofition, that this goodly frame, the earth,

feeras to me a fteril promontory; this moft excellent canopy the

air, look you, this brave o'er-hanging firmament, this majeftical

roof fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no other thing to

me, than a foul and peftilent congregation of vapours. What a

piece of work is a man! how noble in rea(bn! how infinite in fa-

culties! inform and moving how exprefs and admirable! in a<5tion

how like an angel ! in apprehenfion how like a God! the beauty of

the world, the paragon of animals! and yet to me, what is this

quintelTence of duft ? man delights not me ,• nor woman neither,

tho' by your fmiling you feem to fay fo.

Rof. My lord there was no fuch ftufF in my thoughts.

Ham Why did you laugh, when 1 faid, man delights not me >

Rof. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, what len-

ten entertainment the Players Iball receive from you,- we accoft-

ed them on the way, and hither are they coming to offer you

fervice.

Ham. He that plays the King fliall be welcome; his majefty

fhall have tribute of me,* the adventurous knight fhall ufe his

foyle and target; the lover fhall not figh ^/^^ym ; the humorous

man ftiall end his part in peace- and the lady fhall fay her mind

freely, or the blank verfe fhall halt for't. What players are they?

Rof Even thofe you were wont to take delight in, the Trage-

dians of the city.

Ham. How chances it they travel ? their refidence both in re-

putation and profit was better, both ways.

Rof I think their inhibition comes by the means of the late

innovation.

Ham. Do they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was

in the city ? are they fo follow'd ?

Rof No indeed, they are not.

Ham. How comes it ? do they grow rufty ?

Rof Nay, their endeavour keeps ia the wonted pace; but

there
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there is, Sir, an f Airy of Children, little yafes, that cry out oa

the top of qaeftion ; and are mofl: tyrannically clapt for't^ thefeare

now the fadiion, and fo be-rattle the common ftages (fo they call

them) that many wearing rapiers are afraid of goofe quills, and

dare fcarce come thither.

Ham, What, are they Children ? who maintains 'em ? how ar«

they efcoted? will they purfue the Quality no longer than they

can fing ? will they not fay afterwards, if they fhould grow them-

felves to common players ? as it is moft like, if their means are

no better: their writers do them wrong to make them exclaim

againft their own fuccellion.

Rof. Faith, there has been much to do on both fides,- and

the nation holds it no fin, to tarre them to controverfie. There

was for a while no money bid for argument, unlefs the poet and

the player went to cuffs in the queftion.

Ham. Is't poflible?

Gml. Oh there has been much throwing about of brains.

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ?

Rof. Ay, that they do, my lord, Hercules and his load too.

Ham. It is not ftrange j for mine uncle is King of Denmark^

and thofe that would make mowes at him while my father lived,

give twenty, forty, fifty, an hundred ducates a-peice, for his

pidure in little. There is (bmething in this more than natural,

if philofophy could find it out. SJ'lotmJ}^ for the players.

Gml. There are the players.

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to your hands:

come then, the appurtenance of welcome is faftiion and ceremo-

ny. Let me comply with you in this garbe, left my extent to

the players (which I tell you muft (hew fairly outward) fliould

more appear like entertainment than yours. You are welcome;

but my Uncle-father and Aunt-mother are deceiv'd.

Gud. In what, my dear lord ?

Mam.
,

Relating to the playhoufes then contending^ //&^ Bankfide, Fortune, (^c.——^

plafd hy the Children of his majefifs chappel.
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Ham, I am bat mad north, north-weft: when the Wind is

(butherly, I know a hawk from a handfaw.

SCENE vn.

Enter Polonius.

Pol, Well be with you, gentlemen.

Ham. Hark you, Gutldenfierriy and you too, at each ear a

hearer j that great baby you fee there, is not yet out of his fwath-

ling clouts.

Rof. Haply he's the fecond time come to them ; for they fay,

an old man is twice a child.

Ham. I will prophefie, he comes to tell me of the players.

Mark it, you fay right. Sir ,• for on Monday morning 'twas (b

indeed.

Pol, My lord, I have news to tell you.

Ham, My lord, I have news to tell you.

When Rofcms was an a6tor in Rome
Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord.

Ham. Buzze, buzze.

Pol. Upon mine honour

Ham. Then came each ad:or on his afs

Pol. The beft adors in the world, either for tragedy, come-

dy, hiftory, paftoral, paftoral-coraical, hiftorical-paftoral, fcene

undividable, or poem unlimited. Seneca cannot be too heavy,

nor Plautus too light, for the law of wit, and the liberty,

Thefe are the only men.

Ham. Ohjephta, judge of Jfrael, what a treafure hadft thou?

Pol. What a treafure had he, my lord ?

Ham. Why one fair daughtery and no more.

The which he loved pajjing well,

Pol. Still on my daughter.

Ham, Am I not i'th' right, old Jephta7

Pol *
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Pol If you call me Jephta^ my lord, I have a daughter that

I love paflfing well.

Ham. Nay, that follows not.

FoL What follows then, my lord?

Ham. Why as h'y lot, God wot and then you know, it

came to pafs, as mofi Itke it was ; the firft row of the f ruhrick

will fliew you more. For look where my abridgements come.

Enter four or five players.

Y'are welcome mailers, welcome all. I am glad to fee thee well •

welcome good friends. Oh! old friend! thy face is valanc'd

fince I faw thee laft: com'ft thou to beard me in Denmark?

What my young lady and miftrefs ? berlady your ladyfhip is nea-

rer heaven then whan I faw you laft, by the altitude of af chiop-

pine. Pray God your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, be

not crack'd within the ring. Mafters, you are all welcome,-

we'll e'en to't like 'friendly faulconers, fly at any thing we fee
j

we'll have a Ipeech ftraight. Come, give us a tafte of your qua-

lity,- come, a pailionace fpeech.

I Play. What fpeech, my good lord ?

Ham. I heard thee fpeak me a fpeech once, but it was never

, aded : or if it was, not above once, for the play I remember

pleas'd not the million, 'twas Caviar to the general ,- but it was,

(as I receiv'd it, and others, whofe judgment in fuch matters, cry-

ed in the top of mine) an excellent play j well digefted in the

fcenes, fet down with as much modefty as cunning. I remember

one faid, there was no ^ falts in the lines, to make the matter

iavoury j nor no matter in the phrafe, that might indite the au-

thor of aflpedion j but call'd it, an honeft method. One fpeech in

it I chiefly lov'd ^ 'twas Eneas' tale to Dido, and thereabout of

it efpecially, where he fpeaks of Priam's flaughter. If it live in

-J-
Rubrick. It is Pons chanfons in the firft folio edition. The old ballads fungonhrid-

- ges, and from thence calVd Pons chanfons. Hamlet is here repeating ends of oldfongs.

^valiant. [ Chioippme, a higb-heel'dJhoe, -or a ftipper. ^french. ^ fallets.

your
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your memory, begin at this line, let me fe^, let me fee—-The
rugged P'^rrhm^ like th* Hyrcaman beaft. It is not fb —— it be-

gins with Pyrrhus,

The rugged PyrrhuSy he whofe fable arms

Black as his purpofe, did the night refemble

When he lay couched in the ominous horfe
;

Hath now his dread and black comple(5tion fmear'd

With heraldry more difmal j head to foot

Now is he total gcules
;

horridly trickt

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fons,

Bak*d and impafted with the parching ' fires.

That lend a tyrannous and damned light

To murthers vile. Roafted in wrath and fire.

And thus o'er-cifed with coagulate gore,

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellifli Pyrrhus

Old granfire Priam (eeks.

Pel 'Fore God, my lord, well (poken, with good accent, and

good discretion.

I Play. Anon he finds him, '

Striking, too fliort, at Greeks, His antique fword,

Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls

Repugnant to command
5
unequal match'd,

Pyrrhus at Prtam drives, in rage ftrikes wide

;

But with the whif and wind of his fell fword

Th' unnerved father falls. Then fenfelefs llmm^

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top

Stoops to his bafe, and with a hideous crafli

Takes prifoner Pyrrhus' ear. For lo, his (word.

Which was declining on the milky head

Of rev'rend Prtam y feem'd i'th' air to ftick

:

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood.

And like a neutral to his will and matter.

Did nothing.

Vol. VI. Ddd But
* firetU, " ~
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But as we often fee againft fome ftorm,

A filence in the heav'ns, the rack ftand ftill,

The bold winds fpeechlefs, and the orb below

As hu{h as death : anon the dreadful thunder

Doth rend the region. So after Pyrrhm' paufe,

A rowfed vengeance fets him new a-work,

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall

On Mars his armour, forg'd for proof eterne.

With lefs remorfe than Pyrrhus^ bleeding fword

Now falls on Priam,

Out, out, thou ftrumpet-fortune ! all you gods.

In general fynod take away her power i

Break all the (pokes and fellies from her wheel.

And bowl the round nave down the hill of heav'n.

As low as to the fiends.

PoL This is too long.

Ham, It (hall to th' barber's with your beard. Pr'ythee fay

on^ he's for a jigg, or a tale of bawdry, or he fleeps. Say on,

come to Hecuba.

I Play. But who, oh who, had feen the ^ mobled Queen ?

Ham. The mobled Queen?

Pol. That's good ^ mobled Queen, is good.

1 Play. Run bare-foot up and down, threatning the flames

With biffon rheum j a clout upon that head.

Where late the diadem ftood, and for a robe

About her lank and all o'er-teemed loyns,

A blanket in th' alarm of fear caught up.

Who this had feen, with tongue in venom fteep'd,

'Gainft fortune's ftate would treafon have pronounc'd:

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then.

When fhe faw Pyrrhus make malicious fport

In mincing with his fword her husband's Hmbs

;

The inftant burft of clamour that fhe made,

(Un-
f In the firjl folio edition, it is th* enobled Queen,
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(Unlefs things mortal move them not at all)

Would have made * melt the burning eyes of heav'n.

And paffion in the gods.

PoL Look if he has not turn'd his colour, and has tears in's

eyes. Pr'ythee no more.

Ham, 'Tis well, Fll have thee fpeak out the reft of this foon.

Good my lord, will you fee the players well beftow'd. Do ye

hear, let them be well us'd j for they are the abftradt, and brief

chronicles of the time. After your death, you were better have

a bad epitaph, then their ill report while you liv*d.

PoL My lord, I will ufe them according to their defert.

Ham, Gods bodikins man, much better. Ufe every man af-

ter his defert, and who fball fcape whipping? ufe them after

your own honour and dignity. The lefs they deferve, the mord

merit is in your bounty. Take them in.

PoL Come, Sirs. [^Exit Polonius.

Ham. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a play to-morrow.

Doft thou hear me, old friend, can you play the murther of

Gonzago?

Play, Ay, my lord. -

Ham, We'll ha't to-morrow night. You could for a need

ftudy a fpeech of fbme dozen or fixteen lines, which I would fet

down, and infert in't ? could ye not ?

Play, Ay, my lord.

Ham, Very well. Follow that lord, and look you mock him

not. My good friends. Til leave you 'till night, you are wel*

come to Elfinoor,

,
Rof, Good my lord. [Exeunt*

SCENE VIII.

Manet Hamlet.

Ham, Ay fo, God b' w' ye : now I am alone,

Ddd 1 Oh
t milch'.
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oh what a rogue and peafant flave am I ?

Is it not monftrous that this player here.

But in a fidtion, in a dream of paflion,

Could force his foul fo to his own conceit,

That from her working, all his vifage warm'd :

Tears in his eyes, diftradion in his afpedt,

A broken voice, and his whole func^tion fuiting

With forms, to his conceit ? and all for nothing >

For Hecuba?

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba,

That he fhould weep for her ? what would he do,

Had he the motive and the cue for paflion

That I have? he would drown the ftage with tears,

And cleave the gen'ral ear with horrid fpeech,

Make mad the guilty, and appall the free.

Confound the ign'rant, and amaze indeed

The very faculty of eyes and ears.

^ Yet I fay nothing
; no, not for a King,

Upon whofe property and moft dear life

A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward ?

Who calls me villain, breaks my pate a-crofs.

Plucks oflF my beard, and blows it in my face?

Tweaks me by th' nofe, gives me the lye i'th' throat.

As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ?

* Yet I fhould take it— for it cannot be.

But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall

To make oppreffion bitter ; or ere this,

I fhould have fatted all the region kites

With this flave's offal. Bloody, bawdy villain!

Remorfelefs, treacherous, letcherous, kindlefs villain!

k Yet /,

^ dull and muddy metled rafcal peak
Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my caufe

And fan fay nothing—

—

» Ha! why fhould I take it?
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Why wh at an afs am I ? this is moft brave,

That I, the Ton of a dear father murthered.

Prompted to my revenge by heav'n and hell,

Muft, hke a whore, unpack my heart with words.

And fall a curfing like a very drab

A ^ ftallion! fye upon't! foh/ about my brain

Tve heard, that guilty creatures, at a play,

Have by the very cunning of the fcene

Been ftruck (b to the foul, that prefently

They have proclaimed their malefadions.

For murther, though it have no tongue, will /peak

With moft miraculous organ. I'll obferve his looks.

Play fomething Hke the murther of my father.

Before mine uncle. Til obferve his looks,

ril tent him to the quick; if he but blench,

J know my courfe. The fpirit that I have (een

M ay be the devil, and the devil hath power

T' a flume a pleafing (hape, yea, and perhaps

Out of my weaknefs and my melancholy,

(As he is very potent with fuch (pirits)

Abufes me to damn me. I'll have grounds

More relative than this: The play's the thing.

Wherein I'll catch the confcience of the King. [Exit.

^ fcullion.

ACT
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ACT III. SCENE L

The P A L A C E.

Enter Ktng^ ^ieen^ Polonius, Ophelia, Rofincroffe^

Guildenftern, and Lords.

King.
N D caq, you by no drift of " qonferenqe?

Get from him why hp put5 on this confufion^^

Grating fo har/hly all his days qf quiet.

With turbulent and dang'rous lunapy ?

Rof, He does confefs he feels himfeif diftracfted
j

But from what caufe he will by no means (peak..

GmL Nor do we find him forward to be founded;

But with a crafty madnefs keeps aloof.

When we would bring him on to fome confefHon

Of his true ftate.

^een. Did he receive you well?

Rof. Moft like a gentleman.
,

Guil. But with much forcing of his difpofition.

Rof, Niggard of queftion, but of our demands

Moft free in his reply.

^een. Did you affay him to any paftime?

Rof Madam, it fo fell out, that certain players

We o'er-took on the way,- of thefe we told him^

And there did feem in him a>ind ofjoy

To hear of it; they are about the court.

And (as I think) they have already order

This night to play before him.

PoL

« cinmfiance, ^ confejffion.
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PoL *Tis moft true

:

And he befeech'd me to entreat your majefties

To hear and fee the matter.

Kmg. With all my heart, and it doth much content mc
To hear him (b inclin'd.

Good gentlemen, give him a further edge.

And drive his purpofe into thefe delights.

Rof, We (hall, my lord. [ExemL
King. Sweet Gertrudey leave us too,

For we have clofely (ent for Hamlet hither,

That he, as 'twere by accident, may here

Affront Ophelia, Her father, and my felf.

Will fo beflow our felves, that feeing unfeen

We may of their encounter frankly judge,

And gather by him, as he is behaved,

If't be th' afflidion of his love, or no.

That thus he fuffers for.

^leen, I fhall obey you:

And for my part, Ophelia^ I do wi^h

That your good beauties be the happy caufe

Of Hamlefs wildnefs. So I hope your virtues

May bring him to his wonted way again.

To both your honours.

Oph. Madam, I wifh it may.

PoL OpheUa^ walk you here. Gracious, fo pleafe ye.

We will beftow our felves : read on this book
j

That fhew of fuch an exercife may colour

Your loneHnefs. We're oft to blame in this,

'Tis too much prov'd, that with devotion's vifage.

And pious adion we do fuger o'er

The devil himfelf

King. Oh 'tis too true.

How fmart a lafh that fpeech doth give my confcience! [aft^fe.

The
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The harlot's cheek beautied with plaftring art

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it,

Than is my deed to my molt painted word.

Oh heavy burthen I

Pol, I hear him coming, let's withdraw my lord.

[Exeunt all but Ophelia.

SCENE n.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham, To be, or not to be? that is the queftion

—

'<

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to fuffer

The flings and arrows of outragious fortune
j

Or to take arms againft a f fea of troubles.

And by oppofing end them ?— To die, to fleep

No more ; and by a fleep to fay we end

The heart-ache and the thoufand natural fliocks

That flefli is heir toj 'tis a confummation

Devoutly to be wifli'd. To die to fleep

To fleep? perchance to dream; ay, there's the rub-—

-

For in that fleep of death what dreams may come^

When we have fliuffled off this mortal coil,

Muft: give us paufe. There's the refpe(5t

That makes calamity of fo long life.

For who would bear the whips and fcorns of time,

Th' oppreflbr's wrong, the 'proud man's contumely.

The pang of defpis'd love, the law's delay.

The infolence of office, and the fpurns

That patient merit of th' unworthy takes;

When he himfelf might his Rictus make

With a bare bodkin ? who would fardles bear,

j- Perhaps fiege, which continues the metaphor of flings, arrows, taking arms i

and reprefents the being encompajs'd on all fides with troubles. « poor.

^ To
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To groan and fweat under a weary life?

But that the dread of fomething after death,

(That undifcover'd country, from whofe bourne

No traveller returns) puzzles the will,

And makes us rather bear thofe ills we have,

Than fly to others that we know not of

Thus confcience does make cowards of us all;

And thus the native hue of refolution

Is ficklied o'er with the pale cafl: of thought
j

And enterprizes of great pith and moment.

With this regard, their currents turn awry

And lofe the name of adion.— Soft you now, [See'mg Oph.
The fair Ophelia 7 nymph, in thy orailbns

Be all my fins remembred.

Oph. Good my lord.

How does your honour for this many a day ?

Ham. I humbly thank youj well,

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours.

That I have longed much to re-deliver.

I pray you now receive them.

Ham. No, I never gave you ought.

Oph. My honour'd lord, 1 know right well you did,

And with them words of fo fweet breath compos'd.

As made the things more rich : that perfume loft.

Take thefe again for to the noble mind

Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind.

There, my lord.

Ham. Ha, ha! areyouhoneft?

Oph. My lord

Ham. Are you fair?

Oph. What means your lordfliip ?

Ham. That if you be honeft and fair, you fhould admit no

difcourfe to your beauty.

V o L. VI. E e e Oph.
^ away.
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Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce than

with honefty?

Ham, Ay truly j for the power of beauty will fooner trans'

form honefty from what it is, to a bawd than the force of ho-

nefty can tranilate beauty into its likene{s. This was fometimes

a paradox, but now the time gives it proof I did love you once.

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe fb.

Ham. You Ihouid not have believed me. For virtue cannot

fo * innoculate our old ftock, but we fliall relifh of it. lov'd

you not.

Oph. I was the more deceived.

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery. Why wouldft thou be a bree-

der of finners? I am my felf indifferent honeft, but yet I could

accufe me of fuch things, that it were better my mother had not

born me. I am very proud, revengeful, ambitious, with more

offences at my beck, than I have thoughts to put them in, ima-

gination to give them fhape, or time to a(5t them in. What
fhould fuch fellows as I do crawling between heav'n and earth ?

we are arrant knaves, believe none of us Go thy ways to a

nunnery Where's your father?

Oph. At home, my lord.

Ham. Let the doors be fhut upon him, that he may play the

fool no where but in's own houfe. Farewel.

Oph. Oh help him, you fweet heav'ns?

Ham. If thou doft marry. Til give thee this plague for thy

dowry. Be thou as chafte as ice, as pure as fnow, thou fhalt not

efcape calumny Get thee to a nunnery, farewel Or

if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool for wife men know well

enough, what monfters you make of them To a nunnery

go and quickly too : farewel.

Oph. Heav'nly powers! reftore him.

Ham. I have heard of your ^painting too, well enough : God

has given you one face, and you make your felf another. You jig,

you

« evacuate in the firjl ediiio/i. f / did love you once. I ^ratling. i> face.
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you amble, and you li(p, and nick-name God's creatures, and

make your wantonnefs your ignorance. Go, I'll no more on't,

it hath made me mad. I fay, we will have no more marriages.

Thofe that are married already, all but one, flidl live, the reft

fhall keep as they are. To a nunnery, go. [Exh Hamlet.

Oph. Oh what a noble mind is here o'erthrown!

The courtiers, foldiers, fcholars, eye, tongue, fword?

Th* expedancy and rofe of the fair ftate,

The glafs of faftiion, and the mould of form,

Th' obferv'd of all obfervers, quite, quite down

!

I am of ladies moft deject aad wretched.

That fiick'd the hony of his mufick vows

:

Now fee that noble and moft (bvereign reafbn.

Like fweet bells jangled out of tune, and harfti;

That unmatched form and feature of blown youth,

Blafted with ecftafie. Oh woe is me!

T'have feen what I have feen ^ fee what I fee.

SCENE III.

Enter King and Polonius.

King. Love! his affedions do not that way tend,

Nor what he fpake, tho' it lack'd form a little.

Was not like madnefs. Something's in his foul.

O'er which his melancholy fits on brood.

And I do doubt the hatch and the difclofe

Will be fome danger, which how to prevent,

I have in quick determination

Thus fet it down. He (hall with fpeed to England^

For the demand of our negleded tribute

;

Haply the feas and countries different.

With variable objed:s, ftiall expel

This fomething fettled matter in his heart

;

Eee z Where-
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Whereon his brains ftill beating, puts him thus

From fafhion of himfelf. What think you on't?

Pol. It (hall do well. But yet do I believe

The origin art4 commencement of this grief

Sprung from neglcded love. How now, Ophel'm?

You need not tell us what lord Hamlet faid,

We heard it all. My lord, do as you pieafe
;

But if you hold it fit after the play,

Let his Queen-mother all alone intreat him
To fliew his griefs 5 let her be round with him

:

And I'll be plac'd, fo pleafe you, in the ear

Of all their conf'rence. If (he find him not.

To England fend him ; or confine him where

Your wifdom beft fliall think.

Kwg. It (hall be fo

:

Madnefs in great ones muft not unwatch'd go. . [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Enter Hamlet, and two or three ofthe Players,

Ham. O P E AK the fpeech I pray you, as I pronounc'd it to

0 you, trippingly on the tongue. But if you mouth it,

as many of our Players do, I had as iieve the town-crier had

fpoke my lines. And do not (aw the air too much with your

hand thus, but ufe all gently ; for in the very torrent, tempeft,

and, as I may fay, whirl-wind of your paflion, you muft acquire

and beget a temperance that may give it fmoothne/s. Oh, it

offends me to the foul, to hear a robuftous periwig-pated fellow

tear a paffion to tatters, to very rags, to fplit the ears of the

groundlings: who (for the moft part) are capable of nothing,

but inexplicable dumb fhews, and noife: I could have fuch a fel-

low whipt for o'er-doing termagant; it out-herods Herod. Pray

you avbid it.

Play.
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Play. I warrant your honour.

Ham. Be not too tame neither • but let your own difcretion be

your tutor. Sute the action to the word, the word to the ad:ion

with this fpecial obfervance, that you o'er-ftep not the rnodefty

of nature 5 for any thing fb overdone is from the purpofe of

playing^ whofe end both at the firft and now, was and is, to

hold as 'twere the mirror up to nature 5 to /hew virtue her own

feature, fcorn her own image, and the very age and body of the

time, his form and prefTure. Now this over-done, or come

tardy off, tho' it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make the

judicious grieve; the cenfure of which one, muft in your allow-

ance o'er-fway a whole theatre of others. Oh, there be Players

that 1 have feen play, and heard others praife and that highly,

(not to fpeak it prophanely) that neither having the accent of

chriftian, or the gate of chriftian, pagan, ' or man, have fa

ftrutted and bellow'd, that I have thought fome of nature's jour-

ney-men had made men, and not made them well,- they imita-

ted humanity fb abominably.

Play. I hope we have reform'd that indifferently with us.

Ham. Oh reform it altogether. And let thofe that play your

clowns, fpeak no more than is fet down for them : For there be

of them that will themfelves laugh, to fet on fome quantity of

barren fpcdators to laugh too^ though in the mean time fome

necelTary queftion of the play be then to be confidered: That's

villanous, and fhews a mofl: pitiful ambition in the fool that ufe^

it. Go make you ready. \_Rxmnt Players.

Enter Polonius, RofincrofTe, and Guildenftern.

How now, my lord ? will the King hear this piece of work ?

Pol. And the Queen too, and that prefently.

Ham. Bid the Players make hafte. \E.xtt Polonius.

Will you two help to haften them ?

Both. We will, my lord. {.Exeunt.

SCENE
i or Norman.
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SCENE V.

Enter Horatio to Hamlet.

Ham. What ho, Horatio 7

Hor. Here, fweet lord, at your fervice.

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as juft a man
As e'er my converfation coap'd withal.

Hor. Oh my dear lord

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter:

For what advancement may I hope from thee.

That no revenue haft, but thy good fpirits

To feed and cloath thee ? Should the poor be flatter'd

No, let the candied tongue lick abfiird pomp,

And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee,

Where thrift may follow fawning. Doft thou hear?

Since my dear foul was miftrefs of her choice,

And could of men diftinguifh, her eledion

Hath feal'd thee for her felf. For thou haft been

As one, in fufFering all that fuffers nothing.

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards

Hath ta'en with equal thanks. And bleft are thofe,

Whofe blood and judgment are fb well co-mingled.

That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger

To found what ftop (he pleafe. Give me that man

That is not paflion's flave, and I will wear him

In my heart's core : ay, in my heart of heart.

As I do thee. Something too much of this.

There is a play to-night before the King,

One fcene of it comes near the circumftance

Which I have told thee, of my father's death.

I pr'ythee, when thou feeft that 2i€t a-foot,

Ev'a with the very comment of thy foul
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Obferve mine uncle : if his occult guilt

Do not it felf unkennel in one fpeech,

It is a damned ghoft that we have (een:

And my imaginations are as foul

As Fulcan\ f ftithy. Give him heedful note.

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face.

And after we will both our judgments join,

To cenfure of his feeming.

Hor, Well, my lord.

If he fteal ought the whilft this play is playing.

And fcape dete(5ting, I will pay the theft.

SCENE vi.
«

Enter King, ^een^ Polonius, Ophelia, Rofincrofle, Guilden-

ftern, and other lords attendant^ with a guard carrying torches,

Danifh march, Sound a flour'tfh.

Ham, They're coming to the play ; I muft be idle.

Get you a place.

Kmg, How fares our coufin Hamlet 1

Ham. Excellent i'faith, of the camelion's difli: I eat the air,

promife-cramm'd : you cannot feed capons fo.

Kmg. I have nothing with this anfwer, Hamlet^ thefe words

are not mine.

Ham No, nor mine now, my lord. You plaid once i'th'

univerfity, you fay ? \To Polonius.

Pol, That I did, my lord, and was accounted a good ador.

Ham, And what did you enad?

Pol. I did enact 'JuUus Cafar^ I was kill'd i'th' capitol : Brutus

kill'd me.

Ham. It was a brote part of him, to kill fo capital a calf

there. Be the players ready ?

Rof,

f- Stithy, a JmitVs anvil.



4o8 H A M L E T) Prince Denmark.

Rof. Ay, my lord, they ftay upon your patience.

^4een. Come hither, my dear Hamlet^ fit by me.
Ham. No, good mother, here's mettle more attractive.

Pol. Oh ho, do you mark that ?

Ham. Lady, fliall I lye in your lap?

\Lyng down at OpheliaV feet.

Oph. No, my lord.

Ham, Do you think I meant country matters?

Oph. I think nothing, my lord.

Ham. That's a fair thought to lye between a maid's legs.

Oph. What is, my lord ?

Ham. Nothing.

Oph. You are merry, my lord.

Ham. Who, I?

Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Oh God, your only jig-maker,- what fiiould a man do,

but be merry ? For look you how chearfully my mother looks,

and my father dy'd within thefe two hours.

Oph. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord.

Ham. So long? nay then let the devil wear black, for I'll

iiave a fuit of fables. Oh heav'ns! dye two months ago, and

not forgotten yet! then there's hope, a great man's memory
may out-live his life half a year: but by'r-lady he muft build

churches then ^ or elfe fhall he fuffer not thinking on, with the

hobby-horfe j whofe epitaph is For oh, for ohy the hobby-horfe is

forgot.

SCENE VIL

Hautboys play. The dumb Jhew enters.

Enter a King and ^een, very lovingly; the ^een embractng

himy and he her. He takes her up, and declines his head upon

her
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her neck. Lays htm down upon a hank offlowers. She feeing

htm afleepy leaves htm. Anon comes in a fellow^ takes off his

trown, kiffes hy and pours po'tfon m the Kin^s ears, and Exit.

The ^een returns
y finds the King dead, and makes pafflonate

a&ton. The poyfoner, with fome two or three mutes come tn a-

gaWy feeming to lament with her, ^ The dead body is carried a^

way. The potfoner wooes the ^ieen with gtflsy fhe feems loth

and tmwilltng a whiley but in the end accepts his love, [Exeunt.

Oph. What means this, my lord ?

Ham, Marry this is miching Malichoy that means mifchief.

Oph, Belike this fhew imports the argument of the play ?

Ham, We fhall know by this fellow: the Players cannot

keep counfel, they'll tell all.

Oph, Will he tell us what this (hew meant?

flam. Ay, or any {hew that you'll fhew him. Be not you

afliamed to fhew, he'll not fliame to tell you what it means.

Oph, You are naught, you are naught, I'll mark the play.

Enter Prologue,

For uSy andfor our tragedy
y

Here fiooping to your clemency

y

We beg your hearing patiently.

Ham, Is this a prologue, or the pofie of a ring ?

Oph. 'Tis brief, my lord.

Ham, As woman's love.

Enter King and ^eeny Flayers.

King, Full thirty times hath Phoebus' car gone round

Neptune'^ fait wafh, and Tellus' orbed ground
j

And thirty dozen moons with borrowed (been

About the world have time twelve thirties been,

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands

Unite commutual, in moft lacred bands.

Vo l. VL F f

f

^een.
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^ieen. So many journeys may the fun and moon

Make us again count o'er, ere love be done.

But woe is me, you are fb fick of late,

So far from cheer and from your former (late.

That I diftruft you,- yet though I diftruft,

Difcomfort you, my lord, it nothing muft:

And womens fear and love hold quantity,

'Tis either none, or in extremity
j

Now what my love is, proof hath made you know,

And as my love is fix'd, my fear is fo.

Kmg, Faith I muft leave thee, love, and fliortly too

My operant powers their fundions leave to do,

And thou flialt live in this fair world behind,

Honour'd, belov'd, and haply one as kind

For husband fhalt thou

^een. Oh confound the reft I

Such love muft needs be treafon in my breaft :

In fecond husband let me be^accurft,

None wed the fecond, but who kill'd the firft.

Ham, Wormwood, wormwood!

^ieen. The inftances that fecond marriage move,

Are bafe refpedts of thrift, but none of love.

A fecond time I kill my husband dead.

When fecond husband kiffes me in bed.

Kmg, I do believe you think what now you fpeak ^
•

But what we do determine, oft we break

:

Purpofe is but the (lave to memory,

Of violent birth, but poor validity :

W hich now, like fruits unripe, fticks on the tree.

But fall unfhaken, when they mellow be.

Moft neceftary 'tis that we forget.

To pay our felves what to our felves is debt

:
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What to our fclves in pafifion we propofe,

The paflion ending, doth the purpofe lofe;

The violence of either grief or joy,

Their own enadors with themfelves deftroy :

Where joy moft revels, grief doth moft lament
^

Griefjoys, joy grieves on flender accident.

This world is not for aye, and 'tis not ftrange

That ev'n our loves (hould with our fortunes change.

For 'tis a queftion left us yet to prove.

Whether love fortune lead, or fortune love.

The great man down, you mark his fav'rite flies

;

The poor, advanc'd, makes friends of enemies:

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend.

For who not needs, (hall never lack a friend

;

And who in want a hollow friend doth try,

Dired;ly feafbns him his enemy.

But orderly to end where I begun.

Our wills and fates do fo contrary run,

That our devices ftiil are overthrown.

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own.

So think thou wilt no fecond husband wed.

But die thy thoughts, when thy firft lord is dead.

^een. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven light,

Sport and repofe lock from me, day and night;

Each oppofite that blanks the face of joy.

Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy,

Both here, and hence, purfue me lafting ftrife!

If once a widow, ever I be wife.

Ham, If (he fhould break it now

King, 'Tis deeply fworn,- fweet, leave me here a while.

My fpirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile

The tedious day with fleep. \Sleeps,

F f f 2 ^teen*
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^een. Sleep rock thy brain,

And never come mifchance beetween us twain! , [Exit,

Ham, Madam, how like you this play ?

^een. The lady protefts too much, methinks.

Ham, Oh but (he'll keep her word.

King, Have you heard the argument, is there no offence in't ?

Ham. No, no, they do but jeft, poifbn in jeft, no offence

i'th' world.

King, What do you call the play ?

Ham, The Moufe-trap. Marry how ? topically. This play

is the image of a murther done in Vienna-^ Gonzago is the duke's

name, his wife Bapufla ;
you (hall fee anon, 'tis a knavifh piece

of workj but what o' that? your majefty, and we that have free

fouls, it touches us not ; let the gall'd jade winch, our withers

are unwrung.

Enter Lucianus.

This is one Lucianus^ nephew to the King.

Oph, You are as good as a chorus, my lord.

Ham. I could interpret between you and your love; if I could

fee the puppets dallying.

Oph, You are keen, my lord, you are keen.

Ham. It would coft you a groaning, to take off my edge.

Oph. Still worfe and worfe.

Ham, So you mufl: take your husbands.

Begin murtherer. Leave thy damnable faces, and begin.

Come, the croaking raven doth bellow for revenge.

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time agreeing

:

Confederate feafon, elfe no creature feeing

:

Thou mixture rank, of midnight-weeds collected.

With Hecate's bane, thrice blafted, thrice infeded,

Thou natural magick, and dire property,

On wholfome life ufurp immediately. \Pours the polfon 'm kh ears.

Ham,
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Ham. He poyfbns him i'th' garden for's eftate; his name's

Gonzago ^ the ftory is extant, and writ in choice Italian, You

fliall fee anon bow the murtherer gets the love of Gonzago's

wife.

Oph. The King ri(es.

^een. How fares my lord >

PoL Give o'er the play.

K'mg, Give me fome light. Away*

All. Lights, lights, lights! [Exeunt,

SCENE VIII.

Manent Hamlet and Horatio.

Ham, Why let the ftrucken [deer go weep,

The hart ungalled play

:

Foi; fome muft watch, whilft fome mufl: fleep
j

So runs the world away.

Would not this, Sir, and a foreft of feathers, (if the reft of my
fortunes turn Tnrk with me) with two provincial rofes on my
rayed (hooes, get me a fcUowftiip in a cry of Players, Sir I

Hor, Half a (hare.

Ham. A whole one I.

For thou doft know, oh Damon dear,

This realm difmantled was

Of Jove himfelf, and now reigns here

A very very ° peacock.

Hor. You might have rim'd.

Ham. Oh good Horatio^ I'll take the ghoft's word for a

thoufand pounds. Didll perceive?

Hor, Very well, my lord.

Ham. Upon the talk of the poifbning?

Hor, I did very well note him.

Enter
m rack'd, rac'd. " pajock. T^is alludes to a Faile of the Birds chuftng a King-,

injiead of the Eagle^ a Peacock,
*
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Enter RofincrofTe and Guildenftcra.

Ham. Oh, haf come fome mufick. Come the recorders.

For if the King like not the comedy

;

Why then belike he likes it not perdy.

Come, fbme mufick.

GmL Good my lord, vouchfafe me a word with you.

Ham. Sir, a whole hiftory.

GmL The King, Sir

Ham. Ay Sir, what of him ?

Gu'd. Is in his retirement, marvellous diftemper'd

Ham. With drink, 5ir ?

Gml. No, my lord, with choler.

Ham. Your wifdom fhould fliew it felf more rich to fignific

this to his dodor: for me to put him to his purgation, would

perhaps plunge him into more choler.

Gud. Good my lord, put your difcourfe into fbme frame,' and

ftart not (b wildly from my affair.

Ham. I am tame, Sir, pronounce.

Gud. The Queen your mother, in mofl great afflidion of fpi-

tit, hath fent me to you.

Ham. You are welcome.

Gud. Nay, good my lord, this courtefie is not of the right

breed. If it fhall pleafe you to make me a wholfbm anfwer,

I will do your mother's commandment ^ if not, your par-

don, and my return fhall be the end of my bufinefs.

Ham. Sir, I cannot.

Gud. What, my lord ?

Ham. Make you a wholfom anfwer: my wit's difeas'd.

But, Sir, fuch anfwers as I can make, you fhall command
j

or rather you fay, my mother therefore no more but to

the matter my mother, you fay

Rof.
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Rof, Then thus fhe fays your behaviour hath ftruck her into

amazement, and admiration.

Ham. Oh wonderful fon, that can fo aftonilli a mother. But

is there no fequel at the heels of this mother- admiration?

Rof. She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to

bed.

Ham. We (hail obey, were fhe ten times our mother. Have

you any further trade with us ?

Rof. My lord, you once did love me.

Ham. So I do ftill, by thefe pickers and ftealers.

Rof Good my lord, what is your caufe of diftemper ? you do

furely bar the door of your own liberty, if you deny your griefs

to your friend.

Ham. Sir, 1 lack advancement.

Rof How can that be, when you have the voice of the King
himfelf, for your fucceflion in Denmark?

Ham. Ay, but while the grafs grows— the proverb is fbme-

thing mufty.

Enter one with a Recorder,

Oh the recorders, let me fee one. To withdraw with you

why do you go about to recover the wind of me, as if you would

drive me into a toil ?

Gml. Oh my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love is too

unmannerly.

Ham. I do not well underftand that. Will you play upon
this pipe?

Gml. My lord, I cannot.

Ham. I pray you.

Gml, Believe me, I cannot.

Ham. I do befeech you.

Gml. I know no touch of it, my lord.

Ham, 'Tis as eafie as lying ,• govern thefe ventiges with your
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fingers and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, and it will

difcourfe mod eloquent mufick. Look you, thefe are the flops.

Gull. But thefe cannot I command to any utterance of harmo-

ny, I have not the skill.

Ham, Why look you now, how unworthy a thing you make

of me
;

you would play upon me, you would feem to know my
(lops

;
you would pluck out the heart of my myftcry, you would

(bund me from my loweft note, to the top of my compafs ,• and

there is much mufick, excellent voice, in this little organ, yet

cannot you make it (peak. Why do you think that I am eafier

to be plaid on than a pipe? call me what inftrument you will,

though you can fret me, you cannot play upon me. God blefs

you, Sir.

Enter Polonius.

Pol. My lord, the Queen would (peak with you, and prefently.

Ham. Do you fee yonder cloud, that's almofl: in fliape of a

Camel?

Pol. By the mafs, and it's Hke a Camel indeed.

Ham. Methinks it is like an f Ouzle,

Pol. It is black like an Oi4zle.

Ham. Or like a Whale?

Pol. Very like a Whale.

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by ; they fool

me to the top of my bent. I will come by and by. Leave me

friends. I will fay fo. By and by is eafily faid. [ExeunU

'Tis now the very witching time of night.

When church-yards yawn, and hell it felf breaths out

Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood,

And do fuch bitter bufinefs as the day

Would quake to look on. Soft, now to my mother

Oh heart, lofe not thy nature j let not ever

The

t Jn Ouzle or Blackbird ; it has been printed by mjfake a Weefel, ivhich is not black.
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The foul of Nero enter this firm bofom
;

Let me be cruel, not unnatural
;

I will fpeak daggers to her, but ufe none.

My tongue and Ibul in this be hypocrites f

SCENE IX.

Enter K'tngy RofincrolTe, and Guildenftcrn.

K'mg. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us

To let his madnefs rage. Therefore prepare you
j

I your commifTion will forthwith difpatch,

And he to England fhall along with you.

The terms of our eftate may not endure

Hazard fo near us, as doth hourly grow

Out of his lunacies.

Gmld, We will provide our /elves,-

Moft holy and religious fear it is,

To keep thofe many bodies fafe, that live

And feed upon your majefty.

Rof. The fingle and peculiar life is bound

With all the ftrength and armour of the mind.

To keep it felf from noyance; but much more.

That fpirit, on whofe ° weal depends and refts

The lives of many. The deceafe of majefty

Dies not alone, but like a gulf doth draw

What's near it with it. It's a maffy wheel

Fixt on the flimmit of the higheft mount.

To whofe huge fpoaks ten thoufand lelTer things

Are mortiz'd and adjoin'd ; which when it falls,

Each fmall annexment, petty confequence.

Attends the boiftrous ruin. Ne'er alone

Did the King figh, but with a general groan.

Kmg. Arm you, I pray you, to this fpeedy voyage;

Vol. VI. Ggg For
o fpirit

417

\Exlt,
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For we will fetters put upon this fear.

Which now goes too free-footed.

Both, We will hafte us. [Exeunt Gent,

Enter Polonius.

Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's clofet;

Behind the arras I'll convey my felf

To hear the procefs. I'll warrant fhe'll tax him home.

And as you faid, and wifely was it faid,

'Tis meet that Ibme more audience than a mother,

(Since nature makes them partial,J fhould o'er-hear

The fpeech of vantage. Fare you well my liege,

I'll call upon you ere you go to bed.

And tell you what I know. [Exit.

King, Thanks, dear my lord.

' Oh my offence is rank, it fmells to heav'n,

* It hath the primal eldeft curfe upon't
^

^ A brother's murther. Pray I cannot,

* Though inclination be as fliarp as will :

* My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrong intent,

* And like a man to double bufine/s bound,

' I ftand in paufe where I fhall firft begin,

* And both negled. What if this curfed hand
* Were thicker than it felf with brother's blood ?

* Is there not rain enough in the fweet heav'ns

* To wafh it white as fnow? whereto lerves mercy,
* But to confront the vifage of offence?

' And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force,

* To before-ftalled ere we come to fall,

* Or pardon'd being down ? then I'll look up.

* My fault is paft. But oh what form of prayer

' Can ferve my turn
j

Forgive me my foul murther

!

* That cannot be, fince I am ftill poffeft
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^ of thofe effects for which I did the murther,

' My crown, mine own ambition, and my Queen.
' May one be pardon'd, and retain th' offence ?

* In the corrupted currents of this world,

* Offence's gilded hand may fliove by juftice;

* And oft 'tis feen, the wicked prize it feif

* Buys out the law ,• but 'tis not (o above

:

* There is no fhufHing, there the action lies

* In his true nature, we our (elves compcU'd
' Ev'n to the teeth and forehead of our faults,

* To give in evidence.' What then ? what refts r

Try what repentance can. What can it not?

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ?

Oh wretched ftate! oh bofom, black as death!

Oh limed foul, that ftruggling to be free.

Art more engag'd! help angels, make affay!

Bow ftubborn knees, and heart with ftrings of fteel

Be fbft as finews of the new-born babe!

All may be well. [The King kneeh.

s c E N E X.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham, Now might I do it pat, now he is praying,

And now I'll do't and fo he goes to heav'n.

And fo am I reveng'd ? that would be fcann'd,

A villain kills my father, and for that

I, his fole fbn, do this fame villain fend

To heav'n— O this is ^hire and fallery, not revenge.

He took my father grofly, full of bread,

With all his crimes broad blown, as flu{h as May
j

And how his audit ftands, who knows, fave heav'n ?

But in our circumftance and courfe of thought,

G g g 2 'Tis
P hafe and filly. Ed. prim, ^ frejb
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Tis heavy with him. Am I then reveng'd.

To take him in the purging of his foul,

^ hen he is fit and feafon'd for his pafTage ?

Up fword, and know thou a more horrid 'time:

When he is drunk, afleep, or in his rage.

Or in th' inceftuous pleafure of his bed,

At gaming, fwearing, or about fome a6t

That has no reHfh of falvation in't.

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heav'n,

And that his foul may be as damn'd and black

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother ftays;

This phyfick but prolongs thy fickly days. [Extt.

K'mg. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below
j

Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. [Exit,

s c E N E XI.

The ^eerfs Apartment,

Enter Queen and Polonius.

FoL T T E will come ftraight ; look you lay home to him,

JL X Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with,

And that your Grace hath fcreen'd, and ftood between

Much heat and him. I'll filence me e'en here;

Pray you be round,

^ieen, I'll warrant you, fear me not.

Withdraw, I hear him coming.

[Polonius hides himfelf behind the Arras,

Enter Hamlet.

Ham, Now, mother, what's the matter?

^4een, Hamlet^ thou haft thy father much affendfr?

* hent
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Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended.

^een. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue.

Ham. Go, go, you queftion with wicked tongue.

^ieen. Why how now, Hamlet?

Ham. What's the matter now ?

^een. Have you forgot me ?

Ham. No, by the rood, not fo;

You are the Queen, your husband's brother's wife,

And (would it were not fb) you are my mother.

^4een. Nay, then I'll fet thofe to you that can Ipeak.

Ham. Come, come, and fit you down ; you fhall not budge

:

You [^o not 'till I fet you up a glafs

Where you may fee the inmoft part of you.

^een. What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not murther me
Help, ho.

FoL What ho, help. [Behind the Arras,

Ham. How now, a rat ? dead for a ducate, dead.

Pol. Oh 1 am (lain. [Ham. kills Polonius.

^een. Oh me, what haft thou done?

Ham. Nay I know not : is it the King ?

^een. Oh, what a rafli and bloody deed is this !

Ham, A bloody deed, almoft as bad, good mother.

As kill a King, and marry with his brother.

^ieen. As kill a King ?

Ham, Ay lady, 'twas my wor<l.

Thou wretched, rafti, intruding fool, farewel, \To Polonius.

I took thee for thy better ,• take thy fortune

Thou find'ft, to be too bufie, is fome danger.

Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit you down,

And let me wring your heart, for fo I (hall

If it be made of penetrable ftufF,-

If damned cuftom have not braz'd it fb.

That it is proof and bulwark againft fenfe.

^ieen.
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^ueeft. What have I done, that thou dar'fl: wag thy tongue

In noife Co rude againfl: me?

Ham. Such an ad:,

That blurs the grace and blu(h of modefty.

Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the rofe

From the fair forehead of an innocent lore.

And fets a blifter there; makes marriage-vows

As falfe as dicers oaths. O fuch a deed.

As from the body of contraction plucks

The very foul, and fweet religion makes

A rhapfody of words. Heav'n's face doth glow

O'er this folidity and compound mafs.

With triftful vifage as againft the doom.

'Tis thought-fick at the ad.

^een. Ay me, what ad,

That roars fo loud, and thunders in the index?

Ham. Look here upon this pidure, and on this.

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers

:

See what a grace was feated on this brow,

H'yperion's curies, the front of Jove himlelf^

An eye like Mars^ to threaten or command,

A ftation like the herald Mercury

New-lighted on a heav'n-kiffing hiil,-

A combination, and a form indeed.

Where every God did feem to /et his feai.

To give the world affurance of a man.

This was your husband, Look you now what follows,

Here ts your husband, Hke a mildew'd ear,

Blafting his wholefome brother. Have you eyes?

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed,

And batten on this moore? ha! have you eyes?

You cannot call it love ,• for at your age,

The hey-day in the blood ds tafUic, it's humWe^
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And waits upon the judgment j and what judgment

Would ftep from this to this ? what devil was't.

That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman blind ?

O (hame! where is thy blufh? rebellious hell.

If thou canft mutiny in a matron's bones.

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax.

And melt in her own fire. Proclaim no fliamc.

When the compulfive ardour gives the charge.

Since froft it felf as actively doth burn,

And reafbn * pardons will.

^een. O Hamlet^ (peak no more.

Thou turn'ft mine eyes into my very /bul, •

And there I fee fuch black and grained (pots

As will not leave their tin6t.

Ham, Nay, but to live

In the rank fweat of an inceftuous bed,

Stew'd in corruption, honying and making love

Over the nafty fty.

^ieen. Oh fpeak no more,

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine ears.

No more, fweet Hamlet.

Ham, A murderer, and a villain!

A flave, that is not twentieth part the tythc

Of your precedent lord. A vice of Kings,

A cutpurfe of the empire and the rule.

That from a flielf the precious diadem ftole

And put it in his pocket.

Enter Ghoft,

A King of fhreds and patches

Save me! and hover o'er me with your wings [Starting up.

You heav'nly guards! what would your gracious figure?

^een, Alas he's mad.

Ham, Do you not come your tardy fbn to chide.

That
t or, panders.
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That laps'd in time and palfion, lets go by

Th' important ading of your dread command? O fay.

Ghofi, Do not forget : this vifitation

Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe.

But look ! amazement on thy mother (its
;

O ftep between her and her fighting foul :

Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrongeft works.

Speak to her Hamlet,

Ham, How is it with you, lady ?

^een. Alas, how is't with you ?

That thus you bend your eye on vacancy,

And with th* incorporal air do h81d difcourfe?

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peep,

And as the fleeping foldiers in th' alarm.

Your bedded hairs, like life in excrements.

Start up, and ftand an end. O gentle fbn,

Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper

Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ?

Ham. On him! on him! look you how pale he glares!

His form and caufe conjoin'd, preaching to flones.

Would make them capable. Do not look on me.

Left with this pitious adion you convert

My ftern effcds then what I have to do.

Will want true colour,- tears perchance for blood.

^een. To whom do you fpeak this ?

Ham. Do you fee nothing there? [Pointing to the Ghofl.

^een. Nothing at all, yet all that is I fee.

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear?

^^een. No, nothing but our felves.

Ham. Why look you there ? look how it fteals away

!

My father in his habit as he lived

!

Look where he goes ev'n now out at the portal. [Exit Gboft,

^een. This is the very coinage of your brain,

* This
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This bodilefs creation Ecftafie

Is very cunning in.

Ham, What ecftafie?

My pulfe, as yours, doth temp'rately keep time.

And makes as healthful mufick. 'Tis not madncft

That I have utter'd
;
bring me to the teft

And I the matter will re-word j which madnefs

Would gamboll from. Mother, for love of grace.

Lay not that flattering undion to your foul.

That not your trefpais, but my madnefs fpeaks

:

It will but skin and film the ulcerous place,

Whilft rank corruption ^running all within,

Infeds unfeen. Confels your felf to heav'n.

Repent what's paft, avoid what is to come.

And do not fpread the compoft on the weeds

To make them ranker. Forgive this my virtue.

For in the fatnels of thefe purfie times.

Virtue it felf of vice muft pardon beg.

Yea, curb, and wooe, for leave to do it good.

^ieen. Oh Hamlet / thou haft cleft my heart in twain.

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it.

And live the purer with the other half.

Good night ^ but go not to mine uncle's bed.

AlTume a virtue, if you have it not.

That monfter cuftom, who all fenfe doth eat.

Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this^

That to the ufe of adions fair and good.

He likewile gives a frock or livery

That aptly is put on : Refrain to-night.

And that ftiall lend a kind of eafinefs

To the next abftinence; the next more eafiej

For ufe can almoft change the ftamp of nature.

And mafter ev'n the devil, or throw him out

Vol. VI. Hhh With
* minings edit. prim.
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With wondrous potency. Once more, good night!

And when you are defirous to be bleft,

I'll bleffing beg of you. For this fame lord, \Pommg to. Pol.

I do repent : but heav'n hath pleas'd it lb,

To punifh rne with this, and this with me,

That I muft be their fcourge and minifter.

I will beftow him, and will anfwer well

The death I gave him ^ fo again, good night.

I mull: be cruel, only to be kind
j

Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind.

^leen. What (hall I do?

Ham. Not this by no means that I bid you do.

f Let the fond King tempt you again to bed,

Pinch wanton on your cheek, call you his moufc.

And let him for a pair of reechy kilTes,

Or padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers.

Make you to ravel all this matter out,

That I efTentially am not in madnels^

But mad in craft. 'Tw:ere good you let him know.

For who that's but a Qiieen, fair, fober, wife.

Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gibbe.

Such dear concernings hide? who would do fo?

No, in defpight of fenfe and fecrecy^

Unpeg the basket on the houfe's top.

Let the birds fly, aqd like the famous ape

To try conclufions j in the basket creep,

And break your own neck down. •

^een. Be thou affur'd, if words be made of breath.

And breath of life : I have no life to breathe

What thou haft faid to me.

Ham, I muft to England, you know that ?

^ieen. Alack, I had forgot ; 'tis fo concluded on,

Ham»

\In the oU edition it is. Let the blote King—

—

word fignifies fond, or putPd

up, or fuli-blooded, rubore fuffufus. Skinner.
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t Ham, There's letters feal'd, and my two fchool-fellows,

CWhom I will trufl: as I will adders fangMJ

They bear the mandate
;
they muft fweep my way

And marftial me to knavery : let it work

For 'tis the (port to have the engineer

Hoift with his own petar : an*t fhall go hard

But I will delve one yard below their mines,

And blow them at the moon, O 'tis moft fweet

When in one Hne two crafts diredly meet?

This man {hall fet me packing ,•

I'll lug the guts into the neighbour room

;

Mother, good night. Indeed this counfellor

Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave.

Who was in life a foolifti prating knave.

Come, Sir, to draw toward an end with you.

Good night, mother. [Exit Hamlet, tugging m Polonius.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

A Royal Apartment,

Fjnter King and ^een.

King.

Here's matter in thefe fighs ; thefe profound heaves

You muft tranflate, 'tis fit we underftand them.

Where is your fon ? [nig^i^^ •

^een. Ah, my good lord, what have I feen to

King, What, Gertrude? how does Hamlet?

^een. Mad as the feas, and wind, when both contend

Which is the mightier ^ in his lawlefs fit,

Hhh 2 Behind
t the ten following uerfes are added out of the old edition.
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Behind the arras hearing fon:iething ftir.

He whips his rapier out, and cries, a ratf

And in his brainifli apprehenfion, kills

The unfeen good old man. f

King. Oh heavy deed!

It had been fb with us, had we been there:

His Hberty is full of threats to all,

To you your felf, to us, to every one.

Alas, how {hall this bloody deed be anfwer'd ?

It will be laid to us, whofe providence

Should have kept fhort, reftrain'd, and out of haunt

This mad young man. But Co much was our love.

We would not underftand what was moft fitj

But like the owner of a foul difeafe.

To keep it from divulging, lets it feed

Ev'n on the pith of life. Where is he gone ?

^een. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd.

O'er whom his very madnefs, like fbme ore

Among a mineral of metals bafe.

Shews it felf pure. He weeps for what is done.

King, Oh GertrudeJ
come away:

The fun no fooner fhall the mountains touch.

But we will fhip him hence ^ and this vile deed

We muft, with all our majefty and skill.

Both countenance, and excufe. Ho! Gu'ildenflern!

Enter RofincrolTe and Guildenftern.

Friends both, go join you with fome further aid :

Hamlet in madnefs hath Polon'ms flain,

And from his mother's clofet hath he drag'd him.

Go feek him out, fpeak fair, and bring the body

Into the chappel. Pray you hafte in this. [Ex. Rof. and Cm\,

Come, Gertrude^ well call up our wifeft friends.

And
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And let them know both what wc mean to do.

And what's untimely done. Oh come away,

My foul is full of difcord and difmay.

s c E N E II.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham, Safely flowed

—

Gentlemen within. Hamlet / lord Hamlet

!

Ham. What noife? who calls on Hamlet!

Oh here they come.

Enter RofincrolTe and Guildenftern.

Rof. What have you done, my lord, with the dead body ?

Ham, Compounded it with duft, whereto 'tis kin.

Rof. Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it thence.

And bear it to the chappel.

Ham. Do not believe it.

Rof. Believe what?

Ham. That I can keep your counfel, and not mine own.

Belides, to be demanded of a fpunge, what replication fhould

be made by the fon of a King ?

Rof Take you me for a fpunge, my lord ?

Ham. Ay, Sir, that Ibkes up the King's countenance, his

rewards, his authorities j but fiich officers do the King beft fer-

vice in the end j he kteps them like an ' apple in the corner of his

jaw
J

firft mouth'd, to be laft fwallow'd : when he needs what

you have glean'd, it is but fc][ueczing you, and fpunge, you

(hall be dry again.

Rof. I underftand you not, my lord.

Ham. I am glad of it ^ a knavifh fpeech fleeps in a foolifh

ear.

Rof My lord, you muft tell us where the body is, and go

with us to the King. Ham.
» ape

429

[Exeunt.
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Ham, The body is with the King, but the King is not with

the body. The King is a thing

Guild, A thing, my lord?

Ham, Of nothing: bring me to him, hide fox, and all

after. [Exeunt,

S C £ N E III.

Enter Kmg,

King, Pve fent to feck him, and to find the body,-

How dang'rous is it that this man goes loofe!

Yet muft not we put the ftrong law on him^

He's lov'd of the diftraded multitude.

Who like .not in their judgment, but their eyes:

And where 'tis fo, th' offender's fcourge is weigh'd.

But never the offence. To bear all fmooth,

This fudden fending him away, muft feem

Deliberate paufe : difeafes defp'rate grown.

By defperate appliance are relieved.

Or not at all.

Enter Rofincroffe.

How now ? what hath befall'n ?

Rof. Where the dead body is beftow'd, my lord,

We cannot get from him.

Kmg. But where is he ?

Rof. Without, my lord, guarded to know your pleafure.

King. Bring him before us.

Rof, Ho, Gulldenftern f bring in my lord.

Enter Hamlet and Guildenftern.

Kng, Now, Hamlet^ where's Poknlus}

Ham. At flipper.

Kmg,
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1

King. At fupper? where?

Ham, Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a certain

convocation of politique worms are at him. Your worm is

your only emperor for diet. We fat all creatures elfe to fat

us, and we fat our fclves for maggots. Your fat King and

your lean beggar is but variable fervice, two difhes to one ta-

ble, that's the end.

King. Alas, alas I

Ham. t A man may fifh with the worm that hath eat of a

King, and eat of the fifh that hath fed of that worm.

King. What doft thou mean by this ?

Ham. Nothing but to fhew you how a King may go a

progrefs through the guts of a beggar.

King. Where is Polonius?

Ham. In heav'n, fend thither to fee. If your melfenger

find him not there, feek him i'th' other place your felf. But

indeed, if you find him not this month, you fhall nofehim as you

go up the ftairs into the lobbey.

King. Go feek him there.

Ham. He will (lay 'till ye come.

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine efpecial fafety

(Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve

For that which thou haft done) muft fend thee hence

With fiery quicknefs ; then prepare thy felf.

The bark is ready, and the wind at help,

Th' affociates tend, and every thing is bent

For England,

Ham. For England?

King. Ay, Hamlet.

Ham. Good.

King. So is it, if thou knew'ft our purposes.

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them j but come, for Eng-

land/ farewel, dear mother.

King,
\addedfrom the old edit.
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King. Thy loving father, Hamlet.

Ham. My mother : father and mother is man and wife

;

man and wife is one flefh, and fb my mother. Come, for

England. [Exit,

K'mg. Follow him at foot, tempt him with fpeed aboard,-

Delay it not, I'll have him hence to-night.

Away, for every thing is feal'd and done

That el(e leans on th* affair pray you make hafte.

And England/ if my love thou hold'fl: at ought,

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe.

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red

After the Dan'tjh fword, and thy free awe

Pays homage to', us thou may'ft not coldly fet

Our fovereign procels, which imports at full

By letters ^ congruing to that effedt,

The prefent death of Hamlet. Do it England:

For like the hedick in my blood he rages,

And thou muft cure me^ 'till I know 'tis done,

How-e'er my haps, my joys will ne'er begin. [Extt.

SCENE IV.

Camp.

Enter Fortinbras with an army.

Fcr. O, captain, from me, greet the Damfh King,

VJ Tell him that by his licenfe, Fortmhras

Claims the conveyance of a promis'd march

Over his realm. You know the rendevouz.

If that his majefty would ought with us,

We (ball exprefs our duty in his eye.

And let him know fo.

Capt,
*> conjuring
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Capt, I will do't, my lord.

For, Go foftly on. \Exh Fortinbras.

Enter Hamlet, Rofincrofle,

Ham, Good Sir, whofe powers are thefe?

Capt, They are of Norway, Sir.

Ham, How "purpos'd Sir, I pray you?

Capt, Againft fome part of Poland,

Ham. Who commajids them, Sir?

Capt, The nephew of old Norway, Fort'mhras,

Ham, Goes it againft the main of Poland^ Sir,

Or for fbme frontier?

Capt, Truly to fpeak it, and with no addition,

We go to gain a little patch of ground

That hath in it no profit but the name.

To pay five ducats, five I would not farm it.

Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole

A ranker rate, fhould it be '^fold in fee.

Ham, Why then the Polacke never will defend it.

Capt, Yes, 'tis already garrifbn'd.

Ham. Two thoufand fouls, and twenty thoufand ducats

Will not debate the queftion of this ftraw ,•

This is th' impofthume of much wealth and peace.

That inward breaks, and (hews no caule without

Why the man dies. I humbly thank you. Sir.

Cap, God b'w'ye, Sir.

Rof, W'ilPt pleafe you go, my lord ?

Ham, I'll be with you, go a little before. [Exeunt,

Manet Hamlet.

How all occafions do inform againft me.

And fpur my dull revenge ? what is a man.

If his chief good and market of his time

Vol. VI. lii Be
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Be but to deep and feed? a bead, no more.

Sure he that made us with fuch large difcouife,

Looking before and after, gave us not

That capability and god-like realbn

To ruft in us unus'd. Now whether it be

Beftial oblivion, or fbme craven fcruple

Of thinking too precifely on th* event,

(A thought which quarter'd hath but one part wijfdom,

And ever three parts coward :) I do not know

Why yet I live to fay this thing's to do,

Sith I have caufe, and will, and ftrength, and means

To *do't. Examples grofs as earth exhort me;
Witneis this army of liich mafs and charge.

Led by a delicate and tender prince,

Whofe Ipirit with divine ambition puft

Makes mouths at the invifible event,

Expofing what is mortal and unfure

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare,

Ev'n for an egg-fhell. 'Tis not to be great,

Never to ftir without great argument

But greatly to find quarrel in a draw,

When honour's at the ftake. How ftand I then.

That have a father kill'd, a mother ftain'd,

(Excitements of my reafon and my blood)

And let all deep, while to my fhame I fee

The imminent death of twenty thoufand men,

That for a fantafie and trick of fame

Go to their graves like beds, fight for a f]3ot

Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe.

Which is not tomb enough and continent

To hide the flain ? O then from this time forth,

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

A Palace.

Enter ^een, Horatio, and a Gentleman,

^een, T Will not (peak with her.

JL Gent, She is importunate,

Indeed diftradj her mood will needs be pitied.

^ueen. What would fhe have?

Gent. She (peaks much of her father; fays (he hears

There's tricks i'th* world, and hems, and beats her heart.

Spurns envioufly at ftraws, fpeaks things in doubt

That carry but half fenfe; her fpeech is nothing,

Yet the unftiaped u(e of it doth move

The hearers to colledion ,• they aim at it,

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts.

Which as her winks, and nods, and geftures yield them,

Indeed would make one think there might be thought

Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily.

. Hor, 'Twere good (he were fpoken with, for flie may ftrow

Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds.

Let her come in

^leen. To my fick foul, as fin's true nature is.

Each toy feems prologue to fbme great aroifs.

So full of artlefs jealoufie is guilt.

It fpills it felf in fearing to be fpilt.

Enter Ophelia d'tfiraBed,

Oph. Where is the beauteous majefty of Denmark?
^een. How now, Ophelia!

Oph. How Jhould I your true love know from another onel

By his cockle hat and fiaff^ and his fandal Jhoon, [Singing.

I i i i ^een.
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^een. Alas, fweet lady what imports this fong ?

Oph, Say you? nay, pray you mark.

He's dead and gone
y

lady^ he is dead and gone

^

At hh head a grafs-green turf^ at his heels a fione.

Enter King.

^leen. Nay, but Ophelia.-—

Oph. Pray you mark.

White his JJjrowd as the mountain /now.

^ieen, Alas, look here, my lord.

Oph. Larded with fweet flowers \

Which hewept to the grave did gOy

With true-lov'e jhowers.

King. How do ye, pretty lady ?

Oph. Well, God dil'd you. They fay the owl was a baker's

daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know not what

we may be. God be at your table.

King. Conceit upon her father.

Oph. Pray let us have no words of this ,• but when they ask

you what it means, fay you this:

T'o-morrow is St. Valentine'? da^^^ all in the morn betime^

And I a maid at ^our window^ to he "your Valentine.

Then up he rofe, and don^d his cloaths, and dupt the chamber-door
5

Let in a maid, that out a maid never departed more.

King. Pretty Ophelia.^

Oph. Indeed ? without an oath, Pll make an end on't.

By Gisy and by S. Charity,

Alack, andfie for fhame,

Toung men will do't, if they come to'ty

By cock they are to blame'

^oth Jhe, before you tumbled me.

You promised me to wed:

So
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So would I ha* done, by yonder fun.

And thou hadfi not come to my bed.

King. How long hath rtie been thus ?

Oph, I hope all will be well. We muftbe patient, but I cannot

chufe but weep, to think they fhould lay him i'th' cold ground ;

my brother (hall know of it, and fb I thank you for your good

counfel. Come, my coach; good-night, ladies; good-night,

fweet ladies,- good-night, good-night. \Exit^

King, Follow her clofe, give her good watch, I pray you

;

This is the poifon of deep grief, it fprings

All from her father's death. O Gertrude, Gertrude /

When forrows come, they come not fingle fpies.

But in battalions. Firft, her father flain.

Next your Ibn gone, and he moft violent author

Of his own jufl: remove ; the people muddied.

Thick and unwholfbme in their thoughts and whifpers,

For good Polomus* death. We've done but greenly,

In private to i^iter him poor Ophelia

Divided from her felf, and her fair judgment^

(Without the which we're pidures, or mere beafts:)

Laft, and as much containing as all thefe.

Her brother is in fecret come from France,

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelf in clouds.

And wants not buzzers to infe6t his ear

With peftilent fpeeches of his father's death ;

Wherein neceflity, of matter beggar'd.

Will nothing ftick our perfons to arraign

In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this.

Like to a murdering piece in many places, .

Gives me fiiperfluous death f [A No'tfe with'm.

mw SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Enter a Meffenger,

Kwg, Where are my Swttzers ? let them guard the door.

What is the matter ?

Mef, Save yowr felf, my lord.

The ocean over-peering of his lift

'Eats not the flats with more impetuous hafte,

Than young Laertes, in a riotous head,

O'er-bears your officers the rabble call him lord.

And as the world were now but to begin,

Antiquity forgot, cuftom not known.

The ratifiers and props of every word
j

They cry, chufe we Laertes for our King.

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the Clouds.

Laertes (hall be King, Laertes King.

^een. How chearfully on the falfe trail they cry.

Oh this is counter, you falfe Damjh dogs. {Notfe wtth'm.

Enter Laertes.

King. The doors are broke.

Laer. Where is the King ? Sirs! ftand you all without.

AIL No let's come in.

Laer, I pray you give me leave.

AIL We will, we will.

Laer, I thank you
;
keep the door.

O thou vile King, give me my father.

^een. Calmly, good Laertes,

Laer. That drop of blood that's calm, proclaims me baftard,

Crys cuckold to my father, brands the harlot

Even here between the chafte and unfmich'd brow

Of my true mother.
Kmg.
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K'tng. What is the caufe, Laertes

y

That thy rebellion looks fo giant-Hke ?

Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our perfon

:

There's fuch divinity doth hedge a King

That treafbn can but peep to what it would,

AiSts little of its will. Tell me, Laertes^

Why are you thus incenft ? Let him go, Gertrude.

Speak man.

Laer, Where is my father ?

Kmg, Dead.

^een. But not by him.

Ktng. Let him demand his fill.

Laer. How came he dead ? I'll not be juggled with.

To hell, allegiance! vows, to the black devil!

Confcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit
^

I dare damnation ,• to this point I ftand,

That both the worlds I give to negligence.

Let come what comes
;

only I'll be reveng'd

Moft throughly for my father.

King. W^ho fhall ftay you?

Laer. My will, not all the world's.

And for my means, I'll husband them fb well.

They fhall go far with little.

Ktng. Good Laertes-.

If you defire to. know the certainty

Of your dear father's death, in your revenge,

(That fweep-ftake,) you will draw both friend and foe.

Winner and lofer.

Laer. None but his enemies.

Ktng. Will you know them then ?

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I'll ope my arms.

And like the kind Hfe-rendring pelican,

Repaft them with my blood*
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K'mg. Why now you fpeak

Like a good child, and a true gentleman.

That I am guiltlefs of your father's death,

And am moft fenfibly in grief for it.

It fhall as level to your judgment pierce.

As day does to your eye. [A Notfe wtthw,

S C E N E VII.

Enter Ophelia fantafiically drejl with flraws andflowers.

Laer. Let her come in. How now.^ what noife is that?

O heat dry up my brains, tears feven times fait

Burn on the fenle and vertue of mine eye.

By heav'n, thy madncfs fhall be paid with weight,

'Till our fcale turn the beam. O rofe of May f

Dear maid, kind fifter, fweet Ophelia I

O heav'ns, is't poflible a young maid's wits

Should be as mortal as an old man's life ?

*^ Nature is fine in love, and where 'tis fine.

It fends fome precious inftance of it felf

After the thing it loves.

Oph. They horeh'tm hare-fac'd on the bier

y

And on his grave rains many a tear.

Fare you well, my dove,

Laer, Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perfwade revenge, it

could not move thus.

Oph, You muft fing, down a-down, and you call him a-down-

a. O how the wheel becomes it ? it is the falfe fteward that ftole

his matter's daughter.

Laer,

« Or, perhaps.

Nature is fire in love, and where ^tis fire

It fends fome precious incenfe of it felf

After the thing it loves.
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1

Laer. This nothing's more than matter.

Oph, There's rofemary, that's for remembrance; pray love

remember 5 and there's pancies, that's for thoughts.

Laer, A document in madnefs, thoughts and remembrance

fitted.

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines ,• there's rue for

you, and here's fome for me. We may call it herb of grace a

Sundays : you may wear your rue with a difference. There's a

dafie
J

I would give you fome violets, but they withered all when

my father dy'd : they fay, he made a good end ,•

For homy fweet Robin is all myjoy,

LaeVi, Thought, and afflidtion, paffion, hell it felf.

She turns to favour, and to prettinefs.

Oph. And will he not come again 7

And will he not come again?

No, no, he is dead, go to thy death-bed.

He never will come again.

His heard as white as fnow.

All flaxen was his pole

:

He is gone, he is gone, and we cafi away mone,

Gramercy on his foul.

And of all chriftian fouls! God b'w'ye. [Exit Ophelia.

Laer. Do you (ee this, you Gods?

King. Laertes, I mufl: commune with your grief.

Or you deny me right ; go but a-part.

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will.

And they (hall hear and judge 'twixt you and me

;

If by dire<5t or by collateral hand

They find us rouch'd, we will our kingdom give,

Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours

To you in fatisfa<^ion. But if not,

Be you content to lend year patience to us,

yoL. VI. Kkk And
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And we fliall jointly labour with your foul.

To give it due content.

Laer, Let this be fb.

His means of death, his obfcure funeral
^

No trophy fword, nor hatchment o'er his bones.

No noble rite, nor formal oftentation

;

Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heav'n to earth.

That I muft call in cjueftion.

King. So you fliall

:

And where th' offence is, let the great ax fall.

I pray you go with me. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.

Enter Horatio, with an attendant,

Hor, "T IT 7 H A T are they that would fpeak with me?
V V Ser. Sailors, Sir,they fay they have letters for you.

Hor, Let them come in.

I do not know from what part of the world

I fliould be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet.

Enter Sadors,

Sail. God bicfs you. Sir.

Hor. Let him blefs thee too.

Sail. He fliall, Sir, an't pleafe him. There's a letter for you,

Sir : It comes from th' ambaflador that was bound for England,

if your name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is.

Hor. reads the letter.

HORATIO, when thou Jhalt have overlookd this, givethe/e

fellows fome means to the King : they have letters for htm.

Ere we were two days old at fea, a pirate ofvery warlike appoint-

ment
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meyit gave us chace. Finding our felves tooflow offad^ we put on a

compelled valour^ and in the grapple I boarded them : on the in-

fant they got clear of our fhip, fo I alone became their prifoner.

They have dealt with me^ like thieves of mercy, but they knew what

they did. I am to do a good turn for them. Let the King have

the letters I have fenty and repair thou to me with as much hafle

as thou wouldefi fly death. 1 have words to fpeak in thy ear^ will

make thee dumby yet are they much too light for the matter. Thefe

good fellows will bring thee where I am. RofincrofTc ayid Guil-

denftern hold their courfe for England. Of them I have much to

tell thee^ farewel.

[He that thou knowefi thine, Hamlet.

Come, I will make you way tor thefe your letters.

And do't the fpeedier, that you may dired me

To him, from whom you brought thpm. [Exeunt.

SCENE IX.

Enter King and Laertes.

King. IVT ^^ "^"^ y^"'^ confcience my acquittance feal,

L\| And you muft put me in your heart for friend,

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear.

That he which hath your noble father flain,

Purfued my life.

Laer. It well appears. But tell me,

Why you proceeded not againft thefe feats,

So crimeful and fo capital in nature,

As by your fafety, wifdom, all things elfe.

You mainly were ftirr'd up ?

King. Two (pecial reafons,

Which may to you, perhaps, feem much unfinew'd,

And yet to me are ftrong. The Queen, his mother,

K k k 1 Lives
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Lives almoft by his looks,- and for my felf.

My virtue or my plague, be't either which,

She's fb conjunctive to my life and foul

;

That as the ftar moves not but in his fphere,

I could not but by her. The other motive.

Why to a publick count I might not go.

Is the great love the general gender bear him

;

Who dipping all his faults in their affedion.

Would, like the /pring that turneth wood to ftone.

Convert his gyves to graces. So my arrows

Too flightly timbred for fo loud a wind,

Would have reverted to my bow again,

And not where I had aim'd them.

Laer, And (b have I a noble father loft,

A fifter driven into defperate terms,

Whofe worth, if praifes may go back again.

Stood challenger on mount of all the age

For her perfedtions But revenge will come.

Kmg^ Break not your fleeps for that, you muft not think

That we are made of ftufF fo flat and dull.

That we can let our beard be fhook with danger.

And think it paftimc. You fhall foon hear more.

I lov'd your father, and we love your felf.

And that I hope will teach you to imagine

Enter MeJJhtger.

Mef, Thefe to your Majefty : this to the Queen.

K'mg. Vxom Hamlet? who brought them

?

Mef, Sailors, my lord, they fay, I faw them not:

They were giv'n me by ClaudtOj he receiv'd them.

King. Laertes^ you fhall hear them: leave us, all— [Exit Mef

.

High and mighfy^ ^oufhall know I amfet naked on your king-

dom. To-morr9w fhall I beg leave to fee your ktngly eyes. When
I fJjall^ firfl asking you pardon thereunto^ recount occafion of

my fuddm return* Hamlet, What
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What {hould this mean > are all the reft come back ?

Or is it (bme abufe— and no fuch thing ?

Laer, Know you the hand ?

King. *Tis Hamlefs charadter^

Naked, and (in a poftfcript here, he fays)

Alone : can you advife me ?

Laer, Vm loft in it, my lord j but let him come.

It warms the very ficknefs in my heart.

That I (hall live and tell him to his teeth.

Thus diddeft thou.

King, If it be (b, Laertes,

As how fliould it be fo ? how otherwife ? ——-4*

Will you be rul'd by me?

Laer, I, (b you'll not o'er-rule me to a peace.

King, To thine own peace : if he be now return'd.

As liking not his voyage, aid that he means

No more to undertake it ^ I will work him

To an exploit now ripe in my devife,

Under the which he fliall not chufe but fall

:

And for his death no wind of blame (hall breathe.

But ev'n his mother fhall uncharge the pradice.

And call it accident.

Laer. I will be rul'd.

The rather if you could devife it (b

That I might be the inftrument.

King. It falls right :

You have been talkt of fince your travel much,

And that in Hamlefs hearing, for a quality

"Wherein they fay you fhine
;
your fum of parts

Did not together pluck fuch envy from him.

As did that one, and that in my regard

Of the unworthieft fiege.

Laer, What part is that, my lord ?

Kmg. A very feather in the cap of youth,
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Yet needful too, for youth no lefs becomes

The hght and carelefs Hvery that it wears.

Than fettled age his fables, and his weeds.

Importing health and gravenefs. Two months fince

Here was a gentleman of Normand'^
j

I've feen my felf and ferv'd againft the French^

And they can well on horfe-back \ but this gallant

Had witchcraft in't, he grew unto his feat

;

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his horfe,

As he had been incorps'd and demy-natur'd

With the brave beaft j fo far he pafl: my thought,

That I in forgery of fhapes and tricks,

Come fliort of what he did.

Laer. A Norman was't ?

Kmg. A Norman.

Laer. Upon my life, Lamond,

King, The very fame.

Laer. I know him well, he is the brooch indeed,

And gem of all the nation.

Kmg. He made confefTion of you,

And gave you fuch a mafterly report.

For art and exercife in your defence

;

And for your rapier moft efpecial.

That he cry'd out, 'twould be a fight indeed.

If one could match you. This report of his

Did Hamlet fo envenom with his envy.

That he could nothing do, but wifh and beg

Your fudden coming o'er to play with him.

Now out of this

Laer. What out of this, my lord?

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you ?

Or are you like the painting of a forrow,

A face without a heart?

Laer. Why ask you this ?
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King. Not that I think you did not love your father.

But that I know love is begun by time;

And that I fee in parages of proof,

Time qualifies the fpark and fire of it :

There lives within the very flame of love

A kind of wick or fnufF that will abate it.

And nothing is at a like goodnefs ftill

;

For goodnefs growing to a pleurifie,

Dies in his own too much j What we would do,

We fhould do when we would j for this would changes.

And hath abatements and delays as many

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents.

And then this JhouUn like a fpend-thrift's figh

That hurts by eafing ^ but to th' quick o' th' ulcer

Hamlet comes back ; what would you undertake

To fhew your felf your father's fon indeed.

More than in words?

Laer. To cut his throat i'th' church.

King, No place indeed {hould murther fan^luarifcj

Revenge fhould have no bounds ; but, good Laertes

y

Will you do this, keep clofe within your chamber?

Hamlet return'd, fhall know you are come home :

We'll put on thofe {hall praife your excellence.

And fet a double varnifli on the fame

The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together,

And wager on your heads. He being remifs,

Moft generous, and free from all contriving,

Will not perufe the foils; fo that with eafe.

Or with a little (huffling, you may chufe

A fword unbated, and in a pafs of pradice

Requite him for your father.

Laer, I will do't

;

And for the purpofe I'll anoint my fword

:
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I bought an undion of a mountebank,

So mortal, that but dip a knife in it,

Where it draws blood, no cataplafm fo rare,

Colled:ed from all fimples that have virtue

Under the moon, can fave the thing from death,

That is but fcratch'd withal j I'll touch my point

With this contagion, if I gall him flightly

It may be death.

King. Let's further think of this.

Weigh what convenience both of time and means

May fit us to our fliape. If this fhould fail.

And that our drift look through our bad performance,

'Twere better not afTay'd ; therefore this proje(5t

Should have a back, or fecond, that might hold.

If this fhould blaft in proof Soft let me fee

We'll make a folemn wager on your cunnings,

I ha't when in your motion you are hot.

And make your bouts more violent to th' end.

And that he calls for drink ; I'll have prepar'd him

A chalice for the nonce j whereon but fipping.

If he by chance efcape your venom'd tuck.

Our purpofe may hold there. How now, fweet Queen ?

SCENE X.

Enter ^een,

^een. One woe doth tread upon another's heel.

So faft they follow: your fifter's drown'd, Laertes.

Laer, Drown'd! oh where?

^ieen. There is a willow grows aflant a brook.

That ftiews his hoar leaves in the glaflie ftream

:

There with fantaftick garlands did fhe come,

Of crow-flow'rs, nettles, daifies, and long purples



Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 449
That liberal (hepherds give a grolfer name.

But our cold maids do dead mens fingers call them.

There on the pendant boughs, her coronet weeds

Clambring to hang, an envious fliver broke
;

When down her weedy trophies and her (elf

Fell in the weeping brook ^ her cloaths fpread wide,

And mermaid-like, a while they bore her up;

Which time fhe chaunted fnatches of old tunes,

As one incapable of her own diftrefs.

Or like a creature native, and indewed

Unto that element ; but long it could not be,

'Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,

Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay

To muddy death.

Laer, Alas then, fhe is drown'd!

^een. Drown'd, drown'd.

Laer, Too much of water haft thou, poor Ophel'ta^

And therefore I forbid my tears : but yet

It is our trick, nature her cuftom holds.

Let (hame fay what it will j when thefe are gone.

The woman will be out ; adieu, my lord,

I have a fpeech of fire that fain would blaze.

But that this folly drowns it, [Exit.

Ktng, Follow, Gertrude:

How much I had to do to calm his rage?

Now fear I, this will give it ftart again,

Therefore let's follow. \Exemu

Vol. VI. LU ACT
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ACT V. SCENE 1.

-r^ C H U R C H.

Enter two clownSy with fpades and mattocks,

I Clown.
S file to be buried in chriftian burial, that willfully

feeks her own falvation ?

rff^ 2 Clown. I tell thee, fhe is ; therefore make her

grave ftraight, the crowner hath fate on her, and

f^^^^ finds it chriftian burial.

I Clown, How can that be, unlefs fhe drown-

ed her feif in her own defence?

2 Clown. Why 'tis found (b.

I Clown. It muft be fe offendendo, it cannot be elfe. For

here lyes the point; if I drown my felf wittingly, it argues an a6t

and an ad: hath three branches. It is an ad to do, and to perform
j

argalj fhe drown'd her felf wittingly.

X Clown. Nay, but hear you, goodman DeJver.

I Clown. Give me leave; here lyes the water, good: here

ftands the man, good : if the man go to this water, and drown

himfeif; it is will he, nilt he, he goes; mark you that: but if

the water come to him, and drown him; he drowns nothimfelf.

Argal^ he that is not guilty of his own death, fliortens not his

own life.

1 Clown. But is this law ?

1 Clown, Ay marry is't, crowner's queft law.

2 Clown. Will you ha' the truth on't ? if this had not been a

gentlewoman, fhe fhould have been buried out of chriftian burial.

I Clown,
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1 Clown. Why there thou fay'ft. And the more pity that

great folk (hould have countenance in this world to drown or hang

themfelves, more than other chriftians. Come, my fpade; there

is no ancient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers and grave-ma-

kers
;
they hold up Adam^% profeflion.

2 Clown, Was he a gentleman ?

1 Clown. He was the firft that ever bore arms.

2 Clown. Why, he had none.

1 Clown. What, art a heathen ? how doft chou underftand the

(cripture? the fcripture fays, Adam digg'dj could he dig with-

out arms? I'll put another queftion to thee; if thou aafwereft me
not to the purpo/e, confefs thy felf—

—

2 Clown. Go to.

1 Clown. What is he that builds ftronger than either the ma-
fon, the fhip-wright, or the carpenter ?

2 Clown. The gallows-maker, for that frame out-lives a thou-

fand tenants.

1 Clown. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallows

does well,- but how does it well? it does well to thofe that do

ill: now thou doft ill to fay the gallows is built ftronger than the

church; argal^ the gallows may do well to thee. To't again,

come.

2 Clown. Who builds ftronger than a mafon, a fhipwright, or

a carpenter?

I Clown. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.

1 Clown. Marry, now I can tell.

1 Clown. To't.

1 Qewn. Mafi, I cannot tell.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio at a dtjlance.

1 Clown. Cudgel thy brains no more about itj for your dull

a(s will not mend his pace with beating ; and when you are ask'd

this queftioa next, iay a grave-maker. The houfes he makes,

Lll 2 laft
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laft 'till dooms-day : go, get thee to Toughariy fetch me a ftoup

of liquor. [Exh i Clown.

He digs and fings.

In youth when I did love^ did lovCj

Methought it was very fweet-y

To contraB oh the time for a my behove^

Oh methought there was nothing meet.

. Ham, Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefs, that he fings

at grave-making ?

Hor. Cuftom hath made it in him a property of eafinefs.

Ham, 'Tis e'en fo the hand of little imployment hath the

daintier fenfe.

Clown fings.

But age with his flealing fleps^

Hath clawed me in his clutch

:

And hath Jhipped me into the land^

As if I ne'er had been fuch.

Ham, That fcull had a tongue in it, and could fing oncej

how the knave jowles it to the ground, as if it were Cain^% jaw-

bone, that did the firft murther! this might be the pate of a po-

litician which this als o'er-offices j one that could circumvent

God, might it not?

Hor, It might, my lord.

Ham Or of a courtier, which could fay, good-morrow fweet

lord
J
how doft thou, good lord ? this might be my lord fuch a

one, that prais'd my lord fuch a ones horfe, when he meant to

beg it J
might it not ?

Hor, Ay, my lord.

Ham, Why e'en fo: and now my lady Worm\ chopleft, and

knockt about the mazzard with a fexton's fpade. Here's fine

revolution, if we had the trick to fee't. Did thefe bones coft no

more

«
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more the breeding, but to play at loggers with 'em > mine ake

to think on't

Clown fings.

A ptck-axe and a fpade^ a fpade^

For andy a fhrowding Jheet /

0, a pit of clay^ for to be made

For fuch a guefi is meet.

Ham. There's another : why may not that be the fcull of a

lawyer? where be his quiddits now ? his quillets ? his cafes? his

tenures, and his tricks ? why does he fufifer this rude knave now
to knock him about the fconce with a dirty {hovel, and will not

tell him of his adion of battery ? hum! this fellow might be in's

time a great buyer of land, with his ftatutes, his recognizances,

his fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries . Is this the fine of

his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to have his fine

pate full of fine dirt? will his vouchers vouch him no more of

his purchafes, and double ones too, than the length and breadth

of a pair of indentures ? the very conveyances of his lands will

hardly lye in this box and muft the inheritor himfelf have no

more? ha?

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord.

Ham. Is not parchment made of fheep-skins ?

Hor. Ay my lord, and of calve-skins too.

Ham. They are (beep and calves that feek outafTuranceinthat.

I will fpeak to this fellow : Whofe grave's this, firrah ?

Clown. Mine, Sir

0, a pit of clay for to be made^

For fuch a ghofi is meet.

Ham. I think it be thine indeed : for thou lieft in't.

Clown. You lie oitt on't. Sir, and therefore it is not yours
j

for my part I do not Jie in't, yet it is mine.

Ham. Thou doft lie in't, to be in't, andfay 'tis thine j 'tis for

the
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the dead, not for the quick, therefore thou ly'ft.

Clown, 'Tis a quick lie, Sir, 'twill away again from me to you.

Ham. What man doft thou dig it for?

Clown, For no man, Sir.

Ham. What woman then ?

Clown. For none neither.

Ham. Who is to be buried in't ?

Clown, One that was a woman, Sir- but reft her foul, flie's

dead.

Ham, How abfblute the knave is? we muft fpeak by the card,

or equivocation will follow us. By the lord, Horatio, thefe

three years I have taken note of it, the age is grown fb picked,

that the toe of the peafant comes fb near the heel of our courtier,

he galls his kibe. How long haft thou been a grave-maker ?

Clown, Of all the days i'th' year, I came to't that day that our

laft King Hamlet o'ercame Fortmbras,

Ham, How long is that fince ?

Clown, Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell that: it was

that very day that young Hamlet was born, he that was mad,

and fent into England.

Ham, Ay marry, why was he fent into England?

Clown, Why, becaufe he was mad j he (hall recover his wits

there; or if he do not, it's no great matter there.

Ham, Why?
Qown, 'Twill not be feen in him, there the men are as mad as

he.

Ham, How came he mad ?

Clown, Very ftrangely, they (ay.

Ham, How ftrangely ?

Clown, Faith e'en with lofing his wits.

Ham, Upon what ground ? ^
Clown. Why, here in Denmark, I b^e been fexton here,

man and boy, thirty years.

Ham,
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Ham, How long will a man lie i'th* earth ere he rot ?

Clown, rfaith, if he be not rotten before he die, (as we have

many pocky coarfes now-a-days, that will fcarce hold the laying

in) he will laft you fome eight year, or nine year j a tanner will

laft you nine years.

Ham. Why he, more than another?

Clown. Why Sir, his hide is fo tann'd with his trade, that he

will keep out water a great while. And your water is a fore de-

cayer of your whorfbn dead body. Here's a fcull now has lain in

the earth three and twenty years.

Ham. Whofe was it?

Clown. A whorfon mad fellow's it was ; whofe do you think

it was ?

Ham. Nay, I know not.

Clown. A peftilence on him for a mad rogue, he pour'd a fla-

gon of rheniOi on my head once. This fame fcull, Sir, was To^

rick's fcull, the King's jefter.

Ham. This?

Clown. E'en that.

Ham. Alas poor / I knew him, Horatio^ a fellow ofin-

finite jeft,' of moft excellent fancy : be hath born me on his back

a thoufand times: and now how abhorred in my imagination it

is! my gorge rifes at it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kifs'd

I know not how oft. Where be your gibes now? your gambols?

your fongs ? your flafhes of merriment that were wont to fet the

table in a roar ? not one now, to mock your own grinning ? quite

chop-fallen ? now get you to my lady's chamber, and tell her,

let her paint an inch thick, to this favour fhe muft come ,• make
her laugh at that Pr'ythee, Horatio, tell me one thing.

Hor. What's that, my lord?

Ham. Doft thou think Alexander look'd o' this fafhion i'th'

earth ?

Hor, E'en fb.

Ham,
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Ham. And fmelt fo, puh? [Smelling to the Scull.

Hor, E'en fo, my lord.

Ham. To what bafe ufes we may return, Horattof why may
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander^ 'till he find

it flopping a bung-hole ?

Hor. 'Twere to confider too curioufly, to confider fb.

Ham. No faith, not a jot. But to follow him thither with

modefty enough, and likelihood to lead it j as thus : Alexander di-

ed, Alexander was buried, Alexander returneth to duft j the duft

is earth ; of earth we make lome, and why of that lome whereto

he was converted, might they not (lop a beer-barrel ?

Imperial Cafar dead and turn'd to clay,

Might ftop a hole to keep the wind away

:

Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe.

Should patch a wall, t' expel the winter's flaw!

But foft! but foft a while here comes the King,

SCENE II.

Enter King, ^een, Laertes, and a coffin, with Lords and
Pr'tefts attendant.

The Queen, the courtiers. What is that they follow,

And with fuch maimed rights ? this doth betoken,

The coarfe they follow did with defperate hand

Fore-do its own life ^ 'twas of fome eftate.

Couch we a while, and mark. ^

Laer, What ceremony elfe ?

Ham. That is Laertes, a moft noble youth : mark

Laer. What ceremony elfe }

Pr'tefi, Her obfequies have been as far enlarg'd

As we have warranty j her death was doubtful,

And but that great command o'er-fways the order.

She fliould in ground unfaadified have lodg'd

'Till
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'Till the laft trump. For charitable prayers.

Shards, flints, and pebbles, fliould be thrown on her ,•

Yet here fhe is allow'd her virgin rites,

Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home
Of bell and burial.

Laer. Muft no more be done ?

Prtefl, No more be done

:

We (bould prophane the fervice of the dead,

To fing a Requiem^ and fuch reft to her

As to peace-parted fouls.

Laer. Lay her i'th' earth.

And from her fair and unpolluted flefh

May violets fpring! 1 tell thee, churlifh prieft,

A miniftring angel fhall my fifter be,

When thou lieft howling.

Ham. What, the fair O^^e*//^ /

^een. Sweets to the fweet, farewel

!

I hop'd thou would'ft have been my Hamlefs wife ,•

I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, fweet maid,

And not have ftrew'd thy grave.

Laer. O treble woe

Fall tentimes treble on that curfed head,

Whofe wicked deed thy moft ingenious fenfe

Depriv'd thee of Hold off the earth a while,

'Till I have caught her once more in my arms,

[Laertes leaps Into the grave^

Now pile your duft upon the quick and dead,

'Till of this flat a mountain you have made,

T' o'er-top old Pelton, or the skyifh head

Of blue Olympus.

Ham, [difcover'mg h'tmfelfP[ What is he, whofe griefs

Bear fuch an emphafis ? whole phrafe of (brrow

Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand

V o L. VI. M m m Like
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Like wonder-wounded hearers ? this is I,

[Hamlet leaps into the grave^

Hamlet the Dane.

Laer, The devil take thy foul \ [Grappling with him.
Ham, Thou pray'ft not well.

I pr'ythee take thy fingers from ray throat

For though I am not fplenative and rafh.

Yet have I in me fbmething dangerous.

Which let thy wifdom fear. Hold off thy hand.

King. Pluck chem afunder

^een. Hamlet^ Hamlet

Hor. Good my lord be quiet. \Jhe attendants part them.

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme,

Until my eye-lids will no longer wag.

^een. Oh my Ton ! what theme ?

Ham. I lov'd Ophelia-, forty thoufand brothers

Could not with all their quantity of love

Make up my fum. What wilt thou do for her ?

King. O he is mad, Laertes.

^een. For love of God forbear him.

Ham. Come fhew me what thou'lt do.

Woo't weep ? woo't fight ? woo't faft ? woo't tear thy felf >

Woo't drink up EftII, eat a crocodile ?

I'll do't. Do'ft thou come hither but to whine
;

To out-face me with leaping in her grave?

Be buried quick with her and fb will I
^

And if thou prate of mountains, let them throw

Millions of acres on us, 'till our ground

Sindging his pate againft the burning zone,

Make Offa like a wart ! nay, an thou'lt mouth,

ril rant as well as thou*

King. This is mere madnefs

And thus a while the fit will work on him

:

Anon
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Anon as patient as the female dove,

When that her golden cuplets are difclos'd,

His filence will fit drooping.

Ham. Hear you Sir

What is the reafon that you u(e me thus ?

I lov'd you ever j but it is no matter

Let Hercules himlelf do what he may,

The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [^Ex'tp,

King, I pray you good Horatio, wait upon him. [Exit Hor.

Strengthen your patience in our lad night's fpeech. \To Laertes.

We'll put the matter to the prefent pufh.

Good Gertrude fet (bme watch over your fon.

This grave (hall have a living monument.

An hour of quiet fliortly fhall we feej

•Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt,

SCENE III.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio.

Ham, Q O much for this, now fhall you fee the other.

k3 You do remember all the circumftance.

Hor, Remember it, my lord?

Ham, Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting.

That would not let me deep
j
methought I lay

Worfe than the mutineers in bilboes ,• rafhnefs

(And prais'd be raflinefs for it) lets us know
Our indifcretion fometimes ferves us well.

When our deep plots do fail j and that (hould teach us,

There's a divinity that fliapes our ends.

Rough-hew them how we will.

M m m 2 Hor*
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Hor. That is raoft certain.

Ham. Up from my cabin,

My fea-gown fcarft about me, in the dark

Grop'd I to find out them ; had my defire,

Finger'd their packet, and in fine withdrew

To mine own room again, making fb bold

(My fears forgetting manners) to unfeal

Their grand commiffion, where I found, Horatio^

A royal knavery ^ an exad command.

Larded with many feveral forts of reafbns.

Importing Denmark's health, and England's too,

(With ho! luch buggs and goblings in my life,)

That on the fupervize, no leifure bated,

No not to ftay th-e grinding of the ax.

My head (hould be ftruck ofF^

Hor. Is't pofTible ?

Ham. Here's the commiflion, read it at more leifure^:

But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ?

Hor. I beleech you.

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villains.

Ere I could make a prologue to my brains,

They had begun the play. I fate me down,

Devis'd a new commiffion, wrote it fair:

(I once did hold it as our ftatifts do,

A bafenefs to write fairj and labour'd much

How to forget that learning ;
but, Sir, now

It did me yeoman's fervice,-) wilt thou know

Th' effed of what I wrote?

Hor, Ay, good my lord.

Ham. An earneft conjuration from the King,

As England was his faithful tributary.

As love between them like the palm might flourifh,

As peace (hould ftill her wheaten garland wear,
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And (land a comma 'tween their amities,

And many fuch like As's of great charge;

That on the view and knowing thefe contents,

Without debatement further, more or lefs.

He fhould the bearers put to fudden death.

No fliriving time allowed.

Hor. How was this feal'd ?

Ham, Why ev'n in that was heaven ordinate
;

I had my father's fignet in my purfe.

Which was the model of that Dan'tfh feal:

I folded the writ up in form of th' other,

Subfcrib'd it, gave th' impreflion, plac'd it fafeiy.

The change was never known : now, the next day

Was our (ea -fight, and what to this was fequent,

Thou know'ft already.

Hor, So, Gu'tldenfiern and Roftncrojfe go to't.

Ham. They are not near my confcience ; their defeat

Doth by their own infinuation grow

:

'Tis dangerous when bafer nature comes

Between the pafs, and fell incenfed points

Of mighty oppofites.

Hor. Why, what a King is this?

Ham. Does it not, think'ft thou, ftand* me now upon

He that hath kill'd my King, and whor'd my mother,

Popt in between th' eledion and my hopes.

Thrown out his angle for my proper life.

And with fuch cozenage j is't not perfect confcience.

To quit him with this arm ? and is't not to be damn'd.

To let this canker of our nature come

In further evil ?

Hor. It muft be fhortly known to him from England^

What is the iffue of the bufinefs there.

Ham, It will be fhort.
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The Interim's mine, and a man's life's no more

Than to fay, one.

But I am very forry, good Horatio^

That to Laertes I forgot my felf;

For by the image of my caufe I fee

The pourtraiture of his j I'll court his favours:

But fure the bravery of his grief did put me
Into a towring paflion.

Hor, Peace, who comes here?

SCENE IV.

Enter Ofrick.

Ofr. Your lordfhip is right welcome back to Denmark.

Ham, I humbly thank you. Sir. Doft know this water-fly

Hor. No, my good lord.

Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious j for 'tis a vice to know

him: he hath much land, and fertile j let a beaft be lord ofbeads,

and his crib fhall (land at the King's mefTe^ 'tis a chough; but

as I fay, fpacious in the pofleffion of dirt.

Ofr. Sweet lord, if your " lordfhip were at leifure, I fliould im-

part a thing to you from his majefty.

Ham. I will receive it with all diligence of fpirit; put your

bonnet to his right ufe, 'tis for the head.

Ofr. I thank your lordfhip, 'tis very hot.

Ham. No, believe me, 'tis very cold, the wind is northerly.

Ofr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed.

Ham. Methinks it is very fultry, and hot for my complexion.

Ofr. Exceedingly, my lord, it is very fultry, as 'twere, I can-

not tell how:— My lord, his majefty bid me fignifie to you, that

he has laid a great wager on your head: Sir, this is the matter—
Ham. 1 befeech you remember

Ofr. Nay in good faith, for mine eafe in good faith : Sir, you

-are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is at his weapon.

Ham.
a frendjhip.
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Ham, What's his weapon ?

Ofr, Rapier and dagger.

Ham. That's two of his weapons,- but well.

0/r. The King, Sir, has wag'd with him fix Barl?ary horfes,

againft the which he impon'd, as I take it, fix French rapiers and

poniards, with their afligns, as girdle, hangers, or fo: three of

the carriages in faith are very dear to fancy, very refponfive to

the hilts, moft delicate carriages, and of very liberal conceit.

Ham. What call you the carriages ?

Ofr. The carriages, Sir, are the hangers.

Ham. Thephrafe would be more germane to the matter, if we

could carry cannon by our fides j I would it might be hangers

'till then. But on j fix Barbary horles, againft fix French fwords,

their afligns, and three liberal-conceited carriages, that's the French

bett againft the Damfh-^ why is this impon'd, as you call it?

Ofr. The King, Sir, hath laid, that in a dozen pafles between

you and him, he ftiall not exceed you three hits ; he hath laid

on twelve for nine, and it would come to immediate tryal, ifyour

lordfhip would vouchfafe the anfwer.

Ham. How if I anfwer no ?

Ofr. I mean, my lord, the oppofition of your perfbn in tryal.

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall ^ if it pleafe his majcfty,

'tis the breathing time of day with me j let the foils be brought, the

gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpofe,- I will win for him
if I can : if not, I'll gain nothing but my lhame, and the odd hits.

Ofr. Shall I deliver you fb ?

Ham. To this efFed, Sir, after what flourifti your nature will.

Ofr. I comment my duty to your lordfliip. \FjXtt.

Ham. Yours, yours j he does • well to commend it himfcli^

there are no tongues elfe for's turn.

Hor. This lapwing runs away with the fhell on his head.

Ham. He did fo with his dug before he fuck'd it: thus has he

(and many more of the fame breed that I know the drolTy age

dotes
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dotes on) only got the tune of the time, and outward habit of en-
counter, a kind of yefty colledion, which carries them through

and through the mod fond and winnowed opinions,- and do but

blow them to their tryals, the bubbles are out.

Enter a Lord,

Lord. My lord, his majefty commended him to you by young

Ofr'ick, who brings back to him, that you attend him in the hall j

he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play with Laertes^ or
" that you will take longer time ?

Ham. I am conftant to my purpofes, they follow the King's

pleafure^ if his fitnefs fpeaks, mine is ready, now or whenfoever,

provided I be fo able as now.

Lord. The King and Queen and all are coming down.

Ham. In happy time.

Lord. The Queen defires you to ule fome gentle entertainment

to Laertes^ before you fall to play.

Ham. She well inftrudts me.

Hor. You will lofe this wager, my lord.

Ham. 1 do not think fb j fince he went into France^ I have

been in continual pradice j I rtiall win at the odds. But thou

wouldft not think how ill all's here about my heart— but it is

no matter.

Hor Nay, good my lord.

Ham. It is but foolery j but it is fuch a kind of game-giving as

would perhaps trouble a woman.

Hor. If your mind diflike any thing, obey it. I will foreftal

their repair hither, and fay you are not fit.

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury ^ there's fpecial providence in

the fall of a fparrow. If it be now, 'tis not to come j if it be not to

come, it will be now: if it be not now, yet it will come: therea-

dinefs is all. Since no man has ought of what he leaves, what

is't to leave betimes }

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter K'tng^ ^een, Laertes and lords, with other attendants with

follsy and gantlets, A table^ andflagons ofwine on It,

King, Come, Hamlet^ come, and take this hand from me.

Ham, Give me your pardon, Sir, I've done you wrong,

But pardon't, as you are a gentleman.

This prefence knows, and you muft needs have heard
'

How I am punifhed with fore diftradion.

What I have done

That might your nature, honour, and exception

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madnefs

:

Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes 7 never Hamlet,

If Hamlet from himfelf be ta'en away.

And when he's not himfelf, do's wrong Laertes-^

Then Hamlet do's it notj Hamlet denies it

:

Who does it then ? his madnefs. If't be fb,

Hamlet is of the fadion that is wrong'd.

His madnefs is poor Hamlefs enemy.

Let my difclaiming from a purpos'd evil.

Free me fo far in your mofl generous thoughts,

That I have (hot mine arrow o'er the houfe.

And hurt my ^ brother.

Laer. I am fatisfied in nature,

Whofe motive, in this cafe, fhould flir me mofl

To my revenge: but in my terms of honour,

I ftand aloof, and will no reconcilement

'Till by fome elder maflers of known honour

I have a voice, and prefident of peace

To keep my name ungor'd. But 'till that time,

I do receive your oflFer'd love like love.

And will not wrong it.

V o L.VI. N n n Ham,
^ mother.
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Ham. I embrace it freely,

And will this brother's wager frankly play.

Give us the foils;

Laer. Come one for me.

Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes-, in mine ignorance

Your skill fliali like a ftar i'th' darkeft night

Stick fiery off, indeed.

Laer. You mock me. Sir.

Ham. No, by this hand.

Kmg. Give them the foils, young OfrkL

Hamlet, you know the wager.

Ham. Well, my lord.

Your grace hath laid the odds o'th' weaker fide.

Kmg, I do not fear it, I have feen you both:

But fince he's better'd, we have therefore odds.

Laer. This is too heavy, let me fee another.

Ham. This Hkes me well j thefe foils have all a length?

{Prepares to play,

Ofr. Ay, my good lord.

Kwg. Set me the (loops of wine upon that table:

If Hamlet give the firft, or fecond hit,

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange.

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire.

The King (hall drink to Hamlefs better breath.

And in the cup an*" Onyx fhall he throw,

Richer than that which four fucceffive Kings

In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the cups.

And let the kettle to the trumpets (peak,

The trumpets to the canoneer without.

The cannons to the heav'ns, the hcav'ns to earth.

Now the King drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin,

And you the Judges bear a v/ary eye.

Ham, Come on, Sir.

Laer,
c tmion.
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Laer, Come, my lord.

^jj^^y pi^y^
Ham, One
Laer. No
Ham. Judgment.

Ofr. A hit, a very palpable hit.

Laer. Well— again—
King, Stay, give me drink. Hamlet, this pearl is thine,

Here's to thy health. Give him the cup.

[Trumpet foundy Shot goes of,

Ham. rll play this bout firft, fet it by a while. \They play.

Come— another hit-— what fay you?

Laer, A touch, a touch, I do confefs.

King. Our (on (hall win.

^een. He's fat, and fcant of breath.

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows.

The Queen caroufes to thy fortune, Hamlet.

Ham, Good madam
King. Gertrude, do not drink.

^een, I will, my lord ^ I pray you pardon me.

King, It is the poifon'd cup, it is too late. {fiftde.

Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam, by and by.

^ueen. Come, let me wipe thy face.

Laer, I'll hit him now.

King. I do not think't.

Laer, And yet it is almoft againft my confcience. [aftde.

Ham, Come, for the third, Laertes, you but dally,

I pray you pafs with your beft: violence,

I am afraid you make a wanton of me.

Laer, Say you fo ? come on. [Play.

Ofr. Nothing neither way.

Laer, Have at you now.

[Laertes wounds Hamlet, then in fcuffling they change

rapiers, and Hamlet wounds Laertes.

N n n 2 Kn^,
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King. Part them, they are incens'd.

Ham. Nay, come again—
Ofr. Look to the Queen there, ho f

Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is't, my lord ?

Ofr. How is't Laertes ?

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own (prindge, Ofrkky

Fm juftly kiird with mine own treachery.

Ham. Haw does the Queen ?

King. She fwoons to fee them bleed.

^een. No, no, the drink, the drink

Oh my dear Hamlet^ the drink, the drink,

—

I am poifon'd {^ieen dies.

Ham. Oh villany! hoe! let the door be lock'd :

Treachery ! feek it out

Laer. It is here. Hamlet^ thou art flain.

No medicine in the world can do thee good.

In thee there is not half an hour of life,-

The treacherous inftrument is in thy hand,

Unbated and envenom'd : the foul pra6lice

Hath turn'd it felf on me. Lo, here I lye.

Never to rife again thy mother's poifon'd;

I can no more— the King, the King's to blame.

Ham. The point envenom'd too.^

Then venom to thy work. \Stahs the King.

All. Treafon, treafon.

King. O yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt.

Ham. Here thou inceftuous, murd'rous, damned Dane,

Drink off this potion: is** the onyx here?

Follow my mother. [.King dies.

Laer. He is juftly ferv'd.

It is a poifon temper'd by himfelf.

Exchange forgivenefs with me, noble Hamlet
;

Mine
^ the union.
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Mine and my father's death come not upon thee,

Nor thine on me \ [Dies,

Ham, Heav'n make thee free of it, I follow thee.

I'm dead, Horatio; wretched Queen, adieu!

You that look pale, and tremble at this chance,

That are but mutes or audience to this adt,

Had I but time, (as this fell ferjeant death

Is ftri^t in his arreft) oh I could tell you

But let it be Horatio^ I am dead,

Thou liv'ft, report me and my caufe aright

To the unfatisfied.

Hor, Never believe it.

I'm more an antique Roman than a Dane ;

Here's yet fome liquor left.

Ham. As th' art a man.

Give me the cup j let go, by heav'n I'll have't.

Oh good Horatio y what a wounded name.

Things Handing thus unknown, (hall live behind me?

If thou didfl: ever hold me in thy heart,

Abfent thee from felicity a while.

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in pain.

To tell my tale. [March afar off^ andfhout within.

What warlike noife is this ?

SCENE VI.

Enter Ofrick.

Ofr, Young Fortinbrafs, with conquefl: come from Poland^

To the ambaffadors of England gives

This warlike volley,

Ham. O, I die, Horatio:

The potent poifon quite o'er-grows my fpirit,

I cannot live to hear the news from England.

5 Buc
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But I do prophefie th' eledion lights

On Fort'mbraiy he has my dying voice,

So tell him, with th' occurreilts mOre or lefs,

W hich have folicited. The reft is filence, [Diet

Hor. Now cracks a noble heart; good-night, fweet prince

j

And flights of angels fing thee to thy reft!

Why do's the drum come hither ?

Enter Fortinbras and Englifli Amhajfador^ with drum^ colours^

and attendants.

Fort. W^here is this fight?

Hor, What is it you would fee ?

If ought of woe or wonder, ceafe your fearch.

Fort. This quarry cries on havock. Oh proud death.'

What feaft is tow'rd in thine eternal cell.

That thou fo many princes at a ftiot

So bloodily haft ftruck?

Amb. The fight is difraal,

And our affairs from England come too late:

The ears are fenfelefs that ftiould give us hearing;

To tell him his commaad'ment is fulfill'd,

That Rofincrojfe and Guddenjiern are dead

:

W'^here ftiould we have our thanks ?

Flor. Not from his mouth,

Had it th' ability of life to thank you

:

He never gave command'ment for their death.

But fince fo full upon this bloody queftion.

You from the Polack wars, and you from England^

Are here arrriv'd
;
give order that thefe bodies

High on a ftage be placed to the view.

And let me fpeak to th' yet unknowing world.

How thefe things came about. So ftiall you hear

Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural a(5ts.
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of accidental judgments, cafual flaughters.

Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd caufe.

And in this upfhot, purpofes miftook,

Fall'n on th' inventors heads. All this can I

Truly deliver.

Fort. Let us hafte to hear it,

And call the nobleft to the audience.

For me, with forrow, I embrace my fortune,

I have fbme rights of memory in this kingdom,

Which now to claim, my vantage doth invite me.

Hor. Of that I fhall have alfo caufe to fpeak,

And from his mouth whofe voice will draw no more :

But let this fame be prefently perform'd,

Ev'n while men minds are wild, left more mifchance

On plots and errors happen.

Fort. Let four captains

Bear Hamkt like a foldier off the ftage.

For he was lik^^ly, had he been put on.

To have prov'd moft royally. And for his paffage,

The (bldiers mufick, and the rites of war

Speak loudly for him

Take up the body : fuch a fight as this.

Becomes the field, but here fhews much ami(s.

Go, bid the (bldiers fhoot.

[Exeunt march'mg: after which^ a peal of ordnance areJhot off.
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ACT 1. SCENE I.

F E NICE.
Enter Rodorigo and Jago.

RODORIGO.
EVER tell me, I take it much unkindly,*

That thou, Jago^ who haft had my purfe,

As if the ftrings were thine, fhouldft know of

this.

Jago. But you'll not hear me.

If ever I did dream of fuch a matter, abhor me.

Rod. Thou told'ft me, thou didft hold him in thy hate.

Jago. Defpife me
If I do not. Three great ones of the city.

In perfonal fuit to make me his lieutenant.

Oft' capt to him : and by the faith of man
I know my price, I'm worth no worfe a place.

But he, as loving his own pride and purpofes,

Evades them with a bumbaft circumftance.

Horribly ftuft with epithets of war
j

And in conclulion,

Non-fuits my mediators j Certes fays he,

O o o z I
* ^ujh, never tell me^ I take it much mkindlj^^ ed. prim.
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I have already chofe my officer. 1 fl^noff

And what was he?

Forfooth a great arithmetician,

One Michael CaJJio, a Florenttney

A fellow almofl: damn'd in a fair wife
j

That never fet a fquadron in the field,

Nor the divifion of a battel knows

More than a fpinfter j but the bookifh theorick.

Wherein the tongued confiils can propofe

As mafterly as he^ meer prattle, without pradice.

Is all his foldierfhip he had th' eledion
^

And I, of whom his eyes had feen the proof

At Rhodes, at Cyprus^ and on other grounds

Chriftian and heathen, mufl: be led and calm'd

By Debhor, and Creditor, this Counter-cafier.

He, in good time, muft his lieutenant be.

And I, God biefs the mark! his Moor-(hip's Ancient.

Rod,' By heav'n, I rather would have been his hangman.

Jago. But there's no remedy, 'tis the curfe of fervice;

Preferment goes by letter and affedion,

And not by old gradation, where each fecond

Stood heir to th' firft. Now, Sir, be judge your felf.

If I in any juft: term am aflign'd

To love the Moor >

Rod. I would not follow him then.

Jago. O Sir, content you,-

I follow him to ferve my turn upon him.

We cannot all be mafters, nor all mafters

Cannot be truly follow'd. You fhall mark

Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave.

That, doting on his own obfequious bondage.

Wears out his time, much like his matter's afs.

For nought but provender, and when he's old, cafheir'd \

< Whip
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Whip me fuch honeft knaves Others there are-) Ybfif^ik r7^{\ \

Who trimm'd in forms and vifages of duty, \ ^^^y^ \^^^
Keep yet their hearts attending oh themfelves,-

I

And throwing but fhows of fervice on their lords,
; )

Well thrive by them ; and when they've lin'd their coats,

Do themfelves homage. Thefe folks have fome foul,

And fuch a one do I profefs my felf.

It is as fure as you are Rodor'tgo^

Were I the Moor, I would not be Jago

:

In following him, I follow but my felf.

Heav'n is my judge, not I, for love and duty.

But feeming fo, for my peculiar end

:

For when my outward adion doth demonftrate

The native ad: and figure of my heart

In compliment extern, 'tis not long after

But I will wear my heart upon my fleeve,

For daws to peck at,- I'm not what l''feem.

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe.

If he can carry her thus ?

Jago. Call up her father,
,

Roufe him, make after him, poifon his delight.
ion bnA

Proclaim him in the ftreets, incenfe her kinfmen.
-jrf ^n.-.t?

And tho' he in a fertile climate dwell.

Plague him with flies: tho' that his joy be joy.

Yet throw fuch ' changes of vexation on't.

As k may lole fome colour.

Rod, Here is her father's houfe, I'll call aloud.

Jago. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell.

As when, by night and negligence, the fire

Is (pied in populous cities.

Rod, What ho! Brahantto f Sigmot Brahafttio/ ho!

Jago. Awake! what ho! Brabantio / ho! thieves, thieves!

Look to your houfe, your daughter, and your bags

:

Thieves! thieves! SCENE
b am * chances.
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SCENE II.

Enter Brabantio abovCy at a window.

Era. What is the reafbn of this terrible fummons ?

What is the matter there ?

Rod. Signior, is all your family within?

Jago. Are all doors lock'd ?

Bra. Why ? wherefore ask you this ?

Jago. Zounds I Sir, you're robb'd : for fliame put on your gown.
Your heart is burft, you have loft half your foul,-

Ev'n now, ev'n very now, an old black ram
Is tupping your white ewe. Arife, arife,

Awake the fnorting citizens with the bell.

Or elfe the devil will make a grandfire of you.

Arife I fay.

Bra. What, have you loft your wits ?

Rod. Moft reverend fignior, do you know my voice?

Bra. Not I j what are you ?

Rod. My name is Rodor'tgo.

Bra. The wor(e welcome ,•

I've charged thee not to haunt about my doors:

In honeft plainnefs thou haft heard me fay,

My daughter's not for thee. And now in madnefs,

Being full of (upper and diftemp'ring draughts.

Upon malicious bravery doft thou come

To ftart my quiet.

Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir

Bra. But thou muft needs be fure,

My fpirit and my Place have in their power

To make this bitter to thee.

Rod. Patience, good Sir.

Bra. What tell'ft thou me of robbing? ^\%\% Venice

:

My tioufe is not a grange. Rod.
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Rod. Moft grave BrabantiOy

In fimple and pure (bul, I come to you.

Jago. Sir, you are one of thofe that will not ferve God, if the

devil bid you. Becaufe we come to do you fervice, you think we
are ruffians

5
you'll have your daughter cover'd with a barbary

horfe, you'll have your nephews neigh to you, you'll have cour-

iers for coufins, and gennets for germans.

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ?

Jago. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your daughter

and the Moor are now making the beaft with two backs.

Bra. Thou art a villain.

Jago. You are a fenator.

Bra. This thou (halt anfwer. I know thee, Rodor'tgo.

Rod. Sir, I will anfwer any thing. But I befeech you,

\ Ift be your pleafure and moft wi(e conlent,

(As partly I find it is,) that your fair daughter.

At this odd even and dull watch o'rh' night,

Tranfported with no worfe nor better guard.

But with a knave of hire, a Gundalter^

To the grofs clafps of a lafcivious Moor

:

If this be known to you, and your allowance,

We then have done you bold and fawcy wrongs.

But if you know not this, my manners tell me.

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe

That from the fenfe of all civility

I thus would play, and trifle with your reverence.

Your daughter, if you have not giv'n her leave,

I fay again, hath made a grofs revolt.

Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes

To an extravagant and wheeling ftranger,

Of here and every where
j

ftraight fatisfie your fel£

If fhe be in her chamber, or your houfe.

Let
\ 'The 17 following lines are added Jince the firft edition^ where after the words, I

befeech you, immediately follows——^li Ihe be in her chamber, (^c.
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Let loofe on me the juftice of the ftate

For thus deluding you.

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho!

Give me a taper— call up all my people,—
This accident is not unlike my dream,

Behefof it oppreffes me already.

Light, I fay, light f

Jago. Farewel j for I mufl: leave you.

It feems not meet, nor wholfome to my place,

To be produc'd (as if I ftay, I fhall)

Againft the Moor. For I do know, the ftate.

However this may gall him with (bme check.

Cannot with fafety caft him. For he's embark'd

With fuch loud reafbn to the Cyprus wars.

Which ev'n now ftand in a(5t, that for their (buls,

Another of his fadom they have none,

To lead their bufinefs. In which regard,

Tho' I do hate him as I do hell's pains.

Yet, for neceffity of prefent life,

I muft Ihew out a flag and fign of love,

(Which is indeed but fign.) That you may furely find him,

Lead to Sagittary the raifed fearch;

And there will I be with him. So farewel. [Exit,

SCENE III.

Enter Brabantio m hh mghugown^ and fervants with torches

Bra. It is too true an evil. Gone (he is,

And what's to come of my defpifed time,

Is nought but bitternefs. Now, Rodor'tgo,

Where didft thou fee her ? oh unhappy girl

!

With the Moor, faift thou! who would be a father?

How didft thou know 'twas fhe ? oh fhe deceives me
Paft

V
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Paft thought— What faid flie to you? get more tapers——

Raife all my kindred— are they married, think you ?

Rod, Truly I think they are.

Bra. Oh heaven ! how gat (he out ?

Oh treafbn of my blood

!

Fathers, from hence truft not your daughters minds

By what you fee them ad. Are there not charms.

By which the property of youth and maidhood

May be abus'd ? have you not read, Rodor'tgo^

Of fbme (uch thing ?

Rod. Yes, Sir, I have indeed.

Bra, Call up my brothers j oh would you had had her

!

Some one way, fome another Do you know

Where we may apprehend her, and the Moor?

Rod. I think I can difcover him, if you pleafc

To get good guard, and go along with me.

Bra. Pray you lead on. At every houfe I'll call, y
I may command at moftj get weapons, hoa!

And raife fome fpecial officers of** might:

On, good Rodor'tgOy I'll delerve your pains, \^Ei^emt.

S C E N E IV.

ne Street.

Enter Othello, Jago, and Attendants with torches,
"

^ago. 'T^H O' in the trade of war I have flain men^^^'^
j^^^X Yet do I hold it very ftuff o'th' confcience i ,

To do no contrived murther: I Mack iniquity

Sometimes to do me fervice.— Nine or ten times

I thought to've jerk'd him here under the ribs.

0th. It's better as it is.

V o L. VI. P p p Jago.
^ night, cd prim. « take.
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Jago, Nay, but he prated,

And fpoke fuch fcurvy and provoking terms

Againft your honour.

That with the httle godlinefs I have,

I did full hard forbear him. But I pray, Sir,

Are you faft married ? for be fure of this.

That the Magnifico is much belov'd.

And hath in his effedt a voice potential

As double as the Duke's : he will divorce you.

Or put upon you what reftraint or grievance

The law (with all his might t' enforce it on)

Will give him cable.

0th, Let him do his fpight

:

My fervices, which I have done the Signory,

Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to know,

(Which, when I know that boafting is an honour,

I (hall promulgate) I fetch life and being

From men of royal fiege ; and my demerits

May (peak, unbonneted, to as proud a fortune

As this that I have reach'd. For know, JagOy

But that I love the gentle Defdemonay

I would not my unhoufed free condition

Put into circumfcription and confine.

For the feas worth. But look! what lights come yonder?

SCENE V.

Enter Caffio with torches,

Jago. Thofe are the raifed father, and his friends :

You were beft go in.

0th, Not \ : I muft be found.

My parts, my title, and my perfe<5t foul

Shall manifeft me rightly. Is it they ?

4 Jago,
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Jago. By Jamsy I think no.

Ofb. The fervants of the duke, and my lieutenant:

The goodnefs of the night upon you, friends,

What is the news ?

Ca/l The duke does greet you, General,

And he requires your hafte, poft-hafte appearance.

Even on the inftant.

, Otb. What is the matter, think you ?

Caf. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine

:

It is a bufinefs of fbme heat. The gaUies

Have (ent a dozen fequent meffengers

This very night, at one anothers heels :

And many of the confuls, rais'd and met.

Are at the duke's already. You have been hotly call'd for,

When being not at your lodging to be found.

The fenate (ent above three feveral quefts.

To fearch you out.

0th, 'Tis well 1 am found by you

:

I will but fpend a word here in the houfe.

And go with you. [Exk Othello.

Caf. Ancient, what makes he here?

Jago. Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land carrac;

If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever.

Cnf. I do not underftand.

Jago. He's married.

Caf. To whom ?

Jago, Marry to Come, captain, will you go?

Enter Othello.

0th. Have with you.

Caf Here comes another troop to (eek for you.

Ppp 2 SCENE
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S C E N E VI.

Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, whh officers and torches,

Jago. It is Brabantio 5 General be advis'd.

He comes to bad intent.

0th. Holla! ftand there.

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor.

Bra, Down with him, thief. \They draw on both fides,

Jago. You Rodorigo f come, Sir, I am for you—
0th, Keep up your bright fwords, for the dew will ruft 'em.

Good fignior, you (hall more command with years.

Than with your weapons.

B^a. O thou foul thief I where haft thou ftow'd my daughter ?

Damn'd as thou art, thou haft enchanted her;

For I'll refer me to all things of fenfe,

If fhe in chains of magick were not bound.

Whether a maid, fo tender, fair, and happy.

So oppofite to marriage, that fhe fliunn'd

The wealthy curled darlings of our nation.

Would ever have, t'incur a general mock.

Run from her guardage to the fboty bofom

Of fuch a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight ?

ij: Judge me the world, if 'tis not grofs in fenfe.

That thou haft pradis'd on her with foul charms,

Abus'd her delicate youth, with drugs or minerals.

That weaken motion : I'll have't difputed on,

'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking;

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee.

For an abufer of the world, a pradicer

Of arts inhibited and out of warrant;

Lay hold upon him,- if he do reiift

Subdue him at his peril.

0th.

% the five following lines are not in the firfi edition.
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Otk Hold your hands.

Both you of my inclining, and the reft.

Were it my cue to fight, I fhould have known it:

Without a prompter. Where will you I go
To anfwer this your charge ?

Bra. To prifon, 'till fit time

Of law, and courfe of dired feffion

Call thee to anfwer.

0th. What if I obey?

How may the duke be therewith fatisfied,

Whofe mefTengers are here about my fide.

Upon feme prefent bufinefs of the ftate.

To bring me to him.

0^. True, moft worthy fignior.

The duke's in council, and your noble felf

I'm fure is fent for.

Bra. How ! the duke in council ?

In this time of the night? bring him away;

Mine's not an idle caufe. The duke himfelf.

Or any of my brothers of the ftate.

Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own

;

For if fuch adions may have pafTage free,

Bond-flaves and pagans fhali our ftatefinen be. [Exemt.

S C E N E VII.

The Senate houfe,

Duke and Senators^ fet at a table with fights and attendants,

Duke. 'T'^ H E R E is no compofition in thefe news,

JL That gives them credit.

vSen. Indeed, they're difproportion'd j
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My letters fay, a hundred and feven gallies.

Duke. And mine a hundred and forty.

2. Sen, And mine two hundred

;

But though they jump not on a juft account,

(As in thefe cafes where they aim reports,

'Tis oft with diff'rence,) yet they all confirm

A Ti4rk'tjh fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus,

Duke. Nay, it is poflible enough to judgment

I do not fo fecure me in the error.

But the main article I do approve,

Jn fearful fenfe.

Sailor whbm.] What hoa! what hoa! what hoa!

Enter Saylor*

Offi, A mefTenger from the gallies.

Duke. Now !— what's the bufinefs ?

Sail. The Turktfh preparation makes for Rhodesy

So was I bid report here to the ftate.

Duke. How fay you by this change ?

I Sen, This cannot be,

By no aday of reafon. 'Tis a pageant

To keep us in falfe gaze 5 when we confider,

Th' importancy o{ Cyprus to the Turk^

And let our felves again but underftand,

That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes^

So may he with more fertile queflion bear it,

.--j: For that it (lands not in fuch warHke brace.

But altogether lacks th' abilities

That Rhodes is drefs'd in. If we make thought of this,

We muft not think the Turk is lb unskilful.

To leave that lateft, which concerns him firft,

Negleding an attempt of eafe and gain.

To wake and wage a danger profitlefs.

Duke,

%l^e J following lines are added fines the firfi edition.
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Duke, Nay, in all confidence he's not for Rhodes,

Offi. Here is more news.

Enter a Mejfenger,

Mef. The Ottomhes^ (reverend and gracious,)

Steering with due courfe toward the ifle of Rhodes^

Have there injoin'd them with an after fleet—
I Sen. Ay, fo I thought ; how many, as you guefs ?

Mef. Of thirty fail and now they do re-ftem

Their backward courfe, bearing with frank appearance

Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior MontanOy

Your trufty and moft valiant (ervitor.

With his free duty, recommends you thus.

And prays you to believe him.

Duke. 'Tis certain then for

Marcus Lucc'icos, is he not in town ?

I Sen. He's now in Florence,

Duke. Write from us, to him.

Poft-hifte, difpatch.

I Sen. Here comes Brabantto^ and the valiant Moor.

SCENE VIII.

To themy enter Brabantio, Othello, Caffio, Jago, Rodorigo, and
Officers,

Duke. Valiant Othello^ we muft ftraight employ you,

Againft the general enemy Ottoman.

I did not fee youj welcome, gentle fignior.

We lackt your counfel, and your help to-night.

Bra. So did I yours
5
good your grace pardon me.

Neither my place, nor ought I heard of bufinefs.

Hath rais'd me from my bed j nor doth the general

Take hold on me. For my particular grief

Is

487
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Is of fo flood-gate and o'er-bearing nature.

That it ingluts and fwallows other forrows,

And yet is ftill it felf.

Duke. Why? what's the matter?

Bra, My daughter! oh my daughter !—
Sen. Dead.

Bra. To me.

She is abus'd, ftollen from me, and corrupted

By fpells and medicines, bought of mountebanks;

For nature fb prepofteroufly to err,

(Being not deficient, blind, or lame of fenfe,)

Sans witchcraft could not

Duke. Who-e'er he be, that in this foul proceeding

Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of her felf,

And you of her, the bloody book of law

You fhall your felf read in the bitter letter.

After your own fenfe
^
though our proper fba

Stood in your action.

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace.

Here is the man; this Moor, whom now it /eems

Your fpecial mandate, for the ftate affairs,

Hath hither brought.

All. We're very fbrry foi't.

Duke. What in your own part can you fay to this ?

Bra. Nothing, but this is fo.

0th. Mofl potent, grave and reverend figniors.

My very noble and approv'd good mafters

;

That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter,

It is mofl true
J

true, I have married her,-

The very head and front of my offending

Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I in my fpeech,

And little blefs'd with the foft phrafe of peace;

JFor £nce thefe arms of mine had feven years pith.



Moor ^Venice.
'Till now, fome nine moons wafted, they have us'd

Their deareft adion in the tented field
;

And little of this great world can I /peak,

More than pertains to feats of broils and battel ,•

And therefore little fhall I grace my caufe,

In fpeaking for my felf. Yet, by your patience,

I will a round unvarnifh'd tale deliver,

Of my whole courfe of love
J what drugs, what charms,

What conjuration,' and what mighty magick,

(For fuch proceeding I am charg'd withal,)

I won his daughter with. •

Bra, A maiden, never bold
^

Of fpirit fo ftill and quiet, that her motion

Blufh'd at it felf^ and (he, in fpight of nature,

Of years, of country, credit, every thing.

To fall in love with what (he fear'd to look on—
It is a judgment maim'd, and mod imperfe(5t,

That will confefs perfection (b could err

Againft all rules of nature, and muft be driven

To find out practices of cunning hell,

Why this fhould be. I therefore vouch again,

That with fome mixtures powerful o'er the blood,

Or with fome dram, conjur'd to this effed.

He wrought upon her.

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof,

Without ' more certain and more overt teft.

Than thefe thin habits and poor likelyhoods

Of modern feeming do prefer againft him.

I Stn. But, Othello, fpeak.

Did you by indirect and forced courles

Subdue and poifon this young maid's aflFedions?

Or came it by requeft, and fuch fair queftioa

As foul to foul affordeth?

Vol. VI. QL<\ q
« more wider and more over tefi.



O^k I befeech you, r>^^^^r^^ if a -ir^A ..^ 4nM ..^n , -t, ji
Send for the lady to the Sagiuary,

jj

And let her fpeak of me before her father ^ ,

'

If you do find me foul ia her report, ^r,.,,, 1

The truft, the office, I do hold of you,

Not only take away, but let your fentence

Even fall upon my life.

Duke, Fetch Defdemona hither.

0th, Ancient, conduct them, you beft know the place. t

And 'till fhe come, as truly as to heav'n
^^^g

I do confefs the vices of my blood,
..b o^ilo LnA

So juftly to your grave cars 111 prefent 5
j^jj^ j ^^^^

How I did thrive in this fair lady's love,
ifidT

And fhe in mine.
,

Duke, Say it, Othello, ^
0th, Her father lov'd me, oft invited me:

Still queftion'd me the ftory of my life,

From year to year; the battels, fieges, fortunes,

That I have paft.

I ran it through, ev'n from my boyifh days,

To th' very moment that he bad me tell it

:

Wherein I fpoke of moft difaftrous chances,

Of moving accidents by flood and field

;

Of hair-breadth fcapes i'th' imminent deadly breach
j

Of being taken by the infolent foe,

And fold to llavery ; of my redemption thence.

And with it all my travel's hiftory :
:J:

Wherein of f antrees vaft, and ^ defarts wild.

Rough quarries, rocks and hills, whofe heads touch heav'n.

It

\ 'this line is reftored from the oJd edition. It is in the refi—And portance iamy
travels hiftory. Rymer in his criticifm on this play has chan^d it to Portents,

in^ead of^Qxvmzt. ^

^^^^.^ Antrees. Fr. Grottoe§.,,^'^^^

.IT

Vl i..^J)efarts idle, in the former editions; doubtlefs a corruption from "wilde.



It was my hint to fpeak. * All thefe to hear '( ^^^^^ ^ •'^^^

Would Defdemona ferioufly incline ;
'^^ ^^"^ ^'o^ ^"3?,

But ftiil the houfe-afFairs would draw her thenc^,
^^'^^

Which ever as flie could with hafte difpatch,
'

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear " ^
'> "^f

'

Devour up my difcourfe : which I obferving,

Took once a pliant hour, and found good means

To draw from her a prayer of earned heart.

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate,

Whereof by parcels (he had fomething heard.

But not diftin^tively ; I did confent.

And often did beguile her of her tears,
oh I

When I did (peak of fome diftrcfsful ftroke ^

That my youth fuffer'd. My ftory being done, ''^^"^

She gave me for my pains a world of -f fighs :
'" '^

She fwore in faith, 'twas ftrange, 'twas paffing Arrange,

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful

She wifli'd fhe had not heard it,— yet (he wifh'd

That heav'n had made her fuch a man flie thanked me.

And bad me, if I had a friend that lov'd her,

I fhould but teach him how to tell my ftory.

And that would woo her. On this hint I fpake.

She lov'd me for the dangers I had paft.

And I lov'd her, that fhe did pity them:

This only is the witchcraft I have us'd.

Here comes the lady, let her witnefs it.

* It was my hint to fpeak j fuch was the proceftj

And of the Cantbah that each other eat, j \it

The Anthropophagi •, and men whofe heads • - - - w
Do grow beneath their flioulders. Thefe to hear, up xlsuo^
Would Defdemona ^c.

-j- // luas kilTes in the later editions. But this is evidenly the true reading: the lady ^

bad been forward indeed, to give him a world of kifles upon the bare recital of his
"'^

ftoryy nor does it dgree with the following lines,

dqq 2 SCENE

r
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SCENE IX.

^^/d-r Deldemona, Jago, and attendants.

Duke, I think this tale would win my daughter too -

Good BrahanttOy

Take up this mangled matter at the beft.

Men do their broken weapons rather ufe.

Than their bare hands.

Bra. I pray you hear her (peak
;

If flie confefs that flie was half the wooer,

Deftrudion on my head, if my bad blame

Light on the man. Come hither, gentle miftrefs.

Do you perceive in all this noble company,

Where you moft owe obedience ?

Def. Noble father,

I do perceive here a divided duty
j

To you Tm bound for life and education:

My life and education both do learn me
How to refpecSt you. You're the lord of duty,

I'm hitherto your daughter. But here's my husband.

And fo much duty as my mother (hew'd

To you, preferring you before her father,-

So much I challenge, that I may profefs

Due to the Moor, my lord.

Bra. God be with you: I have done.

Pleafe it your grace, on to the (late affairs

I had rather to adopt a child than get it.

Come hither. Moor

:

There do give thee that with all my heart,

Which, but thou haft already, with my heart

I would keep from thee. For your fake, jewel,

I'm glad at foul I have no other child,
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For thy efcape would teach me tyranny

To hang clogs on them. I have done, my lord.

Duke, Let me (peak like your felf j and lay a fentence.

Which, like a grife, or ftep, may help thefe lovers

Into your favour—
When remedies are pad, the griefs are ended

By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended.

To mourn a mifchief that is paft and gone, ? t')>/r

Is the next way to draw new mifchief on.

What cannot be preferv'd when fortune takes,

Patience her injury a mockery makes.

The robb'd that fmiles, fteals fomething from the thief;

He robs himfelf, that fpends a bootlefs grief

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile.

We lofe it not (b long as we can fmile;

He bears the fentence well, that nothing bears

But the free comfort which from thence he hears

But he hears both the fentence, and the forrow.

That to pay grief, muft of poor patience borrow.

The(e fentences to fugar, or to gall,

Being ftrong on both fides, are equivocal.

But words are words ^ I never yet did hear,

That the bruiz'd heart was pierced through the ear.

I humbly befeech you proceed to th' affairs of ftate.

Duke, The Turk with a moft mighty preparation makes for

Cyprus: Othello, the fortitude of the place is beft known to you.

And though we have there a fubftitute of muft allowed fufficiency ,•

yet opinion, a more fovereign miftrefs of effects, throws a more
fafe voice on you

j
you muft therefore be content to flubber the

^ glofs of your new fortunes, with this more ftubborn and boifte-

rous expedition,

0th. The tyrant cuftom, moft grave fenators,

Hath made the flinty and fteel ^ couch of war

My
S grofs. }^ '•''ich.



494 O T H E iBe

My thrice-driven bed of down. 1 do agnize ^^^^ *>T

A natural and prompt alacrityy-irTov ir.r)ri diiv/ vinfn'^c^ <»J K r"

I find in hardnefs
J
and do undertake^ •j:5qoiq bne 'rn nF

This prefent war againfl: the Ottomhes, inr?nd hat ^^y^

Moft humbly therefore bending to your ftatcf bnsi

I crave fit difpofition for my wife, ^ rr

Due reverence of place and exhibition,

With fuch accommodation and before

As levels with her breeding.
.

Duke, Why, at her father's. h vcn 3fiilT

Bra, I will not have it (b. >ii 33fJ

Ofh, Nor I. ^'nboi lb bnA
Def, Nor would I there refide, bsad oAM

To put my father in impatient thoughts -'^ .'^k^Ci

By being in his eye. Moft gracious Duke, ' tol lO
To my unfolding lend your gracious ear, ^ n;A

And let me find a ' charter in your voice

T'affift my fimplenefs.

Duke. What would you, Defdemonal

Def. That I did love the Moor to live with him, aO

My down-right violence and ftorm of fortunes .jaA

May trumpet to the world. My heart's fubdu'd ->A
Ev'n to the very quality of my lord

I faw Othello's vifage in his mind.

And to his honours and his valiant parts

Did 1 my foul and fortunes conlecrate.

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind

A moth of peace, and he go to the war,

The rites for which I love him are bereft me:

And I a heavy interim (hall fupport

By his dear abfence. Let me go with him.

0th. Your voices, lords j befeech you, let her will

Have a free way. I therefore beg it not.

To
cbaraSier.
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To pleafe the palate of my appetite,- nr/nb-5>!»*nrfj yM
Nor to comply with heat the young afie6b$, A

In my defundt and proper fatisfadtion
j

But to be free and bounteous to her mind.

And heav'n defend your good fouls, that you think

I will your (erious and great bufinefs fcant ^ 1

When (be is with me No, when light-wing'd toys

Of feather'd Cap'/c/, ^ foil with wanton dulnefs '"^^W

My (peculative and ofiic'd inftruments, ^

That my difports corrupt and taint my bufinels;

Let houfewives make a skillet of my helm,

And all indign and bafe adverfities

Make head againft my eftimation.
"

Duke. Be it as you fhall privately determine, "! '^T

Or for her ftay or going j th' affair cries hafte ^ui.a.

And (peed muft anfwer. You muft hence to-night. yfn oT
De/l :[=

To-night, my lord, to-night? - riA

Ofh. With all my heart. I

Duke, At nine i'th' morning here we'll meet again.
'

Othello, leave fome officer beh

And he (hall our commiifion bring to you j ' . v. yM
And fuch things elfe of quality and refpedt ^ ^

As doth import you.

0th. Pleafe your grace, my Ancient j

(A man he is of honefty and truft,)

To his conveyance I aflign my wife, » iij-> ^l^. i

With what elfe needful your good grace fhall think i i^ab .JBrij o^

To be fent after me. lo rl^om A
,

Duke. Let it be fo j
' i(A 23ih adT

Good-night to every one. And noble Signior, ta^d £ 1 bnA

If virtue no delighted beauty lack, . -^b .gid yd

Your fon-in-law is far more fair than black.

Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, ufe Defdemona welJ.

t feel, i added from the firft editim.^

Bra;
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Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou haft eyes to fee;

She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. [Exh
0th. My life upon her faith. Honeft JagOy

My Defdemona muft I leave to thee
j

I pr'ythee let thy wife attend on h er
j

And bring her after in the beft advantage.

Come, Defdemona^ I have but an hour

Of love, of worldly matter, and diredioa

To fpeak with thee. We muft obey the time. [Exeunt*

Fsorld bne c SCENE X.

""l^ ^"^^ Manent Rodorigo and Jago.

- « Rod, Jago.

^
Jago. What fayeft thou, noble heart?

h\mRod. What will I do, thinkeft thou ?

^ r Jago, Why, go to bed and fleep.

Rod. I will incontinently drown my felf.

Jago. If thou doft, I (hall never love thee after. Why, thou

filly gentleman!

Rod. It is fillinefs to live, when to live is a torment ; and then

have we a prefcription to dye, when death is our phyfician.

Jago. O villanous! I have look'd upon the world for four

times feven years, and fince I could diftinguifti becwixt a benefit

and an injury, I never found man that knew how to love himfelf.

Ere I would fay, I would drown my felf for the love of a Guin-

ney-hcn, I would change my humanity with a baboon.

Rod, What ftiould I do? I confefs it is my fhame to be fbfond,

but it is not in my virtue to amend it.

Jago, Virtue? a fig, 'tis .in our felves that we are thus or

thus. Our bodies are our gardens, to the which our wills are

gardiners. So that if we will plant nettles, or fow lettice^ fct

hylfop, and weed up thyme; fupply it with one gender of herbs,

or
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or diftraft it with many ; eirh<?r have it fteril with idlene/s, or

manured with induftry
;
why the power and corrigible authori-

ty of this lyes in our will. If the ballance of our lives had not

one fcale of reafon to poife another of fenfuality, the blood and

bafenefs of our natures would conduct us to mod prepofterous

conclufions. But we have reafon, to cool our raging motions,

our carnal ftings, our unbitted lufts ^ whereof I take this that

you call love, to be a fed, or (yen.

Rod, It cannot be.

Jago, It is meerly a luft of the blood, and a permiffion of the

will. Come, be a man : drown thy (elf? drown cats and blind

puppies. I have profeft me thy friend, and I confefs me knit to

thy deferving, with cables of perdurable toughnefs. I could ne-

ver better fteed thee than now. Put mony in thy purfe ; follow

thou thefe wars, f defeat thy favour with an ufurped beard j I fay,

put mony in thy purfe. It cannot be that Defdemona fliould

long continue her love to the Moor put mony in thy purfe

nor he his to her. It was a violent commencement in her,

and thou (halt fee an anfwerable fequeftration,—-but put mony
in thy purfe. Thefe Moors are changeable in their wills —
fill thy purfe with mony. The food that to him now is as lu-

fcious as locufts, fhall fhortly be as bitter as coloquintida. She

muft change for youth; when fhe is fated with his body, fhe

will find the errors of her choice Therefore put mony in thy

purfe—-If thou wilt needs damn thy felf, do it a more delicate

way than drowning. Make all the mony thou canft. IF fandi-

mony and a frail vow, betwixt an erring Barbarian and a fliper-

fubtle Venetian^ be not too hard for my wits, and all the tribe of

hell,, thou fhalt enjoy her; therefore make mony. A pox of
drowning thy felf, it is clean out of the way. Seek thou rather

-to be hang'd in compafling thy joy, than to be drown'd and go
without her.

Rod, Wilt thou be fafl to my hopes, if I depend on the iffue?

Vol. VI. Rrr Jago.
f i e. difgrace thy features and make thy fair countenance grim uuith a falfe beard.



498 ft n E^t ix), the

Jago. Thou art fore of me.— Go, make mony. -••-I have told

thee often, and I re-tell thte again and again, I hate the Moor.

My caufe is hearted ^ thine hath no lefs reafpn. Let us be con-

jundive in our revenge againft him. If thou canft cuckold him,

thou doft thy felf a pleafore, me a fport. There are many e-

vents in the womb of time, which will be delivered. Traverfe,

go, provide thy mony. We will have more of this to-morrow.

Adieu.

Rod. Where fhall we meet i'th' morning ?

'Ja^o. At my lodging.

Rod. I'll be with thee betimes.

'Jago. Go to, farewel. Do you hear, Rodor'tgo

!

Rod, I'll fell all my land. \Extt.

S C E N E XL
Manet Jago.

-'^^Jago. Thus do I ever make my fool my purfej

For 1 mine own gain'd knowledge fhould profane.

If I (houid time expend with fuch a fwain,

But for my fport and profit. I hate the Moor,

And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my fheets

He has done my office. I know not iPt be true

But I, for meer fufpicion in that kind.

Will do, as if for furety. He holds me well

The better (hall my purpofe work on him;

Cajfio's a proper man ; let me fee now.

To get this place, and to plume up my will

A double knavery-—rHow? how? let's fee

After fome time, t'abufe Othello's ears,

That he is too familiar with his wife

He hath a perfon, and a fmooth difpofe

To be fufpededj fram'd to make women falfe.
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The Moor is of a free and open nature,

That thinks men honeft that but feem to be fo,

And will as tenderly be led by th* nofe

As affes are:

I have't it is ingendred Hell and night

Muft bring this monftrous birth to the world's light.

ACT II. SCENE I.

The Capital City of Cyprus.

Enter Montano Governor of Cyprus^ and Gentlemen,

M o N T A N o.

HAT from the cape can you difcern at fea ?

I Gent, Nothing at all, it is a high-wrought

flood
;

I cannot 'twixt the 'heavens and the main

Defcry a fail. [land;

Mont. Methinks the wind hath (poke aloud at

A fuller blafl: ne'er (hook our battlements,-

If it hath ruffian'd fo upon the fea.

What ribs of oak, when the huge mountains melt.

Can hold the morties? what fhall we hear of this?

1 Gent. A fegregation of the Turkifh fleet

;

For do but ftand upon the foaming (hore.

The chiding billows feem to pelt the clouds.

The wind-ihak'd furge, with high and monftrous main,

Seems to caft water on the burning Bear,

And quench the guards of th' ever fired pole

;

R r r 1 I

* haven, edprim. ^mountains mlt on them^ *= fitced.
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{Exit.
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I never did like moleftation view -pafii^x ^n^<TT ^1
On the enchafed flood.

Mont. If that the Tnrkijh fleet

Be not inflielter'd and enibay'd, they're drown'd:

It is impoflible to bear it out.

SCENE 11.

Enter a third Gentleman.

3 Gent. News, ^ lords, our wars are done ;

The defperate tempeft hath fb bang'd the Turks,

That their defignment halts. Another fliip of Venice

Hath feen a grievous wrack and fufferance y,3^
On moft part of their fleet.

Mont. How! is this true?

3 Gent. The fhip is here put in

;

A Veronejfo, Michael CaJJioy

Lieutenant of the warlike Moor Othello,

Is come on fhore
J
the Moor himfelf's at fea.

And is in full commiffion here for Cyprus,

Mont. I'm glad on't,- 'tis a worthy governor.

3 Gent. But this fame Caffio, though he fpeak of comfort.

Touching the Turk'tfh lofs, yet he looks fadiy,

And prays the Moor be fafe^ for they were parted

With foul and violent tempeft.

Mont. Pray heav'ns he be

:

For I have ferv'd him, and the man commands

Like a full foldier. Let's to the fea-fide,

As well to fee the veflel that's come in,

As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello,

Even till we make the main and th' aerial blue

An indiftind: regard.

Gent. Come, let's do fb
^

For
^ lads

.
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For every minute is expedancy noiith^lom bib lavsn )

Of more arrivance. .booft balcrfDnd sHj nO

s „g E N E
E^/d-r Caflio.

Thanks to the valiant of this warHke ifle.

That fo approve the Moor : oh let the heav'ns

Give him defence againft the elements.

For I have loft him on a dangerous fea.

Mont. Is he well fhipp'd ?

Caf. His bark is ftoutly timber'd, and his pilot

Of very expert and approv'd allowance
j

Therefore my hopes, not furfeited to death.

Stand in bold cure.

M^ith'm.'] A fail, a fail, a fail!
• sriT \ts^t) r

Caf. What noife?
^

Gent. The town is empty ^ on the brow o'th' fea
q^^o^jj^

Stand ranks of people, and they cry a fail.

Caf, My hopes do (hape him for the governor. ^ ^.

Gent. They do difcharge their fhot of courtefie :
^^^^^j^

Our friends at leaft.
,

Caf. I pray you. Sir, go forth.

And give us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd.
\ ^

Gent. Ifhall. ^^nr fr;S%'^-
Mont. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd?

.^^^j^

Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath atchiev'd a maid ^
^

That paragons defcription and wild fame

:

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens,
ijw gA

And in th' eflential vefture of creation *

Do's bear all excellency—

—

SCENE
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S C E N 6 IV,

'^M^^'^Emer Gentleman,'* ^^"i
^^^^

How now ? who has put m ? i f

(?<?;/^. 'Tis one Jago, Ancient to the general.

Caf, H'as had moft favourable and happy fpeed,-

Tempefts themfelves, high feas, and howling winds,

The gutter'd rocks, and congregated fands,

(Traitors f enfteep'<l to clog the guilt! efs keel,)

As having fenfe of beauty, do omit

Their mortal natures, letting fafe go by

The divine Defdemom,

Mont. What is {he ?

€af. She that I fpake of, our great captain's captain

:

Left in the condud of the bold Jago,

Whofe footing here anticipates our thoughts,

A fennight's fpeed. Great Jovey Othello gfiard.

And fwell his fail with thine own powerful breath,

That he may blefs this bay with his tall fliip,

Make love's cjuick pants in Defdemona'% arms.

Give renew'd fire to our extinguifh'd ipirits,

And bring all Cyprus comfort

SCENE V.

Enter Detdemona, Jago, Rodorigo, and i£milia.

O behold!

The riches of the (hip is come on fliore

:

You men of C'ypruSj let her have your knees.

Hail to thee, lady I and the grace of heaven.

Before, behind thee, and on every hand

Enwheel thee round.
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Def I thank you, valiant CaJJlo^

What tidings can you tell me ofmy lord ?

Caf, He is not yet arriv'd, nor know I ought

But that he's well, and will be fhortly here.

Def, O but I fear how loft you company? ''^^

Caf, The great contention of the fea and skies

Parted our fellowfhip. But hark, a fail f

Wtth'm:\ A fail, a fail!
'^'^^'^^

Gent, They give this greeting to the cittadel;

This likewife is a friend.

Cap, See for the news

:

Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, miftrefs.'*'^ ^ ^

\To Emilia.

Let it not gall your patience, good Jago^

That I extend my manners. 'Tis my breeding

That gives me this bold fhew of courtefie. ' ativoi 3)3J _

Jago. Sir, would fhe give you fo much of her Xv^i]^^ 3loflW
As of her tongue Ihe oft beftows on me, 7"^^ ^
You'd have enough.

Def. Alas! fhe has no fpeech. ^ »^ ^^^^

Jago, In faith, too much 5 ^^'"P ^^"^^^ ^^^^

I find it ftill, when I have lift to fteep; ^"^ '^'^ '^^'^f^'^^'^'^ ^mO^

Marry before your ladyftiip, I grant.

She puts her tongue a little in her heart,

And chides with thinking.

yEwi/, You have little caufe to fay (b.

Jago. Come on, come on
j

you're pidures out of doors^
,

Bells in your parlors, wild-cats in your kitchens, /

Saints in your injuries, devils being offended,
^

^" ^

Players in your hufwifery, and houfwives in your oeds. ^^^^
Def, Oh fie upon thee, flanderer.

^. ^ ^.

Jago, Nay, it is true, or elfe I am a Turk^
^^^^

You rife to play, and go to bed to work.

Mm'tL You fhali not write my praife.
j^',,;^^-^ .j.

J^^go*

4



'Jago. No, let me not. V . >k/;

Def What wouldft thou write of me, if thoufhouldftpraile mc?

Jago. Oh gentle lady, do not put me to't,

For I am nothing, if not critical.

Def. Come, one aflay. There's one gone to the harbour—

-

Jago. Ay, madam.

Def. I am not merry j but I do beguile

The thing I am, by feeming otherwifej

Come, how wouldft thou praife me?

Jago. I am about it, but indeed my invention comes from my
pate, as birdlime does from freeze, it plucks out brains and all.

But my mufe labours, and thus fhe is delivered.

If fhe he fair and w'tfe^ fatrnefs and why

The one's for ufSy the other ufeth h,

Def Well prais'd; how if flie be black and witty?

Jago. Iffhe be blacky and thereto have a wit.

She'llfind a white that fhall her hiacknefs fit^

Def Worfe and worfe.

Mmil. How if fair and foolifli?

Jago. She never f^et was fooltfh that was fair

^

For even her foll<y helpt her to an heir.
'

Def Thefe are old fond paradoxes, to make fools laugh i'th'

alehoufe. What miferable praife haft thou for her that's foul

and foolifli 1

Jago. There's none fo foul and foolifh thereunto.

But does foulpranks, which fair and wife ones do.

Def, Oh heavy ignorance ! thou praifeft the worft beft. But

what praife couldft thou beftow on a deferving woman indeed?

one, that in the authority of her merit, did juftly put on the

vouch of very mahce it felf? J^S^*

V
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Jago. that was ever fair, and never proud,
"'^

Had tongue at w'tUy and 'yet was never loudy^^^
Never lackt gold, and yet went never gay, T
Fledfrom her wifhy and yet faid now I may ; I

She that when angered, her revenge being nigh.

Bad her wrong flay, and her d'tfpleafure fly ;

She that m wifdom never was fo frail

To change the cods head for the falmorCs ta'tl-y f

She that could think, and ne'er difclofe her mind, ^

See fu'itors following, and not look behind

She was a wight, {if ever fuch wight were)

Def To do what?

Jago. To fuckle fools, and chronicle fmall beer,

Def. Oh moft lame and impotent conclufioni do not learn of

him, j^milia, tho' he be thy husband. How fay you, CaJ/lo,

is he not a moft profane and liberal counfeilor ?

Caf. He (peaks home, madam, you may relifh him more in

the foldier, than in the fcholar.

Jago. [^fide.] He takes her by the palm; ay, well faid—

—

whifper With as little a web as this, will I enfnare as great a

fly as CaJJio. Ay, fmile upon her, do 1 will f gyve thee in

thine own courtfhip. You fay true, 'tis fo indeed— If fiich tricks

as thefe ftrip you out of your lieutenancy, it had been better

you had nor kifs'd your three fingers fo oft, which now again

you are moft apt to play the Sir in. Very good— well kifs'd

and excellent curtefie— 'tis Co indeed— Yet again— your fin-

gers to your lips ? would they were clifter-pipes for your fake.

[Trumpet.

The Moor, I know his trumpet.

Caf, 'Tis truly Co.

Def. Let's meet him, and receive hhn.

Caf Lo, where he comes?

y o L. VI. s ff

f or catcb, Jhackk.

SCENE
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S C E N E VI.

E^ter Othello, a^d Attendants.

0th, Oh my fair warrior ?

Def, My dear Othello.

0th. It gives me wonder, great as my content.

To fee you here before me. My foul's joy?

If after every tempeft come fiich calms.

May the winds blow 'till they have waken'd death :

And let the labouring bark climb hills of feas

Olympus high ,• and duck again as low

As hell's from heav'n. If I were now to die,

''Twere now to be moft happy; for I fear

My (bul hath her content fo abfblute.

That iiot another comfort like to this

Succeeds in unknown fate.

Def, The heav'ns forbid.

But that our loves and comforts fliould increafe,

Ev'n as our days do grow.

0th. Amen to that, fweet powers!

I cannot (peak enough of this content.

It (lops me here : it is too much of joy.

And this and this the greateft difcords be [^{ff^^g her.

That e'er our hearts fliall make.

Jago. Oh you are well-tun'd now j but I'll let down the pegs

that make this mufick, as honeft as I am. \_Aftcle.

Oih. Come, let's to the caftle.

Now, friends, our wars are done ; the Ttirks are drown'd. -

How do our old acquaintance of this ifle

Honey, you lhall be well defir'd in CypmSy

I've found great love amongft them. Oh my fweet,

I prattle out of fafhion, and I dote
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In mine own comfort. Pr'ythee, good Jago,

Go to the bay, and difembark my coffers

:

Bring thou the mafter to the cittadel.

He is a good one, and his worthineft

Does challenge much refped:. Come, Defdernona,

Once more well met at Cyprus, [Exemt Othello Defdemona.

SCENE VII.

Manetit Jago and Rodorigo.
^

Jago, Do you meet me prefently at the harbour. Come tht'-

ther, if thou be'fl: valiant ; as they fay, bafe men being in love,

have then a nobility in their natures, more than is native to

them— lift me,- the lieutenant to-night watches on the court of

guard. Firft, I muft tell thee this: Defdemona is diredly in love

with him.

Rod, With him ? why, 'tis not poffible.

Jago, Lay thy fingers thus and let thy foul be inftruded.

Mark me with what violence fhe firft lov'd the Moor, but for

bragging, and telling her fantaftical lies. And will flie love him

ftill for prating ? let not thy difcreet heart think it. Her eye

muft be fed. And what delight ftiall (he have to look on the de-

vil? When the blood is made dull with the ad of Iport, there

fliould be a game to inflame it, and to give fatiety a frefh appe-

tite; lovelinefs in favour, fympathy in years, manners, and

beauties: all which the Moor is defedivein. Now for want of

thefe requir'd conveniences, her delicate tendernefs will find it

felf abus'd, begin to heave the gorge, difreliQi and abhor the

Moor
J
very nature will inftrud her in it, and compel hertofome

fecond choice. Now, Sir, this granted, (as it is a moft preg-

nant and unforc'd pofition) who ftands fb eminent in the degree

of this fortune, as CaJJio does? a knave very voluble ^ no further

confciooable, than in putting on the meer form of civil and hu-

S ff 2 man
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man feeming, for the better compafling of his fait and moft hid-

den loofe afFedion ? a flippery and fubtile knave, a finder of occa-

fions , that has an eye can ftamp and counterfeit advantages, tho'

true advantage never prefent it felf A deviiifh knave! befides, the

knave is handfom, young, and hath all thofe requifites in him,

that folly and green minds look after. A peftilent compleat

knave! and the woman hath found him already.

Rod. I cannot believe that of her, (he's full of moft blefs'd

condition.

Jago, Blefb'd figs end ! the wine fhe drinks is made of grapes.

If (he had been blefs'd, fhe would never have lov'd the Moor:

blefs'd pudding! didft thou not fee her paddle with the palm of

his hand? didft not mark that?

Rod, Yes, that I did but that was but courtefie.

Jago. Letchery, by this hand ; an index, and obfcure prologue

to the hiftory of luft, and foul thoughts. They met fo near

with their lips, that their breaths embrac'd together. Villanous

thoughts, Rodorigo/ when thefe ''mutualities fo marfhal the way,

hard at hand comes the mafter, and main exercife th' incorporate

conclufion: pifn— But, Sir, be you rul'd by me. I have brought

you from Venice. Watch you to-night j for the command, lil

lay't upon you. Cajfio knows you not : I'll not be far from you.

Do you find fome occafion to anger CaJfio^ either by (peaking

too loud, or tainting his difcipline, or from what other courfe

you pleafe, which the time fliall more favourably minifter.

Rod Well.

Jago. Sir, he's rafti, and very fudden in choler : and happily

may ftrike at you. Provoke him that he mayj for even out of

that will I caufe thofe of Cyprus to mutiny: whofe (Qualification

(hall come into no truetafte again, but by difplanting Cajfio. So

fliall you have a ftiorter journey to your defires, by the means I

fhall then have to prefer them; And the impediments moft pro-

fitably removed, without which there was no expectation of our

' ''profperity. Rod,
^ mutabilities.
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Rod, I will do this, if you can bring it to any opportunity.

Jago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the cittadel. I

muft fetch his necelTaries aftiore. Farewel. ^^^^^

Rod. Adieu. [Exit,

y^C E N E VIII.
;1-

Manet Jago.

Jago. That CaJJio loves her, I do well believe :

-:i

That fhe loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit.
^

The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not.

Is of a conftant, loving, noble nature.

And I dare think he'll prove to Defdemona

A moft dear husband. Now I love her too.

Not out of abfolute luft, (though peradventure

1 ftand accountant for as great a fin,)

But partly led to diet my revenge,

For that I do fufped the lufty Moor

Hath leapt into my feat. The thought whereof

Doth, like a poifonous mineral, gnaw my inwards
j

And nothing can, or fliall content my foul

'Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife

:

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moor
At leaft into a jealoufie fo ftrong,

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do.

If this poor trafli of Ventcey whom I trace

For his quick hunting, ftand the putting on
^

I'll have our Michael CajJio on the hip,

Abufe him to the Moor in the right garb,

(For I fear Cajfio with my night-cap too,)

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me.

For making him egregioufly an afs.

And pradifing upon his peace and quiet,

Even
« rank. ed. prim.
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Even to madnefs. 'Tis here— bat yet eonfus'd,

Knavery's plain face is never feery, 'till us'c}. \Exif,

•
,

S C E N E IX.

The Street.

E^ter Heraldy with a Froclamation.

Her, TTT is Othello'% pleafure, our noble and valiant General,

JL that upon certain tidings now arriv'd, importing the

meer perdition of the Turkijh fleet, every man put himfclf into

triumph : Some to dance, fome to make bonefires, each man
to what fport and revels his mind leads him. For befides this

beneficial news, it is the celebration of his nuptial. Sa much
was his pleafure fhould be proclaimed. All offices are open, and

there is full liberty of feafting, from this prefent hour of five,

'till the bell have toll'd eleven. i

Blefs the ifle of Cyprus, and our noble General Othello. [Ex'tK

Enter Othello, Defdemona, Caflio, and Attendants,

0th, Good Mkhaely look you to the guard to-night.

Let's teach our felves that honourable ftop.

Not to out-fport difcretion.

Caf. Jago hath direction what to do :

But notwithftanding with my perfonal eye

Will I look to't.

0th. Jago is moft honeft

:

Mkhaely good night. To-morrow with your earlieft.

Let me have fpeech with you. Come, my dear love.

The purchace made, the fruits are to enfue.

That profit's yet to come 'tween me and you.

Good night. [Exeunt Othello and Defdemona.

Enter



Enter Jago.

Caf. Welcome, Jago ,• we mufl: to the watch.

Jago, Not this hour, lieutenant ; 'tis not yet ten o'th' clock.

Our General caft us thus early for the love of h\s Defdemom

:

whom let us not therefore blame ^ he hath not yet made the wan-

ton night with her : and flie is fport for Jove,

Caf. She's a moft exquifite lady.

Jago. And I'll warrant her full of game.

Caf. Indeed (he's a moft frefti and delicate creature.

Jago. What an eye ftie has ? methinks it founds a parley to

provocation.

Caf, An inviting eye j and yet methinks right modeft.

Jago. And when (he fpeaks, is it not an alarum to love ?.

Caf She is indeed perfedion. ;

Jago. Well, happinefs to their flieets: come, lieutenant, I

have a ftoop of wine, and here- without are a brace of Cyprus

gallants, that would fain have a meafure to the health of black

Othello.

Caf. Not to-night, good Jago : I liave very poor and unhap-

py brains for drinking. I could well wifti counefie would invent

fome other cuftom of entertainment.

Jago. Ob, they our are friends ; but one cup, I'll drink for yow,

Caf I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that was craftily

qualified too : and behold what innovation it makes here. I am

unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare not task my weaknefs

with any more.
.

Jago. What, man? 'tis a night of revels, the gallants de-

fire it.

Caf Where are they ?

Jago. Here at the door j I pray you call them in.

Caf. I'll do't, but it diflikes me. [Exh GalTio.j

Jago, If I can faften but one cup upon him,

With
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With that which he hath drunk to-night already,

He'll be as full of quarrel aad offence

As my young miftrefs's dog. -

—

Now, my fick fool, Rodorigo,

Whom love hath turn'd almoft the wrong fide out,

To Defdemona hath to-night carouz'd

Potations pottle deep ; and he's to watch.

Three lads of Cyprus^ noble Iwelling fpirits.

That hold their honours in a wary diftance,

The very elements of this warlike ifle,

Have I to-night fiufter'd with flowing cups,

^ And they watch too. Now 'mongft this flock of drunkards.

Am I to put our CaJJlo in fome action

That may offend the ifle. But here they come.

If confequence do but approve my dream.

My boat fails freely, both with wind and dream.

SCENE X.

Enter Caflio, Montano, and Gentlemen,

Caf, 'Fore heav'n, they have given me a roufe already.

Mont. Good faith a little one: not paft a pint, as I am a fol-

dier.

Jago. Some wine ho ! [J^go fi^^^^

And let me the canak'm cl'mky dinky

And let me the canakm clink.

A foldtefs a man^ oh maris lifer's hut a fpan^

Why then let a foldier drink*

Some wine, boys.

Caf. 'Fore heav'n, an excellent fbng.

'jago. . I learn'd it in England: where indeed they are moft po-

tent in potting. Yout Dane, your German^ and your fwag-belly'd

^ and the watch too. ed. prim.
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Hollandery—-^nvk ho— are nothing to your Engltjh.

Caf Is your Engl'tfhman fo exquifite in his drinking ?

Jago, Why he drinks you with facility your Dane dead

drunk. He ^fweats not to overthrow your Alma'tn, He gives

your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle can be fiil'd.

Caf, To the health of our General.

Mont. I am for it, lieutenant: and I'll do you juftice,

'^ago. Oh fweet England,

King Stephen was and-a worthy peer^
^ His breeches cofi htm but a crown^

He held them fix pence all too deary

With that he call'd the tailor lown

:

He was a wight of high renown.

And thou art but of low degree

:

^Tis pride that pulls the country down.

And take thy old cloak about thee*

Some wine ho.

Caf Why this is a more exquifite fong than the other.

Jago* Will you hear't again?

Caf No, for I hold him to be unworthy of his place, that

does thofe things. Well— Heaven's above all j and there be

fouls that muft be faved, and there be (buls muft not be faved.

'Jago. It's true, good lieutenant.

Caf For mine own part, (no offence to the General, nor any

man of quality j) I hope to be (aved.

'Jago. And fo do I too, lieutenant.

Caf Ay, but by your leave, not before me. The Lieutenant

is to be faved before the Ancient. Let's have no more of this

;

let's to our affairs. Forgive our fins gentlemen let's look

to our bufine(s. Do not think, gentlemen, I am drunk : this is

my Ancient j this is my right hand, and this is my left. I am
Vol. VI. Ttt not

fwears not.
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not drunk now,- I can ftand well enough, and I fpeak well enough.
Gem. Excellent well.

Caf. Why very well then ; you muft not think then that I

am drunk.

SCENE XL
Manent Jago and Montano.

Mont, To the platform, mafters, come, let's fee the watch.

Jago. You fee this fellow that is gone before.

He is a fbldier, fit to ftand by Cafar^

And give direction. And do but fee his vice,

'Tis to his virtues a juft equinox.

The one as long as th' other. 'Tis pity of him
^

I fear the truft Othello puts him in.

On (bme odd time of his infirmity.

Will fliake this ifland.

Men. But is he often thus ?

Jago, 'Tis evermore the prologue to his fleep.

He'll watch the horologue a double fet,

If drink rock not his cradle.

Mont. It were well

The General were put in mind of it:

Perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature

Prizes the virtue that appears in Caffio^

And looks not on his evils : is not this true ?

Enter Rodorigo.

'Jago. How now, Rodorigo /

I pray you after the lieutenant, go. [Exit Rod,

Mont. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor

Should hazard fuch a place as his own fccond,

'\\(ij:h one of an ingraft infirmity

;

It
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It were an honed adion to fay Co

Unto the Moor,

Jago. Not I, for this fair ifland ;

I do love Cajpo well, and would do much
To cure him of this evil. Hark, what noife >

Re-enter Caflio purfu'mg Rodorigo.

Caf, You rogue \ you ralcal !
—

Mon, What's the matter, lieutenant?

Caf. A knave teach me my duty ? Fll beat the knave into a

twiggen bottle.

Rod, Beat me
Caf, Doft thou prate, rogue?

Mon, Nay, good lieutenant? [Staying him,

I pray you. Sir, hold your hand.

Caf Let me go. Sir, or I'll ^ knock you o'er the mazzard.

Mon. Come, come, you're drunk.

Caf Diunk?— [They fight.

Jago, Away I fay, go out and cry a mutiny. [Exit Rodorigo.

Nay, good lieutenant— Alas, gentlemen—
Help ho!—Lieutenant— Sir, Montana

Help matters ! here's a goodly watch indeed—
Who's that who rings the bell— diablo, ho! [Bell rings*

The town will rife. Fie, fie, lieutenant

!

You will be fham'd for ever.

SCENE XIL

Enter Othello, and Attendants,

0th, What is the matter here?

Mont. 1 bleed ftill, 1 am hurt; but not to th' death.

0th, Hold for your lives.

Jago. Hold ho I lieutenant— Sir— Montano— Gentlemen—
T 1 1 1 Have

^ know.
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Have you forgot all place of feofe and duty?

The General (peaks to you— hold, hold, for fliame-

—

Oib, Why how now ho ? from whence arifeth this

'

Are we turn'd Turks? and to our felves do that

Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomhes?

For chriftian fhame, put by this barbarous brawl;

He that ftirs next to carve for his own rage.

Holds his foul light : he dies upon his motion.

Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the ifle

From her propriety. What is the matter ?

Honeft Jago, that looks dead with grieving,

Speak: who began this? on thy love I charge thee.

Jago. I do not know j friends all, but now, even now

In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom

Divefting them for bed; and then, but now

As if fome planet had unwitted men,

Sword out, and tilting one at other's breads.

In oppofition bloody. I can't fpeak

Any beginning to this peevifh odds.

And would in action glorious I had loft

Thofe legs that brought me to 2 part of it

!

0th. How comes it, Michael^ you are thus forgot ?

Caf, I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeak.

0th. Worthy Montam^ you were wont be civil

:

The gravity and ftillnefs of your youth

The world hath noted. And your name is great

In mouths of wifeft cenfure. What's the matter.

That you unlace your reputation thus,

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name

Of a night-brawler? give me anfwer to it.

Mont. Worthy Othello^ I am hurt to danger,-

Your officer, Jago^ can inform you.

While I fpare fpeech, which fomething now offends me.
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Of all that I do know, nor know I ought

By me that's faid or done amifs this night,

Unlefs felf-charity be fbmetimes a vice.

And to defend our felves it be a fin.

When violence aflails us.

0th, Now, by heav'n.

My blood begins my fafer guides to rule,

And paflTion, having my beft judgment choler'd,

AfTays to lead the way. If I once ftir.

Or do but lift this arm, the beft of you

Shall fink in my rebuke. Give me to know
How this foul rout began ? who fet it on ?

And he that is approv'd in his offence,

Tlv)' he had twinn'd with me both at a birth,

Shall lofe me. What, rn a town of war,

Yet wild, the peoples hearts brim-full of fear.

To manage private and domeftick quarrel ?

In night, and on the court and guard of (afety ?

'Tis monftrous. Say Jago^ who began't ?

Mont, If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office,

Thou doft deliver more or lefs than truth,

Thou art no foldier.

'Jago. Touch me not fb near

:

rd rather have this tongue cut from my mouth,

Than it (hould do offence to Michael CaJJto,

Yet I perfwade my felf, to fpeak the truth

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus 'tis. General

:

Montano and my felf being in fpeech.

There comes a fellow crying out for help.

And CaJJio following with determin'd fword.

To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman

Steps in to Cajfio^ and intreats his paufe j

My felf the crying fellow did purfuej
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Left by his clamour (as it fb fell out)

The town might fall in fright. He, fwift of foot,

Out-ran my purpofc: I return'd the rather

For that I heard the clink and fall of fwords,

And CaJJto high in oath j which 'till to-night

I ne'er might fay before. When I came back,

(For this was brief) I found them clofe together

At blow and thruft, even as again they were

When you your felf did part them.

More of this matter cannot I report.

But men are men ; the beft fbmetimes forget
;

Tho' Cafflo did fome little wrong to him,

As men in rage ftrike thofe that wifh them beft.

Yet furely CaJJio^ I believe, receiv'd

From him that fled fbme ftrange indignity,

Which patience could not pafs.

0th. I know, JagOy

Thy honefty and love doth mince this matter.

Making it light to Caffio, Cafflo I love thee,

But never more be officer of mine.

Enter Defdemona attended.

Look if my gentle love be not rais'd up

:

I'll make thee an example.

Def, What's the matter ?

0th, All is well, fweeting; come, away to bed.

Sir, for your hurts, my felf will be your furgeon.

Lead him off:

JagOy look with care about the town,

And filence thofe whom this vile brawl diftraded.

Come, DefdemonUy 'tis the foldier's life.

To have their balmy flumbers wak'd with ftrife. \Exemu

SCENE
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SCENE XIIL

Manent Jago and Caffio.

Jago, "What, are you hurt, lieutenaqt?

Caf, Paft all furgery.

Jago, Marry, heav'n forbid.

Caf. Reputation, reputation, reputation! oh I have loft my
reputation ! I have loft the immortal part of my felf, and what

remains is bcftial. My reputation^ J^iP^ my reputation

Jago, As I am an honeft man, I had thought you had recei-^

ved fome bodily wound there is more ' fenfe in that than in re-

putation. Reputation is an idle, and moft falfe impofition ; oft

got without merit, and loft without deferving. You have loft no

reputation at all, unlefs you repute your felf fuch a lofer. What
man there are ways to recover the General again. You are

but now caft in his mood, a punifhment more in policy than in

malice, even fb as one would beat his offencelefs dog to affright

an imperious lion. Sue to him again, and he's yours.

Caf. I will rather fue to be defpis'd, than to deceive fo good a

commander, with (b ilight, fo drunken, and fo indifcreet an offi-

cer. Drunk? and fpeak, parrot? and fcjuabble? f'^vagger? fwear ?

and difcourfe fuftian with ones own fhadow ? oh thou invifible

fpirit of wine! if thou haft no name to be known by, let us call

thee devil.

Jago. What was he that you followed with your f^ord ? what

had he done to you?

Caf. I know not.

Jago. Is't pofTible?

Caf I remember a mafs of things, but nothing diftindtly: a

quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that men fhould put an

enemy in their mouths, to fteal away their brains! thatwefnou'd

with joy, pleafance, revel and applaufe, transfoxm our felves in-

to beafts. J^^/^^
> offence ed. prim.
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Jago. Why, but you are now Avell enough : how came you

thus recover'd ?

Caf. It hath pleas'd the devil, drunkennefs, to give place to the

devil, wrath j one unperfednefs (hews me another, to make me
frankly defpife my felf.

Jago. Come, you are too fevere a moraler. As the time,

the place, and the condition of this country ftands, I could hear-

tily wifti this had not befaln : but fmce it is as it is, mend it for

your own good.

Caf, I will ask him for my place again j he fhall tell me, I

am a drunkard? had I as many mouths as //y^r^, fuch an an-

fwer would Hop them all. To be now a fenfible man, by and

by a fool, and prefently a bead. Every inordinate cup is un-

blefs'd, and the ingredient is a devil.

Jago, Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, if

it be well us'd: exclaim no more againft: it. And, good lieute-

nant, I think you think I love you.

Caf, I have well approv'd it, Sir. I drunk!

"jago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at fbme time,

man. I tell you what you (hall do : our General's wife is now

the General. I may fay fo, in this refped, for that he hath de-

voted and given up himfelf to the contemplation, mark, and

devotement of her parts and graces. Confefs your felf freely to

her : importune her help, to put you in your place again. She

is of fo free, fo kind, fo apt, fo bleffed a difpofition, fhe holds

it a vice in her goodnefs not to do more than fhe is recjjuefted.

This broken joint between you and her husband, intreat her to

fplinter. And my fortunes againft any lay worth naming, this

crack of your love fliall grow ftronger than it was before.

Caf You advife me well.

Jago. I proteft in the fincerity of love, and honeft kindnefs.

Caf I think it freely: and betimes in the morning I will be-

feech the virtuous Defdemona to undertake for me: I am de-

fperate
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(perate of my fortunes, if they check me.

Jago. You are in the right : good night, lieutenant, I muft

to the watch.

Caf, Good night, honeft Jago, \Rxtt Cafllo.

SCENE XIV.

Manet Jago.

Jago. And what's he then, that fays I play the villain?

When this advice is free I give, and honeft.

Likely to thinking, and indeed the courfe

To win the Moor again. For 'tis moft eafie

Th' inclining Defdemona to fubdue

In any honeft fuit : (he's fram'd as fruitful

As the free elements. And then for her

To win the Moor, were't to renounce his baptifm.

All feals and fymbols of redeemed fin.

His foul is (b enfetter'd to her love

That ftie may make, unmake, do what ftie lift.

Even as her appetite ftiall play the God

With his weak function. Am I then a villain.

To counfel CaJJio to this parallel courfe,

Diredly to his good? 'Tis hell's divinity:

When devils will their blackeft (ins put on,

They do fuggeft at firft with heav'nly (hews.

As 1 do now. For while this honeft fool

Plies Defdemona to repair his fortune,

And (he for him pleads ftrongly to the Moor

;

I'll pour this peftilence into his ear.

That fhe repeals him for her body's luft :

And by how much (he ftrives to do him good.

She (hall undo her credit with the Moor.

So will 1 turn her virtue into pitch,

V o L. VI. U u u And



And out of her own goodnefs make the net

That fliall f enmerti them all. How now, Rod'rlgof

SCENE XV.

Enter Rodorigo.

Rod, I follow here in the chace, not like a hound that

hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My mony is almod fpent,*

I have been to-night exceedingly well cudgelled j and I think the

ifTue will be, I fhall have fo much experience for my pains ; and

fo with no mony at all, and a little more wit, return again to

ym'tce,

Jago. How poor are they that have not patience?

What wound did ever heal but by degrees?

Thou know'ft: we work by wit, and not by witchcraft ^

And wit depends on dilatory time:

Does't not go well ? Caffio hath beaten thee,

And thou by that fmall hurt haft cafhier'd CaJJlo,

Tho' other things grow fair againft the fun.

Yet fruits that bloffom firft, will firft be ripe:

Content thy felf a while. In troth 'tis mornings

Pleafure and adion make the hours feem fhort.

Retire thee,- go where thou art billetted;

Away, I fay, thou (halt know more hereafter

:

Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rodorigo.

Two things are to be done,-

My wife muft move for Caffio to her miftrefs

:

I'll fet her on to draw the Moor apart.

And bring him jump, when he may CaffJo find

Solliciting his wife : ay, that's the way :

Dull not device, by coldnefs and delay. [Exit,

ACT
•} en-mefh, a metaphor from taking lirds in mefhes.



Mm ^Venice. 525

ACT HI. SCENE I.

Othello'5 Palace,

Enter Caffio, Mufic'tansy and Clown,

C A s s I o.

I

ASTERS, play here, I will content your pains.

Something that's brief; and bid good-morrow.

General.

Clown, Why, mafters, have your inftruments

been in Naples^ that they (peak i'th' nofe thus ?

Muf, How, Sir, how?

Clown, Are thefe, 1 pray you, wind inftruments?

Muf, Ay, marry are they. Sir.

Clown. Oh, thereby hangs a tale.

Muf, Whereby hangs a tale, Sir?

Clown, Marry, Sir, by many a wind inftrument that I know
But, mafters, here's mony for you: and the General fo likes

your mufick, that he defires you for loves fake to make no noifc

with it.

Muf Well, Sir, we will not.

Clown. If you have any mufick that may not be heard, to't a-

gain. But, as they fay, to hear mufick, the General does not

greatly care.

Muf We have none fuch. Sir.

Clown. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for I'll away. Go,

vanifti into air, away. \Kxtt Muf.

Caf Deft thou hear me, mine honeft friend ?

Clown. No, I hear not your honeft friend j I hear you.

Caf, Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets, there's a poor peice of gold for

U u u 2 thee

;
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thee: if the gentlewoman that attends the General's wife be ftir-

ring, tell her there's one Caffio entreats of her a little favour of

fpeech. Wilt thou do this ?

Clown. She is (lirring, Sir, if (he will ftir hither, I (hall focm

to notifie unto her. [Exh Clown,

Caf. Do my good friend.

To him enter Jago.

In happy time, Ji^go.

Jago, You have not been a-bed then ?

Caf, Why, no^ the day had broke before we parted.

I have made bold to fend in to your wife;

My fuit is, that fhe will to Defdemona

Procure me fome accefs.

Jago. ni fend her prefently

:

And I'll devife a mean to draw the Moor
Out of the way, that your converfe and bufinefs

May be more free. [Exit.

Caf. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew

A FlorenUne more kind and honeft.

To him enter iEmilia,

Mmil. Good-morrow, good lieutenant, I am fbrry

For your difpleafure but all will fure be well.

The General and his wife are talking of it:

And fhe fpeaks for "you ftoutly. The Moor replies,*

That he you hurt is of great fame is Cyprus^

And great affinity ; and that in wifdom

He might not but refufe you. But he protefls he loves you,

And needs no other fuitor but his likings.

To bring you in again.

Caf Yet, I befeech you.

If you think fit, or that it may be done,

Give
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Give me advantage of fbme brief di/cour/e

With Defdemona alone.

^mil. Pray you come in,

I will beftow you where you fhall have time

To fpeak your bofbm freely.

Caf, I'm much bound to you.

SCENE II.

Enter Othello, Jago, and Gentlemen,

0th, Thefe letters give, Jago^ to the pilot.

And by him do my duties to the (enate;

That done, I will be walking on the works.

Repair there to me.

Jago. My good lord, I'll do't.

0th, This fortification, gentlemen, fliall we fee't ?

Gent, We'll wait upon your lord (hip.

SCENE III.

[Exeunt*

[Exeunt,

An Apartment,

Enter Defdemona, Caflio, and Emilia.

Def. Be thou alTur'd, good Caffloy I will do

All my abilities in thy behalf

JEmtl, Good madam, do : I know it grieves my husband

As if the caufe were his.

Def, Oh that's an honeft fellow j doubt not, CaJJloy

But I will have my lord and you again

As friendly as you were.

Caf, Moft bounteous madam,

Whatever (hall become of Michael CaJJloy

He's never any thing but your true fervant.

Def, I know't, I thank you
^
you do love my lord,

YouVe
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You've known him long, and be you well affur'd.

He fhall in ftrangenefs ftand no farther off

Than in a politick diftance.

Ca/, Ay, but lady,

That policy may either lafl: fo long,

Or feed upon fuch nice and waterifh diet.

Or breed it felf fo out of circumftances.

That 1 being abfent, and my place fupply'd.

My General will forget my love and fervice.

De/l Do not doubt that ; before ^ntl'ia here,

I give thee warrant of thy place. AfTure thee,

If I do vow a friendfhip, Til perform it

To the laft article. My lord (hall never reft,
^

I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience;

His bed fliall feem a fchool, his board a fhrift,

I'll intermingle every thing he do's

With CajJlo\ (uit : therefore be merry, CaJJlo^

For thy follicitor fhall rather die,

Than give thy caufe away.

SCENE IV.

y^m 'il. Madam, here comes my lord.

€af. Madam, I'll take my leave.

Def, Why ftay, and hear me (peak.

Caf. Madam, not now ; I'm very ill at eafe.

Unfit for mine own purpofes.

Def. Well, do your difcretion. \Exh Caffio.

Jago. Hah? I like not that.

0th, What doft thou fay ?

Jago, Nothing, my lord,- or if— I know not what.

OtL Was not that Cajfio parted from my wife?
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ya^o. Cajfioy my lord ? no fure, I cannot think it,

That he would fteal away fb guilty-like,

Seeing you coming.

0th, I believe 'twas he.

DeJ, How now, my lord ?

I have been talking with a fuitor here,

A man that languifhes in your dilpleafure,

0th, Who is't you mean ?

Def, Why your lieutenant Cajfio, Good my lord.

If I have any grace, or power to move you.

His prefent reconciliation take.

For if he be not one that truly loves you,

That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning,

I have no judgment in an honeft face.

I pr'ythee call him back.

0th, Went he hence now?

Def, In footh, fb humbled.

That he hath left part of his grief with me
To fuffer with him. Good love, call him back.

0th, Not now, fweet Ddfdemonay fome other time.

Def. But {hall't be (hortly?

0th. Sooner, fweet, for you.

Def, Shall't be to-night, at fupper i

0th, Not to-night.

Def, To-morrow dinner then?

0th, I fhall not dine at home

:

I meet the captains at the citadel.

Def Why then to-morrow night, or Tttefday morn.

Or Tuefday noon, or night, or Wednefday morn.

I pr'ythee name the time, but let it not

Exceed three daysj in faith he's penitent;

And yet his trefpafs, in our common reafon,

(Save that they fay the wars muft make example.
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Out of their beft,) is not almoft a fault

T'incurr a private check. When fhall he cb'rtie?

Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my foul

What you would ask me, that I would deny,

Or ftand To ^ mutt'ring on? what? Mtchad CaJJio!

That came a wooing with you, and many a time

When I have fpoke of you difpraifingly

Hath ta'en your part, to have fo much to do

To bring him in? truft me, I could do much
0th, Pr'ythee no more, let him come when he will,

I will deny thee nothing.

Def, Why, this is not a boon:

'Tis as I fhould entreat you wear your gloves.

Or feed on nourifhing meats, or keep you warm,-

Or fue to you, to do peculiar profit

To your own perfon. Nay, when I have fuit.

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed/

- It fhall be full of poize and difficulty,

And fearful to be granted.

0th. I will deny thee nothing.

Whereon I do befeech thee, grant me this,

To leave me but a little to my felf.

Def. Shall I deny you? no: farewel, my lord.

0th. Farewel, my Defdemona^ I'll come ftraight.

Def. j^rmTta^ come ,• be as your fancies teach you

:

Vv hate'er you be. I am obedient. \_Exeunt.

^ S C E N E V.

Manent Othello and Jago.

Oih. Excellent wretch! perdition catch my foul,

But I do love thee ,• and when I love thee not.

Chaos is come again.

« mamm'ring.
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Jago. My noble lord.

O^h, What doft thou fay, Jago?

Jago, Did Michael Caffioy when you woo*d my lady,

Know of your love ?

0th, He did from Erft to laft^ why doft thou ask?

Jago, But for a fatisfadtion of my thought.

No further harm.

0th, Why of thy thought, Jago 7

Jago, I did not think he'd been acquainted with it.

0th, Oh yes, and went between us very oft.

Jago, Indeed!

0th, Indeed! ay, indeed. Difcern'ft thou ought of that ?

Is he not honeft ?

Jago, Honeft, my lord?

0th, Honeft? ay, honeft.

Jago, My lord, for ought I know.

0th, What doft thou think ?

Jago, Think, my lord!

0th, Think, my lord! why by heav'n, thou eccho'ft me
As if there were fome monfter in thy thought

Too hideous to be ftiev/n. Thou doft mean fomething :

I heard thee fay but now, thou lik'dft not that,

When CaJ/io left my wife. What did'ft not like ?

And when I told thee, he was ofmy counfel.

In my whole courfe of wooing j thou cry'dft, indeed?

And didft contrad and purfe thy brow together.

As if thou then hadft ftiut up in thy brain

Some horrible conceit : if thou doft love me

Shew me thy thought.

Jago. My lord, you know I love you.

0th, I think thou doft :

And for I know thou'rt full of love and honefty,

And weigh'ft thy words befcre thou giv'ft them breath,

V o L. VI. X X X 7 her
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Therefore thcfe ftops of thine fright me the more:

For fuch things, in a falfe difloyal knave,

Are tricks of cuftom; but in a man that's juft,

They're ^ clofe denotements working from the heart.

That paflion cannot rule.

Jago, For Michael Caffio,

I dare be fworn, I think, that he is honed.

0th, I think fo too.

Jago. Men fhould be what they feem.

Or thofe that be not, would they might feem none.

0th. Certain, men Ihould be what they (eem.

Jago. Why, then I think Cajfio's an honeft man.

0th. Nay, yet there's more in this,

I pray thee fpeak to me as to ' thy thinkings,

As thou doft: ruminate, and give thy worft of thoughts.

The worft of words.

Jago. Good, my lord, pardon me.
* Tho' I am bound to every ad of duty,

I am not bound to that, all flaves are free to,-

Utter my thoughts!— Why fay they're vile and falfe?

As where's that palace whereinto foul things

Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breaft fb pure^

But fome uncleanly apprehenfions

Keep leets and law-days, and in feflions fit

With meditations lawful ?

0th. Thou doft confpire againft thy friend, Jago^

If thou but think'ft him wrong'd, and mak'ft his ear

A ftranger to thy thoughts.

Jago. I do befeech you.

Though I perchance am vicious in my guefs^

(As I confefs it is my nature's plague

To fpie into abufe, and oft my jealoufie

Shapes faults, that are not,) I intreat you then

From
cold dilaiions. ^ my ^ I am not hound
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From one that Co imperfedly conceits,

Your wifdom would not build your felf a trouble

Out of ' my fcattering and unfure obfervance

:

It were not for your quiet, nor your good,

Nor for my manhood, honefty and wifdom,

To let you know my thoughts.

Otk What doft thou mean ?

Jago. Good name in man and woman, dear my lord.

Is the immediate jewel of their fouls.

^ Who fteals my purfe fteals trafh, 'tis fbmething, nothing

;

* 'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been flave to thoufands ^

* But he that filches from me my good name,
' Robs me of that, which not enriches him,
' And makes me poor indeed.

Ofk ril know thy thoughts

—

Jago, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand;

Nor (hall not, whilft 'tis in my cuftody.

Oik Haf

jfago. Oh, beware, my lord, of jealoufie.

It is a green-ey'd monfter, which doth mock
The meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in blifs,

Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger

;

But oh, what damned minutes tells he o'er.

Who dotes, yet doubts; fufpeds, yet ftrongly loves!

Otk Oh mifery!

Jago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough

;

But riches endlefs, is as poor as winter.

To him that ever fears he fhall be poor.

Good heaven ! the fouls of all my tribe defend

From jealoufie.

Oih, Why? why is this?

Think'fl: thou I'd make a life ofjealoufie ?

To follow ftill the changes of the moon,

Xxx 2 With
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Is once to be refolv'd. Exchange me for a goat,£fiW3^ adjguoHil sH
When I fhall turn the bufinefs of my foul 7 riDaabd > Mud 5

To (uch exufflicate and blpwn furmifes, ntvoj H:v oi lo^

Matching thy inference. /Tis not to make me jealous,

To fay my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, I

Is free of fpeech, fings, plays, and dances well

;

Where virtue is, thele are moft virtuous.

Nor from mine own weak merits, will I draw

The fm alleft fear, or doubt of her revolt.

For fhe had eyes, and chofe me. No, Jago, ^ ta on mi^ F

I'll fee before I doubt ,• when I doubt, prove

;

And on the proof, there is no more but this, 'T^

Away at once with love, or jealoufie.

Jago, I'm glad of this ^ for now I fliall have reafbn

To fhew the love and duty that I bear you

With franker (piric. Therefore, as Tm bound.

Receive it from me. I fpeak not yet of proof.

Look to your wife, obferve her well with CaJJia^

Wear your eye, thus,- not jealous, norfecure^

I would not have your free and noble nature

Out of felf-bounty be abus'd ^ look to'c.

I know our country difpofition well

;

In Ventce they do let heav'n fee the pranks

They dare not (hew their husbands their beft confcience

Is not to leave't undone, but keep't unknown.

0th. Doft thou fay fo >

Jago, She did deceive her father, marrying you.

And when fhe feem'd to {hake, and fear your looks.

She lov'd them moft.

0th. And fo fhe did.

'Jago. Go to then

;

She that fo young could give out fuch a feeming

To



To /eal her father's eyes up, clofe as oalc'—ruDOij.-rlu) dloiS riji^

He thought 'twas witchcraft— but I'm much to blame 01 3Dno 2!

I humbly do befeech you of your pardon oMitrfl I nadW
For too much loving you. /iou") oT

0th, I'm bound to you for ever. %\/[

Jago. I fee this hath a little dafh'd your (pirits. t ym r

0/^. Not a jot, not a jot. 1 io

Truft me, I fear it has: iv awdW
I hope you will confider, what is /poke ai moi^ loPl

Comes from my love. But I do fee you're mov'd—— i

I am to pray you, not to ftrain my fpeech ii ^jd)

To groifer ilTues, nor to larger reach^ no^ad 33!: ill

Than to lufpicion,
3 no bn/f

0th, I will not. , 3£ 7CwA

Jago. Should you do fo, my lord.

My fpeech would fall into fuch vile fiiccefs, .ffj

Which my thoughts aim not at. Cajfio'% my worthy friend.

My lord, 1 fee you're mov'd

0th. No, not much mov'd 03 jlc

I do not think but Defdemona's honeft. >t ..)7-, -j^oy icaV/

Jago. Long live fhe fb j and long live you to think /b.fjljjo^ j

0th, And yet how nature erring from it felf

Jago. Ay, there's the pointy— as (to be bold with you)

Not to affedt many propofed matches

Of her own clime, complexion and degree.

Whereto we fee in all things nature tends

:

Foh ! one may fmell in fuch, a will moft rank^

Foul difproportions, thoughts unnatural.

But, pardon me, I do not in pofition

Diftindly fpeak of her, tho' I may fear

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment,^

May fall to match you with her country forois^

And haply fo repent.

0th.



Oth. Farewel, farewelj rasdi

If more thou doft perceive, let me know more:
Sec on thy wife t'obferve. Leave me, Jago,

Jago. My lord, I take my leave.

Oth. Why did I marry ?

This honeft creature, doubtle(s,

Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds.

Jago, My lord, I would I might intreat your honour

To fcan this thing no farther; leave it to time;

Altho' 'tis fit that CaJJio have his place,

For fure he fills it up with great ability.

Yet if you pleafe to put him off a while,

You (hall by that perceive him, and his means

;

Note, if your lady ftrain his entertainment

With any ftrong, or vehement importunity,

Much will be feen in that. In the mean time.

Let me be thought too bufie in my fears,

(As worthy caufe I have to fear I am,)

And hold her free, I do befeech your honour.

Oth. Fear not my government.

Jago. I once more take my leave.

SCENE VI.

Manet Othello.

Oth. This fellow's of exceeding honefty.

And knows all qualities, with a learn'd fpirit.

Of human dealings. If I prove her haggard,

fTho' that her jefles were my dear heart-ftrings,

I'd whiille her off, and let her down the wind

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I'm black

And have not thofe foft parts of converfation

That chamberers have 5 or for I am declin'd

\ A metaphor taken from falconry. Jeffes are the firings they hold a hawk
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Into the vale of years, yet that's not much—
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my relief

Muft be to loath her. Oh the curfe of marriage!

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours,

And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad,

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon,

Than keep a corner in the thing I love.

For others ufe. Yet 'tis the plague of great-ones
5

Prerogativ'd are they lefs than the bafe

;

'Tis deftiny unfhunnable like death.

Even then, this forked plague is fated to us.

When we do quicken. Defdemona comes!

Enter Defdemona and Emilia.

If fhe be falfe, oh then heav'a mocks it felf?

I'll not believe't.

Def. How now, my dear Qthello 7

Your dinner, and the generous iflanders.

By you invited, do attend your prefence.

0th. I am to blame.

Def. Why do you fpeak fo faintly ?

Are you not well ?

0th, I have a pain upon my forehead here.

Def, Why, that's with watching, 'twill away again j

Let me but bind it hard, within this hour

It will be well.

0th. Your napkin is too little j
{She drops her handkerchief.

Let it alone : come, I'll go in with you.

Def, 1 am very forry that you are not well, [Exetmt,

SCENE
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SCENE VII.

Manet ^Emilia.

JE^md. I am glad I have found this napkin
;

This was her firft remembrance from the Moor
^

My wayward husband hath a hundred times

Woo'd me to fteal it. But fhe fo loves the token,

(For he conjur'd her, (he flioald ever keep it)

That fhe relerves it evermore about her.

To kifs and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out.

And give't Jago j what he'll do with it,

Heav'n knows, not I:

I nothing, but to pleafe his fantafie.

Enter Jago.

Jago. How now? what do you here alone?

^mU, Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you.

Jago, You have a thing for me?

It is a common thing

JEm'iL Ha?

Jago, To have a foolifh wife.

Mm'tl, Oh, is that all? what will you give me now

For that fame handkerchief?

Jago, What handkerchief?

Mmil. What handkerchief?

Why, that the Moor firft gave to Defdemonay

That which fo often you did bid me fteal.

Jago. Haft ftoUen it from her?

JEmtl, No
J
but fhe let it drop by negligence,

y\nd to th' advantage, I being here, took't up:

Look, here 'tis.

Jago, A good wench, give it me.
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^mtl. What will you do with't, you have been (b earned to

have me filch it ? H ^ J C

Jago. Why, what is that to you ?

Mmtl, If 't be not for fome purpofe of import,

Give't me again. Poor lady fhe'U run mad.

When flie fliall lack it.

Jago. Be not you known on*t:

I have u(e for it. Go, leave me
I will in CaJ/lo's lodging lofe this napkin,

And let him find it. Trifles light as air

Are, to the jealous, confirmations ftrong.

As proofs of holy writ. This may do fbmething.

The Moor already changes with my poifbns :

:{: Dangerous conceits are in their nature poifbns.

Which at the firft are fcarce found to diftafte

;

But with a little a6b upon the blood.

Burn like the mines of fulphur.— I did Kay fo.

[Epch i£milia.

SCENE VIII.

Enter Othello.

Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragora.

Nor all the drowfie fyrups of the world

Shall ever medicine thee to that fweet fleep,

Which thou hadft yeflerday.

Otk Ha! falfe to me!

Jago. Why, how now, General ,• no more of that.

0th, Avant, be gone j thou'ft fet me on the rack •

I fwear 'tis better to be much abus'd.

Than but to know a little.

Jago. How, my lord ?

0th. What fenfe had I, in her ftol'n hours of luft ?

I faw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me

;

Vol. VI. Yyy
\ iTjis Une^ rejiored from the firfi edition^ cotnpkats the fenfe.

A
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I flept the next night well 5 was free and merry;

I found not Caffioi's kifles on her lips

;

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ftol'n,

Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all.

Jcigo. I am forry to hear this.

0th. I had been happy, if the general camp,

(Pioneers and all,) had tafted her fweet body.

So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever

Farewel the tranquil mind! Farewel content

f

Farewel the plumed troops, and the big war.

That make ambition virtue! oh farewel!

Farewel the neighing fteed, and the fhrill trump.

The fpirit-ftirring drum, th' ear-piercing fife,

The royal banner, and all quality

Pride, pomp, and circumftance of glorious war!

And oh you mortal engines, whofe rude throats

Th' immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit^.

Farewel! (9/W^'s occupation's gone

f

Jago. Is't poffible, my lord?

0th. Villain, be fure thou prove my love a whore ,•

Be lure of it : give me the ocular proof, [Catchmg hold on him.

Or by the worth of ^ mine eternal foul.

Thou hadft been better have been born a dog.

Than anfwer my wak'd wrath.

Jago. L*c come to this ?

0th. Make me to fee't, or at the leaft, fo prove it.

That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop,

To hang a doubt on : or woe upon thy life

!

JagQ. My noble lord—
0th. If thou doft flander her, and torture me.

Never pray more ,• abandon all remorfe,-

On horrors head, horrors acccumulate ;
'

Do deeds to make heav'n weep, all earth amaz'd 5

For
* manV, in the firji edition.
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For nothing canft thou to damnation add,

Greater than that.

Jago. Oh grace! oh heav'n defend me !

Are you are a man ? have you a foul ? or fenfe ?

God be wi' you : take mine o ffice. Wretched fool.

That ^ liv'ft to make thine honefty a vice

!

Oh monftrous world! take note, take note, oh world,

To be dired: and honeft, is not fafe.

I thank you for this profit, and from hence

I'll love no friend, fith love breeds fuch offence.

0th, Nay ftay— thou fhould'ft be honeft

Jago. I fhould be wife, for honefty's a fool.

And lofes what it works for.

^ 0th. By the world,

I think my wife is honeft, and think (he is not

;

I think that thou art juft, and think thou art not;

I'll have fome proof. ''Her name, that was as frefh

As Dtan's vifage, is now begrim'd and black

As mine own face. If there be cords or knives,

Poilbn, or fire, or fuffocating fteams,

I'll not endure't. Would I were fatisfied!

Jago. I fee Sir, you are eaten up with paffion j

I do repent me that I put it to you.

You would be fatisfied ?

0th. Would? nay, and will.

Jago. And may j but how ? how fatisfied, my lord ?

Would you ' be (upervifor, grofly gape on ?

Behold her topp'd ?

0th. Death and damnation! oh!

Jago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think,

To bring 'em to that profpect : damn them then.

If ever mortal eyes do fee them bolfter

More than their own. What then ? how then ?

Y y y 1 What
s Joveji. \ this fpeech not in the jirji edit. ^ my name • the fuper-vifton.
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What fhall I fay ? where's fatisfadion ?

It is impoflible you fhould fee this.

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys,

As fait as wolves in pride, and fools as grofs

As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I fay.

If imputation and ftrong circumftances

Which lead diredly to the door of truth.

Will give you fatisfadion, you might have't.

0th, Give me a living reafon (he's difloyal.

Jago, I do not like the office
;

But fith I'm entred in this caufe (b far,

Prick'd to't by foolifh honefty and love,

I will go on. I lay with Caffio lately.

And being troubled with a raging tooth,

I could not fleep

There are a kind of men, fo loofe of foul

That in their fleeps will mutter their affairs

;

One of this kind is CaJJio

:

In fleep I heard him fay, Sweet Defdemona,

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves

!

And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring my hand.

Cry oh fweet creature! and then kifs me hard,

As if he pluckt up kiffes by the roots

And grew upon my lips; then lay his leg

Over my thigh, and figh and ki(s, and then

Cry, curfed fate ! that gave thee to the Moor.

0th. Oh monftrous! monftrous!

Jctgo, This was but his dream.

0th. But this denoted a fore-gone conclufion,

'Tis a flirewd doubt, tho' it be but a dream.

Jago. And this may help to thicken other proofs

That do demonftrate thinly.

0th. I'll tear her all to peices.
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Jago. Nay but be wife
;

yet we fee nothing done
j

She may be honeft yet. Tell me but this,

Have you not fometimes feen a handkerchief,

Spotted with ftrawberries, in your wife's hand ?

0th. I gave her fuch a one^ 'twas my firft gift.

Jago, I know not that ; but fuch a handkerchief,

^ (I'm fure it was your wife's,) did I to-day

See Cajjio wipe his beard with.

0th, If it be that

Jago, If it be that, or any, if 'twas hers,

It (peaks againft her with the other proofs.

0th, Oh that the flave had forty thoufand lives!

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge.

Now do I fee 'tis true. Look here, JagOy

All my fond love thus do I blow to heav'n :

'Tis gone ^

Arile black vengeance from the hollow hellf

Yield up, oh love, thy crown and hearted throne

To tyrannous hate! fwell bofom with thy fraught.

For 'tis of afpicks tongues.

Jago, Yet be content.

0th. Oh blood, blood, blood

Jago. Patience I fay^ your mind may change.

0th. Never, Jago, Like the Pontjck fea,

Whofe icy current and compulfive courfe,
^

Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on

To the Propont'tckj and the Hellejpont :

Even Co my bloody thoughts with violent pace

Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love,

'Till that a capable and wide revenge

Swallow them up— Now by yond marble heav'n,,

In the due rev'rence of a facred vow j
[He kneels.

I here engage my words J^EJ^*

% 'this fimile is omitted in the firfi edition : / think it Jhould be fo^ as an unna-

tural excurfion in this place.
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Jago. Do not rife yet: [Jago kneels.

Witnefs you ever-burning lights above?

You elements that clip us round about!

V/itnefs, that here Jago doth give up

The execution of his wit, hands, heart,

To wrong'd Othello's (ervice. Let him command,
^ Not to obey (hall be in me remorfe,

What bloody bufinefs ever.

0th. I greet thy love.

Not with vain thanks but with acceptance bounteous,

And will upon the inftant put thee to't:

Within thefe three days let me hear thee fay,

That CaJJlo's not alive.

Jago. My friend is dead

'Tis done at your requeft. But let her live.

0th. Damn her, lewd minx! oh damn her, damn her?

Come go with me apart, I will withdraw

To furnifh me with fbme fwift means of death

For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant.

Jago. I am your own for ever. \_Exeuyit,

SCENE IX.

Enter Defdemona, ^Emilia, and Clown.

Def. T"^ O you know, firrah, where lieutenant 6^7^^? lyes ?

JL/ Clown. I dare not fay he lies any where.

Def. Why man ?

Clown. He's a foldier, and for me to fay a foldier lies, 'tis ftabbing.

Def. Go to; where lodges he?

Clown. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where I lie.

Def Can any thing be made of this ?

Clown. I know not where he lodges ,• and for me to devife a

lodging, and fay he lyes here, or he lyes there, were to lie in

mine own throat. Def
^ and to ohy.



Moor (9/^ V E N ic E. 545

Def. Can you enquire him out? and be edified by report?

Clown, I will catechize the world for him, that is make

queftions, and by them anfwer.

Def. Seek him, bid him come hither,- tell him, I have

mov'd my lord on his behalf, and hope all will be well.

Clown. To do this is within the compafs of man's wit, and

therefore I will attempt the doing of it. [Ex'tt Clown.

Def. Where fhould I lofe the handkerchief, Mmtl'ta7

^m'tl. I know not, madam.

Def. Believe me, I had rather have lofl: my pur(e

Full of cruzadoes. And but my noble Moor

Is true of mind, and made of no fuch bafenefs

As jealous creatures are, it were enough

To put him to ill thinking.

JKmtl. Is he not jealous?

Def Who he? I think the Sun where he was born

Drew all fuch humours from him.

JEmtl. Look where he comes.

Def I will not leave him now, 'till Caffio be

Call'd to him. How is it with you, my lord ?

S C E N E X.

Enter Othello.

0th. Well, my good lady. Oh hardnefs to dilTemble!

How do you, Defdemonat

Def Well, my lord.

0th. Give me your hand^ this hand is moid, my lady.

Def. It yet hath felt no age, nor known no fbrrow.

0th, This argues fruitfulnefs, and liberal heart

:

Hot, hot, and moift this hand of yours requires

A fequefter from liberty
j

fafting and prayer.

Much caftigation, exercife devout,

For
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For here's a young and fweating devil here,

That commonly rebels: 'tis a good hand,

A frank one.

Def. You may, indeed, fay fo
j

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart.

0th. A liberal hand. The hearts of old, gave hands

;

But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts.

Def. I cannot fpeak of this^ come, now your promife.

0th. What promife, chuck ?

Def. I've fent to bid Caffio come fpeak with you.

0th. I have a fait and forry rheum offends me

;

Lend me thy handkerchief.

DeJ. Here, my lord.

0th. That which I gave you.

Def. I have it not about me.

Otk Not?

Def. No indeed, my lord.

0th. That's a fault. That handkerchief

Did an JE^^ptian to my mother give
^

She was a charmer, and could almoft read

The thoughts of people. She told her, while fhe kept it,

'Twould make her amiable, fubdue my father

Intirely to her love- but if fhe loft it

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye

should hold her loathed, and his fpirits hunt

After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me.

And bid me, when my fate would have me wiv'd.

To give it her. I did fb, and take heed on't ,*

Make it a darling like your precious eye,-

To loofe't or give't away, were fuch perdition

As nothing elfe could match.

Def Is't poffible ?

0th. 'Tis truej there's magick in the web of it;
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A Syhill that had numbred in the world

The fun to courfe two hundred compafTes,

In her prophetick fury fow'd the work :

The worms were hallowed, that did breed the filk

And it was dy'd in mummey, which the skilful

Conferv'd of maidens hearts.

Def, Indeed! is't true!

0th. Moft veritable, therefore look to't well.

Def, Then would to heav'n, that I had never feen't.

0th. Ha? wherefore?

Def. Why do you (peak fo ftartingly, and rafh ?

0th. Is't loft? is't gone? fpeak, is it out o'th' way?
Def. Blefs us!

0th. Say you?

Def. It is not loft but what and if it were ?

0th. Ha!

Def I fay it is not loft.

0th. Fetch't, let me fee't.

Def Why fo I can, Sir, but I will not now :

This is a trick to put me from my fuit.

Pray you let CaJJio be receiv'd again.

0th. Fetch me the handkerchief— my mind mifgives—

—

Def Come, you'll ne'er meet a more fufficient man.

0th. The handkerchief

Def A man that all his time

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love ,•

Shar'd dangers with you.

0th. The handkerchief——

Def. Infooth you are to blame.

0th. Away. [Exit Othello.

Vol. VI. Z z z SCENE
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SCENE XL
Manent Defdemona and ^Emilia.

^mlL Is not this man jealous ?

Def, I ne'er faw this before.

Sure there's fome wonder in this handkerchief:

I'm moft unhappy in the lofs of it.

JEmtl. 'Tis not a year or two (hews us a man :

They are but ftomachs, and we all but food,

They cat us hungerly, and when they're full

Ihey belch us. Look you! Caffio^ and my husband.

Enter Jago, and Caflio.

Jago. There is no other way, 'tis fhe muft do't ,•

And lo, the happinefs I go and importune her.

Def. How now, good CaJfiOy what's the news with you?

Caf. Madam, my former fuit. I do befeech you.

That by your virtuous means, I may again

Exift, and be a member of his love.

Whom I, with all the office of my heart

Intirely honour. I would not be delay'd

;

If my offence be of fuch mortal kind.

That not my fervice pad, nor prefent (brrows,

Nor purpos'd merit in futurity,

Can ranfom me into his love again ,•

But to know fo, muft be my benefit

;

So (hall I cloath me in a forc'd content,

And Hiut my felf up in fome other courie.

To fortune's arms.

Def. Alas! thrice gentle CaJ/iOy

My advocation is not now in tune 5
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My lord is not my lord nor fhould I know him.

Were he in favour, as in humour alter'd.

So help me every fpirit fandified.

As I have fpoken for you all my beft,

And ftood within the blank of his difpleafure

For my free fpeech. You muft a-while be patient;

What I can do, I will : and more I will

Than for my felf I dare. Let that fuffice you.

Jago, Is my lord angry?

JEm'tL He went hence but now

And certainly in ftrange unquietnefs.

Jctgo. Can he be angry ? I have feen the cannon.

When it hath blown his ranks into the air.

And like the devil from his very arm

Puft his own brother j and can he be angry ?

Something of moment then 5 I will go meet him,

There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry.

SCENE XII.

Manent Defdemona, ^Emilia, and Caflio.

Def, I pr'ythec do fo. Something fure of ftate.

Either from Venke^ or fome unhatch'd pradice.

Made here demonftrable in Cyprus to him,

Hath pndled his clear fpirit; and in fuch cafes,

Mens natures wrangle with inferior things,

Tho' great ones are their obje(5t. 'Tis ev'n fo.

For let our finger ake, and it endues

Our other healthful members with a fenfe

Of pain. Nay, we muft think men are not Gods,

Nor of them look for (uch obf rvance always.

As fits the bridal. Befhrew me much, ^mtltay

I was, unhandfome warrior as I am,

Z 2 z i
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Arraigning his unkindnefs with my foul
;

But now I find, I had fuborn'd the witnefs,

And he's indited falfely.

^mtl. Pray heav'n it be

State-matter, as you think, and no conceprion

Nor jealous toy concerning you.

Def. Alas-the-day, I never give him caufe.

j^m'd. But jealous fouls will not be anfwer'd fo,-

They are not ever jealous for a caufe,

But jealous, for they're jealous. It's a monfter

Begot upon it felf, born on it felf

Def Heav'n keep that monfter from Othello's mind!

JRmih Lady, amen.

Def, I will go feek him. Cajfio^ walk hereabout j

If 1 do find him fit, I'll move your fuit,

And feek t' effi^ct it to -my uttermoft.

" Caf I humbly thank your ladyfliip. Defdem. and ^mil.

SCENE XIII.

Enter Bianca.

Bian. 'Save you, friend CaJJlo.

Caf. What makes you from home ?

How is it with you, my moft fair Bianca 7

Indeed, fweet love, I was coming to your hou/e.

Bian, And I was going to your lodging, Cajfio.

' What ? keep a week away } (even days and nights }

' Eightfcore eight hours ? and lover's abfent hours,

* More tedious than the dial, eightfcore times

* Oh weary reck'ning!

Caf, Pardon me, Bianca :

I have this while with leaden thoughts been preft.

But I fhall in a more ^convenient time

Strike
» contimate.
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Strike ofF this fcore of abfence. Sweet E'lanca^

\Gmng her Derdcmona'5 Handkerchief.

Take me this work out.

Btan. Oh CaJJlo^ whence came this ?

This is fbme token from a newer friend :

Of thy felt abfence, now I feel a caufe:

Is't come to this ? well, well.

Caf, Go to, woman
5

Throw your vile gueffes in the devil's teeth,

From whence you have them. You are jealous now
That this is from fome miftrefs, fome remembrance ?

No, in good troth, Btanca,

Btan. Why, whofe is it ?

Caf, I know not neither ,• I found it in my chamber

I like the work well \ ere it be demanded,

As Hke enough it will, I'd have it copied :

Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time.

Btan. Leave you ? wherefore ?

Caf. I do attend here on the General,

And think it no addition, nor my wifh

To have him fee me woman'd.

Btan. Why, I pray you ?

Caf. Not that 1 love you not.

Btan. But that you do not love me

;

I pray you bring me on the way a little.

And fay, if I (hall fee you foon at night ?

Caf. 'Tis but a little way that I can bring you,

For I attend here. But I'll fee you foon.

Bian. 'Tis very good ^ I muft be circumftanc'd. \Exeunt.
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

A Rome of State,

Enter Othello, and Jago.

J A G 0«

\ LL you think fo ?

0th. Think (b, Jago 7
Jago. What, to kifs in private?

0th. An unauthoriz'd kifs?

Jago. Or to be naked with her friend in bed.

An hour or more, not meaning any harm ?

0th. Naked in bed, Jago, and not mean harm ?

* It is hypocrifie againft the devil

:

* They that mean virtuoufly, and yet do fb,

* The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heav'n.

Jago. If they do nothing, 'tis a venial flip:

But if I give my wife a handkerchief

0th. What then ?

Jago. Why then, 'tis her's, my lord, and being hers,

she may, I think, beflow't on any man.

0th. She is protecStrefs of her honour too
;

May fhe give that ?

Jago. Her honour is an effence that's not (een.

They have it very ofc, that have it not.

But for the handkerchief

0th. By heav'n I would moft gladly have forgot it;

Thou faidft,— oh, it comes o'er my memory.

As doth the raven o'er th' infeded houfe,

c : Beading
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Boading to all,— he had my handkerchief.

Jago. Ay, what of that ?

Ofh, That's not Co good now.

Jago. What if I faid, Pad feen him do you wrong ?

Or heard him fay, as knaves be fuch abroad,

Who having by their own importunate fuit.

Or voluntary dotage of fome miftrefs.

Convinced or fupplicd them, cannot chufe

But they muft blab.

OtL Hath he faid any thing?

Jago. He hath, my lord ; but be you well affur'd.

No more than he'll unfwear.

Ofk What hath he faid ?

Jago. Why, that he did 1 know not what he did

Otk What? what?

Jago, Lye
Oik With her?

y^fgo. With her ? on her— what you will

Ofb. Lye with her! lye on her! lye with her! that's fulfbm:

handkerchief Confeflions Handkerchief * I tremble

at it Nature would not inveft her felf in fuch fhadowing

without fome inftru(5tion. It is not wtords that fhake me thus

pilli Nofes, ears, and lips is't pofTible!— confefs !

handkerchief !— Oh devil [Falls in a 'Trance,

Jcigo. Work on,

My medicine works! thus credulous fools arc caught;

And many worthy and chall dames even thus

All guiltlefs meet reproach. What hoa! my lord!

My lord, I fay, Othtllo.

* Handkerchief to confefs, and be hang'd for his labour Firft, to

be hang'd, and th^n to confels No hint of this trajlj in ihc \ji edit.

SCENE
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S C E N E II.

Enter Caflio.

How now, Cajfiol

Caf. What's the matter ?

Jago. My lord is fain into an cpilepfle,

This is the fecond fit ^ he had one yefterday.

Caf. Rub him about the temples.

Jago, No, forbear.

The lethargy muft have his quiet courfe,-

If not, he foams at mouth, and by and byl

Breaks out to favage madnefs :— look, he ftirs.

Do you withdraw your felf a little while.

He will recover ftraight; when he is gone,

I would on great occafion fpeak with you. [Exit Caflio.

How is it. General ? have you not hurt your head ?

0th. Doft thou mock me ?

Jago. I mock you not, by heav'n
;

Would you would bear your fortune like a man.

0th, A horned man's a monfter and a beaft.

Jogo. There's many a beaft then in a populous city,

And many a civil monfter.

0th. Did he confefs it?

Jago. Good Sir, be a man :

"

Think every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd

May draw with you. Millions are now alive.

That nightly lye in thofe unproper beds,

Which they dare f^car peculiar. Your cafe is better.

Oh, "tis the fpight of hell, the fiend's arch-mock,

To lip a wanton in a fecure couch ,•

And to fuppofe her chaft. No, let me know.

And knowing what I am, I know what ftie flialf be.

0th. Oh, thou art wife; 'tis certain.
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Jago, Stand you a while apart,

ConHne your felf but in a patient lift.

Whilft you were here, o'er-whelmed with your grief

(A paflion moft "unfitting fiach a man)

CaJ/io came hither. I fliifted him away,

And laid good 'fcufes on your ecftafie

Bad him anon return, and here Ipeak with me;
The which he promis'd. Do but encave your (elf.

And mark the fleers, the gibes and notable fcorns.

That dwell in every region of his face.

For I will make him tell the tale anew;

Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when

He hath, and is again to cope your wife.

I fay, but mark his gefture. Marry patience,

Or I ftiall fay you're all in all in fpleen.

And nothing of a man.

0th, Doft thou hear, Jago,

I will be found moft cunning in my patience

;

But, doft thou hear, moft bloody.

Jago, That's not amifs

;

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw?

[Othello whhdrawsl

Now will I queftion CaJJio of Biama,

A hufwife, that by felling her defires.

Buys her felf bread and cloth. It is a creature

That dotes on CaffJo, as 'tis the ftrumpet's plague

To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one
j

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain

From the excels of laughter. Here he comes. . .

^

Vol. VI. Aaaa SCENE
a refuUing.
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SCENE III.

Enter Caffio.

As he (hall fmile, Othello fliall go mad

;

And his unbookifh jealoufie muft conftrue

Poor Cajjio'% fmiles, geftures and light behaviour

Quite in the wrong. How do you now, Heutenant ?

Caf. The worfer, that you gave me the addition,

"Whofe want even kills me.

Jago. Ply Defaemona well, and you are (ure on't

:

Now, if this fute lay in Bmnca\ '° power, \SpeaKmg lower.

How quickly fhould you fpeed I

Caf. Alas, poor caitiff.

0th. Look how he laughs already.

'Jago. I never knew a woman love man (b.

Caf. Alas, poor rogue, I think indeed (he loves me.

0th. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs out.

'jcigo. Do you hear, CaJJlo'}

0th. Now he importunes him

To tell it o'er : go to, well faid, well faid.

Jago. She gives it out, that you fhall marry her.

Do you intend it ?

Caf. Ha, ha, ha.

0th. Do ye triumph, Romanl do you triumph?

Caf I marry! What? a cuftomcr ? pr'ythee bear fome cha-

rity to my wit, do not think it fo unwholfome. Ha, ha, ha,

0th. So, fo : they laugh that win.

Jago.. Why, the cry goes, that you Ihall marry her.

Caf. Pr'ythee fay true.

Jago. I am a very villain elfe.

0th. Have you fcoar'd me r welL

Caf.

^ douoer.
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Ca/. This is the monkey's own giving out : flie is perfwaded I

will marry her, out of her own love and flattery, not out of my
promife.

Oih. Jago beckons me : now he begins the (lory.

Caf. She was here even now ; (he haunts me in every place. I

was the other day talking on the fea bank with certain Venet'iansy

and thither comes the bauble, and falls me thus about my neck —
0th, Crying, oh dear Caffio, as it were : his gefture imports it.

Caf. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me, fb fhakes, and pulls

me. Ha, ha, ha

0th. Now he tells how (he pluckt him to my chamber: oh, I

fee that nofe of yours, but not that dog I (hall throw it to.

Caf, Well, I muft leave her company.

J^go» Before mej look where (he comes.

SCENE IV.

Enter Bianca.

Caf. 'Tis fuch another f fitchew! marry, a perfum'd one

:

What do you mean by this haunting of me ?

Bian. Let the devil and his damn haunt you what did you

mean by that fame handkerchief you gave me even now ? I was a

fine fool to take it: I muft take out the work? a likely piece of

work, that you (hould find it in your chamber, and know not

who left it there. This is fome minxe's token, and I muft take

out the work? there, give it your hobbey-horfe : wherefbever you

had it, I'll take out no work on't.

Caf How now, my fweet Bianca? how now? how now?

0th, By heaven, that (hould be my handkerchief.

Bian, If you'll come to fupper to-night, you may ^ if you will

not, come when you are next prepar'd for. [&//.

Jago. After her, after her.

Caf I muft, (he'll rail in the ftreets elle.

A a a a ^ J<^g^*
FitcheiUy a pole-cat.
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: Jago. Will you fup there?

Caf, Yes, I intend fo.

Jago. Well, I may chance to fee you ^ for I would very faia

fpeak with you.

Caf, Pr'ythee come, will you ?

Jago, Go to, fay no more. Sfixtt Calfio.

S C E N E V.

Manent Othello and Jago;

0th How (hall I murther him, Jago7

Jago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice

Otk Oh, Jago/-
, „ , . ^

Jago, And did you fee the handkerchief?.

0th. Was that mine?
. ^ , , . ,

Ja^^o Yours, by this hand: and to fee how he prizes the

fooliOi woman your wife— She gave it him, and he hath given

it his whore.

0th. I would have him nine years a killings

A fine woman! a fair woman! a fweet woman!

Jago. Nay, you muft forget that.

0th. let her rot and perifh, and be damn d to night, for

(he (hall not live. No, my heart is turn'd to ftone: 1 ftrike it,

and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world hath not a fweeter crea-

^^^^ mjghtlye by an emperor's fide, and command him tasks.

"'W. N'^y> ^^^^'^ your way.

0/1* Hang her, I do but fay what (he is - — fo delicate with

her needle— An admirable mufician. Oh, fhe will fing the

favagenefs outof abear: offo high and plenteous wit and invention!

Jago. She's the woife for all this.

0th. Oh, athoufand, a thoufand times:

And then of fo gentle condition

!

Jago. Ay, too gentle.

0th. Nay, that's certain.
^
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But yet the pity of it, Jago— Oh, Jago, the pity of it, Jago—
Jago. If you are fo fond over her iniquity, give her patent to

offend; for if it touch not you, it comes near no body.

0th, I will chop her into meffes; cuckold mef

Jago, Oh, 'tis foul in her.

0th. With mine officer!

Jago. That's fouler.

0th. Get me fome poifbn, Jago^ this night. Pll not expofttr-

kte with her, left her body and her beauty unprovide my mind,

again : this night, Jago.

Jago. Do it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bed>

Even in the bed (he hath contaminated.

0th. Good, good:

The juftice of it pleafesj very good.

Jago. And for CaJ/loy let me be his undertaker

You fhall hear more by midnight.

SCENE VI.

Enter Lodovico, Defdemona, and Attendants^.

0th, Excellent good what trumpet is that fame ?

Jago. 1 warrant (bmething from Venke,

'Tis Lodovkoi this comes from the Duke.

See, your wife's with him.
^

Led. Save you, worthy GeneraL

0th. With all my heart. Sir.

Lod. The Duke and the fenators of J/enice greet you.

[Gives htm a Letter,

0th. I kifs the inftrument of their pleafures.

Def. And hat's the news, good coufin Lodovko ?.

Jago. I am very glad to fee you, fignior.

Welcome to Cyprus.

Lod. 1 thank you 3 how does lieutenant CaJ/io 7
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Jago, Lives, Sir.

Def, Coufin, there's fall'n between him and my lord

An unkind breach: but you (hall make all well.

0th. Are you fure of that ?

Def, My lord.

0th. This fail you not to do, as you will—
Lod. He did not call ; he's bufie in the paper.

Is there divifion 'twixt my lord and Cajfio ?

Def. A moft unhappy one; I would do much
T' atone them, for the love I bear to Caffio.

0th. Fire and brimftonel

Def. My lord!

0th. Are you wife ?

Def. What, is he angry ?

Lod, May be the letter mov'd him.

For as I think they do command him home,

Deputing Cajfio in his government.

Def. Truft me, I am glad on't.

Otk Indeed!

Def My lord!

0th. I am glad to fee you mad.

Def Why, fweet Othello?

0th. Devil!

Def I have not deferv'd this.

Lod. My lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice^

Though I fhould fwear I faw't. 'Tis very much,

Make her amends, fhe weeps.

0th. Oh devil, devil

!

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears,

Each drop (he falls would prove a crocodile ;

Out of my fight—
Def. I will not ftay t' offend you. \(lomg.

Lod, Truly an obedient lady ;

I

4
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I do befeech your lordfliip call her back.

0th, Miftrefs.

Def. My lord.

0th, What would you with her, Sir ?

Lod. Who I, my lord ?

0th. I! you did wifh that I would make her turn:

Sir, {he caa turn and turn, and yet go on.

And turn again. And (he can weep. Sir, weepj

And (he's obedient : as you fay obedient.

Very obedient— proceed you in your tears—
Concerning this, Sir,— oh well painted paflion?—
I am commanded home— get you away,

I'll fend for you anon— Sir, I obey the mandate,

And will return to /^^'«/£-^— Hence, avant! \_Exh Defcf.

Cajfio fhall have my place. And, Sir, to-night

I do entreat that we may fup together.

You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus—
Goats and Monkies! [^Exh,

SCENE VII.

Manent Lodovico, and Jago.

Lod. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full fenate

Call all-in-all fufficient? this the nature

Which paflion could not fhake ? whofe folid virtue

The (hot of accident nor dart of chance

Could neither graze nor pierce ?

Jago, He is much chang'd.

Lod. Are his wits fafe ? is he not of light brain ?

Jago. He's what he is ; I may not breathe my cenfure;

What he might be, if what he might he is not,

I would to heav'n he were.

Lod. What, ftrike his wife!
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Jago, 'Faith that was not (b well yet would I knew
That ftroke would prove the worft.

Lod, Is it his ufe ?

'Or did the letters work upon his blood,

And new-create this fault?

Jago. Alas, alas

!

it is not honefty in me to (peak

What I have feeti and known. You fhall obferve him.

And his own courfes will denote him fo,

That I may fave my fpeech. Do but go after,

And mark how he continues.

Lod. I'm forry that I am deceiv'd in him. \Exeunt,

SCENE VIII.

An Apartment.

Enter Othello and i£milia,

Qth. '\7'0 U have (een nothing then?

JL jEmil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did /iifped.

Otb. Yes, you have feen CaJ/io and her together.

JEmtl. But then I faw no harm ; and then I heard

Each fyllable that breath made up between them.

0th. What? did they never whifper?

^mtL Never, my lord.

0th. Nor fend you out o' th' way ?

A^rml. Never.

Oth» To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor nothing?

^md. Never, my lord.

0th. That's ftrange

!

/Em'tU I durft, my lord, to wager fhe is honeft.

Lay down my (bul at ftake,- if you think other.

Remove your thought, it doth abufe your bofbm.

If
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If any wretch hath put this in your head, *

Let heav'n requite it with the ferpent's curie;

For if fhe be not honeft, chaft and true.

There's no man happy, the pureft of their wives

Is foul as flander.

Ofk Bid her come hither, go. [Exh Emilia.
She fays enough

;
yet fhe's a fimple bawd

That cannot fay as much. This is a (iibtle whore,

A clofct-lock and key of villanous fecrets
;

And yet flie'll kneel, and pray ; I've feen her do't.

S C E N E IX.

Enter DefHemona and iEmilia.

De/. My lord, what is your will ?

Otk Pray you, chuck, come hither.

De/l What is your pleafiire ?

Ofk Let me fee your eyes ; look in my face.

Def, What horrible fancy's this?

Otb. Some of your function, miftrefs,

Leave procreants alone, and fhut the door.

Cough, or cry hem, if any body come.

Your myftery, your myftery
5
nay difpatch. [Exil i£milia.

De/, Upon my knee, what doth your fpeech import ?

I underftand a fury in your words,

^ But not your words.

Ofh, Why ? what art thou ?

De/, Your wife, my lord
;
your true and loyal wife.

0th, Come fwear it ; damn thy felf ,• left being like one

Of heav'n, the devils themfelves (hould fear to feize thee.

Therefore be double damn'd j fwear thou art honeft.

De/ Heav'n doth truly know it.

OtL Heav'n truly knows,

Vol. VI. Bbbb That
fhis line is added out of the firjl edition.
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That thou art falfe as hell.

Def. To whom, my lord ?

With whom ? how am I falfe ?

0th, Ah, Defdgmoriy away, away, away—
Def, Alas the heavy day! why" do you weep?

Am I. the motive of thefe tears, my lord ?

If haply you my father do fu(pe6t

An inftrument of this your calling back.

Lay not your blame on me j if you've loft him.

Why I have loft him too.

0th, Had it pleas'd heav'n

To try me with afilidion, had he rain'd

All kind of fores and fliames on my bare head,

Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips,

Giv'n to captivity me and my hopes

I ftiould have found in fome place of my foul

A drop of patience. But alas, to make me
A fixed figure for the hand of fcora

To point his flow and moving finger at

Yet could I bear that too, well, very well.

But there where I have garner'd up my heart.

Where either I muft live, or bear no life.

The fountain from the which my current runs.

Or eUe dries upj to be difcarded thence
j

Or keep it as a ciftern, for foul toads

To knot and gender in. Turn thy complexion there

Patience, thou young and rofe-lipp'd cherubin,-

I here look grim as hell.

Def, I hope my noble lord efteems me honeft.

0th. Oh ay, as fummer-flies are in the fhambles,

That quicken ev'n with blowing. Oh thou weed

!

Who art fo lovely fair, and fmeirft fo fweet.

That the fenfe akes at thee

Would thou had'ft ne'er been born f
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Def, Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed >

Otk, Was this fair paper, this moft goodly book.

Made to write whore upon? What, committed?

Committed? Oh, thou publick commoner!

I (hould make very forges of my cheeks.

That would to cynders burn up modefty.

Did but I fpeak thy deeds. What, committed ?

Heav'n ftops the nofe at it, and the moon winks ,•

The bawdy wind, that kiffes all it meets.

Is hufh'd within the hollow mine of earth

And will not hear't. What, committed?

Def. By heav'n, you do me wrong.

0th. Are not you a ftrumpet ?

Def. No, as I am a chriftian.

If to preferve this veffel for my lord

From any other foul unlawful touch.

Be not to be a ftrumpet, I am none.

0th. What, not a whore ?

Def. No, as I (hall be faved.

0th. Is't poflible?

Def. Oh heav'n forgive us.

0th, I cry you mercy, then.

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice

^

That married with Othello—
SCENE X.

Enter iEmilia.

You miftrefs.

That have the office oppofite to Saint Feter^

And keep the gate of hell 5 You! you! ay you!

We have done our courfe, there's mony for your pains

I pray you turn the key, and keep our counfel.

Bbbb 1
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Mm'tL Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ?

How do you, madam ? how do you, my good lady ?

Def. Faith, half afleep.

/EmtL Good madam, what's the matter with my lord ?

Def, With whom ?

jEm'tl. Why, with my lord, madam ?

Def Who is thy lord?

^m'tl. He that is yours, fweet lady.

Def I have none ; do not talk to me, Mim'tl'ta^

I cannot weep j nor anfwer have I none.

But what fhould go by water. Pray to-night

Lay on my bed my wedding flieets, remember

And call thy husband hither.

^m'd. Here's a change indeed \ [Exh

Def 'Tis meet I fhould be us'd (b, very meet

:

How have I been behav'd, that he might ftick

The fmall'ft opinion of my leaft mifufe ?

S C E N E XL
Enter Jago and Emilia.

Jago. What is your pleafure, madam ? how is't with you >

Def, I cannot tell ^ thofe that do teach your babes.

Do it with gentle means, and eafie tasks ,•

He might have chid me fo: for in good faith

I am a child to chiding.

Jago. What's the matter, lady?

j¥lmH. Alas, Jago, my lord hath fo bewhor'd her.

Thrown fuch defpight and heavy terms upon her

That true hearts cannot bear it.

Def, Am I that name, Jago?

Jago, What name, fair lady ?

Def Such as (he faid my lord did fay I was»
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jErftil, He caird her whore ; a beggar, in his drink.

Could not have laid fuch terms upon kis callet.

Jago, Why did he fo ?

De/l I do not know ; Fm Cure I am none fuch.

J^ago, Do not weep, do not weep; alas the day!

j^miL Hath fhe forfook fo many noble matches ?

Her father ? and her country ? and her friends ?

To be call'd whore ? would it not make one weep ?

Def, It is my wretched fortune,

Jago, Befhrew him for't ; how comes this trick upon him
Def, Nay, heav'n doth know.

^m'tL I will be hang'd if fome eternal villain.

Some bufie and infinuating rogue,

Some cogging, cozening flave, to get (bme office.

Has not devis'd this flander : Til be hang'd elfe.

Jago. Fie, there is no fuch man ; it is impoflible.

Def. If any fuch there be, heav'n pardon him.

JKm'tL A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones. »

Why fhould he call her whore ? who keeps her company J

What place? what time? what form ? what likely-hood

^

The Moor*s abus'd by (bme mod villanous knave.

Some bafe notorious knave, fbme fcurvy fellow.

Oh heav'n, that fuch companions thou'dft unfold.

And put in every honeft hand a whip,

To lafh the rafcal naked through the world,

Ev*n from the eaft to th' weft

!

Jago, Speak within door.

Mmtl. Oh fie upon them! Some fuch *fquire he was

That turn'd your wit the feamy fide without.

And made you to fufped me with the Moor,

Jago. You are a fool
j
go to.

Def. Alas, Jago.

What fhall 1 do to win my lord again?
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Good friend, go to him; by this light of heav'n,
I icnow not how I loft him. Here I kneel [Kneelmg.

If e'er my will did trefpafs 'gainft his love.

Or in difcourfe, or thought, or adtual deed;

Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any fen(e

Delighted them on any other form

Or that I do not yet, and ever did.

And ever will, though he do fhake me off

To beggarly divorcement, love him dearly.

Comfort forfwear me! Unkindnefs may do much,

And his unkindnefs may defeat my life,

But never taint my love. I can't fay whore.

It do's abhor me now I (peak the word
;

To do the ad, that might th' addition earn.

Not the world's mafs of vanity could make me.

Jago. I pray you be content ; 'tis but his humour

;

The bufinefs of the ftate do's him offence.

And he does chide with you.

Def. If 'twere no other

Jcigo. It is but (b, I warrant.

Hark how thefe inftruments fummon to fupper! \X^umpets,

The meffenger of Venice ftays the meat

;

Go in, and weep not j all things (hall be well.

[Exeunt Defdemona and Emilia.

S C E N E XII.

Enter Rodorigo.

How now, Rodongo?

Rod, I do not find that thou deal'ft juftly with me.

Jago. What in the contrary ?

Rod, Every day thou doft'ft me with fome devi(e Jago, and ra-

ther, as it (eems to me now, keep'ft from me all convenjency,

than
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than fupplieft me with the leaft advantage of hope. I will indeed

no longer endure it. Nor am I yet perfwaded to put up in peace

what already I have fooliflily (uffer'd.

Jago. Will you hear me, Rodongo 7

Rod, I have heard too muchj and your words and performan-

ces are no kin together.

Jago, You charge me moft unjuftly.

Rod, With nought but truth : I have wafted my felf out of

my means. The jewels you have had from me to deliver to

demona, would half have corrupted a Votarift. You have told

me flie hath received them, and returned me expedtations and

comforts of fudden refpec^t and acquaintance, but I find none.

Jago, Well, go to
J
very well.

Rod, Very well, goto,- I cannot go to, man, nor 'tis not ve-

ry well
J

nay, I think it is fcurvy ; and begin to find my felf

fob'd in it.

Jago, Very well.

Rod, I tell you, 'tis not very well. I wilt make my felf known to-

Defdemona : If (he will return me my jewels, I will give over my
fiiit, and repent my unlawful folicitation ; if not, aflfure your felf

I will feek fati^fadion of you.

Jago, You have faid now.

Rod, Ay, and faid nothing but what I proteft intendment of

doing.

Jago. Why, now I fee there's mettle in thee ; and even from

this inftant do I build on thee a better opinion than ever before.

Give me thy hand, Rodongo^ thou haft taken againft me a moft

juft exception j but I proteft I have dealt moft diredly in thy

affair.

Rod. It hath not appeared.

Jago. I grant indeed it hath not appear'd j and your fufpicion

is not without wit and judgment. But, Rodongo^ if thou haft

that in thee indeed, which I have greater reafon to believe now

than
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than ever (I mean, purpofe, courage, and valour) this night fliew

it. If thou the next night following enjoy not Defdemona, take

me from this world with treachery, and devife engines for my
life.

Rod, Well^ what is it? is it within reafon and compafs?

Jago, Sir, there is efpecial commiffion come from Vemce to

depute Cajfio in Othello\ place.

Rod, Is that true? why then Othello and Defdemona return a-

gain to Venice,

Jago. Oh no,- he goes into Mauruama^ and taketh away

with him the fair Defdemona^ unlefs his abode be lingred here

by fbme accident. Wherein none can be fb determinate, as the

removing of Cajfio,

Rod, How do you mean removing him?

Jago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello's place;

knocking out his brains.

Rod, And that you would have me to do ?

Jago. Ay, if you dare do your felf a profit, and a right. He
fups to-night with a harlot ; and thither will I go to him. He
knows not yet of his honourable fortune j if you will watch his

going thence (which I will fafhion to fall out between twelve and

one) you may take him at your pleafure. I will be near to fe-

cond your attempt, and he (hall fall between us. Come, ftand

not amaz'd at it, but go along with me ; I will fhew you fuch a

neceflity in his death, that you fhall think your felf bound to put

it on bim. It is now high fupper-time; and the night grows to

wafte. About it.

Rod. I will hear further rea(bn for this.

Jago, And you fhall be fatisfied. [Exemt,

SCENE
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SCENE XIII.

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Defdemona, iEmilia, and Attendants,

Lod, I do befeech you, Sir, trouble your felf no further.

0th, Oh pardon ; 'twill do me good to walk.

Lod, Madam, good night ,• I humbly thank your ladyfliip,

Def, Your honour is moft welcome.

0th. Will you walk. Sir ? oh Defdemona /—
Def, My lord.

0th, Get you to bed on th' inftant, I will be returned forth-

with 5 difmifs your attendant there; look't be done. [Exit*

Def I will, my lord.

JEmil, How goes it now? he looks gentler than he did.

Def He fays he will return incontinent.

And hath commanded me to go to bed.

And bid me to difmifs you.

^m'tl. Difmifs me ?

Def It was his bidding
;

therefore, good JEmtltay

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu.

We muft not now difpleafe him.

JEmil, I would you had never feen him.

Def So would not I; my love doth fo approve him.

That even his ftubbornefs, his checks, his frowns,

(Pr'ythee unpin me) have grace and favour in them.

JEm'tl, I have laid thofe fheets you bad me on the bed.

Def All's one: good father! how foolifh are our minds?

If I do die before thee, pr'ythee ftiroud me
In one of thefe fame fheets.

Come, come^ you talk.

Def My mother had a maid call'd Barbara^

She was in love, and he fhe lov'd prov d mad.

And did forfake her She had a fbng of willow,

V o L. VI. C c c c Aa
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Aa old thing 'twas, but it exprefs'd her fortune.

And fhe dy'd finging it. That fong to-night

Will not go from my mind ,• Pve much ado.

But to go hang my head all at one fide,

And fing it like poor Barbara, Pr'ythee dilpatch,

^mil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ?

DeJ] No, unpin me here,*

This Lodov'tco is a proper man.

j^m'tL A very handfom man.

Def, He /peaks well.

j¥lmil. I know a lady in Venice would have walk'd bare-foot

JO Falefltne for a touch of his nether lip.

Def The poor foul fat ftngmg by a fycamoretreey [finging.

Sing all a green w'dlow

:

Her hand on her bofom^ her head on her knefy

Sing willoWy willow^ willow^

The frejh firearns ran by her^ and rmrmufd her moans ;

Sing willow, &c.

Her fait tears fell from her^ and foftmd the flones j

Sing willow, 3cc.

Willow, willow, (Pr'ythee bye thee, he'll come anon)

Sing all a green willow mufi be my garland.

Let no body blame him, his fcorn I approve.

Nay that's not next— Hark who is't that knocks ?

j^md. It's the wind.

Def. / call'd my love falfe love hut what faid he then!

Sing willow. Sec,

If I court more women, youHl couch with more men.

So get thee gone, good-night,- mine eyes do itch.

Doth that boad weeping?

JEmiU 'Tis neither here nor there.

Def, I have heard it faid foj oh thefe men, thefe menf

Doft thou in confcience think, tell me Mmilia^

That
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That there be women do abufe their husbands

In fuch grofs kind ?

^miL There be (bme fiich, no queftion.

Def, Would'ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world ?

^mtL Why, would not you?

Def. No, by this heav nly light.

JRmtL Nor I neither by this heav'nly light,

I might do't as well i'th' dark.

Def. Would'ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world ?

^m'tl. The world's a huge thing
;

It is a great price, for a fmall vice.

Def. In troth I think thou would'ft not.

M^tl In troth I think I fhould, and undo't when I had done*'

Marry, I would not do fuch a thing for a joint ring, nor for

meafures of lawn, nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps | nor any

petty exhibition. But for all the whole world
j why, who would

not make her husband a cuckold, to make him a monarch? Ifhould

venture purgatory for't.

Def Beftirew me, if I would do fuch a wrong

For the whole world.

MmtL Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'th' world; and ha-

ving the world for your labour, 'tis a wrong in your own world,

and you might quickly make it right.

Def I do not think there is any fuch woman.

JEm'tL Yes, a dozen ^ and as many to th' vantage, as would

ftore the world they plaid for.

But 1 do think it is their husbands faults,

If wives do fall : fay, that they flack their duties,

And pour our treafures into foreign laps

;

Or elfe break out in pecvifli jealoufies.

Throwing reftraint on usj or fay they ftrike us,

Or fcant our former having in defpight
j

Why we have galls; and though we h^ve fome grace^

C c c c 2, Yet
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Yet have we fome revenge. Let husbands know.

Their wives have fenfe like them,- they fee and fmell,

And have their palats both for fweet and fbwer.

As husbands have. What is it that they do.

When they change us for others ? is it fport ?

I think it is j and doth afFedion breed it ?

I think it doth : is't fraily that thus errs ?

It is fo too. And have not we afFe(5tions ?

Defires for fport ? and frailty as men have ?

Then let them ufe us well ^ elfe let them know.

The ills we do, their ills inftrudl us to.

Def. Good-night
j
good-night j heav'n me (uch ufes fend,

Not to pick bad from bad but by bad, mend. {Exeunt,

ACT V. SCENE I.

7^e Street,

Enter Jago and Rodorigo.

J A G O.

E RE, ftand behind this bulk. Straight will he
come :

Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home
;

Quick, quick, fear nothing,- I'll be at thy elbow.

It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that.

And fix moft firm, thy refblution.

Rod, Be near at hand, I may mifcarry in't.

Jago, Here, at thy hand j
" be bold and take thy Iword.

Rod, I have no great devotion to the deed.

Yet he faath giv'n me fatisfying reafbns ,•

'Tis
• hehoUi and take thy ftand.
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*Tis but a man gone. Forth my fword ; he dies.^

Jago, I've rub'd this young gnat almoft to the fenC

And he grows angry. Now whether he kill CaJJlo^

Or CaJJto him, or each do kill the other,

Every way makes my gain. Live Rodorigo,

Hecalls me to a reftitution large

Of gold and jewels, that I bob'd from htm.

As gifts to Defdemom,

It muft not be. If Cajpo do remain.

He hath a daily beauty in his life.

That makes me ugly ^ and befides the Moor
May unfold me to him there ftand I in peril;

No, he muft die. Be it fo, I hear him coming. Jago;

Enter Caffio.

Rod, I know his gate; 'tis he: villain thou dyeft.

[He runs at Caflio, and wounds h'tm^

Caf. That thruft had been mine enemy indeed.

But that my coat is better than thou know'ft:

I will make proof of thine.

Rod. Oh, I am flain,. [P^g^^y ^^d both falL

Caf. I'm maim'd for ever ;
help hoa! murther,. murther?

S C E N E II.

Enter Othello above at a Window,

0th, The voice of CaJjiOy Jago keeps his word.

Rod, Oh villain that I am!

0th. It is even (b.

Caf. Oh help ho! light! afurgeon!

0th, 'Tis he! oh brave J^^^?, honeft and juft.

That haft flich noble fenfe of thy friend's wrong,

Thou teacheft me— Minion, your dear lies dead.

And
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And your fate hyes apace. Strumpet, I come

:

From off my heart, thofe charms thine eyes, are blotted.

Thy bed luft-ftain'd, fhall with luft's blood be fpotted. [Ex. Oth-

SCENE III.

Enter Lodovico and Gratiano.

Caf. What ho! no watch? nopaflage? murther, murther!

Gra, 'Tis fome mifchance, the voice is very direful.

Caf Oh help!

Lod. Hark

!

Rod. Oh wretched villain

!

Lod. Two or three groans. It is a heavy nighty

Thefe may be counterfeits : let's think't unfafe

To come into the cry, without more help.

Rod, No body come : then (hall I bleed to death.

Enter Jago, m hh Jhirt,

Lod. Hark.

Gra. Here's one comes in his fhirt, with light and weapons.

Jago. Who's there? whofe noife is this that cries out murther?

Lod. We do not know.

Jago. Do not you hear a cry ?

Caf. Here, here : for heav'n fake help me.

Jago. What's the matter?

Gra, This is Othello's Ancient, as I take it.

Lod. The fame indeed, a very valiant fellow.

Jago. What are you here, that cry fo grievoufly?

Caf Jago 7 oh I'm fpoil'd, undone by villains!

Give me fome help.

Jago. Oh me, lieutenant! what villains have done this.^

Caf. I think that one of them is hereabout,

And cannot make away.

J^go,
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Jago. Oh treacherous villains!

What are you there ? come in and give fome help.

Rod, Oh help me there.

Caf, That's one of them.

Jago, Oh murd'rous flave ! oh villain! [J^go fi^hs him*
Rod, Oh damn'd Jago ! oh inhuman dog

!

Jago. Kill men i'th' dark ? where be thefe bloody thieves

!

How filent is this town? ho, murther! murther!

What may you be! are you of good or evil?

Lod, As you {hall prove us, prai(e us.

'Jago, Signior Lodovico,

Lod, He, Sir.

Jago, I cry you mercy ! here's CaJ/io hurt by villains,

Gra, Cafflo?

Jago. How is't, brother?

Caf, My leg is cut in two. •

Jago, Marry heav'n forbid

:

Light gentlemen, I'll bind it with my fliirt.

SCENE IV.

Enter Bianca.

Bian, What is the matter hoa? who is't that cry'd?

Jago. Who is't that cry'd ?

Bian. Oh my dear Caffloj

My fweet CaJJio^ oh CaJJio^ ^ajjioy Cajjio,

Jago. Oh notable (trumpet. Cajfio^ may you fufped

Who they ftiould be, that have thus mangled you ?

Caf, No.

Gra, I am forty to find you thus

:

I have been to feek you,

Jago. Lend me a garter. So—— Oh for a chair^

To bear him eafily hence^

Bian,
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B'tan, Alas he faints. Oh Caffioy CaJJio^ CaJJio I

Jago, Gentlemen all, I do fufped this trafh

To be a party in this injury.

Patience a while, good CaJJio^ come, come

:

Lend me a light: know we this face, or no?

Alas, my friend, and my dear country-man

Rodongo? no: Yes fure: yea, Rodor^go.

Gra. What, oiFmkel
Jago» Even he. Sir: did you know him?

Gra. Know him ? ahl

Jago, Signior Grat'mno? I cry your gentle pardon;

Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my manners.

That (b neglected you.

Gra, I am glad to fee you.

Jago. How do you, Caffio ? oh a chair, a chair.

Gra. Rodongo?

Jago. He, he, 'tis he : oh that's well faid, the chair.

Some good man bear him carefully from hence,

I'll fetch the General's furgeon. For you, miftrefs.

Save you your labour. He that lyes flain here, Cajjio,

Was my dear friend. What malice was between you ?

Caf. None in the world ; nor do I know the man.

Jago, What, look you pale ? oh bear him out o'th' air.

Stay you good gentlemen. Look you pale, miftrefs?

Do you perceive the gaftnefs of her eye ? \To Bianca.

Nay, if you ftare, we fhall hear more anon.

Behold her well, I pray you look upon her.

Do you fee, gentlemen ? nay, guiltinefs

Will (peak, though tongues were out of nff

.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter ^Emilia.

Mm'tL Alas, what is the matter?

What is the matter, husband ?

Jago, Cajfio hath here been (et on in the dark
By Rodortgo, and fellows that are Tcap'd

:

He's almoft (lain, and Rodortgo dead.

ALmtl Alas, good gentleman! alas, gooA CaJJlof

Jago. This is the fruit of whoring. Pray Mmtltay
Go know of CaJfio where he fupt to-night.

What, do you (hake at that ?

Etan. He fupt at my houfe, but I therefore fb ake not.

'Jago. Oh did he fo ? I charge you go with me.

j¥lmd. Oh fie upon thee, ftrumpet.

Bmn, I am no ftrumpet, but of life as honeft ;

As you that thus abufe me.

JEm 'tl. As I ? fie upon thee.

Jago. Kind gentlemen, let's fee poor CaJfio dreft.

Come miftrefs, you muft tell's another tale.

^m'llta, run to the cittadel.

And tell my lord and lady, what hath hap'd :

Will you go on afore? Thisis the night

That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. \Exemt,

s c *E N E VI.

A Bed-chamber : Defdemona h d'tfcovered ajleep in her bed.

Enter Othello, whh a light, and a /word,

0th, TT is the caufe, it is the caufe, my foul,

X Let me not name it to you, you chafte ftars,

V o L VI. D d d d It
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It is the caufe. Yet I'll not (bed her blood.

Nor fear that whiter skin of hers than fnow.

And fmooth as monumental alablafterc

Yet fhe muft die, elfe {he'll betray more men.

Put out the light, and then put out the lights

If I quench thee, thou flaming minifter,

I can again thy former light reftore.

Should I repent : but odce put out thy light.

Thou cunning'fi: pattern of excelling nature,

I know not Vhere is tha^t Promethean heat

That can thy Hght re-lumine.

When I have pluck'd thy rofe,

I cannot give it vital growth again.

It needs tm?x. wither—- Til fmell thee on the tree {K^Jfmg her.

Oh balmy breath, that doft almofl: perfwade

Juftice to break her fword. One more, one more

;

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee.

And love thee after— One more, that's the laft.

So fweet, was ne'er fo fatal ! I muft weep,

But they are cruel tears : this forrow's heav'nly.

It ftrikes, where it doth love— She wakes

Def. Who's there, Othello ?

0th, Ay, Defdemona.

Def. Will you come to bed, my lord ?

0th. Have you pray'd to-night, Defdemona?

Def. Ay, my lord,

0th. If you bethink your felf of any' crime

Unreconciled as yet to heav'n, and grace.

Solicit for it ftraight.

Def Alack, my lord,

What may you mean by that?

0th. Well, do it, and be brief j I will walk by.

I would not kill thy unprepared fpirit,

No,
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No, heav'ns fore-fend, I would not kill thy foul.

Def, Talk you of killing ?

0th, Ay, I do.

Def, Then heav'n have mercy on me.

0th, Amen, with all my heart.

Def, If you (ay fo, 1 hope you will not kill me.

0th, Hum.
Def, And yet I fear you : for you're fatal then,

When your eyes rowl fo.

Why I fhould fear I know not,

Since guilt I know not: yet I feel I fear.

0th. Think on thy fins.

Def. They're loves I bear to you.

0th. Ay, and for that thou dy'ft.

Def That death's unnatural, that kills for loving.

Alas, why gnaw you fb your nether-lip?

Some bloody paffion {hakes your very frame
j

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope, I hope.

They do not point on me.

0th. Peace, and be ftill.

Def. I will fo : what's the matter ?

0th. That handkerchief

Which I fo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ft Cafjlo,

Def No by my life and foul : fend for the man.

And ask him.

0th. Sweet foul, take heed, take heed of perjury,

Thou art on thy death-bed.

Def Ay, but not yet to die.

0th, Prefently.

Therefore confefs thee freely of thy fin

:

For to deny each article with oath,

Cannot remove, nor choak the ftrong conception

D dd d z
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That I do groan withal. Thou art to die.

Def, Oh heav' n have mercy on me.

0th. I fay, amen.

Def, And have you mercy too. I never did

Offend you in my life j never lov'd CaffiOy

But with fuch general warantry of heav'n.

As I might love. I never gave him token.

• 0th. By heav'n I faw my handkerchief in's hand.

Oh perjur'd woman ! thou doft ftone my heart,

And mak'ft me call, what I intend to do,

A murther, which I thought a facrifice.

I faw the handkerchief

Def. He found it then
;

I never gave it him (end for him hither,

Let him confefs a truth.

0th. He hath confeft.

Def. What, my lord?

0th. That he hath— -us'd thee—
Def. How? unlawfully?

0th. Ay.

Def. He will not fay fo.

0th. No, his mouth is ftopp'd
j

Honeft J^go hath ta'en order for't.

Def. Oh, my fear interprets. What, is he dead ?

0th. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge

Had ftomach for them all.

Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone.

0th. Out ftrumpet! weep'ft thou for him to my face

Def Oh banifh me, my lord, but kill me not.

0th. Down, ftrumpet.

Def Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night.

0th. Nay, if you ftrive.
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Def. But half an hour*— but while I fay one prayer.

0th, It is too late. [Attempts to /mother her,

S C E N E VII.

^Emilia at the door.

JEm'tL My lord, my lord/ what hoa! my lord, my lord!

0th, What noife is this ? not dead ? not yet quite dead ?

I that am cruel, am yet merciful,

I would not have thee linger in thy pain.

So, fb.

^miL whhm.] What hoa! my lord, my lord!

0th. Who's there ?

JEm 'il. Oh, my good lord, I would fpeak a word with you.

0th. Yes 'tis j^milia by and by— (he's dead.

'Tis like fhe comes to (peak of Caffio's death
^

The noile was high. Ha, no more moving?

Still as the grave. Shall fhe come in? were't good?

I think flie ftirs again No— what's the beft?

If flie come in flie'il fure fpeak to my wife;

My wife! my wife! what wife? I have no wife.

Oh infupportable! oh heavy hour!

Methinks it fliould be now a huge eclipfe

Of fun and moon, and that th' afrighted globe

Should yawn at alteration-

—

JE.md. I be(ecch you

That I may fpeak with you. Oh, good my lord!

0th. I had forgot thee,- oh come in, Mm'tl'ta.

Soft, by and by, let me the curtains draw.

Where art thou? what's the matter with thee now?

Enter i£inilia.

Mm'iL Oh, my good lord, yonder's foul murthers done.

* Def. But half an hour—
0th. Being done, there is no paule.

Def, But while I fay one prayer.

4 0th,
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0th, What? now?

JEm'tl. But now, my lord.

0th. It is the very error of the moon,

She comes more near the earth than {he was wont.

And makes men mad.

Mm'tl. Cajfio^ my lord, hath kill'd

A young Venetian^ call'd Rodor'tgo.

Otk Rodongo kill'd ? and Caffio kill'd.

JEm'tl. No, Cajfio is not kill'd ?

0th. Not Cajjio kill'd? then murther's out of tune.

And fweet revenge grows harfh.

Def. Oh falfely, falfely murder'd.

JKm'tl. Alas! what cry is that?

0th. That? what?

^m'll. Out and alas, that was my lady's voice.

Help! help hoa! help! oh Isdy fpeak again,

Sweet Defdemona^ oh fweet miftrefs, fpeak.

Def A guiltlefs death I die.

JEm'tl. Oh who hath done this deed ?

Def. No body, I my felf, farewcl j

Commend me to my kind lord j oh farev\e1. \_D'teu

0th. Why, how fhould flie be murder'd ?

JEm'il. Alas ! who knows ?

^

0th. You heard her fay her felf, it was not I.

^mil She faid fo, I muft needs report the truth.

0th. She's like a liar gone to burning hell,

'Twas I that kill'd her.

JEm'tl Oh the more angel fhe, and you the blacker devlL

0th. She turn'd to folly, and fiie was a whore.

JEm'tl. Thou doft bely her, and thou art a devil.

0th. She was falfe as wate?-:

JEm'tl. Thou art rafli as fire, to fay

T'hat (he was falfe. Oh flie was heav'nly true.
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Oth, CaJfio did top her ask thy husband elfe.

Oh, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell.

But that I did proceed upon jufl: grounds

To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all.

JEmtl. My husbancl/

Oth, Thy husband.

Mm'iL That (he was falfe to wedlock?

Oth. Ay, with Cajfio : had flie been true.

If heav'n would make me fuch another world.

Of one entire and perfe<^l: chryfolite,

I'd not have fold her for it.

JEm'iL My hubband?

Oth, Ay, 'twas he that told me firfl:,-

An honefl: man he is, and hates the flime

That flicks on filthy deeds.

j^mU, My husband?

Oth. What needs this'' iteration woman?

I fay thy husband.

\ MmtL Oh miftrefs! villany has made mocks with love.

My husband fay fhe was falfe ?

Oth. He, woman;
I fay thy husband; do'fl: underfl:and the word?

My friend, thy husband, honefl:, honefl: Jago.

ALmil. If he fay fo, may his pernicious foul

Rot half a grain a-day ; he lies to th' heart.

She was too fond of her moft filthy bargain,

Oth. Hah?

Mmd, Do thy worfl::

This deed of thine is no more worthy heav'n,

Than thou waft worthy her.

Oth. Peace, you were beft.

JEm'iL Thou haft not half that power to do me harm

As I have to be hurt ; oh gull I oh dolt \

t iterance'^ % This fpeech md the following are not in the firjl edition.
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As ignorant as dirt j thou'ft done a deed—

—

I care not for thy fword, I'll make thee known.

Though I loft twenty lives Help! help hoal help!

The Moor hath kill'd my miftrefs. Murther, murther

!

SCENE viir.

Enter Montano, Gratiano, Jago, and others,

Mon. What is the matter ? how now. General ?

^m'tL Oh, are you come, Jago? you have done well.

That men muft lay their murthers on your neck.

Gra. What is the matter ?

JEmil. Difprove this villain, if thou be'ft a man
He fays thou toldft him that his wife was falfe

:

I know thou didft not, thou'rt not fuch a villain.

Speak, for my heart is full.

Jago, I told him what I thought; and told no more

Than what he found himfelf was apt and true.

JRmiL But did you ever tell him, fhe was falfe?

Jago. I did.

/Emd, You told a lie ; an odious damned lie :

Upon my foul a lie ^ a wicked lie.

She falfe with Cajpo ? did you fay with Cajjio 7

Jago. With CaJJjo, miftrefs
;
go to, charm your tongue.

JEm'il. I will not charm my tongue I'm bound to /peak,

My miftrefs lies here murther'd in her bed. *

murder'd in her bed.

All. Oh heav'ns foreiend

!

JE.mil. And your reports have fet the murther on.

Oth. Nay, ftare not, mafters, it is true indeed.

Gra. 'Tis a ftrange truth.

Mon. Oh monftrous ad

!

^mil. Villany ! viUany ! villany!

I think upon't-^^ I think I fmell'c Oh villany!

I thought fo then j I'll kill my felf for grief,

Oh villany, villany

!

Jago. What, are you mad ? i§c.
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Ja^o. What, are you mad ? I charge you get you home.
jEmi/. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to fjpeakj

'Tis proper I obey him, but not now

:

Perchance, Jago, I will ne'er go home.
Ofk Oh

!
oh

!
oh ? [Othello fa//s on the bed.

jEm'fl. Nay, lay thee down and roar :

For thou haft kill'd the fweeteft innocent.

That e'er did lift up eye.

0th. Oh fhe was foul

!

I fcarce did know you, uncle,- there lyes your neice,

Whofe breath indeed thefe hands have newly ftop'd;

I know this ad (hews horrible and grim.

Gra. Poor Defdemona / I'm glad thy father's dead :

Thy match was mortal to him j and pure grief

Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now.

This fight would make him do a defp'rate turn

;

Yea, curfe his better angel from his fide.

And fall to reprobation,

0th. 'Tis pitiful j but yet Jago knows.

That (he with Caffio hath the ad of fliame

A thoufand times committed. Cajfio confeft it.

And (he did gratifie his amorous works.

With that recognizance and pledge of love

Which I firft gave j I faw it in his hand
j

It was an handkerchief, an antique token

My father gave my mother.

JEm'tL Oh heav'n ! oh heav'nly powers

!

Jago. Come, hold your peace.

JEm'tL 'Twill out, 'twill out— I peace f

No, I will fpeak as liberal as the ^ air.

Let heav'n, and men, and devils, let them all.

All, all, cry (hame againft me, yet I'll fpeak.

Vol. VI.
« north.

E e e e
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Jago. Be wife and get you home,

Mm'tl I will not. [Jago offers to fiah hh wife.
Gra. Fie, your fword upon a woman ?

yEmi/. Ohy thou dull Moor
!
that handkerchiefthou Ipeak'ft of

I found by fortune, and did give my husband,-

For often, with a folemn earneftnefs,

(More than indeed belong'd to fuch a trifle,)

He begg'd of me to fteal it.

Jago, Villanous whore

f

JEmlL She give it CaJJio ? alas I found it.

And I did give't my husband.

Jago, Filth, thou lieft.

Mm'd. By heav'n I do not, I do not, gentlemen

:

Oh murd'rous coxcomb ! what fliould fuch a fool

Do with fo good a wife ?

[Jago breaks through and wounds his wtfe^ then runs ouK
0th, Are there no ftones in heav'n.

But what ferve for the thunder ? precious villain f

Gra» The woman falls ,• fure he hath kili'd his wife.

Mm 'tl, Ay, ay ^ oh lay me by my miftrefs' fide,

Gra, He's gone, but his wife's kili'd.

Mon. 'Tis a notorious villain ; take this weapon.

Which I recover'd have here from the Moor :

Come, guard the door without, let him not pais,

But kill him rather j I'll after that fame villain-,

For 'tis a damned flave. [Exeunt Montano and Gratiano.

SCENE IX.

0th, I am not valiant neither

;

But every puny whipfter gets my fword.

But why ftiould honour out-live honefty ?

Let it go all.
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Mm'tl. What did thy /bng boad, lady ?

Hark, canft thou hear me ? I will play the fwan.

And die in mufick ,• fVdloWy W'tllow^ IVtllow

Moor, ftie was chaft, fhe lov'd thee, cruel Moor,
So come my (bul to blils, as I /peak true;

So fpeaking as I think, alas, I die. [-Emilia dm,
Oih, I have another weapon in this chamber.

It was a fword of Spain, the ^ Ebr&'s temper;

Oh here it is : uncle, I muft come forth.

Gra. whhm,] If thou attempt it, it will coft thee dear,-

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fuffer.

Otb. Look in upon me then, and fpeak with me.
Or naked as I am, I will affault thee.

Gra, What is the matter ?

Otk. Lo ! I have a weapon

:

A better never did it (elf fiiftain

Upon a foldier's thigh. I've feen the day.

That with this little arm, and this good fword,

I made my way through more impediments.

Than twenty times your ftop. But, oh vain boaft!

Who can controul his fate ? 'tis not Co now.

Be not afraid, though you do fee me weapon'd
;

Here is my journey's end, here is my butt,

And very fea-mark of my utmoft fail.

Do you go back difmay'd ? 'tis a loft fear

:

Man but a rufti againft Othello's breaft,

And he retires. Where fliould Othello go ?

Now how doft thou look now ? oh ill-ftarr'd wench f

Pale as thy fmock! When we (hall meet at compt.

This look of thine will hurl my foul from heav'n.

And fiends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl?

^ /» the firft edition it is Ifcbroke's temper, thence corrupted to Ice-brooks.

Ebro'i temper : the waters of that river of Spain are particularly famous for tem-

pering of fieel. The fineft arms in the worlds the Catalonian Fufees.

E e e e 1 Ev n
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Ev'n like thy chaftity. Oh curfed flave

!

Whip me, ye devils,

From the pofTeffion of this heav'nly fight,- 1

Blow me about in winds, roaft me in fulphur,

Wafh me in fteep-down gulfs of liquid fire

Oh Defdemona / Defdemona / dead, dead ! oh, oh

!

SCENE X.

Enter Lodovico, Caflio ledm wounded, Montano, and Jago
prifoner^ with officers,

Lod. Where is this rafh and moft unfortunate man ?

0th. That's he that was Othello : here I am.

Lod, Where is that viper? bring the villain forth.

0th. I look down tow'rds his feet but that's a fable.

If that thou beeft a devil, I cannot kill thee.

[Othello wounds Jago»

Lod. Wrench his fword from him.

Jago. I bleed, Sir, but not kill'd.

0th. I am not forry neither : I'd have thee live

;

For in my fenfe, 'tis happinefs to die.

Lod. Oh thou, Othello, that waft once fo good;,

Fain in the pradice of a curfed flave.

What (hall be faid to thee ?

0th. Why any things

An honourable murth'rer, if you will ;

For nought I did in hate, but all in honour.

Lod. This wretch bath part confeft his villany:

Did you and he confent in Caffio's death ?

0th. Ay.

Caf. Dear General, I never gave you caufe.

0th. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon

:

Will you, I pray, demand that demy-devil.

Why
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Why he hath thus enfnar'd my foul and body ?

Jago. Demand me nothing; what you know, you know;
From this time forth I never will (peak word.

Lod. What ? not to pray ?

Gra, Torments will ope your lips.

Otk Well, thoudoftbcft.

Lod, Sir you fhall^ underftand what hath befaln.

Which as I think, you know not ; here's a letter.

Found in the pocket of the (lain RodngOy

And here another, one of them imports

The death of Caffio to be Undertook

By Rodorigo,

0th, Oh villain!

Caf. Moft heathenifh and moft grofs ?

Lod. Now, here's another difcontented paper

Found in his pocket too j and this it (eems

Rodngo meant t'have fent this damned villain

;

But that belike Jago in the interim

Came in, and fatisfy'd him.

0th, Oh thou pernicious caitiff!

How came you, Caffio^ by that handkerchief

That was my wife's ?

Caf. I found it in my chamber
j

And he hisnfelf confeft it but even now,

That there he dropt it for a fpecial purpofe,

Which wrought to his defire.

0th, Oh fool, fool, fool!

Caf. There is befides, in Rodortgo's letter.

How he upbraids Jago that he made him

Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came

That I was caft and even now he fpake

After long feeming dead, Jago hurt him,

Jago fet him on.

Lod,
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Lod, You muft forfakc this room, and go with us;

Your pow'r and your command is taken off.

And Cajfio rules in Cyprus. For this flave,

If there be any cunning cruelty,

That can torment him much and hold him long,

It fhall be his. You (hall clofe prifoner reft,

Till that the nature of your fault be known

To the Venetian ftate. Come, bring away.

0th, Soft you ^ a word or two before you go.

I've done the ftate fome fervice, and they know't

;

No more of that. I pray you in your letters.

When you ftiall thefe unlucky deeds relate.

Speak of me, as I am. Nothing extenuate,

Nor fet down ought in malice. Then muft you /peak

Of one that lov'd not wifely, but too well

;

Of one, not eafily jealous ^ but being wrought,

Perplex'd in the extream j of one whofe hand.

Like the bafe f Indian^ threw a pearl away

Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whofe eyes

Albeit unufed to the melting mood.

Drop tears as faft as the Arabian trees

Their medicinal gum. Set you down this.

And fay befides, that in Aleppo once.

Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk

Beat a Venettany and traduc'd the ftate,

I took by th' throat the circumcifed dog,

And fmote him, thus. \Stahs himfelf.

Lod, Oh bloody period f

Gra. All that is fpoke is marr'd.

•\ la the firft edition ;Y /V Judian, »ccafion'd probably hy the word Tube jufi after,

but the common reading is better , as the word Tribe is applicable to any race of

people, and the thought of an ignorant Indian'; cafiing away a pearl very naturai

in itfelf, whereas to make fenfe of the other, one muft prefuppofe fome particular

pry of a]QW alluded to, which is much lefs obvious.

0th.
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Oth, I kift thee, ere I kill'd thee. No way but this.

Killing my felf, to die upon a kifs. [Dies.

Caf. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon j

For he was great of heart.

Lod, Oh Spartan dog

!

More fell than anguifh, hunger, or the fea

!

Look on the tragick loading of this bed

;

This is thy work ; the objed poilbns fight,

Let it be hid. Gratiam, keep the houfe.

And feize upon the fortunes of the Moor,

For they fucceed to you. To you, lord governor,.

Remains the cenfure of this hellifh villain :

The time, the place, the torture, oh inforce it.

My felf will ftraight aboard, and to the ftate.

This heavy ad, with heavy heart, relate. {Exeunt^

The End ^^/'ShakespearV Plays^
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Antony., Mark, his Conference with Brutus after Cafar was mur-
therM. Vol. f.
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fpeaks C(efar''s Funeral Oration. - - - -

his Eloquence prais'd by Cafftus.

his Valour degenerates into Fondnefs for Cleopatra. Vol. j".

- - - - refolves to leave her.
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B.

T)LaK(h^ her Beauty and Virtue. . - - -

Burgundy^ Duke of, a Falfe Ally.

Beauford^ Cardinal, vid. IV'mchefter. - . -

Buckingham^ Duke of, treacherous, cruel, mercenary.

in Henry Sth's Reign, rafh, choleric. -

... his Charadter given by Hen, 8.
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. . item.
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- - - - his contempt or Death. - - -

Vol. 3.

Vol. 4,
ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

• - ibid,

ibid.

- ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

- Vol.
J-.

ibid.

ome.

Play,

K. John.
r Hen. 6.

Richard 3.

Hen. 8.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

Jul, Cafar.

Mackbeth.

K. John.
z Hen. 6.

3 Hen. 6.

Richard 3.

Hen. 8.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

Hen. 8.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

Coriolanus.

ibid.

Vol, J.

firm

Jul. Cafar.

Aft. Scene. Perfbo,

2 S Cit.

3 8

I 2
I S
2 I. 2

I 7 King.
2 S Cham.

3 2 Suf.
A
T- I

I 3
I

3
Cafe.7

2 I

2

3

3 S
4 2- 3

4
7

S
i

3

9
Mae.

3 s York.

3 I Pr'ince.

2 3 Norf
2

2 6
2 7

4 2

3 Gent.4 1

s I

S S

s 6

s 8

I 8
Lar.

2 4 Bru. Mef
6 Com.

3 I

6

4 4
S I

s 3
6

I 4 Caf
S Cafe.

2 2 Cafe. De(.

4
C4.



INDEX,
CtefaKy Julius^ firm againft thofe who wrong him.
- - - - Aflaffinated

- - - - 'his Ghofl appears to Brutus.

CaJfiuSy confers with Brutus againft Cafar. - - . -

his Charadter. - - . ^ - - .

- - - - rcfolves to kill himfelf if C>efar is made King.
- - - - his Quarrel with Brutus. -

ill Omens ftagger him tho' an Epicurean.
- - - - prefages he fliould die on his Birth-day. - -
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- - - - mourn'd and prais'd by Titinius^ Mejfala and Brutus.

Cafcd's Charafter. - - -

Cleopatra, the power of her Beauty over Antony.

------ tenderly paffionate.

her Charader of Antony when he had left her.
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[for the rcit vid. Antony.
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affronted by her Treafurer Seleucus.
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ftition. , - - Vol. 4.
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Play.

"Jul. Ctcfar.

ibid.

ibid.

Ant. and Cleo.
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~

" - Vol.f.
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Enobarbus, a brave Reman Captain.

dies with grief for deferting Antony.
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* Fulvia^i Death and Charailer.
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defcrib'd by Hotfpur.
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Hotfpur. Percy) H. fth in Armour.
Henry 4th defcrib'd by Hotfpur.

his Son Prince Henry. - -

item
Henry j-th. - - . . - -

- - - item.

Henry 6th, meek, reh'gious, unfortunate.-
Henry 8th, vid. Q. Catharine^ Anne Bullen.

I.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 3..
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Vol. 4.

^OHN., King, diffembling, cruel, irrefolute, unfortunate. Vol. 3.

^ Joan, the Maid of Orleans. - - - - - Vol. 4.
----- - raifeth Fiends. ibid.

------ taken Prifoner. ------- /^/V.
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Julio RomanOf his Charadler. Vol. 2.
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- - - - his Power over the King. -

VoL 5*. Coriol.

ibid. ibid.

I Hen. 6.

ibid.

Richard 3.

Timon.

ibid,

ibid.

VoL y.

Vol. 4.

ibtd

ibid,

ibid.

. ibid..

Coriol.

I Hen. 6.

1 Hen. 6.

1. 3 Hen. 6.

Hen. 8.

ibid.

A.ct. Scene.

I I

3 4
S I

I
J

2 6

2 I

2 2

2 4
3 4
I 4

S 7
I 4
4 s

I 9

4 I

I 9
4 7
4 2
I S

7
2 I

3 7

4 I

3

4

>
6

7
fJ I

2

3
S S

I 6

3 S

3

f 3

3 .

3 9. 10

I r. 2
2 3 ^

Pcrfon.

K.Hen.
K. Hen.
P. Hen.
Mort.

Gaunt.

Gaunt.

K. Hen.
Bajl.

K. Hen,

Dutch.

Tal.

Tal.

Page.

^Ajem
t ttav.

Sex^

Gku.

Norf.

Wolfcy,

\



INDEX.
IVolfey upbraided by Q. Catharine. - - - - Vol. 4.

- - - - his refledion on his fall. i/^id.

- - - - his Death related and mix'd Charadler. ----- ii^/d.

Y.

YOrk, Archbifliop of Vol. 3.

Tork^ D. of, enterprizing, valiant, unfortunate. Vol. 4.

SECT. 11.

INDEX of Manners, Paffions, and their

external EfFed:s.

N. B. Tije Names of the fi6litious Perfons to whom thefe Cha-
racters are apply''d^ are amex'd in an Alphabetical Index

enfuing.
i.
Vid. Se£i. 5.

A.

AL L Y, a perfidious one, m B«ri^«»<fy. - - - Vol. 4.

Ambition. ibid.

cover'd with fpecious Humility. - - - Vol. f.
- jealous of a fuccefsful Friend. - - - - -

Ambitious Woman in Eleanor. Vol. 4.

Anger, in the D. of Buckingham. - ----- ihid.

' its external EtieSs painted. ibid.

Afflidion. Vol. I.

Admiration. ---- - - ilfid.

Atheiftical harden'd Villain, vid. Bamardine.
Avarice and Cruelty, vid. Shylock. Vol. 2. Mer. of Ven.

B.

Blfhop, true to his Sovereign, 'Carlijle. . - - . -Vol. 3.

- - - a Rebel, Tork. ibid.

Boafters, the Dauphin., &c. - - - - _ - - i^id.

the Baftard. ibid.

----- defcrib'd. » - - - ibid.

C.

COurtier (a bold plain-dealingj Gaunt. - - - Vol. 3.-------- - Kent. ibid.

- an accomplifh'd one, vid. Buckingham. Hen. 8. Vol. 4.

Courcfliip, Glocefier''$ to Lady Anne. - - - - ibid,

----- - honourable injoin'd by a Father. Vol. i.

- . defcrib'd. - - - - - - - - ibid.

- a beautiful Scene betwixt Romeo and Juliet. Vol. 6.

Councellor, an honeft one, vid. Gonzalo. - - - - -

Child, the Duty it owes a Father. Vol. i.

Country Squire, in Slender. - - _ . _ _ - ibid.

Chafticy Icandaliz'd, beautifully painted in Hero. ibid.

Ch^^ftity. vid. Valeria. - - - - - -

Play. A61. Scene.
1

Perfon.
Hen. 8. 2 6
ibid. aJ 6
ibid. 4 2

2 Hen. 4. I 3 Mort.
2. 3 Hen. 6.

T Hen..-^. 6
Q0

Hen. 8. a 6 Wnl
Jul. Cafar. 2 tsrut.
y?«^.and Chop. 3 I Fen.
2 Hen. 6. I 4
Hen. 8. I 2
ibid. 3 4 If^ol
Temp. S I Ari.
ibid. S 3 Pro.

Richard-2.

2 Hen 4.

Hen. f. 3 9. 10.

K. John.
ibid. ,2

K. Lear,

I 2

4 I. 2 Prof

Midf.'N. Dr. i I Ege.
2 35

Midf.N.Dr. -I I The.

MW.oilVindf.
M.A.abt.Noth. 4 I. 2.

Courage



INDEX.
Ckjurage in old }Atn^ - - - "

,
' '

"

Courage.
- different Notions of it in a Senator, and a General.

Care, in a Merchant. -------
Conftancy. - -

D.

DAughters, undutiful,in Goneril and Regan.
. _ . . - dutiful, in Cordelia. - - -

Defpair, in the Agonies of Death. Cardinal Beauford.

- - - - of Pardon.

Envy.

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol. s-

Vol. 2.

Vol. s

Vol. 3.

- ibid.

Vol. 4.

Vol. z.

Vol. 4.

FEar, arifing from an expe£tcd Evil. - - - - Vol.

Father, an unnatural, in Tork. Vol.

Father's paffion on the ill Conduft of a Daughter. - - - Vol.

- - - - fondnefs for his Child. . Vol,
French Quack's Airs, in Dr. Caius. - - - - Vol.

Fury. - . Vol.

G.

GRavity afFeiSled, to be thought Wife. - - - -

Grief
Grief, its Nature to multiply affliftions. - . -

- - • beautifully dcfcrib'd in Cordelia. - - -

- - - at parting of Lovers, Q. Marg. and Suffolk.

- - - a Mother's for her Son murther'd. - - - -

- - - wrought to Rage in Q. Margaret.
- - - a Father's fan Old General) for his Sons and Daughter,

a virtuous Wife's, wrong'd by her Husband
a Husband's on the murther of his Wife and Children.

a Valiant Father's for the Death of a brave Son. -

H.

Vol. 2.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol. 4.

- ibid,

ibid.

V. f.
Vol. 6.

Vol. j-.

- ibid.

HOpe. . - . - Vol. 3.

Hope. Vol. 4
Hoftefs, Quickly. ~ - - - - - - Vol. 3.

Highway-man, Gadpill. ibid.

Horror, its outward efteds. - Vol. 4.

rais'd in the Characters of Aaron^ 'tamora., and Saturnius. V.

Vol 3.

Vol. I.

- ibid.

Vol. 2.

Vol. 6.

'unices, Country, Shallow and Silence. - -

Inconftancy.

ciloufy, in Ford. - ------
ealoufy, the rife and growth of it charadter'd in Leontes.

eiloufy. - -------
- - - - - in Pojlhumius

the motives, growth, and fatal effefls of it admirably fliew'd

m Othello. Vol.6.

Joy, excefs produceth Tears. Vol. i.

l!)gTAUtv.dc.,'niLucullH^y LuciufjSemPronlHs. - - - - - Vol. f.

V o L. VI ii h h h

Play.

M. A. abt. Noth.

Tarn, of the &c.
Timon.
Mer. of Fen.

Ant. and, Cleop.

K. Lear.

ibid.

2 Hen. 6.

IVint. Tale.

Hen. 8.

2 Hen. 4.

Richard. 2.

C M.A. abt. No.

? ibid.

IVmt . Tale.

M.lV.oilVindf
Ant. and Cleop.

Mer. of Ven.
Richard 2.

Richard 2.

K. Lear.
2 Hen. 6.

3 Hen. 6.

Richard 3.

Tit. Andro.
Cymbel.
Macbeth.
ibid.

Richard 2.

Richard 3.

2 Hen. 4.

I Hen. 4.

Hen. 8.

Titus Andro.

2 Hen. 4.

2 Gent. Fer.

M.lV.oilVindf
IVtnt. Tale.

Tro. and Cref.

Cymbel.

Othello.

M.A. abt. Noth.
Timon.

Aa
S
I

3
I

S

Scene.

I

6
6
I

S

9. 10.

5"

I. 2

I

2

10

I

3

S

6

4
I. 2.

4
6

3- 4-

f

6.7.

Perfbn.

Leon. Ant.
Pet.

I Sen. Ale.

Sal. Sol.

Cleop.

Pan.

IVol.

Nortfj.

Leon.

Leo. Pol

Eno.

Gra.

Dutch.
Bupy.
Gent.

Queen.

Tit.

Imog.

Macd.
Sey.

Queen.

Rich.

Nor.

Pr9.

Leon.

King-



r N D E

K.

ING, of rafh ill Conduft, Richard 2.
4.V ... .y^rife valiant, Henry 4. _ . - *

..... weak, cholerick, miferable, Lear.
- meek, religious, unfortunate in Henry 6.

----- amorous, brave, fuccefsful, in Edward 4. - - .

- bold, crafty, cruel, dilTembling, in Richard 3.
----- brave, religious, fortunate, in Henry 7. . - - .

L.

T O V E, exprefs'd by a Soldier. . - : , -

- - - virtuous.

- - pnjtefted by Richard 3. - - - - -

. .the firft motions exprefs'd by Hen. 8. vid. Anne

...... by Miranda and Ferdinand. - ...
------ the CrofTes of it.

- Appointment protefted. - ^ - -

------ its nature.

Charm to enkindle it. - - - -
* •

• - in the Queen of Fairies, beautifully imagin'd.
' given over.— chang'd to averfion.
. . . commended and difprais'd. - - - -

... froward, and diflembling.

Love, expells all other paflions. - - - -

its Original.

its feveral Offices. - - - » . _

- - - - all other paffions loft in it.

at firft fight.

in Man and Woman, compared.

conceal'd, beautifully painted. - - - - -

in a young brave General.
conftancy in, protefted. - - - - -

quitted by a Soldier.

its qualities. - - • - »-....
impatient of delay.

item. T - - - - -

impatienLoLabfence.
Luft.

in a grave Minifter of State.

M.

MAdnefs, real in Lear^ counterfeit in Edgar.
Melancholy

- - - feveral kinds of it.

Mother, lamenting her Sons.
- item. - - - - .

Murtherer, in Exton.

P..

PEdantry, in Sir Hugh Evans. - - - - -

- - - - in Armado., HoLfernes., Nathaniel.

Princes, young and valiant, P. Henry and Lancajler. - -

Prophetefs, in Joan of Orleans.

Pride.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 3.

ibtd.

Vol. 4.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 4.

ibid.

Mullen.

Vol. T.

ibid.

- ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 2.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

- ibid,

ibid.

- ibid.

Vol. 6.

ibid.

Vol. 6
Vol. 1

ibid.

Vol. 3
Vol. I.

Vol. 2.

Vol. 4.
- ibid.

Vol. 3

Play.

Vol. I.

Vol.-2.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 4.

Vol. 6.

Richard 2.

I & 2 Hen. 4.
Lear.

I. 2. 3 Hen. 6.

3 Hen. 6.

ibid. Richard 3.

ibid.

Hen. f.

3 Hen. 6.

Richard 3.

T'empejl.

Midf. N.Dr.
ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

2 Gent. Ver.
ibid.

Mer. oiVen.
As you like it.

ibid.

Twelfth Night
ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

Tro. and Cref.

Rom. and Jul.

Othello.

M.IV. oflVindf.

Meaf. for Meaf.

K. Lear.
Com. of Er.

As you like it.

Richard 3.

ibid.

Richard 2.

M.W.o^Windf.
Love''s Lab. loft

I and 2 Hen. 4
I Hen. 6.

Tre.andCr-f/.

Scene.

4
5"

6
2

2

3
2

3
2

7
I

3
2

3

3
I

9
6
6
I

S

4
13

4
8. 10

2

I

2

4
12

7

Perfon.

^. Hen.
War.

Lyf. Her.
Her.
Hel.

Ob.

Queen.

Bern.

Lyf.
Val. Pro.
Jul.
Per.

Rofa.

Sit.

Duke.
Oli.

Duke plol,

Fio.

Tro.

Tro.and Cre.
Pat.

Rom.
Jul.

Fri.

J^l-
Bian.
Song.

Ang.

Abb.

Jaques.
Dutch.

Queen..

Ulyf

Rage,



INDEX.
R.

RAGE, arifing from Grief, vid. Northumberland. Vol. 3.

Rage, arifing in a Father from the undutifulnefs of his Chil-

dren. ibid.

- - in a Son for the murther of his Father, in Richard. V. 4.

Rebel, crafty and timorous. Northumberland. Vol. 3.

- - - ibid.

ibid.

- - crafty and rcfolute. Weftmorland.
brave and indifcrect. Hotfpur.

Revenge, implacable.

OUperftition, in Glendower. - - - :

Sifter, tenderly affe6tionate. vid. Ifabel.

v:

'ITIllain, falfe, crafty, bold defcrib'd in Edmund.
' the murtherers of Clarence. - - -

Virtuous feverity of Mind.

W.

TT7 1 F E, lamenting her Husband.W a good one. vid. Catharine, Q. to Hen. 8.

Wife, complaining of the unkindnefs of her Husband.
the ill effeds of her Jealoufy.

- - - complaining of being forfaken by her Husband.
Womankind, their Nature. - - " :

item.

Vol. 2,

Vol. 3

Vol. 3.

Vol. 4.

Vol. J.

Vol. 4,

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol.
-r.

Vol. 1

,

ibid.

SECT. III.

INDEX of fi6titious Perfons, with the Cha-
raders afcrib'd to them.

A.

ARvira?us. vid. Guiderius.

AtJthonio, a cruel, falfe, ufurping Brother.

Angela, a levere new Governor.
Adriana, a peevifli jealous Wife.
Anthonio, a Friend.

Adam, a grateful old Servant.- - - .

Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, a foolifh Cowardly Knt.
Apemantus, a Cynic. - - - - -

BArnardine, an Atheiftical harden'd Wretch.
Benedick, Beatrice, two Satirical Wits.

Bellarths, fortitude in difgrace.

Vol. I.

ibid

ibid

Vol.2
ibid

Vol. 2.

Vol. ^

Vol. 1.

ibid

Vol. 6

Play.

hear.

3 Hen. 6.

and 2 Hen. 4.

ibid,

ibid.

Mer. o^Ven.

I Hen. 4.

K. Lear.

Richard 3.

Meaf.f01 Meaf.

Richard 3,

Com. of Er.
ibid.

Mackbeth.

2 Gent. Ver.

Meaf. for Meaf.

Tempejl.

Meaf. (or Meaf
Com. ot' Errors.

Mer of Ten.
As you like it.

Twelfth Night.
Timon.

Meaf {ox Meaf
M.A.abt.Noth.
Cymbelme.

A£t Scene.

3- J-

2

3
2

II

Perfon,

Ant.

Gra>.

Lucio.

Queen.

Adr.
Abb.

L. Macd.
Val.

Ifab.

Caliban
f



/ N D E X.

c.

CWtban., a Savage Man.
Ceres., or the Country.

Clown. - - -

Cloten^ Infolence and Folly.

Claudius., Blood, Inceft, and Ufurpation

Crejfida, a Mifs. - - > _ _ -

D.

T^Efde-moKa, Beauty and Innocence facrific'd to Jealoufy.

Defdemona\ Charadter.
... . item. - - - -

item, - - , _

-. item. ...
item. - - .

. item. - ...
- - - - - item. - -

- - - - - iiem. -

T^Dmund., a , crafty, falfe, enterprising Villain.^ Egeus^ a cruel morofe Father.

Vol. I

ibid.

Vol. 2.

- ibid.

Vol. 6.

ibid,

ibid.

Vol.6
ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 3.

Vol.1.

"pAlflaff., Sir John., refolves on an intrigue with Mrs. Ford., and
^ Mx%.Page. Vol.1.

- his Billet Doux.
fettles an Affignation with Mrs. Quickly. - - -

- his Difcovery of it to Ford., difguis'd like Brooks.

his firft addrefs to Mrs. Ford. , - . - -

----- furpris'd, and efcapes in a Basket.
----- his Account of his being thrown into the Thames. - -

another Affignation with Mrs. Quickly.

- makes a full relation to Ford of his former difappointment.
- meets with IS/ixs.Ford., and is again furpriz'd. - - .

efcapes undifcover'd in the difguile of an Old Woman.
his Soliloquy on this Occafion. _ - _ . .

- a Third Meeting fettled with Mrs. Quickly.

- he relates to Ford his late difappointment. - - -

- he meets Mrs. Ford in IVindflr Park.

furpriz'd, and feiz'd by Mr. Ford. _ _ . .

----- his courfe of Life defcrib'd by P. Henry. Vol. 3.

----- he concerts a Robbery with the Prince. - -

his Horfe taken from him in the Adventure.
- infults the Prince to conceal his own Cowardife.

perfonates the King to chide Prince Henry.
----- the Tavern Bill found in his Pocket. _ - - _

----- his raillery on Bardolfs red Nofc.
----- his Quarrels with the Hoftefs. - - - - -

his dcfcription of his new-rais'd Company.
. his defcription of Honour. - - - - .

- - - - - his Behaviour in the Battle at Shrewsbury.

. _ . - - wounds Percy after he was dead, and alfumes the Merit of
killing him. - ... -

- - - - - he rails at his Page, the Prince and the Mercer.
, reprimanded by the Chief Juftice.

. - - - - arretted by Mrs. Quickly. .. - -

4

Play.

Temp.
ibid.

As you like it.

Twelfth Night.
Cymbeline.

Hamlet.
Tro. and Cref.

Othello.

K. Lear.

Midf. N. Dr.

M.W.omindf.

I Hen. Of.

Hen* Of.

Scene.

4,&c.

3

Peribn.

3

9
13

7

7
I

8

9
8
9
ij-

16

17
2

5"

9
II

1

2

3
5-

2

2

3

9
II

12

3
2

7- 9

O. II

4
S
I

Bra.

idem.

Caf.

id.andj'^z^a.

idem.

0th.

idem.

'Faljiaff



INDEX,
Faljiaff^ pleads before the Chief Juftice. Vol. 3.

- ... - pacifies Mrs. Quickly, and borrows more Money. -

----- his Letter to tKe Prince.
----- treats Dot Tearjheet. - - - - - - .

----- revenges her quarrel on Pijlol.

- . furpnz'd with her by- the Prince whilft he was railing at

him. - -- -- -- -- -

----- inlifts Soldiers before Juftice Shallow.

- - - - his Charadler of the Juftice. -

----- takes CoUvile Prifoner.

----- his Encomium on the virtues of Sack. -

his Charadter of Juftice Shallow and his FamHy.
----- receives News of Henry 4th his Death. - -

----- prefents himfelf to Henry f.

reprimanded by the King, and order'd to the Fleet. - -

----- an account of his Sickncfs.

of his Death. - -

Fluellen, ftout and choleric. Vol. 3.

Florizely conftant in Love. - - |. - . - Vol. 2.

Flavius^ a frugal honeft Steward. Vol. s-

Fairies - Vol. 6.

Friar " ibid.

Play.

2 Hen 4.

Hen. f.

G.

Vol. 3
Vol. 3
Vol. I.

/^yf<^/7/, a Highwayman.
Gower, a good Officer.

Gonzalo, an honeft Councellor. ; _ i . .

Cuiderifts, and Arviragus^ native Royalty exerting itfeJf in a low fa-

vage life. Vol. 6
Grave-digger. - -- -- -- - f^'id^

H.

ZJ''£rw//», conftant in Love. ^ - - » Vol. i

//(fro, Innocence fcandaliz'd. - ibid.

Hermione., wroi^'d Innocence. - - _- - • - Vol. 2.

Hamlet, an accompliih'd young Prince unfortunate. Voh 6.

his Soliloquy on his Mother's Marriage with his Uncle.
lees and converfes with his Father's Ghoft. - . - -

addreffes himfelf to Ophelia a diftraded Perfon.
- converfes with Polonius. - - - -

. with Rojmgcrofs 2S\^ Guildenftern
- his Soliloquy about his own delay to revenge his Father's

murther- ------
----- his' Soliloquy whilft he meditated felf-murther, interrupted

by Ophelia.

his Charader by Ophelia. - - - - - - -

----- his Advice to the Flayers about pronunciation and adlion.

----- profefleth his Friendfhip to Horatio, with a deteftation of
flattery.

----- difcovers the King's guilt by the Play. - - - -

- - - - - banters the Meflfengers the K. and Q. fent to him.
----- debates with himfelf whether he Ihou'd kill the King at his

Prayers. - -- -

- - . - . upbraids the Queen with her guilt, when the Ghoft appears

again to him - -

----- examin'd by the King, banters him, and is order'd to go to

England. -

----- blames his own inadivity

converfcth with the Grave-maker, and moralizeth on the

bcjUs. - - »- -

Vol. VI, liii

He». s.

mm. tale.

Timon.
Romeo and
ibid.

I Hen. 4.
Henry^.
lempeft,.

Cymbeline.

Hamlet.

Midf. N. Dr.
M.A.abt.Noth,
Winter Tale.

Hamlet.

Aft, Scene.

2 2

2 3
2, J"

2 8.0
X 10

2 10
2J <J
3 <

4 6

4 7
5" I

S S

s 7
s 9
I 4
2 3

, I S

2 z

I

1 7. 8.

2 2
2 S
2 6

2 8

3 2

3 2

3 4

3 S
3 7

3 8

3J 0

3 II

4 3

4 4

5" I

Perfon;

Hojl.

Mer.

Hamlet



J N D E X.

/fewjfc? fights with Z^T^rf^j in the Grave. - - - Vol.6.
- - - - relates to Horat'w the King's Order to have him put to Death

in Kngland.
batiters a Fop who brought a. Challenge from Laertes^ and

accepts it. ... . . _ - -

asHs Laertes pardon before they fight for his former raflinefs.

kills Laertes ^ the King, and dies himfelf
Horatio^ a fine Chara(Ster of Friendihip. - - • Vol.6.

I.

JR IS, or the Rainhotu. - - - s = -

* Jum, the Bleffings of Marriage.
Ifabel, a Sirter tenderly aftefiionate. - - - -

Don "John^ an envious melancholy Villain.

Jaques, a melancholy Satyrical Chara(Sler.

Imogen, diftrefs in a beautiful Innocent Wife.
Juliet, beautiful, conflant, and unfortunate in Love. -

J^gOy a confummate Villain.

Play.

Hamlet.

K.

Katharine, a Shrew.

T Aunce, a Clown. i - - - . .

Lucio, a half-witted Rake.
Leonato, a brave old Mao, and a tender Father-.

Leontes, extreamly jealous.

Lavinia, beautiful, innocent, and greatly unfortunate.
Laertesy the Duties of a Son and a Brother.

M.

T^IraKda, beautiful and innocent. - - -

Morochius fa Moorj his Perfon and Manners.
Maholio, a fantaftical Steward. - - . -

MercHtio, quarrelfome.

Nurfe.

N.

O.

Vol. I.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 2.

Vol.6.
ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 1.

Vol. I.

ibid,

ibid,

Vol.2.
Vol. s-

Vol.6.

Vol. I.

Vol. 2.

ibid.

Vol. 6.

Vol. 6,

ibid.

ASt

S 2

S 3

s 4

s
s

/^RIa»do, a younger Brother neglected by the Elder. Vohi.^ Ophelia., Beauty and Innocence diftradted with Calamities. Vol. 6.

Othello, his Service of importance to the State own'd by Jago. ibid.

_ . - - owns himfelf of Royal Defcent, andLtove the fole motive of
his marrying Defdemona. - - -

- - - - feiz'd and infulted by her Father
- - - - accus'd by him before the Duke, he relates the whole progrefs

of his Amour. . - - - -

- - - - defcrib'd by Jago, of a temper eafy and credulous.
his meeting at Cyprus with befdemm^,. - - - -

J^g'* begins to work him up to Jealoufy.
- - - - his Soliloquy, after it. - - -

- - - his Jealoufy eonfirm'd, a beautiful Scene.
- . - - asks Defdemona for the Handkerchief, tells the virtues of it.

his paffion work'd up by Jago till he falls in a trance.

- - - - lillens to CaJ}io\ difcourfe with Jago. - • - -

Timpefl.
ibid.

Meaf. for Meaf.
M.A.abt.Noth.
As yoK like it.

2mbeline.
m. andjuliet.

Othello.

'tarn, of the Sh

2 Gent. Ver.

Meaf. for Meaf
M.A.abt.Noth
Winter Tale.

Titm Andr.
Hamlet.

"Tempejl.

Mer. of Ven.

Twelfth Night.

Rom. and Jul.

Rom. a»d Jul.

As you like it.

Hamlet.
Othello.

4
6

8
II

6

S
6
8
II

I

3

Petfon.

omio.



Othello^ wrought to F\iry, he refolvcs murther Defdemona and

Cajno; - Vol.6.
- - - - (hikes DcfJUtitonla.

- - - - exaihincs hdr and JEmilh. . - - - - - -

- - - - kills Defdefnoha.
- - - - his bitter re^orfe after. - - ^ - w - -

- - - - he kills himCelf.

ryOjlhttmiis^ fond and jealous.
"* Profpero, a Magician.

ProtheHs^ falfe to his Friind and Miftreft.

Parolles, a lying cowardly Captain.;

P^kftdarkf, aHe-Batvd. - - - .

Quickly, a Bawd. . - - -

Qae'cff, ambition, cruelty, and falfhood.

Vol. 6.

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol. I.

Vol. 6.

Vol. i.-^

Vol. 6.

R.

jnOfahf/d, beautiful ahd witty. . . _ -

*^ Ro-fheoy paaTionately teriaer, and unfortunate in Love.

CYcorax, a Witch. - -

^ Silvia, beautiful and conftant.

Sbylock, a Jew, cruel and covetous.

Vol. 1

Vol- 6.

Vol. I,

ibid.

Vol. 2,

n^Hurio, a rich fimple pretender to Love. - - .

I Sir Toby Belch, a Sot.

Titus Andronictts, a brave Soldier and unfortunate Father.

Tamora, vid. Horroh
Therfites, Envy and Caldmny, - - - -

Vol. I.

Vol. 2.

Vol. 5

- Vol.6.

SECT. IV.

Play.

Othello.

4
4

C^mbetf^e.

Temp.
2 Gent. P'er.

Airs well, &c.
Tro. and Cref.

MW.oiJVindf.
I and 2 //(?». 4.

Cymbeline.

As you Hie it.

kom. dud Jul.

Temp.
2 Gent. Ver.

Mer. of Ven.

2 Gent. Ver.

Twelfth Night.
Titus Andro.

'tro. and Cref.

' INI>feX of Thoughts, or Sentiments.

A.
Astrology ridicul'd. - Vol. 3.

Adtions to be carried on with Refolution. Vol. ^.
Authority, the ill privileges of it. - - . . Vol. i.

Adverfity, the Advaatages of it. Vol. 2.

EL-

BAniniment (in iliToiv^r^j)' baniih'd^ ... . . Vol. 3,
Banifhment, comforted. y^,^;

Baftardy, defended. - ibid,

S

Lear. ,

Ain. %.

Meaffor Meaf
As you like it.

Richard X,

ibid.

Lear.

}

Scene.

S
6

8.9
6

9
10

3, &c.

Pcrfon.

Wol.

Ifah.

Duke Sen.

Mowbray.
Gaunt.

Baji.

Contemt



INDEX.
c.

Content in a private Life. -
.

- - • - - Vol. 4.

Crown, the pleafure of wearing one. ' ibid.

Confcience. - _---_-.>. ibid.— - - - - item. ibid.

Calumny, unavoidable. - - .
» - * " Vol. i

.

Ceremony. Vol. j-.

Changes, in friendfhip and hate. * - - " * *
^I'^f^-

Confpiracy, dreadful till executed. ibid.

Cowards die often. - - -

Condudt in War, fuperior to Adion. Vol. 6.

Chrijimas., how the time is reverenc'd. ----- ibid.

Courtfhip, advice to young Ladies how it fliould be admitted, ibid.

Cuckolds make themfelves. ----- - ibid.

DYing Words, their force. - - - • *

Day, happy.
- - unfortunate.

Death invok'd.

Doubt and Delay. - - . - - . -

Dependents, not to be too much trufted by great Men
Duty exprefs'd with fimplicity acceptable.

Death, the terrors of it.

the defire of lov'd objeds heighten'd by it.

- - - - a neceflary end, and ftiou'd not be fear'd.

Delights, violent, not lading.

Drunkennefs, an unmanly vice. - . - -

Iclipfes, their influence.

FAdlion, how to be carried on. -

item.

Favourites of Princes, wretched. . - - -

FriendOiip, none obferv'd in Love.

Fruition more languid than ExpeSation. -

Fortune. - -

FriendOiip grounded on Intereft chang'd with Fortune.

Fly, refledtions on the killing one. - : -

G.

GOOD to be drawn out of Evil. - - •

Great Men, their Favours uncertain.

Greatnefs, fubjedi to Cenfure. - - - -

Gold, its power over Man.
... item. -

item.

Greatnefs meets with Contempt when it declines.

Gold, its power.
--------- item.

Grief, immoderate difcommended. >

H.

Honour, Man's greateft Trealure. • - -

Holy War.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

Vol. 4.

ibid.

Vol. I.

ibid.

- ibid.

Vol. f.

Vol. 6.

' ibid.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol. 4.

Vol. I.

Vol. 1.

ibid.

Vol. s-

ibid.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 4.

Vol. I.

Vol. f.

ibid.

ibid.

Vol. 6.

. ibid.

ibid.

- ibid.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Play.

2 Hen. 6.

3 He?/. 6.

Richard 3.

ibid.

Meaf. for Meaf.

T'imon.

Coriolanus.

Jul. Cafar.
ibid.

. andCref.
Hamlet.
ibid.

Othello.

Richard 2.

K. John.
ibid,

ibid.

Richard 3.

Hen. 8.

Midf. N.Dr.
Meaf. for Meaf
M.A. abt. Noth.

Jul. Cafar.

Rom. and Jul.
Othello.

Lear.

I Hen. 4.
ibid.

Hen. 8.

M.A. abt. Noth.
Mer. of Ten.
ibid.

T'imon.

Titus Andro.

Henry f.

Richard 3.

Meaf for Meaf
Timon.
ibid.

ibid.

Tro. and Cref
Cymbeline.

Rom. and Jul.
Hamlet.

Richard 2.

I Hen. 4.

4
3

4
4
4
f
3
2

5"

I

Scene.

6
6

\)
3
I

4
y
I

13

I

I

I

3
2

I

2
2

4
T
13

Perfon.

Iden.

Rich.

1 Fil.

K. Rich.
Duke.

Afem.
Timon.
Cor.

Brut.

Ccef

Ulyf
Hor.

Laer. PoU
Mmil.

Gaunt.
K. Phil.

Confi.

Conji.

K. Rich.
Buck.

Thef
Claud.

Friar.

Ccef
Fri.

GU.

IVor.

K. Hen,
mi.
Claud.

Sal. Gra,.

Ant.

I Ser.

Tit.

K. Hen,

Haft.
Duke.
Tim.
idem.

idem.

Achtl.

Clot.

Rom.
King.

Mowbray,
K. Hen.

Honour



INDEX.
Honour. -

dcfcrib'd.

- - - - - new-made dcfcnVd. -

ought to be confcr'd on Merit only.
----- due to perfonal Virtue, not to Birth.

continued adls neceflary to preferve its luftre.

Hypocrify. - - .

I
Ngratitude.

nnocence.

Imagination, ftrong in Lovers, Poets, and Madmen.

K.

Kings, their Right divine.

- - their Miferies

King-killing, detefted.

Item,

item.

LIFE.
the Neceflaries of it are few.

unpleafant. ------
- - - - the viciflitudes of it. -

- - - - moral refledtions on the vanity of it.

- - - - item. -------
Libels againlt the State

Life, the Ihortnefs and vanity of it. - - «

M.

MAN. ,

Marriage.

Mercy in Governors prais'd. • - " •

Magillrate, the Duty of one.

Mufick, different effeSs of it.

Man's luperiority over Woman.
Mediocrity, the happieft Itate. - - - -

Mercy.
Mufick, finely prais'd. . - - - -

Marriage, alters the temper of both Sexes.

Mind, not Drefs, adorns the Body. - « -

Melancholy the parent of Error.

Man, the dignity of his Nature. - - - -

O.

OATHS, illegal not Obligatory.

to Princes, little valu'd by their People.

Ornament, afpecious delulion. - - « -

Opportunity, to be feiz'd on in all affairs.

P.

POwer, impotence of humane.
Poetry, Hotjpttr'% contempt of it-

Pardons of Pof-^cs ridicul'd.

Poetry, prevalent with Women.
Vol. VI. ^ K k Ic k

Play. Aa. Scene.

Vol. 3. I Hen, 4. I 4
ibtd. ibid. s 2

K. John. I 3

vol. 2. ifiCr, or yCn» 2 lO
- ibtd. All's well. 2 6
Vol. 6. Tro. and Cref. 3 7

ibid. Hamlet. 3 I

Vol. 3. Leitr. I

Vol. 4. 2 Hen. 6. 3 7
Vol. I. Midf. N. Dr. S I

Vol. 3. Richard 2. 3 2
tOtu. Hen. 4

Vol. 4. Richard 3. I 5"

ibid. Hen. 8. 2 S
Vol. 2. (Vint. Tale. I 3

Vol. 3. I Hen. 4. s 9
ibid. Lear. 2 II

. ibid. K. yohn.
3 6

Vol. 4. Hen. 8.
3 6

v 01. I

.

meaj.jor ineaj.
3

I

Vol. 2. As you like it. 2 9
Vol. 5-. Tit. Andro. 4 J"

ibid. Mackbeth.
1

J-

Vol. 3. K. Lear. 3 6
Vol. 4. I Hen. 6. 5- 8
Vol. I. Meaf. for Meaf. 2 7

ibid. ibid. 3 8
ibid. ibid.

•J

4 I

ibid. Com. of Er. 2 I

Vol. 2. Mer. of Fen. I 2
ibid. ibid. 4 2
ibid. ibid. S I

ttia. As you like it. 4 2
ibid. Tarn, of the &c. 4 6

Vol. f

.

Jnl. C^far. s
Vol. 6. Hamlet. 2 6

v 01. 4- ^ nen. 0. I 4
ibid. ibid. 3 I

Vol. 2. Mer of Fen. a 2

Vol s- "Jul. Ctefar. 4

Vol. 3. Richard 2. I

ibid. I Hen. 4. 3 I

ibid. K. John. 3 2
Vol. I. 2 Gent. Fer. 3 s

Perfon.
Hot.

Fal.

Bajl.

Pa/.

Lear.
K. Hen,
Thef.

K. Richard.
K. Hen.
Brak.

Anne.
Cam.

Hot.

Lear.

Lewis.
IVol.

Duke.
Jaques.
Tarn.

Mac.

K. Lear,

Suff.

Ifab.

Duke.
id,

Luc.
Ner.
P»r,
Lor.

Rofa.

Pet.

Mef.
Ham.

Rich.

K. Hen.
Baft.

Brut.

Gaunt.
Hot.

K. John.
Pro.

Power



INDEX.
Power, abufe of It. -

Patiei.ce.

- the Theory of it rarely praSicable.

Populf.ce, fadioiis and fickle.

Providence direfts our Adions.
Preferment i^^ain'd by Favour not Merit.

Patience. ------

R
R.

Elipion, of great ufe in Rebellion.

Reputation.
. item.

S.

SPeech, haughty, difcommended. - - : I

Slander llicks long.

Speculation more eafy than Pra£tice. - - - -

Seafon, neceflary to give every thing its perfedion.

Study, difprais'd. - - - - - - .
_

Solitude preferr'd to a Court Life.

•Satire, not to defcend to particular Perfons. - - -

Solitude, a fine Dcfcription of it.

Slander unavoidable. - - -

T.

•THoughts, ineftcdual to moderate afRidions.. - - -

Thought.

Travel, advantage of it. - - « - - -

- - - - a Father's advice to his Son before going.

V.

TTlrtue, to be employ'd for the Publick. - - - -

^ confpicuous, expos'd to Enj'y.

Virtues and Vices chequer Man's Life. ~ : "

Vitious Perfons infatuated by Heav'n.

W.

WOrds give eafe to Grief. - - - :

World,, the Vanity and DifTolution of it.

-- ---- - beautifully painted at.large.

Wives, the Duty they owe to- their Husbands. - -

- ... - advice, how to chufe.

Vol. I.

ibid.

ibid.

Vol. s-

Vol. 6.

ibid.

- ibid.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 6.

ibid.

Play.

Meaf.forMeaf.
Com. of Er.
M.A.abt.Noth.
Coriol.

Hamlet.
Othello.

ibid.

2 Hen.
Othello.

ibid.

Vol. 3.

Vol. I.

Vol. 2.

ibid.

Vol. 2.

ibid.

- ibid.

Vol. 6. 1 Cymbel.

//-/^J ibid..

I Hen, 4.

Com. of Er.
Mer. ofVen.
ibid.

Love's Lab. loft.

As you like it.

ibid.

Vol 3-

ibid.

Vol. 1.

Vol. 6.

Richard 2.

t Hen. 4.

2 Gent. Ver.

Hamlet.

Vol. I. Meafjor Meaf
Vol. 2.

ibid.

Vol. ^. Ant. and Ckop

I

As yoH like it.

AWs well., &c.

Vol.. 4. Richard 3
Vol. I.

Vol. 2.

ibid.

ibid.

"Temp

As you like it.

Tarn, oj the &c.
Allls well, &C.

Ad.
2

2

s
I

s
I

2

Scene.

7
I

I

2
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3
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6
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Ham.
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Duke Sen.

Ja^ues.
Bel.

PsJ..

Bolif.

Hot.

^al.

Ant..

Pol.

Duke.
Adam.
I Lord.

Ant.

Queen.
Pro.

"JaqueS'

Kath.
Duke.
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INDEX.
SECT. V. SPEECHES.

A Table of the moft confiderablc in

Shake/pear.

B

EXHORTArORT.
Ifliop of CarUfle's in Defence of K. Richard. - - -

Henry the Fourth's to the Prince before he dy'd

Henry Fifth's to the Chief Juftice. - - - -

Canterburfs to excite Henry Fifth to begin a War.
Henry Fifth's (o his Soldiers.

to IVeJimorland.

K. John's to Hubert to kill Arthur. ....
Bo/lard's to K. John to fight the French.

Joan of Orleans's to Burgundy to forfakc the K. of England's In-

tereft. - _ - Vol. 4.

Clifford's to K. Henry ^ to ftir him up to Revenge. ibid.

Q. Margaret to her Soldiers. - - - - - - ibid.

Richmond to his Soldiers, before the Battle of Bofvjorth. ibid.

Richard the Third's, on the fame Occafion. - - - _ ibid.

VltUPERATlFE.

Vol. 3.

ibtd.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

"DOUngbrokc to Bupy on his Injuries receiv'd. - - -

Gatint's to K. Richard.

TorKs to Bolingbroke., on Rebellion. - - - . -

K. Henry to his Son.

J4-'orcefter''s to Henry Fourth. - - - - _ _

Arch-Bifhop of Turk's., on the inconftancy of the populace.

Wejlmorland's to the Arch-Bifhop taking Arms. - - -

Lancajler's, on the fame Subjedt.

K. Henry Fourth on Avarice. - - - -

item to Prince Henry when he had taken the Crown.
K. Henry Fifth to Faljlaff. -

'

_

-

To Cambridge., Scroop., and Gr^y, on their Confpiracy

The Conftable's and Grandpree's againft the Englijb. - - -

K. Learns againft Women.
----- abufe of Power. - -

Baflard Ftiulconbridge''s againfl the French.

Talbot^ to his Men retreating. - - . > -

Suffolk's agai ft D. Humphrey.
K. Henry's to Suffolk., on D. Humphrey^ Death. - - -

Q. Ahirgatet's aufwer.
- - To Tork when taken Prifoner, and his Reply
Edward, and Clarence to Q. Margaret. - - -

K. Henrfs to Ghcejlcr before he k Il'd ! Im.

Q. Margaret's to Edward the Fourth's Queen, andthcD. of 2br;^. ibid.

Q. Cuharine'sto the two Cardinals. -----
Itmon's to his falfe Friends. Vol, f.

Vol. 3.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibtd

ibid,

ibid

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 4.

ibid

- ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

EXEC RATI FE.

J^lchard the Second, to England on his Arri\ a!.

King Lear, againft his Daughters.

Suffolk on his Banifhment. - - - .

Play.

Richard 2.

2 HeH> 4.
ibid.

Hen. f.

ibid.

K. John.
ibid.

I Hen. 6.

3 Hen. 6.

Richard 3.

ibid.

Richard 2.

ibid.

ibid.

1 Hen. 4.

ibid.

2 Hen. 4.

ibfd.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

Hen.
J",

ibid.

K. Lear.
ibid.

K. John.
1 Hen. 6.

2 Hen. 6.

ibid,

ibid.

3 Hen. 6.

ibid,

ibid.

R:chard 3.

Hen. 8.

T'tmon.

Vol. 3.

ibid

Vol.4.

Richard X,

K. Lear.

2 Hen. 6.

Scene.

4 2
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index:
Lady Am againft Richard the Third. - - .

Q. Margaret's againft him, ^c.
JimoK^s, on the Athenians. - - - - -

on Mankind. -

Coriolanus^ on the People of Rome who banifh'd him.

Vol. 4.

ibid.

Vol. s-

Vol. s-

DELIBERATIVE.

K Richard in Prifon. - - Vol. 3
Prince Harry'i on refolving to leave his debauch'd way of

Life. ibid,

ibid,

ibid-

ibid.

Lord BardolpFs, on fighting with fuperior Forces.

Burgnndf% for Peace. - - -

The Citizen's for a Marriage betwixt the Dauphin and Blanch
Agamemnon's^ NeJior\^ L/lyJfes's, on Achilles's defertion. Vol. ^

NARRATIVE.
TJ^OtJpur's to the K. about delivering Prifoners. - -

••^ The Chief Juftice's Defence to K. Hen. s-

Exeter's, of the Death's of Tork and Suffolk.

D. of Turk's, of a Battle.

/e/c^Ws, of the D. ofM's fighting. - - -

Clarence's Dream of drowning.

Norfolk's defcription of the interview betwixt the K. of England and
France. - - - - - ibid.

K- Henry Eighth's on his Divorce. ibid.

Antonio\ Account of a Ghoft appearing to him. - - - Vol. z.

Vol. 3.

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 4.

ibid-

ibid.

PATHETIC.
J^Ichard II, on the Vanity of Power, and Mifery ofKings.
*^ - - - on the fame, renouncing Greatnefs in Defpair.

At his renouncing the Crown. - . - . .

Lady Percy's to Hotfpur.- ._ - - - to Northumberland. - - - _ _

K. Henry Fourth, on the viciffitude of humane Afl^airs.

p. Henry's Defence of himfelf. - - - - _

K. Lear's in the Storm. -

- - — - to Cordelia.

- to her, dying.

Conjiance's to Salisbury.

her Speeches on the lofs of Arthur. -

Salisbury's on taking Arms againft his King.

Suffolk's to Margaret., in love with his Prifoner. - - -

Henry Sixth's on D. Humphrey's dilgrace.

Stffolk., and Q. Margaret., parting. - - . - .

Edward Fourth on the Murther of Clarence.

D. of Buckingham's after Condemnation. - - .

Q. Catharine's., before her Divorce.

Cardinal IVolfey's to Cromwel. ------
Q. Catharine's., recommending her Daugher to the King.

Helena's, on her Husband's flying from her to the War. -

Hermione's defence when impeached of Adultery.

M. Antony's on Cxfar's Murther.
- - - his Funeral Oration over the Body.

S 0 L I L 0 ilU I E S.

K Henry the Fourth, on want of fleep. - - •

• Pr. Henry, on the Troubles attending Greatnefs.

Henry Fitth, on the Miferies of Kings. " : - -

5

Vol. 3.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

- ibid.

ihid,

ibid,

ibid.

ibid.

- ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 4.

ibid.

- ibid,

ihid.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 2.

ibid.

Vpl. ^.

ibid

Vol. 3.

ibid,

tbid

Richard 3.

ibid.

Trmon.
ibid.

Coriol.

Richard 2.

I Hen. 4,

1 Hen 4.

Hen. f.

K. John.
Tro. and Cref.

1 Hen. 4.

2 Hen, 4.

Hen. 5".

3 Hen. 6.

ibid.

Richard 3.

Hen. 8.

ibid.

IVmt. Tale.

Richard 2.

ibid.

ibid.

1 Hen. 4.

2 Hen. 4.

ibid,

ibid.

K. Lear.
ibid,

ibid.

K. John.
ibid,

ibid.

1 Hen. 6.

2 Hen. 6.

ibid.

Richard 3.

Hen. 8.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

All's well, &c
IVinter Tale.

"Jul. Ccefar.

ibid.

2 Hen 4.

ibid.

Aft.
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INDEX.
On new-made Honour, by the Bajlard. - - - -

On Self intercft, by the fame.

D. of Tork\ on the furrcndcr of A»jou to the French. - -

- on his defign to feize the Throne for himfelf.

Young Clifford on the Death of his Father. - - - -

K. Ht:Kry\ on the Happinefs of low h"fe.

- after he loft the Battle, on his Q. going to France.

GlouceJler''s on his deformity, and ambition . - -

Warwick's dying Speech.

Richard the Third's on his deformity. '

TirrePs on the Murther of K. Edward's two Sons. - - -

Richmond's the Night before a Battle.

Richard the Third, in defpair. ... - - -

Cardinal lVolfey''s on the viciiTitudes of life.

Profpero's to the Spirits. ------
An^elo's on temptation to Luft by a virtuous Beauty.

Lichimo's looking on Imogen afleep. - . - -

Pojlhumfts's againft Women. - - -

Romeo's over Juliet in the Vault.

The King's, defpairing of Pardon for Inceft and Murther. -

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol. 4.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

ibi^.

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

- ibid.

ibid-

ibid.

ibid.

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol. 6.

Vol. 6.

- ibid.

N. B. T'he Speeches in Julius Caefar, Antony and Cleopatra, Mac
beth, Hamlet, and Othello, are chiefly placed under the Titles of

thofe Plays.

INDEX of Defcriptions, or Images.

I. Defcriptions of Places.

B.

Bank, flowry

Dover Cliff

£«r^/«a<i celebrated. -----
difprais'd by the Conftable of France.

defcrib'd in its fituation. - -

- - - - only conquer' d by inteftine Divifions.

- - - - its Intcreft in relation to France.

- - - - its fituation. - - - - -

A Field after a Battle.

Clocejlerjbire.

Vol. VI L 1 1 1

Vol. I

Vol. 3,

Vol. 3,

ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

Vol. 4.

Vol. 6.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 3.

Play. Adl. Scene.

K. John. I 3D
ibid. 2 6
z Hen. 6. I 3J
ibid. 3 s
ibid.

3 Heni 6. 2 6
ibid. 3J I

ibid. 3 3

ibid. s 3J
Richard 3. I I

ibid. 4 3
ibid. f 3
ibid. f 4
Hen. 8- 3 6
Tempefl. s 2

Meaf. for Meaf 2 8

Cymbeline. 2 2

2 7
Rom. and Jul. f 4.

Hantlet. 3 9

Midf. N. Dr.

K. Lear.

Richard 1.

Hen
J*.

K .John,

ibid.

3 Hen. 6.

Cymbtline.

Hen. s-

R^iehard X.

Perfbn.

I

6
I

10
I

I

14

Ob.

Edg.

Gaunt.
Con.

Aufl.

Baft.

Haft.
Queen.

Mount.

North.



t N D E X.

Inchanted Iflc.

I.

L.

IS flow defcrib'd.

N.

P.

Pifa.

The Severn.

Salique Land^

7re»f, at Burton.

'Tower of London.

V.

Vale, a dark and melancholy one.

11. Defcriptions of Perfbns.

A.

Apothecary, his Poverty and Shop defcrib'd. - -

B.

BEautiful Maid.
A Bifhop in Arms.

Bedlam Beggars.

Beautiful Perfon petitioning. . _ - -

A Bailiff.

C.

Commons of England.

their Inconftancy.

Courtier, an unlaccefsful one.

Cheats, feveral forts.

Conftables and Watchmen.

Courtier, humouroufly defcrib'd.

Candidate for an Ofl&ce.

Vol. 1.

Vol. 4.

Vol. 2.

Vol. s.

Vol. 2

Vol. 3,

ibid.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 4.

Vol. s-

Vol. 2.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol. 4.

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol. 2.

Vol. 5.

Play.

Tem^eft.

2 Hen. 6,

Taming oftheSh.

Ant. and Cleop.

Tar/ling oftheSh

I Hen. 4.

Hen. 5".

I Hen. 4.

Richard 3.

Tit^s Andro.

Rom. and Jul.

Taming oftheSh

.

2 Hen. 4.

Lear.

2 Gent. Ver.

Com. of Errors.

Richard 2.

2 Hen. 4.

Hen. 8.

Com. of Er.

[bid.

As you like it.

Cortolanus.

Aa

3

2

T

2

I

3

4
5"

I 3

Scene Perfon.

Cal.

Say.

Lucentio

Luc.

Hot.

Cant.

Hot.

am.

Rom,

Pet.

Wefl.
Edzar.
Pro.

S. Dro.

Bagot.

Tork.

Old L.
Ant.

Clo.

Cor.



INDEX.
D.

A Deform'd Perfon.^ A d> ing Perfon by Poifoii, in K. John.

of old age, in Prifon, 'n\ Mortimer. -

by ftrangling, in D. Humphry.

in Agonies of Dcfpair, in Cardinal Beauford.

Drunken Men.
Dying of Grief.

Debtor. - .- - -

DuelHft. -»

Death, ia a beaatiful Face. -----
item-

item.

E.

Tj'Nglijbmen in preference to the Fremh. . - -

i—
' _ - , . _ defcribM by tlie French.

- ridicul'd for following French Fafliions.
.... for hard Drinking.

F.

AFoppifh Courtier. -

Flatterers of great Men.
Fairies. - - - - -- -

item.

Fairy-Mafqueradie. - -- - -- --
Fortune-teller.

Fairies, Mab the Queen of. - - - - - . .

G-

General, leading a Vidorious Army. - - - -

H.

HYpocrite. -

item.

- - item. -------
I.

/Rijhmen. - -- -- --
A Jufticc.

A Jelter. - - " '

K.

KING, a good one defcrib'd. - - - - _

Knights of the Garter.

Kenttjbmen. • - - - - -.-
King, a good,

L.

LOver, banidfd.

Lovers, humouroufly defcrib'd. - - a -

Lovers parting.

Lover, delcrib'd. - - -

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol. 4.

ibid.

ibid.

Vol. I.

Vol. 2.

Vol. s-

Vol.6.
ibid.

ibid.

ibid.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 4.

ibid.

Vol. 6.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol. I.

Vol. 6.

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol. 6.

Vol. s-

Vol. 4.

ibid.

Vol. 6.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 2.

ibid.

Vol.

Vol. 4.

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 6.

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. z.

Play.

K. "John.

ibid.

1 Hen. 6.

2 Hen. 6.

ibid.

Temfefl.
All's well., &c.
Timon.

Rom. andjul.
ibid.

Cywbeline.

liom.and'Jtiliet.

Hen. S-

I Hen. 6.

Henry 8.

Othello.

I Hen. 4.

Lear.

Midf. N. Dr.
Rom. and Jul.

MW. ofWindf.
Com. of Er.
Romeo and Jul.

Coriolanus.

Richard 3.

ibid.

Rom. and Jul.

Richard 2.

As you like it.

Twelfth Night.

Macbeth.
1 Hen. 6.

3 Hen. 6.

ibid.

Rom. and Jul.
ibid.

Cymbeltne.

As yoH like it.

Aft Scene,

7
9. 10.

6
6

9. 10

4
3
I

S

S

f

4

8

S
6

10

Perfon.

Cofi/1.

IVar.

Ari.

I Lord.
Sen.

Mer.
Cap.
Arv.

Ram,

K. Hen.

Jago.

Hot.

Kent.

Mere.

E. Attt.

Mer.

Glo.

Glo. Buck.
Jul.

K. Richard.

Jaqttes.

Vio.

Talb.

York.

K. Hen.

Rom,
Mer.

Sil. andClo.
\Japies.

Lover,



INDEX.
Lover, defcrib'd.

item.

conflant. -

banifh'd.

in Solitude.

Lover defcrib'd.

Lovers parting. -

Vol. I.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 2.

Vol. 6.

M.

Tl^Eflenger, vrith ill News. - - - -

•A-Vl ... - item.

. . » with good Nevsrs. - - -

A Mad-man.
^ Miferable Mother in Conftance. - - -

Edward the Fourth's Widow.
Mermaid.
Melancholy-man.

NEws-tellers.

A Nun.

N.

O.

OLd Man opprefs'd with cares, - - -

vigorous, from temperance in Youth.

Old Man in the extremity of decay. " - :

Old Men fubjeft to ingratitude.

P.

)OftMeflenger.PC
. fee the fame defcrib'd.

Pedants, in Armado., Holofernes., Nathaniel

Q-

A Quarrelfome Perfon.

S.

Soldier young, brave and unpolifli'd. -

Soldiers in Armour.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

> ibid.

ibid.

- ibid.

Vol. 4.

Vol. I.

Vol. 6.

Vol. 3.

Vol. I,

Vol. I.

Vol. 2.

ibid.

Vol. j-.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol. 2.

Vol. 6,

Play.

2 Gent. Ver.
ibid,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.

As you like it.

Tro. and Cref.

2 Hen. 4.

K. "John.

2 Hen. 4.

K. Lear.
K, yohn.

Richard 3.

Midf. N. Dr.
Hamlet.

K. 'John.

Midf. N. Dr.

Com. of Er.
As you like it.

ibid.

Timon,

2 Hen. 4.

Lear.

Love''s La. lojl.

Rom. andynl.

Serving-man. - - - -

Sea faring Perfons in diftrefs

Savage-man.
Swimmer
Soldier.

School-boy.

Shepherd.

vid. Calibaff.

I.

Vol. 6.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol
ibi,

Vol. s-

Vol. 2.

- ibid.

ibid.

Twins,
mio's -

Talkative Coxcombs

their likenels defcrib'd in the two Ant!pholis''s and Dro-
- - Vol. I.

Vol. 2.

Troj,ans. Vol. 6.

VlUains look. Vol. 3.

2

2

2

3

f

3

4

Tro. andCref.
I Hen. 4.

K. Lear.
'Temp.

ibid.

Jul. Cafar.
As you like it.

ibid,

ibid.

Cor,7. of Er.

Mer. of Vcn.

Tro. and Cref.

K. John.

Scene.

I

7
10

3

4
8

4.6.

2

6
2

I

3

9
9
3

V2.

^4

Perfon.
Speed.

Val.

Jul.

Val.

idem.

Rofa.

North.

Confl.

K. Hen.
Cord.

K. Phil.

Queen.

Oh.

Ham.

Hub.
The.

TEgceon.

Adam.
Jaques.
Tim.

Trav.

K^nt.

Mer.

Ulyf
Ver.

Edgar.
Pro.

Fran.

Caf
Jaques.

idem.

Lor.

Mn.

Pemh.
if.. John.

Witch



INDEX.
w.

Witch, vid. Sycorax.

Woman of a Satirical Wit.
Item.

Wife, a good one.

Woman's Man.
Witches, and their Charms.
Woman, a lewd one.

VOung Gentleman, an accomplifli'd. - -

i item.

Youth, a pert Pretender. - - _

Younger Brother, kept without Education.
Youth,.a beautiful one defcrib'd. . - - .

Young Lady playing on the Lute and finging.

Youth, a pert one. - -- -- - - -

two of Royal Birth.

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol. 2.

ibid.

Vol. S-

Vol. 6.

Vol. I.

Vol. 6.

Vol. 2.

ibid.

- ibid.

Vol. s.
Vol. 6.

ibid.

III. Defcriptions of Things.

A.

AN Army disbanded. - - Vol. 3.
Embarking.

j ihid.
----- Englip^ new-rais'd. - -

Angling. Vol.1.
Ambitious Love. - -- -- -- -- - - Vol. 2.

Art and Nature, vid. Nature.
Angling, Cleopatra's. - - - - - - Vol. 5-.

B.

"DEauty. vid. Bullett., Anne.^ item. - : Vol. I
negledcd.

delcnbd by Romeo. - -- -- -- -- - y-Qj ^'

C.

/^Hallcnge, the Ceremonial of one.- Vol. 3.^ Combat in the Lilts, its Ceremony. iyid.

Coronation, the Caemonics of one. - - - - - - Vol. 4.

D.

T^Enial of Favours. - - - -- -- - _ -
^

Diamond-Ring. mj^^
Death. --^ Vol. 6.
Dreams.

'

-Vo L. VI. M m m m

Play.

M.A.aht.Noth.
ibid.

Mer. ofVen.
Love''! Lab. loft.

Macbeth.
Tro. and Cref.

2 Gent. Ver.

Cymbeline.

Mer. of Ven.
As you like it.

ibid.

Titus Andr,
Cymbeline.

ibid.

2 Hen. 4.

Hen. 5-.

K. John.
M.A. abt.Noth.

All's well, &c.

Ant, and Cleop.

Temp.
2 Gent. Ver.
Rom. and Jul.

Richard 2.

ibid.

Hen. 8.

Timon.
Titus Andro.

Cymbeline.

Rom, and Jul.

Ad. Scene.

4
I

6

5
I

3
I

II

10

4
4

Pcrfoii.

Bene.

Hero.

Birou,

Ulyf.

Val
I Geut.
Por.

Orla.

Pbe.
Mar.
PiJ.

Bel.

Haft.
Chorus.

Chat.

Urf.

Heh

Fer.

Jul.

3 Gent,

Flav.

Mar,
Pofi.

her.

Entry



INDEX.
E.

TJ' Ntry of K. Richard and Boliughroke into London,
Earthquake. . . - _ . . .

Entry of Coriolanus into Rome after Vidlory.
- - - Poyy2pey's, .--..---...u
Earth, and its produils.

F.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol. 5.

ihid.

Vol. 6.

TpAlhions, of ItaJy^ fic. - - - : - - - Vol. 3.

Face of a Perfon near Death. Vol. 4.
- i.l-favour'd. - - - - - - - Vol. i.

Fricndftip betwixt two young Ladies. ibid.

Friend. Vol. 2.

Fortune, and her Votaries. Vol. f

.

Family, ruin'd by profufcnefs. • - - - - - ibid.

G.

/^Ratitude in an Old Servant. - - - - : Vol. 2.

Gentle Temper. "
Vol. 6.

H.

TJOrfe, Richard's rode by Bolin^broke.
^ Hounds, and Hunting defcrib'd.

Houfe- keeping, riotous. - ^ _

Hounds, Horfes, Hunting.
Hurricane. -

Horror in one buried alive.

INfurreSion of the Populace.
Interview of the Kings of England and France.

Jefts and Jefter. - -

invention, a dull one.

Jealoufy defcrib'd. -

K.

J^Ing's-Evil, and its cure. - - - -

Kingdom, oppreft by an Ufurper.

LOve, humouroufly defcrib'd.

- - improves all our Facul
- fantaftical. - - -

Lionefs.

Life, a pleafant one defcrib'd.

- - - in a wild folitude.

ties.

Vol. 3.

Vol. I.

Vol. f.

ibid.

Vol. 6.

ibid.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 4.

Vol. 2.

Vol. 6.

- ibid.

Vol. s.

ibid.

Vol. 2.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid

ibid.

Vol. s-

Play.

Richard 2.

I Hen, 4.
Coriol.

Jul. Cafar.
'

Rom. and Jul.

Richard 2.

Hen. 8.

Temp.
Midf. N.Dr.

Mer of Ven.

Timon.

ibid.

As you like it.

Hamlet.

Richard 2."

Midf. N. Dr.
Timon.
Tit. Andro.

Tro. and Cref,

Rom. and Jnl.

Richard 2.

Hen. 8.

Lovers Lab. lofi,

Othello.

ibid.

Mackbeth.

ibid.

Love's Lab. lofi.

ibid.

ibid.

As you like it.

Tarn, of the &c.
Timon.

Scene.

s 3
3 1

2 4
I I

2 4

2 I

4 2

I T

3 8

3 \l
I I

4' 2'

2 3
2

S II

4 2
2 4
2 3
S f
4 3

3 4
I I

S 10

S
3 S

4 s

4 54

3 3
4 4
S 10

4 6
I 4
4 6

Perfbtt.

Mur.
Friar.

York.

Pat.

Gonz.
Hel.

Bafi.

Por.

Poet.

Adam,
Kingi

Thef Hip,
Flav.

^ro.

Scroop,

Rofa.

Jago.

id.andOth.

Mai.
Mac.
Rofje.

Biron.

idem.

idem.

Oli.

Lord.

Apem.
r Mafqoff,



/ N D E X.

M.

rural.

Moon.
Item.

Vol. 1.

ibid,

ibid,

ibid.
Mafquerade, a Scene of one. 'j

Moon. - - . - . - ... Vol 2.

Mufick. f
Martlets Nefts. " r 7° ' ^•

Madnefs for grief and love, in Ophtha. vol. o.

N.

JS^
A^ure, State of.

Nature and Art.

Oalt, large, old.

Vol. I.

Vol. 2.

Vol. 2

PArting of Lovers. - - - - - Vol
Popularity. VqI

f

Item.

6.

Vol. 3.
- z^/^,

ibid,

ibid,

ibid

- ibid

ibid

Vol. <:

Vol. 4
ibid

Vol. I

Vol. 2

ibid

Vol
i {

(: Vol.6.
ibid.

Pride.

Peace.
after Civil War. -

Prodgies.
. . - - - item. . - -

- - - - - item.

----- item. - -- -- - -- -

Peace.
- - - - betwixt Tork a-^d Laticajier. - - - - .

Play, a bad one defcrib'd.

Pidlure of a beautiful Woman. - . - - -

Pidures of Adonit^ Ferns
^

lo, Daphne and yipollo.

Poetry.

Prodigies.

Poifon.

R.

Umour.R
Kofes, Red and White, the Badges of two Parties.

Item.
Vol. 3.

ibid

Vol. 4

A Song (IVeipy ^. - Vol. 3
Sleep. ibid.

Signs of change in Government. Vol. 4
Sleep.

a Stream beautifully defcrib'd.

Sleep, found.
,

Stag, in the Chaft. - - -

Snake.

Sound fleep. - • -
z z

'

Storm at Sea.

Vol. I

ibid

ib,d

Vol.2
ibid.

Vol. s
Vol. 6.

Play.

Tiiiipejl.

Midf. N. Dr.
ibid.

M. /I. abt. Noth.
As you like it.

Twelfth Night.
Mackbeth.

Hamlet.

"fempejl.

Wint. Tale.

As-you like it.

Rom. and 'Jul.

Richard X.

ibid,

ibid.

I Hen. 4.

Richard 2.

1 Hen. 4.

2 Hen 4.

"JuU Ctcfar.

Richard 3.

ibid.

Midf. N. Dr.
Mer. of Fen.
Tarn, oj the &C.
Timon.

Jul. Cafar.
Hamlet.

ibid.

2 Hen. 4.

ibid.

I Hen. 6.

1 Hen. 4.

2 Hen. 4.

Richard 3.

Mtdf N. Dr.
2 Gent. Fer.

Meaffor Meaf
As you like it.

ibid.

Jul. Cafar.
Othello.^

Scene.

3
I

3
2

2
I

8

S-7

7
7

4
4
I

II

I

9
6
I

7
I

2

4
I

4
I

9

the

2

S

.9

I

9
10
6
I

6
2

I

Perfon.

Thef. Hip^

Lyf.

Orla.

puke.
King.

Gon,

Pol. Per..

01.

K. Rich.

idem.

idem.

K. Hen.
Cap.

Glend.

CI. and GI.

Cafe.

Rich.

Riihm.
Phtlofl.

Bafs.

Poet.

Calph,

Horat.

Laer.

Indudion.
IVar.

Mort^Cle.
K. Hen.

3 Cit.

Ob.

Jul.

Claud.

I Lord.

01,.

Brut.

Time,



INDEX.
T.

Time, the feeming inequality of its motion.

V.

TT'Ifion, of good Spirits. : - *

* Virginity.

A Vidtory long difputed. - -

------ and purfuit of the conquer'd.

W.

w
A Wreck.

AR, the prognofticks of it.

preparation for.

- - - ill efteas of - - -

- - - item.

item.

defcrib'd by a Clown.
White Hand.
Wonder proceeding from fudden joy.

White Hand.

Vol. 2.

Vol. 4.

Vol. 2.

Vol. s-

Vol. 6.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

ibid.

Vol. 4.

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol. 2.

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 6.

Defcriptions of Times and Seafons.

Y E A R, unfruitful and fickly.

Spring.

Winter. - - - - -

item.

Day-break. - - - - . -

- - - - - item.

- - item. - - - - .

- - item.

item. - - - - -

------ item.

item. - - - - -

item.

Morning.
A lowering Morning.

Clear. -

Morning.
- - item. - - - - -

A pleafant Morning.
item. - -

Sun-rifing.
----- item. - - - - -

Evening, a fair one.

Twilight. -

item.

Night, in a Camp.
Itormy.

Midnight. - - - -

- - - item..

Vol. I.

Vol. 2.

ibid,

ibid.

Vol. 3.

Vol. 4.

ibid.

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol. 6.

- ibid.

ibid.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

Vol. 4.

Vol. I.

ibid.

Vol. 5-.

Vol. 6.

Vol. s-
Vol. 6.

Vol. 4.

Vol. 3.

Vol.

Vol. 3.

ibid.

' ibid.

Vol 4

Play.

As yoH like it.

Henry 8.

AWs well, &c.
Mackbeth.

Cymbel.

Richard 2.

HeM. f.

ibid.

2 Heft. 6.

temfefi.

Com. of Er.
ITwt. Tale.

ibid,

ibid.

Tro. and Cref.

Midf. N. Dr.
Love''s Lab. lojl.

As you like it.

Love's Lab. hfi.
I Hen. 4,

I Hen. 6.

Richard 3.

Midf. N. Dr.
M.A.abt.Noth.
Tro. andCref.
Rom. and Jul.
Hamlet.
Richard 1.

1 Hen. 4.

3 Hen. ^S.

"Tempefl.

Midf N. Dr.
T^itus Andro.

Rom. and Jul.

Tit. Andro.
Rom. and Jnl.
Richard 3.

K. John.
Macbeth.
Hen. f.

K. Lear.

K. John.

2 Hen, 6.

Scene. Pcrfon.

3 8 Rofa.

4 2

I 3 Par.

I I

S 2 Poft.

2 IZ Captain.

2 I Chorus.

f 3 Burg.

s S T. Cliff.

C 2 Mer
I

I3 Ari. . c

I I fEgceon.

3 7

4 7 Fie.

S S 3 Gent., &c.
I I Tro.

2 2 Queen.

S 10 Song.

2 1 Duke Sen.
10 Song.

3 3 Glend.

2 3 Bed.

S 3 Stan.

3 9 Puck.

S 8 Pedro.

4 2 Tro.

3 7
I I Hor.

3 -2 Richard'
5" I K.andP.H.
2 I Rich.

s 3 Pro.

9 Ob.

2 4 Tarn.

2 4 Fri.

2 I Aar.

1 2 Ben. Moun.

s 3 Rich.

s 6 Melun.

3 4 I Mur.

4 I Chorus.

3 I. 2 Gent. Kent.

3 K. John.

8
•

Boling.

Night,



INDEX.
Midnight. - - : - Vol.4-
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Tears, to Dew on a Lilly.

W.

7J70rceJier E. of, in Rebellion, compar'd to a Meteor.
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I Hen. 4,

3 Hen. 6.

Hen. 8.

Com. of Er.

Asyou like it.

Winter Tale.

3 Hen. 6.

Ad. Scene. Pcrfon.

s 6

s 0 Pro.

3 6 BolinfT.0
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