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MEASURE for MEASURE.

ACT L
SCENE I. j4 Room in the Duke's Palace.

Enter D uke, E s c a l u s , and Attendants.

Duke, Efcalusr~
EscA. My lord.

Duke, Of government the properties to unfold.

Would feem in me to afFed fpeech and difcourfe

;

Since I am not to know, that your own fcience

Exceeds, in that, the lifts of all advice

My ftrength ,can give you : Then no more remains.

But that to your fufficiency, as your worth is able.

And let them work. The nature of our people.

Our city's inftitutions, and the terms

For common juftice, you are as pregnant in

As art and pradlice hath enriched any

That we remember : There =|= is our commiflion.

From which we would not have you warp Call hither,

I fay, bid come before us [Exit an Attendant.

A: What figure of us think you he will bear ?

5 am put to
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For you mufl know, we have with fpecial foul

Elefted him our abfence to fupply

;

Lent him our terror, dreft him with our love ;

And given his deputation all the organs

Of our own power : What think you of it ?

EscA. If any in Vienna be of worth
To undergo fuch ample grace and honour.

It is lord Angela,

Enter Angelo.
Duke, Look where lie comes.

Always obedient to your grace's will,

I come to know your pleasure.

Duke. Angela^

There is a kind of chara6ler in thy life.

That, to the obferver, doth thy hiftory

Fully unfold : Thy felf and thy belongings

Are not thine own fo proper, as to wafte

Thy felf upon thy virtues, they on thee

:

Heaven doth with us, as we with torches do

;

Not light them for themfelves : for if our virtues

Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd.

But to fine iffues : nor nature never lends

The fmalleft fcruple of her excellence.

But, like a thrifty goddefs, flie determines

Herfelf, the glory of a creditor.

Both thanks and ufe. But I do bend my fpeech

To one that can my part in him advertise

:

Hold therefore, Angelo : [^tendering the CommiJJton*

In our remove, be thou at full our felf

;

Mortality and mercy in Vienna

Live in thy tongue and heart ; Old Bfcalusy
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Though firft in queftion, is thy fecondary

:

Take thy commiflion.

^7^G£.Now, good my lord,

Let there be fome more tell made of my metal.

Before fo noble and fo great a figure

Be ftamp'd upon't.

Duke. No more evasion :

We have with a leaven'd and prepared choice

Proceeded to you ; therefore take =|= your honours.

Our hafte from hence is of fo quick condition.

That it prefers itfelf, and leaves unqueftion'd

Matters of needful value : We fhall write to you.

As time and our concernings fliall importune.

How it goes with us ; and do look to know
What doth befal you here. So, fare you well

:

To the hopeful execution do I leave you
Of your commifTions.

j^NGE. Yet, give leave, my lord.

That we may bring you fomething on the way.

Duke. My hafte may not admit it

;

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do
With any fcruple : your fcope is as mine own

;

So to inforce, or qualify the laws.

As to your foul feems good : Give me your hand;

I'll privily away : I love the people,

But do not like to ftage me to their eyes

:

Though it do well, I do not relifh well

Their loud applause, and aves vehement 1

Nor do I think the man of fafe difcretion.

That does afFe6l it. Once more, fare you welL
u^NGE. The heavens give fafety to your purposes

!

Escji. Lead forth, and bring you back in happinefs

!
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Duke, I thank you : Fare you well.

[Exeunt Duke and Attendants.

EscA. I ftiall desire you, fir, to give me leave

To have free fpeech with you ; and it concerns me
To look into the bottom of my place :

A power I have ; but of what ftrength and nature

I am not yet inftru6led.

^iVG£. 'Tis fo with me: Let us withdraw together.

And we may foon our fatiffadlion have
Touching that point.

Es€A. rU wait upon your honour. [Exeunt,

SCENE 11. J Street.

Enter Lucio, and tnjjo Gentlemen.
Lvci, If the duke, with the other dukes, come not

to composition with the king of Hungary y why then

all the dukes fall upon the king.

1 . Gen, Heaven grant us it's peace, but not the king

of Hungarf% !

2. Gen, Km^n,
Luci, Thou conclud'ft like the fandlimonious pirate,

that went to fea with the ten commandments, but

fcrap'd one out of the table.

2. Gen. Thou flialt not fteal ?

Luci. Ay, that he raz'd.

1. G^;?. Why, 'twas a commandment to command
the captain and all the reft from their fundlions ; they

put forth tofteal : There's not a foldier of us all, that,

in the thankfgiving before meat, does relifh the peti-

tion well that prays for peace.

2. Gen. I never heard any foldier diflike it.

Luci. I believe thee ; for, I think, thou never waft

*9 doe
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where grace was faid.

2. G^;/.No ? a dozen times at leaft.

I . Gen. What, in metre ?

Luci. In any proportion ? or in any language ?

I . Gen. I think, or in any religion ?

Luci, Ay ! why not ? Grace is grace, defpight of

all controverfy : As for example ; Thou thy felf art a

wicked villain, defpight of ail grace.

i.Gf«. Well, there went but a pair of fheers be-

tween us.

Luci, I grant ; as there may between the lifts and
the velvet : Thou art the lift.

I . Gen. And thou the velvet : thou art good velvet

;

thou'rt a three-piPd piece, I warrant thee : I had as

lief be a lift of Englijh kerfey, as be pil'd, as thou

art pil'd, for a Fre?ich velvet. Do I fpeak feelingly

now ?

Luci. I think thou doft ; and, indeed, with moft

painful feeling of thy fpeech : I will, out of thine own
confeflion, learn to begin thy health; but, whilft I

live, forget to drink after thee.

1 . Gen. I think, I have done my felfwrong ; have I not?

2. Gen. Yes, that thou haft; whether thou art tainted,

or free.

Enter Bawd, at a diftance.

Luci. Behold, behold, where madam Mitigation

comes ! I have purchaf'd as many diseases under her

roof, as come to
—

2. Gen. To what, I pray ?

Luci. Judge.

2. Gen. To three thousand dolours a year,

I. Gen. Ayy and more.
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Luci. A French crown more.

1 . Gen, Thou axt always figuring diseases in me :

but thou art full of error ; I am found.

Zz7C7. Nay, not, as one would fay, healthy ; but

fo found, as things that are hollow ; thy bones are

hollow ; impiety has made a feaft of thee.

1. G^«. How now? \^io /^^ Bawd.] Which of your
hips has the moft profound fciatica ?

Ba^d, Well, well ; there's one yonder arrefted, and
carry'd to prison, was worth five thousand of you
all.

2. Gen, Who's that, I pr'ythee ?

Ba^d, Marr}S fir, that's Claudio^ fignior CLzudio,

1, Gen, Claudio to prison ! 'tis not fo.

Bamjd, Nay, but I know 'tis fo : I faw him arrefted

;

faw him carry'd away ; and, which is more, within

these three days his head'^3 to be chop'd off.

Lvci. But, after all this fooling, I would not have

it fo : Art thou fure of this ?

Banjjd. I am too fure of it : and it is for getting

madam Julietta with child.

Luci, Believe me, this may be : he promis'd to

meet me two hours fmce ; and he was ever precife in

promise-keeping.

2. G^;?.Befides, you know it draws fomething near

to the fpeech we had to fuch a purpose.

i.G^;7. But moft of all agreeing with the proclama-

tion.

Luci, Away ; let's go learn the truth of it.

[^Exeunt Lucio, and Gentlemen,

^^w^. Thus, what with the war, what with the

fweat, what with the gallows, and what with poverty.



Measure for Measure. 9

Enter Clown.

I am cuftom-fhrunk. How now? what's the news
with you ?

CloHAj. Yonder man 5s carry'd to prison.

Banjud, Well, what has he done ?

Clo^, A woman.
Ba<wd. But what's his ofFence ?

Clo^, Groping for trouts in a peculiar river.

^<3:fu;^. What, is there a maid with child by him ?

Clonv. No ; but there's a woman with maid by him

:

You have not heard of the proclamation, have you ?

Ba^jod. What proclamation, man ?

Clo^, All houses in the fuburbs of Vienna muft be
pluck'd down.

Banjod, And what fhall become of those in the city ?

C/o'iu. They fhall ftand for feed : they had gone down
too, but that a wise burgher put in for them.

Bawod. But lhall all our houses of resort in the fuburbs

be puird down ?

Clonxj, To the ground, miftrefs.

Baavd. Why, here's a change indeed in the common-
wealth ! What fhall become of me ?

Clo^, Come ; fear not you : good counfellors lack

no clients : though you change your place, you need not

change your trade ; I'll be your tapfler flill : Courage ;

there will be pity taken on you : you that have worn your
eyes almofl out in the fervice, you will be confider'd.

Banvd. What's to do here, Thomas tapfter ? Let's with-

draw.

Clonxj. Here comes fignior Claudio, led by the provoll:

to prison : and there's madam Juliet. [Exeunt.
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SCENE III. The fame.

Enter Provoft, Cl audio, Juliet, a7id Officers

i

Luc 10, a?id the t^o Gentlemen^ follouoing,

Clau, Fellow, why doft thou fhow me thus to the

Bear me to prison, where I am committed. [world?

Pro'v, I do it not in evil difposition.

But from lord Angela by fpecial charge.

Clau, Thus can the demi-god, authority.

Make us pay down for our offence by weight.

The words of heaven : On whom it will, it wall

;

On whom it will not, fo : yet ftill 'tis juft. [ftraint ?

Luc I. Why, how now, ClaudioP whence comes this re-

Clau. From too much liberty, my Lucioy liberty :

As furfeit is the father of much fait.

So every fcope by the immoderate ufe

Turns to reftraint : Our natures do purfue.

Like rats that raven down their proper bane,

A thirfty evil ; and, when we drink, we dye.

Luci. If I could fpeak fo wisely under an arreft, I

/ would fend for certain of my creditors : And yet, to

fay the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of freedom,

as the morality of imprifonment.—What's thy offence,

Claudio ?

Clau, What, but to fpeak of, would offend again.

Luci, What is it? murder?
Clau, No.
Luci, Lechery ?

Clau. Call it fo.

Pro^, Away, fir, you muft go.

Clau, One word, good friend : —
Lucioy a word with you.

Luci. A hundred, if they'll do you any good :

mortality
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Is lechery fo look'd after ?

Cla u. Thus Hands it with me,—Upon a true contraft,

I got posseflion of Julietta% bed ;

You know the lady ; fhe is faft my wife.

Save that we do the denunciation lack

Of outward order : this we came not to.

Only for propagation of a dower
Remaining in the coiFer of her friends ;

From whom we thought it meet to hide our love,

'Till time had made them for us. But it chances.

The Health of our moft mutual entertainment.

With chara(^er too grofs, is writ on Juliet,

Luci, With child, perhaps ?

Cxu4 1/. Unhappily, even fo.

And the new deputy now for the duke,

—

Whether it be the fault and glimpfe of newnefs ;

Or whether that the body publick be

A horfe whereon the governor doth ride.

Who, newly in the feat, that it may know
He can command, lets it ftraight feel the fpur :

Whether the tyranny be in his place.

Or in his eminence that fills it up,

I llagger in :
— But this new governor

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties

Which have, like unfcour'd armour, hung by the wall

So long, that nineteen zodiacks have gone round.

And none of them been worn ; and, for a name.
Now puts the drowsy and negleded a6l

Freftily on me : 'tis furely for a name.
Luci, I warrant, it is : and thy head flands fo tickle

on thy fhoulders, that a milkmaid, if flie be in love, may
figh it off. Send after the duke, and appeal to him.
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Cla u, I have done fo, but he's not to be found,

I pr'ythee, Lucioy do me this kind feivice :

This day my fifter fliould the cloifter enter.

And there receive her approbation :

Acquaint her with the danger of my flate

;

Implore her, in my voice, that fhe make friends

To the ftri£l deputy ; bid herfelf afTay him,

I have great hope in that ; for in her youth

There is a prone and fpeechlefs dialed.

Such as moves men ; befides, flie hath profperous art.

When fhe will play with reason and difcourfe.

And well fhe can perfuade.

Luci, I pray fhe may : as well for the encourage-

ment of the like, which elfe would fland under grievous

imposition ; as for the enjoying of thy life, who I

would be forry fhould be thus foolifhly loft at a game
of tick-tack. I'll to her.

CiAu, I thank you, good friend Lucio.

Luci, Within two hours,"^ \^Exif.

Clau, Come, officer, away. \^Exeunt.

' SCENE IV. A Cell.

Enter Duke, and Friar Thomas.
Duke. No, holy father, throw away that thorrght

;

Believe not that the dribbling dart of love

Can pierce a compleat bosom : why I desire thee

To give me fecret harbour, hath a purpose

More grave and wrinkl'd than the aims and ends

Of burning youth.

Friar. May your grace fpeak of it ?

Duke. My holy fir, none better knows tlian you
How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd

;

move
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And held in idle price to haunt aflemblies.

Where youth, and coil, and witlefs bravery keeps.

I have delivered to lord Angela

(A man of llriclure, and firm abftinence)

My abfolute power and place here in Viennay

And he fupposes me travePd to Poland ;

For fq I have ftrew'd it in the common ear.

And fo it is receiv'd : Now, pious fir,

You will demand of me, why I do this.

Friar, Gladly, my lord.

Duke, We have ftridl ftatutes, and moft biting laws,

(The needful bits and curbs for head-flrong fteeds)

Which for these fourteen years we have let fleep ;

Even like an o'er-grown lion in a cave,

That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond fathers

Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch

Only to flick it in their children's fight.

For terror, not to ufe ; in time the rod

jBecomee more mock'd than fear'd : fo our decrees,.

Dead to inflidion, to themfelves are dead;

And liberty plucks juflice by the nose;

The baby beats the nurfe, and quite athwart

Goes all decorum.'

Friar. It refled in your grace

To unloofe this ty'd-up juflice, when you pleasM :

And it in you more dreadful would have feem'd.

Than in lord Angela,

Duke, I do fear, too dreadful

:

Sith 'twas my fault to give the people fcope,

'Twould be my tyranny to flrike, and gall them.

For what I bid them do : For we bid this be dene.

When evil deeds have their permifTive pafs.

»i weeds *3 flip

Vol. IT. B
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And not the punifhment. Therefore, indeed, my father,

I have on Angela impos'd the office

:

Who may, in the ambufh of my name, ftrike home

;

And yet my nature never in the fight,

To do it flander : And to behold his fway,

I will, as 'twere a brother of your order.

Visit both prince and people : therefore, I pr'ythce.

Supply me with the habit, and inftruft me
How I may formally in perfon bear me
Like a true friar. More reasons for this adtion.

At our more leisure, fhall I render you

;

Only this one,~ Lord Angela is precife

;

Stands at a guard with envy ; fcarce confeffes

That his blood flows, or that his appetite

Is more to bread than ftone : Hence fhall we fee.

If power change purpose, what our feemers be.

SCENE V . The Entrance of a Nunnery.

Enter Is a bell, and Francisca a Nun,

IsAB, And have you nuns no farther priviledges ?

Fran, Are not these large enough ?

IsAB, Yes, truly : I fpeak not as defirrng more;
But rather wifliing a more ftrift reftraint

Upon the fifterhood, votarifts of faint Clare,

Luci, [within] Ho ! Peace be in this place!

IsAB, Who's that which calls ?

Fran, It is a man's voice: Gentle Isaiella,

Turn you the key, and know his businefs of him

;

You may, I may not ; you are yet unfworn :

When you have vow'd, you muft not fpeak with men.
But in the presence of the priorefs

:

Then if you fpeak, you muft not fhow your face

;

5' do in flajidcr ^ the votarifts
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Or, if you fhow your face, you muft not fpeak.

He calls again ; I pray you, anfwer him. ['veils.

IsAB, Peace, and profperity ! Who is't, that calls?

Enter Lucio.
Luci, Hail, virgin, if you be ; as those cheek-roses

Proclaim you are no lefs ! Can you fo ftead me,

As bring me to the fight of Isabella,

A novice of this place, and the fair fifter

To her unhappy brother Claiidio?

IsAB, Why her unhappy brother? let me afk

;

The rather, for I now mufl make you know
I am that Isabella, and his filler.

Luci. Gentle and fair,your brother kindly greets you:

Not to be weary with you, he's in prison.

IsAB, Woe me ! For what ?

Luci^ For that, which, if myfelf might be the judge,

He Ihould receive his punifhment in thanks :

He hath got his friend with child.

IsAB, Sir, make me not your ftor}\

Luci. /5ap, 'tis true :

I would not (though 'tis my familiar fin

With maids to feem the lapwing, and to jeft,

Tongue far from heart) play with all virgins fo :

I hold you as a thing enfky'd, and fainted ;

By your renouncement an immortal fpirit

;

And to be talk'd with in fincerity.

As with a faint.

IsAB. You do blafpheme the good, in mocking me.
Luci. Do not believe it. Fewnefs and truth, 'tis thus:

Your brother and his lover have embrac'd :

As those that feed grow full ; as blofToming time

Doth from the feednefs the bare fallow bring

3- That from* D^, brings

B 2
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To teeming foyson ; even fo her plenteous womb
Expreffeth his full tilth and husbandry.

l^A B . Some one with child by him? My cousin Juliet?

Luci, Is fhe your cousin ?

IsA B . Adoptedly ; as fchool-maids change their names.

By vain though apt afFedlion.

Luci, She it is.

IsAB. O, let him marry her.

Luci, This is the point.

The duke is very ftrangely gone from hence ;

Bore many gentlemen, myfelf being one.

In hand, and hope of action : but we do learn.

By those that know the very nerves of ftate,

His givings-out were of an infinite diftance

From his true-meant defign : Upon his place.

And with full line of his authority.

Governs lord Angela : A man, whose blood

Is very fnow-broth ; one who never feels

The wanton flings and motions of the fenfe ;

But doth rebate and blunt it's natural edge

With profits of the mind, ftudy and fail.

He (to give fear to ufe and liberty.

Which have, for long, run-by the hideous law.

As mice by lions) hath pick'd out an a6l.

Under whose heavy fenfe your brother's life

Falls into forfeit : he arrefls him on it

;

And follows clofe the rigour of the ftatute.

To make him an example : all hope is gone,

Unlefs you have the grace by your fair prayer

To foften Angela : and that's my pith

Of businefs betwixt you and your poor brother.

JsAB, Doth he fo feek his life?

givlng-out blui^t his naturall
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Luci, Has cenfur'd him
Already ; and, as I hear, the provoft hath

A warrant for his execution.

IsAB. Alas, what poor ability's in me
To do him good ?

Luci, Aflay the power you have.

/s^ 5. My power! Alas, I doubt,—
Luci. Our doubts are traitors ;

And make us lose the good we oft might win.

By fearing to attempt : Go to lord Angela ;

And let him learn to know, when maidens fue.

Men give like gods ; but when they weep and kneel.

All their petitions are as truly theirs

As they themfelves would owe them.

IsAB, ril fee what I can do.

Lucf^ But fpeedily.

IsA B . I will about it ftraight

;

No longer flaying, but to give the mother
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you :

Commend me to my brother : foon at night

I'll fend him certain word of my fuccefs.

Luci, I take my leave of you.

IsAB. Good fir, adieu. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE I. A Hall in Angdo's Houfe.

Enter Angelo, Escalus, and a Jujiice%

Provoft, Officersy and others^ attending.

Ange.Wc muft not make a fcare-crow of the law;

&tting it up to fear the birds of prey.

9 makes
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And let it keep one fhape, 'till cullom make it

Their perch, and not their terror*

EscA, Ay, but yet

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little,

Than fall, and bruise to death : Alas, this gentleman.

Whom I would fave, had a moft noble father :

Let but your honour know (whom I believe

To be moft ftrait in virtue) au"D conUtJCr

This, In the working of your own afte(^ions.

Had time coher'd with place, or place with wifhing.

Or that the resolute adling of your blood

Could have attained the efFed of your ow^n purpose.

Whether you had not fome time in your life

Err'd in this point which now you cenfure him for,

And puird the law upon you.

Jnge.'Tis one thing to be tempted, Efcalus^

Another thing to fall. I not deny.

The jury, pafling on the prisoner's life,

May, in the fvvorn twelve, have a thief or two
Guiltier than him they try : What's open made to juflice,

That juftice feises on : What know the laws.

That thieves do pafs on thieves ? 'Tis very pregnant.

The jewel that we find, we ftoop, and take it.

Because we fee it ; but what we do not fee.

We tread upon, and never think of it.

You may not fo extenuate his offence,

For X have had fuch faults ; but rather tell me.
When I that cenfure him do fo oiFend,

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death.

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he muft dye.

Escji, Be it as your wisdom will.

^^^G£. Where is the provoft?

^ That in " of our blood knowcs
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Prov, Here, if it like your honour.

j^NGE,Stt that Claudio

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning :

Bring him his confefTor, let him be prepared
;

For that's the utmoft of his pilgrimage.

{Exit Provofl.

EscA, Well, heaven forgive him ! and forgive us all

!

Some rise by fin, and fome by virtue fall

:

Some run from brakes of juftice, anfwer none ;

And fome condemned for a fault alone.

£«/6r Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers^ &c.

Elbo, Come, bring them away: if these be good
people in a common-weal, that do nothing but use

their abufes in common houses, I know no law : bring

them away.

Ange, How now, fir ! What's your name r and what's

the matter ?

El BO, If it please your honour, I am the poor duke's

conftable, and my name is Elbouo ; I do lean upon juf-

tice, fir, and do bring in here before your good honour
two notorious benefa6lors.

-^//GJE. Benefa6lors ? Well; what benefaftars are

they ? are they not malefadors ?

Elbo, If it please your honour, I know not well

what they are : but precife villains they are, that I am
fure of ; and void of all prophanation in the world,

that good chriftians ought to have.

EscA. This comes off well- here's a wise officer*

j^NGE, Go to ; What quality are they of? Elbo^ \i

your name ? Why doft thou not fpeak, Elbouo P

Clo^. He cannot, fir ; he's out at elbow.

^NG£.What are you, fir?

^ of Ice, and anfwere
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ELBo.Hej fir? A tapfter, fir; parcel bawd; on^
that ferves a bad woman ; whose houfe, fir, was,

as they fay, pluck'd down in the fuburbs ; and now
fhe profeffes a hot-houfe, which, I think, is a very

ill houfe too.

EscA. How know you that ?

El BO, My wife, fir, whom I deteft before heaven
and your honour,"^

EscA. How ! thy wife ?

El BO. Ay, fir ; whom, I thank heaven, is an honefl:

woman ;
—

EscA. Doft thou deteft her therefore ?

Elbo, I fay, fir, I will deteft my felf alfo, as well as

fhe, that this houfe, if it be not a bawd's houfe, it is

pity of her life, for it is a naughty houfe.

EscA. How doft thou know that, conftable ?

Elbo, Marry, fir, by my wife ; who, if ftie had been a

woman cardinally given, might have been accused in

fornication, adultery, and all uncleannefs there.

EscA, By the woman's means ?

Elbo, Ay, fir, by miftrefs O^verdone^ means: but as

Ihe fpit in his face, fo fiie defy'd him.

Clo'w, Sir, if it please your honour, this is not fo.

Elbo, Prove it before these varlets here, thou ho-

nourable man, prove it.

EscA, [to Ange.] Do you hear how he mifplaces ?

Clcnjo, Sir, fhe came in great with child ; and
longing (faving your honours' reverence) for ftew'd

pruins ; fir, we had but two in the houfe, which
at that very diftant time ftood, as it were, in a fruit-

difh, a difh of fome three-pence ; your honours have

feen fuch difhes s they are not China difhes, but very
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good diflies.

EscA, Go to, go to ; no matter for the difh, fir.

Clonv, No, indeed, fir, not of a pin ; you are therein

in the right : but, to the point : As I fay, this miftrefs

Elho^^ being, as I fay, with child, and being great-

belly'd, and longing, as I faid, for pruins ; and
having but two in the difh, as I faid, mailer Froth

here, this very man, having eaten the reft, as I faid,

and, as I fay, paying for them very honeftly ; — for,

as you know, mafter Frothy I could not give you
three-pence again :

FjROTH.Noy indeed.

C/o^iv, Very well : you being then, if you be re-

membered, cracking the ftones of the forefaid pruins ;

Froth. Ay, fo I did, indeed.

C/o^, Why, very well : I telling you then, if you
be remember'd, that fuch a one, and fuch a one, were
paft cure of the thing you wot of, unlefs they kept

very good diet, as I told you ;

Froth. All this is true.

CIo^, Why, very well then :

EscA. Come, you are a tedious fool : to the purpose:

What was done to Elhonjjs wife, that he hath cause to

complain of? come me to what was done to her.

Clon^j, Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet.

EscA, No, fir, nor I mean it not.

Clonjo, Sir, but you fhall come to it, by your ho-
nour's leave : And I befeech you, look into mafter

Froth here, fir ; a man of fourfcore pound a year

;

whose father dy'd at Hallowumas : _ W^as't not at Hal-
lowmas, mafter Froth P

Froth. All-hallond eve.
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CIo^, Why, very well ; I hope, here be truths : —
He, fir, fitting, as I fay, in a lower chair, fir, 'twas

in the bunch of grapes, where, indeed, you have a

delight to fit. Have you not ?

Froth, I have fo ; because it is an open room, and
good for winter.

Clo^, Why, very well then ; I hope, here be truths.

Jnge. This will lafl: out a night in RuJJia^

When nights are longeft there : I'll take my leave.

And leave you to the hearing of the cause

;

Hoping you'll find good cause to whip them all.

EscA. I think no lefs : Good morrow to your lordfhlp,

\Exit Angelo.
Now, fir, come on : What was done to Elbouj^s wife,

once more ?

Clonjo, Once, fir ? there was nothing done to her once,

Elbo, I befeech you, fir, aflc him what this man
did to my wife.

C/<9w. I befeech your honour, aflc me.
EscA. Well, fir ; What did this gentleman to her ?

Clo^, I befeech you, fir, look in this gentleman's

face Good mailer Frothy look upon his honour;
'tis for a good purpose : — Doth your honour mark his

face ?

EscA. Ay, fir, very well.

Clo^, Nay, I befeech you, mark it well.

EscA. Well, I do fo.

Clo^. Doth your honour fee any harm in his face ^

EscA, Why, no.

C/<9w. I'll be fuppos'd upon a book, his face is the

worft thing about him : Good then ; If his face be

the worft thing about him, how could mafter Froth do
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the conftable's wife any harm ? I would know that of

your honour.

EscA, He's in the right,conftable : What fay you to it?

Elbo, Firft, an it like you, the houfe is a refpedled

houfe ; next, this is a refpeded fellow ; and his miftrefs

is a refpedled woman.
Clon^v, By this hand, fir, his wife is a more refpefted

perfon than any of us all.

Elbo, Varlet, thou ly'ft ; thou ly'ft, wicked varlet:

the time is yet to come, that fhe was ever refpedled

with man, woman, or child.

C/<9w. Sir, fhe was refpecEled with him before he
marry'd with her.

EscA. Which is the wiser here ? juftice, or iniqui-

ty ? Is this true ?

Elbo.O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou

wicked Ha?mihal ! I refpefted with her before I

was marry'd to her : If ever I was refpe6led with

her, or fhe with me, let not your worfhip think

me the poor duke's ofiicer : — Prove this, thou wick-

ed HannibaU or I'll have mine adion of battery on
thee.

EscA. If he took you a box o'the ear, you might
have your aftion of flander too.

Elbo, Marry, I thank your good worfhip for it:

What is't your worfhip's pleasure I fhall do with this

wicked caitiff?

EscA, Truly, officer, because he hath fome of-

fences in him, that thou would'il difcover if thou

could'fl, let him continue in his courfes, 'till thou
know'fl what they are.

Elbo. Marry, I thank your worfhip for it : ^Thou
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feeft, thou wicked varlet, now, what's come upon
thee ; thou art to continue now, thou varlet, thou art

to continue,

EscA, Where were you born, friend ?

jF2?or^r,Here in Vienna^ fir.

EscA. Are you of fourfcore pounds a year ?

Fnorn. Yesy an't please you, fir.

EscA, So— What trade are you of, fir ?

Clo'vo. A tapfter ; a poor widow's tapfter.

EscA, Your miftrefs's name ?

ClonAj, Miftrefs O^erdotte,

EscA. Hath fhe had any more than one husband ?

Cloiv, Nine, fir ; Overdone by the laft.

EscA. Nine ! _ Come hither to me, mafter FrofI?

:

Mailer Frothy I would not have you acquainted with

tapfters ; they will draw you, mafter Fr^//^, and you
will hang them ; Get you gone, and let me hear no
more of you.

Froth. I thank your worfhip : For mine own part,

I never come into any room in a taphoufe, but I am
drawn in.

EscA, Well ; no more of it, mafter Froth : fare-

weL— Come you hither to me, mafter tapfter : What's
your name, mafter tapfter ?

Clon^j, Pompey,

EscA. What elfe ?

Clonv. Bum, fir.

EscA. Troth, and your bum is the greateft thing

about you ; fo that, in the beaftlieft fenfe, you are Pom-
pey the great, Pompey, you are partly a bawd, Pompey

^

howfoever you colour it in being a tapfter ; Are you
not ? come, tell me true ; it fhall be the better for you.
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Clonv. Truly, fir, I am a poor fellow, that would live.

iE'^Cw^. How would you live, Fompey? by being a

bawd ? What do you think of the trade, Pompey ? is

it a lawful trade ?

Clo^, If the law would allow it, fir.

EscA. But the law will not allow it, Pompey ; nor it

ihall not be allow'd in Vie7ina,

Clonju. Does your worfhip mean to geld and fplay

all the youth in the city ?

EscA. No, Pompey.

Clonv, Truly, fir, in my poor opinion, they will to't

then : If your worfhip will take order for the drabs

and the knaves, you need not to fear the bav/ds.

EscA, There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell

you : it is but heading and hanging.

Clonxj, If you head and hang all that offend that

way but for ten year together, you'll be glad to give

out a commifTion for more heads : if this law hold in

Vienna ten years, I'll rent the fairell houfe in it after

three-pence a bay : If you live to fee this come to

pafs, fay, Pompey told you fo.

EscA. Thank you, good Pompey : and, in requital

of your prophefy, hark you,— I advise you, let me
not find you before me again upon any complaint

whatfoever, no, not for dwelling where you do ; if

I do, Pompey, I fnall beat you to your tent, and prove

a fbirewd Ctesar to you ; in plain dealing, Pompey, I

ihall have you whipt : fo, for this time, Po?npey, fare

you well.

CIoiAj, I thank your worfhip for your good counfel

;

but I fhall follow it, as the flefh and fortune fhall

better determine.
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Whip me ? No, no : let carman whip his jade ;

The valiant heart's not vvhipt out of his trade.

EscA, Come hither to me, mafter Elho^ ; come
hither, mafter conftable : How long have you been in

this place of conftable ?

Elbo. Seven year and a half, fir.

EscA, I thought, by the readinefs in the office, you
had continu'd in it fome time ; You fay, feven years

together ?

El BO. And a half, fir.

EscA, Alas, it hath been great pains to you! they

do you wrong to put you fo oft upon't : Are there not

men in your ward fufficient to ferve it ?

Elbo, Faith, fir, few of any wit in fuch matters:

as they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for

them ; I do it for fome piece of mony, and go through

with all.

EscA, Look you, bring me in the names of fome
fix or feven, the moft fufficient of your parilh.

Elbo. To your worfhip's houfe, fir?

EscA. To my houfe : Fare you well—What's o'clock,

think you ?

Ju^. Eleven, fir.

EscA. I pray you, go home to dinner with me.

JuJI. I humbly thank you.

EscA. It grieves me for the death of Claudio :

But there's no remedy.

Jufi. Lord Angela is fevere.

EscA. It is but needful

:

Mercy is not itfelf, that oft looks fo

;

Pardon is ftill the nurfe of fecond woe :

But yet, — Poor Claudio .^—There's no remedy,

«



Meamre for Measure* 27

Come, fir. [Exeunt.

SCENE IL A Room in the fame.

Enter a Servant, and Provoft.

Ser-v, He's hearing of a causey he will come ftralght:

ril tell him of you.

Frou. Pray you do. \Exii Serv.] ril know
His pleasure ; may be, he'll relent : Alas,

He hath but as offended in a dream !

All fefts, all ages fmack of this vice; and he
To dye for it !

Enter Angelo.
^.vGf.Now, what's the matter, provoft ?

Pro^, Is it your will Claudio fliall dye to-morrow ?

Ange. Did not I tell thee, yea? had'ft thou not order?

Why dofl thou alk again ?

Pro^, Left I might be too rafh :

Under your good corredlon, I have feen,

When, after execution, judgment hath

Repented o'er his doom.
Ange,Go to ; let that be mine :

Do you your office, or give up your place.

And you fnall well be fpar'd.

Pro'v. I crave your honour's pardon.

What ftiall be done, fir, with the groaning Juliet P

She's very near her hour^

-^A'GE. Difpose of her

To fome more fitter place ; and that with fpeed.

Re-enter Servant.

Ser^. Here is the fifter of the man condemn'd.
Desires accefs to you.

^iVG£,Hath he a fifter?
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Prcv, Ay, my good lord, a very virtuous maid ;

And to be fhortly of a fifterhood.

If not already.

Jnge. Well, let her be admitted.— [£a:/V Servant,

See you the fornicatrefs be remov'd ;

Let her have needful, but not lavifli means ;

There fhall be order for it.

Enter Isabella, and LtVCio,

Pro^. Save your honour ! [your will?

jNGE.St2iy a little while You're welcome : What's
IsA B . I am a woful fuitor to your honour.

Please but your honour hear me.
Jnge,Wq\\, what's your fuit

?

IsAB. There is a vice, that mod I do abhor.

And mofl desire ftiould meet the blow of juiHce

;

For which I would not plead, but that I muft ;

For which I muft not plead, but that I am
At war, 'twixt will, and will not.

Jnge, Well ; the matter ?

IsAB. I have a brother is condemn'd to dye :

I do befeech you, let it be his fault.

And not my brother. ^

Pro^. Heaven give thee moving graces

!

^ArG£. Condemn the fault, and not the adlor of it I

Why, every fault's condemn'd, ere it be done :

Mine were the very cypher of a funftion,

To find the faults, whose fine ftands in record.

And let go by the a6lor.

ISAB, O juft, but fevere law !

I had a brother then Heaven keep your honour !

Luci, Give't not o'er fo : to him again, intreat him^r

Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown i

*7 To fine the
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You are too cold : if you Ihould need a pin,

You could not with more tame a tongue desire it

:

To him, I fay.

IsAB, Muft he needs dye ?

^A^G£. Maiden, no remedy.

IsAB, Yes ; I do think that you might pardon him,

And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy.

Ange.I will not do't.

IsAB. But can you, if you would ?

j^NGE. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do.

IsAB. But might you do't, and do the world no wrong,
If fo your heart were touch'd with that remorfe

As mine is to him ?

^NGJE.He's fentenc'd; 'tis too late.

Luci, You are too cold.

IsAB, Too late ? why, no ; I, that do fpeak a word.

May call it back again : Well, believe this,

No ceremony that to great ones 'longs,

Not the king's crown, nor the deputed fword,

The marfhal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe.

Become them with one half fo good a grace

As mercy does :

If he had been as you, and you as he.

You would have flipt, like him ; but he, like you.

Would not have been fo ftern.

j^NGE.Vvzy you, be gone.

IsAB, I would to heaven I had your potency,

And you were Isahell ! fhould it then be thus \

No ; I would tell what 'twere to be judge,

And what a prisoner.

Lvci, Ay, touch him : there's the vein.

-<^iVG£. Your brother is a forfeit of the law,

Vol. 11. C



Measure for Measurd^

And you but wafte your words.

IsAB, Alas, alas!

Why, all the fouls that were, were forfeit once

;

And he, that might the vantage befl: have took.

Found out the remedy : How would you be.

If he, which is the top of judgment, fhould

But judge you, as you are ? O, think on that

;

And mercy then will breath within your lips.

Like man new made.

Jnge.^q you content, fair maid ;

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother :

Were he my kinsman, brother, or my fon.

It fhould be thus with him; he muft dye to-morrow, [him;

IsA B . To-morrow ? o, that's fudden ! Spare him, fpare

He's not prepar'd for death ! Even for our kitchens

We kill the fowl of feason ; lhall we ferve heaven
With lefs refpedl than we do minifter

To our grofs felves ? Good, good my lord, bethink you;

Who is it that hath dy'd for this offence ?

There's many have committed it.

Luci, Ay, well faid. [flept

:

^iVG£. The law hath not been dead, though it hath

Those many had not dar'd to do that evil.

If f)Zy the firfl: that did the edi6l infringe.

Had anfwer'd for his deed : now 'tis awake ;

Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet.

Looks in a glafs, that fliews what future evils

(Or new, or by remiffhefs new conceiv'd.

And fo in progrefs to be hatch'd and born)

Are now to have no fucceffive degrees.

But, ere they live, to end,

IsAB, Yet Ihew fome pity.

condemjie Either now, ur 3i But here they
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JnceA (hew it mod of all, when I fhow juftice :

For then I pity those I do not know,

Which a difmiff^d offence would after gall

;

And do him right, that, anfwering one foul wrong.
Lives not to adl another. Be fatiffy'd ;

Your brother dyes to-morrow ; be content.

IsA B . So you muft be the firft, that gives this fentence;

And he, that fuffers : O, it is excellent

To have a giant's ftrength ; but it is tyranous

To use it like a giant.

Luc I, That's well faid.

IsAB. Could great men thunder,

As Jo've himfelf does, Jo^e would ne'er be quiet

;

For every pelting petty officer [der :

Would use his heaven for thunder ; nothing but thun-

Merciful heaven.

Thou rather with thy fharp and fulphurous bolt

Split'ft the unwedgeable and gnarled oak
Than the foft myrtle : o, but man, proud man,
(Dreft in a little brief authority

;

Moft ignorant of what he's moft aiTur'd,

His glaffy effence) like an angry ape.

Plays fuch fantaftic tricks before high heaven,

As makes the angels weep ; who, with our fpleens.

Would all themfelves laugh mortal.

Luci, O, to him, to him, wench: he will relent

;

He's coming ; I perceive't.

Pro^. Pray heaven fhe win him!
IsA B . We cannot weigh our brother with yourfelf

:

Great men may jeft with faints : 'tis wit in them ;

But, in the lefs, foul prophanation.

Luci, Thou'rt i'the right, girl ; more o'that.

with our felfe^
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IsAB. That in the captain's but a choleric word.
Which in the foldier is flat blafphemy.

Luci, Art avis'd o'that ? more on't.

jiNGE .Why do you put these fayings upon me ?

IsAB, Because authority, though it err like others.

Hath yet a kind of medicine in itfelf,

That ikins the vice o'the top : Go to your bosom

;

Knock there ; and a(k your heart, what it doth know
That's like my brother's fault : if it confefs

A natural guiltinefs, fuch as is his,

Let it not found a thought upon your tongue

Againft my brother's life.

Jnge,^' She fpeaks ; and 'tis
"

Such fen fe, that my fenfe breeds with it." Fare you welK

IsAB, Gentle my lord, turn back.

jiNGE,! will bethink me: Come again to-morrow.

IsAB. Hark how I'll bribe you : Good my lord, turn

^i^GE.How! bribe me? [back.

IsA B . Ay,with fuch gifts, that heaven ftiall fliaro^vith

Luci, You had mar'd all elfe. [you«

IsAB. Not with fond fhekles of the tefted gold.

Or ftones, whose rates are either rich or poor

As fancy values them : but with true prayers.

That fliall be up at heaven, and enter there.

Ere fun-rise ; prayers from preserved fouls.

From falling maids, whose minds are dedicate

To nothing temporal.

j^NGE,We\l; come to me to-morrow.

Luci, Go to ; 'tis well ; away.

IsA B . Heaven keep your honour fafc !

Jnge,'' Amen
For I am that way going to temptation,"

rate
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*^ Where prayers crofs."

IsAB, At what hour to-morrow

Shall I attend your lordfhip ?

Ange, At. any time 'fore noon.

ISAB, Save your honour!

[Exeufit Provoft, Lucio, /s-w^/ Is abell a,

jiNGE. From thee ; even from thy virtue !—
What's this ? what's this ? Is this her fault, or mine ?

The tempter, or the tempted, who fins moft ? Ha

!

Not Ihe ; nor doth flie tempt: but it is I,

That lying, with the violet, in the fun.

Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower.

Corrupt with virtuous feason. Can it be.

That modefty may more betray our fenfe

Than woman's lightnefs ? having wafte ground enough.

Shall we desire to raze the fandluary.

And pitch our evils there ? O, fie, fie, fie !

What doft thou ? or what art thou, Angela ?

Doft thou desire her foully, for those things

That make her good ? O, let her brother live :

Thieves for their robbery have authority,

When judges Heal themfelves. What, do I love her.

That I desire to hear her fpeak again.

And feall upon her eyes ? what is't I dream on ?

O cunning enemy, that, to catch a faint.

With faints doft bait thy hook ! moft dangerous

Is that temptation, that doth goad us on
To fin in loving virtue : never could the ftrumpet.

With all her double vigour, art and nature.

Once ftir my temper ; but this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite : Ever 'till now.
When men were fond, I fmil'd, and wonder'd how.

'
' lying by the

C 3
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SCENE III. J Room in a Prison.

Enter Duke, habited like a Friar ; and Provoft.

Duke. Hail to you, provoft ! fo, I think, you are.

Pro^, I am the provoft : What's your will, good friar?

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bleft order,

I come to visit the afflidled fpirits

Here in the prison : do me the common right

To let me fee them ; and to make me know
The nature of their crimes, that I may minifter

To them accordingly. [ful.

Pro'v. I would do more than that, if more were need-

Enter Juliet.
Look, here comes one ; a gentlewoman of mine.

Who falling in the flames of her own youth.

Hath blifter'd her report : She is with child ;

And he that got it, fentenc'd : a young man.
More fit to do another fuch offence.

Than dye for this.

Duke. When muft he dye ?

Pro^, As I do think, to-morrow. —
I have provided for you ; \to Juli.] ftay a while.

And you (hall be conduced.

Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the fm you carry ?

Juli. I do ; and bear the fhame moft patiently.

Duke. I'll teach you how you fhall arraign your con-

And try your penitence, if it be found, [fcience ;

Or hollowly put on.

Juli. I'll gladly learn.

Duke. Love you the man that wrong'd you ?

Juli. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong'd him.

Duke. So then, it feems, your moft offenceful aft

'5 theflawesof
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Was mutually committed.

JvLi. Mutually.

Duke, Then was your fin of heavier kind than his.

I do confefs it, and repent it, father.

Duke, 'Tis meet fo, daughter : But left you do repent

As that the fm hath brought you to this rfiame,—

Which forrow is always toward ourfelves, not heaven

;

Showing we would not fpare heaven, as we love it.

But as we ftand in fear,

—

JuLi, I do repent me, as it is an evil

;

And take the fhame with joy.

Duke, There reft.

Your partner, as I hear, muft dye to-morrow.

And I am going with inftru6lion to him :

©0 grace go with you ! Benedicite ! [Exit»

Jul I, Muft dye to-morrow ! — O injurious love.

That refpites me a life whose very comfort

Is ftill a dying horror !

Pro'v, 'Tis pity of him. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. J Room in Angelo'j Houfe.

Enter Angelo.
Ange, When I would pray and think, I think and pray

To feveral fubjedts : heaven hath my empty words ;

Whilft my invention, hearing not my tongue.

Anchors on hahell : heaven i0 in my mouth.
As if I did but only chew it's name

;

And in my heart, the ftrong and fwelling evil

Of my conception : The ftate, whereon I ftudy'd.

Is like a good thing, being often read.

Grown fear'd und tedious ; yea,* my gravity.

Wherein ( let no man hear me ) I take pride,

C 4
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Could I, with boot, change for an idle plume,
Which the air beats for vain : O place ! o form

!

How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit.

Wrench awe from fools, and tye the wiser fouls

To thy falfe feeming ? Blood, thou art blood :

Let's write good angel on the devil's horn.

Enter Servant.

*Tis not the devil's crell : — How now ? who's there ?

Ser^. One Isahell, a fifter, desires accefs to you.

Jnge, Teach her the way. \_Exit Serv.] O heavens

!

Why does my blood thus mufter to my heart

;

Making both it unable for itfelf.

And difposseffing all my other parts

Of neceffary fitnefs ?

So play the foolifh throngs with one that fwoons

;

Com.e all to help him, and fo ftop the air

By which he fhould revive : and even fo

The general fubjedl to a well-wifh'd king
Quit their own part, and in obfequious foudnefs

Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love

Muft needs appear offence

Enter Isabella.
How now, fair maid ?

IsAB, I am come to know your pleasure, [please me,
^jVGf.That you might know it, would much better

Than to demand what 'tis. Your brother cannot live.

IsAB. Even fo ? Heaven keep your honour !

jNGE.Ytt may he live a while ; and, it may be.

As long as you, or I : Yet he muft dye.

IsAB, Under your fentence ?

-^^'G£. Yea.

IsAB, When, I befeech you? that in his reprieve, •
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Longer, or fhorter, he may be fo fitted

That his foul ficken not.

j^NGE, Hsi ! Fie, these filthy vices ! It were as good

To pardon him that hath from nature ftolen

A man already made, as to remit

Their fawcy fweetnefs, that do coin heaven's image

In ftamps that are forbid : 'tis all as easy

Falfely to take away a life true made,
As to put mettle in retrained means
To make a falfe one.

IsAB. 'Tis fet down fo in heaven, but not in earth.

Jnge, Say you fo ? then I fhall poze you quickly.

Which had you rather. That the moil: juft law

Now took your brother's life ; or, to redeem him.

Give up your body to fuch fweet uncleannefs.

As fhe that he hath flain'd ?

IsAB, Sir, believe this,

I had rather give my body than my foul.

JngeA talk not of your foul; Our compell'd fins

Stand more for number than account.

IsAB. How fay you ?

-^ArG£. Nay, I'll not warrant that; for t can fpeak

Againfl the thing I fay. Anfwer to this,

—

I, now the voice of the recorded law.

Pronounce a fentence on your brother's life :

Might there not be a charity in fin.

To fave this brother's life ?

IsAB. Please you to do't,

I'll take it as a peril to my foul.

It is no fin at all, but charity.

^NG£.Pleas'd you to do't, at peril of your foul,

V/ere equal poize of fin and charity.

'4- life, and to then for accompt
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hAB» That I do beg his life, if it be fin.

Heaven, let me bear it ! you, granting of my fuit.

If that be fm, I'll make it my morn prayer

To have it added to the faults of mine.

And nothing of your anfwer.

^^'GE.Nay, but hear me :

Your fenfe purfues not mine : either you are ignorant.

Or feem fo craftily ; and that's not good.

IsAB. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good.

But gracioufly to know I am no better.

Ange, Thus wisdom wilhes to appear mofl: bright.

When it doth tax itfelf : as these
"f"

black mafks

Proclaim an enfhield' beauty ten times louder

Than beauty could difplay'd. But mark me ;

To be received plain, I'll fpeak more grofs :

Your brother is to dye :

ISAB, So.

^7^G£. And his offence is fo, as It appears

Accountant to the law upon that pain :

IsAB. True,

j^NGE, Admit no other way to fave his life,

(As I fubfcribe not that, nor any other,

But in the lofs of queftion) that you his filler.

Finding yourfelf desir'd of fuch a perfon.

Whose credit vyith the judge, or own great place.

Could fetch your brother from the manacles

Of the all-binding law ; and that there were

No earthly mean to fave him, but that either

You mufl lay down the treasures of your body
To this fupposed, or elfe let him fuffer

;

What would you do ?

IsAB. As much for my poor brother, as myfelf

:

.9 crafty 3 ^7 all-building a© elfe to let
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That is, Were I under the terms of death,

The impreffion of keen whips Td wear as rubies.

And ftrip myfelf to death, as to a bed

That longing 3[ have been fick for, ere Pd yield

My body up to fliame.

^i^G£. Then muft your brother dye.

IsAB. And 'twere the cheaper way :

Better it were a brother dy'd at once.

Then that a fifter, by redeeming him.

Should dye for ever.

j^NGEuWere not you then as cruel as the fentence

That you have flander'd fo ?

IsAB, An ignominious ranfom, and free pardon.

Are of two houses : lawful mercy, fure,

is nothing kin to foul redemption.

Jnge.Yom feem'd of late to make the law a tyrant

;

And rather prov'd the Aiding of your brother

A merriment than a vice.

IsAB, O, pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out.

To have what we would have,we fpeak not whatwe mean:

I fomething do excuse the thing I hate.

For his advantage that T dearly love.

j^KGE.We are all frail.

IsAB, Elfe let my brother dye.

If not a feodary^ but only he.

Owe, and fucceed to, weaknefs.

-^A^G£.Nay, women are frail too.

IsA B . Ay, as the glaffes where they view themfelves ;

Which are as easy broke as they make forms.

Women? — Help, heaven I
— men their creation mar

In profiting by them : Nay, call us ten times frail

;

For we are foft as our complexions are.

Ifa, Ignomijjy in ranfbme fuccccd thy weaknefle
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And credulous to falfe prints.

JngeA think it well

:

And from this teftimony of your own fex,

(Since, I fuppose, we are made to be no ftronger

Than faults may fliake our frames) let me be bold,—
I do arreft your words ; Be that you are,

That is, a woman ; if you be more, you're none ;

If you be one, (as you are well exprefT'd

By all external warrants) fhew it now.
By putting on the deflin'd livery.

IsAB, 1 have no tongue but one : gentle my lord.

Let me intreat you, fpeak the former language.

^/^gje:. Plainly conceive, I love you.

IsAB, My brother did love Juliet ;

And you tell me, that he fhall dye for it.

^iVGE.He ihall not Isabelly if you give me love.

IsAB, I know, your virtue hath a licence in't,

Which feems a little fouler than it is.

To pluck on others.

-^iv^GE. Believe me, on mine honour.

My words exprefs my purpose.

IsAB, Ha ! little honour to be much believ'd,

And moll pernicious purpose ! Seeming ! feeming ! —
I will proclaim thee, Angelo^ look for't

:

Sign me a present pardon for my brother.

Or, with an out-ftretcht throat, I'll tell the world
Aloud, vv^hat man thou art.

^iVG£. Who will believe thee, Isabell?

My unfoil'd name, the aufterenefs of my life,

My vouch againft you, and my place i'the ftate,

Will fo your accusation overweigh,

That you fhall ftifle in your own report,
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And fmell of calumny. I have begun ;

And nosv I give my fenfual race the rein :

Fit thy confent to my lharp appetite ;

Lay by all nicety, and prolixious blufhes,

That banifh what they fue for ; redeem thy brother,

By yielding up thy body to my will

;

Or elfe he muil not only die the death,

But thy unkindnefs fhall his death draw out

To lingering fuiFerance : anfwer me to-morrow.

Or, by the afFedlion that now guides me moft,

I'll prove a tyrant to him : As for you,

Say what you can ; my falfe o'erweighs your true.

l^Exit An GELD.
IsAB, To whom Ihould I complain ? Did I tell this.

Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths.

That bear in them one and the felf-fame tongue

Either of condemnation or approof

!

Bidding the law make court'fy to their will

;

Hooking both i*ight and wrong to the appetite,

To follow as it draws ! I'll to my brother :

Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood.

Yet hath he in him fuch a mind of honour.

That had he twenty heads to tender down
On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up,

Before his filler fhould her body ftoop

To fuch abhor'd pollution.

Then, Isabell, live chall ; and, brother, dye :

More than our brother is our chaftity.

I'll tell him yet of AngeW% requeft ;

And fit his mind to death, for his foul's reft.

{Exit,
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Acr III.

SCENE I. J Room in the Prison.

"Enter Duke, and Cl audio ; Provoft, at a
diftance^ attending,

Duke, So then you hope of pardon from lord Angela ?

Ci^i^.The miserable have no other medicine.

But only hope

:

I have hope to live, and am prepar'd to dye.

Duke, Be abfolute for death ; either death, or life.

Shall thereby be the fvveeter. Reason thus with life,
—

If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing

That none but fools would keep : a breath thou art.

Servile to all the fkiey influences

That do this habitation, where thou keep'ft,

Hourly afflift : meerly, thou art death's fool

;

For him thou labour'll by thy flight to fliun.

And yet run'ft toward him ftill : Thou art not noble;

For all the accommodations, that thou bear'ft.

Are nurf'd by bafenefs : Thou'rt by no means valiant

;

For thou doft fear the foft and tender fork

Of a poor worm : Thy bell of reft is fleep ;

And that thou oft provok'ft ; yet grofly fear'ft

Thy death, which is no more : Thou art not thyfelf

;

For thou exift'ft on many a thousand grains

That ifl^ue out of duft : Happy thou art not

;

For what thou haft not, ftill thou ftriv'ft to get

;

And what thou haft, forget'ft : Thou art not certain ;

For thy complexion fliifts to ftrange efFefts,

After the moon : If thou art rich, thouVt poor;

»7 That doft this ^7 exifts
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For, like an afs, whose back with ingots bows,

Thou bear'ft thy heavy riches but a journey,

And death unloads thee : Friend haft thou none ;

For thine own bowels, which do call thee fire.

The meer effusion of thy proper loins,

Do curfe the gout, ferpigo, and the rheum,

For ending thee no fooner : Thou haft nor youth, nor age

;

But, as it were, an after-dinner's fleep.

Dreaming on both : for all thy bleffed youth

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms

Of palsy'd eld ; and when thou art old, and rich.

Thou haft neither heat, affeftion, limb, nor beauty.

To make thy riches pleasant. What's in this,

That bears the name of life ? Yet in this life

Lye hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear.

That makes these odds all even.

ClauA humbly thank you.

To fue to live, I find, I feek to dye ;

And, feeking death, find life : Let it come on. [company!
IsA B , [<within] What, ho ! Peace here; grace, and good
Pro'v, Who's there? Come in : the wifti deserves a wel-

Enter Isabella. [come,

Duke. Dear fir, ere long I'll visit you again.

Clau. Moft holy fir, I thank you.

IsA B . My businefs is a word or two withCIaudzo. [fifter,

Pro^, And very welcome Look, fignior, here's your
Duke. Provoft, a word with you. [^dranving him ajide,

Pro^, As many as you please.

Duke. Bring me to ftand where I may be conceal'd

Yet hear them fpeak.

\^Exeu7it Duke, and Provoft.

Cx^i^.Now, fifter, what's the comfort?

^ farpego *3 what's yet in *5 w. Note,
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IsAB. Why, as all comforts are, moft good indeed

Lord Angela, having affairs to heaven,

Intends you for his fwift embaffador

;

Where you ftiall be an everlafting ledger :

Therefore your beft appointment make with fpeed

;

To-morrow you fet on.

Clau, Is there no remedy ?

IsAB. None, but fuch remedy, as, to fave a head>

To cleave a heart in twain.

Clau. But is there any ?

IsAB, Yes, brother, you may live;

There is a devilifti mercy in the judge.

If you'll im.plore it, that will free your life.

But fetter you 'till death.

Ci^y. Perpetual durance?

IsAB, Ay, jail, perpetual durance; a reftraint.

Though all the world's vaftidity you had.

To a determin'd fcope.

Clau.^mI in what nature?

IsAB. In fuch a one, as you, confenting to't,

Would bark your honour from that trunk you beai;.

And leave you naked.

ClA u. Let me know the point.

IsAB. O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake,

Left thou a feverous life feould'ft entertain.

And fix or feven winters more refped

Than a perpetual honour. Darll thou dye ?

The fenfe of death is moft in apprehenfion

;

And the poor beetle, that we tread upon,

In corporal fufferance finds a pang as great

As when a giant dyes.

CiAU^Yfhy give you me this fhame ?

'7 Through
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Think you I can a resolution fetch

From flowery tendernefs ? If I muft dye,

I will encounter darknefs as a bride.

And hug it in mine arms.

IsAB. There fpake my brother; there my father's grave

Did utter forth a voice ! Yes, thou muft dye :

Thou art too noble to conferve a life

In bafe appliances. This outward-fainted deputy,'"

Whose fettl'd visage and deliberate word
Nips youth i' the head, and follies doth emmew
As falcon doth the fowl,— is yet a devil; '

His filth within being caft, he would appear

A pond as deep as hell.

Clau. The princely Angelo ?

IsAB. O, 'tis the cunning livery of hell.

The damned'ft body to inveft and cover

In princely gards ! Doft thou think, Claudioy

If I v/ould yield him my virginity.

Thou might'ft be free'd ?

Clau.O heavens ! it cannot be.

IsAB. Yes, he would give thee, for this rank offence,

So to offend him ftill : This night's the time

That I fhould do what I abhor to name.
Or elfe thou dy'ft to-morrow.

Clau, T\iO\x fhalt not do't.

IsAB. O, were it but my life,

I'd throw it down for your deliverance

As frankly as a pin.

Ci^^. Thanks, dear IsabelL

IsAB, Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morro\v\

CiAU.Yts Has he affeclions in him.
That thus can make him bite the law by the nose.

giv'ttheej from this

Vol. ir. D
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When he would 'force it ? Sure, it is no fin

;

Or of the deadly feven it is the leaft.

IsAB, Which is the leaft ?

Clau, If it were damnable, he, being fo wise>

Why, would he for the momentary trick

Be perdurably fin'd ? — O Isabelll

IsAB. What fays my brother?

Ciu^i^. Death is a fearful thing.

JsAB, And lhamed life a hateful.

Cla u. Ay, but to dye, and go we know not where ;

T(y lye in cold obftru6tion, and to rot

;

This fenfible warm motion to become
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted fpirit

To bath in fiery floods, or to reside

In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice ;

To be imprisoned in the viewlefs winds.

And blown with reftlefs violence round about

The pendant world ; or to be worfe than worft

Of those, that lawlefs and incertain thought,-^

Imagine howling,— 'tis too horrible !

The wearieft and moft loathed w^orldly life,

That age, ach, penury, and imprisonment

Can lay on nature, is a paradife

To what we fear of death.

IsAB, Alas, alas

!

Cla u. Sweet fifter, let me live :

What fm you do to fave a brother's life^

Nature difpenfes with the deed fo far.

That it becomes a virtue.

IsAB. O you beaft !

O faithlefs coward ! O difhoneft wretch !

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice c
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Is't not a kind of inceft, to take life

From thine own fifter's fhame ? What fliould I think ?

Heaven fhield, my mother play'd my father fair !

For fuch a warped flip of wildernefs

Ne'er iffu'd from his blood. Take my defiance ;

Dye ; perifh : might but my bending down
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it fliould proceed

:

ril pray a thousand prayers for thy death.

No word to fave thee.

Ci^i^.Nay, hear me, IsabelL

IsJIB, O, fie, fie, fie !

Thy fin's not accidental, but a trade :

Mercy to thee would prove itfelf a bawd

:

'Tis beft that thou dy'ft quickly. [going.

Clau.O, hear me, Isabella,

Re-enter Duke.
Duke, Vouchfafe a word, young filler, but one word.
IsA B . What is your will ?

Duke, Might you difpenfe with your leisure, I

would by and by have fome fpeech with you : the fa-

tiffadlion I would require is likewise your own be-

nefit.

IsAB, I have no fuperfluous leisure; my ftay muft
be ftolen out of other affairs : but I will attend you a

while. \jwalks apart.

Duke, Son, I have over-hear'd what hath pafT'd

between you and your fifter. Atigelo had never the

purpose to corrupt her ; only he hath made an aflay

of her virtue, to pradtise his judgment in the dif-

position of natures : flie, having the truth of honour
in her, hath made him that gracious denial, which
he is moft glad to receive : I am confeflbr to Angelo^

D 2
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and I know this to be true ; therefore prepare yourfelf

to death : Do not falfify your resolution with hopes

that are fallible : to-morrow you muft dye ; go to your

knees, and make ready.

Cx^ t^.Let me afk my Mer pardon. I am fo out

of love with life, that I will fue to be rid of it.

Duke. Hold you there : Farewel. [^.y// Cl audio.
Re-enter Provoft.

Provoft, a word with you.

Pro'v. What's your will, father ?

Duke, That now you are come, you will be gone :

leave me a while with the maid ; my mind promises

with my habit, no lofs lhall touch her by my com-
pany.

Pro'v, In good time. [^Exit Provoft.

Duke, The hand, that hath made you fair, hath

made you good : the goodnefs, that is cheap in

beauty, makes beauty brief in goodnefs ; but grace,

being the foul of your complexion, fhall keep the

body of it ever fair. ' The afTault, that Angela hath

made to you, fortune hath convey'd to -my under-

Handing ; and, but that frailty hath examples for his

falling, I Ihould wonder at Angela : How will you
do to content this fubftitute, and to fave your » bro-

ther ?

IsjiB. I am now going to resolve him : I had rather

my brother dye by the law, than my fon fhould be

unlawfully born. But, o, how much is the good duke
deceived in Angela ! if ever he return, and 1 can fpeak

to him, I will open my lips in vain, or difcover his

government.

Duke, That ftiall not be much amifs : yet, as the

^ not fatisfie your
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matter now ftands, he will avoid your accusation

;

he made trial of you only. Therefore fallen your

ear on my advisings ; to the love I have in do-

ing good, a remedy presents itfelf : I do make my-
felf believe, that you may moft uprighteoufly do a

poor wronged lady a merited benefit ; redeem your

brother from the angry law ; do no ftain to your own
gracious perfon ; and much please the abfent duke,

if, peradventure, he fhall ever return to have hear-

ing of this businefs.

IsAB, Let me hear you fpeak farther : I have fpi-

rit to do any thing that appears not foul in the truth

of my fpirit.

Duke, Virtue is bold, and goodnefs never fear-

ful. Have you not heard fpeak of Mariana the fif-

ter of Frederick^ the great foldier, who mifcarry'd at

fea ?

IsAB, I have heard of the lady, and good words
went with her nam.e.

Duke. Her fhould this j4?tgelo have marry'd ; was
affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial appoint-

ed : between which time of the contra6t, and limit

of the folemnity, her brother Frederick was wreck'd

at fea, having in that perifhed veffel the dowry
of his fifter. But mark how heavily this befel to

the poor gentlewoman : there (he loft a noble and
renowned brother, in his love toward her ever

moft kind and natural ; with him the portion and
fmew of her fortune, her marriage dowry ; wirfi

both, her combinate husband, this well - feeming
Angela,

IsAB. Can this be fo ? Did Angela fo leave her ?

She fhould

D 3
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Duke. Left her in her tears, and dry'd not one
of them with his comfort ; fvvallow'd his vows
whole, pretending, in her, difcoveries of difho-

nour: in few, beftow'd her on her own lamenta-

tion, which fhe yet wears for his fake ; and he, a

marble to her tears, is walhed with them, but re-

lents not.

Uab, What a merit were it in death, to take this

poor maid from the world ! What corruption in this

life, that it will let this man live ! But how out

of this can Ihe avail ?

Duke, It is a rupture that you may easily heal :

and the cure of it not only faves your brother, but

keeps you from dilhonour in doing it.

IsAB, Shew me how, good father.

Duke, This fore-named maid hath yet in her the

continuance of her firft aifedlion; his unjuft unkind-

nefs, that in all reason ihould have quenched her

love, hath, like an impediment in the current, made
it more violent and unruly : Go you to Angela ;

anfwer his requiring with a plaufible obedience

;

agree with his demands to the point ; only refer

yourfelf to this advantage, — firft, that your ftay

with him may not be long ; that the time may have

all lhadow and filence in it ; and the place anfwer

to convenience : This being granted in courfe, now
follows all : we ihall advise this wronged maid to

Head up your appointment, go in your place ; if

the encounter acknowledge itfelf hereafter, it may
compel him to her recompence : and here, by this,

is your brother faved, your honour untainted, the

poor Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt depu-

courfe, and now
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ty fcaled : the maid will I frame, and make fit for his

attempt. If you think well to carry this as you may,

the doublenefs of the benefit defends the deceit from

reproof : What think you of it ?

IsAB, The image of it gives me content already;

and, I truft, it will grow to a moft profperous per-

fedlion.

Duke. It lyes much in your holding up : Hafte

you fpeedily to Angela ; if for this night he intreat

you to his bed, give him promise of fatiffadlion : I

will presently to faint Luke\ ; there at the moated
grange resides this dtjt^iGd Mariana : at that place call

i\pon me ; and difpatch with Angeloy that it may be

quickly.

IsA B . I thank you for this comfort : Fare you well,

good father. \^Exeunt^

SCENE II. Street iefore the Prison,

Enter Clown , Elbow, and Officers ;

Duke meeting them.

Jfi^o.Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that

you will needs buy and fell men and women like beafts,

we fhall have all the world drink brown and white

baftard.

Duke. O heavens ! what fluff is here ?

Clo^. 'Twas never merry world, fince, of two
usuries, the merrieft was put down, and the worfer

allow'd by order of law a fur'd lamb-fkin gown to keep
him warm ; and fur'd with fox-lkins too, to fignify,

that craft, being richer than innocency, ftands for the

facing.

i'x^o.Come your way, fir : _ Blefs you, good fa-

*8 of Law ; a furM gowne to keepe him warme
;

and fur'd with Foxe and Lamb-ikins too,

D 4
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ther friar.

Duke, And you, good brother father : What offence

hath this man made you, fir ?

£'x£0. Marry, fir, he hath offended the law; and,

fir, we take him to be a thief too, fir ; for we have
found upon him, fir, a ftrange pick-lock, which we
have fent to the deputy.

Duke. Fie, firrah ; a bawd, a wicked bawd

!

The evil that thou causeft to be done.

That is thy means to live : Do thou but think

What 'tis to cram a maw, or cloath a back,

From fuch a filthy vice : fay to thyfelf,—

From their abominable and beafily touches

I drink, I eat, array myfelf, and live ;

Canft thou believe thy living is a life.

So ftinkingly depending ? Go, mend, mend.
Clo^. Indeed, it does ftink in fome fort, fir : but

yet, fir, I would prove—
Duke, Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for fin.

Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer

;

Corredlion and inftru^lion muft both work.

Ere this rude beafl will profit.

Elbo.Hq muft before the deputy, fir; he has

given him warning : the deputy cannot abide a

whore-mafter : if he be a whore-monger, and comes

before him, he were as good go a mile on his er-

rand.

Duke, That we were all, as fome would feem to be.

Free from our faults, as from faults feeming free !

Enter Lucio.
£xBO. His neck will come to your wafte, a cord, fir.

Cloiju, I fpy comfort; I cry bail : here's a gentle-

'4- eate away my *6 mend, goe mend *5 faults from
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man, and a friend of mine.

Luci. How now, noble Po?npey P what, at the

wheels of Casar P art thou led in triumph ? What,
is there none of Pigmalions images , newly made
woman, to had now, for putting the hand in the

pocket and extrading it clutched ? what reply ? ha ?

what fay'ft thou to this tune, matter, and method ?

Is't not drown'd i'th'laft rain ? ha ? what fay'il thou,

trot r is the world as it was, man ? Which is the

way ? is it fad, and few words ? or how ? the trick

of it ?

Duke, Still thus, and thus ! ftill worfe I

Luci, How doth my dear morfel, thy miftrefs ? pro-

<:ures Ihe ftill ? ha ?

Clo-Lv. Troth, fir, fhe hath eaten up all her beef, and
fhe is herfelf in the tub.

Luci, Why, 'tis good ; it is the right of it; it muft

be fo : ever your frefh whore, and your powder'd
bawd : an unfhun'd confequence; it muft be fo : Art
going to prison, Pojnpey P

CIo^x'j. Yes, faith, lir.

Luc I, Why, 'tis not amifs, Pompey : farewel : go

;

fay, I fent thee thither. For debt, Pompey P or how ?

^iJso.For being a bawd, for being a bawd.
Luci, Well, then imprison him : if imprisonment

be the due of a bawd, why, 'tis his right ; bawd is

he, doubtlefs, and of antiquity too ; bawd born. Fare-

wel, good Pompey : Commend me to the prison, Pom-
pey : You will turn good husband now, Pompey ; you
will keep the houfe.

Clonxj, I hope, fir, your good worfhip will be my bail.

Lvci. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey^ it is not
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the wear ; I will pray, Pompeyy to encreafe your
bondage : if you take it not patiently, why, your

mettle is the more : Adieu, trufty Pompey.^'&Xtk you,

friar.

Duke, And you.

Luci. Doth Bridget paint ftill, Pompey P ha ?

El BO, Come your ways, fir, come.
Cloav, You will not bail me then, fir ?

Luci, Then, Pompey P nor now.—What news abroad,

friar ; what news ?

Elbo, Come your ways, fir, come.

[Exeu?zt Clown, Elbow, a^td Officers*

Luci, Go to kennel, Pompey, go—What news, friar,

of the duke ?

Duke, I know none ; Can you tell me of any ?

Luci, Some fay, he is with the emperor of RuJ[}ia\

other fome, he is in Rome : But where is he, think

you ?

Duke. I know not where : but wherefoever, I wiih

him well.

Luci, It was a mad fantaftical trick of him, to fteal

from the ftate, and usurp the beggery he was never

born to : Lord J?ige/o dukes it well in his abfence ; he
puts tranfgreflion to't.

Duke, He does well in't.

Luci, A little more lenity to lechery would do
no harm in him : fomething too crabbed that way,
friar.

Duke, It is too general a vice, and feverity muft

cure it.

Xuci. Yes, in good footh, the vice is of a great

kindred ; it is well ally'd : but it is impoffible to
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extirpe it quite, friar, 'till eating and drinking be put

down. They fay, this Angela was not made by man
and woman, after the downright way of creation ; Is

it true, think you ?

Duke, How lliould he be made then ?

Luci, Some report , a fea - maid fpawn'd him :

fome, that he was begot between two ftock-fifhes :

But it is certain, that, when he makes water, his

urine is congeal'd ice ; that I know to be true :

and he is not a motion generative, that's infal-

lible.

Duke. You are pleasant, fir ; and fpeak apace.

Luci. Why, what a ruthlefs thing is this in him,
for the rebellion of a cod -piece to take away the

life of a man ? Would the duke that is abfent have
done this ? ere he would have hang'd a man for the

getting a hundred baftards, he would have pay'd for

the nurfing a thousand : he had fome feeling of the

fport ; he knew the fervice, and that inftrudted him
to mercy.

Duke. I never heard the abfent duke much detrafted

for women ; he was not inclin'd that way.
Luci. O, fir, you are deceived.

Duke. 'Tis not pofTible.

Luci. Who ? not the duke ? yes, your beggar of
fifty; and his ufe was, to put a ducat in her clack-

difh : the duke had crotchets in him : He would be
drunk too ; that let me inform you.

Duke. You do him wrong, furely.

Luci. Sir, I was an inward of his : A fly fellow

was the duke : and, I believe, I know the cause of
his withdrawing.

3 after this downe- deteiled 3^ a fhye fellow
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Duke. What, I pr'ythee, might be the cause ?

^ Luc I. No, pardon ; 'tis a fecret muft be lock'd with-

in the teeth and the lips : but this I can let you un-

derftand,—The greater file of the fubjeft held the duke
to be wise :

Duke. Wise ? why, no queftion but he was.

Luci. A very fuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fel-

low.

Duke, Either this is emy in you, folly, or mif-

taking ; the very ftream of his life, and the busi-

nefs he hath helmed, muft, upon a warranted need,

give him a better proclamation : let him be but tefti-

mony'd in his own bringings forth, and he lhall ap-

pear, to the envious, a fcholar, a ftatesman, and a

ibldier : Therefore, you fpeak unfkilfuUy ; or, if

your knowledge be more, it is much darken'd in your

malice.

Luci. Sir, I know him, and I love him.

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and know-
ledge with dearer love.

Luci. Come, fir, I know what I know.
Duke. I can hardly believe that, fmce you know

not what you fpeak. But, if ever the duke return,

( as, our prayers are he may ) let me desire you to

make your anfwer before him : if it be honeft you
have fpoke , you have courage to maintain it ; I

am bound to call upon you, and, I pray you, your

name ?

Luci. Sir, my name is Lucio ; well known to the

duke.

Duke. He lhall know you better, fir, if I may live

to report you.

with deare love
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Luci. l fear you not.

Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no more

;

or you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite : but,

indeed, I can do you a little harm : You'll forfwear

this again ?

Luc I, I'll be hang'd firft : thou art deceived in me,
friar. But no more of this : Can'fl: thou tell if Clau-

dio dye to-morrow, or no ?

Duke, Why fhould he dye, fir ?

Zt^c/. Why? for filling a bottle with a tun - difh.

I would the duke, we talk of, were return'd again ;

this ungenitur'd agent will unpeople the province

with continency ; fparrows mull: not build in his

houfe-eaves, because they are lecherous : The duke
yet would have dark deeds darkly anfwer'd, he would
never bring them to light ; 'Would he were return'd !

marry , this Claudio is condemned for untrufling.

Farewel, good friar ; I pr'ythee, pray for me. The
duke, I fay to thee again , would eat mutton on
fridays ; he's now pad it : yea, and I fay to thee,

he would mouth with a beggar, though fhe fmelt

brown bread and garlick ; fay, that .1 faid fo. Fare-

wel.

{Exit Lucio.
'Duke. No might nor greatnefs in mortality

Can cenfure fcape ; back-wounding calumny
The whitefi: virtue ftrikes ; What king fo firong.

Can tye the gall up in the fianderous tongue ?

But who comes here ?

Er2ter Es c A L u s , Provofi, Bawd, and Officers.

EscJ. Go, away with her to prison.

-ff^?W. Good my lord, be good to me; your honour

paft It, yet (and I
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is accounted a merciful man : good my lord.

Escui, Double, and treble admonition, and ftill for-

feit in the fame kind ? this would make mercy fwear

and play the tyrant.

Pro^. A bawd of eleven years continuance, may it

please your honour.

Ba^d. My lord, this is one LuMs information againft

me : miftrefs Kate Keep-donjun was with child by him
in the duke's time, he promis'd her marriage ; his

child is a year and a quarter old, come Philip and

Jacob ; I have kept it myfelf, and fee how he goes

about to abuse me.

EscA, That fellow is a fellow of much licenfe : —
let him be called before us. — Away with her to

prison : Go to ; no more words. [^Exeunt Bawd, and

Officers.'] Provoft, my brother Angela will not be al-

ter'd, Claudio muft dye to-morrow ; let him be fur-

nilh'd with divines, and have all charitable prepara-

tion : if my brother wrought by my pity, it ftiould not

be fo with him.

Pro^. So please you, this friar hath been with him,

and advis'd him for the entertainment of death.

EscA, Good even, good father.

Duke. Blifs and goodnefs on you !

EscA. Of whence are you?

Duke. Not of this country, though my chance is now
To use it for my time : I am a brother

Of gracious order, late come from the fee

In fpecial businefs from his holinefs.

EscA. What news abroad i'the world?

Duke. None, but that there is fo great a fever on
goodnefs, that the diffolution of it muft cure it :

a» the fea
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novelty is only in requeft ; and it is as dangerous to

be aged in any kind of courfe, as it is vertuous to be

conftant in any undertaking: there is fcarce truth enough
alive, to make focieties fecure ; but fecurity enough,

to make fellowfliips accurft : Much upon this riddle

runs the wisdom of the world. This news is old

enough, yet it is every day's news. I pray you, fir,

of what difposition was the duke ?

EscA, One, that, above all other ftrifes, contended

elpecially to know himfelf.

Duke. What pleasure was he given to ?

EscA, Rather rejoicing to fee another merry, than

merry at any thing which profeff'd to make him re-

joice : a gentleman of all temperance. But leave we
him to his events, with a prayer they may prove pro-

fperous ; and let me desire to know, how you lind

Claudio prepar'd ? I am made to underftand, that you
have lent him visitation.

Duke, He profeiTes to have received no fmifler

measure from his judge, but moft willingly hum-
bles himfelf to the determination of juftice : yet had
he framed to himfelf, by the inftru6lion of his frailty,

many deceiving promises of life ; which I, by my good
leisure, have difcredited to him, and now is he resolv'd

to dye.

EscA, You have pay'd the heavens your fundlion,

and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I have
labour'd for the poor gentleman, to the extreamefi:

fhore of my modefty ; but my brother juftice have I

found fo fevere, that he hath forc'd me to tell him, he
is indeed juftice.

Duke* If his own life anfwer the flraitnefs of his

* and as it
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proceeding, it (hall become him well ; v/herein if he

chance to fail, he hath fentenc'd himfelf.

EscA, I am going to visit the prisoner : Fare you

well.

Duke. Peace be with you !

\Exeu7tt Esc ALUS, and Provoft.

He, who the fword of heaven will bear,

fhould be as holy as fevere

;

pattern in himfelf to know;
grace to ftand, and virtue go

;

more nor lefs to others paying,

than by felf-offences weighing :

Shame to him, whose cruel ftriking

kills for faults of his own liking !

twice treble fhame on Angelo,

to weed my vice, and let his grow !

O, what may man within him hide,

though angel on the outward fide !

how may likenefs made in crimes,

making praftice on the times,

draw with idle fpiders' firings

moft pond'rous and fubftantial things !

Craft againft vice I muft apply :

with Angela to-night fhall lye

his old betrothed, but defpis'd ;

fo difguise fhall, by the difguis'd,

pay with falfehood falfe exadling,

and perform an old contrading.

Acr IV.

SCENE 1. J Room in MarianaV Hou/e.

To draw
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Enter Mariana, and ^ Boy 'who Jtngs,

Song. Take, o, take those lips a^ay^
that fa fnveetly njoereforfvoorn ;

and those eyes, the break of day,

lights that do miflead the morn :

hut my kiffes bring again,

bring again,

feals of lo've, but feaPd in ^ain,

feaPd in fvain*

Mart, Break off thy fong, and hafte thee quick away;
Here comes a man of comfort, \Exit Boy.] whose advice

Hath often ftill'd my brawling difcontent

Enter Duke.
I cry you mercy, fir ; and well could wifli.

You had not found me here fo musical

:

Let me excuse me, and believe me fo,

—

My mirth it much difpleas'd, but pleas'd my woe.

Duke, 'Tisgood: though musick oft hath fuch a charm.
To make bad, good ; and good provoke to harm.
I pray you, tell me, hath any body inquir'd for me
here to-day ? much upon this time, have I promised

here to meet.

Mari.Yow have not been inquir'd after : I have fat

here all the day.

Enter Isabella.
Duke. I do conftantly believe you : the time is come,

even now. I fliall crave your forbearance a little ; may
be, I will call upon you anon for fome advantage to

yourfelf.

MariA am always bound to you. [Exit.

Duke. Very well met, and welcome.

Vol. II. E



62 Measure for Measure,

What is the news from this good deputy ?

IsAB, He hath a garden circummur'd with brick.

Whose weftern fide is wath a vineyard back'd

;

And to that vineyard is a planched gate.

That makes his opening with this ~|~ bigger key :

This "j" other doth command a little door,

Which from the vineyard to the garden leads

;

There have I made my promise to call on him.

Upon the heavy middle of the night.

Duke. But ftiall you on your knowledge find this way?
IsAB. I have ta'n a due and wary note upon't

;

With whifpering and moft guilty diligence.

In aftion all of precept, he did Ihow me
The way twice o'er.

, Duke, Are there no other tokens

Between you 'greed, concerning her observance ?

IsAB, No, none ; but only a repair i' the dark 5

And that I have posseft him, my moft ftay

Can be but brief : for I have made him know
I have a fervant comes with me along.

That ftays upon me ; whose perfuasion is,

I come about my brother.

Duke, 'Tis well born up.

I have not yet made known to Mariana

A word of this : _ What ho ! within ! come forth.

Re-enter Mariana.
I pray you, be acquainted with this maid

;

She comes to do you good.

IsAB. I do desire the like^

Duke, Do you perfuade yourfelf that I relpeft you ?

Mari, Good friar,I know you do,and3f have found it.

Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand.

8 V. N9tS,
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Who hath a ftory ready for your ear

:

I lhall attend your leisure; but make hafte.

The vaporous night approaches.

M^iJ/.Wilt please you walk afide?

[^Exeunt Women,
Duke, O place and greatnefs, millions of falfe eyes

Are ftuck upon thee ! volumes of report

Run with these falfe and moft contrarious quells

Upon thy doings ! thousand 'fcapes of wit

Make thee the father of their idle dream.

And rack thee in their fancies ! —Welcome: How agreed?

Re-enter Is and 'M.AKiA'ii A,

ISAB, She'll take the enterprise upon her, father,

If you advise it.

Duke, It is not my confent,

But my intreaty too.

IsAB, Little have you to fay,

When you depart from him, but, foft and low.

Remember 7io<w my brother,

MARi,¥tzx me not.

Duke, Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all

;

He is your husband on a pre-contra6l

:

To bring you thus together, 'tis no fin

;

Sith that the juftice of your title to him
Doth flourifh the deceit. Come, let us go

:

Our corn's to reap; for yet our tilth's to fow. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. A Room in the Priso?i,

Enter Provoft, and Clown.
Pro<v, Come hither, firrah : Can you cut off a man's

head ?

Clo'Lv, If the man be a batchelor, fir, I can : but

9 efcapes our Tithes to
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if he be a marry'd man, he's his wife's head, and I

can never cut off a woman's head.

Pro^. Come, fir, leave me your fnatches, and yield

me a dire^l anfwer. To-morrow morning are to dye
Claudio and Barnardine : Here is in our prison a com-
mon executioner, who in his office lacks a helper : if

you will take it on you to aflifl: him, it fhall redeem
you from your gyves ; if not, you lhall have your full

time of imprisonment, and your deliverance with an
unpity'd whipping; for you have been a notorious

bawd.
C/oov. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time out

of mind ; but yet I will be content to he a lawful

hangman : I would be glad to receive fome inftrudlion

from my fellow partner.

/ Fro^, What ho, Abhorfon ! Where's Ahhorfon there ?

Enter Abhorson.
-r^j5^ro.Do you call, fir?

Fro'v, Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to-

morrow in your execution : if you think it meet, com-
pound with him by the year, and let him abide here

with you ; if not, use him for the present, and difmifs

him : he cannot plead his eftimation with you, he hath

been a bawd.
Jbho,A bawd, fir? fie upon him ! he will difcredit

our myftery.

Pro^v, Go to, fir ; you weigh equally ; a feather will

turn the fcale. \^Exit Provoft.

CIo^, Pray, fir, by your good favour, (for, fure-

ly, fir, a good favour you have, but that you have a

hanging look) do you call, fir, your occupation a

myftery ?
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Jbho. Ay, fir, a myft^ry.

Clomj. Painting, fir, I have heard fay, is a myf-

tery ; and your whores, fir, being members of my
occupation, using painting, do prove my occupa-

tion a myllery : but what myftery there fliould be

in hanging, if I (hould be hang'd, I -can not ima-
gine.

Jbho,S\y^ it is a myftery.

Clouj. Pr(K)f.

^Bifo. Every true man's apparel fits your thief: If

it be too little for your thief, your true man thinks it

big enough ; if it be too big for your thief, your thief

thinks it little enough : fo every true man's apparel

fits your thief.

Re-enter Provoft.

Pro^. Are you agreed ?

C/<?au. Sir, I will ferve him : for I do find, your
hangman is a mor^e penitent trade than your ba-wd ; he
doth oftner afk forgivenefs.

Prou, You, firrah, \^to Abho.] provide your block

and your axe, to-morrov/ four o'clock.

AB HQ ,Comt on, bawd; I will inftru(5l thee in my
trade ; follow.

Clonjj, I do desire to learn, fir; and, I hope, if you
have occasion to use me for your own turn, you fhall

find me yare : for, truly, fir> for your kindn^fs, I ow^
you a good turn.

Pro'v, Call hither Barnardine and Claudio :

[Exeunt Clown, and Abhorson*
One has my pity ; not a jot the other.

Being a murtherer, though he were my brother.

Enter Claudio.

*<5Theefc. Clo. If it fi^^.
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Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death

;

'Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow

Thou muft be made immortal. Where's Barnardine ?

Clau,As faft lock'd up in fleep, as guiltlefs labour.

When it lyes ftarkly in the traveller's bones

;

He will not wake.
Pro^, Who can do good on him ? [what noise ?

Well, go, prepare yourfelf. \Knockzng within.'] But, hark!

Heaven give your fpirits comfort! \^Exit Cl a u.] By and

I hope it is fome pardon, or reprieve, [by :—
For the mofl: gentle Claudio— Welcome, father.

Enter Duke.
Duke. The beft and wholefomeft fpirits of the night

Invellop you, good provoft ! Who calPd here of late ?

Pro'v, None, fmce the curfeu rung.

Duke. 'Not JsaiellP

Pro^, No.
Duke. They will then, ere 't be long.

Pro'u. What comfort is for Claudio P

Duke. There's fome in hope.

Pro^. It is a bitter deputy.

Duke. Not fo, not fo ; his life is paralleled

Even with the ftroke and line of his great juftice

;

He doth with holy abftinence fubdue

That in hirafelf, which he fpurs on his power
To qualify in others : were he meal'd

With that which he corredls, then were he tirannous

;

But this being fo, he's juft Now are they come
[Knocking again : Provoft goes to the Door.

This is a gentle provoft ; Seldom, when
The fteeled jailer is the friend of men
How now ? what noise ? that fpirit's posseft with hafte.
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That wounds the unfliifting poftern with these ftrokes.

Prov. There muft he ftay, until the officer

Arise to let him in ; he is cali'd up. \_Speaking to

one at the Door ; after <vjhich he comesforward*
Duke, Have you no countermand for Claiidio yet.

But he muft dye to-morrow ?

PrdJ'i;. None, fir, none.

Duke, As near the dawning, provoft, as it is.

You ftiall hear more ere morning.

Pro-v, Happily,

You fomething know ; yet, I believe, there comes
No countermand ; no fuch example have we :

Befides, upon the very fiege of juftice.

Lord Jngelo hath to the publick ear

Profeff'd the contrary.

Enter a Meflenger.

Duke, This is his man.
Pro^, And here conies Claudio\ pardon*

Meff, My lord hath fent you this =|= note ; and by
me this further charge. That you fwerve not from the

fmalleft article of it, neither in time, matter, or other

circumftance. Good morrow ; for, as I take it, it is

almoft day.

Pro^, I ftiall obey him. \Exit Meflenger.

Duke, This is his pardon ; purchaf'd by fuch fin.

For which the pardoner himfelf is in :

Hence hath offence his quick celerity.

When it is born in high authority

:

When vice makes mercy, mercy's fb extended,

That, for the fault's love, is the offender friended

Now, fir, what news ?

Pro^. I told you : Lord Angela^ belike, thinking me
/

* unfifting ' ? his Lords ftian

E4
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remifs in mine office, awakens me with this unwonted
putting on : methinks, ftrangely ; for he hath not us'd

it before.

Duke, Pray you, let's hpar.

Pro^. [reads.] Whatfoe^er you may hear to ihe con-

trary^ let Claudio he executed hy four of the clock y

andy in the afternoon^ Barnardine : for my betterfa-

tiffadion^ let me han^e Claudio'j head fent me hy

f've : Let this he truly performed ; <vjith a thought

^

that more depends on it than ^ve muji yet deliver, 'Thus

fail not to do your office, as you ivill anfver it at your

peril.

What fay you to this, fir ?

Duke, What is that Barnardine, who is to be exe-

cuted in the afternonn ?

Pro^, A Bohemian born ; but here nurft up and bred :

one that is a prisoner nine years old.

Duke, How came it, that the abfent duke had not

cither deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed him ?

I have heard, it was ever his manner to do fo.

Pro^, His friends ftill wrought reprieves for him :

And, indeed, his fadl, 'till now in the government of
lord Angela, came not to an undoubtful proof.

Duke, It is now apparent ?

Pro'v, Moft manifeft, and not deny'd by himfelf.

Duke, Hath he born himfelf penitently in prison ?

how feems he to be touch'd ?

Pronj, A man that apprehends death no more dread-

fully, but as a drunken fleep ; carelefs, recklefs, and
fearlefs of what's paft, present, or to come j infenfible

of mortality, and defperately mortal.

Duke, He wants advice.
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ProiK He will hear none : he hath evermore had

the liberty of the prison ; give him leave to efcape

hence, he would not : drunk many times a day, if

not many days intirely drunk : we have very oft-awak'd

him, as if to carry him to execution, and Ihew'd him
a feeming warrant for it ; it hath not moved him
at all.

Duke, More of him anon. There is written in your

brow, provoft, honefty and conftancy : if I read it

not truly, my ancient fkill beguiles me ; but, in the

boldnefs of my cunning, I will lay myfelf in hazard.

Claudioy whom here
"f"

you have warrant to execute,

is no greater forfeit to the law than Angela who hath

fentenc'd him : To make you underfland this in a

manifefted efFefi:, I crave but four days refpit ; for the

which you are to do me both a present and a dangerous

courtefy.

Prou, Pray, fir, in what ?

Duke, In the delaying death.

Pro^j, Alack, how may I do it ? having the hour
limited ; and an exprefs command, under penalty, to

deliver his head in the view of Angela ? I may make
my cafe as Claudio's, to crofs this in the fmalleft.

Duke, By the vow of mine order, I warrant you, if

my inftrudions may be your guide : Let this Barnar-

dine be this morning executed, and his head born to

Angela,

Pron), Angela hath feen them both, and will difcover

the favour.

Duke, O, death's a great difguiser : and you may
add to it,— Shave the head, and tye the beard ; and fay,

it was the desire of the penitent to be fo bsrb'd before

3* fo bar'de
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his death : you know, the courfe is common. If any
thing fall to you upon this, more than thanks and good
fortune, by the faint whom I profefs, I will plead

againft it with my life.

Pro'v. Pardon me, good father ; it is againfl: my
oath.

Duke. Were you fworn to the duke, or to the de-

puty ?

Prov. To him, and to his fubftitutes.

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, if

the duke avouch the juftice of your dealing ?

Pro^, But what likelihood is in that ?

Duke, Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet fince

.1 fee you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor

perfuasion, can with ease attempt you, I will go fur-

ther than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you : Look
you, fir, here

"f"
is the hand and feal of the duke ; You

know the character, I doubt not, and the fignet is not

ftrange to you ?

Pro^j, I know them both.

Duke. The contents of this is the return of the duke;

you fliall anon over-read it at your pleasure ; where
you fhall find, within these two days he will be here :

This is a thing that Angela knows not : for he this

very day receives letters of ftrange tenor ; perchance,

of the duke's death ; perchance, entering into fome
monaftery ; but, by chance, nothing of what is writ.

Look, the unfolding ftar calls up the Ihepherd : Put

not yourfelf into amazement, how these things fhould

be : all difficulties are but easy when they are known.
Call your executioner, and off with Barnardine'^ head :

I will give him a present fhrift, and advise him for a
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better place. .Yet you are amaz'd ; but this "|" (hall

abfolutely resolve you. Come away ; it is almofl: clear

dawn. \Extiinl.

S CENE III. Another Roo?n in thefame.

Enter Clown.

Clo^uo, I am as well acquainted here, as I was in

our houfe of profeflion : one would think, it were
miftrefs 0-jerdone\ own houfe, for here be many of

her old cuftomers. Firft, here's young mafter Rajh :

he's in for a commodity of brown paper and old

ginger, ninefcore and feventeen pounds ; of which he

made five marks, ready money : marry, then, ginger

was not much in requcft, for the old women were all

dead. Then is there here one mafter Caper, at the

fuit of mafter Three-pile the mercer, for fome four fuits

of peach-colour'd fatten, w^hich now peaches him *a

beggar. Then have we here young Dizy, and young
mafter Deep-njonv, and mafter Copper-fpur, and mafter

'Siar^ue-lackey the rapier and dagger man, and young
Drop-heir that kill'd lufty Pudding, and mafter Forth-

right the tilter, and brave mafter Shoo-tye the great tra-

veller, and wild Half-can that ftab'd P^?//, and, I think,

forty m.ore ; all great doers in our trade, and are now
for the lord's fake.

Enter Abhor son.

^5^0. Sirrah, brino^ Barnardine hither.

Clo^\ Mafter Barnardine ! you muft rise and be
hang'd, mafter Barnardine.

Jbho . What ho, Barnardine I

BjiRN.[^jjithin,] A pox o' your throats ! Who makes
that noise there ? what are you ?

Forth-light
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Clonv, Your friends, fir ; the hangman : You muft

be fo good, fir, to rise and be put to death.

BARN.AvjzYy you rogue, away; I am fleepy.

^5^0. Tell him, he muft awake, and that quickly

too.

Clo^-w, Pray, mafter Barnardiney awake 'till you are

executed, and fleep afterwards.

Abko, Go in to him, and fetch him out.

C/<?w. He is coming, fir, he is coming ; I hear his

ftraw ruftle.

Abho, Is the axe upon the block, firrah ?

CloiAJ. Very ready, fir.

Enter Barnardine.
Barn,}^qvj now, Abhor/on? what's the news with

you ?

y/-Si/o. Truly, fir, I would desire you to clap in-

to your prayers ; for, look you, the warrant's

come.

5^ i^y. You rogue, I have been drinking all night,

I am not fitted for't.

Clouj, O, the better, fir ; for he that drinks all night,

and is hang'd betimes in the morning, may fleep the

founder all the next day.

Enter Duke.
Abho, Look you, fir, here comes your ghT>ftly father;

Do we jell now, think you ?

Duke, Sir, Induced by my charity, and hearing

How haftily you are to depart, I am come
To advise you, comfort you, and pray with you.

Barn ,Vxi2iTy not I ; I have been drinking hard all

night, and I will have more time to prepare me, or

they fliall beat out my brains with billets : I will not
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confent to dye this day, that's certain.

Duke. O, fir, you muft : and therefore, I befeech you.

Look forward on the journey you fhall go*

Barn. I fwear, I will not dye to-day for any man's

perfuasion.

Duke, But hear you,—
Barn. Not a word: if you have any thing to fay to

me, come to my ward ; for thence will not I to-day.

[Exit Barnardine,
Duke. Unfit to live, or dye : O gravel heart ! —

After him, fellows ; bring him to the block.

[Exeunt Clown, a?2^ Abhorson*
Enter Provoil.

Pro^. Now, fir, how do you find the prisoner ?

Duke. A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for death ;

And, to tranfport him in the mind he is.

Were damnable.

Pro^. Here in the prison, father.

There dy'd this morning of a cruel fever

One Ragozine^ a moft notorious pirate,

A man of Claudio\ years ; his beard, and head,

Juft of his colour; What if we do omit
This reprobate, 'till he were well inclin'd.

And fatiffy the deputy with the visage

Of RagGxim, more like to Claudia F

Duke. O, 'tis an accident that heaven provides i

Difpatch it presently ; the hour draws on
Prefix'd by Angela : See, this be done.

And fent according to command ; whiles I

Perfuade this rude wretch willingly to dye.

Pro'v. This fhall be done, good father, presently.

But Barnardine mult dye this afternoon :
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And how fhall we continue Claudio,

To fave me from the danger that might come.

If he were known alive ?

Duke. Let this be done,— Put them
In fecret holds, both Barnardine and Claudio :

Ere twice the fun hath made his journal greeting

To the under generation, you fhall find

Your fafety manifefted.

Pro^^ I am your free dependant. \g^^o*

Duke. Quick ti)eit, difpatch, and fend the head to An^
{Exit Provoft.

Now will I write letters to Angelor'

The provoft he fhall bear them,— whose contents

Shall witnefs to him, I am near at home

;

And that, by great injundHons, I am bound
To enter publickly : him I'll desire

To meet me at the confecrated fount,

A league below the city ; And from thence.

By cold gradation, and weal-balanc'd form.

We fhall proceed with Angela.

Re-enter Provoft.

Pro^. Here "|" is the head ; I'll carry it myfelf.

Duke. Convenient is it : Make a fwift return ;

For I would commune with you of fuch things.

That want no ear but yours.

Pro'v. I'll make all fpeed. \Exit Provoft^

I^Aii.\yyithin.'\ Peace, ho, be here

!

^ Duke. The tongue of Isahell : She's come to know
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither

:

But I will keep her ignorant of her good.

To make her heavenly comforts of defpair.

When it is leaft expeded.

' To yond generation
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Enter Isabella.
IsAB, Ho, by your leave.

^
[ter.

Duke. Good morning to you,fair and gracious daugh-

IsAB, The better, given me by fo holy a man.

Hath yet the deputy fent my brother's pardon ?

Duke. He hath releaf'd him, Isabell, from the world

;

His head is oiF, and fent to Angela.

IsAB. Nay, but it is not fo,

Duke. It is no other :

In your clofe patience, daughter, fhew your wisdom.
JsAB. O, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes.

Duke. You fhall not be admitted to his fight.

IsAB. Unhappy Claudio I Wretched Isaie/l /

Injurious world 1 Molt damned Angela !

Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot

:

Forbear it therefore ; giv^ your cause to heaven.

Mark what I fay ; which you ftiall furelH find.

By every fyllabie, a faithful verity :

The duke comes home to-morrov/;—nay,dry your eyes;"^

One of our convent, and his confefibr,

Gives me this inftance : already he hath carry'd

Notice to Ejcalus and Angela ;

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, [dom
There to give up their power : If you can,pace your wis-

In that good path that I would wifh it go

;

And you lhall have your bosom on this wretch,

Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart.

And general honour.

JsAB. I am direded by you.

Duke. This =}= letter then to friar Peter give ;

'Tis that he fent me of the duke's return

:

Say, by this token, I desire his company



76 Measure for Measure.

At Mariana's houfe to-night. Her cause, and yours,

I'll perfed him withal ; and he fhall bring you
Before the duke ; and to the head of Angela

Accuse him home and home : For my poor felf,

I am combined by a facred vow,
And lhall be abfent. Wend you with this letter :

Command these fretting waters from your eyes

With a light heart ; truft not my holy order.

If I pervert your courfe— Who's here ?

Enter Lucio.
Luci, Good even !

Friar, where is the provoft ?

Duke, Not within, fir.

Luc I. O pretty Isahella^ I am pale at mine heart,

to fee thine eyes fo red : thou muft be patient : I am
fain to dine and fup with water and bran ; I dare

not for my head fill my belly ; one fruitful meal
would fet me to't : But, they fay, the duke will be

here to-morrow. By my troth, Isabell, I lov'd your

brother : if the old fantaftical duke of dark corners

had been at home, he had lived.

[^Exit Isabella.
Duke, Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholding

to your reports ; but the beft is, he lives not in them.

Luci, Friar, thou knoweft not the duke fo well as I

do : he's a better woodman than thou tak'ft him for.

Duke, Well, you'll anfwer this one day ; Fare ye

% well.

Luc I, Nay, tarry ; I'll go along with thee : I can

tell thee pretty tales of the duke.

Duke. You have told me too many of him already,

fir, if they be true ; if not true, none were enough.



Measure for Measure, 77

Luci, I was once before him for getting a wench
with child.

Duke, Did you fuch a thing ?

Luci, Yes, marry, did I : but I was fain to for-

fwear it ; they would elfe have marry'd me to the rot-

ten medlar.

Duke, Sir, your company is fairer than honeil : Reft

you well.

Luci, By my troth, I'll go with thee to the lane's

end : if bawdy talk offend you, we'll have very little

of it : Nay, friar, I am a kind of bur, I fhall ftick.

[^Exeunt.

SCENE IV. A Room in Angelo'j Houfe,

EnUr Angelo, ^WEscalus,
EscA, Every letter he hath writ hath difvouch'd

other.

JNGE. In moft uneven and diftra6led manner: his

anions Ihew much like to madnefs ; Pray heaven,

his wisdom be not tainted ? And why meet him at

the gates, and re-deliver our authorities there ?

EscA, I guefs not.

^JVG£. And why fhould we proclaim it in an hour
before his entring, that, if any crave redrefs of in-

juftice, they fhould exhibit their petitions in the

llreet ?

EscA, He fliews his reason for that : to have a dif-

patch of complaints ; and to deliver us from devices

hereafter, which lhall then have no power to (land

againft us.

Ange, Well, I befeech you, let it be proclaim'd :

Betimes i' the morn, I'll call you at your houfe :

re-liver

Vol. II. F
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Give notice to fuch men of fort and fuit

As are to meet him.

EscA, I fhall, fir : Fare you well.

Jnge. Goodi night.--. [Exit Escalus.
This deed unfhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant

And dull to all proceedings. A deflower'd maid !

And by an eminent body, that enforc'd

The law againft it ! But that her tender fhame

Will not proclaim againft her maiden lofs.

How might fhe tongue me^? Yet reason dares her ? no

;

For my authority bears a credent bulk,

That no particular fcandal once can touch.

But it confounds the breather. He fhould have liv'd.

Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous fenfe.

Might, in the times to come, have ta'en revenge.

By fo receiving a difhonour'd life,

With ranfom of fuch fliame. 'Would yet he had liv'dl

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot,

Nothing goes right ; we would, and we would not.

SCENE V . Fields vjithout the Gate.

Enter Duke, and Friar Peter.

Duke, These
"f"

letters at fit time deliver me.
The provoft knows our purpose, and our plot.

The matter being afoot, keep your inftruftion.

And hold you ever to our fpecial drift

;

Though fometimes you do blench from this to that.

As cause doth minifter. Go, call at Fla^ius* houfe.

And tell him where I flay : give the like notice

To Valentinusy Ronvland, and to Crajfusy

And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate

;

But fend me Fla^ius firft.

bcares of a ^8 Flavian Faknciu9



Measure for Measure. 79

Friar. It fiiall be fpeeded well. [Exit.

Enter Varrius.
Duke. I thank xhtQ,Farriusy thou haft made good hafte:

Come, we will walk : There's other of our friends

Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. ^Exeunt.

SCENE VI. Street near the Gate.

Enter Isabella, <^«^Mariana.
IsAB, To fpeak fo indiredly, I am loth ;

I would fay the truth ; but to accuse him fo,

That is your part : yet I'm advis'd to do it

;

He fays, to 'vailful purpose.

Mari.'^q rul'd by him.

IsAB. Befides, he tells me, that, if peradventure

He fpeak againft me on the adverfe fide,

I fhould not think it ftrange ; for 'tis a physick.

That's bitter to fweet end.

Mari. I would, friar Peter

IsAB. O, peace ; the friar is come.

Enter Friar Peter.

Friar. Come, I have found you out a ftand moft fit.

Where you may have fuch vantage on the duke.

He fhall not pafs you :Twice have the trumpets founded;

The generous and graveft citizens

Have hent the gates, and very near upon
The duke is entring; therefore hence, away. [Exeunt.

jcr V.
SCENE, The City Gate.

A State mcith Chairs under it : Croivds

of Citizens, Lucio, Provoft, Officers, &c. attending:

F 2
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Mariana i/^/'/V, I s a b e l l , andFriarVeter, at theirStand.

Enter ^ at opposite Doorsj Duke, Varrius ;

Angel o, Escalus; and their Trains.

Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met :

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to fee you.

j4ng,Esc, Happy return be to your royal grace !

Duie, Many and hearty thankings to you both.

We have made inquiry of you ; and we hear

Such goodnefs of your juftice, that our foul

Cannot but yield you forth to publick thanks.

Fore-running more requital.

j4nge, YoM make my bonds ftill greater. [it,

Duke, O, your desert fpeaks loud; and I fhould wrong
To lock it in the wards of covert bosom.

When it deserves, with characters of brafs,

A forted residence, 'gainft the tooth of time

And razure of oblivion : Give me your hand.

And let the fubjedl fee, to make them know
That outward courtefies would fain proclaim

Favours that keep within— Come, E/calus ;

You muft walk by us on our other hand ;

And good fupporters are you.

Peter, and Isabella, comeforuoard, [him.

Friar, Now is your time; fpeak loud,and kneel before

IsAB, Juftice, o royal duke ! vail your regard

Upon a wrong'd, I would fain have faid, a maid!

O worthy prince, difhonour not your eye

By throwing it on any other objedl,

^ill you have heard me in my true complaint.

And given me juftice, juftice, juftice, juftice ! [brief

;

Duke, Relate your wrongs ; In what r By whom } be

* ^ Give we your
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Here is lord Afigelo fliall give you juftice ;

Reveal yourfeif to him.

hAB, O worthy duke,

You bid me feek redemption of the devil

;

Hear me yourfeif ; for that which I muft fpeak

Muft either punifh me, not being believ'd.

Or wring redrefs from you : hear me, o, hear me, here.

y^7\rG£. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm:

She hath been a fuitor to me for her brother.

Cut oiF by courfe of juftice ;

IsAB. Courfe of juftice !

Jnge, KrA fhe will fpeak moft bitterly, and ftrange.

IsAB, Moft ftrange, but yet moft truly, will I fpeak:

That AngeW^ forfvvorn ; Is it not ftrange ?

That Jngelo's a murtherer ; Is 't not ftrange ?

That Angela is an adulterous thief.

An hypocrite, a virgin-violater

;

Is it not ftrange, and ftrange ?

Duke. Nay, it is ten times ftrange.

IsAB. It is not truer he is Angela^

Than this is all as true as it is ftrange :

Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth

To the end of reckoning.

Duke. Away with her : Poor foul.

She fpeaks this in the infirmity of fenfe.

Uab, O prince, I tio conjure thee, as thou believ'fl

There is another comfort than this world,

That thou negledl me not, with that opinion
That I am touch'd with madnefs ; make not impoffible

That which but feems unli^p : 'tis not impoflible.

But one, the wicked'ft caitiff on the ground.

May feem as ftiy, as grave, as juft, as abfolute.

* * By courfe
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As Angeh ; even fo may Angeloj

In all his drefTings, charadls, titles, forms.

Be an arch-villain : believe it, royal prince ;

If he be lefs, he's nothing ; but he's more.

Had I more name for badnefs.

Duke. By mine honefty.

If fhe be mad (as I believe no other)

Her madnefs hath the oddeft frame of fenfe.

Such a dependancy of thing on thing,

As e'er I heard in madnefs.

IsAB, O gracious duke,

Harp not on that ; nor do not banilh reason

For inequality : but let your reason ferve

To make the truth appear, where it feems hid ;

And hide the falfe, feems true.

Duke, Many, that are not mad.
Have, fure, more lack of reason What would you fay ?

IsA B . I am the fifter of one Claudioy

Condemned upon the aft of fornication

To lose his head ; condemn'd by Angela :

I, in probation of a fiflerhood.

Was fent to by my brother ; one Ludo
As then the melTenger :

Luci. That's I, an't like your grace :

I came to her from Claudio, and desir'd her

To try her gracious fortune with lord Angeloy

For her poor brother's pardon.

JsAB, That's he, indeed.

Duke. You were not bid to fpeak.

Luci. No, my good ]^rd ;

Nor wifh'd to hold my peace.

Pukje. I wiih you now then

;
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Pray you, take note of it

:

And, when you have a businefs for yourfelf.

Pray heaven, you then be perfedl.

Luci> I warrant your honour.

Duke, The warrant's for yourfelf ; take heed to it.

IsAB. This gentleman told fomewhat of my tale ;

Luci. Right.

Duke. It may be right ; but you are in the wrong
To fpeak before your time— Proceed.

IsAB, I went
To this pernicious caitiff deputy

:

Duke. That's fomewhat madly fpoken*

IsAB. Pardon it

;

The phrase is to the matter.

Duke. Mended again : Proceed.

IsA B . In brief,— to fet the needlefs procefs by.

How I perfuaded, how I pray'd, and kneel'd.

How he refeli'd me, and how I reply'd,

(For this was of much length) —• the vile conclusioi^

I now begin with grief and fhame to utter :

He would not, but by gift of my chafl: body
To his concupifcible intemperate luft,

Releafe my brother ; and, after much debatement.

My fifterly remorfe confutes mine honour.

And I did yield to him : but the next morn betimes.

His purpose forfeiting, he fends a warrant

For my poor brother's head.

Duke. This is mofl: likely

ISAB. Ojthatit were as like as it is true! [thou fpeak'ft;

Duke. By heaven, fond wretch, thou know'ft not what
Or elfe thou art fuborn'd againft his honour.

In hateful pradUce : Firft, his integrity

againe ; the matter : proceed furfctting
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Stands without blemifh : next, it imports no reason.

That with fuch vehemency he fhould purfue

Faults proper to himfelf : if he had fo offended.

He would have weigh'd thy brother by himfelf,

And not have cut him off: Some one hath fet you on

;

Confefs the truth, and fay by whose advice.

Thou cam'ft here to complain.

IsAB. And is this all ?

Then, o you blefTed minifters above.

Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time,

Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up
In countenance !— Heaven fliield your grace from woe.
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go !

Duke, I know, you'd fain be gone : An officer

!

To prison with her : — Shall we thus permit

A blalling and a fcandalous name to fall

On him fo near us ? This needs mull be a praftice:^

Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ?

IsAB, One that I would were here, friar Lodo^ick.

Duke, A ghoftly father, belike:—Who knows thztLodo*

Luc I, My lord, ! know him; 'tis a medling friar; [w/Vy^/*

I do not like the man : had he been lay, my lord.

For certain words he fpake againft your grace

In your retirement, I had fwing'd him foundly.

Duke, Words againft me ? this' a good friar, belike !

And to fet on this wretched woman here

Againft our fubftitute ! Let this friar be found.

Luci, But yefternight, my lord, ftie and that friar

I faw them at the prison : a fawcy friar,

A very fcurvy fellow.

Friar, Bleff'd be your royal grace !

I have flood by, my lord, and I have heard
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Your royal ear abus'd : Firft, hath this woman
Moll wrongfully accus'd your fubftitute ;

Who is as free from touch or foil with her.

As fhe from one ungot.

Duke, We did believe no lefs.

Know you that friar Lodonjckk^ which Ihe fpeaks of?

Friar, I know him for a man divine and holy

;

Not fcurvy, nor a temporary medler,

As he's reported by this gentleman;

And, on my truft, a man that never yet

Did, as he vouches, mifreport your grace.

Lvci, My lord, moll: villanoully ; believe it.

Friar, Well, he in time may come to clear himfelf

;

But at this inllant he is fick, my lord.

Of a ftrange fever : upon his meer requeft,

(Being come to knowledge that there was complaint

Intended 'gainft lord Angela) came I hither.

To fpeak, as from his mouth, what he doth know
Is true, and falfe ; and what he with his oath.

And all probation, will make up full clear,

Whenfoever he's convented. Firll, for this woman,
(To juftify this worthy nobleman,
So vulgarly and perfonally accus'd)

Her lhall you hear difproved to her eyes,

'Till fhe herfelf confefs it.

Duke, Good friar, let's hear it

Officers hear off Isabella ; and
Mariana comesfcrnx^ard.

Do you not fmile at this, lord Angelo ?

O heaven, the vanity of wretched fools !

Give us fome feats— Come, cousin Angelo \

In this I will be partial ; be you judge

32- I'll be impart iall
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Of your own cause.— Is this the witnefs, friar?

Firft, let her fhew her face ; and, after, fpeak.

M^i?7. Pardon, my lord ; I will not Ihew my face.

Until my husband bid me.
Duke, What, are you marry'd ?

M^Aj.No, my lord.

Duke. Are you a maid ?

No, my lord.

Duke, Widow then ?

M/^/?/. Neither, my lord.

Duke, What, are you nothing then ?

Neither maid, widow, nor wife ?

Luc I, My lord, fhe may be a punk ; for many of them
Are neither maid, widow, nor wife. [cause

Duke, Silence that fellow : — I would he had fome
To prattle for himfelf.

Luci, Well, my lord.

MARi,y[Y lord, I do confefs, I ne'er was marry'd;

And I confefs, befides, I am no maid :

I have known my husband ; yet my husband knows not

That ever he knew me.
Luci. He was drunk then, my lord ; it can be no

better.

Duke, For the benefit of filence, 'would thou wert
fo too.

Luci, Well, my lord.

Duke, This is no witnefs for lord Angela.

Mari, Now I come to't, my lord

:

She, that accuses him of fornication,

In felf-fame manner doth accuse my husband

;

And charges him, my lord, with fuch a time.

When rU depose I had him in mine arms.

9 A widow
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With all the efFea of love.

^iVG£. Charges fhe more than me ?

Mari, Not that I know of^

Duke. No ? you fay, your husband.

Mari, Why, juft, my lord, and that is Angela ;

Who thinks, he knows that he ne'er knew my body.

But knows, he thinks, that he knows IsabeWs.

^NG£. This is a ftrange abufe : Let's fee thy face.

Mari, My husband bids me ; now I will unmafk
This is that face, thou cruel Angela^

Which, once thou fwor'ft, was worth the looking on

:

This is the hand, which, with a vow'd contra6l.

Was faft belock'd in thine : this is the body
That took away the match from Isabella

And did fupply thee at thy garden-houfe

In her imagin'd perfon.

Duke, Know you this woman ?

Lvci, Carnally, fhe fays.

Duke. Sirrah, no more.

Lucj, Enough, my lord.

AvGE.yiy lord, I mull confefs, I know this woman ;

And, five years fince, there was fome fpeech of marriage

Betwixt myfelf and her : which was broke oft.

Partly, for that her promised proportions

Came Ihort of composition ; but, in chief.

For that her reputation was difvalu'd

In levity : fince which time, of five years,

I never fpake with her, faw her, nor hearcj from her.

Upon my faith and honour.

M^i?/. Noble prince, [breath.

As there comes light from heaven, and words from
As there is fenfe in truth, and truth in virtue.



88 Measure for Measure^

I am affianc'd this man's wife, as ftrongly

As words could make up vows : and, my good lord.

But tuesday night laft gone, in his garden-houfe.

He knew me as a wife : As this is true,

Let me in fafety raise me from my knees

;

Or elfe for ever be confixed here,

A marble monument

!

JngeA did but fmile till now

;

Now, good my lord, give me the fcope of juftice.

My patience here is touch'd : I do perceive.

These poor informal women are no more
But inftruments of fome more mightier member.
That fets them on : Let me have way, my lord.

To find this praflice out.

Duke. Ay, with my heart

;

And punilh them etien to your height of pleasure. —
Thou foolilh friar ; and thou pernicious woman,
Compaft with her that's gone ! think'ft thou, thy oaths,

Though they would fwear down each particular faint.

Were teftimonies againfl: his worth and credit

That's feal'd in approbation ? You, lord E/calusy

Sit with my cousin ; lend him your kind pains

To find out this abufe, whence 'tis deriv'd

—

There is another friar, that fet them on

;

Let him be fent for.

Friar » 'Would he were here, my lord ; for he, indeed,

Hath fet the women on to this complaint :

Your provoft knows the place where he abides,

And he may fetch him.

Puke. Go, do it inftantly._ [ExitProvoH.
And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin.

Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth.
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Do with your injuries as feems you beft.

In any chaftisement : 1 for a while

Will leave you ; but ftir not you, 'till you have well

Determined upon these flanderers.

EscA. My lord, we'll do it throughly— Duke.
Efcalus, and Angelo, feat themfelnjes.

Signior Lucio^ did not you fay, you knew that friar Lo-

donjjtck to be a diflioneft perfon.

Luci. Cuculliis nonfacit monachum : honeft in nothing,

but in his cloths ; and one that hath fpoke moft viU

lanous fpeeches of the duke.

EscA. We fhall intreat you to abide here 'till he
come, and inforce them againfl him : —We fliall find

this friar a notable fellow.

Luc I, As any in Vienna, on my word.

EscA, Call that fame Isabell here once again ; \to

an Attendant,
'\

I would fpeak with her: Pray you,

my lord, give me leave to queftion ; vou fhall fee how
I'll handle her.

Luci. Not better than he, by her own report.

EscA. Say you ?

Luci. Marry, fir, I think, if you handl'd her pri-

vately, flie would fooner confefs ; perchance, publickly

fhe'il be aftiam'd.

Re-enter Officers, n.mth Isabella ; and Provoft,

nx:ith the Duke in his Friar s Habit.

EscA. I vv'ill go darkly to work with her.

Luci, That's the way ; for women are light at mid-
night.

EscA. Come on, miftrefs ; [to Isab.] here's a gentle-

woman denies all that you have faid.

Luc J, My lord, here comes the rafcal, I fpoke of;
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here with the provoft.

EscAAn very good time : fpeak not you to him, 'till

we call upon you.

Luci, Mum.
EscA, Comt, fir; Did you fet these women on to

flander lord Angela ? they have confeiT'd you did.

Duke. 'Tis falfe.

EscA. How ! know you where you are ?

Duke, Refpedl to your great place ! and let the devil

Be fometime honour'd for his burning throne :

Where is the duke ? 'tis he fhould hear me Ipeak.

EscA, The duke's in us ; and we will hear you fpeak

:

Look you fpeak juftly.

Duke, Boldly, at leaft : — But, o, poor fouls.

Come you to feek the lamb here of the fox ?

Good night to your redrefs : Is the duke gone ?

Then is your cause gone too. The duke's unjuft.

Thus to retort your manifeft appeal

;

And put your trial in the villain's mouth.
Which here you come to accuse.

Luci. This is the rafcal ; this is he, I fpoke of.

EscA. Why, thou unreverend, and unhallow'd friar!

Is't not enough, thou haft fuborn'd these women
To accuse this worthy man ; but, in foul mouth.
And in the witnefs of his proper ear,

To call him villain ?

And then to glance from him to the duke himfelf

;

To tax him with injuftice ? — Take him hence ;

To the rack with him : —We'll towze you joint by joint,

But we will know this purpose : What, unjuft?

Duke, Be not fo hot ; the duke
Dare no more ftretch this finger of mine, than he

3 "5 know his purpofe
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Dare rack his own ; his fubjeft am I not,

Nor here provincial : My businefs in this ftate

Made me a looker-on here in Vienna ;

Where I have feen corruption boil and bubble,

'Till it o'er-run the ftevv : laws for all faults ;

But faults fo countenanc'd, that the ftrong ftatutes

Stand like the forfeits in a barber's fhop,

As much in mock as mark.

EscA, Slander to the ftate :

Away with him to prison.

Ange, What can you vouch againft him, fignior Lucio?

Is this the man that you did tell us of?

Lvci, 'Tis he, my lord Come hither, goodman
bald-pate ; Do you know me ?

Duke, I remember you, fir, by the found of your

voice ; I met you at the prison, in the abfence of the

duke.

Lvci, O, did you fo ? And do you remember what
you faid of the duke ?

Duke. Moft notedly, fir.

Lvci. Do you fo, fir? And was the duke a flefh-

monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported

him to be ?

Duke, You muft, fir, change perfons with me, ere

you make that my report : you, indeed, fpoke fo of

him ; and much more, much worfe.

Lvci, O thou damnable fellow ! Did not I pluck

thee by the nose, for thy fpeeches ?

Duke, I proteft, I love the duke, as I love myfelf.

-^jvG£.Hark how the villain would close now, after

his treasonable abufes.

E^CA, Such a fellow is not to be talk'd withal : —
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Away with him to prison ; _ Where is the provoft ? —
Away with him to prison ; lay bolts enough upon him

:

let him fpeak no more : Away with those giglots too,

and with the other confederate companion.

Duke. Stay, fir; ftay a while. [/o //&^ Provoft.

^i\^G£. What, resifts he ? Help him, Lucio.

Luci. Come, fir ; come, fir ; come, fir : foh, fir

:

Why, you bald-pated, lying rafcal ! you muft be

hooded, muft you ? Ihow your knave's visage, with

a pox to you ! fiiow your iheep-biting face, and be

hang'd an hour ! Will 't not off r

Ypulis the Hcod off, and difco'vers him,

Duke, Thou art the firft knave, that e'er made a

Firft, provoft, let me bail these gentle three [duke.—
Sneak not away, fir; [/^^Luci.] for the friar, and you,

Muft have a word anon : — lay hold on him.

Luci, This may prove worfe than hanging, [down,

Duke, What you have fpoke,[/<3Efca.] I pardon; fit you
We'll borrow place of him ; _ Sir, by your leave.

[thrujis Angelofrom his Chair, andfeats himfelfin it.

Haft thou or word, or wit, or impudence.

That yet can do thee office ? if thou haft.

Rely upon it, 'till my tale be heard.

And hold no longer out.

Ange.O my dread lord,

1 fliould be guiltier than my guiltinefs.

To think I can be undiscernable,

When I perceive, your grace, like power divine.

Hath look'd upon my pafles : Then, good prince.

No longer fefiion hold upon my fiiame.

But let my trial be mine own confeffion

;

Immediate fentence then, and fequent death.

'3 mad'ft a
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Is all the grace I beg.

Duke. Come hither, Mariana :_
Say, waft thou e'er contraded to this woman ?

AngeA was, my lord.

Duke» Go, take her hence, and marry her inftantly.—

Do you the office, friar ; which confummate.

Return him here again : _ Go with him, provoft.

[^Exeunt Provoft, Friar, A n g e l o , and Mariana.
EscA, My lord, I am more amaz'd at his difhonour.

Than at the ftrangenefs of

—

Duke. Come hither, Isabell :
^

Your friar is now your prince ; As I was then

Advertising, and holy to your businefs,

Not changing heart with habit, I am ftill

Attorney'd at your fervice.

IsAB. O, give me pardon,

That I, your vaflal, have employed and pain'd

Your unknown fovereignty.

Duke. You are pardon'd, Isabell:

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us.

Your brother's death, I know, fits at your heart

;

And you may marvel, why I obfcur'd myfelf.

Labouring to fave his life, and would not rather

Make rafh remonftrance of my hidden power,

Than let him fo be loft : o moft kind maid.

It was the quick celerity of his death.

Which I did think witli flower foot came on.

That brain'd my purpose : But, peace be with him !

That life is better life, paft fearing death.

Than that which lives to fear : make it your comfort.

So happy is your brother.

^^-^•«/^r Provoft, Friar, Angelo, Marian a.

voL.ir.

«^ of it.

G
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IsAB, I do, my lord.

Duke, For this new-marry'd man, approaching here.

Whose fait imagination yet hath wrong'd

Your well-defended honour, you muft pardon

For Mariana^ s fake : But as he adjudg'd your brother,

( Being criminal, in double violation

Of facred chaftity ; and in promise breach.

Thereon dependant for your brother's life)

The very mercy of the law cries out

Moft audible, even from his proper tongue,

jln Angelo for Claudio, deathfor death :

Hafte ftill pays hafte, and leisure anfwers leisure ;

Like doth quit like, and Measure ftill for Measure,^
Then, Angelo, thy fault's thus manifefted ;

Which though thou would'ft deny, denies thee vantage

:

We do condemn thee to the very block

Where Claudio ftoop'd to death, and with like hafte ; ^
Away with him.

MjiJti.O my moft gracious lord,

I hope, you will not mock me with a husband !

Duke, It is your husband mock'd you with a husband:

Confenting to the fafe-guard of your honour,

I thought your marriage fit ; elfe imputation,

For that he knew you, might reproach your life.

And choak your good to come : for his posseflions.

Although by confifcation they are ours.

We do enftate and widow you withal.

To buy you a better husband.

Mu4Ri,0 my dear lord,

I crave no other, nor no better man,
Duke. Never crave him ; we are definitive.

Mari, Gentle my liege — [kneels to him.

7 and of promifc
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Duke. You do but lose your labour;—.

Away with him to death Now, fir, \_to Luci.] to you.

Mari, O my good lord \—Sweet Isalel/, take my part

;

Lend me your knees, and all my life to come
I'll lend you, all my life to do you fervice.

Duke, Againft all fenfe you do importune her

;

Should fhe kneel down, in mercy of this fa6l.

Her brother's ghoft his paved bed would break.

And take her hence in horror.

Mari, IsabeII,

Sweet Isabella do yet but kneel by me ;

Hold up your hands, fay nothing, I'll fpeak all.

They fay, beft men are molded out of faults

;

And, for the moft, become much more the better

For being a little bad : fo may my husband.

O, Isahelll will you not lend a knee?
Duke, He dies for Claudio^^ death.

IsAB, Moft bounteous fir,
^

\^k7teels.

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn'd.
As if my brother liv'd : I partly think,

A due fmcerity govern'd his deeds,

'Till he did look on me ; fmce it is fo.

Let him not dye : My brother had but juftice.

In that he did the thing for which he dy'd :

For Angeloi

His adl did not o'er-take his bad intent

;

And muft be bury'd but as an intent.

That perifh'd by the way : thoughts are no fubjefls
;

Intents, but meerly thoughts.

M^i?/.Meerly, my lord.

Duke, Your iuit's unprofitable ; ftand up, I fay. _
I have bethought me of another feult : _

G 2
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Provoft, how came it Claiidio was beheaded

At an unusual hour ?

Pro'v^ It was commanded fo.

Duke, Had you a fpecial warrant for the deed ?

Pro'v, No, my good lord ; it was by private mefTage.

Duke, For which I do difcharge you of your office :

Give up your keys.

Pro'v, Pardon me, noble lord :

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not

;

Yet did repent me, after more advice

:

For teftimony whereof, one in the prison,

That fhould by private order elfe have dy'd,

I have reserv'd alive.

Duke, What's he?
Fro'v, His name is Barnardine,

Duke, I wifh thou had'll done fo by Claudio,

Go, fetch him hither ; let me look upon him.

\Exit Provoft.

EscA, I am forry, one fo learned and fo wise

As you, lord Angelo^ have ftill appear'd,

Should flip fo grofily, both in the heat of blood

And lack of temper'd judgment afterward.

Ai^Gi.,\ am forry, that fuch forrow I procure

;

And fo deep flicks it in my penitent heart.

That I crave death more willingly than mercy

;

'Tis my deserving, and I do intreat it.

Re-enter Provoft, ^ith Barnardine ; Claudio
behind^ and Ju L i E T T A , both muffled up,

Duke, Which is that Barnardine F

Prcv, This, my gootl Lord.

Duke, There was a friar told me of this man : _
Sirrah, thou art faid to have a ftubborn foul,
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That apprehends no further than this world.

And fquar'ft thy life according : Thou'rt condemn'd :

But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all;

And pray thee take this mercy to provide

For better times to come : — Friar, advise him ;

I leave him to your hand What muffl'd fellow's that ?

Fro'v, This is another prisoner, that I fav'd.

Who Ihould have dy'd when Claudia loft his head ;

As like almoft to Claudio, as himfelf.

[^unmuffiesy and difco'vers him,

Duke. If he be like your brother, \to Isab. ] for his fake

Is he too pardon'd ; And, for your lovely fake,

Give me your hand, and fay you will be mine.

He is my brother too : But fitter time for that.

By this, lord Angela perceives he's fafe ;

Methinks, I fee a quick'ning in his eye :

Well, Angela y your evil quits you well :

Look that you love your wife ; her worth worth yours.—
I find an apt remiffion in myfelf

:

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon ;

You, firrah,£/o Luci.] that knew me for a fool, a coward.
One all of luxury, an afs, a madman;
Wherein have I deserved fo of you.

That you extol me thus ?

Lvci. Faith, my lord, I fpoke it but according

to the trick : if you will hang me for it, you may

;

but I had rather it would please you I might be
whip'd.

Duke. Whip'd firft, fir, and hang'd after. —

.

Proclaim it, provoft, round about the city ;

If any woman, wrong'd by this lewd fellow,

(As I have heard him fwear himfelf, there's one

*3 fo deferv'd
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Whom he begot with child) let her appear,

And he fhall marry her : the nuptial fini(h'd,

Let him be whip'd, and hang'd.

Luci, I befeech your highnefs, do not marry me
to a whore ! your highnefs faid even now, I made you
a duke ; good my lord, do not recompence me, in

making me a cuckold

!

Duke, Upon mine honour, thou lhalt marry her.

Thy flanders I forgive ; and therewithal

Remit thy other forfeits : Take him to prison.

And fee our pleasure herein executed.

Luci, Marrying a punk, my lord, is prefling to death,

Whiping, and hanging.

Duke. Sland'ring a prince deserves it.

She, Claudio^ that you wrong'd, look you reftore

—

Joy to you, Mariana!— love her, Angela ;

I have confefT'd her, and I know her virtue.

Thanks, good friend Efcalus, for thy much goodnefs

:

There's more behind, that is more gratulate.

Thanks, provoft, for thy care, and fecrecy

;

We fhall imploy thee in a worthier place : —
Forgive him, j?2gelo, that brought you home
The head of Ragozine for Claudio^s ;

The offence pardons itfelf. — Dear IsabelU

I have a motion much imports your good

;

Whereto if you'll a willing ear incline.

What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine :

So bring us to our palace ; where we'll fhow
What's yet behind, that's meet you all ftiould know.

\Exeunt,
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The

COMEDY of ERRORS.

ACT I.

SCENE I. Ephefus. A puhlick Place.

Enter Duke, attended \ Eg eon, Jailer^ Officers^ ScCs

Ege, Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall;

And, by the doom of death, end woes and all.

Duke, Merchant of Syraciifa, plead no more ;

I am not partial, to infringe our laws :

The enmity and difcord, which of late

Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke
To merchants our well-dealing countrymen,

—

Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives,

Have feal'd his rigorous ftatutes with their bloods,—

Excludes all pity from our threat'ning looks.

For, lince the mortal and inteftine jars

^Twixt thy feditious countrymen and us.

It hath in folemn fynods been decreed.

Both by the Syracufans and ourfelves.

To admit no traffick to our adverfe towns

:

Nay, more, If any, born at Ephefusy
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Be feen at Syracufan marts and fairs.

Again, if any, Syracufan born.

Come to the bay of Ephefus^ he dies,

His goods confifcate to the duke's difpose ;

Unlefs a thousand marks be levied.

To quit the penalty, and to ranfom him :

Thy fubftance, valu'd at the higheft rate.

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks

;

Therefore, by law thou art condemned to dye.

£g£ . Yet this my comfort,when your words are done.

My woes end likewise with the evening fun.

Duke, Well, Syracufan^ fay, in brief, the cause

Why thou departed'fl: from thy native home

;

And for what cause thou cam'ft to Ephefus,

Ege. A heavier tafk could not have been imposM,
Than I to fpeak my griefs unfpeakable :

Yet, that the world may witnefs, that my end
Was wrought by nature, not by vile oiFence,

I'll utter what my forrow gives me leave.

In Syraafa was I born ; and wed
Unto a woman, happy but for me.
And by me too, had not our hap been bad.

With her I liv'd in joy ; our wealth increaf'd

By profperous voyages I often made
To Epidamnumy 'till my factor's death ;

And he great ftore of goods at random leaving

Drew me from kind embracements of my fpouse

:

From whom my abfence was not fix months old.

Before herfelf (almoft at fainting, under
The pleasing punifhment that women bear)

Had made provision for her following me.
And foon, and fafe, arrived where I was.

* at any ^ira^ *^ randonc
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There had flic not been long, but flie became
A joyful mother of two goodly fons

;

And, which was ftrange, the one fo like the other.

As could not be dillinguifh'd but by names.

That v^ery hour, and in the felf-fame inn,

A poor mean woman was delivered

Of fuch a burthen, m.ale twins, both alike

:

Those, for their parents were exceeding poor,

I bought, and brought up to attend my fons.

My wife, not meanly proud of two fuch boys.

Made daily motions for our home-return :

Unwilling I agreed ; alas, too foon.

We came aboard

:

A league from Epidamnum had we fail'd.

Before the always-wind-obeying deep

Gave any tragick inftance of our harm

:

But longer did we not retain much hope ;

For what obfcured light the heavens did grant

Did but convey unto our fearful minds

A doubtful warrant of immediate death ;

Which though myfelf would gladly have embrac'd.

Yet the incefTant weepings of my wife.

Weeping before for what fhe faw muft come,

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes,

That mourn'd for fafhion, ignorant what to fear,

Forc'd me to feek delays for them and me.

And this it was,-~for other means was none.

The failors fought for fafety by our boat,

And left the fhip, then fmking-ripe, to us :

My wife, more careful for the latter born.

Had faften'd him unto a fmall fpare maft.

Such as fea-faring men provide for ftorms

;
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To him one of the other twins was bound,
Whilft I had been like heedful of the other :

The children thus difpos'd, my wife and I,

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt,

Failen'd ourfelves at either end the maft ;

Which floating ftraight, obedient to the ftream.

Was carry'd towards Corinth ^ as we thought.

At length the fun, gazing upon the earth,

DifperPd those vapours that oiFended us

;

And, by the benefit of his wifli'd light.

The feas waxt calm, and we difcovered

Two Ihips from far making amain to us.

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this :

But ere they came,— O, let me fay no more ;

Gather the fequel by that went before.

Duke. Nay, forward, old man, do not break off fo ;

For we may pity, though not pardon thee.

£ge. O., had the gods done fo, I had not now
V/orthily term'd them mercilefs to us !

For, ere the fhips could meet by twice five leagues.

We were encounter'd by a mighty rock ;

Which being violently born upon.

Our helpful fhip was fplitted in the midft.

So that, in this unjuft divorce of us.

Fortune had left to both of us alike

What to delight in, what to forrow for.

Her part, poor foul, feeming as burdened
With lefler weight, but not with lefTer woe,
Was carry'd with more fpeed before the wind j

And in our fight they three were taken up
Ey fifhermen of Corinth^ as we thought.

At length, another fhip had feiz'd on us ;

^ And floating borne up upon
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And, knowing whom it was their hap to fave.

Gave helpful welcome to their fhipwreckt guefts

;

And would have reft the fifhers of their prey.

Had not their bark been very flow of fail,

And therefore homeward did they bind their courfe.

Thus have you heard me fever'd from my blifs ;

That by miffortunes was my life prolonged.

To tell fad flories of mine own mifliaps.

Duke, And, for the fake of them thou forrow'ft for.

Do me the favour to dilate at full

What hath befall'n of them, and thee, till now^
Ege, My youngeft boy, and yet my eldeft care.

At eighteen years became inquisitive

After his brother ; and importun'd me.
That his attendant (for his cafe was like.

Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name)
Might bear him company in the queft of him

:

Whom whilll I labour'd of a love to fee,

I hazarded the lofs of whom I lov'd.

Five fummers have I fpent in fartheft Greece^

Roaming clean through the bounds of Jfiuy

And, coafling homeward, came to Ephe/ns ;

Hopelefs to find, yet loth to leave unfought

Or that, or any place that harbours men.
But here muft end the ftory of my life ;

And happy were I in my timely death.

Could all my travels warrant me they live.

Duke, Haplefs Egeoriy whom the fates have mark'd
To bear the extremity of dire miihap !

Now, truft me, were it not againll our laws,

Againft my crown, my oath, my dignity,

XVhich princes, would they, may not difannul.
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My foul ftiould fue as advocate for thee.

But, though thou art adjudged to the death.

And paffed fentence may not be recalPd

But to our honour's great difparagement.

Yet will 1 favour thee in what I can :

I'll therefore, merchant, limit thee this day
To feek thy help by beneficial help :

Try all the friends thou haft in Ephe/us;

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the fum,

And live ; if not, then thou art doom'd to dye

:

So, jailer, take him to thy cuftody.

Jai. I will, my lord.

Ege, Hopelefs, and helplefs, doth Egeon wend.
But to procraftinate his lifelefs end. \^Exeunt.

SCENE II. The fame.

^^/^r Antiphilus Syracufan, Dromio Syracufan,

and a Merchant.

Mer, Therefore give out, you arc of Epidamnunty

Left that your goods too foon be conlifcate.

This very day, a Syracufan merchant

Is apprehended for arrival here ;

And, not being able to buy out his life.

According to the ftatute of the town.

Dies ere the weary fun fet in the weft.

There is=[=your money, that I had to keep.

A, S. Go, bear it=f=to the centaur, where we hoft

;

And ftay there, Dromio, 'till I come to thee.

Within this hour it will be dinner time :

'Till that, I'll view the manners of the town.

Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings.

And then return and fleep within mine inn

;

* Therefore Marchant, lie «o if no.
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For with long travel I am ftlfF and weary.

Get thee away.

Z). S, Many a man would take you at your word.

And go indeed, having fo good a means.

{Exit Dromio.
A, S. A trufty villain, fir; that very oft,

When I am dull with care and melancholy.

Lightens my humour with his merry jefts.

What, will you walk with me about the town.

And then go to my inn, and dine with me ?

Aler. 1 am invited, fir, to certain merchants.

Of whom I hope to make much benefit,

I crave your pardon : foon at five o'clock.

Please you, I'll meet with you upon the mart.

And afterward confort you 'till bed-time

;

My present businefs calls me from you now.
A, S. Farewel 'till then : I will go lose myfelf.

And wander up and down to view the city.

Mer. Sir, 1 commend you to your own content.

[Exit Merchant.

A. S, He that commends me to mine own content.

Commends me to the thing I cannot get.

T to the world am like a drop of water,

That in the ocean feeks another drop ;

Who, falling there to find his fellow forth,

Unfeen, inquisitive, confounds himfelf

:

So I, to find a mother, and a brother.

In queft of them, unhappy, lose myfelf.

Enter Drouio Ephesian.

Here comes the almanack of my true date.

What now ? How chance, thou art returned fo foon ?

D. E, Return'd fo foon ? rather approach'd too late :
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The capon burns, the pig falls from the fpit

;

The clock hath ftrucken twelve upon the bell.

My miflrefs made it one upon my cheek

:

She is fo hot, because the meat is cold ;

The meat is cold, because you come not home ;

You come not home, because you have no ftomack

;

You have no ftomack, having broke your faft ;

Eut we, that know what 'tis to faft and pray.

Are penitent for your default to-day.

A, S. Stop in your wind, fir : tell me this, I pray,

Where have you left the money that I gave you ?

D, E. O, fixpence, that I had o'we'nsday laft.

To pay the fadler for my miftrefs' crupper ;
—

The fadler had it, fir, I kept it not.

A, S. I am not in a fportive humour now ;

Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ?

We being ftrangers here, how dar'ft thou truft

So great a charge from thine own cuftody ?

D, E, I pray you, jeft, fir, as you fit at dinner:

I from my miftrefs come to you in poft;

If I return, I ftiall be poft indeed.

For ftie will fcore your fault upon my pate.

Methinks, your maw, like mine, fliould be your clock.

And ftrike you home wdthout a meftenger.

A, S. Come, Z)ro;w/V?,come, these jefts are out of feason,

Reserve them 'till a merrier hour than this

:

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ?

D. E, To me, fir ? why, you gave no gold to me.

A. S. Come on, fir knave, have done your fooliflinefs.

And tell me how thou haft difpos'd thy charge.

Z). £. My charge was but to bring you from the mart

Home to your houfe, the phcenix, fir, to dinner ;

3 your ccokc
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My miftrefs, and her fifter, ftays for you.

J, S. Now, as I am a chriftian, anfwer me
In what fafe place you have difpos'd my money

;

Or I fhall break that merry fconce of yours.

That llands on tricks when I am undifpos'd :

Where is the thousand marks thou hadll of me ?

D. E, I have fome marks of yours upon my pate.

Some of my miftrefs' marks upon my fhoulders.

But not a thousand marks between you both :

If I fhould pay your worfhip those again.

Perchance, you will not bear them patiently. [thou?

J. S. Thy miftrefs' marks ! what miftrefs, flave, haft

D, E. Your worlhip's wife, my miftrefs at the phcenix;

She that doth faft, 'till you come home to dinner,

And prays, that you will hye you home to dinner.

S, What, will you flout me thus unto my face,

Being forbid? There, take you that, fir knave.

D, E, What mean you, fir r for god's fake, hold your

Nay, an you will not, fir, I'll take my heels. [hands

:

[Exit D ROM 10.

J, S. Upon my life, by fome device, or other.

The villain is o'er-raught of all my money.
They fay, this town is full of cozenage ;

As nimble juglers that deceive the eye^

Darkworking forcerers that change the mind,

Soul-killing witches that deform the body,

Difguised cheaters, prating mountebanks.

And many fuch like liberties of fin :

If it prove fo, I will be gone the fooner.

I'll to the centaur, to go feek this flave

;

I greatly fear, my money is not fafe. [Exit.

Vol. II.

ore-wrought

H
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ACT II.

SCENE I. The fame.

Adrian A, Luciana.

^Di?, Neither my husband, nor the flave return'd,^

That in fuch hafte I fent to feek his mafter

!

Sure, Lucianay it is two o'clock.

Luc. PerhapSy fome merchant hath invited him.
And from the mart he's fomewhere gone to dinner.

Good fifter, let us dine, and never fret

:

A man is mafter of his liberty

:

Time is their mafter ; and, when they fee time.

They'll go, or come : if fo, be patient, fifter.

j^DR, Why fhould their liberty than ours be moref
Luc. Because their businefs ftill lies out o'door.

Jdr, Look, when I ferve him fo, he takes it ill..

Luc. O, know, he is the bridle of your will.

-<^x>i?. There's none but alTes will be bridl'd fo.

Luc. Why, head-ftrong liberty is laih'd with woCo
There's nothing, fituate under heaven's eye.

But hath his bound, in earth, in fea, in fky

:

The beafts, the fifties, and the winged fowls.

Are their males' fubjeft, and at their controuls

;

Men, more divine, the mafters of all these,

Lords of the wide world, and wild watry feas>^

Indu'd with intelledlual fenfe and foul.

Of more pre-eminence than fifti and fowl.

Are mafters to their females, and their lords :

Then let your will attend on their accords.

ADR. This fervitude makes you to keep ulivved.

Man - - Mafler 2.7 Lord
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Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage bed.

Adr . But,were you vvedded,you would bear fome fway.

Luc. Ere I learn love, Pll pradlife to obey.

Jdr.Ho^ if your husband ftart fome otherwhere?

Luc, 'Till he come home again, 1 would forbear.

Adr . Patience, unmov'd, no marvel though (he pause;

They can be meek, that have no other cause.

A wretched foul, bruis'd with adverfity,

We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry

;

But were we burden'd with like weight of pain.

As much, or more, we fhould ourfelves complain:

So thou, that haft no unkind mate to grieve thee.

With urging helplefs patience Vv^ould'il relieve me

;

Bur, if thou live to fee like right bereft.

This fool-beg'd patience in thee will be left.

Luc. V/ell, I will marry one day, but to try :
—

Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh.

Enter Dromio Ephesian.

^x>i?.Say, is your tardy mafter yet at hand ?

D, E. f?antJ f nay, he is at two hands with me.
That my two ears can witnefs. [mind ?

Jdr, Say,didft thou fpeak with him ? know'ft thou his

D. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear

:

Befhrew his hand, T fcarce could underftand it.

Luc. Spake he fo doubtfully, thou couldft not feel

His meaning?
E. Nay, he ftrook fo plainly, I

Could too well feel his blows ; and t|;erewithal

So doubtfully, I could fcarce underftand them.

Jdr. But fay, I pr'ythee, is he coming home ?

It feems, he hath great care to please his wife •

D. £. Why, miftrefs, fure, my mafter is horn-mad.

and that ^9 that I

H z
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^Di?. Horn-mad, thou villain?

D. E, I mean not, cuckold-mad ;

But, fure, he is ftark mad.
Wfeen I desir'd him to come home to dinner.

He afk'd me for a thousand marks in gold :

^Tis dinner-time ^ quoth I ; My gold, quoth he :

Tour meat doth burn, quoth I ; My gold, quoth he r

Willyon come fjomc, quoth I ? My gold, quoth he ;

Where is the thousand marks I ga^ue thee, villain ?

^he pig, quoth I, is burned
; My gold, quoth he :

My mijlrejs, fir, quoth I ; Hang up thy mijirejs f

/ knonjo not of thy mijire/s ; out on thy mifirejs,

Luc, Quoth who ?

Z>. E, ^t)Vf quoth my mafter :

/ kno^, quoth he, no houfe, no 'vjife, no mijirefs ;

So that my errand, due unto my tongue,

I thank him, I bare home upon my Ihoulders ;

For, in conclusion, he did beat me there.

Adr, Go back again, thou flave, and fetch him home.
D. E, Go back again, and be new beaten home :

—
For god's fake, fend fome other meffenger.

ADR. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acrofs.

Z>. E. And he will blefs that crofs with other beating

:

Between you I ftiall have a holy head.

Adr. Hence, prating peasant, fetch thy mafter home.
D, E, Am I fo round with you, as you with me.

That like a foot-ball you do fpurn me thus ?

You fpurn me hence, and he will fpurn me hither

;

If I laft in this fervice, you muil cafe me in leather.

[ExitDKOMlO,
Luc, Fie, how impatience loureth in your face !



The Comedy of Errors, i6

Adr. His company muft do his minions grace,

VVhilft I at home ftarve for a merry look.

Hath homely age the alluring beauty took

From my poor cheek ? then, he hath wailed it:

Are my difcourfes dull, barren my wit ?

If voluble and fharp difcourfe be mar'd,

Unkindnefs blunts it, more than marble-hard

:

Do their gay veftments his afFedions bait ?

That's not my fault, he's mafter of my ftate :

What ruins are in me, that can be found

By him not ruin'd ? then is he the ground
Of my defeatures : My decayed fair

A funny look of his would foon repair

:

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale.

And feeds from home ; poor I am but his ftale.

Lvc, Self-harming jealoufy ! fie, beat it hence.

jIdr. Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs difpeace:

I know his eye doth homage otherwhere ;

Or elfe, what lets it but he would be here ?

Sifter, you know, he promis'd me a chain ;

'Would that alone alovne he would detain,

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed !

I fee, the jewel, beft enameled.

Will lose his beauty ; and though gold bides llill.

That others touch, yet often touching will

Wear gold : and e'en fo, man, that hath a name.

By faUhood and corruption doth it fhame.

Since that my beauty cannot please his eye,

I'll weep what's left away, and weeping dye.

Luc. How many fond fools ferve mad jealoufy !

SCENE XL The fame.

^

V. Note.

H 3
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Enter Antippiilus Syracufan.

A. S. The gold, I gave to Dromio, is lay'd up
Safe at the centaur ; and the heedful flave

Is wander'd forth, in care to feek me out.

By computation, and mine hoft's report,

I could not fpeak with Dromio, fince at firft

I fent him from the mart : See, here he comes.

Enter Dromio Syracufan.

How now, fir? is your merry humour alter'd ?

As you love ftrokes, fo jeft with me again.

You know no centaur • you receiv'd no gold •

Your miftrcfs fent to have me home to dinner •

My houfe was at the phoenix* Waft thou mad.
That thus fo m.adly thou didft anfwer me ?

S. What anfwer, fir ? when fpake I fuch a word ?

J. S. Ev'n now, ev'n here, not half an hour fince.

Z>. 5. I did not fee you fince you fent me hence.

Home to the centaur, wdth the gold you gave me.

A. S. Villain, thou didft deny the gold's receipt.

And told'ft me of a miftrefs, and a dinner

;

For which, I hope, hou felt'ft I was difpleas'd.

D, S. I am glad to fee you in this merry vein :

What means this j eft ? I pray you, mafter, tell me,
J. S. Yea, doft thou jeer, and flout me in the teeth ?

Think'ft thou, I jeft? Hold, take thou that, and that.

[Seating him,

D. S, Hcld.fir,for god's fake: nowyour jeft is earneft:

Upon what bargain do you give it me ?

A. S, Because that I familiarly fometimes
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you.
Your faucinefs will jeft upon my love,

And make a common of my ferious hours.
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When the fun ffiines, let foolifli gnats make fport

;

But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams.

If you will jeft with me, know my afpedl,

And fafhion your demeanour to my looks.

Or I will beat this method in your fconce.

Sconce, call you it ? fo you would leave bat-

tering, I had rather have it a head : an you use these

blows long, I muft get a fconce for my head, and in-

iconce it too, or I lhall feek my wit in my ftioulders.

_But, I pray, fir, why am I beaten ?

j1. S, Doll thou not know ?

D» S, Nothing, fir ; but that I am teaten.

J. Shall I tell you why ?

Z>. S, Ay, f>r, and wherefore ; for, they fay. Every
-why hath a wherefore. [fore,—

S, Firft, why,— for flouting me : and then, where-

for urging it the fecond time to me.

D. S. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of

feason ?

When, in the why, and the wherefore, is neither rhime
nor reason

Well, fir, I thank you.

J, S, Thank me, fir ? for what ?

jD. S. Many, fir, for this fomething that you gave

me for nothing.

J, S. ril make you amends next, to give you no-

thing for fomething. But fay, fir, is it dinner-time?

D. S. No, fir ; I think, the meat wants that I have.

ji, S. In good time, fir, what's that ^

D. S. Bailing.

J, S. Well, fir, then 'twill be dry,

J).. S. If it be, fir, I pray you, eat none of It.

»6 JVhy firil
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A. 5. Your reason ?

Z). S. Left it make you cholerick, and purchafe me
another dry bafting.

A, S. Well, fir, learn to j eft in good time; There's

a time for all things.

Z). 6". I durft have deny'd that, before you were fo

cholerick.

A. S, By what rule, fir?

Z). S. Marry, fir, by a rule as plain as the plain bald

pate of father time himfelf.

A, S. Let's hear it.

Z>. S, There's no time for a man to recover his hair,

that grows bald by nature.

A, S, May he not do it by fine and recovery I

D. S, Yes, to pay a fine for a periwig, and recover

the loft hair of another man,

S, Why is time fuch a niggard of hair to men,
being, as it is, fo plentiful an excrement ?

jD. 5. Because it is a blefiing that he beftows on
beafts : And what he hath fcanted them in hair, he

hath given them in wit.

A, S, Why, but there's many a man hath more hair

than wit.

Z>. S. Not a man of those, but he hath the wit to

lose his hair.

A- S. Why, thoi; didft conclude hairy men plain-

dealers without wit.

Z>. S, The plainer-dealer, the fooner loft : Yet he
loseth it in a kind of jollity.

A, S, For what reason ?

D. S, For two ; and found ones too.

A. S* Nay, not found, I pray you.
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Z). Sure ones then.

A. S, Nay, not Aire, in a thing falfing.

Z>. S, Certain ones then.

A. S, Name them.

D, S, The one, to fave the money that he fpends in

tyring; the other, that at dinner they fhould not drop

in his porridge.

J. S, You would all this time have prov'd, there is

no time for all things.

Z>. S. Marry, and did, fir ; namely, no time to re-

cover hair loft by nature.

J. S. But your reason was not fubftantial, why there

is no time to recover.

D. S, Thus I mend it ; Time himfelf is bald ; and,

therefore, to the world's end, will have bald followers.

A. S. I knew^, 'twould be a bald conclusion :

—
But, foft ! who wafts us yonder?

£fiter Adriana, an^ Luciana.
JDR. Ay y ay, Antiphilus^ look ftrange, and frown ;

Some other miftrefs hath thy fweet afpeds,

T am not Adriana, nor thy wife.

The time was once, when thou unurg'd would'ft vow.
That never words were musick to thine ear.

That never obje6l pleasing in thine eye.

That never touch well-welcome to thy hand,

That never meat fweet- favour'd in thy tafte,

Unlefs I fpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd to thee.

How comes it now, my husband, o, how comes it.

That thou art then eftranged from thy felf

Thy felf I call it, being ftrange to me

;

That, undividable, incorporate,

Am better than thy dear felf's better part.

trying
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Ah, do not tear away thy felf from me

:

For know, my love, as easy may 'ft thou fall

A drop of water in the breaking gulph,

And take unmingl'd thence that drop again.

Without addition, or diminiftiing.

As take from me thy felf, and not me too^

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick,

Should'ft thou but hear, I were licentious ?

And that this body, confecrate to thee.

By ruffian luft fhould be contaminate ?

Would'ft thou not fpit at me, and fpurn at me.
And hurl the name of husband in my face,

And tear the ftain'd fkin off my harlot brow.

And from my falfe hand cut the wedding ring.

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ?

I know, thou canft-; and therefore, fee, thou do it

:

I am posseft with an adulterate blot,

My blood is mingl'd with the crime of luft

;

For, if we two be one, and thou play falfe,

^ I do digeft the poison of thy flefti,

Being ftrumpeted by thy contagion.

Keep then fair league and truce with tny true bed

;

I live unftain'd, thou undiihonoured.

ui, 5. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you not

:

In Ephefus I am but two hours old.

As ftrange unto your town, as to your talk

;

Who, every word by all my wit being fcan'd.

Want wit in all one word to underftand. [you

;

Lvc. Fie, brother ! how the world is chang'd with
When were you wont to use my fifter thus ?

She fent for you by Dromio home to dinner.

J. S. By Dromio P

^3 difdainM Waats
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Z>. S*. By me ?

j^DR . By thee ; and this thou didft return from him,"^

That he did buffet thee, and, in his blows,

Deny'd my houfe for his, me for his wife.

S. Did you converfe, fir, with this gentlewoman ?

What is the courfe and drift of your compadl ?

. D, I, fir ? I never faw her 'till this time.

J, S. Villain, thou ly'il: ; for ev'n her ver}^ words
Didil thou deliver to me on the mart.

D, S, I never fpake with her in all my life.

^. 5*. How can fhe thus then call us by our names,

Unlefs it be by infpiration ?

^DR, How ill agrees it with your gravity,

To counterfeit thus grofly with your Have,

Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ?

Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt,

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt.

Come, I will faften on this fleeve of thine

;

Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine

;

Whose weaknefs marry'd to thy ftronger ftate.

Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate :

If ought possefs thee from me, it is drofs.

Usurping ivy, briar, or idle mofs

;

Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion,

Infedl thy fap, and live on thy confusion. [theme :

"

S. " To me fhe fpeaks ; fhe moves me for her

What, was I marry'd to her in my dream ?
"

Or fleep I now, and think I hear all this ?

What error drives our eyes and ears amifs ?
"

Until I know this fure uncertainty,"

I'll entertain the offer'd fallacy."

Luc, Dromio, go bid the ferv^ants fpread for dinner.

ftranger 3i the freed
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Z). 5. O, for my beads ! I crofs me for a finner.

This is the fairy land ;
— o fpight of fpights !

—
We talk with goblins, ouphs, and elvifh fprights

:

If we obey them not, this will enfue.

They'll fuck our breaths, or pinch us black and blue.

Luc. Why prat'ft thou to thyfelf, and anfwer'ft not?

Dromioy thou drone, thou fnail, thou flug, thou fot

!

Z). S. I am tranfformed, mafter, am not I ?

j1. S, I think, thou art, in mind, and fo am I.

D. aS. Nay, mafter, both in mind, and in my lhape.

ji, S. Thou haft thine own form.

Z). S. No, I am an ape.

Luc, If thou art chang'd to ought, 'tis to an afs.

D, S, 'Tis true ; fhe rides me, and I long for grafs.

'Tis fo, I am an afs ; elfe it could never be.

But I fhould know her as well as ftie knows me.
Jdji . Come, come, no longer will I be a fool.

To put the finger in the eye, and weep,

Whilft man, and mafter, laughs my woes to fcorn.

Come, fir, to dinner ; Dromzo, keep the gate :—

,

Husband, I'll dine above with you to-day,

And fhrive you of a thousand idle pranks :

Sirrah, if any afk you for your maft-er.

Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter.

Come, fiAcr ; ^Dromioy play the porter well.

S. " Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell ?
'*

Sleeping, or waking ? mad, or well-advis'd :

Known unto these, and to myfelf difguis'd 1

"

I'll fay as they fay, and perfever fo ;

"

And in this mift at all adventures go."

D, S, Mafter, (hall I be porter at the gate-?

j^, S. Ay, and let none enter, left I break thy pate.

^ Goblins, Owles aad Elves 7 thou Dromh, thou 8 j pot ?
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Luc. Come, come, Antiphilus^ we dine too late.

ACr III.

SCENE I. The fame.

£^//fr Antiphilus Ephesian, Dromio Ephesian;

Angelo, a GoJdfmithy and Balthazar, a Merchant,

A. E. Good tigmor Angelo^ you muft excuse us all;

My wife is fhrewifli, when I keep not hours

:

Say, that I linger'd with you at your fhop.

To fee the making of her carkanet.

And that to-morrow you will bring it home.
But here's "[" a villain, that would face me down.
He met me on the mart ; and that I beat him.

And charg'd him with a thousand marks in gold.

And that I did deny my wife and houfe :

Thou drunkard, thou, what didft thou mean by this ?

D. E. J'nu mull fay what you will, fir, but I know
what I know

;

That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to

ftiow :

If the Ikin were parchment, and the blows you gave
were ink.

Your own hand - writing v/ould tell you what I

think.

A. E. I think, thou art an afs.

Z). E. Marry, fo it doth appear

By the wrongs I fufrer, and the blows I bear.

1 iliould kick, being kick'd ; and, being at that pafs.

You would keep from my heels, and beware of an
afs.
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A. E. You are fad, fignior Balthazar : Pray god,

our cheer

May anfvver my good will, and your good welcome
here.

Mer. I hold your dainties cheap, fir, and your wel-

come dear.

J. E. O fignior Balthazarj either at flefh or

fifh,

A table -full of welcome makes fcarce one dainty

difh.

Mer. Good meat, fir, is common, that every churl

affords.

A* E, And welcome more common ; for that's no-

thing but words.

Mer. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a

merry feaft.

A. E. Ay, to a niggardly hofr, and more fparing

gueil

:

But though my cates be mean, take them in good
part

;

Better cheer may you have, but not with better

heart

But, foft, my door is lock'd ; Go, bid them let

us in.

D, E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, Ginn !

\knocking, and calling loud at the Door.

Z>. 5. \jwithin,'\ Mome, malt-horfe, capon, cox-

comb, idiot, patch.

Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the

hatch :

Doll thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'll for

fuch ilore.
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When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the

door.

D. E, What patch is made our porter ? my mailer

ftays in the ftreet.

Z). S. Let him walk from whence he came, left he
catch cold on's feet.

A, E. Who talks within there ? ho, open the

door.

D. S. Right, fir, I'll tell you when, an you'll tell

me wherefore.

J, E. Wherefore ? for my dinner ; I have not din'd

to-day.

Z). S, Nor to-day here you muft not ; come again

when you may.

J, E, What art thou, that keep'ft me out from the

houfe I owe ?

i). 5. The porter for this time, fir, and my name is

Dromio,

D, E. O villain, thou haft ftolen both mine office

and my name

;

The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle blame

;

If thou hadft been Dromio to-day in my place,

Thou would'ft have chang'd thy face for a name, or thy

name for an afs.

Mai. \jvjithinJ] What a coil is there 1 Dromio^ who
are those at the gate ?

Z). E. Let my mafter in, Luce.
*

Mai, Faith, no, he comes too late,

And fo tell your mafter.

D, E, O lord, I muft laugh :

Have at you with a proverb, — Shall I fet in mv
ftafF?
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Mai, Have at you with another ; that's,—When ?

can you tell ?

D. S. If thy name be call'd Luce, Luce, thou haft

anfv\'er'd him well.

J, E. Do you hear, you minion ? you'll let us in,

1 trow ?

Mai. I thought to have afk'd you.

D, S, And you faid, no,

D, E, So, come, help ; well ftrook ; there was blow
for blow.

E. Thou baggage, let me in.

Mai. Can you tell for whose fake ?

D. E, Mafter, knock the door hard.

Mai. Let him knock 'till it ake.

A. E. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the

door down.
Mai. What needs all that, and a pair of flocks in

the town ?

Adr. [within.
'\
Who is that at the door, that keeps

all this noise ?

D. S, By my troth, your town is troubl'd with un-

ruly boys. [before.

A, E. Are you there, wife ? you might have come
ADR. Your wife, fir knave! go, get you from the door.

D. E. If you went in pain, maftcr, this knave would
go fore.

GoL Here is neither cheer, fir, nor welcome ; we
would fain have either.

Mer. In debating which was beft, we lhall part

with neither.

D. E. They ihind at the door, mafter, bid them wel-

come hither.

6 I hope ?
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A. E. There is fomething in the wind, that we can-

not get in.

Z). E. You would fay fo, mafter, if your garments
were thin.

Your cake is warm within; you Hand here in the

cold :

It would make a man mad, to be fo bought and
fold.

ji, E. Go, fetch me fomething, I'll break ope the gate.

D. Break any breaking here, and Til break your
knave's pate.

D, E. A man may break a word with you, fir ; and
words are but wind :

Ay, and break it in your face, fo he break it not be-

hind.

D, S. It feems thou want'ft breaking ; Out upon
thee, hind !

D, E, Here's too much, out upon thee ; I pray thee,

let me in.

Z). 5. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and fifli

have no fin.

J, E. Well, I'll break in ; —Go, borrow me a crow.

D, E. A crow without feather ; mailer, mean you
fo?_

For a fifti without a fin, there's a fowl without a fea-

ther

:

If a crow help us in, firrah, we'll pluck a crow to-

gether.

J, E, Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow.

Mer, Have patience, fir, o, let it not be fo ;

Herein you war againft your reputation.

And draw within the compafs of fufpedl

5 cake here is 7 mad as a Bucke to

Vol. II. I
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The unvlolated honour of your wifcr

Once this,— Your long experience of her vvisdont.

Her fober virtue, years, and modefty.

Plead on her part fome cause to you unknown y

And doubt not, fir, but fhe will well excuse

Why at this time the doors are made againft you.

Be rul'd by me ; depart in patience.

And let us to the tyger all to dinner :

And, about evening, come yourfelf alone.

To know the reason of this ftrange reftraint.

If by ftrong hand you offer to break in.

Now in the ftirring paffage of the day,

A vulgar comment will be made of it

;

And that fupposed by the common rout

Againft your yet ungalled reputation.

That may with foul intrusion enter in.

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead

;

For flander lives upon fucceffion ;

For ever hous'd, where it once gets posseffion.

A. E. You have prevailed ; I will depart in quiet.

And, in defpight of mirth, mean to be merry.

I know a wench of excellent difcourfe,

—

Pretty, and witty ; wild, and, .yet too, gentle,*—

There will we dine : this woman that I mean.
My wife ( but, I proteft, without desert

)

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal

;

To her will we to dinner— Get you home.
And fetch the chain,— by this, I know, 'tis made,-^
Bring it, I pray you, to the porcupine.

For there's the houfe ; that chain will I beftow

( Be it for nothing but to fpite my wife)

Upon mine hoftefs there : good fir, make hafte : —

^

a of your wifdome ^ on your pari
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Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me,

I'll knock elfewhere, to fee if they'll difdain me.

GoL ril meet you at that place fome hour hence.

A, E, Do fo ; This jeft fhall coft me fome expence

SCENE II. The fame.

Enter huci AN A, Antiphilus Syracufan.

Lu£, And may it be, that you have quite forgot

A husband's office ? fhall, Antiphilus,

Even in the fpring of love, thy love-fprings rot ?

Shall love, in building, grow fo ruinous ?

If you did wed my filler for her wealth, [nefs

Then, for her wealth's fake, use her with more kind

Or, if you like elfewhere, do it by Health ;

Muffle your falfe love with fome fhew of blindnefs

:

Let not my filler read it in your eye

;

Be not thy tongue thy own fliame's orator

;

Look fweet, fpeak fair, become difloyalty,

Apparel vice like virtue's harbinger :

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted ;

Teach fin the carriage of a holy faint

;

Be fecret falfe ; What need flie be acquainted ?

What fimple thief brags of his own attaint ?

'Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed.

And let her read it in thy looks at board

:

Shame hath a baftard fame, well managed

;

III deeds are doubl'd with an evil word.

Alas, poor women ! make us but believe.

Being compact of credit, that you love us

;

Though others have the arm, fhew us the lleeve

;

We in your motion turn, and you may move us.

Then, gentle brother, get you in again

;

\\N9tt, *3 attalne us not believe

1

2
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»

Comfort my fifter, chear her, call her wife

:

'Tis holy fport, to be a little vain.

When the fweet breath of flattery conquers ftrife.

j1. S. Sweet miftrefs, (what your name is elfe,l know not;

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine)

Lefs, in your knowledge,and your grace, you fhownot.
Than our earth's wonder ; more than earth divine.

Teach me, dear creature, how to think, and fpeak

;

Lay open to my earthy grofs conceit,

Smother'd in errors, feeble, lhallow, weak.

The folded meaning of your words' deceit.

Againfl: my foul's pure truth why labour you.

To make it wander in an unknown field ?

Are you a god ? would you create me new ?

Tranfform me then, and to your power I'll yield.

But if that I am I, then, well I know.
Your Vv'eeping fifter is no wife of mine

;

Nor to her bed no homage do I owe

;

Far more, far more, to you do I decline.

O train me not, fweet mermaid, with thy note.

To drown me in thy fifter's flood of tears

;

Sing, fyren, for thy felf, and I will dote :

Spread o'er the iilver waves thy golden hairs.

And as a bed I'll take them, and there lye

;

And, in that glorious fupposition, think

He gains by death, that hath fuch means to dye

:

Let love, being light, be drowned if he fink !

Luc» What, are you mad, that you do reason fo ?

S. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not know.
Lvc, It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye.

j^, S. For gazing on your beams, fair fun, being by.

Luc . Gaze where you fliould, and that will clear your

[fight.

take thee ^7 if fhe finke 3* when you
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ji. S. As good to wink, fweet love, as look on night.

Luc. Why call you me love ? call my filler fo.

J. S. Thy filler's filler.

Luc. That's my filler.

J..S. No;
It is thy felf, mine own felP^ better part

;

Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart

;

My food, my fortune, and my fweet hope's aim.

My fole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim.

Ia7C. All thus my filler is, or elfe Ihould be.

S. Call thy felf filler, fweet, for I aim rfiee :

Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life ;

Thoti hall no husband yet, nor I no wife

:

Give me thy hand.

Luc. O, foft, fir, hold you ftill;

I'll fetch my filler, to get her good will. [Exit,

Enter Dkomio Syracufan.

J. S. Why, how now, Dromio P where run'll thou

fo fall?

D, S. Do you know me, fir ? am I Dromio ? am I

your man ? am I myfelf ?

A. S. Thou art Dromioy thou art my man, thou art

thyfelf.

D. S_. I am an afs, I am a woman's man, and be-

fides myfelf,

J. S. What woman's man ? and howbefides thyfelf?

D. S, Marry, fir, befides myfelf, I am due to a wo-
man ; one that claims me, one that haunts me, one
that will have me.

J. S, What claim lays Ihe to thee ?

D. S, Marry, fir, fuch claim as you would lay to

your horfe ; and fhe would have me as a beaft : not

*
' I am thee
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that, I being a beaft, Ihe would have me ; but that fhe,

being a very beaftly creature, lays claim to me.
A. S. What is fhe ?

D, S, A very reverent body ; ay, fuch a one, as a

man may not fpeak of, without he fay, fir-reverence :

I have but lean luck in the match, and yet ftie is a

wondrous fat marriage.

A, S. What doft thou mean, a fat marriage ?

D. S. Marry, fir, fhe's the kitchen - wench, and
all greafe ; and T know not what ufe to put her to,

but to make a lamp of her, and run from her by
her own light. I warrant, her rags, and the tallow

in them, will burn a Poland winter : if flie lives 'till

doomsday, Ihe'll burn a week longer than the whole
world.

A, S, What complexion is fhe of?

jD. S: Swart, like my fhoe, but her face nothing like

fo clean kept ; For why ? fhe fweats, a man may go
over-fhoes in the grime of it.

A. S. That's a fault, that water will mend.
D. S. No, fir, 'tis in grain ; Noam's Rood could not

do it,

A. S. What's her name ?

£>. 5. Ne//, fir : but her name and three quarters,—

that's, an ell and three quarters, will not measure her

from hip to hip.

A, S. Then fhe bears fome breadth.

D. S» No longer from head to foot, then from hip

to hip : fhe is fpherical, like a globe ; I could find out

countries in her.

A. S, In what part of her body flands Ireland?

D. S. Marry, fir, in her buttocks ; I found it out

name is three
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by the bogs.

A, S. Where Scotland F

D.S.I found it by the barrennefs ; hard, in the palm
of the hand.

J. S. Where France P

D. S, In her forehead ; arm'd, and reverted, making
war againft her heir.

A. S. Where England P

Z>. S. I look'd for the chalky cliffs, but I could

find no whitenefs in them : but I guefs, it ftood in

her chin, by the fait rheum that ran between France

and it.

A. S. Where Spain P

D, S. Faith, I faw it not ; but I felt it, hot in her

breath.

A, S. Where America, the Indies P
D. S. O, fir, upon her nose, all o'er embellifhed with

rcbies, carbuncles, faphires, declining their rich afpeft

to the hot breath of Spain ; who fent whole armadoes
of carracks to be ballailed at ker nose.

A. S. Where flood Belgia, the Netherlands P

D. S. O, fir, I did not look fo low. To conclude^

this drudge, or diviner, lay'd claim to me ; call'd

me Dromio ; fwore, I was afl'ur'd to her ; told me
what privy marks I had about me, as, the mark
of my fhoulder, the mole in my neck, the great

wart on my left arm, that I amaz'd ran from her

as a witch : And, I think, if my breaft had not been
made of faith, and my heart of fteel, ftie had tranf-

formed me to a curtail dog, and made me turn i' the

wheel.

A. S. Go hye thee, presently, poft to the road

;

*o ballaft
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An if the wind blow any way from fhore,

I v/ill not harbour in this town to-night :
—

If any bark put forth, come to the mart.

Where I will walk 'till thou return to me.
If every one knows us, and we know none,

'Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone.

D, S, As fiom a bear a man would run for life.

So fly I from her that would be my wife.

[Exit Dromio.
ji. 5. There's none but witches do inhabit here

;

And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence.

She, that doth call me husband, ev'n my foul

Doth for a wife abhor : but her fair fifter,

Posseft with fuch a gentle fovereign grace,

'

Of fuch enchanting presence and difcourfe.

Hath almoft made me traitor to my felf

:

But, left my felf be guilty to felf wrong,

I'll flop mine ears againft the mermaid's fong.

Enter the Goldfmith.

. GoL M.2&.tx Antiphilus?

J. S. Ay, that's my name.
GoL I know it well, fir : Lo, here is the chain

;

I thought to have ta'en you at the porcupine

;

The chain unfinifti'd made me ftay thus long.

J. 5. What is your will, that I fhall do with this ?

GoL What please yourfelf, fir; I have made it for you.

J. S. Made it for me, fir ! I befpoke it not.

GoL Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you have:

Go home with it, and please your wife withal

;

And foon at fupper-time I'll visit you.

And then receive my money for the chain.

ji. S. I pray you, fir, receive the money now.
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For fear you ne'er fee chain, nor money, more.

GoL You are a merry man, fir ; fare you well.

\Exit Goldfmithi

A. S. What I ftiould think of this, I cannot tell

:

But this I think, there's no man is fo vain.

That would refuse fo fair an offer'd chain.

I fee, a man here needs not live by fhifts.

When in the ftreets he meets fuch golden gifts.

I'll to the mart, and there for Droinio flay

;

If any fhip put out, then ftraight away. \Exlt.

Acr IV.
SCENE I. The fame.

Enter a Merchant, Goldfmith, and an Officer.

Mer. You know, fince pentecoft the fum is due.

And fince I have not much importun'd you ;

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound
To Perfitty and want gilders for my voyage :

Therefore make present fatiffadion.

Or I'll attach yau by this officer.

GoL Even juft the fum, that I do owe to you.

Is growing to me by Antiphilus :

And, in the inftant that I met with you.

He had of me a chain ; at five o'clock

I fliall receive the money for the fame :

Pleaseth you walk with me down to his houfe,

I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too.

EnterAntiphilus Ephesian, andD r o m i o Ephesian.

Off. That labour may you fave ; fee,where he comes.

A. While I go to the goldfmith's houfe, go thou
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And buy a rope's end ; that will I bellow

Among my wife and her confederates.

For locking me out of my doors by day
But, foft, I fee the goldfmith : get thee gone ;

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me.
Z). £. I buy a thousand pound a year ! I buy a rope

!

\Exit Dromio.
A' E. A man is well holp up, that trufts to you •

I promised your presence, and the chain

;

But neither chain, nor goldfmith, came to me :

Belike, you thought, our love would laft too long,

If it were chain'd together ; and therefore came not.

GoL Saving your merry humour, here's the =}= note

How much your chain weighs to the utmoft carat.

The finenefs of the gold, and chargeful fafhion ;

Which doth amount to three odd ducats more
Than I fland debted to this gentleman :

I pray you, fee him presently difcharg'd ;

For he is bound to fea, and ftays but for it.

E. I am not furnilh^'d with the present money

;

Befides, I have feme businefs in the town :

Good fignior, take the ftranger to my houfe.

And with you take the chain, and bid my wife

Difburfe the fum on the receipt thereof

;

Perchance, I will be there as foon as you.

Go/. Then you will bring the chain to her yourfelf ?

j^. E, No; bear it with you,left I come not time enough.

GoL Well, fir, I will ; Have you the chain about you?

ji, E. An if I have not, lir, I hope, you have ;

Or elfe you may return without your money.
Go/. Nay, come, I pray you, fir, give me the chain

;

Both wind and tide flays for the gentleman.

* and their confederate^
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And I, to blame, have held him here too long.

A. E. Good lord, you use this dalliance, to excuse

Your breach of promise to the porcupine

;

I fhould have^ chid you for not bringing it,

But, like a flirew, you firft begin to brawl.

Mer, The hour fteals on ; I pray you, fir, dilpatch.

Gol. You hear how he importunes me ; the chain—
jl. E, Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your money.
GoL ComCjCome ; you knovv^, I gave it you even now;

Either fend the chain, or fend me by fome token.

A, E. Fie, now you run this humour out of breath !

Come, v/here's the chain ? T pray you, let me fee it.

Mer, My businefs cannot brook this dalliance :

Good fir, fay, whe'r you'll anfwer me, or no ;

If not, I'll leave him to the officer.

J. E, I anfwer you ! what fhould I anfwer you ?

GoL The money that you owe me for the chain,

A. E. t owe you none, 'till I receive the chain.

GoL You know, I gave it you half an hour fince.

A, E. You gave me none; you wrong me much to fay fo.

GoL You wrong me more, fir, in denying it

:

Confider how it ftands upon my credit.

Mer. Well, officer, arreft him at my fuit.

Of Ido; —
And charge you in the duke's name to obey me.

GoL This touches me in reputation :

Either confent to pay the fum for me.
Or I attach you by this officer.

A, E, Confent to pay thee that I never had

!

Arreft me, foolifh fellow, if thou dar'ft.

Go/. Here is thy ={= fee ; arreft him, officer : —
I would not fpare my brother in this cafe>
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If he Ihould fcorn me fo apparently.

Off, I do arreft you, fir ; you hear the fuit.

A, E. I do obey thee, 'till I give thee bail

:

But, firrah, you lhall buy this iport as dear

As all the metal in your fhop will anfwer.

GoL Sir, fir, I fliall have law in Ephefus^

To your notorious fhame, I doubt it not.

Enter T>KOMio Syracufan.

Z). S, Mafter, there is a bark of Epidam^ium^

That ftays but 'till her owner comes aboard.

And then fhe bears away : Our fraughtage, fir,

I have convey'd aboard ; and I have bought
The oil, the balfamum, and aqua-vitae.

The ftiip is in her trim ; the merry wind
Blows fair from land : they ftay for nought at all.

But for their owner, mailer, and your (elf.

J, E, How now, a madman ! why,thou peevifh flieep.

What fhip of Epidamnum ftays for me ?

Z). A fhip you fent me to, to hire waftage.

A. E. Thou drunken flave, I fent thee for a rope ;

And told thee to what purpose, and what end.

D. S. ^ rope ! you fent me for a rope's end as foon

;

You fent me to the bay, fir, for a bark.

A. E, I will debate this matter at more leisure.

And teach your ears to lift me with more heed.

To Adriana^ villain, hye thee ftraight

:

Give her this =j= key, and tell her, in the de(k.

That's cover'd o'er with Turkip tapeftry,

There is a purfe of ducats ; let her fend it

;

Tell her, I am arretted in the ftreet,

And that lhall bail me : hye thee, flave ; be gone. —
On, officer, to prison 'till it come.

then fir fhe

•
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[Exeunt Mer. Gol. Officer, /zw^ Antiphilus.
D, 5. To Adriana ? that is where we din'd ;

Where Donvzabel did claim me for her husband :

She is too big, I hope, for me to compafs.

Thither I muft, although againft my will ;

For fervants muft their mafters' minds fulfil. [Exit,

SCENE II. The fame.

Enter ATiKiA-^h^ and Lvci an a.

ADR. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee fo ?

Mighc'ft thou perceive aufterely in his eye.

That he did plead in earneft, yea, or no ?

Look'd he or red, or pale ; fad, merrily ?

What observation mad'ft thou in this cafe,

Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face ?

Luc, Firft, he deny'd gou ; you had in him no right.

Adr . He meant, he did me none : the more my fpight.

Luc, Then fwore he, that he was a ftranger here.

ADR,Axidi true he fwore,though yet forfworn he were.

Luc^ Then pleaded I for you.

ADR,AnA. what faid he ?

Luc, That love, I beg'd for you, he beg'd of me.
^D-R. With what perfuasion did he tempt thy love ?

Luc, With words, that in an honeft fuit might move.
Firft, he did praise my beauty ; then, my fpeech :

^Dij.Did'ft fpeak him fair ?

Luc, Have patience, I befeech.

Adr,1 cannot, nor I will not, hold me ftill;

My tongue, though not my heart, fhall have his will »

He is deformed, crooked, old and fere,

Ill-fac'd, worfe body'd, fhapelefs every where ;

Vicious, ungentle, foolifh, blunt, unkind

;

*3 pale, or fad or merrily
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Stigmatical in making, worfe in mind.
Zi/c. Who would be jealous then of fuch a one ?

No evil loft is wail'd when it is gone.

ADR,h\iy but I think him better than I fay;

And yet would herein others' eyes were worfe

:

Far from her neft the lapwing cries away :.

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do curfe.

Dromio Syracufan. [hafte.

Z>. S, Here, go ; the defk, the purfe ; fweet now, make
Lvc, How haft thou loft thy breath ?

Z>. 5. By running faft.

Where is thy mafter, Dromio P is he well?

Z). S, No, he's in Tartar limbo, worfe than hell :

A devil in an everlafting garment hath him.

One whose hard heart is button'd up with fteel

;

A fiend, a fury, pitilefs, and rough ;

A wolf, nay, worfe, a fellow all in buff

;

A back-friend, a ihoulder-clapper, one that counter-

mands
The paffages of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands

;

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot

well

;

One that, before the judgment, carries poor fouls to

hell.

^Di?. Why, man, what is the matter?

D. S, I do not know the matter ; he is 'refted on
the cafe.

^Di?. What, is he arrefted ? tell me, at whose fuit ?

D,S,1 know not , at whose fuit he is arrefted,

well

;

But he's in a fuit of buff, which 'refted him, that can

I tell

:

' ^ a Fakia 3
» but is in
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. Will you fend him, miftrefs, redemption, the money
in his defk ?

^DR. Go fetch it, fifter.—.This I wonder at,

[Exit LUCIANA.
That he, unknown to me, Ihould be in debt :

Tell me, was he arrelled on a band ?

Z). S. Not on a band, but on a ftronger thing ;

A chain, a chain ; Do you not hear it ring ?

ADR. What, the chain ?

D, S. No, no, the bell : 'tis time, that I were gone;
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock llrikes

one.

JDR. The hours come back ! that did I never hear.

D. S. O yes. If any hour meet a ferjeant, he turns

back for very fear.

Jdr. As if time were in debt ! how fondly doft thou
reason ?

D, S. Time is a very bankrout, and owes more than
he's worth to feason.

Nay, he'^ a thief too ; Have you not heard men fay.

That time comes ftealing on by night and day ?

If time be in debt, and theft, and a ferjeant in the way.
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a day ?

Re-enter Lu ci a n a .

u4dr . Go, Dromioy there's =[= the money, bear it ftrait

;

And bring thy mafter home immediately

Come, fifter : I am preiT'd down with conceit

;

Conceit, my comfort, and my injury. [Exeunt,

SCENE III. The fame.

£«/^r Antiphilus Syracufan.

A, S. There's not a man I meet, but doth falute me

If I be
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As if I were their well-acquainted friend

;

And every one doth call me by my name.
Some tender money to me, fome invite me ;

Some other give me thanks for kindnefles

;

Some offer me commodities to buy :

Even now a tailor call'd me in his Ihop,

And fhow'd me filks that he had bought for me.
And, therewithal, took measure of my body.

Sure, these are but imaginary wiles.

And Lapland forcerers inhabit here.

Enter Dromio Syracufan.

Z). 5. Mafter, here's the
=f=

gold you fent me for

:

What, have you got ritl of the picture of old Adam
new apparel'd ?

A, S. What gold is this ? What^^^;^ doft thou mean?

Z). S. Not that Adam, that kept the paradife ; but

that Adam, that keeps the prison : he that goes in

the calf's-fkin that was kill'd for the prodigal ; he that

came behind you, fir, like an evil angel, and bid you
forfake your liberty.

A, S. I underftand thee not.

D. S. No ? why, 'tis a plain cafe : he that went,

like a bafe-viol, in a cafe of leather ; the man, fir,

that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and

refts them ; he, fir, that takes pity on decay'd men,

and gives them fuits of durance ; he that fets up his

reft to do more exploits with his mace, than a Maii^

rice pike.

A, S. What, thou mean'ft an officer ?

D. S, Ay, fir, the ferjeant of the band ; he that
'

brings any man to anfwer it, that breaks his band ;

one that thinks a man always going to bed, and fays.

*8 a Moris Pike
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God gi^ve you good rejl !

A, S. Well, fir, there reft in your foolery. Is

there any fhip puts forth to-night ? may we be

gone ?

D. S. Why, fir, I brought you word an hour fince,

that the bark, Expedition, put forth to-night ; and
then were you hinder'd by the ferjeant, to tarry for

the hoy, Delay : Here =j= are the angels that you fent

for to deliver you.

S, The fellow is diftra6l, and fo am I

;

And here we wander in illusions :

Some blefied power deliver us from hence

!

Enter a Courtezan.

Cou, Well met, well met, mafter Antiphilus.

I fee, fir, you have found the goldfmith now :

Is that the chain you promis'd me to-day ?

A. S. Satan, avoid 1 I charge thee, tempt me not

!

D. S. Mafter, is this miftrefs Satan F

J, S. It is the devil.

D. S, Nay, fhe is worfe, fhe is the devil's dam ;

and here-fi:ie comes in the habit of a light v^^ench : and
thereof comiCS, that the wenches fay, God damn me ;

that's as much as to fay, God make me a light ivench.

It is written, they appear to men like angels of light

:

light is an eiFe6l of fire, and fire will burn ; ergo, light

wenches will burn ; Come not near her.

Cou, Your man and you are marvelous merry, fir.

Will you go with me ; we'll mend our dinner here ?

Z). .S. Mailer, if you do, expecl fpoon-meat ; fo be-

fpeak a long fpoon.

J. S, Why, Drojnio P

D. S, Marry, he muft have a long fpoon, that muft

*9 meate, or befpeake

Vol. 11.
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mull eat with the devil. [pi^g-''

J, S. Avoid then, fiend ! what tell'll thou me of fup-

Thou art ( as you are all ) a forcerefs

:

I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone.

Cou, Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner,

Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis'd.

And I'll be gone, fir, and not trouble you.

D. S, Some devils alk but the parings of one's nail,

A rufh, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin,

A nut, a cherry-ftone ; but Ihe, more covetous.

Would have a chain :

Mafter, be wise ; an if you give it her.

The devil will fhake her chain, and fright us with it.

Cou. I pray you, fir, my ring, or elfe the chain

;

I hope, you do not mean to cheat me fo.

J. S» Avaunt, thou witch ! __Come, Dromio, let us go.

2). S. Fly pride, fays the peacock ; Miftrefs, that you
know. \^Exeu7it'Dv.ouio, and A^iiT IV YiiLvs»

Cou. Now, out of doubt, Antiphilus is mad,
Elfe would he never fo demean himfelf

:

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats.

And for the fame he promis'd me a chain

;

Both one and other he denies me now.

The reason, that I gather he is mad,

( Befides this present inftance of his rage)

Is a mad tale, he told to-day at dinner.

Of his own doors being fliut againft his entrance

:

Belike, his wife, acquainted with his fits.

On purpose fliut the doors againft his way.

My way is now, to hye home to his houfe.

And tell his wife, that, being lunatick.

He rufti'd into my houfe, and took perforce
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My ring away : This courfe I fitteft choose

;

For forty ducats is too much to lose. \Exit.

SCENE IV. The fame.

Enter Antiphilus Ephesian, and the Officer.

A. E. Fear me not, man, I will not break away

;

I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, fo much money,
To warrant thee, as I am 'refted for.

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day ;

And will not lightly truft the meffenger.

That I fhould be attach'd in Ephefus :

I tell you, 'twill found harfhly in her ears.

Enter Dromio Ephesian, <voith the Ropers End.

Here comes my man ; I think, he brings the money.—
How now, fir? have you that Tfent you for ?

/). E. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them all.

A, E. But where's the money?
Z). E. Why, fir, I gave the money for the rope.

A. E, Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ?

£). E, I'll ferve you, fir, five hundred at the rate.

A. E. To w^hat end did I bid thee hye thee home ?

D, E. To a rope's end, fir ; and to that end am I

Returned.

A. E. And to that end, fir, I will welcome you.

[beating him.

Off. Good fir, be patient.

i>. E, Nay, 'tis for me to be patient ; I am in ad-

verfity.

Off Good now, hold thy tongue.

D. E, Nay, rather perfuade him to hold his hands.

A. E, Thou whorefon, fenfelefs villain !

D, E, I would I were fenfelefs, fir^ that I might not

K 2
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feel your blows.

A, E. Thou art fenfible in nothing but blows, and

fo is an afs.

D, E, I am an afs, indeed ; you may prove it by my
long ears. I have ferved him from the hour of my
nativity to this inilant, and have nothing at his hands

for my fervice, but blows : When I am cold, he heats

me with beating ; when I am warm, he cools me with

beating : I am wak'd with it, when I fleep ; rais'd with

it, when I fit ; driven out of doors with it, when I

go from home ; vvelcom'd home with it, when I re-

turn : nay, I bear it on my fhoulders, as a beggar
wont her brat ; and, I think, when he hath lam'd me,
1 fhall beg with it from door to door.

Enter Adrian a, Luciana, /^^ Courtezan,

nx}ithDoSior Pinch, and AJJiftants,

A* E, Come, go along ; my wife is coming yonder.

D, E, Miftrefs, refpice finem^ refpe6l your end ; or,

rather, the prophefy, like the parrot, Beware the rope's

end,

A. E. Wilt thou ftill talk ? [beats him.

Cou. How fay you now ? is not your husband mad f

ADR. His incivility confirms no lefs.

Good dodor Pinch, you are a conjurer,

Eftablifh him in his true fenfe again.

And I will please you what you will demand.

Luc. Alas, how fiery and how fharp he looks!

Cou, Mark, how he trembles in his extafy

!

Fin, Give me your hand, and let me feel your pulfe,

A. E, There is my "j" hand, and let it feel your ear.

Pin, I charge thee, Sathan, hous'd within this man.

To yield posseffion to my holy prayers.
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And to thy ftate of darknefs hye thee firaight

;

I conjure thee by all the faints in heaven

!

A, E, Peace, doating wizard, peace ; I am not mad.

Jdr, O, that thou vvert not, poor diftreffed foul

!

A. E. You minion you, are these your cuflomers ?

Did this companion with the fafron face

Revel and feaft it at my houfe to-day,

Whilfl upon me the guilty doors were fhut.

And I deny'd to enter in my houfe ?

Adr, O, husband, god doth know, you din'd at home;
Where 'would you had remain'd until this time.

Free from these flanders, and this open fhame. [thou?

A. E. J din'd at homely Thou villain, what fay'ft

D, E. Sir, footh to fay, you did not dine at home.
A, E. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I fhut out?

/), E. Perdy,your doors were lock'd,and you fhut out.

A, E. And did not fhe herfelf revile me there ?

Z). E. Sans fable, fhe herfelf revil'd you there, [me?
A, E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, andfcorn

D. E, Certes, fhe did, the kitchen veual fcorn'd you.

A. E. And did not I in rage depart from thence ?

Z). E, In verity, you did ; — my bones bear witnefs,

That fmce have felt the vigour of his rage.

A£>R, Is't good, to footh him in these contraries ?

Fin, It is no fhame ; the fellow finds his vein.

And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy.

A. E, Thou hafl fuborn'd the goldfmith to arrefl mc.
ADR. Alas, I fent you money to redeem you.

By Dromio here, who came in hafle for it.

/). E, Money by me ? heart and good will you might,
But, furely, mafler, not a rag of money.

v^. £. Went'ft thou not to her for a purfe of ducats ?
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Adr, He came to me, and I deliver^ It.

Luc. And I am witnefs with her, that flie did.

D. £. God and the rope -maker bear me witnefs,

That I was fent for nothing but a rope !

Pin, Miftrefs, both man and mafter is posseft;

I know it by their pale and deadly looks :

They muft be bound, and lay'd in fome dark room.

J. E, Say, wherefore did'ft thou lock me fortli to-

And why doft thou deny the bag of gold ? [day?

—

j4dr, I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth.

D. E. And, gentle mafter, I receiv'd no gold

;

But I confefs, fir, that we were lock'd out.

Jdr. DifTembling villain, thou fpeak'ft falfe in both.

J. E, DifTembling harlot, thou art falfe in all

;

And art confederate with a damned pack,

To make a loathfome abje6l fcorn of me

:

But with these nails I'll pluck out those falfe eyes.

That would behold in me this fhameful fport.

[fying at his Wife : AJfftants^ and DoSlor, interpose ;

and, njuith much Jiriiglifig, kind him, a7id Dromio.

AiyRn 0,bindhim,bindhim,let him not come near me.

Pin, More company ; the fiend is ftrong within him.

Luc, Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks !

A, E, What, will you murther me?—Thou jailer, thou,

J am thy prisoner ; wilt thou fufFer them
To make a refcue ?

Off, Mafters, let him go ;

He is my prisoner, and you fhall not have him.
Pin, Go bind this man, for he is frantick too,

At>R. What wilt thou do, thou peevifh officer ?

Haft thou delight, to fee a wretched man
Do outrage and difpleasure to himfelf ?

»7 thefe falfe
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Off. He is my prisoner ; if I let him go.

The debt he owes will he required of me.

Adr, I will difcharge thee, ere I go from thefe

;

Bear me forthwith unto his creditor,

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it.

Good mafter dodor, fee him fafe convey'd

Home to my houfe O moft unhappy day !

A, E, O moft unhappy ftrumpet!

Z>. E. Mafter, I am here enterM in bond for you.

A, E. O ut on thee,villain! wherefore doft thou mad me?
Z>. E. Will you be bound for nothing ti)tx0i be mad.

Good mafter, cry. The devil

!

Luc. God help, poor fouls, how idly do they talk

!

Adr . Go, bear him hence— Sifter, go you with me

—

[Exeunt Pinch and Aff nfoith Ant. and Dro«
Say now, whose fuit is he arrefted at ?

Off, One Angeloy a goldfmith ; Do you know him ?

Adr , I know the man : What is the fum he owes?

Off, Two hundred ducats.

Adr, Say, how grows it due ?

Off, Due for a chain, your husl^and had of him.

Adr. He did befpeak a chain for me, but had it not.

Cou, When as your husband, all in rage, to-day

Came to my houfe, and took away my ring,

( The ring I faw upon his finger now)
Straight after did I meet him with a chain.

Adr, It may be fo, but I did never fee it

—

Come, jailer, bring me where the goldfmith is

;

I long to know the truth hereof at large.

Enter Antiphilus Syracufan, ^ith his S^ord
dranvny and D R o M i o Syracufan

.

JJjc^ God for thy mercy ! they are loofe again.

K 4
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ADR,An6. come with naked fwords; Let's call more
To have them bound again. [help.

Of. Away, they'll kill us.

\^Exeunt Officer, and the Wo?nen, haflily.

J. S, I fee, these witches are afraid of fwords.

/). 6*. Shcsthat would be your wife,now ran from you.

Jl, S. Come,to the centaur;fetch our fluff from thence:

I long, that we were fafe and found aboard.

D. S, Faith, flay here this night, they will furely

do us no harm ; you fee, they fpeak us fair, give us

gold : methinks, they are fuch a gentle nation, that,

but for the mountain of mad flefh that claims mar-
riage of me, I could fxnd in my heart to flay here ftill,

and turn witch.

j^. S. I will not flay to-night for all the town ;

Therefore away, to get our fluff aboard. [Exeunt.

ACT V.
SCENE, The fame.

Enter Goldfmith, and Merchant.

GoL I am forry, fir, that I have hinder'd you

;

But, I protefl, he had the chain of me.
Though moft diflioneftly he doth deny it.

Mer, How is the man efleem'd here in the city ?

GoL Of very reverent reputation, fir.

Of credit infinite, highly belov'd.

Second to none that lives here in the city

;

His word might bear my wealth at any time.

Enter Antiphilus Syracufan, ^WDromio Syracufan.

Msr, Speak foftly , yonder, as I think, he walks.

you faw



7he Comedy of Errors. 5'

GoL 'Tis fo ; and that felf chain about his neck,

Which he forfwore, moft monftroufly, to have.

Good fir, draw near to me, I'll fpeak to him. —
Signior Antiphilus^ I wonder much,
That you would put me to this fhame and trouble;

And not without fome fcandal to yourfelf.

With circumflance, and oaths, fo to deny
This chain, which now you wear fo openly :

Befide the charge, the fhame, imprisonment.

You have done wrong to this my honeft friend

;

Who, but for flaying on our controverfy.

Had hoifted fail, and put to fea to-day :

This chain you had of me, can you deny it ?

A, S, I think, I had ; I never did deny it.

Mer. Yes, that you did, fir, and forfwore it too.

A, S, Who heard me to deny it, or forfwear it ? [Ut^

Mer. These ears of mine, thou know'fl,did hear thee.

Fie on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity, that thou liv'il

To walk where any honefl men resort.

A, Thou art a villain to impeach me thus

;

I'll prove mine honour, and mine honefly,

Againfl thee presently, if thou dar'fl fland. [dra^s,

Mer. I dare,and do defy thee for a villain. \^dra^s too,

Adrian A, Luciana, Courtezan, and Others,

Ad r . Hold, hurt him not, for god's fake ; he is mad
Some get within him, take his fword away

;

Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my houfe.

D, S, Run, mafier, run ; for god's fake, take a honfe

;

This is fome priory ; in, or we are fpoil'd.

[Exeunt AK T I p H I L u s , andDromio, to the Priory.

Adriana, and her Company, cro^d about the Gate :

Enter^ to them, the Abbefs.
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Abb. Be quiet, people ; Wherefore throng you hither?

Adk, To fetch my poor diftrafted husband hence :

Let us come in, that we may bind him faft,

And bear him home for his recovery.

GoL I knew, he was not in his perfeft wits.

Mer. I am forry now, that I did draw on him.

Abb, How long hath this posseffion held the man ?

Adr, This week he hath been heavy, four, fad.

And much much different from the man he was

;

But, 'till this afternoon, his paffion

Ne'er brake into extremity of rage.

Abb, Hath he not loft much wealth by wreck at fea

:

Bury'd fome dear friend? Hath not elfe his eye

Stray'd his afFe6lion in unlawful love ;

A fm prevailing much in youthful men.
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing ?

Which of these forrows is he fubje^l to ?

Adr, To none of these, except it be the laft

;

Namely, fome love, that drew him oft from home.
Abb, You ftiould for that have reprehended him.

^z)i?. Why, fo I did.

Abb, Ay, but not rough enough.

Adk, As roughly as my modefty would let me.

Abb, Haply, in private.

Adr . And in aflemblies too.

Abb, Ay, but not enough.

Abr, It was the copie of our conference :

In bed, he flept not for my urging it;

At board, he fed not for my urging it

Alone, it was the fubjedl of my theme ;

In company, I often glanc'd at it

;

Still did I tell him, it was vile and bad*
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jibb. And thereof carae it, that the man was mad :

The venom'd clamour of a jealous woman
Poisons more deadly than a mad dog's tooth.

It feems, his fleeps were hinder'd by thy railing :

And thereof comes it, that his head is light.

Thou fay'ft, his meat was fauc'd with thy upbraidings

:

Unquiet meals make ill digeftions.

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred

;

And what's a fever but a fit of madnefs ?

Thou fay'ft, his fports were hinder'd by thy brawls :

Sweet recreation bar'd, what doth enfue.

But moody and dull melancholy, kins-

woman to grim and comfortlefs defpair;

And, at her heels, a huge infedlious troop

Of pale diftemperatures, and foes to life ?

In food, in fport, and life-preserving reft

To be difturb'd, would mad or m.an, or beaft.

The confequence is then, thy jealous fits

Have fcar'd thy husband from the ufe of wits.

Luc, She never reprehended him but mildly,

When he demean'd himfelf rough, rude, and wild

Why bear you these rebukes, and anfwer not ?

Adr, She did betray me to my own reproof.—.

Good people, enter, and lay hold on him,

j^bb. No, not a creature enters in my houfe.

Jdr . Then let your fervants bring my husband forth.

Jbb, Neither ; he took this place for fanftuary.

And it fhall priviledge him from your hands,

'Till I have brought him to his wits again,

Or lose my labour in aflaying it.

Jdr, I will attend my husband, be his nurfe,

Diet his ficknefs, for it is my ofHce,

* venome clamors .
*3 Kinfman wildly.
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And will have no attorney but my felf

;

And therefore let me have him home with me.

Abb, Be patient ; for I will not let him ftir,

'Till I have us'd the approved means I have.

With wholfome fyrops, drugs, and holy prayers.

To make of him a formal man again :

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath,

A charitable duty of my order;

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me.
Adr,\ will not hence, and leave my husband here :

And ill it doth befeem your holinefs.

To feparate the husband and the wife.

Abb, Be quiet, and depart, thou flialt not have him.

{Exit Abbefs.

Lvc, Complain unto the duke of this indignity.

Adr, Come, go ; I will fall proftrate at his feet,

And never rise, until my tears and prayers

Have v/on his grace to come in perfon hither.

And take perforce my husband from the abbefs.

Mer, By this, I think, the dial points at five

:

Anon, I am fure, the duke himfelf in perfon

Comes this way to the melancholy vale ;

The place of death and forry execution.

Behind the ditches of the abbey here.

GoL Upon what cause ?

Mer. To fee a reverend Syracafan merchant.

Who put unluckily into this bay,

Againft the laws and ftatutes of this town.

Beheaded publickly for his offence.

GoL See, where they come ; we will behold his death.

Lvc, Kneel to the duke, before he pafs the abbey.

Jf/z/^r Duke, attended \ Eg eon hare-headed^

of depth
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Headsman^ Officers, Guards, Sec,

Duke, Yet once again proclaim it publickly.

If any friend will pay the fum for him,

He fhall not dye, fo much we tender him.

Jdr, Juftice, moft facred duke, againfl the abbefs

!

Duke, She is a virtuous and a reverend lady

;

It cannot be, that fhe hath done thee wrong. [band,—
Adr, ?vlay it please your ^x2iZt, Antiphilusy my hus-

Whom I made lord of me, and all I had.

At your important letters,— this ill day
A moft outrageous fit of madnefs took him ;

That defperately he hurry'd through the ftreetj

( With him his bondman, all as mad as he)

Doing difpleasure to the citizens

By milling in their houses, bearing thence

Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like.

Once did I get him bound, and fent him home,
Whilft to take order for the wrongs I went.

That here and there his fury had committed.

Anon, I wot not by what ftrong efcape.

He broke from those that had the guard of him :

And here his mad attendant and himfelf.

Each one with ireful paiTion, with drawn fwords.

Met us again, and, madly bent on us,

Chac'd us away ; 'till, raising of more aid,

We came again to bind them : then they fled

Into this abbey, whither we purfu'd them ;

And here the abbefs fhuts the gates on us.

And will not fufFer us to fetch him out.

Nor fend him forth, that we may bear him hence

:

Therefore, m.oft gracious duke, with thy command.
Let him be brought forth, and born hence for help.

And with his
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Duke. Longfince thy husband ferv'd me in my wars

;

And I to thee engag'd a prince's word,

When thou did'ft make him mafter of thy bed.

To do him all the grace and good I could

Go, fome of you, knock at the abbey gate.

And bid the lady abbefs come to me :

I will determine this, before I ftir.

Enter a Servant.

Ser, O miftrefs, miftrefs, fhift and fave yourfelf

!

My mafter and his man are both broke loofe,

Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the dodlor,

Whose4)eard they have fmdg'd off with brands of fire ;

And ever as it blaz'd, they threw on him
Great pails of puddl'd mire to quench the hair

:

My mafter preaches patience, and the while

His man with fcissars nicks him like a fool

;

And, fure, unlefs you fend fome present help.

Between them they will kill the conjurer.

Adr, Peace, fool, thy mafter and his man are here ;

And that is falfe, thou doft report to us.

Ser, Miftrefs, upon my life, I tell you true

;

I have not breath'd almoft, fmce I did fee it.

He cries for you ; and vows, if he can take you.

To fcorch your face, and to difiigure you :

\Cry njjtthin.

Hark, hark, I hear him, miftrefs ; fly, be gone, [halberds.

Duke, Come, ftand by me, fear nothing : Guard with

Adr. Ah me, it is my husband I Witnefs you.

That he is born about invisible :

Even now we hous'd him in the abbey here

;

And now he's there, paft thought of human reason.

£;^^r Antii'Hilus Ephesian,^WDROMio Ephesian.

' 5 patience to him, and
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A, E, Juftlce, moft gracious duke, o, grant me juftice

!

Even for the fervice that long fince I did thee.

When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took

Deep fears to fave thy life ; even for the blood

That then I loft for thee, now grant me juftice !

Ege, Unlefs the fear of death doth make me dote,

I fee my fon Antiphilus^ and Dromio,

A, E. Juftice, fweet prince, againft that woman there.

She whom thou gav'ft to me to be my wife

;

That hath abused and dilhonour'd me.
Even in the ftrength and height of injury

!

Beyond imagination is the wrong.
That llie this day hath fliamelefs thrown on me.

Duke. Difcover how, and thou fhalt find me juft.

A, E. This day,greatduke,{hefliut the doors upon me.
While ftie with harlots feafted in my houfe.

Dide, A grievous fault :— Say, woman, didft thou fo ?

ADR. No, my good lord ; myfelf, he, and my fifter.

To-day did dine together : So fall my foul.

As this is falfe, he burthens me withal

!

Luc. Ne'er may I look on day, nor fleep on night.

But ftie tells to your highnefs fimple truth

!

GoL O perjur'd woman ! —They are both forfworn.

In this the madman juftly chargeth them. [to Mer.
A. E, My liege, I am advised what I fay

;

Neither difturb'd with the effed of wine.

Nor heady-rafti, provok'd with raging ire.

Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad.
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner

:

That goldfmith there, were he not pack'd with her.

Could witnefs it, for he was with me then ;

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain.

»9 So befall
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Promising to bring it to tlie porcupine.

Where Balthazar and I did dine together.

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither,

I went to feek him : in the ftreet I met him

;

And, in his company, that gentleman.

There did this perjur'd goldfmith fwear me down.
That I this day of him receiv'd the chain.

Which, god he knows, I faw not: for the which.

He did arreft me with an ofScer.

I did obey ; and fent my peasant home
For certain ducats : he with none returned.

Then fairly I befpoke the officer.

To go in perfon with me to my houfe

;

^0 to{?kf? Se HielUetl : By the way, we met
My wife, her fifter, and a rabble more
Of vile confederates : along with them
They brought one Pinch ; a hungry lean-fac'd villain,

A meer anatomy, a mountebank,

A thread-bare jugler, and a fortune-teller,

A needy hollow-ey'd fharp-looking wretch,

A living dead-man : this pernicious flave,

Forfooth, took on him as a conjurer

;

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulfe.

And with no face, as 'twere, out-facing me,
Cries out, I was posseft : Then all together

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence %

And in a dark and dankiih vault at home
There left me and my man, both bound together;

'Till, gnawing with my reeth my bonds in funder,

I gain'd my freedom, and immediately

Ran hither to your grace ; whom I befeech

To give me ample fatiffaftion
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For these deep (hames and great indignities.

GoL My lord, in truth, thus far I witnefs with him.

That he din'd not at home, but was lock'd out.

Duke, But had he fuch a chain of thee, or no ?

Gol, He had, my lord ; and, when he ran in here.

These people faw the chain about his neck.

Mer. Befides, I will be fworn, these ears of mine
Heard you confefs, you had the chain of him,
After you firft forfwore it on the mart,

And, thereupon, I drew my fword on you

;

And then you fled into this abbey here.

From whence, I think, you are come by miracle.

A, E. I never came within these abbey walls.

Nor ever didft thou draw thy fword on me :

I never faw the chain, fo help me heaven

;

And this is falfe, you burthen me withal.

Duke, Why, what an intricate impeach is this !

I think, you all have drunk of Circe's cop.

If here you hous'd him, here he would have been

;

If he were mad, he could not plead fo coldly :

You fay, he din'd at home ; the goldfmith here

Denies that faying : Sirrah, what fay you?
Z). E, Sir, he din'd with her there, at the porcupine.

Cou, He did ; and from my finger fnatch'd that ring.

A. E. 'Tis true, my liege, this ring I had of her.

Duke. Saw'ft thou him enter at the abbey here ?

Cou, As fure, my liege, as I do fee your grace.

Duke. Why, this is ftrange : Go call the abbefs hi-

I think, you are all mated, or ftark mad. [ther :—
[Exn One to the Abbefs.

Ege, Moft mighty duke, vouchfafe me fpeak a word;

Haply, I fee a friend will fave my life,

Vol. II. L
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And pay tlie fum that may deliver me.
Duke. Speak freely, Syracufan, what thou wilt.

£g£. Is not your name, fir, qtOCC (S. Antiphilus ?

And is not that your bondman DromioF
Z>. E. Within this hour I was his bondman, fir

But he, I thank him, gnav/'d in two my cords

;

Now am I Dromky and his man., unbound.
Ege, I am fure, you both of you remember me.
D, E, Ourfelves we do remember, fir, by you

;

For lately we were bound, as you are now.
You are not Pi/icFs patient, are you, fir ? [well.

Ege, Why look you ftrange on me? you know me
E» I never faw you in my life, 'till now.

Ege. O, griefhath chang'd me, fince you faw me laft ^

And careful hours, with time's deforming hand.

Have written ftrange defeatures in my face :

But tell me yet, doft thou not know my voice ?

J. £. Neither.

Ege. Dromio, nor thou ?

D. £. No, truft me, fir, nor I.

Ege. I am fure, thou doft.

D. E. Ay, fir.

But I am fure, I do not ; and whatfoever

A man denies, you are now bound to believe him.

Ege. Not know my voice ! O time's extremity,

Haft thou fo crack'd and fplitted my poor tongue,

In feven ftiort years, that here my only fon

0 Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ?

Though now this grained face of mine be hid

In fap-confuming winter's drizl'd fnow.

And all the conduits of my blood froze up

;

Yet hath my night of life fome memory.

' 5 deformed
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My wafting lamps fome fading glimmer left,

My dull deaf ears a little ufe to hear

:

All these old witneffes, I cannot err,

Tell me, thou art my fon Antiphilus.

A. E. I never favv my father in my life.

Ege, But feven years fmce in Syracufa, boy.

Thou know'ft, we parted : but, perhaps, my fon.

Thou fham'ft to acknowledge me in misery.

A, E. The duke, and all that know mc in the city,

Can witnefs with me, that it is not fo ;

I ne'er faw Syracufa in my life.

Duke, I tell thee, Syracufar?, twenty years

Have I been patron to A?itiphilus^

During which time he ne'er faw Syracufa :

I fee, thy age and dangers make thee dote.

Enter Ahhtk^ q^//^ Antiphilus Syracufan,

^zWDromio Syracufan.

Abb. Moft mighty duke,behold a man m.uch wrong'd

:

[^all gather to fee them.

Adr, I fee two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me.
Duh, One of these ~\' men is genius to the other

;

And fo of these : Which is the natural man,
And which the fpirit ? who deciphers them ?

D, S. I, fir, ajn Dromw ; command him av/ay.

D, E, I, fir, am Dromio ; pray, let me ftay.

A. S. EgeoTiy art thou not r or elfe his ghoft.

D, S. O, my old mafter ! who hath bound him here ?

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loofe his bonds.

And gain a husband by his liberty :

Speak, old Egeon^ if thou be'ft the man
That had'll a wife once, calPd Emilia,

That bore thee at a burthen two fair fons ?

L 2
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0, if thou be'ft the fame Egeon, fpeak

;

And fpeak unto the fame Emilia !

Ege. If I dream not, thou art Emilia r

If thou art (he, tell me, where is that fon.

That floated with thee on the fatal raft ?

Ahb. By men of Epidamnum^ he, and I,

And th€ twin Dromio, all were taken up ;

But, by and by, rude fifhermen of Corinth

By force took Dromio and my fon from them.

And me they left with those of Epidamnum :

What then became of them, I cannot tell

;

1, to this fortune that you fee me in.

Duke. Why, here begins his morning ftory's light

:

These two Antiphilus^s, two fo like.

And these two Dromio^s, one in femblance, proDe>

Befides her urging of her wreck at fea.

These are the parents to these children.

Which accidentally are met together

—

Antiphilus^ thou cam'ft from Corinth firft ?

A. S, No, fir, not I ; I came from Syracufe,

Duke* Stay, ftand apart ; I know not, which is which.

A, E. I came from Corinth, my moft gracious lord :

D.E. And I with him.

A. E. Brought to this town by that moft famous warrior

Duke Menaphon, your moft renowned uncle.

Adr* Which of you two did dine with me to-day?

A. S, I, gentle miftrefs.

ADR. And are not you my husband ?

A^ E. No ; I fay, nay, to that.

A. S. And fo do I, yet did ftie call me fo

;

And this fair gentlewoman, her fifter here.

Did call me brother : — What I told you then.

3 Y. Note, '3 ftorie right Antipkolus^ thefe two
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I hope, I fliall have leisure to make good;

If this be not a dream, I fee, and hear.

Gol, That is the chain, fir, which you had of me.
^ A, S,\ think, it be, fir ; I deny it not.

A. E. And you, fir, for this chain arretted me.

Go/, I think, I did, fir ; I deny it not.

Adr, I fent you money, fir, to be your bail.

By Dromio ; but, I think, he brought it not.

2). E, No, none by me.

A. S. Thi^^f purfe of ducats I recelv'd from you.

And Dromio my man did bring them me :

I fee, we ftill did meet each other's man.
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me.
And thereupon these errors are arose.

A, E. These ducats pawn T for my father here.

Duke. It lhall ncft need, thy father hath his life.

Cou, Sir, I mufl have that diamond from you. [cheer.

A. E, There, take
=f=

it ; and much thanks for my good
Aii, Renowned duke, vouchfafe to take the pains

To go with us into the abbey here,

And hear at large difcourfed all our fortunes : —
And all that are affembl'd in this place.

That hy this fympathized one day's error ^

Have fufFer'd wrong, go, keep us company.
And we fhall make full fatiffadion.

Twenty three years iiave I but gone in travel

Of you, my fons ; and, 'till this present hour.

My heavy burthen not delivered :

The duke, my husband, and my children both.

And you the calendars of their nativity.

Go to a golTip's feaft, and go with me

;

After fo long grief fuch nativity!

Thirtie three burthen arc delivered

L3
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Duke. With all my heart, I'll goflip at this feaft,

\Exeunt Duke, Abbefs, Eg eon, Courtezan,

Merchant, Goldfmith, a7id Atteyidants,

D, S. Mailer, fhall I fetch your fluff from fhip-board?

^. £. Dromio^ what fluff of mine hafl thou embark'd?

Z). S, Your goods that lay at hofl, fir, in the centaur.

A, S. He fpeaks to me ;_ I am your mafler, Dromio :

Come, go with us ; we'll look to that anon :

Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him.

[^Exeunt the t^vo Antiphilus's, Adr. ^»^Luc.
D. S. There is a fat friend at your mafter's houfe.

That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner

;

She now fnall be my fifter, not my wife.

D. E, Methinks, you aremy glafs, and notmy brother:

I fee by you, I am a fweet-fac'd youth.

Will you walk in to fee their gofTiping ?

D, S. Not I, fir ; you are my elder.

D. £. That's a queftion
;

How fhall wc try it, brotfjer t

D. We will draw
Cuts for the fenior : 'till then, lead thou iirft,

D, E. Nay then, "|" thus :

We came into the world like brother and brother ;

And now let's go hand in hand, not one before another.

[Exeunt.
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

ACT I.

SCENE I, Before htonzto'sHoufe.

Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, «W
'uoith a Meflenger.

Leo. I learn in this "|" letter, that Don Pedro of Ar-

ragm comes this night to MeJJina,

Me/. He is very near by this ; he was not three leagues

off when I left him.

Zfo.How many gentlemen have you loft in this

aftion ?

Mef, But few of any fort, and none of name.
Z/£o. A victory is twice itfelf, when the atchiever

brings home full numbers. I find "|~ here, that Don
Pedro hath beftowed much honour on a young Floren-

tine^ called Claudio,

Mef. Much deserv'd on his part, and equally re-

member'd by Don Pedro : He hath born himfelf be-

yond the promise of his age ; doing, in the figure of

a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, indeed, better

better'd expeftation, than you muft expeft of me to
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tell you Iio\v.

Leo. He hath an uncle here In MeJJlna will be very

much glad of it.

MeJ\ I have already delivered him letters, and there

appears much joy in him ; even fo much, that joy

could not fhew itfelf modeft enough, without a badge
of bitternefs.

Leo, Did he break out into tears ?

Mef, In great measure.

Leo, A kind overflow of kindnefs : There are no
faces truer than those that are fo walh'd. How much
better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping ?

Be^ . I pray you, is fignior Montanto return'd from
the wars, or no ?

Me/, I know none of that name, lady ; there was
none fuch in th^ army of any fort,

Leo, What is he that you afk for, niece

?

Her, My cousin means fignior Benedick of Padua.
Me/, O, he's return'd ; and as pleasant as ever he was.

BEA.Ht fet up his bills here in MeJJtna, and chal-

leng'd Cupid at the flight : and my uncle's fool, read-

ing the challenge, fubfcrib'd for Cupid ^ and chal-

leng'd him at the bird-bolt. — I pray you, how many
hath he kili'd and eaten in these wars ? But, how
many hath he kili'd ? for, indeed, I promis'd to eat

all of his killing.

Leo, Faith, niece, you tax fignior Benedick too much

:

but he'll be met with you, I doubt it not.

Me/, He hath done good fervice, lady, in these wars,

j&£^. You had mufty viftual, and he hath holp to

eat it : he's a very valiant trencher-man, he hath an

excellent Itomack.

be meet with
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Mef. And a good foldler too, lady.

BeA. And a good foldier to a lady ; But what is

he to a lord ?

Me/, A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; ftuft with

all honourable virtues.

Bea> It is fo, indeed ; he is no lefs than a ftuft man

:

but, for the fluffing '.—well, we are all mortal.

Leo. You muft not, fir, miftake my niece : there

is a kind of merry war betwixt fignior Benedick and
her ; they never meet, but there's a Ikirmifli of v^'it

between them.

BeA, Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our laft

confli6l, four of his five wits went halting off, and now
is the whole man govern'd with one : fo that if he

have wit enough to keep himfelf warm, let him bear

it for a difference between himfelf and his horfe ; for

it is all the wealth that he hath left, to be known a

reasonable creature. Who is his companion now?
He hath every month a new fworn-brother.

Mef. Is't poffible ?

BeA. Very easily poffible : he wears his faith but
as the fafnion of his hat, it ever changes with the next

block.

Me/, I fee, lady, the gentleman is not in your books.

BeA, No ; an he were, I would burn my ftudy.

But, I pray you, who is his companion ? Is there no
young fquarer now, that will make a voyage with him
to the devil ?

Me/, He is moft in the company of the right noble
Claudio,

BeA, O lord! He will hang upon him like a dis-

cafe : he is fooner caught than the peftilence, and the
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taker runs presently mad, God help the noble Clau-

dio f if he have caught the Benedick^ it will coll him a

thousand pound ere he be cur'd.

Mef. I will hold friends with you, lady.

Be A. Do, good friend.

Leo, You will never run mad, niece.

Be A. No, not 'till a hot January.
Me/, Don Pedro is approach'd.

Enter Pedro, attended \ Don JoHif,

Cl AUDIO, Benedick.
D.i'£.Good fignior Leojiato, you are come to meet

your trouble : the fafhion of the world is to avoid coft,

and you encounter it.

Leo, Never came trouble to my houfe in the like-

nefs of your grace : for, trouble being gone, comfort
fhould remain ; but, when you depart from me, forrow

abides, and happinefs takes his leave.

D.P^.You embrace your charge too willingly.""

I think, this is your daughter.

Leo. Her mother hath many times told me fo.

Ben. Were you in doubt, fir, that you alk'd her ?

Leo . Signior Benedick, no ; for th&n were you a child,

D. Pe, Yoxx have it full. Benedick : we may guefs by
this what you are, being a man. Truly, the lady fa-

thers herfelf : _ Be happy, lady ! for you are like an
honourable father.

Ben, If fignior Leonato be her father, Ihe would
not have his head on her Ihoulders for all MeJJinuy as

like him as ftie is.

BeA, I wonder, that you will Hill be talking, fignior

Benedick ; no body marks you.

Ben. What,my dear lady difdain! are youyetliving?
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Bea. Is it poflible difdain fhould dye, while fhe

hath fuch meet food to feed it, as fignior Benedick ?

Courtefy itfelf mull convert to difdain, if you come in

her presence.

Beu, Then is courtefy a turn-coat : —But it is cer-

tain, I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted : and
I would I could find in my heart that I had not a hard

heart ; for, truly, I love none.

BeA. A dear happinefs to women ; they would elfe

have been troubl'd with a pernicious fuitor. I thank

God, and my cold blood, I am of your humour for

that ; I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow, than

a man fwear he loves me.
Ben, God keep your ladyfhip ftill in that mind !

fo fome gentleman or other fhall fcape a predeiHnate

fcratcht face.

BeA, Scratching could not make it worfe, an 'twere

fuch a face as yours were.

Ben, Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher.

BeA, A bird of my tongue is better than a bead
of yours.

Ben. I would, my horfe had the fpeed of your

tongue ; and fo good a continuer : But keep your way,
i' God's name ; I have done.

Bea, You always end with a jade's trick ; I know
you of old.

D.i'f.This is the fum of all: Z^c»^/c,"~ fignior

Claudioy and fignior Benedick^' niy dear friend Leonato,

hath invited you all. I tell him, we ftiall ftay here

at the leaft a month ; and he heartily prays, fome oc-

casion may detain us longer : I dare fwear he is no
hypocrite, but prays from his heart.
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Leo, If you fwear, my lord, you fliall not be for-

fworn. — Let me bid you welcome, my lord : being

reconciled to the prince your brother, I owe you all

duty.

'D.JoA thank you : I am not of many words, but

I thank you.

Leo. Please it your grace lead on }

Your hand, Leomto\ we will go together.

[£;irf?^«^ Z). Pedro, /). John, Leonato, Hero,
Beatrice, Meflenger, and Attendants.

Cla. Benedicky did'ft thou note the daughter of

fignior Leonato ?

Ben. I noted her not ; but I look'd on her.

Cla. Is fhe not a modeft young lady ?

Ben. Do you queftion me, as an honeft man fliould

do, for my limple true judgment ? or would you have

me fpeak after my cullom, as being a profefled tyrant

to their fex ?

Cla, No, I pray thee fpeak in fober judgment.
Ben. Why, i' faith, methinks fhe's too low for

a high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too

little for a great praise : only this commendation I can

afford her ; that, were fhe other than flie is, fhe were
unhandfome ; and being no other but as fhe is, I do
not like-her.

Cla. Thou think'fl, I am in fport ; I pray thee,

tell me truly how thou lik'fl her.

Ben. Would you buy her,thatyou enquire after her^

Cla. Can the world buy fach a jewel ?

Ben. Yea, and a cafe to put it into. But fpeak

you this with a fad brow ? Or do you play the flouting

jack ; to tell us, Cupid is a good hare-finder, and
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Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key fhall a

man take you, to go in the fong r

Cla. In mine eye, ihe is the fweeteft lady that ever

I look'd on,

j^Ei^. I can fee yet without fpedlacles, and I fee

no fuch matter : there's her cousin, an Ihe were not

possefT'd with a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty,

as the firft of May doth the laft of December. But I

hope you have no intent to turn husband ; have you ?

Cla. I would fcarce truft myfelf, though I had
fworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife.

Bei^, Is't come to this, i' faith ? Hath not the

world one man, but he will wear his cap with fufpi-

cion ? Shall I never fee a batchelor of threefcore

again ? Go to, i' faith ; an thou wilt needs thruft thy

neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, and figh

away fundays. Look, Don Pedro is returned to feek

you.

Re-enter Don Pedro.
D. P£. What fecret hath held you here, that you fol-

iow'd not to Leonato\ ?

Eei^, I would your grace would conftrain me to

D. Pe.I charge thee on thy allegeance.

BT,i^, You hear, count Claudio : I can be fecret

as a dumb man, I would have you think fo ; but, on
my allegeance, mark you this, on my allegeance :

He is in love. With who ? — now that is your grace's

part : mark how Ihort his anfwer is :
— With Hero,

Leonato''s fhort dauo-hter.o
Cla, If this were fo, fo were it uttered.

Ben, Like the old tale, my lord : it is not fo, nor
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'twas not fo ; but, indeed, God forbid it Ihould be fo.

Cla. If my paflion change not ftiortly, God for-

bid it fiiould be otherwise.

D.Pje. Amen, if you love her, for the lady is very

well worthy.

Cla, You fpeak this to fetch me in, my lord.

D.Pi:.By my troth, I fpeak my thought.

Cla. And, in faith, my lord, I fpoke mine.

Ben. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord,

I Ipoke mine.

Cla, That I love her, I feel.

D.P£.That fhe is worthy, I know.
Beij. That I neither feel how fhe Ihould be loved,

nor know how fhe fhould be worthy, is the opinion

that fire cannot melt out of me ; I will dye in it at

the ftake.

D. Pr.Thou waft ever an obftinate heretick in the

defpight of beauty.

Cla, And never could maintain his part, but in

the force of his will.

Be}^, That a woman conceived me, I thank her;

that fhe brought me up, I likewise give her moil

humble thanks : but that I will have a recheat winded
in my forehead, or hang my bugle in an invisible bald-

rick, all women fhall pardon me : because I will not

do them the wrong to miflruft any, I will do myfelf the

right to truil none : and the fine is ( for the which I

may go the finer) I will live a batchelor.

I).P£.Ifhall fee thee, ere I dye, look pale with

love.

Beii. With anger, with ficknefs, or with hunger,

my lord ; not with love : prove that ever I lose more
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blood with love, than I will get again with drinking,

pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker's pen, and
hang me up at the door of a brothel-houfe for the fign

of blind Cupid,

D. Pi:. Well, if ever thou doft fall from this faith,

thou wilt prove a notable argument.

Bei^, If I do, hang me in a bottle, like a cat, and
Ihoot at me ; and he that hits me, let him be clap'd on
the fhoulder, and calPd Adam,

D. Pi:. Well, as time lhall Xxy.

In time the favage bull doth bear the yoke.

Bei^ , The favage bull may; but if ever the fen-

Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's horns, and
fet them in my forehead : and let me be vilely

painted ; and in fuch great letters as they write—
Here is good horfe to hire, let them iignify under
my fign — Here you may fee Benedick the marrfd
man,

Cla, If this fhould ever happen, thou would'ft be
horn-mad.

D. Pi:. Nay, if Cupid have not fpent all his quiver

in Venice, thou wilt quake for this Ihortly.

Beij, I look for an earth-quake too then.

D.PE.Well, you will temporize with the hours.

In the mean time, good fignior Benedick, repair to

Leonaio'^s ; commend me to him, and tell him, I will

not fail him at fupper ; for, indeed, he hath made
great preparation.

Ben, I have almoft matter enough in me for fuch

an embaffage : And fo I commit you—
Cla, to the tuition of God : From my houfe, (if

I had it,)

Vol, 11. M
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D.F£.the fixth of July : Your loving friend. Be-

nedick,

Ben. Nay, mock not, mock not : The body of

your difcourfe is fometime guarded with fragments,

and the guards are but llightly bafted on neither : ere

you flout old ends any further, examine your confcience;

and fo I leave you. \^Exit Benedick.
Cla, My liege, your highnefs now may do me good.

D.Pe. My love is thine . to teach ; teach it but how,

And thou flialt fee how apt it is to learn

Any hard lefTon that may do thee good.

Cla, Hath Leonato any fon, my lord ?

D. Pje.No child but Hero, fhe's his o-nly heir

:

Dofl: thou afFedl her, Claudio ?

Cla, O my lord.

When you went onward on this ended aftian,

I look'd upon her with a foldier's eye,

That lik'd, but had a rougher tafk in hand
Than to drive liking to the name of love

:

But now I am return'd, and that war-thoughts

Have left their places vacant, in their rooms
Come thronging foft and delicate desires.

All prompting me how fair young Hero is.

Saying, I lik'd her ere I went to wars.

D.PE.Thou wilt be like a lover presently.

And tire the hearer with a book of words

:

If thou doft love fair Hero, cherifh it

;

And I will break with her, and with her father.

And thou ihalt have her : Waft not to this end,

That thou began'ft to twift fo fine a ftory ?

Cla, How fweetly do you minifter to love,

That know love's grief by his complexion

!



Much Ado about Nothing. 13

But left my liking might too fudden feem,

I would have falv'd it with a longer treatife. [flood ?

D.P£. What need the bridge much broader than the

The faireft grant is the neceflity :

Look, what will ferve, is fit : 'tis once, thou lov'ft ;

And I will fit thee with the remedy.

I know, we fhall have reveling to-night

;

I will affume thy part in fome difguise,

And tell fair Hero, I am Claudio ;

And in her bosom I'll unclafp my heart.

And take her hearing prisoner with the force

And ftrong encounter of my amorous tale :

Then, after, to her father will I break

;

And, the conclusion is, flie fhall be thine :

In pradice let us put it presently. \Exeu7tt.

SCENE II. J Roo?n in h^omto*s Houfe.

Z";//^?' Leon A TO, Antonio.
Leo, How now, brother? Where is my cousin your

fon r Hath he provided this musick r

Ant. He is very busy about it. But, brother, I can

tell you ftrange news, that you yet dreamt not of.

Leo. Are they good ?

Ant. As the event ftamps them ; but they have a

good cover, they Ihew well outward. The prince and
count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached alley in

my orchard, were thus much over-heard by a man of

mine : The prince difcover'd to Claudio, that he loved

my niece your daughter, and meant to acknowledge it

this night in a dance ; and, if he found her accordant,

he meant to take the present time by the top, and in-

ftantly break v/ith you of it.

M 2
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Leo. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this ?

Jnt, a good lharp fellow ; I will fend for him, and
queftion him yourfelf.

Leo, No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, 'till

it appear itfelf : but I will acquaint my daughter
withal, that (he may be the better prepared for an
anfwer, if peradventure this be true : Go you, and

Enter federal Perjons, bearing Things for the Banquet.

tell her of it Cousins, you know what you have to

do. — O, I cry you mercy, friend ; go you with me,
and I will use your Ikill : Good cousin, have a care

this busy time. \Exeunt,

SCENE III. Another Room in thefame.

Enter Don JoHi^f andQo^^ADE,
Con, What the good year, my lord ! why are you

thus out of measure fad ?

T>,yo, There is no measure in the occasion that *

breeds it, therefore the fadnefs is without limit.

CoN. You fhould hear reason.

D.^o. And when I have heard it, what blefling

bringeth it ?

Con, If not a present remedy, yet a patient fuf-

ferance.

D.Jo, I wonder, that thou, being (as thou fay'ft,

thou art ) born under Saturn, goefl: about to apply

a moral medicine to a mortifying mifchief. I can-

not hide what I am : I mull be fad when I have

cause, and fmlle at no man's jefts ; eat when I

have llomack, and wait for no man's leisure ; fleep

when I am drowsy, and tend on no man's businefs ;

laugh v/hen I am merry, and claw no man in his
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humour.
Con, Yea, but you muft not make the full fliow of

this, 'till you may do it without controulment. You
have of late flood out againll your brother, and he hath

ta'en you newly into his grace : where it is impoffible

you fhould take true root, but by the fair weather that

you make yourfelf ; it is needful that you frame the

feason for your own harveft.

T>,Jo, I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than a

rose in his grace ; and it better fits my blood to be

difdain'd of all, than to fafliion a carriage to rob love

from any : in this, though I cannot be faid to be a

flattering honeft man, it muft not be deny'd but I am
a plain-dealing villain. I am trufted with a muzle,

and enfranchised with a clog; therefore I have de-

creed not to fmg in my <:age : If I had my mouth, I

would bite ; if I had my liberty, I would do my lik-

ing : in the mean time, let me be that I am, and feek

not to alter me.

Con. Can you make no ufe of your difcontent ?

'D.Jo, I make all ufe of it, for 1 use it only.

Enter Borachio.
Who comes here ? What news, Borachio?

BoR. I came yonder from a great fupper ; the

prince your brother is royally entertain'd by Leonato

:

and I can give you intelligence of an intended mar-
riage.

J). Jo. Will it ferve for any model to build mifchlef

on ? What is he for a fool, that betroths himfelf to

unquietnefs ?

BoR. Marry, it is your brother's right hand.

D. yo . Who ? the m.oft exquisite Claudio P

M 3
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BoR. Even he.

D. yo . A proper fquire ! And who, and who ? which
way looks he ?

BoR, Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of
Leonato.

D. Jo . A very forward March-chick ! How came you
to this ?

BoR, Being entertain'd for a perfumer, as I was
fmoking a muily room, comes me the prince and Clau-

dio^ hand in hand, in fad conference : I whipt me be-

hind the arras ; and there heard it agreed upon, that

the prince fliould woo Hero for himfelf, and, having ob-

tain'd her, give her to count Claiidio,

D.yo.Come, come, let us thither; this may prove

food to my difpleasure : that young ftart-up hath all

the gloiy of my overthrow ; if I can crofs him any
way, I biefs myfelf every way : You are both fure, and
will affift me ?

Con. To the death, my lord.

D. Jo. Let us to the great fupper ; their cheer is the

greater, that I am fubdued : Would the cook were of

my mind 1 Shall we go prove what's to be done ?

BoR, We'll wait upon your lordfhip. [Exeunt,

Acr IL
SCENE I. J Hall in Leonato'/ Hoiife.

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice,
and Others.

Leo, Was not count John here at fupper ?

AnT. I faw him not.
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Bka» How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never can

fee him, but I am heart-burn'd an hour after.

Her* He is of a very melancholy difposition.

BeA. He were an excellent man, that were made
juft in the mid way between him and Benedick : the one

is too like an image, and fays nothing ; and the other

too like my lady's eldeft fon, evermore tattling.

Leo, Then half {\gmoT Benedkk's tongue in count

Joh7i's mouth, and half count Joh?2^s melancholy in

lignior Benedick's face,

—

Be A. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, and
money enoug^i in his purfe, Such a man would win
.any woman in the world,— if he could get her good
will.

Leo* By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee a

Jiusband, if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tongue.

Ant, In faith, file's too curft.

BeA. Too curft is more than curft : I fhall leffen

<jod's fending that way : for it is faid, God fends a
<urji conjj Jhort horns ; but to a cow too curft he fends

none.

Leo. So, by being too curft, God will fend you no
horns.

BeA , Juft, if he fend me no husband ; for tlie which,

ileifmg, I am at him upon my knees every morning
and evening : Lord ! I could not endure a husband
rwith a beard on his face ; I had rather lye in the

-woollen.

Leo, You may light upon a husband that hath no
beard.

BeA, What fhould I do with him? drefs him in my
apparel, and make him my waiting gentlewoman ?

M 4
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He that hath a beard, is more than a youth ; and he
that hath no beard, is lefs than a man : and he that is

more than a youth, is not for me ; and he that is lefs

than a man, I am not for him : Therefore, I will even

take fixpence in earneft of the bearherd, and lead his

apes into hell.

Leo. Well then, go you into hell.

BejI, No, but to the gate : and there will the devil

meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on his head,

and fay, Get you to heauen^ Beatrice, get you to hea<veny

here'^s no placefor you maids : fo deliver I up my apes,

and away to faint Feter for the heavens ; he fliews me
where the batchelors fit, and there live we as merry
as the day is long.

^ivr. Well, niece, \to Hero.] I truft you will be
ruPd by your father.

Bea, Yes, faith ; it is my cousin's duty to make a

court'fy, and fay, Father^ as it pleaseyou : but yet for

all that, cousin, let him be a handfome fellow, or elfe

make another court'fy, and fay. Father^ as it please me,

Leo. Well, niece, I hope to fee you one day fitted

with a husband.

Bea. Not 'till God make men of fome other metal

than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be over-

mafler'd with a piece of valiant duft ? to make an ac-

count of her life to a clod of wayward marl ? No,
uncle, I'll none : Jdam'*s fons are my brethren ; and,

truly, I hold it a fm to match in my kindred.

Leo. Daughter, remember what I told you: if the

prince do foUicit you in that kind, you know your

anfwer.

Bea. The fault will be in the musick, cousin, if



Much Ado about Nothing.

yoM be not woo'd in good time : if the prince be too

important, tell him, there is measure in every thing,

and fo dance out the anfwer. For hear me, Hero^

Wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a Scoth jig, a

measure, and a cinque-pace : the firfl fuit is hot and

hafty, like a Scotch jig, and full as fantafiical ; the

wedding, mannerly modeft, as a measure, full of ftatc

and ancientry ; and then comes repentance, and, with

his bad legs, falls into the cinque-pace fafter and fafler,

'till he fink into his grave.

Leo, Cousin, you apprehend paffing flirewdly.

Be A. I have a good eye, uncle; I can fee a church

by day-light.

Leo, The revelers are ehtring ; brother, make good
room. [Leonato a?td his Company ?najk.

Enter Don Pedro,Cl audio,Bene dick,Balth as ar,

Don John, Borachio, Margaret., Ursula,
and Others, majk'd.

D./'^.Lady, will you walk about with your friend?

Her, So you walk foftly, and look fweetly, and
fay nothing, I am yours for the walk ; and, efpecially,

when I walk away.

D.Pr. With me in your company.
Her, I may fay fo, when I please.

D. Pe, And when please you to fay fo ?

Her. When I like your favour ; for God defend,

the lute fhould be like the cafe !

D.P^.My Yisoris Philemon^s roof; within the houfe

is Jo^e.
Her, Why, then your visor fhould be thatch'd.

D.P£. Speak low, if you fpeak love.

[drauuing her ajide.
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Ben. Well, J would you did like me*
Mu4 R . So would not I, for your own fake ! for I

have many ill qualities.

Ben. Which is one ?

Mar, I fay my prayers aloud.

Ben. I love you the better; the hearers may cry,

amen. \turning off in ^eji of another.

Mar. God match me with a good dancer

!

Bal, Amen.
Mar, And God keep him out of my fight, when

the dance is done ! — Anfwer, clerk.

Bal. No more words; the clerk is anfwered.

[parting different Ways,

Urs. I know you well enough ; you are fignior Jn-
ionio,

Jnt. At a word, I am not.

Urs. I know you by the wagling of your head.

j^Nr, To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

Vrs. You could never do him fo ill well, unlefs you
were the very man : Here's his dry hand up and down 5

you are he, you are he.

Jnt, At a word, I am not.

Urs. Come, come ; do you think I do not know
you by your excellent wit ? Can virtue hide itfelf ?

Go to, mum, you are he: graces will appear, and
there's an end. \_mixing qjjith the Company.

BeA, Will you not tell me who told you fo ?

Ben. No, you fhall pardon me.
Be A, Nor will you not tell me who you are?

Ben. Not now.
BeA. That 1 was difdainful,— and that I had my

good wit out of the Hundred ?nerry Tales ;
— Well, this
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was fignlor Benedick that fald fo ?

Beu. What's he ?

Bea. I am fure, you know him well enough.
BEif. Not I, believe me.
BeA. Did he never make you laugh ?

Bei^. I pray you, what is he ?

BeA, Why, he is the prince's jefter : a very dull

fool ; only his gift is in devising impoflible flanders :

none but libertines delight in him ; and the commen-
dation is not in his wit, but in his villany ; for he

both pleaseth men, and angers them, and then they

laugh at him, .and beat him : I am fure, he is in the

fleet ; I would he had boarded me.
Beh. When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him

what you fay.

Bea* Do, do: he'll but break a comparifon, or

two, on me ; which, peradventure, not mark'd, or not

laugh'd at, ftrikes him into melancholy ; and then there's

a partridge's wing fav'd, for the fool will eat no fup-

per that night. \^Mu5ick begins : Dance forming,'\ We
muft follow the leaders.

BEi^, In every good thing.

BeA. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them
at the next turning. [Dance: and

Exeunt D, Pe. and hEO, con^jerfing ; Her. Be a.

Mar. Urs. Ant. Ben. Bal. and Compa?iy.

D. ^0. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, and "

*^ hath withdrawn her father to break with him

"

about it : The ladies follow her, and but one visor
'*

*^ remains."

Bor. "And that is Claudia 5 I know him by his
^

bearings"
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D. Jo. Are not you fignior Benedick ?

Cla, You know me well; I am he.

D. yo. Signior, you are Very near my brother In his

love : he is enamour'd on Hero*, I pray you, difluade

him from her, fhe is no equal for his birth : you may
do the part of an honeft man in it.

Cla, How know you he loves her ?

D.^o. I heard him fwear his afFedlion.

BoR. So did I too ; and he fwore he would marry
her to-night.

D. yo.Come, let us to the banquet.

[Exeunt D. John, Bor achio*
Cla, Thus anfwer I in name of Benedick,

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudior"

'Tis certain fo'; the prince wooes for himfelf.

Friendfhip is conftant in all other things.

Save in the office and affairs of love

:

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues

;

Let every eye negotiate for itfelf,

And truft no agent : for beauty is a witch,

Againft whose charms faith melteth into blood.

This is an accident of hourly proof,

Which I miftrufted jiot : Farewel therefore. Hero !

Re-enter Benedick.
Ben, Count C/audio P

Cla. Yea, the fame.

Ben, Come, will you go with me ?

Cla. Whither?
Ben. Even to the next willow, about your own

businefs, count. What falhion will you wear the gar-

land of? About your neck, like an usurer's chain?
or under your arm, like a lieutenant's fcarf ? You



Much Aao about Nothing. 23

muft wear it one way, for the prince hath got your

Hero,

Cla, I wilh him joy of her.

Blij. Why, that's fpoken like an honeft drover;

fo they fell bullocks. But did you think, the prince

would have ferv'd you thus ?

Cla, I pray you, leave me.

Ho I now you ftrike like the blind man ;

'twas the boy that ftole your meat, and you'll beat the

poft.

Cla. If it will not be, I'll leave you.

\Exit Claud 10.

5£iNr. Alas, poor hurt fowl ! Novv^ will he creep

into fedges.— But, that my lady Beatrice fhould know
me, and not know me ! The prince's fool ? Ha ! It

may be, I go under that title, because I am merry.

Yea ; but fo ; ( I am apt to do myfelf wrong ) I am
not fo reputed : it is the bafe, though bitter, dif-

position of Beatrice^ that puts the world into her per-

fon, and fo gives me out. Well, I'll be revenged as

I may.
Re-enter DonY^TiVLO^ Hero, ^w^Leonato.

D.P£.Now, fignior? v/here's the count ? Did you
fee him ?

Ben* Troth, my lord, I have played the part of
lady fame : I found him here as melancholy as a

lodge in a warren ; I told him, and, I think, I told

him true, that your grace had got the good will of
this young lady ; and I offered him my company to

a willow-tree, either to make him a garland, as being

forfaken, or to bind him up a rod, as being worthy to

be whipt.

»7 V. j^Tf^te,
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D. Pe . To be whipt ! What's his fault ?

Ben. The flat tranfgreflion of a fchool-boy; who
being overjoy'd with finding a bird's neft, Ihews it his

companion, and he fteals it.

D.P£. Wilt thou make a trull a tranfgreflion ? The
tranfgreflion is in the fl:ealer.

Ben. Yet it had not been amifs, the rod had been
made, and the garland too : for the garland he might
have worn himfelf ; and the rod he might have be-

llowed on you, who, as I take it, have fl:orn his birds'

nefl:.

D. . I will but teach them to fing, and rellore them
to the owner.

Ben, If their fmging anfwer your faying, by my
faith, you fay honefl:ly.

D.P£. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you ; the

gentleman, that danc'd with her, told her, flie is much
wrong'd by you,

Ben. O, flie mifus'd me pafl: the endurance of a

block ; an oak, but with one green leaf on it, would
have anfwered her ; my very visor began to afllime life,

and fcold with her : She told me, not thinking I had
been myfelf, that I was the prince's jefter ; that I was
duller than/ a great thaw ; hudling jefl: upon jefl:, with

fuch impoflible conveyance, upon me, that I fl:ood like

a man at a mark, with a whole army fliooting at me :

She fpeaks poniards, and every word ftabs : if her

breath were as terrible as her terminations, there were

no living near her, flie would infed to the north ftar :

I would not marry her, though flie were endowed with

all that Jdam had left him before he tranfgrefl!''d : fiie

would have made Hercules have turn'd Ipit y yea, and
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have cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, talk

not of her ; you fhall find her the infernal Jte in good
apparel. I would to God, fome fcholar would conjure

her : for, certainly, while fhe is here, a man may live

as quiet in hell, as in a fan£luary ; and people fin upon
purpose, because they would go thither : fo, indeed,

all difquiet, horror, and perturbation, follows her.

Re-enter Beatrice, and Claudio.
D.-PjE.Look, here fhe comes.

Ben, Will your grace command me any fervice

to the world's end ? I will go on the flighteil errand

now to the Antipodes, that you can devise to fend me
on ; I will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the

fartheft inch of A^fia ; bring you the length of Prejier

John's foot ; fetch you a hair off the great Cha?n's

beard ; do you any embafiage to the pigmies, rather

than hold three words conference with this harpy ; You
have no employment for me ?

D.PE.None, but to desire your good company.
Ben. O God, fir, here's a difli I love not; I can-

not endure this lady's tongue. \^Exit Benedick.
D.PjE.Come, lady, come; you have loft the heart

of fignior Benedick,

BeA, Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while ; and
I gave him ufe for it, a double heart for his fingle one

:

marry, once before he won it of me with falfe dice,

therefore your grace may well fay, I have loft it.

D. P£. You have put him down, lady, you have put
him down.
BeA, So I would not he Ihould do me, my lord, left

I fhould prove the mother of fools. I have brought

count Claudioy whom you fent me to feek.
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D, Pe. Why, how now, count ? wherefore are you fad?

Cl^. Not fad, my lord.

D.P£.How then? Sick?

Cx^. Neither, my lord.

Be^, The count is neither fad, nor fick, nor merry,

nor well : _ but civil, count ; civil as an orange, and
fomething of that jealous complexion,

D.Pe.P faith, lady, I think your blazon to be true;

though, ril be fworn, if he be fo, his conceit is falfe

Here, Claudia, [leading him to Hero,] I have wooed in

thy name, and fsLir Hero is won ; I have broke with her

father, and his good will obtained : name the day of

marriage, and God give thee joy !

Leo. Count, take of me my daughter, and with

her my fortunes : his grace hath made the match, and
all grace fay, amen, to it

!

Be^, Speak, count, 'tis your cue.

Clu4. Silence is the perfedeft herald ofjoy : I were
but little happy, if I could fay how much. Lady, as

you are mine, I am yours ; I give away myfelf for

you, and doat upon the exchange.

Be A. Speak, cousin; or, if you cannot, flop his

mouth with a kifs, and let not him fpeak neither.

D.Fe. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart.

Be A. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it keeps

on the windy fide of care :
— My cousin tells him in

his ear, that he is in her heart.

Cla, And fo Ihe doth, cousin.

Bea, Good lord, for alliance! Thus goes every

one to the world but T, and I am fun-burnt ; I may fit

in a corner, and cry, hey ho ! for a husband.

D.jP£. Lady Bt^atrice^ I will get you one.
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Bka, I would rather have one of your father's get-

ting : Hath your grace ne'er a brother like you ? Your
father got excellent husbands, if a maid could come
by them.

D.P-E. Will you have me, lady ?

BeA. No, my lord, unlefs I might have another

for working-days ; your grace is too coitly to wear
every day :— But, I befeech your grace, pardon me; I

was born to fpeak all mirth, and no matter.

D.i^£. Your filence moil offends me, and to be mer-
ry beft becomes you ; for, out of queftion, you were
born in a merry hour.

BeA. No, fure, my lord ; my mother cry'd : but

then there was a ftar dancM, and under that was I

born Cousins, God give you joy ?

Leq, Niece, will you look to those things I told

you of?

BeA. I cry you mercy, uncle— By your grace's

pardon. [J?;c// Be atrice,
D.Pj?. By my troth, a pleasant-fpirited lady.

Leo. There's little of the melancholy element in

her, my lord : fhe is never fad, but when fhe fleeps ;

and not ever fad then ; for I have heard my daughter

fay, fhe hath often dreamt of unhappinefs, and wak'd
herfelf with laughing.

D.Pe. She cannot endure to hear tell of a husband.
Leo, O, by no means ; flie mocks all her wooers

out of fuit.

D.P^.She were an excellent wife for Benedick,

Leo, O lord, my lord, if they were but a week
marry'd, they would talk themfelves mad.

D. . Count Claudio,\\\\Qn mean you to go to church?

VoL.ir. N
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Cla, To-morrow, my lord; Time goes on crutches,

*till love have all his rites.

Z^o. Not 'till monday, my dear fon, which is hence

a juft fevennight ; and a time too brief too, to have all

things anfwer my mind.

D. ?^ . Come, you fnake the head at fo long a breath-

ing ; but, I warrant thee, Claudia^ the time fhall not

go dully by us : I will in the interim undertake one of

Hercules' labours ; which is, to bring fignior Benedick

and the lady Beatrice into a mountain of afFedlion, the

one with the other : I would fain have it a match ; and

I doubt not but to fafhion it, if you three will but mi-

nifter fuch affiftance as I lhall give you direction.

Leo, My lord, I am for you, though it coll: me ten

nights' watchings.

Cla. And I, my lord.

D. And you too, gentle Hero?

Her, I v/ill do any modeft office, my lord, to help

my cousin to a good husband.

D. Pi:. And Benedick is not the unhopefulleft hus-

band that I know : thus far can I praise him ; he is

of a noble ftrain, of approved valour, and confirm'd

honefty. I will teach you how to humour your cousin,

that fhe fhall fall in love with Benedick ; _ and I, with

your two helps, will fo pradlife on Benedick, that, in

defpight of his quick wit and his queasy ftomack, he

lhall fall in love with Beatrice, If we can do this,

Cupid is no longer an archer, his glory fhall be ours,

for we are the only love-gods. Go in with me, and I

will tell you my drift. [^Exeunt,

SCENE II, Another Roo?n in the fame.
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Enter Don] owi^y andBoRAcnio.
D.yo.It is fo; the count C/audio fhall marry the

daughter of Leonato.

BoR, Yea, my lord ; but I can crofs it.

D. Jo. Any bar, any crofs, any impediment, will

be medicinable to me : I am fick in difpleasurc to him

;

and whatfoever comes athwart his aiFe^lion, ranges

evenly with mine : How canft thou crofs this marriage ?

£oR, Not honellly, my lord; but fo covertly, that

no diflionefty fliall appear in me.

D.yo.Shew me briefly how.
BoR, I think I told your lordfhip, a year fince, how

much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting-

gentlewoman to Hero :

1l>,Jo,\ remember.
BoR, I can, at any unfeasonable inftant of the

night, appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber-
window. ^

D. Jo. What life is in that, to be the death of this

marriage ?

BoR . The poison of that lies In you to temper : Go
you to the prince your brother ; fpare not to tell him, that

he hath wronged his honour in marrying the renowned
Claudio (whose eftimation do you mightily hold up) to

a contaminated ftale, fuch a one as Hero,

D. 70. What proof fliall I make of that ?

BoR, Proof enough, to mifuse the prince, to vex
Claudio^ to undo and kill Z^^«^/^ .* Look you for

any other iffue ?

D.Jo.Only to defpite them, I will endeavour any
thing.

BoR. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw Don

N 2
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Pedroy and the count Claudio, alone ; tell them, that

you know that Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal

both to the prince and Claudio ; as — in a love of your

brother's honour, who hath made this match ; and his

friend's reputation, who is thus like to be cozen'd with

the femblance of a maid,— that you have difcover'd

thus : They will fcarcely believe this without trial

:

offer them inftances ; which fhall bear no lefs likeli-

hood, than to fee me at her chamber-window ; hear

me call Margaret, Hero ; hear Margaret term me Claw-

dio ; and bring them to fee this, the very night before

the intended wedding : for, in the mean time, I will fo

fafhion the matter, that//<?r<? fhall be abfent ; and there

fhall appear fuch feeming truth of her difloyalty, that

jealoufy lhall be call'd affurance, and all the prepara-

tion overthrown.

Y>, Jo. Grow this to what adverfe iffue it can, I will

put it in pradlice : Be cunning in the working thi-s,

and thy fee is a thousand ducats.

BoR, Be you conftant in the accusation, and my
cunning fliall not fhame me.

D.Jo.I will presently go learn their day of mar-

riage. \Exeunt,

SCENE III. hton2ito's Garden.

Enter Benedick, and a Boy.

^Ei^. Boy,—
Boy, Signior.

jBe^". In my chamber-window lies a book ; bring

it hither to me in the orchard.

Boy. I am here already, Hr.

j5£N. I know that ; but I would have thee hence,

' + of Heroes dilloyaltie -
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and Jiere again. {Exit Boy.] I do much wonder, that

one man, feeing how much another man is a fool when

he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, after he hath

laugh'd at fuch fhallow follies in others, become the

argument of his own fcorn, by falling in love : And
fuch a man is Claudio : I have known, when there was

no musick with him but the drum and the fife ; and

now had he rather hear the taber and the pipe : I have

known, when he would havewalk'd ten mile afoot, to

fee a good armour ; and now will he lye ten nights

awake, canning the fafhion of a new doublet : He was
wont to fpeak plain and to the purpose, like an honeft

man and a foldier ; and now is h-e turn'd orthographer

;

his words are a very fantalHcal banquet, juft lb many
ftrange difhes. May I be fo converted, and fee with

these eyes ? I cannot tell ; I think not : I will not be
fworn, but love may tranfform me to an oifter ; but I'll

take my oath on it, 'till he have made an oilier of me,
he lhall never make me fuch a fool. One woman is

fair ; yet I am well : another is wise ; yet I am well

:

another virtuous ; yet I am well : but 'till all graces be

in one woman, one woman fhall not come in my grace :

Rich fhe fliall be, that's certain ; wise, or I'll none

;

virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her ; fair, or I'll never

look on her ; mild, or come not near me ; noble, or

not I for an angel : of good difcourfe, an excellent mu-
sician, and her hair lhall be of what colour it please

God. Ha ! The prince, and monfieur Love ! I will

hide me in the arbour. \fwithdra^js.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonato.
D. Pe. Come, fliall we hear this musick
Cla. Yea, my good lord : How dill the evening is!

3 orthography
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As hufh'd on purpose to gracd harmony.
D. P£. See you where Benedick hath hid himfelf ?

Cla, O, very well, my lord : the musick ended,"

We'll fit the hid fox with a penny-worth."

Enter Balthasar, nvith Musick,.

D.P^.Come, Balthasar^ we'll hear that fong again,

Bal, O good my lord, tax not fo bad a voice

To flander musick any more than once.

D.P^.It is the witnefs ftill of excellency.

To put a ftrange face on his own perfection : _«

I pray thee, fing, and let me v/oo no more.

Baiu, Because you talk of wooing, 1 will fmg :

Since many a wooer doth commence his fuit

To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooes ;

Yet will he fwear, he loves.

D.Pf.Nay, pray thee, come:
Or if thou wilt hold longer argument,

Do it in notes.

Bal. Note this. before my notes,

There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting.

D. P£. Why, these are very crotchets that he fpeaks

;

Note, notes, forfooth, and noting ! \Air.

Ben. **Now,I>/i'/;?^^/>/Nowis his foul ravifh'd !

"

Is it not ftrange, that fheep's guts fhould hale fouls
"

out of men's bodies ? Well, a horn for my money, "

when all's done." [^Scng.

Bal, Sigh no more, ladies, Jigh no more\

men ivere deceivers e^ver ;

onefoot in fea, and one on Jhore ;

to one thing conjiant nenjer.

ThenJtgh not fo,

but let them go.

4- the kid'foxe and nothing.
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an^ heyou hlith and bonny ;

converting allyour founds of i^oe

into^ Hey, nonny^ nonny,

ir. St.

Sing no more ditties, fiiig no mo

of dunrps fo dull and heavy ;

thefraud of men ^vas ever fo,

ftnce Jum?nerfirfi voas leavy,

Thenfigh not fo. Sec,

D. Pe, By my troth, a good fong.

B^L. And an ill finger, my lord.

D. Pe . Ha ? No ; no, faith ; thou fing'ft well enough

for a ftiift.

Ben, *^ An he had been a dog that fliould have "

hovvl'd thus, they would have hang'd him : and I
"

pray God, his bad voice bode no mifchief ; I had "

as lief have heard the night -raven, come what"
plague could have come after it."

D.P^.Yea, marry;— Doft thou hear, BalthasarP

I pray thee, get us fome excellent musick ; for to-

morrow night we would have it at the lady Heroes

chamber-window,
Bal. The beft I can, m.y lord.

D. P£.Do fo ; farewel.
\_
Exeunt Bal. and Musick,"]

Come hither, Leonato : What was it you told me of to-

day ? that your niece Beatrice was in love with fignior

Benedick F

Cla, O, ay : _ Stalk on, ftalk on ; the fowl fits,"—

I did never think, that lady would have l(jved any man.
Leo, No, nor I neither ; but moil wonderful, that

flie fhould fo doat on fignior Benedick, whom Ihe hath

in all outward behaviours feemed ever to abhor.

N 4
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Seit. " Is't poflible ? Sits the wind in that corner:

Leo. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to

think of it : but, that fhe loves him with an enrag'd

aiFedlion,— It is paft the infinite of thought.

D.P-E.May be, fhe doth but counterfeit.

CljI, 'Faith, like enough.

Leo. O God! counterfeit! There was never counter-

feit of paffion came fo near the life of paffion, as fhe

difcovers it.

D.PjE.Why, what effedls of paffion Ihews fhe

Cx^. " Bait the hook well; this fi fh will bite.'*

Leo. What efreds, my lord ? She will fit you
You heard my daughter tell how.

Clj4. She did, indeed.

D.P£. How, how, I pray you ? You amaze me : I

would have thought, her fpirit had been invincible

againft all afTaults of aiFeftion.

Leo. I would have fworn it had, my lord ; efpe-

cially againfl Benedick.

Ben. I fhould think this a gull, but that the
"

white-bearded fellow fpeaks it : knavery cannot,

"

fure, hide himfelf in fuch reverence."

Cla. " He hath ta'en th' infedlion ; hold it up."

D.P^.Hath fhe made her afFeftion known to Be-

nedick ?

Leo. No ; and fwears, fhe never will ; that's her

torment.

Cla. 'Tis true, indeed ; fo your daughter fays :

Shall /, fays fhe, that ha^ve fo oft encountered him nvith

fcorn, nvrite to him that I lo^e him ?

Leo. This fays fhe now when fhe is beginning to

write to him : for fhe'll be up twenty times a night \

' 3 tell you how
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and there will flie fit in her fmock, 'till flie have writ

a fheet of paper: — my daughter tells us all.

Cla, Now you talk of a flieet of paper, I remem-
ber a pretty jeft your daughter told us of.

Leo, O,— When fhe had writ it, and was reading

it over, fhe found Benedick and Beatrice between the

flieet ?
—

•

Cla. That.

Leo, O, fhe tore the letter into a thousand half-

pence; rail'd at herfeif^ that (he fhould be fo immodeft
to write to one that flie knew would flout her : / mea-

sure him^ fays flie, hy my onjon fpirit ; for IJhoidd flout

him J if he njorit to me ; yea, though I lo-fe him^ IJhould,
Clu4. Then down upon her knees flie falls, weeps,

fobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curfes ;
—

Ofweet Benedick ! God gi-ue me patience !

Leo. She doth, indeed ; my daughter fays fo : and
the extafy hath fo much over-born her, that my daugh-
ter is fometime afeard flie will do a defperate outrage

to herfelf ; It is very true.

D. jP£. It were good, thzi Benedick knew of it by fome
other, if flie will not difcover it.

Cl4, To what end ? He would but make a fport of
it, and torment the poor lady worfe.

D. Pe, An he fliould, it were an alms to hang him :

She's an excellent fweet lady ; and, out of all fufpicion,

flie is virtuous.

Cla, And flie is exceeding wise,

D. P£. In every thing, but in loving Benedick,

Leo, O my lord, wisdom and blood combating in

fo tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that blood
hath the viftory. I am forry for her, as I have juft
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cause, being her uncle and her guardian.

D.Pe.I would £he had bellowed this dotage on me ;

I would have daft all other refpefts, and made her half

my felf : I pray you, tell Benedick of it, and hear what
he will fay.

Leo, Were It good, think you ?

Cla. Hero thinks furely, fhe will dye : for fhe fays

fhe will dye, if he love her not ; and fhe will dye ere

file make her love known ; and fhe v/ill dye, if he woo
her, rather than fhe will 'bate one breath of her ac-

cuilomed crofTnefs.

D.P£. She doth well : if fhe fhould make tender of

her love, 'tis very pofTible he'll fcorn it ; for the man,
as you know all, hath a contemptible fpirit.

Cla. He is a very proper man*
D.P£.Hehath, indeed, a good outward happinefs.

Cla. 'Fore God, and, in my mind, very wise.

D. P-E. He doth, indeed, fhew fome fparks that are

like wit.

Cla. And I take him to be valiant.

D. P£. As Hedor^ I afTure you : and in the managing
of quarrels you may fay he is wise ; for either he avoids

them with great difcretion, or undertakes them with

a mofl chriflian-like fear.

Z£0. If he do fear God, he muft neceiTarily keep

peace ; if he break the peace, he ought to enter into

a quarrel with fear and trembling.

D.P£. And fo will he do; for the man doth fear

God, howfoever it feems not in him, by fome large

jefts he will make. Well, I am forry for your niece :

Shall we go feek Benedick^ and tell him of her love ?

Cl.4> Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear it out
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with good counfel.

Leo. Nay, that's impoflible ; fhe may wear her

heart out firft.

D.P£.Well, we will hear further of it by your

daughter ; let it cool the while : I love Benedick well

;

and I could wifh he would modeiUy examine himfelf, to

fee how much he is unworthy to have fo good a lady.

Leo, My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready.

Cla, If he do not doat on her upon this, I will

never truft my expectation.

"

D.Pe. " Let there be the fame net fpread for her,

and that mull your daughter and hex gentlewomen '*

carry : The fport will be, when they hold one an
"

opinion of another's dotage, and no fuch matter ;
"

" that's the fcene that I would fee, which will be
'*

meerly a dumb Ihew. Let us fend her to call him "

in to dinner."

\Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonato.
\advancing,'\ This can be no trick : The con-

ference was fadly born : They have the truth of this

from Hero. They feem to pity the lady ; it feems, her

affedlions have their full bent. Love me ! Why, it muft

be requited. I hear how I am cenfur'd : they fay, I

will bear myfelf proudly, if I perceive the love come
from her ; they fay too, that fhe will rather dye than

give any fign of afFedlion ;
— I did never think to marry :

I muft not feem proud : happy are they that hear their

detractions, and can put them to mending. They fay,

the lady is fair; 'tis a truth, I can bear them witnefs

:

and virtuous ; 'tis fo, I can not reprove it : and wise,

but for loving me ; By my troth, it is no addition to

her wit ; nor no great argum.ent of her folly, for I will
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be horribly in love with her. I may chance have fomc
odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, because

I have railed fo long againft marriage : But doth not
the appetite alter ? A man loves the meat in his youth,

that he cannot endure in his age : Shall quips, and fen-

tences, and these paper bullets of the brain, awe a man
from the career of his humour? No : The world muft
be peopl'd : When I faid, I would dye a batchelor, I

did not think I Ihould live 'till I were marry'd.— Here
comes Beatrice : By this day, flie's a fair lady : I do
fpy fome marks of love in her.

E^ter Beatrice.
BEji. Againft my will, I am fent to bid you come

in to dinner.

Ben, Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pain5.

Bea. I took no more pains for those thanks, than

you take pains to thank me ; if it had been painful, I

would not have come.
Ben, You take pleasure then in the meifage ?

BeA. Yea, juft fo much as you may take upon a
knife's point, and choak a daw withal:— You have no
ftomack, iignior; fare you well. [^'x// Be at rice.

Ben, Ha ! Againji my ^ill, I am Jent to hidyou come

in to dinner— there's a double meaning in that. I took

fio more painsfor those thanks, than you took pains to thank

me— that's as much as to fay, Any pains that I take

for you is as easy as thanks :
— If 1 do not take pity

of her, I am a villain ; if I do not love her, I am a

"Je-w : I will go get her pifture. \Exit,

ACT III.
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SCENE I. The Garden.

Enter VLeko, Margaret, ^;7^ Ursula.

Her, Good Margaret, run thee into the parlour;

There fhalt thou find my cousin Beatrice^

Proposing with the prince and Claudio

:

Whifper her ear, and tell her, I and Urfula

Walk in the orchard, and our whole dilcourfe

Is all of her ; fay, that thou overheard'il: us

;

And bid her Ileal into the pleached bower,

Where honey-fuckles, ripen'd by the fun,

Forbid the fun to enter ;
— like to favourites.

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride

Againft that power that bred it :
— there will fhe hide her

To liften our propose : This is thy office

;

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

Mar.VW make her come, I warrant you, presently.

\^Exit Margaret.
Her. Now, Urfula, when Beatrice doth come.

As we do trace this alley up and down.
Our talk muft only be of Benedick :

When I do name him, let it be thy part

To praise him more than ever man did merit

;

My talk to thee muft be, how Benedick

Is fick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter

Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made.
That only wounds with hear- fay. Now begin ;

"

Enter Beatrice.
For look v/here Beatrice, like a lap-wing, runs

"

Clofe by the ground, to hear our conference."

Urs. The pleasant'ft angling is to fee the fi(h
'*

^* Cut with her golden oars the filver ftrcam,

4 thae to the
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And greedily devour the treacherous bait
:

"

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now "

Is couched in the woodbine coverture :

"

" Fear you not my part of the dialogue." thing"
Her, " Then go we near her, that her ear lose no-

Of the falfe fweet bait that we lay for it."

No, truly, XJrfula^ flie is too difdainful

;

I know, her fpirits are as coy and wild

As haggards of the rock,

XJr^, But are you fure.

That Benedick loves Beatrice fo entirely ?

Her. So fays the prince, and my new-trothed lord.

f/i?5. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ?

Her , They did intreat me to acquaint her of it

:

But I perfuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick^

To wifh him vvreftle with afFedlion,

And never to let Beatrice know of it.

TJr^, Why did you fo ? Doth not the gentleman

Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed.

As ever Beatrice ftiall couch upon ?

Her, O god of love ! I know, he doth deserve

As much as may be yielded to a man :

But nature never fram'd a woman's heart

Of prouder fluff than that of Beatrice :

Difdain and fcorn ride fparkling in her eyes,

Mifprizing what they look on ; and her wit

Values itfelf fo highly, that to her

All matter elfe feems weak : fhe cannot love.

Nor take no fhape nor projeft of affedlion.

She is fo felf-endeared.

Urs. Sure, I think fo;

And therefore, certainly, it were not good
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She knew his love, left fhe make fport at it.

Her, Why, you fpeak truth : I never yet faw man,
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd.

But fhe would fpell him backward : if fair-fac'd.

She would fvvear, the gentleman Ihould be her filler

;

If black, why, nature, drawing of an antick.

Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-headed

;

If low, an agat very vilely cut

:

If fpeaking, why, a vane blown with all winds

;

If filent, why, a block moved with none.

So turns Ihe every man the wrong fide out;

And never gives to truth and virtue, that

Which fimplenefs and merit purchafeth.

TJr^, Sure, fure, fuch carping is not commendable.
Her. No ; nor to be fo odd, and from all faihions.

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable :

But who dare tell her fo ? If I Ihould fpeak,

She would mock me into air ; o, Ihe would laugh me
Out of myfelf, prefs me to death with wit.

Therefore let Benedick^ like cover'd fire,

Confume away in fighs, wafte inwai'dly :

It were a better death than dye with mocks ;

Which is as bad as dye with tickling.

tZRS. Yet tell her of it ; hear what fhe will fay.

Her. No ; rather I will go to Benedick^

And counfel him to fight againil his paffion :

And, truly, I'll devise fome honeft flanders,

To ilain my cousin with ; One doth not know.
How much an ill word may empoison liking.

Ur^, O, do not do your cousin fuch a wrong.
She cannot be fo much without true judgment^
(Having fo fwift and excellent a wit,

'5 No not to
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As fhe is pris'd to have) as to refuse

So rare a gentleman as fignior Benedick,

Her, He is the only man of Italy,

Always excepted my dear Claudio,

Urs, I pray you, be not angry with me, madam.
Speaking my fancy ; Signior henedick,

For fhape, for bearing, argument, and valour.

Goes foremoil: in report through Italy.

Her, Indeed, he hath an excellent good name.
Urs, His excellence did earn it, ere he had it.

—

When are you marry'd, madam ?

Her. Why, every day ; to morrow : Come, go in;

I'll fhew thee fome attires ; and have thy counfel.

Which is the befl to furnifli me to-morrow. [madam."
Urs, She's ta'en, I warrant you ; we have caught her.

Her, ^« If it prove fo, then loving goes by haps :
'*

Some Cupid kills with arrows, fome with traps."

[^Exeunt a^YiO J and Ursvl A. Beatrice aduances,

Bea, What fire is in mine ears ? Can this be true ?

Stand I condemn'd for pride and fcorn fo much ?

Contempt, farewel ! and, maiden pride, adieu !

No glory lives behind the back of fuch.

And, Be7zedick, love on, I will requite thee ;

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ;

If thou doft love, my kindnefs faall incite thee

To bind our loves up in a holy band :

For others fay, thou doll deserve ; and I

Believe it better than reportingly. [Exit,

SCENE II. A Room in Leonato'j Houfe,

Enter D. Pedro,Claudio, Benedick, /xWLe on ato.
T>,Pr,1 do but ftay 'till your marriage be confum-
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mate, and then go I toward Arragon.

Cla, ril bring you thither, my lord, if you'll

vouchfafe me.

D.P£.Nay, that would be as great a foyl in the

new glofs of your marriage, as to fnew a child his new
coat, and forbid him to wear it. I will only be bold

with Benedick for his company ; for, from the crown
of his head to the foal of his foot, he is all mirth : he
hath twice or thrice cut Ctfpid's bow-ftring, and the

little hangman dare not fhoot at him : he hath a heart

as found as a bell, and his tongue is the clapper; for

what his heart thinks, his tongue fpeaks.

Ben. Gallants, I am not as I have been.

Leo, So fay I ; methinks, you are fadder.

Cla, I hope, he be in love.

D. P£. Hang him, truant; there's no true drop of
blood in him, to be truly touch'd with love : if he be
fad, he wants money.

Ben, I have the tooth-ach.

D.P^.Draw it.

Ben, Hang it

!

Cla, You muft hang it firft, and draw It afterwards.

D. jPf.What r figh for the tooth-ach ?

Leo, Where is but a humour, or a worm ?

Ben, Well, Every one can mailer a grief, but he
that has it.

Cla, Yet fay I, he is In love.

D.P£. There is no appearance of fancy in him, un-

lefs it be a fancy that he hath to ftrange difguises ; as,

to be a Dutchman to - day, a Frenchman to - morrow ;

or in the lhape of two countries at once, as, a Ger-

man from the wafte downward, all flops, and a Spa-

*5 cannot mafter

Vol, II. O
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niard from the hip upward, no doublet : unlefs he have

a fancy to this foolery, as it appears he hath, he is no
fool for fancy, as you would have it appear he is.

Cla, If he be not in love with fome woman, there

is no believing old figns : he brufhes his hat o' morn-
ings ; What ftiould that bode ?

D.Pii.Hath any man feen him at the barber's ?

Cla. No, but the barber's man hath been feen with

him ; and the old ornament of his cheek hath already

ftufT'd tennis-balls.

Leo. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by
the lofs of a beard.

D.Pf.Nay, he rubs himfelf with civet; Can you
fmell him out by that ?

Cla, That's as much as to fay, The fweet youth's

in love.

D.P^.The greatefl: note of it is his melancholy.

Cla* And when was he wont to wafh his face ?

D.Pf.Yea, or to paint himfelf? for the which, I

hear what they fay of him.

Cla, Nay, but his jefting fpirit; which is now crept

into a lute-ftring, and now govern'd by flops.

D. P£. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him : Con-
elude, conclude, he is in love.

Cla. Nay, but I know who loves him.

D.P£. That would I know too ; I warrant, one that

knows him not.

Cla, Yes, and his ill conditions; and, in defpight

of all, dies for him.

D. P£ . She fhall be bury'd with her heels upwards.

Ben. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach

Old fignior, walk afide with me ; I have ftudy'd eight

her face upwards
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or nine wise words to fpeak to you, which these

hobby-horfes muft not hear.

[^Exeu7it Benedick, and Leonato.
D. Pe, For my life, to break with him about Beatrice.

Cla. 'Tis even fo : Hero and Margaret have by this

played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the two bears

will not bite one another, when they meet.

Enter Don John.
jy,Jo, My lord and brother, God fave you.

D.jP£.Good den, brother.

D. Jo, If your leisure ferv'd, I would fpeak with you.

D. Tn private ?

D.^o.If it please you:— yet count Claudio may
hear ; for what I would fpeak of, concerns him.

D. Pe. What's the matter ?

D.^o. Means your lordihip [/oCla.] to be marry'd

to-morrow ?

D.P£. You know, he does.

D.^o. I know not that,when he knows what I know.
Cla, If there be any impediment, I pray you, dif-

cover it.

D. Jo, You may think, I love you not ; let that ap-

pear hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now
will manifeft : For my brother, I think, he holds you
well ; and in dearnefs of heart hath holp to efFeft your
enfuing marriage : furely, fuit ill fpent, and labour ill

bellowed.

D. P£ . Why, what's the matter ?

D.70.I came hither to tell you; and, circum-
flances Ihorten'd, ( for Ihe hath been too long a'talking

about) the lady is difloyal.

CiA. Who? Hero?

O 2
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D.^o. Even fhe ; Leonato*s Hero, your Hero, every

man's Hero,

Cla. Dilloyal?

D.yo. The word is too good to paint out her wick-

ednefs ; I could fay, Ihe were worfe ; think you of a

worfe title, and I will fit her to it : Wonder not 'till

further warrant : go but with me to-night, you lhall fee

her chamber-window enter'd ; even the night before her

wedding-day : if you love her then^ to-morrow wed her;

but it would better fit your honour to change your mind.

Cla, May this be fo ?

T>,PeA will not think it.

D. Jo, If you dare not trufl: that you fee, confefs not

that you know : if you will follow me, I will Ihew yott

enough ; and when you have feen more, and heard

more, proceed accordmgly.

Cla, If I fee any thing to-night, why I Ihould not

marry her ; to-morrow, in the congregation, where I

fhould wed, there will I lhame her.

D.P£. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will

join with thee to difgrace her.

D.^o. I will difparage her no farther, 'till you are

my witnefTes ; bear it coldly but 'till midnight, and let

the iffue fhew itfelf.

D.P£. O day untowardly turned !

Cla, O niifchief ftrangely thwarting !

D.^o, O plague right well prevented !

So will you fay, when you have feen the fequel. [Exeunt,

SCENE III. J Street,

£«/^r Dogberry, Verges, ^vith the Watch.

Dog, Are you good men and true ?
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V'Eti, Yea, or elfe it were pity but they fnould fuf-

fer falvation, body and foul.

Dog. Nay, that were a punilhment too good for

them, if they fhould have any allegeance'in them, be-

ing chosen for the prince's watch. [^j.

Fer. Well, giv^e them their charge,neighbour Dc^^^r-

Dog, Firft, who think you the moft desartlefs man
to be conflable ?

1 . W, Hugh Oatcake^ fir, or George Seaccal ; for they

can write and read.

Dog, Come hither, ntighhonr Se^.ccal : God hath

bleff'd you with a good name : to be a well-favour'd

man is the gift of fortune ; but to write and read comes
by nature.

2JV, Both which, mailer conliable,—

Doc, You have ; I knew it would be your anfwer :

Well, for your favour, fir, why, give God thanks,

and make no boafh of it ; and for your writing and
reading, let that appear when there is no need of fuch

vanity. You are thought here to be the moll fenfelefs

and fit man for the conllable of the watch ; therefore

bear you the lanthorn : This is 3^our charge ; You fhall

comprehend all vagrom m.en ; yo^ are to bid any man
fiand, in the prince's name.

2, IV, How if he will not ftand ?

Dog. Why then, take no note of him, but let him
go ; and presently call the reil of the watch together,

and thank God you are rid of a knave.

Fer. If he will not ftand when he is bidden, he is

none of the prince's fubjeds.

Doc, True, and they are to meddle with none but

the prince's fubjedls : _-_You lhall alfo make no noise in

o 3
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the flreets ; for, for the watch to babble and to talk,

is moft tolerable and not to be endured.

2. W, We will rather fleep than talk ; we know what
belongs to a watch.

Dog, Why, you fpeak like an ancient and moft quiet

watchman ; for I cannot fee how fieeping fhould offend:

only, have a care that your bills be not ftoln :
— Well,

you are to call at all the ale-houses, and bid those that

are drunk get them to bed.

z,W, How if they will not ?

Dog, Why then, let them alone 'till they are fober

;

if they make you not then the better anfwer, you may
fay, they are not the men you took them for.

Well, fir.

Dog, If you meet a thief, you may fufpeft him, by
virtue of your office, to be no true man ; and, for fuch

kind of men, the lefs you meddle or make with them,

why, the more is for your honefty.

zJV, If we know him to be a thief, fhall we not

lay hands on him ?

Dog, Truly, by your office, you may ; but, I think,

they that touch pitch will be defil'd : the moft peaceable

way for you, if you do take a thief, is, to let him fhew

himfelf what he is, and fteal out of your company.
Vek, You have been always caird a merciful man,

partner.

Dog. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will

;

much more a man who hath any honefty in him.

VtJL, If you hear a child cry in the night, you muft

call to the nurfe, and bid her ftill it.

2 . W, How if the nurfe be afleep,and will not hear us?

Dog. Why then, depart in peace, and let the child
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wake her with crying : for the ewe that will not hear

her lamb when it baes, will never anfwer a calf when
he bleats,

Ver. 'Tis very true.

Dog. This is the end of the charge. You, con-

ftable, are to present the prince's own perfon ; if you

meet the prince in the night, you may fray him.

Fer. Nay, by'r-lady, that, I think, he cannot.

Dog, Five Ihillings to one on't, with any man that

knows the ftatutes, he may ftay him : marry, not with-

out the prince be willing : for, indeed, the watch ought

to offend no man ; and it is an offence to ftay a man
againft his will,

Ver, By'r-lady, I think, it be fo.

Dog, Ha, ha, ha! Well, maflers, goodnight: an

there be any matter of weight chances, call up me

:

keep your fellows' counfels, and your ov/n, and good
night. Come, neighbour.

z,W. Well, mafters, we hear our charge : let us go
fit here upon the church-bench till two, and then all

to-bed.

. Dog, One word more, honeft neighbours : I pray

you, watch about fignior Leo7iato's door ; for the wed-
ding being there to-morrow, there is a great coyl to-

night : Adieu ; be vigitant, I befeech you,

\^Exeunt Dogberry, Verges.
Enter Borachio, and Conrade.

BoR, What, Conrade,—
2.W. Peace, ftir not,'*

BoR» Conrade, I fay,

—

Con. Here, man, I am at thy elbow.

BoR, Mafs, and my elbow itch'd^ I thought, there

04
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would a fcab follow.

Cou. I will owe thee an anfwer for that ; and now
forward with thy tale.

BoK, Stand thee clofe then under this pent-houfe,

for it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true drunkard,

utter all to thee.

Some treason, mailers ; yet ftand clofe."

BoR, Therefore know, I have earned of Don John
a thousand ducats.

Co^. Is it poiTible that any villany fhould be fo

dear ?

BoR. Thou fhould'ft rather afk, if it were polTible

any villany fhould be fo rich : for when rich villains

have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what
price they v;ill.

Coi^. I wonder at it.

BoR, That fhews, thou art unconnrm'd : Thou
knoweft, that the fafhion of a doublet, or a hat, or a

cloak, is nothing to a man.
Coisr. Yes, it is apparel.

BoR, I mean, the faihion.

Co^'. Yei, the fafnion is the fafhion.

Bo R . Tulh ! I may as well fay, the fool's the fool. But
fee'fl: thou not what a deform'd thief this fafhion is \

\,W, I know \^\2XDefor7n d\ he has been a vile"

thief this feven year ; he goes up and down like
"

a gentleman : I remember his name."
BoR Did'fl thou not hear fome body ?

Co^r. No; 'twas the vane on the houfe.

BoR, See'fl thou not, I fay, what a deform'd thief

this fafhion is ? how giddily he turns about all the

hot bloods , between fourteen and five and thirty t
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fometimes fafhioning them like Pharaoh"^ foldiers in

the reechy painting ; fometime, like god Bel'^ priefts

in the old church-window ; fometime, like the ftiaven

Hercules in the fmirtcht worm-eaten tapeftry, where his

cod-piece feems as mafTy as his club ?

Co//. All this I fee ; and fee, that the fafhion wears

out more apparel than the man : But art not thou thy-

felf giddy with the fafhion too, that thou haft Ihifted

out of thy tale into telling me of the fafhion ?

BoR, Not fo neither : but know that I have to-night

wooed Margaret^ the lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the

name of Hero ; fhe leans me out at her miftrefs' cham-
bers-window, bids me a thousand times good-night,

—

I tell this tale vilely : I fhould lirft tell thee, how the

prince, Claudio^ and my mafter, planted, and placed,

and possefTed by my mafter Don John^ faw afar oiF in

the orchard this amiable encounter.

CoiV. And thought they, Margaret was Hero ?

BoR. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio^

but the devil my mafter knew fhe was Margaret ; and
partly by his oaths, which firft possefT'd them, partly

by the dark night, which did deceive them, but chief-

ly by my villany, which did confirm any flander that

Don John had made, away went Claudio enrag'd ;

fwore he would meet her, as he was appointed, next

morning at the temple, and there, before the whole
congregation , ftiame her with what he had feen

o'er night, and fend her home again without a hus-

band.

1 . W, \Jiartwg out upon them,'] We charge you in the

priiKie's name, ftand.

2. ^T. Call up the right mafter conftable : We have



Much Ado ahout Nothinr,

here recovered the moft dangerous piece of lecnery

that ever was known in the common-wealth.
1. W. And one Deformed is one of them ; I know

him, he wears a lock.

Coat. Mafters, mafters,

—

2, You'll be made bring Deform\d fon\i^ I war-

rant you.

Coat. Mafters,

—

I . Wi* Never fpeak, we charge you, let us obey you
to go with us.

BoR. We are like to prove a goodly commodity,
being taken up of these men's bills.

Con, a commodity in queftion, I warrant you.

—

Come, we'll obey you. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV . J Room in Leonato's Houfe,

Enter Hero, Margaret, Ursula.
Her, Good Urfuluy v/ake my cousin Beatrice^ and

desire her to rise.

Ur^, I will, lady.

Her. And bid her come hither.

Vrs, V/ell. [£';t'/> Ursula.
AL? J?. Troth, I think, your other rebato were

better.

Her, No, pray thee^ good Meg, I'll wear this.

Mar, By my troth, 's not fo good; and, I warrant,

-your cousin will fay fo.

Her, My cousin's a fool, and thou art another;

I'll wear none but this.

Mar, I like the new tire within excellently, if the

hair were a thought browner : and your gown 's a moft

rare falhion, i' faith* I faw the dutchefs of Milan's
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gown, that they praise fo.

Her, O, that exceeds, they fay.

Mar. By my troth, 'shut a night-gown in refpe£l

of yours : Cloth o'gold, and cuts, and lac'd with

filver ; fet with pearls, down fleeves, fide lleeves, and
fkirts round, under-born with a blueifh tinfel ; but,

for a fine, queint, graceful, and excellent fafhion, yours

is worth ten on't.

Her, God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is

exceeding heavy !

Mar, 'Twill be heavier foon, by the weight of a man.
Her, Fie upon thee ! art not afham'd ?

Mar 'Of what, lady? of fpeaking honourably ? Is

not marriage honourable in a beggar ? Is not your lord

honourable without marriage ? I think, you would
have me fay, faving your reverence,— a husband : an

bad thinking do not wrefl true fpeaking, I'll offend no
body : Is there any harm in— the hea^vhrfor a husband?

None, I think, an it be the right husband, and the

right wife ; otherwise, 'tis light, and not heavy ; Afk

my lady Beatrice elfe, here fhe comes.

Enter Beatrice.
Her, Good morrow, coz.

Be A, Good morrow, fvveet Hero,

Her, Why, how now ! do you fpeak in the fick

tune ?

Bea, I am out of all other tune, methinks.

Mar. Clap's into—' Light d* lo^je\ that goes without

a burden ; do you fmg it, and I'll dance it.

Bea, Yes, Light d" lo^e, with your heels ! —then if

your husband have ftables enough, you'll fee he fhall

lack no barns.

30 Ye Light alove
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Mar. O illegitimate conftrudlion! I fcorn that with

my heels.

Be A. 'Tis almoft five o'clock, cousin ; 'tis time you
were ready. By my troth, I am exceeding ill : hey ho !

Mar, For a hawk, a horfe, or a husband ?

Be A. For the letter that begins them all, H.
Mar Well, an you be not turn'd Turk, there's no

more failing by the flar.

Be A, What means the fool, trow?

M^i?. Nothing I; but God fend every one their

heart's desire

!

Her. These gloves the count fent me, they are an

excellent perfume.

Bea, I am iluft, cousin, I cannot fmell.

Af^i?, A maid, and Huft ! there's goodly catching

of cold !

Bea, O, God help me ! God help me ! How long

have you profeff'd apprehenfion ?

Mar, Ever fmce you left it ; Doth not my wit be-

come me rarely ?

Bea, It is not feen enough, you fhould wear it in

your cap By my troth, I am fick.

M^ij.Getyou fome of this diftill'd Carduus Bene-

diSlus, and lay it to your heart ; it is the only thing

for a qualm.
Her. There thou prick'ft her with a thiftle.

Bea, BenediBus ! Why Benedidus ? You have fome
moral in this Benedt^ius,

. Moral ? no, by ray troth, I have no moral
meaning ; I meant, plain holy thiflle. You may
think, perchance, that I think you are in love ; nay,

by 'r-Iady, I am not fuch a fool to think what I lift

;
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nor I lift not to think what I can ; nor, indeed, I can-

not think, if I would think my heart out o' thinking,

that you are in love, or that you will be in love, or

that you can be in love : yet Be?iedick was fuch ano-

ther, and now is he become a man : he fwore, he

would never marry ; and yet now, in defpight of his

heart, he eats his meat without grudging : and how
you may be converted, I know not ; but, methinks,

you look with your eyes as other women do.

BeA, What pace is this that thy tongue keeps ?

Mar, Not a falfe gallop.

Re-enter Ursula.
Urs, Madam, withdraw; the prince, the count,

fignior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of the

town, are come to fetch you to church.

Her, Help to drefs me, good coz, good Meg, good
JJrfula, \Exeunt,

SCENE V. Another Room in the fame.
Enter Leon a to, Dogberry, and Verges.

Leo, What would you with me, honeft neighbour ?

Dog, Marry, fir, I would have fome confidence with

you, that decerns you nearly.

Leo, Brief, 1 pray you, for you fee it is a busy
time with me.

Dog, Marry, this it is, fir:

Ver, Yes, in truth, it is, fir.

Leo. What is it, my good friends ?

Dog, Goodman Verges, fir, fpeaks a little of the

matter: an old man, fir, and his wits are not fo blunt,

as, God help, I would desire they were ; but, in faith,

honeft, as the Ikin between his brows.
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Ver. Yes, I thank God, I am as honeft as any man
living, that is an old man, and no honefter than I.

Dog. Comparifons are odorous, palabrasy neigh-

bour Verges.

Leo. Neighbours, you are tedious.

Dog. It pleases your worfhip to fay fo, but we are the

poor duke's officers ; but, truly, for mine own part,

if I were as tedious as a king, I could find in my heart

to beftow it all of your worlhip.

Leo. All thy tedioufnefs on me ! ah !

Dog. Yea, an 'twere a thousand pound more than

'tis : for I hear as good exxlamation on your worlhip,

as of any man in the city ; and though I be but a poor

man, I am glad to hear it.

Ver. And fo am I.

Leo. I would fain know what you have to fay.

Fer. Marry, fir, our watch to-night, excepting your

worfhip's presence, have ta'en a couple of as arrant

knaves as any in MeJJina.

Dog. a good old man, fir; he will be talking; as

they fay. When the age is in, the wit is out ; God
help us ! it is a world to fee ! Well faid, i' faith,

neighbour Verges : well, God's a good man ; An two
men ride of a horfe, one muft ride behind : — An ho-

neft foul, i' faith, fir ; by my troth, he is, as ever broke
bread : but, God is to be worihip'd ; All men are not

alike ; alas, good neighbour !

Leo. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too Ihort of you.
Dog. Gifts that God gives.

Leo. I muft leave you.

Dog. One word, fir: our watch, fir, have, indeed,

comprehended two afpitious perfons, and wc would have
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them this morning examined before your worfhip.

Leo, Take their examination yourfelf, and bring

It me ; I am now in great hafte, as may appear unto

you.

Dog, It fhall be fuffigance.

Leo, Drink fome wine ere you go : fare you well.

Enter a MefTenger. ^

Mef. My lord, they flay for you to give your daugh-

ter to her husband.

Leo, I'll wait upon them ; I am ready.

{Exeunt Leonato, Meflenger,

T>0G. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis Sea-

C6aly bid him bring his pen and ink-horn to the jail

;

we are now to examination these men.
Fer, And we muft do it wisely.

Dog, We will fpare for no wit, I warrant you;
here's that lhall drive fome of them to a no7i-co?n :

only get the learned writer to fet down our excommu-
nication, and meet me at the }ail. \Exeunt,

act: IV.
SCENE I. J Church.

^

EnterD.Ved^o, Z). John, Leon a to, Friar,CL audio.
Benedick, Hero, Be atrice.

Leo, Come, friar Francis^ be brief ; only to the

plain form of marriage, and you lhall recount their

particular duties afterwards.

Fn\ You come hither, my lord, to marry this lady ?

Cla. No. [her.

Leq, To be marry'd to her, friar ; you come to marry
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Fri. Lady, you come hither to be marry'd to this

count ?

Her. I do.

Fri, If either of you know any inward impedi-

ment why you fhould not be conjoyned, I charge you,

on your fouls, to utter it.

Cla, Know you any, Hero ?

Her. None, my lord.

Fri. Know you any, count?

Leo. I dare make his anfwer, no7ie.

Cla. O, what men dare do ! what men may do !

what men daily do ! not knowing v/hat they do,

Ben. How now ! interjeftions ? Why then, fome
be of laughing, as, ha, ha, ha!

Cla^ Stand thee by, friar : — Father, by your leave.

Will you with free and unconftrained foul

Give me this maid your daughter ?

Leo. As freely, fon, as God did give her me.

Cla. And what have I to give you back,whose worth
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ?

D. Pe . Nothing, unlefs you render her again, [nefs:

Cla. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thankful-

There, Leonato^ take her back again ;

Give not this rotten orange to your friend ;

She's but the fign and femblance of her honour :—
Behold, how like a maid fhe blufhes here :

O, v/hat authority and fliew of truth

Can cunning fin cover itfelf withal !

Comes not that blood, as modeft evidence

To witnefs fimple virtue ? Would you not fwear.

All you that fee her, that fhe were a maid.

By these exterior ftiews ? But Ihe is none :
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She knows the heat of a luxurious bed

:

Her blufh is guiltinefs, not modefty.

Zjeo. What do you mean, my lord ?

Cla. Not to be marry'd ;

Not knit my foul to an approved wanton.

Z/£0 . Dear, Uear my lord, if you in your own proof

Have vanquifh'd the resiflance of her youth,

And made defeat of her virginity,— [her,

Cla, I know what you would fay ; Tf I have known
You will fay, (he did embrace me as a husband.

And fo extenuate the forehand fm :

No, Leonato,

I never tempted her with word too large

;

But, as a brother to his fider, fliew'd

Bafhful fmcerity, and comely love.

Hep., And feem'd I ever otherwise to you ?

Cla. Out on thy feeming ! I will write againft it

:

You feem to me as Dian in her orb ;

As chaft as is the bud ere it be blown

;

But you are more intemperate in your blood

Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals

That rage in favage fenfuality.

Her. Is my lord well, that he doth fpeak fo wide ?

Leo, Sweet prince, why fpeak not you ?

D.P£. What Ihould I fpeak ?

I ftand difhonour'd, that have gone about

To link my dear friend to a common Hale.

Leo. Are these things fpoken, or do I but dream ?

D. Jo, Sir, they are fpoken, and these things are true.

Ben. This looks not like a nuptial.

Her. True, o God !

Cla, Leonatoy Stand I here ?

' 7 on thee feeming

Vol. II. P
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Is this the prince ? Is this the prince's brother ?

Is this face Heroes ? Are our eyes our own ?

Leo, All this is fo ; But what of this, my lord ?

Cla» Let me but move one queftion to your daughter^

And, by that fatherly and kindly power
That you have in her, bid her ^nfwer truly.

Leo. I charge thee do fo, as thou art my child.

Her, O God defend me ! how am I befet !

What kind of catechising call you this ?

Cla, To make you anfwer truly to your name.
Her, Is it not Hero P Who can blot that name

With any juft reproach ?

Cla, Marry, ihsit cm Hero

;

Hero itfelf can blot oat Hero's virtue.

What man was he talk'd with you yefternight

Out at your v^^indow, betwixt twelve and one?
Now, if you are a maid, anfwer to this.

Her, I talk'd with no man at that hour, my lord.

D. P£. Why, then are you no maiden. Leonato^

I am forry you muft hear ; Upon mine honour,

Myfelf, my brother, and this grieved count.

Did fee her, hear her, at that hour laft night,

Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ^

Who hath, indeed, moft like a liberal villain,

ConfefT'd the vile encounters they have had
A thousand times in fecret..

D. yo . Fie, iie ! _ they are

Not to be nam'd, my lord, not to be Ipoke of

;

There is not chaftity enough in language,

Without offence, to utter them : ^ Thus, pretty lady,

I am forry for thy much mifgovernment.

Ci^.' O Hero! what a Hero had'ft thou been,,
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If half thy outward graces had been plac'd

About thy thoughts, and counfels of thy heart

!

But, fare thee well, moft foul, moft fair! farewel.

Thou pure impiety, and impious purity !

For thee Fll lock up all the gates of love

;

And on my eyelids fhall conjedure hang,

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm.
And never fhall it more be gracious.

Leo, Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ?

[Hero /woons.

Bea . Why,how now,cousin?whereforefmk you down ?

D.^o .Come,let us go : these things,come thus to light.

Smother her fpirits up.

[Exeunt D. Pedro, Z>. John, a7jd Claudio.
Ben, How doth the lady ?

Bea, Dead, I think; — Help, uncle ;

Hero, why, Hero ; — Uncle, Signior Benedicky—
Friar,—

Leo, O fate, take not away thy heavy hand

!

Death is the faireft cover for her lhame.

That may be wifh'd for.

Bea> How now, cousin Hero P

Fri, Have comfort, lady.

Leo, Doft thou look up ?

Fri, Yea ; Wherefore fhould fhe not ?

Leo, Wherefore r Why, doth not ev^ery earthly thing

Cry ftiame upon her ? Could fhe here deny
The ftory that is printed in her blood ? —
Do not live. Hero ; do not ope thine eyes

:

For did I think thou would'ft not quickly dye.

Thought I thy fpirits were ftronger than thy fhames.

Mvfelf would, on the rear-ward of reproaches.
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Strike at thy life. — Griev'd I, I had but one ?

Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame ?

O, one too much by thee ! Why had I one ?

Why ever waft thou lovely in my eyes ?

Why had I not, with charitable hand.

Took up a beggar's iffiie at my gates ;

Who fmeared thus, and mir'd with infamy,

I might have faid, No part of it is mine^

^his (harne deri'ues it/elffrom unknown loins P

But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd.

And mine that I was proud on ; mine fo much.
That I myfelf was to myfelf not mine,

Valuing of her ; why fhe, o, flie, is fallen

Into a pit of ink ! that the wide fea

Hath drops too few to walh her clean again j

And fait too little, which may feason give

To her foul tainted flefh !

Ben, Sir, fir, be patient

:

For my part, I am fo attir'd in wonder,

I know not what to fay.

Bej^, O, on my foul, my cousin is bely'd !

Ben, Lady, were you her bedfellow laft night ?

Be A. No, truly, not; although, until laft night,

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.

Leo, Confirm'd, confirm'd! O, that is ftronger made.
Which was before bar'd up with ribs of iron !

Would the two princes lye ? and Claudio lye ?

Who lov'd her fo, that, fpeaking of her foulnefs,

Wafh'd it with tears ? Hence from her ; let her dye.

Fri. Hear me a little

;

For I have only been filent fo long,

And given way unto this courfe of fortune.
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By noting of the lady : I have mark'd
A thousand blufhing apparitions

To ilart into her face ; a thousand innocent fhamcs

In angel whitenefs bear away those blufhes ;

And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire,

To burn the errors that these princes hold

Againft her maiden truth : Call me a fool

;

Truft not my reading, nor my observation.

Which with experimental feal doth warrant

The tenour of my book ; truft not my age^

My reverence, calling, nor divinity.

If this fweet lady lye not guiltlefs here

Under fome biting error.

Zfo. Friar, it cannot be :

Tliou feeft, that all the grace, that fhe hath left.

Is, that fhe will not add to her damnation
A fm of perjury; fhe not denies it:

Why feek'ft thou then to cover with excufe

That which appears in proper naked nefs ?

Fri, Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of?

Hek, They know, that do accuse tne ; I know none :

If I know more of any man aliv€,

Than that which maiden modefty doth warrant.

Let all my fins lack mercy ! O my father.

Prove you that any man with me converPd
At hours unmeet, or that I yefternight

Maintain'd the change of words with any creature.

Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death.

Fri. There is fome ftrange mifprision in the princes.

Ben, Two of them have the very bent of honour;
And if their wisdoms be mifled in this,

The praftife of it lives in John the baftard.

s obfcrvations.
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Whose fpirits toil in frame of villanies.

0. I know not ; If they fpeak but truth of her.

These hands fhall tear her ; if they wrong her honour.

The proudefl of them fhall well hear of it.

Time hath not yet fo dry'd this blood of mine,

Nor age fo eat up my invention,

Nor fortune made fuch havock of my means,

Nor my bad life reft me fo much of friends,

But they (hall find, awak'd in fuch a kind,

Both ftrength of limb, and policy of mind.

Ability in means, and choice of friends.

To quit me of them throughly.

Fri, Pause a while.

And let my counfel fway you in this cafe.

Your daughter here the princes left for dead

;

Let her a while be fecretly kept in,

And publifh it, that fhe is dead indeed :

Maintain a mourning oftentation ;

And on your family's old monument
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites

That appertain unto a burial.

Leo, What fhall become of this ? What will this dor

Fri, Marry, this, well carry'd, fnall on her behalf

Change flander to remorfe ; that is fome good :

But not for that dream I on this flrange courfe,

But on this travail look for greater birth.

She dying, as it mufl be fo maintain'd,

Upon the inflant that fhe was accus'd.

Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excus'd.

Of every hearer : For it fo falls out,

That what we have we prize not to the worth,

Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd, and loft,

'5 princcflc (left
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Why, then we rack the value ; then we find

The virtue, that posseflion would not give us

Whiles it was ours :
— So will it fare with Claudio ':

When he ihall hear fhe dy'd upon his words.

The idea of her life (hall fweetly creep

Into his ftudy of imagination ;

And every lovely organ of her life

Shall come apparel'd in more precious habit.

More moving-delicate, and full of life.

Into the eye and prcfped of his foul,

Than when fhe liv'd indeed : then fhall he mourn,
( If ever love had intereft in his liver)

And wifh he had not fo accused her

;

No, though he thought his accusation true.

Let this be fo, and doubt not but fuccefs

Will fafhion the event in better fhape

Than I can lay it down in likelihood.

But if all aim but this be level'd falfe.

The fupposition of the lady's death

.

Will quench the wonder of her infamy :

And, if it fort not well, you may conceal her

(As beft befits her wounded reputation)

In fome reclusive and religious life,

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries.

Ben. Signior.Leo?2/2to, let the friar advise you.

And though, you know, my inwardnefs and lov^e

Is very much unto the prince and C/audio

,

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this

As fecretly, and juftly, as your foul

Should with your body.

Leo, Being that, al90!

I flow in grief, the fmalleft twine may lead me.

P4
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Fri, 'Tis well confented ; presently away

;

For to Grange lores ftrangely they ftrain the cure

Come, lady, dye to live : this wedding-day,

Perhaps, is but prolonged ; have patience,and endure.

[Exeunt FrisLT, Hero, ^WLeonato.
Ben, Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ?

BEyi. Yea, and I will weep a while longer.

Ben. I will not desire that.

BEji. You have no reason, I do it freely.

Ben. Surely, I do believeyour fair cousin is wronged.

BEji, Ah, how much might the man deserve of me,

that would right her !

Ben. Is there any way to Ihew fuch friendfhip }

Bea. a very even way, but no fuch friend.

Ben. May a man do it?

Bea. It is a man's office, but not yours.

Ben. I do love nothing in the world fo well as you ;

Is not that ftrange ?

Bea. As llrange as the thing I know not : It were

as pofTible for me to fay, I loved nothing fo well as you :

but believe me not, and yet I lye not ; I confefs nothing,

nor I deny nothing: — I am forry for my cousin.

Ben. By my fword, Beatrice, thou lov'ft me.

Bea. Do not fwear by it, and eat it.

Ben. I will fwear by it, that you love me ; and I

will make him eat it, that fays, I love not you.

Bea. Will you not eat your word ?

Ben. With no fauce that can be devised to it : I

proteft, I love thee.

Bea. Why then, God forgive me !

Ben, Wliat offence, fweet Beatrice

P

Bea. You have flayed me in a happy hour; 1 was
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about to proteft, I loved you.

Ben, And do it with all thy heart.

Beji, I love you with fo much of my heart, that

none is left to proteft.

Ben, Come, bid me do any thing for thee.

BeA. Kill Claudio,

Ben. Ha! not for the wide world.

Bea. You kill me to deny it: Farewel.

Ben, Tarry, fweet Beatrice,

Be A, I am gone, though I am here: — There Is no
love in you : "~ Nay, I pray you, let me go.

Ben, Beatrice

—

BejI, In faith, I will go.

Ben. We'll be friends firft.

BeA. You dare easier be friends with me, than fight

with mine enemy.
Ben, Is Claudio thine enemy ?

Be A. Is he not approved in the height a villain,

that hath flandered, fcorned, difhonoured my kins-

v/oman?-"0, that I were a man! — What, bear her

in hand until they come to take hands ; and then with

publick accusation , uncovered flander, unmitigated

rancour,— O God, that I were a man ! I would eat his

heart in the market-place.

Ben, Hear me, Beatrice:

Be A. Talk with a man out at a window? — a pro-

per faying

!

Ben. Nay but, Beatrice ;

Bea, SwcGt Hero/ fhe is wrong'd, flie is flandered,

Ihe is undone.

Ben, Beat^
Bea. Princes, and counts ! Surely, a princely tefti-

3* Counties

!
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mony ; a goodly count- confeft ; a fvveet gallant, Pure-

ly ! O, that I were a man for his fake ! or that I had
any friend would be a man for my fake ! But manhood
is melted into court'fies, valour into compliment ; and
men are only turned into tongue, and trim ones too :

he is now as valiant as Herculesy that only t^lls a lye,

and fvvears It :
— I cannot be a man with wilhing, there-

fore I will dye a woman with grieving.

5£A^. Tarry, (wtti Beatrice : By this hand, I lov«

thee.

Be A. Use it for my love fome other way than fwear-

ing by it.

Ben» Think you in your foul, the count Claudia

hath wrong'd Hero P

Be A. Yea, as fure as I have a thought, or a foul.

Ben, Enough, I am engaged, T will challenge him

;

I will kifs your hand, and fo leave you : By this hand,

Claudio fhall render me a dear account : As you hear

of me, fo think of me. Go, comfort your cousin : I

muft fay, fhe is dead^ and fo, farewel. [Exeunt,

SCENE II. J Jail.

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton, in Gonvns ;

and W2itc\iy <voith Conrade, Bor achio.
Z)oG. Is our whole diffembly appeared ?

Ver, Oj a. ftool and a cufhion for the fexton.

Sex. Which be the malefa6lors ?

Dog. Marry, that am I, and my partner.

Fer. Nay, that's certain; we have the exhibition

to examine.

Sex. But which are the offenders that are to be exa-

mined ? let them come before mafter conftable.
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Dog. Yea, marry, let them come before me—What
16 your name, friend ?

£oR, Borachio,

Dog, Pray, write down— Borachio— Yours, firrah ?

Co jsr. I am a gentleman, fir, and my name is Cofirade,

Dog, Write down — mafter gentleman Conrade, ^
Mafters, do you ferve God ?

CoN.BoR. Yea, fir, we hope.

Do g . Write down— that they hope they ferveGod~
a,nd write, God, firft ; for God defend but God fhould

g^o before fuch villains ! — Mafters, it is proved already

that you are little better than falfe knaves, and it will

go near to be thought fo fhortly ; How anfwer you
for yourfelves ?

Con, Marry, fir, we fay, we are none.

Dog, a marvelous witty fellow, I affure you ; but

I will go about with him Come you hither, firrah

;

a word in vour ear, fir ; I fay to you, it is thought

you are falfe knaves.

BoK, Sir, I fay to you, we are none.

Dog. Well, ftand afide
—'Fore God, they are both la

a tale : Have you writ down — that they are none ?

Sex, Mafter conftable, you go not the way to exa-

mine ; you muft call forth the watch that are their ac-

cusers.

Dog. Yea, marry, that's the efteft way : Let the

watch come forth :-_Mafters, I charge you in the prince's

name accuse these men,
i.PF, This man faid, fir, that Don Jo&n, the prince's

brother, was a villain.

Do G , Write down—prince John a villain:—Why, this

is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother— villain.
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BoR. Mafter conftable,—

Dog, Pray thee, fellow, peace; I do not like thy

look, I promise thee.

Sex. What heard you him fay elfe ?

2. JV. Marry, that he had received a thousand du-
cats of Don Jchfty for accusing the lady Hero wrong-
fully.

Dog, Flat burglary, as ever was committed.
Fer, Yea, byth'mafs, that it is.

Sex, What elfe, fellow ?

1 . W, And that count Claudio did mean, upon his

words, to difgrace Hero before the whole affembly, and
not marry her.

Dog, O villain ! thou wilt be condemn'd into ever-

lafting redemption for this.

Sex, What elfe ?

2, W. This is all.

Sex, And this is more, mailers, than you can de-

ny : prince John is this morning fecretly ftoln away ;

Hero was in this manner accused, in this very man-
ner refus'd, and upon th^ grief of this fuddenly dy'd

Mafter conftable, let these men be bound, and brought
to LeoKato's ; I will go before, and Ihew him their exa-

mination. [Exit Sexton.

Dog, Come, let them be opinion'd.

Fer, Let them be in bands.

Con. Off, coxcomb !

Dog, God's my life ! where's the fexton ? let him
write down — the prince's officer, coxcomb— Come,
bind them : — Thou naughty varlet

!

Con, Away ! you are an afs, you are an afs.

Dojg. Doft thou not fufpedl my place ? Doft thou

2-6 V. Noie,
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1

not fufpeft my years ?""0, that he were here to write

me down— an afs ! — but, mafters, remember that I

am an afs ; though it be not written down, yet for-

get not that I am an afs : No, thou villain, thou

art full of piety, as fliall be prov'd upon thee by good
witnefs : I am a wise fellow ; and, which is more, an
officer ; and, which is more, a houfeholder

; and,

which is more, as pretty a piece of fiefh as any is in

Mejjtna ; and one that knows the law, go to ; and a

rich fellow enough, go to ; and a fellow that hath had
lofTes, and one that hath two gowns, and every thing

handfome about him ; _ Bring him away. O, that I

had been writ down— an afs ! \Exeunt.

SCENE I. Before hton2L\.o's Houfe.

£«/^r Leo NATO, Antonio.

ANr. If you go on thus, you will kill yourfelf

;

And 'tis not wisdom, thus to fecond grief

Againft yourfelf.

Lf.o, T pray thee, ceafe thy counfel,

Which falls into mine ears as profitlefs

As water in a fieve : give not me counfel

;

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear.

But fuch a one whose wrongs do fuit with mine:
Bring me a father, that fo lov'd his child.

Whose joy of her is overwhelmed like mine.

And bid him fpeak of patience ;

Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine,
And let it anfwer every ftrain for ftrain

;
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As thus for thus, and fuch a grief for fuch,
^

In every lineament, branch, ftiape and form

:

If fuch a one will fmile, and ftroak his beard ;

Bid forrow, wag; cry, hem ! when he fhould groan ;

Patch grief with proverbs ; make miffortune drunk
With candle-wafters ; bring him yet to me.

And I of him will gather patience.

But there is no fuch man : For, brother, men
Can counfel, and fpeak comfort to that grief

Which they themfelves not feel ; but, tafting it.

Their counfel turns to paflion, which before

Would give preceptial medecine to rage,

Fetter ftrong madnefs in a filken thread.

Charm ach with air, and agony with words :

No, no ; 'tis all men's office to fpeak patience

To those that wring under the load of forrow ;

But no man's virtue, nor fufficiency.

To be fo moral, when he ihall endure

The like himfelf : therefore give me no counfel

;

My griefs cry louder than adv^ertisement.

JnT. Therein do men from children nothing differ.

Leo, I pray thee, peace ; I will be flefh and blood ;

For there was never yet philofopher.

That could endure the tooth-ach patiently;

However they have writ the ftile of gods.

And made a pifh at chance and fufferance.

ANr, Yet bend not all the harm upon yourfelf

;

Make those, that do offend you, fuffer too.

Leo, There thou fpeak'ft reason : nay, I will do fo:

My foul doth tell me. Hero is bely'd ;

And that (hall Claudio know, fo (hall the prince,

And all of them that thus difhonour her.

^ And forrow, wagge, a pufli at
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Ant, Here comes the prince, and Claudia^ haftily.

• Enter D. FEDKOy ^WClaudio.
D. Pi:. Good den, good den.

Ciw4. Good day to both of you.

Leo. Hear you, my lords,

—

D. PE,We have fome hafte, Leonato. [lord:^

Le 0 . Some hafte, my lord !
— well, fare you well, my

Are you fo hafty now ? — well, all is one.

D. P£. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man.
Ant, If he could right himfelf with quarreling.

Some of us would lye low.

Cla, Who wrongs him, Uli [thou~
Leo. Marry, thou doll: wrong me, thou diffembler.

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy fword,

I fear thee not.

Cla. Marry, beflirew my hand,

If it Ihould give your age fuch cause of fear

:

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my fword.

Leo. Tufh, tufh, man, never fleer and jell at mc j

1 fpeak not like a dotard, nor a fool

;

As, under priviledge of age, to brag

What I have done being young, or what would do
Were I not old : Know, Claudio, to thy head,

Thou haft fo wrong'd mine innocent child, and me.
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by ;

And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many days.

Do challenge thee to trial of a man.
I fay, thou haft bely'd mine innocent child ;

Thy flander hath gone through and through her heart.

And flie lies bury'd with her anceftors

:

O ! in a tomb where never fcandal flept.

Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villany^
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Cla. Myvillany?
Leo. Thine, Claudio, thine, I fay.

D.P£.You fay not right, old man.
Leo. My lord, my lord,

I'll prove it on his body, if he dare ;

Defpight his nice fence, and his adlive praftice,

His May of youth, and bloom of luftyhood.

Cx^. Away, I will not have to do with you. [child,

Leo. Can'it thou fo dafFe me ? Thou haft kill'd my
If thou kiirft me, boy, thou (halt kill a man.
Jnt. He ftiall kill two of us, and men indeed

:

But that's no matter; let him kill one firft,—

Win me, and wear me,— let him anfwer me :

Come, follow me, boy ; come, fir boy, follow me :

Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foyning fence ;

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.

Leo. Brother,—

Jnt. Content yourfelf: God knows, I lov'd my niece;

And fhe is dead, flander'd to death by villains

;

That dare as well anfwer a man indeed,

As I dare take a ferpent by the tongue

:

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacksy milk-fops,

—

Leo. Brother ^«/<5«>',— [y^2,

JNT. Hold you content ; What, man ! I know them;

And what they weigh, even to the utmoft fcruple

:

Scambling, out-facing, falhion-mong'ring boys.

That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave and flander.

Go antickly, and flievv outward hideoufnefs.

And fpeak off half a dozen dangerous words.

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durft.

And this is all.

Leo. But, brother -^a-/^;?)',—

fir boy, come follow *9 fpeakc of hiilfc
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Aur, Come, 'tis no matter;

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. [tlence*

D.P£. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your pa-

My heart is forry for your daughter's death

;

But, on my honour, Ihe was charg'd with nothing
But what was true, and very full of proof.

Leo, My lord, my lord,—

D.i^j.I will not hear you.

Leo, No? —
Come, brother, away : — I will be heard :

Ai^r. And lhall,

Or fome of us will fmart for it.

\Excunt Leonato, and Ai^-tohio,

D.P£.See, fee.

Here comes the man we went to feek.

Enter Benedick.
Czji. Now, fignior

!

What news ?

£en. Good day, my lord. [to D. Pedro.

D.Pe. Welcome fignior

:

You are almoft come to part almoft a fray.

Clj4. We had like to have had our two noses fnapt

off with two old men without teeth.

D. Pe. Leonato, and his brother : What think'ft thou ?

had we fought, I doubt we fhould have been too young
for them.

Ben. In a falfe quarrel there is no true valour.

I came to feek you both.

Clj4. We have been up and down to feek thee ; for

wc are high-proof melancholy, and would fain have it

beaten away : Wilt thou use thy wit ?

Ben. It is in my fcabbard ; Shall I draw it i

Vol, II. CL
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D.Pe. Doft thou wear thy wit by thy fide ?

Ci^. Never any did fo, though very many have

been befide their wit—I will bid thee draw, as we do
the minftrels ; draw, to pleasure us.

D.P£.As I am an honeft man, he looks pale:

Art thou fick, or angry ?

Clj4. What ! courage,man ! What,though care kill'd

a cat, thou haft mettle enough in thee to kill care.

Ben, Sir, I ihall meet your wit in the career, an

you charge it againft me ; I pray you, choose another

fubjedl.

Cla, Nay, then give him another ftafF ; this Isrfl

was broke crofs.

D.P£.Bythis light, he changes more and more f

I think, he be angry indeed.

Clj4, If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.

Ben. Shall I fpeak a word in your ear ?

Clj4, God blefs me from a challenge

!

Ben. You are a villain ;
— I jeft not ;

— I will make
it good how you dare, with what you dare, and when
you dare : Do me right, or I will proteft your cowardice:

You have kill'd a fweet lady, and her death ftiall fall

heavy on you : Let me hear from you.

Clj4^ Well,l will meet you, fo I may have good cheer.

D.Pf. What, a feaft ? a feaft ?

CljI. r faith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to a

calves-head, and a cap-on ; the which if I do not

carve moft curioufly, fay, my knife's naught— Shall

I not find a woodcock too ?

Ben. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily.

D.Pr.ril tell thee, how Beatrice prais'd thy wit

the other day : I faid, thou had'ft a fine wit ; True^



Much Ado about Nothing. 77

fays Ihe, a fine little one ; No^ faid I , a great njjit ;

Right y fays fhe, a great grofs one ; hiay^ faid I, a good

^it ; Jiijly faid fhe, it hurts no body ; Nay^ faid I, the

ge?itleman is 'wise ; Certain, faid fhe, a n^ise gentle-

man ; Nay, faid I, he hath the tongues ; That I believe

y

faid fhe ; for he Jnvore a thing to me on monday nighty

njjhich heforfvoore on tuesday morning ; there^s a double

tonguey there''s tn^o tongues : Thus did fhe, anjiour to-

gether, tranf-fhape thy particular virtues ; yet, at lafl,

fhe concluded with a figh, thou waft the propereft man
in Italy.

Cla. For the which fhe wept heartily, and faid,

fhe car'd not.

D.i^E.Yea, that fhe did ; but yet, for all that, an

if fhe did not hate him deadly, ihe would love him
dearly : the old man's daughter told us all.

Cla, All, all; and moreover, God favv him when
he was hid in the garden.

D.Pf. But when fhall we fet the favage bulPs horns

On the fenfible Benedick's head ?

Cla, Yea, and text underneath. Here dwells Bene-

dick the marry d man,

Ben, Fare you well, boy; you know my mind; I

will leave you now to your gofiip-like humour : you
break jefts at braggarts do their blades, which, God be
thanked, hurt not.__My lord, for your many courtefies

I thank you; I muft difcontinue your company: your

brother the baflard is fled from MeJJina ; you have,

among you, kill'd a fweet and innocent lady : For my
lord Lack-beard there, he and I fhall meet ; and 'till

then, peace be with him. [Exit Benedick.
• D.Pf.Heis in earnefl.

0.2
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Cla, In moft profound earneft ; and, I'll warrant

you, for the love of Beatrice,

D.P£.And hath challeng'd thee?

Cla. Moft fincerely.

T>,Pe, What a pretty thing man is, when he goes

in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit !

Enter Dogberry, Verges, atid the Watch,

^ ^mth CoNRADE, and Borachio.
Cla, He is then a giant to an ape : but then is an

ape a doftor to fuch a man.
D.P-E.But, foft you, let be ; pluck up my heart,

and be fad : Did he not fay, my brother was fled ?

DoQ, Come you, fir ; if juftice cannot tame you,

fne fhall ne'er weigh more reasons in her balance

:

nay, an you be a curfing hypocrite once, you muft be

look'd to.

D.Pf.How now, two of my brother's men bound !

Borachio one 1

Cla, Hearken after their offence, my lord !

D.P£. Officers, what offence have these men done ?

Dog, Marry, fir, they have committed falfe report;

moreover, they have fpoken untruths ; fecondarily,

they are flanders ; fixth and laftly, they have bely'd a

lady ; thirdly, they have verify 'd unjufi things ; and,

to conclude, they are lying knaves*

DiP£.Firft, I afk thee what they have done; third-

ly, I afk thee what's their offence ; fixth and laftly,

why they are committed ; and, to conclude, what you

lay to their charge.

Cla, Rightly reason'd^ and in his own division ;

and, by my troth, there's one meaning well fuited.

D.PiE.Who have you offended, mafters, that yoM

*
' let me be.
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are thus bound to your anfwer ? this learned conftable

is too cunning to be underftood : What's your offence ?

BoR, Sweet prince, let me go no farther to mine

anfwer ; do you hear me, and let this count kill me.

I have deceived even your very eyes : what your wis-

doms could not difcover, these lhallow fools have brought

to light ; who, in the night, overheard me confeffing to

this
"I"

man, how Don John your brother incenfed me
to flander the lady Hero ; how you were brought into

the orchard, and faw me court Margaret in Hiro\ gar-

ments ; how you difgrac'd her, when you fhould marry

her : my villany they have upon record ; which I had
rather feal with my death, than repeat over to my
lhame : the lady is dead upon mine and my matter's

falfe accusation ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but the

reward of a villain. [blood ?

D. Pi:. Runs not this fpeech like iron through your

Cla, I have drunk poison, whiles he utter'd it,

D. Pe. But did my brother fet thee on to this r

BoR . Yea, and pay'd m-e richly for the pra6lice of it,

D. P^. He is compos'd and fram'd of treachery :

And fled he is upon this villany.

Cla* Sweet Hero I now thy image doth appear

In the rare femblance that I lov'd it firft.

Dog, Come, bring away the plaintiffs ; by this

time, our fexton hath reformed fignior Leonato of the

matter : And, mailers, do not forget to fpecify, when
time and place fhall ferve, that I am an afs.

Ver, Here, here comes mailer fignior Leonato^ and
the fexton too.

Re-enter Leonato, and Antonio ;

Sexton attending.

CL3
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Leo. Which is the villain ? Let me fee his eyes

4

That when I note another man like him,

I may avoid him : Which of these is he ?

BoR. If you would know your wronger, look on me.

Leo, Art thou the flave, that with thy breath hafl

Mine innocent child ? [kill'd

BoR. Yea, even I alone.

Leo, No, not fo, villain; thou bely'ft thyfelf

;

Here ftand a pair of honourable men,
A third is fled, that had a hand in it :

I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death

;

Pvccord it with your high and worthy deeds ;

'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it.

Cla^ I know not how to pray your patience.

Yet I mull fpeak : Choose your revenge yourfelf

;

Impose me to what penance your invention

Can lay upon my fm : yet fm'd 1 not,

But in miilaking.

D.Pe, By my foul, nor I

;

And yet, to fatiffy this good old man,
I would bend under any heavy weight
That he'll enjoin me to.

Leo, I cannot bid you bid my daughter live.

That were impofllble ; but, I pray you both,

Possefs the people in Mejpna here

How innocent fhe dy'd : and, if your love

Can labour ought in fad invention,

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb,

And fmg it to her bones ; fing it to-night :

To-morrow morning come you to my houfe ;

And fince you could not be my fon-in-law,

Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter.
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jfiLlmoft-the copy of my child that's dead.

And Ihe alone is heir to both of us

;

Give her the right you fhould have given her cousin.

And fo dies my revenge,

Cla. O noble fir,

Your over-kindnefs doth wring tears from me

!

I do embrace your offer; and difpcse

For henceforth of poor Claudio.

Leo, To-morrow then I will expe(^ your coming;
To-night I take my leave This naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret^

Who, I believe, was packt in all this wrong,

Hir'd to it by your brother.

BoR, No, by my foul, llie was not;

Nor knew not vv^hat fhe did, when fhe fpoke to me :

But always hath been juft and virtuous,

In any thing that I do know by her.

Dog. Moreover, fir, (which, indeed, is not under

-white and black) this plaintiff here, the offender,

did call me afs ; I befeech you, let it be remember'd
in his punilhment : And alfo, the watch heard them
talk of one Deforrnd: they fay, he wears a key in his

€ar, and a lock hanging by it ; and borrows money in

God's name ; the which he hath us'd fo long, and never

payed, that now men grow hard-hearted, and will lend

nothing for God's fake : pray you, examine him upon
that point.

Leo^ I thank thee for thy care and honeft pains.

Dog, Your worfhip fpeaks like a moft thankful and
jeverend y9uth ; and I praise God for you.

i£ 0 , There's
=f=

for thy pains.

Dog. God fave the foundation!

0.4
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Leo. Go, I difcharge thee of thy prisoner, and I

thank thee.

Dog, I leave an arrant knave with your worlhip

;

which I befeech your worlhip to corre6t yourfelf, for

the example of others. God keep your worfhip ; I wifh

your worfhip well ; God reftore you to health : I humbly
givx you leave to depart ; and if a merry meeting may
be wilh'd, God prohibit it. _ Come, neighbour.

\^Exeunt Dogberry, Verges, and Watch.
Leo, Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewel.

Ant. Farewel,my lords ; we look for you to-morrow.

D.Pz.We will not fail.

Cla, To-night Til mourn with Hero,

[Exeunt D, Pedro, and Clavdio.
Leo. Bring you these fellows on; we'll talk with Af^^r-

How her acquaintance grew with this lewd kWovj, {garet^

[Exeunt.

SCENE II. A Room in thefame.

Enter Benedick, and Mar g a r e t, meeting,

Ben. Pray thee, fweet miftrefs Margaret, deserve well

at my hands, by helping me to the fpeech of Beatrice,

Mar. Will you then write me a fonnet in praise of

my beauty ?

Ben. Jn fo hich a ftile, Margaret, that no man liv-

ing ihali come over it ; for, in mofl comely truth, thou

deserveft it.

Ma r . To have no man come over me ? why, fliall I

always keep above flairs ^

Ben. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's mouth,

it catches.

Mar. And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils, which

*9 keep below ftaires
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hit, but hurt not.

Beij, a moft manly wit, Margaret, it will not hurt

a woman ; and fo, I pray thee, call Beatrice : I give

thee the bucklers.

Ma r . Give us the fwords,we have bucklers ofour own.

Ben, If you use them, Margaret, you muft put in

the pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous weapons
for maids.

Mar. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, I think,

hath legs. [Exit Margaret.
Ben. And therefore will come

The god of lo^e, [finging,

that Jits aho^e,

and kno^s me, and knonjos ??ie,

hoiAj pitiful I deserve,
—

I mean, in finging ; but in Xowmq^y-^Leander the good
fwimmer, Troilus the firft employer of pandars, and a

whole book full of these quondam carpet- mongers,

whose names yet run fmoothly in the even road of a

blank verfe, why, they were never fo truly turn'd over

and over, as my poor felf, in love : Marry, I cannot fhew

it in rime ; I have try'd ; I can find out no rime to lady,

but hady, an innocent's rime ; forfcorn, horn, a hard

rime ; for fchool, fool, a babbling rime ; very ominous
endings : No, I was not born under a riming planet

;

nor I cannot woo in feflival terms. —
Enter Beatrice.

Sv^'Qtt Beatrice, would'ft thou come when I call'd thee ^

BeA. Yea, fignior, and depart when you bid me.
Ben. O, ftay but 'till then !

BeA, Then, is fpoken ; fare you well now : and
yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for, which is.
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with knowing what hath paff'd between you and ClauJiG*

Ben, Only foul words; and thereupon I will kifs thee,

Bea. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind is

but foul breath, and foul breath is noyfome ; therefore

I will depart unkift.

Ben. Thou haft frighted the word out of his right

fenfe, fo forcible is thy wit : But I muft tell thee plain-

ly, Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and either I muft

fhortly hear from him, or I will fubfcribe him a coward.

And, J pray thee now, tell me, for which of my bad
parts did'ft thou firft fall in love with me ?

Beji. For them all together ; which maintained fo

politick a ftate of evil, that they will not admit any
good part to intermingle with them. But for which of

my good parts did you firft fufFer love for me ?

Ben. Suffer lo^ve ; a good epithet ! I do fufFer love,

indeed, for I love thee againft my will.

Bea. In fpight of your heart, I think ; alas, poor

heart ! If you fpight it for my fake, I will fpight it for

yours ; for I will never love that which my friend hates.

Ben. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably.

Bea. It appears not in this confefTion ; there's not

one wise man among twenty, that will praise himfelf.

Ben. An old, an old inftance, Beatrice, that liv'd

in the time of good neighbours : if a man do not ereft

in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he fhall live no
longer in monument, than the bell rings, and the

widow weeps.

Bea, And how long is that, think you ?

Ben, Queftion ? Why, an hour in clamour, and a

quarter in rheum : Therefore is it moft expedient for

the wise, ( if Don Worm^ his confcience, find no im-



Much Ado about Nothing. 85

pediment to the contrary) to be the trumpet of his

own virtues, as I am to myfelf : So much for praising

myfelf, ( who, I myfelf will bear witnefs, is praise-

worthy ) and now tell me, How doth your cousin ?

Be^. Very ill.

Ben. And how do you ?

BeA* Very ill too.

Ben, Serve God, love me, and mend : there will I

leave you too, for here comes one in hafte.

Enter Ursula.
Urs. Madam, you muft come to your uncle : yon-

der's old coil at home : it is proved my lady Hero hath

been falfely accus'd, the prince and Claudio mightily

abus'd ; and Don John is the author of all, who is fled

and gone : Will you come presently ?

BeA. Will you go hear this news, fignlor ?

i>jE:jv. I will live in thy heart, dye in thy lap, and be

bury'd in thy eyes ; and, moreover, I v/ill go with thee

to thy uncle. \Exeiint,

SCENE III. J Church^

A ftately Monument in the Front,

Enter^ nvith Attendants^ and Musicky Z). Pedro,
Claudio, and Others, hearing Papers.

Cla, Is this the monument of Leonato?

Att, It is, my lord. ofaScrowl.

Cla, Done to death ivithJland'rous tongues [reading out

njoas the Hero that here lies :

death , in guerdon of her njorongSy

giues herfame ^hich ne^ver dies :

Jo the life, that dyd nx>ith Jhamgy

li'ves in death avith gloriousfame.

' 9 uncles.
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Hang thou there upon the tomb, [affixing it*

Praising her when I am dumb
Now, musick, found, and fing your folemn hymn.

Song.
Pardon, goddefs of the night,

those that Jlenjo thy <virgin knight ;

for the njohich, <iJoith Jongs of njjoe,

round about her tomb they go :

Midnight, ajjift our moan,

help us toJtgh and groan,

heauily, heaijily

:

gra^-ves, yanjjn, andyieldyour dead,

^till death he uttered,

heauily, heavily,

Cla, Now unto thy bones good night

!

Yearly will I do this rite.

Pe, Good morrow, mafters ; put your torches out

:

The wolves have prey'd ; and, look, the gentle day.

Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about

Dapples the drowsy eaft with fpots of grey

:

Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well.

Cla, Good morrow, mafters ; each his feveral way.
D. Pr. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds 3

And then to Leonato^ we will go.

Cla, And, Hymen, now with luckier iffue fpeed's.

Than this, for whom we render'd up this woe.

SCENE IV. J Room in Leonato'j Houfe.

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Hero,
Be ATRicE, Ursula, Margaret, ^WFriar.

Fri, Did I not tell you Ihe was innocent ?

Leo, So are the prince and Claudio,'^\iO ac-cus'd her.

»5 U, lio^
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Upon the error that you heard debated :

But Margaret was in fome fault for this ;

Although againft her will, as it appears

In the true courfe of all the queftion.

JNT, Well, I am glad that all things fort fb well.

Ben, And fo am I, being elfe by faith enforced

To call young Claudio to a reck'ning for it.

Lzo. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all.

Withdraw into a chamber by yourfelves,

And, when I fend for you, come hither mafk'd

:

The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour

To visit me ; You know your office, brother

;

You muft be father to your brother's daughter.

And give her to young Claudio,

Jnt, Which I will do with confirm'd countenance.

\^Exeu?it Ladies.

Ben, Friar, T muft entreat your pains, I think.

Fri. To do what, fignior ?

Ben, To bind me, or undo me, one of them.—
Signior Leonato^ truth it is, good fignior,

Your niece regards me with an eye of favour.

Leo, That eye my daughter lent her;_'Tis moft true.

Ben, And I do wuh an eye of love requite her.

Leo, The fight whereof, I think, you had from me.
From Claudio, and the prince ; But what's your will ?

Ben, Your anfwer, fir, is enigmatical

:

But, for my will, my will is, your good will

May ftand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd

I' the ftate of honourable marriage ; _
In which, good friar, I lhall desire your help.

Leo, My heart is with your liking.

Fri, And my help.
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Here comes the prince, and Claudio,

Enter D. Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants,

D,Pe, Good morrow to this fair aflembly.

Leo. Good morrow, prince ; good morrow ^ Claudio,

We here attend you ; Are you yet determin'd

To-day to marry with my brother's daughter ?

Clj4. I'll hold my mind, were fhe an Ethiope,

Leo, Call her forth, brother, here's the friar ready.

[^x/V Antonio.
D. P£ « Good morrow, Benedick : Why, what's the mat-

That you have fuch a February face, [ter.

So full of froft, of ftorm, and cloudinefs ?

Cla, I think, he thinks upon the favage bull : —
Tufh, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold,

And all Europa lhall rejoyce at thee ;

As once Europa did at luHy Jo^e,
When he would play the noble beaft in love.

Ben, Bull Jo^vcy fir, had an amiable low ;

And fome fuch ftrange bull leapt your father's cow,

And got a calf in that fame noble feat,

Much like to you, for you have juft his bleat. [ings

—

Clj4, For this I owe you : here comes other reck'n-

Re-enter Antonio, n^jith the Ladies majk'd.

Which is the lady I mufl feize upon ?

Ant, This fame is fhe,")~ and I do give you her. [face.

Cla, Why, then ftie's mine : —Sweet, let me fee your
Leo, No, that you fliall not, 'till you take her hand

Before this friar, and fwear to marry her.

Cla, Give me your hand before this holy friar

;

I am your husband, if you like of me. [wife :

Her, And when I Xv^''dL\unTnaJking\ I was your other

And when you lov'd, you were my other husband.

»5 Leo. This
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Cla. Another Hero?
H^R, Nothing certainer

:

One Hero dy'd defiPd ; but I do live.

And, furely as T live, I am a maid.

D. i^i:. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead !

Luo, She dy'd, my lord, but whiles her flander liv'd.

Fri. All this amazement can I qualify \

When, after that the holy rites are ended,

I'll tell you largely of fair Hero\ death

:

Mean time let wonder feem familiar,

And to the chapel let us presently.

Beu, Soft and fair, friar : — Which is Beatrice ?

Bea. I anfwer to that name ; {unmajkingl What is

Bev. Do not you love me ? [your will ?

BeA, Why, no, no more than reason. \_dioy

Ben, Why, then your uncle,and the prince,and Clau-

Have been deceived ; for they fwore, you did.

Be A, Do not you love me ?

Ben. Troth, no, no more than reason.

BeA, Why, then my cousin, Margaret^ and Urfula,

Are much deceiv'd ; for they did fw^ear, you did.

Ben, They fwore, that you were almoft fick for me.
BeA, They fwore, th atyou were wtII nigh dead forme.
Ben, 'Tis no fuch m.atter:—Then,you do not lov^e me?
Bea. No, truly, but in friendly recompence.
Her. Come,cousin,Iamfure you love the gentleman.

Cla. And I'll be fworn upon't, that he loves her

;

For here's a paper
"f",

written in his hand,

A halting fonnet of his own pure brain,

Falhion'd to Beatrice.

Her, And here's
=f=

another.

Writ in my cousin's hand, ftoln from her pocket.

Lton, Corns
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Containing her afFe^ion unto Benedick.

Ben. a miracle ! here's our own hands againft our
hearts !

~ Come, I will have thee ; but, by this light,

I take thee for pity.

BeA, I would not deny you ;
"~ but, by this good

day, I yield upon great perfuasion ; and, partly,

to fave your life, for I was told, you were in a con-

fumption.

Ben. Peace, I will flop your mouth. [_kij/^ng her,

D. P£.How doft thou, Benedick the marry'd man ?

Ben. I'll tell thee what, prince ; a colledge of
wit-crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : Doft

thou think, I care for a fatire, or an epigram ? No :

if a-man will be beaten with brains, he fhall wear no-

thing handfome about him : In brief, fince I do pur-

pose to marry, I will think nothing to any purpose

that the world can fay againft it : and therefore never

flout at me for what I have faid againft it ; for man is

a giddy thing, and this is my conclusion— For thy

part, Claudioy I did think to have beaten thee ; but,

in that thou art like to be my kinsman, live unbruis'd,

and love my cousin.

Cla. I had well hop'd, thou would'ft have deny'd

Beatrice^ that I mjght have cudgel'd thee out of thy

fmgle life, to make thee a double dealer ; which, out

of queftion, thou wilt be, if my cousin do not look ex-

ceeding narrowly to thee.

Ben. Come, come, we are friends -.
— let's have a

dance ere we are marry'd, that we may lighten our

own hearts, and our wives' heels.

Leo. We'll have dancing afterward.

Ben. Firft, o' my word ; therefore, play, musick—

s> Leon, Peace
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Prlnoe, thou art fad ; get thee a wite, get thee a

wife : there is no ftaiF more reverend than one tipt

with horn.

Enter a Meflenger. c

Mef, My lord, your brother John is ta'en in flight.

And brought with armed men back to MeJJina.

Ben, Think not on him 'till to-morrow ; I'll de-

vise thee brave puniihments for him— Strike up,

pipers. [Dance.
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LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST.

jcr I.

SCENE T. Navarre. Pari offome country Palace.

Enter King, Biron, Long aville, and Dumain.

Kin, Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives.

Live regifler'd upon our brazen tombs.

And then grace us in the difgrace of death

;

When, fpite of cormorant devouring time,

The endeavour of this present breath may buy
That honour, which lhall bate his fcythe's keen edge.
And make us heirs of all eternity.

Therefore, brave conquerors,— for fo you are,

That war againft your own affedlions.

And the huge army of the world's desires,

—

Our late edi6l fhall ftrongly ftand in force

:

Navarre fhall be the wonder of the world %

Our court ihall be a little academe.
Still and contemplative in living art.

You three, Biron^ Dumain^ and Longa'vilky

Have fworn for three years' term to live with me,

R 3
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My fellow-fcholars, and to keep those fiatutes

That are recorded in this "|" fcedule here :

Your oaths are paft, and now fubfcribe your names

;

That his own hand may ftrike his honour down,
That violates the fmalleft branch herein

:

If you are arm'd to do, as fworn to do,

Subfcribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too. [faft

;

Loif, I amresolv'd : \^fubjcrihes.'\ 'tis but a three years'

The mind fhall banquet, though the body pine :

Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits

Make rich the ribs, but bank'rout quite the wits.

DvM. My loving lord, Dumain is mortify'd

;

The grofier manner of these world's delights

He throws upon the grofs world's bafer flaves :

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and dye ;

^ With all these living in philofophy. \^fubfcribes.

BiR. I can but fay their protcftation over.

So much, dear liege, I have already fworn.

That is. To live and ftudy here three years.

But there are other ftri6l observances :

As, not to fee a woman in that term ;

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there.

And, one day in a week to touch no food

;

And but one meal on every day befide ;

The which, I hope, is not enrolled there.

And then, to fleep but three hours in the night,

And not be feen to wink of all the day

;

( When I was wont to think no harm all night.

And make a dark night too of half the day)

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there.

O, these are barren talks, too hard to keep.

Not to fee ladies, ftudy, faft, not fleep.
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Kin, Your oath Is paff'd to pafs away from these.

BiR . Let me fay, no, my liege, an if you please ;

I only fvvore, to ftudy with your grace,

And ftay here in your court for three years' fpace.

Lou, You fvvore to that, Birony and to the reft.

BiR, By y^a and nay, fir, then I fwore in jeft, ^
What is the end of ftudy ? let me know. [know.

Kin, Why, that to know, which elfe we fhould not

BiR, Things hid and bar'd, you mean, from common
Kin, Ay, that is ftudy's god-like recompence. [fenfc?

BiR, Come on then, I will fwear to ftudy fo.

To know the thing 1 am forbid to know :

As thus,— To ftudy where I well may dine.

When I to feaft exprefly am forbid ;

Or, ftudy where to meet ibme miftrefs fine,

When miftreftes from common fenfe are hid :

Or, having fworn too hard -a- keeping oath.

Study to break it, and not break my troth.

If ftudy's gain be thus, and this be fo,

Study knows that which yet it doth not know :

Swear me to this, and I will ne'er fay, no.

Kin. These be the ftops that hinder ftudy quite.

And train our intelle£ls to vain delight.

BiR . Why, all delights are v^in ; but that moft vain

Which, v.dth pain purchaf'd, doth inherit pain :

As, painfully to pore upon a book.

To feek the light of truth ; while truth the while

Doth fallly blind the eye-fight of his look :

Light, feeking light, doth light of light beguile :

So, ere you find where light in darknefs lies.

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes.

Study me how to please the eye indeed.

»+faft
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By fixing it upon a fairer eye

;

Who dazling fo, that eye (hall be his heed,

And give him light that was it blinded by.

Study is like the heaven's glorious fun.

That will not be deep fearch'd with fancy looks 5

Small have continual plodders ever won.
Save bafe authority from others' books.

These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights.

That give a name to every fixed liar,

Have no more profit of their ihining nights.

Than those that walk and wot not what they arc.

Too much to know, is, to know nought but fame ;

And every godfather can give a name.

Kin, How well he's read, to reason againfi: reading !

DuM . Proceeded well, to ftop all good proceeding, [ing.

LoN. He weeds the corn, and ftill lets grow the weed-

£iR . The fpring is near,when green geefe are a breed

-

DuM. How follows that ?

J9iR . Fit in his place and time.

DuM. In reason nothing.

JBiR, Something then in rime.

Kin. Biron is like an envious fneaping froft,

That bites the firft-born infants of the fpring.

BiR . Well, fay, I am? why fhould proud fum.mer boaft.

Before the birds have any cause to fmg ?

Why fliould I joy in an abortive birth ?

At chriftmas I no more desire a rose,

Than vvifli a fnow on M^'s new-fangl'd earth ;

But like of each thing that in feason grows.

So you, to ftudy now it is too late.

Climb o'er the houfe to unlock the little gate.

Kin, Well, fit you out : go home, Biron ; adieu.

^
3 it was *6 in any a- v. Note»
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BiR . No,my good lord ; I have fworn to ftay with you

:

And, though I have for barbarism fpoke more,

Than for that angel knowledge you can fay.

Yet confident Fll keep what I have fwore.

And bide the penance of each three years' day.

Give me the paper, let me read the fame ;

And to the ftri6l'ft decrees I'll write my name.
Kin. How well this yielding refcues thee from lhame!

BiR, [reads, ^ \x.tm. That no ^oman Jhall co?ne <within

a mile of my court : Hath this been proclaimed ?

Zoi\r. Four days ago.

BiR. Let's fee the penalty, [reads,
'\
— on pain of losing

her tongue— Who devis'd this penalty ?

Lov, Marry, that did I.

BiR . Sweet lord, and why ?

Lou, To fright them hence with that dread penalty.

BiR . A dangerous law againft gentility ! [reads.

Item, If any man be feen to talk njoith a yooman within

the term of threeyears^ he Jhall endure fuch publick Jhame
as the reft of the court can pojjibly de<vise,

This article, my liege, yourfelf muft break

;

For, well you know, here comes in embaffy
The French king's daughter, with yourfelf to lpeak,~*

A maid of grace, and compleat majefty,—

About furrender-up of Aquitain

To her decrepit, fick, and bed-rid father

:

Therefore this article is made in vain.

Or vainly comes the admired princefs hither.

Kin. What fay you, lords ? why, this was quite forgot.

BiR . So ftudy evermore is overfhot

;

While it doth ftudy to have what it would.

It doth forget to do the thing it Ihould :

' 7 V. Note,



8 Loue^s Lahour^s lojf.

And when it hath the thing it hunteth moft,

'Tis won, as towns with fire ; fo won, fo loft.

Kin, We muft of force difpenfe with this decree

;

We muft lie here on meer neceffity.

BiR, Neceflity will make us all forfworn

Three thousand times within this three years' (pace

:

For every m.an with his aiFed:s is born

;

Not by might mafter'd, but by fpecial grace :

If I break faith, this word lhall fpeak for me,
I am forfworn on meer neceffity.

So to the laws at large I write my name

:

S^fubfcrihesy and gi'ves back the Paper*

And he that breaks them in the leaft degree.

Stands in attainder of eternal ftiame

:

Suggeftions are to others, as to me

;

But, I believe, although I feem fo loth,

1 am the laft that will laft keep his oath.

But is there no quick recreation granted ?

Kin, Ay ,that there is : our court,you know, is haunted
With a refined traveller of Spain ;

A man in all the world's new faftiion planted.

That hath a mint of phrases in his brain :

One, whom the musick of his own vain tongue
Doth ravifh, like enchanting harmony ;

A man of compliments, whom right and wrong
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny :

This child of fancy, that Armado hight.

For interim to our ftudies, ftiall relate,

In high-born words, the worth of many a knight

From tawny Spain^ loft in the world's debate.

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I

;

But, I proteft, I love to hear him lie,

4 She muft
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And I will use him for my minftrelfy.

BiR. Armado is a moft illuftrious wight,

A man of fire-new words, fafhion's own knight.

Lou, Cojiard xki^ fwain, and he, fhall be our fport;

And, fo to ftudy, three years is but fhort.

Enter Dull, ^ith Costard, and a Letter.

DuL, Which is the duke's own perfon ?

BiR. This, -f fellow ; What would'il ?

DuL . I myfelf reprehend his own perfon, for I am
his grace's tharborough : but I would fee his own per-

fon in flefh and blood,

£iR. This is he.

^DuL, Signior Arme^ Arme^ commends you : There's

villany abroad ; this
^f"

letter will tell you more.

Cos, Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me.

Kin, A letter from the magnificent Armado.

BiR . How low foever the matter, I hope in God for

high words.

LoN, A high hope for a low having : God grant us

patience

!

BiR. To hear? or forbear laughing ?

LoN. To hear meekly, fir, and to laugh moderately;

or to forbear both.

BiR . Well, fir, be it as the flile fhall give us cause

to climb in the merrinefs.

Cos. The matter is to me, fir, as concerning Jaque-

netta : The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner.

BiR, In what manner?
Cos, In manner and form following, fir ; all those

three : I was feen with her in the mannor houfe, fit-

ting with her upon the form, and taken following her

into the park ; which, put together, is, in manner

'9 low heaven, forbeare hearing.
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and form following. Now, fir, for the manner,— it

is the manner of a man to fpeak to a woman : for the

form,— in fome form :

BiR . For the following, fir ?

Co 5. As it lhall follow in my corre6lion ; And God
defend the right!

Kin. Will you hear this letter with attention ?

BiR . As we would hear an oracle.

Co^. Such is the fimplicity of man to hearken after

the flefli.

I Kin, [reads.] Great deputy^ the woelkin s we - gerent^

and Jole dominator of Navarre, my jouVs earth*s God,

and hodys fojiring patron^

Cos, Not a word of Cojiard yet.

Kin, So it is,
—

Cos, It may be fo : but if he fay it is fo, he is, in

telling true, but fo fo*

Kin, Peace.

Cos, — be to me, and €very man that dares not fight

!

Kin, No words.

Cos, — of other men's fecrets, I befeech you.

Kin, So it is, hejieged nxjith fable- colour*d melancholy.,

I did commend the black opprefing humour to the mofi

wholfome physick of thy health-giving air ; andy as I
am a gentleman, betook myfelf to nvalk, The time

HJjhen ? About thefixth hour ; njohen beajis moji graze,

birds beft peck, and men fit do^n to that nourijhment

^jhich is called fupper. So much for the time nx)hen :

Noiv for the ground njuhich ; nvhich, I mean, I nvalkt

upon: it is ycleped, thy park. Thenfor the place nAjhere ;

^here, 1 mean, I did encounter that obfcene and moft

prepQjierous event, that drauoeth from my fno<w-njjhiis
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pen the ehon-colour*d ink, njohich here thou 'vienjjefl^ he-

holdeji, fur^eyeft, or Jeeji : But to the place nxjhere,— //

Jiandeth north-north-eaji and by eajtfrom the n.veji' corner

of thy curious-knotted garden : There did Ifee that lo^iu-

fpiritedfixjain, that hafe minnow of thy mirth

^

Cos. Me.
Kin, that unletteredfmall-knonuing foul,

Cos. Me.
Kin. that Jhallonv njaffal,

Cos. Still me.

Kin. 'which, as I remember, hight Coftard,

Cos. O me !

Kin. forted and conforted, contrary to thy efablijhed

proclaimed edid and continent canon, 'with — with ~"

o, fwith— but with this I pajjion to fay wherewith ~"

Cos. With a wench.

Kin. with a child of our grandmother Eve, a female ;

or, for thy more fweet underftanding, a <woman. Him,
I (as my e^ver-ejieemed duty pricks me on) hanje fent to

thee, to recei've the meed of punifhment, by thy fweet
grace's officer, Antony Dull ; a man of good repute,

carriage, bearing, and efimation.

DuL.yiQ, an't ihall please you ; I am Jntojiy Dull.

Kin. For Jaquenetta, (fo is the weaker njefel called,

*which I apprehefided with the aforejaidfwain) I keep

her as a njeffel of thy law^sfury ; andJhall, at the leaji

of thy fweet notice, bring her to trial.

Thine, in all compliments of demoted and heart-

burning heat of duty, Don Adriano de Armado.
BiR. This is not fo well as I look'd for, but the beft

that ever I heard. [you to this ?

Kin. Ay, the beft for the worft— But, firrah, what fay

»4 Which with.

/
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Cos, Sir, I confefs the wench.
Kift, Did you hear the proclamation ?

Cos. I do confefs much of the hearing it, but little

of the marking of it.

Kin, It was proclaimed a year's imprisonment to be

taken with a wench.

Cos. T was taken with none, fir; I was taken with

a damosel.

Kin, Well, it was proclaimed damosel,

Cos, This was no damosel neither, fn; (he was a

virgin.

Kin, It is fo vary'd too ; for it was proclaim'd,virgin.

Cos, If it were, I deny her virginity ; I was taken

with a maid.

Kin, This maid will not ferve your turn, fir.

Cos. This maid will ferve my turn, fir.

Kin. Sir, I will pronounce your fentence ; You lhall

faft a week with bran and water.

Cos. I had rather pray a month with mutton and
porridge.

Kin, And don Armada fhall be your keeper.—
My lord Biron, fee him deliver'd o'er. —
And go we, lords, to put in praftice that

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworn.

[Exeunt King, Lon. and DuM.
BiR. ril lay my head to any good man's hat.

These oaths and laws will prove an idle fcorn. —
Sirrah, come on.

Cos. I fufFer for the truth, fir: for true it is, I was
taken with Jaquenefta, and Jaquenetta is a true girl

;

and therefore. Welcome the four cup of profperity

!

Afflidlion may one day fmile again ; and, 'till then.
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Sit thee down, forrow. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. Another Part of the fame.

Enter AviUATiOy andMoTU.
Arm, Boy, what fign is it, when a man of great fpi-

rit grows melancholy ?

MoT. A great fign, fir, that he will look fad. [imp.

Arm. Why,fadnefs is one and the felffame thing,dear

MoT. No, no ; o lord, fir, no.

Arm. How canft thou part fadnefs and melancholy,

my tender juvenal ?

Mor, By a familiar demonftration of the workings
my tough fignior.

Arm, Why tough fignior? why tough fignior?

MoT. Why tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal ?

Arm. I fpoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent epi-

theton, appertaining to thy young days, vv^hich we may
nominate, tender.

Mor. And I, tough fignior, as an appertinent title

to your old time, which we may name, tough.

Arm. Pretty, and apt.

MoT. How mean you, fir ? I pretty, and my faying

apt ? or I apt, and my faying pretty ?

Arm, Thou pretty, because little.

Mor. Little pretty, because little : Wherefore apt?

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick.

Mor. Speak you this in my praise, mafter ?

Arm. In thy condign praise.

Mor, Twill praise an eel with the fame praise.

Arm. What ? that an eel is ingenious ?

Mor, That an eel is quick.

Arm. I do fay, thou art quick in anfwers : Thou
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heat'ft my blood.

Mor. I am anfwer'd, fir.

Arm> I love not to be croft. [him."

Mor. " He fpeaks the meer contrary, crofles love not

Arm. I have promised to ftudy three years with the

Afor. You may do it in an hour, fir. [duke.

Arm, Impoffible.

Mor. How many is one thrice told ? [fter.

Arm, I am ill at reck'ning,it fitteth the fpirit of a tap-

Mor. You are a gentleman, and a gamefter, fir :

Arm. I confefs both ; they are both the varnilh of

a compleat man.
Mor. Then, I am fure, you know how much the

grofs fum of deux-ace amounts to.

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two.

Mor. Which the bafe vulgar do call, three.

Arm. True.

Mor. Why, fir, is this fuch a piece of ftudy? Now
here is three ftudy'd, ere you'll thrice wink : and how
easy it is, to put years to the word three, and ftudy three

years in two words, the dancing horfe will tell you.

Arm. a moft fine figure!

Mor. *' To prove you a cypher."

Arm. I will hereupon confefs, I am in love : and as

it is bafe for a foldier to love, fo am I in love with a

bafe wench. If drawing my fvvord againft the humour of

afFe6lion would deliver me from the reprobate thought of

it, I would take desire prisoner; and ranfom him to any

French courtier for a new devis'd court'fy. I think fcorn

to figh ; methinks, I fhould out-fwear Cupid. Comfort
me, boy ; What great men have been in love ?

Mor. Hercules^ mafter.
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Arm, Moft {wt^t Hercules ! ^More authority, dear

boy, name more ; and, fvveet my child, let them be

men of good repute and carriage.

MoT. Sampfo?iy mailer : he was a man of good car-

riage, great carriage ; for he carry'd the town-gates on
his back, like a porter : and he was in lore.

Arm, O \ytV^-V,m\.Sampfon! ilrong-jointed 6*^w^« /

I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thoa did'fl

me in carrying gates. I am in love too— Who was
Samp/on s love, my dear Moth ?

Mor, A woman, mailer.

Arm. Of what complexion ?

Mot, Of all the four, or the three, or the two; or

one of the four.

Arm, Tell me precifely, of what complexion ?

MoT, Of the fea-water green, fir.

Arm, Is that one of the four complexions ?

MoT, As I have read, fir ; and the beft of them too.

Arm, Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers : but to

have a love of that colour, methinks, Sampfo7i had fraall

reason for it. He, furely, affe6led her for her wit.

MoT, It was fo, fir ; for fhe had a green wit.

Arm, My love is moft immaculate white and red.

Mot, Moft maculate thoughts, mafter, are mafk'd

under fuch colours.

Arm, Define, define, well-educated infant. [me !

MoT, My father's wit, and my mother's tongue, aflift

Arm, Sweet invocation of a child;moft pretty,and pa-

Mo r. If file be made of white and red, [thetical

!

Her faults will ne'er be known

;

For blufhing cheeks by faults are bred,

And fears by pale-white fiiown :

Vol. II. S
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Then, if fhe fear, or be to blame.

By this you fhall not know ;

For Hill her cheeks possefs the fame.

Which native fne doth owe.

A dangerous rime, mafcer, againft the reason of white

and red. [beggar?

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the king and the

MoT. The world was very guilty of fuch a ballad

fome three ages fmce : but, I think, now 'tis not to

be found ; or, if it w^re, it would neither ferve for the

writing, nor the tune.

Arm, I will have that fubjeft newly writ o'ei;, that

I may example my digreffion by fome mighty prece-

dent. Boy, I do love that country girl, that I took

in the park with the irrational hind, Cofiard ; (he de-

serves well. [mafter."

Mor. To be whip'd ; and yet a better love than my
Arm, Sing, boy ; my fpirit grows heavy in love.

MoT. And that's great marvel, loving a light wench.

Arm, I fay, fmg.

MoT. Forbear, 'till this company be paft.

Enter Dvhh, Costard, Jaquenetta.
DuL, Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that you keep Co-

Jlard fafe : and you muft fuiFer him to take no delight,

nor no penance ; but a' muft faft three days a week :

For this damsel, I muft keep her at the park ; ftie i$

allow'd for the day-woman. Fare you well.

Arm, I do betray myfelf with bluftiing.^ Maid.

jAei^ Man.
Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge.

That's hereby.

Arm. I know where it is fituate.
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"Jasi^ Lord, how wise you are

!

Arm, I will tell thee wonders.

With that face?

Arm, I love thee.

Ja^ So I heard you fay.

Arm, And fo farewel.

Ja^ Fair weather after you !

DuL, Come, Jaquenetta, away.

[Exeunt Dull, and Jaquenetta.
Arm, Villain, thou fhalt faft for thy offences, ere

thou be pardoned.

Cos. Well, fir, I hope, when I do it, I lhall do it

on a full ilom'ack.

Arm, Thou fhalt be heavily punifhed.

Cos, I am more bound to you than your followers,

for they are but lightly rewarded.

Arm, Take away this villain; fhut him up.

MoT, Come, you tranfgrefiing flave ; away.

Cos, Letme notbepentup,fir; I will fafl, being loofe.

MoT, No, fir ; that were fafl and loofe : thou llialt to

prison.

Cos, Well, If ever I do fee the merry days of de-

folation that I have feen, fome lhall fee —
Mor, What fhall fome fee?

Cos, Nay, nothing, m*after Moth, but what they look

upon. It is not for prisoners to be too filent in their

words ; and, therefore, I will fay nothing : I thank God,
I have as little patience as another man ; and, there-

fore, T can be quiet. [Exeunt Moth, afid Cost aku.
Arm, I do afFe6l the very ground, which is bafe,

where her fhoe, which is bafer, guided by her foot,which
is bafeft, doth tread. 1 fhall be forfworn (which is a great

' do. Come *5 fellowes,

S 2
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argument of falfhood) if I love : And how can that be
true love, which is falfly attempted ? Love is a familiar;

love is a devil : there is no evil angel, but love. Yet Samp-
Jhi was fo tempted ; and he had an excellent ftrength :

yet was Solomon fo feduced; and he had a very good wit

:

Cupid's but-lhaft is too hard ^or Hercules' club,and there-

fore too much odds for a Spaniard's rapier. The firil and
fecond cause will not ferve my turn ; the pajfado he re-

fpedls not, the duello he regards not : his difgrace is, to be
called boy ; but his glory is, to fubdue men. Adieu, va-

lour ; ruft, rapier ; be ilill, drum ; for your manager is in

love ; yea, he loveth. Affift me, fome extemporal god of
rime, for, I am fure, I lhall turn fonneter* Devise, wit;

write, pen ; for I am for whole volumes in folio. {Exit,

Acr II.

SCENE I . Jnother Part of thefame :

Tfnts pitcVd ; a Pa<viliony in the midf, at a Dijiance,

Enter Princefs ofFrance, attended;Boyet,Catharine,
Rosaline, and Maria,

Boy, Now, madam, fummon up your deareft fpirits :

Confider who the king your father fends ;

To whom he fends ; and what's his embaffy :

Yourfelf, held precious in the world's efleem
;

To parly with the fole inheritor

Of all perfedlions that a man may owe,

Matchlefs Navarre ; the plea of no lefs weight
Than Jquitain, a dowry for a queen.

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace.

As nature was in making graces dear,
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When flie did ftarve the general world befidc,

And prodigally gave them all to you.

Pri. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but mean.

Needs not the painted flourilh of your praise ;

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye,

Not utter'd by bafe fale of chapmen's tongues :

I am lefs proud to hear you tell my worth.

Than you much willing to be counted wise

In fpending thus your wit in praise of mine.

But now to tafk the tafl^er,— Good Boyet^

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame
Doth noise abroad, Naa;arreh3.ih made a vow,
'Till painful ftudy fliall out-wear three years,

No -woman may approach his filent court

:

Therefore to us feemeth it a needful courfe.

Before we enter his forbidden gates.

To know his pleasure ; and, in that behalf,

Bold of your worthinefs, we fmgle you,

As our beft-moving fair follicitor

:

Tell him, the daughter of the king of France,

On ferious businefs, craving quick difpatch.

Importunes perfonal conference with his grace.

Hafte, fignify fo much ; while we attend,

Like humble-visag'd fuitors, his high will.

Bor, Proud of employment, willingly I go..

[Exit BOYET,
Pn, All pride is willing pride, and yours is fo.. —

Who are the votaries, my loving lords,

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ?

1. Z. ilortJ Longaville is one,

Pri. Know you the man ?

Mar, I know him, madam ; at a marriage feaft,

S 3
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Between lord Perigcrt and the beauteous heir

Of Jaques Faulconbridge folemnized.

In Normandy favv I this Longa^ille :

A man of fovereign parts he is efteem'd

;

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms :

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well

:

The only foil of his fair virtue's glofs,

( If virtue's glofs will ftain with any foil

)

Is a fharp wit match'd with too blunt a will

;

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will ftill wills

It Ihould none fpare that come within his power.

Pri. Some merry mocking lord, belike ; is't fo ?

Ma r .They fay fo moft, that moft his humours know.

Pr/. Such fhort-liv'd wits do wither as they grow.

Who are the reft ?

Cat. The young Dumain, a well-accomplifh'd youth,

Of all that virtue love for virtue lov'd :

Moft power to do moft harm, leaft knowing ill

;

For he hath wit to m.ake an ill fliape good.

And fliape to win grace though he had no wit :

I fav/ him at the duke Jhnfons once

;

And much too little, of that good I faw.

Is my report to his great worthinefs.

Ros, Another of these ftudents at that time

Was there with him, if I have heard a truth

;

Biron they call him ; but a merrier man.
Within the limit of becoming mirth,

I never fpent an hour's talk withal

:

His eye begets occasion for his wit

;

For every objedl that the one doth catch.

The other turns to a mirth-moving jeft ;

Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor)
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Delivers In fuch apt and gracious words.

That aged ears play truant at his tales,

And younger hearings are quite ravifhed ;

So fweet and voluble is his difcourfe.

Pri, God blefs my ladies ! are they all in love ;

That every one her own hath garnifhed

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praise ?

i.Z. Here comes Boyet,

Re-enter Boyet.
Pri^ Now, what admittance, lord ?

Bor.Nn'varre had notice of 5^our fair approach ;

And he and his competitors in oath

Were all addreff'd to meet you, gentle lady.

Before I came : Marry, thus much I have learnt,

—

He rather means to lodge you in the field,

(Like one that comes here to befiege his court)

Than feek a difpenfation for his oath.

To let you enter his unpeopl'd houfe.

Here comes Na-uarre, [LaJies majk.

Enter King, attended ; Dumain, Biron,
LoNGAViLLE, and Others.

Kin. Fair princefs, welcome to the court of Na'varre*

Pri. Fair, I give you back again ; and, welcome,
I have not yet : the roof of this court is too high to

be yours ; and welcome to the wide fields too bafe to

be mine.

Kin, Yon fhall be welcome, madam, to my court.

Pri. I will be welcome then ; condudl me thither.

Kin. Hear me, dear lady,— I have fworn an oath.

Pri. Our lady help my lord ! he'll be forfworn.

Kin. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will.

Pri. Why, will fhall break it ; will, and nothing elfe.

S 4
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Kin. Your ladyfhip is ignorant what it is.

Pri, Were my lord fo, his ignorance were wise ;

Where now his knowledge mufi: prove ignorance.

I hear your grace hath fworn-out houfe-keeping^:

^Tis deadly fin to keep that oath, my lord ;

Not fin to break it

:

But pardon me, I am too fudden bold ;

To teach a teacher ill befeemeth me.
Vouchfafe to read the

=f=
purpose of my coming.

And fuddenly resolve me in my fuit. \

Kin, Madam, I will, if fuddenly I may.
Pri. You wall the fooner, that I were away ;

For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me Hay.

BiR. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ?

Cat, Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ?

BiR. I know, you did.

Cat, How needlefs was it then

To afk. the queftion !

pjR. You muft not be fo quick. [tions.

Cat. 'Tis long of you, that fpur me with fuch quef-

BiR. Your wit's too hot, it fpeeds too fail, 'twill tire.

Ca^, Not 'till it leave the rider in the mire.

BiR, What time o' day ?

Cat, The hour that fools fhould afk.

Bjr, Now fair befall your malk !

Cat, Fair fall the face it covers !

BiR, And fend you many lovers

!

Cat. Amen ; fo you be none.

BiR, Nay, then will I be gone.

Kin, Madam, your father here "|" doth intimate

The payment of a hundred thousand crowns

;

Being but the one half of an entire fum.

^ And fin
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Difburfed by my father in his wars.

But fay that he, or we, (as neither have)

Receiv'd that fum ; yet there remains unpay'd

A hundred thousand more ; in furety of which.

One part of Aquitain is bound to us,

Although not valu'd to the money's worth.

If then the king your father will reftore

But that one half which is unfatiffy'd,

We will give up our right in Aquitain

y

And hold fair friendlhip with his majefty.

But that, it feems, he little purposeth :

For here he doth demand, to have repay'd

An hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands.
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns,

To have his title live in Aquitain ;

Which we much rather had depart withal,

And have the money by our father lent,

Than Aquitain fo gelded as it is.

Dear princefs, were not his requefls fo far

From reason's yielding, your fair felf fhould make
A yielding, 'gainft fome reason, in my breaft.

And go well fatiffy'd to Fra?ice again.

Pri, You do the king my father too much wrong.
And wrong the reputation of your name.
In fo unfeeming to confefs receipt

Of that which hath fo faithfully been pay'd.

Kin, I do proteft, I never heard of it

;

And, if you prove it, I'll repay it back.

Or yield up Aquitain,

Pri, We arreft your word :

Boyet, you can produce acquittances.

For fuch a fum, from fpecial officers

4- of the which One pay-
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Of Charles his father.

Kin. Satiffy me fo.

Bor, So please your grace, the packet is not come.

Where that and other fpecialties are bound

;

To-morrow you fhall have a fight of them.

Kin. It lhall fufiice me ; at which interview.

All liberal reason T will yield unto.

Mean time, receive fuch welcome at my hand,

As honour, without breach of honour, may,

Make tender of to thy true worthinefs :

You may not come, fair princefs, in my gates;

But here without you lhall be fo received.

As you fhall deem yourfelf lodg'd in my heart,

Though fo deny'd fair harbour in my houfe.

Your own good thoughts excuse me, and fareweU

To-morrow Hiall we visit you again.

Pri. Sweet health and fair desires confort your grace!

Kin* Thy own wifh wilh I thee in every place !

\Exeunt King, and his Train,

BiR, Lady, I will commend you to my heart.

Ros. Now, pray you, dp my commendations

;

I would be glad to fee it.

BiR, I would, you heard it groan.

Ros, Is the fool fick ?

BiR, Sick at the heart.

Ros. Alack, let it blood.

BiR . Would that do it good ?

Ros, My physick fays, I.

BiR, Will you prick 't with your eye ?

Ros, No, poyntj with my knife.

BiR . Now, God fave thy life !

Ro$, And yours from long living !

V. Neie,
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J?/ J? . I cannot flay, thanks-giving. {j-etiring.

DuM, Sir, I pray you, a word; What lady is that fame?

Bor. The heir of Alenfon^ Rosalziie her name.

DuM, A gallant lady ! ^ Monfieur, fare you well.

\^Exit DuMAIN.
Zo//. I befeechyou, a word ; What is flie in the white?

Boy, a woman fometimes, an you fawher in the light.

Lou. Perchance, light in the light : I desire her name.
Boy, She hath but one for herfelf ; to desire that,

were a fhame.

Loi^, Pray you, fir, whose daughter^
Boy, Her mother's, I have heard.

Zo//. God's bleffing on your beard.

Boy. Good fir, be not offended :

She is an heir of Faulconhridge,

LpN. Nay, my choler is ended.

She is a moft fweet lady.

Boy, Not unlike, fir; that may be.

[Z'a-// Long AVI LLE,
BiR . What's her name in the cap ?

Boy, Catherine, by good hap.

BiR, Is file wedded, or no ?

Boy, To her will, fir, or fo.

BiR, You are welcome, fir; adieu.

Boy, Farewel to me, fir, and welcome to yon.

\^Exit BiRON. Ladies unmajk^

iW^i?. That lafl: is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord

;

Not a word with him but a jefi:.

Boy, And every jefi but a word.

PH, It was v/ell done ofyou, to take him at his word.

Boy. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to board.

Cat. Two hot flieeps, marry !
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Boy, And wherefore not fiiips ?

No fheep, fvveet lamb, unlefs we feed on your lips.

Ca r . You flieep,and I pafture; Shall that nnifh the jeft?

Boy, So you grant pafture for me. {offering to ki/s her.

Cat, Not fo, gentle beaft ;

My lips are no common, though feveral they be.

Boy, Belonging to v/hom ?

Cat. To my fortunes and me.
Pri, Good wits will be jangling : but,gentles, agree:

This civil war of wits were much better used

On Nanjarre ^d his bookmen ; for here 'tis abused.

Boy, If my observation, (which very feldom lyes)

By the heart's ftill rhetorick, difclosed with eyes.

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infedled.

Pri, With what?
Boy, With that which we lovers intitle, afFedled.

Pri, Your reason ?

Boy, Why, all his behaviours did make their retire

To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire :

His heart, like an agat, with your print imprefTed,

Proud vv'ith his form, in his eye pride expreffed;

His tongue, all impatient to fpeak and not fee.

Did flumble with hafte in his eye-fight to be ;

All fenfes to that fenfe did make their repair.

To feel only looking on fairefl of fair

:

Methought, all his fenfes were lock'd in his eye,

Like jewels in chryftal for fome prince to buy ; [glaff'd.

Who, tendring their own worth from where they were

Did point you to buy them along as you paff'd.

His face's own margent did quote fuch amazes.

That all eyes faw his eyes enchanted with gazes :

I'll give you Jquitaitiy ^nd all that is his,
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An you give him for my fake but one loving kifs.

Pri, Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is difpos'd—
Boy, But to fpeak that in words, which his eye hath

I only have made a mouth of his eye, [difclos'd:

By adding a tongue which I know will not lye. [fully.

Mar, Thou'rt an old love-monger, and fpeak'ft ficil-

C^r. He is Cupid\ grandfather, and learns news of
him.

i?os . Then was Venus like her mother ; for her father

is but grim.

Boy, Do you hear, my mad wenches ?

Lad, No.
Boy, What then, do you fee? -

Lad, Ay, our way to be gone.

Boy, You are too hard for me. \Exeunt,

SCENE II. Another Part of the fame.

Enter Arm ADO, andMom,
. ['^^g-

Arm, Warble,child; make paffionate my fenfe ofhear-

MoT, Concolinel—
{.J^^^S^^'S'

Arm. Sweet air! Go,tendernefs of years; take =f this

key, give enlargement to the fwain, bring him feilinate-

ly hither ; I muft employ him in a letter to my love.

Mor, Mafter, will you win your love with a Fre7ich

Arm, How meaneft thou? brawling in French?\\>\2i\\\}

MoT, No, my compleat mailer : but to jig off a tune

at the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, humour
it with turning up your eye-lids ; figh a note, and fing a

note ; fometime through the throat, a0 if you fvvallow'd

love with finging love ; fometime through the nose, as if

you fnuft up love by fmelling love ; with your hat pent-

houfe-like o'er the fhop of your eyes ; with your arms
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croff'd on your thin-belly doublet, like a rabbet on a

fpit ; or your hands in your pocket, like a man after

the old painting ; and keep not too long in one tune,

but a fnip and away : These are complements, these are

humours : these betray nice wenches,— that would be

betray'd without these ; and make them men of note,

(do you note me r ) that are mofl afFedied to these.

Arm, How haft thou purchaf'd this experience ?

Mor. By my penny of observation.

Arm. But, o, but, o,—
MoT, — the hobby-horfe is forgot.

Arm. Call'ft thou my love, hobby-horfe ?

Mor, No, maftp.r ; the hobby horfe is but a colt,

and your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have you for-

got your love ?

Arm. Almoft I had.

Mor. Negligent Undent ! learn her by heart.

Arm, By heart, and in heart, boy. [prove.

MoT. And out of heart, mafter : all those three I will

Arm. What wilt thou prove ?

Mor. A man, if I live ; and this, by, in, and without,

upon the inftant : By heart you love her, because your

heart cannot come by her ; in heart you love her, because

your heart is in love with her ; and out of heart you love

her, being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her.

Arm. I am all these three. [at all.

Mor. And three times as much more, and yet nothing

Arm. Fetch hither the fwain; he muft carry me a letter.

Mor. A meffiige well fympathis'd ; a horfe to be

embaffador for an afs

!

Arm. Ha, ha; what fayeft thou ?

Mor. Marry, fir, you muft fend the afs upon the

7 note men that 9 pennc



Lo've's Labour^s lojl. 29

horfe, for he is very flow-gated : But I go.

Arm, The way is but fhort ; away.

Mor. As fwift as lead, fir.

Arm. The meaning, pretty ingenious ?

Is not lead a metal, heavy, dull, and flow ?

Mor. Minime, honeft mafter ; or rather, mailer, no.

Arm, I fay, lead is flow.

MoT, You are too fwift, fir, to fay fo :

Is that lead flow, which is fir'd from a gun }

Arm, Sweet fmoke of rhetorick !

He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that's he :

I flioot thee at the fwain.

MoT, Thump then, and I flee. [Exit^

Arm, a moft acute juvenal ; voluble,and free of grace!

By thy favour, fweet welkin, I muft figh in thy face

;

Moft rude melancholy, valour gives thee place.

My herald is returned.

Re-enter Moth, nxjith Costard limping.

Mot. a wonder, mafter; here's a Cojiard broken
in a fliin.

Arm, Some enigma, fome riddle : come, thy ren<voy%

begin.

Cos. No egma, no riddle, no Ten^uoy^ no falve in

the matter, fir: O, fir, plantan, a plain plantan ; no
I'en^oy, no Ven^uoy^ no falve, fir, but a plantan I

Arm, By virtue, thou enforceft laughter ; thy filly

thought, my fpleen ; the heaving of my lungs proi^okes

me to ridiculous fmiling : O, pardon me, my ftars !

doth the inconfiderate take falve for Ven^oy^ and the

word, Ven'voyy for a falve ?

Mor, Do the wise think them other ? is not Vewvoy
SL fahje ?

the male fir.



30 Lo'ves Labour*5 loft.

Arm. No, page ; it is an epilogue, or difcourfe, to

make plain

Some obfcure precedence that hath tofore been Tain.

I will example it

:

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee.
Were ilill at odds, being but three.

There's tlie moral : Now the Ven^oy,

Mot:. I will add the Ve7ruoy\ Say the moral again.

Jrm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee,

V/ere flill at odds, being but three:

MoT, Until the goofe came out of door.

And ftay'd the odds by adding four.

Now will I begin your mxOral,and do you follow with my
ren'uoy. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee.

Were ftiil at odds, being but three :

Arm, Until the goofe came out of door.

Staying the odds by adding four.

MoT, A good ren-uojy ending in the goofe ; Would
you desire more ? [flat:

Cos, The boy hath fold him a bargain, a goofe, that's

Sir, your penny-worth is good, an your goofe be fat

To fell a bargain well, is as cunning as fall and loofe

:

Let me fee a fat Ven^oy ; ay, that's a fat goofe.

Arm, Come hither, come hither ; How did this ar-

gument begin ?

MoT. By faying that a Cojiard was broken in a fhin.

Then call'd you for the Pen^oy.

Cos, True, and I for plantan'; thus came your ar-

gument in :

Then the boy's fat Pen^oy, the goofe that you bought

;

And he ended the market. [in a Ihin ?

Arm, But, tell m,e ; how was there a Cofiard broken
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Mor, I will tell you fenfibly.

Co 5. Thou haft no feeling of it, Moth ; I will fpeak

that Venvoy : —
I, Cojiard^ running out, that was fafely within.

Fell over the threfhold, and broke my fhin.

Arm, We will talk no more of this matter.

'Till there be more matter in the fhin.

Arm. Sirrah Cojlard^ I will enfranchise thee.

Cos. O, marry me X.o on^ Frances \ I fmell fome
Venvoy ^ fome goofe, in this.

Arm, By my fweet foul, I mean, fetting thee at li-

berty, enfreedoming thy perfon ; thou wert immured,
reftrained, captivated, bound.

Cos. True, true ; and now you will be my purga-
tion, and let me loofe.

Arm, I give thee thy liberty, fet thee from durance;
and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing but this :

Bear this
"f"

fignificant to the country maid Jaquenet-

ta : there is
=f=

remuneration ; for the beft ward of mine
honour, is, rewarding my dependants— M?//^, follow.

Mor, Like the fequel, I ^\gx\\or Cofiardy adieu.

Cos. My fweet ounce ofman's flefh! mymconyjeivf
{^Exeunt Moth, and Arm a do.

Now will I look to his remuneration. Remuneration !

o, that's the latin word for three farthings : Three farth-

ings remuneration. What^s the price of this i?icle P A
pefiny No ; FIIgiveyou a remuneration:—Why, it carries

it. Remuneration! why, it is a fairer name than French-

crown, I will never buy and fell out of this word.
Enter Biron. [met.

BiR, O, my good knave Ccjiard! exceedingly well

Cos. Pray you, fir, how much carnation ribbon

Vol. II. T
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may a man buy for a remuneration ?

BiK. What is a remuneration ?

Co5. Marry, fir, half-penny farthing.

BiR. O, why then, three-farthing-worth of filk.

Co 5, I thank your worfliip ; God be wi'you !

BiK, O, ftay, flave ; I muil employ thee :

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave,

Do one tiling for me that I fhall entreat.

Co 5. When would you have it done, fir?

BiR* O, this afternoon.

Co^. Well, I will do it, fir: fare you well.

BiR. O, thou knoweft not what it is.

Co^. I fliall know, fir, when I have done it.

BiR. Why, villain, thou mull know firft,

Cos, T will come to your worfhip to-morrow morning.

BiR, It muft be done this afternoon: Hark, flave, it

is but this ;
—

The princefs comes to hunt here in the park.

And in her train there is a gentle lady

;

When tongues fpeak fweetly then they name her name,
And Rosaline they call her : afk for her

;

And to her wh^e hand fee thou do commend
This =1= feal'd-up counfel. There's thy guerdon ; go.

Cos. Guerdon,-~0 fweet guerdon ! better than re-

muneration ; eleven-pence farthing better : Moft fweet

guerdon will do it, fir, in print.—Guerdon — Re-
muneration. \_Exit Costard.

BiR . O ! — And T, forfooth, in love ! I, that have been
A very bedel to a humorous figh ; [love's whip,
A critick ; nay, a night-watch conftable

;

A domineering pedant o'er the boy.

Than whom no mortal fo magnificent

!
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This whimp'ring, whining, purblind, wayward boy;
This fignior Junto'' 's giant-dwarf, dan Cupid ;

Regent of love-rimes, lord of folded arms.

The anointed fovereign of fighs and groans,

Liege of all loiterers and malecontents.

Dread prince of plackets, king of cod-pieces.,

Sole imperator and great general

Of trotting parators,— O my little heart !
—

And I to be a corporal of his file.

And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop 1

What, tDfjat 1 I love ? I fue ? I feek a wife ?

A woman, that is like a German clock ;

Still a repairing; ever out of frame;

And never going right, being a watch,

But being watch'd that it may Hill go right ?

Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worft of all :

And, among three, to love the worft of all

;

A vvhitely wanton, with a velvet brow.

With two pitch balls ftuck in her face for eyes

;

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed,

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard :

And I to figh for her I to watch for her

!

To pray for her ! Go to ; it is a plague

Which Cupid will impose for my negleft

Of his almighty dreadful little might.

Well, I will love, write, figh, pray, fue, and groan

;

Some men muft love my lady, and fome Joan. \Exit.

Acr HI.
S GENE I. Another Part of thefame.

Enter the Princqfs, and her Train ; a Forefter;

* This wimpled, 9 his fielde,

T 2
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BoYET, Catherine, Ros alina,,««^Mari a.

Pri, Was that the king, that fpur'd his horfe fo hard

Againft the fteep uprising of the hill ? ,

Boy, I know not; but, I think, ic was not he.

Pri, Whoe'er he was, he Ihow'd a mounting mind._^

Weil, lords, to-day we fhall have our difpatch

;

On faturday we will return to France,

Then, forefter, my friend, where is the bulh.

That we muft ftand and play the murtherer in ?

For, Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice ;

A ftand, where you may make the faireft Ihoot.

Pri, T thank my beauty ; I am fair that fhoot.

And thereupon thou fpeak'ft, the faireft Ihoot.

For, Pardon me, madam, for I meant not fo.

P^rL, What, what ; firft praise me, and again fay, no ?

O fhort-liy'd pride ! Not fair ? alack for woe !

For, Yes, madam, fair,—

Pri, Nay, never paint me now

;

Vv^here fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow.

Here, good my glafs, take this for telling true

;

Fair payment for foul words is more than due.

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit.

Pri, See, fee, m.y beauty will be fav'd by merit.

O herefy in fair, fit for these days !

A giving hand, though foul, fhall have fair praise

But come, the bow : Now mercy goes to kill,

And ihooting well is then accounted ill.

Thus will I fave my credit in the fhoot

:

Not wounding, pity would not let me do't;

If wounding, then it was to fhew my fkill,

That more for praise, than purpose, meant to kilL
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And, out of queftion, fo it is fometimes ;

Glory grows guilty of detefted crimes ;

When, for fame's fake, for praise, an outward part.

We bend to that the working of the heart

:

As I, for praise alone, now feek to fpill

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill.

^or. Do not curll wives hold that felf fov'reignty

Only for praise' fake, when they llrive to be

Lords o'er their lords ?

PrL Only for praise : and praise we may afford

To any lady that fubdues a lord.

Enter Costard.
Boy. Here comes a member of the common-wealth.
Co5. God-dig-you-den all! Pray you, which is the

head lady ?

Vrt, Thou fhalt know her, fallow, by the reil that

have no heads. ^

Cos, Which is the greatefl lady, the higheil ?

Pri, The thickeft, and the tallefl. [truth

Cos. The thickefl:,and the talleil ! it is fo ; truth is

An your wafte, miftrefs, were as flender as my wit.

One o' these maids' girdles for your wafte fhould be fit.

Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickeft here.

Pri, What's your will, fir ? what's your will ?

Cos. I have a letter from monfieur Biron to one lady

Rosaline, [mine :

Pri, O, thy letter, thy letter ; he's a good friend of
Stand afide, good bearer Boyety you can carve ;

' Break up this =|= capon.

Boy. I am bound to ferve

This letter is miftook, it importeth none here

;

It is writ to Jaquenettxi,

T 3
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Pri. We will read it, I fwear :

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear.

j5or. [reads.] By heaven, that thou art fairy is mojf

infallible ; true^ that thou art beauteous ; truth itfelf

that thou art louely : Morefairer thanfair, beautiful

than beauteous, truer than truth itfelf ha^ve commisera-

tion on thy heroical <vafal ! The magnanimous and moji

illufrate king Cophetua fet eye upon the pernicious and
induhitate beggar Zenelophon ; and he it <was that

might rightly fay, veni, vidi, vici ; ^uuhich to anato-

mize in the vulgar, ( o bafe and obfcure vulgar ! ) is,

he came, fanju, and overcame : He came, one ; fa<^,

tnvo ; overcame, three : Who came ? the king ; Why
did he come ? to fee ; Why did he fee ? to o<vercome :

To njuhom came he F to the beggar ; What fanjo he ? the

beggar ; Who overcame he ? the beggar : The conclu-

sion is 'viSiory ; On njuhose fide ? the kings : the capti^ue

is enriched ; On njohosefde ? the beggar' s : The cata-

frophe is a nuptial'. On wohosefide? the king^s ;— no

on both in one, or one in both, I am the king ; for fo

Jiands the comparijcn : thou the beggar ; for fo njoitnef-

feth thy lonjjlinejs. Shall I command thy lo^ue? I may :

Shall I enforce thy lo^e ? I cculd : Shall I entreat thy

lo^e ? InjoilL WhatJhalt thou exchangefor rags P robes;

For tittles P titles ; For thyfelfP me. Thus, expelling

thy reply, I prophane my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy

pidure, and 7ny heart on thy e^very part,

Thifie, in the deareft defign of induflry,

Don Adriano de Armado.
Thus doft thou hear the Nemean lion roar

'Gainft thee, thou lamb, that ftandeft as his prey ;

Submiffive fall his princely feet before,

V. Note, fee, two
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And he from forage will incline to play

:

But if thou ftrive, poor foul, what art thou then?

Food for his rage, repafture for his den.

Pri, What plume of feathers is he, that indited this

letter ?

What vane ? what weather-cock ? Did you ever hear

better ?

Boy, I am much deceived, but I remember the ftile*

Pri. Elfe your memory is bad, going o'er it erewhile.

Bor SVYiis Jrraa(^o IS a ^/'^^/mv^', that keeps here incourt;

A phantasme, a monarcho ; and one that makes fport

To the prince, and his book-mates.

Pri. Thou, fellow, a word

:

Who gave thee this letter ?

Cos. I told you ; my lord.

Pri. To whom fliould'ft thou give it ?

Cos. From my lord to my lady.

Pri. From which lord, to which lady?

Cos, From my lord Biron^ a good mailer of mine.

To a lady of France, that he call'd Rosaline. [away. _
Pri. Thou haft miftaken his letter Come, lords,

Here, fweet, [/oRos.] put up =j= this; 'twill be thine

another day. [Exeunf Princefs, andT'rain,

Boy. Who is the fhooter ? who is the fhooter ?

Ros. Shall I teach you to know?
Boy. Ay, my continent of beauty.

Ros, Why, Ihe that bears the bow.
Finely put off!

Boy. My lady goes to kill horns ; but, if thou marry.
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mifcarry.

Finely put on

!

Ros, Well then, I am the fhooter.

^ vainc ?
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Boy, And who 5s your dear? [near*

Ros, If we choose by the horns, yourfelf; come not

Finely put on, indeed !

Mji . You ftill wrangle with her, Boyet, and flie ftrikes

at the brow.
Boy. But fhe herfelf is hit lower : Have I hit her now?
Ros, Shall I come upon thee with an old faying, that

was a man when king Pippin of France was a little boy,

as touching the hit it.

Boy. So I may anfwer thee with one as old, that

was a woman when queen Guino^er of Britain was a

little wench, as touching the hit it.

Ros. Thou can'ft not hit it, hit it, hit it.

Thou can'ft not hit it, my good man.
Boy, An I cannot, cannot, cannot,

An I cannot, another can.

[^Exeunt Ros. and Cat.

Cos. Bymy troth,moft pleasant! how both did fit it! [it.

Mar,A mark marvelous well (hot; for they both did hit

Boy. a mark ! _ O, mark but that mark ; A mark,
fays my lady

!

Let the mark have a prick in't, to mete at, if it maybe.
Mar. Wide o' the bow hand ! 1' faith,yourhand is out.

Cos. Indeed, a'muft fhoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit

the clout. [is in.

Boy, An' if my hand be out, then, belike, your hand
Cos. Then will fhe get the upfhot by cleaving the pin.

Mar, Come, come, you talk greasily, your lips grow
foul. [her to bowl.

Cos. She's too hard for you at pricks, fir; challenge

Boy. I fear too much rubbing: Good night, my good
^ owl. [^Exeunt Boy. and MhK.
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Coj. By my foul, a fwain ! a moft fimple clown !

Lord, lord ! hovv'the ladies and I have put him down!
O'my troth, moft fweet jefts ! moft incony vulgar wit!

.When it comes fo fmoothly ofF, fo obfcenely , as it were, fo

Armatho o't'one fide,— O, a moft dainty man ! [fit.

To fee him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan 1

To fee him kifs his hand ! and how moft fweetly a' will

And his page o't'other fide, that handful of v/it! [fwear!"~

Ah heavens, it is a moft pathetical nit ! \Shout wuithin.

Sola ! fola ! \^Exit, running.

SCENE 11. Thefame.
Enter 5/>Nath aniel, Holofernes, ^WDull.
A^^r. Very reverent fport, truly; and done in the

teftimony of a good confcience.

HoL. The deer was, as you know, mfangnis, blood:

ripe as a pome-wat^r; who now hangeth, like a jewel,

in the ear of r^/t?,— the fky, the welkin, the heaven;

and anon falleth, like a crab, on the face of terra,— the

foil, the land, the earth.

i\^^r. Truly, m after //o/^^r«^/, the epithets are fweet-

ly vary'd, like a fcholar at the leaft : But, fir, I afTure

ye, it was a buck of the firft head,

HoL. ^ir N/ithaniel, baud credo.

DuL. 'Twas not a baud credo, 'twas a pricket.

HoL . Moft barbarous intimation ! yet a kind of in-

fmuation, as it were, in ^ia, in way, of explication ;

facere, as it were, replication ; or, rather, oftentare, to

fhow, as it were, his inclination— after his undreffed,

unpoliftied, uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or, rather,

unlettered, or, rathereft, unconfirmed fafhion,—" to in-

fert again my baud credo for a deer.

fanguis ia
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DuL . I faidjthe deer was not a y&^«^Vr^^<?; 'twas a pricket.

HoL . Twice fod fimplicity, its coBus /_-0 thou mon-
fter, ignorance, how deformed doft thou look

!

Nat^ Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that are

bred in a book ; he hath not eat paper, as it were, he hath

not drunk ink : his intelledl is not replenifhed ; he is

only an animal, only fenfible in the duller parts :

And fuch barren plants are fet before us, that we thank-

ful fhould be

For those parts which we tafte, and feel, do frudlify in

us more than he.

For as it would ill become me, to be vain, indifcreet,

or a fool

;

So were there a patch fet on learning, to fee him in a

fchool

:

But, onine bene, fay I ; being of an old father's mind,

Many can brook ihe njueather, that lo^e not the uuind,

DuL . You two are book-men ; Can you tell by your wit,

What was a month old at Cains birth, that's not five

weeks old as yet ?

Ho L .Dt3)/nna,goodrmn Dull; Di^ynna,goodm2inDulL

Z)i/i..What is DiSlynnaP

Hot, A title to Phoebe^ to, Lmiay to the moon.
The moon was a month old, when Adam was no more

;

And raught not to five weeks,when he camxC to five fcore.

The allusion hoids in the exchange.

DuL . 'Tis true, indeed ; the collusion holds in the

exchange.

HoL. God comfort thy capacity ! I fay, the allusion

holds in the exchange.

LuL . And I fay, the pollusion holds in the exchange,

for the moon is never but a month old : and I fay be-

which we tafte, and feeling, are for those parts that doc ^-i ^.Note.
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fide, that 'twas a pricket that the princefs klU'd.

HoL, Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal epi-

taph on the death of the deer ? and, to humour the igno-

rant, 3i fjaUe call'd the deer the princefs kilTd, a pricket.

Na T, Perge, good m after Holofernes, perge ; fo it fhall

please you to abrogate fcurrility. [facility.

HolA will fomething afFe6l the letter, for it argues

The praiseful princefs pierc'd and prick'd a pretty

pleasing pricket

;

Some fay, a fore ; but not a fore, 'till now made fore

with Ihooting :

The dogs did yell ; put / to fore, then forel jumps from

thicket :

Or pricket, fore,or elfe forel, the people fall a hooting.

If fore be fore, then L to fore makes fifty fores ; O fore Lf
Of one fore I an hundred make by adding but one more L.

NaT. a rare talent!

DuL, If a talent be a claw, look how he claws him
with a talent.

//ox. This is a gift that t have, fimple, fimple ; a

foolifti extravagant fpirit, full of forms, figures, fhapes,

objedts, ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolutions : these

are begot in the ventricle of m.emory, nourifh'd in the

womb of pza mater, and delivered upon the m.ellowing

of occasion : But the gift is good in those in whom it

is acute, and I am thankful for it.

Nat:, Sir, I praise the Lord for you, and fo may my
parilhioners ; for their fons are well tutor'd byyou^and
their daughters profit very greatly under you : you are

a good member of the common-wealth.
HoL.Mehercle, if their fons be ingenious, they fhall

want no inftrudion ; if their daughters be capable, I

primater 3i ingenous
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will put it to them. But, Virfapit qui pauca loquitur :

a foul feminine faluteth us.

£^/^r Jaquenetta, Costard.
^^^God give you good morrow, mailer parfon !

/iToi. Mafter parfon,— ^2^^ perf-one : And if one
fhould be pierc'd, which is the one ?

Co^. Marry, mafter fchool-mafter, he that is likeft

to a hogshead.

HoL, Of piercing a hogshead ! a good luftre of con-

ceit in a turf of eajth ; fire enough for a flint, pearl

enough for a fwine : 'tis pretty, it is well.

y^^Good mafter parfon, be fo good as read me
this ^ letter ; it was given me by Coftardy and fent me
from don Armatho : I befeech you, read it.

HoL, Faujie.^ precor gelida quando pecus omnefub umbra

Ruminatr^ and fo forth. Ah good old Maniuan ! I may
fpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice^

—
' Vinegiay Finegia,

Chi non te 'vediy ei non te pregia.

Old Mantuan ! old Mantuan ! who underftandeth thee

not, loves thee not. Z7/, re^ foU ^i, fa Under
pardon, fir, what are the contents ? or, rather, as Ho-
race fays in his — What, my foul, verfes ?

Na t, Ayy fir, and very learned.

HoL . Let me hear a ftaff, a ftanza, a verfe ; lege, domine.

NaT, If love make me forfworn, how fhall I fwear

to love ? [reading.

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vowed !

Though to myfelf forfworn, to thee I'll faithful prove

;

Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers

^Dowed.

Study his biafs leaves, and makes his book thine eyes

;

^ 8 V. Note,
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[hend

:

Where all those pleasures live, that art would compre-

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee lhall fuffice ;

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee commend:
All ignorant that foul, that fees thee without wonder;

(Which is to me fome praise, that I thy parts admire)

Thy eye Jo^eh lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful

thunder.

Which, not to anger bent, is musick, and fweet fire,

Celeftial as thou art, o, pardon, love, this wrong,
That fings heaven's praise with fuch an earthly tongue !

HoL, You find not the apoflrophes, and fo mifs the

accent : let me fupervise the canzonet. Here ~|" are onlv

numbers ratify'd ; but, for the elegancy, facility, and
golden cadence of poefy, caret. Ouidius Nafo was the

man : And why, indeed, Nafo F but for fmelling out

the odoriferous flowers of fancy, the jerks of invention.

Imitari is nothing : fo doth the hound his mafter, the

ape his keeper, the 'tired horfe his rider. But, damo-

fella virgin, w^as this diredled to you ?

y^^Ay, fir, from one mounfieur Biron, one of the

ftrange queen's lords.

Hot, I will overglance the fuperfcript ; To thefno^-
wjhite hand of the beauteous Lady Rosaline. I will look

again on the intelledl of the letter, for the nomination of
the party writing to the perfon written unto ; Tour Ladi-

fhifs in all desired employfnent, Biron

—

Sir Nathaniel^ this

Biron is one of the votaries with the king ; and here he
hath framed a letter to a fequent of the ilranger queen's,

which, accidentally, or by the way of progrelfion, hath

mifcarried—Trip and go,my fweet ; deliver this =|= paper

into the royal hand of the king ; it may concern much :

Stay not thy compliment ; I forgive thy duty ; adieu.

' *cangenet *7 imitarie ^5 vvritten Sir Ho/oferr.rs



44 Lo^ces Ldhours lojl,

[life!

Ja^i^ Good Cojlard, go with me— Sir, God fave your

Coy. Have with thee, my girl. [Exeunt Cos, and

]

aq^
Njr,Sir, you have done this in the fear of God,

very religioufiy : and, as a certain father faith,

—

HoL, Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear colour-

able colours. But to return to the verfes ; Did they

please you, fir Nathaniel P

Marvelous well for the pen.

HoL, I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain pupil

of mine ; where if, before repaft, it lhall please you to

gratify the table with a grace, I will, on my priviledge

I have with the parents of the forefaid child or pupil,

undertake your hen ^emito ; where I will prove those

verfes to be very unlearned, neither favouring of poetry,

v/it, nor invention : I befeech your fociety.

Nat:, And thank you too : for fociety, faith the text,

is the happinefs of life.

HoL, And, certes, the text moft infallibly concludes

it.^ Sir, \to DuL] I do invite you too ; you fliall not fay

me nay : pauca ^erha— Away ; the gentles are at their

game, and we will to our recreation. \Exeunt,

ACT IV.
S CENE I. j1 Gro^e in thefame.

Enter B i R O n , njjith a Paper,

Bjr, The king he is hunting the deer; I am courf-

ing m^yfelf : they have pitch'd a toyl ; T am toiling in

a pitch ; pitch, that defiles ; defile, a foul word. Well,

Set thee down, forrow ! for fo, they fay, the fool faid

;

and fo fay I, and I the fool : Well prov'd, wit ! By
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the lord, this love is as mad as Ajax : it kills fheep ;

it kills me, I a Iheep : Well prov'd again o'my fide

!

I will not love : if I do, hang me; i' faith, I will not.

O, but her eye,— by this light, but for her eye, I would
not love her ; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do no-

thing in the world but lie, and lie in my throat. By
heaven, I do love : and it hath taught me'torime, and
to be melancholy ; and here ~|~ is part of my rime, and
here my melancholy. Well, fhe hath one o'my fonnets

already ; the clown bore it, the fool fent it, the lady

hath it : fweet clown, Aveeter fool, fweetelt lady. By
the world, I would not care a pin, if the other three

were in : Here comes one with a paper ; God give him
grace to groan ! \reiiri?2g.

Enter the King, ^'ith a Paper.

Kin, Ay me !

BiR . Shot,by heavenLProceed,fweet Cupid', thou "

haft thump'd him with thy bird-bolt under the left"

pap : — r faith, fecrets."
[
gets up into a Tree,

Kin, So fweet a kifs \reading,'\ the golden fun gives

To those frelh morning drops upon the rose, [not

As thy eye-beams, when their frefh rays have fmot
The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows :

Nor (hines the filver moon one half fo bright

Through the tranfparent bosom of the deep.

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light

;

Thou fhin'ft in every tear that I do weep

:

No drop but as a coach doth carry thee,

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe

;

Do but behold the tears that fwell in me,
And they thy glory through my grief will ftovv

:

But do not love thyfelf ; then thou wilt keep
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My tears for glaffes, and ftill make me weep.

O queen of queens, how far doft thou excel!

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell

How lhall Ihe know my griefs ? I'll drop the paper

;

Sweet leaves, fhade"]" folly. Who is he comes here ?

Enter Longaville, nvith a Paper.

What, Longaville! and reading 1 liften, ear.

\^Jiepping behind a Bujh,

BiR i
" Now, in thy likenefs, one more fool, appear!

^'

LoN, Ay me! I am forfworn. [pers."

BiR. " Why, he comes in like a perjure, wearing pa-

Kin, " In love, I hope ; Sweet fellowihip in fhame !

"

BiR. *'One drunkard loves another of the name."
LoN. Ami the firll that have been perjur'dfo? [know:"
BiR . "I could put thee in comfort ; not by two, that I

*' Thou mak'il the triumviry, the corner-cap of fociety,"

** The lhape of love's Tyburn that hangs up fimplicity."

LoN, I fear,theseflubborn lines lack power to move:—
O fweet Maria, emprefs of my love !

These numbers wdll I tear, and write in prose.

BiR .
*

' O, rimes are guards on wanton Cupid^s hose;"

*'Diffigure not his flop."

LoN, This fame fliall go [reads.

Did not the heavenly rhetorick of thine eye

( 'Gainft whom the world cannot hold argument)

Perfuade my heart to this falfe perjury?

Vows, for thee broke, deserve not punifliment.

A woman I forfwore ; but, I will prove,

Thou being a goddefs, I forfwore not thee :

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love

;

Thy grace being gain'd, cures all difgrace in me.

Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is :

Long. In *6 triumphery fliop
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Then thou, fair fun, which on my earth doll fhine,

ExhaPll: this vapour vow ; in thee it is :

If broken then, it is no fault of mine ;

If by me broke, What fool is not fo wise,

To lose an oath to win a paradife ? [ty
;

"

BiR . This is the liver vein,which makes flefii a dei-

A green goofe, a goddefs : pure, pure idolatry."

God amend us,God amend! we're much out o'th'vvay.'*

Ejiter DuMAiN, ^ith a Paper,

LoN^ By whom fhall I fend this ? Company ! ftay.

\_fi^ppi^'g behind a Tree.

BiR. All hid, all hid, an old infant play :

"

**Like a demi-god here fit I in the Iky,"

*'And Vv^retched fools' fecrets heedfully o'er-eye."

More facks to the mill ! O heavens, I have my wifh ;
"

Dumain tranfform'd, four woodcocks in a difh !"

DuM. O moft divine Kate !

BiR. O moft profane coxcomb !

"

DuM, By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye.

BiR . "By earth, ihe is not, corporal ; there you lye.'*

DuM.Her amber hairs for foul hath amber quoted.
BiR, "An amber-colour'd raven was well noted."
DuM. As upright as the cedar.

BiR. "Stoop, I fay;"

"Her Ihoulder is with child."

DuM, As fair as day.

BiR. "Ay,as fome days ; but then no fun muft ftiine."

DuM, O, that I had my wifh !

LoN, "And I had mine !

"

Kin. "And mine too, good Lord 1 " [word ?
"

BiR. "Amen! fo I had mine: Is not that a good
DuM.l would forget her ; but a fever Ihe

Vol. II. U



48 hoove's Labour^s lojl.

Reigns in my blood, and will remember'd be.

BiR, fever in your blood ! why, then incision"
*< Would let her out in faucers ; Sweet milprision !

"

Z)i7M.Once more Til read the ode that I have writ.

BiK, Once more I'll mark how love can vary wit."

DvM» On a day, (alack the day !
) [reads.

Love, whose month is ever May^
Spy'd a blofTom, pafling fair.

Playing in the wanton air

:

Through the velvet leaves the wind.

All unfeen, 'gan paffage End

;

That the lover, fick to death,

Wifh'd himfelf the heaven's breath.

Aivy quoth he, thy cheeks may hlo^

;

uiir, ^HAjould I might triumph fo !

Buty alack y my hand is fvoorn

Ne^er to pluck theefrom thy thorn :

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet

;

Youth fo apt to pluck a fweet.

Do not call it fm in me.

That I am forfworn for thee

:

Thou, for whom e'en Jo^ue would fwear,

Juno but an Ethiope were

;

And deny himfelf for Jo^e^
Turning mortal for thy love.

This will I fend; and fomething elfe more plain.

That fhall exprefs my true love's lailing pain.

O, would the king, Biron, and Longa^ville^

Were lovers too ! ill, to example ill,

Would from my forehead pluck a perjur'd note

;

For none offend, where all alike do dote.'

Zow". Dumain\ad-vancitig.'\ thy love is far from charity,

can ^7 throne: *7 fafting
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That in love's grief deslr'ft fociety :

You may look pale, but I fliould blufh, I know,
To be o'er-heard, and taken napping fo. [is fuch;

Kin, Come, {\r\ad^a7icing\ you blufh ; as his,your cafe

You chide at him, offending twice as much :

You do not love Maria* Longauille

Did never fonnet for her fake compile*

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart

His loving bosom, to keep down his heart*

I have been clofely fhrouded in this bufh,

And mark'd you both, and for you both did blufh ;

I heard your guilty rimes, observed your fafhion.

Saw fighs reek from you, noted well your pailion :

Ay me ! fays one ; O Jo^ve ! the other cries ;

Her hairs were gold, criflal the other's eyes :

You would for paradife break faith and troth

;

And Jo^e for your love would infringe an oath.

What will Biron fay, when that he fhall hear

A faith infringed, which fuch zeal did fwear ?

How will he fcorn ? how will he fpend his wit ?

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it?

For all the wealth that ever I did fee,

I would not have him know fo much by me.
BiK . Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrify

\cotningfro?n his Tree,

Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me

:

Good heart, what grace haft thou, thus to reprove

These worms for loving, that art moft in love ?

Your eyes do make no coaches in your tears ;

There is no certain princefs that appears*

You'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing*

Tufh, none but minftrels like of fonneting-

*9 couches
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But are you not afnam'd ? nay, are you not,

All three of you, to be thus much o'er-fhot ?

You found his mote ; the king your mote did fee

;

But I a beam do find in each of three.

0, what a fcene of foolery have I feen,

Of fighs, of groans, of forrovv, and of teen !

0 me, with what ftrid patience have I fat>

To fee a king tranfformed to a gnat

!

To fee great Hercules whipping a gig.

And profound Solomon to tune a jig.

And Nejlor play at pufh-pin with the boys.

And cynic Ti?non laugh at idle toys !

Where lies thy grief, o, tell me, good Dumain P

And, gentle Longa^llle^ where lies thy pain ?

And where my liege's? all about the breaft

A caudle, ho

!

Too bitter is thy jeft.

Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view?

£iR . Not you by me, but I betray'd to you :

1, that am honeft ; I, that hold it fin

To break the vow I am engaged in ;

1 am betray'd, by keeping company
With vane-like men, of ftrange inconftancy.

When fhall you fee me write a thing in rime ?

Or groan for Joan F or fpend a minute's time

In pruning me ? When fhall you hear, that I

Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye,

A gait, a ftate, a brow, a breaft, a wafte,

A leg, a limb ?
—

Kin, Soft ; Whither away fo faft ?

A true man, or a thief, that gallops fo ?

BiR- I poft from love ; good lover, let me go.

3 Moth — Moth Cn'nick 2,3 With men like
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Jaquenetta, Costard.
God blefs the king I goffering a Paper.

Kin, What present haft thou there ?

Co5. Some certain treason.

Kin, What makes treason here ?

Cos. Nay, it makes nothing, fir.

Kin, Tf it mar nothing neither,

The treason, and you, go in peace away together.

Jaq^ I befeech your grace, let this ^ letter be read ;

Our parfon mifdouhts it, 'twas treason, he faid.

Kin, Biron, read it over \^g^^^^g ^^^^ the Paper.

Where hadft thou it ?

Ja^ Of Cojiard,

Kin. Where hadft thou it ?

Cos. Of dun Adramadio^ dun Adramadio,

[Biron tears the Paper,

Kin, How now ! what is in you? why doft thou tear it?

BiR , A toy,my liege, a toy;your grace needs not fear it.

Z>Oiv. It did move him to paffion, and therefore let's

hear it. ^gathers up the Pieces,

DuM, It is Biron^s writing, and here is his name.

BiR, Ah you whorefon loggerhead, [/^ Cof.] you
were born to do me -fhame

Guilty, my liege, guiky ; I confefs, I confefs.

Kin, What ? [the mefs :

BiR , That you three fools lack'd me fool to make up
H-e

"I",
he, and "|~ you, ^ and you, my liege, and I,

Are pick-purfes in love, and we deserve to die.

O, difmifs this audience, and I fhall tell you more.

DuM, Now the number is even.

BiR , True, true ; we are four : ^
Will these turtles be gone ?

Us
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Kin, Hence, firs ; away.

Cos. Walk afide the true folk,and let the traitors ftay.

\Exeunt Cos. and Jaq^
jBj-r. Sweet lords, fweet lovers, o let us embrace!

As true we are, as flefh and blood can be :

The fea \vill ebb and flow, heaven fhew his face

;

Young blood doth not obey an old decree

:

We cannot crofs the cause why we were born

;

Therefore, of all hands muft we be forfworn.

Kin. What, did these rent lines fhew fome love ofthine?

5ii?.Did they? Who fees the heavenly Rosaline^

That, like a rude and favage man of Inde^

At the firft opening of the gorgeous eaft.

Bows not his vafTal head ; and, ftrooken blind,

KifTes the bafe ground with obedient bread ?

What peremptory eagle-fighted eye

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow.

That is not blinded by her majefty ?

Kin. What zeal, what fury, hath infpir'd thee now ?

My love, her miftrefs, is a gracious moon ;

She, an attending ftar, fcarce feen a light.

BiR, My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron:

O, but for my love, day would turn to night

!

Of all completions the culPd fovereignty

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ;

Where feveral worthies make one dignity ;

Where nothing wants, that want itfelf doth feek.

Lend me the flourifh of all gentle tongues,

—

Fie, painted rhetorick ! o, fhe needs it not

:

To things of fale a feller's praise belongs

;

She pafTes praise, and praise too fhort doth blot.

A wither'd hermit, fivefcore winters worn.

'
' they, quoth you ? Who 3 1 praife, then praifc
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Might fhake ofF fifty, looking in her eye :

Beauty doth varnifh age, as if new born,

And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy.

O, 'tis the fun, that maketh all things fhine !

Kin, By heaven, thy love is black as ebony.

BiR , Is ebony like her ? o wood divine 1

A wife of fuch wood were felicity.

O, who can give an oath ? where is a book r

That I may fwear, beauty doth beauty lack.

If that fhe learn not of her eye to look :

No face is fair, that is not full fo black.

Kin. O paradox ! Black is the badge of hell.

The hue of dungeons, and the ftole of night

;

And beauty's crete becomes the heavens well.

BiR . Devils fooneft tempt, resembling fpirits of light*

O, if in black my lady's brows be deckt,

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair.

Should ravifh doters with a falfe afpedl
;

And therefore is fhe born to make black fair.

Her favour turns the fafhion of the days ;

For native blood is counted painting now

:

And therefore red, that would avoid difpraise,

Paints itfelf black, to imitate her brow.

DuM. To look like her, are chimney-fweepers black.

LoN. And, fince her time, are colliers counted bright.

Kin. And Ethiops of their fweet completion crack.

DuM, Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light.

BiR. Your miftrefles dare never come in rain.

For fear their colours fhould be wafh'd away.
Kin, 'Twere good,yours did; for,fir,to tell you plain,

I'll find a fairer face not walh'd to-day.

Bjr . rU prove her fair, or talk 'till dooms-day here.

^ word '3 Schoole of creft be- *7 an u-

U4
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Kin, No devil will fright thee then fo much as flic.

DvM, I never knew man hold vile fluff fo dear.

ZoAT. Look,here's '\ thy love;my foot and her face fee.

BiR, O, if the ftreets were paved with thine eyes,

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread !

DuM, O vile ! then, as flie goes, what upward lies

The ftreet ihould fee as fhe walk'd over head.

Kin. But what of this ? Are we not all in love?

BiR^ Nothing fo fure; and thereby all forfvvorn.

Kin, Then leave this chat; and,good ^/r^«,now prove

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn.

DuM, Ay, marry, there ; fome flattery for this evil.

LoN, O, fortie authority how to proceed;

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the devil.

DuM, Some falve for perjury.

BiR, O, 'tis more than need! —
Have at you then, afl'eftion's men at arms :

Confider what you firft did fwear unto ;
—

To faft,— to ftudy,— and to fee no woman ;
—

Flat treason 'gainft the kingly ftate of youth.

Say, can you fafl ? your flomacks are too young ;

And abrtinence engenders maladies.

And where that you have vow'd to ftudy, lords.

In that each of you hath forfvvorn his book :

Can you ftill dream, and pore, and thereon look?
Why, ijniverfal plodding prisons up
The nimble fpirits in the arteries ;

As motion, and long-during action, tires

The flnewy vigour of the traveller.

Now, for not looking on a woman's face.

You have in that forfworn the ufe of eyes ;

And ftudy too, the causer of your vow :

*7 V, Note, ^'^ have for- poyfons
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For when would you, my liege, or you,— or you,—
In leaden contemplation, have found out

Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes

Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with ?

Other iluw arts entirely keep the brain ;

And therefore finding barren pradlisers,

Scarce Ihew a harveft of their heavy toil ;

But love, firft learned in .a lady's eyes.

Lives not alone immured in the brain ;

But, with the motion of all elements,

'

Courfes as fwift as thought in every power

;

And gives to every power a double power,

Above their functions and their offices :

It adds a precious feeing to the eye,

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ;

A lover's ear will hear the loweft found,

When the fufpicious head of theft is fcopt

;

Love's feeling is more foft, and fenfible.

Than are the tender horns of cockPd fnails

;

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus grofs in tafte :

For valour, is not love a Hercules^

Still climbing trees in the Hcfperides ?

Subtle as Sphynx\ as fweet, and musical.

As bright JpohWs lute, ftrung with his hair;

And, when love fpeaks, the voice of all the gods
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony.
Never durft poet touch a pen to write.

Until his ink were temper'd with love's fighs

;

O, then his lines would ravifh favage ears.

And plant in tyrants mild humility.

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive :

They fparkle ftill the right Promethean fire

;

4 beautis Make
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They are the books, the arts, the academes.

That fhew, contain, and nourifh all the world

;

Elfe, none at all in ought proves excellent

:

Then fools you were, these women to forfwear

;

Or, keeping what is fworn, you will prove fools.

For wisdom's fake, a word that all men love ;

Or for love's fake, a word that loves all men ;

Or for men's fake, the authors of these women ;

Or women's fake, by whom we men are men

;

Let us once lose our oaths to find ourfelves,

Or elfe we lose ourfelves to keep our oaths :

It is religion, to be thus forfworn :

For charity itfelf fulfils the law ;

And who can fever love from charity ?

Kin, Saint Cupid^ then ! and, foldiers, to the field

!

BiR . Advance your ftandards, and upon them, lords

;

Pell mell, down with them ! but be firft advis'd,

In conflid that you get the fun of them.

Lou, Now to plain dealing
; lay these glozes by :

Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France ?

Kin, And win them too : therefore let us devise

Some entertainment for them in their tents.

BiR , Firft, from the park let us conduft them thither \

Then, homeward, every man attach the hand
Of his fair miftrefs : in the afternoon

We will with fome ftrange paftime folace them.

Such as the (hortnefs of the time can fliape

;

For revels, dances, mafks, and merry hours,

Fore-run fair love, ftrewing her way with flowers.

Kin, Away, away ! no time fhall be omitted.

That will be time, and may by us be fitted.

BiR . Allonsy allons /—. Sow'd cockle reap'd no corn ;

s author 32 Alone, alone
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And juftice always whirls in equal measure

:

Light wenches may prove plagues to men forfworn ;

If fo, our copper buys no better treasure. \Exeunt,

SCENE II. Another Part of thefame.

Enter Sir Nathaniel, Holofernes, an^ Dull.
HoL, Satis quod fufficit,

NaT, I praise God for you, fir : your reasons at din-

ner have been fharp and Sententious ; pleasant without

fcurrility, witty without affedion, audacious without

impudency, learned without opinion, and Grange with-

out herefy. I did converfe this quondam day with a

companion of the king's, who is intituled, nominated,

or called, don Adriano de Armado,

HoL . No'vi hc?7ii7iem tajiquam te : His humour is lofty,

his difcourfe peremptory, his tongue filed, his eye am-
bitious, his gait majeflical, and his general behaviour

vain, ridiculous, and thrafonical : he is too piked, too

fpruce, too afFeded, too odd, as it were, too peregri-

nate, as I may call it. his Tables,

NaT. a moft lingular and choice epithet, {^pulling out

HoL, He draweth out the thread of his verbofity finer

than the ftaple of his argument. I abhor fuch fanatical

phantasms, fuch infociable and point-devife compa-
nions ; fuch rackers of orthography, as to fpeak, dout,

fine, when he fhould fay, doubt; det, when he fhould

pronounce, debt ; d, e, b, t, not d, e, t : he clepeth a

calf, cauf ; half, hauf ; neighbour, 'vacatur, nebour;

neigh, abbreviated, ne : This is abhominable, (which he

would call, abominable) it infmuateth me of infanie

;

Ne intelligis, domine P to make frantick, lunatlck.

NjiT,Laus deo, bone intelligo.

7 quid '5 kominum 30 infamie 3x y^^^



58 Lome's Labour s lojl.

HoL, Bone? bone for bene: Prifcian a little fcratchM ;

'twill ferve.

Enter Moth, Costard, and Armado.
NaT, Videsne quis ^enit ?

HoL* Fideo, et gaudeo.

Arm, Chirra ! \to Moth.
HoL, ^are CV\vx2iy notfirrah?

~

^i?M. Men of peace, well encounter'd.

HoL, Moft military fir, falutation.

Mor. ''They have been at a great feaft of lan-

guages, and have ftoln the fcraps."

Cos, <' O, they have liv'd long on the alms-bafket
"

" of words ! I marvel, thy mafter hath not eaten thee
"

*' for a word ; for thou art not fo long by the head as,
"

*' honorificabilitudinitatihus : thou art easier fwallow'd
"

'* than a flap-dragon."

Mot. '' Peace ; the peal begins."

Jrm, Monfieur, [to HoL] are you not letter'd ?

MoT, Yes, yes ; he teaches boys the horn - book:
What is a, b, fpelt backward, with the horn on his head?

HoL, Ba, pueritia^ with a horn added.

Mor. Ba, moft filly fheep, with a horn : — You hear

his learning.

HoL, ^isy quisy thou confonant ?

Mot. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat

them ; or the fifth, if I.

HoL, I will repeat them; a, e, i,—
MoT, The fiieep : the other two concludes it ; o, u.

Arm, Now, by the fait wave of the Mediterraneum^ 2l

fweet touch, a quick venew of wit : fnip fnap, quick

and home ; it rejoiceth my intelleft : true wit. [old.

Mor. OfFer'd by a child to an old man ; which is, wit-

^ Borne boon for boon prefcian *5 The laft ©f
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Hot. What is the figure ? what is the figure ?

Mor. Horns.

HoL, Thou difput'll like an infant : go,whip thy gig.

Mor, Lend me your horn to make one, and I will

whip about your infamie circum circa ; A gig of a

cuckold's horn !

Cos, An I had but one penny in the world, thou

fhouldft have it to buy ginger-bread : hold, there =j= is the

very remuneration I had of thy mafler, thou halfpenny

purfe of wit, thou pigeon-egg of difcretion. O, an the

heavens were fo pleased, that thou wert but my bailard !

what a joyful father would'll: thou make m.e? Go to; thou
haft it ad duiighilU at the fingers' ends, as they fay.

HoL, O, I fmell falfe Latin ; dunghil for unguem.

Arm, Arts-man, pr^amkula-, we will be fingl'd from
the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the charge-

houfe on the top of the mountain ?

HoL, Or, mons, the hill.

Arm, At your fweet pleasure, for the mountain.

HoL, I do, fans queftion.

Arm, Sir, it is the king's moft fweet pleasure and
afFedlion, to congratulate the princefs at her pavilion,

in the pofteriors of this day ; which the rude multitude

call, the afternoon.

HoL. The pollerior of the day, moft generous fir, is

liable, congruent, and measurable for the afternoon

:

the word is well cull'd, chose ; fweet and apt, I do
aiTure you, fir, I do aiTure.

Arm, Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and my
familiar, I do alTure you, very good friend : For
what is inward between us, let it pafs :

— I do befeech

thee, refrain thy courtefy ; I befeech thee, apparel thy

5 unum (ita ^ 5 preambulat 3i remember thy
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head :
— and among other importunate and moft ferlous

defigns,— and of great import, indeed, too ; but let that

pafs :
— for I muft tell thee, it will please his grace, (by

the world) fometime to lean upon my poor fhoulder

;

and with his royal finger, thus, dally with my excre-

ment, with my m.uftachio : but, fweet heart, let that

pafs : By the world, I recount no fable ; fome certain

fpecial honours it pleaseth his greatnefs to impart to

Armaao^ a foldier, a man of travel, that hath feen the

world I but let that pafs. The very all of all is,— but,

fweet heart, I do implore fecrefy,— that the king would
have me present the princefs, fv/eet chuck, with fome
delightful oftentation, or fhow, or pageant, or antick,

or firework : now, underftanding that the curate, and
your fweet felf, are good at fuch eruptions and fudden

breakings-out of mirth, as it were, I have acquainted

you withal, to the end to crave your affiftance.

HoL. Sir, you fhali present before her the nine wor-

thies SiY Nathaniel, as concerning fome entertainment

of time, fome fhow in the pofterior of this day, to be

render'd by our affiftance,— at the king's command ;

and this moft gallant, illuftrate, and learned gentle-

man,— before the princefs ; I fay, none fo fit as to pre-

sent the nine worthies. [sent them ?

Na r. Where will you find men worthy enough to pre-

HoL. Jcjhua, yourfelf ; myfelf, or this gallant gentle-

man, Judas Maccab^sus ; this fwain, because of his

great limb or joint, lhall pafs Zox Pompey the great ; the

page, Hercules.

Arm. Pardon, fir, error : he is not quantity enough for

that worthy's thumb; he is not fo big as the end of his club.

HoL. Shall I have audience ? he ftiall ^yqstut Hercules

^9 Sir Ho/ofernes, *^ aiTiflants -6 jnyfelfe, and this
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in minority : his enter and mV fhall be, ftrangling a

fnake ; and I will have an apology for that purpose.

Mot, An excellent device ! fo, if any of the audience

hifs, you may cry, Well done, Hercules I nouj thou crujhefi

the Jnake ! that is the way to make an offence gracious ;

though few have the grace to do it.

Arm, For the reft of the worthies ?
—

HoL, I will play three myfelf.

Mor. Thrice-worthy gentleman

!

Arm, Shall I tell you a thing ?

HoL, We attend.

Arm, We will have, if this fadge not, an antlck.

I befeech you, follow.

HoL, Via, goodrmn Dull / thou haft fpokcn no word
all this while.

DuL, Nor underftood none neither, fir.

HoL, Allons ! we will employ thee.

DuL , I'll make one in a dance, or fo : or I will play on
the tabor to the worthies, and let them dance the hay.

HoL, Moft dull, honeft /)«//, to our fport, away.

ACT v.
SCENE^ Another Part of thefame ; before the Tents;

Enter />&^Princefs,C a t HERiNE,RosALi n e,<7WMa r i a.

Pri, Sweet hearts, we fhall be rich ere we depart.

If fairings come thus plentifully in ;

A lady walPd about with diamonds

:

Look you, what I have from the loving king.

Ros. Madam, came nothing elfe along with that ?

Pri. Nothing but this ? yes, as much love in rime.

'7 Alone,
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As would be cram'd up in a flieet of paper,

Writ on both fides the leaf, margent and all ;

That he was fain to feal on Cupid'' % name.

Ros. That was the way to make his godhead wax

;

For he hath been five thousand year a boy.

Ca r . Ay, and a fhrowd unhappy gallows too. [filler.

Ros. You'll ne'er be friends with him ; a' kill'd your

CAr , He made her melancholy, fad, and heavy ;

And fo fhe dy'd : had flie been light, like you,

Of fuch a merry, nimble-flirring fpirit,

She might have been a grandame ere flie dy'd

:

And fo may you ; for a light heart lives long. [word?

Ros> What's your dark meaning, moufe, of this light

Cat:, A light condition in a beauty dark.

Ros, We need more light to find your meaning out.

Cat:, You'll mar the light by taking it in fnuff

;

Therefore, I'll darkly end the argument.

^05, Look, what you do, you do it Hill i'the dark.

Cat, So do not you ; for you are a light wench.

j^0 5. Indeed, I weigh not you ; and therefore light.

Cat, You weigh me not,— O, that's you care not for

Ros. Great reason ; for, Paft cure is ftill paft care. [me.

Pri, Well bandy'd both ; a fet of wit well play'd.

But, Rosaline, you have a favour too :

Who fent it ? and what is 't ?

i?05. I would, you knew :

An if my face were but as fair as yours,

My favour were as great ; be witnefs this.

Nay, I have verfes too, I thank Biron

:

The numbers true ; and, were the numbring too,

I were the faireft goddefs on the ground

:

I am compar'd to twenty thousand fairs.

^-^^ pafl care, is ftill paft cure
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O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter !

Pri. Any thing like ?

Ro^, Much, in the letters ; nothing, in the praise.

Pri, Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion*

• Cu*r. Fair as a text B in a copy-book.

Roz, Ware pencils ! Howr let me not die your debter,

.My red dominical, my golden letter:

O, that your face were not fo full of O's !

Cat, a pox of that jell ! and befhrew all fhrows !

Pri, But what was fent to you from fair Dumain ?

Cat. Madam, this"}" glove.

Pri, Did he not fend you twain ?

Cat. Yes, madam, tl;at i)Z tiiH ; and feitt, moreover,

Some thousand verfes of a faithful lover

:

A huge tranflation of hypocrify.

Vilely compil'd, profound fimplicity.

Ma R,This, and these "|" pearls, to me fent Longa^iUe\

The letter is too long by half a mile.

Pri. 1 think no lefs ; Doft thou not wilh in heart.

The chain were longer, and the letter fhort ?

Mar. Ay, or I w^ould these hands might never part.

Pri. We are wise girls, to mock our lovers fo*

Ros. They are worfe fools, to purchafe mocking fo.

That fame Biron I'll torture ere I go.

O, that I knew he were but in by the week

!

How I would make him fawn, and beg, and feek ;

And wait the feason, and observe the times.

And fpend his prodigal wits in bootlefs rimes

;

And (hape his fervice all to my behefcs ;

And make him proud to make me proud that jefts

:

So, pageant-like, would I o'er-fway his ftate.

That he ihould be my fool, and I his fate.

^ Note, 3' certtaunt

Vol. II. X
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Pri. None are fofiirely caught,when they are catch'd.

As wit turn'd fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd.

Hath wisdom's warrant, and the help of fchool.

And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool.

Ros, The blood of youth burns not with fuch excefs

As gravity's revolt to wantonnefs.

M^i^. Folly in fools bears not fo ftrong a note.

As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote

;

Since all the power thereof it doth apply,

To prove, by wit, worth in fimplicity.

Enter Boyet.
Fri, Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face.

Bor. O, I am ftab'd with laughter ! — Where's her

Prz\ Thy news. Boyet P [grace?

Bor, Prepare, madarne, prepare !

Arm, wenches, arm!— encounters mounted are

Againft your peace : Love doth approach difguis'd,

Armed in arguments ; you'll be furpriz'd :

Mufter your wits ; ftand in your own defence

;

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fiy hence.

Pri. Saint Dennis to faint Cupid! What are they,

That charge their breath againft us ? fay, fcout, fay.

Boy, Under the cool fliade of a fycamore,

I thought to close mine eyes fome half an hour :

When, lo, to interrupt my purpos'd reft.

Toward that ftiade I might behold addreft

The king and his companions : warily

I ftole into a neighbour thicket by.

And over-heard what you fhall over-hear

;

That, by and by, difguis'd they will be here.

Their herald is a pretty knavifti page,

That well by heart hath con'd his embafTage

:
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Aftion, and accent, did they teach him there ;

^hus muji thou /peak, and thus thy body bear :

And ever and anon they made a doubt,

Presence majeftical would put him out

;

For^ quoth the king, an angelJhalt thou fee \

Yetfear not thou^ hut [peak audacioufly :

The boy reply'd, u^n angel is not e^vil ;

/ fljould ha^efeared her^ had flje been a de-uil.

With that, all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the (houlder

;

Making the bold wag by their praises bolder.

One rub'd his elbow thus ; and fieer'd, and fwore,

A better fpeech was never fpoke before :

Another, with his finger and his thumb,
Cry'd, Via ! njoe njoill do V ; come nxjhat njoill come :

The third he caper'd, and cry'd, All goes uuell:

The fourth turn'd on the toe ; and down he fell

:

With that, they all did tumble on the ground

;

With fuch a zealous laughter, fo profound.

That in this fpleen ridiculous appears,

To check their folly, pafTion's folemn tears.

Pri, But what, but what, come they to visit us ?

j5or. They do, they do ; and are appareFd thus.

Like Mufco'vitesj or Ruffians^ as I guefs.

Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance

:

And every one his love-feat will advance

Unto his feveral miftrefs ; which they'll know
By favours feveral, which they did beflow.

Pri. And will they fo ? the gallants ihall he tafkt : —
For, ladies, we will every one be malkt

;

And not a man of them lhall have the grace,

Defpight of fuit, to fee a lady's face. —
Hold, Rosaline^ this favour thou lhalt wear ;

*4 parlee.
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And then the king will court thee for his dear :

Hold, take thou ^ this, my fweet, and give me thine

;

So fhall Bircn take me for Rosaline,

And change you favours too ; fo fhall your loves

Woo contrary, deceived by these removes.

Ros, Come on then ; wear the favours moft in fight,

C^r. But, in this changing, what is your intent?

Pri, The efFeft of my intent is, to crofs theirs :

They do it but in mocking merriment;

And mock for mock is only my intent.

Their feveral counfels they unbosom lhall

To loves miftook ; and fo be mock'd withal.

Upon the next occasion that we meet.

With visages difplay'd, to talk, and greet.

Ros, But lhall we dance, if they desire us to't?

Pri, No, to the death we will not move a foot

:

Nor to their pen'd fpeech render we no grace

;

But, while 'tis fpoke, each turn away her face.

Bor, Why, that contempt will kill the fpeaker's heart,

And quite divorce his memory from his part.

Pri. Therefore I do it ; and, I make no doubt,

The reft will ne'er come in, if he be out.

There's no fuch fport, as fport by fport o'erthrown ;

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own :

So fhall we flay, mocking intended game ;

And they, well mock'd, depart away with fhame.

[Trumpets nvithin,

Bor. The trumpet founds ibemafK'djthemafkers come.
Flourijh, Enter, in Ruffian i^^^///, and majk'^dy

TheYJm^y Biron, Longavili^e, ^//^Dumain;
^ith Moth, Musick, and Attendants,

Moth advances.
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Mot, All haiU the rkhefi beauties on the earth !

Boy. Beauties no richer than rich taiFata.

MoT, A holy parcel of thefaireji dames

j

[the Ladies turn their Backs to him.

That e'ver turned their— hacks— to mortal 'vie-ivs !

BiR. Their eyes, villain, their eyes.

Mot . That e^uer turned their eyes to mortal ^ic^s !

Out—
Bor, True; out, indeed.

Mot. Out ofyourfa^vours, hea<venly fpiritSy ^jouchfafe

Net to behold

BiR. Once to behold, rogue."

Mot . Once to behold ^ith your Jun-beamed eyes

^ith your Jun-beamed eyes
—

Boy. They will not anfwer to that epithet

;

You were beft call it, daughter-beamed eyes.

Mot. ''They do not mark me,and that brings me out."

BiR .
*' Is thi^ your perfedinefs : be gone, you rogue."

[Moth nxnthdrauos.

Ros. What would these ftrangers? know their minds.

If they do fpeak our language, 'tis our will [Boyet

:

That fome plain man recount their purposes :

Know what they would.

Boy, What would you with the princefs ?

BiR, Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation.

Ros, What would they, fay they

Boy, Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation.

Ros. Why, that they have ; and bid them fo be gone.

Boy. She fays, you have it, and you may be gone.

Kin. Say to her, we have measur'd many miles.

To tread a measure with her on this grafs.

Boy. They fay, that they have measur'd many a mile^

* Ber. Beauties Princes ?

X 3
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To tread a measure with you on this grafs.

Ro^. It is not fo: Afk them, how many inches

Is in one mile : if they have measured many,
The measure then of one is eas'ly told.

Boy. If, to come hither, you have measur'd miles.

And many miles ; the princefs bids you tell.

How many inches doth fill up one mile.

BiR. Tell her, we measure them by weary fteps.

Boy, She hears herfelf.

^05.|How many weary fteps, ^adnjancing^

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone.

Are number'd in the travel of one mile ?

BiR, We number nothing that we fpend for you

;

Our duty is fo rich, fo infinite.

That we may do it ftill without accompt.

Vouchfafe to fhew the fun-fhine of your face,

That we, like favages, may worihip it.

Ro^. My face is but a moon, and clouded too.

Kin, BlefTed are clouds, that do as fuch clouds do !

Vouchfafe, bright moon, and these thy ftars, to Ihine

( Those clouds remov'd
)
upon our wat'ry eyne.

Ro^. O vain petitioner! beg a greater matter;

Thou now requeft'ft but moon-fhine in the water.

Kin, Then in our measure do but vouchfafe one change

:

Thou bid'ft me beg ; this begging is not ftrange.

Ros, Play, musick, then : Nay, you muft do it foon.

\Musick ; and ihey make ready ^ as to dance.

Not yet ; no dance : thus change I like the moon.
Kin, Will you not dancePHow come you thus eftrang'd?

i^05. You took the moon at full; but now fhe's chang'd.

Kin, The musick plays ; vouchfafe fome motion to it.

Roz, Our ears vouchfafe it.

*3 rcquefts 31 V. Nate,
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Kin. But your legs ftiould do it.

Ros. Since youareftrangers,andcome hereby chance.
We'll not be nice : take hands ; — we will not dance.

Kin, Why take we hands then ?

Ro^, Only to part friends :

Court'fy, fweet hearts ; and fo the measure ends.

Kin, More measure of this measure; be not nice.

Ros, We can afford no more at fuch a price. [ny?

Kin, Prize yourfelves then ; What buys your compa-
RoB, Your abfence only.

Kin, That can never be.

Ro^, Then cannot we be bought : And fo adieu;

Twice to your visor, and half once to you

!

Kin, If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat.

Ros. In private then.

Kin, I am beft pleas'd with that. \con'rjerfe apart.

Bjr . White-handed miftrefs,onef\veetwordwith thee.

Pri, Honey, and milk, and fugar ; there is three.

BiR, Nay, then, two treys, (an if you grow fo nice)

Metheglin, wort, and malnrsey ; Well run, dice ! —
There's half a dozen fweets.

Pri, Seventh fweet, adieu !

Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you.

BiR, One word in fecret.

Pri, Let it not be fweet.

BiR, Thou griev'ft my gall.

Pri, Gall r bitter.

BiR, Therefore meet. \con^erfe apart,

DuM, Will you vouch fafe with me to change a word ?

Mar, Name it.

DuM, Fair lady,—

M^ij. Say you fo ? Fair lord,—

X4
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Take that for your fair lady.

DuM. Please it you,

As much in private,ancl I'll bid adieu. \con'verJe apart.

Ca r. What, was your visor made without a tongue ?

LoN, I know the reason, lady, why you afk.

Cat, O, for your reason ! quickly, fir ; I long.

LoN. You have a double tongue within your malk,

And would afford my fpeechlefs visor half.

Ca r. Veal, quoth the Dutchman ;_ Is not veal a calf?

Zow. A calf, fair lady ?

C^r. No, a fair lord calf.

2/0i\r. Let's part the word.

C^r. No, I'll not be your half:

Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox.

Zo^'. Lookjhow you but yourfelf in these fharp mocks;
Will you give horns, chaft lady ? do not fo.

Cat, Then die a calf, before your horns do grow.

Zojv. One word in private with you, ere I die.

Cat, Bleat foftly then, the butcher hears you cry.

\con'verfe apart.

Boy. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen
As is the razor's edge invisible,

Cutting a fmaller hair than may be feen

;

Above the fenfe of fenfe : fo fenfible

Seemeth their conference ; their conceits have wings,

fleeter than arrows, wind, thought, fwifter things, [off.

Ros. Not one word more,my maids ; break off, break

\hreaki'ngfrom the King,

BiR, By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure pure feoff!

. Kin. Adieu, mad wenches ; you have fimple wits.

Pri, Twenty adieu's, my frozen Mu/co'vites—
[Exeunt King, an^ hisLords ; Moth, Mus. and Att.

4- V. Nott. arrows, bullets, wind.



Lo^e^s Lahour^s lojl. 7^

Are these the breed of wits fo vvonder'd at ? [out.

Boy, Tapers they are, with your fweet breaths puft

Ro^, Well-liking wits they have ; grofs,grofs; fat,fat.

Frt, O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout

!

Will they not, think you, hang themfelves to-night ?

Or ever, but in visors, fh^v^ their faces ?

This pert Biron was out of count'nance quite.

Ros. O, they were all in lamentable cafes !

The king was weeping-ripe for a good word.

Pri* Biro7i did fwear himfelf out of all fuit.

MAR.Diimain was at my fervice, and his fword :

No pointy quoth I ; my fervant ftraight was mute.

C^r. Lord Longa^ville faid, I came o'er his heart

;

And trow you what he call'd me ?

Pri, Qualm, perhaps.

Cat, Yes, in good faith.

Pri, Go, ficknefs as thou art

!

Ros, Well, better wits have worn plain ftatute caps.

But will you hear ? the king is my love fworn.

Pri. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me.
Cat, And Longa^ille was for my fervice born.

Ma R.Dumain is mine as fure as bark on tree.

Bor, Madam, and pretty milireiTes, give ear:

Immediately they will again be here

In their own fhapes ; for it can never be.

They will digeft this harfli indignity.

Pri, Will they return ?

Bor, They will, they will, God knows ;

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows

:

Therefore, change favours ; and, when they repair.

Blow like fweet roses in this fummer air.

Pri, How blow r how blow ? fpeak to be underftood.
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Boy, Fair ladies, mafkt, are roses in their bud ;

Difmalkt, their damafk fweet commixture fliown,

Are angels 'vailing clouds, or roses blown.

Pri. i\vaunt, perplexity 1 What fhall we do,

If they return in their own fliapes to woo ?

Ros, Good madam, if by me you'll be advis'd.

Let's mock them ftill, as well known, as difguis'd :

liCt us complain to them, what fools were here,

Difguis'd like Mufco^itesy in fhapelefs gear

;

And wonder, what they were ; and to what end
Their fhallow ftiows, and prologue vilely pen'd.

And their rough carriage fo ridiculous.

Should be presented at our tent to us.

Boy, Ladies, withdraw; the gallants are at hand.

Pri. Whip to our tents, as roes run o'er the land.

[^Exeunt Vrmc^fsy Cat. Ros.^WMar.
Re- enter, in their proper Habits , the King, attended \

DuMAiN, BiRON, LoNGAViLLE, and Others,

Kin. Fair fir, God fave you ! Where's the princefs ?

Boy, Gone to her tent : Please it your majefty,

Command me any fervice to her thither

;

Kin, That Ihe vouchfafe me audience for one word.

Boy, I will ; and fo will Ihe, I know, my lord.

{Exit BOYET.
BiR, This fellow pecks up wit, as pidgeons pease;

And utters it again, when God doth please

:

He is wit's pedlar ; and retails his wares

At wakes, and wafTels, meetings, markets, fairs ;

And we that fell by grofs, the Lord doth know.
Have not the grace to grace it with fuch Ihow.

This gallant pins the wenches on his fleeve

;

Had he been Adatn, he had tempted £w :

' s runs ore Und
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A' can carve too, and lifp : Why, this is he

That kift his hand away in courtefy

;

This is the ape of form, moniieur the nice,

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice

In honourable terms : nay, he can fing

A mean moft meanly ; and, in ufhering,

Mend him who can : the ladies call him, fweet

;

The flairs, as he treads on them, kifs his feet

:

This is the flower that fmiles on every one.

To Ihew his teeth as white as whale his bone

:

And confciences, that will not die in debt,

Pay him the due of honey-tongu'd Boyet,

Kin. A blifter on his fweet tongue, with my heart,

That put Ar?7iado\ page out of his part

!

Re-enter />6^ Princefs, Boyet ujhering her^ Maria,
Catherine, Rosaline, and Attendants,

BiR . See,where it comes'_Behaviour, what wert thou,

'Till this man fhew'd thee ? and what art thou now ?

Kin, All hail, fweet madam, and fair time of day !

Pri, Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive.

Kin, Conltrue my fpeeches better, if you may.
Pri, Then wifh me better, I will give you leave.

Kin, We came to visit you ; and purpose now
To lead you to our court : vouchfafe it then.

Pri, This field fhali hold me ; and fo hold your vow :

Nor God, nor I, delights in perjur'd men.
Kin, Rebuke me not for that which you provoke

;

The virtue of your eye mufl break my oath, [fpoke

;

Pri, You nick-name virtue ; vice you fhould have

For virtue's office never breaks men's troth.

Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure

As the unfully'd lilly, I protefl,

' 5 this mad man
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A world of torments though I ftiould endure,

I would not yield to be your houfe's gueft

:

So much I hate a breaking cause to be
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity.

Kin, O, you have liv'd in defolation here,

Unfeen, unvisited, much to our fliame.

Pri. Not fo, my lord, it is not fo, I fwear,

We have had paftimes here, and pleasant game ;

A mefs of RuJJtans left us but of late.

Kin. How, madam ? Ruffians ?

Pri, Ay, in truth, my lord

;

Trim gallants, full of courtfhip, and of Hate.

Ros, Madam, fpeak true : — It is not fo, my lord ;

My lady, ( to the manner of the days)

In courtefy, gives undeserving praise.

We four, indeed, confronted were with four

In Ruffian habit : here they ftay'd an hour,

And talk'd apace ; but in that hour, my lord.

They did not blefs us with one happy wcrd.

I dare not call them fools ; but this I think,

W^hen they are thirfty, fools would fain have drink.

BiR, This jeft is dry to me. — Fair gentle fweet.

Your wit makes wise things foolifh : when we greet

With eyes beft feeing heaven's fiery eye,

By light we lose light : Your capacity

Is of that nature, that, to your huge ftore.

Wise things feem foolifh, and rich things but poor.

Rob, This proves you wise, and rich : for,in my eye,"

PiR, t am a fool, and full of poverty.

Rob, But that you take what doth to you belongs

It were a fault to fnatch words from my tongue.

BiK. O, I am yours, and all that I possefs.
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Ros. All the fool mine ?

BiR. I cannot give you lefs.

Ros, Which of the visors was it, that you wore?
BiR . Where? when? what visor? whydemand you this?

Ros, There, then, that visor; that fuperfluous cafe.

That hid the worfe, and Ihew'd the better face, [right.''

Kin, *' We are defcry'd ; they'll mock us now down-
DuM, " Let us confefs, and turn it to a jefl."

Pri, Amaz'd,my lord? Why looks yourhighnefs fad?

Ros, Help! hold his brows! he'll fwoon! Why look you
Sea-fick, I think, coming from Mu/co^vy. [pale?—

BiR, Thus pour the ftars down plagues for perjury.

Can any face of brafs hold longer out ?

Here ftand I, lady : dart thy Ikill at me.
Bruise me with fcorn, confound me with a flout,

Thrurt thy fharp wit quite through my ignorance.

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit;

And I will wilh thee never more to dance,

Nor never more in Ruffian habit wait.

O, never will 1 truft to fpeeches pen'd.

Nor to the motion of a fchool-boy's tongue

;

Nor never come in visor to my friend ;

Nor woo in rime, like a blind harper's fong :

TafFata phrases, filken terms precife,

Three-pil'd hyperboles, fpruce aifedlation,

Figures pedantical ; these fummer flies

Have blown me full of maggot ollentation :

I do forfwear them : and I here proteft,

By this v/hite glove, (how white the hand,God knows)
Henceforth my wooing mind fliall be expreft

In rufl^et yeas, and honeft kersey noes :

And, to begin, wench,"— fo God help me, la!—*

^5 affeaion
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My love to thee is found, fans crack or flaw.

Ros. Sans, fans, I pray you.

BiR . Yet I have a trick

Of the old rage : ^ bear with me, I am fick

;

rU leave it by degrees. Soft, let us fee,—

Write, Lord ha've mercy on us, on those three

;

They are infefted, in their hearts it lies.

They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes :

These lords are visited ; you are not free,

For the Lord's tokens on you do I fee.

Fri, No, they are free that gave these tokens to us.

BiR. Ourftates are forfeit, feek not to undo us.

Ro^. It is not fo; For how can this be true,

That you ftand forfeit, being those that fue ?

BiR, Peace ; for I will not have to do with you.

Ros, Nor fhall not, if I do as I intend.

BiR . Speak for yourfelves, my wit is at an end.

\to his Friends, retiring.

Kin. Teach us, fweet madam, for our rude tranfgref-

Some fair excufe. [fion

Fri, The faireft is confeflion.

Were you not here, but even nov/, difguis'd ?

Kin. Madam, I was.

Fri, And were you well advis'd ?

Kin, I was, fair madam.
Fri, When you then were here.

What did you whifper in your lady's ear ?

Kin, That more than all the world I did refpedl her.

Fri, When fhe fhall challenge this,you will rejedl her-

Kin, Upon mine honour, no.

Fri. Peace, peace, forbear;

Your oath once broke, you force not to forfwear.
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Kin. Defpise me, when I break this oath of mine^
Pri, I will ; and therefore keep it : — Rosaline^

What did the Ruffian whifper in your ear ?

-^05. Madam, he fwore, that he did love me dear

As precious eye-fight ; and did value me
Above this world : adding thereto, moreover.

That he would wed me, or elfe die my lover.

Pri, God give thee joy of him ! the noble lord

Moft honourably doth uphold his word.

Kin, What mean you, madam ? by my life, my troth,

I never fwore this lady fuch an oath.

Ros,^y heaven, you did ; and to confirm it plain,

You gave me this "|"
: but take it, fir, again.

Kin, My faith, and this, the princefs 1 did give

;

I knew her by this
"f"

jewel on her fleeve.

Pri, Pardon me, fir, this jewel did fhe wear

;

And lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear : _
What ; will you have me, or your pearl again ?

^7ij. Neither of either; I remit both twain

I fee the trick on 't,— Here was a confent.

Knowing aforehand of our merriment.

To dafli it like a chrillmas comedy :

Some carry-tale, fome please-man, fome zany,

Some mumble-news, fome trencher knight, fome Dickj—
That fmiles his cheek in years ; and knows the trick

To make my lady laugh, when fhe's difpos'd,

—

Told our intents before : which once difclos'd.

The ladies did change favours ; and then we.

Following the figns, woo'd but the fign of fhe.

Now, to our perjury to add more terror,

We are again forfvvorn ; in will, and error.

Much upon this it is : — And might not you {to Boy,

^3 fome flight Zany,
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Eoreftal our fport, to make us thus untrue ?

Do not you know my lady's foot by the fquire ?

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ?

And ftand between her back, fir, and the fire ;

Holding a trencher, jefting merrily ?

You put our page out : Go, you are allow'd ;

Die when you will, a fmock fliall be your fhrowd.

You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye.

Wounds like a leaden fword.

Boy. Full merrily

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run.

BiR . Lo, he is tilting ftraight!—Peace ; I have done
Enter Costard.

Welcome, pure wit ! thou parted a fair fray.

Cos, O lord, fir, they would know,
Whether the three worthies (hall come in, or no.

BiR, What, arc there but three?

Cos, No, fir ; but it is vara fine.

For every one purfents three.

BiR , And three times thrice is nine.

Cos, Not fo, fir; under corredtion, fir; I hope, it

is not fo :

You cannot beg us, fir, I aflure you, fir ; we know
what Vv^e know :

I hope, fir, three times thrice, fir,—

BiR, Is not nine.

Cos, Under corredion, fir, we know vvhereuntil it

doth amount.

BiR . By Jo've^ I always took three threes for nine.

Cos, O lord, fir, it were pity you Ihculd get your

living by reck'ning, fir.

BiR, How much is it ?

manager.
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Cos, O lord, fir, the parties themfelves, the aftors,

fir, will Ihew whereuntil it doth amount: for mine
own part, I am, as they fay, but to parfed one man
in one poor man; Po?npion the great, fir.

BiR. Art thou one of the worthies ?

Cos. It pleased them, to think me worthy of Pompev

the great : for mine own part, I know not the degree

of the worthy ; but I am to ftand for him.

BiR, Go, bid them prepare.

Cos. We will turn it finely ofi', fir, we will take fome
care. [£^/> Costard.

Kin. Bironjthey will fhame us; let them not approach.

BiR. Wearefhame-proof,mylord:and'tisfomepolicy,

To have one Ihow worfe than the king's and his compa-
Kin. I fay, they lhall not come. [ny.

Fri. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you now ;

That fport moil pleases, that doth leaft know how r

When zeal ftrives to content, and the contents

Dies in the zeal of that which it presents.

There form confounded makes moll form in mirth ;

When great things labouring perifh in their birth.

Bjr. a right defcription of our fport, my lord,

En/er Arm ADO.

Arm. Anointed, I implore fo much expence of thy

royal fweet breath as will utter a brace of words.

[^con^erjes apart nvith the Kingy and deli'vers him a Paper.

Pri, Doth this man ferve God ?

BiR. Why a{k you?
Pri. He fpeaks not like a man of God's making.
-^/JM.That is all one, my fair fweet honey monarch :

for, I proteft, the fchool-mafter is exceeding fantaftical

;

too too vain, too too vain : But we will put it, as they

Vol. II.
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fay, to fortuna della guerra, I vvifli you the peace of

mind, moft royal couplement! \Exit Arm a do.

Kin. Here is like to be a good presence of worthies :

He presents HeSlor of Troy ; the fwain, Pompey the great

;

the pariih curate, Alexander ; Armada's page, Hercules ;

the pedant, Judas Machaheus

:

And if these four worthies in their firft fliew thrive,

These four will change habits,and present the other five.

BiK. There is five in the firft fhevv.

Kin. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not fo.

BiR* The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-prieft, the

fool, and the boy : —
A bare throw at nonjem ; and the whole world again

Cannot pick out five fuch, take each one in his vein.

\Seats broughtforth.

Kin. The fliip is under fail,and here fhe comes amain.

Pageant of the nine Worthies.

Flourijh. Entery arntd and accouter'd, his Scutcheon

born before him. Costard for Pompey.
* Cos. I Pompey am,—

BiR. You lie, you are not he.

* Cos. I Pompey am,"~

Boy. With libbard's head on knee. [with thee.

BiR. Well faid, old mocker ; I muft needs be friends

* Cos. I Pompey am, Po??ipey furnam'd the big,

—

DuM. The great.

Cos. It is great, fir ; '^Pompey furnam'd the great

;

* That oft in field, with targe and fliield,. did make
my foe to fweat : [chance ;

* And, travelling along this coaft, I here am come by
* And lay my

"f"
arms before the legs of this fweet lafs

of France. [does his Obeifance to the Princefs.

' delaguar, '3 Novum,
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If your ladyfliip would fay, thanks, Pompey, I had done.

Pri. Great thanks, great Pompey,

Cos, 'Tis not fo much worth ; but, I hope, I was

perfedl : I made a little fault in, great. [retires,

BiR. My hat to a half-penny, Pompey proves the beft

Enter^ armd^z, Nathaniel /^?r Alexander.
* IsIa r. When in the world I liv'd,I was the world's com-

* By eaft, weft, north, and fouth, I fpread my conquering
' * My 'fcutcheon plain declares, that I am Alifander ;

—
Boy, Your nose fays, no, you are not; for it ftands

too right.

PiR, Your nose fmells, no, in his, moft tender-fmel-

'

ling knight. [fander.

Pri, The conqueror is difmay'd:—Proceed,good Ali-

* Na r. When in the world I liv'd,I was the world's com-
mander ;

—
Boy, Moft true, 'tis right; you were fo, Alifander.

BiR, Pompey the great,—

Cos. Your fervant, and Cofiard. [ad'vancing,

BiR . Take away the conqueror, take away Alifander,

Cos, O, fir, [/^?Nath.] you have overthrown

der the conqueror ! You will be fcrap'd out of the painted

cloth for this : your lion, that holds his polax fitting on a

clofe-ftool, will be given to A-jax ; he will be the ninth

worthy. A conqueror, and afeard to fpeak 1 run away for

ihzmt, Alifander [Nath. retires,'] There, an'tftiall please

you ! a fooliih mild man ; an honeft man, look you, and
foon dafti'd ! He is a marv^elous good neighbour,in footh;

and a very good bowler : h\xt^hvAlifanderr^dX2is\ you fee,

how 'tis; a little o'er-parted : But there are worthies a

worthy. \Flcurifh,

mander

;

[might

:

Y 2
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coming,will fpeak theirmind in fome other fort. \FlouriJh.

Pri, Stand afide, good Pompey.

Enter^ arm^d &c. Holof ernes for Judas,
and Moth for Hercules.

* HoL, Great Hercules is presented by this imp,

[/m^;;///?^ Moth.
* Whose club kill'd Cerberus, that three-headed canus,
* And, when he was a babe, a child, a fhrimp,
* Thus did he rtrangle ferpents in his manus :

^ ^oniam he feemeth in minority,
* Ergo I come with this apology

Keep fome ffate in thy exit, and vanllh.

[Moth does his Obei/ance, and retires,

* Jtidas I am,—
DuM, A Judas !

HoL. Not Ifcariot, fir. _
* Judas I am, ycleped Machabeus ;

—
DvM, Judas Machabeus dipt, is plain Judas»

BiR . A kiffing traitor How art thou prov'd Judas!'
* HoL, Judas I am,"~-

DuM, The more fliame for you, Judas,

HoL» What mean you, fir?

Bor, To make Judas hang himfelf.

HoL, Begin, fir; you are my elder.

BiR, Well follovv'd ; Judas wsls hang'd on an elder.

HoL. I will not be put out of countenance.

BiR, Because thou haft no face.

HoL. What is this ?

Bor, A cithern head.

DuM. The head of a bodkin.

BiR, A death's face in a ring.

LoN. The face of an old Roman coin, fcarce feen.
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Boy, The pummel of Co'sar^s faulchion.

DuM. The carv'd-bone face on a flafk.

BiR, Saint George s half-cheek in a brooch.

DuM, Ay, and in a brooch of lead.

BiR . Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer : And
now, forward ; for we have put thee in countenance.

HoL. You have put me out of contenance.

BiR, Falfe; we have given thee faces.

HoL. But you have out-fac'd them all.

BiR. An thou wert a lion, we would do fo.

Bor. Therefore, as he is, an afs, let him go

—

And fo, adieu, fweet Ju^e ! Nay, why doft thou llay ?

DvM, For the latter end of his name. [away.

BiR . For the afs to the Jude ; give it him : — Jud-asy

HoL, This is not generous, not gentle, not humble.

Bor. A light for monfieur Judas ; it grows dark, he

may flumble. [Holofernes retires,

Pri, Alas, poor Machabeus ; how hath he been baited

!

Flourijh, Enter, arvid &c. A R M a D ofor He<5lor.

BiR . Hide thy head, y^r/6/7/^j;herecomes&^or in arms.

DuM, Though my mocks come home by me, I will

now be merry.

Kin, HeSior was but a Trojan in refpedl of this.

Bor. But is this HeSior ?

Kin, I think, Hedor was not fo clean-timber'd.

LoN, His leg is too big for Hedor^s,

Z)i/M. More calf, certain.

Bor, No, he is beft endu'd in the fmall.

BiR, This cannot be HeSlor,

DuM, He's a god, or a painter ; for he makes faces.

* The armipotent il^^/v, of lances the almighty,
* -Gave HeSIor a gift,—

Y 3
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DiTM. Gift! a nutmeg.
BiR, A lemon.

LoN. Stuck with cloves.

DuM» No, cloven.

Jrm, Peace !

* The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty,
* Gave Hedcr a gift, the heir of Ilton ;

* A man fo breath'd, that, certain, he would fight, yea,

* From morn 'till night, out of his pavilion.

*I am that flower,—

Dvu. That mint.

LoK. That columbine.

Arm. Sweet lord Longa'ville, rein thy tongue.

Lou, I muft rather give it the rein ; for it runs againfl:

HeSior,

DuM. Ay, and He^or^s a grey-hound.

Arm. The fweet war-man is dead and rotten ; fvveet

chucks, beat not the bones of the buried : when he

breath'd, he was a man — But I will forward with my
device ; fweet royalty, bellow on me the fenfe of hear-

ing. [Biron J^e/>s to Coftard, an<:/ ^htfpers him,

Pri, Speak, brave we are much delighted.

Arm.1 do adore thy fvveet grace's flipper.

Box, Loves her by the foot."

DuM, He may not by the yard."
* Arm, This HeSior far furmounted Hannibal,—

Cos, The party is gone, fellow Hedor, flie is gone ;

fhe is two months on her way.

Arm, What meaneft thou ?

Cos. 'Faith, unlefs you play the honeft Trojan, the

poor wench is call away : fhe's quick ; the child brags

in her belly already ; 'tis yours.

» A gift ^7 V. Note.
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ARM.Tyo^i thou infamonize me among potentates ?

thou fhalt die.

Co 5. Then {hdlHeclor be whip'dyforja^uenetta that is

quick by him; and hang'd,for Pcw/^y that is dead by him.

DuM, Moft rare Pompey !

Boy, Renovvn'd Po?npey !

BiR . Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey ;

Po?npey the huge !

DuM, Hedor trembles.

BiR, Pornpey is mov'd : VLoxtAtesy more Jfes', ftir

them on, ftir them on !

DuM. HeSlor will challenge him.

BiR . Ay, if a' have no more man's blood in his belly

than will fup a flea.

jIrm, By the north pole, I do challenge thee.

Cos, I will not fight with a pole, like a northern

man ; I'll flafli, PU do it by the fword : I pray you,

let me borrow my arms again.

DuM, Room for the incenf'd worthies.

Cos, Pll do it in my fhirt. Vft^'^pp^^g*

DuM, Moft resolute Pompey !

MoT, Mafter, \coming up to Arm. and njjhifpering himl'\

let me take you a button-hole lower : Do you not fee,

Pompey is uncafmg for the combat ? What mean you ?

you will lose your reputation.

Arm, Gentlemen and foldiers, pardon me, I will not

combat in my fhirt. [challenge.

DuM, You may not deny it ; Pompey hath made the

Arm, Sweet bloods, I both may and will.

BiR, What reason have you for't ?

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no Ihirt ; I

go woolward for penance.

' ^ them, or ftirre
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Mot, True, [/^? Lords, afide.'] and it was enjoin'd

him in Rome for want of linnen : fince when, I'll be

fworn, he wore none, but a difh-clout of JaqneTietta's ;

and that a' wears next his heart for a favour.

Enter Mercade.
Mer. God fave you, madam !

PrL Welcome, gOOtl Mercade ;

But that thou interrupt'll our merriment.
' Mer, I am ferry, madam, for the news I bring

;

'Tis heavy on my tongue : The king your father —
Pri. Dead, for my life.

Mer, Even fo : my tale is told.

BiR, Worthies, away ; the fcene begins to cloud.

^RM, For mine own part, I breath free breath : I

have feen the day of wrong through the little hole of

difcretion, and I will right myfelf like a foldier.

[Exeuf7t Worthies, tkeir Trumpets, and Retinue,

Kin, How fares your majefty ?

Pri, Bcyet, prepare ; I wall away to-night.

Kin, Madam, not fo ; I do befeech you, ftay-

Pri, Prepare, I fay— I thank you, gracious lords.

For all your fair endeavours ; and intreat,

Out of a new-fad foul, that you vouchfafe.

In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide.

The liberal opposition of our fpirits :

If over-boldly we have born ourfelves

Jn the converfe of breath, your gentlenefs

Was guilty of it. — Farewel, worthy lord !

A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue :

Excuse me fo, coming too fhort of thanks

For my great fuit fo easily obtain'd.

Kin, The extream parts of time extreamly forms

'® is heavy in
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All causes to the purpose of his fpeed

;

And often, at his very loofe, decides

That which long procefs could not arbitrate

:

And though the mourning brow of progeny
Forbid the fmiling courtefy of love

The holy fuit which fain it would convince

;

Yet, fince love's argument was firft on foot,

Let not the cloud of forrow juftle it

From what it purposed
; fince, to wail friends loft.

Is not by much fo wholefome, profitable,

As to rejoice at friends but newly found.

Pri. I underftand you not, my griefs are deaf.

BiR . Honeft plain words beft pierce the car of grief;

And by these badges underftand the king.

For your fair fakes have we negledled time,

Play'd foul play with our oaths ; your beauty, ladies.

Hath much deform'd us, fafliioning our humours
Even to the opposed end of our intents :

And what in us hath feem'd ridiculous,

—

As love is full of unbefitting ftrains ;

All wanton as a child, (kipping, and vain

;

Form'd by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye.

Full of ilrange fhapes, of habits, and of forms.

Varying in fubjeds as the eye doth rowl

To every vary'd objed in his glance :

Which party-coated presence of loofe love.

Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes,

'T hath milhecom'd our oaths and gravities.

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults,

Suggefted us to make tfjcm r Therefore, ladies.

Our love being yours, the error that love makes
Is likewise yours : we to ourfelves prove falfc.

are double. 2.3 Graying ^.s jj^^g j^j^.
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By being once falfe for ever to be true

To those that make us both, fair ladies, you

;

And even that falfhood, in itfelf a fin,

Thus purifies itfelf, and turns to grace.

Pri. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love ;

Your favours, the embalTadors of love

;

And, in our maiden council, rated them
At courtfiiip, pleasant jeft, and courtefy.

As bombaft and as lining to the time :

But more devout than this, in our refpefts,

Have we not been ; and therefore met your Ipves

In their own fafiiion, like a merriment.

DvM. Gur letters,madam,fnew'd much more than jeft,

ZoN. So did our looks.

Ro^. We did not quote them fo.

Kin, Now, at the lateft minute of the hour.

Grant us your loves.

Pri. A time, methinks, too fhort

To make a v/orld-without-end bargain in

:

No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much,
Full of dear guiltinefs ; and, therefore, this,

—

If for my love (as there is no fuch cause)

You will do ought, this lhall you do for me :

Your oath I will not truft : but go with fpeed

To fome forlorn and naked hermitage.

Remote from all the pleasures of the world ;

There ftay, until the twelve celeftial figns

Have brought about their annual reckoning

:

If this auftere infociable life

Change not your offer made in heat of blood ;

If frofts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin weeds.

Nip not the gaudy bloflbms of your love.
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But that It bear this trial, and laft love ;

Then, at the expiratiou of the year,

Come challenge me, challenge by these deserts.

And, by this virgin palm, now kifiing thine,

I will be thine : and, 'till that inftant, fhut

My woeful felf up in a mourning houfe ;

Raining the tears of lamentation.

For the remembrance of my father's death.

If this thou do deny, let our hands part.

Neither intitl'd in the other's heart.

Kin. If this, or more than this, I would deny.

To flatter up these powers of mine with reft^

The fudden hand of death close up mine eye

!

Hence ever then my heart is in thy breaft,

DuM, But what to me, my love ? but what to me ?

Cat. a wife! A beard, fair health, and honefty^

With threefold love I wifh you all these three.

DuM, O, (hall I fay, I thank you, gentle wife ?

Cat. Not fo, my lord ; a twelvemonth and a day
ril mark no words that fmooth-fac'd wooers fay :

Come when the king doth to my lady come,
Then, if I have much love, I'll give you fome.

DuM. I'll ferve thee true and faithfully 'till then.

Cat. Yet fwear not, left you be forfworn again.

LoN. What fays Maria

P

Mar. At the twelvemonth's end,

I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend.

LoN. I'll ftay with patience ; but the time is long.

Ma R, The liker you ; few taller are fo young.
BiR. Studies my lady ? miftrefs, look on me.

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye.

What humble fuit attends thy anfwer there;

3 challenge me by ' + v. Note.
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Impose fome fervlce on me for thy love.

Ros, Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron,

Before I faw you : and the world's large tongue

Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ;

Full of comparifons, and wounding flouts ;

Which you on all eftates will execute,

That lie within the mercy of your wit

:

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain,

And, therewithal, to win me, if you please,

( Without the which I am not to be won)
You ihall this twelvemonth term from day to day

Visit the fpeechlefs fick, and ftill converfe

With groaning wretches ; and your tafk fhall be.

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit.

To enforce the pained impotent to fmile.

BiR, To move wild laughter in the throat of death ?

It cannot be ; it is impoffible :

Mirth cannot move a foul in agony.

Ros, Why, that's the way to choak a gibing fpirit.

Whose influence is begot of that loofe grace

Which fliallow laughing hearers give to fools ;

A jefl:'s profperity lives in the ear

Of him that hears it, never in the tongue

Of him that makes it : then, if fickly ears,

Deaft with the clamours of their own dear groans.

Will hear your idle fcorns, continue then.

And I will have you, and that fault withal ;

But, if they will not, throw away that fpirit,

And I fliall find you empty of that fault,

Right joyful of your reformation.

BiR, A twelvemonth ? well, befall what will befall,

ril jeft a twelvemonth in an hofpital.
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Pri, Ay, fweet my lord ; and fo I take my leave.

[^breaking Con^verfe njoith the King, and curtfying.

Kin. No, madam ; we will bring you on your way.

BiR, Our wooing doth not end like an old play ;

'Jack hath not Gill : these ladies' courtefy

Might well have made our fport a comedy.
Kin. Come, fir, it wants a twelvemonth and a day,

And then 'twill end.

BiR, That's too long for a play.

Enter Arm a do.

Arm. Sweet majeily, vouchfafe me. \to the King.

Pri. Was not that Heaor?
DuM. The worthy knight of Trey.

Arm* I will kifs thy royal finger, and take leave :

I am a votary ; I have vow'd to Jaquenetta, to hold

the plough for her fweet love three year. But, moft

efteemed greatnefs, will you hear the dialogue that

the two learned men have compiled, in praise of the

owl and the cuckoo r it fliould have followed in the end
of our fhew.

Kin. Call them forth quickly, we will do fo.

Arm. Hola, approach I \^Musick.

Enter Holo. Nath. Moth, Coft. and Others.

This
"I"

fide \^jor7ni?ig them in t^o Bands. ^ is Hiems, win-

ter ; this
"f"

Fer, the fpring ; the one maintained by the

owl, the other by the cuckoo— Fer, begin.

Song.
Spr, When daizies py^dy afid njiolets blue^

and lady-frnocks allJilver-'vohihy

and cuckoo-huds of yello^uo hue,

do paint the meado^ujs ^vith delight

y

^- the cuckco then, on e^very tree.

^9 V. Note,
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mocks rnarrfd men\ for thus Jings hej

Cuckoo ;

cuckoo^ cuckooy— O wuord offear,

unpleasing to a marry d ear !

2.

When Jhepherds pipe on oaten Jirawus^

and merry larks are plouumens clocks

j

^vhen turtles tread, and rooks ^ and da^ojs^

and maideyis bleach theirJummer Jmocks^

the cuckoo theny on every tree. Sec,

Win. When i/icles ha-ng by the njoall,

and Dick the JJ^epherd blo^s his nail^

and Tom bears logs into the hall,

and ?nilk co??ies frozen home in pail,

ftvhen blood is nipt, and n/jays befonxjl^

then nightly fings thefaring onvl,

iu-^hit, to-^vho, a merry note ;

ivhile greasy Joan doth keel the pot,

2. *

When all aloud the njoind doth bloiv,

and coughing drowns the parjon^s fanVy

and birds ft brooding in the fnonv,

and Marrian's nose looks red and ra^y
njuhen roafed crabs hifs in the bouol,

the7i nightlyfngs thefaring onjol, &C.

Akm. The words of Mercury are harfti after the fongs

Apollo, You, that
"I"

way; we, this "j" way. \^Exeunt,














