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R6R

Two Noble Kinsmen.

Prefentcd at the B lac k F r i e r s, by the King's

Majefty's Servants, with great Applaufe.

Written by the memorable Worthies of their Time

Mt. y H N FLETCHER, Gent.

AND

Mv.WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR.G^vit.

Vol, X. A





PROLOGUE.
FLOURISH.

NE IV Plays and Maidenheads are near a-kin.

Much followed both, for both much Many ^i*/:,
,

Jf they Jfand found, and well: And a good Play

{fVhofe modefi Scenes hlufh on his Marriage-Day^

And fJjake to lofe his Honour) is like her

'That after holy Tie, and firji Nights ftir

Tet fill is Modefy, andfill retains

More of the Maid to fight, than Husband*s Pains
^t

IVe -pray our Play may he fa ; for Fm fure

It has a noble Breeder, and a furey -^

A Learned, and a Poet never went
''

More famous yet Hwixt Po, and filver Trent.

Chaucer {of all admifd) the Story gtves.

There conjiant to Eternity it lives

:

If we let fall the Noblenefs of this.

And the firjl Sound this Child hear, he a flifs.

How will it foake the Bones of that good Man
And make him cry from under-ground. Oh fan

From me the widefs Chaff of fuch a Writer

That blafts my Bays, and my fam'd Works make lighter

Than Rohin Hood—This is the Fear we bring.

For to fay Truth, it were an endlefs thing.

And too ambitious to Afpire to him »

(i) Weak as we are, and almoji hredthlefs fwim.
In this deep Water, Do but you hold out

Tour helping Hands ; and we jhall, tack about.

And fomething do to fave us : Tou fhall hear

Scenes, though below his Art, may yet appear

Worth two Hours Travel. To his Bones fweet Skip';

'

Content to you. If this Play do not keep,

A little dull Time from us, we perceive

Our Loffes fall fo thick, we muji needs leave, . „. ;5^»

(i) Weak as lue are,— ] From the modeft manner in which th«
Poet or Poets fpeak of themfelves in this Place, it feems highly pro-

bable that the Play was aded before the Death of Shakefpear, and
that it was wrote in Conjun^lion as much as thofe which Beaumont
joined in.

A 2 Dramatis

.T78ir.i



DRAMATIS PERSONS.

H
MEN.

YMEN.
Thefeus, Brother to Hippolita and Emilia.

Palamon, ^
2^/6^ /wo Nohle Kinfme»y in Lov^ with fair

Arcite, J Emilia.

Three valiant Knights, i

Perichous.

Gerrold, J Scboolmajier,

Jaylor.

A Tahorer,

Countrymen,

WOMEN.
Hippolita, Bride to Thefeus;

Emilia, Her Sifter,

Three ^eens.

Nyjnphs,

The Jaylor^s Daughter, in love with Palamon.

JVenches,

T^HE



THE
Two Noble Kinsmen^'I

ACTL SCENE I.

Enter Hymen 'with a Torch burning -, a Boy^ in a white Robe
before^ ftnging^ and Jlrewing Flowers \ after Hymen, a
Nymph^ enccmpafs'd in her Trejfes, bearing a wbeaten

Garland. Ihen Thefeus between two other Nymphs, with

wheaten Chaplets on their Heads. (3) Then Hippolita the

Bride led by Perithous, and another holding a Garland

over her Head {her Trejfes likewife hanging.) jffter her

Emilia holding up her Train.

The SON G. Mufick.

OSES their Jharp Spines being gone^

Not royal in their S^nells alone^

But in their Hue ;

Maiden-Pinks, of Odour faint,

Daiftes fmell-lefs, yet mojl quaint.

And fweet Time true.

(2) Vie liuo Noble Kin/men^ I have given the Title of this PJay

from the firll Edition of it in ^arta, publifh'd in 1634, nine Years

after the Death oi Fletcher, and fixtecn after Shakefpear''s. It will be

an Entertainment to the curious to dillinguifli the Hand of Shake/pear

from that of Fletcher. The only external Evidence that I ever heard

of, is a Tradition of the Play-houfe, that the firft Aft only was wrote
by Shake/pear, and this Mr. Warburton jays in his Preface to that Au-
thor. It it is true it does grent Honour to Fletcher, for the' there are

many excellent things in that Aft, it is in every Refpcft much inferior

to the four others. Had it fall'n within Mr. tVarburtorPh Province to

have examin'd the internal Evidence, \ know no Man fo capable of
llriking Light out of Obfcurity. I flia'l lay befjre the Reader the

Reafjns which make me doubt the Aathenticiry of this Tradition, and
fhall endeavour to prove that either Shake/pear had a very great Hand
in all the Afts of this Play, particularly in the whole charming Cha-
raftcr of the "Jailor s Daughter, or elfe that Fletcher more clofely imi-

tated him in this than in any other part of his Works.

(3) Then Hippolita the Bride led by Thefeus,] Mr. Theobald very
juftly chang'd Thefeus here to Perithous. Thia being a favourite Play

A 3 boia



6 7T}e Two Noble Kinfmen.

Primrofe, Jjrjl-born Child of Ver,
Merry Spring- tifne's HarVingety

With her Bells dim.

Oxlips in their Cradles groiving^

Marigolds on Death-heds bloivin^^

y^nd Lark- heels trim.

All, dear Nature's Children fiveet^

Lye ^fore Bride and Bridegroom's Feet, £Strcw Flowers,

Blejfing their Senfe.

(4J Not an y^ngel of the Jir^

Bird melodious, or Bird faiVy

Be ahfent hence,

trhe Crow, the Jlanderous Cuckooe, nor

(5) T^he boding Raven nor Chough hoqif

Nor chattering Pie,

May on our Bridehoufe pearch or fing.

Or with them any Difcord bring.

Butfrom it fly. Enter

both of bis and mine, we communicated our Emendations by Letter
to each other ; but he dy'd before he had gone farther in his Obfer-
vations than the End of che firft Aft. After tliat I have only his mar-
ginal Correftions as ufual.

(4) Not an Angel of the Air,"] Mr. Theobald was very fond of a
Change here, which I can by no means admit ; as he happened not to

fee the Author's Defign in applying the Word Angel to Birds, he would
r.ad Aitgtl, from the Italian Augello, a Bird. But befide the Objeftion

t.iere is 10 admitting Words of foreign Extra£\ion without Authority
ifito the Text (a thing by no means jafliliable) there would be a need-

\ih Tauiology,

Not an Augel or Bird of the Airy

Bird melodious, or Birdfair.
Several Birds too are excluded in the next Stanza which renders Augel

impioper, \\\i&re:x=. Angel very beautifully expreffes the Birds of Me-
Jody and good Omen.

(^) The boding Ra^en, nor Clough he
Nor chatt'rirg Bie,'\ Clough he, which is the Reading of all

the Editions, is neither Scnfe nor Rhime. My Diftionaries at leaft have

no fi^ch Bird as Clough. Chough is Shakefpear and Fletcher s Name
of a Ji-^ck danjc, of which Ray f;iys, PoJIica Pars capitis cinerafcit.

But he (and f om him the O-v/or^ Editor) miftakes in making the Chough

the Coracias a frequenter of the Comi/h-Cliffs only, which has no fuch

gray Feathers Befides Shakefpearh Chough feeds on Corn, for AuiO'

iocus, in the Winter s Tale, lays, My Choughs are fear d from the

^haff.. So that the Chough mult be the Daw or the Rook, which has

often



The ^0 Noble Kinfmen. ^

Enter three ^eens in Blacky with Veils jlain'di with Impe-

rial Crowns. 'The firfl ^een falls down at the Fact of

Theleus', the fecc^d falls down at the Foot of Hippolita.

SI'he third before Emilia.

1 9^cen. For Pity's falce, and true Gentility's,

Hear and refpecft me.

2 ^een For your Mother's fake.

And as you wifn your Womb may thrive with fair ones,

Hear and refpccl mc. [mark'd

3 ^{een. Now for the Love oF him whom Ji)V^ hath

The Honour of your Bed, and for the fake

Of clear Virginity, be Advocate

For us, and our DiflrefTes : This good D^d
Shall raze you out o'th' Book of Trefpaflcs

All you are fct down there.

^hef. Sad Lady, rife.

Hip. Stand up.

Emil. No Knees to me.

"What Woman I may fled that is diftreft.

Does bind me to her.

^hef. What's your Requeft? Deliver you for all.

I ^^een.We are thrceQueenSjWhofe Sovereigns fell beford

The Wrath of cruel Creon ; who endur*d

The Beaks of Ravens, Tallons of the Kite,

And Pecks of Crows in the foul Field of Thebs,

He Will not fuffcr us to burn their Bones,

To urn their Alhes, nor to take th' Offence

often gray Feathers on the Head and Back. See Ray ea Bir^s. Thert
can be no Reafon to doubt therefore of our having got the true Sub-

ftantive; for He we mull have an adjcdive that iuits the Chough,

and alfo rhimes to nor ', hoar will do both, the Chough having grayifh

Feathers on his Head, from whence Shake/pear calls him the riijpt'

fated Chough. MiJfummer-Kight's Dream. The Crow and Raven be-

ing made two diftinft Birds, fufficiently proves the Genuinenefs of a

Paffage in Julius Ca:far;

And in their Jlead do Ru'vens, Croivs, and Kites^

Hang over us

Mr. Warburton, thinking Ravens and Crows the fame Bird, reads

ravenous Croivs. The Raven is the largell Species of Crows, and in

the Speech 6f the i/? ^een we find,

Iht Beaks of Ravens, Tallons of the KUtt
And Pecks of Crovss.

A 4 Of



8 Hoe Two Nohle Kinfmen,

Of mortal Loathfomnefs from the bleft Eye
Of holy PbcEhus, but infeds the Winds
With Stench of our flain Lords. Oh pity, Duke

;

Thou purger of the Earth, draw thy fear'd Sword
That does good Turns to th* World -, give us the Bones

Of our dead Kings, that we may Chapel them.

And of thy boundlefs Goodnefs take fome Note
That for our crowned Heads we have no Roof,

Save this which is the Lions and the Bears,

And Vault to every thing.

the/. Pray you kneel not,

I was tranfported with your Speech, and fuffer'd

Your Knees to wrong themfelves ; l*ve heard the Fortunes

Of your dead Lords, which gives me fuch Lamenting

As wakes my Vengeance, and Revenge for 'em

:

King Capan'e'us was your Lord, the Day
That he Ihould marry you, at fuch a Seafon,

As now it is with me, I met your Groom,
By Mf.rs^s Altar^ you were that time fair

;

(6) Not Juno's Mantle fairer than your Trefles,

Nor in more Bounty fpread. Your wheaten Wreath
Was then not thrafh'd, nor blafted ; Fortune at you

Dimpled her Cheek with Smiles : Hercules our Kinfman
(Then weaker than your Eyes) laid by his Club,

He tumbled down on his (7) Nemean Hide
And fwore his Sinews thaw'd : Oh Grief and Time,
Fearful Confumers, you will all devour.

I ^ieen. Oh I hope fome God,

5ome God hath put his Mercy in your Manhood
Whereto he'll infufe Power, and prefs you forth

(6) Net Juno's Mantlefairer than your Trejfes,

Nor in more Bounty fpread hex. ] 1 he Reader will fee that

her is prejudicial to the Senfe and Meafure, and to be difcarded. The
Mantle of Juno is beautifully defcrib'd in the fourteenth Book of the

liiad. It was wrought by Miner-va, and adorn'd with variety of Fi-

gures ; allcgorically it may iignify the jEtber adorn'd with the Sun
and Stars forni'd by Aliyiernjn, i. e. the Wifdom of the Creator. As
there is more Difplay of Learnmg in this Speech than is ufually feen

in Shakefpear\, may we not probably fuppole this Scene to have been

Fletcher iy contrary to the leceiv'd Opinion ?

^7) Neiiuan fiide'] Former Edi'.ions. Qorreded by all three.

Our
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Our Undertaker.

^he[. Oh no Knees, none Widow,
Unto the Helmeted Bellona ufe them,

And pray for mc your Soldier.

Troubled I am. \Turns away,

2 ^een. Honoured Hippolila,

Mod dreaded Amazonian^ that haft flain

The Sith-tusk'd Bore j that with thy Arm as ftrong

As it is white, waft near to make the Male

To thy Sex Captive i but that this thy Lord
Born to uphold Creation, in that Honour
Firft Nature ftil'd it in, ftirunk thee into

The Bound thou waft o*er-flowing ; at once fubduing

Thy Force, and thy Affeflion ; Soldierefs,

That equally canft poife Sternnefs with Pity,

(8) Who now, I know, haft much more Power on him
Than e'er he had on thee ; who ow'ft his Strength,

And his Love too, who is a Servant to

The Tenor of thy Speech. Dear Glafs of Ladies,

Bid him that we whom flaming War doth fcorch.

Under the Shadow of his Sword, may cool us:

Require him he advance it o'er our Heads

;

Speak't in a Woman's Key, like fuch a Woman
As any of us three j weep e'er you fail j

Lend us a Knee ;

But touch the Ground for us no longer time

Than a Dove's Motion, when the Head's pluckt off:

Tell him if he i'th' Blood-fiz'd Field lay fvvoln.

Shewing the San his Teeth, grinning at the Moon,
What you would do.

(8) Whom roiv I knoiv haft much more Po-iver cu him
Than ever he had on thee, luho o^jJ'ft his Ztrenoth
Jnd his Lcve too, ivho is a Servant for

The Tenor of the Speech.— ] The Chnnge of Particles and Mo-
rofyllables frequently deltroy both the Grammar and Senfe of our Au-
thors. Whom might have been correfted witho'it a Note, but what h
Who is a Servant for the Tenor of the Speech? Tl.e Original pio-
bably was,

ivho is a Servant to

The Tenor c/' thy Speech.

i. e. He who before conquer'd thee is now obedient to every Word
thou uttereft. O-.c"'/?, is the fame as povv'/. in all the old W, iters.

ITip,
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Hip. Poor Lady, fay no more

:

I had as lief trace this good AQc'ion with you

As that whereto Pm going, (9) and never yet

Went I fo willing way. My Lord is taken

Heart-deep with your Diftrefs 5 Let him confider;

I'll fpeak anon.

3 ^een. Oh my Petition was [Kneels to Emilia.

Set down m Ice, which by hot Grief uncandied

Melts into Drops, fo Sorrow wanting Form
Is preft with deeper Matter.

EmiL Pray ftand up.

Your Grief is written in your Cheek.

3 Slueen, Oh woe

!

(10) You cannot read it there ; here through my Tears,
Like wrinkrd Pebbles in a glafly Stream

You may behold 'em (Lady, Lady, alack^

He that will all the Treafure know o*th' Earth

Muft know the Center too ; he that will fifh

For my leaft Minnow, let him lead his Line

To catch one at my Heart. Oh pardon me

;

Extremity that fharpens fundry Wits
Makes me a Fool.

Emil. Pray you fay nothing, pray you.

Who cannot feel, nor fee the Rain being in't.

Knows neither wet nor dry -, if that you were

The Ground-piece of fome Painter, I would buy you,

T* inftrud me 'gainft a capital Grief indeed

:

(9) ^"^ neveryet

Went Ifa 'willing^ ivay. ] The Comma of the fecond Line
is vifibl/ wrong. But Mr. SyjKffon lays that the Exprefiion of going a
'willing ivay, is Nonfenfe if any Words ever were Nonfenfe. But furely

he is miftaken ; in plain Profe, ftie would have faid, I never went
eny Journey fo willingly. Bat Poetry expreffes this fhorter, i never
went fo willing a Journey. I therefore can by no means admit Mr,
Sympfon''& Change

;

. . ne'ver yet

Went I fo i/cilling. Jly ! my Lord is taken, &c.

(10) Tou cannot read it there; there through niy Tears,

Like tvrinkrd Pebbles in a Glafs Stream^ Mr. Sympfon and I

change the fecond there to here, as fhe evidently points at her Heart,

and fo explains herfelf in the Sequel. Glajy for Glafs Mr. Theobald

agreed with us in.

Such
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1

Such heart-pierc'd Demonftration ! bitt alas

Being a natural $ifter of our Sex,

Your Sorrow beats fo ardently upon me.

That it fhali make a Counter-re^edt 'gajxift

My Brother's Heart, and warm it to fome Pity

Though it were made of Stone ; pray have good Com/brt,

T^hef, Forward to th' Tempjle, ieave oof out a joit

O'th' facred Ceremony.

1 ^een. Oh this Celebration

Will longer laft, (i;) and be morecoflly than

Your Suppliants War : Remember that your Fame
Knowls in the Ear o' th* World ; what you do quickly.

Is not done raflily ; your firft: Thought is more
Than others labourM Meditanoej your premeditating

More than their Adions : But oh Jove^ your Adions,

Soon as they move, as Pfpreys do the Fifh,

Subdue before they touch ; think, dear Puke, think

What Beds our (lain Kings have.

2 ^een. What Griefs our Beds,

That our dear Lords have none.

3 ^een. None fit for th' Dead :

Thofe that with Cords, Knives, (12) Drams, Precipitance,

Weary of this World's Light, have to themfeives

Been Death's mod horrid Agents, human Grace

Affords them Dull and Shadow.
I ^een. But our Lords

Lie bliltVing 'fore the vifitating Sun,

And were good Kings, when living,

^hef. It is true.

And I will give you Comfort,

(13) To give your dead Lords Graves:

(n) Will long laji,'\ Former Editions, Corrected by all.

(12) Drams Prec'ipitanceJ\ Mr. Sympfon and I

disjoin thefe two, the one expreffing Poifon, ttie other leaping down
Precipice^

(13) ^^ j-zW your dead Lords Graves:"] As both the Senfc and
Meafure are fomewhat deficient, there is realbn to ful'pcft a Part of
the Sentence dropt, perhaps fomewhat like the following might have
been the Original.

But I till gi've you Com/hrf, and engage

My/elf and PozvVs fo give your dead Lords Graves.

The
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The which to do muft make fome Work with Creon.

1 ^een. ('14) And that Work now prefents it felf toth*

doing :

Now 'twill take Form, the Heats are gone to Morrow,
Then bootlefs Toil muft recompence itfelf.

With its own Sweat -, now he's fecure,

Nor Dreams we ftand before your Puiflance,

(15) Rinfmg our holy Begging in our Eye
To make Petition clear.

2 ^een. Now you may take him.

Drunk with his Vidory.

3 §lueen. And his Army full

Of Bread and Sloth.

^hef. Arteftus^ that beft know'ft

How to draw out, fit to this Enterprize

The prim'ft for this Proceeding, and the Number
To carry fuch a.Bulinefs, forth and levy

Our worthieft Inftruments, whilft we difpatch

This grand adt of our Life, this daring Deed
Of Fate in Wedlock.

I ^een. Dowagers, take Hands,

(14) And that Work prefents it/elf to th'' doing ;] Former Editions.

(15) Wrinching our holy Begging—] Mr. Theobald and Mr. Symp.

fon, both concurr'd with me inchangmg this to Rinjing, which is an
Idea not only very proper and poetical, but perfeftly in the Spirit of
Shake/pear and Fletcher. Thus the former in King Lear, fpeakirg

of Cordelia\ Grief for her Father's Difirefs.

Kent! Father! Sijier! What? i'th' Storm? i'th' Night?

Let Pity ne'er believe it. -•• '- there Jhe Jhook

T^he holy Waterfrom her heanPnly Eyes,

And Clamour moijicnd, then a^May Jhe jiarted

To deal 'With Grief alone. Aft 4. Scene 3.

The Idea is extremely beautiful : Her Grief became too llrong for

uiterance, and her Tears moilten'd her Clamour ; So Prince LUitry

in Harry the Fourth, being chid by his Father, calls his Tears

The moijl Impcditnents unto his Speech.

As the beft Judges cannot avoid fometimes overlooking the true In-

tent of their Authorf, Mr. Wurburton took Clamour m the Paffage

c noted from Lear to be the Nominative Cafe, and confequently to

make no true Senfe, and therefore reads

And Clamour molitn d, —

Which, were there any occafion for a Change, is very beautifully

(Cxplain'd in his Note on the Plage,
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(16) Let us be Widows to our Woes, Delay

Commends us to a famifliing Hope.

All. Farewel.

1 ^een. We come unfeafonably : But when could Grief

Cull forth as unpang'd Judgment can, fit'ft Time
For beft Sollicitation.

^bef. Why, good Ladies,

(17) This is a Service, whereto I am going.

Greater than any War ; it more imports me
Than all the Anions that 1 have foregone,

Or iuturely can cope.

I ^een. The more proclaiming

Our Suit fhall be negleded ; when her Arms,

Able to lock Jove from a Synod, fliall

By warranting Moon-light corflet thee, oh when

(18) Her twinning Cherries fhall their Sweetnefs fall

Upon thy taftful Lips, what wilt thou think

Of rotten Kings, or blubbered Queens, what care

(16) Let us he Wjjoivs to our Woes'} i.e. Let us continue ftill in

the moft dillrefs'd Widowhood by the continuance of our Woes. The
Expreflion tho' not quite clear, will give this Senfe which is certainly a

fine one ; and in fuch Writers as our Authors we mult not always ex-

ped that Perfpicuity as we meet with in Poems of lefs Depth. For

this Reafon I cannot admit a Ccnjedlure of Mr. Sympfon, tho' hke

that mentioned in the lail Note it is undoubtedly an ingenious one.

Let us be wedded to our Woes. ••

(17) This is a Ser'vice, luhereto I am going.

Greater than any ^uas. ] A very odd Circumftance hap-

pened with regard to this Paffage : Mr. Theobald fent me a very juft

and excellent Emendation of i: ; and yet totally miftook the Meaning
of the whole. Rereads,

Greater than any War,—

—

i. e. fays he, the Revenging the Injuries of the fuppHant Queens is

of more Import than the Motives of any War. Whereas the Ser-

vice he fpeaks of is his Marriage y and fpeaks of it as a Reafon for de-

ferring the War he has promifed to undertake; and in this Senfe War
inftead of ivas is a great Improvea-.snt of the old Text, and i verily

believe it the Author's Word. The Service I am now goisg to, (/. e.

my Marriage) is of more Import to my Happinefs than any fVar

can poflibly be.

(18) Her twining Cherries ] Mr. Theobald corredled the

Spelling here. This is only one of many Places where t'uuin'd and
ticining occur in the Senfe of tivinn^d and fMtnning, but here ic

might give the Reader a wrong Idea.

And
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For what thou fee] 'ft not? What thou feel'ft being abM
To make Mars fpurn his I^rum. Oh if thou couch
But one Night with her, every Hour in't will

Take Hoftage of thee for a hundred, and
Thou fhalt remember nothing more, thah what
That Banquet bids thee to.

Hip. Though much unlike

You fhould be fo tranfported, as much forry

I fhould be fuch a Suitor ; yet I think

Did I not by th* abftaining of my Joy,
"Which breeds a deeper Longing, cure their Surfeic

That craves a prefent Med'cine, I fhould pluck

All Ladies Scandal on me. Therefore, Sir,

As 1 fhall here make trial of my Prayers.

Either prefuming them to have fome Force,-

Or fentencing for ay their Vigour dumb.
Prorogue this Bufinefs we are going about.

And hang your Shield afore your Heart, about

That Neck which is my Fee, and which I freely

Lend to thefe poor Queens Service.

All ^eens. Oh help now.

Our Caufe cries for your Knee.

Emil. If you grant not

My Sifter her Petition in that Force,

With that Celerity, and Nature which

She makes it in, from henceforth Pll not dare

To ask you any Thing, nor be fo hardy

Ever to take a Husband.

Ihef, Pray ftand up.

I am intreating of myfelf to do

That which you kneel to have me; Perithous

Lead on the Bride \ get you and pray the Gods
For Succefs and Return ; omit not any thing

In the pretended Celebration ; Queens
Follow your Soldier (as before) hence you

(19) And' at the Banks of Julis meet us with The

(ig) And at the Banh of Anly ] Mr. Theobald fent me a very

probable Conjedlure upon this Place, none of us being able to find in

any Geograplier fuch a Name as A/ily in Greece, he reads /lulls the'

celebrated Sea-Port between Athem and Ikebts, It would indeed be

mort
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The Forces you can raife, where we (hall find

The moiety of a Number, for a Bufinefs

More bigger look'd ; fince that our Theme is hade

I (lamp tiiis Kifs upon thy currant Lip,

Sweet, keep it as my Token ; fet you forward

For I will fee you gone, {Exeunt towards tbs Templt,

Farewel my beauteous Sifter ; Pcrithous

Keep the Feaft full, bate not an Hour on*t.

Per. Sir,

I'll follow you at Heels ; the Feaft*s Solemnity

(20) Shall wait tiil your Return.

7hef. Coufin, I charge you

Budge not from Athens •, we fliall be returning

E'er you can end this Feaft, of which I pray you

Make no Abatement ; once more farewel all.

I ^$en. Thus doft thou ftill make good the Tonguf'^

o'th' World.

I ^een. And earn'ft a Deity equal with Mars,

3 ^een. If not above him, for

Thou being but mortal, mak'ft Affeftions bend

To Godlike Honours •, they thcmfelves fome fay

Groan under fuch a Maft'ry.

^hcf. As we are Men
Thus ftiould we do ; being fenfually fubdu'd

We lofe our humane Title ; good Cheer, Ladies, {Fhurtjb.

Now turn we tow'rds your Comforts. [^Exeunt,

SCENE II. nehs.

Enter Palamon, and Arcite.

yirch. Dear Palamon^ dearer in Love than Blood,

And our prime Coufin, yet unhard'ned in

The Crimes of Nature-, let us leave the City

Thebs, and the Temptings in't, before we further

ino;-e convincing were there a R.iver of ihat Name, for I don't know
whether it be proper in fpeaking cf Calais or Do'vcr to fay, Meet
me at the Banks of Dover. But Aulis being a Si untion fo exceed-
ingly proper to be mention'd here, I ftill believe it the true Word,
and. icrhaps Banks may be alfo a Corruption, it might have been At
the Gates, cr at the Port, or at the Back of Aulis.

(2c) Sha/tw&m tilljour Relurj).'] Correfted by all,

Sull/
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SulJy our glofs of Youth.
,

;

And here to keep in abftinence we fhame
As in Incontinence ; for not to fwim

(21) l*th*aid o*th* Current, werealmoft to fink,

At leall to fruftrate ftriving, and to follow

The common Stream, 'twould bring us to an Eddy
Where we fhould turn or drown j if labour through.

Our gain but Life, and Weaknefs.

Pal. Your Advice
Is cry'd up with example; what ftrange Ruins,

Since firfl we went to School, may we- perceive

Walking in Thehs ? Scars, and bare Weeds
The gain o'th' Martialift, who did propound

To his bold Ends, Honour, and golden Ingots,

Which though he won, he had not ; and now flurted

By Peace, for whom he fought ; who then (hall offer

To Mc^rs^s fo fcorn'd Altar? I do bleed

When fuch i meet, and wifh great Juno would

Refume her ancit^it fit of Jealoufie

Te get the Soldier Work, that Peace might purge

For her Repletion, and retain anew

Her charitable Pleart now hard, and harfher

Than Strife, or War could be. i

Arc. Are you not out ?

Meet you no Ruin, but the Soldier in

The Cranks and Tvirmoi I'hehs? You did begin

As if you met Decays of many Kinds :

Perceive you none, that do aroufe your Pity,

But th' unconfider'd Soldier?

Pal. Yes, I pity

Decays where-e'er I find them, but fuch mofl

That fweating in an honourable Toil

Are paid with Ice to cool 'em.

Arc. 'Tis not this

(21) I'th" Aid of the Current ] Mr. Theobald would read,

rth* Head of the Current, • • and quotes {TomRo/fo,

Take the Current nuithyouy

Which once turii'd Head luillJink you.

But furely Aid is full as good Senfe here and more proper to the

Context, to Jn.vim in the Head of the Current of Fajhion, is to be the

lirft in it, tofwm in tht Aid of it, is to join and follow it.

I did
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I did begin to fpcak of, this is Virtue

Of no Refpedl in Thehi^ I fpake of f'/6f3j

How dangerous if we will keep our Honours,

It is for our refiding ; where ev*ry evil

Hath a good Colour ; where ev'ry feeming good*s

A certain Evil, where not to be ev'n jump
As they are, here were to be Strangers, and

Such things to be meer Monfters.

Pal. 'Tis in our Power,

(Unlefs we fear that Apss can tutor's) to

IBe Mafters of our Manners j what need I

Affe(5l another's Gate, which is not catching

Where there is Faith ; or to be fond upon
Another's way of Speech, when by mine own
I may be reafonably conceiv*d ; fav'd too,

Speaking it truly ? Why am I bound
By any generous Bond to follow him
Follows his Tailor, haply fo long, until

The follow'd make purfuit? Or let me know.
Why mine own Barber is unbleil, with him
My poor Chin too, for 'tis not fciflar'd juft

To fuch a Favourite's Glafs : What Canon is there

That does command my Rapier from my Hip
To dangle't in my Hand, or to go Tip-toe

Before the Street be foul ? Either I am
The fore-horfe in the Team, or I am none
That draw i'th' fequent Trace; thefe poor flight Sores,

Need not a Plantain j that (22) which rips itiy Bofome
A 1 moil to th' Heart, *s

jlrc. Our Uncle, Creon,

Pal. He,
A mod unbounded Tyrant, whofe Succefles

(23) Make Heav'n unfear'd, and Villany alTur'd,

Beyond

(22) Which tips my Bofome'] Correded by us all, and
confirm'd by the old Quarto.

(23) Makes Hea'-Sn unfear d, and Villanv ajfut\i.

Beyond its Poivcr ', there*s nothing almojl puts
Faith in a Fc~<,cr, and deifies alone

Voluble Cbanc t -^—] This Sentence as hitherto printed has beea

\ o L. X. B a meer
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Beyond its Pow'r there's Nothing j almoft puts

Faith in a Fever, and deifies alone

Voluble Chance : Who only attributes

The faculties of other Inftruments

To his own Nerves and A6t -, commands Men's Service,

And what they win in't, (24) Boot and Glory tooi

That feaj-s not to do harm ; good dares not ; let

The Blood of mine (25) that's fibbe to him, be fuck'd

From me with Leeches, let them break and fall

Offme with that Corruption.

Arc. Clear-fpirited Coufin

Let's leave his Court, that we may nothing Ihare

Of his loud Infamy i for our Milk
Will relifh of the Pafture, and we muft

Be Vile, or Difobedient ; not his Kinfmen
In Blood, unlefs in Quality.

Pal. Nothing truer

:

meer Chaos, for firft what is making Villany affur'd beyond its

Power ? and how does nothing almoft put Faith in a Fever ? The
true Adjullment of the Points reftores Connedlion, Senfe, and Beauty,

The Succejfes of the Tyrant makes Heaven unfear d, and Villany affur'd

that nothing is beyond its Po^ver ; vjhich almojl fiaggers the Faith of
good Men, and makes them think that Chance and not a jujl Pro'videnct

governs the World. The Moral of this is extremely beautiful, for it

is juft utter'd before they hear that Thefeus the Inllrument of divine

Vengeance is at hand, and the Thunder burfting on the Head of

Creon. Mr. Theobald inllead of Faith in a Fe'ver, would read Faith

in a Fear which much furpris'd me: For Fc'ver in Fletcher and Shake-

fpear almoft always fignifies, the Shaking Fit or Ague. Thus Clorin

at the Beginning of The Faithful Shepherde/s,

^ Fe'verfhakes me, and
Thefelf-fame Wind that makes the young Lambs fhrink

Makes me a cold. * '

So in Julius Ciefar,

He had a Fever vohen he nvas in Spain,

And i-vhen the Fit ivas on him, 1 did mark - ^

Hoix) he didfoake, "'tis true, this God did fJ:>ake.

So that Fever in the Pallage in queilion is infinitely more nervous and
beautiful than Fear. In the Emendation of the Points in thisPaffage,

Mr. Sympfon concurr'd with me.

(24) Boot and Glory on ;] Former Editions ; I read too, i. e.

both the Advantage and Honour.

(20 That^s{\h\:itto him.'] i. e, kin. It is f^c\t.ftbhy Spencer

and fybbt by Chaucer.

I think
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I think the Ecchoes of his Shames have deaPc

The Ears of Heav'nly Juflice: Widows cries

Defcend again into their Throats, and have not

Due audience of the Gods. Fakrius.

Enter Valerius.

Fal. The King calls for you, yet be Leaden-footed

Till his great Rage be off him. Phehus when
He broke his Whipftock, and exclaim'd againft

The Horfes of the Sun, but whifper*d to

The loudnefs of his Fury.

Pal. Small Winds (hake him,

But what's the matter .?

Val. fhefeus (who where he threats Appals,) hath fent

Deadly defiance to him, and pronounces

Ruin to T'hebs, who is at hand to feal

The promife of his Wrath.
jirc. Let him approach.

But that we fear the Gods in him, he brings not

A jot of Terror to usj yet what Man
Thirds his own worth (the Cafe is each of ours)

When that his Anion's dregg'd with Mind alTur'd

*Tis bad he goes about.

PaL Leave that unreafon'd.

Our Services (land now for "Tbehs, not Creon^

Yet to be Neutral to him, were Diflionour j

Rebellious to oppofe; therefore we muft

With him (land to the mercy of our Fate,

Who 'th bounded our laft Minute.

Arc. So we muft.

Is*t faid this War's afoot } Or it (hall be.

On fail of fome Condition?

Val. *Tis in motion.

The intelligence of State came in the Inftant

With the Defter.

PaL Let's to the King, who, were he

A quarter-Carrier of that Honour, which
His Enemy came in, the Blood we venture

Should be as for our Health, which were not fpent.

Rather laid out for Purchafe : But alas

B 2 Our
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Our Hands advanc'd before our Hearts, what will

The fall o* th' ftroke do Damage ?

Jrch. Let th' Event,

That never-erring Arbitrator, tell us

When we know all ourfelves ; and let us follow

The becking of our chance. [Exsunt,SCENE III.

jE«/<?r Perithous, Hippolita, and'EmiWz.

Per. No further.

Hip, Sir, farewel j repeat my Wifhes

To our great Lord, of whofe Succefs 1 dare not

Make any timorous Queftion ; yet 1 wifli him
Excefs, and overflow of Power, and't might be

(25) To cure ill-dealing Fortune •, fpeed to him.

Store never hurts good Governors.

Per. Though I know
His Ocean needs not my poor Drops, yet they

Muft yield their Tribute there. My precious Maid,
Thofe beft Aflfeflions that the Heav'ns infufe

In their beft temper'd Pieces, keep enthron*d

In your dear Heart.

Einil. Thanks Sir, remember me
To our All-royal Brother, for whofe fpeed

The great Bellona I'll follicit -, and

Since in our terrene State, Petitions are not

"Without Gifts underftood, I'll offer to her

"What I Ihall be advis'd fhe likes j our Hearts

(26) To dure ill- dealing Fortune {\ This makes an odd Conclufion

to the Climax of Hippolita s good Wilhes to her Husband. She willi'd

him not only Succefs, but fiich Excefs of it as to do what ? why, to be

able to bear ill Fortune. I read,

—— To cure ill-dealing Fortune,

1. e. To take from Fortune her Malignity or the Power of ever deal-

ing ill to him again. If the Reader does not aflent to this, yet thinks

with me fome Change nectffary, he will pleafe to accept the three

following.

1' out-dure or T'' out-dare or To dare.

The two firll are Exprefiions frequently us'd by our Authors, and dare
may fignify to bid defiance to: which will perfedlly fuit the Context.

Mr. Sympjcn has fince feiit me dare as hit Conjcduie.

Are
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Are in his Army, in his Tent.

Hip. In*s Bolbme:
We have been Soldiers, and we cannot weep
When our Friends don their Helms, or put to Sea,

Or tell of Babes broach'd on the Launce, or Women
That've fod their Infants in (and after eat them)

The Brine, they wept at liilling 'em; then if

You ftay to fee of us fuch Spinrters, we
Should hold you here for ever.

Per. Peace be to you.

As I purfue this War ; which ihall be then

Beyond further requiring. {Exit Per.

EmiL How his longing

Follows his Friends ; fince his depart, his Sports,

Though craving ferioufnefs and skill, paft flightly

His carelefs Execution, where nor gain

Made him regard, or lofs confider, but

Playing o'er Bufmefs in his Hand, another

Diredling in his Head, his Mind, nurfe equal

To thefe fo diff*ring Twins. Have you obferv'd him
Since our great Lord departed .^

Hip. With much Labour,
And I did love him for't ; they two have Cabin'd

In many as dangerous, as poor a Corner,

Peril and want contending, (27) they have skifc

Torrents, whofe roaring Tyranny and Power
V th' leaft of thefe was dreadful ; and they have

Fought out together, where Death*s-felf was Iodg*d,

(z"]) ^hey ha've shift

Torrents, njohofe roaring Tyranny and Pov.er,

r th* leajl of thefe ivas dreadful; ] The Exprefllon here

is obfcure; the Pronoun thefe, whether it relates to Tyranny and Pow'r
or to Torrents, feems very forc'd . Whofe Tyranny and Povjer in the

leaf of thefe Torrents, or oftheir Tyranny and Po'wer, n^.-as dreadful. I'

fhall not obtrude my Conjedlure upon the Reader, as the Original ; it

departs rather too far from the Trace of the Letters, but it is ofFcr'd

as what I could have wifh'd the Poets to have wrote.—— They ha've shift

Torrents, I'jhofe roaring Tyranny and Poii'er

r th'' beft of Ships nuere dreadful.
i. e. in a fmall SkifF they have endur'd Storms which would have
been terrible to the largeft Ships.

B 3
Ytc
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Yet Fate hath brought them off; their knot of Love
Ty'd, weav'd, intangl'd, with fo true, fo long,

And with a Finger of fo deep a cunning

May be out-worn, never undone. 1 think

^befius cannot be Umpire to himfelf

Cleaving his Confcience into twain, and doing
Each fide like Juftice, which he loves bed.

Em'iL Doubtlefs

There is a bed:, and Reafon has no Manners
To fay it is not you ; I was acquainted

Once with a time, when I enjoy'd a Play-fellow i

You were at Wars, when (he the Grave enrich'd.

Who made too proud the Bed, took leave *o th* Moon
(Which then lookt pale at parting) when our count

Was each eleven.

Hip. *r was Eavina.

(28) [Two Hearfes ready with Palamon and Artite •, 'the

three ^eens. Thefeus and his Lords ready,

Emil. Yes,

You talk of Perithous and Thefeus Love

;

Theirs has more Ground, is more maturely fealbn'd.

More buckled with (Irong Judgment, and their Needs
The one of th* other may be faid to water

Their intertangled Roots of Love, but I

And flie (I figh and fpoke of) were things innocent,

C29) Lov*d for we did, and like the Elements

That know not what, nor why, yet do effed

Rare

(z%) Tivo Hearfes ready ] I leave this Stage Direftion flanding,

as it is a full Proof of this Play having been printed from the Prompter's

Book.

(zgj Lo'v'clfor nve did, ] Mr, Sympfou happening to overlook

the Meaning of the Particle for in this Place would read,

Lo'vd more ixje did,

/. e. Wc lov'd more than Perithous and Thefeus, But this would be

very abfurd in her to affert. Children's Love could not be fo ftrong

as theirs,

Which had more ground, ivas more maturely feafotCdf
More buckled njuithfrong "Judgment

whereas, incontraft to this, EmiliazxA FU'vina lov'd /sr, /. e. becaufc

they
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Rare iflues by their Operance ; our Souls

Did fo to one another ; what fhe Iik*d,

Was then of me approv*d, what not condemn*d.

No more Arraignment •, the Flower that I would pluck

And put between my Breads, (oh then but beginning

To fwell about the Bioflbm) (lie would long

Till (he had fuch another, and commit it

To the like innocent Cradle, where Phcemx-\\\iz

They dy'd in Perfume ; (30) on my Head no Toy
But was her Pattern, her Affedion ; her

Pretty, tho' haply carelefs Wear, I follow*d

For my moft ferious decking j had mine Ear

Stol*n fome new Air, or at adventure humm'd on

they did by a meer fympathy of Tempers, without the Bonds of

mutual Obligations and mutual Gratitude. The Particle for in the

Senfe of hecaufe occurs again in Palamon'% Invocation to Venus,
-^——

1 ' and I
Belie'v'd it ivas his, ior Jhe /aid it ivas.

And in two other Paffages of thit Play ; but I never remember to have

feen it ufed with fuch exquifite Beiuty, and fo pretty a Simplicity as

in this lovely Defcription of Female Frieudjhip.

(30) On my Head no Tof

But tvas her Pattern, her AffeQions, pretty

though happily, her carelefs nxere, I/oIIoiv^d

For my mojl ferious decking ] This Paflage has a good deal

puzzled us. Mr. Sympfon and I have different Conjeftures. He propofcs,

on my Head no Toy

But ^~vas her Pattern ; her Affections pretty

(Tho' happily they carelefs iicere) Ifollowo^d

For my mofi ferious decking.————
This keeps very near the Trace of the Letters and is intelligible, but to

term an accidental carelefs Ornament the AfFeftions of the Wearer, is

fparcely to be defended. I am oblig'd to depart rather more from the

Trace of the Letters, which is, I believe, the chief Objeftion to my
Conjefture.

on my Head no Toy

But ivas her Pattern, her /ffeSlion ; her

Pretty tho' hap'' ly carelefs Wear IfoUouj'd

For my mofi ferious decking.

Since the Note above was prepar'd for the Prefs, Mr. Sympfon has fent

me Wear for fwere at his more approv'd Conjefture, but he would

read,

her Pattern, her Affedions ; pretty

Tho" happily her carelefs Wear Ifolloiv'd, &C.

but I had before rcjefted this Arraignment of the Words, as not

thinking them Englifh.

B 4 From
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From mufical Coynage, why, it was a Note
Whereon her Spirits would fojourn, (rather dwell on)

And fing it in her Slumbers •, This Rehearfal

(31) (Which furely Innocence wots well) comes in

Like old Importments baftard, has this end ;

That the true Love 'tween Maid and Maid, may be

(32) More than in Sex dividual.

Hip. Y'are out of Breath

And this high fpeedcd-pace, is but to fay

That you fhall never, like the Maid Flavina^

Love any that's call*d Man.
Emil. I'm fure I fhall not.

Hip. Now alack weak Sifter,

I muft no more believe thee in this Point

Though in't I know thou doft believe thyfelf.

Than I will truft a fickly Appetite,

(31) (Whichfury innocent nuots nvell) ] This Parenthefis puzaled
more than almoft any PaiTage of our Authors, till Mr. Symp/on by a
very fmall Change has happily reftored a tolerable good fenfe to it.

I have therefore inferted his Conjedlure in the Text ; only he wonid
read notes for ivcts, to which I can't affent, as ^wots, i. c. knows or
iinderf^ands is a true Word us'd in the Bible and in all the good Writers
of farmer Ages.

(32) More than in Sex indi'vidual.'\ As the Word individual is

very common, but di-vidual not fo, the Tranfcriber or Printer put
the one for the other here, tho' it abfolutcly deflroy'd both Senfe and
Meafure. Mr. Symp/on too faw andcorrefted the Error. Sex dividual
for different Sexes is perhaps an uncommon but a perfedly poetical

ExprelTion.

The Defcription of thefe pretty Play- Fellows was probably Shake-

fpear\, and in his fecond, if not in his very beft manner, which will

evidently appear by its Preference, which it may juftly claim to the likt

Defcription in Midfummer-Night^s Dream, Aft 3. Scene 8,

We, Hermia, like t-cvo artificial Cods
Created 'with our Needles both one Flo^wer,

Both on one Sampler, fitting on one Cujhion ;

Both '^varbling 0/ one\Song, both in one Key;
As if our Hands, our Sides, Voices and Minds
Had been incorporate ; fo lue grerjj together

y

Like to a double Cherry, feeming parted^

But yet an Union in Partition,

T1V0 lo'vely Berry s molded on one Stem

;

Or ivith t-wo feeming Bodies, but one Heart,
Ihjvo of the firfi, like Co»ts in Heraldry,

Due bnt to one, and croiuned nuitb one Creji,

That
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That loaths even as it longs •, but fure my Sifter,

If I were ripe for your Pertuafion, you

Have faid enough to Ihake me From the Arm
Of the all-noble Thefeus^ for whofe Fortunes

I will now in, and kneel with great AlTurance,

That we, more than his Perithous, poITefs

The high Throne in his Heart.

Emil. I am not

Againft your Faith, yet I continue mine. [Exeunt.

S C E N E VI.

y/ Battel flruck within ; then a Retreat : FlouriJJj. Then
Enter Thefeus, {Vi^lor,) the three ^teens meet him, and

fall on their Faces before him.

1 ^een. To thee no Star be dark.

2 ^leen. Both Heav'n and Earth

F'riend thee for ever.

3 ^leen. All the good that may
Be wifti'd upon thy Head, I cry Amen to't.

^hef. Th' impartial Gods, who from the mounted
Heav'ns

View us their mortal Herd, behold who err,

And in their time chaftife : Go and find out

The Bones of your dead Lords, and honour them
With treble Ceremony ; rather than a gap
Should be in their dear Rites, we would fupply't.

But thofe we will depute, which fliall invell

You in your Dignities, and ev'n each thing

Our hafte does leave imperfedl: So adieu.

And Heav'n*s good Eyes look on you : What are thofe?

\_Exeunt Qiicens.

Herald. Men of great Quality, as may be judg'd

By their Appointment ; fome of Tbehs have told*s

They're Sifter's Children, Nephews to the King.

7hef. By th' Helm of Mars^ I faw them in the War,
Like to a pair of Lions, fmear*d with Prey,

Make Lanes in Troops aghaft. I fixt my Note
Conftantly on them ; for they were a Mark
Worth a God's view ; what Prifoner was*t that told me

When
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When I inquir'd their Names ?

Herald. With leave, they're called

Arc'ite and Palamon.

"thcf, *Tis right, thofe, thofe.

They are not dead. (33) ['tbrea Hearfes ready.

Herald. Nor in a State of Lile ; had tliey been taken

When their laft Hurts were given, 'twas poflible

They might have been recover'd j yet they breathe,

And have the Name of Men.
T^heJ. Then like Men ufe 'em.

The very Lees of fuch. Millions of Rates,

Exceed the Wine of others; all our Surgeons

Convent in their Behoof, our richeft Balms

Rather than niggard wafte ; their Lives concern us.

Much more than thehs is worth ; rather than have *em
Freed of this Plight, and in their Morning State,

Sound and at Liberty, I would 'cm dead.

But Forty thoufand fold, we'd rather have *em
Prifoners to us, than Death ; bear 'em fpeedily

From our kind Air, to them unkind, and minifler

Wliat Man to Man may do ; for our fake more,

(34) Since I have known Frights, Fury, Friends Behefts,

Love's Provocations, Zeal, a Miftrefs task,

Defire of Liberty, a Fever, Madnefs,

Sicknefs in Will, or wreftling Strength in Reafon ;

'Thath fet a Mark which Nature could not reach to

Without feme Impofition. For our Love

And
(33) Ihree Hearfes ready P^ Thefe Stage Direftions, I imagine,

will be rather pleafmg to the Reader, as they are uncommon in Print,

but have run thro' all Editions of this Play.

(34) Since I hanje hnoivn Frights, Fury, Friends, BeheJIs^

Loves, Provocations, Zeal, a Miftrefs task,

Defre of Liberty, a Fever, Madnefs,

hath fet a Mai k "uhich 'Nature could not reach to

Without fome Impofition, Sicknefs in Will
Or nvrefiling Strength in Reafon, for our Love
jind great Apollo'j Mercy, all our beft

Their heft skills tender. ] 'Tis a great Pity that this fine

Enumeration of the Ills of human Life, (which for Concifenefs and
Beauty may almoft vie with the celebrated one in the Soliloquy of

Hnmlet) (hould at laft by the Errors of the Tranfcriber or Printer

vanifh into Darknefs and Obfcuriry. There is Hopes that it is now
reftor'd by a very fmall Change in the auxiliary Verb hath, and a

Tranfpofition
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And greac Apollo^ Mercy, all our bed

Their belt skills tenuer. Lead into the City,

Where havirg hound things Icatter'd, we will poft

(35) To Athens 'fore our Army. [Exeunt,

[Mujick,SCENE V.

Enter the ^eens with the Hearfes of their KnightSy in a

Funeral Solemnity^ &c.

Urns and Odours bring away.

Vapors y Sighs i darken the Day

;

Our dole more deadly looks than dyings

Balms, and Gums, and heavy Cheers,

Sacred Viol's filled with Tears,

And Clamours, through the wild Air flying

:

Come allfad and folemn Shows,

That are quick-efd Pleafures foes;

We convent nought elfe but fVoes.

We convent, &c.

3 ^een. This funeral Path brings to your Houfhold
Graves,

Tranfpofition of the Lines into the Order which theSenfe feems to re-

quire. I read

a Fe'ver, Madnefsy

Sicknefs in IVill, or lureflling Strength in Reafon ;

^Thath fet a Mark ^vhich Nature could not reach to

Without fome Impofition. For our Lo-ve, Sec.

The Sentiment is the common one

Noft ignara mali, tniferis fuccurrere difco,

*that our oiun Miferies naturally aiuaken our CompaJJlon for thofe (^
others. When therefore he has enumerated the various Ills whfch
he has gene thro' he fays, That thefe Ills have fee a Mark of Huma-
nity on his Heart that Nature, 'without fome Impojition, i. e. without

the Addition of fuch Experience could not have arriv'd at. The Reader

will find another Change, inftead of making /"/-/Vz/y/, Behefls, Loves,

Provocations, four of the Ills of Life, as in the former Editions, I join

them and make only two Friends Behefs, and Love's Provocations ;

the former is particularly applicable to Thefeus ; the latter gives much
the fame Idea as Shakefpear^s Pangs of defpis"d Love, and the whole
Speech looks extremely like the Hand of Shakefpcar.

(35) To Athens for our Jrmy.] The Corredion of for into fore is

felf-evidentj and occurred to us all three.

Joy
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Joy feize on you again ; Peace fleep with him.

2 ^een. And this to yours.

I ^een. Yours this way : Heavens lend

A thoufand differing ways to one fure end.

3 ^een. This World's a City full of ftraying Streets,

And Death's the Market-place, where each one meets.

[Exeunt feverally.

A C T 11. S C E N E I.

Enter Jailor and fVooer.

Jail T May depart with little, while I live,

X Something 1 may caft to you, not much j Alas

The Prifon I keep, though it be for great ones, yet

They feldom come ; before one Salmon^ you

Shall take a number o* Minnows ; I*m given out

T' be better lin'd, than it can appear to me
Report is a true Speaker : I would I were
Really, that I am deliver'd to be :

Marry, what I have (be it what it will)

I will alTure upon my Daughter at

The Day o' my Death. Wooer. Sir, I demand no more
Than your own Offer, and I will eftate

Your Daughter, in what I have promifed.

Jail. Well, we'll talk more of this, when the Solemnity

Is paft J but have you a full Promife of her?

Enter Daughter.

When that fhall b' feen, I tender my Confent.

Wooer. I have. Sir > here flie comes.

Ja\l. Your Friend and I

Have chanc'd to name you here, on the old Bufinefs ;

But no more o' that. Now, fo foon as the Court-hurry

Is over, we will have an end of it

;

Fth' mean time look tenderly to the two Prifoners.

I can tell you they're Princes.

Daugh. Thefe Strewings are for their Chamber ; it is pity

They are in Prifon, and 'twere pity that

They
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They fliould be out: I do think they've Patience

To make Adverfity afliam'd \ the Prifon

Itfelf is proud of *em ; and they have all

Th* World in their Chamber.

Jail. They are fam'd to be

A Pair of abfolute Men. Daugh. By my Troth, I

Think Fame but Hammers 'em, {^6) they ftand a Griefc

Above th' reach of Report. Jail. I have heard them
Reported, in the Battle

To be the only Doers. Daugh. Nay, mod likely.

For they are noble Sufferers ; I marvel

How they'd have look'd, had they been Vidors, that

With fuch a conftant Nobility enforce

A Freedom out of Bondage, making Mifery

Their Mirth, and AfBiclion a Toy to jeft at.

Jail. Do they fo?

Daugh. It feems to me.

They've no more Senfe of their Captivity,

Than I of ruling Athens ; they eat well,

Look merrily, difcourfe of many things.

But nothing of their own Reftraint, and Difafters

;

Yet fometime a divided Sigh, as 'twere

Martyr'd in the Deliverance, will break

From one of them, when th' other prefently

Gives it fo fweet a Rebuke, that I could wifli

Myfelf a Sigh to be fo chid, or at lead

A Sigher to be comforted. IVootr. I ne'er law 'em.

Jail. C37) The Duke himfelfcame privately in the Night,

(36) they Jiand a Grief] This is a ftifF Expreffion, and only

the conjedlural Residing ot the late Editions : The eld ^arto reads,

they (land a Griefe. Mr. Sympfon and I both read

and conjefture, Gree, the old Word for Gradus or Degree. See Urrfi
Glojfaiy to Chaucer. Indeed fpelling of Words was formerly fo very

uncertain, that Griefe for a Step, might have been in ufe as well at

Gree, and therefore it is bell to reftore it.

(37) ^^^ Duke himfelf came prin;ately in the Night,

Enter Paiamon ar.d Arcite.

And fo did they ] There is a Deficiency in the Senfe here

that feems to denote thelof^ of at leall one whole Line, nor can I from
the Context eafily guef^ the Purport of ic. By iUiking out. Andf»
did they, the whule would be Senfe, but the Meafure would be loll.

So we mull leave ic to fome more fortunate ConjetTture.

Enteir
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Enter Palamon and Arcite above.

And fo did they, what the Reafon of it is, I

Know not ; Look, yonder they are ; that is

Arcite looks out. Daitgh. No, Sir, no, that's Pala?non :

Arciteh the lower of the twain ; you may
Perceive a Part of him. Jail. Go to, leave your pointing 5

They'd not make us their Obje6l, out of their Sight.

Daugh. It is a Holiday to look on them :

Lord, Lord, the Diff'rence of Men! [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Enter Palamon and Arcite in Prifon.

Pal. How do you, noble Coufin .''

Arc. How do you, Sir .''

Pal. Why, ftrong enough to laugh at Mifery,

And bear the Chance of VVar yet. We are Prifoners

I fear for ever, Coufin.

Arc. I believe it,

And to that Defliny have patiently

Laid up my Hour to come.

Pal. Oh Coufin Arcite^

Where is 'Thebs now ? where is our noble Country ?

Where are our Friends, and Kindreds ? Never more
Muft we behold thofe Comforts, never fee

The hardy Youths drive for the Games of Honour,
Hung with the painted Favours of their Ladies,

Like tall Ships under Sail ; then ftart amongft *em
And as an Eaft-wind leave *em all behind us,

Like lazy Clouds, whilft Palamon and Arcite,

Ev'n in the wagging of a wanton Leg
Out-ftript the Peoples Praifes, won the Garlands,

E'er they have time to wifh 'em ours. Oh never

Shall we two exercife, like twins of Honour,
Our Arms again, and feel our fiery Horfes,

Like proud Seas under us ; (38) our good Swords now
(Better

(38) our good Swords nonv

(Better the redeyd God of War ne'v'r were)

Bravifh'd our Jides, ] The two Miftakes o( ivere for <zvorf,

and Bra'vijh'd for Ru-vijFd, are \iry eafilv amended, and the Reader

wlU
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(Better the red-ey'd God of War nev'r wore)

Ravi(h*d our fides, like Age, mufl: run to ruft,

And deck the Temples of thofe Gods that hate us,

Thefe Hands fliall never draw *em out like Light'ning

To blaft whole Armies more.

Arc. No, Pala7non,

Thofe hopes are Prifoners with us, here we are.

And here the Graces of our Youths mufl: wither

Like a too-timely Spring 5 here Age mufl: find us,

And which is heavieft, Palamofi^ unmarried.

The fweet Embraces of a loving Wife
Loaden with KifTes, arm'd with thoufand Cupids^

Shall never clafp our Neck ; no IfTue know us.

No Figures of ourfelves fliall we ev*r fee.

To glad our Age, and like young Eagles teach *em

Boldly to gaze againfl: bright Arms, and fay

Remember what your Fathers were, and Conquer.

The fair-ey'd Maids fliall weep our Banifliments,

And in their Songs curfe ever-blinded Fortune,

Till flie for fliame fee what a wrong fli' has donei

To Youth and Nature ; This is all our World i

We fliall know nothing here, but one another j

Hear nothing, but the Clock that tells our Woes,
The Vine fliall grow, but we fliall never fee it

:

Summer fliall come, and with her all Delights;

But dead-cold Winter mufl: inhabit here fl:ill.

Pal. *Tis too true, Arcite. To our 'Theban Hounds,
That fliook the aged Forell with their Ecchoes,

No more now mult we hollow, no more fliake

Our pointed Javelins, whilft the angry Swine

Flies like a Parthian Quiver from oar Rages,

Struck with our well-fteel'd Darts: All valiant Ufes,

(The Food and Nourifliment of noble Minds,)

In us two here fhall perifli ; we fliall die,

(39) Which is the Curfe of Honour, lazily,

will obferve that the fecond arofe from the initial Letter of the former
Line being repeated. 1 had the Concurrence here of both my Af-
fiftentJ.

(39) {'-^i^'ch is the Curfe of Honour) laftly.

Children 0/ Grief, and Ignor^Kce'\ When a Word is flat and
unpoetlca!, and ac the kme time detrimencal to the Mcafure, there is

almoi^
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Children of Grief, and Ignorance.

Arc. Yet Coufin.

Even from the bottom of thefe Miferles

From all that Fortune can inflid upon us,

I fee two Comforts rifing, two meer Bleffings,

If the Gods pleafe to hold here, a brave Patience,

And the enjoying of our Griefs together.

almoll a certainty of its being corrupt. Lajlly has both thefe bad
Qualities ; it is a mere degrading Expletive as to the Ssnfe, and wants

a Syllnblc to complete the Meafure. I cannot doubt therefore of the

true Word being lazily; Lazinefs to a Man of Spirit being the true

Curfe of Honour. Hence the Sentence becomes a fine Climax to that

noble Spirit of Poetry that animates the whole Speech. This Scene

is more worthy of Skake/pear than any long one in the firlt Aft. It

is in Shake/pear sfecond beji Manner, or in Fletcher" z hejl, and thefe

are not eaiily dillinguilhable. If the Reader will conlult the firft

Scene of the two Brothers with their fuppofed Father coming out of

the Cave in Cymbelint, and the Defcription of the Spartan Hounds

by Ihefeus in Midfummer- Night""s Dream, he will find a great Simi-

litude of Sentiment, Stile and Spirit : Add to ihefe the following Lines

in Richard II. Moivbray being banifli'd thus complains of his want of

foreign Languages

;

Within my Mouth you ha-ve engoaVd my Tongue,

Doubly portcullis'd nvith my Teeth and Lips,

And dullUnfeeling barren Ignorance

Mujl be the ypaler to attend on me.

All but the fecond of thefe are nubie Lines, tho' fo great a Man as

Mr. Pope difcarded them from the Text. The End of Arcite'?, former

Speech (which Milton very clofely follows, bewailing his Elindnefs, in

his llytnn to Light) and the Lines referr'd to in the Emendation above,

have the Sublimity of thefe Lines oi Moivbray without the Quaintnefs

of Thought that difgraces one of them, notwithftanding its Similitude

to the ifKOi oS''o:^uv of Homer. Thefe Reafons may induce one to place

this Scene to Shake/pear. On the other hand, the Simile of a
wild Boar in Chafe to the Parthian Archer (who by a bold poetic

Liberty is called the Parthian Quiver,) the Briilles and Darts Iticking

on his Back to the Arrows on the Archer\ Shoulder, and the frequent

and furious Turnings of the Boar to the Parthian^ turning to

fhoot as he flies. This noble Simile is a Favourite of Fletcher''^, and
he ufes it in another Play that feems to have been wrote before this.

And I believe it no where occurs in Shake/tear. As to the Aniichronifm

of making Parthian Archers talk'd of in Thefeus's Time, it is an Im-
propriety that both Shake/pear and Fletcher are equally guilty of.

F. S. Since the writing of this having cccafion in the next Note to

turn to Fletchers Lo'ver's Progre/s, I found an Expreilion extremely

refembling the Paffage referr'd to in this Note. A£t 2. Scene i.

WeJhall groijj old Men andfeeble.
Which is the Scorn of Love and Rujl of Honour.

Whilft
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Whilft Pala?non is with me, let me perifh

If I think this our Prifon.

Pal. Certainly,

'Tis a main Goodnefs, Coufin, that our Fortunes

Were twmn'd togetht-r ; 'tis moft true, two Sou!s

Put in two noble Bodies, let 'em fuffer

The gau! of hazard, fo they grow together.

Will never fink -, they mult not \ fay they could,

A willing Man dies fleeping, and all's done.

Jrc. Shall we make worthy Ufes of this Place

That all iVlen hate fo much ^

Pal. How, gentle Coufin ?

^rc. Let's think this Prifon, a Holy Sanctuary

To keep us from Corruption of worfe Men -,

We're Young, and yet defire the ways of Honour,
That Liberty and common Converfation,

The Poifon of pure Spirits, might, like Women,
Wooe us to wander from. What worthy Blefling

Can be, but our Imaginations

May make it ours? And here being thus together,

We are an endlefs Mine to one another;

We're one another's Wife, ever begetting

New Birth;^ of Love ; we're Father, Friends, Acquaintance,

We are, in one another. Families,

I am your Heir, and you are mine : This Place

Is our Inheritance ; no hard Opprelfor

Dare take this from us; here with a little Patience

We fhall live long, and loving ; No Surfeits leek us:

The Hand of War hurts none here, nor the Seas

Swallow their Youth; were we at Liberty,

A Wife might part us lawfully, or Bufinels,

Quarrels confume us ; (40) Envy of ill Men
Reave our Acquaintance: I might ficken, Coufin,

Where

Eni'y of ill Mfft

Crave our ^cquajutancc:— ] We have erxh a different Conjevflure

here, jVIr Theohfl/a read'^ Craze, Mr. Synp/on, Car've, and I, Reave:
1 know not whether 5jelfp,irtialitv m-iUes me prefer the latter. It is

a conmvin A'ord in old Aiuhors, tbo' now we feldom uli; it except in

the perfe<;t Tcni'e Reft, as in Mr. Mjv//^/'s charming .Sor;j, the firft

Stan/.i <jf which i' taken from Fletcher

:

Vol. X. C 0K.v^
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Where you flioiild never know it, and fo peridi

Without your noble Hand to clofe mine E.ycs,

Or Prayers to the Gods ; a thoufand Chances,

Were we from hence, would fever us.

Pal. You have made me
(I thank you, Coufin Arc'ite) almoft wanton

With my Captivity j what a Mifery

Is it to live abroad, and every where?

'Tis like a Bead methinks : I find the Court here,

I'm fure a more content, and all thofe Pleafures

That wooethe Wills of Men to Vanity,

I fee through now *, and am fufficient

To tell the World, 'tis but a gaudy Shadow,

That old Time, as he pafles by, takes with him>

What had we been old in the Court of Creon^

Where Sin is Juflice, Lufl: and Ignorance,

The Virtues of the great ones: Coufin Arcile

Had not the loving Gods found this Place for us

W* had died as thty do, ill old Men unwept.

And had their Epitaphs, the People's Curfes.

Shall I fay more?

^uch is the Robe that Kings mujl ivear

WhenDeath has reft their Cro^>.vn,

See thinner on the Word Reave : Spoliare, to fpoiI or take aiisay. The
two former Words, Create and Carve, feem IbfFer than this. If the

Reader will pleafe to confuk the Soliloquy of Richard II, in Prifon,

he will find federal llrokes much refembling fome in this Scene, and

whilft he compnres them may be apt to afcribe them both to the fame
Hand ; but the foil-owing Lines out of Fletcher s Lover"*s Rrogrefs may
again ilagger our Opinion and make us as apt to afcribe the whole Scene
to Fletcher. Liciian, a young Lover in a Fit of Defpair, turns Her-
mit, and thus defcribes the Happinefs of Solitude;

Thefe luild Fields are ?ny Gardens }

'Ihe cryjial Rivers they afford their Waters,

And grudge not their fvocet Streams to quench A^iaions,

''The holloiv Rocks their Beds, ivhich tho" they're hard
(The Efnblems of a doling Lover^s Fortune)

I'tt they are quiet, and the aweary Sliitnbers

Toe Eves catch there, fofter than Beds of Dovon ;

The Birds my Bell to call rne to Devotions ;

My Book the Story of my vcand'ring Life,

In tvhich 1 find more Hours due to Repentance >

_ Than Time hath told fr.e yet.

See the V, hole Dialogue, Adl 4. Scene 3.
' 4rc.
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Arc. I would hear you ftill.

Pal Ye Hiall.

Is there Record of any two that lov*d

Better than we two, Arcile ?

Arc. Sure there cannot.

Pal. I do not think it pofTible our Friendfliip

Should ever leave us.

Arc. Till our D>;aths it cannot.

Enter Emih'a and her Women.

And after Death our Spirits fhal! be led

To thofe that love eternally. Speak on. Sir.

Emil. (41) This Garden has a world of Fleafurcs ii/c.

What Flower is this ?

M^'mn. 'Tis cali'd Narcifjus^ Madam.
Emil. That was a fair Boy certain, but a Fool

To love himltrjf, were there not Maids enough?

Arc. Pray forward.

Pal. Yes.

Emil. Or were they all hard-hearted?

Wom. They could not be to one fo fair.

Emil. Thou would'ft nor.

Wom. I think I fliould not. Madam.
Emil. That's a good Wench :

But take heed to your Kindnefs though.

Wom. Why, Madam ?

Emil. Men are mad things.

Arc. Will ye go forward, Coufin ?

Emil. Canft not thou work fuch Flowers in Silk,

Wench ?

Wom. Yes.

Emil. V\\ have a Gown full of 'em, and of thefe.

This is a pretty Colour, will't not do
Rarely upon a Skirt, Wench ?

M^om. Dainty, Madam.

(41) Jhh Garden has a ijcorlj of Ple/zfures in''1.1 This in all the

former Editions was made the cr.d of ,^rc://<''s Speech ; the Abfurdity

was evident to u"; allj and mull have been fo to every R.ad.r of the

lealt Attention.

C 2 ^rc.



36 'The Two Noble Kinjmejt.

Arc. Coufin, Coufin, how do you, Sir? Why, Palamon?
Pal. Never till now I was in Prifon, Jrcife,

Arc. Why, what's the matter, Man ?

Pal. Behold, and wonder.

By Heav'n fhc is a Goddefs.

Arc, Ha.
Pal. Do Reverence.

She is a Goddefs, Ardie,

Emll, Of all Flowers,

Methinks a Rofe is beft.

IVoin. Why, gentle Madam ?

Em'il. It is the very Emblem of a Maid.

(42) For when the Weft-wind courts her gentily

How modeftly fhe blows, and paints the Sun

With her chafte Blulhes ? When the North comes near her.

Rude and impatient, then like Chaftity

She locks her Beauties in her Bud again.

And leaves him to bale Briers.

Worn. Yet good Madam,
Sometimes her Modefty will blow fo far

She falls for it-, a Maid,
If fhe have any Honour, would be loath

To take Example by her.

Eviil. Thou art wanton.

Arc. She's wondrous fair.

Pal. She's all the Beauty extant.

Emil, The Sun grows high, let's walk in, keep thefc

Flowers,

We'll fee how near Art can come near their Colours;

I'm wondrous merry -hearted, I could laugh now.
Word. I could lie down I am fure.

EviU. And take one with you?

Worn, That's as we bargain, Madam.
Emll. Well, agree then. \Exeunt Emilia and Woman.

(42) For 'when the Wfjl-^vind courts her gently] As there is a De-
ficiency in Meafiire Mr. Theobald reads,

^ courts her Beauties gently.

But the Necefficy of fuch an Infertion does not appear, as making
gentily three Syllables, a thing very common in oar Authors, fufti-

cicntly iills up the Mtaluie.

Pal.

I
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PaL What think you of this Beauty ?

Arc. 'Tis a rare one ?

Pal. Is't but a rare one ?

Arc. Yes, a matchlcfs Beauty.

Pal. Might not a Man well lofe himfelf, and love her ?

Arc. I cannot tell what you have done, I have,

Befhrew mine Eyes for't, now I feel my Shackles.

Pal. You love her then ?

Arc. Who would not?

Pal. And dcfire her ?

jlrc. Before my Liberty.

Pal. I faw her firft.

Arc. That's nothing.

Pal. But it lliall be.

Arc. I faw her too. <

Pal. Yes, but you muft not love her.

Arc. I will not as you do \ to worfhip her,

As (he is heav'nly, and a blefTfd Goddefsi
I love her as a Woman, to enjoy her 5

So both may love.

Pal. You fliall not love at all.

Arc. Not love at all ?

W^ho fhall deny me?
Pal. I that firft faw her; I that took Poncffion

Firft with mine Eye of all thofe Beauties in her

Revealed to Mankind : If thou loveft her.

Or entertain'!! a Hope to blaft my Wiflies,

Thou art a Traitor, Arc'ite.^ and a Fellow

Falfe as thy Title to her ; Friendfhip, Blood,

And all the Ties between us 1 difclaim,

If thou once think upon her.

Arc. Yes, I love her.

And if the Lives of all my Name lay on it,

I muft do fo, I love her wi'all my Soul j

If that will lofe ye, farewel Palnnion.

1 fay again, 1 love, and loving her, maintain

I am as worthy and as free a Lover,

And have as juft a Title to her Beauty,

As any Palamon^ or any living,

C 3 T.hat
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That is a Man's Son.

Pal. Have I call'd thee Friend ?

Arc. Yes, and have found me 'io ; why are you mov'd
thus ?

Let me deal coldly with you, am not I

Part of your Blood, part of your Soul ? YouVe told mc
That I was PalamGU, and you were Arcite.

Pal. Yes.

Arc. Am not I liable to thofe AfTecflions,

Thvofe Joys, Griefs, Angers, Fears, my Friend (ball fuffer?

P.il. Ye may be.

Arc. Why then would you deal fo cunningly,

So ftrangely, fo unlike a Noble Kinfman,

To love alone ? Speak truly, do you think me
Unworthy of her Sight ?

Pizl. No, but unjuft

If thou purfue that Sight.

Arc. Becaufe another

Firft fees the Enemy, Ihall I (land dill

And let mine Honour down, and never charge?

Pal. Yes, if he be but one.

Arc. But fay that one

Had rather combat me ?

Pal. Let that one lay fo.

And ufe thy Freedom ; elfe if thou purfueft her,

Be as that curfed Man that hates his Country,
A branded Villain.

Arc. You are mad.

Pal I muft be.

Till thou art worthy, Arcite., it concerns me,
And in this Madnefs, if I hazard thee

And take thy Life, 1 deal but truly.

Arc. Fie, Sir.

You play the Child extremely ; I will love her,

I muft, I ought to do fo, and I dare.

And all this julUy.

Pal. Oh that now, that now
Thy falfe-felf, and thy Friend, had but this Fortune
Tc be one Hour at Liberty, and grafp

Our
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Our good Swords in our Hands, I'd quickly teach thee

Wliat 'twere to filch Affe(^ion from another:

Thou'rt bafer in it tha i a Cut-purfe •, put

But thy Head once out of this Window more,

And as'l have a Soul, ril nail thy Life to't.

AiC. Thou dai'ft not, Fool, thou canft not, th:>u art.

feeble.

Put my Head out? I'll throw my Body our.

And leap the Garden, when I fee her next.

Enter Keeper,

And pitch between her Arms, to anger thee.

Pal. No more, the Keeper's coming ; I (hall live

To knock thy Brains out with my Shackles.

j4rc. Do.
Keep. By your leave, Gentlemen.
Pal. Now honeft Keeper ?

Keep. Lord Arciie^ you mufl: prefently to th* Duke

;

The Caufe I know not yet.

Arc. I'm ready. Keeper.

Kc'.p. Prince Palamon., I mufl awhile bereave you

Of your fair Coufu/s Company.
\Exeiint Arcite, and Keeier.

Pal. And me too,

Ev'n when you pleafe, of Life. Why is he fent for ^

It may be he ihall marry her, he's goodly,

'And like enough the Duke hath taken notice

B3th of his Blood and Body ; but his Falfliood,

Why fliould a Friend be treacherous? If that

Get him a Wife fo noble, and (o fair •,

Let honeft Men ne'er love again. Once more
I would but fee this fair one: Biciled Garden,

And Fruit, and Flowers more blclTed, that ftill blolTom

As her bright Eyes fliine on ye. Would I were

For all the Fortune of my Life hereafter

Yon little Tree, yon blooming Apricock ;

How I would fpread, and fling my wanton Arm^
In at her Window? I would bring her Fruit

Fit for the Gods to feed on : Youih and Pleafjr?

Still as flie taflcd fliould be doubled on her,

C 4 And
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(43) And if fhe be not heav'nly, I would make her

So near the Gods in Nature, they fhould fear her,

Enter Keeper,

And then I'm furc flic'd love me. How now. Keeper,

Where's Arcile?

Keep. Banifli'd. Prince Perithous

ObtainM his Liberty, but never more
Upon his Oath and Life niuft he fet Foot

Upon this Kingdom.
Pal. He's a'blefTed Man,

He fliall fee T^hchs again, and call to Arms
The bold young Men, that when he bids 'em charge,

Fall on like Fire: Jrcitc fhall have a Fortune,

if he dare make himfelf a worthy Lover,

Yet in the Field to ftrike a Battle for her;

And if helofe her then, he's a cold Coward;
How bravely may he bear himfelf to win her

If he be noble Arcite\ thoufand ways.

Were I at Liberty, I would do things

Of fuch a virtuous Greatnefs, that this Lady,
This bludving Virgin fhould take Manhood to her.

And feek to ravifii me.

Keep. My Lord, for you

I have this Charge too.

Pal. To difcharge my Life .^

Keep. No, but from this Place to remove your LordHiIp,

The Windows are too open.

Pal. D;^vils take *em

That arc lb envious to me ; prithee kill me.

(43) And
'^f Jlje

he not hcaifnlf,— ] This and the End of the next

Speech whicn may nt firft Sight appear a Rant, are inimitably beauti-

ful in a Charader of fuch warm Paliions under a Phrenfy of Love. Our
Authors have improv'd upon Chaucer in mailing Palainon and Arcite

fuch very diftiiidt Charailers ; but Arcite, who is not crown'd with

Succefs. becomes by this means the more amiable, and has the Rea-

der's Wifhet in his Favour. This is a Fault that Chaucer particularly

guard.s sgainlt, for he malccs the two Kinfmen under an Engagement
upon 0;ith, to aflift each other when cither happened to be m Love.

Had our Authors inserted this they had obviated all Prejudice againft

PalamoK.^ and given fufiicient Maucr to kindle his Rage and Violence.

Keep.
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Keep. And bang for'c afterward.

Pal. By this good Light

Had I a Sword I'd kill thee.

Keep. Why, my Lord ?

Pal. Thou brinii,'ft fuch pelting fcurvy News continually

Thou art not worthy Life \ 1 will not go.

Keep. Indeed you mud, my Lord.

Pal. May' I lee the Garden ?

Keep. No.
Pal. Then I am refolv'd, I will not go. [gerous.

Keep. I muft conftrain you then, and, for youVe dan-

ril clap more Irons on you.

Pal. Do, good Keeper.

I'll fhake 'cm ib, ye fhall not flcep,

I'll make ye a new Morriffe, muft I go?
Keep. I'here is no Remedy.
Pal. Farewel kind Window,

May rude Wind never hurt thee. Oh my Lady,
If ever thou haft felt what Sorrow was.

Dream how I fuffer. Come, now bury me.

\Exeunt Palamon and Keeper.

SCENE in.

Enter Arcire.

Arc. Banifh'd the Kingdom? *Tis a Benefit,

A Mercy I mufl thank 'em for ; but Banifh'd

The free enjoying of that Face I die for.

Oh *twas a Itudied Punifhment, a Death

Beyond lm;igination : Such a Vengeance,

That were I old and wicked, all my Sins

Could never pluck upon me. Palamon,

Thou haft the llart now, thou flialt ftay and fee

Her bright Eyes break each Morning *gainft: thy Window,
And let in Life into thee; thou flialt feed

Upon the Sweetnefs of a noble Beauty,

That Nature ne'er exceeded, nor ne'er fhall

:

Good Gods ? What Happinefs has Palamon ?

Twenty to one, he'll come to fpeak to her.

And if fhe be as gentle, as (he's fair,

I
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I know flic's his, he lias a Tongue will tame
Temperts, and make the wild Rocks wanton. Come |

what can come.

The worft is Death ; I will not leave the Kingdom,
I know my own is but a heap of Ruins,

And no Redrefs there i if I go, he has her ;

I am refolv'd another Shape fhall make me,
Or end my Fortunes. Either way, I'm happy :

I'll fee her, and be near her, or no more.

Enter four Country People, and one mlh a Garland before

thcjn.

1 Coun. My Mafters, 1*11 be there that's certain.

2 Conn. And 1*11 be there.

3 Conn. And I.

4 Ccun. W hy then have with ye Boys ; 'tis but a Chid-

ing?

Let the Plough play to Day, I'll ticld'c out

Of the Jades Tails to Morrow.
1 Coun. I am fure

To have my Wife as jealous as a Turkey :

But that's all one. Til go through, let her mumble.

2 Coun. Clap her aboard to morrow Night, and floa

her.

And all's made up again.

3 Coun. Ay, do but put

A Fesku in her Fid, and you fhall fee her

Take a new L'.ffon our, and be a good Wench.
Do we all hold, againft the Maying?

4 Coun. Hold ? What fhould ail us ?

3 Coun. Areas will be there.

2 Coun. And Sennoh^

And Rycas, and three better Lads ne'er danc'd

Under Green Tree, and ye know what Wenches : Ha ?

But will the dainty Dojnine^ the School mafler

Keep touch do you think ? For he do's all, ye know.

3 Coun. He'll eat a Hornbook e'er he fail j go to.

The Matter now is too far driven between

Him and the Tanner's Daughter, to let flip •,

• And fhe mult fee the Duke, and Ihe muft dance too.

4 Cmn.

I
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4 Conn. Shall we be lufty ?

2 Coun. All the Boys in Athens

Blow Wind i' th* Breech on's, and here I'U be, and there

ril be, for our Town, and here again,

And there a^^ain : Ha, Boys, heigh for the Weavers.

I Coun. This mud be done i* th' Woods.

4 Coun. O pardon me.

z Ccun. By any means our thing of Learning fays fo :

Wlierehe himielf will edify the Duke
Moft: pafloufly in our behajfs : He's excellent i* th' Woods,
Bring him to th' Plains, his Learning makes no cry.

3 Ccun. We'll fee the Sports, then every Man to'4

Tackle:

And fwecc Companions let's rehearfe by any means,

Before the Ladies fee us, and do fweedy.

And God knows what may come on't.

4 Coun. Content:

The Sports once ended, we'll perform. Away Boys,

And hold.

Jrc. By your leaves honed Friends: Pray you

Whither go you?

4 Coun. Whither?

Why, what a Qiieftion's that ? Arc. Yes, 'tis a Queftion,

To me that know not.

3 Coun. To the Games, my Friend.

2 Ccun. Where were you bred you know it not?

Arc. Not far, Sir :

Are there fuch Games to Day ?

1 Coun. Yes, marry are there ;

And fuch as you ne'er faw ; the Duke himfelf

Will be in Perfon there.

Arc. What Pad imes are they ?

2 Coun. Wrcdling and Running ; 'Tis a pretty Fellow.

3 Coun. Thou wilt not go along?

Arc. Not yet. Sir.

4 Coun. Well, Sir,

Take your own time, come Boys.

I Coun. My Mind mifgives me
This Fellow has a Veng'ance trick o'th' Hip,
Mark how his Body's made for'c.

2 Coutu
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2 Coun. V\\ be hang'd though

If he dare venture, hang him Plumb-porridge, He,
He wreftle ? He rod Eggs. Come lee's be gone, Lads.

\_Exeunt thefour Countrymen.

y^rc. This is an offer'd Opportunity

I durfl: not wifh for. Well I could have wreftled.

The beft men call'd it excellent ; and run

{44) Swifter the Wind upon a Field of Corn,

Curling the wealthy Ears, ne'er flew ; I'll venture,

And in fome poor difguife be there; who knows
Whether my Brows may not be girt with Garlands ?

And Happinefs prefer me to a Place,

W^here 1 may ever dwell in fight of her, {Exit Arcite.

SCENE ir.

Enter Jatlor'^s Daughter alone.

Batigh. Why fliould I love this Gentleman? 'Tisodds

He never will affed me; I am bafe,

My Father the mean Keeper of this Prifon,

And he a Prince: To marry him is hopelefsj

To be his whore, is witlefs. Out upon't.

What pulhes are we Wenches driven to

When fifteen once has found us? Firft I faw him,

I, feeing, thought he was a goodly Man,
He has as much to pleafe a Woman in him,

(if he pleafe to beftow it fo) as ever

Thefe Eyes yet lookt on : Next I pitied him.

And fo would any young Wench o'my Confcience

That ever dream'd, or vow'd her Maidenhead

To a young handfome Man ; then 1 lov'd him,

(44) Sijcifter than Wind ] The Tranfcriber or Printer not

attending to the latter Part of the Sentence put than for the, Mr. Symp-

fon concurr'd in the Emendation. Mr. 'Theobald mifs'd it, and en-

deavours to give Senfe to the Sentence by reading,

and run,

Sivifter than Wind upon a Field of Corn,

Curbing the ^wealthy Ears ; nQ3.r jfteitj ;

/. e, I run fwifter than the Wind; I almoft flew. Our Conjedure is

certainly more natural.

Extremely
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Extremely lov*d him, infinitely lov'd him ;

And yet he had a Coufin, fair as he too.

But in my Heart was Palamon^ and there,

(45) Lord, what a coil he keeps? To fit and hear him
Sing in an Evening, what a Heav*n it is ?

And yet his Songs are fad ones. Fairer fpoken

Was never Gentleman. When I come in

To bring him Water in a Morning, firft

He bows his noble Body, then falutes me, thus

:

Fair, gentle Maid, good Morrow, may thy Goodnefs

Get thee a happy Husband.—Once he kift me,

I lov'd my Lips the bc:tter ten Days after.

Would he would do fo ev*ry Day : He grieves much.
And me as much to fee his Mifery :

What fliould I do, to make him know I love him.

For I would fain enjoy him ? Say I ventured

To fet him free.'' What fays the Law then ^ Thus much
(46) For Law, or Kindred : I will do it, ay

And this Night ; and to Morrow he fliall love me. [^Exit.

[J Jhort FlouriJJj of Cornets and Shouts within,

SCENE iir.

£«/^r Thefeus, Hippolita, Perithous, Emilia, and hxciit

with a Garland^ &c.

Thef. You have done worthily, I have not feen

Since Hercules^ a Man of tougher Sinews j

What e'er you are, you run the bed, and wreftle,

That thefe times can allow.

(45) Lord, ixbat a coil he keeps ? To hear him
Sing in an Eveni/?gy ] The firft Line wants two Syllables

of its due Meafure, and the Words that I have inferted Teem to im-
prove the Senfe as well as compleat the Meafure, as they imply a
continuance of his Sinking and her Attention to it.

(4.6) Fur La-iv, or Kindred: I "mill do it.

And this Night, or to Morroiv he Jhall lo-ve me.'] The firft

Verfe wants a SyIIal)le, and 'tis odd in her to fay that he ihouid love
her either this Night or to Morrow, what ftie would naturally fay, is,

that flie would free him this Night, and that would fo oblige him,
that to Morrow he would love her. I have added one Particle and
chang'd another, in which I hope J have only rcftcr'd the Original.

ylrc.
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Arc. I'm proud to pleafe you.

^hef. What Country bred you ?

Arc. This •, but far off, Prince.

*fhef. Are you a Gentleman ?

Arc. My Father Hiid fo ;

(47) And to thofe gentle Ufes gave me Life.

Thef. Are you his Heir ^

Arc. His youngeft. Sir.

'^hef. Your Father

Sure is a happy Sire then : What prove you ?

Arc. A little of all noble Qualities -,

I could have kept a Hawk, and well have hoIJow*d

To a deep cry of Dogs : I dare not praife

(48) My Feat in Horfemanfhip ; yet they that knew mc
Would fay it was my beft Piece : lad, and greateft,

I would be thought a Soldier.

Thef. You are perteft.

Per. Upon my Soul, a proper Man.
Emil. He is fo.

Per. How do you like him. Lady ?

Hip. I admire him.

I have not feen fo young a Man, fo noble

(If he fay true,) of his fort.

Kmil. Believe,

His Mother was a wondrous handfome Woman,
His Face methinks goes that way.

U'lp. But his Body

{47) And to thofe gentle Vfes g^ff me L'f^'\ i. e. Gave me Life

on purpofe to educate me geiitilely : The Reading may be defended,

but it would certainly be more natural if we read ganje my Life. i. e,

brought me up, and dedicated my Life to all gentile Habits and Ex-

crcifes.

(4S) My Feet in Uorfemanjhip; ] Feet here is undoubtedly cor-

rupt, and ¥eat as undoubtedly the true Word. Palamon in the firft

Scene of the next A£l fays,

—gi-je me Wads, fuch

As thou hajlJhe^M d me Feat.

i, e. Deed, ASlion. The Word is very common in all old Englilh

Author?, but I fcarce know one {o ofccn miltaken by the Tranfcribers:

"We fhall find another Inftance of it in this Play. Mr. Sympfon fent

me two Conjeftures inltead of Feet, firfl Seat, and afterwards, as I

read, Feat. Mr. Tbeohald too faw and corrcfted the Millake.

And
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And fiery Mind, illuftrate a brave Father.

Per. Mark how his Virtue, like a hidden Sun,

Breaks through his baler Garments.

Hip. He's well got fure.

Thef. What made you feek this Place, Sir ?

Arc, Noble 'Thcfeus^

To purchafe Name, and do my ablefl; Service

To fuch a well-found Wonder, as thy Worth;
For only in thy Court, of all the World,
Dwells fair-ey'd Honour.

Per. All his Words are worthy.

Thef. Sir, we are much indebted to your travel.

Nor Ihall you lofe your Wifh : Perilbous,

Difpofe of this fair Gentleman,

Per. Thanks Thefeus.

What e'er you arc, y're mine, and I {hall give you

To a mofl noble Service, to this Lady,
This bright young Virgin : Pray obferve her Goodnefs ;

You've honour'd her fair Birth-Day with your Virtues,

And as your due , y're hers ; kifs her fair Hand, Sir,

j^rc. Sir, y're a noble Giver: Deareft Beauty,

Thus let me feal my vow'd Faith ; when your Servant

(Your mod unworthy Creature) but offends you.

Command him die, he fhall.

Emil. That were too cruel.

If you deferve well, Sir, I fliall foon {et*t:

Y'are mine, and fomewhat better than your Rank
I'll ufe you.

Per. I'll fee you furnifli'd, and becaufe you fay

You area Horfeman, I muft needs intreat you

This afternoon to ride, but 'tis a rough one.

Arc. I like him better (Prince) 1 fiiall not then

Freeze in my Saddle.

Thef. Sweet, you muft be ready.

And you E?mlia, and you (Friend) and all

To morrow by the Sun, to do Obfcrvance

To flowry May, in Biati's, Wood: Wait wdl. Sir,

Upon your Miftrefs : Emcl)\ I hope
He fhall not go afoot.

Emil, That were a Ihame, Sir

While
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While I have Horfes ; take your Choice, and what
You want at any time, let me but know it

;

If you ferve fliithfully, I dare afllire you
You'll find a loving Miftrefs.

Jrc. If I do not.

Let me find that my Father ever hated

Difgrace and Blows.

The/. Go lead the way ; You've won it

:

It fhall be fo; you (hall receive all Dues
Fit for the Honour you have won ;

* Twere wrong elfe.

Sifter, belhrew my Heart, you have a Servant,

That if I were a Woman, would be Matter,
But you are wife. \_FlouriJh.

Emit. 1 hope too wife for that, Sir. [Exeunt,

SCENE VI.

Enter Jailor^s Daughter alone.

Daugh. Let all the Dukes, and all tTie Devils roar.

He is at Liberty j i*ve ventured for him :

And out I've brought him to a little Wood
A Mile hence i I have fent him, where a Cedar,

Higher than all the reft, fpreads like a Plane

Faft by a Brook, and there he fhall keep clofe.

Till I provide him Files and Food •, for yet

His Iron Bracelets are not off. O Love,

What a ftout-hearted Child thou art ! My Father

Durft better have endur'd cold Iron, than done it,

I love him beyond Love, and beyond Reafon,

Or Wit, or Safety ; I have made him know it,

I care not, I am defperate: If the Law
Find me, and then condemn me for't ; fome Wenches,
Some honeft-hearted Maids, vvill fing my Dirge,

And tell to Memory my Death was noble.

Dying almoft a Martyr : That way he takes,

I purpofe is my way too : Sure he cannot

Be fo unmanly, as to leave me here ;

If he do, Maids will not fo eafily

Truft Men again : And yet he has not thank*d me
For what I've done > no not fo much as kift me.

And

I

i



^e T'VDO Nohle Kinfjnen, 49
And that (methinks) is not fo well ; nor {Qz.rzfi\^

Could I perfuade him to become a Freeman,
He made fuch Scruples of the wrong he did

To me, and to my Father. Yet 1 hope.

When he confiders more, this Love of mine
Will take more root within him : Let him do
What he will with me, fo he ufe me kindly.

For ufe me fo he fhal), or 1*11 proclaim him.

And to his Face, no Man : I'll prefently

Provide him NecefTaries, and pack my Cloaths up,

And where there is a Path of Ground I'll venture

So he be with me; by him, like a fhadow,
V\\ ever dwell. Within this Hour the Whoobub
Will be all o*er the Prifon : I am then

KjfTing the Man they look for : Farewel Father,

Get many more fuch Prifoners, and fuch Daughters,

And iliortly you may keep yourfelf. Now to him.

ACT III. SCENE I.

(49) Cornets infundryPlaces. Nc:fe and Halh'an}7g as People

a Maying.

Enter Arcite alone.

Arc.f^W^H E Duke has loft IJypolita ; each took

J^ A fcveral Land. This is a folemn Right

They owe bloom'd May, and the Athenians pay ic

To th* Heart of Ceremony: G Queen Emilia

Frefher than May, fweeter

Than her gold Buttons on the Boughs, or all

Th'enameird Knacks o*th* Mead, or Garden, yea

We challenge too the Bank of any Nymph
That makes the Stream feem Flowers ; (50) thou O Jewel

O'th'

(49) Cornets in fundry Places. ] This Stage Direftion was plac'd

as the Clofe of the lall Aft, inflead ot thelntroduflion to thepielent.

(50) T^hou a Jeivel

O'th'' Wood, o'th'' World, hajl likeivi/e bleft a pact

With thy fole Prefence , in thy Rumination

That I poor Alan might eftfoons come befujeen

And chop on/o7ne coldThougbt, thrice blejfed Chanct, i£C.'\ This

V o L. X. D faffagc
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0*th» Wood, o'th' World, haft likewife bled a Place

With thy Ible Prefence.—In thy Rumination

That I poor Man might eftfoons come between

And chop on fome cold Thought!—thrice bleffed Chance,
To drop on fuch a Miftrefs! Expcdation

Moft guiltlefsoPt!—Tell me, O Lady Fortune,

(Next after Emily my Sovereign) how far

I may be proud. She takes ftrong note of me.
Hath made me near her ; and this beauteous Morn
(The prim*ft of all the Year) prefents me with

A brace of Horfes, two fuch Steeds might well

Be by a pair of Kings backt, in a Field

That their Crowns Titles tried : Alas, alas

Poor Coufin Palamon, poor Prifoner, thou

So little dream'ft upon my Fortune, that

Thou think'ft thyfelf the happier thing, to be

So near Efnilia ; me thou deem'ft at Thebs,

And therein wretched, although free: But if

Thou knew'ft my Miftrefs breath*d on me, and that

Paffage has puzzled me for Years ; I propos'd it to Mr. Theobald, but it

was equally dark to him, altho' both Mr. Sy/npjon, he and I ail agreed
in imagining Place fliould be inferted inllead o\ pace. I make no doubt
too of reaaing O Jewel for a Jezvel, as the Addrefs is to Emilia.
Each has taken a feparate way, and thou O Jewel o' th' Wood,
o' th' World art fomewhere alone and mak'lt the Place where thou
art an Elyfium. But then what is

in thy Rumination

That I poor Man might eftfoons come bet'vjeen

And chop on fome cold Thought

^

I at firft Gonjedlur'd

hajl likerjjife blcfi a Place

With thy fole Prefence, and me P th' Rumination
That I piior Man may eftfoons come hetiueen

And chop on fome cold Thought. Thrice bleffed Chance, &c,

i, e. you have blefs'd me in confidcring that I may fometimes be the

Sabjeft of your Thoughts. This did not quits fatisfy, and at lafl^ I

believe, I have found the Difficulty to arife only from the falfe Points.

The Sentences ihould be di.jcin'd, the latter by a Note of Exclama-
tion be turned into a Wifh :

haf likeiuife hlefl a Place

With thy fole Prefence. la tby Rumination

That 1 poor Man might eftfoons come bet-zueett

And chop «« fome cold Thought

!

L.e. now thou art alone, and ruminating, or confidering of varioui

Objefts, O that I might be the Subjeft only of one cold Thought

!

Iear*d

I
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I ear'd her Language, liv'd in her Eyes j O Coufin,

What Paflion would inclofe thee.

Enter Palamon as out of a Bujfj^ with his Shackles ; bends

his Fiji at Arcite.

Pal. Traytor Kinfman,

Thou fliouldrt perceive my PafTion, if thefe figns

Of Prifonment were off me, and this Hand
But Owner of a Sword : By all Oaths in one

I, and the Judice of my Love, would make thee

A confeft Traytor ; ($i) O thou moft perfidious

That ever gently look'd ! the void'fl: of Honour
That e'er bore gentle Token! falfelt Coufin

That ever Blood made kin! cail'lt thou her thine?

ril prove it in my Shackles, with thefe Hands,
Void of Appointment, that thou ly'ft, and arc

A very Thief in Love, a Chafiy Lord,

Nor worth the Name of Villain.—had I a Sword
And thefe Houfe-clogs away

Arc. Dear Coufin Palamon.

Pal. Cozener Jrcite, give me Language, fuch

As thou haft fhew*d me feat.

Arc. Not finding in

The Circuit of my Breaft, any grofs ftufF

To form me like your Blazon, holds me to

This Gentlenefs of Anfwer ; 'tis your Paflion

That thus miftakes, the which to you being Enemy,
Cannot to me be kind ; Honour, and Honefty

I cherifh, and depend on, howfoev'r

You skip them in me, and with them fair Coufin

I'll maintain my Proceedings ; pray be pleas'd

To fhew in generous Terms your Griefs, fince that

Your Quefl:ion's with your Equal, who profefles

(S ' ) O f^<"^ ^"fi perfidious

That ever gently look'd the voids of Honour,
That ever bore gentle Token .] The Reader will, I believe,

find this difficult Paffage (which had long puzzled us all chree) a: lall

clear'd up by Mr. Sympfon to entire Safstaftion, he reads,
• O thou moji perfidious

That ever gently look'd f the void''& ofi Honour
That e'er bore gentle Token.

D 2 To
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To clear his own way, with the Mind and Sword
Of a true Gentleman.

Pal. That thoudurft, Arcite!

Arc. My Coz, my Coz, you have been well advertis'd

How much I darei Y've fcen me ufe my Sword
Againft th* Advice of Fear ; fure of another.

You would not hear me doubted, but your filence

Should break out, though i'th* Sandtuary.

Pal. Sir,

I have feen you move in fuch a Place, which well

Might juftify your Manhood, you were call'd

A good Knight and a bold ; but the wholeWeek's not fair.

If any Day it rain : Their valiant Temper
Men lofe, when they incline to Treachery,

And then they fight like compell'd Bears, would fly

"Were they not ty*d.

Arc. Kinfman, you might as well

Speak this, and ad it in your Glafs, as to

His Ear, wliich now difdains you.

Pal. Come up to me.

Quit me of thefe cold Gives, give me a Sword
Though it be rufty, and the Charity

Of one Meal lend me ; Come before me then>

A good Sword in thy Hand, and do but fay

That E?nily is thine, I will forgive

The Trefpafs thou haft done me, yea my Life

If then thou carry't, and brave Souls in Shades

That havedy*d manly, which will feek of me
Some News from Earth, they ftiall get none but this^^

That thou art brave and noble.

Arc. Be content.

Again betake you to your Hawthorn-houfe

;

With Counfel of the Night, I will be here

With wholefome Viands } thefe Impediments

Will I file off, you fhall have Garments, and

Perfumes to kill the fmell o' th* Prifon, after

When you fhall ftretch yourfelf, and fay but Arcite

1 am in plight, there fhall be at your Choice

Both Sword and Armour.

Pal. Oh you Heay*ns, dare any

1



T'he Two Noble Kinfmen, 53

So noble bear a guilty bufincfs ! None

But only Arcite, therefore none but Arcite

In this kind is fo bold.

Arc. Sweet Palamcn.

Pal. I do embrace you, and your Offer, for

Your Offer do't I only j Sir, your Perfon

Without Hypocrify I may not wifh [_lVind Horns ofCornets,

More than my Sword*s edge on't.

Arc. (52) You hear the Horns

;

Enter your Mufe quick left this Match between's
.

Be croft e'er met, give me your Hand, farewel,

ril bring you every needful thing : I pray you
Take comfort, and be ftrong.

Pal. Pray hold your Promife,

And do the Deed with a bent Brow ; moft certain

You love me not, be rough with me, and pour

{^^) This Oil out of your Language ; by this Air,

i could for each Word give a Cuff; my Stomach

Not reconcii'd be Reafon.

Arc. Plainly fpoken.

Yet pardon me hard Language, when I fpur \_Wind Horns.

My Horfe, I chide him not ; Content and Anger

In me have but one Face. Hark Sir, they call

The fcatter'd to the Banket, you muft guefs

(52) Tcu hear the Horns;

Enter your Mufick lejl this Match betwoeeti's

Be croft e^er met, ] Mvfick is evidently corrupt, a fmall

Attention to the Context will (hew the Intent of the Paflage. Upon
hearing the Horns, y/rr//^ defires Palamon immediately to hide him-
felf again in the Thicket or Hawthorn-Koufe (as he before calls it) and
therefore Mr. S)mpfon fent me twoConje£luref, inftead of Mujici, viz.

Thicket or Uoufe-quick. The firll departs farther than we could wifh

from the Trace oi the Letters, and the fecond is fcarcely good Englifh,

for tho' a Bufh in Poetry is a Ha'wthom-Houfe, it is not fimply a

Houfe. I doubt not but I had many Years fmcp difcover'd the Ori-

ginal; I read, Mufe quick, the Mufe of a Hare (for fo it is call'd in

moft Counties, and Smu/e only in a few) is exaftly the Idea the Con-
text requires, extremely near the Trace of the Letters, and in Metaphor
fo different from Haivthorn-houfe, as to be clear of the leaft approac^i

to Tautology. I find this Emendation in Mr. Theobald's, Margin, but
as I fent it him I know not whether he had it from me, or hit upon
it before.

(53) 7^'^ 0//on't of your Language

;

]] Former Editions. We
^1| three concur'd in the Emendation.

P 3 I have
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I have an Office there.

Pal. Sir, your Attendance

Cannot pleafe Heav'n, and I know your Office

Unjuftly is atchiev'd.

Arc. (54) I've a good Title,

I am perluaded ; this Queftion fick between*s.

By bleeding mufl: be cur'd. I am a Suitor,

That to your Sword you will bequeath this Plea,

And talk of it no more.

Pal. But this one word

:

You're going now to gaze upon my Miftrefs,

For note you, mine fhe is,

Arc. Nay, then.

Pal. Nay pray you.

You talk of feeding me to breed me Strength,

You're going now to look upon a Sun
That ftrengthens what it looks on, there

You have a vantage o'er me, but enjoy't till

1 may enforce my Remedy. Farcwel. \^Exeunt~

S C E N E. II.

Enter Jaylor*s Daughter alone.

Daugh. {^^) He has miftook the Beck I meant, is gone

After liis Fancy ; 'tis now well nigh Morning,
No

(54) 1i a goodTitU,

Tm pcrficaded th'ii ^ejllon^ &c.] The Reading and Pointing

of former Editions.

(55) I have often had Occafion to mention the Abfurdity of verbal

Criticifm, pretending to build Affurance upon a thing fo fallible as

Conjefture. Jn the following Note the Reader will find a ftrong In-

ftance of the Neceflity of an abfolute Impartiality to our own Con-

je«Sures, and a Readinefs to make them give place to thofc that are

better.

lie has m'ljlook the Beak 1 meant, is gone

After his Fancy i ] The Word Beak ftarted an Idea of

Falconry, and I was no fooner fent a birding for an Emendation,

than one occur'd that feem'd fatisfaftory.

He has mijlook ; the Haivk 1 fent is gone

Jftcr his Fancy ;
•

This was Poetical, and much in the Stile of Shahfpear, who probably
wrote the whole of this pretty Maiden's Character. In Romeo and

Julittt the latter fays of her Lover,

O
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No matter, would it were perpetual Night,

And Darknefs Lord o'th' WorJd. Hark, 'tis a Wolf:
In me hath Grief flain Fear, and but for one thing

I care for nothing, and that's Pulamon.

I reck not if the Wolves would jaw me, fo

He had this File \ what if I hollowM for him ?

I cannot hollow •, it I whoop'd, what then ?

If he not anfwer'd, I Ihould call a Wolf,

And do him but that Service. I have heard

Strange howls this live-long Night, why may't not be

They've made Prey of him ? He has no Weapons,
He cannot run, the Jengling of his Gives

Might call fell things to liften, who have in them
A {t{-\{t to know a Man unarm'd, and can

Smell where Refiftance is. I'll fet it down
He's torn to pieces, they howl'd many together,

And then they fed on him : So much for that.

Be bold to ring the Bell ; how ftand I then ?

All's char'd when he is gone: No, no, I lie.

My Father's to be hang'd for his Efcape,

Myfelf to beg, if I priz'd Life fo much
As to deny my A6V, but that I would not.

Should I try Death by dozens : I am mop'd,

(56) Food took 1 none thefe two Days, only fipt

Some
O for a Faulkner's Voice

To lure this gentle Tar/el back again.

\Mien I receiv'd Mr. TheobaWs Notes, I found him pretty confident

of his Emendation here. He reads.

He has mijlook the Brake Imeant ;

with an L. T. the ufual Mark of his favourite Correftions. This I

own a little llaggcrd my Conjeflure, which was foon quite overturn'd

by Mr. Sympjon, wlio reads

He has mijlook the Brook / meant ;

He refers to what Ihe faid in her former fpeech.

L've fent him luhere a Cedar,

Higher than all the rej}, fprcads like a "Plane,

Faji hy a Brook.

This feem'd almoft abfolute Certainty, but a meer Accident has fince

Ihew'd it not fo ; for I now find Beck^ which is much rearer the old

Text, is an old Englifh Word, and now in Ufe in all the Northien
Counties; it fignifies a Brook or River, and fome Towns, as Wclbcck,

Holbcch, Sec. take their Names from it. See iJ^y 8 Northern Dialeds,
and Skinner on the Word.

(56) Fiod toik I nont thefe t-ivo Days, —

•

D 4 ' ^¥

k
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Some Water, two Nights I've not clos'd mine Eyes
Save when my Lids fcowr'd off their Brine; alas

Difiblve my Life, let not my Senfe unfettle

Left I (hould drown, or ftab or hang myfelf.

O ftate of Nature, fail together in me.

Since thy btft Props are warp'd : So, which way now ?

The befl way is, the next way to a Grave :

Each errant ftcp befides is Torment. Lo
The Moon is down, the Crickets chirp, the Screich-owl

Calls in the dawn ; all Offices are done

Save what I fail in ; But the Point is this

An end, and that is all. \_Exit,

SCENE in.

Enter Arcite, mth Meat, WinCy and Files.

Arc, 1 fliould be near the Place; hoa, CouHn Palamon.

Enter Palamon.
Pal. yfrcite?

Arc, The fame : I've brought you Food and Files,

Come forth and fear not, here's no 1'befeus.

PaL Nor none fo honeft, Arcite.

Arc. That's no matter.

We'll argue that hereafter : Come take Courage,

You fiiall not die thus Beaftly, here Sir, drink :

I know you're faint, thsn Pll talk further with you.

Pal. Arcite^ thou might'ft now poifon me.
Arc. I might.

But I muft fear you firfl: : Sit down, and good now
No more of thefe vain Parlies ; let us nor,

Having our ancient Reputation with us,

^ipt fame Watery I've not clos'd mine Eyes

Sat'e nuhen my Lids fcoivr doff their Brine \\ Here both Senfe

ind Meafure are very deficient ; Mr, Sywpfon reads,

Food took I none thefe t^vo Days, ^ceptfome Water,

p.ut then the fecond Line becomes an Hemiuich, and feems to be de-

ficient too in Senfe, as fhe does not fpecify how long Ihe had continued

ilecpiefs; 1 fill up both Verfes with what feems perfeftly natural for

h<;r to fay

:

food took I none thefe fwo Days, only fipt

Some Water, tiuo Nights Pve not chid ^ine Eyes, &:c.

Make
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Make talk, for Fools and Cowards. To your Heakh.

Pal. Do.

Arc Pray fit down then, and let me entreat you.

By all the Honefty and Honour in you.

No mention of this Woman, 'twill difturb us,

We fhall have time enough.

Pal Well Sir, I'll pledge you.

Arc. Drink a good hearty Draught, it breeds good
Blood, Man.

Do not you feel it chaw you?

Pal. Stay, I'll tell you

After a draught or two more. Arc. Spare it not.

The Duke has more,Cuz : Eat now. P^/. Yes. Arc. I'm glad
You have fo good a Stomach. Pal. I am gladder

1 have fo good Meat to't. Arc, Is't not mad Lodging
Here in the wild Woods, Coufin ? Pal. Yes, for them
That have wild Confciences. Arc. How lades your

Viduals ?

Your hunger needs no Sawce, 1 fee.

Pal. Not much.

But if it did, yours is too tart, fweet Coufin

;

What is this?

Arc. Venifon.

Pal. ' ris a ludy Meat

:

Give me more Wine; here, Arcite^ to the Wenches
We have known in our Days. The Lord Steward*!

Daughter.

Do you remember her?

Arc. After you, Cuz.

Pal. She lov*d a black-hair'd Man.
Arc. She did fo: well Sir.

Pal. And 1 have heard fome call him Arc'ite ; and—

?

Arc. Out with*t faith.

Pal. She met him in an Arbour:
What did flie there, Cuz? Play o'the Virginals?

Arc. Something Hie did, Sir.

Pal. Made her groan a Month for*t

;

Or two, or three, or ten.

Arc. The MarfhaPs Sifter

Had her (hare too, as I remember, Coufin,
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Elfe there be Tales abroad, you'll pledge her ?

Pal. Yes,

Arc. A pretty brown Wench 'cis : There was a Time
"When young Men went a Hunting, and a Wood,
And a broad Beech, and thereby hangs a Tale :

Heigh ho! Pal. For £;«//>, upon my Life j Fool,

Away with this ftrain'd Mirth ; I fay again

That Sigh was breath'd for Emily, bafe Coufin,

Dar'ft thou break firft ?

^rc. You're wide.

Pal. By Heav*n and Earth,

There's nothing in thee honeft. Arc. Then I'll leave you.

You are a Beaft now. Pal. As thou mak'ft me. Traitor.

Arc. There's all things needful. Files and Shirts, and
Perfumes,

ril come again fome two Hours hence, and bring

That that fhall quiet all.

Pal. A Sword and Armour.
Arc. Fear me not •, you arc now too foul i farewel.

Get off your Trinkets, you fhall want nought.

Pal. Sir, ha.

Arc. I'll hear no more. [ExiL

Pal. If he keep touch, he dies for't. l_Exit.

S C E N E IV.

Enter Jailor''s Daughter.

Daiigb. I'm very cold, and all the Stars are out too.

The little Stars, and all that look like Aglets:

The Sun has feen my FoIJy : Palamon ;

Alas no, he's in Heav'n ; where am I now ?

Yonder's the Sea, and there's a Ship ; how't tumbles ^

And there's a Rock lies watching under Water i

Now, now, it beats upon it ; now, now, now.
There's a Leak fprung, a found one, how they cry ?

{57) Up with her 'fore the Wind, you'll lofe ail elfe :

(57) Upon her be/ore the V/ind^— ] Mr. Sympfutt thinks this not

true Sea-Language, and purs whst I believe is,

Up 'With her ""fore the Wind .

Mr. Theobald reads,

Spoon her before the Wiud, •• -*

Ejcher of them will do.

Up
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Up with a Courfe or two, and tack about, Boys.

Good Night, good Night, you're gone. I'm very hungry.

Would I could find a fine Frog; he would tell me
News from all Parts o' th* World, then would 1 make
A Carack of a Cockle-fhell, and fail

By Eaft and North-Eaft to the King of Pygmies,

For he tells Fortunes rarely. Now my Father

Twenty to one is truft up in a trice

To morrow Morning, I'll fay never a Word.

SONG.
For ril cut viy green Coat, a Foot abcve my Knee ;

jind I'll clip my yelloiv Locks^ an Inch below mine Eye.

Hey, nonny, nonny, nonnj.

He*5 buy me a ivhit Cut, forth for to ride.

And ril go feek him, through the World that is fo wide.

Hey, nonny, nonny, nonny.

Oh for a prick now like a Nightingale,

To put my Bread againlt. 1 fliall fleep like a Top elfe.

SCENE V.

Enter a Schoolmajier, four Countrymen, and the Bavia»,

Two or three IVenches, with a Taborer.

School. Fie, Fie,

What Tediofity and Difenfanity

Is here among ye ? Have my Rudiments
Been labour'd fo long with ye? Milk'd unto ye.

And, by a Figure, ev'n the very Plumb-broth

And Marrow of my Undcrftanding laid upon ye?
And do you ftill cry where, and how, and wherefore?

You moftcoarfe-freeze Capacities, {c^'i) ye fleaveJudgments,

Have
(5S) — ye jave yuJgtnents,'] Whether jan/e be fome fort of coarfe

Cloth as well 2l% freeze, or a Miflake of the Prefs, muft be uncertain to

all who are unacquainted with the Word. Suppofing it the latter, I have
two Conjeftures to offer, firft,jf bays Judgments, or ye fleave Judgments.
Sleave is the Term the Siik-weavcrs ufe for the ravdl'd knotty gouty

fart«
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Have I faid thus let be, and there let be.

And then let be, an no Man underftand me,
Proh deum, medius fidius, ye are all Dunces:

For why here (land I. Here the Duke comes, there

are you

Clofe in the Thicket ; the Duke appears, I meet him.
And unto him I utter learned Things,

And many Figures, he hears, and nods, and hums.
And then cries rare, and I go forward, at length

I fling my Cap up, mark there ; then do you
As once did Mekager and the Boar,

Break comely out before him, like true Lovers,

Cr.ft yourfelves in a Body decently.

And fweetly, by a Figure trace, and turn Boys.

1. And fweetly we will do it, Mafter Genold.

2. Draw up the Company, w here's the Taborer ?

3. Why Timothy?

'Tab. Here my mad Boys, have at ye.

School. But I fay where*s their Woman?
4. Here's Friz and Maudline.

2. And litde X«fif, with the white Legs, and bouncing
. ... Barbary.

Parts cf tne Silk, from whence Shake/pear ^as taken an extremely

beautiful Metaphor that has been hitherto generally mifunderltocd, and

therefore diflik'd snd ev'n difcarded Irom the Text as fpurious by

'hit. Pope and the G^y><i Edition. It is in Macbeth^ in the fin^ Scene

after the Mujder of the King

;

Sleep that knits up the ranjeWd Sleeve of Care.

It fliould have been Slewve. The trouble that this rameWd knotty

Silk gives the Knitter or Weaver: And the Confufion and Embarrai^

ment of the Slea've itfelf, makes it an exceeding proper Emblem of the

Perplexities and Uneafinefs of Care and Trouble. See Skinner on th-

JV'ird. I owe the Emendation in Shake/pear to an ingenious F;iena.

This Schoolmafter and his Fellow- Comedians feem very like the Far-

fical Clowns in Midfummer-Night''s Dream, and other Plays of Shake-

ffear ; yet it feems probable that Fletcher had the greated Share of

this, as the Quotation from Tully^ Oration againft Catiline, and 2II the

Latinifms of the Schoolmajier feem wrote by one who war- more ready

in Latin Quotations than Shake/pear', who, notwithftandiug all the

Pains which learned Men have taken to prove the contrary, lecms to

kave had no more Latin than falls to the Share of a very young School-

toy, the Grammar and a little of Ovid. At the fame time, I alloiv

him an excellent Scholar in Englijh, French, and Ilaliaf:, which com-

prehcr.d a vaft Extent ci Literature.

1. And
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i: And freckled Nell-, that never fail'd her Mafter.

School. Where be your Ribbands, Maids ? Swim with

your Bodies

And carry it fweetly, and deliverly.

And now and then a Favour, and a Frisk.

JSlell. Let us alone. Sir.

School. Where*s the reft o' th' Mufick.

3. DifpersM as you commanded.

School. Couple then

And fee what's wanting, where's the Bavian^

My Friend, carry your Tail without offence

Or fcandal to the Ladies; and be fure

You tumble with Audacity, and Manhood.

And when you bark do it with Judgment.

Bav. Yes, Sir.

School, ^io nfque tandem F Here's a Woman wanting.

4. We may go whittle, all the Fat's i' th' Fire.

School. We have.

As learned Authors utter, wafli'd a Tile,

We have been fatuus., and labour'd vainly.

2. This is that fcornful Piece, that fcurvy Hilding

That gave her Promife faithfully fhe would be here.

Cicely the Sempfter's Daughter :

The next Gloves that I give her fhall be Dogs-skin ;

Nay, and fhe fail me once, you can tell Arcas^

She (wore by Wine and Bread, (he would not break*

School. An Eel and Woman,
A learned Poet fays, unlefs by th* Tail

And with thy Teeth thou hold, will either fail.

In Manners this was falfe Pofition.

I. (59) A Ferii take her, does Ihe flinch now?
3. What

Shall we detfftnine, Sir?

School. Nothing,

(51) J |ire ill take her. ] This may be defended. But as the
ExpreHion is not a very common or eligible one, and the Dialogue is

with a Schoolmaller who lays of himfelf that.

He humbles -ix:ith a Ferula the tall ones^

I hope I only reftore the Original in reading,

A feril take her."' —
Our
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Our Bufinefs is become a Nullity.

Yea, and a vvofuJ, and a piteous Nullity.

4. Now when the Credit of our Town lay on it^.

Now to be frampal, now to pifs o' th* Nettle,

Go thy ways, VW remember thee, I'll fit thee.

Enter Jailor's Daughter,

Daugh. ^he George alow came from the South,

From the Coafi of Barbary a.

And there he met with brave Gallants of JVar
By one, by two, by three a.

Well haiVd, well hail*d, you jolly Gallants^ (60)
And whither now are you bound a ?

let me have your Company till I come to the Sound a.

T^ere was three Fools, fell out about an Howlet :

The one faid *twas an Owl,
The other he faid nay.

The third he faid it was a Hawk,
And her Bells were cut away,

3. (61) There is a dainty mad Woman, Magijler^

Comes i*th' Nick, as mad as a March Hare

;

If we can get her dance, we're made again

:

1 warrant her, ihe'll do the rareft Gambols.

1. A mad Woman? We are made. Boys.

School. And are you mad, good Woman ?

Daugh, I would be forry elle.

Give me your Hand.
School. Why?
Daugh. I can tell your Fortune.

You are a Fool ;— tell Ten,— I've poz'd him ; Buz.

Friend you muft eat no white Bread, if you do

(60) Chair and Stools out.'] Marginal Diredion of the Prompter*!

Book.

(61) There's a dainty mad Waman, Mr.] hz moll, and I believe all

the Countrymens Speeches are in Verfe, I fancy Mr. flood for Ma-
gijler here. The Schoolmafter's firft Speech and the greateft Part of
this Scene was printed as Profe. But I have found it running eafily

into Meafure, which Fletcher'i Drollery more frequently does than

Sbake/pear't.

Your
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Your Teeth will bleed extremely : Shall we dance ho ?

I know you, you're a Tinker: Sir, ha. Tinker,

Stop no more Holes, but what you fhould.

School. Dii honi.

A Tinker, Damfel ? Baugh. Or a Conjurer,

Raife me a Devil now, and let him play

^ipaja^ o'th' Bells and Bones.

School. Go take her.

And fluently perfuade her to a Peace

:

Atque opus exegiy quod fiec Jovis ira, nee i^nis.

Strike up, and lead her in.

2. Come, Lafs, let's trip it.

Baugh. I'll lead. [H^ind Horns.

3. Do, do.

School, Perfuafively, and cunningly, away. Boys.

[ Exeunt all but Schoolmqfter,

I hear the Horns, give me fome Meditation,

And mark your Cue ; Pallas infpire me.

Enter Thefeus, Perithous, Hippolita, Emilia, Arcite,

and Train,

Thef. This way the Stag took.

School. Stay, and Edifie.

^hef. What have we here?

Per. Some Country-Sport, upon my Life, Sir.

Thef. Well, Sir, go forward, we will Edifie,

Ladies fit down, we'll (lay it.

School. Thou doughty Duke all hail, all hail fvvect

Ladies.

Thef. This is a cold beginning,'

School, If you but favour, our Country Paftime made \s^

We are a few of thofe collefttd here.

That rude Tongues diftinguilh Villager,

And to fay Verity, and not to fable -,

We are a merry Rout, or elfe a Rabble,

Or Company, or by a Figure, Chorus.,

That for thy Dignity will dance a Morris,

And 1 that am the Rcd:iner of all

By Title Pedagogus^ that let fall

The
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The Birch upon the Breeches of the fmall ones,

Ai d humble with a Ferula the tall ones.

Do here prefent this Machine, or this Frame,
And dainty Duke, whofe doughty difmal Fame
From Dis to 'Dzdalui, from Pofl to Pillar

Is blown abroad •, help me thy poor Well-wilier,

And with thy twinkling Eyes, look right and ftraight

Upon this mighty Morr of mickle weight,

Is now comes in, which being glew'd together

Makes Morris, and the Caufe that we came hither

The Body of our Sport of no fmall Study

I fir ft appear, though rude, and raw, and muddy.
To fpeak before thy noble Grace, this Tenner.:

At whofe great Feet I offer up my Penner.

The next the Lord of Af<3j, and Lady bright.

The Chambermaid, and Servingman by Night,

That feek out filent hanging : Then mine Hoft
And his fat Spoufe, that welcomes to their coft

The gauled Traveller, and with a Beckoning

Informs the Tapfter to inflame the Reckoning;

Then the Beaft-eating Clown, and next the Fool,

The Bavian^ with long Tail, and eke long Tool,

Cum 7nultis aliis^ that make a Dance,

Say ay, and all fhall prefently advance.

The/. Ay, ay, by any means, dear Domine.

Per. Produce.

Intratefiliiy Come forth, and Foot it. [Knockfor SchoolnK

Enter Countrymen^ &c. I^hey dance.

Ladies^ if we have been merry.

And pleased ye with a derry.

And a derry, and a down.

Say the Schoolmajler'*s no Gown :

Duke^ if we have pleased thee too^

And have done as good Boys Jhotild do^

Give us but a ^ree or 'twain

For a Maypole, and again

E'er anr,i,hcr Tear run out.

We'll 7nake ihee laugh ^ and all this Rout.

thef
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Thef. Take Twenty, Domine', how does my Sweetheart?

Hip. Never fo pleas'd, Sir.

Emit. 'Twas an excellent Dance,

And for a Preface never heard a better.

Thef. Schoolmafter, I thank you i one fee 'em all re-

warded.

Per. Here's fomething to paint your Pole* withal.

Thef. Now to our Sports again.

School. May the Stag thou hunt*fl: (land long,

And thy Dogs be fwitt and ftrong

:

May they kill him without Letts,

May the Ladies eat his Dowfets.

Come, we are all made. [JFind Horns»

Dii Deaque omnes, ye have danc'd rarely. Wenches.
\^Exeunt»SCENE VL

Enter Palamon from the Bufh.

Pal. About this Hour my Coufin gave his Faith

To vifit me again, and with him bring

Two Swords, and two good Armours ; if he fail

He*s neither Man, nor Soldier. When he left mc
I did not think a Week could have reftor'd

My loft Strength to me, I was grown fo low.

And Creft-fali'n with my Wants: I thank thee, Arcitei

Thou'rt yet a fair Foe ; and I feel myfelf.

With this refrefhing, able once again

To out-dure Danger : To delay it longer

Would make the World think, when it comes to hearings

That I lay fatting, like a Swine, to fight.

And not a Soldier : Therefore this bleft Morning
Shall be the laft ; and that Sword he refufes.

If it but hold, I kill him with ; 'tis Juftice :

So Love and Fortune foF me. O good morrow.

Enter Arcite with Armours and Swords^

Arc. Good morrow, noble Kinfmafla

Pal. I have put you

To too much Pains, Sir.

Vol. X. E ^rs.
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Arc. That too much, fair Coufin,

Is but a Debt to Honour, and my Duty.

TaL Would you were fo in a)!, Sir -, 1 could wifli ye

As kind a Kinfman, as you force me find

A beneficial Foe, that my Embraces

Might thank ye, not my Blows.

Arc. 1 (haH think either

Well done, a noble Recompence.

Pal. Then I fhall quit you.

Arc. Defie me in thefe fair Terms, and you (how
More than a Miftrels to me, no more Anger
As you love any thing that's honourable:

We were not bred to talk, Man, when we're arm'd

And both upon our Guards, then let our Fury,

Like meeting of two Tides, fly ftrongly from us.

And then to whom the Birth-right of this Beauty

Truly pertains (without Upbraidings, Scorns,

Defpifings of our Perfons, and fuch Powtings

Fitter for Girls and School-boys) will be feen

And quickly, yours, or mine : Wilt pleafe you Arm, Sir ?

Or if you feel yourfelf not fitting yet

And furnifh'd with your old Strength, I'll flay, Coufin,

And every Day difcourfe you into Health,

As I am fpar'd ; your Perfon I am Friends with.

And I could wifh I had not faid I lov'd her.

Though 1 had dy'd ; but loving fuch a Lady,
And juftifying my Love, I muft not fly from't.

Pal. Arcite, thou art lb brave an Enemy
That no Man but thy Coufin's fit to kill thee,

I'm well, and Iufl:y, chufe your Arms.
Arc. Chufe you, Sir.

Pal. Wilt thou exceed in all, or do'fl thou do it

To make me fpare thee?

Arc. If you think ^o, Coufin,

You are deceiv'd, for as I am a Soldier

I will not fpare you.

Pal. That's well faid.

Arc. You'll find it.

Pal. Then as I'm an honefl: Man, and love

With all the Juflice of Arftdion,

rii
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I'll pay thee foufldiy: This 1*11 take.

Arc. That's mine then,

I'll Arm you firll.

Pal. Do : Pray tell me, Coufin,

Where got'ft thou this good Armour?
Arc, 'Tis the Duke's,

And to fay true, I dole itj do I pinch you?
Pal No.
Arc. Is't not too heavy ?

Pal. 1 have worn a lighter.

But I fhall make it ferve.

Arc. I'll buckl't ciofe.

Pal. By any means.

Arc. You care not for a Grand-guard ?

Pal. No, we will ufe no Horfes, I perceive

You would fain be at that Fight.

Arc. I'm indifferent.

Pal. Faith fo am I : Good Coufin, thruft the Buckle

Through far enough.

Arc. I warrant you.

Pal My Ci^k now.

Arc. Will you fight bare-arm'd ?

Pal. We fha.H be the nimbler.

Arc. But ufe your Gauntlets though -, thofe are o^tK'

lead,

Prithee take mine, good Coufin.

Pal. Thank you, Arcite.

How do ( look, am I fall'n much away?
Arc. Faith very little ; Love has us'd you kindly.

Pal. I'll warrant thee, I'll ftrike home.

Arc. Do, and fpare not

;

I'll give you Caufe, fwect Coufin.

Pal. Now to you, Sir,

Methinks this Armour's very like that, Arcite,

Thou wor'fl: that Day the three Kings fell, but lighter.

Arc. That was a very good one, and that Day
I well remembi^r, you out-did me, Coufin,

I never faw fuch Valour : When you charg'd

Upon the left Wing of the Enemy,
E 2
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I fpurr'd hard to come up, and under me
I had a right good Horfe.

Pal. You had indeed,

A bright Bay, I remember. ^•

Arc. Yes, but all

Was vainly labour*d in me, you out-went me.
Nor could my Wifhes reach you: Yet a little

I did by Imitation.

Pal. More by Virtue

;

You're modeft, Coufin.

Jrc. W hen I faw you charge firfl",

Methought 1 heard a dreadful Clap of Thunder
Break from the Troop.

Pal. But ftill before that flew

The lightning of your Valour.—Stay a little.

Is not this Piece too ftreight ?

j^rc. No
J
no, 'tis well.

Pal. I would have nothing hurt thee but my Sword,
A Bruife would be Difhonour.

jirc. Now I'm perfedt.

Pal. Stand off then.

j^rc. Take my Sword, I hold it better.

Pal. I thank ye. No ; keep it, your Life lies on it.

Here's one, if it but hold, I ask no more,

For all my hopes ; my Caufe and Honour guard me.

i^h^ Bow feveral ways', then advance andJland,
Arc. And me my Love : Is there ought elfe to fay ?

Pal. This only, and no more : Thou art mine Aunt's

Son,

And that Blood we defirc to flied is mutual

;

In me, thine, and in thee, mine : My Sword
Is in my Hand, and if thou killeft me
The Gods and I forgive thee ; if there be

A Place prepar'd for thofe that fleep in Honour,

I wilh his weary Soul that falls may win it

:

Fight bravely, Coufin, give me thy noble Hand.
Arc. Here Palamon : This Hand fhall never more

Come near thee with fuch Friendlhip.

Pal, I commend thee.

Arcl
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Arc. (62) If I fall, curfe me, and fay I was a Coward,

For none buc fuch dare die in thefe jull Trials.

Once more farewel, my Coufin.

Fal. Farewel, Ardte. \^Fj^k.

\_Horns withm \ theyjland.

Arc. Lo, Coufin, lo, our Folly has undone us.

Pal. Why?
Arc. This is the Duke, a hunting as I told you,

If we be found, we're wretched : {61^) O retire

For Honour's fake, and Safety, prefently

Into your Bufli again, Sirj we (hall find

Too many Hours to die in Gentle Coufin,

(62) If Ifall, curfe me, anilfay livas a CotvarJ,

For Hone but fuch dare die in thefe juji Trials."] Mr. SympfoH
thinks this a ftrange Sentiment, and indeed it mull appear fo, till we
recolleft that our Scene lies in the Land of Knight-errantry rather

than in Athens : That our Authors follow Chaucer, and drefs their

Heroes after the Manners of his Age, when Tiials by the Sword were
thought jull, and the Conquer'd always fuppos'd guilty and held in-

famous. In this Light the Sentiment is proper, the' it would certainly

be more in Charadler in Palamon's Mouth, whofe enthufuftic Zeal for

the Juftice of his Caufe, would be the proper Father of fuch a Senti-

ment. Perhaps therefore the Original might have run thus.

Pal. / commend thee.

If Ifall, curfe me, andfay I nuas a Convard,

For none but fuch dare die in thefe juft Trials,

Inftead of returning this with the like Violence, Arcite (with a Look
where Difdain and Tendernefs ftruggle awhile and then fettle to a firm

Refolution) anfwers,

Once more fareijoel, my Coufin.

But if this Change of the Speakers takes place, it might be neceflary

to give the former Speech of Palamon to Arcite, and make Palamon
only fpeak the laft Line of it. It is very common to have whole Scenes

confui'd thus in their Speakers.

(63) • O retire

For Honour s fake , and fafely prefently

Into your Bujh again; ] The two AAvtrhs, fafely prefently

in Conjundlion, are very unlike our Authors; by putting a Comma
between them they may fuit the hurry of the Speaker. But it feems

much more probable that the firll is a Millake, and that the true

Reading is,

' - O retire

For Honour''s fake, and Safety, prefently

Into the BuJh again,

Mr. Theobald concaned with me in this Emendation.

E3 If
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If you be feen you perifh inftantly

For breaking Prifon, and I, if you reveal me.

For my Contempt -, Then all the World will fcorn us.

And fay we had a noble Difference,

But bafe Difpofers of it.

Pal. No, no, Coufin,

I will no more be hidden, nor put off

This great Adventure to a fecond Trial *,

I know your Cunning, and I know your Caufe,

He that taints now Shame take him, put thyfelf

Upon thy prefent Guard.

Jrc. You're not mad?
Pal. Or 1 will make th' Advantage of this Hour

Mine own, and what to come fhall threaten me,

I fear iefs than my Fortune : Know, weak Coufin,

1 love Emilia^ and in that I'll bury

Thee, and all Crofles elfe.

Jlrc. Then come what can come.

Thou fhalt know, Pala7non^ I dare as well

Die, as difcourfe, or fleep : Only this fears me,

The Law will have the Honour of our ends.

Have at thy Life.

Pal. Look to thine own well, Arcite.

\_Fighi again. Horns,

Enter ThdQus, Hippolita, Emilia, Perithous^w^ Train,

Tbef. What ignorant and mad malicious Traitors

Are you ? That 'gainft the Tenor of my Laws
Are making Battel, thus like Knights appointed.

Without my leave, and Officers of Arms?
By Cajfor both fliall die.

Pal. Hold thy word Thefeusy

Wt*re certainly both Traitors, both Dcfpilers

Of thee, and of thy Goodnefs : 1 am Palamon

That cannot love thee, he that broke thy Prifon,

Think well, what that defer vqs ; and this is Arcite^

A bolder Traitor never trod thy Ground,

A falfer ne'er feem'd Friend : This is the Man
Was begg'd and banifh'd, this is he contemns thee.

And what thou dat'it do ; and in this Difguile

Againft



The Two Nohh Kin/men, 71

Againft this known Edidt follows thy Sifler,

That fortunate bright Star, the fair Emiliay

("Whofe Servant, if there be a right in feeing.

And firft bequeathing of the Soul to, juftly

I am) and which is more, dares think her his.

This Treachery, like a mod truRy Lover,

I caird him now to anfwcr ; if thou be'ft.

As thou art fpoken, great and virtuous,

The true decider of all Injuries,

Say, Fight again, and thou flialt fee me, TbefeuSy

Do fuch a Judicc, thou thyfelf wilt envy j

Then take my Life, I'll ^ooe thee to*c.

Per. OHcav'n,
What more than Man is this!

Sfhef. I've fworn.

j^rc. We feek not

Thy Breath oF Mercy, Thefeus: 'Tis to me
A thing as foon to die, as thee to fay it,

And no more mov*d : Where this Man calls me Traitor,

Let me fay thus much j If in love be Treafon,

In fervice of fo excellent a Beauty,

As I love mod, and in that Faith will perifh.

As I have brought my Life here to confirm it.

As I have ferv'd her trued, worthicd.

As I dare kill this Coufin, that denies it.

So let me be mod Traitor, and ye pleafe me:
For fcorning thy Edid: Duke, ask that Lady
Why (he is fair, and why her Eyes command me
Stay here to love her. And if die fay Traitor,

I am a Villain fie to lie unburied.

Pal. Thou flialt have Pity of us both, O fhefeus^

If unto neither thou diew Mercy, dop,

(As thou art jud) thy noble Ear againd us.

As thou art Valiant : For thy Coufin*s Soul,

Whofd twelve drong Labours crown his Mcmoty,
Let's die together, at one indant, Duke,
Only a little let him fall l^efore me,

That I may tell my Soul he fliall not have her.

Tbef. I grant your Wi(li, for to fay true, your Coufin

Has ten times more offended, for I gave him
E 4
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More Mercy than you found. Sir, your Offences

Being no more than his : None here fpeak for *em,

For e'er the Sun fet both (hall fleep for ever.

Hip. Alas the Pity, now or never, Sifter,

Speak not to be deny'd ; That face of yours

Will bear the Curfes elfe of After-Ages,

For thefe loft Coufins.

Emil. In my Face, dear Sifter,

I find no Ani^er to 'em, nor no Ruin

;

The mifadventure of their own Eyes kills *em ;

Yet that I will be Woman, and have Pity,

My Knees fhall grow to th* Ground but Pll get Mercy.

Help me dear Sifter, in a Deed fo virtuous,

The Powers of all Women will be with us.

Moft Royal Brother.

Hip. Sir, by our tie of Marriage.

Emil. By your own fpotlefs Honour.
Hip. By that Faith,

That fair Handj and that honeft Heart you gave me.

Emil. By that you would have Pity in another,

By your own Virtues infinite.

Hip. By Valour,

By all the chaft Nights I have ever pleas'd you.

'Thtf. Thefe are ftrange Conjurings.

Ptr. Nay, then I'll in too:

By all our Friendfnip, Sir, by all our Dangers,

By all you love moft, Wars, and this fweet Lady.

Emil. By that you would have trembled to deny,

Ablufliing Maid.

Hip. By your own Eyes : By Strength

In which you fwore I went beyond all Women,
Almoft all Men, and yet I yielded T^hefeus.

Per. To crown all this; by your moft noble Soul,

Which cannot want due Mercy, 1 beg firft.

Hip. Next hear my Prayers.

Emil. Laft let me intreat. Sir,

Per, For Mercy.

Hip. Mercy.

Emil. Mercy on thefe Princes.

fhef. Ye make tiiy Faith reel : Say I felt

Compafilon
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Companion to 'em both, how would you place it ?

Emil. Upon their Lives : But with their Banifhments.

^hef. You're a right Woman, Sifter ; you have Pity,

But want the Underftanding where to ufe it.

If you defire their Lives, invent a way
Safer than Banilhment : Can thefe two live

And have the Agony of Love about 'em,
'

And not kill one another? Every Day
They'll fight about you ; hourly bring your Honour
In publick Queftion with their Swords ; be wife then

And here forget 'em ; it concerns your Credit,

And my Oath equally : I have faid they die.

Better they fall by th' Law, than one another.

Bow not my Honour.

Emil. O my noble Brother,

That Oath was ralhly made, and in your Anger,

Your Rcafon will not hold it ; if fuch Vows
Stand for exprefs Will, all the World muft perifli.

Befide, I have another Oath, 'gainft yours.

Of more Authority, I'm fure more Love,

Not made in Paflion neither, but good heed.

"Thef. What is it, Sifter?

Ter. Urge it home, brave Lady.

Emil. That you would ne'er deny me any thing

Fit for my modeft Suit, and your free granting

:

I tie you to your Word now, if ye fail in't.

Think how you maim your Honour

;

(For now I'm fet a begging. Sir, I'm deaf

To all but your Compafllon.) (64) How their Lives

Might breed the Ruin of my Name Opinions

Shall any thing that loves me perifli for me ?

That

(64.)
' hoiM their Lives

Might breed the Ruin of my Natne; Opinion,

Shall any thing that lo-ves me perip for me ?'\ Lives here muft

furely fignify their Lives taken away, but then what is Opinion F If

we read O Pity! ©r O piteous! or O Juno! or make any pathetic

Exclamation, it will give Senfe to the Paffage. But there is a Senfe by

Z fmall change of Points to be afHx'd to the prefent Reading, and Lives

will then have its own proper Signification. Thefeus had faid that if

they liv'd they would hourly bring her Honour in queftion with their

gwords. In anfwer to this Ihe may fay,

llow
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That were a cruel Wifdom, do Men prune

The ftraight young Boughs that blulh with thoufand

Bloflbms,

Becaufe they may be rotten ? O Duke Thefeus^

The goodly Mothers that have gron*d for thcfe.

And ail the longing Maids that ever lov'd.

If your Vow ftand, Ihall curfe me and my Beauty,

And in their funeral Songs for thefe two Coufins,

Defpife my Cruelty, and cry woe- worth me,
Till I am nothing but the Scorn of Women ;

For Heav'n's fake fave their Lives, and banifii 'em.

7hef. On what Conditions ?

Emil. Swear 'em never more
To make me their Contention, or to know me.
To tread upon the Dukedom, and to be,

Where-ever they fliall travel, ever Strangers

To one another.

Pal. I'll be cut a Pieces

Before I take this Oath : Forget T love her?

all ye Gods defpife me then : Thy Banifhment

1 not miflike, fo we may fairly carry

Our Swords, and caufe along : EKe never trifle.

But take our Lives, Duke j I muft love and will.

And for that Love, m.uft and dare kill this Coufin,

On any Piece the Earth has.

1'hef. Will you, Arciie,

Take thefe Conditions ?

Pal. He's a Villain then.

Per. Thefe are Men.
Arc. No, never Duke: 'TIs worfe to me than begging,

To take my Life fo bafely, though I think

I never fhall enjoy her, yet Pll preferve

Honv their Lives

Might breed the Ruin of my Name Opinion i

3. i. What Scandal miglit arife to me from their Lives is a mere Opi-

nion, and of no Regard. The Speaker may cafily i;ive this Scnfe by

pronouncing the Word Opinion conttmptuoufly, and therefore 'tis molt

probably the true Reading. Mr. Sympfon propofes to read Opine for

Opinion, but he owns itv^ery ftiff, and dues not infift upon it. Mr. The(}'

bald's Riaigin has Name''s Opinion, but lhi& feems lull as exceptio-

nable.

Th«
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The Honour of AfFedion, and die for her.

Make Death a Devil.

^hef. What may be done ? For now I feel Compaflion.

Per. Let it not fall again, Sir.

Thef. Say Emilia.,

If one of them were dead, as one mud, are you
Content to take the other to your Husband ?

They cannot both enjoy you •, they are Princes

As goodly as your own Eyes, and as noble

As ever Fame yet fpoke of: Look upon 'em.

And if you can Love, end this Difference,

I give confent ; are you content too. Princes?

Both. With all our Souls.

Thef. He that fhe refufes

Muft die then.

Both. Any Death thou canfl: invent, Duke.
Pal, If I fall from that Mouth, I fall with Favour,

And Lovers yet unborn (hall blefs my Alhes.

Arc. If fhe refufe me, yet my Grave will wed me.
And Soldiers fing my Epitaph.

I'hef. Make choice then.

Emil. I cannot Sir, they are both too excellent

;

For me, a Hair fhall never fall of thefe Men.
Hip. What will become of 'em ?

^hef. Thus I ordain it.

And by mine Honour, once again it (lands,

Or both (hall die. You fhall both to your Country,

And each within this Month, acconipanied

With three fair Knights, appear again in this Place,

In which I'll plant a Pyramid ; and whether.

Before us that are here, can force his Coufin

By fair and knightly Strength to touch the Pillar,

Hefliall enjoy her: (6^) The other lofe his Head,

And all his Friends: Nor fnall he grudge to tall,

Nor
(65) The other lofe his Head,

And all his Friends : ] Chaucer^s Dcom on this Occa-
fion is only BaniOiment, and cur Authors alter'd ic to render the

Catailrcphe more interefting. As to the Probability of their procuring

each three Seconds upon fuch odd Terms, it may fhock us to fnppolc

apy fuCh gallant Idiots j but ev'n fo low as our Authors A'^e ic vva^

rcckunM
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Nor think he dies with Intereft in this Lady

:

Will this content ye ?
'

Pal. Yes : Here Coufin Arcite^

I'm Friends again till that hour.

Arc. I embrace ye.

^hef. Are you content, Sifter ?

Emil. Yes, I muft Sir,

Elfe both mifcarry.

Tbef. Come, fhake Hands again then.

And take heed, as you're Gentlemen, this Quarrel

Sleep till the hour prcfixt, and hold your Courfe.

PaL We dare not fail thee, ^befeus.

1'hef. Come, Pll give ye

Now ufage like to Princes, and to Friends

:

When ye return, who wins, Pll fettle here,

Who lofes, yet Pll weep upon his Bier, [Exeunt,

reckon'd Cowardife to refufe any Man, even a Stranger, to be a Se-

cond in almoft any Duel whatever, of which there is ; moll inimitable

Burlefque in The Little French Laivyer. Mankind were mad after

Knight- Errantry ; and the Reader mull: catch a little of the Spirit

himfejf, or he'll lofe a great Part of the Beauties of this Play ; he
muft kindle with the Flames of milit:iry Glory, think Life a fmall

Stake to hazard in fuch a Combat, and Death defirable to the con-
quered as a Refuge from Shame. While the Judicial Trials by the

Duello were Part of our Laws, this was really the Spirit of our Authors.

I have a Treatife now before me of Mr. Selden''s, wrote in 1610,
probably about the very time of our Authors publifliing this Play,

v/heie thefe Due/Io-Trials are very leainedly traced, with all their

Forms and Ceremonies from the Norma/! Conquell to 'Ja7nes the Firji,

in whofe Reign they ftill continued Part of the Laws of our Land

;

and feem to have been not out of Falhion, for we find by all the

Writers of that Age, how common the private Extrajudicial Duel then

was, and this Author, after reciiing the Decrees of two Popes againll

fuch Trials, and the Thunder, as he calls it, of the Council of Tre?it,

with a very ferious Face fubjoins. To thoje 'which njcere the qb/ertvant

Sonncs of the Roman Church, this and the other Decrees extend their

Inhibitions; but the Mn<i\\ii\ Cujloms never permitted the?n/el'ves to he

fubjeSied to fuch Clergy-Cannons; alivaies {under Parliament Cor-

redion) retaining, as iKihat /oever they hanje by long Uje or jillo'wance

appro-Sdy fo this of the Duel, 1 am told by Lawyers, that this fu-

perftitious and barbarous Law has never to this Day met with Par-
liament CorreSiion, buc has by Cullom only funk into Obfoletenef*.

Our Anceltors in this Inllance as well as that of our Calendar, molt
refolutely avoided the Example of Papilts, ev'n where the latter were

evidently right.

ACT
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A C T IV, SCENE I.

Enter 'Jailor and his Friend.

Jail, T TEar you no more ? Was nothing faid of mc
JiX Concerning the Efcape of Palamonf

Good Sir, remember.

1 Fri. Nothing that I heard.

For I came home before the Bufinefs

Was fully ended ; Yet I might perceive.

E'er I departed, a great likelihood

Of both their Pardons : For Hippolita,

And fair-ey'd Emily^ upon their Knees

Begg'd with fuch handfom Pity, that the Duke
Methought flood ftaggering whether he fhould follow

His rafh Oath, or the fweetCompaffion

Of thofe two Ladies -, and to fecond them,

That truly noble Prince Perithous^

Half his own Heart, fet in too, that I hope
All (hall be well : Neither heard I one queftion

Of your Name, or his 'Scape.

Enter another Friend.

Jail. Pray Heav*n it hold fo.

2 Fri. Be of good Comfort Man ; I bring you News,
Good News.

Jail. You are welcome.

2 Fri. Palamon has clear'd you.

And got your Pardon, and difcover'd

How, and by whofe means he 'fcap'd, which was your
Daughter's,

"Whofe Pardon is procured too ; and the Prifoner,

Not to be held ungrateful to her Goodnefs,

Has given a fum of Money to her Marriage,

A large one I'll afTure you.

Jail. Ye are a good Man,
And ever bring good News.

I Fii. How was it ended ?

z Fri. Why, as it fhould bci they that never begg'd

But
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But they prevaiN, had their Suits fairly granted.

The Prifoners have their Lives.

I Fri. I knew 'twould be fo.

1 Fri. But there be new Conditions, which you'll hear of

At better time.

Jail. 1 hope they're good.

2 Fri. They're honourable.

How good they'll prove, 1 know not.

Enter iVooer.

1 Fri. 'Twill be known.
IVooer. Alas, Sir, where's your Daughter?

Jail. Why do you ask ?

H'^ooer. Oh, Sir, when did you fee her ?

2 Fri. How he looks ?

Jail. This Morning.

IVooer. Was Die well? was (he in Health, Sir? When
did fhe fleep ?

1 Fri. Thefe are ilrange Queflions.

Jail. I do not think fhe was very well, for now
You make me mind her, but this very Day
I ask'd her Queftions, and fhe anfwer'd me
So far from what fhe was, fo childifhiy,

So filiily, 3s if flie were a Fool,

(66) An Innocent, and I was very angry.

But what of her, Sir?

IVooer. Nothinf^ but my Pity,

But you muft know it, and as good by me
As by another that lefs loves her.

Jail. Well, Sir.

1 Fri. Not right ?

2 Fri. Not well ?

Wooer. No Sir, not well.

*Tis too true, fhe is mad.

I Fri. It can't be.

IVooer. Believe, you'll find it {ot

Jail. I half fufpeded

What you have told me, the Gods comfort her;

(66) And Innocent^ < ] Former Editions.

Either
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Either this was her Love to Palamon,

Or fear of my mifcarrying on his fcape.

Or both.

Wooer. 'Tis likely.

Jail. But why all this hafte, Sir?

Wooer. I'll tell you quickly. As I late was Angling

In the great Lake that lies behind the Palace,

From the far Shore, thick fct with Reeds and Sedges,

As patiently I was attending Sport,

I heard a Voice, a flirill one •, and attentive

I gave my Ear ; when I might well perceive

'Twas one that fung, and by the fmallncfs of it

A Boy or Woman. I then left my Angle

To his own skill, came near, but yet perceiv'd not

"Who made the Sound ; the Rurties, and the Reeds

Had fo encompafl: it : I laid me down
And liftened to the Words fhe fung, for then.

Through a fmall Glade cut by the Fiflier-men,

I faw it was your Daughter.

Jail. Pray go on, Sir.

Wooer. She fung much, butnoSenfej only I heard her

Repeat this often. Palamon is gone.

Is gone to th* Wood to gather Mulberries,

I'll find him out to Morrow.
I Fri. Pretty Soul.

Wooer. His Shackles will betray him, he'll be taken.

And what fhall I do then ? I'll bring a Beavy,

A hundred black-ey'd Maids that love as I do
"With Chaplets on their Head?, with Daffadillies,

With cherry Lips, and Cheeks of Damask RofeS|

And all we'll dance an Antick 'fore the Duke,
And beg his Pardon ; then fhe talk'd of you, Sir;

That you muft lofe your Head to Morrow Morning,
And (lie muft gather Flowers to bury you,

And fee the Houfe made handfomc ; then fhe fung

Nothing but Willow, Willow, W^illow, and between
Ever was, Palamon, fair Palamon^

And Palamon was a tall young Man. The Place

Was
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Was Knee deep where fhe fate ; {6y) her carelcfs TrefTes,

A wreath of Bull-rufh rounded -, about her fluck

Thoufand frefh Water Flowers of feveral Colours.

That niethought fhe appearM like the fair Nymph
That feeds the Lake with Waters, or as Iris

Newly dropt down from Heav'n ; Rings (he made

Ot Rufhcs that grew by, and to 'em fpoke

The pretticft Pofies ; thus our true Lovers tfd;

^his you may loofe, not me ; and many a one :

And then fhe wept, and fung again, and figh'd.

And with the fame Breath fmil'd, and kid her Hand,
Fri. Alas what pity 'tis?

IVooer. I made into her.

She faw me, and ftraight fought the Flood ; I fav'd her.

And fet her fafe to Land ; when prefently

She dipt away, and to the City made.

With fuch a cry, and fwiftnefs, that believe me
She left me far behind her ; three, or four,

I faw from far ofFcrofs her, one of'em

1 knew to be your Brother, where ilie (laid.

And fell, fcarce to be got away : I left them with her,

Enter Brother, Daughter, and others.

And hither came to tell you : Here they are.

Baugh. May you never more enjoy the Light, &c.

Is not this a fine Song ?

Bro. Oh, a very fine one.

Daugb. 1 can fing twenty more.

Bro. I think you can.

Vaugh. Yes truly can I, I can fing the Broom,

(67) her carelefs Trejfes,

A wreak of Bull-rufh rounded; ] As we can find no
Traces of fuch a Word as Wreak for Wreath we are forc'd to treat it as a

Corrupcion. X!)\& Aurora of Gu'ido has not more Strokes of the fame

Hand which drew his Bacchus and Ariadne, than the fweet Defcrip-

tion of this pretty Maiden's Love Diftraftion has to the like Diftrac-

tion oi Ophelia in Hamlet : That of Ophelia ending in her Death, is

like the Ariadne more moving, but the Images here, like thofe in

Aurora, are more numerous, and equally cxquifite in Grace and
Beauty. May we not then pronounce, that either this isShaie/pear''s,

cr that Fletcher has here equall'd him in his very l>e^ Manner ?

And
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And Bonny Robbin. Are you not a Tailor ?

Bro. Yes.

Daugh. Where's my Wedding-Gown ?

Bro. V\\ bring it to Morrow.
Daugh. (68) Do, very early, I muft be abroad elfe

To call the Maids, and pay the Minftercis,

For 1 muft lofc my Maidenhead by Cock-light

'Twill never thrive elfe.

Oh fair^ oh fweet. Sec. l^^f^i^*

Bro. You muft ev'n take it patiently.

Jail. *Tis true.

Daugh. Good e'en, good Men, pray did you ever hear

Of one young PalamonP
'Jail. Yes Wench, we know him.

Daugh. Is't not a fine young Gentleman ?

Jail. 'Tis Love.
Bro. By no mean crofs her, ftie is then diftemper'd

Far worfe than now flie fiiows.

I Fri. Yes, he's a fine Man.
Daugh. Oh, is he fo ? you have a Sifter.

I Fri. Yes.

Daugh. But flie fliall never have him, tell her fo.

For a Trick that I know, y'had beft look to her.

For if rhe fee him once, fhe's gone, ftie's done.

And undone in an Hour. All the young Maids
Of our Town are in Love with him, but I laugh at *em.

And let 'em all alone, is't not a wife Courfe?

I Fri. Yes.

Daugh. There is at leaft two hundred now with Child

by him.

There muft be four j yet I keep clofe for all this,

Clofe as a Cockle ; and all thefe muft be Boys,

He has the trick on'c, and at ten Years old

They muft be all gelt for Muficians,

(68) Do, very rarely——*—*] I had put early into the Text hcfi

before 1 receiv'd Mr. Sympfon\ Reading rcarly, i. e. betimes in the

Morning. Jf there is fuch a Word, it is undoubtedly the true one;
but as he quotes no Authority, and I can find none in my Gioflariei,

I muil let early remain, which Mr. Theobald has likewiie put in h:s

fargin..... . „
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And fing the Wars of Thefeus.

2 Fri. This is ftrange.

Daugh. As ever you heard, but fay nothing.

I Fri. No.
Daugh. They come from all Parts of the Dukedom to

him,

rjl warrant ye, he had not fo few laft Night
As twenty to difpatch, he'Jl tickle*t up
In two Hours, if his Hand be in.

Jail. She's loft

Part: all cure.

Bro. Heav*n forbid Man.
Dau^h. Come hither, you're a wife Man,
1 Fri. Does fhe know him ?

2 Fri. No, would fhe did.

Daugh. You're Mafter of a Ship?

Jail. Yes.

Daugh. Where's your Compafs?

Jail. Here.

Daugh. Set it to th' North.

And now dired your Courfe to th' Wood, where Palamon
Lies longing for me ; for the Tackling

Let me alone ; come weigh my Hearts, cheerly.

JIL Owgh, owgh, owgh, 'tis up, the Wind is fair.

Top the Bowling-, out with the Main-Sail,

Where is your Whittle, Mafter? Bro. Let's get her in.

Jail. Up to the Top, Boy.

Bro. Where's the Pilot?

I Friend. Here.

Daugh. What ken'ft thou ?

3 friend. A fair Wood.
Daugh. Bear for it, Mafter ; tack about. L^^'^i^'

TVhen Cinthia with her borrowed Light, &c. \_Exeunt.

SCENE ir.

Enter Emih'a alone, with two Pioluvcs.

Emil. Yet I. may bind thofe Wounds up, that muft
open

.A.nd bleed to Der.th for mv fi^ke elfe \ I'll chufe,

And
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And end their Strife ; two fuch young handfome Mea
Shall never fall for me, their weeping Mothers,

Following the dead cold Afhes of their Sons,

Shall never curfe my Cruelty : Good Heav'n,

"What a fvveet Face has Arcite, if wife Nature
With all her bed Endowments, all thofe Beauties

(69) She fows into the Births of noble Bodies,

Were here a mortal Woman, and had in her

The coy Denials of young Maids, yet doubtlefs

She would run mad for this Man •, what an Eye,
Of what a fiery fparkle, and quick Sweetnefs,

Has this young Prince? (70) here Love himfelf fits fmil-

ing,

Juft fuch another wanton Ganimede,

Set Jove afire, and enforced the God
Snatch up the goodly Boy, and fet him by him A

(69) She (hews info the Births ] Shews being evidently corrupt,

I conjedur'd fionjj^rs, and Mr. Sympfon has fince fent me that with
tliree other Conjeftures y?rfwj or Jio<vjes, ot fows. The Old Quarto

confirms the lall.

(70) here Love himfelfjits fmilitigf

fuji fuch another nvanton Ganimede,

Set Love aft e ix;ith, and enforced the God
Snatch up the goodly Boy, — ] This is certainly corrupt;

every Body mult fee that Jove is fomevvhere left out. But, fays

Mr. Sympfon, fuppofe we read,

Set Jove afire ivith

it is (till not Senfe, he therefore propofes,

^ovefuch another ^uanton Ganimede
Set Love cifre ivith.

But this, I fear will hardly be thought good Englilh. I had long fince

difcovcr'd what ftill feems the real Miltakc, fre like hour, your, kc.

is often made two Syllables by our Authors ; the Adtors and Tran-

fc fibers not knowing this, thought the Verfe wanted a Syllable, and

pvobibly intruded the Particle avith to fupply it, not obfcrving how
much it embarras'd the Conftruftion, Love for fove Icems a mecr
accidental Error of the Prefs. I re.id therefore,

fuj} fuch another tvaw/ow-Ganimede

Set Jove afire, and enforced the God, &c.

'I'here is another way of correding this, by the infertion of a nomi-

native Cafe in the end of the fecond Lme, as,

here Love himjelffits fmiling^

yuji fuch another ixanton Ganmiede.

Set Jove afire nvith.

The former feems far preferable, and fince the Note has been wrote,

F 2
"

;«n
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A fhining Conftellation ; what a Brow,

Of what a fpacious Majefly he carries

Arch'd like the great-ey'd Juno's, but far fweeter.

Smoother than Pelops Shoulder? Fame and Honour
Methinks from hence, as from a Promontory

Pointed in Heav'n, fhould clap their Wings, and fing

To all the Under-world, the Loves, and Fights

Of Gods, and fuch Men near*em. Palamon
Is but a foil to him, a mere dull fhadow.

He's fwarth and meagre, of an eye as heavy

As if he'd loft his Mother; a ftill Temper,
No ftirring in him, no Alacrity,

Of all this fprightly Sharpnefs, not a Smile.-

Yet thefe that we count Errors, may become him

;

NarciJJhs wzs SL fad Boy, but a heav'n lyj

Oh who can find the bent of Woman's Fancy;
1 am a Fool, my Reafon is loft in me,

I have no Choice, and I have ly'd fo lewdly

That Wonien ought to beat me. On my Knees
1 ask thy Pardon, Palamsn ; thou'rt alone

And only beautiful, and thefe thy Eyes,

Thefe the bright Lamps of Beauty that command
And threaten Love, and what young Maid dare crofs 'em ?

What a bold Gravity, and yet inviting

Has this brown manly Face.^ O Love, this only

From this Hour is Complexion ; lie there Arcite,

Thou art a Changling to him, a mere Gipfie.

And this the noble Body.— I am fotted,

Utterly loft: (71) My Virgin Faith has fied me.
For

^n Inflance oi Fire being made two Syllables has occur'd in this very

Play. Ad 5. Scene ift.—— -Let the Temples

Burn bright ivith /acred Y'lres, and the Altars

In halloed Clouds commend their/welling Incenfe

To thofe aboi>e us.

Make Fires in the fecond Lire a Monofyllablc, and it is no Verfe,

for the' there ftill remain ten Syllables, yet the laft is a redundant one,

unlefs you read Jltars with the Accent upon the laft Syllable, but this

would be abfurd.

(71) ilfy Virgin's Faith has left me} I don't rcjc(fl this

as not perre(ft good Seme; hat Hrgin taken adje<^ively is the Lan-

guage
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For if my Brother but ev'n now had ask'd me.
Whether I lov'd, I had run mad for Arcite.

Now ifmy Sifter; more ^oxPalamon.

Stand both together: Now, come ask me Brother,

Alas, 1 know not ; ask me now fweet Sifter,

I may go look ; what a mere Child is Fancy,
That having two fair Gawds of equal fweetnefs.

Cannot diftinguilh, but muft cry for both.

Enter a Gentletnan.

Emil. How now, Sir?

Gent. From the noble Duke your Brother,

Madam, I bring you News-, the Knights are come,

Emil. To end the Quarrel ?

Gent. Yes.

Emil. Would I might end firft j

What Sins have I committed, chafteD/^wj,

That my unfpotted Youth muft now be foil'd

With Blood of Princes ? and my Chaftity

Be made the Altar, where the Lives of Lovers,

Two greater and two better never yet

Made Mothers Joy, muft be the Sacrifice

To my unhappy Beauty ?

£«/fr Thefeus, Hippolita, Perithous, and Attendant

u

thef. Bring 'em in quickly.

By any means I long to fee 'em.

Your two contending Lovers are return'd.

And with them their fair Knights : Now, my fair Sifter,

You muft love one of them.

Emil. 1 had rather both.

So neither for my fake fhould fall untimely.

Enter Mejfenger,

7'hef. Who faw 'em ?

Per. I a while.

Gent. And I.

guage of Poetry, as Firgin Heart, Viigin Joys, fffr. The reader of

Tafte need not have the exquifue Beauties of this Speech pointed out

to him.

F 2 tl^ef.
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^hef. From whence come you, Sir ?

Mejf. From the Knights.

Thef. Fray fpeak.

You that have feen them, what they are.

MeJf. 1 will. Sir,

And truly what I think -, fix braver Spirits

Than thofe they've brought, (it wejudge by the outfide)

I never Taw, nor read of j he that Itands

In the firft Place with Arcite^ by his feeming

Should be a ftout Man, by his Face a Prince,

(His very Looks fo fay him) his Complexion

Nearer a brown, than black j ftern, and yet noble.

Which {hews him hardy, fearlefs, proud ot Dangers;

(72) The Circles of his Eyes fhew far within him,

And as a heated Lion, fo he looks

;

His Hair hangs long behind him, black and fhining

Like Ravens Wings j his Shoulders broad, and ftrong,

(73) Arms long and round, and on his Thigh a Sword
Hung by a curious Bauldrick, when he frowns

To feal his Will with j better o' my Confcience

(72) The Circles of hit Eyes Jheiu fair -within him.

And as a heated Lion, fo he looks ;] He is defcrib'd of a very

dark brown Complexion, with raven black Hair, of a noble but

withal of fo ftern a Look, that his Eyes were like thofc of a heated

Lion. To every Part of this Defcripdon the kd]c(X\\c far is diama-

trically oppofite, not only a.< to the Colour, but to the Sternnefs and
Fiercenefs of hi* Looks, fair conveying the Idea of Opennefs and
Mildnefs, as in the following Lines of S)hakefpear's Henry 5. Aft 3.

Scene ift.

Difguife fair Nature ivith hard-favoured Rage
Then lend the Eye a terrible AfpcSl,

Let it pry thro the Portage of the Head
Like the Btafs Cannon : Let the Broiv oe^rzvhelm it

As fearfully as doth the galled Rock,

O'erhar.g andjutty his confounded Bafe^

Fair therefore is as abfurd in the Paffage in queltion, as it would be

to read,

- Let the Broiv o'ernuhelm it

As fairly as doth the galled Rock, Sec.

Fat the Corruption confuls only in the addition of a fingle Vowel,
which being remov'd, the Exprefiign regains its original Strength and
Prcpnety

The Circles of his Eyes fse-u far tuithin him.

Arx'd hrg ar.d round

y

] rornier Editions.
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\ Was never Soldiers Friend.

rhef. Thou'ft well dcfcrib'd him.
' Per. Yet, a great deal (hort

Methinks, of him that's firft with Pala?nofi.

Thef. Pray fpeak him. Friend.

Per. I guefs he is a Prince too.

And if it may be, greater; for his (how
Has all the Ornament of Honour in't \

He's fomewhat bigger than the Knight he fpoke of.

But of a Face far fweeter ; his Complexion
Is (as a ripe Grape) ruddy s he has felt

Without doubt, what he fights for, and fo aptcr

To make this Caufe his own ; in's Face appears

All the fair Hopes of what he undertakes.

And when he's angry, then a fettled Valour

(Not tainted with Extreams) runs through his Body,
And guides his Arm to brave things ; Fear he cannot,

He fhews no fuch foft Temper, his Head's yellow.

Hard hair'd, and curl'd, thick twin*d, like Ivy tops,

Nor to undo with Thunder ; in his Face

The Livery of the Warlike Maid appears.

Pure red and white, for yet no Beard has blefl: him.

And in his rowling Eyes (74) fits Vicflory,

As if fhe ever meant to crown his Valour;

His Nofe (lands high, a Charafler of Honour,

His red Lips, after Fights, are fit for Ladies.

Em'il. Mud thefe Men die too

?

Per. When he fpeaks, his Tongue
Sounds like a Trumpet ; all his Lineaments

Are as a Man would wifh *em, ftrong and clean ;

He wears a well-fteel*d Axe, the ftaff of Gold,

His Age fome five and twenty.

(74) . fits Viaory.

As if ff^e e'ver meant to coIre^ft his Valour ','\ How does Vic-

tory farrfj? Valour? The Word is und ;ubtcdly corrupt, a .d equally

hurts both the Meafure and Senfe. CroTvn is what the Context evi-

dently requires, and tho' it differs much in its Letters fr.^m the old

Reading, yet it is rather a Prouf what great Millakcs Printers fome-

tiines make, than an Argument agninft its being auniittei for the

genuine Text.

F4
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Mejf. There's another,

A little Man, but of a tough Soul, feeming

As great as any, fairer Promifes

In fuch a Body, yet I never look.*d on.

Per. Oh he that's Freckle-fac'd?

MeJf. The fame, my Lord ;

Are they not fwcet ones?

Per. Yes, they 're well.

MeJf. Methiiiks,

Being fo few, and well difpos'd, they fliew

Great, and fine Art in Nature; he's white hair'd.

Not wanton-white, but fuch a manly Colour

Next to an awborn, tough, and nimble fet.

Which fhews an a£tive Soul ; his Arms are brawny,

Lin'd with ftrong Sinews i to the Shoulder-piece,

Gently they fwell, like Women new-conceiv'd,

"Which fpeaks him prone to Labour, never fainting

Under the weight of Arms, {'j^) ftout-hearted, ftill.

But when he ftirs, a Tiger ; he's grey ey'd,

"Which yields Compaflion where he Conquers j fharp

To fpy Advantages, and where he finds 'cm.

He's fwift to make 'em his : He does no wrongs.

Nor takes none ; he's round fac'd, and when he fmiles

He (hows a Lover, when he frowns, a Soldiery

About his Head he wears the Winners Oak,
And in it (luck the favour of his Lady;
His Age, fomc fix and thirty. In his Hand
He bears a charging Staff, embofs'd with Silver.

'thef. Are they all thus?

Per. They're all the Sons of Honour.

^hef. Now as I have a Soul, I long to fee 'em

:

(75) J}out-hearted Jlill,

But ivhen he Jlirs, a Tiger; ] TheOmiffion cf a Comma
here has turn'd a very expreflive Acljeftive into an unmeaning Ex-
pletive. It was the want of Propriety in the Disjundive But that

Taia'd a Sufpicion that we (hould read,
——— fiout- hearted, ftill,

I. e. calm and fcrene. /
But I'jhen he ftirs ^ a Tiger.

When I receiv'd poor Mr. Theobald^ Colleflion of old Quartos, I

found this Conjecture confirm 'd by the firft Edition of this Piay.

Lady,
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Lady, you fhall fee Men fight now.

Hip. I wifn it,

{^6) But not theCaufe, my Lord •, they would (hew bravely

Fighting about the Titles of two Kingdoms

;

•Tis pity Love fliould be fo tyrannous

:

Oh my foft-heartcd Sifter, what think you ?

Weep not, till they weep Blood: Wench, it muft be.

i:hef. You've lleel'd 'em with your Beauty : Honour'd

Friend,

To you I give the Field -, pray order it.

Fitting the Perfons that muft ufe it.

Per. Yes, Sir.

T^hef Come, I'll go vifit 'em j I cannot ftay

(Their Fame has fir'd me fo) till they appear

;

Good Friend be Royal.

Per. There fhall want no Bravery.

Emil. Poor Wench go weep, for whofocver wins,

Loofes a noble Coufin, for thy Sins. [^Exeunt,

SCENE III.

Enter Jailor, Wooer, and DoSor.

Do^. Her Diftra(5lion is more at fome time of the

Moon than at other fome, is it not ?

Jail. She is continually in a harmlefs Diftcmper, fleeps

Jittle, altogether without Appetite, fave often drinking,

dreaming of anotherWorld, and a better -, and what broken

Piece of Matter fo e'er flie's about, th6 Name Palamon
lards it, that Ihe farces ev'ry Bufincfs

Enter Daughter.

withal, fits it to every Queftion. Look where fhe comes,
you fhall perceive her Behaviour.

(76) But not the CauCe, my Lord, they luouldJheiv

Bra'vely about the Titles of tvjo Kingdoms i] .As two SyllabiCi

are fomewhere wanting in thefe Lines, and the Senleas well as Meai'urc
is improv'd by inferring the Word Fighting, which is evidently under-
Jlood in the Conllrudion of the PafTnge as hitherto printed, 'tis hop'd
that the genuine Icxc is only rellor'd.

Baugb.
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Daugh. I have forgot it quite; the Burden on'c was
Down a down a ; and penn*d by no worfe Man, than Gi-

raldo, Emilia's Schoolmafter; he's as fantaftical too, as

ever he may go upon's Legs ;—for in the next World will

Dido fee PalamoUy and then will ihe be out of love with

jEneas.

Do£l. What Stuff's here ? poor Soul.

Jail. Ev'n thus all Day long.

Daugh. Now for this Charm, that I told you of, you
mult bring a Piece of Silver on the Tip of your Tongue,
or no Ferry : Then if it be your Chance to come where

the bleffed Spirits, as there's a Sight now ; we Maids that

have our Livers perifht, crackt to Pieces with Love, we
fliall come there, and do nothing all Day long but pick

Flowers with Proferpine, then will I make Palamon a Nofc-

gay, then let him—mark me,—then.

Do^. How prettily fhe's amifs? note her a little farther.

Daugh, (77) Faith I'll tell you, fometime we go to

Barly-break, we of the bleffed j alas, 'tis a fore Life they

have i'th' other Place, fuch burning, frying, boiling, hif-

fing, howling, chatt'ring, curfing, oh they have Ihrewd

Meafure, take heed ; if one be mad, or hang, or drown
themfelves, thither they go ; Jupiter blefs us, and there

fliall we be put in a Cauldron of Lead, and Ufurer's

Greafe, amongft a whole Million of Cut-purfes, and there

boil like a Gamon of Bacon that will never be enough.

Do^. How her Brain coins ?

Daugh. Lords and Courtiers, that have got Maids with

Child, they are in this Place, they fhall (land in Fire up

to the Navel, and in Ice up to th' Heart, and there th*

(77) Taith VII tell you, fometime lue goto the Barly-hrcak, txe cf

the Blejfed', alas, "'tis a fore Life they have i^ tV other Place, fuch

hurnivg, frying, boiling, hiffing, hoixlijig, chaffring, curfing, &C.]

The Printers here, contrary to dieir alual Cuftom, have divided the

Lines of this whole Scene as if they were Verfe, tho' it is evidently

all Profe, and this is feme Reafon why this Scene fliould be afcrib'd to

Suakejpear, for Fletcher hirdly ever vvrites fo long a one without a

Mixture of Meafure, but Shak^fpear docs it frequently. There are

befides fuch charaderifuig SirokeE, and fuch ilrong Features of both

Ophelia and Lear in their Phrenfies, that one cannu: but believe that

t)K fame Pencil drew them all.

offending
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offending Part burns, and the deceiving Part freezes; in

troth a very grievous Punifliment, as one would think, for

fuch a Trifle, believe me one would marry a leprous Witch,

to be rid on*t, I'll aflure you.

DoB. How (he continues this Fancy? 'Tis not an en-

grafted Madnefs, but a moft thick and profound Melan-

choly.

Daugh. To hear there a proud Lady, and a proud City-

wife, howl together: I were a Bead, and I'd call it good

Sport *, one cries, oh this Smoke, another this Fire ; one

cries, oh that I ever did it behind the Arras^ and then

howls; th' other curfcs a fuing Fellow, and her Garden-

houfe.

[Sings.] / zvill be triie^ my SlavSy my Fate^ dizc.

[Exit Daughter.

Jail. What think you of her. Sir ?

Do^. I think flie has a perturbed Mind, which I can-

not minifter to.

JaiL Alas, what then?

D08. Underftand you fhe ever alTtdlcd any Man, e'er

file beheld Palamon P

Jail. I was once, Sir, in great hope flie had fix'd her

Liking on this Gentleman, my Friend.

Wooer. I did think fo too, and would account I had a

great Pen'worth on't, to give half my State, that both

Ihe and I at this prefent flood unfainedly on the fame
Terms.

Do^l. That intemperate Surfeit of her Eye, hath diflem-

per*d the other Senles, they may return and fettle again to

execute their preordained Faculties, but they are now in a

moft extravagant Vagary. This you niuft do, confine her

to a Place, where the Light may rather feem to fteal in,

than be permitted ; take upon you (young Sir, her Friend)

the Name of Palatnon^ fay you come to eat with her, and
to commune of Love; this will catch her Attention, for

this her Mind beats upon; other Objc6ts that are inftrted

'tween her Mind and Eye, become the Pranks and Friskins

of her Madnefs; fing to her fuch green Songs of Love,
as flie fiys Palan;on iiath fung in Prifon ; Come to her,

iluck in as fweet Flowers as the Seafon is Mifireft; of, ar,d

tht^reiQ
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thereto make an Addition of fonne other compounded
Odours, which are grateful to the Senfe ; all this fhall

become Palamon, for Palamon can fing, and Palamon is

fweet, and ev*ry good thing ; defire to eat with her, carve

for her, drink to her, and dill among, intermingle your

Petition of Grace and Acceptance into her Favour ; learn

what Maids have been her Companions, and Play-pheers

;

and let them repair to her with Palamon in their Mouths,
and appear with Tokens, as if they fuggefted for him j

it is a Falfhood flie is in, which is with Falfhoods to be

combated. This may bring her to eat, to fleep, and re-

duce what are now out of fquare in her, into their former

Law and Regimen j I have feen it approved, how many
times I know not, but to make the Number more, I have

great hope in this. I will between the Paffages of this

Projedl, come in with my Appliance : Let us put it in

Execution j and haften the Succefs, which doubt not will

bring forih Comfort. \_Exeunt.

ACTV. SCENE I.

Enter Thefeus, Perithous, Hippolita, and Attendants,

^^CATVT O^ ^^^ '^"^ tviX.tr ^ and before the Gods

^^ Tender their holy Prayers : Let the Temples

Burn bright with facred Fires, and (78) the Altars

In hallow*d Clouds commend their fwelling Incenfc

To
^78) the Altars

In hallo'wd Clouds commend theirJnuelling Incenfe'] Mr. Theo-

bald, in his Margin, ^tzA% fmelling Incenfe^ which can by no means be

admitted, as the old Reading gives a much nobler Idea, Ince7ife that

/•vctlls into hallciud Clouds. Befidef, Poetry loves to tranfpofe Epithets

and to marry them to Sublbntives, to whom they are not the moll im-

mediately ally'd. Thus,
In fwelling Clouds commend their hallow'd Incenfe

Is the more obvious but not the moft Poetic Union. ^ Mr. Sympfon has

help'd me, on this Occafion, to a parallel Inftance in Shake/pear

:

N01V hy the buried Hand of Warlike Gaunt,

We mull both beg leave to diflent from Mr. Warburton^ who reads,

.Yflou h-j the Warlike Hand of buried Gaunt,
we
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To thofe above us : Let no Due be wanting,

\FlouriJh of Cornets.

They have a noble work in hand, will honour

The very Pow'rs that love *em.

Enter Palamon and Arcite, and their Knights,

Per. Sir, they enter.

I'hef. You valiant and ftrong-hearted Enemies,

You Royal German Foes, that this Day come
To blow that Nearnefs out that flames between ye ;

Lay by your Anger for an Hour, and Dove-like

Before the holy Altars of your Helpers

(The all-fear'd Gods) bow down your fl:ubborn Bodies 5

Your Ire is more than Mortal ; fo your Help be:

And as the Gods regard ye, fight with Juftice,

I'll leave you to your Prayers, and betwixt ye

I part my Wiflies.

Per. Honour crown the worthieft.

[Exeunt Thefeus and his Train.

Pal. The Glafs is running now that cannot finifh

'Till one of us expire: Think you but thus.

That were there ought in me which ftrove to (hew
Mine Enemy in this Bufinefs, were't one Eye
Againft another. Arm oppreft by Arm,
I would deftroy th' Offender ; Coz, I would.

Though Parcel of myfelf -, then from this gather

How I fliould tender you.

y^rc. I am in Labour
To pu{h your Name, your antient Love, our Kindred
Out of my Memory ; and i*th* felf-fame Place

We allow it to be more correft, but a Correftnefs which Poets delight

fometimes to fhun. Thus, in the firft Aft of this PJay, T^e/eus, in

parting from Hippe/ifa, fays,

1Jlamp this Kifs upon thy currant Lip.

As he was in halle, the Currancy more properly belonged to him and
his Kifs, than to Hippolita, and precife Exaftnefs would have faid,

IJlamp this currant Kifs upon thy Lip.

Currant here I allow to be equivocal, and relates to the Currancy of
Coin as well as to his Hafte ; but this dill makes it more applicable to

the Kifs, for it immediately follows,

Szvest, keep i( ai a Token,

To
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To feat fomething I would confound ; fo hoift we
The Sails, that muft thefe Veffels parr, ev*n where

The Heav'nly Limiter pleafes.

Pal. You fpeak well

;

Before I turn, let me embrace thee, Coufin,

This I (hall never do again.

Arc. One farewel.

Pal. Why let it be fo : Farewel Coz.

Arc. Farewel, Sir. \Exeunt Palamon and his Knightsi

Knights, Kinfmen, Lovers, yea my Sacrifices,

True Worfliippers of Mars, whofe Spirit in you
Expels the Seeds of Fear, (79) and th' Apprehenfion

Which ftill is farther off it, go with me
Before the God of our Profeflion : There
Require of him the Hearts of Lions, and

The Breath of Tigers, yea the Fiercencfs too.

Yea, the Speed alfo; to go on, I mean,

Elfe wi(h we to be Snails •, you know my Prize

Mull be dragg'd out of Blood, (80) Force and great Feat

Mult put my Garland on, where fhe will flick

The Queen of Flow'rs ; our Interceffion then

Muft be to him that makes the Camp, a Ceftron

(81) Brim'd with the Blood of Men ; give me your Aid
And bend your Spirits towards him. [They kneel.

Thou mighty one, that with thy Pow'r haft turn*d

(82) Green Neptune into Purple; whofe Approach

Comets prewarn, whofe Havock in vaft Field

Unearthed

(79) ^"'^ ''^' ^pprehenJioH

V/hichJlill is farther of it,— ] Mr. Iheobald in his Margin,
reads, -Father of it,

I had only added a Letter to the of, and read,

farther off it, •

Which is confirm'd by the old ^arto.

(80) Force and great Fear] Fear for Ftat is the Error only of

the lace Editions ; but the Miftake was viiible at tirft Reading to all

three, for I find it in Mr. Theobald'h Margin corrected, and afterwards

in newer Ink old ^arto.
(81) Prim'd luitb the Blood of Men ; ] Mr. Sympfan and I con-

GurrM in reading Briin'd for Prim'd, and we found it confirm'd by the

old Quarto.

(8i} Green Neptune into Purple,

Cotntts preivarn, nxhofe liai'ock in vafi Field, &C j With this

great
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Unearthed Skulls proclaim, (83) whofe Breath blows down.
The teeming Ceres foyzon, who doft pluck

With Hand armipotent from forth blue Clouds,

The mafon*d Turrets, that both mak'ft and break'ft

The ftony Girths of Cities ; me thy Pupil,

(84) Young Follower of thy Drum, inftrud this Day
"With Military Skill, that to thy Laud
I may advance my Streamer, and by thee

Be ftil'd the Lord o'th' Day, give me, great Mars,
Some Token of thy Pleafure.

\Here they fall on their Faces as formerly^ and there is

heard Clanging of Armour^ vj'ith a fhort Thunder^ as

the burjl of a Battel^ whereupon they all rife, and bow
to the Altar.

Oh great Corredor of enormous Times,
Shaker of o*er-rank States, thou grand Decider

Of dufly and old Titles, that heal'ft with Blood

great Deficiency of Senfe and Meafure has this Paffage been hitherto

printed. The Senfe is eafily reftor'd, bccaufe tho' half the Sentence

is loll, the two remaining Words, Comets pre^voarn, fufficiently point

out the meaning ; for that Comets preivarn or foretel Wars is the vul-

gar as well as poetical Creed ; thus Milton,
— and like a Comet burred,

That fires the Length o/'Ophiucus huge

In th' ArElic Siy, andfrom his horrid Hair
Shakes PefiiUnce and War.

The RagBy the Ra'vage, the Devafiations of Mars will give the Idea

requir'd; but among thefe and many other Words that would fuit the

Senfe, only two have occur'd that fupply both Senfe and Meafure,

•viz. Jpproach and DefiruSions, the former is certainly the belt Word,
therefore bids very fair for having been the Original.

(S3) 'whofe Breath blonvs downy

The teeming Cores foyzon, nxiho dojl pluck

When Hand armenipotent/ro;7r both blue Clouds,

The mafo7id Turrets, that both inakfi and break'Jl, &c.] In

this confus'd State have the late Editions given this PafTage. We all

three concurr'd in the Amendment of it. The old ^arto confirms

our Amendments in part, it has Ceres in the fecond, and. forth in the

third Line, but a wrong Glance of the Printer's Eye took both from.

the Line below and put it in its Place. The other Miiiakes, When
for With, and armenipotent for arTnipotent, had their Rife in the old

(Quarto. Arviipotent is apply'd to Mars by Chaucer in the fame Tale

ot Palaiiion and Arcite.

(84) Yovix\gt^ Follar.'.'cr of thy Drum,'-'] Former Editions.

The
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The Earth when it is fick, and cur'fl the World
O' th* pleurifie of People ; I do take

Thy Signs aulpicioufly, and in thy Name
To my Defign march boldly ; let us go. {Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Temple of Venus.

Enter Palamon and his Knights.

Pal. Our Stars mufl: glider with new Fire, or be
To day extind ; our Argument is Love,
Which if the Goddefs of it grant, (he gives

Vidlocy too, then blend your Spirits with mine.

You, whofe free Noblenefs do make my Caufe

Your perfonal Hazard ; to the Goddefs Venus

Commend we our proceeding, and implore

Her Power unto our Party. [Here they kneel.

Hail Sovereign Queen of Secrets, who hall Power
To call the fierceft Tyrant from his Rage,

{2^) To weep unto a Girl ; that haft the might
Ev'n with an Eye-glance to choak Mars\ Drum,
And turn th' Alarm to whifpers ; that canft make
A Cripple flourifli with his Crutch, and cure him
Before Apollo ; that may'ft force the King
To be his Subjeds Vaflal, (86) and induce

Stale Gravity to dance, the polled Bachelor,

Whofe Freaks of Youth like wanton Boys through Bon-
fires

Have skipt thy Flame, at feventy thou can'fl; catch

And make him to the fcorn of his hoarfe Throat

Abufc

(80 -^"d iveep unto a Girl;- ] Mr. 7heobald\ Margin fays

into i. e. //// he become tender m a Girl. But furely to become a

whining Lover and weep unto a Girl, is an Idea more proper to the

Context. I cannot indeed make it connedl Grammatically with the

former Part of the Sentence, without changing and to To.

(86) ——— and induce

State Gravity to the pould Batchelor,

Whofe Youth like nvanton Boys thro" Bonjiyes

Have s/cipt thy Flame, ] Tlie Text of the late Editions

remaining thus mangled ; I fent Mr. Theobald before his Death the

following Note— The fecond Verfe wants three Syllables, and the

third two to compleat the Mcafure, and the Senfe has fared worfe.

As
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Abufe young lays of Love ; what Godlike Power

Haft thou not Power upon i* To Phcslus thou

Add'ft Flames, hotter than his; the heav*nly Fires

Did fcorch his mortal Son, thine him j the Huntrefs

Ail moift and cold, fome fay, began to throw

Her Bow away, and figh ; take to thy Grace

Me thy vow*d Soldier, who do bear thy Yoak
As 'twere a wreath of Rofes, yet it is

Heavier than Lead icfelf, ftings more than Nettles

;

I've never been foul-mouth'd againft thy Law ;

Ne'er reveal'd Secret, for I knew none ; would not

Had I ken'd all that were ; I never pradlis'd

Upon Man's Wife, nor v/ould the Libels read

Of liberal Wits: 1 never at great Feafts

Sought to betray a Beauty, but have blufh*d

At fimpring Sirs that did : I have been harfli

To large Confefibrs, and have hotly ask*d 'em

If they had Mothers, I had one, a Woman,
And Women 'twere they wrong'd. I knew a Man
Ofcighty Winters, (this I told them) who
A Lafs of fourteen brided, 'tv;as thy Power
To put Life into Dud ; the aged Cramp
Had fcrew'd' his fquare Foot round.

The Gout had knit his Fingers into Knots,

Torturing Convulfions from his globy Eyes,

As Venus makes the Cripple flouri(h with kis Crutch, the King a Vaf*-

fal to his Subjefts, l£c. fhe muft mdkc Jlale Granjity take his Contralt

too, and frisk or skip, or /port or dance, or any Word of the hke
import ; tlie Remainder of the Sentence carries on the like Idea, and

fnutd is what we now fpell}/io//V, depilatus ; bald-headed Chaucer'i

Word is pilled, as The Pcrdoner iviih his pilled Poll. If we mak«

foW^ a Monofylkble we may read,

Stale Gra'vity to frisk it, the poll'd Eatchelor, kc.

If we make it a DilTyllaWe, we may ufe any of the Verbs above fingly»

As to the Deficiency of the next Line, we may either fill it with an
Epithet to Youth, as aSiive, airy,frolick, &c. and change ha^je to had^

or which is more probable we may read Freaks ofTcuth, or Sports or

Pranks, or Tears, or Days : Tlie firft fccms moft Poetical. Such
were my Conjedlures on this Paff'-ge: and when I received the oli

Qriarto I found dance was the Verb omitted in the firft Sentence ; the

Text in other refpedls beinc; the fame with the late Editions : I there-

fore hope the other Correitions bid fair for having been the Original.

Vol. X. G Had
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Had almoft drawn their Spheres, that what was Life

In him feem*d Torture ; this Anatomy
Had by {^y) his young fair Pheer a Boy, and I

Believ'd it was his, for flie fwore it was.

And who would not believe her? ^88) Brief; I am
To thofe that prate, and have done no Companion j

To thofe that boaft and have not a Defier

;

To thofe that would and cannot a Rcjoycer.

Yea him I do not love, that tells clofe Offices

The foulefl: way, nor names concealments in

The boldeft Language, fuch a one I am.
And vow that Lover never yet made figh

Truer than I. Oh then moft foft fweet Goddefs,

Give me the Viftory of this Queftion, which
Is true Love's merit, and blefs me with a Sign

Of thy great Pleafure.

[Here Mufick is heard. Doves are feen to flutter^ they

fall again upon their Facesy then on their Knees,

Pal.

(87) his young fair Sphere ] The Word Sphere was
repeated by the Printer from the Line above, the Word is either Pheer
or Fere, or Feer^ for it's fpelt all three Ways, as in an Epitaph in
Campden. With Margaret his Fere, i. e. Wife. In Chaucer and
Spencer the Word ic common ^ but as in the lalt Speech of the former
Aft we have Play-Pheers, it is bell here to fpell it Pheer, i. e. Com-
panion, Equal, Fellow, Spoufe. Mr. Sympfon and Mr. Theobald con-
cur'd in the Emendation.

(88) ' Brief lam
To thofe that prate and ha<ve done j no Companion

To thofe that boaji and ha've not ; a Defier

To thofe that ivould and cannot ; a Rejoicer."} By this Pointing,

in all the former Editions, the Sentence ends quite lame, and he is

made to defy the impotent Letcher, whom he fhould only laugh at and
defpife. Thefe falfe Points are more dangerous, as hei»g brief to thofe

that prate and have done feems good Senfe, and this probably mifled
the Editors and made them point every Part wrong. By underflanding
Brief, adverbially, i. e. in port, or to fum up the ivhole, we ihaU
reilore Propriety and Beauty to the whole Palfage. The virtuous
Modefty of Palamon in this Speech is fufficient to regain the Favour
of the Reader, which his Violence to his Friend had before perhapt
forfeited. What was faid in the fecond A£l of the Difficulty of
judging whether Shakefpear or Fletcher had the greatefl: Hand in the
Scene of the two Kinfmen in Prifon, is applicable to this, and indeed
to all the Scenes in which they appear. Fletcher frequently writes as

well.
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Pal. Oh thou that from eleven to ninety reign'ft

In mortal Bolbms, whofe Chafe is this World,

And we in Herds thy Game ; I give thee thanks

For this fair Token, which being laid unto

Mine innocent true Heart, arms in affurancc [They boWi

My Body to this Bufinefs ; let us rife

And bow before the Goddcfs : Time comes on. [Exeunt^

[Siill Mufick of Records

»

Enter Emilia in while, her Hair about her Shoulders, a
wheaten Wreath: One in white holding up her I'rainy

her Hair Jluck with Flowers : One before her carrying a
fiher Hind, in which is conveyed Incenfe and fweet Odors,

which being fet upon the Altar, her Maid flanding aloof

,

Jloefets Fire to it, then they curtfy and kneeL

Emil. Oh ficred, fhadovvy, cold and conftant Queen,

Abandoner of Revels, mute, contemplative.

Sweet, folitary, white as chafte, and pure

As wind-fan'd Snow, who to thy Female Knights

Allow'ft no more Blood than will make aBlufli,

Which is their Orders Robe; I here thy Prieft

Am humbled 'fore thine Altar, Oh vouchfafc.

With that thy rare (89) fheen Eye, which never yet

Beheld thing maculate, look on thy Virgin,

And facred filver Miftrefs, lend thine Ear

(90) (Which ne'er heard fcurrii Term, into whofe Port

Ne*ejr

well, and ShaHe/pear perhaps alone of all our Dramatick Poets can be

faid ever to have wrote better.

(S9) With that thy ran green Eye, ] Diana is here addrefs'd

only as the Goddefs of Chaltity, but how the Epithet Grecney'd czn

be applicable to her (unlcfs in a Senie too ridiculous to be nam'd)

either as fuch or as the Goddefs of the Woods, or as Hecate, Lucina^

Ifis or Cybele I cannot difcover. Being forc'd therefore to treat it as a

Corruption, a Word very near in Sound and Letters has occur'd, that

is perfeftly applicable to her. I read, thy rare Jheen Eye, i. e. ex-

tremely fbining The Epithets ni-vca, Candida, lucifera fo frequent

in the Latin Clafficks are fully exprefb'd by this, and it is the more
proper, as the cold Brightnefs of the Moon feems to be the Reafon of

her being conllituted Goddefs ofChallity.

(90) thine Ear
into'whofe ?ort'\ Mr. neoliatd lezds. Porch and

quotes HarrJet:

G Z Jtl/9
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Ne'er entered wanton SoundJ to my Petition

Seafon'd with holy Fear, this is my laft

Of veftal Office, I'm Bride-habited,

But Maiden-hearted ; a Husband I have pointed,

But do not know him ; out of two I fhould

Chufe one, and pray for his Succefs, but I

Am guikJefs of Elet^iion of mine Eyes

;

Were I to lofe one, they are equal precious,

I could doom neither, that which perifh'd fhould

Go to't unfentenc'd : Therefore mofl modeft Queen,

He of the two Pretenders, that btfl loves me
And has the truefl Title in't, let him
Take off my wheaten Garland, or elfe grant

The file and quality I hold, I may
Continue in thy Band.

\_Here the Hind vanijhes tinder the Jltar^ and in the

Place afcends a Rofe-'Tree, having one Rofe upon it.

See what our General of Ebbs and Flows
Out from the Bowels of her holy Altar

With facred A61 advances : But one Rofe,

If well infpir'd, this Battle fliall confound

Both thefe brave Knights, and I a Virgin Flower

Muft gi-ow alone unpluck*d.

[Here is heard a fudden twang of Injlruments, and the

Rofe falls from the Tree.

The Flower is fall*n, the Tree defcends : Oh Miftrefs

Thou here difchargefl me, I fhall be gather*d,

I think fo, but I know not thine own Will

;

Unclafp theMyflery : I hope fhe's pleas'd.

Her Signs were gracious. [fthey curt'fey^ and Exeunt.

Into the Porches of my Ears did pour
The leprous Dijiitment. '

Mr. Theobald follows feveral great Criticks, particularly Dr. Bentley

in thinking an Author's ufe of a Metaphor at one time is a Reafon

why he fhould repeat the fame, when it is again applicable ; but per-

haps the veryRcverfe is true : A good Poet will always avoid Tautology

if l;e can, and will rot repeat his own or any other Perfon's Expref-

fion, ifanot her occurs full as good. Thus Port in this Place being

full as good a Word as Porchy for the fake of Novelty would be moft

probably prcferr'd to it.

SCENE
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SCENE. II.

Enter Doofor, Jailor, and Wooer in Habit of Palamon.'

Bo^. Has this Advice I told you, done any good on

her?

Wooer. Oh very much, the Maids that kept her Com-
pany

Have half perfuaded her that I am Palamon ;

"Within this half hour Ihe came fmiling to me.

And ask'd me what I'd eat, and when Td kifs her

:

I told her prefcntly, and kift her twice.

Do5l. 'Twas well done; twenty times had been far

better,

For there the Cure lies mainly.

Wooer. Then fhe told me
She'd watch with me to Night, for well fhc knew
What hour my Fit would take me.

Do^. Let her do fo,

And when your Fit comes, fit her home, and prefently.

Wooer. She'd have me fing.

Do3f. You did fo?

Wooer. No.
Do^. 'Twas very

111 done then, y' fhould obferve her ev'ry way.

Wooer. Alas I have no Voice, Sir, to confirm her

That way. Do£i. That's all one, if ye make aNoifCj

If (he intreat again, do any thing,

Lie with her if fhe ask you.

Jail. Hoa there Dodor.
Do5l. Yes, in the way of Cure.

Jail. But fir ft, by your leave,

I'th' way of Honefty.

Do5}. That's but a Nicenefs,

Nev'r caft your Child away for Honefty ;

Cure her firft this way, then if fhe will be Honeft

She has the Path before her.

Jail. Thank ye, Doftor.

Don. Pray bring her in, and let's fee how flie is.

Jail. I will, and tell her

G 3 Her
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Her Pakmon flays for her, but Doftor,

Methinks you are i' th' wrong ftill. \_Exit Jailor.

Do£i. Go, go. You Fathers are fine Fools ; her Honefty ?

And we fliould give her Phyfick till we find that

!

Wooer. Why, do you think fhe is not honeft, Sir?

Do5l. How old is Ihe ?

Wooer, She's Eighteen.

Do^. She may be.

But that's all one, 'tis nothing to our Purpofe:

Whate'er her Father fays, it you perceive

Her Mood inclining that way that I fpoke of,

Videlicet^ The way of Flejh^ you have me.

Wooer. Ves very well. Sir.

Do5f. Pleafe her Appetite

And do it home, it cures her ipfo fa5fo,

O' th' melancholy Humour that infc<5Vs her.

Wooer. I am of your Mind, Dodor.

Enter Jailor^ Daughter, and Maid.

I)o5i. You'll find it fo ; fhe comes, (91) pray humour
her.

Jail. Come, your Love Palamon flays for you Child,

And has done this long Hour, to vifit you.

Baugh. I thank him for his gentle Patience,

He's a kind Gentleman, and I'm much bound to him.

Did you ne'er fee the Horfe he gave me ? -

Jail. Yes.

Daugh. How do you like him ?

Jail. He's a very fair one.

Dauih. You never faw him dance ?

Jail. No.
'Daugh. I have often,

He dances very finely, very comely.

And for a Jigg, come cut and long Tail to him.

He turns ye like a Top.
Jail. That's fine indeed.

Daugh. He'll dance the Morris twenty Mile an Hour.

, (91) Pr^y honour Afr ] Mr. 7heobald, Mr. Symp-

fon and another Fricrd 3II concui'd in the t^mcndation inferted in the

I'exr, which leems fdf evident as foon as niention'd.

Ana
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And that will founder the bed Hobby-Horfc
(If I have any SkilJj in all the Parifli,

(92) And gallops to the tune of Ught o'love

:

What think you of this Horfe?

Jail. Having thefe Virtues,

I think he might be brought to play at Tennis.

Daugh. Alas that's nothing.

Jail. Can he write and read too ?

Daugh. A very fair Hand, and cafts himfelf th* Ac-
counts

OF all his Hay and Provender-, that Hofller

Mud rife betime that cozens him ; you know
The Chefnut Mare the Duke has ?

Jail. Very well.

Daugh. She's horribly in love with him, poorBeaft,

But he is like his Mafter, coy and fcornful.

Jail. What Dowry has fhe?

Daugh. Some two hundred (93) Bottles

And twenty ftrike of Oats i but he'll ne'er have her

;

He lifps in's Neighing, able to entice

A Miller's Mare, he'll be the death of her.

Do£}. What ftuff (he utters?

Jail. Make curt'fie, here your Love comes.

Wooer. Pretty Soul,

How do ye ? That's a fine Maid, there's a curt'fie.

Daugh. Yours to command o' th' way of Honefty ;

How far is't now to th' end o' th' World, my Mafters?

Dc£l. Why a Day's journey. Wench.
Daugh. Will you go with me?
Wooer. What fliall we do there, Wench ?

Daugh. Why, play at Stoot-ball.

What is there elfe to do ?

Wooer. I am content,

If we fliall keep our Wedding there.

(92) jind gallops to the turn o/I,iplit o'love :] Mr. ThcohaU con-

curd wirh me in reading Tunt {cr Turn, which fccms alfo fclf evi-

(ient. I-igf:t d" l.o^jc is ihs beginning of a Song frequently mention'd

by out Authors.

(q".,) Bottles,] i. c. BoUles of Hay, fome

fpcll it Poulcs.

G 4 Daugh.



104 5^^ ^^^ Nohle Kin/men,

Daugh. 'Tis true,

For there I will afllire you we fliall find

Some blind Prieft for the purpofe, that will ventur*

To marry us, for here they're nice and foolifhj

Befides, my Father muft be hang'd to Morrow,
And that would be a blot i'th' Bufinefs.

Are not you Palamon ?

Wooer. Do not yeu know me ?

Daugh. Yes, but you care not for me ; I have nothing

But this poor Petticoat, and two coarfe Smocks.
Wooer. That's all one, I will have you.

Daugh. Will you furely?

Wooer. Yes, by this fair Hand will I.

Daugh. We'll to Bed then.

Wooer. Ev'n when you will.

(94) "jail. Oh Sir, you'd fain be nibling.

Wooer. Why do you rub my Kifs off?

Daugh. 'Tis a fweet one.

And will perfume me finely 'gainft the Wedding,
Is n't this your Coufin Arcxie ?

Do5i. Yes Sweet- heart,

And I am glad my Coufin Palamon

Has made fo fair a Choice.

Daugh. Do you think he'll have me?
Dcbl. Yes without doubt.

Daugh. Do you think fo too ?

Jail. Yes.

Daugh. (95) We fiiall have many Children : Lord,
how y're grown ?

My Falamon I hope v*^ill grow too finely

Now he's at Liberty ; alas poor Chicken,

(c)\) Daugh. Ob Sir, yoiidfain he 7iihling.'\ This feems evidently

to belong 10 the Father, who cannot eafily conl'ent to the Remedy
proposed by the Dodlor.

(95) l^ e fhall have many Children : Lord, honv you are

My Palamon I hope -ivill gro-jo too finely\ There is a Deficiency

in the Senfe of the firft Line by t;ie lofs ot a Word. Mr. Sympfon con-
curs with me in reading,

—

—

Lord! ho^v you re grown}
That groion is the Word dropt, is evident from the conncftive Partir

jule tea in the r.cx; L:r.e.

H*wa5
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H* was kept down with hard Meat, and ill Lodging,

But 1 will kifs him up again.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mejf. What do you here ?

You'll lofe the noblefl fight, that e'er was feen.

Jail Are they i'th' Field ?

Mejf. They are.

You bear a Charge there too.

Jail. I'll away ftraight,

I muft ev'n leave you here.

Do5i. Nay, we'll go with you,

I will not loie the Fight.

Jail. How did you like her?

Dool. I'll warrant you within thefe three or Four Days
I'll make her right again. You muft not from her.

But ftill preferve her in this Way.
IVooer. I will.

Bc5i. Let's get her in.

Wooer. Come, Sweet, we'll go to Dinner,

And then we'll play at Cards.

Daugh. And fhall we kifs too ?

IVocer. A hundred times.

'Daugh. And twenty.

M^ooer. Ay, and twenty.

Daugh. And then we'll fleep together.

Do^. Take her Offer.

IVocer. Yes marry will we.

Daugh. But you Ihall not hurt me.

Wooer. I will not, Sweet.

Daugh. If you do, Love, I'll cry. [Exeimf,SCENE III.

^«/^r Thefeus, Hippolita, Emilia, Perithousj (96) arid

fo?ne AttemlantSy

Emil, I'll no ftep further.

Per. Will you Jofe this fight .-'

Eviil. I had rather fee a Wren hawk at a Fly,

96 And fame Attendants, T. Tuck; Curtis] Here from the
prompter's Book we have probably the Names of two Cmdic IhufFers

handed down to Poilerity,

Thaa
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Than this Decifion ; ev*ry blow that falls

Threats a brave Life, each Stroke Jaments the Place
Whereon it falls, and founds more like a Bell,

Than Blade : I will ftay here, it is enough,

My hearing fhall be punifhed with what
Shall happen, and againft the which there is

No deafing, but to hear -, not taint mine Eye
With dread Sights it may fhun.

Per. Sir, my good Lord,
Your Sifter will no further.

Thef. Oh fhe muft.

(97) She (hall fee Deeds of Honour in their kind.

Which Time fhall fhew well pencill'd ; Nature now
Shall make and adl the Story, the belief

Both feal'd with Eye and Ear. You muft be prefent.

You are the Vidors Meed, the Price, and Garland
To crown the Queftion's Title.

Emil. Pardon me.

If I were there, I'd wink.

The/. You muft be there;

This Tryal is as 'twere i'th' Night, and you
The only Scar to fhine.

Emil. I am extinft.

There is but Envy in that Light, which fliows

The one the other ; (98) Darknefs which ever was
The Dam of Horror, who does ftand accurft

Of many mortal Millions, may ev'n now,

By cafting her black Mantle over both

That neither could find other, get herfelf

Some part of a good Name, and many a Murther

Set

(97) She Jkall fee Deeds of Honour in their kind.

Which (omtiwne Jheiv nvell penciird

;

] Deeds of Honour
are rot only fometimes but at all tim'es iv?// pencilTd, i. e. worthy
to be engrav'd on the Memory, fovietime therefore is probably a cor-

rupt Reading, and time fhall z,% ^xo\i2k>\y the true one, as it gives the

Senfc requjr'd by the Context.

(ff^) Darknefs luhich ever nvas

The Dame of Horror, —

—

—* ] Dame, i. t. Midrefs or

Queen of Horror, is Senfe, but Mr. Symffon ient me a better Reading,

Dam, or Mother of Horror, and on the confulting the old Quarto I

found it the true one. The Sentiment and Diftion here are extremely

noble-; and indeed the Play almoft every where abounds with

fuch
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Set off whereto (he's guilty.

Bip. You muft go.

Emil. In Faith I will not.

^hef. Why the Knights muft kindle

Their Valour at your Eye. Know, of this War
You are the Treafure, and muft needs be by

To give the Service Pay.

Emil. Sir, pardon me.

The Title of a Kingdom may be try'd

Out of itfclf.

Thef. Well, well then, at your Pleafure,

Thofe that remain with you could wifli their Office

To any of their Enemies.

Hip. Farewel, Sifter,

I'm like to know your Husband 'fore yourfdf

By fome fmall ftartof Time, he whom the Gods
Do of the two know beft, I pray them, he

Be made your Lot. \^Exeunt Thef. Hip. Per. (^c,

E?ml. jircite is gently vifag'd j yet his Eye
Is like an Engine bent, or a fharp Weapon
In a foft Sheath •, Mercy, and manly Courage
Are Bed-fellows in his Vifage: Palamon

Has a moft menacing Afpe(5t, his Brow
Is grav'd, and feems to bury what it frowns on j

Yet fometimes 'tis not fo, but alters to

The quality of his Thoughts ; long time his Eye
Will dwell upon his Objeft •, Melancholy

Becomes him nobly ; fo does Jrdte\ Mirth ;

But Palamoti's Sadnefs is a kind of Mirth,

So mingled, as if Mirth did make him fad,

And Sadnefs, merry \ (99) thofe darker Humours that

Stick misbecomingly on others, on him
Live in a fair Dwelling. Hark

[Cornets. Trumpets found as to a Charge.

fuch fublimlty of both ; that were the Beauties to be tnark'd with

Allerirmr, after Mr. Pofe and Mr. Warburton'^ Manner, fc?.rce a

Page would be left oncover'd with them.

(99) thofe darher Humours that

Stick mif-bsco7ni'ngly on others, on them
Li've in fair Dv^ellii:^^ Arcite does not appear to have any

of the m«I.inclioIy or darker Humours ; thefe theiefore fecm only

applicable
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(lOo) Hark how yon Spurs to Spirit do incite

The Princes to their Proof, Arcite may win me,
And yet may Palamon wound Arcite^ to

The fpoiling of his Figure. O what Pity*s

Enough for fuch a Chance ! if I were by
I might do hurt, for they would glance their Eyes
Toward my Seat, and in that Motion might
(loi) Omit a Ward, or forfeit an Offence

Which crav'd that very time; it is much better.

\Cornets. Agreat cry^ and noife within, crying A Pnhmon*
I am not there, oh better never born
Than miniiter to fuch harm : What is the Chance ?

Enter Servant.

Ser. The Cry's a Palajnon.

Emil. Then he has won ;

'Twas ever likely.

He iook'd a]j Grace and Succefs, and he is

Doubtlefs the prim'ft of Men ; I prithee run

And ttll me how it goes.

[Shout J and Cornets ; crying A Palamon.
Ser Scill Palanwn.

ErniL Run and enquire ; poor Servant thou haft loft,

applicable to Palamon, and make it probable that we ihould read

en him, inftead of on them.

(loo) Ha-'-k ho-iu your Spurs——''\ Former Editions. Mr. Sympfon
joiu'd in the Corrc£iion.

(loi) Omit a Ward, or forfeit an Offence] Mr. Sy?npfon would read

Defence, but Ward and Defence is the fame thing. OJ'ence is the re-

verfe to Ward, as Weapons of OfFence and Defence. To forfeit an
Offence therefore, is to mifs the Opportunity of llriking fome acvan-

tageous Blow, that mi^ht give the Viftory. The Weapon ufed in

the legal Duello in £'«^/<a«d' was only a Batoon or Truncheon, and
this was defign'd by the Anf.hors to be undcrflood of the prefent Com-
bat. It is extremely beautiful to have this Duel performed behind the

Scenes, yet wichin hearing. All Battles on the Stage make, as Shakefpear

fays, but Bra-yjls ridiculous. Here is a Method of concealing all the

Aukwardnefi of fucii Combats, and keeping the Attention of the

Audience upon the fall Stretch. It was an Art vveli known to the

Greek Tragedians, as in the famous Infiance of Clytemneflras, Mur.
Atr, who is heard to deprecate her Son's Vengeance behind the Scenes

and EleSlra upon the Sta^e continues to irritate it. I don't remembej.

either in.Shaktfpear or Fletcher any Inftance of this kind before thi

Combat. As Fletcher was a Scholar and Shakefpcar not one in Greek

the former was prob.ibly the Au;hor here. >

Upon
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Upon my right Side ftill I wore thy Pi(5lure,

Palamon's, on the left, why fo I know not,

(102) I had no end in'f. Chance would have it fo.

\_
Another Cry and Shout within, and Cornets,

On the finifter Side the Heart lies ; Palamon

Had the beft-boding Chance ; this burft of Clamour

Is fure the end o*th' Combat.

Enter Servant.

Ser. They faid that Palamon had Arcite*s Body
Within an Inch o'th' Pyramid, that the Cry

Was general a Palamon ; but anon,

Th' Affiftants made a brave Redemption, and

The two bold Tilters at this Inftant are

Hand to Hand at it.

Einil. Were they metamorphos'd

Both into one ; oh why ? there were no Woman
Worth focompos'd a Manj (105) their finglc Share,

The prejudice of Difparity values Shortnefs

[Cornets. Cry within^ Arcite, Arcitc,

To any Lady breathing- -More exulting ^

Palamon ftill ?

Ser. Nay, now the Sound is Arcite.

Emil. I prithee lay Attention to the Cry.

[Cornets. A great Shout, and cry Arcite, ViStory,

Set both thine Ears to th* Bufinefs.

Ser. The Cry is

Arcite, and Victory, hark, Arcite, Vidlory,

The Combat's Conlummation is proclaim'd

By the Wind-Inftruments.

{102) I had no end in''t; elfe Chance ivould have it /o'\ Former
Editions. Mr. Sympfon would read le/'s, i. e. unlefs : And that too was

my firfi; Conjedture. But more proaiibly the Particle elfc may be a

mere Interpolation, for theSenfe and Meafure are better without it.

(103) their Jingle Share,

The Prejudice of Difparity 'values Shortnefs

To any Lady breathing ] The' the Intention of the Au-
thor is very evident here, i/Zz. That each of them fingle would ia

Worth out-balance any Lady breathing. Yet how to conllrue the Words
as they ftandj or how to range them fo as to give this Senfe, I mufl
leave to fome more fortunate Expodtor.

Emil.
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Emit. Half Sights faw

That Arcite was no Babe ; God's *]id, his Richnefs

And Coftlinefs of Spirit lookt through him j it could

No more be hid in him, than Fire in FJax,

Than humble Banks can go to Law with Waters,

That drift Winds force to Raging ; I did think

Good Palaj?ion would mifcarry, yet I knew not

Why I did think fo ; our Reafons are not Prophets,

When oft our Fancies arej they're coming off:

Alas poor Palafnon. [Cornets,

Enter Thefeus, Hippolita, Perithous, Arcite as Vi^or,

'

and Attendants, &c,

^hef. Loj where our Sifter is in Expedlation,

Yet quaking, and unfeftled ; faireft Emilia^

The Gods by their Divine Arbitrament

Have given you this Knight, he is a good one

As ever ftruck at Head : Give me your Hands j

Receive you her, you him, be plighted with

A Love that grows, as you decay.

Arc. Emily,

To buy you I have lofl: what's deareft to me.

Save what is bought, and yet 1 purchafe cheaply.

As I do rate your Value.

The/. Oh lov'd Sifter,

He fpeaks now of as brave a Knight as e'er

Did fpur a noble Steed : furely the Gods
V/ould have him die a Batchelor, left his Race
Should fhow i'th' World too Godlike ; his Behaviour

So charm'd me, that methought Alcides was

To him a Sow of Lead j if I could praife

Each part of him to th' all I've fpoke, your Arcite

Did not lofe by't ; for he that was thus good
Encounter'd yet his Better. I have heard

(104) Two emulous Philomels, beat the Ear o'th' Night
With

(104) T'wo emulous Philomels, ] I cannot pafs by this Simile

without begging the Reader to give a due Attention to it, as it may
rank with the moft beautiful Defcripticns of the Nightingale that arc

met with in Virgil and Milton. It is alfo totally different from all the

Attitudes of this Angel of Night that thofe Poets, who were fo ena-

mour'd
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With their contentious Throats, now one the higher.

Anon the other, then again the firft.

And by and by out-breafted, that the Senfe

Could not be judge between *em ; fo it far'd

Good Space between thefe Kinfmen •, till Heav'ns did

Make hardly one the Winner. Wear the Garland

With Joy that you have won ; for the fubdu'd.

Give them our prefent Juftice, fince I know
Their Lives but pinch 'em, let it here be done;

The Scene's not tor our feeing, go we hence.

Right joyful, with fome Sorrow. Arm your Prize,

I know you will not iofe her \ Hippolita

I fee one Eye of yours conceives a Tear,

The which it will deliver. [Fiourijh.

Emil. Is this winning?

Oh all you hcav'nly Powers, where is your Mercy ?

But that your Wills have faid it muft be fo.

And charge me live to comfort this unfriended.

This miferable Prince that cuts away
A Life more worthy from him, than all Women

;

I ihould, and would die too.

Hip. Infinite Pity,

That four fuch Eyes (hould be fo fix'd on one.

That two muft needs be blind for*t.

^bef. So it is. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Enter Palamon and his Knights pnion'd ; Jailor, Exe-
cutioner, and Guard.

Pal. There's many a Man alive that hath out-Iiv'd

The Love o*th* People, yea, i'th* felf-fame State

mour'd of her Song, have ever painted her in. It may be further ob-
ferv'd that thole Similies ftrike the moft, which, in their own Natures
feem totally averfe to their Archetype, but are join'd to it in perfeft
Union by the Art of the Poet. What, at firft Sight, could be more
unlike than the Fury of a Combat to the Singing of Nightingales ?

Yet how charmingly are they marry'd together ? They who are con-
verfant in Homer, Virgil, Spencer, Milton ^ &c. will be able to recoiled
many Inftances of the like Nature,

Stands
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Stands many a Father with his Child ; fome Comfort
We huve by fo confidering ; we expire,

And not without Mens Pity ; to live ftill.

Have their good Wifhes; we prevent

The iothfome Mifery of Age, beguile

The Gout and Rheum, that in lag Hours attend

For grey Approachers ; we come tow'rds the Gods
(105) Young, and unwarp'd, not halting under Crimes
Many and ftale ; that fure fhall pleafe the Gods
Sooner than fuch, to give us Nedar with 'em.

For we are more clear Spirits. My dear Kinfmen,
Whofe Lives (for this poor ComfortJ are laid downj
You've fold 'em too too cheap.

1 Knight, What ending could be

Of more content ? O'er us the Viflors have
Fortune, whofe Title is as momentary.

As to us Death is certain 5 a Grain of Honour
They not o'er-weigh us.

2 Knight. Let us bid farewel

;

And with our Patience anger tott'ring Fortune,

Who at her certain'ft reels.

3 Knight. Come ; who begins ?

Pal Ev'n he that led you to this Banquet, (hall

Tafte to you all. Ah—-ha, my Friend, my Friend,

(105) Toung, and unwapper'd, ] /. e. fays Mr. Sjmp/on, young
and unfrightend. He quotes no Authority, nor can I find one in my
Diftionaries. Mr. Theobald concurs with me in reading un^juarfd^

which, fuppofing the former Word to be true Er.glijh and to give the

Idea mentioned, rather better agrees with the Senle, and much better

with the Meafure of the Context. Thus Valeria, in A Wife for »
Month, fays in the like Circumftance?,

'To die a young "Man is to be an Angel;

Our yet good Parts put Wings unto our Souls.

And again.

As it [_-^ge'\ increa/es, fo Vexations,

Griefs of the Mind, Pains of the feeble Body,

Rheums, Coughs, Catarrs ; We're but our lining Cojfins.

Befides, thefair SouTs old too, it gro'ws covetous.

And nxie are Earth again. See the whole Scene, Aft z,

P. S. I find in the Gloffary to Urrys Chaucer, ivapid and anvhapid,

daunted, aftonifhM. This is probably the fame Word that Mr. Symp-

Jon may have fomewhere found fpelt txapperd.

Your
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Your gentle Daughter gave me Freedom once.

You'll kt\ done now for ever -, pray how does (he ?

I heard {he was not well ; her kind of ill

Gave me fome Sorrow.

Jail. Sir, (he*s well reftor'd.

And to be married fhortly.

Pal. By my Ihort Life

I am mod glad on*t •, 'tis the latcft thing

I (hall be glad of, prithee tell her fo ;

Commend me to her, and to piece her Portion

Tender her this.

1 Knight. Nay, let's be Offerers all.

2 Knight. Is it a Maid ?

Pal. Verily I think fo,

A right good Creature, more to me deferving

Than I can quit or fpeak of.

All Knights. Commend us to her. [TTpeygive their Purfes.

Jail. The Gods requite you all.

And make her thankful.

Pal. Adieu -, and let my Life be now as (horr,

As my Leave-taking. [JJes on the Block,

1 Knight. Lead, courageous Coufin.

2 Knight. We'll follow cheerfully.

[^A great Noife within, crying. Run, fave, hold.

Enter in hnjie a Mejfenger.

Mef. Hold, hold, oh hold, hold, hold.

Enter Perithous in hajle.

Per. Hold, hoa -, it is a curfed Hafte you made,
If you have done fo quickly ; noble Palamon,

The Gods will fliew their Glory in a Life

That thou art yet to lead.

Pal. Can that be,

When Venus I have faid is falfe? How do things fare ?

Per. Arife, great Sir, and give the Tidings ear

(io6) That are mod dearly fweet and bitter.

Pal
(106) That are moji early fiveet, and litter.'] Mr. Sympfort and I

agree in rejefting ear/y a.s a Corriiption, buc he reads rarely iiveet, and

1 dtarl}'. The Adverb dear ly in the Senfe of exceedingly or extremel^^

Vol. X. ii Iccms
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Pal. What
Hath wak*d us from our Dream ?

Per. Lift then : your Coufin,

Mounted upon a Steed that Emily

Did firft beftow on him, a Black one, owing
Not a hair worth of White, which fome will fay

Weakens his Price, and many will not buy

His Goodnels with this Note: Which Superftition

Here finds Allowance : On this Horfe is Arcite

Trotting the Stones of Jtbens, which the Calkins

Did rather tell, than trample -, for the Horfe
Would make his Length a Mile, if 't pleas'd his Rider

To put Pride in him ; as he thus went counting

The flinty Pavement, dancing as *twere to th' Mufick
His own Hoofs made -, (For as they fay from Iron

Came Mufick's Origin) what envious Flint,

Cold as old Saturn^ and like him poffeft

With Fire malevolent, darted a Spark,

Or what fierce Sulphur elfe, to this End made,

I comment not j the hot Horfe, hot as Fire,

Took Toy at this, and fell to what Diforder

His Power could give his Will, bounds, comes on eftd.

Forgets fchool-doing, being therein train'd,

And of kind Manage, Pig-like he whines

At the fliarp Rowel, which he frets at rathef

Than any jot obeys ; feeks all foul means

Of boifterous and rough Jadry, to difleat

His Lord that kept it bravely : When nought fervM,

feems particularly beautiful when expreflive of any of the tender Paf-

iions, whether of Joy or Sorrow, and after i had inferted it in my
Notes, I found in the laft Speech of this Play a Confirmation of it:

' for njohom

But one Hourjince, I nvas as dearly forry,

y^s glad of Arcite :
—

—

The repeated Ufe of the fame Adverb, in the fame Senfe, is not aft

Inllance of that Tautology fpoke of in the laft Note of the firft Scene

of this Play, for a Metaphor repeated differs much from fimple Words.

Words, when they occur twice, muft generally have the fame Ideas

fix'd to them ; but Metaphors always containing double Ideas, with a

Similitude between them, or, as has been frequently cbferv'd, being

jhort Similes, they fliould be as feJdom repeated as poflible; as the

kiite SimiJc Ihoald not be ufcd tv/ice.

When
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When neither Curb would crack, Girth break, nor diff'ring

Plunges

Dif-root his Rider wiience he grew, but that

He kept him 'tween his Legs, on his hind Hoofs on end
he ftands,

That Arcite\ Legs being higher than his Head,
Seem'd with itrange Art to hang: His Vi(5tor*s Wreath
Even then fell off his Hpad : And prefently

Backward the Jade comes o'er, and his full Poize

Becomes the Rider's Load : Ytt is he living.

But fuch a Veflel 'tis that floats but for

The Surge that next approaches : He much defires

To have fome Speech with you : Lo he appears.

Enter Thefeus, Hippolita, Emilia, Arcite in a Chair,

Pal. O miferable end of our Alliance!

(107) The Gods are mighty ! Arcite^ if thy Heart,

Thy worthy manly Heart be yet unbroken,

Give me thy la ft Words •, I am Palamon^

One that yet loves thee dying.

Arc. Take Emilia.,

And with her all the World's Joy : Reach thy Hand,
Farewel \ I've told my lalt Hour ; (108^ 1 was filfe.

Yet
(107) The Gods are mighty. Arcite, if tht Heart,

Thy nvorthy, tuar.h Heart be yet unbroken:

Git'e jne thy laji Words, ] The falfe Points here led

Mr. Theobald \x\io a wrong Track. He reads,

The Cords are mighty, Arcite, if thy Heart,

Thy nvorthy, &c.

He quotes Henry Vlli. and IVebjhrs Duchefs cf Maify :

There the Crrd"- of Life broke.

But as Arcite liad been but jull berore wounded by a Fall, there is no
Koom ior fuch a Reflexion: No, Palamon ftill adhering to the juftice

of his Caulc, and now finding that both the Promiles of Mars and

^V««/, which feem'd to contradictory, were beco.ne true, he naturally

makes an Acknowledgmeat of the Power of the Gods ; and then turn-

ing to his Fneid, dciircs that if he has any Lite left, he would exert

it in taking his lalt Farewel in Friendlhip. DifFereni Points give this

Seni'e very clearly.

^icig) I ivas falfe,"] I believe the Reader will not be cafily

convinc'd, that Arcite had been falfe. But our Authors iccm to have

been fo poffefs'd of the v'^rory from Chaucer, that they even forgot that

they had inferted an eff:nti.il Part of it, the Oath between the two
II 2 Kiufaifn,



ii6 'The Two Noble Kinfmen*

Yet never treacherous -, forgive me, Coufin

:

One Kifs from fair Emilia: 'Tis done:

Take her, I die.

Pal. Thy brave Soul feek Elyfium.

Emil. ril clofe thine Eyes, Prince ; blefled Souls be with

thee.

Thou art a right good Man, and while I live

This Day I give to Tears.

Pal. And I ro Honour.

Thef. Jn this Place firfl you fought : Even very here

I fundred you, acknowledge to the Gods
Our Thanks that you are living :

His Part is play*d, and though it were too fhort

He did it well, your Day is length'ned, and

The blifsful Dew of Hfav*n does (109) arouze you:

The powerful Venus well hath grac'd her Altar,

And given you your Love: Our Maffer Mars
Has vouch'd his Oracle, and to Arcite gave

The grace of the Contention : So the Deities

Have fliew*d due Juftice ; Bear this hence.

Pal. O Coufin,

That we fhould things defire, which do coft us

The Lofs of our Dcfire ; that nought could buy
Dear Love, but Lofs of dear Love.

Iloef. Never Fortune

Did play a fubtler Game: The Conquer*d Triumphs,
The Vi6lor has the Lofs ; yet in the PafTage

The Gods have been moft equal : Palamon^

Your Kinfman hath confefs'd the right o' th' Lady
Did lie in you, for you firft faw her, and

Kinfmen never to rival, but always to aflift each other in Love. This,

as was before obferv'd, would juliify Pala7non\ Anger and render him
the more amiable Chaafter. This feems the who^e that is wanting

(which might be added in three Linef) to render this Play equal to

Cymbaline, Meafurefor Meafure, T'zvelfth Night. Jsyou like it, and all

the Plays of the Sec o.id Clafs of Shakefpear ; and to ne Mail's Tra-

gedy, The Fa//} One, The Bloody Brother, the Ki»g and No King,

Philafler, The Double Marriage, and the reft of the Firll-rate Flays

of Beaumont and Fletcher.

(i.oq) arouze you :'] i. e. ivater, fprinkle; bedew from the

French, arrofcr.

Even
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Even then proclaim'd your Fancy : He refl;or*d her.

As your ftol'n Jewel, and defir'd your Spirit

To lend him hence forgiven ; the Gods my Juftice

Take from my Hand, and they themfclves become
The Executioners : Lead your Lady off;

And call your Lovers from the Stage of Death,

Whom I adopt my Friends. A Day or two
Let us look fadly, and give Grace unto

The Funeral of Arcite^ in whole end

The Vifages of Bridegrooms we'll put on.

And fmile with Pdlamon ; for whom an Hour,
But one Hour fince, I was as dearly forry,

As glad of Jrcttc : And am now as glad.

As for him forry. O you (no) heav'nly Charmers,

"What Things you make of us ? For what we lack

We laugh, for what we have are forry (till.

Are Children in fome kind. Let us be thankful

For that which is, and with you leave Difpute

That are above our Qyeftion : Let's go off,

And bear us like the Time. [^Flourijh. Exeunt,

(no) hea'vniy Charmers,'] i. e. Inchanters, ruling us at

their Will, whofe Operations are beyond our Power to conceive, till

i we lee the EfFcfts of thcni.

H 3 E p r»



EPILOGUE.
I
WO ULD now ask ye how ye like the Play,

But as it is with School-Boys, cannot fay,

I'm cruelfearful : Pray yet flay a while.

And let me look upon ye : No Man fmile ?

Then it goes hard I fee \ he that has

Lov'd a young handfom Wench then, fhow his Face

:

^Tis Jirange if none he here, and if he will

Againjl his Confcience, let him hif and kill

Our Market : 'Tis in vain, J jee, tojlay y^.

Have at- the worft can cane, then', Kow r.:jhat fayye P

And yet miftake me not : I am not bold

fVe^ve no fuch Caufe. If the 'Tale we have told

[For *tis no other) any ivay content ye,

(For to that honefi Purpoje it was meant ye)

We have our End; and ye fhall have ere long

(m ) / dare fay many a better, to prolong

Your old Loves to us ; IVe, and all cur Might,

Reji at your Service-, Gentlemen, good Night. [Flourifh.

(in) / dare fay many a belter,—^] Here the fame Modefly of
the Authors (hews itfelf as in the Prologue, and ilrengthens the Pro-

bability of the two great Authors having neatly an equal Share of the

Play. Had Fletcher finiili'd a Work of Shake/pear'' i, he would pro-

bably have fpoke in a different Stile,

THE
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DRAMATIS PERSONS.

MEN.
THIerry, '% Brothers^ and Kings of France and

Theodoret, 3 Auftracia.

Martel], a Soldier^ Friend to Theodoret,

Protaldye, Gallant to Brunhalt.

Lecure, J

Vitry, a disbanded Officer,

"V^ O M E N.

Brunhalt, Mother to Thierry and Theodoret.

Ordella, the King of Arragon'j Daughter, marrfd to

Thierry.

Memberge, Theodoret*^ Daughter;

Ladies.

Revellers^

Courtiers,

t^ntfmen.
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ACT I. SCENE L

Enter Theodoret, Brunhalt aiid Bawdher.

B RU N H A L T.

A X me with thefe hot Tainters ?

Theod. You're too fudden ;

I do but gently tell you what becomes you.

And what may bend your Honour! how
thefe Courfes,

Of loofe and lazy Pleafures, not fufpe6ted,

But done and known ; your Mind that grants no Limit,

And all your A6tions follow, which loofe People

That fee but through a Mift of Circumftance

Dare term Ambitious ; all your Ways hide Sores

(i) Tax me luith thefe ^0/ Tainters ?} Mr. Theobald would read

hot Taints ; and indeed I meet with no Inflance of Tainters but here,

but I always underftood it, as Things that taint, a Derivation per-

fedlly confonant to the Genits of our Language, therefore (hall not

change ic.

Opening
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(2) Opening in the end to nothing but Ulcers.

Your Inftruments likethefe may call the World,
And with a fearful Clamor, to examine

Why, and to what we govern. From Example,

If not for Virtue's fake, ye may be honeft :

There have been great ones, good ones, and *tis neccflary,

Becaufe you are yourfelf, and by yourfelf,

A fclf-piece from the touch of Power and Juftice,

You Ihould command yourfelf: You may imagine,

(Which cozens all the World, but chiefly Women)
The Name of Greatnefs glorifies your Aftions ;

And ftrong Power, (3) like a Pent-houfe promifes

To fhade you from Opinion ; take heed Mother,

And let us all take heed ; (4) thefe moft abufe us.

The Sins we do. People behold through Opticks,

Which fhews them ten times more than common Vices,

And often multiplies them : Then what Juftice

Dare we inflid upon the weak Offenders,

"When we are Thieves ourfelves ?

Brun. This is Martell,

Studied and pen*d unto you, whofe bafe Perfon

I charge you by the love you owe a Mother,

And as you hope for BlelTings from her Prayers,

Neither to give Belief to, nor Allowance :

Next I tell you, Sir, you from whom Obedience

(2) opening in the end to nothing lutUJcers."] The ancient EngHjh'

Poets were certainly not fufficiently cautious of properly accenting

their Verfes, infomuch that it may be doubted whether they thought

the Rule of accenting the even Syallables (i;z2. the fecond, fourth,

lixth, eighth and tenth) a neceffary Part of our Meafure. This

Line has the Accent upon all the odd Syallables, and, the' the

Thought is Poetry, it is not Verfe at all. Our Authors indeed in

general have fuch good Ears, and this is fo eafily made right Meafure,

that it may probably be a Corruption and the Original have run

To nothing opening in the end hut Ulcers.

See the Rule above more fully explain'd with the Exception it admits

in a Note in the firft Scene of IVit nuithout Money.

(5) like a Pent houfe promife'\ Former Editions.

(4) thefe moft ahufe us

The Sins ^e do, &c.] By this Pointing the/e relate to Sins j

bat then the Conflruftion of the Sequel becomes much embarafs'd.

By changing the Points and making theft refer to the Antecedents

Greatnefs and Pozver, all runs eafy.

Is
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Is fo far fled, that you dare tax a Mother,

Nay further, brand her Honour with your Slanders,

And break into the Treafures of her Credit,

Your Eafinefs is abufed, your Faith fraighted

With Lies, malicious Lies ; your Merchant Mifchief ;

He that ne'er knew more Trade than Tales, and tumbling

Sufpicions into honert Hearts ; what you or he.

Or all the World dare lay upon my Worth,

This for your poor Opinions : I am fhe.

And fo will bear myfelf, whofe Truth and Whitenefs

Shall ever ftand as far from thefe Detedlions

As you from Duty ; get you better Servants,

People of honeft Aflions without Ends,

And whip thefe Knaves away, they eat your Favours,

And turn 'em unto Poifons : My known Credit,

Whom all the Courts o'this fide Nile have envied,

(5) And happy ^t could cite me, brought in Queftion,

Now in my Hours of Age and Reverence,

When rather Supcrftition fhould be rendred.

And by a Rufli that one Day's warmth
Hath (hot up to this fwelling ! give me Juftice,

Which is his Life.

Thiod. This is an Impudence,

And he muft tell you fo, that 'till now Mother
Brought ye a Son's Obedience, and now breaks it

Above the Sufferance of a Son.

Bawd. Blefs us I

For I do now begin to (6) feel myfelf
Tucking into a Halter, and the Ladder
Turning from me, one pulling at my Legs too.

TheoJ.

(5) And happyJhe could fite me, ] We all three concur in rcati-

ing iov fite, cite^ i. e. Who could cite or quote mea* a Prefident to
her Behaviour. But to give the old Reading its due force, it (liould

be obfcrv'd i\\it Jtte a Verb from the Subftantive Jite or Situ2cion may
make the Pallage good Serife ; happy that Queen who could ///? cr
place herfelf in the fame Rank of Honour with me. But this ii

rather too forc'd to be admitted without the Authority of fomc parallel

Paffage.

(6) ^ ._ feeltnyjflf
Turning into a Haher, and the Ladder
burning from me, ] Turning into a Halter, is no verj^

natural Expreflion, and notiiing i$ fo common as for Words to be rc-

.
peatei
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Theod. Thefe Truths arc no Man's Tales, but all Meris

Troubles,

They are, though your flrangeGreatnefs would out-ftare*em:

Witnefs the daily Libels, almoft Ballads

(y) In every Place almoft of every Province,

Are made upon your Luft ; Tavern Difcourfes,

Crowds cram'd with Whilpers ; nay, the Holy Temples
Are not without your Curfes : Now you would blufli.

But your black tainted Blood dare not appear.

For fear I fhould fright that too.

Brun. O ye Gods !

^heod. Do not abufe their Names : They fee yourAdions

;

And your conceal'd Sins, though you work like Moles,
Lie level to their Juftice.

Brun. Art thou a Son ?

Iheod. The more my Iliame is of fo bad a Mother,
And more your Wretchednefs you let me be fo ;

But Woman, for a Mother's Name hath left me
Since you have left your Honour, mend thefc ruins.

And build again that broken Fame ; and fairly,

(Your moft intemperate Fires have burnt •,) and quickly

Within thefe ten Days take a Monaftery,

A moft ftrift Houfe ; a Houfe where none may whifper.

Where no more Light is known but what may make ye
Believe there is a Day, where no Hope dwells.

Nor Comfort but in Tears.

Brun. O Mifery I

Theod. And there to cold Repentance, and ftarv'd Penance

Tie your fucceeding Days ; or curfe me Heav'n
If all your guilded Knaves, Brokers, and Bedders,

peated in one Line from another by a falfe Glance of the Printer's

Eye. There are a hundred Inllances mention'd of this in this Edition.

For which reafon the common Word of being tucked in a Halter

jfeems probably the true Reading. It is not only a more common and
abetter Expreflion, but more droll, and in Charadler.

(7) In every Place, ahnoji in every Province,^ Every Place being

much more minutely particular than every Province, the ahnoji feems

improperly plac'd here. It is not very material but rather more correft

to read.

In every Place almoft of every Province,

i. e. In Vizry Corner of t^zxy Province of our Kingdom.

Even
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Even he you built from nothing, ftrong Protaldye^

Be not made ambling Geldings j all your Maids,

If that Name do not fhame *em, fed with Spunges

To fuck away their Ranknefs ; and yourfelf

Only to empty Pidures and dead Arras

Offer your old Defines.

Brun. I will not curfe you.

Nor lay a Prophefy upon your Pride,

Though Heav'n might grant me both ; unthankful, no,

I nourifh'd ye, 'twas I, poor I groan'd for you,

'Twas I felt what you fuffer*d, 1 lamented

When Sicknefs or fad Hours held back your Sweetnefs

;

(8) 'Twas I pray'd for your fleeps, I watch'd your wakings

;

My daily Cares and Fears, that rid, plaid, walk'd,

Difcours'd, difcover'd, fed and fafliion'd you

To what you are, and am I thus rewarded ?

1'heod. But that I know thefe Tears I could doaton *em.

And kneel to catch 'em as they flill, then knit 'em
Into an Armlet, ever to be honour'd ;

But Woman they arc dangerous Drops, deceitful.

Full of the Weeper, Anger and ill Nature.

Brun. In my laft Hours defpis'd !

^beod. That Text Ihould tell

How ugly it becomes you to err thus

;

Your Flames are fpent, nothing but Smoke maintains yc;
And thofe (9) your Favour and your Bounty fuccours.

Lie not with you, they do but lay Luft on you.

And then embrace you as they caught a Pally ;

(S) "Tn.vas I pay'd for your fleeps, ] To watch another while
he's deeping cannot fimply be {aid to pay for his flecp ; a Metaphor of
that Nature would require a further Explanation, a?, I pay'd for your
flcep at the Price of my own Watchings. As nothing of that Nature
appears it is moll probable that it is the meer Omiffion of a Letter, if

is therefore rcftored, pras^d

(9) —your Fanjour andyour Bountyfuffers.'\ Sufers may be under-
flood, /. e. year Bounty fufFers to lie with you. But Favour and
Bounty do more than fuffcr that Familiarity, for they pay for it too ;

therefore both Mr, Sympfon and I doubt its being genuine, or rather
fully believe it not fo, but ourConjedures differ : \ had inferted/^t?;-;",

and he fent mc fuccours. The former feems the better VVord, but the
la'ter is nearer the Trace of the Letters, on which Account it is moil
probably the (rue one.

Your
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Your Power they may love, and like Spanijh Jennets

Commit with fuch a Guft.

Bawd. I will take whipping,

And pay a Fine now. \Ex'it Bawdher.
Thcod. But were ye once difgraced,

Or fall'n in Wealth, like Leaves they would fly from you.

And become browfe for every Bead j you wiil'd me
To (lock myfclf with better Friends, and Servants ;

With v.'hat Face dare you fee me, or any Mankind,
That keep a Race of fuch unheard of Relicks,

Bawds, (id) Leachers, Leeches, Female Fornications,

And Children in their Rudiments to Vices,

Old Men to (hew Examples, and left Art

Should lofe herfelf in a6l, to call back Cuftom.
Leave thefe, and live like Niohe ; 1 told you how ;

And when your Eyes have dropt away Remembrance
Of what ycu were, I am your Son ; perform it. [^Ex'it,

Brun. Am I a Woman, and no more Power in me
To tie this Tyger up, a Soul to no End,
Have I got fhame and loft my Will } Brunhalt^

From this accurfed Hour forget thou bor'ft him.
Or any Part of thy Blood gave him living.

Let him be to thee an Antipathy,

A thing thy Nature fweats at, and turns backward ;

Throw all the Mifchiefs on him that thy felf;

Or Women worfe than thou art, have invented.

And kill him drunk, or doubtful.

Enter Bawdher, Protaldye and Lccure.

Bawd. Such a Sweat

I never was in yet, dipt of my Minflrels,

My Toys to prick up Wenches withal ! uphold me.

It runs like Snow-balls through me.

Brun. Now my Varlets,

My Slaves, my running Thoughts, my Executions.

(lo) Leachtrs, Letches, ] Former Editions. Aswecanfindno
fuch Word as Letches, Mr. Sympfojt and I are fbrc'd to treat it as a
Corruption and read Leeches, i. e, Bloodfuckers, a Name well adapted
to Strumpets, and I find in the fifth Aft, Protaldye, after the Murder
•f Theodoitt, is cuU'd b)' this Name.

Bawd,



Thierry and Theodoret. 127

Bawd. Lord how fhe looks

!

Brun. Hell take ye all.

Bawd. We fliaii be gelt.

Brun. Your Miftrefs,

Your old and honour'd Miftrefs, you tir'd Curtals,

Suffers for your bafeSins ; I mufl be cloyfter'd,

Mew'd up to make me virtuous ; who can help this?

Now you (land ftill like Statues: Comt Protaldye^

One kifs before I perifli, kifs me ftrongly,

Another, and a third.

Lee. I fear not gelding

As long fhe holds this way.

Brun. The young Courfer,

That unlikt Lump of mine, (ii) will win thy Miftrefs 5

Muft I be chaft, Protaldye?

Pro. Thus, and thus ; Lady.

Brun. It fhall be fo, let him feek Fools for Veftals,

Here is my Cloyfter.

Lee. But what fafety, Madam,
Find you in ftaying here?

Brun. Thou'ft hit my meaning,

I will to Thierry^ Son of my Bleffings,

And there complain me, tell my Tale fo fubtilly,

That the cold Stones fhall fweat ; and Statues mourn,

And thou {lialt weep Portaldye in my Witnefs,

And thefe forfwear.

Bawd. Yes, any thing but gelding -,

I am not yet in quiet, noble Lady,

Let it be done to Night, for without doubt

To morrow we are Capons.

Brun. Sleep fhall not fcize me.

Nor any Food befriend me but thy Kiffes,

Ere I forfake this Defart: I live honeft

!

(n) 'It-'/// win thy Miftrefs \] The Word nxsin (Joes

rot letm very expreflive, tho' as ic bears fome Affinity to the Courfer

in the former Line, I fhall not change it. bat fuppofe it may mean,
win her from her evil Courfes. Were a Change n^cefTjry, we might
ufe chain , confine (cutting of at' in ay/7/) or ginn, perhaps the befl

Word of all and the nearclt to the old Reading, for the two firfl Editions

/ead ivinn.

He,
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He may as well bid dead Men walk ; I humbled.

Or bent below my Power! let Night-dogs tear me.
And Goblins ride me in my lleep to jelly.

Ere I forfake my Sphere.

Lee. This Place you will.

Brun. What's that to you, or any,

(li) YeDrofs, you powder'd Pigsbones, rubarb Glider

}

Muft you know my Defigns ? a College on you.

The Proverb makes but Fools.

Pro. But noble Lady.

Brun. You are a faucy Afs too, ofF I will not.

If you but anger me, till a Sow-gelder

Have cut you all like Colts, hold me and kifs me.

For I am too much troubled ; make up my Treafure,

And get me Horfes private, come about it. {^Exeunt.

SCENE ir.

Enter Theodoret, Martell, ^c.

Theod. Though I afTure myrelf, Martell^ your Counfel

Had no end but Allegiance and my Honour ;

Yet I am jealous, I have pafs'd the bounds

Of a Son*s Duty ; for fuppofe her worfe

{13) Than your Report, not by bare Circumftance

But evident Proof confirm'd, has given her out

;

Yet fince all Weaknefies in a Kingdom are

No more to be feverely punilh'd, than

The Faults of Kings are by the Thunderer,

As oft as they offend, to be reveng'd ;

If not for Piety, yet for Policy,

Since fome are of neceflity to be fpar*d,

I might, and now I wifli I had not look'd

"With fuch ftricfl Eyes into the Follies. Mart. Sir,

{12) Te Dofs, ] Not finding Dofs in any Gloffary, I zm forc'd

to treat it as corrupt, and fuppofe Dtofs or Dolt to have been the

original.

( I 3) Than you report, not by hare Circumjiance

But evident Proof ccr.firm'df has given her out ;] The Gram-
mar feems deficient here, bu: it is eafiiy cur'd two Ways, the moft
probable I Ihall infert, but it might be.

Than you report ^ not that bare Circumjiance

A
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A Duty well difcharg'd is never follow*d

By fad Repentance, nor did your Highnefs ever

Make Payment of the Debt you ow*d her, better

Than in your late Reproofs, not of her, but

Thofe Crimes that made her worthy of Reproof.

The mod remarkable Point in which Kings differ

From private Men, is that they not alone

Stand bound to be in themfelves innocent.

But that all fuch as are allied to them

In Nearnefs, or Dependence, by their Care

Should be free from Sufpicion of all Crime \

And you have reap'd a double Benefit

From this laft great A6t ; firft in the Reflrraint

(14) Of her loofe Pleafures, you remove th' Example
From others of the like Licentioufnefs

;

Then when *tis known that your Severity

Extended to your Mother, who dares hope for

The lead Indulgence or Connivence in

The eafieft flips that may prove dangerous

To you, or to the Kingdom ?

Theod. I muR" grant

Your Reafon good, Marieli, if as fhe is

My Mother, flie had been my Subjeft, or

That only here Ihe could make challenge to

A Place of Being ; but I know her Temper,
And Fear (if fuch a Word become a King)
That in difcovering her, I have let loofe a

Tigrefs, whofe Rage being fliut up in Darknefs,

Was grievous only to herfelf i which brought
Into the View of Light, her Cruelty,

Provok'd by her own Shame, will turn on him
That foolilhly prefum'd to let her fee'

The loath'd Shape of her own D.^formity.

Mart. Beads of that Nature, when rebellious Threats
Begin to appear only in their Eyes,

(14) 0/ ^er loll Pleafurfs, ] LoJ} might poflibly be interprrt.'c?,

abandon d, loll to all Gocdncfs. But as loofe feems the natural Wor.',
it was probably the true one. lAv. Sympfon too cox\]tA\iv'i[ loofe, but
he adds another Conjedtare, Lujl's Pleafures^ which icarcc feems ati

Exprcfllnn worthy of our Authors.

V o L. X. I Or
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Or any Motion that may give Sufpicion

Of the Jeaft Violence, ihould be chain'd up •,

Their Fangs and Teeth, and all their means of hurt,

Par*d off, and knock'd out j and To made unable

To do ill, they would foon begin to loath it.

I'll apply nothing; but had your Grace but done.

Or would do yet, what your lefs forward Zeal

In Words did only threaten, far lefs Danger
"Would grow from adling it on her, than may
Perhaps have Being from her Apprehenfion

Of what may once be pradlis'd : For believe it.

Who confident of his own Power, prefumes

To fpend Threats on an Enemy, that hath means
To fhun the word they can effe6t, gives Armour
To keep off his own Strength ; nay more, difarms

Himfelf, and lies unguarded 'gainft all Harms,
Or Doubt or Malice may produce.

I'heod. 'Tis true.

And fuch a defperate Cure I would have us*d.

If the intemperate Patient had not been

So near me as a Mother ; but to her.

And from me, gentle Unguents only were.

To be apply'd ; and as Phyficians,

When they are fick of Fevers, eat themfelvcs

Such Viands as by their Diredions are

Forbid to others, though alike difeas'd ;

So fhe confidering what fhe is, may challenge

Thofe Cordials to reftore her, by her Birth,

And Privilege, which at no Suit muft be

Granted to others.

Mart. May your pious Care

Effed: but what it aim'd at, I am filent.

Enter Vitry.

T'hccd. What laught you at, Sir ?

t^itry. I have fome Occafion,

I fhould noc elfe ; and the fame Caulc perhaps

That makes me do fo, may beget in you
A contrary Effccft.

lueod. Why, what's the Matter ?

Vilry,
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Vitry. I fee and joy to fee that fometimes poor Men,
(And moft of them are good) ftand more indebted

For means to breathe to luch as are held vitious,

Than thofe that wear, like Hypocrites on their Foreheads,

Th'ambitious Tides of jii(l Men and virtuous.

Mart. Speak to the Purpofe.

Vitry. Who would e're have thought

The good old Queen, your Highnels reverend Mother,

Into whofe Houle (which was an Academ»
In which all Principles of Lull were pracftis'd ;)

No Soldier might prefume to fet his Foot j

At whofe moft bleffed IntercefTion

All Offices in the State were charitably

Confer*d on Pandars, o'er-worn Chamber Wreftlers,

And fuch Phyficians as knew how to kill

With Safety, under the Pretence of faving.

And fuch like Children of a monilrous Peace,

That (he I fay fliould at the length provide

That Men of War, and honeft younger Brothers,

That would not owe their feeding to tncir Cod-piece,

('15) Should be eiteem'd of more than Moths or DroneSj

Or idle Vagabonds.

Tbeod. 1 am giad to hear it.

Prithee what Courfe takes fhe to do this ?

Vitry. One that can't fail i fhe and her virtuous Train>

Wi'her Jewels, and all that was worth the carrying.

The laft Night left the Court, and, as 'tis more
Than faid, for 'tis confirm'd by fuch as met her.

She's fled unto your Brother.

^heod. How?
Vitry. N-iy ftorm not.

For if that wicked Tons;ue of hers hath not

Forgot its Pace, and Th.eny be a Prince

Of luch a fiery Temper, as Report

Flas given him out for ; you (hall have caufeto ufe

Such pour Men as myfdf : and thank us too

(15) ShouU he ejleem"J cf more than Mothtn or Drones,'] We all

three concurr'd in r.-.iloririg Mothi for Mothers, thj' wiihout the Au-

thority of any one Ediiion.

I 2 For
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Fon coming to you, and without Petitions

;

Pray Heav'n reward the good old Woman for*t.

Mart. I forefaw this.

Theod. I hear a Tempefi: coming,

That fings mine and my Kingdom's Ruin : hafle.

And caule a Troop of Horfe to fetch her back i

Yet ftay—why fhould I ufe means to bring in

A Plague that of herfelf hath left mc? Mufter

Our Soldiers up, we'll ftand upon our Guard,

For we fliall be attempted.—Yet forbear.

The Inequality of our Power will yield me
Nothing but lofs in their Defeature-, fomething

Mull be done, and done fuddenly ; fave your labour,

In this ril ufe no Counfel but mine own.
That courfe thvough dangerous is bed. Command
Our Daughter be in Readinefs, to attend us j

Martell, your Company, and honeft p^ilry^

Thou wilt along with me.

Fitry. Yes any where.

To be worfe than Pm here, is pad my fear. [Exguftt,

A C T 11. S C E N E I.

Enii-r Thierry, Brunhalt, Bawd her, Lecurc, ^g.

TbitT.'^T OU are here in a Sanduary ; and that Viper

j[ (Who fince he hath forgot to be'a Son,

I much difdain to think ol as a Brother)

Had better, in defpight of all the Gods,

To have raz'd their Temples, and fpurn'd down theirAltars,

Than in his impious Abufe of you,

T'have cali'd on my juft Anger.

Brii}}. Princely Son,

And in tliis worthy of a nearer Name,
I h.^ve in the Relation of my Wrongs
Been modeft, and no Word my Tongue delivcr'd

T'txprefs my infupportable Jnjuric-s,

Biit gave my Heart a Wound : Nor has my Grief,

Being
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Being from what \ fufrer -, but that he.

Degenerate as he is, fhould be the Acflor

Of my Extremes, and force mc to divide

(16) The Fires of brotherly Affedion,

Which fliould make but one Flame.

Th'ier. That part of his.

As it deferves, Ihall burn no more ; (17) not if

The Tears of Orphans, Widows, or all fuch

As dare acknowledge him to be their Lord,

Join'd to your Wrongs, with his Heart-blood have Power
To put it out. And you, and thefe your Servants,

Who in our Favours (hall find Caufe to know
In that they left not you, how dear we hold them.

Shall give theodoret to underlland

His Ignorance of the prizelcfs Jewel, which
He did poflefs in you, Mother in you ;

Of which I am more proud (18) to be the Owner,
Than if th'abfolute Rule of all the World
Were offer 'd to this Hand ; once more you're welcome^

Which with all Ceremony due to Greatnefs

I would make known, but that our jufl: Revenge
Admits not of Delay : Your Hand, Lord General.

Enter Protaldye, with Soldiers.

Bnin. Your Favour and his Merit I may fay

Have made him fuch j but I am jealous how

(16) — to dl-vide

The Fires of brotherly Jpcl!on,'\ Mr. Theobald has very j if.If

put in the Margin, Eteocles ?.n6 Polynices. The Meiapher h a noble

AUufion to the remarkable Poetic Fidion of the Flames of their Funeral

Pyre, dividing and fl/ing afunder.

(17) or if

The Tears of Orphans, Wido-ivs, or all fucJ?] Here the or iii

the fecond Line feenns to havejuilled out the true Particle r.st frcm

the firil ; unlefs or //"may fignify if enser : But I remember no Inftancc

of any fuch UTe of it. The Sentimont ftrems, his Flame of Lifs

fiiall burn no more ; not if ths Tears of all that Hde with him whom
I will purfue with War and Devaftations ; not if your Wrongs and

his own Htarc-blood can extinguifh it. I make a full Paufe at the End
of the Sentence, where before there was only a Semicolon.

. (r8) to be the Donor,] O^^ncr feem'd at fird fight fclf

evidently the true Reading both to Mr. Sympfo* and inyl'eif.

I 3 Your
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Your Subjefts will receive it.

'thm. How, my Subje£ts ?

"What do you make of me ? Oh Heav*n ! My Subjects ?

How bafe fhould I efteem the Name of Prince,

If that poor Duft were any thing before

The Whirlwind of myabfolute Command?
Let 'em be happy, and reft fo contented :

They pay the Tribute of their Hearts and Knees,

To fuch a Prince, that not alone has Power

To keep his own, but to increafe it ; that

Although he hath a Body may add to

The fam'd Night-labour of ftrong Hercules^

Yet is the Matter of a Continence

That fo can temper it, that I forbear

Their Daughters, and their Wives ; whofe Hands though

ftrong,

As yet have never drawn by unjuft Mean
Their proper Wealth into my Treafury ;

But I grow glorious, and let them beware

That in their leaft repining at my Pleafures,

They change not a mild Prince (for if provok'd

I dare and will be fo) into a Tyrant.

Brun. You fee there's Hope that we fiiall rule again.

And your fall'n Fortunes rife.

Bawd. I hope your Highnefs

Is pleas'd that I ftiould ftili hold my Place with you ;

For I have been fo long us'd to provide you
Frefh Bits of Flefh fince mine grew ftale, that furely

If cafhir'd now, I fhall prove a bad Caterer

In the Fifh-Market of cold Chaftity.

I^ec. For me I am your own, nor fince I firft

Knew what it was to ferve you, have remembred
I had a Soul, but fuch an one whofe EfTence

Depended wholly on your Highnefs Pleafure,

And therefore Madam-
Brun. Reft affur'd you are

Such Inftruments we mud not lofe.

J^ec. Bawd. Our Service.

^hier. You've view'd them then, what's your Opinion

of them {*

In
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In this dull time of Peace, we have prepar'd *em

Apt for the War. Ha ?

Prot, Sir, they have Limbs
That promife Strength lufficient, and rich Armours
The Soldiers beft lov'd Wealth : More, it appears

They have been drill*d, nay very prettily dnll'd.

For many of them can difcharge their Muskets

Without the danger of throwing off their Heads,

Or being offenfive to the Standers by,

By fweating too much backwards; nay I find

They know the right and left hand File, and may
With fome Impulfion no doubt be brought

To pals the A^ B, C, of War, and come
Unto the Horn- book.

Tbier. Well, that Care is yours;

And fee that you effc6t it.

Prot. I am flow

To promife much ; but if within ten Diys,
By Precepts and Examples, not drawn from
Worm-eaten Prefidents, of the Roman Wars, '

But from mine own, 1 make them not tranfcend

All that e'er yet bore Arms, let it be faid

Protaldye brags, which would be unto me
As hateful as to be effeem'd a Coward j

For, Sir, few Captains know the way to win *em,

And make the Soldiers valiant. (19) You fhall fee me
Lie with them in their Trenches, talk, and drink.

And be together drunk ; and, what feems ftranger.

We'll fometimes Wench together, which once praftis'd

(20) And with fomc other rare and hidden Arts,

They being all made mine, Pll breathe into them
Such fearlefs Refolution and fuch Fervor,

That though I brought them to befiege a Fort,

Whole Walls were Steeple-high, and Cannon-proof,

(19) — Tou /hall feekI Former Editions. CorreflcJ by all.

(20) And iviih fome other care and hidden Ads,] Mr. Synip/m con-

curr'd with me in reading .^rts for ASis, but there I'eems anothC' Cor-
rup;ion in the Line ; care, 'tis true, is Senfe, but rare is fo much
better luited to the ridiculous Brags of ProtnUye, ti>a: 1 h.ivc but lutlc

doubt of its being the true Reading.

I 4 Not
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Not to be undermin'd, they fhould fly up

Like Swallows-, and the Parapet once won,

For Proof of their Obedience, if I wiil'd them

They fhould leap down again, and what is more.

By fome Direftions they fhould have from me.

Not break their Necks.

^hkr. This is above Belief.

Brun. Sir, on my Knowledge though he hath fpoke

much.

He's able to do more.

Lee. She means on her.

Brun. And howfoever in his Thankfulnefs,

For fome few Favours done him by myfelf.

He left Ajlrucia •, not I'heodoret.,

Though he was chiefly aim'd at, could have laid

With all his Dukedom's Power, that Shame upon him,

Which in his barbarous Malice to my Honour,

He fwore with Threats t' effect.

T^hier. I cannot but

Believe you. Madam, thou art one Degree

Grown nearer to my Heart, and I am proud

To have in thee fo glorious a Plant

Tranfported hither : In thy Condudl, we
Go on aflur'd of Conqueft j our Remove
Shall be with the next Sun.

Enter Theodoret, Memberge, Martell, and Devitry.

Lee. Amazement leave me,
'Tis he. Ba-ajd. We are again undone. Prot. Our Guilt
Flath no AfTurance nor Defence. Bazvd. If now
Your ever ready Wit fail to protect us.

We fhall be all difcover'd.

Brun. Be not fo

In your Amazement and your foolifh Fears,
I am prepar'd for'c.

Theod. How > Not one poor Welcome,
In anfwer of fo long a Journey made
Only to fee' you, Brother.

Thier. I have flood

Silent thus long, and am yet unrefolv'd

Whether
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Whether to entertain thee on my Sword,

As fits a Paricide of a Mother's Honour

;

Or whether being a Prince, I yet ftand bound

(Tho* thou art here condemn*d) to give thee hearing

Before I execute. What foohfh Hope,

(Nay pray you forbear) or defperate Madnefs rather,

(Unlefs thou com'ft aflur'd, I ftand in Debt

As far to all Impiety as thyfeJf)

Has made thee bring thy Neck unto the Ax?
Since looking only here, it cannot but

Draw frefli Blood from thy fear'd-up Confcience,

To make thee fenfible of that Horror, which
They ever bear about them, that like Nero^—

-

, Like, faid I ? Thou art worfe •, fince thou dar'ft ftrivc

In her Defame to murder thine alive.

T^Kod. That fhe that long fince had the Boldnefs to

Be a bad Woman, (though I wifli fome other

Should fo report her) could not want the Cunning,

Since they go Hand in Hand, to lay fair Colours

On her black Crimes, I was refolv'd before.

Nor make I doubt but that fhe hath impoifon'd

Your good Opinion of me, and fo far

Incens'd your Rage againft me, that too late

I come to plead my Innocence.

Brun. To excufc

Thy impious Scandals rather.

Prot. Rather forc'd with Fear

To be compell'd to come.

Ihier. Forbear.

Iheod. This moves not me, and yet had I not been

Tranfported on my own Integrity,

I neither am fo odious to my Subje(5l:s,

Nor yet fo barren of Defence, but that

By Force I could have juftified my Guilt,

Had 1 been faulty, but fince Innocence

Is to itfelf an hundred Thoufand Guards,

And that there is no Son, but though he owe
That Name to an ill Mother, but ftands bound
Rather to take away with his own danger

From th' number of her Faults, than for his own
Security,
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Security, to add unto them : This,

This hath made me to prevent th' Expence

Of Blood on both lides \ the Injuries, the Rapes,

(Pages, that ever wait upon ihe War:)
The Account of all which, fince you are the Caufe,

Believe it, would have been requir*d from you j

Rather I fay to offer up my Daughter,

Who living only could revenge my Death,

With my Heart-blood a Sacrifice to your Anger,

Than that you fhould draw on your Head more Curfes

Than yet you have deferved.

l^hier. I do begin

To feel an Alteration in my Nature,

And in his fuil-fail'd Confidence, a Shower
Of gentle Rain, that falling on the Fire

Of my hot Rage hath quenched it. Ha! I would
Once more (peak roughly to him, and I will.

Yet there is fomething whifpers to me, that

I have faid too much. How is my Heart divided

Between the Duty of a Son, and Love
Due to a Brother ! yet I am fwayed here.

And muft ask of you, how 'tis poffible

You can affecl me, that have learn'd to hate

Where you (hould pay all Love?
I'beod. Which join'd with Duty,

Upon my Knees I (hould be proud to tender.

Had Ihe not us*d herfelf fo many Swords

To cut thofe Bonds that ty'd me to it.

Thier. Fie,

No more of that.

1'heod. Alas it is a Theme
I take no Pleafure to difcourfe of; would

It could as foon be buried to the World,
As it IhouU die to me ; nay more, I wifh

(Next to my part of Heav'n) that fhe would fpend

The laft part of her Life fo here, that all

Indifferent Judges might condemn me, for

A moft malicious Slanderer, nay tax it

Upon my Forehead : If you hate me, Mother,

fat me to fuch a Shame j pray you do, believe it

There
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There is no Glory that may fall upon me.
Can equal the Delight I fhould receive

In that Difgrace ; provided the Repeal

Of your long banilh'd Virtues, and good Name,
Uflier'd me to it.

Th'ier. See, fhe fhews herfelf

An eafy Mother, which her Tears confirm.

"theoL 'Tis a good Sign, the comfortableft Rain

I ever faw.

T^hier. Embrace: Why this is well,

May never more but Love in you, and Duty
On your Part rife between you.

Bawd. Do you hear, Lord General,

Does not your new-ftamp*d Honour on the fudden

Begin to grow fick }

Prot, Yes, I find it fit.

That putting off my Armour I fhould think of
Some honelt Hofpital to retire to. Bawd Sure

Although I am a Bawd, yet being a Lord,

They cannot whip mc for't, what's your Opinion?
Lee. The Beadle will refolve you, for I cannot.

There's fomething that more near concerns myfelf

That calls upon mc.

Mart. Note but yonder Scrabs,

That liv'd upon the Dung of her bafe Pleafures,

How from the fear that fhe may yet prove honefl:

Hang down their wicked Heads.

Fit. What's that to me?
Though they and all the Polcats of the Court,

Were trufs'd together, I perceive not how
It can advantage me a Cardekue,

To help to keep me honcft. [// Hon:.

Enter a Pojl.

^h'ler. How, from whence?

Tofi. Thefe Letters will refolve your Grace.

77'zVr. What fpeak they ? [Rejds.

How all things meet to make me this Day happy ?

See, Mother, Brother, to your Reconcilement

Another BlefTing a! mod equal to it,

U
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Is coming tow'rds me j my contradled Wife
Ordella, Daughter of wife Datavick^

The King of Arragon^ is on our Confines

;

Then to arrive at fuch a time, when you

Are happily here to honour with your Prefence

Our long deferr'd, but much wifli'd Nuptial,

Falls out above Expreflion j Heav*n be pleas*d

That I may ufe thele Bleffings pour'd on me
With Moderation.

Brun. Hell and Furies aid me,

That I may've Power to avert the Plagues

That prefs upon me.

l^hier. Two Days Journey, fay'ft thou ?

We will fet forth to meet her : In the mean time

See all things be prepared to entertain her ;

Nay let me have your Companies, there's a Foreft

In the mid-way {hall yield us hunting Sport,

To eafe our Travel, I'll not have a Brow
But (hall wear Mirth upon it, therefore clear them.

We'll wafh away all Sorrow in glad Feafts

;

And th' War we meant to Men, we'll make on Beafls.

[ExeuHi omnes, pr^zter Brun. Bawd. Prot. Lee.

Brun. Oh that I had the Magick to transform you
Into the Shape of fuch, that your own Hounds
Might tear you Piece-meal ; are you fo ftupid }

No Word of Comfort.-* (21) have I fed your Mouths
From my Excefs of Moifture, with fuch Coft,

And can you yield no other Retribution,

But to devour your Maker ? Pandar, Sponge,

Impoifoner, all grown barren ?

Prot. You yourfelf.

That are our Mover, and for whom alone

We live, have fail'd yourfelf in giving way
To th' Reconcilement of your Sons.

Lee. Which if

You had prevented, or v/ould teach us how
They might again be fever'd, we could eafily

(21) ha^e Ifedyour Mothers] This is the fccond time

that Mothers has been intruded into the Text. Mouths is here pretty

cvidcnUy the true Word, and apptafd fo to all three.

Remove
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Remove all other hindrances tiu: Hop
The Pafllige of your Pleafures.

Bawd. And tor me,

If I fail in my Office to provide you
Frefh Delicates, hang me.

Brun. Oh you are dull, and find not

The Caufe of my Vexation ; their Reconcilement

Is a mock Caftle built upon the Sand

By Children, which when I am pleas'd t* o'erthrow,

I can with eafe fpurn down.
hec. If fo, from whence

Grows your Afflidion?

Briin. My Grief comes along

With the new Queen, in whofe Grace all my Power
Mufi: fufFer Shipwreck : For me now.
That hitherto have kept the firft, to know
A fecond Place, or yield the leaft Precedence

To any other's Death ; to have my Sleeps

Lefs enquir'd after, or my rifing up
Saluted with lefs Reverence, or my Gates

Empty of Suitors, or the King's great Favours

To pafs through any Hand but mine, or he

Himfelf to be diredled by another,

Would be to nie Do you underftand me, yet

No means to prevent this ?

Prot. Fame gives her out

T' be a Woman of Chaftity,

Not to be wrought upon •, and therefore. Madam,
For me, though I have pleas'd you, to attempt her

Were to no purpofe.

Bnin. Tulh, fomc other way.
Baivd. Faith 1 know none elfe, all my bringing up

Aim'd at no other Learning.

Lee. Give me leave.

If my Art fail me not, I have thought on

A fpeeding Projedl.

Brun. What is't ? but effecfl it.

And thou- fhalt be my jEfculapius^

Thy Image fhall be fct up in pure Gold,

'lo which I will fall down, and worfliip it.

Lee,
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Lee. The Lady is fair.

Brun. Exceeding fair.

Lee. And young.

Brun. Some fifteen at the moft.

Lee. And loves the King with equal Ardour,

Brun. More, fhe dotes on him.

Lee. Well then, what think you if I make a Drink
Which given unto him on the Bridal-night

Shall for five Days fo rob his Faculties,

Of all Ability to pay that Duty

Which new-made Wives exped, that fhe Ihall fwear

She is not match'd to a Man.
Prot. 'Twere rare.

Lee. And then.

If fhe have any Part of Woman in her.

She'll or fly out, or at leafl give occafion

Of fuch a Breach which ne*er can be made up.

Since he that to all elfe did never fail

Of as much as could be performed by Man,
Proves only Ice to her.

Brun. 'Tis excellent.

Bawd. The Phyfician

Helps ever at a dead lift ; a fine Calling,

That can both raife, and take down ; out upon thee.

Brun. For this one Service, I am ever thine,

Preparc't ; I'Jl give it him myfelf: For you Prclaldye^

By this Kifs, and our promised Sport at Night,

I do conjure you to bear up, not minding

The Oppofition of Theodoret.,

Or any of his Followers ; whatfoe'er

You are, yet appear Valiant, and make good
Th'Opinion that is had of you : For myfelf.

In the new Queen's remove being made fecure.

Fear not, I'll make the future Building fure.

[Exeitnf. Wind Horns.

Enter Theodoret and Thierry.

'7l:}eod. This Stag flood well, and cunningly.

Thier. My Horfe,

I'm fur?, has found it, for his Sides are blooded

From Flank to Shoulder ; where's the Troop ?

Enter
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Enter Martell.

'theod. Pad homeward,

Weary'd and tir'd as we are. Now Martell^

Have you remembred what we thought of ?

Mart. C22) Yes, Sir, V\\ fnigle him, and if there be

Any Defert in's Blood, befide the Itch,

Or manly Heat, but what Decodlions,

Leaches, and Callifes have cram'd into him.

Your Lordihip fliall know perfect.

Tbier. What's that.

May not I know too ?

Theod. Yes, Sir,

To that end

We caft the Projed.

'J'bier. What is*t ?

Mart. (23) A Defign, Sir,

Upon the gilded Flag your Grace's Favour
Has ftuck up for a General, and to inform you.

For this Hour he fliall pafs the Teft, what Valour,

Staid Judgment, Soul, or fafe Difcretion

Your Mother's wandring Eyes, and your Obedience,

Have flung upon us : To afl"ure your Knowledge,

He can be, dare be, fhall be, mufl: be nothing.

Load him with Piles of Honours, fet him ofi-'

With all the cunning Foils that may deceive us j

But a poor, cold, unfpirited, unmanner'd,

Unhoneft, unaffefted, undone Fool,

And molt unheard of Coward, a meer lump
Made to load Beds withal, and like a Night-mare,

Ride Ladies that forget to fay their Prayers

;

(22) Tes, Sir, I have fnigled )6>/w,— ] As fnigle was a Word
new to me, I conjedlur'd Jingled him, i. e. I know where to find

him alone ; and find that Mr. Theobald had propos'd the fame Con-

je£lure : But upon looking \xiXo Skinner, I f[nAfnigle aFifherman's T^rm
which he explains by fcindere j I fuppofe therefore it means cutting

up, differing ; but then this could not have been the Cafe, the Dil-

ledion was to come ; and it feems neceffary that the future Tenfe Ihould

be reJloi'd, Tilfnigle him.

(23) A Defire, 5/>,] Wc all three concurr'd in changing this to

"Dcfiin.

One
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One that dares only be difeas*d, and in Debt,

(24) Whofe Body mews more Plaifters every Month,
Than Women do old Faces.

I'hier. No more, I know him,

I now repent my Error, take your time

And try him home, ever thus far referv*d.

You tie your Anger up.

Mart. I loft it elfc, Sir.

^hier. Bring me his Sword fair-taken without Violence :

For that will beft declare him.

'Theod. That's the thing.

^ier. And my beft Horfe is thine.

Mart. Your Grace's Servant. [Exk.

^beod. You'll hunt no more, Sir.

Thier. Not to-day, the Weather

Is grown too warm, befides the Dogs are fpent.

We'll take a cooler Morning, let's to Horfe,

And hollow in the Troops. [Exeunt. fVind Horns.

Enter two Huntfjnen,

1 Huntf. Ay marry Twainer,

This Woman gives indeed, thele are the Ang«ls
That are the Keeper's Saints.

2 Huntf. I like a Woman
That handles the Deer's Dowfets with Difcretion 5

And pays us by Proportion.

I Huntf. 'Tis no Treafon

To think this good old Lady has a ftump yet

That may require a Corral.

2. Huntf. And the Bells too,

(24) Whofe Body mews tnore Plaijlers— ] There being two Sen fes

of the Word meivs in Falconry, and this the uncommon one, an Ex-
planation may be necelTary. To mew properly fignfies to change, as
it does here from the French jtiuer ; but as the Hawk is pen'd up
whillt he changes his Feathers, hence his Cage or Pen is call'd a Mew ;

and to mezv fignifies alfo to encage, i7nprifon, as Brunhalt ia the iirft

Adt fays,

' / mufi he cloyjler'd

Mevv'd up,—

«

—

"

'

Enter
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Enter Protaldye.

She'as loft a Friend of me elfe. But here's the Clerk,

No more for fear o'cli' Bell-ropes.

Prot. How now Keepers,

Saw you the King ?

I Huntf. Yes, Sir, he's newly'mounted.

And as we take't ridden home.

Prot, Farewel then. [Exeunt Keepers;

Enter MartclL

Mart. My honour'd Lord, Fortune has made me happy

To meet with fuch a Man of Men to fide me.

Prot. How, Sir, I know ye not.

Nor what your Fortune means.

M.irt. Few Words fball ferve i

I am betray'd, Sir : Innocent and honeft;

Malice and Violence are both againft me,

Bafely and fouly laid for ; for my Life, Sir,

Danger is now about me, now in my Throat, Sir*

Prot. Where, Sir?

Mart. Nay I fear not,

And let it now pour down in Storms upon me,

I have met with a noble Guard.

Prot. Your meaning, Sir,

For I have prefent Bufinefs.

Mart. O my Lord,

Your Honour cannot leave a Gentleman^

At leaft a fair Defign of this brave Nature,

To which your Worth is wedded, your Profefllon

Hatch'd in, and made one Piece, in fuch a Peril:

There are but fix, my Lord.

Prot. What fix ?

Mart. Six Villains fworn, and in pay to kill me,
Prot. Six?

Mart. Alas, Sir,

What can fix do ? or fixfcore, now you*re prelent ?

Your Name will blow 'em off: Say they have fhot too.

Who dare prefent a Piece ? Your Valour's Proof, Sir.

Prot. No, I'll aflurc you, Sir, nor my Difcretion

Againft a Multitude. Tis true^ 1 dare fight

V L. X. K Enough,
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Enough, and well enough, and long enough ;

But Wifdom, Sir, and weight of what is on me.

In which 1 am no more mine own, nor your's, Sir,

Nor as I take it any fmgle Danger,

But what concerns my Place, tells me direftly.

Befide my Perfon, my fair Reputation,

If I thruit into Crowds, and feek Occafions,

Suffers Opinion. Six ? Why Hercuks

Avoided two Men ; yet not to give Example ;

But only for your prefent Danger's fake, Sir,

Were there but four, Sir, I car'd not if I kill'd them,

They'll ferve to whet my Sword.

Mart. There are but four, Sir,

I did midake them ; but four fuch as Europe,

Excepting your great Valour.

Prot. Well confider'd,

I will not meddle with *em, four in Honour,
Are equal with fourfcore ; befides they're People

Only directed by their Fury.

Mart. So much nobler

Shall be your way of Juftice.

Prot. That I find not.

Mart. You will not leave me thus ?

Prot. I would not leave you, but look you, Sir,

Men of my Place and Bufincfs muft not

Be qucftion'd thus.

Mart. You cannot pafs. Sir,

Now they have fcen me with you, without Danger.

They are here, Sir, within hearing, take but two.

Prot. Let the Law take 'em ; take a Tree, Sir,

Pll take my Horfe, that you may keep with Safety,

If they have brought no Hand-faws, within this Hour
ril fend you Refcue, and a Toil to take 'em.

Mart. You fliall not go fo poorly, (lay but one, Sir.

Prot. I have been fo hamper'd with thefe Refcucs,

So licw'd and tortur'd, that the truth is, Sir,

I've mainly vow'd againft 'em ; yet for your fake.

If, as you fay, there be but one, Pll ftay

And fee fair play o'both Sides.

Mart. There's no more, Sir,

And
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And as I doubt a bafe one too. Prot. Fie on him,

Go lug him out by th'Ears. Mart, Yes, This is he, Sir,

The bafeft in the Kingdom.
Prot. Do you know me ?

Mart. Yes, for a General-Fool,

A Knave, a Coward, an upftart Stallion Bawd,
A Beaft, a barking Puppy, that dares not bite.

Prot. Th' beft Man
Knows Patience. Mart. Yes, this way. Sir, SJ^ich him.

Now draw your Sword, and right you,

Or render it to me, for one you fliall do.

Prot. If wearing it may do you any Honour,

I fhall be glad to grace you ; there it is. Sir.

Mart. Now get you home, and tc^ll your Lady Miftrefs,

She'as fhot up a f\veet Mufhroom ; quit your Place too.

And fay you arecounfell'd well, thou wilt be beaten elfe

By thine own Lanceprifadoes, when they know thee,

That Tuns of Oil of Rofes will not cure thee;

Go get you to your foining Work at Court,

And learn to fweat again, and eat dry Mutton ;

An Armour like a Froft will fearch your Bones

And make you roar, you Rogue ; Not a Reply,

For if you do, your Ears go off.

Prot. Still Patience. \Exeunt.,

Loud Mufick. A Banquet fet cut.

Enter Thierry, Ordella, Brunhalt, Theodoret, Lecure,

Bawdher, ^c.

T^ner. It is your Place, and though in all things elfe

You may and ever fliall command me, yet

In this I'll be obey'd.

Ord. Sir, the Confent

That made me yours, fliall never teach me to

Repent I am fo j yet be you but pleasM
To give me leave to fay fo much ; the Honour
You offer me were better given to her.

To whom you owe the Power of giving.

Thier. Mother,
You hear this, and rejoice in fuch a Blefllng

That pays to you fo large a fliare of Duty :

But fie, no more ; for as you hold a Place

K 2
*

Nearer
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Nearer my Heart than fhe, you muft fit neareft

To :'.li thole Graces chat are in the power
Of Myeily ro oedow.

B-rm WJ-ich I'll provide

Shall be ihort-liv'd ; Lecure.

Lee. I have it ready.

Briin *ris well, wait on our Cup.
Lee. You honour me.

^hier. We're duU,

No Objed to provoke Mirth.

I'beod. Martell:,

If you remember, Sir, will grace your Feaft

With fomething that will yield matter of Mirth,
Fit for no common view.

Ih'ier. Touching Protaldye.

^heod. You have it.

Brun, What of him .? I fear his Bafenefs, [jiftde.

In fpite of all the Titles (25) that my Favours
Have cloth'd him with, will make difcovery

Of what is yet conceal'd.

Enter Martell.

I'heod. Look, Sir, he has it;

Nay, we fhall have Peace, when fo great a Soldier

As the renown*d Protaldye will give up
His Sword, rather than ufe it.

Brun. *Twas thy Plot,

Which I will turn on thine own Head. [Jfide.
1'hier. 'Pray you fpeak.

How won you him to part from*t ^

Mart. Won him, Sir,

He would have yielded it upon his Knees,

Before he would have hazarded the exchange

Of a Philip of the Forehead : Had you will'd me,
I durft have undertook he Ihould have fent you
His Nofe, provided that the lofs of it

Might have fav'd the reft of his Face ; He is. Sir,

(25) • ' that my Fanicurs

Have cloth''d him, which nviU make di/ccvery'} Former Edi-
tions. Mr. Sjmpfan concurr'd jn che Correction.

Thte
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The mofl unutterable Coward that e'er Nature

BJefs'd with hard Shoulders ; which were only given him
To th* ruin of Baftinado's.

nier. Poffible?

Theod. Obferve but how fhe frets.

Mart. Why believe it

:

But that I know the Shame of this Difgrace

Will make the Bead to live with luch, and never

Prefumc to come more among Men \ I'll hazard

My Life upon it, that a Body of twelve

Should fcourge him hither like a Parifli Top,
And make him dance before you.

Brum. Slave, thou liefl:

:

Thou dar'ft as well fpeak Treafon in the hearing

Of thofe that have the power to punifh it,

As the leaft Syllable of this before him

;

But *tis thy hate to me.

Mart, Nay, pray you, Madam,
I have no Ears to hear you, though a Foot
To let you underlland what he is.

Brun. Villany.

*Theod. You are too violent.

Enter Protaldye.

IProt. The word: that can come
Is Blanketing •, for Beating, and fuch Virtues,

I have been long acquainted with.

Mart. Oh ftrange!

Baivd. Behold the Man you talk of.

Brun» Give me leave.

Or free thyfelf (think in what place you are)

From the foul Imputation that is laid

Upon thy Valour, (be boK^, Pll proteft you)

Or here I vow (deny it or forfwear itj

Thefe Honours which thou wear'ft unworthily,

(Which be but impudent enough, and keep them)

Shall be torn from thee with thy Eyes.

Prot. 1 have it.

My Valour ! is there any here, beneath

The ftile of King, dares queftion it ?

K 3 77;/>,
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Tbier. This is rare,

Prot. Which of myActions,|which have ftill been Noble,

Has rendered me fufpe6led ?

^hier. Nay, Marlell,

You mufl: not fall off.

Mart. Oh, Sir, fear it not,

D'you know this Sword ?

Prot. Yes.

Mart. 'Pray you on what terms

Did you part with it ?

Prot. Part with it, fay you ?

Mart. So.

Thier. Nay, ftudy not an Anfwer, confefs freely,

Prot. Oh, I remember't now at the Stag's fall.

As we to Day were Hunting, a poor Fellow,

And now I view you better, I may fay

Much of your pitch ; this filly Wretch I fpoke of.

With his Petition falling at my Feet,

(Which much againft my Will he kifs'd) defir'd.

That as a fpecial means for his Preferment

I would vouchfafe to let him ufe my Sword,

To cut off the Stag's Head.
Brim. Will you hear that ^

Bawd. This Lie bears a fimilitude of Truth.

Prot. I ever courteous (a great Weaknefs in me)
Granted his humble Suit.

Mart. Oh Impudence?
^hier. This Change is excellent.

Mart. A Word with you.

Deny it not j I was that Man difguis'd.

You know my Temper, and as you refpeft

A daily cudgeling for one whole Year,

Without a fecond pulling by the Ears,

Or tweaks by th' Nofe, or the moft precious Balm
You us'd of Patience, Patience do you mark me,

Confefs before thefe Kings with what bafe Fear

Thou didft deliver it.

Prot. Oh, I (hould burft.

And if I have not inftant Liberty

To tear this Fellow Limb from Limb, the Wrong
Will
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Will break my Heart, although Herculean^

And fomewhat bigger ; (26) there's my Gage, pray you
here

Let me redeem my Credit.

I^hier. Ha, ha, forbear.

Mart. Pray you let me take it up, and if I do not,

Againfl: all Odds of Armour and of Weapons,
With this make him confefs it on his Knees

Cut off my Head.
Prot. No, that's my Office.

Baivd. Fie you take the Hangman's Place.

Ord. Nay, good my Lord
Let me atone this Difference, do not fuffer

Our bridal Night to be the Centaurs Feaft.

You are a Knight, and bound by Oath to grant

All jult Suits unto Ladies -, for my fake

Forget your fuppos'd Wrong.
Prot. Well let him thank you.

For your fake he fhall live, perhaps a Day

;

And may be, on Submiffion, longer.

T'heod. Nay, Martelly you mult be patient.

Mart. 1 am yours.

And this Slave fhall be once more mine.

Thier. Sit all 5

One Health, and fo to Bed, for I too long

Defer my choicefl Delicates.

Brun. Which if Poifon

Have any Power, thou flialt like Tantalus

Behold and never tafte. Be careful.

Lee. Fear not

Briin. Though it be rare in our Sex, yet for once

I will begin a Health.

(26) ——— there'' s my Cage, pray you hear.

Let me redeem my Credit, \ Mr. Syt;ip/ott concurr'd with me ia

reftoring the true Reading,

praf you here

Let me redeem my Credit.

Vor Protaldye knew he might fafely ask what could not be granted, to

fight in the Court as Brunhalt had before hinted to him. Upon
looking in the old Quartos, 1 found our Reading confirm'd.

K 4 'ithier.
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^'hier. Let it come freely.

Brun. Lecure^ the Cup -, here to the Son we hope

This Night (hall be an Embrion.

Ihier. You have nam'd

A BlefTing that I moft dtfn'd, I pledge youj

Give me a larger Cup, that is too little

(27) Unto fo great a Good.

Brun. Nay, then you wrong me,

Follow me as I began.

*Thier. Well as you pleafe.

Brun. Is't done ?

Lee, Unto your Wifh I warrant you,

For this Night I durft truft him with my Mother.

1'hier. So, 'tis gone round : Lights.

Brun. Pray you ufe my Service.

Ord. 'Tis that which I Ihall ever owe you, Madam,
And muft have none from you j pray pardon me.

I'hier. Good re ll to all.

(28) Tkeod. And to you pleafant Labour.

Martell, your Company, Madam, good night.

[^Exeunt all hut Brunhalt, Protal. Lecure, Bawdher.

Brun. Nay, you have caufe to blufh, but I will hide it»

And what's more, I forgive youj is't not Pity

That thou that art the fir ft to enter Combat

(27) Unto fo great a God ] We all three agree in reading Good for

God; and J believe it will appear felf-evident tho' the Corruption ran

thro' all the former Editions.

(28) Theod. And to yovix plea/ant Labour

.

Mart. Tour Company, Madam, good Night."} As this is fpoke

at bidding farewel, and not by way of Toaft, it was evident to me
at firli fight chat we Ihould read,

And to you pLafan' Labour.

And the old Quartos cor firm'd it. But the fecond Line has a much
greater Corruption, which all the Editions concurr'd in. Who does

Martel/ ipezk to for his or their Company? Not furely to his King
^heodoret, but Iheodorit to him. The Miftake aroie from the Prin-

ter's {ee'iag Mayte// &t i he beginning of the Line, which made him
think him trie Speaker of it. As to the Meafure tho' Hemiftichs are fo

common, that a Deficiency in any Line cannot be produced as a cer-

tain Evidence of a Corruption; yet it is always a corroborating Cirr

cumftance. I therefore read,

Theod. Good reft to alL Theod. And toyou pleafant LaboJ4r.

Martell, Tour Company, Madam, good Night.

With
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With any Woman, and what's more, o'ercome her.

In which (he is beft pleased, fhould be fo fearful

To meet a Man.
Prot. Why would you have me lofe

That Blood that's dedicated to your Service,

In any other Quarrel ?

Brun. No, refcrve it.

As I will fludy to preferve thy Credit

:

You, Sirrah, be't your Care to find out one

That's poor, though valiant, that at any Rate

Will, to redeem my Servant's Reputation,

Receive a publick Baffling.

Bawd. Would your Highnefs

Were pleas'd to inform me better of your Purpofe.

Brun. Why one. Sir, that would thus be box*d

Or kick'd ;

D'you apprehend me now ? Bawd, I feel you. Madam,
The Man that fhall receive this from my Lord,

Shall have a thoufand Crowns.

Brun. He ihall.

Bawd. Btfides

His Day of Baftinadoing pad o'er.

He (hall not lofe your Grace, nor your good Favour?
Brun. That fhall make way to it.

Bawd. It mult be a Man
Of Credit in the Court, that is to be

The Foil unto your Valour.

Prot. True, it fliould.

Bawd. And if he have place there, 'tis not the vvorfc.

Brun. *Tis much the better.

Bawd. If he be a Lord,

*Twill be the greater Grace.

Brun. Thou 'rt in the right.

Bawd. Why then behold that valiant Man and Lord,
That for your fake will take a cudgeling :

For be alTur'd, when it is fpread abroad

That you have dealt with me, they'll give you out

For one of the nine Worthies.

Brun. Out you Pandar,

Why, to beat thee is only Exercife

For
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For fuch as do affed it ; lofe not time

In vain Replies, but do it. Come my Solace

Let us to Bed, and our Defires once quench'd

We'll there determine of 7'beodoret's Death,

For he's the Engine us*d to ruin us ;

Yet one Word more, Lecure, art thou affur'd

The Potion will work ?

Lee. My Life upon it.

Brun. (29) Come my Protaldye^ thou then glut me
with

Thofe bell Delights of Man, that are deny'd

To her that does expeft them, being a Bride. {^Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Enter Thierry and Ordella, as from Bed.

S^zVr.OiLJre I have drunk (50) the Blood of Elephants*

)5 The Tears of Mandrakes, and the Marble Dew>
Mixt in my Draught, have quench*d my natural Heat,

Arx\ left no fpark of Fire, but in mine Eyes,

With which I may behold my Miferies:

Ye vv retched Flames which play upon my Sight,

Turn inward, make me all one Piece, though Earth.

My Pears fhall overwhelm you elfe too.

Ord. What moves my Lord to this flrange Sadnefs ?

If any late dilcerned Want in me
Give Caufe to your Repentance, Care and Duty
Shall find a painful way to recompence.

Thier. Are you yet frozen Veins, feel you a Breath,

Whofe temperate Heat would make the North Star reef.

Her ley Pillars thaw'd, and don't you melt?

(29) Come myVrotitMyz, then glut me nvithi Votmer llA\iiQnt.

(3c) the Blood of Elephants;'] Both Mr. Theobald znd Mr.
SyTKpfon obferved that this Property ot Elephants Blood is mention'd
by Pliny.

Draw
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Draw nearer, yet nearer.

That from thy barren Kifs thou may'ft confefs

I have not Heat enough to make a Blufli.

Ord. Speak nearer to myUnderftanding, h'ke a Husband.
I'hier. How fhould he fpeak the Language of a Husband,

Who wants the Tongue and Organs of his Voice ?

Ord. It is a Phrafe will part with the fame Eafc

From you, with that you now deliver.

1'hier. Bind not his Ears up with fo dull a Charm,

Who hath no other Senfe left open; why Ihouid thy

Words
Find more reftraint than thy free fpeaking A6tions,

Thyclofe Embraces, and thy Midnight Sighs,

The filent Orators to flow Defire.

Ord. Strive not to win Content from Ignorance,

Which muft be loft in Knowledge; Heav'n can wirnefs

My fartheft hope of Good rcach*d at your Pieafure,

Which feeing alone may in your Look be read ;

Add not a doubtful Comment to a Text
That in itfelf is diredl and cafie.

1'hier. Oh thou haft drunk the Juice of Hemlock too.

Or did upbraided Nature make this Pair

To fhew (he had not quite forgot her firft

Juftly prais'd Workmanfliip, the firft chaft Couple,

Before the want of Joy, taught guilty Sight

A way through Shame and Sorrow to delight

;

Say, may we mix, as in their Innocence

When Turtles kift to confirm Happinefs,

Not to beget it.

Ord. 1 know no bar.

^hier. Should I believe thee, yet thy Pulfc beats Wo-
man,

And fays the Name of Wife did promife thee

The bleft Reward of Duty to thy Mother,

Who gave fo often Witnefs of her Joy,
When (he did boaft thy Likenefs to her Husband.

Ord. 'Tis true that to bring forth a Second to your-
felf

Was only worthy of my Virgin Lofs j

And
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(3 1 J And fliould I prize you lefs unpattern'd, Sir,

Than being exemplify'd ? Is*t not more Honour
To be pofftffTor of unequal! 'd Virtue,

Than what is parallel'd ; give me Belief,

The Name of Mother knows no way of good.

More than the End in me; who weds for Lull

Is oft a Widow: When I marry'd you,

I loft the Name of Maid, to gain a Title

Above the Wifh of Change, which that part can

Only maintain, is ftill the fame in Man,
His Virtue and his calm Society,

Which no gray Hairs can threaten to diflblve.

Nor Wrinkles bury.

1'hier. Connne thyfelf to Silence, left thou take

That part of Rcafon from me', is only left

To give perfwafion to me Tm a Man ;

Or fay thou'ft never feen the Rivers hafte

^With gladfome fpeed, to meet the am*rous Sea.

Ord. V/e*re but to praife the Coolnefs of their Streams.

^bier. Nor viewed the Kids, taught by their luftful

Fires,

Purfuc each other through the wanton Lawns,
And lik'd the Sport,

Ord. As it made way unto their envy'd Reft

With weary Knots binding their harmlefs Eyes.

'Thier. Nor do you know the Reafon why the Dove,
One of the Fair your Hands wont hourly feed.

So often dipt and kift her happy Mate.

Ord. UnJefs it were to welcome his wilh'd Sight,

Whofe abfence only gave her mourning Voice.

T^hier. And you could, Dove-like, to a fingle Object
Bind your loofe Spirits to one, nay, fuch a one
Whom only Eyes and Ears muft flatter good,

^3 1
J AndJhould 1 -prize you lefs, uitpattern'd Sir,

Than being exemplify^d ? ] A trifling Ccmma here had
fome time put me into a wrong Track : Were the old Pointing to ftand,

we mult read,

being unexemplify'd '

but the removal of the Comma gives this Senfe more clearly.

AndJhoiild 1 prl%i you lefs unpattern'd. Sir,

i. e. being unpattern'd, than being exemplify'd ?

Your
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Your furer Senfe made ufelefs, (32) nay myfelf

As in my all of good, already known.
Ord. Let Proof plead for me ; let me be mew'd up

Where never Eye may reach me, but your own.
And when I fhall repent, but in my Looks, if figh.

Thier. Or (hed a Tear that's warm.
Ord. But in your Sadnefs.

Thier. Or when you hear the Birds call for their Mates,
Ask if it be St. Valentine^ their coupling Day.

Ord. If any thing may make a Thought fufpeded
Of knowing any Happinefs but you,

Divorce me, by the Title of MoftFalfehood.
^hier. Oh, who would know a Wife, that might have

fuch a Friend

;

Pofterity henceforth lofe the Name of Blefling,

^ZZ) ^"^^ \^'3lnz th' Earth uninhabited to people Heav'n.^

Enter Theodoret, Brunhult, Martell, ^;/i^ Protaldye.

Mart. AH Happinefs to Thierry and Ordella.

Thier. *Tis a Defire but borrowed from me, (34) my
Happinefs

Shall be the Period of all good Mens Wiflies,

Which Friends, nay dying Fathers fliall bequeath,

And in my One give all : Is there a Duty
Belongs to any Power of mine, or Love
To any Virtue I have right to ? Here, place it here,

(32) and myfelf^ nay] Former Editions.

(33) And lea'vt the Earth inhabited to people Hea'v'n.'] A Virgin

Stace refembles tliat of the Angels, and may be a good means to pave

the way to it, but it would not leave the Earth inhabited but the Re-

verfe, I therefore read, uninhabited.

(34) fny Happinefs

Shall be the Periodof all good Mens Wijhes^

Which Friends, nay dying Fathers Jhall bequeath.

And in my own gi've all: ] The change of a Monofy liable

here, hadturn'd a very beautiful Sentiment into very bad Englifh. My
onxjn is unneceiTary, mine being the proper Pronoun, but that not fuiting

the Meafure, I conjeflur'd, my one, i. e. in my fingle Happinefs give

all Happinefs whatever. Upon tracing the Editions backward to the

Fountain-head, I found that oivn was only the Corruption of the

two laft Editions, and that the two old Quartos coufum'd the Con-
jecture.

Ordella\
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Ordella's Name fhall only bear Command,
Rule, Title, Sovereignty.

Brun. What Paflion fways my Son ?

1'bier. Oh Mother, Ihe has doubled every good
The Travail of your Blood made poflible

To my glad being.

ProL Hd fhould have done

Little unto her, he is fo light-hearted.

(35) ^hier. My Brother, Friends, if Honour unto

Shame,
If Wealth to want inlarge the prefent Senfe,

My Joy's unbounded, 'Head of queftioning.

Let it be Envy not to bring a Prefent

To the high offering of our Mirth -, Banquets, and Mafques
Keep waking our Delights, mocking Night's malice,

Whofe dark Brow would fright Pleafure from's.

Our Court

Be but one Stage of Revels, and each Eye
The Scene where our Content moves. ^beod.

(35) Thier. Brother, Friends, ifHonour unto Shame,

If Wealth to 'vcant inlarge the prefent Senfe,

My Joyszxe. unbounded, inJieadofQ^e^Cxoxi.

Let it be Envy, not bring a Prejent

To the high offering of our Mirth, Banquets, and Mafques i

Keeping 'waking our Delight, mocking Night''s malice

Whofe dark Bro-ju ijuouldfright Pleafure from us.

Our Court be but one Stage of Reijels, and each ye
The Scene luhere our Content meves-l In this very mangled

fiate with regard to Meafure and Senfe has this Paffage pafs'd thro' all

the Editions: In the iirft place what is

injiead of ^ejiion
In the next place

Let it be En<vy ?

Are Batiq-.iets ar.d A/Ia(ques the Prefents that were to be ofFer'd by his

Friends and Courtiers ? In the laft Line but one, what is each ye ? In
the Correaion of this lalt Mr. Sympfon concurr'd with me, and I hope
the other Changes which have appear'd neceffai y, will be thought b/
the Reader to have been probably the original Text. I read.

My Brother, Friends, if Honour unto Shame,
Jf Wealth to Want inlarge the prefent Senfe,

My Joy's unbounded j ""Jiead of queftioning,

Let it be Envy not to bring a Prejent
To the high Offering of our Mirth ; Banquets andMafques
Keep leaking our Delights, mocking Night''s malice,

Whofe
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VCheod. There Ihall want

Nothing t'exprefs our Ihares in your Delight, Sir.

Mart. 'Till now I ne'er repented the Eftate

Of Widower.
Th'ier. Mufick, why art thou fo flow-

Voiced ? it ftays thy Prefence my Ordella,

This Chamber is a Sphere too narrow f *r thy

All-moving Virtue. Make way, free way, I fay j

"Who muft alone her Sexes want fupply,

Had need to have a Room both large and high.

Mart. This PafTion's above utterance.

Theod. Nay, credulity.

{Exe. all hut Thierry aJid Brunhalt.

Brun. Why Son what mean you, are you a Man ?

Thier. No, Mother, I'm no Man;
"Were I a Man, how could I be thus happy ?

Brun. How can a Wife be Author of this Joy then?

*Thier. That being no Man, I'm married to no Woman j

The bed of Men in full Ability

Can only hope to fatisfie a Wife,

And for that Hope's ridiculous ; I in my want

And fuch defedlive Poverty, that to her Bed

From my firft Cradle brought no ftrength but thought,

Have met a Temperance beyond hers that rockt me,
NecefTity being her Bar ; whereas this

Is fo much fenfelefs o*my deprived Fire,

She knows it not a Lofs by her Dcfire.

Brun. It is beyond my Admiration.

^hier. Beyond your Sex*s Faith,

The unripe Virgins of our Age to hear't

Will dream themfelves to Women, and convert

Th' Example to a Miracle.

Brun. Alas, 'tis your Defeft moves my Amazement,
But what ill can befeparate from Ambition?
Cruel Theodoret.

1'hicr, W^iat of my Brother ?

Whofe dark Bronu 'wouldfright Pleafure /ram's ; our Court
Be but one Stage of Re'vels, and each Eye
The Scene ivhere our Content monjes.

Brun,
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Brun. That to his Name your Barrennefs adds Rule %

Who loving the efFe6l, would not be ftrange

In favouring theCaufe •, look on the Profit,

And Gain will quickly point the mifchief out.

Thier. Ihe Name ot~ Father, to what I pofTefs,

Is fhame and care.

Brun. Were we be^ot to fmgle Happinefs

I grant you j but from luch a Wife, fuch Virtue,

To get an Heir, what Hermit would not find

Deferving Argument to break his Vow,
Even in his Age of Chaltity ?

Thier. You teach a deaf Man Language.

Brun. The Caufe found out the Malady may ceafe.

Have you heard of one Leforte ?

Thier. A learn'd Aftronomer, and great Magician,

Who lives hard by retir*d.

Brun. Repair to him, with the juft Hour and Place

Of your Nativity \ Fools are^amaz'd at Fate,

{0^6] Griefs but conceal'd are never defperate.

Thier. You've timely waken'd me, nor fhall I fleep

Without the fatisfadion of his Art. \_Exit Thier.

Enter Lecure.

Brun. Wifdom prepares you to't. Lecure^ met happily.

Lee. The Ground anfwers your Purpofe, the conve-

nience

Being fecure and eafie, falling juft

Behind the State fet for Theodoret.

Brun. 'Tis well, your Truft invites you to a fecond

Charge

;

You know Leforteh Cell ?

Lee. Who conftellated your fair Birth.

Brun. Enough, I fee thou know'ft him, where is

Bawdher ?

Lee. I left him careful of the Projed caft

To raife Proialdje's Credit.

(•^S) Griefs but conceal'd are never de/perate."] But conceaPd
i. e. but ivhen conceaVd or hut by being comeuld. It is a very un-
common ufe of the Particle But.

Brun,
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Brun. A Sore that mud be plaifter'd ; in whofe Wound
Others fhall find their Graves, think themfelves found ;

Your Ear, and quickeft Apprehenfion. [Exeunt,

Enter Bawdher and a Servant.

Bawd. This Man of War 'II advance.

Lee. His Hour's

Upon the Stroke. Bawd. Pray wind him back, as you
Favour my Ears, (37) I will have no Noife

I'my Head, my Brains have hitherto been imploy'd

In fiient bufinefs.

Enter Vitry.

Lee. The Gentleman's

Within your Reach, Sir. [^Exif,

Bawd. Give ground, whilft I drill

My Wits to the Encounter.

Vttryy I take it.

Fit. All that's left of him.

Bawd. Is there another Parcel of you,

If't be at pawn 1 gladly will redeem it.

To make you wholly mine. Fitry. You ieek too hard

A Pennyworth. Bawd. (38J You do ill to keep

Such dillance ; your Parts have been long known to mc.
However you pleafe to forget Acquaintance.

Fitry. I muft confefs I have been fubje61: to

Lewd Company.
Bawd. Thanks for your good Remembrance.

You've been a Soldier, Fitry^ and borne Arms.
Fitry. A Couple of unprofitable ones, that

(37) ^ '^<*'^' "* Not/e'\ The Meafure was all confus'd hertf^

and thro' the whole Scene. The Particle ivi/t inferted, compleats this

Verfe, and is equally neceffary to the Senfe. I have added the Verb
Pray in the former Line for the fake of Meafure only, and this is all

the Alrcration made for that purpofe befides the proper Arrangement
of the Line^.

(38) > Tou too ill—] i. e. You too ill a Pennyworth to keep
fuch Diilance. This is very ftifF and fcarcely Senfe. I read, Tou do
///, the two old ^artos read, Tou to ;//, and too is only the wrong
Conjcfture of the two late Editions. Mr. Sympfon concurr'd in the

Corredion.

Vol. X. L Hav»
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Have only ferv'd to get me a Stomach to

My Dinner.

Bawd. Much good may it do you, Sir.

Vitry. You fhould

Have heard me fay I'd din*d firft, I have built

On an unwholfom Ground, rais'd up a Houfe,

Before 1 knew a Tenant, (39) march'd to meet Wearinefs,

(40) Fought to find Want and Hunger.

Bawd. It is time you

Put up your Sword, and run away for Meat, Sir,

Nay, and if I had not withdrawn ere now,

(41) I might have kept Faft with you: But fince

The way to thrive is never late, what is

The nearcft Courfe to Profit, think you ?

Vitry. *T may be

Your Worfhip will fay Bawdry.

Bawd, True Senfe, Bawdry.

Vitry. Why, is there five kinds of 'em, I ne'er knew
But one Bawd. V\\ fhew you a new way
Of Proftitution, fall back, further yet.

Further, there's fifty Crowns ; do but as much to

Protaldye the Queen's Favourite, they are doubled.

Vitry But thus much.

Bawd. Give him but an Affront as

He comes to th' Prefence, and i* his Drawing make way,

Like a true Bawd t'his Valour, th' Sum's thy own i

If y' take a Scratch in the Arm or fo, each Drop
Oi Blood weighs down a Ducket. Vitry. After that rate,

I and my Friends would beggar the whole Kingdom.
Sir, you have made me bluQi to fee my want,

Whofe Cure is fuch a cheap and eafy Purchafe,

This is Male-bawdry belike.

(39) match t to meet iKearinefs^ Matcht inftead of march''d*

has run through all the Editions. The Emendation occur'd to Mr.
Sympfon as well as myfelf.

(4c) Sought to find Want and Hunger.
'\ Th.d' fought to find feem'd

a proper Antithelis, yet Vitry had done morej he \i2A fought to find
Want. Upon turning to the old ^artos I found my Sufpicion con-
firm'd.

(41) / might have kept tliee ; fafi nxiith ^p»;-—} Former Editions.

Mr. Sympfon concurr'd in the Correction.

Enter
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Enter Protaldye, a Lady^ and Revellers,

Bawd. See,

You (hall not be long earning of your Wages,
Your Work's before your Eyes. ntry. Leave it to my
Handling, I'll fall upon ic inftantly.

Bawd. What an Opinion will the managing
Of this Affair bring to my Wifdom ? my Invention

Tickles with Apprehenfion on*t. Prot. Thefe arc

The Joys of Marriage, Lady, whofe Sights are

Able t'diffolve Virginity. Speak freely.

Do you not envy th' Bride's Felicity ?

Lady. How Ihould I, being Partner oft?
Pro. What you

Enjoy is but the Banquet's View, the Tafte

Stands from your Palate -, if h' impart by Day
So much of his Content, think what Night gave ?

Vitry. Will y' have a Relifh of Wit, Lady ?

Bawd. This is the Man.
Lady. If *t be not dear. Sir.

Vitry. If you atte<5l Cheapnefs,

How can you prize this fullied Ware fo much?
Mine's frefh, my own, not retailed. Pro. You
Are (aucy, Sirrah. Fitry. The fitter to be in

The Difh with fuch dry Stockfifh as you are

;

How, ftrike.'* Biwd. Remember the Condition, as

You look for Payment. Vilry. That Box was kf: out

O' th' Bargain. Prot. Help, help, help.

Bawd. Plague of

The Scriveners running Hand, what a Blow's this to

My Reputation?

Enter Thierry, Theodoret, Brunhait, Ordella, Mera-
berge, and Martdl.

Thier. What Villain dares this Outrage?

Vitry. Hear m.e. Sir,

This Creature hir'd me wi' fifty Crowns in Hand,
To let Protaldye have the better of me
At fingle Rapier on a made Quarrel •, he

Miftaking th' Weapon, lays me over the Chops
L 2 W-ti
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With his Club-fift, for which 1 was bold to teach him
The Art of Memory.

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.

^heod. Your General, Mother, will diiplay himfelf

'Spight of our Peace, 1 fee.

^bier. Forbear thefe civil Jars j fie, fie, Prolaldye,

So open in your Projeds ^. Avoid our Prefence, Sirrah.

Vitty. Willingly i if you have any more

Wages to earn, you fee I can take pains.

'Iheod. There's fomewhat for thy Labour,

More than was promis'd ; ha, ha, ha.

Bawd. Where could I wilh myfelf now.? in the JJIe of

DogSy

So I might but efcape fcratching, for I fee

By her Cats Eyes I (hall be clawed fearfully.

1'bier. We'll hear no more on't, [Soft Mufick,

Mufick drown all Sadnefs ;

Command the Revellers in, at what a rate I

Purchafe my Mother's Abfence, to give my Spleen

Full Liberty.

Brun. Speak not a Thought's Delay, it names thy Ruin.

Prot. I thought my Life had borne more Value with you.

Brim. Thy Lofs carries mine with't, let that fecure thee.

The Vault is ready, and the Door conveys to't

Falls juft behind his Chair, the blow once given.

Thou art unfeen.

Prot. I cannot feel more than I fear, Pm fure.

{JVithdraws,

Brun. Be gone, and let them laugh their own De-
ftruflion.

'tbier. You'll add unto her Rage.

rheod. *Foot, I (hall burft,

Unlefs I vent myfelf; ha, ha, ha.

Brun. (42) Me, Sir.? you never could

Have found a time t'invite more willingnefs

In my difpofe to Pleafure.

(42) Me, Sir, you never couW] Mr. Sympfon would read, See, Sir,

But I believe the Point only wants to be chang'd. One of the Maskers

addrefles her, as another does Memberge, and ihe pretends to be in high

good Humour.

Memh,
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Alemb. Would you would pleafe to make forne other

Choice.

Revel. ' Tis a Difgrace would dwell upon me. Lady,

Should you refufe.

Memb.Yom Reafon conquers; my Grand mother's Looks
Have turn'd all Air to Earth in me, they fic

Upon my Heart like Night-charms, black and he^avy.

[They dance,

iTjier. You're too much Libertine.

Theod. The Fortune of the Fool perfuades my Laughter

More than his Cowardife ; was ever Rat
Ta'en by the Tail thus? ha, ha, ha.

Thier. Forbear, 1 fay.

Prot. No Eye looks this way, I will wink and ftrike.

Left 1 betray myfelf. [Behind the StateJl.ibs Theodoret.

Theod Ha, did you not fee one near me ?

Thur. How near you, why do you look fo pale. Brother ?

Treafon, Trealon.

Memb. Oh my Prefage ! Father.

Ord. Brother.

Mart. Prince, noble Prince.

Thier. Make the Gates fure, fearch into every Angle
And Corner of the Court, oh my Shame! Mother,

Your Son is flain, Toeodoret^ noble Theodoret^

Here in my Arms, too weak a San(5tuary

'Gainft Treachery and Murder ; fay, is the Traitor taken?

I Guard. No Man hath pall the Chamber on my Life,

Sir.

Th'ier. Set prefent Fire unto the Place, that all unfeen

May perifh in this Mifchief; who moves flow to't

Shall add unto the Flame.

Brim. What mean you ? give me your private Hearing,

Thier. Pcrfijafion is a Partner in the Crime,

I will renounce my Claim unto a Mother,

If you make offer on*t.

Brun. Ere a Torch can take Flame,

I will produce the Author of the Fadl.

Thier. Withdraw but for your Lights.

Mcmb, Oh my too true Sufpicion.

\_Exeunt Martell W M mberge,

w L 3
T'hicr,
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'thier. Speak, where*s the Engine to this horrid AA ?

Brnn. Here you behold her ; upon whom make good
Your cauflefs Rage j the Deed was done by my
Incitement, and not yet repented. Thier. Whither
Did Nature ftart, when you conceiv*d a Birth

So much unHke Woman? fay, what part

Did not confent to make a Son of him,

Rcferv'd icfelf within you to his Ruin,

Brun. Ha, ha, a Son of mine! do not difTever

Thy Father's Duft, (43) fhaking his quiet Urn,

To which thy Breath would fend fo foul an Ilfue.

My Son! thy Brother!

^hier. Was not I'heodoret

My Brother, or is thy Tongue confederate with

Thy Heart, to fpeak and do only things monftrous?

Brim. Hear me, and thou fhalt make thine own Belief:

Thy ftill-with-forrow-mention'd Father liv'd

Three careful Years, in hope of wiflied Heirs,

When I conceiv'd, being from his jealous Fear

Injoin'd to quiet home, one fatal Day ;

Tranfported with my Picafure to the Chafe,

I forc'd Command, and in purfuit of Game
Fell from my Horie, loft both my Child and Hopes.
Defpair, which only in his Love faw Life

Worthy of being, from a Gardner's Arms
Snarch'd this unhappy Brar, and call'd it mine,

Wiien the next Year repaid my Lofs with thee :

But in thy Wrongs prcferv'd my Mifery,

Which that I might diminill), tho' not end.

My Sighs and wet Eyes from thy Father's WiiJ,

Bequeath this largeft part of his Dominions
Of Franee unto thee, and only left Auflracia

(43) fl^aking his quiet VrJiy

To 'iihich my Breath f.'Oiild fen/ifo foul nn JJfus ^\ This, to me
at lead, is obfcure. Her Breath had lent Theodoret co the Gjave, but
fh.e would not fay that fhe would fend him to theUfn of her Plusbatul.

J believe jny is a faile Print, and read,

To 'which thy Breath nuouidfendfofoul an Iffut.

i. e. Do not difturb thy Father's Duit by afcribing to him (o foul an
lllae. I have Mr Sy/npfstt\ Concurrence in this Emendation,

Unco
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Unto that Changeling, vvhofe Life affords

Too much of iJJ *gainft me to prove my Words,

And call him Stranger.

Thicr. Come, do not weep, I mud, nay do believe you.

And in my Father's Satisfadlion count it

Merit, not Wrong, or Lofs.

Brun. You do but flatter.

There's Anger yet flames in your Eyes. ^hier. See, I

Will quench it, and confefs that you have fufi'er'd

A double lYavail for me. Brun. You will not

Fire the Houfe then ?

'Thier. Rather reward the Author who gave Caufe

Of knowing fuch a Secret, my Oath and Duty
Shall be aflbrance on'c.

Brun. Protaldye^ rife

Good faithful Servant. Hcav'n knows how hardly he

Was drawn to this Attempt.

* Enter Protaldye.

(44) 'j:h'ur. Protaldye ? (He had

A Gard'ner's Fate I'll fwear, to fall by thy Hand,) IJfide.

Sir, we do owe unto you for this Service.

Brun. Why look'It thou fo dejedled ?

(44) Thier. Protaldye? he had a Gard'ner''s Face Vllfvoear ;

Tell by thy Hand, Sir, ive do oice unto you for this Ser'vice.]

The fecond Line is neither Senfe nor Mv-'afure. and the lirll differs from
the two old ^artos, which read, Gard'vers Fate, which is gord Senfe.

He had the Fateof a Gardener when he dy'd by fuch a Coward't Hand.
Tho' he began to like the Deed, he ftill retains a fecret Contenipt of
the Inllrument; and this therefore fliould be i'pokc ajtde. And this,

together with the true Adjultmcnt of the Meafure, will lead us to a
very probible Conjecture how to rcllore the next Words,

Tell hy thy Hand,

I fuppofe the TranCcriber to have accidenrally contraftcd To full into

tall, and this making no Senfe, the firlt Printers, by way of Correc-
tion, read 'Tell, which feem'd to make fomething that approach'd to a
Meaning, juft as the later Printers alier'd fate to face. I icad
therefore,

Protaldye ? [He had

A Ga'd'ners Fate VllfiKtar^ tofall hy thy Hand,) [Afidc.

L 4 Enter
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Enter Martell.

Prot. I want a little

Shift, Lady, nothing elfe. Mart. The Fires are ready,

Pleale it your Grace withdraw, whilft we perform

Your Pleafure. Thier. Rcferve them for the Body ; fince

He had the Fate to live and die a Prince,

He fliall not lofe the Title in his Funeral. [Exit,

Mart. His Fate to live a Prince! Thou old Impiety,

Made up by Luft and Mifchief, Take up the Body.

[Exeunt with the Body of Theodoret.

Enter Lecure and a Servant.

Lee. Doft think Leforte^^ fure enough ? Serv. As Bonds

Can make him, I have turn*d his Eyes to th' Eaft,

And left him gaping after the Morning Star 5

His Head is a mere Allrolobe, his Eyes

Stand for the Poles, the Gag in his iVlouth being

The Coachman, his fiveTeeth have th* near'ft Refemblance

To Chariest Wain. Lee. Thou hafl: caft a Figure then

Which fhalJ raife thee, direfl my Hair a little i

And in my Likenefs to him read a Fortune

Suiting thy largeft Hopes.

Serv. You are fo far 'bove Likenefs, you're the fame.

If you love Mirth, perfuade him from himfeif.

It is but an Aftronomer out of the way.

And Lying will bear the better Place for't. Lee. I

Have profitabler Ufe in hand ; hafte to

The Qyeen, and tell her how you left me chang'd,

[Exit Servant.

Who would not ferve this virtuous aflive Queen }

She that loves Mifchief 'bove the Man that does it.

And him above her Pleafure, yet knows no Heav'n elfe.

Enter Thierry,

^hier. (45) How well this Lonenefs fuits the Art I feek,

Difcovering fecret and fucceeding Fate,

(4O Hoixj tvell this hoan fuits the Art Ifeek,"] Both the Senfe and
Meafure direfted us all to read Lonenefs, i. e. Solitarir.efs. The old

^ar{os confirm the Truth of it.

JCnowledge
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Knowledge that puts all lower Happinefs on,

With a remifs and carelefs Hand.

Fair Peace unto your Meditations, Father.

Lee. The fame to you, you bring. Sir.

• 'Th'ier. Drawn by your much-fam'd Skill, I come to

know
Whether the Man (46; who owes this Charafter

Shall e'er have Iffue.

Lee. A Refolution falling with mod eafe

Of any Doubt you could have nam*d ; He's a Prince

Whofe Fortune you enquire.

Thier. He*s nobly born.

hec. He had a Dukedom lately fall'n unto him

By one, call'd Brother, who has left a Daughter.

'Thier. The Queftion is of Heirs, not Lands.

hec. Heirs, yes;

He fhall have Heirs, ^h'ler. Begotten of his Body?
Why look*ft thou pale.?

Thou canft not fuffer in his want.

Lee. Nor thou,

I neither can nor will give farther Knowledge
To thee. Thier. Thou muft, I am the Man myfelf.

Thy Sovereign, who muft owe unto thy Wifdom
In the concealing of my barren Shame.

Lee. Your Grace doth wrong your Stars j if this be

yours,

• You may have Children.

Tthier. Speak it again.

Lee. You may have fruitful I flue.

Ihier. By whom? when? how?
Lee. It was the fatal Means firft ftruck my Blood

With the cold hand of Wonder, when I read it

Printed upon your Birth.

IhUr. Can there be any way unfmooth, has end

{46) ^who owes this Charaner'\ i. e. who owns, a Word
often mention'd before as common to all the old Englijh Writers ; as

in the old Editions of the Bible, T^he Man tvho owcth this Girdle. The
Chara6^er is the Calculation of his Nativity, which his Mother ad-
vjs'd him to lay before Leforte. The Word Refolution, in Lecurt'i
Anfwer to thij, fignifics the fame with Solution.

So
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So fair and good ?

Lee. (47) We that behold the fad Afpedsof Heav'n.
Leading Senfe-blinded Men, feel Griefenough

To know, tho* not to fpeak their Miferies.

I^hier. (48) Sorrow muft lofe a name, where mine finds

Life;

If not in thee, 't leaft eafe my Pain with fpeed,

"Which muft know no Cure elfe.

hec. Then thus,

The firft of Females which your Eye fhall meet
Before the Sun next rife, coming from out

The Temple of Diariy being flain, you live

Father of many Sons.

^h'ler. Call'ft thou this Sadnefs ? Can I beget a Son
Deferving lefs, than to give Recompence
Unto fo poor a lofs ? What e'er thou art,

Reft peaceable, bleft Creature, born to be

(47) We that behold the fad AfpeQs of Hea'v'n,

Leading Senfe blinded. Men feel Grief enough

To know, tho" not tofpeak their Miferies.'] This, fays Mr. Sj/mp-

foHy is one of the many Places where there are great Hiatus's left in

the prin'ed Cpies. I believe he is miftaken. The Play has been printed

very incoiedtiy with regard to Meafure and Points; the former I hope
the Reader will find pretty generally reftor'd, and the Change of a
Comma, and the Infeition of a Hyphen, are all that is neceffary to the

Cure of this PafTage. Lecure is pretending great Ccmpaffion, and fays

that we that are learned in the fad Afpefts of Heaven, which lead Men
Senfe-blirided to their Fate, have Grief enough to know and not to

declare the Miferies of Men. I read therefore,

We that behold the fad Afpe£is of Heanjen,

Leading Senfe-blinded Men, feel Grief enough

To kno'-uj, tho^ not to fpeak their Miferies.

(48) Sorrtnu tnujl lofe a Name, luhere jnine finds Life\

If not in thee, at leaf eafe Pain luith fpeed,^ This feems ob-

fcure, the firft is a very poetic Sentiment,

Sorroiv mufl lofe a Name,————
i. e. Lofe its being where mine, /. e. my Name finds Life by my
gaining Heirs to it. Then he anfwers what Lecure had before faid of

his Grief in the Foreknowledge of the Means of gaining him Heirs ;

If, fays he, you cannot eafe your own Grief, at leaft eale mine. The
Relative my inferted, gives this Senfe, and it being common in our

Poets to cut off the initial or final Vowel of one Word, when the follow-

ing or former begins or ends with anothes Vowel. The Infertion will

not alter the Meafure, the a in at being here cut ofF.

Mother
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Mother of Princes, whofe Grave fiiall be more fruitful

Than others Marriage Beds. Methinks his Art

Should give her Form and happy Figure to me,

I long to fee my Happinefs ; he's gone.

As 1 remember, he nam*d my Brother's Daughter,

Were it my Mother, *cwere a gainful Death

Could give Ordella'% Virtue living Breath. [Exeunf,

A C T IV. S C E N E I.

Enler Thierry aiid Martcll.

Mari.'XTOur Grace is early ftirring.

j[ Thier. How can he fleep,

Whofe Happinefs is laid up in an Hour
He knows comes ftealing tow*rds him ? Oh Alartell!

Is't poflible the longing Bride, whofe Wifhes

Out-run her Fears, (49) can that Day flie is married

Confume in Slumbers!* or his Arms rull in eafe,

That hears the Charge, and fees the honour'd Purchafe

Ready to gild his Valour? Mine is more

A Power above thcfe Paflions ; this Day France^

{France that in want of Iflue withers with us.

And like an aged River runs his Head
Into forgotten Ways.) again I ranfome.

And his fair Courfe turn right: (50) This Day Thierry,

The Son of France^ whofe manly Powers likePrifoners

Have been ty'd up, and fetter'd, by one Death

Gives
(49) ^°" °" *^^^ Dayjhe is married

Confume in Slumbers, ] Former Editions.

(5c) Tlt/i Day Thierry,

The Son 0/ France, <whofe manly Po^'ers Hie Prifoners
Ha've been ty'd up, ] That this is good Senfc is allow'd, but

that the Sun of France is much more poetical. I believe will be equally
allow'd. How long the Sun has been the Emblem of the French
King, I have no Book by me that will tell us. It was the Emblem
which Louis the Fourteenth molt delighted in, if it was of older Date
in the Arms of Frarce, ic would be a Confirmation of the Emenda*
lion here, and ftill more \o, of the cxquifite Beauty of the following

Paffage
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Gives Life to thoufand Ages j this Day Beauty

The Envy of the World, the PJeafure, Glory,

Concent above the World, Defire beyond it

Are made mine own, and ufeful.

Mart. Happy Woman
That dies to do thefe things.

Ihier. But ten times happier

That lives to do the greater ; oh Martell,

The Gods have heard me now, and thofe that fcorn'd me.
Mothers of many Children, and bleft Fathers

That fee their IlTues like the Stars unnumber'd.

Their Comforts more than them, fliall in my Praifes

Now teach their Infants Songs i (5 1 ) and tell their Ages
From fuch a Son of mine, or fuch a Queen
That chafle Ordella brings me. Blefled Marriage,

The Chain that links two holy Loves together!

And in the Marriage, more than blefs'd Ordella,

That comes fo near the Sacrament itfelf, The

Paffage of Shdhefpear in Harry the fifth, the French King defcribing

the Battle of Crejfy,

When Creffy Battle fatally luas Jiruck ;

And all our Princes capti'v'd by the Hand
Of that black Name, Edward black Prince o/" Wales

:

While that his Mountain-Sire on Mountain JIanding,

Up in the Air, cro^jjnd <iuith the golden Sun,

Saiv his Heroic Seed, andfmil'd to fee him
Mangle the Work of Nature

Were a Painter to give us this Battle in Colours, what a noble fmage
might he take from hence ? The King of more than human Stature,

and enlarg'd beyond the Urift Rules ot Perfpeftive, alofc on a Hill,

with the Sun in his Zenith darting all his Glory round his Head,

Shakejpear expreffes this in Words that exceed all Colours, Mountain
when made an Adjedlive is fomething beyond the Epithet great, vajj,

innnerfe. I (hould not have mention'd this but to fhew the Fallibility

of Criticifm, fince the greatell of the Critics on Shakefpear for Moun-
iain Sire reads Mounting Sire, and rejects the Line

Up in the Air, croiund 'with the golden Sun,

as the nonlenfical Jnfertion of feme Player. As to the Change I pro-

pofe of 5o«to Sun, I fhall not inlert it in theTexr, as the former, the'

jiot fo Poetical, may perhaps be thought full as proper, now he ij

talking of a Son to fucceed him.

(51) and tell their Ages

From fuch a Son of mine, or fuch a ^ueen,

That chafe Ordella brings me.— ] 1 ihould not have thought

tfeis to need an Explanation, but that I find Mr, Sympfon has mifs'd the



Thierry and Theodoret. 173

The Priefts doubt whether's purer!

Mart. Sir, y*re loft.

^hier. I prithee let me be fo.

Mart. The Day wears,

And thofe that have been offering early Prayers,

Are now retirins: homeward.
Ihier. Stand and mark then.

Mart. Is it the firft muft fuffer ?

'Thier. The firft Woman.
Mart. What Hand (liall do it, Sir? «

l^hier. This Hand, Martell,

For who lefs dare prefume to give the Gods
An Incenfeof this Offering?

Mart. Would 1 were ftie.

For fuch a way to die, and fuch aBlefling,

Can never crown my parting.

Enter two Men pajjlng over,

iToier. What are thofe ?

Mart. Men, Men, Sir, Men.
Tbier. The Plagues of Men light on 'em,

They crofs my Hopes like Hares. Who*s that ?

Etiter a Prieji.

Mart. A Prie/l, Sir.

y^/Vr. Would he were gelt.

Mart. May not thefe Rafcals ferve, Sir,

Well hang*d and quartered ?

Thier. No.
Mart. Here comes a Woman,

Enter Ordella veifd.

7'hier. Stand and behold her then.

Mart. 1 think a fair one.

Thier. Move not whilft I prepare her ; may her Peace,

Scnfe of it, for he fuppofes an Hiatus here neceflary to be fill'd up to

make Senfe of it, the Meaning is, Men number their y^ges by the

Reigns of their Kings and ^tens. T\i\CTxy therefore pleujes hin-.felf

twith the tiopes of Men in /Jfter-ages doing this hj/ his Ijfue fprung

from hit chafit and much-lo'v'd Ordella.

(Like
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(Like his whofe Innocence the Gods are pleasM with.

And offering at their Altars, gives his Soul

Far purer than thofe Fires) pull Heav'n upon her

;

You holy Powers, no human Spot dwell in her;

No Love of any thing, but you and Goodnefs,

Tie her to Earth ; Fear be a Stranger to her ,

And all weak Blood's Affeftions, but thy Hope,
Let her bequeath to Women : Hear me Heav n.

Give her a Spirit Mafculine, and noble.

Fit for yourfelves to ask, and me to offer.

Oh let her meet my Blow, doat on her Death 5

And as a wanton Vine bows to the Pruner,

That by his cutting off, more may increafe.

So let her fall to raife me Fruit. Hail Woman,
The happiefl, and the beft, (if the dull Will

Do notabufethy Fortune) France e*er found yet.

Ord. She's more than dull. Sir, lefs, and worfe than

Woman,
That may inherit fuch an Infinite

As you propound, a Greatncfs fo near Goodnefs,

And brings a Will to rob her.

'Thier. Tell me this then.

Was there e*er Woman yet, or may be found.

That for fair Fame, unfpotted Memory,
For Virtue's fake, and only for itfelf fake,

Has, or dare make a Story ?

Ord. Many dead. Sir,

Living I think as many.

1'bier. Say, the Kingdom
May from a Woman's Will receive a BlefRng,

The King and Kingdom, not a private Safety,

A general Bleffing, Lady.

Ord. A general Curfe

Light on her Heart, denies it.

Thier. Full of Honour

;

And fuch Examples as the former Ages
Were but dim Shadows of, and empty Figures.

Ord. You ftrangely ftir me, Sir, and were my Weak-
nefs

In any other Flefh but modeft Waman's,
You
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You fhould not ask more Queftions •, may I do it ?

^hier. You may, and which is more, you muft.

Ord. 1 joy in't,

Above a moderate Gladnefs ; Sir, you promife

I fhall be honcll.

Thner. As e'er time difcover'd.

Ord. Let it be what it may then, what it dare,

I have a Mind will hazard it.

Thier. But hark ye,

What may that Woman merit, makes this BlelTing!

Ord. Only her Duty, Sir.

T/^/Vr. 'Tis terrible.

Ord. 'Tis fo much the more noble.

^hier. 'Tis full of fearful Shadows.

Ord. So is Sleep, Sir,

Or any thing that*s meerly ours, and mortal.

We were begotten Gods elfe : but thofe Fears

Feeling but once the Fires of nobler Thoughts,

Fly, like the Shapes of Clouds we form, to nothing,

*Thier. Suppofe it Death.

Ord. I do.

Thier. And endlefs parting

With all we can call ours, with all our Sweetnefs,

With Youth, Strength, Picafure, People, Time, nay Rea-
fon :

For in the filent Grave, no Converfation,

No joyful tread of Friends, no Voice of Lovers,

No careful Father's Counfel (52) nothing's heard.

Nor nothing is, but all Oblivion,

Duft and an endlefs Darknefs ; and dare you, Woman,
Defire this Place?

Ord. 'Tis of all Sleeps the fweeteft.

Children begin it to us, llrong Men feek if,

(52) — nothings\izr&y
Nor nothing is. ] Thus all the Editions, but the Emeiwia-

tion appeared fcif- evident to all three at firft reading. I believe I (hall

have occafion to produce this Paffage in the Preface, as a noble Emu-
lation of the like Defcription of Death in Meafure for Meafure. The
whole of this Scene and all that relates to OrdtUa dekrves the Reader's
particular Attention.

And
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And Kings from Height of all their painted Gloria
Fall like fpent Exhalations, to this Centre :

And thofe are Fools that fear it, or imagine

A few unhandfome Pleafures or Life's Profits

Can recompenee this Place ; and mad that ftay it,

'Till Age blow out their Lights; or rotten Humours
Bring them difpers*d to th* Earth.

^hier. Then you can fuffer ?

Ord. As willingly as fay it.

^ier. Martell, a Wonder,

Here is a Woman that dares die. Yet tell mc.

Are you a Wife ?

Ord. I am, Sir.

7'hier. And have Children ?

{p,^) She fighs and weeps.

Ord. Oh none. Sir.

^hier. Dare you venture,

For a poor barren Praife you ne'er fhall hear.

To part with thefc fweet Hopes?
Ord. With all but Heav'n,

And yet die full of Children ; he that reads^ me
When I am Afhes, is my Son in Wifhes,

And thofe chafte Dames that keep my Memory,
Singing my yearly Requiems, are my Daughters.

Thier. Then there is nothing wanting but myKnowledge.
And what I muft do, Lady.

Ord. You are the King, Sir,

And what you do I'll fuffer, and that BlefTing

That you defire, the Gods fhow'r on the Kingdom.
Tlier. Thus much before I ftrike then, for I mult kill

you,

(54) The God*s have will'd it fo ; thou'rt made the Bleffing

(53) She fight and iveeps.'} Mr. Symp/on thinks this might have
been a Stage Direftion. But furcly it is fully as proper, nay it is

beautiful in Thierry' & Mouth, who often turns to Matte// in the

Dialogue.

(54) The Gods will have it fo, they're made the B/eJpng] Former
Editions, the Correftion mull be evident the' the direct Words that

gave the Senfe muft be uncertain; it might be, Thou'rt^ or You're or

They've made you th' B/eJJing. Mr. Sympfan fent me the former,

which I had before inferted in the Text.

Muft
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Mud make France young again, and me a Maa ,

Keep up your Strength ftill nobly.

Ord. Fear me not.

Tbier, And meet Death like a Meafure.

Ord. I am ftedfaft;

Thier. Thou ihalt be fainted Woman, and' thy Tomb
Cut out in Cryftal, pure and good as thou art

;

{S5) And on it (hall be graven, every Age,

Succeeding Peers of France that rife by thy Fall

;

'Till thou ly*ll there like old and fruitful Nature.

Dar'fl: thou behold thy Happincfs ?

Ord. I dare, Sir.

^hier. Ha ? [Pulls off her Feily lets fall his Sword,

Mart, Oh, Sir, you mull not do it.

*Tbier. No, I dare not.

There is an Angel keeps that Paradife,

A fiery Angel, Friend ; oh Virtue, Virtue,

Ever and endlefs Virtue.

Ord. Strike, Sir, ftrikc;

And if in my poor Death fair France may merit.

Give me a thoufand Blows, be killing me
A thoufand Days.

(55) And on it fiall be graven, Fvery A^e,

SucccfJiitg Peers o/' France that rifs by th^ Fall,

Tell thou lyji there like old and fruitful Nature.^ Mr. Sympfon

imagines an Hiatus again, and this Notion has here alfo prevented the

exertion of his Faculties at finding out a Cure. I flatter myfelf, that

I have fully done this tp this PalTage, by making a Colon inllead of

a Comma at the End of the fecond Line, and changing Tell to ""Till. I

Ihould have been forry to have left fuch beautiful Members of the

disjeSli Poeta in the maim'd State they have hitherto been in, when
the change of a fingle Letter will reunite them. The Imatre is this.

On thy Tomb JJ;all be engra-v'd fro>n Age to Age the fucceeding Kings

of France as acknoiuledging their Being all deri-v'dfrom thee, ''till

thou lyji there like Nature the fruitful Mother of all Things. The
Image is full as noble as the famous Simile of Virgil of the City of

Rome to Bcrecynthia the Mother of the Gods.
' Ilia it\clyta Roma

Felix Prole <virum. ^talis Berecynthia Mater,

Invchitur curru Phr)gias turrita per Urbes,

L'eta Derim partu, centum complexa nepotes,

Omnes Ceeliiolas, omncs fitpera alta ttmntes.

Vol. X. M nier;
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Thier. Firft kt the Earth be barren.

And Man no more remembred ; rife Ordellay

Theneareft to thy Maker, and the pureft

That ever dull Flefh (hew'd us, -Oh my Heart-ftrings.

[ExiL

Mart. I fee you full of Wonder, therefore nobleft.

And trueft amongft Women, I will tell you

The end of this ftrange Accident.

Ord. Amazement
Has fo mucli wove upon my Heart, that truly

I feel myfelf unfit to hear ; oh, Sir,

A'iy Lord has flighted me.

Mart. Oh no, fwcet Lady.
Ord. Robb'd me of fuch a Glory by his Pity,

And moft unprovident Refpe6t.

Mart. Dear Lady,
It was not meant to you.

Ord. Elfe where the Day is.

And Hours diflinguifh Time, Time runs to Ages,

And Ages end the World, I had been fpoken.

Mart. I'll tell you what it was, if but your Patience

Will give me hearing.

Ord. If I have'tranfgrefs'd.

Forgive me, Sir.

Mart.- Your noble Lord was counfell'd.

Grieving the Barrennefs between you both,

(56) And all the Kingdom's with him, to feek out

A Man that knew the Secrets of the Gods

;

He went, found fuch an one, and had this Anfwer 5

That if he wou'd have Iflue, on this Morning,
For this Hour was prefix'd him, he Ihould kill

The firft he met, being Female, from the Temple,
And then he fliould have Children ; the Miftake
Is now too perfe6l, Lady.

(56) And all the Kingdcm t-cith hifn] Was all the Kingdom coun-

fell'd to feek out an Afliologer ? This teems the Conftruttion of the

Words as they now ftand : I read,

And all the Kingdom's nvith him,
i, t, all the Kivgdom''i Barrennefs in his.

Ord.
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Ord. Still 'tis I, Sir,

For may this Work be done by common Women ?

Durfl: any but myfelf, that knew the Blefiing,

And felt the Benefit, afTume this thing ?

In any other, 't'ad been Joft and nothing,

A Curfc and not a Blefiing ; I was figur'd ;

And fhall a little Fondnels barr my Purchafe?

Mart. Where Oiould he then feek Children ?

Ord. Where they are.

In wombs ordain'd for IfTues ; in thofe Beauties

{S"]) That blcfs a Marriage- bed, and makes it procreanc

With kifTes that conceive, and fruitful Pleafures i

Mine, like a Grave, buries thofe loyal Hopes,

And to a Grave it covets.

Mart. You are too good.

Too excellent, too honeft ; rob not us,

And thofe that fhall hereafter feek Example,

(58) Of fuch inertimable Worth in Woman,
Your Lord of fuch Obedience, all of Honour

;

In coveting a Cruelty is not yours •,

A Will fliort of your Wifdom ; make not Error ,

A Tomb- ftone of your Virtues, whofe fiiir Lif^e

Djferves a Conftellation •, your Lord dare nor.

He cannot, ought not, muft not run this hazard.

He makes a feparation Nature fliak^s at,

The Gods deny, and everlafting Jullice

Shrinks back, and fheaths her Sword at.

Ord. All's but talk. Sir,

I find to what I am referv'd, and needful

;

And though my Lord's CompafTion makes me poor,

(57) That hlefs a Marriage- Bed, and snakes it proceed

With Kijfes that concei've,] Proceed is certainly corrupt, it

makes very poorSenfe, and as bad Mealure. I cor,]e0.ar'd procreant,

and on turning to Mr. Theobald's Margin I find that he conjedur'd

proud; I laid the two before an ingenious Frii:nii, without teihng him
which was mine ; he vaftly gave the Preference to procreatit which
confirm'd my Defign of inlerting it in the Text.

(^8) Of fuch inejlimahle V/orthies in lVoTnan'\ Former Editions,

Tlic Original might have been either Worths or Worth,

M 2 And
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And leaves me in my beft ufc •, (59) yet a ftrength

Above mine own, or his dull fondnefs finds me,

Tlie Gods have given to me. [^Draws a Knife.

Mart. Selr-de(truaion!,

Now all good Angels blefs thee, oh fweet Lady
You are abu.s'd, this is a way to fhame you,

And with you all that know you, all that love youj

To ruin all you build : Would you be famous?

Is that your end ?

Ord. I would be what I fhouldbe.

Mart. Live and confirm the Gods then, live and be

loaden

{60) With more than Olive be^rs, or fruitful Autumn ;

I'his way you kill your Merit, kill your Caufe,

And him you would raifeLife to ; where or how
Got you thefe bloody Thoughts ? what Devil durft

Look on that Angel Face, and tempt ? do you
Know what it is to die thus, how you ftrike

The Stars, and all good things above, d' you feel

What follows a Self-blood, whither you venture,

And to what Punifhment? Excellent Lady,

Be not thus cozen*d, do not fool yourfelf.

The Prieft v^^as never his own Sacrifice,

But he that thought his Hell here.

Ord. I am counfell'd.

(59) — ' ~ yit a jlrength

Aho've mine oijon, cr his dull fondnefs fnds me ;

• The Gods hwve given it io me^. This Reading may be con-

llru'd into Senfe, but the cJiange of a Colon to a Comma, and the

Omiflion of the Relative it makes it much more eafy,

{60) tVith more than 0\ivs-Bs3.T ] This compound Word, to

•xprcfs the Fruit of the Olive, feems rather forc'd ; but as it is certainly

intelligible, I fhall not difplace it, othervvilc a more obvious Ex-
prcffion.

fTith more tlan Olive bears,

feems more eligible both to Mr. Sympfon as well as myfclf. I had
wrote thif, when turning to the old Quartos, I find that neither of

them have a Hyphen but read.

With more than Oli'ue bear.

The Hyphen therefore being only the conjeftural Infertion of the late

Editions, /. e. of fome common Correftor of the Prefs, I rejedl it

r.nd infertour Reading in the Text : We may add the s to the end of

either of the Words with pretty nearly equal Propriety.

Mart.
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Mart. And I am glad on't, lie I know you dare not.

Ord. I never have done yer.

Mart. Pray take my comfort.

Was this a Soul to lofe ? two more fuch Women
Would fave their Sex ; fee, flie repents and prays.

Oh hear her, hear her; if there be a Faith

Able to reach your Mercies^ fhe hath fent- ir.

Ord. Now good Martell confirm me.

Mart. I.will, Lady,

And every Hour advife you, for I doubt

Whether this Plot be Heav*n's or Hell's ; your Mother :

And I will find it, if it be in IVIankind

To fearch the Center of it : In the mean time

Pll give you out for dead, and by yourfelf,

And fhew the Inftrumenr, fo fliall I find

A Joy that will betray her.

Ord. Do what's fitted, "

And I will follow you.

Alart. Then ever live

Both able to engrofs all Love, and give. [Exeunt.

Enter Brunhalt, and Protaldye.

Brim. I am in labour

To be delivered of that burthenous Projecft

I have fo long gone with j ha, here's the Midwife,
Or Life, or Death.

Enter Lecure.

Lee, If in the fuppofition

Of her Death in whofe Life you die, you ask me,

I think you're fafe.

Brun. Is Ihe dead.^

Lcc. I have us'd

AH means to make her fo ; I faw him waiting

At th' Temple Door, and us'd fuch Art within.

That only fhe of all her Sex was firft

Giv'n up unto his Fury.

Brun. Which if Love
Or Fear made him forbear to execute-.

The Vengeance he determin'd, his fond Pity

M 3 Shall
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Shall draw upon hinifelf ; for were there left

Not any Man but he, to lerve my PJeafures,

Or from me to receive Commands, which are

The Joys for which I love Life, he fhould be

Rcmov*d, and I alone left to be Qi.ieen

O'er any Pa'-t of Goodnefs that's left in me.

Lee. If you are fo refolv'd, .i have provided

A mcanr, to fhip him hence : look upon this.

But touch it fparingly, for this once us'd,

Say_but to dry a Tear, will keep the Eye-lid

From clofing, until Death perform, tiiat Office.

Brun. Give't me, I may have ufe oft, and on you
I'll make the firft Experiment, if one Sigh

Or heavy look beget the leaft fufpicion,

Childifh Compaffion can thaw the Ice

Of your fo-long-congcal'd and flinty hardnels.

'Slight, go on conftant, or I fhall.

Prot. Beft Lady,

We have no Faculties which are not yours.

Lee. Nor will be any thing without you.

Brun. Be fo,

And we will ftand or fall together, for

Since v;e have gone fo far, chat Death mufl flay

The Journey, which we wifli fhould never end i

And innocent, or guiJty, ,we muft die.

When we do fo, let's know the reafon why.

Enter Thierry and Courtiers.

L?c. The King.

I'hier. We'll be alone.

Prot. I v/ouldl had

A Convoy too, to bring me fafe off.

For Rage, although it be allay 'd with Sorrow,

Appears fo dreadf^l in him, that I fhake

To look upon it.
,

Brun. Coward, I will meet it,

And know from whence't has Birth : Son, Kingly ThierrJ.

1'bier. Is cheating grown fo common among Men?
And thrives fo well here, that the Gods endeavour

To pradife it above ?

Brun.
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Brm. Your Mother.

Thier. Hii

!

Or are they only careful to revenge,

Not to reward? (6 1) or when, for our Ofiences

We ftudy Satisfadion, mufl: the Cure

Be worfe than the Difeafe? .

Brun. Will you not hear me ?

Ihkr. To Jofe the Ability to perform thofc Duties

For which 1 entertained the Naflie of Husband,

Ask'd more than common Sorrow \ but L*impofe,

For the redrefs of that Defed, a Torture

In marking her to Death, (for whom alone :!;"

(62) I felt that weaknef$ as a want) requires

More than the making the Head bald, or falling

Thus flat upon the Earth ; or curfing that way.

Or praying this. Oh fuch a Scene of Grief,

And fo fet down, (the World the Stage to a6t on)

May challenge a Tragedian better pradtis'd

Than I am to exprefs it ; for my caufe

Of Paflion is fo fl:rong, and my Performance

So weak, that though the Part be good, 1 fear

Th'ill afling of it, wiJI defraud it of

The poor Reward it may deferve. Mens pity.

Brun. Pve given you way thus long i a King, and what

Is more, my Son, and yet a Slave to that

Which only triumphs over Cowards, Sorrow .?

For Shame look up.

Th'ier. Is't you, look down on me :

And if that you are capable to receive it,

I/et that return to you, that have brought forth

One mark'd out only for it: what are thefe?

Come they upon your Privilege to tread on

{61) or 'whcn, for your Offcncesl Former Editions.

(62) Ifelt that IVeaknefs as a Want] Mr. Sjmpfjn would read as no
Want, but he moll totally miftakes the virtuous Wi{h of Thierry, whQ
only wiih'd a Cure cf his Weaknefs for the fake of the Enjoyment of
his beloved Wife, and having Children by her without the leaft

thought of any other Woman. He dees not therefore continue the
Platotiick Sentiments of Love which Neceflity had foic'd him upon
before.

M 4 The
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The Tomb of my Afflifbions?

Prot. No, not we. Sir.

I'hier. How dare you then omit the Ceremony
Due to the Funeral of all my Hopes

;

Or come unto the Marriage of my Sorrows ?

But in fuch Colours as may fort with them.

Prot. Alas, we will wear any thing.

Brun. This is madnefs

Take but my counfel.

Thier. Yours ? dare you again,

Though arm'd with th' Authority of a Motlier,

Attempt the danger that will fall on you,

If fuch another Syllable awake it }

Go, and with yours be fafe, I have fuch caufe

Of Grief, nay more, to love it, that I will not

Have fuch as thefe be fharers in it.

Lee. Madam.
Prot. Another time were better,

Brun. Do not ftir.

For I muft be refolv'd, and will ; be Statues.

Enter Martell.

V!hier. Ay, thou art welcome, and upon my Soul
Thou art an honed Man ; do you fee, he has Tears
To lend to him whom prodigal Expence
Of Sorrow has made Bankrupt of fuch Treafure,
Nay, thoudoft well.

Mart. I would it might excufe

The 111 I bring along.

Thier. Thou mak'ft me fmile

Ttheheighth of my Calamities, as if

^here could be the addition of an Atom,
To th' Giant-body of my Miferies,

But try, for I will hear thee ; all fit down, 'tis death
To any that (hall dare to interrupt him
In Look, Gefture, or Word.

Mart. And fuch attention

As is due to the laft, and the beft Story
That ever was deliver'd, will become you.
The griev'd Ordclla., (for all other Titles

But
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But take away from that) having from me.

Prompted by your lafl: parting Groan, enquir*d

What drew it from you, and the caufe foon learn'd:

For fhe whom Barbarifm could deny nothing,

"With fuch prevailing earneftnefs defir*d it,

'Twas not in me, though it had been my death.

To hide it from her j fhe I fay, in whom
All was, that Athens, Rome, or warlike Sparta^

Have regiftred for good in their bed Women,
But nothing of their ill ; knowing herfelf

Mark'd out, (I know not by what Power, but fure

A cruel one) to die, to give you Children ;

Having firft with a fettled Countenance

Look*d up to Heaven, and then upon herfelf,

(It being the next beft Objed) and then fmil'd.

As if her joy in Death to do you Service

Would break forth, in defpite of the much Sorrow
She fhew'd fhe had to leave you ; and then taking

Me by the Hand, this Hand which I muft ever

I.ove better than I have done, fince fhe touch'd it.

Go, faid fhe, to my Lord, (and to go to him
Is fuch a Happinefs I muft not hope for)

And tell him that he too much priz'd a trifle

Made only worthy in his Love, and her

Thankful acceptance, for her fake to rob
.

The Orphan Kingdom of fuch Guardians, as

Mufl of necefTity defcend from him ;

And therefore in fome part of Recompence
Of his much Love, and to fhew to the World
That *twas not her fault only, but her fate

That did deny to let her be the Mother
Of fuch moft certain BlefTings : Yet for proof,

She did not envy her, that happy her,

That is appointed to them, her quick end

Should make way for her.—Which no fooner fpoke.

But in a Moment this too ready Engine
Made fuch a battery in the choiceft Caftle

That ever Nature made to defend Life,

That firaight it fhook and funk.

Ihier. Stay, dares any

Prefurae
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Prefume to flied a Tear before me ? Or *

Afcribe that Worth unto themfelves to Merit:

To do fo for her? I have done, now on.

Maj-L Fall'n thus, once more fhe fmil'd, as if that Death

For her had ftudied a new way to fever

The Soul and Body, without Senfe of Pain ;

And then tell him, quoth flie, what you have feen.

And with what willingnefs 'twas done ; for which

My laft Requeft unto him is, that he

Would inftantly make choice of one (moft happy
In being fo chofen) to fupply my Piace,

By whom if Heav'n blefs him with a Daughter,

In my remembrance let it bear my Name.
Which faid, flie dy'd.

Thier. 1 hear this, and yet live;

Heart! art thou thunder Proof, will nothing break thee?

She's dead, and what her Entertainment may be

In th' other World without me is uncertain.

And dare I ftay here unrefolv'd ?

Man. Oh Sir!

Brur?. Dear Son.

ProL Great King.

Tbier. Unhand me, am I faH'n

So low, that I have loft the Power to be

Diipofer of my own Life ?

Afarf. Be but pleas'd

To borrow fo much Time of Sorrow, as

To call to mind her laft Requeft, for whom
(I muft confefs a lofs beyond Expreftion)

You turn your Hand upon yourfelf, 'cwas hers

And dying hers, that you fhould live and happy
In feeing little Models of yourfelf.

By matching with another ; and will you
Leave any thing that fhe defir'd ungranted ?

And fuffer fuch a Life that was laid down
For your fake only, to be fruitlefs?

Tbier. Oh thou doft throw Charms on me, againft which

I cannot ftop my Ears i bear witnefs Heav'n
That not defire of Life, nor Love of Pleafure,

Nor any future Comforts, but to give

Peace
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Peace to her blefTed Spirit in fatisfying

Her laft Demand, makes me defer our meeting.

Which in my choice, and fudden choice fliall be

To all apparent.

Brun. How? do I remove one mifchief,

To draw upon my Head a greater ?

T^hier. Go, thou only good Man, to whom for herfelf

Goodnefs is dear, and prepare to inter it

In her that was; (63) Oh ! my Heart, my Ordella^ is

A Monument only worthy to be th' Caskec

Of fuch a Jewel.

Mart. Your Command that makes way
Unto my Abfence is a welcome one.

For but yourfcif there's nothing here Martell

Can take delight to look on ; yet fome Comfort

Goes back with me to her, who though flie want it,

Deferves all Bleflings. [Exit,

Brun. So foon to forget

The lofs of fuch a Wife, believe it will

Be cenfur'd in the World.
Tkier. Pray you no more.

There is no Argument you can ufe to crofs it,

But does increafe in me fuch a Sufpicion

I would not cherifh Who*s that .''

£«/^r Memberge.

Memh. One no Guard
Can put back from accefs, vvhofe Tongue no Threats

(64) Nor Pray *rs can filence, a bold Suitor, and
For that which if you are yourfelf, a King,
You were made fo to grant it -, Juftice ; f uftice.

'Tbier. With what affurance dare you hope for that

Which is deny'd to me.^ Or how can 1

{^l) Oh my Heart! my OrMh,
A Monument ivortljy to he the Casket

0/ fuch a Jeive!.] The whole is confufcd, and both Senfe
and M^afure requires the Adverb onfy to be inicrted in the fecond
Line : The former wants a Verb to make it clear.

(64) Nar Praifes can Jl/ence, J Mr. SymffLn very j'uftly reads
Pray'rs can filencc,

I had cutoff the / and read Praife for theMenUire's fake; h^xiPra'i'n
is the better Word.

Stand
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Stand bound to be juft unto fuch as are

Beneath me, that find none from thofe that arc

Above me ?

Memh, There is Juftice, 'twere unfit

That any thing but Vengeance fhould fail on him.
That by his giving v^ay to more than Murther,
(For my dear Father's Death was Parricide^

Makes it his own.
Brun. I charge you hear her not.

Memh. Hell cannot flop juft Prayers from ent'rino-

Heav'n,
_

^

I muftand will be heard, Sir; but remember
That he that by her Plot fell, was your Brother,

And the Place where, your Palace, againft all

Th'inviolable Rites of Hofpitality,

Your Word, a King's Word, given up for his Safety,

His Innocence, his Proteftion, and the Gods,
Bound to revenge the impious Breach of fuch

So great and facred Bonds ; and can you wonder
(That in not punifhing fuch a horrid Murther
You did it) that Heav'n's Favour is gone from you ?

"Which never will return, until his Blood
Be wafh'd away in hers.

Brun. Drag hence the Wretch.

'ithier. Forbear. With what variety

Of Torments do I meet .^ oh thou haft open'd
A Book, in which, writ down in bloody Letters,

My Confcience finds that I am worthy of

More than I undergo, but Pll begin

For my Ordglla*s fake, and for thine own
To make lefs Heav'n's great Anger : Thou haft loft

A Father, 1 to thee am fo ; the hope

Of a good Husband, in me have one ; nor

Be fearful I arti ftill no Man, already

That weaknefs is gone from me.

Brun. That it might \_y1ftde.

Have ever grown infeparably upon thee.

What will you do.'' Is fuch a thing as this

Worthy the lov'd Ordella'^ Place the Daughter
Of a poor Gard'ner.^

Mentb.
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Memh. Your Son.

Ihier. The power

To take away that lownefs is in me.

Brun. Stay yet, for rather than that thou flialt add

Inceft unto thy other Sins, I will.

With hazard of my own Life, utter all,

Theodoret was thy Brother. •

Tb'ier. You deny*d it.

Upon your Oath, nor will I now believe you;

Your Protean Turnings cannot change my purpofe.

Memh. And for me, be aflur*d the means to be

Reveng'd on thee, vile Hag, admits no Thought,

But what tends to it.

Brun. Is it come to that ?

Then have at the laft Refuge. Art thou grown
Infenfible in all that thou goeft on

Without the leaft compundlion ? there, take that.

To witnefs that thou hadft a Mother, which

Forcfaw thy Caufe of Grief and fad Repentance,

That fo foon after blefs'd Orddla*s Death,

Without a Tear, thou canft embrace another.

Forgetful Man.
Thier. Mine Eyes when fhe is nam*d.

Cannot forget their Tribute, and your Gift

Is not unufcful now.

Lee. He's pad all Cure, that only touch is Death,

1'hier. This Night I'll keep it.

To morrow I will fend it you, and full

Of my Afflidlion. \_Exit TWitny

,

Brun. Is the Poifon mortal ?

Lee. Above the help of Phyfick.

Brun. To my Wifh,

Now for our own Security, you, Protaldye^

Shall this Night poft towards Aujiracia,

With Letters to Theodoret's B.Ulard Son,

In which we will make known what for his Rifing

We've done unto Thierry : No Denial,

Nor no Excufe in fuch Acfts mufl: be thought of,

Which all diflike, and all again commend
When they are brought unto a happy end. \_Exeuut.

ACT
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ACTV. SCENE I.

Enter De Vitry, and four Soldiers.

/^j/n-. TWTO War, no Money, no Mafter; banifli'd the

JL\| Court, not trutted in the City, whipt out of

the Country, in what a Triangle runs our Mifery? Let

me hear which of you has the beft Voice to beg in, for

other Hopes or Fortuiies I fee you have not ; be not nice.

Nature provided you with Tones for the purpofe, the

Peoplt*s Charity was your Heritage, and I would fee which

of you deferves his Birth-right.

Ot?ines. We under(land you not, Captain.

Vilry. You fee this Cardecue, the lafl:, and the only

QuintelTciice of fifty Crowns, diftilPd in the Limbeck of

your Gardage, of which happy Piece thou flialt be Trea-

furer : Now he that can foonelt perfuade him to part with

it, enjoys it, pofiefles it, and with it, me and my future

Countenance.

1 Sold. If they want Art to perfuade it, I'll keep it

myfelf.

.Vitry. So you be not a partial Judge in your own Caufe,

you fhall.

Or/ines. A Match.

2 Sold. V\\ begin to you : Brave Sir, be proud to make
him happy by your Liberality, whofe Tongue vouchfafes

now to Petition, was never heard before lefs than to Com-
mand. 1 am a Soldier by Profeflion, a Gentleman by
Birth, and an Officer by Place, whofe Poverty blufhes

to be the Caufe, that fo high a Virtue fliould defcend to

the Pity of your Charity.

I Sold. In any cafe keep your high Stile, it is not Cha-
rity to fhame any Man, much lefs a Virtue of your Emi-
nence, wherefore preferve your Worth, and V\\ preferve

my Money.

3 Sold. You perfuade? You are fliallow, give way to

Merit : Ah {6^) by the Bread of a gode Man, thou haft \

bonny
(6;;) by the Bread cf a good Man^ Mr. Theobald 2iX\6i Mr. Sympfon

would read, Bread of God, che coo common Oath: Buc as this Speech
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bonny Countenance and a blith, promifing mickle good

(66) to a fiking Womb, that has trod a long and a fore

Ground to meet with Friends, that will owe much to thy

Reverence, when they fhall hear of thy Courtefy to their

wandring Countryman.

I Sold. You that will ufe your Friends fo hardly to bring

them in Debt, Sir, will deferve worfe of a Stranger, where-

fore {6y) pead on, pead on, I fay.

4 Sold. It is the ^elch mud do*t I fee. Comrade Man
of Urfhip, St. Tavy be her Patron, the Gods of the Moun-
tains keep her Cow and her Cupboard : may fhe never

want the Green of the Leek, and the Fat of the Onion,
if fhe part with her Bounties to him, that is a great deal

away from her Coufins, and has two big Suits in Law to

recover her Heritage.

I Sold. Pardon me. Sir, I will have nothing to do with

your Suits, it comes within the Statute of Maintenance,

home to your Coufms, (68) and fowe Garlick and Hemp-
feed, the one will flop your Hunger, the other end your

Suits j gamrnawa/Jj comrade., gammawajh.

4 Sold. Toot he'll hoord all for himfelf.

Vitry. Yes, let him ; now comes my Turn, Pll fee if

he can anfwer me: Save you. Sir, they fay you have that

I want, Money.
I Sold. And that you are like to want, for ought I per-

ceive yet.

Vitry. Stand, deliver.

I Sold. 'Foot what mean you, you will not rob the

Exchequer ?

is in the Northern Dialeft, we fhould write it godc, which is Scotch

Pronunciation. One would wifla to put any thing rather than th«

true Word.

(66) to a ficker Womb,^ Sicker, in Chaucer and Skinner, is certain^

ajfured, but this gives no Idea fuitable to the Context. 1 read there-

fore, fiking, Chaucer % Word for fighing, and us'd by the common
People of the North to this Day. Ajiking Womb is a groaning Stomach
or Belly.

(67) pead o«,] i. e. Pad on, foot it on.

(68) ^7;;^' fome Garlick and lU7npfeed.~\ I readyowf, and I found it

confirm'd by the old ii^uarlos, 1 had the Concurrence too of both

my Coadjutors.

f7/rv.
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Vitry. Do you prate ?

1 Sold. Hold, hold ; here, Captain.

2 Sold. Why I could have done this before you.

-^Sold. And I.

4. Sold. And I.

Vitry. You have done this. Brave Man, he proud io

make him happy- -By the Bread of Gode, Man, thou haft

a bonny Countenance—Co?nrade Man of Urjhip, St. Tavy
he her Patron -Out upon you, you uncurry'd Colts ;

(6g) walking Cans that have no Souls in you, but a little

Rofin to keep your Ribs fvveer, and hold in Liquor.

Omnes. Why, what would you have us to do, Captain ?

Vitry. Beg, beg, and keep Conftables waking, wear out

Stocks and Whipcord, maunder for Butter-milk, die of

the Jaundice, yet have the Cure about you, Lice, large

Lice, begot of your own Duft, and the Heat of the Brick-

kilns, may you ilarve, (70) and the fear of the Gallows

(which is a gentle Confumption to't) only preferve you

from it, or may you fall upon your Fear, and be hang'd

for felling thofe Purfes to keep you from Famine, whofe

Monies my Valour empties, and be caft without other

Evidence •, here is my Fort, my Caftle of Defence, who
comes by fnall pay me Toll, the firft Purfe is your Mitti-

mus, Slaves.

2 Sold. The Purfe, 'foot we'll fhare in the Money, Cap-

tain, if any come within a Furlong of our Fingers.

{69) ^walking Cans that hai'e no Souls in you ] The Metaphor is

here taken from the eld Englijh blackjachi, made almoll in the Shape

of a Boot, (the Name Era/mus gave them) they were lUfFened Leather

lin'd with Rofin, from whence a Itiffen'd Boot is cali'd a Jack- Boot.

iSoul therefore is equivocal, and the too common Pun ; but the AIlu-

fion to the Rofn is extremely arch.

(70) andfear of the Gallo^ws {y^hich is a gentle Confumption to^t)

only prefer it,'] This does not feem capable of being made Senfe; the

Defign of the Original may be colkfted from the Context, and I there-

fore read, and thefear of the Gallo^ss {fivhich is a gentle Confumption

to't) only preferve you from it ; then the next Sentence follows natu-

rally, or tnay you fall upon your Fear. If the Readei thinks that I

have taken too much Liberty, I ofFcr a fmaller Change which will give

the Idea requir'd, tho' not fo clearly ; 7nay theftar of the Gallo-jjs only

defer it.

4 Scld.
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4 Sold. Did you doubt but we could fleal as well as

yourfelf ; did not I fpeak IVelJh ?

3 Sold. Wc are Thieves from our Cradles, and will

die fo.

Filry. Then you will not beg again.

Omnes. Yes, as you did, ftand and deliver.

2 Sold. Hark, here comes handfel, 'tis a Trade quickly

fet up, and as foon call down.
Vitry. Have Goodnefs in your Minds, Varlets, and to't

like Men ; he that has more Money than we, cannot be

our Friend, and I hope there is no Law for fpoiling the

Enemy.

3 Sold. You need not inftruft us farther, your Example
pleads enough.

ritry, Difperfe yourfelves, and as their Company is,

fall on.

2 Sold. Come, there are a Band of 'em, I'll charge

fingle. [_Exeujit Soldiers.

Enter Protaldye.

Prot. *Tis wonderful dark, I have loft my Man, and
dare not call for him, left I fhould have more Fol-
lowers than I would pay Wages to ; what Throes I am in,

in this Travel ? Thefe be honourable Adventures ; had I

that honeft Blood in my Veins again, Queen, that your
Feats and thefe Frights have drain'd from me. Honour
Ihould pull hard, ere it drew me into thefe Brakes.

Vitry. Who goes there ?

Prot. Hey ho, here's a Pang of Preferment.
Vitry. 'Heart, who goes there ?

Prot. He that has no Heart to your Acquaintance; what
fhall I do with my Jewels and my Letter, my Codpiece
that's too loofe ; good, my Boots ; who is't that Ipoke to
me ? Here's a Friend.

Fitry. We ftjall find that prefently, ftand, as you love
your Safety, ftand.

Prot. That unlucky Word of ftanding, has brought me
to all this } hold, or I ftiall never ftand you.

Vitry. I fliould know that Voice, deliver.

Vol. X. N Enter
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Enter Soldiers, •

Prot. All that I have is at your Service, Gentlemen,
and much good may it do you.

Vitry. Zoons, down with him, do you prate ?

Prot. Keep your firft Word as you are Gentlemen,

And let me ftand, alas, what do you mean ?

2 Sold. To tie you to us. Sir, bind you in the Knot
Of Friendfliip.

Prot. Alas, Sir, all the Phyfick in Europe

Cannot bind me.
Vitry. You {hould have Jewels 'bout you,

Stones, precious Stones, i Sold. Captain, away.

There's Company within hearing, if you ftay longer.

We are farprifed. Vitry. Let the Devil come,
I'll pillage this Frigate a little better yet.

2 Sold. *Foot we are loft, they are upon us.

Vitry. Ha, upon us, make the lead Noife, 'tis thypart-^

ing Gafp.

q Sold. Which way fhall we make, Sir?

Vitry. Every Man his own ; do you hear, only bind

me, bind me before you go, and when the Company's
paft, make to this place again, this Karvel fhould have

better lading in him, you are flow, why do you not tye

harder }

I Sold. You are fure enough, I warrant you, Sir.

Vitry. Darlinefs befriend you, away. [Exeunt Soldiers.

Prot. What Tyrants have I met with, they leave me
alone in the Dark, yet would not have me cry. I fhall

p;row wondrous melancholy if I flay long here without

Company ; I was wont to get a Nap with faying my
Prayers ; I'll fee if they will work upon me now ; but

then if I lliould talk in my Sleep, and they hear me, they

would make a Recorder of my Windpipe, flit my Throat

;

H.;av'n be prais'd, I hear fome Noife, it may be new
Purchafe, and then I fliall have Fellows.

Vitry. They are gonepafl: hearing, now to task De'vitry,

help, help, as you are Men help j fome charitable Hand, re-

lieve a poor diltreflTed miferable Wretch ; Thieves, wicked

Thieves have robb'd me, bound me,
Prof,
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Prot. *Foot, would they had gag*d you too, your Noife

will betray us, and fetch them again.

Vitry. What bleflcd Tongue fpake to me, where, where,

where are you. Sir?

Prot. A plague of your bawling Throat, we are well

enough if you have the Grace to be thankful for*t ; do
but fnore to me, and 'tis as much as I defire, to pafs away
time with, 'till Morning, then talk as loud as you pleafe.

Sir, I am bound not to ftir, therefore lie ftill and fnore,

Ifay.

Vitry. Then you have met with Thieves too I fee.

Prot, And defire to meet with no more of them.

Vitry. Alas, what can we fuffer more? They are far

enough by this time \ have they not all, all that we have.

Sir?

Prot. No by my Faith have they not. Sir; I gave

them one trick to boot for thfir Learning, my Boots,

Sir, my Boots, I have fav'd my Stock, and my
Jewels in them, and therefore defire to hear no more of
them.

Vitry. Now BlefTing on your Wit, Sir, what a dull

Slave was I dreamt not of your Conveyance ? help to

unbind me, Sir, and I'll undo you, my Life for yours, no
worfe Thief than myfelf meets you again this Night.

Prot. Reach me thy Hands.

Vitry. Here, Sir, here, I could beat my Brains out, that

could not think of Boots, Boots, Sir, wide topt Boots, I

Ihall love them the better whilft I live j but arc you fure

your Jewels are here. Sir?

Prot. Sure, fayfl: thou ? ha, ha, ha.

Vitry. So ho, illo ho.

Sold, [within.'] Here Captain, here.

Prot. 'Foot what do you mean. Sir ?

E)jter Soldiers.

Vitry. A Trick to boot, fay you ; here you dull Slaves,

purchafe, purchafe, the Soul of the Rock, Diamonds,

fparkling Diamonds.

Prot. I'm betray*d> loft, paft Recovery loft ; as you

are Men.
N 2 Vttry,
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Vitry. Nay, Rook, fince you'll be prating, we'll fhare

your Carrion with you i have you any other Conveyance

now. Sir?

I Sold. 'Foot here are Letters, Epiftles, familiar

Epiftles, we'll lee what Treafure is in them, they are feal'd

fure.

Frot. Gentlemen, as you are Gentlemen fpare my Let-

ters, and take all willingly, all: I'll give you a Releafe, a

general Releafe, and meet you here to Morrow with as

much more.

Vitry. Nay, fince you have your Tricks, and your

Conveyances, we will not leave a Wrinkle of you un-

fearcht.

Prot. Hark, there comes Company, you will be be-

tray'd, as you love your Safeties, beat out my Brains, I

lliall betray you elfe.

Vitry. Treafon, unheard-of Treafon, monftrous, mon-
ftrous Villanies.

Prot. I confefs myfelf a Traitor, fhew yourfclves good

Subjefts, and hang me up for't.

1 Sold. If it be Treafon, the Difcovery will get our

Pardon, Captain.

Vitry. Would we were all loft, hang'd, quarter'd, to

fave this one, one innocent Prince j I'hierry^s poifon'd, by

his Mother poifon'd, the Miftrefs to this Stallion, who by

that Poifon ne'er fhall fleep again.

2 Sold. 'Foot let us mince him by Piece-meals, till he

cat himfelf up.

^ Sold. Let us dig out his Heart with Needles, and

half broil him, likeaMufTel.

Prot. Such another and I prevent you, my Blood's

fettled already.

Vitry. Here's that fhall remove it, Toad, Viper, drag

him unto Martell, unnatural Parricide, cruel, bloody

Woman.
Omnes. On you Dog-filh, Leech, Caterpillar.

Vitry. A longer fight of him will make my Rage turn

Pity, and with his fudden end prevent Revenge and Tor-

ture j wicked, wicked Brunhalt, \_Exeunt,
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Enter Bawdher and three Courtiers,

1 Court. Not fleep at all, no Means. .;

2 Court. No Art can do it. "i

Bawd. I will aflfure you, he can fleep no more
Than a hooded Hawk i a Centinel to him.

Or one of the City Conftables are Tops.

3 Court. How came he fo ?

Bawd. They are too wife that dare know,
Something's amifs, Heav'n help all.

I Court. What Cure has he ?

Bawd. Armies of thofe we call Phyficians, fome with

Glifters,

Some with Lettice-caps, fome Pofl'ct-drinks, fome Pills 5

Twenty confulting here about a Drench,

As many here to Blood him i

Then comes a Don of Spain, and he prefcribes

More cooling Opium than would kill a turky

Or quench a Whore i*th* Dog-days; after him
A wife Italian, and he cries, tie unto him
A Woman of Fourfcore, whofe Bones are Marble,

Whofe Blood Snow-water, not fo much heat about her

As may conceive a Prayer : after him
An EngUJh Dodlor, with a bunch of Pot-herbs>

And he cries out Endiff and Snckery,

With a few Mallow Roots and Butter-milk,

And talks of Oil made of a Churchman's Charity,

Yet ftill he wakes.

1 Court. But your good Honour
Has a Prayer in ftore, if all fhould fail.

Bawd. I could have prayed, and handfomly.

But Age and an ill Memory—
3 Court. Has fpoil'd your Primmer.
Bawd. Yet if there be a Man of Faith i' th' Court,

And can pray for a Penfion.

Enter Thierry on a Bed, with Dolors and Attendants,

2 Court. Here's the King, Sir,

And thofe that will pray without pay.

Bawd, Then pray for me too.

N 3 1 Do£i^_
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I Do5l. How does your Grace feel yourfelf now ?

Thier. What's that?

1 Do^. Nothing at all, Sir, but your Fancy.

Tbier. Tell me,

Can ever thele Eyes more fhut up in Slumbers

Afiure my Soul there is Sleep? is there Night

And Reft for human Labours? do not you

And all the World as I do, out-ftare Time,

And live like funeral Lamps never extinguifh'd ?

Is there a Grave, and do not flatter me.

Nor fear to tell me Truth ; and in that Grave

Is there a hope I fhall fleep; can I die.

Are not my Miferies immortal ? Oh
The Happinefs of him that drinks his Water
After his weary Day, and fleeps for ever

;

Why do you crucify me thus with Faces, -*

And gaping ftrangely upon one another;

When fhalil reft?

2 Dctf. O Sir, be patient.

TMer. Am I not patient? have I notendur'd

More than a mangy Dog among your Dofes?

Am I not now your Patient ? ye can make

(71) Unwholfom Fools fleep for a garded Footcloth,

Whores for a hot fin Offering; yet I muft crave.

That feed ye, and proted: ye, and proclaim ye

:

Becaufe my Power is far above your fearching.

Are my Difeafes fo ? can ye cure none

But thofe of equal Ignorance ? dare ye kill me ?

(71) Uti'wholfom Fools Jleepfor a guarded Footcloth^ This feems ob-

fcure. If we are to underftand the guarded Footcloth as the Reward
given to the Dodlor, then it (hould be garded^ i. e. lac''d, fring'd,

(the Senfe frequently given to it by our Authors) and it may refer to

the State that the Profeflbrs of Phyfick us'd to fit in, or to the Trap-
pings of their Horfes, which they probably us'd formerly inflead of
Chariots. If the Footcloth is for the Ufe of the Patient, then guarded
is right, and the Senfe may be, you can make a gouty Drunkard fleep

only by a foft Footcloth guarded from Preffure. The iirft Explana-

tion feems to agree beft with the Context.

P. S. Since the above was wrote, I met with in the next Play, TJlfC

Woman-Hater, Aft i. Scene 2. defcribing the Courtiers,

Jll Pomp and Pantofle, ail Footcloth Riders.

This proves the firll of the Interpretations above to be the true one.

I DoSf,
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1 BoSi. We do befeech your Grace (72) be more re-

claim'd,

This Talk doth but diftemper you.

Ihier. Well, I will die

In fpight of all your Potions ; one of you fleep.

Lye down and flcep here, that I may behold

What bleffcd Reft it is my Eyes are robb*d of:

See, he can fleep, fleep any where, fleep now.
When he that wakes for him can never flumber

:

Is't not a dainty Eafe ?

2 Botl. Your Grace ftiall feel it.

^hier. O never I, never ; the Eyes of Heav'n
See but their certain Motions, and then fleep

;

The Rages of the Ocean have their Slumbers,

And quiet filver Calms ; each Violence

Crowns in his end a Peace ; but my fixt Fires

Shall never, never fet. Who's that ?

Enter Martell, Brunhalt, Devitry, and Soldieri.

Mart. No Woman,
Mother of Mifchief ; no, the Day fliall die firfl:,

(73) And all good Things live in a worfe than thou art.

Ere thou flialt fleep -, doft thou fee him ?

Brun. Yes, and curfe him.

And all that love him, Fool, and all live by him,'

Mart. Why art thou fuch a Monfter ?

Brun. Why art thou

So tame a Knave to ask me ?

Mart. Hope of Hell,

By this fair holy Light, and all his Wrongs,
Which are above thy Years, almoft thy Vices,

Thou flialt not reft, nor feel more what is Pity,

(72) he more reclaim'd,] I don't rcjeft the Word reclaim''Ji
it is certainly good Senfe, but propofe as a mere Conjedure, becalm d,

as a more proper Word to be us'd to a Prince.

(73) And all good Things live in a nuorfe than thou art, ^ The leaving

out the Subftantive that (hould sgree with ivorfe^ renders this fcarcely

Englijh. It might eafily be amended by reading,

And all good Things live in njcorje ftate than thou artf

Or,
^

— in nxorfe Hell than thou art,

N 4 Know
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Know nothing neceffary, meet no Society

But what fhall curfe and crucify thee, feel in thyfelf

Nothing but what thou art. Bane and bad Confcience 5

Till this Man reft i but for whofe Reverence

Becaufe thou art his Mother, I would fay

Whore, this fhall be. Do ye nod ? I'll waken ye

With my Sword's Point.

Brun. I wifh no more of Heav'n,

Nor hope no more, but a fufficient Anger

To torture thee.

Mart, See, fhe that makes you fee. Sir,

And to your Mifery ftill fee your Mother,

The Mother of your Woes, Sir, of your waking.

The Mother of your Peoples Cries and Curfes.

Your murdering Mother, your malicious Mother.

Thier. Phyficians, half my State to fleep an Hour now j

Is it fo. Mother }

Brun. Yes, it is fo. Son ;

And were it yet again to do, it Ihould be.

Mart. She nods again, (74^ fwinge her.

Thier. But, Mother,

For yet I love that Reverence, and to Death

Dare not forget you have been fo ; wa« this.

This endlefs Mifery, this curelefs Malice,

This fnatching from me all my Youth together.

All that you made me for, and happy Mothers

Crown'd with eternal Time are proud to finifh.

Done by your Will ?

Brun. It was, and by that Will—
^bier. O Mother do not lofe your Name, forget not

The touch of Nature in you, Tendernefs,

'Tis all the Soul of Woman, all the Sweetnefs -,

Forget not I befeech you what are Children,

Nor how you have groan'd for them, to what Love
They are born Inheritors, with what Care kept.

And as they rife to Ripenefs ftill remember
How they imp out your Age ; and when time calls you,

(74) ' fwing her.'] Former Editions. Sivinge, which pro-

perly fignifies to beat with Rods, is probably the true Word.

That
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That as an Autumn Flower you fall, forget not

How round about your Hearfe they hang like Penons.

Brun. Holy Fool,

Whofe Patience to prevent my Wrongs has kill*d thee.

Preach not to me of Punifhments or Fears,

Or what I ought to be, but what I am,

A Woman in her liberal Will defeated.

In all her Greatnefs croft, in Plcafures blafted.

My Angers have been laugh'd at, my Ends flighted.

And all thofe Glories that had crown'd my Fortunes,

Suffer*d by blafted Virtue to be fcatter'd

:

I am the fruitful Mother of thefe Angers,

And what fuch have done, read, and know thy Ruin.

I^hier. Heav'n forgive you.

Mart. She tells you true, for Millions of her Mifchiefs

Are now apparent ; Protaldye we have taken.

An equal Agent with her, to whofe Care,

After the damn'd Defeat on you, fhe trufted

Enter MeJJenger.

The bringing in of Leonor the Baftard,

Son to your murder'd Brother ; her Phyficiaa

By this time is attach'd to that damn'd Devil.

Mejf. 'Tis like he will be fo, for ere we came.

Fearing an equal Juftice for his Mifchiefs,

He drencht himfelf.

Brun. He did like one of mine then.

J'hier. Muft I ftill fee thefe Miferies, no Night

To hide me from their Horrors ? that Protaldye

See Juftice fall upon.

Brun, Now I could fleep too.

Enter Ordella.

Mart, ril give you yet more Poppy ; bring the Lady,

(75) And Heav*n in her Embraces give him quiet

;

Madam, unveil yourfelf.

Ord.

(75) And Heaij'n in her Embraces gives him quiet;'] Gi'ves here
fcems wrong ; he might have fome Hopes that lb fainted a Virtue as

QrdeUa\ might miraculoufly cure him, or at leatt that the Joy of her

embraces
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Ord. I do forgive you,

And though you fought my Blood, yet PlI pray for you;
JSnm. Art thou aUve?

A^art. Now could you fleep ?

BruJh For ever.

Mart. Go carry her without wink of Sleep, or quiet,

"Where her ftrong Knave Proialdye'% broke o'th* Wheel,
And let his Cries and Roars be Mufick to her,

I mean to waken her.

1'bier. Do her no Wrong.
Alart. l^or Right, as you love Juftice.

Brun. I will think,

And if there be new Curfes in old Nature,

I have a Soul dare fend them.

Man. Keep her waking. [_Exit Brunhalt.

7hier. What's that appears fo fweetly ? there's that Face.

Mart, Be moderate. Lady.

^hier. That Angel's Face.

Mart. Go nearer.

*Thier. Martell, I cannot laft long, fee the Soul,

I fee it perfedly of my Ordella^

The Heav*nly Figure of her Sweetnefs there

;

Forgive me, Gods, it comes j Divineft Subftance,

Kneel, kneel, kneel every one. Saint of thy Sex,

If it be for my Cruelty thou comeft—

—

Do ye fee her, hoa ?

Mart. Yes, Sir, and you {hall know her.

Thier. Down, down again ;—To be reveng'd for Blood,

Sweet Spirit I am ready ; fhe fmiles on me,

O bleflcd Sign of Peace.

Mart. Go nearer. Lady.
Ord. I come to make you happy.

Thier. Hear you that, Sir ?

She comes to crown my Soul ; away, get Sacrifice,

Embraces might make him dye in Peace. Either way it ihould be a
Wilh or Prayer,

give him quiet

;

The late Editions, made an Amendment in the Points here, which the

three former had printed thus,

^nd Hewvn in her Emhraces ; gi'Vgi him quiet,

Whilft
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Whilft I with holy Honours—
Mart. She's alive, Sir.

T'hier. In everlafting Life, I know it, Friend,

O happy, happy Soul.

Ord, Alas, 1 live, Sir,

A mortal Woman ft ill.

l^hier. Can Spirits weep too ?

Mart. She is no Spirit, Sir, pray kifs her i Lady,

Be very gentle to him.

Ih'ier. Stay, Ihe is warm,
And by my Life the fame Lips ; tell me, Brightnefs,

Are you the fame Ordella ftill ?

Mart. The fame, Sir,

Whom Heav'ns and my good Angel ftaid from Ruin.

^hier. Kifs me again.

Ord. The fame ftill, ftill your Servant.

Thier. 'Tis (he, I know her now, Martell; fit down.
Sweet.

Oh bleft and happieft Woman, a dead Slumber

Begins to creep upon me, Oh my Jewel

!

Enter Mcffengcr and Memberge.'

Ord. Oh deep, my Lord.

^hier. My Joys are too much for me.

Mef. Brunbalt, impatient of Conftraint to fee

Protaldye tortured, has choak'd herfelf.

Mart. No more, her Sins go with her.

Thier. Love, I muft die, I faint, clofe up my GlafTes,'

I Do5i. The Queen faints too, and deadly,

*Tbier. One dying Kifs.

Ord. {j6) My laft. Sir, and my deareft.

And now clofe my Eyes too.

Thier. Thou perfect Woman !

(76) My Inji, sir, and my dearej},"] There arc two Senfes of this,

which the Reader will pleafe to take his Choice of. If the above Points

be right, lajl and dearejl relate to her Kifs ; if we point with the old

Editions (which the Sufpicion of another Senfe made me turn to)

My lajl Sir and my dearejl^

The Senfe will be, my laft and deareft Lord ! For Sir is often usM in

this its original Senfe.

V ' Martell,
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Martell^ the Kingdom's yours, take Aletnherge to you,

And keep my Line alive ; nay, weep not. Lady,
Take me, I go.

Ord. Take me too, farewel Honour. [Die both*

2 Do3. They're gone for ever.

Mart. The Peace of happy Souls go after them.
Bear them to their laft Beds, whiift I ftudy

A Tomb to fpeak their Loves whiift old Time lafteth :

I am your King in Sorrows.

Omnes. We your Subjefts.

Mart. Be Vitry^ for your Service, be near us.

Whip out thefe Inftruments of this mad Mother
From Court, and all good People ; and becaufe

She was born Noble, let that Title find her

A private Grave, (77) but neither Tongue nor Honour 5

And now lead on, they that fliall read this Story,

Shall find that Virtue lives in Good, not Glory.

[Exeunt Omnes*

(77) ' hut neither Tongue nor Honour ;] Both Mr. Theobald

and Mr. Sympfon would rejeft Tongue here and read Tomb, but furely

without fufficient Reafon : For Tongue fignifies the funeral Oration,

Honour the Efcutcheons and other Ceremonies of the Funeral, together

with the Monument, or whatever may ftiew Refpedl to the Deceas'd.

As to the Charafter of Brunhalt, or Brunhaud, tho' it may perhaps

be thought too ftiocking to appear upon the Stage, Hiftory has ftill re-

prefented her as a worfe Devil than our Poets have done. Thierry

and Theodoret, or Theodibert, were her Grand-Children, whofe Father

fhe had poifon'd when he came of Age, in order to keep the Govern-
ment in her own Hands. She irritated Thierry againft Theodibert,

whom fhe caus'd him to flay, and then poifon'd Thierry, in hopes that

the States would have fubmitted to her Government ; but her horrid

WickedneflTes being laid open to the Peers of France, (he was accus'd of

having been the Murdrefs of ten Kings, befide debauching her Grand-
Child Thierry, making him put away a virtuous Wife and providing

him with MifTes. She was condemn'd to the Rack, which (he fufFer'd

three Days, was then carry'd about the Camp upon a Camel's Back,

afterwards ty'd by the Feet to a wild Mare, and fo daih'd in Pieces.

THE
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PROLOGUE.
GEntlemen^ Inclusions are out of Date^ and a Prokgue

in Verfe^ is as Jtale as a black Felvet Cloak, and a
Bay-Garland :, therefore you fuall have it plain Profe^ thus:

If there be any amongft you. that come to hear lafcivious

Scenes, let them depart ; for I do pronounce this, to the

utter Difcomfort of all tii;o-penny Gallery-Men, ycu fjall

have no Bawdery in it : Or tf there be any lurking amongfl

you in Corners, with 'table- Books, ijohohave fovie hope to

find fit Matter to feed his Malice on, let them clafpe

them up, andflink away, or flay and be converted. For he

that made this Play means to pleafe Auditors fo, as he may
be an Auditor himfclf hereafter, and ?iot purcha'e them

with the dearnefs of his Ears : (i ) / dare not call it Comedy
or Tragedy •, '//; perfeSly neither : A Play it is, 'ushich was
meant to make you laugh ; how it would pleafe you, is not

written in my Part : for tho^ you fhould like it to Day, per-

haps yourfelves know not how ycu fijould difgefl it to Mor-
row : Some things in it you may meet with, which are out of

the common Road: A Duke there is, and the Scene lies in

Italy, as thofe two things lightly we never mifs. But you

fijoll not find in it the ordinary and over-worn 'Trade ofjcjling

at Lords, and Courtiers, and Citizens, without taxation of
any particular or new Vice by them found cut, but at the

Perfons of them : fuch, he, that made this, thinks vile, and

for his own part vows. That he did never think, but that a

Lord, Lord born, might be a wife Man, and a Courtier an

honeji Man.

(i) not purchafe them nvith the dearnefs of his Cares] Mr. TJ.^echiiU

concurr'd with me in reading; Ears for Cares. From this Prologue

as well as a thouland other Pailages in our Authors, it is xcry evident

that their Plays were in the Age they liv'd reniarkable for the Decency
and Delicacy of their Language ; tho' I'everal of their Expreffions are

become now very gro's and arc apt to 2,ive OfFw'nce to modeft Em,
but they ought to be judg'd by the fa(lii;.u of the Age they liv'd in,

not by that which now reigns.

P. S. The Word hdu^isn in the firft Line of this Prologue mufi

be underflood in the Senfe of Introduilion.

V R .i

'



DRAMATIS PERSONS.

MEN.
DUKE of U\\Tin.

Valore, a Count, and Brother to Oriana,

Gondarino, a General, the Woman-Hater,

Arrigo,

Lucio,

Lazarillo, a hungry Courtier,

:\
Iwo Courtiers.

WOMEN.
Oriana, Valore*j Sijler,

Julia,

Franciffina
r two Whores,

Boy.

Intelligencers.

Servants,

Ladies.

Mercer,

Pandar,

THE
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ACT I. SCENE I.

Enter Duke of Milan, Arrigo, Lucio, and two Courtiers,

DUKE.
IS now the fweeteft time for Sleep, the

Night is

Scarce fpent ; Arrigo, what's a clock ?

Arri. Pad four.

Duke. Is it fo much, and yet the Morn
not up ?

See yonder where the fhame-fac'd Maiden comes

;

Into our fight how gently doth Ihe Aide,

Hiding her chafte Cheeks, like a modeft Bride,

With a red Veil of Blufhes ; as if fhe.

Even fuch all modeft virtuous Women be.

Why thinks your Lordfhip I am up fo foon?

Luc. About fome weighty State Plot.

• Duke. And what thinks

Your Knighthood of it? Arri. I do think to cure

Some ftranee Corruptions in the Commonwealth.
Duke. Y'are well conceited of yourfelves, to think

I chufe you out to bear me Company
In fuch Affairs and Bufinefs of State :

But am not I a Pattern for all Princes,

Vol. X. O That
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That break my fofc Sleep for my Subjects good ?

Am I not careful ? very provident ?

Luc. Your Grace is careful.

j^rri. Very provident.

Duke. Nay, knew you how (2) my ferious working
Plots

Concern the whole Eflates of all my Subjedls,

Ay, and their Lives ; then Lucio thou would'ft fwear,

I were a loving Prince.

Imc, I think your Grace

Intends to walk the publick Streets difguis'd,

To fee the Streets Diforders. Duke. It is not fo.

Arri. You fecretly will crofs fome other States,

That do confpire againft you. Duke. Weightier far 5

You are my Friends, and you fhall have the Caufc

;

I break my Sleeps thus foon to fee a Wench.
hue. Y'are wondrous careful for your Subjeds good:

Arri. You are a very loving Prince indeed.

(3) Duke. This Care 1 take for them ; when their dull

Eyes
Are clos'd with heavy Slumbers.— Arri. Then you rife

To fee your Wenches, hue. What Milan Beauty* hath

Pow'r,

To charm her Sovereign's Eyes, and break his Sleeps?

Duke. Sifter to Count Falore, fhe is a Maid

(2) my ferious working Plots'] I never think it right to dif-

card good Senfe btcaufe another Reading appears preferable, but a

compound Word, fecret-'worktng occurr'd at firft Sight, and was re-

je£led as unneceffary, till reading tbrc:e Lines below Arrigo's Anfwer,

Tou fecredy iv/// crofs foitie other State.

which feems to imply fomething of Secrecy being mention'd before,

the Conjefture feem'd much more probable.

(3) Duke. This Care I takefor them, niuben their dull Eyes

Are closed ivith hea^y Slumbers.

Arri. Thenyou rife to fee your Wenches ?

Luc. What A'lilan Beauty hath the Po^er to charm
Her Sovereign Eyes, and break his Sleeps ?] I think there is 2

more huraourous Tointipg to be given to thefe Lines as well as a ne-

ceffary cor reikici-i oi Salvercign to So-vereigti'i. It is more Humour to

make Jrrigo in the fame pompous Tone with the Duke catch his

yet-unfinifli'd Sentence and conclude it, than to make him meerly
ask the Quellion, whether he rofe ta fee his Wenches or no.

Would
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Would make a Prince forget his Throne, and State,

And lowly kneel to her : The general Fate

Of all Mortality, is hers to give.

As fhe difpofeth, fo we die and live.

Luc. My Lord, the Day grows clear, the Court will

rile.

Duke. We (lay too long, is the Umhrana's Head,
As we commanded, fent to fad Gondarino^

Our General ?

Jrri. 'Tis fent.

Duke. But flay, where fhines that Light?
y/m. *Tis in the Chamber of Lazarillo.

Duke. Lazarillo ? What is he ? Arri. A Courtier, my
Lord,

And one I wonder that your Grace knows not,

For he hath follow'd your Court, and your laft Predc-

ceflbrs,

From Place to Place, any time this feven Years,

As faithfully as your Spits and Dripping-Pans
Have done, and almoftas grcafily. Duke, Oh we know

him,
As we have heard, he keeps a Kalendar
Of all the Difhes of Meat, that have been in

The Court, e'er fince our great Grandfather's time :

And when he can thruft in at no Table, he makes
His Meat of that.

Luc. The very fame, my Lord.
Duke. A Courtier calTft thou him ? Believe mc Lucio^

There be many fuch about our Court refpc6l:ed»

As they think, ev'n by ocrfelf. (With thee

I will be plain) we Princes oft do ufe

To prefer many for nothing, and to take

Particular and free Knowledge, almoft in

The Nature of Acquaintance of many, whom
We do ufe only for our Pleafures ; and to give

Largely to Numbers, more out of Policy

To be thought liberal, and by that means
To make the People drive t' deferve our Love,
Than t' reward any particular Defert

Ol theirs, to whom wc give •, and we do fulfcr

O 2 Ourfclvcs
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Ourfelves t' hear Flatterers, more for Recreation

Than for love of it, though we feldom hate it

;

And yet we know all thefe, and when we pleafe.

Can touch the Wheel, and turn their Names about.

hue. I wonder they that know their States fo well.

Should fancy fuch bale Slaves.

Duke. Thou wondreft Lticioj

Dofl: not thou think, if thou wert Duke of Milan,

Thou Ihouldft be flattered ?

Luc. I know, my Lord,

I would not. Duke. Why fo I thought till I was Duke,
I thought I fhould have left me no more Flatterers,

Than there are now Plain-dealers ; and yet for all this

My Refolution, I'm mod palpably flattered

:

The poor Man may loath Covetoufnefs and Flattery,

But Fortune will alter th* Mind when the Wind turns;

There may be well a little Conflid, but it

Will drive th' Billows before it. yJrrigo it grows late.

For fee, fair tethys hath undone the Bars

To Phebus Team •, and his unrival'd Light

Hath chas'd the Morning's modeft Blulh away

;

Now muft we to our Love j bright Paphian Queen,
Thou Cytherian Goddefs, that delights

In ftirring Glances, and art ftill thyfelf.

More toying than thy Team of Sparrows be,

Thou laughing £r^a';;<2, oh infpire

Her Heart with Love, or lefTcn my Defire. [Exeunt,

S C E N E II.

Enter Lazarillo and his Boy.

Laz. Go run, fearch, pry in every Nook and Angle
O'th' Kitchins, Larders, and the Paftrics,

Know what Meat's boii'd, bak'd, roll, ftew'd, fry'd, or

fous'd.

At this Dinner to be ferv'd diredly, or indireflly.

To every feveral Table in the Court,

Be gone. Boy. I run, but not fo fall as your Mouth
will do

/ Upon
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Upon the flroke of eleven. \Exit Boy,

Laz. What an excellent thing did God beftow on Man,
"When he did give him a good Stomach ? What
Unbounded Graces there are pour'd on them
That have continual Command o'the very

Beft of thefe Bleflings ? *Tis an excellent thing

To be a Prince ; O he is ferv'd with fuch

Admirable Variety of Fare ; with fuch

Innumerable choice of Delicates

;

His Tables are full fraught with noiirifhing Food,
His Cubbards heavy laden with rich Wines,

His Court is fill'd ftill with the mod pleafant

Variety : In th* Summer his Palace is

Full of Green-Geefe ; and in Winter it

Swarmeth with Woodcocks. O thou Goddefs of Plenty

Fill me this Day with fome rare Delicates,

And I will every Year moft conftantly.

As this Day, celebrate a fumptuous Feaft,

If thou wilt fend me Vidluals, in thine Honour:
And to it fhall be bidden for thy fake,

£v'n all the valiant Stomachs in the Court,

AIJ fliort-cloak'd Knights, and all crofs-gartcr'd Gentle-

men ;

All Pump and Pantofle, all foot-cloth Riders;

With all the fwarming Generation

Of long Stocks, (hort pan*d Hofe, and huge ftuff'd

Doublets

:

All thefe fhall eat, and which is more than yet

Hath e*er been feen, they (hall be fatisfy'd.

1 wonder my Ambaflador returns not ?

Enter Bc^j

Boy. Here I am, Mafler.

Laz, And welcome:

Never did that fweet Virgin in her Smock,
Fair-Cheek*d Andromeda, when to the Rock
Her Ivory Limbs were chain'd, and ftraight before

A huge Sea-monfter, tumbling to the Shore,

To have devourM her, with more longing fight

Expe(5t the coming of fome hardy Knight,

O 2 That
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That might have quell'd his Pride, and fct her free,

Than I with longing fight have look'd for thee.

Boy. Your Perfeus is come, Mafter, that will deftroy

him.

The very comfort of whofe Prefence (huts

The monfter Hunger from your yelping Guts.

Laz. Brief, my Boy, brief, difcourfe the Service of

Each feveral Table miofl: compendioufly.

Boy. Here is a Bill of all, Sir. Laz. Give it me, a Bill

Of all the feveral Services this Day
Appointed for each Table in the Court

:

Ay, this is it on which my Hopes rely.

Within this Paper all my Joys are clos'd

:

Boy, open it, and read with Reverence.

Bey. For th' Captain of the Guard's Table, three Chines
of Beef, and two Joals of Sturgeon.

Laz. A portly Service, but grofs, grofs ; proceed

To th' Duke's own Table, dear Boy, to the Duke's own
Table.

Boy. For the Duke's own Table,

The Head of an Umhrana. Laz. Is it poflible?

Can Heaven be fo propitious to the Duke.'*

Boy. Yes, I'll aflure you, Sir, 'tis poflible.

Heaven is fo propitious to him. Laz. Why then

He is the richeft Prince alive : He were

The wealthieft Monarch in all Europe^ had he

No other Territories, Dominions, Provinces,

Nor Seats, nor Palaces, but only that

Umbrana*s Head. Boy. 'Tis very frefh and fweet, Sir,

T he Fifh was taken but this Night, and th' Head
As a rare Novelty, appointed by

Special Commandment for the Duke's own Table,

This Dinner.

Laz. If poor unv/orthy I may come to eat

Of this moft facred Difh, I hear do vow
rif that blind Hufwife Fortune will bellow

iJut means on me) to keep a fumptuous Houfc,
A Board that groans under the heavy Burden

Of th' Beafts that chew the Cud, and of the Fowl
That cut the Air : It fhall not like the Table

Of
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Of *a Country Juftice, be befprinkled over

Wi' all manner of cheap Sallads, diced Beef,

Giblets, and Pettitoes, to fill up Room,
Nor fhould there ftand any great, cumberfom,

Un-cut-up Pies, at th' nether end filled with Mofs and

Stones,

Partly to make a Ihew with.

And partly t' keep the lower Mefs from eating;

Nor Ihall my Meat come fneaking in, like th' City

Service, one Difh a quarter of an Hour
After another, and gone as if they iiad

Appointed to meet there, and had (r.illook

The Hour, nor fhould it, like the new Court Service,

Come in in halle, as it 'twould fain be fione

Again, all Courfes at once, like a hunnug 8reakfa(l,

But I would have my feverai Courfes, and my
Dilhes well fill'd, my firft Courfe fhould be brought in

After the ancient Manner, by a fcore of
Old bleer-ey*d Serving Men, in long blue Coats,

(Marry they fhall buy Silk, Facing, and Buttons

Themfelvcs) but that's by the way. Hoy. Ivlafter the

time

Calls on, will you be walking? \Exit Boy,

Laz. Follow, Boy follow, my Guts

Were half an Hour fince i' th' privy Kitchin. [£x//.

SCENE III.

E}iier Count, and bis Sifter Oriana.

Ori. Faith Brother I muft needs go yonder.

Count. And yfaith,

Sifler, what will you do yonder? Ori. I know
The Lady Honoria will be glad to fee me.

Count. Glad to fee you ? Faith the Lady Honoria

Cares for you as fhe doth for all other young »

Ladies, flie's glad to fee you, and will fhew you
The Privy-Garden, and tell you how many Gowns
The Dutchefs had ; marry if you have

Ever an old Uncle, that would be a Lord,

O 4 Or
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Or ever a Kinfman that hath done a Murder,
Or hath committed Robbery, and will give

Give good (tore of Mony to procure his Pardon,
Then th' Lady Honoria will be glad to fee you.

On. Ay, but they fay one fhall fee fine fights at

The Court. Count. I'll tell you what you fhall fee there,

You (hall fee many faces of Man's making.

For you'll find very few as God left them : And
You fhall fee many Legs too •, *mongft the reft

You fhall behold one pair, the Feet of which

Were in times paft focklefs, but are now through

The change of time (that alters all things very

Strangelyj become the Legs of a Knight and a Courtier 5

Another pair you fhall fee, that were Heir

Apparent Legs to a Glover, thefe Legs hope

Shortly to b' honourable; when they pafs by
They'll bovy, and the Mouth to thefe Legs will feem

To offer you fome Courtfhip j *t will not fwear.

But it will lye, hear it not.

Orl. Why, and are not thefe fine fights ?

Count. Sifter, in ferioufnefs you yet are young
And fair, a fair young Maid, and apt—

•

On. And apt.?

Count. Exceeding apt, apt to be drawn—-

Ori. To what?

Count. To that you fhould not be, 'tis no difpraifej

She is not bad that hath defire to ill,

But fhe that hath no Power to rule that Will

:

For there you fhall be wooed in other kinds

Than yet your Years have known ; the chiefeflMen

Will feem to throw themfelves

(4) As VafTals at your Service, kifs your Hand,

(4) As Vajfals at your Voice- ] Voice is evidently 'wrong, and

here we have an Occafion to obferve the ufual fallibility of our con-

jcftiiral Emendations : Mr. Sympfon reads,

As Vajfals at your Feet, and kifs your Hand

.

J thought Knees rather more probable and read.

As Vajfals at your Knees, kifs your fair Hand,
Upon confuJting the old Quarto, I found the true Word was Service,

which compleats tjie Meafure without any additional Monofyllable.

Prepare
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Prepare you Banquets, Mafques, Shews, all Inticements

That Wit and Luft together can devife.

To draw a Lady from the Itate of Grace

To an old Lady Widow's Gallery

;

And they will praifc your Virtues, beware that.

The only way to turn a Woman Whore,

Is to commend her Chaftity : You'll go f

Ori. I would go, if it were but only to fhew you, that

I could be there, and be mov'd with none of thefe Tricks,

Count. Your Servants are ready

!

Ori. An hour fince.

Count. Well, if you come off clear from this hot Service,

Your Praife Ihall be the greater. Farewel, Sifter.

Ori. Farewel, Brother. Coujit. Once more.

If you ftay in the Prefence 'till Candle-light,

Keep on the forefide o'th' Curtain ; and d' you hear,

Take heed of the old Bawd, in th' Cloth of TifTue

Sleeves, and the knit Mittins. Farewel, Sifter. [£a;. Ori.

Now am I idle ; would Pd been a Scholar,

That I might now have ftudied : th* Puniftiment

Of meaner Men is, they've too much to do;

Our only Mifery is, that without Company
We know not what to do ; I muft take fome of

The common Courfes 'f our Nobility,

Which is thus :

If 1 can find no Company that likes me.
Pluck off my Hatband, throw an old Cloak over
IVly Face, and as if I would not be known.
Walk haftily through the Streets, till Pm difcover'd

;

Then
There goes Count fuch a one, fays one ; there goes

Count fuch a one, fays another: Look how faft

He goes, fays a third j there's fome great matter in hand
Queftionlefs, fays a fourth ; when all my Bufincfs

Is to have them fay fo, this hath been ufed j

(5) Or if I can't find any Company

(5) Or if J czn find anj Company} As hedefcribes his coming Into

the Play-Houfe alone, this feems a fecond Expedient to pafs away
'rinie for want of Company at home. I therefore read can't for caa.

I'll
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ril after Dinner to the Stage to fee

A Play ; where when I firft enter, you

Shall have a murmur in the Houfe, ev'ry one

That does not know me cries, what Nobleman

Is that ? all th* Gallants on the Stage ftraight rife,

VJl to me, kifs th' Hand, offer me their Places :

Then I pick out fomeone whom I pleafe, (6) to grace

Among the reft, take 's Seat, ufe ir, throw my
Cloak over my Face, and laugh at him :

Whilft the poor Gentleman imagines himfelf

Moft highly grac'd, thinks all the Auditors

Eftcem him one 'o my Bofom Friends, and in right

Special regard with me. But here comes a Gentlemanj

I hope will make me better fport, than either

Street or Stage Fooleries.

Enter Lazarillo and Boy.

This Man loves to eat

Good Meat, always provided, he do not

Pay for*t himfelf, he goeth by the Name of

The Hungry Courtier, marry, becaufe I think

That Name will not fufficiently diflinguifh him.

For no doubt h* ath more Fellows there, his Name
Is Lazarillo ; (7) he is none of thefe

Same Ordinary-Eaters, that '11 devour

Three Brcakfafts i as many Dinners, and without any

(6) to grace among tie refi,} All this Speech, and far the greatell

part of the Play was printed before as Profe ; tho* moft of it runs eafily

into a familiar Verfe. I don't change amsng here as the Senfe is

much the fame as abovey but the latter feems the more natural Prepo-

£tion.

(7) he is none of thefe ordnary Eaters] Here I was puzzled to make
©at the Meafure, a Syllable being wanting, and I thought to have re-

folv'd none into not one, but looking in the old Quarto I found fame
was the Monofyllable that the late Editions had dropt. This is a
flrong Proof that the whole was that kind of familiar Verfe that I

place it in. By ordnary Eaterr I believe wc Ihould not onderftand

eommotd Eaters but ereifiary- Eaters, or Eaters at Ordnaries, where
great Eaters frequently crowd, as they can have more for their Money
than when they pay for their Meat by weight : This feems more
humourous than the former Interpretauos^ tho* that alfo will well

fait the Context.

Prejudice
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Prejudice to their Beavers, Drinkings, Suppers;

But he hath a more courtly kind of Hunger,

And doth hunt more att'r Novelty, than Plenty

:

ril over-hear him.

Laz. (8) Oh thou mod itching kindly Appetite,

Which every Creature in his Stomach feels

;

Oh leave, leave yet at laft thus to torment me

:

Three fcvcral Sal lads have I f.icrific'd,

Bedew'd with precious Oil and Vinegar,

Already to appeafe thy greedy Wrath. Boy,

Boy. Sir.

Laz. Will the Count fpeak with me?
Boy. One of his Gentlemen

Is gone to inform him of your coming, Sir,

Laz. There's no way left to compafs this Fifh-head.

But by being prefently -made known to the Duke,

Boy. That will be hard. Sir.

Laz. When I have tafted of this facred Difh,

Then fhall my Bones reft in my Father's Tomb
In peace i then fliall I die moft willingly.

And as a Difh be ferv*d to fatisfie

Death's hunger, and I will be buried thus

:

My Bier (hall be a Charger born by four.

The Coffin where I lye a Powd'ring-Tub,

Beftrew'd with Lettice, and cool Sallad Herbs

;

My winding Sheet of Tanfiesi the black Guard
Shall be my folemn Mourners ; (9) and inftead

Of Ceremonies, printed burial Prayers,

A wholfom Dirge in Rhime, fhall bury me. In-

(8) O thou mofi itching kindly Appetite,~\ There is great Humour ia

the Pomp of Z,azar///o's Stile, but here, I believe, it has been a little

degraded by the Epithet kindly. As itching exprefTes the troablelbme

Effedls of the Appetite, fo kindly maybe thought well adapted to the

plealing Erfefls of it ; but as the change of a fingle Letter gives a much
more pompous Word, it fecms highly probable that Kingly was the

true Reading, for Lazarillo had before made the whole glory of a
Prince to confift in fatiating his Royal Maw.

(9) ' • and infiead

Of Ceremonies, wholfom burial Prayers,

A printed Dirge in Rhime pall bury me.
"l

If he would have
no Ceremonies nor Prayers, it is probable that we ihould read fuljomty

or
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Inftead of Tears let them pour Capon Sauce

Upon my Hcarfe, and Salt inftead of Duft,

jyianchers for Stones, for others glorious Shields

Give me a Voider; and above my Hearfe

For a Trutch Sword, my naked Knife ftuck up.

[57j(f Count difcoven bimfelf.

Boy. Mafter, the Count's here.

Lax. Where ? my Lord,

I do befeech you. Count. You are very welcome. Sir,

I pray you ftand up, you fhall dine with me.

Laz. 1 do befeech your Lordfhip, by the Jove

I ftill have born t' your honourable Houle.

Count. Sir, what need all this? you (hall dine with rac,

I pray you riie.

Laz. Perhaps your Lordfhip takes me
For one of thefe fame Fellows, that do as

*T were refpeft Viduals.

Count. Oh Sir, by no means.

laz. Your Lordfhip' as often promis'd, that whenfb*

e'er 1

Should afFed Greatnefs, your own Hand ihould help

To raife me.

Count. And fo much ftill afTure yourfelf of.

Laz. And though I muft confefs I've ever ihun'd

Popularity, by th* Example of others, yet

I do now feel myfelf a little ambitious.

Your Lordfhip's great, and though young, yet you are

A Privy Counfellor. Count, 1 pray you. Sir, leap into

The matter.

What would y' have me do for you ?

Laz. I would intreat your Lordfhip to make mc

cr perhaps, as <rjoholfam is a Word proper to Lazarilk, the following

Traafpoficion may have been the Origirml,

» i

' injicad

Of Ceremonies, printed burial Prayrs,

A wholfom Dirge in Rhime JbttU imry me.

A Dirge in this Senfe may fignify Verfes fetting forth the whollbin-

Bcfe and Excellency of good Eating. Dirge is derived from the Ladn
Woid Dirige, which begins a part of the Po|M{h litaiiy . The more I

cpn&der this latter Conjeflare, the more probable it appears: I (hali

l^^refore yentuie it into the Text.

Known
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1

known to the Duke.

Count. When, Sir?

Laz. Suddenly, my Lord,

I would have you prefent me to him this Morning.

Count, k Ihall be done, but for what Virtues would

you

Have him take notice of you ?

Laz. Your Lord (hip Ihall know
That prefently. Count. 'Tis pity of this Fellow,

He's of good Wit, 'nd fufficient Uuderftanding,

When he's not troubled with this greedy Worm.
Laz. 'Faith, you ma' intreat him to take notice of mc

For any thing •, for being an excellent Farrier,

For playing well at Span-counter, or (licking Knives

In Walls, for being impudent, or for nothing;

Why may not I be a Favourite on the fudden ?

I fee nothing againft it. Count. Not fo. Sir,

I know you 've not the Face to be

A Favourite on the fudden. Laz. Why then you Ihall

Prefent me as a Gentleman well qualified.

Or one extraordinary feen in divers

Strange Myfteries.

Count. In what. Sir? as how?
Laz. Marry as thus.

Enter Intelligencer.

Count. Yonder's my old Spir't, that hath haunted mc
Daily, e'er fince I was a Privy-CounfeJlor,

I muft be rid of him. I pray you ftay there,

I am a little bufie, I will fpeak with you
Prefently. Laz. You (hall bring me in, and after

A little other Talk, taking me by

The Hand, you fhall utter thefe Words to the Duke:
May it pleafe your Grace, to take note of a Gentleman,
Well read, and deeply learn'd, and throughly grounded
In th' hidden Knowledge of all Sallads and
Pot-herbs whatever. Count. 'Twill be rare-, if you will

Walk before. Sir, Til overtake you inftantly.

Laz. Your Lordfhip's ever. [£*//.

Count. This Fellow is a kind of an Informer,

One
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One that ftill lives in Ale-houfes and Taverns^

And becaufe he perceives fome worthy Men
In this Land, with much Labour 'nd great Expence,
To 've difcover'd things dangeroufly hanging

Over the State ; he thinks t' difcover as much
Out of the talk of Drunkards in Tap-houfes

:

He brings me Informations, pick'd out

Of broken Words, i' Mens common talk, which he,

"With his malicious mif-application,

Hopes will leem dangerous ; he doth befides.

Bring me the Names of all th* young Gentlemen

In the City, that ufe Ordinaries, or Taverns,

Talking (t* my thinking) only as the freedom

Of their Youth teach them, without further ends.

For dangerous and feditious Spirits

;

He is befides, an arrant Whore-mafter,

As any is in Milan, of a Lay- man

;

I will not meddle with the Clergy : He
(!o) Is parcel Lawyer, and i' my Confcience much
Of their Religion, I muft put upon him
Some piece of Service. Come hither. Sir, what have yea
To do with me? Int. Little my Lord, I only come
T' know how your Lorddiip would employ me.

Count. Obferv'd you
That Gentleman that parted from m' but now ?

Int. I faw him now, my Lord.

Count. I was fending for you,

I've talk'd with this Man, and find him dangerous.

Int. Is your Lordfhip in good earneft?

Count. Hark you, Sir,

(lo) Js parcel Laivyer ] I have been long miHakcn incur
Authors Ufe of the VVord Parcel^ and have in the Chatices given a

wrong Interpretation of it : There an old Woman is laid to be parcel

Drunk., and elfewhere parcel Bwivd, and finding Skixftcr (probably led

by the like Expreffions) giving portly as one of the Senfes of parcel,

I thought it applicable in thole Places: But smncw convirc'd that it

has every where the fame Meaning, when taken adverbially, parcel

from Particelle ; it WLt2iT.% partly, z.^ partly a Laivyer, partly a Banudy
partly Drunk. Mdjfenger our Authors Contemporary and Rival often

ufes it in this Senfe.

There
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There may perhaps be fome within Ear-fhots.

IHe whifpers with him,

Ejiier Lazarillo and his Boy,

Laz. Sirrah, will you venture your Life, the Duke
Hath fent the Fifli-head to my Lord ?

jBoy. Sir, if he have not

Kill me, do what you will with me. Laz. How
Uncertain is the State of all mortal Things?

I have thefe Crofles from my Cradle, from

My very Cradle, infomuch that I do
Begin t' grow defperate : Fortune, I do defpile the

Do thy worft.— Yet when I do better gather

Myfclf together, I find it*s rather th* part of

A wife Man, to prevent the Storms of Fortune

By ftirring, than t* fuffer 'em, by {landing ftill.

To pour themfelves upon his naked Body •,

1 will about it. Count. Who's within there ? Let

Enter a Serving-man.

This Gentleman out at the back Door,

Forget not my Inftruftions, if you find

Any thing dangerous ; trouble not yourfelf

To find out me, but carry your Informations

To the Lord Lucio^ he is a Man grave,

And well experienced in thefe bufineffes.

Int. Your Lordfliip's Servant.

\_Exlt Intelligencer and Serving-Man.
Laz. Your Lordfliip's Servant. Wili't pleafe your

Lordfliip to walk ?

Count. Sir, I was coming,

I'll overtake you. Laz. I will attend you
Over-aguinft th' Lord Gondarino'% Houfe.

Count. You fha'n't attend there long. Laz. Thither

muft I

To fee my Love's Face, the chafte Virgin Head
Of a dear Filh, yet pure and undefiowred.

Not known of Man ; no rough bred Country Hand
Hath once touch'd thcc, no Fandar's withered Paw,
Nor an un-napkin'd Lawyer's greafie Fid, hath

Once
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Once flubbered thee ; no Lady's fupple Hand
Wafli'd o'er with Urine, hath yet feiz'd on thee

(ii) With her too nimble Talons ; no Court-hand.

Whom his own natural Filth, or change of Air, hath

Bedeck'd with Scabs, hath marr'd thy whiter Grace

:

Oh let it be thought lawful then for me.
To crop the Flower of thy Virginity. \Ei(it Laz.

Count. This Day I am for Fools, I am all theirs.

Though like to our young wanton cocker'd Heirs,

Who do affed: thofe Men above the reft,

In whofe bafe Company they ftill are beft

:

I do not with much labour ftrive to be

The wifeft ever in the Company

:

(i 2) But for a Fool our Wifdom oft amends.

As Enemies do teach us more than Friends. {_Eiiit Count.

A C T II. S C E N E I.

Enter Gondarino and his Servants,

Serv. Tt /TYLord!

iVl Gond. Ha!
Serv, Here 's one hath brought you a Prefent.

(11) With her two nimble Talents ; ] Mr. Symp/on concurs with

me in reading too nimble, but there feems a ftili greater Corruption

than that ; her Fingers are certainly here call'd too nimble, and the'

talents be intelligible, yet Talons feems a much more eafy as well

as more comic Word. On turning to Mr. Theobald I find that he
too reads Talons.

(12) But for a Fool, our Wifdom oft amends,"] The Comma here

was plac'd wrong by the Editors who do not feem to have known the

Conftrudtion of thePaflage; which is indeed a little difficult, the

Particleyo;- having a Meaning common indeed in our Authors but not

fo in modern Writings. For is here the fame as becaufe, as in The

T1V0 Noble Kinfmen. Lov'd for we did, /. e. becaufe we did. See

Note 29th on that Play. Without this the Palfage here is not intel-

ligible : He loves to be v/ith a Fool, becaufe the fight of his Folly

teaches Wifdom. Mr. Theobald not taking it in this Senfe conjeftures,

But ""fore a Fool.

If the Reader will be fo good to turn to the Note referr'd to in The

T^o Noble Kinfmen^ he will be fufficiently convinc'd that for is

right.

Gond,
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Gond. From whom ? From a Woman ? if it be from a

Woman, bid him carry it back, and tell her (he's a
Whore; what is it ?

Serv. A Fifh Head, my Lord.

Gond. What Fifli Head ?

Serv. I did not ask that, my Lord.

Gond, Whence comes it?

Serv. From the Court.

Gond. O 'tis a Cods Head.
Serv. No, my Lord, *tis fome ftrange Head, it comes

from the Duke.
Gond. Let it be carried to my Mercer, I do owe him

Money for Silks, ftop his Mouth with that.

{Exit Servant,

Was there e*er any Man that hated his Wife
Aft*r Death but 1 ? and for her fake all Women,
(13) Women that were created only for

The prefervation of little Dogs.

Enter Servant.

Serv. My Lord, the Count's Sifter being overtaken

r th' Streets with a great Hail-ftorm, is light at

Your Gate, and defires room 'till the Storm
Be overpaft. Gond. Is fhe a Woman ? Serv. Ay,
My Lord, I think fo. Gond. I've none for her then

:

Bid her get her gone, tell her fhe is not welcome,
Serv. My Lord, fhe is now coming up,

Gond. She {hall not

Come up ; tell her any thing ; tell her I have buC

One great Room in my Houfe, and I'm now

(13) Women that nvere created /'or'] The Quarto reads,

ivere created only for.

And this Omiflion puzzled me with regard to the Meafure ; and in

eight Places out of ten where the Meafare was all confus'd, th«

Quarto tho' printed as Profe, as well as the later Editions, has had
fome fmall DifFerence in the Arrangement of the Words, or th«

Omiflion or Addition of fome expletive as to the Senfe, but which
clcar'd up the Meafure. Thefe are too numerous to be all pointed

out to the Reader, but are a ftrong Proof to me that I am right in re-

lloring that familiar Meafure which our Authors much more rarely

lay afide than Shake/pear did.

Vol. X. P In
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In it at the clofc Stool.

Serv. She's here, my Lord.

Gond. O Impudence of Women ; I can keep

Dogs out o' my Houfe, or I can defend my Houfe

Againft Thieves, but I cannot keep out Women.

Enter Oriana, a Waiting-Wornan .^ and a Page.

Now, Madam, what hath your LadyQiip to fay

To me ? Ori. My Lord, I was bold to crave the help

O* your Houfe againft the Storm.

Gond. Your Ladyfhip's Boldnefs

In coming will be Impudence in flaying ;

For you are moft unwelcome.

Ori. Oh, my Lord!

Gond. Do you laugh ? by the hate I bear to you, *tis

true.

Ori. Y' are merry, my Lord. Gond. Let me laugh to

Death

If I be, or can be whilft thou art here

;

Orliv'ftj or any of thy Sex. Ori. I commend your

Lordfhip.

Gond. Do you commend me? why do you commend
me?

I give you no fuch Caufe : Thou art a filthy

Impudent Whore ; a Woman, a very Woman.
Ori. Ha, ha, ha.

Gond. Begot when thy Father was drunk.

Ori. Your Lordfhip hath a good Wit.

Gond. How? what? have I good Wit?
Ori. Come, my Lord,

I*ve heard before o'your Lordfhip's merry vein

Injefting'gainft our Sex, which I being defirous

To hear, made me rather chufe your Lord lhip*s Houfe,

Than any other j but I know I'm welcome.

Gond. Let me not live if you be : Methinks it doth not

Become you to come to my Houfe, being a Stranger

To you ; I have no Woman in my Houfe
To entertain you, nor to fhew you your Chamber

;

Why fliould you come to me ? I have no Galleries,

Nor Banqueting- houfes J no nor bawdy Pidtures

To
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To fliew your Ladyfhip. Oru Believe me, this

YourLord(hip*s PJainnefs makes me think myfelf

More welcome, than if you had fworn by all

The pretty Court Oaths that are, I had been welcomer
Than your Soul to your Body. Gond. Now (he's in,

(14) Talking of I'reafon will not get her out,

I'd fooner undertake to talk an Intelligencer

Out of the Room, and fpeak more than he durll hear,

Than talk a Woman out o* my Company.

Enter a Servant,

Serv. My Lord, The Duke being in the Streets, and

the Storm continuing, is enter'd your Gate, and now
coming up.

Gond. The Duke ! O now I know your Errand, Ma-
dam;

YouVe Plots and private Meetings i' hand : Why do you
Chufe my Houfe ? are you afliam'd to go to it

In the old coupling Place, though 't be lefs fufpicious

Here; for no Chriftian will fufpcdt a Woman
To be in my Houfe .? yet you may do it cleanlier

There, for there's care had of thofe BufinefTes

;

And wherefoever you remove, your great

Maintainer and yourfelf fhall have your Lodgings

Direftly oppofite, 'tis but putting on

(15) Your Night-gown, and your Slippers ; Madam, yo*

under-

stand me ^ Ori. Before I would not underftand him,

.

But

(14) Talking Treafon ivill get her cut] Here two Syllables are

wanting to the Meafure, and one of the«t is abfolutely neceffary to

the Senl'e, and Mr. Theobald had rellor'd the Negative as well as I.

I add alfo an Expletive and read,

Talking of Treafon n.vill not get her out..

This is exaftly in our Auth'-^r's Stile, and I am pretty fure, the very

Expreflion Talking of Treafon is ufed elfewherc by them, iho* I cannot

now turn to the Place.

{ I 5) TourNight-Govjn, andyourSUppers ; Madam, you underflandme ?]

To make out the Verfe here with the Coiuext I'm forc'd

to divide one Word into two Lines, this which gives the Mea-

fure a more comic Afpedt is done by our Authors indifputably ia

P 2 the
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But now he (peaks Riddles to me indeed.

Enter the Duke^ Arrigo and Lucio,

Duke, 'Twasaftrange Hail-florm.

Luc. 'Twas exceeding ftrange.

Gond. Good Morrow to your Grace.

Duke. Good Morrow, Gondarino,

Gond. Juftice, great Prince.

Duke. Why fhould you beg

For Tuftice, 1 ne*er did you Wrong i what is

Th* Offender? Gond. A Woman.
Duke. I know your ancient Quarrel

Againft that Sex ; but, fay, what hainous Crime

Hath (he committed ?

Gond. She h*th gone abroad.

Duke. What? it cannot be.

Gond. She h'th done it.

Duke. How ? I never heard

Of any Woman that did fo before.

Gond. If fhe have not laid by that Modefty
That fhould attend a Virgin, and, quite void

Of Shame, hath left the Houfe where Ihe was born,

As they fhould never do ; let me endure

The Pains that fhe fhould fuffer.

Duke. Hath fhe fo?

Which is the W6man ?

Gond. This, this.

Duke. How ! Arrigo : Lucia,

Gond. Ay, then it is a Plot, no Prince alive

Shall force me make my Houfe a Brothel-Houfe j

Not for the Sin's, but for the Woman's fake

;

I will not have her in my Doors fo long :

Will they make my Houfe as bawdy as their own arc ?

Duke. Is it not Oriana?
Lucio. 'Tis.

Duke. Sifter to Count Falore ?

th? comic Part of the School-mafter in The Two mile Kin/men.
Upon this mighty Morr

—

of mickle 'weight,

Is— nonv comes /« <vuhich being glevj^d together

^

Makes Morris.

Arri,
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Arr'i. The very fame.

Duke. She that I Jove ?

Lucio. She that you Jove.

"Duke. I do fufped.

Imcio. So do I.

Duke. This Fellow to be but a Counterfeit,

One that doth feem to Joath all Woman-Jcind,

To hate himfeJf, becaufe he hath fome part

Of Woman in him ; feems not to endure

To fee, or to be ^ttr^ of any Woman,
Only, becaufe he Jcnows it is their Nature

To wifh to tafte that which is mod forbidden

:

And with this ihew he may the better compafs

(And with far lefsSufpicion) his bafe ends.

Lucio. Upon my Life 'tis fo.

Duke. And I do Icnow,

(16) Before his Jate Wife gave him that OiTence,

He was the greateft Servant to that Sex
That ever was: Wliat doth this Lady here

With him alone? Why Ihould he rail at her

To me.?

Luc. Becaufe your Grace might not fufpeft.

Duke. It was fo ; I do love her ftrangely.

I would fain Icnow the Truth j come counfel me.

{T^hey three whifper,

' Enter Count, Lazarillo, and his Boy.

Count. It falls out better than we couJd exped. Sir,

That we (hould find the Duke and my Lord Gondarino

Together, both which you defire to be

Acquainted with. Laz. *Twas very happy ; Boy,
Go down into the Kitchen, and fee if you
Can fpy that fame j I am now in fome Hope;
I have methinks a kind of Fever on me, [Exit Boy,

A certain GJoominefs within me, doubting

(16) Be/ore his /lain Wift~—'\ I have ventur'd to alter this to late

Wife; there not being the lead hint of his Wife's bsingy/^/w by him
or any other. Lain for buried might probably be aliovv'd, but I lay

it down as a Rule, never to afcribe to my Authors an Expretljon that I

fhould be afham'd to ufe myfelf.

P 3 As
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As 't were, betwixt two PafTions

:

There's no young Maid upon her wedding Night,

When her Husband fets firflFoot in the Bed bluihes, and

Looks pale again, ofcner than I do now. There is

No Poet acquainted with more Shakings and Quakings,

Towards the latter end of his new Play,

When he's in that Cafe, that he ftands peeping 'twixt

Curtains, fo fearfully that a Bottle of Ale

Cannot be op'ned, but he thinks fome Body hifles.

Than I am at this Inftant,

Count. Are they in Confultation ? If they be.

Either my young Duke hath fome Baftard gotten,

And is perfuading my Knight yonder to

Father the Child, and marry the Wench, or elfe

Some Cock-pit 's to be built.

Laz. My Lord ! What Nobleman's that ?

Count. His Name is Lucio^ 'tis he that was made
A Lord at the requeft of fome o' his Friends

For's Wife's fake -, he afFeds t' b'a great States-man,

And thinks 't confifts in Night-Caps, and Tooth-picks ?

Laz. And what's that other?

Count. A Knight, Sir, that pleafeth

The Duke to favour, and to raife to fome

Extraordinary Fortunes, he can make
As good Men as himfelf, ev'ry Day i' th' Week,
And doth

—

Laz. For what was he railed ?

Count. Truly, Sir,

I am not able to fay direftly, for what ; but

For wearing of red Breeches as I take it

;

He is a brave Man, he will fpend three Knighthoods

At a Supper without Trumpets. Laz. My Lord
ril talk with him, for Pve a Friend, that would

(17) Gladly receive the Honour. Count. If he have

The Itch of Knighthood on him, let him repair

To that Phyfician, he'll cure him ; but I

Will give you a Note; is your Friend fat or lean ?

Laz. Something fat.

(17) GladU receive the Yi\im^\xx.'] I had the Concurrence of both

v\y AlTiliants in reading Honour inUead of Humour.

Count.
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Count. It will be the worfe for him.

Laz. I hope that's not material. Count. Very much.

For there's an Impoft fet upon Knighthoods, and

Your Friend fhall pay a Noble in the Pound.

Duke. I do not like Examinations,

We fhall find out the Truth more eafily.

Some other way lels noted, and that Courfe

Should not be us'd, 'till we be lure to prove

Something di'^eftly, for when they perceive

Themfelves fufpe6ted, they will then provide

More warily to anfwer.

Luc. Doth fhe know
Your Grace doth love her?

Duke. She hath ne'er heard it.

Luc. Then thus, my Lord. [They wblfper again,

Laz. What's he that walks

Alone fo fadiy with his Hands behind him ?

Count. The Lord of the Houfe, he that you defire to be

Acquainted with, he doth hate Women for

The fame Caufe that I love them.

Laz. What is that ?

Comit. For that which Apes want j you perceive me. Sir?

Laz. And is he fad .? Can he be fad that hath

So rich a Gem under his Roof, as that

Which I do follow. What young Lady 's that?

Count. Which? Have I mine Eye-fight perfed, *cis

my Sifter :

Did I fay the Duke had a Baftard ? What Hiould flie

Make here with him and 's Council ? She hath no
Papers in her hand to petition to them.

She hath never a Husband in Prifon, whofe Releafe

She might fue for : That's a fine Trick for a Wench 5

To get her Husband clapt up, that fhe may
More freely, and with Icfs Sufpicion, vifit

The private Studies o* Men in Authority.

Now I difcover their Confukation,

Yon Fellow is a Pandar without all

Salvation j but let me not condemn her too

Ralhly, without weighing the Matter ; fhe

Is a young Lady, and fhe went forth early

P 4 This
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.

This Morning with a Waiting-woman, and a Page or fo:

This is no Garden Houfe, in my Confcience fhe

Went forth with no diflioneft Intent; for fhe

Did not pretend going to any Sermon
In the further end of the City, neither went fhe

To fee any odd old Gentlewoman, that mourns for

The Death of 'r Husband, or the lofs of 'r Friend, and
Muft have young Ladies come to comfort her :

Thofe are th' damnable Bawds •, 'twas no fet Meeting
Certainly, for there was no Wafer-woman with her

Thefe three Days on my Knowledge : I'Jl talk with her.

Good morrow, my Lord.

Go72d, Y*are welcome, Sir ; here's her

Brother come now to do a kind OfHce for

His Sifter ; Is it not ftrange ? Count. I am glad

To meet yo* here. Sifter. On. I thank you, good
Brother -,

And if you doubt the Caufe o' my coming, I

Can fatisne you. Count. No faith, I dare truft thee,

I do fufped thou 'rt honeft ; for it is

So rare a thing to b* honeft, amonft you,

That fome one Man in an Age may perhaps fufpeft fome

Two Women tob' honeft, but ne'er believe it verily.

Luc. Let your Return be fudden. jirri. Unfufpedled

By them. Buke. It fhall > fo fhall I beft perceive

Their Love, if there be any : Farewel, Sirs.

Count. Let me intreat your Grace to ftay a little.

To know a Gentleman, to whom yourfelf

Is much beholden ; he hath made the Sport

For your whole Court thefe eight Years, on my Know-
ledge.

Buke. His Name.?
Count. Lazarilio.

Buke. I heard of him this Morning, which is he.'

Count. Lazarillo., pluck up thy Spirits, thy Fortune is

Now raifing, the Duke calls for thee, and thou

Shalt be acquainted with him. Laz. He's going away.

And I muft of Neceffity ftay here

On Bufinefs. Count. Tis aii one, thou fhalt know him firft.

Laz. Stay a little.

If
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If he fhould offer to take me away with him.

And by that means I fhould lofe that I feek for

;

But if he fhould 1 will not go with him.

Count. The Duke (lays, Lazarillo wilt thou lofe

This Opportunity ? Laz. How muft I fpeak to him?
Count. 'Twas well thought of i you muft not talk to

him
As you do to an ordinary Man, honefl

Plain Senfe, but you muft wind about him ; for Example,

If he fhould ask you what a clock it is.

You muft not fay, If *t pleafe your Grace 'tis nine

;

But thus J

Thrice three a clock, fo pleafe my Sovereign

;

Or thus

:

Look you how many Mufcs there doth dwell

Upon the fweet Banks of the learned Well,

And juft fo many Strokes the Clock hath ftruck ;

And fo forth •, and you muft now and then enter into

A Defcription.

Laz. 1 hope I fhall do it.

Count. Come:
May it pleafe your Grace to take note of a Gentleman,

Well feen and deeply read, and throughly grounded

In th* hidden Knowledge of all Sallets and

Pot-herbs whatever.

Duke. I fhall defire to know him
More inwardly.

Laz. I kifs the Ox-hide of your Grace's Foot.

Count. Very well ; will your Grace queftion him a little.^

Duke, How old are you ?

Laz. Full eight and twenty feveral Almanacks
Have been compiled, all for feveral Years,

Since firft I drew this Breath ; four Prenticefhips

Have I moft truly fervcd in this World ;

And eight and twenty times hath Phoebus Car
Run out his yearly Courfe fince

—

Duke. I underftand you. Sir.

Luc. How like an ignorant Poet he talks?

Duke. You are eight and twenty Years old ? What
Time of the Day do you hold it to be ?

Laz,
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Laz. About the time that Mortals whet their Knives

On Threfholds, on their Shoe-Soals, and on Stairs,

New Bread is grating, and the tefty Cook
Hath much to do now •, now the Tables all

—

Duke. 'Tisalmoft Dinner time?

Laz. Your Grace doth apprehend me very rightly.

Count. Your Grace fliall find him in your further Con-
ference

Grave, wife, courtly, and Scholar-like, underftandingly

read

In the NecefTities of the Life of Man;
He knows that Man is mortal by his Birth

;

He knows that Man muft die, and therefore live

;

He knows that Man muft live, and therefore eat.

And if 't fhall pleafe your Grace t* accompany yourfelf

With him, 1 doubt not, but that he will, at Icaft,

Make good ray Commendations.
Duke. Attend us Lazarilloy we do want

Men of fuch Aftion, as we have receiv'd you

Reported from your Honourable Friend.

Laz. Good my Lord (land 'twixt me and my Over-

throw,

You know Fm ty'd here, and may not depart,

My gracious Lord, fo weighty are theBufinefles o*mine
own,

"Which at this time do call upon irie, that I

Will rather chufe to die, than to neglcdl them.

Count. Nay, you'll perceive •, befides the Virtues that

I have already inform'd you of, he hath

A Stomach which will ftoop t' no Prince alive.

Duke. Sir, at your beft Leifure j 1 fhall thirft to fee

you.

Laz. And I fhall hunger for it.

Duke. 'Till then farewel all.

Gond. Count. Long Life attend your Grace.

Duke. 1 do not tafle

This Sport ; Arrigo, Lucio.

jirrigo. Lucio. We attend.

{_Exeunt Duke, Arrigo, Lucio.

Gond. His Grace is gone, and 'th lefp his Helen with me,

I am
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I am no Pandar for him, neither can I

Be won with th' hope of Gain, or the itching

Defire of tafting my Lord's Leachery to him,

To keep her at my Houff, or bring her in >

Difguife t' his Bed-Chamber.

(18) The Twines of Adders, and of Scorpions

About my naked Breaft, will feem to me
More tickling than thofe Clafps, which Men adore,

The luft-ful, dull, ill-fpirited Embraces

Of Women -, the much praifed Amazons^

Knowing their own Infirmities fo well.

Made of themfelves a People, and what Men
They take amongfl: them, they condemn to die.

Perceiving that their Folly made them fit

To live no longer, that would willingly

Come in the worthlefs Prefenceof a Woman.
I will attend, and fee what my young Lord
Will do with his Sifter.

Enter Lazarillo'j Boy.

Boy. My Lord, the Fifh-head is gone again.

Count. Whither?

Boy. I know whither, my Lord.

Count. Keep it from Lazarillo: Sifter, fhall I

Confer with you in private, t* know the Caufe

Of the Duke*s coming hither, I know he makes you
Acquainted with his Bufinefs of State.

On. Pll fatisfy you, Brother, for I fee

Your'e jealous of me. Gond. Now there fhall be fome
Courfe

Taken for her Conveyance. Laz. Lazarillo, thou arc

happy.

Thy Carriage hath begot Love, and that Love
Hath brought forth Fruits -, thou 'rt here in Company
Of a Man honourable, that will help thee to

Tafte of the Bounties of the Sea, and when
Thou haft io done thou fhalt retire thyfelf

(18) The Tmn^ of Adders,—--] It has often happened before, that
Tnvines and n<:in'd have been wrote for izvifis and tivinn'd, but here
the Reverie has ii»ppened. Mr. Sym^fin concurr'd in the Correftion,

Unto
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Unto the Court, and tafte the Dehcates

Of th' Earth, and be great in thy Sovereign's Eyes.

Now no more fhalt thou need to fcramble for

Thy Meat, nor remove thy Stomach with the Court;

Thy Credit (hall command thy Heart's Define, and
All Novelties (hall be fent as Prefents to thee.

Count. Good Sifter, when you fee your own time,

will you

Return home ? On. Yes, Brother, and not before.

Lax. I will

Grow popular in this State, and overthrow

The Fortunes of a number, that live by
Extortion.

Count. Lazarillo^ beftir thyfelf nimbly and fuddenly,

and hear me with Patience.

Laz. Let me not fall from myfelf; fpeak, I am hound
to hear.

'

Count. (19) So art thou to revenge, when thou Jhalt hear^

The Fifh-head is gone, and we know not where.

Laz. I will not curfe, nor fwear, nor rage, nor rail.

Nor with contemptuous Tongue, accufe my Fate

;

Though I might juftly do it, nor will I

"Wifh myfelf uncreated, for this Evil

:

Shall I intreat your Lordfhip to be feen

A little longer in the Company
Of a Man crofs*d by Fortune ?

Count. Yes, I hate

To leave my Friend in his Extremities.

Laz. 'Tis noble in you, then I take your Hand,
And do proteft, I do not follow this

(19) So art thou to revettge, nuhen thou Jhalt hear.

The Fijhhead is gone, and ive kno^v not whither.] As nvhere is

equally Senfe here, it adds much to the Humour to make this hobling

comic Verfe rhime to the Grandeur of the Line above quoted from the

moll folemn Scene in all Shake/pear. Mr. Sympfon asks. Is this a
Burlefque upon Hamlet\ Ghofl or not ? I am quite clear that it is not,

and have given, I believe, convincing Reafons at Note 31, in that ex-

ceeding comic Charader, The little French Laivyer. Sentiments and
Expreffions of acknowledged Dignity, when apply'd to a ridiculous

Subject, only -render it Hill more ridiculous, and for that end only are

ps'd, burlefquing, as in this Place Lazxrillo not Hamlet.

For
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For any Malice or for private Ends,

But with a Love, as gentle and as chaflc.

As that a Brother to his Sifter bears :

And if I fee this Fifh-head yet unknown,
The laft Words that my dying Father fpake.

Before his Eyc-ftrings brake, fhall not of me
So often be remembred, as our Meeting :

Fortune attend me, as my Ends are juft.

Full of pure Love, and free from fervile Lufl:.

Count. Farewcl, my Lord ; I was intreated to invite

Your Lordfhip to a Lady's upfitting,

Gond. O my Ears ! why. Madam, will not you follow

Your Brother ? you are waited for by great Men,
He*ll bring you to 'em. Ori. I am very well.

My Lord, you do miftake me, if you think

I affed: greater Company than yourfelf.

Gond. What Madnefs doth pofTefs thee, that thou canft

Imagine m' a fit Man to entertain

Ladies ; I tell thee, I do ufe to tear

Their Hair, to kick them, and to twinge their Nofes,

If they be n't careful in avoiding me.

Ori. Your Lordfhip may defcant upon your own
Behaviour as pleafe you, but I proteft.

So fweet and courtly it appears in my Eye,

That I mean not to leave you yet. Gond, I (hall

Grow rough,

Ori. A rough Carriage is beft in a Man

:

ril dine with you, my Lord.

Gond. Why 1 will ftarve thee.

Thou fhalt have nothing. Ori. I have heard of

Your Lordfhip's Nothing, I'll put that to the venture.

Gond. Well thou fhalt have Meat, I will fend it to thee.

Ori. (20) I keep no State my Lord, neither do I mourn

;

rU dine with you.

Gond. Is fuch a thing as this allow'd to live?

What Power hath let thee loofe upon the Earth

(20) I'll keep no State, my Lord, neither do 1 mourn ;] /'//, inftead

of /, crept in from the Line below. Mourn here fignifies keeping
Houfe on account of mourning for any Relation dead.

To
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To plague us for our Sins? Out of my Doors.

Ori. I would your Lordfliip did but fee how well

This Fury doth become you, it doth {hew
So near the Life, as it were natural.

Gond, O thou damn'd Woman, I will fly the Vengeance
That hangs above thee, follow if thou dar'ft.

\Exit Gondarino.

Ori. I muft not leave this Fellow, I will torment him to

Madnefs,

To teach his Paflions againft kind to move:
The more he hates, the more I'll feem to love.

\_Exemt Oriana and Maid.

Enter Pandar and Mercer, a Citizen.

Pand. Sir, what may be done by Art fhall be done,

I wear not this black Cloke for nothing.

Mer. Perform this, help me to this great Heir by learn-

ing, and you fhall v/ant no black Clokes ; Taffaties, Silk-

grogran?, Sattins and Velvets are mine, they fhall be yours

;

perform what you have promis'd, and you (hall make me
a Lover of Sciences, I will ftudy the learned Languages,

and keep my Shop-book in Latin.

Pand. Trouble me not now, I will not fail you within

this Hour at your Shop.

Mer. Let Art have her courfe. [_Exit Mercer,

Enter Courtezan.

Pand. 'Tis well fpoken. Madona.
Mad. Haft thou brought me any Cuftomers ?

Pand. No.
Mad. What the Devil dofl: thou in black?

Pand. As all folemn Profeflbrs of fettled Courfes do,

cover my Knavery with it : Will you marry a Citizen,

reafonably Rich, and unreafonably Foolifh, Silks in his

Shop, Money in his Purfe, and no Wit in his Head ?

Mad. Out upon him, I could have otherwife than fo,

there was a Knight fwore he would have had me, if I

would have lent him but forty Shillings to have redeem'd

his Cloke, to go to Church in.

Pand,
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Pand. Then your Waftecoat-waiter fliall have him, call

her in.

Mad. Fraticijfina?

Fran. \_fFithin.'] Anon.
Mad. Get you to the Church, and fhrive yourfelf.

For you (hall be richly married anon.

Pand. And get you after her, I will work upon my
Citizen whilft he is warm, I mud not fuffer him to confult

with his Neighbours, the opened Fools are hardly cozened,

if they once grow jealous. [Exeunl.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Enter Gondarino Jlying the Lady.

s
Cond.^ AV E me ye better Powers, let me not fall

Between the loofe Embracements of a Woman:
Heav'n, if my Sins be ripe grown to a Head,
And muft attend your Vengeance, I beg not to divert my

Fate,

Or to repriev'c a while thy Punifhment -,

Only I crave, and hear me equal Heav'ns,

Let not your furious Rod, that mull afflict me.
Be that imperfefb Piece of Nature,

That Art makes up. Woman, unfatiate Woman.
Had we not knowing Souls, at firft infus'd

To teach a difference *twixt Extremes and Goods ?

Were we not made ourfelves, free, unconfin'd

Commanders of our own Affedions ?

And can it be, that this moft perfect Creature,

This Image of his Maker, well-fquar'd Man,
Should leave the Handfaft, that he had of Grace,

To fall into a Woman's eafy Arms,

Enter Oriana.

Ori. Now Venus be my fpeed,

Infpire me with all the feveral fubtile

Temptations, that thou haft already given,

Or haft in ftore hereafter to beftow

Upon
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Upon our Sex : Grant that I may apply
That Phyfick that's rnoft apt to work upon him 5

Whether he's fooneft mov'd with Wantonnefs,
Singing, and Dancing ; or being paflionate.

With Scorn ; (21) or v/ith fad and ferious Lx)oks,

Cunningly-mingled Sighs, with Smiling, Lifping,

Kiffing the Hand, making (hort Curt'fies ; or

With whatfoever other nimble Power
He may be caught, do thou infufe into me.
And when 1 have him, 1 will facrifice him
To thee.

Gond. It comes again ; new Apparitions,

And tempting Spirits : Stand and reveal thyfelf,

Tell why thou follow'ft me ? I fear thee as

I fear the Place thou cam*ft from, Hell. Ori. My Lord,

I am a Woman, and fuch a one'

Gond. That I hate truly,

Thou'dfl: better been a Devil.

Ori. Why, my unpatient Lord

?

Gond. Dev'ls were once good, there they excell'd you.
Woman.

Ori. Can ye be fo uneafy ? can ye freeze, and
Such a Summer's Heat fo ready to difTolve ye.''

Nay, gentle Lord, turn not away in fcorn.

Nor hold me lefs fair than lam: Look on thefe Cheeks,

They've yet enough of Nature, true Complexion,

(22) If it be red and white; a Forehead high,

An eafy melting Lip, a fpeaking Eye,

(21) Or luithfad andferious Looks, cunningly mingled with Stghr,

tuith Smiling, Lifping,] This Speech, all printed before as Profe, I
have found no: the Icall Difficulty in reiloring to its Meafure, till I

came to this Paffage ; and here there is the greateft Reafon to believe

a Monofyllable added, more injurious to the Senfe than Meafure: For
what Cunning is there in mingling fad Looks with Sighs ? It does

indeed require Cunning to mingle Sighs and Smiles together, fo as to

appear engaging and charming. I therefore read,

Cunningly-mingled Sighs, nuitb Sjnilingf Lifping

^

Kiffing the Hand, &C.

(22) If to he red and ivhite
', ] The Conftruftion here feems a

little difficult ; I therefore read.

If iX. he red and luhite ; .
•

7,. e. If true Complexion confift ia red and white.

And
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J
And fuch a Tongue, whofe Language takes the Ear

Of drift Religion, and Men mod auftere:

(23) If thefe may hope to pleafe you, look you here.

Gond. This Woman with Intreaty vvou*d fhow all i

Lady there lies your way, I pray ye farewel.

Ori. You're yet too harih, too difibnant,

There's no true Mufick in your Words, my Lord.

Gond. What fliall I give thee to be gone ?

(24) Here Hay, an thou want'Il Lodging, take my Houfcj

'Tis big enough, it is thine own, 'twill hold

Five Jeacherous Lords 'nd their Lackies without Difcovery

;

There's Stoves and bathing Tubs.

On. Dear Lord, you are

Too wild.

Gond. Shalt have a Doftor too, thou fha't,

*Bout fix and twenty, 'tis a pleafing Age

;

Or I can help thee to a handfom Ufher

;

Or if thou lack'ft a Page, I'll give thee one,

Prithee keep Hjufe and leave me.

Ori. I do confefs I am too eafy, too much
Woman, not coy enough to take AfFedlion,

Yet I can frown and nip a Paffion,

Even in the Bud : I can fay

Men pleafe their prefent Heats ; then pleafe to leave us,

I can hold off, and, by my Chymick Power,

Draw Sonnets from the melting Lover's Brain ;

Aymes^ and Elegies: Yet to you, my Lord,

My Love, my better felf, I put thefe off.

Doing that Office, not befits our Sex,

Intreat a Man to Love ; are ye not yet

Relenting ^ ha' ye Blood and Spirit in thofe Veins .^

Ye are no Image, though ye be as hard

As Marble : Sure ye've no Liver, if ye had,

(23) If thefe may hope to pleafe, look here.'] Former Editions. Thtf
Infertion of r.vo Relatives not only completes the comic Dignity of

the Meafure, but is rather preferable as t) the Senfe.

(24) Here's ta, and tha nvnnts Lodging,— ] Thcfc mangled Words
Mr. Sympfon has happily cured : He reads,

Here (lay, an tliau "xant'^fi LoJging,——

Vol. X. Q^ ' *TwouU
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*Twould fend a lively and dcfiring Heat
To every Member; Is not this miferable?

A thing fo truly form'd, Ihap'd out by Symmetry^'

Has all the Organs that belong to Man,
And working too, yet to fhew all thete

Like to dead Motions moving upon Wiers?

Then good my Lord, leave otF what you have been.

And freely be what you were firft intended for, a Man.
Gond. Thou art a precious Piece of fly Damnation

:

I will bs deaf, I will lock up my Ears,

Tempt me not, I will not love ; If I do

Ori. Then I'll hate you. [Jfide^

Gond. Let be be 'nointed with

Hony, and turn'd into the Sun, t' be ftung

To Death with Horfe-flies : Hear'ft thou, thou Breeder,

here

1*11 fit, and, in defpite of thee, fay nothing.

Ori. Let me, with your fair Patience, fit befide you.

Gc^d. Madam, Lady, Tempter, Tfongue, Woman

j

Air,

Look to me, I fhali kick ; I fay again.

Look to me I Ihall kick. Ori. I cannot think

Your better Knowledge can ufe a Woman fo uncivilly.

Gond. I cannot think I fhall become a Coxcomb,
To ha' my Hair curl'd by an idle Finger,

My Cheeks turn Tabers, and be play'd upon.

Mine Eyes look'd Babies in, and ray Nofe blow'd to my
Hand ;

I fay again, I fliall kick, fure I Ihall.

Ori. *Tis but your Ourfide that you fhew, I know your

Mind
Never was guilty of fo great a Weaknefs ;

Or could the Tongues of all Men join*d together,

PofTefs me with a Thought of your Diflike

My Weaknefs were above a Woman's to fall off

From my Affedion, for one crack of Thunder:

O wou'd you'd love, my Lord.

Cofid. I wou'd thou'dft fit

Siill, and fay nothing : What Madman let thee loofe

T»
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To do more Mifchiefs than a Dozen Whirlwinds,

Keep thy Hands in thy Muff, and warm the idle

Worms in thy Fingers ends : Will ye be doing ftill ?

Will no Intreating ferve ye ? no lawful Warning i*

I muft remove and leave your Ladyfhip

;

Nay never hope to flay me, for I will

Run from that fmooth, bewitching, fmiling, cozening>

That tempting, damning Face of thine, as far

As I can find any Land, where I will put

Myfeif into a daily Courfe of Curfes

For thee and all thy Family.

On. Nay, good my Lord, fit Hill, I'll promife Peace,

And fold mine Arms up, let but mi.ie Eye difcourfe

;

Or let my Voice, fet to fome pleafing Cord, found out

The fuUcn Strains of my negleded Love.

Gond, Sing 'till thou crack thy Treble-firings in Pieces,

And when thou'fl done, put up thy Pipes and walk.

Do any thing, fit flill and tempt me not.

Ori. I'd rather fing at Doors for Bread, than fing to

This Fellow, but for hate: If this fhouid be

Told in the Court, that I begin to wooe Lords,

What a Troop of th' untruft Nobility

Should I have at my Lodging to morrow Morning ?

SONG.
Come Sleeps and with thy fweet Deceliin^^

Lock me in Delight awhile.

Let fome pleafing Dreams hegf.ik

All 7ny Fancies j that from thence,

I may feel an Lifluence,

All my Powers of Care bereaving.

'though but a Shadow, but a Sliding,

Let me know fome little Joy

:

IVe that fuffer long Annoy,

Are contented with a 'Tbouzht

'Through an idle Fancy wrought ;

O let my Joys have fome abiding.

QL 2 Gond.
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Gond. Have you done your Waflail ? 'tis a handfornc

drowfy Ditty I'll aflure ye; now 1 had as lief hear a Cat

cry, when her Tail is cut off, as hear thefe Lamentations,

thefe lowfy Love-days, thefe Bewailments : You think

you have caught me, Lady, you think I mek now, like

a Difli of May Butter, and run all into Brine and Paflion ?

yes, yes, I'm taken, look how I crofs my Arms, look pale,

and dwindle, and would cry, but for fpoiling my Face

;

we inuft part, nay, we'll avoid all Ceremony, no kifling.

Lady, I dcfire to know your Lady (hip no more ; death of

my Soul, the Duke!
Ori God keep your Lordfhip.

Gond. From thee and all thy Sex.

Or't. I'll be the Clerk, and cry A?nen,

Your Lordlhip's ever afTured Enemy, Oriana:

\_Exit Oriana. Manet GondarinOrf

SCENE II.

Enter Duke, Arrigo, and Lucio.

Gond. All the Day's good attend your Lordfhip.

Duke. We thank you, Gondarino, is it polTible ?

Can ev'n Belief lay hold on fuch a Miracle?

To fee thee, one that hath cloifter'd up all PalTion,

Turn'd wilful Votary, and forfworn converle

With Women, in Company and fair Difcourfe

W^ith the bell Beauty of Milan ?

Gond. 'Tis true, and if your Grace, that hath the Sway
Of the whole State, will fuffer this leud Sex,

Thefe Women, to purfue us to our Homes,
Not to be pray'd, not to be rail'd away.
But they will Wooe, and Dance, and Sing, and, in

A manner, loofer than they are by Nature (which

Should feem impoflible) to throw their Arms
On our unwilling Necks. Duke. No more, I can

See through your Viflbr, diflemble it no more.
Do not I know that thou half us'd all Art,

To work upon the poor Simplicity

Of this young Maid, that yet hath known none ill^

Think*
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(25) Thinks that Damnation will fright thofe that wooe

From Oaths and Lies •, But yet I thi.'ik her chafte.

And will from thee, before thou flialt apply

Stronger Temptations, bear her hence with me.

Qond. My Lord, I fpeak not this to gain new Grace,

But howfoever you cfteem my Words,

My Love and Duty will not fufFer me
To fee you favour fuch a Proftitute,

And I dand by dumb; without Rack, Torture,

Or the Strapado, I unrip myfelf

:

I do confefs I was in company
With that fame pleafing Piece of Frailty,

That we call Woman j I do confefs that after

A long and tedious Siege, I yielded.

Duke, Forward.

Gond. Faith, my Lord, to come quickly to the point,

the Woman
You faw with me 's a Whore ; an arrant Whore.

Count, Was fhe ,not Count Valore^s Sifter ?

Gond. Yes, that Count Valore\ Sifter is naught.

Duke. Thou dar'ft not fay fo.

Gond, Not if it be diftafting to your Lordfhip,

But give me Freedom, and I dare maintain

She has embrac'd this Body, and grown to it

As clofe as the hot youthful Vine to th* Elm.
Duke. Twice have I (t^n her with thee, twice my

Thoughts
Were prompted by mine Eye, to hold thy Stridlnefs

Falfe and impofterous:

Is this your mewing up, your ftrift Retirement,

Your Bitternefs and Gall againft the Sex .?

Have I not heard thee fiy, thou'dft fooner meet

The Bafilisk's dead-doing Eye, than meet

A Woman for an Objed ? Look it be true you tell me,

(25) Tliinkeft that Damnation ivlll fright thofe that ivoot

From Oaths and Lies; ] This is an odd Qtieltion to Gon-
darino, but it leems only a Miftake from adding a Letter to the Verb.
'Thinks is furely the true Reading, and it is the fuppos'd Simplicity of
the young Maid who thinks that the fear of Damnation will deter Mea
|iom Lying and falfly Swearing to them,

0.3 Qr
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Or by our Country's Saint your Head goes cfF;

(26) O Oriana if thou prove a Whore,
No Woman's Face fhall ever move me more.

\Exeuni, Manet Gondarino.

Gond. So, fo 'tis as*t fhould be ; are Women grown
So Mankind ? Muft they be wooing ? I have

A Plot fhall blow her up, (he flies, fhe mounts

;

I'll teach her Lady (hip to dare my Fury,

I will be known, and fear*d, 'nd more truly hated

Of Women than an Eunuch.

Enter Oriana,

She's here again,

Good Gall be patient, for I muft difl^emble.

Ori. Now my cold frofty Lord, my Womanrhater,

You that have fworn an everlafting Hate

To all our Sex : by my troth, good Lord,

And as Pm yet a Maid, methought 'twas excellent Sport

To hear your Honour fwear out an Alphabet,

Chafe nobly like a General,

Kick like a refty Jade, and make ill Faces

:

Did your good Honour think I was in Love ?

{z6) If thou prove a Whore, noWoman's Face Jhall ever {tt me more^
'All she foregoing Speech of the Duke\ is as true Meafure as the gene-

jal Run of our Authors Verfe; there is only one Kemiftich, and one
Verfe with fome redundant Syllables ; but here there is an Apoftrophe

to Oriana without a Name, and a Rhime without Verfe, I believe it

an Omiflion, and hope I only rellore the Original in reading,

O Oriana, if thou prove a Whore

^

No Womatti Facefhail ever fee m ? more.

In writing down this Note, a frefh Inftance how extremely liable moft
Editors are to fall into the fame Inattention which each of them have
been too apt to think themfelves totally exempt from, and for that

Rcafon to triumph over and defpife all thofe which they found guilty

of it. The Sheet had like to have gone to the Prefs with the grofs

Blunder, which the laft Editions had made in the Line above. I was
fo intent upon reftoring the Meafure, that, till the laft time of over-

looking my Note, I did not perceive the Abfurdity of the Duke's re-

folving that no Woman fhould ever/^£ him more; did he intend to

ihut himfelf in a Dungeon ? Several Words occurred, as tempt, catchy

e'er en/lave, enfnare, entrap, &c. but thefe were all too far from the

Trace of the Letters, but not much farther than the true Word, for

on turning to the old ^arte^ \ found it to be move^

Where
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Where did I firft begin to take that Heat ?

From thofe two radiant Eyes, that piercing Sight?

Oh they were lovely, if the Balls ftood right;

And there's a Leg made out 'f a dainty Staff,

Where, th' Gods be thanked, there is Calf enough.

Gond. Pardon him. Lady, that is now a Convert:

Your Beauty, like a Saint, hath wrought this Wonder.
Ori. Alas, has it been prick'd at the Heart ? is the

Stomach come down ; will't rail no more at Women,
And call 'em Devils, fhe Cats, and Goblins?

Gond. He that Ihall marry thee, had better fpend

The poor Remainder of his Days in a

Dung-barge, for two Pence a Week, and find himfelF.

Down again. Spleen, I prithee down again.

Shall I find Favour, Lady? Shall at length

My true unfeigned Penitence get Pardon for

My harfli unfeafoned Follies? I'm no more
An Atheift, no I do acknowledge that

Dread powerful Deity,

And his all-quick'ning Heats burn in my Brcaft:

Oh be not as I was, hard unrelenting •,

But as I am, be Partner of my Fires.

Ori. Sure we have (tore of Larks, the Skies will not

Hold up long ; I lliould have look'd as foon

For Froft in the Dog-days, or another Inundation,

As hop'd this flrange Converfion above Miracle

:

Let m' look upon your Lordlhip ; is your

Name Gondarino ? are you Milan's General, that

Great Bugbear, Bloody-bones, at whofe Name all Women,
From th* Lady to the Laundrefs, fhake like a cold Fit ?

Gond. Good Patience help me, this Fever will

Enrage my Blood again : Madam, I am
That Man ; I'm even he that once did owe
Unreconciled Hate to you, and all

That bear the Name of Woman : Pm the Man
That wrong'd your Honour to the Duke : Pm
The Man that laid you were Unchafle, and Proftitute,

Yet I am he that dare deny all this.

Ori. Your big Nobility is very merry.

Cond. Lady, 'tis true that I have wrong'd you thus,

0^4 And
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And my Contrition is as true as that.

Yet have I found a means to make all good again,

I do befeech your Beauty, not for myfelf.

My Merits yet are in Conception ;

But, for your Honour's Safety and my Zeal,

Retire a while, while I unfay myfelf

Unto the Duke, and caft out that ill Spirit

I have poffefs'd him with, I have a Houfe

Convenient and private.

Oil. Lord, thou haft wrong*d

My Innocence, but thy Confeflion hath

Gained thee Faith.

Gond. By the true honcft Service that I owe thefe Eyes

Mv Meaning is as fpotlefs as my Faith.

Ori. The Duke doubt mine Honour? *a may judge
llrangely,

•Twill not be long, before I'll be enlarg'd again.

Gond. A Day or two.

Ori. Mine own Servants fhall

Attend me.

Go-nd. Your Ladyfhip's Command is good.

Ori. Look you be true. [^a-;/ Oriana.

Gond. Elfe let me Jofe

The Hopes my Soul afpires to : I will be

A Scourge t' all Females in my Life, and after

My Death the Name of Gondarino fhall be

Terrible to th* mighty Women of the Earth :

They fliall fhake at my Name, and at the Sound of *t

Their Knees fhall knock together; and they fliall

Run into Nunneries, for they and I are

Bcjyond all Hope irreconcilable;

For if I could endure an Ear with a Hole in*t.

Or a pleated Lock, or a bare-headed Coachman
That fits like a Sign where great Ladies are

To be fold within. Agreement betwixt us

Were not to be defpaired of. If I

Could be but brought to endure to fee Women,
I'd have them come all once a Week and kifs me.
As Witches do the Devil, in token of Homage,
I mull not Xis% here 5 I wiJJ to the Court,
' And
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And there purfue my Plot ; (27) when it hath took.

Women fhall ftand in awe, but of my Look.

SCENE HI.

Enter two Intelligencers^ difcovering Treafon in the Coiir*

tiers Words,

1 Int. There take your Stands, be clofe and vigilant

;

Here will I fet myfdf, and let him look

T* his Language, a (hall know the Duke has more Ears

In Court than two.

2 /;;/. 1*11 quote him to a Tittle,

Let him fpeak wifely.

And plainly, and as hidden as a can.

Or I fhall crufli him, (28) a fhall not fcape by Charaders,

Though a fpeak Babel, I (hall crulh him j we have

A Fortune by this Service hanging over us, that

Within this Year or two I hope we (hall

Be call*d to be Examiners, and wear
Politick Gowns garded with Copper-lace,

Making great Faces full of Fear and Office,

Our Labours may deferve this, i Int. I hope it (hall \

Why have not many Men been raifed from

This worming Trade, firftto gain good Accefs

To great Men, then to have CommifTions out

For fearch, and laftly, to be worthily nam'd

(27) When it hath took. Women JhallJland in awue but ofmy Look ]
Here Verfes that rhim'd were neglefted as well as all the foregoing

that were blank. A thoufand fucli Proofs occur of the great neglcdt

of the Metre in former Editions. And which in many Places is

pcrhnps irrecoverably loll. The Intelligencers Account of them felve*

ends in ]\hi!r.e too, but was all printed as Profe.

(28) a /hall not fcape Charailers\ This is a little difficult;

If it is the true Reading tlie Senfe muft be, that he Ihall not efcape

having Charaders drawn of him. But befides the Stitfnefs of this

Interpretation, it does not well fuit the Context. I read therefore,
• aJhall notfcape by Charafters,

Let him fpeak Babel, IJhall crujh him ;

;^y Charaders muft here be underllood, ufing Names of ©ne thing for

another, as the Charaders of a Cypher do; for from Writing the

Me:aphor before is taken.

ni quote him to a Tittle,

At
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At a great Arraignment; yes, and why not we?

They that endeavour well deferve their Fee.

Clofe, clofe, a comes ; mark well, and all goes well.

Enter Count, Lazarillo, and bis Boy.

LaZ' Farewel my Hopes, my Anchor now is broken,

Farewel my quondam Joys, of which no Token
Is now remaining, fuch is the fad Mifchance,

Where Lady Fortune leads the Qippery Dance.

Yet at the length, let me this Favour have.

Give me my Wifhes, or a wiilied Grave.

Count. The Gods defend, fo brave and valiant Maw
Should flip into the never fatiate Jaw
Of black Defpair ; no, thou {halt live and know
Thy full defires. Hunger thy ancient Foe,

Shall be fubdu'd ; thole Guts that daily tumble

Through Air and Appetite, Ihall ceafe to rumble:

And thou Ihalt now at length obtain thy Difh,

That noble part, the fweet Head of a Fifh.

. Laz. Then am I greater than the Duke.

2 Int. There, there's

A noble Piece of Treafon -, greater than

The Duke, mark that.

Count. But how, or where, or when this lliall be com-
pals*d.

Is yet out of my reach.

Laz. I am fo truly miferable, that might I

Be knock'd o'th' Head, with all my Heart I would

Forgive a Dog-killer.

(19) CoufJt. Yet do I fee through this Confufednefs

Some little Comfort.

Laz. The Plot my Lord, as e'er you came of Woman,
Difcover. i Int. Plots, dangerous Plots, I will deferve

''y*'^
Molt

(29) Tet do 1 fee thr^ this Confufednefs fome little Comfort?^ This

when reftor'd to its Meafure is a high Burlefque Parody of all Poetic

Sublimity''whatever, and Fletcher, to whom alone this Play is afcrib'd,

in the firft Edition muft have ridiculed himfelf as well as all grave

Writers if every Quotation from Shakefpear is a fneer upon him, as my
Afliitants Mr, T&eohld&nd Mr. Sjm^/on have be^n apt to ijnagine, and
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Moft liberally. Count. 'Tis from my Head again.

Lax. O that it would (land me, that I might fight

Or have fome Venture for it, that I might

Be turn*d loofe, t' try my Fortune 'mongft the whoI»
Fry in a College or an Inn of Court,

Or fcramble with the Prifoners in the Dungeon,

Nay were it fet down in the outward Court,

And all the Guard about it in a Ring,

With their Knives drawn, which were a difmal Sight,

And after twenty leifurely were told,

I to be let loofe only in my Shirt,

(30) To try by Valour, how much of the Spoil

1 would recover from the Enemies Mouths.

I would accept the Challenge. Coufit,

to have been quite angry with Fletcher for it. The Lines above very

much refemble the following in The T'wo Noble Kinj'meji.

. I yet Coujtn,

E'u'tt from the bottom of thefe Miferiest

From all that Fortune can infid upon us,

1fee tivo Comforts riftng.

Now would Fletcher fncer himfelf at a Work that he certainly had a

great if not the greatell Share in? I (hall here take an Opportunity of

defending Fletcher for the Charadler of Lazarillo. I find few of my
Friends quite relifh it ; they think the Characature too high, too much
beyond Nature, ev'n fo as rather to raife Difgull than Laughter. To
this might be pleaded the Authority of Arijlopbanes in his Characature
oi Socrates, of Plautus in more than one of his Charafters, of Shake-

fpear in Pijlol, and of Johnfon and Moliere in the grcateft Part of their

Plays, which are moll of them form'd not of Charafters of real

Perfofts, as thofe in general of Shake/pear, Fletcher, Terence, &c. are.

but of the Pafions perfonated ', as the Paffion ot Epicurifm or nice Glut'

tor.y is in this Play. Few People have fecn how extremely high the

feveral Paflions, as J'varice, Pride, Luji, Epicurifm, &c. have bcea

carried in real Life : I have heard of a Gentleman that dy'd not long

fince, whofe Paflion for Eating came not far fhort of Lascarillo'i, ;

and Poetry V always allowed a little to heighten the Features. Then
as to the Sublimity of the Poetick Languague us'd by Lazarillo, it is

certainly the very beft that could be chole for high Burlefque ; as the

Dignity of the Stile is the higheft Contrail to the Ridiculouinefs of the

Sentiments. Gondarino, like Lazarillo, is a Pafjion perfonated and a
very well drawn Charafter in Ben Johnfon^ manner, fo that upon the

whole I hope the Majority of Readers will join the Laugh at this

exceedingly droll Play.

(30) To try the Valour, honv much of the Spoil

Iivould recover from the Enemies Mouths.} This is fcarcely

Senfe,
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Count. Let it go

:

Hafn*t thou been held to have fome Wit in th' Court,

And to make fine Jefts upon Country People

In Progrefs time? and wilt lofe this Opinion,

For the cold Head of a Fifli ? I fay, let it go :

ril help thee to as good a Difh of Meat.

La%. God let me not live, if I do not wonder
Men fhould talk fo prophanely ;

But 't is not in the Power of loofe words.

Of any vain or misbelieving Man,
To make me dare to wrong thy Purity.

Shew me but any Lady in the Court,

That hath fo full an Eye, fo fweet a Breath,

Sofoft and white a flefh : This doth not lye

In Almond Gloves, nor ever hath been wafli*d

In artificial Baths ; no Traveller

(31) That hath brought Dodlor home with him, hath
dar'd

With all his Waters, Powders, Fucufes,

To make thy lovely Corps fophifticate.

Count. I have it, -tis now infus'd, be comforted.

l.az. Can there b* that little Hope yet left in Nature ?

Shall I once more ered up Trophies ?

Shall I enjoy the fight of my dear Saint,

And blefs my Palate with the beft of Creatures

;

Ah good my Lord, by whom I breathe again.

Shall I receive this Being .''

Count, Sir, I have found by certain Calculation,

And fettled Revolution of the Stars,

The Fifli is fent by the Lord Gondarino

T* his Mercer, now it is a growing Hope

Senfe, there are two ways of correfting it, as

To try by Valour, howu much ofthe Spoil

/could recoverfrom the Enemies Mouths !

Or
7b try their Valour! Hcnv much of the Spoil

Would I recoverfrom the Enemies Mouths?
I prefer the former. The two next Lines of the Co.uni's Speech are
reilor'd from the old Quarto.

(31) That hath brought DoSior home fvoith him^-—J i, e, has had
a Dotlor's Degree in fomc foreign Univcriity.

Tq
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to know where 'tis. Lax. O it is far above

The good of Women, th' Pathkk cannot yield

More pleafingTitillation.

Count, But how to compafs it, fearch, caft about,

And bang your Brains, O Lazarillo, thou art

Too dull and heavy to deferve a Blefling.

Laz. My Lord, I'll not be idlej noy/ Lazarillo,

O think, think, think.

Count. Yonder's my Informer,

And 's Fellow with Table-books, they nod at me.
Upon my Life, they have poor Lazariilo,

That beats his Brains 'bout no fuch weighty Matter,

In for Treafon before this— Laz. My Lord,

What do you think, if J fhould fhave myfelf.

Put on Midwives Apparel, come in with

A Handkerchief, and beg a Piece for a

Great-belly'd Woman, or a fick Child? Count. Good,'

Very good. Laz. Or corrupt the waiting Pretence

To betray the Reverfion. i /;//. There's another

Point in's Plot, corrupted with Money to betray

;

Sure 'tis fome Fort a means ; mark, have a care.

Laz. And 'twere th' bare Vinegar 'tis eaten with.

It would in fome fort fatisfy Nature

;

But might I once attain the Difh itfelf.

Though I cut out my Means through Sword and Fire,

Through Poifon, or through any thing that may
Make good my Hopes.

2 Lit. Thanks to the Gods, and our Officioufnefs,

The Plot's difcover'd, Fire, Steel and Poifon,

Ay burn the Palace, kill the Duke, and poifon

His Privy-Council. Count. To the Mercers, let me fee;

How if before we can attain the Means
To make up our Acquaintance, th* Fifh be eaten ?

Laz. If it be eaten, here he (lands, that is

The mod dejected, mod unfortunate,

Mofl miferable, accurs'd, forfaken Slave

This Province yields: 1 will not fure out-live it.

No 1 will bravely die, and like a Roman-,
And after Death, amidfl the El\/ian Shades
I'll meet my Love again, i /«/. I will die bravely,

Likff
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Like a Roman \ have a care, mark that.

When he hath done all, he will kill himfelf.

Count. Will nothing eafe your Appetite but this?

haz. No, could the Sea throw up his Vaftnefs,

And offer free his beft Inhabitants

;

'Twere not fo much as *a bare Temptation to me.

Count, If you could be drawn to affedl Beef,

Venifon, or Fowl, it would be far the better.

haz, I do befeech your Lordfhips Patience,

I do confefs that in this heat of Blood,

I have contemn'd all dull and groffer Meats ;

Not but I proteft I honour a Chine of Beef,

And I do reverence a Loin of Veal,

But give me leave a little to adore this

;

But my good Lord, would yourLordfliip, under Colour

Of taking up feme Silks, go to the Mercer's,

I would in all Humility attend

Your Honour there, where we may be invited,

If Fortune ftand propitious.

Count. Sir, you fhall work me as you pleafe.

Laz. Let it be fuddenly, I do befeech your Lordlhip,

'Tis now upon the Point of Dinner time.

Count. I am yours. \Exeunt Lazarillo and Count,

\ Int. Come, let's confer : Imprimis.^ he jaith, like

A blafphemous Villain, he's greater than the Duke j

This peppers him, and there were nothing elfe.

2 Int. Then he was naming Plots; did you not hear?

I Int. Yes, but he fell from that unto Difcovery,

T' corrupt by Money, and fo attain. 2 Int. Ay, ay.

He meant fome Fort or Citadel the Duke hath,

His very Face betray'd his Meaning, O
He's very fjbtle, and a dangerous Knave,

But if he deal a God's Name, we fhall worm him.

1 Int. But now comes th' Stroke, the fatal Blow, Fire,

Sword
And Poifon : O Canibal, thou bloody Canibal.

2 Int. What had become of this poor State had we
Not been ? i Int. Faith it had lain buried in his

Own Afhes -, had not a greater Hand been in't.

2 /;;/. But note

The
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The Rafcal's Refolution, after th* Ad*s done,

Becaufe he wou*d avoid all fear of Torture,

And cozen th' Law, he'd kill himfelf ; was there ever

Th* like Danger brought to light in this Age? Sure WG
Shall merit much, we Ihall be able to keep

Two Men a piece, and a two-hand Sword

Between us, we will live in Favour of

The State, betray our ten or twelve Treafons a Week,
And the People fhall fear us-, come, to the LordLwao,

The Sun fhall not go down 'till he be hang*d. [Exeunf,

SCENE IV.

Enter Mercer,

Mer. Lock to my Shop, and if there come a Scholar

In black, let him fpeak with me ; we that are

Shop-keepers \n good Tr^^J:, rr° "-^ pefter'd, that

We fcarcely can pick out an Hour for

Our Morning's Meditations i and howfoever

We are all accounted dull, and common jeftingStockfi

For your Gallants, there are fome of us do not

Defcrvc it ; for, for my own part, I begin

To b' given to my Book

:

I love a Scholar with my Heart, for queftionlefs

There 're marvellous things to be done by Art : Why, Sir,

Some of tnem '11 tc'l you what's become of Horfes,

And Silver Spoons, and will make Wenches dance

Naked unto their Beds: Tm yet unmarry'd.

And becaufe fome o' our Neighbours are faid to be

Cuckolds, I'll ne'er be marry'd without the Confent of

Some of diofc Scholars, that know what will come of *t.

Enter Pandar.

Pan. Are yo' bufy, Sir ? Mer. Never to you, Sir, nor

To any of your Coat. Sir, is there any thing

Tob' done by Art, concerning the great Heir
We talk'd on ? Pan. Will fhe, nill Ihe ; fhs fliall come
Running into my Houfe at th' farther Corner,

In St. Mark'S'Jlreet^ 'twixt three and four.

Mar.
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Mer. 'Twixt three and four ? Ihe's brave in Clothes, 19

fhe not ?

Pan. O rich ! rich ! (where (hould I get Clothes to drefs

her in?

Help me Invention :) Sir, that her running thro*

The Street may b' lefs noted, and my Art

More fhown, and your fear to fpeak with her lefs,

^''ix^ fhall come in a white Waftecoat, and *

Mer. What fhall fhe?

Pan. And perhaps torn Stockings, fhe 'th left

Her old wont elfe.

EnUir Prentice,

Pren. Sir, my Lord Gondarino hath fent you

A rare Filh-head. Mer. It comes right, all things fuic

right

With me fince I began to love thefe Scholars,

You fhall havc't home with you againft fhe come ;

Carry it to this Gentleman's Houfe.

Pan. The fair v/hiteHoufe at the farther corner of

St. A^ark*s-Jlreet, make hafte, I muft leave you too, Sir,

I have tv/o Hours to ftudy -, buy a new Accidence,

And ply your Book, and Sir, you fhall want nothing

That all the Scholars in the Town can do for you.

[_Exit Pandar,

Mer, Heav'n profper both our Studies, what a duli

Slave

Was I before I fell in love wi' this Learning? not

Vv^orthy to tread upon the Earth, and what

Frefh Hopes it hath put in to me ? I do hope

Within this twelve Month to be able by Art
Toferve the Court with Silks, and not undo myfdf;
To trufl: Knights, and yet get in my Money again ;

To keep my Wife brave, and yet fhe keep no Body
t\k fo.

Enter Count and Lazarillo.

Your Lordfhip is moft honourably welcome.

In regard of your Nobility ; but moll

Efpecially in regard of your Scholarfhip

;

Did
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Did your Lordihip come openly ? Count. Sir, this Cloke
Keeps m' private ; befides no Man will fufpedl me
To b' in the Company of this Gentleman,

With whom I will defire you to be

Acquainted *, he may prove a good Cuftomer to you.

Laz, F'r plain Silks and Velvets.

Mer. Are you Scholaftical ?

Laz. Something addidcd to the Mufes.

Count. I hope they will not difpute.

Mer, You have no Skill in the Black Art.

Enter Prentice,

Pren. Sir, yonder's a Gentleman enquires haftily

For Count Valore.

Count. Forme? what is he?

Pren. One of your Followers, my Lord, I think.

Count. Let him come in.

Mer. Shall I talk with you in private. Sir?

Enter a Meffenger ivith a letter to the Count ; he reads.

Count. County come to the Court
^
your Bufmefs calls yon

thither

:

I will go, farewel, Sir ; I'll fee your Silks

Some other time: Farewel, Lazarilh.

Mer. Will not your Lordibip take a piece of Beef with

me?
Count. Sir, I have greater BuGnefs than Eating

;

I'll leave this Gentleman with you.

\_Exeunt Count and Meffenger.

Laz. Now, now, now, now -, now do I feel that llrange

Struggling within me, that I think I could

Prophefy. Mer. The G-ntleman is meditating,

Laz. Hunger,

Valour, Ambition, Love are alike pleafing,

(32) No, no, no. no; Nj^.v ] Former Editions. This Me-
ditation of Lazariilo'i feems derignedly flung in ro ihew that a Man
may run mad with the Paffion of Hunger as well as that of Love,
Ambition, Wr. and this is a Key to hazarilloi Charafter. The
Vtnbrann% Head it become his MiUrefs, and he is run m?.d with the

thoughts of it.

Vol. X. R And
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And let our Philofophers fay what they will,

Are all one kind of heat, only Hunger is

The fafeft : for Ambition's apt to fall

;

Love 'nd Valour 're not free from Dangers ; only

Hunger, begotten of fome old limber Courtier,

In paned Hofe, and nurs'd by an Attorney's Wife;
Is now fo thriv'n, that he need not fear

To be of the great Turk's Guard : he is fo free

From all Quarrels and Dangers,

So full of Hopes, Joys, Ticklings, that my Life

Is not fo dear to me as his Acquaintance.

Enter Lazarillo'j Boy,

Boy. Sir, the Fifli-head is gone.

hax. Then be thou henceforth dumb
With thy ill-boding Voice.

Farewel, Milan^ farewel, Noble Duke;
Farewel my Fellow-Courtiers all, with whom
1 have of yore made many a fcrambling Meal
In Corners, behind ArafTes, on Stairs

;

And in the Adion oftentimes have fpoil'd

Our Doublets and our Hofe with liquid Stuff:

Farewel you lufty Archers of the Guard,

To Vv'hom I now do give the Bucklers up.

And never more with any of your Coat

Will eat for Wagers \ now you happy be.

When this fhall light upon you, think on me X

You Sewers, Carvers, Uihers of the Court,

Sirnamed gentle for your fair demean,

Here I do take of you my laft farewel.

May you ftand ftifly in your proper Places^

And execute your Oirices aright.

Farewel you Maidens with your Mothers eke,

Farewel you courtly Chaplains that be there.

All good attend you, may you never more
Marry your Patron's Lady's Waiting-woman.
But may you raifed be by this my Fall,

May Lazarillo fuffer for you all.

A4er. Sir, I was hearkning to you.

Laz. I will hear nothing, I will break my Knife,

The
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The Enfign of my former happy State,

Knock out my Teeth, have them hung ac

A Barber's, and enter into Religion. Boy. Why, Sir ?

I think 1 know whether 't is gone. Laz. See the

Rafhnefs of Man in's Nature, whither ? I do
Unfay all that I've faid, go on, go on : Boy,

I humble myfelf and follow thee : farewel, Sir.

Mer. Not fo. Sir, you fhall take a piece of Beef with mc.

Lax, I cannot (lay.

Mer. By my fay but you (hall. Sir,

In regard o' your love to Learning, and your skill

In the black Art. Laz I do hate Learning, and I have

No skill in black Art-, I would I had.

Mer. Why your defire is fufficient to me.

You fhall (lay. Laz. The mofl: horrible and detefted

Curfes that can b' imagin'd, light upon

All Profeflbrs of that Art j may they be drunk.

And when they go to conjure, reel i' th' Circle,

May th' Spirits by them rais*d tear *em in pieces

;

And hang their Quarters on old broken Walls

And Steeple tops. Mer. This Speech of yours

Shews you to have fome skill i' th' Science, wherefore

In civility I may not fuffer you
To depart empty. Laz. My Stomach 's up I can*C

Endure it, I will fight in this Quarrel as foon

As for my Prince. Room, make way :

\_Draws his Rapier.

Hunger commands, my Valour muft obey. \_Exeunt,

A C T IV. SCENE I.

Enter Count and Arrigo.

CouJit.'TS the Duke private ?

X Arri. He is alone, but I think your L ordfliip

may enter. [Exit Count

»

Enter Gondarino.

Cond. Who's with the Duke ?

R 2 Jfii,



260 ^he "Tragedy of

Arr'i. The Count is new gone in ; but the Duke will

Come forth, before you can be weary of waiting.

Gond. 1 will attend him here.

y^m." Imuft wait without the Door. S^Ex'it Arrigo.

Gond. Doth he hope to clear his Sifter? fhe will come
No more to my Houfe, to laugh at me : I'^ve fent her

To an Habitation, where when Ihe fhall be

Seen, it will fet a glofs upon her Name

;

Yet on my Soul I have beftow*d her 'mongft

The purefl hearted Creatures of her Sex,

And the freeft from Diflimulation 5 for

Their Deeds are all alike, only they dare fpeak

What the reft think : The Women of this Age,

Jf there be any degrees of Comparifon

Amongft their Sex, are worfe by far than thofe

Of former times ; for I have read of Women,
Of that Truth, Spirit, and Conftancy, that were they

Now living, 1 ftiould endure to fee them ;

But I fear the Writers of the time belied them.

For how familiar a thing is it with

The Poets of our Age, to extol their Whores
Which they call MiftrefTes, with heav*nly Praifes?

But thank their Furies, and their craz'd Brains, beyond

Belief: Nay, how many that would fain feem ferious.

Have dedicated grave Works to Ladies, toothlefs,

(33) Hollow-ey*d, Hair-fhedding, purple- flic'd, their Nails

Apparently coming off, and th' Bridges of

Their Nofes broken down, and have call'd them the

Choice handy-works of Nature, Patterns of

Perfeftion, and the wonderment of Women.
Our Women 'gin to fwarm like Bees in Summer;
As I came here, there was no pair of Stairs, no Entry,

No Lobby, but was peftred with them ; methinks

(33) Hollo^v-efd their Hair Jheddittg ] Former Edition;,

The Expreffion here was render'dleis Poetical, by the infertion of the

Relative their and the omilTion of a Hyphen. The removal of this was
the chief thing neceffary to make the whole Speech run in comic
Verfe; and furely it appears vallly more humorous when rang'd as

fuch, efpecially vrhere he recites the Poets Encomiums four Lines be-

Jovv this.

There
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There might be fome Courfe taken to deftroy them.

Enter Arrigo, ajid an old deaf Country Gentlewoman ^ Suitor

to the Duke.

Arri. I do accept your Money, walk here, and when
The Duke comes out, y' fliall have fit opportunity

TodeHver your Petition to him.

Gentlew. I thank you heartily, I pray you who's he

that walks there?

Arri. A Lord, and a Soldier, one in good Favour with

The Duke; if you could get him to deliver your Peti-

tion

Gentlew. What do you fay. Sir.?

Arri. If you could get him to deliver your Petition

For you, or to fccond you, 'twere fure.

Gentleiv. I hope I ftiall live to requite your Kindnefs.

Arri. You have already. [_Exit Arrigo,

Gentlew. May it pleafe your Lordfhip »

Gond. No, no."

Gentlew. To confider the Eftate

Gond. No.
Gentlew. Of a poor didrefled Country Gentlewoman."

Gond. No, it doth not pleafe my Lordfhip.

Gentlew. Firft and foremoft, I have had great Injury,

Then I've been brought up to the Town three times.

Gond. A pox on him that brought thee to the Town.
Gentlew. I thank your good Lordfhip heartily ; though

I cannot

Hear well, I know it grieves you •, and here we have been

Belay'd, and fent down again, and fetch'd up again.

And lint down again, to my great charge ; and now
At lafl they 've fetch'd me up, and five of my Daugh-

ters-

Gond. Enough to damn five Worlds.

Gentlew. Handfome young Women, though I fay it,

they

Are all without, and if it pleafe your Lordfhip
I'll call them in.

Gond. Five Women! how many of my Senfes Ihould I

Have left me then? call in five Devils firft,

R 3 No,
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No, I will rather walk with thee alone,

And hear thy tedious tale of Injury,

And give thee Anfwers ; whifper in thine Ear,

And make thee underftand through thy French hood

:

And all this with tame Patience.

Gentlew. I fee your Lordfhip does believe that they arc

Without, and I perceive you are much mov*d at

Our Injury: here's a Paper 'Jltell you more.

Gond. Away.
Gentlew. It may be you had rather hear me

Tell 't 'viva voce^ as they fay.

Gond. Oh no, no, no, no, I have heard it before.

Gentlew. Then you have heard of enough Injury,

For a poor Gentlewoman to receive.

Gond. Never, never ; but that it troubles my Confcience

T' wifh any good t' thefe Women, I could afford them

T' be valiant and able, that it might

Be no difgrace for a Soldier to beat them.

Gentlew. I hope your Lordfhip will

Deliver my Petition to his Grace,

And you may tell him withal

Gond. What? Pll deliver

Any thing 'gainft myfelf, to be rid on thee.

Gentlew. That yefterday about three a Clock i' th* Af-

ternoon,

I met my Adverfary. Gond. Give m.e thy Paper, he can

Abide no long Tales, Gentlew. *Tis very Ihort, my Lord;

And I demanding of him- Gond. Pll tell him that

Shall ferve thy turn. Gentlew. How.''

Go?id. Pll tell him that

Shall ferve thy turn, begone : Man never doth

Remember how great his Offences are, 'till he

Do meet with one of you, that plagues him for them :

Why lliould

Women, above all other Creatures that were

Created for the Benefit of Man,
Have th' ufe of Speech ? Or why fliould any Deed
Of theirs, done by their flefhly Appetites,

B' difgraceful to their Owners? Nay, why fhould not

An
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An A(5b done by any Beaft I keep, 'gainfl: my
Confenr, difparage me as much as that

Of theirs ?

Gentlew. Here's fome few Angels for your Lordfliip.

Gond. Again P yet more Torments ?

Gentlew. Indeed you fhall have them,

Gond. Keep off.

Gentlew. A fmall Gratuity for your Kindnefs.

Gond. Hold away. Gentleiv. Why then

I thank your Lordfhip, I'll gather them up again.

And I'll be fworn *£ is the firft Money that was

Refus'd fince I came to the Court.

Gond. What can Ihe

Devife^to fay more.'* Gentlew. Truly I would have

Willingly parted with them to your Lordfliip.

Gond. I believe it, I believe it.

Gentlew. But fince it is thus-

Gond. More yet.

Gentlew. I will attend without, and expe£t an Anfwer.

Gond. Do, begone, and thou ihalt expert, and have

Anything, thou flialt have thy Anfwer from himj
And he were beft to give thee a good one at firft.

For thy deaf Importunity will conquer

Him too in the End.
Gentlew. God blefs your Lordfliip and all thofe that

favour

A poor diftreflTed Country Gentlewoman. [^Exit Gentlew*

Gond. All the Difeafes o' Man light on them that do.

And upon me when I do. A Week of fuch Days
Would either make me ftark mad, or elfe tame me:
Yonder other Woman, that I've fure enough.

Shall anfwer for thy Sins : Dare they incenfe mc ftiJl ?

I'll make them fear as much t' be ignorant

Of me and my Moods, as Men are to be ignorant

Of the Law they live under. Who is there ?

My Blood grew cold, 1 began to fear my Suiters

Return j it is the Duke.

Enter the Duke and the Count.

Count. I know her chafte, tho* flie be young and free,

R 4 And
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And is not of that forc'd Behaviour

That many others are -, and that this Lord,

Out of the boundlefs Malice to the Sex,

Hath thrown this Scandal on her.

Gond. Fortune befriended me againft my Will, with

This good old Country Gentlewoman ; I befeech

Your Grace t' view favourably the Petition

Of a wrong'd Gentlewoman. Duke. WhsLt, GondariMi

Are you become a Petitioner f'r your Enemies?

Go^d. My Lord they are no Enemies of mine,

I confefs th* better to cover my Deeds, which fometimes

"Were loofe enough, I pretended it, as 't is

Wifdom to keep clofe our Incontinence ;

But fince you have difcover'd me, I will

Do more put on that Vizard, but will 's freely

Open my Thoughts to you, as to my ConfefTor.

Duke. What fay you to this?

Count. He that confefles he did once diflemble,

I'll never truft his Words : Can you imagine

A Maid, whofe Beauty could not fuffer her

To live thus long untempted, by the nobleft,

Richefl, and cunningft Mafters in that Art,

And yet have ever held a fair Repute

;

Could in one Morning, and by him, be brought

To forget all her Virtue, and turn Whore?
Gond. I would I had fome other Talk in hand.

Than to accufe a Sifter to her Brother

:

Nor do I mean it for a publick Scandal,

Unlefs by urging me you make it fo.

Duke.. I will read this at better leifure:

Vv'^here is the Lady ?

Count. At his Houfe.

Gond. No,
She is departed thence.

Count. Whither?
Gond. Urge it not thus 5 or let me be excused,

If what I fpeak betray her Chaftity,

And both increafe my Sorrow, and your own ?

Count. Fear me not fo, if fhe deferve the Fame
Which Ihe hath gotten, I would hare it publifh'd,

Brand
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Brand her myfelf, and whip her through the City

:

I wifh thofe of my Blood that do offend.

Should be more ftridlly punifh'd than my Foes.

Let it be prov*d.

Duke. Gojidarino, thou Ihalt prove it.

Or fuffer worfe than fhe fliould do.

Gond. Then pardon me, if I betray the Faults

Of one I love more dearly than myfelf.

Since opening hers, I fhall betray mine own

:

But I will bring you where fhe now intends

Not to be virtuous. Pride and Wantonnefs,

(34) That are true Friends in deed, though not in fhew,

Have enter'd on her Heart ; there fhe doth bathe.

And (leek her Hair, and pra6life cunning Looks,

To entertain me with ; and hath her Thoughts

As full of Luft, as ever you did think

Them full of Modefty.

Dukct GondarinOy

Lead on, we'll follow thee. [Exeunt,

S C E N E H.

Enter Pandar. -

Pan. Here hope 1 1' meet my Citizen, and hopes he .

To meet his Scholar •, I'm fure Pm grave enough r

T' his Eyes, and Knave enough to deceive him : I am
Believed to Conjure, to raife Storms and Devils,

By whofe Power I can do Wonders j ]

Let him believe fo flill, Belief hurts no Man; i

I have an honefl: black Cloke for my Knavery,

And a general Pardon for his Foolery, from

This prefent D^y, 'till th' Day o' his Breaking. Is't not

A Mifery, and the greaceft of our Age,
To feea handfome, young, fair enough, and well mounted

Wench,
Humble herfelf, in an old flammel Petticoat,

Standing pofTcfs'd of no more Fringe than th' Street

Can allow her : Her upper Parts fo poor

(34) 7hat are true Friends md^^^^.l Formw Editigiw,

Ana
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And wanting, that we may fee her Bones through her

Bodice

:

Shoes fhe would have, if our Captain were come over.

And is content the while t' devote herfelf

To antient Slippers.

Thefe Premiffes well confider'd, Gentlemen,

Will move, they make me melt 1 promife ye.

They ftir me much ; and were 't not for my fmooth.

Soft, filken Citizen, I'd quit this tranfitory

Trade, and get me an cverlafting Robe,
Sear up my Confcience, and turn Serjeant.

But here he comes, is mine as good as Prize

:

SirPandarus be my fpeed: Ye 're moft fitly met, Sir,

Enter Mercer,

Mer. And you as well encounter'd ; what of this Heir I

Have your Books been propitious? Pan. Sir, 'tis done*

She's come, fhe's in my Houfe, make yourfclf apt

For Courtfhip, ftroke up your Stockings, lofe not

An Inch of your Legs goodnefs ; I am fure

Ye wear Socks. Mer. There your Books fail ye, Sir,

In truth I wear no Socks. Pan. I would you had. Sir,

It were the fweeter Grace f'r your Legs ; get on

Your Gloves, are they perfum'd ? Mer. A pretty wafli,

I will affure you. Pan. 'Twill ferve: Your Offers mult

Be full of Bounty, Velvets tofurnifh a Gown, and Silks

For Petticoats, and Foreparts; Shag for Lining;

Forget not fome pretty Jewel to faften after

Some little Complement ? If Ihe deny this Courtefie,

Double your Bounties, be not wanting in

Abundance : Fulnefs of Gifts,

Link'd with a pleafing Tongue, will win an Anchorite.

Sir, y' are my Friend, and Friend t' all that profefs

Good Letters ; I muft n't ufe this Office elfe

;

It fits not for a Scholar, and a Gentleman.

Thofe Stockings are of Naples^ they are Silk.

Mer. Ye are again befide your Text, Sir, they

Are of the beft of Wooll, and they're clipped Jerfey.

Pan. Sure they are very dear. Mer. Nine Shillings, by

My love to Learning. Pan» Pardon my Judgment, wc
Scholar^
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Scholars ufe no other Objeds but our Books.

Mer. There is one thing entomb'd in that grave Breaft,

That makes me equally admire it with

Your Scholarfhip. Fan. Sir, but that in Modefty

I'm bound not t' affedl mine own Commendation,

I would enquire it of you.

Mer. Sure you are very honeft ; and yet ye have

A kind of modeft fear to Ihevv it : do not

Deny 't, that Face of yours is a worthy,

A learned, modeft Face.

Fand. Sir, I can blufh.

Mer. Virtue and Grace are always pair'd together:

But I will leave to ftir your Blood, Sir, and now
T* our Bufinefs.

Pand, Forget not my Tnftrudions.

Mer. I apprehend you, Sir, and I will gather

Myfelf together with my beftPhrafes, and fo

I Ihall difcourfe in fome fort takingly.

Fand. This was well worded. Sir, and like a Scholar.

Mer. The Mufes favour me, as my Intents

Are virtuous; Sir, ye fhall be my Tutor, 'tis

Never too late. Sir, to love Learning. When
I can once fpeak true Latin

Fand. What do you intend. Sir?

Mer. Marry I'll then beggar all your bawdy Writer?,

And undertake, at Peril o* my own Invention,

All Pageants, Poefies for Chimneys, Speeches

For the Duke's Entertainment, whenfoever and whatfoever;

Nay, I will build, at mine own Charge, an Hofpital,

To which fhall retire all difeas'd Opinions,

All broken Poets, all Profe-men that are fall'n

From fmail Senfe to meer Letters \ and 't Ihall be lawful

F'r a Lawyer, if he be a civil Man,
Tho' he have undone others and himfelf

By th' Language, to retire to this poor Life,

And learn t' be honeft. Fand. Sir, ye are very good.

And very charitable ; ye are a true Pattern

For the City, Sir. Mer. Sir, I do know fufficiently.

Their Shop-books cannot fave them, there is a farther

end—

-

?and^
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Pand. Oh, Sir, much may be done by Manufcript.
^ Mer. I do confel^ it, Sir, provided ftill

They be Canonical, and I have

Some worthy Hands fet to 'em for probation :

But we forget ourfelves. Pand. Sir, enter when
You pleafe, and all good Language tip your Tongue. ^

Mer, All that love Learning pray for my good Succefs,

[^Exeu?it.

SCENE III.

Enter Lazarillo and his Boy.

Laz. Whereabouts are we ?

Boy. Sir, by all Tokens this is the Houfe,

Bawdy I'm fure, becaufe of the broken Windows,
The Fifli-head is within, if ye dare venture.

Here you may now furprife it. Laz. The Mifery

Of Man may fitly be compar'd to a Didapper,

Who when fhe's under Water, paft our Sight,

And indeed feems no more t* us, rifes again.

Shakes but herfelf, and is the fame fhe was

;

So is it ftill with tranfitory Man

:

This Day, oh but an Hour finee, and I

Was mighty, mighty in Knowledge, mighty in

My Hopes, mighty in blefled Means, and was

So truly happy, that I durft have faid.

Live Lazarillo^ and be fatisfy'd

;

But now

—

Boy. Sir, ye are yet afloat, and may recover.

Be not your own Wreck, here lies the Harbour, go in

And ride at Eafe. Laz. Boy, Tm received to be

A Gentleman, a Courtier, and a Man
Of A£lion, modeft, and wife, and be it fpoken

(35) With reverence. Child, abounding virtuous ;

And wouldft thou have a Man of thefe choice Habits,

Covet the Cover of a Bawdy-houfe?

Yet if I go not in, I am but- Boy. What, Sir ?

Laz. Duft Boy, but Duft, and my Soul unfatisfy'd.

Shall haunt the Keepers of my blefTed Saint,

(35) With ihy RevertiKff ] Former Editions,

- - ^ "

And
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And ril appear. Boy. An Afs to all Men 5 Sir,

Thefe are no Means to ftay your Appetite,

You muft refolve to enter. Lax. Were not the Houfe
Subjed to Martial Law Boy. If that be all, Sir>

Ye may enter, for ye can know nothing here

That the Court's ignorant of, only the more Eyes
Shall look upon you here, for there they wink
One at anothers Faults.

haz. If I do not ?

Boy. Why then ye muft beat fiiirly back again.

Fall to your phyfical Mefs of Porridge, and

The twice fack'd Carcafe of a Capon ; Fortune

May favour you fo much, to fend the Bread to it 5

But it IS a meer Venture, and Money may
Be put out upon it.

Lax, I will go in and live;

Pretend fome Love to the Gentlewoman, fcrew

Myfelfinto Affedion, and fo

Be fatisfy'd. Pand. This Fly is caught, is mefh'd

Already, I will fuck him, and lay him by.

Bny. Muffle yourlelf in your Cloak by any means,

*Tis a receivM thing among Gallant?, to walk

To their Leachery, as though they had the Rheum,
'Twas well you brought not your Horfe.

Lax. Why, Boy ?

Boy. Faith, Sir, it is the Fa fhion of our Gentry,

To have their Horfes wait at Door like Men,
While th' Beafts their Mafters are at rack and manger
Within, *tvvould have difcovcr'd much. Laz* I will. '

Lay by thefe Habits, Forms, (36) and grave Refpe6hS

Of what I am, and be no more myfelf

;

^ .

(36) and gran;e Rc/peHs of nx:kat 1 am and be fr.yfclf] Mcft of the

Play being printed as Profe, I have, as I have often mention'd, little

Difficulty in reftoring a Comic Meafure to the whole, with the Allow-

ances which are neccfiary to the Meafure of thofe Plays which are

printed as fuch in their firft Editions. But wherever there is a vifible

Deficiency in the Scnie, the Paflage is almcU always more parricularly

hard to be reftor'd to its Meafure without fome great Change ; which
•is a Proof cf the Original being only reltor'd, in ranging the whole as

Metre, which the Reader cannot very well fee v.ithout a minute Exa-
mination of the old Editions ccmpar'd with the prcicnt. Here the ad-

dition
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Only my Appetite, my Fire, my Soul,

My Being, my dear Appetite fhail go
Along with me,

Arm'd with whofe Strength I fearlefs will attempt

The greateft Danger dare oppofe my Fury

:

I am refolv'd where-everthat thou art,

Moft facred Difh, hid from unhallow'd Eyes,

To find thee out.

Be'fl: thou in Hell, rapt by Proferpina

To be a Rival in black Pluto's Love.

Or mov'ft thou in theHeav*ns, a Form divine,

Lafhing the lazy Sphere

;

Or if thou be'ft return'd to thy firfl: Being,

Thy Mother Sea, then will 1 feek thee forth.

Earth, Air, nor Fire,

Nor the black Shades below fhall bar my fight.

So daring is my powerful Appetite.

Boy. Sir, you may fave this long Voyage, and take

A (horter cut ; you have forgot yourfelf,

The Fifh-head 's here, your own Imaginations

Have made you mad.

Laz. Term it a jealous Fury, good my Boy.

Boy. Faith, Sir, term it what you v^/ill, you mufl; ufe

other Terms before you can get it.

(37) Laz. The Looks of my fweet Love are fair

^

Trejh andfeeding as the Air.

Boy. Sir, you forget yourfelf. ,

dition of two Syllables will make the Metre compleat, and they are

equally neceffary to the Senfe ; for how could La-zarillo change him-
felf in all outward refpeftj, and yet continue to behimfclf, and then

again except his Appetite which fhould ftay with him. The Duke
below when difguis'd fays, We're not ourfelves, but without this Con-
firmation 'twas evident at firll fight that a Negati've was omitted.

There are two wtry evident ways of reftoring both Senfe and Mea-
fure as,

0/ ivi/at I am, and be no more inyfelf.

Or,
Ofixihat I am, and <will not he myfelf.

I rather prefer the former.

(37) The Looks of my fiueet Lo've are fair. 1 Mr. Sympfon asks what
means this Stuff? I was much furpris'd at the Queibon, as it had

always ftruck mcas one of the. moft laughable Burlefques in the whole
Play..
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l.az. Was neverfeen fo rare a Heady

Of any Fijh alive or dead.

Boy. Good Sir, remember ; this is the Houfe, Sir.

Laz. Curfed he he that dare not venture.

Boy. Pity yourfelf. Sir, and leave this Fury.

Laz. ForfuchaPrize^andfoIenter. \_Ex. Lzz. andBey,

Pand. Dun*s i'th* Mire, get out again how he can

;

My honeft Gallant, I'll fhew you one Trick more
Than e*er the Fool your Father dream*d of yet.

Madona Julia ?

Enter Madona Julia, a Whore,

Jul. What News my fweet Rogue, my dear

Sins-broker, what good News?
Pa7id. There is a kind of ignorant thing,

Much like a Courtier, now gone in.

Jul. Is he gallant ?

Pand. He ihines not very glorioudy.

Nor does he wear one Skin perfum'd to keep

The other fweet •, his Coat is not in Or,

Nor docs the World run yet on Wheels with him;

He's rich enough, and has a fmall thing follows him.

Like to a Boat ty'd to a tall Ship's Tail:

Give him Entertainment,

Be light and flafliing like a Meteor,

Hug him about the Neck, give him a Kifs,

And lifping cry, good Sir, and he's thine own.
As faft as he were tyed to thine Arrns by

Indenture. Jul. I dare do more than this, if he be of thfi

true Court Cut

;

I'll take him out a Lefibn worth the Learning;

But we are but their Apes : What is he worth ?

Play. Lazarillo, as I have often nientton''d, being evidently in Love
with his Umbrana, every where addreffes it as his Millrefs, in a high

Banter upon all the warm and poetic Flights of Lovers, and indeed of

all fublime Writing in Poetry : And as he generally alTumes the Tragic
and Epic Stile here, like the change of the Meafure in the Strophe and
Antifirophe of the Greeks, he breaks out into the Lyric, begins it with
high rapture, but ends svich fuch inimitable Droller/, chat 1 can

fcarce write my Note for laughing at it.

Pand,
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Pand. Be he rich, or poor ; if he will take thee with
him,

Thou may 'ft ufe thy Trade from Conftables, and Marfhals

:

Who hath been here fince I went out ? Jul. There is

\pi Gentlewoman fent hither by a Lord,

She's a Piece o' dainty Stuffmy Rogue, fmooth and foft, as

New Satten; (h* was ne*er gumm'd yetBoy, nor fretted,

Pand. Where lies fhe ? Jul. She lies

Above, towards the Street, not to be fpoke with.

But by my Lord that fent her, or fome from him.

We have in Charge from his Servants.

Enter Lazarillo.

Pand. Peace, he comes out again upon Difcovery 5

Up wi' all your Canvas, hale him in;

And when thou haft done it, clap him aboard bravely^

My valiant Pinnace.

Jul. Be gone, I Ihall do Reafon with him.

Laz. Are you the fpecial Beauty of this Houfe?

Jul. Sir, you have given it a more fpecial Regard

By your good Language, than thefe black Brows can merit.

Laz. Lady, you are fair.

Jul. Fair, Sir ; I thank ye ?

All the poor Means I've left to be thought grateful.

Is but a Kifs, and ye (hall have it, Sir.

Laz. Ye have a very moving Lip.

Jul. Prove it again. Sir,

^T may be your Senfe was fet too high, and fo

0*er- wrought itfelf. Laz. 'Tis ftill the fame; how far

May y' hold the Time fpent. Lady?

Jul. Four a clock, Sir.

Laz. I have not eat to Day. Jul. You will have

The better Stomach to your Supper, Sir

;

In the mean time I'll feed you with Delight.

Laz. 'Tis not fo good upon an empty Stomach

;

If it might be v^ithout the trouble of

Your Houfe I'd eat.

Jul. Sir, we can have a Capon ready.

Laz. The Day?

Jul, 'Tis Friday, Sir.

Laz.
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Z^z. I do eat Jittle Flefli upon thefe Days.

Jul. Come Sweet, ye fhall not think on Meat j I'll

drown it

With a better Appetite.

Laz. I feel it work more ftrangely, I mud eat.

Jul *Tis now too late to fend ; 1 fay ye fhall not

think

On Meat, if ye do, by this Kifs I'll be angry.

Laz. 1 could be far more fprightful, had I eaten.

More lading.

Jul. What will you have. Sir ? Name but the Fifli,'

My Maid fhall bring it, if it may be got.

Laz. Methinks your Houfe fhould not be fo unfur-

nifh'd.

As not to have fome pretty Modicum.

Jul. It is fo now ; but could ye ftay till Supper ?

Laz. I have offended highly fure, and much.
And my AfBiflions make it manifeft,

I will retire henceforth, and keep my Chamber,
Live privately, and die forgotten.

Jul. Sir, I muft crave your Pardon, I'd forgot myfelfj

J hzve a Difh of Meat within, and 'tis

A Fifh : I think this Dukedom holds not a daintier;

Tis an Umbraea*sHe2.d.

Laz. This Kifs is yours, and this.

Jul. Ho? Within there? Cover the Board, and fet

The Fifli-head on it.

Laz. Now am I fo truly

Happy, fo much above all Fate and Fortune,

That I fhould much defpife that Man, durft fiy.

Remember Lazarilio, thou art mortal.

Eufer htelUgeJKers with a Guard,

2 Int. This is the Villain, lay hold on him.

Laz. Gentlemen,

Why am I thus treated ? What is the nature of

My Crime? 2 Int. Sir, though you have carry'd it

A great while privately, and (as you think)

Well ; yet we have \^it;x\ you, Sir, and we
Do know thee Lazarillo^ for a Traitor.

Vol. X, S Laz,
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Laz. The Gods defend our Duke.
2 Int. Amen, Sir, Sir,

This cannot fave that ftiff-Neck from the Halter,"

Jul. Gentlemen, I'm glad you have

Dircover'd him, he fhould not have eaten

Under my Roof for twenty Pounds ; and furely

I did not like him, when he call'd for Fifh.

Laz. MyFriends, will ye let me have that little Favour-^
1 Int. Sir, ye fhall have the Law, and nothing elfe.

Laz. To let me (lay the eating of a Bit or two.

For I proteft I am yet falling.

Jul I'll have no Traitor come within my Houfe.

Lm%. Now Gould I wilh myfelf I'd been a Traitor,

I've Strength enough for to endure it, had I

But Patience: Man, thou art but Grafs, thou art

A Bubble, and mud perifh.

Then lead along, I am prepai'd for all

:

Since I have loll my Hopes, welcome my Fall.

2 Int. Away, Sir.

Laz. As thou haft hope of Man, flay but

This Difli this two Hours, I doubt not but I

Shall be difcharg'd : By this Light I will marry the?.

Jul. You fhall marry me firft then.

Laz. I do contrad myfelf unto thee now
Before thefe Gentlemen.

Jul. I will preferve it 'till you be hang'd or quitted.

Laz. Thanks, thanks.

2 Int. Away, away, you fhall thank her at th* Gallows^'

Laz. Adieu, adieu.

{Exeunt Laz. 2 Int. and Guard.

Jul. If he live I will have him, .

Iflie be hang'd there is no Lofs in it. [^Exit.

Enter Oriana and her Waiting-womany looking out at a
Window.

Ori. Haft thou provided one to bear my Letter

To my Brother ?

U'^a'it. I'veenquir'd, but they of the Houfe will

Suffer no Letter or Mefiage to be carry'd

From you, but fuch as the I-ord Gondarino

Shall
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Shall be acquainted with: Truly, Madam, I fufped

The Houfe to be no better than it fllould be.

On. What doft thou doubt ?

Wait. Faith I am loth to tell it, Madam. Ori, Out
with it,

•Tis not true Modefty to fear to fpeak

That thou doft think. Wait. I think it to be one of

Thefe Bawdy-houfes. Ori. 'Tis no matter Wench,
We are warm in it.

Keep thou thy Mind pure, and upon my Word,
That Name will do thee no Hurt : I can't force myfelf

Yet to fear any thing \ when I do get out,

V\\ another Encounter with my Woman-Hater.
Here will I fit.

I may get fight of fome of my Friends, it mull

Needs be a Comfort to them t' fee me here.

Enter Duke, Gondarino, County and Arrlgo.

Gond. Are w* all fufHcIently difguis'd? For this Houfe
"Where (lie attends me, is not to be vifited

In our own Shapes.

Duke. We are not ourfjlves.

Arri. I know the Houfe t' be fmful enough, yet I

Have been here heretofore, and durft now.
But for difcovering of you, appear here

In my own Likenefs.

Duke. Where is L?/rii?f

Arri. My Lord, he faid th' Affairs of (the Common-
wealth

Would not fuffcr him to attend always.

Duke. Some great ones queftionlefs that he will handle.

Count. Come, let us enter.

Gond. See how Fortune ftrives

To revenge my QuaTel upon thefe Women,
She's in the Window, were it not to undo her,

I Ihould not look upon her.

Duke. Lead ur, Gondarino.

Gond. Stay, fince you force me to difplay my Shame,
Look there; and you, my Lord, know you that Face?

Duke. Is't fhe?

S 2 Count,
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Connl. It is.

Cond. *l'is flie, whofe greateft Virtue ever was

Diflimulation -, fhe that ftill hath drove

More to fin cunningly, than to avoid it

:

She that hath ever Ibught to be accounted

Mod virtuous, when Ihe did delerve mod Scandal:

'Tis llie that itches now, and in the height

Of her intemperate Thoughts, with greedy Eyes

Exptds my coming to alJay her Lult

:

Leave her, torget Ihe is thy Sider.

Count. Stay, day.

IDiike. I am as full of this as thou cand be,

The Memory of this will eafily

Hereafter day my loofe and wandering Thought
From any Woman.

Count. This will not down with me, I dare not truft

This Fellow. Duke. Leave her here, that only fliall be

HerPunifliment, never to be fetchtfrom hence;

But let her ufe her Trade to get her living.

Count. Stay, good my Lord, I do believe all this.

As great Men as I have had known Whores to their Sidersj

And have laught at it : I would fain hear how
She talks, fince fhe grew thus light:

Will your Grace make him fhew himfelf to her, as if

He were now come to fatisfie her longing!

Whild we, unfeen of her, o'er-hear her Wantonnefs,

Let's make our bed of *t now, we fhall have good Mirth.

Duke. Do it, Gondarino.

Gond, I mud j Fortune aflid me but this once.

Count. Here we iTiall dand unfeen, and near enough.

Gond. Madam, Oriana.

Ori. Who's that ^ oh ! my Lord ?

Gond. Shall I come up .?

Ori. Oh you are merry, fhall I come down ?

Gond. It is better there.

Ori. What's the Confeflion of the Lye you made
To th* Duke, which I can fcarce believe, yet you
Had Impudence enough to do? Did it not gain you
So much Faith with me, as that I was willing

To be at your Lorddiip's bedewing, 'till you had

Recovered
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Recovered my Credit, and confefs'd

Yourfelf a Lyar, as y* pretended to do?

I confefs I began to fear you, and defir'd to be out of

YourHoufe, but your own Followers forcM me hither.

Gond. 'Tis well fufpedted,

Diflemble ftill, for there are fome may hear us.

Ori. More Tricks yet, my Lord ? what Houfe thi? is

I know not, I do only know myfelf:

'T were a great Conqucll, if yo' could faften a fcandal

Upon me: faith my Lord, give me leave to write to

My Brother ?

Duke. Come down.
Count. Come down.
Arri. If it pleafe your Grace,

There is a back Door.

Count. Come meet us there then.

Duke. It feems you are acquainted with the Houfe,

Arri. I have been in it.

Gond. She faw you, and diffembled.

Duke^ Sir, we Ihali know that better.

Gond. Bring me unto her. If I prove her not

To be a Strumpet, let me be contemn'd

Of all her Sex. {Exeuntl

ACTV. SCENE I.

Enter Lucio.

Xw^.lVTOW whilft the young Duke follows his Delights,

^\( We that do mean to pradlife in the State,

Muft pick our Times, and fet our Faces in.

And nod our Heads as it may prove mod fit

For the main good of the dear Common-wealth •

Who*s within there .?

Enter a Serrvant.

Serv. My Lord? Luc, Secretary, fetch

The Gown I ufe to read Petitions in.

And the Standifh I anfwer French Letters with ;

And call in th' Gentleman that attends; [£x/V Servant,

S ^ Littlq
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Little know they that do not deal in State,

How many things there are to be obferv'd.

Which feem but little ; yet by one of us

(Whofe Brains do wind about the Common-wealth)
Negle(^ed, cracks our Credits utterly.

Erder Gentleman and a Servant,

Sir, but that I do prefume upon your fecrefie,

I would not have appear'd to you thus ignorantly

Attir'd without a Tooth-pick in a Ribband,

Or a Ring in my Band-ftring.

Gent. Your Lord (hip fent for me?
Ltic. I did : Sir, your long Pradice in the State,

Under a great Man, hath led you t' much Experience,

Gent» My Lord.

Lite. Suiier not your Modefty to excufe it;

In fliort,' Sir, and in private, 1 defire

Your direflion, I take my Study already

To b* furniih'd after a grave and a wife method.

Gent. What will this Lord do?
Liic. My Eook-ftrings are fuitable,

(38) And of a teaching Colour.

Gent. How is this ?

hue. My Standilh of Wood, ftrange and fweet, and my
fore- flap

Hangs in the right place, and as near to Machiavel^Sy

As can be gathered by Tradition.

Gent. Are there fuch Men as will fay nothing abroad^

And play the Fools in their Lodgings ? this Lord mull
Be follow'd : And hath your Lordfhip

Some new-made Words to fcatter in your Speeches

In publick, to gain note, that the Hearers may
Carry them away, and difpute of them at Dinner.'

Luc. 1 have. Sir : and befides, my feveral Gowns
And^Caps agreeable to my feveral Occafions.

(38) J>.'ct ofa je^.c\iiiii^ Colour "] Reaching is the Word in all the

Editions, but as I can affix no humourous Idea fuitable to the Context,

I believe Uaching the true Word, an injiruilinje and Scbslar-like

Coiouj' is the Stile of this MticUiavilian Statefpian.

QerJ,
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Cent. 'Tis weiJ, and you have learn*d to write a bad

Hand,
That the Readers may take pains for it. Luc. Yes, Sir,

And I give out I have thcPalfie. Gent. Good,
*Twere better though if you had it : your Lordfhip hath

A Secretary that can write fair, when you purpofe

T' be underftood.

Luc. Faith, Sir, I have one, there heftands, he hath been

My Secretary thefe feven Years, but he hath

Forgot to write. Gent. If he can make
A writing Face, *tis not amifs, fo he

Keep his own Counfel: your Lordfiiip hath no hope
Of th' Gout? Luc. Uh, little. Sir, fmce the Pain in

My right Foot kft me. Gent, 'Twill be fome fcandal to

Your VVifdom, though I fee your Lordlhip knows
Enough in publick Bufinefs.

Luc. Tm not employed though

To my defcrt in Occafions Foreign, nor

Frequented f*r Matters Domeftical. Gent, Not frequented ?

What Courfe takes your Lordfhip ? Luc. The readieft

way,

(^9) My Door ftands wide, my Secretary knows
I'm notdeny'd to any. Gent. In this (give me Jeave)

Your Lordfliip's out of the way, make a back Door
To let out Intelligencers •, feem to be ever bufie.

And put your Door under Keepers, and you fhall have

A Troop of Clients fweating to come at you.

Luc, I've a back Door already, I will henceforth

Be bufie ; Secretary, run and keep

The Door. \JE>xit Secretary,

Gent. This will fetch *em.

Luc. I hope fo.

Enter Secretary,

Seer. My Lord, there're fome require accefs to you,

about

(39) My Door Jlands \v\nd ] Whatever is the true Reading, it

is to cxprefs his Door's being conllantly open ; tojland Wind or expo/d
always to the Wind may give this Senie, but the more obvious Ex-
prefiion Jlands nxide is mure probably the true Reading, and this

Mr. Sfffpfott concurs in.

S 4 Weighty
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Weighty Affairs of State.

Luc. Already?

Gent. I told you fo.

Tjiic. How weighty is the Bufinefs?

Seer. Treafon, my Lord. hue. Sir,

My Debts to you for this are great. Gent. I'll leave

Your Lordfhip now. Luc. Sir, my Death mud b' fudden.

If I requite you not ; at th* back Door, good Sir.

Gent, rii be your Lordfhip's Intelligencer for once.

\ExU Gentleman.

Enter Secretary,

Seer. My Lord.

Luc. Let 'em in, and fay I*m at my Study,

Enter Lazarillo, and two Intelligencers^ Lucio heing at

his Study,

1 Int. Where is your Lord ?

Seer. At his Study, but he will have you brought in.

Laz. Why Gentlemen, what will you charge mc
withal ?

2 Int. Treafon, horrible Treafon, I hope to have

The leading of thee to Prifon, and prick thee on

I'rh* Arfe with a Halbert ; to have him hanged that

Salutes thee, and call all thofe in queftion that

Spit not upon thee.

Laz. My Thread is fpun, yet might I but call for

This Difli of Meat at th' Gallows, 'ftead of a Pfalm,

It were to be endur'd ; the Curtain opens, now
My End draws on. \_Secretary draws the Curtain.

Luc. Gentlemen, I am not

Empty of weighty Occafions at this time 5

I pray you your Bufinefs.

1 Int. My Lord, I think we have difcover*d one of

The moft bloody Traitors ever the World held.

Luc. Signior Lazarillo, I am glad ye are one

Of this difcovery, give me your Hand.
2 Int. My Lord, that is the Traitor,

Luc. Keep him off,

I would not for my whole Eftate have touch'd him.

Laz.
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"Lax, My Lord.

Luc. Peace, Sir, I know the Devil's at your Tongue's

end.

To furnifh you with Speeches : v/hat are the Particulars

You charge him with ?

\They deliver a Taper to Lucio, who readT.

Both Int. We conferr*d Notes, and have extrad:ed that

"Which we willjuftify upon our Oaths.

Luc. 7'hat he*d be greater than the Duke, that be bad

Caji Plots for this^ and meant to corrupt fome to

Betray hiin^ that be ivould burn the City^ kill

The Duke, and poifon the Privy-Council,

And lajlly kill hiitifelf.

Though thou delerv'ft

Juftly to be hang*d, with filence yet I allow thee

To fpeak, be fhort.

Laz. My Lord, fomay my greatefl Wifh fucceed.

So may I live, and compafs what I fcek.

As I had never Treafon in my Thoughts,

Nor ever did confpire the Overthrow

Of any Creatures but of brutifh Beafts,

Fowls, Fifhes, and fuch other human Food,

As is provided for the good of Man.
If ftealing Cuftards, Tares, and Florentines

By fome late Statute be created Treafon,

How many Fellow-Courtiers can I bring,

Whofe long Attendance and Experience

Hath made them deeper in the Plot than I ?

Luc. Peace, fuch hath ever been the Clemency of

My gracious Mafler the Duke, in all his Proceedings,

That I had thought, and thought I had thought rightly.

That Malice would long e'er this have hid her

Self in her Den, and have turn*d her own Sting

Againft her own Heart : But I well perceive, that

So forward is the Difpofition

Of deprav'd Nature, that it doth not only feck

Revenge, where it hath received Injury,

But many times thirft after their Deftru^tion,

Where it hath met with Benefits.

Laz. But my good Lord
2 Int,
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2 Int. Let's gag him.

hue. Peace again.

But many times thirft after their Deftruflion,

Where it hath met with Benefits ; there I left

:

Such, and no better are the Bufinefs

That we have now in hand.

1 Int. He*s excellently fpoken.

Z Int. He'Jl wind a Traitor, I warrant him.

Luc. But furely methinks, fetting afide the touch

Of Confcience, and all inward Convulfions.

2 Int. He'll be hang'd, I know by that Word.
Laz. Your Lordfhip may confider

Jjuc. Hold thy Peace :

Thou can'fl: not anfwer this Speech -, no Traitor

Can anfwer it : But becaufe you cannot

Anfwer this Speech, I take it youVe confefs'd

The Treafon.

1 Int. The Count Valore was the firfl: that difcover'd

Him, and can witnefs it ; but he left the matter

To your Lordfhip*s grave Confideration,

Luc. I thank hisLordfhip, carry him away fpcedily

To the Duke.
Laz. Now, Lazarillo, thou art tumbled down

The Hill of Fortune, with a violent Arm

;

All Plagues that can be, Famine and the Sword,
Will light upon thee; black Defpair will boil

In thy defpairing Breaft ; no Comfort by,

Thy Friends far off, thy Enemies are nigh.

Luc. Away with him. Til follow you ; look

You pinion him, and take his Money from him.

Left h' fwallow a Shilling, and kill himfelf.

2 Int. Get thou on before. \_Exeunt^

SCENE n.

Enter the Duke, the County Gondarino and Arrigo.

Ikike. Now, Gondarinoy what can you put on now
That may deceive us ?

Have ye more flrange lllufions, yet more Mifts,

Through which the weak Eye may be led to Error ?
•

What
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What can ye fay that may do Satisfadion

Both for her wronged Honour, and your 111 ?

Gond. All I can fay, or may, is faid already :

She is unchafte, or elle I have no Knowledge,

I do nor breathe, nor have the ufe of Scnfe.

Buke. Dare ye be (40) yet fo wilful -ignorant

Of your own Nakednefs ? Did not your Servants,

In mine own hearing, confefs

They brought her to that Houfe we found her in,

Almoft by force ; and with a great diftruft

Of fome enfuing Hazard ?

Count. He that hath begun fo worthily.

It fits not with his Refolution

To leave off thus, my Lord ? I know thefe are

But idle Proofs. What fays your Lordfhip to them ?

Gond. Count, I dare yet pronounce again, thy Sifter's

Not honeft.

Count. You are yourfelf, my Lord j I like your Set-

tlednefs.

Gond. Count, thou art young, and unexperienced in

Th' dark hidden ways of Women : Thou dar'ft affirm

With Confidence, a Lady of fifteen

May be a Maid. Count. (41) If it were not fo,

I have a Sifter would fit near my Heart.

Gond. Let her fit near her Shame, it better fits her:

(40) ' yet fo ^wilful, ignorant'] Former Editions. The compound
Word 'rMilful'tgnorant feems much preferable,

(41

)

%ir if it ^were not fo, J have a Sifler <Txouldfet near my Heart.

^

Thus all the Editions, but furely the Sentiment is not very natural:

Would the Count, who upon the Suppofition of his Siller's being

guilty, had faid he would

BranJ her himfelf, luhip her about the City,

anfwer heie, that though fhe were not a Maid, (he would fit near his

Heait. The natural Anfwer is ; li 1 durft not affirm that a Lady of

fifteen might be a Virgin, my Siller wcu'd not fit fo near my Heart as

fhe now does. I cannot change the Words fo as to give this Senfe

without taking rather too great Liberties, and therefore fhall not in-

fert my Conjedure in the Text : J have rellor'd the Meafure, which

I cannot preferve if I infert a Negative without the following Changes,

If it nuere not fo,

Ny Sifier would not fitfo near mj Heart,

CaU
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Call back the Blood (42) that made your Stream in

nearnefs.

And turn the Current to a better ufe ;

'Tis too much mudded, I do grieve to know it.

Duke. Dar'ft thou make up again, dar'll thou turn

Face,

Knowing we know thee ;

Haft thou not been difcover'd openly ?

Did not our Ears hear her deny thy Courtings ?

Did we not fee her blufh with modeft Anger,

To be fo overtaken by a Trick ?

Can ye deny this. Lord ?

Gond. Had not your Grace and her kind Brother here

Been within Level of her Eye, you fhould have had

A hotter Volley from her, more full of Blood and Fire,

Ready to leap the Window where ihe flood.

So truly fenfual is her Appetite.

Tiuke. Sir, Sir, thefe are but Words and Tricks, give me
The Proof.

Count. What need a better Proof than your Lordfhip ?

Tm fure ye have lain with her, my Lord.

Gond. I have

Confefs'd it. Sir.

Duke. I dare not give thee Credit without Witnefs.'

Gond. Does your Grace think we carry Seconds with us.

To fearch us, and fee fair Play : your Grace hath been

Ill-tutor'd in the bufinefs ; but if you hope
To try her truly, and fatisfy yourfelf

What Frailty is, give her the Teft

:

Do not remember. Count, fne is your Sifter

;

Nor let my Lord the Duke believe ftie's fair j

But put her to it without Hope or Pity,

Then ye ftiall fee that golden Form fly off^.

That all Eyes wonder at for pure and fixt.

And under't bafe bluftiing Copper ; Metal
Not worth the meaneft Honour

:

You ftiall behold her then, my Lord, tranlparent,

{42) that made our Stream ] Either we mud make
the Count fpeak thefe two Lines, or read your for our^ as I have re-

formed ihe text.

Look
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Look through her Heart, and view the Spirits how
They leap i and tell me then I did belie

The Lady. Duke. It fhall be done:

Come, Gondarino^ bear us Company,

We do believe thee : She fhall die, and thou

Shalt fee it.

Enter Lazarillo, two Intelligencers and Guard.

How now my Friends, who have you guarded hither ?

2 Int. So picafe your Grace, we have difcovered

A Villain and a Traitor : The Lord Lucio hath

Examined him, and lent him to your Grace

For Judgment.

Count. My Lord, I dare abfolve him from

All Sin of Treafon : I know his moft Ambition

Is but a Difh of Meat,

Which he hath hunted with fo true a Scent,

That he deferves the Collar, not the Halter.

Duke. Why do they bring him thus bound up? the

poor Man
Had more need have fome warm Meat,

To comfort his cold Stomach. Count. Your Grace fhall

have

The Caufe hereafter, when you fhall laugh more freely

:

But thcfe are call'd Informers; Men that live

By Treafon, as Rat-catchers do by Poifon.

Duke. Would there were no heavier Prodigies hung
o'er us.

Than this poor Fellow, I durfl redeem all Perils

Ready to pour themfelves upon this State,

With a cold Cuftard.

Count. Your Grace might do it without Danger to your

Perfon.

Laz. My Lord, if ever I intended Treafon

Againll your Perfon, or the State, unlefs

It were by wifliing from your Table fome Difli

Of Meat, which 1 muft needs confefs was not

A Subject's Part ; or coveting by flealth

Sups from thofe noble Bottles, that no Mouth,
Keeeping Allegiance true, fhould dare to tafte :

I muft confefs, with more than covetous Eye, I
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I have beheld thofe dear concealed Diflies,

Thai've been brought in by cunning Equipage,

To wait upon your Grace's Palate :

1 do confefs, out of this prefent heat,

I have had Stratagems and Ambufcados,

But, God be thanked, they have never took.

Duke. Count,

This Bufinefs is your own j when you have done.

Repair to us. [Exit Duke,
Count. I will attend your Grace : Lazarillo^

You are at Liberty, be your own Man again j

And if you can be Mafter of your Wifhes*

I vvifh it may be fo.

Laz. I humbly thank your Lordfhip :

I muft be unmannerly, I've feme prefent Bufinefs,

Once more I heartily do thank your Lordfhip.

\^Extt Lazarillo*

Count. Now even a Word or two to you, and fo farewel

;

You think you have deferv'd much of this State

By this Difcovery : Y'are a flavifli People,

Grown fubjeft (43) to the common Curfe of all Men.
How much unhappy were that noble Spirit,

(44.) Could work by fuch bafe Engines ? What Mifery

Would not a knowing Man put on with willingnefs, ere

he fee himfelf grown
Fat and full fed, by fall of thofe you rife by?

I difchargcye my Attendance 5 our healthful State

(43) to the common Courfe of all Men.'] Where is the Crime of
being lubjeft to the common Courfe of all Men ? The true Word is

almoll certainly Curfe, which Intelligencers are generally the fubjefl

of. Mr. Sy?npfon concurr'd in this,

(44) Could 'v:ork hy fuch b:ifer Gains ? ] This feems fcarcely in-

telligiblfe. The Meafure and Senfe both require us to read bafe for

bafer. Two ways occur which will give the Senfe required by the

Context either.

Could ivork for fuch bafe Gains,' *-

Or,
hy fuch bafe fiieans,

I prefer the latter. After this was wrote I receiv'd Mr. SympfonS
Conjecture, bafe Engines, which is better than either of mine, and
molt probably the true Reading ; I have therefore inl'erted it in the

Text.

Needs
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Needs no fuch Leeches to fuck out her Bood.

1 ////. I do befeech your Lordfhip.

2 Int. Good my Lord.

Count, Go learn to be more honefl ; when I fee

You work your means from honeft Induftry.

[Exeunt JnformsrSf

I will be willing to accept your Labours

;

*Till then I will keep back my promis*d Favours:

Here comes another Remnant of Folly

:

Enter Lucio.

I muft difpatch him too. Now, my Lord Lucio^

What Bufinefs brings you hither ?

Luc. Faith, Sir, I'm difcovering

What will become of that notable Piece of Treafon,

Intended by that Varlet Lazarillo ;

I've fent him to the Duke for Judgment.
Count. Sir, you have

Perform'd the Part of a mofl careful Statefman,

And let me fay it to your Face, Sir, of

A Father to this State : I would wifli you to

Retire, and infconce yourfelf in Study j

For fuch 's your daily Labour, and our Fear, that

Your Lofs of an Hour may breed our Overthrow.

Luc. Sir, I will be commanded by your Judgment,

And though I find it a Trouble fcant to be waded through.

By thefe weak Years ; yet for the dear Care of

Th' Commonwealth, I will bruife my Brains, and

Confine myfelf to much Vexation, Count. Go,
And may'it thou knock down Treafon like an Ox.

Luc. Amen. [_Exeunt,

Enter Mercer, Pandar, and Franciflina.

^fer. Have I fpoke thus much i* the Honour of Learn-
ing ? learn'd

The Names of the feven liberal Sciences,

Before my Marriage j and fince, have in hafte

Written Epidles congratulatory to th' nine Mufes,

And is (lie prov'd a Whore and a Beggar?

Pan. 'Tis true,

/ Tou
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You are not now to be taught, that no Man can

Be learned of a Hidden ; Jet not your firfl Projedl

Difcourage you, what you have loft in this.

You may get again in Alchymie.

Fran. Fear not. Husband,

I hope to make as good a Wife, as the beft

Of your Neighbours have, and as honeft.

Mer. ril go home -,

Good Sir, don't publifh this; as long as it runs

Amongft ourfelves, it is good honeft Mirth:

You'll come home to Supper ; I mean to have all

Her Friends, and mine, as ill as't goes.

Pan. Do wifely, Sir,

And bid your own Friends, your whole Wealth will fcarce

Feaft all hers, neither is it for your Credit

T* walk the Streets with a Woman fo noted ; get you
Home and provide her Clothes ; let her come
An Hour hence with an Hand-basket, and fhift herfelf.

She'll ferve to fit at the upper end of the Table,

And drink to your Cuftomers.

Mer, Art's juft, and will make me amends.

Tan. No doubt. Sir.

Mer. The chief note of a Scholar, you fay, is

To govern his Paffions ; wherefore 1 do take

All patiently •, in fign of which, my dear Wife,

I do kifs thee, make hafte home after me,
I lliall be in my Study. \JE.xit Mercer.

Pan. Go, avaunt;

My new City-Dame, fend me what you promls'd me
For Confideration, and may'ft thou prove a Lady.

Fran. Thou flialt have it, his Siiks ftiall fly for it.

[Exeunt,

Enter Lazarillo and his Boy.

Laz. How fweet's a Calm after a Tempeft ? What is

there

Now that can ftand betwixt me and Felicity ?

I've gone through all my Croflcs conftantly *,

Have confounded my Enemies, and know where

To have my Longing fatisfy'd : I have
My
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My way before me, there's the Door, and I

May freely walk to my Delights: Knock, Boy.

Jul [mibin.'] Who's there?

Laz. Madom, my Love, not guilty.

Not guilty, open the Door.

Enter Julia.

Jul. Art thou come, Sweet- heart ?

Laz. Yes, to thy foft Embraces, and the reft

Of my o'erflovving Blifles;

Come, let us in and fwim in our Delights ;

A fhort Grace as we go, and fo to Meat.

Jul. Nay, my dear Love, you muft bear with me in this

;

We'll to the Church firft.

Laz. Shall I be fure of it then .?

Jul. By my Love you (hall.

Laz. 1 am content, for I now wifli to hold off

Longer, to whet my Appetite, and do

Defire to meet more Troubles, fo I might conquer them ;

And as a holy Lover that hath fpent

The tedious Night with many a Sigh and Tears,.

Whilft he purfu'd his Wench, and hath obferv'd

The Smiles and Frowns, not daring to difpleafc

When he at laft, hath with his Service won
Her yielding Heart ; that fhe begins to dote

Upon him, and can hold no longer out,

But hangs about his Neck, and woees him more
Than ever he defir'd her Love before

;

(45) He then begins to flatter his Defert,

And growing wanton, needs will caft her off;

{45) Then begins ] The Relative He being omitted, hurt both

Senle and Mealure. Moll of my Friends feem to think there is too

much ot Lazarillo'i Paflion for his Filh, as well as that the Pallion it-

felf iscarr)'d too high. I have before given Reafons to jultify the

Extravagance of the Paflion, which might poflibly have been carry'd

ev'n to Madnels, by fome Perfon of our Author's Age, and as to the

long Continuance of it, the Dillrefles ieem extremely ingenioufly con-

triv'd to rife by ajuft Gradation, and his Marrying a Whore at lait to

obtain his Delight, is a moll inimitably humorous Conciufion of his

Charafter.

Vol. X. T Try
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Try her, pick Quarrels, to breed frefli Delight,

And CO increafe his pleafing Appetite.

'Jul- Come Moufe, will you walk?
Lax. I pray thee let me be deliver'd of

Th^ Joy I am fo big with, I do feel

Th'iC high Heat in me, that I begin to doubt

Whether I be mortal :

How I contcn)ri my Fellows in the Court,

With whom I did but Yefterday converfe?

And in a lower, and an humbler Key,

Did walk and meditate on grofler Meats?

There are they ftill poor Rogues, fhaking their Chops,

And fneaking after Cheefes, and do run

Headlong in Chafe of every Jack of Beer

That crcfTeih them, in hope of fome Repaft

That it will bring them to; whilft I am here,

The happieft Wight that ever fet his Tooth
To a dear Novelty : Approach my Love,

Come, let us go to knit the true Love's Knot,

That never can be broken.

Boy. That's to marry a Whore.
hax. When that is done, then will we tafle the Gift,

Which Fates have fent my Fortunes up to lift.

Boy. When that is done, you'll begin to repent upon a

full Stomach ; but I fee, 'tis but a Form in Deftiny, not

to be aker'd. \E%eunt,

Enter Arrigo and Oriana.

Ori. Sir, what may be the Current of your Bufincfs,

That thus you fingle out your Time and Place?

Ayr'u Madam, the Bufinefs now impos'd upon me.
Concerns you nearly, I v»^i(h fome worler Man
Might fir,i(h it

Ori. Why are ye changed fo ?

Are ye not well, Sir?

Arri. Yes, Madam, I am wel],

Wou'd you were fo.

Oru Why, Sir, I feel myfelf in perfcft Health.
Arri. And yet ye cannot live long. Madam.
Ori. Why, good A-rrgo?

ArrU
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Arr'i, Why ? ye muft die.

Ori. I know I muft, but yet Fate calls not on me.
Arri. It does -,

This Hand the Duke commands iTiall give you Death.

Ori. Heav'n, and the Pow'rs divine, guard well the

Innocent.

Arri. Lady, your Prayers may do your Soul fome good.

But fure your Body cannot merit by *cm :

You muft prepare to die.

Ori. What's my Offence.? What have thefc Years com-
mitted.

That may be dangerous to the Duke or State.?

Have I confpir'd by Poifon, have I giv'n up.

My Honour to fome loofe unfettled Blood

That may give Adion to my Plots.? Dear Sir,

Let m' not die ignorant of my Faults.

Arri. Ye fhall not.

Then, Lady, you muft know, you're held unhoneft ;

The Duke, your Brother, and your Friends in Court,

With too much Grief condemn ye ; though to me
The Fault deferves not to be paid with Death.

Ori. Who's my Accufer ?

Arri. Lord Gondarino.

Ori. Arrigo, take thefe Words, and bear them to th' Duke.

It is the laft Petition I fhall ask thee.

Tell him the Child this prefent Hour brought forth

To fee the World, has not a Soul more pure.

More white, more Virgin than 1 have

;

Tell him Lord Gondarind's Plot I fuffer for,

And willingly; but tcli him it had been

A greater Honour, to have fav'd than kill'd ;

But I have done-: Stril:e, I am arm'd for Heav'n.

Why ftay you .? Is there any Hope .?

Arri. I would not ftrike.

Ori. Have you the Povv'r to fave .?

Arri. With Hazard of my Life, if't fhould be known,
Ori. You will not venture that .?

Arri. I will. Lady;
There is that means yet to efcape your Death,

Jlf you can wifely apprehend.

T z Or:.
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On. Ye dare not be fo kind ?

Arri. I dare, and will, if you dare but deferve't.

Ori. If I fliould flight my Life, I vv'ere to blame.

Ani. Then, Madam, this is the Means, or elfe you die;

I love you.

On. I (hall believe it, if you favc my Life.

Ani. And you mud lie with me.

Ori. I dare not buy my Life fo.

Arri. Come, ye mud refolve, fay yea or no.

Ori. Then no -, nay, look not ruggedly upon me,

I am made up too ftrong to fear fuch Looks :

Come, do your Butcher's Part : Before I'd wifh Life,

With the dear Lofs of Honour, I dare find means

To free myfelf.

Arri. Speak, will ye yield }

Ori. Villain, I will not; Murderer, do thy worft.

Thy bafe unnoble Thoughts dare prompt thee to 5

I am above thee. Slave.

Arri. Wilt thou not be drawn

To yield by fair Perfuafions ?

Ori. No, nor by

Arri. Peace, know your Doom then

;

Your Ladyfhip mufl: remember

You are not now at home, where you dare feafl all

That come about you ; but that you are fallen

Under my Mercy, which Ihall be but fmall

;

If thou refufe to yield : Hear what I've fworn

Unto myfelf; I will enjoy thee, though't be

Between the parting of thy Soul and Body j

Yield yet and live.

Ori. I'll guard the one, let Heav'n guard the other,

Arri. Are you fo refolute then ?

'Duke, {from above] Hold, hold, I fay.

Ori. What I } yet more Terror to my Tragedy ?

Arri. Lady, the Scene of Blood is done ; Ye're now
As free from Scandal as from Death.

Enter Duke, Count, and Gondarino.

Duke. Thou Woman, which wert born to teach Men
Virtue,

fair*
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~ Fair, fweet, and modeft Maid, forgive my Thoughts,

My Trefpafs was my Love. Seize Gondar'ino^

And let him wait our Dooms. Gond. I do begin

A Jittle to love this Woman; I could endure her

Already twelve Miles off. Count. Sifter,

I'm glad you have brought your Honour ofr fo fairly.

Without Lofs : You've done a Work above your Sex,

The Duke admires it : give him fair Encounter.

Duke. Beft of all Comforts, may I take this Hand,
And call it mine?

Ori. I am your Grace's Handmaid.
Duke. Would ye had faid myfelf: Might it not be ^q^

Lady ?

Count. Sifter, fay I, I know you can afford it.

Ori. My Lord, lam your Subjedl, you maycommand mc.
Provided ftill your Thoughts be fair and good.

Duke. Here I am yours, and when I ceafe to be fo.

Let Heav'n forget me : Thus I make it good.

On. My Lord, I am no more mine own.
Count. So, this Bargain was well driven.

Qond. Duke,
Thou'ft fold away thyfelf to all Perdition ;

Thou art this prefcnt Hour becoming Cuckold:
Methinks I fee thy Gaul grate through thy "Veins,

And Jealoufy feize on thee with her Talons.

I know that Woman's Nofe muft be cut off.

She cannot 'fcape it.

Dv.ke Sir, we have Punifhment for you.

On. i do befeech your Lordfhip, for the Wrongs
This Man hath done me, let me pronounce his PuniflimenC.

Duke Lady, I give't to you, he is your own.
Gond. I do befeech your Grace, let me be banifti'd

"With all the Speed that may be.

Count. Stand ftill, you fhall attend her Sentence.

Ori. Lord Gondarino., you have wrong'd me highly j

Yet fince it fprung from no peculiar Hate
To me, but from a general Diflike

Unto all Women, you fliall thus fuffer for it;

^rrigo^ call in fome Ladies to aflift us ;

Will your Grace make your State?

T 3 QonL
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Gond. My Lord, I do
Befeech your Grace for any Punifliment

Saving this Woman ; Jet me be fent upon
Difcovery of fome Ifland ; I do deiire

But a fmall Gondola^ with ten Holland Cheefes,

And I will undertake it. Ori. Sir, you muft be content.

Will ye fit down? Nay, do it willingly:

jirrigOy tie his Arms clofe to the Chair,

I dare not truft his Patience.

Gond. Mayft thou be quickly old and painted ; mayft

thou

Doat on fome fturdy Yeoman of the Wood-yard,
And he be honeft ; mayft thou be barred ev'n

The lawful lechery of thy Coach, for want
Of Inftruments ; and laftly, be thy Womb unopen'd.

Duke. This Fellow hath a pretty Gaul.

Count. My Lord,

I hope to fee him purg'd yet e'er he part.

Enter Ladies,

Ori. Your Lady (hips are welcome : I mufl: defire

Your helps, though you are no Phyficians,

To do a ftrange Cure upon this Gentleman.

Ladies. In what we can aflift you, Madam, ye may com-
mand us.

Gond. Now do I fit like a Conjurer in my Circle,

And thefe the Devils that are rais'd about me,

I'll pray that they may have no Power upon me.

Ori. Ladies, fall off in Couples then with a foft

Still march, with low demeanours, charge this Gentleman,

I'll be your Leader. Gond. Let me be quartered, Duke,
Quickly, I can endure it

;

Thefe Women long for Man's Fiefh, Jet them have it.

Duke. Count, have you ever feen fo ftrange a Paflion ?

What would this Fellow do, if he fhould find himfelf

In Bed with a young Lady ? Count. 'Faith my Lord,

If he could get a Knife, fure he would cut her Throat,

Or elfe he*d do as Hercules did by Lycas,

Swing out her Soul : He has the true hate

Of a Woman in him.

Ori,
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On. Low with your Curtfies, Ladies. [ye,

Gond. Come not too near me, I've a Breath will poilon

My Lungs are rotten, and my Stomach's raw :

I'm given much to belching: hold off, as you love fweet Airs;

Ladies, by your firft Night's Pleafure I conjure you.

As you would have your Husbands proper Men,
Strong Backs, and little Legs, as you'd have 'em hate

Your Waiting-women.
Ori. Sir, we muft court ye, 'till we have obtain'd

Some little Favour from thofe gracious Eyes,

•Tis but a Kifs a piece.

Gond. 1 pronounce Perdition to ye all

;

Ye are a parcel of that damned Crew
That fell with Lucifer^ and here ye ftaid

On Earth to plague poor Men ; vanifh, avaunt,

I'm fortified againft your Charms; Heav'n grant me
But Breath and Patience.

1 Lady. Shall we not kifs then } Gond. No,
Sear my Lips with hot Irons firll, or Hitch them
Up like a Ferret's : oh that this brunt were over!

2 Lady. Come, come, ye little Rogue, thou art too
maidenly

By my troth, I think I muft box thee 'till thou be'ft bolder

;

The more bold, the more welcome: I prithee kifs me.
Be not afraid. {She fits en his Knee.

Gond. If there be any here

That yet have fo much of the Fool left in them.
As t* love their Mothers, (46) let them on her, and loath
Them too. 2 Lady. What a llovenly little Villain

Art thou, why dofl: thou not ftroak up thy Hair.^

I think thou ne'er comb'ft it ; I mud have it lie

In better order ; fo, fo, {o^ let me fee

(46) \tX.thcm on her, and\<i\K\i them.too.'\ Mr. Sympfin woull
read.

Set t^cm on her, avd Ico V«i to. \

But r cannot afrent to the Change, for where's the Pr:^priety of fettincr

People to worry her bcciafe they love their Mothers. T.ie old iVxt 13
indeed obicure, but incelligi wle and perfcdjy ii.Go«y^r;;i5'h CfiaraClcr.
Jf there be any here thac are fuch FuoU to retain a L.-e cv'n f .r I'^^xx
Mothers, let them be perfccuted by this Woman, a.-id chcy win lo* h
ihcm, /. e. their Mothers alio.

T 4 liiy
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Thy Hands, are they wafli'd ?

Gond. I would they were loofe for thy fake.

Tiuke, She tortures him admirably.

Count. The bed that ever was.

2 Lady. Alas, how cold they are, poor GoUs, why dofl:

not

Get thee a Muff.?

Arri. Madam, here's an old Country Gentlewoman

At the Door, that came nodding up for Juftice,

She was with th* Lord Gondarino to day, and would

Now again come to the Speech of him, Ihe fays.

Ori. O let her in, for fport's fake, let her in.

Gond Mercy, O Duke, I do appeal to thee :'

Plant Canons there, and difcharge them againft

My Bread rather : nay, firft

Let this She-Fury fit rtill where fhe does.

And with her nimble Fingers (Iroke my Hair,

Play with my Fingers ends, or any thing,

Until my panting Heart have broke my Bread.

Duke, You muft abide her Cenfure.

\T!he Lady rifesfrom bis Knee.

Enter old Gentlewoman,

Gond. I fee her come,

Unbutton me, for Ihe will fpeak.

Gentlem. Where is he. Sir ?

Gond. Save me, I hear her.

Arri. There he is in State

To give you Audience.

Gentlew. How does your Lordfhip ?

Gond. Sick of the Spleen.

Gentlem. How?
Gond. Sick.

Gentlew. Will you chew a Nutmeg, you fhall not re-

fufe it,

'Tisvery comfortable. Gond. Nay, now thou art come I

know it is

The Devil's Jubilee, Hell is broke loofe:

My Lord, if ever I have done you Service,

Or hare deferv'd a Favour of your Grace,

Let
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Let me be turn*d upon fome prefent Adtion,

Where I may fooner die than Janguifli thus

;

Your Grace hath her Petition, grant ic her.

And eafe me now at laft.

Duke. No, Sir, you mufl: endure.

Gentlew, For my Petition,

I hope your Lordfhip hath remembred mc
Ori, *Faith 1 begin to pity him ;

Arrigo^ take her off, bear her away.

Say her Petition 's grafted.

Gentlew. Whither d' you draw me. Sir?

I know it is not my Lord's plcafure I

Should be thus us'd, before my bufinefs be

Difpatch'd ?

Arri. You fhall know more of that without.

Ori. Unbind him. Ladies, but before he go.

This he fliall promife ; for the Love I bear

To our own Sex, I would have them ftijl

Hated by thee, and injoin thee as a Punifliment,

Never hereafter willingly to come
r the prefence or the fight of any Woman,
Nor never to feek wrongfully the publick

Difgrace of any.

Gond. *Tis that I would have fworn.

And do i when I meditate with them.

For their good, or their bad, may Time call back
This Day again ; and when I come in their Companies,
May I catch the Pox by their Breath,

And have no other Pleafure for it.

Duke. Ye are mod merciful.

Ori. My Lord, I fliew'd my Sex the better.

Cotdnt. All is o'er-blown. Sifter-, y'are like to have

A fair Night of it, and a Prince in your Arms

:

Let*s go, my Lord.

Duke. Thus through the doubtful Streams of Joy and
Grief,

True Love doth wade, and finds at laft Relief.

[^Exeunt Omnes.
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PROLOGUE,
At the Reviving of this Play.

1T*s grown in Fajhlon of late^ in thefe Days

To come and beg a Suffrage to our Plays ;

^Faith, Gentlemen, our Poet ever writ

Language fo good, mixt with fuch fprightly Wit,

He made the 'Theatre fo Sovereign

IVith his rare Scenes, bcfcorn^d this crouching Vein

:

IVe flabb^d him with keen Daggers when we pray*d

Him write a Preface to a Play well made.

He could not write thefe Toys, *twas eaficr far

To bring a Felon to appear at th* Bar,

So much he hated Bafenef ; which this Day^

His Scenes will beji convince you of in^s Play,

D RA-



DRAMATIS PERSONS.

M E N.

DUKE of Genoua.

Shamont, his Favourite^ a fuperjlitious Lover of Re-

putation.

A Paffionate Lord^ the Duke's difiraSied Kinfman,

A Soldier^ Brother to Shamont.'

Lapet, the cowardly Monfteur.

A Gallant of the fame "itetjiper,

Pultrot, 7

Mombazon,^ ^^'^ ^^J^'^om Courtiers.

T'wo Brothers to the Lady affc£fing the paffionate Lord.

Four Courtiers.

Jejier.

APriefl, ? _ ^^ ,

c- 777 y In a Mask,
Six fromen,^

Galofhio, a Clown.

WOMEN.
Ladj/y Sifter to the Duke, Shamont*s Beloved.

Lapet*j ff^ife.

A Lady, perfonaiing Cupid, Miftrefs to the mad Lord.

SCENE, G E NOUA.

THE



THE
NICE VALOUR.

ACT I. SCENE I,

Enter Duke, Shamont, andfour Gentlemen,

DUKE.
Shamont, welcome ; we have mifs'd thee long.

Though abfent but two Days : 1 hope your

Sports

Anfwer your Time and Willies.

Sham. Very nobly. Sir

;

We found Game worthy your delight, my Lord,

It was fo Royal.

Duke. I've enough to hear on't

;

Prithee beftow't upon me in Difcourfe.

1 Gent. What is this Gentleman, Coz .? you are a Cour-

tier,

Therefore know all their Infides.

2 Gent. No farther than the Taffaty goes, good Coz,

For the moft part, which is indeed the bed part

Of the moft general Infide ; marry thus far

I can with boklnefs fpeak this one Man*s Character,

And upon Honour pafs it for a true one ;

He has that ftrength of manly merit in him.
That it exceeds his Sovereign's power of gracing;

He's faithfully true to Valour, that he hates

The
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The Man from C^far's time, or farther off.

That ever took Difgrace unreveng'd :

And if he chance to read his abje6l Story,

He tears his Memory out; and holds it virtuous.

Not to Jct Shame have fo much life amongft us; .

There is not fuch a curious piece of Courage
Amongft Man's Fcllowlhip, or one fo jealous

Ot Honour's Lofs, or Reputation's Glory,

There's fo much perfed: of his growing Story.

1 Gent. 'Twould make one dote on Virtue, as you tell it,

2 Gent. I have told it to much lofs, believe it, Coz.

3 Gent. How the Duke graces him ? what is he. Brother?

4 Gent. Don't you yet know him ? a vain-glorious

Coxcomb,

CO As proud as he that fell for't:

(2) Set but afide his Valour, no Virtue

Which is indeed, not fit for any Courtier,

And we his Fellows are as good as he.

Perhaps as capable of Favour too,

For one thing or another, if 'twere look'd into:

Give me a Man, were I a Sovereign now.

Has a good flroke zt Tennis., and a ftiffone.

Can play at j^qiiinoSi'ium with the Line,

As even as the thirteenth oi September^

When Day and Night lie in a Scale together;

Or may I thrive, as 1 deferve, at Billiards 5

No otherwife at Chefs, or at Primero

:

Thefe are the Parts requir'd, why not advanc'd ?

(i) A proud as be thai fell for't :] /. e. As proud as Lucifer who
fell through Pride.

(2) 5^/ hut afide his Valour no Virtue :

Which is indeed notftfor any Courtier. '\ The old Folio points

thus,

Set hut afide his Valour y no Virtue

Which is indeed, not fitfor any Courtiery

Jndive his Fellon.vs, &c.J This latter is better Senfe, and

therefore reftor'd to the Text, but as the Conftruftion from the Po-

fition of the Words is a little ftifF, and the Meafure not compleat,

perhaps the Original might have run,

Set hut afide his Valour, njubich indeed

No Virtue is, not fit for any Courtier.

Duh,

I
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X)uh. Truft me, ic was no lefs than excellent Pleafure,

And I'm right glad 'twas thine. How fares our Kinfman ?

Who can refolve us bed ?

I Gent. I can, my Lord.

Huke. There, if I had a Pity without bounds.

It might be all beftow'd A Man fo loft

In the wild ways of Paflion, that he*s fenfible

Of nought but what torments him .^

I Gent. True, my Lord ;

He runs through all the Paflions of Mankind,
And fhifts *em ftrangely too : One while in Love,
And that fo violent, that, for want of Bufinefs,

He'll court the very Prentice of a Laundrefs,

Tho' fhe have kib'd Heels : and in's Melancholy again,'

He will not brook an Emprefs, ^ho' thrice fairer

Than ever Maud was i or higher fpirited

Than Cleopatra^ or your Englijlo Countefs.

Then on a fudden he's fo merry again.

Out-laughs a Waiting-Woman betore her firft Child :

And in the turning of a Hand, fo angry'

H'as almoft beat the Northern Fellow blind

That is for that Ufe only ; if that Mood hold, my Lord,

Ha'd need of a frefh Manj PlI undertake.

He ill a 11 bruife three a Month.
'Dnki. I pity him dearly.

And let it be your Charge, with his kind Brother,

To fee his Moods obferv'd ; let every PalTion

Be fed ev'n to a Surfeit, which in time

May breed a Loathing ; let him have enough

Of every Objc(5t, that his Senfe is wrapt with ;

And being once glutted, then the taftc of Folly

Will come into his Rclifli. \Exit^

I Gent. I fhall fee

Your Charge, my Lord, moft faithfully efred:,d :

And how does noble Sbamont ?

Sham. Never ill Man,
Until I hear of Bafenefs, then I ficken -,

I am the healthfull'd Mm i' th' Kingdom elffj

Vol. X. U Eiter
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Enter Lapet.

1 Gent. Be arm'd then for a Fit^ here comes a Fellow

Will make you fick at Heart, if Bafcnefs do't.

Sham, Let me be gone. What is he?

1 Gent. Let me tell you firft.

It can be but a Qualm j pray ftay it out, Sir;

Come, y'ave born more than this.

Sham. Born! Never any thing

That was injurious.

2 Gent. I am far from that.

Sham, He looks as like a Man as 1 have feen one

:

What would you fpeak of him ? Speak well I prithee,

Ev*n for Humanity's Caufe.

1 Gent. You'd have ittTruth though ?

Sham. What t\k^ Sir ? I have no Reafon to wrong
Heav*n

To favour Nature; let her bear her own Shame
If fhe be faulty.

I Gent. Monftrous faulty there, Sir.

Sham. Tm ill at eafe already.

I Gent. Pray bear up, Sir.

Sham. I prithee let me take him down with Speed then.

Like a wild Objedl that I would not look upon.

I Gent. Then thus -, he's one that will endure as much
As can be laid upon him.

Sham. That may be noble

;

I'm kept too long from his Acquaintance.

I Gent, Oh Sir,

(3) Take heed of ralh Repentance, y'aretoo forward

To find out Virtue where it never fettled

:

Take the Particulars firft, of what he endures

;

Videlicet^ Baftinadoes by the great.

Sham. How!
I Gent, Thumps by the Dozen, and your Kicks by

wholefale.

(3) Take heed of rajh Repentance, ] /. e. Repentance on ac-

counc of RafhneTs. I fnould no: have thought an Explanation necef-

fary but that Mr, Symp/on would have difcarded the Word, and read

/Acquaintance for Repentance.

Sham.
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Sham. No more of him.

I Gent. The Twinges by the Noftril he fnuffs up.

And holds it the beft Remedy for fneezing.

Sham. Away.
I Gent. H*as been thrice fwitch*d from feven a Clock

till nine,

Yet with a Cart-Horfe Stomach, fell to Breakfaft,

Forgetful of his Smart.

Sham. Nay, the Difgrace on't

;

There is no Smart but that: Bafe things are felt

More by their Shames than Hurts. Sir, I know you not.

But that you live an Injury to Nature :

I*m heartily angry with you.

Lap. Pray give your Blow or Kick, and begone then

;

For I ne*er faw you before \ and indeed

Have nothing to fay to you, for I know you not.

Sham. Why wouldft thou take a Blow ?

Lap. (4) I would not. Sir,

Unlefs 'twere offcr*d me ; if from a Friend,

I'd takc't in Friendfhip ; and if from an Enemy,
I would be loth t' deny it from a Stranger.

(4) / 'would not. Sir,

Unlefs ''tivere offered me ; and iffrom an Enemy,
rd he loth to deny it from a Stranger '\ The conjunflive Par-

ticle and in the middle Line ieems plainly to denote the lofs of fome
Sentence previous to it, and the Humour feems greatly to fufFer by
that Lofs. As to the Sentiment it may, I believe, be reflor'd, but as

feveral Exprcflions will give it, it is impoffible to guefs how near we
ftiall come to the old Reading. I propofe,

7 luould not. Sir,

Unlefs 'tzvere offer''d me; if from a Friend

I'd take't in Fnendftiip, and iffrom an Enemy
I 'would he loth to deny it from a Stranger.

The third Line might be,

I'd take it kindly

Or,
rd take itfriendly

Or any other Words that would exprefs the Senfe. As it appears highly
probable that this was the Sentiment, I think the Reader would blame
me, fhould I leave the Text uncorredcd meeily from the impoffibihty

of afccr raining the original Words.

U 2 Sham.
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Sham. What, a Blow ?

Endure a Blow ? And (hall he live that gives it ?

Lap. Many a fair Year -Why not. Sir ?

Sham. Let me wonder!

As full a Man to fee to, and as perfe6t——

—

I prithee live not long

Lap. How!
Sham. Let me intreat it

:

Thou doft not know what wrong thou dofl: Mankindj
To walk fo long here ; not to die betimes.

Let me advife thee, while thou haft to live here,

Ev'n for Man*s Honour fake, take not a Blow more.

Lap. You fhould advife them not to ftrike me then. Sir,

For 1*11 take none I aflure you, 'Jefs they are given.

Sham. How fain would I preferve Mens Form from
Shame,

And cannot get it done? however, Sir,

I charge thee live not long.

Lap. This is worfe than beating.

Sham. Of what Profeflion art thou, tell me. Sir,

Befides a Taylor } for 1*11 know the Truth.

Lap. A Taylor ? I*m as good a Gentleman

Can fhew my Arms and all.

Sham. How black and blue they are .''

Is that your Manifeftation? Upon pain

Of pounding thee to Duft, afTume not wrongfully

The Name of Gentleman, becaufe I'm one

That muft not let thee live.

Lap. I have done, I have done. Sir.

If there be any harm, befhrew the Herald,

I'm fure I ha* not been fo long a Gentleman,

To make this Anger : I have nothing no where,

But what 1 dearly pay for. \^Exii.

Sham. Groom begone

;

I never was fo Heart-fick yet of a Man.

Enter Lady^ the Duke's Sifter^ and Lapet'j Wife,

I Gent. Here comes a Cordial, Sir, from th* other Sex,

Able to make a dying Face look chearful.

Sham. Tiie blelTcdnefs of Ladies—
Lady.
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hady. Y' are well met, Sir,

Sham. The Sight of you has put an Evil from me,
Whofe Breath was able to make Virtue ficken.

Lady I'm glad I came fo fortunately. What was't. Sir?

Sham. A thing that takes a Blow, lives, and eats after it,

In very good Health •, you ha' not it^n the like. Madam,
A Monller worth your Sixpence, lovely Worth.

hady. Speak low. Sir j by all likelihoods 'tis her Huf-
band,

Thatnowbeftow'daVifitationon me. Farewel, Sir. \^ExU.

Sham. Husband .? Is*t poffible that he has a Wife ?

Would any Creature have him ? 'tis fome lorc'd Match,

If he were not kick'd to th* Church o' th' Wedding Day,
I'll never come at Court. Can be no otherwife ;

Perhaps he was rich ; fpeak, Miftrefs Lapet, was'c not fo?

IVtfe. Nay, that's without all queftion.

Sham. O ho, he would not want Kickers enough then

;

If you are wife, I much fufpedl your Honefty,

For Wifdom never faftensconftantly,

But upon Merit: If you incline to fool.

You arc alike unfit for his Society ;

Nay, if it were not Boldnefs in the Man
That honours you, to advife you, troth his Company
Should not be frequent with you.

JVtfe. 'Tis good Counfel, Sir.

Sham. Oh, I am fo careful where I reverence.

So juft to Goodnefs and her precious Purity,

I'm as equally jealous, and as fearful.

That any undeferved Stain might fall

Upon her fanctify'd Whitenefs, as of the Sin

That comes by Wilfulneis.

Wife. Sir, I love your Thoughts,

And honour you for your Counfel and your Care,

Sham. We are your Servants.

Wife. He's but a Gentleman o' th' Chamber > he might
have kift me

;

Faith, where (hall one find lefs Courtefie than at Court?
Say, I have an Undeferver to my Husband,
That's ne'er the worfe for him : Well ftrange-lip'd Men,
*Tis but a Kifs loft, there'll more come again. \_Exit.

U 3 Enter



310 'The Nice Valour-^ or^

Enter the Pqffionate Lord, the Duke's Kin/man, makes a
Corigee or two to nothing.

I Gent. Look, who comes here, Sir; his Love-fit's

upon him

:

I know it, by that fet Smile, and thofe Congees.

How courteous he's to nothing ? which indeed

Is the next kin to Woman, only Shadow *s

The eldeft Sifter of the Twain, becaufe *tis fecn too

;

See how it kiffes the Fore-finger ftilJ,

Which is the laft Edition, and being come
So near the Thumb, every Coblcr has got it.

Sham. What a ridiculous Piece Humanity
Here makes itfelf ?

I Genl. Nay good, give leave a little, Sir,

Y'are ib precife a Manhood
Sham. It affiids me

When I behold unfeemlinefs in an Image
So near the Godhead, 'tis an Injury

To glorious Eternity.

I Gent. Pray ufe Patience^ Sir.

Taf. I do contefs it freely, precious Lady,
And Love's Suit is fo, the longer it hangs

The worfe it is ; better cut off, fweet Madam ;

Oh, that fame drawing in your neather Lip there,

Fore-lhews no Goodnefs, Lady; make you queftion

on't?

Shame on me, but I love you.

I Gent. Who is't, Sir,

You are at all this Pains for? May I know her?

Faf. For thee, thou faireft, yet the falfeft Woman,
That ever broke Man's Heart-ftrings.

I Gent. How? How's this, Sir?

Faf. What, the old Trick of Ladies? Man's Ap-
parel?

Will't ne'er be left among'ft you ? Steal from Court in't ?

I Gent. I fee the Fit grows ftronger.

Faf. Pray let's talk a Tittle.

Sham. I can endure no more.

I Gent, Good, let's alone a little:

You
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(5) You are fo exaft a Work: Love light things fomc-

whar, Sir.

Sham. Th'are all but Shames.

I Gent, What is*t you'd fay to me. Sir ?

Paf. Can you be fo forgetful to enquire it, Lady ?

I Gent. Yes truly. Sir.

Paf. The more I admire your Flintinefs:

What Caufe have I given you, illuftrious Madam,
To play this ftrange part with me?

I Gent. Caufe enough,

Do but look back, Sir, into your Memory,
Your Love to other Women. Oh lewd Man,
•T has almoft kill'd myHeart, you fee I'm chang*d with it,

I ha'lofl: the Fafhion of my Sex with Grief on*r.

When I have feen you courting of a Dowdy,
Compar'd with me, and kifling your Fore-finger

Tooneo'th' Black-guard's MiftrefTes: Would not this

Crack a poor Lady's Heart, that believ'd Love,

And waited for the Comfort.? But 'twas faid, Sir.

A Lady of my Hair cannot want pitying.

The Country's coming up, farewei to you. Sir.

Paf. Whither intend you, Sir?

I Gent. A long Journey, Sir:

The Truth is, I'm with Child, and goto travel.

Paf With Child ? I never got it.

I Gent. I heard you were bufie

At the fame time, Sir, and was loth to trouble you.

Paf Why, are not you a Whore then, excellent Madam?
I Gent. Oh, by no means, 'twas done. Sir, in the State

Of my belief in you, and that quits me;
It lies upon your Falrtiood.

Paf. Does it fo ?

(5) You are fo exail a Work: Love light things fome^hat, 5/r.] It

fecms probable that Worth was the true Word inflead of Work, as

Shamont calls the Lady before

—

Ig'ufh Worih, and one of the Gentlemen
in the firft Page of the Play fays of Shamont.,

There is notfuch a curious Piece of Courage,

Notwithltanding thi<, Work being good Senfe may ftill be the true

Reading. The Advice to Shamont to love light things a little, is to

laugh and divert himfelf at the Abfurditics and Phrenfics of Men.
Mr. Sjmpfon thought it obfcure and that it wanted Explanation.

U 4 You
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You fhall not carry her though. Sir, (he's my Contraft.

Sham. I prithee, thou four Elements il] brued.

Torment none but thyfelf ; away I fay

Thou Bead of PafTion, as the Drunkard is

The Beaft of Wine ; Diflicnour to thy making.
Thou Man in Fragments.

Paf. Hear me, precious Madam.
Sham. Kneel for thy Wits to Heav'n.

Paf. Lady, Pll father it,

Who-e'er begot it : 'Tis the Courfe of Greatnefs,

Sham. How Virtue groans at this ?

Paf. I'll raife the Court, but I will flay your Flight.

Sham. How wretched is that Piece? [£x// PtiJ. Lord.

I Gent. He's the Duke's Kinfman, Sir.

Sham. That cannot take a Paffion away. Sir,

Nor cut a Fit but one poor Hour fhorter.

He mufl: endure as much as the poorefl Beggar,

That cannot change his Money ; there's the Equality

In our impartial Ellence. What's the News now ?

Enter a Ser'vant.

Ser. Your worthy Brother, Sir, 'has left his Charge,

And come to fee you.

Enter Shamont'i Brother, a Soldier.

Sham. Oh the nobleft welcome
That ever came from Man, meet thy Defervings

:

Methinks Pve all Joy's Treafure in mine Arms now.

Sold. You are fo fortunate in Prevention, Brother,

You always leave the Anfwerer barren, Sir,

You comprehend in few Words fo much Worth
Sham. 'Tis all too little for thee: come thou'rt welcome,

So I ir.cludc all ; take efpecial Knowledge pray,

Of this dear Gentleman, my abfolute Friend,

(6) That loves a Soldier far above a Miilrefs,

Tho' excellently faithful to 'em both.

But love to Manhood, owns the purer Troth. [Exeunt.

(6) Tict lo'ves a Soldier far abo've a Miftrefs,

. Thon excellently faithful to Vw hoth.^ The Emendation here

of Thou to Thd' (akho' che old Reading was nor abfolute NonfeniV, lup-

pofing the Points al:e;'d) is I'o eaiy tha.t I canuot fear the Reader's

Concurrence.

ACT
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A C T IL S C E N E I.

Enter Shamont'j Brother^ a Soldier^ and a Lady the

Duke's Sifter-

Lady.fX^Yi^jK^ fliould be in this Gallery-ohthey're

J_ here.

Pray ye lit down, believe me, Sir, Pm weary.

Sold. It well becomes a Lady to complain a little

Of what flie never feels; Your walk was fhort, Madam,
You can be but afraid of Wearinefs,

(7) Which well implies the fofcnefs of your Sex ;

As for the thing itfelf, you never came to*t.

Lady. You*re wond'roudy well read in Ladies, Sir.

Sold. Shall I think fuch a Creature as you, Madam,
Was ever born to feel Pain, but in Travel ?

There's your full Portion,

Befides a litde Tooth-ach in the breeding.

Which a kind Husband too takes from you, M.idam.

Lady. But vvhere do Ladies, Sir, find fuch kind Huf-

bands ?

Perhaps you have heard

The Rheumatick Story of fome loving Chandler now,
Or fome fuch melting Fellow, that you talk

So prodigal of Mens Kindnefs ; I confefs, Sir,

Many of thofe Wives are happy, their Ambition
Does reach no higher, than to Love and Ignorance,

Which makes an excellent Husband, and a fond one:

Now, Sir, your great ones aim at Height and Cunning,

And fo are oft deceiv'd, yet they muft venture it

;

For 'tis a J^nJy's Contumely, Sir,

To have a Lord an Ignorant ; then the World's Voice

Will deem her for a Wanton, e'er fhetafte on't:

(7) Which ni'e// employs the faflnrfs ofyour Sex{\ What is it that

employs the Softnefs of the Sex, Wearinels, or the Fear of it? 'Tis

fcarcely Senfe in either Light, and Mr. Sympfoti fecms to have hit of
the true Reading implies.

But
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(8) But to deceive a wife Man, to whofe Circumfpcdioif

The World refigns itfelf with all its Envy,
•Tis lefs Difhonour to us then to fall,

Becaufe his believ*d Wifdom keeps out all.

Sold. Would I were the Man, Lady, that fliould venture

His Wifdom to your Goodnefs.

hady. You might fail

In the return, as many Men have done. Sir:

I dare not juftifie what is to come of me,

Becaufe 1 know it not, though I hope virtuoufly ;

Marry what's pafl, or prefent, I durft put

Into a good Man*s Hand, which if he take

Upon my Word for good, it fhall not cozen him.

Sold. No, nor hereafter ?

hady. It may hap fo too. Sir:

A Woman's Goodnefs, when fhe is a Wife,

Lies much upon a Man*s defert, believe it, Sirj

If there be fault in her, I'll pawn my life on't,

(9) 'Tis firft in him, if fhe were ever good 5

That miakesone, knowing not a Husband yet,

Or what he may be, promife no more Virtues,

Than I may well perform 5 for that were Cozenage.

Sold,

^g) But to deceive a vj'ife Man, to luhofe C'trcumffeSlion

The World refigns itfelf̂ nuith all his Eti'uy ;

'Tzj lefs Difhanour to us, than tofall,'\ This Paffage is all Obfcu-

rity, by the faulc of two Particles his in the fecond, and than in the

third Line; the latter is printed right then in the old Folio; the

former fhould be its Envy relating to the World, which would afperfe

a Lady marry'd to an ignorant Lord, the' fhe were Chaile ; but re-

figning itfelf and all its prying Envy to the Circumfpeftion of a wife

One, a Woman, if Ihe deceived him, would be unceniur'd tho' ftic

then fell.

But to deceive a <voife Man, to nuhofe Circumfpeilion

The World refigns itfelf voith all its Envy^
^Tis lefs Difhonour to us then to fall,

Becaufe his believ'd Wifdom keep out all.

(9) ""lis firfi in him if fhe nvere ever good,

That makes one; knoxving net a Husband yet
Or vjhat he may be, 1 promife no more Virtues,

Than I may vjell perform,- ] It is evident by this Pointing

that the Editors took That makes one in the iecond Line to lelate to the

former Sentence, and they jet me upon Difficulties how to make it do fo ;

but finding no means ofconnefting it witJi the leall Propriety ; I add a

Semi- colon



the PaJJionate Mad-man. 315

Sold. Happy were he that had you with all fears.

That's my Opinion, Lady.

Enter Shamont and a Servant lift'ning,

Serv. What fay you now. Sir?

Dare you give Confidence to your own Eyes ? .

Sham. Not yet 1 dare not.

Serv. No?
Sham. Scarce yet, or yet.

Although I fee 'tis he. Why can a thing.

That's but myfelf divided, be fo falfe?

Serv. Nay, do but mark how theChair plays his part too

:

How amoroufly 'tis bent.

Sham. Hell take thy bad Thoughts,

For they are ftrangc ones. Never take delight

To make a Torment worfe. Look on 'em, Heav'n,

For that's a Brother : fend me a fair Enemy,
And take him \ for a fouler Fiend there breathes not

:

I will not fin to think there's 111 in her.

But what's of his producing.

Yet Goodnefs, whofc Inclofure is but Flefli,

Holds out oft-times but forrily. But as black, Sir,

As ever Kindred was : I hate mine own Blood,

Becaufe it is fo near thine. Live without Honefty,

And mayft thou die with an unmoift'ned Eye,

And no Tear follow thee. \_Ex. Sham, and Serv.

Lady (10) Your're wond'rous merry, Sir;

1 would your Brother heard you. Sold. Or my Sifter,

I would not out o' th' way, let fall my Words, Lady,
For the precifeft Humour. .,

Semi-colon to the end of the firft Line where the Sentence is compleat,

and ftriking out the Semi-colon from the fecond, and the Pronoun /
(which hurts the Meafure as well as Senfe) from the third, the whole
runs eafy, that fignifying the fame as ^xhich or nvhicb Conjtderation.

""[is firji in him, ifjhe ^were ever good j

Ihat makes one, knoiuing not a Husbandyet.
Or luhat he may be, promife no more Virtues

*Ihan I may nioell perform.——^
(ic) Tou re 'wondrous merry. Sir ', 1 ixiQuldyour Brother heardyou
Sold. Oh my Sifter,

1 nuould not out o tV ivay, let fall my Words, Lady,

For the precifefi Humour. '\ The Metre of the firft Line is eafily

reaify'i



31

6

^The Nice Valour \ or^

Enter Paffionate Lord,

Paf. Yea, fo clofe.

Sold. They're merry, that's the word you can report

on 'em

:

They're neither dangerous, nor immodeft.

Paf. So, Sir.

Shall I believe you, think you?
Sold. Who's this, Lady ?

Lady. Oh the Duke's Coufin, he came late from Tra-*

vel. Sir.

Sold. Refpe(5t belongs to him.
,

Paf. For as I faid, Lady,
They're merry, that's the worftyou can report of 'em:
They're neither dangerous, nor immodeft.

Sold. How's this?

Paf. And there I think I left.

Sold. Abufes me.

Paf. Now to proceed. Lady ; perhaps I fwore I lov'd

you.

If you believe me not, you're much the wifer.

Sold. He fpeaks ftill in my Perfon, and derides me.

Paf For 1 can cog with you.

Lady. You can all do fo :

We make no queftion of Mens promptnefs that way.

Paf. And fmile, and wave a Chair with comely Grace
too.

Play with our TafTel gently, and do fine things,

That catch a Lady fooner than a Virtue.

Sold. I never us'd to let Man live fo long

That wrong'd me.

re£liry''cl, but how comes he to call the Lady his Sifter, he feems to

know nothing ev'n of his Brother's Inclinations to make her fo, but

courts her for himfelf. The firft Folio reads O without the h inflead of

which r is the real Letter omitted. She fays,

" 1 njuijh your Brother heardyou.

He not alhamed of his complimental Gallantry anfwers,

Or my Sijler either,

for I would not be put out of my way, or have let fall my Words
without uttering them for the precifeft Humour. Mr. Sympfon con-

curred in the Correction.

Paf
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Paf. Talk of Battalions, (ii)wooe you in a Skirmifh

;

Difcharge my Mind to you. Lady ; and being fharp fer.

Can court you at half Pike j or name your Weapon,
We cannot fail you. Lady.

Enter a Gentleman.

Sold. Now he dies.

Were all fucceeding Hopes ftor'd up within him.

I Gent. Oil fy, i'th'Courr, Sir?

Sold. I mort dearly thank you, Sir.

I Gent. 'TisRage ill fpentupon a paflionate Mad-man.-

Sold. That fhall not privilege him for ever. Sir.

A Mad-men call you him? I've found too much Reafon
Sound in his Injury to me, to believe him fo.

I Gent, If ever Truth from Man's Lips may beheld

In Reputation with you, give this Confidence j

And this his Love-fit, which we obferve ftill,

By's flattering and his finenefs -, at fome other time.

He'll go as flovenly as Heart can wifh.

The Love and Pity that his Highncfs fliews to him.

Makes every Man the more refpedful of him:

Has never a Paflion, but is well provided for.

As this of Love, he is full fed in all

His fwinge, as I may term it j have but Patience,

And ye fliall witnefs fomewhat.

Sold. Still he mocks me

;

Look you, in Adlion, in Bc^haviour, Sir

;

Hold Hill the Chair, with a grand mifchief to you,

(11) ivooe you in a Skirmijh;

Divine my Mind to you, ] Diniine fo intirely lofes the

Metaphor and confequently the Humour, that it is molt probable a
Corruption. We {hould not very willingly ftrike out a Word when
we hav'n't one to fupply its Place fomewhat near the Trace of the

Letters; but as we know that Words arc fometimes totally chang'd by
the inattention of the Tranfcriber or Printer, fo when the Context
not only points out but demands a Word very unlike what has been
hitherto in the Text, we ought to fubmit. This I take to be the

prefent Cafe, and I therefore read,

• <VJOoe you in a Skirmijh ;

Difcharge my Mind to you, —
Or
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Or ri I let fo much ftrength upon your Heart, Sir

Faf. I feel feme Power has reftrain'd me. Lady
If it be fent from Love, fay, I obey it.

And ever keep a Voice to welcome it.

SONG.
T!hou "Deity^ fwift-winged Love,

Sometimes below, fometimes above, '
.

Little in Shape^ but great in Power

^

*!thou that inakji a Heart thy Tower

y

And thy Loop-holes Ladies Eyes,

(12) From whence thou Jlrikji the fond and wife.

Did all the Shafts in thyfair ^iver
Stick faji in my ambitious Liver 5

Tet thy Power would I adore.

And call upon thee to fhoot more.

Shoot more, fhoot more.

Enter one like a Cupid, offering to fhoot at him.

Paf I prithee hold though, fweet Celeftial Boy i

I'm not requited yet with Love enough.

For the fir ft Arrow that I have within me;
And if thou be an equal Archer, Cupid,

Shoot this Lady, and twenty more for me.

Lady. Me, Sir?

I Gent. *Tis nothing but Device, fear it not, Lady ;

You may be as good a Maid after that Shaft, Madam,
As e*er your Mother was at twelve and a half:

'Tis like the Boy that draws it, has no fting yet.

Cup. 'Tis like the miferable Maid that draws it

—

[Jfide,

That fees no comfort yet, feeing him fo Paffionate.

Paf Strike me the Dutchefs of Valois in Love with me,
"With all the fpecd thou canft, and two of her Women.

Cup. You fhall have more. \_Exit,

Paf Tell *em I tarry for 'em.

(12) From nuhence thou ftrilijl the fond and 'wife?\ i. e. not only

thofe who are fODliftily fond, but the wife alfo : As it will bear this

Senfe I let it ftand without putting a more obvious Antithefis to ivifct

fittU.

I Gent.
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1 Gent, Who would be angry with that walking trouble

now ?

That hurts none but itfelf ?

Sold. I am better quieted.

Paf. Pll have all Woman-kind ftruck in time for me
After thirteen once:

I fee this Cupid will not let me want.

And let him fpend his forty Shafts an hour.

They fhall be all found from the Duke's Exchequer;

He's come already.

Enter again the fame Cupid, two Brothers, fix Women^
Mafquers, Cupid'i Bow bent all the way towards them,

the firft Woman finging and playing^ a Priefi,

SONG.
Oh turn thy Bow,
Thy Power we feel and know.

Fair Cupid turn away thy Bow:
They he thofe golden Arrows,

Bring Ladies all their Sorrows,

And till there be more Truth in Men,
Never fioot at Maid again,

Paf. (13) What a Felicity of Whores are here ?

And all my Concubines ftruck bleeding new;
A Man can in his Life-time make but one Woman,
But he may make his fifty Queans a Month.

Cup. Have you remembrcd a Prieft, honeft Brothers?

I Bro. Yes, Sifter, and this is the young Gentleman,

Make you no queftion of our FaithfuJnefs.

^;-^. (14) Your growing Shame, Sifter, provokes our

^^^^-
Priefi.

{13) What a Felicity ofWhares are here?] Mr. Sjmpfoa thinks Feli-

city llands as a defign'd Miltake for Multiplicity. But he does not ob-

ferve the common concii'nefs of Poetry, wiiich inllead of faying.

What a Felicity is it to have fuch a Number of Whores here? ex-

preffes it by two Words Felicity of Whores. The very Nerves and
almoll the EiTtnce of Poetry confiits in this Concifencfs.

(14) His gro-vuitig Shame, ] GroiAjing Shame plainly means
the Sifter's being with Cliild; the Change therefore oi his to your, un-

Icfs w'c change SiJIerzvA make ihcm fpeak to the Pneit, which would
be
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Prieft. He muft be taken in this fit of Love, Gentlemen.

1 Bro. What eife, Sir, he fhall do't.

2 Bro. Enough.
I Bro. Be chearful, Wench. {^A Dance, Cupid leading.

Pa/. Now by the ftroke of Pleafure, a deep Oath,
Nimbly hopt Ladies all ; what height they bear too ?

A ftory higher than your common Statures -,

A little Man muft go up flairs to kifs *em

:

What a great fpace there is

Betwixt Love's dining Chamber and his Garret.-*

ril try the utmoft height -the Garret ftoops methinks

;

The Rooms are made all bending, I fee that.

And not fo high as a Man takes 'em for.

Cup. Now if you'll follow me. Sir, I've that power
To make 'em follow you.

P^f. Are they allfhot.?

Cup. All, all. Sir, every Mother's Daughter of 'em.

Paf. Then there's no fear of foJiowing i if they be once

fhot

They'll follow a Man to th' Devil—As for you, Sir

[_Exil with the Lady and the Mafquers,
Sold. Me, Sir ?

I Gent. Nay, fweet Sir.

Sold. A noife, a threatning, did you not hear it, Sir.?

I Gent. Without regard. Sir, fo would I hear you.

Sold. This muft come to fomething, never talk of

that. Sir.

You never faw it otherwife.

I Gent. Nay, dear Merit,-

Sold. Me above all Men .?

1 Gent. Troth you wrong your Anger.

Sold, I will be arm'd, my honourable Letcher.

I Gent. Oh fy, fweet Sir.

Sold. That devours Womens Honefties by L.umps,

And never chew'ft thy Pleafure.

be rather more natural as it would be in the two Lines above, and the

whole might perhaps have run thus.

Tes, Sijhr. This is theyQu?ioGcntlema?i[mtzmn^\i\ity[d.A-m2in'^

Make you no quejlion vf our Faithfulnefs.

Z Bro. Her groiving Shame, Sir, provokes all our Care,

2 Gent,



the PaJfto7tate Mad-man. 321

1 Gent. What do you mean, Sir ?

Sold. What does he mean t'engrofs all to himfelf?

There's others love a Whore as well as he, Sir.

1 Gent. Oh, if that be part o' th* Fury, we have a City

Is very well provided for that Cafej

Let him alone with her. Sir, we have Women
Are very charitable to proper Men,

And to a Soldier that has all his Limbs

;

Marry the Sick and Lame gets not a Penny:

Right Women's Charity, and the Husbands follow't too:

Here comes his Highnefs, Sir.

Enter Duke and Lords,

Sold. rU walk to cool myfelf. [Exit.

Duke. Who's that?

I Gent The Brother of Shamont.

Duke. He's Brother then

To all the Court's Love, they that love difcreetly*

And place their friendlinefs upon Defert

:

As for the reft, that with a double Face

Look upon Merit much like (15) Fortune's Vifage,

That looks two ways, both to Life's Calms and Storms;

I'll fo provide for him, chiefly for him.

He fliall not wifli their Loves, not dread their Envies,

And here comes my Shamont.

Enter Shamont.

Sham. That Lady's Virtues are my only Joys;

And he to offer to lay Siege to them ^

Duke. Shamont.

Sham. Her Goodnefs is my Pride. In all Difcourfes,

As often as I hear rafh-tongu'd Gallants

Speak rudely of a Woman, prefently

I give in but her Name, and th'are all fiient

:

Oh who would lofe this Benefit?

Duke. Come hither, Sir.

(\^) Fortune'^ f^ifi^ge,'] Fortune Wkc Janus ht^.ng douMe-
vifagd, the one Face looking on the Caims, the other on the Storms
of Life, is a Pifture, I believe, quite ne.v, but equal if not fuperior to

the ancient claflical Portraitures of this fickle Deity.

Vol. X. X Sham.
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Sham. 'Tis like the Gift of Healing, but diviner j

For that but cures Difeafes in the Body,

This works a Cure on Fame, on Reputation j

The noblefl: piece of Chirurgery upon Earth.

Duke Shamont ; he minds me not.

Sham. A Brother do't ?

Duke. Shamont^ I fay.

[Gives him a touch with his Switch,

Sham. Ha?
If he be mortal, by this Hand he pcrifhes -, \_Draws.

Unlefs it be a ftroke from Heav*n, he dies for*t.

Duke. Why how now. Sir ? 'twas I.

Sham. The more*s my Mifery.

Duke. Why, what's the matter prithee?

Sham. Can you ask it. Sir?

No Man elfe fliouid ; flood forty Lives before him,

By this I would have op'd my way to him i

It could not be you. Sir, excufe him not,

Whate'er he be, as you are dear to Honour,
That I may find my Peace again.

Z);//:if. Forbear, I fay,

Upon my love to Truth, 'twas none but I.

Sham. Still miferable ?

Dtiki. Come, come, what ails you. Sir?

Sh^m. Never fat Shame cooling fo long upon me,
Without a Satisfaction in Revenge,

And Heav'n has made it here a Sin to wifh it.

Duke. Hark you. Sir?

Sham. Oh you've undone me.
Buke. How?
Sham. Cruelly undone me ; .

Iv'e loft my Peace and Reputation by you :

Sir, pardon me, I can ne'er love you more. [^Exit.

Duke. What Language call you this, Sirs^

1 Ge}Jt. Truth, my Lord,
I've feldom heard a Stranger.

2 Gejit. He is a Man of moft curious Valour,

Wondrous precife, and pundual in that Virtue.

Duke. But why to me fo pundual ? my laft Thought
Was moft entirely fix*d on his Advancement.

Why,
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Why, I came now to put him in PoflefTion

Of his fair Fortunes ; what a Mif-conceiver *tis?

And from a Gentleman of our Chamber meerly,

Make him Vice-Admiral : I was fettled in*t.

I love him next to Health. Call him, Gentlemen

;

Why would not you, or you, ha' taken as much,
And never murmur'd ? ^Exit i Gent,

2 Gent. Troth, I think we fliould, my Lord 5

And there's a Fellow walks about the Court

Would take a hundred of *cm.

Duke. I hate you all for it.

And rather praifc his high pitch*d Fortitude,

Tho* in extreams for Nicenefs : Now I think on'f,

I would Td never done't -Now, Sir, where is he?

Enter i Gentleman.

1 Gent, His Suit is only, Sir, to be excus'd.

Duke. He (hall not be excus'd, I love him dearlier:

Say we intrcat him ; go, he muft not leave us.

[Exeunt two Gentlemen,

So virtue blefs me, I ne'er knew him parallell'd j

Why, he's more precious to me now than ever.

Enter two Gentlemen and Shamont.

2 Gent. With much fair Language we have brought him.

Duke. T\ inks——

—

Where is he ^ 2 Gent. Yonder, Sir.

Duke. Come forward, Man.
Sham. Pray pardon me, I'm afham'd to be feen, Sir.

Duke, Was ever fuch a touchy Man heard of?

Prithee come nearer.

Sham. More into the Light ^

Put not fuch Cruelty into your Requcfts, my Lord

}

Firft todifgrace me publickly, and then draw me
Into Mens Eye-fight, with the Shame yet hot

Upon my Reputation.

Duke. What Difgrace, Sir?

Sham. What?
Such as there can be no Forgivcnefs for,

That I can dnd in Honour.
X 2 Duke.
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Duke. That's moft ftrange. Sir.

Sham. Yet I have fearch'd my Bofom to find one.

And wreftled with my Inclination,

But 'twill not be ; would you had kill'd me. Sir.

With what an eafe had I forgiven you then ?

But to endure a ftroke from any Hand
Under a punifhfng Angel, which is Juftice,

Honour difclaim that Man, for my part chiefly.

Had it been yet the Malice of your Sword,

Though it had cleft me, *t had been noble to me;
You Ihould have found my Thanks paid in a Smile,

If I had fell unworded ; but to fhame me,

"With the Corre£bion that your Horfe fhould have.

Were you ten thoufand times my Royal Lord,

I cannot love you, never, nor defire

To ferve you more.

If your Drum call me, I am vow'd to Valour,

But Peace fhall never know me yours again,

Becaufe I've loft mine own, I fpeak to die. Sir

:

Would you were gracious that way to take off Shame,

With the fame fwiftnefs as you pour it on :

And fince it is not in the power of Monarchs
To make a Gentleman, which is a fubftance.

Only begot of Merit, they (hould be careful

Not to deftroy the worth of one fo rare,

Which neither they can make ; nor loft, repair. \Exit,

Duke* Y'ave fet a fair light, Sir, before my Judgment,
Which burns with wondrous clearnefs; I acknowledge it.

And your Worth with it : but then, .Sir, my Love,
My Love What, gone again ?

I Gent. And full of Scorn, my Lord.

Huke. That Language will undo the Man that keeps it.

Who knows no diff'rence 'twixt Contempt and Manhood,
Upon your love to Goodnefs, Gentlemen,

Let me not lofe him long. How now ?

Enter a Huntfinan.

Huntf. The Game's at height, my Lord.

Duke. Confound both thee and it, hence break it off;

He hates me, brings me News of any Pleafure

:

I feic



the Pajjtonate Mad-man, 32.5

I felt not fuch a Conflid, fince I couM
Diftinguifh betwixt Worthinefs and Blood. [Exeunt,

ACT III. SCENE I.

Enter the two Brothers^ i Gentleman, with thofe that were

the Mafquers^ and the Cupid.

I Gent.T Heartily commend your Projed, Gentlemen,

X *Twas wife and virtuous.

I Bro. 'Twas for the Safety

Of precious Honour, Sir, which near Blood binds us to

:

He promis*d the poor cafie Fool there Marriage,

There was a good Maiden-head loft i*th*Belief on*t,

Befhrew her hafty Confidence.

I 'Ge?it. Oh no more. Sir,

You make her weep again •, alas poor Cupidy

Shall fhe not (hifc herlclf ?

I Bro. Oh by no means. Sir

;

We dare not have her feen yet : All the while

She keeps this Shape, it is but thought Device,

And fhe may follow him fo without Sufpicion,

To fee if fhe can draw all his wild PafTions

To one Point only, and that's Love, the main Point

:

So far his Highnefs grants, and gave at firft

Large Approbation to the quick Conceit,

Which then was quick indeed.

I Gent, You make her blufh infooth.

I Bro. I fear 'tis more the Flag of Shame, than Grace, Sir,

I Gent. They both give but one kind of Colour, Sir:

If it be bafhfulnefs in that kind taken.

It is the fame with Grace j and there flie weeps again.

In truth y'are too hard, much, much too bitter. Sir,

Unlefs you mean to have her weep her Eyes out.

To play a Cupid truly.

I Bro. Come, ha* done then.

We fhould all fear to fin firft j for 'tis certain.

When 'tis once lodg'd, though entertain'd in Mirth,

It muft be wept out, if it e'er come forth.

X 3 I Gent,
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I Gent, Now 'tis fo well. Til leave you.

1 Bro. (16) *Faith fully welcome, Sir i

Go Cupd to your Charge \ he*s your own now.

If he want Love, none will be blam'd but you.

Cup. Theftrangeft Marriage, and unfortunat'ft Bride

That ever human Memory contain'd i

I cannot be myfelf for*t. [£x//.

EnttY the Clown.

Clown, Oh Gentlemen

!

I Bro. How now. Sir, what's the Matter ?

Clown. His melancholy Paffion ishalffpent already.

Then comes his angry Fit at the very Tail on*t,

Then comes in my Pain, Gentlemen j h*as beat me
E'en to a Cullis. I am nothing, right worfhipful.

But very Pap, and Jelly : Pve no Bones,

(17) My Body's all one Bruife, they talk of Ribs

And Chines moft freely abroad i' the World, why, I

Have no fuch thing -, whoever lives to fee me
Dead, Gentlemen, fhall find me all one Mummy
Good to fill Gallipots, and long dildo GlaiTes

:

I fhall not have a Bone to throw at a Dog.

0?nne5. Alas poor Vaflal, how he goes ?

Clown. Oh, Gentlemen,

I am unjointed, do but think o'that

:

My Bread is beat into my Maw, that what I eat

l*m fain to take't in all at Mouth with Spoons;

A lamentable hearing -, and 'tis well known.

My Belly is driven into my Back. I earn'd

Four Crowns a Month moft dearly. Gentlemen,

And one he muft have when the Fit's upon him,

(16) Faithfully nveUome, Sir. 2 Mr. Sympfon rery jullly divides

faithfully into two Words. ''Faith fully ^welcome.

{x"]) My Body's all one Bufinefs,] I can't fix any Idea to Bufinefs

here that does not make it a meer Expletive. I am not fo fatisfied

with my Conjeclure Bruife as not to vvilh to fee a better, tho' as it

feems preferable 10 the old Reading, it mull take its Place till it ha*

fufficient Rcafon for refigning it again. Since this was wrote I re-

ceiv'd Mr. Sympfon'i Conjefture.

ail o'er Bruifes

Bat ont Bruife is more Pcetical as well as more Comic.

The
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The Privy- purfc allows it, and *tis Thriftinefs^

He would break elfe fome forty Pounds in Cafcmchffifc

And in five hundred Years undo the Kingdom

:

I have caft it up to a Quarrel

1 Bro. There's a Fellow

Kickt about Court, I would he had his Place, Brother,

But for one fit of his Indignation.

2 Bro. And fuddenly l*ve thought upon a Means for'rr

1 Bro. I prithee how ?

2 Bro. *Tis but preferring, Brother,

This Stockfifh to his Service, with a Letter

Of Commendations, the fame way he wifhes ir.

And then you win his Heart; for o* my Knowledge
He has laid wait this half Year for a Fellow

That will be beaten, and with a fafe Confciencc

We may commend the Carriage of this Man in'c

;

Now Servants he has kept, lully tall Feeders,

But they have beat him, and turn'd themfelves away :

Now one that would endure, is like to ftay.

And get good Wages of bim , and the Service too

Is ten times milder. Brother, I would not w.(h it clfe;

I fee the Fellow has a fore crufh'd Body,

And the more need he has to be kick*d at eafe.

Clown. I fweat Gentlemen, a Kick of eafe^ ki-\d m6
To fuch a Mafter. z Bro. No more 1 fay,

We have one for thee a foft- footed

One that wears Wool in's Toes.

Clown. Oh Gentlemen,

Soft Garments may you wear, Mafter,

Soft Skins may y* wed.

But plump as Pillows, both for White and R^d,

And now will I reveal a Secret to you,

Since you provide for my poor Flefli lb tenderly,

H*as hir*d meer Rogues out of his Chamber Window,
To beat the Soldier, Monfieur Shamont*% Brother.

1 Bro. That nothing concerns us, Sir,

Clown, For no Caufc, Gentlemen,

Unlefs it be for wearing Shoulder-points,

With longer Taggs than his.

2 Bro, Is noi that fomewhat ?

X 4 Birlakin
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Birlakin Sir, the difference of long Taggs

Has coft many a Man's Life, and advane-d other fome.

Come follow me.

Clown. See what a Gull am I

;

Oh every Man in his Profefllon ;

I know a Thumb now as judicioufly

As the proudeft he that walks, I'll except none;

(18; Come to a Tagg, how Ihort I fall?' Tm gone.

Enter Lapet.

Lap. I have been ruminating with myfelf.

What Honour a Man lofes by a Kick.

Why ; whai*s a Kick ? the fury of a Foot,

Whofe Indignation commonly is ftamp*d

Upon the hinder Quarter of a Man,
Which is a Place very unfit for Honour,
The World will confefs fo much

;

Then what Difgrace I pray does that Part fufFer,

Where Honour never comes, Pd fain know that ?

This being well forc'd, and urg*d, may have the Pow'r

To move moft Gallants to take Kicks in time.

And fpurn out the Duelloes out o' th' Kingdom.
For they that ftand upon their Honour moft.

When they conceive there is no Honour loft.

As by a Table that I have invented

For that Purpofe alone, ftiall appear plainly.

Which fhews the Vanity of all Blows at large.

And with what Eafe they may betook of all fides.

Numbering but twice o*er the Letters Patience

From P. J. to C. E. doubt not but in fmall time

To fee a DifTolution of all blood-lhed,

(i^) Come to aTagg, hoio Jhortfall ? ''mgone.'] Mr. Sympfon fays,

he don't clearly underltand this, and propofes to read.

Come to aTagg? hoiv Jkort ! \ fall, am gone.

This to me renders it much more difficult ; the Pronoun / is I believe
all that is necefTary to be added.

Co7Ke to a Tagg, ho<w Jhart \ fall?
i. e. When you tome to talk of Taggs, how Ihort I Tall in Knowledge ?

I never dreamt that the difference of Taggs could have coll Men their

Lives. Then at going out he fays by way of (hewing his Expedition.
" Vm gone.

If
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If the reform'd Kick do but once get up

;

For what a lamentable Folly *tis.

If we obfcrve't, for every little Juftle,

Which is but the ninth part of a found Thump,
In our meek Computation, we muft fight forfooth, yes.

If I kill, I'm hang'd j if I be kilPd myfelf,

I die for*t alfo : Is not this trim Wifdom ?

Now for the Con^ a Man may be welJ beaten.

Yet pafs away his fourfcore Years fmooth after:

I had a Father did it, and to my Power
I will not be behind him.

Eriter Shamont.

Sham. Oh well met.

Lap. Now a fine Punch or two, I look for*t duly.

Sham. IVe been to feek you.

Lap. Let me know your Lodging, Sir.

ril come to you once a Day, and ufe your Pleafure, Sir.

Sham. I'm made the fitteft Man for thy Society;

I'll live and die with thee; come (hew me a Chamber.
There is no Houfe but thine, but only thine,

That's fit to cover me : I've took a Blow, Sirrah.

Lap. I would you had indeed : why, you may fee. Sir,

You'Jl all come to't in time, when my Book's out.

Shatn. Since I did fee thee laft, I've took a Blow.

Lap. Pha, Sir, that's nothing, I ha' took forty fince.

Sham. What? and 1 chargM thee thou fhouldft not?

Lap. Ay Sir, you might charge your Pleafure ;

But they will give't me, whether 1 would or no.

Sham. Oh, I walk without my Peace, I've no Coni-

panion now ;

Prithee refolve me, for I cannot ask

A Man more beaten to Experience,

Than thou art in this kind, what manner of Blow
Is held the moft difgraceful, or diftafteful ?

For thou doft onlycenfure *em by the Hurt,

Not by the fhame they do thee ; yet having felt

Abufes of all kinds, thou may'ft deliver,

Though't be by chance, the mod injurious one.

Lap. You put me to't. Sir ; but to tell you Truth,

They're
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They*re all as one with me, little Exception.

Sham. That little may do much, let's have it from you.

hap. With all the fpeed I may \ firft then, and foremoft,

I hold fo reverently of the Baftinado^ Sir,

That if it were the deareft Friend i* th* World,

l*d put it into his Hand.
Sham. Go too, 1*11 pafs that then.

Lap. Y*are the more happy, Sir,

Would I were pad it too

:

But being accuftomM to*t, it is the better carried.

Sham. Will you forward?

hap. Then there's your Soufe^ yourPFherit and yourDowfi,
Itugs on the Hair, your Bob o'th* Lips, a Whelp on*t,

I ne'er could find much difference. Now your Thump,
A thing deriv'd firft from your Hemp-beaters,

(19) Takes a Man's Wind away moft fpitefully : But,
There's nothing that deftroys a Cholick like it,

For*t leaves no Wind i'th'Body.

Sham. On, Sir, on. fon't.

Lap. Pray give me leave, I'm out of Breath with thinking

Sham. This is far off yet.

Lap. For the Twinge by th' Nofe,

'Tis certainly unfightly, fo my Table fays.

But helps againft the Headach, wond'rous ftrangely.

Sham. Is't poffible ?

Lap. Oh your crufh*d Nojirils flakes your Oblation,

And makes your pent Pow'rs flufh to wholefbme fneezes.

Sham. I never thought there had been half that Virtue

In a wrung Nofe before.

Lap. Oh Plenitude, Sir

:

Now come we lower to our modern Kicky

Which has been mightily in ufe of late,

Since our young Men drank Coltsfoot i and I grant you,

'Tis a moft fcornful Wrong, caufe the Foot plays it

;

(19) Takes a Man's Wind away mofifpitefully :

There's nothing that defrays a Cholick like it,"] The Particle

hut between thefe Sentences is fo neceffary to the Humour of the

PafTage, and to diftinguifh properly the good EfFedls of the Thump
from the bad ones, that I look on it only as an accidental Omiifion of

the Prefg.

But
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But mark again, how we that take't, requite it

With the like Scorn, for we receive it backward.

And can there be a worfe Difgrace retorted ?

Sham. And is this all?

Lap. All but a Lug by th* EaVy

Or fuch a Trifle.

Sham. Happy Sufferer,

All this is nothing to the Wrong I bear :

I fee the worft Difgrace, thou never felt'ft yet.

It is fo far from thee thou can'ft not think on't.

Nor dare I let thee know it, 'tis fo abjed:.

Lap. I would you would though, that I might prepare

for't.

For I fhall ha't at one time or another.

I ft be a Thwack^ I make account of that

;

There's no new-fafhion'd Swap that e'er came up yet.

But Pvethc firft on 'em, I thank 'em for't.

Enter the Lady and Servants.

Lady, Haft thou cnquir'd ?

Serv. But can hear nothing. Madam.
Sham. (20) Ha ! If there be but fo much Subftance in

thee

To make a Shelter for a Man difgrac'd.

Hide my Departure from that glorious Woman
That comes with all Perfedlion about her.

So noble, that I dare not be feen of her,

Since Shame took hold of me : upon thy Life

No mention of me.

Lap. I'll cut out my Tongue firft.

Before I'll lofe my Life, there's more belongs to't.

Lady. See there's a Gentleman, enquire of him.

2 Serv. For Monfieur Shamont^ Madam ?

Lady. For whom elfe, Sir.f*

1 Serv. Why, this Fellow dares not fee him.

Lady. How?

(20) If there he hut fo nuch SuhJ}ance in /^W] The Verfc here
wanting a Syllabic, and a Note of Exclamaiioa at Sbaaoxt^ Surprife

and Shame to fee his Miftrcfs, fe&ming nccedar/, it is- fuppofcd aa
On;iiflion and rcftor'd.
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1 Sew. Shamont, Madam ?

His very Name's worfe than a Fever to him,

And when he cries, there's nothing ftills him fooner;

Madam, your Page of thirteen is too hard for him,

'Twas try'd i'th* Wood-yard.
Lady. Alas poor grieved Merit!

"What is become of him ? if he once fail.

Virtue fhall find fmall Friend (h ip ; farewel then

To Ladies worths, for any hope in Men i

He lov'd for Goodnefs, not for Wealth, or Luft,

After the World's foul dotage, he ne'er courted

The Body, but the Beauty of the Mind,
A thing which common Courtfhip never thinks on

:

All his Affeftions were fo fweet and fair.

There is no Hope for Fame if he defpair.

[Exit Lady and Servant,

Enter thi Clown ; he kicks Lapet.

Lap. Good morrow to you again moft heartily, Sir,

Cry you mercy, I heard you not, I was fomewhat bufie.

Clown. He takes it as familiarly as an Ave^

Or precious Salutation : I was fick till I had one,

Becaufe I am fo us*d to*t.

Lap. However you deferve, your Friends and mine here

Give you large Commendations i* this Letter,

They fay you will endure well.

Clown. l*d be Joath

To prove 'em Liars: I've endur'd as much
As mortal Pen and Ink can fet me down for.

Lap. Say you me fo ?

Clown. I know and feel it fo, Sir,

I have it under Black and White already ;

I need no Pen to paint me out.

Lap. He fits me.

And hits my Wifhes pat, pat ; I was ne'er

In poflibility to be better mann'd.

For he's half lame already, I kt^t plain,

But take no notice on'r, for fear I make
The Rafcal proud, and dear, t' advance his Wages

;

Firft, let me grow into Particulars with you 5

What
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What have you endur'd of Worth ? let me hear that.

Clown. Marry, Sir, I am almoft beaten blind.

hap. That's pretty well for a beginning.

But many a Mill-horle has endur'd as much.

Clown. Shame 0' th' Miller's Heart for his Unkindnefs

then.

Lap. Well, Sir, what then ?

Clown. I have been twice thrown down Stairs juft before

Supper.

Lap. Pooh, fo have I, that's nothing.

Clown. Ay, but Sir,

Was yours pray before Supper ?

Lap. There thou pofeft me.

Clown. Ay marry, that's it, 't had been lefs Grief to me.

Had I but fill'd my Belly, and then tumbled.

But to be flung down fafting, there's the Dolour.

Lap. It would have griev'd me, that indeed : Proceed, Sir.

Clown. I have been pluck'd and tugg'd by th' Hair o'th'

Head
About a Gallery, half an Acre long.

Lap. Yes, that's a good one, J mufl: needs confefs,

A principal good one that, an abfolute good one;

I have been trod upon, and fpurn'd about.

But never tugg'd by th' Hiir, I thank my Fates.

Clown. Oh 'tis a fpiteful Pain.

Lap. Peace, never fpeak on't,

For putting Men in mind on't.

Clown. To conclude,

I'm burften, Sir, my Belly will hold no Meat.

Lap. No? that makes amends for all.

Clown. Unlefs 't be Puddings,

Or fuch faft Food, any loofe Thing beguiles me,

I'm ne'er the better for't.

Lap. Sheeps-heads will (lay with thee?

Clown. Yes, Sir, or Chaldrons.

Lap. Very well, Sir:

Your burften Fellows mufl: take heed of Surfeits :

Strange things it feems, you have endur'd.

Clown. Too true, Sir.

Lap, But ROW the Queftion is, what you will endure

Here-
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Hereafter in my Service ?

Clown. Any thing

That fhall be Reafon, Sir, for I'm but Froth ;

Much like a thing new calv'd, or to come more near, Sir,

YouVe feen a Clufter of Frog-fpawns in Apr'tly

Ev*n fuch a Starch am I, as weak and tender

As a green Woman yet.

hap. Now I know this,

I will be very gently angry with thee.

And kick thee carefully.

Clown. Oh I, fweet Sir.

Lap. Peace, when thou art offer*d well, left I begin now.

Your Friends and mine have writ here, for your Truth

They'll pafs their Words themfelves, and I muft meet 'cm.

{Exit,

Clown. Then have you all

:

(21) As for my Honefty, there's no fear of that,

For I have never a whole Bone about me. \_Exit.

Mufick, Enter the pajfionate Coufin, rudely and carelejly

apparerd, unbrac'd, and untrufs'd. The Cn^xd following.

Cup. Think upon Love, which makes all Creatures

handfome.

Seemly for Eye-fight ; go not fo difFufedly,

There are great Ladies purpofe, Sir, to vifit you.

Paf. Grand Plagues, fhut in my Cafements, that the

Breaths

Of their Coach-mares reek not into my Noftrils;

Thofe Beafts are but a kind of bawdy Fore-runners.

Cup. It is not well with you.

When you fpeak ill of fair Ladies.

Paf. Fair Mifchiefs, give me a Neft of Owls and
take 'em ;

Happy is he, fay I, whofe Window opens

(2!) Js for my Honejly, there is nofear of that^

For I ha've tte'ver a nxjhole Bone about me.'\ Mr. Sympfon ob-

ferves that this is a very unaccountable Reafon for a Man's being honeft.

It certainly is fo in general, but not in this Place. The Cloiun means
by Honefly here, hi» Veracity in the Account he had given of himfelf,

and all his Bones being broke was a pretty ftrong Teitioiony of it.

To
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To a brown Baker's Chimney, he (hall be furc there

(22) To hear the Night-bird's Summons after Twihght.

What a fine thing 'tis methinks to have our Garments

Sit loofe upon us thus, thus carelefly.

It is more manly, and more mortifying;

For we're fo much the readier for our Shrouds

:

For how ridiculous wer't, to have Death come.

And take a Fellow pin'd up like a Miftrefs ?

About his Neck a Ruff, like a pinch'd Lanthorn,

Wh^ch School-boys make in Winter ; and his Doublet

So clofe and pent, as if he fear'd one Prifon

Would not be ftrong enough to keep his Soul in,

But's Taylor m-akes another;

And trull me, (for I know't when I lov'd, Cupid,)

He does endure much Pain, for the poor Praifc

Of a neat-fitting Suit.

Cup. One may be handfom. Sir,

And yet not pain'd, nor proud.

Paf. There you lye, Cupid^

As bad as Mercury : There is no handfomnefs.

But has a Wafh of Pride and Luxury,

And you go there too, Cupid. Away DifTembler,

Thou tak'ft the Deed's part, which befools us all

;

(23) Thy Arrows fnootat Sinners 5 hence away, ^ j

(22) To hear the Bird fometimes after Tiv: light.'] The Deficiency

of the Meafurc firft gave a Sufpicion of fome Lo^ in this Line : In the
next ^hce/ometimej feems a degrading Expletive, which has, I believe,

excluded a noble poetical Image, It muft be obferv'd ihat the melan-
choly Fit, which ends in one of the fineft Songs that ever was penn'd,

is now coming fall upon him, therefore Images of Solemnity and
Horror, tho' yet mix'd with fome Degree of Oddity, begin to feize

him ; and the Reader will fee what a fmall Change of Letters, together

with the reftoring the Monofyllable which feems to have been acciden-

tally dropt, will improve this into a very fine one:

he/haU be fure there

To hear the Night-Bird's Summons after Tivilight.

(23) Thy Arroiu Heads Jhoot out Sinners', ] I believe every
Reader will affent to the Change of out to at ; but 1 have ventur'd at

a greater Change, and to read.

Thy Jrrouut Jhoot at Sinners ;» •

Expunging Heads as fpurious, it injuring both Senfe and Meafure, tho'

it does not abfolutely deftroy either. The way 1 luppofe it to have
crept into the Text is this. 'Tis well known that the moil common

Error
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And after thee I'JI fend a powerful Charm,
Shall banifh thee for ever.

Cu-p. Never, never,

I am too fure thine own. \Exit,

Paf. Sings.

Hence allyou vain Delights,

Asjhort as are the Nights

Wherein you fpend your Folly 5

There*s nought in this Life fweety
*

If Man were wife to fee^t^

But only Melancholy,

Ohfweetejl Melancholy,

Welcome folded Arm s , and fixed Eyes,

A Sigh that piercing mortifies^

A Look that's fajl^ned to the Ground,

A 'Tongue chain d up without a Sound.

Fountain Heads, and pathlefs Groves^ ^:,

Places which pale Faffion loves :

Moon-light Walks, when all the Fowls

Are warmly hous'd^ fave Bats and Owls ;

A ?nid-night Bell, a parting Groan,

Thefe are the Sounds we feed upon ;

Then Jlretch cur Bones in a fiill gloomy Valley,

(24) Nothing*sfo dainty fweet, as lovely Melancholy. [Exic.

Er/or of Tranfcribers is their taking a Word into a Line that belongs

to the next above or below. I fuppofe therefore the Prompter's Copy
to have accidentally inferted Deeds (which had no Apoftrophe in any
former Edition) into this Line, which making abfolute Nonfenfe, the

Editors of the firft Edition gave Heads as an Emendation. 1 find that

Mr. Sympfon thinks the Deed''s part unintelligible as well as the Line I
have amended. I am furpris'd that a married Man fhould be at a lofs

to know what Deed Cupid incites to.

(24) Nothing^s fo dainty ] Milton certainly took many of his

Sentiments in iiis // Penforofo from this Song. We have here the Plan

which is there drawn out into larger Dimenflons, and is one of the

fined poetic Buildings that Englattd has to boaft of.

Enter
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Enter at another Boor Lapet, the Cupid'j Brotheri watching

his coming,

1 Bro. So, fo, the Woodcock's ginn*d j

Keep this Door faft, Brother.

2 Bro. I'll warrant this.

1 Bro. V\\ go incenfe him inftantly ;

I know the way to*t.

2 Bro. Will't not be too foon, think yoUj

And make two Fits break into one ?

I Bro. Pah, no, no ; the Tail of his Melancholy

Is always the Head of his Anger, and follows as clofe,"

As the Report follows the Powder.

Lap. This is the appointed Place, and the Hour's ftruck,

If I can get Security for*s Truth,

1*11 never mind his Honefty ; poor Worm,
I durft lay him by my Wife, which is a Benefit

Which many Matters ha* not; I fliall ha* no Maid
Now got with Child, but what I get myfelf.

And that's no fmall Felicity ; in moft Places

They're got by th' Men, and put upon the Matters

:

Nor ttiall I be refitted when I ftrike,

For he can hardly ftand ; thefc .are great Blettings.

Paf, I vvant my Food, deliver me a Varlet. \}Vith%n.

Lap. How now, from whence comes that ?

'Paf. I am allow*d a Carcafe to infult on j

Where is the Villain .?

Lap. He means not me, I hope;

Paf. My Maintenance, Rafcalsj my Bulk, my Ex-
hibition.

Lap. Blefs us all,

What Names are thefe ? Would I were gone again.

I^he Paffionaie Man enters in fury with a Truncheon,

He Sings.

A Curfe upon thee for a Slave^

Art thou here, and heardjl me rave ?

Vol. X. Y Fly
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Fly not Sparkles from mine Eye^

(25) Tojhew my Indignation nigh?

Am, I not all Foam and Fire,

With Voice as hoarfe as a 'Town-crier ?

How my Back opes andjhuts together

With Fury^ as old Mens with Weather ?

Could*Ji thou not hear my Teeth gnajh hither ?

Lap. No truly, Sir, I thought it had been a Squirrel

Shaving a Hazel-nut.

Paf. Death, Hell, Fiends and Darknefs,

I will thralh thy maungy Carcafe.

Lap. Oh, fweet Sir.

Paf. There cannot be too many Tortures,

Spent upon thofe loufy Quarters.

Lap. Hold, oh. [Falls down for dead,

Paf. Thy Bones lliall rue, thy Bones fliall rue.

Sings again.

Thou nafy, feurvy, mungril Toad^

Mifchief on thee ;

Light upon thee.

All the Plagues

That can confound thee.

Or did ever reign Abroad:

Better a Thoufand Lives it cofi.

Than have brave Anger fpiU or loft, [Exit.

Lap. May I open mine Eyes yet, and fafely peep:

ril try a Groan firft—Oh—Nay then he*s gone.

There was no other Policy but to die.

He would ha' made me elfe. Ribs, are you fore ?

I was ne'er beaten to a Tune before.

(25) Tlojhe'w my Indignation nigh ?] /. e. The EfFe6ls of Indignation

in beating the firft he could meet with. Mr. Sympfon thinks we fhould

icad high, which is indeed good Senfe, but not neceffary.

Enter
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Enter the two Brothers,

i Bro. Lapet.

Lap. Again ? {Falls agaifh

1 Bro. Look, look, he*s flat again,

And ftretch'd out like a Coarfe, a Handful longer

Than he walks, truft me. Brother. Why Lapet j

I hold my Life we ihall not get him fpcak now

:

Monfieur Lapet j it mud be a privy Token,
If any thing fetch him, he's fo far gone.

We come to pafs our Words for your Man's Truth.

Lap. Oh, Gentlemen, y'are welcome : I've been thrafiiM

i' faith.

2 Bro. How ? thrafh'd, Sir ?

Lap. Never was Shrove-Tuefday Bird

So cudgeird, Gentlemen.

I Bro. Pray how ? by whom. Sir ?

Lap. Nay, that I know not.

I Bro. Not who did this Wrong ?

Lap. Only a thing came like a walking Songi

1 Bro. What, beaten with a Song?
Lap. Never more tightly, Gentlemen

:

Such Crotchets happen now and then, methinks

He that endures well, of all Waters drinks. [Exeunti

ACT IV. SCENE I.

Enter Shamont'j Brother the Soldier, and i Gentleman.

Sold. TTES, yes, this was a Madman, Sir, with you^

j[ A paffionate Madman.
I Gent. Who would ha' look'd for this. Sir?

Sold. And muft be privileged ; a Pox privilege him :

I was never fo dry beaten fince I was born.

And by a litter of Rogues, meer Rogues, the whole twenty

(26) Had not above nine Elbows 'mongft 'em all too:

(26) Had not above Elboivs] What was the Caufe of this

Hiatus being made in the late Editions I can't gucfs. The old Folio

reads, nine Elbows,

Y ^ And
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And the moft part of thofe, left-handed Rafcals,

The very Vomit, Sir, of Hofpitals,

Bridewels, and Spittle-houfes i fuch nafty Smellers,

That if they'd been unfurnifli*d of Club-Truncheons,

They might have cudgell*d me with their very Stink,

It was fo ftrong, and fturdy : And fhall this.

This filthy Injury, be fet off with Madnefs?

I Gent. Nay, take your own Blood's Counfel, Sir, here-

after ;

I'll deal no further in't : If you remember,

It was not come to Blows, when I advis'd you.

Sold. No, but I ever faid 'twould come to fomething.

And 'tis upon me, thank him : Were he kin

To all the mighty Emperors upon Earth,

He has not now in Life three Hours to reckon

;

I watch but a free time.

Enter Shamont. '

1 Gent. Your noble Brother, Sir, I'll leave you now.

[_Exit.

Sham. Soldier, I would I could perfuade my Thoughts
From thinking thee a Brother, as I can

My Tongue from naming on't: Thou haft no Friend here.

But Fortune and thy own Strength ; truft to them.

Treachery to Virtue

!

Thy Treachery, thy faithlefs Circumvention

:

Has Honour fo few Daughters, never fewer.

And muft thou aim thy Treachery at the beft?

The very front of Virtue, that bleft Lady ?

The Duke's Sifter ?

Created more for Admiration's Caufe,

Than for Love's Ends ; whofe Excellency fparkles

More in Divinity, than mortal Beauty i

And as much Difference 'twixt her Mind and Body,
As 'twixt this Earth's poor Centre and the Sun :

And could'ft thou be fo injurious to fair Goodnefs,

Once to attempt to court her down to Frailty ?

Or put her but in mind that there is Weaknefs,

Sin, and Defire, which fhe fhould never hear of?

Wretch, thou'ft committed worfe than Sacrilege,

In
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In the attempting on't, and ought'ft to die for't.

Sold. I rather ought to do my beft to live, Sir.

Provoke me not ; for I've a Wrong fits on me.

That makes me apt for Mifchief •, I (hall lofe

All Refpeds fuddenly of Friendlhip, Brotherhood,

Or any Sound that way.

Sham. But 'ware we mod ;

For I come with a two-edg'd Injury ;

Both my Difgrace, and thy apparent Falfhood,

Which muft be dangerous.

Sold. I courted her, Sir ?

Love ftarve me with Delays, when I confefs it not.

Sham. There's nothing then but Death
Can be a Penance fit for that Confeflion.

Sold. But far from any vitious Taint.

Sham. Oh Sir,

Vice is a mighty Stranger grown to Courtfliip.

Sold. Nay, then the Fury of my Wrong light on thee.

Enter i Gentleman, and others.

I Gent. Forbear, the Duke's at hand.

Here, hard at hand, upon my Reputation.

Sold. I mult do (omething now. \_Exit.

Sham. I'll follow you clofe. Sir.

I Gent. We muft intreat you muft not; for the Duke
Defires fome Conference with you.

Sha?n. Let me go.

As ye are Gentlemen.

i Gent. Faith we dare not. Sir.

Sham. Dare ye be falfe to Honour, and yet dare not

Do a Man Juftice? Give rne leave

I Gent. Good fweet Sir,

H'as lent twice for you.

Sham. Is this brave, or manly ?

1 Gent. I prithee be conform'd.

Sham. Death —
Enter Duke.

2 Gent. Peace, he's come in troth.

Sham. Oh have you betray'd me to my Shame afrefh ?

Y 3 How
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How am I bound to loath you ?

Duke. Shamont, welcome,

I fent twice.

2 Gent. But, my Lord, he never heard on't:

Sham. Pray pardon him for his Falfenefs, I did, Sir,

Both times ; I'd rather be found rude, than faithlefs.

Duke. I love that Bluntnefs dearly : h'as no Vice,

But is more manly than fome others Virtue,

That lets it out only for Shew or Profit.

Sham. Will't pleafe you quit me, Sir, I've urgent

Bufincfs?

Duke. Come, you're fo hafty now, I fent for you
To a better End.

Sham. And if it be an End,

Better or worfe, 1 thank your Goodncfs for't.

Duke. I've ever kept that Bounty in Condition,

And Thankfulnefs in Blood, which well becomes

Both Prince and Subject, that where any Wrong
Bears my Impreflion, or the hafty Figure

Of my repented Anger ; I*m a Law
Ev'n to myfelf, and doom myfelf moft ftridly

To Juftice, and a noble Satisfa6lion :

So that, vvhat you, in tendernefs of Honour,
Conceive to be lofs to you, which is nothing

But curious Opinion, I'll reftore again.

Although I give you the beft part of Genoa,

And take to boot but Thanks for your Amends.
Sha7n. Oh miferable Satisfaftion,

Ten times more wretched than the Wrong itfelf

;

Never was ill better made good with worfe :

Shall it be faid, that my Pofterity

Shall live the fole Heir of their Father's Shame?
And raife their Wealth and Glory from my Stripes ?

You have provided nobly, bounteous Sir,

For my DiTgrace, to make it live for ever,

Out-lafting Brafs or Marble :

This is my Fear's Conftruftion, and a deep one.

Which neither Argument nor Time can alter :

Yet I dare fwear, i wrong your Goodnefs in'r, Sir,

And the moft fair Intent on't, which I reverence

With
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With Admiration, that in you, a Prince,

Should be fo fweet and temperate a Condition,

To offer to reftore where you may ruin.

And do*t with Juftice; and in me a Servant,

So harfli a Difpofition, that I cannot

Forgive where 1 fhould Honour, and am bound to't.

(27) But I have ever had that Curiofity

In Blood, and Tendernefs of Reputation,

Such an Antipathy againft a Blow,

I cannot fpeak the reft : Good Sir, difcharge me,
It is not fit that I fhould ferve you more,

Nor come fo near you ; I'm made now for Privacy,

And a retir'd Condition, that's my Suit,

To part from Court for ever, my laft Suit

;

And as you profefs Bounty, grant me that, Sir.

Duke. I would deny thee nothing.

Sham. Health reward you, Sir. [£;f//.

Duke. He*s gone again already, and takes hold

Of any Opportunity •, not Riches

Can purchafe him, nor Honours, peaceably.

And Force were brutilh : What a great Worth's gone
with him.

And but a Gentleman? Well, for his fake,

1*11 ne'er offend more thofe I cannot make;

They were his Words, and Ihall be dear to Memory.
Say I define to fee him once again

;

Yet ftay, he's fo well forward of his Peace,

'Twere pity to difturb him : He would groan

Like a Soul fetch*d again ; and that were Injury,

And I've wrong'd his Degree too much already.

Call forth the Gentlemen of our Chamber inftantly.

(27) But I have ever had that Curiojity] Curiofity has both in thefc

Authors and Shake/pear been fo often put where Courte/y has feem*d to

the Editors of both the better Word, that I begin to doubt whether we
have not all been wrong in making the Change, as in Lear^

permit

The Curiofity of Natio7is to deprive me.

I cannot now recolleft where it has been alter'J in this Edition. There
is certainly a tolerable Idea to be affix'd to it, particularly in the Paffage

above, fo that I'll change it no more.

Y 4 I Serv,
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1 Serv. \}Vithm.'\ I fhall, my Lord.

"Duke. I may forget again,

And therefore will prevent : The Strain of this

Troubles me fo, one would not hazard more.

Enter i Gent, and diver$ others.

' Gent. Your Will, my Lord ?

Duke. Yes, I difcharge you all.

2 Gent. My Lord
Duke. Your Places {hill be otherwife difpos*d of.

/if Gent. Why, Sir?

Duke. Reply not, I difmifs you all

:

Y*are Gentlemen, your Worths will find you Fortunes \

Nor fhall your Farewel tax me of Ingratitude.

I'll give you all noble Remembrances,

As Teftimonies 'gainft Reproach and Malice,

That you departed lov'd.

3 Gent. This is moft flrange, Sir.

1 Gent. But how is your Grace furnifh'd, thefe difmifs*d.^

Duke. Seek me out Grooms,
Men more infenfible of Reputation,

Lefs curious and preciie in Terms of Honour,
That if my Anger chance let fall a Stroke,

As we are all fubjedl to impetuous PafTions,

Yet it may pafs unmurmur'd, undifputed.

And not with braver Fury profecuted. \_ExU,

I Gent. It fhall be done, my Lord.

3 Gent. Know you the Caufe, Sir ?

I Gent. Not I, kind Gentlemen, but by Conjedures,

And fo much fhall be yours when you pleafe.

4 Gent. Thanks, Sif.

3 Gent. We fhall i*th* mean time think ourfelves guilty

Of feme foul Fault, through Ignorance committed.

I Gent. No, *tis not that, nor that way.

4 Gent. For my part,

I fhall be dif-inherited, I know fo much.

I Gent. Why, Sir, for what?

4 Gent. My Sire'f of a flrange Humour,
He'll form Faults for me, and then fwear 'em mine.
And commonly thefirfl begins with Leachery,

He
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He knows his own Youth's Trefpafs,

I Gent. Before you go,

rU come and take my leave, and tell you all, Sirs.

3 Gent. Thou wert ever juft and kind. • \^Exit,

I Gent. That's my poor Virtue, Sir,

(28) And Parcel valiant ; but it's hard to be perfedl;

The chufing of thefe Fellows now will puzzle me.
Horribly puzzle me ; and there's no Judgment
Goes true upon Man's Outfide, there's the Mifchief

:

He muft be touch'd, and try'd, for Gold or Drofs;

There is no other way for*t, and that's dangerous too j

But fince I'm put in Truft, I will attempt it,

The Duke Ihall keep one daring Man about him.

Enter a Gallant.

Soft, who comes here ? a pretty Bravery this

:

Every one goes fo like a Gentleman,

'Tis hard to find a Difference, but by th' Touch.

rjl try your Metal fure. {^Strikes hi?n.

Gal. Why, what do you mean, Sir ?

I Gent. Nay, and you underftand it not, I do not.

Gal. Yes, would you fhould well know,

I underftand it for a Box o'th* Ear, Sir.

I Gent. And o' my Troth, that's all I gave it for.

Gal. 'Twere belt it be fo.

I Gent. This is a brave Coward,

A jolly threat'ning Coward ; he fhall be Captain

:

Sir, let me meet you an Hour hence i' th' Lobby.
Gal. Meet you? (29) the World might laugh at me then

i' faith.

I Gent. Lay by your Scorn and Pride, they've fcurvy

Qualities,

And meet me, or I'll Box you while I have you.

And carry you gambril'd thither like a Mutton.

Gal. Nay, and you be in earneft, here's my Hand,
I will not fail you.

(28) And Parcel valiant i ] i.e. In pirt, or partly va'iant.

(29) the World might laugh at you then i^ faith^ Former
Editions. Mr. Sympfan ccncurr'd in the Correlation.

I Gent.



346 7Z^ nice Valour \ cry

I Gent. 'Tis for your own good.

Gal. Away.
I Gent. Too much for your own good, Sir, a pox on

you?

Gal. I prithee curfe me all Day long fo.

I Gent. Hang you.

Gal. ril make him mad i he*s loth to curfe too much
to me

:

Indeed 1 never yet took Box o*th' Ear,

But it redounded, I muft needs fay fo—
I Gent. Will you be gone ?

Gal. Curfe, curfe, and then I go.

Look how he grins, I've anger*d him to th' Kidneys.

{Exit.

I Gent. Was ever fuch a prigging Coxcomb feen ?

One might have beat him dumb now in this Humour,
And he'd a grin'd it out (till.

Enter a plain Fellow.

Oh, here's one made to my Hand,
Methinks looks like a Craven ;

Lefs Pains will ferve his Trial, feme flight Juftle.

Eel. How } take you that. Sir,

And if that content you not—

—

I Gent. Yes, very well. Sir, I defire no more,

Fel. I think you need not

;

For you have not loft by't. \Ey!it.

I Gent. Who would ha' thought this would have prov'd a

Gentleman ?

I'll never truft long Chins and little Legs again,

ril know 'em fure for Gentlemen hereafter

;

A Griftle but in Ihew, but gave his Cuff

With fuch a Fetch, and reach of Gentery,

As if h' had had his Arms before the Flood ;

I have took a villainous hard Task upon me.
Now I begin to have a feeling on't.

Enter Lapet, and Clown his Servant, andfo habited.

Oh, here comes a try'd Piece, now the reform'd Kick.

The MiHions of Punches, Spurns, and Nips
That
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That he has endur*d ? His Buttock*s all black Lead,

He's half a Negro backward ; he was paft a Spaniard

In Eighty-eight, and more jEgypttan like;

His Table and his Book come both out fhortly.

And all the Cowards in the Town exped: it.

So, if I fail of my full Number now,

I fhall be fure to find *em at Church Corners,

Where Bives and the Suffering Ballads hang.

Lap. Well, fince that thou art of fo mild a Temper,

Of fo meek a Spirit, thou may*ft live with me,

'Till better Times do fmile on thy Deferts.

Tm glad I am got home again.

Clown. I am happy in your Service, Sir,

You'll keep me from the Hofpital.

Lap. So, bring me the laft Proof, this is correfted.

Clown. Ay, y'are too full of your Corredlion, Sir.

Lap. Look I have perfe<5l Books within this half Hour.
Clown. Yes, Sir.

Lap. Bid him put all the Thu?nps in Pica Roman,

And with great T's you Vermin, as 'Thumps fhould be.

Clown. 'I'hen in what Letter will you have your Kicks?

Lap. All in Italica: your backward Blows

All in Italica, you Hermophrodite^

When fhall I teach you Wit ?

Clown. Oh let it alone,

'Till you have fome yourfelf, Sir.

Lap. You mumble ?

Clown. The Viftuals are lock*d up,

I'm kept from mumbling. \_Exit,

Lap. He prints my Blows upon Pot Paper too, the

Rogue,

Which had been proper for fome drunken Pamphlet.

I Gent. Monficur Lapet ? How the World rings of

you, Sir .?

Your Name founds far and near.

Lap. A good Report it bears, for an enduring Name—
I Gent. What Luck have you. Sir?

Lap. Why, what's the Matter ?

I Gent. I'm but thinking on't.

I've heard you wirti thefe five Years for a Place,

No\«
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Now there's one fall'n, and freely without Money too j

And empty yet, and yet you cannot have't.

Lap. No? What's the Reafon ? TJl give Money for't.

Rather than go without, Sir.

I Gent. That's not it, Sir ;

The Troth is, there's no Gentleman mufl: have it

Either for Love or Money, 'tis decreed fo ;

I was heartily forry when I thought upon you.

Had you not been a Gentleman, I had fitted you.

Lap. Who I a Gentleman ? a pox I'm none, Sir.

I Gent. How ?

La-p. How ? Why did you ever think I was ?

I Gent. What ? Not a Gentleman ?

hap. I would thou'dft put it upon me i'faith.

Did not my Grandfather cry Cony-skins ?

My Father jiqua'vit<£? a hot Gentleman :

All this I fpeak on, i'your Time and Memory too

;

Only a rich Uncle dy'd, and left me Chattels,

You know all this fo well too

1 Gent. Pray excufe me, Sir, ha' noi you Arms ?

hap. Yes, a poor Couple here,

That ferve to thruft in Wild-Fowl.

I Gent. Heralds Arms,
Symbols of Gentry, Sir, you know my Meaning;
They have been fiiewn and feen.

Lap. They have.

I Gent. Ay, fex have they.

Lap. Why, I confefs, at my Wife's Inftigation once,

(As Women love thefe Heralds Kickfhaws naturally)

I bought 'em ; but what are they think you ? Puffs.

I Gent. Why, that's proper to your Name, being Lapet

:

Which is La fart, after the Englijh Letter.

Lap. The Herald, Sir, had much ado to find it.

I Gent. And can you blame him ?

Why, 'tis the only thing that puzzles the Devil.

Lap. At laft he look'd upon my Name again.

And having well compar'd it, this he gave me.
The two Cholicks playing upon a Wind-Inftrument.

I Gent. An excellent proper one ; but I pray tell me.
How does he exprefs the Cholicks .''

They

{
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They are hard things.

La-p. TheChoiicks? with hot Trenchers at their Bellies;

There's nothing better, Sir, to blaze a Choiick.

I Gent. And are not you a Gentleman by this. Sir ?

Lap. No, I difclaim't: No Belly-ake upon Earth
Shall make me one; he Ihall not think

To put his Gripes upon me.

And wring out Gentry fo, and ten Pound firft.

If the Wind-Inftrument will make my Wife one,

Let her enjoy't, for fhe was a Harper's Grand-child

:

But, Sir, for my particular, I renounce it.

I Gent. Or to be call'd fo?

Lap. Ay, Sir, or imagin*d.

I Gent. None fitter for the Place ; give me thy Hand.
L^p. A hundred thoufand Thanks, befide a Bribe, Sir.

I Gent. You muft take heed

Of thinking toward a Gentleman now.

Lap. Pifh, I am not mad, I warrant you : nay, more,
Sir,

If one fliouid twit me i'th' Teeth that I'm a Gentleman,
Twit me their worft, I am but one fince Lammas^
That I can prove, if they would fee my Heart out.

I Gent. Marry in any cafe keep me that Evidence.

Enter Clown.

Lap. Here comes my Servant, Sir ; Galojhio^

Has not his Name for nought, he will be trode upon

.

What fays my Printer now ?

Clown. Here's your laft Proof, Sir j

You fhall have perfect Books now in a Twinkling.

Lap. Thcfe Marks are ugly.

Clown. He fays. Sir, they're proper:

Blows (hould have Marks, or elfe they're nothing worth.

Lap. But why a Peel-crow here.?

Clown. I told him fo. Sir:

A Scare-crow had been better.

Lap. How, Slave? Look you, Sir,

Did not I fay, this Wherr'it^ and this Boh^

Should be both Pica Roman.

Clown, So faid I, Sir, both Picked Ro?nansi

And
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And he has made 'em Weljh Bills.

Indeed I know not what to make on 'em.

hap. Heyday \ a Soufe^ Italica ?

Clown. Yes, that may hold. Sir ;

Soufe is a hsna robay fo is Flop too.

Lap. But why ftands Bafiinado fo far off here ?

Clown. Alas, you mull allow him room to lay about

him. Sir.

Lap. Why lies this Spurn lower than that Spurn^ Sir ?

Clown. Marry, this fignifies one Kick down Stairs, Sir,

The other in a Gallery : 1 ask'd him all thefe Queftions.

I Gent. Your Book's Name ?

Prithee, Lapet^ mind me, you never told me yet.

Lap. Marry but fhall, Sir : 'tis call'd Jhe Upriftng of
the Kick ;

And 'the Downfal of the Duello.

I Gent. Bring that to pafs, you'll prove a happy Member,
And do your Country fervice : Your young Bloods

"Will thank you then, when they fee Fourfcore.

Lap. I hope

To fave my hundred Gentlemen a Month by*t.

Which will be very good for the private Houfe.

Clozvn. Look you, your Table's finifh'd, Sir, already.

Lap. Why then behold my Mafter-piece ; fee, fee. Sir,

Here's all your Blows, and Blow-men whatfoever.

Set in their lively Colours, Givers and Takers.

I Gent. Troth wondrous fine. Sir.

Lap. Nay, but mark the Poftures,

The ftanding of the Takers I admire more than the Givers 5

They ftand fcornfully, mod contumelioufly ; I like not

them.

Oh here's one caft into a comely Figure.

Clown. My Mafter means him there that's call down
headlong.

Lap. How fweetly does this Fellow take his Dowji ?

Stoops like a Camel, that Heroick Bead,

At a great Load of Nutmegs ; and how meekly
This other Fellow here receives his Whirrit ?

Clown. Oh Matter, here's a Fellow ftands mod gallantly^

Taking his Kick in private, behind the Hangings,
And
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And raifing up his Hips to*t : But oh. Sir,

How daintily this Man lies trampled on ?

Would I were in thy Place, what e'er thou art

:

How lovely he endures it ?

I Cent. But will not thefe things, Sir, be hard to prac-

tife, think you?

hap. Oh, eafy, Sir ; I'll teach 'em in a Dance.

I Gent. How ? In a Dance ?

hap. V\\ lofe my new Place elfe,

"Whate'er it be ; I know not what 'tis yet.

I Gent. And now you put me in mind, I could employ

it well.

For your Grace, fpecially : For the Duke's Coufm
Is by this time in's violent Fit of Mirth,

And a Device muft be fought out for fuddenly.

To over-cloy the Paflion.

hap. Say no more. Sir,

I'll fit you with my Scholars, new Pra6litioners,

Endurers of the time.

Clown. Whereof I am one. Sir.

I Gent. You carry it away fmooth ; give me thy Hand,
Sir, [^Exeunt,

ACTV. SCENE I.

Enter the two Brothers.

Paf. TTA, ha, ha. [PFithin.

J^X, 2 Bro. Hark, hark, how loud his Fit's grown.

Paf. Ha, ha, ha.

1 Bro. Now let our Sifter lofe no time, but ply it

With all the Power fhe has.

2 Bro. Her Shame grows big, Brother

;

The Cupid's Shape will hardly hold it longer,

'Twould take up half an Ell of China Damask more.

And all too little ; it ftruts per'loufly :

There is no tamp'ring with thefe Cupids longer.

The mere Conceit with Woman-kind works ftrong.

Pa/. Ha, ha, ha.

2 Bro.
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2 Bro. The Laugh comes nearer now,
'Twere good we were not feen yet. \_Exeunt Brothers^

Enter Paffionate Lord, and Bafe his Jefter,

Paf. Ha, ha, ha,

And was he Baftinado*d to the Life ? ha, ha, ha*

I prithee fay. Lord General, how did the Rafcals

Intrench themfelves ?

Bafe. Mofi: deeply, politickly, all in Ditches.

Paf. Ha, ha, ha.
*"

£afe.*Tis thought he'll ne*er bear Arms in Field again.

H*as much ado to life *em to his Head, Sir.

Paf. I would he had.

Bafe. On either fide round Truncheons plaid fo thick.

That Shoulders, Chines, nay Flanks, were paid to th' quick.

Paf. Well faid Lord General ; ha, ha, ha.

Bafe. But pray how grew the Diff'rence iirft betwixt

you j*

Paf. There was never any. Sir; there lies the Jeft,

Man ;

Only becaufe he was taller than his Brother,

There's all my Quarrel to him ; and methought

He fhould be beaten for*t, my Mind fo gave me. Sir,

I could not fleep for't : Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Another good Jeft quickly, while 'tis hot now ;

Let me not laugh in vain : ply me, oh, ply me.

As you will anfwer*t to my Coufin Duke.

Bafe. Alas, who has a good Jeft ?

Paf I fall, I dwindle in't.

Bafe. Ten Crowns for a good Jeft : ha* you a good

Jeft, Sir.?

Enier Servant.

Serv. A pretty moral one,

Bafe. Let's ha't, whate'er it be.

Serv. There come a Cupd
Drawn by fix Fools.

Bafe. That's nothing.

Paf. Help it, help it then.

Bafe. I ha' known fix hundred Fools drawn by a Cupid,

Paf Ay that, that, that's the fmarter Moral > ha, ha, ha.

Now
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Now I begin to be Song-ripe methinks.

Bafe. V\\ fing you a pleafant Air, Sir, before you ebb.

SONG.
Paf. Oh how my Limgs do tickle ? ha, ha, ha,

Baf. Oh how my Lungs do tickle ? oh, oh, ho, ho.

Paf. fings.

Set ajharpjeji

Againji my Breaft,

Then how my Lungs do tickle ?

As Nightingales,

And things in Camhrick rails

^

Sing heji againji a Prickle,

Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Baf. Ho, ho, ho, ho, ha.

Paf. Laugh. Baf Laugh. Paf Laugh. Baf Laugh.

Paf PFide. Baf Loud. Paf And vary.

Baf A Smile is for afimpering Novice.

Paf One that ne'er tafled Caveare,

Baf Nor knows the fmack of dear Anchovis.

Paf Ha, ha, ha., ha, ha.

Baf Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho.

Paf A gigling Waiting-wench for me,

Ihat fhews her Teeth how while they he.

Baf A thing not fit for Gravity,

For theirs are foul and hardly three.

Paf Ha, ha, ha.

Baf Ho, ho, ho.

Paf Democritus, thou ancient Fleerer^

(30) How I mifs tky Laugh, and ha-SenJe.

Baf, There you nam^d thefamous Jeerer,

(30) Honu I mifs thy Lduoh, and ha' fince.] After foir.e vain En-
deavours to make out a Meaning here, I am forced to fubftitute

ha-Senfe, inftead of ha fince, which I own a very odd Expreffion,

yet I think not unfuitable to the comic Humour of the Song. Ha is

the note of Laughter, and therefore ha-Senfe will fignify the laugh-

it:g Senfe, or the Senfe that ytas contain'd in Denocritus^ Laughter.
Democritus, Vike Epicurus, taoght that the World was made by Chance,
and that Souls dy'd with the Bodicf, and us'd to laugh at the Follies

of Men in hunting Fame and Wealth with fo much 1 oil and Trouble,

both which they mull fo foon inevitibly part with.

Vol. X. Z That
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^hat e'er jeer'd in Rome or Athens. '

Paf. Ha, hit, ha.

Baf. Ho, ho, ho.

Paf. How brave lives he that keeps a Fool,

Although the rate be deeper ?

Baf. But he that is his own Fool, Sir,

Does live a great deal cheaper.

Paf Sure IJhall burji, burjl, quite break, thou art fo witty,

Baf ^Tis rare to break at Court, for that belongs to th* City.

Paf Ha, ha, my Spleen is almojl worn to the lafl laughter.

Baf Oh keep a corner for a Friend, a Jeft may come here-

after.

Enter hzpet and Clown, andfour others, like Fools dancing,

the Cupid leading, and bearing his Table, and holding it

up to Lapet at every Strain, and ailing the Pojiures,

Lap. Twinge all now, twinge I fay.

2 Strain.

Soufe upon Soufe.

3 Strain.

Doufe fingle.

4 Strain.

Juftle fides.

5 Strain.

Knee Belly.

6 Strain.

Kickfee Buttock.

7 Strain.

Lap. Downderry

Enter Soldier, Shamont*j Brother -, his Sword drawn.

Sold. Not angry Law, nor Doors of Brafs fhall keep me,

From my Wrongs expiation ; to thy Bowels,

I return my difgrace ; and after turn

My Face to any Death that can be fentenc'd.

£afe. Murder, oh Murder, ftop the Murderer there—
Lap. I am glad he's gone ; h*as almoft trod my Guts

out i

Follow him who lift for me, PlI ha* no hand in't.

Clown.
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Clown. Oh 'twas your Juck and mine to be fquelch*d.

Matter.

H'asftamp'd my very Puddings into Pancakes.

Cup. Oh Brothers, oh, I fear *tis mortal: help, oh help,

Fm made the wretched'ft Woman by this Accident,

That ever Love beguird.

Enter two Brothers,

t Bro. We are undone. Brother,

Our Shames are too apparent : Away Receptacle

Of Luxury, and Diflionour, (31) moil unfortunate,

To make thyfelf but Lackey to thy Spoil,

After thy Sex*s manner: lift him up. Brother;

He breathes not to our Comfort, he's too wafted

Ever to cheer us more : A Chirurgeon fpeedily j

Hence ; the unhappieft that e'er ftept afide.

She'll be a Mother, 'fore fhe's known a Bride.

Cupid. Thou had ft a moft unfortunate Conception,

What e'er thou prov'ft to be ; in midft of Mirth

Comes Ruin, for a welcome to thy Birth. [Exeunt.

SCENE IL

Ef^ter Shamont.

Sham. This is a beautiful Life now ; Privacy

The Sweetnefs and the Benefit of Eflence

:

I fee there is no Man, but may make his Paradile

;

And it is nothing but his Love and Dotage
Upon the World's foul Joys, that keeps him out on't:

For he that lives retir'd in Mind and Spirit,

Is ftill in Paradife, and has his Innocence,

Partly allow'd for his Companion too.

As much as ftands with Juftice : Here no Eyes

(3 I ) ——— mo/i unfortunate.

To make thy felf but lucky to tf^y Spoil,} If there is a Senfe ia

this Expreffion, it has efcap'd me; nor can I hit rn ariy Emendaiioa
very fatisfaftory. If we read Lackey for lucky it may become Senfe, 'via.

To make thyfelf a Lackey, Servant or Minijler of thy oavn \Spoil, a
thing nxjhich iL'anton Women frequently do. I'm forc'd to fubditute

this, in the room of lucky, the' aot without wifhing to have hit on
fomething more dear.

Z 2 Shoo:
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Shoot their fharp-pointed Scorns upon my Shames
They know no terms of Reputation here.

No punflual Limits, or precife Dimenfions:

PJain down-right Honefty is all the Beauty

And Elegancy of Life found amongfl: Shepherds

;

For knowing nothing nicely, or dcfiring it.

Quits many a Vexation from the Mind,
With which our quainter Knowledge does abufe us j

The Name of Envy is a Stranger here.

That drys Mens Bloods abroad, robs Health and Reft;

Here's no fuch Fury thought on : no, nor Falfliood,

That brotherly Difeafe, fellow-like Devil,

That plays within our Bofom, and betrays us.

Enter i Gentleman,

I Gent. Oh are you here ?

Sham. La Nove, 'tis ftrange to fee thee.

I Gent. I ha' rid one Horfe to Death,

To find you out, Sir.

Sha7n. I am not to be found of any Man
That faw my Shame, nor feen long.

I Gent. Good, your Attention

:

You ought to be feen now, and found out, Sir,

If ever you defire before your ending

To perform one good Office, nay, a dear one,

Man's time can hardly match it.

Sham. Be't as precious

As Reputation ; if it come from Court

I will not hear on't.

I Gent. You muft hear of this, Sir.

Sham. Muft.?

I Gent. You fliall hear it.

Sham. I love thee, that thou'lt die.

1 Gent. 'Twere nobler in me.
Than in you living : You will live a Murderer,

If you deny this Office.

Sham. Even to Death, Sir.

I Gent. Why then you'Ji kill your Brother.

Sham. How ?

I Gc?it, Your Brother, Sir.

Bea
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Bear witnefs, Heav'n» this Man dcftroys his Brother

When he may fave him; his leaft Breath may fave him:
Can there be willfuler Deftru6lion ?

He was forc'd to take a moft unmanly Wrong,
Above the fuff'ring Virtue of a Soldier,

Has kill'd his Injurer, a work of Honour

;

For which, unlefs you fave him, he dies fpeedily.

My Confcience is difcharg'd, Tm bur a Friend,

A Brother fhould go forward where 1 end. \Exit,

Sham. Dies ?

Say he be naught, that's nothing to my Goodnefs,

Which ought to fhine through ufe, or elfc it lofcs

The glorious Name 'tis known by: He*s my Brother;

Yet Peace is above Blood : Let him go ; ay.

But where's the Noblenefs of Affeftion then ?

That muft be car'd for too, or I'm imperfe<fl

;

The fame Blood that ftood up in Wrath againft him,

Now in his Mifery, runs all to Pity ;

I'd rather die than fpeak one Syllable

To fave myfelf, but living as I am.
There's no avoiding on't, the World's Humanity
Expedls it hourly from me : Curfe of Fortune,

I took my leave fo well too : Let him die,

'Tis but a Brother loft ; fo pleafingly.

And fwiftly I came off, 'twere more than irkfomnefs.

To tread that Path again ; and I fhall never

Depart fo handfomcly : But then where's Pofterity ?

The Confummation of our Houfe and Name?
I'm torn in pieces betwixt Love and Shame. \_Exit,

SCENE iir.

Enter Lapet, Clvwn^ Poltrot, Moulbazon, aiid others^

the new Court Officers,

Lap. Good Morrow, Fellow Poltrot^ and Moulbazon ;

Good Morrow, Fellows all.

Pol. Monfieur Lapet ?

Lap. Look, I've remembred you, here's Becks apiece

for you.

Moid. Oh Sir, we dearly thank you.

Z 3
Lap.
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Lap. So you may :

There's two Imprefllons gone already. Sirs.

Pol. What no? in fo Ihort a time?
Lap. *Tis as I tell you, Sir.

My Kick fells gallantly, I thank my Stars.

Clown. So does your Table ; you may thank the Moon
too.

Lap. 'Tis the Book fells the Table.

Clown. But 'tis the Bookfeller,

That has the Mony for 'em, I'm fure o'that.

• Lap. 'Twill much enrich the Company of Stationers,

*Tis thought 'twill prove a lafting Benefit,

Like the 0'^ifc Majlers, and the Almanacks,

The hundred Novels, and the Book of Cookery,

For they begin already to engrofs it.

And make it a Stock-book, thinking indeed

'Twill prove too great a Benefit and Help
For one that's new fet up : They know their way.

And make him Warden e'er his Beard be grey.

Moul. Is't poffible fuch Virtue fhould lie hid.

And in fo little Paper ?

Lap. How ? why there was the Carpenter,

An unknown thing; an odoriferous Pamphlet,

Yet no more Paper, by all Computation,

Than Ajax 'Telamon would ufe at once.

Your Herring prov'd the like, able to buy

Another Fijher\ Folly, and your Pafquil

Went not below the Mad-caps of that time.

And fhall my elaborate A';V/^ come behind, think you?
Clown. Yes, it muft come behind, 'tis in lialka too.

According to your Humour.
Lap. Not in fale, Varlet.

Clown. In fale, Sir? it fhall fail beyond 'era all, I tro.

Lap. What have you there now ? oh Page the 2 1

.

Clown. That Page is come to his Years, he fhould be a
Serving Man.

Lap. Mark how I fnap up the Di/elh there

:

One would not ufe a Dog fo,

I muft needs fay, but's tor the common good.

Qown. Nay, Sir, your Commons feldom fight at Sharp,

But
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But buffet in a Warehoufe.

Lap. This will fave

Many a Gentleman of good Blood from bleeding, Sirs,

I have a Curfe from many a Barber-Surgeon ;

They'd give but too much iMony to call'c in ;

Turn to Page 45, fee what you find there.

Clown. Oh, out upon him,

Page 45, that's an old Thief indeed.

Enter Duke, the Lady his Sijler, and i Gentleman.

Lap. The Duke, clap down your Books •, away Galojhio,

Clown. Indeed I am too foul to be i' th* Prefence,

They ufeto (hake me ofFatthe Chamber Door ftill. \^Exit.

Lady. Good my Lord, grant my Suit; let me not rife

Without the Comfort on't : I have not often

Been tedious in this kind.

Duke. Sirter, you wrong yourfcif.

And thofe great Virtues that your Fame Is made of.

To wafte fo much Breath for a Murderer's Life.

Lady. You cannot hate th* Offence more than I do, Sir,

Nor the Offender •, the Refpe<5l I owe
Unto his abfcnt Brother, makes me a Suitor,

A mod importunate Sifter, make me worthy

But of this one Requeft.

Duke. I am deaf

To any Importunacy, and forry

For your forgetfulnefs •, you never injur*d

Your Worth fo much, you ought to be rebuk'd for*t

;

Purfue good Ways, end as you did begin,

'Tis half the Guilt to fpeak for fuch a Sin.

Lady. This is Love's beggary right, that now is oura^

When Ladies love, and cannot Ihew their Powers. [£xi/.

Duke La Nove?
1 Gent. My Lord.

Duke. Are thcfe our new Attendants?

Lap. Wc are, my Lord, and will endure as mucK
As better Men, my Lord, and more I truft.

Duke. What's he ?

I Gent. My Lord, a decay'd Gentleman,
That will do any Service.

Z 4 Duke,
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Duke. A decay*d one ?

1 Gent. A renounc'd one indeed ; for this Place orily.

Duke. We renounce him then ; go, difcharge him in-

dandy.

He that difclaims his Gentry for meer Gains,

That Man's too bafe to make a Vaflkl on.

Lap. What fays the Duke ?

I Gent. Faith Jittle to your comfort. Sir,

You muft be a Gentleman again.

Lap. How?
I Gent. There's no Remedy.
Lap. Marry the Fates forefend: ne'er while I breathe. Sir.

I Gent. The Duke will have it fo, there's no refilling.

He fpy'd it i'your Forehead.

Lap. My Wife's doing.

She thought (he fhould be put below her Betters now.
And fu'd to ha' me a Gentleman again.

I Gent. And very likely. Sir,

Marry, I'll give you this comfort when all's done.

You'll never pafs but for a fcurvy one,

That's all the help you have : Come fhew your Pace.

Lap. The heavieft Gentleman that e'er loft Place :

Bear witnefs, I am forc'd to't. [_Exit^

Duke. Tho' you have a courfer Title yet upon you,

Than thofe that left your Places, without blame,

'Tis in your Power to make yourfelves the fame:

I cannot make you Gentlemen, that's a Work
Rais'd from your own Defervings, Merit, Manners,

And in-born Virtue does it. Let your own Goodnefs
Make you fo great, my Power fhali make you greater ;

And moreit'encourage you, this I add again.

There's many Grooms, now exa£b Gentlemen.

Enter Shamont.

Sham. Methinks 'tisftrange to me to enter here:

Is there in Nature fuch an^ awful Pov/er,

To force me to this Place? And make me do this ?

Is Man's Affedlion ftronger than his Will?
His Refolution ? Was I not refolv'd

Never to fee this Place more? Do I bear

Within
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Within my Bread one Blood that confounds th* other ?

The Blood of Love, and Will, and the laft weakeft ?

Had I ten Millions, I vvou'd give it all now,

I were but pad it, or 'twould never come

;

For 1 fhall never do't, or not do^t well.

But fpoil it utterly betwixt two PafTions.

Yonder's the Duke himfclf, I will not do*t now,
Had twenty Lives their feveral Sufferings in him. [f.v//.

Duke. Who's that went out now?
Put. I faw none, my Lord.

Duke. Nor you ?

Aloul. I faw the glimpfe of one, my Lord.

Z)«^f. Whate'er it was, methought it pleas'd me ftrangcly.

And fuddenly my Joy was ready for't.

Did you not mark it better ?

Pul. and Mcul. Troth my Lord,

We gave no great heed to*t.

Enter Shamont.

Sham. 'Twill not be anfwer'd.

It brings me hither ftill ; by main force hither:

Either I muft give over to profefs Humanity,

Or I muft fpcak for him.

Duke. 'Tis here again :

No marvel 'twas fo pleafing, 'tis delight

And worth itfelf, now it appears unclouded.

Sham. My Lord
He turns away from me, by this Hand
I am ill-us'd of all fides, 'tis a Fault

That Fortune ever had t' abufe a Goodnefs.

Duke. Methought you were faying fomcwhat.

Sham. Mark the Language,

As coy as Fate ; I fee 'twill ne'er be granted.

Duke. We little look'd in troth to fee you here ytt.

Sham. Not till the Day after my Brother's Death, I think.

Duke. Sure feme great Bufincfs drew you.

Sham. No infooth, Sir,

Only to come to fee a Brother die. Sir,

That I may learn to go too; and if he deceive me not,

I think he will do well in't of a Soldier,

Manly
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ManJy, andhoneftly; and if he weep then,

1 (hall not think the worfe on*s Manhood for't,

Becaufe he*s leaving of that Part that has it.

Duke. Has flain a noble Gentleman, think on*f, Sir.

Sham. I would I could not, Sir.

Duke. Our Kinfman too.

Sham. All this is but worfe, Sir.

Duke. When *tis at worft.

Yet feeing thee, he lives.

Sham. My Lord •

Duke. He lives,

Believe it as thy Blifs, he dies not fof't

:

Will this make Satisfaflion for things paft?

Sham. O my Lord
Duke. Will it? Speak.

Sham. With greater (hame to my Unworthinels.

Duke. Rife then, we're even ; I never found it harder

To keep juft with a Man, my great Work's ended.

I knew your Brother's Pardon was your Suit, Sir,

However your nice Modefty held it back.

Sham. I take a Joy now, to confefs it. Sir.

Enter a Gentleman.

Gent. My Lord-

Duke. Hear me firft. Sir, what e'er your News be

;

Set free the Soldier inftantly.

Gent. 'Tis done, my Lord.

Duke. How ?

Gent. In efFedl, 'twas part of my News too,

There's fair hope of your Noble Kinfman's Life, Sir.

Duke. What fay'ft thou ?

Gent. And the mod admired Change
That living Flelh e'er had ; he's not the Man, my Lord 5

Death cannot be more free from Paffions, Sir,

Than he is at this inftant; he's fo meek now,

H' makes thofe feem paffionate, (32) were never thought fo

:

And for he fears his Moods have oft difturb'd you, Sir,

He'b only hafty now for his Forgivencfs :

'^z) ———was never thought fo :] Former Editions.

And
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And here behold him, Sir.

Enter Pajfton, the Cupid, and two Brothers.

Duke. Let me give thanks firft j our worthy Coufin—

—

Paf. Your unworthy trouble. Sir;

For which, with all acknowledg'd Reverence,

I ask your Pardon j and for Injury

More known and wilful : I have cholc a Wife,

Without your counfel, or confent, my Lord.

Duke. A Wife? Where is (he. Sir?

Paf. This noble Gentlewoman.

Duke. How ?

Paf. Whofe Honour my forgetful Times much wrong'd.

Duke. He*s madder than he was,

Gent. 1 would ha* fworn for him.

Duke. The Cupid., Coufin ?

Paf. Yes, this worthy Lady, Sir.

Duke. Still worfe and worfc.

1 Bro. Our Sifter, under Pardon, my Lord.
Duke. What?
2 Bro. Which fhape Love taught her to aflume.

Duke. Is't truth then ?

Gent. It appears plainly now, below the Wade, my
Lord.

Duke. Shamonty didft ever read of a She-Cupid?

Sham. Never in fiflion yet, but it might hold. Sir ;

For Defire is of both Genders.

Enter the Duke's Sifler.

Duke. Make that good here :

1 take thee at thy word. Sir.

[^He joins Shamont's Hand and bis Sijier's*

Sham. Oh my Lord,

Love would appear too bold and rude from me.

Honour and Admiration are her Rights,

Her Goodnefs is my Saint, my Lord.

Duke. I fte

You're both too modeft to beftow yourfelves

:

1*11 fave that Virtue ftill, 'tis but my pains : come,

It (hall be fo.

Sham,
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Sham. This Gift does but fet forth my Poverty;

Lady. Sir, that which you complain of, is my Riches.

Enter Shamont'i Brother the Soldier.

Duke. Soldier, now every noife founds Peace, thou'rt

welcome.

Sold. Sir, my Repentance fues for your blefc Favour,

Which once obtain'd, no Injury fhall lofe it j

I'll fuffer mightier Wrongs.

Dtdke. Rife, lov'd and pardon'd :

For where Hope failed, nay Art itfelf refign*d,

Thou'ft wrought that Cure, which Skill could never find ;

Nor did there ceafe, but to our Peace extend ;

Never could Wrongs boaft of a nobler End.
\_Exeunt.

EPILOGUE.
OUR Poet hid us fay^ for his own part.

He cannot lay too much forth of his Art

:

But fears our onjer-aEling Pajftons may^

As not adorn^ deface his laboured Play,

Tet ftill he*s refcJute, for what is writ.

Of nicer Valour, and affumes the Wit

:

But for the Lcve-fcenes^ which he ever meant

Cupid in*s Petticoat fhould reprefent,

ple'llfiand no fhock of Cenfure ; the Plafs good.

He fays he knows it, {if well underfood)

But we (blind God) beg, if thou art Divine^

1bou''lt fhoot thy Arrows round, this Play was thine.
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Mr. Francis Beaumont^ Letter to Ben. John/on, written

before he and Mr. Fletcher came to London^ with two
of the precedent Comedies then not finifh*d, which

deferr'd their merry Meetings at the Mermaid.

THE Sun, (which doth the greatejl Comfort bring

To abfent Friends^ becaufe the felf-fame thing

They know they fee however abfent) is

Here \ {Our bejl Hay -makers forgive me this.

It is our Country*s Stile) In this warm fhine

1 lye^ and dream of your full Mermaid Wine,

Oh we have Water mix*d with Claret Lees,

Drink apt to bring in drier Herefies

Than Beer^ good only for the Sonnets Jlrain

Withfujlian Metaphors to fluff the Brain,

So mix^d, that given to the thirfiiejl one,

'Twill not prove Almsy unlefs he have the Stone

:

I think with one Draught Man*s Invention fades^

Two Cups had quite fpoil*d Homer*; Iliads ;

*Tts Liquor that will find out Sutcliff*i Wit,

( I ) Lye where it will, and make him write worfe yet ;

FiWd withfuch Moifiure in mojl grievous qualms.

Did Robert Wifdom write his/inging Pfalms ;

And fo mufl I do this : and yet I think

It is a Potion fe^t us down to drink.

By fpecial Providence, keeps us from Fights,

Makes us not laugh, when we make Legs to Knights

:

*Tis this that keeps our Minds fitfor cur States,

A Medline to obey our Magifirates

:

(i) Lye nvherehe ivill, ] If we keep to the old Reading, it mull
refleft upon 5«/f//^'s hiding himfelf for Debt. I have not the Livet

of the Poets now by nae, but don't remember any thing of the Poverty
of this Minor Poet of our Author's Age. by reading // for he, the

Archnefs is fmartcr as well as more good-humouiM, let bis Wit lie

in what part of bis Body it will.

For
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For ive do live more free than you. No Hate^

(2) No Envy e'er at one another s State

Moves us ; (3) we are all equals every whit

Of Land that God gives Men here^ is their fFit,

If we conftder fully, for our be/l,

jlndgravell Men will with his Main-houfe jejl,

Scarce pleafe you ; we want Subtilty to do

The City Tricks, lye, hate, and flatter too

:

Here are none that can hear a painted fhow,

(4) Strike when you wink, and then lament the Blow:

JVho like Mills fet the right way for to grind.

Can make their Gains alike with every Wind:

Only fome Fellows with the fuhtl'fi Pate

Amongft us, may perchance equivocate

At felling of a Horfe, and that's the moft,

Methinks the little Wit I had is loji

Since Ifaw you, for Wit is like a Reft

Held up at Tennis, which Men do the heft,

(2) l>!o En'vy at one anotheri State"] Here is a Syllable loft that fpoil*

the Meafure ; we may either read Enmity for En'vy, or infert the Ex-
pletive here as Mr. Sympfon propofes ; or what is not a meer Expletive

becaufe it fomewhat heightens the Senfe, e'er. This therefore feems

jnoft probable.

(3) We are all equal every nuhit :

Of Land that God gi'ves Men here is their IVit

:

If ive confider fully, ] This dark Sentence has been

clear'd ap by Mr. Sympfon, who by pointing difFerently gives this

Sentiment. Mens Wit is here in exad Proportion to their Land ;

and then the next Sentence,

for our bejl

And gra<vej} Men txill n>jith his main Houfejejl,

Scarce pleafe you ;

has a juft Connexion with the former : Main-houfe Jefl, I read with

a Hyphen and underftand by it the Jeji that receives its Merit from
the Granceur, Riches, and Antiquity of his Family who ucters it, as

the Hearers admire i: upon thefe Accounts.

(4) Strike luhen you winch, and then lament the Blonv :] This does

not appear Senfe : The Poet fpeaks of Courtiers wearing a painted

Outfide (and perhaps ivear in the former Line would be a better

Reading than bear) and after they themfelves have ftruckyou fecretly

when you did not fee them, will pretend to lament the Blow. But

what has nuinch to do with this Senfe ? I doubt not but the true

Reading is,

Strike v-'henyeuy/mV, and then latnent tht BIo^m,

With
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TViththe heft Gamejiers: What things have we feea^

Done at the Mermaid ! heard IVords that have been

So nimble^ and fo full offubtle Flame^

As if that every onefrofn whence they came^ *

Had meant to pit his whole JVit in a Jejiy

And had refolv'd to live a FooU ihe reft

Of his dull Life ; then when there hath been thrown

IVit able enough to juftifie the 'Town

For three Days paji, IVit that might warrant be

For the whole City to talk foolifhly

''Till that were cancelled s and when that was gone.

We left an Air behind us^ which alone

Was able to make the two next Companies

Right witty \ (5) though hut downright Fools^ meer wife.

When I remember this, and fee that now
The Country Gentlemen begin to allow

My Wit for dry Bobs, then I needs muji cry^

I fee my Days of Ballating grow nigh;

I can already Riddle, and can Sing

Ketches, fell Bargains, and T fear Jhall bring

Myfelf (6) to fpeak the hardefi Words Ifind.
Over, as oft as any, with one Wind,

That takes no Medicines : But one Thought ofthee

Makes me remember all thefe things to be

The Wit of ouryoung Men, Fellows thatfhow

No part ofgood, yet utter all they know

:

(5) ——though but doiunright Fools, more ocr/f.] More tuife is an

Anti-climax after Right ivitty ; but I believe the true Reading is meer

nvi/e, i. e. nothing but meer Wifdom itfelf. It feems an Expreffion

perfefll/ in the Stile of the Context.

(6) to fpeak the hardejl Words I find.

Over, as oft as any, nuith one Wind,
That takes no Medicines-.' ] This relates to the Play of

repeating hard Wcrds (I'uch as Chichejler Church Hands in Ckichefer

Churchyard) feveral times in a Breath, and generally they are fuch

aa betray the Speaker into Indecencies. But are we to underftand

That takes no Medicines only for the fake of ftrcngthning the Wind?
Or a fecret Fling at the Phyficiansand Apothecaries for afFefting hard

Words, and fo one EfFeft of their Medicines may jocularly be fuppos'd

to enable a Man to talk hard Words more fluently i

Who
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(y) Who like Trees of the Garden ha^e growing Souls.

Only Jlrong Dejiiny^ which all controuls,

1 hope hatfo left a better Fate in fore.

For me thy Friend, than to live ever poor,

Banifj'd unto this home ; Fate once again

Bring me to thee^ who canfl make fmooth andplain

Ithe way of Knowledge for me, and then /,

Who have no good but in thy Company,

Protejl it will my greateft Comfort be

T' acknowledge all I have (8) to flow from thee.

Ben. when thefe Scenes are perfect, weUl tafte Wine ;

Vll drink thy Mufes Health, thou Jhalt quaff mine.

(7) Who like Trees of the Guard, have granx^ing Souls ] What, fays

Mr. Sympfon, can Trees of the Guard poffibly mean ? J believe it cor-

rupt for Garden, which the old Poets would without fcruple contrail

into one Syllable G«ri';;, and then how eafily might a Tranfcriber, not
knowing what Word it was, change it to Guard?

(8) tofio^from thee.] I had obferv'd upon the i^o»7««

Hater before I knew of thefe Verfes of Beaumont'^ having any rela-

tion to that Play, how much more it was wrote in Ben. Johnfon%
Manner than any other of our Authors foregoing Plays : The fame is

true of The Nice Valour which confifts chiefly of Pajions Perfonatedy

not of Charaders from real Life j and which allows thofe PaiTions to

be carried to the highell pitch of Extravagance. Here is a Confir-

mation of John/on being the Writer they imitated. Jn the greateft

Part of their Works they feem to ioWovj Shakefpear. I find from thefe

Verfes, that at Note 2gth in the Woman-Hater, I was miftaken in

fuppofing Fletcher was the fole Author of that Play from the firft

Edition, having his Name only prefixt : It being printed after both
their Deaths, it was very eafy to make the Miftake, which was cor-

refted by the fccond Edition. The Charadler of Lapet in this Play

has fo much of that inimitable Humour, which was difplay'd before

in the Charafter of Bejfus in the King or No King, that it was pro-

bably the Work of the fame Hand, viz. Beaumont's, for to him
Mr. Earle (in the moft authentick Copy of Verfes prefix'd to thefe

Plays, as being writ immediately after the Death of Beaumont, and
near ten Years before that of Fletcher) afcribes Beffus together with
Philajler and the Maid's Tragedy. How wrong therefore is the pre-

vailing Opinion, that Beaumont^ Genius was only turn'd for Tragedy,
that he profefs'd great Corredtnefs of Judgment, but that the Liveli-

nefs of Imagination, Vivacity of Wit, and comic Humour which fo

much abounds in thefe Plays were all to be afcrib'd to Fletcher otAy ?

Sea Berkenhead^ Poem on this Subject prefix'd to this Edition.

THE
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DRAMATIS PERSONA^.

M E N.

DUKE of Orleans, a fpleenful detraSiing Lord,

Earl of Amiens, Brother-in-law to Orleans, a nolU

accomplifh*d Gentleman, Servant to Lamira.

Montague, an honefi Lord.

1 'll C
2'w(?/^//^«/i^<?//o«;^rj of Montague.

(i) Veramor, the loving and loyal Page <?^ Montague.

Laverdine, a knavifh Courtier,

LarPoop, a foijiing Captain,

Malicorn, a /harking Citizen,

Two Lawyers,

Two Creditors,

Officers,

Servants,

WOMEN.
Dutchefs of Orleans, a virtuous Lady^ and chafte (butfuf

pe5ied) Wife to the Duke.

Lamira, a modejt Virgin^ and a Lady, rich and noble,

Charlotte, Lamira'i Woman,

The SCENE FRANC E,

(i) Feramer,} So this Name has been generally wrote in all the

Editions, only in one Scene it is fpelt Veramor, and in another Vera-
mour ; the one being a Latin, the other a French Compound-Word
fignifying true Love. One of thefe therefore was undoubtedly the true

Mame, which {a well expreffes the Charafter. I have preferr'd the

former.

THE
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Honest Man's Fortune.

ACT I. SCENE I.

Enter the Duke of Orleans, and the Earl of Amiens,
at feveral Doors.

AMIENS.
O R R O W, my Lord of Orleans.

Orl. (2) You falute me like

A Stranger ; Brother Orleans were to me i
Title more

Belonging, whom you call the Husband of

Your Sifter. Ami. Would the Circumftances of

Your Brotherhood, had never offcr'd Caufe

To make our Converfation lefs familiar

:

I meet you like a Hindrance in your way

:

Your great Law-Suit is now upon the Tongue,
And ready for a Judgment. Orl. Came you from

The Hall now ? Ami. Without ftay ; the Court is full.

And fuch a Prefs of People does attend

The I flue, as if fome great Man were brought

To his Arraignment. Orl. Every Mother's Son
Of all that Multitude of Hearers, went

To be a Witncfs of the Mifery

(2) Yiiu falute me like a Stranger \\ This Scene was mod part

printed as Prole, and where the Lines were rang'd like Vcrfe every one

of them wai wrcng, {"0 tiiat the whole is now rang'd ^new.

A a z Your
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Your Sifter's Fortunes muft have come to, if

My Adverfary, who did love her firft.

Had been her Husband. Ami. The Succefs may draw
A Teftimony from them, to confirm

The fame Opinion, but they went prepar*d

With no fuch Hope or Purpofe. Orl. And did you

Intreat the Number of them, that are come
With no fuch Hope or Purpofe.

Ami. Tulh, your own
. Experience of my Heart can anfwer ye.

Orl. This doubtful, makes me clearly underftand

Your Difpofition.

Ami. If your Caufc be juft,

I vvifh you a Conclufion like your Caufe.

Orl. I can have any common Charity

To fuch a Prayer, from a Friend I would

Expeft a Love to profper in, without

Exceptions ; fuch a Love as might make all

My Undertakings thankful to't i precifely juft

Is feldom faithful in our Wifties to

Another Man's Defircs : Farewel. [Exit Orleans.

Enter Montague having a Purfe^ Duboys, Longueville,

and Veramor the Page, with two Caskets.

Dub. Here comes your Adverfary's Brother-in-law.

Long. The Lord of Amiens.

Bub. From the Hall, I think.

Ami. I did fo ; fave your Lordfliip.

Mont. That's a Wilh, my Lord, as courteous to my
prefent State,

As ever honeft Mind was thankful forj

For now my Safety muft expofc itfelf

To queftion ; yet to look for any free

Or hearty Salutation, Sir, from you.

Would be unreafonable in me.
Ami. Why?
Mont. Your Sifter is my Adverfary's Wife ;

That Nearnefs needs muft coftfcquently draw
Your Inclination to him.

Ami,
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Ami. I will grant

Him all the Nearncfs his Alliance claims,

And yet be nothing lefs impartial.

My Lord of Montague.

Mont, Lord of Montague yet ;

But, Sir, how long the Dignity or State

Belonging to it will continue, ftands

Upon the dangerous Paflage of this Hour.
Either for evermore to be confirm*d,

Or like the time wherein *twas pleaded, gone

:

Gone with it, never to be calTd again.

Ami. Juftice diredl your Procefs to the end ;

To both your Perfons my Refpeft fhall ftill

Be equal ; but the righteous Caufe is that

Which bears my Wifhes to the fide it holds,

Where-ever may it profper. [Exit Amiens
Mont. Then my Thanks

Are proper to you, if a Man may raife

A Confidence upon a lawful Ground,

I have no Reafon to be once perplex*d

With any doubtful Motion. Longueville,

That Lord of Amiens, (didft obferve him ?) has

A worthy Nature in him.

Long. Either *tis

His Nature, or his Cunning.

Mont, That's the Vizard

Of moft Mens Adions, whofe difTembled Lives

Do carry only the Similitude

Of Goodnefs on 'em ; but for him,

Honeft Behaviour makes a true Report,

What Difpofition does inhabit him,

Eflential Virtue.

Long. Then 'tis Pity that

Injurious Orleans is his Brother.

Dub. He's but his Brother-in-law.'

Long. Law ? that's as bad.

Dub. How is your Law as bad ? I rather wilh
The Hangman thy Executor, than that

Equivocation fhould be ominous.

Aa 3 .
Enter,
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Enter tiJuO Lawyers^ and two Creditors.

Long. Some of your Lawyers——
1 Law. What is ominous ?

2 Law. Let no Diftruft trouble your Lord(hip*s Thought.

1 Law. The Evidences of your queftion'd Land
Ha' not fo much as any literal

Advantage in 'em to be made againft

your Title.

2 Lazu. And your Counfel underflands

The Bufinefs fully.

1 Law. Th' are induftrious, jull.

2 Law. And very confident-

1 Law. Your State endures

A voluntary Trial •, like a Man
Whofe Honours are malicioufly accus'd.

2 Law. The Accufation ferves to clear his Caufe.

1 Law, And to approve his Truth more.

2 Law. So fhall all

Your Adverfary's Pleadings ftrengthen your
Poflcffion.

1 Lazn^. And be fet upon Record,

To witnefs the hereditary Right

Of you and yours.

2 Law. Courage, you have the Law.
Long, And you the Profits.

Mo7it. If Difcouragement

Could work upon me, your Aflurances

Would put me ftrongly into Heart again 5

But I was never fearfulj and let Fate

Deceive my Expe£tation, yet I am
Prepared againft Dejedlion.

1 Cred. So are we.

2 Cred. We have received a comfortable Hope
That all will fpeed well.

Long. What is he, Duhys ?

Bub. A Creditor.

Long. I thought fo, for he fpeaks

As if he were a Partner in his State.

Mont, Sir, 1 am largely indebted to your Loves.

J-ong,
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Long. More to their Purfes;

Mont. Which you fhall not lofe.

I Cred, Your Lordfhip.

Dub. That's another Creditor.

I Cred. Has Intereft in me.

Long. You have more of him.

I Cred. And I have had fo many Promifes

From thefe, and all your learned Counfellors,

How certainly your Caufe will profper i that—

—

Long. You brought no Serjeants with you ?

Dub. To attend his ill Succefs.

Mont. Good Sir, I will not be

Unthankful either to their Induftries

Or your Affedions.

I Law. All your Land, my Lord,

Is at the Bar now, give me but ten Crowns

V\\ fave you harmlefs.

Long. Take him at his word

;

If he does lofe, you're fav'd by Miracle,

For I never knew a Lawyer yet undone.

I Law. Then now you fhall, Sir, if this profpers not.

Long. Sir, I befeech you do not force your Voice

To fuch a Loudnefs, but be thrifty now

;

Preferve it till you come to plead at Bar,

It will be much more profitable in

The Satisfadlion, than the Promife.

I Law. Is not this a Satisfadlion to engage

Myfelf for this Aflurance, if he

Mont. No, Sir, my Ruin never fhall import

Another's Lofs, if not by Accident,

And that my Purpofe is not guilty of;

You're engaged in nothing but your care; [£*•. Law]
Attend the Procurator to the Court,

Obferve how things incline, and bring me word.

Long. I dare nor. Sir, if 1 be taken there.

Mine Ears will be in danger.

Mont. Why ? haft thou

Committed fomething that deferves thine Ears.^

Long. No, but I fear the Noife ; my Hearing will be
Perifhcd by the Noifc 3 *tis as good 'twanc

Aa 4 A
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A Member, as to lofe the Ufe—

—

Mont. The Ornament is excepted.

Long. Well, my Lord,
1*11 put 'em to the hazard. {Exit Long.

1 Cred. Your Defines be profperous to you.

2 Cred. Our bed Prayers wait

Upon your Fortune. [Exeunt Creditors.

Duh. For yourfelves, not him.

Mont. Thou canft not bl^me 'em ; I am in their Debts.
• Fer. But had your large Expence (a part whereof

You owe 'em) for unprofitable Silks

And Laces, been beftow'd among the Poor,

That would have prayed the right way for you :

Not upon you.

Mont For unprofitable Silks

And Laces ? Now believe me, honeft Boy,

Th' aft hit upon a Reprehenfion that belongs

Unto me.

Ver. By—my Lord,

I had not fo unmannerly a Thought,

To reprehend you.

Mont. Why I love thee for't.

Mine own Acknowledgment confirms thy Words

;

For once I do remember, coming from

The Mercer's, where my Purfc had fpent itfelf

On thofe unprofitable Toys thou fpeak'ft of,

A Man half naked with his Poverty

Did meet me, and requefted my Relief;

I wanted whence to give it, yet his Eyes
Spoke for him, thofe I could have fatisfied

With fome unfruitful Sorrow, (if my Tears

Would not have added rather to his Grief,

Than eas'd \x.) but the true Compaffion that

I fhould have given, I had not ; this began

To make me think how many fuch Men's Wants
The vain fuperfluous Coft I wore upon

My Outfide, would have cloth'd, and left myfelf

A Habit as becoming -, to increafe

This new Confideration, there came one

Clad in a Garment plain and thrifty, yet

As
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As decent as thefe fair dear Follies ; made

As if it were of purpofe to defpife

The Vanity of Ihew ; his Purfe had ftill

The Pow*r to do a charitable Deed,

And did it.

Bub. Yet your Inclination, Sir,

DcfcrvM no Icfs to be commended, than

His A6lion. Mont. Prithee do not flatter mc

;

He that intends well, yet deprives himfelf

Of Means to put his good Thoughts into Deed,

Deceives his purpofe of the due Reward
That Goodnefs merits ; Oh Antiquity,

Thy great Examples of Nobility

Are out of Imitation, or at leaft

So lamely follow 'd, that thou art as much
Before tliis Age in Virtue, as in Time.

Dub. Sir, it mufl needs be lamely followed, when
The chiefeft Men who love to follow k
Are for the moft part Cripples.

Mont. Who are they ?

Dub. Soldiers, my Lord, Soldiers.

Mont. 'Tis true, Duboys ;

But if the Law difables me no more
For noble Adions, than good Purpofes,

ril pradlife how to cxercife the Worth
Commended to us by our Anceftors

;

The poor neglefled Soldier (hall command
Me from a Lady's Courtfhip, and the form
Pll ftudy Ihall no more be taught mc by
The Tailor, but the Scholar ; that Expencc
Which hitherto has been to entertain

Th* intemperate Pride and Pleafure of the Taftc,

Shall fill my Table more to fatisfy.

And lefs to furfeit. What an honeft Work
It would be > when we find a Virgin in

Her Poverty and Youth inclining to

Be tempted, to imploy as much Perfuafion, and
As much Expence to keep her upright, as

Men ufe to do upon her falling. Dub. 'Tis Charity
That many Maids will be unthankful for.

And
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And fome will rather take it for a Wrong,
To buy 'em out of their Inheritance,

The Thing that they were born to.

Enter Longueville.

Mont. Longueville,

Thou bring'ft a chearful Promife in thy Face.

There (lands no pale Report upon thy Cheek,

To give me Fear or Knowledge of my Lofs,

'Tis red and lively. How proceeds my Suit ^

Lond. That's with leave. Sir,

A Labour, that to thofe of Hercules

May add another ; or (at leaft) be call'd

An Imitation of his burning Shirt

:

(3) For 'twas a Pain of that unmerciful

Perplexity, to fhoulder through the Throng
Of People, that attended your Succefs :

My fweaty Linen fixt upon my Skin,

Still as they pull'd me, took that with it ; 'twas

A fear I Ihould have left my Flefii among *em

;

Yet I was patient, for (methought) the Toil

Might be an Emblem of the difficult

And weary PafTage to get out of Law.
And to make up the dear Similitude,

When I was forth feeking of my Handkerchief

To wipe my Sweat off, I did find a Caufe

To make me fweat more, for my Purfc was loft

Among their Fingers.

Duh. There 'twas rather found.

Long. By them.

Duh. I mean fo.

Mont. Well, I will reftore

Thy damage to thee -, how proceeds my Suit ?

Long. Like one at Brokers -, I think forfeited.

Your promifing Counfel at the firft

Put ftrongly forward with 2. labour'd Speed,

(3) For ''tax.'as a Pain of that merciful

Perplexity,'} Both Senfe and Meafure coofirm the Nccefllty of
Tcftoring the Negative dropt from the Word mtrciful, Mr. Sympfon
joiD'd in the Correftion.

And
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And fuch a violence of Pleading, that

His Fee in Sugar-candy fcarce will make
His Throat a Satisfa£l:ion for the hurt

He did it, and he carried the whole Caufc

Before him, with fo clear a Paflage, that

The People in the favour of your fide

Cried Montague^ Montague ; in the fpire of him
That cried out Silence, and began to laugh

Your Adverfary*s Advocate to Scorn:

Who like a cunning Footman fet me forth

With fuch a temperate eafy kind of Courfe

To put him into exercife of Strength,

And followed his Advantages fo clofe.

That when your hot-mouth'd Pleader, thought h'had won.
Before he reach'd it, he was out of Breath,

And then the other ftript him.

Mont. So all's loft.

Long. But how I know not ; for (methought) I ftood

Confounded with the clamour of the Court,

Like one embarked upon a Storm at Sea,

Where the tempeftuous Noife of Thunder mixt
With roaring of the Billows, and the thick

Imperfed Language of the Seamen, takes

His Underftanding and his Safety both

Together fVom him.

Mont, Thou doft bring ill News.
Long. Of what I was unwilling to have been

The firft Reporter.

Mont. Didft obferve no more ^

Long, At leaft no better.

Mont. Then thou*rt not informed

So well as I am ; I can tell thee that

Will pleafe thee, for when all elfe left my Caufe,

My very Adverfaries took my Part.

Long. Whofoe'er told you that, abufcd you.

Mont. Credit me, he took my part

When all forfook me.
Long. Took it from you.

Mont. Yes I mean fo, and I think he had juftCaufc
To take it, when the Verdidt gave it him.

Duh
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Dub. His Spirit would ha* funk him, e*er he could

Have carried an ill Fortune of this weight

So lightly. Mont. Nothing is a Mifery,

Unlefs our weaknefs apprehend it fo i

We cannot be more faithful to ourfelves

In any thing that's manly, than to make
III Fortune as contemptible to us,

As it makes us to others.

Enter Lawyers.

Long. Here come they,

Whofe very Countenances will tell you how
Contemptible it is to others.

Mont. Sir.

Long. The Sir of Knighthood may be given him, e*er

They hear you now.

Mont. Good Sir, but a word.

Bub. How foon the lofs of Wealth makes any Man
Grow out of Knowledge.

Long. Let me fee, I pray, Sir,

Never flood you upon the Pillory .?

I Law. The Pillory ?

Long. Oh now I know you did not.

You've Ears, I thought ye had loft *em ; pray obferve.

Here's one that once was gracious in your Eyes.

I Law. (4) Oh, oh ! my Lord,—I have an Eye upon
him.

Long. But ha' you ne'er a Counfel to redeem

His Land yet from the Judgment ?

1 Law. None but this,

A Writ of Error to remove the Caufe;

Long. No more of Error, we have been in that

Too much already. 2 Law. If you will referve

(4) Ohy my Lord, have an Eye upon him, '\ What can this mean?
was the Lawyer advifing Montague u have an Eye upon his Servant
L»ngveville? It feems an Omiffion, for two Syllables are wanting to

the Verfe ; and the Oh being repeated which will well fuit the folemn

Contempt of the Lawyer's Countenance giving one, the other is abfo-

lutely rcquir'd by the Senfe. I read therefore

Ob, oh } my Lord-~I hwve an Eye upon him.

The
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i

The Judgment, youmuft truft to that delay.

Long. Delay ? Indeed he's like to truft to that.

With you has any dealing——
2 Law. E'er the Law proceeds to an Habere facial

Poffeffionem.

Mont. That is a Language, Sir, I underfland not.

Long. Thou art a ftrange unthankful Fellow, to

Have taken Fees of fuch a liberal Meafure,

And then to give a Man hard Words for*s Mony.
I Law. If Men will hazard their Salvations,

What fhould I fay ; I've other Bufincfs.

Mont. You arc in the right

;

That's it you (hould fay, now
Profperity has left me.

Enter two Creditors.

I Cred. Have an Eye upon him ; if

We lofe him now, he's gone for ever -, ftay

And dog him : I'll go fetch the Officers.

Long. Dog him, you Blood-hound j by this point thou

(halt

More fafely dog an angry Lion, than

Attempt him. M?«/. What's the matter ?

Long. Do but ftir

To fetch a Serjeant, and befides your loft

Of labour, I will have you beaten, till

Thofc Cafements in your Faces be falfe Lights.

Buh. Falfer than thofe you fell by.

Mont. Who gave you
Commifllon to abufe my Friends thus. Long. Sir,

Are thofe your Friends that would betray you ? Mont. 'Tis

To fave themfelves, rather than betray me.

1 Cred. Your Lordfhip makes a juft Conftrudion of it.

2 Cred. All our Defirc is but to get our own.
Long. Your Wives Defires and yours do differ then.

Mont. So far as my Ability will go.

You Ihall have Satisfadipn, Longueville,

Long. And leave yourfclf negled:ed \ every Man
is firft a Debtor to his own Demands, being honeft.

Mont. As 1 uke it. Sir,

I
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I did not entertain you for my CounfelJor.

Long. CounfePs the Office of a Servant, when
The Mafter falls upon a danger ; as

Pefence is ; never threaten with your Eyes,

They are no Cockatrices ; do you hear ?

Talk with the Girdler, or the Mill'ner,

He can inform you of a kind of Men
That firft undid the Profit of thofe Trades

By bringing up the form of carrying

Their Morglays in their Heads ; with fome of thofe

A Man may make himfelf a Privilege

To ask a Queftion at the Prifon Gates,

Without your good Permiffion.

2 Cred. By your leave.

Mont, Stay, Sir, what one Example fince the time

That firft you put your Hat ofl^ to me, have

You noted in me to encourage you

To this Prefumption ? By the juftice now
Of thine own Rule, I fhall begin with thee,

I Ihould turn thee away ungratified

For all thy former KindnefTes, forget

Thou ever didft me any Service. *Tis not Fear

Of being Arretted, makes me thus incline

To fatisfy you ; for you fee by him,

I loft not all Defences with my State

;

The Curfes of a Man to whom I am
Beholding, terrify me more, than all

The Violence he can purfue me with.

Duboys^ I did prepare me for the worft ;

Thefe two fmall Cabinets do comprehend

The fum of all the Wealth that it hath pleafed

Adverfity to leave me, one as rich

As th* other, both in Jewels ; take thou this.

And as the Order put within it fhall

Dire6l thee, diftribute it half between

Thofe Creditors, and th* other half among
My Servants ; for. Sir, they are my Creditors

As well as you are, they have trufted me
"With their Advancement ; if the Value fail

To pleafe you all, my firft incr^afe of means

Shall
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Shall offer you a fuller Payment ; be content

To leave me fomething, and imagine that

Ye put a new Beginner into Credit.

Cred. So profper our own Bleflings, as we wifli

You to your merit. Mont. Are your filences

Of Difcontent, or Sorrow ? Buh. Sir, we would

Not leave you. Long. Do but fuffer us

To follow you, and what our prel'ent means

Or induftries hereafter can provide.

Shall ferve you.

Mont. Oh defire me not to live

To fuch a bafenefs, as to be maintain'd

By thofc that ferve me \ pray begone, I will

Defend your Honefties to any Man,
That fhall report you have forfaken me

;

I pray begone. [Exeurii Servants and Creditors,

"Why doft thou weep, my Boy .?

Becaufc I do not bid thee go too?

Ver. No,
I weep, my Lord, becaufe I would not go,

I fear you will command me.

Mont. No, my Child,

I will not ; that would difcommend th' Intent

Of all my other Aflions, thou art yet

Unable to advifethyfelf a Courfe,

Should I put thee to feek it j after that

I muft excufe, or at the leafl (5) forgive

Any uncharitable Deed that can

Be done againft myfelf.

Ver. Every Day, my Lord,
I tarry with you, 1*11 account a Day
Of Blefling to me ; for at lead I fhall

Have fo much lefs time left me of my Life

When I am from you ; and if Mifery

Bcfal you (which I hope fo good a Man
Was never born to) I will take my part,

(5) forgime
Any charitable Dad— ] Both Senfe and Meafure require us to

read uncharitable ; the latter was much neglcfted in former Editions
thro' fcircral Parts of this 3c«oe.

«-

/
And
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And make my WilHngnefs increafe my Strength

To bear it. In the Winter I will fpare

Mine own Cloaths from myfelf to cover you 5

And in the Summef carry fome of yours

To eafe you : 1*11 do any thing [ can.

Mont. Why, thou art able to make Mifery

Afham'd of hurting, when thy Weaknefs can

Both bear it, and defpife it : Come my Boy,

I will provide fome better way for thee

Than this thou fpeak'ft of; 'tis thy Comfort that

III Fortune has undone me into th* Falhion

:

For now in this Age moft Men do begin

To keep but one,Boy, that kept many Men. [^Exeunt*

JE»/fr Orleans, a Servant^ his Lady following,

Orl, Where is fhe? Call her.

Lady. I attend you. Sir.

Orl. Your Friend, fweet Madam—
Lady. What Friend, good my Lord ?

Orl. Your Montague^ Madam, he v^^ll fliortly want
Thole courtly Graces that you love him for

;

The Means wherewith he purchased this, and this.

And all his own Provifions to the leaft

Proportion of his feeding, or his Cloaths,

Came out of that inheritance of Land
Which he unjuftly liv*d on ; but the Law
Has given me Right in't, and Pofleffion j now
Thou fhait perceive his Bravery vanifh, as

This Jewel does from thee now, and thefe Pearls

To him that owes 'em.

Lady, Ye are the Owner, Sir,

Of every thing that does belong to me.
Orl. No, not of him, fweet Lady.
Lady. O good Heav'n

!

Orl. But in a while your Mind will change, and be
As ready to difclaim him -, when his Wants
And Mifcries have perifh'd his good Face,

And taken off the Sweetnefs that has made
Him pleafing in a Woman's Underftanding.

Lady. O Heav'n^ how gracious had Creation been

To
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To Women, who are born without Defence,

If to our Hearts there had been Doors, through which
Our Husbands might have look'd into our Thougnts,
And made themfelves undoubtful.

Orl Made *em mad.
Lady. With honeft Women.
Orl. Thou doft ftiJl pretend

A Title to that Virtue, prithee let

Thy Honefty fpeak freely to me now.

Thou know*ft that Montague^ He of whofe Land
I am the Maftcr, did aftcd thee firft,

And fliould have had thee, if the ftrength of Friends

Had not prevaii'd above thine own confent.

I have undone him -, tell me how thou doft

Confider his ill Fortune and my good.

L.idy. I'll tell you juftly, his undoing is

An Argument for Pity and for Tears,

In all their Difpofitions that have known
The honour and the goodnefs of his Life :

Yet that addition of Profperity,

Which you have got by't, n-o indifferent Man
Will malice or repine at, if the Law
Be not abus'd in't ; howfoever fince

You have the upper Fortune of him, 'twill

Be fome difhonour t' you to bear yourfelf

With any Pride or Glory over him.

Orl. This may be truly fpoken, but in thee

It is not honeft.

Lady. Yes, fo honeft, diat

I care not if the chafte Penelope

Were now alive to hear me.

Enter Amiens.

Orl. Who comes there ^

Lady. My Brother.

Atni. Save ye.

Orl. Now, Sir, you've heard of ^xofytrom Montague,

Ami. No, Sir, I *ve heard oi' Montague, but of your
Profperity. Oil. Is he diftraded .^

Ami. He docs bear his lofs

Vol. X. • Bb With
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With fuch a noble ftrength of Patience, that

Had Fortune Eyes to fee him, fhe would weep

For having hurt him, and pretending that

She did it but for Trial of his Worth,

Hereafter ever love him.

Orl. I perceive

You love him, and becaufe, I muft confefs.

He does deferve it, though for fome refpe£ls,

I have not given him that Acknowledgment,

Yet in mine Honour I did ftill conclude

To ufe him nobly, jimi. Sir, that will become

Your Reputation, and make me grow proud

Of your Alliance. Orl. I did referve

The doing of this Friendfhip till I had

His Fortunes at my Mercy, that the World
May tell him 'tis a willing Courtefie.

Lady. This change will make me happy.

Orl. 'Tis a change ;

Thou fhalt behold it ; then obferve me. When
That Montague had Poffcflion of my Land,

I was his Rival, and at laft obtain'd

This Lady, who, by promife of her own
Affedion to h^m, (hould ha* been his Wife ;

I had her, and withheld her like a Pawn,
Till now my Land is rendred to me again.

And fince it is fo, you fhall fee I have

The Ccnfcience not to keep her—give him her

—

[Draws.
For by the faithful temper ofmy Sword,
She fhall not tarry with me.

Atni, Give me way——— [Draws,
Thou moft unworthy Man give me way j

Or by the Wrong he does the Innocent,
1*11 end thy Mifery and his Wickednefs,
Together.

Lady. Stay, and let me juflifie

My Husband in that, I have wrong'd his Bed.

[Exeunt Ami. and Orl.

Enter Orleans m ^mazement^ the Servants following him.

Never—all Shames that can afflid me fall

Upon
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Upon mi?, if I ever wrong'd you.

0/7. DiJft

Thou not confefs it ?

Lidy. *rwas to fave your Blood

From thedding, that has turn*d my Brother's edge

;

He that beholds our I houghts as plainly as

Our Faces, knows it, I did never hurt

My Hontlly, but by accufing it.

OH. Womens Confcnts are fooner credited

Thai rheir Denials; and Pll never truft

Her Body, that prefers any Defence

Before the Safety of her Honour Here

Enter Servant,

Shew forth that Stranger—give me not a Word,
Thou fccll a danger ready to be tempted.

Lady. Caft that upon me rather than my fliame.

And as 1 am now dying, I will vow-*—

—

That I am honeft.

OrL Put her out of Doors

;

But that I fear my Land may go again

To Montague^ I would kill thee, I am loth^

(6) To make a Beggar of him that way ; or elfc—

•

Go^ now you have the Liberty of Flclh,

And you may put it to a double ufe.

One for your Pieafure, th* other to maintain

Your well beloved, he will want. \Evnt Lady,

In fuch a charitable Excrcife

The Virtue will excufe you for the Vice. [Exit Orleans.

Enter Amiens ^r<2W«, Montague ^«<i Veramor meeting,,

Mont. What means your Lordlhip ?

Ver. For the love of Heav*n

Ami. Thou haft Advantage of me, caft away
This Buckler.

Mont. So he is, Sir, for he lives

(6) To make a Beggar ofhim that <way—] ;. e. By forfeiting my
Ufe aiiU ElUte to tliw King, give Montague an Opportunity of begging

it from him. If this is not the Poets Meaning, it is dank to me.

B-ba With
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With one that is undone Avoid us, Boy.

Ver. I'll firft avoid my Safety,

Your Rapier fhall be button*d with my Head,

Before it touch my Mafter.

Ami. Montague?

Mont. Sir.

jimi. You know my Sifter?

Mont. Yes, Sir.

Ami. For a Whore ?

Mont. You lye, and fhall lie lower if you dare

Abufe her Honour.

E?7ter Lady.

Lady. I am honeft.

Jimi. Honeft!

Lady. Upon my Faith I am.

Ami. What did then

Perfuade thee to condemn thyfelf ?

Lady. Your Safety.

Ami. I had rather be expos'd

To Danger, than Difhonour ; th'aft betray*d

The Reputation of my Family

More bafely^by the Falfenefs of that Word,
Than if thou hadft deiiver'd me afleep

Into the Hands of bafeft Enemies.

Relief will never make thee fenfible

Of- thy Difgracesi let thy Wants compel thee to it.

[^Exit,

Lady. O Tm a miferable Woman.
Mont. Why, Madam?

Are yo' utterly without means to relieve you?
Lady. I've nothing, Sir, unlefs by changing of

Thefc Cloaths for worfe, and then at laft the worfi:

For Nakednefs.

Mo'nt. Stand off. Boy—Nakednefs
"Would be a CJiange to pleafe us. Madam, to

Delight us both.

Lady. W^hat Nakednefs, Sir ?

Mont. Why, the Nakednefs
Of Body, Madam, we were Lovers once.

Lady.
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Lady. Never diflioneft Lovers.

Mont. Honefty
Has no Allowance now to give ourfclves.

Lady. Nor you Allowance againft Honefty. .^

Adont. V\\ fend my Boy hence : Opportunity

Shall be our Servant, come and meet me firft

With Kifles like a Stranger at the Door,

And then invite me nearer to receive

A more Familiar inward Welcome ; where,

Jnftead of Tapers made of Virgin-Wax,
Th' increafing Flames of our Defires fhall light

Us to a Banquet j and before the Tafte

Be dull with Satisfadion, I'll prepare

A Nouiifliment compos'd of every thing

That bears a natural Friendfhip to the Blood,

And that fhall fet another Edge upon't,
,

Or elfe between the Courfes of the Feaft

We'll dally out an exercife of time,

That ever as one appetite expires

Another may fucceed it. Lady. O my Lord,

How has your Nature loft her Worthinefs?

When our Affedlions had their Liberty,

Our Kifles met as temperately as

The Hands of Sifters or of Brothers, (7) tho*

Our Bloods were then as moving; then you were

So noble, that I durft have trufted your

Embraces in an Opportunity

Silent enough to ferve a Raviftier,

And yet come from you undiflionourM—how
•You think me altered, that you prom ife your

Attempt Succefs, I know not; but were all

(8) The fweet Temptations that deceive us fet

On this fide, and on that fide all the Tortures, Thefe

(7) ^— * that

Our Bloods lucre then as moving ; ] This fcems very dark.

To fling Liglit upon it, I believe we fhould read tho" for that, and
interprer, Tho' our Bloods were then from our being in Youth and

Profperity more ilirring than they ought to be now.

(8) The piveet Temptations that deceive us fet

On this fide, and on thatfide all the Waiters,] What is Waiters

in contrail to feniptr.'.'on", it cannot mean merely Servants to help

B b 3
him
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Thefe neither fnould perfuade me, nor thofe force.

Mont. Then Milery may wade your Body.
Zjidy. Yes,

But Luft (hall never.

Mont. 1 have found you ftill

As uncorrupted as 1 left you ftrft.

Continue fo •, and I will ferve you with

As much Devotion as my Word, my Hand
Or Purfe can fhow you •, and to juftify

That x^romile, here is half the Wealth I have,

Take it, you owe me nothing, till you fall

From Virtue, which the better to prote<3:

I have bethought me of a prefent Means

;

Give me the Letter ; this commends my Boy
Into the Service of a Lady, whofe
Free Goodnefs you have been acquainted with,

Lamira.

Lady. Sir, I know her.

Mont Then believe

Her Lnterrainment will be noble to you.

My Boy fhali bring you thither; and relate

Your manner of Misfortune, if your own
Report needs any Witncfs 5 fo I kifs

Your Hand, good Lady.

Lady. Sir, 1 know not how
To promife, but I cannot be unthankful.

Mont. All that you can implore in Thankfulnefs

Be yours, to make you the more profperous.

Farewel, my Boy, 1 am not yet opprefs'd.

Having the Power to help one diftrcfs'd. \Ei(tunt,

him to force her ; that is too poor an Expreffion to be admitted. 'Tis

moll probably corrupt, tho' I cannot find a Word near the Trace of

the Letters to fupply its place. Several Words occur, as Torturts,

'terrorSy Racks^ ——or all thatflight us. I prefer the firll.

1

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE I.

Enter Longaville and Duboys.

Lotig.'\T r H AT ftiall we do now ? Swords are out ofufc,W And Words are out of Credit.

"Duh. We muft ferve.

Long. The means to get a Service will firft ipend

Our Purfes ; and except we can allow

Ourfeives an Entertainment, Service will

Negle£fc us ; now 'tis grown into a doubc

Whether the Mafter or the Servants give

The Countenance.

Buh. Then fall in with Miftreflcs.

Long. They keep more Servants now (indeed) than M€n>
But yet the Age is grown fo populous

Of thofe Attendants, that the Women arc

Grown full too.

Duh, What (hall we propound ourfeives?

Long. 1*11 think on't.

Buh. Do;
Old Occupations ha* too many fetters up
To profper, fome uncommon Trade would thrive now.

Long. We'll cv*n make up
Some half a dozen proper Men, and fliould

Not we get more than all your female Sinners ?

Bub. If th' Houle be feated, as it fhould be, privately.

Long. Ay, but that would make a multitude of Witches,

Buh. Witches? how prithee?

Jj)ng. Thus,

The Bauds would turn all Witches to revenge

Themfelves upon us, and the Women that

Come to us, for Difguifes muft wear Beards,

And that's, they fay, a Token of a Witch.

Buh, W hat fhall we then do ?

Long. We muft ftudy on*t

With more Confideration \ ftay Buhoyjy

Are not the Lord of Orlenns and the Lord
Of Amiens Enemies ?

B b 4 Buh,
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Dub. Yes, what of that ?

Long. Methinks the Faftions of two fuch great.Men
Should give a Promife of Advancement now,
To us that want it.

Dub Let the Plot be thine.

And in the Enterprife I'll fecond thee.

Long I have it , we will firft fet down ourfelves

The Method of a Quarrel, and make choice

Ot fome frcquc^nted Tavern, or fuch a Place

Of common Notice, to perform it in

By way of Undertaking, to maintain

The ieverai Honours of thole Enemies.

Thou for the Lord of Orleans *, I for Amiens.

Dub. I like the Projed, and I think *twill take

The betrer, fince their Difference firft did rife

From his Occafion, whom we followed once.

Long We cannot hope lefs, after the Report,

Than Entertainment or Gratuity,

Yet thofe are Ends, I do not aim at mofl:

;

Great Spirits that are needy, and will thrive,

iV'iuft labour whiles fuch Troubles are alive. [Exeunt,

Enter Laverdine and La-poop.

Lap. Slander is (harper than the Sword.

I've fed thefe three Days upon Leaf-Tobacco,

For want of other Viftuals.

Lav. You have liv'd

The honefter, Caprain ; but be not fo dejefted.

Hold up thy Head, and Meat will looner tali

Into thy Mouth.

La-p. I care not fo much for Meat,

So I had but good Liquor, for the which

My Guts croak like fo many Frogs for Rain.

Lav. It feems you are troubled wi* th' Wind-colick,

Captain,

Swallow a Bullet -, *tis a prefent Remedy,
I will afTure you.

La-p. A Bullet } I'll tell you, Sir.

My Paunch is nothing but a Pile of Bullets ;

When I was i' any Service I flood between

My
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My General and the Shot, like a Mud wall ; ;

.

I am all Lead, from th* Crown of the Head to the

Soal of the Foot, not a found Bone about me.

Lav, It feems you've been in terrible hot Service,

Captain.

La--p. It has ever been the Fate of the Low-Country
"Wars to fpoil many a Man, 1 ha' not been

The fir ft nor (hall be laft; but I'll tel< you, Sir,

(Hunger has brought it into Mind) 1 ferv*d once at

The Siege of Brefty 'tis memorable to

This Day, where we were in great Diftrefs

For Viduals, whole Troops fainted more for want
Of Food than Blood, and died, yet we were rcfolved

To ftand it out ; I mylelf was but then

Gentleman of a Company, and had as much need

As any Man, and indeed I'd perifh'd had not

A moft miraculous Providence prefcrv'd me.
Lav. As how, good Captain ?

La-p. Marry, Sir, (fen as I was fainting

And falling dpwn for want of Suftenance,

The Enemy made a Shot at me, and ftruck mc
Full in the Paunch wi' a Penny-Loaf

Lav. Inflead of a Bullet!

La-p. Inftead of a Bullet.

Lav. That was miraculous indeed-, and that Loaf
Suftain'd you?

La-p. Nourifh'd me, or I had famiflied

Wi' th' reft.

Lav. You have done worthy A6ls being a Soldier,

And now y' fliall give me leave to requite your Tale,
And to acquaint you with the moft notorious

Deeds that I've done being a Courtier.

I proteft. Captain, I will lye no more .:!

Than you have done.

La-p. I can indurc no Lies.

Lav. I know you cannot. Captain, therefore

I will only tell you of ftrange things ; I did once
A deed of Charity for itfelf ; I aftifted

A poor Widow in a Suit, and obtain'd it, yet

I



394 ^^ Honejl Maris Fortune^

I proteft I took not a Penny for my Labour.

La-f. Tis no fuch ftrange thing.

hav. By Mars^ Captain, but it is.

And a very ftrange thing too in a Courtier,

*T may take the Upper-hand of your Penny-loaf

For a Miracle. 1 could ha' told you how many
.Ladies have langui(h*d for my Love, and how I

Was once foUicited by the Mother, Daughter,

And Grandmother ; out of the leaft of which

I might have digg*d myfelf a Fortune 5 they

Were all great Ladies, for two of them were

So big I could hardly embrace them;

But I was fluggifh in my rifing Courfes,

And therefore let them pafs j what means I had

Is fpent on fuch as had the Wit to cheat me ;

That Wealth being gone, I've only bought Experience

With it, with a ftrong hope too to cheat others.

But, fee here comes the much declined Montague,

Who*d all the Manor-houfes, which were th' Body
Of his Eftate, o*erthrown by a great Wind.

Enter Montague and Mallicorn.

La-p. How,
By a great Wind ? was he not overthrown

By Law ?

Lav. Yes, marry was he ; but there was

Terrible puffing and blowing before he was

O'erthrown ; if you obferv'd, and believe it. Captain,

There is no Wind fo dangerous to a Building

As Lawyer's Breath.

La-p. What's he with him .?

Lav. An eniment Citizen, Mon(\tuv MaUtcorni

Let's ftand afide and liften their Dcfign.

Mai. Sir, Profit is the Crown of Labour, it is

The Life, the Soul of the induftrious Merchant,

In it he makes his Paradife, and for't negleds

Wife, Children, Friends, Parents, nay all the World,

Delivers himfelf to th' Violence of Storms,

And to be toiled into unknown Airs -,

As
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As there*s no Faculty fo perilous^

(9) So there is none fo worthy as the Profitable.

Mont. Sir, I am very well pofleft of it.

And what of my poor Fortune yet remains,

I'd gladly hazard it upon the Sea ;

It cannot deal worfe with me than the Land,
Though*! fink or throw it in the Hands of Firates.

I've yet five hundred Pounds left, and your Honefly

And worthy Acquaintance may make me a young Mer-
chant ;

Th* one Moiety of what I have I'd gladly adventure.

Mai. Adventure? You fhall hazard nothing, you
Shall only join with me in certain Commodities
That*re fa^e arriv'd unto the Key ; you ihall

Neither be in doubt of Danger nor of Damage i

But fo much Money disburft, fo much receive ^

Sir, I would have you conceive I purfue it not

For any good your Money will do me,
But meerJy out of mine own Frecnefs 'ndCourtefy

To pleafure you.

Mont. I can believe no lefs,

And you exprefs a noble Nature, feeking

To build up a Man fo ruin'd as myfelf.

"Lav. Captain here's Subjc<5t f'r us to workupdn.
If we have Wit; you hear that there is Money
Yet left, and it is going to be laid out

In Rattles, Bells, Hobby-Horfcs, brown Paper, or

Some fuch like fale Commodities ; now it would

Do better in our Purfes, on our Backs

In good Gold-lace, and Scarlet, and then we might
Purfue our Projects, and our Devices tow'rds

(9) 5o there is none fo luorthy projitabh .'\ I. e. Profit Is the moA
woiihily profitable of any Faculty. This is little more than to fay.

Profit is Profit. Eat the Abfurdity is not chargeable upon the U.igi-

nal. Almoft tliC whole Aft has been hitherto printed as Profe, and
where the Meafure is notealily reJlor'd, there the Senfe too is frequently

deficient ; and where both fail together, there is the /ullcll Proof of a

Corruption. Both in this Place are very eafily amended by adding or

rather relloring two Pzrticles

:

As there''s no Faculty fo perilous

^

So there is none fa tAiorthy as the Profitable.

My
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My Lady Annahella ; go to, there is

A Conceit newly landed ; hark, I ftand in

Good Reputation with him, and therefore may
The better cheat him : Captain, take a few
Inftruflions from me.

Moni. What Money I have's at your Difpofing, and
At twelve, I'll meet you at the Palace with it.

Mai. I'll there exped: you, and fo take my Leave.

lExit.

Lav. You apprehend me.^

La-p. Why, d* y' think I'm a Dunce .^

Lav. Not a Dunce, Captain, but you might give me
Leave

T' mifdoubt that Pregnancy in a Soldier, which

Is proper and hereditary to

A Courtier ; but profecute it, I will both fecond, and

Give credit to it. Good Monfieur MontaguCy

I would your whole Revenues lay within

The Circuit of mine Arms, that I might as eafily

Beftovv, 'r reftore it unto you as my Curtefy.

La-p. My zealous Wifhes, Sir, do accompany his

For your good Fortunes.

Lav. Believe it, Sir, our Affection towards you

(lo) Is a ftrong Bond of Friendfhip.

Mont. To which I fhall

Mod willingly feal. But believe me, Gentlemen,

In a broken Eftate the Bond of Friendihip oft

Is forfeited, but that it is your free

And moft ingenuous Nature to renew it.

Lav. Sir, I will amply extend myfelf t' your Ufe,

And 'm very zealoufly afflided as

Not one of your leaft Friends f*r your crooked Fatej

But let it not feife you with any Dejedlion,

You have 's I hear a fufficient Competency left,

Which well difpos'd may ereft you as high

In th* World's Account as ever.

Mont. I can't live to hope it,

(lo) Is a ftrong Band of FrienMip.l The Context evidently fliews

that we ihould read Bond for Band.

Much
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Much lefs enjoy ir, nor is it any part

Of my Endeavours, my Study is to render

Ev'ry Man his own, and to contain myfelt

Within the Limits of a Gentleman.

Lav. I have the Grant of an Office given me by

Some noble Favourites of mine in Court

;

There (lands but a fmall matter between me
And it, if your Ability be fuch

To lay down th' prcfent Sum, out of the love

I bear you, before any other Man,
It fhall be confirm'd yours.

Mont. I've heard you often fpeak of fuch a thing-,

If't be aflfur'd to you I'll gladly deal in it:

That Portion I have, I would not hazard

Upon one Courfe, for I fee the mod certain

Is Uncertain.

La-p. Having Money, Sir, you could not

Light upon Men that could give better Dircftion ;

There's at this Time a Friend of mine upon
The Seas, to be plain with you, he is a Pirate,

That hath wrote to m.e to work his Freedom, 'nd by
This Gentleman's means, whofe Acquaintance is not fmall

At Court, we have the Word of a worthy Man for't;

Only there is fome Money to be fuddenly

Disburs'd, and if your Happinefs be fuch

To make it up you'll receive treble Gain by't.

And good Afiurance for it.

Mont. Gentlemen,

Out of the Wcaknefs of my Eftate you feem

To have fome Knowledge of my Bread that wou'd,

If poflible, advance my declin'd Fortunes,

To fatisfy all Men of whom I have

Had Credit, and I know no better way
Than thefe which you propofe -, I have fome Money
Ready at my Command, fome part of it is

Already promis'd, but the Remainder is

Yours to fuch Ufes as you have propounded.

Lav. Appoint fome certain Place of meeting then.

For thefe Affairs require Expedition.

Mont, I'll make'c mv prelent Bufinefsj at twelve I am
T*
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T* meet Mallicomey the Merchant, at the Palace,

You know him, Sir, *bout fome Negotiatioa

Of the fame Nature, there I will be ready

To tender you that Money, upon fuch

Conditions as we fhall conclude of. Lav. The Care

Of it be yours, fo much as the Affair

Concerns you.

Mont. Your Caution is effeflual, and till then

I take my Leave.

Lav, Good Mr. Montague. [Exit.

[^fVithin a Clamour^ down with their Weapom.

"Enter LongueviJIe and Dubois, their Swords drawn.

Servants and others between them.

Ser. Nay, Gentlemen, what mean you ? Pray be quiet,

have

Refped unto the Houfe.

Long. A treacherous Slave.

£>iib. Thou doft revile thyfelfj

Bafe Longuevilk.

Long. 1 fay thou art a Villain

And a corrupt one, that haft fome leven Years

Fed on thy Mafter*s Trencher, yet ne*er brcd*ft

Good Blood towards him, for if thou hadll, thou'dft have

A founder Heart.

Bub. So, Sir, you can ufc your Tongue fomething

nimbler than

Your Sword.

Long. Wou*d you cou'd ufe your Tongue
Well of your Maftcr, Friend, you might have better

Imployment for your Swcrd.
Duh. I fay again.

And I will fpeak it loud and often ; that Orleans is

A noble Gentleman, with whom yimiens is

Too light to poife the Scale.

Long. He is the weaker

For taking of a Praife out of thy Mouth.
Dub. This Hand fhall feal his Merit at thy H.art.

Lav. Part them, my Mafters^ part them.

Ser. Part them. Sir,

Why
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Why do you not part them ? you (land by wi' your Sword

In your Hand, and cry part 'em.

Lav. Why you muil: know, Friend,

My Cloches arc better than yours, and in a good Suit

I do ne*er ufe to part any Body.

La-p. And't is Difcretion:

Lav. Ay, marry is it. Captain.

Long. Dubois^ though this

Place privilege thee, know where next we meet.

The Blood which at thy Heart flows drops at thy Feet.

lExit.

Enter Amiens in hajle, bis S^ord drawn.

Dub. I would not fpend it better than in this Quarrel,

And on fuch a Hazard.

Jmi. What Uproar's this, muft my Name here be

queftion'd

In Tavern-brawls, and by affc£led Ruffians ^

Lav. Not we indeed. Sir.

Duh. Fear cannot make me fhrink out of your Fury,

Though you were greater than your Name doth make you,

1 am one, and the Oppofer i if your fwoln Rage
Have ought in Malice to inforce, exprefs it.

Jmi. 1 fcek thee not, nor (halt thou ever gain

That credit, which a Blow from me wou'd give thee:

By my— 1 more deteft that Fellow

Which took my part than thee, that he durft offer

To take my Honour in his feeble Arms,
And fpend it in a drinking Room -, which way went he?

Lav. That way. Sir, I would you wou'd after ; for

I do fear we (hall have fome more fcuffling.

Jmi. rjl follow him, and if my Speed overtake him,

I Ihall ill thank him for his Forwardnefs. \^Exif.

Lav. I'm glad he's gone, for I don*t love to fee

A Sword drawn in the Hand of a Man that looks

So furious, there's no jefting with edge Tools j

How fay you. Captain ?

Cap. 1 fay 'tis better jefting

Than to be in earned with them.

Eftier
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Enter Orleans.

Orl. How now ? what is the Difference ? They fay there

nave been

Swords drawn, and in my Quarrel ; let me know
That Man, whofe Love is lofincere to fpend

Hi- Blood for my fake, 1 will bounteoufly

Requite him.

Lav. We were all of your fide.

But there he ftands begun it.

Orl. What's thy Name?
Dub. Dubois?

Orl. Give me thy Hand, haft receiv'd no hurt?

Dub. Not any, nor were this Body ftuck full of Wounds,
I fhould not count them Hurts, being taken in

So honourable a Caufe as the Defence

Of my moil: worthy Lord.

Orl. The Dedication of thy Love to me
Requires my ample Bounty, thou art mine.

For 1 do find thee made unco my Purpofcs:

Monfieur Laverdine^ pardon my Negledt

I not obferved you, and how runs Rumour?
Lav. Why,

It runs, my Lord, like a Footman without a Cloak,

(ii) To fhow that what's once rumour'd can't be hid.

Orl. And what fay th' Rabble, am not I the Subjcd of
Their Talk ?

Lav. Troth, my Lord, the common Mouth
Speaks foul Words.

Orl. Of me, for turning away my Wife, do they not?

Lav. Faith the Men do a little murmur at it, and fay,

'Tis an ill Prefident in fo great a Man

;

Marry, the Women rail outright.

Orl. Out upon them,

(ii) Tajhoiu that njohat''s once rumoitr'd it cannot he hid"] Several

Pages togecher here have been hitherto printed as Proie ; even Longue-

tville'h Speech at his Exit, which ends in Rhyme. Here the Reader
will lee that what contributed to fpoil the Meafure, hurt the Senfe alfo,

and both are reftor'd together,

Tojhoi.v that 'what^s snce rumour'd can't he hid.

Rampallions,
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Rampallions, I will keep myfeif fafe enough

Out of their Fingers i but what fay my pretty

Jolly compos'd Gallants, that cenfure every thing

More dcfperate than it is dangerous j what fay thty ?

Lav. Marry, they're laying Wagers, what Death youMi

die?

One offers to lay five hundred Pounds ; and yet

H' had but a Groat about him, and that was in two

Two-pcnces too, to any Man that wou*d

Make't up a Shilling, that you were kill'd with a Piftol

Charg*d with white Powder ; another offer'd to pawn his

Soul for five Shillings, and yet no Body wou'd take him.

That you were ftabbM to Death, and fhou'd die. with

More Wounds than Cafar did.

Orl. And who fhou'd be

The Butchers that fhou'd do it ? Montague
And his Affociates?

Lav. So it is conjedur'd.

La-p. And believe it, fweet Prince, it is to be

Feared, and therefore to be prevented.

Orl. By
Turning his purpofe on himfclf, were not that

The way ?

Lav. The moft direfl Path for your Safety.

For where doth Danger fit more furious

Than in a defperate Man i*

Lap. And being you have

Dcclin'd his Means, you have increased his Malice.

Lav. Befides the general Report that fleams

In each Man's Breath, ffains you all o'er with Infamy,

That Time, the great Devourer of all things.

Cannot eat out.

La-p. Ay, for the former Familiarity

Which he had with your Lady.

Lav. Men fpeak't as boldly as Words of Compliment \

Good Morrow, or good Ev'n, or fave you. Sir,

Are not more ufual ; if the Word Cuckold had been

Written on your Forehead in great Capital Letters,

It couldn't 've been dilated with more Confidence.

Vol. X. Cc Orl
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OrL He fhall not fleep another Night, I'll have his

Blood,

Though't be requir*d at my Hands again.

Lav. Your Lordfhip may, and without hazarding

Your Perlon ; here's a Gentleman in whole Looks
I fee a Relolution to perform it.

Dub. Let's Lordfhip give me but his honourable

Word for

My Life, I'll kill him as he walks.

Lav. Or riftol him

As h' fits at Meat.

La-p. Or at Game.
Lav. Or as he's drinking.

Dub. Any way.

Orl. Wou't thou ?

Call what is mine thine own, thy Reputation fhall not

Be brought in Qu fHon for'r, much iefs thy Life j

Jt fhall be nam'd a Deed of Valour in thee,

Not Murder: Fare-thee-well. [Exit,

Dub. 1 need no more
Encouragement, it is a Work I will

Perfuade myfelf that I was born to.

Lav. And
You may perfuade yourfelf too that you fhall

Be fiv'd by it, feeing't is for his honourable Lordfhip.

Dub. But you muft yield me means, how, when and where.

Lav. That fhall be our Tasks ; nay more, we will

Be Agents with thee: This Hour we are to meet him,

On the Receipt of certain Monies, which

Indeed we purpofe honeftly to cheat him of.

And that's the main Caufe 1 wou'd have him flain

;

Who works with Safety makes a double Gain. [Exeunt,

Enter Longueville, Amiens following him.

Ami Stay, Sir, I've took fome pains to overtake you.
——Your Name is Longueville.

Long. I have the Word
Of many honeft Men for't.-^ 1 crave your Lordfhip's

Pardon,

Your
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Vour fudden Apprehenfion on my Steps

Made me to frame an Anfwer unwitting and

Unworthy your Refpedl.

ylmi. D' you know me ?

Long. Yes, my Lord.

j^mi. I know not you ; nor am well pleas'd to make
This time, as the Affair now ftands, the Indud:ion

Of your Acquaintance ;
you*re a fighting Fellow.

Long. How, my Lord ?

j^7?ii. I think I too much grace you

;

Rather you are a Fellow dares not fight.

But fpit and puff and make a Noife, the whilft

Your trembling Hand draws out your Sword, to lay it

On Andirons, Stools, or Tables, rather than on

A Man.
Long. Your Honour may bed fpcak this ; yet- •

With little Safety, if I thought it ferious.

jimi. Come, you're a very Braggart, and you have

Given me caufe to tell you fo; what Weaknefs
Have you e*er feen in me to prompt yourfelf.

That I could need your help ; or what other Reafon

Could induce you to it? You ne*er yet had

A Meal's Meat from my Table, as I remember,

Nor from my Wardrobe any caft Suit.

Long. 'Tis true,

I ne'er durli yet have fuch a fervile Spirit,

To be the Minion of a full-fwoln Lordi
But always did deteft fuch Slavery :

A Meal's Meat, or a caft Suit ? I'd firft eat the Stones,

And from fuch Rags the Dunghils do afford.

Pick me a Garment.

Ami. I have miftook the Man, his refolute Spirit

Proclaims him generous, he has a noble Heart,

As free to utter good Deeds as to a6t them ;

For had he not bten right, and of one Piece,

He would have crumpled, curl*d, and (truck himfelf

Out of the fliape of Man into a Shadow.
But prithee tell me, if no fuch fawning hope

Did lead thee on to hazard Life for my fake.

What was it that incited thee? tell mej fpeak it

C c 2 Without



404 ^'^^ Ho?ieJi Ma?is Fortune,

Without the Imputation of a Sycophant.

Long. Your own Defert, Sir, and with it was join'd

Th' unfeigned Fridndfliip chat I judg'd you ever

Held to my fprmer Lord.

Avii. The noble Montague ?

Long. Yes,

The noble and much injured Montague.

Ami. To fuch a Man as thou, my Heart fliall be

A Casket : I will lock thee up there, and

Efteem thee as a faithful Friend,

The richefl: Jewel that a Man enjoys

;

And being thou didft follow once my Friend,

And in thy Heart ftill doft, not with his Fortunes

Calling him off, thou (halt go hand in hand

With me, and (hare as well in my
Ability as Love-, 'tis not my end

To gain Men for my ufe, but a true Friend. [^Exeunt.

Enter Duboys.

Duh. There's no fuch thriving way to live in Grace,

As to have no Senfe of it ; his Back nor Belly

Shall not want warming that can pradtife Mifchief

;

I walk now with a full Purfe, grow high and wanton,

Prune and brisk up myfelf in the bright fhine

Of his good Lordlhip's Favours j and for what Virtue ?

For falhioning myfelf a Murderer.

O noble Montague^ to whom I owe
My Heart, with all my beft Thoughts, though my Tongue
Have promis'd t' exceed the Malice of thy Deftiny,

Never In time of ail my Service knew I

Such a Sin tempt thy Bounty -, thofe that did feed

Upon thy Charge, had Merit or elfe Need.

Enter Laverdine, and La-poop, with Difguifes.

Lav. Duboysy moll: profperoufly met.

Duh. How now?
Will he come this way?

Lav. This way, immediately ;

And therefore thy AffiHance, dear Duboys.

Dub. What, have you cheated him of the Money yovi

fpoke of ? Lav.



^he Honejl Mans Fortune, 405
Lav. Fough, as eafily as a filly Country Wench

Of her Maidenhead •, we had it in a twinkling.

Buh. *Tis well •, Captain, let me help you, you muft be
our Leader in

This Adlion.

La-p. Tut, fear not, I'll warrant you
If my Sword hold, we'll make no fweating Sicknefs of it.

'Dub. Why that's well faid, but let's retire a \\it\c^ that

We may come on the more bravely ; this way, this way.

{_Exeunt.

Enter Montague in the Frauds cf three Officers^ and
three Creditors,

I Cred. Officers look to him, and be fure you
Take good Security before he part from you.

Mont. Why but my Friends, you take a ftrange Courfe

with me;
The Sums I ov.'e you, are rather Forgetfulnefs,

They are fo flight.

Than want of Will or Honefty to pay you.

1 Cred. Ay, Sir, it may be fo ; but we muft be paid.

And will be paid before you 'fcape ; we have

A Wife and Children, and a Charge, and you are

Going down the Wind, as a Man may fay i and there-

fore it

Behoves us to look to*t in time.

2 Cred. Your Cloak here

Wou'd fatisfy me, mine is not above

A three Pound matter, befides th' Arreft.

3 Cred. *Faith mine

Is much about that matter too ; your Girdle

And Hanger, and your Beaver here, fhall be

Sufficient Bail for it.

I Cred. If you have ever

A plain black Suit at home, this filken one.

With your Silk-ftockings, Garters and your Rofes,

Shall pacify me too; for I take no Delight,

If I've fufficient Pawn, to caft any Gentleman

In Prifon ; therefore 'tis but an untruffing Matter,

And you are free ; we are no unreafonable Creatures

Cc 3 Yott
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You fee •, for mine own part, I proteft I'm loth

To put you t' any trouble for Security.

Mont. Is tiiere no more of you ? ht wou'd next demand
My Siiin.

I Cred. No, Sir, here are no more of us,

Nor do any of us demand your Skin, we know not

What to do with it -, but it may be if

You ow'd your Glover any Money, he knew
What ufe to make of it.

Mont. Ye Dregs of Bafenefs, Vultures amongft: Men,
Tha^t tire upon the Hearts of generous Spirits.

1 Cred. You do us Wrong, Sir, we tire no generous

Spirits, we tire nothing but our Hackneys.

Enter Mallicorn.

Mont. But here comes one made of another Piece

;

A Man well meriting that free-born Name
Of Citizen ; welcome my Deliverer, 1 am fallen

Into the Hands of Blood-hounds, that for a Sum
LefTer than ev'n their Honefties, which is nothing,

Wou'd tear me out of my Skin.

Mai. Why, Sir, what's the matter?

I Cred. Why, Sir, the Matter is.

That we mud have our Money, which if we can't have.

We'll fatisfy ourfelves wi' his Carcafs, and be paid that

ways ;

You had as good, Sir, not have been fo peremptory.

Officer, hold faft.

I Offi. The ftrenuous Fift of Vengeance now is clutchtj

Therefore fear iiothing.

Mnl. What may be the Debt in grofs ?

Mont. Some forty Crowns, nay rather not fo much,

'Tis quickly caft.

Mai. 'Tis ftrange to me, that your Eftate fhou'd have

So low an Ebb, to ftick at fuch flight Sumsj
Why, Friends, you are too ftrid. in your Accounts,

And call too fudden on this Gentleman,

He has Hopes left yet to pay you all.

I Cred. Hopes .-* ay, m.arry ?

gid him pay his Friends with Hopes, gnd pay us"
With
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With currant Coin. I knew a Gallant once

That fed his Creditors ftill with Hopes, and bid *em

They fliould fear nothing, for he had 'em tied

In a firing -, and truft me fo he had indeed,

For't la It he and his Hopes hopt in a Halter.

Mont. Good Sir, wi* what fpeed you may free me out of

The Company of thcfe Slaves, that have nothing but

Their Natnes to fliow 'em Men.

Mai. What wou'd you wifh me
Do, Sir? I protefl I han't the prcfent Sum
(Small as i: is) to lay down for you j and for giving

My Word, my Friends no later than Yefternight

Made me cake Bread and eat it, that I fliou'd not

Do it for any Man breathing i'th* World j

Therefore I pray hold me excus*d.

Mont. You do not fpeak

This ferioufly ?

MaL As e'er [ faid my Prayers, I proted to you.

Mont. What may I think of this.''

Mai. Troth, Sir, Thought's free

For any Man ; we abufe our Betters in it,

I've done it myfclf.

Mont. Truft me, this Speech of yours doth much
amaze me

;

Pray leave this Language, and out of that fame Sum
You lately did receive of me, lay down
As much as may difcharge me.

Mai You're a merry Man, Sir,

Arid I am glad you take your Croffes fo temperately

;

Fare you well. Sir, and yet 1 have fomething more
To fay to ye, a Word in vour Ear 1 pray

;

To be plain with you, I did lay this Plot

T* arreil you, to enjoy this Money I have of yours

With the more Safety. I'm a Fool to tell you this now

;

But in good Faith I could not keep it in.

And th' Money would a done me little good elfe.

An honeft Citizen cannot wholly enjoy

His own Wife for you, they grow old before

They have true ufe of them, which is a lamentable thing.

And truly much hardens the Hearts of us Citizens

C c 4 Againft
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Againft you : I can fay no more, but am heartily

Sorry tor your Hcavinels, and ^q 1 take my leave.

\_Exit Mallicorn.

I Cred. Officers take hold on him again, for Monfieur

Mallicorn will

Do nothing for him, I perceive.

E7iler Duboys, La-poop ^//i Lavcrdine.

Duh. Nay come, my Mafters, leave dancing of the old

Mcafures,

And let's aflauit him bravely.

Lav. Bv no means

;

'

It goes againft my Stomach to kill a Man
In 'n unjuil Quarrel.

La-p. it mull needs be a Clog

To a Man's Confcience all his Life-time.

Lav. It

Mud indeed, Captain ; befides, do ye not fee

He has got a Guard of Friends about him, as if

He had fome Knowledge of our Purpofe ?

Dub. Had he

A Guard of Devils, as I think *em little better.

My Sword fhould do the Meffage that it came for.

Lav. U you will be fo defperate, the Blood lie

On your own Neck, for we'll not meddle in't.

[Duboys rum upon Montague, and Jlruggling yields him
his Sword ; the Officers draw., Laverdine and La-poop
in the fcuffiing retire., Montague chafeth them off the

Stage., himjelf wounded.

Dub. 1 am your Friend and Servant, flruggle with me
And take my Sword. Noble Sir, make your way.

You've flain an Officer.

jVIont. Some one of them has certainly-

Requited me ; for I do lofe much Blood.

1 Offe. Udfpecious,

We've \oil a Brother, purfue the Gentleman.

2 Offc. 1*11 not meddle with him ; you fee what comes
on't

;

Btfides I know he'll be hang'd e'er he betaken.

i Offc. I'll tell thee, Yeonmn, he muft be taken e'er

He
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He will be hanged. He is hurt in the Guts,

Run atore theretore and know how his Wife
Will rate his Saufages a Pound.

3 Offi. Stay, Brother,

I may live, for furely 1 find I am but hurt

In the Leg, a dangerous Kick on the Shin-bone.

[Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Enter Lamira, Lady Orleans, and Veramor.

Lam. "XT' O U fee, Lady,

j[ What harmlefs Sports our Country Life affords >

And though you meet not here with City Dainties,

Or Courtly Entertainment, what you have
Is free and hearty.

L. Orl. Madam, I find here

What is a Stranger to the Court, Content;

And receive Courtefies done for themfclves.

Without an Kxpedtation of Return,

Which binds me to your Service.

Lain. Oh your Love!
My homely Houfe, built more for Ufe than Shew,
Oblcrvcs the golden Mean, equally diftant

From glittering Pomp, and lordiJ Avarice;

For Masks, we will oblerve the Works of Nature,

And in the Place ot Vifitation, read ;

Our Phyfick fhall be whollom Walks, our Viands
Nourifhing, not provoking ; for I find

PJeafures are Tortures that leave Stings behind.

L. Orl. You have a great Eftate.

Lam. A Competency
Sufficient to maintain me and my Rank,
Nor am I, 1 thank Heav'n, fo courtly bred

As to imploy the utmoft of my Rents

In paying Taylors for fantaftick Robes

;

Or rather than be fecond in the Fafhion,

Eat out my Officers and my Revenues

With
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With grating Ufury •, my Back rtiall not be

The ^•^^'^^ on which your Toothing Citizen

Ereds his Summer-houres ; nor on th* other fide

Will 1 be lo penurioLifly Wife,

As to make Money, that's my Slave, my Idol,

Which yet to wrong, merits as much Reproof,

As to abufe our Servant.

L. Orl. Yet with your Pardon

I think you want the Crown of all Contentment.

Lam. In what, good Madam?
h. Orl. In a worthy Husband.

Lam. (12) — It is ftrange the Galley-flave fliould praife

His Oar, or Strokes j or you, that have made Shipwreck

Of all delight upon this Rock, call'd Marriage,

Should fi! g hncomiums on'c.

L. Orl. Madam, although

One fall Irom's Horfe and break his Neck, will you
Conclude from that it is unfit to ride?

Or mult it follow, becaufe Orleans

My Lord is pleas d to make his paffionate Trial

Of mv fufpefted Faiience, that my Brother

(Were he not fo, I might fay, worthy Amiens)

Will imitate his Ills-, that you can't fancy

What's truly Noble in him?
Lam. \ m.uft grant

There's as much v\'orth in him as can be lookt for

From a young Lord, but not enough to make
Mc change my golilen Liberty, and confent

To be a Servant to it, as Wives are

To the imperious Humours of their Lords;
Methinks I'm well, I rife and go to Red
When I think fit, eat what my Appetite

Defires without Control ; my Servants ftudy

Is my Contenment, and to make me merry

Their farthtft aims ; my Sleeps are enquir'd after,

(12) It is Jlravge the Galley-Jla've flsould praijt^^ This V'erfe

i^aris a Syllable which tlic Reader muli: fujiply by lome Note of Ex-
clamation at Jie Beginning, it being common \\\ nil the Editions of
O'T Auihors to leave Da(hes for exclamatory Panicles, and for every
Species ol iefler Odihs.

My
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My rifing up faluted with Refpeft:

Command and Liberty now wait upon

My Virgin State-, what would I more; change all.

And for a Husband? no; thefe freedoms die.

In which they live, with my Virginity ;

'Tis in their choice, that's rich to be a Wife,

(13) But not being yoakt tochufe the fingle Life.

yeramor.

Ver. Madam.
Lam. How like you the Country ?

Ver. I like the Air of it well, Madam, and the rather,

Becaufe as on IriPj Timber your Spider will

Not make his Web, fo for ought I fee yet

Your Cheater, Pander, and Informer, being in

Their Difpofitions too foggy for

This piercing Climate, fliun it, and chufe ratlier

To walk in Mifts i' th' City. Lam. Who did you

Serve firft. Boy?
rer. A rich Merchant's Vv^idow, and was

By her preferred to a young Court-Lady.

L. Ori. And what Difference found you in their Service .?

Ver. Very much j

For look how much my old City Madam gave

To her young Vifitants, fo much my Lady
Receiv'd from her hoary Court-fervants.

',^ Lam. And what

Made you to leave her? Ver. My Father, Madam, having

A defire to have me a Tall-man took me thence.

Lam. Well, I perceive you inherit the Wag, from

your Father.

Ver. Doves beget Doves, and Eagles, Eagles, Madam,
A Citizen left ne'er fo rich, feldom at bell proves

A Gentleman; the Son of an Advocate,tho' dub'd,

Like's Father ']] fhew a relifli of his Defcent,

And th' Father's thriving pradice, as I've heard;

(13) But not being yoakt to chufe the fingle Life.

Ver. Madam'\ By this Reading Veramour Ihould firft fpeak to

the Lady, which from the Propriety of the Thing, from the Senfe of

the Context, and from the iMc.ifurc, it is plain he did not ; but that

^is Name (hould be inferted in the End of the Lad^^'s Speech, and fhe

fitik call to him.

She
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She that of a Chambermaid is metamorphofed

Into a Madam, will yet remember how oft her Daughter
by her Mother ventured to Jie upon the Rufiies, before

fhe could get in that which makes many Ladies.

L. Orl. But what think you of your late Mafter?

Ver. Oh Madam [Sighs,

Lam. Why do you figh ? you're forry that you Jeithim,

He made a Wanton of you.

Ver. Not for that

;

Or if he did, for that my Youth muft love him^

Oh pardon me, if I fay Liberty

Is Bondage, if compar'd with his kind Service j

And but to've Power now to fpeak his worth

To its Defert, I (hould be well content

To be an old Man when his Praife were ended ;

And yet, if at this inftant you were pleafed,

I fhould begin, the Livery of Age
Would take his lodging on this head e'er I

Should bring it to a Period.

In brief, he is a Man (for heav'n forbid

That 1 fhould ever live to fay he was)

Of fuch a Shape as would make one beloved.

That never had good Thought -, and to his Body

He hath a Mind of fuch a conftant Temper,

In which all Virtues throng to have a room

;

Yet 'gainft this noble Gentleman, this Montague,

For in that Name I comprehend all Goodnefs,

Wrong, and the wrefted Law, falfe WitnelTes,

And Envy fcnt from Hell, have rofe in Arms,

And though not pierc'd, batter'd his honour'd Shield.

What {hall I fay.^ I hope you will forgive me,

(14) That unlefs you yourlelf were plcas'd to love,

1 know no Juno worthy fuch a Jove.

Enter

(14) that if you were hnt plcas'd to lonif,

I hionx: no Juno -ixcrthsfuch a Jove] Both the Senfe and Mea-

fure of the firft Line are fo lame that there can, I think, be no doubt

cf a Corruption. That which is moft natural for Veramour to fay as

a proper Compliment to Lamira, and a proper Wifh for reftoring his

beloved Mifter to Wealth and Profperity ; this, I fay, will exactly

fill up the Meafure ; and tho' it departs more than I could wifh from

the Trace of the Letteri, yet a few Blots in the oiiginal Copy might

Cafily
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Enter Chariot with a Letter.

Lam. It is well yet I have the fecond Place

In your Afteftion : From whence?

Char. From the Lord Amien^^ Madam.
Lam. *ris welcome, tho' it bear his ufual Language:

I thought fo much, his Love-fuit Ipeaks his Health.

What's he that brought it ?

Char. A Gentleman of good Rank, it fcems.

Lam. Where is he?

Char. Receiving Entertainment in your Houle
Sorting with his Degree.

Lani. 'Tis well.

Char. He waits your Ladyfhip's Pleafure,

Lam. He Ihall not wait long j

ril leave you for a while ; nay (lay you Boy,

Attend the Lady. [^Exeunt Lam. Char.

Fir. Would I might live once

To wait on my poor Mafter.

L. Orl. That's a good Boy •,

This Thankfulnefs looks lovely on thy Forehead,

And in it, as a Book, methinks 1 read

Inftru(5tions for myfelf, that am his Debtor,

And wou'd do much that I might be fo happy
To repair that which to our Grief is ruin'd.

Vir. It were a work a King might glory in.

If he faw with my Eyes: If you pleafe, Madam,
(For fare to me you feem unapt to walk)

To fir, although the churlifli Birds deny

To give us Mufick in this Grove, where they

Are prodigal to others : I'll ftrain my Voice

For a fad Song, the Place is fafe and private.

L. Oil. 'Twas my defire; begin, good Veramour.

Mufick^ a Song\ at the end of it, enter Montague
fainting^ his Sword drawn,

L. Orl. What's he, Veramour?

eafily criufe fuch a Difference ; I hope that I fhall only rellore that
Original in reading,

Ti^a/ unlcl's ycu yourfelf 'vcere pleai'd to lo've,

Lamirui Anf>ver cvide nily requiies feme Readiiig to this Purport-
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Ver. A goodJy Perfonage.

Mont. Am I yet Hife? Or is my fliglit a Dream ;

My Wounds and Hunger tell me that I wake :

Whither have my Fears born me? No matter where.

Who hath no place to go to, cannot err

:

What fliall I do! Cunning Calamity !

That others gcols Wits ufes to refine.

When 1 molt need it dulls the edge of mine.

L. Orl. Is not this Montague^ Voice?

Vir. My Mailer's? Fie.

Mont. Wat Sound was that, 'pifh,

Fear makes the Wretch think every leaf o' th' Jury:
What courfe to live, beg? Better Men have done it.

But in another kind: Steal? Alexander

Though ftil'd a Conqueror, was a proud Thief,

Though he robb'd with an Army 5 fie how idle

Thefe Meditations are ; though thou art worfe

Than Sorrow's Tongue can fpeak thee, thou art ftill.

Or Ihould'ft be, honed Montague.

L. Orl. 'Tis too true.

Ver. 'Tis he ; what Villain's Hands did this ? Oh that

my Flefh

Were Balm •, in faith Sir, I would pluck it off

As readiy as this ; pray you accept

My Will to do you Service: I have heard

The Moufe once fav'd the Lion in his need,

(15) As the poor Scarab fpoil'd the Eagles Seed.

X. Orl, How do you ?

Mont. As a forlaken Man.

X. Orl. Do not fay fo, take Comfort,

For your Misfortunes have been kind in this.

To call you on a hofpitable Shore,

Where dwells a Lady
Ver. She to whom, good Mafter,

You prefer'd me.
,

L. Orl. In whofe Houfe, whatfo'er

Your dangers are, I'll undertake your fafety.

Mont. I fear that I'm purfued, and doubt that I,

In my defence, have kilTd an Officer.

(rj) Js the por Scarab fpil'd the Eagles feed. '\ Former Ediuons.

Ver,
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Ver. Ts that all ? Thcre*b no Law under the Sun

But will I hope confcfs, one drop of Blood

bhtrd from this Arm is recompencc enough,

"r hough you had cut the Throats oF all the Catchpoles

In France, ruy in the World.

MofJ. I would be loth

To b a B irden, or ked like a Drone

On the iiuluUrious labour ot a Bee i

And bakr far I hold it to owe for

The Bread I eat, what's not in me to pay;

(16) Then fince my once full Fortunes are declined,

To their low Ebb I'll falhion my high Mind
It was no fhame to Hecuba, to ferve

When I'roy was fir'd •, if 't be in your Power

( 1 7) To be a means to make her entertain me.

And far from that I was -, but to fupply

My want with Habit fit for him that ferves,

1 iliall owe much to you.

/.. Orl. Leave that care to me.

Ver. Good Sir, lean on my flioulderi help, good Madam:
Oh that I were a Horfe for half an Hour,

That I might carry you Home on my Back :

{16) Then Jince tny i\i\\ Fortunes are declin'J,'] Tho' this be ex-

treme good Scnfe, yet I doubt not but a Syllable is loft, as all the

Mcnfure of the neighbouring Vei fes are compleat ; full will allow a

Compound either betore it, as hope-full, or after it, ^^fullfio-jo'd. I

prefer the former, ^% full flon\J'd,W\6' XK. preferves the Metaphor, is

not quite fo natural a Compound : x\\6' fullfonving in the adlive Par-

ticiple if. juft andeafy.—The lall Conjefture that has occurr'd, once

full, feems upon the whole to be the moll probable.

(17) To be a means to make her Entertainment.] This Miftake of

the Subftantive Entertainment for entertain me, has run thro' the for-

mer Editions. It has been objected to this P,.frage—How could Montague

be perfonallv unknown or want a Recommendation to Lamira, when he

had exprefly 'ccommended to her both the Perfons he {"peaks to. Had
the Poets forefecn the Objeftion, an additional Line might have taken

it c!early off. Since it is verv common, for Perfons of remarkable

Goodncfs living at great Diftances, and perfonally unknown to each

other, to contraft great Friendfhipi meerly from Charadicr and th^

Inrercourfe of mutual Friends; or perhaps what is flill a greater Band
of Friend Ihip, their Concurrence in the lame Works cf Charity and
Benevolence.

\
I hope
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I hope you*Jl love me ftil] ?

Mont. Thou doft deferve it, Boy,
That I fhould live to be thus troubJefome.

L. OrI. Good Sir, *tis none.

Ver. Trouble? Mod willingly I would be chang'd
Like Apuleius^ wear his Afs's Ear,

Provided I might ftill this Burden bear.

L Or!. 'Tis a kind Boy.

Alont. 1 find true proof of it. ^Exeunt.

Enter Amiens, and Longueville, vAth a Paper,

Ami. You'll carry it.

hong. As I live, although my Packet

Were like Bellerophoji's; what have you feen]

In me or my B:-haviour, fmce your Favours

So plentifully fhower'd upon my Wants,
That may beget diftruft of my Performance?

A7ni. Nay, be not angry, if I entertained

But the leaft fcruple of your Love, or Courage,

(i8) I would make choice of one with my Eltate

Should do me right in this, nor can you blame me.

If in a matter of fuch confequence

I am fo importunate.

Long. Good my Lord,

Let me prevent your farther Conjurations

To raife my Spirit i I know this is a Challenge

To be delivered unto Orleans* Hand,
And that my Undertaking ends not there.

But 1 mufl: be your Second, and in that

Not alone fearch your Enemy, meafure Weapons,
But ftand in all your Hazards, as our Bloods

Ran in the felf-lame Veins ; in which if I

Better not your Opinion, as a Limb

(i8) Iivould make choice of one which my Ejlate

Should do me right in /his.'} Thus the former Editions, but I

believe withcuc a Poffibility of any rational Interpretation : I read,

—————Huith my Efiate,

i. e. I would have a Second in this Duel that (hould deliver my
Challenge and join in the Fight with Boldnefs and Intrepidity, tho*

it coft me my whole Eftate to procure one. Longue^-jiile'i, Anfwer to

this has inhaice Beauty and Energy.

That^s
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That's putrid 'd and ufelefs, cut me off.

And underneath the Gallows bury it.

Ami. At full you underftand me, and in this

Bind me, and what is mine to you and yours j

I will not fo much wrong you as to add

One Syllabic more, let it fuffice I leave

My Honour to your Guard, and in that prove.

You hold the firft Place in my Heart and Love.

[^Exit Amiens.

Long. The firft place in a Lord's Af^edion? Very
good ;

And how long doth that lafl ? Perhaps the changing
Of fome three Shirts i' th* Tcnnis-Court ; well.

It were nectfTary that

An Order were taken (if 'twere pofTible)

That younger Brothers might either have more Wit,
Or more Mony ; for now, hovve*cr the Fool

Hath long been put upon him that inherits.

His Revenue hath bought him a Spunge, and wip*d off

The Imputation,

And for the Underftanding of the younger.

Let him get as much Rhetorick as he can, co grace

His Language—

Enter Dubois.

They will fee, he fhall have glofs

Little enough to fet out his Bark. Stand, Dubois,

Look about, is all fafc?

Dub. Approach not near me but with Reverence,
Laurel and Adorations, I have done
More than deferves a hundred Thanks. Lon^. How now,
What is the matter ?

Bub. With this Hand, only aided by this Brain,

Without an Orpkcus Harp, redeem'd from HelTs
Three-headed Porter, our Eurydice.

Long. Nay, prithee fpeak Senfe, this is like the flale

Bragart in a Play.

Dub. Then in plain Profe thus, and with as little Adion
as thou canfl defire, the three-headed Porter, were three
inexorable Catch-poles, out of whofe Jaws without the*

Vol. X. Dd help
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help of Orpheus*^ Harp, bait or bribe, for thofc two

firings make the Mufick that mollifies thofc flinty Furies,

I refcued our Em-ydice^l mean my old lM after Montague.

Long. And is this all ? poor Relcue ! 1 thought thou hadft

Revers'd the Judgment for his overthrow

In his Sute,

Or wrought upon his Adverfary Orleans^

Taken the Shape of a Ghoft, frighted his Mind
Into diftradion, and for the appeafing of

His Confcience, forc*d him to make Reftitution

Of Montague\ Lands, (19) or fuch like \ refcued ? 'cDlight

I would

(20) Have hired a Chrocheteur for two Cardekues,

To have done fo mcuh widi his Whip.
Tiiib. You would. Sir,

And yet 'tis more than three on their Foot-cloaths durft do

For a fworn Brother, in a Coach. Long. Befides,

What proofs of it ? For ought I know this may be

A trick, I had rather have him a Prifoner,

"Where I might vifit him, and do him Service,

Than not at all, or be I know not where.

Tiiih. Well, Sir, the end will fhew it; what's that, a

Challenge ?

Long, Yes, ^\\txt\% Orleans? Though we fight in jeft.

He muft meet Amiens in earnefl ; fall off,

We are difcovered ; my Horfe, Garfon, ha!

Duh. Were it not in a Houle, and in his Prefence

To whom I owe all Duty

Long. What would it do?

Prate as it does ? But be as far from ftriking.

As he that owes it, Orleans. Bub. How?

(19) orfuch like Refcue j] The old Folio reads,
• orfuch like refcued

;

The late Editions have made it tolerable Senfe, the' I believe it a
wrorg Corjedlure, the more natural and more fpirited Reading may
be given without changing a Letter, only by different Points—1 read,

or fuch like', refcued? ""Slight

I nvould ha've hired. Sec.

(2c) ——— ha-ve hired Acrccheture ] The true word here

not being underllood, is printed wrong in all the Editionf, it Ihould

be a Chrocheteur, i. e. a Pig-Dri<ver.

Long,
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Long. I thir>k thou art his Porter,

Set here to anfwer Creditors, that his Lordfliip

Is not within, or takes the Diet : I am fent.

And will grow here until I have an Anfwer»
Not to demand a Debt of Monv, but

To calJ him to a ftridt account for wrong
Done to the Honours of a Gentleman,

Which nothing but his Heart-blood fhall wafh off.

Duh. Shall I hear this?

Long. And more, that if I may not

Have accefs to him, I will fix this here

To his Difgrace and thine.

Duh. And thy Life with it.

Long. Then have the Copies of it pafted on Pofts^

Like Pamphlet Titles, that fue to be fold ;

Have his difgrace Talk for Tobacco-ihops^,

His Pidure baffled.

Duh. All Rcfpe(5t away,
Were't in a Church [Drtw loth.

Long. This is the Book I pray with.

Enter Orleans,

OrL Forbear, upon your Lives.

Long. What, are you rouz'd.?

I hope your Lordfhipcan read (though he (lain not

His Birth with Scholarfhip) doth it not pleafe you noW*?
If you're a right Monfieur, mufter up
The reft of your Attendance, which is a Page,

A Cook, a Pander, Coach-man, and a Footman,
In thefe Days a great Lord's Train, pretending I am
Unworthy to bring you a Challenge, inftead ofanfwering it,

Have me kick'd.

Duh. If he docs, thou deferv'ft it.

Long. I dare you all to touch me, I'll not fland flill^

Whatanfwer.?
Orl. That thou haft done to Amiens

The Office of a faithful Friend, which I

Would cherifti in thee, were he not my Foe.

However fince on honourable Terms
He calls me forth, (Ay I will meec with hi;:);,

D d 2 And
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And by Dubois e'er Sun-fet make him know
The time and place, my Sword's length, and what ever

Scruple of Circumftances he can expeft.

Long. This Anfwer comes unlook*d for, fare you well.

Finding your Temper thus, wou'd I had faid lefs. [_Exit.

Orl. Now comes thy Love to the teft.

Dub, My Lord, 'twill hold.

And in all dangers prove itfelf true Cold, [Exeunt,

Enter Laverdine, La-poop, Mallicorn, and Servant.

Ser. I will acquaint my Lady with your coming

Pleafe you repofe yourfelves here.

Mai. There's a Tefter,

Nay, now I am a Wooer, I mufl: be bountiful.

Ser. If you would have two Three-pences for it. Sir,

To give fome of your Kindred as you ride,

ril fee if I can get them •, we ufe not

(Tho* Servants) to take Bribes. [Exit.

Lav. Then thou'rt unfit

To be in Office, either in Court or City.

La-p. Indeed Corruption is a Tree, whofe Branches

Are of an unmeafurable length, they fpread

Ev'ry where, and the Dew that drops from thence hath

Infe£l:ed fome Chairs and Stools of Authority.

Mai. Ah Captain ! Lay not all the fault on Officers,

You know y* can (hark, tho' you be out of Adion,
"Witnefs Montague.

Lav. Hang him, he's fafe enough ; you had a hand

jn't too.

And have gained by him •, but I wonder you Citizens,

That keep fo many Books, and keep fuch drift

Accounts for every Farthing due to you
From others, referve not fo much as a Memorandum
For th' Courtefies you receive. Mai. Would you have

A Citizen Book thofe ? Thankfulnefs is

A thing we are not fworn to i* our Indentures,

You may as well urge Confcience.

Lav. Talk no more of
Such Vanities, Montague is irrecoverably funk,

J would we h'd twenty more t' fend after him i

Th e
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The Snake that would be a Dragon, and have Wings,
Mufl: eat ; and what impUech that, but this.

That in this Cannibal Age, he that would have

The fute of Wealth, niuft not care—whom he feeds on?
And as I've heard, there's no Ficfh battens better.

Than that of a profeft Friend •, and he that would mount
To Honour, mufl: not make dainty to ufe

The Head of his Mother, Back of his Father, or

Neck of his Brother, for I,adders to his Preferm::nti
J

For but obferve, and you fhall find •?

For th' moft part, cunning Villany fit at a Feaft
"-

As principal Gueft, and innocent Honefty
Wait as a contcmn'd Servant with a Trencher,

La-p. The Ladies.

EnUr Montague hare-headed^ Lamira, Lad;^ Orleans,

Charlotte and Veramor.

Mont. Do ye fmell nothing?

Char. Not I, Sir.

Mont. I'he Carrion of Knaves is very firong in my
Noilnls.

Lav. We came to admire, and find F.mc was a

Ni. gard,

(2i) Which we thought prodigal in your Report,

Brfv)re we faw you.

Lam. Tulh, Sir, this Courtfliip's old.

La-p. V\\ fight for thee, fwcet Wench,
This is my Tongue, and wooes for me.

Lam Good Man of War,
Hands off; if you take me, 't mud be by Siege,

Not by an Onfef, and for your Valour, 1

Think that I have dcfcrv*d few Enemies,

And therefore need it not.

Mai. Thou nced'It

Nothing, fweet Lady, but an obfequious Husband,
And where wilt thou find him, if not i' th' City ?

We are true Mufcovites to our Wives, and are

(21) Which nve thought prodigal in our Report,1 Former Editions.

Mr. Symp/in coocurr'd in the CorreiSlion.

D d 3 ' Ne'er
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Ne'er better pleas'd, than when they ufe us as Slaves,

Bridle and faddle us j have me, thou fhalt

Command all my Wealth as thine own, thou fhalt

Sic like a Queen in my Ware-houfe v and my Fadors

At the Return with my Ships, fhall pay thee Tribute

Of all th* Rarities of th* Earth, thou (halt wear Gold,

Shalt feed on Delicates, the firft Peafcods, Strawberries,

Grapes, Cherries (hall

ham. Be mine ? I apprehend what you would fay,

Thofe Dainties which the City pays fodear for.

The Country yields for nothing, and as early i

And credit me, your lar-fetcht Viands pleafe not

My Appetite better than thofe that are near Hand.

Then for your promisM Service and Subjedlion

To all my Humours, when I am your Wife,

"Which, as it feems, is frequent in the City,

I cannot find what Pleafure they receive

In ufing their fond Husbands like their Maids;

But of this, more hereafter : 1 accept

Your Proffer kindly, and yours \ my Houfe (lands open

To entertain you, take your Pleafure in it.

And Eafc after your Journey.

L. Orl. Do you note

The Boldnefs of the Fellows? Lam. Alas, Madam,
A Virgin muff in this be like a Lawyer;
And as he takes all Fees, fhe mufl hear all Suitors;

The one for Gain, the other for her Mirth ;

Stay with the Gentlemen, we'll to the Orchards.

{^Exeunt Lamira, Lady Orleans, Vera. <?«^ Charlotte,

ha-p. What art thou ?

Mont. An honeft Man, though poor;

And look they like to Monfters, are they fo rare?

Lav. Role from the dead.

Mai, Do you hear Monfieur Berviture^

Didfl'thou never hear of one Montague,

A prodigal Gull, that iiveth about Paris 9

Mont. So, Sir.

Lav. One that after the Lofs of
His main Eftate in a Law-Suit, bought an OiHce
In th* Court»

La-p,
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La-p, And fhould have Letters of Mart, to have

The Spanijh Trcalure as it came from the Indies ;

Were not thou and he Twins ? Put off thy Hat,

Let's fee thy Forehead.

Mont. Though you take Privilege

To ufe your Tongue, I pray you hold your Fingers \

'Twas your bale Coz*nages made me as I am :

And were you fomewherc elfe, I would take off

This proud film from your Eyes, that will not kt you
Know 1 am Montague.

Enter Lamira behind the Arras,

Lam. I will obferve this better.

Lav. And art thou he? 1*11 do thee grace; give mc
thy Hand;

I'm glad thou haft ta'en fo good a Courfci

Serve God, and pleafe thy Miftrefs; if 1 prove

To be thy Mafter, as Pm very likely,

I will do for thee.

Mai. Faith the Fellow
Is well made for a Serving-man, and will no doubt
Carry a Chine of Beef with a good Grace.

La-p. Prithee be careful of me in my Chamber,
I will remember thee at my Departure.

Alofit. All this I can endure under this Roof,

And fo much owe I her, whofe now I am.
That no Wrong fhall incenfe me to moleft

Her quiet Houfe ; while you continue here,

I will not be afham*d to do you Service,

More than to her, becaufe fuch is her Pleafure.

But you that have broke thrice, and fourteen times

Compounded for two Shillings in the Pound,

Know I dare kick you in your Shop; do you hear?

If ever I fee PariSy though an Army
Of mufty Murrions, rufty brown Bills and Clubs,

Stand for your Guard— J have heard of your Tricks,

And you that Imell of Amber at my Charge,

And triumph in your Cheat} well, I may live

To meet thee, be it among a Troop of fuch

That are upon the fair Face of the Court

D d 4 Like
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T^ike running Ulcers, and before thy Whore
Ti ample upon thee.

La-p. This a Language for

A i.ivery ? take heed, 1 am a Captain.

Mont. A Coxcomb, are you not ? that thou and I,

To give Proof which of us dares moft, were now
In midft of a rough Sea, upon a Piece

Of a fplit Ship, where only one might ride.

[Lamira/r^jw the Arrai.

I would But foolifh Anger makes me talk

Like a Player.

Latn. Indeed you a£l a part

(22) Doth ill become my Servant; is this your Duty?
Mont. I crave your Pardon, and will hereafter be

More circumfpeft.

Lav. Oh the Power of a Woman's Tongue

;

It hath done more than we three with our Swords
Durfi undertake ; put a mad Man to filence.

Lam. Why, Sirrah, thefe are none of your Comrades
To drink with in the Cellar; one of them.

For ought you know, may live to be your Mailer.

La-p. There is fome Comfort yet.

Lam Here's choice of three, a wealthy Merchant.

Mai. Hem,
She's taken, (he hath fpyed my good Calf,

And many Ladies chufe their Husbands by that.

Lain- A Courtier that's in Grace, a valiant Captain,

And are thefe Mates for you ; away, begone.

Mont. I humbly pray you will be pleas'd to pardon.

And to give Satisfadion to you, Madam,
(Akhough I break my Heart) I will confefs

That 1 have wrong'd them too, and make Submiflion.

Lam. No, I'll fpare that ; go bid the Cook hafle Supper.

lExit Mont,
La-p. Brave Lady, thou art worthy to have Servants,

To be Commandrefs of a Family, that know'ft how
To ufe and govern it.

Lav. You fljall have many Miftrefles that will fo

miftake,

(az) Votb ill become yoM, my Servant,—] Former Editions.

As
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As t* take their Horfe-keepers and Footmen i n

Stead of their Husbands, thou art none of thofe.

Mai. But rhe that can make Diftindlion of Men
And knows when fhe hath Gallants, Fellows of Rank,
And Quality in her Houfe •

Lam. Gallants indeed, if 't be the Gallants Fafhion

To triumph in the Miferies of a Man,
Of which they are the caufe j one that tranfcends

(In fpite of all that Fortune hath, or can do)

A Million of fuch things as you : My Doors
Stand open to receive all fuch as wear

The Shape of Gentlemen, and my gentler Nature
(I might fay weaker) weighs not the Expencc
Of Entertainment ; think you 1*11 forget yet

What's due unto myfelf? do not I know,
That you have dealt wi' poor Montague^ but like

Needy Commanders, cheating Citizens,

And perjur'd Courtiers ? I am much mov*d, elfe ufe not

To fay fo much : If you will bear yourfelvcs

As fits fuch you would make me think you are.

You may (lay •, if not, the way lies before you, \Exit^

Mai. What think you of this, Captain?

ha-p. That this is

A Bawdy-houfe, with Plnacles and Turrets,

In which this difguifed Montague goes to 'Ryxt gratis

^

And that this is a landed Pandrefs, and makes
Her Houfe a Brothel f 'r Charity.

Md. Come, that's no Miracle;

But whence derive you th* Suppofition ?

Lav. (23)Obferve but th' Circumftances ; you all

know
That in the height of Montague'^ Profperity,

He did affefl, and had his Love recurn'd by
This Lady Qrleam ; fince her Divorcement,

(23) Ohfei-ve hut the Circumftance, you all knovf\ Much the
greatell Part of the Play, as well as this whole Scene, was printed as

Profe; the Reader will obl'erve, that putting Circumjianees in the
Plural Number is better Senfe than in the Singular, and is all that is

lieccfTary to compleat the Meurure.

And
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Ant^ his Decay of Eftate, (24) 'tis known they 've met \

And here thry are together, not fo much as

His Boy is wanting \ and that this can be

Any thing elfe than a meer Plot for Night-work, is

'Bove my Imagination to conceive.

Mai. Nay, *t carries Probability, let's obferve it

Better, but yet wi' fuch Caution, as our prying

Be not difcovtred ; here's ail things to

Be had without coft, therefore good flaying here.

La-p. Nay, that is true, I would we might wooe her

twenty

Years, like Penelope'^ Suitors ; come, Laverding.

\_Exeunt Mai. La-poop.

Lav, I follow inftantly, yonder he is.

Enter Veramor.

The Thought of this Boy much hath coord my Af-

fcdion to

His Lady, and by all Conjcftures this is

A difguisM Whore j I'Jl try to fearch this Mine.

Page -
Ver. Your Pleafure, Sir ?

J^av. Thou art a pretty Boy.

Ver. A :d you a brave Man ; now I*m out of your Debt.

Lav. Nay, prithee ftay.

Ver. I am in hafte, Sir.

Lav. By the Faith of a Courtier.

Ver. Take heed what y' fay, you've taken a flrange

Oath.

(24) ——— // is knotvn they hanje met, not fo much as his Boy

but ii 'wanting.'] Here again the Text, as hitherto printed, would by
no means /un in <> an Sort of Meafure, a^id the Scnfe is almoft as

much injur'J. Scriking out but will do bat litrle, for there want
foine Word, to co ineft the two Sentences; the firft evidently relating to

t'lC Meeting or [.auv O' LansM-d Montagues Paris; and the fecond to

their beif'g at Lomira'a C<'untry-Seat. The Words that firft occur'd, as

aoio uctly rieceiTary to the Senfe, perfeftly fuited theMeafure, and made
the wnole Speech run vtry eafily into it. J rea'd, therefore,

' '

— tis knonva they've met;

And V.t.t they are together, not fo much as

His Boy is -wanting. - • «

rLav.
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Z.cev. I have not feen a Youth that hath pleas'd mc

better,

I would thou couldft like me, fo far as to leave

Thy Lady and wait on me, I would maintain thee

P th* braveft Ci oaths. Ver. Though you took them up
On Truft, or bought 'em at the Brokers.

Lav. Or any Way •, then thy Imployments fhould be

So neat and cleanlv, thou (houldft not touch a Pair

Of Pantables i* a Month \ and thy Lodging fhould—
Vcr. Be in a Brothel.

Lav. No, but in mine Arms.

Ver. That may be th' Circle of a Bawdy-Houfe,

Or worfe.

Lav. I mean that thou Ihould'ft lie with me.

Ver. Lie with you? I had rather lie with my Lady's

Monkey;
*Twas never a good World, fince our French Lords
Learn'd of the Neapolitajis, to make their

Pages their Bedfellows, it doth more Hurt

To th' Suburb Ladies, than twenty dead Vacations:

'Tis Supper time. Sir. [Exit Ver.

Lav. I thought fo, I know
By that 'tis a Woman, for becaufe peradventure

She hath made Trial of the Monkey, Ihe

Prefers him before me, as one unknown ;

Well,
Thefe are (2 5)ftrange Creatures, and have ftrange

Defires j

And Men muft ufe ftrange Means to quench ftrange

Fires. [Exit.

(25) Thefe an flandirg Creatures, and haveJiravge Defires i

And Men viufl uje firange Means to quenchflrange Fires J The
oW Folio had printed this as Profe ; the late Editors found out that

thefe two Lines rhymed, and therefore (hould be printed as Verfe, but

they did not obferve, that there was a corrupt Word in the firll Line
equally injurious both to Senfe ar.d Meafurc, for what b Jiandhtj^

Creatures? We muft indifputabiy read,

ftrange Creatures.

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

Enter Montague alone in mean Habit,

A/(?«/.TV T OW Montague^ who difccrns thy Spirit now?

J^ Thy Breeding, or thy Blood ? here's a poor

Cloud

Eclipfeth all thy Splendor ; who can read

In thy pale Face, dead Eye, or lenten Sute^

The Liberty thy ever-giving Hand
Hath bought for others, manacling itfelf

In Gives of Parchment indiflbluble ?

The greateft hearted Man (26) fupply'd with Means,
Nobility of Birth, and gentleft Parts,

Yea though the right Hand of his Sovereign,

If Virtue quit her Seat in his high Soul,

Glitters but like a Palace (et on Fire,

.Whofe Glory whilft it fhines, but ruins him;
And his bright fhow each Hour to Afhes tending

Shall at the lad be rak*d up like a Sparkle,

Unlefs Mens Lives and Fortunes feed the Flame.

{z6)
•

— — fi^PPb''^ '"''^^ Meansy
Hohility of Birth and gentlefi Parts,

I thought the right Hand of his Sovereign ;

If Virtue quit his Seat, &c,] An Editor, who is contented

with fome faint Appearance of Senle, in what he thinks from thence

to be a Correftion, does more Injury to the Text than he who leaves

it abfolute Nonfenfe, as he generally carries the Reader farther from
the true Reading. The late Editors have giv'n an Inftance of this in

this beautiful Paffage; they made foraething like Senfe of the firft Part

of the Sentence, but gave it no Manner of Connexion with the Re-
mainder. The old Folio reads,

I though the right Hand of his S-overeigx,

They add a Letter to though and make it a Verb. The true Corruption

is in /, which being often by the old Authors wrote for Jy was here

accidentally put for Tea, when it is thus correded, and the Comma
reftor'd at the End of the Verfe, the whole runs extremely cafy as

well as iublime.

7he greatefi hearted Man fupply'd 'witb Means,
Nubility of Birth, a-nd gentleft Parts,

Yea though the Right Hand of his Sonjereigitf

If Virtue quit her Seat in his high Sou/,

.Clitisrs but like a Palfice fet on Fire,

Not
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Not for my own Wants though blame I my Stars,

But fuffering others to caft love on me.
When I can neither take, nor thankful be.

My Lady*s Woman, fair and virtuous,

Young as the prefent Month, follicites me
For Love and Marriage now being nothing worth—

Enter Veramor.

Ver. Oh ! Mafter, I have fought you a long Hour,
Good Faith, 1 never joy*d out of your Sight 5

For Heav'n's fake, Sir, be merry, or elfe bear

The Buffets of your Fortunes with more Scorn,

Do but begin to rail, teach me the Way, -1

And 1*11 fit down, and help your Anger forth;

I've known you wear a Suit full worth a Lordfhip:

Give to a Man, whofe need ne'er frighted you

From calling of him Friend, five hundred Crowns,

E'er Sleep had left you Scnfes to confider

Your own important prefent Ufcs ; yet

Since I have feen you with a Trencher wait.

Void of all Scorn, therefore Pll wait on you.

Mont. Would Hcav'n thou wert lefs honeft.

Ver. Would to Heav*n

You were lefs worthy ; I am ev*n w*e, Sir.

Mont. Is not thy Mafter ftrangeJy fall'n, when thou

Serv'ft for no Wages, but for Charity?

Thou dolt furcharge me with thy plenteous Love;
The Goodnefs of thy Virtue fhown to me.
More opens ftill my Difability

To quit thy Pains: Credit me, loving Boy,

A free and honeft Nature may be oppreft.

Tired with Courtefies from a liberal Spirit,

When they exceed his Means of Gratitude.

Ver. But *tis a due in him that to that end

Extends his Love or Duty.

Mont. Little World
Of Virtue, why doft love and follow me?

Ver. Sir, I will follow you through all Countries, I

Will run (faft as I can) by your Horfe Side,

Til hold your Stirrup when you do alight.

And
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And without grudging wait till you return ;

riJ quit all ofFer*d means, *nd expofe myfelf

To Cold and Hunger, ftill to be with you

;

Fcarlefs I'll travel through a Wildtrnefs,

And when you're weary, I will lay me down
That in my Bofom you may reft your Head,
"Where whiift you fleep, I'll watch, that no wild Beaft

Shall hurt or trouble you ; and thus we* 11 breed

A Story to make every Hearer weep,

When they difcourfe our Fortunes and our Loves.

Mont. Oh what a Scoff might Men of Women Cnaki^

If they did know this Boy? But my defire

Is, that thou wouldcft not (as thou ufeft ftill,

When like a Servant, I 'mong Servants fit)

Wait on my Trencher, fill my Cups with Wine

;

Why fiiould'ft thou do this. Boy? prithee conlider,

I am not what I was.

Ver. Curft be the Day
When I forget that Montague was my Lord,
Or not remember him my Mafter ftill.

Mont. Rather curfc me, with whom thy Youth hath

fpent

So many Hours, and yet untaught to live

By any worldly Quality.

Fer. Indeed

You never taught me how to handle Cards,

To cheat and cozen Men with Oaths and Lies

;

Thofe are the worldly Qualities to live

;

Some of our fcarlet Gallants teach their Boys

Thefe worldly Qiialities.

Since ftumbling Fortune then leaves Virtue thus.

Let me leave Fortune, e'er be vicious.

Mont. Oh Lad, thy Love will kill me,
Ver. In truth,

I think in Confcience I {hall die for you:

Good Mafter weep not, do you want aught. Sir?

Will you have any Money, here's fome Silver

;

And here's a little Gold, 'twill ferve to play,

And put more troublefome Thoughts out of your Mind

;

I pray. Sir, cake it, I'll gee more with finging,

And

1
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And then I'l] bring it you, my Lady ga*t me.

And it was not Covetoufnefs.

But I forgot to tell you fooncr on*t.

Mont. Alas, Boy, thou'rt not bound to tell it mc.

And lefs to give it, buy the Scarfs and Garters,

And when Pve Money, I will give thee a Swordj
Nature made thee a beauteous Cabinet

To lock up all the Goodnels of the Earth,

Enter Charlotte.

Ver. I've loft my Voice with the very Sight of

This Gentlewoman? Good Sir, fteal away, you
Were wont to be a curious Avoider

Of Women's Company. Mont. Why, Boy, thou dar'ft

truft me
Any where, dar'ft thou not? Ver. T'd rather truft you by
A roaring Lion, than a ravening Woman

Mont. Why, Boy ?

Ver. Why truly ftie devours more Man's Flelh—

—

Mont. Ay, but ftie roars not. Boy ?

Ver. No, Sir ? why flie

Is never filent but when her Mouth is full.

Char. Monfieur Montague.

Mont. My fweet Fellow, fince

You pleafe to call me fo. Ver. Oh my Confcience, fhc

Wou'd be pleas'd well enough to call you Bedfellow :

0\ Mdfter, do not hold her by the Hand fo ;

A Woman is a Lime-bulh, thatcatcheth all

She toucheth. Char. I do moft dangeroufly fulpe<5l

This Boy to be a Wench •, art thou not one ?

Come hitht-r, let me feel thee.

Ver. Wi* all my Heart.

Char. Why, doft pull off thy Glove?
Ver. Why to feel whether

You be a Boy, or no. Char. Fy Boy, go too,

ril not look your Head, nor comb your Locks any
more

If you talk thus. Ver. Why, I'll fing to you
No more then. Char. Fy upon*t, how fad you are?

A young Gentleman

That
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That was the very Sun of France. Mont, But I

Am in the Eclipfe now.

Char, Suifer himfelf to be o'er-run with

A Lethargy of Melancholy and Difcontent!

Rouze up thy Spirit, Man, and (hake it off:

A Noble Soul like a Ship at Sea,

That fleeps at Anchor when the Ocean's calm ;

But when it rages, and the Wind blows high,

He cuts his Way with Skill and Majefty.

I would turn Fool, or Poet, or any thing,

Or marry, t' make you merry ; prithee let's walk;

Good Veramor^ leave thy Matter and me,

I've earneft Bufinefs with him.

f^er. Pray do you leave

My Matter, and me •, we were merry before you came,
He does not covet Women's Company.
What have you to do with him ? Come, Sir, will you go?
And I'll fmg to you again : Pfaith his Mind
Is ftronger than to credit Women's Vows,
And too pure to be capable of their Loves.

Char. The Boy is jealous ; fweet Lad, leave us ; my
Lady

Call'd for yo* I fwear ; that's a good Child, there is

A Piece of Gold for thee, go buy a Feather.

Fer. There's two Pieces for you, do you go and buy one.

Or what you will, or nothing, fo you go.

Nay then 1 fee you'd have me go. Sir ; why,
rfaith I will, now I perceive you love her

Better than you do me ; but Heav'n blefs you
Whate'er you do, or intend, I know you are

A very hont tt Man. [Exit,

Char. Still will I wooe thee, whilft thy Ears reply

I cannot, or I will not marry thee:

Why haft thou drawn the Blood out of my Cheeks,

And given a quicker Motion to my Heart ?

Oh thou hatt bred a Fever in my Veins

Call'd Love, which no Phyfician can cure;

Have Mercy on a Mnid, whofe fimple Youth
Mont. How your Example, Fairett, teacheth me

A ceremonious Idolatry

!

[Kneels,

By
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By all the Joy of Love, I love thee better

Than I or any Man can tell another;

(27) And to exprefs the Mercy which thou crav'ft,

I will forbear to marry thee: confider

Thou'rt Nature's Heir in Feature, and thy Parents

In fair Inheritance; rife with thefe Thoughts,

And look on me ; but with a Woman's Eye—^—

A decayed Fellow, void of Means and Spirit.

Char. (28; Of Spirit?

Mont. Yes, could I elfe tamely live.

Forget my Father's Blood, wait, and make Legs,

Stain my belt Breeches with the fervile Drops
I'hac fall from others Draughts ?

Cbj,r. This Vizard wherewith thou wouldfl hide thy

Spirit

Is Perfpt£tive, to (hew it plainlicr.

This undervalue of thy Life, is but

Bccaufe I fhould not buy thee -, what more fpeaks

Greatnefs of Man, than valiant Patience,

That fhrinks not under his Fate*s ftron^eft Strokes ?

Thefe Roman Deaths, as falling on a Sword,

Opening of Veins, with Poifon quenching Thirfl",

(Which we crroneoufly do flile the Deeds

Of the heroick and magnanimous ManJ
Was dead-ey'd Cowardize, and white-cheek'd Fear,

Who doubting Tyranny, and fainting under

Fortune's falfe Lottery, defperately run

To Death, for dread of Death ; that Soul's mod (tout.

That bearing all Mifchance, dares laft it out.

Will you perform your Word, and marry me.

When I Ihall call you to't?

(27) AndW\\\ exprrfi ] It is more elegant to read to, and as

another nx:ill Hands in the next Line juil below this, it is the com-
monelt Error of the Prefs to repeat it.

(28) Of Spirit?

Tes, could I tamely live,'] The Syllable wanting here to the

Meafure is equally advantageous to the Senfe. 1 therefore read,

Tes, couli /elfe tamely li-ve, &c.

The Sentimenti of the next Speech deiervc to have beenplac'dto a

more confpicuouj Charader than a Lady's Woman.

Vol. X. E e Enter
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Enter Longueville with a Riding-rod,

Mont, rfaith I will.

Char. Who's this alights here ?

Long, With leave, fair Creature,

Are you the Lady Miftrefs of the Houfe?

Char, Her Servant, Sir.

Long. I pray then favour me.

To inform your Lady, and Duke OrUan^% Wife,

A Bufmefs of Import awaits 'em here.

And craves a fpeedy Anfwer.

Char. Are you in Poll, Sir ?

Long, No, I am in Satin, Lady ; I would you
Would be in Poft.

Char, I will return, Sweet. {Exit*

Long. Honed Friend,

Do you belong to the Houfe ? I pray be covered.

Mont. Yes, Sir, I do.

Long. Ha, dream' (I thou L(?;?^«fi;i//(?.'' Sure

It is not he : Sir, I fhould know you.

Mont. So fhould I you, but that I am afham'd.

But though thou know'ft me, prithee Longueville.^

Mock not my Poverty, pray remember yourfelf

;

Shows it not ftrangely for thy Cloaths to ftand

Without a Hat to mine ? Mock me no more.

Long. The- embroider me all over. Sir,

If ever I began to mock you yet.

The—on me, why fhould I wear Velvet

And Silver Lace? 1 will tear it off.

Mont. Why, Mad-man ?

Long. Put on my Hat ? Yes, when I am hang'd I will

:

I could break my Head,
For holding Eyes that knew not you at firfl

:

But Time and Fortune run your Courfes with him,

(19) He'll laugh and fcorn you, when you fhew moft

hate.

(29) He'll laugh «»</ftorm you, ] How eafily fcorn was alter'd

to fiorm by a Miltake of the Printer ; but how much a properer Word
f(orn is in the Place, every Reader will fee, t)xQ'' Jiorm has hitherto

run thro* all the former Editions.

Enter
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Enter Lamira, Lady Orleans, Laverdine, La-poop,

Maliicorn, Veramor, and Charlotte.

Lam. You're a fair Monfieur.

' Long. Do you mock me, Lady ?

Lam. Your Bufinefs, Sir, I mean.

Lady. Regard yourfeif, good Monfieur LonguevilU,

Lam. You are too negligent of yourlelf and place.

Cover your Head, fweet Monfieur.

Long. Miftake me not, fair Ladies,

*Tis not to you, nor you, that I fland bare.

Lav. Nay fv.'cet dear Monfieur, let it not be to us then,'

La-p. A Compliment.

Mai. And of Manners.

Pray hide your Head, your Gallants ufe to do't.

Long. And you your Foreheads ; why you needful

accellary Rafcals,

That cannot live without your mutual Knaveries,

More than a Bawd, a Pandar or a Whore
From one another j how dare you fufpe6t

That I (land bare to you? What make you here?

Shift your Houfe, Lady, of 'em, for I know *em.

They come to fteal your Napkins, and your Spoons ;

Look to your Silver-bodkin, Gentlewoman,

'Tis a dead Utenfil; and Page *ware your Pockets:

My Reverence is unto this Man, my Mafter,

Whom you, with Proteftations, and Oaths

As high as Heav'n, as deep as Hell, which would
Deceive the wifefl Man of honeft Nature,

Have cozen'd and abus*d j but I may meet you.

And beat you one with th' other.

Mont. Peace, no more.

Long. Not a word. Sir.

Lav. Pm fomething thick of Hearing ; what faid he ?

La-p. I hear him, but regard him not.

Mai. Nor I, Pm never angry fafting.

Long. My Love keeps back my Duty ; nobleft Lady,
If Husband or Brother merit Love from you.

Prevent their Dangers, this Hour brings to Trial

Their hereto fleeping Hates ; by this Time each

Ec2 WithJQ
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Within a Yard is of the other's Heart.

And met to prove their Caufes and their Spirits

With their impartial Swords Points ; hafte and fave,

Or never meet them more, but at the Grave.

Lady. Oh my diftraded Heart, that my wrack'd
Honour

Should for a Brother's, or a Husband's Life,

Through thy undoing, die.

Lam, Amiens engag'd ;

If he mifcarry all my Hopes and Joys,

I now confefs it loudly, are undone:

Caroch and hafte, one Minute may betray

A Life miOre worth than all Time can repay.

\_Exeunt Ladies and Montague,

Mai. Hump: Monfieur iLflx>^r^z><? purfues this Boy
Extremely, Captain, what will you do .'*

La-p. Any thing
,^

But follow to this Land-fervice •, I'm a Sea-Captain

You know, and to offer to part 'em, without we could do*t ,

Like Watermen v/irh long Staves, a quarter of a Mile off, |
Might b' dangerous.

Mai. Why then let us retire

And pray for 'em,

(30)1 am refolv'd to flop here; your Intent?

Abus'd more than we have been we can't be.

Without they fall to flat beating on's.

\_Exeiint Mallicorn, and La-poop.

Laz\ And that were

(30) lam refolv'd tojlop youy Intent •,'\ The Meafure and Senfe are

both ccniuj'd, for it does not appear what Intent he rei'olv'd lojiopi

the Reafoa ccntaiii'd in the Sequel cf the Sentence evidently fliews a

Refolution to ftay at Lamituh, v-htre they liv'd fumpiuoully, tho'

abus'd. Two ways occur of altering it, either by expunging jff«r

Intent, and reading,

I am refolv'd to fop here,

or by making an Hemillich in one of the Lines, and reading,

yind pray for ''em ;

/ a?n refolv'd to fop here ; your Intent ?

i. t. what do you intend ? I prefer this as keeping nearer the old

Text.

Unkindly
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Unklnd/y done i* faith.

Ver.—You are the troublefomeft Afs that e*er I met
with J

Retire, you fmell juft like a Woman's Chamber,
That's nevvJy up, before fhe've pinch'd her Vapours
In with her Cloaths.

Lav. I will haunt thee like

Thy Grandame's Ghofl-, thou Pnalt ne'er refl: for me.

Ver. Well, I perceive 'tis vain to conceal a Secret from
you:

Believe it. Sir, indeed I am a Woman.
Lav. Why la, 1 knew't ; this Prophetical Tongue of

mine
Never fail'd me ; my Mother was half a Witch,
Ne'er any thing that flie forefpake but came
To pafs: A Woman! How happy am I ? Now
We m.ay lawfully come together without Fear

Of Hanging ; my hvcct Wench, be gracious.

In honourable fort I woo, no othcrwile.

Fer. Faith, the Truth is, I've lov'd you long.

Lav. Sec, fee.

Ver. But durfl: not open it.

Lav. (^31) I thought io.

Ver. But briefly, when you bring it to the teft.

If there be not one Gentleman in this Houfe
Will challenge more int'rcft in me, than you can,

I am at your difpofure. \Exit.

Lav. Oh FcrtunatuSy

I envy thee not Cap, or Pouch, this Day
I'll prove my Fortune,

In which your Lady doth elcft her Husband,
Who will hz Amiens, 'twill fave my Wedding Dinner,

(31) Lav / think fo.'] The Dadi fignifies either an Oath or an
Exclamation, moil probably the latter was here intended, as the Mea-
fure wants two Syllables ; tut then what is, / t'.unk fo ; he was in

Ecrtacy with tlie Thought of his own Sagacity and Forefight. I

read, therefore,

/ thought /a ;

i. e. I guefs'd, I prophefy'd it to be fo in my own Thoughts.

E e 3
Pauvrey
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Pauvre, La-poop, and Malticorn •, if all fail,

I will turn Citizen, a beauteous Wife

Is the Horn-book to th' ncheit Tradefman*s Life. [Exeunt*

Enter Dubois, Orleans, Longueville, Amiens,

two Lacqiiies, a Page with two Pifiols.

Duh. Here's a good even Piece of Ground, my Lords

:

"Will you fix here ?

Qrl. Yes, any where ; Lacquey,

Take off my Spurs ; upon a Bridge, a Rail

But my Sword's Breadth, upon a Battlemenc,

I'll fight this Qua'-rel.

Dub. O* the Ropes, my Lord.

Orl. Upon a Line.

Dub. So all our Country Duels

Are carried, like a Fire-work on a Thread.

Orl. Go now, ftay with the Horfes •, and, do you hear.

Upon your Lives, till fome of" us come to you.

Dare not to look this Way.
Dub. Except you fee

Strangers or others that by chance or purpofe

Are like to interrupt us.

Orl. Then give warning.

Long. Who takes a Sword? The Advantage is fo fmall.

As he that doubts, hath the free leave to choole.

Orl. Come, give me any, and fearch me ; *tis not

The Ground, Weapon, or Seconds that can make
Odds in thofe fatal Trials, but the Caufe.

Jmi. Moft true, and, but it is no time to wifh

"When Men are come to do, I would dcfire

The Caufe 'twixt us were other than it is

;

But where the right is, there prevail our Sv/ords.

And if my Sifter have out-liv'd her Honour,
I do not pray I may out-live her Shame.

OrJ. Your Sifter, Jmietis, is a Whore, at once.

Jmi. You oft have fpoke that Senfe to me before.

But never in this Language, Orleans;

And when you fpoke it fair, and firft, I told you
That it was poflible you might be abus'd

;

But



T!he HoJieJl Mans Fortune, 439
But now fince you forget your Manners, you fhall find.

If I tranfgrefs my Culcomi you do lie.

And arc a Villain, which I had rather yet

My Sword had prov'd, than I been forc'd to

fpeak.

Nay, give us leave, and fince you ftand fo haughtily

And highly on your Caufe, let you and I,

Without engaging thefe two Gentlemen,

Singly determine it.

Long. My Lord, you'll pardon us.

Duh. I truft your Lordfhips

May n't do us that Affront.

Ami. As how ?

Buh. We kifs

Your Lordlliip's Hand, and come to ferve you here

With Swords.

Long. My Lord, we underftand ourfelves.

Dub. We've had the honour to be call'd unto

The Bufmefs, and we muft not now quit ic

On any Terms.
Ami. Not Terms of Reafon ?

Long. No

;

No Reafon for the quitting of our Calling.""

Duh. True,

If I be call'd to't I mud ask no Reafon.

Long. Nor hear none neither, which is lefs : It is

A Favour, if my Throat be cut,

Your Lordfhip does me ; which I never can,

[yf Ncife 'Within .^ crying down withyour Swords.

Nor mud have hope how to requita. What Nolfe ?

What Cry is that? My Lord, upon your Guard ;

So, Treachery is afoot.

Enter Lady Orleans, Lamira, and Montague.

Lady. Oh here they are

:

My Lord (dear Lady help me) help me all

;

1 have fo woful Intereft in both,

1 know not which to fear for moft, and yet

I mud prefer my Lord. Dear Brother,

E e 4 You
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You are too underhand ing, and too noble

To be offended, when I know my Duty,

Though fcarce my Teirs will let me fee to do it.

Orl. Out, loathed Strumpet.

Lody. Oh my deareH Lord,

If Words could on me cad the Name of Whore,
I then were worthy to be loath'd \ but know,

That your Unkindnefs cannot make me wicked ;

And therefore (hould lefs ufc that Power upon me.

Orl. Was this your Art, to make thefe Aclors come.

To make this Interlude? Withdraw, cold Man,
And if thy Spirit be not frozen up.

Give me one Stroke yet at thee for my Vengeance.

Ami. Thou fhalt have Strokes, and Strokes, thou glo-

rious Man,
Till thou breath'll thinner Air than that thou talkeft.

La7n. My Lord, Count Amiens.

Lady. Princely Husband.

Orl. Whore.

Lam. You wrong her, impudent Lord ; oh that I had

The Bulk of thofe dull Men ; look how they (land.

And no Man will revenge an innocent Lady.

Ami. You hinder it, Madam.
Ld?}i. I would hinder you ;

Is there none t\k to kill him ?

Lady. Kill him, Madam.?
Have you learn'd that bad Language ? Oh repent,

(32) And be the Motive rather both kill me.

Orl. Then die my Infamy.

Mont. Hold, bloody Man.
Orl. Art thou there, Bafilisk ^

Mont. To ftrike thee dead, but that thy Fate deferves

fome vveightier Hand.
Dub. Sweet my Lord.

(32^ And he the Motive, rather both kill me. "] i.e. and rather

perfuade them both to kill me. The Expreffion for want of that being
infer ted. i< fo obfcure, that the former Editors did not underftand it,

and therefore added a Comma, which utterly depriv'd it of all

Meaniiig.

Orh
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Orl. Oh here's a Plot;

You bring your Champions with you ; the Adulterefi

With the Adulterer: Out, howling

Dvh. Good my Lord.

Orl Are you her Grace's Countenancer, Lady,

Th' Receiver to the poor vicious Couple.

T)uh. Sweet my Lord.

Orl. Sweet Rafcal, didft not tell me,Thoufalfe Fellow,

This Montague here was murder'd ?

Diih. I did fo i

But he was falfer, and a worthlefs Lord,

Like thy foul felf, that would have had it {o.

Long. Orleans^ 'tis true, and fhall be prov'd upon thee
' NLnt. Thy Malice, Duke, and this thy wicked Nature,

Are all as vifiblc as thou ; but I,

Born to contemn thy Injuries, do know,
That though thy Greatnefs may corrupt a Jury,
And make a Judge afraid, and carry out

A world of Evils with thy Title, yet

Thou art not quiet 't Home, thou bear'ft about thee

That that doth charge thee, and condemn thee too.

The thing that grieves me more, and doth indeed

Difpleafe me, is, to think that fo much Bifenefs

Stands here to have encountred fo much Honour:
Pardon, my Lord, what late my Pafiion fpakc.

When you provok'd my Innocence.

Orl. Yes, do!

Oh! Flattery becomes him better than

The Suit he wears ; give him a new one, Amiens.

Ami. Orleans^

*Tis here no Time or Place to jeft or rail

Poorly with you, but 1 will find a Time to

Whifper you forth to this, or fome fit Place,

As fliall not hold a fecond Interruption.

Mont. I hope your Lordlliip's Honour and your Life,

Are deftin'd unto higher Hazards j this is of

A meaner Arm.
Dub. Yes Faith, or none.

Lang. He is not fit to fall by an honeft Sword

:

A
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A Prince, and lie

!

Bub. And flander, and hire Men
To publifh the falfe Rumours he hath made.

Long. And flick *em on his Friends, and InnocentJ.

Duh. And praflife 'gainft their Lives after their Fames.
Long. In Men that are the matter of all Lewdnefs,

Bawds, Thieves, and Cheaters, it were monftrous.

Dub. But in a Man of Blood, how more confpicuous?

/Imi. Can this be ?

Lady. They do flander him.

Orl. Hang them, a pair of railing Hangbies.

Long. How ? Stand Orleans i flay, give me my Piflob,

Boy,

Hinder me not, by 1 will kill him.

Lady. Oh, flay his Fury,

Ami. Longueville, my Friend.

Long. Not for myfelf, my Lord, but for Mankind,
And all that have an Intereft to Virtue,

Or Title unto Innocence.

jimi. Why, hear me.

Long. For Juftice Sake.

Ami, That cannot be.

Long. To punifh his Wife's, your Honour's, and my
Lord's Wrongs here,

Whom I muft ever call fo ; for your Loves
I'll fwear, I'll facrifice

Ami. Longueville,

I did not think you a Murderer before.

Long. I care not what you thought me.

Ami. By —If thou attempt

His Life, thy own is forfeit.

MonL Foolilh frantick Man,
The Murder will b* of us, not him.

Lady. Oh Heav'n!

Moni. We could have kill'd him, but wc would not

take

The Juftice out of Fates

Singe but a Hair of him, thou dieft.

Long. No matter. • [Shoots,

Ami,
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Ami. Villain.

Vuh. My Lord, your Sifter's flain.

A7ni. Biancha ?

Mont. Oh haplefs, and moft wretched Chance.

Lam. Scand'ft thou

Looking upon the Mifchief thou haft made?
Thou godlefs Man, feeding thy Blood- fhot Eyes
With the red Spe<5tacle, and art not turn*d

To Stone with Horror? Hence, (33) and take the Wingf
Ot thy black Infamy, to carry thee

Beyond the Shoot of Looks, or Sound of Curfes,

(Which will purfucthee) till thou haft out-fled

All but thy Guilt.

Orl. Oh wiih it off again, for I am crack'd

Under the Burden, and my Heart will break.

How heavy Guilt is, when Men come to feel ?

If you could know (34) the Mountain 1 fuftain

Of Horror, you would each take off your Part,

And more, to eafe me: I cannot Rand,

Forgive where I have wrong'd, I pray.

Ami. Look to him, Montague.

Long. My Lords and Gentlemen, the Lady is well.

But for Fear, unlefs that have Ihot her

;

1 have the worft of it, that needs would venture

Upon a Trick had like to ha' coft my Guts;

{33) -and take the ivings of thy black

Infamy to cany thee beyond thefioot of Looks

,

Or Sound of Curfes, nuhich nuill purfue thet ftill:

Thou haft out-fi.d all but thy Guilt] As (he bids him fly ott

the Wings of Horror, from the Sight and Hearing of Men, it is evi-

dent, that untill or //// fhould connedl the two Sentences. The Mca-
fure was all confufed in the former Editions, both in this, and in moft

of the Speeches of this Play. Having reflor'd that, I read,

—^— -. to carry thee

Beyond the Shoot of Looks, or Sound of Curfes^

(Which 'will pur/ue thee) till thou hajl out-fed

All but thy Guilt.

(34) - the Mountain Ifuftain
With Horror, yowwould each. &c.] Former Editions ftriklfig

out the Comma, and applying the Horror to the Perfons he fpeaks to

might be intelligible, ba: changing luith to of, gives a much eafier, as

well as better Seufe, and was probably the OrigiiwI,

Look
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Look to her, fhe*ll be well, it was but Powder
I charg'd with, thinking that a guilty Man
Would have been frighted fooner j but I'm glad

Hc*s come at laft.

(^^) Lam. ¥io^ h Biancha ? well? Lives fhe? Sec.

^?ni. Sifter (he doth breathe.

Lady.. Oh Gentlemen, think you that I can breathe.

That am reftored to the hateful Senfe

Of feeling in me my dear Husband's Death ?

Oh no, I live not; Life was that I left:

And what you have call'd me to, is Death indeed

:

I cannot weep fo faft as he doth bleed.

Dub. Pardon me. Madam, he is well.

Lady. Ha! my Husband.

Orl. I cannot fpeak whether my Joy or Shame
Be greater, but I thank the Heav'ns for both

:

Oh look not black upon me, all my Friends,

To whom I will be reconcil'd, or grow unto

This Earth, till I have wept a Trench

That fhall be great enough to be my Grave,

And I will think them too moft manly Tears,

If they do move your Pities ; it is true,

Man lliould do nothing that he fhould repent

;

But if he have, and fay that he is forry.

It is a worfe Fault, if he be not truly.

Lam. My Lord, fuch Sorrow cannot be fufpcfted :

Here take your Honour'd Wife, and join your Hands.
m She hath married you again ;

And Gentlemen, I do invite you all,

This Night to take my Houfe, where on the Morrow,
To heighten more the reconciling Feaft,

I'll make myfelf a Husband and a Gueft. [^Exeunt.

(35) Lam. //oou /j Biancha ? ijoell?

Ami. Li'vesjhe? See Sijler, dothJhe breathe 7"^ This is not
printed rivht, Amiens feems to call Lamira Siller. 7'he lad Line might
be wrote thus, -Linjes/he? See,—Sijier—doth Jhe breathe?
But the following Arrangement of the Lines feems to introduce the
Ladj's Return 10 her Senfes more naturally.

Lam. Hoiu is Biancha ? njoell?

Livespe? 5^^—-Ami. Sijler She doth breathe.

A C T

'
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ACTV. SCENE I.

Enter Montague, and Charlotte.

C/^^r.T Tf 7 ELL, now, I'm fure you're mine.

YY Mcnt. I'm fure I'm glad

Pve one to own them i you will find me honcfl:

As thefe Days go, enough •, poor without Quedion,
V/hich Beggars hold a Virtue ; give me Meat, and I

Shall do my Work, clfc knock off my Ihoes

And turn me out again.

Char. You are a merry Fellow.

Mont. I have no great Caufe.

Char. Yes, thy Love to me.

Mont. That's as we make our Game.
Char. Why, you repent then?

Mont. Faiih no, worfe than I am I cannot be ;

Much better I expecfl not : I fhall love you,

And when you bid me go to Bed, obey.

Lie ftill or move, as you fhall minifter;

(36) Keep a four-Nobles Nag, and a Jack-Merling^

Learn to love Ale, and play at Two-hand Irijh^

And there's then all I aim at.

Char. Nay fweet Fellow,

ril make it fomething better. Mont. If you do.
You'll make me worfe :

Now I am Poor, and willing to do well.

Hold me in that courfe; of all the King's Creatures,

I hate his Coin, keep me from that, and fave mej
For if you chance out of your Houfewivery
To leave a hundred Pound or two, beftow it

In Plumb-broth e'er 1 know it; elfe I take it,

Seek out a hundred Men that want this Money,
Share it among *em, they'll cry noble Montague,
And fo I ftand again at Livery.

(36) Keep afour-Noblet Nag, and a yack

Mcrling,] i.t. turn Falk'ner, 2. Merlin, being a Species of
Hawk. The Meafure was all coufui'd in the former liduioia.

Char,
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Char, You've pretty Fancies, Sir, but married oner.

This Charity will full home to yourfelf.

Mcnt. I would it would, I am afraid my Loofenefs

Is yet fcarce ftcpt, though it have nought to work on

But the meer Air of what 1 have had.

Char. Pretty!

Mont. 1 wonder Sweet-heart why you'll marry mc,

I can fee nothing in myfelf deferves it,

Unlefs the handibme wearing of a Band,

For that's my Stock now, or a pair of Garters, '

!Neceffity will not let me lofe.

Char. I fee, Sir,

A great deal more, a handfome Man, a Husband,

To make a right good Woman truly happy.

Mont. Lord, where are my Eyes, either you are foolifli

As Wenches once a Year are, or far worfe,

Extremely virtuous ; Can you love a poor Man
That but relies on cold Meat, and caft Stockings,

One only Suit to his Back, which now is mewing?
But what will be the next Coat will pofe Trijlram,

If I fliould levy from my Friends a Fortune;

I could not raife ten Groats to pay the Prieft now.
Char. I'll do that Duty; 'tis not Means nor Money

Makes me purfue your Lovej were your Mind Bankrupt,

I would ne'er Love you.

Efiter Lamira.

MoJii. Peace Wench, here's my Lady.

Lam. Nay, never fhrink i*th' wetting, for my Pre-

fence

;

D*ye find her willing, Montague?

Mont. Willing, Madam?
Lam. How dainty you make of it, do Tiot I know

You two love one another ?

Mont. Certain, Madam,
I think ye'ave Revelations of thefe Matters

:

Your Ladyfhip cannot tell me when I kift her.

Lam. But fhe can. Sir.

Mont. But fhe will not, Madam

;

For when they talk once, 'tis like Fairy-money,

They
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They get no more clofe Kifles.

Lam. Thou art wanton.

Mont. Heav'n knows I need not, yet I would be lufty

:

But- my Provender fcarce pricks me.

Larn. It fhall be mended, Montague, I am glad

You're grown fo merry.

Mont. So am I too. Madam.
Lam. You two will make a pretty handfome Confort.

Mont. Yes, Madam, if my Fiddle fail me not.

Lam. Your Fiddle ? why your Fiddle ? I warrant thou

Mean'n madly.

Mont. Can you blame me ? alas I am in Love.

Char. 'Tis very well. Sir.

Lam. How long have you been thus ?

Mont. How, thus in Love ?

Lam. You're very quick, Sir; no, I mean thus pJca-

fant.

Alont. Ever fince I was poor.

Lam. A little Wealth would change you then?

Mont. Yes, Lady,

Into another Suit, but never more

Into another Man •, Til bar that mainly.

The Wealth I get hence- forward fhall be charm'd
For ever hurting me, I'll fpend it fafting :

As I live, noble Lady, there is nothing,

I*ve found, directly cures the Melancholy,

But Want and Wedlock -, when I had (tore of Money,
1 fimper'd fometime, and fpoke wondrous Wife,

But never laught out-right ; now I am empty.

My Heart founds like a Bsll, and ftrikes at both fides.

Lajn. You're finely temper'd, Montague.

Mont. Pardon Lady,

If any way my free Mirth have offended

;

*Twas meant to pleafc you : if it pro\'e too faucy.

Give it a frown, and 1 am ever filenc'd.

Lain. I like it pafiing well ; pray follow it:

This is my Day of Choice, and fhall be yours too,

Twere pity to delay ye: Call to the Steward,

And tell him *£is my pleafure he ihould give you

Five
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Five hundred Crowns j make yourfelf handfome, Mon-
tague^

Let none wear better Cloaths, 'tis for my Credit

;

But pray be meriy ftill.

Mont. It I be not.

And make a Fool of twice as many hundreds,

Clap me in Canvas, Lady. [^Exeunt,

Enter La-poop, Laverdine, and Mallicorne.

Lav. I am ftrangely glad, I have found the myftery

or this difguifcd Boy out j I ever trufted

It was a Woman, and how happily

Tve found it fo ; and for myfclf, I'm fure.

One that would offer me a thoufand Pound now
(And that's a pretty Sum to make one ftagger)

In ready Gold for this concealment, could not

Buy my hope of her; (he's a dainty Wench,
And fuch a one I find I want extremely.

To bring me into Credit : Beauty does it.

Mai. Say we fhould all meach here, and flay the Feaft

now.

What can the word be ? we have plaid the Knaves,

That's without queftion.

La-p. True, and as I take it,

This is the firft Truth we have told thefe ten Years,

And for any thing I know, may be the laft:

But grant we're Knaves, both bafe and beallly Knaves
Mai. Say fo then.

Lav. Well.

La-p. And likewife let it be confidered, we have

wrong'd.

And mofl malicioufly, this Gentlewoman
Wecaft to ftay with, what mud we exped: now?
Mai. Ay, there's the point, we would exped good eating.

La-p. I know we would, but we may find good beating.

Lav. You fay true. Gentlemen, and by-

Though I love Meat as well as any Man,
I care not what he be, if a eat, a God'^s Name ;

Such Crab-fauce to my Meat will turn my Palate.
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Mai. There's all the hazard, for the frozen Montagut

Has now got Spring again, and warmth in him,

And without doubt dares beat us terribly.

For not to mince the matter, we are Cowards,

And have, and (hall be beaten, when Men plcafe

To call us into cudgeling.

La-p. 1 feel we're very prone that way.
Lav. The Sons of Adam.

La-p. Now, here then reft the ftate o*th' Qutftion i

Whether we yield our Bodies for a Dinner

To a found Dog-whip? for I promife ye.

If Men be given to Corredion,

We can expert no lefs i or quietly

Take a hard Egg or two, and ten Mile hence

Bait in a Ditch, this we may do fecurely j

For, to ftay hereabout will be all one,

If once our moral Milchiefs come in Memory.
Mai. But pray ye hear me, is not this the Day

The Virgin Lady doth eledt her Husband ?

Lav. The Dinner is to that end.

Mai. Very well then.

Say we all ftay, and fay we fcape this whipping,

And be well entertained, and one of us

Carry the Lady. La-p. 'Tis a feemly Saying,

I muft confefs ; but if we ftay, how fitly

We may apply it to ourfelves (i'th' end)

Will ask a Chriftian Fear •, I cannot fee.

If I fay true, what fpecial Ornaments
Of Art or Nature, (lay afide our Lying,
Whoring and Drinking, which are no great Virtues)

We are endued withal, to win this Lady.
Mai. Yet Women go not by the bcft parts ever

;

That I have found direftly.

Lav. Why ftiould we fear then .?

They chufe Men as they feed j fometimes they fettle

Upon a white-broth'd Face, a fwcet fmooth Gallant,

And him they make an end of in a Night i

Sometimes a Goofe, fometimes a grofler Meat,
A Rump of Beef will ferve *em at fome Scafon,

Vol. X. F f An4
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And fill their Bellies too, though without doubt

They're great Devourers : Scock-fifh is a Difh,

If it be well dreft, for the toughnefs fake

Will make the proudeft of 'em long and leap for't.

They'll run mad for a Pudding, e'er they'll ftarve.

La-p. For my own part I care not, come what can

come,

If I be whipt, why fo be it; if cudgell'd,

I hope I fhall out- live it, I am fure

'Tis net the hundredth time I have been ferv'd fo.

And yet thank Hcav'n, I'm here.

Mai. Here's Refolution.

La-p. A little Patience, and a rotten Apple
Cures twenty worfe Difeafes ; what fay you. Sir?

Lav. Marry I fay, Sir, If I had been acquainted

With (37) lamming in my Youth, as you have been ;

With whipping, and fuch Benefits of Nature,

I Ihould do better; as I am, I'll venture,

A d if it be my luck to have the Lady,

I'll ufe my fortune modeftly; if beaten.

You fhall not hear a word, one I am fure of.

And if the word fall, fhe fhall be my Phyfick.

Let's go then, and a merry wind be with us.

Mai Captain, your Shoes are old, pray put 'em off.

And let one fling 'cm after us ; be bold, S:rs,

And howfoe'er our Fortune falls, let's bear

An equal burden ; if there be an odd Lafh,

We'll part it afterwards.

La-p, I am arm'd at all Points. lExeunf..

Enter four Serving in a Baiiquet.

1 Ser. Then my Lady will have a Bedfellow to Night*

2 Ser. So fhe fays; Heav'n ! what a dainty arm-full

Shall he enjoy, that has the launching of her.

What a fight fhe will make.

3 $er. 1 marry Boys,

There will be fport indeed, there will be grapling,

(37) lammingl i, c. bemting.

She
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She has a Murderer lies in her Prow,

I am afraid will fright his Main-maft, Rohin.

4 Ser. Who dolt thou think fhall have her of thy

Confciencc,

Thou art a wife Man ?

3 Ser. I f fhe go the old way.

The way of Lot, the Jongeft Cut fweeps all

Without all quefiion.

1 Ser. She has loft a Friend of me elfe

;

What think ye of the Courtier ?

2 Ser. Hang him Hedge-hog;
H*as nothing in him but a piece of (38) Euphues,

And twenty dozen of twclvepenny Ribband, all

About him, he is but one Pedlers Shop
Of Gloves and Garters, Pick-teeth and Pomander.

3. Ser. The Courtier! marry God blefs her, Steven^ (he

Is not mad yet, fhe knows that Trindle-tail too well,

Hc*s cre(l-fairn,andPin-buttock'd, wi' leapingLandrefles.

4 Ser. The Merchant ? fure fhe will not be To bafe

To have him. i Ser. I hope fo, Rcbin, he'll fell us all

To th* Moors to make Mummy j nor the Captain ?

4 Ser. Who -, Potgun ? that*s a fweet Youth indeed.

Will he ftay, think ye ? 3 Ser. Yes, without quefiion.

And have half din'd too, e'er the Grace be done i

He's good for nothing in the World but eating.

Lying and fleeping; what other Men devour

In Drink he takes in Potage ; they (ay h'as beea

At Sea; a Herring-filhing, for without doubt

He dares not hale an Eelboat, i'th* way of War.

(38) r piece of Euphues,] Euphues or i\it Anatomy of Wit,

was the Title of a Romance wrote by Z/Z/y, Author of feveral Plays in

Queen £/:«<2^tf/A's Reign. His Stile was lliff, pcdantick, and afFc;£led,

but was in fuch vogue titat Mr. Blount who pu. lifhed fix of his Plays,

fays, that Lilly^i Euphues and his Englattd taught the Court a new
Language, and the Lady who could net parJe Euphuifm was as little

regarded as fhe th?it now there fpeaks not French. Here is a Banter

upon the Court for this Pradicc ; but it would much have improv'd

it if La<veriln€ had frcquerrly made ufe of this affedled Stile, and

Euphuifm had made part of his Character through the whole Play.

The Account oi Lilly is taken from Mr. DodJly\ Preface to his Col-

ledion of old Plays, and Mr Svmpfon quotes it alio from Lttngbain.

F f a 2 Ser.
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2 Str. I think fo, they would beat him off with Butt^.

3 Sir. When he brings in a Prize, unlefs it be

Cockles, or Callis Sand to fcour with,

rii renounce my five Mark a Year,

And all the hidden Art I have in carving.

To teach young Birds to whiftle Walfingham ;

Leave him to the Lime-boats j now, what think you

Of the brave Amiem ?

1 Ser. That's a thought indeed.

2 Ser. Ay marry, there's a Perfon fit to feed

Upon a Difh fo dainty, and he'll do*c

I warrant him i'th* Nick Boys, h'as a Body
"World without end. 4 Ser. And fuch a one my Lady
"Will make no little of; but is not Montague

Married to Day } 3 Ser. Yes faith, honeft Montague

Muft have his bout too. 2 Ser. He's as good a Lad
As ever turn'd a Trencher -, muft v/c leave him ?

3 Ser. He's too good for us, Steven^ I'll give him
Health

To his good luck to Night (39; i'th' old Beaker,

And it (Lall be Sack too. 4 Ser. I muft have a Garter

;

And Boys, I have befpoke a PofTet, fome Body
Shall give me Thanks for't, *tas a few Toys in't

Will raife Commotions in a Bed, Lad.

3 Ser. Away; my Lady. [Exeunt.

Enter Orleans and his Lady, Arm in Arm^ Amiens,
Lamire, Charlotte like a Bride^ Montague bravSy

Laverdine, Longueville, Dubois, Mallicorn, and
La-poop.

Lam. Seat yourfelves noble Lords and Gentlemen,

You know your places-, many royal welcomes

I give your Grace ; how lovely fhews this change?
My Houfe is honour'd in this Reconcilement.

Orl. Thus Madam muft you do, my Lady now
Shall fee you made a Woman ;

(39) *'l^^ <"'<«' Baker,] The Error of the laft Edition corre^ed
from the old Folio, without confultirg which Air. Sytrpfon fcnt mc the

iame Reading from Conje^ure.

And
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And give you fome fliort Leflbns for your Voyage.
Take her Inftrudions, Lady, fhe knows much.

Lam. This becomes you, Sir.

L. Or!. My Lord muft have his Will.

Orl. *Tis all I can do now. Sweet-heart ; fair Lady,
This to your happy choice ;—Brother Amiens^

You are the Man I mean it to.

Ami. I'JI pledge you.

Orl. And with my Heart.

A77ii. With all my Love I take it.

Lam. Noble Lords,

I'm proud yeVe done this Day fo much Content,

And me fuch Eftimation, that this hour

(In this poor Houfe) fhall be a League for ever.

For fo I know ye mean it.

Ami. I do, Lady.
Orl And I, my Lord.

Omnes. YouVe done a work of Honour.

Ami. Give me the Cup, where this Health flop?, let

that Man
Be either very fick or very fimplc

;

Or I am very angry : Sir, to you ;

Madam, mithinks this Gentleman might fit too i

He would become the beft on*s,

Orl. Pray fit down. Sir,

I know the Lady of the Fcaft expeds not

This Day fo much old Cuftom.

Ami. Sit down, Montague ;

Nay, never bluih for th* matter.

Mont. Noble Madam,
I have two Reafons 'gainfi: it, and I dare not

;

Duty to you firft, as you are my Lady,

And I your pooreft Servant; next the cuftom

Of this day*s Ceremony.

Lam. As you are my Servant,

I may command you then.

Mont, To my Life, Lady.

Lam. Sit down, and here. Til have it fo«

Ami, Sit down, Man,
F f J Never
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Never refufe fo fair a Lady's Offer.

Mcnt, !t is your Pleafure, Madam, not my Pride,

And I obey •, i'Ji pledge ye now, my Lord ;

Mo-ificur Lor.gueville.

Long. I thank you, Sir. Mont. This to my Lady,

And her fair choice to Day, and Happinefs.

Long. 'Tis a fair Health, I'll pledge you tho* I fink

for'f.

Lam. Montague, you are too modefl: ; come I'll add

A little more Wine t' ye, *twill make you merry,

This to the good I wifh you

Alont. Honoured Lady,

I fhall forget myfelf with this great Bounty.

Lam. You fhall not, Sir, give him fome Wine.

Ami. By Heav*n

You are a worthy Woman, and that Man
Is bleft can come near fuch a Lady.

Lam. (40) Such a BielTing

Wet Weather wifhes.

Mont. At all, I'll not go
A Lip lefs, m* Lord.

Orl. 'Tis well cafl. Sir. Mai. \^ Montagus

Get more Wine, we are all like to hear of it.

Lav. I do not like that fitting there. Mai, Nor I,

Methinks he looks like a Judge. La-f. Now have 1

(40) Such a BleJJing ixiet Weather wafhe?.] I believe nn extreme
genteel Aniwerof Lamira't, hai been turn'd into ablolute Nonfenfe in

all the Ediiiuns bv the odd Connedlion of the Printer's or Tranicribcr's

Idea: be sver-n 'wet Weather and nvajhlng. Ii.flcad of rtceiviagy/OT/Vw/s

Compliment in the Senfe he meant it, of ihe Man being Weft who
IhoLi d come near, i. e. marry and enjoy Lamira ; fhe anfv/ers, a
Traveller caught in a (hower of R;iin might indetd ijjijh fuch a
Biefling, / e. of Coming near me, as I have a vvarui Houie to receive

him. 'Tis the great excellencv of Poetry to expre!s this fo con-

cifely by perfonutin^ tjcet Weather, and making that inllead of the

Traveller be the Wijher of this Bleffing. But this being probably

above the Tranicriber's Reach, he alter'd it into the nonfenlical

Reading of the iate Text. Much the greateft Part of this Scene as

well as che greateil Part of the Play in general, was either printed as

Profe, or when the Meafure was attempted, and the Lines rang'd
jis Vcrfe, molt of them were wrong.

A kind
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A kind of grudging of a beating on me,

I fear my hoc Fit.

Mai. Drink apace, there's nothing

Allays a Cudgel h'ke it. La77j. Monlogue^ Now
I'll put my choice to \ ou -, who do you hold.

In all this honour'd Company, a Husband
Fit to enjoy thy Lady ? Speak diredly.

Mont. Shalllfpeak, Madam?
ham, Montague., you fhall.

Mont. Then as I have a Soul, I'll fpeak my Confcience,

Give me more Wine, in "Sino Veritas.

(41) Here's to myfelf and— Lajn. Montague, have a care.

Speak to th' Caufe.

Mont. Yes, Madam : Firft I'll begin to thee.

Lav. Have at us.

La-p, Now for a Pfalm of Mercy.

Mont. (42) You good Monfieur,

You that belie the noble Name of Courtier,

And think your Claim good here, hold up your Hand 5

Your VVorfhip is indited here for a

Vain-glorious Fool.

Lav. Good, oh Sir.

Mont. For one whofe Wit
Lies in a ten pound Waftecoat ; yet not warm 5

Ye've traveli'd likeaFidler to make Faces,

And brought home nothing but a Cafe of Tooth-picks.

You would be married, and no lefs than Ladies,

And of the beft fort, can ferve you •, thou Silk-worm,

What haft thou in thee todeferve this W^oman.?

Name but the pooreft piece of Man, good Manners,

There's nothing found about thee ; Faith th'aft none.

It lies pawn'd at thy Silk- man's for fo much Lace,

(41) Here's to my/elf, and Montague hanje a care."] This whole
Line has been hitherto giv'n to Montague, not fure with much pro-

priety. It is much more fo to ni'ke Lnjnira check him, and this

ua Reafon for his immediately quitting his SLlf-recommendation,

(42) Tou good Monjieur, th^x. you belie the noble Name ofCourtier, kt.^
The Reader will fee how much a fmall Tranfpofition of that you ior

you that embarraf^'d the Conftruftion of the PafTage, as alio how muck
the Beauty of it was injur'd by being printed as Profe.

F f 4 Thy
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Thy credit with his Wife cannot redeem it:

Thy Cloaths are all the Soul thou haft, for fb

Thou fav'ft them handfome for the next great Tilting,

Let who will take the t'other •, thou wert ne*er Chriften'd

(Upon my Confcience) but in Barber's Water

;

Thou art ne'er out o'the Bafon, thou art rotten,

And if thou dar'ft tell Truth, thou wilt confefs it;

•—Thy Skin

Looks of a chefnut colour, greaz'd with Amber,
All Women that on Earth do dwell thou lov'ft,

Yet none that underftand love thee again.

But thofe that love the Spittle •, get thee home.
Poor painted Butter-fly, the Summer's paft ;

Go fweat, and eat dry Mutton, thou may'ft live

To do fo well yet •, a bruis'd Chamber-maid
May fall upon thee, and advance thy Follies.

You have your Sentence. Now it follows, Captain,

I treat of you.

La--p, Pray Heav'n I may deferve it.

Orl. Befhrew my Heart, he Ipeaks plain.

Ami. That's plain dealing.

Mont. You are a Rafcal, Captain.

La-p. A fine Calling.

Mont. A Water-COward.

Ami. He would make a pretty ftuff.

Mont. May I fpeak freely. Madam?
Lam. Here's none ties you.

Mont. Why fhouidft thou dare come hither with a

Thought
To find a Wife here fit for thee? Are all

Thy fingle Money Whores that fed on Carrots,

And fiil'd the high Grafs with Familiars,

Fall'n off to Footmen ? Prithee tell me truly.

For now I know thou dar'ft not lie, could'ft thou not

Wifh thylelf beaten well with all thy Heart now.
And out of pain ? Say that I broke a Rib,

Or cut thy Nofe off, wer't not merciful for this Ambition?
La-p. Do your pleafurc. Sir, Beggars muft not be

Chufcrs.

OrL
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Orl. He longs for beating.

Mont, But that I have nobler Thoughts poflefs my
Soul,

Than fuch brown Bisket, fuch a piece of Dog-fifli,

Such a moft maungy Mackril-eater as thou art.

That dares do nothing that belongs to th* Sea,

But fpue, and catch Rats, and fear Men of War,
Though thou haft nothing in the World to lofe

Aboard thee, but one piece of Beef, one Musket
Without a Cock for peace fake, and a Pitch-barrel,

1*11 tell thee, if my time were not more precious

Than thus to lofe it, I would rattle thee.

It may be beat thee, and thy pure Fellow,

The Merchant there of Catskins, till my Words,
Or Blows, or both, made ye two branded Wretchc*

To all the World hereafter ; you would fain to

Venture your Bills of Lading for this Lady ;

What would you give now for her? Some five frail

Of rotten Figs, good Gcdfon, would you not. Sir ?

Or a Parrot that fpeaks High Dutch ? Can all thou ever

faw'ft

Of thine own fraughts from Sea, or Cofenage

(At which thou art as expert as the Devil)

Nay, fell thy Soul for Wealth too, as thou wilt do,

Forfeit thy Friends, and raife a Mint of Mony,
Make thee dream all thefe double could procure

A kifs from this good Lady ? Canft thou hope
She would lye with fuch a nook of Hell as thou art.

And hatch young Merchant-furies? Oh ye Dog-bolts!

That fear no Hell but Dunkirk, I fhall fee you
Serve in a lowfy Lime-boat, e*cr I die.

For mouldy Cheefe and Butter, Billingfgate

Would not endure, or bring in rotten Pippins

To cure blue Eyes, and fwear they came from Chin*,

Lam. Vex 'em no more, alas they fhake.

Mont. Down quickly

Upon your Marrow-bones, and thank this Lady,
I would not leave you thus elfe, there are Blankets,

And fuch Delights for fuch Knaves; but fear (till $

'Twill
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•Twill be Revenge enough to keep you waking.

Ye have no mind of Marriage, ha* ye ?

La-p. Surely no great mind now.

Mont. Nor you.

Mai. Nor I, I take it.

Mont. Two eager Suitors.

Lav. Troth 'tis wondrous hot,

Heav*n blefs us from him.

Lam. You Ve told me, Montague^

Who are not fit to have me, let me know
The Man you 'Id point out for me.

Mont. There he fits

;

My Lord of j^miens^ Madam, is my choice.

He's noble every way, and worthy a Wife
With all the Dowries of—

—

A)fii. Do you fpeak, Sir,

Out of your Friendfhip to me }

Mont. Yes my Lord,

And out of Truth, for I could never flatter.

Ami. I would not fay how much I owe you for it.

For that were but a Promife, but I'll thank ye,

As now I find you, in defpite of Fortune,

A fair and noble Gentleman.

Lam. My Lords,

I muft confefs the choice this Man hath made
Is every way a great one, if not too great.

And no way to be flighted ; yet becaufe

We love to have our own Eyes fometimes now.
Give me a little liberty to fee

How I could fit myfelf, if 1 were put to't.

Ami. Madam, we mud.
Lam. Are ye all agreed?

Omnes. We be.

Lam. Then as [ am a Miid, I fliall chufe here.

Montague,, I muft have thee.

Mont. Why, Madam, I have learnt to fuffer more
Than you can (out of pity) mock me with,

This way efpecially. "

Lam.
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Lajn. Thou think'ft I jefl: now

;

Bat by the Love 1 bear thee, I will have thee.

Mont. If you could be fo weak to love a faU'ri Man,
He muft dcferve more than ever I can.

Or ever (hall. Dear Lady, look but this way
Upon that Lord, and you will tell me them
Your Eyes are no true chufers of good Men.

j^7ni. Do you then love him truly?

Lam. Yes, my Lord,

I will obey him truly, for I'll marry him,

And juftly think he that has fo well ferv'd me
With his Obedience, being born to Greatnefs,

Muft ufe mc nobly of NecefTity,

When I (hall ferve him.

Ami. *Twere a deep Sin to crofs ye ; noble Montague^
I wifh ye all Content, and am as happy
In my Friends good as it were merely mine.

Mont. Your Lordfliip does ill to give up your Right

;

I am not capable of this great Goodnefs,

There fits my Wife that holds my Troth.

Char. I'll end all,

I wooed you for my Lady, and now give up my Title,

Alas poor Wench, my Aims are lower far.

Mont. How's this, Sweet-heart?

Lam, Sweet-heart 'tis fo, the drift Was mine, to

hide

My purpofe till it flruck home.
Ormies. Give you joy.

Lam. Prithee leave wondring, by this Kifs I'll have
thee.

Mont. Then by this Kifs, and this, I'll ever ferve ye.

Long. This Gentleman and I, Sir, muft needs hope
Once more to follow ye.

Mont. As Friends and Fellows,

Never as Servants more.

Long. Dub. You make us happy.

OH. Friend Montague, ye have taught me fo much
Honour,

IVe found a fault i* myfelf, but thus Til purge

My
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My Confcience of itj the late Land I took

By falfe Play from you, (43) with as much Contrition,

As with Entirenefs of Affedion

Tothismofl happy Day, again I render;

Be Mafterof your own, forget my Malice,

And make me worthy of your Love, Lord Montague,

Mont. You have won me and Honour to your Name.
Md. Since

Your Lordfhip has begun good Deeds, we*ll follow.

Good Sir forgive us, we are now thofe Men
Fear you for Goodnefs fake \ thofe Sums of Money
Unjuftly we detain from you, on your Pardon

Shall be reftor'd again, and we your Servants.

La-p. You're very forward, Sir, itfeems you've Money,
I pray you lay out, Pll pay you, or pray for you.

As the Sea works.

Lav. Their Penance, Sir, I'll undertake, fo pleafe yc

To grant me one Concealment.

Long. A right Courtier,

Still begging.

Mont, VVhat is it. Sir?

Lav. A Gentlewoman.

Mont. In my Gift ^

Lav. Yes, Sir, in yours.

Mont. Why, bring her forth, and take her.

[Exit Lavcrdinc.

Ijam. What Wench would he have?

Mont. Any Wench, 1 think.

[^^)'^—'with as much Contrition, and Entirenefs of
JffeSIion to this moji happy Day again, I render \\ This being

all primed as Profe, ran readily into its true Meafure, except in the

Fart—and Entirenefs of AffeHion ; and here the Reader will obferve,

that tbtre is certainly one Milbke, for without changing and to <w,

the Comparative as in the iirft Part wants its refponfive as in the

fccond, to make out the Comparifon. The Repetition of nuith too

(which ii all that is wanting to complete the Meafure) is aa additional

Beauty to the Language, whether in Verfe or Frofe.

Enter
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£«/^r jLaverdine, and yera.mor like a Woman.

Lav. This is the Gentlewoman.

Mont. *Tis my Page, Sir.

Ver. No, Sir, I am a poor difguifed Lady,

That like a Page have followed you full long

For Love god wot.

Omnes. A Lady !

—

Lav. Yes, yes, 'tis a Lady.

Mont. It may be fo, and yet we've lain together.

But by my troth I never found her. Lady.

L. Orl. Why wore you Boys Cloaths ?

Ver. I will tell you, Madam,
I took Example by two or three Plays, that methought
Concerned me.

Mont. Why made you not me acquainted with it?

Ver. Indeed Sir,

I knew it not myfelf, until this Gentleman

Open*d my dull Eyes, and by Pcrfuvifion made me
See it.

Ami. Could *s Power in Words make fuch a Change ?

Ver. Yes,

As truly Woman as yourfelf, my Lord.

Lav. Why, but hark you, are not you a Woman .?

Ver. If Hands and Face make it not evident, you.fliall

fee more.

Mai. Breeches, Breeches, Laverdine.

La-p. *Tis not enough, Women may wear thofc

Cafes.

Search further, Courtier.

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha.

La-p. Oh thou frefli- water Gudgeon, wouldft thea
come

To point of Marriage with an Ignoramus?

Thou fliould'fl have had her Urine to the Do6bors,

The foolifh Phyfician could have made plain

(44) The Liquid Epicane-, a blind Man by the Hand
Could

(44.) The liquid Epiccene ; ] There is great Humour in this,

whicK will efcape thofo wiio are not acquainted ynth. thtTvchoicaJ Words
ia
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Could have difcover'd the Ring from the Stone.

Boy, come to Sea with me, I'lj teach the? to chmb.

And come down by the Rope, nay to eat Rats.

f^er. (45) I (hall devour my M after before the Prifon

then.

Sir, I've began my Trade.

Mai Trade? to the City, Child,

A flat Cap will become thee.

Mont. Gentlemen,

I befeech you, moleft yourfclves no further.

For his Preferment 'tis determined.

Lav, Pm much afliamed. Sirs, and if my Cheek
Giveth not Satisfa6tion, break my Head.

Mont, Your Shame's enough. Sir.

Ami. {a^6) Montaguey much Joy
Attend thy Marriage-Bed ; by th' Example

Of

in Grammar: The Epiccene Gender is the Donhtful, or where the

Sex is noc diilir.guifiicd. The Adjeifiive and Subllaacive are therefore

jocofely inverted, and the liquid Epiccgne, is the Tame as the dubious

liquid.

(4';) I Jhall devour my Majier before th^ VrifoK then^'\ This is

a Paflage that has puzled Mr. Sympfon and ir.yfeif. He propofes to

read Poifon for Prifon, but he owns himiclf not fatisfied with the

Change; nor, indeed, do I fee, what advance towards Senfe we can

make by it. I am very far from being facisfied with what I am going
to propofe. It is very clear, that Vcramor defigns to call La-poop a

Rat^ and his natural Anfvver fliould be, '*— I fhall then devour my
*' Mafter the firll of all his Crew." I read therefore,

before his Prifoners then.

The Rats of the Ship may be called fuch.

, (46) Montague, much Joy attend thy Marriage-Bed

i

By thy E.ratnple of true Goodticfs, En'vy is e.xiTd,

And to all honejl Men that Truth intend,

I ^joijh good Luck, fair Fate be fill thy Friend.^ The
Reader will here fee another Inllance, how much corrupted the Meafure
was in thofe Parts of the Play which were rang'd as Vcrfe; which
generally arofe from the Printers making the Beginning of moll

Speeches the Beginning of a Verfe, when they are often a Conciufion

of fome foregoing Verfe, as in this Inilance. Hence they were forc'd

to curtail the next Liaes, to brin£ two Lines and ^ half into two, and

I hope.



Hji Honejl Mans Fortune. 4^3

Of thy true Goodnefs, Envy is exil'd.

And to all honeft Men that Truth intend,

1 wifti good Luck, fair Fate be ftill their Friend.

[^Exeunt omnes,

I hope, that the Original Is only reftor'd in ftretching them again

into due Dimenfioiis. In the laft Line, I believe, for thy Friend,

we fhould read, their Friend, elfe we fhould make a fuller Point thaa
a Comma before it. The form«r feems moil natural.





UPON AN

Hoiieft Man's Fortune.

YO U that can look through Heaven, and tell the Slars^

Ohferve their kind ConjunSlionSy and their IVars

:

Find out new Lights^ and give them where you pleafe^

To thofe Men Honours^ Fleafures, to ihofe Eafe

:

Tou that are God*s Surveyors, and can Jjjow

How far, and when, and why the IVind doth blow*.

Know all the Charges of the dreadful Thunder,

And when it willfhoot over, or fall under

:

Tell me, by allyour Art I conjure ye,

Tes, and by Truth, whatJJjall become of me ?

Find out 7ny Star, if each one, as youfay,

(47) Have his peculiar Angel, and his iVayt

Obferve my Fate, next fall into your Dreams,
Sweep clean your Houfes, and new-lineyour Schemes^
Then fay your worft ; or have I none at all ?

Or is it burnt out lately ? Or did fall?

Or am Ipoor ? not able, no full Flame ?

My Star, like me, unwortljy of a Name t

Is it your Art can only work on thofe^

That deal with Dangers, Dignities and Cloaths ?

With Love, or new Opinions ? Tou all lye^

A Fifh'Wife hath a Fate, andfo have I,

(47) Ha-ve his peculiar Angel, and his M'^ay:'\ ^^y, in its common
Acceptation, is not Nonfenfe ; it may fignify his Path of Life mariCd
cut to him by the Stars. But Mr. Sympfan thinks it certainly corrupt,

and conjedures firll Fay, which, he lays, fignifies Spirit, or Saie,

which he fays, tho' a very uncommon Word, iignifies Fa e: As he
quotes no Authority, I can only fay, that I remember Fay ufed by
Spenfer as the fame with Fairy, but none of my Gloflaries know fuch

a Word as Saie ; and if an obfolete Word mull be ufed, we need not

depart at all from the Trace of the Letters; for IFcy or Way (the

fpelling of former Age-, as well as the prefcnt, bemg extremely un-

certain) may fignify Fule; the Weys were the Fates of the Northern

Nations, from whence the Witches in Macbeth are call'd Wcyivard
Sijlers. See IVIr, Warburtsni ingenious and learned Note upon them.

Vol. X. G g Bat
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But far above your finding ; he that gives.

Out of his ProvidencCy to all that lives,

And no Man knows his Treafure, no not you.

He that made -iEgypt blind, from whenceyou grew
Scabby and lowfy, that the World mightfee

Tour Calculations are as blind as ye.

He that made all the Stars, you daily read,

j^ndfrom thence filch a Knowledge how to feed.

Hath hid thisfrom you ; your Conje£iures all

Are drunken T^oings^ not how, hut when they falL

Man is his own Star, and the Soul that can

Render an honeji and a perfe^ Man,
Commands all Light, all Influence, all FatCy

Nothing to him falls early, or too late.

Our A5ls our Angels are, or good or ill.

Our fatal Shadows that walk by usflill;

And when the Stars are labouring, we believe

It is not that they govern, hut they grieve

For fiubhorn Ignorance ; all Things that are

Made for our general Ufes, are at War,
Even we ajnong ourfelves, andfrom the Strife,

Tour firJi unlike Opinions got a Life.

Oh Man! (4.S) thou Image of thy Maker*s Good,

What canft thou fear, when breathed into thy Blood

His Spirit is, that huilt thee ? What dull Senfe

Makes thee fufpe^, in Need, that Providence^

Who made the Morning, and who placed the Light

Guide to thy Labours -, who caWd up the Night,

And hid her fall upon thee like fweet Showers

In hollow Murmurs, to lock up thy Powers ;

Who gai-e thee Knowledge, who^fo trufled thee,,

2o let thee grow fo near himfelf, the "Tree ?

Mufi he then he difirufted ? Shall his Frame
Difcourfe with him, why thus and thus I am ?

{48)— 7iou Image of thy Maker's Cood,'\ Mr. Symp/on would read,

thy Maker Goad,

but I fee not Sufficient Reafon for a Change, fince gocd Men are,

and all Men fhould endeavour to raake themfelves. Images of the

Goodnefs of God, Nay, the Man who bani/hes Virtue from his

Soul, forfeits the only valuable Likenefs which he bears to his

Maker.

He
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He made the Angels thine, thy Fellows all,

Na}\ even thy Servants, when Devotions calL

Oh! canji thou be fo Jiupid then, Jo dim.

To feek a faving Influence, and lofe him f

Can Stars prote£i thee? (49) Or can Poverty,

Which is the Light to Heav'n, put out his Eye ^

He is my Star, in him all Truth Ifind.
All Influence, all Fate -, and when my Mind
Isfurni/h*d with his fulnefs, my poor Story

Shall out-live all their Age, and all their Glory ;

The Hand of Danger cannotfall amifs.

When I know what, and in whofe Power it is.

(50) Nor Want, the Curfe of Man, Jhall make me groaft,

A holy Hermit is a Mind alone.

Doth not Experience teach us all we can.

To work ourfelves into a glorious Man ?

Lovers hut an Exhalation to heft Eyes,

The Matterfpent, and then the Fool's Fire dies ?

Were 1 in Love, and could that bright Star hri?7g

Increafe to Wealth, Honour, and every thing ;

W^re Jhe as perfect good, as we can aim.

The fir(I was fo, and yet Jhe loft the Game.

My Miftrejs then he Knowledge andfair Truth ;

So I enjoy all Beauty and all Touth ;

(49) Or can Poverty^

Which is the Light to Heavn,put out his Eye?'] This Poem
has vaft Beauties ; what Fletcher had often banter'd in his Comedies,
the Cheats of Allrology (almoll univerfally believ'd in his Age) he
row lafhes with the Spirit of a Claffic Satirill, and the Zeal of a Chri-

ftian Divine. But the Line above, Mr. Sympfon fays, is fad Stuff; I

own it a little obfcare, but far from deferving that Title. Poverty and
Afflidion often bring Men to a due Senfe of their own State, and to

an entire Dependence on their Creator, therefore may be confider'd as

Ligt}ts that often guide Men to Heav'n. Poets, whofe Imaginition»

are fo full of Sentiment as Shake/pear'^ and Fletcher i, do not always

ftudy Pcrfpicuity in their ExprclTions fo much as thofe of cooler Dif-

pofitions.

{50) For ixjant the Caufe of Man, Sec ] That Fjr was a Corruption,

and that the true Reading was nor, appear'd evident at firlt Sight, and
the old Folio confirms it ; but what is the Caufe of Man? This has run

thro' all the Editions, but furely is a Corruption, and the true Read-

ing mod probably is Cur/e. Mr. Sympfon concurr'd in both the Emen-
dauons.

G g 2 And
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yfnd though to fime her Lights and Laws /he lendsy

She knows no Age that to Corruption bends.

Friends Promifes may lead me to believe.

But he that knows his own Friend, knows to live.

Affii^ion, when I know it is but thisy

A deep Allay, whereby Man tougher is

(5) To bear the Hammer^ and the deeper ftill

;

IVeJlill arife more Image of his Will.

Sicknefs, an humorous Cloud *twixt us and Light,

And Death, at longeji but another Night.

Man is his own Star, and that Soul that can

Be honeft, is the only Perfe5l Man.

(51) To hear the Hammer,'] Former Editions; Mr. Sjmp/cn con-
curred in the Corre^ion.

THE
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MAS d U E.

Enter Iris, running. Mercury folloijoing^ and

catching hold of her.

MERCURY.
TAY, light-foot Iris^ for thou ftriv'fl: in

vain,

My Wings are nimbler than thy Feet.

Iris. Away,
DiiTembling Mercury, my Meflages

Ask honefl: hafte; not like thofe wanton ones.

Your thundering Father fends.

Mer, Stay, foolilh Maid,

Or I will take my rife upon a Hill,

When I perceive thee feated in a Cloud,

In all the painted Glory that thou haft.

And never ccafe to clap my willing Wing,
Till I catch hold on thy difcolour'd Bow,
l^nd Ihiver it beyond the angry Power
Of your mad Miftrefs to make up again.

Ins. Hermes forbear, Juno will chide and ftrikc;

Is great Jo've jealous that I am employ*d

(i)Oa her Love-Errands? She did never yet

Clafp weak Mortality in her white Arms,

(i) Qi her Love Errands?^ Former Editions.

G g 4 As
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As he has often done ; I only come
To celebrate the long-wi(h'd Nuptials

Here in Olympia^ which are now performed

Betwixt two goodly Rivers, that nave mix:

Their gentle-winding Waves, and are to grow
Into a thoufand Streams, great as themfelves.

I need not name them, for the Sound is loud

In Heav'n and Earth, and. I am fent from her

The Queen of Marriage, that was prefent here.

And fmil'd to fee them join, and hath not chid

Since it was done. Good Hermes, let me go.

Mer. Nay, you mult ftay, Jove's MefTage is the ^me ;

Whole Eyes are Lightning, and whofe Voice is Thunder,

(2) Whofe Breath is Air and Wind, he will, who knows
How to be firft in Earth, as well as Heav'n.

Iris. But what hath he to do with Nuptial Rites?

Let him fit pleas'd upon his ftarry Throne,

And fright poor Mortals with his Thunderbolts,

Leaving to us the mutual Darts of Eyes.

Mer. Alas, when ever offer'd he t* abridge

Your Lady's Power, but only now, in thele,

Whofe Match concerns the general Government?
Hath not each God a Part in thefe high Joys }

And fhall not he the King of Gods prefume

Without proud Juno's Licence ? Let her know.

That when enamour'd Jove firft gave her Power
To link foft Hearts in undiflblving Bands,

He then forefaw, and to himfelf referv'd

The Honour of this Marriage: Thou fhalt ftand

Still as a Rock, while I to blefs this Feaft

{2) Whofe Breath is airy Wind,'] Airy when apply'd to Wind,

is at beft an unneccfTary Epithet, and adds nothing to the Idea con-

tain'd in the SubHantive ; but here it is worfe, for as apply'd to the

Breath of Jupiter it gives a degrading Idea, as if his Breath wa^
light trifling Wind, the Reyerfe of what the Context requires. I read

therefore.

Whofe Breath is Air and Wind,
i. e. the wide ftretch'd Air, and the Wind from whatever Corner it

biows, is only the Breath of Jupiter. Or elfe, whofe Breath whca
p'e.is'd, is the gentle Air ; when argry, is Wind and Storm. In

»-icher of thefe Senfes 'tis hop'd the Emendation mscj b? admitted.

Will
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Will fummon up with mine all-charming Rod
The Nymphs of Fountains, from whofe watry Locks
(Hung with the Dew of Bleffingand Increafe)

The greedy Rivers taRe their Nourifhmcnt.

Ye Nymphs, who bathing in your loved Springs^

Beheld thefe Rivers in their Infancy,

And joy'd to fee them, when their circled Heads
Refrclh'd the Air, and fpread the Ground with Flowers

;

Rife from your Wells, and with your nimble Feet

Perform that Office to this happy Pair,

Which in thefe Plains you to ydlpheus did,

Wh^n pafling hence, through many Seas unmixt,

He gain'd the Favour of iiis Arethufe.

[The JSymphs rife^ and dance a little^ and then make
a fiand.

Iris. Is Hermes grown a Lover ? By what Power,
Unknown to us, calls he the Maids ?

Mer. Prefumptuous /n'j, 1 could make thee dance.

Till thou forgct'lf thy Lady's MeiTages,

And ran'ft back crying to her; thou (halt know
My Power is more, only my Breath, and this.

Shall move fix'd Stars, and iorce the Firmament
To yield the Hyades^ who govern Showers,

And dewy Clouds, in whofe difpcrfed Drops
Thou form'ft the Shape of thy deceitful Bow.
Ye Maids, who yearly at appointed Times
Advance with kindly Tears the gentle Floods,

Dcfcend, and pour your Blefiing on thefe Streams,

Which rolling down from Heav*n-afpiring Hills,

And now united in the fruitful Vales,

Bear all before them, ravifh'd with their Joy,

And fwell in Glory, till they know no bounds.

\T!he Cloud defcends 'with the Hyades, at which the

Maids fecm to be rejoiced ; they all dance a while to-

gethcr^ then make another ftand as if they wanted
fomething.

Iris. Great Wit and Power hath Hermes to contrive

A lively Dance, which of one Sex confills.

Mer. Alas poor Iris! Venus hath in (lore

A fecret.AmbuIli of her winged Boy?,

Who
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Who lurking long within thcfe plcafant Groves,

Firft (luck thefe Lovers with their equal Darts

;

Thofe Cupids ^x\\ come forth, and join with thcfe

To honour that which they ihemfelves began.

[The Cupids come forth and dance^ they are -weary with

their blind purfuing the Nymphs^ and the Nymphs
weary with flying them.

Jris. Behold the Statutes which(3) wife Vulcan plac'd

Under the Altar of Olympian Jove^

And gave to them an artificial Lite:

See how they move, drawn by this Heav*nly Joy,
Like the wild Trees, which follow'd Orpheus* Harp.

[The Statues come down, and they all dance, till the

Nymphs out-run them, andlofe them, then the Cupids

go off^ and laji the Statues.

Mer. And what will Juno*s Iris do for her ?

Iris. Juft match this Shew, or mine Inventions fail s

Had it been worthier, I would have invok*d

The blazing Comets, Clouds and falling Stars,

And all my Kindred Meteors of the Air,

To have excell'd it ; but I now muft ilrive

To imitate Confufion -, therefore thou,

Delightful Flora, if thou ever felt'ft

Increafe of Sweetnefs in thofe blooming Plants,

On which the Horns of my fair Bow decline.

Send hither all that rural Company
Which deck the May-games with their clownifh Sports;

'Juno will have it fo.

[T'he fecond Anti-Mafque rujheth in, they dance their

Meajure, and as rudely depart.

Mer. Iris, we ftrive.

Like Winds at Liberty, who fliould do worfl:

Ere we return. If Juno be the Queen
Of Marriages, let her give happy Way
To what is done in Honour of the State

She governs,

(3) wild Vulcan—] As. there is no Propriety in this Epithet,

Mr. Sympjott joins with me in rejtdting it, and in reading iv//ir,

meaning only his Wifdsvi in mechanic Arcs.

Iris.
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Iris. Hermes, (o it may be done

Merely in Honour of the State, and thofc

That now have prov*d it ; not to fatisfy

The Luft of Jupiter^ in having Thanks

More than his Juno ; if thy fnaky Rod
Have Power to fearch the Heav'n, or found the Sea,

Or call together all the Ends of Earth,

To bring thee any thing that may do grace

To us, and thefe, do it, we fnall be plcas'd.

Mcr. Then know, that from the Mouth o^Jove himfelf.

Whole Words have Wings, and need not to be born,

I took a Meflage, and I bore it through

A thoufand yielding Clouds, and never (laid

Till his high Will was done; the Olympian Games,
Which long had flept, at thefe wifh*d Nuptials,

He pleas'd to have renew*d, and all his Knights

Are gathered hither, who within their Tents

Reft on this Hill, upon whole rifing Head
[The Altar is difcovered with the Priefis about it, and
the Statues under it, and the Knights lying in their

'Tents on each fide ^ near the Top of the Hill,

Behold Jove^s Altar, and his blefled Priefts

Moving about it j come you holy Men,
And with your Voices draw thefe Youths along.

That till foveas Mufick call them to their Games,
Their a6live Sports may give a bleft content

To thofe, for whom they are again begun.

The firft Song, when the Priefts defcend, and the

Knights follow them.

Shake off your heavy Trance^

And leap into a Dance,

Such as no Mortals ufe to tread.

Fit only for Apollo
To play to, for the Moon to lead.

And all the Stars tofollow.

The
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The fecond Song at the End of the firft Dance.

On blejjed Touths^ for Jove dothpaufe.
Laying afide his graver Laws

For this Device :

And at the Wedding fuch a Pair,
Each Dance is taken for a Prayer,

Each Song a Sacrifice.

The third Song, after their many Dances, when
they are to take out the Ladies.

SINGLE.
More pJeafmg were thefe fweet Delights^
If Ladies muv'd as well as Knights \

Run every one ofyou and catch

A Nymph, in honour of his Match ;

And whifper boldly in her Ear,
Jove will hut laugh, ifyou forfwear^

ALL.
'And this day's Sins he doth refolve,

^hat we his Priefls Jhould all abfolve.

The fourth Song, when they have parted with the Ladies
a (hrill Mufick founds, fuppofed to be that which calls
them to the Olympian Games, at which they all make
a Teeming Preparation to depart.

Tou fhould fiay longer if zpje durfl.
Away, alas! That he that firfi
Gave Time wild Wings to fly away
Has now no Power to make him flay.
And though thefe Games mufl needs he plaid,
I would thefe Pair, when they are laid.

And not a Creature nigh ^em.
Might catch his Silhe as he doth pafs.
And clip his Wings, and break his Glafs.
And keep him ever by 'em.

The
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The fifth Song, when all is done, as they afcend.

Peace and Silence be the Guide

To the Man, and to the Bride

:

If there be a Joy yet new
In Marriage, let it fall on you.

That all the World may wonder :

If wefhould flay, we fhould do worfe^

And turn our Bleffings to a Curfe^

By keeping you afundsr.

FOUR





FOUR PLAYS
O R

Moral Representations

IN ONE.



D RAMATIS PERSONJE.
Emanuel King of Portugal and "^

Caftile. /
liabella, hh ^een. \Spe£iators of the Play at the

Lords.
J

Celebration of their Nuptials.

Frigofo, a Courtier. \
Rinaldo, his Acquaintance. -J

The Triumph of H O N O U R.

Martius, a Roman General. I Cornelius, a wittal Sutler,

Valerius, his Brother. l Captain.

Nicodemus, a cowardly Corporal.
\
Sophocles, Duke o/"Athens.

WOMEN.
Diana.

[
Example cf Chajlity.

Dorigen, Sophocles'^ Wife^ the I Florence, Wife to Cornelius,

The Triumph of L O V E.

Cupid.

Rinaldo, Du\e of Milan.

Benvoglio, yBrothers^ Lords of

Randulpho, 5 Milan.

WOMEN.
Dorothea, ViolanteV Atten*

dant.

Cornelia, the obfcurcd Dutcbefs,

Gerard, ISoiis of the Duke^
Ferdinand, 5 fuppofed loji^

Angelina, Wife to Benvoglio.

Violante, her Daughter, Ge-
rard 'i Mifirefs.

The Triumph of D E A T H.

Dule of Anjou. -

Lavall, his luflful Heir.

Gentille, a Courtier, Father to

Pcrolot.

Perolot, ccntraSfed to Gabriella.

Two Gentlemen.

A Spirit.

Shalloone, Servant to Lavall.

WOMEN.
Gabriella, the defpifed Wife of

Lavall,

Hellena, his fecond Wife.

Cafla, Daughter to Gentille.

Mairia, a Servant attending on
Gabriella.

The Triumph of TIME.
J^P'tcr.

I
Vain Delight.

Mercury, I Bounty.
Plutus.

I
Poverty.

Time. - Honefty.
Atropos. Simplicity.
Defne.

j Fame.

Four



Four PLAYS in One.

E?iter DcJi Frigofo.

FRIGO S 0. iNoife within,

WAY with thofe bald-pated Rafcals there,

their Wits are bound up in Vellum, they are

not current here, Down with thofe City

Gentlemen, (^c. out with thofe— I fay,

and in with their Wives at the back Door.

Worfhip and Place, I am weary of ye, ye lie on my
Shoulders like a load of Gold on an Afs*s Back. A Man
in Authority is but as a Candle in the Wind, fooner

wafted or blown our, than under a Bufhel. How now,
what's the matter ? Who are you, Sir ?

Enter Rinaldo.

Rin. Who am I, Sir ? why, do y* not know mc ?

Fri. No by my do I not.

Rin. I am fure we din'd together to Day.
Fri. That's all one : As I din'd with you in the City,

and as you paid for my Dinner there, 1 do know you,

and am beholding to you : But as my Mind is fince tranf-

migratcd into my Office, and as you come to Court to

have me pay you again, and be beholding to me, 1 know
you not, I know you not.

Rin. Nay, but look ye, Sir.

Fri. Pardon me: If you had been my Bed-fellow thefe

fcven Years, and lent mc Money to buy my Place, I

Vol. X. Hh muft
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mull not tranfgrefs Principles : This very talking with

you is an ill Example.

Rin. Piih, you are too punflual a Courtier, Sir : why,

I am a Courtier too, yet never underftood the Place or

Name to be fo infeftious to Humanity and Manners, as

to caft a Man into a burning Pride and Arrogance, for

which there is no Cure. I am a Courtier, and yet 1 will

know my Friends, 1 tell you;

Fri. And I tell you, you will thrive accordingly, I

warrant you.

Rin. But hark ye, Signior Fngofo^ you fhall firft un-

derftand, I have no Friends with me to trouble you.

Fri, Humh, that's a good Motive.

Rin. Not to borrow Money of you.

Fri, That's an excellent Motive.

Rin, No, my fweet Don, nor to ask what you owe me.
Fri. Why, that is the very Motive of Motives, why I

ought and will know thee ; and if I had not wound thee

up to this Promife, I would not have known thee thefe fif-

teen Years, no more than the arrantell, or moft founder'd

Cajiilian that followed our new Queen's Carriages a-foot.

Rin. Nor for any thing, dear Don, but that you would
place me conveniently to fee the Play to Night.

Fri. That iliall I, Signior Rinaldo -, but would you
had come fooner : You fee how full the Scaffolds are, there

is fcant room for a Lover's Thought here. Gentlewomen,
fit clofe for fhame : Has none of ye a little Corner for

this Gentleman? I'll place ye, fear not. And how did our

brave King of Portugal^ Emanuel, bear himfelf to Day ?

You faw the Solemnity of the Marriage.

Rin. Why, like a fit Husband for fo gracious and excel-

lent a Princefs, as his worthy Mate Ifahella the King of
Cajlileh Daughter doth in her very external Lineaments,

Mixture of Colours and joining Dove-like Behaviour,

afTure herfelf to be. And I proteft, my dear Don, fe-

rioufly, I can fmg prophetically nothing but blefTed

Hymns, and happy Occafions to this facred Union of
Portugal and Cafiile, which have fo wifely and mutually

conjoined two fuch virtuous and beautiful Princes as thcfc

are;
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are-, and in all Opinion like to multiply co their very

laft Minute.

Fri. Tlie King is entering : Signior, hover here about,

and as foon as the Train is let, clap into me, wt'JI (land

near the State. If you have any Creditors here, they Ihall

renew Bonds a twelvemonth on fuch a Sight \ but to

touch the Pomel of the King's Chair in the fmht of a

Citizen, is better Security for a thoufand double Duckets,

than three of the beft Merchants in Lisbon. Befides,

Signior, we will cenfure, not only the King in the Play

here, ths*- reigns his two Hours ; but the King himiclf,

that is to rule his Life-time : Take my Counfel : I have

one Word to fay to this noble AflembJy, and I am for

you.

Rin. Your Method fhall govern me.
Fri. (i) Prologues are hut Huipjers before the wifit

Why may not then an Huifier prologize ?

Here's a fair Sight, and were ye oftner feen

Thusgather*d here, 'twould pleafe ourKingand^icen:

Upon my Confcience, ye are welcome all

To Lisbon, and the Court of Portugal \

Where yourfair Eyes Jhallfeed on jwworfe Sights

Than Prepay'ations made for Kings Delights.

JVe wi/h to Men Content, the manliejl Treafure,

And to the Women^ their own wijh'dfor Pleafure.

[FioariQi,

Enter King Emanuel and ^ueen Ifabella, Lords and

Attendants.

Ema. Fair Fountain of my Life, from whofe pure

Streams

The Propagation of two Kingdoms flows.

Never Contention rife in eithers Breaft,

But Conteftation whofe Love fliall be bed.

Ifah. Majeftick Ocean, that with plenty feeds

Me, thy poor tributary Rjvoler,

(1) Prologues are bad Huijhers before the ixjlfc,'] If Prologues arc

had Huifhers, how docs the Coafequence follow, that therefore an

Huifher or Ujher (hould prologize ? [ believe bad a Corruption, and

that we fhould read but, which renders the whole eafy ^nd inccUigible.

H h 2 Sun
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Sun of my Beauty, that with radiant Beams

Doft gild and dance upon thefe humble Streams,

Curft be my Birth-hour, and my ending Day,
When back your Love-floods I forget to pay ;

Or if this Brcaft of mine, your Cryftal Brook,

Ever take other Form in, other Look
]6ut yours, or e*er produce unto your Grace

A ftrange Refledlion, or another's Face,

But be your Love-book clafp'd, open'd to none

But you, nor hold a Story, but your own

;

A Water fix*d, that Ebbs nor Floods purfue.

Frozen to all, only diffolv'd to you.

Ema. O, who fhall tellthe SweetnefsofourLovc

To future times, and not be thought to lye ?

I look through this Hour like a Pcrfpe<5tive,

And far off fee Millions of profperous Seeds,

That our reciprocal Affection breeds.

Thus my white Rib, clofe in my Breaft with me.
Which nought fhall tear hence, but Mortality.

Lords. Be Kingdoms bleft in you, you bleft in them.

Fri. Whiil, Seignior ; my ftrong Imagination fhews

me Love, methinks, bathing in Milk, and Wine in her

Cheeks ; O ! how fhe clips him, like a Plant of Ivy.

Rin. Ay, Could not you be content to bean Owl in fuch

an Ivy-bufh, or one of the Oaks of the City, to be foclipt ?

Fri. Equivocal Don, though I like the Clipping well,

I could not be content either to be your Owl, or your

Ox of the City. The Play begins. [Flourijh,

Enter a Poet with a Garland.

Poet Prologue. Low atyour facred Feet our poor Mufe lays

Her, a'nd her Thunder-fearlefs verdant Bays.

Four feveralTnx!iVi\'^\^^ to your princely Eyes,

Of Honour, Love and Death and Time do rife

From our approaching Subje£l, which we move
I'ow'ards you with Fear, fince thit afweeter Love,
ui brighter Honour, purer Chaftity

March in your Breajis this Day triumphantly^

'ithan our weak Scenes can fhow ; then how dare we
Prefent like Apes and Zanies, things that he

Exemplifyd in you, but that we know
IVe ne'er crav dGraQe whichyou did not hefiow ? Enter
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Enter in Triumph with Drums, Trumpets, Colours, NTar-

tius, Valerius, Sophocles bound, Nicodemus, Cornelius,

Captains and Soldiers.

Mar. What means proud Sophocles ?

Soph. To go even with Martiw.,

And not to follow him like his Officer:

I never waited yet on any Man.
Mar. Why poor Athenian Duke, thou art my Slave,

My Blows have conquered thee.

Soph. Thy Slave ? proud Martius,

Calo thy Country-man (whofe Conftancy,

Of all the Romans, I did honour moft)

Rip'd himfeif twice to avoid Slavery,

Making himfeif his own Anatomy.
But look thee, Martius, not a Vein runs here

From head to Foot, but Sophocles would unfcam, and

Like a Spring-garden ihooi his fcornful Blood

Into their Eyes, durft come to tread on him :

As for thy Blows, they did not conquer me.

Seven Battles have I met thee Face to Face,

And given thee Blow for Blow, and Wound for Wound,
And 'till thou taught'Il me, knew not to retire ;

Thy Sword was then as bold, thy Arm as ftrong.

Thy Blows then, Martius, cannot conquer me.
yal. What is it then ?

Soph. Fortune.

Val. Why, yet in that

Thou art the worfe Man, and mud follow him.

Soph. Young Sir, you err: If Fortune could be call'd

Or his, or yours, or mine, in good or evil

For any certain Space, thou hadft fpoke Truth ;

But flie but jefts with Man, and in Mifchance

Abhors all Conftancy, flowting him ftill

With fome fmall touch of good, or feeming good
Midft of his Mifchief -, which Viciffitude

Makes him ftrait doff his Armour, and his Fence
He had prepar*d before, to break her Stroaks.

So from the very Zenith of her Wheel,
H h 3 When
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When fhe has dandled fome choice Favourite,

Given him his Boons in Women, Flonour, Wealth,

And all the various Delicacies of Earth -,

That the Fool fcorns the Gods in his Exccfs,

She whirls, and leaves him at th* AntipodcSy

Mdr. Art lure we have taken him ? Is this Sophocles ?

His Fettcr'd Arms fay No j his free Soul, Ay.
This Athens nurfeth Arts, as well as Arms.

Scph. Nor Glory, Martius, in this Day of thine,

*ris behind Yefterday, but before to Morrow;
Who knows what Fortune then will do with thee?

She never yet could make the better Man,
The better Chance fhe has : The Man that's beft

She fail contends with, and doth favour leaft.

Mar. Methinks a graver Thunder than the Skies

Breaks from his Lips -, I am amaz'd to hear.

And yf/^i^;^j Words, more than her Swords do fear. \_Aftd:f

Slave Sophocles. {2) Soph. Martius^ couldft thou afpire

(And did thy Roman Gods fo love thy Prayers

And folemn Sacrifice, to grant' thy Suit)

To gather all the Valour of the C^fars

Thy PredecefTors, and what is to come.

And by their influence fling it on thee now.

Thou couldft not make my Mind go lefs, nor pare

With all their Swords one Virtue from my Soul:

How am I vaflTil'd then ? Make fuch thy Slaves,

As dare not keep their Goodnefs paft their Graves,

Know, General, we two are Chances on

(2) Soph. Martins, Slave Sophocles, couldfi thou acquire] A
Tranfpofuion here has render'd this abfolute Darknefs. Mart'ius

being Ibuck with Admiration at Sophoc/es's Intrepidity, is refolv'd to

put it to<i farther Trial by Scoffs and Infuks; he therefore begins

with calling him S/a-ve as the Anfwer evidently fliews. There is

therefore fcarce doubt of the true Reading being as the Text is

now reLrm'd, making the firft Part of the Speech fpoke afide, and

then,

S/ave Sophocles,

'Soph. Martius, cc:elr{/} thnu acquire, b^c

But there is, I believe, a great Corruption Hill remaining in the Word
acquire, to acquire to gather is bad Englifli ; befides as the Sentence

Itands, the Acquifition precedes the Prayers. 'Tis therefore moft pro-

bable that the true Word is ajpire, which fccms clear of all Ob-

j.a,on,.
^1^^
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The Die of Fate ; now thrown, thy Six is up,

And my poor One beneath thee, and next throw

May fet me upmoft, and cad thee below.

Mar. Yet will I try thee more. Calamity \_Afide^

Is Man*s true Touchftone. Liften, Infolent Prince,

That dar*ft contemn the Mafter of thy Life,

"Which I will force here *fore thy City Wails

With barbarous Cruelty, and call thy Wife,

To fee it, and then after fend her—
Soph. Ha, ha, ha.

Mar. And then demolifh Athens to the Ground,
Depopulate her, fright away her Fame,
And leave Succefllon neither Stone nor Name.

Soph. Ha, ha, ha.

Mar. Doft thou deride me ?

Val. Kneel, ask Martins

For Mercy, Sophocles^ and live happy dill.

Soph. Kneel, and ask Mercy ? Roman, art a God ?

I never knecl'd, or begg*d of any elfe.

Thou art a Fool, and I will lofe no more
Inftrudions on thee : Now I find thy Ears

[^Solemn Mufick..

Enter Dorigen, Ladies hearing a Sword,

Are fool ifh, like thy tongue. My Dorigen?
Oh 1 muft (he fee me bound ?

1 Cap. There's the firft Sigh
He breath'd fince he was born, I think.

2 Cap. Forbear,

All but the Lady his Wife.
Soph. How my Heart chides

The Manacles of my Hands, that let them not
Embrace my Dorigen.

ral. Turn but thy Face,

And ask thy Life of Martius thus, and thou
(With thy fair Wife; fhalt live ; Athens fliall (land.
And all her Privileges augmented be.

Soph. *Twere better Athens perifh*d, and my Wife,
"Which {Romans) I do know a worthy one,

H h 4 Th»n
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(c^j Than Scphodes fliould (hrink of SophocUsy

Commie prophane Idolatry, by giving

The Reverence due to Gods to thee, blown Man,
Mar. Rough, ftubborn Cynick.

Soph. Thou art rougher far,

And of a courfer Wale, fuller of Pride,

Lefs temperate to bear Profperity.

Thou feed my meer negledl hath rais'd in thee

A Storm mere boiftrous than the Oceans,

My Virtue Patience makes thee vitious.

Mar. Why, fair-ey'd Lady, do you kneel ?

Dor. Great General,

Viclorious, godlike Martins^ your poor Handmaid
Kneels, for her Husband will not, cannot i fpeaks

Thus humbly, that he may not. Liften, Romany
Thou whofe advanced Front doth fpeak thee Roman
To every Nation, and whofe Deeds afTure k^

Behold a Princefs, (whofe declining Head,
Like to a drooping Lilly afcer Storms,

Bows to thy Feet) and playing here the Slave,

To keep her Husband's Greatnefs unabated ;

All which doth make thy Conqueft greater : For,

If he be bafe in ought whom thou haft taken.

Then Martins hath but taken a bafe Prize.

But if this Jev/el hold luftre and value,

Martins is richer then in that he 'th won,

O make him fuch a Captive, as thy felf

Unto another wouldft, great Captain, be

;

'Till then, he is no Prifoner fit for thee.

Mar. Valerius^ here is harmony would have brought
Old crabbed Saturn to fweet Sleep, when Jove
Did firft incenfe him with Rebellion

;

(3) Than Sophocles ^fl«/</ Jhrink of Sophocles,] Mr, Symp/tn

would read,

Than Sophocles J^sfott/J^^ritii, or Sophccles
Commit prophane Idolatry.

I own I much prefer the old Reading ; to Jhrink 0/ Sophocles figni/ies

to fhrink from the Dignity which he had hitherto preferv'd, to fall

beneath himfelf, and behave unworthy his Charafter, The Particle

c/in this Senfe is usM to this day, we fay, he falls Iho t ef what was
expeftcd from hira.

Athens
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Alheni doth make Women Philofopher.?,

And fure their Children chat the Talk of Gods.

Val. Rife, beauteous Dor'igcn,

Dor. Not until I know
The General's Rcfolution.

Val. One foft word

From Sophocles would calm him into Tfars,

Like gentle Showers after tempeftuous Winds.

Dor. To buy the World, he will not give a Word,
A Look, a Tear, a Knee, 'gainft his own Judgment,
And the divine Compofuie of his Mind :

All which I therefore do, and here prefent

This Vidlor's Wreath, this rich Athsnian Sword,
Trophies of Conqueft, which, great Marlius, wear.

And be appeas'd : Let Sophocles Itill live.

Mar. He would not live.

Dor. He would not beg to Jive. ^
When he fhall fo forget, then I begin

To command, Marttus ; and when he kneels,

Dorigen ftands ; when he lets fall a Tear,

I dry mine Eyes, and fcorn him.

Mar. Scorn him now then,

Here in the Face of Athens and thy Friends.

Self-will'd, ^\S Sophocles, prepare to die.

And by that Sword thy Lady honour*d me.
With which herfelf fhall follow. Romans, Friends,

Who dares but ftrike this Stroke, fliall part with me,
\^2i\{ Athens, and my half of Viflory.

Cap. By- not we.

J^ic. Corn. We two will do it, Sir.

Soph. Away, ye Fi{h-fac*d Rafcals.

Val. Martius,

(4) To cclipfe this great Eclipfe labours thy Fame ;

yalerius thy Brother fhall for once

Turn Executioner : Give me the Sword.

(4) To eclipfe this great Eclipfe labours thy Fame;] This is fo ob-

fcure, that many Readers may think it requires an Explication. The
Scnfe feems to be.— Sophocles whilft he lives will be a great Eclipfe to

thy Fame, and thy Fame is now labouring to eclipfe him in thy turn,

therefore thy Brother fnall be his Executioner.

NOMT
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Now Sophocles^ I'll ftrikc as fuddenly

As thou dar'ft die.

Soph. Thou canft not. And ValeriuSy

*Tis iefsDifhonour to thee thus to kill me.

Then bid me kneel to Martius : (s) *Tis to murder

The Fame of living Men, which great Ones do ;

Their Studies ftrangle ; Poifon makes away.

The wretched Hangman only ends the Play.

^al. Art thou prepared ?

Sopb. Yes.

Fal. Bid thy Wife farewel.

Soph. No, I wll take no leave : My Dorigtn^

Yonder above, 'bout yiriadnii Crown,

My Spirit fliali hover for thee *, prithee haftc.

Dor. Stay, Sophocles, with this tic up my Sight,

Let not foft Nature fo transformed be

(And lofe her gentler-fex'd HumanityJ
To make me fee my Lord bleed. So, 'tis well

:

Never one Qbje^ underneath the Sun

Will I behold before my Sophocles.

Farewel : Now teach the.Romans how to die.

Mar. Doft know what 'tis to die?

Soph. Thou doft not, Martius,

And therefore not what 'tis to live ; to die

^jj -'T/'/ to murder

The Fame of living Men^ tiuhich great Ones doi

Their Studies jlrangle, Poifon makes avjoy.

The -wretched Hangman only ends the Play.'\ Tho' falfe Point-
ings have render'd this quite dark, yet if the Printers have not made
feme Millake that I cannot difcover, the Poet himfelf was very ob-
fcure, and however proper the Sentiment, 'tis certainly ill exprefs'd.

By making the firft Part of the Sentence end zx ftrangle, the following
Scnfe may be deduced from it. To make their Fellow-Creatures kneel
to them, as great Men frequently do, is worfe than murdering them j

it renders them fervile and flavifh, debafes them below the Dignity of
their Nature, murders therefore their Fame and fetters and ftrangles

their Studies, i. e. the free Exertions of their rational Faculties.

Whereas Poifon makes away or deftroys a Man without injuring his

Fame, or diminifhing the Dignity of his Soul j and the wretched
defpicable Hangman only puts an End to the Part we a£l upon the Stage
of this World. This Sentiment is continued and improved \nSo^hocles''%

next Speech upon Death.

Is
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Is to begin to live : It is to end

An old itale weary Work, and to commence

A newer and a better, 'Tis to leave

Deceitful Knaves, for the Society

Of Gods and Goodnefs. Thou thy felf muft part

At laft from all thy Garlands, Pleafures, Triumphs,

And prove thy Fortitude, what then 'twill do.

Val. But art not griev'd nor vex'd to leave Life thus?

Soph. Why fliould I grieve, or vex for being fent

To them I ever lovM bell ? Now I'll kneel.

But with my Back toward thee 3 'tis the lafl: Duty
This Trunk can do the Gods.

Mar. Strike, ftrike, Valerius^

Or Martius Heart will leap out at his Mouth;
This is a Man, a Woman! Kifs thy Lord,

And live with all the Freedom you were wont.

O Love! thou doubly haft afflicted me.

With Virtue and with Beauty. Treacherous Heart,

My Hand fhall caft thee quick into my Urn,
E*er thou tranfgrefs this knot of Piety.

Val. What ails my Brother ?

Soph. Martius^ oh Martius

!

Thou now haft found a way to conquer me.
Dor. O Star of Ro;?i^, what Gratitude can fpeak

Fit Words to follow fuch a Deed as this?

Mar. Doth Juno talk, or Dorigen ?

Val. You are obferv'd.

Mar. This admirable Duke, Valerius^

"With his difdain of Fortune, and of Death,

Captiv'd himfelf, hath captivated me

:

And though my Arm hath ta'en his Body here.

His foul hath fubjugated Martius Soul

:

By Ro?nuluSy he is all Soul, I think

;

He hath no FleQi, and Spirit can't be gyv'd ;

Then we have vannuifli'd nothing ; he is free^

And Martius walks now in Captivity.

Soph. How fares the Noble Rnman ?

Mar. Why?
Dor. Your Blood

Is funk down to your Heart, and your bright Eyes

Have
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Have loft their Splendor.

Mar. Bufer Fires go out

When the Sun fhines on *em : I am not well,

(6j An Epilcptick Fit I ufe to have.

After my heats in War careledy cool'd.

Soph. Marlins (hall reft in Athais with his Friends,

*TilI this Diftemper leave him : O great Roman!
See Sophocles do that for thee, he could not

Do for himfelf, weep. Marlius, by the

It grieves me that fo great a Soul ftiould fuffcr

Under the Body's weak Infirmity.

Sweet Lady, take him to thy loving Charge,

And let thy Care be tender. .v>v

Dor. Kingly Sir,

I am your Nurfe and Servant.

Mar. Oh dear Lady,

My Miftrefs, nay My Deity 5 guide me, Heav'n,
Ten wreaths triumphant Martins will give.

To change a Martius for a Sophocles:

Can't not be done (Valerius) with this Boot?
Infeparable Affedion, ever thus

Collegue with Athens Rome.

Dor. Beat warlike Tunes,

Whilft Dorigen thus honours Martius*% Brow
With one Vi<5borious Wreath more.

Soph. And Sophocles

Thus girds his Sword of conqueft to his Thigh,
Which ne'er be drawn, but cut out Vifbory.

Lords. For ever be it thus. [Exeun/.

Corn. Corporal NicodemuSy a word with you.

Nic. My worthy Sutler

Cornelius, it befits not Nicodemus

The Roman Officer to parley with

(6) An Apopleftick Fit ] Whether there is any leffer de-

gree of the Apoplexy that does not deprive a Man of his Senfes, I am
pot Phyfician enough to know; but to make a Man accuftom'd to

Apoj l;dic Fits feems improper, fxncethe third Stroke is generally held

fatal. 1 rather believe the Poets wrote Epileptick, a Dillemper that

Shale/pear from Hiftory gives to tivo \GTy great Soldiers, Julius

Co'/ar and Henry IVth.

A
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A Fellow of thy Rank, th' Affairs of the Empire

Are to be occupied. Corn. Let the Affairs of

The Empire lie a while unoccupied.

Sweet Nicodemus., I do require the Money at

Thy Hands, which thou doft owe me ; and if fair Means
Cannot attain, force of Arms fliall accomplifli.

Nic, Put up and live.

Corn. I have put up too much already.

Thou Corporal of Concupifcence, for 1 fufpedt

Thou haft difhonoured my Flock-bed, and with

Thy foolifh Eloquence, and that bewitching

Face of thine drawn my Wife, the young Harlotry

Baggage,
To proftitute herfclf unto thee. Draw therefore.

For thou (halt find thyfelf a mortal Corporal.

Nic. Stay thy dead-doing Hand, and hear : I will

Rather defcend from my high Honour, *nd argue

Thefc Contumelies with thee, than clutch thee

(Poor Fly) within thefe eaglet Claws of mine j

Or draw my Sword of Fate on a Peafant, a

(7) Befognio^ a Cocoloch, as thou art.

Thou Ihalt firft underftand this foolifh Eloquence,

And this intolerable Beauty of mine

(Both which, I proteft, are meerly natural)

Are the gifts of the Gods, with which I have

Neither fcnt baudy Sonnet, nor amorous Glance,

Or (^as the vulgar call it) a fliceps Eye
To thy betrothed Florence,

Corn. Thou lieft.

'Nic. O Gods of Rome^ was Nicodemus born

To bear thefe Braveries from a poor Provant ?

Yet when Dogs bark, or when the AlTcs bray.

The Lion laughs, not roars, but goes his Way.
Corn. A 6' your poetical Vein : This verfifying

My Wife has hornilied me. Sweet Corporal Cods-head,

no more ftanding on your Puncflilio's and Punketto*s of
Honour, they are not worth a Loufe ; the truth is, thou

(7) Befognio, a Cocolcch,———— ] A Be/cgnh, i. t. a needy
Ptrl'gn or Beggar, buc what a Ctctitcb is, my Didlionaries arc fiJent.

art
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art the General's Bygamy, that is, his Fool, and his

Knave ; thou art a Mifcreant and Recreant, not an Horfe-

boy in the Legions, but has beaten thee ; thy beginning

was Knap-fack, (8) and thy ending will be Halter-fack.

JViV. Methinks I am now Sophocles, the wife, and thou,

art Martins^ the mad.

Corn. No more of your Tricks, good Corporal Lea-

ther-chops : I fay, thou haft difhonoured me, and fincc

Honour now-a-days is only repaired by Money, pay me,,

and I am fatisfied 5 even reckoning keeps long Friends.

Nic. Let us continue Friends then, for I have been evea

With thee a long time ; .and though I have not paid thee,

I've paid thy Wife.

Corn. Flow forth my Tears, thou haft flowrcd her,,

l^arquin.^

The Garden of my Delight, hedged about.

In which there was but one Bowling-alley

For mine own private Procreation,

Thou haft, like a Thief i' th' Night, leaped the Hedge,

Entred my Alley, and without my Privity

Plaid thine own Rubbers.

JSlic. How long ftiall Patience thus fecurely fnore ?

Is it my Fault, if thefe attradlive Eyes,

This budding Chin, or rofy-colour'd Cheek,

This comely Body, and this waxen Leg,

Have drawn her into a Fool's Paradife?

(9) By Cufid'^ Bow(I do fwear by no other)

She's chafter far than Lucrece, her Grand-mother.

Pure as Glafs- window, e'er the Rider dafli it.

Whiter than Lady's Smock, when flie did wafh it:

/g) . And thy ending nuill be Yi.?\ttT-kck.'\ The Junfllon of

Sack and Halter here, is only to preferve a jingle of Words without

meaning. We may, perhaps, reftore a Quibble with fome little Senfe

in it, if we read Balter-fick.

(9) By Cupid'J / dofavear (no other) ] With this Hiatus the

Line has been hitherto printed, Bo^m ov Arro^M were probably the Ori-

ginal, but what is (no other) and why in a Parenthefis ? The Paren-

thefis', I believe, belongs to / do fwear ; and the Infertion of the

prepofition by makes out a Comic hobling Verfe : I read therefore.

By Cupid'i £«w (1 dofwear hy na ether)

For
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For well thou wot*ft (though now my Heart's Command

drefs)

I once was free, and flie but the Camp*s Landrefs.

Corn. Ay, (he then came fweet to me ; no part about

her but fmelt of Soap-fuds, (10) like a. Dryad out of m
Walh-bowl. Pray, or pay.

Nic. Hold.

Corn. Was thy Cheefe mouldy, or thy Penny-worths
fmall?

Was not thy Ale the mightieft of the Earth in Malt,

And thy Stope filTd like a Tide ; was not thy Bed foft, jukI

Thy Bacon fatter than a Dropfy ? Come, Sir.

Nic, Mars then infpire me with the fencing Skill

Of our Tragedian Adors. Honour pricks

;

And Sutler, now I come with thwacks and thwicks.

Grant us one crufii, one pafs, and now a high, Lavalls
fall:

Then up again, now down again, yet do no harm at all.

Enter Wife.

Wife. O that ever I was born ; why Gent?

Corn. Mejfaline of Rcme,

Away difloyal Concubine: I will

Be deafer to thee, than thou art to others :

I will have

My hundred Drachma's he owes me, thou arrant Whore.
IVife. I know he is an hundred Drachma's o'th' fcorc;

But what o* that ? No Bloodflied, fweet Cornelius.

my Heart; o* my Confcience 'tis fal'n thorow

The Bottom of my Belly. O my fweet Didjmus,

If either of ye miskill one another,

What will become o' your Florence ? Pacify

Yourfelves, I pray.

Corn. Go to, my Heart's not Stone

;

1 am not Marble, dry your Eyes, my Florence ;

(10)

—

Like a Drytud out of a Wajh-bo-j.l.'] This was probably a
dcfign'd Miftake of Dryad for Naiad, and therefore Mr. Ssmpfon^
who quarrels with the Printer for making the Author talk fo impro-
perly, fecms to be angrj without Rcafon. It is not the Author but
CorntItuJ talks Noofeofe.

The
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The fcurvy Apes-face knoweth my blind fide

Well-enough, leave puling j will this content ye ?

Let 'm tafte thy nether Lip, which i* fign of Amity

1 thus take off again, (11) go thy ways, and

Provide the friendly Juke of the Cows Udder.

iViV. Lily of Concord. And now, honeft Sutler,

Since I've hiad Proof as well of thy good Nature,

As of thy Wife's before, I will acquaint thee with a

Project

Shall fully fatisfy thee for thy Debt.

Thou fhalc underftand Pm Ihortly to be knighted.

Corn. The Devil thou art;

iViV. Renounce me elfe ; for the Suftenance of which
Worfhip

(Which Worfhip many times wants Suftenance)

1 have here the General's Grant to have the leading of

Two hundred Men.
Corn. Youjeft, youjcft.

iVirV. Refufe me elfe to the Pit.

Corn. Mercy on us, ha' you not forgot yourfelf ? By
your fwearing you fhould be knighted already.

iViV. Damn me. Sir, here's his Hand, read it.

Corn. Alas, I cannot.

iV/V. I know that.

'Thas pleas'd the General to look upon
My Service. Now, Sir, Ihall you join with me in

Petitioning for fifty Men more, in regard

Of my Arrearages to you -, which if granted,

(ii) Go thynuays, and provide the Coiu's Udder. '\ As all the reft

of the Speech is a Burlefque Sublimity of Stile, and the whole was
eafily reltor'd to its Droll Meafure, there is Reafon to fufpeft thi*

fudden fall of Stile and lofs of Metre to arife from feme Omiffions,

which, I hope, will be reftor'd. There is no particular Propriety in

her providing a Coiv's Udder rather than any other Difti ; but as

Milk is the Emblem of Peace, and fhe is immediately afterwards call'd

Lily of Concord, there is great Humour in celebrating their Treaty

of Friendlhip by a Libation of Milk to the Goddefs of Peace. I

read therefore.

luhich in fign of Amity
1 thus take off again, go thy luays, and
Provide the friendly Juice ©f the Qovit Udder,

I wili
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I will beftow th* whole Profit of thofc fifty-

Men upon thee and on thine Heirs for ever.

Till Atrops do cut this fimple Thread.

Corn. No more, dear Corporal, Sir Nicodemus

That (hall be, (12) I do cry your Worfhip's Mercy,
I am your Servant, Body, Goods, Moveables, and Im-

nioveabJes ;

Ufe my Houfe, ufe my Wife, ufe me, abufe me.
Do what you lift.

Nic. A figment is a candid Lye,

This is an old Pafs. Mark what followeth. [Exeunt*

Enter Martius, and two Captains.

Mar. Pray leave mc, you are Romans^ honeft Men,
Keep me not Company, 1 am turn'd Knave,
Have loft my Fame and Nature. JtbenSy AthenSy

This Dorigen is thy Palladium :

He that will fack thee, muft betray her firft,

Whofe Words wound deeper than her Husband's Sword,
Her Eyes make Captive (till the Conqueror,

And here they keep her only to that End.
O fubtle Devil, what a golden Ball

Did tempt, when thou didft caft her in my Way !

Why, foolifti Sophocles, brought'ft thou not to field

Thy Lady, that thou might'ft have overcome ?

Martius had kneel'd, and yielded all his Wreathes

That hang like Jewels on the feven-fold Hill,

And bid Rome fend him out to fight with Men,
(For that Ihe knew he durft) and not *gainft Fate

Or Deities, what Mortal conquers them?
Infatiatc Julius, when his Vi<^ories

Had run o'er half the World, had he met her,

There he had ftop'd the legend of his Deeds,

Laid by his Arms, been overcome himfelf,

(12) I Jo cry yeur Wittics Mercy,] If this be genuine, the Mean-
ing is, I beg pardon of your ExpeQations, in which you are already

a Knight. But it will be more intelligible to read, Worjkifs Msrcyi
He calls him afterwards before Martius,

His Worlhip Sir Nicodtmus.

Vo L. X. I i And
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And let her vanquifh th* other half. And Fame
Made beauteous Dorigen, the greater Name.
Shall I thus tall ? 1 will not ; no, my Tears

Cait on my Heart, fhall quench thefe lawlefs Fires

:

He conquers bed, conquers his lewd Defires.

Enter Dorigcn, wiih Ladies.

Dor. Great Sir, my Lx)rd commands me vifit you,

And chinks your retir'd Melancholy proceeds

From fome diftafte of worthlefs Entertainment.

Will't pleafe you take your Chamber ? How d' ye do,Sir ?

Mar. Loft, loft again ; the wild Rage of my Blood

Doth Ocean-like o'erflow the fhallow Shore

Of my weak Virtue ; my Dcfire's a vane.

That the leaft breath from her turns every way.
Dor. What fays my Lord ?

Mar. Difmifs your Women, pray.

And I'll reveal my Grief.

Dor. Leave me.

Mar. Long Tales

Of Love (whilft Love itfelf might be enjoy'd)

Are languiftiing delays.

There is a fecret ftrange lies in my Breaft,

I will partake wi' you, which much concerns

Your Lord, yourfelf, and me. Oh!
Dor. . Strange Secrets, Sir,

Should not be made fo cheap to Strangers, yet

If your ftrange Secret do no lower lie

Than in your Breaft, difcover it.

Mar. I will.

Oh ! Can you not fee it, Lady, in my Sighs ?

Dor. Sighs none can paint, and therefore who can lee ?

Mar. Scorn me not, Dorigen, with Mocks : Alcides^

That mafter'd Monfters, was by Beauty lam'd,

Omphale fmil*d his Club out of his Hand,
And made him fpin her Smocks. O Sweet, I love you,

And I \ovc Svphoclcs : I muft enjoy you.

And yet I would not injure him.

Dor. Let go

;

Xx>u hurt me. Sir, farewell. Stay, is this Mariius ?

I will
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I will not tell my Lord} he'll fwcar I lie.

Doubt my Fidelity, before thy Honour.

How haft thou vex'd the Gods, that they would let thee

Thus violate Friendfhip, Hofpitality,

(13) And all the Bonds of facrcd Piety?

Sure thou but tri*ft me out of love to him.

And would*ft reject me, if 1 did confent.

Martins, Martius, wouldft thou in one Minute
Blaft all thy Laurels, which fo many Years

Thou haft been purchafing with Blood and Sweat?

Hath Borigen ever been written, read,

Without the Epithet of chafte, chafte Dorigen?

And would'ft thou fall upon her Chaftity,

Like a black Drop of Ink, to blot it out ?

When Men fhall read the Records of thy Valour,

Thy hitherto-brave Virtue, and approach

(Highly content yet) to this foul Aflault

Included in this Leaf, this ominous Leaf,

They Ihall throw down the Book, and read no more,'

Though the beft Deeds enfue, and all conclude.

That ravell'd the whole Story, whofe found Heart

(Which Ihould have been) prov'd the moft Leprous Part.

Mar. O ! Thou confut'ft divinely, and thy Words
Do fall like Rods upon me ; but they have

Such filken Lines and filver Hooks, that I

Am fafter fnar'dj my Love has ta'en fuch hold.

That (like two Wreftlers) though thou ftronger be.

And haft caft me, I hope to pull thee after.

1 muft, or perifli.

Dor. Perifh, Martius, then ;

For I here vow unto the Gods ; thcfe Rocks,
Thefe Rocks we fee fo fix'd, fhall be reniov*d.

Made champion Field, e'er I fo impious prove.

To ftain my Lord's Bed with adulterous Love.

( 1 3) JnJ all the Bounds of/acred Piety ?'] Tho' this be goo^ "Senfir,

yet as Bondt is the more natural and better Word, I believe it the

Original.

I i 2 Enter
J- '
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Enter Valerius.

P^aL The Gods proted fair Dorigen.

Dor. Amen.
From all you Wolvifh Romans. [Exit.

Val. Ha? What»sthis?

Still, Brother, in your Moods ! O then my Doubts

Are Truths. Have at it, I muft try a Way
To be refolv'd.

Mar. How ftrangely doft thou look ? What airft thou ?

Val. What ail'ft thou.?

Mar. Why, I'm mad.

Val. Why, I am madder. Martins, draw thy Sword,

And lop a Villain from the Earth ; for if

Thou wilt not, on fome Tree about this Place

ril hang myfelf : Valerius fhall not live

To wound his Brother's Honour, ftain his Country,

(14) And brand it with Ingratitude to all Times.

Mar. For what can all this be ?

yal. I am in Love.

Fal. Why fo am I. With whom? ha?
Fal. Dorigen.

Mar. With Dorigen? How doft thou love her? fpeak.

Val. Even to the Height of Luft ; and I muft have her.

Or elfe I die.

Mar. Thou (halt, thou daring Traitor.

On all the Confines I have rid my Horfc,

Was there no other Woman for thy Choice

But Dorigen? Why, Villain, fhe is mine :

She makes me pine thus, fullen, mad, ^nd Fool,

'Tis I muft have her, or I die.

Val. O all ye Gods,
With Mercy look on this declining Rock
Of Valour and of Virtue ; breed not up
(From Infancy) in Honour, to full Man,
As you have done him, to deftroy ; here, ftrike.

For I have only fearch'd thy Wound ; difpatch j

Far, far be fuch Love from Valerius^

So far he Icorns to live to be caird Brother

(14) And branded'^ Former Editions. I read, brand it.

By
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By him dares own fuch Folly and fuch Vice.

Mar. * I is Truth thou fpeak'ft j but I do hate it : Peace.

If Heav*n will fnatch my Sword out of my Hand,
And put a Rattle in it, what can I do?
He that is deftin'd to be odious

In his old Age, mull undergo his Fate.

Enter Cornelius and Nicodemus.

Corn. If you don't back me, I fhall never do't.

Nic. I warrant you.

Corn. Humh, humh ; Sir; my Lord, my Lord,
Mar. Ha ? What's the Matter ?

Corn. Humhj concerning the odd fifty, my Lord, an't

pleafe your Generality, His Worfhip Sir Nicodemus.

Mar. What's here? a Pafs? you would for Rome: you
Lubbers ?

Doth one Day's Lazinefs make ye covet home?
Away, ye boarifh Rogues ; ye Dogs, away.

Enter Wife.

(15) Corn. Oh, oh, oh:

ff^ife. How now Man, are you fatisfied ?

Corn. Ay, ay, ay i

A o' your Corporal : I am paid foundly,

I was ne'er better paid in all my Life.

fVife. Marry the God's BlefTing on his Honour's Heart :

You've done a charitable Deed, Sir, many more fuch

May you live to do. Sir: The Gods keep you, Sir,

The Gods protcd: you. [£.v//.

Mar. Thefe Peafants mock me fure, Valerius^

Forgive my Dotage, fee my A flies urn'd.

And tell fair Dorigcn^ (flie that but now
Left me this harfh Vow, fooner thefe Rocks
Should be remov'd, than fhe would yield) that I

Was yet fo loving, on her Gift to die.

Val. O Jupiter forbid it. Sir, and grant

(15) Wife. Oh! oh! oh!

Hoixj noiv Man ] As it is plain the Wife, by her Qu-f j-

on, knows not of her Husband's Difappointment or Beating, the o/.sf

trc improper to her, and evidently belong to Comtlius.

I i 3 This
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This my Device may certify thy Mind :

You arc my Brother, nor muft perifti thus

;

Be comforted : Think you fair Dorigen

Would yield your Wifhes, if thefe envious Rocks

By Skill could be remov'd, or by Fallacy

She made believe fo ?

Mar. Why, fhe could not chufe

;

Th' Athenians are religious in their Vows,
Above all Nations.

Val. Soft, down yonder Hill

The Lady comes this Way, once more to try her.

If fhe perfift in Obftinacy ; by my Skill

Learn'd from the old Chaldean was my Tutor,

Who traiVd me in the Mathematicks, I will

So dazzle and delude her Sight, that fhe

Shall think this great ImpofTibility

Effeded by fome fupcrnatural Means.

Be confident ; this Engine fhall at leafl,

'Till the Gods better order, flill this Breafl. \_Exit Val.

Mar. O my befl Brother, go ; and for Reward
Chufe any Part o' th* World, I'll give it thee.

( 1 6) O little Love, Men fay thou art a God,
Thou might'fl have got a fitter Fool than I.

Enter Dorigen.

Dor. Art thou there, Bafilisk? Remove thine Eyes,

I'm fick to Death with thy Infeftion.

Mar. Yet, yet have Mercy on me; fave him. Lady,
Whofe fingle Arm defends all Rome, whofe Mercy
Hath fav'd thy Husband*s and thy Life.

Dor. To fpoil

{\6) O little Rome, Men fay thou ait a God^'] Rome in this Plac^

IS in every Li^^ht abfurd. For why was the Miftrefs of the World to

be called little? Why a God when fhe was always reprefented as a
Female and a Goddefs ? And laftly, the' he was become a Fool, it

was not Rome that made him fo. For thefe Reafons it is almoft felf.

evident, that Lo've was the true Reading. I had wrote this before I

faw, that at five Lines below, all Rome is mention'd with a particular

Emphafis, this having been mark'd for Italicks, might draw the
Ptin cr's Eye to it, and a:fmall Degree of Abfence caufe him to infcrt

it in this Place.

Our
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Our Fame and Honours? No, my Vow is fixt,

And (lands as conftant as thefe Stones do, (till.

Mar. Then pity me, ye Gods, you only may
Move her, by tearing thefe firm Stones away.

[Solemn Muftck,

[/f Mijl arifethi the Rocks remove^

Enter Valerius like Mercury, ftngtng.

Val, Martius rcjoicey Jove/ends mefrom above

His Mejfenger, to cure thy defperate Love,

ToJhew rajh Vows cannot bind De/iiny.

Lady^ behold^ the Rocks tranfplanted be.

Hard-hearted Dorigen, yields left for Contempt^

They fix thee here a Rocky whence they*re exempt.

Dor. What ftrange Delufion's this ? What Sorcery

Affrights me with thefe Apparitions ?

My colder Chaftity's nigh turn'd to Death.

Hence, lewd Magician ; dar*fl thou make the Gods
Bawds to thy Luft ; will they do Miracles

To further Evil ? Or do they love it now ?

Know, if they dare do fo, I dare hate them.
And will no longer ferve 'em. Jupiter^

Thy golden Shower, nor thy Snow-white Swan,
Had I been L^da, or bright Danae^
Had bought mine Honour. Turn me into Stone

For being good, and blu(h when thou haft done.

[Exit Dorigen.

Enter Valerius.

Mar. O my Valerius^ all yet will not do ;

Unlefs I could fo draw mine Honefty
Down to the Lees to be a Ravifher,

She calls me Witch, and Villain.

Fal. Patience, Sir,

The Gods will punifh Perjury. Let her breathe

And ruminate on this ftrange Sight. Time decays

The ftrongeft, faireft Buildings we can find j

But ftill Diana, fortify her Mind. [Exeunt.

I i 4 Enter
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Enter Sophocles and Dorigcn.

$oph. Weep not, bright Dorigen ; for thou haft ftood

Conlhnt and chafte, it fecms, *gainft Gods and Men,
When Rocks and Mountains were remov*d. Thelc

Wonders
Do ftupify my Senfes. Mariius,

This is inhumane. Was thy Sicknefs Luft ?

Yet were this Truth, why weeps (he ? Jealous Soul,

What doll thou thus fuggell ? Vows, Magick, Rocks,

Fine Tal^s, and Tears ? She ne*er complain'd before.

I bade her vifit himj Ihe often did,

Had many Opportunities. Humh, 'tis naught: O!
No Way but this. Come, weep no more, I haveponder'd

This Miracle : The anger of the Gods,

Thy Vow, my Love to thee and Martins:

He muft not perifh, nor thou be forfworn.

Left worfe Fates follow us ; go, keep thy Oath,

For Chafte, and Whore, are Words of equal length

;

But let not Martius know, that I confcnt.

O! I am pull'd in Pieces.

Dor. Ay ? Say you fo ?

ril meet you in your Path. O wretched Men

!

With all your Valour and your Learning, Bubbles.

Forgive me, Sophocles. Yet why kneel I

For Pardon, having been but over-diligent.

Like an obedient Servant, antedating

My Lord's Command.? Sir, I have often, and already

given

This Bolom up to his Embraces, and

Am proud that my dear Lord is pleas'd with it

;

Whofe gentle honourable Mind I fee

Participates even all, his Wife and all.

Unto his Friend. You are fad. Sir. Martius loves me.
And I love Mariius with fuch Ardency,
As never marry'd Couple could: I muft
Attend him now. My Lord, when you have need

To ufe your own Wife, pray. Sir, fend for mc

;

'Till then, make ufe of your Philofophy. [Exii.

Soph, Stay, Dorigen: Ome, inquifitive Fool

!

I'hou
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Thou that didft order this congcfted heap

When it was Chaos y 'twixt thy fpacious Palms

Forming it to this vaft Rotundy

;

j

Diffolve it now -, fliuffle the Elements,

That no one proper by itfelf may ftand.

Let the Sea quench the Sun, and in that Inllant

The Sun drink up the Sea : Day, ne'er come down.

To light me to thofe Deeds that muft ba done. \_Exii,

Enter Martius, Valerius, Captains and Soldiers^ with

Drums and Colours^ at one Door-, and Dorigen with

Ladies, at another.

Dor. Hail, General of Rome ; from Sophocles^

That honours Martius^ Dorigen prefcnts

Herfeif to be difhonour*d : Do thy Will

;

For Sophocles commands me to Obey.

Come, violate all Rules of Holinefs,

And rend the confecrated Knot of Love.
Mar. Never, Valerius, was I bleft; 'till now

:

Behold the end of all my weary Steps,

The Prize of all my Battels : Leave us all

;

Leave us as quick as thought. Thus Joy begin.

In zealous Love a Minute's Lofs is Sin.

Val. Can Martius be fo vile? or Dorigen?

Dor. Stay, ftay, and Monfter, keep thou further off;

I thought thy brave Soul would have much, much loath'd

To have gone on ftill on fuch Terms as this.

See, thou ungrateful, fince thy defperate Luft
Nothing can cure but Death, Til die for thee.

While my chafte Name lives to Pofterity.

Mar. Live, live, thou Angel of thy Sex: forgive,

*Till by thofe golden TrefTes thou be'fl: fnatch'd

Alire to Heav'n ; for thy Corruption's

So little, that it cannot fuffer Death.

Was ever fuch a Woman .? O my Mirror!

How perfcdly thou fhew'ft me all my Faults,

Which now I hate ; and when I next attempt thee,

Let all the Fires in the Zodiack

Drop on this curfed Head.

All. Obkfs'd Event!

Dor.
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Dor. Rife like the Sun again in all his Glory,

After a dark Eclipfe.

Mar, Never without a Pardon.

Enter Sophocles, and two or three with him.

Dor, Sir, you have forgiven yourfelf.

Soph. Behold their Impudence j arc my Words juft?

Unthankful Man, Viper to Arms, and Rome
Thy natural Mother ; have I warm'd thee here

To corrode ev'n my Heart ? Martius, prepare

To kill me, or be kiird.

Mar. Why, Sophocles ?

Then prithee kill me i I deferve it highly ;

For I have both tranfgrefs'd *gainft Men and Gods;
But am repentant now, and in beft cafe

T* uncafe my Soul of this oppreffing Flefh ;

Which, tho' (Gods witnefs) ne*er was adually

Injurious to thy Wife and thee, yet 'twas

Her Goodnefs that reftrain'd and held me now

:

But take my Life, dear Friend, for my Intent,

Or elfe forgive it.

Val. By the Gods of Athens^

Thofe Words are true, and all direct again.

Soph, Pardon me, Dorigen.

Mar. Forgive me, Sophocles^

And Dorigen too, and every one that's good.

Dor. Rife, noble Roman ; belov*d Sophocles,

Take to thy Bread thy Friend.

Mar. And to thy Heart

Thy matchlefs Wife : Heav'n has not Stuff enough.

To make another fuch -, for if it could,

Martins would marry too. For thy bleft fake

(O thou Infinity of Excellence)

Henceforth in Mens Difcourfe Rome fhall not take

The Wall of Athens, as 'toforc. But when
In their fair Honours we to fpeak do come.
We'll fay 'twas fo in Athens and in Rome.

[Exeunt in Pomp.

Diana
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Diana defcends.

Diana. Honour fet ope thy Gaies, and with thee bring

My Servant and thy Friend^ fair Dorigen ;

Let her triumph with him^ her Lord and Friend^

Who^ tho* mif-led, Jiill Honour was their end.

[Flourilh.

Enter the Shew of Honour*j Triumph ; a great Flourijh of

Trumpets and Drums within \ Then enter a Noife of
Trumpets founding chearfully, TIjen follows an armed
Knight bearing a Crimfon Banneret in his Hand^ witb

the Infeription Valour ; by his Side a Lady bearing a
Watchet Banneret^ the Infcription Clemency ; Next
Martius and Sophocles with Coronets ; Next^ two Ladies^

one bearing a white Banneret^ the Infcription Chaftity ;

The other 'a black, the Infcription Conftancy ; Then

Dorigen crown'd j Lajl, a Chariot drawn by two Moors,

in it a Perfon crowned, with a Scepter on the Top, in an

antick Efcutcheon is written Honour. As they pafs over^

Diana afcends.

Rin. How like you it?

Fri. Rarely ; fo well, I would they would do it again.

How many of our Wives now-a-days would deferve to

Triumph in fuch a Chariot?

Rin. That's all one ; you fee they triumph in Caroches.

Fri. That they do, by the Mafs; but not all neither

;

many of them are content with Carts. But Seignior, I

have now found out a great Abfurdity i' faith.

Rin, What was*t ?

Fri. The Prologue prefenting four Triumphs, made
but three Legs to the King : a three-legg*d Prologue,

'twas monftrous.

Rin. 'Thad been more monftrous to have had a four-

legg'd one. Peace, the King fpeaks.

Em. Here was a Woman, IfabeL

Ifa. Ay, my Lord,
But that flie told a Lye to vex her Husband 5

Therein flie fail'd.

Enu She fcrv'd him well enough j

He
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He that was fo much Man, yet would be caft

To Jealoufy for her Integrity.

This teacheth us, the Paffion of Love
Can fight with Soldiers, and with Scholars too.

Ifa. In Martiusy Clemency and Valour (hewn.

In the other, Courage and Humanity

;

And therefore in the Triumph they were ulher'd

By Clemency and Valour.

£m. Rightly obferv*d.

As (he by Chaftity and Conftancy -,

What hurt's now in a Play, againft which fome rail

So vehemently ? thou and I, my Love,
Make excellent ufe methinks : I learn to be

A lawful Lover void of Jealoufy,

And thou a conftant Wife. Sweet Poetry's

A Flower, where Men, like Bees and Spiders, may
Bear Poifon, or elfe Sweets and Wax away.
Be venom-drawing Spiders they that will i

Vl\ be the Bee, and fuck the Honey ftill. [^Flourijh.

Cupid defcends.

Cupid. Stay^ Clouds,ye rack toofafi : bright Phoebus,y^<?,

Honour has trmnph*d withfair Chaftity

:

Give Love now leave ^ in Purity tojhew

Unchafte Affe5lionsfiy notfrom his Bowe,

Produce thefweet Example of your Touth^

JVhiIJi Iprovide a 'Triumph for your Truth.

[Flourifb.

Enter Violante [with Childi) and Gerrard.

Vio, Why does my Gerrard grieve ?

Ger. O my fweet Miftrefs,

'Tis not Life (which by our Milan Law
My Fa6t hath forfeited) makes me thus penfive ;

That I would lofe to fave the little Finger

Of this your noble Burden from leaft hurt,

Becaufe your Blood is in't. But fince your Love

Made poor incompatible me the Parent,

(Being we are not married) your dear Blood

Falls under the fame cruel P nalty 5

And
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And can Heav'n think fit ye die for me ?

For Heav'n's fake fay I ravifh*d you, I'll fvvear \t.^

To keep your Life and your Repute unftain'd.

Vio. O G''rrardf th' art my Life and Faculties

:

And if I lofe thee, I'Jl not keep mine own ;

The thought of whom fweetens all Miferies.

Wouldft have me murder thee beyond thy Death?
Unjuftly fcandal thee with Ravifhment ?

It was fo far trom Rape, that Heav'n doth know.
If ever the firft Lovers, e'er they fell,

Knew fimply in the State of Innocence,

Such was this Adl, this, that doth ask no blufli.

Ger. O ! but my rarefl: Violante, when
My Lord Randulpko^ Brother to your Father,

Shall undcrftand this, how will he exclaim.

That my poor Aunt, and me, with his free Alms
Hath nurs'd, fince Milan by the Duke of Mantua
(Who now ufurps it) was furpriz'd ? That time

My Father and my Mother were both flain.

With my Aunt's Husband, as fhe fays, their States

Defpoil'd and feiz'd ; *tis pad my Memory,
But thus fhe told me : only thus I know,
Since 1 could underftand, your honour'd Uncle
Hath given me all the liberal Education

That his own Son might look for, had he one 5

Now will he fay, Doft thou requite mc thus ?

O! the Thought kills me.

Vio. Gentle, gentle Gerrard,

Be cheer'd, and hope the beft. My Mother, Father,

And Uncle love me moft indulgently,

Being the only Branch of all their Stocks

:

But neither they, nor he thou wouldft not grieve

With this unwelcome News, (hall ever hear

Fiolante*s Tongue reveal, much lefs accufc

Gerrard to be the Father of his own ;

rU rather filent die, that thou may'ft live

To fee thy little Offspring grow and thrive.

Enter
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Enter Dorothea.

Dor. Miftrefs, away, your Lord and Father fceks you:

I'll convey Gerrard out at the back Door ;

He 'as found a Husband for you, and infults

In his Invention, little thinking you

Have made your own Choice, and pofTefs'd him too.

Vio. A Husband ? 't muft be Gerrard^ or my Death;

Farewel -, be only true unto thy felf.

And know Heav'n's Goodnefs fhall prevented be,

E'er worthieft Gerrard fuffer harm for me.

Ger. Farewel, my Life and Soul. Aunt, to your

Counfel

I flee for aid. O unexprelTible Love ! thou art

An undigefted heap of mixt Extremes

Whofe Pangs areWakings, and whofe Pleafures Dreams.

[Exeunt.

Enter Benvoglio, Angelina and Ferdinand.

Ben. My Angelina, never didfl thou yet

So plcafe me, as in this confent *, and yet

Thou'aft pleas'd me well, I fwcar, old Wench : ha, ha.

Ferdinand, fhe's thine own j thou'ft have her, Boy,
Ask thy good Lady elfe.

Ferd. Whom fhall I have. Sir ?

Ben. Whom d'ye think, i' faith ?

^ng. Guefs.

Ferd. Noble Madam,
I may hope (prompted by fhallow Merit)

Thro' your profound Grace, for your Chamber-maid.

Ben. How's that ? how's that ?

Ferd. Her Chamber-pot, my Lord. You modefl Afs,

Thou never fhew'dfl thy felf an Afs 'till now.
'Fore Heav'n I'm angry with thee. Sirrah, Sirrah,

(17) This whit-meat Spirit's not yours legitimate,

Advance

(17) This yn\i\tmzzX Spirh^s not yours, legitimate,'] I put a Hy-
phen to 'uihittneat, it being a compound Word like Whit-Sunday, i. c.

I'Vhite-SuMday, alluding to the white Garments the newly- bapdz'd
ufcd to wear. It would be an affront to the Reader's Underftandirg

to
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Advance your hope, and't pleafe you : guefs again.

Ang. And let your Thoughts flie higher : aim them

right

;

Sir, you may hit, you have the faireft white.

Ferd. If I may be fo bold then, my good Lord,

Your Favour doth encourage me to afpire

To catch my Lady's Gentlewoman.

Ben. Where?
"Where would you catch her ?

Do you know my Daughter Violante^ Sir ?

ying. Well faid ; no more about the Bufli.

Ferd, My good Lord,

I have gaz'd on Vtolante, and the Stars,

Whofe Heav'nly Influence I admir'd, not knew,
Nor ever was fo finful to believe

I might attain 't.

Ben. Now you're an Afs again ;

For if thou ne'er attain'ft, 'tis only long

Of that faint Heart of thine, which never did it.

She is your Lord's Heir, mine, Benvoglio's Heir,

My Brother's too, Randulpho's ; her Defcent

Not behind any of the Millanois.

And Ferdinand, although thy Parentage

Be unknown, thou know'ft that I 've bred thee up
From five years old, and (do not blufh to hear it)

Have found thy Wifdom, Trufl:, and fair Succefa

So full in all m' Affairs, that I am fitter

To call thee Maftcr, than thou me thy Lord.

Thou can'fl: not be but fprung of gentleft Blood

;

Thy Mind fliines through thee, like the radiant Sun,

Although thy Body be a beauteous Cloud.

Come, ferioufly this is no Flattery,

And well thou know'ft it, though thy modeft Blood

Rife like the Morning in thy Check to hear't.

Sir, I can fpeak in earneft: Virtuous Service,

So meritorious Ferdinand, as yours,

to explain the mcdining of ivhitmeat Spirit ; he will obferre, that I

fcratch out a Comma alter yours, under ilanuing iigitimate adverbial-

]y, as if he had faid,— This weak efFsminate Spirit ii not legicimaic-

1) yours, you had it not from your Father,

CYet
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(Yet bafhful ftill, and filent?) (hould cxtradl

A fuller Price than Impudence exa6t:

And this is now the Wages it muft have

;

My Daughter is thy Wife, my Wealth thy Slave.

Ferd, Good Madam, pinch ; I fleep \ does my Lord
mock.

And you aflift ? Cuftom's inverted quite

;

For old Men now-a-days do flout the young.

Ben. Fetch Violante. As 1 intend this

Religioufly, let my Soul find Joy or Pain.

\Eiiit Angelina.

Ferd. My honour'd Lord and Mafter, if I hold

That Worth could merit fuch Felicity,

You bred it in me, and firft purchased it

;

It is your own, and what Produ6tions

In all my Faculties my Soul begets, '

Your very mark is on, you need not add
Rewards to him, that is in debt to you

:

You fav'd my Life, Sir, in the Maflacre

;

There you begot me new, fince fofter'd me.

O! Can I ferve too much, or pray for you?
Alas, 'tis flender Payment to your Bounty.

Your Daughter is a Paradife, and I

Unworthy to be fet there j you may chufe

The royalft Seeds of Milan.

Ben. Pr'ythee peace.

Thy Goodnefs makes me weep ; I am refolv'd :

I am no Lord o' th' time, to tie my Blood

To fordid Muck j I have enough, my Name,
M* Eftate and Honours I will ftorc in thee,

Whofe Wifdom will rule well, keep and increafe

:

A Knave or Fool, that could confer the like.

Would bate each Hour, diminilh every Day.

Thou art her Price-lot then, drawn out by Fate>

An honeft wife Man is a Prince*s Mate.

Ferd. Sir, Heav'n and you have over-charg'd my
Breaft

With Grace beyond my Continence; I fhall burft:

The Bleffing you have given me, witnefs Saints,

I would not change for Milan. But, my Lord,
Is
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Is fhc prepar'd ?

Ben, What needs Preparative,

Where fuch a Cordial is prefcrib'd as thou?

Thy Perlon and thy Virtues in one Scale,

Shall poize hers, with her Beauty and her Wealth j

If not, I add my Will unto thy Weight

;

Thy Mother's with her now. Son, take my Keys,
And let thy preparation for this Marriage,

(This welcome Marriage) long dcterminM here.

Be quick, and gorgeous. Gerrard,

Enter Gcrrard.

Ger. My good Lord,

My Lord, your Brother craves your Conference

Inftantly, on Affairs of high import.

Ben. Why, what News ?

Ger. The Tyrant, my good Lord,

Is fick to death of his old Apoplexy,

Whereon the States advife, that Letters- mlfllvc

Be ftraight difpatch'd to all the Neighbour-Countries,

And Schedules too divulg'd on every Pod,
To enquire the loft Duke forth i their Purpofe is

To rc-inftate him.

Ben. 'Tis a pious Deed.

Ferdinand, to my Daughter; this Delay,

Though to fo good a purpofe, angers me

;

But I'll recover it. Be fecrer. Son.

Go woo with Truth and Expedition. [Exit.

Ferd. O my unfounded joy I How fares my Gerrard^

My noble Twin-friend ? Fie, thy Look is heavy.

Sullen, and fowre -, blanch it : Didft thou know
My Caufe of Joy, thou'dft never forrow more,

I know thou lov'ft me fo. How doft thou }

Ger. Well,

Too well, my fraught of Health my Sicknefs is •,

In Life, I'm dead; by living dying Hill.

Ferd. What fublunary Mifchief can predominate

A wife Man thus ? Or doth thy Friendlhip play

(In this antipathous Extreme) with mine.

Left Gladnefs fuffbcate me .'* I, I, I do tccj|

Vol. X. Kk My
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My Spirit's turn*d to Fire, my Blood to A?r,

And I am like a purified Eifcnce

Try*d from all droffy Parts.

Ger. Wer't but my Life,

(i8)The Lofs were Sacrifice ; but Virtue muft

For me be flain, and Innocence made Duft.

Ferd. Farewel, ^ood ^errard,

Ger, Deareft Friend, ftay.

Ferd, Sad Thoughts arc no Companion? for me ncWf,

Much lefs fad Words ; thy Bofom binds fome Secret,

Which do not truft me with ; for mine retains

Another, which I muft conceal from thee.

Ger, I would reveal it, *tis a heavy Tales

Canft thou be true, and fecret ftill ?

Ferd, W hy. Friend ?

If you continue true unto yourfdf,

I have no means of Falfhood. Lock this Door i

Come, yet your Prifoner's fure.

Ger, Stay, Ferdinand.

Ferd. What is thy trouble ? Love ?

Why, thou art capable of any Woman.
Doth Want opprcfs thee? I will lighten thee.

Haft thou offended Law? My Lord and thine.

And I, will fave thy Life, poes Servitude

Upbraid thy Freedom, that (he fufFers it ?

Have patience but three Days, and I will make i\sct

Thy Lord's Companion. Can a Friend do more?
Ger. Lend me the means. How can this be?

Ferd. Firft, let

This Cabinet keep your Pawn, and I will truft

:

Yet for the Form of Satisfaftion,

Take this my Oath to boot. By my prefum'd

(i8) The Lefs luere hcnfiC'd, but Virtue

Mujifor me be JIain, and Ittnucetice ma^ie DuJI.'] It is' no
Wonder, that the Editors fhould not much regard the Setrfe, who-were
fo totally negligent of the Mcafure. How can a Lofs be facrific'd?
I read Sacrtfice, i. e. my Life would then be not fo mudh a Lofs as a
Sacrifice for the fike of the Perfon I love. The Corjefticm ef ifhc

Metre is very obvious.

7ht Lofs litere Sacrifice, /or Virtue muji

Tir me btJJain, and InrMcme made DvJI,

<3entry,
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Gentry, and facred known Chriftianity,

I'Jl die, e*er I reveal thy Truft.

Ger. Then hear it.

Your Lord's fair Daughter, Violante^ is

My bctroth*d Wife, goes great with Child by mej
And by this Deed both made a Prey to [..aw.

How may I fave her Life? advife me. Friend.

Ferd. What did he fay ? Gerrard, whole Voice was that ?

Death unto my Heart, Banc to my Sou!

!

My Wealth is vanifh'd like the rich Man's Store :

In one poor Minute all my dainty Fare

But juggling Dilhes; my fat Hope, Defpair.

Ger. Js this fo odious P where's your Mirth .^

Ferd. Why thou

Haft robb'd me of it. Gerrard, draw thy Sword i

(19) And if thou lov*ft my Miftrefs Chaftity,

Defend it, elfe I'll cut it from thy Heart,

Thy thecvilh Heart that ftole it, and reftore't;

Do Miracles to gain her.

Ger. Was fhe thine.

^

Ferd. Never, but in my Wirti, and her Father's Vow,
Which now he left with me, on fuch fure Terms,

He call'd me Son, and will'd me to provide

My wedding Preparation.

Ger. Strange.

Ferd. Come, let's

Kill one another quickly.

Ger. Ferdinand^

My Love is old to her, thine new-begot:

1 have not wrong'd thee; think upon thine Oath,

Ferd. It manacles me, Gerrard, clfe this Hand
Should bear thee to the Law. Farewel for ever:

Since Friendlhip is lo fatal, never more

Will I have Friend : thou'ft put fo fure a Plea,

That all my Weal's litigious made by thee. [Exit,

(19) 1/ fhou loiijl my Mijirefs Cbafiity,'] 'The Context evidently

(hews, that Mijirefs is here the Geniuve Cafe, a Liberty that Poets

often take with Words ending in j, which mud be trebled Mijlrejt^s

to form the Cafe properly.

K k 2 Ger,
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Ger. I did no Crime to you. His Love tranfports

him i

And yet I mourn that cruel Deftiny

Should make us two thus one another's Crofs :

We 've lov'd fince Boys ; for the fame time call him
On Lord Benvoglio, that my Aunt and I

Were fuccour'd by Randidpho: iVIen have call'd us.

The Parallels of Milan \ and fome faid

We were not much unlike. O Heav*n divert.

That we fhould (ever fince that time) be breeding

Mutual Dcftrudion.

Enter Dorothea.

Dor. O where are you ? you have made a fair Hand.
By—yonder is your Aunt with my Lady, fhe came in,

jLift as Ihe was wooing your IViiftrefs for another; and

what did me fhe, but out with her Purfe, and fhew'd all

the naked truth, i' faith. Fie upon you, you fliould ne-

ver trcft an old Woman with a Secret; they cannot hold;

they cannot hold fo well as we, and you*d hang 'em.

Firil, there was fwearing and daring, then there was

howling and weeping, and O my Daughter, and O my
Mother.

Ger. The effea, the effea:.

Dor. Marry no way, but one with you.

Ger. Why welcome. Shall fhe 'fcape ?

Dor. Nay, fhe has made her 'fcape already.

Ger. Why, is (he gone }

Dor. The 'fcape cf her Virginity, I mean.

You Men are as dull, you can conceive nothing ;

Ycu think it is enough to beget.

Ger. Ay

;

But furely, Dorothea^ that 'fcap'd notj

Her Maiden- head fuffer'd.

Dor. And you were the Executioner.

Ger. But what's the Eveii«? Lord how thou ftarv'fl

mc, Doll?

Dor. Lord how thou flarv'ft me, Doll? By—Iwould
F^in fee you cry a little. Do you Hand now,

As



Moral ReprefentationSy in one. 5 1 y
As if you could get a Child ? Come, IMl rack j'ou no

more:
This is the Heart of the Bufinefs, always provided,

Signior, that if it pleafe the Fates to make you a Lord,

You be not proud, nor forget your poor Hand-maid
Boll,

Who was partly accefTiry to the Incifion of

This Holoferman Maiden-head.

Ger. 1 will forget my Name firfl:. Speak.

Dor. Then thus ;

My Lady knows all \ and her Sorrow is

Reafonably well digefled, She has vow'd
To conceal it from my Lord, until Delay

Ripen things better ; v/iJls you to attend her

This Evening at the back Gate •, I'll let you in,

"Where her ov/n ConfefTor fliall quickly put you
Together lawfully, e'er the Child be born ;

Which Birth is very near, I can afiure you i

All your Charge is your Vigilance ; and to bring with you

Some trufly Nurfe, to convey the Infant out of the Houfc.

Gcr. Oh beam of Comfort, take! Go, tell my Lady
I pray for her as I walk ; my Joys fo flow.

That what 1 fpeak or do, I do not know. [^Exeunt,

Dumb Shew.

Enter Violante at one Boor, weeping, fupported by Corne-
lia and a Friar j at another Boor, Angelina weepings

attended by Dorothea. Violante kneels down forpardon,

Angelina /jfwi/?^ Remorfe, takes her up^ and cheers her ;

fo doth QorntWA. A-^gcVinafends Dorothea /or Gerrard.

Enter Gerrard with Dorothea: Angelina and Cornelia

feem to chide him, jJjcvfwg Violante'i heavy Plight,

Violante rejoiceth in him •, he makes Signs of Sorrow^
intreating Pardon: Angelina brings Gerrard ^//(/Violante

to the Friar ; he joins them hand in hand, takes a Ring
from Gerrard, puts it on Violante'j Finger, hlcjfetb

them \ Gerrard kiffeth her -, the Friar takes his Leave.
Violante makes Jhew of great Pain, is infianth co7:ve>*d

in by the JVomen, Gerrard is bidflay -, he walks in Me-
ditation, feeming to pray. Enter Dorothea, whjpen

K k 3 him^
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him, fends bhn out. Enter Gerrard with a Nurfe Uind-

fold -, gives her a Purfe. I0 them enter Angelina and
Cornelia with an Infant \ they prefent it to Gerrard, he

kiffeth and bleffeth it, puts it into the Nurfe*s jfrms,

kueelsy and takes his leave. Exeunt allfeverally.

Enter Benvoglio and Randulpho.

Ben. He's dead you fay then.

Rand. Certainly ; and to hear

The People diff 6k him now he*s gone,

Makes my Ears burn, that lov*d him not : Such Libels,

Such Elegies and Epigrams they've made,

More odious than he was. Brother, great Men
Had need to live by love, meting their Deeds
With Virtue's Rule ; found with the weight ofJudgment
Their privat'ft Action : for though while they Jive

Their Power and Policy mafque their Villanies,

Their Bribes, their Luft, Pride, and Ambition,

And make a many Slaves to worfhip *em,

That are their Flatterers, and their Bawds in thefe:

Thefe very Slaves fhall, when thefe great Beads die,

Publifli their Bowels to the vulgar Eye.

Ben. 'Fore Heav'n *tis true. But is Rinaldoy Brother,

Our good Duke, heard of living ?

Rand. Living, Sir,

And will be fhortly with the Senate: has

Been clofe conceal'd at Mantua, and reliev'd:

But what's become of his? noTidings yet.?

But, Brother, 'till our good Duke fhall arrive.

Carry this News here. Where's your Ferdinand?

Ben. Oh bufie. Sir, about, this Marriage

:

And yet my Girl o* th' fudden is fall'n fick

:

You'll fee her e'er you go }

Rand. Yes; well I love her.

And yet I wilh I had another Daughter

To gratify my Gerrard, who, by——

—

Is all the Glory of my Family,

But has too much Worth to live fo obfcurc

;

V\\ have him Secretary of Eftate

Upon the Duke's Return j for Credit me,

The



Moral Reprefenta^ionsy in one 551
The Value of that Gentleman's not known

:

His ftrong Abilities are fit to gujde

The whole Republick ; he hath Learning* Youth.
Valour, Difcretion, Honefty of a Sainf,

HU Aunt is wondrous good too.

J^^z/ifr Violante in a Bed; Angelina <?»^ Dorothea

fitting by ber,

Ben. You have fpoke

The very Charader of Ferdinand:

One is the others Mirror. H,ow naw. Daughter ?-

Rand. How fares my Neice }.

Viol. A little better. Uncle, than. I was.

I thank you.

Rand. Brother, ^ meer cold.

Ang. U was

A Cold and Heat, I think ; but He^v'n bjS thajikcdfj.

We've broken that away.

Ben. And yet, Violante-^

You'll lye alone ftill, and you fee what's got.

jPor. Sure» Sir, wheQ thi^ was goi;, Ihc ha4 a 3fi(|-

fcllow.

Rand. What has. her Cholick left her in her Belly ?

Dor. *Thas left her, but flie has had a fore Fi£.

Rand. Ay, that fame Cholick and Stone inherent to us

O' th* Woman's fide : Our Mothers had them both.

Dor. So has (he bad. Sir. How thcfe old Fornicatora

Talk ? ihe had more need of Mace-Ale, an4
Rhenifli-Wine Caudles, Heav'n knows.
Than your aged Difcipline.

Ben, Say.

Enter Ferdinand*

Ang. She will have the Man ; and on Recovery
Will wholly be difpos'd by you.

Ben. That's my Wench:
How now? Wkat Change is this? Why F^rdinand^
Arc thefe your Robes of Joy Ihould be endu'd ?

Doth Hymen wear Black ? 1 did fend for you
To have my honourable Brother witnels

The Contraft I will make 'twixt you and her.

K k 4 Put
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Put off all Doubt ; fhe loves ye : What d'ye fay?

Rand. Speak Man, why look you To diftraftexlly ?

Ferd. There are your Keys, I will no Contra6l, I.

Divineft Fiolante^ I will lerve you

Tiius on my Knees, and pray for you. "Juno.^ Lucina

fer opem.

My Inequality afcends no higher:

I dare not marry you.

Ben. How*s this?

Ferd. Good night,

1 have a Friend has almoft made me mad:
I weep fometimes, and inftantly can laugh ;

Nay, I do dance, and fing, and fuddenly

Roar like a Storm. Strange Tricks thefe, are they not ?

And wherefore all this? Shall I tell you ? no,

Thorough mine Ears, my Heart a Plague hath caught.

And I have vow'd to keep it clofe, not fhew

My Grief to any •, for it has no Cure.

On, wandring Steps, to fome remote Place move

:

I'll keep my Vow, though I have loft my Love. \_Exit.

Ben. 'Fore Heav*n, diftrafted for her! Fare you well

:

PI] watch his Steps ; for I no Joy fhall find,

'Till I have found his Caufe, and calm'd his Mind. [£;v//.

State. He*s overcome with Joy.

Ang. 'Tis very ftrange.

Rand, Well, Sifter, 1 muft leave you : theTime's bufy.

Violante^ cheat you up ; and I pray Heav*n

Reftore each to their Love, and Health again. \^Exit,

Viol. Amen, great Uncle. Mother, what a Chance

Unluckily is added to my Woe,
In this young Gentleman ?

Ang. True, Vwlante^

It grieves me much, Doll, go you inftantly.

And find out Gerrard ; tell him his Friends hap.

And let him ufe beft Means to comfort him,

But as his Life preferve this Secret ftill.

Viol. Mother, I'd not offend you : Might not Gerrard

Steal in, and fee me in the Evening ?

Jng. Well,

Bid him do To,

Viol.
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Viol. Heav'n*s BlcfTing o* your Heart.

Do ye not call Child-bearing, Travel, Mother ?

Ang. Yes.

Viol. It well may be. The bare-foot Traveller

That's born a Prince, and walks his Pilgrimage,

Whofe tender Feet kifs the remorlelefs Stones

Only, ne*cr felt a Travel like to it.

Alas, dear Mother, you grcan'd thus for me,
And yet how difobcdient have I been

!

Ang. Peace, ViolantCy thou haft always been

Gentle and good.

Viol. Gerrard is better. Mother

:

Oh if you knew the implicite Innocency

Dwells in his Breaft, you'd love him like your Fray*rs,

I fee no Reafon but my Father might

Be told the Truth, being pleas'd for Ferdinand

To woo himfelf ; and Gerrard ever was

His full Comparative : My Uncle loves him.

As he loves Ferdinand.

Ang. No, not for the World,
Since his Intent is crofs'd : Lov*d Ferdinand

Thus ruin'd, and a Child got out of Wedlock;
His Madncfs would purfue ye both to Death.

Vicl. As you pleafe. Mother; I am now, methinks.
Even in the Land of Eafe; Pll fleep.

Ang. Draw in

The Bed nearer the Fire, and filkcn Reft,

Tie all thy Cares up. \_Exeunt,

Enter Ferdinand, and Benvoglio privately after bim.

Ferd. Oh blefled Solitude! Here my Grief may (peak;

And Sorrow, 1 will argue with thee now :

Nothing will .<eep me Company : The Flowers

Die at my Moan ; the gliding filver Streams

Haften to flee my Lamentations;

The Ajr rolls from 'em ; and the golden Sun
Is fmother'd pale as Phcehe with my Sighs

:

Only the Earth is kind, that ftays. Then Earth,

To thee will I complain. Why do the Heavens

Impofc
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(20) Impofc me Love what I can ne'er cnj<^ ?

Before Fruition was impoflible^

I did not thirft it. Gerrard^ ihe is thine,

Seal'd and deJiver'di but 'twas ill to ftaiq

Her Virgin State, e'er ye were married-

Poor Infant, wha£*s become of thee? thou k,HOw*lV aot
The Woe thy Parents brought thee to. Dea^i Earthi^

Bury this clofe in thy Sterility i

Be barren to this Seed, let it no* grow i

For if it do, 'twill bud no Violet

Nor Gilly-flower, but wild Brier, or rank Riie»

Unfavory and hurtful.

Ben. Ferdinandi

Thy fteel hath digg*d the Earth, thy words, my- He^t.
Ferd. Oh ! I have violated Faith* betray*d

My Friend ^nd Innoccocy,

Ben. Defpcrate Youth,

Violate not thy Soul too: I have Showers
For thee, young Man ; but GerrardYl^mts. for thee.

Was thy bafe Pen made to daih out mine Honour,
And proftitute ray Daughter, Baftard, Whore^
Come, turn thy Female Tears into Rcveoge,

Which I will quench my Thirft with^ e*er I ^
Daughter or Wife, or branded Family.

By—-both die J and for amends,

Ferdinando be my Heir. Pll to my Brother,

Firft tell him all, then to the Duke for Juftice

;

(i I ) This Morning he's receiv'd. Mountains nor Seaj

Shall bar my Flight to Vengeance ; the foul Stain

Printed on me, thy Bkxxl (hall rinfe again. [ExiL

(ao) Impo/e upon «r# £«;*, ivhat leatp t^g'^r enjoy?'] Mr. Sy^pfon
las very juiily ftrock out upon, as a CorrupticMi : The ExpreiJlQn

Jmpt/e me Love, i. e. obligt me to io<ve^ being new to the Editors,

they added wrong Points, and the vpom ta nuke fomething that ap-

peared to them like Senfe, tha' witk real Inyuy to both Sfisfe aai
Meafure.

(zi) This Morning W$ r«««ivM.-—«.J Mr, Sjm^ft would r^
mrriv'J, but furely recei^'J is infiiutely more cxprcflive, as it not osly

{peaks hie Arrival, bi;c his being recogoizM by all his Subje^ as Diikc

ef ^ilan.

Ferd,
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Terd. I have tranfgrefs'd all Goodnefs, witlefly

Rais'd mine own curft from all Pofterity

;

I'll follow, to redrefs in what I may ;

If not, your Heir can die as well as they. [Exit,,

Dumb Shew.

Enter Buke Rinaldo with Attendanti^ at one Boors States^

Randulpho, and Gerrard, at another: T'hey kneel to tba

Dukcy he accepts their Obedience, ajid ratfes them up ;

they prefer Gerrard to the BukCy who entertains binu^

they feat the Buke in State. Enter Benvoglio and
Ferdinand : Benvoglio kneels for Jiiflice ; Ferdinand

feems to rejlrain him. Benvoglio gives the Buk^ a
Paper \ Buke reads, frowns on Gerrard, JJoews tht

Paper to the States, they feem forry, confult, cauft
the Guard to apprehend him ; they go off with him. Then
Randulpho and Benvoglio y^^^ to crave Jujlice, Bukt
vows it, and exit with his Attendants. Randulpho^
Benvoglio and Ferdinand confer. Enter to them CoF'.

nclia with two Servants-, fhe feems to expoflulate, Ran-
dulpho in Scorn caufeth her to he thruji out poorly. Exit
Randulpho. Benvoglio ^(fr^o«j Ferdinand to him, with
much feeming Pafjion, fivears him, then Jlamps with bis

Foot. Enter Dorothea with a Cup weeping, fhe de^

livers it to Ferdinand who with Bifcontent cxit^ cmi
exeunt Benvoglio and Dorothea.

Enter Violante.

Viol. Gerrard not corned Nor Borothy returned ^

What adverfe Star rul'd my Nativity ?

The time to Night has been as dilatory

As languifhing Confumptions. But 'till now
I ne'er durft fay, my Gerrard was unkind.

Heav'n grant all things go well ; and nothing does.

If he be ill, which I much fear ; my Dreams
Have been portentous. I did think I faw

My Love array'd for Battle with a Bcaft,

A hideous Monfter, arm'd with Teeth and Claws,

Grinning, and venomous, that fought to make
Both us a Prey ; Oa*s Tail was larti'd in Blood

Law
',
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Law ; and his Forehead I did plainly fee

Held Characfters that fpell'd Authority.

This rent my Slumbers ; and my fearful Soul

Ran fearching up and down my difmay'd Breafl:,

To find a Port t'efcape. Good faith, I'm cold

;

But Gerrard*s Love is colder ; here I'll fit.

And think myfelf away.

Enter Ferdinand with a Cup and a Letter,

Ferd. The Peace of Love
Attend tht (vitzt Violante ', read.

For the fad News I bring, I do not know ;

Only I am fworn to give you that, and this.

Viol. Is it from GerrardP gentle Ferdinand^

How glad am I to fee you thus well reflor'd ?

In troth he never wrong'd you in his Life,

Nor I, but always held fair Thoughts of you.

Knew not my Father's meaning 'till of late •,

Could never have known it foon enough : for, Sir,

Gerrard's, and my AfFe<5tion began

In Infancy ; my Uncle brought him oft

In long Coats hither ; you were fuch another ;

The little Boy would kifs me being a Child,

And fay, he lov'd me, give me all his Toys,

Bracelets, Rings, Sweet-meats, all his rofy Smiles:

I then would (tand, and ftare upon his Eyes,

Play with his Locks, and fwear I lov'd him tooj

For fure, methought, he was a little Love,

He woo'd fo prettily in Innocence,

That then he warm'd my fancy ; for I felt

A glimmering Beam of Love kindle my Blood,

Both which, time fince hath made a Flame and Flood.

Fer. Oh gentle Innocent ! methinks it talks

Like a Child f^ill, whofe white Simplicity

Never arrived at Sin. Forgive me. Lady,

I have deflroyed Gerrard and thee ; rebell'd

Againft Heav'n's Ordinance ; dif-pair'd two Doves,

Made 'em fit mourning •, flaughter'd Love, and cleft

The Heart of all Integrity. This Breaft

Was truiled with the Secret of your Vow
By
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By Gerrard^ and revcal'd it to your Father.

Viol. Hah!
Ferd, Read, and curfe me.

Viol. Neither: I will never

Nor Write, nor read again.

Ferd. My Penance be it.

Tour Labyrinth is found, your Lu/tproclaim*d. [Reads.

Viol. Luft? Hum.
My Mother fure felt none when I was got.

Ferd. I, and the Law implacably offended-,

Gerrard*j imprifon*d, and to die.

Viol. Oh Heav»n!

Ferd. And you to fiiffer with Reproach and Scoffs

A publick Execution
'i
I have fent you

An Antidote *gainji Shame, Poifon j by him

Tou have moft wron^d : give him your penitent Tears.

Viol. Hum : 'tis not truth.

Ferd. Drink, andfarewel for ever

:

And tho* thy fVhoredom hlemijh thy whole Line,

Prevent the Hangman*sjiroke, and die like mine.

Viol. Oh wo is me for Gerrard : 1 have brought

Confufion on the nobleft Gentleman

That ever truly lov*d. But we fhall meet

"Where our Condemners fhall not, and enjoy

A more refin'd Affe(ftion than here

;

No Law, nor Father hinders Marriage there

*Twixt Souls divinely affi'd as (fure) ours were:

There we will multiply and generate Joys,

Like fruitful Parents. Lucklefs Ferdinand^

Where's the good old Gentlewoman, my Husband'sAunt?
Ferd. Thruft from your Uncle, to all Poverty.

Viol. Alas the pity : reach me. Sir, the Cup

;

rU fay my Prayers, and take my Father's Phyfick.

Ferd. Oh Villain that I was, I had forgot

To fpill the reft, and am unable now
To ftir to hinder her.

Fiol. What ail you. Sir .?

Ferd. Your Father is a Monfter, I a Villain,

This Tongue has kill'd you ; pardon, VtoJante,

Oh pardon, Gerrard -, and for Sacrifice

A^cccpt
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Accept my Life, to expiate ray Fault.

I have drunk up the Poifon.

Viol. Thou art not fo

Uncharitable : A better Fellow far,

Thou'ft left me half. Sure Death is now a-dry.

And calls for more Blood (till to quench his Thirft.

I pledge thee, Ferdinand\ to Gerrard*& Health

:

Dear Gerrard, poor Aunt, and unfortunate Friend,

Ay me, that Love fhould breed true Lovers end.

Fer. Stay, Madam, ftay } help hoa, for Heav'n*s fake

help

;

Improvident Man, that good I did intend

For Satisfadion, fa^ving of her Life,

(22) My equal cruel Stars made me forget.

Enier Angelina wiih two Servants

Ang, What Speftacle of Death aflaults me? oh!

Viol. My dcareft Mother, I am dead, I leave

Father, andFriends and Life, to follow Love.
Good Mother, love my Child, that did no ill.

Fie, how Men lie, that fay. Death is a pain :

Or has he chang*d his Nature ? like foft Sleep

He feizcs me. Your Blefling. Laft, I crave.

That I may reft by Gerrard in his Grave.

Ferd. There lay me too; Oh! noble Miftrefs, I
Have caus'd all this, and therefore juftly die.

That Key will open all.

Ang. Oh viperous Father

:

For Heav'n*s lake, bear *em in : Run for Phyficians,

And Medicines quickly : Heav*n, thou (halt not have her

Yet ; 'tis too foon : Alas, I have no more.

And taking her away, thou robb*ft the Poor. {Eviemit,

\Flourifh,

(22) "My equal cruel Stars made -ete ftrget."] Mr. Symp/m would
read,

My unequal cruel Stars

but as equal ie good Scnfe, I don't change the Text ; I underftand

r^«a/ adverbially, vi«, my Stars equally cruel in this Inftanceas in all

others.

£nfir
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Entir Dukg, SMtes, Ratjdulpho, BchVo^ic\ <5er-

rard, -Exe^ufion^^ and Guard.

Duke. The Law, as greedy as your red dcfire,

Benvoglio, hath call this Man : "'Th pity-

So many excellent Parts are fwallow'd up
In one foul Wave. Is Violante fcnt for ?

Our Jufticc mufl not lop a Branch, and ict

The Body flill grow.

Ben, Sir, (he will be here

Alive or dead, I am fure.

Ger. How chearfully my Countenancecom nrcnts Death?
That which makes Men feem horrid, I will wear
Like to an Ornament. Oh Vtolante!

Might my Life only fatisfie the Law,
How jocundly my Soul would enter Heav'n?
Why (houldft thou die? Thou wirher'ft in thy Bud,
As I have feen a Rofe, e*er it was blown.

I do befcech your Grace, the Statute may
Cin this Cafe made) be read : Not that I hope
T'extenuate my Offence or Penalty,

But to fee whether it lay hold on her.

And fince my Death is more exemplary

Thanjuft, this publick Reading will advife

Caution to others.

Duke. Read it.

Ran. Brother, does not

Your Soul groan under this Severity ?

Statute read.

A Statute provided in cafe of unequal Matches^ Mar-
riages againft Parents conjent, flealing of HeirSy Rapes^
ProJlitutionSy andfuch like : That if any Perfon meanly de-

fcendedy or ignorant of his own Parentages which implies

as much., fhall, with a foul intent, unlawfully follicite the

Daughter of airy Peer of the Dukedom, hefhallfor the fame
Offence forfeit Ins Ri^ht Hand: but if he further ProfiiuiU
her to his Luft, he fball firjl have his Right Hand cut off"^

and then fuffer Death by the common Executioner. After
whom, the Lady fo offending fhall likewi/e the wxtJXzy^ m
the fame manner^ die for the Fa&,

Ger.
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Ger. This Statute has more Cruelty than Senfe :

I fee no Ray of Mercy. Muft the Lady
Suffer Death too ? Suppofe (he were inforc'd,

By fome Confederates born away, and RaviHi'd ;

Is fhe not guiltlefs ?

Duke. Yes, if it be prov'd.

Ger. This cafe is fo: I ravilli*d Fiolante.

State. Who ever knew a Rape produce a Child ?

Ben. Pifh, thefe are idle. Will your Grace command
The Executioner proceed ?

t Duke. Your Office.

Ger. Farewel to thy inticing Vanity,

Thou round gilt Box, that doft deceive Man's Eye

:

The wife Man knows, when open thou arc broke.

The Treafure thou includ'ft is Dufl: and Smoke,
Even thus, I caft thee by. My Lords, the Law-
Is but the great Man's Mule, he rides on it.

And tramples poorer Men under his Feet ;

Yet when they come to knock at yon bright Gate,

One's Rags fiiall enter 'fore the other's State.

Peace to ye all : Here, Sirrah, ftrike: this Hand
Hath Viola7Jte kifs'd a thoufand times •,

It fmells fweet ever fince : this was the Hand
Plighted my Faith to her ; do not think thou canfl

Cut that in funder with my Hand. My Lord,

As free from fpeck as this Arm is, my Heart

Is of foul Luft, and every Vein glides here

As full of Truth. Why does thy Hand fliake fo

'Tis mine mufl: be cut off, and that is firm ;

For it was ever conftant.

Enter Corneh'a.

Cor. Hold ; your Sentence

Unjuftly is pronounced, my Lord : This blow

Cuts your Hand off; for his is none of yours.

But Violante*Sy given in holy Marriage

Before Ihe was delivered, confummated

With the free Will of her Mother, by her Confeffor,

In Lord Ben'voglio'% Houle,

Gsr. Alas good Aunt,

That
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That helps us nothing ; elfe I had reveal'd it.

Duks. What Woman's this ?

Ben. A bafc Confederate

In this proceeding, kept of Alms long time

By him ; who now expos'd to Mifcry,

Talks thus diftradedly. Attach her, Guard.

Ran, Your Cruelty (Brother) will have end.

Cor. You'd bed
Let them attach my Tongue.

Duke. Good Woman, Peace:

For were this Truth, it doth not help thy Nephew

;

The Law*s infring'd by their difparity,

That forfeits both their Lives.

Cor. Sir, with your Pardon,

Had your Grace ever Children ?

Tiuke. Thou haft put

A queftion, whofe (harp point toucheth my Heart

:

I had two little Sons, Twins, who were both

(With my good Dutchefs) flain as I did hear;

At that time when my Dukedom was furpriz'd.

Cor. I have heard many fay (my gracious Lord)

That I was wondrous like her.

M. Ha?
Duke. By all Man's Joy, it is Cornelia,

My deareft Wife.

Cor. To ratify me her,

Come down, Jlphonfo, one of thofe two Twins,
And take thy Father's Blefling •, thou haft broke

No Law, thy Birth being above thy W ifc*s :

Afcanio is the other, nam'd Fernando,

Who by remote means, to my Lord Benvoglio

I got preferr'd ; and in poor Habits clad,

(You fled, and th' Innovation laid again)

I wrought myfelf into RanJulpho*s Service,

With my eldeft Boy ; yet never durft reveal

What they and I were, no, not to themfclves,

Until the Tyrant's Death.

Duke. My Joy has fill'd me
Like a full-winded Sail : I cannot fpcak.

Ger. Fetch Violante and mv Brother.

Vol. X. LI Ben.
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Ben. Run,
Run like a fpout, you Rogue: A o' Poifon,

That little Whore 1 trufted, will betray me.

Stay, Hangman, 1 have work for you ; there's Gold j

Cut off my Head, or hang me prefentiy.

Soft Mufick.

Enter Angelina with the Bodies of Ferdinand and Vio-
lante on a Bier-, Dorothea carrying the Cup and Let^

ter, which fhe gives to the Duke; be reads ^ feems for-

rowful ; fhews it to Cornelia and Gerrard, they la-

ment over the Bier. Randulpho and Benvoglioyd'^;^

fearfuU and feem to report to Angelina and Dorothea
what hath paffed before.

Ran This is your Ralhnefs, Brother.

Duke. Oh Joy, thou wert too great to lad;

This was a cruel turning to our hopes,

Uijnatural Father ; poor Afcanio.

Ger. Oh Mother ! Let me be Gerrard again.

And follow Viclanie.

Cor, Oh my Son •

Duke. Your Lives yet, bloody Men, fhall anfwer thij»

Dor. I muft not fee*em longer grieve. My Lord,

Be comforted •, let Sadnefs generally

Forfake each Eye and Bofom } they both live :

For Poifon, 1 infus'd meer Opium;
Holding compulfive Perjury lefs Sin

Than fuch a loathed Murder would have been.

All. (2s) Oh blelTed Maiden!

Dor. Mufick, gently creep

Into their Ears, and fright hence lazy Sleep.

Morpheus, command thy Servant Sleep

In leaden Chains no longer keep

This Prince and Lady : Rife, wake, rife.

And round about convey your Eyes :

Rife Prince, go greet thy Father and thy Mother

;

Rife thou, t* imbrace thy Husband and thy Brother.

(23) Oh BleJeJ Mzdsm ] As Dorothea was only a waiting Maid,

Madam is quite improper, and the true Reading mofi prob^-biy

Maiden. I had wrote this before I turn'd to the firit Editions, wher«

I found the Conicdure confirm'd.

Duke,
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'Duke. Cor, Son, Daughter.

(24; Ger. Father, Mother, Brother, Wife.

VioL Are we not all in Heav'n ?

Ger. Faith, very near it.

- Ferd. How can this be?

'•. Duke. Hear it.

Dor. If I had ferv'd you right, I fliould have fcen

Your old Pate off, e'er 1 had reveal'd.

Ben. Oh Wench!
Oh honeft Wench ! If my Wife die, Til marry thee

:

There's thy Reward.

(25) Duke. *Tis true.

Ferd. 'Tis very ftrange.

Ger Why kneel you, honeft Mafter?
Ferd. My good Lord.

Ger. Dear Mother.

Duke. Rife, rife, all are Friends : I owe ye

For all their Boards : And Wench, take thou the Man
Whofe Life thou fav*dft -, lefs cannot pay thy Merit.

How fliall I part my Kifs ? I cannot : Let
One generally therefore join our Cheeks.

A Pen of Iron, and a Leaf of Brals,

To keep this Story to Eternity :

And zPromethean Wit. Oh facrcd Love,

Nor Chance, nor Death can thy firm Truch remove.

King. Now Ifahella. [Flourifi,

Ifab. This can true Love do.

I joy they all fo happily are pleas'd :

The Ladies and the Brothers muft Triumph.

(24) Ferd. Father, Mother, Brother.

Ger. JVife.'] According to this Reading Terilnani wh:>re Senfeg

were but jail recovered, knows perfeftly alJ that has paft whilft he
was afltCp ; altho' he afterwards asks how can this be. 1 firll thoujhc

a Note of Interrogation might folve it, by fuppofing Cornelia to have
informed him in a Whifperand then he might a:k the Qae.lion.

Father ? Mother ? Brother ?

But putting the whole into Gerrard's Mouth takes away the difficulty

much more eafiiy.

(2O Ferd. 'Tis true.

Duke. 'T/j t'ery Jlranve.'] Here a^ain th^ S[caker5 were evidently

wrong, and had chang'd Places.

L I 2 King.
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King. They do

:

For Cupid fcorns but t' have his Tr'mmph too. [Flourijh.

T'/j^ TRIUMPH.
Ettier dlvsrs Muficians^ then certain Singers bearing Ban-

mrets injcribed^ 'Truth, Loyalty, Patience, Concord:

JVifA-; Gerrard <2«^ Ferdinand with Garlands of Rofes

:

'Then Violante ; lafl, a Chariot drazvn by two Cupids,

and a Cupid fitting in it. [Flourifh.

Enter PROLOGUE.
Love, and thejtrength of fair Affe5fion,

(Mojl Royal Sir) what long feeni'd loft, have won
Their perfe5l Ends, and crown''d thofe conftant Hearts

With lafting Triumph, whofe moft virtuous Parts,

Worthy Deftres, and Love, foall never end.

Now turn we 7-0und the Scene, and {Great Sir) lend

A Jad andferious Eye to this of Death,

This black and difmal Triumph ; where Man^s Breath,

Defert, and guilty Blood ofcend the Stage,

And view the Tyrant, ruined in his Rage. [Exit.

[Flouriih.

Enter Laval! , Gabriella and Maria.

Gab. No, good my Lord, I am not now to find

Your long negle<5l of me ; all thofe Ai7c6tions

You came firft clad in to my Love, like Summer,
Lufty and full of Life; all thofe Defircs

That like the painted Spring bloom'd round about ye.

Giving the happy promife of an Harveft,

How have I feen drop off, and fall forgotten ^

With the lead luftre of another's Beauty,

How oft (forgetful Lord) have I been blafted?

Was I fo eafily won ? Or did this Body
Yield unto your falfe Embraces, with lefs Labour
Than if you'd carried fome Itrong Town ?

j

Lav. Good Gdbriella. I

Gab. Could all your Subtilties and Sighs betray me,
j

The Vows ye fhook me with, the Tears ye drown'd me,
;

Till I came fairly off with honour'd Marriage ^ . !

Oh
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Oh fie, my Lord.

Lav. Prithee good Qahriella.

Gab. Would I had never known ye, nor your Honours,
Thc-y are (luck too full of Griefs : Oh h.ippy Wom^n,
That plant your Love in equal honeft Bofoms,

Whofe fwcet Defires, like Rofes fet together.

Make one another happy in their BIuHies,

Growing and dying without fenfe of Greatnefs,

To which lam a Slave! I, and that bleft Sacramfnt
Tliat daily makes millions of happy Mothers,

Link'd me to this Man's Luft alone, there left me
I dare not fay I am his Wife, *tis dangerous

:

His Love, I cannot fay -, alas, how many ?

Lt,v. You grow too warm ; pray be ye content, you
beft know

The times Neccflity, and how our Marriage,

Being fo much unequal to mine Honour,
"While the Duke lives, I ftanding high in Favour;
And whilft I keep that fafe, next to the Dukedom,
Muft not be known, without my utter Ruin.

Have patience for a while, and do but dream, Wench,
The glory of a Dutchefs. How Ihe tires me?
How dull and leaden is mv Appetite

To that dale B:auty now ? Oh, I could curfe

And crucify myfclf for childilli doating

Upon a Face that feeds not with frefh Figures

Every frefh Hour ; (lie's now a Surfeit to me.

Ejiter Gentille.

Who's that? Gentille? I charge ye, no Acquaintance

You nor your Maid with him, nor no Difcourfe,

Till times are riper.

Gent. Fie, my noble Lord,

Can you be now a ftranger to the Court,

When your moft virtuous Bride, the beauteous Hjllena,

Stands ready like a Star to gild your HappineJF,

When Hymen\ lufty Fires are now a lighting.

And all the Flower of Avjou?

Lav. Some few trifles, •

For matter of Adornment, have a little

L 1 3 iVade:
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Made me fo flow, Gentille, which now in readinefs,

I am tor Court immediately.

Gent. Take heed. Sir,

This is no time for trifling, nor flie no Lady
To be now entertain'd with Toys j *twill coft ye—

Lav. You're an old Cock, Gentille.

Gent. By your Lordfliip's Favour.

Lav. Prithee away -, 'twill lofe time.

Gent. Oh my Lord,

Pardon me that by all means.

Lav. We have bufinefs

A-foot, Man, of more moment.
Gent. Than my Manners?

I know none, nor I feek none.

Ldv. Take to Morrow.

Gent. Even now, by your Lordfliip's leave. Excellent

Beauty,

My Service here I ever dedicate,

la honour of my befl: Friend, your dead Father,

To you his living Virtue, and wifli heartily.

That firm AfFe6fcion that made us two happy.

May take as deep undying Root, and flourifli

Betwixt my daughter Cafia, and your Goodnefs,

Who fliali be ftill your Servant.

Gab. I much thank ye.

(26) Lav. -o' this dreaming Puppy. Will ye go, Sir?

Ge}2t. .A little more, good Lord.

Lav. Not now, by —
Come, I mufl: ufe ye.

Gent. Goodnefs dwell ftill with you.

lExeimt Gentille and Lavall,

Gah. The fight of this old Gentleman, iVIaria,

Pulls to mine Eyes again the living Pidure

(26) Lav."" —Oh i/jis drcav:i}ig Puppv. ] The Execration

which thffe Hiatuses ^xs to be fupply'd with is moll frequently Pox^

and therefore the 0/6/ here is wrong, and it fhould be s' ! 1 have
fomeiimcs wonder'd how the Printers of thefe Plays came to be fo

delicate beyond any of their Contemporaries to leave out altnclt all

Execrations and Exclam:itior!3, mcyiy of them probably as innocent as

any thing of the kind. But as they had done ir, we with pleafure

continue it, as fome of them might ptrinipi he exceptionable.

Of



Moral Reprefentations^ in one. 535
OF Perolot his virtuous Son, my firft Love,

That died at Orleans.

Mar. You have felt both Fortunes,

And in extreams, poor Lady ; for young Perolot,

Being every way unable to maintain you,

Durft not make known his Love to Friend or Father:

My Lord LavalU being powerful, and you poor.

Will not acknowledge you.

Gab. No more : Let's in, Wench,
There let my Lute fpeak my Laments, they've tired mc.

\Exemt,

Enter two Courtiers.

, I Court. I grant, the Duke is wondrous provident

In his now planting for Succefllon,

I know his care as honourable in the choice too.

Marine's fair virtuous Daughter, but what's all this ?

To what end excellent arrives this Travel,

When he that bears the main Roof, is fo rotten ?

2 Court. You have hit it now indeed: For if Fame lie

not.

He is untemperate.

1 Court. You exprefs him poorly,

Too gentle Sir ; the mod deboifht and barbarous

;

Believe it, the mod void of all Humanity,

Howe'er his Cunning cloke it to his Uncle,

And thofe his Pride depends upon.

2 Court. I have heard too.

Given excefTively to drink.

1 Court. Moil certain.

And in that Drink moft dangerous : I fpeak thefe things

To one I know loves Truth, and dares not wrong her,

2 Court. You may fpeak on.

1 Court. Uncertain as the Sea, Sir,

Proud and deceitful as his Sin's Great Mailer

;

His Appetite to Women, (for there he carries

His main Sail fpread) fo boundlefs and abominable.

That but to have her Name by that Tongue fpoken,

Poifons the Virtue of the purcft Virgin.

2 Court. I am forry for young Gabriella then,

L 1 4 A
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A Maid reputed, ever of fair Carriage,

For he's been noted vifiting.

1 Court. She is gone then.

Or any elfe, that Promifes, or Power,

Gifts, or his guileful Vows can work upon,

But thefe are but poor Parcels.

2 Court. 'Tis great Pity.

1 Court. Nor want thefe Sins a chief Saint to befriend

*em.

The Devil follows him ; and for a Truth, Sir,

Appears in vifible Figure often to him,

At which time he's pofleft with fudden Trances,

Cold deadly Sweats, and griping of the Confciencc,

Tormented flrangely, as they fay.

2 Court. Heaven turn him :

This Marriage-day may'ft thou well curfe, fair Hellen.

But let's go view the Ceremony.

I Court, ril walk with you. [Exeufit,

[Mu/ick.

Enter Gabriella, and Maria above. And Laval 1, Bridcy

States in Solemnity as to Marriagey and -pafs over^ viz.

Duke^ Marine and Longaville.

Mar. I hear 'em come.

Gab. Would I might never hear more.

Mar. I told you ftiil ; but you were fo incredulous.

See, there they kifs.

Gab. Adders be your Embraces.

The Poifon of a rotten Heart, oh Hellen !

Blaft thee as I have been 5 juft fuch a Flattery,

"With that fame cunning Face, that Smile upon'tj

Oh mark it, Maria, mark it ferioufly.

That Mafter Smile caught me.

Mar. There's the old Duke, and

Marine her Father.

Gab. Oh!
Mar. There Longaville

The Ladies now
Gab. Oh! I am murder'd, Alaria.

Beaft, molt inconftant Bcaft.

M^r.

1
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Mar. There-

Gab. There I am not

;

No more 1 am not there: Hear me, oh Heav'n!

And all you Pow*rs of Juftice bow down to me

;

But you of Pity die. I am abus'd.

She that depended on your Providence,

She is abus*d, your Honour is abus'd.

That noble Piece ye made, and call'd it Man,
Is turn'd to Devil -, all the World's abus'd :

Give me a Woman's Will, provok'd to JVIifchief,

A two-edg'd Heart ; my fuffering thoughts to wild-fires.

And my Embraces to a timelefs Grave turn.

Mar. Here I'll ftep in, for *tis an A6t of Merit.

Gah. I am too big to utter more.

Mar. Take time then. [Exeunt.

Enter Gentille and Cafta.

Gent. This folitary Life at home undoes thee,

Obfcures thy Beauty firft, which fhould prefer thee ;

Next fills thee full of fad Thoughts, which thy Years

Muft not arrive at yet, they choke thy Swcetnefs

:

Follow the time, my Girl, and it will bring thee

Even to the Fellowfhip of the noblefl: Women,
Hellen herfelf, to whom I would prefer thee,

(And under whom this poor and private Carriage,

Which I am only able yet to reach at.

Being caft off, and all thy Sweets at Luftre,)

Will take thee as a fair Friend and prefer thee.

Caji. Good Sir, be not fo cruel as to leek

To kill that fweet Content y'have bred me to:

Have I not here enough to thank Heav'n for ?

The free Air uncorrupted with new Flattery?

The Water that I touch, unbrib'd with Odours
To make me fwcet to others ; the pure Fire

Not fmother'd up, and chok'd with luilful Incenfe

To make my Blood fweat j but burning clear and high.

Tells me my Mind mufl flame up fo to Heav'n.
What fhould I do at Court, wear rich Apparel .^

Methinks thefe are as warm, and for your State, Sir,

Wtalthy enough ; Js it you'd have me proud.

And
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And like a Pageant, (luck up for Amazements?
Teach not your Child to tread that Path, for fear, Sir,

Your dry Bones after Death, groan in your Grave
The Miferies that follow.

Gent, Excellent Cafla.

Caji. When fhall 1 pray again ? (a Courtier)

Or when I do, to what God ? What new Body
And new Face muft I make me, with new manners?

For I mufl: be no more myfelf. Whofe Miftrefs

Muft I be firft? With whofe Sin-offering feafon'd ?

And when I'm grown fo great and glorious

"With Proftitution of my burning Beauties,

That great Lords kneel, and Princes beg for Favours,

Do you think I'll be your Daughter, a poor Gentleman's,

Or know you for my Father ?

Enter Lavall.

Gent, My bed Cafia.

Oh my moll virtuous Child ! Heav'n reigns within thee j

Take thine own Choice, fweet Child, and live a Saint ftill.

The Lord Lavall, ftand by, Wrench.

Lav, Gabriella,

She cannot, nor fhe dares not make it known.
My Greatnefs crufhes her, when e'er Ihe offers

:

Why fhould I fear her then ?

Gsnt, Come : let's pafs on. Wench.
Lav, Gentille^ come hither ; who's that Gentlewoman?
Gent, A Child of mine. Sir, who obferving Cuftom,

Is going to the Monaftcry to her Prayers.

Lav. A fair one, a moft fweet one; fitter far

To beautify a Court, than make a V'otarift.

Go on, fair Beauty, and in your Orizons

Remember me: Will ye, fair fweet?

Cafl. Moft humbly. \Exeunt,

Lav, An admirable Beauty: How it fires me!

Enter a Spirit,

But (he's too full of Grace, and I too wicked.

I feel my wonted Fit: Defend me, Goodnefs.

Oh! It grows colder ftill, andftifferon me,

My
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My Hair (lands up, my Sinews fhake and fhrink ;

HeJp me good Heav*n, and good Thoughts dwell with*

.

in me.

On get thee gone, thou evil evil Spirit,

Haunt me no more, I charge thee.

Spir. Yes, L^vall:

Thou art my Vaflal, and the Slave to Mifchief,

I blaft thee with new Sin ; Purfue thy Pleafure

;

Cajla is rare and fweet, a blowing Beauty -,

Set thy Defires afire, and never quench *em

*Till thouenjoy'ft her •, make her all thy Hcav'n,

And all thy Joy, for fhc is all true Happinefs

:

Thou art powerful, ufe Command ; if that prevail not,

Force her : I'll be thy Friend.

Lav. Oh help me, help me.

Spr. Her Virtue, like a Spell, finks me to Dark-
nefs. \^Exit,

Enter Gentille and Cafta.

Cent. He*s here ftill. How is't, noble Lord? Me-
thinks, Sir,

You look a little wildly .^ Is it that way ?

Is't her you ftare on fo : I've fpy'd your Fire, Sir,

But dare not ftay the flaming ; come.

Lav. Sweet Creature,

Excellent Beauty, do me but the Happinefs

To be your humbleft Servant. Oh lair Eyes,

Oh blefTed, blelTed Sweetnefs, divine Virgin!

Cafia. Oh good my Lord, retire into your Honour

:

You're fpoken good and virtuous, plac'd at Helm,
To govern others from Mifchances ; from Example
Of fuch lair Chronicles as great ones are.

We do, or fure we fiiouid direct our Lives.

I know y*are full of Worth, a School of Virtue

Daily inftrudling us that live below ye,

I make no doubt, dwells there.

Lav. I cannot anfwer,

She has flruck me dumb with Wonder.
Cajl. Goodnefs guide ye. [Exeunt.

Lav. She's gone, and with her all Light, and has \dx. m<,

Darij,
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Dark as my black Defires. Oh devil Lud,
How doft thou hug my Blood, and whifper to me.
There is no Day again, no time, no living.

Without this lully Beauty break upon me?
Let me collecft myfelf, 1 ftrive like Billows,

Beaten againft a Rock, and fall a Fool ftill.

I mufl: enjoy her, and I will ; from this Hour
My Thoughts, and all my Bufinefs fliall be nothing.

Enter Maria.

My eating, and my fleeping, but her Beauty,

And how to work it.

Mar, Health to my Lord Lavall.

Nay, good Sir, do not turn with fuch Difpleafure;

I come not to afflidl your new-born Pleafures

;

My honoured Miftrels—neither let that vex ye.

For nothing is intended, but fafe to you.

Lav. What of your Miftrefs? I am full of Bufinefs.

Mar. I will be Hiort, my Lord j fhe, loving Lady,
Confidering the unequal tye between ye,

And how your Ruin with the Duke lay on it.

As alfo the molt noble Match now made,

By me fends back all Links of Marriage,

All holy Vows, and Rights of Ceremony,

All Promifes, Oaths, Tears, and all fuch Pawns
You left in Hoftage, only her Love fhe cannot.

For that ftill follows ye, but not to hurt ye.

And ftill beholds ye. Sir, but not to fliame ye:

In Recompence ot which, this is her Suit, Sir,

Her poor and laft Petition, but to grant her.

When weary Nights have cIoy*d ye up with KilTes,

(As fuch muft come) the Honour of a Miftrefs,

The Honour but to let her fee thofe Eyes,

(Thofe Eyes fhe doats on, more than Gods on Goodnefs)

And but to kifs you only j with this Prayer,

(A Prayer only to awake your Pity)

And on her Knees flie made it, that this Night

You'll blefs her with your Company at Supper.

Lav. I like this well, and now I think on'c better,

rU make a prcfent Ufe from this Occafton,

Mar,
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Mar. Nay, good my Lord, be not fo cruel to her,

Becaufe (he has been yours.

Lav. And to mine own end

A rare way I will work.

Mar. Can Love for ever.

The Love of her, my Lord, fo perifh in ye?

As ye defire in your Defires to profper.

What Gallant under Heav'n, but Anjou's Heir then.

Can brag fo fair a Wife, and fweet a Miftrefs ?

Good noble Lord.

Lav. Ye mil-apply me, Maria,

Nor do I want true Pity to your Lady :

Pity and Love tell me, too much I've wrong*d her

To dare to fee her more: Yet if her Sweetnefs

Can entertain a Mediation,

And it muft be a great one that can cure me ;

My Love again, as far as Honour bids me.

My Service and myfelf

Mar. That's nobly fpoken.

Lav. Shall hourly fee her; Want fliall never know her;

Nor where fhe has bcftow'd her Love, repent her.

Mar. Now whither drives he?

Lav. I have heard, Marii7,

That no two Women in the World more lov'd.

Than thy good Miftrefs, and Genliiie^s fair Daughter.

Mar. What may this mean? You have heard a Truth,

my Lord :

But fince the fecret Love betwixt you two.

My Miftrefs durft not entertain fuch Friendfliip

;

Cajla is quick, and of a piercing Judgment,
And quickly vj'iU find out a Flaw.

Lav. Hold, Maria:
Shrink not, *tis good Gold, Wench : prepare a Banquet,

And get that OJla thither , for fne's a Creature

So full of forcible divine Perfwafion,

And fo unwearied ever with good Ofiices,

That file fiiall cure my ill Caufe to my Miftrefs,

And make all Errors up.

Mar. PJldo my beft, Sir:

But (he's too fearful, coy, and fcrupulous,

I"o
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To leave her Father's Houfe fo late ; and bafliful

At any Man'*s appearance, that 1 fear, Sir,

'Twill prove impofTible.

Lav. There's more Gold, Maria^

And fain thy Miftrefs wondrous fick to Death, Wench.
Mar. I have ye in the wind now, and I'll pay ye.

Lav. She cannot chufc but come ; 'tis Charity,

The chief of her ProfefTion : undertake this.

And I am there at Night ; if not, I leave ye.

Mar. I will not lofe this Offer, tho' it fall out

Clean crofs to that we caft, I'll undertake it,

I will, my Lord; fhe fliall be there.

Lav. Bv- ?

Mar. By fhe fliall.

Lav. Let it be fomething late then.

For being feen •, now Force or Favour wins her.

My Spirits are grown dull, ftrong Wine, and ftore.

Shall fet 'cm up again and make me fit

To draw home at the Enterprize I aim at. \^Exit.

Mar. Go thy way, falfe Lord ; if thou hold'fl, thou

pay'fl

The price of all thy Lulls. Thou (halt be there.

Thou modeft Maid, if I have any working,

And yet thy Honour fafe-, for which this Thief

1 know has fet this meeting ; but I'll watch him.

Enter Perolot.

Per. Maria.

Mar. Are mine Eyes mine own .? or, blcfs me,'

Am [ deluded with a flying Shadow?
Per. Why do you ftart fo from me.'*

Mar. It fpeaks fenfibly,

And fhews a living Body ; yet I'm fearful.

Per. Give me your Hand, good Maria,
Mar. He feels warm too.

Per. And next your Lips.

Mar. He kifTes perfeflly.

Nay, and the Devil be not worfe!—You are Perolot ?

Per. I was, and fure I fhould be : Can a fmalljDiflance,

And ten (hort Months, take from your Memory
The

i
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The Figure of your Friend, that you ftand wond*ring?

Be not amaz'd, I am the felf-fame Perolot,

Living and well ; Son to Gentille, and Brother

To virtuous Cajla \ to your beauteous Miftrefs,

The long fince poor betroth*d, and ftiil vow'd Servant.

Mar. Nay, furc he lives. My Lord Lavall, your

Mafter,

Brought News long fince to your much mourning Miftrefs,

Ye dy'd at Orleans -, bound her with an Oath too,

To keep it fecret from your aged Father,

Left it ftiould rack his Heart.

Per. A pretty Secret,

To try my Miftrcfs's Love, and make my Welcome
From Tiavel of more worth ; from v/hence, Hcav'n be

thank'd,

My Bufinefs for the Duke difpatch'd to th' purpofe.

And all my Money fpent, I am come home. Wench.
How does my Miftrefs ? for I have not yet feen

Any, nor will I, 'cill I do her Service.

Mar. But did the Lord L^'y^/Zknowof your Love, Sir,

Before he went ?

Per. Yes, by much force he got it.

But none elfe knew ; upon his Promife too.

And Honour to conceal it faithfully

Till my Return ; to further which he told me.
My Bufinefs being ended from the Duke
He would procure a Penfion for my Service,

Able to make my Miftrefs a fit Husband.
Alar. But are you fure of this?

Per. Sure as my Sight, Wench.
Mar. Then is your Lord a bafe diftembling Villain,

A Devil Lord, the damn*d Lord of all Lewdnefs,
And has betray*d ye, and undone my Miftrefs,

My poor fweet Miftrefs : Oh that Leachcr Lord,
Who, poor Soul, fince was married.

Per. To whom, Maria ?

Mar. To that unlucky Lord, a upon him s

W^hofe hot Horfe-appetite being allay'd once
With her chafte Joys, married again (fcarce cool'd j

The Torches yet not our the yellow Hy?nen

Lighted
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Lighted about the Bed, the Songs yet founding)

Marine*^ young noble Daughter Helena,

Whofe Mifchief ftands at door next. Oh that Recreant

!

Per. Oh Villain! Oh moft unmanly Fallliood I

Nay, then I fee my Letters were betray'd too.

Oh, I am full of this, great with his Mifchiefs,

Loaden and burft : Come, lead me to my Lady.

Mar. I cannot. Sir, Lavall keeps her conceal'd.

Befidcs, her Griefs are fuch, Ihc will fee no Man.
Per. 1 muft, and will go to her ; I will fee her

:

There be my Friend, or this Ihall be thy furtheft.

Mar. Hold, and I'll help thee : but firft ye fhall fwear

to me.

As you are true and gentle, as ye hate

This beaftly and bafe Lords where I ftiall place ye,

('Which (hall be within Sight) 'till I difcharge ye,

Whate'er you fee or hear, to make no motion.

Per. 1 do by—
Mar. Stay here about the Houfe then,

'Till it be later ; yet the time's not perfedb

:

There at the back Door I'll attend you truly.

Per. Oh monftrous, monftrous, beaftly Villain. [Exit.

Mar. How crofs this falls, and from all expeftation ^

And what the end fhall be, Heav'n only yet knows:
Only 1 wifh, and hope. But I forget ftill,

Cajla muft be the Bait, or all mifcarries. [_Exeunt.

Enter Gentille with a 'Torch, Shalloone above.

Gen. Holla, Shalloone.

Shal. Who's there?

Gen. A Word from the Duke, Sir.

Shal. Your Pleafure.

Gen. Tell your Lord he muft to Court ftraight.

Shal. He is ill at eafe ; and prays he may be pardon'd

The Occafions of this Night.

Gen. Be like he is drunk then :

He muft away -, the Duke and his fair Lady,
The beauteous Ildena^ are now at Cent.

Of whom fhe has fuch Fortune in her Carding,

The Duke has loft a thoufand Crowns, and fwears.

He
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He will not go to Bed, 'till by Lavall

The Tide of Lofs be turn'd again. Awake him,

For *cis the Pleafure oF the Duke he muft rife.

Shal. Having fo ftrid command, Sir, to the contrary,

I dare not do it : I bcfecch your Pardon.

Gen. Are you fure he is there?

Shal. Yes.

Gen. And afleep ?

Shal. I think fo?

Gen. And are you fure you will not tell him, Shalloone?

Shal. Yes, very fure.

Gen. Then I am fure, I will.

Open, or I muft force.

Shal. Pray ye ftay, he is not.

Nor will not be this Night. You may excufe it.

Gen. I knew he was gone about fome Woman's
Labour.

As good a Neighbour, tho' I fay it, and as comfortable:

Many fuch more we need, Shalloone. Alas, poor Lady,

Thou art like to lye crofs-leg'd to Night. Good
Monfieur,

I will excufe your Mafter for this once, Sir,

Becaufe fometimes I've lov'd a Wench myfelf too.

Shal. *Tis a good hearing. Sir.

Gen. But for your Lye, Shalloone^

If I had you here, it fhould be no good hearing ;

For your Pate I would pummel.
Shal. A fair good Night, Sir.

Gen. Good Night, thou noble Knight Sir Pandarus,

My Heart is cold o' th' fudden, and a Urange ciulnefs -

PoffefTes all my Body : Thy Will be done, Heav'n.

[Exit,

Enter Gabriel la and Carta \ and Maria vjith a Taper.

Cajla. 'Faith Friend, I was even going to my Bed,

. When your Maid told me of your fudden Sicknels:

But from my Grave (fo truly 1 love you)

I think your Name would raife me: Ye look ill

Since lalt I faw ye, much dccay'd in Colour j

Vol. X. Mm Yet,
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Yet, I thank Heav'n, I find no fuch great danger

As your Maid frighted me withal : take Courage,

And give your Sicknefs courfe : fome Grief you have got

That feeds within upon your tender Spirits,

And wanting open way to vent itfeJf,

Murders your Mind, and chokes up all your Sweetnefs.'

Gab. Ic was my Maid's Fault, worthy Friend, to

trouble ye.

So late, upon fo light a Caufe j yet fince I have ye
Oh my dear Cajta.

Cajla. Out with it, i' God's Name.
Gab. (2 7)The Clofet of my Heart, I will lock here.

Wench, [Lavall knocks witbin.

And things fhall make ye tremble. Who's that knocks
there ?

Mar. ' Tis Lavall.

Gab. Sit you dill. Let him in.

I am refolv*d, and all you wronged Women,
You noble Spirits, that as I have fuffer'd

(28) Under this glorious bafe infulting Man,
Lend me your Caufes, then your Cruelties,

For I muft put on Madnefs above Women.
Cajia. Why do you look fo ghaftly ?

Gab. Peace: No harm, Dear.

(27) The Clofet of my Heart, I will lock here, Wench,'] It is mofC
natuial to read,

/ nvill unlock, Wench.

as Mr. Sympfon would read, and at firft Sight the fame Change oc-

cur'd to me, but the old Reading is certainly Senfe, and a ftronger

Sen^e, 'uiz. That fhe would lock up all her Secrets in Cajiah Breaft,

which fhe mull lay her hand on or point to while ftie fpeaks.

(28) Under this glorious Beafi.-ini"ult:ng Man,'] This compound
Word mull be fTrain'd very much, to force it into any Meaning that

will luic the Contexr. Mr. Sympfon therefore agrees with me in fup-

pofing it corrupt. I had read,

Under this glorious Beaft ; infulting Man,

but his Conjeflure, tho' not quite fo near the Trace of the LettCfs,

makes beiter Senle, and I therefore prefer it,

Uader this glorious bafe infulting Man,

Enter
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Enter Lavall.

Lav. There, take my Cloke and Sword : Where is

this Banquet ?

Mar. In the next Room.
Cafia. How came he here ? Heav'n blefs me.

Lav. Give me fome Wine, Wench ; fill it full, and
fprightly.

Gah. Sit ftill, and be not fearful.

Lav. Till my Veins fwell.

And my (Irong Sinews ftretch like that brave Centaur^

That at the Table fnatch'd the Bride away
In fpight of Hercules.

Cafta. I am bctray'd.

Lav. Nay flart not, Lady ; *tis for you that I come.
And for your Beauty : 'Tis for you, Lavall

Honours this Night ; to you, the facred Shrine

I humbly bow, offering my Vows and Prayers j

To you I live.

Gah. In with the Powder quickly :

So, that and the Wine will rock ye.

L.iv. Here, to the Health

(29) Of the moft beauteous and divine fair Cafta;

The Star of Sweetnefs.

Gab. Fear him not, 1*11 die firft.

And who (hall pledge ye ?

Lav. Thou fhalr, thou tann'd Gipfey

:

And worfhip to that Brightnefs give, cold T'artar,

By- ye Ihall not ftir ; ye are my Miftrefs,

(29) Of the mojl beauteous and dhj'ine, fair C.ifln,

'ihe Star of Siveetnef ] Fair here, after the Epithets beau-

teous and divine, is certainly needlel'r, if not an anti climax. Three
Ways of corroding it occur, either by taking divine adverbially, and

making a compound Word diinne fair, or by making /ii;V a Sub-

llantive, changing the Comma and teading,

Of the moft beauteous and divine Fair, Cajla^

Or, which feems preferable to either of thefe, to repeat the Word
Star, and to read

Of the mrft beauteous and divine Star, Cafoy

*[ke Star of SxKcetneCs.

M m 2 The
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The glory oF my Love, the great Adventure,

The Miftrefs of my Heart, and flie my Whore.

Gab. Thou ly'il, bafe, bcaftly Lord; drunker than

Anger,

Thou fows'd Lord, got by a Surfeit, thou lyefl: bafely.

Nay, ftir not : I dare tell thee fo. Sit you ftill.

If I be Whore, it is in marrying thee.

That art fo abfolute and full a Villain.

No S.icrament can fave that piece tied to thee.

How often haft thou woo*d in thofe Flatteries,

Almoft thofe very Words, my Conftancy ?

What Goddcfs have I not been, or what Goodnefs?

What Star, that is of any Name in Heav*n,

Or Brightncfs? Which of all the Virtues

(But Drunkennefs, and Drabbing, thy two Morals)

Have not I reach'd to? What Spring was ever fwceter ?

What Scythian Snow fo white? What Cryftal charter?

Is not thy new Wife now the fame too ? Hang thee,

(30) Bafe Bigamift, thou Horror of all Women.
Cajia, How*s this ? O ! Heav'n defend me.

Gab. Thou falt-itch,

For whom no Cure but ever-burning Brimftone

Can be imagined.

Lav. Ha, ha, ha.

Gab. Doll thou laugh, thou breaker

(30) Bafe Bigamijl, thou Honour of ill Women.] The Senfe here
may be, that by Bigamy a Man puts his Wives in the Rank of Miftref-

ki, and honours ill Women by making honeft ones upon a par with
them. Or we may interpret it, that by being a publick Whore-
maller, he does all the Honour he can to ill Women. But neither of
thele i'eem very clear, or very proper to clofe the Climax of his Vil-
lanies: I think it therefore highly probable, that the Original might be,

Thou Horror of all Women.

After this was wrote, I found Gabriella calling La'vally

The bafe Dijhonour of a thoufand Women.

If we fuppofe therefore that the Poet would choofe to repeat the
fame Expieillon twice m the fame Piece, the Line might here run,

Bafe Bigarnifly Dfhonour of all Women.

Buf I rather think a ^ood Writer would choofe to avoid this, efpe-

cially where other Expreffions were obvious and equally as good.

Of
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Of all Law, all Religion, of all Faith,

Thou Soul-contemner ?

Lav. Peace, thou paltry Woman,
And (it by me, Sweet.

Gab. By the Devil?

Lav. Come,
And lull me with Delights.

Gab. It works amain now.

Lav. Give me fuch Kiffes as the Queen of Shidows
Gave to the fleeping Boy (he ftole on L.atmus ;

Look round about in fnaky Wreaths clofe-folded,

Thofe rofie Arms about my Neck, O! Venus,

Gab. Fear nor, I fay.

Lav. Thou admirable Sweetnefs,

Diftil thy Bleffings like thofe filver Drops,

That falling on fair Grounds, rife all in Rofes ;

Shoot me a thoufand Darts from thofe fair Eyes,

And through my Heart transfix *em all, 1*11 ftand 'em.

Send me a thoufand Smiles, and prefently

I'll catch 'em in mine Eyes, and by Love's Power
Turn *em to Cupids all, and fling 'em on thee.

How high Ihe looks, and Heav*nly! More Wine
for me.

Gab. Give him more Wine, and good Friend be not

fearful.

Lav. Here on my Knee, thou Goddefs of Delights,

This lufty Grape I offer to thy Beauties

;

See how it leaps to view that perfed Rednefs

That dwells upon thy Lips ; now, how it blufhes

To be outblulh'd. Oh! Let me feed my Fancy,

And as I hold the purple God in one Hand
Dancing about the brim and proudly fwelling,

Deck'd in the pride of Nature, young and blowing,

So let me take fair Semele in the other,

And fing the Loves of Gods, then drink their Neihr,
Not yet defir'd.

Cafta. Oh!
Lav. Then like lufly TarquWy

Turn'd into Flames with Lucrcce coy Denials,

M m 3 His
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His Blood and Spirits equally Ambitious,

I force thee for my own.

Lafta. O help me, Juftice:

Help me, my Chaftity.

Laii. Now I am bravely quarried. [Perolot above.

Per. 'Tis my biller.

Gab. No, bawdy Slave, no Treacher, fhe's not carried.

\Exit Cafta.

Fer. She's loofL- again, and gone. 1*11 keep my Place ftill.

Mar. Now it works bravely ; (land, he cannot hurt ye.

Lav. O my fweet Love, my Life.

\H.e falls down andjleeps.

Mar. He fmke.

Lav. My BIcfling.

Mar. So, now he is fafe a while.

Gab. Lock all the Doors, Wench,
Then for my Wrongs.

Per. Now I'll appear to know all.

Gab Be quick, quick, good Maria, fure and fudden.

Per. Stay, I muft in firft.

Gab. O* my Confcience

!

It is young Perolot : Oh my dung Confcience

!

It is my firll and nobleft Love.

Mar. Leave wondring.

And recoiled yourfelf ; the Man is living ;

Equally wrong'd as you, and by that Devil.

Per. 'Tis moft true, Lady ; your unhappy Fortune

I grieve for as mine own, your Fault forgive too,

If it be one. This is no time for Kifles

:

I have heard all, and know all, which mine Ears

Are crack'd apieces with, and my Heart perifh'd.

I faw him in your Chamber, faw his Fury.

And am a-fire till I have found his Heart out.

What do you mean to do .'' For I'll make one.

Gab. To make his death more horrid (for he fliall die)

Per. He muft, he muft.

Gab. We'll watch him till he wakes,

Then bind him, and then torture him.

Per. 'Tis nothing.

No,
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No, take him dead drunk now without Repentance,

His Leachcry infeam'd upon him.

Gah. Excellent.

Per. I'll do't myfelf ; and when'cis done, provide ye.

For we'll away for Italy this Night.

Gab. We'll follow through all hazards.

Per. Oh falfe Lord,

Unmanly, mifchievous ; how I could curfe thee

;

But that but blafts thy Fame ; have at thy Heart, Fool

:

Loop-holes 1*11 make enough to let thy Life out.

Lav. Oh ! does the Devil ride me ?

Per. Nay then.

hav. Murder.

Nay, then take thy fhare too. ,

Per. Help, oh! He hasflain me.

Bloody Intentions muft have Blood.

Lav. Hah?
Per, Heav'n.

Gah. He finks, he finks, for ever finks; oh Fortune!

Oh Sorrow ! How like Seas thou flow 'ft upon me ?

Here will I dwell for ever. Weep Maria,

Weep this young Man's Misfortune: Oh thou trueftf

Enter Spirit,

Lav. What have I done ?

Spirit. That that has mark'd thy Soul, Man.
Lav. And art thou come again, thou difmal Spirit?

Spirit. Yes, to devour thy laft.

Lav. Mercy upon me.

Spirit. Thy Hour is come; Succeflion, Honour,'
Plea fu re.

And all the Luftre thou fo long haft look'd for,

Muft here have end : Summon thy Sins before thee.

Lav. Oh my affrighted Soul

!

Spirit. There lies a black one ;

Thy own beft Servant by thy own Hand flain.

Thy Drunkennefs procur'd it: There's another:

Think of fair Gabriella^ there fhe weeps;
And fuch Tears are not loft,

M m 4 Lavi
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Lav. Oh miferabJc!

Sprit. Thy foul intention to the virtuous Cajla,

Lav. No more, no more, thou Wild-fire.

Spirit. Laft, thy laft Wife,

Think on the wrongs fhe fuficrs.

Lav. O my Mifery.

Oh ! whither fhall I fly ?

Spirit. Thou hafl no Faith, Fool.

Hark to thy knell. ['5'^^<^^ ^^^ vanijhes.

Lav. Millions of Sins mufler about mine Eyes now :

Murders, Ambitions, Luft, faife Faiths ; O Horror,

In what a ftormy form of Death thou rid'll now I

Methinks I fee all Tortures, Fires, and Frofls,

Dcep-finking Caves, where nothing but Defpair dwells.

The baleful Birds of Night hovering about 'em

;

A Grave, methinks, now opens, and a Hearfe

Hung with my Arms tumbles into it : Oh !

Oh! My affl idled Soul : I cannot pray;

And the lead Child that has but Goodnefs in him
May ftrike my Head off; fo llupid are my Powers:

ril lift mine Eyes up though.

Mar. Ceafe thefc Laments,

They are too poor for Vengeance : Lavall lives yet.

Gah. Then thus I dry all forrows from thefe Eyes,

Fury and Rage poflefs 'em now ; damn'd Divel.

Lav Hah ?

Gah. This for young Perolot,

Lav. O Mercy, Mercy.

Gab. This for my Wrongs.
Lav. But one fhort Hour to cure me. [Knock within.

Oh be not cruel : Oh ! oh.

Mar. Hcark, they knock.

Make haitc for Heav'n's fake, Miflrefs.

Gab. This for Cafta.

Lav. C):i. O, O; O! [He dies.

Mar. \r\*:^s dead, come quickly, let's away with him,
*Twi!l be too late elfe.

Gab. Help, help up to th* Chamber.

[^Exeunt with LavallV Body-.

Enter
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Enter Duke, HelJena, Gentille, Cafta, and Attendants
with Lights.

Duke. What frights are thefe ?

Gent. Tm fure here's one pad frighting.

Bring the Lights nearer -, I've enough already.

Out, out, mine Eyes. Look, Cajla.

Lord. 'Tis young Pcrolot.

Duke. When came he over ? Hold the Gentlewoman,
She finks ; and bear her off.

Cafl. O my dear Brother

!

\Exit.
Gent. There is a time for all ; for me, I hope too.

And very fhortly. Murdered ?

[Gabriella, Maria, with Lavall'j Body, above,
Duke. Who's above there ?

Gab. Look up, and fee.

Duke. What may this mean ?

Gab. Behold it

;

Behold the drunken Murderer

Of that young Gentleman j behold the rankeft.

The viieft, bafeft Slave that ever flourifh'd.

Duke. Who kill'd him ?

Gab. I i and there's the Caufe I did it:

Read, if your Eyes will give you leave.

Hell. Oh! monftrous.

Gab. Nay, out it fhall \ tliere, take his fal feHeart to yci
The bafe Difhonour of a thoufand Women ;

Kept it in Gold, Duke, 'tis a precious Jewel.

Now to myfelf, for I have liv'd a fair Age,
Longer by fome Months than I had a Mind to.""

Duke. Hold.

Gab. Here, young Perolot ; my firft contraded
True love fhall never go alone.

Duke. Hold, Gabriella^

I do forgive all.

Gab. I fhall die the better.

Thus let me feek my Grave, and my Shames with me.
Mar. Nor {halt thou go alone, my noble Miftrcfs

:

Why fhould 1 live, and thou dead ?

Lord,
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Lord. Save the Wench there.

Mar. She is, I hope ; and all my Sins here written.

"Duke. This was a fatal Night.

Gent. Heav*n has his working,

^Which we cannot contend againft.

Duke. Alas!

Gent. Your Grace has your Alas too.

Duke. Would 'twere equal.

For thou haft loft an honeft noble Child.

Gent, (31) 'Tis Heir enough he*as left a good Rcmcm^
brance.

Duke. See all their Bodies bury*d decently.

Though fome deferv'd it not. How do you, Lady ?

Hell. Even with your Graces leave, ripe for a Mo-
naftery

;

There will I wed my Life to Tears and Prayers,

And never know what Man is more.

Duke. Your Pleafure

;

How does the Maid within .?

Lord. She is gone before, Sir,

The fame Courfe that my Lady takes.

Gent. And my Courfe

Shall be my Beads at home; fo pleafe your Grace

To give me leave to leave the Court,

Duke, In Peace, Sir,

And take my Love along.

Gent. 1 fhall pray for ye.

Duke. Now to ourfelves j retire we, and begin

By this Example to corre6t each Sin. {Exeunt. Flouri/h.

(31) '"Tis Heir enough \iz% loft « good Rememhrattce.l The fault of

this Line evidently arofe from the Printer's taking the Word loji from

the Line above, and repeating it in this ; in which cafe the true

Word is often excluded without the leaft Trace of its Letters being

preferv'd : Yet (till the Miftake is more eafily made when the Words
bear fome refemblance to each other. For the former Reafon I hgd
conjedur'd,

'T/'j Heir enough h'as got a good Remsmhrance.
^ot making a direft Antithefis to ioft in the former Line ; but for the

lecond Reafon I prefer Mr. Sjmpfon'^ Conjeftare left to my own, and
have put i{ into the Text.

King

I
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King Em, By this we plainly view the two Impoftumcs

That choke a Kingdom's Welfare j Eafc and Wantonnefs

;

In both of which Lavall was capital

:

For firfl:, Eafe ftole away his Mind from Honour,
That adive noble Thoughts had kept ftill working.

And then deliver*d him to Drink and Women,
Luft and outragious Riot ; and what their Ends are.

How infamous and foul, we fee Example.

Therefore, that great Man that will keep his Name,
And gain his Merit out of Virtue's Schools,

Muft make the Pleafures of the World his Fools. [FlouriJIj,

ri'^ T R I U M P H.

Etiter Muficians ; next them, Perolot with the Wound be

died zvitb ; them GabrielJa ^w^ Maria, with their fVoundsy

j^fter them, four Furies with Bannerets, injcrib^d Re-
venge, Murder, Luft and Drunkennefs finging -, next

them, LnvaW wounded ; then Chariot with Death, drawn
hy the Dejiinies. [^Flourijh,

£;//<fr PROLOGUE.
From this fad Sight afcend your noble Eye,

And fee old Time helping triumphantly.

Helping his Mafier Man : View here his Vanities.,

And fee his falfe Friends, like thofe glutted Flics,

That whenthey^vefuckt their Fill, fall off, and fade
From all Remembrance of him, like a Shade.

And lajl, view who relieves him ; and that gone.

We hope your Favour, and our Play is done. [ Flourirti.

£;7/^r Anthropos, Defire a;?^ Vain Delight ; Bounty.

Anth. What haft thou done, Defire, and how imploy'd

The Charge I gave thee, about levying Wealth
For our Supplies?

Defire. 1 have done all, yet nothing ;

Try*d all, and all my Ways, yet all mifcarry'd

;

There dwells a fordid Dulnefs in their Minds,

Thou Son of Earth, colder than that thou 'rt made of.

I
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I came to Crafty found (32) all his Hooks about him.

And ail his Nets baited and fet ; his fly fcif

And greedy hucre at a ferious Conference

Which way to tie the World within their Statutes:

(33; Bufinefs of all fides and of all forts fwarming

Like Bt^es broke loofe in Summer : I declared

Your Will and Want together, both inforcing

With all the Power and Pains I had, to reach him

;

Yet ^U fell fliort.

Anth. His Anfwer.

Deftre. This he gave me.

Your Wants are never ending ; and thofe Supplies

That came to ftop thofe Breaches, are ever lavi{h*d

Before they reach the Main, in Toys and Trifles,

Gewgaws, and gilded Puppets : Vain Delight

He fays has ruin*d ye, with clapping all

That comes in for Support, on Cloaths, and Coaches,

Perfumes and powder'd Pates ; and that your Mifl:refs,

The Lady Pkafure, like a Sea devours

At length both you and him too. If you have

Houfes,

Or Land, or Jewels, for good Pawn, he'll hear you.

And will be ready to fupply Occaflons -,

If not, he locks his Ears up, and grows ftupid.

From him, I went to Vanity^ whom I found

Attended by an endlefs Troop of Tailors,

Mercers, Embroiderers, Feather-makers, Fumers,

J22) all his Hooks about him^

And allhis "Nets baited andfet; ] Mr. Sytnpfon^nyi, that to

bait and fet Nets is inaccurate, and therefore would have Hooks and Nets

change Places : But Nets are fometimes baited and fet as well as Hooks,

as for Cray-fiOi, Grigs, ^c. fo that the Change is not neceffary.

(33) Bufinefs of allfides and ofall forts'] Mr. Sytnpfon thinks the

common Expreffion was the Original here,

Bufinefs of allfize and of allforts.

Or elfe of all fix-es. But I can by no means admit either into the

Text, for the old Reading is perfcft good Senfe. And the firft

Change propos'd is fcarce Ejtglifh; the other hurts the Meafure; and
its being a vulgar Expreffion is the very Reafon why a Poet would
not uCe it.

All
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All Occupations opening like a Mart,

Tint ferve to rig the Body out with Bravery ;

And thro* the Room new Fafhions fiew like Flies,

In thoufand gaudy Shapes : Pride waiting on her.

And bufily furveying all the Breaches

Time and decaying Nature had wrought in her.

Which (till with Art Ihe piec'd again, and ftrengthened.

I told your Wants *, flie fliew'd me Gowns and Head-tires,

Embroider*d VVafte-coats, Smocks feam'd thro' with

Cut-works,

Scarfs, Mantles, Petticoats, Muffs, Powders, Paintings,

Dogs, Monkies, Parrots, which all feem'd to (hew me
The way her Money went. From her to Pleafure

I took my Journey.

Anth. And what fays our bed Miftrefs ?

Defire. She danc'd me out this Anfwer prefently :

Revels and Malques had drawn her dry already.

I met old Time too, mowing Mankind down.
Who fays you are too hot, and he muft purge ye.

Anth. A cold quietus. Miferable Creatures,

Born to fupport and beautify your Maftcr,

The Godlike Man, fet here to do me Service,

The Children of my Willj why, or how dare ye.

Created to my ufe alone, difgrace me?
Bifarts have more Courtefie •, they live about me.
Offering their warm Wool to the Shearer's Hand
To cloath me with, their Bodies to my Labours;
Nay, even their Lives they daily facrificc.

And proudly prefs with Garlands to the Altars,

To fill the God's Oblations. Birds bow to me.
Striking their downy Sails to do me Service.

Their fweet Airs ever echoing to mine Honour,
And to my Reft their plumy Softs they fend me.
Fiflies, and Plants, and all where Life inhabits.

But mine own curfcd kind obey their Ruler;

Mine have forgot me, miferable mine.

Into whofe ftony Hearts, Neglccfl of Duty,

Squint-
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Squint-ey'd Deceit and Self-love (34) are crept clofely

:

None feel my Wants, not one befriend me ?

Befire. None, Sir.

Anth. Thou haft forgot CZ)<?///v) my beft Friend F/tf//^ryj

He cannot faiJ me.

Delight. Fail ? He will fell himfelf.

And all within his Power, clofe to his Skin firft.

Deftre, I thought fo too, and made him my firft Ven-
ture,

But found him in a young Lord's Ear fo bufie.

So like a fmiling Show*r pouring his Soul

In at his Portals, his Face in a thoufand Figures

Catching the vain Mind of the Man : I puU'd him.

But ftill he hung like Bird-lime*, fpoke unto him.

His Anfwer ftill was, By the Lord, fweet Lord,

And By my Soul, thou Mafter-piece of Honour;
Nothing could llave him otf : He has heard your Flood's

gone;

And on decaying things he feldom fmiles. Sir.

j4nth. Then here I break up State, and free my Fol-

lowers,

Putting my Fortune now to 1'me and Jujlice ;

Go feek new Mafters now ; for Anthropos,

Neglefled by his Friends, muft feek new Fortunes,

Defire^ to Avarice I here commend thee,

Where thou may'ft live at full bent of thy Wifhes.

(34) '"'^ cfp^ clofely :

None feel my (^''ants, not one mend with me.

Defire. None, SirF'] The next Line fhews evidently that all

the Points here u ere wrong. The laft Line of Anthropos''& Speech

Ihould be di^join'd from the foregoing, and be a Queftion which
Defire fhould anfwer, but thefe were not the worft of the iVliftake in

this PafTage, for what is

not one mend'volth me ?
One might force a fort of Senfe out of it, bat 'tis much more probable

that it is a Miltake of the Prefs, and that we Ihould read either,

not one Friend au;V/& me ?
Or,

-not one befriend me ?
The former is nearelt the Trace of the Letters, but the latter gives a

more eafy Senfe.

And
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And Vain Delight^ thou feeder of my Follies,

With light Fantafticknefs be thou in Favour.

To leave thee, Bounty^ my moft worthy Servant,

Troubles me more than my own Mifery,

But we muft part •, go plant thyfelf, my beft Friend,

In honourable Hearts that truly know thee,

And there live ever like thyfelf, a Virtue

:

But leave this Place, and feek the Country,

For Law and Luft, like Fire, lick all up here.

Now none but Poverty muft follow me,

Defpis'd patch'd Poverty ; and we two marry'd.

We'll feck »y/w(//zV;Vjv, Conteiity 2ind Peace ouKy

Enter Poverty.

And live with them in Exile. How uncall*d on

My true Friend comes

!

Pov. Here hold thee, Anthropos^

{^^) Thou art almoft arriv'd at Reft ; put this on,

A penitential Robe, to purge thy Pleafures j

Off with that Vanity.

Anth. Here, Vain Delight^

And with this all my part, to thee again

Of thee I freely render.

Pov. Take this Staff now.

And be more conftant to your Steps hereafter.

The Staff is Staidnefs of AffeElions.

Away you painted Flies, that with Man's Summer
Take Life and Heat, buzzing about his Bloflbms ;

When growing full, ye turn to Caterpillars,

Gnawing the Root that gave you Life. Fly Shadows.

[ Exeunt Defire and Delight.

Now to Content PI I give thee, Anthropos^

To Refi and Peace : No Vanity dwells there,

(35) T/;ou art almojl arm'd at Rejl; ] Both the Senfe and
Mealme are evidently hurt by the Word armd in this Place; which
I had mark'd as a Corrupcion, but owe the Corrcftion of it to

Mr. Synp/on, who has, I doubt not, hit on the true Word
arriv'd.

Defirs
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Defire and Pleafure, to delude thy Mind more;
No Flattery*^ fmooth-fil'd Tongue fhall poifon thee.

Anth. O! Jupiter^ if I have ever offer'd

Upon thy burning Altars but one Sacrifice

Thou and thy fair-ey'd Juno fmil'd upon ;

If ever, to thine Honour, bounteous Feafts,

"Where all they Statues fweat with Wine and Incenfe,

Have by the Son of Earth been celebrated

:

Hear me (the Child of Shame now; hear, thou Helper,

And take my Wrongs into thy Hands, thou Juftice,

Done by unmindful Man, unmerciful,

Againft his Mafter done, againft thy Order;
And raife again, thou Father of a]l Honour,
The poor, defpis'd, but yet thy nobleft Creature.

Raife from his Ruins once more this funk Cedar,

That all may fear thy Power, and I proclaim it. {Exeunt.

Jupiter and Mercury defcend feverally. trumpets, &c,
above.

Jup. Ho ! Mercury, my winged Son.

Mer. Your Servant.

Jup. Whofe powerful Prayers were thofe that reached

our Ears,

(36) Arm'd in fuch Spells of Piety now?
Mer. The fad Petitions

Of the fcorn'd Son of Earth, the God-like AnthropoSy

He that has fwelJ'd your facred Fires with Incenfe,

And pil'd upon your Altars thoufand Heifers ;

He that (beguii'd by Vanity and Pleafure^

Deftre, Crafty Flattery, and fmooth Hypocrifie)

Stands now defpis'd and ruin'd, left to Po-verty.

Jiif. It mutt not be ; he was not rais'd for Ruin ;

Nor fliall thofe Hands heav'd at my Altars perilli

:

He is our nobleft Creature. Flee to Time,

And charge him prefently releafe the Bands

(36) Arm'd in fuch Spells o/"Pity ] The Spells were undoubtedly
thofe of Piety, which might awake Pityiti Jupiter, but could not for

lh:u Reafon be call'd the Spells of Pity.

Of
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Of "Poverty and Want this Suicor finks in;

TeJi him, among the Sun-burnt Indians^

That know no other Wealth but Peace and Plcafurc

She fhali find golden Plutusy God of Riches,

Who idly is atior'd, the innocent People

Not knowing yet what Power and Weight he carries

:

Bid him compel him to his right ufe. Honour,
And prefently to live with Anthropos,

It is our Will. Away.
Mer. I do obey ft.

[Jupiter and Mercury afcend again, Mufick,

Enter Plutus, with a 'Troop of Indians finging and dancing

wildly about hhn, and lowing to him : PFhicb ended^

Enter Time.

^ifne. Rife, and away ; 'tis Jove*s Command,
Plut. I wiJJ not

:

Ye have fome Fool to furniih now ; fome Midas,

That to no purpofe I mull choke with Rk:iies.

"Who rauft 1 go to ?

Tim€. To the Son of Earth j

He wants the God of Wealth.

Plut. Let him want ftill

:

I was too lately with him, almoft torn

Into ten thoufand Pieces by his Folk>wers:

I could not fleep, but Craft or Fanity

Were filing off" my Fingers •, nor eat, for fear

Pka/une would caft herfclf into m-y Belly,

And there furprife my Heart.

Time. Thefe have forfaken him :

Make hafte then, thou niuft with me: Be not angry.

For tear a greater Anger light upon thee.

Plut. 'I do obey then: But will change my Figure;

For when I willingly befriend a Creature,

Goodly, and full of Glory 4 fhew to him;

But when I am compcli'd, old and decrcpid,

I halt and hang upon my Staff. Farewel, Friends,

I will not be long from ye ; all mv Servants

Vol. X, N n ' I
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I leave among ye ftill, and my chief Riches.'

[Exeunt Indians with a Dance:

Oh Tme^ what Innocence dwells here, what Goodnefs

!

They know me nor, nor hurt me not, yet hug me.

Away, I'll follow thee : but not too faft, Ttme,

[Exeunt Plutus and Time'

Enter Anthropos, Honefty, Simplicity, Humility,

and Poverty.

Hiimil. Man, be not fad, neither let this Divorce

From Mundus, and his many ways of Pleafure,

Afflid thy Spirits ; which confider'd rightly

With inward Eyes, makes thee arrive at happy.

Pov. For now what Danger or Deceit can reach thcc ^

What matter left for Craft or Covetize

To plot againft thee ? what Defire to burn thee?

Honefty. Oh Son of Earth, let Honejiy poffefs thee:

Be as thou waft intended, like thy Maker j

See thro' thofe gawdy Shadows, that like Dreams
Have dwelt upon thee long : call up thy Goodnefs,

(37jThy Mind and Man within thee, that lie Ship-

wreck'd.

And then how thin and vain thefe fond AfFedions,

How lame this worldly Love, how lump-like, raw
And ill-digefted all thefe Vanities

Will fhew, let Reajon tell thee.

SimpL (38) Crown thy Mind
With that's above the World's Wealth, joyful SufF'ring,

And truly be the Mafter of thyfelf.

Which is the nobleft Empire ; and there ftand

(37) Thy Mind and Man yj'nYi thee, ] Former Editions. Both
Senle and Meafure evidently require the Change. Mr. Simp/on made
the lame Emendation.

(38) Cro^Ajn thy Mind
With that above the WorlcTs Wealth, joyful Suffering,'] I read

With th^Vh abcTje*

/. e. wiih thac which is above the World's Wealth, joyful Suffering.

It might be itiil better Engliih to fay,

With ijohais abo've the World's Wealth,

bttt the other Exprefiion is very frequeat with our Authors.

The
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The thing thou wert ordain'd, and fee to govern.

Pov. Come, lee us fing the World's Shame : hear us,

Anthropos.

Song : And then enter Time and Plurus.

Hon. Away, we are betray 'd. [Exeunt all hut Fov,

Time. Get thou too after.

Thou needy bare Companion ; go for ever.

Forever, I conjure thee: make no anfA^er. [Exit Pov,

Antb, What mak'ft thou here, I'ime? thou tliat to this

Minute

Never flood (till by me?
'Time. IVe brought thee Succour -,

And now catch hold, l*m thine: I he God of Riches

(Compell*d by him that law thy Miferies,

The ever juft and wakeful Jove^ at length)

Is come unto the j ufe him as thine own j

For 'tis the Doom of Hcav'n : he muft obey thee.

Anth. Have I found pity then ?

Time. Thou haft ; and Jujlice

Againft thofe falfe Seducers of thine Honour

:

Come, give him prefent helps. [Exit Time.

Induftry and the Arts difcovered.

Plut. Come, Indnjlry,

Thou Friend of Lifis j and next to thee, rife Laboury

[Plutusy?^w//j, Labour rifes.

Rife prefently ; and now to your Employments;

But firft conduct this Mortal to the Rock.

[They carry Anthropos to a Rock and fall a di^ging^

What feeft thou now ?

[Plutus7?ri/^^j the Rock, and Flames fiy out,

Antb. A glorious Mine of Metal.

Oh Jupiter, my Thanks.

Plut. To mc a little.

Anth. And to the God of Wealth, my Sacrifice.

Plut. Nay, then I am rewarded. Take heed now.

Son,

You are afloat again, left Mundus catch ye.

N n 2 Antb.
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Anih. Never betray me more.

Plut. I mult to India^

From whence I came, where my main Wealth lies buried.

And thele muft be with me. {i<^) Take that Book and
Mattock,

And by thofe, know to live again.

[Exeunt Plutus, Induflry, Labour, t^c,

Antb, I fhall do.

Enter Fame founding.

Fame. Thro' all the World the Fortune of great Ah"
tbropos

Be known and wonder'd at ; his Riches envy'd

As far as Sun or Time is j his Power tear*d too. [Exeunt,

iMu/uk,

Enter Delight, Pleafure, Lucre, Craft, Vanity, 6fr,

dancing {and Mafqu'd) towards the Rock^ offering Jer-

vice to Anthropos. MtrcMvy from above. Muftck heard.

One halfof a Cloud drawn ^ Singers are difcover''d\ Then
the other half drawn. Jupiter Jeen in Glory.

Mer. Take heed, weak Man, thofe are the Sins that

funk thee

:

Trufl: 'em no more : Kneel, and give thanks to Jupiter,

Anth. Oh mighty Power!

Jup Unmask, ye gilded Poifons:

Now look upon 'em. Son of Earth, and fhame 'em j

Now fee the Faces of thy evil Angels,

Lead 'em to Time^ and let 'em fill his Triumph

:

Their Memori' s be here forgot for ever.

Anth. Oh juft great God ! how many Lives of Ser-

vice,

(39) Tahe that Book and Mattock^ Mr. Sympfon would
read Hook and Mattock as the two Emblems of Induftry, but Know-
ledge iiid Virtue being as v.zct^A.^y xq Anthropos as Induftry, I ua-

derAand 'Book a& an Emblem of them.

Whit



Moral Reprefentationsy in one, 565
What Ages only given to thine Honour,

What Infinites of Vows and holy Prayers

Can pay my Thanks?

Jup. Rife up ; and to aflure thee

That never more thou Ihalt feel Want: Strike, Mer-
cury^

Strike him -, and by that Stroke he fhall for ever

Live in that Rock of Gold, and ftill enjoy it.

Be't done, I fay. Now fing in honour of him. [.Song,

Enter tl^ Triumph. Firji^ the Muftcians : Then Vain De-
Jight, Pleafure, Craft, Lucre, Vanity, and other of
the Vices: Then a Chariot with the Perfon of Tinie

fitting in it, drawn byfour Perfons, reprefenting Hours^

finging. [^Exeunt. Flounjh,

King Em. By this we note (Sweet-heart) in Kings and
Princes

A Weaknefs, even in fpite of all their Wifdoms,
And often to be mafter'd by Abufcs :

Our Nature's here defcribM too, and what Humours
Prevail above our Reafons to undo us.

But this the laft and bed: When no Friend (lands.

The Gods are merciful, and lend their Hands.

[Flourijh,

E P I.
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NO TP^ as the Htishandman^ whofe Cojis and Paw,

JVhofe Hopes and Helps lie buried in bis Grain^

Waiting a happy Spring to ripen full

His longed-for Harveft, to the Reaper*s pull

;

Stand we expecting^ having fown our Ground

With fo much Charge, {the Fruitfulnefs not found)

^he Harveji of our Labours : For we know

You are our Spring ; and when you frnile we grow.

Nor Charge nor Pain fhall hind us from your Pleafures^

So you hut lendyour Hands to fill our Meafures,

The End of the Tenth and lafl: Volume.
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I
am forry our great Diftance from each other has rendered Con-
fultations upon our Criticifms imprafticablc. Had it been other-

wife, the Reader would not have been troubled with any Con-
jeftures which the Author of them was willing to give up upon
the Reafons alledg'd by the other. But were each to rcjeft

whatever he diflik'd without any Reafons produc'd, fuch Rejection
would probably difpleafe, and as we generally fend the Sheets to
the Prefs as fcon as prepared (which Mr. Theobald had render'd ne-
ceflary by having begun to print the Edition in that manner, and
it fell to our Care when we had fcarce made any Progrefs in
our Correftions further than we had accompany 'd Mr. Theobald
during his Life) we found that the Prefs muft have flopt much
oftner than cv'n it h:s done, either from our Negledl or necefTarr
Avocations, had we continued as we attempted to difcufs each
Conjefture by Letter. And indeed it is not abfolutely without
its Advantages, to explain each other's Midakes to the Reader, as
it often makes him more carefully obferve the Sentiments of the
Author, than he perhaps ctherwife would do.

m^
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POSTSCRIPT
To the Tenth Volume.

Page 23, Line 13.

STO L'Nfome new Air^ or at Adventure humnt'd on

From mujtcal Coymige.~\ J'o bum on an Air is not Non-
Icnle, but I believe the Original was better Englijhy

• or at Adventure hummed one.

Page 76, Line 9, of the Note, for Authors read An-
ceftors.

Page
'$>i^

at the bottom of the Note, for

here Love himfelf fits fmiling^

read.

Jufi fuch another wanton Ganimede.

Set Jove afire with.

Juji fuch another wanton Ganimede he

Set Jove afire with. He /. e. Cupid fet Jove

afire witli.

Page 24.0, Line 5.

M'^ith Scorn •, cr with fad and fertons L.ooks'\ I fiy in

the Note that I have reilor'ti the Metre, and by a Miftake

at Prefs it was not done. It fhould have been,

Wuh fcornfuJ., or with fad and ferious Looks.

Page 250, Note 29. I treat Fletcher as the fole Au-
thor of the Woman-Hater.^ but have fince tound pretty

ftrong Proofs of Beaumont'' s, being the chici if not the

fole Author of it. See Note 3, Page 3, of the Commen-

datory Posms^ Vol. I.



ERRATA.
Page 368, Line 23, of Note 8, for profefs'd rai pojpfs'd

418, laft Line of" Note 2C, for j Chrocheteur\.t. a Pig'drher read i.e. a Porter

496, Line 6, for LiJy read L;//y
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