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Dramatis Perform
KING 0/ France.

Duke of Florence.

Bertram, Count of Roufillon.

Lafeu, an old Loi-d.

Parolles, a paraft icalfollower of Bertram ; a coward, but

<vain, and a great pretender to 'valour.

Several young French Lords, that ferve with Bertram in

the Florentine war.
Steward,

Clown

rd )y

£ Servants to the Countefs of Roufillon.

Countefs 0/* Roufillon, mother to Bertram.

Helena, daughter to Gerard de Narbon, a famous phy-

fician, fome timefince dead.

An old widow of Florence*

Diana, daughter to the widow,

Violenta, 7 j ê^/Jl?ourS} andfiends to the widow.
Mariana, 5

Lords, attending on the King; Officers, Soldiers, Sec.

SCENE lies partly in France ; and^ partly in

Tufcany.



A l l's Well) that Ends Well

A C T L
SCENE, The Countefs of RoufiilonV Houfe

in France.

Enter Bertram, the Countefs of Roufillon, Helena,

and Lafeu, all in Mourning.

Countess.
IN delivering my fon from me, I bury a
fecond hufband.

Ber. And I in going, Madam, weep
o'er my father's death anew ; but I muft

, ^ attend his Majefty's command, to whom

f
am n°w in ward, evermore in fab-

jeclion.

Laf. You (hall find of the King a hufband, Madam ;

you, Sir, a father. He, that fo generally is at all times

good, mud of neceffity hold his virtue to you ; (i) whole

worthinefs would tiir it up where it wanted, rather than

flack it where there is fuch abundance.

(i) -whofe Worthinejs would ftir it up -where it -wanted, rather

than lack it -where there is fuch sAbundance.] An Oppofition of

Terms is vitibly defign'd in this Sentence 5 tho' the Oppolition

is not fo vilible, as the Terms now ftand. Wanted and ^iUvn-

danct ate the Oppofites to ©tie another; but how is Uck a Con-

trail to ftir up ? The Addition of a iingie Letter gives it, and

lie very Senfe requires it. Mr. Warburton.

A 3 Count*



6 Alts welly that Ends well.

Count. What hope is there of his Majefty's amend-
inert ?

Laf He hath abandoned his phyficians, Madam, un-

der whofe practices he hath perfecuted time with hope ;

and finds no other advantage in theprocefs, but oniy the

lofing of hope by time.

Count, Ihis yourg gentlewoman had a father, (O,
that had! how fad a pafTage 'tis !) whofe Ikill was al-

xnoft as great as his honefty ; had it llretch'd fo far, it

would have made nature immortal, and death fhould

have play'd for lack of work. 'Would, for the King's

fake, he were living ! I think, it would be the death of

the King's difeafe.

Laf. How cali'd you the man you fpeak of, Ma-
dam?

Count. He was famous, Sir, in his profeflion, and it

was his great right to be fo : Gerard de Narbon.

Laf. He was excellent, indeed, Madam ; the King
very lately fpcke of him admiringly, and mourningly :

he was fkilful enough to have liv'd ftill, if knowledge
could be fet up agalM mortality.

Ber. What is it, my good lord, the King larguifhes

of?

Laf. A fiftula, my lord.

Ber. I heard not of it before.

Laf. I would, it were not notorious. Was this gen-

tlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon?
Court. His fole child, my lord, and bequeathed to my

overlooking. J have thofe hopes of her good, that her

education promifes her ; difpofition fhe inherits, which

makes fair gifts fairer ; for where an unclean mind car-

ries virtuous qualities, there commendations go with pity,

they are virtues and traitors too: in her they are the

Ik itA for their fimplenefs ; Ihe derives her honerty, and

atchieves her goodnefs.

Laf Your commendations, Madam, get from her

tears.

Count. 'Ti6 the bed brine a maiden can feafon her

praife in. The remembiance of her father never ap-

proaches herJieart, but the tyranny of her forrows takes

all



All's well, that Ends well. 7
all livelihood from her cheek. No mo-e of this, Helena,

go to, no more ; left it be rather tnought you aired a
iorrow, than to have it.

He/. I do arTecl a forrow, indeed, but I hive it too.

Laf Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead,

exceffive grief the enemy to the living

Count. (2) If the living be not enemy to the grief,

the excefs makes it foon mortal.

Ber. Madam, I defire your holy wilhes.

Laf How underftand we that ?

Count. Be thou bleft, Bertram, and fucceed thy fa-

in manners as in lhape ! thy blood and virtue

Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodnefs

Share with thy birth-right ! Love all, truft a few,

Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy
Rather in power, than ufe ; and keep thy friend

Under thy own life's key : be check'd for filence,

But never tax'd for fpeech. What heav'n more will,

That thee may furnidi, and my prayers pluck down*
Fall on thy head ! Farewel, my lord

;

'Tis an unfeafon'd courtier, good my lord,

Advife him.

Laf. He cannot want the beft,

That fhall attend his love.

Count. Heav'n blefs him ! Farewel, Bertram.

Ber. [to Flel ] The beft wilhes, that can be forg'd in

your thoughts, be fervants to you ! Be comfortable to my
mother, your midrefs, and make much of her.

Laf. Farewel, pretty lady, you mud hold the credit

of your father. [Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu.

(2) // the living be Enemy to the Grief, the Excefs makes it fooft

mortal.'} This feems very obfcure 5 but the Addition of a Ne-
gative petfe&Iy difpels all the Mift. // the Living be not Ene-

my, See. Excefllve Grief is an Enemy to the Living, fays

Lafen : Yes, replies the Countefs ; and if the Living be nor

Enemy to the Grief, [i, e. ftrive to conquer it,] the Excefs

ther

[Exit Countefs.

makes it foon mortal.

A 4



8 All's well
y

that Ends well.

He/. Oh, were that ail !
—= I think not on my

father ;

And thefe great tears grace his remembrance more,

Than thofe I ihed for him. What was he like ?

I hare forgot him. My imagination

Carrie c no favour in it, but my Bertram's.

1 am undone ; tnere is no living, none,

If Bertram be away. It were all one,

That I mould love a bright partic'iar ftar,

And think to wed it ; he is fo above me :

In his brigh r radiance and collateral light

Muit i be comforted, not in his fphere.

Th' ambition in my love thus plagues itfelf

;

The hind, that would be mated by the lion,

Mufi die for love. 'Twas pretty, tho' a plague,

To iee him every hour ; to fit and draw
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls,

Jn our heart's table : heart, too capable

Of every line and trick of hL fweet favour ! m
But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy

Muit (kxi&ify his reiicks. Who comes here ?

Enter Parolles.

One, that goes with him : I love him for his fake,

And yet I know him a notorious liar ;

Think him a great way fool, folely a coward ;

Yet thefe fix d evils fit fo fit in him,

That they take place, when virtue's fteely bones

Look bleak in the cold wind ; full oft we fee

Cold wifdom waiting on fuperfluous folly.

Par. Save you, fair Queen.

He/. And you, Monaich.

Par. No.
Bel. And, no. '

Par. Are you meditating on virginity ?

He/. Ay : you hive fome ltain of foldier in you ; let

me ask you a qtttftion, Man is enemy to virginity, how

may we barricado it againit him ?

Par. Keep him out.

ffel. But he affails ; and cur virginity, tho' valiant,

in
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m the defence yet is weak : unfold to us feme warlike

refinance.

Par. There is none : man, fetting down before you,
will undermine you, and blovv you up.

HeL Blefs our poor virginity from underminers and
blowers up ! — Is there no military policy, how virgins

might blow up men ?

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will quick-
lier be blown up: marry, in blowing him down again,

with the breach yourfelves made, you lofe your city. It

is not politick in the commonwealth of nature, to pre-

ferve virginity. Lofs of virginity is rational increafe ;

and there was never virgin got, 'till virginity was firft

loft. That, you were made of, is metal to make virgins.

Virginity, by being once loft, may be ten times found ;

by being ever kept, it is ever loft; 'tis too cold a com-
panion : away with't

HeL I will ftand for't a little, though therefore I die

a virgin.

Par. There's little can be faid in't ; 'tis againft the

rule of nature. To fpeak on the part of virginity, is

to accuie your mother ; which is moft infallible difo-

bedience. He, that hangs himfelf, is a virgin : virgi-

nity murthers itfelf, and ihould be buried in highways
out of all fandtirled limit, as a defperate offendrefs a-

gainft nature. Virginity breeds mites, much like a
cheefe ; confumes itfelf to the very paring, and io dies

with feeding its own fiomach. Befides, virginity is

peevifh, proud, idle, made of feif love, which is the

moft prohibited fin in the canon. Keep it not, you
cannot chufe but lofe by't. Out with't ; within ten

years it will make itfelf two, which is a goodly increafe,

and the principal itfelf not much the worfe. Away
with't.

HeL How might one do, Sir, to lofe it to her own
liking ?

Par. Let me fee. Marry, ill, to like him that ne'er

it likes. 'Tis a commodity will lofe the glofs with lying.

The longer kept, the lefs worth : off with't, while 'tis

vendible, Anfwer the time of requeft. Virginity, like

A 5 an
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sn old courtier, wears her cap out of fafhion : richly

futed, but unfutable ; juft like the brooch and the tooth-

pick, which we wear riot now : your date is better in

ycur pye and your porridge, than in your cheek ; and
your virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our

French withered pears ; it looks ill, it eats drily ; marry,

''tis a wither'd pear : it was formerly better; marry, yet

*tis a withered pear. Will you any thing with it ?

Bel. Not my virginity yet.

There mail your malter have a thoufand loves,

A mother, and a miftrefs, and a friend,

A phoenix, captain, and an enemy,
A guide, a goddefs, and a fovereign,

A counfellor, a traitrefs, and a dear

;

His humble ambition, proud humility ;

His jarring concord ; and his difcord dulcet;

His faith, his fweet difarler ; with a world

Of pretty fond adoptious chriftendoms,

That blinking Cupid goffips. Now (hall he—

-

I know not, what he lhali God fend him well ?

The court's a learning place and he is one

Par. What one, i' faith f

Bel. That 1 wifli well 'tis pity—

—

Par. What's pity ?

Bel. That wifhing well had not a body in't,

Which might be felt ; that We the poorer born,

Whofe bafer ftars do fliut us up in withes.

Might with effects of them follow our friends :

/hid {hew what we alone mull think, which never

Returns us thanks.

Enter Page.

Page. Monficur Parol/es,

My lord calls for you. [Exit Page.

Par. Little Hilm, fnewel ; if I can remember thee,

I will think of thee at court.

Bel. Monlieur Parollcs, you were born under a cha-

ritable liar.

Par. Under Mars, J.

Htl. I efpecially think, under Mars.
Far.
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Par. Why under Mars P

He/. The wars have kept you fo under, that you muft
needs be born under Mars.

Par. When he was predominant.

He/. When he was retrograde, I think, rather.

Par. Why think you fo ?

He/. You go fo much backward, when you fight.

Par. That's for advantage.

He/. So is running away, when fear propofes feJety:

but the compofition, that your valour and fear makes
in you, is a virtue of a good wingj and I like the wear

well.

Par. I am fo full of bufinefTes, as I cannot anfwer thee

acutely: I will return perfect, courtiej ; in the which,

my inftruclion mall ferve to natural ze thee, fo thou

wilt be capable of courtier's counfel, and underiland

what advice (hall thruft upon thee ; elfe ihou dieft in

thine unthankfuinefs, and thine ignorance makes thee

away ; farewel. When thou haft leilure, fay thy prayers

;

when thou hail none, remember thy friends ; get thee a

good husband, and ufe him as he uies thee : fo farewel.

[Exit.

He/. Our remedies oft in ourfelves do lie,

WT

hich we afcribe to heav'n. The fated sky
Gives us free fcope ; only, dot..- okward pull

Cur How deflgns, when we ourfen es are dull.

What power is it, which mounts my love fo high,

That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine eye ?

The. mightieit fpace in fortune nature brings

To join like likes ; and kifs, like native things.

Jmpoflible be ftrange attempts, to thofe

That weigh their pain in fenfe ; and do fuppofe,

What hath been, cannot be. Who ever ftrove

To fhew her merit, that did nrfs her love ?

The King's difeafe—my projecl may deceive me,
But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me.

[Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Court cf France.

Fkurijh Cornets. Enter the King cf France with letters,

and di~oers Attendants.

King. * I
VHE Florentines and Senoys are by th' ears ;

Have fought with equal fortune, and con-

tinue

A. braving war.

i Lord. So 'tis reported, Sir.
.

King. Nay, 'tis moft credible ; we here receive it,

A certainty vouch'd from our coufin Auflria ;

With caution, that the Florentine will move us

For fpeedy aid ; wherein our deareit friend

Prejudicates the bufmefs and would feem

To have us make denial.

1 Lord. His leve and wife!cm,
ApprovM fo to your Majeily, may plead

For ample credence.

King. He hath arm'd our anfwer ;

And Florence is denyVl, before he comes

:

Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to fee

The Tufcan fenrice, freely have they leave

To (land on either part.

2 Lord. It may well ferve

A nurfery to our gentry, who are fick

For breathing and exploit.

King. What's he comes here ?

Enter Bertram, Lafeu and Parolles.

i Lord. It is the count Roujtllcn, my good lord, young
Be ytram.

Ki tg. Youth, thou bear'ft thy fathci's face.

Frank nature, rather curious than in hafte,

Hath well compos'd thee. Thy father's moral parts

May'ft thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris.

Bi r. My thanks and duty are your M;?jeily's.

King. I would, I had that corporal foundnefs now,
As when thy father and myfelf in fiiendlhip

Firft
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Firft try'd our foldierfhip : he did look far

Into the fervice of the time, and was
Difcipled of the brav'ft. He laded long

;

But on us both did haggilh age ileal on,

And wore us out of ac~t. It much repairs me
To talk of ycur good father ; in his youth

He had the wit, which I can well obferve

To day in our young lords ; but they may jeft,

Till their own fcorn return to them unnoted,

Ere they can hide their levity in honour :

So like a courtier, no contempt or bitternefs (3)

Were in him ; pride or fharpnefs, if there were,

His equal had awakM them ; and his honour,

Clock to itfelf, knew the true minute when
Exceptions bid him fpeak ; and at that time

His tongue obeyM his hand. Who were below him
He us'd as creatures of another place,

And bowM his eminent top to their low ranks

;

Making them proud of his humility,

In their poor praiie he humbled : Such a man
Might be a copy to thefe younger times

;

Which, follow'd well, would now demonftrate them
But goers backward.

Ber. His good remembrance, Sir,

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb ;

So in approof lives not his epitaph,

As in your royal fpeech.

King. 'Would, I were with him ! he would always

fay,

{3) So like a Courtier, no Contempt or Bitternefs

Were in his Pride or Sbarpnefs 5 if they fvere.

His Equal had awaked them. ] This paflfage feems

fo very incorre&ly pointed, that 'the Author's Meaning is loft

in the Carelefsnefs. As the Text and Stops are reform'd, thefe

are moft beautiful Lines, and the Senfe this M He had no
<{ Contempt or Bitternefs; if he had any thing that look'd Jike
<£ Pride or Sharpnefs, (of which Qualities Contempt and Bit-

" ternefs are the ExcelTes,) his Equal had awak'd them, not
" his Inferior; to whom he fcorn'd to difccver anything that
4< boxe the Shadow of Pride or Sharpnefs." Mr. Warbu-non.

(Methinks,
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(Methinks, I hear him now ; his plaufive words
He fcatter'd not in ears, but grafted them
To grow there, and to bear:) Let me not live,

(Thus his good melancholy oft began,

On the catarlrophe and heel of pailime,

When it was out,) let me not live, (quoth he,)

After my flame lacks oil ; to be the muff
Of younger fpirits, whole apprehenfive fenfes

All but new things difdain ; whofe judgments are

Meer fathers of their garments ; whofe conftancies

Expire before their fafhicns : this he wihYd.

I, after him, do after him wifh too,

(Since I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home,)

J quickly were dirTolved from my hive,

To give ibme labourers room.

2 Lord. You're loved, Sir ;

They, that leaft lend it you, mall lack you firft.

King. I fill a place, I know't. Kowlongis't, count,

Since che phyfician at your father's died ?

He was much fam'd.

Ber. Some fix months fmce, my lord.

King. If he were living, I would try him yet ;

Lend me an arm ; the reft have worn me out

With feveral applications ; nature and ficknefs

Debate it at their leifure. Welcome, count,

My fon^s no dearer.

Ber. Thank your Majefty. [Tkurijb. Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Counties at Roufillon.

Enter Countefsy Steward and Clown.

Count. T Will now hear; what fay you of this gentle-

X woman ?

$te*w. Madam, the care I have had to even vour con-

tent, J wifh might be found in the calendar of* my paft

endeavours; for then wt wound our modeily, and make
foul che clearnefs of our defervings, when of ourfciv^

vve pubiiih them.

Count. What does this knave here? get you gone,

Sirrah ;
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Sirrah : the complaints, I have heard of you, I do not

ail believe ; 'tis my llownefs that I do not, for, I know,
you lack not folly to commit them, and have ability

enough to make luch knaveries yours.

Clo. 'Tis not unknown to you, Madam, I am a poor

fellow.

Count. Well, Sir.

Clo. No, Madam ; 'tis not fo well that I am poor,

tho' many of the rich are damn'd ; but, if I have your
lady (hip's good will to go to the world, hhel the woman
and I will do as we may.

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ?

Clo. I do beg your good will in this cafe.

Count. In what cafe ?

Clo. In Isbel s cafe, and mine own ; fervice is no he-

ritage, and, I think, I fhall never have the oleffing of

God, 'till I have lifae of my body ; for they fay, beams
are bleffings.

Count. Tell me thy reafon why thou wilt marry.

Clo. My poor body, Madam, requires it. I am dri-

ven on by the flem; and he muft needs go, that the de-

vil drives.

Count. Is this all your worlhip's reafon ?

Clo. Faith, Madam, I have other holy reafons, fuch

as they are.

Count. May the world know them ?

Clo. I have been, Madam, a wicked creature, as you
and all flem and blood are ; and, indeed, I do marry,
that I may repent.

Count. Thy marriage, footer than thy wickednefs.

Clo. I am out of friends, Madam, and I hope to have
friends for my wife's fake.

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave.

Clown. Y'are mallow, Madam, in great friends; for

the knaves come to do that for me, which I am weary
of ; he, that eares my lan>|6[pares my team, and gives

me leave to inne the crop ; if 1 be his cuckold, he's my
drudge ; he, that comforts my wife, is the cheriiher of
my flem and blood ; he that cheriihcth my flem and
blood, loves my flelh ana blood ; he, that loves my

fiefh
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flefti and b'ood, is my friend : ergo, he, that kiiTes my •

wife, is my friend. If men could be contented to be

what they are, there were no fear in marriage ; for

young Charbon the puritan, and old Poyfam the papift,

howfoe'er their hearts are fever
1

d in religion, their heads

are both one ; they may joul horns together, like any
deer i'th

1
herd.

Count. Wilt thcu ever be a foul-mouth'd and calum-

nious knave ?

C/o. A prophet, I, Madam ; and I fpeak the truth

the next way ;

" For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true

" mall find;

" Your marriage comes by deftiny, your cuckow Tings

" by kind.

Count. Get you gone, Sir, Til talk with you more anon.

Stew. May it pleafe you, Madam, that he bid Helen

come to you ; of her I am to fpeak.

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would fpeak

with her ; Helen I mean.

Ck. " Was this fair face the caufe, quoth me, (4)

[Singiifgm

" Why the Gredans facked Troy ?
" Fond done, fond done ; for Paris, he,

(4) Was this fair Face the Caufe, quoth She,

Why the Grecians facked Troy 3

H as this Kjng Priam's Joy?] As the Stanza, that fol-

lows, is in alternate Rhyme, and as a Rhyme is here wanting to »

She in the firft Verfe 5 'tis evident, the third Line is wanting.
The old Folio's give Us a Part of it ; but how to iiip ply the

Joft Part, was the Queftion. Mx»%ewt has given us the Frag-

ment honeftiy, as he foond it : hut Mr. Pope, rather than to

feem foundei'd, has funk it upon U>. 1 communicated
to my ingenious Friend Mr. Warbun on, how 1 found the Pal-

lage in the old Books ;

[bond done, done, fond,

Was this King Priam's Jif f]

And from Him I received that Supplement, which I have given

to the Text. And the Hiftonans tell U5, it was Paris who was

Priam's favoume Son.
u Was
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" Was this King Priam s joy.
44 With that (he fighed as (he flood,

P And gave this fentence then ;

" Among nine bad if one be good,
" There's yet one good in ten.

Count. What, one good in ten ? You corrupt the fong,

Sirrah.

Clo. One good woman in ten, Madam, which is a pu-

rifying o'th' long: 'would, God would ferve the world

fo all the year! we'd find no fault with the tythe-woman,

if I were the Parfon ; one in ten, quoth a' ! an we might
have a good woman born but every blazing rtar, or at an
earthquake, 'twould mend the tottery well ; a man may
draw his heart out, ere he pluck one.

Count. You'll be gone, Sir knave, and do as I com-
mand you?

Clo. That man that mould be at a woman's com-
mand, and yet no hurt done ! tho' honefiy be no pu-

ritan, yet it will do no hurt ; it will wear the furplis of

humility over the black gown of a big heart : I am go-

ing, forfooth, the bufmels is for Helen to come hither.

[Exit.

Count . Well, now.
Stew. I know, Madam, you love your gentlewoman

in ti rely.

Count. Faith, I do ; her father bequeathed her to me

;

and fhe herfelf, without other advantages, may lawfully

make title to as much love as (he finds ; there is more
owing her, than is paid ; and more mall be paid her,

than (he'll demand.
Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her, than,

I think, me wi(h*d me ; alone fhe was, and did com-
municate to herfelf her own words to her own ears ; me
thought, I dare vow for her, tiiey touch'd not any
Granger fenfe. Her matter was, (he lov'd your fon ;

Fortune, Ihe faid, was no Goddefs, (5) that had put

fuch

(5) Fortune, pie fnid, was noGoddefs, he Love, no God, &C.
complainM againft the Queen of Vifgrns^ &c] This Paflage

ikdiids thus ia the old Copies s

Love,
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fuch difference betwixt their two eftates ; Love, no God,

.

that would not extend his might, only where qualities

were level ; Diana, rio Queen of Virgins, that would
fuffer her poor Knight to be furpriz'd without refcue

in the firft aiTault, or ranfom afterward. This fhe de-

livered in the moft bitter touch of forrow, that e'er I

heard a virgin exclaim in ; which I held it my duty

fpeedily to acquaint you withal ; fithence, in the lofs

that may happen, it concerns you fomething to know
it.

Count. You have difcharg'd this honefily, keep it to

yourfelf ; many likelihoods informed me of this before,

which hung fo tottering in the balance, that I could

neither believe nor mifdoubt ; pray you, leave me ; flail

this in your bofom, and I thank you for your honeft

care ; I will fpeak with you further anon.

£Exit Steward*

Enter Helena.

Count. Ev'n fo it was with me, when T was young ;

If we are nature's, theie are ours : this thorn

Doth to our rofe of youth rightly belong ;

Our blood to us, this to our blood, is born ;

It is the fhovv and feal of nature's truth,

Where love's flrong paffion is impreft in youth ;

Love, no Go:!, that -would not extend his Might only -where

Qualities -were levil, Queen of Virgins, that -would fnffer her poor

fjufcAf, &c.

'Tis evident to every fenfible Reader that fomething mud
have flipt out here, by which the Meaning of the Context is

render'd defe&ive. The Steward is fpeaking in the very Words
he oveihcard of the Young Lady j Fortune was no Goddels,

fhe faid, for one Reafon ; Love, no God, for another;

what could She then more naturally fubjoin, than as I have
amended in the Text?

Diana, no Queen of Virgin*! that would fuffcr her [our i\nlght

to be furprized -without Refcue, &CC.

For in Poetical Hiftory Diana was as well known to prefide

over Chajhty, as Cupid over Love
3 or lonune over the Change or

T^giiLuian of out Circtirnjlanccs.
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Byour remembrances of days foregone,

Such were our faults, or then we thought them none.

Her eye is fick on't; I obferve her now.

Hel. What is your pleafure, Madam ?

Count. Helen, you know, I am a mother to you,

Hel. Mine honourable miitrefs.

Count;

. Nay, a mother ;

Why not a mother ? when I faid a mother,

Methought, you faw a ferpent ; what's in mother,

That you ftart at it ? I fay, I'm your mother;
And put you in the catalogue of thofe,

That were enwombed mine ; 'tis often feen,

Adoption ftrives with nature ; and choice breeds

A native flip to us from foreign feeds.

You ne'er oppreft me with a mother's groan,

Yet I exprefs to you a mother's care :

God's mercy ! maiden, do's it curd thy blood,

To fay, I am thy mother ? what's the matter,

That this diftemper'd meflenger of wet,

The many-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eyes ?

Why,"- that you are my daughter ?

Hel. That I am not.

Count. I fay, I am your mother.

Hel. Pardon, Madam.
The Count Roufillon cannot be my brother

;

lam from humble, he from honour' d, name;
No note upon my parents, his all noble.

My mailer, my dear lord he is ; and I

His fervant live, and will his vafial die:

He mufl not be my brother.

Count. Nor I your mother ?

Hel. You are my mother, Madam ; 'would you were,

(So that my lord, your fon, were not my brother)

Indeed, my mother !—or were you both our mothers

I care no more for, than I do for heav'n,

So I were not his filler : can't no other.

But I your daughter, he mull be my brother ?—
Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in-law ;

God fhield, you mean it not, daughter and mother
So ftrive upon your pulfe ! what, pale again ?

My
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My fear hath catch'd your fondnefs.—Now I fee (6)

The myft'ry of your lonelinefs. and find

Your fait tears' head ; how to all fenfe 'tis grofs,

You love my fon; invention is afham'd,

Againft the proclamation of thy paffion,

To fay, thou doll not ; therefore tell me true

;

But tell me then, 'lis fo. For, look, thy cheeks
Confefs it one to th' other ; and thine eyes'

See it fo grcfly mown in thy behaviour.

That in their kind they fpeak it : only fin

And hellifh obftinacy tie thy tongue,

That truth mould be fufpe&ed; fpeak, is't fo?

If it be fo, you've wound a goodly clew :

If it be not, forfwear't ; howe'er, I charge thee,

As heav'n (hall work in me for thine avail,

To tell me truly.

He/. Good Madam, pardon me.
Count. Do you love my fon ?

He/. Your pardon, noble miilrefs.

Count. Love you my fon ?

He/. Do not you love him, Madam ?

Count. Go not about ; my love hath in't a bond,

Whereof the world takes note : come, come, difclofe

The ftate of your affection ; for your paflions

Have to the full appeach'd.

(6) Now I fee

The myft'ry of your lovelincfs, and find

lour fair tears* head: J The Mvftery of her

lovelinejs is beyond my Comprehenfioii : The old Countels

is faying nothing ironical, nothing taunting, or in Reproach,

that this Word fhould find a place here; which it could not,

uniefs farcaftically employed, and with fame .spleen. 1 daie

warrant, the l'cet meant, his old Lady fhould lay no more
than this: M 1 now find the Myflery of your creeping into

Corners, and weejMng, and pining in fecret. Foi this Kea-

fon I have amended the Text, Loneluufs. The Stcw ird, in the

foifgoir.£ .Scene, where he gives the Counters Intelligence of

Helen s behaviour, fays;

Alone She was> and did cowmutiieate to htrfclf her own Words

to her own Ear$ %

Eel.
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He/. Then, I confefs,

Here on my knee, before high heav'ns and you,

That before you, and next unto high heav'n,

I love your fon :

My friends were poor, but honelt ; fo's my love;

Be not offended ; for it hurts not him,

That he is lov'd of me ; I follow him not

By any token of prefumptuous fuit

;

Nor would I have him, 'till I do deferve him ;

Yet never know, how that defert fhall be.

I know, I love in vain ; ftrive againft hope ;

Yet, in this captious and intenible fieve,

I itill pour in the waters of my love,

And lack not to lofe ftill ; thus, IndianASke,

Religious in mine error, I adore

The fun that looks upon his worfhipper,

But knows of him no more. My dearer! Madam,
Let not your hate incounter with my love,

For loving where you do ; but if your felf,

Whole aged honour cites a virtuous youth,

Did ever in fo true a flame of liking

Wifti chaftly, and love dearly, that your Dian
Was both herfelf and love ; O then, give pity

To her, whofe ftate is fuch, that cannot chufe

But lend, and give, where (he is fure to lofe

;

That feeks not to find that, which fearch implies

;

But, riddle-like, lives fweetly, where O13 dies.

Count. Had you not lately an intent, fpeak truly^

To go to Paris ?

He/. Madam, I had.

Count. Wherefore ? tell true.

He/. I will tell truth ; by Grace it felf, I fwear,

You know, my father left me fome prefcriprions

Of rare and prov'd effects ; fuch as his reading

And manifeft experience had collected

For general fov'reignty ; and that he wilPd me,
In heedfull'ft refervatioii to bellow them,

As notes, whofe faculties inclufive were,

More than they were in note : amongft the reft,

There is % remedy, approv'd, fet down,
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To care the defperate larguiihings, whereof

The King is render"d left.

Count. This was your motive for Pari:, was it, fpeak;

He I. My lord your fon made me to think of this j

Elle Paris, and the medicine, and the King,

Had from the converiation of my thoughts,

Haply, been abfent then.

Count. But think fOo, Helen,

If you mould tender your fuppofed aid,

He would receive it? he and his phyficians

Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him :

They, that they cannot help. How mail they credit

A poor unlearned virgin, when the fchoob,

Embowell'd of their doctrine, have left oft

The danger to it felf

:

He/. There's fomething fart

More than my father's drill, (which was the greatTi

Of his ProfeiTion.) that his good receipt

Shall for my legacy be lanctined

By th' luckieft ftars in heav'n; and, would your honour
But give me leave to try fuccefs, I'd venture

The well-loft life of mine on his Grace's Cure,

By fuch a day and hour.

Count. Doit thou believ't ?

He I. Ay, Madam, knowingly.

Count. Why, Helen, thou (halt have my leave and.

love

;

Means and attendants ; and my loving greetings

To thofe of mine in Court. I'll ftay at home,
And pray God's bkffing into thy attempt:

Begone, to morrow; and be fure of this,

What I can help thee to, thou malt not mifs.

ACT
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ACT IT.

SCENE, the Court of France.

Enter the King^ with divers young Lords taking leave

for the Florentine war. Bertram and Parolles.

Flourijh Cornets.

King.
FArewel, young Lords : thefe warlike principles

Do not throw from you: you, my Lordsr fare*

vvel

;

Share the advice betwixt you. If both gain.

The gift doth ftretch it felf as 'tis receiv'd,

And is enough for both.

1 Lord. "Tis our hope, Sir,

After weli-enter'd foldiers, to return

And find your Grace in health.

King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart-

Will jiot confefs, it owns the malady
That doth my life befiege ; farewel, young Lords

;

Whether I live or die, be you the fons

Of worthy French men ; (6) let higher Italy

(Thofe
(6) let higher Italy

(Tbofe bated> that inherit but the Fait

Of the lafi Monarchy,) fee, &c] This feems to me One
of the very obfcure PalTages of Sha^efpeare, and which there-

fore may very well demand Explanation. Italy, at the time

of this Scene, was under three very different Tenures. The
Emperor, as SucceiTor of the Roman Emperors, had one Parti

the Pope, by a pretended Donation from Conftantine, another

5

and the Third was compos'd of free States. Now by the UJl

Monarchy is meant the 7^man 9 the laft of the four general

Monarchies. Upon the Fall of this Monarchy, in the Scram-

ble, feveral Cities fet up for Themfelves, and became free States

:

Now thefe might befaid properly to inherit the Fall of the Mo-
narchy, This being premifed, now totheSenfe, The King fays,

fflghtt
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(Thofe 'bated, that inherit frut the Fall

Of the laft Monarchy ;) Tee, that you come
Not to woo honour, but to wed it 5 when
The brave Queftant flirinks, find what you feek,

That Fame may cry you loud : I fay, farewel.

2 Lord. Health at your bidding ferve your Majefly !

King. Thofe girls of Italy, take heed of them ;

They fay, our French lack language to deny,

If they demand : beware of being captives,

Before you ferve.

Both. Our hearts receive your warnings.

King. Farewel. Come hither to me. [To Attendants.

[Exit.

1 Lord. Oh, my Iweet Lord, that you will Hay be-

hind us I

Par. 'Tis not his fault; the fpark—

—

2 Lord. Oh, 'tis brave war*.

Par. Moll admirable; I have feen thofe wars.

Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil with,

Too yrung) and the next year, and 'tis too early.

Par. An thy mind lland to it, boy, ileal away
bravely.

Ber. Shall I flay here the forehorfe to a fmcck,
Creeking my hhoes on the plain mafonry,

Till Honour be bought up, and no fword worn
But one to dance with? by heav'n, Til Ileal away.

1 Lord. There's honour in the theft.

Par. Commit it, Count.

2 Lord. I am your accelTary, and fo farewel.

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a toitur'd

body.

Higher Italy; giving h the Rank of Preference to Trance;

but he corrects himlelf and fays, I except Thofe from thai Pre-

cedency, who only inherit the Fall of the laft Monarchy; as

all the little petty States ; for inllance, YlorcnQe to whomthefe

Voluntiers were going, As if he had laid, 1 give the Place of

Honour to the I mpcror and the Pope, but not to the free States.

All here is clear; and 'tis exactly SbakcfpcarSs Manner, who

lov'd to fliew hb Reading on Rich Occalions. Mr. Warbmton.

l Lord,
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1 Lord. Farewel, Captain.

2 Lord. Sweet Monfieur Parolles!

Par. Noble heroes, my fword and yours are kin

;

good fparks and luftrous. A word, good metals.

(7) You mall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one
captain Spurio with his cicatrice, an emblem of war,

here on his finifter cheek; it was this very fword en-

trench'd it ; fay to him, I live, and obferve his reports

of me.

1 Lord. We mall, noble captain.

Par. Mars doat on you for his novices I what will

ye do ?

Ber. Stay ; the King [Exeunt Lords.

Par. Ufe a more fpacious ceremony to the noble

Lords, you have reftrain'd your felf within the lift of too

cold an adieu ; be more expreffive to them, for they

wear themfelves in the cap of the time ; there, do mufter

true gate, eat, fpeak, and move under the influence of
the moll receiv'd liar ; and tho

1

the devil lead the mea-
fure, fuch are to be follow'd : after them, and take a
more dilated farewel.

Ber. And I will do fo.

Par. Worthy fellows, and like to prove mod finewy
fword-men. [Exeunt.

Enter the King, and Lafeu.

Laf. Pardon, my Lord, for me and for my tidings.

King. I'll fee thee to Hand up.

Laf. Then here's a man ftands, that hath bought his

pardon.

I would, you had kneePd, my Lord, to ask me mercy

;

And that at my bidding you could fo Hand up.

(7) Ton (hall find in the Regiment oftin Spinii one Captain Spurio,

his Cicatrice, with an Emblem of War here on his finifier Cheeky-,]

It is furprizing, none of the Editors could fee that a flight

Tranfpofition was abfolutcly neceffary here, when there is noc
common Senfc in the PaHage, as it ftands without fuch Tranfc

polition. Parolles only means, " Tou fhall find one Captain
u Spurio in the Camp with a Scar on his left Cheek, a Mark
of War that my Swoid gave him."

Vol, III. B King.
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King. I would, I had ; fo I had broke thy pate,

And ask'd thee mercy for't.

Laf. Goodfaith, acrofs: but, my good Lord, 'tis

thus

;

Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ?

King. No.

Laf. O, will you eat no grapes, my royal fox ?

Yes, but you will, my noble grapes ; an if

My royal fox could reach them: (8) I have feen a
Med'cin,

That's able to breathe life into a ftone

;

Quicken a rock, and make you dance Canary
With fprightly fire and motion ; whofe fimple touch

Is powerful to araife King Pepin, nay,

To give great Cbarlemain a pen in's hand,

And write to her a love-line.

King. What her is this ?

Laf. Why, do&or-fhe: my Lord, there's one ar-

riv'd,

If you will fee her. Now, by my faith and honour,

If ferioufly I may convey my thoughts

In this my light deliverance, I have fpoke

With one, that in her fex, her years, profeflion,

Wifdom and conftancy, hath amaz'd me more
Than I dare blame my weaknefs : will you fee her,

For that is her Demand, and know her bufinefs ?

That done, laugh well at me.

King. Now, good Lafen.
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee

May fpend our wonder too, or take off thine,

Ey wona'ring how thou tcok'fl it.

Laf Nay, Til fit you,

And not be all day neither. [Exif Lafeu.

King. Thus he his fpecial nothing ever prologues.

(S) / haze feen a Medecine,] Lafeu does not mean that he has

feen a Remedy, but a Perfon bringing fuch Remedy. I there-

fore imagine, our Author ufed the French Word, Mtiecin>\. e. a

Phyilcian ; this agrees with what he Subjoins immediately in

Reply to the King,

Wb?% Dottor-Shcj ——and—— write to her a Love-line.

Laf
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Laf. {Returns] Nay, come your ways.

[Bringing in Helena.

King. This hafte hath wings, indeed.

Laf. Nay, come your ways,

This is his Majefty, fay your mind to him

;

A traitor you do look Hke ; but fuch traitors

Mis Majefty feldom fears ; I'm Crejficfs uncle,

That dare leave two together; fare you well. [Exit.

King. Now, fair One, do's your bufinefs follow us?

He/. Ay, my good Lord.

Gerard de Narbon was my father,

In what he did profefs, well found.

King. I knew him.

He/. The rather will I fpare my praife towards him

;

Knowing him, is enough : on's bed of death

Many receipts he gave me, chiefly one,

Which as the deareft iflue of his pradtice,

And of his old experience th'only darling,

He bade me ftore up, as a triple eye,

Safer than mine own two : more dear I have fo

;

And hearing your high Majefty is touch'

d

With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour
Of my dear father's gift ftands chief in power,
I come to tender it, and my appliance,

With all bound humblenefs.

King. We thank you, maiden ;

But may not be fo credulous of cure,

When our moft learned dodlors leave us ; and
The congregated college have concluded,

That labouring art can never ranfom nature

From her unaidable eftate : we muft not

So ftain our judgment, or corrupt our hope,

To proftitute our paft-cure malady
To empericks ; or to diftever fo

Our great felf and our credit, to efteem

A fenfelefs help, when help paft fenfe we deem.
He/. My duty then fhall pay me for my pains

;

I will no more enforce mine office on you

;

Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts

A modeft one to bear me back again.

B 2 King.
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King. I cannot give thee lefs, to be call'd grateful

;

Thou thought'!!: to help me, and fuch thanks I give,

As one near death to thofe that wim him live

;

But what at full I know, thou know'ft no part;

I knowing all my peril, thou no art.

Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try,

Since you fet up your reft 'gainft remedy.

He that of greater! works is finilher,

Oft does them by the weakeft minifter

:

So holy writ in babes hath judgment mown,
When judges have been babes; great floods have flowR

From fimple fources ; and great leas have dry'd,

When mir'cles have by th' greater!: been deny'd.

Oft expe&ation fails, and moft oft there

Where moft it promifes : and oft it hits

Where hope is coldeft, and defpair moft fits.

King. I muft not hear thee; fare thee well, kind

Maid ;

Thy pains, not us'd, muft by thy felf be paid :

Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward.

Hel. Infpired merit fo by breath is barr'd :

It is not fo with him that all things knows,

As 'tis with us, that fquare our guefs by fhows

:

But moft it is preemption in us, when
The help of heav'n we count the acl; of men.

Dear Sir, to my endeavours give confent,

Of heav'n, not me, make an experiment.

I am not an impoftor, that proclaim

My felf againft the level of mine aim ;

Eut know I think, and think J know moft fure,

My art is not paft power, nor you paft cure.

King. Art thou fo confident ? within what fpace

Hop'ft thou my cure ?

Hel. The greateft grace lending grace,

Ere twice the horfes of the fun fhall bring

Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring ;

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp
Moifl Hcfpcrus hath quench'd his ileepy lamp;

Or four and twenty times the pilot's glafs

Hath told the thievifli minutes how they pafs;

What
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What is infirm from your found parts fhall fly,

Health fhall live free, and ficknefs freely die.

King. Upon thy certainty and confidence,

What dar'il thou venture ?

Hel. Tax of impudence,

A [trumpet's boldnefs, a divulged fhame
Traduc'd by odious ballads : my maiden's name
Sear'd otherwife, no worfe of worft extended ;

With vileit torture let my life be ended.

King. Methinks, in thee fome blefTed Spirit doth

fpeak

His powerful found, within an organ weak;
And what impofribility would flay

In common fenfe, fenfe faves another way.
Thy life is dear; for all that life can rate

Worth name of life, in thee hath eflimate

:

(9) Youth, beauty, wifdom, courage, virtue, all

T4iat happinefs and prime can happy call

;

Thou this to hazard, needs muft intimate

Skill infinite, or monftrous defperate.

Sweet Pra&ifer, thy phyfick I will try ;

That minifters thine own death, if I die.

Hel. If I break time, or flinch in property

Of what I fpoke, unpitied let me die,

And well deferv'd! Not helping, death's my fe? ;

But if I help, what do you promife me?

(9) Youth, beamy 1 wifdom, courage, all, &c] This Verfe is too

ftort by a Foot ; and apparently fome DiiTyllable is diop'd

out by Mifchance. Mr. Warbmton concurr'd with me in Con-
jecture to fupply the Verfe thus

:

Youth, beauty, wifdom, courage, virtue, all, &c.
Helena had laid a particular Strefs on her maiden Reputation}

and the King, afterwards, when he comes to fpeak of her to

Bertram, fays 5

- If fhe be

*All that is virtuous, (fave, What thou diflih*ft}

*A poor Phyfician's Daughter',) thou diflth^fi

Qf Virtue for her name:

B 3 King,
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King. (10) Make thy demand.

Hel. But will you make it even ?

King. Ay, by my fcepter, and my hopes of heaven.

Hel. Then malt thou give me, with thy kingly hand^.

What Husband in thy power I will command.
Exempted be from me the arrogance

To chufe from forth the royal blood of France >

My low and humble name to propagate

With any branch or image of thy ftate

:

But mch a one thy vafTal, whom I know
Is free for me to ask, thee to bellow.

King. Here is my hand, the premifes obferv'd.

Thy will by my performance fhall be ferv'd

:

So, make the choice of thine own time ; for I,

Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee it ill rely.

More mould I queftion thee, and more I mull;

(Tho' more to know, could not be more to trull :)

From whence thou cam'rl, how tended on,— but reft

Unqueftion'd welcome, and undoubted bleft.

Give me fome help here, hoa! if thou proceed

As high as word, my deed fhall match thy deed.

[Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Roufillon.

Enter Countefs and Clown.

Count. O M E on, Sir ; I fhall now put you to the

height of your breeding.

Clown. 1 will fhew my felf highly fed, and lowly

taught ; I know, my bufinefs is but to the court.

(10) King. Male thy Demand.

Hel. Bat -will you make it even ?

King. ^Ay, by my Scepter and my hopes a/help.] The King

could have but a very night Hope of Help from her, fcarcc

enough to ("wear by: and therefore \hlen might fufpeft, he

meant to equivocate with hel. Belides, obicrve, the greateft

Pan of the Scene is (hitfly in Rhyme.- and there is no sha-

dow of Reafon why it fhould be interrupted here. I rather

imagine, the Toet wrote $

bjmyS<$lt$rl*ndmy Hopes of Heaven. Dr. Thiriby.

Count,
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Count. But to the court ? why, what place make you

fpecial, when you put off that with fuch contempt ; but

to the court !

C/o. Truly, Madam, if God have lent a man any

manners, he may eafily put it off at court : he that can-

not make a leg, put off's cap, kifs his hand, and fay

nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap ; and, in-

deed, fuch a fellow, to fay precifely, were not for the

court : but for me, I have an anfwer will ferve all men.

Count. Marry, that's a bountiful anfwer that fits all

queftions.

C/o. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks

;

the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock,

or any buttock.

Count. Will your anfwer ferve fit to all queftions ?

C/o. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attor~

ney, as your French crown for your taffaty punk, as Tilts

ruin for Toms fore finger, as a pancake for Sbro-uc-Tuef-

day, a morris for May-day, as the nail to his hole, the

cuckold to his horn, as a fcolding quean to a wrangling

knave, as the nun's lip to the friar's mouth ; nay, as the

pudding to his skin.

Count. Have you, I fay, an anfwer of fuch fitnefs for

all quell ions ?

C/o. From below your duke, to beneath your confta-

ble, it will fit any queftion.

Count. It muff be an anfwer of moll monflrous fize,

that muff fit all demands.

C/o. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned

mould fpeak truth of it : here it is, and all that belongs
to't. Ask me, if I am a courtier ;—-it mall do you no
harm to learn.

Count. To be young again, if we could : I will be a
fool in a queftion, hoping to be the wifer by your anfwer.
I pray you, Sir, are you a courtier ?

C/o. O lord, Sir there's a fimple putting off

:

more, more, a hundred of them.

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that loves

you.

C/o. O lord, Sir- thick% thick, fpare not me.
B 4 Cmit.
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Count, I think, Sir, you can eat none of this homely
meat.

Q/o. O lord, Sir nay, put me to't, I warrant

you.

Count. You were lately whip'd, Sir, as I think.

Clo. O lord, Sir ipare not me.
Count. Do you cry, O lord, Sir, at your whipping;,

and fpare not me? indeed, your O lord, Sir, is very

fequent to your whipping : jou would anfwer very well to

a whipping, if you were but bound to't.

Clo. 1 ne'er had worfe luck in my life, in my O
lord, Sir ; I fee, things may ferve long, but not ferve

ever.

Count. I play the noble hufwife with the time, to en-

tertain it fo merrily wi:h a fool.

Clo* O lord, Sir why, there' t ferves well again.

Count. An end, Sir ; to your bufinefs : give Helen this*

And urge her to a prefent anfwer back.

Commend me to my kinfmen, and my fon

:

This is not much.
Clo. Not much commendation to them ?

Count. Not much imployment for you, you under-

fland me.

Ck. Mofl fruitfully, I am there before my legs.

Count. Hafle you again. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Court ^France.

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles.

Laf. [njnpHEY fay, miracles are pall; and we
\ have our philolophical perfons to make

modern, and familiar, things fupcrnatural and caulelefs.

(it) They fay Miracles are pa/f, and xje have our Philofophical

Perforis to make modern and familiar things fupcrnatural and caufc-

tef).] This, as it ha* hitherto been pointed, is dtre&Jy onpoluc

to our Poet's, and his Speaker's, Meaning. As I have itop'd

it, the Senfe quadrates with the Context: and, furely, it is

one unalrerable Property of Philofophy, to make feeming

ft range and preternatural Phtnomcn.% familiar, and reduceablc

to Cauie and Keaibn.

Hence
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Hence is it, that we make trifles of terrors ; enfconfing

our felves into feeming knowledge, when we mould fub-

mit our felves to an unknown fear.

Par. Why, 'tis the rareft argument of wonder thaS

hath mot out in our later times.

Ber. And fo 'tis.

Laf To be relinquifli'd of the artills

Par. So I fay, both of Galen and Pa>acelfus.

Laf. Of all the learned and authentick Fellows -

Par. Right, fo I fay.

Laf. That gave him out incurable,

Par. Why, there 'tis, fo fay I too.

Laf Not to be help'd,

Par. Right, as 'twere a man affur'd of an -S

Laf Uncertain life, and fure death,—

—

Par. Juit, you fay well: fo would I have faid.

Laf. I may truly fay, it is a novelty to the world.

Par. It is, indeed, if you will have it in mewing,
you mail read it in, what do you call there

Laf A (hewing ofa heav'nly effect in an earthly aclor.

Par. That's it, I would have faid the very fame.

Laf Why, your dolphin is not lullier : for me, I

fpeak in refped-

Par. Nay, 'tis ftrange, 'tis very llrange, that is the

brief and the tedious of it; and he s of a molt facineri-

ous fpirir, that will not acknowledge it to be the-

Laf. Very hand of heav'n-.

Par. Ay, fo I fay.

Laf In a moft weak—
Par. And debile m milter, great power, great trav

fcendence ; which mould, indeea, give us a farther ufe to

be made than alone the recov'ry of the King ; as to be—
Laf Generally thankful.

Enter King, Helena, and attendants.

Par. I would have faid it, you faid well: here comes
the King.

Laf. Luftick, as the Dutchman fays : I'll like a Maid
the better, while I have a tooth in my head; why, he's

able to lead her a Corranto.

B 5 fop*
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Tar. Mort du Vinaigre! is not this Helen?

Laf Tore God, I think fo.

King. Go, call before me all the Lords in court.

Si% my preferver, by thy patient's fide;

And with this healthful hand, whofe baniuYd fenfe

Thou haft repealed, a fecond time receive

The confirmation of my promis'd gift;

Which but attends thy naming.

Enter three or four Lords.

Fair mud, fend forth thine eye; this youthful parcei

Of noble batchelors liand at my bellowing,

O'er whom both fov'reign power and father's voice

I have to ufe ; thy frank election make

;

Thou haft power to chufe, and they none to for fake.

Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous miitrefs

Fall, when love pleafe! marry, to each but one.

Laf I'd give bay curtL.1 and his furniture,

My mouth no more were broken than thefe boys,

And writ as little beard.

King. Perufe them well

:

Not one of thofe, but had a noble father.

[She addrejjes her felf to a Lord.

Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath, through me, rellord

The King to health.

All. We underftand it, and thank heaven for you.

Hel. I am a firnple maid, and therein wealthier!,

That, I proteft, I fimply am a maid.—

—

Pleafe it your Majefty, I have done already:

The bluflhes in m> cheeks thus whifper me,
" We blufll that thou mould' ft chufe, but be refus'd ;

II Let the whire dearh fit on thy cheek for ever,

'* We'll ne'er come there again.

King. Make choice, and fee,

Who lliuns thy 1 *ve, fhuns all his love in me.

1UI. N< w, Dian, from thy altar do I fly,

Ar*l to imperial Love, thru God moft high,

Do my ughs ilream : Sir, will you hear my fuit ?

I Lord. And grant it.

Hel. Thanks, Sirs all the rcit is mute.

Laf.
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Laf I had rather be in this choice, than throw ames-

ace for my life.

Hel. The honour, Sir, that flames in your fair eyes.

Before I fpeak, too threatningly replies

:

Love make your fortunes twenty times above
Her that fo wifhes, and her humble love !

2 Lord. No better, if you pleafe.

Hel. My wi(h receive,

Which great Love grant ! and fo I take my leave.

Laf. Do all they deny her ? if they were fons of mine,
I'd have them whipt, or I would fend them to the Turk
to make eunuchs of.

HeL Be not afraid that I your hand mould take,

I'll never do you wrong for your own fake :

Bleffing upon your vows, and in your bed
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed !

Laf. Thefe boys are boys of ice, they'll none of her :

fure. they are baftards to the Englijb, the French ne'er

got 'em.

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good,
To make yourfelf a fon out of my blood.

4 Lord. (12) Fair one, I think not fo.

Laf. There's one grape yet,

Tar. I am fure, thy father drunk wine.

Laf. But if thou be'eft not an afs, I am a

Youth of fourteen. I have known thee already,

HeL I dare not fay, I take you ; but I give

Me and my fervice, everwhilfl I live,

(12) 4 Lord. Fair One, J think not fo.

Laf. There* s one Grape yet, I am [are my Father drunk

Wine 1 bat if Thou bereft not an %Afs, 1 am a Youth of fourteen ?

I have known thee already."] Sur?ly, this is moft incongruent

Stuff. Lafeu is angry with the other Noblemen, for giving

Helen the Repulfe: and is he angry too, and thinks the fourth

Nobleman an Afs, because he' * for embracing the Match ? The
Whole, certainly, can't be the Speech of one ? louth. As 1 have

divided the Speech, 1 think, Clearrefs and Humour are reftor'd.

And if Parities were not a little pert and impertinent here to

Lafeu, why mould he fay, he I found him out already? Or
why ihould he quariel with hira in the very next Scene ?

Into



36 All's well, that Ends well.

Into your guided power : this is the man. [To Bertram^

King, Why then, young Bertram, take her, fhe's thy
wife.

Ber. My wife, my Liege? I mall befeech yourHigh»
nefs,

In fuch a bufinefc give me leave to ufe

The help of mine own eyes.

King. Know'ft thou not, Bertram,
What (he hath done for me ?

Ber. Yes, my good Lord,

But never hope to know why I mould marry her.

King. Thou know'ft, fhe has rais'd me from my fick~

ly bed.

Ber. But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down
Muft anfwer for your raifmg ? I know her well

:

She had her breeding at my father's charge :

A poor phyfician's daughter my wife ! Difdain

Rather corrupt me ever !

King. 'Tis only title thou difdain' ft in her, the which
I can build up : itrange is it, that our bloods,

Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together,

Would quite confound diftinclion, yet ftand off

In differences, fo mighty. If (he be

All that k virtuous, (lave what thou diflik'ft,

A poor phyfician's daughter,) thou diflik'ft

Of virtue for the name : but do not fo.

(13) From lovvell place when virtuous things proceed.

The place is dignify'd by th' doer's deed.

Where great addition fwelh, and virtue none,

It is a dropfied honour ; good alone,

I< good without a name. Vilenefs is fo :

Tlu property by what it is mould go,

Not by the title. She is young, wife, fair

;

In thefe, to nature /he's immediate heir

;

(13) From lo'wtfi Place, whence virtuous Things proceed,

The Place i. dignified by th* Deer's Deed.] 'Tis ftrangC*

that none of the Lditors could perceive, that both the Senti-

rne.-t a<jd diamruar are defective here. The eaty Correction,

which I have given, was pxefenbed to jnc by the ingenious

And
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And thefe breed honour : That is honour's fcorn^

Which challenges itfelf as honour's born,

And is not like the fire. Honours bell thrive,

When rather from our acts we them derive

Than our fore-goers : the mere word's a ilave

Debauch t on every tomb, on every grave ;

A lying trophy ; (14) and as oft is dumb,
Where duft and damn'd oblivion is the tomb
Of honour'd bones, indeed. What mould be faid ?

If thou can'ft like this creature as a maid,

I can create the reft: virtue and me.

Is her own dow'r ; honour and wealth from me.
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do't.

King. Thou wrong'il thyfelf, if thou fhould'ft ftrive

to chufe.

He/. That you are well reHor'd, my lord, I'm glad ;

Let the reft go.

King. ( 1 5 )
My honour's at the ftake ; which to defend^

I muft produce my power. Here, take her hand,

Proud fcornfu! boy, unworthy this good gift

!

That deft in vile mifprifion fhackie up

My love, and her defert ; that canft not dream,
We, poizing us in her defective fcale,

Shair weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know,
It is in us to plant thine honour, where

(14) and as oft is dumb y

Where Duft and dam-ad Oblivion is the Tomb.

Of honoured Bones, indeed, what fiould be faid ?~\ This 13

fuch pretty Stuff, indeed, as is only worthy of its accurate Edi-
tors ! The Tranfpofition of an innocent Stop, or two, is a
Task above their Diligence : efpecially, if common Senfe is

to be the Refult of it. The Regulation, I have given, muft
(hike every Reader fo at firft Glance, that it needs not aWord
in Confirmation.

(15) My Honour"
1
s at the Stake 5 which to defeat

I muft produce, my Pow^r.] The poor King of France Is

again made a Man of Gotham, by our unmerciful Editors:

What they make him fay, is mere mock-reafoning : For he is

not to make ufe of his Authority to defeat, but to defend, his

We.



38 All's well, that Ends well.

We pleafe to have it grow. Check thy contempt

:

Obey our will, which travels in thy good ;

Believe not thy difdain, .but prefently

Do thine own fortunes that obedient right,

Which both thy duty owes, and our rx>wer claims ;

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever

Into the ftaggers, and the carelefs lapfe

Of youth and ignorance ; my revenge and hate

Loofing upon thee in the name of jultice,

Without all terms of pity. Speak, thine anfwer.

Ber. Pardon, my gracious Lord ; for I fubmit

My fancy to your eyes. When I confider,

What great creation, and what dole of honour

Flies where you bid ; I find, that (lie, which late

Was in my nobler thoughts moft bafe, is now
The praifed of the King ; who, fo enobled,

Is, as 'twere, born fo

.

King. Take her by the hand,

And tell her, Ihe is thine : to whom I promife

A counterpoize ; if not in thy eftate,

A balance more repleat.

Ber. I take her hand.

King. Good fortune, and the favour of the King
Smile upon this contract ; whofe ceremony

Shall Teem expedient on the new-born brief,

And be performed to night ; the folemn feaft

Shall more attend upon the coming (pace,

Expe&ing abfent friends. As thou lov'il her,

Thy love's to me religious ; elfe does err. \Exeunt.

Manent Parolles and Lafeu.

Laf. Do you hear, Monfieur ? a word with you.

Par. Your plea fu re, Sir ?

Laf. Your Lord and Matter did well to make his re-

can canon.

Par. Recantation?— my Lord? my Matter I

Laf. Ay, is it not a language 1 ipcak ?

Par. A molt harm one, and not to be understood

Without bloody fucceeding. A.y mailer?

Laf. Are you companion to the Count Roufilhn ?

Par.
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Par. To any Count ; to all Counts ; to what is

man.

Laf To what is Count's man ; Count's mailer is of
another ftile.

Par. You are too old, Sir ; let it fatisfie you, you are

too old.

Laf. I muft tell thee. Sirrah, I write man ; to which
title age cannot bring thee.

Par. What I dare too well do. I dare not do.

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be a
pretty wife fellow ,* thou didft make tolerable vent of

thy travel ; it might pafs ; yet the fcarfs and the ban-
nerets about thee did manifoldly diiTaade me from be-

lieving thee a velfel of too great a burthen. I have now
found thee ; when I lofe thee again, I care not : yet art

thou good for nothing but taking up, and that thou'rt

fcarce worth.

Par. Hadft thou not the privilege of antiquity upon
thee

Laf Do not plunge thyfelf too far in anger, left thou
haften thy tryal ; which if, Lord have mercy on
thee for a hen ! fo, my good window of lattice, fare

thee well ; thy cafement I need not open, I look thro'

thee. Give me thy hand.

Par. My Lord, you give me moil egregious indig-

nity.

Laf Ay, with all my heart, and thou art worthy
of it.

Par. I have not, my Lord, deferv'd it.

Laf es, good faith, ev'ry dram of it ; and I will

not 'bate thee a fcruple.

Par. Well, I fhail be wifer

Laf. Ev'n as foon as thou can'ft, for thou haft to pull

at a imaek o'th' contrary. If ever thou beeft bound in

thy fcarf and beaten, thou ihak find what it-is to be
proud of thy bondage. I have a defire to hold my ac-

quaintance with thee, or rather my knowledge, that I

may fay in the default, he is a man I know.
Par. My Lord, you. do me molt intupportable vexa-

tion,

Laf
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Laf I would, it were hell- pains for thy fake, and" my
poor doing eternal : for doing, I am pad ;~as I will,

by thee, in what motion age will give me leave.

{Exit.

Par. Well, thou haft a fon fhall take this difgrace off

me ; fcurvy, old, filthy, fcurvy Lord ! well, I muft

be patient, there is no fettering of authority. I'll beat

him, by my life, if I can meet him with any conveni-

ence, an he were double and double a Lord. .
I'll have

no more pity of his age, than I would have of I'll

beat him, an if i could but meet him again.

ReTcnter Lafeu.

Laf. Sirrah, your Lord and Mailer's married, there's

news for you : you have a new miftrefs.

Par. I moil unfeigncdly befeech your Lordfhip to

make fome refervation of your wrongs. He, my good

Lord, whom I ferve above, is my mailer.

Laf. Who? God?
Par. Ay, Sir.

Laf. The devil it is, that's thy mailer. Why doll

thou garter up thy arms o' this faihion r dofl make hofe

of thy fieeves ? do other fervants fo ? thou wert bell fet

thy lower part where thy nofe Hands. By mine honour,

if I were but two hours younger, I'd beat thee : me-
thinks, thou art a general ciTence, and every man fnouid

beat thee. I think, thou waft created for men to breathe

themfelves upon thee.

Par. This is hard and undeferved meafure, my Lord.

Laf Go to, Sir ; you were beaten in Italy for picking

a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a vagabond,

and no true traveller : you are more fawcy with lords and
honourable perfonages, than the commifhon of your birth

and virtue gives you heraldry. You are not worth an-

other word, elfe I'd call you knave. I leave you.

[Exit.

Enter Bertram.

Par. Gcod, very good, it is fo then. — Good, very

good, let it be conceafd a while,

Bcr,
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1

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever !

-Par. What is the matter, fweet heart ?

Ber. Although before the folemn Prieft I've fwo'rn,

I will not bed her.

Par. What ? what, fweet heart ?

Ber. O my Parolies, they have married me :

Til to the Tufcan wars, and 'never bed her.

Par. France is a dog hole, and it no more merits the

trsad of a man's foot : to th
1
wars.

Ber. There's letters from my mother ; what the im-
port is, I know not yet.

Par. Ay, that would be known : to th' wars, my
boy, to th' wars.

He wears his honour in a box, unfeen,

That hugs his kickfy-wickfy here at home ;

Spending his manly marrow in her arms,

Which ihould fuftain the bound and high curvet

Of Maris fiery fteed : to other regions

France is a ftable, we that dwell in't jades,

Therefore to th' war.

Ber. It fhaii be fo, Til fend her to my houfe,

Acquaint my mother with my hate to her,

And wherefore I am fled ; write to the King
That which I durft not fpeak. His prefent gift

Shall farnifti me to thofe Italian fields,

Where noble fellows ftrike. War is no ftrife

To the dark houfe, and the deteited wife.

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art fure ?

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and advife me,
I'll fend her ftraight away : to-morrow

I'll to the wars, ihe to her fingle forrow.

Par. Why, thefe balls bound, there's noife in it. *

Tis hard ;

A young man, married, is a man that's marr'd :

Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go,

The King has done you wypng ; but, hum ! 'tis fo.

[Exeunt*

Emer
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Enter Helena and Clown.

He/. My mother greets me kindly, is fhe well ?

C/o. She is not well, but yet Hie has her health ; (he's

very merry, but yet fhe is not well : but, thanks be
given, /he's very well, and .wants nothing i'th' world ;

but yet fiie is not well.

He/. If fhe be very well, what does me ail, that fhe's

not very well ?

Clo. Truly, fhe's very well, indeed, but for two
things.

HeI. What two things ?

C/c. One, that fhe's not in heav'n, whither God fend

her quickly ; the other, that fhe's in earth, from v\ hence
God fend her quickly !

Enter Parolles.

Par. Blefs you, my fortunate lady !

He/. I hope, Sir, I have your good will to have
mine own good fortune.

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on ; and to

keep them on
:

have them ftill. O, my knave, how
does my old lady ?

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles and I her mony,
I would, flie did, as you fay.

Par. Why, I fay nothing.

C/o. Marry, you are the wifer man ; for many a man's

tongue fhakes out his mailer's undoing : to fay nothing,

to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing,

is to be a great part of your title ; which is within a

very little of nothing.

Par. Away, thou'rt a knave.

C/o. You mould have faid, Sir, before a knave, th'art

a knave ; that's, before me th'art a knave : this had

been truth, Sir.

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found thee.

C/o. Did you find me in yourfelf, Sir? or were you
taught to find me ? the fearch, Sir, was profitable, and

much fool may you find in you, even to the world's

pleafure, and the encreafe of laughter.

Par.
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Par. A good knave, i faith, and well fed.

Madam, my Lord will go away to night,

A very ferious bufinefs calls on him.

The great prerogative and rite of love,

Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknowledge y,

But puts it off by a compelled reftrainc

:

Whofe want, and whofe delay, is ftrewM with fvveets

Which they dift.il now in the curbed time,

To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy,

And pleafure drown the brim.

He/. What*s his will elfe ?

Par. That you will take your inftant leave o'th
1

King,,

And make this hafte as your own good proceeding;

Strengthen'd with what apology, you think,

May make it probable need.

He/. What more commands he ?

Par. That having this obtained, you prefently

Attend his further pleafure.

He/. (16) In every thing I wait upon his will.

Par. I {hall report it fo. {Exit ParoIIes.

He/. I pray you. Come, Sirrah. [To Clown.
r p *

Enter Lafeu and Bertram.

Laf. But, I hope, your Lordfhip thinks not him a
foldier.

Ber. Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant approof.

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance.

Ber. And by other warranted teftimony.

Laf. Then my dial goes not true ; 1 took this lark

for a bunting.

(16) Hel. In every Thing I wait upon his Will*

Par. / /hall report it fo.

Hel. I pray you come, Sirrah.] The Pointing of He*
len's laft fhort Speech ftands thus abfurdly, thro' all the Edi-

tions. My Regulation reftores the true Meaning Upon Pa-
rolles faying, He fliall report it fo j Helena is intended to reply*

I pray you, do fo ; and then, turning to the Clov^n^ She more
familiarly addieffes him, and bids him come along with her.

Ber,
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Ber, I do afiure you, my Lord, he is very great in.

knowledge, and accordingly valiant.

Laf 1 have then finned againft his experience, and
tranfgrefs'd againft his valour ; and my ftate that way is

dangerous, fmce I cannot yet find in my heart to repent

:

here he comes ; I pray you, make us friends, 1 will

purfue the amity.

Enter Parolles.

Par. Thefe things fhall be done, Sir.

Laf. I pray you, Sir, who's his taylor ?

Par. Sir?

Laf. O, I know him well ; I, Sir, he, Sir's, a good
workman, a very good taylor.

Ber. Is Die gone to the King ? [JJtde to Parolles.

Par. She is.

Ber. Will ihe away to night ?

Par. As you'll have her.

Ber. I have writ my letters, cafketed my treafure%

given order for our horfes ; and to night, when I

ihould take polTeffion of the bride — and ere I do
begin

Laf. A good traveller is fomething at the latter end
of a dinner ; but one that lyes three thirds, and ufes a

known truth to pafs a thoufand nothings with, mould
be once heard, and thrice beaten God fave you,

captain.

Ber. Is there any unkind nefs between my Lord and
you, Monfieur ?

Par. I know not, how I have deferved to run into

my Lord's difpleafure.

Laf (17) You have made fhift to run into't, boots

and ipurs and all, like him that leapt into the cuftard ;

(17) Tot* have made pAft to run inf't, Boots and Spurs and

nil, like him that leapt mto the Cuftard.] This odd Allufion is

not introduced without a View to Satire. It was a Foolery

praftis'd at City-Entertainments, whilft the Jejler or Zany was

in Vogue, for him to jump into a large deep Cuftard: fet for

the Parpofe* to fet on a Quantity of barren Spcilators to laugfi 5

as oui Poet fays in his Hamlet,
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and out of it you'll run again, rather than fuffer queftioa
for your refidence.

Ber. It may be, you have miflaken him, my Lord.
La//And (hall do fo ever, tho' I took him at's prayers.

Fare you well, my Lord, and believe this of me, there
can be no kernel in this light nut : the foul of this man
is his clothes. Trull him not in matter of heavy con-
fequence

:
I have kept of them tame, and know their

natures. Farewel, Monfieur, I have fpoken better of
you, than you have or will deferve at my hand, but we
muft do good againft evil. {Exit.

Par. Anidlelord, I fwear.

Ber. I think fo.

Par. Why, do you not know him ?

Ber. Yes, I know him well, and common fpeech
Gives him a worthy pafs. Here comes my clog.

Enter Helena.

He/. I have, Sir, as I was commanded from you,,
Spoke with the King, and have procur'd his leave
For prefent parting ; only, he defires

Some private fpeech with you.

Ber. I {hall obey his will,

fou mud not marvel, Helen, at my courfe,

^hich^ holds not colour with the time ; nor does
The miniftration and required office

3n my particular. Prepar'd I was not
7or fuch a bufinefs ; therefore am I found
Jo much unfettled : this drives me to intreat you,
That prefently you take your way for home,
Vnd rather mufe, than ask, why I intreat you ;
por my refpecls are better than they feem,
\nd my appointments have in them a need
greater than fnews itfelf at the firft view,
"0 yon that know them not. This to my mother.

[Giving a letter.

Twih be two days ere I fhall fee you, fo
leave you to your wifdom.
Hel. Sir, I can nothing fay,

at that I am your moft obedient fervant,

Ber,
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B*r. Come, come, no more of that.

Hel. And ever mall

With true obfervance feek to eke out That,

Wherein tow'rd me my homely liars have fail'd

To equal my great fortune.

Ber. Let i hat go :

My hafte is ven great. Farewel ; hie home.
Hel. Pray, bir, your pardon.

Ber* Well, what would you fay ?

Hel I am not worthy of the wealth I owe

;

Nor dare 1 fay, 'tis mine, and yet it is

;

But. like a tim'rous thief, moft fain would Ileal

What law does vouch mine own.

Ber. What would you have ?

Hel. Something, and fcarce fo much nothing,

indeed

I would not tell you what I would, my Lord—-'faith,
|

yes ;

Strangers and foes do funder, and not kifs.

Ber. I pray you, Hay not : but in hafte to horfe.

Hel. (18) 1 mail not break your bidding, good my
Lord. [Exit Helena..]

Ber. Where are my other men, Monfieur ?—farewel.

J

Go thou tow' id home, where I will never come,

Whilft I can make my fword, or hear the drum :

Away, and for our flight.

Par. Bravely, Couragio ! [Exeunt.

(1?) Hel. / flail not brenl^your Bidding, good my Lord :

Where are my other Men ? Monjieur, farewel.

Ber. Go thou, toward home, where I will never come,]

What other Men is Hilen here enquiring after ? Or who is She?

foppos'd to ask for them? The old Countefs, 'tis certain, didl

not lend her to the Court without fome Attendants: but nei- ;

ther the Clown, nor any of her Retinue, are now upon thd

Stage : Btrtraw, obferving Htlen to linger fondiy, and wanting)

to fltifr her off, puts on a Shew of Hafte, asks Parollcs for hi*

Servants, and then gives his Wife an abiupt Difmifllon.

ACT



Alh well, that Ends well.

ACT III.

SCENE, the Duke's Court in Florence.

Flourijh. Enter the Duke of Florence, two French
Lords, with Soldiers.

D U K E.

SO that, from point to point, now have yon heard
The fundamental reafons of this war,

Whofe great decifion hath much blood let forth,

And more thirfts after.

1 Lord. Holy feems the quarrel

Upon your Grace's part ; but black and fearful

On the oppofer.

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our coufin France
Would, in fo juft a bufmefs, iliut his bofom
Againft our borrowing prayers.

2 Lord. Good my Lord,

The reafons of our liate I cannot yield,

But like a common and an outward man,
That the great figure of a council frames

By felf-unable motion ; therefore dare not

Say what I think of it, fince J have found

Myfelf in my incertain grounds to fail

As often as I gueft.

Duke. Be it his pleafure.

2 Lord. But I am fure, the younger of our nation,

That forfeit on their eafe, will day by day

Come here for phyfick.

Duke. Welcome mail they be :

And all the honours, that can fly from us,

Shall on them fettle. You know your places well.

When better fall, for your avails they fell ;

To-morrow, to the field. [Exeunt.

SCENE



48 All's welly that Ends well.

SCENE changes to Roufillon, in France,

Enter Countefs, and Clown.

Count. TT hath happen'd, all as I would have had it

;

X lave, that he comes not along with her.

Clo. By my troth, I take my young Lord to be a

very melancholy man.
Count. By what obfervance, T pray you ?

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and fing

;

mend his ruff, and fing ; ask queftions, and fing ; pick

his teeth, and fing. I knew a man that had this trick

of melancholy, fold a goodly manor for a fong.

Count. Let me fee what he writes, and when he means

to come. [Reads the letter.

Clo. I have no mind to Isbel, fince I was at court.

Our old ling, and our hbels 0W1 country, are nothing

like your old ling, and your Isbels o'th' court : the brain

of my Cupid's knock'd out ; and I begin to love, as an
old man loves mony, with no ftomach.

Count. What have we here ?

Clo. E'en That you have there. [Exit.

Countefs reads a letter.

I have fent you a daughter-in-law : Jbe hath recovered

the King, and undone vie. I have wedded her, not bedded

her ; and/worn to make the not eternal. Youfiall hear,

1 am run away \ knew it, before the report come. If there

be breadth enough in the world, I will bold a long dijlance.

My duty to you.

Tour unfortunate Son,

Bertram.

This is not well, rafii and unbridled boy,

To fly the favours of fo good a King,

To pluck his indignation on thy head ;

By the mifprizirg of a maid, too virtuous

For the contempt of empire.

Re-enter
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Re-enter Clown.

Clo. O Madam, yonder is heavy news within between
two foldiers and my young lady.

Count. What is the matter ?

Clo. Nay, there is fome comfort in the news, fome
comfort ; your fon will not be kill'd fo foon as I thouo-ht
he would.

Count. Why mould he be kill'd ?

Clo. So fay I, Atfadam, if he run away, as I hear he
does ; the danger is in {landing to't ; that's the lofs of
men, though it be the getting of children. Here they
come, will tell you more. For my part, I only hear,
your fon was run away.

Enter Helena, and twos Gentlemen.

1 Gen. Save you, good Madam.
He/. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone.—

.

2 Gen. Do not fay fo.

Count . Think upon patience : 'pray you, gentlemen,
I ve felt fo many quirks of joy and grief,

That the firft face of neither, on the ftart,

Can woman me unto't. Where is my fon ?

2 Gen. Madam, he's gone to ferve the Duke of Flo-
rence.

We met him thitherward, for thence we came

;

And, after fome difpatch in hand at court,
Thither we bend again.

Uel: Look on this letter, Madam ; here's my pafs-
port.

J r

When thou canjl get the ring upon my finger, which ne-
verjball come of; and jbew me a child begotten of\
thy body that lam father to, then call me husband;

^
hit in fuch a Then I write a Never.

This is a dreadful fentence.

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen ?

i Gen. Ay, Madam, and, for the contents' fake., are
v

lorry for our pains.

Count. I pr'ythee, lady, have a better cheer.
It thou engroffelt ail the griefs as thine,

Vol. III. C Thou
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Thou robb'ft me of a moiety : he was my fon,

But I do warn his name out of my blood,

And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he I

2 Gen. Ay, Madam.
Count. And to be a foldier ?

2 Gen. Such is his noble purpofe; and, believed,

The Duke will lay upon him all the honour

That good convenience claims.

Count. Return you thither ?

i Gen. Ay, Madam, with the fwifteft wing of ipeed.

Hel 'Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France.

'Tis bitter.
[Reading.

Count. Find you that there ?

HeL Yes, Madam.

i Gen. 'Tis but the boldnefs of his hand, happ'ly,

which his heart was not confenting to.

Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wife.?

There's nothing here, that is too good for him,

But only fhe ; and me deferves a lord,

That twenty fuch rude boys might tend upon,

And call her hourly miftrefs. Who was with him ?

i Gen. A fervant only, and a gentleman

Which I have fome time known.

Count. Parolles, was't not ?

i Gen. Ay, my good lady, he.
.

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickednefs :

My fon corrupts a well-derived nature

With his inducement. j
1 Gen. Indeed, good lady, the fellow has a deal or*

that too much, which holds him much to have.

Count Y'are welcome, gentlemen; I will intreat you,

when you fee my fon, to tell him, that his fword can

never win the honour that he lofes :
more 1 11 intreat you

written to bear along. \

2 Gen. We ferve you, Madam, m that and all your

tvorthieft affairs.

Count. Not fo, but as we change our courtelies.

Will you draw near ? [Exeunt Countefs and Gentlemen.

Hel. 'Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France.

Nothing in France, until he has no wife

!
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Thou jhalt have none, Roufdhn, none in JW, •
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U f ^ain
- Pc°' lord h't lThat chafe thee from thy country, and expofeThofe tender hmbs of thine to the evenV
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tL, !
none

;
fPa""g war ? and is it I,

And tho I kill him not, I am the caufeHis death was fo eiTeded. Better 'twere
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J
that hol^s th<* hence.Shall I ftayh d
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The air of paradife did fan the ho
'
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Ber. Sir, it is

A charge too heavy for my ftrength ; but yet

We'll itrive to bear it for your worthy lake,

To th' extream edge of hazard.

Duke. Then go forth,

And fortune play upon thy profp'rous helm,
As thy aufpicious miftrefs I

Ber. This very day,

Great Mars, I put myfelf into thy file ;

Make me but like my thoughts, and I fliali prove

A lover of thy drum; hater of love. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Roufillon in France*

Enter Countefs and Steward.

Count. A Las ! and would you take die letter of her ?

/\ Might you not know, fhe would do, as

ihe has done,

By fending me a letter ? Read it again.

LETTER.
1 am St. Jaques* pilgrim, thither gone

;

Ambitious love hath Jo in me offended,

*[hat bare-foot plod I the cold ground upon,

With fainted vovu my faults to have amended.

Write, 'write, that frcm the bloody courfe tfwar
My dcarefl wafer, your dear fen, may hie

;

Blefs him at home in peace, whiljl Ifrom far
His name with "zealousfervour fanclife.

His takin labours bid him me forgive ;

J, his defpightful Juno, fent him forth

From courtly friends, with camping foes to live i

Where death and danger dog the heels of worth.

He is too good andfair for death and me,

Wbo?n I my/elf embrace, to ft him free.

Ah, what fharp Rings are in her mildeft words ?

Rynaldo, you did never lack advice fo much,
As letting her pds fo ; had I fpokc with her,

I could have well diverted her intents,

Which thus ihe hath prevented.
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Stenv. Pardon, Madam,

If I had given you this at over-night

She might have been o'er-ta'en ; and yet (he writes,

Purfuit would be but vain.

Count. What angel mall

Blefs this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive,

Unlefs her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear,

And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath
Of greateft juilice. Write, write, Rynaldo,

To this unworthy husband of his wife ;

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth,

That he does weigh too light : my greateft grief,

Tho* little he do feel it, fet down fharply,

Difpatch the moil -convenient melTenger ;

When, haply, he £hall hear that ihe is gone,

He will return, and hope I may, that me,
Hearing fo much, will fpeed her foot again,

Led hither by pure love. Which of them both

Is deareft to me, I've no skill in fenfe

To make diftinclion ; provide this mefTenger

;

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak

;

Grief would have tears, and forrow bids me fpeak.

[Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a publick Place in Florence.

A tucket afar off.

Enter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, Violenta, and
Mariana, with other Citizens.

Wid. "VTAY, come. For if they do approach the

city, we lhall lofe all the fight.

Dia. They fay, the French Count has done moft ho-

nourable fervice.

Wid. It is reported, that he has ta'en their greateft

commander ; and that with his own hand he flew the

Duke's brother. We have loft our labour, they are

gone a contrary way : hark, you may know by their

trumpets.

C J MarJ
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Mar. Come, let's return again, and fuffice ourfelvei
with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this
French Earl 3 the honour of a maid is her name, and no
legacy is fo rich as honefty.

Wid. I have told my neighbour, how you have been
follicited by a gentleman his companion.
Mar. I know that knave, (hang him !) one Parol/es ;

a filthy officer he is in thofe fuggcltions for the young
Earl ; beware of them, Diana ; their promifes, entice-
ments, oaths, tokens, and all thefe engines of loft, are
not the things they go under; many a maid hath been
feduced by them ; and the mifery is, example, that fo ter-
rible (hews in the wreck of maidenhood, cannot for aU
that diffuade fucceffion, but that they are limed with the
twigs that threaten them. I hope, I need not to advife
you further ; but, I hope, your own grace will keep
you where you are, tho' there were no further danger
known, but the modefty which is fo loft.

Dia. You (hall not need to fear me.

Enter Helena, difguisd like a Pilgrim.

Wid. I hope fo. Look, here comes a pilgrim ; I

know, fhe will lye at my houfe ; thither they fend one
another ; I'll queftion her : God fave youx pilgrim ! whi-

ther are you bound ?

He/. To St. Jaques le Grand. Where do the palmers

ledge, I do befeech you ?

Wid. At the St. Francis , befide the port.

He/. Is this the way ? [A march afar off.

Wid. Ay, marry, lit. Hark you, they come this way.

If you will tarry, holy pilgrim, but 'till the troop*

come by,

I will conduct you where you mail be lodg'd ;

The rather, for, I think, I know your hoftef*

As ample as rnyfelf.

He/. Is it yourfelf ?

Wid. If you (hall pleafe fo, pilgrim.

HiL J thank you, and will Hay upon your leifure.

Wid. You came, I think, from France.

He/. I did fo.

Wid.
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Wid. Here you (hall fee a countryman of yours,

That has done worthy fervice.

He/. His name, I pray you ?

Dia. The Count Roujillon : know you fuch a one ?

He/. But by the ear, that hears moft nobly of him *

His face I know not.

Dia. Whatfoe'er he is,

He's bravely taken here. He Mole from France,

As 'tis reported ; for the King had married him
Againft his liking. Think you, it is fo ?

He/. Ay, furely, meer the truth ; I know his lady.

Dia. There is a gentleman, that ferves the Count,

Reports but courfely of her.

He/. What's his name ?

Dia. Moniieur Pard/es.

He/. Oh, I believe with him,
In argument of praife, or to the worth
Of the great Count himfelf, Ihe is too mean
To have her name repeated ; all her deferving

Is a referved honefty, and That
I have not heard examin'd.

Dia. Alas, poor lady !

'Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife

Of a detefting lord.

Wid. Ah ! right ; good creature ! wherefoe'er fhe is

Her heart weighs fadly ; this young maid might do her

A fhrewd turn, if Ihe pleas'd.

HeI. How do you mean ?

May be, the am'rous Count follicits her

In the unlawful purpofe.

Wid. He does, indeed

;

And brokes with all, that can in fuch a fuic

Corrupt the tender honour of a maid :

But fhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard
In honefteft defence.

Drum and Co/ours. Enter Bertram, Parolles, Officers

and So/diers attending*

Mar. The Gods forbid elfe !

Wid. So, now they come :

C 4 That
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That is Antonio, the Duke's eldefl fon

;

That, EJcalus.

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ?

Dia. He;
That with the plume ; 'tis a moft gallant fellow ;

1 would, he iov'd his wife ! if he were honefter,

He were much goodlier. Is't not a handfome gentle-

man ?

Hel. I like him well.

Dia. 'Tis pity, he is not honeft ; yond's that fame
knave, (19)

That leads him to thefe paces ; were I his lady,

Fd poiforv that vile rafcal.

Hel Which is he ?

Dia. That jack-an-apes with (carte, Why is he me-
lancholy ?

Hel. Perchance, he's hurt i'th' battel.

Par. Lofe our drum ! well.

Mar. He's fhrewdly vex'd at fomethirg. Look, he

has fpied us.

Wid. Marry, hang you !

[Exeunt Bertram, Parolles, cjf r

»

Mar. And your courrefie, for a ring-carrier !

Wid. The troop is pall : come, pilgrim, I will bring

you,

Where you fnall hoft : Of injoyn'd penitents

There'! four or five, to great St. Jaques bound,
Already at my houfe.

Hel. I humbly thank you :

Pieaie it this matron, and this gentle maid
To eat wit-h us to night, the cha. geand thanking

(19) Tond*s That fame Fellow,

7hat leads htm to thefe Places.] What Places ? He did

not lead him to be General of Horfe under the Duke of Flo-

rence, fure. Nor have they been talking of Brothels; or, in-

deed, any particular Locality. I make no Qucftion, but our

Author wrote 5

That leads him to thtfe Paces.

i. e. to fuch irregular Steps, to Courfcs of Debauchery, to not

loving his Wife.

ShaH
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Shall be for me : and to requite you further,

I will bellow fome precepts on this virgia

Worthy the note.

Both, We'll take your offer kindly. [Exeunt.

Entir Bertram, and the two French Lords.

1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to't : let hira

have his way.
1 Lord. If your lordfhip find him not a hilding, hold

me no more in your refpecl.

1 Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble.

Ber. Do you think, I am fo far deceiv'd in him ?

1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct

knowledge, without any malice, but to fpeak of him
as my kinfman ; he's a moil notable coward, an infinite

and endlefs liar, an hourly promife-breaker, the owner
of no one good quality worchy your lordfhip's entertain-

ment.

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him, left, repofing

too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might at

fome great and trufty bufinefs in a main danger fail

you.

Ber. I would, I knew in what particular a&ion to try

him.

z Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his

drum ; which y«tf hear him fo confidently undertake to

do.

1 Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines, will fuddenly

furprize him ; fuch I will have, whom, I am fure, he
knows not from the enemy : we will bind and hood-wink
him fo, that he mail fuppofe no other but that he is

carried into the leaguer of the adverfaries, when we
bring him to our own tents; be but your lordfhip

prefent at his examination, if he do not for the promife

of his life, and in the higheft compulfion of bafe fear,

offer to betray you, and deliver all the intelligence in

his power againft you, and that with the divine forfeit

of his foul upon oath, never truft my judgment in any

thing.

C 5 2 Lord.
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2 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch

his drum ; he fays, he has a ftratagem for't ; (20) when
your lordfhip fees the bottom of his fuccefs in':, and

(20) When your Lordjhip fees the bottom of his Succefs in
y
t, and

to what Metal this Counterfeit Lump of Ours -will be melted, if yopt

give him not John Drum'* Entertainment, your Inclining cannot be

removed.] Lump of Ours has been the Reading of all the Edi-

tions. Oare, according to my Emendation, bears a Confo-
nancy with the other Terms accompanying, (viz. Metal, Lump,
and melted) and helps the Propriety of the Poet's Thought

:

For fo one Metaphor is kept up, and all the Words are proper

and fuitable to it. But, what is the Meaning of John Drum's
Entertainment? Lafeu feveral Times afterwards calls Parol/es9

Tom Drum. But the Difference of the Chriftian Name will make
None in the Explanation. There is an old Motley Interlude^

(printed in 1601) call'd, Jacl^Drum's Entertainment : Or, the

Comedy of Pafquil and Katharine. In This, Jach^Drum is a Ser-

rant of Intrigue, who is ever aiming at Projects, and always

foiPd, and given the Drop. And there is another old piece

(publiiVd in 1627) call'd, Apollo jlroving, in which I find

tnete Expre'fllons.

Thuriger. Thou Loz.el 9 hath Slug infetted you?

Why do you givefuch hvnd Entertainment to that Cobweb ?

Scopas. It flail have Tom Dium'j Entertainment 5 a Flap

with a Fox-tail.

But Both thefe Pieces are, perhaps, too late in Time, to come
to the Afliftanceof our Author: fowemuft look a little higher.

What is faid here to Bertram is to this Efftc>. " My Lord, as
" you have taken this Fellow [Parolles] into fo near a Confi-
%< dence, if, upon his being found a Counterfeit, you don't
* caflieer him from your Favour, then youx Attachment is not
•* to be remov'd." I'll now fubjoin a Quotation from
HoliHgfhed, (of whofe Books Shakefpearewas a moft diligent Rea-
der) which will pretty well afcertain Drum's Hiftory. This Chro-
nologer, in his Defcription of Ireland, fpeaking of Patrick^ Scar-

fefield, (Mayor of Dublin in the Year ifsi>) and of his extra-

vagant Hofpitality, fubjoins, that no Gucit had ever a cold or

forbidding Look from any Part of his Family: ib that his

Porter, or any other Officer, durft not, for both his Ears, yvc the

fimplefl Man, that reforted to his Houfe, Tom Drum'* Entertain-

ment, which u, to hale a Man in by the Head, andthruft him
cut by both the Shoulders,

to
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to what metal this counterfeit lump of Oar will be melt-

ed, if you give him not John Drum's entertainment,

your inclining cannot be removed. Here he comes.

Enter Parolles.

1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the

humour of his defign, let him fetch off his drum in any

hand.

Ber. How now, Monfieur ? this drum flicks forely in

your difpofition.

2 Lord. A pox on't, let it go, 'tis but a drum.

Par. But a drum ! is't but a drum ? a drum fo loft I

there was an excellent command ! to charge in with our

horfe upon our own wings, and to rend our own
foldiers.

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the command
of the fervice ; it was a difafter of war that Cafar himfelf

could not have prevented, if he had been there to com-
mand.

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fuccefs

:

fome difhonour we had in the lofs of that drum, but it

is not to be recover'd.

Par. It might have been recover'd.

Ber. It might, but it is not now.
Par. It is to be recover'd; but that the merit of

fervice is feldom attributed to the true and exact per-

former, I would have that drum or another, or hie

jacet

Ber. Why, if you have a ftomach to'c, Monfieur

;

if you think your myftery in ftratagem can bring this

inftrument of honour again into his native quarter, be
magnanimous in the enterprize and go on ; 1 will grace

the attempt for a worthy exploit : if you fpeed well in it;

the Duke mail both fpeak of it, and extend to you what
further becomes his greatnefs, even to the utmoil fyliable

of your worthinefs.

Par. By the hand of a foldier, I will undertake it.

Ber. But you muft not now flumber in it.

Par. I'll about it this evening ; and I will prefently

jen down my dilemma's, encourage myfelf in my cer-

tainty,
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tainty, put myfelf into my mortal preparation ; and, by
midnight, look to hear further from me.

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his Grace, you are

gone about it r

Par. I know not what the fuccefc will be, my Lord ;

but the attempt I vow.
Ber. I know, th'art valiant ; and to the poflibility of

thy foldierfhip, will fubfcribe for thee ; fareweL

Far. I love not many words. [Exit.

1 Lord. No more than a nlh loves water. Is not

this a itrange fellow
; my Lord, that fo confidently feems

to undertake this buGnefs. which he knows is not to be

done; damns himfelf to do it, and dares better be damn'd
than to do't ?

2 Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we do ;

certain it is, that he will Heal himfelf into a man's
favour, and for a week efcape a great deal of difecve-

Ties ; but when yoa find him out, you have him ever

after.

Ber. Why, do you think, he will make no deed at

all of this, that fo ferioufly he does addrefs himfelf

unto ?

2 Lord. None in the wo^ld, but return with an in-

vention, and clap upon you two or three probable lies

;

but we have almofi imbofsM him you fnaJl fee his

fell to night; for, indeed, he is not for your lordfhip's

refpecl.

1 Lord. We'll make you fome fport with the fox, ere

we cafe him. He was firft fmoak'd by the old lord

Lafeu ; when his difguife and he is parted, tell me what

a fprat you fhall find him ; which you fhall Tee, this very

night.

z Lord. I mull go and look my twigi ; he mail be

Mir* Ycur brother, he fhall go along with me.

2 Lord. As t pleafe your lordfhip. Til leave you.

[Exit.

Ber. Now will I lead you to the houfe, and mew you
The bfi 1 ipoke of.

i Lcrd. Uut you fay, /he's honeft.

In,
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Ber. That's all the fault : I fpoke with her but once*
And found her wondrous cold ; but I fent to her,

By this fame coxcomb that we have i
T
th' wind,

Tokens and letters^ which me did re-fend ;

And this is all I've done : (he's a fair creature,

Will you go fee her ?

i L§rd. With all my heart, my lord. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Widow's Houfc.

Enter Helena, and Widow.

tiel. TF you mifdoubt me that I am not me,

X I know not, how I mail aflure you further

;

But I mall lofe the grounds I work upon.

Wid. Tho' my eilate be fallen, I was well born^

Nothing acquainted with thefe bufmeffes ;

And would not put my reputation now
In any Gaining act.

He/. Nor would I wifh you.

Firft, give me truft, the Count he is my husbancf *

And what to your fvvorn counfel I have fpoken,

Is fo, from word to word ; and then you cannot,

By the good aid that I ofyou mail borrow,

Err in bellowing it.

Wid. I lhould believe you,

For you have fhew'd me that, which well approves

Y'are great in fortune.

He/. Take this purfe ofgold,

And let me buy your friendly help thus far,

Which I will over-pay, and pay again

When I have found it. The Count wooes your daughter^

Lays down his wanton liege before her -beauty,

Refolves to carry her ; let her confent,

As we'll direct her how, 'tis bell to bear it.

Now his important blood will nought deny,

That fhe'll demand : a ring the Count does wear,

That downward hath fucceeded in his houfe

From fon to fon, fome four or five defcents,

Since the firft father wore it. This ring he holds
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In moft rich choice ; yet in his idle fire,

To buy his will, it would not feem too dear,

However repented after.

Wid. Now I fee the bottom of your purpofe,

Hel. You fee it lawful then. It is no more,

But that your daughter, ere me feems as won,
Defires this ring ; appoints him an encounter r

In fine, delivers me to fill the time,

Herfelf* moft chaftly abfent : after this,

To marry her, I'll add three thoufand crowns
To what is paft already.

Wid. I have yielded :

Inftrucl my daughter how me mall perfevere,

That time and place, with this deceit fo lawful,

May prove coherent. Every night he comes
With mufick of all forts, and fongs compos'd
To her unworthinefs : it nothing fteads us

To chide him from our eaves, for he perfilto,

As if his life lay on't.

Hel. Why then, to night

Let us aflay our plot ; which if it fpee<3,

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed

;

And lawful meaning in a lawful a#,

Where both not fin, and yet a finful fact.

But Let's about it—

—

[Exeunt*

A C X
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A C T IV.

SCENE, Part of the French Camp m
Florence..

Enter one of the French Lords* with five or fix
Soldiers in ambujh.

Lord.

HE can come no other way but by this hedge-cor-
ner; when you Tally upon him, fpeak what ter-

rible language you will ; though you underftancL

it not your felves, no matter; for we mull not feem to

underftand him, uniefs Tome one amongft us, whom we
muft produce for an interpreter.

Sol. Good captain, let me be th' interpreter.

Lord, Art not acquainted with him ? knows he not
thy voice ?

Sol. No, Sir, I warrant you.

Lord. But what liniie-woolfie haft thou to fpeak to us

again ?

Sol. Ev'n fuch as you fpeak to me.
Lord. He mull think us fome band of ftrangers i'th

v

adverfaries' entertainment, Now he hath a {mack of all

neighbouring languages, therefore we muft every one be
a man of his own fancy ; not to know what we fpeak

one to another, fo we feem to know, is to know ftraigrit

our purpofe : chough's language, gabble enough, and
good enough. As for you, interpreter, you muft feem
very politick. But couch, hoa ! here he comes, to be-

guile two hours in,a fleep, and then to return and fwear

the lies he forges.

Enter Parolles*

Par. Ten o' clock ; within thefe three hours 'twill

be time enough to go home. What fhall I fay, I have

done?
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done ? it mull be a very plaufive invention that carries

it. They begin to fmoak me, and difgraces have of
late knock'd too often at my door ; I find, my tongue is

too fool-hardy * but my heart hath the fear of Mars be-

fore it and of his creatures, not daring the reports of

my tongue.

Lord. This isthefirft truth that e'er thine own tongue

was guilty of. [AJtde,

Par. What the devil lhould move me to undertake

the recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the

impofiibility, and knowing I had no fuch purpofe ? I

mull give my felf fome hurts, and fay, I got them in

exploit ; yet flight ones will not carry it. They will

fay, came you off with fo little ? and great ones I dare

not give; wherefore what's the inllance? Tongue, I
mull put you into a butter-woman's mouth, and buy my
felf another of Bajazefs mule, if you prattle me into

theie perils.

Lord. Is it poffible, he fhould know what he is, and
be that he is ? [Afide.

Par. I would, the cutting ofmy garments would iervc

the turn, or the breaking of my Spani/b fword.

Lord. We cannot afford you fo. [AJide.

Par. Or the baring of my beard, and to fay, it was

in ftratagem.

Lord. 'Twould not do. [AJide.

Par. Or to drown my cloaths, and fay, I was liript.

Lord. Hardly ferve. Aftde.

Par. Though I fwore, I leaped from the window of

the cittadel

Lord. How deep ? [A/tde.

Par. Thirty fathom.

Lord. Three great oaths would fcarce make that be

believed. [AJjdt.

Par. I would, I had any drum of the enemies ; I

would fwear, I- recover'd it.

Lord. You fhall hear one anon. [Afide.
Par. A drum now of the enemies ! [Alarum within*

Lord. Tkroco movoujus, cargo, cargo, cargo.

AH. Cargo, cargo, tvilliando par corbo, cargo.

Pan
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Par, Oh ! ranfom, ranfom :—do cot hide mine eyes,

.

[They feize him and blindfold him,

Inter, Boskos thromuldo boskos.

Par. I know, you are the Muskos regiment,

And I mall lofe my life for want of language*

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch,

Italian, or French, let him fpeak to me,
1*11 difcover That which mall undo the Florentine.

Inter. Boskos <vav*vado ; I underftand thee, and can

fpeak thy tongue ; Kerelybonio, Sir, betake thee ta

thy faith, for feventeen poniards are at thy bofom.

Par. Oh!
Int. Oh, pray, pray, pray.

Mancha rawancha dulche.

Lord. Ofceoribi dulchos 'Volicvorco.

Int. The General is content to fpare thee yet,

And, hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on

To gather from thee. Haply thou may'ft inform

Something to fave thy life.

Par. Oh let me live,

And all the fecrets of our Camp I'll fliew

;

Their force, their purpofes : nay, 1*11 fpeak That
Which you will wonder at.

Int. But wilt thou faithfully ?

Par. If I do not, damn me.
Int. Acordo linta.

Come on, thou art granted fpace. [Exit*

[JJhort alarum within.

Lord. Go, tell the Count RouJJillon and my brother,

We've caught the woodcock, and will keep him muf-

fled

'Till we do hear from them.
Sol. Captain, I will.

Lord. He will betray us all unto our felres,

Inform 'em That.
Sol. So I will, Sir.

Lord* 'Till then 111 keep him dark and fafelyjockt.

[Exeunt*

SCENE
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THEY told me, that your name was FontibelL

Dia. No, my good Lord, Diana.

Ber. Titled Goddefs,

And worth it with addition ! but, fair foul,

In your fine frame hath love no quality ?

If the quick fire of youth light not your mind^.

You are no Maiden, but a Monument

:

When you are dead, you mould be fuch a one
As you are now, for you are cold and ftern

;

And now you mould be as your Mother was,

When your fweet felf was got.

Dia. She then was honeft.

Ber. So mould you be.

Dia. No.
My Mother did but duty ; fuch, my Lord,

As you owe to your Wife.

Ber. No more o' that .
f

I pr'ythee do not ftrive againft my vows

:

I was compeird to her, but I love thee

By love's own fweet conftraint, and will for evor

Do thee all rights of fervice*

Dia. Ay, fo you ferve us,

'Till we ferve you: but when you have our rofes,

You barely leave our thorns to prick our felves,

And mock us with cur barenefs.

Ber. How have 1 iworn!

Dia. 'Tis not the many oaths, that make the truth ;

But the plain fingle vow, that is vow'd true;

What is not holy, that we fvvear not by,

Bui take the High'ft to witnefs : then, pray tell me,

If I lhould fvvear by Jove's great Attributes

I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths,

When I did love you ill? this has no holding,

To (wear by him whom I proteit to love,

That 1 will work againit him. Therefore your oaths

Are words, and poor conditions but un/cal'd;

SCENE changes to the V/idovu
y

s Hcufe*

Enter Bertram, and Diana.

At
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At Ieaft, in my opinion.

Ber. Change it, change it r

Be not fo holy-cruel. Love is holy,

And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts,

That you do charge men with : fland no more off,

But give thy felf unto my fick defires,

Which then recover. Say, thou art mine ; and ever
My love, as it begins, mail fo perfever.

Dia. I fee, that men make hopes in fuch affairs

That we'll forfake our felves. Give me that ring.

Ber. I'll lend it thee, my Dear, but have no power
To give it from me.

Dia. Will you not, my Lord ?

Ber. It is an Honour 'longing to our Houfe,
Bequeathed down from many Ancestors

;

Which were the greateft obloquy i'th' world
In me to lofe.

Dia. Mine Honour's fuch a ring %

My chaftity's the jewel of our Houfe,
Bequeathed down from many Anceftors

;

Which were the greateil obloquy i'th' world
In me to lofe. Thus your own proper wifdora

Brings in the champion Honour on my part,

Againft your vain affault.

Ber. Here, take my ring.

My Houfe, my Honour, yea, my life be thine,

And Til be bid by thee.

Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber
window

;

I'll order take, my Mother {hall not hear.

Now will I charge you in the band of truth,

When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed,

Remain there but an hour, nor fpeak to me : .

My reafons are moll flrong, and you mail know ttenv
When back again this ring mall be deliver'd

;

And on your ringer, in the night, I'll put

Another ring, that, what in time proceeds,

May token to the future our pall deeds.

Adieu, 'till then ; then, fail not : you have won
A Wife of me, tho' there my hope be done.

Ber,
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Ber. A heav'n on earth I've won by wooing thee.

[Exit,.

Dia. For which livelong to thank both heav'n and me.
You may fo in the end.

My Mother told me juft how he would woo,
As if fne fate in's heart ; fhe fays, all men
Have the like oarhs ; he had fworn to marry me,
When his Wife's dead : therefore I'll lye with him,

When I am buried. (21 ) Since Frenchmen are fo braid,

Marry 'em that will, I'd live and die a maid

;

Only, in this difguife, I think't no fin

To cozen him, that would unjuftly win. {Exit.

SCENE changes to the French Camp in

Florence.

Enter the two French Lords , and two or three Soldiers.

1 Lord. T7 O U have not given him his Mother's

\ letter?

2 Lord. I have deliver'd it an hour fince ; there is

fomething in't, that flings his nature ; for, on the read-

ing it, he chang'd almoft into another man.

(zi)—— Since Frenchmen are fo braid,

Marry that thill, J
9
!l live and dye a, Maid.] This is cer-

tainly the moft cruel Retaliation, that ever poor Wench made.
What ! becaufe Frenchmen were falfe, She, that was an Italian,

would marry Nobody. But it is plain, as refin'd as this Rea-
foning is, her Mother did not underftand the Delicacy of the

Conclufion ; for afterwards She come*, into Helen's Project, on
the Fromife of a good round Dow'ry of jo 00 Crowns, to help

her Daughter to a Husband In fhori fhe Text is, without all

Queftion, corrupiedj and we Ihould read it thus.

—— Since Frenchmen nrt Jo braid%

Merry >em that wili> I'dc hue tnd dye a Maid.

i. e. fince Frenchmen prove lo crooked and petverfe in theft

Manners, let who will marry them, 1 had rather lire and die a

Maid than venture upon them. This fhe fays with a view to

Helen, who appear'd fo fond of her Husband, and went thro*

io many Difficulties to obtain him, Mr. W*rb»rton%

1 Lord\
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1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon him
for lhaking off fo good a wife, and fo fweet a lady.

2 Lord. Efpecially, he hath incurred the everlafting

difpleafure of the King, who had even tun'd his bounty

to fmg happinefs to him. I will tell you a thing, but

you ihall let it dwelLdarkly with you.

1 Lord. When you have fpoken it, 'tis dead, and I

am the grave of it.

2 Lord. He hath perverted a young Gentlewoman
here in Florence, of a moft chafte renown ; and this

night he flefhes his will in the fpoil of her honour ; he

hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks himfelf

made in the unchafte compolition.

1 Lord. Now God delay our rebellion ; as we are

our felves, what things are we J

2 Lord. Meerly our own traitors ; and, as in the com-
mon courfe of all treafons, we ftill fee them reveal them-
felves, 'till they attain to their abhorr'd ends ; fo he, that

an this adtion contrives againft his own Nobility, in his

proper ftream o'erflows himfelf.

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us to be the

trumpeters of our unlawful intents ? we fhall not then

have his company to night ?

2 Lord. Not 'till after midnight ; for he is dieted to

his hour.

1 Lord. That approaches apace : I would gladly have

him fee his company anatomiz'd, that he might take a
meafure of his own Judgment, wherein fo curioufly he

had fet this counterfeit.

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him 'till he comes
for his prefence muft be the whip of the other.

1 Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of thele

Wars ?

z Lord. I hear, there is an overture of Peace.

1 Lord. Nay, I affure you, a Peace concluded.

2 Lord. What will Count Roufillon do then ? will he

travel higher, or return again into France ?

1 Lord. I perceive by this demand, you are not al-

together of his Council,

z Lord,
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2 Lord. Let it be forbid, Sir ! fo fhould I be a great

deal of his adl.

1 Lord. Sir, his Wife fome two months fince fled

from his Houfe, her pretence is a Pilgrimage to St.

Jaques le Grand ; which holy Undertaking, with moft

aultere fanttimony, lhe accomplifiVd ; and there rea-

ding, the tendernels of her nature became as a prey to

her grief ; in fine, made a groan of her laft breath, and

now me lings in heaven.

2 Lord. How is this juftified ?

1 Lord. The ftronger part of it by her own letters,

which makes her itory true, even to the point of her

death; her Death it felf (which could not be her office

to fay, is come) was faithfully confirm'd by the Reclor

qf the place.

2 Lord. Hath the Count all this intelligence?

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point

from point, to the full arming of the verity.

2 Lord. I am heartily forry, that he'll be glad of

this.

1 Lord. How mightily fometimes we make us com-
forts of our lofles

!

2 Lord. And how mightily fome other times we
drown our gain in tears ! the great dignity, that his va-

lour hath here acquired for him, lhall at home be en-

counter'd with a fhame as ample.

1 Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yarn,

good and ill together : our virtues would be proud, if

our faults whipt them not ; and our crimes would de-

fpair, if they were not cherifh'd by our virtues.

Enter a Servant.

How now ? where's your Matter ?

Ser. He met the Duke in the fireet, Sir, of whom
he hath taken a folemn leave : his Lordfhip will next

morning for France. The Duke hath offered him let-

ters of commendations to the King.

2 Lord. They fhall be no more than needful there*

if they were more than they can commend.

Enter
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Enter Bertram.

1 lord. They cannot be too fweet for the King's

"tartnefs : here's his Lordfhip now. How now, my
Lord, is't not after midnight ?

Ber. I have to night difpatch'd fixteen bufinefles, a

month's length a-piece, by an abftrac~l of fuccefs ; I

have congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his

neareft ; buried a wife, mourn'd for her ; writ to my
lady mother, I am returning ; entertain'd my convoy ;

and, between thefe main parcels of difpatch, effected

many nicer needs : the laft was the greateft, but That
I have not ended yet.

2 Lord. If the bufinefs be of any difficulty, and this

morning your departure hence, it requires hafte of your
Lordfhip.

Ber. I mean, the bufinefs is not ended, as fearing to

hear of it hereafter. But (hall we have this dialogue be-

tween the fool and the foldier ? come, bring forth this

counterfeit module ; h'as deceiv'd me, like a double-

meaning prophefier.

2 Lord. Bring him forth ; h'as fate in the Stocks all

night, poor gallant knave.

Ber. No matter; his heels have deferv'd it, in ufurp-

ing his fpurs fo long. How does he carry himfelf ?

1 Lord. I have told your Lordfhip already : the

Stocks carry him. But to anfwer you as you would be

underflood, he weeps like a wench that had fhed her

milk ; he hath confefs'd himfelf to Morgan, whom he

fuppofes to be a Friar, from the time of his remem-
brance to this very inftant difafter of his fetting i'th*

Stocks 5 and what, think you, he hath confeli ?

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ?

2 Lord. His confeffion is taken, and it fhall be read to

his face; if your Lordfhip be|in't, as, I believe, you are,

you mull have the patience to hear it.

Enter Parolles, nvith his Interpreter.

Ber. A plague upon him, muffled ! he can fay no-

thing of me ; hufh ! hufh

!

1 Lord,
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1 Lord. Hoodman comes : Portotartaroffd.'

Int. He calls for the tortures ; what, will you fay

without 'em ?

Par. I will confefs what I know without ccnftraint;

ifye pinch me like a pally, I can fay no more.
Int. Bosko Chimurcho.

2 Lord. Biblibindo cbicurmurco.

Int. You are a merciful General : our General bids

you anfwer to what I ihall ask you out of a note.

Par. And truly, as I hope to live.

Int. Firft demand of him^ how many Horfe the Duke
is ftrong. What fay you to that ?

Par. Five or fix thoufand, but very weak and unfer-

viceable; the troops are all fcatter'd, and the Comman-
ders very pocr rogues, upon my reputation and credit,

and as I hope to live.

Int. Shall I fet down your anfwer fo ?

Par. Do, Til take the Sacrament on't, how and
which way you will : all's one to me.

Per. What a paft-faving Have is this

!

1 Lord. Y'are deceiv'd, my Lord, this is Monfieur

Parolles, the gallant militariir,, that was his own phrafe,

that had the whole theory of war in the knot of his fcarf,

and the practice in the chape of his dagger.

2 Lord. I will never truit a man again for keeping his

fword clean; nor believe, he can have every thing in

him by wearing his apparel neatly.

Int. Well, that's fet down.
Par. Five or fix thoufand horfe I faid, (I will fay

true,) or thereabouts, fet down ; for I'll fpeak truth.

i Lord. He's very near the truth in this.

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature he

delivers it.

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, fay.

Int. Well, that's fet down.
Par. I humbly thank you, Sir ; a truth's a truth,

the rogues are marvellous poor.

Int. Demand of him, of what ftrength they are a-foot*

What fay you to that ?

Par. By my troth, Sir, if I v.e.c to live this prefent

hour,
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hour, I will tell true. Let me fee ; Spurio a hundred and
fifty, Sebaftian fo many, Cora?nbus fo many, Jaques fo

many ; Guiitian, Cofmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two
hundred and fifty each ; mine own company, Chitopher,

Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred and fifty each ; fo that

the mutter file, rotten and found, upon my life amounts
not to fifteen thouland Poll ; half of the which dare not
fhake the fnow from off their caffocks, left they make
themfelves to pieces.

Ber. What ma!l be done to him ?

1 Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. De-
mand of him my conditions, and what credit I have
with the Duke.

Int. Well, that's fet down. You mall demand of
him, whether one Captain Damain be i'th' camp, a
Frenchman : v/hat his reputation is with the Duke,
what his valour, honefly, and expertnefs in war; or
whether he thinks, it were not pofTible with well-

weighing films of gold to corrupt him to a revolt.

What fayyou to this ? what do you know of it ?

Bar. I befeecli you, let me anfwer to the particular

of the Interrogatories. Demand them fingly.

Int. Do you know this Captain Dumain f

Par* I know him; he was a botcher's prentice in

"Paris, from whence he was whipt for getting the
fnerifPs fool with child ; a dumb innocent, that could
not fay him nay.

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands ; tho
9

I
know, his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls.

bit. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Florences
Camp ?

Par. Upon my knowledge he is, and lowlie.

1 Lord. Nay, look not fo upon me, we mall hear of
your Lordlhip anon.

Int. What is his reputation with the Duke ?

Par. The Duke knows him for no other but a poor
officer of mine, and writ to me the other day to turn
him out o'th' band. I think, I have his letter in my
pocket.

Int. Marry, we'll fearch.

Vol. III. D Par.
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Far. In good fadnefs, I do not know ; either it is

there, or it is upon the file with the Duke's other let- .

ters in my tent.

Int. Here 'tis, here's a paper, mail I read it to you ?

Far. I do not know, if it be it or no.

Ber. Our Interpreter does it well.

i Lord. Excellently.

Int. Dian, the Count's a fool, andfull ofgold.

Far. That is not the Duke's letter, Sir ; that k an
advertifement to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana,

to take heed of the allurement of one Count Roufillon9

a fooiifti idle boy ; but, for all that, very ruttilh. I

pray you, Sir, put it up again.

Int. Nay, ril read it firft, by your favour.

Far. My meaning in't, I proteit, was very honeft I

in the behalf of the maid; for I knew the young Count
\

to be a dangerous and lafcivious boy, who is a whale to
I

virginity, and devours up all the fry it finds.

Ber. Damnable! both fides rogue.

Interpreter reads the letter.

When he [wears oaths, bid him drop gold, and take it.

After he fcores 9 he never pays the /core

:

Halfwon, is match well made ; match, and well make it:

He ne'er pays after- debts, take it before.

And fay, a foldier ( Dian) told thee this :

(22) Men are to me11 with, boys are but to kifs.

For, count of this, the Count's a fool, I know it

;

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it.

Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear,

ParollesJ

(22) Men are to mell with, boys, are not to kifs.} All the Edi-

tors have obtruded a new Maxim upon us here, that Boys are

not to kifs. Livit, in Beaumont and Ftetiher's Tamer tam'd, !

is of a quite oppofite/Optnion.

t or Boys ivere made for Nothing but dry Kjjfes.

And our Poet's Thought, I am perfwaded, went to the famei

Tune j that Boys are only to kilsj Men to mingle with, andlj

give more lubftarrtial Pleafures. To mill, is dciiv'd from the

trench Word, meUr ; to mingle.

Ber\
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Ber. He fhall be whipt through the army with this
rhime in his forehead.

2 Lord* This is your devoted friend, Sir, the mani-
fold linguift, and the armi-potent fcldier.

Ber. 1 could endure any thing before but a cat, and
now he's a cat to me.

Int. 1 perceive, Sir, by the General^ looks, we fhall
be fain to hang you.

Par. My life, Sir, in any cafe ; not that I am afraid
to die

; but that my offences being many, I would re-
pent out the remainder of nature. Let me live, Sir in
a Dungeon, i'th' Stocks, any where, fo I may live'

Int. Well fee what may be done, fo you coiifefs
freely

; therefore, once more, to this Captain Dumain •

you have amWd to his reputation with the Duke, and
to his valour. What is his honefty ?

Par. He will fteal, Sir, an egg out of a cloifter;
for rapes and ravifnments he parallels Neffus. He pro-
fefles no keeping of oaths ; in breaking them he is
ftronger than Hercules. He wilUie, Sir, with fuch vo-
lubility, that you would think, truth were a fool •

drunkennefs is his beft virtue, for lie will be fwihe-
drunk, and in his fleep he does little harm, fave to his
bed-cloaths about him ; but they know his condition*
and lay him in flraw. I have but little more to fay*
Sir, or his honefty, he has every thing that an honeil
man mould not have ; what an honeft man mould have
he has nothing.

*

i Lord. I begin to love him for this.

Ber. For this defcription of thine honefly ? a pox up-
on him for me, he is more and more a cat.

*

bit. What fay you to his expertnefs in war ?

Par. Faith, Sir, h'as led the drum before the En-
^•T/a1§edin ns

:

\° beliehim
> * will not; and more

of his foldierfhip I know not; except, in that Country,
h°n0Ur t0 be the ° fficer at a Place there

call d Mile-end, to initruft for the doubling of files I
would do the man what honour I can, but of this I am
not certain.

D * I Lord.
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1 Lord. He hath out-villain'd viilany fo far, that the

rarity redeem? hirn.

Ber. A pox on hirrr, he's a cat Ml.
Int. His Qualities being at this poor price, I need

not to ask you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt.

Par. Sir, for a Quart-cCecu he will fell the fee-fim-

ple of his falvation, the inheritance of it, and cut th'in-

tail from all remainders, and a perpetual fucceflion for it

perpetually.

Int. What's his Brother, the other Captain Dutnain?
2 Lord. Why does he ask him of me ?

Int. What/s he ?

Par. E'en a crow o'th' fame neft ; not altogether fo

great as the firft in gobdnefs, but greater a great deal

in evil. He excels his Brother for a Coward, yet his

brother is reputed one of the bed that is. In a Retreat

he out-runs any lacquey ; marry, in coming on he has

the cramp.

/;//. If your life be faved, will you undertake to be-

tray the Florentine ?

Par. Ay, and the Captain of his horfe, Count Rou-

fillon.

Int. I'll whifper with the General, and know his plea-

fure.

Par. I'll no more drumming, a plague of all drums!

Only to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the fuppo-

fition of that lafcivious young boy the Count, have I

run into danger ; yet who would have fufpected an am-
bufh where 1 was taken ? [d/ide.

Int. There is no remedy, Sir, but you mull die ; the

General fays, you, that have fo traiteroufly difcovered

the fecrets of your army, and made fuch peftiferous re-

ports of men very nobly held, can fcrve the world for

no honefl ufc ; therefore you mult die. Come, headf-

man, off with his head.

Par. O lord, Sir, let me live, or let me fee my
death.

Int. That fhall you, and take your leave of all your

friends. [Unbinding him*, ,

So, look about you ; know you any here?

Ben
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Per. Good morrow, noble Captain.

2 Lord. God biefs you, Captain Parolles.

1 Lord. God fave you, noble Captain.

2 Lord. Captain, what Greeting will you to my Lord
Lafeii? I am for France.

1 Lord. Good Captain, will you give me a copy of
that fame Sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the

Count Roufillon ? if I were not a very coward, Fd com-
pel it of you ; but fare you well. [Exeunt.

Int. You are undone, Captain, all but your fcarf;

that has a knot on'f yet.

Par. Who cannot be crufh'd with a Plot ?

Int. If you could find out a Country where but wo-
men were that had receivM fo much Ihame, you might
begin an impudent Nation. Fare you well, Sir, I am
for France too, we lhall fpeak of you there.

[Exit.

Par. Yet am I thankful : if my heart were great,

'Twould bur ft at this. Captain I'll be no more,

But I will eat and drink, and fleep as foft,

As Captain mall. Simply the thing I am
Shall make me live : who know* himfelf a braggart,

Let him fear this ; for it will come to pafs,

That every braggart fhall be found an afs.

Ruft, fword ! cool, bluflies ! and, Paroiks 9 live

Safeft in ihame ! being fooPd, by foci'ry thrive ;

There's place and means for every man alive.

1*11 after them. [Exit,

SCENE changes to the Widow's Houfe, at

Florence.

Enter Helena, Widow and Diana.

HeI. ^Tp»HAT you may well perceive I have not

X wrong'd you,

One of the Greater!: in the chriflian world

Shall be my Surety ; 'fore whofe Throne 'tis needful.

Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel.

Time was, I did him a defired office

D 3 Dear
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Dear almoft as his life ; which gratitude

Through flinty Tartar's bofom would peep forth,

.And anfwer thanks. I duly am inform'd,

His Grace is at Marfeilles, to which place

We have convenient Convoy ; you muft know,
I am fuppofed dead ; the Army breaking,

My husband hies him home ; where, heaven aiding*

And by the leave of my good lord the King,
We'll be before our welcome.

Wid. Gentle Madam,
You never had a fervant, to whofe trull:

Your buflnefs was more welcome.

HeI. Nor you, Miftrefs,

Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour

To recompenfe your love : doubt not, but heav'n

Hath brought me up to be your Daughter's dower^

As it hath fated her to be my motive

And helper to a husband. But, O ftrange men !

That can fuch fweet ufe make of what they hate,

When faucy fruiting of the cozen'd thoughts

Defiles the pitchy night; fo lull doth play

With what it loath?, for that which is away.

But more of this hen after. You, Diana,

Under my poor in Mr uttions yet mult fuffvr

Something in my behalf.

Dia. Let death and honefly

Go with your impofitions, I am yours

Upon your will to fuffer.

He/. Yet I pray you :

But with the word the time will bring on fummer.
When briars (hall*have leaves as well as thorns,

And be as fweet as fliarp : wc muft away,

(23) Our Waggon is prcpar'd, and time revives us;

(43) Our Waggon is prepar'd, and Time revives us',] The
Word revives conveys fo little Idea of Senfe here, that it feems

very liable to Sufpicion. How could Time revive thefe tra-

velling Adventurers ?

Mr. Wariurton very reafonably conjectures, that we fliouldread,

and Time rcvyes us ; t

i. e. looks us in the Face, calls upon us to haften.

Jlfi
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JIVs well, that ends well ; Itill the fine's the crown y

Whatever the courfe, the end is the renown. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Roufillon in France.

Enter Countefs, Lafeu, and Clown.

Laf T^T O, no, no, your Son was mif-led with a

JJ%( fnipt-taffata fellow there, whofe villainous

faffron would have made all the unbak'd and dowy youth
of a nation in his colour. Your daughter-in-law had
been alive at this hour ; and your fon here at home, more
advane'd by the King than by that red-tail'd humble-
bee I fpeak of.

Count. I would, I had not known him ! it was the

death of the molt virtuous Gentlewoman that ever Na-
ture had Praife for creating ; if me had partaken of my
flefh, and coll me the dearer! groans of a Mother, I

could not have owed her a more rooted love.

Laf. 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady. We
may pick a thoufand fallets ere we light on fuch ano-

ther herb.

Clo. Indeed, Sir, me was the fweet marjoram of the

fallet, or rather the herb of grace.

Laf. They are not fallet-herbs, you knave, they are

nofe herbs.

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, I have not
much skill in grafs.

Laf. Whether doft thou profefs thy felf, a knave or

a fool ?

Clo. A fool, Sir, at a woman's fervice ; and a knave*
at a man's.

Laf Your diftindtion ?

Clo, I would cozen the man of his wife, and do his

fervice.

Laf. So you were a knave at his fervice, indeed.
Clo. And I would give his wife my bauble, Sir, to

do her fervice.

Laf I will fubferibe for thee, thou art both knave
and fook

D 4 Clo.
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Clo. At your fervice.

Laf No, no, no.

Clo. Why, Sir, if I cannot ferve you, I can ferve

as great a Prince as you are.

Laf Who's that, a Frenchman ?

Clo. Faith, Sir, he .has ari Englijh name ; but his

phiihomy is more hotter in France than there.

Laf. What Prince is that?

Clo. The black Prince, Sir, alias the Prince of
Darknefs, alias the Devil.

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purfe ; I give thee not

this to feduce thee from thy Matter thou talfc'ft of,

ferve him (till.

Clo. I'm a woodland fellow, Sir, that always lov'd

a great fire ; and the Mailer I fpeak of ever keeps a

good fire ; but, fare, he is the Prince of the world, let

his Nobility remain in's Court. I am for the Houfe
with the narrow gate, which I take to be too litttle for

Pomp to enter : iome, that humble themfelves, may

;

but the many will be too chill and tender, and they'll

be for the rlow'ry way that leads to the broad gate, and

the great fire.

Laf Go thy ways, I begin to be a weary of thee,

and I tell thee fo before, becaufe I would not fall out

with thee. Go thy ways, let my horfei be well look'd

to, without any tricks.

Clo. If I put any tricks upon 'em, they fhall be jades'

trick?, which are their own right by the law of Nature.

[Exit.

Laf. A flirewd knave, and an unhappy.

Count. So he is. My Lord, that's gone, made him-

felf much fport out of him ; by his authority he remains

here, which he thinks is a patent for his favvcinefs ; and,

indeed, he has no pace, but runs where he will.

Laf I like him well, 'tis not amifs; and I was about

to tell you, fince I heard of the good Lady's death,

and that my Lord your Son was upon his return home,

I mov'd the King my Mailer to fpeak in the behalf of

my Daughter ; which, in the minority of them both,

his Majefty, out of a felf-gncious remembrance, did
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firft. propofe ; his Highnefs hath promis'd me to do it

;

and to flop up the difpleafure he hath conceiv'd againft

you~r Ton, there is no fitter matter. How do's your
Ladyfhip like it ?

Count. With very much content, my Lord, and I

wifh it happily effected.

Laf His Highnefs comes poft from Marfeilles, of as

able a body as when he number'd thirty ; he will be here

to morrow, or I am deceived by him that in fuch intelli-

gence hath feldom fail'd.

Count. It rejoices me, that, I hope, I fhall fee him
ere I die. I have letters, that my lbn will be here to

night : I fhall befeech your Lordfhip to remain with me
'till they meet together.

Laf Atfadam, I was thinking with what manners I

might fafely be admitted.

Count, You need but plead your honourable privilege.

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter : but,

I thank my God, it holds yet.

Enter Clown.

Clo. O Madam, yonder' s my Lord your fon with a
patch of velvet ons face ; whether there be a fear under't,

or no, the velvet knows, but 'tis a goodly patch of vel-

vet ; his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, but
his right cheek is worn bare.

Count. A fear nobly got, or a noble fear, is a good
livery of honour. So, belike, is that.

Clo. But it is your carbonado
1

d face.

Laf Let us go fee your fon, I pray you : I long to

talk with the young noble foldier.

Clo. 'Faith, there's a dozen of 'em with delicate fine

hats and moll courteous feathers, which bow the head,

and nod at every man . [Exeuvt,

ACT
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ACT V.

SCENE, the Court of France, at

Marfeilles.

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with twa

Attendants^

He LENA,

BUT this exceeding polling day and night

Mull wear your spirits low ; we cannot help if:

But fince you've made the days and nights as one,

To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs;

Be bold, you do ib grow in my requital,

As nothing can unroot you. In happy time,—

Enter a Gentleman.

This man may help me to his Majefty's ear,

If he would fpend his power. God lave you, Sir.

Gent. And you.

Bel. Sir, I have feen you in the court of France.

Gent. I have been fometimes there.

Hel. I do prefume, Sir, that you are not fallen

From the report that goes upon your goodnefs

;

And therefore, goaded with moil fharp occahons

Which lay nice manners by, I put you to

The ufe of your own virtues, for the which

] fhall continue thankful.

Gent. What's your will ?

Htl. That it will plcafe you
To give this poor petition to theKing ;

And aid me with that ftorc of power yott have,

To come into his prefence.

Gent. The King's not here.

Htl. Not here, Sir r

Gent*
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Gent. Not, indeed.

He hence remov'd lad night, and with more hafte

Than is his ufe.

Wid. Lord, how we lofe our pains

!

Hel. Alls well, that ends well yet,

Tho' time feem fo adverfe, and means unfit : j

I do beieech you, whither is he gone ?

Gen. Marry, as I take it, to Rouftllon>

Whither I'm going.

Hel. I befeech you, Sir,

Since you are like to fee the King before me,
Commend this paper to his gracious hand ;

Which, I prefume, fhall render you no blame,

But rather make you thank your pains for it.

I will come after you with what good fpeed

Our means will make us means.

Gent. This I'll do for you.

Hel. And you fhall find your felf to be well thank'd,

What-e'er falls more. We muit to horfe again.

Go, go, provide. \Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Roufillon.

Enter Clown, and Parolles.

Tar. OOD Air. Levatch, give my Lord Lafeu

\J" this letter; I have ere now, 6ir
9 been bet-

ter known to you, when I have held familiarity with
frefher cloaths ; (23) but I am now,* Sir, muddied in

fortune's moat, and fmell fomevvhat ilrong of her ftrong

difpleafure.

(23) But I am now, Sir> muddied in Fortunes Mood, and fmell
fomewhat ftrong of her ftrong Difp!ea[»re,] Fortune* s Mood is,

without Queflion, good Senfe, and very proper : and yet I verily

believe, the Poet wrote as I have reftor'd in the Text 5 im

Fortune's Moat : becaufe the Clown in the very next Speech
replies, / will henceforth eat no Fifli of Fortune's buttering, and
again , when he comes to repeat Parolles 's Petition to Lafeu,—*
that hath falCn into the unclean Fiibpond of her Difpleafure, and,
as he fays, is muddied wi$M, And again, Pray you. Sin uft

thi
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Clo. Truly, fortune's diipleafure is but fluttifh, if it

fmell fo ftrongly as thou fpeak'ft of: I will henceforth

cat no fifli of fortune's butt'ring. Pr'ythee, allow the

wind.

Par. Nay, you need net to Hop your nofe, Sir ; I

fpake but by a metaphor.

Clo. Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor ftink, I will flop

my nofe againft any man's metaphor. Pry' thee, get thee

further.

Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper.

Clo. Foh! pr'ythee, itand away; a paper from for-

tune's clofe-ftool, to give to a Nobleman ! look, here he

comes himfelf.

Enter Lafeu.

Here is a pur of fortune's, Sir, or fortune's cat,

(but not a musk-cat;) that hath fall'n into the unclean

filhpond of her difpleafure, and, as he fays, is muddied
withal. Pray you, Sir, ufe the carp as you may ; for

he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolHh, raf-

callv knave. (24) I do pity his dklrefs in my fimiiies of

comfort, and leave him to your Lordfhip.

Par. My Lord, I am a man whom fortune hath cru-

elly fcratch'd.

the Carp /t s you may, 5cc. In all which Places, 'tis obvious, a

Hoar, or Tond, is the Allufion. Befides, Parolies fmelling ftrong,

as he fays, of Fortune's ftrong Difpleafme, carries on the fame
lma^e: For as the Mo.us round old Seats were always replenifh'd

with Fifn, fo the Clown's joke of holding his Nofe, we may
prefume, proceeded from This becaufe la Chambrebajfewas

always over the MoaC: and therefore the Clown humouioufly

fays, when Parallel is prefling him to deliver his Letter to Lord

JLafiH. "Fob! pr*)tkeet (land *waj: *A Paper from Fortune*

s

.
Clofeftcol, to ?jze :o a \--bUman!

(24) / do pity hii Dijhefi in my Smiles of Comfort,') This very

humourous fafTage my Friend Mr. Warhurton refcued from
Nonfenfe mo ft happily, by the Infeition of a lingle Letter, in

the Manner i have reform' d the Text. Thefe Similies of Com-
fort are ironically meant by the Clown; as much as to fay,

you may perceive, how much 1 think he deierves Comfort, by

my calling him Fortunes Cdt, Carp, rafa.il) JQ**£#, 6c

C
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Laf And what would you have me to do ? 'tis too>

late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play'd

the knave with fortune, that fhe fnould fcratch you, who
of her felf is a good Lady, and would not have knaves
thrive long under her ? there's a Quart- cf'ecu for you : let

the juiiices make you and fortune friends ; I am for other

bufineis.

Par. I befeech your honour, to hear me one fingle

word.

Laf. You beg a fingle penny more : come, you mail
ha't, lave your word.

Par. My name, my good Lord, is Parolles.

Laf. You beg more than one word then. Cox' my
paffion ! give me your hand : hew does your drum ?

Par. O my good lord, you were the firft, that found
me.

Laf. Was I, infooth ? and I was the firft, that loft

thee.

Par. It lyes in you, my Lord, to bring me in fome
grace, for you did bring me out.

Laf. Out upon thee, knave ! dorr, thou put upon me
at once both the office of God and the Devil ? one brings

thee in grace, and the other brings thee out. [Sound
Trumpets.] The King's coming, J know, by bis trum-
pets. Sirrah, incfuire further after me, I had talk of you
laft night ; tho' you are a fool and a knave, you mall

eat; go to, follow.

Par. I praife God for you. • [Exeunt,

Flourifh. Enter King, Countefs, Lafeu, the two
French Lords, ^uoith attendants.

King. We loft a jewel of her, (25) our edeem
Was made much poorer by it ; but your fon,

As

(25) our Efteem
Was made much poorer by it : ] What's the Meaning

of the King's Efteem being made poorer by the Lofs of helen ?

1 think, it can only be underftood in oneSenfe; and thatSenfe

won't cany Water: i. e» We fuffex'd in our Eftimation by hex

LofSj
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As mad in folly, lack'd the fenfe to know
Her eflimation home.

Count. 'Tis pall, my Liege ;

And I befeech your Majefty to make it

Natural rebellion, done i'th' blade ofyouth,

When oil and fire, too £rong for reafon's force^

O'erbearsit, and burns on.

King. My honourM Lady,

I have forgiven and forgotten all

;

Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him,

And watch'd the time to fhoot.

Laf. This I mult fay,

But firft I beg my pardon ; the young Lord

Did to his Majefty, his mother, and his lady,

Offence of mighty note ; but to himfelf

The greateft wrong of all. He loft a wife,

Whofe beauty did aftonifh the furvey

Of richerl eyes ; whole words all ears took captive

;

Whofe dear perfection, hearts, that fcorn'd to ferve,

Humbly call'd miftrefs.

King. Praifing what is loft,

Makes the remembrance dear. Well call him
hither ;

We're reconcile, and the firft view fhall kill

All repetition : let him not ask our .pardon.

The nature of his great offence is dead,

And deeper than oblivion we do bury

Th' incenfing relicks of it. Let him approach,

A ftranger, no offender; and inform him,

So 'tis our will he mould.

Gent. I fhall, my Liege.

Lofs. But how lb! Did the King contribute to her Misfor-

tunes? Nothing like it. Or did he not do all in his Power
to prevent them ? Yes ; he married Bertram to her. Wc muft
certainly read therefore;

We loji a Jewel of her ; our Ell ate

Was made much poorer by it:

7 hit's the certain Conference of any one's lofing a Jewel,

for rheir Eftate to be made proportionally poorer according

to the Value of the Lofs. jMr. Warbnrtvn.

King*
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, King. What fays he to your daughter ? Have you

fpoke ?

Laf. All, that he is, hath reference to your Highnefs,
King. Then fhall we have a match, I have letter

fent me,

That fet him high in fame.

Enter Bertram,

Laf. He looks well on't.

King. I'm not a day of feafon,

For thou may'ft fee a fun-mine and a hail

In me at once ; but to the brighteft beams
Diftracled clouds give way ; fo fcand thou forth,..

The time is fair again.

Ber. My high repented blames,

Dear Sovereign, pardon to me,
King. All is wholer

Not one word more of the coniumed time,.

Let's take the inftant by the forward top ;

For we are old, and on our quick' ft decrees

TiY inaudible and noifelefs foot of time

Steals, ere we can effecl them. You remember
The daughter of this Lord ?

Ber. Admiringly, my Liege. At flrft

I ftuck my choice upon her, ere my heart

Durft make too bold a herald of my tongue i

Where the impreffion of mine eye eniixing,

Contempt his fcornful perfpective did lend me,
Which warp'd the line of every other favour

;

Scorn'd. a fair colour, or exprefs'd it ftoll'n

;

Extended or contracted all proportions

To a moll hideous object : thence it came,

That fee, whom all men prais'd, and whom myfelf3
Since I have loft, have lov'd, was in mine eye

The dull: that did offend it.

.
King . Well excus 'd :

That thou do'ft love her,, ftrikes fome fcores away
From the great 'compt ; but love, that comes too late,

Like a remorfeful pardon fiowly carried,

To the great fender turns a fowre offence,

Crying*



88 AlPs well, that Ends 'well

Crying, that's good that is gone : our ram faults

Make trivial price of ferious things we have,

Not knowing them, until we know their grave.

Oft our diipleafures, to our felves unjuft,

Deftroy our friends, and, after, weep their dud :

Our own love, waking, cries to fee what's done,

While ihameful hate lleeps out the afternoon.

Be this fweet Helens knell ; and now, forget her.

Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin,

The main confents are had, and here we'll ftay

To *ee our widower's fecond marriage-day^
Count. (25) Which better than the firrt, O dear

heav'n, b!el>,

Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, ceafe

!

Laf. Come on, my fon, in whom my houfe's name
Mull be digelled : give a favour from you
To fparkie in the spirits of my daughter,

That me may quickly come. By my old beard,

And ev'ry hair that's on't, Helen, that's dead,

Was a fweet creature : fuch a ring as this,

The laft that t'er fhe took her leave at court,

I faw upon her finger.

Ber. Her's it was not.

King. Now, pray you, let me fee it: For mine eye,

While I was fpeaking, oft was faften'd to't.

This ring was mine; and, when I gave it Helen,

I bad her, if her fortunes ever itcod

Neceffitied to help, that by this token
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her
Of what mould Head her moft ?

(25) Which letter than the firf:, 0 dear Henv'n, Ucfs,

Or, t\r ihty rreet, in me, 0 Nature, ceafe.'] 1 have ven-
tur'd, againfl: the Authority of the printed Copies, to prefix

the Count efs
J

s Name to thefe two Lines. The King appears,

indeed, to be a Favourer of Rertram : but if Btrtram fhould

make a tad Husband the fecond Time, why iliou'd it give the

King fuch mortal Tangs? A fond and difappointed Mother
might reafonably not defue to live to lee fuch a Day : and
from her the Wilh of d)ing, rather than to behold it, comes
with Propriety.

Ber,
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Ber. My gracious Sovereign,

Howe'er it pleafes you to take it fo,

The ring was never hei's.

Count. Son, on my life,

iVe feen her wear it, and me reckoned it

At her life's rate.

Laf. Fm fure, I faw her wear it.

Ber. You are deceived, my Lord, me never faw it

;

In Florence was it from a cafement thrown me,
Wrap'd in a paper, which contained the name
Of her that threw it : (26) Noble (he was, and thought

I flood ungag'd ; but when I had fubferib'd

To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully,

I could not anfwer in that courfe of honour

As (he had made the overture, fhe ceaft

In heavy fatisfaclion, and would never

Receive the ring again. -

King. Plutus himfelf,

That knows the tincl: and multiplying medicine,

Hath not in nature's myllery more fcience,

Than I have in this ring. 'Twas mine, *twas Helen's,

Whoever gave it you : then if you know,
That you are well acquainted with yourfelf,

Confefs 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement

You got it from her. She calFd the Saints to furety,

That fhe would never put it from her finger,

Unlefs fhe gave it to yourfelf in bed,

(Where you have never come) or fent it us

Upon her great difafter.

Ber. She never faw it.

(26) noble She IDAS) and thought

I flood engag'd ;—] 1 don't underftand this Reading;

if we are to underftand, that She thought Bertram engag'd to

her in Affe&ion, infnar'd by her Charms, this Meaning is too

obfeurely exprefs'd. The Context rather makes me believe,

that the Poet wrote,

noble She was, and thought

1 flood ungag'd
5

i. e. uncngag'd: neither my Heart, nor Perform, difpos'd of.

King.
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King. Thou fpeak'ft it falfely, as I love mine honour ;

And mak'ft conjecTral fears to come into me,
Which I would fain (hut out ; if it mould prove

That thou art fo inhuman— 'twill not prove fo—
And yet I know not— thou didft hate her deadly,

And fhe is dead ; which nothing, but to clofe

Her eyes myfelf, could win me to believe,

More than to fee this ring. Take him away.

{Guards feize Bertram,

My fore-pail proofs, howe'er the matter fall,

Shall tax my fears of little vanity,

Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with him,
We'll fift this matter further.

Ber. If you (hall prove,

This ring was ever hers, you (hall as eaiie

Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence,

Where yet (lie never was. Exit Bertram guarded,

Enter a Gentleman.

King. I'm wrap'd in difmal thinkings,

Gent. Gracious Sovereign,

Whether I've been to blame or no, I know not

:

Here's a petition from a Florentine,

Who hath for four or five removes come (hort

To tender it herfelf. I undertook it,

Vanquifh'd thereto by the fair grace and fpeech

Of the poor fuppliant, who by this, I know,
Is here attending : her bufinefs looks in her

With an importing vifage ; and fhe told me,
In a fweet verbal brief, it did concern

Your Highnefs with herfelf.

The King reads a letter.

Upon bis many protejlations to marry me, when bis wotft

*was dead. I blujb to jay it, be nxon me. Now is tbe Count i

Roufillon a widower, bis <voivs are forfeited to mey and
my bonour s paid to him. He ftolefrom Florence, taking

no lea-ve, and Ifollow him to this countryfor jufiice * grant
it me, O King, in you it bffl lyes ; otherwife a feducer I

fmtri/bei, and a poor maid is undone. Diana Capulet.

Laf
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Laf. 1 will buy me a fon-in-law in a fair, and toll for

him. For this, I'll none of him.

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lcfeu,
To bring forth this difcov'ry. Seek thefe fuitors

:

Go fpeedily, and bring again the Count.

Enter Bertram.

I am afraid, the life of Helen (lady)

Was foully fnatch'd.

Count. Now juftice on the doers !

King. I wonder, Sir, wives are fo mcnftrous to yovt?

And that ycu fly them as you fwear to them j

Yet you defire to wed. What woman's that?

. Enter Widow and Diana.

Dia. I am, my Lord, a wretched Florentine,

Derived from the ancient Cafulet

;

My fuit, as I do underftand, you know,
And therefore know how far I may be pitied.

Wid. I am Jier mother, Sir, whcfe age and honour

Both fufTer under this complaint we bring,

And both mail ceafe without your remedy.

King* Come hither, Count ; do you know thefe wo-
" men?

. Ber. My Lord, I neither can, nor will, deny

But that I know them ; do they charge me further ?

Dia. Why do you look fo ttrange upon your wife 1

Ber. She's none of mine, my Lord.

Dia. If you iliall marry,
You give away this hand, and that is mine

;

You give away heavVs vows, and thofe are mine

;

You give away myfelf, which is known mine y

For I by vow am fo embodied yours,

That lhe, which marries you, mull marry me,
Either both or none.

Laf. Your reputation comes too Ihort for my daugh-

ter, you are no husband for her. [To Bertram,

Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and defp'rate creature,

Whom fcunetime I have laugh'd with : let your High-

nefs

La*
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Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour,

Than for to think that I would fink it here.

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to

friend,

'Till your deeds gain them : fairer prove your honour,

Than in my thought k lies

!

Dia. Good my lord,

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think

He had not my virginity.

King. What fay'ft thou to her ?

Ber. She's impudent, my Lord

;

And was a common gameiter to the camp.

Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord; if I were fo^

He might have bought me at a common price.

Do not believe him. O, behold this ring,

Whofe high refped and rich validity

Did lack a parallel : yet for all that,

fie gave it to a commoner o'th* camp,
Jf I be one.

Count. He blulhes, and 'tis his:

Of fix preceding anceftors, that gemm
Conferr'd by Teftament to th' fequent ifiue,

Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his wife*,

That ring's a thoufand proofs.

King. Methought, you faid,

You law one here in Court could witnefs it.

Dia. I did, my Lord, but loth am to produce

So bad an inftrument ; his name's Parolks.

Laf. I faw the man to day, if man he be.

King. Find him, and bring him hither.

Ber. What of him ?

He's quoted for a moll perfidious Have,

With all the foots o'th' world tax'd and debofhM,
Which nature fickens with : but to fpeak truth,

Am I or that or this, for what he'll utter,

That will fpeak any thing?

King. She hath tha; ring of yours.

Ber. I think, flic has ; certain it is, I lik'd her,

And boarded her i'rh' wanton way of youth:
She knew her diliance, and did angle for me,

Madding
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Madding my eagernefs with her reftraint ;

As all impediments in fancy's courfe

Are motives of more fancy : and in fine,

Her infuit coming with her modern grace,

Subdu'd me to her rate : me got the ring ; »
And I had That, which any inferior might
At market-price have bought. •

Dia. I mull be patient :

You, that turn'd off a firft fo noble wife,

May juftly diet me. I pray you yet,

(Since you lack virtue, I will lofe a husband,)

Send for your ring, I will return it home,
And give me mine again.

Ber. I have it not.

King. What ring was yours, I pray you ?

Dia. Sir, much like the fame upon your ringer.

King. Know you this ring r this ring was his of late.

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed.

King. The ilory then goes falfe, you threw it him
Out of a cafement.

Dia. I have fpoke the truth.

Enter Parolles.

Ber. My Lord, I do confefs, the ring was hers.

King. You boggle fnrewdly, every feather {tarts

you !

Is this the man you fpeak of?

Dia. It is, my Lord.

King. Tell me, Sirrah, but tell me true, I charge

you,

Not fearing the difpleafure of your mailer,

Which on your jufl proceeding I'll keep off

;

By him and by this woman here, what know you ?

Par. So pleafe your Majelty, my matter hath been

an honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him,

which Gentlemen have.

King. Come, come, to the purpofe ; did he love this

Woman ?

Par. 'Faith, Sir, he did love her; but how?
King. How, I pray you?

Par.
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Par. He did love her, Sir, as a Gentleman loves a
Woman.

King. How is that ?

Par. He lovM her, Sir, and lov'd her not.

King. As thou art a knave, and no knave ; what an
equivocal companion is this ?

Par. I am a poor man, and at your Majefly^s 'Com-
mand.

LaK He's a good drum, my Lord, bat a naughty

Orator.

Dia. Do you know, he promiVd me marriage?

Par. 'Faith, I know more than Til (peak.

King. But wilt thou not (peak ail thou know'il?

Par. Yes, fo pleafe your Majefty. I did go between

them, as I (aid; ba: more than that, he lov'd her:

-for, indeed, he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan,

apd of limbo, and of furies, and I know not what;
yet I was in that credit with them at that time, that I

knew of their going to bed, and of other motions, as

promifing her marriage, and things that would derive

xne ill will to fpeak of; therefore 1 will not fpeak what
I know.

King. Thou haft fpoken all already, unlefs thou canft

fay they are married ; but thou art too fine in thy evi-

dence ; therefore fland afide. This ring, you fay, was
yours ?

Dia. Ay, my good Lord.

King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you?

Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it.

Kir.g. Who lent it you ?

Dia. It was not lent me neither.

King. Where did you find it then ?

Dia. I found it not.

King. Ifk were yours by none of all thefe ways,

How coulu -You give it him r

Dia. I never gave it him.

Laf. This woman's an eafie glove, my Lord, (he

goes off and on at pleafure.

King. This ring was mine, J gave it his firft wife.

Dia. It might be yours, or heri, for aught I know.
King.
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King. Take her away, I do not like her now

;

To prifon with her : and away with him.

Unlefs thou teli'ft me where thou hadft this ring,

Thou dieft within this hour.

Dia. I'll never tell you.

King. Take her away.

Dia. I'll put in bail, my Liege.

King. I think thee now fome common cuftomer.

Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you.

King. Wherefore haft thou accus'd him all this while?

Dia. Becaufe he's guilty, and he is not guilty;

He knows, I am no maid, and he'll fvvear to't

;

I'll fwear, I am a maid, and he knows not.

Great King, I am no ftrumpet, by my life;

I'm either maid, or elfe this old man's wife.

[Pointing to Lafeu.

King. She does abufe our ears ; to prifon with her.

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, royal Sir,

[Ex. Widow.
The jeweller, that owes the ring, is fent for,

And he mail furety me. But for this Lord, [To Bert,

Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himfelf,

Tho' yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him.
He knows himfelf, my bed he hath defil'd,

.And at that time he got his wife with child

;

Dead tho' fhe be, fhe feels her young one kick

:

So there's my riddle;. one,- that's dead, is quick,

And now behold the meaning.

Enter Helena, and Widow.
"* King. Is there no Exorcift

Beguiles the truer ofhce of mine eyes ?

Is't real, that I fee ?

Hel. No, my good Lord,

'Tis but a fhadow of a wife you fee,

The name, and not the thing.

Ber. Both, both; oh, pardon \

Hel. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this maid*

I found you wond'rous kind ; there is your ring,

And look you, heres your letter; this it fays,

fflhm
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When from my finger you can get this ring,

And are by me with child, Sec. This is done.

Will you be mine, now you are doubly won?
Ber. If me, my Liege, can make me know this

clearly,

I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly.

He/. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue,

Deadly divorce itep between me and you

!

O, my .dear mother, do I fee you living ?

[To the Countefs,

F1

Lafi Mine eyes frnell onions, I lhali weep anon:

Good Tom Drum, lend me a handkerchief, [To Parolles.

So, I thank thee, wait on me home. I'll make fport

with thee : let thy courtefies alone, they are fcurvy

ones.

King. Let us from point to point this ftory know,
To make the even truth in pieafure flow

:

If thou beeH yet a frelh uncropped flower, [To Diana.

Chufe thou thy husband, and Til pay thy dower

;

For I can guefs, that, by thy honefl aid,

Thou kept'it a wife her felf, thy felf a maid.

Of that and all the progrefs more and lefs,

Hefolvedly more leifure fhall exprefs

:

All yet feems well ; and if it end fo meet,

The bitter pall, more welcome is the fweet. [Exeunt*

EPI-



EPILOGUE,
Spoken by the KING.

THE King's a beggar, novo the play is done:

All is well ended, if this fuit be won,

That you exprefs content ; which we willpay,

With ftrife to pleafe you, day exceeding day ;

Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts i

Tour gentle hands lend us9 and take our hearts.

Vol. III. E TWELFTH*
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ORSINO, Duke of Illyria.

Sebaflian, a young Gentleman, Brother to Viola.

Antonio, a Sea-captain, Friend to Sebaflian.

Valentine, 7
Gentlemen, attending on the Duke,

Curio, J

Sir Toby Belch, Uncle to Olivia.

Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, a foolijb Knight, pretending tt

Olivia.

A Sea-captain, Friend to Viola.

Fabian, Servant to Olivia.

Malvolio, a fantajlical Steward to Olivia.

Clown, Servant to Olivia.

Olivia, a Lady ofgreat Beauty and Fortune, beloved by

the Duke.

Viola, in love with the Duke.

Maria, Olivia' s Woman.

Brief, Sailors, Officers, and other Attendants.

S G E N E, a City on the Coajl of Illyria.
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A C T I.

SCENE, The PALACE.
Enter the Duhe^ Curio, and Lords.

D U K E.

F mufick be the food of Iqvil play on ,*

Give me excefs of it ; that.Turfeiting,

The appetite may ficken, and fo die.

That itrain again ;—it had a dying fall

:

O, it came o'er my ear, ^ike the fweet
fouth,

That breathes upon a bank of violets,

Stealing, and giving odour. Enough!— no more 5

'Tis not fo fweet now, as it was before.

O fpirit of love, how quick and frefh art thou

!

That, notwithstanding thy capacity

Receiveth as the fea, nought enters there,
Of what validity and pitch foe'er,

But falls into abatement and low price,

E 3 Even
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Even in a minute ; ( i ) fo full of fhapes in fancy,

That it alone is high fantaflical.

Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord ?

Duke. What, Curio?

Cur. The hart.

Duke. Why, fo I do, the noblefl that I have :

O, when my eyes did fee Olivia firft,

Methought, fhs purg'd the air of peftilence ;

That inftant was I turn'd into a bare,

And my deiires, like fell and cruel hounds,

E'er fmce purfue me. Hr>w now, what news from her ?

Enter Valentine.

Val. So pleafe mj Lord, I might not be admitted,

But from her hand-maid do return this anfvver :

The element itklf, 'till feven years hence,

Shall not behold her face at ample view ;

But, like a cloyflrefs, me will veiled walk,

And water once a day her chamber round

With eye-offending brine : all this to feafon

A brother's dead love, which me would keep frefh

And lafting in her fad remembrance.

Duke. O, me, that hath a heart of that fine frame,

To pay this debt of love but to a brother,

How will lhe love, when the rich golden fhaft

Hath kill'd the flock of all affections elfe

That live in her ? when liver, brain, and heart,

Thefe fov'reign thrones, are all fupply'd, and fill'd,

Her fweet perfections, with one felf-fame King !

Away before me to fweet beds of flowers

;

Love- thoughts iye rich, when canopy'd v/ith bowers.

[Exeunt,

. fo fnll of Shapes is Fancy ,

That it alon e is high fantaflical.'] There can be no Reafon

why the Duke here, who is altogether ferious, and moralizing

on the Qualities of Love, fliould tell us, that Fancy is alone

the moll fantaflical Thing imaginable. I am perfuaded, the

Alteration of is into in has given us the Poet's genuine Mean-
ing; that Love is moft fautaflicai, in being fo variable in its

Fanaeu Ml. Warbtirton*

SCENE,
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SCENE, The Street.

Enter Viola, a Captain and Sailors.

Vio. TT7HAT country, friends, is this ?

VV Cap. Sfyria, Lady.

Vio. And what mould I do in lllyria ?

My brother he is in Elyjium. -

Perchance, he is not drown'd ; what think you, Tailors ?

Cap. It is perchance, that you yourfelf were fav'd.

Vio. O my poor brother ! fo, perchance, may he be.

Cap. True, Madam : and to comfort you with chance,

Affure yourfelf, after our ihip did fplit,

When you, and that poor number fav'd with you,

Hung on our driving boat : I law your brother,

MoM provident in peril, bind himfelf

(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice)

To a itrong matt, that liv'd upon the fea ;

Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back,

I faw him hold acquaintance with the waves,

So long as I could fee.

Vio. For faying fo, there's gold.

Mine own efcape unfoldeth to my hope,

Whereto thy fpeech ferves for authority,

The like of him. Know'fT: thou this country ?

Cap. Ay, Madam, well ; for I was bred and born,

Not three hours travel from this very place.

Vio. Who governs here ?

Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in nams.
Vio. What is his name ?

Cap. Orfino.

Vio. Orfino ! I have heard my father name him
He was a batchelor then.

Cap. And fo is now, or was fo very late ;

For but a month ago I went from hence,

And then 'twas frefh in murmur (as you know,
What Great ones do, the lefs will prattle of)

That he did feek the love of fair Olivia.

Vio. What's Hie ?

Cap t A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count,

E 4 'That
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That dy'd fome twelve months fmce, then leaving her

In the protection of his Ton, her brother,

Who Ihoitly dfo dy'd ; for whofe dear love,

They fay, jhe hath abjur'd the fight

And company of men.
Fio. O, that I ferv'd that lady,

And might not be deliver'd to the world,

'Till I had made mine own occafion mellow
What my eftate is

!

Cap. That were hard to compafs

;

Becaufe fhe will admit no kind of fuit,

No, not the Duke's.

Fio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain ;

And tho' [hat nature with a beauteous wall

Doth oft clofe in pollution ; yet of thee,

I will believe, thou haft a mind that (bits

With this thy fair and outward character :

I pr'ythee, and Ffl pay thee bounteoufly,

Conceal me what I am, and be my aid

For ftich difguife as, haply, mail become
The form of my intent. I'll ferve this Duke i

Thou lhait prefent me as an eunuch to him,

It may be worth thy pains ; for I can fing,

And fpeak to him in many forts of mufick,

That will allow me very worth his fervice,

What elfe may hap, to time I will commit

;

Only fhape thou thy filence to my wit.

Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be :

When my tongue blabs then let mine eyes not fee,

Fio. 1 thank thee ; lead me on. [Exeunt,

SCENE, an Apartment in Olivia'j Houfe.

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria.

fir To. T T^HA f a plague means my neice, to take

VV tne death of her brother thus ? I am fure,

care's an enemy to life.

Afar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you muft come in ear-

lier a- nights ; your neice, my lady, takes great excep-

tion^ to your ill hours.

Sir
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Sir To. Why, let her except, before excepted.

Mar. Ay, but you mull confine yourfelf within the

mode ft limits of order.

Sir To. Confine ? I'll confine nayfelf no finer than I

am ; thefe cloatfis are good enough to drink in, and fo

be thefe boots too ; an they be not, let them hang them-

felves in their own ftraps.

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you ; I

heard my lady talk of it yefterday, and of a foolifli

Knight that you brought in one night here, to be her

wooer.

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ?

Mar. Ay, he.

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any's in Illyria.

Mar. What's that to th' purpofe ?

Sir To. Why, he has three thoufand ducats a year.

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all thefe du-

cats : he's a very fool, and a prodigal.

Sir To. Fie, that youll fay fo ! he plays o' th' viol-

degambo, and fpeaks three or four languages word for

word without book, and hath all the good gifts of na-

ture. •

Mar. He hath, indeed, — almorc natural ; for befides

that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller ; and but that he
hath the gift of a coward to allay the guft he hath in

quarrelling, 'tis thought among the prudent, he would
quickly have the gift of a grave.

Sir Tob. By this hand, they are fcoundrels and fub-

traclors that fay fo of him. Who are they ?

Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in

your company.
Sir Ta. With drinking healths to my neice : I'll

drink to - her as long as there's a paiTage in my throat,

and drink in lllyria. He's a coward, and a coyftril,

that will not drink to my neice 'till his brains turn o'ch*

toe like a parifiVtop. What, wench ? Cajizliano <vulgo i ;

for here comes Sir Andrew Ague-cheek.
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Enter Sir Andrew.

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Sir Toby Belch ?

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew !

Sir And. Blefs you, fair fhrew.

Mar. And you too, Sir.

Sir To. Accoft, Sir Andrew, accoft. .

Sir And. What's that ?

Sir To. My neices chamber-maid.

Sir And. Good miftrefs Accoft, I defire better ao
quaintarxe.

Mar. My name is Mary, Sir.

Sir And. Good miftrefs Mary Accoft,

Sir To. You miftake, Knight : accoft, is, front her,

board her, wooe her, affail her.

Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her in

this company. Is that the meaning of accoft?

Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen.

Sir To. An thou let her part fo, Sir Andrew, would

thou might'ft never draw fword again.

Sir And An you part fo, miftrefs, I would I might

never draw fword again. Fair lady, do you think, you

have fcols in hand ?

Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' hand.

Sir And. Marry, but you mail have, and here'6 my
hand.

Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free : I pray you, bring

your hand to th' buttery-bar, and let it drink.

Sir And. Wherefore, fweet heart ? what's your me-
taphor ?

Mar. It's dry, Sir.

Sir And. Why, I think fo : I am not fuch an afs,

but I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jeft r

Mar. A dry jeft, Sir.

Sir And. Are you full of them ?

Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my finger's ends

:

marry, now I let your hand go, I am barren.

[Exit Maria.

Sir To. O fought, thou lack'ft a cup of canary : when
«lid I fee thee fo put down ?

Sir
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Sir And. Never in your life, I think, unlefs you fee

canary put me down : methinks, fometimes I have no
more wit than a chriftian, or an ordinary man has ; but

I am a great eater of beef, and, I believe, that does

harm to my wit.

Sir To. No queftion.

Sir And. An I thought that, Fd forfwear it. I'll

ride home to-morrow, Sir Tcby.

Sir To. Pourquoy, my dear Knight ?

Sir And. What is fourquay ? do, or not do ? I would,

I had bellowed that time in the tongues that I have in

fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting. (2) O, had I but

followed the arts

!

Sir To. Then hadft thou had an excellent head of

hair.

Sir And Why, would that have mended my hair ?

Sir To. Paft queftion ; for thou feeit, it will not curl

by nature.

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does't

not ?

Sir To. Excellent ! it hangs like flax on a diftafF ; and

I hope to fee a houfe-wife take thee between her legs,

and fpin it off.

(2) Sir And. 0, had I bat follow*d the*Arts!

Sir TO. Then hadft thou had an excellent Head of Hair.

Sir And. Why, vjould that have mended my Hair ?

Sir To. Paft Queftion 5 for thou feeft it vill not cool my
Nature.] Prodigious Sagacity ! and yet thus it has pafsMdown
thro' all the printed Copies. We cannot enough admire that

happy Indolence of Mr. Pope, which can acquiefce in trans-

mitting to us fuch Stuff for genuine Senfe and Argument. The
Dialogue is of a very light Strain, 'tis certain, betwixt two
fooiifh Knights : but yet I would be glad to know, mqthinks,

what Sir Andrew's following the <Arts, or his Hair being minded9

could have to do with the cooltng, or not cooling, SirTo^'s Na-
ture. But my Emendation clears up all this Abfurditv; And
the Context is an unexceptionable Confirmation.

Sir And. But it becomes me uuell enough, does*t not?

Sir TO. Excellent! It hangs like FUs on a Diftajf, &C.
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Sir And. Faith, I'll home to-morrow, Sir Toby; ycmr
neice will not be feen, or, if me be, it's four to one fhe 11

none of me : the Duke himfelf here, hard by, wooes
her.

Sir To. She'll none o'th' Duke, fhe'll not match above
her degree, neither in eflate, years, nor wit ; I have
heard her fwear it. Tut, there's life in't, man.

Sir And. I'll Hay a month longer. I am a fellow o*

th' flrangeil mind i'th' world : I delight in masks and
revels fometimes altogether.

Sir To. Art thou good at thefe kick-fhaws, Knight ?

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatfoever he be,

tinder the degree of my betters ; and yet I will not com-
pare with an old man.

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, Knight I

Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper.

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't.

Sir And. And, I think, I have the back- trick, lim-

ply as ftrong as any man in Illyria.

Sir To. Wherefore are thefe things hid ? wherefore

have thefe gifts a curtain before them ? are they like to

take dull, like miftrefs MalPs picture ? why doll thou not

go to church in a galliard, and come home in a coranto ?

my very walk mould be a jig 1 I would not fo much as

make water, but in a fink-a-pace : what doll thou mean ?

is it a world to hide virtues in ? I did think, by the ex-

cellent conftitution of thy leg, it was form'd under the

liar of a galliard.

Sir And. Ay, 'tis ftrong, and it does indifferent well

in a flame-colour'd flocking. Shall we fet about fome

revels ?

Sir To. What mall we do elfe ? were we not born un-

der Taurus?
Sir And. Taurus ? that's fides and heart.

Sir To. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me fee

thee caper ; ha ! higher : ha, ha ! excellent.

[Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Palace 0 .

Enter Valentine, and Viola in mans attire.

Val. TF the Duke continue thefe favours towards you.,

X Cefario, you are like to be much advanc'd ; he
hath known you but three days, and already you arena
ftranger.

Vto. You either fear his humour, or my negligence,
that you call in queftion the continuance of his love. Is
he inconftant, Sir, in his favours ?

Val. No, believe me.

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants*

Vio. I thank you : here comes the Duke.
Duke. Who faw Cefario, hoa ?

Vio. On your attendance, my Lord, here.

Duke. Stand you a-while aloof. Cefario,

Thou know'il no lefs, bat all : I have unclafp'd

To thee the book even of my fecret foul.

Therefore, good youth, addrefs thy gate unto her i

Be not deny'd accefs, ftand at her doors,

And tell them, there thy fixed foot mail grow,
'Till thou have audience.

Vio. Sure, my noble Lord,

If me be fo abandon'd to her forrow

As it is fpoke, lhe never will admit me.
Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds,

Rather than make unprofited return.

Vio. Say, I do fpeak with her, my Lord ; what then I

Duke. O, then, unfold the paflion of my love,

Surprize her with difcourfe of my dear faith ;

It mail become thee well to adl my woes

;

She will attend it better in thy youth,

Than in a Nuncio of more grave afpeft.

Vio. I think not fo, my Lord.

Duke. Dear lad, believe it

:

For they mail yet belie thy happy years,

That fay, thou art a man : Diana's Jip

Is not more fmooth and rubious j thy fmall pipe

I?
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Is as the maiden's organ, fhrill, and found,

And all is femblative a woman's part.

I know, thy Conftellation is right apt

For this affair : fome four or five attend him;
All, if you will ; for I my felf am beft

When leaft in company. Profper well in this,

And thou (halt live as freely as thy Lord,
To call his fortunes thine.

Vio. I'll do my belt

To woo your Lady ; yet, a barrful ftrife !

Who-e'er I woo, my felf would be his wife. \ExeunU

SCENE changes to Olivia'* Houfe.

Enter Maria and Clown.

Mar. XT A Y, either tell me where thou haft been,

JJNI or I will not open my lips fo wide as a

briftle may enter, in way of thy excufe; my Lady will

hang thee for thy abfence.

Clo. Let her hang me ; he, that is well hang'd in

this world, needs fear no colours.

Mar. Make That good.

Clo. He fhall fee none to fear.

Mar. A good lenten anfwer : I can tell thee where

that faying was born, of, I fear no colours.

Clo. Where, good miftrefs Mary ?

Mar. In the wars, and that may you be bold to fay

irVyour foolery.

Clo. Well, God give them wifdom that have it ; and
thole that are fools, let them ufe their talents.

Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long abfent,

or be turn'd away ; is not that as good as a hanging to

you ?

Clo. Marry, a good hanging prevents a bad marriage;

and for turning away, let fummer bear it out.

Mar. You are relolute then ?

Clo. Not fo neither, but I am refolv'd on two
points.

Mar. That if one brc.ik, the other will hold ; or, if

Eotii break, your gaskias fall.

Clo,
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Clo. Apt, in good faith ; very apt : well, go thy way,
if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as witty a
piece of Eve's flefh as any in Illyria.

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o' that : here comes
my Lady; make your excufe wifely, you were beft.

Enter Olivia, and Malvolio.

Clo. Wit, and't be thy will, put me into a good fool-

ing! thofe wits, that think they have thee, do very
oft prove fools ; and J, that am lure I lack thee, may
pafs for a wife man. For what fays Quinapalus, Bet-

ter a witty fool than a foolifli wit. God blefs thee,

Lady

!

Oli. Take the fool away.
Clo. Do you not hear, fellows ? take away the Lady,'

Oli. Go to, y'are a dry fool ; I'll no more of you i

befides, you grow difhoneft.

Clo. Two faults, Madona, that drink and good coun-

fel will amend ; for give the dry fool drink, then is the

fool not dry : Bid the dilhoneft man mend himfelf ; if he
mend, he is no longer diihoneit ; if he cannot, let the

botcher mend him. Anything, that's mended, is but

patch'd ; virtue, that tranfgreffes, is but patch'd with

fin ; and fin, that amends, is but patched with virtue.

If that this fimple fyllogifm will ferve, fo ; if it will

not, what remedy ? as there is no true cuckold but ca-

lamity, fo beauty's a flower : the Lady bad take a^iy
the fool, therefore, I fay again, take her away.

OIL Sir, I bad them take away you.

Clo. Mifprifion in the higheil degree. Lady, Cu*

tullus non facit monachum ; that's as much as to fay, I

wear not motley in my brain : good Madona, give me
leave to prove you a fool.

Oli. Can you do it ?

Clo. Dexteroully, good Madona.
Oli. Make your proof.

Clo. I mull catechize you for it, Madona ; good my
moufe of virtue, anfvver me.

Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idlenefs, I'll bide

your proof. Cka
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Clo. Good Madona, why mourn'ft thou ?

Olu Good fool, for my brother's death.

Clo. I think, his foul is in hell, Madona*
Oli. I know, his foul is in heav'n, fool.

Clo. The more fool you, Madona, to mourn for your

brother's foul being in heav'n : take away the fool, Gen-
tlemen.

OIL What think you of this fool, Mafaolio, doth he

not mend ?

Mai. Yes, and mall do, 'till the pangs of death make
him. Infirmity, that decays the wife, doth e\*er make
better the fool.

Clo. God fend you, Sir, a fpeedy infirmity, for the

better increafing your folly ! Sir Toby will be fworn, that

I am no fox; but he will not pafs his word for two

pence, that you are no fool.

OH. How fay you to that, Mal<volio ?

Mai. I marvel, your Lady(hip takes delight in fuch

a barren rafcal ; I faw him put down the other day

with an ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a

ftone. Look you now, he's out of his guard already ;

unlefs you laugh and minifter occafion to him, he is

gagg'd. I proteft, I take thefe wife men, that crow

fo at thefe let kind of fools, no better than the fooh'

Zanies.

OH. O, you are fick of felf-love, Malvoiio, and tafle

with a diitemper'd appetite. To be generous, guiltlefs,

and of free difpofition, is to take thofe things for bird-

bolts that you deem cannon- bullets : there is no ilander

in an allow'd fool, though he do nothing but rail ; nor

no railing in a known diicreet man, though he do no-

thing but reprove.

Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with leafing, for thou

fpeak'il well of fools

!

Enter Maria.

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young Gentle-
man, much defires to fpcak with you.
Olu From the Count Orjlno, is it ?

Mar,
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Mar. I know not, Madam, 'tis a fair young Man,
and well attended.

Oli Who of my people hold him in delay ?

Mar. Sir Toby, Madam, your Uncle.

Oli. Fetch him off, I pray you, he fpeaks nothing

but madman : fie on him ! Go you, Malvolio ; if it be

a fuit from the Count, I am rick, or not at home

:

"What you will, todifmifsit. [Exit Malvolio.] Now you

fee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and people dif-

like it.

Clo. Thou haft fpoke for us, Madona, as if thy elder*

Son mould be a fool : whofe fcull Jove cram with brains,

for here comes one of thy Kin has a moil weak Pia

Mater !

Enter Sir Toby.

Oli. By mine honour, half drunk. What is he at the

gate, Uncle ?

Sir To. A Gentleman.
Oli A Gentleman ? what Gentleman ?

Sir To.
:

Tis a Gentleman. Here, [belches. 1 A
plague o' thefe pickle herring! how now, (ot?

Clo. Good Sir Toby,

Oli. Uncle, Uncle, how have you come fo early by
this lethargy ?

Sir To. Letchery ! I deiie letchery : there's one at the

gate.

Oli. Ay, marry, what is he ?

^
Sir To. Let him be the devil and he will, I care not:

give me faith, fay I. Well, it's all one. [Exit.

Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool ?

Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman

:

one draught above heat makes him a fool ; the fecond

mads him ; and a third drowns him.
Oli. Go thou and feek the Coroner, and let him fit

6* my Uncle ; for he's in the third degree of driiftk

;

he's drown'd ; go, look after him.
Clo. He is but mad yet,. Madonay and the fool (hall

look to the madman. [Ex. Clown.

Entxr
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Enter Malvolio.

Mai Madam, yond young Fellow fwears he will

fpeak with you. I told him, you were fick ; he takes

on him to underiland fo much, and therefore comes to

fpeak with you. I -told him, you were afleep ; he
feems to have a fore- knowledge of that too, and there-

fore comes to fpeak with you. What is to be faid to

him. Lady ? he's fortified againft any denial.

Oh. 7 ell him, he mall not fpeak with me.
Hal. He has been told fo , and he fays, he'll Hand

at your door like a Sheriff's poft, and be the fupporter

to a bench, but he'll fpeak with you.

OIL What kind c'mari is he \

Mai. Why, of mankind.
Olt. "What manner of man ?

Mai. Of very ill manners ; he'll fpeak with you, will

you or no.

O/z. Of what perfonage and years is he ?

Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young e-

nough for a boy ; as a fquafh is before 'tis a peafcod,

or a codling when 'tis almoft an apple : 'tis with him
in Handing water, between boy and man. He is very

weil-favour'd, and he fpeaks very fhrewilhly ; one

would think, his mother's milk were fcarce out of

him.

OH. Let him approach : call in my Gentlewoman.
Mai. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. [Exit.

Enter Maria.

OIL Give me my veil : come, throw it o'er my face;

We'll once more hear Orfenos embahy.

Enter Viola.

Vio. The honourable Lady of the houfe, which is

fhe?

Olit Speak to me, I mall anfwer for her : your will ?

Viq. Mod radiant, exquifite, and unmatchable Beau-

ty 1 pray you, tell me, if this be the Lady of the

houfe, for I never faw her. I would be loth to caft

away
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away my fpeech ; for, befides that it is excellently well

penn'd, I have taken great pains to con it. Good
Beauties, let me fuftain no fcorn ; I am very comptible,

even to the leaft finifter ufage.

Oli. Whence came you, Sir ?

Vio. I can fay little more than I have ftudied, and

that Quezon's out of my Part. Good gentle One,

give me modeit, affurance, if you be the Lady of the

houfe, that I may proceed in my fpeech.

Oli. Are you a Comedian ?

Vio. No, my profound heart ; and yet, by the very

fangs of malice, I fwear, I am not that I play. Are
you the Lady of the houfe ?

Oli. If I do not ufurpmy felf, I am.
Vio. Moll certain, if you are Ihe, you do ufurp your

felf ; for what is yours to beftow, is not yours so re-

ferve ; but this is from my Commilfion. I will on with

my fpeech in your praife, and then mew you the heart

of my meffage.

Oli. Come to what is important in't : I forgive you
the praife.

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to fludy it, and 'tis

poetical.

Oli. It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you,

keep it in. I heard, you were fawcy at my gates ; and

I allow'd your approach, rather to wonder at you than

to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone ; if you have

reafon, be bri#f: 'tis not that time of the moon with

me, to make one in fo skipping a dialogue.

Mar. Will you hoift fail, Sir ? here lyes your way.
Vio. No, good fwabber, I am to hull here a little

longer. Some mollification for your Giant, fweet La-

dy : tell me your mind, I am a MelTenger.

Oli. Sure, you have fome hideous matter to deliver,

when the courtefie of it is fo fearful. Speak your of-

fice.

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over-

ture of war, no taxation of homage ; I hold the olive

in my hand ; my words are as full of peace, as matter.
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OH. Yet you began rudely. What are you ? what
would you ?

Vio. The rudenefs, that hath appear'd in me, have
I learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and
what I would, are as fecret as maiden-head ; to your

ears, divinity ; to any other's, prophanation.

OH. Give us the place alone. [Exit Maria.] We
will hear this divinity. Now, Sir, what is your text?

Vio . Moft fsveet Lady ,

OH. A comfortable Doctrine, and much may be faid

of it. Where lyes your text I

Vio. In Orjtno's bofom.

Oli. In his bofom ? in what chapter of his bofom ?

Vio. To anfwer by the method, in the iirft of his heart.

Oli. O, I have read it ; it is herefie. Have you no
more to fay ?

Vio. Good Madam, let me fee your face.

O//. Have you any commiiTion from your Lord to

negotiate with my face ? you are now out of your

text ; but we will draw the curtain, and ihew you the

picture. (3) Look you, Sir, fuch a one I wear this

prefent : is't not well done? [Unveiling.

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all.

Oli. 'Tisin grain, Sir; 'twill endure wind and weather.

Vio. 'Tis Beauty truly blent, whofe red and white

Nature's own fweet and cunning hand laid on

:

Lady, you are the crueli'fc She alive,

If you will lead thefe graces to the Grave,
And leave the world no copy.

(3) Lool^ you, Sir, fuck a one 1 was this prefent : isU not welt

done;] This is Nonfenfe. My Corre&ion, I think, clears ail

up, and gives the Exprefiion an Air of Gallantry. VioLt

prefles to fee Olivia's Face: The other at length pulls off her

Veil, and fays; We will draw the Cartam, and ftcw you the

Tidlure. I wear this Complexion to day, I may wear another

to morrow) jocularly intimating, that She fdinted. The O-
ther, vext at the Jeft, fays, " Excellently done, if Cod did

al Perhaps, it may be true, what you fay in Jeft 5 other-

wile 'tis au excellent £ acc. 'Tu in (Jrain, &c. replies oltv.a.

Mr. Warburton.

on.
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t)/i. O, Sir, I will not be fo hard-hearted : I will

give out diverfe fchedules ofmy beauty. It (hall be in-

ventoried, and every particle and uteniil labelPd to my
will. As, Item, two lips indifferent red. Item, two

grey eyes, with lids to them. Item, one neck, one chin,

,-and fo forth. Were you fent hither to praife me ?

Vio. I fee you, what you are; you are too proud;

But if you were the Devil, you are fair.

My Lord and Mafler loves you : O, fuch love

Could be but recompens'd, tho' you were crown'd

The Non-pareil of Beauty !

Oli. How does he love me ?

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears,

With groans that thunder love, with fighs of fire.

Oli. Your Lord does know my mind, I cannot love

him ;

Yet I fuppofe him virtuous, know him noble,

"Of great eftate, of frefh and ltainlefs youth ;

In voices well divulg'd; free, learnM, and valiant \

, And in dimenfion, and the fhape of nature,

I A gracious perfon ; but yet I cannot love him :

He might have took his anfwer long ago.

Vio. f I did love you in my mailer's flame,

With fuch a faff' ring, fuch a deadly life,

In your denial I would fine no feme :

I would not underftand it.

Oli. Why, what would you do ?

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate,

And call upon my foul within the houfe

Write loyal canto's of contemned love,

And fing them loud even in the dead o night

:

(4) Hollow your name to the reverb .rant hills,

And make the babling gollip of r L

Cry out, Olivia ! O, you (houK not reft

Between the elements of air and Larth,

But you mould pity me.

(4) Hollow your Nams to the reverberate Hills,] I have,

againft the Authority of the printed Copies, corre&ed, rtver-

btrant* The Adje&ive Pafiive makes Nonfeme, -

Oli.
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Oli. You might do much

:

What is your parentage ?

Via. Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is well

:

I am a gentleman.

Oli. Get you to your Lord;

I cannot love him : let him fend no more

;

Unlefs, perchance, you come to me again,

To tell me how he takes it; fare you well

:

I thank you for your pains ; fpend this for me.

Vio. I am no fee'd poll, lady ; keep your purfe :

My matter, not my felf, lacks recompence.

Love make his heart of flint, that you mall love,

And let your fervour, like my mailer's, be

Plac'd in contempt! farewel, fair cruelty. [Exit.

OH. What is your parentage ?

Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is <ixell:

1 am a gentleman I'll be fworn thou art.

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and fpirit,

Do give thee five-fold blazon—not too fad—foft ! foft

!

Unlefs the mailer were the man. How now?

Even fo quickly may one catch the plague ?

Methinks, I feel this youth's perfe&ions,

With an invifible and fubtile Health,

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be—
What ho, Malvolio,

Enter Malvolio.

"Mai. Here, Madam, at your fervice.

Oli. Run after that fame peevilh melfenger,

The Duke's man; he left this ring behind him,

Would I, or not: tell him, I'll none of it.

Defire him not to flatter with his Lord,

Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him

:

If that the youth will come this way to-morrow,

I'll give him reafons for't. Hye thee, Malvolio.

Mai. Madam, 1 will. [Exit.

Oli. I do, I know not what ; and fear to find

Mine eye too great a flatterer lor my mind :

Fate, mew thy force ; our felves we do not owe;

What is decreed, mull be ; and be this fo I

A C T
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ACT II.

SCENE, The Street.

Enter Antonio and Sebaftian.

Antonio.

WILL you flay no longer ? nor will you not, that

I go with you ?

Seb. By your patience, no : my liars mine
darkly over me ; the malignancy of my fate might, per-

haps, diftemper yours ; therefore I mail crave of ycu
your leave, that I may bear my evils alone. It were a
bad recompence for your love, to lay any of them on
you.

Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you are

bound.

Seb. No, footh, Sir ; my determinate voyage is meer
extravagancy : but I perceive in you fo excellent a touch

of modefly, that you will not extort from me what I am
willing to keep in ; therefore it charges me in manners

the rather to exprefs myfelf : you muft know of me then,

Antonio, my name is Sebajlian, which I calPd Rodorigo ;

my father was that Sebajlian of Mejfaline9 whom, I

know, you have heard of. He left behind him, myfelf,

and a filler, both born in one hour ; if the heav'ns had

been pleas'd, would we had fo ended ! but you, Sir, al-

ter'd that ; for, fome hour before you took me from the

breach of the fea, was my filler drown'd.

Ant. Alas, the day!

Seb. A Lady, Sir, tho' it was faid Ihe much refem-

bled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful ; but tho'

I could not with fuch eilimable wonder over- far believe

that, yet thus far I will boldly publifh her, fhe bore a

mind that envy couid not but call fair: fne is drown'd

already,
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already, Sir, with fait water, tho
1
I Teem to drown hei

remembrance again with more.

Ant: Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment.

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble.

Ant, If you will not murther me for my love, let me
be your fervant.

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that

is, kill him whom you have recover'd, defire it not. Fare

ye well at once ; my bofbm is full of kincjnefs, and I am
yet fo near the manners ofmy mother, that upon the leaft

occafion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me : I am
bound to the Duke Orjim's court; farewel. [Exit.

Ant. The gentlenefs of all the Gods go with thee I

I have made enemies in Orfinos court,

Elfe would I very fhortly fee thee there:

But come what may, I do adore thee fo,

The danger fhall feem fport, and I will go. [Exit.

Enter Viola and Maivol io, at federal doors.

MaL Were not you e'en now with the Countefs O-
Jwia ?

Vio. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have fince

arrived but hither.

MaL She returns this ring to you, Sir ; you might

have faved me my pains, to have taken it away your

felf. She adds moreover, that you mould put your Lord

into a defperate aflurance, fhe will none of him. And
one thing more, that you be never fo hardy to come again

in his affairs, unlefs it be to report your Lord's taking of

this : receive it fo.

Vio. She took the ring of me, Til none of it.

MaL Come, Sir, you peevifhly threw it to her, and

her will is, it mould be fo retufn'd : if it be worth Hoop-

ing for, there it lyes in your eye ; if not, be it his that

finds it. [Exit.

Vio. I left no ring with her ; what means this Lady ?

Fortune forbid, my outfHe have not charmed her !

She made good view ofme ; indeed, fo much,
That, fure, methoughi her evc», had loll her tongue

;

For fiie did fpcak in ilarts diitractcdJy :

She
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She loves me, fure; the cunning of her pafTion
Invites me in this churlilh mefTenger.
None ofmy Lord's ring? why, he fenther none,
I am the man If it be fo, (as, 'tis ;)

Poor Lady, me were better love a dream.
Difguife, I fee, thou art a wickednefs,
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much.
How eafie is it, for the proper falfe

In women's waxen hearts to fet their forms!
Alas, our frailty is the caufe, not we,
For fuch as we are made, if fuch we be.

How will this fadge ? my mailer loves her dearly,
And I, poor monfler, fond as much on-him ;

And flie, miftaken, feems to dote on me.
What will become of this ? as I am man,
My Mate is defperate for my mailer's love

;

As I am woman, (now, alas the day!)
What thriftlefs fighs mail poor Olivia breathe ?

D time, thou muft untangle this, not I

;

It is too hard a knot for me t'unty. [Exit.

SCENE changes to Olivia'* Houfe.

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew.

Sir To. A Pproach, Sir Andrew: not to be a-bed af~

jTJl ter midnight, is to be up betimes; and
Diluculo Jurgere, thou know'H,

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I
know, to be up late, is to be up late.

Sir To.^ A falfe conclufion : I hate it, as an unfilled
can

; to be up after midnight, and to go to bed then,,
is early; fo that to go to bed after midnight, is to go*
to bed betimes. Does not our life confiit of the four
elements ?

Sir And. 'Faith, fo they fay ; but, I think, it rather
confifts of eating and drinking.

Sir To. Th'art a fcholar, let us therefore eat and
drink

. Maria ! I fay !—a ftoop of wine,

Vol. Ill, F
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Enter Clown.

Sir And. Here comes the fool, Tfaith.

Clo. How now, my hearts? did you never fee ths

picture ofwe three f

Sir To. Welcome, afs, now let's have a catch.

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent breaft.

I had rather than forty (hillings I had fuch a leg, and fo

fweet a breath to fing, as the fool has. In Tooth, thou

waft in very gracious Fooling laft night, when rhou ipok'ft

of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians palling the Equinoctial

of Queubus: 'twas very good, i'faith : (5) I lent thee

fix-pence for thy Leman, hadlt it ?

Clo. I did impeticos thy grarilbty ; for Malvolio's nofe

is no whip-flock. My Lady has a white hand, and the

Myrmidons are ro bottle-ale houfes.

Sir And. Excellent: why, this is the beft fooling,

when all is done. Now, a Song.—
Sir To. Come on, there's Six pence for you. Left

have a Song.

Sir And. There's a teitril of me too ; if one Knight

give a

Clo. Would you have a Love-fong, or a Song of good

life ?

Sir To. A Love-fong, a Love-fong.

Sir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good life.

Clown fings.

O mifirefs mine, where areyou roaming ?

O fry and hear, your true love's coming,

That can fing both high and low.

Trip nofurther, pretty fwecting

;

journeys end in lavas 'meeting,

Every cwife man s fon doth know.

(0 / f<nt thee lx pmce for thy Lemon, had'/! it*} But the

Clown was neitlu. fell t tot, nor Butter. The Poet's Word wa$

certainly miuaken by the Ignorance of the Printers. 1 have

ielWd, tman, i. c. J feat thec Sixpence to fpend on thy

Mifticfi. c .
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Sir And. Excellent good, i'faith !

Sir To. Good, good.

Clo. What is love ? 'tis not hereafter ;

Prefent mirth hath prefent laughter :

What's to come, is fill unfure ;

In delay there lyes no plenty :

Then come kifs me, fweet, and twenty :

Youth's a fluff will not endure.

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true Knight.
Sir To.A contagious breath.

Sir And. Very fweet and contagious, i'faith.

Sir To. To hear by the nofe, it is dulcet in contagion.
But mail we make the welkin dance, indeed ? Shall we
rouze the night-owl in a catch, that will draw three fouls
out of one weaver ? mall we do that ?

Sir And. An you love me, let's do't : I am a do? at
a catch. 6

Clo. By'r Lady, Sir, and fome dogs will catch well
Sir And. Moil certain; let our catch be, Thou knave.
Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, Knight. I mall be

conftrain'd in't, to call thee knave, Knight.
Sir And 'Tis not the firft time I have conftrain'd

one to call me knave. Begin, fool ; it begins, Hold thy
peace. J

Clo. I mall never begin, if I hold my peace.
Sir And. Good, i'faith: come, begin.

[Theyfng a catch.

Enter Maria.

Mar. What a catterwauling do you keep here ? ifmy
Lady have not call'd up her itevvard, Maholio, and bid
ram turn you out of doors, never truft me.

Sir To. My Lady's a Catayan, we are politicians,
Malvolios a Peg-a-Ramfey, and Three merry men he we.

\
Am not I confanguinious ? am I not of her blood > Tilh

• Lady'
Udyl then d™dt U "** iH Babylon '

tady>

Clo. Bemrewme, the Knight's in admirable fooimg^*
tor And. Ay, he does well enough if he be difpos'd,

f 2 and



124 Twelfth-Night: Or,

and fo do* I too : he does it with a better grace, but I do

it more natural.

Sir To. O, the twelfth day of December,— [Singing.

Liar. For the love o
1 God, peace.

Enter Malvolio.

Mat My matters, are you mad ? or what are you?

have you no wit, manner, nor honefty, but to gabble

like tinkers at this time of night ? do ye make an ale-,

houfe of my Lady's houfe, that ye fqueak cut your co-

ziers' catches without any mitigation or remorfe of voice ?

is there no refpeel of place, perfons, nor time in you?

Sir To. We did keep time, Sir, in our catches. Sneck

up j

[Hiccoughs.

Mai. Sir Toby, I muft be round with you. i\ly Lady

bade me tell you, that tho' (he harbours you as her Uncle,

flie's nothing ally'd to your diforders. If you can fepa-

rate your felf and your mifdemeanors, you are welcome

to the Houfe: if not, an it would pleaie you to take

leave of her, fhe is very willing to bid you farewel.

Sir To. Fareixel, dear heart, fince I ??:uft needs begone.

Mai. Nay, good Sjr Toby.

Clo. Bis eyes do Jheuu, his days are almofi done.

Mai. Is't even fo ?

Sir To. But I will never die.

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie.

Mai This is much credit to you.

Sir To. Shall I bid him go ? >
[Singing.

Clo. What, an ifyou do ?

Sir To. Shall Ibid him go, andfpare not ?

Clo. O no, no, no, you dare not.

Sir To. Out o'time', Sir? ye lie: art thou any more

than a fteward? dolt thou think, becaufe thou art virtu-

ous, there (hall be no more cakes and ale ?

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger mall be hot

iW mouth too. .

Sir 7o. Thou'rt i'th' right. Go, Sir, rub your chain

with crums. A Hoop of wine, Maria.

Mai. Miftrefs Mary, if you prizd my Lady's favoui

at any thine more than contempt, you would not give
9 m

mean.'
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means for this uncivil rule ; fhe fhall know of it, by this

hand. [Exit.
Mar. Go (hake your ears.

Sir 2nd. 'Twere as good a deed as to drink when a
man's a hungry, to challenge him to the field, and then
to brea v promiie with him, and make a fool of him.

Sir To. Do't, Knight, I'll write thee a challenge : cr
I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth.

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to night ; fmce
the youth of the Duke's was to day with my Lady, Ihe
is much out of quiet. For Monlieur Mafoolio, let me
alone with him : if I do not gull him into a nay-word,
and make: him a common recreation, do not think, I
have wit enough to lie Uraight in my bed : I know, J
can do it.

Sir To. Pofiefs us, poiTefs us, tell us fomething of him.
Mar. Marry, Sir, fomctimes he is a kind of a Pu-

ritan.

Sir And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a
dog.

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy exquifite rea-
fon, dear Knight.

Sir And. I have no exquifite reafon for't, but I have
reafon good enough.

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any thing
conftantly but a time-pleafer ; an affedlion'd afs, thai
cons (late without book, and utters it by great fwanhs :

the beft perfuaded of himfelf: fo cram'd, as he thinks',
with excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all
that look on him, love him ; and on that vice in him
will my revenge find notable caufe to work.

Sir To. What wilt thou do ?

Mar. I will drop in his way fome obfeure epiftles of
Tove, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the fhape of
his leg, the manner of his gate, the expreffure of his
eye, forehead, arfd complexion, he mail find himfelf
moil feelingly perfonated. I can write very like my
Lady your Neice ; on a forgotten matter we can hardly
make dirlinction of our hands.

Sir To. Excellent, I fmell a device.

F 3 Sir
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Sir And. I have't in my nofe too.

Sir To. He (hall think by the letters, that thou wilt

drop, that they come from my Neice, and that me is

in love with him.

Mar. My purpofe is, indeed, a horfe of that colour.

Sir And. And your horfe now would make him an afs.
.

Mar. Afs, I doubt -not.

Sir And. O, 'twill be admirable.

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know, my phy-

nck will work with him. I will plant you two, and let

the fool make a third, where he fhall find the letter

:

obferve his conftruction of it : for this night to bed, and
dream on the event. Farewel. [Exit.

Sir To. Good night, Penthijtlea.

Sir And. Before me, {he's a good wench.
Sir To. She's a beagle, true-bred, and one that adorei

me ; what o'that ?

Sir And. I was ador'd once too.

Sir To. Let's to bed, Knight : thou hadft need fend

for more mony.
iif And. If I cannot recover your Neice, I am a foul

way out.

Sir To. Send for mony, Knight ; if thou haft her not

i'th'end, call me cut.

Sir And. If I do not, never trull; me, take it how you
will.

Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn fome fack, *ti«

too late to go to bed now : come, Knight ; come,
Knight. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Palace.

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others.

Diike.f^lV^ me fome mufick; now, good morrow,

VJ" friends :

Now, good Cefario, but that piece of fong,

That old and antique fong, we heard laft night

;

Methought, it did relieve my paflion much ;

More than light airs, and recollected terms

Of thefemoit brisk and giddy-paced times'

Come, but one verfe.

Cur.
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Cur. He is not here, fo plcafe your Lordftiip, that

fhould Tmg it.

Dukt . Who was it ?

Cur. Fefle, the jefter, my Lord, a fool that the Lady
Olivia's father took m icL delight in. He is about the

houfe.

Z>/u£i. Seek him out, and play the tune the while.

Come hither, boy ; if ever thou fnalt love,

Jn the fweet pangs of it, remember me ;

For fuch as I am, all true lovers are ;

Unftaid and skittim in all motions elfe,

Save in the conftant image of the creature

That is beiov'd. How doft thou like this tune ?

Vio. It gives a very echo to the feat

Where love is thron'd.

Duke, Thou doft fpeak mafterly.

My life upon't, young tho' thou art, thine eye

Hath ftaid upon fome favour that it loves

:

Hath it not, boy ?

Vio. A little, by your favour.

Duke. What kind ofwoman is't ?

Vio. Of your complexion.

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years, Waith ?

Vio. About your years, my Lord.

Duke. Too o !d, by heav'n ; kt ftil! the woman take
An elder than her feif, fo wears fne to him

;

So fways me level in her husband's heart.

For, boy, however we do praife our lelves,

Our fancies are more giddy and ufifirm,

More longing, wavering, fooner loft and worn,
Than women's are.

Vio. I think it well, my lord.

Duke, Then let thy love be younger than thy fel*,

Or thy affection cannot hold the bent

:

For women are as rofes, whofe fair flower,

Being once difplay'd, doth fall that very hour.

Vio. And fo they are; alas, that they are fo,

[Ex. Curio. [MufuL

Emer
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Enter Curio and Clown.

Duke. O fellow, come ; the fong we had laft night,—
Mark it, Cefario, it is old and plain ;

The fpinfters and the knitters in the fun,

And the free maids that weave their thread with bones,

Do ufe to chant it: it is filly focth,

And dallies with the innocence of love,

Like the old age.

Clo. Are you ready, Sir ?

Duke. Ayj pr'ythce, fmg. [MuflcL

SONG.
Come away, come away, death,

/Ind in fad cyprefs let me be laid I

Fly away, fly away, breath,

I am flain by afair cruel maid.

Myfhrowd of white, fuck all withye<wx

O, prepare it.

My part of death no one fo true

Didfhare it.

Not aflower, not a flowerfweet,
On my black coffin let there be firown :

Not a friend, not afriend greet

My poor corps, where my bones fhall be thrown*

A thou/and thmifand fighs to fa eve%

Lay me, Of where
True lover never find my grave,

\To weep there.

Duke. There's for thy pains.

Clo. No pains, Sir ; I take plcafure in linging, Sir.

Duke. I'll pay thy pleafure then.

Clo. Truly, Sir, and pleafure will be paid one time

or other.

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee.

Clo. Now the melancholy God protedl thee, and the

tnylor make thy doublet of changeable fcaffata, for thy

mind is a very opal ! 1 would have men of fuch conftancy

put
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put to fea, that their bufinefs might be every thing, and

their intent every where ; for that's it, that always

makes a good voyage of nothing. Farevvel. [Exit.

Duke, Let all the reft give place. Once more, Ce~

fario,

Get thee to yond fame fovereign cruelty :

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world,

Prizes not quantity of dirty lands

;

The parts, that fortune hath beftow'd upon her,

Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune :

But 'tis that miracle, and Queen of Gems,
That nature pranks her in, attracls my foul.

Fio. But if fhe cannot love you, Sir •

Duke, It cannot be fo anfwer'd.

Vio. Sooth, but you muft.

Say, that fome Lady, as, perhaps, there is,

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart

As you have for Olivia ; you cannot love her ; -

You tell her fo ; muft fhe not then be anfwer'd ?

Duke, There is no woman's fides

Can bide the beating of fo ftrong a pafTibn,

As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart

So big to hold fo much ; they lack retention*
v

Alas, their love may be call'd appetite:

No motion of the liver, but the palate,

Thatfuffers furfeit, cloyment, and revolt;

;

But mine is all as hungry as the fea,

And can digeft as much ; make no compare
Between that love a woman can bear me,
And that I owe Olivia.

Vio. Ay, but I know
Duke. What doit thou know ?

'

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe;
In faith, they are as true of heart, as we.

My father had a daughter lov'd a man,
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman,
I mould your Lordfhip.

Duke. And what's her hiftory ?

Vio. A blank, my Lord: fhe never told her love,

But let concealment, like a worm i\h' bud,

F 5 Feed
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Feed on her damask cheek : me pin'd in thought ;

And, with a green and yellow melancholy,

She fat like Patience on a monument,
Smiling ac grief. Was not this love, indeed ?

We men may fay more, fwear more, but, indeed,

Our mews are more than will ; for Hill we prove

Much in our vows, but little in our love.

Duke. But dy'd thy filter of her love, my boy ?

Vio. I'm all the daughters of my fathers* houfe,

And all the brothers too—and yet I know not

Sir, mail I to this Lady ?

Duke. Ay, that's the theam.

To her in hafte ; give her this jewel : fay,

My love can give no place, bide no denay. [ExeunU

SCENE changes to Olivia'* Garden.

Enter Sir Toby, Str Andrew, and Fabian.

Sir To. /^OME thy ways, Signior Fabian.

V>i Fab. Nay, I'll come ; if I lofe a fcruple

of this fport, let me be boil'd to death with melan-

choly.

Sir To. Would'ft thou not be glad to have the nig-

gardly rafcally fheep-biter come by fome notable fhame ?

Fab. I would exult, man; you know, he brought

me out of favour with my Lady, about a bear-baiting

here.

Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear again ;

and we will fool him black and blue, mall we not, Sir

Andrew P

Sir And. An we do not, it's pity of our lives.

Enter Maria.

Sir To. Here comes the little villain : how now, my
nettle of India ?

Mar. Get ye all three into the box -tree; Ma/vo/iVs

coming down this walk, he has been yonder i'th' fun

pracliling behaviour to his own madow this half hour.

Obiervc him, for the love of mockery; for, I know,
this
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this letter will make a contemplative ideot of him.

Clofe, in the name of jefting ! lye thou there ; for here

comes the trout that muft be caught with tickling.

[Throws down a Letter, and Exit,

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. 'Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once

told me, me did affett me ; and I have heard her feif

come thus near, that mould me fancy, it mould be one

of my complexion. Befides, Ihe ufes me with a more
exalted refped, than any one elfe that follows her. What
mould I think on't ?

Sir To. Here's an over-weaning rogue.

Fab. O, peace: contemplation makes a rare Tur-
key-cock of him; how he jets under his advanced,

plumes

!

Sir And. 'Slife, I could fo beat the rogue.

Sir To. Peace, I fey.

Mai. To be Count Malvolio,—
Sir To. Ah, rogue !

Sir And. Piftol him, piilol him.
Sir To. Peace, peace.

Mai. There is example for't : the Lady of the Stracby

married the yeoman of the wardrobe.

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel

!

Fab. O, peace, now he's deeply in ; look, how ima-
gination blows him.

Mai. Having been three months married to her, fitting

in my ftate

Sir To. O for a ftone-bow, to hit him in the eye!

—

Mai. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd

velvet gown ; having come down from a day-bed, where
I have left Olivia fleeping.

Sir To. Fire and brimftone !

Fab. O, peace, peace.

Mai. And then to have the humour of ftate ; and after

a demure travel of regard, telling them, I know my
.place, as I would they mould do theirs—— to ask for

my uncle Toby

Sir To. Bolts and fhackles !

Fabm
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Fab. Qh, peace, peace, peace; now, now.
MaL Seven of my people with an obedient ftart make

out for him : I frown the while, and, perchance, wind
up my watch, or play with ibme rich jewel. Toby ap-

proaches, curtfies there to me.
Sir To. Shall this Fellow live?

Fab. Tho' our filence be drawn from us with cares,

yet, peace.

MaL I extend my hand to him thus ; quenching my
familiar fmde with an auftere regard of controul.

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o'th* lips

then ?

Mai. Saying, uncle Toby, my fortunes having caft me
on your Neice, give me this prerogative of fpeech—

»

Sir To. What, what ?

MaL You mull amend your drunkennefs.

Sir To. Out, fcab!

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the finews of our

plot.

MaL Befides, you wafle the treafure of your time with

a foolifh Knight
Sir And. That's me, I warrant you.

MaL One Sir Andrew,
Sir. And. I knew, 'twas I ; for many do call me

Fool.

MaL What employment have we here ?

[Taking up the Letter.

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin.

Sir To, Oh peace ! now the fpirifc of humours intimate

read ug aloud to him !

MaL By my life, this is my Lady's hand : thefe be

her very C's, her [7*s, and her Ts, and thus makes
4he her great f

y

s. It is, in contempt of queftion, her

hand.

Sir And. Her C\s, her IPs, and her TV. why that?

MaL To the unknown below d, this, and mygoodwi/hts %

her very phrafes : By your leave, wax. Soft ! and the

impreflure her Luetic*, with which flic ufes to ftalj 'tis

my Lady: to whom fhould this be?

Fab. This wins him, liver and all.

MaL
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Mai. Jove knows I love, but who, lips do not move,

no man m*ft know No man mult know— what fol-

lows ? the number's altered no man muft know »

if this fhou d be thee, Malvolio ?

Sir To Marry, hang thee, Brock !

Mai. 1 may command where 1 adore but feknce, like a
Lucrece knife.

With bloodlefs ftreke my heart doth gore, M. O. A. I.

doth /way my life.

Fab. A fuitian riddle.

Sir To. Excellent wench, fay I.

Mai. M. O. A. I. doth fway my life nay, but

firft, let me fee let me fee

Fab. What adifn of poifon has (be drefs'd him ?

Sir To. And with what wing tne itallien checks* at

it ?

Mai. I may command where I adore. Why, me rr.gy

command me: I ferve her, fne is my Lady. Why, tr js

is evident to any formal capacity. There is no cbd/uclicn

in this -and the end what mould that alphabetical

pofition portend ? if I could make that referable feme-

thing in me? foftly M. O. J. I.

Sir To O, ay ! make up that he is now at a cold

fcent.

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' it be as

rank as a fox.

Mai. M. Malvolio M. -— why, that begins

my name.

Tab. Did not I fay, he would work it out ? the cur is

excellent at faults.

Mai. M. Eut then there is no confonancy in the fe-

quel ; T hat fuifers under probation : A mould follow,

but O does.

Fab. And O fhall end, I hope.

Sir
r
io. Ay, or 1*11 cudgel him, and make him cry,

O.
MaL And then / comes behind.

Fab. Ay, and you had any eye behind you, you
might fee more detraction at your heels than fortunes

before you.

Mai
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Mai. M. O. A. /« this fimulation is not as the

former— and yet to crufh this a little, it would bow to

jne, for every one of thefe letters is in my name. Soft,

here follows profe If thisfall into thy hand, revolve*

In my fiars 1 am above thee, but be not afraid of great-

nefs ; fome are born great , fame atchieve greatnefs, and

fame have greatnefs thrnjl upon them. Thy fates open their

bands, let thy blocd andfpirit embrace them ; and to inure

thy jelf to vjhat thou art like to be, caji thy humble fiough,

and appearfrejh. Be oppofite voith a kinfman, furly with
fervants : let thy tongue tang arguments of fate ; put thy

felf into the trick offngularity. She thus advifes thee,

that fighs for thee. Remember <who commended thyyellow

foekings , and vjifb^d to fee thee ever crofs'd-garterd. I
fay, remember ; go to, thou art made, if thou dejireft to be

fo : if not, let ?ne fee thee a fteixard fill, thefellovo of
fervant:, and not worthy to touch fortunes' fingers. Fart-

njuel. She, that voould alter fervices voith thee. The
fortunate and happy day-light and champian difcovers no
more : this is open. I will be proud, I will read politick

authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will wafh off grofs ac-

quaintance, J will be point devife, the very man. I do
not now fcol myfelf, to let imagination jade me ; for

every reafon excites to this, that my Lady loves me.
She did commend my yellow flockings of late, (he did

prai -e my leg, being crofs-garter d and in this fhe ma-
nifeits her felf to my love, and with a kind of injunction

drii s ine to thefe habits of her liking. I thank my ltars,

I am hdppy : I will be ftrange, itout in yellow ltock-

ings, ?.id crofs-garter'd, even with the fwiftnefs of
put ingon. Jove, and u>y flars be praifed ! - Here is

yet a polh
r
cript. Thou canft ?iot chuje but knovo vuho I

a?nl if thou entertainejl my love, let it appear in thy fm$~

lir.g', t'->yfmiles beco?ne thee vcell. Therefore in my prefence
fill fmile, dear ?nyfvoect , I prythee. — Jove, I thank
thee' I will fnule, I will do every thing that thou wilt

hav( me. [Exit.

Fab I will not give my part of this fport for a penfion

of thoufands to be paid from the Sophy.

Sir
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Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device.

Sir And. So could I too.

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with he*, but luck

another jeft.

Enter Maria.

Sir And. Nor I neither.

Fab. Here comes my noble gull catcher.

Sir To. Wilt thou fet thy foot o' my neck ?

Sir And. Or o* mine either ?

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip,, and be*

come thy bond-Have r

Sir And. I'faith, or I either?

Sir To Why, thou haft put him in fuch a dream,
that when the image of it leaves him, he mud run
mad.
Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him ?

Sir To. Like Aqua vitte with a midwife.

Mar. If you will then fee the fruits of the fport, mark
his firft approach before my Lady : he will come to her

in yellow ftockings, and 'tis a colour me abbors; and
crofs-garter'd, a fafhion Ihe detefts ; and he will fmile

upon her, which will now be fo unfuitable to her difpo-

fition, being addicted to a melancholy, as me is, that it

cannot bat turn him into a notable contempt : if you will

fee it, follow me.

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar ; thou moil excellent

devil of wit

!

Sir And. I'll make one too. \Exeunt*
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ACT III.

SCEN E; OliviaV Garden.

Enter Viola, and Clown.

Viola.

SAVE thee, Friend, and thy mufick: doll thou

live by thy Tabor ?

C/o. No, Sir, I live by the Church.

Vio. Art thou a Churchman ?

C/o. No fach matter, Sir ; I do live by the Church:
for I do live at my Houfe, and my Houfe doth ftand

by the Church.
Vio. So thou may' ft fay, the King lyes by a Beggar,

if a Eeggar dwell near Win'; or the Church ftands by
thy Tabor, if thy Tabor Hand by the Church.

C/o. You have faid, Sir : to fee this age ! A fen-

tence is but a chev'ril glove to a good wit ; how quickly

the wrong fide may be turned outward ?

Vic. Nay, that's certain ; they, that dally nicely

with words, may quickly make them wanton.

C/o. I would, therefore, my Sifter had had no Name,
Sir.

Vio. Why, Man?
C/o. Why, Sir, her Name's a word ; and to dally

with that word, might make my Sifter wanton ; but,

indeed, words are very rafcals, fmce bonds difgrae'd

them.

Vio. Thy reafon, Man ?

C/o. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without words

;

and words are grown fa falfe, I am loth to prove rea-

fon with them.

Vio. I warrant, thou art a merry Fellow, and careft

for nothing.

Ch.
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Clo. Not fo, Sir, I do care for fomething ; but, in

my conscience, vSir, I do not care for you : if that ber

to care for nothing, Sir, I would, it would make you
invifible.

Fio. Art not thou the Lady Olivias Fool ?

Clo. No, indeed, Sir; the Lady Olivia has no folly;

fhe will keep no Fool, Sir, 'till fhe be married ; and
Fools are as like Husbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings,

the Husband^ the bigger: I am, indeed, not her Fool,

but her Corrupter of Words.
Fio. I faw thee late at the Duke Or/Ws.
Clo. Foolery, Sir, does walk about the Orb like the

Sun ; it mines every where. I would be forry, Sir,

but the fool fhould be as oft with your Matter,, as with

my Miilrefs : I think, I faw your wifdom there.

Fio. Nay, an thou pafs upon me, I'll no more with

thee. Hold, there's expences for thee.

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair,

fend thee a beard

!

Fio. By my troth, I'll tell thee, I am almofl ficlc

for one, though I would not have it grow on my chin.

Is thy lady within?

Clo. Would not a pair of thefe have bred, Sir ?

Fio. Yes, being kept together, and put to ufe.

Clo, I would play lord Pandarus of Pbrygia, Sir,

to bring a Crejpda to this Troybus.

FioTl undcriiund you, Sir, 'tis well begg'd.

Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great, Sir ; begging

but a beggar : Crejpda was a beggar. My lady is

within, Sir, 1 will cornier to them whence you come

;

who you are, and what you would, is out of my wel-

kin ; I might fay, element ; but the word is over-worn.

[Exit.

Fio. This fellow is wife enough to play the fool,

And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit

:

He muft obferve their mood on whom he jells,

The quality of the perfons, and the time

;

And, like the haggard, check at every feather
s That comes before his eye. This is a practice,.

As full of labour as a wife-man's art

;

For
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For folly, that he wiielv mews, is fit

;

Bat wile men's, folly fali'n, quite taints their wit*

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew.

Sir And. Save you, gentleman. (6)

Via. And you, Sir.

Sir To. Duu <vous ?uarde, Monfieur.

Vio. Et vous aujji ; <vojtre Jer<vitcur.

Sir Toh. I hope, Sir, you are; and I am yours. —
Will you encounter the Houfe ? my Niece is delirous

you mould enter, if your trade be to her.

Vio. I am bound to your Neice, Sir ; I mean, me is

the lift c-f my voyage.

Sir Tob. Talte your legs, Sir, put them to motion.
Vio. My legs do better undentand me, Sir, than I

underiiand what you mean by bidding me talte my
legs.

Sir Tob. I mean, to go, Sir, to enter.

Vhn I will anfwer you with gate and entrance ; but
we are prevented.

Enter Olivia a?id Maria.

Moll excellent accomplim'd lady, the heav'ns rain
-.j- 1

Sir And. That youth's a rare Courtier ! rain odours ?

well.

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your

own moll pregnant and vouchfafed ear.

(5) Sir Tob. Save r»«, Gentleman,

Vio. yAnd yoi4 y Sir.

Sir .And. Dien vous guarde, Mon/icttr,

Vio. El VQMsauJJi; votre Servircur.

Sir And. / hope. Sir, you are\ and I am yours.]

I have ventur'd to make the two Knights change Speeches in

this Dialogue with Viola-, and, 1 think, not without good
Reafbn. It were a prepofterous Forgetfulnefs in the Poc, a. id

out of all Probability, to make Sir Andrew not only fpeak

French, but undcrftand what is laid to him in it, who in the

fidt All did not know the Engh/b of Pourquoy .

Sir.
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Sir And. Odours, pregnant, and vouchfafed : I'll

get 'em all three ready

.

Oli. Let the garden door be (hut, and leave me to my
hearing. [Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria.

Give me your hand, Sir.

Vio. My duty, Mad-m, and moll humble fervice.

Oli. What is your name ?

Vio. Cefark is your fervant's name, fair Princefs.

Oli. My fervant, Sir ? 'Twas never merry world,

Since lowly feigning was calPd compliment

:

Y'are fervant to the Duke Orjtno, youth.

Vio. And he is yours, and he mull needs be yours

:

Your fervant's fervant is your fervant, Madam.
Oli. For him, I think not cn him : for his thoughts,

'Would they were blanks, rather than filPd with me !

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts

On his behalf,

Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you ; «

I bade you never fpeak again of him.

But would you undertake another fuit,

I'd rather hear you to follicit That,

Than mufick from the fpheres.

Vio. Dear lady,

Oli. Give me leave, I befeech you : I did fend.

After the laft enchantment, you did hear,

A ring in chafe of you. So did I abufe

Myfelf, my fervant, and, I fear me, you

;

Under your hard conftrudlion muli I fit,

To force that on you in a fhameful cunning,

Which you knew none of yours. What might yoa
think ?

Have you not fet mine honour at the flake,

And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts

That tyrannous heart can think? to one of your re-

ceiving

Enough is fhewn ; a Cyprus, not a bofom,
Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you fpeak*

Vio. I pity you.

Oli. That's a degree to love.

Vio,
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Vio. No, not a grice : for 'tis a vulgar proof,

That very oft we pity enemies.

O/i. Why then, rnethinks, 'tis time t6 fmile again 5

0 world, how apt the poor are to be proud !

If one mould be a prey, how much the better

To fall before the lion, than the wolf ! [Clock Jit ikes.

The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time.

Be not afraid, gcod youth, I will not have you ;

And yet when wit and youth are come to harveft,

Your wife is like to reap a proper man :

There lies your way, due weft.

Vio, Then weftward hoe :

Grace and good difpofition attend your ladyfhip

!

You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me ?

O/i. Stay ; pr'ythee tell me, what thou think'ft cf
me ?

Vio. That you do think, you are not what ycu are.

O/i. If I think fo, I think the fame of you.

Vio. Then think you right, I am not what I am.
OH. I would you were, as I would have you be I

Vio. Would it be better, Madam, than i am ?

1 wifh it might, for now I am your fool.

O/i. O, what a deal of fcorn looks beautiful

In the contempt and anger of his lip !

A mu-u'rous guilt ihews not itfeif more foon,

Than love that would feem hid : love's night is noon*

Cefario, by the rofes of the fpring,

By maid hood, honour, truth, and every thing,

I love thee fo, that, maugre all thy pride,

Nor wit, nor reafon, can my paftion hide.

Do not extort thy reafons from this claule,

For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe :

But rather reafon thus with reafon fetter ;

JLove fought is good ; but given, unfought, is better,

Vio. By innocence I fwear, and by my youth,

I have one heart, one bofom, and one truth,

And that no woman has; nor never none
Shall miftrefs be of it, fave i alone.

And fo adieu, good Madam ; never more %

Will 1 mv mailer's tears to vou deplore.

Oli.
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O//. Yet come again ; for thou, perhaps, may 'ft move
That heart, which now abhors, to tike his love.

\Exeuntl

SCENE changes to an Apartment in Olivia'/

Houfe.

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian.

Sir And. l\TO, ^tn
' ^ not a

J*
0* longer.

"

Jl%| Sir To. Thy reafon, dear venom, give
thy reafon.

Fab. You muft needs yield your reafon, Sir Andrew.
Sir And. Marry, I faw your neice do more favours to

the Duke's ferving-man, than ever me beflow'd on me,
I faw't, \\K orchard.

Sir To. Did fhe fee thee the while, old bov, tell me
that ?

Sir And. As plain as I fee you now.
Fab. This was a great argument of love in her to-

wards you.

Sir And. 'Slight ! will you make an afs o* me ?

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths

of judgment and reafon.

Sir To. And they have been Grand Jury-men fince be-

fore Noah was a failor.

Fab. She did -(hew favour to the youth in your fight,

only to exafperate you, to awake your dormoufe va-

lour, to put fire in your heart, and brimflone in your

liver. You mould then have accofted her, with fome
excellent jeits, fire-new from the mint ; you mould have

bang'd the youth into dumbnefs. This was look'd for

at your hand, and this was baulkt. The double gilt of

this opportunity you let time warn off, and you are now
fail'-d into the north of my lady's opinion ; where you
will hang like an ificle on a Dutchman* beard, unlefs

you do redeem it by fome laudable attempt, either of

valour or policy.

Sir And. And't be any way, it mufl be with valour ;

for policy I hate : I had as lief be a Brownift, as a po-

litician.

Sir
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Sir To Why tt cp, b i d me thv fortunes xl/tcn the ba*

fis of v .iour ; ci- 1 eng me the Duke's youth to fight

with him ; hurt him in eleven places ; my neice (hall

take note of it ; and allure thyfelf, there is no love-

broker in the word can more prevail in man's commen-
dation with woman than report of valour.

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew.
Sir And. Will either of you bear me a challenge to

him ?

Sir To. Go, write in a martial hand ; be curft and

brief : it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent, and

full of invention; (7) taunt him with the licence of ink ;

if thou thou ft him fome thrice, it mail not be amifs

;

and as many lies as will lye in thy meet of paper, al-

though the fheet were big enough for the bed of Wars
in England ; fet 'em down, go about it. Let there be

gall enough in thy ink, tho' thou write with a goofe-

pen, no matter : about it.

(7) Taunt him with the Licence of Ink j if thou thou'ft him

fome thrice,"] There is no Doubt, 1 think, but this PaiTage is

One of thofe, in which our Author intended to (hew his i\e-

fpett for Sir Walter Raleigh, and a Deteftation of the Virulence

of his Profecutors. The Words, quoted, feem to me directly

levellM at the Attorney- General Coke, who, in the Trial of
Sir Walter, attack'd him with all the following indecent Ex-
preflions. " *All that he did -was by thy In ligation, thou
«* Vi^er\ for I thou thee, thou Traytor (Here, by the way,

are the Poet's three thou's.) " Ton are an odious Man."
« Is he bafe ? I return it into thy Throaty on hn beljalf." «< O
" damnable Atheift .'" ct Thou art a Monfler $ than haft an
" EngJifli Face, but a Spani/h Heart" " Thou haft a Spanifh

« Heart, and thyfelf art a Spider oj Hell." "Go f-#, / will
4< lay thee on thy Bacl^for the confident'ft Traytor that ever came
« at a Bar, &c" Is not here all the Licence of Toague, which

the Poet fatyrically prefcribes to Sir Andrew's Ink ? And hovr

mean an Opinion Shak/fpeare had of thefe petulant Invectives,

is pretty evident from his Clofe of this Speech 5 Let there be Gall

enough in thy lnkj tho* thou write it vjith a Goofe-pcn, no matter*

- A keener Lath at the Attorney for a Fool, than all the

Contumelies the Attorney threw at the Prifoncr, as a fuppos'd

Traytor

!

Sir
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Sir And. Where {hall I find you ?

Sir To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo : go.

[Exit Sir Andrew.
Fab. This is a dear manikin to you, Sir Toby.

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, fome two thou-
sand ftrong or fo.

Fab. We mall have a rare letter from him ; but you'll

not deliver't.

Sir To. Never truft me then ; and by all means ftir on
the youth to an anfwer. I think, oxen and wainropes
cannot hale them together. For Andrew, if he were
open'd, and you find fo much blood in his liver as will

clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the reft of th' anatomy.
Fab. And his oppofite, the youth, bears in his viiage

no great prefage of cruelty.

Enter Maria.

Sir To. Look, where the youngeft wren of nine comes.

Mar. If you defire the fpleen, and will laugh your-

felves into ftitches, follow me : yond gull Maholio is

turned Heathen, a very Renegado ; for there is no
Chriftian, that means to be fav'd by believing rightly,

can ever believe fuch impoffible paflages of grofsnefs.

He's in yellow ftockings.

Sir To. And crofs-garter'd ?

Mar. Moft villainoufly ; like a pedant that keeps &
fchool i'th' church : I have dogg'd him, like his mur-
therer. He does obey every point of the letter, that I

dropt to betray him ; he does fmile his face into more
lines than is in the new map, with the augmentation of

the Indies ; you have not feen fuch a thing, as 'tis ; I

can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I know, my
lady will ftrike him ; if flie do, he'll fmile, and take't

For a great favour.

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is.

[Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Street.

Enter Sebaflian and Anthonio.

SeL T Would not by my will have troubled you.

t
B
r
X
(
mCe you make y°ur P]ea^re of your pain<

J will no further chide you.
r

txf
nt

'n
l cou!d not iiily behilld y°u

> ™y tefae,
(More fharp than filed ileel,) did fpur me forth ;And not all love to fee you, (tho* fo much,
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage

)But jealoufie what might befal your travel

'

Being sidllcS in thefe parts 5 which to a Granger,
Unguidetl ana unfriended, often prove
"Rough and unhofpitable. My willing love
The rather by thefe arguments of fear,
Set forth in your puiiuit.

Seb. My kind Aittbonia,

I?) I can no other anfwer make, but thanks

;

And thanks, and ever thanks ; and oft good tarns
Are murTled off with fuch uncuncnt pay]
But were my wonh, as is my conference, firm,
You mould find better dealing : what's to do \

Shall we go fee the relicks of this town ?

(8) / can no other *A»fwet make but Thanks,
^ind Thanhs : and ever- oft good Turns
vArfflmffled off with fuch unenrrtnt P«yi ] It mull be ob-

vious ro every Reader, who has the leaft Knowledge j n Verft-
hcation, that the fecond Line is too Own by a whole Foot :
however the Editor* have indolently pafVd it over without Suf-picion. Then, who ever heard of this goodly- double Adverb,
cvtr-ojt, which feems to have as much Propriety as, *lwl
flumes ? As I have reftor'd the Paflage, it is very much in
our Author s Manner, and Mode of Expreiilon. So, in 0«-
iel'.ne j

J— Since -when 1 h4Vi been Debtor to To* for Courtefa, vhUh
1 will be ever to pay, and yet pay (Hll.
Ana in bill's w*ll% that Ends -well.

^And Ut mc buy your friendly Help thus far,
Which l will over-pay, and pay again
When l have found it.

Ant.
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Ant. To-morrow, Sir ; beft, firft, g0 fee your lode,

ing. *

Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to night ;

I pray you, let us facisfie our eyes
With the memorials, and the things of fame,
That do renown this city.

Ant. 'Would, you'd pardon me:
I do not without danger walk thefe flreets.

Once, in a fea-nght gainft the Duke his gallies,
I did fome fervice, of fuch note, indeed,
That were I ta'en here, it would fcarce be anfwer'd.

Seb. Belike, you flew great number of his peoole!
Ant. Th' offence is not of fuch a bloody nature

1

,
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel
Might well have given us bloody argument

:

It might have fince been anfwer'd in repaying
What we took from them, which, for traffick's fake
Moll of our city did. Only mykU food out ;

*

For which, if I be lapfed in this place
I fhall pay dear.

Seb. Do not then walk too open.

t i^'f
l
\i°^0^tmV hold

'
Sir

> ^re's my purfe.
In the fouth fuburbs at the Elephant
Is beft to lodge : I will befpeak our diet,
Whiles you beguile your time, and feed your knowledge
With viewing of the town; there mall you have me

Seb. Why I your purfe ?

Ant. Haply, your eye mail light upon fome toy
You have defire to purchafe ; and your ftore,
I think, is not for idle markets, Sir.

Seb. I'll be your purfe-bearer, and leave you for
An hour. *

Ant. To th' Elephants-
Seb. I do remember,

[Exeunt.

Vol, III, SCENE



146 Twelfth-Night: Or,

SCENE changes to Olivia'* Houfe.

Enter Olivia, and Maria.

Olt (q) T Have fent after him ; fay, he will come ;

'

X How mall I feaft him ? what bellow on

him? T
For youth is bought more oft, than begg d or bor-

row'd.

I fpeak too loud.
§

Where is Malvolio ? he is fad and civil,

And fuits well for a fervant with my fortunes.

Where is Maholio ?
.

He's coming, Madam ; but in very ilrange

manner.

He is fure poffeft, Madam.

Oft Why, what's the matter, does he rave ?

Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but {mile; your

ladyfhip were bed to have fome guard about you, it he

come ; for, fure, the man is tainted m his wits.

OH. Go call him hither.

Enter Malvolio.

Tm as mad as he,

Jf fad and merry madnefs equal be.

How now, Malvolio ?

Mai Sweet lady, ha, ha. [Smiles fantaficallj.

Olt. Smiril thou ? 1 fent for thee upon a lad occa-

fion.

f 9) / have fent after him i he fays he'll come.] But Who di3

he fay fo to? Or from Whom could my Lady have any tuch

intelligence? Her Servant, employ'd upon this Errand,^»u

„ot yet returnMj and, when he does return he bungs Woid,

that the Youth would hardly be intreated back. I am per-

foaded, She was intended rather to be in Sufpenfe, and deli-

ESng whh Hctfclf: putting the Suppofuion that he would

"ome |'apd asking HClTclf, * Caic
>
how She^ "

lettain him.

Mai
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eJHAt^ h

u
YL

1 ?uld be fad

;

this d°« make femeoblbnaon in the blood; this crofs-gartering
; butSof it ? if lt pleafe the eye of One, it is wi?h me as thevery true fonnet is: Pleafe one, and pleafe all.

*

wi£ rhee?"
? ^ th°U

'
man ? what is ^ matter

Jfc/. Not black in my mind, tho' yellow in my
Li? Tu-? h 'S h

/nds
'
and commands ft.il be ele-

n/ if"?'
wedo know that fw e , ^WOh Wilt thou go to bed, ilfo/W« ?

thef
D6d? ^ fW£et heart; and rU c°me to

M?^dToftP
thee

!

why doft thou fmile fo
*
-d

Mar. How do you, Malvolio ?
Mai. At your requell ?

Yes, nightingales anfwer daws

'

beft my^aXr" ^ ^ ^ h^
Mai. Be not afraid of Greatnefs ; 'twas well writOh What meaneft thou by that, Mahoho?
Mai. Some are born Great
Oh. Ha?
Mai. Some atchieve Greatnefs
Oli. What fay'ft thou ?

Mai. And fome have Greatnefs thruft upon them
- Oh. Heav'n reftore thee '

fe

M^Remember, who commended thy yellow Itock-

Oli. Thy yellow fiockings ?

Mai And wiih'd to fee thee crofs-garter'd
O/z. Crofs-garter'd ?

Go to, thou art made, if thou defireli to be

! Oli. Am I made ?

nfm 0t
'& me fee thee a f™t ftill.

Oh. Why, this is a very midfummer madnefs.

Enter
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Enter Servant.

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke Or-

ftno\ is return'd; I could hardly entreat him back
;
he

"'St ?TcS»
P
hi^

>l

G
e

«i J.*
«-

be look'd to. Where's my uncle <T<^.? let fome of my

people have a fpecial care of him ; I would not have

him mifcarry for half of my dowry. \P x1t '

Mai. Oh; oh! do you come near me now? no worfe

man than Sir Toby to look to me! this concurs direftly

S the letter ; fhe fends him on purpofe that I may

Appear ftubborn to him ; for fhe incites me to that in the

letter. Caft thy humble flough, fays fhe i—be oppofite

Sh a kinfman!-furly with fervants,—-let
:
thy tongue

S„K with arguments of ftate, put thyfelf into the

tricl of Angularity ; and consequently fets down the

manner how ; as a fad face, a reverend carnage a flow

ZTZ in the habit of fome Sir of note, and fo forth

I have lim'd her, but it is J„i* doing, and Jove make

me thankful! and when fhe went away now, let th.s

Slow be look'd to: Fellow! not Malwolio, nor after my

but fellow. Why, every thing adheres together

St no dram of a fcruple, no fcruple of a fcruple, no

obftacle, no incredulous or unfafe circumftance-—what

Sn b 4id? Nothing, that can be, can -me between

me and the full profped of my hopes. Well Jwe, not

I, is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked.

Enter Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria,

c • f0 Which way is he, in the name of fandity i if

all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Leg.on him-

^^X"^^^ J- Slr ?

%aL G?of?I Sard you ; let me enjoy my pi

**lar*L?how hello* the fend fpeaks within him!

daftVltdlyo^ V«7ob, my lady prays y0J to have

a care of him.
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Mai. Ah, ha! does lhe fo ?

Sir To. Go to, go to ; peace, peace, we mull deal

gently with him ; let me alone. How do you, Mal<volio ?
how is't with you ? what ! man, defie the devil ; consi-

der, he's an enemy to mankind.

Mai. Do you know what you fay ?

Mar. La, you ! if you fpeak ill of the devil, how
he takes it at heart. Pray God, he be not be-

witch'd.

Fab. Carry his water to th' wife woman,
Mar. Marry, and it fhall be done to-morrow morning

if I live. My lady would not lofe him for more than
I'll fay.

Mai. How now, miftrefs ?

Mar. O lord !

Sir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace ; that is not the

way : do you not fee, you move him ? let me alone with
him.

Fab. No way but gentlenefs, gently, gently ; the fiend

is rough, and will not be roughly us'd.

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? how doft

thou, chuck ?

Mai. Sir? i

Sir To. Ay, biddy, come with me. What! man, 'tis

not for gravity to play at cherry- pit with fatan. Hang
him, foul collier.

Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby ; get

him to pray.

Mai. My prayers, minx !

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of godlinefs.

Mai. Go hang yourfelves all : you are idle ihallow
things ; I am not of your element, you fhall know more
hereafter. [Exit*

Sir To. Ts't poffible ?

1 Fab. If this were plaid upon a ftage now, I could
! condemn it as an improbable fi&ion.

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infe&ion of
;the device, man.

Ma*. Nay, purfue him now, left the device take air,

and taint.

G % ' Fab.
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Fab. Why, we mall make him mad, indeed.

Mar. The houfe will be the quieter.

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room and
bound. My neice is already in the belief that he's mad ;

we may carry it thus for our pleafure and his penance, .

'till our very paftime, -tired out of breath, prompt us to

have mercy on him ; at which time we wall bring the

device to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of mad-
men ; but fee, but fee.

Enter Sir Andrew.

Fab. More matter for a May morning.

Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it : I warrant,

there's vinegar and pepper in't.

Fab. Is'c fo fawcy ?

Sir And. Ay, iit ? I warrant him : do bat read.

Sir To. Give me. [Sir Toby reads.

Youth y vohatfoever thou art, thou art but a fcurvy fel-

low.

Fab. Gocd and valiant.

Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind why 1

do call thee fo ; for I willJhew thee no reajon fort.

Fab. A good note , That keeps you from the blow of

the law.

Sir To. Thou comfl to the Lady Olivia, and in my fight

fhe ufes thee kindly ; but thou liejl in thy throaty that is not

the matter I challenge thee for.

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good fenfe-lefs.

Sit To. I will way- lay thee going home , where if it be

thy chance to killme—
Fab. Good.
Sir To. Thou kiirji me like a rogue and a villain.

Fab. Still you keep o'th' windy fide of the law

:

good.

Sir To. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upon one of

cur fouls : he may have mercy upon mine, but my hope is

better, andfo look to thyfelf. Thyfriend as thou ufeft him,

and thy /worn enemy, Andrew Ague cheek.

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs cannot:

I'll give't him.
Mar.
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Mar. You may have very fit occafion for't : he is

now in fome commerce with my lady, and will by-and-

by depart.

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, fcout me for him at the cor-

ner of the orchard like a bum-bailiff ; fo foon as ever,

thou feeft him, draw ; and, as thou drawfr,, fwear hor-

ribly ; for it comes to pafs oft, that a terrible oath, with

a fwaggering accent fharply twang
1

d off gives manhood
more approbation than ever proof itfelf would have

earn'd him. Away.
Sir And. Nay, let me alone for fwearing. [Exit*

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter ; for the be-

haviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of

good capacity and breeding ; his employment between

his lord and my neice confirms no lefs ; therefore this

letter, being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no terror

in the youth ; he will find, that it comes from a clod-

pole. But, Sir, I will deliver his challenge by word of

mouth ; fet upon Ague-cheek ?l notable report of valour ;

and drive the gentleman, (as, I know, his youth will

aptly receive it, ) into a moft hideous opinion of his rage,

skill, fury, and impetuolity. This will fo fright them
both, that they will kill one another by the look, lik«

cockatrices.

Enter Olivia and Viola.

Fab. Here he comes with your neice; give them way.,

'till he take leave, and prefently after him.
Sir To. I will meditate the while upon fome horrid

meffage for a challenge. [Exeunt.
Oli. I've faid too much unto a heart of ftone,

And laid mine honour too unchary out.

There's fomething in me, that reproves my fault

;

But fuch a head-itrong potent fault it is,

That it but mocks reproof.

Vio. With the fame 'haviour that your pafiion bears,

Goes on my mailer's grief.

Oli. Here, wear this jewel forme, 'tis my picture *

Refufe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you :

And, I befeech you, come%again to-morrow.

G 4 What
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What fhall you ask of me that I'll deny,

That honour fav'd may upon asking give ?

Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my mailer.

OH. How with mine honour may I give him that,

Which I have given to you ?

Vio. I will acquit you;

OH. Well, come again to-morrow: fare thee well.

A fiend, like thee, might bear my foul to hell. [Exit.

E?iter Sir Toby and Fabian.

Sir To. Gentleman, God fave thee.

Vio. And you, Sir.

Sir To. That defence thou haft, betake thee to't ; of

what nature the wrongs are thou hall: done him, I know
not; but thy intercepted, furll of defpight, bloody as the

hunter, attends thee at the orchard-end ; difmount thy

tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy affailant is

quick, skilful, and deadly.

Vio. You miftake, Sir ; I am fure, no man hath any
quarrel to me ; my remembrance is very free and clear

from any image of offence done to any man.

Sir To. You'll find it otherwife, I allure you ; there-

fore, if you* hold your life at any price, betake you ZO

your guard ; for your oppofite hath in him, what youth,

itrength, skill, and wrath can furnifh man withal.

Vio. I pray you, Sir, what is he?

Sir To. He is Knight, dubb'd with unhackYl rapier,

and on carpet confideration ,• but he is a devil in private

brawl ; fouls and bodies hath he divorced three ; and his

incenfement at this moment is fo implacable, that fatif-

faclion can be none but by pangs of death and fepul-

cher : hob, nob, is his word ; give't, or take't.

Vio. I will return again into the houfe, and defire fome
conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have heard

of fome kind of men, that put quarrels purpofely on
others to tafle their valour : belike, this is a man of that

quhk.
Sir To. Sir, no : his indignation derives itfelf out of a

very competent injury ; therefore get you on, and give

him his defifc. Back you ihall not to the houfe, unlefs

you
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you undertake that with me, which with as much fefety

you might anfwer him ; therefore on, or ftrip your
iword ftark naked ; for meddle you muft, that's certain,

or forfwear to wear iron about you.

Vio. This is as uncivil, as itrange. I befeech you,

do me this courteous office, as to know of the Knight
what my offence to him is : it is fomething of my negli-

gence, nothing of my purpofe.

Sir To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian, flay you by this

gentleman 'till my return. [Exit Sir Toby.
Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter ?

Fab, I know, the Knight is incens'd againft you,

even to a mortal arbitrement ; but nothing of the cir~

cumftance more.

Vio. I befeech you, what manner of man is he ?

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promife to read him
by his form, as you are like to find in the proof of his

valour. He is, indeed, Sir, the molt skilful, bloody,

and fatal oppofite that you could poffibly have found in

any part of Illyria : will you walk towards him I I will

make your peace with him, if I can.

Vio. I (hall be much bound to you for't : I am one,

that had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir Knight : I

care not who knows fo much of my mettle. [Exeunt*

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew,

Sir To. Why, man, he's a very devil ; I have not

feen fuch a virago : I had a pafs with him, rapier,

fcabbard and all; and he gives me the ftuck in with

fuch a mortal motion, that it is inevitable ; and on the

anfwer, he pays you as furely as your feet hit the

ground they ftep on. They fay, he has been fencer to

the Sophy.

Sir And. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him.

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified :

Fabian can fcarce hold him yonder.

Sir And. Plague on't, an I thought he had been vali-

ant, and fo cunning in fence, I'd have feen him damn'd

ere I'd have chalieng'd him. Let him let the matter

flip, and I'll give him my horfe, grey Capilet>

G 5 Sir
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Sir To. I'll make the motion ; ftand here, make a
good mew on't ; » This mall end without the perdi-

tion of fouls ; marry, I'll ride your horfe as well as I

ride you. [AJide.

Enter Fabian and Viola.

I have his horfe to take up the quarrel ; I have perfuaded

him, the youth's a devil. [To Fabian.

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ; and pants

and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heeb.

Sir To. There's no remedy, Sir, he will fight with you

for's oath fake : marry, he had better bethought him of

his quarrel, and he finds That now fcarce to be worth

talking of ; therefore draw for the fupportance of his

vow, he protefts he will not hurt you.

Vio. Pray God defend me ! a little thing would make
me tell them how much I lack of a man.

Fab. Give ground, if you fee him furious.

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy; the

gentleman will for his honour's fake have one bout with

you ; he cannot by the duello avoid it ; but he has pro-

mis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a foldier, he will not

hurt you. Come on, to't. [They draw.

Sir And. Pray God, he keep his oath
|

Enter Anthonio.

Vio. I do affure you, 'tis againft my will.

Ant. Put up your fword ; if this young gentleman

Have done offence, I take the fault on me

;

If you offend him, I for him dene you. [Drawing.

Sir To. You, Sir ? Why, what are you ?

Ant. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more

Than you have heard him brag to you he will.

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you.

[Draws.

Enter Officers.

Tab. O good Sir Toby, hold ; here come the officers.

Sir To. I'll be with you anon.

Vio. Pray, Sir, put your fword up if you preafe.

[To Sir Andrew.
Sit
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Sir And. Marry, will I, Sir ; and for that I promis'd

you, I'll be as good as my word. He will bear you
ealily, and reins well.

1 Off. This is the man ; do thy office.

2 Off. Antbonio, I arreft thee at the fuit of Duke Or-
fino.

Ant. You do miftake me, Sir.

1 Off. No, Sir, no jot : I know your favour well

;

Tho1 now you have no fea-cap on your head.

Take him away ; he knows, I know him well.

Ant. I muft obey. This comes with feeking you

;

But there's no remedy. I mail anfwer it.

What will you do ? now my neceffity

Makes me to ask you for my purfe. It grieves me
Much more, for what I cannot do for you,

Than what befals myfelf : you ftand amaz'd,

But be of comfort.

2 Off. Come, Sir, away.

Ant. I muft intreat of you fome of that mony.
Vio. What mony, Sir ?

For the fair kindnefs you have fhew'd me here,

And part being prompted by your prefent trouble,.

Out of my lean and low ability

111 lend you fomething ; my Having is not much ;

I'll make divifion of my prefent with you :

Hold, there's half my coffer.

Ant. Will you deny me now I

Js't poffible, that my deferts to you
Can lack perfuafion I do not tempt my miferjv

Left that it make me fo unfound a man,

As to upbraid you with thofe kindneffes

That I have done for you,

Vio. I know of none,

Nor know I you by voice, or any feature ;

I hate ingratitude more in a man,

Than lying, vainnefs, babling drunkennefs,

Or any taint of vice, whofe ftrong corruption-:

Inhabits our frail blood,

4nt. Oh, heav'ns themfelves ! »

2 Off, Come, Sir, I pray you, go.
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Ant. Let me fpeak a little. This youth that you fee

here,

I fnatch'd one half out of the jaws of death ;

Reliev'd him with fuch fandtity of love,

And to his image, which, methought, did promife

Molt venerable worth, did I devotion.

1 Off. What's that to us ? the time goes by ; away.
Ant. But oh, how vile an idol proves this God

!

Thou haft, Sebaftian, done good feature Ihame.

In nature there
T
s no blemilh but the mind :

None can be.calPd deform'd, but the unkind.

Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous evil

Are empty trunks, o'erflourifh'd by the devil.

1 Off. The man grows mad, away with him :

Come, come, Sir.

«» Ant. Lead me on. [Exit Anthonio with Officers*

Vio. Methinks, his words do from fuch paffion fly,

That he believes himfelf ; fo do not I :

Prove true, imagination, oh, prove true,

That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you !

Sir To. Come hither, Knight ; come hither, Fabian ;

we'll whifper o'er a couplet or two of moll fage faws.

Vio. He nam'd Sebajiian ; I my brother know
Yet living in my glafs ; even fuch, and fo

In favour was my brother ; and he went
Still in this fafhion, colour, ornament

;

Ftr him I imitate : oh, if it prove,

Tempelts are kind, and fait waves frem in love. [Exit.

Sir To. A very dilhoneft paltry boy, and more a cow-
ard than a hare ; his difhonefty appears in leaving his

friend here in necelfity, and denying him ; and for his

cowardlhip, ask Fabian.

Fab. A coward, amoft devout coward, religious in it;

Sir And. 'Slid, PD after him again, and beat him.

Sir To. Do, cuffhim foundly, but never draw thy fword.

Sir And. An I do not, [Exit Sir Andrew.
Fab. Come, let's fee the event.

Sir To. I dare lay any mony, 'twill be nothing yet.

[ Exeunt.

ACT
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ACT IV.

SCENE, The Street,

Enter Sebaftian, and Clown.

Clown.

WILL you make me believe, that I am not fent

for you ?

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolifli fellow.

Let me be clear of thee.

Clo. Well held out, i'faith : no, I do not know you>
nor I am not fent to you by my Lady, to bid you come
fpeak with her ; nor your name is not matter Cefarie,

nor this is not my nofe neither ; nothing, that is fo, is

fb.

Seb I pr'ythee, vent thy folly fomewhere elfe; thou
know'ft not me.

C/o. Vent my folly!—he has heard that word of
fome great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent my
folly ! I am afraid, this great lubber the world will prove
a cockney : J pr'ythee now, ungird thy ftrangenefs and
tell me what I mail vent to my Lady ; mail I vent to

her, that thou art coming ?

Seb. I pr'ythee, foolim Greet, depart from me ; there's

mony for thee. If you tarry longer, I fhall give worfe
payment.

Clo. By my troth, thou hail an open hand ; thefe

wife men, that give fools mony, get themfelves a good
report after fourteen years' purchafe.

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian.

Sir And, Now, Sir, have I met you again ? there^s

for you, [Striking Sebaftian,

Set.



158 Twelfth-Night: Or,

Seb. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there:

are all the people mad ? [Beating Sir Andrew.

Sir To. Hold, Sir, or I'll throw your dagger o'er the

houfe.

Clo. This will I tell my Lady ftrait : I would not be

in fome of your coats for two pence. [Exit Clown.

Sir To. Come on, Sir ; hold. [Ho/ding Sebaftian.

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way to

work with him ; I'll have an action of battery againft

him, if there be any law in Illyria s tho* I ftruck him.

firft, yet it's no matter for that.

Seb. Let go thy hand.

Sir To. Come Sir, I will not let you go. Come, my
young foldier, put up your iron ; you are well flefh'd :

come on.

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldft thou now ?

If thou dar'it. tempt me further, draw thy fword.

Sir To. What, what ? nay, then, I muft have an

cunce or two of this malapert blood from you.

[They draw andjight,

Enter Olivia.

Oli. Hold, Toby; on thy life, I charge thee, hold.

Sir To. Madam?
Oli. Will it be ever thus ? ungracious wretch,

Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves,

Where manners ne'er were preach'd : out ofmy fight f

Be not offended, dear Cefario :—
Rudesby, begone! I pr'ythee, gentle friend,

[Exeunt Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew,,

Let thy fair wifdom, not thy pamon, fway
In this uncivil and unjuft extent

Againft thy peace. Go with me to my houfe,

And hear thou there, how many fruitlefs pranks

This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby

May'lt fmile at this: thou ihalt not chufe but go :

Do not deny ; bcilirew his foul lor me,
He flarted one poor heart of mine in thee.

Seb. What relilh is in this? how runs the Itream I

Or I am mad, or elfe this is a dream.
Let
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Let fancy (till my fenfe in Lethe fleep,

If it be thus to dream, ftill let me fleep.

Oli. Nay, come, I pray : 'would, thou'dft be rul'ci

by me.
Seb. Madam, I will.

Oli. O, fay fo, and fo be ! [Exeunt,

SCENE, an Apartment in Olivia'* Houfe.

Enter Maria, and Clown,

Mar. TWTAY, I pr'ythee, put on this gown, and this

X^l beard ; make him believe, thou art Sir Topas

the curate ; do it quickly. I'll call Sir Toby the whilft.

[Exit Maria.

Clo. Well, I'll put it on, and I will diffemble myfelf

in't ; and I would, I were the nrft that ever disenabled in

fuch a gown. I am not tall enough to become the functi-

on well, nor lean enough to be thought a good ftudent;

but to be faid an honeft man, and a good houfekeeper,

goes as fairly, as to fay, a careful man and a great

fcholar. The competitors enter.

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria.

Sir To. Jove blefs thee, Mr. Parfon.

do. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as the old hermit of
Prague, that never faw pen and ink, very wittily faid to

a neice of King Gorboduck, that that is, is : fo I being

Mr. Parfon, am Mr. Parfon ; for what is that, but that?

and is, but is ?.

Sir. To. To him, Sir Tcpas.

Clo. What, hoa, I fay, peace in this prifon !

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well ; a good knave.

[Malvolio within.

Mai. Who calls there ?

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to vifit Mafoolia
the lunatick.

Mai. Sir Topasy Sir Topas9 good Sir Topas, go to my
Ldy.

€&
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Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend, how vexcft thou this

man ?

Talkeft thou of nothing but ladies ?

Sir To. Wellfaid, mailer Parfon.

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd ; good

Sir Topas, do not think, I am mad; they have laid me
here in hideous darknefs.

Clo. Fie, thou difhoneft fathan ; I call thee by the

moft modefl terms ; for I am one of thofe gentle ones,

that will ufe the devil himfelf with curtefie : fay'ft thou,

that houfe is dark ?

Mai. As hell, Sir Topas.

Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows tranfparent as bari-

cadoes, and the clear ftones towards the fouth- north

are as luftrous as ebony; and yet complaineft thou of

obftrudlion ?

Mai. I am not mad, Sir Topas ; I fay to you, this

houfe is dark.

Clo. Madman, thouerreft; I fay, there is no darknefs

but ignorance ; in which thou art more puzzled than the

Egyptians in their fog.

Mai. I fay, this houfe is as dark as ignorance, though

ignorance were as dark as hell ; and I fay, there was

never man thus abus'd ; I am no more mad than you are,

make the tryal of it in any conftant queftion.

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras, concerning

wild-fowl ?

Mai. That the foul of our grandam might happily in-

habit a bird.

Clo. What think'ft thou of his opinion ?

Mai. I think nobly of the foul, and no way approve

his opinion.

Clo. Fare thee well : remain thou Hill in darknefs

;

thou fhalt hold th* opinion of Pythagoras, ere I will allow

of thy wits ; and fear to kill a woodcock, left thou dif-

|x>flefs the foul of thy grandam. Fare thee well.

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas !

Sir To. My moll exquifite Sir Topas !

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters.

Mar,
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Mar. Thou might'ft have done this without thy beard

and gown ; he fees thee not.

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me
word how thou rmd'ft him : I would, we were all rid of

this knavery. If he may be conveniently delivered, I

would, he were ; for I am now fo far in offence with my
neice, that I cannot purfue with any fafety this fport to

the uplhot. Come by and by to my chamber.

[Exit <voith Maria,

Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me bow my lady

does. [Singing*

Mai. Fool,

Clo. My lady is uvkind, perdie,

Mai. Fool,—

—

Clo. Alas, why isfoe fo ?

Mai Fool, i lay;

Clo.. She loves another who calls, ha ?

Mai. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deferve well at my
hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper ;

as I am a gentleman, I will live to be thankful to thee

for't,

Clo. Mr. Maholio f

Md. Ay, good fool.

Clo. Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your five wits ?

Mai. Fool, there was never man fo notorioufly abus'd |

I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art.

Clo. But as well! then thou art mad, indeed, if you
be no better in your wits than a fool.

Mai. They have here propertied me 5 keep me in

darknefs, fend minifters to me, alTes, and do all they
can to face me out of my wits.

Clo. Advife you what you fay : the minifter is here,

Mal<volio> Maholio, thy wits the heav'ns reftore : endea-

vour thy felf to fleep, and leave thy vain bibble babble.

Mai. Sir Topas,

Clo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow.

Who, I, Sir? not I, Sir. God bVyou, good Si*

Topas

Marry, amen. 1 will, Sir, I will,

MaL Fool, fool, fool, I fay.

Ch.
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Clo. Alas, Sir, be patient. What fay you, Sir ? I

am fhent for fpeaking to you.

Mai. Good fool, help me to fome light, and fome
paper ; I tell thee, I am as well in my wits, as any man
in Illyria.

Clo. Well-a-day, that you were, Sir

!

Mai. By this hand, I am: good fool, fome ink, pa-

per and light ; and convey what I fet down to my Lady :

It mail advantage thee more than ever the bearing of

letter did.

C/o. I will help you to't. But tell me true, are you
not mad, indeed, or do you but counterfeit ?

Mai. Believe me, I am not : I tell thee true.

C/o. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a mad-man, 'till I fee his

brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink.

Mai. Fool, I'll require it in the higheft degree ,

I pr'ythee, be gone.

Clo. 1 am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, [Singing.

Til he with you again

In a trice, like to the old vice, ( I o)

Tour need to fujlain :

Who 'with dagger of lath, in his rage, and his wrath,

Cries, ah, ha ! to the devil ;

Like a mad lad, pare thy nails, dad,

Adieu, good man drive/ [Exit.

SCENE changes to another Apartment in

Olivia'j Hciife.

Enter Sebaftian.

Seh. ^TT^HIS is the air, that is the glorious fun ;

X This pearl fhe gave me, I do feel't and fee*t»

And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus,

Yet 'tis not madnefs. Where's Anthonio then ?

(to) Like to the old Vice,] I have explain'd this Word, and
the CharaSlcr meant by it, in a Note upon this Line of King

fychard Hid.

Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, otC,
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I could not find him at the Elephant

;

Yet there he was, and there I found this credit, (i i)

That he did range the town to feek me out.

His couniel now might do me golden fervice

;

For tho' my foul dilputes well with my fenfe,

That this may be Tome error, but no madnefs

;

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune

So far exceed all initance, all difcourfe

;

That I am ready to diftruft mine eyes,

And wrangle with my reafon that perfuades me
To any other truft, but that I'm mad ;

Or elfe the Lady's mad ; yet if 'twere fo,

She could not {way her houfe, command her.followers*

Take, and give back affairs, and their di rpatch,

With fuch a fmooth, difcreet, and liable bearing,

As, I perceive, fhe dees : there's fomething int,

That is deceiveable. But here me comes.

Enter Olivia and Prieft.

Oil. Blame not this hafte of mine : if you mean wel!>

Now go with me, and with this holy man,
Into the chantry by ; there before him,

And underneath that confecrated roof,

Plight me the full afFurance of your faith

;

That my moft jealous and too doubtful foul

May live at peace. He mail conceal it,

Whiles you are willing it (hall come to note

;

What time we will our celebration keep
According to my birth. What do you fay ?

(11) Tet there he -was, and there 1 found this Credit,

That he did range, See] i. e. I found it juftified, ere*

dibly vouch'd. Whether the Word Credit will eafily carry this.

Meaning, I am doubtful : The Expreflion Teems obfeure ; and
tho* I have not difturb'd the Text, I very much fufpett that the

Poet wrote

;

, an(i tioeye j f014n(t t fjis credent.

He ufes the fame Term again in the very fame Scnfe in The
Winter's Tale.

— Then *tis very credent,

ThtH may'ft C9-join with fomething^ and thou doj}, &C,

Seb*
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Seb. I'll follow this good man, and go with you ;

And having fworn truth, ever will be true.

OIL Then lead the way, good father ; and heav'ns fo

fhine,

That they may fairly note this aft of mine ! [Exeunt,

A C T V.

SCENE, the Street.

Enter Clown, and Fabian.

F A B I A K.

NOW, as thou lov'ft me, let me fee his letter.

Clo. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another

requeft.

Fab. Any thing.

Clo. Do not defire to fee this letter.

Fab. This is to give a dog, and in recompence defire

my dog again.

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and lords.

Duke. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends ?

Clo. Ay, Sir, we are fome of her trappings.

Duke. I know thee well ; how doll thou, my good
felJow ?

Clo. Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the

worfe for my friends.

Duke. Juft the contrary ; the better for thy friends.

Clo. No, Sir, the worfe.

Duke. How can that be ?

Clo. Marry, Sir, they praife me, and make an afs of

me ; now, my foes tell me plainly, I am an afs : fo that

by my foes, Sir, I profit in the knowledge of myfelf

;

and by my friends I am abufed : fo that, conclufion to

be
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be asked, is, (12) if your four negatives make your two
affirmatives, why, then the worfe for my friends, and
the better for my foes.

Duke. Why, this is excellent.

Clo. By my troth, Sir, no ; tho' it pleafe you to be
one of my friends.

Duke. Thou ftialt not be the worfe for me, there's

gold.

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, Sir, I would,
you could make it another.

Duke. O, you give me ill counfel.

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this once,

and let your flelh and blood obey it.

Duke. Well, I will be fo much a fmner to be a double-

dealer ; there's another.

Clo. Primo, fecundo, tertio, is a good Play, and the

old faying is, the third pays for all : the triplex, Sir, it

a good tripping meafure; or the bells of St. Bennet, Sir,

may put you in mind, one, two, three.

Duke. You can fool no more mony out of me at this

throw ; if you will let your Lady know, I am here to

fpeak with her, and bring her along with you, it may
awake my bounty further.

Cl$. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty 'till I come
again. I go, Sir ; but I would not have you to think,

(12) So that Conclufions to bt as kiflci, ] Tho' it

might be unreafonable to call our Poet's Fools and Knaves
every where to Account 5 yet, if we did, for the Generality

we fliouldfind them refponfible. But what monftrous Abfurdity

have we here? To fuppofe the Text genuine, We muft ac-

knowledge it too wild to have any known Meaning : and what
has no known Meaning, cannot be allow'd to have either Wit
or Humour. Befides, the Clown is affefting to argue fciioufly

and in Form. I imagine, the Poet wrote 5

So that, Conclufion to be asked, is

i. e. So that the Conclufion I have to demand of You is this, if

your Four, &c. He had in the preceding Words been inferring

fbme PreMi'JJes, and now comes to the Conclufion very logically 5

You grant Me, fays He, the PremifTes 3 I now ask you to grant

the Conclufion. Mr. Warbmton.

that
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that my defire of having is the fin of covetoufnefs ; but,

as you fay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will awake
it anon. [Exit Clown.

Enter Antonio, and Officers.

Vio. Here comes the man, Sir, that did refcue me*
Duke. That face of his I do remember well

;

Yet when I faw it laft, it was befmear'd

As black as Vulcan, in the fmoak of war

;

A bawbling veffel was he captain of,

For mallow draught and bulk unprizable,

With which fuch lcathful grapple did he make
With the moft noble bottom of our fleet,

That very envy and the tongue of lofs

Cry'd fame and honour on him. What's the matter ?

I Offi. Orjino, this is that Antonio,

That took the Phcenix and her fraught from Candy*
And this is he, that did the Tyger board,

When your young nephew Titus loft his leg :

Here in the ftreet?, defperate of ihame and ftate,

In private brabble did we apprehend him.

Vio. He did me kindnefs, Sir; drew on my fide;

But in conclufion put llrange fpeech upon me,
I know not what 'twas, but diftra&ion.

Duke. Notable pirate ! thou fait water thief

!

What foolilh boldnefs brought thee to their mercies,

Whom thou in terms fo bloody, and fo dear,

Hall made thine enemies ?

Ant. Orjino, noble Sir,

Be pleas'd that I fliake off thefe names you give me

:

Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate ;

Though I confefs, on bafe and ground enough,

Orfino\ enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither :

That moil ungrateful boy there, by your fide,

From the rude lea's enrag'd and foamy mouth
Did I redeem; a wreck paft hope he was:

His life I gave him, and did thereto add
My love without retention or reflraint

;

All his in dedication. For his fake,

.Did I expofe myfelf (pure, for his love)

Into
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Into the danger of this adverfe town ;

Drew to defend him, when he was befet

;

Where being apprehended, his falfe cunning

( Not meaning to partake with me in danger) *

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance;

And grew a twenty years removed thing,

While one would wink : deny'd me mine own purfe,

Which I had recommended to his ufe

Not half an hour before.

Vio. How can this be ?

Duke. When came he to this town ?

Ant. To day, my lord; and for three months before,

(No Interim, not a minute's vacancy,)

Both day and night did we keep company.

Enter Olivia, and Attendants.

Duke. Here comes the countefs; now heav'n walks on
earth.

But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madnefs

:

Three months this youth hath tended upon me

;

But more of that anon Take him alide.

OH. What would my lord, but that he may not have,

Wherein Olivia may feem ferviceable ?

Cefario, you do not keep promife with me.
Vio. Madam!
Duke. Gracious OH<via,-

OH. What do you fay, Cefario ? Good my lord —

j

Vio. My lord would fpeak, my duty hufhes me.
OH. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord,

It is as fat and fulfome to mine ear,

As howling after mufick.

Duke. Still fo cruel ?

OH. Still fo conftant, lord.

Duke. What, to perverfenefs ? you uncivil lady,

To whofe ingrate and unaufpicious altars

My foul the faithfully offerings has breaih'd out,

That e'er devotion tender'd. What mall I do ?

OH. Ev'n what it pleafc my lord, that fnali become
him.

Duke,
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Duke. Why mould I not, had I the heart to do't, (13'

Like to th' Egyptian thief, at point of death

Kill what I love ? (a favage jealoufie,

That fometimes favours nobly 5 J
but hear me this

:

Since you to non-regardance call my faith,

And that I partly know the inftrument,

That fcrevvs me from my true place in your favour :

Live you the marble- breafted tyrant ftiH.

But this your minion, whom, I know, you love,

And whom, by heav'n, I fwear, I tender dearly,

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye,

Where he fits crowned in his matter's fpight.

Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in mifchief:

I'll facrince the lamb that I do love,

To fpight a raven's heart within a dove. [Duke going.

Vio. And I moft jocund, apt, and willingly,

To do you reft, a thoufand deaths would die. [following;

(13) Why JJjould 2 not, had I the Heart to do it,

Like to th* Egyptian Thief, at point of Death

KJU what I love?] In thisSimilie, a particular Story is

preluppos'd ; which ought to be known, to (hew the Juftncfs

and Propriety of the Comparifon. It is taken from tieliodoruSs

z^Eihiopics, to which our Author was indebted for the Allullon.

This Egyptian Thief was Thyamis, who was a Native ofMemphis,

and at the Head of a Band of Robbers. Theagenes and Chariclea,

falling into their Hands, Thyamis fell defperately in Love with

the Lady, and would have married hex. Soon after, a ftionger

Body of Robbers coming down upon ThyAmis*% Party, He was

in fuch Fears for his Miftrels, that he had her fliut into a Cave
with his Treafure. It was cuftomary with thofe Barbarians,

"when they defpair'd of their own Safety, firft to make away with

Thofe whom they held dear, and deflred for Companions in the

next Life. Thyamis, therefore, benetted round with his Ene-
mies, raging with Love, Jealoufy, and Anger, went to his

Cave; and calling aloud in the Egyptian Tongue, fo foon as

He heard himfelf anlwer'd towards the Cave's Mouth by a
Grecian, making to the Perfon by the Direction of her Voice,

he caught her by the Hair with his left Hand, and (fuppofing

her to be Chariclea) with his right Hand plung'd his Swoid into

tocr Bicaft.

on.
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Oli. Where goes Cefario ?
Vios After him I love,

More than I love thefe eyes, more than my life ;

More, by all mores, than e'er I lhall love wife.
If I do feign, you witnelTes above
Punifh my life, for tainting of my love !

Oli. Av me, detelted ! how am I beguiPd ?

Vio. Who does beguile you ? who does do you wrong ?

Oli. Haft thou forgot thy felf ? Is it fo long ?

Call forth the holy father.

Duke. Come, away. [7* Viola.
Oli. Whither, my lord ? Cefario, husband, ltay.
Duke. Husband ?

OIL Ay, husband. Can he that deny
Duke. Her husband, firrah ?

Via. No, my lord, not I.

Oli. Alas, it is the bafenefs of thy fear,

That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety :

Fear not, Cefario, take thy fortunes up :

Be that, thou know' it, thou art, and then thou art
As great, as that thoufear'ft.

Enter Brief,

0 welcome, father.

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence
Here to unfold, (tho' lately we intended
To keep in darknefs, what occafion now
Reveals before 'tis ripe) what, thou doit know,
Hath newly pad between this youth and me.

Prieft. A contract of eternal bond of love,
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands,
AtteHed by the holy clofe of lips,

Strengthned by enterchangement of your rings

;

And all the ceremony of this compact
Seal'd in my function, by my teitimony

:

Since when, my watch hath told me, tow'rd my grave »

1 have travell'd but two hours.

Duke. O thou dilTembling cub ? what wilt thou be,
When time hath fow'd a grizzel on thy cafe ?

Vol. Ill, H C
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Or will not elfe thy craft fo quickly grow,

That thine own trip lhall be thine overthrow ?

Farewel, and take her; but direct thy feet,

Where thou and I henceforth may never meet,

Vio. My lord, I do protefl

OH. O, donotfwear;
Hold little faith, tho' thou haft too much fear I

Enter Sir Andrew, with his head broke.

Sir And. For the love of God a furgeon, and fend one

prefently to Sir Toby.

OH. What's the matter 3

Sir And. H'as broke my head a-crofs, and given Sir

Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of God, your

help. I had rather than forty pound, I were at home.

OH. Who has done this, Sir Andrew?
Sir And. The count's gentleman, one Cefario; we

took him for a coward, but he's the very devil incardi-

nate.

Duke. My gentleman, Cejario ?

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is : you broke my
head for nothing ; and that that I did, I was fet on to

do't by Sir Toby.

Vio. Why do you fpeak to me ? I never hurt you

;

You drew your fword upon me, without caufe ;

But I befpake you fair, and hurt you not.

Enter Sir Toby, and Clown.

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have

hurt me : I think, you fet nothing by a bloody cox-

comb. Here comes Sir Toby halting, you lhall hear

more ; but if he had not been in drink, he would have

tickled you other-gates than he did.

Duke. How now, gentleman ? how is't v/ith you ?

Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's

an end on't ; fot, didft fee Dick Surgeon, fot ?

Clo. O he's drunk, Sir Toby, above an hour agone ;

his eyes were fet at eight i'th' morning.

Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a paft-meafure Painim.

I hate a drunken rogue.
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Oli. Away with him : who hath made this havock
with them ?

Sir And. Til help you, Sir Toby, becaufe we'll be dreft

together.

Sir To. Will you help an afs-head, and a coxcomb,
and a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gull ?

[Exeunt Clo. To. and And,
Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to.

Enter Sebaftian.

Seb. I am forry, Madam, I have hurt your kinfman i

But had it been the brother of my blood,

I mull have done no lefs with wit and fafety.

[All ftand in amaxt*
You throw a ftrange regard on me, by which,

I do perceive, it hath offended you

;

Pardon me, fweet one, even for the vows
We made each other, but fo late ago.

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two per-
fons

;

A nafral perfpe&ive, that is, and is aot

!

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio!

How have the hours racked and tortur'd me,
Since I have loft thee ?

Ant. Sebaftian are you ?

Seb. Fear
1

ft thou that, Antonio!

Ant. How have you made divifion of your felf?

An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin

Than thefe two creatures. Which is Sebaftian ?
Oli. Moft wonderful

!

Seb. Do I ftand there ? I never had a brother %

Nor can there be that deity in my nature,

Of here and every where. I had a fifter,

Whom the blind waves and furges have devour*d :

Of charity, what kin are you to me? [To Viola,

What countryman f what name ? what parentage ?

Vio. Of Meffaline ; Sebaftian was my father ;

Such a Sebaftian was my brother too :

So went he fuited to his wat'ry tomb.
If fpiritscan aflumeboth form and fuit,

H 2 You
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You come to fright us.

Seb. A fpirit I am, indeed

;

But am in that dimenfion grofsly clad,

Which from the womb I did participate.

Were you a woman, as the reft goes even,

I mould my tears let fall upon your cheek,

And fay, " Thrice welcome, drowned Viola!
Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow.
Seb. And fo had mine.

Vio. And dy'd that day, when Viola from her birth

Had numbred thirteen years.

Seb. O, that record is lively in my foul

;

He finifhed, indeed, his mortal act,

That day that made my lifter thirteen years.

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both,

But this my mafculine ufurp'd attire

;

Do not embrace me, 'till each circumftance

Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump,
That I am Viola ; which to confirm,

.

I'll bring you to a captain in this town
Where lye my maids weeds ; {14) by whofe gentle help

I was preferr'd to ferve this noble Duke.
All the occurrence of my fortune fince

Hath been between this Lady, and this Lord.

Seb. So comes it, Lady, you have been miftook :

[To Olivia.

But nature to her bias drew in that.

You would have been contracted to a maid,

(14)
1 by whofe gentle Help

1 -was prefcrv'd to ferve 'this noble Duke.] Tho' this be

Senfe, and poflelTes all the printed Copies, yet I fufpeft, from

the Similitude in the two Words preferv*d and ferve (a Samc-

nefsof Sound, which Shakefpeare would, probably, have avoid-

ed ;) the Copyifts, or Men at Prefs, committed a flight Miftake.

When the Captain and Viola fiift appear upon the Stage, She

fays to him j

I'll ferve this Dule ;

Thou ftalt prefent me 8cc.

I therefore believe, the Author wrote, as 1 have reform'd the

Text.

Nor
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Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd ;

You are betroth'd both, to a maid, and man.

Duke. Be not amaz'd : right- noble is his blood :

If this be fo, as yet the glafs feems true,

I mail have mare in this moil: happy wreck.

Boy, thcu haft faid to me a thoufand times, [To Vio,

Thou never mould' ft love woman like to me.

Vie. And all thofe fayings will I over-fwear,

And all thofe fwearings keep as true in fouls

As doth that orbed continent the fire,

That fevers day from night.

Duke. Give me thy hand,

And let me fee thee in thy woman's weeds.
• Vio. The captain, that did bring me fir ft on fhore,

Hath my maids garments : he upon fome action

Is now in durance, at MakolicPs fuit,

A gentleman and follower ofmy lady'?.

Oli. He fhall enlarge him : fetch Maholio hither,

And yet, alas, now I remember me,
They fay, poor gentleman ! he's much diftract.

Enter the Clown with a Letter, and Fabian,

A moft extracting frenzy of mine own
From my remembrance clearly banim'd his.

How dees he, firrah ?

Clo. Truly, Madam, he holds Belzebuh at the flave's

end, as well as a man in his cafe may do: h'as here writ a
letter to you, I (hould have givent you to day morning.
But as. a mad-man's epiftles are no gofpels, fo it skills not
much, when they are deliver'd.

Oli. Open't, and read it.

Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool de-

livers the mad-man

—

By the Lord, Madam, [Reads.

Oli. How now, art mad ?

Clo. No, Madam, I do but read madnefs : an your
Ladyfhip will have it as it ought to be, you muft allow
VIX.

Oli. Pr'ythee, read it, i'thy right wits.

Clo. So I do, Madona; but to read his right wits, is

,

to read this ; therefore perpend, my princefs, and give ear Q

Hj ' OS.
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Oli. Read it you, Sirrah. [To Fabian.'

Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong me,
find the worldJhall know it : though you have put ?ne into

darknefs, and given your drunken Uncle rule over me, yet
have 1 the benefit ofmy fenfes as well as your Lady/hip. I
have your own Letter, that induced me to the fernbiance I
put on ', with the which ' I doubt not, but to do myfelfmuch
r*gbt, or you muchJhame : think of me, asyoupleafe: I
leave my duty a little unthought of and fpeak out of my
injury, The madly us'd Maholio.

Oli. Did he write this ?

Clo. Ay. Madam.
Duke. This favours not much of diffraction.

Oli. See him deliver'd, Fabian ) bring him hither.

My Lord, fo pleafeyou, thefe things further thought o*»
To think me as well a filler, as a wife

;

One day lhall crown th' alliance on't, fo pleafe you,

Here at my houfe, and at my proper coft.

Duke. Madam, I am raoft apt t'embrace your offer.

Your mailer quits you ; and for your fervice done him,

So much againfl the metal of your fex. [To Viola*

So far beneath your foft and tender breeding ;

(.And fince you calTd me mafter forfo long,)

Here is my hand, you mail from this time be

Your mafter* s miftrefs.

Oli. A filler, you are me.

Enter Malvolio.

Duke. Is this the mad-man ?

OH. Ay, my Lord, this fame: how now, Maholio ?
Mai. Madam, you have done me wrong, notorious

wrong.
Oli. Have I, Malvolio ? no.

Mai. Lady, you have; pray you, perufe that Letter,

You mull not now deny it is your hand.

Write from it if you can, in hand or phrafe ;

Or fay, 'tis not your feal, nor your invention ;

You can fay none of this. Well, grant it then ;

And tell me in the modeity of honour,

W'hy you have given me fuch clear lights of favour,
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Bad me come fmiling, and crofs-garter'd to you<>

To put on yellow ftockings, and to frown

Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people :

And adling this in an obedient hope,

Why have you fuffer'd me to be imprifon'd,

Kept in a dark houfe, vifited by the prieft,

And made the moft notorious geek, and gull,

That e'er invention plaid on ? tell me, why ?

OIL Alas, Maholio, this is not my writing,

Tho', I confefs, much like the character :

But, out of queftion, 'tis Maria's hand.

And now I do bethink me, it was fhe

Firft told me, thou waft mad ; then cam'ft thou fmiling,

And in fuch forms which here were prefuppos'd

Upon thee in the letter : pr'ythee, be content

;

This practice hath moft fhrewdly paft upon thee ;

But when we know the grounds, and authors of it,

Thou fhalt be both the plaintiff and thejudge

Of thine own caufe.

Fab. Good Madam, hear me fpeak ;

And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come,
Taint the condition of this prefent hour,

Which I have wondred at. In hope it ftiall not,

Moft freely I confefs, myfelf and Sir Toby

Set this device againft Maholio here,

Upon fome ftubborn and uncourteous parts

We had conceiv'd againft him. Maria writ

The letter, at Sir Tobys great importance

;

In recompence whereof, he hath married her,

How with a fportful malice it was follow'd,

May rather pluck on laughter than revenge

;

If that the injuries be juftly weigh'd,

That have on both fides paft.

Oli. Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled thee ?

Clo. Why, fome are born great, fome atchieve great-

nefs, andfome have greatnefs thruji upon them. I was
one, Sir, in this interlude ; one Sir Topas, Sir ; but
that's all one : —by the Lord, fool, I am not mad ;

but do you remember, Madam,—— why laugh

H 4 you
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you at /met a barren rafcal? an you /mile net, hi$ga$gd 1

and thus the whirl-gigg of time brings in his revenges.

Mai M be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. [Exit.
Oli. He hath been moil notorio^fly abus'd.

Duke. Parke him, and intreat him to a peace :

He hath not told us of the captain yet

;

When that is known, and golden time convent?,

A folemn combination mall be made
Of our dear fouls. Meai* time, fweet filter,

We will not part from hence.

—

Ctfario, come

;

(For Co you [hall be, while you are a man ;)

But when m other habits you are feen,

Or/In ;'s miftrefs, and his fancy's Queen. [Exeunt.

Clown fags.

When that 1 was a little tiny boy,

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain

:

Afcolifb thing was but a toy,

For the rain it raineth ciery day.

But when I came to mans ejlate,

With hey, ho, Sec.

'Gainji hums and thieves men Jhut t hi if gate,

For the rain, Sec.

But when I came, alas ! to wive,
With hey, ho, Sec.

jwar eerier could I never thrive,

For the rain, Sec.

But when I cam: unto my beds.

With hey, he, Sec.

With tofs-pots Jliil had drunken heads,

For the rain, Sec.

A treat while ago the world beguy:,

'With hey
, hh fee-

But that" s all one, our flay is done ;

And wellJlnve to fleafeyou every day. [Exit.

m
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Dramatis Perfonas.

SALINUS, Duke Ephc&s.

iEgeon, a Merchant of Syracufe.

Antipholis ,/Ephefus, ? ^"-Brothers, and Sons to J£-

Antipholis ./Syracufe,
£ ^Zch ott^

™

Dromio of Ephefus, ? twin-Brothers, and Slaves to the

Dromio of Syracufe, 5 two Antipholis' s.

Balthazar, a Merchant.

Angelo, a Goldfmith.

A Merchant, Friend to Antipholis of Syracufe.

Dr. Pinch, a School- mafler, and a Conjurer.

^Emilia, Wife to ^Egeon, an Abhefs at Ephefus,

Adriana, Wife to Antipholis ^Ephefus.

Luciana, Sifter to Adriana.

Luce, Servant to Adriana.

Jailer^ Officers, and other Attendants*

SCENE, Ephefus,

T H E



THE

Comedy of Errors.

a c T I.

SCENE, The Duke's Palace.

Enter the Duke of Ephefus, ^Egeon, Jailor^ and
other Attendants.

M G E O N.

ROCEED, Salinus, to procure my fall,

And bv the doom of death end woes and
all.

Duke, Merchant of Syracufe, plead no
more

;

I am not partial to infringe our laws :

The enmity, and difcord, which of late

Sprung from the ranc'rous outrage of your Duke,
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,

(Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives,

Have feaPd his rigorous ftatutes with their bloods)

Excludes all pity from our threatning looks.

For, fince the mortal and inteftine jars

'Twixt thy (editions countrymen and us,

It hath in folemn fynods been decreed,

Both by the Syracu/am and oarfelves,

T'admit
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T'admit no traffick to our adverfe towns.

Nay, more; if any born at Epbefus

Be ieen at Syracufan marts and lairs,

Again, if any Syracufan born

Come to the bay of Epbefus, he dies

;

His goods conlifcate to the Duke's difpofe,

Unlefs a thoufand marks "be levied

To quit the penalty, and ranfom him.

Thy fubftance, valu'd at the highell rate,

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks

;

Therefore, by law thou art condemned to die.

sEgeon. Yet this my comfort, when your words are

clone,

My woes end likewife with the evening fun.

Duke. Well, Syracufan, fay, in brief, the caufe,

Why thou departed' ft from thy native home

;

And for what caufe thou cam'lt. to Epbefus.

JEgeon. A heavier task could not have been impos'd,

Than I to fpeak my grief unfpeakable :

Yet that the world may witnefs, that my end

Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence,

I'll utter what my forrow gives me leave.

In Syracufa was I born, and wed
Unto a woman, happy but for me ;

And by me too, had not our hap been bad :

With her I liv'd in joy ; our wealth increas'd,

By profperous voyages I often made
To Epidamnum ; 'till my factors death,

And the great care cf goods at random left,

Drew me from kind embracements of my fpoufe

;

From whom my abfence was not fix months old,

Before herfelf (almoft at fainting under

The pleafing punifhment that women bear)

Had made provifion for her following me,

And foon, and fafe, arrived where I was.

There flie had not been long, but lhe became

A joyful mother of two goodly fons

;

And, which was ftrangc, the one fo like the ether,

As could not he aiftinguifh'd but by Dames*

That very hoar, und in the fclf-famc inn,
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A poor mean woman was delivered

Of fuch a burthen, male- twins both alike :

Thofe (for their parents were exceeding poor)

I bought, and brought up to attend my ibns.

My wife, not meanly proud of two fuch boys,

Made daily motions for our home-return :

Unwilling, I agreed ; alas, too foon !

We came aboard.

A league from Epidamnum had we fail'd,

Before the always-wind- obeying deep

Gave any tragick inftance of our harm ;

But longer did we not retain much hope :

For what obfcured light the heav'ns did grant,

Did but convey unto our fearful minds

A doubtful warrant of immediate death ;

Which, tho* myfelf would gladly have embraced,

Yet the incerTant weeping of my wife,

(Weeping before, for what (he law muft come ;)

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes,

That mourn'd for femion, ignorant what to fear,

Forc'd me to feek delays for them and me :

And this it was ; (for other means we e none.)

The failors fought for fafety by cur boat,

And left the fhip, then finking-ripe, to us

;

My wife, more careful for the elder bcrn,

Had fallen'd him unto a fmall fpare fiaaft,

Such as fea-faring men provide for ftorms

;

To him one of the other tv/ins was bound,
Whilll I had been like heedful of the other.

The children thus difpos'd, my wife and J,

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixr,

Faften'd ourlelves at either end the marl ;

And floating ftraight, obedient to the dream,

Were carry'd towards Corinth, as we thought*

At length the fun, gazing upon the earth,

Difpers'd thofe vapours that offended us

;

And, by the benefit of his wifh'd light,

The feas waxt calm ; and we difcovered

Two mips from far making amain to us,

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this j
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But ere they came oh, let me fay no more !

Gather the fequel by that went before.

Duke. Nay, forward, old man, do not break off fo

;

For we may pity, tho' not pardon thee.

JEgeon. Oh, had the Gods done fo, I had not now
Worthily term'd them mercilefs to us

;

For ere the mips could meet by twice five leagues,

We were encountred by a mighty rock

;

Which being violently borne upon,

Our helplefs fhip was fplitted in the midft :

So that, in this unjuft divorce of us,

Fortune had left to both of us alike

What to delight in, what to forrow for.

Her part, poor foul ! feeming as burdened
With leffer weight, but not with leiTer woe,
Was carry'd with more fpeed before the wind,

And in our fight they three were taken up
By hmermen of Corinth, as we thought.

At length, another fhip had feiz'd on us

;

And knowing whom it was their hap to fave,

Gave helpful welcome to their fhipwreckt guefts

;

And would have reft the hihers of their prey,

Had not their bark been very flow of fail

;

And therefore homeward did they bend their courfe.—
Thus have you heard me fever'd from my blifs ; .

That by misfortunes was my life prolonged,

To tell fad ftories of my own mimaps.
Duke. And, for the fakes of them thou forrow'fl for,

Do me the favour to dilate at full

What hath befall'n of them, and thee, 'till now.

JEgeon. My youngeft boy, and yet my eldeft care,

At eighteen years became inquifitive

After his brother; and importun'd me,
That his attendant, (for his cafe was like,

Reft of his brother, but retained his name,)
Might bear him company in queft of him :

Whom whilft I labour d of a Jove to fee,

J hazarded the lofs of whom I lov'd.

Five fummcrs have I fper.t in farthelt Greece,

Roaming clean through the bounds of Jfi*%
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And coafting homeward, came to Epbefus :

Hopelefs to find, yet loth to leave unfought,

Or that, or any place that harbours men.
But here mull end the ftory of my life ;

And happy were I in my timely death,

Could all my travels warrant me they live.

Duke. Haplefs JEgeon, whom the fates have marlc£
To bear th

1
extremity of dire mifhap ;

Now, trull: me, were it not againft our laws, (i)

(Which Princes, would they, may not difannul \)

Againft my crown, my oath, my dignity,

My foul mould fue as advocate for thee.

Eut, tho' thou art adjudged to the death,

And palled fentence may not be recalPd,

But to our honour's great difparagement

;

Yet will I favour thee in what I can ;

I therefore, merchant, limit thee this day,

To feek thy life by beneficial help :

Try all the friends thou hall in Ephefus,

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the fum,
And live ; if not, then thou art doom'd to die.

Jailor, take him to thy cuftody.

{Exeunt Duke, and Train.
Jail. I wil^ my Lord.

JEgeon. Hopelefs and helplefs doth JEgcsn wend,
But to procraflinate his livelefs end.

[Exeunt ^Egeon, and Jailor!

(l) Now truft we, were it not againft our Laws,

Againft my Crown, my Oath, my Dignity,

Which Princes would, they may not difannul,] Thus are
thefe Lines placed in all the former Editions. Bur as the
fingle Verb does not agree with all the Subftantives, which ihould
be govern' d of it, I have ventur'd to make a Tranfpoiition ;

and, by a Change in the Pointing* clear'd up the Perplexity of
the Senfe.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Street.

Enter Antipholis ^Syracufe, a Merchant, and Dromio.

Mer.t a ^Herefore give out, you are of Epidamnum,

X Left that your goods too foon.be confifcate.

This very day, a Syracufan merchant
Is apprehended for arrival here

;

And, not being able to buy out his life,

According to the ftatute of the town,

Dies ere the weary fun fet in the weft :

There is your mony, that I had to keep.

Ant, Go bear it to the Centaur, where we hoft,

And ftay there, Dromio, 'till I come to thee :

Within this hour it will be dinner-time

;

'Till that I'll view the manners of the town,

Perufe the traders, gaze upon the buildings,

And then return and lleep within mine inn

;

For with long travel I am ftirT and weary.

Get thee away.

Dro. Many a man would take you at your word,

And go indeed, having fo good a means.

[Exit Dromio,
Ant. A trufty villain, Sir, that very oft,

When I am dull with care and melancholy,

Lightens my humour with his merry jefts.

What, will you walk with me about the town,

And then go to the inn and dine with me ?

Mer. I am invited, Sir, to certain merchants, ,

Of whom I hope to make much benefit

:

I crave your pardon. Soon at five o' clock,

Pleafc you, Til mset with you upon the mart,

And afterward contort you * til 1 oed-time :

My prefent bufinefs calls me from you now.
Ant. Farewel 'till then ; I will go lofe myfelf,

And wander up and down to view the city.

Mo\ Sir, I commend you to your own content.

[Exit Merchant,

A/if.
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Ant, He that commends me to my own content,

Commends me to the thing I cannot get.

I to the world am like a drop of water,

That in the ocean feeks, another drop,

Who falling there to find his fellow forth,

Unfeen, inquifitive, confounds himfelf

:

So I, to find a mother and a brother,

In quell of them, unhappy, lofe myfelf.

Enter Dromio of Ephefus.

Here come3 the almanack of my true date.

What now ? how chance, thou art return'd fo foon t

E. Dro. Return'd fo foon ! rather approach'd too

late :

The capon burns, the pig falls from the fpk,

The clock has ftrucken twelve upon the bell

;

My miftrefs made it one upon my cheek \

She is fo hot, becaufe the meat is cold ;

The meat is cold, becaufe yoa come not home

;

You come not home, becaufe you have no ftomach j

You have no ftomach, having broke your faft: >

But we, that know what 'tis to faft and pray,

Are penitent for your default to day.

Ant. Stop in your wind, Sir ; tell me this, I pray,

Where you have left the mony that I gave you ?

E. Dro. Oh,—fix-pence, that I had a IVedneJday h&r
To pay the fadler for my miftrefs' crupper ?

The fadler had it, Sir ; I kept it not.

Ant. I am not in a fportive humour now ;

Tell me and dally not, where is the mony ?

We being ftrangers here, how dar'ft thou truft

So great a charge from thine own cuftody ? v

E. Dro. I pray you, jeft, Sir, as you fit at dinner:

I from my miftrefs come to you in poll

;

If I return, I mail be poft indeed ;

For fhe will fcore your fault upon my pate :

Methinks, your maw, like mine, fhould be your clock

;

And ftrike you home without a mefTenger.

Ant. Come, Dromio> come, thefe jefts are out of

feafon j

Refers
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Referve them 'till a merrier hour than this :

Where is the geld I gave in charge to thee ?

E. Dro. To me, Sir ? why, you gave no gold to me.
Ant. Come on, Sir knave, have done your foolilh-

nefs

;

And tell me, how thou haft difpos'd thy charge ?

E. Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the

mart
Home to your houfe, the Pbaenix, Sir, to dinner ;

My miilrefs and her fifher ftay for you.

Ant. Now, as I am a chriflian, anfwer me,
In what fafe place you have befiow'd my mony ;

Or I fhall break that merry fconce of yours,

That (lands on tricks when I am undifpos'd :

Where are the thoufand marks thou hadil of me ?

E. Dro. 1 have feme marks of yours upon my pate >
Seme of my miilrefs' marks upon my moulders

;

But not a thoufand marks between you both.

If I mould pay your worfhip thofe again,

Perchance, you will not bear them patiently.

Ant. Thy miilrefs' marks ? what miilrefs, flave, halt

thou ?

E. Dro. Your worfhip's wife, my miilrefs at the

Pbetnhc ;

She, that doth fair, 'till you come home to dinner ;

And prays, that you will hie you home to dinner.

Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus unto my face,

Being forbid ? there take you that, Sir knave.

E. Dro. What mean you, Sir ? for God's fake, hold

your hands ;

Nay, an you will not, Sir, I'll take my heels.

[Ex-it Dromio,

Ant. Upon my life, by fome device or other,

The villain is o'er-wrought of all my mony.
They fay, this town is full of couzenage ;

As, nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye ; (2)

Dark-

(2) sAs y
r.\mblc Jug^hny that deceive the Eye ;

Dark-working Sorcerers, that change the Mind :

$$»hkilUn£ Witches that dtftrrn the Body ;] Thofe, who
attentively
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Dark-working forccrers, that change the mind ;

Soul-killing witches, that deform the body ;

Difguifed cheaters, prating mountebanks,
And many fuch like liberties of fin :

Jf it prove fo, I will be gone the fooner.

I'll to the Centaur, to go feek this Have ;

I greatly fear, my mony is not fafe. [Ex:?,

attentively confider thefe three Lines, rauft confefs, that the

Poet intended, the Epithet given to each of thefe Mifcreants,

fliould declare the Power by which they perform their Feats,

and which would therefore be a jtift Chara&eriftick of each

of them. Thus, by nimble Jugglers, we are taught that they

perform their Tricks by Slight of Hand : and by Soul- killing

Witches, we are inform'd, the Mifchief they do is by the AC-

fiftance of the Devil, to whom they have given their Sou!< :

But then, by darkrwrkjnt Sorcerers, we are not inftru&ed in

the Means by which they perform their Ends. Befides, this

Epithet agrees as well to Witches, as to them 5 and therefore,

certainly, our Author could not defign This in their Chara&e-
riftick. I am confident, we fliould read 3

Drug-working Sorcerers, that change the Mindy

And we know by the whole Hiftory of ancient and modern
Superftition, that thefe kind of Jugglers always pretended to

work Changes of the Mind by thefe Applications.

Mr, Warburton*
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ACT II.

SCENE, fh Houfe of Antipholis of
Ephefus.

Enter Adriana and Luciana.

A D R I A N A.

NEITHER my husband, nor the flave returnVJ,

That in fuch hade I fent to feek his mailer !

Sure, Luciana, it is two o' clock.

Luc. Perhaps, fome merchant hath invited him,
And from the mart he's fomewhere gone to dinner

:

Good filler, let us dine, and never fret.

A man is mafter of his liberty :

Time is their mafter ; and when they fee time,

They'll go or come ; if fo, be patient, fifter.

Adr. Why fhould their liberty than ours be more ?

Luc. Becaufe their bulinefs flill lyes out a-door.

Adr. Look, when I ferve him fo, he takes it ill.

Luc. Oh, know, he is the bridle of your will.

Adr. There's none, but afles, will be bridled fo.

Luc. Why, head-llrong liberty is lafht with wo.

'There's nothing fituate under heaven's eye,

But hath its bound in earth, in fea, in sky :

The bealls, the fillies, and the winged fowls,

Are their males' fubje&s, and at their controuls :

Man, more divine, the mafter of all thefe,

Lord of the wide world, and wide wat'ry feas,

Indu'd with intellectual fenfe and foul,

Of more preheminence than fifh and fowl,

Arc mailers to their females, and their lords

:

Then let your will attend en their accords.

Adr. This forvitude makes you to keep unwed.

Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage bed.

Adr.
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Adr. But were you wedded, you would bear fome
fway.

Luc . Ere I learn love, I'll practife to obey.

Adr. How if your husband ftart fome other where ?

Luc.
1
Till he come home again, I would forbear.

Adr. Patience unmov'd, no marvel tho' me paufe ;

They can be meek, that have no other caufe

:

A wretched foul, bruis'd with adveriity,

We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry

;

But were we burden'd with like weight of pain,

As much, or more, we mould our felves complain.

So thou, that haft no unkind mate to grieve thee,

With urging helplefs patience would' ft relieve me :

But if thou live to fee like right bereft,

This fool-begg'd patience in thee will be left.

Luc. Well, I will marry one day but to try;

Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh.

Enter Dromio of Ephefus.

Adr. Say, is your tardy matter now at hand?

E. Dro. Nay, he's at two hands with me, and that

my two ears can witnefs.

Adr. Say, did'ft thou fpeak with him ? know'ft thou

his mind ?

E. Dro. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear,

Befhrew his hand, I fcarce could under-ftand it.

Luc. Spake he fo doubtfully, thou could' 11 not feel his

meaning ?

E. Dro. Nay, he ftruck fo plainly, I could too well

feel his blows ; and withal fo doubtfully, that I could

fcarce underftand them.

Adr. But fay, I pr'ythee, is he coming home ?

It feems, he hath great care to pleafe his wife.

E. Dro. Why, miftrefs, fure, my mailer is horn-mad.

Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain ?

E. Dro. I mean not, cuckold-mad ; but, fure, he's

Hark mad

:

When I defir'd him to come home to dinner,

He ask'd me for a thoufand marks in gold :

'Tis dinner-time, quoth I; my gold, quoth he:
Your
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Your meat doth burn, quoth I; my gold, Juo fch he:

Will you come home, quoth I ? my gdk quoth he;
Where is the thoufand marks I gav e thee, villain ?

The pig, quoth I, is burn'd ; my gold quoth he.

My miltrefs, Sir, quoth I ; hang up thy miltrefs

;

I knew not thy miitrefs ; out on thy miltrefs !

Luc. Quoth who ?

E. Dro. Quoth my mafter

:

I know, quoth he, no houfe, no wife, no miltrefs *

So that my errand, due unto my tongue,

I thank him, I bare home upon my lhoulders

:

For, in conclufion, he did beat me there.

Adr. Go back again, thou flave, and fetch hint

home.
E. Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home ?

For God's fake, fend fome other meflenger.

Adr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acrofs.

E. Dro. And he will blefs that crofs with other

beating

:

Between you I lhall have a holy head.

Adr. Hence, prating peafant, fetch thy mafter home.
E. Dro. Am I fo round with you as you with me,

That like a foot-ball you do fpurn me thus ?

You fpurn me hence, and he will fpurn me hither :

If I laft in this fervice, you muft cafe me in leather.

[Exit.

Luc. Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face 1

Adr. His company muft do his minions grace,

WhilH I at home ftarve for a merry look

:

Hath homely age th' alluring beauty took

From my poor cheek ? then, he hath wafted it.

Are my difcourfes dull ? barren my wit ?

Jf voluble and hharp difcourfe be marr'd,

Unkindnefs blunts it, more than marble hard.

Do their gay veftments his affections bait ?

That's not my fault : he's maiter of my ftate.

What ruins are in me, that can be found

Ly him not ruin'd ? then, is he the ground
Of my defeatures. My decayed fair

A funny look of his would foon repair.
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But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale,

And feeds from home ; poor I am but his ftale.

Luc. Self-harming jealoufie !— fie, beat it hence.

Adr. Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs difpenfe :

I know, his eye doth homage other-where i

•Or elfe what lets it, but he would be here ?

Sifter, you know he promised me a chain

;

Would that alone, alone, lie would detain,

So he WGuld keep fair quarter with his bed.

I fee, the jewel, bell enameled, (3)

Will lofe his beauty ; and the gold bides ftill,

That others touch ; yet often touching will

Wear gold : and lb no man, that hath a name,
But fahhood, and corruption, doth it mame.
•Since that my beauty cannot pleafe his eye,

I'll weep what's left away, and weeping die.

Luc. How many fond fools ferve mad jealoufie \

\Exeunt
r

{3) / fee the Jewel beft enameled

Will lofe his Beauty 5 yet the gold bides ftill

That 4>t hers touch, and often touching will:

Where gold and no Man that hath a Name,

By Falftood and Corruption doth it Shame. ] In this

miferable mangled Condition is this PaiTage exhibited in the

firft Folio. All the Editions fince have left out the laft Cou-
plet of it 5 I prefume, as too hard for them. Mr. Pope, who
pretends to have collated the firft Folio, fhould have fpar'd us

the Lines, at leaft, in their Corruption. 1 communicated
my Doubts upon this PalTage to my Friend Mr. Warbunon
and to his Sagacity I owe, in good part, the Correction of
it. The Senfe of the whole is now very pertinent ^ which,

without the two Lines from the firft Folio, was very imperfect ;

cot to fay, ridiculous. The Comparison is fully clofed.

" Gold, indeed, bides handling well j but, for all that, often
w Touching will wear even Gold : So, no Man of a great

" Chara&er, even as pure as Gold, but may in Time lofe is

*' by Fal&ood and Corruption.

SCENE
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S C E N E changes to the Street.

Enter Antipholis ^Syracufe.

Ant. ^ I" E gold I gave to Dromio is laid up

\^ Safe at the Centaur ; and the heedful ilavc

Is wander'd forth in care to leek me out.

By computation, and mine holt's report,

I could not fpeak with Dromio, fince at firft

I fent him from the marc. See, here he comes.

Enter Dromio of Syracufe.

How now* Sir ? is your merry humour alter'd ?

As yoa love ilroaks, fo jell with me again.

You know no Centaur ? you receiv'd no gold ?

Your miilrefs fent to have me home to dinner ?

My houfe was at the Pb&nix ? waft thou mad^

That thus fo madly thou didfl anfwer me ?

S. Dro. What anfwer, Sir ? when fpake I fuch a
word ?

Ant. Even now, even here, not half an hour fince.

5. Dro. I did not fee you fince you fent me hence

Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me.
Ant. Villain, thou didll deny the gold's receipt ;

And told' it me of a miilrefs, and a dinner;

For which, I hope, thou felt'ft I was difpleas'd.

S. Dro. I'm glad to fee you in this merry vein :

What means this jell, I pray you, mafter, tell me ?

Ant. Yea, doll thou jeer and flout me in the teeth ?

Think'fl thou, I jell ? hold, take thou that, and that.

[Beats Dro.

5. Dro. Hold, Sir, for God's fake, now your jell is

earneft

;

Upon what bargain do you give it me ?

Ant. Becaufethat I familiarly fometimes

Do ufc you for my fool, and chat with you,

Your fawcinefs will jell upon my love,

And make a common of my fcrious hours.

When the fun mines, let foolifh gnats make fport;

But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams

;
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If you will jeft with me, know my afpect,

And fafhion your demeanour to my looks

;

Or I will beat this method in your fconce.

S. Dro. Sconce, call you it ? fo you would leave bat-

tering, I had rather have it a head ; an you u!e thefe

blows long, I mult get a fconce for my head, and in-

fconce it too, or elfe I lhall feek my wit in my moul-

ders : but, I pray, Sir, why am I beaten ?

Ant. Doft thou not know ?

S. Dro. Nothing, Sir, but that I am beaten.

Ant. Shall I tell you why ?

S. Dro. Ay, Sir, and wherefore ; for, they fay, every

why hath a wherefore.

Ant. Why, firft, for flouting me; and then where-
fore, for urging it the fecond time to me.

S. Dro. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of
feafon,

When, in the why, and wherefore, is neither rhime nor
reafon ?

Well, Sir, I thank you.

Ant. Thank me, Sir, for what ?

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, for this fomething that you gave
me for nothing.

Ant. I'll make you amends next, to give you nothing

for fomething. But fay, Sir, is it dinner-time ?

S. Dro. No, Sir, I think, the meat wants that I
have.

Ant. In good time, Sir ; what's that ?

S.Dro. Baiting.

Ant. Well, Sir, then 'twill be dry.

5. Dro. If it be, Sir, I pray you eat none of it.

Ant. Your reafon ?

S. Dro. Left it make you cholerick, and purchafe me
another dry-bafting.

Ant. Well, Sir, learn to jeft in good time ; there's a

time for all things.

S. Dro. I durit have deny'd that, before you were fo

cholerick.

Ant. By what rule, Sir ?

Vol. Ill, I S. DM:
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6\ Dro. Marry, Sir, by a rule as plain as the plain

bald pate of father Time himfelf.

Ant. Let's hear it.

6\ Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his hair,

that grows bald by nature.

Ant. May he not do it by fine and recovery ?

S. Dro. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and recover

the loft hair of another man.

(4) Ant. Why is Time fuch a niggard of hair, being,

as it is, fo plentiful an excrement ?

6\ Dro. Becaufe it is a blefling that he bellows on
beafts ; and what he hath fcanted men in hair, he hath
given them in wit.

Ant. Why, but there's many a man hath more hair

'than wit.

S. Dro. Not a man of thofe, but he hath the wit to

lofe his hair.

Ant. Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain deal-

ers without wit.

S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the fooner loft ; yet he

lofeth it in a kind of jollity.

Ant. For what reafon ?

S. D>o. For two, and found ones too.

Ant. Nay, not found, I pray you.

S, Dro. Sure ones then.

Ant. Nay, not fure in a thing falfing.

S. Dro. Certain ones then.

Ant. Name them.

S. Dro. The one to fave the money that he fpends in

tj ring ; the other, that at dinner they ihould not drop in

his porridge.

(4) Ant. Why is Time fitch a Niggard of Hair, being, as it is,

fo plentiful an Excrement?

S. Dro. Bccanje it is a BleJJing that he beftow on Beajfs, and

-what he hath [earned them in hair, he ha: h given them in Wit.]

Surely, ihis is Mock-rea!oning, and a Contradiction in Senfe.

Can Hair be fuppob'd a Blefling, which Time beftows on Beafts

peculiarly 3 and yet that he hath fcanted them of it too? Men

and Tbem% I obferve, are very frequently miftaken vice verfa

for each other, in the old impieflicns of our Author.
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Ant. You would all this time have prov'd, there is no

time for all things.

S. Dro. Marry, and did, Sir ; namely, no time to

recover hair loft by nature.

Ant. But your reafon was not fubftantial, why there

is no time to recover.

S. Dre. Thus I mend it : Time himfelf is bald,

and therefore to the world's end will have bald fol-

lowers.

Ant. I knew, 'twould be a bald conclufion : but, fo£ I

who wafts us yonder ?

Enter Adriana, and Luciana.

Adrz. Ay, ay, Antipholis, look ftrange and frown,

Some other miftrefs hath thy fweet afpe&s

:

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife.

The time was once, when thou, unurg'd, wouldft vow,

That never words were mulick to thine ear,

That never objeft pleafing in thine eye,

That never touch well welcome to thy hand,

That never meat fweet-favour'd in thy tafle,

Unlefs I fpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd.

How comes it now, my husband, oh, how comes it,

That thou art thus eltranged from thy felf ?

Thy felf I call it, being ftrange to me

:

That, undividable, incorporate,

Am better than thy dear felfs better part*

Ah, do not tear away thy felf from me :

For know, my love, as eafie may'it thou fall

A drop of water in the breaking gulph,

And take unmingled thence that drop again,

Without addition or diminiming,

As take from me thy felf ; and not me too.

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick,

Should' ft thou but hear, I were licentious ?

And that this body, confecrate to thee,

By ruffian luft mould be contaminate ?

Would' ft thou not fpit at me, and fpurn at me,
And hurl the name of husband in my face,

And tear the ftain'd skin of my harlot-brow,

I 2 And
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And from my falfe hand cut the wedding-ring,

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow?
I know thou can' ft ; and therefore, fee, thou do it.

I am poffefs'd with an adulterate blot

;

My blood is mingled with the crime of luft :
*

Por if we two be one, and thou play falfe,

I do digeft the poifon of thy flefh,

Being (trumpeted by thy contagion.

Keep then fair league, and truce with thy true bed

;

I live dif-ftain'd, thou undifhonoured. (5)

Ant. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you not

In Epbefus I am but two hours old,

As ftrange unto your town as to your talk.

Who, every word by all my wit being fcann'd,

Wants wit in all one word to underftand.

Luc. Fie, brother ! how the world is chang'd with you ;

When were you wont to ufe my filter thus ?

She fent for you by Dremit) home to dinner.

Ant. By Dromio?
S. Dro. By me ?

Adr. By thee ; and thus thou didft return from him,
That he did buffet thee ; and in his blows

Deny'd my houfe for his, me for his wife.

Ant. Did you converfe, Sin, with this gentlewoman ?

What is the courfe and drift of your compact ?

S. Dro. I, Sir? 1 never faw her 'till this time.

Ant. Villain, thou lielt ; for even her very words

Didit thou deliver to me on the mart.

S. Dro. I never fpoke with her in all my life.

Ant. How can fhe thus then call us by our names,

Unlefs it be by infpi ration ?

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity,

To counterfeit thus grofly with your Have,

(5) / live diftain'd, thou undifljonour'd.'] To diftaine (from the

FyculI) Word, deftaindre) fignifics, to Jia/n, defile, pollute. But

the Context requires a Senie quite oppofite. We muft either

iead, unftain
9d} or, by adding an Hyphen, and giving the Pre-

pofition a friveitiv$ Force, iead dif-ftaind', and then it will

mean, wftain'd, nndefiled.

Abet-
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Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ?

Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt,

But wrong no* that wrong with a more contempt.
Come, I will fallen on this fleeve of thine

;

Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine :

Whofe weakness, marry'd to thy flronger ftate,

Makes me with thy Ibength to communicate;
If aught poiTefs thee from me, it is drofs,

Ufurping ivy, brier, or idle mofs

;

Who, all for want of pruning, with intrufion

Infect thy fap, and live on thy confuiion

.

Ant. To me fhe fpeaks ; fhe moves me for her theam \

What, was 1 marry'd to her in my dream ?

Or Deep I now, and think I hear all this t

What error drives our eyes and ears amifs ?

Until I know this fare uncertainty,

I'll entertain the favoured fallacy.

Luc. Dror/iio, go bid the fervants fpread for dinner.

S. Dro. Oh, for my beads ! I crofs me for a iinner,

This is the Fairy land : oh, fpight of fpights !

We talk with goblins, ouphs, and elvifh fprights; (6)
If we obey them not, this will enfue,

They'll fuck our breath, and pinch us black and blue.

Luc. Why prat'fl thou to thy felf, and anfwer'it

not? (7)

Drcmio, thou drone, thou fnail, thou Aug, thou fot

!

S. Dro. I am transformed, mailer, am not J ?

Ant. I think, thou art in mind, and fo am I.

S. Dro.

(6) We tafk^ivrtb Goblins, Owls, And ehi/Jj Sprints',"] They
might fancy, they talk'd with Goblins and Sprightsj but why
with Owls, in the Name of Nonfenfe? Or could OvjIs fuck
their Breath, and pinch them black and blue? I dare fay,

my Readers will acquiefce in the Juftnefs of my Emendation
here: The Word is common with our Author in other
Paffages.

(7) Why prat 9

ft thou to thy felf ?

Dromio, thou Dromio, fnail, thou Jlug, thou fot.] In the
firft of thefe Lines, Mr. T^owe and Mr. Pope have Eoth, for
what Rcafon I cannot tell, curtail'd the Meafme, and dif-

I 3 mounted
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S. Dro. Nay, mafler, both in mind and in my fhape,

Ant. Thou hall thine own form.

S. Dro. No j I am an ape.

Luc. If thou art changed to aught, 'tis to an afs.

5. Dro. 'Tis true; fhe rides me, and I long for grafs,

'Tis fo, I am an afs ; elfe it could never be,

But I mould know her, as well as ihe knows me.
Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool,

To put the finger in the Eye and weep,

Whilft man and mailer laugh my woes to fcorn.

Come, Sir, to dinner ; Dromio, keep the gate

;

Husband, Til dine above with you to day,

And thrive you ofa thoufand idle pranks

;

Sirrah, if any ask you for your mailer,

Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter

:

Come, filler; Dromio, play the porter well.

Ant. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell ?

Sleeping or waking, mad or well advis'd ?

Known unto thefe, and to myfelf difguis'd ?

I'll fay as they fay, and perfever fo

;

And in this mill at all adventures go.

S. Dro. Mailer, mall I be porter at the gate ? 1
Adr. Ay, let none enter, left I break your pate. >
Luc. Come, come, Antipholit, we dine too late. J

[Exeunt.

mounted the doggrcl Rhyme, which I have replac'd from the

firll Folio. The lecond Verfe is there likewife read j

Dromio, thtu Dromio, thai* frail, thou {lug, that* {ot.

The Verfe is thus half a Foot too long j my Correct ion cures

that Fault : belides Drone conefponds with the other Apcllati-

ons of Reproach.

ACT
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ACT III.

SCENE, the Street before Antipholis'j

Houfe.

Enter Antipholis of Ephefus, Dromio of Ephefus.,

Angelo, and Balthazar.

E. Antipholis.

GOOD Signior Angela, you muft excufe us

;

My wife is mrewifh, when I keep not hours %
>

Say, that I lingered with you at your lhop

To fee the making of her carkanet

;

And that to morrow you will bring it home.
But here's a villain, that would face me down
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him

;

And charg'd him with a thoufand marks in gold

;

And that I did deny my wife and houfe

:

Thou drunkard, thou, what didft thou mean by this ?

E. Dro. Say, what you will, Sir ; but I know what
I know;

That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to

mow;
If the skin were parchment, and the blows you gave

were ink,

Your own hand-writing would tell you what I think.

E. Ant. I think, thou art anafs.

E. Dro. Marry, fo it don't appear (8)

By the wrongs I fuffer, and the blows I bear

;

(8) Marry, fo it doth appear

By the Wrongs I fuffer y and the Blows I bear,] Thus all the

printed Copies 5 But, certainly, This is Crofs-purpofes in Rea-
foning It appears, Dromio is an Afs by his makiag no Refin-
ance : becaufe an Afs, being kick'd, kicks again. Our Author
never argues at this wild Rate, where his Text is genuine,

1 4 1
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I ihouid kick, being kickt; and, being at that pafs,

You would keep from my heels, and beware of an afs.

£. Ant. Y'are fad, Signior Balthazar. Pray GcJ,
our cheer

May anlvver my good will, and your good welcome here-.

Bal. I hold ) our dainties cneap, Sir, and your wel-

come dear.

E.Ant. Ah, Signior Balthazar, either at fleih or flih,

A table-full of welcome makes fcarce one dainty dim.

Bal. Good meat, Sir, is common ; that every churl

affords.

E. Ant. And welcome more common ; for that's

nothing but words.

Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a merry
feaft.

E. Ant. Ay, to a niggardly holt, and more fparing

guefl :

But tho' my cates be mean, take them in good part;

Better cheer may you.have, but not with better heart.

But, foft; my door is lockt; go bid them let us in.

E . Dro. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, Ginn!

S. Dro. [within) Mome, malt-horfe, capon, coxcomb,
idiot, patch !

Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch :

Doft thou conjure for wenches, that thou call' it for fuch

ftore,

When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the

door.

E.Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my mailer

Hays in the flreet.

S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, left he

catch cold on's feet.

E. Ant. Who talks within there ? hoa, open the

door.

S. Dro. Right, Sir, I'll tell you when, an you'll tell

me wherefore.

E. Ant. Wherefore ? for my dinner : I have not din'd

to day.

S. Dro. Nor to day here you mull not: come again,

when you may.
E. Ant.
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E. Ant. What art thou, that keep'ft me out from the
houfe I owe ?

S. Dro. The porter for this time, Sir, and my name is

Dromio,

E. Dro. O villian, thou haft ftoll'n both mine office

and my name:
The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle blame.

If thou had' ft been Dromio to day in my place,

Thou would' 11 have chang'd thy face for a name, or thy
name for an afs.

Luce, [within) What a coile is there, Dromio? who
are thole at the gate ?

E.Dro. Let my mafter in, Luce.

Luce. Faith, no; he comes too late

;

And fo tell your mafter.

E. Dro. O lord, I muft laugh ;

Have at yoa with a Proverb.—Shall I fet in my ftaff?

Luce. Have at you with another ; that's when, can
you tell ?

S. Dro. If thy name be call'd Luce, Luce, thou haft

anfwer'd him well.

E. Ant. Do you hear, you minion, you'll let us in, I
trow ?

Luce. I thought to have askt you.

S. Dro. Andyoufaid, no.

E. Dro. So, come, help, well ftruck; there was blow
for blow.

E. Ant. Thou baggage, let me in.

Luce. Can you tell for whofe fake ?

E. Dro. Mailer, knock the door hard.

Luce. Let him knock, 'till ic ake.

E. Ant. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the door
down.

Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of ftocks in the

town ?

Adr. [within) Who is that at the door, that keeps all

this noife ?

S. Dro. By my troth, your town is troubled with un»
ruly boys.

I S & AkU
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E. Ant. Are you there, wife ? you might have come
before.

Adr. Your wife, Sir knave ! go, get you from the

door.

E. Dro. If you went in pain, matter, this knave would
go fore.

Ang. Here is neither cheer, Sir, nor welcome; we
would fain have either.

BaL In debating which was bett, we lhall part with

neither.

E. Dro. They fland at the door, mailer; bid them
welcome hither.

E. Ant. There's fomething in the wind, that we can-

not get in.

E. Dro. You would fay fo, matter, if your garments

were thin.

Your cake here is warm within : you ttand here in the

cold

:

It would make a man mad as a buck to be fo bought and
fold.

E. Ant. Go fetch me fomething, I'll break ope the

gate.

$. Dro. Break any thing here, and I'll break your

knave's pate.

E. Dro. A man may break a word with you, Sir, and
words are but wind ;

Ay, and break it in your face, fo he break it not be-

hind.

S. Dro. It feems, thou wanteft breaking; out upon
thee, hind!

E. Dro. Here's too much, out upon thee f I pray

thee, let me in.

S. Dro. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and fifh

have no fin.

E. Ant. Well, I'll break in; go borrow me a crow.

E. Dro. A crow without feather, matter, mean you fo r

For a fifh without a fin, there's a fowl without a fea-

ther:

If a crow help us in, furah, we'll pluck a crow together.

E. Am.
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£. Ant. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow.
Bai. Have patience, Sir : oh, let it not be fo.

Herein you war againft your reputation,

And draw within the compafs of fufpecl

Th' unviolated honour of your wife.

Once, this;—your long experience of her wifdom,
Her fober virtue, years, and modefty,

Plead on her part fome caufe to you unknown

;

And doubt not, Sir, but me will well excufe,

Why at this time the doors are barr'd againfl you.
Be rul'd by me, depart in patience,

And let us to the Tyger all to dinner ;

And about evening come your felf alone, ^
To know the reafon of this ftrange reftraint*

'

If by flrong hand you ofTer to break in,

Now in the fiirring palTage of the day,

A vulgar comment will be made of it

;

And that fuppofed by the common rout,

Againll your yet ungalled eflimation,

That may with foul intrufion enter in,

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead :

For flander lives upon fucceflion ;

For ever hous'd, where it once gets polTeflion.

E. Ant. You have prevail'd ; I will depart in quiet.

And, in defpight of wrath, (9) mean to be merry,

I know a wench of excellent difcourfe,

Pretty and witty, wild, and, yet too, gentle j

There will we dine : this woman that I mean,

My wife (but, I proteft, without defert,)

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal

;

To her will we to dinner. Get you home,

($) **4nd, in Defpight of Mirth,] In defpight of what M>'rth 7

We don't find, that it was any Joke, or matter of Mirth, to>

be fhur out of Boors by his Wife. I make no Doubt therefore,

but I have reftor'd the true Reading, ^intipholis's Paflion is

plain enough all thro' this Scene : and, in the next A£, we
find him confefilng how angry He was at this Junfture.

<And did not I in Rage depart from thence ? The CilCUmftancgs^

1 think, fuficieatJy jullify my Emendation,

And
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And fetch the chain ; by this, I know, 'tis made

;

Bring it, 1 pray you, to the Porcupine ;

For there's the houfe : that chain will I bellow,

(Be it for nothing but to fpight my wife,)

Upon mine hoflefs there. Good Sir, make hafte :

Since my own doors refufe to entertain me,
I'll knock elfewhere, to fee if they'll difdain me.

Ang. I'll meet you at that place, fome hour, Sir,

E. Ant. Dofo; this jell: (hall coft me fome expence.

S C E\V E, the Houfe of Antipholis of Ephefus.

Enter Luciana, nvitb Antipholis ^Syracufe.

Luc. AND may it be, that you have quite forgot

A husband's office? fhall, Antipholis, hate,

Ev'n in the fpring of love, thy iove-fprings rot ?

Shall love, in building, grow fo ruinate ?

If you did wed my fitter for her wealth,

Then for her wealth's fake ufe her with more kindnefs

;

Or if you like elfewhere, do it by flealch

;

Motile your falfe love with fome ihew cfblindneb;

(10) ±And may it be, that you haze quite forgot

^In J-lmband* s 0jf.ee ? Sfuitl, Antipholis,

Ev'n in the Spring of Love, thy love-firings rot}

Shalt love in buildings f>rou f$ ruinate}] Th;s PalTage

has hithetto labour'd undci a double Corruption. What Con-

ceit could our Editors have of L«vc in Buildings growing rui-

nate? Our Poet meant no more than This. Shall thy Love-

lpiings ror, even in t he Spring of Love? and fhall thy Love

grow ruinous, ev'n while 'tis but building up? The next Cor-

ruptiou is by an accident at Prefs, as l take it j This Scene

for Fifty two Lines fuccelTiveiy is lhicrly in alternate rhymes :

and this Meafure is never broken, but in the Scion J, and
t ourt'j, Lines of thefe two Couplets. ' ris certain, 1 think, a

Monof) liable diopt from the Tail of the Second Vcrle and I

haveventur'd to iupply it by, 1 hope, a probable Conjecture.

hence.

[Exeunt.

(10)

Let
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Let not my filter read it in your eye ;

Be not thy tongue thy own (name's orator

;

Look fweet, (peak fair ; become difloyalty :

Apparel vice, like virtue's harbinger ;

Bear a fair prefenc^, tho' your heart be tainted :

Teach fin the carriage of a holy faint ;
1

Be fecret-falfe : what need {he be acquainted ?

What fimpie thief brags of his own attaint ?

'Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed,

And let her read it in thy looks at board :

Shame hath a baftard fame, well managed ;

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word :

Alas, poor women \ make us but believe, (n)
Being compact of credit, that you love us \

Tho' others have the arm, (hew us the ficeve :

We in your motion turn, and you may move us.

Then, gentle brother, get you in again

Comfort my filler, chear her, call her wife;

'Tis holy fport to be a little vain,

When the fweet breath of flattery conquers ft rife.

S. Ant. Sweet miltrefs, (what your name is elfe, I

know not

;

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine :)

Lefs in your knowledge and your grace you (how not

Than our earth's wonder, more than earth divine.

Teach me, dear creature, how to think and fpeak 5

Lay open to my earthy grofs conceit,

Smother'd in errors, feeble, {hallow, weak,
The foulded meaning of your words' deceit

;

(11) vAlds^ poor Women! make us not believe^ &C.J From
the whole Tenour of the Context it is evident, that this Ne-
gative {not,) got Place in the firft Copies inftead of but. And
thefe two Monofyllables have by Miftake reciprocally difpof-

fefs'd one another in many other Parages of cue Author's

Woiks. Nothing can be more plain than the Poet's Senfe in

this PalTage. Women, fays he, are fo eafy of Faith, that only
make theni believe you love them, and they'll take the bare

Profefiion, for the Subftance and Reality.

AgainJl
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Againfl my foul's pure truth why labour you,
To make it wander in an unknown field ?

Are you a God ? would you create me new ?

Transform me then, and to your pow'r I'll yield.

But if that I am I, then, well I know,
Your weeping filler is no wife of mine ;

Nor to her bed no homage do I owe

;

Far more, far more, to you do I decline.

Oh, train me not, fweet mermaid, with thy note,

To drown me in thy filter's flood of tears

;

Sing, Siren, for thyfelf, and I will dote ;

Spread o'er the filver waves thy golden hairs,

And as a bed I'll take thee, and there lye :

And in that glorious fuppofition think,

He gains by death, that hath fuch means to die ;

Let love, being light, be drowned if fhe fink.

Luc . What, are you mad, that you do reafon fo ?

S. Ant. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not know.
Luc. It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye.

£. Ant. For gazing on your beams, fair fun, being by,

Luc . Gaze where you mould, and that will clear your

fight.

S. Ant. As good to wink, fweet love, as look on
night.

Luc. Why call you me, love ? call my filler fo.

Ant. Thy filter's filler.

Luc. That's my filler.

5. Ant. No ;

It is thyfelf, mine own felf 's better part

:

Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart,

My food, my fortune, and my fweet hope's aim,

My fole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim.

Luc. All this my filler is, or elfe mould be.

5. Ant. Call thyfelf filler, fweet ; for I mean thee :

Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life

;

Thou hall no husband yet, nor I no wife.

Give me thy hand.

Luc. Oh, foftj Sir, hold you Hill ;

I'll fetch my lifter, to get her good will.

[Exit LuciansL

Enter
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Enter Dromio of Syracufe.

S. Ant. Why, how now, Dromio, where run'ft thou
fo fall ?

S. Dro. Do you know me, Sir ? am I Dromio ? am I
your man ? am I myfelf ?

S. Ant. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art

thyfelf.

S. Dro. I am an ate, I am a woman's man, and befides

myfelf.

5. Ant. What woman's man ? and how befides thy-

felf?

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, befides myfelf, I am due to a

woman ; one that claims me, one that haunts me, one
that will have me.

S. Ant. What claim lays me to thee ?

5. Dro. Marry, Sir, fuch a claim as you would lay to

your horfe ; and me would have me as a beaft : not that,

I being a beaft, me would have me ; but that fhe, being

a very beaftly creature, lays claim to me.
S. Ant. What is me ?

S. Dro. A very reverent body ; ay, fuch a one as a

man may not fpeak of, without he fay, Sir reverence :

I have but lean luck in the match ; and yet is fhe a

wond'rous fat marriage.

S. Ant. How doit thou^mean, a fat marriage ?

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, fhe's the kitchen-wench, and all

greafe ; and I know not what ufe to put her to, but to

make a lamp of her, and run from her by her own light,

I warrant, her rags, and the tallow in them, will burn

a Poland winter : if Ihe lives 'till doomfday, (hell burn

a week longer than the whole world.

S. Ant. What complexion is Ihe of?

S. Dro. Swart, like my fhoe, but her face nothing like

fo clean kept ; for why ? Ihe fweats, a man may go over

Ihoes in the grime of it.

S. Ant. That's a fault, that water will mend.

S. Dro. No, Sir, 'tis in grain ; Noah's flood could

not do it,

$, Ant,
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S. Ant. (12) What's her name?
S. Dro. Nell, Sir ;— but her name and three quarters

(that is, an ell an4 three quarters) will not meafure her

from hip to hip.

& Ant. Then five bears fome breadth ?

S. Dro. No longer from head to foot, than from hip.

to hip ; fhe is fpherical, like a globe ; I could find out

countries in her.

S. Ant. In what part of her body ftands Ireland?

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, in her buttocks ; 1 found it cut

by the bogs.

S. Ant. Where Scotland?

S. Dro. I found it out by the barrennefs, hard in the

palm of her hand.

S. Ant. (13) Where Trance ?

S. Dro. Jn her forehead ; arm'd and reverted, making
war againft her heir.

S. Ant.

(12) S. Ant. What's her Name?
S. Dro. Nell, Sir; bnt her Name is three Quarters ; ths.t

is, an Ell and three Quarters, &c] This PafTage has hitherto

lain as perplext and unintelligible, as i: is noweafy, and truly

humourous. If a Conundrum be reftoi'd, in fetting it right,

who can help it ? There are enough betides in our Author, and
Ben Jonfon, to countenance that current Vice of the Times
when this Play appear'd. Nor is Mr. Pope, in the Chajtity cf

hisTafte, to brittle up at Me for the Revival of this Wittieifm,

lince I owe the Cone&ion to the Sagacity of the ingenious

Dr. Thirlby.

(13) 5. Ant. Where France?

S.Dro. In her Forehead j arm'd and reverted, making Way
mguinfl her Hair.] All the other Countries, mentioned in this

Description, are in Dromio's Replies latiiically characterized :

but here, as the Editors have order'd it, no Remark is made
upon France; nor any Keafon given, why it fhould be in net

Forehead : but only the Kitchen-wench's high Forehead is

rallied, as putting back her Hair, Thus all the modern Edi-

tions ; but the firft Folio reads making War a£,%i»jl her

Heir. And I am very apt to think, this Laft is the true

Heading 5 and that an Equivoque* as the French CAW it, a double

Meaning, is defign'd in the Poet's Allufion : and therefore I

have rc^lac'd it in the Text, In 158*?, Henry 111. of Frame
beiug
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S. AnL Where England?
S. Dro. I look'd for the chalky cliffs, but I could

find no whitenefs in them ; but I guefs, it flood in her

chin, by the fait rheum that ran between France and it.

S. Ant. Where Spain ?

S. Dro. Faith, I faw it not, but I felt it hot in her

breath.

S. Ant. Where America , the Indies ?

S. Dro. Oh, Sir, upon her nofe, all o'er embellihVd

with rubies, carbuncles, faphires ; declining their rich

alpecl: to the hot breath of Spain, who fent whole arma-

does of carracts to be ballaft at her nofe.

S. Ant. Where flood Belgia, the Netherlands ?

S. Dro. Oh, Sir, I did°not look fo low. To con-

clude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me, calFd

me Dromio, fwore I was aiTur'd to her, told me what
privy marks I had about me, as the marks ofmy moulder,

the mole in my neck, the great wart on my left arm,

that I, amaz'd, ran from her as a witch. And, I think,

if my breaft had not been made of faith, and my heart

of Heel, Ihe had transformed me to a curtal-dog, and

made me turn i'th' wheel.

S. Ant. Go, hie thee prefently ; poft to the road ;

And if the wind blow any way from more,
I will not harbour in this town to night.

If any bark put forth, come to the mart;
Where I will walk, 'till thou return to me

:

being ftab'd, and dying of his Wound, was fucceeded by Henry

IV. of Nzvarre, whom he appointed his SuccefTor j but whofe

Claim the States of France rerided, on account of his being a

Proteftant. This, I take it, is what he means, by France mak-
ing War againft her Heir. Now as, in 1 5 9 1, Queen Elizabeth

fent over 4000 Men, under the Condud of the Earl of Ejfex,

to the Afliftance of this Henry of Navarre it feems to me
very probable, that during this Expedition being on foot, this

Comedy made its Appearance. And it was the fineft Addrefs

imaginable in the Poet, to throw fuch an oblique Sneer at

France, for oppofing the Succefiian of that Heir, whole Claim
his Royal Miftrefs, the Queen, had fent over a Force to efta-

blUh, and oblige them to acknowledge.
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If every one know us, and we know none,

'Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack and be gone.

S. Dro. As from a bear a man would run for life,

So fly I from her that would be my wife. [Exit*

S. Ant. There's none but witches do inhabit here

;

And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence :

She, that doth call me husband, even my foul

Doth for a wife abhor. But her fair filler,

Poffeft with fuch a gentle fovereign grace,

Of fuch inchanting prefence and difcourfe,

Hath almoft made me traitor to myfelf

:

But left myfelf be guilty of felf-wrong,

I'll Hop mine ears againft the mermaid's fong.

Enter Angelo, with a Chain.

Ang. Matter Antlpholis,

S. Ant. Ay, that's my name.
Ang. I know it.well, Sir ; lo, here is the chain ;

I thought t' have ta'en you at the Porcupine

;

The chain, unfinifh'd, made me Hay thus long.

S. Ant. What is your will, that I mall do with this ?

Ang. What pleafe yourfelf, Sir ; I have made it for you,

S. Ant. Made it for me, Sir ! I befpoke it not.

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times, you have:

Go home with it, and pleafe your wife withal

;

And foon at fupper-time I'll vilit you,

And then receive my mony for the chain.

S. Ant. I pray you, Sir, receive the mony now

;

For fear you ne'er fee chain, nor mony, more.

Ang. You are a merry man, Sir ; fare you well.

[Exit.

S. Ant. What I mould think of this, I cannot tell

:

But this I think, there's no man is fo vain,

That would refufe fo fair an offer'd chain.

I fee, a man here needs not live by Ihifts,

When in the ltreets he meets fuch golden gifts

:

I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio ltay ;

If any fhip put out, then ftrait away. [Exit.

A C T
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ACT IV.

SCENE, The Street.

' Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer.

Merchant.

YOU know, fince Pentecoji the fum is due

;

And fmce I have not much importuned you

;

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound

To Perjta, and want gilders for my voyage :

Therefore make prefent fatisfa&ion ;

Or I'll attach you by this officer.

Ang. Ev'n jufl the fum, that I do owe to you>

Is growing to me by Antifholts ;

And, in the inftant that I met with you,

He had of me a chain : at five o' clock,

I {hall receive the mony for the fame

:

Pleafe you but walk with me down to his houfe,

I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too.

Enter Antipholis ifEphefiis^ and Dromio ^Ephefus,

as from the Courtezan s.

OJfi. That labour you may fave : fee, where he comes.

E. Ant. While I go to the goldsmith's houfe, go thou

And buy a rope's end ; that will I bellow

Among my wife and her confederates,

For locking me out ©f my doors by day.

But, foft ; I fee the goldfmith : get thee gone,

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me.

E. Dro. I buy a thoufand pound a year ? I buy a
rope ! [Exit Dromio,

E. Ant. A man is well holp up, that trulls to you :

I promifed your prefence, and the chain :

- But neither chain, nor goldfmith, came tp me:
Belike,
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Belike, you thought, cur love would laft too long

If it were chain'd together ; therefore came not.

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note,

How much your chain weighs to the utmoft carrat

;

The finenefs of the gold, the chargeful fafhion j

Which do amount to three odd ducats more,

Than I fraud debted to this gentleman ;

I pray you, ice him prefently difcharg'd ;

For he is bound to fea, and flays but for it.

E. Ant. 1 am not furnifn'd with the prefent mcny ;

Befides, I have fome bufinefs in the town ;

Good Signior, take the ftranger to my houie,

And with yoa take the chain, and bid my wife

Disburfc the ium on the receipt thereof

;

Perchance, I will be there as foon as you.

Aug. Then you will bring the chain to her yourfclf ?

E. Ant. No ; bear it with you, left I come net time

enough.

Ang. Well, Sir, I will : have you the chain about

you ?

E Ant. An if I have not, Sir, I hope, you have :

Or elfe you may return without your mony.
Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, Sir, give me the chain;

Both wind and tide ftay for this gentleman ;

And I, to blame, have held him here too long.

E. Ant. Good lord, you ufe this dalliance to excufe

Your breach of promife to the Porcupine:

I mould have chid you for not bringing it

;

But, like a fhrew, you firtt begin to brawl.

?Jcr. The hour fteals on ; I pray you, Sir, difpatch.

Ang. You hear, how he importunes me ; the chain •

E. Ant. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your

mony.
Ang. Come, come, you know, I gave it you ev'n now.

Or fend the chain, or fend me by fome token.

E. Ant. Fie, now you run this humour out of breath :

Come, where's the chain? I pray you, let me ice it.

Mer. My bufinefs cannot brook this dalliance :

Good Sir, fay, whe'r you'll anfwer me, or no ;

If not, L'll leave him to the officer.

E. Ant.
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E. Ant. I anfwer you ? why lhould I anfwer you ?

A?ig. The mony, that you owe me for the chain.

E. Ant. I owe you none, 'till I receive the chain.

Ang. You know, I gave it you half an hour fince.

E. Ant. You gave me none ; you wrong me much to

fay fo.

Ang. You wrong me more, Sir, in denying it

;

Confider, how it ifonds upon my credit.

Mer. Well, officer, arreit him at my fait.

Offi. I do, and charge you in the Duke's name to

obey me.
Ang. This touches me in reputation.

Either confent to pay the fum for me,
Or I attach you by this officer.

E. Ant. Confent to pay for that I never had !

Arreft me, foolifh fellow, if thou dar'ft.

Ang. Here is thy fee ; arreft him, officer ;

I would not fpare my brother in this cafe,

If he mould fcorn me fo apparently.

Offi. I do arreft you, Sir ; you hear the fait.

E. Ant. I do obey thee, 'till I give thee bail.

But, Sirrah, you mall buy this fport as dear

As all the metal in your mop will anfwer

Ang. Sir, Sir, I mall have law in Epbefus,

To your notorious fhame, I doubt it not.

Enter Dromio of Syracufe, from the Bay.

S. Dro. Matter, there is a bark of Epidamnum,
That flays but till her owner comes aboard ;

Then, Sir, fhe bears away. Our fraughtage, Sir^

I have convey'd aboard ; and I have bought
The Ov/, the Balfa?num, and Aqua-vita.
The fhip is in her trim ; the merry wind
Blows fair from land ; they (lay for nought at all,

But for their owner, mafter, and yourfelf.

E. Ant. How now ! a mad man ! why, thou peeviin

fheep,

What fhip of Epidamnum flays for me ?

S. Dro. A (hip you feiit me to, to hire wiftage.

E. Ant, Thou drunken flave, I fentthee for a rope j

And
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And told thee to what purpofe, and what end

.

5. Dro. You fent me for a rope's-end as foon :

You lent me to the bay, Sir, for a bark.

E. Ant. I will debate this matter at more leifure,

And teach your ears to lift me with more heed.

To Adriana, villain, hie thee flrait,

Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk
That's cover'd o'er with Turki/b tapeftry,

There is a purfe of ducats, let her fend it

:

Tell her, 1 am arrefted in the ftreet,

And that mail bail me ; hie thee, Have ; be gone :

On, officer, to prifon 'till it come. [Exeunt.
S. Dro. To Adrtana ! that is where we din'd,

Where Dovufabel did claim me for her husband ;

She is too big, I hope, for me to compafs.

Thither I mult, altho' againft my will,

For fervants muft their mailers' minds fulfil. [Exit.

SCENE changes to E. Antipholis'j Houfc.

Enter Adriana and Luciana.

Adr. A H, Luciana , did he tempt thee fo ?

jt\. Might'ft thou perceive aufterely in his eye

That he did plead in earneft, yea or no ?

Look'd he or red or pale, or lad or merrily ?

What obfervation mad'ft thou in this cafe,

Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face ?

Luc. Firit he deny'd, you had in him no right.

Adr. He meant, he did me none, the more my fpight.

Luc. Then fwore he, that he was a fcranger here.

Adr. And true he fwore, though yec forfworn he

were.

Luc. Then pleaded I for you.

Adr. And what faid he ?

Luc. That love I begg'd for you, he begg'd of me.

Adr. With what perfuafion did he tempt thy love ?

Luc. With words, that in an honelt fait might move.

Firft, he did praife my beauty, then my fpecch.

Air. Did'ft fpeak him fair?

Luc. Have patience, I befcech,

Adr.
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Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me flill ;

My tongue, though not my heart, mail have its will.

He is deformed, crooked, old and fere,

ril-fac'd, worfe-body'd, lhapelefs every where ;

Vicious, ungentle, foolifh, blunt, unkind,

Stigmatical in making, worfe in mind.

Luc. Who would be jealous then of fuch a one ?

No evil loft is waii'd, when it is gone.

Adr. Ah ! but I think him better than I fay,

And yet, would herein others' eyes were worfe :

Far from her neft the lapwing cries away ;

My heart prays for him, tho' my tongue do curfe.

Enter Dromio of Syracufe.

S. Dro. Here, go ; the desk, the purfe ; fweet now,
make hafte.

Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath ?

S. Dro. By running faft,

Adr. Where is thy mailer, Dromio? is he well?

5. Dro. No, he's in Tartar Limbo, worfe than hell;

A devil in an everlafting garment hath him,

One, whofe hard heart is button'd up with fteel

:

A fiend, a fury, pitilefs and rough, (14)

A wolf, nay, worfe, a fellow all in buff

5

A back-friend, a moulder-clapper, one that commands
The paiTages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands ;

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot well

;

One, that, before the judgment, carries poor fouls to hell.

(14) *A FUnd, a Fairy, pitilefs and rough.] Dromio here

bringing Word in hafte that his Matter is arretted, defcribes

the Bailiff by Names proper to raife Horror and Deteftation

of fuch a Creature, fuch as, a Devil, a Fiend, a Wolf, &c.

But how does Fairy come up to thefe terrible ideas? Or with

what Propriety can it be ufed here 3 Does he mean, that a

BailitT is like a Fairy in fteaiing away his Matter? The trueft

Believers of thofe little Phantoms never pretended to think,

that they ttole any thing but Children. Certainly, it will fort

better in Senic with the ether Names annex'd, as well as the

Character of a Catch-pole, to conclude that the Poet wrote $

a Fiend, a Fury? See,

Mr*
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Adr. Why, man, what is the matter ?

B. Dro. I do not know the matter ; he is 'refted on

the cafe.

Adr. What, is he arretted r tell me, at whofe fuit.

S. Dro. I know not at whole fuit he is arretted, well

;

but he's in a fuit of buff, which 'retted him, that I can

tell. Will you fend him, mittrefs, redemption, the mo-
By in his desk ?

Adr, Go fetch it, filler. This I wonder at,

[Exit Luciana.

That he, unknown to me, fhould be in debt

!

Tell me, was he arretted on a bond ?

6". Dro. Not on a bond, but cn a ttronger thing,

A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it riDg ?

Adr. What, the chain ?

S. ft -. No, no ; the bell ; 'tis time that I were gone.

I: was two ere I left him, and now the clock ftrikes

one.

dir. Tr.e hours come back ! that I did* never hear.

S. Dro. O ycss
if any hour meet a ferjcant, a' turns

back for very fear.

Adr, As if time were in debt ! how fondly deft thou

reafon ?

5. Dro. Time is a very bankrout, and owes more than

he's worth, to feafon.

Nay, he's a thief too ; have you not heard men fay,

That Time comes itealing on by night and day ?

If Time be in debt and tnef:, and a ferjeant in the way,

Hath he not reafon to turn back an hour in a day ?

Enter Luciana.

Adr. Go, DromU ; there's the rr.ony, bear it ftrait,

And bring thy matter home immediately.

Come, fitter, I am prett down with conceit

;

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. [Excuvt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Street.

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe,

S. Ant. *T"^HERE's not a man I meet, but doth fa.-

X lute me,
As if I were their well-acquainted friend ;

And every one doth call me by my name.

Some tender mony to me, fome invite me

;

Some other give me thanks for kindnelTes

;

Some offer me commodities to buy.

Ev'n now a taylor call'd me in his (hop,

And fliow'd me filks that he had bought for me,
And therewithal took meafure of my body.

Sure, thefe are but imaginary wiles,

And Lapland forcerers inhabit here.

Enter Dromio of Syracufe.

5. Dro. Matter, here's the gold you fent me for;

(15) what, have you got rid of the picture of old Adam
new-apparelM ?

S. Jnt. What gold is this ? what Adam dott thou
mean ?

(15) what, have you got the Pifture of old Adam new ap»

parelCd ?] A fliort Word or two mutt have flipt out heie, by

fome Accident in copying, or at Prefs 5 otherwife I have no
Conception of the Meaning of the Paflfage. The Cafe is this.

Dromio's Mafter had been arretted, and fent his Servant home
for Mony to redeem him ; He running back with the Mony
meets the Twin Antipholis, whom he miftakes for his Mafter,

and feeing him clear of the Officer before the Mony was come,
he cries in a Surprize 5

What, have yon got rid of the Picture of old Adam new appa-

reled ? For fo I have ventur'd to fupply, by Conje&ure. But

why is the Officer caird old Adam new appareiPd ? The AlJu-

fion is to ^Adam in his State of Innocence going naked; and
immediately after the Fall, being cloath'd in a Frock of Skins.

Thus he was new apparell'd : and, in like manner, the Ser-

geants of the Counter were formerly clad in Buff, or Calves-skin,

as the Author humomoufly a little lower calls it.

Vol. III. K S. Dro.
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5". Dro. Not that Adam, that kept the paradife ; but

that Adam, that keeps the pnfon i he that goes in the
calves-skin, that was kilTd for the prodigal ; he that
came behi Sir, like an evil angel, aj

foriake your liberty.

«S. Ant. I underiland thee not.

5. Dro. No ? why, ''tis a plain cafe ; he that went like

a bafe-viol in a cafe of leather ; the man, Sir, that, when
gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and 'reits them ;

he, Sir, that takes pity en decayed men, and gives 'em
fuits of durance ; he, that fets up his rett to do more ex-
ploitf with his mace, than a morris- pike.

S. Am Whatl thou mean 1

ft an officer i

?

S.D': Ay, Sir, the fevean: of the band
s he, that

brings any man :o 2afma it, that breaks his oend j one
dttt thinks a ma:: always going to bed, and faith, God
give you good re;: !

5. Ar.i. Well, Sir, there reft in ycv.r faclerv.

Is there any fhip puts forth to night ? may we be gone ?

S.Dro. Why, Sir, I brought you word an hour fince,

that the bark Expedition puts forth to night, and then
were you hindered by the ierjeant, to tarry for the hoy
Del*, \ here are the nagpx that you fent for, to deiive:

you.

S. Ant. The fellow is diffract, and fo am I,

And here we wander in iliufions

;

Some blefTed power deliver us from hence

!

Enter a Ccurttxan,

Cour. Well met, well met, matter Antrpholis*

I fee, Sir, you have found the goidfmith now :

Is that the chain, you promis'd me to day r

S. Ant. Satan, avoid ! I charge thee, tempt me nor.

iS. Drc. M after, is this miitrefs Satan?

S. Ant. Jt is the devil.

5. Dro. Nay, fhe is worfe, (he's the devil's dam ; and
here fhe comes in the habit of a ii^ht wench, and thereof

< . mat tr.e wer.cht- fay. Gou dam me, that's as

m c. a.- to :a\ . God make me a light wench. It is

^n.u.., t..ty ajar car to men hke ar.ge A s of light ; light
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is an effedl of fire, and fire will burn ; ergo, light wenches

will burn ; come not near her.

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry, Sir.

Will you go with me, we'll mend our dinner here ?

S. Dro. Matter, if you do expect fpoon- meat, be-

fpeak a long fpoon.

S. Ant. Why, Dromio ?

S. Dro. Marry, he muft have a long fpoon, that muH;

cat with the devd.

S. Ant. Avoid then, fiend! what tell' ft thou me o

fupping ?

Thou art, as you are all, a forcerefs

:

I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone.

Cour. Give me the ring of mine, you had at dinner,

Or for my diamond the chain you promis'd,

And I'll be gone, Sir, and not trouble you.

S. Dro. Some devils ask but the parings of one's nail,

a ruin, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, a cherry-

ftone : but fhe, more covetous, would have a chain.

Mafter, be wife; an if you give it her, the devil will

(hake her chain, and fright us with it.

Cour. I pray you, Sir, my ring, or elfe the chain

;

I hope, you do not mean to cheat me fo ?

S. Ant. Avaunt, thou witch ! come, Dromio, let us go.

S. Dro. Fly pride, fays the peacock ; miftrefs, hat

you know. [Exeunt*

Manet Courtezan.

Cour. Now, out of doubt, Antipholis is mad

;

Elfe would he never fo demean himfelf.

A ring he hath of mine worth for^y ducats,

And for the fame he promis'd me a chain

>

Both one, and other, he denies me now.
The reafon, that I gather, he is mad,
(Befides this prefent inftance of his rage)

Is a mad tale he told to day at dinner,

Of his own door being (hat againft his entrance.
Belike, his wife, acquainted with bis fits,

On purpofe (hut the doors againft his way.
Mv way is now to hie home to his boafe,

K 2 And
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And tell his wife, that, being lunatkk,
He rum'd into my houfe, and took perforce

My ring away. This courfe I fittefl chufe;

For forty ducats is too much to lofe. {Exit,

SCENE changes to the Street.

Enter Antipholis of Ephefus, with a Jailor.

E. Ant. TT^EAR me not, man ; I will not break away ;

X/ I'll give thee, ere J leave thee, fo much
mony,

To warrant thee, as I am 'refted for.

My wife is in a wayward mood to day,

And will not lightly truft the meffenger.

That I mould be attached in Ephefus9

I tell you, 'twill found hailhly in her ears

Enter Dromio of Ephefus, with a Rope's-end,

Here comes my man ; I think, he brings the mony.
How now, Sir, have you that I fent you for ?

E. Dro. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them all.

E. Ant. But where's the mony ?

E.Dto. Why, Sir, I gave the mony for the rope.

E. Ant. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ?

E. Dro. I'll ferve you, Sir, five hundred at the rate.

E. Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ?

E. Dro. To a rope's-end, Sir ; and to that end am I

return'd.

E. Ant. And to that end, Sir, I will welcome you.

{Beats Dromio.

Offi. Good Sir, be patient.

E. Dro. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient ; I am in ad-

verlity.

Offi. Good now, hold thy tongue.

E. Dro Nay, rather perfuade him to hold his hands,

E. Ant.
r

l hou whorfon, fenfelefs villain

!

E. Dro. I would, I were fenfelefs, Sir, that I might

not fe< 1 your blows.

E. Ant. i hou art fenfible in nothing but blows, and

fo is an afs.

£. Dro*
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E. Dro. I am an afs, indeed ; you may prove it by

my long ears. I have ferv'd him from the hour of my
nativity to this inftant, and have nothing at his hands

for my fervice but blows. When I am cold, he heats

me with beating ; when I am warm, he cools me with

beating ; I am wak'd with it, when I fleep ; raised with

it, when I fit ; driven out of doors with it, when I go

from home ; welcom'd home with it, when I return ;

nay, I bear it on my moulders, as a beggar wont her

brat; and, I think, when he hath lam'd me, I {hall beg

with it from door to door.

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and Pinch.

E. Ant. Come, go along ; my wife is coming yonder.

E. Dro. Miftrefs, refpice finem> refpeft your end ; or

rather the prophecie, like the parrot, beware the rope's-

end.

E. Ant. Wilt thou Hill talk? [Beats Dromio,

Cour. How fay you now ? is not your husband mad I

Adr. His incivility confirms no lefs.

Good Doctor Pinch, you are a Conjurer,

Eftablifh him in his true fenfe again,

And I will pleafe you what you will demand.
Luc. Alas, how fiery and how fharp he looks

!

Cour Mark, how he trembles in his extafie !

Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your pulfe,

E Ant. There is my Land, and let it feel your ear.

^Pincb. I charge thee, Satan, hous'd within this man,
To yield pojXefiion to my holy prayers \

And to thy ftate of darknefs hie thee ilrait,

I cox-jure thee by all the Saints in heav'n.

E. Ant Peace, coating wizard, peace ; I am not mad.
Adr. Oh, thar thouwert not, poor diftreffed foul

!

E Ant. You minion, you, are thefe your cuilomers ?

Did this companion with the faifron face

Revel and feait it at ny houfe to day,

Whilft upon me the guilty doors were (hut,

And I deny'd to encer in my houfe ?

Adr. Oh, husband, God doth know, you din'd at

home,
K 3 Where,
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Where, 'would you had remain'd until this time,
Free from thefe flanders and this open fhame !

E. Ant. Din'd J at home ? thou villain, what fay'ft

thou ?

E. Dro. Sir, footh to fay, you did not dine at home.
E. Ant. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I {hut out ?

E. Dro. Perdie, your doors were lock'd, and you
fhut out.

E. Ant. And did net (he herfelf revile me there ?

E. Dro. Sans fable, fhe herfelf revil'd you there.

E. Ant. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and
icorn me ?

E
.
Dro. Certes, fhe did, the kitchen-vellal fcorn'd yoiu

E. Ant. And did I not in rage depart from thence ?

^
E. Dro. In verity, you did ; my bones bear witnefs,

That fince have felt the vigour of your rage.

Adr. Is'c good to footh him in thefe contraries ?

Pinch. Jt is no fhame ; the fellow finds his vein,
And, yizldlng to him, humours well his frenzy.

E. Ant. Thou haft fuborn'd the goldfmith to arreft

me.
Adr. Alas, I fent you mony to redeem you,

By Dromzo here, who came in hafie for it.

E. Dro. Mony by me ? heart and good will you might,
Hut, furely, mailer, not a rag of mony.

E. Ant. Went'fl not thou to her for a purfe of ducat* ?

Adr. He came to me, and I deliver'd it.

Luc. A?/] I ara witnefs with her, that fhe did.

E. Dro. God and the rope maker do bear me witnefs,

That I was fent for nothing but a rope.

Pinch. Miflrefs, both man and mailer are pofifefl

;

I know it by their pale and deadly look?

;

They mull be bound, and laid in fome dark room.

E. Ant. Say, wherefore didll thou lock me forth to

day,

And why doll thou deny the bag of gold ?

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth.

E. Dro. And, gentle mailer, I received no gold,

But I confefs, Sir, that we were lock'd out.

Adr. DifTembling villain, thou fpeakH falfe in both.

E . Anh
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E. Ant. DifTembling harlot, thou art falfe in all j

And art confederate with a damned pack,

To make a loathfome abject fcorn of me :

Bat with thefe nails Til pluck out thofe falfe eyes,

That would behold in me this mameful fport.

Enter three or four, and offer to bind him : heflrwes.

Adr. Oh, bind him, bind him, let him not come
near me.

Pinch. More company ; the fiend is ftrong within

him.

Luc. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks

!

E. Ant. What, will you murther me r thou jailor, thou,

I am thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them
To make a refcue ?

Offi. Mailers ; let him go :

He is my prifoner, and you mall not have him.

Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantick too,

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevifh officer ?

Hail thou delight to fee a wretched man
Do outrage and difpleafure to himfelf ?

Offi. He is my prifoner ; if I let him go.

The debt, he owes, will be required of me.
Adr. I will difcharge thee, ere I go from thee ;

Bear me forthwith unto his creditor,

[They bind Antipholis and Dromio,
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it.

Good mailer Doctor, fee him fafe convey'd

Home to my houfe. Oh, mcfl unhappy day !

E. Ant. Oh, moil unhappy flrumpet \

E. Dro. Mailer, I'm here enter'd in bond for you.

E. Ant. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore doft thou

mad me ?

E. Dro. Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad,
good mailer ; cry, the devil.

Luc. God help, poor fouls, how idly do they talk!

Adr. Go bear him hence ; filler, Hay you with me.
{Exeunt Pinch, Antipholis, and Dromkn

Say now, whole fuit is he arreted at ?

Maneni
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Manent Officer, Adriana, Luciana, and Courtezan.

Offi. One Angelo, a goldfmith ; do you know him ?

Adr. I know the man ; what is the fum he owes ?

Offi. Two hundred ducats.

Adr. Say, how grows it due ?

Offi. Due for a chain, your husband had of him.
Adr. He did befpeak a chain for me, but had it not.

Cour. When as your husband all in rage to day
Came to my houfe, and took away my ring,

(The ring I faw upon his finger now)
Strait after, did I meet him with a chain.

Adr. It may be fo, but I did never fee it.

Come, jailor, bring me where the goldfmith is,

I long to know the truth hereof at large.

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe, with his Rapier drawn,
and Dromio of Syracufe.

Luc. God, for thy mercy ! they are loofe again.

Adr. And come with naked fwords ;

Let's call more help to have them bound again.

Offi. Away, they'll kill us. [They run out,

Manent Antipholis and Dromio.

S. Ant. I fee, thefe witches are afraid of fwords.

S. Dro. She, that would be your wife, now ran from

you.

S. Ant. Come to the Centaur, fetch our fluff from
thence

:

1 long, that we were fafe and found aboard.

S. Dro. Faith, flay here this night; they will furely

do us no harm ; you faw, they fpake us fair, gave us

gold ; methinks, they are fuch a gentle nation, that but

for the mountain of mad flelh that claims marriage of

me, I could find in my heart to flay here (till, and turn

witch.

S. Ant. I will not flay to night for all the town

;

Therefore away, to get our fluff aboard. {Exeunt.

ACT
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A C T V.

SCENE, A Street^ before a Priory.

Enter the Merchant and Angelo.

A N G E L O.

I AM forry, Sir, that I have hinder'd you

;

But, I proteft, he had the chain of me,

Tho' moft difhoneftly he doth deny it.

Mer. How is the man efteem'd here in the city ?

Ang. Of very reverent reputation, Sir,

Of credit infinite, highly belov'd,

Second to none that lives here in the city ;

His word might bear my wealth at any time.

Mer. Speak foftly : yonder, as I think, he walks,

Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Syracufe.

Ang. 'Tis fo ; and that felf-chain about his neck,

Which he forfwore moil monftroufly to have.

Good Sir, draw near to me, 1*11 fpeak to him.
Signior Antipholis, I wonder much
That you would put me to this fhame and trouble

;

And not without fome fcandal to yourfelf,

With circumftance and oaths fo to deny
This chain, which now you wear fo openly ;

Befides the charge, the fhame, imprifonment,

You have done wrong to this my honeft friend ;

Who, but for flaying on our controyeriie,

Had hoiited fail, and put to fea to day

:

This chain you had of me, can you deny it ?

S. Ant. I think, I had ; I never did deny it.

Mer. Yes, that you nid, Sir ; and foriwore it too.

S. Ant. Who heard me to deny it, or forfwear it ?

Mer. Thele ears of mine, ti.ju knoweft, did hear tiiee ;

Fie on.thee, wretch ! 'tis pity, that thou liv'it

To walk where any nonai men refort.

£ 5 S. Ant,
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S. Ant. Thou art a villain, to impeach me thus..

I'll prove mine honour and my honefty

Againft thee prefently, if thou dar'ft Hand.

Mer. I dare, and do defie thee for a villain.

[They draw.

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and others.

Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God's fake ; he is mad ;

Some get within him, take his fvvord away :

Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my houfe.

S Dro. Run, mailer, run; for God's fake, take a houfe;

This is fome Priory ; in, or we are fpoiPd.

{Exeunt to the Priory.

Enter Lady Abbefs.

Abb. Be quiet, people ; wherefore throng you hither ?

Adr. To fetch my poor diilracled husband hence ;

Let us come in, that we may bind him fall,

And bear him home for his recovery.

Ang. I knew, he was not in his perfedl wits.

Mer. i'm lorry now, that I did draw on him.

Abb. How long hath this poileiTion held the man ?

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, fower, fad,

And much, much different from the man he was

:

Bat, 'till this afternoon, his palfion

Ne'er brake into extremity of rage.

Abb. Hath he not loll much wealth byweck at fea ?

Bury'd fome dear friend ? hath not elfe his eye

Stray'd his affeclion in unlawful love ?

A fin, prevailing much in youthful men,
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing.

Which of thefe forrows is he fubjecl: to ?

Adr. To none of thefe, except it be the Jaft ;

Namely, feme love, that drew him oft from Lome.

Abb. You mould for that have reprehended him.

Adr. Why, fo I did.

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough.

Adr. As roughly, as my modcily wonid let me.
Abb. Haply, in private.

Adr. And in aifomblies too.

Abb.
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Abb. Ay, but not enough.

Adr. It was the copy of our conference. (16)

In bed, he flept not for my urging it

;

At board, he fed not for my urging it

;

Alone, it was the fubjecl of my theam

;

In company, I often glanc'd at it ;

Still did I tell him, it was vile and bad.

Abb. And therefore came it, that the man was mad.

The venom clamours of a jealous woman
Poifon more deadly, than a mad dog's tcoth.

It feems, his ileeps were hinder'd by thy railing

;

And thereof comes it, that his head is light.

Thou fay'ft, his meat was fauc'd with thy upbraidings

;

Unquiet meals make ill digeftions

;

Thereof the raging lire of fever bred ;

And what's a fever, but a fit of madnefs?

Thou fay'ft, his fports were hinder'd by thy brawls,

Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth enfue,

But moodie and dull melancholy,

Xinfman to grim and comfortlefs defpair ?

And at her heels a huge infectious troop

Of pale dillemperatures, and foes to life.

In food, in fport, and life- preferving reft,

To be dilturb'd, would mad or man or beaft i

The confequence is then, thy jealous fits

Have feared thy husband from the ufe of wits.

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly,

When he demeaned himfdf rough, rude and wildly £
Why bear you theie rebukes, and anfwer not ?

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof.

Good people, enter, and lay hold on him.

(16) It way the Copy of our Conference.] We are not to Un«^

deiftand this Word here, as it is nowufed, in Oppofition to an
Original j any Thing done after a Pattern ; but we are to take
it in the neareft Senfe to the Latine Word Copia, from which it

is derived. lAdrUna. would fay, her Reproofs were the Burden,
the Fulnefs of her Conference, ail the Subjeft of her Talk,
And in thefe Acceptations the Word Copie was ufed by Writers

before our Authors Time, as well as by his pojaiemporaries.

Abb,
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Abb. No, not a creature enter in my houfe.

Adr. Then, let your fervants bring my husband forth,

Abb. Neither ; he took this place for fan&uary,

And it fhall privilege him from your hands

;

'Till I have brought him to his wits again,

Or lofe my labour in aflaying it.

Adr. I will attend my husband, be his nurfe,

Diet his ficknefs, for it is my office

;

And will have no attorney but myfelf

;

And therefore let me have him home with me.
Abb. Be patient, for I will not let him ftir,

'Till I have us'd th' approved means I have,

With wholfome firups, drugs, and holy prayers

To make of him a formal man again

;

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath,

A charitable duty of my order

;

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me.
Adr. I will not hence, and leave my husband here ,

And ill it doth befeem your holinefs

To feparate the husband and the wife.

Abb. Be quiet and depart, thou malt not have him.

Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity.

[Exit Abbefs.

Adr. Come, go ; I will fall proftrate at his feet,

And never rife, until my tears and prayers

Have won his Grace to come in perfon hither

;

And take perforce my husband from the Abbefs.

Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five :

Anon, I'm fure, the Duke himfelf in perfon

Comes this way to the melancholy vale

;

The place of death and forry execution,

Behind the ditches of the abbey here.

Aug. Upon what caufe ?

Mer. To fee a reverend Syracufan merchant,

Who put unluckily into this bay

Againit the laws and ftatutes of this town,

Beheaded publickly for his offence.

Ang. See, where they come ; we will behold his death.

Luc. Kneel to the Duke, before he pafs the abbey.

Enter
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Enter the Duke, and iEgeon bare-headed ; uoith the

Head/many and other Gjjicers.

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publickiy,

If any friend will pay the fumfor him,

He mall not die, fo much we tender him.

Adr. Juftice, molt facred Duke, againft the Abbefs*
Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend Lady

;

It cannot be, that lhc hath done thee wrong.

Adr. May it pleafe your Grace, Antipholis my huf-
band,

(Whom I made lord ofme and all I had,

At your important letters,) this ill day
A moll outrageous fit of madnefs took him

;

That defp'rately he hurry 'd through the ftreet,

With him his bondman all as mad as he,

Doing difpleafure to the citizens,

By rufhing in their houfes ; bearing thence

Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like.

Once did J get him bound, and fent him home,
Whilit to take order for the wrongs I went,

• That here and there his fury had committed ;

Anon, I wot not by what ftrong efcape,

He broke from thofe, that had the guard ofhim :

And, with his mad attendant and himielf,

Each one with ireful paliion, with drawn fwords,

Met us again, and, madly bent on us,

Chas'd us away > 'till, raiting of more aid,

We came again to bind them ; then they fled

Into this abbey, whither we purfu'd them j

And here the Abbefs fhuts the gates on us,

And will not fuffer us to fetch him out,

Nor fend him forth, that we may bear him hence.

Therefore, mod gracious Duke, with thy command,
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help.

Duke. Long fince thy husband ferv'd me in my wars,

And I to thee ingag'd a Prince's word,

(When chou didll make him mafter of thy bed,)

To do »iim all the grace and good I could.

Go, fome of you, knock at the abbey-gate;

And
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And bid the lady Abbefs come to me.

I will determine this, before I ftir.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mejf. O miftrefs, miftrefs, fhift and fave your felfv

Wiy mafter and his man are both broke loofe,

Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the do&or,
Whofe beard they have fing'd off with brands of fire

;

And ever as it blaz'd, they threw on him
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair

;

My matter preaches patience to him, and the while

His man with fciffars nicks him like a fool

:

And, fure, unlefs you fend fome prefent help,

Between them they will kill the conjurer.

Adr. Peace, fool, thy mailer and his man are here,

And that is falfe, thou doft report to us.

Mejf. Miftrefs, upon my life, I tell you true

;

I have not breath'd almoft, fince I did fee it.

He crys for you, and vows if he can take you,

To fcorch your face, and to disfigure you. [Cry woithin*

Hark, hark, I hear him, miftrefs ; fly, be gone.

Duke. Come, Hand by me, fear nothing: guard with'

halberds.

Adr. Ay me, it is my husband ; witnefs you,

That he is borne about invifible !

Ev'n now we hous'd him in the abbey here,

And now he's there, pail thought of human reafon.

Enter Antipholis, and Dromio of Ephefus.

E. Ant. Juftice, moil gracious Duke, oh, grant me
j uftice.

Even for the fervice that long fince I did thee,

When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took

Deep fears to fave thy life, even for the blood

That then I loft for thee, now grant me juftice.

JE-geon. Un-cfs the fear of death doth make me dote,

I fee my fon Antipholis, and Dromio.

E.Ant. Juftice, fweet Prince, againft that woman there ;

She whom thou gav*ft to me to be my wife ;
r
l hat hath abufcd and diihonour'd me,

Ev'n
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Ev'n in the ftrength and height of injury.

Beyond imagination is the wrong,

That me this day hath fhamelefs thrown on me.

Duke. Difcover how, and thou malt find me juft.

E. Ant. This day, great Duke, lhe fhut the doors

upon me

;

Whilft lhe with harlots feafted in my houfe.

Duke. A grievous fault ; fay, woman, did ft thou fo ?

Adr. No, my good lord: myfelf, he, and my fifter,

To day did dine together : fo befai my foul,

As this is falfe, he burthens me withal

Luc. Ne'er may I look on day, nor ileep on night,

But lhe tells to your highnefs fimple truth !

Ang. O perjur'd woman! they are both forfworn.

In this the mad-man juitly chargeth them.

E. Ant. My Liege, I am advifed, what I fay.

Neither difturb'd with the effect ofwine,

Nor, heady-rafh, pi ovok'd with raging ire;

Albeit, my wrongs might make one wifer mad.
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner;

That goldfmith there, were he not packed with her,.

Could witnefs it ; for he was with me then

;

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain,

Promifmg to bring it to the Porcupine,

Where Balthazar and I did dine together.

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither,

I went to feek him ; in the ftreet I met him,
And in his company that gentleman.

There did this perjured goldfmith fwear me down.
That 1 this day from him received the chain

;

Which, God he knows, I faw not ;- for the which,.

He did arreft me with an officer.

I did obey, and fent my peafant home
For certain ducats; he with none return'd.

Then fairly I befpoke the officer,

To go in perfon with me to my houfe.

By th* way we met my wife, her filter, and
A rabble more of vile confederates;

Taey brought one Pinch, a hungry Ican-facU villain,

A meer anatomy, a mountebank,
A
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A thread bare juggler, and a fortune-teller,

A needy, hollow-ey'd, fharp-Iooking wretch,

A living dead man. This pernicious Have,

Forfooth, took on him as a conjurer;

And, gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulfe,

And with no-face, as twere, out-facing me,
Cries out, I was pofTeft. Then all together

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence i

And in a dark and dankifti vault at home
There left me and my man, both bound together

;

'Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds afunder,

I gain'd my freedom, and immediately

Ran hither to your Grace ; whom I befeech

To give me ample fatisfaction

For thefe deep fhames and great indignities.

Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far I witnefs with him \
That he din'd not at home, but was Jock'd out.

Duke. But had he fuch a chain of thee, or no ?

Ang. He had, my lord ; and when he ran in here,

Thefe people faw the chain about his neck.

Mer. Befides, I will be fworn, thefe ears of mine
Heard you confefs, you had the chain of him,

After you firft forfwore it on the mart;

And thereupon I drew my fword on you

;

And then you fled into this abbey here,

From whence, I think, you're come by miracle.

E. Ant. I never came within thefe abbey- walls,

Nor ever didft thcu draw thy fword on me

;

I never faw the chain, fo help me heav'n!

And this is falfe, you burthen me withal.

Duke. Why. what an intricate impeach is this ?

I think ycu all have drunk of Circe's cup :

If here you hous'd him, here he would have been ;

If he weie mad, he would not plead fo coldly :

You fay, he din'd at home ; the goldfmith here

Denies that faying. Sirrah, what fay you r

E. Dro. Sir, he din'd with her there, at the Porcupine.

Cour. He. did and from my hnger match'd that ring.

E Ant. *Tis true, my Liege, this ring I had of her.

Duke. Saw'il thou him enter at the abbey here ?

Court
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Cour. As fure, my Liege, as I do fee your Grace.

Duke. Why, this is ilrange ; go call the Abbefs hither

;

I think, yoa are all mated, or ftark mad;
[Ex. one to the Abhefs*

jEgeon. Moll mighty Duke, veuchfafe me fpeak a
word :

Haply, I fee a friend, will fave my life

;

And pay the fum that may deliver me.

Duke, Speak freely, Syracufan, what thou wilt.

JEgeon. J s not your name, Sir, call'd Antipholis ?
And is not that your bond-man Dromio ?

E. Dro. Within this hour I was his bond-man, Sir,

But he, I thank him, gnaw'd in two my cords;

Now am I Dromio, and his man unbound.

JEgeon. I am fure, you both of you remember me.
E. Dro. Ourfelves we do remember, Sir, by you;

For lately we were bound, as you are now.

You are not Pinch" s patient, are you, Sir ?

jEgeon. Why look you ilrange on me ? you know me
weli.

E* Ant. I never faw you in my life, 'till now.

JEgeon. Oh I grief hath chang'd me, fince you fatf?

me lail

;

And careful hours with time's deformed hand
Kave written ilrange defeatures in my face ;

But tell me yet, doll thou not know my voice ?

E. Ant. Neither.

JEgeon. Dromio, nor thou ?

E. Dro. No, truft me, Sir, nor I.

JEgeon. Iam fure, thou doll.

E. Dro. I, Sir? but I am fure, I do not: and what-
foever a man denies, you are now bound to believe

J£geon. Not know my voice! oh, time's extremity!

Haft thou fo crack
1

d and fplitted my poor tongue
In feven Ihort years, that here my only fort

Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ?

Tho' now this grained face of mine be hid

In fap-confaming winter's drizled fnow,
And all the conduits ofmy blood froze up

;

Yet hath my night of life iome memory ;
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My wafting lamp fome fading glimmer left,

My dull deaf ears a little ufe to hear :

All thefe old witneffes, I cannot err,

Tell me thou art my fon Antipholis.

E. Ant. I never few my father in my life.

JEgeon. But feven years fince, in Syracufa bay,
Thou know'il, we parted ; but, perhaps, my ion,

Thou lham'rl t'acknowledge me in mifery.

E. Ant. The Duke, and all that know me in the city?
Can witnefs with me that it is not fo :

I ne'er faw Syracufa in my life.

Duke. I tell thee, Syracu/an, twenty years
Have I been Patron to Antipholis,

During which time he ne'er faw Syracufa i

I fee, thy age and dangers make thee doat.

Enter the Abbefs, with Antipholis Syracufan, and Dromio
Syracufan,

Abb. Mofi mighty Duke, behold a man much wrong'd.

\^AUgather to fee bim>

Adr. I fee two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me.
Duke. One of thefe men is Genius to the other ;

And fo of thefe which is the natural man,
And which the fpirit ? who deciphers them ?

S. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio ; command him away.
E. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio; pray let me flay.

S. Ant. JEgeon, art thou not? or elfe his ghoft ?

S. Dro. O, my old mailer ! who hath bound him here?

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loofe his bonds

And gain a husband by his liberty.

Speak, old JEgeon, if thou be'ft the man,
That hadft a wife once call'd JEmilia,

That bore thee at a burthen two fair fons?

Oh, if thou be'it the fame JEgeon
,
fpeak ;

And fpeak unto the fame JEmilia.

Duke. Why, here begins his morning ftory right

:

Thefe two Antipholis *s, thefe two fo like,

And thofe two Dromio's, one in femblance ;

Befides her urging of her wreck at fea,

Thefe plainly are the parents to thefe children,

Which
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Which accidentally are met together.

JEgeon, If I dream not, thou art JEmilia ;

If thou art {he, tell me where is that fon

That floated with thee on the fatal raft.

Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he and I

,

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up

;

But, by and by, rude fifhermen of Corinth

By force took Dromio and my fon from them,

And me they left with thofe of Epidamnum.
What then became of them, I cannot teli

;

I, to this fortune that you fee me in.

Duke. Antipholis, thou cam'ft from Corinth rlrft.

5. Ant. No, Sir, not I ; I came from Syracufe.

Duke. Stay, ftand apart; I know not, which is which >

E. Ant. I came from Corinth, my moft gracious Lord.

E. Dro. And I with him.

E. Ant. Brought to this town by that moft famous

warrior,

Duke Menaphon, your moft renowned uncle.

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to day ?

S. Ant. I, gentle miftrefs.

Adr. And are not you my husband ?

E. Ant. No, I fay nay to that.

S. Ant. And fo do I, yet (he did call me fo

:

And this fair gentlewoman, her filler here,

Did call me brother. What I told you then,

I hope, I mall have leifure to make good,

If this be not a dream, I fee and hear.

Ang. That is the chain, Sir, which you had of me.

5. Azi. I think it be. Sir. I deny it not.

E. Ant. And you, Sir, for this chain arretted me,
Ang. I think, I did, Sir ; I deny it not,

Adr. I fent you mony, Sir, to be your bail,

By Dromio ; but, I think, he brought it not.

E. Dro. No, none by me.
S. Ant. This purfe of ducats I receiv'd from you,

And Dromio my man did bring them me ;

I fee, we ftiH did meet each other's man,
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me,
And thereupon thefe Errors all arofe.

E Ant,
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E. Ant. Thefe ducats pawn I for my father here.

Duke. It mail not need, thy father hath his life.

Cour. Sir, I mufl have that diamond from you.
E. Ant. There, take it; and much thanks for my

good cheer.

Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchfafe to take the pains
To go with us into the abbey here,

And hear at large difcourfed all our fortunes

:

And all that are affembled in this place,

That by this fympathrzed one day's Error
Have fufTer'd wrong; go, keep us company,
And ye fhall have full fatisfadtion.

Twenty live years have I but gone in travel ( 1 7)
Of you my fons ; nor, 'till this prefent hour,

My heavy burthens are delivered :

The duke, my husband, and my children both,
And you the calendars of their nativity,

Go to a gomp's feaft and go with me:
After fo iong grief fuch nativity

!

Duke. With all my heart, Pfl goflip at this fcaft.

{Exeunt.

(17) Thirty-three years."] 'Tis impoflible the Poet could be
fo forgetful, as to defign this Number here: and therefore I

have ventur'd to alter it to rwentj-five 9 upon a Proof, that, I

think, amounts to Demonftration. The Number, I prefume,

was at firft .vrote infigures, and, perhaps, blindly: and thence

the Miftake might arife. r^Egeon, in the firft Scene of the iirft

-Aft, is precife as to the Time his Son left him, inQudt of his

Brother:

My youngeft Boy> and yet my eldejl Care,

kA* eighteen Tears became inqmjitivt

xAfter his Brother 9 &C.

And how long it was from the Son's thus parting from his

Father, to their meeting again at Epheftis, where c<£^c«, mi-

ftakenly, recognizes the Twin-brother for him 5 we asprecifdy

learn from another PatTage in the fifth Ac>.

vEgc. But feven years finer-, in SytacuU-bay,

Tkon kgovj'Ji xve parted;

So that thefe two Numbers, put together, fettle the Date of

tlicii Birth beyond Difputc.

Manent
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Mantnt the two AntipholisV, and t-uoo DromioV.

S. Dro. Mafter, mall I fetch your ftuff from fhlp-

board ?

E. Ant. Dromio, what fluffofmine haft thou imbark'd ?

S. Dro. Your goods, that lay at hoft, Sir, in the Centaur.

S. Ant. He {peaks to me ; I am your mafter, Dromio.

Come, go with us, we'll look to that anon

;

Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him.

[Exeunt Antipholis S. attdE.

S . Dro. There is a fat friend at your mafter' s houfe,

That kitchen'd me for you to day at dinner

:

She now mail be my Mer, not my wife.

E. Dro. Methinks, you are my glafs, and not my
brother

:

I fee by you, I am a fweet-fac'd youth :

Will you walk in to fee their goffiping ?

S. Dro. Not I, Sir; you're my elder.

E. Dro. That's a queftion

:

How mall I try it ?

S. Dro We'll draw cuts for the fenior

;

'Till then, lead thou firft.

E. Dro. Nay, then thus [Embracing.
We came into the world, like brother and brother

:

And now let's go hand in hand, not one before another.

[Exeunt.

THE
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Dramatis Perfonse.
LEONTES, King of Sicilla.

Polixenes, King ofBohemia.
Mamillius, young Prince ^/"Sicilia.

Florizel, Prince of Bohemia.
Camillo,

Antigonus, ( U J
Cleomines, C
Dion, J
Another Sicilian Lord.

Archidamus, a Bohemian Lord.

Rogero, a Sicilian Gentleman.

An Attendant on theyoung Prince Mamillius.

Officers ofa Court ofJudicature.

Old Shepherd, refuted Father 0/* Perdita,

Clown, his Son.

A Mariner.

Goaler.

Servant to the old Shepherd.

Autoiicus, a Rogue,

Time, as Chorus.

Hermione, Queen to Leontes.

Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and HermiofiC
Paulina, Wife to Antigonus.

Emilia, Attendant on the Queen.

Two other Ladies.

Satyrs for a Dance, Shepherds, Shepherdeffts, Guards,

and Attenda?its.

SCENE, fomethnes in Sicilia ; fcmetimes, in

Bohemia,
THE
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SCENE, an Antichamber in Leontes'j

PALACE.
Enter Camillo, and Archidamus.

ARCHI DAMUS,
F you mall chance, Camillo, to vifit Bo-

hemia, cn the like occafion whereon my
fervices are now on foot : you mail fee,

as I have faid, great difference betwixt

our Bohemia and your Sicilia.

Cam. I think, this coming fummer,

the King of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the vifitation,

which he juftly owes him.

Arch. Wherein our entertainment (hall fhame us, we
will be juitified in our loves; for, indeed,

Cam. 'Befeech you

Arch. Verily, I fpeak it in the freedom ofmy know-

ledge; we cannot with fuch magnificence— in io rare

1 know not what to fay—we will give you fleepy

drinks, that your fenfes (unintelligent of our infuffi-

cience) may, tho' they cannot praife us, as little ac-

cufe us.

Vol. Ill, L Cam,
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Cam. You pay a great deal too dear, for what's gi-

ven freely.

Arch. Believe me, 1 fpeak, as my Underftanding
inftrudls me ; and as mine honefty puts it to utter-

ance.

Cam. Sicilia cannot fhew himfelf over-kind to Bo-

hernia ; they were train'd together in their childhoods j

and there rooted betwixt them then fuch an affection,

which cannot chufe but branch now. Since their more
mature dignities and royal neceiiities made reparation of

their fociety, their incounters, though not perional, have

been royally attornied with enterchange of gifts, letters,

loving embattles ; that they have feem'd to be together,

tho' ablent ; fnook hands, as over a Vail ; and embracM,

as it were, from the ends of oppofed winds. The heavr
ns

continue their loves !

Arch. I think, there is not in the world either ma-

lice, or matter, to alter it. You have an unfpeakable

comfort of your young Prince Mamillius : it is a gen-

tleman of the greater! promife, that ever came into

my note.

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of

him : it is a gallant child ; one that, indeed, phyficks

the fubjedl, makes old hearts frefli : they, that went on
crutches, ere he was born, defire yet their life to fee

him a man,

Arch. World they elfe be content to die?

Cam. Yes, if there were, no other excufe why they

fhculd defiie to live.

Arch. If the King had no fon, they would defire to

live on crutches 'till he had one.

SCENE opens to the Prefenee.

Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixenes,

and Attendants.

Pol. \T Ine Changes of the watry liar hath been

The fhepherd's note, fince we have left our

Throne
Without
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Without a burthen : time as long again

Would be fiird up, my brother, with our thanks

;

And yet we mould, for perpetuicy,

Go hence in debt : and therefore, like a cypher,
Yet {landing in rich place, I multiply

With one, <we thank you> many thoufands more
That go before it.

Leo. Stay your thanks a while;

And pay them, when you part.

Pol. Sir, that's to morrow :

Tm. queftion'd by my fears, of what may chance,
Or breed upon our abfence, that may blow
No fneaping winds at home, to make us fay,
" This is put forth too truly". Befides, I have ftay'd

To tire your royalty.

Leo. We are tougher, brother,

Than you can put us to't.

Pol. No longer Stay.

Leo. One fev'n-nig'ht longer.

Pol. Very footh, to morrow.
Leo. We'll part the time between's then : and in that

I'll no gain-faying.

Pol. Prefs me not, 'befeech you, fo ;

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i'th' world,
So foon as yours, could win me : fo it mould now,
Were there neceffity in your requeft, altho'

'Twere needful I deny'd it. My affairs

Do even drag me homeward ; which to hinder,
Were, in your love, a whip to me ; my Hay,
To you a charge and trouble : to fave both,
Farewell, our brother.

Leo, Tongue-ty'd, our Queen ? fpeak you.
Her. I had thought, Sir, to've held my peace, until

You 'ad drawn oaths from him not to flay : you, Sir,

Charge - him too coldly. Tell him, you are fure,

All in Bohemias well : this fatisfaclion

The by- gone day proclaim'd; fay this to him,
He's beat from his beft ward,

j Leo. Well faid, Hermione.
Her. To tell, he longs to fee his fon, were ltrong,

L 2 But
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But let him fay fo then, and let him go

;

But let him fwear fo, and he (hall not flay

;

We'll thwack him hence with diiiaffs.

Yet of your royal prefence I'll adventure

[To Polixenes.

The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia
You take my lord, I'll give him my commiiTion,

To let him there a month, behind the geft (i)

Prenx'd for's parting : yet, (good deed) Leontes,

I love thee not a jar o'th' clock behind

What lady (he her lord. You'll ftay ?

Pol. No, Madam.
Her. Nay, but you will ?

Pol. I may not, verily.

Her. Verily ?

You put me off with limber vows ; but I,

Tho' you would feek t'unfphere the ftars with oaths,

Should yet fay, " Sir, no going : verify,
€i You mail not go;" a lady's verily is

As potent as a lord's. Will you go, yet ?

Force me to keep you as a prifoner,

Not like a gueft ; fo you ihall pay your fees,

When you depart, and fave your thanks. How fay you ?

My prifoner ? or my gueit ? by your dread verily ,

One of them you (hail be.

Pol. Your Gueft then, Madam

:

To be your prifoner, mould import offending

;

Which is for me lefs eafie to commit,

Than you to punifh.

Her. Not your Goaler then,

But your kind Hoftefs ; come, I'll queftion you

Of my lord's tricks, and youri, when you were boys

:

(i) behind the gcft

Prefcrib'd for's ptrting:] I have not venrur'd to alter the

Text, tho', I freely own, I can neither trace, nor underftand,

*hePhrafe. I have fufpe&ed, that the Poet wrote j

behind the juft

Prtfcrib'd for's parting.

2. e. the juft, precife, time; the inftant; (where Time is like-

wife underttood) by an Eiltiffis puftis'd in all Tongues.

You



The Winter'* Tale. 245
You were pretty lordings then ?

Pol. We were, fair Queen,

Two lads, that thought there was no more behind,

But fuch a day to morrow as to day,

And to be boy eternal.

Her. Was not my lord

The verier wag o' th' two ?

Pol. We were as twinn'd lambs, that did frisk i'th"

Sun,

And bleat the one at th' other : what we chang'd,

Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not

The dodrine of ill-doing ; no, nor drearn'd,

That any did : had we purfu'd that life,

And our weak fpirits ne'er been higher rear'd

With ftronger blood, we mould have anfwerM heaven

Boldly, Not guilty ; th' impoution clear'd, (2)

Hereditary ours.

Her. By this we gather,

You have tript lince.

Pol. O my moft facred lady,

Temptations have fince then been born to's : for

In thofe unfiedg'd days was my wife a girl

;

Your precious ielf had then not crofs'd the eyes

Of my young play-fellow.

Her. Grace to boot

!

Of this make no conclufion, led you fay,

Your Queen and I are devils. Yet, go on;——
Th' offences we have made you do, we'll anfwer*

If you rlrft finn'd with us, and that with us

You did continue fault ; and that you flipt not,

With any but with us.

Leo. Is he won yet ?

Her. He'll flay, my lord.

Leo. At my requeli he would not

:

Herrnione, my deareft, thou ne'er fpok'ft

(2) th* Impofition cleared.

Hereditary ours.} i. e. fctting aiide Original Sin: bating

That Impofition from the Offence ofour firft Parents, we might
have boldly protefted our Innocence to Heaven, againft any
Guilt committed by Ourfelves.

L 3 To
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To better purpofe.

Her. Never?
Leo. Never, but once.

Her. What? have I twice faid well ? when was't be-

fore ?

X pr'ythee, tell me ; cram's with praife, and make's
As fat as tame things : one good deed, dying tongue-lefs,

Slaughters a thoufand, waiting upon That.
Our praifes are our wages. You may ride's

With one foft kifs a thoufand furlongs, ere

With fpu-r we heat an acre. But to th
1
goal

:

My lalt good deed was to intreat his ftay

;

What was my firit, ? it has an elder filter,

Or I miftake you ; O, would her name were Grace f

But once before I fpake to th' purpofe? when?
Nay, let me hav't; I long.

Leo. Why, that was when
Three crabbed months had fowr'd themfelves to death,

Ere I could make thee open thy white hand,

And clepe thy feifmy love; then didft thou utter,

u I am yours for ever.

Her. 'Tis grace, indeed.

Why, lo you now ; I've fpoke to th' purpofe twice;

The one for ever earn'd a royal husband ;

Th' other, for fome while a friend.

Leo. Too hot, too hot [Jjide*

To mingle friendship far, is mingling Moods.

I have tremor cordis on me-— my heart dances

;

But not for joy not joy.— This entertainment

May a free face put on ; derive a liberty

From heartinefs, from bounty, fertile bofom,

And well become the Agent : 't may, I grant

;

But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers,

As now they are, and making praclis'd fmiles,

As in a looking-glafs and then to figh, as 'twere

The mort o' th' deer ; oh, that is entertainment

My bofom likes not, nor my brows—~Mamill!us 9

Art thou my boy ?

Mam. Ay, my ^ood lord.

Leo. T fecks!
Why
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Why, that's my bawcock; what? has't fmutch'd thy

nofe ?

They fay, it's a copy out of mine. Come, captain,

We muft be neat ; not neat, but cleanly, captain ;

And yet the fleer, the heifer, and the calf,

Are all calPd neat. Still virginalling

\Qbfer<vin7 Polixenes and Herraione,

Upon his palm ? how now, you wanton calf t

Art thou my calf?

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord.

Leo. Thou want* ft a rough pafh, and the fhoots that

I have,

To be full like me.—Yet they fay, we are

Almoft as like as eggs ; women fay fo,

That will fay any thing ; but were they falfe,

As o'er-dy'd blacks, as winds, as waters ; falfe

As dice are to be wifh'd, by one that fixes

No bourne 'twixt his and mine ; yet were it true

To fay, this boy were like me. Come, Sir page,

Look on me with your welkin-eye, fweet villain.

Moil dear'ft, my collop— can thy dam— mayt be—
Imagination ! thou doit flab to th' center.

Thou doft make pofuble things not be fo held,

Communicat 7

il with dreams (how can this be ?)

With what's unreal, Thou co-active art,

And fellow' ft Nothing. Then 'tis very credent,

Thou may'ft co-join with fomething, and thou doft,

And That beyond commifTion; and I find it

;

And That to the infection of my brains,

And hardning of my brows.

Pol. What means Sicilia?

Her. He fomething feems unfettled.

Pol. How ? my lord ?

Leo. What cheer ? how is't with you, befl brother i*

Her. You look,

As if you held a brow of much Diffraction.

Are not you mov'd, my lord ?

Leo. No, in good earneft.

How fometimes nature will betray its folly f

Its tenderneis !. and make it felf a pafrime

L 4 To
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To harder bofoms ! Looking on the lines

Of my boy's face, methoughts, I did recoil

Twenty three years, and faw my felf unbreech'd,
In my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzled,
Left it lhould bite its mailer ; and lb prove,
-As ornaments oft do, too dangerous ;

How like, methought, I then was to this kernel,
This fquafli, this gentleman. Mine honeft friend,

Will you take eggs for mony ?

Mam. No, my lord, Til fight.

Leo. You will ! why, happy man be's dole! My
brother,

Are you fo fond of your young Prince, as we
Do feem to be of ours ?

Pol. If at home, Sir,

He's all my exercife, my mirth, my matter;

Now my fworn friend, and then mine enemy

;

My parafite, my foldier, ftates-man, all

;

He makes a Julfs day fhort as December

;

And with his varying childnefs, cures in me
Thoughts that lhould thick my blood.

Leo. So ftands this Squire

Offic'd with me: we two will walk, my lord,

And leave you to your graver fleps. Hermione,

How thou lov'ft us, mew in our brother's welcome:
Let what is dear in Sicily, be cheap

:

Next to thy felf, and my young rover, he's

Apparent to my heart.

Her. If you will feek us,

We are yours i'th' garden: mall's attend you there ?

Leo. To your own bents difpofe you ; you'll be found,

Pe you beneath the sky : 1 am angling now,

Tho' you perceive me not, how I give line

;

Go to, go to. [dfide, obfer<ving Her.

How fhe holds up the neb ! the bill to him

!

And arms her with the boldnefs of a wife

[Exe. Polix. Her. and attendants. Manent Leo.

Mam. and Cam.
To her allowing husband. Gone already,

Inch-thick, knee-deep; o'er head and ears, a fork'J one.

Go,
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Go, play, boy, play thy mother plays, and I

Play too ; but fo difgrac'd a part, whofe ifliie

Will hifs me to my grave: contempt and clamour

Will be my knel. Go, play, boy, play there

have been,

Or I am much deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now;
And many a man there is, even at this prefent,

Now while I fpeak this, holds his wife by th' arm,

That little thinks, fne has been fluic'd in s abfence

;

And his pond fifh'd by his next neighbour, by
Sir Smile, his neighbour : nay, there's comfort in't,

Whiles other men have gates ; and thofe gates open'd,

As mine, againit, their will. Should all defpair,

That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind
Would hang themfelves. Phyfick for t, there is none:

It is a bawdy planet, that will itrike

Where 'tis predominant; and 'tis powerful : think it.

From eaft. well, north and fouth, be it concluded,

No barricado for a belly. Know't,

It will let in and out the enemy,

With bag and baggage : many a thoufand ofs

Have the difeafe, and feel t not. How now, boy I

Mam. I am like you, they fay.

Leo. Why, that's ibme comfort.

What? Camillo there?

Cam. Ay, my good Lord.

Leo. Go play, Mamillius thou'rt an honed man

:

[Ex. Mamih
Camillo, this Great Sir will yet flay longer.

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold;
When you call: out, it ftili came home.

Leo. Didftnote it?

Cam. He would not flay at your petitions made;
His bufmefs more material.

Leo. Didft perceive it?

They're here with me already; whifp^ring, rounding %

Sicilia is a fo-forth ; 'tis far gone,

When I mall guft it laft. How cam't, Camilla,
That he did flay?

Cam, At the good Queen's entreaty,

L 5 Itu
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Leo. At the Queen's be't ; good, mould be pertinent ;

But fo it is, it is not. Was this taken-

By any undemanding pate but thine ?

For thy conceit is foaking, will draw in

More than the common blocks ; not noted, is't,

But of the finer natures ? by fome feverals

Of head-piece extraordinary ; lower merles,

Perchance, are to this bufinefs purblind ? fay.

Cam. Bufinefs, my lord ? I think, moil underfland

Bohemia ftays here longer.

Leo. Ha?
Cam. Stays here longer.

Leo, Ay, but why ?

Cam. To fatisfie your Highnefs, and th* entreaties

Of our moft gracious miihefs.

Leo. Satisfie

Tlf entreaties of your miftrefs ? fatisfie ?

Let That fuifice. I've trulted thee, Camillo,

With all the things nearer!: my heart ; as well

My chamber-councels, wherein, prieft like, thou

Had cleans'd my bofom ; I from chee departed

Thy Penitent reform'd ; but we have been

Beceiv'd in thy integrity j deceiv'd

In that, which Teems fo.

Cam. Be it forbid, my lord

Leo. To bide upon't ; Thou art not honeft ; or^

If thou inclin'ft that way, thou art a coward ;

Which hoxes honeffy behind, reftraining

From courfe requir'd : or elfe thou ifiauft be counted

A fervant grafted in my ferious Truft,

And therein negligent ; or elfe a fool,

That feeft a game plaid home, the rich fiake drawn.

And tak'ft it all for jell.

Cam. My gracious lord,

I may be negligent, fooliih and fearful ; (3)
In

(3) 1 may be negligent, foolifh, and fearful',

In every one of thefe no Man is fret.

But that hii Negligence , his Folly ,
Fear,

uimnzfl the infinite Ufii'igs of the World
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In every one of thefe no man is free,

But that his negligence, his folly, fear,

Amongil the infinite doings of the world,

Sometime puts forth. In your affairs, my lord,.

If ever I were wilful negligent,

It was my folly ; if induiirioufly

I play'd the fool, it was my negligence,

Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful

To do a thing, where I the iffue doubted,

Whereof the execution did cry out
.

Againil the non-performance, 'twas a fear

Which oft infects the wifeit : thefe, my lord,.

Are fuch allow'd infirmities, that honefty

Is never free of. But, 'befeech your Grace,

Be plainer with me, let me know my trefpafs

By its own vifage ; if I then deny it,

v
fis none of mine.

Leo. Ha'not you feen, CamMo,
(But that's paft doubt, you have ; or your eye-glafs

Is thicker than a cuckold's horn ;) or heard,

(For to a vifion fo apparent, rumour
Cannot be mute ;) or thought, (for cogitation

Relides not in that man, that do's not think it ;)

My wife is flippery ? if thou wilt, confefs

;

(Or elfe be impudently negative,

To have nor eyes nor ears, nor thought,) then fay,

My wife's a hobby-horfe, deferves a name
As rank as any flax- wench, that puts to

Before her troth-plight : fay't, and juftify't.

Cam. I would not be a ftander-by, to hear

My fovereign Miftrefs clouded fo, without

Sometimes puts forth in your Affairs, my Lord.J MofV
accurate Pointing This, andfine Nonfenfe the Refill: of ic ! The
old Folio's fiift blunder'd thus, and Mr. Roive by Inadvertence

(if he read the Sheets at all,) overlook* d- the Fault. Mr. Pope*

like a moll obfequious Editor, has taken the PafTage on Con-
tent, and purfued the Track of Stupidity. I dare fay, every

underftanding Readerwill allow, my Reformation of the Point-

ing has entirely retriev'd the Place from Obfcmity, and xecoa-

cil*d a to the Aut hoi's Meaaiag,.
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My prefent vengeance taken ; 'fnrew my heart,

You never fpoke what did become you lefs

Than this ; which to reiterate, were fin

As deep as that, tho' true.

Leo. Is whifpering nothing ?

Is leaning cheek to cheek? is meating nofes?

Killing with infide lip? flopping the career

Of laughter with a figh ? (a note infallible

Of breaking honefty :) horfing foot on foot ?

Skulking in corners? wifhing clocks more fwift?

Hours, minutes ? the noon, midnight, and all eyes

Blind with the pin and web, but theirs ; theirs only.

That would, unfeen, be wicked? is this nothing?
Why, then the world, and ali that's in't, is nothing;

The covering sky is nothing, Bohemia nothing ;

My wife is nothing; nor nothing have thefe nothings,

If this be nothing.

Cam. Good my lord, be cur'd

Of this difeas'd Opinion, and betimes 1

For 'tis moil dangerous.

Leo. Say it be, 'tis true.

Cam. No, no, my lord.

Leo It is ; you lie; you lie

:

I fay, thou lieft, Camillo, and I hate thee ;

Pronounce thee a grofs lou t, a mindlefs flave^

Or el
;e a hovering temporizer, that

Canft with thine eyes at once fee good and evil,

Inclining to^them both : were my wife's liver

Iiifeded, as her life, Ihe would not live

The running of one glafs.

Cam. Who do's infect her }

Leo. Why he, that wears her like his medal, hanging

About his neck ; Bohemia, who, if I

Had fervanb true about me, that bare eyes

To fee alike mine honour, as their profits,

Their own particular thrifts, they would do That
Which mould undo more Doing: I, and thou

His cup-bearer, (whom I from meaner forme

Have bench'd, and rear'd to worfhip ; who may'll fee

Plainly, as heav'n fees earth, and earth fees heav'n,

How
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How I am galFd ;) thou mighf ft be-fpice a cup,

To give mine enemy a tailing wink ;

Which draught to me were cordial.

Cam. Sir, my lord,

I could do this, and that with no rafh potion,

But with a lingring dram, that mould not work,
Malicioufly, like poiftn: but I cannot (4)

Believe this crack to be in my dread mi'ilrefs,

So fovereignly being honourable.

Leo. Tve lov'd thee. Make r
t thy Queftion, and

go rot:

Do'ft think, I am fo muddy, fo unsettled,

To appoint my felf in this vexation ? Sully

The purity and whitenefs of my meets,

(Which to preferve, is flcep ; which being fpotted^

Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wafps
:)

Give fcandal to the blood o'th' Prince, my fori*

WT

ho, I do think, is mine, and love as mine,

Without ripe moving to't ? would I do this ?

Could man fo blench ?

(4)
1 but 1 cannot

Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miftrefs^

So fovereignly being honourable.

I have lovM thee.

Leo. Make that thy Queft;on and g9 rot.] This pafoge w.liirs

very little weighing, to determine fafely upon it, that the Ja&

Hemiftich afiign'd to Camillo, muft have been miftakenly pla-

ced to him It is a ftrange Inftance of Difrefpeft and Infolence

in Camilh to his King and Matter, to tell him that Ke has
once lov'd him. But Senfe and Reafon will eafily ac-

quit our Poet from fuch an Impropriety. I have ventur'd at

a Tranfpolition, which fcems felf-evident. Camilh will not be
perfuaded into a Sufpicion of the Difloyalty imputed to his Mi-
ftrefs. The King, who believes Nothing but his Jealoufy, pro-
voked that Camtllo is fo obftinately uiirident, finely ftarts into

a Rage and cries j

Vvc tov'dr/)- <•> Make't thy Quefl ion t and go rot. i. e. lhave
tender'd thee well, Camnh, but 1 here cancel all former Ref-
pe& at once. If Thou any longer make a QuHtion of my
Wife's Diiloyalty; go from my Prcfence, and ]: sidition over-

take thee for thy Stubborn nefs,

Cam^
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C/w». I mud believe you, Sir ;

I do, and will fetch off Bohemia for't

:

Provided, that, when he's remov'd, your Highnefs

Will take again your Queen, as yours at firft,

Even for your fon's fake, and thereby for fealing

The injury of tongues, in Courts and Kingdom*

Known and ally'd to yours.

Leo. Thou doft advife-me,

Even fo as I mine own courfe have fet down:

Til o-ive no blemiih to her honour, none.

Cam. My lord,

Go then ; and with a countenance as clear

As friendihip wears at feafb, keep with Bohemia,

And with your Queen: I am his cup-bearer;

If from me he have wholefcme beveridge,

Account me not your fen-ant.

Leo. This is all

;

Do't, and thou haft the one half ofmy heart

;

Do't not, thou fpfit'ft thine own.

Cam. I'll do't, my lord.

Leo. I will feem friendly, as thou ha:"; advis'd me.

[ExiU
Cam. O rniferable lady! but, for me,

What cafe fland I in r I muft be the poifoner

Of good Pcitxenes, and my ground to do't

Is the obedience to a maker ; one,

Who, in rebellion with himfelf, will have

All that are his, fo tco. To do this deed,

Promotion follows. If I could find example

Of thoufands, that had ftruck anointed Kings,

i\r.d ftouriih'd after, I'd not do't: but fmce

Nor brafs, nor ftcne, nor parchment, bears cot one;

Let villany it felf fodwear't. I mad
Forfake the Court; to dot, or no, is certain

To me a break-neck. Happy ftar reign new !

Here comes Bohemia.

Enter Polixenes,

Pol. This is ftrange! methinks,

My favour here begins to warp. Not fpeak r«—
Good
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Good day, Camillo.

Cam. Hail, moft royal Sir !

Pol. What is the news LW court ?

Cam. None rare, my Lord.

Pol. The King hath on him fuch a countenance*

As he had loll fome province, and a region

Lov'd, as he loves himfelf : even now I met him
With cuftomary compliment, when he,

Wafting his eyes to th' contrary, and falling

A lip of much contempt, fpeeds from me, and
So leaves me to confider what is breeding,

That changes thus his manners.

Cam. I dare not know, my Lord.

Pol. How, dare not ? do not ? do you know, and
dare not ?

Be intelligent to me, 'tis thereabouts

:

For to yourfelf, what you do know, you mufl

;

And cannot fay, you dare not. Good Camillo ,

Your chang'd complexions are to me a mirror,

Which {hews me mine chang'd too ; for I mull be
A party in this alteration, finding

Myfelf thus alter'd with it.

Cam. There is a fkknefs

Which puts fome of us in diftemper ; but

I cannot name the difeafe, and it is caught

Of you that yet are well.

Pol. How caught of me ?

Make me not fighted like the bafilisk.

I've look'd on thoufands, who have fped the better

By my regard, but kill'd none fo : Cami/lo,

As you are certainly a gentleman,

Clerk-like experiene'd, (which no lefs adorns

Our gentry, than our parents' noble names,

In whofe fuccefs we are gentle ;) I befeech you,

If you know aught, which does behove my knowledge
Thereof to be informed, imprifon't not

In ignorant concealment.

Cam. I may not aniwer.

Pol. A ficknefs caught of me, and yet I well r

I mufl be anfwer'd. Dolt thou hear, Camillop

I
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I conjure thee by all the parts of man,
"Which honour does acknowledge, (whereof the leaft

Is not this fuit of mine.) that thou dechre,

What mcidency thou doft gueis of harm
Is creeping towards me ; how far oft. how near;

Which *ay to be prevented, if it be ;

If not, how bell to bear k.

Cam. Sir. I*D teli you.

Since I am charg'd in honour, and by him

That I think honourable ; therefore, mark my counlel

;

Which muil be ev'n a? iwiftly followed, as

I mean to utter it ; or both youricif and me
Cry loft, and ib good night.

Pel. On, good Camillo.

Cap:. I am appointed Kim to murder you.

Pel. By whom, Camilie ?

Cam. By the King.

Pol. For what >

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he (wears.

As he had feen't, or been an lnftru- lent

To vice you to't, that you have touch- his Que^n
Forbiddenly.

Pel. Oh, then, my be ft blood turn

To an infected gelly, and my name
Ee jroak'd with his," that did betray the beft !

Turn then my freiheft reputation to

A favour, that may ftrike the d alien noftril

Where I arrive; and my approach be flranM,

Nay, hated too, worle than the greatTt infection

That e'er was heard, or read !

Cam. Swear this though over
[5)

By

(5) Cam. Swear his Thought ever

By each p^ticular S:ar ;n~Kenie>:. c\'C ] TheTranf-
pofition of a (Ingle Letter reconciles this FaiTage to good Scale i

which is not fo, as the Text ftands in all the printed Copies.

Foi-.xenes, in the precedirg Speech, had been laying the deepeft

lmprecitions on himfe! f

:
.1 he had ever abus'd Untti in any

Familiarity with his Qpcco, To afeichtaMtftYCfj pertinently

peptici ;

> 1 1 Smm
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By each particular liar in heaven, and

By all their influences ; you may as well

Forbid the Tea for to obey the moon,
As or by oath remove, or counfel make,

The fabrick of his folly ; whofe foundation

Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue

The Handing of his body.

Pol. How mould this grow ?

Cam. I know not; but, I'm fure, 'tis fafer to

Avoid what's grown, than queftion how 'tis born.

If therefore you dare truft my honefty,

That lies inclofed in this trunk, which you
Shall bear along impawn'd, away to night

;

Your followers I will whifper to the buiinefs;

And will by twoes, and threes, at feveral pofterns,

Clear them o'th' city. For myfelf, Til put

My fortunes to your fervice, which are here

By this difcovery loft. Be not uncertain

;

For by the honour of my parents, I

Have ucter'd truth ; which if you feek to prove,

I dare not Hand by ; nor mall you be fafer,

Than one condemned by the King's own mouth i

Thereon his execution fworn.

Pol. I do believe thee :

I faw his heart in's face. Give me thy hand ;

Be pilot to me, and thy places ihali

Still neighbour mine. My fhips are ready, and
My people did expecl my hence departure

Two days ago. This jealoufie

Is for a precious creature ; as fhe's rare,

Mull it be great ; and, as his perfon's mighty,

Muft it be violent ; and, as he does conceive

He is diihonour'd by a man, which ever

1 Swear this though ever> &C.
i. e. Sir, Though you fiiould proteft your Innocence never Co

often, and call every Star and Saint in Heaven to witnefs to

your Adjuration j yet Jealoufy is fo rooted in my Mafter'r

Bofom, that Ail you can fay and fwear will have no Force to

remove it.

Profefs'd
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Profefs'd to him ; why, his revenges muft
In That be made more bitter. Fear o'er- (hades me :

Good expedition be my friend, and comfoit
The gracious Queen ; part of his theam, but nothing
Of his ill-ta'en fufpicion ! Come, Camilla>

I will refpect thee as a father, if

Thou bear
1

!: my life off hence. Let us avoid.
Cam. It is in mine authority to command

The keys of all the pofterns : pleafe your Highnefs,
To take the urgent hour. Come, Sir, away. {Exeunt*

ACT II.

SCENE, The Palace.

Enter Hermione. Mamillius, and Ladies.

Hermione,
**|p

!

-AKE the boy to you he fo troubles me,

j[ 'Tis pari enduring.

1 Lady. Come, my gracious Lord.
Shall I be your play-fellow ?

Mam. No, I'll none of you.
1 Lady. Why, my fweet Lord ?

Mam. You'll kifs me hard, and fpeak to me as if

I were a baby Mill ; I love you better.

2 Lady. And why fo, my Lord ?

Mam. Not for becaufe

Your brows are blacker ; (yet black brows, they fay,.

Become fome women belt ; fo that there be not

Too much hair there, but in a femicircle,

Or a half-moon made with a pen.)

2 Lady. Who taught you thiu ?

Mam. I learn'd it out of women's faces : pray now,
What colour be your eye brows ?

1 Lady. Blue, my Lord.

Mam. Nay, that's a mock : I've feen a lady's nofe

That has been blue, but not her eye-brows.

1 Lady.



The Winter^ Tale. 259
1 Lady. Hark ye,

The Queen, your mother, rounds apace : we mail

Prefent our fervices to a fine new prince

One of thefe days ; and then you'll wanton with us,

If we would have you.

2 Lady, She is fpread of late

Into a goodly bulk; (good time encounter her!)

Her. What wifdom ftirs among!! your come, Sir*

now
I am for you again. Pray you fit by us,

And tell's a tale.

Mam. Merry, or fad, maH'c be \

Her. As merry as you will.

Mam. A fad tale's bell for winter.

I have one of fprights and goblins.

Her. Let's have that, good Sir.

Come on, fit down. Come on, and do your belt

To fright me with your fprights : you're powerful at it.

Mam. There was a man
Her. Nay, come fit down ; then on.

Mam. Dwelt by a church-yard ; 1 will tell it

foftiy :

Yond crickets mall not hear it.

Her. Come on then, and give't me in mine ear.

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lords.

Xeo. Was he met there ? his train ? Camilla with him i

Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them ; never

Saw I men fcowr fo on their way : I ey'd them
Even to their {hips.

Leo. How blefl am I

In my juH cenfure ! in my true opinion

!

Alack, for lefler knowledge, how accurs'd

In being fo blerl: ! There may be in the cup

A fpider fteep'd, and one may drink ; depart,

And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge
Is not infecled : but if one prefent

Th' abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his fides

With violent hefts. -I have drunk, and feen the

fpider. CamIk-
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Camilla was his help in this, his Pander :

There is a plot againil: my life, my crown ;

All's true, that is miitrufted ; that falfe villain,

Whom I employ 'd, was pre-employ'd by him :

He hath difcover'd my defign, and I

Remain a pinch'd thing ; yea, a very trick

For them to play at will : how came the pofterns

So eafily open ?

Lord, By his great authority,

Which often hath no lefs prevail'd than fo

On your command.
Leo. I know' t too well.

Give me the boy ; I'm glad, you did not nurfe him

:

Though he does bear fome figns of me, yet you
Have too much blood in him.—

Her. What is this, fport ?

Leo. Bear the boy hence, he mail not come about her %
7

Away with him, and let her fport herfelf

With that fhe's big with : for 'tis Polixenes

Has made thee fvvell thus.

Her. But I'd fay, he had not ;

And, I'll be fworn, you would believe my faying,

Howe'er you lean to tli' nayward.

Leo. You, my lords,

Look on her, mark her well ; be but about

To fay, fhe is a goodly lady, and
The juitice of your hearts will thereto add,

'Tis pity, fhe's not honeft, honourable :

Praife her but for this her without-door form,

(Which on my faith deferves high fpeech,) and flraight

The fhrug, the hum, or ha,-— (thefe petty brands,

That calumny doth ufe : oh, I am out,

That mercy do's ; for calumny will fear

Virtue it felf.) Thefe fhrugs, thefe hums, and ha's,

When you have faid file's goodly, come between,

Ere you can fay Ihe's honelt : but be't known,

(From him, that has mofl caufe to grieve itlhould be;)

She's an adultrefs.

Her. Should a villain fay fo,

The moll replenifh'd villain in the world,
^ He
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He were as much more villain : you, my lord,

Do but miftake.

Leo, You have miftook, my lady,

Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing,

Which I'll not call a creature of thy place,

Left barbuifm, making me the precedent,

Should a like language ufe to ail degrees ;

And mannerly dillinguilhment leave out

Betwixt the prince and beggar. 1 have faid,

She's an adultrefs; I have laid with whom :

More ; flic's a traitor, and Camilla is

A federary with her ; and one that knows
What me mould fhame to know herfelf,

But with her raoft vile Principal, that me's

A bed-fwerver, even as bad as thofe

That Vulgars give boid'it titles ; ay, and privy

To this their late efcape.

Her. No, by my life,

Privy to none of this : how will this grieve you,

When you mail come to clearer knowledge, that

You thus have publilh'd me ? gentle my lord,

You fcarce can right me throughly then, to fay

You did miflake.

Leo. No, if I miftake

In thefe foundations whidi I build upon,

The center is not big enough to bear

A fchool-boy's top. Away with her to prifon :

He, who mall fpeak for her, is far of guilty, (6)

But that he fpeaks.

Her. There's fome ill planet reigns

;

I mull be patient, 'till the heavens look

With an afpett more favourable. Good my lords,

I am not prone to weeping ; (as our fex

(6) He, who fha.ll ffeak^for her, is far off guilty,

But that he fpeakj.] This cannot be the Speaker's Mean-
ing. Leontes would fay, I lhall hold the Perfon in a great mea-

fure guilty, who fiiall dare to intercede for her : And this, I

believe, Sbakefpeare ventur'd to exprefs thus:

He, who fiall fpeak for her, is far of guilty, 8cc.

!. e. partakes far, deeply, of hex Guilt,

Commonly
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Commonly are,) the want cf which vain dew,
Perchance, (hall dry your pities ; but I have

That honourable grief lcdg'd here, which burns

Worfe than tears drown : 'befeech you all, my lords.

With thoughts fo qualified as your charities

Shall beit initrucl you, meafure rne ; and fo

The King's will be performed !

—

Leo. Shall I be heard ?

Her. Who is't, that goes with me ? 'befeech your
Highnefs,

My women may be with me, for, you fee,

My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools,

There is no caufe ; when you mail know, your miftrefa

Has deferv'd prifon, then abound in tears,

As I come out ; this action, I now go on,

Is for my better grace. Adieu, my lord,

I never wihVd to fee you forry ; now,

I trull, I mall. My women,— come, you've leave.

Leo. Go, do our bidding; hence.

[Exit Queen, guarded ; and Ladies.

Lord. 'Befeech your Highnefs call the Queen again.

Ant. Be certain what you do, Sir, left your juftice

Prove violence ; in the which three Great ones fuffer,

Your felf, your Queen, your fon.

Lord. For her, my lord,

I dare my life lay down, and will do't, Sir,

Pleafe you t'accept it, that the Queen is fpotlefs

Pth' eyes of heaven, and to you, (I mean,

In this which you accufe her.)

Ant. If it prove

She's otherwife, I'll keep my ftables where

I lodge my wife, I'll go in couples with her :

Than when I feel, and fee, no further truft her ;

For every inch of woman in the world,

Ay, every dram of woman's flefh is falfe,

It me be.

Leo. Hold your peaces.

Lord. Good my lord,

Ant. It is for you we fpeak, not for our felves

:

You are abus'd, and by feme putter-on,

Tha:
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That will be damn'd for't ; 'would, I knew the villain,
I would land-damm him : be fne honour- flaw'd,
I have three daughters ; the eldeil is eleven ;

The fecond, and the third, nine, and fome five ;

If this prove true, they'll pay for't. By mine honour,
I'll geld 'em all : fourteen they mall not fee,

To bring falfe generations : they are co-heirs,
And I had rather glib myfelf, than they
Should not produce fair ilTue.

Leo. Ceafe ; no more :

You fmell this bufinefs with a fenfe as cold
As is a dead man's nofe ; I fee't and feePt,
As you feel doing thus ; and fee withal
The inftruments that feel.

Ant. Jf it be fo,

We need no grave to bury honefty

;

There's not a grain of it, the face to fvveeten
Of the whole dungy earth.

Leo. What ? lack I credit ?

Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my lord,
Upon this ground ; and more it would content me
To have her honour true, than your fufpicion ;

Be blam'd for't, how you might.
Leo. Why, what need we

Commune with you of this ? but rather follow
Our forceful infligation ? our prerogative
Calls not your counfels, but our natural goodnefs
Imparts this ; which, if you, (or ftupified,

Or feeming fo, in skill,) cannot, or will not
Reliih a truth like us ; inform yourfelves,
We need no more of your advice ; the matter,
The lofs, the gain, the ord'ring on't, is all

Properly ours.

Ant, And I wifh, my Liege,
You had only in your filent judgment try'd it,

Without more overture.

Leo. How could that be ?

Either thou art moll ignorant by age,
Or thou wert born a fool. Cemillos flight,

Added to their familiarity,

(Which
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(Which was as grofs as ever touch'd conjecture,

That lack'd fight only ; nought for approbation,

But only feeing ; all other circumttances

Made up to th' deed) doth pu(h on this proceeding

;

Yet for a greater confirmation,

(For, in an a6l of this importance, 'twere

Moll piteous to be wild) I have difpatch'd in poft,

To facred Delphos, to Apollo s temple,

Cleomines and Dion, whom you know
Of ftufPd fufRciency : Now, from the oracle

They will bring all : whofe fpiritual counfel had,

Shall ftop, or fpur me. Have I done well ?

Lord. Well done, my Lord.

Leo. Tho' I am fatisfy'd, and need no more
Than what I know, yet mall the oracle

Give reft to th' minds of others ; fuch as he,

Whofe ignorant credulity will not

Come up to th' truth. So have we thought it good
From our free perfon, ihe lhould be confin'd ;

Left that the treachery of the two, fled hence,

Be left her to perform. Come, follow us,

We are to fpeak in publick ; for this bufmefs

Will raife us all.

Ant. To laughter, as I take it,

If the good truth were known. {Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a Prifon.

Enter Paulina, and a Gentleman.

Paul. ' i ^HE keeper of the prifon, call to him :

JL [Exit Gentleman,
Let him have knowledge who I am. Good lady,

No court in Europe is too good for thee

;

What doft thou then in prifon ? now, good Sir,

You know me, do you not ?

Re enter Gentleman, with the Goaler,

G$a. For a worthy lady,

And one whom much I honour,
Paul. Pray you then,

Conduct me to the Queen. Goat
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Goa. I may not, Madam

;

To the contrary I have exprefs commandment.
Paul. Here's ado to lock up honefly and honour from

Tir accefs of gentle vifitors ! Is't lawful, pray you,
To fee her women ? any of them ? Emilia?

Goa. So pleafe you, Madam,
To put a-part thefe your attendants, I
Shall bring Emilia forth.

Paul. 1 pray you now, call her :

Withdraw yourfelves. [Exeunt Gem. Sec.
Goa. And, Madam,

I mull: be prefent at your conference.

Paul. Well ; be it fo, pr'ythee.

Enter Emilia.

Here's fuch ado to make no {tain a flain,

As pafTes colouring. Dear gentlewoman,
How fares our gracious lady ?

Emil. As well, as one fo great and fo forlorn

May hold together ; On her frights and griefs,

(Which never tender lady hath borne greater,)

She is, fomething before her time, deliver'd.

Paul. A boy ?

Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe,

Lufty, and like to live : the Queen receives

Much comfort in't : fays, My poor pnfoner,
I'm innocent as you.

Paul. I dare be fworn :

Thefe dangerous, unfafe lunes i'th' King ! befhrew
them, (7)

He muft be told on't, and he mail ; the office

Becomes a woman beft. I'll take't upon me.
If I prove honey-mouth'd, let my tongue bliller ;

(?) Thefe dang'reus, unfafe Lunes ?thJ

KJng! ] J have
no where, but in our Author, obferv'd this Word adopted in
our Tongue, to llgnify, Frenzy, Lunacy. But it is a Mode of
Expreflion with (he French. 11 y a de la lune : (i.e. Kehas
got the Moon in his Head 5 he is frantick.) Cctgrave. Lane.
JoJie. Les fem-mes tnt <to lunes dans U the, Richeict.

Vol. III. M And
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And never to my red-look'd anger be

The trumpet any more ! Pray you, Emilia,

Commend my belt obedience to the Queen,
If fhe dares truft me with her little babe,

I'll fhew't the King, and undertake to be

Her advocate to th' loud'it. We do not know,
How he may foften at the fight o'th' child :

The filence often of pure innocence

Perfuades, when fpeaking fails.

Emil. Moft worthy Madam,
Your honour and your goodnefs is fo evident,

That your free undertaking cannot mifs

A thriving iflue : there is no lady living

So meet for this great errand. Pleafe your ladyfhip

To vifit the next room, I'll prefently

Acquaint the Queen of your molt noble offer,

Who but to day hammered of this defign j

But durft not tempt a minifter of honour,

Left fhe mould be deny'd.

Paul. Tell her, Emilia,

I'll ufe that tongue I have ; if wit flow from't,

As boldnefs from my bofom, left not be doubted

I (hall do good.

Emil. Now be you bleft for it

!

I'll to the Queen : pleafe you, come fomething nearer,

Goa. Madam, if t pleafe the Queen to fend the babe,

I know not what I mall incur, to pafs it,

Having no warrant.

Paul. You need not fear it, Sir ;

The child was prifoner to the womb, and is

By law and procefs of great nature thence

Free'd and enfranchis'd ; not a party to

The anger of the King, nor guilty of,

If any be, the trefpais of the Queen.

Goa. I do believe it.

Paul. Do not you fear ; upon mine honour, I

Will ftand 'twixt you and danger. [Exeunf.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Palace.

Snter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords and other Attendants,

Leo. ^T^R night, nor day, no reft ; —it is but
weaknefs

To bear the matter thus ; meer weaknefs, if

The caufe were not in being ; pan o'th
1

caufe,
She, the adultrefs ; for the Harlot-King
Is quite beyond mine arm ; out of the blank
And level of my brain ; plot-proof ; but fhe

1 can hook to me : fay, that ihe were gone,
Given to the iire, a moiety of my reit

Might come to me again. Who's there ?

Enter an Attendant.

Atten. My Lord.
Leo. How do's the boy ?

Atten. He took good reft to night ; 'tis hop'd,
His ficknefs is difcharg'd.

Leo. To fee his noblenefs I

Conceiving the dilhonour of his mother,
He ftraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply ;
Faften'd, and fiVd the fharne on't in Himfelf

;

Threw off his fpirit, his appetite, his fleep,

And down-right languihVd. Leave me foiely ; go,

b - [Exit Attendant*
See how he fares. Fie, fie, no thought of him ;

The very thought of my revenges that way
Recoyl upon me ; in himfelf too mighty,
And in his parties, his alliance ; let him be,
Until a time may ferve. For prefent vengeance,
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes
Laugh at me ; make their paftime at my forrow

;

They fliould not laugh, if I could reach them ; ror
Shall ihe, within my power.

M Enter
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Enter Paulina, woitb a Child.

Lord. You mull not enter.

Paul. Nay rather, good my lords, be fecond to me :

Fear you his tyrannous paflion more, alas,

Than the Queen's life ? a gracious innocent foul,

More free' than he is jealous.

Ant. That's enough.

Atten. [within] Madam, he hath not flept to night ;

commanded,
None lhould come at him.

Paul. Not fo hot, good Sir ;

I come to bring him lleep. 'Tis fuch as you,

That creep like fhadows by him , and do figh

At each his needlefs heavings ; fuch as you
Nourifh the caufe of his awaking. I

Do come with words, as medicinal, as true ;

(Honeft, as either ;) to purge him of that humour,
That prefTes him from fleep.

Leo. What noife there, ho ?

Paul. No noife, my Lord, but needful conference,

About fome goilips for your Highneis.

Leo. How ?

Away with that audacious lady. Antigonus,

I charg'd thee, that Ihe mould not corae about me

;

I knew, fhe would.

Ant. I told her fo, my Lord,

On ycur difpleafure's peril and on mine,

She mould not vifit you.

Leo. What ? can' ft not rule her ?

Paul. From all difhoneity he can ; in this,

(Unlefs he take the courfe that you have done,

Commit me, for committing honour,) truft it,

He fhall not rule me.

Ant. Lo-you now, you hear,

When fhe will take the rein, I let her run,

But Ihe'll not flumble.

Paul. Good my Liege, I come

And 1 befeech you, hear me, who profefs

Myfelf your loyal fervant, your phyfician,

Your
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Your moft obedient counfellor : yet that dares

Lefs appear fo, in comforting your evils,

Than fuch as moft leems yours. I fay, I come
From your good Queen.

Leo. Good Queen ?

Paul. Good Queen, my Lord,

Good Queen, I fay, good Queen ;

And would by combat make her good, fo were I

A man, the worft about you.

Leo. Force her hence.

Paul. Let him, that makes but trifles of his eyes,

Firft hand me : on mine own accord, I'll off ;

But firft, I'll do my errand. The good Queen,

For lhe is good, hath brought you forth a daughter,

Here 'tis ; commends it to your bleffing.

[Laying down the Child*

Leo. Out!
A mankind witch ! hence with her, out o' door :

A moft intelligencing bawd !

Paul Not lb i

I am as ignorant in That, as you
In fo intit'ling me ; and no lefs honeft,

Than you are mad ; which is enough, I'll warrant,

As this world goes, to pafs for honeft.

Leo. Traitors !

Will you not pufh her out ? give her the baftard.

[To Antigonus,

Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr'd ; unroofted

By thy dame Partlet-hexe. Take up the baftard,

Take't up, I fay ; give't to thy croan.

Paul. For ever

Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou
Take'ft up the Princefs, by that forced bafenefs

Which he has put upon't

!

Leo. He dreads his wife.

Paul. So, I would, you did : then 'twere paft all doubt,

You'd call your children yours.

Leo. A neft of traytors

!

Ant. I am none, by this good light.

PauL Nor I ; nor any
M 3 But
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But one, that's here ; and that's himfelf. For he

The facred honour of himfelf, his Queen's,

His hopeful fon's, his babe's, betrays to flander,

Whofe fling is fharper than the fword's ; and will not
(For as the cafe now Hands, it is a curfe

He cannot be compeli'd to't) once remove
The root of his opinion, which is rotten,

As ever oak or ftcne was found.

Leo. A callat

Of boundlefs tongue, who late hath beat her husband
And now baits me ! This brat is none of mine J

It is the ifTue of Polixenes.

Hence with it, and together with the dam,
Commit them to the fire.

Paul. It is yours

;

And, might we lay th
1
old proverb to your charge,

So like you, 'tis the worfe. Behold, my lords,

Altho' the print be little, the whole matter

And copy of the father ; eye, nofe, lip,

The trick of's frown, his forehead, nay, the valley,

The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek, his fmiles,

The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger.

And thou, good Goddefs Nature, which haft made it

So like to him that got it, if thou haft

The ordering of the mind too, 'mcngft all colours

No yellow in't j left fhe fufpect, as he does,

Her children not her husband's.

Leo. A grofs hag !

And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd,

That wilt not ftay her tongue.

Ant. Hang all the husbands,

That cannot do that feat, you'll leave yourfelf

Kardly one fubjec"l.

Leo. Once more, take her hence.

Paul. A moft unworthy and unnatural lord

Can do no more.

Leo. I'll ha' thee burnt.

Paul. I care not;

It is an heretick that makes the fire,

Not fhe which burns in't. I'll not call you tyrant,

But
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But this moll cruel ufage of your Queen
(Not able to produce more accufation

Than your own weak-hing'd fancy) fomething favours

Of tyranny ; and will ignoble make you,

Yea, fcandalous to the world.

Leo. On your allegiance,

Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant,

Where were her life ? fhe durft not call me fo,

If fhe did know me one. Away with her.

Paul, I pray you, do not pufh me, Til be gone.

Look to your babe, my lord, 'tis yours ; Jove fend her

A better guiding fpirit f What need thefe hands ?

You, that are thus fo tender o'er his follies,

Will never do him good, not one of you,

So, fo : farewel, we are gone. [Exit,

Leo. Thou, traitor, halt fet on thy wife to this.

My child ? away with't. Even thou, thou that haft

A heart fo tender o'er it, take it hence,

And fee it inftantly confum'd with fire ;

Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up ftraight

;

Within this hour bring me word it is done.

And by good teftimony, or I'll ieize thy life,

With what thou elfe call'ft thine : if thou refufe,

And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay fo

:

The baftard brains with thefe my proper hands
Shall I dafli out : go take it to the fire,

For thou fett'ft on thy wife.

Ant. I did not, Sir

:

Thefe lords, my noble fellows, if they pleafc*

Can clear me in't.

Lord. We can ; my royal Liege,

He is not guilty of her coming hither :

Leo. You're liars all.

Lords. 'Befeech your Highnefs, give us better credit*

We've always truly ferv
r
d you, and befeech you

So to efteem of us : and on our knees we beg,
(As recompence of our dear fervices

Paft, and to come) that you do change this purpofe,
Which being fo horrible, fo bloody, muft
Lead on to feme foul iffue. We all kneel—

M 4 lt<y*
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Leo. I am a feather for each wind that blows

:

Shall I live on, to fee this baftard kneel
And call me father ? better burn it now,
Than curfe it then. But be it ; let it live :

It ihall not neither.—You, Sir, come you hither ;

[To Antigon
You, that have been fo tenderly officious

With lady Margery, your midwife there,

To fave this baitard's life ; (for 'tis a baftard,

So fure as this beard's grey) what will you adventure
To fave this brat's life ?

Ant. Any thing, rny Lord,

That my ability may undergo,

And noblenefs impofe : at leait, thus much 5

I'll pawn the little blood which I have left,

To fave the innocent ; any thing poffible.

Leo. It Ihall be poffible ,• fwear by this fword,
Thou wilt perform my bidding.

Ant. I will, my Lord.

Leo. Mark and perform it ; feed thou ? for the fail

Of any point in't fnall not only be

Death to thyfelf, but to thy lewd-tongu'd wife,

Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoyn thee,

As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry

This female baftard hence, and that thou bear it

To fome remote and defart place, quite out

Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it,

(Without more mercy,) to its own protection

And favour of the climate. As by ftrange fortune

It came to us, I do in juftice charge thee,

On thy foul's peril and thy body's torture,

That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place,

Where chance may nurfe, or end it. Take it up.

Ant. I fwear to do this : tho' a prefent death

Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe ;

Some powerful fpirit inftruct the kites and ravens

To be thy nurfes ! Wolves and bears, they fay,

(Calling their favagenefs afide) have done
Like offices of pity. Sir, be profperous

In more than this deed does require ; and blefling,
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Againlt, this cruelty, fight on thy fide !

Poor thing, condemn1

d to lofs.— [Exit, with the Child.

Leo. No ; 1*11 not rear

Another's ilTue.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. Pleafe your Highnefs, pofts,

From thofe you fent to th* oracie, are come
An hour fi nee. Cleomines and Dion,

Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed,

Halting to th' court.

Lord. So pleafe you, Sir, their fpeed

Hath been beyond account.

Leo. Twenty-three days
They have been abfent : this good fpeed foretels,

The great Apollo fuddenly will have
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords,

Summon a fefiion, that we may arraign

Our moll dilloyal Lady ; for as me hath

Been publickly accus'd, fo (hall (he have
A juft and open tryah While fhe lives,

My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave me,
And think upon my bidding. [Exeunt federally*

ACT III.

SCENE, A Part of Sicily, near the

Sea-fide.

Enter Cleomines and Dion.

Cleomines.

THE climate's delicate, the air moft fweet,

Fertile the ille, the temple much furpaffing

The common praife it bears.

Dion. I lhall report,

For moft it caught me, the celeftial habits,

M 5 (Mb-
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(Methinks, I fo fhould term them,) and the reverence
Of the grave wearers. O, the facrifice

How ceremonious, folemn, and unearthly

It was iW offering !

Cleo. But of all, the burlt

And the ear-deafning voice o'th' oracle,

Kin to Jc<ve*s thunder, fo furpriz'd my fenfe,

That I was nothing.

Dion. If th* event o*th' journey

Prove as fuccefsful to the Queen, (O be't fo f)

As it hath been to us, rare, pleafant, fpeedy,

The time is worth the ufe on't.

Cleo. Great Apollo,

Turn all to th' bell ! thefe proclamations,

So forcing faults upon Hermione,

I little like.

Dion. The violent carriage of it

Will clear, or end the bufinefs ; when the oracle,

(Thus by Apollo $ great divine feal'd up,)

Shall the contents difcover : fomething rare

Even then will rum to knowledge. Go ; frem horfes

:

And gracious be the iffue ! [Exeunt.

SCENE reprefents a Court cf Jujlke.

Leontes, Lords and Officers, appear properly feated.

Leo. ^TT^HIS feffion, (to our great grief, we pro-

X nounce,)

Ev n puihes 'gainft our heart. The party try'd*

The daughter of a King, our wife, and one

Of us too much belov'd ; let us be clear'd

Of being tyrannous, fince we fo openly

Proceed in juftice, which mall have due courfe,

Even to the guilt, or the purgation.

Produce the prifoner.

Offi. It is his Highnefs' pleafure, that the Queen
Appear in perfen here in court. Silence r

Hermione
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Hermione is brought in, guarded ; Paulina, and Ladies,

attending.

Leo. Read the indictment.

Ojffi. Hermione, Queen to the worthy Leontes, King

of Sicilia, thou art here accufed and arraigned of high

treafon, in committing adultery with Polixenes, King of
Bohemia, and confpiring with Camillo to take away the

life of our fivereign lord the King, thy royal husband i

the pretence whereof being by circumjlances partly laid open,

thou, Hermione, contrary to thefaith and allegiance of a
true fubjecl, didf counfel and aid them, for their better

fafety, tofly away by night.

Her. Since what I am to fay, mud be but That
Which contradicts my accufation ; and
The teftimony on my part, no other

But what comes from myfelf ; it mail fcarce boot me
To fay, Not guilty : mine integrity,

Being counted falfhood, mail, as I exprefs it,

Be fo receiv'd. But thus, if powers divine

Behold our human actions, as they do,

I doubt not then, but innocence fhail make
Falfe accufation blufh, and tyranny

Tremble at patience.— You, my Lord, beft know?
Who leaft will feem to do fo, my paft life

Hath been as continent, as chafte, as true,

As I am now unhappy ; which is more
Than hiitory can pattern, tho' devis'd,

And play'd, to take fpeclators. For behold me
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe
A moiety of the throne, a great King's daughter,

The mother to a hopeful Prince, here Handing
To prate and talk for life and honour, 'fore

Who pleafe to come and hear. For life, I prize it

As I weigh grief which I would fpare : for honour,
v
Tis a derivative from me to mine,

And only That I (land for. I appeal

To your own confcience, Sir, before Polixenes

Came to your court, how I was in your grace,

How merited to be fo > fince. he came,

WitS
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With what encounter fo uncurrant I

Have llrain'd t'appear thus ; if one jot beyond
The bounds of honour, or in act:, or will

That way inclining, hardned be the hearts

Of all that hear me, and my near' ft of kin
Cry, fie, upon my grave!

Leo. I ne'er heard yet,

That any of thofe bolder vices wanted
Lefs impudence to gain-fay what they did,

Than to perform it firft.

Her. That's true enough

;

Tho' 'tis a faying, Sir, not due to me.
Leo. You will not own it.

Her. More than miftrefs of,

What comes to me in name of fault, I mull not

At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, .

With whom I am accused, I do confefs,

I lov'd him, as in honour he requir'd;

With fuch a kind of love, as might become
A lady like me ; with a love, even fuch,

So and no other, as your felf commanded :

Which not to have done, I think, had been in me
Both difobedience and ingratitude

To you, and towards your friend ; whofe love had
fpoke,

Even fanee it could fpeak, from an infant, freely,

That it was yours. Now for Confpiracy,

1 know not how it taftes, tho' it be difiYd

For me to try how ; all I know of it,

Is, that Camilla was an honeil man ;

And why he left your Court, the Gods themfelve*

(Wotting no more than I,) are ignorant.

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know
What you have underta'en to do in's abfence.

Her. Sir,

You fpeak a language that I understand not

;

My life itands in the level of your dreams,

Which I'll lay down.
Leo. Your Actions are my Dreams.

You had a Baftard by Polixenes>

And
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And I but dream'd it :— as you were pall all fhame,

(Thofe of your Faft are fo) fo paft all truth

;

Which to deny, concerns more than avails : for as

Thy brat hath been caft out, like to it felf,

No father owning it, (which is, indeed,

More criminal in thee than it) fo thou

Shalt feel our juftice; in whofe eafieil palTage

Look for no lefs than death.

Her. Sir, fpare your threats ;

The bug, which you would fright me with, I feek

:

To me can life be no commodity.
The crown and comfort of my life, your Favour,

I do give loft ; for I do feel it gone,

But know not how it went. My fecond joy,

The hrft-fruits of my body, from his prefence

I'm barr'd like one infectious. My third comfort,

(Starr'd molt unluckily,) is from my breaft

(The innocent milk in its moft innocent mouth)

HaPd out to murder ; my felf on every poll

Proclaimed a ftrumpet ; with immodeft hatred

The child-bed privilege deny M, which 'longs

To women of all fafhion : laftly, hurried

Here to this place, i'th' open air, before

I have got ftrength of limit. Now^ my liege,

Tell me what bleftings I have here aftve,

That I fhould fear to die ? therefore proceed :

But yet hear this ; miftake me not; no life,

I prize it not a ftraw ; but for mine honour,

Which I would free, if I mail be condemned

Upon furmifes, (all proofs fteeping elfe,

But what your jealoulies awake,) I tell you,

'Tjs Rigour, and not Law. Your Honours allr

I do refer me to the Oracle

:

Apollo be my judge.

Enter Dion and Cleomines.

Lord. This your requeft

Is altogether juft; therefore bring forth,.

And in Apollo 's name, his Oracle.

Her. The Emperor of RuJJta was my father,
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Oh, that he were alive, and here beholding

His daughter's tryal ; that he did but fee

The ftatnefs of my mifery ; yet with eyes

Of Pity, not Revenge

!

Offi.
You here mail fwear upon the Sword of Juftice,

That you, CUomines and Dion, have

Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought

This feaPd up Oracle, by the hand delivered

Of great Apollo's Prielt ; and that fince then

You have not dar'd to break the holy Seal,

Nor read the fecrets in't.

Cleo. Dion. All this we fwear.

Leo. Break up the Seals, and read.

Ojji. Hermione is chafte, Polixenes blamelefs, Camillo

a true Subjed, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, his innocent babe

truly begotten ; and the King Jhall Ivve without an heir-,

if That, <which is loft, be notfound.

Lords. Now blefled be the great Apollo !

Her. Praifed !

Leo. Haft thou read truth ?

Offi. Ay, my lord, even fo as it is here fet down*
Leo. There is no truth at all i'th' Oracle

;

The Seffion ihall proceed ; this is meer fallhood.

Enter Servant.

Ser. My lord the King, the King,—
Leo. What is the bufinefs ?

Ser. O Sir, I mall be hated to report it.

The Prince your fori, with meer conceit and fear

Of the Queen's Speed, is gone.

Leo. How gone ?

Ser. Is dead.

Leo. Apollo's angry, and the heav'ns themfelves

Do lirike at my injuftice. How now> there ?

Her. faints.

Pau. This news is mortal to the Queen : look down.

And fee what death is doing.

Leo. Take her hence ;

Her heart is but o'er-charg'd ; fhe will recover.

[Exeunt Paulina and ladies with Hermione,
I
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I have too much believ'd mine own fufpicion

:

'Befeech you, tenderly apply to her

Some remedies for life. Apollo>, pardon

My great Prophanenefs 'gainft thine Oracle \

I'll reconcile me to Polixenes,

New woo my Queen, recal the good Camillo ;

(Whom I proclaim a man of Truth, of Mercy)
For being tranfported by my jealoufies

To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chofe

Camillo for the Minifter, to poilon

My friend Polixenes ; which had been done,

But that the good mind of Camillo tardied

My fwift Command; tho* I with death, and with
Reward, did threaten, and encourage him,

Not doing it, and being dene ; he (moll humane,
And filFd with Honour) to my kingly Gueft

Unclafp'd my practice, quit his fortunes here,

Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard

Of all incertainties himfelf commended,
No richer than his honour : how he glitters

Through my dark Ruft ! and how his Piety

Does my deeds make the blacker !

Enter Paulina.

Pau. Woe the while !

O, cut my Tace, left my heart, cracking it,

Break too.

Lord. What fit is this, good lady ?

Pau. What ftudied torments, Tyrant, haft for me?
What wheels I racks I fires r what flaying ? boiling t

burning

In leads, or oils ? what old, or newer, torture

Muft I receive ? whofe every word deferves

To tafte of thy moft worft. Thy Tyranny
Together working with thy JealouSes,

(Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle

For girls of nine I) O, think, what they have done^.

And then run mad, indeed ; ftark mad, for all

Thy by-gone fooleries were but fpices of it.

That



280 The Winter^ Tale.
That thou betray 'dft Polixenes, 'twas nothing ; (8)

That did but Ihew thee of a Soul inconflant,

And damnable ingrateful : nor was't much,
Thou would'ft have poifon'd good Camilla % honour,

To have him kill a King : poor trefpalTes,

More monftrous {landing by ; whereof I reckon

The calling forth to crows thy baby-daughter,

To be, or none, or little ; tho' a devil

Would have med water out of fire, ere don't

:

Nor is't dire&Iy laid to thee, the death

Of the young Prince, whofe honourable thoughts

(Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft the heart.

That could conceive a grofs and foolilh Sire

BlemihYd his gracious Dam : this is not, no,

Laid to thy anfwer ; but the lalt, O lords,

When I have faid, cry, woe ! the Queen, the Queen,

—

The fweeteft, dearefl, creature's dead ; and vengeance
for't

Not dropt down yet.

Lord. The higher Powers forbid f

Pau. I fay, fhe's dead : I'll fwear't : if word, nor oath,

Prevail not, go and fee : if you can bring

Tindlure or luflre in her lip, her eye,

Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll ferve you
As I would do the Gods. But, O thou tyrant?

Do not repent thefe things ; for they are heavier

Than all thy woes can flir : therefore betake thee

To nothing but Defpair. A thoufand knees,

Ten thoufand years together, naked, falling,

Upon a barren mountain, and frill winter

In llorm perpetual, could not move the Gods

(2) That thou betray'dfi Polixenes,' twas Nothing 5

That did but 0)tvj ihee, of a Fool, inconfiant y

And damnable mgrateful.'] 1 have ventur'd at a flight Al-

teration here, againft the Authority of all the Copies. It is

certainly too giofs and blunt in Paulina, tho' She might im-

peach the King of Fooleries in fome of his paft Actions and
Conduct, to call him downright a Fool. And it is much more
pardonable in her to arraign his Morals, and the Qualities of

his Mind, than rudely to call him Idiot to his Face.
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To look that way thou wert.

Leo. Go on, go on

:

Thou canft not fpeak too much ; I have deferv'd

All tongues to talk their bittereft.

Lord Say no more

;

Howe'er the bufinefs goes, you have made fault

I'th' boldnefs of your fpeech.

Pau. I am forry for't.

All faults I make, when I mall come to know them,
I do repent : alas, I've fhew'd too much
The raMhnefs of a woman ; he is touched

To th* noble heart. What's gone, and what's paft helpj»

Should be part grief. Do not receive affliction

At my petition, I befeech you ; rather

Let me be punifh'd, that have minded you
Of what you mould forget. Now, good my liege,

Sir, royal Sir, forgive a foolim woman

;

The love I bore your Queen— lo, fool again !—

—

I'll fpeak of her no more, nor of your children :

I'll not remember you of my own lord,

Who is loft too. Take you your patience to your
And 1*11 fay nothing.

Leo. Thou didft fpeak but well,

When moft the truth ; which I receive much better

Than to be pitied of thee. Pr'ythee, bring rue

To the dead bodies of my Queen and fon ;

One Grave mail be for both. Upon them mall
The caufes of their death appear unto
Our fhame perpetual; once a day I'll vifit

The Chappel where they lye, and tears, med there,

Shall be my recreation. So long as nature

Will bear up with this exercife, fo long
I daily vow to ufe it. Come, and lead me
To thefe fonows. {Exeunt*

SCENE
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SCENE changes to Bohemia. A defart Country ;

the Sea at a little dijlance.

Enter Antigonus with a Child, and a Mariner*

Ant. 'HT^HOU art perfect then, our fhip hath touched

The deiarts of Bohemia P

Mar, Ay, my lord ; and fear,

We've landed in ill time: the skies look grimly,

And threaten prefent blufters. In my confidence.

The heav'ns with that we have in hand are angry,

And frown upon's.

Ant, Their faered wills be done \ get thee aboard,

Look to thy bark, 1*11 not be long before

I call upon thee.

Mar. Make your beft hafte, and go not

Too far i'th' land ; 'tis like to be kmd weather,

Befides, this place is famous for the creatures

Of prey, that keep upon't.

Ant. Go thou away.
I'll follow inilantly.

Mar. I'm glad at heart

To be fo rid 0' th' bufinefs. {Exit*

Ant. Come, poor babe;

I have heard, but not believ'd, the fpirits of the dead

May walk again ; if fuch thing be, thy mother
Appear'd to me laft night ; for ne'er was dream
So like a waking. To me comes a creature,

Sometimes her head on one fide, fome another,

I never favv a velTei of like forrow

So filPd, and fo becoming ; in pure white robes,

Like very fandity, {he did approach

My cabin where I lay ; thrice bow'd before me,
And, gafping to begin fome fpeech, her eyes

Became two fpouts ; the fury fpent, anon
Did this break from her.

4
' Good Antigonus,

" Since fate, againft thy better difpofition,
4

' Hath made thy perfon for the thrower-out
' 1 Ofmy poor babe, according to thine oath,

« Places
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*' Places remote enough are in Bohemia,
" There weep, and leave it crying ; and, for the babe
* Is counted loll for ever and ever, Perdita,
" I pr'ythee, call't. For this ungentle bufinefs,

" Tut on thee by my lord, thou ne'er (halt fee

*' Thy wife Paulina more.
0 And fo, withfhrieks,

Sh« melted into air. Affrighted much,
I did in time collect myfeif, and thought

This was fo, and no (lumber : Dreams are toys,

Yet for this once, yea, fuperftitiouily,

I will be fquar'd by this. I do believe,

Hermione hath fuffer'd death ; and that

Apollo would, this being indeed the iftue

Of King Polixenes, it mould here be laid,

Either for life or death, upon the earth

Of its right father. Bloffom, fpeed thee well

!

[Laying down the child*

There lye, and there thy character : there thefe,

Which may, if fortune pleafe, both breed thee, pretty

one,

And ftill reft thine. The ftorm begins ; Poor wretch^

That for thy mother's fault art thus expos'd

To loft, and what may follow, (weep I cannot,

But my heart bleeds : and moil accurft am I

To be by oath enjoin'd to this.) Farewel 1

The day frowns more and more ; thou art like to have

A lullaby too rough : I never faw
The heav'ns fo dim by day. A favage clamour !

Well may I get aboard ! this is the chace

;

I am gone for ever. [Exit, purfued hy a bear*

Enter an old Shepherd.

Shep. I would there were no age between ten and
three and twenty, or that youth would fieep out the reft:

for there is nothing in the between but getting wenches
with child, wronging the ancientry, ftealing, fighting

—

hark you now !— would any but thefe boii'd brains of

nineteen, and two and twenty, hunt this weather? They
have fcar'd away two of my beft fheep, which, I fear,

the wolf will fooner find than the mafter ; if any where
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I have them, 'tis by the fea-iide, brouzing of ivy.

Good luck, an't be thy will ! what have we here f

[faking up the child'.] Mercy on's, a bearne! a very

pretty bearne! a boy, or a child, I wonder! a pretty

one, a very pretty one ; fare, fome 'fcape : tho' I am
not bookifh, yet I can read waiting-gentlewoman in the

'fcape. This has been fome Hair-work, fome trunk-

work, fome behind-door-work : they were warmer that

got this, than the poor thing is here. I'll take it up for

pity, yet I'll tarry 'till my fon come ; he hollow'd but

even now j Whoa, ho-hoa !

Enter Clown.

C/o. Killoa, loa!

Sbep. What, art fo near? if thou'lt fee a thing to

talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither.

What ail'ft thou, man ?

C/o. I have feen two fuch fights, by fea and by land

;

but I am not to fay, it is a fea ; for it is now the sky

;

betwixt the firmament and it you cannot thruft a bodkin's

point.

Sbep, Why, boy, how is it ?

C/o. I would, you did but fee how it chafes, how it

rages, how it takes up the more ; but that's not to the

point; oh, the moll: piteous cry of the poor fouls, fome-

times to fee 'em, and not to fee 'em : now the fhip boring

the moon with her main-mail:, and anon fwallow'd with
yell and froth, as you'd thruft a cork into a hogfhead.

And then for the land fervice, to fee how the Bear

tore out his moulder-bone, how he cry'd to me for help,

and faid, his name was Antigonus, a nobleman. But to

make an end of the fhip, to fee how the fea flap-dra-

gon'd it. But firft, how the poor fouls roar'd, and the

fea mock'd them. And how the poor gentleman roar'd,

and the bear mock'd him ; both roaring louder than the

fea, or weather.

Sbep. 'Name of mercy, when was this, boy?
C/o. Now, now, 1 have not wink'd fince I faw thefe

fights ; the men are not yet cold under water, nor the

bear half din'd on the gentleman ; he's at it now.

(9) Sbep.



The Winter'* Tale. 285

(9) Sbep. 'Would, I had been by to have help'd tke

nobleman.

Clo. I would, you had been by the Ihip-fide, to have
help'd her ; there your charity would have lack'd foot-

ing. \_Afede.

Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters f but look thee

here, boy. Now blefs thyfelf ; thou meet' ft with things

dying, 1 with things new-born. Here's a fight for thee ;

look thee, a bearing-cloth for a fquire's child ! look thee

here ; take up, take up, boy, open't ; fo, let's fee : it

was told me, I mould be rich by the fairies. This is

fome changling : open't ; what's within, boy ?

(10) Clo. You're a made old man; if the fins of your
youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold! all

gold!

Sbep. This is fairy gold, boy, and will prove fo. Up
with it, keepitclofe: home, home, the next way. We
are lucky, boy ; and to be fo Hill, requires nothing but

fecrefie. Let my fheep go : come, good boy, the next

way home.
Clo. Go you the next way with your findings, I'll go

fee if the Bear be gone from the gentleman ; and how
much he hath eaten : they are never curft but when they

are hungry : if there be any ofhim left, I'll bury it.

Shep. That's a good deed. If thou may '11 difcern by

(9) Shep. Would, I had been by to have helfd the old Man.}
Tho' all the printed Copies concur in this reading, I am per-

fuaded, we ought to reftore, Nobleman. The Shepherd knew
nothing of tAmigonm's Agej befides, the Clown had juft told

his Father, that he faid, his Name was ^intigonus a Nobleman,

and no lefs than three times in this Ihort Scene, the Clown,
fpeaking of him, calls him the Gentleman.

(10) You're a mad old Man\ if the Sins of your youth are for-

given you, you? re well to live. Cold! all Gold!] This the Clown
fays upon his opening his Fardel, and difcovering the Wealth

in it. But this is no Reafon why he ihould call his Father a

mad old Man. I have ventur'd to correct in the Text. To* re

a made old Man: i. e, your Fortune's made by this adventiti-

ous Treafuie*, So our Poet, in a Number of other Paffages.

that
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that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th'

iight of him.

Clo. Marry, will I ; and you mall help to put him
i'th' ground.

Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and we'll do good deeds

on't. [Exeunt*

Enter Time, as Chorus.

Time. I, that pleafe Tome, try all, both joy and
terror

Of good and bad, that mask and unfold error ; (i i)

Now take upon me, in the name ofTime,
To ufe my wings. Impute it not a crime

To me, or my iwift paffage, that I Aide

O'er fix teen years, and leave the growth untry'd

Of that wide gap ; fince it is in my power
To o'erthrow law, and in one felf-born hour
To plant and o'erwhelm cuftom. Let me pafs

The fame I am, ere ancient' it order was,

Or what is now receiv'd. I witnefs to

The times, that brought them in ; fo lhall I do
To th' frelheft things now reigning, and make ftale

The glittering of this prefent, as my tale

Now feems to it : your patience this allowing,

I turn my glafs ; and give my fcene fuch growing,

As you had flept between. Leontes leaving

Th' effects of his fond jealoufies, fo grieving

That he fruits up himfelf ; imagine me,
Gentle fpeclators, that I now may be

In fair Bohemia ; and remember well,

I mention here a fon o'th' King's whom F/orizel

I now name to you ; and with fpeed fo pace

To fpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace

(n) That make and unfold Error.} This does not in

my Opinion take in the Poet's Thought. Time does not

makt miftakes, and difcovcr them, at different Conjunctures $

but the Poet means, that Time often for a Seafon covers Errors,

which he afterwards difplays and brings to Light. I chufe iheic-

loie to read 3

that ma$ke And unfold Errot,

Equal
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Equal with wondring. What of her enfues,

I lift not prophefie. But let Time's news

Be known, when 'tis brought forth. A fhepherd's daughter^

And what to her adheres, which follows after,

Is th' argument of time ; of this allow,

If ever you have fpent time worfe ere now

:

If never, yet that Time himfelf doth fay,

He wilhes earneftly, you never may. [Exit,

ACT IV.

S C E N E, the Court of Bohemia.

Enter Polixenes and Camillo.

PoLIXENES.

I Pray thee, good Camillo, be no more importunate

;

'tis a ficknefs denying thee any thing, a death to

grant this.

Cam. It is fifteen years fmce I faw my country

;

though I have for the moft part been aired abroad, I
defireto lay my bones there. Befides, the penitent King,
my mailer, hath fent for me ; to whofe feeling forrows

I might be fome allay, or I o'erween to think fo, which
is another fpur to my departure.

Pol. As thou lov'ft me, Camillo, wipe not out the reft

!iof thy fervices by leaving me now; the need I have of
thee, thine own goodnefs hath made : better not to have
jhad thee, than thus to want thee. Thou having made me
IbufineiTes, which none, without thee, can Tufficiently

I manage, muil either flay to execute them thy felf, or

I take away with thee the very fervices thou haft done ;

Iwhich if 1 have not enough confider'd, (as too much I
Icannot,) to be more thankful to thee fhall be my ftudy

;

l and my profit therein, the heaping friendships. Of that

ifatal country Sicilia, pr'ythee, fpeak no more; whofe
very naming punifhes me with the remembrance of that

penitent,
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penitent, as thou callMl him, and reconciled King my
brother, whofe lofs of his moll precious Queen and chil-

dren are even now to be afrefh lamented. Say to me,

when fawMl thou the Prince Florizel my fon ? Kings

are no lefs unhappy, their iilue not being gracious, than

they are in lofing them, when they have approved their

virtues.

Cam. Sir, it is three days fince I faw the Prince ;

what his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown :

but I have (miflingly) noted, he is of late much retired

from court, and is lefs frequent to his princely exercifes

than formerly he hath appear'd.

Pol. I have confider'd fo much, Camillo, and with
fome care fo far, that I have eyes under my fervice,

which look upon his removednefs ; from whom I have

this intelligence, that he is feldom from the houfe of a

moll homely Ihepherd ; a man, they fay, that from very

nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours,

is grown into an unfpeakable eitate.

Cam. I have heard, Sir, of fuch a man, who hath a
daughter of moil rare note ; the report of her is ex-

tended more than can be thought to begin from fuch a

cottage.

Pol. (12) That's likewife a part of my intelligence;

and, I fear, the Engle that plucks onr fon thither. Thou
fhalt accompany us to the place, where we will (not ap-

(12) That's likewife part of my Intelligence ; but, 2 fear the

Angle that plucks our Son thither ,] The disjunctive here, I think,

makes ftark Nonfence of the Context: and the Editors have

palm'd an Allulion in the Word ^4ngle> which feems foreign to

the Senfe of the Paflage. As, before, in the Taming of the

Shrew, ^Angel\% iniftakenly put for Engle : fo, I fufpeft, single,

by the fame eafy Corruption, is here. 1 have there prov'd the

Ufe and Meaning of the Word. I'll proceed briefly to juftify

the Emendation I have here made, by (hewing how naturally it

falls in with the Scnfe we (hould expett. Camtllo had juft told

the King, he had heard of fuch a ' hepherd, and of a Daughter

he had of moft rate Note. replies the Xing, that's a Fart

cf my Intelligence too; and, I fe.tr ^ \that Daughter is] the Siren,.

j^fDecoy, the invitation, that plucks 9ttr Son thither*

pcaring,
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pearingwhat we are) have fome queftion with the fliep-
herd; from whofe fimplicity, I think it not uneafie to
get the caufe of my fon's refort thither. Pr'ythee, be
my prefent partner in this bufinefs, and lay allele the
thoughts of Sicilia.

Cam. I willingly obey your command.
Pol. My belt Camillo—we mull difguife our felves.

[ExeuntaSCENE changes to the Country.

Enter Autolicus Jinging.

HEN dajfadils begin to peere,

Withy heigh ! the doxy over the dale,
Why, then comes in the fweet o'tFyear;

For the red blood reigns in the winters pale.
The white Jheet bleaching on the hedge,

With, hey ! the fweet birds, Q how they Jing /
Doth fet my pugging tooth on edge :

For a quart of ale is a dijhfor a king.

The lark, that tirra-lyra chaunts9

With, hey! with, hey! the thrufh and thejay

;

Are fummer fongsfor me and my aunts.

While we lie tumbling in the hay.

I have ferved Prince F/orizel, and in my time wore
three-pile, but now I am out of fervice.

ButJhall I go mournfor that, my dear?
The pale moonJhines by night

:

And when Iwander here and there,
I then do go moft right.

If tinkers may have leave to live,
And bear thefow-skin budget ;

Then my account I well may give.
And in the flocks avouch it.

My traffick is meets ; when the kite builds, look to lcflcr
hnnen My father nam'd me Autolicus, being litter'd
under Mercury

; who, as I am, was likewife a fnapper-
up of unconfider'd trifles: with die and drab, I pur-
--has d this caparifon; and my revenue is the filly cheat,
fallows, and knock, are too powerful on the high-way

;

0 L
• N beating
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beating and hanging are terrors to me : for the life to

come, I Heep out the thought of it. A prize ! a

prise

!

Enter Clown.

Clo. Let me fee,— Every eleven weather tods, every

tod yields p©und and odd {hilling; fifteen hundred fhorn,

what comes the wool too ?

Aut. If the fprindge hold, the cock's mine.

[Afidet

Clo* I cannot do't without compters. Let me fee,

what am I to buy for our meep-fnearing
_

feait, three

pound of fugar, five pound of currants, rice what

will this filter of mine do with rice ? but my father hath

made her midrefs of the feaft, and {he lays it on. She

hath made me four and twenty nofe-gays for the {hear-

ers ; three-man fong-men all, and very good ones, but

they are moil of them means and bafes ; but one Puritan

among them, and he lings pfalms to horn-pipes. I

mutt have faffron to colour the warden-pies, mace-
dates none -that's out of my note: nutmegs,

feven ; a race or two of ginger, but that I may beg ;

four pound of prunes, and as many raifins o'th' fun.

Aat. Oh, that ever I was born I

[Groveling on the ground*

Clo. VtV name cf me
Aut. Oh, help me, help me: pluck but off tnele rags,

and then death, death

Clo. Alack, poor foul, thou haft need of more rags

to lay on thee, rather than have thefe off.

Jut. Oh, Sir, the loathfomnefs of them offends me,

more than the {tripes I have receiv'd, which are mighty

ones, and millions.

Clo. Alas, poor nun! a million of beating may come

to a great matter.

Aut I am robb'd, Sir, and beaten; my mony and

apparel ta'en from me, and thefe deteftable things put,

upon me.
Clo. What, by a horfe-man, or a footman r

Aut. A footman, fweet Sir, a footman.

CM
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Clo. Indeed, he fhould be a foot-man, by the gar-

ments he hath left with thee; if this be a horfe-man's
coat, it hath feen very hot fervice. Lend me thy hand
rii help thee. Come, lend me thy hand.

[Helping him up.
Jut. Oh! good Sir, tenderly, oh!
Clo. Alas, poor foul.

Jut. O good Sir, fcftly, good Sir: I fear, Sir, my
moulder- blade is out.

Clo. How now ? canft ftand ?

Jut. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir, foftly; you ha*
done me a charitable office.

Clo. Doll lack any mony? I have a little mony for
thee.

Jut. No, good fweet Sir; no, I befeech you, Sir; I
have a kinfman not paft three quarters of a mile hence,
unto whom I was going ; I (hall there have mony, or
iny thing I want : ofter me no mony, I pray you; that
kills my heart.

Clo. What manner of fellow was he, that robb'd you ?
Jut. A fellow, Sir, that I have known to go about

ivith trol-my-dames : I knew him once a fervant of
:he prince ; I cannot tell, gcod Sir, for which of his
virtues it was, but he was certainly whipp'd out of the
:ourt.

Clo. His vices, you would fay; there's no virtue
vhipp'd out of the court; they cherifh it to make it-flay
here, and yet it will no more but abide.
Jut. Vices I would fay, Sir. I know this man well,

ie hath been fince an ape-bearer, then a procefs-ferver,
bailiff; then he compafs'd a motion of the prodigal

m, and married a tinker's wife within a mile where
iy land and living lyes ; and, having flown over many
navifti profeffions, he fettled only in a rogue; fome call
im Jutolicus.

Clo. Out upon him, prig! for my life, prig; he
aunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings.
Jut. Very true, Sir; he, Sir, he; that's the rogue,
at put me into this apparel.

N z ch.
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Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia ; if

you had but look'd big, and fpit at him, he'd have run.

Aut. I muft confefs to you, Sir, I am no fighter ; I

am falfe of heart that way, and that he knew, I warrant

him.
Clo. How do you now?
Aut. Sweet Sir, much better than I was ; I can Hand,

.

and walk ; I will even take my leave of you, and pace

foftly towards my kinfman's.

Clo. Shall I bring thee on thy way ?

Aut, No, good-fac'd Sir; no, fweet Sir.

Cla. Then, farewel, I muft go to buy fpices for our

fheep- {hearing. [Exit.

Jut. Profper you, fweet Sir ! Your purfe is not hot

enough to purchafe your fpice. I'll be with you at

your fheep - {hearing too: if I make not this cheat

bring out another, and the fhearers prove fheep, let^

me be unroll'd, and my name put into the book of

virtue \ SONG.
jfog on, jog on, thefoot-path way,
And merrily hent theftHe-a.

A merry heart goes all the day.

Tour fad tires in a mile-a. [Exit.

S C E N E, the Profpeti of a Shepherd's Cctte.

Enter Florizel and Perdita.

TloS * MIESE your unufual weeds to'each part of you

X D° give a hfe : no fhepherdefs, but Flora

Peering in April's front. This your fheep-{hearing

Is as a meeting of the petty gods,

And you the Queen on't.

Per. Sir, my gracious lord,

To chide at your extreams it not becomes me :

Oh pardon, that I name them : your high felf,

The gracious mark o'th' land, you have obfeur'd

With a fwain's wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid,
Molt goddefs-like prank'd up. But that our feafts

I
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In every mefs have folly, and the feeders

Digeft it with a cuftom, I mould blufti

To fee you fo attired ; fworn, I think,

To mew myfeif a glafs.

Flo. I blefs the time,

When my good falcon made her flight a-crofs

Thy father's ground.

Per. Now Jove afford you caufe f

To me the difference forges dread, your greatnefs

Hath not been us'd to fear ; even now I tremble

To think, your father, by fome accident,

Should pafs this way, as you did : oh, the fates !

How would he look, to fee his work, fo noble,

Vildly bound up ! what would he fay ! or how
Should I in thefe my borrowed flaunts behold

The fternnefs of his prefence !

Flo. Apprehend
Nothing but jollity : the Gods themfelves,

Humbling their deities to love, have taken

The mapes of beafts upon them. Jupiter

Became a bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptum
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire- rob'd God,
Golden Apollo9 a poor humble fwain,

As I feem now. Their transformations

Were never for a piece of beauty rarer,

Nor in a way fo chafte : fince my deiires

Run not before mine honour, nor my lufts

Burn hotter than my faith.

Per. O, but, dear Sir,

Your refolution cannot hold, when 'tis

Oppos'd, as it muft be, by th' power o'th' King.'

One of thefe two muft be necefTities,

Which then will fpeak, that you muft change this

purpofe,

Or T my life.

Flo. ThoudeareftPm£/tf,
With thefe forc'd thoughts, I pr'ythee, darken not
The mirth o'th' feaft ; or I'll be thine, my fair,

Or not my father's. For I cannot be
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if

N 3 I



294 *Fhe Winter^ Tale.
I be not thine. To this I am mcft conftant,

Tho' deftiny fay no.. Be merry, (Gentle,)

Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe, with any thing

That you behold the while. Your guefts are coming %

Lift up your countenance, as 'twere the day
Of celebration of that nuptial, which
We two have fworn mail come.

Per. O lady fortune^

Stand you aufpicious I

Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mopfa, Dorcas, Servants*,

with Poiixenes and Camillo difguisd.

Flo. See, your guefls approach ;

Addrefs yourfelf to entertain them fprightly,

And let' s be red with mirth.

Shep. Fie, daughter ; when my old wife liv'd, upon
This day Ihe was both pantier, butler, cook,

Both dame and fervant ; welcom'd all, ferv'd all

;

Would fing her fong, and dance her turn ; now here

At upper end o'th' table, now i'tk' middle

:

On his moulder, and his ; her face o' fire

With labour ; and the thing Ihe took to quench it

She would to each one fip. You are retired,

As ifyou were a feafted one, and not

The hoftefs of the meeting : pray you, bid

Thefe unknown friends to's welcome, for it Is

A way to make us better friends, more known.
Come, quench your blufhes, and prefent your felf

That which you are, miftrefs o'th' feaft. Come cn,

And bid us welcome to your fheep-(hearing,

As your good flock mall profper.

Per. Sirs, welcome. [To Pol. and Cam.
It is my father's will, I mould take on me
The hoftefsfhip o'th' day ; you're welcome, Sirs.

Give me thofe flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend Sirs,

For you there's rofemary and rue, thefe keep
Seeming and favour all the winter long :

Grace and remembrance be unto you both,

And welcome to our {hearing

!

Pol
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Pol. Shepherdefs,

(A fair one are you,) well you fit our ages

With flowers of winter.

. Per. Sir, the year growing ancient,

NGt yet on fummer's death, nor on the birth

Of trembling winter, the faireft flowers o'th' feafon

Are our carnations, and ftreak'd gilly -flowers,

Which fame call nature's baftards : of that kind

Cur ruftick garden's barren, and I care not

To get flips of them.

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden,
Do you neglect them ?

Per. For I have heard it faid,

There is an art, which in their piedenefs fhares

With great creating nature.

PgL Say, there be ;

Yet nature is made better by no mean,
But nature makes that mean ; fo over that art,

Which, you fay, adds to nature, is an art

That nature makes; you fee, fweetmaid, we marry
A gentler fcyon to the wildeft flock

;

And make conceive a bark of bafer kind
By bud of nobler race. This is an art,

Which does mend nature, change it rather ; but

The art it felf is nature.

Per. So it is.

PoL Then make your garden rich in gilly-flowers.

And do not call them baftards.

Per. I'll not put

The dibble in earth, to fet one flip of them :

No more than, were I painted, I would wifli

This youth (hould fay, 'twere well ; and only therefore

Deflre to breed by me.— Here's flowers for you

;

Hot lavender, mints, favoury, marjoram,

The mary-gold, that goes to bed with th' fun,

And with him rifes, weeping : thefe are flowers

Of middle fummer, and, I think, they are given

To men of middle age. Y'are very welcome.

Cam. I fliould leave grazing, were I of your flock,

And only live by gazing,

N 4 Per.
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Per. Out, alas!

You'd be fo lean, that blafts of January
Would blow you through and through. Now, my faireft

friend,

I would, I had fome flowers o'th' fpring, that might
Become your time ofday ; and yours, and yours,

That wear upon your virgin-branches yet

Your maiden-heads growing : O Proferpina,

For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let' ft fall

From Dis's waggon ! daffadils,

That come before the fwallow dares, and take

The winds of Marc/? with beauty ; violets dim,
But fweeter than the lids of Junoh eyes,

Or Cythereat breath ; pale primrofes,

That die unmarried, ere they can behold

Bright Phoebus in his ilrength ; (a malady
Moft incident to maids ;) bold oxlips, and
The crown-imperial ; lilliesof all kinds,

The fiower-de-iis being one. O, thefe I lack

To make you garlands of, and, my fweet friend,

To ftrow him o'er and o'er.

Flo. What ? like a coarfe ?

Per, No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on ;

Not like a coarfe ; or if,—not to be buried

But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers

;

Methinks, I play as I have feen them do

n Vvhitfon paftorals : fure, this robe of mine
Dees change my difpofition.

Flo. What you do,

Still betters what is done. When you fpeak, (fweet)

I'd have you do it ever ; when you fing,

I'd have you buy and fell fo ; fo, give alms

;

Pray, fo ; and for the ord'ring your affairs,

To fing them too. When you do dance, I wifh you
A wave o'th' fea, that you might ever do
Nothing but that; move Hill, Hill fo,

And own no other function. Each your doing,

So Angular in each particular,

Crowns what you're doing in the prefent deeds,

That all your afts are Queens.

Per.
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Per, O Dorides,

Your praifes are too large; but that your youth
And the true blood, which peeps forth fairly through it,

Do plainly give you out an unftain'd Ihepherd

;

With wifdom I might fear, my Doricles,

You woo'd me the falfe way.

Flo, I think, you have

As little skill to fear, as I have purpofe

To put you to't. But, come; our dance, I pray

5

Your hand, my Perdita ; fo turtles pair,

That never mean to part.

Per, I'll fwear for 'em.

Pol, This is the prettieft low-born lafs, that ever

Ran on the green-ford ; nothing me does, or feems.

But fmacks of fomething greater than her felf,

Too noble for this place.

Gam, He tells her fomething, (13)
That makes her blood look out : good footh, me is

The Queen of curds and cream.

Clo, Come on, ftrike up.

Dor, Mop/a muft be your miftrefs 5 marry, garlick to

mend her kimng with

Mop, Now, in good time!

Clo, Not a word, a word; we ftand upon our man*
nersj come, ftrike up.

Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdess.

Pol. Pray, good fhepherd, what fair fwainis this,

Who dances with your daughter ?

( I3 ) He tells her Something,

That makes her Blood Vo^on't.] Thus all the old Edi-
tions conuptedly. I dare fay, lhave reftor'd the true Reading;
and the Meaning muft be this. The Prince tells her Something,
that calls the Blood up into her Cheeks, and makes her blu/h. She, but
a little before, ufes a like Expreflion to defcribe the Prince's

Sincerity, which appear^ in the honeft Biood riling on his Face,

Your Praifes are too large ; bat thai your Toutb

tAnd the ff#f Blood, which peeps fottU fairly thxough;^
Do plainly give yon 9ftt an nnftaiti'd Shepherd*

N £ She};
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Shep. They call him Doricles, and he boafts himfelf

To have a worthy feeding ; but I have it

Upon his own report, and I believe it

:

He looks like footh ; he fays, he loves my daughter,
I think fo too ; for never gaz'd the moon
Upon the water, as he'll Hand and read

As 'twere my daughter's eyes : and, to be plain,

I think, there is not half a kifs to chufe
Who loves another belt.

Pol. She dances featly.

Shep. So fhe does any thing, tho' I report it

That mould be filent ; if young Doricles

Do light upon her, fhe mail bring him That
Which he not dreams of.

Enter a Servant.

Ser. O mailer, if ycu did but hear the pedler at the

door, you would never dance again after a tabor and
pipe : no, the bag-pipe could not move you ; he fings

feveral tunes, fafter than you'll tell mony ; he utters

them as he had eaten ballads, and all mens' ears grew to

his tunes.

Clo. He could never come better ; he fhall come in ;

I love a ballad but even too well, if it be doleful matter

merrily fet down ; or a very pleafant thing indeed, and
fung lamentably.

Ser. He hath fongs for man, or woman, of all fizes

;

no milliner can fo fit his cuitomers with gloves : he has

the prettier! love-fongs for maids, fo without bawdry,

(which is ftrange) with fuch delicate burthens of dil-do's

and fa-ding's : jump her and thump her : and wh<°re

fome ftretch-mouth'd rafcal would, as it were, mean rnif-

chief, and break a foul gap into the matter, he makes
the maid to anfwer, Whoop, do me no harm, good man 5

puts him off, flights him, with Whoop, do me no harm9

good man.
Pol. This is a brave fellow.

Clo. Believe me, thou taikeft of an admirable-con-

ceited fellow ; has he any unbraided wares ?

Ser. He hath ribbons of all the colours i'th' rainbow;

points,
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point?, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia can learnedly

handle, though they come to him by the grofs ; inkle?,

caddhTes, cambricks, lawns ; why, he lings them over,

as they were Gods and Goddefles ; you would think a

fmock were a fhe-angel, he fo chants to the fleeve-hand,

and the work about the fquare on't.

Clo. Pr'ythee, bring him in ; and let him approach,
iinging.

Per. Forewarn him, that he ufe no fcurrilous words
in's tunes.

Clo. You have of thefe pedlers that have more in 'em
than you'd think, filler.

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think,

Enter Autolicus fnging.

Lawn as white as driven fnow,
Cyprus black as e^er was crew ;

Gloves asfweet as damask rofes.

Masksfor faces andfor nofes ;

Bugle bracelets, neck- lace ambery
Perfumefor a ladys chamber :

Golden quoifs y andjlomachers,
For my lads to give their dears :

Pins, and poaking-fticks offeel,
What ?naids lackfrom head to heel;
Come buy of me, come: come -buy

y come buy9
Buy, lads, or eIfeyour lajfes cry,

Come buy, &c.

Clo. If I were not in love with Mopfa, thou ihould'ft
take no mony of me ; but being enthralPd as I am
it will alfo be the bondage of certain ribbons and
gloves.

Mop. I was promis'd them againft the feaft, but they
come not too late now.

Dor. He hath promis'd you more than that, or there
be liars.

Mop. He haih paid ycu all he prcmis'd you : 'may
be, he has paid you mgxe • which will lhame you to
give him again.
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C/o. Is there no manners left among maids ? will they

wear their plackets, where they mould wear their faces ?

is there net milking-time, when you are going to bed,

or kill-hole, to whiftle of thefe fecrets, but you mult
be tittle-tattling before all our gueits ? 'tis well, they

are whifpring : clamour your tongues, and not a word
more. •

Mop. I have done : come, you promis'd me a tawdry

lace, and a pair of fweet gloves.

Clo. Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the

way, and loft all my mony ?

Jut. And, indeed, Sir, there are cozeners abroad, there-

fore it behoves men to be wary.

C/o. Fear not thou, man, thou malt lofe nothing

tere.

Jut. I hope fo, Sir, for I have about me many par-

cels of charge.

C/o. What haft here ? ballads ?

Mop. Pray now, buy fome ; I love a ballad in print,

©r a life ; for then we are fure they are true.

Jut. Here's one to a very doleful tune, how a ufurer's

wife was brought to bed with twenty mony bags at a

barthen ; and how fhe long'd to eat adders' heads, and
toads carbonado'd.

Mop. Is it true, think you ?

Jut. Very true, and but a month old.

Dor. Blefs me from marrying a ufurer ?

Jut. Here's the widwife's name to' t, onemiftrefs Tate-*

porter, and five or fix honeft wives that were prefent.

Why mould I carry lies abroad ?

Mop. Pray you now, buy it.

C/o. Come on, lay it by ; and let
%
s firft fee more bal-

lads ; we'll buy the other things anon.

Jut. Here's another ballad, of a fifh. that appear'd up-

on the coaft, on Wednefday the fourfcore of April, f°rty
thoufand fadom above water, and fung this ballad againft

the hard hearts of maids ; it was thought, me was a wo-
man, and was turn'd into a cold nfh, for fhe would not

exchange flem with one that lov'd her ; the ballad is very

pitiful, and as true,
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Dor. Is it true too, think you ?

Aut. Five juftices hands at it; and witneffes, more
than my pack will hold.

Clo. Lay it by too : another.

Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one.

Mop. Let's have fome merry ones.

Aut. Why, this is a pafling merry one, and goes to

the tune of, Two maids wooing a man ; there's fcarce a
maid weflward, but Ihe fings it : 'tis in requeft, I can
tell you.

Mop. We can both fing it ; if thou'lt bear a part, thou
fhalt hear, 'tis in three parts.

Dor. We had the tune on't a month
1

ago.

Aut. I can bear my part ; you mull know, 'tis my
occupation : have at it with you.

Aut. Get you hence, for I muft go9

Where it fits not you to know*

Dor. Whither?
Mop. O whither?
Dor. Whither?

Mop. It becomes thy oathfull well,

Thou to me thy fecrets tell.

Dor. Me too, let me go thither

:

Mop. Or thou goeft to th" grange, or millT
Dor. If to either, thou doft ill?

Aut. Neither.

Dor. What neither?

Aut. Neither.

Dor. Thou hafl fworn my love to be %

Mop. Thou hafl fworn it more to me :

Then whither goeft ? fay, whither ?

Clo^ We'll have this fong out anon by ourfelves : my
father and the gentlemen are in fad talk,, and we'll not

trouble them : come, bring away thy pack after me,
Wenches, I'll buy for you both : Pedler, let's have the

firft choice; follow me, girls.

Aut. And you fliall pay well for 'em,

SON G>



302 fhe Winter^ Tale.

SONG,
Willyou buy any tape, or lace foryour cafe,

My dainty duck, Try dear-a ?

J.rJ. a?:d t^r-'ead, any t:ys f:r y:ur head

Of ne~j:\ ':. r.-df/:\ ;. f.-df -:ear-a ?

Come to the Pedler ; many s a medkr,
Thai d::h ulifr a.. -j:are-a.

[Ex, Clown, Autolicus, Dorcas, <?;;iMcpfe,

Enirr a Servant.

Ser. fi-f' Mafter. there three goat-herds, three

fhephercs. three near-herds, and three iwine-herds, that

have mere them:elve= all men cf hair, they call them-
ielves Saltier! : ar.d they have a dance, which the wenches

fay is a gailym^fry cf grnr.hcls . became they are net

ir.'t : but they themfelves are oW mind, [if it be not

too rough for feme, that know little but bowling,) it

will pleaie plentifully.

Sbep. Away ' we'll none erf: \ here has been too

much homely foolery already. I know, Sir, we weary
you.

Pol. You weary thefe, that refrefh us : 'pray, lefs fee

thefe four-threes of herchmen.

S:r. One three cf then:, by their own report, Sir,

hath dane'd before the King ; and not the wcril of the

three but jumps twelve foot and a half by th* fquare.

Sbep. Leave year prating; fm ce thefe good men are

pleas* d, let them come in ; but quickly now.

(14) Mdfier, there are three Carters, three Shepherds, three

Kea:~berd.' 9 and three Swiiu-berds 3 ] Thus all the printed Copies
hitherto. No*, in two Speeches after this, thefe are cali'd

fear three's of Herd/me*:. Eut could the Carters properly be

Cr.L'd Ktr-y.tn .

; At leaft, they have net the final Syllable,

Etrd. in their Ncmes; which. I believe, S*:ake'?eare intended,

all the ;':nr : .. .

"

:u'.d ha-.e. I have therefore gueiVd that

lie v104c 3 Biit ftr, tktt* are three Goat- herds, frc. And
fo, I think, we tr.ke ia the fear Specie* of Cattle ufually

tended bv Her«
4 'r;en*

Hrn
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Here a Dance of twelve Satyrs,

Pol. O, father, you'll know more of that hereafter.

Is it not too far gone ? 'tis time to part them ;

He's fimple, and tells much.—How now, fair fhepherd ?

Your heart is full of fomething, that doth take

Your mind from feafting. Sooth, when I was young,

And handed love, as you do, I was wont
To load my fhe with knacks : I would have ranfack'd

The pedler's filken treafury, and have pour'd ic

To her acceptance ; you have let him go,

And nothing marted with him. if your lafs

Interpretation mould abufe, and call this

Your lack of love or bounty ; you were flraited

For a reply, at leail, if you make care

Of happy holding her.

Flo. Old Sir, I know,
She prizes not fuch trifles as thefe are ;

The gifts, fhe looks from me, are packt and Icckt

Up in my heart, which I have given already,

But not deliver'd. O, hear me breathe my love

Before this ancient Sir, who, it mould feem,

Hath fometime lov'd. I take thy hand, this hand,

As foft as dove's down, and as white as it,

Or Ethiopian s tcoth, or the fann'd fnow
That's bolted by the northern blaft twice o'er,

Pol. What follows this ?

How prettily the young fwain feems to warn
The hand, was fair before ! I've put you out i

But, to your prcteilacion : let me hear

What you profefs.

Flo. Do, and be witnefs to't.

Pol. And this my neighbour too ?

Flo. And he, and more
Than he, and men ; the earth, and heav'ns, and all

;

That were I crown'd the moft imperial monarch
Thereof moft worthy, were I the fairelt youth

That ever made eye fwerve, had force and knowledge
More than was ever man's, I would not prize them
Without her love 3 for her imploy them all 3

Commend
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Commend them, and condemn them, to her fervice*

Or to their own perdition.

Pol. Fairly offer'd.

Cam. This fhevvs a found affection.

Sbep. But, my daughter,

Say you the like to him ?

Per. I cannot fpeak

So well, nothing fo well, no, nor mean better.

By th' pattern of mine own thoughts 1 cut out

The purity of his.

Sbep. Take hands, a bargain

;

And, fiends unknown, you (hall bear witnefs to't

:

I give my daughter to him, and will make
Her portion equal his.

Flo. O, that mull be

I'th' virtue of your daughter ; one being dead,

I mall have more than you can dream of yet,

Enough then for your wonder : but come on*

Contract us 'fore thefe witneffes.

Shep. Come, your hand,

And, daughter, yours.

Pal. Soft, fwain, a-while; 'befeech you,.

Have you a father ?

Flo. I have ; but what of him ?

Pol. Knows he of this ?

Flo. He neither does, nor mall.

Pol. Methinks, a father

Is, at the nuptial of his fon, a gueft

That belt becomes the table : 'pray you Once more,

Is not your father grown incapable

Gf reafonable affairs r is he not fiupid

With age, and altVing rheums ? can he fpeak ? hear ?

Know man from man ? difpute his own eftate ?

Lies he not bed-rid ? and, again, does nothing,

But what he did being childiih ?

Flo. No, good Sir ;

He has his health, and ampler ftrength, indeed,

Than molt have of his age.

Pol. By my white beard,

You offer him, if this be fo, a wrong
Some
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Something unfilial : Reafon, my fon

Should chufe himfelf a wife ; but as good reafon,

The father (all whofe joy is nothing elfe

But fair pofterity) fhould hold fome counfel

In fuch a bufinefs.

Flo. I yield all this

;

But for fome other reafons, my grave Sir,

Which 'tis not fit you know, I not acquaint

My father of this bufinefs.

Pol. Let him know't.

Flo. He mall not.

Pol. Pr'ythee, let him.

Flo. No ; he muft not.

Shep. Let him, my fon, he fhall not need to grkrs
At knowing of thy choice.

Flo. Come, come, he muft not

:

Mark our contract.

Pol. Mark your divorce, young Sir,

[Difcovering himfelf.

Whom fon I dare not call : thou art too bale

To be acknowledged. Thou a fcepter's heir,

That thus affe&'ft a fheep-hook f Thou old traytor,

I'm forry, that, by hanging thee, I can but

Shorten thy life one week. And thou frefti piece

Of excellent witchcraft, who of force muft know
The royal fool thou coap'ft with

Shep. O my heart

!

Pol. I'll have thy beauty fcratch'd with briars, and
made

More homely than thy ftate. For thee, fond boy,

If I may ever know thou doft but figh

That thou no more malt fee this knack, as never

I mean thou {halt, we'll bar thee from fucceflion i

Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin,

Far than Deucalion off : mark thou my words

;

Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this time,

Tho' full of our difpleafure, yet we free thee

From the dead blow of it : and you, enchantment,
Worthy enough a herdfman ; yea him too,

That makes himfelf, but for our honour therein,
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Unworthy thee ; if ever, henceforth, thou
Thefe rural latches to his entrance open,

Or hoope his body more with thy embraces,
I will devife a death as cruel for thee,

As thou art tender to it. [Exit.

Per. Even here undone :

I was not much afraid ; for once or twice

I was about to fpeak, and tell him plainly,

The felf-fame fun, that fhines upon this court,

Hides not his vifage from our cottage, but

Looks on alike. Wilt pleafe you, Sir, be gone ?

[To FlorizeL

I told you, what would come of this. 'Befeech you,

Of your own Hate take care : this dream of mine,
Being now awake, I'll queen it no inch farther,

But milk my ewes, and weep.

Cam. Why, how now, father ?

Speak, ere thou dieft.

Shep. I cannot fpeak, nor think,

Nor dare to know That which I know. O Sir,

[To FlorizeL

You have undone a man of fourfcore three,

That thought to fill his grave in quiet > yea,

To die upon the bed my father dy'd,

To lye clofe by his honeft bones ; but now
Some hangman muft put on my lhrowd, and lay me
Where no prieft fhovels in dull. O curfed wretch !

[To Perdita.

That knew'ft, This was the Prince ; and would'ft ad-

venture

To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone I

If I might die within this hour, I have liv'd

To die when I defire. [Exit*

Flo. Why look you fo upon me ?

I am but forty, not afraid ; delay'd,

But nothing alter'd : what I was, I am ;

More draining on, for plucking back ; not following

My leafh unwillingly.

Cam. Gracious my Lord,

You know your father's temper : at this time
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He will allow no fpeech, (which I do guefs,

You do not purpofe to him ;) and as hardiy

Will he endure your fight, as yet I fear

;

Then, 'till the fury of his Highnefs fettle,

Come not before him.

Flo. I not purpofe it.

I think, Camlllo

Cam. Even he, my Lord.

Per. How often have I told you, 'twould be thus ?

How often faid, my dignity would laft

But 'till 'twere known ?

Flo. It cannot fail, but by
The violation of my faith, and then

Let nature crufh the fides o'th' earth together,

And mar the feeds within !—'Lift up thy looks I

From my fuccefiion wipe me, father, I

Am heir to my affection.

Cam. Be advis'd.

Flo. I am ; and by my fancy ; if my reafon

Will thereto be obedient, I have reafon ;

If not, my fenfes, better pleas'd with madnefs,

Do bid it welcome.

Cam. This is defperate, Sir.

Flo. So call it ; but it does fulfil my vow

;

I needs muft think it honefty. CamMo,
Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may
He thereat glean'd ; for all the fun fees, or

The clofe earth wombs, or the profound feas hide

In unknown fadoms, will I break my oath

To this my fair belov'd : therefore, I pray you,

As you have ever been my father's friend,

When he mall mifs me, (as, in faith, I mean not

To fee him any more) call your good counfels

Upon his paffion ; let myfelf and fortune

Tug for the time to come. This you may know,
And fo deliver, I am put to fea

With her, whom here I cannot hold on more ;

And, moft opportune to our need, I have
A veffel rides faft by, but not prepar'd

For this defign. What courfe I mean to hold
Shall
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Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor
Concern me the reporting.

Cam. O my lord,

I would your fpirit were eafier for advice,

Or ftronger for your need.

Flo. Hark, Perdita

I'll hear you by and by. [To Cam
Cam. He's irremovable,

Refolv'd for flight : now were I happy, if

His going I could frame to ferve my turn ;

Save him from danger, do him love and honour ;

Purchafe the fight again of dear Sicilia,

And that unhappy King, my matter, whom
I fo much thirft to fee. \AJidi

Flo. Now, good Camillo ;

I am fo fraught with curious bufinefs, that

I leave out ceremony.

Cam. Sir, I think,

You have heard ofmy poor fervices, i'th' love

That I have borne your father ?

Flo. Very nobly

Have you deferv'd : it is my father's mufick
To fpeak your deeds, not little of his care

To have them recompenc'd, as thought on.

Cam. Well, my lord,

Ifyou may pleafe to think I love the King,
And through him, what's neareft to him, which is

Your gracious felf, embrace but my direction 5

(Ifyour more ponderous and fettled project

May fuffer alteration,) on mine honour,

I'll point you where you fhall havefuch receiving

As mail become your highnefs, where you may
Enjoy your miitrefs ; from the whom, I fee,

There's no disjunction to be made, but by
(As, heav'ns forefend !) your ruin. Marry her,

And with my befl endeavours, in your abfence,

Your difcontented father I'll ftrive to qualine,

And bring him up to liking.

Flo. How, Camillo,

May this, almoft a miracle, be done ?
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That I may call thee fomething more than man,

And after That truft to thee ?

Cam. Have you thought on

A place whereto you'll go ?

Flo. Not any yet

:

But as th'unthought-on accident is guilty

Of what we wildly do, fo we profeis

Our felves to be the flaves of chance, and flies

Of every wind that blows.

Cam. Then lift to me :

This follows, if you will not change your purpofe,

But undergo this flight, make for Sicilia ;

And there prefent your felf, and your fair Princefs

(For fo, I fee, fhe muft be) 'fore Leontes

;

She fhall be habited, as it becomes

The partner of your bed. Methinks, I fee

Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping

His welcomes forth ; asks thee, the fon, forgivenefs,

As 'twere i'th' father's perfon ; kifTes the hands

Of your frelh Princefs ; o'er and o'er divides him,
5Twixt his unkindnefs, and his kindnefs : th' one

He chides to hell, and bids the other grow
Fafter than thought or time.

Flo. Worthy Camillo,

What colour for my vifitation fhall I

Hold up before him ?

Cam. Sent by the King your father

To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir,

The manner of your Bearing towards him, with

What you, as from your father, fhall deliver,

Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down $(15)

The which fhall point you forth at every fitting,

What you muft fay ; that he fhall not perceive,

But that you have your father's bofom there,

(15) Things known betwixt us three Vll write you down*

The which fta'll point you forth at ev'ry fitting,

What you muji fay j—] Every Sitting, methinks, gives

but a very poor Idea. Every fitting, as I have venturM to cor-

rect the Text, means, ev'ry convenient Opportunity: every

Jun&me, when it is fit to (peak of fuch, ot fuch, a Point.

And
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And fpeak his very heart.

Flo. I am bound to you :

There is fome fap in this.

Cam. A courfe more promifing

Than a wild dedication of your lelves

To unpath'd waters, undream'd mores ; moll certain,

To miferies enough : no hope to help you,

Bat as you make off one, to take another

:

Nothing To certain as your anchors, who
Do their belt office, if they can but ftay you
Where you'll be loth to be : befides, you know,
Profperity's the very bond of love,

Whofe freih complexion and whofe heart together

Affli&ion alters.

Per. One of thefe is true :

I think, affliction may fubdue the rheek,

But not take in the mind.

Cam. Yea, fay you fo ?

There mall not at your father's houfe, thefe feven

years,

Be born another fuch.

Flo. My good Camilla,

She is as forward of her Breeding, as

She is i'th' rear o' our birth.

Cam. I cannot fay, 'tis Pity

She lacks inftrudlions, for fhe feems a miftrefs

To moft that teach.

Per. Your pardon, Sir, for this

:

PU blufli you thanks.

Flo. My prettieft Perdita

But, oh, the thorns we Hand upon ! Camilla,

Preferver of my father, now of me

;

The medicine of our Houfe ! how (hall we do ?

We are not furnim'd like Bohemias ion,

Nor fhall appear in Sicily •
-

Cam. My lord,

Fear none of this : I think, you know, my fortunes

Do all lye there : it mall be fo my care

To have you royally appointed, as if

The Scene, you play, were mine. For infiance, Sir,

That
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That you may know you ftwfl not want ; one word.—

.

[They talk afide.

Enter Autolicus.

Aut. Ha, ha, what a fool Honefty is ! and Trull, his

fworn brother, a very fimple gentleman ! I have fold all

my trumpery ; not a counterfeit ftone, not a ribbon,

glafs, pomander, browch, table-book, ballad, knife,

tape, glove, fhoe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring to keep my
Pack from fafting : they throng who mould buy firit, as

if my trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a bene-

diction to the buyer; by which means, I faw whofe
purfe was belt in piclure ; and what I faw, to my good
ufe, I remember'd. My good Clown (who wants but

fomething to be a reasonable man) grew fo in lovs

with the wenches fong, that he would not ftir his pet-

titoes 'till he had both tune and words ; which fo drew
the reft of the herd to me, that all their other fenfes

ftuck in ears ; you might have pinch'd a placket, it was
fenfelefs ; 'twas nothing to geld a codpiece of a purfe;

I would have fled keys off, that hung in chains : no
hearing, no feeling, but rny Sir's fong, and admiring
the nothing of it. So that in this time of lethargy,

I pick'd and cut molt of their f.fdvai purfes: and had
not the old man come in with a vvhoo-bub againft:

his daughter and the King's fon, and fcar'd my
choughs from the chair, I had not left a purfe alive in

the whole army.

[Camillo, Flor. and Perd. comeforward.
Cam. Nay ; but my letters by this means being

there,

So foon as you arrive, mail clear that Doubt.

Flor. And thofe that you'll procure from King Le-

wtes

Cam. Shall fatisfie your father.

Per. Happy be you !

All that you fpeak mews fair.

! Cam. 'Who have we here ? [Seeing Auto!.

We'll make an inftrument of this ; omit

Nothing may give us aid.

Juti
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Aut. If they have over-heard me now : why, hanging

[Jfide
Cam. How now, good fellow,

Why fhak'lt thou fo ? fear not, man,
Here's no harm intended to thee.

Aut. I am a poor fellow, Sir.

Cam. Why, be fo ftill ; here's no body will Ileal

That from thee; yet for the outfide cf thy poverty, we
mull make an exchange; therefore difcafe thee in-
ftantly : (thou mull think, there's neceflity in't) and
change garments with this gentleman : tho' the penny-
worth, on his fide, be the worfl, yet hold thee, there's
fome boot.

Aut. I am a poor fellow, Sir; (I know ye well
enough.)

Cam. Nay, pr'ythee, difpatch : the gentleman is half
flead already.

Aut. Are you in erraeft, Sir? (I fmell the trick
on ?

t.)—
Flo. Difpatch, I pr'ythee.

Aut. Indeed, I have had Earnefl, but I cannot with
confcience take it.

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle.
Fortunate Miftrefs! (let my Prophecy
Come heme to ye,) you muft retire your felf
Into fome covert ; take your fweet-heart's hat,
And pluck it o'er your brows; muffle your face,
Difmantle you ; and, as you can, difliken
The truth of your own Seeming; that you may
(For I do fear eyes over you) to fhip-board
Get undefcry'd.

Per. I fee, the Play fo lyes,

That I mull bear a Part.

Cam. No remedy
Have you done there ?

Flo. Should I now meet my father,
He would not call me fon.

Cam. Nay, you fhall have no hat:
Come, lady, come : farewel, my friend.

Aut. Adieu, Sir.

Flo.
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Flo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot >

Pray you, a word.
Cam. What I do next, fhall be to tell the King

Of this Efcape, and whither they are bound :

îde '

Wherein my hope is, I lhall fo prevail
To force him after ; in whofe company
I lhall review Sicilia ; for whofe fight
I have a woman's Longing.

Flo. Fortune fpeed us!
Thus we fet on, Camilla, to th' fea-fide.

r ti c -c r , ,
tExit FIor

-
'""'^ Per.'Cam. I he fwifter fpeed, the better. [Exit

Aut. I underftand the bufinefs, I hear it : to havean open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is necef-
lary for a cut-purfej a good nofe is requinte alfo, tofmell out work for th' other fenfes. I fee, this is thetune that the unjuft man doth thrive. What an exchange had this been, without boot? what a boot ishere, with this exchange? fure, the Gods do this yearconnive at us, and we may do any thing txtemLe.The Prince himfelf is about a piece of iniquity ; ftealng away from his father, with his clog at his heels

KiJ^ftl
U
r

Were
u

Piece
,°/

h°De&y 10 «quaint theKing withal, I would not do't; I hold it the more

felon?
conce " 5 and therein am 1 conftant t0 ™y

Enter Clown and Shepherd.

Afide, afide,— here's more matter for a hot brain • eve

'

US! ml'3 ** ^
»ne of your flelh and blood.

2 Lta*&»>S, and

Sbep. Nay, but hear me.
Clo. Nay, but hear me.
Shep. Go. to then.

?MbdJng1. n0ne of y°nr flefll and blood, yourielh «d blood haS m pffended the fifag, Sdffo!
your
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your flefh and blood is not to be punihYd by him. Shew
thofe things you found about her, thofe fecret things, all

but what (he has with her; this being done, let the law
go whittle ; I warrant you.

Shep. I will tell the King all, every word, yea, and
his fon's pranks too ; who, I may fay, is no honeft man
neither to his father, nor to me, to go about to make
me the King's brother-in-law.

Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the farthelt, off you
could have been to him ; and then your blood had been
the dearer by I know how much an ounce.

Jut. Very wifely, puppies ! [J/ide.

Shep. Well ; let us to the King ; there is That in this

Farthel will make him fcratch his beard.

Aut. I know not, what impediment this Complaint
may be to the flight of my mailer.

Clo. Tray heartily, he be at the Palace.

Aut. Tho1

I am not naturally honeft, I am fo fome-

times by chance : let me pocket up my Pedler's excre-

ment. How now, ruftiques, whither are you bound ?

Shep. To th* Palace, an it like your Worfhip.

Aut. Your affairs there, what, with whom, the con-

dition of that farthel, the place of your dwelling, your

names, your age, of what having, breeding, and any
thing that is fitting for to be known, difcover.

Clo. We are but plain fellows, Sir.

Aut. A lie; you are rough and hairy ; let me have

no lying ; it becomes none but tradefmen, and they often

give us foldiers the lie ; but we pay them for it with

llamped coin, not flabbing fteel, therefore they do not

give us the lie.

Clo. Your Worfhip had like to have given us one, if

you had not taken your felf with the manner.

Shep. Are you a Courtier, an like you, Sir ?

Aut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier.

Seeft thou not the air of the Court in thefe enfoldings ?

hath not my gate in it the meafure of the Court ? re-

ceives not thy nofe court-odour from me ? refleel; I

not, on thy bafenefs, court-corrtempt ? think'ft thou, for

that I infmuate, or toze from thee thy bufinefs, I am
there-
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therefore no Courtier? I am courtier, Cap-afe ; and
one that will either pufli on, or pluck back thy bufi-
nefs there ; whereupon I command thee to open thy
affair.

r 9

Shep. My bufinefs, Sir, is to the King.
Aut. What Advocate haft thou to him ?

Shep. I know not, an't like you.
Clo. Advocate's the court-word for a pheafant; fay,

you have none.

Shep. None, Sir; I have no pheafant cock, nor hen.
Aut. How blefsM are we, that are not fimplc men!

Yet Nature might have made me as thefe are,
Therefore I will not difdain.

Clo. This cannot be but a great Courtier.
Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears them not

handfomly.

Clo. He feems to be the more noble in being fantafti-
cal 1 a Great man, I'll warrant j I know, by the pick*
ing on's teeth.

r

Aut. Thefarthel there? what's i'th' farthel

?

Wherefore that box r

Shep. Sir, there lyes fuch fecrets in this farthel and
box, which none mull know but the King 5 and which
he mall know within this hour, if I may come to th

f

fpeech of him.
Aut. Age, thou haft loft thy labour.
Shep. Why, Sir?

Aut. The King is not at the Palace ; he is gone aboard
a new fhip, to purge melancholy and air himfelf ; for if
thou be'ft capable of things ferious, thou muft know,
the King is full of grief.

Shep So 'tis faid, Sir, about his fon that mould have
married a fhepherd's daughter.

Aut. If that fhepherd be not in hand-faft, let him
fly

; the curfes he (hall have, the tortures he mall feel
will break the back of man, the heart of monfter.

'

Clo. Think you fo, Sir ?

Aut. Not he alone (hall fuffer what wit can make
heavy, and vengeance bitter ; but thofe that are ger-
mane to him, tho' remov'd fifty time?, ftall all come

O 2 under
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under the hangman ; which tho' it be great pity, yet it

is neceffary. An old fheep-whittling rogue, a ram -ten-

der, to offer to have his daughter come into grace ! fome
fay, he fhall be iton'd ; but that death is too ibft for him,
fay I : draw our throne into a fheep-coat ! all deaths are

too few, the fharpeft too eafie.

Clo. Has the old man e'er a fon, Sir, do you hear,

an't like you, Sir ?

Aut. He has a fon, who mail be flay'd alive, then
'nointed over with honey, fet on the head of a wafp's

neft, then fcand 'till he be three quarters and a dram
dead ; then recover'd again with Aqua-<vit<e 9 or fome
other hot infufion ; then, raw as he is, (and in the hot*

tefl day prognostication proclaims) mail he be fet a-

gainft a brick wall, the Sun looking with a fouthward

eye upon him, where he is to behold him, with flies

blown to death. But what talk we of thefe traitorly

Tafcals, whofe miferies are to be fmiPd at, their offences

being fo capital? Tell me, (for you feem to be honeft

plain men) what you have to the King ; being fomething

gently confider'd, I'll bring you where he is aboard,

tender your perfons to his prefence, whifper him in your

behalf, and if it be in man, befides the King to effect

your fuits, here is a man fhall do it.

Clo. He feems to be of great authority ; clofe with

him, give him gold ; and though authority be a ftub-

born Bear, yet he is oft led by the nofe with gold

;

Ihew the infide of your purfe to the outfide of his

hand, and no more ado. Remember, fton'd, and flay'd

alive.

Sbep. An't pleafe you, Sir, to undertake the bufinefs

for us, here is that gold I have ; I'll make it as much
more, and leave this young man in pawn 'till I bring it

you.

Aut. After I have done what I promifed ?

Shep. Ay, Sir.

Aut. Well, give me the moiety. Are you a party in

this bufinefs ?

Clo. In fome fort, Sir; but tho' my cafe be a pitiful

one, I hope, I fhall not be flay'd out of it.

Aut.
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'Jut. Oh, that's the cafe of the fhepherd's fon ; hang

him, he'll be made an example.

Clo. Comfort, good comfort ; we muft to the King,

and mew our ftrange fights ; he mull know, 'tis none
of your daughter, nor my fifter ; we are gone elfe. Sir,

I will give you as much as this old man does, when the

bufinefs is perform'd ; and remain, as he fays, your Pawn
'till it be brought you.

Jut. I will trufl you, walk before toward the fea-fide,

go on the right hand ; I will but look upon the hedge,

and follow you.

Clo. We are blefs'd in this man, as I may fay, even
blefs'd.

Sbep. Let's before, as he bids us ; he was provided to

do us good. [Exeunt Shep. and Clown.
Jut. If I had a mind to be honeft, I fee, Fortune

would not fuffer me ; lhe drops booties in my mouth.
I am courted now with a double occafion : gold, and
a means to do the Prince my matter good ; which,
who knows how That may turn back to my advance-

ment ? I will bring thefe two moles, thefe blind ones,

aboard him ; if he think it fit to fhoar them again, and
that the complaint they have to the King concerns him
nothing, let him call me rogue, for being ib far officious

;

for I am proof againft that Title, and what lhame elfe

belongs to't : to him will I prefent them, there may be
matter in it. [Exit.
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ACT V.

SCENE changes te Sicilia.

Lcontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, <r#d!

I R, you have done enough, and have performM
A faint-like forrow : no fault could you make,
Which you have not redeemed ; indeed, paid down

More penitence, than done trefpafs. At the laft,

Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil

;

With them, forgive your felfo

Leo. Whilft I remember
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget

My blemifhes in them, and fo flill think of

The wrong I did my felf ; which was fo much f

That heir-lefs it hath made my Kingdom; and

Deftroy'd the fweet'ft companion, that e'er man (16)
Bred his hopes out of.

Pau. True, too true, my lord

;

If one by one you wedded all the world,

Or, from the All that are, took fomething good,

To make a perfect woman ; fhe, you kilPd,

Would be unparallePd.

Leo. I think fo. Kill'd ?

Kill'd? fhe I kill'd? I did fo, but thou ftrik'ft me
*Sorely, to fay I did ; it is as bitter

(16) Deflrrfd the fweefft Companion, that c*tr Man
Bred his hopes out of7 true.

Pau. Too true, my Lord ] A very flight Examination will con-

vince ev'ry intelligent Reader, that, true, here has jump'd out of
its place in all the Editions. What the King would fay, is

abfolutely complete without it: and the placing it, where the

punted Copies have done, is an Embarrafsment to the Scnfe.

Thefe two Reafons, I hope, will be fufficient to juftify my
Tianfpofttion.

Servants.

Cleomines,

Upon
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Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now,
Say fo but feldom.

Cleo. Not at all, good lady ;

You might have fpoke a thoufand things, that would
Have done the time more benefit, and gracfd

Your kindnefs better.

Pau. You are one of thofe,

Would have him wed again.

Die. If you would not fo,

You pity not the Hate, nor the remembrance
Of his moft fovereign name ; conlider little,

What dangers (by his highnefs' fail of ifTue)

May drop upon his kingdom, and devour

Incertain lookers on. What were more holy,

Than to rejoice, the former Queen is well ?

What holier, than for royalty's repair,

For prefent comfort, and for future good,
To blefs the bed of Majefty again

With a fweet fellow to't ?

Pau. There is none worthy,

Refpe&ing her that's gone ; befides, the Gods
Will have fulfill'd their fecret purpofes

:

For has not the divine Apollo faid,

Is't not the tenour of his oracle,

That King Leontes fhall not have an heir,

'Till his loit child be found ? which, that it fhall,

Ig all as monftrous to our human reafon,

As my Antigonus to break his grave,

And come again to me ; who, on my life,

Did perifh with the infant. 'Tis your counfe!,

My lord fliould to the heav'ns be contrary

;

Oppofe againft their wills.*—Care not for ifTue

;

[To the King.

The crown will find an heir. Great Alexander

Left his to th' worthiefl ; fo his fucceffor

Was like to be the belt.

Leo. Good Paulina,

Who haft the memory of Hertnione,

I know, in honour : O, that ever I

Had fouar'd me to thy counfel ! then, even now
O 4 I
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I might have look'd upon my Queen's full eyes,

Have taken treafure from her lips

;

Pau. And left them
More rich, for what they yielded.

Leo. Thou fpeak'ft truth :

No more fuch wives, therefore no wife ; oneworfe,
And better us'd, would make her fainted fpirit (17}
Again poffefs her corps; and on this ftage,

(Where we offend her now) appear foul-vex t,

And begin, Why to me ?

—

Pau, Had ihe fuch power,
She had jufl caufe.

Leo. She had, and would incenfe me
To murther her I married.

Pau. I mould fo :

Were I the ghoft that walk'd, I'd bid you mark
Her eye, and tell me, for what dull part in't

You chofe her 3 then I'd Ihriek, that even your ears

Shoud'd rift to hear me, and the words that follow'd

Should be, Remember mine.
Leo. Stars, ftars,

And all eyes elfe, dead coals : fear thou no wife :

I'll have no wife, Paulina.

Pau. Will you fwear

Never to marry, but by my free leave ?

Leo. Never, Paulina; fo be blefs'd my fpirit

!

Pau. Then, good my lords, bear witnefs to his oath.

Cleo. You tempt him over-much.
Pau. Unlefs another,

As like Hermione as is her picture,

(17) would make her fainted Spirit

K^gain poffefs her Corps, and on this Stage

(Where we Offenders now appear) foul—vtxt,

xAnd begin, &c] 'Tis obvious, that the Grammar is

defective ; and the Senfe confequently wants fupporting. The
flight Change, I have made, cures Both : and, furely, 'tis an

Improvement to the Sentiment for the King to fay, that Paulina,

and He offended his dead Wife's Ghoft with the Subjcft of a

fecond Match 5 rather than in general Terms to cailthemfelves

Offenders, Sinners,

Affront
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Affront his eye.

Cleo. Good Madam, pray, have done.

Pau. Yet, if my lord will marry ; ifyou will, Sir

;

No remedy, but you will ; give me the office

To chufe you a Queen ; lhe mall not be fo young
As was your former ; but me fhall be fuch,

As, walk'd your firft Queen's ghoft, it mould take joy

To fee her in your arms.

Leo. My true Paulina,

We mall not marry, 'till thou bid'ft us.

Pau. That
Shall be, when your firft Queens again in breath ;

Never till then.

Enter a Gentleman.

Gent. One that gives out himfelf prince FloriztJ,

Son of Polixenesy with his princefs (fhe,

The faireft I have yet beheld) defires accefs

To your high prefence.

Leo. What with him ? he comes not

Like to his father's greatnefs ; his approach,

So out of circumftance and fudden, tells us,

*Tis not a vifitation fram'd, but forc'd

By need and accident. What train ?

Gent. But few,

And thofe but mean.

Leo. His princefs, fay you, with him ?

Gent. Yes ; the moil peerlefs piece of earth, I think,
That e'er the fun {hone bright on.

Pau. Oh Hermione,

As every prefent time doth boaft it felf

Above a better, gone ; fo mull thy grave

Give way to what's feen now. Sir, you your felf

Have faid, and writ fo; but your writing now
Is colder than that theme ; fhe had not been,

Nor was fhe to be equall'd ; thus your verfe

Flow'd with her beauty once; 'tis ihrewdly ebb'd,

To fay, you've feen a better.

Gent. Pardon, Madam

;

The one I have almoft forgot, (your par Ion .

Q 5
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The other, when flie has obtained your eye,

Will have your tongue too. This is a creature,

Would (he begin a feci, might quench the zeal

Of all profeftbrs elfe, make profelites

Of who me but bid follow.

Pau. How ? not women ?

Gent. Women will love her, that fhe is a woman
Mere worth than any man : men, that Ihe is

The rareft of all women.
Leo. Go, Cleotnines

;

Your felf (arMed with your honoured friends)

Bring them to our embracement. Still 'tis ftrange

He thus fnould ileal upon us. [Exit Geo.
Pan, Had our prince

(Jewel of children) feen this hour, he had pair'd

Well with this lord ; there was not full a month
Between their births.

teo. Pr'ythee, no more ; ceafe ; thou know'ft,

He dies to me again
-

, when talk*d of : fure,

When T mall fee this gentleman, thy fpeeches

Will bring me to confider that which may
Unfurniih me of reafon. They are come,

Enter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomines, and others,'

Your mother was moft true to wedlock, prince,

For' Ihe did print your royal father off,

Conceiving you. Were I but twenty one,

Your father's image is fo hit in you,

His very air, that I mould call you brother,

As I did him, and fpeak of fomething wildly

By us perform
1

d before. Moft dearly welcome^

As your fair princefs, goddefs !—oh ! alas

!

I loft a couple, that 'twixt heav'n and earth

Might thus have ftood begetting wonder, as

You gracious couple do ; and then I loft

(All mine own foily I) the fociety,

Amity too of your brave father, whom
(Tho' bearing mifery) I defire my life

Once more to look on.

Flo. Sir, by his command
Have
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Have I here touch'd Sicilia, and from him
Give you all greetings, that a King, (at friend)

Can fend his brother ; and but infirmity,

Which waits upon worn times, hath fomething feizd

His wihYd ability, he had himfelf

The lands and waters 'twixt your throne and his

Meafur'd, to look upon you ; whom he loves,
' He bad me fay fo, more than all the fcepters,

And thofe that bear them living.

Leo. Oh, my brother !

Good gentleman, the wrongs I have done thee ftir

Afrelh within me ; and thefe thy offices,

So rarely kind, are as interpreters

Of my behind-hand flacknefs. Welcome hither,

As is the fpring to th' earth. And hath he too

Expos'd this paragon to th' fearful ufage

(Atleaft, ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune,

To greet a man, not worth her pains ; much lefs,

Th' adventure of her perfon ?

Flo. Good my lord,

She came from Libya.

Leo. Where the warlike Smalus,

That noble honour'd lord, is fear'd, and lov'd ?

F/o. Moll royal Sir,

From thence ; from him, whofe daughter

His tears proclaimed his parting with her j thence

(A profperousfouth-wind friendly) we have crofs'd*,

To execute the charge ray father gave me,
For vifiting your hjghnefs ; my belt train

I have from your Sicilian mores difmifs'd,

Who for Bohemia bend, to fignifie

Not only my fuccefs in Libya, Sir,

But my arrival, and my wife's, in fafety

Here, where we are.

Leo. The bleffed Gods
Purge all infection from our air, whilft you

Do climate here ! You have a holy father,

A graceful gentleman, againft whofe perfon,

So facred as it is, I have done fin ;

For which the heavens, taking angry note,

Have
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Have left me ifTue-lefs ; and your father's blefs'd,

As he from heaven merits it, \vi:h you,
Worthy his goodnefs. What might I have been,

Might I a Ton and daughter now have look'd on-

Such goodly things as you I

Enter a Lord.

Led. Mcft noble Sir,

That, which I mall report, will bear no credit,

Were not the proof ib high. Pleaie you, great Sir,

Bohemia greets you from himfelf, by me

;

Defires you to attach his fon, who has,

His dignity and duty both cafl off,

Fied from his father, from his hope?, and fvkb

A mepherjfs daughter.

Lc Where's Bohemia ? fpeak.

Led. He-e in your city ; I now came from him,

I fpeak amazedly, and it becomes

My marvel, and my meiTage : to your ccart

Whiiit he was hailning, in the chafe, it feems,

Of this fair couple, meets he on the way
The father of this terming lady, and

Her brother, having bath their country quitted

With this young Prince.

Flo. CamHo has betray 'd me

;

Whofe honour and whole honefiy 'till now
Endufd all weathers.

Lord. Lay't fb to his charge

He's with the king vcur father.

Lio. Who: Camillo?

Lord. Camillo, Sir, I fpake with him ; who now.

Has rhefe poor men in queftion. Never law I

Wretches fo quake ; they kneei, they krfs the earth ;

Forfwear themfelves, as often as they lpeak:

£ : b t u im ft
Of)

s fa : s ears , and t hreaten s the

m

With divers deaths, in death.

Per. Oh, my pocr father

!

The heav'n fets fpies upon us, will not have
Our contract celebrated.

Leo. You are mair/d ?
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Flo. We are not, Sir, nor are we like to be ;

The ftars, I fee, will kifs the valleys firft ;

The odds for high and lew's alike.

Leo. My lord.

Is this the daughter of a King?
Flo. She is,

When once fhe is my wife.

Leo. That once, I fee, by your good father's fpeed,

Will come on very ilowly. I am forry,

(Moll forry) you have broken from his liking ;

Where you were ty'd in duty ; and as forry,

Your choice is not fo rich in worth as beauty,

That you might well enjoy her.

Flo. Dear, look up ;

Though Fortune, vifible an enemy,
Should chafe us, with my father ; power no jot

Hath fhe to change our loves. 'Befeech you, Sir,

Remember, fince you ow'd no more to time

Than I do now ; with thought of fuch afR&ions,

Step forth mine advocate ; at your requerl,

My father will grant precious things, as trifles.

Leo. Would he do fo, I'd beg your precious miftrefs^

Which he counts but a trifle.

Pau. Sir, my liege,

Your eye hath too much youth in't ; not a month
'Fore your Queen dy'd, fhe was more worth fuch gazes

Than what you look on now.
Leo. I thought of her,

Even in thefe looks I made But your petition

[To FlorizeL

Is yet unanfwer'd ; I will to your father

;

Your honour not overthrown by your delires,

I'm friend to them and you ; upon which errand

I now go toward him, therefore follow me,
And mark what way I make : come, good my lord.

[Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE, near the Court in Sicilia,

Inter Autolicus, and.a Gentleman.

Jut. T|Efeech you, Sir, were you prefent at this re-

IJ lation ?

1 Gent. I was by at the opening of the farthel, heard

the old fhepherd deliver the manner how he found it

;

whereupon, after a little amazednefs, we were all com-
manded cut of the chamber : only this, methought, I

heard the fhepherd fay, he found the child.

Jut. I would moft gladly know the ilTue of it.

1 Gent. I make a broken delivery of the bufinefs

;

but the changes I perceived in the King, and Camil!o9

were very notes of admiration ; they feem'd aimoft,

with flaring on one another, to tear the cafes of their

eyes. There was fpeech in their dumbnefs, language

in their very gefture ; they look'd, as they had heard

of a world ranfom'd, or one deftroy'd ; a notable paffton

of wonder appeared in them ; but the wifeft beholder,

that knew no more but feeing, could not fay if th' im-

portance were joy or forrow j but in the extremity of the

one, it mutt needs be.

Enter another Gentleman.

Here comes a gentleman, that, happily, knows more

:

the news, Roger0?

2 Gent. Nothing but bonfires : the oracle is fulfill'd ;

the King's daughter is found ; fuch a deal of wonder is

broken out within this hour, that ballad-makers cannot

be able to exprefs it.

Enter another Gentleman.

Here comes the lady Paulinas Steward, he can deli-

ver you more. How goes it now, Sir ? this news,

which is calPd true, is fo like an old tale, that the ve-

rity of it is in lirong fufpicion ; has the King found his

heir?

3 Gent, Mo'X true, if ever truth were pregnant by
circuin-
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clrcumftance : That which you hear, you'll fwear you

fee, there is fuch unity in the proofs. The mantle of

Queen Hermione her jewel about the neck of it,

the letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know
to be his character, » the majefty of the creature, in

refemblance of the mother, the affection of noblenefs,

which nature fhews above her breeding, and many
other evidences proclaim her with all certainty to be the

King's daughter. Did you fee the meeting of the two
Kings ?

2 Gent, No.

3 Gent, Then have you loft a fight, which was to be
feen, cannot be fpoken of. There might you have be-

held one joy crown another, fo and in fuch manner,
that it feem'd, forrow wept to take leave of them, for

their joy waded in tears. There was calling up of eyes,

holding up of hands, with countenance of fuch diftra&i-

on, that they were to be known by garment, not by
favour. Our King being ready to leap out of himfelf,

for joy of his found daughter; as if that joy were now
become a lofs, cries, oh, thy mother, thy mother

!

then asks Bohemia forgivenefs ; then embraces his fon-

in-law ; then again worries he his daughter, with clip,

ping her. Now he thanks the old ihepherd, who
ftands by, like a weather-beaten conduit of many
Kings' reigns. I never heard of fuch another encounter,

which lames report to follow it, and undoes defcription to

do it.

2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonus
y that

carry'd hence the child ?

3 Gent. Like an old tale ftill, which will have matters
to rehearfe, tho' credit be afleep, and not an ear open

;

he was torn to pieces with a bear; this avouches the
fhepherd's fon, who has not only his innocence, which
feems much to juftine him, but a handkerchief and rings

of his, that Paulina knows.

1 Gent. What became of his bark, and his followers ?

3 Gent. Wreckt the fame inftant of their mafter's
death, and in the view of the fhepherd ; fo that all the
inftruments, which aided to expofe the child, were even

then.



328 The WinterV Tale.
then loft, when it was found. But, oh, the noblo con
bat, that twixt joy and forrow was fought in Paulina
She had one eye declined for the Jofs of her husban.,
another elevated that the Oracle was fulfilled. She lifte
the Princefs from the earth, and fo locks her in en
bracing, as if lhe would pin her to her heart, that ft
might no more be in danger of lofmg.

i Gent The dignity of this ad was worth the aud.
ence of Kings and Princes ; for by fuch was it acted.

3 Gent. One of the prettieft touches of all, and th*

1 A??8
f0r

L
mlne eyes

' the w*er, tho' nc
the hfh

) was, when at the relation of the Queen's death
with the manner how lhe came to it, bravely confefs'd
and lamented by the King, how attentivenefs wounde
his daughter ; 'till, from one fign of dolour to anothd
lhe did, with an, alas ! I would fain fay, bleed tears

'
- ,

anYure
>
mY heart wept blood. Who was mol

marble, there changed colour; fome fwooned, all for
rowed; if all the world could have feen't, the woe ha«
been univerfal.

i Gent. Are they returned to the court >

3 Gent
- No. The Princefs hearing of her mother'

ftatue, which is in the keeping of Paulina, a piece many
years in doing, and now newly perform'd by (18) tha
rare Itahan mailer, Julio Romano; who, had he himfel
eternity, and could put breath into his work, would be-
guile nature of her cuftom, fo perfedly he is her ape

(is) that rare Italian Majier, Julio Romano ;] All the En-commms, put together, that have been conferred on this ex.
cellent Asift u Panning and Architeaure, do not amount tc
the fine Praife hete g.ven him by our Author. He was bori;

V r aT Z
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U: d ,uft that Cirde of Y«» which ooiSkadar* d,d, and dy'd Eighteen Years before the latter »a<boin Fine and generous, therefore, as this Tribute of Praife
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He fo near to Hermione hath done Hermione, that they
fay, one would fpeak to her, and Hand in hope of an-
fwer. Thither with all greedinefs of affe&ion are they
gone, and there they intend to fup. '

2 Gent. I thought, Ihe had fome great matter there
in hand, for fhe hath privately twice or thrice a-day,
everfince the death of Hermione, vifited*that removed
houfe. Shall we thither, and with our company piece
the rejoycing ?

1 Gent. Who would be thence, that has the benefit of
accefs ? every wink of an eye, fome new grace will be *
born : our abfence makes us unthrifty to our knowledge.
Let's along. [Exeunt.

Aut. Now had I not the dam of my former life in
me, would preferment drop on my head. I brought the .

old man and his fon aboard the Prince ; told him, I
heard them talk of a farthel, and I know not what ; but
he at that time, over-fond of the lhepherd's daughter,
[fo he then took her to be) who began to be much fea-
Gck, and himfelf little better, extremity of weather con-
tinuing, this myllery remained undifcovered. But 'tis
ill one to me ; for had I been the finder out of this fe-
:ret, it would not have relifh'd among my other dif-
j-edits.

Enter Shepherd and Clown.

Here come thofe I have done good to againft my will*
md already appearing in the blorfoms of their fortune.

_
Shep. Come, boy, I am pari more children ; but thy

ons and daughters will be all gentlemen born.
You are well met, Sir ; you denied to fight with

ne this other day, becaufe I was no gentleman born :

ee you thefe cloaths ? fay, you fee them not, and think
ne Hill no gentleman born. You were bell fay, thefe
obes are not gentlemen born. Give me the lie ; do,
nd try whether I am not now a gentleman born.
Aut. I know you are now, Sir, a gentleman born.
C/o. Ay, and have been fo any time thefe four hours,
Shep. And fo have I, boy.
Clo. So you have ; but I was a gentleman born before

my ,
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myfather ; for the King's fon took me by the hand, am

:;

calFd me brother ; and then the two Kings call'd m-
father brother ; and then the Prince my brother, an.
the Princefs my filler, cali'd my father, father, and f
we wept; and there was the firft gentleman- like tear
that ever we ihed.

Sbep. We may live, fon, to fhed many more.
Clo. Ay, or elfe 'twere hard luck, being in fo pre

pofterous eftate as we are.

Aut. I humbly befeech you, Sir, to pardon me all th<|
faults I have committed to your worfhip, and to give m< I

your good report to the Prince, my mailer.
Shep. 'Pr'ythee, fon, do ; for we muft be gentle, novl

we are gentlemen.

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life ?

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worfhip.
Clo. Give me thy hand ; I will fwear to the Prlncei

thou art as honell a true fellow as any is in Bohemia. I

Sbep, You may fay it, but not fwear it.

Clo. Not fwear it, now I am a gentleman ? let boori
ftnd franklins fay it, I'll fwear it.

Shep. How if it be falfe, fon ?

Clo. If it be ne'er fo falfe, a true gentleman ma)
j

fwear it in the behalf of his friend : and I'll fwear tc

the Prince, thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and thai!

thou wilt not be drunk ; but I know, thou art no tall

fellow of thy hands ; and that thou wilt be drunk ; bu
I'll fwear it ; and, I would, thou would'fl be a tall fellow!
of thy hands.

Aut. I will prove fo, Sir, to my power.
Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow; if

do not wonder how thou dar'ft venture to be drunk, no»l

being a tall fellow, truft me not. Hark, the Kings anc
the Princes, our kindred, are going to fee the Queen', I

picture. Come, follow us : we'll be thy good matters. I

[Exeunt

S C £ N £
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SCENE changes to Paulina'* Houfe.

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, CamillOj

Paulina, Lords and Attendants.

r

"eo - i~\ Grave and good Paulina, the great comfort

\J That I have had of thee !

. Paul. What, fovereign Sir,

*

did not well, I meant well ; all my fervices

^ou have paid home. Bat that you have vouchfaf'd,

i¥ith your crown'd brother, and thefe your contracted

iieirs of your kingdoms, my poor houfe to vifit)

I is a furplus of your Grace, which never

My life may laft to anfwer.

Leo. O Paulina t

iVe honour you with trouble ; but we came

To fee the ftatue of our Queen. Your gallery

Have we pafs'd through, not without much content,

[n many Angularities ; but we faw not

rhat, which my daughter came to look upon,

Fhe- ftatue of her mother.

Paul. As fhe liv'd peerlefs,

So her dead likenefs, I do well believe,

Excels whatever yet you looked upon,

Dr hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it

Lovely, apart. But here it is ; prepare

To fee the life as lively mock'd, as ever

Still deep mock'd death ; behold, and fay, 'tis well

!

[Paulina draws a curtain, and difcovers Hermione

ftanding like a ftatue.

I like your filence, it the more fhews off

Your wonder ; but yet fpeak, firft you, my Liege3

Comes it not fomething near '?

Leo. Her natural pofture !

Chide me, dear ftone, that I may fay, indeed,

Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art fhe,

In thy not chiding ; for fhe was as tender

1 As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina,

Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing

i So aged as this feems.
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Pol. Oh, not by much.

•u/f
S° much thc more our carver's excellence,

Which lets go by fome fixteen years, and makes he:.As ihe Jiv d now.
Leo. As now flie might have done,

So much to my good comfort, as it is

Now piercing to my foul. Oh, thus -me flood ;
liven with fuch life of Majerty, (warm life,
As now it coldly ftands,) when firft I woo'd her,
I am afham'd ; do's not the ftone rebuke me,
For being more Hone than it ? oh. royal piece f

There's magick in thy Majefty, which hasMy evils conjur'd to remembrance ; and
From my admiring daughter took the fpirits,
Standing like Hone with thee.
Per. And give me leave,

And do not fay 'tis fuperftition, that
I knee!, and then implore her bleffing. Lady.
Dear Queen, that ended when I but began,
Give me that hand of yours to kifs.

Paul. O, patience ; —
The ftatue is but newly fix'd ; the colour's
Not dry.

'r

My Lo^d, your forrow wa s too fore laid on.
Which fixteen winters cannot blow away,
So many fummers dry : fcarce any joy
Bid ever fo long live ; no forrow,
But kill'd itfeJf much fooner.

Pol. Dear my brother,
Let him, that was the caufe of this, have power
To take off fo much grief from you, as he
Will piece up in himfelf.

Paul. Indeed, my Lord,
Jf I had thought, the fight of my poor image
Would thus have wrought you, (for the ftone is mine,}
i d not have fhew'd it.

Leo. Do not draw the curtain.

Paul No longer mail you gaze on't, left your fancy
May think anon, it move.

Leo. Let be, let be ;

Wouli
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Pould I were dead, but that, methinks, already-
Phat was he, that did make it ? fee, my Lord,
Pould you not deem, it breath'd ; and that thofc
)id verily bear blood ?

Pol. Mafterly done !

'he very life feems warm upon her lip.

Leo. The fixure of her eye has motion int,
iS we were mock'd with art.

Paul. I'll draw the curtain.

Iy Lord's almoft fo far tranfported, that
[e'll think anon, it lives.

Leo. O fweet Paulina,
lake me to think fo twenty years together :

0 fettled fenfes of the world can match
he pleafure of that madnefs. Left alone.
Paul. I'm forry, Sir, I have thus far ftirr'd you j

could afriic~t you further.

Leo. Do, Paulina ;

>r this affliction has a tafte as fweet
s any cordial comfort. Still, methinks,
here is an air comes from her. What fine chizzel
Duld ever yet cut breath ? let no man mock me,
>r I will kifs her.

Paul. Good my Lord, forbear

;

he ruddinefs upon her lip is wet

;

>u'll marr it, if you kifs it ; ftain your own
ith oily painting ; mail I draw the curtain ?

Leo. No, not thefe twenty years.
Per. So long could I

ind by, a looker on.

Paul. Either forbear,

lit prefently the chappel, or refolve yon
1 more amazement ; if you can behold it,

I make the ftatue move, indeed; defcend,
id take you by the hand ; but then you'll think,
hich I proteft againft, I am affifted

wicked powers.

Leo. What you can make her do,
m content to look on ,* what to fpeak^
tm content to hear ; for 'tis as eafie
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To make her fpeak, as move.

Paul. It is requir'd,

Yoa do awake your faith ; then, all (land Hill

;

And thofe, that think it is unlawful bufmefs

I am about, let them depart.

Leo. Proceed ;

No foot fhall ftir.

Paul. Mufick; awake her: ftrike ; [Mufi
fTis time, defcend ; be ftone no m.ore ; approach,

Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come,
I'll fill your grave up : ftir ; nay, come away :

Bequeath to death your numnefs ; for from him
Dear life redeems you ; you perceive, fhe ftirs ;

Hermione comes do%

Start not ; her a&ions fhall be holy, as,

You hear, my fpell is lawful ; do not fhun her,

Until you fee her die again, for then

You kill her double. Nay, prefent your hand ;

When fhe was young, you woo'd her ; now in age,

Is fhe become the fuitor.

Leo. Oh, (he's warm ; [Embracing h
If this be magick, let it be aa art

Lawful as eating.

Pol. She embraces him.

Cam. She hangs about his neck

;

If fhe pertain to life, let her fpeak too.

Pol. Ay, and make it manifeft where fhe has Iiv'd,J

Or how ftol'n from the dead ?

Paul. That fhe is living,

Were it but told you, fhould be hooted at

Like an old tale ; but it appears, fhe lives,

Tho' yet fhe fpeak not. Mark a little while.

Pleaie you to interpofe, fair Madam, kneel,

And pray your mother's blefTing ; turn, good Lady :

Our Perdita is found.

\Prefenting Perdita, nvho kneels to Her:

Her. You Gods, look down,
And from your facred vials pour your graces

Upon my daughter's head ; tell me, mine own,

Where haft thou been preferv'd ? w here liv'd ? how fou

t1
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Thy father's court ; for thou malt hear, that I,

Knowing by Paulina that the Oracle

Gave hope thou waft in being, have preferv'd

Myfelf, to fee the ifiue.

Paul There's time enough for That ;

Left they defire, upon this pufh, to trouble

Your joys with like relation. Go together,

You precious winners all, your exultation

Partake to every one ; I, an old turtle,

Will wing me to fome wither'd bough, and there

My mate, that's never to be found again,

Lament 'till I am loft.

Leo. O peace, Paulina

:

Thou Ihould'ft a husband take by my confent,

As I by thine, a wife. This is a match,

And made between's by vows. Thou haft found mine*
But how, is to be queftion'd ; for I faw her,

As I thought, dead ; and have, in vain, faid many
A prayer upon her grave. I'll not feek far

(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee

An honourable husband. Come, Camillo,

And take her by the hand ; whofe worth and honefty

Is richly noted ; and here juftiiied

By us, a pair of Kings. Let's from this place.

What ? look upon my brother : Both your pardons,

That e'er I put between your holy looks

My ill fufpicion : this, your fon-in-law,

And fon unto the King- whom heav'ns dire&ing,

Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina,

Lead us from hence, where we may leifurely

Each one demand, and anfwer to his part

Perform'd in this wide gap of time, fince firft

We were diflever'd. Haftily lead away, {Extunt omnti* \

THE
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Prince Henry, Son to the King.
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Pembroke,
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Salisbury, V Englifh Lords.

Hubert, t
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Faulconbridge, Baftard Son to Richard the Firft.

Robert Faulconbridge, fupposd Brother to the Bafiard.

James Gurney, Servant to the Lady Faulconbridge,
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Arch-Duke of Auftria.

Card. Pandulpho, the Pope's Legate.

JMelun, a French Lord.

Chatilion, Ambaffador from France to King John.

Elinor, ^ueen-Mother of England.
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to King John.
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Faulconbridge.

Citizens of Angiers, Heralds, Executioners, Meffenger

Soldiers, and other Attendants.
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THE
(i) The Life and Death of

KING JOHN.
A C T I.

SCENE, The Court of England.

Enter King John, §>ueen Elinor, Pembroke, Eflex^
and Salisbury, with Chatilion,

King John.
OW, fay, Cbatilion, what would France

with us ?

Chat. Thus, after greeting, fpeaks the
King of France,

In my behaviour, to the Majefty,
The borrow'd Majefty of England here.

1

Eli. A ftrange beginning ; borrowed Majefty !

K. John. Silence, good mother j hear the embaffie-

(t) The Life and Death ] Tho' this Play have this
Title, yet the Aaion of it begins at the thiity-fourth Year of
his Life ; and takes in only fome Tranfa&ions of his Reign
to the Time of his Demifc, being an Interval of about fevca-
'teen Years*
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Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf

Of thy deceafed brother Geffrey* fon,

Arthur Plantagenet, lays lawful claim

To this fair ifland, and the territories

:

To Ireland, PoiStiers, Anjou, Tcuraifie, Maine :

Befiring thee to lay afide the fword,

Which fways uiurpingly thefe feveral titles

;

And put the fame into young Arthur s hand,

Thy nephew^ and right- royai Sovereign.

K. John. What follows, if we difaliow of this ?

Chat. The proud controul of fierce and bloody war,

T' inforcc thefe rights fo forcibly with-held.

K. John. Here have we war for war, and blood for

blood,

Controulment for controulment ; fo anfwer France.

Chat. Then take my King's defiance from my mouth.

The fartheft limit of my embaflie.

K. John. Bear mine to him, and fo depart in peace.

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France,

For ere thou canil report, 1 will be there,

The thunder of my cannon mail be heard.

So, hence ! be thou the trumpet of our wrath,

And fullen prefage of your own decay.

An honourable conduct let him have,

Pembroke, look to'tj farewel, Chatilion*

[Exeunt Chat, and Pern.

Eli- What now, my fun, have I not ever faid,

How that ambitious Conftance would not ccafe,

Till (he had kindled France and all the world,

Upon the right and party of her fon ?

This might have been prevented, and made whole

With very eafy arguments of love ;

Which now the manage of two kingdoms muir,

With fearful, bloody, ifTue arbitrate.

'

K. John. Our ftrong poiTemon, and our right for us.—

Eli. Your ftrong poffeffioR much more than vouj

ri2ht ' • u ,

Or elfe it mult go wrong with you and me ;

So much my conicience whifpers in your car,

Which none butheav'n, and you, and I Hull hear.

Ejfix*
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Effex. My Liege, here is the ftrangelt controverfie,

Come from the country to be jadg'd by you,
That e'er I heard : fhall I produce the men ?

K. John. Let them approach. -
Our abbies and our priories mall pay
This expedition's charge What men are you ?

Enter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip, his Brother.

Phil. Your faithful fubjecl, I, a gentleman
Born in Northampton/hire , and eldeft fon,

As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbridge9

A foldier, by the honour-giving hand
Of Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field.

K. John. What art thou ?

Robert. The ion and heir to that fame Faulconbridge,
K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir I

You came not of one mother then, it feems ?

Phil. Mou certain of one mother, mighty Kino-,
That is well known ; and, as I think, one father T
But for the certain knowledge of chat truth,
T put you o'er to heav'n, and to my mother ;

Of that I doubt, as all mens' children may.
j* Eli. Out on thee, rude man ! thou dof: mame thy

mother,
£nd wound her honour with this diffidence.

Phil. I, Madam? no, I have no reafon for it ;

That is my brother's plea, and none of mine;
The which if he can prove, he pops me out
\t leaft from fair five hundred pound a year :

leav'n guard my mother's honour, and my land!
K. John. A good blunt fellow ; why, being younger

born,

>oth he lay claim to thine inheritance ?

Phil. I know not why, except to get the land

;

ut, once, he flander'd me with ballardy :

ut whether I be true begot or no,
'hat null I lay upon my mother's head

;

ut that I am as well begot, my Liege,
?air fall the bones, that took the pains for me !}

ompare our faces, and be judge yourfelf.

P 3 If
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Jf old Sir Rohert did beget us both,

And were our father, and this fon like him ;

Q old Sir Rohert, father, on my knee

I give heav'n thanks, I was not like to thee.

K. John. Why, what a mad-cap hath heaven lent ui
here \

EH. He hath a trick of Ctzur-deliins face.

The accent of his tongue affe&eth him :

Do you not read fome tokens of my fon

In the large compofition of this man ?

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts^

And finds them perfect Richard : Sirrah, fpeak,

What doth move you to claim your brother's land ?

Phil. Becaufe he hath a half-face, like my father,.

With that half-face would he have all my land ? (2)

A half-fac*U groat, five hundred pound a year I

Roh. My gracious Liege, when that my father liv'd,

Your brother did imploy my father much ;

(2) With half that Face] Eut why with half that Face *

There is no Qucftion but the Poet wrote, as I have rcftor'd

she Text, With that half- face Mr. Pope, perhaps, will be

angry with me for dilcovering an ^Anachronifm of our Poet's,

in the next Line 3 where he alludes to a Coin not ftruck till

the Year 15C4, in the Reign of King Henry VIL viz.. a Groat,,

v hich as well as the half Groat, bare but half-faces imprefs'd.

I de Stow'j Survey of London, p. 47. Holinglhed, Camden'*
Remains, &c The Poet fneers at the meagre fliarp Vifage of
the elder Brother, by comparing him to a Silver Groat, that

bore the King's Face in Profile, fo fhew'd but half the Face;

The Groats of all our Kings of England, and, indeed, all their

©tner Coins of Silver, one or two only excepted, had a full

Face crown'd 3 till Henry VII. at the Time above-mention'd,

coin'd Groats and half Groats, as alfo fome Shillings, with

half Faces, that is, Faces in Profile, as all our Coin has now, 1

The lirft Groats of King Henry VIII. were like thefe of his Fa-

ther; tho' afterwards he return'd to the broad Faces again. !

Thefe Croats, with the Imprefiion in Profile, are undoubtedly

here alluded to : tho', as 1 Paid, the Poet is knowingly guilty

of an Anachronifm in it : for, in the Time of King John there '

were no Groats at all : they being firft, as far as appears, :

coiu'd in the Reign of King Edward
pbitA
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Phil. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my land,

Your tale mult be, how he imploy'd my mother.

Rob. And once difpatch'd him in an embaflie

To Germany ; there with the Emperor
To treat of high affairs touching that time :

Th' advantage of his abfence took the King,

And in the mean time fojourn'd at my father's ;

Where, how he did prevail, I ftiame to fpeak :

But truth is truth ; large lengths of feas and mores
Between my father and my mother lay,

(As I have heard my father fpeak himfelf

}

When this fame lufty gentleman was got.

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeathed

H is lands to me ; and took it on his death,

That this, my mother's fon, was none of his >

And if he were, he came into the world
Full fourteen weeks before the courfe of time ;

Then, good my Liege, let me have what is mine*
My father's land, as was my father's will.

K. Johri, Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ;

Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him ;

And if fhe did play falfe, the fault was hers

;

Which fault lyes on the hazard of ail husbands,

That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother,

Who, as you fay, took pains to get this fon,

Had of your father claim'd this Ion for his ?.

In footh, good friend, your father might have kept

This calf, bred from his cow, from ail the world.

In footh, he m:gnt ; then, if he were my brother's,

My brother might not claim him ; nor your father-

Being none of his, refufe him ; this concludes,

My mother's fon did get your father's heir,

Your father's heir muit have your father's land.

Rob. Shall then my father's Will be of no force

To difpoffefs that child, which is not his ?

Phil. Of no more force to difpoffefs me, Sir,

Than was his will to get me, as I think.

Eli. Whether hadft thou rather be a Taukonhridge^
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land :

Or the reputed fon of C&ur-de-tim9
2 4. Lcrd
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Lord of thy prefence, and no land befide ?

PA// Madam, and if my brother had my fliapeyAnd I had his, Sir Robert his, like him

;

And if my legs were two fuch riding rods,My arms fuch eel-skins fluft ; my face fo thin, (3)
-That in mine ear I durft not ftick a rofe,
Left men lhould fay, " look, where three farthings

goes !
*

And to his iliape were heir to all this land
Would, I might never ftir from off this place,

1 d give it ev'ry foot to have this face :

I would not be Sir Nobbe in any cafe.
Eli. I like thee well ; wilt thou forfake thy fortune

Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ?
I am a foldier, and now bound to France.

Phil Brother, take you my land, I'll take my chance sYour face hath got five hundred pound a year,
Yetjell your face for five pence, and 'tis dear.
Madam, I'll follow you unto the death.

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither.
Phil. Our country manners give our betters way,
K. John. What is thy name ?

P/W. Philip, my Liege, fo is my name begun

;

Philip, good old Sir Robert's wife's eldeft fon.

{:) - my Face f0 thin,
That in mine Ear 1 clurji not flick A Rofe,
Lefl Men fl>otild fay, Look? where thrce-farthings goes 'J

In this very obfcure Paf%e our Poet is anticipating the Date
of another Coin ; humouroufly to raJjy a thin Face, eclipfed,
as it were, by a full-blown^. We muft obferve, to explain
this Allufion, tkat Queen Elizabeth was the firft, and indeed
the only, Prince who coin'd in England three-half pence, and
three-faithing Pieces. She at one and the fame Time, coin'd
Shillings, Six-pences, Groats, Three-pences,Two-pences, Three-
half-pence, Pence, Threc-farthings, and Half-pence: And thefe
Pieces all had her Head, and were alternately with the 7^/* be-
hind, and without the Rofe. The Shilling, Groat, Two-pence,
Penny, and Half-penny had it not : The other intermediate
Coins, viz.. the Six-pence, Three-pence, Three-half-pence, and
Thiee-faxthings had the Rife,

K. John.
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K.John. From henceforth bear his name, whofeform

thou bear'ft

:

Kneel thou down Philip, but rife up more great

;

Arife Sir Richard, and Plantagenet.

Phil. Brother by th' mother's fide, give me your

hand

;

My father gave me honour, yours gave land.

Now blefTed be the hour, by night or day,

When I was got, Sir Robert was away !

Eli. The very fpirit of Plantagenet I

I am thy grandam ; Richard, call me fo.

Phil. Madam, by chance, but not by truth ; what

though ?

Something about, a little from the right,

In at the window, or elfe o'er the hatch :

Who dares not ftir by day, muft walk by nighfa
And have is have, however men do catch ;

Near or far off, well won is ftill well mot

;

And I am I, howe'er I was begot.

K. John. Go, Faulconbridge, now haft thou thy de-

Are ;

A landlefs Knight makes thee a landed 'Squire :

Come, Madam ; and come, Richard ; we muft fpeed

For France, for France ; for it is more than need.

Phil. Brother, adieu ; good fortune come to thee,

For thou was got i'th
v way of honefty.

[Exeunt all but Philip,

A foot of honour better than I was,

jBut many a many foot of land the worfe !

Well, now can I make any Joan a lady.

Good-den, Sir Richard, Godamercy, fellow ;

And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter

;

For new-made honour doth forget mens' names

:

'Tis too refpeclive and unfociable

For your converfing. Now your traveller,

He and his tooth-pick at my worfhip's mefs ;

And when my knightly ftomach is iufrie'd,

Why then I fuck my teeth, and catechife

My picqued man of countries ; My dear Sir/.

(Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin)
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I fhall befeech you, that is queftion now s

And then comes anfwer like an ABC-book ;

O Sir, fays anfwer, at your beft command,
At your employment, at your fervice, Sir :

No, Sir, fays queftion, I, fweet Sir, at yours,—

4

And fo e'er anfwer knows what queftion would^
Saving in dialogue of compliment

;

And talking of the Alps and Apennines,

The Pyrenean and the river Po

;

It draws towards fupper in conclufion, fb 5

But this is worlhipful fociety,

A nd fits the mounting fpirit like myfelf

;

For he is but a baftard to the time,

That doth not fmack of obfervation

;

(And fo am I, whether I fmack or no :)

And not alone in habit and device,

Exterior form, outward accoutrement;

But from the inward motion to deliver

Sweet, fweet, fweet poifon for the age's tooth ;

Which tho' I will not practife to deceive,

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ;

For it (hail ftrew the footfteps of my riling.

But who comes in fuch hafte, in riding robes ?

What woman-poft is this ? hath ihe no husband,

That will take pains to blew a horn before her £

O me ! it is my mother ; now, good lady,.

What brings you here tc court fo haftily ?

Enter Lady Faukcnbridge, and James Gurney.

Lady. Where is that Have, thy brother ? where is he,

That holds in chafe mine honour up and down ?

Phil. My brother Robert, old Sir Robert's fon,

Co/brand the giant, that fame mighty man,

Is it Sir Robert's fon, thrt you leek fo ?

Lady. Sir Robert's f<m ? ay, thou unrev'rend boy,
1

' Sir Robert's fon : why fcorn'ft thou at Sir Robert ?

tie is Sir Roberts fon ; and fo art thou.

Phil. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a while ?

Qur. Good k-uve, good Philip.

PhiL
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Phil Philip! fpareme, James; (4)

There's toys abroad ; anon I'll tell thee mere.

[Exit James

Madam, I was not old Sir Robert*s fon,

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me
Upon Good-Friday and ne'er broke his fail

:

Sir Robert could do well ; marry, confefs

!

Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it

;

We knew his handy-work ; therefore, good mother,

To whom am I beholden for thefe limbs ?

Sir Robert never holpe to make this leg.

Lady. Haft thou confpir'd with thy brother too,

That, for thine own gain, mould9

ft defend mine honour ?

What means this fcorn, thou moft untoward knave ?

Phil Knight, Knight, gcod mother- > Bafilifco

like, (s)
What?

(4) ' Philip, fparrovv, James.] Thus the old Copies 5

and Mr. Pope has attempted to glofs this Reading by telling usj>

that Philip is the common Name for a tame Sparrow. So that

then Faulconbridge would fay, Call me Philips Yon may as well

call me Sparrow, The Allufion is very mean and trifling:

and every Body, 1 believe, will chufeto embrace Mr. Warbur-

tons Emendation, which I have inferted into the Text. Sparc

me, and Forbear me, it may beobferved, are our Author's ac~"

cuftom'd Phrafes j either when any one wants another to leave

him, or would be rid of a difpleafing Subje&.

(5) Knight, Knight, goad Mather, Bafilifco likf.1 Thus
muft this Paifage be pointed; and, to come at the Humour
of it, I muft' clear up an old Ciicumftance of Stage-Riftory,

Paulconbridge* s Words here carry a conceal'd Piece of Satire on
aftupid Drawdof that Age, printed in 1599, and call'd Soliman

and Perfeda. In this Piece there is the Character of a bragging
corardly Knight, caird Bajilifco. His Pretention to Valour is

fo blown and feen thro', that Plflon, a Buffoon-fervant in the
Play, jumps upon his Back, and will not difengage him, till

he makes Bafilifco fwear upon his dudgeon Dagger to the Con-
sents, and in the Terms, he dictates to him : as, for Inftancc,

Baf 0, l fwear, I fwear.
Pitt, By the Contents of this Blade^

Baf, B; the Cments of this BUrtf>
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What! I am dub'd ; I have it on my moulder:
But, mother, I am not Sir Robert's Ton ;

I have difclaim'd Sir Robert, and my land ;

Legitimation, name, and all is gone :

7 hen, good my mother, let me know my father;

Seme proper man, I hope ; who was it, mother ?

Lady. Haft thou deny'd thy felf a Faulconbridge?

Pi/. As faithfully, as I deny the devil.

Lady. King Richard Caeur-de-Iton was thy father^

By long, and vehement, fuit I was ledue'd

To make room for him in my husband's bed.

Heav'n lay not my tranfgremon to my charge !

Thou art the iftue of my dear offence,

Which was fo ftrongly urg'd paft my defence.

Phil. Now, by this light, were I to get again,

Madam, J would not wiih a better father.

Some fins do bear their privilege on earth,

And fo doth yours ; your fault was not your folly

;

Needs mufl you lay your heart at his difpofe,

Subjected tribute to commanding love;

Againlt. whefe fury, and unmatched force,

The awlefs lion could not wage the right

;

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hands.

He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts,

May eafily win a woman's. Ay, my mother,

With all my heart I thank thee for my father.

Who lives and dares but fay, thou didit not well

When I was got, I'll fend his foul to hell.

Tift. /, the aforefud Eafilifco,

Baf. /, the ^fare[aid Balilifco,

Knight, good fellow, knight, knight,

Pift. Knave, good fellow, knave, knave,

Sothat'tis clear, cur Poet is fheering at this Play; andmako
fbitifi when his Mother calls him Knave, throw off that Re-

proach by humouroully laying claim to his new Dignity of

Knight ho cd ; as Bofdifco arrogantly infifts on his Title of Knight

in the Parage above quoted. The old Play is an execrable

bad one; and, I fuppofe, was fufficiemly exploded in the Re-

prefentation: which might make this Circumftance fo. well'

known, as to become the JUtt for a Stage-Saicafm.

Come.,
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Come, lady, I will fhew thee to my kin,
And they fhall fay, when Richard me begot,

If thou hadft faid him nay, it had been fin ;

Who fays, it was, he lyes ; I fay, 'twas not. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE, before the Walls of Angiers in

France.

Enter Philip King ^France, Lewis the Dauphin, tht
Archduke of Auftria, Conftance, and Arthur.

Lewis.

BEFORE Anglers well met, brave Auftria.

Arthur! that great fore-runner of thy blood
Richard, that rbbb'd the lion of his heart,

And fought the holy wars in Pa/eftine,

By this brave Duke came early to his grave

:

And for amends to his pofcerity,

At our importance hither is he come,
To fpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf

;

And to rebuke the ufurpation

Of thy unnatural uncle, Englijb John.
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither.

Arth. God fhall forgive you Cceur-delions death
The rather, that you give his off-fpring life

;

Shadowing their right under your wings of war.
I give you welcome with a pow'rlefs hand,

But with a heart full of unftained love :

Welcome before the gates of Angiers, Duke.
Lewis. A noble boy ! who would not do thee right r

Auft. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kifs,

As feal to this indenture of my love

;

That to my home I will no more return,

prill Angiers and the right thou haft in France,

Together
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Together with that pale, that white-fac'd (hore,

Whofe foot fpurns back the ocean's roaring tides,

And coops from other lands her illanders

;

Ev'n till that England, hedg'd in with the main,

That water-walled bulwark, ftill fecure

And confident from foreign purpofes,

Ev'n till that outmoft corner of the weft,

Salute thee for her King. Till then, fair boy,

Will I not think of home> but follow arms.

Cottjh O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks^

Till your ftrong hand fhall htlp to give him ftrength,

To make a more requital to your love.

Auft. The peace ofheav'n is theirs, who lift their

fwords

In fuch a juft and charitable war.

K. Philip. Well then, to work ; our engines fhall bs

bent

Againft the brows of this refifting town;

Call for our chiefeft men of difcipline,

To cull the plots of belt advantages.

We'll lay before this town our royal bones,

Wade to the market-place in Frenchmens* bloody

But we will make it fubjeel to this boy.

Govft. Stay for an anfwer to your Embattle,

Left unadvis'd you ftain your fwords with blood.

My lord Chatilion may from England bring

That right in peace, which he e we urge in war ;

And then we fhall repent each drop of bloody

That hot rafh hafte fo indiredlly fhed.

Enter Chatilion.

K. Philip. A wonder, lady! lo, upon thy wifh
Our meftenger Chatilion is arrived ;

What England fays, fay briefly, gentle lord,

We coldly paufe for thee. Chatilion, fpeak.*

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paultry fiege^^

And ftir them up againft a mightier task.

England, impatient of your juft demands,
Hath put himfelf in arms ; the adverfe winds,

Whofe leifure I have Said, have giv'n him time

To
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To land his legions all as foon as ]

.

His marches are expedient to this town,

His forces ftrong, his foldiers confident.

With him along is come the mother-Queen ;

An Ate, ftirring him to blood and ftrife.

With her, her neice, the lady Blanch of Spain %
With them a baftard of the King deceas'd,

And all th'unfettled humours of the land

;

Ram, inconfid'rate, fiery voluntaries,

With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' fpkens,

Have fold their fortunes at their native homes,
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs^.

To make a hazard of new fortunes here.

In brief, a braver choice ofdauntlefs fpirits,

Than now the Englijb bottoms have waft o'er,

.

Did never Boat upon the fvvelling tide,

To do offence and fcathe in chriitendcm.

The interruption of their churl ifh drums {Brums beaii
Cuts off more circumftance ; they are at hand.

To parly, or to fight, therefore prepare.

K. Philip. How much unlook'd for is this expedition!

Aujl* By how much unexpected, by fo much
We muft awake endeavour for defence ;

For courage mounteth with occafion :

Let them be welcome then, we are prepared.

Enter King England, Faulconbridge, Elinor, Blanch,

>
Pembroke, and others,

K. John. Peace be to France, if France in peace permit
©ur juft and lineal entrance to our own :

If not, bleed France, and peace afcend toheav'n,
Whillt we, God's wrathful agent, do correct

Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heav'n,
K. Philip Peace be to England, if that war return

From France to England, there to live in peace I

England we love; and for chat England si^Q
With burthen of our armour here we fweat ;

This toil of ours mould be a work of thine.

But thou from loving England art fo far,

That thou haft under-wrought its lawful King j
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Cut ofF the fequence of pofterity

;

Out-faced infant ftate ; and done a rape

Upon the maiden virtue of the crown.

Look here upon thy brother Geffrey s face.

Thefe eyes, thefe brows, were moulded out of his ;

This little abftracl: doth contain that large,

Which dy'd in Geffrey ; and the hand of time

Shali draw this briefinto as large a volume.

That Geffrey was thy elder brother born,

And this his fon ; England was Geffrey* s right,

And this is Geffrey's ; in the name of God,
How comes it then, that thou art call'd a King,

When living blood doth in thefe temples beat,

Which own the crown that thou o'er-maftereft ?

K. John. From whom haft thou this great commiflion^

France,

To draw my anfwer to thy articles ?

K. Philip. From that fupernal judge, that ftirs good
thoughts

In any breaft of ftrong authority,

To look into the blots and ftains of right.

That judge hath made me guardian to this boys
Under whofe warrant I impeach thy wrong,
And by whofe help I mean to chaftife it.

K. John. Alack, thou doll ufurp authority.

K. Philip. Excufe it, 'tis to beat ufurping down.'

Eli. Who is't, that thou doft call ufurper, France f

Conft. Let me make anfwer : thy ufurping fon.—

—

Eli. Out, infolent ! thy baftard fhall be King,

That thou may'ft be a Queen, and check the world ?

Conjl. My bed was ever to thy fon as true,

As thine was to thy husband ; and this boy,

Liker in feature to his father Geffrey,

Than thou and John, in manners being as like

As rain to water, or devil to his dam.
My boy a baftard ! by my foul, I think,

His father never was fo true-begot

;

Jt cannot be, an if thou wert his mother.

Eli, There's a good mother, boy, that blots thy
father.

Conft,
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Conft.. There's a good grandam, boy, that would

blot thee.

Auft. Peace.

Faulc. Hear the crief.

Auft. What the devil art thou ?

Faulc . One that will play the devil, Sir, with you,

An a' may catch your hide and you alone.

You are the hare, of whom the proverb goes,

Whofe valour plucks dead Lions by the beard

;

I'll fmoak your skin-coat, an I catch you right

;

Sirrah, look to't ; i'faith, I will, i'faich.

Blanch. O, well did he become that Lion's robe?

That did difrobe the Lion of that robe.

Faulc. It lyes as fightly on the back of him, (6)

As great Abides* fhews upon an afs

;

But, afs, I'll take that burthen from your back,

Or lay on that, fhall make your moulders crack.

Auft. What cracker is this fame, that deafs our ears

With this abundance of fuperfluous breath ?

King Philip, determine what we mall do {trait.

K. Philip. Women and fools, break orTyour conference!

King John, this is the very fum of all

;

England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine,
In right of Arthur I do claim of thee :

Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy arms ?

(6) It lyes as fightly on the Bac\of him,

iAs great Alcides* Shccs upon an ^Afs.] But why his Shoes,

an the Name of Propriety ? For let Hercules and his Shoes have
been really as big as they were ever fuppos'd to be, yet they

(I mean, the Shoes) would not have been an Overload for an
Afs. I am perfuaded, I have retriev'd the true Reading; and
let us obferve the Juftnefs of the Comparifon now. Faulcon-

bridge in his Refentment would fay this to Aafiria, " That
€< Lion's Skin, which my great Father King %ichard once wore,

f looks as uncouthly on thy Back; as that other noble Hide,

P which was borne by Hercules, would look on the Back of an
** Afs." A double Allufion was intended; firft, to the Fable

of the Afs in the Lion's Skin : then l(jchard I. is finely fet in

Competition with sAUides^ as ^iufiriah fatiiically coupled witk

the Afs,

K. John.
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K. John. My life as ioon.—I do defie thee, Franti,

Arthur of Britain, yield thee to my hand ;

And out of my dear love Til give thee more,
Than e'er the coward-hand of France can win.
Submit thee. boy.

Kit. Come to thy grandam, child.

Conft. Do. child, go toit grandam, child.

Give grandam kingdom, and it grandam will

Give it a plum, a cherry, and a rig ;

There's a good grandam.

Arth. Good my mother, peace;

I would, that I were low hid in my grave

;

I am no: worth this coil, that's made for me.
Eli. His mother (names him fo, poor bey, he ivfeeps.

Conft. Now mame upon you, whe're fhe does or no

!

His grandanVs wrong, and not his mother's -names,

Draws thole heav"n-mo'. ing pearls from his poor eyes,

Which heav'n mall take in nature of a fee

:

Ay, with thefe cryltal beads heav'n mail be brib'd

To do h:m juftice, and revenge or. you.

Eli. Thou monftrous Qanderer of heav'n and earth \

Conjl. Thou monftrous injure: of heav'n and earth>

Call me not Qanderer ; thou, and thine, ufurp

The domination, royalties and rights

Of this oppiefled boy; this is thy eideft fan's fon^

Infortunate in nothingbut in thee :

Thy fins are vifited in this poor chi'd;

The canon of the law is laid on him ;

Being bat the fecord generation

Removed from thy fm-ccnceiv:ng womb.
K. John. Bedlam, have done.

Ccnjl. I have bat this to lay,

That he is not only plagued for her iln,

But God hath made her fin and her the plagae
On this removed ifibe, plagu'd for her,

And with her plague her fin ; his injury,

Her injury, the beadle to her fin,

Ail pun:.Yd in the perfon of this child,

And ali for her, a plague upon her !

Eli. Thou unadvis'd fcoid, I can produce
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A will, that bars the title of thy fon.

Conft. Ay, who doubts that ? a will f— a wicked

will;

A woman's will, a cankred grandam's will.

K. Phil. Peace, Lady; paufe, or be more temperate

:

It ill befeems this prefence to cry Aim
To thefe ill-tuned repetitions.

Some trumpet fummcn hither to the walls

Thefe men of Anglers ; let us hear them fpeak,

Whofe title they admit, Arthurs or Johns.
[Trumpet founds*

Enter a Citizen upon the Walls.

Ctt. Who is it, that hath warn'd us to the walls ?

K. Philip. 'Tis France, for England.

K. John. England for itfelf

;

You men of Angitrs* and my loving fubjec~ls

K. Philip. You loving men of Angiers, Arthurs fub-

jefts,

Cur trumpet calPd you to this gentle pane-
K. John. For our advantage; therefore hear us firft:

Thefe flags of France, that are advanced here

Before the eye and profpecl of your town,

Have hither march'd to your endamagement.
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath 5

And ready mounted are they to fpit forth

Their iron indignation 'gainrt your walls

:

All preparations for a bloody fiege

And mercilefs proceeding, by thefe French,

Confront your city's eyes, your winking gates 5

And, but for our approach, thefe fleeping itones,.

That as a wafte do girdle you about,

By the compulfion of their ordinance

By this time from their fixed beds of lime

Had been difhabited, and wide havock made
For bloody power to rum upon your peace.

But on the fight of us your lawful King,
(Who painfully with much expedient march
Have brought a counter- check before your gates,

To fave unferatch'd your city's threatned cheeks)

Beheld;
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Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchfafe a parle i

And now, inflead of bullets wrap'd in fire,

To make a fhaking fever in your walls,

They ihoot but calm words folded up in fmoak,
To make a faithlefs error in your ears

;

Which trull accordingly, kind citizens

;

And let in us, your King, whofe labour'd fpirits,

Fore- weary 'd n this action of fwift fpeed,

Crave harbourage within your city- walls.

K. Philip. When I have faid, make anfwer to us both,

Lo ! in this right hand, whofe protection

Is moll: divinely vow'd upon the right

Of him it holds, Hands young Plantagenet ;

Sen to the elder brother of this man,
And King o'er him, and all that he enjoys.

For this down-trodden equity, we tread

In warlike march thefe greens before your town ;

B^ing no further enemy to you,

Than the constraint of hofpkable zeal,

In the relief of this oppreffed child,

ReLgioufly provokes. Be pleafed then

To pay that duty, which you truly owe
To him that owns it ; namely, this young prince*

And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear,

Save in afped, hath all offence feal'd up :

Our cannons' malice vainly (hall be fpent

Againfr th' invulnerable clouds cf heav'n ;

And with a bleiTed, and unvext retire,

With unhack'd fwords, and helmets all unbruis'd,

We will bear home that lurry blood again,

Which here we came to fpout againfr, your town ;

And leave your children, wives, and you in peace,

But if you fondly pafs our proffer'd offer,

'Tis not the rounder of your old-fae'd walls

Can hide you from our meffengers of war

:

Tho' all thefe Englijh, and their difcipline,

Wr

ere harbour'd in their rude circumference.

Then tell us, mail your city call us lord,

In that behalf which we have challeng'd it ?

Or ftiall we give the fignal to our rage,
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And llalk in blood to our pofTeflion ?

Cit. In brief, we are the King of England's fubjedls

;

For him, and in his right, we hold this town.

K. John. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in,

Cit. That can we not; but he that proves the King,
To him will we prove loyal ; till that time,

Have we ramnfd up our gates againft the world.

K, John. Doth not the crown of England prove the
King ?

And if not that, I bring you witnefles,

Twice fifteen thoufand hearts of England's breed

Faulc. (Baltards, and elfe.)

K. John. To verify our title with their lives.

K. Philip. As many, and as well-born bloods as thofe

Faulc. (Some baftards too.)

K. Philip. Stand in his face to contradict his claim.

Cit. Till you compound, whofe right is worthieft,

We for the worthieft hold the right from both.

K. John. Then God forgive the fin of all thofe fouls,

That to their everlailing reficlence,

Before the dew ofevening fall, mall fleet,

In dreadful tryal of our kingdom's King

!

K. Philip. Amen, Amen. Mount, chevaliers, to

arms

!

Faulc. Saint George, that fwing'd the dragon, and e'er

fmce

Sits on his horfeback at mine hoftefs' door,

Teach us fome fence. Sirrah, were I at home
At your den, firrah, with your Lionefs,

I'd let an ox-head to your Lion s hide,

And make a moniter of you. [To Auftria,

I Auft. Peace, no more.

Faulc. O, tremble; for you hear the Lion roar.

K. John. Up higher to the plain, where we'll fet forth

In belt appointment all our regiments.

Faulc. Speed then to take tli' advantage of the field.

K. Philip. It mall be fo; and at the other hill

Command the reil to Hand, God, and our right f

[Exeunt.

J
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A long Charge founded: then, after excurfons^ enter the

Herald of France with trumpets to the gates.

F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your gates,

And let young Arthur Duke of Bretagne in ;

Who by the hand of France this day hath made
Much work for tears in many an Englifh mother,

Whofe fons lye fcatter'd on the bleeding ground.;

And many a widow's husband groveling lyes,

Coldly embracing the difcolour'd earth

;

While viclory with little lofs doth play

Upon the dancing banners of the French

;

Who are at hand triumphantly difplay'd,

To enter conquerors ; and to proclaim

Arthur of Bretagne, England's King, and yours.

Enter Englilh Herald with Trumpets.

E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers ; ring your bells;

King John, your King and England's, doth approach,

Commander of this hot malicious day.

Their armours, that march'd hence fo filver-bright,

Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens' blood.

There ftuck no plume in any Englifh Crelt,

That is removed by a ftaff of France.

Our Colours do return in thofe fame hands

;

That did difplay them when we firft march'd forth

;

And, like a jolly troop of huntfmen, come
Our lufty Englifh, all with purpled hands

;

Dy'd in the dying flaughter of their foes.

Qpen your gates, and give the vidors way.

Cit. Heralds, from off our tow'rs we might behold,

From nrfl to laft, the Onfet and Retire

Of both your armies, whofe equality

By our bell eyes cannot be cenfured

;

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have anfwer'd

blows

;

Strength matched with ftrength, and power confronted

power.

Both are alike, and both alike we like ;

One mull prove greateft. While they weigh fo even,

We hold our town for neither ; yet for both,

Enter
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Enter the two Kings with their Powers, at federal Doors.

K. John. France, haft thou yet more blood to call

away?
Say, mall the current of our Right run on ?

Whofe paflage, vext with thy impediment,

Shall leave his native channel, and o'er-fwell

With courfe difturb'd ev'n thy confining mores

;

Unlefs thou let his filver water keep

A peaceful progrefs to the ocean.

K. Philip. England, thou haft not fav'd one drop of
blood

In this hot tryal, more than we of France;

Rather loft more. And by this hand I fwear,

That fways the earth this climate overlooks,

Before we will lay by our juft-borne arms,

We'll put thee down, 'gainft whom thefearms webeari
Or add a royal number to the dead

;

Gracing the fcroul, that tells of this war's lofs,

With (laughter coupled to the name of Kings.

Faulc. Ha ! Majefty,—how high thy glory towers,

When the rich blood of Kings is let on fire!

Oh, now doth Death line his dead chaps with fteel

;

The fwords of foldiers are his teeth, his phangs

;

And now he feafts, mouthing the flefh of men
In undetermin'd dirPrences of Kings.

Why ftand thefe royal fronts amazed thus ?

Cry havock, Kings ; back to the ftained field,

You equal Potents, fiery-kindled fpirits I

Then let Confuiion of one part confirm

The other's peace; till then, blows, blood, and death,

K. John. Whofe party do the townfmen yet admit ?

K. Philip. Speak, Citizens, for England, who's your
King ?

Cit. The King of Englandy when we know the King.
K. Philip. Know^him in us, that here hold up his

Right.

K. John. In us, that are our own great deputv,
And bear poffeflion of our perfon here ;

Lord of our prcfence, Anglers> and of you,

at,
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C//. A greater pow'r, than ye, denies all this ; (7)
And till it be undoubted, we do lock

Our former fcruple in our ftrong-barr'd gates.

Kings of our fears, until our fears refolv'd

Be by fome certain King purg'd and depos'd.

Faulc. By heav'n, the Scroyles of Anglers flout you,
Kings,

And (land iecurely on their battlements,

As in a Theatre, whence they gape and point

At your induitrious Scenes and A£ts of death.

You royal prefences, be rul'd by me

;

Do like the Mutines of Jerufalem,

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend

Your fharpelt, deeds of malice on this town.

By eail and weft let France and England mount
Their batt'ring cannon charged to the mouths

;

Till their foul-fearing clamours have braul'd down
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous City.

I'd play inceflan tly upon thefe jades

;

Even till unfenced defolation

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, diffever your united ftrengths,

And part your mingled Colours once again ;

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point.

Then in a moment fortune ihall cull forth

Out of one fide her happy minion ;

To whom in favour (he mall give the day,

And kifs him with a glorious Victory,

How like you this wild counfel, mighty States ?

Smacks it not fomething of the Policy ?

K. John. Now by the sky, that hangs above our

heads,

I like it well. France, (hall we knit our Pow'rs,

And lay this Anglers even with the ground,

(7) greater Poiv'r than We denies all this\] We muft Cer-

tainly read, as Mr. Warbmton acutely obferv'd to Me 5

^4 greater Pow )
r3 than Ye, denies all this:

i. e. Tho' each of You pretend to be our rightful Kings, you

are as yet only fo in (waving over our Fears, in the Terrors

we have of you> net acknowledge Kings in our Obedience.

Then,
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Then, after, fight who fhall be King of it?

Faulc. And if thou haft the mettle of a King,

Being wrong'd as we are by this peevifh town,

Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery,

As we will ours, againft thefe fawcy walls

;

And when that we have daQYd them to the ground,

Why, then dene each other; and, pell-mell,

Make work upon our felves for heav'n or hell.

K. Philip. Let it be fo ; fay, where will you aflaalt?

K. John. We from the weft will fend deftrudtion

Into this City's bofom.

Auft, I from the north.

K. Philip. Our thunder from the fouth

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town.

Faulc. O prudent difcipline! from North to South;
Auftria and France (hoot in each other's mouth.
I'll ftir them to it; come, away, away!

Cit, Hear us, great Kings; vouchfafe a while to

ftay,

And I mall mew you peace, and fair-fac'd league

;

Win you this city without ftroak or wound

;

Refcue thofe breathing lives to die in beds,

rhat here come facrifices for the field ;

Perfever not, but hear me, mighty Kings.

K. John, Speak on, with favour; we are bent to

hear.

Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the lady Blanch,
Is near to England ; look upon the years

Df Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid,
f lufty love mould go in queft of beauty,

-Vhere mould he find it fairer than in Blanch ?
f zealous love mould go in fearch of virtue,

Vhere mould he find it purer than in Blanch ?
f love, ambitious, fought a match of Birth,

[Vhofe veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch*
uch as me is, in beauty, virtue, birth,

3 the young Dauphin every way compleat

:

f not compleat of fay, he is not me;
nd me again wants nothing, (to name Want,)
f Want it be not, that me is not he,

Vol. III. He
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He is the half part of a blefied man, (8)

Left to be finifhed by fuch a She

:

And fhe a fair divided Excellence,

Whofe fulnefs of perfection lies in him.
Oh ! two fuch filver currents, when they join,

Do glorifie the banks that bound them in

:

And two fuch fhores, to two fuch ftreams made one,

Two fuch controlling bounds fhall you be, Kings,
To thefe two Princes, if you marry them.
This union fhall do more than battery can,

To our fafl-clofed gates : for at this match,
With fwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce,

The mouth of pafTage fhall we fling wide ope,

And give you entrance ; but without this match,
The fea enraged is not half fo deaf,

Lions fo confident, mountains and rocks

So free from motion ; no, not death himfelf

In moital fury half fo peremptory,

As we to keep this City.

Faulc. Here's a flay,

That makes the rotten carcafs of old Death
Out of his rags. Here's a large mouth, indeed,

That fpits forth death, and mountains, rocks and feas

Talks as familiarly of roaring Lions,

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs.

What Cannoneer begot this lufty blood ?

He fpeaks plain cannon -fire, and fmoak and bounce,

He gives the baflonado with his tongue

:

Our ears are cudgel'd ; not a word of his,

But buffets better than a fift of France ;

Zounds ! I was never fo bethumpt with words,

Since I nrft calPd my brother's father dad.

Eli. Son, lift to this conjunction, make this matdB
Give with our Neice a dowry large enough

;

For by this knot thou fhalt fo furely tie

(%) He is the half Part of a blejfed Man,
Left ro befiniffiedbj fuch as She:] The ingenious Dr. Thii

piefctib'd that Reading, which 1 have here reftoi'd to the Te

and which is abfoluteJy lequifue to theScnfe of the railage

i
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Thy now unfur'd affurance to the Crown,
That yon green boy fhall have no Sun to ripe

The bloom, that promifeth a mighty fruit.

I fee a Yielding in the looks of France

;

Mark, how they whifper ; urge them, while their fouls

Are capable of this ambition

;

Left zeal now melted by the windy breath

Of foft petitions, pity and remorfe,

Cool and congeal again to what it was.

Cit. Why anfwer not the double Maj cities

This friendly Treaty of our threatened town ?

K. Philip. Speak, England, hrft, that hath been for-

ward hrft

To fpeak unto this City : what fay you ?

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy Princely fon,

Can in this book of beauty read, I love ;

Her dowry (hall weigh equal with a Queen.
For Anjou, and fair Tourainey Maine, PoiSliers, (9)

And all that we upon this fide the fea,

Except this City now by us befieg'd,

Find liable to our Crown and Dignity,

Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich

In titles, honours, and promotions

;

(9) For A kg 1 ers and fair Touraine, Maine, Poi&iers,

iAnd all that We upon this Side the Sea,

Except this City novj by us beileg'd,

Find liable, Sec] This is a remarkable Inftance of CarelefT-

uefs in a Point that ftares common Senfe full in the Face : and
yet thus all the Editors in their profound Sagacity. What was

the City bcfieg'd,b\\t dingiers? King John> confeming to match
the Lady Blanch with the Dauphin, agrees, in Part of her Dow-
ry, to give up all he held in France, except the City of ^Angiers

which he now befieg'd and laid Claim to. But could it be

thought, that he fhould at one and the fame time give up all

except ^Angiersy and give up That too? Anjou was one of the

Provinces, which the Engliffj held in Francf ; and which the

French King by Chatilion claim'd of K Jovn in lOuht of Duke
^Arthur, at the very Opening of the Flay. ^Angiers, infread of

i
*Anjoit, has been falfeiy printed in fsveral other Pafiages of

1 this Hiftory.

I

Q^2 As
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As fhe in beauty, education, blood,

Holds hand with any Princefs of the world.

K. Philip, What fay'ft thou, boy ? look in the lady's

face.

Lewis. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find

A wonder, or a wondrous miracle

;

The lhadow of my felf form'd in her eye ;

Which, being but the fhadow of your fon,

Becomes a Sun, and makes your fon a lhadow.

I do proteft, I never lov'd my felf,

Till now, infixed, I beheld my felf,

Drawn in the flatt'ring table of her eye.

[Whifpering with Blanch.

Faulc. Drawn in the flatt'ring table of her eye !

Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow
And quarter'd in her heart ! he doth efpie

Himfelf love's traitor : this is pity now,
That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd, there mould be,

In fuch a Love, fo vile a lout as he.

Blanch. My uncle's will in this refpecl: is mine.

If he fee aught in you, that makes him like,

That any thing he fees, which moves his liking,

I can with eafe tranflate it to my will

:

Or if you will, to fpeak more properly,

J will enforce it eafily to my love.

Further I will not flatter you, my lord,

That all I fee in you is worthy love,

Than this ; that nothing do I fee in you,

(Though churiifh thoughts themfelves mould be your
judge)

That I can find mould merit any hate.

K. John. What fay thefe young Ones ? what fay you,

my Neice r

Planch. That me is bound in Honour ftill to do
Wr

hat you in wifdom frill vcuchfafe to fay.

K. John. Speak then, Prince Dauphin, can you love

this lady ?

Lewis. Nay, ask me, if I can refrain from love

;

For I do love her moil unfeignedly.

K. John.
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K. John. Then do I give Folque/ftn,Touraine, Main**

Poifiiers, and Anjou, thefe five Provinces,

With her to thee ; and this addition more,

Full thirty thoufand Marks of Englijb coin.

Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal,

Command thy Son and Daughter to join hands.

K. Philip. It likes us well; young Princes, clofe your
hands.

Auft. And your lips too ; for, I am well affur'd,

That I did fo, when I was firft arTur'd.

K.Philip. Now, Citizens of Angiers, ope your gates,

Let in that amity which you have made

:

For at Saint Marfs Chappel prefently

The Rites of Marriage mall be folemniz'd.

Is not the lady Conftance in this troop ?

J know, lhe is not ; for this Match made up
Her prefence would have interrupted much.
Where is me and her fon, tell me, who knows ?

Lews. She's fad and pamonate at your Highnefs*
Tent.

K. Philip. And, by my faith, this league, that we
have made,

Will give her fadnefs very little Cure.

Brother of England, how may we content

This widow lady ? in her Right we came ;

Which we, God knows, hare turn'd another way
To our own vantage.

K. John. We will heal up all,

For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Britain,

And Earl of Richmond, and this rich fair town
We make him lord of. Call the lady Conftance,

Some fpeedy MefTenger bid her repair

To our Solemnity : I truft, we mail,

If not fill up the meafure of her will,

Vet in fome meafure fatisfie her fo,

Phat we fnall flop her exclamation.

Go we, as well as haile will fufFer us,

ro this unlook'd-for, unprepared, Pomp.
[Ex. all but Faulconbr.

Faulc. Mad world, mad Kings, mad compofition

!

0. 3 John,
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John, to flop Arthurs Title in the whole,

Hath willingly departed with a part

:

And France, whofe armour Confcience buckled on,

Whom Zeal and Charity brought to the held,

As God's own foldier, rounded in the ear

With that fame purpofe- changer, that fly devil,

That broker, that ftill breaks the pate of faith,

That daily break-vow, he that wins of all,

Of King?, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, •

Who having no external thing to lpfe ,]

Bat the word Maid, cheats the poor maid of that;

That fmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling Commodity,—*!
Commodity, the biafs of the world,

The world, which of it felf is poifed well,

Made to run even, upon even ground;

Till this advantage, this vile-erawirg biafs^

This fway of motion, this Commodity,
Makes it take head from all indifferency,

From all direction, purpofe, ccurfe, intent.

And this fame biafs, this Commodity,
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word,
Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France,

Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid,

From a refolv'd and honourable war,

To a molt bafe and vile-concluded peace.

—

And why rail I on this Commodity ?

But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet:

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand,

When his fair angels wculd falute my palm;
But that my hand, as unattempted yet,

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich.

Well, while I am a beggar, I will rail ;

And fay, there is no fin but to be rich:

And being rich, my virtue then fhall be,

To fay, there is no vice, but beggary.

Since Kings break faith upon commodity,

Gain, be my lord; for I will worfbip thee! [Exit.

A C 1
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ACT III.

SCENE, The French Kings Pavilion,

Enter Conftance, Arthur, mid Salisbury,

Constance.

GONE to be marry'd ! gone to fwear a peace !

Falfe blood to falfe blood join'd! Gone to be
friends

!

Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thofe provinces ?

It is not fo, thou haft mif-fpoke, mif-heard j

Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again,

It cannot be ; thou doft but fay, 'tis fo.

I truft, I may not truft thee 3 fpr thy word
Is but the vain breath of a common man :

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ;

I have a King's oath to the contrary.

Thou malt be puniuYd for thus frighting me,
For I am fick, and capable of fears

;

Oppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of fears:

A widow, husbandlefs, iubje& to fears

;

A woman, naturally born to fears,

And, tho' thou now confefs thou did ft but jeff,

With my vext fpirits I cannot take a truce,

But they will quake and iremble ail this day.

What doft thou mean by making of try head ?

Why doft thou look fo fadly on my fon ?

What means that hard upon that bi iaft of thine ?

Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum,
Like a proud river peeing o'ei his bounds ?

Be thefe fad fighs confiimers of thy words?
Then fpeak again, not all thy former tale,

But this one word, whether thy tale be true.

Sal. As true, as, I believe, you think them falfe,

That give you caufe to prove my faying true.

Qa conff*
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Confi. Oh, if thou teach me to believe this forrow*

Teach thou this forrow how to make me die

;

And let belief and life encounter fo,

As doth the fury of two defp'rate men,
Which, in the very meeting, fall and die.

Lewis wed Blanch ! O boy, then where art thou ?

France friend with England ! what becomes of*me ?

Fellow, be gone, I cannot brook thy fight

:

This news hath made thee a moll ugly man.
Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done,

But ipoke the harm that is by others done ?

ConJI. Which harm within kklf fo heinous is,

As it makes harmful all that fpcak of it.

Jlrth. I do befeech you, mother, be content.

Conft. If thou, that bidft me be content, wert grim,
Ugly, and fland'rous to thy mother's womb,
Full of unplealing blots, and figMefs llains,

Lame, fooliih, crooked, fwart, prodigious,

Fatch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks \

I would not care, I then would be content

:

For then I mould not love thee : no, nor thou
Eecome thy great birth, nor deferve a crown.
Bat thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy I

INature and fortune join'd to make thee great.

Of nature's gifts thou may'ft with lillies boaft,

And with the half-blown rofe. But fortune, oh \

She is corrupted, chang'd, and, won from thee,

Adulterates hourly with thine uncle John ;

And with her golden hand hath pluckt on francs

To tread down fair refpeel; of fovereignty,

And made his majefty the bawd to theirs.

France is a bawd to fortune, and to John

;

That ftrumpet fortune, that ufurping John f

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forfworn ?

Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone,

And leave thefe woes alone, which I alone

Am bound to under-bear.

Sal. Pardon me, Madam,
I may not go without you to the Kings.

Confi t Thou may'ft, thpu malt, I wJl not go with thee.
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I will inftruft my Sorrows to be proud

;

For Grief is proud, and makes his owner ftoop.

To me, and to the State of my great Grief,

Let Kings aftemble : for my Grief's fo great,

That no Supporter but the huge firm earth

Can hold it up : Here I and Sorrow fit

:

Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to. it. (10)

[Sits down on the Floorl

Enter

(ro) bid IQngs come bow to it.] I muft here account

for the Liberty I have taken to make a Change in the Divifioa

of the 2d and 3d ^Acts. In the old Editions, the 2d <A5i was
made to end here ; tho' 'tis evident, Lady Conftance' here, ia

her Defpair, feats herfelf on the Floor: and She muft be fup-

pofed, as I formerly obferv'd, immediately to rife again, only

to go off and end the Act decently ; or the flat Scene muft fhue

her in from the Sight of the Audience, an Abfurdity I can-

not wifli to accufe Shakefpeare of. Mr. Gilion and fbme other:

Criticks fancied, that a confiderable Part of the 2d ^Act was
loft ; and that the Chafm began here. I had joined in this

Sufpicion of a Scene or two being ioft ; and unwittingly drew

Mr. Pope into this Error. " It feems to be [o> fays he, and it were
I to be vjijVd the Reftorer {meaning Me,) could fupply if." To
deferve this Great Man's Thanks, I'll venture at the Task*
and hope to convince my Readers, that nothing is loft j but

that I have fupplied the fufpe&ed Chafm, only by rectifying

the Divifion of the Acts. Upon looking a little more nar-

lowly into the Conftittttion of the Play, I am fatisfied that the

3d bought to begin with that Scene, which has hitherto been

accounted the Laft of the 2d sAtl : and my Reafons for it are

thefe. The Match being concluded, in the Scene before That,

betwixt the Dauphin and Blanch, a MefTenger is fent for Lady
Conftance to K. Philip's Tent, for Her to come to St. Mar/s
Church to the Solemnity. The Princes all go out, as to the

Marriage 5 and the Baftard flaying a little behind, to defcant

on Intereft and Commodity, very properly ends the ^Acl. The
next Scene then, in the French King's Tent, brings us Salif-

bary delivering his Meftageto Conftance, who, refufing to go to

the Solemnity, fets herfelf down on the Floor. The whole
Train returning from the Church to the French King's Pavi-

lion, Philip expreffes fuch Satisfaction on Gccafion of the happy
Solemnity of that Pay 5 that Cottfance lifes from the Floor,

Q^S and
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Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor,

Faulconbridge, and Auftria.

K. Philip. Tis true, fair daughter ; and this blelTed

day
Ever in Trance fhall be kept feftival

:

To folemnize this day, the glorious fun

Stays in his courfe, and plays the alchymift ;

Turning with fplendor of his precious eye

The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold.

The yearly courfe, that brings this day about,

Shall never fee it, but a holy- day.

Conft. A wicked day, and not an holy-day.— [Rijmg.

What hath this day deferv'd ? what hath it done,

That it in golden letter Qiould be let

Among the high tides in the kalendar ?

Kay, rather turn this day out of the week,
This day of ihame, opprelTion, perjury :

Or, if it mull Hand flill, let wives with child

Pray, that their burthens may not fall this day,

Left that their hopes prodigioufly be croft :

But on this day, let feamen fear no wreck

;

No bargains break, that are not this day made;
This day, all things begun come to ill end,

Yea, faith itfelf to hollow falihcod change !

K. Philip. By heaven, lady, you mall have no caufe

To curie the fair proceedings of this day :

Have I not pawn'd to you my Majefty ?

Conft. You have beguif'd me with a counterfeit

Rcfembling Majefty, which, touch'd and try'd,

Proves valiielefs : you are forfworn, forfworn.

You came in arms to Ipill my enemies blood,

and joins in the Scene by ending her Pioteft againft theii Joy,
and curling the Bulinefs of the Day. Thus, 1 conceive, the

Scenes ate faiily continued 3 and there is no Chafm in the Ac-
tion : but a proper Interval made both for Salisbury's coming
to Lady Con lance, and for the Solemnization of the Marriage.

Befidcs, as Faulconbridge is evidently the Poet's favourite Cha-
ia&cr

j 'twas very well judg'd to clofc the w4<7 with his So-

liloquy,

But
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But now in arms, you ftrengthen it with yours.

The grapling vigour, and rough frown of war,

Is cold in amity and painted peace,

And our opprelfion hath made up this league

:

Arm, arm, ye heav'ns, againft thefe perjur'd Kings

:

A widow cries, be husband to me, heav
r
n !

Let not the hours of this ungodly day
Wear cut the day in peace ; but ere fun-fet,

Set armed difcord 'twixt thefe perjurd Kings.

Hear me, oh, near me !

Auft. Lady Coiiftance^ peace.

Conft War, war, no peace ; peace is to me a war,

O Lymoges, O Auftria ! thou dcit fname

That bloody fpoil : thou Have, thou wretch, thou coward,

Thou little valiant, great in villany !

Thou ever ftrong upon the ftronger fide ;

Thou fortune's champion,, that doft never light

But when her humourous ladylhip is by
To teach thee fafety f thou art perjur'd too,

And iboth'ft up greatnefs. What a fool art thou,

A ramping fool, to brag, to {lamp, and fwear,

Upon my party ; thou cold-blooded flave,

Haft thou not fpoke like thunder on my fide ?

Been fworn my foldier, bidding me depend

Upon thy ftars, thy fortune, and thy ilrength ?

And dolt thou now fall over to my foes ?

Thou wear a lion's hide ! dofT it for lhame,

And hang a calve's-skin on thofe recreant limbs.

- Auft. O, that a man would fpeak thofe words to me f

Faulc. And hang a calve's-skin on thofe recreant limbs.

Auft. Thou dar'lt not fay fo, villain, for thy lite.

Faulc. And hang a calvc's-skin on thofe recreant limbs.

Auft. Methinks, that Richard's pride and Richard's fall

Should be a precedent to fright you, Sir.

Faulc. What words are thefe ? how do my finews

fhake !

My father s foe clad in my father's fpoil

!

How doth Aleclo whifper in my ears,

" Delay not, Richard, kill the villain ftrait ;

*' Difrobe him of the matchlefs monument.
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Ci Thy father's triumph o'er the favage-."—
Now by his foul I fwear, my father's foal,

Twice will I not review the morning's rife,

Till I have torn that trophy from thy back

;

And fplit thy heart, for wearing it fo long.

K. John. We like not this, thou doll forget thyfelf.

Enter Pandulph.

K. Pbil-f. Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope.

Pand. Hail, you anointed Deputies of heav'n !

To thee, King John, my holy errand is
-

3

I Pandulph, of fair Milain Cardinal,

And from Pope Innocent the Legate here,

Do in his name religiously demand
Why thou againft the Church, our holy Mother,

So wilfully dofl fpurn, and force perforce

Keep Stephen Lav.gtcn, chofen Archbifhop

Of Canterbury, from that holy See r

This in our 'forefaid holy Father's name,

Pope Innocent* I do demand of thee.

K. John. What earthly name to interrogatories

Can task the free breath of a (acred King ?

Thou canft net, Cardinal, devife a name
So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous,

To charge me to an anfwer, as the Pope.

Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England
Add thus much more, that no Italian prieft

Shall tithe or toil in our dominions:

But as we under heav'n are fupreme head,

So, under him, that great Supremacy,

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold ;

Without th' affiftance of a mortal hand.

So tell the Pope, all rev'rence fet apart

To him and his ufurp'd authority.

K. Philip. Brother of England, you blafpheme in this.

K. John. Tho' you, and all the Kings of Chriftendom

Are led lb grofly by this mealing Prieft,

Dreading the curfe, that mony may buy out

;

And by the merit of vile gold, drofs, duft,

Purchafe corrupted pardon of a man,
Who
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Who in that fale fells pardon from himfelf

:

Tho' you, and all the reft, fo grofly led,

This jugling witch-craft with revenue cherifh ;

Yet I alone, alone, do me oppofe

Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes,

Pand. Then by the lawful power that I have,

Thou malt Hand curft, and excommunicate

;

And blei&d fliall he.be, that doth revolt

prom his allegiance to an heretick ;

And meritorious mall that hand be call'd,

Canonized and worfhipp'd as a Saint,

That takes away by any fe;ret courfe

Thy hateful life.

Conft. O, lawful let it be,

That I have room with Rome to curfe a while.

Good father Cardinal, cry thou, Amen>
To my keen curfes ; for without my wrong
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right.

Pand. There's law, and warrant, lady, for my curfe*

Conft. And for mine too ; when law can do no right,

Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong

:

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here

;

For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law

;

Therefore, fince law itfelf is perfecl wrong,

How can the law forbid my tongue to curfe ?

Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curfe,

Let go the hand of that arch-heretick ;

And raife the pow'r of France upon his head,

Unlefs he do fubmit himfelf to Rome.

Eli. Look' ft thou pale, France? do not let go thy

hand.

Conft. Look to that, devil ! left that France repent,

And, by disjoining hands, hell lofe a foul.

Auft. King Philip, liften to the Cardinal.

Faulc. And hang a calve's-skin on his recreant limbs,

Auft. Well, ruffian, I muft pocket up thefe wrongs,

Becaufe—

—

Faulc. Your breeches beft may carry them.

K. John. Philip, what fay'ft thou to the Cardinal ?

Conft. What foould he fay, but as the Cardinal ?

Lewis*
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Lewis. Bethink you, father; for the difference

Is purchafe or a heavy curfe from Rome,
Or the light lofs of England for a friend;
-rorgo the eafier.

Blanch. That's the curfe of Rome.
Conjl. Lewis, Hand fail ; the Devil tempts thee

here (i i)
r

In likenefs of a new and trimmed bride
Blanch. The hdy.CcnJance fpeaks not from her faith :

B\it from her need.

Conft. Oh, if thou grant my need,
Which only lives but by the death of faith,
That need muft needs infer this principle
That faith would live again by death of need -

O, then tread down my need, and faith mounts up ;

-Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down.

r I A'
Klng

?
m0V '

d
'
and anfwers not *> this.

ji
m

r?'r £.
movd from him, and anfwer well.

Auft Dofo, King Philip; hang no- more in doubt.
tank. Hang nothing but a calvcVskin, molt fweet

lout.

K. Philip I am perplext, and know not what to fay.
Band. What can'ft thou fay, but will perplex thee

more, r t

If thou ftand excommunicate and curll ?

K. Philip. Good revVend father, make my perfon
yours ;

J r

And tell me, how you would bellow yourfelf.
This royal hand and mine are newly knit,
And the conjunftion of our inward fouls

(ll) — ,

tf]e QevH Umpts t f]ee lHye
In Likenefs of a new untrimmed Bride.] Tho' all theCopies concur in this Reading, yet as untrimmed cannot bearany Signification to fquare with the £cnfe required, I cannothelp thinking it a corrupted Reading. 1 have vcmui'd totnrow out the Negative, and read j

In Likenefs of a new and trimmed Bride.

Arr « m
nCW Bridc 9 *ad °™> deck

'

d and adwn'd *s w^ byAit as Nature, J

ManyJ
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Marry in league, coupled and link'd together

With all religious ftrength of facred vows :

The lateft breath, that gave the found of words,

Was deep-fworn faith, peace, amity, true love,

Between our kingdoms and our royal Selves.

And even before this truce, but new before,

No longer than we well could waih our hands .

To clap this royal bargain up of peace,

Heav'n knows, they were befmear'd .and over-flain'd

With {laughter's pencil ; where revenge did paint

The fearful difference of incenfed Kings.

And (hall thefe hands, fo lately purg'd of blood,

So newly join'd in love, fo itrong in both,

Unyoke this feifure, and this kind regreet ?

Play fell and loofe with faith ? fo, jell with heav'n ?

Make fuch unconftant children of ourfelves,

As now again to fnatch our palm from palm ?

Un-fwear faith fworn, and on the marriage-bed

Of fmiling peace to march a bloody hoft,

And make a riot on the gentle brow
Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir,

My reverend father, let it not be fo ;

Out of your grace, devife, ordain, impofe

Some gentle order, and we mail be bleil

To do your pleafure, and continue friends.

Pand. All form is formlefs, order orderlefs,

Save what is oppofite to England*s love.

Therefore, to arms ! be champion of our Church f

Or let the Church our mother breathe her curfe,

A mother's curfe on her revolting fon.

France, thou may'ft, hold a ferpent by the tongue,

A chafed lyon by the mortal paw,
A falling tyger fafer by the tooth,

Than keep in peace that hand, which thou doll hold.

K. Philip. I may dif-join my hand, but not my faith,

Pand. So mak'ft thou faith an enemy to faith ;

And, like a civil war, fet'lt oath to oath,

Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O, let thy vow
Firfi: made to heav'n, jfirft be to heav'n performed -

r

That is, to be the champion of our Church.
What
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What fince thou fwor

r
ft, is fworn againft thyfclf»

And may not be performed by thyfelf.

For that, which thou hall fworn to do amifs,

Is not amifs, when it is truly done :

And being not done, where doing tends to ill,

The truth is then moft done, not doing ic.

The better act of purpofes miftook

Is to miftake again ; tho' indirect,

Yet indirection thereby, grows direct,

And falfhood falfhood cures ; as fire cools fire,

Within the fcorched veins of one new-burn'd.

It is religion that doth make vows kept,

But thou haft fworn againft religion :

By what thou fwear'ft, againft the thing thou fwear'ft

And rnak'ft an oath the furety for thy truth,

Againft an oath the truth thou art unfure

To fwear, fwear only not to be forfworn ;

Elfe what a mockery mould it be to fwear ?

But thou doft fwear, only to be forfworn,

And moft forfworn, to keep what thou doft fwear.

Therefore thy latter vows, againft thy firft,

Is in thyfelf rebellion to thyfelf.

And better conqueft never canft thou make,
Than arm thy conftant and thy nobler parts

Againft thefe giddy, loofe fuggeftions

:

Upon which better part, our pray'rs come in,

If thou vouchfafe them. But if not, then know.
The peril of our curies light on thee

So heavy, as thou malt not make them off

;

But, in defpair, die under their black weight.

Auft. Rebellion, flat rebellion.

Fautc. WilPt not be ?

Will not a calveVskin ftop that mouth of thine ?

Lewis. Fit her, to arms.

Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day ?

Againft the blood that thou haft married ?

What, mail our feaft be kept with ilaughter'd men ?

Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlilh drums,

Clamours of hell, be meafures to our pomp ?

O husband, hear me 1 (ah ! alack, how new
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Is husband in my mouth ?) ev'n for that name,

Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce,

Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms
Again!! mine uncle.

Con]]-. O, upon my knee,

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee,

Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom
Forethought by heav'n.

Blanch. Now fhall I fee thy love ; what motive may
JBe itronger with thee than the name of wife ?

Conft. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds,

His honour. Oh, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour

Lewis. I mufe, your Majefty doth feem fo cold,

When fuch profound refpects do pull you on ?

Pand. I will denounce a curfe upon his head.

X. Philip. Thou lhalt not need. England, I'll fall

from thee.

Conjl. O fair return of baniftiM Majefly !

Eli. O foul revolt of French inconftancy

!

K. John. France, thou lhalt rue this hour within this

hour.

Faulc. Old time the clock-fetter, that bald fexton

time,

Is it, as he will ? well then, France fhall rue.

Blanch. The fun's o'ercaft with blood : fair day, adieu !

Which is the fide that I muft go withal ?

I arn with both, each army hath a hand,

And in their rage, I having hold of both,

They whirl afunder, and difmember me.
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'ft win

:

Uncle, 1 needs muft pray that thou may'ft lofe :

Father, I may not wifh the fortune thine :

Grandam, I will not wifh thy wifhes thrive :

Whoever wins, on that fide fhall I lofe

:

Alfured lofs, before the match be play'd.

Lewis. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies.

Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my life

dies.

K, Jah?u Coufin, go draw our puiffance together.

[Exit Faulconbridge.

France*
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And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath

Lives in this bofom, dearly cherished.

Give me thy hand, I had a thing to fay <

But I will fit it with fome better time.

By heaven, Hubert, I'm almoft afham'd
To fay what good refpe-ct I have of thee.

Hub. I am much bounden to your Majefly.

K. John. Good friend, thou hall no caufe to fay fo

yet,

But thou fhalt have and creep time ne'er fo flow,

Yet it mail come for me to do thee good.

I had a thing to fay but, let it go :

The fun is in the heav'n, and the proud day,

Attended with the pleafures of the world,

Is all too wanton, and too full ofgawds,
To give me audience. If the midnight bell (14)
Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth
Sound one unto the drowfie race of night ;

' If this fame were a church-yard where we Hand,
And thou pofiefled with a thoufand wrongs;
Or if that furly fpirit Melancholy
Had bak'd thy blood and made it heavy- thick,

Which elfe runs tickling up and down the veins,

Making that ideot laughter keep mens* eyes,

And ftrain their cheeks to idle merriment

;

(A paffion hateful to my purpofes)

Gr if that thou could'ft fee me without eyes,

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply

Without a tongue, ufing conceit alone,

Without eyes, ears, and harmful found of words

;

(14.) . 1 If the mid.- night Bell

Did with his inn T*ngue, and brazen Mouthy

Sound on into the drowsy race ifNight;] I do not think,

that found on gives here that Idea of Solemnity and Horror,

which, 'tis plain, our Poet intended to imprcfs by this fine

Defciiption; and which my Emendation conveys. 1. t. If it

were the ftill part of the Night, or One of the Clock in the

Morning, when the Sound of the Bell (hikes upon the Ear

with moft Awe and Terror. And it is very ufual with our Shakf

fpean in other Parages to exptefs the Honor ofa Midnight Bell.

Then,
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Then, in defpight of broad-ey'd watchful day,

I would into thy bofom pour my thoughts

:

But ah, I will not yet I love thee well

;

And, by my troth, I think, thou lov'it me well.

Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake,

Tho' that my death were adjundl to my act,

By heav'n, I'd do't.

K. John. Do not I know, thou would' fl ?

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye
On yon young boy : I'll tell thee what, my friend ;

He is a very ferpent in my way,
And, wherefoe'er this foot of mine doth tread,

He lyes before me. Doll thou underftand me ?

Thou art his keeper.

Hub. And I'll keep him fo,

That he mail not offend your Majefty,

K. John. Death.

Hub. My lord?

X. John. A grave.

Hub. He mail not live.

K. John. Enough.
I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee

;

Well, I'll not fay what I intend for thee

:

Remember : Madam, fare you well.

{Returning to the Queen.
I'll fend thofe pow'rs o'er to your Majefty.

Eli. My blemng go with thee I

K. John. For England, coufin, go.

Hubert mail be your man, t'aitend on you
With all true duty ; on, toward Calais, ho ! [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the French Court.

Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, and Attendants

\

K. Philip. QO, by a roaring tempeft on the flood,

O A whole Armado of collected fail

Is fcatter'd and disjoin*d from fellowfhip.

Pand. Courage and comfort, all mail yet go well.

K. Philip. What can go well, when we have run fo ill ?

Are we not beaten ? Is not AngUrs loft ?

Arthur
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Arthur ta'en Pris'ner ? diverfe dear friends flain ?

And bloody England into England gone,

O'er-bearing interruption, fpite of France ?

Lewis. What he hath won, that hath he fortify'd

:

So hot a fpeed with fuch advice difpos'd,

Such template order in fo fierce a caufe,

Doth want example ; who hath read, or heard,

Of any kindred action like to this ?

K. Philip. Well could I bear that Englandhad this praife,

So we could find fome pattern of our lhame.

Enter Conflarxe.

Look, who comes here ? a grave unto a foul,

Holding trf eternal fpirit 'gainfl her will

In the vile prifon of afflicted breath ;

I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me.

Conjl. Lo, now, now fee the iffueof your peace.

K. Philip. Patience, good lady ; comfort, gentle

Conflance.

Cvn/l. No, I defie all counfel, and redrefs,

But that, which ends all counfel, true redrefs,

Death, death ; oh amiable, lovely death !

Thou odoriferous flench, found rottennefs,

Arife forth from thy couch of lafling night,

Thou hate and terror to profperity,

And I will kifs thy delegable bones

;

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows;

And ring thefe fingers with thy houftiold worms

;

And flop this gap of breath with fulfom dull,

And be a carrion monfler, like thy felf

;

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou fmil'ft,

And kifs thee as thy wife; mifery's love,

O come to me !

K. Philip. O fair affliction, peace.

Conjl. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry

;

O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth,
Then with a pafiion I would fhake the world,

And rouze from fleep that fell anatomy,
Whicli cannot hear a lady's feeble voice,

And fcorns a modern invocation.

Pand.
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Pand. Lady, you utter madnefs, and not forrow.

Conft. Thou art not holy to belie me fo

;

I am not mad ; this hair I tear is mine ;

My name is Conftan ce, I was Geffrey % wife

:

Young Arthur is my Ton, and he is loft !

I am not mad ; I would to heaven, I were

!

For then, 'tis like, I mould forget myfelf.

Oh, if I could, what grief mould I forget

!

Preach fome philofophy to make me mad,
And thou malt be canoniz'd, Cardinal.

For, being not mad, but fenfible of grief,

My reafonable part produces reafon

How I may be delivered of thefe woes,

And teaches me to kill or hang myfelf.

If I were mad, I mould forget my fon,

Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he

:

I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel

The different plague of each calamity.

K. Philip. Bind up thofe trefles ; O, what love I note

In the fair multitude of thofe her hairs

;

Where but by chance a filver drop hath fall'n,

Ev*n to that drop ten thoufand wiery friends

Do glew themfelves in fociable grief

;

Like true, infeparable, faithful loves,

Sticking together in calamity.

Conji. To England, if you will.

K. Philip. Bind up your hairs.

Conft. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it ?

I tore them from their bonds, and cry'd aloud,

O, that thefe hands could fo redeem my fon,

As they have giv'n thefe hairs their liberty !

But now I envy at their liberty,

And will again commit them to their bonds ;

Becaufe my poor child is a prifoner,

And, father Cardinal, I have heard you fay,

That we mall fee and know our friends in heav'n ;

If that be, I mall fee my boy again.

For fmce the birth of Cain, the firft male-child,

To him that did but yefterday fufpire,

There was not fuch a gracious creature born.
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But now will canker forrow eat my bud,

And chafe the native beauty from his cheek

;

And he will look as hollow as a ghoft

;

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit

;

And fo he'll die : and, rifing fo again,

When I mall meet him in the court of heav'n

I fhall not know him ; therefore never, never,

Mufti behold my pretty Arthur more.

Pand. You hold too heinous a refpeft of grief.

Conft. He talks to me, that never had a Ion.—
K. Philip. You are as fond of grief, as of your child.

Conft. Grief fills the room up of my abfent child

;

Lyes in his bed, walks up and down with me ;

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words,

Remembers me of all his gracious parts

;

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ;

Then have I reafon to be fond of grief.

Fare you well ; had you fuch a lofs as I,

I could give better comfort than you do.

I will not keep this form upon my head,

[Tearing off her head-cloaths.

When there is fuch diforder in my wit.

O lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair fon !

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world

!

My widow-comfort, and my forrow's cure ! [Exit.

K. Philip. I fear fome outrage, and I'll follow her.

[Exit.

Lewis. There's nothing in this world can make mc
joy;.

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale,

Vexing the dull ear of a di owfie man.
A bitter fhame hath fpoilt the fweet world's tafte,

That it yields nought but fhame and bitternefs,

Pand. Before the curing of a ftrong difeafe,

ISv'n in theinftantof repair and health,

The fit is ftrongeft : evils that take leave,

On their departure, mofl of all fhew evil.

What have you loll by lofing of this day ?

Lewis. h\\ days of glory, joy, and happinefs.

Pand. If you had won it, certainly, vou had.

No,
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No, no ; when fortune means to men moft good,

She looks upon them with a threat'ning eye.

'Tis ftrange to think how much King John hath loll

In this, which he accounts fo clearly won.

Are not you griev'd, that Arthur is his prifoner ?

Lewis. As heartily, as he is glad he hath him.

Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood.

Now hear me fpeak with a prophetick fpirit;

For ev'n the breath of what I mean to fpeak

Shall blow each duft, each ftraw, each little rub,

Out of the path which mail dire&ly lead

Thy foot to England' s throne : and therefore mark.
John hath feiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be

That whilft warm life plays in that infant's veins,

The mifplac'd John mould entertain an hour,

A minute, nay, one quiet breath, of reft.

A fcepter, fnatch'd with an unruly hand,

Muft be as boift'roufly maintain'd, as gain'd.

And he, that Hands upon a flipp'ry place,

Makes nice ofno vile hold to ftay him up.

That John may (land, then Arthur needs muft fall

;

80 be it, for it cannot be but fo.

Lewis. But what mail I gain by young Arthurs fall ?

Pand. You, in the right of lady Blanch your wife,

May then make all the claim that Arthur did.

Lewis. And lofe it, life and all, as Arthur did.

Pand. How green you are, and frefli in this old
world ?

John lays you plots ; the times confpire with you

;

For he, that fteeps his fafety in true blood,

I Shall find but bloody fafety and untrue.

This act fo evilly born, mall cool the hearts

Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal

;

That no fo fmall advantage mall ftep forth

To check his reign, but they will cherim it.

No nat'ral exhalation in the sky,

No 'fcape of nature, no diftemper'd day,

No common wind, no cuflomed event,

But they will pluck away its nat'ral caufe,

And call them meteors, prodigies, and figas,

'Vol. III. R Abor.
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Abortives, and prefages, tongues of heav'n

Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John.
Lewis. May be, he will net touch young Arthurs life;

But hold himielf fafe in his priionment.

Pand. O Sir, when he (hall hear of your approach,

If that young Arthur be not gone already,-

Ev'n at this news he dies : and then the hearts

Of all his people mall revolt from him,

And kHs the lips of unacquainted change 5

And pick ftrong matter of revolt and wrath,

Out of the bloody fingers' ends of John.

Methinks, I fee this hurly all on foot ;

And O, what better matter breeds for you

Than I have nam'd ! The baftard Fauiconbridge

Is now in England, ranfacking the church,

Offending charity. If but twelve French

Were there in arms, they would be as a call

To train ten thcufand Englifo to their fide ;

Or, as a little fnow, tumbled about,

Anon becomes a mountain. Noble Dauphin

;

Go with me to the King : 'tis wonderful

What may be wrought out of their difcontent.

Now that their fouls are top-full of offence,

For England go ; I will whet on the King.

Lewis. Strong reafon makes ftrong actions : let us go

;

If you fay ay9 the King will not fay no, [Exeunt,
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ACT IV.

SCENE changes to England.

A Prifon.

Enter Hubert and Executioners.

Hubert.

HE A T me thefe irons hot, and, look, thou ftand

Within the arras ; when I ftrike my foot

Upon the bofom of the ground, rum forth

;

And bind the boy, which you mall find with me,
Faft to the chair : be heedful ; hence, and watch.

Exe. I hope, your warrant will bear out the deed.

Hub. Uncleanly fcruples ! fear not you ; look to't.—
Young lad, come forth ; I have to fay with you,

Enter Arthur.

Arth. Good morrow, Hubert.

Hub. Good morrow, little prince.

Arth. As little prince (having fo great a title

To be more prince) as may be. You are fad.

Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier.

Arth. Mercy on me!
Methinks, no body mould be fad but I

;

Yet I remember when I was in France,

Young gentlemen would be as fad as night,

Only for wantonnefs. By my chriftendom,

So were I out of prifon, and kept fheep,

I mould be merry as the day is long.

And fo I would be here, but that, I doubt,

My uncle praclifes more harm to me.

He is afraid of me, and I of him.

Is it my fault, that I was Geffrey's fon ?

Indeed, it is not ; and I would to heav'n,

I were your fon, fo you would love me, Hubert,

Hub.
R z
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Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate

He will awake my mercy, which lyes dead

;

Therefore I will be fudden, and difpatch. [Ajide.

Art* Are you fick, Hubert ? you look pale to day

;

In footh, I wou'd, you were a little fick ;

That I might fit all night and watch with you.

Alas, I love you more than you do me.

Hub. His words do take pofleffion ofmy bofom.

Read here, young Arthur [Shewing a paper.

How now, foolifh rheum, [Afide.

Turning dif-piteous torture out of door

!

I muft be brief, left refolution drop

Out at mine eyes in tender womanifti tears.

Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ?

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for fo foul efFefl.

Muft you with irons burn out both mine eyes ?

Hub. Young boy, I muft.

jlrth. And will you ?

Hub. And I will.

Arth. Have you the heart ? when your head did but ake,

I knit my handkerchief about your brows

;

(The beft I had, a princefs wrought it me)

And I did never ask it you again

;

And with my hand at midnight held your head;

And, like the watchful minutes to the hour,

Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time,

Saying, what lack you ? and where lyes your grief?

Or what good love may I perform for you ?

Many a poor man's fon would have lain ftill,

And ne'er have fpoke a loving word to you ;

But you at your lick fervice had a prince.

Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love,

And call it cunning. Do, an if you will

:

If heav'n be pleas'd that you muft ufe me ill,

Why then, you muft Will you put out mine eyes 2

Thefe eyes, that never did, nor never Ihall,

So much as frown on you.^

Hub. I've fworn to do it;

And with hot irons muft I burn them out.

Arth. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do it.

The
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The Iron of itfelf, tho' heat red-hot,

Approaching near thefe eyes, would drink my tears,

And quench its fiery indignation,

Even in the matter of mine innocence :

Nay, after that, confume away in ruft,

But for containing fire to harm mine eye.

Are you more flubborn-hard, than h^mmer'd iron ?

Oh ! if an Angel mould have come to me,
And told me, Hubert mould put out mine eyes,

I would not have believ'd him : no tongue, but Hubert'**

Hub. Come forth ; do, as I bid you.

[Stamps, and the men enter*

Arth. Ofaveme, Hubert, faveme! my eyes are oat,

Ev'n with the fierce looks of thefe bloody men.
Hub. Give me the iron, I fay, and bind him here.

Arth. Alas, what need you be fo boift'rous-rough ?

I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone-ftill.

For heav'n's lake, Hubert, let me not be bound.

Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive thefe men away,
And I will fit as quiet as a lamb.

I will not ftir, nor wince, nor fpeak a word,

Nor look upon the iron angrily :

Thruft but thefe men away, and I'll forgive you,

Whatever torment you do put me to.

Hub. Go, ftand within ; let me alone with him.

Exec. I am beft pleas'd to be from fuch a deed. [Exeunt <

Arth. Alas, I then have chid away my friend

;

He hath a Hern look, but a gentle heart

;

Let him come back, that his companion may
Give life to yours.

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourfelf.

Arth. Is there no remedy ?

Hub. None, but to lofe your eyes.

Arth. O heav'n ! that there were but a moth in yours,

A grain, a dull, a gnat, a wandring hair,

Any annoyance in that precious fenfe

:

Then, feeling what fmall things are boift'rous there,

Your vile intent mud needs feem horrible.

Hub. Is this your promife ? go to, hold your tongue.—

*

Arth. Hubert9 the utterance of a brace of tongues

R 3 Muft
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Muft needs-want pleading for a pair of eyes

:

Let me no: hold my tongue : let me not, Hubert ;

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue,

So I may keep mine eyes. O fpare mine eyes I

Though to no ufe. but ftiii to look on you.

Lo, by my troth, the imhumen: is cold,

And would not harm me.

Hub. I can heat it, boy.

Arth. No, in good tooth, the fire is dead with grief.

Being create for comfort, to be us'd

In undeferv'd extreams : fee elie your felf,

There is no malice in this burning coal

;

The breath of heaven hath blown its fpirit out,

And ftrewM repentant afr.es on its head.

Hub. Bu: with my breath I can revive it, boy.

Arth. And if you do, you will but make it blufh,

And glow with (hame of y cur proceedings, Hubert:
Kay, it, perchance, will fparkle in your eyes :

And like a dog, that is compelled to fight,

Snatch at his mailer that doth tarre him on.

All things, that ycu fhould uie to do me wrong,
Deny their office ; only you do lack

That mercy which fierce fire and iron extend,

Creatures of note for mercy-lacking ufes.

Hub. Well, fee to live ; I will not touch thine eye,

For all the treafure that thine uncle owns :

Yet am I fworn ; and I did purpofe, boy,

With this fame very iron to burn them out.

Arth. O, now you look like Hubert. All this while

You were difguifed.

Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu,

Your uncle mult net know but you are dead.

PU fill thefe cogged fpies with falfe reports

:

Ar.d, pretty child, fieep doubtlefs, and fecure,

That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world,

"Will cot offend thee.

Anh. O heav'n! I thank you, Hubert.

Hub. Silence, no mere ; go clofely in with me.

tfach danger do I undergo for thee, [Extant.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Court of England.

Enter King John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords*

K. John. Y TE R E once again we fit, once again

JLJL crown'd,

And lookM upon, I hope, with chearful eyes.

Pemb. This once again, but that your highnefs pleas'd,

Was once fuperfluous ; you were crovvn'd before,

And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off:

The faiths of men ne'er ftained with revolt :

Frefti expectation troubled not the land

With any long'd-for change, or better ftate.

Sal. Therefore to be poffefs'd with double pomp,
To guard a title that was rich before

;

To gild refined gold, to paint the lilly,

To throw a perfume on the violet,

To fmooth the ice, or add another hue

Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light

To feek the beauteous eye of heav'n to garni ft,'

Is wafteful and ridiculous excefs.

Pemb. But that your royal pleafure mult be done,

This aft is as an ancient tale new told,

And in the laft repeating troublefome

;

Being urged at a time unfeafonable.

Sal. In this the antique and well-noted face

Of plain old form is much disfigured ;

And, like a fhifted wind unto a fail,

It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about

;

Startles and frights consideration ;

Makes found opinion fick, and truth fufpe&ed,

For pa'ting on fo new a fafhion'd robe.

Pemb. When workmen ftrive to do better than well,

They do confound their skill in covetoufnefs ; (15 J

And oftentimes excufing of a fault

(15) They do confound their Skill in' Covetoufneft.] i. e. Not
by their Avarice, but in an eager Emulation, an intenfe Defuc
of excelling $ as in Henry V.

But if a be a Sin to covet Hon our,

I am the mofl offending Soul alive,

R 4 Doth
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Doth make the fault the worfe by the excufe^

As patches, fet upon a little breach,

Difcredit more in hiding of the fault,

Than did the fault before it was fo patch'd.

Sal. To this efFedt, before you were new-crown*d,
We breath'd our counfel ; but it pleas'd your highnefs

To over-bear it ; and we're all well pleas'd

;

Since all and every part of what we would,

Mufl make a ftand at what your highnefs will.

K. John. Some reafons of this double coronation

I have pofieft you with, and think them ftrong.

And more, more ftrong (the leffer is my fear)

I (hall endue you with : mean time, but ask
What you would have reform'd, that is not well,

And well fhall you perceive how willingly

I will both hear and grant you your requefts.

Fe?nb. Then I, as one that am the tongue of thefe>

To fcund the purpofcs of all their hearts,

(Both for myfelf and them but chief of all,

Your fafety ; for the which, myfelfand they

Bend their bell ftudies ;) heartily requeft

Th' infranchifement of Arthur ; whole reftraint

Doth move the murm'ring lips of difcontcnt

To break into this dang'rous argument

;

If what in reft you have, in right you hold,

Why fhou'd your fears, (which, as they fay, attend

The fteps of wrong) then move you to mew up
Your tender kinfman, and to choke his days

With barb'rous ignorance, and deny his youth

The rich advantage of good exercife ?

That the time's enemies may not have this

To grace occafions, let it be our fuit,

That you have bid us ask his liberty ;

Which for our good we do no further ask,

Than whereupon our weal, on you depending,

Counts it your weal, that he have liberty.

Enter Hubert.

K. John. Let it be fo ; I do commit his youth

To your direction. Hubert, what news with you ?

Pemh.
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Pemb. This is the man, Ihould do the bloody deed

;

He fhew'd his warrant to a friend of mine.

The image of a wicked heinous fault

Lives in his eye ; that clofe afpecl of his

Does (hew the mood of a much-troubled breaff.

And I do fearfully believe 'tis done,

What we fo fear'd he had a charge to do.

Sal. The colour of the King doth come and go,

Between his purpofe and his confcience,

Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles fent : (16)

His paffion is fo ripe, it needs mult break.

Pemb, And when it breaks, I fear, will iffue thence

The foul corruption of a fweet child's death.

K. John. We cannot hold mortality's firong hand.

Good lords, although my will to give is living,

The fuit which you demand is gone, and dead.

He tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to night.

Sal. Indeed, we fear'd, his ficknefs was paft cure.

Pemb. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was,

Before the child himfeif felt he was fick.

This mull be anfwer'd, either here, or hence.

K. John. Why do you bend fuch folemn brows on me ?

Think you, I bear the fhears of deftiny ?

Have I commandment on the pulfe of life?

Sal. It is apparent foul-play, and 'tis fhame
That greatnefs mould fo grofly offer it

:

So thrive it in your game, and fo farewel ! *

Pemb. Stay yet, lord Salisbury, Til go with thee,

And find th' inheritance of this poor child,

His little kingdom of a forced grave.

That blood, which own'd the breadth of all this ifle,

Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while

!

This mufl not be thus borne ; this will break out

To all our forrows, and ere long, I doubt. [Exeunt.

(i6)r Like Heralds ,
'twixt two dreadful Battles fet 5] Bui

Heralds are not planted, 1 prcfume, in the midft betwixt two
Lines of Battle ; tho' they, and Trumpets, are often fent ovei

from Party to Party, to propofe Terms, demand a Parley, &e.

I have therefore vcatux'd to read, fent.

ErJer
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K.John. Bear with me, Coufin ; for I was amaz'd

Under the tide ; but now I breath again

Aloft the flood, and can give audience*

To any tongue, fpeafc it of what it will.

Fau/c. How I have fped among the clergymen,

The fums I have collected mall exprefs.

But as I travelFd hither thro' the land,

I find the people ftrangely fantafied ;

Poffell with rumours, full of idle dreams ;

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear,

And here's a Prophet that I brought with me
From forth the ftreets of Pomfret y whom I found

With many hundreds treading on his heels

:

To whom he fung in rude harlh-lbunding rhimes,

That, ere the next Ajcenjion- day at noon,

Your Highnefs mould deliver up your crown.

K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore did'ft thou fo ?

Peter. Fore-knowing, that the truth will fall out fo,

K. John. Hubert, away with him, imprifon him,

And on that day at noon, whereon he fays

I mail yield up my crown, let him be hang'd.

Deliver him to fafety, and return,

For I muft ufe thee. O my gentle coufin,

\Exit Hubert, nmth Peten

Hear' ft thou the news abroad, who are arriv'd ?

Fau/c. The French, my Lord ; men's mouths are full

of it :

Belides, I met lord Bigot and lord Salisbury,

With eyes as red as new- enkindled fire,

And others more, going to feek the grave

Of Arthur', who, they fay, is kilPd to night

On your fuggeftion.

K. John. Gentle kinfman, go

And tnruft thyfelf into their company :

I have a way to win their loves aga.n :

Bring them before me.

Fau/c. 1 will feek them out.

K. John. Nay, but make hafte : theb^r foot before.

O, let me have no iubjeci enemie-.

When adverfe foreigners affright my towns
With
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With dreadful pomp of flout invafion.

Be Mercury, fet feathers to thy heels

;

And fly, like thought, from them to me again.

Faulc. The fpirit of the time mall teach me fpeed.

[Exit.

K. John. Spoke like a fprightful noble gentleman.

Go after him ; for he, perhaps, fhall need

Some meffenger betwixt me and the Peers

;

And be thou he.

Me/ With all my heart, my Liege. [Exit.

K'johx. My mother dead !

Enter Hubert.

Hub. My lord, they fay, rive moons were feen to night

:

Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about

The other four, in wond'rous motion.

'K.John. Five moons ?

Hub. Old men and beldams, in the ftreets,

Do prophefie upon it dangeroufly :

Young Arthurs death is common in their mouths

;

And, when they talk of him, they make their hcadsr
And whifper one another in the ear.

And he, that fpeaks, doth gripe the hearer's wrift,

Whilit he, that hears, makes fearful action

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes*

I faw a fmith Hand with his hammer, thus,

The whilft his iron did on the anvil cool,

With open mouth fwallowing a taylor's news

;

Who with his fhears and meafure in his hand,

Standing on flippers, which his nimble hade

Had falfely thruft upon contrary feet,

Told of a many thoufand warlike French,

That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent*

Another lean, unwafh'd artificer

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthurs death.

K. John. Why feek
y
ft thou to poflefs me with thefe

fears ?

Why urgeft thou fo oft young Arthurs death ?

Thy hand hath murther'd him : I had a caufe

To wifh him dead, but thou had' ft none to kill him.

Hub,
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Hub. Had none, my Lord ? why, did you not pro-

voke me ?

K. John. It is the curfe of Kings, to be attended

By flaves that take their humours for a warrant,

To break into the bloody houfe of life :

And, on the winking of authority,

To underftand a law, to know the meaning
Of dang'rous majefty ; when, perchance, it frowns

More upon humour, than advis'd refpecl.'

Hub. Here is your hand and feal, for what I did.

K. John. Oh, when the laft account 'twixt heaVn and
earth

Is to be made, then mall this hand and feal

Witnefs againft us to damnation.

How oft the fight of means, to do ill deeds,

Makes deeds ill done ? for hadft not thou been by,

A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd,

Quoted, and fign'd to do a deed of fhame,

This murther had not come into my mind„
But taking note of thy abhorr'd afpecl,

Finding thee fit for bloody villany,

Apt, liable to be employed in danger,

I faintly broke with thee of Arthurs death.

And thou, to be endeared to a King,

Mad'ft it no confcience to deftroy a Prince.

Hub. My Lord
K. John. Hadft thou but {hook thy head, or made a

paufe,

When I fpake darkly what I purpofed i

Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face,

Or bid me tell my tale in exprefs words

;

Deep fhame had ftruck me dumb, made me break off,

And thofe thy fears might have wrought fears in me.
But thou didft underftand me by my figns,

And didft, in figns again parley with fin

;

Yea, without ltop, did' ft let thy heart confent,

And confequently thy rude hand to act

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name.—
Out of my fight, and never fee me more !

My Nobles leave me, and my ftate is bro.y'd,

Ev's
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Enter Pembroke, Salisbury and Bigot.

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmondsbury %

It is our faftty ; and we mull embrace

This gentle offer of the perilous time.

Pe?n. Who brought that letter from the Cardinal ?

Sal. The Count Melun, a noble lord of France,

Whofe private with me of the Dauphins love

Is much more gen'ral than thefe lines import
Bigot. To-morrow morning let us meet him then^

Sal. Or rather then fet forward, for 'twill be

Two long day's journey, lords, or ere we meet*

Enter Faulconbridge.

Faulc. Once more to day well met, dillemper'd lords %

The King by me requeits your prefence ftrait.

Sal. The King hath difpoffeft himfelf of us ;

We will not line his thin, beflained cloak

With our pure honours : nor attend the foot,

That leaves the print of blood where-e'er it walks.

Return, and tell him fo : we know the worfl.

Faulc. What e'er ycu think, good words, I think,
were befl.

Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reafon now,
Faulc. But there is little reafon in your grief,

Therefore 'twere reafon, you had manners now.
Pern. Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilege.

Faulc. 'Tis true, to hurt its mailer, no man elie*

Sal. This is the prifon : what is he lyes here ?

[Seeing Arthur*
Pern. O death, made proud with pure and princely

beauty !

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed.

Sal. Murder, as hating what himfelf hath done.

Doth lay it open to urge on revenge.

Bigot. Or when he doom'd this beauty to the grave,

Found it too precious princely for a grave.

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you ? have you beheld,

Or have you read, or heard, or could you think,

Or do you almoft think, anho
>

you fee,

What
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What you do fee ? could thought, without this object^

Form fuch another ? 'tis the very top,

The height, the creft, or creft unto the creft

Of murder's arms ; this is the bloodieft fhame,

The wildeft favag'ry, the vileft ftroke,

That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or flaring rage,

Prefented to the tears of foft remorfe.

Pern. All murders pall do ftand excused in this 3

And this fo fole, and fo unmatchable,

Shall give a holinefs, a purity,

To the yet-unbegotten fins of time j

And prove a deadly blood-fhed but a jell,

Exampled by this heinous fpectacle.

Faulc. It is a damned and a bloody worfey

The gracelefs action of a heavy hand :

If that it be the work of any hand.

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand I

We had a kind of light, what would enfue.

It is the fhameful work of Hubert's hand,

The practice and the purpofe of the King :

From whofe obedience I forbid my foul,

Kneeling before this ruin of fweet life,

And breathing to this breathlefs excellence

The incenfe of a vow, a holy vow !

Never to tafte the pleafures of the world,

Never to be infected with delight,

Nor converfant with eafe and idlenefs,

Till I have fet a glory to this hand,

By giving it the wormip of revenge.

Bigot \ ^ur ôu^s re^gi°ufly confirm thy word*.

Enter Hubert.

Hub. Lords, I am hot with hade, in feeking you?

Jrthur doth live, the King hath fent for you.

Sal. Oh, he is bold, and blufhes not at death ;

A vaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone

!

Hub. I am no villain.

Sal. Mull: I rob the law ? [Drawing his Sword,

Faulc. Your fword is brght, Sir, put it up again.

Sal. Not till I fhcath it in a murd'refs skin.

Hub.
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Hub. Stand back, Lord Salisbury ; ftand back, I fay ;

By heav'n, I think, my fword's as fharp as yours.

I would not have you, Lord, forget yourfelf,

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence

;

Left I, by marking of your rage, forget

Your worth, your greatnefs, and nobility.

Bigot. Out, dunghill ! dar'ft thou brave a Nobleman ?

Hub. Not for my life ; but yet I dare defend

My innocent life againft an Emperor.

Sal. Thou art a murd'rer.

Hub. Do not prove me fo ;

Yet, I am none. Whofe tongue foe'er fpeaks falfe,

Not truly fpeaks ; who fpeaks not truly, lyes.

Pern. Cut him to pieces.

Faulc. Keep the peace, I fay.

SaL Stand by, or I fhall gaul you, Faulconbridge.

Faulc. Thou wert better gaul the devil, Salisbury.

If thou but frown on me, or ftir thy foot,

Or teach thy hafty fpleen to do me fhame,

I'll ftrike thee dead. Put up thy fword betime,

Or I'll fo maul you, and your tofting-iron,

That you fhall think, the devil is come from hell.

Bigot. What will you do, renowned Faulconbridge ?
Second a villain, and a murderer ?

Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none.

Bigot. Who kill'd this Prince ?

Hub. 'Tis not an hour fince I left him well

:

I honour'd him, I lov'd him, and will weep
My date of life out, for his fweet life's lofs.

Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eyes,

For villany is not without fuch rheum

;

And he, long traded in it, makes it feerrt

Like rivers of remorfe and innocence.

Away with me all you, whofe fouls abhor

Th' uncleanly favour of a flaughter-houfe,

For I am ftifled with the fmell of fin.

Bigot. Away tow'rd Bury, to the Dauphin there."

Fern. There, tell the King, he may enquire us out.
1

[Exeunt Lords.

Faulc. Here's a good world ; knew you of this fair work f

Beyond
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Beyond the infinite and boundlefs reach

Of mercy, (if thou didft this deed of death;

Art thou damn'd, Hubert.

Hub, Do but hear me, Sir.

Faulc. Ha ? Til tell thee what,
Thou'rt dainn'd fo black— nay, nothing is fo blacl^

Thou art more deep damn'd than prince Lucifer.

There is not yet fo ugly a fiend of hell

As thou malt be, if thou didft kill this child.

Hub, Upon my foul

Faulc. If thou didft but confent

To this moft cruel aft, do but cefpair,

And if thou want' ft a cord, the fmalleft thread,

That ever fpider twilled from her womb,
WiH ftrangle thee ; a rum will be a beam
To hang thee on : or won Id' ft thou drown thyfelf,

Put but a little water in a fpoon,

And it mall be as all the ocean,

Enough to ftifle fuch a villain up.

I do fiifpeet thee very grievoufly.

Hub. If I in aft, confent, o'r fin of thought,

Be guilty of the fteating that fweet breath,

Which was embounded in this beauteous clay,

Let hell want pains enough to torture me !

I left him well.

Faulc, Go, bear him in thine arms.

I am amaz'd, methinks, and lofe my way
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.

How eafie doft thou take all England up! (17)

(17) Hovj eafie dofi thou take all England up,

From forth this Mcrfel of dead Rojalt) ?j But how did

Hubert take England up, fiom forth the dead Body of young

^Arthur? Moft fagacious Editors! The ftupid Pointing, which

has prevail'd in all the Copies, makes ftaik Nonfenfe of the

PaiTage. My Pointing reftores it to its genuine Purity. Faul-

coniridge, feeing Hubert take up the Body of the dead Prince,

makes two Refleaions : How tsfttj, fays he, dofi thou take

up all England in that Burthen .' and then, That the Life,

Right, and Truth of the Realm was fled to Heaven from out

the bxcathlefs Coarfe of that flaughtci'd Roya'tv, dr*

From
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From forth this morfei of dead Royalty,

The life, the right, and truth of all this Realm
Is fled to heav'n; and England now is left

To tug and fcramble, and to part by th' teeth

The un-owed intereft of proud-iwelling State.

Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majefty,

Doth dogged war brittle his angry creft

;

And fnarleth in the gentle eye? of peace.

Now Powers from home and difcontents at home
Meet in one line : and vaft confufion waits

(As doth a Raven on a lick, fall'n beaft)

The imminent Decay of wreited Pomp.
Now happy he, whcfe cloak and cincture can

Hold out this tempeft. Bear away chat child,

And follow me with fpeed ; I'll to the King ;

A thoufand buiinefles are brief at hand,

And heav'n k felf doth frown upon the Land. Exeunt*

ACT V.

SCENE, the Court of ENGLAND.
Enter King John, Pandulph, and Attendants.

K. John.

TH U S I have yielded up into your hand
The circle of my Glory. Giving the Crown,

Pand. Take again

From this my hand, as holding of the Pope,

Your fovereign Greatnefs and Author::-*.

K. John. -Now keep your holy word ; go meet the

French,

And from his Holinefs ufc all your power
To ftop their Marches, 'fore we are infkm'd.
Our d : i concented Counties do revolt

;

Our people quarrel with obedience ;

Swearing allegiance, and the love of foul,

To itranger blood, to foreign Royalty -

9

Thi*
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This inundation of miftemperd humour
Refts by you only to be qualify 'd.

Then paufe not ; for the prefent time's fo fick,

That prefent medicine muft be minitfred,

Or Overthrow incurable mfues.

Pand. It was my breath that blew this tempeft up*

Upon your ftubborn ufage of the Pope :

But fince you are a gentle convert! :e,

My tongue (hall hufn again this florm of war;
And make fair weather in your blulVring Land,
On this AfcenJion-day> remember well,

Upon your oath of fervice to the Pope,

Go I to make the French lay down their arms, fExit,

K. John. Is this Jfcenfion-day? did not. the Prophet

Say, that before Afcenfan-day at noon
My Crown I mould give oft? even fo I have :

I did fuppofe, it fhould be cn conftraint

;

But, heav'n be thank'd, it is but voluntary.

Enter Faulconbridge.

Tank. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out

But Dwer-Caftle : London hath received,

Like a kind holt, the Dauphin and his Powers,

Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone

To offer fervice to your enemy ;

And wild amazement hurries up and down
The little number of your doubtful friends.

K. John. Would not my lords return to me again,

After they heard, young Arthur was alive ?

Faulc. They found him dead, and cafl into the flreets,

An empty casket, where the jewel, life,

By fome damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away.

K. John. That villain Hubert told me, he did live.

Faulc. So on my foul he did, for aught he knew

:

But wherefore do you droop ? why look you fad?

Be great in ac"l, as you have been in thought

:

Let not the world fee fear and fad diftruft

Govern the motion of a kingly eye :

Be ftirring as the time ; be fire with fire ;

Threaten the threatner, and out-face the brow
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Of bragging horror : fo mall inferior eyes,

That borrow their behaviours from the Great,

Grow great by your example ; and put on
The dauntlefs fpirit of refolution.

Away, and glitter like the God of war,

When he intendeth to become the field ;

Shew boldnefs and afpiring confidence.

What, (hall they feek the Lion in his den,

And fright him there ? and make him tremble there ?

Oh, let it not be faid ! Forage, and run

To meet difpleafure farther from the doors

;

And grapple with him, ere he come fo nigh.

K. John. The Legate of the Pope hath been with
me,

And I have made a happy peace with him

;

And he hath promis'd to difmifs the Powers
Led by the Dauphin.

Faulc. Oh inglorious league !

Shall we, upon the footing of our Land,
Send fair-play-orders, and make compromife,
Infinuation, parley, and bafe truce,

To arms invafive ? mail a beardlefs boy,

A cocker'd, filken, Wanton brave our fields,

And flem his fpirit in a warlike foil,

Mocking the air with Colours idely fpread,

And find no check ? let us, my Liege, to arms

:

Perchance, the Cardinal can't make your peace >

Or if he do, let it at leaft be faid,

They faw, we had a purpofe of defence.

K. John. Have thou the ord'ring of this prefenf

time.

Tank. Away then, with good courage ; yet, I know,
Our Party may well meet a prouder foe. [Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Dauphin'* Camp, at

St. Edmundsbury. (18.)

Enter, in arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, Pembroke,
Bigot,, and Soldiers.

Lewis. T\/T ^ lord Melun, let this be copied out,

1VX And keep it fafe for our remembrance :

Return die prefident to thefe lords again,

Ths I
having our fair order written down, '

Both they and we, perufmg o'er thefe notes,

May know (therefore we took the Sacrament

;

And keep car faiths firm and inviolable.

Sal. Upon ^ur f des it never mall be broken.

And, noble Dauphin, albeit we fwear

A voluntary zeal and un-urg'd faith

To your proceedings; yet believe me, Prince,

I am not glad that fuch a Sore of time

Should leek a ptelfier by contemn'd revolt

;

And heal fch* inveterate canker of one wound,

By making many. Oh, it grieves my foul,

That I muft draw this metal from my fide

To be a widow -maker: oh, and there,

Where honourable refcue, and defence,

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury.

But fuch is the infedion of the time,

(iS) at St. Edmondsbury.] I have ventur'd to fix the Place

of the Scene here, which is fpecified by none of the Editors, on

the following Authorities. In the preceding A£, where Salis-

bury has hVd ro go over to the Dauphin, he fays,

Lords, 1 will meet him ar St. Edmondsbury.

And Count Melun, in this laft Aft, fays*

an(l mAny more with me,

Vpon the *Aitar <tt St. Edmondsbury 5

Even an that Altar, where We [wore to Tch

Dear ^Arnity, and everlafting Love.

And it appears likewife from the Troubkfom%eign ofKlngJohn,

in two Parts, (the fitft rough Model of this Play) that the In-

terchange ofVows betwixt the Dauphin and the Englifli Barons

was at St. Kdmondd'ury

\

That,
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That, for the health and phyfick of our Right,

We cannot deal but with the very hand

Of item injuitice, and confufed wrong.

And is't not pity, oh my grieved friends

!

That we, the fons and children of this Ifle,

Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this,

Wherein we ltep after a ftranger March ( 1 9)
Upon her gentle bofom, and fill up

Her enemies ranks ? (I mult withdraw and weep
Upon the Spor of this enfoced Caufe?)

To grace the gentry of a Land remote,

And follow unacquainted Colours here ?

What, here? O nation, tint thou could' 11 remove!
That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about,

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thy felf,

And grapple thee unto a Pagan more

!

Where thefe two chniiian armies might combine
The blood of malice in a vein of league,

And not to fpend it fo un-neighbourly.

Lewis. A noble temper doll thou mew in this;

And great affection, wreflling in thy bofom,

Doth make an earthquake of Nobility.

Oh, what a noble combat haft thou fought,

Between compulfion, and a brave refpect

!

Let me wipe off this honourable dew,

That filverly doth progrefs on thy cheeks.

My heart hath melted at a lady's tears,

Being an ordinary inundation

:

But this effufion of fuch manly drops,

This mow'r, blown up by tempeit of the foul,

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd,

Than had I feen the vaulty top of heav'n

Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors.

(19) Wherein ive fiep after a ftrangir, march

Vpon her gentle Bofom,] Thus all the printed Copies have
miftakingly pointed this PalTage : but, with Submiffion to the
former Editors, the Word Stranger is here an Adjective in its

Ufage, and to be coupled to March, which is its Subftantive

and no Verb. And to ftep after z ftranger March, is, What he
prcfently calls in other Terms, following unacquainted Colours.

Lift
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Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury,

And with a great heart heave away this Horm*
Commend thefe waters to thofe baby-eyes,

That never faw the giant world enrag'd

;

Nor met with fortune, other than at feafts,

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of goflipping.

Come, come ; for thou- fhalt thruft thy hand as deep
Into the purfe of rich profperity,

As Lewis himfelf ; fo, Nobles, mail you all,

That knit your finews to the ftrength of mine.

Enter Pandulph.

And even there, methinks, an angel fpake !

Look, where the holy legate comes apace,

To give us warrant from the hand of heav'n,

And on our actions fet the name of Right

With holy breath.

Pand. Hail, noble Prince of France !

The next is this : King John hath reconcile

Himfelf to Rome ; his fpirit is come in,

That fo ftood out againft the holy Church,

The great Metropolis and See of Rome.

Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind up,

And tame the favage fpirit of wild war
That, like a Lion fofter'd up at hand,

It may lye gently at the foot of peace:

And be no further harmful than in mew.
Lews. Your Grace (hall pardon me, I will not back

I am too high-born to be propertied,

To be a fecondary at controul

;

Or ufeful ferving-man, and inftrument,

To any fovereign State throughout the world.

Your breath firit. kindled the dead coal of war,

Between this chaflis'd Kingdom and my felf

;

And brought in matter, that lhould feed this fire,

And now 'tis far too huge to be blown out,

With that fame weak wind which enkindled it.

You taught me how to know the face of Right, .

Acquainted me with infreft to this Land j

Yea, thruft this enterprise into mv heart;

And
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And come ye now, to tell me John hath made
His peace with Rome? what is that peace to me?
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed,

After young Arthur, claim this Land for mine :

And now it is half-conquefd, mull I back,

Becaufe that John hath made his peace with Rome?
Am I Rome's flave ? what penny hath Rome borne,

What men provided, what munition fent,

To under-prop this action ? is't not I,

That undergo this charge ? who elfe but I,

And fuch as to my Claim are liable,

Sweat in this bufinefs, and maintain this war ?

Have I not heard thefe iflanders fhout out,

Vi<ve le Roy f as I have bank'd their towns ?

Have I not here the bell cards for the game,
To win this eafie match, plaid for a Crown ?

And fhall I now give o'er the yielded Set ?

No, on my foul, it never fhall be faid.

Pand. You look but on the outfide of this work.
Lewis. Outfide or infide, I will not return,

Till my attempt fo much be glorified,

As to my ample hope was promifed,

Before I drew this gallant head of war;
And cull'd thefe fiery fpirits from the world,

To outlook Conqueft, and to win Renown
Ev'n in the jaws of danger, and of death.

[Trumpet founds,
What lufty trumpet thus doth fummon us ?

Enter Faulconbridge.

Taulc . According to the fair Play of the world.

Let me have audience : I am fent to fpeak,

My holy lord of Milain, from the King :

I come, to learn how you have dealt for hir*

:

And as you anfwer, I do know the fcope

And warrant limited unto my tongue.

Pand. The Dauphin is too willfull-oppofite,

And will not temporize with my entreaties

:

He flatly fays, he'll not lay down his arms.
Fauk. By all the blood that ever fury breath'd,

Vol, III. S The
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The Youth fays well. Now hear our Englijb King 5

For thus his Royalty doth fpeak in me

:

He is prepar'd ; and reafon too, he lhould.

This apiih and unmannerly approach,

This harnefs'd mask, and unadvifed revel,

This unhair'd fawcinefs and boyifti troops, (20)
The King doth fmile at ; and is well-prepar'd

To whip this dwarfifh war, thefe pigmy arms,
From out the circle of his Territories.

That hand which had the ftrength, ev'n at your door,
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch

;

To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells

;

To crouch in litter of your liable-planks,

To lye, like pawns, lock'd up in chefts and trunks %

To herd with fwine ; to feek fweet hfety out,

In vaults and prifons ; and to thrill, and fliake,

Ev'n at the crying of our nation's Crow,
Thinking his voice an armed Englijb man

;

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here,

That in your chambers gave you chaftifement ?

No ; know, the gallant Monarch is in arms

;

And like an Eagle o'er his Aiery tow'rs,

To foufe annoiance that comes near his neft.

And you degen'rate, you ingrate Revolts,

You bloody Nero's, ripping up the womb
Of your dear mother England, blulh for Ihame.

For your own ladies, and pale-vifag'd maids,

Like Amazons, come tripping after drums

;

Their Thimbles into armed Gantlets change,

(20) This unheard Sawcinefs, and boyifh Tro*p$,] Thus the

printed Copies in general : but unheard is an Epithet of very

little Force, 01 Meaning here 3 befides, let us obferve hew 'tis

coupled. Faukori bridge is fnecring at the Dauphin's lnvalion,

as an unadvis'd Enterprise, favouring of Youth aud Indifcreti-

onj the Refult of Childiftnefs, and unthinking Rafhnefs : and
he feems altogether to dwell on this Character of it, by cal-

ling his Preparation boyijb Troops, dwarfi/Jj Way,pigmy sArms,&G,
which, according to my Emendation, fort very well with nn-

h*tr*d, i. c. unbearded Sawcinefs.

Their
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Their Needles to Lances, and their gentle Hearts

To fierce and bloody Inclination.

Lewis. There end thy Brave, and turn thy face m
peace

;

We grant, thou can ft out-fcold us ; fare thee well

:

We hold our time too precious to be fpent

With fuch a babler.

Pand. Give me leave to fpeak.

Faulc. No, I will fpeak.

Lewis. We will attend to neither

:

Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war
Plead for our infreft, and our being here.

Faulc. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry oufc i

.And fo lhall you, being beaten ; do but Hart

An Echo with the clamour of thy drum,
And ev'n at hand a drum is ready brac'd,

That mail reverberate all as loud as thine.

Sound but another, and another (hall,

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear,

And mock the deep-mouthM thunder. For at hand
(Not trufting to this halting Legate here,

Whom he hath us'd rather for fport, than need)

Is warlike John; and in his forehead fits

A bare-ribb'd death ; whofe office is this day

To feaft upon whole thoufands of the French.

Lewis. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out.

Faulc. And thou (halt find it, Dauphin, do not doubk
[Exeunt*

SCENE changes to a Field of Battle.

Alarms. Enter King John and Hubert.

K. John.TT OW goes the day with us ? oh, tell me>

JlI Hubert.

Huh. Badly, I fear ; how fares your Majefty ?

K. John. This feaver, that hath troubled me fo long,

Lyes heavy on me : oh, my heart is fick

!

Enter a MJfenger.

Mef. My lord, your valiant kinfman, Fauhonbridge,
Delires your Majefty to leave the field;

S z And
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And fend him word by me which way you go.

K. John. Tell him, tow'rd Smn/ead, to the Abbey
there.

Me/. Be of good Comfort : for the great Supply,
That was expe&ed by the Dauphin here,

Are wreck'd three nights ago on GaaWWands.
This news was brought to Richard but ev'n now

;

The French fight coldly, and retire themfelves.

K. John. Ah me ! this tyrant feaver burns me up,

And will not let me welcome this good news.
Set on tow'rd Swinjtead; to my Litter ftrait;

Weaknefs poffefieth me, and I am faint. [Exeunt*

SCENE changes to the French Camp.

Enter Salisbury, Pembroke and Bigot.

Sal. T Did not think the King fo Itor'd with friends.

X Pemb. Up once again ; put fpirit in the French i

If they mifcarry, we mifcarry too.

Sal. That mif-begotten devil, Faulconbridge,

In fpight of fpight, alone upholds the day.

Pemb. They fay, King John, fore fick, hath left the field.

Enter Melun, wounded.

Melun. Lead me to the Revolts of England here.

Sal. When we were happy, we had other names.

Pemb. It is the Count Melun.
Sal. Wounded to death.

Melun. Fly, noble Engl/b, you are bought and fold \

Untread the rude way of Rebellion, (21)

And welcome home again difcarded faith.

Seek out King John, and fall before his feet

:

For if the French be lords of this loud day,

He means to recompence the pains you take,

(21) Unthread the rude Eye of \ebellion.'] Tho* all the Co»

pics concur in this Reading, how poor is the Metaphor of «»-

threading the Eye of a Needle ? And, befides, as there is no

Mention made of a Needle, how remote and obfeure is the

Allufion without it? The Text, as I have reftor'd it, is eafy

and natural 5 and it is the Mode of Expreflion, which our Au-

thor is every where fond of, to tread and mtretd, the Way,

fath, Step, &C.
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By cutting off your heads ; thus hath he fworn,

And I with him, and many more with me,
Upon the altar at St. Edmonsbury

;

Ev'n on that altar, where we fwore to you
Dear amity and everlafting love.

Sal. May this be poflible ? may this be true f

Melun. Have" I not hideous death within my view i

Retaining but a quantity of life,

Which bleeds away, ev
rn as a form of wax

Refolveth from its figure 'gainft the fire ?

What in the world mould make me now deceive,

Since I muft iofe the ufe of all deceit f

Why mould I then be falfe, fince it is true,

That I muft die here, and live hence by truth ?

I fay again, if Lewis do win the day,

He is forfworn, if e'er thofe eyes of yours

Behold another day break in the eaft.

But ev'n this night, whofe black contagious breath

Already fmoaks about the burning creil

Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied fun,

Ev'n this ill night, your breathing lhall expire ;

Paying the fine of rated treachery,

Ev'n with a treacherous fine of all your lives,

If Lewis by your afiiftance win the day.

Commend me to one Hubert, with your Kingt
The love of him, and this refpeft befides,

(For that my grandfire was an Engli/bman>)

Awakes my confeience to confefs all this.

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence

From forth the noife and rumour of the field

;

Where I may think the remnant ofmy thoughts

In peace ; and part this body and my foul.

With contemplation, and devout defires.

Sal. We do believe thee, and befhrew my foul

But I do love the favour and the form

Of this moil fair occafion, by the which
We will untread the fteps of damned Eight |

And, like a bated and retired flood,

Leaving our ranknefs and irregular courfe,

Stoop low within thofe bounds, we have o'er-looked ?

S 5 And
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And calmly ran on in obedience

Ev'n to our ocean, to our great King John.
My arm fhall give thee help to bear thee hence,
For I do fee the cruel pangs of death

Right in thine eye. Away, my friends ; new flight;

And happy newnefs, that- intends old right

!

SCENE changes to a different part of the French
Camp*

Le^is.^T^H £ fun of heav'n, methought, was loth tc

1 fer,

But ftaid, and made the weflern welkin blufh ;

When th
1

Er.gUfo meafur'd backward their own ground
In faint retire: oh, bravely came we off,

When with a volley of our needlefs fhot,

After fuch bloody toil, we bid good night:

And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up,

Laft in the neld, and aimoft lords of it
f

Me/. Where is my prince, the Dauphin >

Lewis. Here; what news ?

Mej\ The count Meltm is flail) ; the Englijh lord;

By his perfwafion are again fairn off

;

And your (apply, which you have wifh'd fo long,

Are call away, and funk on Godwin fands.

Lewis. Ah foul, Ihrewd, news ! Befhrew thy very heart;

I did not think to be fad to night,

As this hath made me. Who was he, that faid,

King John did fly, an hour or two before

The (tumbling night did part our weary powers ?

M • Who ever fpoke ir, it u true, my lord.

fawis. Well j keep good quarter, and good care to

night;

The day (hall not be up fo foon as I,

To try the bit adventure of to morrow : [ExnmL

[Exeunt, leading off Melon.

Enter Lewis, and his Train.

Enter a Mej/enger.

S C E N E.
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SCENE, an open Place in the Neighbourhood of

Faulc. A friend. What art thou I

Hub. Of the part of England.

Faulc. And whither doll thou go ?

Hub. What's that to thee ?

Why may not I demand of thine affairs*

As well as thou of mine I

Faulc. Hubert, I think.

Hub . Thou haft a perfed thought

:

I will upon all hazards well believe

Thou art my friend, that know'ft my tongue fo well

:

Who art thou ?

Faulc. Who thou wilt ; and, if thou pleafe,

Thou may'ft be-friend me fo much, as* to think,

I come one way of the Plantagenets.

Hub.Unkind remembrance ! thou and eyclefs night (22)

Have done me fhame ; brave foldier, pardon me,
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue,

Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine ear.

Faulc.Come, come ;fans compliment,what news abroad f

Hub. Why here walk I, in the black brow of nighty

To find you out.
*

Faulc. Brief then : and what's the news

Hub. O my fweet Sir, news fitting to the night 5

Black, fearful „ comfortlefs, and horrible.

Faul. Shew me the very wound of this ill news,,

I am no woman, I'll not fwoon at it.

(22) Unkind 'Remembrance ; thou and endiefs Night

means no more, than that theDulnefs of his Recollection, and
the Darknefs of the Night, had difgraced himin his not know-
ing Faulionbndge by the Tone of his Voice. Out Author cer-

tainly wrote, eye-Ufs. hit. Warburton iikewife concurred in

&«ting this Emendation.

Hub.

] Why, endiefs Night t Hubert

Bid.
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Hub. The King, I fear, is poifon'd by a Monk

:

I left him almoft fpeechlefs, and broke out

T* acquaint you with this evil ; that you might
The better arm you to the fudden time,

Than if you had at leifure known of this.

Faulc. How did he take it I who did tafle to him t

Hub. A monk, I tell you; a refolved villain,

Whofe bowels fuddenly burft out ; the King
Yet fpeaks ; and, peradventure, may recover.

Faulc. Who didft thou leave to tend his Majefty I

Hub. Why, know you not ? the lords are all corns

back,

And brought Prince Henry in their company ;

At whofe requell the King hath pardon'd them,

And they are all about his Majefty.

Faulc. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heav
rn I

And tempt us not to bear above our power.

I'll tell thee, Hubert, half my powers this night,

Pafling thefe flats, are taken by the tide

;

Thefe Lincoln-wafties have devoured them ;

Myfelf, well mounted, hardly have efcaped.

Away, before : conduct me to the King

;

I doubt, he will be dead, or e'er I come. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Orchard in Swinftead Abbey 9

Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury and Bigot.

Henry. TT is too late ; the life of all his blood

X Is touched corruptibly ; and his pure brain,

(Which, fome fuppofe, the foul's frail dwelling houfe,)

I)oth, by the idle comments that it makes,

Foretel the ending of mortality.

Enter Pembroke.

Pemb. His highnefs yet doth fpeak, and holds belief,

That, being brought into the open air,

It would allay the burning quality

Of that fell poifon, which aflaileth him.

Henry. Let him be brought into the orchard here

;

Doth he Gill rage ?

Pmtk
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Pemb. He is more patient,

Than when you left him ; even now he fung.

Henry. Oh vanity of ficknefs ! fierce extreams

In their continuance will not feel themfelves.

Death having prey'd upon the outward parts,

Leaves them ; invifible his fiege is now,
Againft the mind ; the which he pricks and wounds
With many legions of itrange fantafies ;

Which, in their throng, and prefs to that laft hold,

Confound themfelves. *Tis ftrange that death fhould

fing :

I am the cygnet to this pale, faint fwan,

Who chaunts a doleful hymn to his own death i

And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, fings

His foul arid body to their lafting reft.

Sal. Be of good comfort, Prince ; for you are bom
To fet a form upon that indigeft,

Which he hath left fo fhapelefs and fo rude.

King John brought in.

K. John. Ay, marry, now my foul hath elbow-room i

It would not out at windows, nor at doors.

There is fo hot a fummer in my bofom,

That all my bowels crumble up to duft :

I am a fcribbled form drawn with a pen
Upon a parchment, and againft this fire

Do I fhrink up.

Henry. How fares your Majefty r"

K. John. Poifon'd, ill fare I dead, forfook, caftoffi

And none of you will bid the winter come
To thrufl his icy fingers in my maw ;

Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courfe

Through my burned bofom : nor intreat the north

To make his bleak winds kifs my parched lips,

And comfort me with cold. I ask not much,
I beg cold comfort ; and you are fo ftrait,

And fo ungrateful, you deny me that.

Henry. Oh, that there were fome virtue in my tears,

That might relieve you

!

£. John. The fait of them is hot.

Within
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Within me is a hell ; and there the poifoa

Is, as a fiend, confin'd to tyrannize

On unreprievable, condemned blood.

Enter Faulconbridge.

Taulc. Oh ! I am fcalded with my violent motion,

And fpleen of fpeed to fee your Majefty.

K. John. Oh ! coufin, thou art come to fet mine eye ;

The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt

;

And all the fhrouds, wherewith my life fhould fail,

Are turned to one thread, one little hair

:

My heart hath one poor firing to flay it by,

Which t.o'ds but till thy news be uttered

;

And then all this thou iVeft, is but a clod,

And module of confounded rcvalty.

Fau/c. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward.

Where, heav'n he knows, how we mail anfwer him,

Por, in a night, the belt part of my power,

As I upon advantage did remove,
Were in the wafties, ail unwarily*.

Devoured by the unexpected flood. [The King dieu

Sal. You breathe thefe dead news in as dead an ear :

My Liege ! my Lord !—but now a King—now thus.

Henry Ev'n fo mtlft I run Oh, and ev'n fo ftop.

What forety oi the world, what hope, what flay,

When rhi- was now a King, and now is day ?

Fau/c. Art thou gone fo ? I do but ftay behind,

To do the office for thee of revenge :

And then my foul fhall wait on thee to hcav'n,

As it on earth hath been thy fervant (till.

Now, now, you flats, that move in your bright fpheres*

Where be your pow'rs ? (hew now your mended faith*,

And inttantly return with me again,

To pufh deltru&ion and perpetual Ihame
Out of the weak door of our fainting land :

Strait let us feek, or ftrait we mail be fought

;

The Dauphin rages at our very heels.

Sal It feems, you know not then f« much as we

:

The Cardinal Pandulph is within at reft,

Who half an hour iirjee came from the Dauphin

;

And
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And brings from him fuch offers of our peace,
As we with honour and refpe& may take,

With purpofe prefently to leave this war.
Faulc. He will the rather do it, when he fees

Ourfelves well finewed to our defence.

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already ;

For many Carriages he hath difpatch'd

To the fea-fide, and put his Caufe and Quarrel
To the difpofing of the Cardinal

:

With whom your felf, my felf, and other lords,

If you think meet, this afternoon will poft

To confummate this bufmefs happily.

Fau/c. Let it be fo ; and you, my noble Prince,
With other Princes that may beft be fpar'd,

Shall wait upon your father's Funeral.

Henry* At Worcejler muft his body be interred*

For fo he will'd it.

Fau/c. Thither (hall it then.

And happily may your fweet felf put on
The lineal State, and Glory of the Land I

To whom, with all Submiflion on my knee,
I do bequeath my faithful fervices,

And true fubje&ion everlaftingly

.

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make,
To reft without a Spot for evermore.

Henry. I nave a kind foul, that would give you thanks
And knows not how to do it, but with tears.

Faulc. Oh, let us pay the time but needful woe,
Since it hath been before-hand with our griefs.

This England never did, nor never fhall,

Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror,

But when it firft did help to wounciit felf.

Now thefe her Princes are come home again,

Come the three corners of the world in arms,

And we (hall (hock themt^—Nought fhall make us rue

If England to it felf do reft but true.

Exeunt omnes

The End of the Third Volume.
















